- MC2397

Do not fail to Read the
jopening chapters of
BRETON MILLS,

the Greatest of Serials
commenced this week.

POOR DOCUMENT

The Satncdap Gagetle.

P

L~

Our Great Copyright
Story,

BRETON MILLS,

is commenced this
week.

)43

Vor. I---No. 38.

ST. JOHN, N. B, SATURDAY, JANUARY 21. 1888.

{

Price 2 CenTs.

RU!
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CARRIAGE APRONS, KNEE RUGS, CAMP SHEETS,
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Send for Catalogues. ;
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AN AMERICAN SERIAL!
“THE BRETON MILLS.

A Romance of New England Life.
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BY CHARLES J. BELLAMY,

Editor of the Springfield (Mass.) Daily News.
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The above Sketches, taken from among the l‘lctux;es appearing in the Story, will sufficiently indi-
cate the Character of the Illustrations.

T T R N T

COPYRIGHTED AND ILLUSTRATED.

~— % ghper will shortly begin the publication of a Serial Story with the above title, and
of intense interest. Fach chapter is alive with excitement and.the plot moves on with a

~ power and spirit which will, we believe, make this one of the most acceptable serials we have
ever offered in these columns, ‘ :

THE BRETON MILLS

Is a story that will satisfy the popular demand for intense interest in each installment. The
scene is laid in a New England fa&ory village. Both the employing class and the class of
the employed furnish adors in the thrilling romance, and the reader’s interest will be closely
held all through the changing scenes of the story. While not taking sides on the questions
interesting working people, which are touched upon in the story, the author disseéts the pa-
i thetic elements of the life of the poor with fearless hand. Still his romance, after all,isa
| romance of love, and all else in the story is only introduced to solve the problem of ome
| man’s devoted and faithful nature, ‘

ILLUSTRATED BY GUSACHS

And copyrighted under a special arrangement with the author.

Look Out for the Opening Chapters in this Paper!
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For a Child.

Of all the birds that sang in the or-
¢hard when the trees were white with
blossoms, but one remained when the
leaves had fallen and the red and yellow
fruit, in dropping from the trees caused
consternation among the crickets that
underneath*heir branches bewailed the
summer’s death and the near approach
of their owzi.

But that solitary bird, a robin, did not
seem to feel that it was solitary, for all
day long it flitted lightly from tree to
tree, and when, of a morning, the sun
climbed over the distant hills, it was
wont to sing just as it sang in the spring
when the trees were full of buds and half
grown leaves.

And there was a pale face, it was the
face of a little girl, that the robin often
gaw at a casement near by, and the song
f the robin was sweeter when it was
watched by the eyes beyond the glass,
and. it often came' very near, and sang
very sweetly, ag if to the child that was
wasting fo a shadow, it would convey &
message of sympathy and hope.

One merning the robin had dissap-
peared, and the little shadow face had
gone from the window forever, and there
was heard in the orchard a sound like
the cryixig, of women who -could not be
comforted.

I wonder if it was to accompany its lit-
tle friend across the unknown sea that
the robin remained in the orchard so
long after its season of migration had
passed.

The Man l‘rvom Jemseg.

“Rah for Queens!”

The man from Jemseg dropped into a
vacant chair,” threw his legs across the
table, and shook the snow from his bat
and shoulders over the manuscript and
exchanges by which he was surrounded.
This wassn Wednesday evening, and
while editor and reporters assumed a
listening attitude, the compositors in the
room adjoining dropped their sticks, for
were they mnot all impatient for intelli-
gence from the great battle-field of
Queens ?

“ Rah for Queens !”

But when the man from Jemseg was
asked for particulars concerning the
glorious victory and the cognomen of the
victor, he spoke asif compassionating
the freshness of his auditors.

“«Rah for Queens! You see, in a close-
ly contested election, like this, it becomes
the independent voter to use a great deal
of circumspection. I have been as cir-
cumspect as & sitting hen. Sometimes I
was for King, and then again I was'nt:
sometimes I was for Baird and then
again I wag'nt. See!”

“But how did you vote ?”

“For the man that won.”

“And who won?”

“The man who got the most votes, I
expéct. ‘Rah for Queens ! You see”’, con-
tinued the man from Jemseg, sinking in-
to poetry, “the discriminating voter”’

“Don’t care a toss ug
Whether Mossup beats Barry or Barry beats
Mossup :’

every time he strikes on his feet and
scoops the boodle. Bee? There’s a nice
little bridge to build up in Scragg’s Hol-
low ; if the grits are in that bridge will
be my meat ; if the tories are in it will be
a bonanza for Maria.”

Then the man from Jemseg went out
into the night, and Absalom Ivory made
a note, “circumspection i8 a virtue,” in
letters an inch long, and pasted it on the
wall at the back of his table.

Was it Seneca or Plato who said that
“prudence provides for every contin-
gency ?”

<

THE NEW COLLEGE COSTUME,

My darling is a student in a famous female college,

‘And thoagh I do not think she’ll win particular
renown

In any special study, or be noted for her know-

edge,
I'm ceftnin that she’s charming in her mortar
board and gown. =
That the costume’s fascinating there’s no reason
for concealing: | o
I think my love most beautifal when in it she

appears; . i
I sometimes try to kiss her, and how funny is the

eeling
When the edges of her mortar board are a-tick-
ling my ears!

A youth, just launching out in trade,
Unto a wealty merchant said:
‘“Pray, tell me, sir, what you profess
To call the secret of success?”
The merchant’s eyes with pleasure shone,
As he replied in carnest tone:
* The Simplest thing in trade, I think,
Youw’ll find it, sir, in Printers’ Ink.” ;
X i —British and Colonial Printer.

\ -

See the second page of to-
days Gazette for The Breton
Mills, our new Serial.

ODD ITEMS FROM EVERYWHERE.
Good Things Picked Up in all Cormners
of the Earth.

The latest rumor with regard to Lord
Randolph Churchill is that he is to be
made Ambassador to Russia. It is also
said that his present visit to Russia is
for the purposing of arranging for a mar-
riage between the eldest daughter of the
Prince of Wales and the Grand Duke
Michael. He is said to have taken let-
ters from the Princess of Wales and from
the Duchess of Edinburgh to the Czar
with regard to such an alliance.

Terrible accounts'of the severity of the
winter in the south of France reach
Paris. A report from Clermont-Ferrand
gays that the wolves—entered the town
and dug up a body in one of the church-
yards and devoured it; and that the out-
raged inhabitants have organized 2 bat-
tue to protect their dead. Some $10,000
has been paid this year in premiums for
the destruction of the beasts by the gov-
ernment.

The Spanish Government decided to
celebrate the fourth centenary of the dis-
covery of America by Columbus. This
will not occur until 1892; but a sum of
about $100,000 is to be annually set apart
for the next four years towards creating
an official fund for the celebration; be-
sides which, public subscriptions will be
opened.

The library presented to the Pope by
the English deputation was unique in
its character. It is described as Catholic,
but it is Catholic only in the sense
that all the volumes in it were written
by English Catholics. It includes works
of every kind, from novels and poems to
scientific and theological treatises. The
Pope does not know English, and it is
expected that His Holiness will present
the volumes to an English college.

Moses Raphel, a commercial traveller.
of St. Paul’s Road, London, must at some
time in his life have had an experience
wonderful even for commercial travel-
lers. He was takenill two weeks ago
and removed to a London hospital. He
died on Tuesday, and Dr. Doyle, who
had, charge of the case, performed an
autopsy and found a penholder and nib
about three inches long inside his head
and attached to the right orbital plate.
It must haye been in the brain for a
long time, as the bone had partly grown
over it. The question which puzzles the
doctors and which the East London Co-
roner has just vainly investigated is,
how did it get there ? The only way that
it was possible for a pen and holder to
get to the brain was by passing through
an eye or up a nostril. The widow of
the deceased traveller said that he had
never complained of any accident, but
that he occasionally had curious head-
aches. The Coroner’s jury agreed that it
was a most singular casc, and gave it up.

014 silver cups, silver bouquet-holders
and silver pots are yery fashionable now
In Paris for table decorations, filled with
flowers. At ball suppers little tables ac-
commodating four, or atthe most six,
are now almost invariably used, each
table being decorated in a different style.
Menus are still preferred plain and are
usually written in blue ink on white
card. Sometimes one corner is tied down
with a piece of silk ribbon, and the
guest’s favorite flower or a sprig of
heather is passed through the loop. Only
one glass is set with each cover, being
changed with each course. Though Ja-
panese bric-a-brac is no longer fashion-
able and has made way for Indian
curios, many Japanese fruits and a new
vegetable, known as “Crosnes du Japon™
are still in vogue at dinner parties. At
the soirees now in Paris it is usual to
provide all kinds of entertainments,
comedies and even operas being given in
some drawing-rooms. “At others the now
fashionable “ombres Chinoises,” intro-
duced by Caran d'Arche at the Chat
Noir, ase given. The days of conversa-
tion ag a fine-art having passed away, it
is necessary to invent another form of
pastime.

Gossip has already coupled the names
of other young royalties, including Prin-
cess Louise of Wales and Grand Duke
Michael, the youngest brother of the
Czar, Princess Victoria of Wales and the
Duke of Sparta, heir to the throne of
Greece, and the Prince of Wales’s eldest
son, who will be King of England some
day, to Princess Alexandra, the eldest
daughter of the King of Greece.

Joseph Chamberlain is said to be much
taken with the charms of Miss Winslow,
of Boston, who is now rivalling Miss
Adele Grant as the belle of Washington.
Mr. Chamberlain does not believe in the
“three mile limit” theory, so far as
American beauties are concerned.

The most gorgeously dressed person at
the Court of Spain is the nurse of the
young King. She wears a rich velvet
skirt, with two broad bands of gold round
it, a blue velvet apron, also trimmed with
lovely silver buttons, which opens on an
inner bodice of fine lawn with rich lace.
Round her neck are five or six rows of
coral beads, and she wears long earrings
of the same material. A rich silk hand-
kerchief is fastened over her dark hair,
whichjshe arranges, Madonnd-fashion, in
front.

-

The man who bought a last year’s al-
manac in preference to-one for 1888, be-
cause he got it at halfprice, will be badly
fooled when he goes fishing on several
Saturdays during the year, thinking the
day is Sunday.

The Breton Mills, the great-
est Serial ever written will
be founa on the Second Page.

The Earth Moves.

Any one can proye the rotary motion
of the earth on its axis by a simple ex-
periment, for making which an educa~
tional journal of Frankfort, Germany,
gives the following directions: ‘“Take a
good-sized bowl, fill it nearly fall of
water, and place it upon the fioor of &
room which is not exposed to shaking or
jarring from the street. Sprinkle over
the surface of the water a coating of lyco-
podium powder —a white substance
which is sometimes used for purposes of
the toilet, and which can be obtained at
almost any apothecary’s. Then, upon
the surface of this coating of powder,
make, with powdered charcoal, a straight
black line, say an inch or two inches in
length. Having made this little black
mark with the tharcoal powder on the
surface of the contents of the bowl, lay
down upon the floor, close to the bowl, a
stick or some other straight object, so
that it shall be exactly parallel with the
mark. If the line happens to be parallel
with a crack in the floor, or. with any
stationary object in the room, this will
gerve as well. Leave the bowl undis-
turbed for a few hours, and then observe
the position of the black mark with re-
ference to the object that it was parallel
with. It will be found to have moved

about, and to have moved from east to
west—that is to say, in that direction op-
posite to that of the movement of the
earth on its axis. The earth, in simply
reyolving, has carried the water and
everything else in the bowl aronnd with
it, but the powderon the surface has
been left behind a little. The line will
always be found to have moved from east
to west, which is perfectly good proof
that everything else has moved the
other way.”

-

The World’s Rulers.

A European paper figures that the
Christian and monarchial world counts
among its combined reigning families
408 princes. If the female contingent
wastaken into account, this figure would
a&most be doubled. The most flourisgh-
ing dynasty is that of Holstein, which
holds the thrones of Rusgia, Denmark,
Greece and Oldenburg, and numbers
fifty-three princes, including twenty-five
grand dukes, two kings and an emperor.
Next to it is the House of Stettin, unit-
ing the royal crowns of Baxony, Great
Britain, Portugal and Belgium, besides
the ducal and grand ducal sceptres of
Weimer, Altenburg, Coburg-Gotha and
Meiningen. The Bourbons, with their-
forty-seven princes, have held Sicily,
Parma and Spain. More numereus than
the Hohenzollerns, the Hesses and the
House of Savoy, are the imperial Haps-
burg-Lorraine, with their thirty-three
archdukes, and the old race of Wittels-
bach, numbering twenty-three princes of.
or in Bavaria, a distinction to which
great importance is attached. The once
reigning families, mediatized since the
Congress in Vienna in 1815 are represent--
ed by 724 princes, and these have retain--
ed but a small portion of their privi-
leges. The Hapsburgs and the Wittels-
bachs are closely allied, not merely be-
cause they both belong to the Teutonic
race and flourish on the same German
soil, but because for many years and
generations they have comstantly inter-
married. The lovely Empress Elizabeth
of Austria is the daughter of Duke Maxi~
milliam of Bavaria, and her daughter
Gisela is the wife of Prince Leopold.

- -

Publications.

From D. McArthur the GAZETTE re-
ceives Zadkiel's Almanac for 1888, of
which it is announced that the annual
sale exceeds 140,000 copies. Earthquakes
are predicted in France and Italy, about
January 21 to 28; Feb.1l; soon after
March 9; and April 4,11 and 19. Early
in July London is promised some great
fires, and early in August Italy, France,
Turkey, Greece and Russia are to suffer
from earthquakes. At the end of Sep-
temper, “Saturn afflicts a certain states-
man born in 1831.” The year, accord-
ing to Zadkiel, is likely to be an un-
eventful one in Canada.

Everybody whoreads Grip is familiar
with the wise saws and pungent wit of
Hugh Arlie, whose Epistles, fully illus-
trated by Bengough, are for sale at Mec-
Arthur’s bookstore, :

A series of Sketches on Tenant Right
in Tipperary, comes from the press of
Wm. Love, Glasgow. The sketches
overflow with Irish wit, but af the same
time are not without their serious les-
sons. Sold at McArthur’s bookstore.

&
o

Who Does the Work.

There is much food for thoughtin a
recent statement by the Manufacturing
Review, to the effect that the Knights of
Labor at work iu this country represent
one person in forty, and now thata split
has come in the organization as a result
of the Minneapolis convention, thisbody,
whose members too often advance the
assertion that they represent “all labor,”
represent not over one 1n sixty or
seventy of those who do work. One six=
tieth of the labor in the land makes a
large and respectable body, but it is just
as well to remember that itis only a
fraction, and a very small fraction, of the
great army of labor which makes itgelf
useful and keeps this country great.

See the Seco;d Page for the
opening chapters of The Bre-
ton Mills.
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First-Class Turnouts.
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OF EONDON, ENGLAND.
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H. CHUBB & CO.,

General Agents.

28~Losses adjusted and paid without reference
to England.

— T EL
SCOTTISH UNION

& NATIONAL
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EDINBURGH.

CAPITAL, $30,000,000.00
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Fire Insurance at Lowest Cur-
rent Rates.

D. R. JACK, Resident Agent.

~QFFICE—
Room 3, Pugsley’s Building, Corner Prince Wm.
and Princess Streets.

‘JOSH WARD

presents the Compliments of the Season
to his numerous Customers and begs
to assure them that he is still to be found
at the old stand, fully equipped with a
xﬁzver-failing .Stock of the rest and

WINES, LIQUORS

and the Choicest Brands of

HAVANA CIGARS.

THE BEST
ENGLISHALIC

K always on Draught,
FLASKS SUPPLIED TO TRAVELLERS.

JOSH WARD, - - Dock Street,
SAINT JOHN.

PROFESSIONAL.
DR. ANDREWS

HAS REMOVED TO
No. 15 Coburg. Street,

NEXTDOORABOVE DR. HAMILTON’S,

John F. Ashe,

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY, Etc.
. OFFICE :
94 Prince William Street.

BY CHARLES J. BELLAMY.

yrighted by the Author, and published
oo by an?angement with him,

CHAPTER L
A PICTURE AND ITS CRITICS.

“Let’s take a squint in.”

It is on the sidewalk in front of the fine
residence of Ezekiel Breton. Surely every-
body within the length and breadth of a hun-
dred miles must have heard the name of the
wealthy mill owner, whose energy and
shrewdness have passed into a byword.. The
house is brilliantly lighted, and the windows
wide open as if to invite the attention and
admiration of the humble passers by.

Three men, laborers, if coarse, soiled clothes
and dull, heavy tread mean anything, have
come down the street and now stand leaning
against the tall iron fence.

“Why shouldn’t we see the show, boys?"
continued the long whiskered man, with an
unpleasant laugh. ““It’s our work that’s pay-
in’ for it, I guess. How long do you think it
would take you, Jack, to scrimp enough to-
gether to buy one of them candlesticks?
Hullo—there’s the boss himself,” and he
thrust his hand inside the iron pickets to
point out a portly gentleman whose bald
head was fringed with silver white hair,
Mr. Breton had paused a moment before the
window.

“Come, let’s go on,” urged the man with a
clay pipe, edging off a little intothe shadow;
“he'll see us and be mad.”

“What'’s the odds if he does? and the
speaker frowned at the rich man from be-
tween the pickets. ‘“He can't get help no
cheaper than us, can he? That’s one good
pint of bein’ way down, you can’t tumble a
mite. But just look at him, boys; big watch
chain and gold bowed specs a-danglin’> See
the thumbs of his white hands stuck in his
vest pocket and him as smilin’ as if he never
did nobody a wrong in his whole blessed life.
There now is somethin’ purtier, though.”

The old g moved pectingly
aside and revealed a young girl. Seew= ~~

vs wii, T SUppose my girl Jane might iook
just as good in such clothes as them. But she
wouldn’t no more speak to Jane than as if
the girl wasn’t human. And as fora poor
man, he might pour his life out for her purty
face and she wouldn’t give him alook, A
few dollars and a suit of clothes makes the
odds.”

“What's she laughin’ at?” said the tall man,
taking his clay pipe from his mouth.

“Can’t you see? There's the boy standin’

ist beyond her. Breton’s young hopeful.
othin’ less than the biggest kind of game
for her, I calllate.”

“I never seen him before,” remarked the
third man, reverentially. ‘I s’pose he'll be
our boss some day.”

“He's been t8 college polishin’ up his wits.
"Taint goin’ to be so easy as it was to grind
the poor. The old man now didn’t need no
extra schoolin’.”

“T aint so sure now,” said the tall man,
blowing out a wreath of smoke. ‘“The boy
looks more kind about his mouth and eyes.
See him look at the girl. I cal’late she don’t
think he’s very bad.”

“Wait till he gets his heel on the necks of
a thousand of us, as his father has. Wait
till he finds we aint got a penny ahead, nor
a spot of God's earth for our own, but lie at
his mercy. See how kind he'll be then.
"Taint “the nature of the beast, Bill Rogers.”

Bill Rogers took a long look at the slight
form of the mill owner's son—at his fresh,
young face and small, pleasant black eyes.
“T wish the lad tad a chance. I believe I'd
trust him, Graves. Hadn't we better be
startin’? The meetin’ will begin purty soon.”

“What's the hurry? Curran is always late
himself. Well, come along, then.”

Just now Mr. Breton is leaning lightly on
the mantel near one of his pet heirlooms—
thesiver candelabra. Near him stands a tall,
elegantly formed gentleman, only a trifle
past middle age, whose clear chiseled mouth
has the merest hint of a smile on it, as if he
had just said something bright. It wasasmile
he always wore when he had spoken—a smile
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with an edge to it. But Mr. Ellingsworth
had to make that smiledo good service, for
he never laughed. The funniest jokes had
been told him—the most ridiculous situations
described to him—but he only smiled.
“What am I going to do with the boy?’
Mr. Breton's voice was always loud and
sharp as if making itself heard above the
roaring of his mills. “Why, marry him to
your daughter the first thing. Eh! Philip?
s, ..

=3

@

Jirst thing.”

‘Would she be angry, proud and reserved
as she was? Philip shot a furtive glance at
Bertha as she sat at the piano idly turning
over the music sheets. But the girl might
not have heard, not a shade of expression
changed in her face. It might as well have
been the sources of the Nile they were dis-
cussing so far as she was concerned, appar-
ently, but as she pressed her white hand on
the music sheet to keep it open, her lover’s
eyes softened at the flash of their betrothal
diamond. - : -

“I should think your hands must be pretty
full already,” suggested Mr. Ellingsworth in
the low smooth tone, as much a part of his
style as the cut of his black coat, “with a
thousand unreasonable beings down in your
factories, And by the way, I hear that
Labor is claiming <ts] rights, with a big
L. Asif anybody had any rights, except by
accident.”

“‘Skeptical as ever, Ellingsworth,” said the
mill owner with all a practical man’s distaste
for a thing so destructive to industry. ‘“But
no, I get along easily enough with my help if
qaacks and tramps would only keep out of
the way; though there is some kind of an
agitation meeting to-night; somebody is
raising the mischief among them. I wish I
knew who it was,” and Mr. Breton looked |
impatiently around the room as if he hoped |
to seize the incendiary in some corner of his
own parlor.

¢ .. e met Bertha's blue cyes wide open {n &'

new tnterest. iSne haa half turned from the
piano, but her sleeve was caught back on the
edge of the keyboard, revealing the fair full
contour of her arm, which glistened whiter
than the ivory beneath it.

“A mystery, how charming!” she smiled;
“let me picture him: tall, with clustering
auburn hair on his godlike head"——

“Pish—excuse me, my dear—but more
likely the fellow is some low, drunken jail-
bird you would be afraid to pass on the
street. Some day they will find out there is
no good .making working people uneasy.
They want the work, and they ought to *be
glad the work wants them. Their interests
are identical with ours.”

“No doubt,” assented Mr. Ellingsworth, in
his suavest tones, that seemed too smooth for
satire, ‘“but perhaps they think you get too
large a share of the dividends.”

“You like to round your sentences pretty
well,” retorted Mr. Breton, flushing slightly,
“but do you mean to say you, of all men,
sympathize with this labor reform nonsense?”

Ellingsworth smiled and shrugged his
shapely shoulders just visibly.

“You ought to know me, Mr, Breton. I
sympathize with—nobody. It is too much
trouble, . And as for the sufferings of the
lower classes—they may be very pitiable—but
I don’t see how the nether milistone can help
itself, or for that matter be helped either.”
Then he glanced curiously toward the piano.

“Why, where are our young people?’

After considerable dumb show Bertha had
become aware that Philip had some intelli-
gence of a startling nature to communicate.
So it happened that, at the moment Mr.
Ellingsworth inquired for them, the young
people stood just inside the door of the cozy
little room called ‘‘the study.”

“I am going to have-some high fun to-
night, Bertha; I am going tothat labor meet-
ing. I want to see the business from the in-
side, when the public show isn’t going on.”

The girl looked at him in astonishment.
“They won’t let you in.”

“That’s just where the fun iscoming. Itis
going to be better than all the college devil-
try, and—wait here two minutes and I'll
show youw.”

Book shelves ran up to the ceiling on the side
of the room, opposite the door. A long of-
fice table stretched across the center almost
to the high window looking toward the
street. But all the business associations did
not oppress this elegant young woman, who
threw herself in luxurious abandon into the
solitary easy chair. She apparently did not
find love very disturbing. No doubt she only
smiled at its poems, fervid witha passion un-
known to her calm, even life. Her young
lover had often been frightened at the firm
outline of the cold red lips, with- never a
thought of kisses on them, and at the sprite-
like unconsciousness of her blue eyes that
looked curiously at him when love softened
his voice and glorified his face. Sheé was not
listening for his returning footsteps, not one
line of eagerness or of suspense was on the
dispassionate face, while she played with the
flashing jewel her lover had placed long ago
on her finger,

The door opens behind her, but she does not
turn her head—no doubt he will come in
front of her if he wishes to be—there he is, a
slight figure, looking very odd and disagree-
able in the soiled and ill fitting clothes he has
put’ on, with no collar or 'cuffs, but a blue
flannel shirt open a button or two at his neck.
His faded pantaloons were roughly thrust
into the tops of an immense pair of cowhide
boots which apparently had never been so
much as shadowed by a box of blacking. His
black eyes sparkle as he holds out to her a
bandless felt hat which shows the marks of a
long ‘and varied history. Bertha looked at
him in dull distaste. What a poor mouth he
had, and how unpleasantly his face wrinkled
when he smiled.

“I wouldn't ever do this again,’sshe- said
coldly.

A hurt look came into his eyes; he dropped
his hat on the floor and was turning dejected-
ly away.

The fun was all gone, and her words and
her look he knew would come back to him a
thousand times when he should be alone,

But she put out her hand to him like the
scepter of a queen. ‘‘Never mind—you will
generally wear better clothes than these,
won’t youf”

“But I wouldn't like to have that make
any difference,” said Philip, looking wistfully
at the cool white hand he held. *“Supposing
I was poor”—

She drew her hand away impatiently. If
he had known how he looked then, he would
have chosen another time for his lover’s fool-
ishness.

“Don’t get poor. I like pretty things and
graceful manners and elegant surroundings;
that is the way I am made. I should suffo-
cate if I didn’t have them.”

*‘But,” urged Philip uneasily, ‘“you couldn’t
love anybody but me, could you?’

She smiled charmingly. ‘‘You must not
let me!” Then shws “»se asif to dismiss the
subject. ‘‘Are you ail ready?"

In a minute more he was, after he had
fastened on his yellow whiskers and bronzed
over his face and neck and white wrists.
“Your own father wouldn’t know you!” she
laughed, as they opened the outer door.
Philip went down two steps,

‘“You shake the foundation with those
boots.” He was quite recovering his spirits,
now that she was so kind with him. “And
you will tell me all about it, and whether the
leader has auburn hair as I said? How long
before you will come back—an hour? Well,
I'll be here as long as that.”

He pulled his great hat well down over his
eyes and started, but at the gate he turned to
look back.

Bertha stood in the doorway, tall and
queenly, the red gold of her hair glistening
in the light like a halo about her head. He
could not catch the look in her face, but as
she stood she raised her hand to her lips
and threw him a kiss with a gesture of ex-
quisite grace. .

Ina moment more he heard her at the
piano, and he tried to keep clumsy step to
thestrain from ‘“La Traviata” that came
throbbing after him,

CHAPTER II
MASQUERADING,

Philip pushed open the door of Market
hall and looked in. About sixty men were
scattered over the benches in all conceivable
positions, A number held pipes between
their teeth, filling the room with the rank
smoke of the strongest and blackest tobacco.
Here and there two men appropriated a
whole bench, one ateach end, for a sofa. But
more of them were settled down on the small
of their backs, with their knees braced
against the bench in front. He saw in a mo-
ment that, though he was worse dressed than
any of them, yet there was a difference in
kind also. There was more meaning in one
wrinkle on their well worn coats than in all
his ingenious paraphernalia. He felt ashamed
in the presence of these pathetic realities, and
turned to go back, but his great boots creaked
incautiously. Only two or three looked
around; a poor man more or less does not
count for much with the poor or with the
rich. Two or three grave, worn faces, two |
or three pairs of tired, hopeless eyes rebuked
him unconsciously for the idle freak that
brought himthere, What right had he there,
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‘“Hold on, friend, ye needn’t go,” and a
long whiskered man beckoned @@him.

He found his way to a seat with a hang
dog air, the best piece of acting he had done
yet. The same stolid look was on this man’s
face, bleached to a settled paleness from the
confinement of years in the walls of the mills,
and there was a bitterness about the mouth
and nostrils as if he had not kissed the rod
that smote him.

“No call to be shamed, young man, I sup-
pose them's the best clothes you got. Your
heart ma: .o just as white as if you had a
better livin’.”

The poor don’t talk except when they have
something to say. So Philip said nothing, to
act in character.

“I suppose you think you're pretty hard
up,” resumed the big whiskered man, who
was no other than Graves, the man who bhad
peered into his companion’s parlor window
only an hourago.. And he glanced signifi-
cantly at Philip’s boots and soiled panta-
loons.

“Jest look at that little chap over yonder,
all bowed up. He don’t look very hearty,
does he? Up to his house there's a wife all
faded and broken, and two little cripples for
children, a whinin’ and a screechin’ from
mornin’ to-night. He would chop his head
off to help them, but he is slow and weak,
and don’t git but ninety cents a day, and he
can’t save them babies a single ache, nor ease
their poor misshapen little bones one twinge.
¥t takes every penny to keepthe wretched
breath in ’em all, and him and his wife, once
as purty a gal as ever you seen, has only to
stand and see ’em cry. They used to cry
themselves, too, but that was long ago.”

Graves looked about him. ‘Do you see
that lean faced man with the hurt arm, at
the end of the seat ye're on? Well, he's got
the smartest little boy in town. All he
wanted was schoolin’, and his father and
mother saved and scrimped so he could have
it. ‘You oughter seen how proud they was to
see their lad struttin’ off to school while they
kept a thinkin' of him all day long in the
mill. And they was never too tired to hear
the boy tell them over the hard names
he had learned. And then they would
tell the mneighbors, who sometimes got
jealous, how they was savin' every
cent and how their boy was goin’ to col-
lege like old Breton’s son. But there wasno
call for the neighbors to be jealous; the
woman went'to work one day when she was
sick, and caught her death o’ cold and it took
a mint of money to nuss and then bury her.

| Then the man fell and got hurt and the little

boy cried enough to break your heart when
they took his books away.” The face of the
long whiskered man softened an instant, but
he turned his head away.

“He needn’t a cried,” he said gruffly; “I
don’t know as he was any better than the
rest of us.”

Now there came a little commotion on the
platform.

A man who sat head and shoulders above
the group on the platform rose to his full
height like a young giant and came forward.
He looked down into the upturned faces for
a moment in silence, and Philip felt his
steel blue eyes piercing him like a sword.

‘“Men,” he began. Then he stopped speak-
ing a moment. ‘“Yes, men you are, in spite
of all the degradation the rich and the pow-
erful can put upon you. The time is coming
when the principles of equdlity vaunted on
the pages of so many lying constitutions, and
breathed on the lips of so many false tongued
demagogues, shall be fully realized. The
time is coming when the work shall not be on
one side and the reward on the other. We
shall not always wear rags as the livery of
our masters, - Not always shall the poor rise
early and toil late, wear their skin till it be
shriveled like parchment, and their bodies till
they be ready to drop into the grave for
weariness, only to pluck the fruit of God’s
bountiful earth for thelips of the idle and the
proud to taste. The gracious favors of ten
thousand smiling hills and valleys are gath-
ered only for the few, and those whose arro-
ganceand hardness of heart have least de-
served them. And they tell us.it must be so;
that the few who are more capable and pru-
dent should thus be rewarded for their
superiority. They point to six thousand
years’ oppression of the poor, and say
what has been must be. VYes, for six
thousand years the groans of the poor have
gone up, and as long the few, for whom alone
all the beauty and bounty of the great earth
seemed to blossom, have answered with
curses and contempt.” Now his magnificent
chest seemed to expand; his voice lost its pa-
thetic tone and rang out like a trumpet.

“But the knowledge they have given to
make us better slaves is bursting our fetters
before their frightened eyes. The astonished
people see at last the black and monstrous in-
Jjustice of theirsubjection. They bave num-
bered their hosts, as countless as the sands of
thesea. It is thestrength of their arms has
girdled the earth with unceasing streams of
wealth. It is the ingenuity of their brains
has harnessed each of the untamed forces of
nature to service. The infinite number of
their cunning fingers has woven the fabrics
to clothe Christendom, and their red blood
poured out on a thousand battlefields has
bought vain triumphs for the pride of their
masters.”

His lips suddenly curled in majestic scorn.
“And how long will your patient, calloused
hands build palaces for the great, while you
live in hovels? Ought not such strong arms
as yours be able to win enough to make one
modest home happy, if you were not robbed?
The world is full of cheap comforts; the
harvests are boundless, the storehouses burst-
ing, but each worthless pauper has as good a
share as you who make the wealth. You cause
the increase; your bands till tHe teeming lands
and work the tireless looms. Your shoul-
ders bow beneath the products of your toil
—Ilike muzzled oxen beating out the grain for
unpitying masters. Why will you endure it?
They tell you it is only right; their books
teach gentle submission; their oily tongued
speakers soothe you with proverhs and con-
soling maxims, but all the wise men of cen-
turies and all the hundred thousand printing
presses of today, heaping up books in every
language like a new tower of Babel, cannot
turn a lie into the truth.”

Philip sat leaning forward, his eyes fixed
on the speaker in a strange excitement. Cur-
ran’s words came into his soul like molten
fire, consuming the chaff of years and leav-
ing a path of light behind. He was full of
wonder that he had been blind so long, mixed
with joy at his new piercing vision. He had
forgotten how he bad come there, and felt a
sudden desire to take the hand of every poor
man in the room and pledge him his help.
But no one seemed touched as he was. The
same hard look was on each face, the mask
the poor assume to cover their distress, but
the eyes of them all were centered on their |
orator.

“But you are poor, and with your wives
and children are hungry for even the crust
of bread your masters cast you. Though you
were a million to one, you are held to their
service, no matter how unjust, by the daily
recurring facts of hunger and cold, Look!
, the
shops filled with their c®ths, but the law
makers and their pitiless police are in theiy
pay, and you must bow your meek necks and
thank your masters humbly for the trifle
their greed vou

Philip’s heart thumped painfully within his

faded coat. Could the speaker give no hope
to the wretched listeners hanging on his lips?
Must they cringe forever at the foot of
power? Their thin, worn hands made the
bread, but it wassnatched from their mouths
and doled out in scanty allowance as the
price of hopeless slavery. He had never seen
it before, ; '

“Who is he? he whispered to his compan-
ion. The man did not even turn his face
from the speaker.

“It is Curran. He belongs to the Labor
league.” This, then, was the agitator his fa-
ther spoke of. And Bertha had pictured him
rightly, with his clustering auburn hair. For

| a moment he stood silent, while under the

divine light in his eyes the souls of each one
ripened for his next words.

‘‘Alone you can do nothing, but united we
can shake the world, and all over the land
the oppressed are banding together. We are
weak now, but when the long stifled voice of
your wrongs finds utterance, the answering
moans of millions will rouse your souls to the
resistless martyr pitch. Then it will seem
sweet to die—yes, to starve—with your «dear

ones about you inspired with the same en-

thusiasm. When the generation is born
which dare-starve but has forgotten how to
yield, and even for the bread of life will not
sell its children into eternal slavery, then
will the gold of the rich rot worthless in
their white hands till they divide with us our
common heritage.”

He stopped and sat down, and as his en-
thusiasm faded from his face, Philip saw he
was not handsome. The eyes that had seemed
so wonderful were too deep seated beneath
his heavy brows, and his smooth shaved face
was scarred from exposure tosun and storm;
yet, while he had been speaking, pity and di-
vine wrath in turn melting and burning in
his eyes and lighting up his rugged cheeks,
he had seemed beautiful, like an archangel.

The audience sat in silence a moment, then
one man shuffled his feet uneasily, then an-
other, and then all rose listlessly to their
feet. Philip thought their zest in life had
gone so long ago that they did not even miss
it; then he remembered what his life was,
bright as a June morning. Did God love
him so much better than these weary crea-
tures, whose only refuge was in hopeless-
ness? Then he thought of Bertha waiting
for him, and he hurried out; glad that he
seemed to be escaping notice. Where was
the funny adventure he had to tell his sweet-
heart? A new world had been revealed to
him; a world within the world he had played
with, that knew no such thing as mirth, but
fed forever on bitter realities, and his little
spark of happiness seemed smothered in its
black night. Each one must have a family
circle of his own. There were hungry eyes
that looked to him for the cheer his poor
heart was too dead togive. Suddenly a heavy
hand was laid on his shoulder.

“Praps you aint got no place to go to,
friend.” It was his big whiskered compan-
ion in the hall, Graves.

“Isort o' liked your looks in the meetin’
to-night, and you're welcome to a bed-at my
house if you want it.”

#‘Oh, no,” stumbled Philip, at his wit’s end.

“Oh, no? Why not, then? Where be you
goin’ to stay? and the man took his hand
from the young man’s shoulder and eyed him
suspiciously. “Why, he wanted to go home
and lay off his masquerade forever. Bertha,
all radiant in all that wealth can -add to
beauty, was awaiting him. He had so much
to tell her,” but he had nothing to say aloud.

“I won't take no refusal,” insisted the man,

taking Philip by the arm. ‘No words; Jane
will get along easy with an extra for once.
I presume you've slept in wuss places.”

CHAPTER IIL
AN UNWILLING GUEST.

Philip thought 'things were going a little
too far, and as he walked along with his un-
desirable host he began to plan escapes.

Up on the hill to his left hé could see, now
and then, between the houses; his own home
and the lights in- its window streaming wel-
come to him. The tense mood relaxed in
him, old habits of thought and association
made themselves felt again; the poor man
walking heavily by his side seemed a thou-
sand miles'removed from him.

‘‘Here we are,” said Graves, as he led the
mill owner’s son up a couple of rickety look-
ing steps to a doorway. Philip was not
pleased at all; he had seen enough poverty
to-night; he did not care to particularize.
What was the use of distressing himself over
this man’s private miseries and discomforts?
‘Wasn't it written in all the books of political
economy that—but Graves opened the door
and waited for his unwilling guest to go in
before him. The poor man’s héart was warm
in the unwonted exercise of hospitality. -

‘With an ungracious frown ‘on his face
Philip entered the dimly lighted room, his
great boots sounding with startling effect on
the bare floor. The top heavy kerosene lamp
was turned down, but with the heartiness of
a true host, Graves turned up the lamp so
that Philip could look about him, There was
little enough to see—a round pine table with
a little blue, cracked crokery on it, a rusty
cooking stove, two or three dingy, unpainted
chairs, a high backed rocking chair, with a
faded, shapeless.chintz cushion, and what
seemed to be a sofa in one corner.

At first Philip thought the room had been

unoccupied, but as Graves turned up the |

lamp a trifle more he saw it wasa woman
lying upon the sofa—a woman with sunken
black eyes and wan, colorless cheeks, whose
loosely bound hair, gray before its time, fell
down over her shoulders.

“The woman is sick, or she'd get up and
speak to you,” said Graves, with a new gen-
tleness in his voice, as he looked at the wife
of his youth. ‘“‘They say she might get well
if we could pay doctors’ bills. Eh, Jennie?”

The girl who stood in the doorway had her
mother’s eyes, not quite large enough, but
with a rare sheen in them; it might be her
mother’s face, too, but with the bloom of
perfect health lightening up its olive.

Involuntarily he rose to his feet and
bowed, but as the girl only seemed to regard
him as one might look at a circus tumbler,
Philip relapsed into his seat, in the humilia-
tion beauty can put upon the greatest of us.

“Nothin’ but cold potatoes? Well, I guess
they’ll do with a little salt and a piece of
bread.” $

“Did Curran speak?' asked the girl.

“Yes,” answered Philip. ‘“‘And who is he
—a common laborer?’ Then he bit his lip.

But nobody took offense, no one suspected
their guest of being anything above a com-
mon laborer.

“Only a laborer,” answered Graves, ‘“‘a
weaver, but he’s got some book knowledge
somehow. There aint many can beat him
at talkin’, is there?”

The girl's eyes were on Philip now, impa-
tient, as he fancied, even for his poor tribute
to her lover’s praise.

‘‘He is wonderful,” he assented, ‘‘but what
I don’t understand is, that he can be such a
man and still a weaver. Where did he learn
it all?”

“Have you got enough to eat? Well,
knowledge has got pretty well through all
classes now, for those as wants it. It’s there
for all who have eyesor ears for it. Why,
friend, where have you been all your life?
Brains and hearts don’t go by station. I've
found smarter men in shops and mills than
most we send to congress. There's thousands
liko Curran, if they only got the stirrin’ he'’s
had some way. Now, Jane, it’s about time
you got this man’s bed ready.”

Philip's heart jumped. Of course he
couldn’t stay, buf what excuse_could he give
for coming at all, then?

“Be you lookin’ for & job?’ asked Graves,
after his daughter had left them.

It occurred to Philip that he had one, if he
wanted it—to put one spark of -happiness
into such lives as these, but he nodded. The
man looked him over rather disparagingly. .

“Well, wash yourself up and blaek youf,
loots a bit, and I guess I can do somethin]
for you in the mill. It's hard work an
small pay, but we never had better, you andi
me. We don’t well know what we miss-bein!
poor, we miss it such a big ways.” 3

‘‘How long has Curran lived here?’ ask
Philip incoherently. The man stared at himg
a moment. ‘

“Oh! Curran, he ain’t been here more'n a
six month. He aint got no folks; he lives
down to one of them factory boardin’ houses;
but don’t have no friends, or talk about any-
thin’ but what you heard to-night. But it's
all useless.”  Graves looked gloomily on the
floor. *“We aint got no show; the rich are
too many for us. I guessit’s human nature_,
for one man to boss the crowd, or it wouldn’t
a always been so. There's the girl, she’ll
shdw you where to sleep. Be up early in the
mornin’, now.” &

T1.~» only course for him seemed to be. to
foil v the girl, and Philip rose to his feet.

“Good night,” he said. The sick wom:

.| opened her eyes in surprise. Such people as

they -found no time for amenities i i
home. Graves looked around.”=J
““What? Oh, yes, goodby, but I'm goin’ to
see you in the mornin’.”

is bedroom, en which the roof encroached
ily, was newly whitewashed, or else was
seldom used. His lamp sat on a wooden
chair with no back to it, crowded by atin
wash basin, with his portion of water half
filling it,and a round black ball of soap.
Then Philip turned to look at the bed they
had made for him on a slat bedstead with
low headboard but not so low as the thin
pillow. How many times must anybody
double the pillow to make it fit for his shead?
For a counterpane was the girl’s plai wl;
he had seen it on a nail down stairs®” Poor
little girl, she would want it very early in
the morning. Then he glanced in the eight
by ten looking glass that hung on the white
wall. Disguised! his own father would not
have known him, and he had a sensation of
double consciousness as he saw his own re-
flection. Perhaps Graves was disguised too,
and all the ill dressed men he had seen that
evening, who . suffered as much in their
wretched lives as he could, who could
enjoy all that brightened his own life
as much. And clothes made - the
difference between him and them, apparent-
ly, perhaps really, The world managed ac-

cording to the clothes standard—for the.man _

who could borrow & broadcloth suit, com-~
forts, consideration, happiness—for the man
in overalls, weary days, cheerless houses,
hunger and—bah. Phillip pulled off his
great boots and threw them angrily across
the room; he did not know what to make of

it all.

He did not propose to spend the night here,
ofscourse, and face the family and his job in
the mill in the morning, but he might as
well He down till the house was asleep and
escape became possible. But he could not
lie down with all his paint on and spoil
the poor little pillow. So he takes off his
yellow whiskers, and makes such good use
of the basin of water and the ball of soap -
that when he next looked in the little
mirror he saw no longer the road dusty
tramp, but the fresh, kindly face of a young
man who has never tasted of the bitter foun-
tains of life. He started as if he had been
shot; the windows had no curtains, and any
passerby might have seen his transforma-
tion. Then came a heavy step on the stairs.
He blew out the light and bux’ i i
the bedclothes. In a moment more the door
opened and Philip was breathing heavily.

‘“Asleep?’ it wus the voice of his host.
““Well, I s’pose the morning will do. Pretty
tired, I guess; wonder how far he came to-
day? and Gravesclosed the door after him
and went down stairs again.

Of course Philip was not going to sleep, but
-there would be no in just closing his
eyes, he could think so much better.

Here he was drinking in the very life of
the poor, a strange, terrible life he had never
really imagined before. He had seen how
worn and broken were their men, and read
the pathetic lines of despair and sullen
wretchedness written on their faces, as if in
silent reproach to the providence that had
inflicted the unsoftened curse of life on them.
He had seen, too, their hapless girlhood,
which beauty cannot cheer, which love only
makes blacker; as the path of lightning a
starless night. And their sick, too, with no -
nursing, no gentle words, no comforts to as-
suage one hour of pain. Then he seemed to
be in the hall once more, and thrilling under
the eloquence of the man Curran. Suddenly
he opened his eyes wide. It could not be he
was going to sleep, the bed was too hard—
absurd—there could be no danger. Buf in
five minutes the heir of the Breton mills was
sound asleep in John Graves’ garret room.

How long he had slept Philip had no more
idea than Rip Van Winkle on a former occa-
sion; indeed it took him a ridiculously long
time to separate dreams and facts enough to
| gewhis bearings. Was that moonlight in the
east, or dawini? ‘Parhaps the family were all
up and escape wouldbe impossi He
bounded to his feet mw»- his
whiskers, but alas! his’ paint was all dis-
solved in the tin basin. His only chanee was
in getting away unnoticed, and in two min-
utes more he was groping out of his littlp
room and down the steep stairs, boots in
hand. He slowly opened the door i the
sitting room. What if Graves st vithin
curiously watching. An odd guest, this,
stealing out before daybreak. Again Philip
wished he had stayed at home that night.

Thank God! no one was in the room. There
was the cracked, rusty stove and the sofa the
sick woman had lain upon; there was the
dish of cold potatoes on the table and the
chair he had sat in while he tried to eat. But
somebody must be upin the inner rddm; a
stream of light made a white track through
the half open door. Would that bolt never
*“slip—there. It slipped with a veng d
Philip drew back into the staircase’ ortal
terror. The light streak on the floor'began
tQ move, and in a moment more a white
figure stood on the threshold of the bed
room. It was Jane Graves, with her long
black hair about her neck and White night
dress, and her eyes glistening brightly. She
hel the lamp above her head, and let her
drapery cling as fondly a3 it chose about a
form that would have charmed a sculptor.
As she listened he could see her wavy hair
rise and fall over her beating heart. Would
she notice the open stair door and come for-
ward? What then? He must push her rude-
ly to one side. He imagined her startled
screams and the father’s figure hurrying into
the scene from another room to seize the in-
terloper. No, she returns to her room. In
another instant he has opened the door and
is walking along the street. His escape was
well timed, for the gray dawn of another day
of toil and weariness js creeping over the
factory village.

The houses were alike, the front doors
just as soiled, the #teps equally worn, the
paint the same cheerless yellow to a shadr
Through the windows of one of them 1
caught a glimpse of a tall gaunt woma
building the kitchen fire, her face and for
lighted up by the flames she was nursin
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~His ready imagination pictured the wane
featured man who must be her husband, out
of whose eyes had faded so many years ago
the last lingering gleam of tenderness. He
imagined their old faced, joyless children be-
grudged the scant play hours of childhood,
Trooping behind them all, he pictured a long
line of special wants and sorrows, the com-

It was Jane Graves.

panions of their days, the specters of their
nights. Their houses looked all alike as he
walked along, so their lives might seem just
alike at first thought. Ten hours for each in
the same mills—who got almost the same
pittance for their hot work—and must spend
their pennies for almost the same necessities.
But infinite must be the diversities of their
suffering.

CHAPTER 1IV.
CRYING FOR THE MOON.

The strident voices of 400 looms would
seem to be too much for human nerves, but
the walls of the weave room Number Two of*
the Breton mills are hung with soffed plaid
shawls and chip hats, the livery of the fac-
tory girl. Their restless forms are busy
among the rattling mAchinery, their swift
cunning fingers. moving harmlessly where
mutilation would seem certain. It is a mere
matter of habit; one look at most of the set
pale’ faces would show there was no brain
force in exercise. Why, the overseer will
tell you those girls are as much machines as
the frames and belting; though they un-
doubtedly have one advantage for the em-
ployers, the girls are cheaper. The wonder-
ful mechanism of those looms, the skillful
system of belts and pulleys and the enor-
mous water wheel cost a fortune. Girls can
be bought in the market any day for a crust
of bread.

Is not that figure familiar—the one that
stands this moment leaning against a dingy
white pillar, while the rushing belts and slid-
ing frames seem hurrying the faster allabout
hher? Yes, on the piece of wall between the
two jail like windows nearest to her hangs
| the plaid shawl Philip Breton had for a coun-
.terpane only last night. Her dress is soiled
and ill ‘'made, and her hair tied up in the
closest and ugliest coil to escape the greedy
machinery, ever reaching out for new vic-
tims. But-the warm, soft tint of her cheeks
and the moist sheen in her” black eyes were
always the same,and many a young man
would rathér look at her this minute than
turn off an extra cut, they call it, of cloth at
twenty cents.

Her days used to be more terrible to her
even than now. She had wished every morn-
ing that she might die before night, and at
night that God would take her before morn-
ing; take her, she cared not where; no place
could be worse, certain. But she was slowly
growing, she thought, into the dead calm
that all the rest had learnegd;and yet how she
hated the great imassive mills, irresistible
giants that held her with deathless grasp,
grimly contemptuous of her writhings and
foolish struggles. The overseers, too, how
she hated them; their sharp words stung her
like the lash of so many taskmasters, and the
paymaster who doled out to her the few dol-
lars, the wages of her blood and life, as if
that could be paid for. She had longed so
many times to throw back his money in the
smiling, patronizing face; but the poor can-
not afford the dearest of all luxuries, pride.

_ Suddenly the mill bell rang out above the
roar of the wheels, and at its voice the looms
stopped, the breath of their life taken away,
and the belts ceased from their endless race.

Another day’s work was closed, ;and the
poor girls hurried on their shawls and hats
as if at last something pleasant awaited
them and went out in chattering groups.

‘“*What is it, Tommie?”” A broad shoul-
dered young fellow had left the crowd and
followed her shyly up the hill.

“Nothin’ much, only may I walk home
with you?”’

“Will that do you any good?! Hurry tip
then.” :

He was an honest faced young fellow, and
a little better dressed than most of the group
that waited about the mill yard gate.

“What you want to walk round here with
me for I can’t see. They can’t work you very
hard, Tommie, if you want so much extra
exercise.”

It was rather a contemptuous laugh she
had for him, but she showed a row of small
white teeth that poor Tommie thought were
very beautiful.

“] wanted to say somethin’ particular,
Jennie.” And he reached down his big dingy
hand for a stalk of grass, and began pulling
it nervously to pieces, as he kept up with her
quick feet. They were just g Mr.
Ellingsworth’s house, and father and daugh-
ter stood in the doorway. No doubt Mr.
Ellingsworth had just come home to tea. He
held his tall hat in his hand, while he waited
with his beautiful daughter to enjoy the soft
spring mildness. Jane Graves could see in
behind them. How could they bear to stay
outside? Shesaw a white spread tea table glis-
tening with silver and rare china, soft tinted
carpets and pictures in rich gilded frames,
far prettier, she was sure, than anything
nature had to show, The girl's face, as she
stood resting her white hand on her father’s
shoulder, was as calm as the twilight itself.

‘“How has she deserved it all more than I?
She was never tired in her life, and I never
lie down at night but my hands and feet
ache. See what she gets for being idle; see
what I get for my ten hours’ work, every day
since I was a child.”

‘“We've known each other pretty long, Jen-
nie, and—and”—he had pulled the grass all
all to pieces—‘‘and I s’pose you know how I've
—I mean how I've felt. I am doing a little
better now.” The young man’s eyes bright-
ened. “I’ve got a little money left me, and
you know I'm just made second hand.”

“What is that to me, Tommie?’ she said,
impatiently. Her woman’s soul was longing
for the beautiful life of the rich, whose house
she was passing, and she felt, too, the admir-
ing -glance Mr. Ellingsworth had given to
her graceful figure. Why was this awkward
boy by her side to spoil the effect?

Tommie Bowler winced, but ducking his
round head to avoid the sharp look he feared
was in the beautiful eyes, he went on dog-
gedly.

‘T s’posed we'd been agoing together quite
a while, Jennie, and I was goin’ to ask you
when you was willin’ to be married.”

“Married—to you?”

Ah, Tommie Bowler, what were you think-
ing of tg want to marry a girl who had such
a tone as that for you?

Lears of shame started into hiseyes. “I
aint so low; I never thought but what you
would before.”

She gave him a look half curious and half
pitiful. He might as well have cried for the
moon. Could it be the lad thought that just
because she was pretty she could make his
home happy for him—nhis?

“I'm not going to have a hand at making
another poor man’s home. People like us
had better be single; there’s only half the
trouble that way, Tommie.” .

The broad shouldered young man, who did
not know what was good for him, fell back
from the woman his heart hungered for as if
he was shot. And she walked on, with hard-
1y another thought for the foolish lover who
imagined they two could be happy together.

Why couldn’t she be rich? They had al-
ways told her she was beautiful. If she only
had a chance. They say men are fools over
pretty women, and that is the only hope a
woman has of winning her way. If she only
had a chance.

A delicate gray mist floated over the river
below the village, and the green forests and
fresh meadows on the other side smiled
through it, like a fair woman through her
tears. A tired soul might have drunk in its-
beauty and been rested, but Jane Graves cast
her eyes down on the dusty réad before her
and walked along with a set bitter curl on
her bright red lips, and did  not once look at
the gift of God’s mercy to the poorest of his
créatures. For her part she despised the
poor; she didn’t pity them; great strong men
who submitted to be trodden on and ground
under the feet of the rich; whose blood and
muscles and quivering flesh were weighed in
the balance against a few dollars of the spec-
ulators. It was good enough for them as
long as they submitted to it. She didn't
blame the rich; they were the only wise peo-
ple; she only envied them. They did well to
take all they could get and walk over as
many thousands as would fall down before
them. Oh, if she could only win her way to
their ranks. But the rich men do not come
into the wedve room for their enslavers.

Suddenly she heard a step behind her; a
step she knew from all othersin the world,
and the whole air seemed to tremble with a
new, strange, heavenly impulse.

“Good evening, Jane.”

She turned with a new, sweet shyness. It
was Curran, the agitator, who was beside
her. A soft flush was on her cheeks, a warm
light in her eyes that had grown larger for
him in delicious surprise.

“Who is that young fellow who just left
you?”

“Oh, one of my lovers,” she answered
coquettishly, dropping her eyes before his, o

“He your lover!” repeated Curran in his
“You're not for such as

imperious fashion.
he, Jennie.”

Her heart fluttered in sweet fear at the
meaning she thought in his words. She was
trying to walk very slowly, but how fast
they seemed to pass the houses.

“So I told him,” she said.

“You did well, then,” and he looked down
admiringly on the girl” ‘“You are a fine wo-
man. I don’t suppose yousknow it.”

Jane Graves tried to look as if it was news
to her, and Curran went on. ‘“Few women
are prettier. Thereare fine prizes forsuch as
you in this world if you will only wait.” He
continued thoughtfully, “Men have to work
for distinction; a pretty face brings it to
women.”

‘““What sort of prizes?” And she trusted
herself to look up at him. How grand he
was, with his firm, strong face. If he only
had a touch of weakness in him that might
bend down to her.

¢*‘Position, money, power.”

t‘No woman cares for those.” And she be-
lieved it as she spoke, looking away over the
river.

“What then?” he asked, smiling. “Those
things are what all men are working for, I
suppose.”

“Women care for but one thing.”

Sometimes the climax of a character is
reached only in old age, when storms have
wreaked their fury for a lifetime on a soul.
Sometimes it comes in childhood, with three-
score years of decline to come after it. It
was at this moment that this girl’s life
reached its moral height. If she could but
have kept it.

“That is love,” she added softly. “It is
their lives; they hope only for that; they
dream only of it.”

Curran laughed, but gently, as he took her
hands at parting, pressing them perhaps un-
consciously, yet no man can be wholly care-
less to such beauty as hers.

It is only because women are more foolish
than men, not because they are more de-
voted, that they are able to make such ab-
surd mistakes.”

[To be Continued’]

b
Fashion Notes.

The handsomest carriage cloaks are of
gold colored cloth into which is woven
lossy chenille fringes of dark seal brown.
gome of them are trimmed with wide
bands made of these chenille fringes.

The rage for tinsel has extended to the
jerseys. Dark red, blue, and brown jer-
seys are braided with spiral whorls of
tinsel galloon. A gray one is covered
with silver braid set on in a vermicilli
pattern.

The use of lace for neck and sleeve
wear is increasing. Instead of the
smooth bands of silk mull or canvas,
which have so long been popular, the
dressmakers are sending home dresses
with narrow frills of creamy lace plaited
thickly in at the wrists and neck.

Women who have pretty feet, and who
find low shoes more becoming to their
feet than boots, have most infeniounly
solved the diﬂ“xcult%' of wearing low shoes
in cold weather. They still cling to their
dainty little ties, but wear with them
thick cloth gaijters, which button half
way up the calf, and are not only pretty
but very good form. They are fleece-
lined, making them warmer than boots,
and are of very dark blue or black cloth.

The narrowest width of picot-edged
ribbon, too, is forming a large part of the
‘neckwear and appears in a great many

of the dainty flchus, vests and plastrons
of transparent materials which are worn
with simple costumes to make them
more dressy. A ruching for neck and
sleeves is made of many loops of this
narrow ribbon set into a band, and
though it is frequently made upin colors,
white is always prettiest and most effec-
tive.

Dresses for the early spring can be
made economically by choosing contrast-
ing remnénts from the remnant counter.
As, for example, a charming gown can be
made by choosing a small piece of suede
colored cashmere, which will gerve to put
a facing two feet deep on a sham gkirt.
This can be braided with dark green
braid of the kind that comes already
made up in patterns and ready to be ap-

lied. -For the long draperies and

asque, get green cashmere of the shade
of the braid. Into the bodice should be
get of the suede thickly covered with
braid, and the collar and cuffs should be
finished in the same manner.
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austere than of yore.

FOR AND ABOUT WOMEN.

A COLUMN OF GOSSIP AND HINTS
FOR OLD AND YOUNG GIRLS,

What Wemen all Over the World are
Talking and Thinking About.

The perfume pencil is a novelty in the-
ory if not in pfactice. You never heard
of it? Neither did anybody until after
the device had been shown by a dapper
peddler, possibly the inventor, for they
are not known to the stores. The black
lead was combined with strong scents, so
that when he wrote on acard a delicate
and pleasant odor was given out. /There
isn’t much use in any manufacturer
catching wp the idea and stocking the
market, for the disclosure of the trick de-
stroys its value.

“If you write with it,” explained the
geller, illustrating it on the spot, “especi-
ally if you do it reasonably close to the
nose of an uninformed person, he or she
is delighﬁully and mysteriously assailed
with a faint perfume.”

The society girls were asked tobuy the
perfume pencils at a $1 a piece, just in
time for the winter’s balls. When a
possessor is asked to submit her dancing
card to a candidate waltzing or quadrille
partnership, ghe lets him write on it in
the ordinary fashion. Then she stands
with her face as near to him as the dif-
ference in their height and the proprieties
of the place permit, searcnes out his writ-
ing on the card, and, with her magic pen-
cil, draws a line under his name as
though to distinguish it. The mark is
not a good, clear jet, and it has a greasy
consistency, but it instantly sends forth
the perfume, so delicately, so sweetly
that it seems to be the breath of the fair

fraud herself.
X *

* *

Mrs. Henry Ward Beecher has no in-
dication of widowhood or bereavement in
her dress, for she shares her dead hus-
band’s disbelief in the propriety of
mourning garments: She looks exceed-
ingly venerable, however, and a little less
Her snow-white
hair and dark dress are in striking con-
trast of colors, and bher manners, although
distinetly polite, are quite as positive as
the two hues that she wears. Mrs.
Beecher now occupies a floor in the resi-
dence of a son in Brooklyn, and has a
sufficient fortune to keep her comforta-
bly. She gets a large mail every day,
and most of the letters are from strangers.
whe usulally write for advice on some
personal subject, trivial or consequential.
Impertinent missives are often received
by her; including begging appeals and
advertising schemes. Lately she got an
invitation from a spiritualist medium,
who assured her that Henry Ward
Beecher’s gpirit materialized itself once
every week at a certain seance. She had
already heard of this imposition, in
which a figure resembling Beecher was
shown in a dimly lighted room. One of
her friends had been tosee the show, and
he had reported that while the portraiture
of Beecher was tolerably good the attempt
of the imposter to talk like Beecher was
ridiculous. The Beecher oratory is not
to be duplicated—certainly not by any
mediumistic fraud, for such eloquence
would be worth many thousands a year
to its possessor. The Plymouth congre-
gation is looking for such a speaker. Of
course, Mrs. Beecher tore up ‘the letter
and contemptously threw it away.

b * * *

The New York correspondent of the
Waterbury (Conn.) American writes this
on the mannish young woman of the pre-
sent day : The fact is very apparent to
any one who will walk up and down our
avenues of prominade that thereis a
growing “mannishness” of our girls. In-
stead of the retiring. modest, shrinking,
soft and gentle woman, with tender sen-
sibilities and a tragile frame and woman-
ish dress of a few years ago, the female
sex has revealed itself intg,an improper
and unbecoming’ representative of mas-
culinity. It has been said thata man
can become accustomed to almost any-
thing=~but that utterance came from the
man who averred that when away from
his wife’s gnoring he had to have a coffee-
mill ground by his bedside to lull him to
sleep. Perhaps! The companionship of
a mannish woman roughens man, and if
this is doubted let me refer to the youth-
ful barbarians who assume to call them-
selves English young gentlemen. I might
perhaps qualify my statement that, while
these masculine maidens may not rough-
en their male associate, they have the
inability to exert the faintest restraint
by their presence. To main she has
ceased to be a woman. From the waist
down the woman continues to be a
woman, but frém her waist up—with her
tailor-made jackets, her high, stiff col-
lars, her scarfs, her horseshoe pins, her
short-cropped hair, her linen shirt front,
and her derby hat, she ig a man. Will
the woman be content with this, or will
the insidious transformation creep down
to trousers? Some of these, I may say
many of these mannish maidens hunt,
shoot, fish, row, play tennis, go in for bil-
liards, smoke cigarettes, and are judges
of horges. This sprawling, prancing, and
ungraceful twists and strides do not
show them to the best advantage. Let
women he women, and girls be girls, and
then men will appreciate them more.

* * *

A woman who is actively concerned in
charity work in New York city, and who
has visited literally thousands of fami-

lies in the tenement-houses, talks inter-!

estingly upon many phases of her ex-
perience. She says the portraits on the
bed-room walls and on‘the bureaus of
young working-girls are all photographs
of pretty actresses—or so nearly all that
the exceptions aré remarkable. Rarely
has she seen pictures of actors. She ac-
counts for this strange popularity of the
stage beauties with their own sex, and
this unlooked for slight upon the male
fraternity in this wise; a picture of a
pretty actress represents the acme of
feminine charms in beauty, grace, fash-
ionable attire, luxury, ease, success, and
popularity. The possession and posting
up of pictures of a professional beauty
are expressions of mild idolatry — the
worship of everything desired by or pos-
sible to the sex. To a poor, unknown,
hardworking girl, there is the same con-
golation and comforf in looking at and
reflecting upon such a portrait as there
is to a poor working-boy in reading the
life of Benjamin Franklin, or Abraham
Lincoln, or Commodore Vanderbilt. It
is a visible, actual mark to strive for with
the boy, while to a young womgn hope
springs up anew when she sees how
pretty and successful women—whom she
fancies like herself because they are wo-
men—may be in certain cases. She 10ks
at the picture of a pretty actress as a
pious French woman studies a saint’s
picture, devoutly. But this missionary
lady says that she has found that this
worship of success in the weaker sex
leads some of these girls to spend hours
of their spare time in trying to look like
the pictures. They will spend a whole
Sunday afternoon in letting down their
tresses to do them up anew in the style
im which actresses wear their hair, taking
one picture, and then another, and then
still another to copy from, the looking-
glass always before them, with the photo-
graph in one corner of it, or underneath
it.
* * *

In an old book, published in Paris in
1807, are particulars of the Empress
Josephine’s toilet. Four to six times a
day did she change her dress, and she
never twice assumed any plain gown.
Her weekly allowance of stockings was
four dozeu of silk in summer, and in the
winter two dozen of French silk hose and
three dozen of the finest English cotton
stockings. As for gloves and shoes, Mme.
Bonaparte used up three dozen pairs a
week, and she never wore any stockinge
that had been washed, nor donned more
than once the same pair of gloves or
shoes. The lace frills of her chemises
cost ten dollers apiece. Every three
mouths ghe exchanged her diamonds and
other jewels; or had them newly set, ac-
cording to the mutations of fashion; and
four times & year her plate, china, furni-
ture, tapestry, hangings, and carpets
were renewed. She had thirty-six horses
in ber private stable, and her Master of
the Horse was empowered to dispose of
twelve steeds once a month, and replace
them by animals of a fashionable hue.
Once a month, too, all the domestics in
Josephine’s household received fresh liv-
eries, and every thirty days her ward-
robe was divided among her maids of
honor. Of these toilets the court lady
had four, with an equal number of sets of
jewelry—one for the Tuileries, one for St.
Cloud, one for Malmaison, and one for
traveling. By touching certain springs
she could command fer her bath what
perfumes her caprice required to mix
with the water, the reservoirs always
containing twelve thousand francs worth,
of the finest odors. By touching other
springs a whole gallery of pictures and
prints of a gay and vivacious character
made its appearance, gnd when she wish-
ed to leave her bath she had but to touch
& bell, when, by a mechanical contriv-
ance, she was lifted into an elegant mo-
derately warmed' and perfumed bed,
where she was nicely dried. Then by
another mechanical contrivancs, she was
lifted on to a splendid elastic sofa, which
glided into the adjoining boudoir.

Death Before Separation.

An inquest was held in London last
month, on the body of a poor old man
almost 90 years of age, who died of star-
vation rather than go into the workhouse
and submit to be separated from His wife
whom he married 57 years agoi—

According to the wife’s evidence, this
poor old couple were in receipt of three
shillings and sixpence a week from the
parish authoritities, out of which they
paid two shilling for rent. The deceased
had been ill about a fortnight, and it was
at last arranged that they should go into
the workhouse. On the day after Christ-
mas, however, his wife got out of hed to
get him a cup of tea, and then “he closed
his dear old eyes,” and she sent for a
neighbor. All she had was a cup of tea
and a piece of bread. The poor old fel-
low said before he died that if he went
into the workhouse he would not live a
week, separated from his wife (which is
the invariable rule in an English work-
house.) .

The jury returned a verdict of death
from decay of nature, accelerated by the
want of sufficient nourishment.

S

A fashionable woman who finds her-
gelf growing fat is like the United States
government. Sheisin a quandary about
how to get rid of her surplus.
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Caution.

A source of much ill health is neglect-
ed Constipation. The utmost caution
should be observed tokeep the bowels re-
gular. - The best regulator of the bowels
to promote their natural action is Bur-
dock Blood Bitters. Try it if troubled
with constipation.

THH
Saturday

Gazette

IS THE BEST PAPER FOR

SUNDAY READING

Published in the Maritime Provinces.

Every Family should buy
it and read it.

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE

Cdn be had from the following News-
dealers and Rooksellers:

J. & A. McMILLAN, Prince William

Street.
Tl

T. O’'BRIEN & CO., King Street.

T. H. HALL, corner King and Germain
Streets.

M. L. HARRISON, King Street.

D. McARTHUR, King Street.

E. G. NELSON, corner King and Char-
lotte Streets.

WATSON & Co., corner Charlotte and
Union Streets.

D. JENNINGS, Union street.
J. D. McAVITY, Brussell Street.

G. A. MOORE, corner Brussels and
Richmond Street.

R. W. McCARTY, Haymarket Square.
JOHN GIBBS, Sydney Street.

JAMES CRAWFORD, corner Duke and
Carmarthen.

R. A. H. MORROW, Garden Street.

JAMES CRAWFORD, Main Street
Portland.

J. D. ROBERESON, Wall Street,Portland

R. E. OOUPE! Main Street, Portland.

ALBERT McARTHUR, Main Street,,
Portland.

JAMES McKINNEY, corner Charlotte
and St, James Street.

J. BROWN, Indiantown Post Office.

G. W. HOBEN, Union Hall, Portland

‘WM. RORERTSON, Exmouth street.

E. WALSH, corner Clarence and Brus-

. sels streets,

D. J. GILLIS, Marsh Road.

KING & IRWIN, corner PrincessJand
Charlotte street.

THOS. L. DEAN, corner Duke and Car-
marghen streets.

RICHARD EVANS, corner Carmarthen
and Brittain streets.

L. E. DEFOREST, Coburg street.

NEWS STAND Intercolonial Passenger
Depot.

W. MALONEY, corner Duke and Sydney

streets.
P. DAVIS, Mill Street.

FAIRVILLE.
C. F. TILTON.

ST. STEPHEN.
C. H. SMITH & CO.
. ST. ANDREWS.
JOHN 8. MAGEE.
FREDERICTON.
W. T. H. FENETY.
WOODSTOCK.
G. W. VANWART.
MONCTON.
W. H. MURRAY.
SUSSEX.
H. A. WHITE.
HAMPTON..
Dr. MacPHERSON,
ALBERT.
L. M. WOOD.

CHARLOTTETOWN.
T. L. CHAPPELL.

EASTPORT.
E. 8. WAIDE.
SHEDIAC.
FRED. H. SMITH,
AMHERST.
G. F. BIRD.

ST.AMARTINS,
M. KELLY.

YARMOUTH
WM., BYRNE.




5

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE, Si1. JOHN, N. B. |

"POOR

DOCUMENT

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE,

Published every Saturday Morning, from the
office No. 21 Canterbury street.
JOHN A. BOWES; EpITOR AND MANAGER.

" ST. JOHN, N. B., SATURDAY, JAN. 21, 1888.1

Tre SATuRDAY (HAZETTE is the only Saturday
waper in the Maritime provinces, devoted exclu-

jvely to family and general matters,

It will be sent to any address in Canada or the
Wnited States, on receipt of the subscription price,
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and locations assigned on application.

#£&5~The Retail Price of the THE SATURDAY
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EDITORIAL NOTES.

The second article on the
Union of St. John and Port-
land will appear in next
week’s Gazette.

A caxag of Iowa counterfeiters are mak-
ing cat-iron dollars. They ate heavily
plated with silver, stand the test of acid,
are good weight, and are detected only
by the ring.

SeveraL New York police captains have
developed into authors, following in the
wake of the Superintendent and ex-Su-
perintendent of Police, both of whom
have written books about their experi-
ences.

A corrector of old pottery and similar
curiosities, on a recent trip in Sweden
and Norway, secured many valuable
specimens of Oriental art. They had been
brought to the country by the old Swedish
East India Company over a hundred
years ago, and drifted into the homes of
the peasantry, and to other places, where
they had been handed down from one
generation to another.

LinNie TrAvITT is 8 young woman who
moved in the best society of Cleveland,
Ohio. Belonging to the leisure class she
employed her spare time writing the
most scandalous effusions about her girl
‘friends to their loyers, fathers and broth-
ers. As Linnie was an apt andvindus-
trious letter writer the circle of Cleve-
land society in which she moved had
plenty to talk about, and numerous di-
vorce suits promised to come out of her
letters to husbands about their wives
and vice versa. But Linnie overreached
herself and is now threatened with
criminal proceedings.

Tae second bulletin from the Labora-
tory ot the Inland Revenue Depactment
wes published Dec. 1st, and deals ex-
clusively with milk and its adulterations.
Six samples of  Pictou milk were found
pure by the public analyist, but of the
twelve samples of milk sold in Halifax,
three were watered and four partly
skimmed. Nine samples of the milk
sold in St. John were analyzed, four of
which were watered. The public have
a right to know who are responsible in a
matter like this, and dealers and private
families should withdraw their patron-
.age from the producer or vendor whose
milk is either skimmed, “extended” or
in any way adulterated.

Moge than two-score of persons are re-
ported frozen to death in various parts of
Dakota, Nebraska and Minnesota. The
recent blizzard there was the worst ever
known,and in many places railroad traffic
will be suspended for a week. The death
of one person is reported who was frozen
in attempting to walk twenty rods to a
house. Amd still there are people who
would have us believe that Canada hag
the worst climate in the world. The truth
is that the climate of Canada is the
healthiest and best in- the world. We
have cold days and some men and wo-
men go about clad in furs with the pers-
peration running down their backs, but
ear tabs are the only muffiers most peo-
ple want.

InsranTANEOUS photography is no long-
er a question to be determined by study
and experiment, but has assumed the
place of an accomplished and familiar
fact. One of the most interesting achieve-
ments in this direction, as described in
a London paper, originated in the ques-
tion as to whether the upper part of the
wheel of a vehicle, when in motion,
travels faster than the lower part. In
determining this matter by instantane-
ous photography, the artist took the
photograph of
routo, and in this photograph, while the

gwer ends of the spokes bumediately |

adjacent to the ground are not percepti-
bly unsharpened by the motion, the tops
of the upper spokes show an angular
motion corresponding to about ten de-
grees. The photograph in this case most
successfully expresses the fact that the
wheel it represents is in rapid motion.

Ir takes all kinds of people to make a
world, but some of the rarest of human
curiosities are to be found in the ranks of
so-called Evangelists. Sam Small is one
of the rarest of the sensational class of
Evangelists who go about from one city
to another ostensibly to preach the gos-
pel, but in reality to entich themselves.
Small was in Kansas city ldst week and
had “Adonis” Dixey for a counter at-
traction. Perhaps Adonis “drew” better
than “Old Si,” but whatever the cause
Small does not seem to have that affec-
tion for the handsome actor that a chris-
tian should have for mankind generally.
On Thursday night at his meeting Mr.
Small delivered himself as follows :—
“Thé&afres go to the Bible for their titles
of plays. ‘Saints and Sinners’ and ‘The
Wages of Sin’ may be seen placarded
everywhere. If Sam Jones couldn’t draw
better than ‘Adonis’ I would never step
a foot in Kansas City.  Dixey is a black-
leg gambler. He lost $1,500 in San Fran-
cisco and squealed that he was robbed
by a gambler; yet you pay him $1,000
pet night to gamble with. You can’t
distinguish between the Bible and a
pack of cards. The dude is the gady tan-
gible manifestation of Darwin’s theory.
The man that the dude laughs at to-day
will boss the dude’s descendants here-
after. If you would be in fashion that
never changes accept the grace of Jesue
Christ.” Such language as this may be
necessary to bring the wicked weatern-
ers to a proper understanding of the gos-
pel, but the majority of persons will rate
Evangelist Small somewhere on the same
level as the man he has applied the
epithett of blackleg to. Mr. Dixey may
be all that Mr. Small says he is, but such
language is not likely to win many souls
to Christ. It is sensationalism itself
gone mad.

ABOUT FLIRTS.

The “dear girls” who flirt and by their
flirting have been the direct cause of so
many newspaper articles have, at last an
article devoted to themselves. The
writer is the Duchess, that popular pres-
ent day novelist. Reading between the
lines one is almost led to suspect that at
some period in her life the Duchess has
been more or less of a flirt herself. - Cer-
tain it is that she is not strongly opposed
to flirting. Indeed she boldly admits
that while she has hated some she has
loved more, but she has only favored the
world with pen portraits of those she has
loved, and like all the Duchess’ women
folk her efforts are of the lovable and
perhaps loving kind.

The flirt, according to the Duchess, has
-an inborn desire to please. “She beams
on all around her, she pulls hor dainty
skirts to one side with the most delicate
little air of obligingness in the world
when a man strolls in her direction, and
with her fan shows him where a seat may
be found. Few and far between are the
men who refuse that pretty invitation.
Of course, she is always very good to
look at and her gowns fit her. She is
sparkling, bright, spirituelle, and, as a
rule, her eyes are dark. - We all knew
her. Very few dinner parties and no
balls are of any account whatsoever unless
she is present. - There is always a little
bevy of men around her, and quite the
third portidn of it will be seen to consist
of men who have said good-by to their
fortieth birthday. She is as charming to
them as sheis to the younger members
of her court, and indeed it is to one of
them—of these middle-aged adorers that
she finally gives the coveted bit of for-
get-me-not in her bouquet before slipping
into the garden to ‘see how the stars
look ’ with the very young man on her
right.”

This class of the genus flirt is what the
Duchess terms the open, the ingenuous
flirt who, like St. Paul, is all things to all
men. There is another kind, the quiet
flirt whose work, according to this emi-
nent authority, is much more effective,
more deadly,ifsuch aword is permissiable,
when flirting is under discussion. “Ap-
parently she is the most harmless, the
most silent creature possible. But her
eyes! Have you ever noticed them?
What wondrous tales they hold, conceal,
give forth when the right time ariseth.
All are there, ready to be called out at a
meoment’s warning. She seems to be the
very quietest girl in the world, sitting
there in that charming toilet that suits
her so wonderfully and with only a deli-
cate monosyllable for the women who go
by her, and notone of whom would dream
of disarranging those dainty skirts to sit
beside the wearer and chat pleasantly of
all things under the sun, as women will.
Instinctively they kncw that the half of
that low lounge is being held in reserve
for a member of the stronger sex. Of all
the women she knows, acquaintances
there are many, but friends there are
none. And now the lounge holds two!
| A tall man, between thirty and forty
| (your quiet flirt never wastes her power
| on boys), handsome, distingushed look-
ing and evidently at peace with the
enemy called Poverty, has ensconed
| himself beside those pearl-gray draperies
| and is apparently making himself agree-
| able to the wearer of them. And even

| . .
i sense of triumph marks it.
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will remember, before the bar oflthat drove Sir W

public opinion. She is content to be
amused. She will not be amusing
until that bar is somewhere out of sight.
There is this difference, too, between her
and the ingenuous fiirt I bave already
lighltysketched, The latter isfull of a desire
to please; the former kindly consents to
sit still and let others please her. There
is always a good deal of curiosity about
the quiet flirt. Wonder is rife as to
what she means, or will mean. They are
all anxious to know how she will treat
Capt. Melville, who i5 now beside her,
and are quite determined to watch this
interview at all events to its close. And
yet, even as they determine somehow or
other she has gone from them has actual-
ly disappeared. And now the eager,
hasty glance round for hef has betrayed
the fact that Capt. Melville is also miss-
ing. And then, when one has been
wondering for an hour or so, lo! she ap-
pears again, coming in through the
orthodox doorway, and looking os self-
possessed as though entirely unaware
that speculation about her has been fer-
tile ever since her mysterious departure.
And behind her eomes the attendant
swain, elated or sorry in aspect as she
and the fates have chosen, walking on
stilts within that seventh heaven which
is a fool’s paradise or else following her
(they always follow her whatever hap-
pens) with lowered crest amd dejected
mien and eyes that tell -of saddest
thought. However it is, be assured that
our quiet flirt Has not-wasted that hour
in the comservatory. If silent here,
amidst ‘the crowd, the stock of men,’ she
has had plenty of honey-tipped or pois-
oned words to give her companion there
where none were near to listen.”

St. John, like other great and little
places, has its flirts. They do not differ
much from the genus elsewhere. All
are pretty, some are demure and some
extremely vivacious. All are dangerous
as some very estimable gentlémen of in-
vestigating dispositions have discovered.
They resemble in many ways the
Duchess’ flirts and the fate of previous
admirers does not seem to lessen the
length of their train of courtiers. -We
will have flirts always unless the women’s
sufferage movement is made a success,
and then perhaps the flirts will take to
electioneering for amusement, but the
genuine flirt—the nautral flirt will never
be changed by act of parliament—even
though the legislators in their wisdom
should make it compulsory for her to
assume what we now regard as mascu-
line attire.

HOW CANADA CAN PROSPER.

Is it true, or is it ‘nof, that i a man
buys more than he sells, he is growing
poor? Let us look atit. What a man
buys he must pay for or fail. Granted.
If he constantly buys more than he sells,
unless he has unlimited capital, the time
is coming, when his capital will be used
up. Granted again. When his capital
is all used up he will be obliged to buy
on credit. Yes. If his capital is all
gone, and his sales do not produce an
amount equal to his debts; he cannot pay
his debts. Yes. Well, if he can not pay
his debts, he will fail. Yes. But sup-
pose the man has anether business,
where the reverse is true—he sells more
than he buys; or rather, the profits on
his sales are in excess. Why, then, he
need not fail, for he can transfer the
profits from his profitable business to the
treasury of his losing business, and thus
make it float. There are men who do
this; but most men do not.

Since and including 1868 to and includ-
ing 1886 the importations have been in
value $1,946,349,513; while the exports
have been for the same time, $1,565,436,~
478, making an excess of imports of
$382,334,746, for the, payment of which
that sum has been drawn from our capi-
tal, or the profits of our internal trade, or
industry. The only escape from the con-
clusion is the improbable suppesition
that the “profits op our exports were
equal to the sum of the difference be-
tween our imports and exports. True,
Canada is gaining in wealth; but it is
not by means of foreign trade—rather by
home industry and trade. There is no
doubt at all, that if our exports had equall-
ed over imports we should be richerto-day
by $382,334,746, than we are. For the last
flve year the balance of trade against us
has been growing smaller, and will pro-
bably continue to dwindle until the bal-
ance is turned in our favor. The propor-
tion of change, however, will be found to
be about in proportion to ourincrease of
manufactures; which will have the
effect of increasing our exports, and, at
the same time, decreasing our imports.

Hence if you want to grow rich, put
your surplus money into manufactories.

.

THE I. P. 8.

We have in St. John a large number of
gocieties and organizations which are
performing most commendable work in
their several spheres. Among these are
the Y. M. C. A. the W. C. T. U. and the
8. P. C. A. To the noble men and women
who give time and money to the objects
which these bodies seek to foster the
community cannot be sufficiently great-
ful. Then we have temperance organi-
zations . and literary gocieties, an histori-
cal society and a natural history society,
the polymorphians, the masons, the
knights of Pythias, the oddfellows and a
number of labor organizations, and the
Anti-Tobacco Society, that self-sacrificing

an omnibus wheel en|yet the calm face is as calm as ever; nu!band of aged, middle aged and young
She is still, | ladies, whose renunciation of the weed

alter Raleigh through
&

every stage of crime and finally to the
scaffold, is an example of heroism never
paralleled since the days of Thermopylae.
A society for the protection of idiots
might be formed in almostany of our
large cities and towns, where abundant
material would be found upon which to
operate. There is the idiot who in his
cups or sober makes a display of his
wealth among sharpers, who invests in
green goods and listens to every plausi-
ble rascal who proposesto harvest his
ducats; the idiot who thinks he canright
his wrongs by a resort to law, or subdue
his ailments by the use of quack nos-
trums; the idiot who believes there is
honesty in politics and honor among
thieves; the idiot who marries a girl for
no other reason than because she has a
pretty face, and the idiot who marries a
dude or a drunkard, hoping to redeem
him; all these, and many others who
might be named, require protection.
And who is there among us who will
take the initiatory steps to form an
Idiot’s Protection Society ? Answers are
expected from the ranks of the idiots.

A GREAT STORE.

Description of an Immense Parisian
Establishment.

Every American of the fair sex, who
has visited the French metropolis is ac-
quainted with the mammoth emporium
knewn as the “Bon Marche,” which is in
the very heart of the aristocratic Fau-
bourg 8t. Germain. This immense estab-
lishment, which transacts over fifty
million dollars of business per annum,
and employs a staff of no less than four
thousand on the premises alone, was
founded thirty-five years ago on the most
humble scale by a young couple of the
name of Boucicaut. Aristide, the hus-
band, was a salesman in a dingy little
dry-goods store in the Rue du Bac, while
his wife, an . illiterate peasant girl, the
widow of a laundryman, was an assistant
in the same shop. M. Boucicaut and his
only son died within a few months of
each other, about ten years ago, and Mme.
Boucicaut, expired recently at the age of
sixty-three, leaving a fortune estimated
at oyer forty million dollars. She first
made Aristide Boucicaut’s acquaintance
in the little §hop, where they were both
employed. For ten long years when she
had reached the age of twenty-eight, the
couple decided to marry and their em-
ployer fortunately, old and anxious to
retire, made over his store to them on
moderate terms. In a short time the
business had grown to such an extent
that it become necessary to purchase the
mext-house on the. right hand side, then
that on the left, and subsequently, one
by one, all the adjoining houses, until at
length M. and Mme. Boucicaut owned
the whole block. This they demolished
some fifteen years ago, and on its site
stands the magnificent and vast Bon
Marche Building. M. and Mme. Bouci-
caut determined to make every effort to
keep their employees in their service,
and to interest them in the welfare of the
business. Every employee of the estab-
ment received a percentage of the profits
of his special department. A large club-
house has been built for the male em-
ployees which contains “a perfectly
equipped fencing hall and gymnasium, a
swimming-bath, Dbilliard-room, library
and reading-rooms, besides a restaurant
where refreshments are to be obtained
at almost cost price. The female assis-
tants have a large building devoted to
their own exclusive .use, in whieh they
reside, and which ds almost as well pro-
vided with comforts and amusements as
the clab-house of the men. Besides this
a pension fund exists, to which Mme.
Boucicaut about eighteen months ago
presented a round sum of four million
francs, in addition to a couple of millions
of francs which she had given a few
years previously for the same purpose.
Mme. Boucicaut when her husband and
son died, ten years ago, transformed the
whole business into a joint stock com-
pany, presenting to each one of the three
hundred principal and senior members
of her staff fifty thousand francs worth of
stock, she herself retaining the balance
of the shares, and as such the casting
vote and power of veto. The Bon Marche
is therefore a thorough little republic by
itself. Its army of about ten or: fifteen
thousand employees, all told, are govern-
ed by a kind of parliament consisting of
the three hundred shareholders and
copartners above mentioned.

&

A Steer With a Wooden Leg.

Near Ilfracombe (England) may be
seen, trotting briskly around, a steer
with a wooden leg. The animal broke
a fore leg a few months ago, just below
the knee, and as the fracture would not
heal, the owner decided to have the low-
er part amputated and replaced by an
artificial limb. Curiously enough the
animal limps most when walking; the
quicker its motion the more easily does
it seem to make use of the leg that will
never be converted into beef tea.

s
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Leave Here Thy Gift Upon the Altar.

Once in the promise and lustre of morning,
Little I dreamed that defeat would be mine!
Panting for trial, regardless of warning;
Love was like musie, life was like wine !
Now that the doom of the vanquished is spoken,
Now that the sun has gone down to the sea:
Now that this heart has been trampled and broken;
God of the helpless! I bringit to Thee.

Earth was so favored, so lavish of freasure !
Nature embjnzoncd‘her pages with gold,
Vain was the glitter, illusive the pleasure ;

A phantom to vanish, a tale to be told!
Here, where the glory of summer was glowing,
See the dead leaf quivers bare on the treel
Blasts of a desolate winter are blmymgl;

ttod of the homeless ! I shelter with Thec!

WuyTE-MELYILLE;

See that you get the Gazette
next week with.the opening
chapters of Breton Mills, a
splendid story of American

BITTERS.

WILL CURE OR, RELIEVE
BILIOUSNESS, DIZZINESS,
DYSPEPSIA DROPSY.
INDIGESTION,  FLUTTERING

DIC OF THE HEART,

JAUN
RYSIP ACIDITY. OF

ERYSI ELEAS
SALT RHEUM, THE STOMACH,
A DRYNESS

HEARTBURN,
HEADACHE. OF THE SKIN, .

égdm ev;,ry gpecé{es of digease S
1sordere. LIVER
STOMACH, BOWELS OR £180D.">

. MILBURN & €0, ko,
HOLIDAY GOODS

Suitable fer Christmas Presents.
LADIES’ AND GENTS

Dressing Cases,

In Plush and Leather.

Glove and Handkepchier Boxes

In Plush and Leather.

CUT GLASS BOTTLES, HAND MIR-
RORS, WHISK HOLDERS, in new
designs, ODOR CASES, SHAV-
ING SETS, CELLULOID
BRUSHES and

‘ COMBS.

A large assortment of LUBIN’S, ATKINSON'S,
RimumeL’s, CoLGATE’S and RICKSECKER'S

Perfumesand Cologne
Engraved

Cologne & Bay Rum Bottles.

Prices will be found low.

A. C. Smith & Co.,

CHARLOTTE ST.

.

HUMPHRIE’S

Homeopathic Remediss.

Dr, Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
" Golden Med'l Discovery.
5 Pellets.
Lydia Pinkham's Gonﬁ)lound.
idney Worts
Vegetine,

Bm(é?& Blood Bitters.

Pills,
For sale low by

R. D. McARTHUR,

Medical Hall, No. 59 Charlotte Street,
Opp. King 8quare.

$10,000

Worth of good

Ready- Made - Glothing

A

AGreat Reduction to Clear

TN

Nens, Youths' aud Doys.

Scotch, English and Canadian
TWEED SUITS, OVERCOATS,
ULSTERS and REEFERS.
Fine Corkscrew and Diagonal
SUITS,OVERCOATS, ULSTERS
and REEFERS.

Pilot, Beaver, Melton, and Nap Cloth
OVERCOATS, ULSTERS AND
REEFERS.

150 Chamois Lined and Rub-
ber Lined Blizzard Coats.

500Pairs Men’sall-wool work-
ing Pantss from $1.90 to

Fie Il e Casom WK

Scotch and Engll)ish Tweed Suitings,
Oorkscrew and Diagonal Suitings.

Beaver, Pilot, Meltons and !
Nap-Cloth Overcoatings.

3 . . .
English Hairline Trousering
in all the latest patterns.

These goods are first-class in quality and will
be made up at a very low figure, the best materials
used, fit and satisfaction guaranteed every time.

You should call and examine my fine stoek of

Gents' Furnishing Groods
IN WHITE SHIRTS, REGATTA SHIRTS,
NN HIRTS, Fancy Fronts, CAF6
N

ETS, WOOL GLOVES, KI
MITTS, COLLARS, TIES, WHITE LINE
HANDKERCHIEFS, SILK HANDKERCHIE
SHAWL  STRAPS, BRACES, TRUN

VALISES, &c.
100 dozen all-wool Shirts and
Drawers, at the

ity Market Clothing Hall,

51 Charlotte Street,

T. YOUNGCLATUN.
NOTICE

HEREBY GIVEN THAT APPLICATION
will be made to the Local Legislature at its

IS
next Session for an Act to incorporate the Cana-
dian Gas Light and Heat Company, for the pur-
pose of makmﬁ Gas from oil or petroleum forillu-
mination and heating purposes, with power to lay
pipes in public Streets and with suéfl other powers
and for such other purposes as are incident there-

® Datexd St, John, Deo, 12th, 1887,

ESTABLISHED 1868. |

(E0 ROBERTSONG o

WHOLESALE GROCERS

—AND—

West India Merchants

Office, 50 King Street,
Wa}'ehouse, 17 Water Street.

Uptown Store,

50 KING STREET.
i

Business Respectfully Mici'-
ted by

Geo. Robertson & Co.,

Office 50 King Street.

WE HAVE TUMBLED

down prices and will give by Lottery to our cus-
tomers three valuable Framed Pictures on the 3rd
day of January next.

CHRISTMAS CAR®S,

One Cent.
PHOTOGRAPH ALBUMS,

Twenty-five Cents.

Our Large Stock includes

PICTURES, MOULDINGS, ROOM PAPER,
BOOKS, of all Kinds PLUSH GOODS, WORK
BOXES, WRITING DESKS

And a very large variety of other goods selling
very cheap.

J. CRAWFORD,
Portland, News Depot=~
BRANCHES:
Corner Duke and Sidney and Brussels Street:

MORE HEAT,

Less Coal-==-~Perfect Ventilation.

THE undersigned will be found for a few days
at 24 Nelson Street, where he will be pleas-
ed to explain to those interested this new and

)

wonderfu!

Strout System of Heating and
Ventilating,

recently Ea.tented in the Dominion, and which is
also in thorough working order in the United
States as_per the following certificate from the
Rev. Dr. Talmage, of the Brooklyn Tabernacle.

JAMES L. ATCHESON,

~— BROOELEN, J SnuaTySthy 1887
All to whom it may coneern :

. This is to certify that the Brooklyn Tabernacle
is heated and ventilated by the S.TﬁnOUT system,
manufactured by Strout & Williams, and that it
has proved a decided success. It is doing the
work with wo of the largest furnaces cut off;
where we before used four small furnaces an

two large ones, we now use only the four small
ggee with much better results than formerly with

© six.

T. DeWITT TALMAGE,
Pastor of Brooklyn Tabernacle,

JOHN WOOD, Treasurer.
Brooklyn Tabernacle, January 10th, 1887,

For Christmas

MIXED CANDIES, POP CORN,
ORANGES, LEMONS,

OYSTERS SHELLED

By the Quartor Gallon and sent
home from

18 King Square.
J. D. TURNER.

THOS.-&.-BOURKE,

11, 18 and 25

CHAMPAGNES.
Leading High Brands—Qts, & ;Pts.

MOSELLE. >
SAUTERNE AND CLARET::
BELFAST SODA and
CANTRELL AND COCHRANE
GINGER ALE

AND WHOLESALE.

The Leading Brands—Qts. & Pits.
IRISH AND SCOTCH WHISKIES.
BRANDIES,

"HOLLAND GIN

JUST LANDIN

Special Highland Blend W hiskey.

GZELIC—OLD SMUGGLER.
THE “PROVOST,” IRISH.
“ “VICEROY,” “
“« “SHAMROCK,” IRISH.
“ “GRO. ROE” * and **)H(-‘

THOS. L. BOURKE.
WHEN ORDERING YOUR

Christmas  Oysters,

Do not forget the New Oyster Store,

5 KINGC SQUARE.

V<

OYSTEkg delivered to any part of the
. JACKSOX.

. | City and Portland.

CHAS.!

For Chrisyhas Oysters

S. BRUCE'S
OysterHouse
9 King Squwre (North side.)

Oysters delivered to'all parts of the Cit
count made on Family'aud Hotel Orders,

Yy
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The Victoria Skating Rink.
"MILL be oponed for the season (weather per-
mxttm:ﬁ:: THollYleD AY ql""“\l’ENlNG next,
the 22nd instant, when a Band will be in attend-
ance.
PRICES OF TICKETS.
Single Tigket to Shu-oholder,

Sharehold
Shmholder s Famly ’l‘mkot. admittmg one

No -Sh holder’s Fami
Adsmo:ﬁ "‘Ilcireu to o]ders "of Fnumly

ckets
Lady Shsreholder s Ticket,.....
Non-Shareholder’s Tickety..
Tigket to Lady Non- resident per month,
Gentleman Non-resident per mo.,
Gentleman Shareholder’s Promenade Tick e y
Non-shareholder’s
IAdy Shnnholder’a Promenade Ticket,

Txckots can be had at the Secretary’s Office,120

Prince William Street, on and’ after Wednesday
next. The Directors are about mldm{ a nu

room in connection with the
mltned at a small nd:erlw of sub-

ﬂ‘um, where

scribers can take place, and where refreshments
may be provided if desired. A Band will be in at-
tendance on the usual afternoons and evenings
throughout the season.

Dated 20th December, 1887.
A. C. JABDINE
Presid

ident.

'Now Opened
" All our Annuals for 1887, including
Boys' Own, Girls' Own,
ST. NICHOLAS,
Chatterbox, &c.,&c.

Procure them early and avoid the
Rush. .

FOR SALE BY

J. & A. McMILLAN.

Twenty per ct. Diseomnt

For Cash.

- o

T
838888888 S8 -88

G. C. COSTER,
Seovetary.

ND HOLIDAY SALE of Fine Gold gand
Gkgﬂwr Wateches, Clocks and jew l;y

JUST RECEIVED A°

LargeBankruptStock

of Gold and Silyer Jewelry, marked at
greatly reduced prices. marked
in plain

W. C. CIBSON,
55 KING STREET.

SAINT JOHN, N. B,

LADIES’ AND MILITARY WORK
A BPECIALTY.

MERCHANT TAILORS,

»

DeFOREST & MARCH,

A. F. DeFOREST.
FOSTER’S CORNER,
42 KinG STREET.

Ladles ]
Gentlemen

REQUIRING

Overshoes
Hubbers

Sheuld call at the

AMERICAN

‘Rubber Store,

65 Charlotte Street,

sk to see our immense Stoek of LADIES’
PROOF CLOAKS
AT ALL PRICES.

New Cloths
FOR WINTER,

I HAVE BOW ON HAND A FULL

Winter Overcoa’ *

* SUITINGS AND ULSTERINGS

To which I'invite the attention
\ of my Customers.

A. R. CAMPBELL,

46 KING STREET,

T,
WAT

Over Colonial Book Stere. |

JLook out for our Great
ierial, Breton Mills.

IN THE BY-WAYS AND HEDGES.

What the Eounger Hears Other People
Talking Aboui and His Views on
Things in General.

Sir Thomas Grattan Esmonde, a young
Irish M. P, lectured in St. John on Home
Rule for Ireland on Saturday last. Home
Rule, as proposed by Mr. Gladstone mxght
prove & blessing for Ireland and again it
might not. Sir Thomas has a perfect
right to favor it if he pleases, and others
have an equal right to oppose it. Ours
is & freescountry—a country in which all
have equal rights, and while there is
miuch of treason and sedition in the talk
of the exponents of home rule, even while
conducting what is called a constitutional
agitation for home Tule, the opponents of
home rule donot object.

The time has arrived however for
| Canadians to put both feet down and say
l we will have no more of this home rule
| agitation in our politics. It is not in the
{ interests of either the péhce or good
government«of Canada for the electors to
allow the question of home rule to be
introduced either into Parliament or
electicn contests. The question is for the
people of Great Britain and Ireland to
settle and that too without the assistance
of Canadians.. We have far too many
important concerns of our own to settle
to attempt to settle the question of home
rule as well. I feelthat I am justified in
saying that outside the pale of Roman
Catholic churches there is not a corporal’s
guard of Canadians who are in favor of
home rule for Ireland. I am aware that
the Canadian Parliament of Canada has
on more than one occasion passed votes
favoring' home rule, but these votes
count for nothing. Many of those who
voted in parliament for home rule did so
with a view of making themselves “solid”
with the Irish Catholics in their constitu-
encies, and not because they believed
what the resolution made them say they
believed. It is a fact that the Roman
Catholic vote is usually thrown solidly
on one side. In nearly every constitu-
ency in this broad dominion of ours the
protestant vote is about equally divided
between the two great political parties.
Outside of Quebec this is not the case
with the Catholic vote. In nine out of
ten constituencies the Catholic vote is.a
solid one. The result of this is that
politicans are apt to sink their own opin-
ions and with them their self-respect as
well to secure the Catholic vote. A
minority by voting solidly is thus able to
influence the vaice of parliament.

* * »

The absurdity of introducing the Irish
home rule guestion into Canadian poli-
tics was shown very clearly in the
Queens election. A small section of that
county is Roman Catholic and the advent
among the people of several gentlemen
from St. John, had the effect of reversing
the figures of last year. The facts are
that this district in 1887 gave a majority
for Mr. Baird, while in the late election,
Mr. King got the majority. The people
were told that the conservative party
were opposed in Canada as in England to
home rule for Ireland, and consequently
they cast their votes against the conser-
vative candidate. They voted in favor of
home rule or thought they did. Home
rule for Ireland is of more consequence
to them than good laws well administer-
ed in Canada. It should be otherwise.
Plainly their first duty is to the country
of their adoption, and next to the land of
their nativity. I earnestly hope that in
future we will have none of this import-
ing of issues that have nobusiness here.
I hope also that we will have an end of
the religious questions in politics, The
people should not ask the question what
a man’s religion is, but deal with ®im as
a man. Ifitis found that he is not the
right man for the place throw him up and
select another whoissuitable. There are
persons who think a man’s religion dis-
qualifies him for some important post.
This is rubbish. Ifthe man is a man,
his religion, no matter to what sect he
may belong will make him a better man.
But, if on the contrary, he be a narrow
minded, bigoted individual, religion will
tend to further contract his views, and to
increase his bigotry. Honesty among
office holders is what we most need, and
this is not to be secured by selecting
men to fill posts because they are this,
that or the other in religion. It is to be
secured by employing the selection of
the best possible man. Even though he
were a Buddhist or a Hottentot.

* * *

The Queens County election is over,
and Mr. Baird will retain his seat. No
bye election in this province in some
years has attracted such wide-spread in-
terest as that held last Wednesday in
Queens. Mr. Baird had been rather
harshly dealt with by the liberal news-
papers for holding the seat during the
last session of parliament, but the ma-
jority of the people of the county seems
to be satisfied with him as a represent-
ative. At all events he has been re-elect-
ed, and in the ordinary course of events
will represent the county during the con-
tinuance of the present party. Although
the campaign has not been a long one,
it has been exceedingly bitter, and any
amount of hard language has been used.
The defeated candidate, Mr. King, is an
active, energetic man who, previous to
| the last general election represented the
{ county. He did not get enough votes to

re-elect him, and as a natural conse-

quence the conserv ative party are elated,
) m\much as Queens County has been a

L3N
)

liberal county ever since confederation.
There were a good many people who
thought the result would have been
otherwise, but those who have watched
the change of sentiment throughout the
county foresaw that Mr. King’s defeat
was inevitable.

-

FOR MUSICIANS.

Odd Xtems iny the Musical Line Frem
Different Parts of the Country.

The musical entiartainment given by
the members of St. Jude’s Band of Merecy
in Carleton on Friday evening of last
week was repeated on Tuesday evening
last, to a far larger audience than on the
first occasion, and as a consequence the
sum realized towards the erection of the
drinking fountain in Carleton was con-
siderably augmented. This affair was
fully as good as the first, and, if any-
thing, better.

b * - *

The concert given by the Fredericton
Brass Band in the Celestial City on
Thursday evening of last week was a
pronounced success. The Band played
four excellent selections, which were
very highly spoken of by the critics pre-
sent. Speaking of the performance of the
Band the editor of the Capital, who is
somewhat of a musician and considered
a good critic, says: “The Band played
the overture “Rival,” (Pettee), a classic
composition, exceedingly well. Mr. H.
Williamson has developed much ability
as a conductor, the Band responding
sympathetically to his baton in time and
in the piano and forte passages. Mr. W.
Carvill, a young soloist, played a solo on
the double bass very creditably. Mr.
James Biggs played an alto-horn solo
with much taste, end Mr. H. O’Neill dis-
played his musical skill in a brilliant
cornet solo.” The same writer speaks in
glowing terms of the singing of St. John’s
two vocalists who assisted in the concert
—Miss Coholan and Mr. Lantalum. Miss
Coholan sang “The Last Rose of Sum-
mer,” and “I Dreamt Elise,” the encore
to the first piece being “Kathleen Ma-
vourneen.” - Mr. Lantalum sang Mozart’s
“Who threads the path of Duty,” re-
sponding to an encore in the “Three
Fishers.” He is described as “St. John’s
basso profundo.” The other singers were
Mrs. John Black, who sang “The Three
Wishes,” and Mr. W. Adams, in a char-
acter song, “The Drum Major.” In the
“Visions of Paradise” waltzes Mr. H.
Williamson’s cornet playing and the
solos on the slide trombone by Mr. Ris-
teen, baritone by Mr. Strickland, and
euphonium by Mr. J. O’'Brien were re-
markably good. While praising Miss
Coholan’s singing, the Capital man in-
dulged in a little criticism on her first
piece in this line: “This young lady has
a magnificent clear voice, and, properly
cultivated, capable to enable the fortu-
nate owner te rise to eminemce as a vc
calist; but her performance on this occa-
sion (the first song) certainly was greatly
marred by the preponderance of trills,
grace, notes, turns, and the like. Her style
was altogether too florid, and she made
a great mistake in not strictly adhering
to the musie.” Of the second piece, how-
ever, he says “she greatly excelled her
previous efforis.” By interpreting the
music a8 written by the composer, and
the avoidance of “overdoing” the solo,
Miss Coholan gave unmistakable evi-
dence that her popularfty in St. John was
well deserved. She will kindly bear in
mind that she appeared before a kindly,
vet critical and culiured aundience; and
we trust that our observations will have
the effectintended, and will not be deem-
ed unfriendly.”

* *
*

A pleasant entertainment was given in
the school room of Leinstor st. Baptist
church on Tuesday evening. Besides
several readings, efc., there was a chorus
by the choir ; solo by Miss Currey ; duet
by Miss Rising and Miss Currey ; quar-
tette by Miss Wilson, Miss Vradenburg,
Mr. Wm. Roberts and Mr. John Salmon.

* *
*

The ladies of the W. C. T. U. of this
city celebrated their tenth anniversary
on Thursday evening in their rooms on
Canterbury street. Besides refreshments
there were musical exercises, readings,
speeches, etc. The evening was very
pleasantly spent. A collection was taken
in aid of the fund for the relief of the

poor.
* . *

Many people who attend large dinner
parties, when called upon to speak or
sing often remark that they “are too fall
for utterance ;” but those who attended
the dinner given to the visiting curlers
in the Victoria Hotel on Wednesday
evening last could not say this of any one
present. Whether the participants were
“full” or not is a debatable question; but
certain it is that they gave utterance
(and plenty of it) in both speech and
song. It would have done the hearts of
some of our old Scotchmen good to have
heard the merry ring of male voices at
that assemblage in Old Scotia’s patriotic
songs, those relating to the “roarin’
game” being engaged in in a particularly
hearty manner. =

* *
*

On Thursday evening there was a con-
cert at the Lunatic Asylum for the edifi-
cation of the inmates, Prof. Gubb, Mrs.
G. H. Perley, Mrs. Caritte, Miss Haliday,
Messrs. Geo. Coster, John Wilson, and
Geo. Cleveland took part. The principal
feature of the entertainment was a selec-
tion from the “Bells of Corneville.”

A Frsr.

|

Popular Science.

A thread has been produced from the
common npettle so fine that a length of
sixty miles weighs only. 2} pounds.

German experiments ha\e shown that
cast-iron pillars remain nearly upright
and sustain their load in verv hot fires,
while those of wrought iron bend to such
a degree as to be valueless as supports.

An attempt to infuse new vigor into
the degenerating potato by crossing the
cultivated varieties with the wild plant
has been for two or three seasons in pro-
gress at Reading, England, and has proy-
en very successful thus far. The hybrid
plants produce a good yield of tubers of
excellent form and quality.

The old idea that sufferers from heart
disease should avoid physical exertion
has been dispelled by Prof. Oertel, who
has successfully employed regulated ex-
ercise in the treatment of some forms.
In a large proportion of cases, the nutri-
tion of the cardiac muscle, as of the mus-
cular system generally, is thus improved.

Wax a piece of buttonhole twist about
2% feet long. Tie each end strongly to a
small peg, and thrust the pegs‘down the
crevice between the two sashes of your
southern or western window, stretching
the silk as tight as possible. It will sur-
pries you with the sweetness and variety
of the tones the wind will bring from it.

The Royal Society of London furnishes
some interesting examples of the longe-
vity of men distinguished for scientific
work. The average age of the fourteen
fellows who died during the year was
seventy-five years, the youngest, Dr.
‘Wilson Fox, being fifty-six, and the old-
esi, Admiral Denham and Dr. Richard
Quain, being eighty-seven.

Attention has just been called in a
scientific paper to two races of men that
must soon become extinct. Itis confi-
dently predicted that at the present rate
of decrease the Maoris of New Zealand,
now reduced to/less than 45,000 men,
from 100,000 in Cook’s days, must
have disappeared y the year 2000. The
Laplanders are estimated not to exceed
30,000 in numbers, and are gradually be-
coming fewer.

Literary Notes.

The Publishers’ Weekly devotes its
current number to a presentation of the
question of International Copyright as
regarded from many points of view.

Mr. William Evarts Benjamin, of 744
Broadway, New York, publishes a cata-
logue of rare and curious books, auto-
ﬁraphs and autograph letters and other

tarary bric-a-brac. The list is decided-
ly attractive.

Mr. Andrew Carnegie’s book, Trium-

hant Democracy, has already reached
1ts eighth edition in this country. Forty
thousand copies of the cloth edition have
been sold in England, and the Scribners
have decided to brmg out here also an
edition in cloth, as well as another in
paper.

The latest Independent contained an
article by Maurice Thompson, entitled
Greek as & Fertilizer. Mr. Thompson’s
advice to anyone who proposes to adopt
a literary career is to master the Greek
language. He says: “Read the Greek
Masters not to imitate them, but to re-
member them as one remembers the
mountains one has seen or the seas one
has sailed over. Simple asa daisy, wide
as the sky, strong as a storm, Greek

poetry is an inexhaustible well-spring of
suggestxon to the fresh and vigorous im-
agination. 1Itisthe very flower of art.”

Messrs. Longmans, Groen & Co. have
now ready Early Adventures in Pergia,
Susiana and Babylonia, by Sir Henry
Layard, G. C. B. The work is in two
volumes and has a colored frontispiece,
illustrations and maps. The same firm
have also ready an American Edition of
Max Muller’s latest book, Biographies of
Words and the Home of the Arynas. In
the preface to this promising volume the
author says: “Our words are not rough,
unhewn stones, left at our door by a
glacial moraine ; they are blocks that
have been brought to light by immense
labor, that have been carved, shaped,
meaaured, and weighed again and again,
before they became what we find them
to be. Our poets make poems out of

words, but every word, if carefully ex-

mmed w111 turn out to be itself a petri-
fied poem.”

A Boston correspondent sends the
Epoch the following: “One slang term
drives out another, just as one species of
animal will often destroy and abolish an
inferior variety. From this point of
view, it is matter for general congratula-
tion that the word ‘smart’ in its new
English acceptation, seems destined to
take the place of ‘swell.” The latter is a
word so hideous, irrational and vulgar,
that its use has always been deplored by
lovers of good English. ‘Smart,” however
grotesque. in its new apphcatlon is at
least a sound term to begin with, a re-
cognized adjective in good and regular
standing. The word in its latest sense
originated, I believe, in the ‘smart’ set in
London, during the last season there,
and was imported by returning Anglo-
maniacs early in the fall of 1887. It is
already securely established in New
York, and is not unknown in Boston. To
attend all the smart parties, to know the
smart people and belongto the smart
set, is the latest expressmn of an old and
never-dylng ambmon

A sentimental writer says: “There is
always something picturesque about an
old mill.” No doubt there is to the poeti-
cal mind, but to the prize fighter and
the “fancy" there is something decxdedly
more interesting in the “ mill” that is
just about to came off.

A merry-looking fellow, who had evi-
dently been keeping Christmas “not
wisely but too well,” was overheard
singing the following somewhat inarticu-
late refrain:—

“It’ch the w ce of the sluggard, I heard him |
comp
Got drunk too soon ; let’sh get drunk anm

NOW OPEN_

AT
87 CHARLOTTE ST.,

MURDOCH'S
NEW FRUIT

—AND—

Confectionery  Store. |

All kinds of New and Choice Fruit and
Confectionery constantly on hand.

JOSEPH A. MURDOCH.
7 CHARLOTTE ST., ST. JCHYN, N, R.

MAINKES & CO.,

Ladies’ Astrachan Jackets,
GENTLEMEN'S COATS, °

LIN
ASTRACHAN, COON., DOG. WOLF AND LAMB.
Coat Linings, Collars and cuﬂ‘s, Gloves
and Mitts.

Beaver Capes, Muffs, Collars and Stoles.

BLACK MARTIN, CAPES, MUFFS, and COLLARS,

Seal Muffs, Capes and Collars.

Also a large line of

Cheap Capes, and Muffs, Gray Wolf and
Buffalo Robes. '

50 KINC STRET.

DOWLINGC BROS.

Have received and are

Now Selling at the Lowest Cash Prices

A NUMBER OF USEFUL ARTICLES IN

DRY GOODS

—FOR THE—
XMAS SEASOIN.

WOOL msowuons mn CAPE:
LADIES’ WO0O xéns ANb MITTS;;

LO KID MI'
COLLAkS‘AND CUFFS for Ladies and Gentlemen ;
1o SILéFgﬁL.ggﬂn%%’ESHOSILK HANDKERCHIEFS
GENTLEMEN’S SILK SCARFS :
GENTLEMEN’S CASHMERE MUFFLERS;

GENTLEMEN’S SUSPENDERS ;
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S MERINO AND LAMBS’ WOOL UNDERWEAR.

We have reduced a special line of

DRESS MATERIALS
. From 15c. to 10c. per yard to clear,

At 49 Charlotte St., City Market Building.

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE,

_60 and 62 Prince William Street.
BUILDERS’ HARDWARE:

A full line of above in LOCKS, HINGES, KNOBS, GLASS, NAILS, PAINTS, OILS,
and the numerous goods compnsed in this Department

HOUSEKEEPERS’ HARDWARE:

In TINWARE, AGATEWARE, KITCHENWARE, FIRE TRONS, COAL VASES,
DISH COVERS, &c., &.

PLATED WARE:

Best SPOONS, FORKS, &c., in- manyYdesigns: CASTERS, CAKE BASKETS
BUTTER COOLERS ICE PITCHERS, and a variety of other artick
a_large stock always on hand: FINE CUTLERY\T_
Pocket: SILVER GOODS, FANCY .GOODS, &ec

Call and Examine our Stock,
Prices as Low as any in the Trade,
SPORTING GOODS, suitable for the Season.
Wholesale and Retail.

—gy

CHRISTMAS CARD from

W. TREMAINE GARD,

NO. 81 KING STREET, under Victoria Hotel.
HEAD QUARTERS FOR FINE

Gold:SilverWatches,Jewelry

The Great Holiday assortmentjnow complete, and offered at low=
est possible prices to ensure sales of Standard and Sterling marked
Goldfilled and proofplate goods of the very latest styles and novel=
ties for Ladies, Gents and Juveniles, in Gold and Silver articles of
all kinds SUITABLE FOR HOLIDAY GIFTS. Gold Spectacles and
Eyeglasses, Walking Canes, Bronzes, and A 1 silverware in ABUN-
dance. Lots of Dla.monds and other Gems on hand and set to order
as required.oSolid gold jewellry made and repaired. Satisfaction

guaranteed by
W. TREMAINE CARD,

Inspection
Goldsmith and Jeweler.
p—

Holiday Presents.

IN ADDITION TO OUR USUAL WELL ASSORTED STOCK CF

Gold and Silver IWatches, Jewelry, Diamonds
and other Stone}ngs and Ear-rings,

WE HAVE THIS SEASON ALL THE NOVELTIES IN

SOLID SILVER P;&eND SILVER-PLATED WARE, in Beautiful Cases, which make
y nice sents.

PLUSH DRESbING CASES, Jewel Cases, Cuff and Collar Boxes, Shaving Sets
Fans, Opera Giasses, The New Wallet Solid Silver Tipped Edges, Beau'
Vases, tatuary, Gold and Silver Head Walking Sticks. %

WE HAVE ALSO A SHOW ROOM OVER THE STORE FOR TOYS in which

there is Great Variety this year, Mechanical Figures, Engines, Games, and

the usual Stock of Christmas Goods.g’AT LOW PRICES.

T. L. COUGHLAN, - - Jewelrs' Hall,

14 KING STREET.

WHEN YOU BUY CHRISTMAS PRESENT

CGret something Useful as well as Ornamental. g |
ROBERT C. THORINH., 3 :

97 KING STREET,
Has such goods, his Stock is now complete.

SILVERWARE in all the*Best Makes.
STATUARY AND VASES, in beautiful designs.
PLUSH GOODS, in Work Boxes, Jewel Cases
BRUSH AND COMB SETTS, in Great Vd.netv!
SILVER PLATED Tea and Tablespoons and Forks.
ROGERS’ Tea and Tablespoons and Forks]

SOLID SILVER TEASPOONS.
A New Lot of COAL VASES, FIRE IRONS, &e.
BRASS TACKS and BRASS GOODS for Plush Work;

BANNER RODS, CRESENTS AND BANGLES. I have a lot of
CARTS, WHEELBARROWS, &ec., for the Boys.

140 PAIRS ACMEISKATES Jusi Rrecived.
Please give me a

B@“}‘mv Goods in my lin2 as low as any house in the City.
before buying.

A few of the Celebrated “ROCHESTERILAMPS,”’ Nxckel Plated, at

i Cost to clear.

\

R. CETHORNE

—

<
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POOR DOCUMENT

THE SATORDAY GAZETTYE, ST. JOHN, N. B.

L The Little King.

A little face to look at,
A little face to kiss,

T¢ there anything I wonder,
That’s half as sweet as this ?

A little cheek to dimple
‘When smiles begin to grow,
A little mouth betraying
‘Which way the kisses go.
A slender little ringlet,
A rosy little ear.
A little chin to quiver,
When falls the tittle tear.

A little hnnd go fragi

All through the mght to hold,
Two litte feet so tender,

To tuck in from the cold.

Two eyes to watch the sunbeam
That with the shadow plays—
A darling little baby
To kiss and love Alwal.‘y:.
—Leeds Mercury.

. MR. BIRD'S UMBRELLA."

BY F. W. ROBINSOV.

He turned and walkad by my slds,
did not sce on the instant how 1twasposmble
to get rid of him. I felt my equanimity was
seriously disturbed by his appearance, by his
insufferable obtrusiveness, This was part
and parcel of his ordinary behavior—a total
want of forethought, which was as evident
that day as.in the small hours of the morn-
ing when he had roused me out of my first
sleep by nearly battering the house down.

He alluded to that little incident at once, ~

“In answering me that unlucky--night,
Miss Neild, you nearly caught your death,”
he explained, ‘‘and nobody can imagine how
miserable I was—how desperately wretched
—until I heard you were out of danger. I
should have never forgiven myself, upon my
bonor, and I did not know a moment’s peace
till Bridget, your girl; told me you were out
of danger. Lor’, what a trial it was!”
| ;‘”I don’t see why—1I don’t understand at all
T
| “I can just fancy how a man feels who has
committed a murder and is not found out
Yet,” he continued; “it was dreadful, and all
a0y own fault, too—every scrap of it.”

, Idid not feel so bitterly toward him after
this, His manner was genuine, if too forci-
'ble and fluent for everyday wear. I might
‘have even thanked him for his ted
sinterest in my health and said good morning,
if'I bad not suddenly remembered his sur-
loptinous visits to my lodgers’ apartments,
lﬂ'henlwasadamt,nndhonwi& He was

certainly an observant man, whom very
Aittle escaped. I moticed the broad smile
dlmppea.r, and he said, almost with astonish-
'ment;:

. “Why, you're offended with me still(»
£ vAs IIhave only seen you once before in
my life, I cannot very well. speak -of being
oﬂended Mr. Bird—but I must say”—

“No. no, dor¥ say it,” he cried, interrupt-
ing me, “don’t say a word more, please, I—
1 know it was a great liberty—an unwarrant-
‘able liberty—but I could’s help it. I wanted
to make a little return for all the troubleand
imisery I had brought about, and I couldn’t
think of anything else. Ihad just done it,
you see.”
jws “‘Done what!” I exclaimed, snappishly—I
could have screamodathimﬁortwv]ﬂns.

*Why, the little bit of camng—aren’t you
-talking about that?” he inquired,

T'il ‘trouble you to re-

=

pug g
#—Hmmypremisesum

S

”~

(ou conveniently can.” «

b. hl?!

t ¥“Butlam now, sir, to your un-

gentlemanly vior in bribing my servants

to let you inspect my apartmeénts,”

| %I didn’t bribe your servants, Mjss Neild.

‘Poot girls, I frightened them, but 1 did not
ve them money as a byi You might

ve thought' better of a& fellow than that,”

;‘ said, very sorrowfully; “Althougb why
fou should 1 don’t know exactly.”

#¥ou had no ht to go into my lodgers’

- and search for that trumpery umbrella

17
’ “No rlght l” he repeated.
nght.”

ft
} utoneot ose two old beggars has gob
lt " ho cried, energetically; “I'm sure of
m ”
i ‘“How date you say this to me!”
¥ “Who else can it be? ‘Lknow you haven't
got it,” he cried, “I am sure your two ser-
vants are as innocent as babes unborn, and
they were the only two besides in the house
that night—the upstairs lot had gone to Tun-
bridge for two days.”

“How did you know that?”

“Oh, I made every inquiry,” he expla!ned,
coolly; ‘‘and as the umbrella was a
possession to me—I think I told you betore it
was a gift from my father on his dying bed
=1 made every effort to find out what had
become of it.”

‘‘And a very mean way to find out it was,”
1 said, with asperity; “and—good morning.”

“Go-00d morn!ng," he said, in a low, croak-
ing voice. Heraised his bilious straw hat,
dropped his telescope, which he picked up
and tucked once more under hisarm, came
suddenly to a full stop, and let me go on my
way unmolested any further by him.

' 'When I had got a good distance from him,

I began to feel a little sorry—even a little in
.doubt if I had not been too hard upon him,
‘He bad appeared so utterly dumfounded by
iny last opinion of his conduct, and he had
turned of such a variety of oolors. Perhaps,
from his point of view, and with an umbrella
which bad vanished from every point of view.
he was not wholly to be blamed. Perhaps

le.- Perhaps Mr. Goode—oh! I was getting

‘as miserably distrustful as this unhappy man.

Yes, I was a little sorry. As I wentoff the
fort I stole one glance behind me to make
sure what had become of him—that his im-
Jpulsive nature éven had not led p
off the cliff,. He was all right; he was a long
way off—indeed, in the very place where I
had left him—not overwhelmed or mad with
grief and shame, asThad almost feared he
might be, but standing with his legs planted
widely apart looking at me through his tele-
scope. When he saw I had turned he
wheeled quickly round and feigned an inter-
est in the sea, knocking the hat off a bath
chairman just passing bim with an early faro
who had lost the use of his legs,

Well, there is an end of the intruder, I
thought and I could have wished—yes, I did
actually wish—that I had been more of a
young lady and less of a vixen in my re-
proaches to him. Ihad been put out by his
appearance at Margate, by his venturing to

: /;:mptam had—no, that was quite impos-

\ _ address me, and bad lost my self composure,

but then a more obtuse and aggravating per-
son I had never encountered before,

Not so very obtuse either, but very quick
to take a hint and to guess when he was dis-
liked and his company objected to, We
passed each other twice or thrice a day after
that, but he never ventured to speak to me
again. He bowed with great gravity and
exhibited extraordinary formality in taking
©off his hat, seizing it in the mu{dle of the
crown and raising it like the lid off a sauce-
pan, and there was no further occasion to
object to his expansive smile. He was a
stolid, even a woebegone young man, with
something on his mind. Had it not been for
that everlasting telescope under his arm one

{ him—that is, I hardly know him,”

could bave imagined him a prey to the deeps
est rooted sorrow.

I think he was the most sad when I pased
him in company with the captain who some-
times condescended to promenade with me,

{ and the most angry when I was out with Mr.

Goode, to whom I was a relief from the wear
and baar of two boys wonderfully full of ani-
mal spirits on unseasonable occasions. When
I was with Lily Brian, he seamed to brighten
up a little, and Lily was curious concerning
him, and asked me many questions.

y \Vho is that good looking young man,
Jane, who is always taking his hat off?’ she
asked one morning.

“He is a carver and gilder; I don’t know
I said.

““He called once about something he had
dropped down our area, and he has claimed
an aequaintance ever since.’

‘Then why doesn't he speak?” asked the
practical Lily.

‘“*He’s much too quick with his speech; and
it'sa very good thing he's a trifle quieter
Jjust now,” I said, sharply, and Lily looked at
me and said, eagerly,

“Tell me all about i!!

*‘No, he is not.”

“Oh, I beg your pardon, Jane; I thought
he was.”

An enigmatic dialogue, but we perfectly
understood each other. And I' hoped- that I
had made Lily understand I h&d no interest
in Mr. Bird, for young girls jump so rapidly
at conclusxons where young men are con-
cerned. Not that Lily was in the habit of
jumping after young men in any way—I do
not mean to ‘convey that impression. Lily
was full of spirits,but a good girl in every
respect, with not an atom’s worth of the
ordinary Margate jetty girl in her constitu-
tion; not she. Still, curiously enough, I was
deceived in and by Lily Brian. I had noidea
shecould have been so cunning or so easily
deceived. One morning when I walked
down the jetty I found to my intense aston-
ishment Mr, and Mrs. Brian, Lily, George, the
eldest Master Brian and Mr. Goode, all talk-
ing and laughing with Mr. Bird, and taking
it in turns to peer through his telescope at
some object on the far horizon. I walked up
slowly, and with blushes on my cheeks, I am
sure, in my surprise.

“Jane, my dear, here’s a gunboat,” said
Mr. Brian, as I approached; ‘‘this gentleman
has been kind enough to allow us to inspect
it through his very powerful telescope. Look
here, child.”

Mr. Bird did smile a little, in a sheep faced
and embarrassed kind of manner, as he
glanced toward me, but he did notsay a
word when Mr. Brian handed me the instru-
ment. Heeven let Mr. Goode focus the in-
strument for me. without interfering in any
‘way, although I fancied I heard him grind-
ing his teeth.

“It's a capital glass, sir,” said Mr. Brian to
him. Mr. Brian, being of a genial turn, was
always disposed to be friendly with the first
stranger whom he encountered out of town.
" “Yes, it’s a good glass.” -

“Had it long, sirt Would you like to dis-
pose of it now?” was the insinuating inquiry.

“It belonged to my father,” was the reply,
“‘therefore it has not a money value to me.
It was his present when I was one-and-
twenty, and I shouldn't like to part with it:"

Aunother - birthday present, I thought.
Heavens, if he were to lose this too!

y not, certainly not,” said Mr.
Brian, “I admire your good feelmg, sir,
George, you hear that,” he said to his son,
who was lac! in filial sentiment, and was
at that {dentical moment sucking the bare
knob of his stick as {f it were an egg.

George nodded and then winked at me. A
most objectionable lout was George, and Mr.
Bird scowled ferociously at him, and from
him to me.

Ilnspecf.edthegunboat,or tried to inspect
it, for the object glass was very misty with
litﬂe transparent worms that seemed to be
wriggling and g all over it; I
the telescdpe to its er, who said: *

you, ma’a.m,” very quietly, and with his look

of sadness developed a,

Still he remnzx %ly non-obtru- ¢
sive: he did not ammpt to force his conver-
sation “11:_?: me in any way, and presently he
was walking down the jetty with Mr. Brian,
and talking and lawghing as if he had known
him all his life.

I thought all this was a new and deep laid
scheme of his, but it was really Lily Brian
who was at the bottom of it all, or who at
least induced her parents and brother to say
from that day ‘‘Good morning” to Mr. Bird,
and even to shake hands with him. Hence I
was obliged to say “Good morning” also
when he directly addressed me, and to be-
come by degrees on speaking terms with him
again, and almost to forget that umbrella
question which had been a bone of conten-
tion—a whalebone of contention—between
us. Not that the umbrella was off his mind
in any way, for he had been introduced to
Capt. Choppers on one occasion—by Capt.
Choppers' express request, as that gentleman
wanted to borrow his telescope—and to my
astonishment I heard Mr. Bird say, five
minutes-after the introduction,

“You see, it was not for the value of the
umbrella, but because of the associations con-
nected withit, I hope you understand, cap-
tain.”

“I understand perfectly,” was the reply;
“but that was no reason why you should
have kicked up such an abominable uproar,

ip P

Is he"—

Capt. Choppers had borrowed the telescope,
and was now dominant and rude,

The time was drawing toward the end of
the holiday when Mr. Bird and I were friends.
I may remark, actually friends, although I
will say very firmly, and despite Lily Brian’s
opinion, nothing more than friends. Mr,
Bird’s holiday would expire a few days before
our own, I learned, and, though I would not
have owned it for untold wealth, I was sorry
he was going back to London. He had in-
formed me of his position by that time, and
of his prospects for the future, or of some of
them. He had given up the business, and his
father's business before him, of carver and
gilder in the Goswell road ; he was very clever
at his'trade, I felt sure, for he had been of-
fered the post of superintendent of work by
#in eminent firm in Oxford street, with whom

« he had done business for years, and at a very

respectable salary indeed.

He was exceedingly communicative the
last day of his stay in Margate; we were sit-
ting together under the shelter of the veranda
ofithe refreshment room, with the band play-
ing out in the rain.  We were alone fora
wonder; the  Brians were on the rocks in
search of anemones, with the exception of
Lily, who had left me half an hour ago, with
an injunction to come home if it “poured,”
and with an umbrella to shelter me, as I had
ventured out without my own. She had seen
—having very sharp eyes of her own—Mr.
Geoffry Bird advancing down the jetty,’and
had made some trivial little excuse to leave
me ‘‘to give the poor fellow a chance,” as she
told me afterwards. And there he was sitting
by my side, cool and comfortable, and with
the rain coming down in big drops and start-
ling and confounding the pleasure seekers,

‘I shall be quite the gentleman soon, Miss
Neild,” he said, with a laugh, “‘and with a
soul above shop keeping. I only want a few
friends about me to make life worth living,
but I have never had any friends. Never
had the time, or nevér saw anybody who was
worth taking any trouble about, until—until
lately.”

I could not reply to this, Idid not know-
what he meant by “‘lately.”

“People never took to me, either,” he con-
fessed, ruefully; “I have a bad habit of
speaking out what is on my mind, and I'm
inquisitive and suspicious at times, and so
forth. Altogether a beastly character.”

He waited for me to reply to this. I had
thought him abrupt and inquisitive and sus-
picious, but that seemed a very long time
ago now. He had improved wonderfully of
late days: there were little traits of charac-
ter, of frankness, earnestness, generosity, one
could almost admire, but I was not going to
tell him so, though he waited patiently as if
he expected something of the kind. Asif
men were not vain enough in themselves,
without being told of their accomplishments!

‘“You would not like anybody to say that
but yourself,” I said, however; and it wasa
remark which did not commit me to any-
thing.

¢“No. I should knock him down, prob-
ably,” he replied, ‘‘especially if it were the
captain or that railway goods inspector fel-
low.”

“Don’t you like them?” I asked innocently.

“Do you?’ he rejoined.

‘“‘They are old friends, almost.”

“You don't make your lodgers your
friends?’ he remarked.

“Not always.”

“I should think not,” he said, very scorn-
fully now.

‘‘But these two gentlemen knew me when I
was a little girl.”

“Ah, that makes a difference, I suppose;
that'’s why they are both so fond of you,” he
added, with a sigh.

“Fond of me%”

“You might marry either of them to-mor-
row, if you cared to hold up your little
finger; I can see that.”

‘“What nonsense!”

“‘Oh, it’s true enough,” he cried.

I laughed,

“Then I shan’t hold up my little finger.”

“That’s right,” he said; and he actually
drew along, deep breath, as though it relieved
him to hear me say no; ‘“for that captain'sa
pompous old nocodle—a selfish party, who's
stuck to my telescope a whole week—and the
railway man would fidget any woman out of
her life in a fortnight.”

‘“What’s the matter with him?

‘‘He’s an old woman, that’s all.”

‘‘Upen my honor, you are very uncompli-
mentary in your verdict upon my lodgers.”

“I hate your keeping a lodging house,” he
muttered.

“My poverty and not my will consents,” I
answered.

He was very silent for a long time now.
The visitors had hurried homeward, or had
sought shelter like oun:elves, the band had
ceased playmg, the rain was coming down in

“May I ask a favor of you before I go back
to London?” he said suddenly and very
hoarsely.

“What is it?”

‘“Will you say ‘yes'?”

“Not till I know what it is about,” I re-
plied, with spirit, ‘“‘certainly not.”

“Well, then,” he cried, ‘‘don’t give me
back that little bird I carved. You said you
would, and it has been preying on my mind
that it will come flying back some day when
I least expect it and so upset me terribly. I
want it hanging on your wall, to remind you
of me semetimes, you know; being a bird
like me, you see, it must. And though our
acquaintance did not commence auspiciously,
still you have forgotten and forgiven,
haven’t you?”

“Well—yes—almost.”

“And you'll keep that little carving?”

“Perhaps I will.”

“Bless you, Jane—Miss Neild, I mean,
And now”—-

I was getting alarmed at his vehemence,
and very much afraid of what he would say
next. I jumped up.

“I think I will go home to Lily, She’s all
alone, poor girl.”

“But it's raining cats and dogs.”

“I don’t mind the rain, and I'm fond of
cats and dogs,” I said, tripping from the
shelter and struggling to open the umbrella
which Lily had lent to me.

“You have caught cold in the rain before
new,” he said, dryly; ‘“‘do stop a few minutes
longer.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head, “I would
rather not.”

‘‘Here, let me manage that thing for you,
then,” he said, making a dash at the umbrella,
opening it and holding it above my head, ‘‘if
you must run away; but you'll get very wet.”

“I've got my waterproof.”

‘“Yes, but—oh, Lord!”

“What is the matter?” I exclaimed, as he
turned very red and white, just as I had seen
him on the fort, only now he looked at me as
if I were a ghost and my spectral appearance
had frightened him.

He did not reply at once, and I cried:

“‘Oh, what is the matter? Aren’t you well?
Won't you tell mef#”

“It's all right; that is, Ishall be all right
in a minute,” he answered, in quite a new and
hard tone of voice; ‘“don't mind me.”

“What can it be?”

“I tell you it's nothing, Miss Neild,” he
said. “Don’t take any notice of me, please, I
had rather you didn’t.”

It was a strange request, but Idid not. I
maintained a rigid silence, being a little net-
tled presently at his own silent movements at
my side, his steady stare ahead of him, the
stern expression on his face. He marched
along in so grave and dumb a fashion at last
that I could have slapped his face for him.
What did he mean by such behavior, I won-
dered? At theend of the jetty he brought
my heart into my mouth by suddenly roaring
out:

“No, I'lt never believe it! It's magic, it's
a lying dream, it’s anything but this! I can’t
believe it of you; I'd rather jump into the
sea than think of it for another moment.”

“Think what? Good gracious! why don’t
you tell me?”

“Think that you have deceived me all the
time. You, too, of all the lot of them!”

‘“What have I done, Mr. Bird?’

“This—this umbrella,” he cried.

“Well?”

“It—it’s the umbrella I dropped down your
areal My father’s present; I can swear to it
anywhere. They’re my initials on that silver
collar, ‘G. B.” Oh! heaven and earth, to
fancy for one instant that you—Miss Neild,
Iam going raving mad. Look at it, look
at it!”

Istared from him to the umbrella, which
he had thrust into my hands, and felt going
mad myself. I looked so terribly mean and
guilty, and yet I was so perfectly innocent,
and I did not want him now to have one
thought against me. I was confused; I did
not know how to explain; I felt too indig-
nant in the midst of my grief even to try to
explain; for he should not have jumped to
conclusions in this way, but have waited,
and then I burst inta tears.

“Oh, pray don’t cry,” he called out, ‘‘for
mercy’s sake, don’t, Jane; I don’t care about
the umbrella now, I don't mind your tak-

M,

“It's—it's not mine!” Iscreamed outat last.
“It was lent me by Lily Brian, because she
thought it—it—it would rain before I got
home. Therel”
| “Thank God! What an awful thief she is
for one s0 young,” he cried. “I am so tre-
| mendously glad, though, so awfully glad”———

“Take your umbrella,” I cried, pitching it
at him; “and I'm glad it's found, too, very.”

“I don’t mean I'm glad I've found it, but
that you"—

s

““How dare you suspect me - I cried, sweep-
ing majestically away from him, but he fol-
lowed me and held the umbrella over my
head again, and overwhelmed me with hur-
ried and incoherent apologies, which I de-
clined to accept.

“Perhaps it's not mine,” he said at last.
‘‘Pray be rational, Miss Neild. ‘B’ stands for
Brian as well as Bird Is Mr. Brian’s Chris-
tian name George, do you think?”

“Don’t speak tome. You know it’s your
umbrella.”

“It is a little like it,” he said, dismally.

“I don’t wan’t any miserable evasions, Mr.
Bird, and I never want to see or speak to you
again, and I"—

“Why, Jenny, what's the matter? cried
Lily Brian, suddenly appearing round the
corner of the stredt, and under another um-
brella, and with a shawl over her arm.
“Where have you been? Ma was afraid you
wanted more wraps, and has sent me out
with them, and—how d'ye do, Mr. Bird?
Who'd have thought of seeing you this wet
day?®

“I've offended Miss Neild,” he said, not
smiling in the least at her arch manner of
address to him.

““You! Oh,what about?’ she cried.

“That nasty, hateful umbrella,”. I said.
“Where did you get it, Lily? oh! where did
you get it

“What's the matter with the umbrella$”
asked Lily, very cool and self

“It—it’s not yours!” I exclmmed
never was yours!”

“No, it's George’s. He lent it me this
morning.”

“And where—where did your brother get
ite

“I don’t know.”

But we did very shortly. George had
found it in his father’s area, and, with a total

of other people’s rights—being
young and short of umbrellas—had quietly
appropriated it without any fuss. It was
like a merciful dispensation having his ini-
tials already engraved for him, too. Yes, it
was down Mr. Brian’s area that Mr. Bird had
dropped his umbrella that night, and Geoffry
had knocked at the next door by mistake.

I call him Geoffry now. And a very lucky
mistake-it was, he always says, even to this
day, and I have been Mrs, Bird three years,
and there is another little Bird crowmg in its
nest, too.

CORNER LOTS.

BY ROBERT HOWE FLETCHER..

“It

Tulita Anita de Lunavarita stood in the
garden, picking lavender. Although the sun
shone, and the waters of the bay sparkled,
and tHe ‘distant Coronados Islands and the
hills of Mexico floated in a blue haze before
her, Tulita had no eyes for the pretty picture.
Her mind was ococupied with weightier mat-
ters. Perhaps she was not even aware that
she herself made a much prettier picture
with her girlish figure relieved against the
white adobe house behind her, and her
sha.pely head poised on one side, as she critic-

ally examined, with her big dark eyes, each
spray of lavender. She may even have been
unaware that the young man walking on the
other side of the road was evidently of this
opinion, although when he made a misstep
into a chuek hole full of dust, through hav-
ing his eyes on her, Tulita's rosy lips puck-
ered themselves up, and a suspicious little
movement of her shoulders suggested that
she was not entirely ignorant of the young
man’s mishap.

But, as has been said, her mind was en-

aged with weightier matteu, and scarcely
vouchsafing a second glance at the retreating
figure of the young man, she entered the
white adobe bouse. : Placing her fragrant
load upon a table, she took up an old copy of
The Fashion Guide, which she had left face
downward when she went to gather laven-
der, and consulted it with a studious frown.
Then going to a chest of drawers, she pro-
cured some odds and ends of ribbons, and,
seati:dg herself with a business like air, pro-
, with many references to the instruc-
tions, to braid the sprigsof lavender together
with the ribbons,

““These useful as well as ornamental little
articles,” the book said, at the end of its dis-
quisition, “are rapidly becoming indispensa-
ble in’ every household. In fact, we know of
several young ladies who derive a comforta-
ble income from the manufacture and sale of
lavender sticks.”

“Idon't know,” said Tulita, to herself, as
she regarded her first effort disparagingly,
‘it seems to me that anybody would bea
fool to buy that. But, there,” she continued,
more hopefully, “you never can tell about
these Americans.”

And, proceeding with the work, she soon
exhausted her lavender and ribbons, and had
instead a neat little pile of “lavender sticks.”

‘‘Madre de Dios!” said Tulita, as with her
chin on her hand she gazed at the result of
her labors, “if that little mother of mine was
to catch me at this, how quickly those things
would go out of the window,” and she laughed
softly at the thought. ‘‘Although,” she con-
tinued, “if she can dosewing for money, why
should not I also werk? At any rate, I must
have ome shoes, that is the truth.” And
thrusting her foot out, she leaned over the
table to look atit. It was a dainty, slender
foot with an arched instep, but the shoe upon
it {was unmistakably, hopelessly ragged.
“Ah! go hide yourself,” said Tulita, severely;
‘‘you make me ashamed.”

Then sinking back on her chair, she rested
her chin on her hand once more, and thought:
“Ah, if only I could make enough to buya
pair of shoes.” And after awhile a tear
rolled down her cheek and fell on the laven-
der sticks. : S

But at this moment the click of the latch
on the garden gate made Tulitaspring to her
feet. With a quick movement she swept the
lavender sticks into a drawer, and when the
new comer entered the room, Tulita was be-
fore the mirror singing to herself, while she
braided her long hair, which had fallen as
suddenly as a southern night.

““Is it thou, madre?” she sald. -

“Yes, it is I—all that is left of me,” said
the lady who had entered, a8 woman whose
still handsome face was lined by grief and
trouble, ‘“Sainted Mother! but it is warm in
the sun,” she continued, fanning herself with
that indolent, graceful sweep of the wrist pe-
culiar to women of the south. Then, pausing
a moment, she elevated her head and said:
“What is that odor in the house, like sage
brush?’

“Perhaps it is this bit of lavender,” said

Tulita, hiding bher guilty face behind her
hair.

“Paugh!” said her mother.
strong. Throw it away.”

And as she obeyed, Tulita’s heart went
down into her ragged boots at this unexpect-
ed disparagement of the odor of lavender.
“‘Sage brush, indeed.” ' It disheartened her
50 that th€ idea of attempting to ‘‘derive a
corlfortable income from the manufacture
and sale of lavender sticks” was at once dis-
missed in scorn. Even the possibility of new
shoes grew very faint,

But with the next morning’s sun the hope
and high spirits of youth returned, and when
Tulita started to walk in to San Diego to
make some purchases for her mother, the
lavender sticks were hidden beneath her
shabby little black mantle. Last night, after
she had gone to bed, she had lain awake for
at legst an hour deciding where to offer them

“It is too

FOR INTERNAL

5 = AND—

| EITERNALTSE

Bleeding at the

JUHNSUN 3

Oures Diphtheria, croup.hthmn.
Lungs, Hoaro OOnzh.w‘ Oonsh- Morbus, Dysen-
containing infore

tery, Chronic Di-

arrhees, Kidney mation of very
Troubles, and great value. BEv-
Spinal Diseases. erybody should
We will send free, have this book,
postpaid, to all and those who
who gend their gend for it wily
names, an Illus- ever after thank
trated Pamphlet their lucky m-.

All who buy or order direct n-om us, and request it, shall receive a certificate that the money sha®
be refunded if not ab fled. Retail price, 25 cts.; 6 bottles, 8150, Express prepaid to
sny part of the United sumes or Canada. 1. 8. JOENSON & CO., P. O. Box 2118, Boston, Mass.

. THE

MOST WONDERFUL

FAMILY REMEDY
EVER KNOWN,

A .G.BOWES & Co,

21 Canterbury Street.

-
o o

S0LR AGENTS IN ST. JOAN FOR THE DUCHESS RANGE

Ted. 321

7=Call and examine it=

A 21 Gamerbury Stegl, cormer Ghureh.
CARPHETS

L AND-_

House-Furnishing Goods.

Skinner’s CarpetWarehouse

MY FALL STOCK

I8 OPENED ANDP READY FOR INSPECTION.

As I buy from Manufacturers only, Customers can
rely on getting First-Class Goods at the Lowest Prices.

A. O. SEINNER.

FURNITURE

PARILOR SUITS:
HAIR CLOTH, TAPESTRY, RAW SILK, BROCATELLE MOHAIR and SILK

BEDROOM SETS:
BIRCH, ASH, CHERRY, WALNUT and MAHOGANY.

Cheffoiners, Wardrobes, Bookcases and Desks, Music Cabinets,
Sideboads, Hall Racks, &c¢., &c. Rattan and Reed Chairs,
Carpet Rockers. Also, a complete assortment of

CHEAP GO

CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE.

JOHEHIN WHEITH

93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

BOOTS, SHOES= SLIPPERS

FRANCIS & VAUGHAN,
Vo1 STRE]?I'E;Q;'tment. 6!‘

Ladies’ and Gents’ Boots and Shoes

In all the Leading Ameriégn Lines.
ALSO THE BEST SELECTED STQCK OF '

Boys', Youths', Misses’ and Children’s Boots

To be found in the City.

FRANCIS & VAUCHAN,

19 KING STREET.

Maritime Lead & Saw Works.

JAS. ROBERTSON,

IRON, STEEL  GENERASMETAL MEBCHANT
AND

Manufacturer, ,
OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson's New Buldia,

Cor. Mill and Union Streets.
WILLIAM GREIG, Manage

.

-

R

T




- MC2397

THE SATURDAY, GAZETTE, ST. JOHN, N. .,

POOR

DOCUMENT

for sale. Senna & Squills’ drug store was
the favored place. It was on the principal
street, and had fine large windows full of
fancy goods. It would be a very simple mat-
ter to walk in and ask them to sell the sticks
for her. Of course she would pay them some-
thing for their trouble. Then, too, she had
heard that very morning thére were an un-
usual number of eastern tourists in town, and
she hurried her stepsso as not to lose any
{chances. -

But when Tulita came in sight of Senna &
Squills’ establishment her enthusiasm ebbed.
She chided herself for walking so rapidly and
getting heated and out of breath, What
would the peoplein the store think of. her?
Blower and slower, grew her parce, until, ar-
riving in front of her destinationsshe stopped
and looked at the display of fancy goods in
the window. The comparison was not favor-
able to her lavehder sticks.

“Perhaps, after all,” thought Tulita, ‘“‘the
idea of anybody wanting to buy such things
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N Tho Intsoolouiel Expoess o

(LIMITED.)

laugh at her! SHe concluded to think about
it a little more ard walked on,

The further Tulita went, however, the
more ‘her courage returned, until, telling
herself sho was behaving ridiculously, she
resolutely retraced her steps until the store
‘wasonce more reached. But again she paused
irresolutely before the window. Then she
crossed the street to look in the window of a
book store that might perhaps be better
adapted to her purpose. Deciding against
the book store, she returned to the drug
store. Then the dreadful thought oceurred
to her than ber moyc.aents must be attract-
ing attention. The policeman on the corner
had certainly looked at her very hard.
What if he should speak to her! This idea
was so appalling that Tulita hurriedly
walked on down the street, without looking
to the right or left. It was not until she had
turned the first corner: she came to that she
recovered her equanimity. Then scolding her-
self severely for this panic, she continued on
slowly around the bloek, until once more she
found herself in frontof Senna & Squills’
establishment.  Bracing up her treacherous
courage with a great effort she walked in.

One of the clerks, observing the hesitation
of a young and pretty customer, advanced
toward her, and, in his suavest manner, said:
“What can I do for you today, miss?” -

*“Is—a—is Mr. Senna in?” faltered Tulita.

“‘Mr. Senna, miss!? cxclaimed the young
man, with a look of surprise, “Mr, Senna is

”

=

roprietor.

Thoro First-

elass in a/

'orwards Merchandize, Money and Packages
evg description ; collects bills with Goods,
Dml;{s, Notes and Accounts. . :
MRnnning da.llyl'l (Sunday extxifptedt)', vnlt_h Spfe(alal

engers in charge, over the entire line of the
]'_net:sx'clt:f:u:im?1 Railway, connecting at Riviere da
Loup with the

Canadian Express Co.

for_all’points in the* Province of Quebée and On-
t:;t-iﬁ).tggguzhemWestem States, aQ:d at SteJohn
wi )

_American Express Co.

B ==~ for all'points in the Bastern and Southern States.
Branch offices in Summerside and Charlotte-
town, P, E. I. European Express forwarded an

received weekly.

s or Goods in Bond gromptly
attended to and forwarded with despateh.
Special rates for Large Consignments and fur-
ther.information on application to

AMES BRYCE, J, R. STONE,
J Superintendent. Agent,

A. G. BOWES & CO.

: 21 Canterbury Street,

And, with- burning cheeks, she found her-
self in the street once more. How far or
where she walked after that Tulita was never
quite sure,. When her thoughts were suffi-
ciently collected she discovered that she was
in front of one of the principal hotels. She
saw a news stand near the main entrance.
On the impulse qf the moment she stopped,
and, opening her bundle of lavender sticks,
she showed them to the proprietor and asked
him if he would try to sell them for her. He
was an elderly man, and while not enthusi-
astic over the prospects of a brisk business in
lavender sticks, he was very kind to the girl
and readily agreed to do all in his power to
advance her little venture. L

Rid of her bundle of lavender, which she
had begun to hate, Tulita turned her steps
homeward in high spirits. How easy it had
been to arrange the matter, and what a little
feol she was to have worried herself so.
After all, though, it was much better that
she had not left the sticks with Senna &
Squills. This news stand was by far the best
place, being right in the hotel,: where the
eastern tourists would be sure to see them.
And Tulita fell to wondering whether the
manwould sell any that day, and how many,
and how long it would be before they were
all sold. And when she passed a shoe store
she stopped and looked at the display in the
window-to see what kind of shoes she should
buy—although, to be sure, the variety of
shoes to be had for §3 was not great.

Meantime the newsdealer had sold all of
Tulita’s lavender sticks. Not that they had
filled one of the public's long felt wants, for
they had all been bonght by one person, thas
person being Mr. Brown, of Philadelghia.
Mr. Brown, while leaning idly against the
news stand, had seen Tulita come up, and on
getting asightof her face had said to himself
in surprise, “By Jove! That is the pretty
girl I saw in the garden yesterday afternoon.”
And although he politely moved away out of
hearing of the conversation, he furtively
watched the pretty girl, and bhad no difficulty
in understanding the nature of her trans-
action with the old newsdealer. ‘“Hard up,
of course,” said Mr, Brown, sympathetically.
Then as Tulita tripped away he returned to
bis lounging place by the news stand, and
picking up one of the lavender sticks with an
air of idle curiosity, asked what they were
for.

“They are made of lavender,” replied the
dealer, ‘‘and you put them in the bureau
drawer to make your clothes smell nice, at
any rate that is what the young lady who
left them here says. I never saw any myself
before. Iguess I'll sell 'em for souvenirs of
southern California. They are made by a
native Californian, and it will be a change on
horned toads,”

“That is a good idea,” said Mr, Brown
‘calmly. “In fact I have an aunt at home
who would not like horned toads, so I will
take some of these. How many have you
got? A dozen? Well, you can let me have
the lot.”

As the pleased dealer was wrapping up Mr.
Brown’s purchase that gentleman flipped the
ash from his cigar and said, after a pause,
‘““What do you mean by ‘native Californian?
Is not every one born in California a native?”

“Well, yes,” said the dealer, with patient
forbearance for the ignorance of this “tender
foot,” who was so good & customer, “I sup-
pose they are. But when we say native Cali-
fornian we mean the Spanish or Mexican
people, who lived here when the country be
longed to the greasers. Have you ever read
‘Two Years Before the Mast,’ by Mr. Dana?
If you haven't I have got a copy here I would
like to sell you. Mr, Dana was in San Diego
back in the thirties. There was not much
here then except a few adobe houses in Old
Town and the mission, but he gives youa
pretty good idea of the native Californian,
Some of them came originally from Spain,
and had grants of land from the king so big
that they could ride for days’ as the crow
flies and not leave their ranches, They lived
like lords that you read about, with a hun-
dred or so Indians to herd their cattle, and
every one that happened along was welcome
to the best. Helen Hunt gives you a good
idea of that in ‘Ramona.’ I would like to
sell you this copy; it’s the last I got left. You
have read it? Well, as I was saying, when
the Americans commenced coming in here
the native Californians began losing their
land. They found it necessary to have money
to keep up with the procession, and the most
of their ranches got pretty well plastered, so
that one way or another the big grar*

|
: : broke up, and so did the -~~~
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DEALERS IN

Stoves,
- Ranges

AND

Heating Appliances.

R

THF “DUCHESS” RANGE

HAS ALL THE

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS,
AND IS

Highly appreciated by all who'use it.

CITY anmAl'loN S.

CALL AND SEE IT

We make a specialty of
Stove Repairs.

GREAT

"~ "CHRISTMAS SALE

Now going on at the

o Creat ondons Clina T ',

No. 33 King Square.

Sign of the 14 Lights over the door.

10,000 beautiful gifts to be given away to
all purchasers of

TEAS AND COFFEES,

~ SUGARS AT NET COST.
C.L.&C. TeaCo’s,

33 KING SQUARE.

WANTE D!

-
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is absurd.” Suppose Senna & Squills should

well. You don’t want to buy Helen Hunt’s
book? - Mr. Dana’st Well, so long.” ¢
* » * * * *

Shoving the bundle of lavender into the
pocket of the light overcoat that hung across
his arm, Mr. Brown left the hotel, and with
the air of a man who has nothing to do and
all the day before him he walked along the
streets. Finally he entered a tall frame build-
ing bearing the legend ‘““Furnished rooms to
let.” Ascending to the top floor, he opened
the door of what proved to be a small apart-
ment, well filled with a bed and bed lounge,
both presenting evidence of recent use. In a
corner before a small looking glass Stood a
well dressed man of about 30 years of age,
carefully arranging a four in hand *tie. He
turned as Mr. Brown entered, and looked at
him expectantly, but immediately resumed
his occupation.

“Well, old man,” he said, “anything new{”

“No,” said Mr, Brown, throwing his over-
coat on the bed. The bundle of lavender
dropped out of the pocket, and Mr, Brown,
picking it up, shied it after the coat.

“What is that?” said the gentleman at the
looking glass; ‘‘manuscript?”

“No,” said Mr. Brown, with a slight look
of embarrassment; “something I got at the
hotel. Why the devil hasn’s that Chinaman
made the beds up?” he continued, impatient-
ly. “Itis nearly 12 o'clock.” And going to
the door Mr. Brown called out in no gentle
tones: ‘“Here you! Sing Lee! Sing Eeel”

“My dear fellow,” exclaimed his com-
paion, with an affectation of terror, ‘“for
heaven’s sake, don’t do that! You will stir
up the old woman. I spent a whole hour
this morning persuading her to be guiet for
another week.” And drawing Bry back
into the room, he tiptoed into the entry, and
cautiously peered over the banisters. Then
coming back, he closed the door softly, and
heaved a sigh of relief.

Brown’s puzzled expression changed toa
smile. “Oh,” he said, “I forgot about the
rent. But, I say, Benton, we can’t owe her
very much for this little coop; can’t you pay
her enough to let me kick that Chinaman
into some idea of decency?”

“Can’t be done, my dear boy,” said his
companion. ‘“You must learn to deny your-
self these luxuries.”

“Talking of denial,” said Brown, “I am
frightfully hungry. Have you had your
breakfast?’

““This don’t happen to be breakfast day,”
said Benton, ‘‘this is lunch day: but we will
have it early, in fact, I was only waiting for
you to come in. We dined off the last of my
watch last night, you know, 80 as not to
break that $5 piece of yours.”

At this Brown’s face changed, and his eyes
sought Tulita’s lavender sticks, which lay
upon the unmade bed. “I'll tell you what it
is, Tom,” he said, finally, looking up at his
friend comically, “you ought to break my
mk‘”

“Why? said Mr. Benton.

“Simply because I am not to be trusted

alone. Ithrew away $3 of that money this | &

morning. You see,” he ¢ontinued more
earnestly, “I ngver had an experience of this
sort before, qu I keep forgetting.”

*‘Of course,” said Benton, sympathetically.
“We can’t -expect a leopard to change his
spots in an instant.”

‘‘Here,” continued Brown, taking out his
purse, ‘“‘you take charge of the rest of this.”

“No, I'll be hanged if I do,” replied Ben-
ton. ‘““You forget our agreement in San
Francisco after that unlucky stock deal into
which I got you"—

“And in which youn lost fifty
my five,” interrupted Brown.

“You forget our agreement,” tinued
Benton, without heeding this , “‘that
we were to pool our resources, and share
equally gains and losses, from & two bit piece
to a hundred thousand dollars,” R

“A hundred thousand dollars,” repeated
Brown, meditatively.

“That is nothing,” said Benton, “I have
made as much as that before now.”

“In stocks, yes,” said Brown, “but they
have no stocks here,”

“No,” said Benton, “but they have some-
thing a hundred times better; they havea
magnificent climate, and harbor, and every-
thing to make a big city. And you mark
my word, there is going to be one of the big-
gest booms right here that the world has
ever seen. Kansas City won't be a circum-
stance to it. Why the climate alone”——

‘‘Oh, come down!” interrupted Brown, ir-
reverently.

Benton laughed and said, “Seriously,
Frank, if we only can manage to get hold of
some land our fortune is made. I am as sure
of that as that at present we are dead broke.
If that wealthy father of yours back in the
respectable village of Philadelphia only
knew what a glorious chance there was to
make a million or so right here”— and Mr,
Benton sighed.

‘Well, he won’t know throtigh me,” replied
Brown. “If the worst comes I can always
drive a team, but I won’t ask him for help.”

“I think you are wrong, old man,” said
Benton. “Not on account of the money, but
on general principles.  However, we will
make our stake just the same. And now
about lunch; I am starved.”

I think I ought to be made to eat the lav-
ender,” said Brown, looking ruefully at his
purchase, as he disclosed the contents oft the
bundle to his friend. “There; how is that
for a $3 investment?”

[To be continued.}
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Remarkable Restoration.

Mathew Sullivan, of Westover, Ont.,
was ill with dyspepsia for four years.
Finding doctors did little good he tried
Burdock Blood Bitters; six bottles cured
him, and he gined in weight to 178
pounds. - B. B. B. cures the worst known
casles of chronic dyspepsia after all else
fails.

< -

A Boon and a Blessing.

A boon and a blessing to mankind is
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil, the great pain de-
stroyer and healing remedy for external
and internal use. Yellow Oil cures all
aches and pains, rheumatism, lame back,
sore throat, croup, deafness, cramps, con-
tracted cords and lameness, Procure it
of your druggist.

Look Out For It.

If you are troubled with a cold or
cough, however light the attack, look out
for it, do not allow itto settle on the
lungs; break up the cough by loosening
the tough phlegm with Hagyard’s Pec-
toral Balsam.

Do Yon Believe in Signs?

We do, for instance the signs of torpid
liver are yellow eyes, sallow complexion,
pain under right shoulder, irregular
bowels, headache. low spirits and weari-
o may be removed

~hich is a sure
2 liver.

The dressmakers are endeavoring to
bring back the trimmed skirts, with their
multitudinous plaitings and flounces, but
women who have their clothes mads at
home by seamstresses who are paid by
the day will make a hard fight against it,
as they have learned by experience that
at least a full dag’s time in the making of
a dressis saved by the fashion of un-
trimmed skirts. Some skirts are made
entirely of plaits, however, and for light
woollen fabrics, such as crepeline, cash-
mere and India silk, and even in net and
piece lace, these are made with accordion
plaits extending up to the hips, and with
short and rather scant drapery.

During the cold season liftle girls as
well as boys wear long leather gaiters
that button up to the kmee. They are
superior in warmth to the old-fashioned
knitted leggings, and admit of short-
skirted girls and knickerbockered boys
playing out of doors and in the snow
without danger. They are closely stra
ped under the instep, are made of dark,
tan colored leather, and fasten with black
buttons a little larger than the ordina
shoe button. THEe tendency nowadays is
to dress small boys in long trousers dur-
ing the winter, usually of the sailor pat-
tern, reserving knickerbockers for sum-
mer weather. With these little sailor
suits comes a short coat of heavy pilot
cloth, with a deep turn-over collar, em-
broidered with gift anchors,

William Jessop recently died at Shef-

field, England. Mr. Jessop was well|_

known in the industrial world, and his
name will be recognized wherever steel
is used. “Jessop’s steel” ig a monument

to his memory which will not soon rust
opt.

COSTUMES. . VOSTUMES.

SPENCER’S
Standard Dancing Academy,

New Classes for
Tnesd% and Friday evening. Afternoon Class
meets Tuesday and Saturday. Call at the Acad-
eni; for information and terms. e

rivate Lessons given day and evening to
Violin Lessons ;given on reasonable
or beginners.

nmners meets every

suit pupils. )]
terms—a capital oppertunity
e line of

COSTUMES TO LET,

or made to order. Also, will let to responsible
parties out of town.
Violins and Strings for sale. Best quality
always on hand. I
CE ROOMS to let for Balls, Assemblies,
Parties, Tea Meetings, rs, and all respect-
able g_nthennfs.
Chairs, Tables, Dishes, Knives and Forks, Spoons
¢., all at low prices, to let.
Su%per proxp in connection with the
Aoademy for those wishing the same.
P to Let by the night, or moved at low
rates, as I have on hand the Sﬁings and competen
men to discharge this duty.

COME AND SEE ME.
A. L. SPENCER,
Next doer te Turner & Finlay’s Dry Goods Store

P. S.—Violins and other Musical Instruments
selected for those wishing to purchase. i
o pains will be spared to have the roomsin
good order at all times.

Esraprisaep 1846,

M. N. POWERS,
Gofin and Casket Wererooms,

-OLD STAND

77 and 79 PRINCESS STREET,
ST. JOHN, N. B,

Coffin 5 Casket Materials

OF ALL KINDS,

For Sale at Lowest Prices, ;
Orders in the; City and County atteénded to with
despatch.

— LD EL 18] -

Maritime Warehonsin

DOCKICOMPANY,

Victoria Wharf, Smythe Street,
(Foot of Union Street),
SAINT JOHN » N. B.

DIRECTORS:

SIMEON JONES, Esq., P ‘
GEORGE ROBERTS0 x"‘x%snx-nxfggsmsm,
. FatRtthaoxDy
W. H. THORNE, ESQ.R e

THOS. STEAD,

- Secretary and Manager

BONDED and Free Warehouses, Goods stored

at moderate rates. Warehouse  receiprs-
negotiable by endorsement, issued under authorit
ty of Special Act of Parliament of the Dominion
of Canada.

Shippers may consign goods direct to the Com-
pany. With substantial and dry warehouses and
commodious wharves and slips, this company is in
a position to receive consignments and attend to
shipments with the utmost despatch.

All communieations to be addressed to

THOS. STEAD, Sec’y.

2%"Tnsurance at minimum rates, _

Notice.

APPLICATION will be made to the Parliament
of Canada at its next session for an Act to
incorporate The Saint John Bridge, Doek and Im-
provement Companﬁ, with power to erect bridges
across_Courtenay Bay, and across the Harbor at
Navy Island, Saint John, with provision for vest-
ing in the said Company the flats of Courtenay
B_ai, subject to the proper protection of private
rights, as well as the rights of the Corporation of
St. John; and also to vestin the said Company
that portion of the said Courtenay Bay and flats
which belong to the Crown, subject to Order-in-
Council, with power to reclaim the land of said
flats, and with power to establish and operate Lo-
comotive and Car Works, and also Smeltmg
Works and other manufacturing enterprises, an:
likewise with power to _build, buy, lease, charter
and run steam and sailing vessels, to build and
operate wharves, docks, warehouses and grain
elevators, and to build and _Oﬂemte railways and
tramways connected therewith and with all other
powers and for all other purposes incident there-

The said bridges are intended to be toll bridges
and to be arranged with draws. The rates of toll,
height of the arches, interval between the abut-
ments _or piers for passage of rafts and vessels,
the dimensions of the bridges and of the draws,
:éll to illm subject to approvuﬁ)f the Governor in

ouncil.

Dated Dec, 12th, 1887.. ;

HARRISON & PUGSLEY.
Solicitors fer Applicants.

Fall & Winter =

Dry Goods

AT

179 Union Street 179

White, Se't, and Glfey Flannels,

Comfortables,

Gent’s Scotch and Canadian/| A

Shirts and Pants,
Ladies’ Wool Vests,
Ladies’ and Children’s Wool
Hosiery. :
BI’k and Col’d Ulster Cloths.

[ o Velveteens.
‘White and Colored Swansdowns.

Men’s Cardigan Jackets, &c.

p&sAll goods marked Very Lowest
Cash Prices.

HENRY J. PITTS.

8t. John Busimess College

EVENING CLASSES will re-opent

MONDAY EVENING, OCT. 10.
‘ ¥&8.. Hours 7.30 to 9.30.

Ten per cent. discount will be allowed
all who enter at once for full winter term

SpecrauTies. Book keeping, Arithme-
tic, Penmanship; Commercial Law, Cor-
respondence, etc.

Many, good book-keepers have qualifi-
ed themselves by attending evening
classes.

8€8%._8end for our new circular,

8. KERR,
. Principal.
0dd Fellows’ Hall

1,200 PAIRS

B
Laced Boots!

SIZES: 1, 2, 3, 4, 3.

—— SELLING FOR——

One Dollar § Upwards

900 PAIRS
Youths' Laced Boots,

SIZES: 10, 11, 12, 13.
—FROM— -

90 CENTS PER PAIR TP.

Also Solid Leather, Inner
Soles and Counters.

Waterbury
&
Rising,

St./212 Union St |

St. John Academyof Art

SCHOOL OF DESIGN.

NOW c‘pen for instruction in Free-Hand Draw-

.\ ing from objects. Perspective mmtmis in
Oils and Water Colors by competent teache:
China painting taught by the mbst improved
methods. 8S0ns in pn.mtmg by mail. Classes
for teachers on Saturdays and two nights a week.
Circulars sent on application.

JOHN C. MILES, A. R. C. A.; Principal.
FRED. H. C. MILES, Assistant.

ROBT. C. BOURKE&o,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

HATS, CAPS & FURS,
63 Charlotte Street,
St. JOHIN., N. B.

FREEMAN'S
WORM POWDERS.

Are pleasant to take. Contain thelrown
Purcative, Is a safe, gure, and effectual
destroyer of worms in Children or Adulta

‘@frzEs CoucHs
| WANTED.

HOARSEN
Hides, Calfskins,
Sheepskins,
Wool and Wool Pickings.

Persons in the country sending the
above will promptly receive the highest
market prices.

THOS L. HAY,

Storeroom~Hoad of\Alle_v,jl.') Sydney St,
Resiaence—4l Paddver pereey

~ will run daily (S

RAILROADS.

Now Brsvick Ry (o7,

——

ARRANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in_effect Oc-
, tober 24th, 1887, Teaves St. :John Inter-
clonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.

8.40 a. m—Express for Bangor, Portlani,; Bog«
ton and points west. and for edericton,
St. Andrews, St. Steghen Houlton, Woodstock
Presque Isle, Grand Falls and Edmundston,

3.45 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points,

8.30 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For Bangor,

ortland, Boston, and all points west, (except
Saturday and Sunday nights)*for Houlton
Woodstock, St. Stepnen, Presque Isle and
grand Falls, with Pullman Sleeping Car for
angor.

ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.

5.45 a.m—(Except Monday Morniglg)—From Ban-
gor, Portland, Boston and all points west,
and from St. Stephen, Houlton and Woodstoclk,
Presque, Isle and Edmundston.

10.00 a.m—From Fredericton and intermediate

points. -
4.10 p.m—From Bangor, Portland, Boston and all
ﬁoxsts wess:, S::dh froE gredevvctog.t Si,
ndrews, St. en, Honlton, Woodstoc]
Grand Falls and resque Isle, Y

LEAVE CARLETON.

8.25 a.m—For Fairville. and for Bangor and all
points west, Fredericton, St. ‘Stephen, Ste
Ax:glx;ews. Houlton and Woodstock and points
north.
3.30 p.m—For Fairville, and for Fredericton. and
intermediate points.
ARRIVE AT CARLETON_'; ,“'

10.10 a.m—From Fairville and Fredericton."
4.20 p.m—From Fairville and points west,
H. D. McLEOD,
Supt. Southern Division.

J. F. LEAVITT, Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent.
8t. John, N. B., October 17, 1887. = '

INTERGOLONIAL RAILWAY.
1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1888

ON and aftngONDAY, Nov. 28th 1887
the trainsof this Railway will run daily
(Sunday excepted) as follows:—

Trains will Leave St. John,

Us 1
E . 6
ExprEss ror HaLrrax & QUEBEKC..... .. 8
“AHS.lﬁ;ap;x?x Car runs daily on the 18 00 train

On Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, a Sleepin;
Qar for Monytresl will‘l e n.ttachgd toy the :5)05
ress, and on Monday, Wednesday and Fridag
a Sleeping Car will be attached at Moncton,

Trains will Arrive at St.John:

Expauss rroM HaLreax & Quessc

ExPRESS FROM SUSSEX
OCOMMODATION.. .,

Day Exr;

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.
D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superi
i ief Superindendew
Moncton, N, B., November 22nd, 1887.

Crand Southern Ralwey,
ST. &TEPHE_N_ & ST. JOHN.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

ON AND AFTER SATURDAY, Feb. 5, Trains
undays ezocepted), as follows;~—
LEAVE ST. JOHN at 2.09 p. m., and Carleton at

%é% pdlzlte' for.Stt. George, St. tg}ghta:, and‘il;:

rme: oints, arriving in St. Geor;

5.14 p. m.; St. Stephen at 742 p. m, s
LEAVE 8t.' Stephen at 7.30 a. m.; St. George at

10.00 8. m.; arriving in Carleton at 1.00 p. m.; St

John at 1.15 ? m.

Freight, up to 500 or 600 Ibs.~not large in bulk
=will.be received by James MouLsox, 40 Water
street, up to 5 p. m.; all Iarger weights and bulky
frexfht must delivered at the Warehouse,
Carleton, before 6 p. m. .

e, will be_received and delivered at

MoursToN’s, Water Street, where a truol will

be in attendance. J. N. GREENE, E
s N. , Eanager.
F. W. HOLT, Superindendent. "

STEAMERS.

INTERNATIONAL

STEAMSHIP COMPANY.
WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

—FOR—
BOSTON.
Via Eastport and Portland.

OMMENCING MONDAY, November 14, ant

2/ until further notice, Steamers of this Line
will leave St. John every MONDAY and THURS-
DAY morning, at 8 a. m., for Eastport, Portland

and Boston,

Returning, will leave Boston at 8.30 a. m., Mon-~
day and Thursday, and Portland at 5 . m., same
days, for Eutﬁgrt and St. John,

Also, leave Boston for Annapolis every Monday,
at 8 a. m,
H. W. CHISHOLM, Agent.

~ NOVA SCOTIA
STEAMSHIP (0, Limited,

DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,

Yarmouth, Kentville, Halifax, and all
intermediate stations.

ON and after NOVEMBER 14th, and until*fur-
7 ther notice, the Steamer Skcrer will leave
Saint John for Dlﬁby and Annapolis every MON-
DAY, WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY morn-
ings, at 7.45 local time. Returning will leave
Annapolis and Digby same days, after arrival of
trains from Halifax and Yarmouth.

H."W. CHISHOLM,
iReed’s Point Wharf.

BOARDING.

‘\ INGLisH Lapy, has taken
LY e hous Carmarthen Street, ard will
be; :ceive Gentlemen koarders, who
{ will have with her all the comforts of home. uilR
AoLs Wodsiaite A Uvud Labive




=&

N

THEBSATURDAY GAZETTE, ST. JOHN, N. B.

'

POOR DOCUMENT

THE WHIRL OF TRADE.

ABSALOM IVORY DISCUSSES SOME
THINGS HE SAW THIS WEEK.

A Peep Into Leading Grocery, Drug,
Book and Clothing Stores.

- L re——

During the past week it has been very
difficult for street pedestrians, male or
female, to preserve an equipoise. The
banana peel of the alleged humorist,
curled up and went tosleep weeks ago,
knowing that a greater than he was
about to make his advent in this world
of sin and sorrow. To-day the Saunterer
would welcome with joy the innocent
but-unreliable banana peel on the yield-
ing concrete” or the dewy picnic ground,
for, know ye, the yielding concrete of
July, and the odorous grasses of August
and September, are much less exaspera-
ting on first acquaintance, than the ice,
which spreads itself all over the face of
nature, and shouts to the confiding cauch-
touche, “It is I, old man: be not afraid.”

In his rambles about during the past
week the Saunterer has been elbowed by
few others than the small boy on his
hand sled and sweet serenity in her to-
boggan or skating suit, and he has found
it convenient to drop in upon his chance
acquaintances, as (Howells calls them,
xore frequently than he would were the
spring flowers blowing and thegreen grass
grow’ @ nd the soft winds whispering of
bloom1. ¥ hards and violet haunted
woods. Thewnolidays have gone, and
with thce have departed a part of the
burden (W "ief that is borne by the im-
pecunious 3 ° that particalarseason, but
the store o1

'GEO, ROBERTEON AND 00.,

on King street, is slow to doff its festive
attire, and looks just as inviting to-day
a8 it did

% The night before Christmas when all through

the house vige
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse.”

Great as was the trade of this firm dur-
ing the holidays their stock of choice
groceries is unimpaired, and full. Here
are displayed in tempting array the finest
oranges and lemons that are produced in
the tropics ; raisins, currants, dates, figs
and prunes of the very choicest quality;
Keilior’s marmalade and jams and jellies;
preserved and fresh fruits from the sun-
ney slopes of California; mince meatin
glass jars; new process tomato catsup and
calves’jfoot jelly, in jars; Crosse & Black-
well's and Lazenby’s pickles; Lea &
Perrin’s Worcester, Harvey’s, Yorkshire,
Nabob and John Bull sauces; Lazenby’s
mushroom and tomato catsup: Huntley
& Palmer’s and Peek, Frean & Co.’s Eng-
lish buscuits; canned goods, in fish,
flesh, fow] and fruit; English and Ameri-
can chocolate and cocoa; English and
anadian confectienery; prepared cereals;
ch and German mustard; Coleman’s
mustard in five qualities; macaroni and
vermicelli; nuts of all kinds; Chase &
Sanborn’s coffees; a large variety of teas
fron China, India and Japan, some of
which are very choice, and everything in
fact which is requisite for a first class
breakfast,dinner or supper. “We have
no demand for poor goods,” said Mr.
Robertson, as the Saunterer sauntered
away, “and we never cumber our shelves
with experimental purchases.”
= “Sell? We sell everything that is
wanted by a man of letters,” answered
MR. D. MCARRTHUR, "

the geniel young King street bookseller
to a question propounded by the Saun-
terer, “Last year we sold three thousand
volumes of Routledge’s, Warne’s and
Ward & Locke’s six penny libraries ;
there are a good many old fellows here
in 8t, John who have a lingering fond-
ness for such old books as the novels of
Smollett, and Fielding, and Miss Burney
and Walter Scott, and in those libraries
these books are fairly printed and sold
at a low price. Our sales during the
holidays were forty per cent. in excess
of those of 1886, and that may be con-
sidered a fair index to the growing in-
telligence of the yeople.” Mr. McArthur
keeps a full stock of Brice's, Lovell’s and
Monroe’s pocket libraries, bible and
prayer books, the Standard authors,
photo albums, fine stationery, musical
instruments and blank books, and seems
to be always busy,
In the interest of those who are par-
ticular in the matter of wearing apparel,
MR. T. YOUNGCLAUS
displays at his store in the Market build-
ing one of the finest stocks of gentlemen’s
lish and Scotch suitings ever shown
the province, which was personally
. slected by Mr. Youngclaus while recent-
,”ﬁy abroad. These goods are made up to
/ 7order at the establishment in the latest
styles and at the lowest prices, or Mr.
Youngclaus will supply the hurried cus-
témer with suits made up on the premis-
es for such emergencies. The stock of
furnishing goods kept by Mr. Youngcfaus
is large, fashionable and of late inporta-
tion.
If everybody who visits the drug store

MR. R. D. MCARTEUR

on Charlotte street, were an invalid or
the messenger of an invalid, the Saun-
terer would be appalled. Butsuch is not
the case; Mr. McArthur’s stcckx of French
and English perfumes, toilet cases, fancy
cut bottles, fine brushes and combs and
a thousand and one other things which

are especially fascinating to the senses, is
very choice; the public have found out
that such is the case, and thus the Saun-
terer accounts for the popularity of hig
establishment. Apsaroym Ivory.

Hints to Housekeepers.

The high four-posted beds of a century
ago are again popular.

Decayed vegetables should not be left
inl the cellar; and cellars should be white
washed to be kept sweet and clean.

Put salt in the water to prevent black
calicoes from fading when they are
washed.

The best bathrooms have a natural
wood floor, or are covered with oilcloth
or soimething of that kind of material.

Half a teagpoonful of common salt dis-
solved in a ﬁ?t({s cold water and drunk
will instantly relieve heartburn.

No matter whatever fancy soap may
be on the washstand, a piece of old brown
Windsor or white Castile should find a
place on it also.

A good substitute for buttermilk is a
thin batter made of flour and tepid water,
and allowed to remain long enough to
sour.

Many very fine cooks will'iot use bak-
ing powder, soda or eream of tartar in
cake making, while others think it im-
possible to do without it.

When laid away for any length of
time, linen should be washed, rough
dried without bluing; and laid in loose
folds without much weight on it.

Buttonholes in children’s garments are
apt to tear out, especially in waists and
drawers bands. If you will stitch a strong
cord immediately in front of the button-
holes you will have no more trouble o
this kind. :

For a burn or scald, make a paste of
common baking soda and water, apply
at once and cover with a linen cloth.
When the skin js broken, apply the white
of an egg with a feather; this gives in-
stant relief, as it keeps the air from the
flesh. i

Since so many women have to spend
so much of their lives in the kitchen it
should be made a f)lace of comfort. Be
sure and have a lounge or easy chair
there.

For a good tooth gowder mix together
one ounce of powdered orris root; one
dram of gum camphor, two drams of
powdered myrrh, half an ounce of pre-

pared chalk. .

Women who do their own work regard
their rough hands with' great distress.
To make and keep them soft wear old
gloves at night, just rubbing in an oint-
ment made by beating the white of an
egg to a froth and stirringit into a cup of
melted lard to which is added one tea-
spoonful of glycerine. Keep the mixture
in a covered jar, excluding the light.
Perfume may be added. '

Great care should be taken in washing
milk cans, and all vessels into which
milk is set, as milk “turns” veriy]' rewdiliwl'
when put in an unclean dish. Was
first in cold water, second in a strong so-
lution of soda and water, and then in
clean tepid water. Wipe dry, and if pos-
sible set out of doors to sun and air.

The Crown Prince of Germany and
Her Son.

It seems to be the general opinion that
should the Crown Prince’s malady prove
fatal—which heaven forefend—the peace
of Europe will not much longer be pre-
served, owing to the bellicose proclivi-
ties of the next heir to the throne of Ger-
many. This is a'fine manly young fel-
low, with a decided will of his own,

although in his more youthful days he | young

found upon one occasion that his good
mother—our Princess hoyal—possessed
a more powerful one. The young Prince
William, before he was of age, was des-
parately enamoured of a very charming
singer at the opera. They billed and
cooed: for some time in secret, but event-
ually the Crown Princess became aware
of the liaison. Did she go into hysterics,
or storm or rave? Did she go down on
her knees and implore her firstborn not
to make such a mesalliance? No. That
same evening, just before dinner, she ap-
peared in the ante-room, a page follew-
ing her, bearing two enormous photo-
graph-books, which, at her command,
was placed upon a table. Prince William
was seated in an armchair, gazing
dreamily into the fire. .

“My son,” said his mother calmly
“look into those photograph-books, and
make your choice of the princesses w
poriraits .are there, for a wife. If the
choice is not made by this time to-mor-
row, you shall go to sea for three years.”

Prince William concluded to choose;
andlgt‘xe charming regult is known to the
wor .

There is an effort being made toreturn
to satin for evening wear. When it is
rich nothing is so handsome, but its vul-

tion & year or two since by cheap
qualities maxfe it fall into disfayor. Now,
however, itis seen occasionally at the
Motmpofitan ra House and at big re-

ceptions. At the former place the other

night a pretty, clear-skinned brunette
was dressed in heavLivory-co}omq satin
made with a plain skirt hanging in full
folds, full rich draperies openingin front,
and a long pointed decolette ce. The
only trimming was gold embroidery
down the front of the bodice.

The Happy n:-n at Schoel.

When wrinkles furrow brow and cheek
And age begins to cool !

Our ardor ; with a sigh we speak
About the days at school.

Sometimes indeed a tear we shed,
Recalling them to view,

As if those hours forever fled,
No sorrow ever knew.

Their woes have all from mem’ry gone:
The slights o’er which we grievel,
The lessons found so hard to con,
The tannings we received
Forgotten are ; but all that gives
Us pleasure we retain :
The memary of joy outlives
The memory of pain.

The happiest hours our boihood knew
Were not the hours at school,

Eut those spent when the line we threw
Into the glassy pool, .

Or in the river took a dip,
Or when the season found,

Us fighting for the championship
Upon the base ball ground;

“The hn{zpy hours at scheol” ye poweis
Make known, what hours were those?

The hours at school are irksome hours
As every schoolboy knows.

The hours at sehool! Oh, sigh no more
That they have gone for aye, -

Or sigh fer those that came at four
0’clock . M. each day!

The opouing Ehapters of The
Breton Mills will be found on

the Second Page.

| ported.

CURIOSITIES OF LIFE.

Mrs, Holloway Evans, of Marion county,
8. ., has given birth to five children inside
of one year. :

A Petersburg, Va., patriarch, 75 years of
age, is now living with his eighth wife, and
is the happy father of thirty-six children.

Dr. H. A. Spencer, who died in Erie, Pa.,
Jan. 1, predicted a week before Christmas
that his death would occur on New Year's
day. i

A manin Thomaston, Ga., is said to have
caught 567 chimney swallows in one night by
putting a board over the chimney where
they came to roost, .

Henry Dennison, hunting on the great Ope-
ongo, Renfrew ¢ounty, Ont., found in an old
shanty a man who had lost his way and had
not eaten anything in twenty-five days.

A well recently opened by Dr. H. Lane, of
Port.la:nd, Ore., surpri its proprietor by

the temperature of the water 501

that it now has in it twenty-five feet of boil-
ing hot water.

In the cemetery of Menosha, O., is & tomb-
stone of sixteen tons, cut in the form of a
tree with birds and squirrels lodged in its
branches, and ferns, flowers, an open book,
and a scroll of music at the base.

After the battle of Spotts¥ivania, W. R.

Mullins, of Union Point, Ga., picked up a 3

knife and fork on the battle field. He took
them home with him after the war, and from
that day to this has never eaten a meal with-
out them. .

A negro thief was found lying dead near
Wilmington, N. C., by the bod~ ¢ a hog he
had stolen and killed. It - evident that
while trying to carry #' ¢ .og away he had
strained himself &'« apparently died in-
stantly of heart di;.ase.

The wife of John Bradford, of Wilming-
ton, Del., left her bed while fast asleep,
walked from the chamber into the hall and
fell down stairs, breaking her nose and sus-
taining other severe injuries. She had been

dreaming at the time of a similar accident |*

which had occurred to an acquaintance, a
lady, a year ago.

DAUGHTERS OF EVE.

M. Maurice Bernhardt’s wife is said to be
particularly pretty and a clever artist.

In Morocco women who talk scandal are
punished by having cayenne pepper rubbed
into their lips.

Mrs. Garfield, mother of President Gar-
field, is 87 years old, but retains her mental
faculties' and is comparatively strong in
body. .

A girl employed as waiter in a Homer
(Mich.) hotel, was bitten by a mad dog ten
years ago and riow has her second attack of
hydrophobia.

Mrs. Charles Dickens, who is visiting this
country with her husband, is described as a
motherly, sweet faced little English woman
of the true British type.

Mrs. Mary Gallagher, of South Bethlehem,
Pa., is 104 yearsold, and recently danced a
jig to the music of a violin. She belongs to
the famous family of the L. H. G. Gal-
laghers.

Robert Louis Stevenson's wife has left the
Adirondacks for a short period. She is now
in Philadelphia for the first time in her ILife,
She says she is impressed by the cleanliness
of that city.

A young woman of Bangor, Me., who had
been forbidden by a jealous suitor to go to a
dance with a rival, had the jealous swain ar-
rested and lodged in a cell, and she went to
the dance with the other fellow.

A number of young ladies of Hastings,

Neb:, met in council recently and passed
resolutions declining to attend balls with the
men unless the latter consent to sup-
ply them with invitations to the opera occa~
sionally.
“ Miss Sallie Kennedy is said to be one of
the most successful real estate agents in Wash-
ington. She succeeded to the business onthe
death of her father. During one week re-
cently she is said to have realized several
thousand dollars in commissions.

Signorina Tue, the accomplished violinist,
was unfortunate in the time or the manner of
her visit to this country., Her manager has
paid her $5,000 forfeit ntoney, and she has
returned to Europe, where her performance
meets with heartier appreciation than it has
been accorded here.

RELATING TO NOTES.

Notes dated Sunday are void.

Notes given by minors are void.

Notes obtained by fraud, or given by an
intoxicated person, cannot be collected.

Notes falling due on Sunday, or on a legal
holiday, must be paid the day previous,

A joint note is ono signed by two or more
persons, who each becomes liable for the
whole amount. iy o

An indorser has o right of action against
all whose names were previously on a note
indorsed by him.

Deposits of money in a bank, placed to the
credit of depositors, are always subject to
their check for full amount due.

The maker of a note that is lost or stolen
is not released from payment if tho amount
and consideration can be proven.

Three days’ grace are allowed on all time
notes, after the time for payment expires; if
not then paid, the indorser, if any, should be
legally notified, to be holden.

A negotiable note must be made payable
either to bearer, or be properly indorsed by
the person to whose order it is made. If the
indorser wishes to avoid responsibility, he
can indorso'“without recourse,”

Demand notes are payable on presentation
without grace, and bear legal interest, after
ademand has been made, if not so written.
An indorser on a demand note is holden only
for a limited time, variable in different
states.

GASTRONOMICAL TID BITS.

The shooting season ended Jan. 1, in several
states, which means “ice box and clandestine
game.,”

Ice cream in the form of alphabetical
blocks, such as the children play with, is thg
latest.

Anglomaniacs are the only ones who deny
American plum pudding is equal to the im-

Game that requires to be served as a
“salmi” is usually the kind best to forego the
pleasure of eating.

Frozen food of any kind, all intelligent
diners agree, is an abomination. And this is
particularly true of fish.

One of the Parisian restaurant keepers
hangs out a placard reading: ‘‘Kakes de
buckwheat du Americaine,” and fancies he
leads the procession.

At some of the most fashionable dinner
parties in London American cheese is
served with lettuce, and is esteemed a luxury
beyond the demestic article.

Consomme in cups at a Chicago lunche:
was a novelty to one of the lady guests.
called the waiter and politely res
“three lumps of sugar, please.”

FUNNY MEN'S SAYINGS |

WHAT THE SAD-EYED SCRIBES OF
THE HUMOROUS PRESS WRITE

Paragraphs from a Great Namber of
Plaees and About a Great Number.
of Subjects. -

A large number of Chicago girls met
one evening last week for the purpose of
forming a “ladies’ anti-slang society.”
The meeting was called to order and Miss
Sadie De Pork elected President. Before
taking her seat she said in a clear, calm,
well-modulated voice:

“Really, girls, I'm too badly rattled by
the honor conferred upon me to give you
much of my guff. It's the first time I
ever tumbled to anything of this sort,
and I hardly know just how to ¢catch on.
However, I'll try to be sufficiently up to
snuff not to let any flies light on me
while doing the President-of-this-society
act. I’'m with you in this move, and
don’t any of you forget it. All over our
land slang words and phrases are multi-
lying like flies in sorghum time, and it
ig our duty to help knock this crying as
gilly as possible. Let our motto be
‘Shoot the Slangist.’”

LABOR ITS OWN REWARD.

_Zeke (breaking wood)—My mammy
gx.bs mie a penny every day for choppin’

is wood. :

Abe (enviously)—Am dat so? An’ wot
do Z%o’ 111_1(\3 wid dat cent?
ke—Oh, I doan buy nothin’, ’caus

mammy am savin’ ’em fer me to buy a
new axe wen 'dis heah one gits played
out.—[Harper’s Young People.

GLOOM IN A KENTUCKY TOWN.

In a Kentucky town. Stranger (to
nsﬁi\'e)-—Your people seem to be depres-
sed.

“Yes, we have suffered an awful cal-
amity.”

“Financial crash?”

“No, worse than that. Buck Spillers is
dead.” -

“Your Mayor, I suppose?”

“Oh, no; he kept the Dew Drop saloon.”

“Must have been a prominent man?”

“No, not particularly.”

“Then why does his death cause such
general sadness?”

“Why, you see, his wife has decided to
keep the saloon closed until after the
funeral.”—[Arkansaw Traveller.

THE ENGAGEMENT IS BROKEN,

(Penhallow, of a very blue Boston
family, visits the home of his Connecti-
cut fiancee for the first time, sees a
picture upside down.)

She—Most everbody is surpgised at the
way dear old papa’s portrait1s hung; but
ﬁou see he made his money clowning for

arnum and mamma thought he’d be
more comfortable in his natural position.
—[Judge.

ETEELED TO ITE FATE.

“Does it not seem a dreadful thing to
you when you reflect that it will not be
many years, at the most, before you lie
down in the silent tomb?” said the tract-
distributor.

“Qh, no, no, no,” said the jaded-lookin|
man; “the silent tomb dreadful? No,no!”

“You are repared, then, I trust, for ”—

\“PrepmJ E‘ 'm prepared for anything.
Pm the proof-reader for a comic paper!”
—[Chicago Tribune.

First Footpad—Poor Jim’s dead.

Second Footpad—So I heard—shot
th{)o,?gh the heart by a gent he ftried to
rob.

“Yes, sir. It's an outrage, a bloody
outrage. These ’ere perlicemen ought to
be court-martialled.”

“What for ?”

“For not enforcing the law against car-
ryin’ concealed weapons.” — Omaha
World.

BCRAPS.

The man who works harder than his
employer believes in the force of example.

One of “Violet’s” letters boiled down:
Oh, would I could see to your wants,
Attend to your cuffs and your collars,
I think you're an angel in Jumts,
Please send me two hundred dollars !
Strange as it may apEear, it is usually
a cold day for a man when he is “fired.”

Ella Wheeler Wilcox says: Where
ten women are tempted, two only fall
Where ten men are tempted, two only
stand. This istrue, no doubt, but whed
it comes to standing treat man is ahean
of woman every time.

In view of the fact that the price of
coal ig always high, it is a most extraor-
dinary thing that the miners who dig it
out of the bowels of the earth are always
poor. What do they do with their
money?

To hide your faults, the finest inrments wear; -
“Through tattered clothes small vices do appear.”

Don’t be downcast young man if people
call you fresh. The rake would like to
be in your shoes.

80 KING STREET.
HOLIDAY GIFT BOOKS,

FANCY. GOODS,

Albums, Annuals, Plush and Leather Goods, Bibles,
Prayer and Hymn Books, Pocket Books,
Purses,

ork Boxes, Christmas
Cards, &e., &¢.

BEST VALUE EVER OFFERED.

Inspection respectfully invited.

D. McARTHUR,

80 KING STREET. :

Y. L B |

HEALTH IS WEALTH!

S

,WILL USE

PERFORATED
TOILET PAPER !

IN ROLLS, A
NO WASTE! ' L
NO LITTER! : T ¥

You save 50 PER CENT. over old
Methods.

.
Parer AND FixTurEs For BALE BY

R.D.McARTHURIA.C.SMITH& Co. — —

Wholesale by LeB. ROBERTSON,

means ladies in out

FAIRALL & SMITH, -

500 DOZEN !
OUR KID GLOVE.

1 BB s
TANT MIEUX.” ,
THIS GLOVE, is placed u%(illl our counters DIRECT from the manufactur-
s of a GRENOBLE FREN
inted the SOLE RETAIL and JOBBING AGEN
LOW PRICE, together with the REMARKABLE SOFTN and
ELASTICITY of its character, it has gained an unparalleled hold both in EUROPE
and AMERICA, and is now offered THROUGH US to the public of ST. JOHN, at
almost ONE-THIRD THE PRICE of a “JOSEPHINE”
tation it is rated with, and (in point of actual wearing value)1s allowed to be
EQUAL to any “ TREFOUSSE” or other high class glove made.
‘We are prepared to Mail them to any part of CANADA for six cents extra, and
for orders exceeding four pairs we will' send them CARRIAGE PAID. By thia .
istricts may have the gloves delivered at their homes without
any additional cost. - As no glove stretched or tried on can be exchanged the cor-
rect size should be given. : :
a pair upon our iguarantee that they WILL WEAR WELL and NOT
AWAY in the seams.

KID GLOVE HQUSE, for which we have
and owing to its

WVE, whilst in repu-

T

PRICE 64 CENTS.
King Street, St. John, N. B.

BFurs.

MENS FUR COATS, FUR, LINED COATS, CAPS, COLLARS, CUFFS, GLOVES,
MITTS, &c.

The Largest Stock we ever had, and as large as any other house in the City.
Call and Examine.

D. MAGEE’S SONS,

BFurs.

SEAL SACQUES, ASTRACHAN SACQUES, FUR LINED CIRCU-
LARS AND CAVENDISH MUFFS, COLLARS, BOAS, CUFFS, GLOVES,

MEN’S, WOMEN’S, AND CHILDREN’S IMITATION FUR CAPS, all
Sizes and Prices. :

SLEIGH ROBES, IN BEAR, WOLF, RACCOON, JAP BEAVER, JAP
WOLF, &c.

/

7 and 9 MARKET SQUARE.

e

Hams,

Bacon,

R

Thos.Dean. P 0SLAT0ENEST 60,

83-GERMAIN STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B.
Have jsst opened & fine assortment of

Pt Tades Work Buses,

UPHOLSTERED & LINED WITH SILK,

Which will make a handsome Christmas Present.
. =—ALSO—;
MANUFACTURERS OF

Lard,
Poultry,
Game.

18,14 & 15 CITY MARKET | Trunks, Satohels, Bags, Valises, &o-

LaceCurtains,

Blankets

PILLOW SHAMS

CLEANSED in first-class style at
Reasonable Rates.

moutgy Bls il

TmeD AT

Society Boxes and Canvas Covers Made to order.
Sample and Express Work a Specialty.

J. D. McAvity,— @

Family Grocer
389 BRUSSELS ST.

Teas, Coffees, Sugars, Tobac~
cos, Spices, Fruits, &e
ALSO DEALER IN

Hard and Soft Coal,

Delivered to all parts of the City.

SMIT]I’_%) B}'_IAN UA
'Calculati

T ine




