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Price 2 Cenrts.

RUBBER GOODS: M

BOOTS AND SHOES, CLOTHING of all kinds;
CARRIAGE APRONS, KNEE RUGS, CAMP SHEETS,
«BED AND CRIB SHEETING, TUBING, SYRINGES, WRINGER ROLLS,
CARRIAGE CLOTHS, APRONS, BIBS, HATS, HAT COVERS,
And all Conceiveable kinds of RUBBER GOODS; also OIL CLOTHING. ' STEAM PACKINGS, AND MILL SUPPLIES of all kinde.

Liberal Discount to Dealers.

Send for Catalogues.

EeTH X, .A_LLWOOD S UL,
PRINGE WILLIAM STREET, - -

RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING,

1., SUPPLIES:

DISTON’S SAWS, EMERY WHEELS
RUBBER, LINEN AND COTTON HOSE,

MACHINE OILS of all kinds; FILES,

SAINT JOHN, N B.

*HAROLD GILBERT,

54 KINGS TREET, -

The Carpet House Fur

full Stock will be found in Warerooms.

A complete and

Ishmﬂ Warehuuse ur the Mar

- SAINT JOHN. N. B.

& Provinegs.

My arrangements with the Leading

¥ Manufacturers enables me to show all Novelties immediately after production.
SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO FURNISHING

HOTELS, PUBLIC BUILDINGS, CHURCHES, Etc,,
Orders by Mail will Receive Personal Attention.

EAROLD QGLL.BEART.

* life of vice from choice.

We tern Assurance Oompany

Fire Rlsks Taken at Lowest Current Rates.

E. L. PHILPS, Sub=-Agent.

 —

R. W. W. FRINK, General Agent, 78 Prince William Street.

DOINGS OF THE WEEK.

A REVIEW OF PASSING EVENTS IN
JAND OUT OF TOWN.

What is Geing on in Commereial, Le-
, Financial, Social and Sport-
mg Circles.

The week has been full of incidents
but they were not of the most exciting
character. Business generally speaking
has been quiet, but in many lines fall
trade is begining. No failures are re-
ported in the eity and those of last week
have excited but little comment and no
further harm than that already done is
anticipated. Every week improves the
condition of affairs and tends in the di-

" rection of additional strength. Business

is slowly assuming its normal state and
if shipping and deals advance in sympa-~
thy with the general advance of other
staples abroad there is every reason to
expect a large and profitable fall trade.
The first event of the week in the city
was the arrest of a young man named
Lawson for burglary. Not much impor-
tance attaches to the charge as the value
of the goods stolen was not great, but
the young man is the son of respectable
parents, and seems to have entered on @
He has been in
the courts,once or twice before, but not
charged with any serious offence. His
name has however been mentioned in
connexion with one or two incendary
fires in different parts of the city, while
all sorts of rumors concerning former
peculations are afloat about him. The
city Police Magistrate had Lawson up
for a preliminary examination on Tues-
day and committed him for trial at the

/ present session of the Circuit Court.

We have been favored during the week
by visits from a large number of Salva-
tionists. The occasion of this gathering
is what is known as a council of war.
Commencing on August 13th the council
and meetings lasted until Thursduy even-
ing when a monster farewell and dedica-
tion was he'd. Commissioner Coombs
w ete and over 100 field officers.
Hundreds of persons—members of the
army from various points in the province
attended and joined in the parades. St.
John is the central point of the Salvation
Army in the Maritime Provinces and as

-a result the mcst important station they

have east of Toronto. The event they
‘were celebrating was the fifth anniver-
sary of the bombardment of Canada by
the army. All the chief officers were in
attendance and wok part in the services.
One of the chiefincidemsts was the marri-
age of Major Margetts the divisional
commander cf this section. The Army
make all these events pay, but not-
withstanding that an admission varying
from 10 to 25 cents was charged ail the
meetings were crowded. As time wears
on the street parades of the army are be-
coming more unique—or perhaps a bet~
ter word is peculiar. The soldiers of the
different corps are now resplendent in
new blood red sashe3 ¢n which islabelled

the number of the corps they belong to.
Two captains or officers of some kind
wore suits of red and adorned their heads
with black silk hats from which floated
scarfs of red. Several of the lassies wore
red skirts and jerseys in the procession
and on the platform. The army is about
to open a training home for the poorer
persons who link themselves with
it. Capt. Banks assisted by Captain
Irvine is to have charge of this home.
When the army has completed its new
barracks in St. John and got its training
home in good working order it will be
one of the institutions of the city.

Sir Jobn A. Macdonald arrived in St.
John on Wednesday. He came to New
Brunswick for a rest but he discovered
that the people of this province were too
much rejoiced at seeing him to allow
him to have the rest he expected, and no
doubt needed. His visit to St. John was
quife an ovation. Arriving at Indian-
town he was presented with an address
by the city Council of Portland, and then
driven through the streets to the Royal
Hotel, the entire route of procession being
lined with spectators including a very
large number of ladies. At the hotel he
was greeted by a number of prominent
citizens, and in the evening attended a
public reception at the Roller Rink, and
afterwards another reception at the resi-
dence of Senator Boyd. Thursday morn-
ing was spent viewing the harbor and
visiting several of the public schools of
the city and Portland. In the the after-
noon he took alook at the Owens’ Art
Gallery, and then attended a garden
party given in his honor by Mr. and
Mrs. J. Murray Kaye, at Duncraggin,
their handsome residence, Mount Plea-
sant. The evening was spent at a recep-
tion at the residence of Mr. Simeon
Jones. St. John has not had such a
round of gayety in a single week this
summer. Sir John won golden opinions
for himself, and Lady Macdonald will
leave behind her only pleasant recollec-
tions of her first visit to this city. The
reception was hospitality itself, and their
is not the slightest doubt that Sir John
and Lady Macdonald appreciated the
kindly manner in which they were met
and received on all hands.. The only

| thing to be regretted is that the visit was

not of longer duration, as on Friday the
Premier was obliged to leave for Ottawa,
making a brief stay however at the
beautiful village of Sussex. It would be
in the intersts of St. John if more of the
statesmen of the west were to visit this
province. Somehow they have got the
idea that New Brunswick is a barren
waste, valuable only for its fisheries and
timber reserves. When they come here
and find a people engaged in farming as
well as lumbering and manufacturing
besides fishing they are suprised. The
beauties of the country; its healthful
and salubrious climate; the undoubted
enterprise and genuine worth of its
people all cause them to change their
opinions of the country, and lead them
to believe anl acknowledge the truth
that the Maritime Provinces are as
valuable as any cther portion of the
Dominion, The west is the greater half

it is true, but the east is still worthy of
attention. It is only by personal visita-
tion, and a tour through our fertile valleys
and over our healthy hills that persons
can get any adequate idea of the value of
this province as a possession. New'
Brunswick they find a goodly heritage
and one worthy of the best of treatment.’
Her people self-reliant and industrous,
and while looking to the government for
aid in their great enterprises still
willing to put a shoulder to the wheel
themselves.

Poverty is always a sad thing, but
when we hear of an event like that which
happened the other day in Portland it
makes it all the sadder. An unfortunate
man and woman who had secured tick-
ets to Boston missed the Sunday night
train and having no money were obliged
to apply foe the privilege of sleeping in
a barn. The privilege was accorded but
the unfortunate woman gave birth to a
child during the night, and had to be
cared for by the authorities. This is un-
doubtedly a sad case and when it is
known that before these people meet
with reveses it is all the sadder.

The death roll of the week though not
large contains the name of one of our
best known citizens, ex-alderman Wm.
F. Butt. Mr. Butt was an Englishman
by birth and but for a number of years
has been a merchant of St. John. He
was president of the Provincial Building
Society and a member of the Masonic
fraternity and of St. George's Society.
His death was very sudden, and resulted
from an attack of congestion of the
lungs.

- -

SCOTT ACT IN PORTLAND.

How the Act is not Being Enforced Ty
the City Across the Way.

The Scott Act in Portland has at length
wormed its way into the courts and gives

promise of remaining there for some |

time to ceme. All the way through t

act has been made the butt of ridicule.
It has never yet received an intelligent
consideration at the hands of the council,
Side issues, little ward differences and a
fear of results in coming elections all en-
tered into the solutions of the “difficul-
ties,” and the “novel position of the City
<f Portland ” are only the offspring of the
retainers of the lawyers. Portland is in
no way situated differently from other
cities. The contention that it has an old
license act which was made perpetual by
the Dominion Parliament before the
passage of the Scott act, and which has
not been repealed is one of those airy
nothings which have been dangled before
the aldermen with a surprisingly suc-
cessful result. The facts of the case
simply stated are, that prior to the act|
of union in 1867, Portland had a local

under the question, the authorities had
the act re-enacted both by the local legis-
tature and dominion parliament, but the
latter, both expressly so, and naturally
only enacts such portion of it as are
within its powers. No one at this day
will contend that it is within the powers
of the Dominion Parliament to regulate
the sale of liquor by retail licenses, so
that Portland, so far as liquor licenses
are concerned, has no more acts behind
it and no more privileges than any other
place in the province. Then, with regard
to the great trump card that was exhibi-
ted saying that the Act to which reference
has just been made was “made perpetual”
and could not be repealed. No greater
buncombe ever was uttered, and if the
aldermen had known anything at all of
the old license acts, they would not have
listened ten seconds to the contention.
The old license act ran only for periods
of ten years. The Commons of (Canada,
with a view of saving time and expense
in having the act re-enacted every ten
years, used the words “and are hereby
made perpetual.” It saves Portland from
having its police act renewed every ten
years, but it does not go to the supremely
ridiculous extent of saying, as the liquor
dealers contend it dous, that that act
could #never be aflfected by subsequent
legislation. No blame, however, to the
anti-Scott act lJawyers. They have been
tripping the aldermen with a straw and
the success that has attended them thus
far has given them good reason to assume
that the most ridiculous proposition they
could possibly propound, would be re-
ceived with great deference, and' the
subject of discussion for some months at
the council board.

The Scott act party themselves how-
ever are not by any means blameless in
the matter. They have listened to the
claims of the liquor dealers and the mome
they listened the more disturbed they
became. Surely they have confidence in
the act which they brought into force.
| If it was worth subscribing money for to
win an election at the polls it ought to
be worth a dollar or two now to test it.
Two informations have now been laid,
and there might well be 102, but the
same shifting, dilly dalling process which
{ has characterized the act all through is
| going on. They were to have been tried
on the 11th instant. The trial was post-
poned until the 18th. On the 18th it was
adjourned until the 29th. Is the idea to
stave it off untilit will be too late to have
it argued before the Supreme Court on
October next? Then again, why have
only two informations been laid ? If the
idea is to prosecute everybody why
should not all be brought up and made
to deposit their fines or security for the
{same pending a decision of the Supreme

Court? It will necessarily be fully a
‘year before the cases are finally disposed

police act in which were embodied some# of. If they go against the dealers both

sections regulating the sale of liquor by
retail. After confederation there was
some doubt as to whether police acts,
being in the nature of criminal acts, were
not within the exclusive jurisdiction of

the Dominicn Parliament, In order to |
settle any difficulty that might arise'!

at Fredericton and at Ottawa then all
except the two complained of can desert
the ship and leave scot free after having
enjoyed all the profits in the business
for the year. There is very little point
in having two cages tried. It should
either one or all

SEEN.ON THE STREETS.

THE RESULT OF ROUNDER’'S SUN-
DAY NIGHT RAMBLE.

What he Saw at the Intercolonial Pas-
senger Depot and the Other Places
He Visited.

Everyone has a different way of en-
joying himselfor herself. Some mnen are
happiest when guzzling whisky; others
experience the greatest relaxation at
prayer meeting. Business to numbers
of men is the greatest pleasure they ex-
perience; to others again itis a great
bore to be obliged to go to the office: or
the shop every day. Reading, writing,
sleeping, talking and walking have all
their devotees. -Eveyone must have
something to do in which to work off his
or her surplus energy. Women as fre-
quently as men have their cranks. And
if it were not for the fact that every man
and woman is more or less of a crank
the world would not make the progress
it has. We owe much to the crank—
that is the man or woman of one idea,
something they are always striving to
do. That something is always upper-
most in their minds and whether in the
society of a sympathizing friend who re-
spects their opinions cr in some miscel-
laneous gathering where the pet theory is
sneered at, itis always onthe tips of their
tongue, But it is not of the crank I
would write this week. At some other
time perhaps I will take the world into
my confidence and tell them something
of the cranks I know. This time I will
content myself with saying a few words
about very commonplace individuals.
People one sees on the street every week
day and Sunday.

Last Sunday evening was one of the
most delightful of the present summer.
The atmostphere was clear and rarified.
There was no moon to illuminate the
streets and houses, but myriads of stars
shed their soft light over the city’s
thoroughfares enabling the investigating
pedestrian to see dimly the features of
those who passed by. Thousands of
young people were out for an airing
dressed in their Sunday best. Young
men resplendent in cutaway coats and
bright colored cravats and girls in mus-
lin frocks paraded everwhere. First I
reviewed the crowd from the head of
King street. It was the ordinary Sun-
day night crowd such as one sees every
Sunday night: Next I walked slowly
down the hill and bracing myself against
the Western Union building again in- t
spected the passers by. Having satisfied t
myself that no extraordinary people |,
were abroad I hied me to the Inter-
colonial passenger depot, the trysting
place of hundreds of giddy girls and gay
mashers on Sunday evenings. It wanted t
half ap hour of train time, but there
were already quite a number of persons
gathered on the spacious grounds in
front of the depet. The electrics on the
station and the Belmont hotel made the 1
little square as light as day. One could
easily see all that was going on. The
engine was just backing up to be hitched
on to the train as I joinad the throng.
Why do these people come here? I
asked myself and the one query natural-
ly suggested another: Who are they ?

other.
evidenced by occasional soft laughs from
the feminine members of the little groups.

same time lengthening her stride.
walked slowly and deliberately others
rapidly, but all without apparent object
only to kill time.

second time, I had noticed a dozen such
apparently accidental meetings. Some
couples walked away at once—others
lingered about the grounds talking and
laughing. = Fully five hundred people
were now standing about different parts
of the station grounds—a few inside the
building but more outside. Suddenly
there came the sound of escaping steam
followed by the ringing of the locomotive
bell, and then the gates decended and
the locomotive snorted past the crowd
endeavouring to get up all possible speed
to help her up the hill half a mile ahead.
As the last car shot past the great crowd
began to move. White dresses flitted
by me; glances of recognition passed be-
tween girls and young fellows. Some
mashing was done by the assembled
dudes. Mill street was blocked with
pedestrans for a few minutes and then
things assumed their normal state.
Leaving the crowd I betook myself to
more secluded parts of the city. I walk-
ed through North street, and by an un-
frequented route to Chipman’s field.
Arriving at the continuation of Carleton
street I found a number of couples sitting
around talking soft nothings to each
They all seemed happy as was

It has always been a matter of wonder to
me why girls laugh in that particularly

soft,silvery manner, and bob their heads
around in a coy, bashful way, when they
are all the time endeavouring to lead
their
admission or an absolute confession.
The parasol is a particularly useful article
at such times and therein is found the
possible explanation of why girls carry
parasols arcund with them after dark
when such articles can be of no possible
service in their legitimate way. I only
passed through among these couples.
At such times a stranger is not wanted
and I felt that and walked on as rapidly
as possible.
met a friend and we stood chatting at an
unfrequented corner for half an hour.
Dozens of couples passed us, and I could
not help but notice their different moods
and tenses as they skipped along.
times the girl hung fondly and lovingly
on her
occasional affectionate glances into  his
eyes.
masculine air about her walked erect
and stiff beside the young man of her
choice, her hand barely touching his arm.
Had they not been engaged in a most
animated conversation I would have
thought they had had a
But the unusally friendly manner of

caveliers into making either an

Continuing my ramble I

Some-

escort’s arm, and cast

One young lady with a decided

little tiff.
heir conversation dismissed such
houghts. An old couple, the man about
wo steps ahead of the lady, moved by.

He was long and she was short and
seemed to be in a constant state of catch
up as every now and then she would

ake one or two very quick steps, atthe
Some

Perhaps all were not
overs but most of them were.
As I stocd on this quiet corner Trinity

chimed ten and I started for home. Al-
most every doorstep I passed lad its
couple of youthful admirers. Sometimes
I would hear a door slam just ahead of *
me and immediately afterwards a young
man would pass me by.

Occasionally

Why so many people gravitate in the
direction of the depot on Sunday night
is a difficult question to answer. I.asked
a dozen or more standing there and
whom I knew and they-all told me they
came to see the crowd. I have long
known that scores of persons go to church
for this purpose, but it is a novel thing
to hear of people walking to a railway
station to see a crowd.
was the only explanation I could get
from those I asked.
were is easier to answer.
all classes. High and low, rich and poor,
young and old, but on the whole there
were more girls and women than boys
or men.

Unable to obtain any satisfaction from
the crowd as to their object in coming to

This however

Who the people
They were of

such a place on Sunday evening, I de-
termined to watch and endeavour to

tations. “Good evening ” I heard a sweet
little feminine voice say, and furning
quickly about, I cbserved a youthful
dandy lifting his hat to two young ladies
as he gradually pushed himself beside
them making some not very original re-
marks about the weather. “Have you
been to church?” she asked, and as they
were passing out of hearing I heard the
reply, “Oh yes.” He had taken the arm
of one of the girls and the other had just
met another young man and the inter-
esting quartette, all of whom seemed ac-
quainted, were chatting pleasantly to-
gether.
a quartette, two couples passed me. Here
at least was some light thrown upon the
mystery I was bent on unravelling.
These young people had evidently met

being acquainted with each other’s habit’s
an arrangement just the same. In the
time that had elapsed from first seeing

these two girls and observing them a

net somewhat insecurely.
liable at any time to be questioned by
alleged or real male issue of his elder
brother, who mysteriously disappeared
years ago in America.

ley Browne in September.
Fifteen minutes later, instead of | i8 now twenty-one years of age, and it is

she was standing on the steps and he on
the sidewalk. But I saw no groups of
girls such as one ordinarly meets on
week evenings. There were occasional
couples but very seldom more than three
girls together, except on the principal
thoroughfares.

As I reached the door of my humble
domicile 1t was half-past ten and the
number of white dresses moving slowly
up and down the sidewalk in front and
behind me led me to believe that most
of the young people of the city devote
Sunday evenings to love making or flirt-
ing, which, I am not prepared to say as1
don’t know enough about the feminine
gender to be able to distinguish between
her conduct when dead in earnest or
only fooling.

Perhaps some one better versed in

i . . | thing feminine will be able to give some
divine the purpose of these weekly visi- other explanation for their nocturnal
walks abroad than I have, but I have
the satisfaction of knowing that I have
at least done my best.

RoUNDER.
S e
The Earl of Aberdeen wears his coro-
His right is

Miss Mollie Garfield is to wed J. Stan-
Miss Garfield

said she fell in love with Mr. Brown
when he was President Garfield’s private
secretary.

It is interesting fact that both Stagg,

by arrangement, perhaps not stated, but|the famous Yale pitcher, and Caldwell,

stroke of the winning ‘Varsity crew, will
devote their lives {o the ministry. Their
influence as clergymen will be all the
greater from their suc-ess of athletes.
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SHARP'S

Favorably known for upwards ot forty years it
has become a household name. No family should
be without it. Itissimple and very effectual. In
eases of Croup and{Whooping Cough it is marvel-
ous what has been accomplished by it.

BALSAM

1In its use the sufferer finds instant relief. How
anxiously the mother watches over the child when
suffering from these dreadful diseases, and would
not she give anything if only the dear little one
eould be relieved. Be advised of i

HOARHOUND

snd keep constantly on hand in a convenient place

a bottle of this Balsam. Ifyou cannot get it of

your dealer, send direct to us, in stamps or cur-
rency, 30 cents,

ANISE SEED.

with your address, and we will forward, carriage
prepaid, one bottle of this wonderful remedy, 80
that vou may trv it and be convinced.

Sharp’s Balsam Manufacturing Co.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

D. CONNELL,
Livery Stable,

SYDNEY STREET.

—e.

First-Class Turnouts.

CITY OF LONDON

E INSTRANCE (0.

OF LONDON, ENGLAND.

-

P e P U il

Capital, $10,000,000.

-

H. CHUBB & CO.,

General Agents.

7729~Losses adjusted and paid without reference
to England.

PROFESSIONAL.
' DR. ANDREWS

HAS REMOVED TO

No. 15 Coburg Street,

NEXTDOOR ABOVE DR. HAMILTON’S,

John F. Ashe,

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY, Etc.

OFFICE:
94 Prince William Street.

PIANOFORTE.

THE undersigned is prepared to_receive a few
pupils for instruction on the piano, at moder-
ate terms.

For particulars apply to

MISS M. HANCOCK,

83 QUEEN STREET.

JOHN BODEN,

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, &C.
Office: No. 8 PALMER'S CHAMBERS
Princess St., St. John, N. B.

Immedute]v over the offices occupied by the late
firm of Carleton & Boden.

J. HUTCHISON, M. D.

RADUATE OF COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS
and Surgeons, N w York ; of King’s College
lLo::idou and the Royal Infirmary, Glasgow, Scot-
an
Office and Residence—Paradise Row, Portland
B. Adjoining the Mission Chapel.

JANES T. SHARKEY, L.L.

Barrister and Attorney,

FREDERICTON, N.B.

IT WILL PAY YOU

To have your CLOTHES CLEANED and DYED |

at the St. John Dye Works.

C.E.BRACKETT & CO.
94 PRINCESS STREET. |

HE GOT AHEAD.

I am Beset by Three Desperate Burge
lars, but Luck Helps Me.

In the fall of 1866 I was employed as a
a clerk in a general store at a cross-roads
in southern Indiana. The store, achurch,
and a blacksmith shop, with two resi-
dences, made up the buildings, and the
families of the merchant, and the black-
smith were the only residents. The
country about was thickly settled up,
however, and trade was always good.
Before the merchant engaged me he
announced that I would have to sleep in
the store o’ nights, and that unless I had
pluck enough to defend the place against
marauders he did not want me at any
price. He showed me a shotgun, a
revolver, and a spring gun, which were
used, or on hand to be used, to defend
the place, and the windows were protect-
ed with stout*blinds and the doors by
double locks. The close of the war had
drifted a bad population into Indiana.
The highways were full of tramps and
there were hundreds of men who had de-
termined to make a living by some other
means than labor. Several attempts had
been made to rob the store, and it had
come to that pass that no clerk wanted
to sleep there alone.

The merchant seemed satisfied with
the answers I gave him, and on a certain
Monday morning I went to work. That
same night a store about four miles away
was broken into and robbed and the

clerk seriously wounded. Two nights
later three horses were stolen in our
neighborhood. At the end of the week a
farmer who was on his way home from
our store was robbed on the highway. If
I had not been a light sleeper from habit,
these occurrence would have tended to
prevent too lengthy dreams as I lay in
my little bedroom at the front of the
seeond story. The revolver was alway
placed under my pillow and the shotguxn
stood with reach. The spring gun was
set about midway of the lower floor. It
was a double-barrelled shotgun, each
barrel containing a big charge of buck-
shot, and the man who kicked the string
and discharged the weapon would never
know what hurt him.

It did not seem possible that any one
could break into the store without arous-
ing me. There was no door to my room,
and after the people in the neighborhood
had gone to bed I could hear the slightest
noise in the store. I had looked the
place over for a weak spot, and had faii-
ed to find it,but my own confidence came
near proving my destruction. I should
have told you, in describing the store,
that just over the spot where we set the
spring gun was an opening through
which we hoisted and lowered such goods
as were stored for a time on the second
floor. When not in use this opening was
covered by a trap door. Toward evening,
on the tenth day of my clerkship, I hoist-
ed up a lot of pails and tubs, and had
just finished when trade became so brisk
that 1 was called to wait upon customers.
Later on I saw that T had left the trap
door open. and I said to myself that I
would let it go until I went to bed. The
store had the only burglar-proof safe for
miles around, and it was customary
for the farmer who had a hundred dollars
or 8o to leave it with us. He received
an envelope in which to inclose it, and
he could take out and putin as he liked.
On this evening four or five farmers came
in to depost, and, as I afterward figured
up, we had about $1,500 in the safe.

There were two strange faces in the
crowd that evening. One belonged to a
roughly-dressed, evil-eyed man, who an-
nounced himself as a drover, and the
other to a professional tramp. I gave the
latter a piece of tobacco and some crack-
ers and cheese and he soon went away,
and we were so busy up to 9 o’clock that
I did not give the drover much atten-
ticn. When we came to shut up the
store he had gone from my mind alto-
gether. We counted up the cash, made
some charges in the day book, and it was
about 10 o’clock when the merchant left.
I was tired out, and I took a candle and
made the circuit of the store, zet the
spring gun, and went to bed. I had to
pass within six feet of the trap door as I
went to my bedroom, but I did not see it.
It was a rather chilly night in Octobef,
and we had no fires yet, and as I got un-
der the blankets the warmth was so
grateful that I soon fell asleep. It was
the first night I had gone to bed without
thinking of robbers and wondering how
I should act in case they came in. I did
not know when I fell asleep. I suddenly
found myself half upright in bed, and
there was an echo in the store, as if the
fall of something had aroused me. It

was 1 o'clock, and I had been asleep al-
most three hours. Leaning on my elbow,
I strained my ears to catch the slightest
sound, and after a minute I heard a
movement down stairs. While T could
not say what it was, a sort of instinct told
me that it was made by some human

ah

heing.

Everything on the street was as silent
as the grave. My window curtain was
up, and I could see that the sky had
thickened up and was very black. Idid
not wait for the noise to be repeated. I
| was just ss sure that some one was in the

store as if I had already seen him, and
| T crept softly out of bed, drew on my

trousers, and moved out into the big
[room having the revolver in my hand.
{ There were no door at the head of the

!
|
|

! stairs. I intended to go there and listen
| |down the stairway. As I was moving

| azross the rcom, which was then pretty

| clear of gocds as far as the trap dcor, 1

suddenly recollected this opening and
changed my course to reach it. It was
terribly dark in the room, and one un-
familiar with the place would not have
dared to move a foot. Half way to the
trap I got down on hands and knees, and
as I reached the opening, I settled down
on my stomach. There was a dim light
down stairs. - That settled the fact that
some one was in the store. After a
minute I heard whispers, then the move-
ment of feet, then a certain sound which
located the intruders to a foot. They
were at the safe in the front of the store.
I drew myself forward and looked down
the opening. I could see a lighted candle
and two or three dark figures at the safe,
and I could hear the combination being
worked. My first thought was to drop
my hand down and open fire in their
direction, but I remembered that we had
so many articles hanging up that no
bullet had a chance of reaching to the
safe. I was wondering what to do when
I heard one of the men whisper:

“It’s all d——d nonsense. We might
work I ere a week and not hit it.”

“But I told you to bring the tools and
you wouldn’t.” protested another.

“Oh, dry up!” put in a third voice.
“What we want todo is to go up and
bring® that counter-hopper down and
make him open the box.”

“T'll give the cussed thing a few mere
trials.” said the first man, and I heard
him working away again. My eyes could
not have not told me the number of rob-
bers, but my ears had. There were three
of them, and they were no doubt desper-
ate and determined men. They spoke of
bringing me down to open the safe as if
no resistance was anticipated or taken
into account. Indeed, they might well
reason that they had me at their mercy.
The rain was now falling, the night was
very dark, and a pistol shot in the store
could not have been heard in either of
the dwellings. If they had refected that
I might be armed, they would haye offset
it with the fact that I was a boy of eigh-
teen with a girl's face and probably a
girl’s nerve. I don’t deny thatIwasa
bit rattled, and that my lip would quiver
in"spite of me, but I'was at the same time
fully determined to protect the store if it
cost me my life. How to get at the fel-
lows was what bothered me, but that
trouble was soon solved.

“There,” whispered the man at the
combination as he let go of it, “I won’t
fool here another minute. That kid
knows the combinatien, we can make him
work it. Come on.”

They were coming up stairs. The best
place for me would be at the head of the
stairway. The stairs had a half turn in
them, and I would fire upon the first man
who came within range. I heard the
men coming back at the stairway, ahd
my nerve gave way. It wasn’t from cow-
ardice, but the knowledge that I was to
kill a human being upset me. I decided
to retreat to my room, and, if they per-
sisted in coming that far, I would shoot.
The trio had rubbers on their feet, but
they came up stairs without trying very
hard to prevent making a noise. The
one who came first had the candle, and,
as he got to the head of the stairway, I
saw a knife in his other hand. They
made no delay in approaching my room,
and, with a great effort, I braced myself
for what I saw must happen. They could
not see me until within three or four feet
of the door, and their first intimation
that I was out of bed was when they
heard me call out:

“Stop, or I'll shoot !”

I had them covered with the weapon,
and for fifteen seconds there was dead
silence. Then they got a plan. The man
with the candle dashed it on the floor,
and Isuppose they meant to #ash in on
me in the dark, but I checkmated it by
opening fire. They then either meant
to retreat down stairs or toward the rear
of the floor, for I saw the three together
moving off, and fired at their dim figures.
Three seconds later there was a great
shout of horror, followed by a tremendous
réport of tho double-barrelled spring gun,
and then there was absolute silence, I
think I stood in the door, shaking like a
leaf, for fully three minutes before the
silence was broken by a groan. Then' it
came to me that the robbers had fallen
through the open door upon the cord
leading to the gun. I struck a match,
lighted my own candle, and, going to
the opening, saw three bodies lying be-
low. Running back to the bedroom to
recharge my revolver, I then went down
stairs to investigate. It was as I sus-
pected. The three had pitched down to-
gether. The top of one’s head had been
blown off by the shot, a second had a
hole in his chest as big as your fist,
while the third, who was responsible for
the groans, was severely wounded in
both legs. It was three months before
he could be put on trial and he then got
four years in prison. The whole thing
was a pnt-up job. The “drover” was a
Chicago burglar called “ Clawhammer
Dick,” and he had hidden himself in the
store that night, and then let his pals in

:

| by the back door. They had ‘a horse

and wagon in the rear of the building,
and the plan was to rob the storeof
goods as well as to get at the money in
the safe. A bit of carelessness on my
part not only saved the store and pro-
bably my life, but wiped out a very des-
perate gang.

i

“Yes” sighed the young wife, “I mar-
ried a paragraphist, and I wish Thadn’t.”

“Why ?” asked her friend.

“Because he reads all his work to me

before he puts it in the paper.”

Base Ball Notes.

Bingham, the Harvard pitcher, was
guilty of a most discreditable act in be-
coming a professional and trying to con:
ceal his identity by assuming the name
of Brewster. . There is nothing disgrace-
ful or discreditable in a collegian becom-
ing a professional ball player, but noth-
ing could be more despicable than his
attempt to conceal his actions.

Frank Bancroft is once more freed from
baseball bonds, and a happy man he is.
His condition at Philadelphia was indeed
a most unhappy one, and he may well
pity and sympathize with his successor.
Frank is wanted for the polo season to
materalize just now. He would have
been a good man for Indianapolis.

If the Chicagos don’t win that piece of
bunting they call a pennant, it won’t be
their fault. They are in superb condi-
tion and are doing most brilliant work.
There is no captain like Anson, and he
has got his men into superb working or-
der. They easily won two out of the
four games in Detroit, so that out of the
six games played there this season, they
have won four. They are the champions
of the country. Von der ahe, and “don’t
you forget it.”

Two professional leagues are practi-
cally defunct—the Eastern and Pennsyl-
vania. No wonder. They could not
stand large salaries and small crowds.

There is every probability that the St.
Louis Browns will eome into the' league
next season. They would be a great
card, and therefore the percentage sys-
tem ought to be adopted. The club has
grown to be too strong for the American
Association, a fact that cannot be gain-
said. While no one contends that they
would be able to outdo the league clubs
everyone admits that they would be in
the race for the championship and make
it very warm for the leaders. They would
be a welcome addition and a strengthen-
ing one to the league.

Just after everyone was congratulating
himself that the Bostons would go West
in their full force, Joe Hornung comes
back sick. Luckily, the nine has a strong-
er batsman than he, though not so
brilliant a fielder, in Sutton; and until
Joe gets well, the change wont cripple
the team much.

The umpire made it very hot for the
Bostons in New York. There is but one
league umpire whe is strictly Al, and his
name is Herman Doescher. Powers is
good, but is inclined to home umpiring.
The others are absolutely no good.

This calls to mind the triumph of the
Portland Club over umpire Phinney. It
is a well known fact that the fate of the
New England umpire whom Spence can-
not control is sealed. Phinney was a
first class, impartial, level-headed umpire,
and his dismissal by the league showed
but too plainly the animus that controls
the deliberations of this organization.

The legislation in regard to umpires is
wofully weak. The lucky or rather un-
lucky incumbents of the position get no
consideration from public, press or man-
agers of clubs. Deals in the New Eng-
land league concerning changes in the
staff are frequent. The legislation is not
only weak but it is corrupt.

It seems strange that all the leagues
find such trouble with umpires. The

plan that has been repeatedly advocated
in these columns is worth a trial. Ap-

point a man like Bob Ferguson in charge
of the staff of umpires and let him be
responsible for the supply of good men.
The planis worth trying. It can’t result
half as badly as the present one of home
umpiring.

Buck Ewing is succeedmrv very well as
captain of the New Yorks. The club
seems to get along much better with him
than it did with Ward, but most of the
games thus far played have been on
home grounds and a fairer test will be
the work of the club on Western fields.

‘What Morrill lacks is life and vivacity,
push and aggressiveness. He has excel-
lent judgment, however, and isn’t rattle-
brained like Kelly, nor does he, like the
latter, lose his head. At times Kelly will
act wholly unreasonably and ungentle-
manly. Morrill is alwaysthe gentleman.
Still, if a club wants to win games of
ball, a Michael Kelly captain is what is
wanted.

Lack of judgment certainly was shown
in not taking Wheelock along with the
Boston nine on its Western tour. Was
it to save a few dollars? Undoubtedly.
The same old story of penny wise, pound
foolish over again. Wheelock is a better
fiieider, a great base rnnner, and he has
been hitting the ball well this year. An-
son would never have allowed a player
to lie as dormant as Wheelock has this
season. It shows a woeful lack of judg-
ment somewhere.

It now looks as if the base ball interest
would be revived in Worcester and a
New England team placed there. A stock
company will be formed there during the
winter, and a prominent manager has
the matter in charge.
el e G

James Johnson, a Palatka negro, built
a house on a plot he had purchased, as
he thought, but when the house was fin-
ished he found that he had misplaced it
and that it was at least a block out of
ihe way.

G e el

Jacob Shaefer writes to his brother in
St. Louis that he has matched to play
Nignaux, 600 points a night for six
nights, on Oct. 16, in Paris.

A .G BOWES & Co,

21 Canterbury Street.
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@

SOLE AGENTS IN ST. JOHN FOR THE DUCHESS RANGE.

THE BEST<E
IN THE
MARKET.

MODERN
IMPROVE-
MENTS.

ZZCall and examine it=2

At 91 Canterbury Steet corner L‘nurch

CUTLERY

AND

Plated Ware

OF THE FINEST QUALITY.
W. H. THORNE & CGO.,

Market Square.

JOHN WHITE,

93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

A VERY FINE ASSORTMENT OF
Willow Chairs, Splint Chairs, Easy Chairs,

‘Davenport Desks, Gh?ﬂren’s Ctkairs, Etec.

JOHNSON

Cures Diphtheria, Omnp Asth g Bleeding at the
Lungs, Hoa> king Cough, Whoopi Oou‘h. h, Chol Morbus, Dysen-

tery, Chronic Di- containing infor-
arrhces, Eidney mation of very
Troubles, and great value. Ev-
Spinal Diseases. erybody should®
‘We will send free, have this book,
postpaid, to all and those who
who send their send for it will
names, an Illus- ever after thank
trated Pamphlet their lucky stars.

All who buy or order ﬂh-ect n-om us, and request it, shall receive a oertulute that the money uhs!.l
ve refunded if not abund fled. Retalil price, 25c¢cts.; 6
sny part of the United suua or Canada. I. 8. JOHNSON & CO., P. O. Box 2118, Bo:tan.uul.

THE
MOST WONDERFUL
FAMILY REMEDY
EVER KNOWN.

EUMATISM.

A WONDERFUL CU RE!

Messes. HANINGTON Bros :

Earlyzin February, 1885, while in St. John, N. B., I had a severe attack of Rheumatism,
was treated by an eminent Physican and with greut care was enabled to come home in
about two weeks time, after which time I grew worse and suffered dreadfully. We did
everythmiwe could to control the disease and_get relief, and various kinds o liniments,
including Minard’s and Electrie Oxl 1 then had good medlcal advice and treatment which.
at tirves afforded temporary relief, but the disease lurked in my system, and shifted from
one side to .the other, in factit permeated by whole being. For more than two
months, I was uanable to 2 to my room or retire without assistance I
chanced to see an advertisement of your “*Sciaticine> offecting wonderful cures. I
yrocured a package and when I received it my limmbs were mubh swollen, my feet
and ankles were purple, and so swollen that they were shapeless. After
four /Joses of the internal Medu-me and three applications of the Einiment, the swelling
had 1l disappeared. In five days the Rheumatism had completely gone, could walk
about supple as ever I did. Have hadno return of the disease since having passed through
the autumn and winter to this date Januar, 1886, with its climate changes. I can re-
commend your “*Seiaticine,” and hope t ut ull who are effected with that most painful
disease Rheumatism, will not hesitate to give *“*Seiaticine™ a trial.

Any person mshu{;; to know more of the particulars, or doubting this statement given
can write to Mrs Moore, South armmgton, Annapolis Co., N. 8., who will
cheerfully give them all mformamon

FUR INTERNAL

e AND ——

EXTEBNALUSE

MRS. W. H. MOORE
South Farmington, Annapolis Co.. Nova Seotia.

SPECIAL NOTICE

L

GCGRAND OFFER.

THE SATURDAY CAZETTE WILL
BESENT TO ANY ADDRESS INTHE
UNITED STATES OR CANADA FOR
THE NEXT THREE MONTHS FOR

25 CENTS IN ADVANCE,

This Offer remains open for one Month
until September 15th.
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A NOVEL

BY

H. RIDER HAGGARD,

AUTHOR OF “KING SOLOMON’S MINES,” “SHE,”
“jegs,” “THE WITCH'S HEAD,” ETC.
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[Continued.]

Arthur, not seeing the slight flash of
indignation in her eyes, replied:

“Well you know, there is always a risk,
but I should imagine that it would very
much depend upon the gentleman.”

«Arthur’—with a little stamp—“I am
ashamed of you. How can you think
such things of me? You must havea
very poor opinion of me.”

“Dearest,” he said, “dearest Angela.
who am I that you should love me so?
What have I done that such a treasure
should be given to me?

CHAPTER XXIX.

T hilip artived home about one o’clock
on the Monday, and, after their
nursery dinner, Arthur made his way to
the study, and soon found himself in the
dread presence—for what presence is
more dread? (most people would rather
face a chief-justice with the gout)—of the
man whose daughter he was about to ask
in marriage.

hilip, whom he found seated by a
tray, the contents of which he seemed in
no humor to touch, received him with his
customary politeness, saying, with a
smile, that he hoped he had not come to
tell him that he was sick of the place and
its inhabitants, and was going away.

«Far from it, Mr. Caresfoot, I come to
speak to you ¢n a very different subject.”

Philip glanced up with a quick leok of
expectant curiosity, but said nothing.

“In short,” said Arthur, desperately,
«f come to ask you to sanction my en-
gagement to Angela.”

A pause—a very awkward pause en-
sued.

“You are, then, engaged to my -dau-
ghter?”

“Subject to your consent, 1. am.”

Then came another pause.

“You will understand me, Heigham,
when.I say that you take me rather by
suprise in this business. Your acquaint-
ance with her has been rather short.”

“That is very true,but I have seen a
great deal of her.”

“Perhaps; but she knows abgolutely
nothing of the world, and her preference
for you—for, as you say you are engaged
to her I persume that she has shown a
preference—may be a mistake, merely a
young girl's romantic idea.”

Arthur thought of his conversation of
the previous day with Angela, and could
not help smiling as he answered:

«I think, if you ask her that, she will
tell you that is not the case.”

“Heigham, I will be frank with you; 1
I like you, and you have, I believe, suffi-
cient means. Ot course, you know that
my daughter will have nothing; at any
rate, till I am dead,” he added quickly.

«] never thought about the matter, but
I shall be only too glad to marry her with
nothing but herself.”

“Very good, I was going to say that,
notwithstanding this, marriage is an im-
portant matter, and I must have time to
think over it before I give you a decided
answer,- say a week. I shall not, how-
ever, expect you to leave here unless you
wish to do so, nor shall I seek to place
any restrictions on your intercouse with
Angela, since it would appear that the
mischief is alrcady done. I am flattered
by your proposal, but I must have time,

and you must understand that in this |

instance hesitation does not necessarily
mean consent.”

In affairs of this nature a man is satis-
fied with small mercies, and willing to
put up with inconveniences that appear
trifling in comparison with the disasters
that might have overtaken him. Arthur
was no exception to the rule; indeed, he
was profuse in his thanks, and, buoyed
up with all the confidence of youth, felt
sure in his heart that he would soon find
a way to extinguish any objections that
might still linger in Philip’s mind.

His would-be father-in-law contented
himself with acknowledging his remarks
with courtesy, and the interview came to
an end.

Arthur gone, however, his host lost all
calmness of demeanor, #nd, rising from
his untasted meal, paced up and down

.. the room in thought. - Everything had,

he reflected, fallen out as he wished.
Young Heigham wanted to marry his
daughter, and he could not wish her a
better husband. Save for the fatality
which had sent that woman to him on
her fiend’s errand, he would have given
his consent at once, and been glad to give
it.  Not that he meant to refuse it—he
had no such idea. And then he began
to think what, supposing that Lady Bell-
may’s embassy had been of a nature that
he could entertain, which it was not, it

¢ would mean to him. It would mean the

realization of the work and aspirations of
Wenty years; it would mean his re-entry
in, ¢he property and position from which
he d, according to his own view, been
unjuily ousted; it would mean, last, but
not lest triumph over George. And
now chage mighty chance (as fools call
Pfowdem\, had at last thrown into his
hands 8 ler with which it would be

easy totopple over every stumbling-block
that lay in his path to triumph; more, he
might even be able to spoil that Egyp-
tain George, giving him less than hisdue.

“Arthur,” said Angela, one morning,
when eight days had passed since her
father's return from town, “we are too

| happy. We should throw something into

the lake.”

«J have not got a ring, except the one
you gave me,” he answered ; for his signet
was on her finger. “So, unless we sacri-
fice Aleck or the ravens, 1 don’t know
what it is to be.”

Don’t joke, Arthur. I tell you we are
too happy.”

Could Arthur have seen through an
acre or so of undergrowth as Angela
uttered these words, he would have per-
ceived a very smart page-boy with the
Bellamny crest on his buttons delivering a
letter to Philip. It is true that there
was nothing particularly alarming about
that, but its contents might have given
a point to Angela’s forebodings. It ran
thus;

« RewtHaM House, MoxDAY.

«My peaR MR. Caresroot: With re-
ference to your conversation last week
about your daughter and G.,can you come
over and have a quiet chat with me this
afternoon ?

“Sincerely yours,
“Anne Bellamy.”

Philip read this note, and then re-read
it, knowing in his heart thatnow was his
opportunity to act up his convictions, and
put an end to the whole transaction in a
few decisive words. But a man who has
for so many years given place to the
devil of avarice, even though it be avarice
with a legitimate object, can not shake
himself free from his clutches in a mo-
ment; even when as in Philip’s case,
honor and right, to say nothing of a still
more powerful factor, superstition, speak
50 loudly in his ears. Surely, he thought,
there would be no harm in hearing what
she had to say. He could explain his
reasons for having nothing to do with the
matter so much better in person. BSuch
mentals struggies have only one end.
Presently the smart page-boy. bore back
this note:

“Dear Lapy Berramy: I will be with
vou at half past three.

“ P. ("YY

It was with very curious sensations
that Philip was that afternoon shown into
a richly-furnished boudoir in Rewtham
House. He had not been in that room
since he had talked to Maria Lee, sitting
on that very sofa now occupied by Lady
Bellamy’s still beautiful form, and he
could not but feel that it was a place of
evil omen for him. i

Lady Bellamy rose to greet him with
her most fascinating smile.

“This is very kind,” she said, as she
motioned him to a seat, which Philip
afterward discovered had been carefully
arranged so as to put his features in the
full light, while, sitting on the sofa, her
own were concealed. “Well, Mr. Cares-
foot,” she began, after a little pause, o |
suppose I had better come to the point
at once. First of all, I presume that, as
you anticipated would be the case, there
exists some sort of understanding bet-
ween Mr. Heigham and your daughter.”

Philip nodded.

“Well, your cousin is as determined as
ever about the matter. Indeed, he is
simply infatuated or bewitched, I really
don’t know which.”

“I am sorry for it, Lady Bellamy, as I
can not—"

“One moment. Mr. Caresfoot ; first, let
me tell you his offer, then we can talk it
over. He offers, conditionally on his
marriage with your daughter, to sell you
the Isleworth estates at your valuation
hereafter to be agreed upon, and to make
a large settlement.”

“And what part does he wish me to
play in the matter 2”

«This. First, you must get rid of
voung Heigham, and prevent him from
holding any communication, either with
Angela herself, or with any other person
connected with this place, for one year

from the date of departure. Secondly, |

you must throw no obstacle in George’s
path. Thirdly, if required, you must dis-
miss her old nurse, Pigott.”

“Tt can not be, Lady Bellamy. I came
here to tell you so. I dare not force my
daughter into a marriage for all the
estates in England. I don’t understand
what your interest isin this matter, Lady
Bellamy.”

“My dear Mr. Caresfoot, what does my
interest matter to you? “By the way,”
she went on, slowly, “George asked me
to make a payment to youon his account,
money that has, he says, been long owing,
but has not hitherto been convenient to
repay.”

“What is the sum?’ asked Philip, |

abstractedly.

“A large one; a thousand pounds.”

It did not require the peculiar intona-
tion she threw into her voice to make the
matter clear to him. He was wellaware
that no such sum was owing.

“Here is the check,” she went on; and,
taking from her purse a signed and cross-
ed check upon a London banker, she un-
folded it and threw it upon the table,
watching him the while.

Philip gazed at the money with the
eyes of a hungry wolf. A thousand
pounds! That might be his for the ask-
ing, nay, for the taking. It would bind
him to nothing. The miser's greed took
possession of him as he looked. Slowly
he raised his hand, twitching with excite-
ment, and stretched it out toward the
check, but, before his fingers touched it,
Lady Bellamy, as though by accident,

dropped her white palm upon the pre-
cious paper.
«I suppose that Mr. Heigham will leave

mentioned ?” she said, carelessly, but in
a significant tone.

Philip nodded.

The hand was withdrawn as carelessly
as it had come, leaving the check, blush-
ing in all its naked beauty, upon the
table. Philip took it as deliberately as
he could, and put it in his pocket. Then,
rising, he said good-by, adding, as he
passed through the door:

«Remember, T have no responsibility
in the matter. I wash my hands of it,
and wish to hear nothing about it.”

“The thousand pounds has done it
reflected Lady Bellamy. “I told George
that he would rise greedily at money. I
have not watched him for twenty years
for nothing. That cur, Philip, is as good
as a play,” and she laughed her own
peculiar laugh.

——

CHAPTER XXIX.

When Arthur came to smdke his pipe
with his host that evening, the latter
looked so gloomy and depressed, that he
wondered to himself if he was going to
be treated to a repetition of the shadow
scene, little guessing that there was
something much more personally un-
pleasant before him.

“Heigham,” Philip said, suddenly, and
looking studiously in the other direction,
T want to speak to you. I have been
thinking over our conversation of about
a week ago on the subject of your engage-
ment to Angela, and have now come toa
final determination. I may say at once
that I approve of you in every way”
(here his hearer’s heart bounded with
delight), “but,under all the circumstances,
I don’t think that I should be right in
sanctioning an immediate engagement.
You are not sufficiently sure ofeach other
for that. I may seem old-fashioned, but
I am a great believer in the virtue of
eonstancy, and I'm anxious, in your
own interests, to put yours and Angela’s
to the test. The terms that I can offer
you are these: You must leave here to-
morrow, and must give me your word of
honor as a gentleman—which I know
will be the most effectual guarantee that
I can take from you—that you will not
for the space of a year either attempt to
see Angela again, so to held any written
communication with her, or anybody in
any way connected with ber. The year
ended, you can return, and, should you
both still be bf the same mind, you can
then marry her as soon as you like. If
you decline to these terms—which I
believe to be to your mutual ultimate
advantage—I must refuse my consent to
the engagement altogether.”

A silence followed this speech. The
match that Arthur had lit before Philip.
began, burned itself out between his
fingers without his appearing to suffer
any particular inconvenience, and now
his pipe fell with a crash into the grate,
and broke into fragments—a fit symbol
of the blow dealt to his hopes. Forsome
moments he was so completely over-
whelmed at the idea of losing Angela for
a whole long year, losing her as com-
pletely as though she were dead, that he
could not answer. At length he found
his voice, and said, hoarsely :

“Yours are hard terms.”

«f can not argue the point with you,
Heigham, such as they are, they are my
terms, founded on what 1 consider I
owe to my daughter. Do you accept
| them?”
| “I can not answer you off-hand. My
| happiness and Angela’s are too vitally
concerned to allow me to ‘do so. I must
consult her first.”

“Very good, I have no objection; but
you must let me have your answer by
ten to-morrow.”

Breakfast was not a cheerful meal the
next day, and Pigott, noticing the pre-
vailing depression, remarked, with sar-
casum, that they might, for all appear-
ance to the contrary, have been married
| for twenty years; but even this spirited

fate, came all too soon, and it was with
very anxious hearts that they took their
way to the study. Philip, who was seat-
ed in readiness, appeared to view Angela’s
arrival with some uneasiness.

“Of course, Angela,” he said, “Iam
always glad to see you, but I hardly ex-
pect__"

«I beg your pardon for intruding,
father,” she answered, “but, as this is
very important to me, I thought that 1
had better come, too, and hear what is
| gettled,”

As it was evident that she meant to
stay.

“Oh! very well, very well—I suppose
you have heard the terms upon which I
am prepared to consent to your engage-
ment.”

“Yes, Arthur has told me, and it is to
implore you to modify them that we
have come. Father, they are cruel
terms: to be dead to each other for a
whole long year.”

«I can not helpit, Angela, I am sorry to
inflict pain upon either of you, but I have
arrived at them entirely in your own
interests, and after a great deal of anxi-
ous thought. Believe me, a year’s proba-
tion will be very good for both of you; it
is not probable that, where my only child
is concerned, I should wish to do any-
thing except what is for her happiness!”

Arthur looked rebellion at Angela.
Philip saw it, and added:

to-morrow on the understanding we

“Of course you can defy me—it is, I
believe, rather the fashion for girls, now-
adays, to do so—but, if you do, you must
both clearly understand, first, that you
can not marry without my consent till
the first of May next, or nearly a year
hence, when Angela comes of age; and
that I shall equally forbid all intercourse
in the interval; and secondly, that when
vou do so, it will be against my wish,
an_ that I shall cut her name out of my
will, for this property is only entailed in
the male line. It now remains for me to
ask you if you agree to my conditions.”

Angela answered him, speaking very
slowly and clearly:

I accept them on my own behalf, not
because I understand them, or think
them right, or because of your threats,
but because, though you do not care for
me, I am your daughter, and should obey
you—and believe that you wish todo
what is best for me. That is why I ac-
cept, although it will make my life
wretched for a year.” v

“You hear what she says?” said Philip,
turning to Arthur. “Do you also agree Vi

He answered boldly and with some
temper (how would he have answered
could he have seen the thousand-pound
check that was reposing upon the table
in Philip’s rusty pocket-book, and known
for what purpose it came there?):

“If it had not been Angela’s wich, I
would never have agreed. I think your
terms preposterous, and I only hope that
you have some satisfactory reason for
them; for you have not shown us any.
But since she takes this view of the mat-
ter, and because, so far as I can see, you
have completely cornered us, I suppose I
must. You are her father and can
not in nature wish to thwarth her happi-
ness: and if you have any plan of causing
her to forget me—I don’t want to be con-
ceited, but I believe that it will fail.”
Here Angela smiled somewhat sadly.
“So, unless one of us dies before the year
is up, I shall come back to be married on
the 9th of June next year.”

“Really, my dear Heigham, your way
of talking is so aggressive, that some
fathers might be tempted to ask you not
to come back at all; but perhaps it is,
under the circumstances, excusable.”

“You would probably think so, if you
were in my place,” blurted out Arthur.

“You give me, then, your word of honor
as a gentleman that you will attempt,
either in person or by letler, no commu-
nication with Angela or with anybody
about this-place for one year from to-
day?”

“On the condition that, atthe end of
the year, I may return and marry her as
soon as I like.”

“Certainly; your marriage can take
place on the 9th of June next, if you like,
and care to bring a license and a proper
settlement—say, of half your income—
with you,” answered Philip, with a half
smile.

«] take you at your word,” said Arthur,
eagerly, “that is, if Angela agrees.”
Angela made no signs of disagreement.
“Then, on those terms,I give you my
promise.”

“Very good. Then that is settled, and
1 will send for a dog-cart to take you to
the four o’clock train. I fear you will
hardly be ready for the 12.25. I shall,
however, hope,” he added, “to have the
pleasure of presenting this young lady to
you for good and all on this day next
year. Good-by for the present. I shall
see you before you go.”

Itis painful to have to record that
when Arthur got outside the door, and
out of Angela’s hearing, he cursed Philip,
in his grief and anger, for the space of
some minutes.

“Poor Aleck,” said Angela, when the
time drew near, bending down over the
dog to hide a tear, as she had once before
bent down to hid a blush; “poor Aleck, I
shall miss you almost as much as your
master.”

“You will not miss him, Angela, be-
cause I am going to make you a present
of him if you will keep him. :

“That is very good of you,dear. I shall
be glad to have him for your sake.”

Well, keep him, love, he is a good dog;
he will quite have transferred his allegi-

gsally did not provoke & laugh. Ten?
o’clock, the hour that was to decide their

ance by the time I come back. I hope
you won’t have done the same, Angela”

“Oh, Arthur, why will you so often
make me angry by saying such things?
The sun will forget to shine before I for-
get you.”

At last the moment came, as all mom-
ents good and bad must come To Pigott,
who was crying, he gave a hugand a five-
pound note, to Aleck a pat on the head,
to Philip, who could not look him in the
face, a shake of the hand, and to Angela,
who bravely smiled into his eyes—a long
last kiss.

But, when the cruel wheels began to
crunch upon the gravel, the great tears
welling to her eyes blotted him from sight.
Blindly she made her way up to her room,
and throwing herself upon the bed let
her unrestrained sorrow loose, feeling
that she was indeed desolate and aonle.

CHAPTER XXX.

When Angela was still quite a child,
the permanent inhabitants of Sherborne
Lane, King William street, in the city of
London, used to note a pretty girl, of
small stature and modest ways passing
out—every evening after the city gentle-
men had locked up their offices and gone
home—from the quiet of the lane into
the roar and rush of the city. This young
girl was Mildred James, the only daugh-
ter of a struggling, a very struggling, city

doctor, and her daily mission was to go

to the cheap markets, and buy the pro-
visions that were to last the Sherborne
Lane household (for her father lived in
the same room that he practiced in) for
the ensuing twenty-four hours. The
world was a hard place for poor Mildred
in those days of provision hunting, when
so little money had to pay for so many
necessaries, and to provide also for the
luxuries that were necessaries to her in-
valid mother. Some years latcr, when
she was a sweet maiden of eighteen, her
mother died, and medical competition
was keen in Sherborne Lane, and her re-
moval did not greatly alleviate the pres-
sure of poverty. At last one evening,
when she was about twenty years of age,
a certain Mr. Carr, an old gentleman
with whom her father had some ac-
quaintance, sent up a card with a pencil-
ed message onitto the effect that he
would be glad to see Dr. James.

“Run, Mildred,” said her father, “and
tell Mr. Carr that I will be with him in a
minute. It will never do to see a new
patient in this coat.”

Mildred departed, and gliding into the
gloomy consulting-room like a sunbeam,
delivered her message to the old gentle-
man, who appearrd to be in some pain,
and prepared to return.

“Don’t go away,” almost shouted the
aged patient; “I have crushed my finger
in a door, and it hurts most confounded-
ly. You are something to look at in this
hole, and distract my attention.”

Mildred thought to herself that this
was an odd way of paying a compliment
if it was meant for one; but, then, old
gentlemen with crushed fingers are not
given to weighing their words.

“Are you Dr. James's daughter ¥ he
asked, presently.

“Yes, sir.”

“Ugh, I have lived most of my life in
Sherborne Lane, and never saw any-
thing half so pretty in it before. Con-
found this finger!”

At this moment the doctor himself
arrived, and wanted to dismiss Mildred,
but Mr. Carr, who was a headstrong old
gentleman, vowed that no one else should
hold his injured hand while it was dress-
ed, and so she stayed just long enough
for him to fall as completely in love with
her shell-like face as though he had been
twenty instead of nearly seventy.

She never had any cause to regret it,
for he was kindness itself toward her,
and when he died, some five years after-
ward, having no children of his own, he
left her sole legatee of all his enormous
fortune, bound up by no restrictions as to
re-marriage. About this time also her
father died, and she was left as much
alone in the world as it is possible for a
young and pretty woman, possessing in
her own right between twenty and thirty
thousand a year, to be.

Needless to say, Mrs. Carr was thence-
forth one of the catches of her gemera-
tion; but nobody could catch her, though
she alone knew how many had tried.
Once she made a list of all the people
who had proposed to her; it included
among others a bishop, two peers, three
members of parliament, no less than five
army officers,an American, and adissent-
ing clergman.

«It is perfectly marvelous, my dear,”
she said to her companion, Agatha Terry,
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“how fond people are of twenty thousand
a year, and yet they all said that they
loved me for myself, that is, all except
the dissenter, who wanted me to help to
“feed his fiock,’ and I liked him the best
of the lot, because he was the honestest.”

Mrs. Carr had a beautiful house in
Grosvenor Square, a place in Leicester,
where she hunted a little, a place in the
Isle of Whight that she rarely visited,
and, lastly, a place at Madeira where she
lived for nearly half the year. There

never had been a breath of scandal
against her name, nor had she given
cause for any. “As for loving,” she
would say, “the only things she loved
were beetles and mummies,” for she was
a clever naturalist, and a faithful student
of the lore of the ancient Egyptians. The
beetles, she would exclaim, had been the
connecting link between the two sciences,
since beetles had led her to scarabei,
and scarabei to the human husks with
which they are to be found; but this
statement, though amusing, was not
strictly accurate, as had in reality con-
tracted the taste from her late husband,
who had left her a large collection of

D. J. GILLIS, Marsh Road.

KING & IRWIN, corner Princess and
Charlotte street.

THOS. L. DEAN, corner Duke and Car-
marthen 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, Mil! Street.

el = SR AT

FAIRVILLE.
C. ¥. TILTON.

ST. STEPHEN.
C. H. SMITH & CO. o
ST. ANDREWS.
JOHN S. MAGEE.
FREDERICTON.
W. T. H. FENETY.

Egyptian antiquities.
(To be Continued.)

<
-

Modesty is Diseretion.

{San Francisco Chronicle.]

Most men like modest girls best.
Modesty is discretion; that’s all.  The
modest girl won’t let you have her hand
when there’s anybody likely to see; but
she’s wholesouled when there’s nobody
looking and gives you roth her
hands. I have Known young ladies
who would squeeze your hand tenderly,
look into your eyes, and do every-
thing "that was agreeable in the
most shameless manner before other
people ; but when they were alone with
you they’d sit half a mile off and talk
primly about the weather. 1 don’t think
those girls would make good wives. At
all events. they don’t make good sweet-
hearts, and about marrying it is<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>