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around Mount Pleasant would be if Lthe 
hill tops were utilized in this way.

The visitors, last Saturday found the 
grounds in excellent condition, and the 
new wing erected a year or two ago in 
such a forward state as to be ready for 
occupancy at two months notice. Mr. 
Reed escorted them through the house 
and grounds and when the tour of in
spection was ended the entire party ex
pressed themselves as thoroughly con
vinced of the feasibility of Mr. Reed’s 
undertaking and surprised with the 
amount of work already done.

It is to be'hoped in the general inte^ 
ests of the community that Mr. Reed 
will carry the enterprise he has com
menced forward to completion. The 
hotel when completed as shown in the 
engraving will furnish accommodation 
for at least 500 guests and it does not re
quire a mathematician to figure the ad
vantages that would flow from having so 
many people living near the city. „

The members of the Board of Trade 
left, thanking Mr. Reed for his hospitali
ty and wishing him every success with 
his undertaking which they again 
heartily endorsed.

THE CASTLE HOTEL.RUBBER GOODS : MILL SUPPLIES.
SOMETHIN® ABOUT MR. ROBERT 

MEED’S GREAT PROJECT.RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING,
DISTON’S SAWS, EMERY WHEELS,

RUBBER, LINEN AND COTTON HOSE,
MACHINE OILS of all kinds; FILES, 

STEAM PACKINGS, AND MILL SUPPLIES of all kinds.
utoi to Dealers. 4

BOOTS AND SHOES, CLOTHING of all kinds;
CARRIAGE APRONS, KNEE RUGS, CAMP SHEETS,

BED AND CRIB SHEETING, TUBING, SYRINGES, WRINGER ROLLS, 
CARRIAGE CLOTHS, APRONS, BIBS, HATS, HAT COVERS,

And all Conceiveable kinds of RUBBER GOODS; also OIL CLOTHING.
Send for Catalogues.

Whet He Proposes to Bo en Mount
Pleasant—A View of the Proposed 

Erections.

Liberal Disco
On Saturday last a.number of our most 

prominent citizens and members of the 
Board of Trade accepted the invitation fo 
Mr. Reed and visited his house and 
spacious grounds on Mount Pleasant 
Everybody in St John has at onq time 
or another visited Mr. Reed’s splendid 
grounds, the finest beyond question in or 
about the city. The hotel project set on 
foot by Mr. Reed has given the locality 
a new interest and the object of the visit 
of thé Board of Trade was to look at the 
recent improvements made on the 
grounds and also to walk through the 
wing recently added to the building.

Mr. Reed believes that St John is well 
adapted for a watering place and holds 
that it requires only the necessary hotel 
accommodation should be provided to 
attract tourists to SL John at once. He 
has made a careful study of various 
watering places along the Atlantic Coast, 
but more particularly ' those of the ad
joining State of Maine. As a result of 
his enquiries and investigations he has 
found that all have advantages and draw
backs; most of them are difficult of ac
cess apd to a certain extent cut off from 
the world save bÿ'a telegraphic wire. 
The experience of all persons is that 
while it is a very simple matter to reach 
most watering places it is often very 
difficult to leave them at a few hours 
notice.

St. John has exceptional kdvantages 
of climate and the feet that it has rapid 
rail communication with the United 
States makes it accessible to a class 
whose business often requires them to 
return from a trip to their homes at an 
hour’s notice. The advantages of Satnt
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SAINT JOHN, N. B.RINCE WILLIAM STREET,€ 5ÜT waq sentenced to imprisonment in the 
house of correction for 12 months and to 
be branded en the left thumb with the 
letter M. I do not think he served out 
his full sentence, as I believe he is the 
drummer alluded to in Col. Playfair's 
account of the marc h of the 104th reg 
t# Quebec in February, 1813, where he 
says “some of the men would elide down 
the hills on the tobogans, and capsizes 
were of frequent occurrence. Our big 
black drummer straddled the big drum,, 
which wae lashed on a tobogan to try the 
experiment, but it jumped the track; 
shooting him off at a high velocity, and 
the sable African came up some distance 
from where he disappeared in the snow, 
a white man from head to foot.” .1 will 
conclude with an instance of the loyalty 
of our patriotic forefathers, showing tbit 
annexation ideas would have found A 
short shrift with them. On the 9th Sept, 
1820, Beriah Wait, master of an American 
vessel in the harbor, was convicted atif* 
the Sessions bf the Peice of using sedi
tions and contemptuous words in “Damn- 
iag the King ” and fined £2§.00.

Tu Secretary.

FIELD SPORTS.at Lower Cove, was broken into, and £60 
in money, besides guns and pistols 
stolen, one pair of pistols valued at £14 
14s. John Smith and David Bailey were 
committed for trial by Alderman Van
horn for the robbery. At the Sessions of 
the Pease for the City and County of St 
John, Sept 22, 1838, David Bailey and 
John Smith, for breaking into Watkeys, 
were convicted of larceny; Bailey to be 
imprisoned in the common jail two years, 
and whipped 50 lashes on the bare back 
Monday next, and 50 lashes following 
Monday 24. Smitl same imprisonment 
and 50 lashes Monday next At same 
Sessions James Daivie for robbery at 
Barlow & Ketchum’s, 50 lashes on Mon
day next I could give you many" more, 
but I think from the foregoing that it is 
evident in truth, that in those old times 
“the way of the trangressor was hard.” 
Another noticeable thing of that day, 
was the remarkable swiftness of the pun
ishment; no delay or appeal,but sentence, 
and speedy execution. Of this I will 
give you an instance or two, which to my 
mind are most noteworthy of the stem 
manlier, in which justice dealt with the 
offender. On the 29th March, 1826, 
Thomas Freeborn, a constable, had a 
warrant for a man named Dan. Cunning
ham at Westfield. Cunningham resisted 
the arrest, and shot Freeborn dead. He 
was captured at Garrick’s tavern, on the 
Fredericton, Road, in bed. On the 5th

SIXTY YEARS AGO.
HOW CRIMINALS WERE PUNISHER 

BY OUR FOBBFATHEBB.
A SUMMARY OF THE DOINGS OF 

THE PAST WEEK.

The Lneh—The Pinery end the Gellew» 
—Fined tor Seditiene Loncuope. What the Gossip's Find to Telit About 

in the World of Sport.

xty years is a short perk^L i 
world’s history,*but to individuals 
pears a long while ago. 
change and we change with them. 
A brief sketch of the modes of punish
ment in vogue in our city, in the early 
part of Qie century may illustrate this, 
and show how our forefathers dealt with 
rogues and vagabonds, 
punishment for minor offences, and also" 
often an accompaniment of more serious 
ones, was the pillory, in some cases 
mutilation was added. The pillory as 
we see it pictured in old prints, wits 
composed of two upright posts, with a 
crosspiece about the height of a man’s 
shoulders; this crosspiece was divided 
into two parts, upper, and lower, in each 
of which were three semi-circular indenta-

in the 
it ap- 

The times
P. Jay writes in the New York World : 

That Sullivan is still confident of his 
ability to whip Mitchell and is willing to 
tty is evidenced by Arthur Magnus’s 
offer on his behalf to make a new match. 
It is now pretty well established that 
Sullivan’s pluck alone kept him from be
ing defeated. He had injured his right 
arm in the fourth round, and thereafter 
fought with his left hand alone. The 
pain he suffered must have been excru
ciating, and that, coupled with the chills, 
the heavy nature of the ground and 
Mitolftll’e exasperating tactics, must have 
rààde a man less game quit at an early 

iMge. That Charlie had the 
fighting towards the close is generally 
admitted, and he deserves all credit for 
it, but I firmly believe that had Dempsey 
or McCaffrey been in his place either 
Mould have gained a decisive victory. 
He must have known of John’s injury, 
he must have seen that Sally’s legs had 
grown weak from floundering around in 
the mud, ahd' he ought to have gone at 
the big fellow and whipped him. I , do 
not take' a great dearof stock in the 
that his hands were bad, for none of the 
reports mention any extensive swelling 
or injury^o thé Britisher’s maw ley b.^ In

BzrzezxcK.
1 Original Mansion.
2 Addition, 93x40 feet, with kitchen building in

the rear, 24x43 feet, two stories high.
3 Can be completed in a month and with 1 and 2

will accommodate 76 to 100 guests.
4 Pavilion, 76x46 feet.
5 Moorish Basaar.
67 8 Detatched buildings,fer apartment 

modations.
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HIS HEAD IN A SLING.

best of the Barney Baldwin Badly Broken tip, bnt 
Still in tlie Rlnar.

[San Francisco Argonaut.]
Barney Baldwin is the most cheerful 

person imaginable for a man who has 
a broken neck to carry, about, and 
looks upon his trouble somewhat in the 
light of a huge joke on the medical pro
fession. Mr. Baldwin, who is about 
thirty-five years of age, nearly six feet 
tall, was standing on a caboose of a 
freight train which was moving out of the 
yard, just a year ago, when the engine 
of another freight train switching in the 
yard, struck it and knocked him off. The 
engine and six cars went over him, and 
when he was picked lip it was found that 
both his legs had" been broken, the left 
near his knee, and his arm at the elbow 

WfesgBMggia Th® ash-pan of the engine broke
five of his ribs, and broke in two the 

: sixth cervical vertebrae in his neck, and 
, disjointed the fifth and sixth. He lay 
; unconscious for thirty-sixdiours, and was 
j blind for fourteen days. Two entire ver- 
i te'bræ were removed from his neck. For 

one hundred and twenty-seven days he 
I lay on a water mattress, and Vas in bed 

five months and seventeen days alto
gether. Before he wqs injured he weigh
ed two hundred and ten pounds, now he 
weighs only one hundred and thirty- 
eight. He had never been a drinking 
man, and at the time he was hurt had 
some little money laid away. “.If it hadn’t 
been for that, I wouldn’t a been here to 

„ tell ye about myself to-day.” His head 
is supported on his shoulders by Dr. 
Charles Sayre’s jury-mast, which consists 
of a back-plate of steel, to which is rivet
ed a long hook-shaped rod that passes out 
from under his coat-collar up over his 
head, and from which straps pass around 
his ears and under his chin, thus holding 
his bead free and in a normal position.

5 This arrangement is absolutely 
s sary, as one or two inches of his spinal 
g| cord are entirely unprotected by bone.

At the time the mask was placed on hie 
head, his body was put in a plaster-oi- 
paris jacket, which he wore for six 
months, when it was removfed and 
ed by “everlasting” corsets, 
months after I was injured,” he said, re
cently, “I began to kind o’ wake up. I 
didn’t know much what was goin’ on. 
Kind 0’ dazed like. Since then I’ve been 
gettin’ better right along. I suppose I 
was kind o’ silly before I begun to come 
to life again,” qnd he smiled as much 
as the straps of his maak would al
low hint. “I can’t see yet any too well, and 
I can’t write at all. This is a great 
noyance. Then again I have to sleep 
sittin’ up, and it ain’t the most comfort
able way either. Once he tried it lying 
down, he said, but the pressure on his 
unprotected spinal cord brought 
consciousness immediately. At first, 
when he began to get well he never slept, 
but sank into a kind of trance in which 
he knew what was going on about him, 
and could tell it to his friends when he 
came back to consciousness. Since he 
has been on the road to convalescence he 
has been examined by many leading 
men of the medical profession. He said 

feued the railroad at whose hands 
he received his injuries, for one hundred 
thousand dollars, and obtained a judge
ment against it for seventy-five thousand 
dollars. The railroad offered him forty 
thousand dollars as a compromise, but he 
xvould not take it. He never removes 
his mast, shaves with what he calls a 
“lawn mower,” and says that “smokin’ . 
helps him.” He displayed a gold watch 
somewhat dented, and said that at the 
time of the accident it had been driven 
into his body, and he had thought he 
had lost it “They cut it out, though, 
seventeen hours afterward, and it was 
still goin’

Y
tiens. The centre one received the head 
ef the culprit, and the two side ones his 
hands: the top piece then shut down on 
his neck and held him fast—in this posi
tion he was perfectly helpless. It was 
generally erected ia a public place, like 
the Market Square at the foot of King 
street. The miserable man set up in this 
unfortunate fashion was a target for all 
the garbage and other promiscuous mis
siles that the mob choose to throw at 
him, though I believe that a sense of 
humanity required that they be of soft 
material, except he had done something 
very infamous, in which case, turnips and 
cabbages were added to the usual amuni- 
tion of dead cats, decayed eggs and the 
mud of the streets. The first record I 
have of the punishment of the pillory 
being inflicted was atHalifax, N. 8., July 
25,1825. John Lewis Puttum was con
victed of uttering forged Provincial Notes. 
He was sentenced to be committed to 
jail for one year, to stand one hour. in 
the pillory and to have “one of his ears 
cut off in this case a barbarous mutila
tion was added to his degradation.

The first case in St. John was in 
August 1827—Daniel Kar, and William 
T. Green were convicted of passing coun
terfeit money, and having machinery for 
graining (?) counterfeit Spanish dollars. 
They were condemned to three months 
in the County jail and to stand one Hour 
in the pillory on the 27th inst. The fol
lowing description of their public appear
ance appeared in the Herald, written by 
the editor, who evidently received his in
formation from a jubilant spectator of

Notes About Sport.

The bill making horse racing in the 
State of New Jersey during 
of December, January, February, and 
March unlawful has passed the Assemb
ly. Efforts are being made to prevent 
the bill from becoming law. V

the months
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the scene.
“ Kar and Green made their appear

ance (a grotesque one truly) in the pillory 
on Monday last, being the first exhibi
tion of the kind in this country. We 
understand that during the performance, 
they participated freely of eggs and 
onions, the quality whereof is said to 
have been infamous, and absolutely un
wholesome, still we trust it will have 
the salutary effect of deterring the 
knaves from the prosecution of the trade 

liar making, unless by honest in-

’IKl rdplac- 
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THE PROPOSED NEW HOTEL ON MOUNT PLEASANT.
e John in this particular are unrivalled.

It is known to every one who has 
watched the tide of excursion travel that 
the majority of persons who make the 
provincial trip belong to the wealthier 
classes. They are all persons in easy 
circumstances to whom the mere matter 
of hotel charges are nothing, if they can 
get the accomodations they require. As 
it is now, there is no hotel large enough 
to hold the excursionists who arrive here 
during the heated term for two days. As 
a consequence, these people pass through 
St. John almost without stopping, mak
ing their stay instead at some other 
place. Were there sufficient hotel ac
commodation, this class of excursionists 
would stay over for a day, or a week, in
stead of simply passing through the city. 
Others would take up a permanent resi
dence here for the summer. Many when 
they had learned by experience the health 
fulness of our summer climate would buy 
land and erect cottages to live in. Thus, 
by degrees, SL John would become one 
of the great watering places of the con
tinent

Mount Pleasant and the surrounding 
country possess rare advantages for the 
quartering of a summer colony. No 
where on the continent within an equal 
radius are there so many eligble sites 
for cottages. Within the space we have 
mentioned there are a thousand hills, a 
score of lakes and scenery so diversified 
as to baffle description. Those who have 
visited Short Hills, New Jersey, where 
every house in the village is built on a 
hill, (can appreciate what the country

this view I am home out by Joe Coburn, 
who said one day last week : “ John’s 
right was hurt in the fourth round, and 
had Mitchell the necessary pluck he 
could have won right there. Mitchell 
now talks of retiring from the ring, be
ing* contented with having stopped a 
man, accidently disabled, whom any 
other first-class" fighter would have fin
ished under the circumstances. Mitch
ell’s announcement is made to save him 
from tackling such a stayer as Jack 
Dempsey.” Joe also 
and says he knows t 
fight with a disabled hand. Neverthe
less, it was one of the fortunes of war, 
and John must abide with it until he 
can prove his title clear.

Hint* to Hons.keepers.May he was tried at Westfield, befor 
Judge Chipman, found guilty, and sen
tenced to be hanged on the 8th, and on 
Monday the 8th May, he was hanged at 
Westfield !

Richard, and Maria Stewart, colored, 
brother and sister, were placed on trial 
at SL Andrews 12th August, 1826, for the 
murder of an infant, on the 16th AngusL 
They were found guilty before Judge 
Chipman, and sentence to be hanged, and 
on the 28th August, 1826, they were 
hanged at St. Andrews. The most nota
ble thing in the above cases, is the ex
tremely short interval between sentence 
and execution, in one case only three 
days.

The dispensers of justice in that day 
did not consider Imprisonment for minor 
offences a full satisfaction for crimes 
committed, but generally added, as has 
been show some extraneous punish
ment, such as whipping, pillory, &c. Still 
another form in cases of manslaughter 
was branding the left thumb with the 
letter M. .1 have several instances of this 
aisong my potes: an interesting one was 
the case of Harry Grant, black drummer, 
of the 104 reg. A number of soldiers had 
been drinking at Mr. Merritt’s, at Indian- 
town, 15th October, 1812, and got into a 
row with citizens. The drummer was 
singled out for the most violent attack, 
and in defending himself stabbed Charlie 
Henry Dalton in the arm. Dalton died 
of his wound, and Grant was tried for 
murder. It appeared on trial that he 
was acting mostly in self defence, and he 
was convicted of manslaughter only. He

Tepid water with a Utile borax dis
solved in it is good to wash colored table 
linen in.

For canker sore mouth, one tablespoon
ful of borax dissolved in half a pint of 
water is excellent used as a wash.

To clean red brick floors, rub them 
with a brick moistened with a little warm 
milk and water, and wipe dry with a soft 
cloth.

Half a teaspoonful of common table 
salt, disselvqd in a little cold water and 
drank, will Instantly relieve heartburn.

To clean straw matting, boil three 
quarts of bran in one gallon of water and 
wash the matting with the water, drying 
it well.

To wash Ctis tor oil bottles, put them one- 
third full of rice, and fill up with water; 
shake thoryigly.

To remove paint from windows, take 
strong bicarbonate of soda and dissolve 
it in hot water. Wash the glass, and in 
twenty minutes or half an hour rub 
thoroughly with a dry cloth.

Never sun feather beds. Air them 
thoroughly on a windy day in a cool place. 
The sun draws the oil, and gives the 
feathers a rancid smell.

an-
01
dlis try."

There is no account of a woman being
put in the pillory, although in one in
stance she came very near ib On SepL 
20, 1827, Matilda Lally for maliciously

on un
praises John’s grit, 
:hat it is no fun to

setting fire to her husband’e^puse, was 
ordered te be imprisoned fonwx months,
and to stand in the pillory for one hour, 
but»A account of her sex was pardoned 
the pillory part of the punishment.

In cases of house breaking and steal
ing, the culprit, when he escaped hang
ing, was generally whipped in addition 
to imprisonment From a number of old 
trials I select the following examples as 
having a local application. July 31, 1820, 
John Dunn and James Hazen were 
whipped for stealing at SL Andrews. 
Aug. 1, 1820, John Barton Morris, sail- 
maker, and Ebenezer Pain, of Saint 
Stephen, were sentèneed at SL Andrews 
to 39 lashes for stealing articles, under 
value of £20 from the store of G. Hunter, 
of SL Stephen, sentence carried out in 
front of jail yard next day. At the Ses
sions of the Peace for the City and Coun
ty of SL John, SepL 9, 1820, Anthony 
Robert Johijston, for stealing three kegs 
powder—to be whipped at the end of the 
North Market Wharf. Hdward PoRers, 
for larceny, to be twice whipped (he must 
have been bad.) On the 11th April, 1838, 
the shop of Henry Watkeys, gunsmith,

There are indications that the black 
trotting wonder of the West will appear 
on the track again the coming season. 
The Chicago Tribune says: “J. I. Case, 
Jr., of Hickory Grove stock farm was in 
town recently. He reports Jay-Eye-See 
in good condition, and says that anybody 
who thinks he has a horse better than 
the little gelding can get a race. Last 
summer when Jay-Eye 
record of 2:16 on à half-mile track he was 
some 100 pounds heavier than when he 
made his record of 2:10. When asked as 
to the success thus far of the get of Phal- 
las, Mr. Case said: ‘None of Phallas’s 
colts have been worked for speed; he 
cannot be said to have been in the stud 
for over a year, although he has, maybe, 
fifteen colts altogether, some of which 
were out of common mares, but Mr. Mc
Kinney has one—Phallemont—that had 
he not some throat affection would have 
beaten 2:20. Phallas Chief we sold to 
gentleman at SL Paul for $5,090, but 
three of his get (two-year-olds) are at the 
farm, and I think any one of them can 
trot 2:45 the coming season. I fancy that 
the grandsons of Phallas will get into the 
thirty list before any of his sons.’ ”

he had

e-See beat Rarus’s

Cook oatmeal in a double boiler or in a 
covered pail set in a kettle of water. Be 
sure to salt ih

Vapor baths will clear the skin. 
Powdered charcoal, taken on first rising 
in the morning, is good. Sometimes a 
good medicine for billiousness is the 
remedy required.

The writes who writes for a living does 
penance all his life.—[Washington Critic.

SHIRLEY CARSTONE is the 
title of a New Serial to be com
menced next week. It should be 
read by everyone.

Punsters’ Picnic.

A mud-shower is certainly a rain of 
terra.—[Whitehall Times.

A sailor generally feels tired after a 
day’s port.—[fexas Siftings.

A meeting of thieves is a sin-chronal 
affair.—[Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph.

The hostler, if not always a dogged, is 
surely a curry fellow.—[Whitehall Times.
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uponf him. Who is thâfc 

g. uncovered hair and pale,.
He strikes the maddened ani

mal every moment for Better speed, though 
now they seem flying faster than the wind.
The man is Curran. Let him be his own # 
avenger, then. _____ ■ -

come tike thf^pufîlng of^a^ioccenotive; be

SWhat does he seek? What will he do when 
he looks again on his faithless and dishonored 
wife and on the man who has put this dead
liest shame upon him? Punishment can wipe 
out nothing, vengeance never assuaged one 
pang of human anguish yet. But mercy or 
pity or reason are fled from his maddened 
soul to-night, while the furies whip him on.

"Philip 
r, with Ion 
ard face?

is notBair back from his forehead. "Did you ever 
love a woman who hated you I Did you ever 
want to pour out your life for her, and see that 
she despised you ? You know whom I mean. 
Why I once fancied you and she were lovers, 
till she told me not. I mean Bertha.” He 
spoke the name so tenderly, a thrill of shame 
passed over Philip. Bertha was this man's 
wife. Had he not a right then to speak her 
name tenderly ? And so Curran had fancied 
Bertha and he were lovers till she told him 
not—ah, Bertha.

“She has left me,” Curran went on in the 
“I don’t suppose it 

I could only see her 
now, I hâve such a strange, feeling that I 
might win her back.' She made such a ten
der sweetheart." Then he lifted his eyes 
more firmly to Philip’s face, set like a wall of 
rock. “Is there any trouble among your 
help?”

“Yes, they have flung all my offers in my

“It must have been that which made them 
send for me. I had hoped, or feared, I hardly 
know which, it might be something, of Ber
tha. It is queer, isn’t it, a woman like her 
should turn my nead so completely? What 
is there about her, did you ever think of it? 
Of course you haven’t.” Curran seemed1 to 
make an effort to dismiss all thoughts of her 
that unmanned him! “You needn’t be afraid

before them their sufferings and wring their 
hearts with self pity; who could make each 
soul of them wonder at his own patience.

He made his way slowly up the aisle with 
simple greetings for his friends, as they 
stretched out their grimy hands to him. But 
his smile was so sad and hopeless that every 
glad face sobered as he passed. He mounted 
the platform and turned his face toward 
them. He seemed but the ghost of his 
former magnificent manhood, but the people 
cheered him again, and those in the rear 
leaped upon their seats in the eagerness to see 
their hero. Then all held their breath to lis
ten; even the girls in the gallery stopped * 
their excited whispering while they wilted 
for his grand ringing tones that had thrilled 
the, faintest hearts so many times before. 
Would he never begin?

“What is this meeting for?”
The orator his coming had interrupted, 

was only too glad to explain.
“W, don’t get our rights. We get a tittle, 

but that’s all, and we mean to fetch the 
boss to his milk to-morrow; don’t we,

Buell of Tea Plant. &

i
CHAPTER XXXVII.

TH$ PRICE OP HAPPINESS.
The Breton carriage bad passed the last 

house in the village, when Philip leaned out 
for one last look at the home of his childhqpd. 
and the scene oi the only work he should ever 
do. He was almost a boy yet; it seemed 
only a few days sihee he had looked at the 
great world only as a play ground. It was a 
short work he had done to the few days of 
his manhood, and even that had been con
demned. Hear old mills, with their bold 
towers and massive walls, but his no longer. * 
His heritage was sold, his birthright lost. He 
turned his eyes away; it was more than he 
could bear. On the hill back above the vil
lage he saw for the last time, as the road 
wound off toward Lockout, his house, that 
was. “Deserted*' seemed written on its stone 
walls. It had never looked so noble to him, 
a sort of halo seemed to float above it. He 
could see the window of the room where he 
was bora, but for what a worthless life.

“Good-by," ho murmured. The road as it 
followed, tho winding river made another 
turn, and the lights of the village were shut 
away fr^jThis misty eyes.

The horses were trotting at their best 
There was none too much time.

It was far better than he had hoped. The 
dangers bad gathered so thickly, there had 
seemed at one time hardly more than a chance 
for escape. * Peril seemed on every hand, 
enemies to spring from every covert, and 
stretch out their hands to stop the fugitives. 
But the village was far behind now. ’A few 
moments, more and the steaming horses would 
draw up at the Lockout station, and they 
would be whirled away faster than any pur
suer to peace and safety and honor.

“How oddball is, setting out in this way 
as if weweraiZ

Philip watr 
hand, but he drew 
How terribly thoughtless she was.

“I explained about the steamer’s early 
morning start.”

“Do you know,” resumed Bertha softly, # 
“hOw. pleased I am to have this trip to Eu-* 
rope ? It is a sort of wedding journey isn’t 
it F

CHAPTER XXXVL 
TOO FOND A HUSBAND.

The drunken lawyer very nearly fell 
tried to step off the counting room piazza, 
and almost made up his mind it would be 
more desirable to lie down in some soft spot 
and go to sleep, than take the long walk he 
had set himself. But the cool breeze seemed 
to refresh him marvelously, and in another 
moment he despised the green hollow under 
the elm that had looked so inviting, and 
hurried up toward Philip Breton’s nouse. 
He shook his head wisely as he walked. It 
took a pretty smart man to get ahead of 
John Biddings, drunk or sober. The young 
mill owner wasn’t nearly as frightened as 
usual. Something was in the wind. He 
ought to have watched him closed lately, but 
Giddings concluded he was in good time Vet 
with Breton at one end of the village, his 
wife at the other, and himself, the açute 

between them.
wyer had. walked as far as Silas
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[CONTINUED.]
He took Alma’s stolen picture from the 

lantern and inserted in its place a positive 
copy of the paper he had captured from 
her lover. Suddenly there flashed upon 
the wall a document of the most startling 
and extraordinary character. He read it 
through several times before he could 
bring himself to understand the peculiar 
nature of the important discovery he had 
made. Long and earnestly he gazed upon 
the gigantic writing on the wall, and then 
he slowly opened one of the shutters and 
shone with unnatural brightness. “Your 
plans will succeed better than mine, and you 
can’t find such a good place as this. You 
will take my mills.”

“Of course I wül, but I thought you

x;

young 
lads?”

A'Shout of eager assent went up from the 
crowd. Then all was still again. Now would 
come the torrent of words of flame. Yea, 
Curran had stepped forward to the very edge 
of the platform, in his old habit. But who 
was the fellow with bandaged head pushing 
hi a way so rudely up the mam aisle, as if he 
bore tidings? It must be ill tidings to make 
him in such haste. But Curran had begun to 
speak.

“You are making a mistake, my frienas— 
a great mistake. The young master has done 
weH by you, and he will do better, if you 
will give him time to think. Such mighty 
ideas as have got into his mind can’t be 
stopped. They will not let him halt long; he 
must be swept forward. But you must wait 
Tor him. You have waited for your cruel 
and heartless masters thousands of years. 
WU1 you only show yourselves impatient and 
insolent to the first one who shows himself 
kind toward you? Do you want to make his 
name an example and a warning for his 
class? I have heard their scoffs and taunts 
already—the air is full of them. Look, they 
say, at the way the people treat the man who 
tries to,help them. Friends, you are making 
a terrible mistake. ^

of me; I thought you seemed a little strange 
when I came in.” . , _

•Philip started involuntarily, but Curran 
continued: “I sha’n’t encourage any strikes

•lawyer, t
The la

Ellingsworth’s house, when he caught sight 
of a pair of horses on a fast trot, drawing a 
close coupe. Elegant pairs and chariots of 
that description were ndt so common ini 
Bretonville as to make it doubtful who might 
own this one, and besides it must have been 
an occasion of peculiar necessity that called 
for such unaristocratic haste. Giddings 
perfectly delighted with -his own sagacity.

■» He knew human nature pretty well. When 
a man gets another in an unpleasant 
tion, he must count on the unfortunate 
struggling to escape. If it happens to be a 
woman, he need not be so watchful—women 
are all fatalists. But it takes a pretty smart 
man to get ahead of John Giddings.

“Whoa. whoa, I say.” The lawv 
thrown himself infriratof the excited 
and the driver had to pull-up to keep from 
running over him. “Wnoaj I say.”.

Then lie stepped to the door of the carriage 
and turning tho knob threw it wide open. 
The moonlight revealed a woman surrounded 
with carpet bags and shawls. A thick brown 
veil concealed her features, but Mr. Giddings 
took off his hat to her.

“Mrs. Breton, I believe.”
“Why yes,” she did not recognize him, 

“but I am in a hurry,” she said nervously 
drawing back. ,

“Drive on Henry.”
“No, you don’t," insisted Giddings, mount

ing the steps. “I guess you don’t know me.” 
His liquor began to overcome him again, 
“name’s Giddings, aint goin’ far, are you?”

“To Europe,” she answered quickly, recog
nizing him at last. “I have no further occa
sion for your services, I have paid you, 
haven’t I?”

“Not s’much as your second husband’s paid 
me since,” he gurgled. “If you’re goin’ so 
far, guess I’ll go to, I like your family, Miss

“Drive on, I command you.” she screamed, 
and the horses started. Giddings lurched 
forward, and Bertha put out her white hands 
and tried to push him back. He clutched, 
with an oath, at something to hold to, but 
she loosened her India shawl and the man 
carried it with him into the ditch. But he 
leaped to his feet. •

“Hold! stop! police! police!” but Giddings 
had no sooner spoken than the village police
man laid his hand on his arm.

“Here I am, sir, what’ll you haver
arrest that woman, 

ngs had shaken off 
started to run after

9

FIVE O’CLOCK TEA. against you. God will bless your life for 
your work for the poor. If he hasn’t vet, he 
will give you a happier love than he has 
given me.” Then he rose with new energy to 
his feet. “I must go and stop the mischief. 
I can do more with your laborers for good or 
evil than any man in the world. I suppose 
they may be in the hall to-night?”

“Yes.” But Philip hurried up to him and 
laid his hand on his arm. “But don’t go, not
^ “I must. Shall you be here long? Well, I 
will see you^gain to-night.”

“God grant not,” murmured Philip Breton, 
as the door closed after him. Then Philip 
unlocked the great safe and swung back its 
green door of iron. He took out a packet 
and locked the safe again, and carried his 
packet back to his office. He turned the gas 
still higher and held the packet in the flame 
till all that was left of it was a little heap of 
charred paper on the floor—all that was left 
of Philip Breton’s wül. With that act he 
closed up, as he believed, all that part of his 
life worthy to be remembered. He was 
young and strong,but he had failed. Hence
forth ne must look on while others worked. 
Fate had taken his work away from him. He 
must sit back on the seats with the women 
and children, and look on and applaud when 
great deeds were doing. He would have 
Uked to work, too; but perhaps others would 
do his work better.

“Hallo, hallo, Phil, don’t you work pretty 
late?” It was Giddings, the lawyer, in a con
dition of decided intoxication. “I’ll bet yér 
dollar you don’t know what I came for? ha, 
ha, ha; you think money; don’t you;.more 
money? But I aint that sort of a feller.”

Philip had been simply disgusted at first, 
but there seemed a terrible leer in the drunken 
eyes. Could it be the man had come to ex
pose him? What was the use of struggling 
against his destiny any longer? If he could 
have gone yesterday, he would have saved 
all risks. But he had waited just too long. 
Curran had returned to Claim his wife. Jane 
Ellingsworth had discovered everything. 
And now this Giddings in his drunkard’s 
foolishness was threatening what ruin he 
could bring.

“You are not going to do anything rash 
are you,” said Philip, dropping his eyes in 
humiliation.

But Giddings came close to him and laid 
oulder. Then he put his 

a drunken man’s 
The young man 

writhed at his touch, and held his breath to 
avoid taking the hot fumes of .bad liquor the 
fetiow exhaled. But he did not dare to anger 
the low creature. < .. *
.a “Did you think,” continued Giddings with 
pishing reproachfulness, “that I aint got 
any conscience? You’re dotA’ wrong. Mr. 
Breton. I aint got no right-mo right to 
let it go on. Did you think I aint got no 
conscience?” A

Philip shook him off and ms face grew so 
terrible that the fellow winced as he had 
done before At that look.

“Don’t strike—don’t kill me, PMl—Mr. 
Breton, I was only jokin’—can’t you tell 
when a man’s jokin’. Got any money ’bout 
clothes, say $50 ;’m awful hard up. I wouldn’t 
hurt you; your altogether too nice feller.” 
He leered affectionately at the young man, 
then suddenly he winked frightfully.

Philip threw him a roll of bills; It was 
the last blood money the scoundrel would 
ever draw. By to-morrow morning Philip 
Breton and his wife would be beyond the 
reach of harm, or beyond the reach of help, 

the other. “There is $100; taka it and 
go, I have business.”

“Ten, twenty, and twenty makes thirty, 
ten, and twenty and twenty, here aint but 
$80. Thought I’s too drunk to coun’ did 
you?’

“There is $100 there.”
“ ’S lie. Yer takin’ vantage me cause Pm 

drunk.”
This creature must be away if it cost $1,000. 

He crowded another $20 bill into the fellow’s 
clammy hand.

“Now go, or you’ll stay longer than you 
want to.”

Giddings dried his tears ana gathered his 
limp joints together tq go. But he insisted 

i Philip’s shaking hands.
But even after Giddings had got into the 

hall Philip heard the fellow muttering to 
himself. He stepped hurriedly to the door of 
his office to catch the word, but could not. 
If Philip bed beeq a little quicker he would 
have heard this:

“Somethin’ up, I ain’t so drung but I ca’ 
see that. Guess ’sil g’up to the boy’s house. 
His wife ’ll know me, he, he.”

Would Bertha never come? If they escaped 
now it must be but by a hay’s breadth. Ruin 
would be close upon them. For the adjust
ment of a ribbon she would sacrifice every
thing. It seemed a great while since Curran 
had left the office for the labor meeting, and 
he had not so far to go. Something might 
have delayed the terrible disclosure for a few 
moments, but by this time he must surely 
have heard the whole story of his shame and 
dishonor. It would stir him to madness. His 
noble eyes would flash lightnings, and thun
derbolts of hdto and scorn would drop from 
his li
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o know that T. WILLIAM BELL, 88 PrincelWm. 
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20ft. caddies.

said”-----
“Never mind,” cried the young man, 

“never mind what I said. Draw the papers 
at once. But no, I cannot wait.” Philip 
turned on his heel as if no earthly power 
could detain him a moment longer.

“But the papers are all ready.” And Mr. 
Philbrick took a bundle of documents from 
his breast pocket, and laid them on the table.

“Where shall I sign them—quick?’ de
manded Philip. * *
I “No, no, not there, that is my note to you; 

sign here, and here, and here.”
“I can hardly see ; everything 

my eyes. Is it all done now?’
He hardly waited to takethepapers Mr. 

PMlbrick had signed for him. Then, with
out another word, he rushed from the room 
and bounded up tne stairs. Freedom ! safety ! 
oh, thank God, thank God ! He could save 
her yet. A castle on the Rhine, a palace in 
Venice; he would find the rarest homes for 
her. Blow sweet it would be to hide with 
her. The awful sense of hourly peril would 
lift from his soul.

He pushed open the door of the white 
chamber. Bertha had been sleeping. The 
tear marks were on her cheeks that nad 
their beautiful flush. She was so disap
pointed, poor girl; and yet she
^“Wake up, wake up, my darling.” She 
started from the bed and fell to weeping on 
his shoulder.

“I dreamed they were taking me away 
from you, Philip.” But he dried her tears 
with merry kisses.

“We are in time yet. The steamer don’t 
go till 3 to-night.”
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T How good God had been, to let him keep 
the awful truth from her. It would have * 
crushed her, the very thought of her shame.
It was crushing him.9

“I shall enjoy it very much,” she said, put
ting out her hand to him, in unusual fond- 
hess. “I am afraid I haven’t returned yotir 
goodness very well.” No more she had

“Where shall we go first?’1 
v “To the south of France, God willing,” he 
added solehmly.

Bertha looked at his face with a new anx
iety. The moonlight seemed to bring out all 
the marks of his terrible care and suffering.
But he gazed at her in astonishment; he had 
never seen an expression so near love in her 
eyes for him. Was her heart softening, 
would she yet make up to him in her new 
love all that he lost for her sake? But her 
lips were moving.

“I shall be better with you than I used to 
be. I—I—” she dropped her eyes before his 
passionate jew, the sadness had gone in an 
instant from his face, his future seemed beau
tifully radiant again. “I feel different to
ward you, dear.”

He bent forward to draw her to his heart.
He was paid for everything. He had taught 
his wife to love him as he dreamed she could 
love. She had lifted her rapt face toward 
his. It had come—the moment he had given 
his lif^for. But suddenly his heart stopped 
beating ; there was a sound of a galloping 
horse. Philip kissed his wife, but as solemn
ly as if she were dead, and put her away 
from him. He leaned forward 
back over the road they had come.

He saw nothing at first, but he heard the 
sound of a horse’s hoofs. He put his head far 
out. It might have been a white speck in 
the road, but as he looked the speck became 
larger and clearer. It was a white horse, at 
a dead run, on their course. Philip Breton’s 
heart, that had just been almost bursting 
with its new happiness, was a great, cola 
stone in his breast. And he fancied he could 
escape, with enemies like his and a whole vil
lage against hini. He could see only one pur
suer. Ah, he knew who it must be. And 
that pursuer grew nearer every moment.

“Drive faster,” he shouted to the coach
man, “ran the horses.”

How like the wind his pursuer came. 
Philip had thought there was but one horse 
that could leap so mightily. Why this was 
that one, his own horse Joe. Why it might 
be a servant from his home with something 
that1 had been forgotten. It need not be the 
worst peril his fancy could picture? But he 
dared not hope.

“Isn’t this delightful,” exclaimed Bertha. 
“There can’t be any danger of our missing 
the train at this rate.”

“Whip your horses; don’t spare them— 
faster.”

If anything should break their troubles 
would all end that night. And the strain on 
the harnesses and the groaning axles was be
yond all calculation of the makers. The 
horses, too, had got past the control of the 
driver. He had no more occasion to urge 
the wild creatures; instead, he was pulling at 
the reins with all his strength, but to no pur
pose, except so far he had kept them in the 
road.

The rider of the white horse was hatless, 
and his long, loose hair and his swinging 
hand, as he struck the panting white flanks 
of the horse, gave him an uncanny look as if 
there were no deed of horror too blood curd
ling for him to do. The horse dropped big 
flakes of foam from his mouth, foam mingled 
with blood; his eyes and nostrils were dilated 
with agony; his breathing was like fierce 
gusts of wind in a tempest. Philip Breton 
knew the rider as well as the horse. His pur
suer was Curran ; and the implacable laws 
made him yet the husband of the woman 
whom Philip Breton had made his wife.

They were almost at Lockout. The car
riage gave a terrible lurch at a turn in the 
road. The horses were almost taken off they: 
feet, but still there was no accident; the win-*-» 
dows of the carriage grazed the solid wall of ? 
rock without being broken, and in a moment 
the horses, now subdued, were trotting down 
the hill toward the city.

But the fugitives had hardly escaped the 
cut through the rocks when the pursuer en
tered it. He had almost overtaken them.
He struck the jâprse’s white flanks a pitiless 
blow. It wajpymhe very spot where C 
had saved Benma’s life from the niad dog, 
that the old horse, forced beyond his strength, 
stopped as if lightning had struck him. Tfre 
blood welled in laments from his mouth an 
nostrils- he quivered like a leaf, and tften 
fell dead in nis tracks. The rider shot over 
the creature’s head with the gathered mo
mentum of that mad race, and struck the 

a sickening crash.
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 
UNWELCOME VISITORS.

The watchman at the mills was not a tittle

M
But Curran had begun to speak.

The light of the iman’s noble genius had 
flushed his pale cheeks and flashed beauti
fully in his steel bliie eyes. His voice, that 
had seemed weak and unsteady as he be* 
gan, rang out its bell like tones again as he 
saw the sullen faces soften under ms match
less power.

“He has made your village blossom by his 
love; he has brought smiles to your weary 
children’s faces; he has planted hope in a 
thousand desperate hearts. Do youask me how 
I know? I see it in your eyes. I see it in the 
way your heads rest on your broad shoulders. 
And will you use your new manhood to do 
him injury?’

But the man with the bandaged 
reached the platform, and >at this 
ment, when the orator paused to let his 

‘ g sink into the hearts of the people, 
hed Curran on the shoulder ana whis-

surprised, as he went his first round that 
night, to see adman’s figure leanirlg^againgb a
Sid not appear to mean any harm; he was 
not breaking anything or stealing any cloth, 
but how could he have found his way inside? 
The watcEttnan felt a little uneasy in spite of 
himself ; it was such a tiling as had never 
happened before.

“Héllo ! what business have you got there?”
But the interloper did not appear to hear 

him. How oddly he looked at the looms, as 
if they were living things that he loved. He 
had not spoken, and his hat shaded his eyes, 
but.the expression of the attitude was so 
plain that even so rude a man as the watch
man could read the tender reminiscence in 
his heart. Perhaps the fellow might be 
crazy, but this was rib place for him. Oh! I 
didn’t know you, Mr. Breton. It’s a nice 
evenin’, sir.’\

But the mill owner did not even answer 
him, and moved away toward the window as 
if impatient at being interrupted. The moon 
was full, and the sky was clear, only for a 
few süver edged clouds. One, he fancied a 
ship sailing over the sea, but how slowly it 
glided; could it go no faster? Ah! suddenly 
it parted into bright fragments, and the 
wind scattered them pitilessly. He looked 
across at the other mills; the moonlight 
kissed their grim walls fondly, and sparkled 
in their windows like a hundred brilliant 
lamps. Why. here were his fire escapes, close 
to the window coping—his vfirst business 

Philip raised the window and 
stepped outside.

It must be nearly time for Bqrtha to come 
with the carriage, as he had arranged, to 
avoid possible suspicion. No, there was half 
an hour yet. Bur Philip closed the window 
behind him and went down the silent stairs.

Hç went into his office. He would wait 
there for the carriage, it would not be very 
long, and then there was one last duty he 
must attend to before it came. He struck a 
match, and the gas shot up so brightly it 
da&ISU his eyes. He turned away for an in
stant.

A massive form stood in the doorway. 
Philip must have left the counting room un
locked when he had come in. Some one had 
followed him, apparently. But the young 
mill owner took only one step toward the in
truder. It was no stranger that crossed his 
threshold, but a man whose name was 
burned into his heart. It was the rightful 
husband of Philip Breton’s wife—Curran. 
His hair had grown long and almost straight 
about his neck. His cheeks were thin and 
haggafd, and the form that had been like a 
proud oak was bowed as if it had been 
weighed down by a burden too heavy even 
for a giant to bear. Philip stopped short and 
looked at the man with speechless terror. He 
had supposed him hundreds of miles away. 
Could it be possible the outraged husband 
had never left the village since their last 
meeting? Perhaps his flashing eyes had 
watched Philip wooing his wife a second 
time, and begrudged him his few cold kisses. 
Perhaps he had peered in through the win
dows of Philip’s nome; had he not a right to 
look at his wife, and followed them forth on 
every walk and drive, waiting to strike till 
the blow should fall most deadly. He had 
chosen his time well. Poor Bertha, with her 
dreams of Como and Chamouni. But what 
would he do? Leap upon his enemy and kill 
him? The man in the doorway looked too 
pale and ill for such violence ; would he then 
heap curses upon him, the bitterest human 
lips ever uttered ? But Curran advanced into 
the room with outstretched hand.

“Don’t you know me, then, friend?’
Philip hesitated again. There might be a 

grain of hope yet; he would surely never 
have given the young man his hand if'he 
had known—or called him friend.

“Some one wrote me to come. I don’t 
know wbat he wanted,” Curran explained 
wearily. “They expect so much of a man; 
they want him to be a God ; and if he were 
they would crucify him."

Philip was recovering his composure. At 
first he had felt a wild impulse to confess 
everything to the wronged husband. He 
seemed so grand, so magnanimdus; he would 
not be cruel. But then nis reason came back 
to him. In such a case as this there could bo 
no amends. Innocently, Bertha and Philip 
had done him a tern Die wrong—and them
selves; forgiveness could not blot it out. God 
in his mercy might spare them the penalty 
of infamy ; but tne injured husband had no 
choice but vindicate his honor, when he 
came to know.

“You look ill,” said Philip at last, drawing 
him out a chair. Should he detain him ? 
Bertha might come before her time and break 

pou them, the two men both of whom 
had injured so terribly? Oh ! that must 

not happen. Was not that a step in the pas
sage now ? Should he let Curran go, then ? 
The first man he met would pour the story of 
his shame into his ears, and then the catas
trophe. He must not go—but he must not 
stay. PhHip looked out into the passage. No 
one was there. Curran had dropped into the 
chair Philip had offered him.

“Do I.loyk ill ?” he asked, pushing his long
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“Stop that carriage; 
she is a criminal.” Giddi 
the policeman’s grasp and 
the carriage.

“You must be very drunk,” said the other, 
overtaking him, “that is Mr. Breton’s wife.”

“I know that,” screamed the lawyer, “and 
I tell you to stop her, let me go.”

“More likely you’re the criminal, 
what you doing with that Indy shawl 
Pll have to lock you up. Come along quiet, 
now.1’

But Giddings was perfectly frantic. He 
fought with ms feet and hands, and with his 
teeth, kicking, tearing and biting like a wüd 
beast.

“Don’t let her escape, I say. never mind 
I’ll give you a thousand dollars. Pll tear 

yourvheart out, you villain. Stop her, stop 
her!” The officer grew angry at last, ana 
drew his billet, but still the fellow struggled 
and screamed like a wild creature, tül blow 
after blow paralyzed his arms, and finally 
stretched him unconscious and bleeding on 
the ground.

“Tremens,” growled the policeman, as he 
lifted him to ms feet soon after, and Jed him

his hand on hi
face close to Philip’s, with 
false measure of distance.

and looked

i\/r a nTTTKnp,
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Hallo,
Guesshead had 

very mo-

meanin 
he touc
pered a few hurried words In his ear.

The people saw their hero’s face blanch. 
He turned to the fellow with a look that 
would break a man’s heart, and seemed to be 
asking him a question. As the agitator lis
tened to the reply his knees trembled under 
him and he sank into a chair, and still the 
messenger of evil bent over him and kept 
whispering with poispnous breath into his 
ear. At last Bailee stood back from his vic
tim, who bowed his head upon his bands. 
Curran’s whole body shook with the violence 
of his passion.

The inert people waited. They knew noth
ing else to do. Their hero might have died 
before them, they would never have thought 
to stir from their seats. But he rose at last, 
and Bailee grinned diabolically behind him. 
'they would hear another story now.

“Friends, you have heard what I said.” 
He spoke as if a great weight was upon him 
and his voice came slowly. “I repeat it, be 
patient with your young master; he means 
well by you." «

But Bailee rushed forward and, tearing the 
bandages from his head, threw them upon the 
platform at his feet Disease had settled in 
nis bruises and his face was frightfully 
swollen and disfigured. He might have been 
a ghoul or a gnome instead; of a human 
being. < •

“Revenge him. men,” he screamed, throw
ing up his arms, “if you have any spirit in 
yon. I have just told him—some of you 
knew it—how that boy has stole his wife and 
spit on the laws, as if they were not for the 
rich like him.”

Or EVERY DESCRIPTION

Promptly Attended to at m»,
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along, subdued at last.
But a woman had stood in her window as 

the carriage had rolled by, tand she had rec
ognized the equipage, too. A sudden change 
came over her face.

“Where are you going, Jennie?’ Her hus
band looked up calmly from his paper.

“Out a minute,” she hardly looked at him, 
“that is all.”

“But it is almost 9 o’clock, my dear, what 
can you want out?’

Her breath came fast, and two bright red 
spots burned in her cheeks. Mr. Ellingsworth 
had nevCT seen her so pretty. He must keep 
her so a few moments. He stepped to the 
door and turned the key, then he put it in his 
pocket and threw himself back on his chair

®She faced him with flashing eyes.
“How dare you—am I your slave? I want 

to go out.”
Her husband settled down cozily in his 

seat, and smiled his old brilliant smile. She 
had never seen him laugh any more than the 
rest of his acquaintances. He might, per
haps, have laughed before an intimate, but 
men like Silas Ellingsworth have n^ inti-

“How lovely you are when you are angry. 
I see I have made a mistake in being so ami
able with you. What treats I have lost. 
Why, you are better than an actress, my 
dear. Such coloring as yours does not hurt 
the complexion.”

flying; the carriage had 
rolled away out of sight ; her victim had out
witted her—her hate would be balked for
ever, and all for her husband’s foolish 
caprice. She stamped her foot at him. “I 
must go.” There was yet time to rouse the 
villagers, and fetch back the fugitives from 
justice. Oh, what devil of stupidity had 
possessed her wise husband to-night? “Give 
me the key." She had come close to him, but 
she did not scream when she was angry, her 
voice grew low and almost hoarse, “or I will 
leave you forever.”

had laid aside his paper now, with quite 
a serious air, and Jane felt vaguely fright
ened ; she had never seen him sober with her. 
Could he do any more than others when they 
are angry? She did not reason about it; she 
only began to be afraid oi. her own words. 
His was the only nature in the world could 
have tamed her so completely.

Philip Breton’s
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It was more like a groan than a shout that 

went up from the crowd before him, which 
only waited a word from the bowed, broken 
man they loved, to become a bloodthirst 
mob. Would he give them that word? 
had leaped to his feet and thrown out his 
long right arm in its grandest gesture, and 
the murmur of the people died down. His 
face was as white as a dead man’s, an ashy 
white, but his eyes flashed lightning. * 

“Whose wrong is it then, this hideous crea
ture’s or mine ? I will settle my own griev
ances, I need no mob to right me.” Then 
Curran paused a moment. ^Vhen he began 
again it was in a lower tone. “Besides, the 
man is wrong,” his voice trembled like a 
chüd’s. “I have no—no,” he almost broke

SAINT JOHN, N. B.
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Precious time was

lips. No human being could stand against 
divine dignity of such a man’s righteous 

wrath. Philip fancied the mob sweeping up 
the road behind this outraged husband, seek
ing out his wife for the doom that would 
satisfy his mad thirst for vengeance. Now, 
perhaps, they were bursting in the gates, now 
breaking down the oaken aoor. And Philip 
could not be there to protect the beautiful 
woman who had only sinned through love for 
him. How the color would flee her cheeks as 
she looked out on the pitiless faces of the 
frenzied mob. There was no arm now to 
shield her, none but Curran’s, whose love was 
now embittered into hate. There was no pity 
in his white, wasted face, only insulted love, 
only scorn that could grind her fair life, with
out one throb of tenderness, beneath his feet.

Why did she not come ! Philip was almost 
wild with mingled terror and hope. He 
walked the room like a caged lion. Now he 
rushed to the door and glanced desperately 
up and down tho street.

His horses were champing their bits at her 
door, but the light yet burned in her cham
ber. There was hardly time to catch the 
train at the Lockout station. The wild mob 
with the maddened lover, the most terrible 
of enemies, at their head would be at her 
door in a moment. Still other dangers Phüip 
did not guess threw a gathering shadow 
across her path. But she lingered yet.

CHAPTER XXXV.
A POPULAR LEADER.

Market hall was full of excited workmen 
when Curran pushed the door open and 
stepped in. Some would be orator nad been 
trying to voice the wrongs of the people, but 
when the whisper ran along the seats that 
Curran was at the door every head was 
turned. Then, as if by a common impulse, 
tho whole audience rose to their feet, and the 
building seemed to tremble with tne cheer 
that burst from the brawny throats. Here 
was an oratyr indeed a man who could set

down, “I have no wife—I am—I am not well, 
I must go to my bed, but before ! go I want 
to be sure you will make no mistake to-night 
or to-morrow.” He folded his arms across 
his broad chest in a sublime effort of self- 
control. His blood boiled in mad fever, every 
moment was worth a world to him, agonizing 
pictures floated before his dimmed vision, but 
he would not stir from his post till he had 
conquered this mob. “Philip Breton has 
shown himself fair to you, be fair 
If he never did another thing for you— 
has yet deserved your—your patrence. You 
will excuse me now, I will see you to-morrow, 
but I need rest. Can I depend on you?’ He did 
not even look at them; his attitude, as he 
waited with downcast eyes, was of a man 
who talks in his sleep.

“Yes-yes,” shouted the people, and then 
he turned and stepped off from the platform. 
He came down the aisle very strangely. At 
first he would hurry and notice no one. Then, 
as if by a mighty effort, he would walk very 
slowly, then faster again. Then he jvould stop 
short and put out his hand to some perfect 
stranger.

Many eyes watched him curiously when he 
separated from his eager friends at the door 
of the hall and walked rapidly awav. If 
Curran had turned off to the ro*d that led to 
Philip Breton’s house on the hill he would 
not have gone far alone, but he did not even 
look that way so long as the half tamed mob 
could see him. And the people scattered in 
disappointment to their homes.

But Curran is no longer walking in his first 
direction ; he has turned on his heel and made 
a route for himself across the fields. His face 
is pointed toward the lights that yet shine 
down at him from the stone house on the hill. 
And the roads are not straight enough for 
the errand he is on, nor is walking fast 
enough, he breaks into a run. Now he falls 
over a low fence so violently that a limb 
might have been broken, but he only loses his^ 
hat and runs on, his long hair shaking down 
over Ins pale set face as he runs. His breath
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was bearing the woman Jane hated to safety 
and peace that her false heart had never de
served. But there were fleeter horses in Bre
tonville than his; they could be pursued; they 
could be overtaken and dragged back in 
greater ignominy than ever. It would be 
more terrible for Bertha even than if the 
blow had come while she sat serene in her 
own home. To be overtaken in flight would • 
cap her shame. Jane threw herself into her 
husband’s arms. She kissed his eyes, his 
mouth, his white neck; she covered his 
smooth hands with kisses; twining her .arms 
about his neck she lavished the tenderest of 
carressing epithets on him. Then she drew 
herself away. Her black hair had been part
ly loosened, and as she stood hung well down 
her flushed cheeks. She had raised her hands 
and clasped them over her bosom; her lips 
parted; surely no human being can resist 
such wistful tieauty as hers.

“Please let me go.”
But before he could answer she heard a 

noise like thunder and rushed to the window.
She sees nothing, but the sound 
nearer and nearer ; it comes from the hill.
Something white gleams in the moonlight.

“What do you see?” asked Mr. Ellingsworth . « x» «
carelessly, returning to his newspaper. “Honçy will be high this year. Bees

She holds her breath. Nearer it comes, still, oh fluttering heart, bees still!*— 
Philip’s white horse Jo#» on a mad gallop. | £LoweIl Citizen.

Every moment S CONCLUSION.
As the dawn broke in the east that Thurs

day morning, Philip Breton stood on the 
deck of the steamer Salvator. The look of 
feverish watchfulness, that had never left his 
face for so long, was gone at last. Ibe great 
fear that had chased smiles from his lips, had 
given place to a great hope. A divme calm 
and peace had come at last upon his soul 
Fate had seemed invincible. He had pitted 
his beautiful mills and his home and his 
hopes of glory against it, all for the love of a 
woman who had no heart for lnra. He had 
conquered, and he did not begrudge the 
price, this royal lover; for he had won the 
love of his bride at last.

Below in her stateroom, weary with her 
unwonted exciten ent, Bertha was sleeping; 
sleeping like a chüd unconscious of the terri
ble peril and infamy she had escaped by only 
so much as a hair’s breadth. The hurrying 
ship rocked her gently in the great cradle of 
the deep a 1 bore lier to lands of undreamed of 
beauty; where the light of a new eternal love 
would be on everything.

-------- o
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peering forth from the window of « o»r- “Go," said Mr. Lyman to the footman, 
riage at the Florence station. “and take the baby from the nurse; she is

“The train seems very full; I’m afraid waiting at the door. You need have no 
w* can’t have a coupe to ourselves,” said words with her, as she has been paid and 
Mrs. Roseleaf, regretfully. “There is one dismissed. Make haste, and don’t wake 
compartment with only a young man in the child.”
it; shall we go in there?” To the great disgust of the affeotionate

“Yes,” said Doris, promptly. “A man nncle the new nurse had not been able to 
will not notice'anything odd in the con- come in the carriage for the baby, and he 
duct of my baby, and will not wish to must have a tete-a-tete drive with it. 
kiss it, as somte silly women might.” Fortunately, it was not far. While the 

“By Jupiter! they are coming in here— man was gone for the baby he busied him- 
I am an unlucky dog, and no mistake!” self arranging abed of shawl* in the car- 
exclaimed Mr. Harold Lyman, the young riage, big enough for the infant’s grand- 
man already mentioned father to repose comfortably on. “There,

His dismay was pardonable. He waS I hope she will sleep," he said, giving his 
escorting from Florence to Verona his work a final pat.
sister’s baby, the very juvenile Contessa The footman dashed into the waiting 
Montefiore, as well as her stolid Abruzza cas^ a hasty, comprehensive glance
nurse; the woman to return at once to About and then gathered up the uncon- 
her mountains so soon as she should 8010115 Trotty as the only infant in the 
hav.e laid her young charge in the arms room- He quietly withdrew him from 
of her successor at Verona. The baby’s the partially overhanging draperies of the 
mother was ill of measles at Florence, snoring old woman at his side, whom he 
and to escape infection the little con- took for the nurse. “Madonna mia! what 
tesSa was hastily dispatched to its grand- a flight the old girl will have when she 
father’s, under the guidance of its rather ^nOS the baby gone! It serves her right, 
scatter brained young uncle. The baby though ; she ought not to go to sleep at her 
was a brazen lunged fiend of 6 months; P°sti> And I have no time for explana- 
sleeping like an angel on a laced tions. .
pillow at that moment, but anon Mrs. Roseleaf, on the bench opposite, 
she would awake and rend the air with continued to sleep the sleep of the just, 
her yells. To escape this, Mr. Lyman And Trotty was borne away, 
had feed a perfidious guard for the adjoin- “Asleep, Carlino? That is lucky. Put 
ing coupe left vacant for him, and now be- ber down gingerly, my boy, on these 
holdhis privacy invaded by another squall- shawls. All right. Avanti!’ and the 
ing torment. ïfe fumed and fretted in- count’s carnage dashed forward, 
wardly for a time, and then feund some sol- Before the rattle of its wheels dashed
ace in watching the moveinentsof Doris, in Away there began an animated scene in 
the tight of the half veiled lamp. She took the waiting room at Verona. Doris, her 
the baby from the grim Abigail, hugged toilet adjusted, sought out the cozy nest 
him to her breast, kissed him through bis where she had left her pet, but, to her 
white gauze veil, and hushed him to sleep horror, the bird had flown. Then arose 
on her toft ann-i-the sweetest rest in the tears and lamentations which would have 
world. melted granit#. Where was he, her dar-

“Impossible that that girl is the baby’s bog, her beauty? She did not care if the 
mother/’’mused Mr. Lyman to himself; whole world knew he was a dog-only let 
“and yet, why not? She is very young, s°mc one return him, and he should have 
but that kind of exquisitely pretty - reward he . asked for. Somebody tes- 
girl generally marries young. Lucky titled to having seen a footman in livery 
devil, her husband! It must be her come in and take away the baby, or dog, 
baby—girls don’t coddle and? pet other °** whatever it was. “A case of abduc- 
people’s offspring in that way. The old ti°n> then, and more hopeless than ever!” 
dame has ‘grandmother’ plainly written wailed Doris. The imperturbable Abruzzi 
on her countenance and in her fussy man- nurse, with her baby sleeping sweetly as 
ner, and 1 heard the young lady call the an an8°1> blinked stupidly at the excited 
elder one mamma. The vinegar visaged people around her, understanding or car- 
party isth&r maid, of course.” . ing nothing about their evident distress.

ThusIMr. Lyman mused on in a way |he only wondered vaguely why the 
that caused him an annoyance he could 6iSnor Conte’a carriage was so slow in

understand. Why should he care ___ ,whether his pretty traveling companion Presently Harold Lyman, with a face 
was married a dozen timeéoF not at ail? “ whlte» 6^ dashed into theyoom. 
He would never see her again after that ?e ®arr^fl ^udkerchief ln ,hla
brief Journey. What an extraordinarily hand, and went stright up to the weeping 
quiet baby it wasl for two hours now it ®0ll8> i8
had not stirred or lifted up its voice, property? I beüeve it is, for I noticed the 
though it had been laid by itself on the 8ame “»me on yonr portmanteau in the 
seat not far from Mr. Lyman. Was it a .

Ttotty, anil a Slight fidgetingof his cor- P"* don’t teH me he is dead!"
pulent body, remdvèd the yotmg English- “Very much alive; my dear young lady,
man’s dawning doubts, and caused Miss and I àm here to beg you to come and 
Roseleaf to redouble hei attentions to her ckdm him. He is quite too much for any 
disguised pet. ... of us to manage." Then turning to the

Presently a violent jerk of the train nurse and baby, on whom his eyes had 
threw everybody into everybody else’s p8t®d Jor a moment with intense relief as 
arms. Mr. Lyman found himself closely enter6d the room, he said to the 
clasping both of Miss Roseleaf’s hands, woman, with flashing eyes, "How dared 
and assuring her there was not the least disobey me and go wandering off and 
danger, though he knew no more than losin8 yourself at the most Important mo- 
she did what was the trouble. A guard, î?enîf 8tuPidity has nearly been
running the length of the train, crying the death of us ÿ. The other nurse has 
out some trifling cause for the sudden ^ies’ ^er bkx*!
stop, soon restored serenity. will be on your soul!”

“How soft and tiny her hands are!" 1ïtIras a P*n\ eoc®enz' woman

S°S£‘iSSi 1ÏÏL"SSJwmK M".^^
hands are pretty or not!” Mr; Lyman and the real baby were

AU through this commotion the re- P"*6* ^to a carriage and were spinning 
markable infant uttered not a sound nor a^oug to the Palazzo to which Trotty had 
moved as much as a finger. Lyman re- oe®!1 conveyed.
solved to hazard a remark that would Nevef in all her life will Doris forget 
convince him whether or not his fair com- aspect of things as she was ushered 
panion was the mother of this stolid mto Presenc® of her lost darting. It 
cherub was a large, airy room, like a nursery.

“The—it—your baby is unusually good; Trotty, considerably recovered from his 
does it never cry?” he managed to enunci- °Plum drowsiness, stood on the floor to

extreme neglige, barking furiously at & 
dozen or more of frightened people, any 
one of whom would rather grasp hot coaû 
than touch him. His cap was rakishly 
careened to one side, he had torn his lace 
dress fore and aft, and his shawl trailed 
sideways on the carpet.

“Santissima Madonna! that black Imp 
sent to me instead of the dear contessine! 
Anima mia! the witches are at work this 
night!” groaned the nurse on her knees in 
a corner, telling her beads with such fer
vor that the rosary had snapped twice.

“You ought to have heard her shrieks 
when she lifted up the veil and that ona 
evU eye blinked at her. ‘It’s the devil 
himself!’ she yelled, and flopped in a faint 
on the floor.”

“Trotty, dear Trotty!” cried Doris, 
rushing forward.

Benignity and pleasure softened Trot- 
ty’s sinister eye; slowly his tattered 
draperies swayed to and fro with the 
beatific wagging ot his tail. He started 
toward his mistress, but tripped ignobly 
in his petticoat and roUed over. “You 
darUng, you shall not be a baby any 
more!” and she tore off the garments so 
much the worse for wear, and allowed 
Trotty to appear in the dignity of his own 
coat. a

This interview, very painful for all per
sons concerned, save one, was ended as 

possible, and the Roseleafs were

BERLIN’S BROKERS. ,/1887. SECOND YEAR.MSS ROSELEAFS BABY.
i

TEMPLE OF THE GODDESS FORTUNE 
IN GERMANY’S CAPITAL.

BT RACHEL CAREW. ■ .
Subdued joy pervaded the “Hotel Lom

bardis," at Florence, because it was ru
mored abroad that Miss Roseleaf’s pug 
Trotty was in extremis. He was not %n 
attractive animal, mentally or physically, 
and had endeared himself to no one siyk 
his lovely yoting mistress. His figure 
was ruined through overfeeding: he had 
lost one eye in a bygone tussle with a 
butcher’s cat, and the other opticyglared 
at the world with a sinister expression 
from ont the black patch upon his counte
nance. Had he not monthed Maj. Wink- 
ham’s slipper into an unpleasant pulp, 
and retired under Miss Pilcherton’s bed, 
there to snore and frighten that lady Into 
spasms? He had also snatched a biscuit 
out ot the hand ot infant innocence—the 
mother of- said innocence passing a sleep
less night wondering if it were not well to 
send for Pasteur, to be quite sure that the 

♦bite Was no more than biscuit.
For all these misdemeanors, Miss Rose- 

leaf apologized with a grâce so charming 
that the malcontents were seen, to stop on 
the stairs to stroke Trotty and him he 
was a dear little fellow, so 
same quadruped which they had erstwhile 
apostrophized as a hideous, squab legged, 
over fed, vicious tempered brute.

But how could they dp else than melt, 
with Doris Roseleaf’s sweet eyes caressing 
them from under the shade of hpr big 
tossing plumed hat, and the shell pink on 
her cheeks deepening to* a warm sunset 
rose at praise of her ill favored pet!

I * * *.’*.* *
“Yes, Doris to so foolishly fond of the 

dog, Pm obliged lo put uplgith him; but 
he is a great nuisance, to b? sure, partic-

Money King. In the Stock Exchange of
Berlin —Entrance Practically Free to
Stranger.— Different Classes of Stock
Jobber.—Tito Reportera.

The temple of the ' Goddess Fortune, the 
Stock Exchange, is erected on the banks of 
the Spree. It is a magnificent building, with 
Corinthian columns, arches and statues re
flecting their pure outlines in the shallow 
waters of the river. Thirteen doors give 
access to the vestibule, whence the enormous 
hall is reached, supported by eighty pillars of 
granite, and decorated with fine frescoes.
Statues of Mercury and Vnlcan appear beside 
a fiery horse symbolical of Steam, and a 
group representing the adoption of paper 

On the numerous benches brass 
plates record the names of the different 
bankers. There does not exist any privileged 
corporation answering to that of the “Agents 
de change’’ in the Palis bourse, who occupy 
a special place called la Corbeille. The 
entrance to the Berlin Stock Exchange is 
practically tree, if not gratuitous, and 
strangers are admitted on the presentation 
ot a member of the craft. Business houses, 
however, are obliged to pay a supplementary 
tax for the admission at each ot their clerks.
The state exercises no supervision over the
operetions <»-cium^,«^iiytinretta^ iqaZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5.
the legal tribunals. The hierarchy among ’ v
the frequenters of the exchange is fixed by 
the importance of the business they carry on.
It consists of seven classes, the first paying 
an flnnna.1 tax of (300, the last of $16 only.
This tariff varies according to the expendi
tures and receipts of the firms, but virtually 
every stock jobber is at liberty to buy or sell 
for his clients without further formalities, 
whether he is licensed or not.

The unlicensed stock jobbers exist under 
the name of Metier Banken, whose directors, 
representatives or agents are only responsi
ble for their acts to their own particular 
house. The vereidete Makler, or sworn in 
stock brokers, combine with the first men
tioned to fix the
of stocks. It is, moreover, permissible to bay 
and sell at the Berlin bourse without employ
ing either licensed or unlicensed brokers.
Contrary to the Peris bourse, that of Berlin 

_ has a predilection for speculating on the 
fall, and in its dispatches the word “flan,’’ 
which in its jargon means weakness, 
stantly occurs.

BAVBtO LOHATIC8.
At noon punctually the hall is filled by 

about 4,000 men, who carry on their business 
in stentorian tones, with a carious expendi
ture of violent gestures and facial contor
tions. Bankers, brokers, jobbers appear for 
a while to be raving lunatics, escaped from 
the wholesome restraints of the straight 
waistcoats and the surveillance of their 
keepers. *

An excellent buffet, served by women and 
girls, is to be found in the building itself, but 
even there affairs are discussed with nna- 
unabated energy and animation. Not far 
from the restaurant is the telegraph office, 
where a fabulous number of dispatches are 
flashed all over the world. The whole service 
of the Berlin Stock Exchange cannot be suffi
ciently commended. It is well nigh perfec
tion in all its ramifications, and should serve 
as a pattern to similar institutions in other 
countries. The magnates of finance, the great 
plutocrats, are frequently seen on ’change.
They constitute a species ot senate, of which 
the most powerful and influential are M. De 
Bleichroder, the confidential and passionate 
admirer of Prince Bismarck; Von Hause- 
maun, Warschauer, Mendelssohn and others, 
all or nearly all Israelites. Around them 
gravitate a legion of partners, clerks and em
ployee. They are the heed and apex of the 
whole society ot German bankers, and in the 
midst of thé tempests let loose around them 
maintain their grave and impassible serenity.
One of them having made a slight error in 
dictating a message, the result was a loss to 
him of 800,000 marks; the discovery did not 
even ruffle his unconcern.

A certain number of small speculative in
dustries live on the Stock Exchange and 
lighten the tedium of the rare inactive mo
ments. Some Malt tors offer to the lucky 
gambler theatre tickets for a special star 
performance of Nilsson or Lucca, and make 
a considerable percentage on them. Others 
carry on tho original business of selling jew
elry for premiums, so that it is often said of 
such or such an actress or dancer in Berlin 
that her jewels “are at premium.” The 
most characteristic type, however, of the 
Berlin bourse is the old fellow who has be 
come rich in selling chocolate tablets to the 
habitues, which he keeps hidden in the pock
ets of his long overcoat Ho goes by the 

‘name of “Chokoladen Frits.’’
THX REPORTERS.

The press, to whom a special office to de
voted, is represented by about thirty report
ers. Their dean is Herr Julius Schweitzer.
Ladies are admitted to the gallery, but then- 
appearance is always hailed by shouts of 
merriment and laughter. At 2:45 the tolling 
of a big bell announces the official closing of 
the Exchange. Two officials, shaking small 
hand bells, pursue the laggards till t^py have 
left the building. A few moments later the 
newspapers give the quotations of 645 differ
ent securities, 238 of which are foreign.
Formerly a supplementary little horse was 
held, but It no longer exists, although a 
great many speculators congregate at a 
large cafe in the city to discuss important * 
coups.

It is since the battle of Sadowa, since France 
lost her European prestige, that the prepon
derance of the Berlin market has asserted 
itself and steadily increased. Tho solidarity 
of the financiers is great and remarkable.
Bankruptcies and even suspension of pay
ment are very rare occurrences, owing to the 
existence of an esprit de corps as strong as in 
the army. Berlin has weathered dangerous 
commercial moments and perilous settlements 
with wonderful composure; and yet it must 
not be supposed that the all powerful men of 
money who control the market, have no 
other occupation than the acquisition of 
wealth. Art and scicnco are no strangers to I 
them. Felix Mendelssohn and Meyerbeer, 
the composers; Magnus and Bendeman, tho 
painters, with some distinguished writers, be
longed to the families of Berlin bankers. It 
is to some of the most audacious speculators 
that the city owes its broadest avenues, its 
most handsome palaces, its imperial arcade.
It has been proposed to write on the facade 
of the Stock Exchange, in golden letters, the 
following inscription: “I am better than my 
reputation;” and the assumption would, per
haps, not be too arrogant—M. do S’. Berlin 
Letter in New York Sun.
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The Second Volume of the THE SATURDAY
actions on account

It has been the aim of the publisher of THE GA
ZETTE to steadily improve the paper and enlarge its 
field of usefulness. That orir efforts have been attended 
with a sair measure of success is abundantly proved by 
the constantly increasing circulation of The Gazette 
which is now widely read, not only in Saint John City, 
but in every part of the Province.

ulariy in traveling^ When we start for 
the Tyrol next week there will he the 
usual harrowing scene—the railway peo
ple refusing to let Trotty go in the car
riage with us, Doris in tears, and at last 
a fee to pay, or «îhribe, that really breaks 
my heart We cannot afford such foolish 
outlay. I wish something would happen 
to the wretched animal; he • has lived 
quite long enough.” In the above words 
Mrs. Roseleaf has been wont to express 
her chief grievance to a mixed audience 
for years. No* that destiny, in the shape 

• of cramps dad a-stiff neck, seemed close 
upon the heels of Trotty, Mrs. Roseleaf 
lhwardly rejoiced, bnt maintained a hypo
critical attitude ot concern in the presence 
of her daughter.

r. “I- believe it would be well to send for 
i veterinary doctor; he eotid give poor 
Trotty some chlorofcrm or something to 

t epd hie sufferings." she said to Doris, 
and, in an aside to a friend added: “I 
grudge ’the expense, bnt it would he 
such a relief to have the little brute 
surely done for. once and for an.”

A few boats ’ later, à& Mrs..» Roseleaf 
returned from !a walk, Doris met her 
with a radiant face, crying: “Oh, 
mamma, Trotty to scrinuch better! going 

a to recover and be better and stronger
than ever before, the doctor says.”

" “What doctor?”
“Why, the vet you said we ought to 

send for. I had' him come while you were 
awayr and -ljo must-be a wonderfully 
clever man—he has certainly saved 
Trotty’s life. "He asked fifteen francs, but 
I bad to give him twenty, as you had 
nothing smaller in your purse, and I 
couldn't ask him for five francs change. 
Mamma, I don't believe you are one’bit 
glad that poor Trotty is better!" and tears 
welled over in the lovely violet eyes which 
worked such havoc, in the mother most of 
all.

‘!Yes—yçs, child, I’m very glad,” the 
mendacious old lady answered, bnt her 
looks belied her words. ‘ ‘Twenty francs 

paid tor making the dog’s life surer 
than before, and I believed he would be 
dead to-night. Ah, me ! and that dreadful 
journey impending!” was the burden of 
her thoughts.

"Mamma,” said Doris, one morning, 
breaking in njSoH her parent’s persual of 
i“She," “1 have a brilliant idea for mak
ing the journey easy fçr us all. Miss 

. Willis told me she gave, her cat an opium
pbwder once, before taking him on a 
thirty-six hdui-s’ jtraVndy in the train. He 
dozed all the time in his basket, quiet as 
a lamb, and, the guard thought he was 
'luncheon." •’ ■

“I suppose,yon mean to give Trotty an 
èplum powder, but I fear the gnards can 
scarcelv be induced to mistake him for 
lunch»)»."”

“No, they will be otherwise deceived. 
Trotty is to be given a big powder to keep 
him quiet, and hé is then to be dressed as 
a baby; laid on a pillow, and with a veil 
over his face is to cross the frontier. 
Perk shall carry him.”

“Doris, do you think I would ever con
sent to such a preposterous idea? It isn’t 
respectable. What would people saÿ'and 
think? Put such nonsense out of .your 
head at once, I beg of you."

“Not a bit ot it, mamma, dear; the 
idea is too excellent a one to let slip. You 
will bo of my opinion quite, when you 
have allowed yotir’self time to reflect. 
The Stauntons’ nurse is going to lend me 
a pretty pillow with lace and embroidery, 
and one of their baby’s dresses and a cap. 
Your chnddah trill do to wrap argnnd his 
body. Tina will dress him and tie him 
on the pillow in quite the orthodox way. 
It will be great fun; Perk’s face will be a 
treat when she bears she has got to carry 
Trotty masquerading as a baby.”

$>ooi- Mrs. Roseleaf’s face was clouded 
and sad as racing day at Baden-Baden. 
She knew perfectly well that Doris would 
carry her point—she always yielded to the 
child; and what dreadter-results might 
not follow this last escapade ! But in this 
instance, as ia thousands ot others, the 

i kweak old lady decided there was nothing 
“o do but make the best of a bad bargain, 

and she took a limp interest in the prepa
rations for what seemed to be a most 
novel undertaking. «

cours, or average price

SOME OF THE FEATURESnot.» r
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SECOND VOLUME l <

*

HISTORY.
From time to time we will publish short articles on 

early History of the Province, with particular reference 
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity.

SPECIAL ARTICLES.
Every issue will contain at least two special articles 

dealing with some subject of timely interest. The con
tributors to this department will be selected with a view 
of obtaining those possessing the best qualifications for 
the work.

more

ate.■
His charming neighbor’s face broke 

into smiles. Lyman’s face fell—yes, only 
a toother could look so radiant at praise 
of her darling.

“Yes, he is very good,” the young lady 
said, with a blush.

Mr. Lyman somehow did not seem to 
feel a desire to pursue the conservation 
which the mishap to the train had started, 
and he soon sank quietly back into his 
corner.

“Mamma,” said Doris, in an undertone, 
“I think I will toll this young man about 
Trotty; he seems very nice, and would 
enjoy the joke."

“I beg of you, do nothing of the sort. 
What kind of low adventuresseffWould he 
take us for?”

Certainly a very new order of adventur
ess Mrs. Roseleaf would be, and poor Perk 
was certainly free from the imputation in 
appearance.

“Perhaps he is connected with the rail
way and custom house in some way, and 
might have us all arrested," continued 
the elder lady.

Doris decided it was perhaps best to 
keep her own counsel, and she settled 
back for a reverie lh her corner, with her 
hand laid caressingly on Trotty’s fat back.

What a good looking, intelligent, hu
morous fellow he seemed—her vis-a-vis! 
How she would like to know him and lead 
him back an adoring slave to flaunt before 
the envious girls at the “Lombardia!" 
One met such men only in books and on 
fleeting journeys, where one lost them 
again forever at the first big station. 
This "phase of life was really very hard.

FOR WOMEN.
»•We will devote a considerable space each week to 

the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler
sex.

SERIAL STORIES.
Each number will contain an instalment of a Serial 

Story by an author of reputation.

COMPLETE STORIES.
Arrangements have been effected by which1 an 

interesting complete story is assured for* each, issue.

SPORTING.
We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget 

of the latest news of the different field sports.

.

soon as
driven back to the station, there to begin 
their usual pleading with the guards to 
allow their dog to accompany them.

Before bidding them adieu, Mr. Lyman 
managed with considerable finesse to find 
out where Mrs. Roseleaf and her daughter 
were going to spend the next six weeks.

Oddly enough, he appeared, quite by 
chance of course, at the same place a fort
night later, and somehow found it neces
sary and expedient to go to the resort 
next seleçted by them.

It so turned out that when Doris re
turned in the autnmn to the “Lombardia” 
she did have a handsome admirer to flaunt 
in the faces of the other girls.

“He is wonderfully devoted. When is6 
the wedding to be?”

“In May, Mrs. Roseleaf told me. She 
is heart broken at the idea of losing Doris, 
but it is the only way she can be rid of 
Trotty—and this thought consoled her.” 
—Frank Leslie’s.

r

NEWS SUMMARY.e* * * * *

Early dawn at Verona; here the silly 
boy an4 girl who hàd traveled ten hours 
together took leave of each other forever, 
they supposed, and both looked grieved 
out of all proportion to the occasion. Mr. 
Lyman saw his little niece and her nurse 
installed by the door of the waiting room, 
and then went out on the platform to 
fume and fret because the Montefiore car
riage had not come.

“That baby looks about the age of 
ours,” said Doris to her mother, desig
nating the little contessa, of whose exist
ence she bad heard nothing from its uncle. 
Ecru gauze veils are evidently the proper 
thiug, too. Perk, we will put Trotty on 
the bench on the other side of tho door, 
beside that very safe looking old dame 
who is half asleep, and then I want you 
to come with me to the toilet room to 
mend the flounce I tore getting out of the 
train. Mamma will keep an eye on 
Trotty."

Alas! “mamma’s” eyes saw only the 
land of dreams while her daughter and 
maid were absent.

The baby contessa becoming particu
larly fretful, the nurse bethought herself 
of a possible pin, or too tight string, and 
carried the baby off to toilet roopi No. 2 
to investigate.

At this juncture the Montefiore carriage 
drove up in a tremendous hurry. There 
was not a moment to lose. The Signor 
Conte had been telegraphed for to go to his 
son, who was very ill, and it was only by 
a miracle that they had wrung out the 
time to come for the contessina. The 
Signor Conte must have the carriage in 
twenty minutes, without fail.

Every week from this date we will furnish our 
readers with a complete condensed repert of the news 
of the week from all points. I

1

IN GENERAL.** » **
The night of the Roseleaf’s departure 

from the “Lom 
asked into a p 
spect Trotty in his new role. * ‘Admir
able! he Would deceive the mother of a 
dozen babies. Tina should have" a medal 
for her skill."

“Keep his veil down and he will hum
bug everybody.”

“The powder will keep him quiet for 
twenty hours at leist.”

“Rather a stout baby, but all the more 
comely for that.”

“Let me kiss the darling; he looks 
sweet enough to eat!”

“With his veil down, yea.”
This nature of wit flew about in sub

dued whispers, interspersed with much 
suppressed laughter, till it was time for 
the Roseleaf party to start for the station. 
The expression of Pe-k, a very dragon of 

, virtee of the British spinster order, when 
made to bear forth Trotty on her arms, en 
bebe, was never forgotten by those who 
remained at the “Lombardia.”

* * * i * •* *‘ ‘There is another blessed infant to make 
the night hideous tbr somebody,” solilo
quized a good lookllg. youngEnglishman,

Besrdes the features above outlined the publishers 
of The Gazette are making arrangements for the in
troduction of several new departments, announcements 
of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are 
completed. We intend to widen the field of The Gazette 
so that it will be the best and most complete family 
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this 
community.

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve
ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely 
endorsed by the public of Saint John and the Province 
at large. The improvements in contemplation will 
necessitate a largely increased outlay, and we expect 
large additions to our circulation in consequence.

lardia," 
uivnte s

a chosen few were 
salon, there to in-

The Tarantula a. a Warrior.
It has been my good fortune to see the 

tarantula engage in battles of various 
kinds, but the most remarkable of all was 
that of the king ot spiders in a contest 
with a ringed snake. For some minutes 
this strange battle was kept up, the snake 
lashing the ground with its tail and 
writhing in every direction in its endeav
ors to escape from its enemy, but without 
avail, as in ten minutes from the time the 
bull dog like hold was taken the spider 
was the conqueror.

On another occasion I saw a scorpion 
and a tarantula engaged in a deadly 
battle. The former would raise its tail 
and bring it down upon the other in a 
vicious manner; but the spider warded off 
the blows. Finally it seized the scorpion by 
the body, and I could distinctly hear the 
crushing of the parts as the terrible 
weapons entered the flesh, and in a very 
few moments the scorpion was lifeless.— 
C. F. Holder.

*

Education of Children.
The theory of the education of mosses of 

children all alike is a wrong theory. No two 
individual things in the inorganic or organic 
world were ever created alike in all particu
lars. The law of differences is the law of 
nature, and the following of the law of nature 
is the road toward success. As this principle 
in education becomes more and more appre
hended, the more will processes in education 
cease to be empirical, and become more prac
tical—School Journal
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5 church denomination an element in poli- 
the There is a reciprocity always found 
between party and the agency supporting 
it Neither the church nor the govern
ment can afford such relations or bea 
the consequences of a union of church 
and party. There is a demand for a 
divorce of politics from a large majority 

. demanding public atten 
union makes no party 

weaker.

ABOUT SCHOOL BOOKS.
The books used in the Public S*°?^ 
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1 c i; ve men who mean busi 
ness><and what is better still, know how 

to do business.
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WILL CURE OR RELIEVE
DIZZINESS,
DROPSY. „a“5tEGHEHW

“'“iHESTOHlCH,

Their
but the whole country

make no partyanother

great " SERIAL
ES
HEARTBURN,
HEADACHE.

[Uptown Store,
’ r50 KING STREET.

Respectfully Solici
ted by -

Geo. Robertson & Co,

not a 
here.

DRYNESS
OF THE SKIN,

BY
And .v»rr^froSicl?”ow^A is&v.
T. MILBURN & Co-

Business
ELIZA ARCHARD,

Shirley
. Carstone

^OROHTO.
4

^B3sÆOV AL-< :
Office 50 Kino Street.

$10,000
Worth of good

■My-tt-ÇlÉÜ*
\
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1
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Your
'ing

il
1 SSSE3ES
02 I you ehouli call and examine fcyfine stock of

Gents’ Furnishing Goods
• |*S^5T«Si

hîS8*^. MMOI SMrtt
jyrawers, at the

City Market Clothing Hall,
51 Cluurlotte Street»

I
J

T. YOUNGCLAUS.
-AT-

87 CHABLOTTE ST.,
gs
Bs

1 MURDOCH'S
new fruitg x-

----AND—

Confectionery Store. -i

JOSEPH A. MURDOCH.
7 CHARLOTTE Kf„ ST. JOHN. N. R.

•IMIXED CAATZ)ZES. rOPCO«N, 
OB ANDES, DEMONS, 

-ALSO-
thos. l. bourke,OYSTERS SHELLED

11,13 and 25 WATER ST.By the Quart or Gallon and sent 
home from

18 King Square.
j. D. TURNER.

THE 62nd FUSILIERS BAND, 
w. F. SHAW, CHAMPAGNES.

Leading High Brand^ts

M0SsEatjterne and clarets
BELFAST SODA and

lei * Way Co. ^ZttiSSSr •
®SÈR|teÊ5$Eà, “*”“*«»»» <”•
^Sf^^i"8 wiU run 113 — JUST LANDING.
beTvtst John (a) «.Warn, ÉûaS Special Highland Blend Whiskey.

K'BE HîSBfe ® «assæ-
rtïfptllet^f„Seti. « HUSH-
^ For Tickets, Time Tables, Berths Hon “GEO. KOE” * and ***.in Mlman Sleeping or Parlor Cora, mior T.ckct «ivw ^

oK&^UniSn'aTMUl streets,or at the rp-QQS. Jj. BOURKE.

Mrs. .APts.Soprano of Bangor,
--,q Vocal and Instru-

Jjaysur "SSûSÆSriÜ.. m—• =->«■
A&LC0Nf IlS,GALLBRY 15 ct8.

the

DINNER AND MENU CARDS;
COLOR STAMPING;
DIES. MONOGRAMS,

ARMS Cut to order.
Designs furnished, when required.

lS£vAN^%miNG^M
promptly supplied.

Lack of apace this week compels
in. of Life in SL John, legislators in no

and iv. next spirit growingontofthe relations
week. As there was a holiday in the ^ and labor have been greatiy
nregent week it has also been decided augmented by party action, and the

cmrimpnce our weekly news sum- <jauor problem” itself is large y e c Gazette, published in
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articles this week. The Gazette of nex light, and g°“e Litton as well as advertising patron- Prince WiUiam Street^ ------ --------------- . .. _
week will he beyond question the best rotent, *£*** and fr„m trus- age, and ^w^comeitto - exchange------------ " J D. McAVlty, FQR WINTER.
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hold over Part 
We will publish Parts ra.
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Station. F. W. CRAM.(jen. Manager. New Cloths
HAVE N0VVOTI HAND A FULL

Winter Overcoatings,
*

I SUITINGS WD ULSTEP
To which I invite the atten 

eof my Customers^

A. R.CAMPBl
46 KING STBEE
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Delivered teah parta ot the City.
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[CONTINUED.]

The reformer glanced expectantly at 
Philip. But the dull, hopeleæ look that was 
on his face an hour ago had not changed.

“I am not sure but that is too much," pur- 
•ucd Mr. Philhrick, “but it will only be a 
little while before-1 shall pay up the debt" 

There was no use in stopping the enthusi
astic old gentleman, whose great heart was a. 
fountain of human kindness. It would be 
time enough for Philip to tell him that he 
had ehang_ed his plans later. t

“But I shall also shorten the hours of work.
Six hours of confinement in the mills to 
enough, and without leisure all the advant
ages I can give my work people will be of 
little avail I can let different sets of hands 
Telieve each other if it seems necessary, or 
build new mills and4ak&in a thousand more 
hands to share the blessings of justice. ” j!

Mr. Philhrick léànôd back fn tos chair and 
a great light of benevolence shone in his 
face. It was a pity to disappoint him.

“This to an opportunity I have hoped for a 
whole lifetime. I can show the world that 
labor ought not and need not be wretched 
and famished. It is more blindness than 

' Willful cruelty that delays great reforma If 
'l can once show the world what justice is 
and bow it works it will net be long be
fore”—

“But, my dear friend,” said Philip, drop
ping his eyes to the floor, “did I not tell von 
it was too late# I am not going to sell. You 
•will have to select some other spot for your 
Utopia.” The young man spoke bitterly. 
Unconscious of nis selfishness, he begrudged 
the rest of the world the happiness he had 
missed.

* Then came a moment of intense silence 
which was broken at lust, not by a voice, but 
by the loud ringing of a door beD. It rang 
so violently the great, silent house echoed 
•gain. Had the end come then? Philip 
leaped to his feet Wild thoughts of desper
ate expedients rushed through his. fevretoh 
brain, but to yet stood like a statue when the 
study door opened behind him. He tore 
open a telegram and read alôùd;

“Steamer Salvator delayed till to-morrow 
morning at 3."

For a moment ha did not take in its mean
ing. Then he caught Philbrick’s arm so 
tightly the old gentleman almost cried out

“Co y ou want the mills as you said? You 
were not Joking, oh, you were not Joking?" 
Philhrick gased at him in astonishment 
Philip seemed in such a terrible state of ex-

the magic writing faded away in the rosy 
light of the setting sun.

A moment after, the tea bell rang. 
This over, young Mr. Franklin said he 
must ge out tor his aveqlng constitu
tional. He wished to bei alone. The 
events of the day, the discoveries he 
made, and, more than all, Alma’s grief 

sr table disturbed 
air, more

the su
*4m<1

to think 6vi
some plan for future action.

Alma. What of herf Was he not 
growing to like her—perhaps 16Ve her? 
And she was engaged to that—that—he 
could not think of him "with 'patience. 
The chimney ; the two In the photo, and 
the strange paper; what did they all mean? 
Why wére both father and daughter in 
such evident distress? He pondered these 
things as he walked through the shadowy 
lanes, and then, about 8 o’clock, he re
turned, in a. measure composed and se- 

' • ■ rene. -
There was a light in the parlor, and he 

went in and’found Alma alone. 4{ •
“Oh, Elmer I I’m glad you’ve come. 

It’s very lonely here. Father has gone 
■ to bed quite ill, and Lawrence asked me 

to sit up till he returned. He’s gone 
down to the village on some business. I 

1 can’t see why he should. The Acres are 
dosed and the last train has gone.”

She mad»: a place for Mm on the lota, 
"and Be eat down beside her.1 For some 
time they talked indifferently upon va
rious matters^tiie- weather, the heat of 
the day tod like trüriaUti* E ffr.

I Suddenly she turned upon him and said,
f With lll suppressed exeitement:

“What did you do with it, Elmer?”
"Do with what?”
“The picture.”
“Oh, yes—the lantern site. I wish I 

had never made it- Itfrf.np Stairs in my

1 “Yon didn’t know It was Alice Green.” 
“No. How should I? I did not know 

. who either of the people was till the 
| picture was thrown upon the wall.”

“D» yon know . now—know both of 
them, I mean?” -, *

| “Yes, I thinkT do. One was Mr.”-----

Elmer could think of nothing to say, 
— ■ Tart wisely -sert nothing. .After.a. brief 

! ganse Alma said slowly, as if talking to

*>Hwas a cruel thing to do."
“I did not mean to be cruel."
“Oh, my dear cousin, don’t think of it 

in that way. It was Lawrence who was 
so cruel.”

“Yes. It was not very gentlemanly; 
hut perhaps he does not care for—for this

iese and’

i

I

, «

;

" ■:
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person." „
“He does. The picture was only 

flnnation of what I had beard be 
I’ve done with him,” she added, in a sort 
of suppressed desperation. “I’m going 
to break our engagement this very night. 
I know it will nearly break my heart, and 
father will be very angry; but, El
mer, come nearer; let moi-tell you 
about it. I’m ‘afraid Of htm. He 
has such an evil eye, and you 
remember the chimney—the day you 
came—I ‘thought he would kill you, 
he was so angry.”

Evidently she was in sore trouble. Even 
her language was marked by doubt and 
difficulty.

“Advise me, Elmer. Tell me what to

con-

: r >

do. I hardly know which way to turn, 
and I’m so lonely. Father is busy every 
day, and I can’t talk to him. And Law
rence—I dare not trust him.”

Here she began to cry softly, and hid 
her face in her handkerchief. The son of 
science was perplexed. What should he 
do or say? All this was new to him. That 
a young and pretty girl should appeal to 
him with such earnestness disconcerted 
him, and he did not know how to act. A 
problem in triangulation or knotty ques
tion in physics would have charmed him 
and braced him up for any work. This 
was so new and so peculiar that he said: 
“Don’t cry, cousin,” and repented it at 
once as a silly speech.

“I must. It does me good.”
“Then I would.”

f Thereupon they both laughed heartily 
and felt better. He recovered his wits at 
once.

“Do you think you really love him?" 
The man of science is himself again. ' 
“No, I don’t.”
“Then—well, it’s hardly my place to 

say it.”
“Then break the engagement. That’s 

what you mean. I intend to do so; but, 
Elmer, I wish you could be here with me."

“It would be Impossible. Oh! I’ve an 
idea.”

‘ ‘Have you? There ! I knew you wonld 
help me. You are so bright, Elmer, and 
so kind”-----

lie nipped her enthusiasm in the bud.
‘ ‘Do you think you could telegraph to 

me .from your pocket?”

N*
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“I don’t know what you mean."
“You know the letters now perfectly, 

and it you had your hand on an armature 
you eould send off messages quickly?”

“Yes. You know I learned the alpha
bet in one day, and it’s nearly a week 
since you put up that line to my room. 
Think how we have talked with It al
ready. And you remember the tea table, 
when the Lawsons and the Stebbens were 
here. Didn’t I answer all your questions 
about Minna Lawson whüe I was talking 
with her by tapping on the table with a 
spoon?”

“Yes. So far so good; but now I’m 
going to try a most dangerous and difficult 
piece of scientific work, and you most help 

My plan Is for you to keep In tele
graphic communication with me while the 
interview goes on. Then, if he is insult
ing or troublesome,-you. can call me.”

“How bright of yon, Elmer. It Law
rence had been half so good and kind and 
bright—if he knew half as much—I might 
hare loved him longer. ’ ’

“Wait a bit and I’ll get the lines."
“May I go, too?”
“Oh, yes, come.”
The two went softly up the ball stairs, 

through the long entry fo the L, and into 
Elmer’s room. They set the lamp on a 
table, and Elmer dragged-forth from the 
scientific confusion of the . place a col
lection of telegraphic Apparatus of all 
kinds.

“There’s the battery. That .I’ll keep 
here. There is the recording instrument. 
That I’ll keep here also. Now you want 
a small armature -to open and close the 
current Wait a nit! I’d better make 
one.”

Alma sat down on a box, and her new 
Lohengrin set to work with shears and 
file to make someihidgthat would answer 
for an .armature and still be small enough 
to bids In the hand. Cutting off two 
small pieces of Insulated copper wire, he 
bound them together side by side at one 
end. The loose ends he separated by 
crowding a bit of rubber between them, 
and then with the file aad his knife he re

nie.

moved » part of the insulating covering 
tfll the bright copper showed at the tips 
of each wire. *

“There! You can hide that in the 
poeket of your dress, or hold It in your 
hand even. When you wish ft* dose the 
circuit, pinch the Wire», and «hey will 
tonch each other. KVhamJou withdraw 
the pressure that rubber will push them 
apart.”

Alina declared she could do It easily, 
and the armature having been connected 
with the wires and the battery, they both 
prepared to ge-to the parlor.

Do*n the stairs they crept, slowly un
winding twp delicate coils of insulated 
wire as they went, and pushing them back

WBBffSRS&SS&JS:
tm, and Elmer laid the wires down, and 
then the mats covered them from sight.
,. “Now, you sit here in a comfortable 
chair, and hide the wires in the folds of 
your dress. I’ll lead them off over the
carpet behind yon, and unless the-----
Lawrence is brighter than I think he is, 
he’ll not find them.”

These mysterious operations were 
hardly completed before the door bell 
rang and Lawrence came in. He did not 

particularly pleased to find Mr. 
Franklin sitting up with Alma, and the 
meeting was npt. very coi 
few unimportant remarks 
said that he must retire.

"“I’d like to know, miss, what that 
puppy said to you. He’s been here all the 
evening, I dare say."

“He has, Lawrence; but Twill not have 
my friends spoken «if In that way.”

“Your friends indeed! What do you 
Intend to do about it?”

Meanwhile her hand persistently kept 
in her pocket, nervously moved the electric 
armature, and a sudden twinge of pain 
startled her. H*r finger, caught between 
the wires, felt the shock of a returning 
current. Suddenly the pain flashed again, 
and she understood it. Elmer was reply
ing to her. She forced herself to read his 
words by the pain the wires caused her, 
and she spelled out;'

“Keep-cooL Don’

seem

rdial. After a 
Mr. Franklin

tfear him.”
“Seems to me you’re precious silent, 

miss.”
“One might well keep silence while yon 

use such language as you do, Lawrence
V 'HBelford.” t

“Who’s a better right;?"
“No man has aitjght hot to be a gentle

man, and as tor j&at right, I have de
cided to withdraw it. "

“Whit do you mean?” he cried in sud
den anger.

She drew her hand out of her pocket, 
slowly took off her engagement ring, and 
said:

“That”
“Oh ! We’U have none of that. You 

may put your ring on again. ”
“I shall never wear it again." /
“Yes, you will."
“I shall not.”
“Look here, Miss Denny. We’U have 

no nonsense. You are going to marry me 
next week. I suppose you know that 
mortgage is to be foreclosed on Monday, 
and you and your tether wiU be beggars. 
I know how to stop aU this, and I can do 
it. Marry me and go to New York with 
me on Wednesday, and the mortgage wiU 
be withdrawn."

“We may find the wiU before that.”
“Oh! You may, you may. You and 

your father have been searching for that 
will these ten years. You haven’t found 
It yet, and you won’t.”

Alma, under any ordinary circum
stances, would have quailed before this 
man. As it was, those trails of copper 
wire down her dress kept her busy. She 
rapidly sent off through them nearly all 
"that wps said, and her khight of the bat
tery sat upstairs copying it off alone in 
his room mid almost swearing with anger 
and excitement.

Suddenly the message stopped. He lis
tened sharply at the door. Not a sound. 
The old house was as stUl as a grave. 
Several minutes passed, and nothing 
came. What has happened? Had he cut 
the wires? Had Alma fainted? Suddenly 
the sounder spoke out sharp and clear in 
the silent room:

“Elmer, come!”
He seized a revolver from the bureau, 

and, thrusting it into his pocket, tore off 
the white strip of paper that had rolled 
out of the instrument, and with it in his 
hand he went quickly down stairs. He 
opened the door without knocking and 
advanced into the middle of the room.

The moment he entered Alma sprang up 
from her seat, pulling out the two wires 
as she did so, and throwing her arms 
about the young man she cried out in an 
agony of fear and shame:

“Oh, Elmer, Elmer! take me away! 
Take me to my father!”

He supported her with his right arm 
and turned to face her assailant with the 
crumpled ribbon of paper still in his hand.

“What does this mean, sir? Have you 
been ill treating my cousin?”

“Go to bed, boy. It’s very late for 
school children to be up.”

“Your language is insulting, sir. I re
peat it. What have you said or done to 
Miss Denny?"

in my father’s own handwriting, and dated 
more than a year before he died and when 
I was rusticating from college. I thought 
I must needs sow my wild oats, and day 
after to-morrow I pay for them all by 
total beggary. The devisee, by the will, 
acted very strangely about the property. 
He did not disturb me for a long time. 
He probably feared to do so; and then he 
made a mortgage of $100,000 on the 
property, took the money, and went 
abroad.” ’t

“And he left yon here In possession?”
“Yes. The interest on the mortgage 

became due. There was no one to pay it, 
and they even had the effrontery to come 
to me. I refused again and again, and 
every time the interest was added to the 
mortgage till it rolled up to an enormous 
amount. Meanwhile the devisee died, pen
niless, in Europe, And on Wednesday 
Abrams, the lawyer who holds the mort
gage, is to take possession of everything— 
and we—we are to go—I know not 
Ahither.”

For a few moments there was a pro
found silence in the room. The elder man 
mourned his dreadful late, and the son of 
science was ready to shout for joy. Re
straining himself with an effort, he said, 
not without a tremor in his voice:

“And have you searched for any other 
will?”

“That is an idle question, my son. Wé 
have searched these years. Then, too, 
just as I need a staff for my declining 
years, it breaks under me.”

“You refer to Mr. Bedford, sir?"
“Yes. Since I injured my foot in 

the mill, I have trusted all my affairs 
to him, and now I sometimes think he is 
playing me false. Even now, when all 
this trouble has come upon me, he is ab
sent, and I have no one to consult, nor do 
I find any to aid or comfort me. ”

“Perhaps I can aid you, sir."
“I do not know. I fear no one can 

avail us now."
“May I be very frank with you, sir?"
“Certainly. I am past all pride or fear. 

There can be nothing worse now.”
“Ï think, sir, you have placed too much 

confidence In that man. He is hot trust
worthy."

“How do yen know? Canyon prove it?"
“Yes, sir. You remember the new 

chimney?”
“Yes, but he explained that, and col

lected all the money that had been paid 
on the Opposed extra height of the chim
ney.”

“That was very easy, sir, for he had it 
in his own pocket. I met some of the 
work people in the village, and casually 
asked them how high the chimney was to 
be, and every màn gave the real height. 
Mr. Bedford lied to you about it, and 
pocketed the difference between his meas
urements and mine. Of course, when de
tected he promptly restored the 
and thought himself lucky to have escaped 
so easily. More than that, he claimed 
that the chimney was capped with stone. 
It Is not. It is brick to the top, and the 
upper courses were rubbed over with 
colored plaster.”

“I can hardly believe it. Besides, how' 
can you prove it?"

“That will, sir. Look at it careftdly.”
So saying, Elmer selected a photograph 

from those on the table and presented it 
to Mr. Denny.

The old gentleman looked at It carefully 
for a few moments, and then said with an 
air of conviction:

“It iso perfect fraud. I had no idea 
that the man was such a thief."

“Yes, sir. Look at that bare place 
where the plaster has fallen off. You can 
see the brick”-----

“Oh, I can see. There is no. need to 
explain the picture. Have you any more?”

“Yes, sir; quite a number. I’m glad I 
brought them with me.”

Mr. Denny turned them over slowly 
and commented briefly upon them.

“That’s the house. Very well done, my 
boy. That’s the mill. Excellent. I should 
know It at once. And—eh! what’s that? 
The batting mill?"

“Yes, sir. That’s the new building 
going up beyond the millpond.”

“Great heaven! what an outrageous 
fraud! Mr. Belford told me it was nearly 
done. He has drawn almost all the money 
for It already, and according to this pict
ure only one story is np. When was this 
picture taken?”

On Saturday, sir. Alma was with me. 
She will tell you."

Mr. Denny rang a small beli that stood 
at his elbow, and a maid came to the dtior. 

4 “Will you call Miss Denny, Anna?"
The maid retired, and in a moment or 

two Alma appeared. She seemed pale 
and dejected, and she sat down at once as 
if weary.

“What is it, father? Any new 
troubles?”

you with yonr cousin when he 
took this photograph?” ,

She looked at it a moment, and then 
said wearily:

“Yes. It’s the batting mill.”
Jnst here tBe door opened, and Mr. Bel

ford, hat and traveling bag in hand, as 
if jnst from the station, entered the 
rootn. The two men looked up in undis
guised amazement, but Alma cast her 
eyes upon the floor, and her face seemed 
to put on a more ashen hue than ever.

“Ah! excuse me. I did not mean to in
trude. I’m just from New York, and I 
have been so successful that I hastened to 
lay the news before yog.”

“What have you to say, Mr. Bel
ford,” said Mr. Denny, coldly. “There 
are none but friends here, and you need 
not fear to speak. ”

Mr. Franklin hastily gathered np the 
pictured together, and, rolling them np, 
put them in his pocket, with the mental 
remark that he “knew of one who was 
not a friend—no, not much. ”■

“I hâve arranged everything,” said Mr. 
Belford, with sublime audacity. “The 
note has been taken np. I have even ob
tained a release of the mortgage, and here 
is the canceled note and the release. To
morrow I will have it recorded.”

“We are in no mood for pleasantry, Mr. 
Belford. The sheriff was here today, and 
Abrams Is to take possession on Wed 
day.” v

“Oh, I knew that. He did not get my 
telegram in time, or he would have saved 
you all thto unnecessary annoyance. And 
now everything is all serene, and there is 
Abrams’ release in full.”

He took out a carefully folded paper 
and gave It to Mr. Denny. . He read it in 
silence, and then said:

“It seems to be quite correct We’ ’-----
Alma suddenly dropped her head upon 

her breast, and slid to the floor iu a con
fused heap. She thought she read in that 
fatal receipt her death warrant. Nature 
rebelled, and mercifully took away her 
senses.

Elmer sprang to her rescue, but Mr. 
Belford Intruded himself.

“It is my place, Mr. Franklin. She is 
to be my wife.” »

The dreary day crept to its end. Alma 
recovered, and retired to her room. Mr. 
Denny, overcome by the excitement of the 
interview, was quite ill, and the visitor, 
oppressed with a sense of partial defeat, 
took a long walk through the country. 
The enemy had made such an extrsordln-

money,

V- i

“Were

nes-

“Oh. come away! come away, Elmer!"
“None of yonr business, you puppy."
"There is no need to ask what you said, 

sfr. I know every word and have made a 
copy of it.”

“Ah! Listening, were you?”
“No, sir. Miss Denny has told me. Do 

you see those wires? They will entangle 
you yet and trip you up.”

“Come away, Elmer. Come away.”
“For the present I will retire, sir; but, 

mark me, your game is nearly up.”
“By, by, children. Good night. Re

member your promise, Miss Denny. The 
carriage will be all ready."

Without heeding this last remark, El
mer, with his cousin on his arm, with
drew. As they closed the door the tele
graph wires caught in the carpet and 
•broke. The man saw them, alid picking 
one up, he examined it closely.

Suddenly lie dropped It and turned 
ashen pale. With all his bravado he 
quailed before those slender wires upon 
the carpet. He did not understand them. 
He guessed they might be some kind of 
telegraph, but beyond this everything was 
vague and mysterious, and they filled 
him with guilty alarm and terror.

CHAPTER H. 
CONCLUSION.

The events of the last chapter hap
pened on the night of Friday, July 17, 
1874. The following day, Saturday, 
broke calm, clear and warm. Elmer 
awoke early, carefully looked out of a 
crack in his window and foundcurtain,
that the chimney builder’s room was 
empty.

“The enemy has flown. I wonder if 
Alma is up?”

He uncovered a small telegraphic arma
ture and sounder standing on the window 
seat, and touched it gently. In an In
stant there was a response, and Alma re
plied that she was up and dressed and 
Would soon be down.

She met him in the library, smiling, 
and apparently happy.

“Oh, Elmer, lie has gone away. He left 
• note on the breakfast table saying that 
he had gone to New York, and that he 
should not return till Monday or Tues
day.’*

“That’s very good; but I think it means 
mischief."

Just here the breakfast bell rang. The 
table was set for four, but Alma and El
mer were the only ones who could answer 
the call, and they sat down to the table 
alone. They talked of various matters of 
little consequence, and. when the meal 
was over Elmer announced that as the 
day was quiet he should make a little 
photographing expedition about the neigh
borhood.

“My visit here is now more than a 
quarter over, and I wish to take home 
some photos of the place. WiU you not 
go with me?”

“With aU my heart, if I can leave 
father. But please not talk of going 
home yet. I hope you will not go till 
things are settled. We want you, Elmer. 
You are so wise and strong, and—you 
know what I mean."

“Perhaps I do. At any rate I’m not 
going tilj I have paid np that Belford for 
his insults. ”

“Oh, let’s not talk of him today."
This was eminently wise. They had 

better enjoy the day of peace that was 
before them. The shadow of the coming 
events already darkened their Uves, though 
they knew it not. Mr. Denny was so 
much better that he could spare Alma, 
and about 10 o’clock she appeared, paper 
nmbreUa In hand, at the porch, and El 
soon joined her bearing a small camera, 
and a light wooden tripod for its support.

The two spent the morning happily In 
each other’s company, and at 1 o’clock re
turned to dinner with quite a number of 
negatives of various objects of interest 
about the place. After dinner the young 
man retreated to his room to prepare for 
the battle that ho felt sure would rage on 
the following Monday.

He did not know all the circumstances 
of the trouble that had invaded the fam
ily, but he felt sure that the confidential 
clerk Intended some terrible shame or ex
posure that in some way concerned his 
cousin Alma. So it was he came to call 
himself her Lohengrin, come to fight her 
battles, not with a sword, but with the 
telegraph, the camera and the micro-lan
tern.

The Sabbath passed quietly, and the 
Monday came. After breakfast the stu
dent retreated to his ipom and tried to 
study, but could not.

About 10 o’clock he heard a carriage of 
some kind stop before the house. His 
room being at the rear he could not see 
who had come, and thinking that it might 
be merely some stray visitor, and that at 
least it did not concern him, he turned to 
his books and made another attempt to 
read.

After some slight delay he heard the 
carriage drive away, and the old house 
became very still Then he heard a door 
open down stairs, and a moment after one 
of the maids knocked at his door.

“Would Mr. Franklin kindly come 
dotvn stairs? Mr. Denny wished to see 
him in the library.”

He would come at once; and picking up 
a number of unmounted photographs 
from the table, he prepared to go down 
stairs. He hardly knew why he should 
take the pictures just then. There seemed 
no special reason why he should show 
them to Mr. Denny; still, an Indefinite 
feeling urged him to take them with him.

The library was a small room, dark, 
with heavy book shelves against the 
walls, and crowded with tables, desk 
and easy chairs. There was a student 
lamp on the center table, and In a 
comer stood a large iron safe. Mr. 
Denny was seated at the table with his 
back to the door and with his head 
supported by his hand and arm. He 
did not seem to notice the arrival of his 
visitor, and Elmer advanced to the table 
and laid the photographs upon it.

“I am glad you have come, Mr. Frank
lin. I wish to talk with you. I wish to 
tell you. something. A great affliction 
has fallen upon us, and I wish you, ns cur 
gnest, to be prepared for it. I think I can 
trnst you, Elmer Franklin. I remember 
your mother, my boy. You have her 
features—and I will trust you for her 
sake. We are ruined. ”

“How, sir? How is that possible, with 
all your property?”

“Not one cent of my property—not a 
foot of ground, or a single brick, or piece 
of shafting in the mills—belongs to me.”

“This is terrible, sir. How did it hap
pen?”

“It is a short and sad story. I was my 
father’s only child, and there were no 
other heirs. My father’s last illness 
was very sudden, and he left) no 
will. He told me when he died that 
he had left everything to me. We 
never found any will that would bear out 
this assertion. However, the ordinary 
process of law gave me the property, and 
I thought myself secure. Suddenly a will 
was found, in which all the property was 
left to a distant relative in New York, 
and I was merely mentioned with some 
trifling gift. I contested the will and lost 
the case. It was ag undoubted wjll. and

mer
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ary movement that for tile time he was 
disconcerted, and he wished lo be alone, 
that he could think over the sitnation. 
About six o’clock in the afternoon 
he returned, looking bright and calm, 
as if he |£id thought out his prob
lem and had nerved himself up to do 
and dare all in behalf of the woman ho 
loved. -Hfe went quietly to his room and 

< began his preparations for a vigorous as
sault upon the enemy.

He rolled out his micro-lantern into the 
middle of the room, drew up the curtains 
at the window that faced Mr. Belford’s 
chamber,-and prepared to adjust the ap
paratus to a new and most singular style 
of lantern projections. He had hardly 
finished the work to his satisfaction be- 

l fore he heard Alma’s knoek at the door. 
\ He hastily drew down the curtains, and 
k then invited her to come in.
\ She opened the door and appeared upon 
Ithe threshold, the picture-of. resigned and 
■eavy sorrow. She had evidently been 
■reeping, and the dark dress in which she 
Sad arrayed herself seemed to intensify 
ethe look of augnish on her face. The son 
■of science was disconcerted. He did not 
"know what to say, and, with great wis

dom, he said nothing.
Sheentere(*he room without a word, 

and sat weanlmidWn on a trunk. Elmer 
quickly rolled out the great easy chair so 
that it would face the open western win
dow.

4------

RAILROADS.The Time Te Act.
$If you are threatened with Headache, 
Constipation, Biliousness or weakness, 
procure at once a bottle of Burdock 
Blood Bitters and use it according to in
structions. Prompt action is necessary 
in order that your trouble may be cured 
before it becomes chronic.

—TZEHZCE3 —There, written in gigantic letters of fire 
upon the wall, glowed and burned a single 
word:

Then she paused and looked out on the 
gathering night tor some minutes' in 
silence. Elmer sat at her feet upon a low 
stool and waited till she should speak.

■"Elmer, say that you will forgive me 
whatever happens. No matter how dark 
it looks for me, forgive me—and—do not 
forget me. I couldn’t bear that. On 
Wednesday I am to be married to Mr. 
Belford. It is the only way by which I 
can save my father. There seems no help 
for it, and I consented this afternoon. Mr. 
Belford took up the mortgage, and I am 
to be his reward.”

Elmer heard her through in silence, and 
then he stood up before her, and his pas
sion broke out in fury upon her.

“Alma Denny, you are a fool.”
She cowed before him and covered her 

face with her hands.
“Have you no sense? Can you not see 

the wide pit of deceit that is spread .before 
you? Do you believe what he says? Will 
you walk into perdition to save your 
father?" • •

“Oh, Elmer! Elmer! Spare me, spare 
fte, for my father’s sake!"

Her sobs and tears choked her utter
ance, and she shrank away into the depths 
of the chair, in shame and terror, thank
ful that the darkness1 hid. her from his 
view. Still his righteous indignation 
blazed uj|)n her hotly.

“Where have you lived? What have 
you done, that you should be so deceived 
by this man? How can you save your 
father ? If you cannot find that missing 
will, of what avail is this withdrawal of 
the mortgage?”

“I do not know. Oh, Elmer! I am 
weak, and I have no mother, and father 

I must save him if I can—at any

Marita MousingFRAUD!
He stared at it and rubbed his eyes. It 

would not be winked out. There was a 
loud crash of thunder and a furious dash 
of rain against the window: ti.:i ■ .) other 
blinding stroke of lightning. 11 <ir:w the 
clothing over his head in abject terror. 
Again the thunder rolled as if in savage 
comment on the writing on the wall.

It was a mistake, a delusion. He would 
face the horrid accusation.

It was gone, and in its place was a pict
ure. It seemed the top of------

Ah! it was that chimney. Already the 
false stucqo had fallen oil, and there, 
pictured upon his wall in lines of fire, 
were the evidences of his fraud and 
criniei

Ho sprang from the bed with an oath 
and looked out of the window. Darkness 
everywhere. The beating rain on the 
window pane ran down in blinding rivu
lets. A vivid ilasli of lightning illumin
ated the garden and the house. Not a 
living thing was stirring. He turned to
ward the bed.^ The terrible picture had 
gone. With a muttered curse upon his 
wçak, disordered nerves he crept into bed 
and tried to sleep.

Suddenly the terrible writing glowed 
upon the"' wall again, and he fairly 
screamed with fright and horror:
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“Sit here, Miss Denny. This Is far 
more comfortable."

“Oh, Elmer I Have yon, too, turned 
against me?”

“Not knowingly. Sit here where there 
is more air, and before this view and this 
beautiful sunset."

She rose, and with a forlorn smile took 
the great chairland then gazed absently » 
out of the window upon, the charming 
landscape, brilliant witii the Clow of the 
setting sun. Elmer meanwhile went on 
with his work, and for a little space 
neither spoke. Then she. said, with a 
faint trace of impatience in her voice:

“What are you doing, Elmer?”
“Preparing for war."
“It is Useless. It is too late."
“Think so?"
“Yes. Everything has been settled, 

and in a very satisfactory manner—at 
least father is satisfied, and I suppose I 
ought to be."

She smiled and held out her hand to 
him.

MURDER!
‘Insurance at minimum rates.He writhed and turned upon the bed 

In mortal agony. He stared at the 
letters of the awful word with ashen 
lips and chattering teeth. What hide- 

dream was this? Had his rea- 
„ son reeled? Gould It play him phantom

•-You c-mnnt save him The devisee tricks like this? Or was . it an avenging
who heathe will has heirs. They can angel from heaven writing his crimes upon

“rat QM What was that?”
J-ntic fraud”—^ ' The writing disappeared, and in its place

De.Sïï“'hX w w. h...

"si-ïàwrts si *h.down upon the floor at his feet. He He ravgd with real madL-ess now. Great
caUed two of the maids, and with their dropg q( gathered on his face,
help he took her to her room and placed Hc dared not faco those beautiful eyes so

“uIUwM to2e. Fa, God p.alab ml.»-

away the “orth’^®st “Hell and damnation have come,” he
maS81 0f fTo'.Sbuttered screamed in frantic terror. The thunder 

off the deep voice °t the thunder muttered Ued in deep majesty, and none heard
fitfully. The eon of scle”°e him. The wind and rain beat upon the
curtains and looked jwk^ house, and his ravings disturbed no one.
calm’in fSSàtS resting ‘crl‘^ ehraSLeJ*d *
and nerving herself for the warfare of the cried m Bbeer madn ana
gig Q1QR tS.

He too had need of calm. Ho drew a 
chair to the window, and sitting astride 
of it, he rested his arms upon the back, 
and his chin upon his folded hands, arid' 
for an hour watched the lightning flash 
from ragged cloud to ragged cloud, and 
gave himself to deep and anxious thought.
The thunder grew nearer and nearer. The 
dark veil of clouds blotted out the 
stars one by one. The roar of the water 
falling over the dam at the mill seemed to 
fill all the air with its murmur. Every 
leaf and flower hung motionless.

Ho heard the village clock strike 9, 
with loud, deep notes that seemed almost 
at hand. Every norve of his body 
strung to electric tension, and all 
tuned to a higher pitch as if dark and
terrible things wefe abroad in the night. ____

Hc heard a sound of closing blinds and An angel in long white robes seemed to 
windows. The servants were shutting be flying through the air toward hnn, and

above her head she held a sword. Be
neath her feet was the word “Nemesis!” 
in letters of glowing fire.

The poor wretch rose up in lied, kneeled 
down upon the mattress, and facing the 
gigantic figure that seemed to float in the 
air above him, cried aloud in broken 
gasps:

“Pardon! For—Christ"------
He threw up his arms and screamed in 

delirious terror.
The angel advanced through the air to

ward him and grew larger and taller. She 
It was Alma’s engagement ring, broken seemed ready to strike him to the ground 

in twain. It had slipped from her nerve- —and she was gone. ~ 
less finger When they took her to her He fell forward flat «on his face, and 
room. With a gesture of Impatience, he tears gushed from his eyes in torrents, 
picked up the fragments and threw them, For a while he lay thus moaning and cry- 
diamond and nil, ont of the Window, into tog, and then he rose staggered to the 
the carden below >' wash basin, bathed his face with cold

Then tor another hour he sat alone in water, and crept shivering and trembling 
the darkness of hb room, watchful and lnto bed.
patient. He drew up the curtain toward The storm moved slowly away. The 
Alma’s room. There was a URht there, lightning grew less frequent, and the 
and he sat gazing at her white curtain tiU thunder rolled In more subdued tones, 
the light was extingubhed. The other The wind subsided, but the rain fell 
lighto were all put outone after theother, steadily and drear! y. One who watched 
and then It became very stilL heard the clock strike 12 and then 1.

The clock struck 10. The gathering Slowly the laggard hours slipped away 
stonn climbed higher up the western in silence. The rain fell in monotonous 
sky. The lightning flashed brighter and showers. The darkness hung like a pall 
brighter. There was a sigh in the tree over everything.
tops as it the air stirred uneasily. The wretch in his bed tossed in sleep-

Suddenly there was another light less misery. He hardly dared look at the 
Mr. Belford’s curtain was brightly il- blackness of tlb night for fear some new 
laminated by hb candle. Elmer vision might affright him with ghostly 
moved hb chair so that he could warnings. What had he better do? An- 
watch the window, and waited patiently other night in this haunted room would 
till the light was put out. Then he saw drive him insane. Had he not better fly 
the curtain raised and the window drawn —leave all and escape out olj sight in the 
down • hiding darkness? Better abandon the

“AU right, my boy! That’s just what greater .prize, take everything in reach 
I wanted. Nemesis has a clear road, and and fly from scenes so terrible, 
her shadowy sword shall reach you. Now He rose softly, dressed completely, took 
for the closed circuit alarm." a few essentiab from hb table, did them

He silently polled off his shoes, and up in a bundle, and then like a cat he 
then With the tread of a At, he felt about crept out of the room, never to return, 
hb rooin till ha found on the table two The house was pitch dark and ns silent as 
delicate coib of fine insulated wife, and a a tomb. He had no need of a light, and, 
couple of tacks. Carefully opening the feeling his wày along with hb hands 
door, he .crept down stairs and through on the wall, he stole down stairs 
the hall to the door of the library. The and through the hall till he 
door wds closed, and kneeling down on reached the library door. With 
the mat he pushed a tack Into the door cautious fingers he turned the handle 
near the jamb and stuck the other in the in silence and pushed the door open, 
door post. From one to another he It seemed to catch on the threshold, 
stretched a hit of insulated wire. Then, but It was only for an instant, and then 
aided by the glare of the flash® of light- he boldly entered the room, 
ning, that had now grown might and Placing hb bundle upon the table, he 
frequent, he laid the wires under took out a small bnnch of keys, and with 
the mat and along the floor to his hands outstretched before him he felt 
the foot of the stairs. Then in hb for the safe. It was easily found, and 
stockinged feet he crept upward, dropping then he put in the key, unlocked the door 
the wires over into the well of the stair- and swung it open. With familiar fingers 
way as he went. In a moment or two the be pulled out what he knew were mere 
wires were traced along the floor of the bills and documents, and then he found
upper entry and under the door into his the small tin box in which------
room. Here they were secured to a small 
battery, and connected with a tiny electric 
bell that stood on the mantle shelf. To 
stifle its sound in case it rang he threw 
hb straw hat over the beU, and then he 
felt sure that at least one part of his work 
was done.

Louder and Ionder rolled the thunder.
The lightning flashed brightly and lit up 
the bare, mean little room, where the 
wretch cowered and shivered in the bed, 
sleepless and fearful he knew not why.
He feared the storm and the night. He 
feared everything. Hb guilty heart made 
terrors out of the night and nature’s 
healthful workings. The very storm, 
blessed harbinger of clearer days and 
sweeter airs, terrified him.

There was a sound of rushing wind 
in the air. A more vivid flash blinded 
him. He sat up in bed and stopped hb 
cowayl ears to drown the splendid roll of 

, thunder. Another flash seemed to fill the 
! room.
I Ah! What was that? His eyes seemed to 
start from their sockets in terror.
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' (MENTAL HOTEL!“How can I ever thank you, Cousin 
Elmer? You will not forget me when I 
am gone."

“Forgetyon, Alma! That was unkind." 
He took her hand, glanced at the dia

mond ring upon her finger, aud looking 
down upon her as she lay half reclining 
in the great chair, he Said, with, an effort, 
as if the words pained Mm:

“Alma, have you surrendered to him." 
She looked up with a startled expres

sion, and said; -
“What do you mean?"
“You have renewed your engagement 

With Mr. Belford?"
“Yes—of course I have. He—he b to

be my husband"------
“On Wednesday.”
“Yes. How did yon know it?”
Instead of replying he turned to a 

drawer and drew forth a long ribbon of 
white paper. Holding it to the light, near 
the window, he began to read the words 
printed in dots and lines upon it ".

“Here *Ts your own confession. Here 
are all the messages you sent me from the 
parlor, when you broke your engagement 
with him"------

“Oh, Elmer! Did you save that? De
stroy it—destroy it at once. If he should 
And it he would never forgive me.”

•‘You need not fear. I shall not de
stroy it, and it shall never cause you any 
trouble."

She had risen in her excitement, and 
stood upon her feet. Suddenly she 
flushed a rosy red, and a strange light 
shone in her eyes. The sun had sunk be
hind the hills, and It had grown dark. 
As the shadows gathered in the rooiÉ a 
strange, mystic light fell on the 
ground before her. A picture—dim, 
ghostly, gigantic and surpassingly 
beautiful—met her astonished gaze. 
She gazed at it with a beating 
heart, awed into sijenoe by its mystery and 
its unearthly aspect. Whdt was It? What 
did it mean? By what magic art had he 
conjured up thb vbion? She stood with 
parted lips gazing at it, while her bosom 
rose and fell with her rapid, excited 
breathing. Suddenly she threw her arms 
above her head, and with a cry fell back 
upon the chair.

“Oh, Elmer! My heart"-----
He had been gazing absently-ont of the 

window at the fading twilight, and hear
ing her cry of pain, he turned hastily and 
said:

"Alma, what b It? Are yon"------
He caught sight of the picture on the 

wall. He understood it at once, and went 
to the stereoptlcon that stood at the other 
end of the room and opened it. The lamp 
was burning brightly, and he put it out 
and closed the door. Then he drew out 
the glass slide, held it a moment to the 
light to make sure that it was Alma's 
portrait, and then he kissed it passion
ately, and shivered it into fragments upon 
the hearthstone.

She heard the breaking glass, and rose 
hastily and turned toward him.

Elmer, thy, was cruel. Why did you 
destroy it?/ ,

“Because it told too much."
“It was my picture?"
“Yes. I confess with shame that I 

stole It when yon were asleep under the 
influence of the gas I gave yon. It hap
pened to be in the lantern when yon 
in."

“And so I saw it pictured on the wall?" 
“Yes. In that way did It betray me. 

Forget it, AUflà. Forget me. Forget 
that I ever came

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY.(I.ATE BOVAL,)t

FREEMAN’S 
WORM powders;

King Square, St. John, N. B. 1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1888 >
e. RIX PRICE.

Owner and Proprietor.

Are pleuantte take. Contain thrir own (Sunday excepted) as follows:—
pmsative. I» a safe, erne, and ««écrirai -I - ,--------- :

destroyer of worms la Children or Adalt» Traîna will Leave St. John.

It would not move. The lightning only 
made the picture more startling and 
awful. The sweet and beautiful face of 
Alice Green lived before him in frightful 
dbtinctness, and hb very soul seemed to 
burn to cinder before her serene, un
earthly presence.

It was her ghost revbiting the earth. 
Was it to always thus torment him?

“Thank God! It has gone.”
The room became -pitch dark, and he 

fell back upon the pillow in what seemed 
to him a bloody sweat. He could not 
sleep, and for some time he lay trembling 
on the bed and trying to collect his senses 
and decide whether be was in possession 
of his reason or not. 1

Suddenly there was a flash of light, and 
a new vbion sprang Into existence before 
him.

Thoroughly renovated and furnished. First- 
elasa in all it# appointmente.

PROFESSIONAL at Expiess...

ExgRB68 FOR HALIFAX & QüKBKC
DR. ANDREWS A|5Ieepin* Car runs daily on the 18 00 train

^ On Tuwnlay/rh ursdag and Saturday, a^S^epmg
; Express, and on Monday, Wednesday and Friday 
a Sleeping Car will be attached at Moncton.

Hn>9 REMOVED TO

Ko. 15 Coburg Street,
NEXT DOOR ABOVE DB. HAMILTON’S. Trains will Arrive at St. John ;

seemed
Express from Halifax & Quebec 

I Express from Sussex. ••••••••
Accommodation................................
Day Express................. .

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.
». permreEB.

Chief SnperindendenL 
Mono ton, N. !b., November 22nd, 1887.

nature

John F. Ashe,
••r. ddft w WANTED.

up the honse and preparing it for the 
storm.

‘One of them knocked at his door and 
asked if she should come in and close the 
windows.

He opened the door, thanked her and 
Said he would attend to it himself. As 
he closed the door and stepped back Into 
the room, ho stood upon something and 
there was a little crash. Thinking it 
might be glass, he lit a candle and looked 
for the broken object, whatever it might

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY, Etc. Hides, Calfskins,
Sheepskins,

Wool and Wool Pickings. | ^
Persons in the country sending the 

above will promptly receive the highest 
market prices.

OFFICE : i .

53X94 Prince William Street.
Ur. i88

PIANOFORTE.> ; -j. z cyfs:i\ fir

Grati Soée Eatof.THOS!L.|HAY,
Storeroom—Head of Alley, 15 Sydney St,

Residence—41 Paddock Street

be.

ST. STEPHEN i ST. JOHN.rpHE undersigned is prepared to receive a few 
JL pupils for instruction on the piano, at moder
ate terms.

For particulars apply to CITY OF LONDON
EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

Ôlf AND AFTER MONDAY, Feb. 20. Trains 
will run daily (Sundays excepted), as foHowsr—

, LEAVE ST. J6HN aï 10.45 a. m„ aud Carieton at 
| 11.10 a. m„ for St. George, St. Stephen, and in

termediate points, arriving in St. George at 
2.11 p. m.; St. Stephen at 4.12 p. m.

LEAVE St. Stephen at 8.30 a. m.; St. George at 
... m i n Ann Ann I i0-35 »• m-: arriving in Carieton at 1.35 p. m.i St.Capital, - - $10,000,000. | ffilSapstMu^brsw-

H. CHUBB & CO.,

MISS M. HANCOCK,
it •83 QUEEN STREET.

J. HUTCHISON, M.D. OF LONDON, ENGLAND.

\
General Agent,. I 

MT-Loyes adjusted and paid without reference 
to England. I Carieton, before 6 p. m.

Baggage will be received and, delivered at 
Moulson’s. Water Street, Where a truckman will 
bchin attendance.

H. LAWRANCE STURDEE, Receiver. - 
F. W. HOLT, Superindendent.

land.
Office and Residence-r-Paradise Row, Portland 

N. B. Adjoining the Mission ChaneL

TO LET SCOTTISH UNION 
& NATIONAL

INTERM A.TIOM AX
INSURANCE Co.,|gTEAMgHIp COMPANY,

■
STEAMERS. :

—:SHOP, 161 BRUSSELS ST.,

Sutable for a Jobbing Blacksmith or Horse Shoe
ing. Immediate possession given. Rent 

Low. Apply to ---- OF—
WINTER ARRANGEMENT.A. G. . BOWES Sc CO., EDINBURGH.

$30,000,000.06 
$35,338,362.46

No. ,21 Canterbury St. -FOR-

BOSTOY,
Fire Insurance at Lowest Cur-1 y^a Eastport and Portland» 

rent Bates. -------  .
D. R. JACK, Resident Agent. |

—npinnu' I will leave St. John every MONDAY and THURS-—UPPILE— DAY morning, at 8 a. m., for Eastport, Portland
Room 3, Pugsley’s Building, Corner Prince Wm. and Boston.

and Princess Streets. . Returning, mil leave Boston at 8.90 a. m., Mon
day and Thursday, and Portland at 5 p. m., same 
days, for Eastport and St. John. - 

Also, leave Boston for Annapolis every Monday, 
at 8 a. m.

CAPITAL, - - 
TOTAL ASSETS,

Choice Oysterscame
Received Daily from P. E. I. and Shedia<£ 

to. Order.

Fresh and Salt FishI

everything. JftTorget
here"------ ~

“No—never. I cannot."
“You will be married soon and go 

I presume we may never meet

OF ALL KINDS AT
Vo. 19 N. S. KinghSqonre.

J. D. TURNER*f EXPRESS. H. W. CHISH.0LM, Agent.! :away, 
again."

“Oh, Elmer, forgive me. 
one to be forgiven, 
blame for all thb sorrow.
I alone should suffer. But—but, Elmer, 
you will not forget me, and you see— 
you must see that what I do b for the 

I car.not see

mi r i i • i n n I KOVA SCOTIAa Intercolonial Eijress Co. steamship go., LMtea,
-TO—

DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,

I am the 
I am alone to 

I thoughtb WANTED![TO BE CONTINUED.1 (LIMITED.)

The Vi™»® to Act.
If you are threatened with headache, 

Constipation, Biliousness or weakness, 
procure at once a bottle of Burdock Blood 
Bitters and use it according to instruc
tions. Prompt action is necessary in or- 
der that your trouble may be cured be
fore it becomes chronic.

A Postmaster’» Opinion.
“I have great pleasure in certifying to 

the usefulness of Hagyard’s Yellow Oil,” 
writes D. Kavanagh, Postmaster of Urn- 
fraville, Ont. “Having used it for sore-' 

of the throat, colds, burns, etc., I 
find nothing equal to it.”

best. It b the only way. 
my father beggared. ”

The clear headed son of science seemed 
to be losing his self control. Thb was all 
so new, so exciting, so different from the 
calm and steady flow of the student life, 
that he knew not what to say or do. He 
began to turn over hb books and papers 
In a nervous manner, as if trying to win 
back control of hb own tumultuous 
thoughts. Fortunately Alma came to hb 
rescue.

“Elmer, hear me.”
“Yes," he said with, an effort. “TeU 

me about it; then perhaps we can under- 
tand each other better.”
“I will. Come and sit by me. It grows 
:j|, and I—well, it b no matter. It will 
me good to speak of it,"
‘Yes, do. Sorrow shared b divided by 
J.”
‘And joy shared is doubled, " she added, 
ut we will not talk of ‘the might have

Forwards Merchandize, Money and Packages 
every description ; collects bills with Goods, 
Drafts, Notes and Accounts.

Running daily (Sunday excepted), with Special 
Messengers in charge, over the entire line of the 
Intercolonial Railway, connecting at Riviere du 
Loup with the

Yarmouth. Kentville, Halifax, and all 
intermediate stations. '

I

S&V^SS^Y^SÎSïSiSSyîiïS:
ings, at 7.45 local time. Returning will, leave 
Annapolis and Digby same days, after arrival of 

for all-points in the Province of Quebec and On- I trains from Halifax and Yarmouth, 
tario and the Western States, and at St. John | tt w CHISHOLM,
with the | (Reed’s Point Wharf.

Canadian Express Co.

TOO Boys American Express Oo. xtotice is hereby given that appli-

SKKHSSESHB
reDeb,endtureCk&ods or Goods in Bond promptly i™=of^r^~ioZ Bro Crane" 
attended to and forwarded with despatch. nomnftnv

Special rates for Large Consignments and fur- vempany. WELD0X, MoLEAN A DEVLIN, 
ther information on application to j Solicitors for Applicants^
JAMES BRYCE.

Superintendent.

ness
TO SELL o

A Port Williams, N. S. matron, we are 
credibly informed, haa given birth to 

within the last ten The Gazette.three children 
months—the latest being twine.—West
ern Chronicle.

DatedDe=cmbenrmhBl887.J. R. STONE, 
Agent.

t
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THE WHIRL OF TRADE.

,(•

E5foT '________
funhTmens sayings BOOKS AND STATIONERYA ITew Idea.

Messrs. F. W. & W. H. Mullen have for 
sale a patent corrugated rubber sole and 
heel to be attached to leather boots. One 
object of the sole is to protect the foot 
from the dampness of the ground in wet 
weather, doing away with the necessity 
of wearing a rubber overshoe. Tehy are 
made of all thicknesses, and those for 
ladies and children’s boots are only 
slightly corrugated. Mr. H. L. Spencer 
is the patentee of these soles and heels. 
Messrs. Mullen, who are the sole agents, 
invite an inspection of the articles and 
guarantee perfect satisfaction.—St John 
jlobe.
It is intended shortly to put a full line 

of these articles on the market for ladies, 
misses, children’s and gentlemen's and 
youth’s boots, in a variety of patterns, 
and they will be found not only the most 
comfortable but the most economical 
soles, for summer as well as winter use, 
that have been worn. The pattern shown 
by the Messrs. Mullen will afford an idea 
of their universal utility.

for nrsicuss.

Odd Item» In the Musical line From 
Dime rent Parta of the Conn try. ABSALOM IVORY DISCUSSES SOME 

Timms HE SAW THIS WEEK!WHAT THE SAD-EYED SCRIBES OF 
THE HUMOROUS PRESS WRITE.

On Thursday evening of last week, a 
very successful concert was given in the 
L 6. C. Drill Hall, in Fredericton, in aid 
of the Victoria Hospital. The band of 
the corps played some fine selections.

*.*
On Thursday evening a benefit concert 

was given in St. Andrew’s church to Miss 
Belle Duncan. Some of the best of our 
local talent took part, and Harrison’s or
chestra rendered some find selections. 
Altogether the entertainment was a very “ 
pleasant one and the large audience was » 
highly pleased.

We are now showing full lines ofA Tennessee Laundry and a Laundry in 
St. Jehu.

» I
Paragraphe fNa a Great Number of

Places and About a Great Number
•f Subjects.

Bank Books, Envelopes, Writing Paper, Etc.
Also, a very large assortment of all the

LATEST BOOKS.
NEW YORK AND BOSTON DAILY PAPERS AND 

MAGAZINES always In Stock.

A good many years ago I had a friend 
who lived among the mountains of Ten- 

He assimilated with hie sur
roundings, and was content to meet 
his neighbors on an equal footing, but 
hie wife (what thorns in the flesh wives 
are!) wanted to be a society leader, 
and that her husband should become 

member of congress. She heard that 
in Cincinnatti and Cleveland 
starched shirts, and she determined that 
on his next appearance in public, her 
Absalom should be attired a la mode. 
She starched the garment after her own 
fashion, and he wore it to a funeral; the 
day was warm and he perspired freely, 
and when he came home, in the after- 

he retired to the attic for an hour’s

nessee.the first family.

Mamma—And who dwelt in the garden 
of Eden, Freddie? ... ,

Freddie—Oh, I know; the Adamses 1 
—[Harvard Lampoon. Inspection invited.All goods at lowest prices.

A PROPER DEFINITION.
Teacher—Johnny, define nothing.
Johnny—I can’t jest think of the defi-

toSyerheil8 ^ ^ ^ ^ Monday evening is the time fixed for
Teacher—None of your smartness, sir. the concert under the auspices of Victoria 

I shall refer this impertinence to your Diyig;oni K. of F., in the Mechanic’s In-
fethnny -He wouldn’t agree with me, I stitute. Mrs. Shaw, of Bangor, the 62nd 
know coz I heard him say different band and a good display of our prominent

Teacher—Indeed ! and what did y ou .[local talent will combine to make a plea-
gant evening’s entertainment There is 
every reason to expect a large audience, 
a* the concert will be one of the best given

ID. ZMZo-AIRTZEHZTnR,men wore

* %80 KING STREET.

HIOWjsjülTIME

Monday NlghUs Concept.

What will undoubtedly be the best 
concert ever held in St John takes place 
in the Mechanics’ Institute, on Monday 
evening next, under the auspices of tie 
Knights of Pythias. The advance sale 
of seats is the largest ever known for a 
concert in this dty and there is no doubt 
that the hall will be crowded. Among 
those who are to take part are Mrs. W. 
F. Shaw, of Bangor, Mrs. S. Giirvin, Miss 
Clara Quinton, Mr. E. N. S. Steward, Mr. 
Christie, Mr., and Mrs. W. H. Horn, Mr. 
6. J. Smith, Mr. A. Lindsay, Mrs. D. H. 
Naee, and Mr. George Cleveland, Master 
Seaton, Mr. Hammond and Prof. White. 
The 62nd Band will be present

noon
rest. He slept, and when he woke, that 
shirt clung to him like a case of sheet 
iron. To get out of it was a problem 
which was quickly solved. He lifted a 
board from the floor of the attic—nailed 
the skirts of his under garment on each 
side, and dropped down to the floor be
low. It is said that the shirt, hanging 
down from the ceiling, looked very much 
like a war map, with its blotches of red 
and white and black and blue scattered 
all over it And it is said that my friend 
went into a cave, from which he sent 
word that important public business had 
called him to Washington.

Wken I went home last evening, Mrs. 
Ivory had her feet on the fender, and 
she was so much interested in the plays 
of Sophocles, translated by Thomas 
Franclyn, that my arrival was unnoticed.

This is what she was reading:—

hear him say ? ,
Johnny—That it was what you had 

inside of year head.—[Tid-bits.

this season. To Order SHOW CASES for Spring.A LEVEL-HEADED WIFE.
“Maria,” said Brown after they had 

moved into their new house, “we have 
a spacious back yard that ought to be 
put to some use.”

“Yes, it ought”
“Suppose you get some poultry.
"No, sir.”
“Why not?” .. .
“If our colored neighbors want chick

ens let them buy them.”—[Hotel Mail.

« .

Little Hofman was to have received 
about $10,000 for playing the entire sea
son, but being promised $100,000 for. not 
playing he stopped, of course.

* *
■ *

A correspondent of the Leader wants 
the different times laid down to the 
number of counts per minute for playing, 
and the Leader answers as follows:—

The tempo of a musical selection must 
be regulated by the character of the 
sic: a quickstep should be played in 
quick time, a dirge in slow time ; but ex
actly how fast or how slow, the composer 
and director must determine. There can 
be no inexorable rule. The meaning of 
such terms as Andante, Andantino, etc., 
cannot be reduced to the number of 
counts per minute. Andante is slower 
than Andantino, but how slow depends 

Andantino and the other similar

/< :

LeB. ROBERTSON,
/

SAINT JOHN, N. B.,There’s fun in eonrtmg 
’Midst the winter’s sporting, 

When the sleigh’s flying over the crusted 
And the bells are jingling 

—• And the ears are tingling
And the mereury’s at sero or one below.

»snojr
mu- IS AGENT FOB e '

Two lads named McCoie and Donovan, 
were so bably lacerated Thursday 
ing by a ferocious dog belonging to Mat. 

‘Harding, that Dr. Mclnemey was sent 
for to dress their wounds.

But I think I’d rather 
Wait for warmer weather 

And sit in the woods on a grassy knoll.
Where the flowers are springing 
And the birds are singing 
her under her parasol.

M. FROST & Co.’s

CELEBRATED NICKEL CASES
even-

And kiss
-------“Plowed with his gaudy rest,

But lo 1 when from the holy victim rose 
'Phe bloody flame, and from the pitchy wood 
Sxhaled its moisture, sudden a cold'sweat 
itduwed his limbs, and to his body stuck 

As by the hand of some artificer 
i Jlose joined to every part, the fatal vest; _ 
i Convulsion racked hi&bones, and through his veins 
mike the tell surpent’s deadly venom raged.”

“What kind of a shirt was that?” asked 
Mrs. Ivory, in. a tone that' was a little 
acrid.

I felt that the ground was somewhat 
treacherous, but answered bravely. “The 
shirt of Nessus was sent to Hercules by 
Deianeira, aud he put it on just before 
sacrificing at the headland of Cenaeum 
in Euboea. There was something in the 
material. that made him so mad he 
murdered the messenger who brought it 
to him, after which he went howling up 
Mount Olympus and never mingled with 
common mortals any more.”

“Was Deianeira Mrs. Hercules? ’ asked

HIS CONDITION IN LIFE.
First Flirt—“That handsome man is an 

acquaintance of yours, I see.”
Second Flirt—“Yes, I have known him 

for some time.” .
“Is be married or unmarried?
“He’s a drummer.”—[Omaha World.

K.vs Scotia Hews.
“I had Scrofula on my neck very bad 

for two years, had tried all remedies and 
doctors, but did not get any help until I 
got a bottle of your Burdock Blood Bit
ters which cured me of it entirely.” 
James Cochrane, Fox River, Cumber
land Co., N. S.

upon
terms used in the same composition. 
The tempo, as indicated by the expres
sion marks, must be as these marks are 
related to each other, i.e., by comparison. 
Hardly two composers will agree in 
their markings,even when they desire the 
same results.

Write or Call for Catalogue and Prices.
GIVES it a REST OCCASIONALLY.

Brown—Jones is the greatest talker I 
ever heard. , ,

Robinson—Got the gift o’ the gab, 
hasn’t he ? ,

B.—He’s worse than any woman I 
ever heard. Does he ever give his month 
a rest?

R.—Yes, when he has a cold in his 
head.

B.—Oh! he gives his mouth a rest 
when he has a cold in his head?

R.—Yes, he talks through his nose 
then,—[Boston Courier.

500 ZDOZElIsr I

OUR kTd CLOVE.
The paleface who enters a jungle is 

apt to become a tom-y fellow.—[Yonkers 
Gazette.

During their palm-ÿ days men ought to 
be handy about the bouse.—[Detroit 
Free Press.

When a photographer goes to sea he 
doesn’t feel at home anywhere but in the 
focus-tie.—[Texas Siftings. -

*

Before little Hofman’s father decided 
to take him from the stage, he claimed 
that the boy enjoyed playing in public, 
and that he was not being over-worked. 
As ^oon as he was persuaded to stop the 
concerts, he decided that the excitement 
of public life was too much for his son, 
and that his strength was breaking down 
under the heavy strain.

“tant MIEUX.”
THIS GLOVE, is placed upon our counters DIRECT from the manufacture

any additional cost. As no glove stretched or tried on can be exchanged the cor- 
rect sure should begivem ^ they WILL WEAR WELL and NOT
BREAK AWAY in the seams.

PRICE 64 CENTS.

Never plague a flying machine inven
tor concerning his hobby. It is a soar 
subject to him.—[Boston Courier.

MFRE WORDS.
Atparting. in the midnight hash»

They had a little duel;
Said «ne, I think you’re soft as mush.
And he reiponded, with a blush:

MI think you’re very gruel.
—(Oil City Clifliard.

BE WANTED TO SEE PAPA SQUIRM AND YELL.

Mother—You mustn’t make any 
Bobby. Your papa suffered all night 
with the toothache and has just fallen 
asleep. Aren’t you sorry for him?

Bobby—Yes, indeed I 
going to have it pulled?

Mother—Yes, this morning.
Bobby—Can I go with him, ma, and 

see the dentist pull it? —[Dake’s Maga
zine.

. -
Cannot Be Excelled.

I have pleasure in saying that Hag- 
yard’s Pectoral Balsam cannot be excel- 

, led for curing Coughs, Colds and Loss of 
Voice. It cured mv brother completely. 
So says Ira McNead of Poplar Hill, Ont, 
regarding this popular remedy.

A Flat. Mrs. Ivory.
“I dunno.”
“Some jade that he’d been flirting with 

probably, and served him right”
Mrs. Ivory’s eyes snapped ominously.
“Dear Mrs. Ivory,” said I, glad to let 

the story of Hercules and Deianeira drop 
• into the background, “I am reminded by 

your remarks of the Laundry of
s. AND M. VNGAR

on Waterloo Street, which I had occasion 
to visit this afternoon. Theirs is, I be
lieve, the first steam laundry ever oper
ated in the Maritime Provinces, and 
while it has proved a great convenience y 
to travellers and homeless bachelors, it dealers in medicine, 
has in many households totally abolished = 
the toils and worries and cold dinners by 
which washing day has always been 
accompanied. Their facilities are such 
that they are able to laundry 2,000 gar
ments daily, including such other articles 
as blankets, lace curtains, etc., and their 
machinery operates so perfectly and, the 
chemicals which they use are so harm
less that it is impossible that the finest 
fabric should sustain injury while pass
ing through their hands. The business 
of the Messrs. TJngar is thoroughly sys
tematized, so that it is next to impossible 
that any article received by them should 
be lost or mislaid, and one member of 
the firm visits New York every season in 
order to avail of such improvements as 
may he made from time to time in the 
machinery or material which they em
ploy,

Our genial laundry men can be reached 
by telephone at any hour of the day, and 
their collecting and delivery vans visit all 
parts of the city and its outskirts when
ever occasion requires. In cases of emer
gency they are able to do a family’s 
washing in six hours time, which is a 
great convenience for travellers, and I 
believe that parcels of linen sent from 
Moncton and other places along the line 
of the I. C. R. have been done up and 
returned on the evening of the day on 
which they were received.

The Messrs. Ungar have recently re
vised their scale of prices, reducing the 
cost of family washing to GO cents per 
dozen, two handkerchiefs or two tow les 
being counted as one piece.

“This,” said I to Mrs. Ivory, “makes 
washing day in our household a thing of 
the past forever.”

Then Mrs. Ivory kissed the bald spot 
just back of my ears and threw a shovel- 
full of ashes on the smouldering coals. $

Publication#.
------1

Da Roberval. This is the title of Hun
ter Duvaris latest published work. Of 
his hero Mr. Diivar says :—“The first 
French colonization of Canada by the 
Chevalier Jehan Francoys de la Roque 
Seigneur of Roberval, in Picardy, is in
teresting. His commissions from Francis 
L give him authority as Lieutenant Gen
eral of the King in Canada, Ochelaga, 
Saguenay, and countries adjacent Little 
is known as to the details of hie enter
prise. Such incidents as hare survived 
are embodied in the draina. * * * 
The writer suffers by not having access 
to any authorities beyond those in his 
own little librtry; yet he ventures to 
hope that the accessories are preserved, 
and that the tone is not unappropriate to 
the gay and chivalrous, but somewhat 
flippant‘time of the first Francis.” The 
leading characters, aside from De Rober
val, which Mr. Duvar has drawn with a 
free pencil, and filled with life and ac
tion, are, Francis I., Marguerite, of Ang- 
eulesme, Jaques Cartier, Margaret Rober
val and Ohaawa, a girl of the Iroquois. 
De Roberval may be looked upon as a 
work of art and read as one reads an ex
quisite painting. It is a picture of the 
times of which it treats—a story so beau
tifully told that it can neyer be forgotten. 
The volume closes with two minor poems, 
The Emigration of the Fairies, and The 
Triumph of Constancy. In this wise Mr. 
Duvar tolls of the arrival of the fairies at 
Hemewood, his place of residence on P. 
E. Island :—
It was, in truth, a gniet shady pince,
A nook apart from traffic’s toil and moil ;
Nor fair nor market, but unbroken face 
Of lush green pastures on a fertile soil.
Well clothed with wealth of woods, by nature’s
And known’ as Hkkfkwood all throughout the 

county ;

For the blue herons there would build their nests 
High np on the tall tops of withered pines.
And sit there with their bills upon their breasts. 
Or on one leg erect would stand in lines,
Fishing along the inlet’s marish sedges,
Like sculptured ibises on old Nile’s edges.

Mr. Duvar is one of the very few Cana
dian poets whose names will live with 
those of Tennyson, Swinburne, Longfellow 
and Bryant The typography of the hook 
is faultless and adds to the reputation of 
the Messrs. McMillan as artistic book
makers.

noise,

Bead our New Story SHIRLEY 
CARSTONE which wiU be com
menced mext week.am, ma. Is he

King Street, St. John, N". B.FAIRALL & SMITH,It Seldom Foils.
J. D, Cameron, ef Westlake, Ainslie, 

Cape Breton, had inflammatory rheuma
tism which Hagyard’s Yellow Oil cured 
after all other treatments had failed.

Yellow Ofl is sold by all

1AMERICAN STEAM LAUNDRY
IN MAINE.

Mechanic—I want a gallon ef rum for 
mechanical purposes.

Druggist—What is your business?
M.—I am a painter.
D.—Ob, yes, I’ve heard of alcohol being 

used inyour business. All right sir.
M.—Thank you. How much?
D.—Well, I suppose we’ll have to call it 

$2.50.
M.—Here you are.
D. (as M. is leaving)—By the way, how 

do you use the spirit?
M.—Mix it with the paint
D.—What kind of paint?
M.—Red. Pm going to paint the town. 

—[Exit

The Subscribers Beg Leave to Inform the Public that, on or About April 1st, they
will openROYAI

i v<tiVLWEÏ57^>#.r ^
A STEAM LAUNDRY

-AT-

Nos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street.

“i.Tifr'wi'îmki ssSeHs “issKStoSi../#»to turn out first-

- Proprietors.G-ODSOE BROS., -NO BREACH OF CONTRACT.
Balder—I thought you said this mix

ture would make my hair come out 
quickly, and it seems I’m getting balder 
aud balder.

Barber—Well, isn’t your hair coming 
cut?—[Judge. Maritime Lead & Saw Works.

JAS. ROBERTSON;
*AKlN*

POWDER
ADVICE 05 ENTERING THE ARENA OF LIFE.

Now, John, mv son, before yon go 
Take this advicSlolieaVt :

Don’t try to show off what you know 
And folks will think you’re smart; 

Although the world is like a school 
Where those who study rise, 

Remember that the silent fool 
la ofVconsidered wise.

IRON, STEEL ! GENERAL METAL MERCHANT
_A_3STD

Manufacturer*
OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson’s NewBuildiig,

Cor. Mill and Union Streets.
WILLIAM GREIG. Manager.

Absolutely Pure.
AN ADJL’BTIBLE HEAD WANTED.

Mrs. Crimscnbeak—“When you come 
home unsteady at night I don’t ’take your 
head off,’ do I, John?”

Crimsonbeak—“No, you don’t; but I 
Wish you would !”

“You wish I would !”
“Yes: it would be so nice to be able to 

get up In the morning without any ‘head 
on me.’ ”—[Yonkers Stateman.

This powder never varies. A marvel of runty, 
strength and wholeeomeness. More economical 
than the ordinary kinds, and cannot be Fold in 
competition with the multitude of low tee1. short 
weight alum or phosphate powders. So d only to 
cans. Royal-Baking Powder Lo„ 106 Wall St,
New York.

Thos.Dean.
HE LEFT ALL HE HAD TO LEAVE.

She was ex 
adorer, and w 
evening she called up the servant

“Mary,” she inquired, “has any one 
called since I’ve been out?”

“Yes, ma’am; a man,” replied Mary.
“Did he leave anything?”
“Yes, ma’am; he left his name.’ 

[Washington Critic.

JEHU I H OS’
BOOK STORE,

pecting a package from her 
’hen she came home in the Beef, Pork, Lard,

Lamb, Hams, Poultry,

Mutton, Bacon, Game.Carlyle’s Hero Worship, and Essays, 
are published by George Routledge & 
Sons at the low price of 20 cents each. 
The type is large,but the form is objection
able. The copyright on Carlyle’s French 
Revolution being about to expire, cheap 
editions of that work will soon be in the 
market

Sold by D. McArthur.

UITIOIsr STREET
Is the place to get everything in the STATIONERY AND 

FANCY GOODS LINE cheapest.
Engineers-Calculations^osioN^^^i^.-to,.

D. J. JENNINGS, - - 167, Union Street.

13,14 & 15 CITY MARKET
THIS AND THAT.

There’s sure to be something serious on 
foot when a man goes to the chiropodist’s 
office.

The exercise of forbearance is harder 
work than taking a twenty mile walk.

It sounds rather queer to hear a man 
say, he flatters himself that he is above 
flattery.

There are sticks in every trade, especi
ally in the prestidigitateurs.

SMITH’S MANUAL
-OF-

FOR SALE AT
McMillan’s, Harrison’s, Barnes’ McArthur’s and 

Watson’s Bookstores.
PRICE, - - $3.00.

See next week’s Gazette for the 
opening chapters of the new 
Serial SHIRLEY CARSTONE, 

j by Eliza Archard.

!The man who invented the electric 
light showed that he had the spark of 

| genius in him.

»
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