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ROADS THAT ARE NO LONGER
IN USE,

{hat are as Pleasant as they
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The oldest road of which we have any
definite knowledge is the Appian Way,
the consteuction of which dates back to
212 B. C. This is remarkable for its
gréndonr and the immense amount of
labor expended upon it. It is not un-
likely but that its stability is as well as-
gared as that of the pyramids. There
are no traces of Roman influence in the
later . roads in Englard, but in France
the Roman method appears to have been
followed to some extent when new roads
were constructed at the beginning of the
18th eentiry. The roads in England are
gaid 10 have been wretchedly bad until
the Jays of Telford and Macadam, sbout
one hundred-years ago. Notwithstand-
ing the multiplication of railways since
then, the roads of England are said to be
among the best in the world to day.

There are some old roads in the Mari-
time Provinces, which though disused
for fifty years or more, have never leen
Jevelled by the furrow, and most likely,
will still show for what purpose they were
constructed, a hundred or two hundred
years hence. Among these old roads are
those which make checker-boards of the
hille abowt the quiet town of Shelburne,
Nova Scotia. - The place was settled in
1764, and named New Jerusalem, but in
1783, a great number of American Loyal-
ists centred here, hoping te make 1t the

metropolis of Nova Scotia. Within two-

years more than $2,500,000 were expend-
ed in building a city, the inhabitants of
which nimobered no less than 12,000.
“Gov. Parr entered the bay on the frigate
La Sophia, amid the roaring of saluting
batteries and named the new city Shel-
burne.” But though Shelburne had one
_of the most magnificent harbors on the
Atlantic coast, it had no rural back
country to supply and to be enriched by,
and Shelburne dwindled into insignifi-

" cance almost as rapidly as it had risen
into notority. In a few years its popula-
tion had sank to about 400, but it is not
long since there were those living who
could tell how the departing inhabitants
left, in many instances, magnificent resi-
dences, filled with furniture of the most
costly description, books, pictures and
bric-a-brac, to moulder and decay. If
the old trees that shelter some of the
streets of Shelburne had tongues, what
swées they might tell of the ambitieus
dreams and bitter disappointments of its
founders. Here and there, on the hills
that overlook the tewn may be seen the
scattered and erumbling ruins of the city
of the past.

Other roads, long s'nce disused, are
found about Louisbourg, on the island of
Cape Breton. No important settlements
were made in Louiskourg till 1714, when
the Fremch troops and inhabitants of
Placentia, New oundland, evacuated that
place and settled here. The work of
‘buildipgh the fortress, which cost about
30,000, livres, was begun in 1720.
Some of the stone used in its construc-
tion was brought from France, a curious
circamstance, when stone quite as suita-
ble for the purpose might have been
found in the immediate vicinity of its
gite. Louisbourg grew to be a city of the
greatest im ce, but to day itsin-
habitants ﬁ?:xceed four or five hun-
dred in n r. A forest covers a con-
siderable portion of its site, where traces
of the old roads are still discernible, and
where still may be found at rare inter-
vals a straggling survivor of the flowers
and shrubs that were planted by the gay,
but ambitious settlers of. more than a
century and a half ago.

Byt we have many delightful old roads
that are still in use. One leads from
Harbor Bouche, through Tracadie, to
Antigonish. Another from Antigonish,
by Arisaig and Merigomish, to New
Glasgow. Another from Halifax to Ches-
ter; anmother from Pubnmico, through
Argyle and Tusket, to Yarmouth, and
another along the shore of St. Mary’s
Bay, from Weymouth to Digby. It used
to be a very pleasant drive from 8t. John,
by Musquash, and Lepreaux, and Penn-
field and St. George, to 8t. Andrews, and
no less delightful was the scenery that

* unfolded itself to the traveller through
the valley of the Nerepis. One of the

most charming roads in the province |

leads frdm Indian, Pcint, on Grand Lake,
through Scotchtown, and past the Key-
hole, to Sypher’s Cove, and another fol-
Tows the shores of Kcnnebeccasis Bay,
and Kingston Creek from Clifton to
Kihgston. In fine, on almost any of our
old roads, I conclude that a majority of
men and women can spend § summer
vacation far more agreeably than in any
fashionable hotel or at any, so-styled,
pleasure resort where suitable accommo-
dations can be found in the houses of the
thrifty farmers.

Memoriam to Rev. J. E. Reud.

The storm has ceased the calm has come,
Rest, weary pigrim rest,

At home within thy father’s house
Safe on thy Saviours breast.

No torturing pangs, no sorrowing there
Where saints in triumph sing,

As one by one long parted friends
Unite to meet their king.

Rough was thy voyage, wild the storm
That beat n’er death’s dark sea;

Yet to it all thou calmly said
What Jesus wills must be.

"Midst tears of sorrow then we’ll shed
The tears of lasting joy,

Since thou hast proved by faith most strong
That nought eould thee anney.

Methinks I hear the chariets roll,

O’er yonder golden street,
" That woke him frembhis last repose,

A sleep, 80 calm and sweet.

Before an emerald throre I see
By faith a spirit fair, 5

‘While matchless glcry decks a brow,
Where reste no e.rhly care.

Fawxie HaMIiLTON.
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Atlome.

“] steod alone on my desolate hearth,
With my household gods shattered nrouéxd me!”
% " —BYRON.

I stand on the abyss of life, with the awful past
behind me,

While the future’s lurid flames surge up in front
and blind me;

With broken heart and ruined life I face the dread
to-morrow,

And dare dark fate to add one drop to my full cup
of sorrow!

For I havesupp’d on herrers! drained misfortune’s
cup of gall

To-its last dregs of bitterness! and now bereft of
all

That made life worth the living, at [ast I stand
alone,

Amonig my shattered household gods, upon my
cold hearthstone,

Stand, and defy the faturel neither good nor evil
fate :

Avails or hinders now! the hopelest words “Too
Late,”

In fiery lotters flash o’er the past’s unyielding
deor, ;

And “might have been’ stands facing me for ever,
ever more!

So I turn my back on happiness, and all that once
was home! ;

And with misfortune for my bride I face the years
to come!

All hopeless, yot all fearless, Fate's lightwings 1
defy,

And when at last the end ghall come, hopeless yet

fearless die!
R. G. FRANKS.
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THE FLOWERS WERE ARTIFICIAL.

—

An Idea of Hiow The “Glorious Cli-
mate » Of California is Worked.

Dell Matchett, an arrival from the
southern boom county of Los Angelés, is
at the Union,says the Chico(Cal.) Enter-
prise. Mr. Matchett said: *‘I arrived in
California some three months ago from
Ohio and proceeded at once to southern
California, and was stopping at a subur-
ban hetel near Pasadena. Well, to a
certain extent I liked the country, though
it was fearfully cold some mornings, tut
I thought it was ali right, for just under
my window was a rosebush in full bloom,
and above it was a bed of pansies and
hot house exotics that for beauty and
freshness I had never seen the like. You
may believe I wrote long, flowery and’
eulogistic letters of the country and place
to eastern friends. i

But now for the sequel; the flower bed
was protected by a barbed wire enclosure,
and it was impossible to reach them. One
evening several ladies and myself impor-
tuned the proprietor for a boquet each to
wear to a reception that eveming, but to
no avail, so I determined I would have
one at any cost. Shortly after dusk that
evening I lowered myself from my win-
dow, made three or four graks for the
flowers, and then climbed back thorough-
ly disgusted. They were artificial and
so artistically manufactured that they
would deceive the most experienced.

1 paid my bill next  morning and left
for the upper country without waiting to
see whether the oranges were tied on the
trees or the grass was green through the
copious washings of paris green er not.

NEWS OF THE WORLD.

Colonel Albert P. Stewart, of the Ele-
venth Regiment, N. G. 8. N. Y., is a trifle
too old to be called a child. Yet he isqy
still tied to his aged mother’s. apron
strings, and although forty-seven years
of age receives from 50 cents to §1 a w‘eek
pocket money. 8

The thistle at the Antipodes seems to
attain a most vigorous growth; Its root
penetrates to a depth of from twelve to

into small pieces, retains vitality, each
root producing & new plant.

The average age of all the people of
France is given as thirty-two years two
months“and fifteen days. The average
in the United States is only twenty-four
years ten months and twenty-four days.

In the Boston Ceurts there are no less
than 250 cases of divcrce on the docket
for trial this month.

A once famous dwzller of Mt. Desert
Island, was Madam Milliken, who lived
to be one hundred years of age. Her
home was on the north side of Pretty
Marsh Harbor. . Here the madam and
her husband, Samuel Milliken, (who was
descended from:a Scotch baronet, Sir
Hugh Milliken, of Aberdeen, Scotland)
spent long, useful and happy lives. Ma-
dam Milliken was a doctress and there
being no roads but only foot and bridle
patls at that time on Mount Desert, she
rode on horse-back to all parts of the
island and sometimes to the main land,
which could only be reached with a horse
at low water. She also rowed and sailed
to and from the neighboring islands, at-
tending to her professional duties.

Seaweed is coming extensively into
use for decorative purposes, says a con-
temporary ted on the fashioms. It
will be used during the summer instead
of flowers to ornament dresses. Itcan
be had in the natural color or delicatel
tinted, and the effect is' charming. It
has also the advantage of never fading
or looking the worse for wear.

Mr. George Fay, an Englishman resid-
inﬁ):t Guanajuato, Mexicq, who is said
to be worth $9,000,000, is building a tre-
mendous palace. It will be nine stories
high, have hanging gardens like Babylon
of old, wleﬁhone, telegraph instruments,
electric lights in every reom, and a broad
terrace leading from every window. The
walls are to be of asbestos, brick and
paper, and the whole structure will be
supported by iron col:mnsef immense
girth and height. :

The vast express business of this
country may trace its origin to the small
carpet-bag which a young man nam
William ¥. Harnden, a native of Reading,
in Massachusetts, began to carry forti
and back on the Long Island Sound boats,
between New York and Boston, via Pro-
vidence, exactly half a century ago.
That famous traveling-bag was kept in
Boston a8 a memorial for many years,
perhaps is to-day.

In the police court at Washington, D.
C:, recently, two fines of $5 each were
imposed on a veterinary su n for am-
putating, or, as the term 1is, “docking”
the tails of a pair of horses, owned by ona
of the Secretaries of the English Minister.
The complaint was made by the agent of
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty
to Animals. The judge said that this
was the first  time that such a case had
been brought to the attention of the court.
The extreme penalty is $250 and one
year in jail.

The chief feature of the Maine courts,
the past week, was the large number of’
divorces granted. In Penobscot county
twenty-eight couples have been released
from matrimonial bonds; in Waldo, six;
in Androseoggin, twenty; in Hancock,
seven; in Lincoln, five.

A singular story of a Baptist preacher
killing his father-in-law comes up from
the Indian Territory. Parson Cantrell
is a Seventh Day Baptist and his father-
in-law, Deacen Coffey, went to his field
near Timtown, last Sunday, where Can-
trell was plewing, and not only remons-
trated against his working on the Lord’s
day, but undertook to kick him out of
the field. The parson resisted and split
his father-in-law’s head open with a hoe.

The King of Portugal has crdered thirty
tons of fireworks and fifty tons of mortars
for use at Lisbon in the royal reception
to the King of Sweden. Portugal’s ruler
evidently intends to have a regular Ame-
rican Fourth of Tuly blowout.

The poor unsophisticated trout is be-
ing exposed to the allurements of the
kid glove fishermen, while the country
youth with a tempting bit of angleworm
follows in their footsteps, and gathers in
a good string. Provided the k. g. fisher-
man and boy connects, the former returns
trinmphant and the fly is landed over
the humble angleworm.

An Elko (Nev.) land-owner iz seeding
his ranch to tea, and will exaploy Indian
women and children to gather the croj
These people ought to do as well at this
business as the Chinese after a little ex-
perience.

Gilt keys, attached to gaily colored rib-
bons, are worn by fair damsels, in tne
same manner as were the tiny sachet
bags a short time ago.

A married waman when young and
pretty is a slave; when she is old and
withered she is the most respected and
beloveit member of the family. This is

twenty feet, and this root, even when cut |

ed |

The value of the annual output of but-
ter in Jreland is estimated at net less
thax $30,000,000. :

_©OnBaturday night last James Cripps
and’ a*¢ompanion, belonging to Duch
Villey, Kings county, started out to have
a good time, They both got drunk and
while driving along the road the horse
was driven over an embankment. Both
men fell out of the wagon. Cripps broke
his neck and died instantly. His com~
ipanion was also seriously injured. -Both
are farmers.

Dr. J. A, Lintner, the well-known en-
“tomologist, of New York, says there are
in the world 320,000 species of insects;
25,000 of: these belong to the Unite
States, and about 15,000 prey upon the
productions of man; 7,000 &r 8000 of these
could be considered as being fruit pests.
On the apple alone 210 species are known,
and probably more extended investiga-
tion will increase the number to 300.
The future successful fruit grower should
study entomology, and be acquainted with
i‘x)lsecm and their habits, so as to be able

tell friends from foes.

&
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. { BLONDES AND BRUNETTES.

% a—

Senie Ilints Bemeficial to the Complexs
iens of Light and Bark Women.

Blondes and brunettes suffer from the
weather, as a rule, with ent:rely differ-
ent results. ‘

Generally speaking the blonde tans
and reddens unbecomingly in the sum-
mer, but in the winter is apt to have a
fine glow from open-air exercise.

nette, who seldom sunburns, but jcold
weather is apt to produce an irritation of
the skin, a sallow and blue look unless
in the clear, olive, complexion, when
there'is perfect health, such as produces
what & French poet ¢alls the “bloom of
the wind” on her cheeks.

Tan-and sunburn are difficult to avoid,
but am application of benzoin, rose water
aud distilled water in equal parts to the
! face before going out, is the best preven-
!'tativo 1 have ever known, writes Lucy C.
| Lillie in the Philadelphia Times. The
old-fashioned remedies, such as oatmeal
| dissolved in water and applied to the
| face at night, a bran bag soaked in the
| water before washing in the morning or

cream carefully applied, are equally ben-
| ficiak

Wind-scorching in the fall and winter,
which prcduces 80 much annoyance to
blondes, is difficult to deal with excent
by tl.e use of a thick veil, which is_cer-
tainly unhealthy except in the coldest
weather.

The only time in winter when I would
recommend the use of the powder is in
the windiest of March weather. Use it
then.op going out into the open air as
the Frénch ladies do. 'The face being
thordughly wiped off with a piece of the
softest of chamois gkin, some cold cream
is darefully and thoroughly  rubbed in.
Upon this is applied a layer of rice pow-
der, carefully dusted off, and this is said
to effectualty protect the skin against the
bad effects of the cold Aind. On return-
ing to'the house it is carefully removed
from the fate with a soft towel.

No French lady will apply a powder at
any time to her face-without the pre-
vious application of a cold cream or vase-
eline, and the same may be said of mem-
bers of the theatrical profession, who are
as & rule noted for their good complex-
ions, which is only the result of their ex-
cessive cleanliness and proper use of
cregms and warm baths.

Odds and Ends. '

——

The Queen of Sweden is an excellent

| cogk.

William Sherwood, of Baltimore, Md.,
will spend a year in prison for stealing a
Bible.

A peasant has just died in Austre-
Hungary who was 142 years of age.

gece

‘Rbbert Bonner was for years a
hand dtthe printer's case.

There are now twenty-two crematories
in Europs, where more than 1400 inoin-
erations took place this year.

Mrs. Margaret Dutton, who died recent-
ly at the age of 102, used tobacco until
her hundredth birthday.

Soth Kinman, a veteran scout, has pre-
sonted every President from Buckanun
to Arthur with a chair made by himself
from the horns and hide of elk and deer
he has slain. Mr. Kinman is making

P- | one of the chairs for Président Cleveland,

but grouble from an old gunshot wound
has delayed its progress.

A singular deposit has been discovered
near the base of a mountain near Taylor-
ville, N. C. It resembles clay in pliabili-
ty, but when exposed to the air becomes
as hard as stone. Blocks of it have been
dug out and used for all the purposes, of
stone, and it is proposed to build houses

in China.

of it.

Tan is frequently becoming to the bru- |

FOR AND ABOUT WOMEN.

A COLUMN OF GOSSIP AND HINTS
FOR QLD AND YOUNG GIRLS.

What Women all Over the World arc
Talking and Thinking Abeut.

Men who seek the society of ladies are
becoming rarer and rarer in Paris. Most
men can not do it. A man who has any
serious occupation finds it materially im-
peggijg)le to pay visits, and without.visits,
iin th?e"kesent social conditions, relations
can nok’be kept up. On the other hand,
{men Who have time often prefer the ease
of'a club or the boudoir of a cocotte to
the relative restraint of good society.
Another cause of the desertion of good
society is the fact that men marry young
nowadays, so that there are few bachel-
ors, and without bachelors the kellés can

not do anything.

* * *

Love and appreciation are to a woman
what dew and sunshine are to a flower.
They freshea and brighten her whole
life. They make her strong-hearted and
keen-sighted in everything affecting the
welfare of her home. They make her to
cherish her husband when the cares of
life press heavily upon him, and to be a
very providence to her children. To
know that her husband loves her, and is
proud of her and believes in her; that
even ker faults are looked upon with ten-
derness; that her face, to one at least, is
the fairest in all the world; that the heart

hich to her is the gregtest and noblest
holds her sacred in its innermost reces-
ses above all other women, gives her a
strength .and courage, and energy and
sweetness and vivacity which all the
wealth of the world could not bestow.
Let a woman’s life be pervaded with such
an influence, and her heart and mind
will never grow old, but will blossom and
sweeten and brighten in perpetual youth.

* * *

Italian women have a strange way in
this little place, I found of betrething the
girls to the young men before the latter
leave the town. As very few of them are
able to either read or write, long years
pass by without a word from the lover or
“spoza” reaching the patient girl at home.
It is not a rare thing to meet here young
ceuples who were engaged for ten, twelve
or even fifteen years before fortuiie was
sufficiently favorable to -allow them to
marry. One cannot soon get rich on
thirty cents a day, and that is the wages
of a man in Capri. This is, perhaps; the
reason why so many men leave  the
igland, leaving the women at home to
take care of the vineyards and olive
groves. It isa very picturesque scene,
these women with their gay costumes,
rich complexions, bright, flashing eyes,
at work in the fields. or leading their
flocks of goats up the mountain side to
pasture. Their feet are always bare, and
become so hard that it is simply wonder-
ful what they can endure. They will
walk over the roads covered with sharp,
flinty stones, climb the rugged mountain
gides,. and be quite as comfdrtable as if
walking on the softest carpet. In fact,
for hardness, their feet resemble those of
the Western girl, who, when told by her
mother that there was a red-hot coal un-
der foot, drawled out, without moving
an ‘inch, “ Which foot is it under,
mammy ?” Yet the feet of these women
are by no means misshapen, but, on the
contrary, are perfect models for an ar-

tist.
*

Mrs. Harriet Prescott Spofford, in the
New York World, makes an eloquent
plea against early marriages for girls.
She believes . they should have time to
learn and to develop before the duties of
matrimony are taken on.  She says:

Give her a few years of absolute free-
dom from deep emotions, a little period
to flutter before she settles on her rose,
time for her music, her art, her books,
her charities, her social pleasures, before
she takes life in its seriousness. Any-
thing else cramps her, dwarfs her, hin-
ders her from her right to the full stature
of a wife, is a relic of the Zenana amd of
the complete subjection of woman. She
has a right, top, to the happiness carried
to its highest power—happiness which
cannot be given tfo her at seventeen or
twenty because she is incapable of re-
ceiving it. She may be happy then, in-
deed, as the bud may feel the warm
morning airs blowing gratefully about it,
but only the bosom of the wide-blown
flower can receive the sunshine of full
heéaven. A woman wastes her opportu-
nities of happiness in not waiting for
those ripening years. The nature that is
thoroughly developed is capable of feeling
faf more than that which isstill on its
way to development, and. it is to be
doubted if a woman under twenty-five
can receive to its utmost the deep joy,
the boundless content that surround true
marriage a8 sunshine and blue sky sur-
round lhe earth.

* *

Short courtships and prompt marriages
are severely condemed by Mr. Ruskin,
who, in a lecture recently delivered at

»

Oxford, declares that, ‘““the whole mean-
ing and power of true courtship is proba~
tion, and it ought not to be shorter than
three years at least, seven being the
more orthodox time.”. Mr. Ruskin evi-
dently knows nothing of the railroad
speed with which events move on this
side of the water, but a little further on
he gives vent to a sentiment which will
be more in unison with American ideas.
“A girl worth anything,” he says, “eught
always to have half & dozen or so of sui-
tors under love for her’—from among
whom, it is presumed, she is to make her
c¢hoice at the end of seven years, always
supposing that any will be left to choose

from.
S

The abolition of slavery in Brazil is due
to the energy and daring of the Princess
Isabella, who since last July has been at
the head of the Government as Princess
Regent. Not content with the slow work-
ing of the gradual abplition which her
father; Dom Pedro, had instituted, she
resolved on a grave stroke. The ministry
was not in sympathy with her and she
summarily dismissed it, an almost un-
precedented act in the history of the
‘Empire, for the ministry ef Brazil, like
that of England, by am unwritten law
holds office until the National Legislature
declares a want of confidence or until it
is defeated on some measure it has
brought forward,

The Princess immediatly formed a new
ministry, composed of abolitionists, and
pledged them to bring in a' bill for the
immediate abolition of slavery in the
Empire. This was a month ago, and the
personal influence of the Princess Regent
has carried the bill triuthphantly through
both the Chamber of Deputies sand the
Senate. /

So while the liberal old Emperor is
dying at Milan his daughte: has removed
the only tarnish upen his crown. She
antagonized the politicians and the nobi-
lity for the sake of a principle of right,
but hasrendeared kerself to the people.
The throne of the Braganzas, which she
is soon to occupy, will rest on surer four-~
dations than ever before:
i e .__.‘_‘__ -
Where Women Siarve.

P

The New York Sun in an article on the
working women of the great metropolis
speaks thus of one case brought under
its notice: A woman of wealth and place,
whose husband. was once the possessor
of thousands of dollars, new lies in one of
the charity hospitals in the city. Her
husband’s forttne.was swept away in the
Black Friday panie.. His death followed
two days afterward. Tooproud to let her
friends see her in her misfortune, she
came to New York and sought for work.
A gkilled housekeeper, a ggod account-
ant, accustomed to the - care of clvildren,
capable of filling a place of trust in a
store, and willing to accept any situa-
tion, she has wandered up and down the
streets answering advertisements, ring-
ing door bells, and requesting work in
stores, until the shoes were literally worn
off her feet, and no work was to be found.
A little room in the attic of a boarding
house she obtained and paid $1.50 a
week for its use. Her furniture was sold
piece by piece until the; house in which
it was stored burned with all its contents.
Then her jewels were disposed of, her
dresses, and at {ast this cultured, refined,
well-bred lady was obliged to accept the
only . real meal she had each day from
the wmatron of a charitable home for girls,
and to depend on ker for pecuniary aid
in paying for the little room she occupied.
Returning one day from another unsuc-
cessful éxpedition in search of work, she
fell on the floor of her room insensible,
the landlady not allowing even her ser-
vant to attend to her, because the girl
had to wash the next day and might be
too'tired. In the morning she was pick-
ed up partially paralyzed, and is still in
the hospital a broken-down, palsied old
woman, though comparatively young in
years, earning a few pennies now and
then by sewing with shaking hands
gome coarse garment.

PERERE e
Hints to Housekeepers.

Remove stains from cups and saucers
by scouring with fine coal ashes.

Severe pains in the bowels and stomach
are often speedily relieved by the appli-
cation of a bag of hot salt.

Bent whalebones can be restored and
used again by simply soaking in water a
few hours and then drying them.

Cast iron stoves and iron ware should
be heated gradually the first'time they
are used. gt

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

Ink stains are entirely removed by the
immediate application of dry salt before
the ink ‘has dried. When the salt be-
comes discolored by absorbing the ink,
brush it off and apply more; wet slightly.
Continue this till the ink is all removed.

Make starch with soapy water and you
will find it a pleasure to do up your
starched goods. It prevents the iren

from sticking and makes a glossy surface.
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‘We have purchased the right to reproduce, and shall in a few days be-
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[CONTINUED.]

“] shall telegraph for Casimir,” he said,
“Good Casimir! a fellow of the lower brder-
of intelligence, Jean-Marie, distinctively nét
creative, not poetic; and yet hewill repay
your study; his fortune is vast, and it isen-
tirely due to his own exertions. 'Heis the
very fellow to help us to di of our
trinkets, find us a suitable house in Paris, and
manage the details of our installation. Ad-
mirable Casimir, one of my oldest comradest
It was on his advice, 'I may add, that I in-
vested my little fortune in Turkish bonds;
when we have added these spoils of the me-
diseval church to our stake in the Mo-amme-
dan empire, little boy, we shall positively
roll among doubloons, positively roll! Beau-
tiful forest,” he cried, ‘‘farewell! Though
called to other scenes I will not forget thee.
Thy name is graven in my heart. 'Under the
influence of prosperity I become dithyram-
L bic, Jean-Marie. Such is the impulse of ‘the
natural soul; such was the constitution of
primeval man. And I—well, I will not re-
fuse the credit—I have preserved my youth
like a virginity; another, who should have
led the same snoozing, countrified existenve
for these years, another had become rusted,
become stereotype; but I, I praise my Happy
constitution, retain the spring unbrokep.
Fresh opulence and a new sphere of duties
find me unabated in ardor and only more
mature by knowledge. -For this prospective
change, Jean-Marie—it may probably have
shocked you. Tell me now, did it not strike
you as an inconsistency? Confess—it is use-
less to dissemble—it pained you?” °

“Yes,” gaid the boy.

“You see,” returned the doctor, with sub-
lime fatuity, ‘I read your thoughtst Nor
am I surprised—your education is 'not yet
complete; the higher duties of men have not
yet been presented to you fully. 'A hint—
till we have leisure—must suffice. Now that
I am once moreé in possession of a modest
competence; now that I have so long pre-
pared myself in silent meditation, it becoines
my superior duty to proceed to Paris. - My
scientific training, my undoubted command
of language, mark me out for the service'of.
my country. Modesty in such a case would
be a snare. If sin were a philosophical ex-
pression, I should call it sinful. A man must

ot deny his manifest abilities, for that is to
gvade his obligations. I must be up &ud
doing; I must be no skulker in life’s battle.”

8o he' rattled on, copiously greasing the’
joint of 'his inconsistency with words; while
the boy listened silently, his eyes fixed on the
horse, his mind seething. It was all 16st &lo-
quence; no array of words could unsettle a
belief of Jean-Marie's; and he drove into
Fontainebleau filled with pity, horror, indig-
nation and despair.

In the town Jean-Marie was kept a fixture
on the driving ' seat, to guard the treasure;
while the doctor, with a singularly slightly
tipsy airiness of manner, fluttered in and out
of cafes, where he shook hands with garrison’
officers and mixed ‘an absinthe with the
nicety of old experience; in and out of shops,
from which he retwtrned laden with costly
fruits, real turtle, a magnificent piece of
silk for his wife, a preposterous cane for him-
self, and a kepi of the newest fashion for the
boy; in and out of the telegraph office,
whence he dispatched his telegram, and
where, three_hours later, he received an an-
gwer, promising a visit ‘on “the morroW; dhit
générally pervading Fontainebleau with'the
first fine aroma of his divind good humor. !

The sun was very low when they Set forth
again; the shadows of the forest trees ex-
tended across the broad white road’ that ?exd
them home; the penetrating - odor of the
evening wood had already arisen, like .a
cloud of incense, from that broad field of
tree tops; and even in the streets of the town,
where the ‘air had ‘been’ baked all’ day be-
tween white walls, it came in whiffs and
pulses, like a distant music. Half way home
the last gold flicker vanished from a great
oak upon the left; and when they came forth
beyond the borders of the wood, the plain
was already sunken in pearly grayness, and
a great, pale: moon came swinging skyward
through the filmy poplars.

The doctor sung, the doctor whistled, the
doctor talked. He spoke of the woods, and
the wars, and the deposition of dew; he
brightened and babbled of Paris; he soared
into cloudy bombast on the glories of .the

itical arena,. . All was to be changed; as
he day departed it took with it the vestiges
of an outworn existence, and to-morrow’s
sun was to inaungurate the new. ‘“Enough,”
he cried, ‘‘of thislife of maceration!” His
wife (still beautiful, or he was sadly partial)
was to be no longer buried; she should now
shine before society. Jean-Marie would find
the world at his feet; the roads open to suc-
cess, wealth, honor and posthumous renown.
«And oh, by the way,” said he,**‘for God’s
sake keep your tongue quiet! You are, of
course, a very silent fellow; it is a quality I
gladly .recognize in you—silence, golden
silence! But this is a matter of gravity. No
word must get abroad; none but the good
Casimir is to be trusted; we shall probably
dispose of the vessels in England.”

“But are they not even ours?’ the boy said,
almost with a sob—it was the only time he
had spoken.

“Qurs in this sense, that they are nobody
else'’s,” replied the doctor. “But the state

for instance, we should be unable to de! d
their restitution; we should have nont]i;i;
we should be unable even to communicate
with the police. . Such is the monstrous con-
dition of the law. It is a mere instance of
what remains to be done, of the injustices
that may yet be righted by an ardent, active
and philosophical deputy.”

Jean-Marie put his faith in Mme, Desprez;
and as they drove forward down the road
froi urron, between the rustling poplars,
he prayed in his teeth, and whipped up the
horse to an unusual speed. Surely, as soon
as they arrived, madame would assert her
“character, and bring this waking nightmare
to an end.

Their entrance into Gretz was heralded and
accompanied by a most furious barkjng; all
the dogs in the village seemed to smell the
treasure in the noddy. But there was noone
in the street, save three lounging landscape
painters at Tentaillon’s door. Jean-Marie
opened the green gate and led in the horse
and carriage; and almost at the same mo-
ment Mme. Desprez came to the kitchen
threshold with a lighted lantern; for the
moon was not yet high enough to clear the
garden walls.

“Close the gates, Jean-Marie!”fcried the
doctor, somewhat unsteadily alighting. *“An-
astasie, where is Aline®’

“She has gone to Montereau to see her
parents,” said madame,
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would have some claim. If they were stolen, .

A1l {s for the best!” exclaimed the doctor,
fervently. ‘‘Here, quick, come near to me;
Ido not wish to speak too loud,” he con-
tinued. ‘Darling, we are wealthy!”

*“Wealthy!” repeated the wife.

“I havg found the treasure of Franchard,”
replied her husband. “‘See, here are the first
fruits;a pineapple, a dress for my ever
beautiful—it will suit her—trust a husband’s,
trust a lover’s taste! Embrace me, darling!
This grimy episode is over; the butterfly un-
folds its painted wings. To-morrow Casimir
will come; in a week we may be in Paris—
happy at last! You shall have diamonds.
Jean-Marie, take iv out of the boot with re-
ligious card and bring it piecé by piece into
the dining room. Weshall have plate at table!
Darling, hasten and prepare this turtle; it
will be a whet—it be will an addition to our
meager ordinary. I myself will proceed to
the cellar. We shall have a bottle of that
little Beaujolais you like, and finish with the
Hermitage; there are still three bottles left.
Worthy wine for a worthy occasion.”

“But, my husbandi you put me in a
whirl,” she cried. “I do not comprehend.”

“The turtle, my adored, the turtle!” cried
the doctor; and he pushed her toward the
kitchen, lantern and alk

Jean-Marie stood dumfounded.+ He had
pictured to himself a different scene—a more
immediate protest, and his hope began to
dwindle on the spot.

The doctor was everywhere, a little doubt-
ful on his legs, perhaps, and now and then
taking the wall with his shoulder; for it was
long since he had tasted absinthe, and he was
even then reflecting that the absinthe had
been a misconception. Not that he regretted
excess on such a glorious day, but he made a
mental memorand@m to beware; he must
not, a second time, become the victim of a
deleterious habit. He had his wine out of
the cellar in'a twinkling; he arranged' the
sacrificial vessels, some on the white table
cloth, some on the sideboard, etill crusted
with historic earth. He was in apd out of
the kitchen, plying Anastasie With vermouth,
heating her with glimpses of the future,
estimating their new wealth at ever larger
figures; and before they sat down to supper,
the lady’s virtue had melted in the fire of his
enthusiasm, her timidity had disappeared;
she, too, had began to speak disparagingly of
the life at Gretz; and as she took her place
and helped the soup, her eyes shone with the
glitter of prospective diamonds.

All through the meal, she and . the doctor
made and unmade fairy plans. They bobbed
and bowed and pledged each other. Their
faces ran over with smiles; their eyes scat-
tered sparkles, as they projected the doctor's
political honors and the lady’s drawing room
ovations.

“But you will not be a Red!” cried Ana-
stasie.

“I am Left Center to the core,” replied the
doctor.

“Mme. Gastein will present us—we shall
find overselves forgotten,” said the lady.

“Never,” protested the doctor. ‘*‘Beaiity
and talent leave a mark.”

T have positively forgotten how to dress,”
she sighed. :

“Darling, yon make me blush,” said he,
““Yours has been a tragic marriage!”

‘“But your success—to see you appreciated,
honored, your name in all the papers, that
will be more than pleasure —it will be
heaven!” she cried.

“And once;a week,” said the doctor, archly
scanning the syllables, ‘‘onca a week—one
good little game of baccarat?”

“Only once a week?" she questioned, threat-
ening him with a finger. #

“I swear it by my political honor,” cried

hé
T spoil you,® she said, and gave him her
hand. - AN L

He covered it with kisses.

" Jean-Marie escaped into the night. - The
moon swing high over Gretz.  He' went
down to the garden end and sat on the Jetty.
The river rah by with eddies of oily silver,
and & low, morniotonous song. Faint veils of
mist moved among the poplarson the further
side. "Thé redds were quietly nodding. A
hundred times already had the boy sat, on
such a night, and watched the, streaming
river with untroubled fancy. And, this per-
haps was tp be the Jast. He was to leave this
familiar hamlet, this green rustling country,
this bright and quiet stream; he was to pass
into the great city; his dear lady mistress
was to move bedizened intosaloons; his good,
garrulous, kind hearted master to become a
brawling deputy; and both be lost forever to
Jean-Marie and their better selves. He knew
his own defects; he knew he must sink into
less and less consideration in the turmoil of a
city life; sink more and more from the child
into the servant. And he began dimly to-be-
lieve the doctor's: prophecies of ‘evil. He
could see a change: in’ both. - His generous
incredulity failed him for this once;a child
must have perceived that the Hermitage had
completed what the absinthe had begun. If
this were the first day, what would be the
last? “If necessary, wreck the train,” thought
he, remembering the doctor’s parable. He
looked round on the delightful scene; he
drank deep of the charmed night air, laden
with thescent of hay. “If necessary, wreck
the train,” he repeated. And he rose and re-
turned to the house.

CHAPTER VL
A CRIMINAL' INVESTIGATION, IN TWO PARTS.

The next morning there was a mostun-
usnal outery in the doctor’s house. The last
thing before going to bed, the doctor had
locked up some valuables in the dining room
cupboard; and bebold, when he rose again,
as he did about 4 o’clock, the cupboard had
been broken open and the valuables in ques-
tion had disappeared. Madame and Jean-
Marie were summoned from their rooms, and
appeared in hasty toilets; they found the
doctor raving, calling the heavens to witness
and avenge his injury, pacing the room bare-
footed, with the tails of his night shirt flirt-
ing as he turned.

“Gone!” he said; ‘“the things are gone, the
fortune gone! We are paupers once more.
Boy! what do you know of this? Speak up,
sir, speak up.” Do you know of it? ere
are they?’ He had him by the arm, shaking
him like a bag, and the boy’s words, if he
had any, were jolted forth in inarticulate
numbers. The doctor, with a revulsion from
his own violence, set him down again. He
observed Anastasie in tears. ‘‘Anastasie,”
he said, in quite an altered voice, ‘‘compose
yourself, .command your feelings. I would
not have you give way to passion like the
vulgar. This—this trifling accident must be
lived down. Jean-Marie, bring me my
smaller medicine chest. A gentle laxative is
indicated.”

And he dosed the family all round. leading
the way himself with a double quantity. The
wretched Anastasie, who had never been ill
in the whole course of her existence, and
whose soul recoiled from remedies, wept
floods of tears, as she sipped, and shuddered,
and protested, and then was bullied and
shouted at until she sipped again. As for
Jean-Marie, he took his portion down with
stoicism.

“I have given him a less amount.” ob-
served the doctor, ‘‘his youth protecting
him against emotion. And now that we
have thus parried any morbid consequences,
let us reason.”

“J am so cold,” wailed Anastasie,

“Cold!” evied the doctor.  “‘I give thanks
to God ti:t 21 mado of fierie? material.
Why, ci . gyn l:}ow like this would set a

frog into a transpiration. If yom are cold
you ¢can retire; and, by the way, you might
throw me down my trousers, . It is chilly for
the legs.”

“Oh, no!” protested Anastasie; ““I will stay
with you.”

“Nay, madame, you shall not suffer for
your devotion,” said the doctor. *‘I will my-
self fetch you a shawl.” And he went up-
stairs and returned more fully clad and with
an armful of wraps for the shivering An-
astasie. ‘“And now,” he resumed, ‘‘to inves-
tigate this crime. Let us proceed by induc-
tion, Anastasie, do you know anything that
can help us?” Anastasie knew nothing. “Or
you, Jean-Marie?” .

“Not I,” replied the boy, steadily.

“Good,” returned the doctor. ' “We shall
now turn our attention to the material evi-
dences. (I was born to be adetective; I have
the eye and the systematicspirit.) First, vio-
lence has been employed. The door was
broken open; and it may be observed, in pass-
ing, that the lock was dear indeed at what'l
paid for it; a crow to pluck with Master
Goguelat. Second, here isan instrument em-
ployed, one of our own table knives, one of
our best, my dear; which seems to indicate
no preparation onthe part of the gang=—if
gang itwas. Thirdly, I observe that nothing
has been removed except the Franchard
dishes and the casket; our own silver has
been minutely respected. - This is wily; it
shows intelligence, a knowledge of the code,
a desire to avoid legal consequences. I argue
from this fact that the gang numbers persons
of respectability—outward, of course, and
merely outward, as the robbery proves. Bub
1 argue, second, that we must have been ob-
served at Franchard itself by some occult ob-
server, and dogged throughout the day with
a skill and pStience that I venture to qualify
as consummate. No ordinary man, no occa-
sional criminal, would have shown himself
capable of thiscombination. We havein our
neighborhood, it is far from improbable, a
retired bandit of the highest order of intelli-
gence.” . i

“Good heaven!” cried the horrified Anas-
tasie. ‘“‘Henri, how can you!"

“My cherished one, this is & process of .in-
duction,” said the doctor. “If any of my
steps are unsound correct me. You are si-
lent? Then do not, I beseech you, be so
vulgarly illogical as to revolt from my con-
clusion. ‘We have now arrived,” he re-
sumed, “at some idea of the composition of
the gang—for I incline to the hypothesis of
more than one—and we now leave this room,
which can disclose no more, and turn our at-
tention to the court and garden. (Jean-
Marie, I trust you are observantly following
my various steps; this is an excellent piece
of education for you.) Come with me to the
door. No steps on the court, it is unfortun-
ate our court should be paved.. On what
small matters hang the destiny of these deli-
cate investigations! Hey! What have we
here? Ihave led you to the very spot,” he
said, standing grandly backward and indi-
cating the green gate. “An escalade, as you
can now see for yeurselves, has taken place.”

' Sure enough, the green paint was in several
places scratched and broken; and one of the
panels preserved the print of a nailed shee.

The foot bad slipped, however, and it was

difficult to estimate, the size of the shoe, and
impossible to distinguish the pattern of the

nails. -

“The wholerobbery,” concluded the doctor,
“gtep by step, has been reconstituted.
Inductive science can no further go.”

“It is wonderful,” said his svife. ‘“You
should have been a detective, Henri. I had
no idea of your talents.”

“My dear,” said Desprez, condescendingly,
‘g man of scientific imagination combines
the lesser faculties; he is a detective just as
be is a publicist or a general; these ‘are but
local applications of his special talent. But
now,” he continued, “would you have me go
further? Would you have me lay my finger
on the culprits—or rather, for I cannot
promise quite so much, point out to you the
very house where they consort? It may be
a satisfaction, at least it is all we are likely
to get, since we are denied the remedy of
law. I reach the further stage in this way.
In order to fill my outline of the robbery, I
require & man likely to be in the forest
idling, I require a man of education, I re-
quire a man superior to considerations of
morality. The three requisites all center in
Tentaillon’s boarders. They are painters;
therefore they are continually lounging in
the forest. They are painters; therefore
they are not unlikely to have some smatter-
ing of education. Lastly, because they are
painters, they are probably immoral. And
this I prove in two ways. First, painting is
an art which merely addresses the eye; it
does not in any particylar exercise the moral
sense. And second, painting, in common
with all the other arts, implies the dangerous
quality of imagination. A man of imagina-
tion is never moral; he outsoars literal de-
marcations and reviews life under too many
shifting lights to rest content yith the in-
vidious distinctions of the law.”

“But you always say—at least, so I under-
stood you’—said madame, “‘that these lads
display no imagination whatever.”

«“My dear, they displayed imagination, and
of a very fantastic order, too,” returned the
doctor, “‘when they embraced their beggarly
profession. Besides—and this is an argu-
ment exactly suited to your intellectual level
~—many of them are English and American.
‘Where else should we expect to find a thief?
And now you had better get your coffee.
Because we have lost a treasure, there is no
reason for starving. For my part, I shall
break my fast with white wine. I feel un-
accountably heated and thirsty today. I
can only attribute it to the shock of the dis-
covery. And yet, you will bear me out, I
supported the emotion nobly.”

The doctor had now talked himself back
into an admirable humor; and as hesat in
the arbor and slowly imbibed a large allow-
ance of white wine and picked a little bread
and cheese with no very impetuous appetite,
if a third of his meditations ran upon]the
missing treasure, the other two-thirds were
more pleasingly buried in the retrospect of
his detective skill.

About 11 Casimir arrived. He had caught
an early train to Fontainebleau and driven
over to save time, and now his cab was sta-
bled at Tentaillon’s, and he remarked, study-
ing his watch, that he could spare an hour
and a half. He was much the man of busi-
ness, decisively spoken, given to frowning in
an intellectual manner. Anastasie’s born
brother, he did not waste much sentiment on
the lady, gave her an English family kiss,
and demanded a meal without delay.

“You can tell me your story while we eat,”
he observed. ‘‘Anything good today, Stasie?”

He was promised something good. The
trio sat downto a table in the arbor, Jean-
Marie waiting as well as eating, and the doc-
tor recounted what had happened in his
richest narrative manner. Casimir heard it
with explosions of laughter.

“What a streak of luck for you, my good
brother,” he observed, when the tale was
over. “If you had gone to Paris you would
have played dick-duck-drake with the whold
consignment in three months. Your own
would have followed, and you would have
come to me in a procession like last time.
But I give you warning—Stasie may weep
and Henri ratiocinate—it will not serve you
twice. Your next collapse will be fatal. I
thought I had told you so, Stasie? Hey? No

sense?”

The doctor winced and looked furtively at
Jean-Marie; but the boy seemed apathetic,

“And then again,” broke out Casimir,
“what children you are—vicious. children,
my faith! How could you tell the value of
this trash? It.might have béen worth noth-
ing, or next door.”

“Pardon me,” said the doctor, ‘You have
your usual flow of spirits, I perceive; but
even less than your usual deliberation. Iam
not entirely ignorant of these matters.”

“Not enfjrely ignorant of anything ever L
heard of,” interrupted Casimir, bowing, and
raising his glass with a sort of pert polite-
ness,

At least,” resumed the doctor, “I gave my
mind to the subjéct—that you may be willing
to believe—and I estimated that our capital
would be doubled.” And he described the
nature of the find.

My word of honor!” said Casimir, “I half
believe you? But much would depend on the
quality of the gold.”

" “The quality, my dear Casimir, was"—
And the doctor in default of language, kissed
his finger tips. o

“I would not take your word for it, my
good friend,” retorted the man of business.
“Yousdrea man of. Very.rosy viewse, But
this robbery,? he continued—*‘this ry
isan odd thing. Of course I pass over your
nonsense about gangsand landscape paint-
ers. For me, that is a dream. Who was in
the house last night?”

““None but ourselves,” replied the doctor.

“And ‘this young gentleman? asked
Casimir, jerking anod in the direction of
Jean-Marie. .

“He too"—the doctor bowed.

“Well; and, if it is a fair question, who is
he?” pursued the brother-in-law.

“Jean-Marie,” answered the doctor, ‘‘com-
bines the functions of ason and stable boy.
He began as the latter, but he rose rapi i
the more honorable:zank in our affectiOns.
Heis, I may say, the greatest comfort in our
lives.”

““Hal” said Casimir.
coming one of you?’ -

“Jean-Marie has lived a remarkahje exist- |
ence; his experigpce. has been eminently
formative,” replied Desprez. ‘“If I had to
choose an education for my son, I should
have chosen such another. Beginning: life
with mountebanks and thieves, passing on-
ward to the society and friendship of philoso-
phers, he may be said to have skimmed the
volume of human life.” '

*“Thieves?” repeated the brother-in-law,
with'a meditative air.

The doctor could have bitten his tongue
out. He foresaw what was coming, and pre-
pared his mind for a vigorous defense.

“Did you ever steal yourself?’ asked Casi-
mir, turning suddenly on Jean-Marie, and
for the first time employing a single eyeglass
which hung round his neck.

*Yes, sir,” replied the boy, with a deen
blush. ¢

Casimir turned to the others with pursed
lips, and nodded to them meaningly. “Hey®
said he; ‘‘how is that?’ . oo

“Jean-Marie is a' teller of the truth,” re-
turned the doctor, throwing out his bust.

“He has never told a lie,” added madame,-
“He is the best of boys.” / o

“Never told a lie, has he not? reflected
Casimir.

“And previous to be-

“Strange, very strange. Giva me your at-
tention, my young friend,” he continued.
“You knew about this treasure?” :

‘‘He helped to bring it home,” in
the doetor. *

“Desprez, I ask you nothing but to hold
your tongue,” returned Casimir. ~“I mean to
question this stable boy of yours; and if you
are so certain of his innocence, you can af-
ford to let him answer for himself.. Now,
sir,” he resumed, pointing his eyeglass
straight at Jean-Marie, ‘‘you knew it could
be stolen with impunity? You knew you
would not be prosecuted? Come! Did ydu,
or did you not#” ;

I did,” answered Jean-Marie, in & miser-
able whisper. He sat there changing color
like a revolving pharos, twisting his fingers -
hysterically, swallowing air, the picture of
guilt.

“You knew where it was put? resumed
the inquisitor. . :

“Yes,” from Jean-Marie.

“You say you have been a thief before,”
continued Casimir. ‘“‘Now how amI toknow
that you are not one still? I suppose you
could climb the green gate?”

“Yes,” still lower from the culprit.

“Well, then, it was you who stole those
things. You know it, and you darenot deny
it. Look me in the facel Raise your sneak’s
eyes, and answer!”

But in place of anything of that
Marie broke into a dismal howl and figd from
the arbor. Anastasie, as she pursue§io cap-
ture and reassure the victim, found time to °
send one Parthian arrow—*‘Casimir, you are
a brute!”

“My brother,” said Desprez, with the
greatest dignity, ‘‘you take upon yourself a
licensgl— i

“Desprez,” interrupted Casimir, “for
heaiven’s sake beaman of the world. You
telegraph me to leave my business and come
down here on yours, I come, the busi-
ness, you say ‘Find me this tﬁ Well, I
find him; Isay ‘There heis’ Yol need not
like it, but you have no manner - or right to
take offense.” y

““Well,” returned the doctor, ‘‘Igrant that;
I will even thank you for your mistaken zeal.
But your hypothesis was so extravagantly
monstrous”—

“Look here,” interrupted Casimir; ‘“was it
you or Stasie?” °

«Certainly not,” answered the dootor.

“Very well; then it was the boy. Say no
more about it,” said the brother-in-law, and
he produced his cigar case. ~ -

T will say this much more,” returned Des-
prez: “If that boy came and told me so him-
gelf I should not believe him; and if I did be-
lidve him, so implicit is my trust I should
conclude that he had acted for the best.”

“Well, well,” said Casimir, indulgently.
“Have you a light? Imust be going. And,
by the way, I wish you would let me sell
your Turks for you. I always told you it
meant smash. I tell you so again. Indeed,
it was partly that that brought me down.
You never acknowledge my letters—a most
unpardonable habit.”

“My good brother,” replied  the doctor
blandly, “I have never denied your ability in
business; but I can perceive your limita-
tions.”

“Egad, my friend, I can return the compli-
ment,” observed the man of business. ‘‘Your
limitation is to be downright irrational.”

“Qbserve the relative position,” returned

Jean-
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“the doctor with a smile. It is yourattitude
to believe through thick and thin in one
man's judgment—your own. I follow the
same opinion, but critically and with open
eyes. Which is the more irrational? Ileave
it to yourself.”

“Oh, my dear fellow,” cried Casimir, “‘stick
to your Turks, stick to your stable boy, go to
the devil in general in your own way and be
done with it. But don’t ratiocinate with
me—I cannot bear it. And so, ta ta. I
might as well have stayed away for any good
T've done. Say good-by from me to Stasie
and to the sullen hang dog of a stable boy, if
you insist on it; I'm off.”

And Casimir The doctor that
night dissected his character before Anasta-

“*One thing, my beautiful,” he said, ‘‘he
has learned one thing from his live long
scquaintance with your busband: the word
ratiocinate. It shines in his vocabulary like
8 jewel ina muck heap. And, even 50, he
continually misapplies it. For you must
have observed he uses it as a sort of taunt, in
thé case bf to ergotiss, implying, a8 it were—
the popr, dear fellow!—a vein of sophistry.

“Asto, ; to Jean Marie, it must be
forgiWh him—it_ is not his natuge, it is the
| nature of his lifs, A man who with

tears; and it was only affel 185t
been closeted for an hour with him, aloney
that she came forth, sought out the dector,
and,wlehwlinh«qu,iqqqh‘md

tleman with wmmr!ﬂ-;, f
“A4 first my husband, he would

o " she said. “Imagine! if he ha

Horrible has - brought all ¢

friends.” E
«But this inhibitien,” said the doctor, “‘this
embargo—it cannot possibly apply to mef”
“Po all of us,” Anastasie assured him.
“My chel one,” Despres protested,
“you must bhave
apply to me. He
me. ”

“‘Henri,” she said, “'it does; I swear to you
it does.”

“This'is a painful, a very painful circum-
stance,” the doctor said, .looking a little
black. “I1 ot affect, Anastasie, to be
anvthing but justly wounded. 1 feel this, I
focl it, my wife, acutely.”

“I knew' you wonld,” she said, “But if
you had seen his distréss! We must make
allowances, we must sacrifice our feelings.”
] trust, my dear, you have never - found

me averse to sacrifices,” retirned the doctor

very stiffly.

“And you will let me go and tell him that
you have agreed? - It will be like your noble
nature,” she cried. ..

So it would, he perceived—it would be like
his noble nature! Up. jumped his spirits,
triumphant at' the thought.. *‘Go, darling,”
be said' nobly, ‘‘reassuré him. ' The

¢ 48 buried; more—I make an effort, I have
accustomed my will to these exertions—and

it is forgotten.” 2

. A little aftér, but still with swollen eyes
and looking mortally sheepish, Jean-Marie
rea) ed-and went ostentatiously about
his business. He was the only unhappy. mem-
ber of ' the {that sat down that night to
supper. As’ for "the doctor, he was radiant,
He thus sang the requiem of the treasure:

" +This has been,on the whole, a most amus-
ing episode,” he said. “We are not & penny
the worse——nay, we ‘are immensely gainers.
Our philosophy has been exercised; some of
the turtfe is still left—the most wholesome of
delicacies; I have my staff; Anastasie has

. her new dress; Jean-Marie is the proud pos-
gessor of a fashionable kepi. Besides, we
had a glass of Hermitgge last night; the glow
still suffuses my memory. I was growing
positively niggardly with that Hermitage—
positively niggardly. Let me take the hint.
We had one bottle to'celebrate the appear-
ance of our visionary fortune; let us have a
second to console us for its occultation. The
third I hereby dedicate to Jean-Marie's wed-
ding breakfast.

-

CHAPTER VIL

THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF DESPREZ.
" The doctor's house has not yet received the
compliment of a description, and it is mow
igh time that the omission were supplied,
for the house is {tself an actor in the story,
and one whose part is nearly at an end. Two
stories in height, walls of a warm yellow,
tiles of an ancient ruddy brown diversified
with moss and lichen, it stood with one wall
to the street in the angle of the doctor’s
property. It was roomy, draughty and in-
convenient. The large rafters were hereand
there engraven with rude marks and pat-
terns; the handrail of the stair was cerved
in countrified arabesque; a stout timber pil-
lar, which did dutyto support the dining
room roof, bore mysterious characters on its
darker side, runes, according to the doctor;
nor did he fail, Wwhen he ran over the
jegendary history of the house and its pos-
sessors, to dwell upon the BScandinavian
scholar who had left them. Floors, doors
and rafters bad made a great variety of
angles; every room had a particular inclina-
tion; the gable had tilted toward the garden,
n\ﬁn maiiner of a leaning tower, and one
of former proprietoys had buttressed the
building from the side with a great strut of
wood, like the derrick of a crane. Alto-
gether, it had many marks of ruin; it was a
house for the rats to desert; and nothing
but its excellent brightness—the window
glass polished and shining, the paint well
gcoured, the brasses radiant, the very prop
all wreathed about with climbing flowers
—nothing, but its air of a well tended, smil-
ing ve , sitting, crutch and all, in the
sunny of a garden, marked it as a
housa for comfortable people to inhabit. In
poor or idle management it would soon have
hurried into the blackguard stages of decay.
As it was, the whole family loved it, and the
doctor was never better inspired than when
he narrated its imaginary story and drew
the character of its successive masters, from
the Hebrew merchant who had re-edified its
walls after the sack of the town, and past the
mysterious engraver of the runes, down to
the long headed, dirty handed boor from
whom he had himself acquired it at a ruinous
expense. As forany alarm about its security,
the idea had never presented itself. What
had stood for centuries might well endure &
little longer.
Indeed, in this particular winter, after
the finding and losing of the treasure, the
had an anxiety of a very different
order, and one which lay nearer their hearts.
Jean-Marie was plainly not himself. He had
fits of hectic activity, when he made unusual
exertions to please, spoke more and faster,
and redoubled his attention to his lessons.
But these were interrupted by spells of
melancholia and brooding silence, when the
boy was little better than unbearable.
¢“Silence,” the doctor moralized—‘‘you see,
Anastasie, what comes of silence. Had the
boy properly unbosomed himself, the little
disappointment about the treasure, the little
annoyance about Casimir's incivility, would
long ago have been forgotten. As it is, they

grey upon him like o disease, He loses flesh,

‘the human
b

nis appetite is variable, and, on the whole,
impaired. Ikeep him on the strictest regi-
men, I exhibit the most ‘powerful tonics;
both in vain.” I T

“Don’t you think you drug him to% much?”’
asked madame, with anirrepreséibleshudder.

“Drug® cried the doctor; *I drugf Ana-
stasie, you aremad!” . . :
Time wen# on, and the boy'shealth still
slowly declined. The: doctar  blamed the
weather, whi¢h was cold and boisterous. He
called in his confrere from Bourron, took a
fancy for him, magnified his capacity, and
was pretty soon under treatment himself—it
scarcely appeared for what complaint. He
and Jean-Marie had each to take medicine at
different periods of the day. The doctor
used to lie in wait for the exact moment,
_watch in hand. “There is nothing like regu-
larity,” he would say, fill out the doses, and
dilate on the virtues of the draught; and if
the boy seemed none the better, the doctor
was not at all the worse.

Gunpowder day the boy was particularly
low. It was scowling, Bqually weather.
Huge broken companies of clouds sailed
swiftly overhead; raking gleams of sunlight
swept  the village, and were followed by in-
tervals of darkness and white, flying rain.
At times the wind liftéd up its voice and bel-
lowed. The trees were all scourging them-
selves along the meadows, the last leaves fly-
ing like dust. The doctor, between thée boy
and the weather, was in his element; he had
& theory to prove. He sat with his watch
out and a barometer in front of bim, waiting
for the squalls and noting their effect upon
pulse. “‘For the true philosopher,”

remarked delightadly, ‘‘every fact in na-
ture is a toy.” A letter came to him, but as

£y

its arrival coincided with the approach of

merely crammed “it ‘into his
he tirmé to Jean-Marie, &nd the

every side, as if with batteriesof cannon; the
houses shook and groaned; live coals were
blown upon the floor. The uproar and terror
of the night kept people long awake, sitting
with pallid'faces giving ear.

It was 12 before the Desprez family retired.
By 1:30, when the stormi. was already some-
what mih height, the doctor was awak-
ened 2 & troubled slumber, and sat up. A
noise still rang in his ears, but whether of
this world or the world of dreams he was not
certain. ~Another clap of wind followed. It
was accom by a sickening movement
of the whale house, and in the subsequent
lull Despres could hear the tiles pouring like
a cataract into the loft above his head, He
plucked sje bodily out of bed.

“Run!" he cried, thrusting some wearing
apparel intc herhiands; ““the house is falling!

“To the garden!”

She did not pause to be twice bidden; she
was down the stair in an instant. She had
never beforg sus herself of such activ-
ity. The ddctor mednwhile, with/ the speed
of a piece of pantomime business, and unde-
terred by broken shins, to rout out
Jean-Marie, tore Aline from her virgin slum-
bers, seized her by the hand and tumbled
down stairs and into the garden, with the
girl tumbling behind him, still not half
awake.

The fugitives r'ndezvoused in the arbor
by some common :stinct, Then camea bull's
eye flash of strt gling moonshine, which
disclosed their fou. figures standing huddled
from the wind in o raffle of flying drapery,
and not without'a considerable need for
more. At the humiliating spectacle
Anastasié clutched her night dress desperately
about her and burgt loudly into tears. The
doctor flew to console her; but she elbowed
him away. She everybody of
being the generdl public, and thought the
carkness was alive with eyes.

Another gleam and another violent gust
arrived together; the house was seen to rock
on its foundation, and, just as the light was
once more eclipsed, a crash which triumphed
over the shouting of the wind announced its
fall, and for a moment the whole garden was
alive with skipping tiles and brickbats. One
such missile grazed the doctor’s ear; an-
other descended on the bare foot of Aline,
who instantly made night hideous with her
shrieks.

By this time the hamlet was alarmed,
lights flashed from the windows, hails
reached the party, and the doctor answered,
nobly contending against Aline and the
tempest. But this prospect of help only
awakened Anastasie to a more active stage
of terror.

“Henri, people will be coming,” she
screamed in her husband’s ear.

] vrust 90, he replied. A

“They cannot. I would rather die,” she
wailed.

“My dear,” said the doctor reprovingly,
“you are excited. I gave you some clothes.
What have you doné with them?”

“QOh, I don’t know—I must have thrown
them away! Where are theyf’ she sobbed.

Desprez groped about in the darkness,
s Admirable!” he remarked; “my gray vel-
voteen trousers! Thiswill exactly meet your
necessities,”

“Give them to me!” she cried fiercely; but
as soon s she had them in her hands her
mood appeated to alter—she stood silent for
& moment, and then pressed the nt back
upon the doctor. “Give it to Aline,” she said
=il T ."

+Nonsense!" said the doctor. ‘‘Aline does
not know what she is about.; -Aline is beside
herself with terror; and, at any rate, sheis &

t. Now I am really concerned at this
exposure for a person of your housekeeping
habits; my solicitude and your fangastic
modesty both point to the same remedy—the

taloons.” He held them ready.

T4 is impossible. Youdo not understand,”
she said with dignity, °

By this time rescue was at band. It had
been found impracticable to enter by the
street, for the gate was blocked with masonry,
and the nodding ruin stiil threatened further
avalanches,  But between the doctor’s gar-
den and the one on the right.hand there was
that very picturesque contrivance—a com-
mon well; the door on the Despres'side had
chanced to be unbolted; and now, through

the arched aperture, a man’s bearded face
and an arm supporting a lantern were intro-
duced into the world of windy darkness,
where Anastasie concealed her woes. The
light struck here and there among the
tossing apple boughs, it glinted on the grass;
but the lantern and the glowing face became
the center of the world. Anastasie crouched
back from the intrusion.

“This way " shouted the man.
all safef”

Aline, still screaming, ran,to the new
comer, and was presently bauled head fore-
most through the wall.

+Now, Anastasie, come on; it's your turn,”
said the husband.

] cannot,” she replied.

“Are we all to die of exposure, madame?”
thundered Dr. Desprez.

“You can go!" she cried. #¢Oh, go, go
away! I canstay here; I am quite warm.”

The doctor took ber by the shoulders with
an oath.

“Stop!” she screamed. “I will put them
on.” ,

She took the detested lendings in her hand
once more; but her repulsion was stronger
than shame. ‘Never!” she cried, shudder-
ing, and flung them far away into the night.

Next moment the doctor had whirled ber

“Are you |

to the well. The man was there and the lan-
tern; Anastasie closed her eyes and appeared
to herself to bé about to die. How she was
transported through the arch she knew not;
but once on the other side she was received
by the neighbor’s wife, and enveloped in a
friendly blanket.

Beds were made ready for the two women,
clothes of very various sizes for the doctor
and Jean-Marie; and for the remainder of
the night, while madame dozed in and out on
the borderland of hysterics, her husband sat
beside the fire and held forth to the admiring
neighbors. He showed them, at length, the
causes of the accident; for years, he ex-
plained, the fall had been impending; one
sign had followed another, the joints had
opened, the plaster had crackled, the old
walls bowed inward; last, not three weeks
ago, the cellar door had begun to work with
difficulty in its grooves. ‘“The cellar!” he
said, gravely shaking his head over a glass of
mulled wine. “That reminds me of my poor
vintages. By a manifest Providence the
Hermitage was nearly at an end. One bot~
tle—I lose but one bottle of that incompara-
ble wine. Ithad been set apart against Jean-
Marie’s wedding. Well, I must lay down
some more; it will be an interest in life. I
am, however, a man somewhat advanced in
years. My great work is now buried in the
fall of my humble roof; it will never be com-
pleted—my name will have been writ in
water. And yet you find me calm—I would
gay cheerful. Can your priest do moref”

By the firss glimpse of the day the party
sallied forth from the fireside into the street.
The wind had €allen, but still charioted a
world of troubled clouds; the air bit like
frost; and the party, as they stood about the
ruins in the rainy twilight of the morning,
beat upon their breasts and blew into their
hands for warmth. The house had entirely
fallen, the walls outward, the roof in; it was
a mere heap of rubbish, with here and there
a forlorn cpear of broken rafter. A’ sentinel
was placed over the ruins to protect the
property,and the party adjourned to Ten-

“Ruined,” he replied, ‘‘you are ruined by
your sinister husband.”
Casimir observed the consequent embrace
through his eyeglass; then he turned to Jean-
Marie. “You hear?” he said. “They are
ruined ; no more pickings, no more house, no
more fat cutlets. It strikes me, my friend,
that you had best be packing; the present
speculation is about worked out.” And be
nodded to him meaningly.
“Never!” cried Desprez, springing up.
“Jean-Marie, if you prefer to leave me, now
‘ that I am poor, you can go; you shall receive
yourhundred francs, if so much remsains to
me, But if you will consent to stay”—the
dootior wept—"‘Casimir offers me a place—as
clerk,”he resumed. ‘‘The emoluments are
slender, but they will be enough for three.
It is too much already to have lost my for-
tune; must I lose my son?”’
Jean-Marie sobbed bitterly, but without a

-~

word.

“I don’t like boys who cry,” observed Casi-
mir. ““This one is always crying. Here! you
clear out of this for a little; I have business
with your master and mistress, and these
domestic feelings may be settled after I am
gone. March!” and he held the door open.

Jean-Marie slunk out, like a detected thief.

By 12 they were all at the ‘table but Jean-

“Hey? said Casimir.
Took the hint at once.”

“I do mot, I confess,” said Desprez, “‘Ido
not seek to excuse his absence. It speaks of
want of heart that disappoints me sorely.”

“Want of manners,” corrected Casimir.
“Hear# he never had. Why, Desprez, for a
_clever fellow, you are the most gullible mortal
in creation. Your ignorance of human na-
tureand human businéssis beyond belief. You
are swindled by heathen Turks, swindled by
vagabond children, swindled right and left,
up stairs and down stairs. I think it must!
be your imagination. I thank my stars I
have none.”

“Pardon me,” replied Despres, still’ hum-
bly, but with a return of spirit at sight of

“Gone, you see.

taillon's to break .their fast at the doctor’s
expense. The bottle circulated somewhat
treely; and before they left the table it had
begun to snow.

For three days the enow ccntinued to fall,
and the ruins, covered with tarpanlin and
watched by sentries, were left undisturbed.
The Desprez’ meanwhile had taken up their
abode at Tentaillon’s, Madame spent her
time in the kitchen, ¢oncocting little delica-
cies, with the admiring aid of Mme. Tentail-
lon, or sitting by the fire- in thoughtful ab- |
straction. The fall of the house affected her.
wonderfully little; that blow had been par-
ried by another; and in her mind she was
continuslly fighting over again the battle of
the trousers. - Had she done right! Had she
done wrong? ‘And now she would applaud
her determination; and anon, with & horrid
flush of unavailing penitence, she would re-
gret the trousers. No juncture in her life
bad so much exercised her judgment. In
the meantime the do¢tor had become vastly
pleased with the situation. Two of the sum-
mer boarders still lingered bohind the rest,
prisoners for lack of a remittance; they were
both English, but one of them spoke French
pretty fluently, hnd ‘Was, besides, & humor-
ous, agile minded fellow, with whom the doc-
tor could reason by thé hour, secure of com-
prehension. Many  were the glasses they
emptied, many the topics they discussed.

“ Anastasie,” the doctor said on the third
morning, “take an example from your hus-
band, from Jean-Marie. The excitement has
done more for the boy than all my tonics, he
takes his turn as sentry with positive gusto.
As for me, you behold me. I have made

is, I swear it, a most agreeable companion.
You alone are bhi)

tq the ° —the labor of years
lying buried below stones and sticks jn this
depressing hamlet? < Thesnow falls; I shake
it from my cloak! Imitate me. Our income
will be‘impaired, I grant it, since we mustrc-
build; but moderaion, patience and p vrid
phy w.ill gather about the hearth. In the
meanwhile, the Tentaillons are obliging; the
table, with your additions, will pass; only
the wine is execrable—well, I shall send for
some to-day. My Pharaoh will be gratified

if he possesses the acme of organization—a
te. If he hasa palate, he is perfect.”

“Henri," she said, shakingher head; ‘‘you
are & man; you eannot understand my feel-
ings; no woman could shake off the memory
of so public a humiliation.”

The doctor could not restrain a titter.
“Pardon me, darling,” he said; ‘“but really,
to the philosophical intelligence, the incident
appears so small a trifle. You looked ex-
tremely well"—

s‘Henii!" she cried.

“Well, well, I will say no more,” he re-
plied,” *“Though, to be sure, if yon had con-
sented to indue—A propos,” he broke off,
“and my trousers! They are lying in the
snow—my favorite trousers?” And he dashed
in quest of Jean-Marie.

Two hours afterward the boy returned to
the inn with a spade under one arm and a
curious sop of clothing under the other,

The doctor ruefully took it in his hands.
*They have been!” he said: ‘‘Their tense is
past. Excellent pantaloons, you are no more!
Stay! something in the pocket,” and be pro-
duced a piece of paper. “‘Aletter! ay, now
I mind me; it was received on the morning
of the gale, when I was absorbed in delicate
investigations. It is still legible. From poor,
dear Casimir! It is as well,” he chuckled,
isthat T have educated him to patience. Poor
Casimir and his correspondence—his infini-
tesitnal, timorous, idiotic correspondence!”

He had by this time cautiously unfolded
the wet letter; but, as_he bent himself to de-
cipher the writing, a cloud descended on his
brow.

“Bigref™ he cried, with a galvanic start.

And then the letter was whipped into the
fire, and the doctor’s cap was on his head in
the turn of a hand.

«“Ten minutes! I can catch it,if I run,” he
cried. “Itis alwayslate. Igo to Paris. I
shall telegraph.”

“Henri! what is wrong? cried his wife.

“QOttoman bonds!” came from the disap-
pearing doctor; and Anastasie and Jean-
Marie were loft face to face with the wet
trousers. Desprez had gone to Paris, for the
second time in seven years, he had gone to
Paris with a pair of wooden shoes, & knitted
spencer, & black blouse, a country nightcap,
and twenty francs in hispocket. The fall of
the house was but a secondary marvel; the
whole world might have fallen and scarce
left his family more petrified.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE WAGES OF PHILOSOPHY.

On the morning of the next day the doc-
tor, a mere specter of himself, was brought
back in the custody of Casimir. They found
Anastasie and the boy sitting together by the
fire; and Desprez, who had exchanged his
toilet for a ready made rig out of poor mate-
rials, waved his hand as he entered and sunk
speechless on the nearest chair. Madame
turned direct to Casimir.

“What is wrong?” she cried.

“Well,” replied Casimir, “what bave I told
you all along? It has come. It isaclean
shave this time; so you may as well bear up
and make the best of it. House down, too,
eh? Bad luck, upon my soul.”

“Are we—are swe—ruined?” she gasped.

friends with the Egyptians; and my Pharach '

i

Abeut a house—a ! 3 returned 2 :
few dressest What are they in comparison aﬁot:lny, ‘“you had better wait till you get

|
|

to drink a decent glass; aha! and I shall see  stagger

| relief. I was told to try Hagyard’s Pec-

a distinction to be drawn; ‘‘pardon me, Casi-
mir., You possess, even to an eminent de-
gree, the commercial imagination. "It was
the lack of that in me—it appears it is my
weak point—that has led to_these repested
shocks. By the commercial imagination the
financier forecasts the destiny of his invest-
ments, marks the falling house”—

“Egad,” interrupted Casimir; ‘“‘our friend
the stable bpy appears to have his share
of it.”

The doctor was silenced; and the meal was
continued and finished principally to the tune
of the brother-in-law’s not very ¢
conversation. He entirely ignored the two
young English painters, turning a blind eye-
glass to their salutations, and continuing his
remarks as if he were alone in the bosom of
his family; and with every second word he
ripped another stitch out of the air balloon of
Desprez’ vanity. By the time .coffee was
over the poor doctor was as limp as a napkin.

*‘Let us go and see the ruins,” said Casimir.

They strolled forth into the street. The
fall of the house, like the loss of a front tooth,
had quite transformed the village. Through
the gap the eye commanded a great stretch
of open snowy country, and the place shrunk
i comparison. It was like a'room with an
open door. . The sentinel stood by the green
gate, looking very red and cold, but he had &
pleasant word for the doctor and his wealthy

Casimir looked at the mound of ruins, he
tried the quality of the tarpaulin. “H'm,”
he said, “I hope thecellararch has stood. If
it has, my good brother, I will give youa
good price for the wines.”

“We shall start digging to-marrow,” said
the sentry. ‘‘There is no more fear of snow.” :
My friend,” Casimir senten-

The doctor winced, and began dragging
his offensive brother-in-law toward - Tentail-
lon's. In the house there would be fewer
auditors, and these already in the' secret of
his fall.

“Halloo,” cried Casimir, ‘‘there goes the
stadle boy with his luggage; no, egad, he is
taking it into the inn.”

‘And  sure enough, Jean-Marie was se~n to
cross the snowy street and enter Tentaillon’s,
ing under a large hamper.

The doctor stopped with & sudden, wild
hope.

““What can he havef” he said.
and sce.” And he hurried on.

“His luggage, to be sure,” answered
Casimir, ‘“‘Heis on the move—thanks tothe
commercial imagination.”

] have not seen that hamper for—for ever
o long,” remarked the doctor.

“Nor will you see it much longer,” chuckled
Casimir, ‘““unless, indeed, we interfere, And,
by the way, I insist on an examination.”

“You will not require,” said Desprez, pos-

itfvely, with a sob; and, casting a moist, tri-
umphant glance at Casimir, he began to run.
‘ «What the devil is up with him, I won-
dér? Casimir reflected; and then, curiosity
taking the upper hand, he followed the doc-
tor's example and took to his heels.

The hamper was 80 heavy and Jarge, and
Jean-Marie himself so liitle and so weary,
that it had taken him a great while tobundle
it up stairs to the Desprez’ private room,
and he had just set .it down on the floor in
front of A ie when the doctor arrived,
and was closely followed by the man of busi-
ness, Boy and hamper were both in & most
sorry plight, for the one had passed four
months underground ina certain cave on the
way to Acheres, and the other had run about
five miles as hard as his legs would carry
him, half that distance under a staggering
weight.

“Jean-Marie,” cried the doctor, in a voice
that was only too seraphic to be called hys- |
térical, ‘s it?— It is!” he cried. ‘“Oh,
my son, my son!” And he sat'down upon
the hamper and sobbed like a little child.

“You will not go to Paris, now,” said Jean-
Marie, sheepishly.

“Casimir,” said Desprez, raising his wet
face, ‘80 you see that boy, that angel boy?
He is the thief; he took the treasure from a
man unfit to be intrusted with its use; he
brings it back to me when I am sobered and
humbled. These, Casimir, are the Fruits of
my Teaching, and this moment is the Re-
ward of my Life.”

“Tiens,” said Casimir.

“Let us go

She Speaks From Experience. |

Miss Edith Fox, of Amherstburg, Ont.,
had a severe case of Quinsy. She writes:
«T tried the doctor’s medicine, but got no

toral Balsam. After taking two doses I
got relief, and when I had taken three
parts of the bottle, I was completely
cured.”

g

Four Years of Suffering.

Mrs. Torrance McNish, of Smith’s Falls,
Ont., after four years' intense suffering
with Scrofula, from which her head be-
came bald, was cured by Burdock Blood
Bitters, after' the best medical aid had
failed. i

l Good Countenance.

Boils, pimples, Blotches and Skin Hue
mors disfigure the countenance. Purify
the blood by using Burdock Blood Bitters

‘The doctor stretched out his artas to het. | gkin, good complexion and perfect health.

{to remove the impure matter which
| loads it, and the result will be a clear
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THE SATURDAY GAZETTE.

The Ieading Family Paper of
the Maritime Provinces.

The Second Volume of the THE SATURDAY
GAZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5.

It has been the aim of the publisher of THE GA-

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

SOME OF THE FEATURES

*

OF THE

SECOND VOLUME :

HISTORY.

From time to time we will publish short articles on
early History of the Province, with particular reference
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity..

SPECIAL ARTICLES.
.Every issue will contain at least two special articles
dealing with some subject of timely interest. The con-
tributors to this department will be selected with a view

of obtaining those possessing the best qualifications for
the work. -

FOR WOMEN.

We will devote a considerable ‘space‘ each week to.
the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler
Sex.

SERIAL STORIES.

Each number will contain an instalment of a Serial
Story by an author of reputation.

COMPLETE STORIES.

Arrangements have been effected by which an
interesting complete story is assured for each issue. '

SPORTINC.

We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget
of the-latest r ews of the different field sports.

.

L 4

NEWS SUMMARY.

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

IN GENERAL.

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

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

large additions to ouy circulation in consequence,
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ATTENTION !

| will question, but there are grave doubts
| asto whether debentures should be issued

This  Amnoncement

A NEW SERIAL.
The Bank of California,

A story of the deepest in-
terest .will be commenced

THIS WEEK,

and will run through ‘a
dozen issues. Itdeals with
life in California during the
early days, relating the ad-
ventures of a Maine man,
who left for California in the
early days of the Gold Fever.

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, MAY 2, 188.

Tar SATURDAY GAZETTE is the only Saturday
=aper in the Maritime provinces, devoted exclu-

ively to family and general matters.

It will be sent to any address in Canada or the
Dnited States, on ;oeipt of the subscription price,
$1.00 per annum 50 centsdor six months.

Contributions on all subjects, in which Cana-
dians are interestd, will always be welcome. Cor-
respondents will oblige by making their articles
a8 brief as the subject will allow,and are also par-
tienlarly requested to write on one side of the
paper only. The writer's name snd address must-
accompany every communication. Bk"ected MSS
will be returned to the writers.

£~ We want. agents in.every- town in New
Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Prince Edward Is-
land. Liberal comissions will be paid to the right
people. Terms can be had on application. Write
your name and address plaialy ona postal card
and send for a specimen coDYy.

2% Advertisers will find THE GAZETTE an ex-
cellent medium for reaching their customers in all
parts of the three provinces. The rates will be
found lower than those of any other’ paper having
its eirculati all el Rates given and
and locations assigned on application.

£~ The Retail Price of the Tae SATURDAY
Gazerrk is TWO cents a copy, and it may be
had at that price from all Booksellers and News-
dealers in the Maritime Provinces; and from the’
‘Wewsboys on the street on the day of publication.

Address all communications to"

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE,
S¢. JOHN, N.' B.

Advertisers desiring changes, to ensure
insertion of their favors in Tre, GAZETTE
of the curgnt week will be obliged to
have their copy at the office of publication
by Thursday noon.

EDITORIAL NOTES.

Ar an auction in London recently, an
egg of the extinct bird, the great auk, of
which only sixty-one are known to be in
existence, was sold for $300.

AMERICAN authors are more read than
the English in Japan. Last year 85,000
English and 119,000 American books
were imported 1nto that country, so that
thé old question, “Who reacs =n Ameri-
can book ?” was fairly answered.

Wiccins, the weather crank, has got
out of his cyclone cellar, and is now pre-
dicting an earthquake. An observing
chap, who has kept the run of Wiggins’
predictions, says the safest place in this
country is the spot which the aforesaid
Wiggins says will be reached by a torna-
do or earthquake. .

A ~ew writer of stories in negro dialect
has been discovered at New Orleans. If
this sort of thing*s to continue there will
be a new war of secession; the North will
certainly refuse to be.connected with the
South if it has much more of the stuff
purporting to be Southern literature im-

posed upen it.

Tue oldest merchant veasel, with one
exception, now in actual service, is the
sehooner Good Intent. She was built by
Clapp & Loring, in Braintree, Mass., in
1813, and was originally a sloop, with
square stern and no figure head ; her
length, 48 feet ; her breadth, 16 feet; her
depth, 4} feet, and her measure 29 tons.
"The home port of the Good Intent, ac-
cording.to the list of 1886, was Camden,
Me. The Good Intent is a frequent visi-
tor at the port of Bangor.

Says the Augusta, (Me.) Journal i—Are
dogs intelligent? ‘One would certainly
think so could he have seen the deed per-
formed by a shepherd dog belonging to
Mr. C. C. Hunt of this city. The other
day a horse ran away and turned down
the street where Mr. Hunt resides. The
dog was lying on the doorstep but when
that team came in sight he started for
the street. Facing the horse he leaped
after the bridle until he succeeded in
stopping him. Sitting down in front of
him he kept him there until the owner
arrived on the scene. At first the dog
doubted the man’s right to interfere and
critically watched him. At last evident-
ly becoming convinced from the man’s |
actions that he was the legitimate owner, |
1 fah ¥

prictly ¢ootted back to his demicile. |

Frow present indications the municipal %
courcil will soon be asked to issue deben- |
tures for the repair of the* Alms House.
That the building needs repairs no one

to pay for the repairs. The county now
has a very considerable municipal debt,
and mest pérsons will doubt the advisa-
bility of increasing the debt beyond its
present limits. Until the estimate of
. cost is submitted however it is impossble
to sav whether the repairs will be of that
permanent kind to justify an .ssue of
debentures. One thing, however, is cer-
tain the debentures should not have long
to run.

Tae late A. S. Abell, proprietor of the
Baltimore Sun, who died lately probably
the richest newspaper man in the United
States, met his wife under peculiar cir-
| cumstances and derived assistance from !
| her at a critical point in his career.
Within a few years after he established
the Sun in Baltimore it passed through
a crisis such as few newspapers survive,
One night the gas in the whole establish-
ment was turned off and Mr. Abell him-
self went out to buy a box of candles.
There was close by a grocery and chand-
ler shop, largely patronized by sailing
masters, and Mr. Abell was struck with
the intelligence and brightness of the
buxom widow who kept it. e came
again and in less than a month. Mrs.
Campbell became Mrs. Abell, and from
that time the cash financial backing
which was the one thing needed in the
emergency was apparent in the rapid
gtrides made by the paper under the
management of its enterprising proprie-
tor. So grateful was Mr. Abell that the
amount derived from Mrs. Campbell was
placed at’ compound interest 'in gold to
the credit of -her daughter, whom: he
adopted and made her an beiress.

LIQUOR TRAFFIC IN PORTLAND.

It the people of any city in the world
preserve their souls in patience in times
of tfibulation, it appears to THE GAZETTE
that those peoplé’have’their domicilein
the city of Portland. Something more
than one year ago those people, by their
ballots decided to abolish the dram shop
within their borders, and good men and
true, throughout the province, applauded
their vigorous action; it appeared that
the stigma that had long rested on the
fair fame of the city was about to be re-
moved—that the drunken brawls that
church goers had so often been compelled
to witness (for many of the Portland bars
seldom closed their doors on the Sabbath)
would: become - infreqnent, and that
minors would no longer be tempted,
within & stone’s throw of their parents’
residences. to form an appetite for strong
dripk.

‘The Scott Act was carried and the good
people of Portland breathed freely. After
the first day of May, they said to them-
selves and to one another, there will be
no more open bars within the limits of
the city. i

What was the result? The first of May
arrived: the bar rooms remained open;
the license fees were unpaid; the city lost
$4,000 of its revenue; taxes were swelled
to make up the deficiency; the bar rooms
continued open, and continue open to
tnis day—open day and night, open
Sundays as well as all other days, and no
one molests or makes their keepers
#fraid. Who is responsible for this con-
dition of affairs? The mayor, the alder-
men, the chief of police, the police magis-
trate and all their scbordinates, not one
of whom is qualified for the position he
occupies. And the temperance people of
| Portland are harily less responsible.
| They submit quietly to misrule, and ap-
pear indifferent to the fact that drinking
dens are being opened almost daily in
all the alleys and disreputable corners of
the city.

TrE GAzETTE has never had faith in the
atility of the Scott Act, but 1t believes
that an effort shouid be made to carry
out its provisions in all districts where it
has been adopted. All laws should be
obeyed as long as they are laws; if they
are impracticable or unjust, it is for the
people {o secure their repeal. There is
but one sensible way to deal with the
liquor question: to-day. A license law,
such as is now in force in St. John, is the
best law we have ever known here.
Such a law, strictly carried out, presages
further limitations to the traffic, and ulti-
mately, prohibition. The abolition of
slavery was agitated in the United States
nearly a hundred years before it was ac-
complished. Itwas finally hedged about,
and in desperation died by it own hand.
The liquor trafic will die by its own
hand when it finds itself hedged in as
slavery was hedged in by the patient
but persistent North.

>

| The fate of Samuel Bonnell, so far as
the public are aware, is still enveloped
in mystery. The members of his family
have, as is understood, spared no effort
to solve the problem of his disappear-
ance but without avail. What could
they expect to accomplish unless aided
by the authorities? Little or nothing.
Every individual in the community is
entitled te protection, and one ef the
chief objects of taxation is individval
protection. It is just as much the duty
of the authorities to unravel this mys-
tery as it is of the tnsurance company to |
pay its losses. Outside of the family |
circle Samucl Bonnell is almost forgotten, 5
as Elias White and Pat. McManus are {

forzotitn. |

The P

|

He was a Plumbers Assistant;afd he |
was, Ostensibly, at work in the bath room 1
of one of the finest private residences in |
St. John. I say, Ostensibly, my children, |
and as we sometimes have the pleasure
of Entertaining this interesting indivi-
dual, you will doubtless understand my |
meaning. Before visiting the bath'room, |
however, as was his wont, he went on an ?
exploring Expedition through the house,
and in one of the chambers he discovered
a beautiful maiden at her embroidery,
and over the fireplace he obseryed a tray
containing a dozen genuine Hayana
cigars, manufactured by Mr. Isaacs of
this eity.

Which, my children, touched the Heart
of the plumber’s Assistant, the beautifu.
maiden, or the Cigars? *

“Mary Ann,” said he in a voice husky
with emotion, “Either aklss or a cigar
will bring pecse to the soul of your
Adorer.”

Then the beautiful Maiden answered,
“take a cigar,” and the Plumber’s Assis-
tant helped himself to a pocket full, and,
remarking that after a season he would
return to try the flavor of her Ruby. lips,
he bent his steps toward the bath rooin,
it being near Midday. Now when he]
reached the bath room his Employer had
arrived, and he desired to consult the
mistress of the house concerning the
work that was to be done. So a servant
was despatched to announce the wish of
the master plumber, and when she ap-
peared, the plumber’s Assistant . was
Horror struck, for she was none other
than the Mary Ann whose Ruby lips he
had proposed to rifle, and he sought ab-
jectly to apologize.

“Apologise not,” said the lady, “but
come to my chamber whenever it suits
your convenience,”

It is not necessary for me, my children,
to say he did not go, for Her Eyes Flash-
ed Fire When She Spoke.” -

The Man from Jemseg.

Now the dandelion blossoms on the hills, tra la,
And the logs come a-drifting to the mills, tra la:
And Baird combes a-marching home with: laurel
crowned, "
While King mutters *twixt his teeth,
“ The,
Lucky

Hound,”

The voice of the singer was husky, but
jubilant, and when he reached the- head
of the stairs and revealed himself in the
den of the GARETTE reporter, his identity
could no longer be doubted.

'Twas the man from Jemseg.

“Talk about Freneuse and  Villebon!”
he exclaimed: “They were undoubtedly
good men in their way; they knew a
good thing when they saw it, and so they
planted themselves at Jemseg and Scotch-
town, ‘and staid there just as longag they.
conveniently could, and then better'men
took their places. Just so with the Liber-
als of Queens! They have given way
before the onset of education, civiliza-
tion and mationalizatien, under the gen-
eralization of George F. Baird.”

Then the man from Jemseg branched
off, touching on agricultural topics, such
as irrigation, etc.,in which the general
reader has no interest.

“I am not-writing for any of our local
newspapers now,” remarked a rising
litterateur the other dayy “genius meets
with scant recognition in Canada.” °

“And where do you dispose of ‘your
productions?” i

“In London, Paris and Berlin. One of
them was returned by the editor of Punch
the other day.”

«What reason did he give for réturning
it?” y

«He didn’t write a word. But hold on;
I wrote to Queen Victoria recently, and 1
expect an answer. I wrote ‘private’ on
the cerner of the envelope, so it won't be
likely Yo fall into other hands than her
own.”

It is told on the streets that a well
known professional gentleman was lodged
in jail for non-payment of his taxes, not-
withstanding his protest that they had
been duly paid. Shortly after his incar-
ceration the attomey of the alleged de-
linquent appeared on the scene with the
tax bill of the victim duly receipted. "It
is told that $150 was paid te prevent the
publicity whick would follow a threaten-
ed action for false imprisonment. ‘Now,
the inquiry is made, who paid that $150?
the tax payers of the city or the men who
are responsible for the blunder.

It is also told that a man, in jail twenty
days for assault, in default of a fine of
$10 wnich he was unable to pay, had an
execution for taxes thurst into his cell
one day last week. It is supposed that
the constable will be paid for serving the
writ and that the man will be boarded
by the county a week or two after the
expiration of his sentence.

See Mr. Cruickshank’s advertisement
of flowers and plants. His greenhouses
in the old burial ground and at the foot
of Golding street were never more beau-
tiful than at present.

A woman walking on Gilbert’s Lane
last Saturday, was brutally assaulted by
two miscreants, who, on the appearance
of a gentleman walking in the neighbor-
hood, took to their -heels and were not

recognized.

WILLIAM PUGSLEY, D.C.L.

OFFICES:

Cor. Prince Wm. & Church Sts.

ke
| ment of Head Wear as was ever
' in the Maritime Provinces.

Barrister and Attorney-at-Law. |

WILL CURE OR RELIEVE
JSNESS, DIZZINESS,
PSIA Y,

E ROPS
ESTION, FLUTTERING

HEUM,
HEARTBURN,
HEADACHE,

And every speeies_of disease

#rom disordered LIVER,
STOMA CH, BOWELS OR BL%OD.

Y. MILBURN & €0, *"%3o%s

OF THE HEART,
CIDITY_OF
THE STOMACH,

RYNESS
OF THE SKIN,
]

S Callgraphl.

WHY ““IT STANDS AT THE HEAD.”
We guarantee the SUPERIORITY of the “Caligraph,”

and that it will wear out any other make i

of writing machine,
sii'e by side, on any kind of work; and take pleasure in re-

ferring inquirers to 100,000 operators and customers in sub-
stantiation of all claims made by us for our instruments.

Carben Paper and Typewriter Supplies
all in Stock.

ARTHURP. TIPPET & Co.,

Agents for Maritime Provinces.
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TORONTO.

THE IMPROVED

Lter and Iavocs Fig

The cheapest and most con-

venient file in the market.
FOR SALE BY

J. & A. McMILLAN,

Booksellers, S&nifmera, Printers, Blank . Book

anufacturers, &c.

98 X 100 Prince William Street,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

4

Choice and Beautiful Flowens

in the Market, suita-

Best and cheapest
ble for

Parlor or Garden.

Largest Stock in the i?rovince, consisting

)
PELARGONIUMS, GER
ENAS,

KS,; ASTERS,
kﬁzxsénx, PHLOX, .LOBELIA,

And a great variety of other plants toonumerous to
: men|

PRICES VERY LOW.

CITY GREEN HOUSES, Golding Street, or
GREEN HOUSE, Old Burial Ground, Sydaey

Street, Saint John, N. B.

ANTUMS, HELIOTRO-
PHS, FUCHSIAS, PRIMROSES, PANSLES,
s RS g ZINNIAS,

SAPONA-

RANGES, STOVES, &c.

A FULL ASSORTMENT OF RANGES AND STOVES, viz.#

Splendid Buffalo, Junior Buffalo,
Happ% Thought, Grand
uchess, etc.
Together with a full supply of
ETTCEEIN FHARDWARE.
' CALL AND EXAMINE.
A.C. BOWES & Co., 21 Canterbury St.

ESTABLISHED 1885,

THOMAS KANE,

No. 5 Mill Street,

Plumbing and Gas Fitting
AND

Hot Water Heating.

All work done in first-class ‘style. Jobbing of
all kinds promptly attended to at lowest charges.

N. B.

(0 ROBERTSON& (o

WHOLESALE GROCERS

SAINT JOHN,

OFFICE OF

Insurance: Agent,

REMOVED

No. T Pris Wil St

|West India Merchants

i Oﬁm’ 50 mﬂg Smt, #
Wasehouse, 17 Water Strect

~

Uptown Store,
50 KING STREET. i

' Business Respectfully Soliei-
~ ted by

LADIES' AND MILITARY WORK

MERCHANT TAILORS.

DeFOREST & MARCH,

Manchester House

] ESTABLISHED 187%:

Having made extensive improvements
in my establishment and im rted a fresh

Stock of New and Fashionable

DRY GOODS,

MILLINERY

—AND—

FANCY ARTICLES

and purchased on
prepared to offer
| them to my customers and the public at
Inspection in-

¥ersonal]y selected,
avorable terms, I am

prices to suit every one.
vited. :

JOHN K. STOREY,

21 KING STREET.

Geo. Robertson & Co.,

Office 50 King Street.

For Family

——

A. F. DEFOREST.
FOSTER’S CORNER,
42 KiNG STRRET.

NEW GOODS.
BOG
Mg, Yoo i B

SUILS

Yor Spring and Summer wear.’ These
goods are all New and Fashionable
and are ma(r}ked down low for

MIXED CANDIES, POP CORN,
ORANGES, LEMONS,
—ALSO— )

OYSTERS SHELLE

By the Quart or Gallon and sent
home from

18 King Square.
J. D. TURNER.

H. C. MARTIN & Co.

PORTRAIT ARTISTS.

Studio, 52 King Street,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

PORTRAITS IN
INDIA INK,

WATER COLORS,

URAYON, OIL, &c.,

Copied from any style of small picture.

Satisfaction guaranteed.

Mens’ Light and Dark Worst-

ed Spring Overcoats.

Mens’ all wool working pants,
very low. i
LARGE STOCK OF MENS’

Tweed Rubber Waterproof
Coats.
A FIRST-CLASS STOCK OF
Gents’ Furnishing Groods

IN WHITE SHIRTS, REGATTA SHIRTS,
TOP SH RTSﬁSM%RII‘{() SHIRTS AND

D RACE
COLLARS
TREN

ESTABLISHED 1834.

The Subscriber has opened & large . ok of

French, English, Scotch,

Irish and Canadian

Tweeds.

These goods are of the very best quality
and newest patterns, and will be made
up to order at very low prices.

JOHN H. RUTT,

Merchant Tailor,

S, SOCKS,
TIES, SILK HANDKERCHIEFS,
GS, 68 Germain Street.

KS, VALISES, HAND BAGS
SHAWL STRAPS, &e.

New and Stylish Cloths for

(888 SPRING STYLES (888

ROBT. C. BOURKE&Co,

HATTERS,

Having received the larger poi'tion
our Spring Stock of New Styles

Hats, Caps, &c.,

We are now prepared to offer at
1

ces as Large and Fashionable

R. C. BOURKE &
61 Charlotte Street.

Lowest
Assort-
offered

Co.,

D. WHELLY,

9: Canterbury St.
Plumber & Gas Fitter,

Steam and Hot Water Heating,

JOBBING PROMFPTLY
ATTENDED TO.

Satisfaction gnaranteed.

Custom
Clothing

LN

Fancy Tweed Suitings, Corkscrews
and Diagenal Suitings. Serges
and Yacht Cloth Suitings
and Fancy Striped Trouserings.

Cheap for Cash.
City Market Clothing Hall,

51 Charlotte Street,

T. YOUNGCLATS,

of

SALE, a place of five acres, with house,

OR
on the West

barn_and other outbuildiugs, _
Shore of Kennebeocasis Bay, near Chapel Grove
and about eleven miles from the city. I‘f).nquire of

MRS. EDWARDS,

Qn the premises.

Proprietor.
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"IN THE BY-WAYS AND HEDGES.

What the i.ouuer Hears Other People
Talking Abous and His Views on
Things in General.

The defeat of the Nationals by the
Orono’s on the Queen’s birthday was a
disappointment to those of our boys who
take adeep interest in base ball. I hope

. in the interest of the game that our lads
will be more successful in future games.
Perhaps it is hoping for too much to sup-
pose that our amateurs could cope with
a team so experienced as the Orono’s.
They have scarcely made a good start,
but we must hope for better luck next
time.

*

1 was somewhat surprised to see in a
weekly contemporary last week an at-
tack upon the fmanagement of the Luna-
tic Asylum.'®™t was insinuated by the
writer of this sensational story that'some
lunatics had been harnessed to a plough
and made to do duty as horses. The
story is not only a fabrication, bat is
maliciously untrue as most sensational
stories of this kind are. .Instead of the
men being harnessed to a plough they
were asked to drag a hand cultivator
over a garden patch in the asylam
grounds. The work was not laborious
and the'g@ortunate inmates of the asy-
lum were not required to abuse them:
gelves in any shape or mgnner. I hope
to see the end of this sensationalism in
the press of St. John. There is noroom

here for malicious falsehood.
* * *®

* *

Citizen George Francis Train has gone
from us and in the future his address
will be Madison Square, New York. I
observe that the New York World wel-
comes the philosopher’s return to his for-
mer haunt and says he will be wecomed
-by the thousands of children who in the
next nine months will make Madisén
Square garden their favorite regort.
Citizen Train during his stay in St. John
and Sussex made many friends, all
of whom will regret that his self expat-
riation is at an end. The great Citizen
goes away from St. John thoroughly con-
vinced that the .end of the Dominion is
rapidly approaching. Ibelieve the citizen
is mistaken, but of course this will not con-
vince him that he is wrong. But whethet
the Dominion falls or stands it will nof
diminish from the enthusiasm of his re,
ception by the children of Madisoh

uare.
B Tre LOUNGER.

MARITIME HAPPENINGS,

An Interesting Ceollection of Odd Items
From all Sources.

Says the Chatham World: Mrs. Joseph
Sewell, who died in Pokemouche, 6th
inst., in her 80th year, left twelve child-
ren, forty-five grand children, and six
great grand children, to mourn for her.

A curious incident occured near Forchu,
€. B., very recently. While several men
were working in a field at that place, they
were startled at seeing a flaming ball of
white light coming directly towards them
from the heavens. The ball descended
close by one of them, so close as to almost
feel it, exploding it struck the ground
and knocking him down. The cause of
this phenomenon is not known, altheugh
it is supposed to have been an electric
meteor of some kind. The man who was

earthly pallor upon his face for a couple

Publicatioms.

CrADLED 1N¥ A StorM, by T. A. Sharp,
is the story of a feud between
general Crutwell and Rev. Kenneth
Kelso, and its effect upon their children,
Mattie Crutwell, and Athol Xelso, the
heroine and hero of the story. The in-
cidents that are woven into the narative
are sufficient for half a dozen ordinary
novels, and some of the passages are
wonderful specimens of word painting.
Published by Wm. Bryce, Toronto.

A Woman’s Fack, by Florance Warden,
author of At The World’s Mercy, and
many other popular Novels;is a most
agreeable story for summer reading, and
is quite equal to any of the writer’s pre-
vious works. Published by Wm. Bryce,
Toronto. .

“DecorATioN Day.”—The * years that
have elapsed since the close of the civil
war have served to obliterate all sectional
feeling, and a united and presperous
nation joins in keeping green the graves
of ,all its beloved dead. It is in this
spirit that the publisher of the New
York Family Story Paper has had writ-
ten a thrilling ‘and pathetic romance,
peculiarly appropriate to this national
holiday, entitled “Faithful Leonore; or,
His Grave Kept Green.” In the same
paper will also be found a weekly instal-
ment of the “Life and Adventures as a
Showman of I T. Barhum,” written by
himself, and equally interesting to the
young folks as well as heads of families.
These are rare literary treats, and those
of our readers who are not already enjoy-
ing them will do well to obtain No. 766
of the New York Family Story Paper of
their ‘newsdealer or send direct to the
publisher; Munro’s Publishing House,
Nos. 24 and 26 Vandewater Street, New
York, and receive the paper four months
for one dollar, postage free.

Literary Notes.

The venerable novel-writer, Mrs. E. D.
E. N. Southworth, has had two rings—
one for each of her children—made from
the gold pens with which she wrote her
stories.

Napoleon was a great novel-reader.
Andrew Lang, the essayist, says he was
one of the mest®voracious readers of
novels thatever lived. He was always
asking for the newest of the new, and,
unfortunately, even the new romances of
his period were hopelessly bad. Barbier,
his librarian, had orders to send parcels
of fresh fiction to his majesty wherever
he might happen to be, and great loads
of novels followed Napoleon to Germany,
Spain, Italy, Russia. The conqueror was
very hard to pleace. He read in his
dravelling cairiage, and after skimming
a few pages, would throw a volume that
bored him out of the window: into the
highway. He might have been tracked
By his trail of romances.

llomv'l‘nlk.

One of the finest young stallions in
Massachusetts is Aral, record 2:25%,
owned by C. H. Hadley, of Stoneham.
Aral, is of a beautiful silver gray coler
with black points and is as beautifally
shaped as was his sire Chenery Gray
Eagle, by old Gray Eagle. He stands
sixteen hands high and weighs 1075
and was foaled Jume 27, 1877. Gray
Eagle, it will be remembered was a son

hy, one of the most noted sons of im-

so near the falling object wore an un- of Woodpecker, by Bertraud, by Sir

of days after.

George Francig Train, crank though he
may be, knows how to make himself
popular. At Digby while waiting for the
Annapolis boat, he gathered around him
some. 20 little girls, who became his warm
friends at once, a liberal supply of figs
adding not a little to his popularity. In
a body they followed him to the boat,
where he showed them around, and when
the time for his departure arrived they
stood on the wharf and cheered at the
top of their voices until the boat was:out
of sight. At Yarmouth, the western
metropolis, he was the “lion” of the day,
and everywbere met with a most cordial

® reception. Who wouldn’t be a crank?

They are dgaling out terrible stuff in
the shape iquor in Portland. One
man who takes a little stimulant now and

" then, called for a glass of whiskey at one
of the Portland shops a short time age,
put when he raised it to his mouth the
fumes struck his nose and caused a
deathly feeling to come over him. He
told the bartender that if it made no dif-
ference to him, heiwould pay his money
and leave the li . This arrangement
being 'satisfactory, he did so, and hasn’t
drank a drop since.

L ———

A hermit who died at Fleming, N. J.,
a few days ago, had a peculiar mania.
He imagined that pebbles were gold, col-
lected . them by thousands and offered
them for his purchases. He was humor-
ed by the good people of -the town, who
farnished him with provisions, clothing
and fuel enough to keep him comfortable,
in exchange for his pebbles, He would
never accept anything without paying in
p.oll);l‘nles, saying that he was fabulously

. TiC

A Lucky Eseape.

Mrs. Cyrps Kilborne, of Beamsville,
Ont., had what was thought to be a can-
cer on her nose, and was about to submit
to a cancer doctors’s operation when she
tried Burdock Blood Bitters, which efiect-

— ed a radical cure. This medicine cures
all blood diseases.

‘When molasses is used in cooking it is
a great improvement to boil and skim it
before using. The raw, rather unplea-
sant taste of the poor gqualities of molass-
es is much improved by this process.

rtant Diomed. Gray Eagle was bred
in Kentucky and passed through quite a
varied existence as a trotteg. At Louis-
ville July 4, 1864, he won a race, getting
a mark of 2.31. At Cincinnatti, Nov. 10,
1865, he won the second and third heats
of a two mile race to wagon, in 5:12%,
5:09}. It isalso claimed that he won a

the half in 1.09. After this he became
the property of Winthrop Chenery, of
Belmont, Mass., and was kept on the
farm now owned by Mr. J. J. Crawford.
He got from Dolly, of Weston, Ine., 2:21,
and Red Bird 2:27}, and Wild Egyes, a
pacer with a record of 2:32} and a trial of
2:20. . In 1876 he was bred to the dam of
Aral at Rockland, Me., and the mare be-
ing found barren was shipped to Boston
and bred to Gray Eagle again. 'Aral was
the result of this union. Aral'sdam was
a very fast and stout mare which was
afterward sold to New York parties for
$1,500, She was by Hampton, by Jupi-
ter, whowas by Long Island Black Hawk,
8 son of young Bashaw, by the imported
Barb, Grand Bashaw. Aral commenced
his existence in North Haven, anisland
in Penobscot Bay, end like his sire has
geen ‘some of the ups and downs of life.
In the stud he has been quite a sire,
haviug produced eight colts from seven
mares, having got twins frcm a mare at
Woolwich, Me. Aralis credited with a
half mile in 1:04, which would be a mile
in 2:08, very fast time for a pacer. This
occurred at Mystic Park, Oct. 26, 1887,
and was loudly applauded by the hun-
dreds ef spectators present. Aral was
the last horse to get away, and with such
fast dnes as Frederic, Joe Lowe, Illusion,
Allen Maid, Brightwood and T. L. D., in
the race it looked as though Aral would
have noshow. He passed them all, how-
ever,. before the half was reached. Im
September, direct from the farm, he was
taken to Lewiston and over that half
mile track he showed a mile in 3:22},
a half in 1.07.

e
The Cold Dip.

During the recent cold weather here I
had three fingers frozen. We had some
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil in the house and I
tried it with good results. Wm. Mack-

lain, Montreal, P. Q.

race to wagon in 2:25} and 2:27, going to| ~

AT A MILITARY SCHOOL.

The Leavenworth Pupils in Review—In-
fantry, Cavalry and Artillery.

One after another they move out upon

the field, facing west, the ixrf:m/try on the

two lines, its gun carriages to the front;
then the long single rank of the cavalry
«battalion, stretching to the far southern
edge of the field. Well out to the west,
in front of the center, is the commanding
officer with his staff, and presently, as the
white plumed adjutant gallops down the
line, turns toward his chief on reaching
the center, then halts and reins about,
there is a simultaneous crash as arms are
presented, and a long line of steel—the
sabers of the cavalry—springs into air.
Then review order is taken, ranks are
opened, the battery unlimbers and whirls
its black muzzled guns to the front; an-
other present of the line to the exalted
personage who receives the review, and is
hailed with a flourish of trumpets and
the simultaneous droop of all the stand-
ards; another movement, and the line be-
comes an open column; another com-
mand, and with a triumphant burst of
music from the band the whole array
moves as one man; the passage in review
has begun.

In quick timé, the band leading, they
come jauntily toward us, changing direc-
tion at the upper corner and swinging past
the animated groups of spectators. Front
after front the sturdy infantry trudges by,
the student officers hidden as file closers
behind their companies and wishing for
this occasion only that they belonged to
the cavalry and could command and be in
front or their mea instead of trailing
meekly after them, as required of the in-
fantry ‘‘sub.” Well they know that they
cannof by any human possibility look half
80 picturesque in this position as their
rivals and contemporaries of the cavalry
-on their ‘“prancing chargers’’ and infront
of their platoons. All the same, they
have their sympathetic admirers in the
throng, and so they pass us by. And
then with champing bits and tossing
manes come the platoons of horse. The
battery quickens its gait on the marching
flanks, and the girls wonder how those
gunners sit so straight with folded arms
and never make hysterical grabs at the
bars or at each other, as they would do
under like circumstances. The cavalry,
too, comes around at a trot, the young
platoon commanders fully alive to and
making the most of their golden oppor-
tunity, looking vastly martial and striving
not to look as though they very well knew
just where ¢‘she’” happened to stand
among the groups of fair ones under the
shade trees. :

Down the long fleld goes the glistening
column, officer after officer saluting as he
passes the reviewing point, and then the
infantry reappears, tramping up the east-
ern edge. Like some perfected machine,
the long array wheels into line to the left,
the ranks are dressed, then brought once
more to review order. Again the trumpets
flourish, the standards droop, and ‘arms
clash to the present. Then comes brief
rest before some one of the three com-
mands is summoned to the front to show
what it can do in the maneuvers of its

skirmish drill, covering the entire valley,
by the bright plumed cgvalry. It may be
a dashing series of battery maneuvers,
with much smoke, noise, and odor un-
limited of ““the villainons salfpetre.’” It
may be rapid evolutions of the foot bat-
talion; but in each and all the student
officer must take his part.—Charles King,
U. 8. A., in Harper's Magazine.

Making Boﬁnetl at i!ome..
‘“‘Forty dolihrs for a .spring bonnet!?’ a

as she was riding down Fifth avenue in a
stage yesterday morning. ‘“No¢t I Nor
$20 either. Money is worth. too much for
that. Ihaven’t spent over $10 and not
often more than $6 for a bonnet since I
was married. This I have on cost me
just $4.27.

“And I thought it was French. How
can you look imported when you are
really homemade?'’

“Oh, but ¥m not homemads. I'm just
little consin’s big trunk. That’s the
beauty of the thing. My bonnet was
made to order by a bona fide French
milliner and one of the cleverest in the

‘tv, too. Yes, of course, there i3 a little

There were a dozen of us who

passed o unanimous resolution that bon-
n«ts for us. individually and coliectively,
hil got to come down. We shook hands
n-on' it and cxchanged pledges of bon-
= % vins, While ‘we were ‘discussing
+++s gud means we heard that one oi
., ——'8 aggistants was out ot n place
- eourse was clear; Mlle. Jalie should
xfor us. We inquired, ¢very one o1
smon;3 our acquaintances and fouue
y of women who jumped at fiu

i -.ree of having their hats an:d bonner
wovided for by a milliner who wounl:
<2 to the house. She comes, that’s all

Ly the dav o¢ the half day, ¢

he charges $5 o day
3 more Work b ' cun ajlen
! talks of bnntinz up a patrtoer,
«.kes more money than she did as
! Ame. ——'3 dosigners.  And as
e ve'rs gone to the country this
w o our savinus,  We are pr I
rini and good wages for
l2 4 o2 wothing more.  And really iv i
5 v way of sclf sudpord for Wwotnen, you
se- U '—Mew Yoik Mail nnd Express.
The Voieo of an Actor.
e stage is not a drawing room. You
»t address 1,500 people in o theatre as
veor would address a few companions at
th~ fireside. If the tone is not raised,

articulate, the public will be unable to
follow you.

So-and-so, I am well aware, has won
for himself the reputation of a nalural
actor by affecting the conversational tone.
He scarcely pronounces one word louder
than another; he lets the ends of his
phrases sink; hesitates, abridges, pretends
to be at a loss for words, repeats his
words two or three times over, drawls
along for ten minutes, and then hurries
his delivery in order to arrive at the ef-
fect. And as the public is like Panurge’s
sheep, even when it happens not to under-
stand, it exclaims: ‘Dear me! how very
naturall He seems a if he were talking
with his feet on his fender by his own fire-
gide. What an actor! I did mnot hear
what he said—did you?—but how very

Harper’s Magazine.

Four Sundays in & Week.

Friday is the Arab’s Sunday, but it
does not put much stop to his worldly
business unless he so chooses. Then Sat-
turday is the Jews’ Sabbath, and then
comes our Sunday, on which day the
French workman continues to work, in
order to take at least a half holiday on
Monday. There are four days out of the
seven when the visitor to Algiers runs the
risk of finding a shop closed or a work-

man not at his post.—F. A. Bridgman in
Harper’s.

right and nearest us; then the battery, in

‘big, dark eyes. Is the blonde type disap-

particular arm. It may be a stirring}

lady was overheard to remark to s friend |’

as French as if I came from Paris in my |

you will not be heard; and if you do not |

naturally he said it}’—C. Coquelin,in |

Sample Casée of Dlackmailing.

Not long ago a man weéll known in so-
cial, business and club circles had trouble
with his wife, a beautiful and accom-
plished woman, and they separated, the
intention being to eventually become di-
vorced. So quietly was: the affair man-
aged that none but their most intimate
friends knew that they had disagreed, and
the acquaintances of the couple only khew
that the wife:,was visiting friends and
relatives in New York. In an evil mo-
ment the young wife ‘employed a private
detective to shadow her husband, daily
reports to- be:sent -to her. These reports
were sent, and-the wife was astonished.
She didn’t have any idea before what the
life of & club man might be. = Then, wo-
man-like, she determined to win her hus-
band back. She wrote him, the quarrel
was patched up, and the pair lived to-
gether again.

Their home was a happy one. The
husband forsook his gay .companions and
compromising associations of both sexes
and became domesticated. One night
there was a knock at the door. The hus-
band responded; it was a visitor for his
wife.  When the lady entered the parlor
she recognized the private detective. She
had been foolish enough to write him two
or three letters, and these he had, to-
gether with copies of letters he had
written her concerning the private life of
her husband. The wife had paid the
agency by which this man was employed,
but this'mede: no difference. What the
man wanted was a logn, and he got it.
He has solicited several loans since then,
and has never beenrefused. In the mean-
time the husband remains in ignorance of
the drains on his wife’s purse, but cheer-
fully foots all bills.—Chicago Cor. New
York Herald. i

4.

Per ge of Blondes and Br

In the course of fifteen minutes’ walk
on Broadway the other day a reporter
counted 200 women, young and old, with
hair ranging from a medium brown to
the darker shades which all but artists
call black. Only thirteen women were
passed who were of the pronounced blonde
order. Three of these were of the reddish
classes and the hair of two had apparently
been bleached. At the theatre, the same
evening, of fifty women within easy

HATS.

"HATS.

MANKS & CO.,

Are now showing the following makes of Hats in all the latest Styles:

SILL DRESS HATS,

STIFF FELT HATS,
FLEXIBLE FELT HATS.

Flange Brim Hats, Soft Felt Hats, Crush Hats

In Light, Medium and Dark Colors.

Also childrens’ Straw Hats in

Gipsy, Sailor and other Fashionable Shapes.

MANKS & Co., 57 King Street.

SKINNERS

Carpet Warerooms

Match;

Elegant Wilton Carpets, with 5-8 Borders to Match;
Beautiful Brussels Carpets, New Colorings,

5-8 Borders to

Tapestry in Brussels Designs, 5-8 Borders to Match;
A magnificent line of Curtains, in all the New Makes, viz,,

Madras, India Crape, Chenille, Burmah, Turcoman, efe.

Spring Stock Complete in every Department. As my Stock

is direct from the Manufacturers I can guarantee quality:

in England.

Prices as low as last year notwithstanding the advance

A.O. SKINNER, 58 King Street.

range, six had fair skins, blue eyes and
light hair. They sat surrounded by a
bevy of dark women, who gave its pre-
vailing tone to the complexion of the
house. Interest in the result observed
led next morning to a publie school. One
class of eighty girls had eight blondes to
seventy-two average browns and bru-
nettes. Another of sixty-five girls had
sixteen fair haired pupils to fifty-five
standard brown heads and darker. In a
third class the proportions were seven
light to fifty muddy and dark. The state-
ment may be hazarded that not above
8 or 10 per cent. of New York women
are blondes. Go anywhere where pretty
girls eongregate and you meet tall, strik-
ing looking figures with dark hair and

pearing, and if so why?—New York Mail
and Express. -

Varisus Rallway Signals.

One pull of the bell cord signifies |’

t¢stop.”! .
I'wo pulls mean ‘‘go ahead.”
Three pulls mean ‘‘back up.” e
One whigtle signifies ‘‘down brakes.”
T'wo whistle signify ““oft brakes.”
Three¢ Whittles ‘mean “‘back tp.**
Continuert whistles- indicate ‘‘danger.’?
Short rapid whistles,, ‘‘a cattlaalarm.”
\ aweeping parting of the hands on a

Best SPOONS, FORKS, &c., in matg

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE,

. 60 and 62 Prince William Street.

BUILDERS’

HARDWARE:

A fall line of above in LOCKS, HINGES, KNOBS, GLASS, NAILS, PAINTS, OILS,

and the numerous goods comprised in this Department

HOUSEKEEPERS’ HARDWARE:

In TINWARE, AGATEWARE, KITCHENWARE, FIRE IRONS, COAL VASES,

DISH COVERS, &e., &c.

PLATED

BUTTER COOLERS, ICE PITC

WARE:

designs: CASTERS, CAKE BASKETS
ERS, 'and a variety of other articles, .

a large stock always on hand: FINE CUTLERY, Table and
- Pocket: SILVER GOODS, j[FANCY GOODS, &ec.

Call’and Examine our Stock,

Prices as Low:as any inlthe:Trade

SPORTING GOODS, suitable for]thejSeason.

Wholesale and Retail.

ion .1 with the eyes means ‘‘go ahead.” -
.« wiowly sweeplng meeting of the bands
o 1 1l signifles “‘back slowly.”
1ward motion of the hands, with

i, signifl
orting Itution with
e hack.”!

A rea lag waved up the track indicaies

-ried on a locomotive s
folloying,”
raised at a station meal.

1 swnag at richt angles across
top. !
sed and lowered vertically

1 vurgai. Ceremonies In Madagiiscar.

- ianeral observances are v
ns might be expected in n cou

Leve the worsiip of ancestors hins «.
en @ part of jts religion, aind th

ki

S. & M. UNCAR,

Lace Curtains

} Cleansed Equal to New at 50c. per pair.

We guarantee not to injure the finest of Curtains, and on any one

showing us that we have done so we are prepared to
; replace them with new.

FAMILY WASHING:

60c¢. per dozen.

2 Handkerchiefs or 2 Towels will be counted as one Piece.

 ancl vaults are reverence:d s sacre
$ They are usually only shaveler
u of earth or stone, near which ar
weooden stakes, eizht or nine T
"1 skulls and horns of oxen fix
asied on the wood.  These are ob
¢ -¢ r<hip, or at least of speeinl v
v, fuy vhey arethe heads of b :
--1 in honor of the dead =t tis
sy dad !
1l to inter the dend nenr th:
Lonse, but only families f higl
il honses or raise any struetnr:
¥ The finest tomb in the
of tize prime minister, voy
1t is situated at Isoiry
pital, and I8 very lan rok
T3 “a best plece of native
JBoiklaud It somewhat resend
aomments of Assxrign art, althon

modern construetion.  Here are interi: F

‘ESTABLISHED 1861.

LEE & LOGAN

DIRECT IMPORTERS OF

Groceries, Wines & Liquors.

We have in Stock the following ChoiceiWines, &Ke.

E OLD PORT WIND

TIN’ :
XTRA TABLE SHERRY WINE.

o mister #nd other relatives of thie poind: | §
«wusort. —-Uemorest's Monthly.

1awyers’ Ambitions,

" MThose who observe law and Ju
trom o gafe distance have often nc
lifferent points which attornoys

ons citics consider the semo of succ

tue bar. The Philadg¢lphia lawyer thinks
1 successfu! trial of a famous criminul
¢ase the pinnacie of legal ambition. Bos-

HOICE ASSORTED
SIX YEAR OLD RYE WH
i{dFLNRTUCKY BOURB!

SCOTCH GINGER WINE.3uili
('.iHAMPAIGNE

narts and Pints.

UINNESS’ DUBLIN PORTER, Qts. and Pts.
ASS’ PALE ALE Quarts and Pints.
SYRUPS.
S ISKEY.
ON WHISKEY.
NDY.

JISKEY.

A\Y FAIRMAN

HA W,
SUPERIOR CHERRY_BRANDY.

{ DOCK

RE ENCORE WHIS .
MALL STILL WHIBK%%’.
HISKEY. '
OLD JAMAICA
NS HOLLAND GIN.1
SXTRA PURE LIME JUICE.
RS g
OLD GLENLEVIT WéSISKEY.

STRERET.

RUM.
RY.

ton barristers look forward to the time
when they shall bold an infinite number
of huge trust estates, and thus avoid the
wrangling scenes of the court room. The
Wew York lawyer has universal tastes.
Ile is willing to be a railroad and corpora-
tion lawyer, a tr@stee of great estates or a
criminal practitioner. It is all fish which
comes to his net.—New York Tross
“Every Day Talk.”

' Liko a Lobster Salad.

The greatest drawback to living ina
rented house—next to paying the rent—is
that the landlord can paint it any color he
chooses. Two ladies, meeting, discuss
this grievance. ‘‘My house,”’ said one,
443 a complete lobster salad. It was bad
enough when the yellow walls and the
green blinds suggested Mayonaise and let-
tuce, but the landlord has put some red
tubs on the lJawn, and now we look gar-
nished with lobster claws. And your
house is almost as bad. I saw it first on
a gray day, and it was just the color of
spruce gum. But yesterday, in tho sun,
it looked lighter.’”” ¢‘‘Asif it had been
chewed,” assented the tenant sadly.—
Concord (N. H.) Monitor :

/\?W@r\fz’eld i.,.!

Paty ¢n U, 8., Canada, and Buropés

OUR LANGTRY
BUSTLE.

SO ARRANGED with springs as to fold up when
the wearer is sitting or lying dowm, and re-
suming its proper position immediately upon
rising. The size can be altered by means of an
adjustable cord to suit the style and taste of the
wearer. 1tislightand easy to wear. Never gets out
ogorger, and is of the very latest and mest approy-
ed shape.

We have the Agency and EXCLUSIVE CON=
TROL of these Bustles and they can be bought

‘ ShER STORE

AMERIGAN RU

65 CHARLOTTE STREET.

The Only Exclusive Rubber Stvre
East of Boston,




L
6

THE SATORDAY GAZETYE, S1. JOHN, N. B.

POOR DOCUMENT

THE BANK OF CALIFORNIA
' BY PREN_T—I—C—E MULFORD.

[COPYRIGHTED BY THE AUTHOR. ALL RIGHTS RE:
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e CHAPTER L
MYSELF.

™ TR

heﬂlth, and finally
i 1di My mother
‘boarders”

" W tosupport the family,
and I kept her in a rack of anxiety until i §
was twenty-one, since she saw me m_»wins_
up without trade or profession, and idling
away my time with no apparent anxiety to
be anything but a boy. - .

. In some respects this was true. - I qam
that boyhood and youth could remain for-
ever, since all the manhood, or rather ma-
turity, about me seemed a humdrum affair,
full of care and vexation, and the older people
igrew the less “fun” they had in the world.
'] wished, and even for a time thought, that
‘things would always remain as they were,
ithat the ‘“‘old men” of my youth would al-
‘ways remain about so old and no older, and
when I heard that William Loper, the first
iplaymate of my infancy, was engeged to be
married to Fannie Lugar, it seemed to me a
ipiece of audacity as well as a serious innova-
tion on the established order of things. - -

Gradually it dawned upon me that I must
cut loose from tops, marbles, kites and quail
traps, march out into the world and do some-
thing for aliving. I did so grudgingly. In-
deed, I held on to my boyish ways and sports
years after my companions had laid them
aside forever, donned coats, high stand-
ing collars, gaudy neckties, tight boots, and
deéemed themselves proper little men—as they

geommsnmd “doing for myself” with &
series of resolves to be something great, if
not good. I was one week a general, the
next an actor, the third an orator, finally a
sea in. - Tawoke from these dreams to
find myself stlll in status guo, eating the
bread of idleness, parent and: sgmdry rela-
tives meantimé broadly hinting that it was
Jhigh time I'should do ‘something.

I applied to certain solid men of the village
as to the choice of a profession. I thought it
might raisé me in their sstimation so- to ‘con-
sult. them.” They might see that I was in
earnest to set seriously to work about life's
business. I knew that my reputation already
‘was none of the best, because I was one of a

#ot, perhaps the leader, whose pranks at night

had gained with the staid villagers an un-
favorable notoriety. < We rang door bells,
changed store sigus, impounded stray horses
in impromptu stables, built in_the middle of
the street at night of empty dry goods boxes,
raised false alarms of fire, and did many
other things (in cases amounting to outrages
on property) which boys at a certain period
consider it remarkably” clever ‘to do, and
which may be the only means of venting their
‘gurplus energy. -

In so applying to the influential men of the
village I had aléo a fond hope they might
help me to.a situation. . My father had been
their peer in business. I was not a stranger.
My family and:theirs had long dwelt in the
same town:'; The hope was natural. .

But ‘there was no proffer of the help I
craved. They talked well and wisely, gave
me much good advice in @ general (way,
and seemed to think that any occupation or
calling I might adopt would be well for me
if I “stuck to it.” :

I had then such a profound respect for the
judgment of these men thatI deemed they

had, in telling me nothing, told me some-
thing valuable, and that I had done a good
thing in consulting them. But, practically,
1 found myself exactly where I was before
my interviews, to'wif: nowhere.

In the midst of my tribulations as to the
choice of a profession, the  California gold
fever of 1849 broke out.. ‘The problem was
solved. I would go to California and be-
come a gold digger. There was something
fascinating in the idea of digging for gold,
much more so than digging - potatoes,
though the difference between the two is not
worth mentioning.

The fever seized most of the village youth
of my own age. A ship was fitted out, a
former whaling vessel. It was not so much
of an undertaking for our people to make
the long, dreary voyage around Cape Horn
to California. Two-thirds of the crew and
passengers of the Ann Mary Ann had made
the trip before: & o

Seventy, all told, were {0 sail in' that ship.
Matured men, young men and boys, taken
all together, constituting the flower of the

village.

The Sunday before sailing the pastor of
the Presbyterian church preached us a fare-
well'sermon, ' The church was crowded. ‘The
seventy about'to sail felt themselves the at-
tractions of the hour, as they weére. °

The younger men and boys came in a body
and occupied pews by themselves. We went
full of -excitement and anticipation. *' We
were the novelties of the heur. We could
give but a moment’s flitting: thought to the
sadness ‘'of the 7ing mothers we were to
leave behind. ' We 'neither realized nor ap-
preciated their many little dsily cares for us.
‘We bustled gbout with dll thia 'imporfance of
fledglings, proud of our pif fedthers; ‘and re-
garding them quite as good 48 imatured plum-
age. It was an impressive-occasion~—not so
much to me then, but as I see it now—sadly,
solemnly impressive, since it was for so many
the final departyre, not merely from homes,
relatives, friends:and associations, ®dut also
in so many cases from our interest in them
and their interest in us—a hard saying, but
true. Gone ‘a week, and memery id fresh
- with those who leave and those who are left:
a month, and the raw, bleeding wounds of
separation and tearing asunder barely com-
mence to heal; six months, and new events,
situations, associations, circumstances com-
mence the process of deadening grief; a year,
and we wonder where is the heart hunger of
a twelvemonth past; two years, and our
friend is a memery; five years, a dream,
with possibly half a dozen new personalities
standing between us and her or him.

Boys sat in those pews who were to return
gray headed, battered and worn from a
rough encounter with the world of the
farthest west—who at their next attendance
in that church would look in vain for the
deacons or prominent church members now
standing erect during prayer time, after the
fashion which still lingered in the rural
Presbyterian churches of that day. Other
boys of that gathering, and of these the
majority, were neyer to return. Their let-
ters home, at first voluminous, were to les-

' sen in size, while the lapses of time between

each would increase. Searching for #ime
ever receding further in the distance, they
were to wander and become entirely lost to
home and friends in the remoter regions of
the west. Then unknown, unnamed, un-
thought of, discouraged, reckless, weary,

their pride and spirit broken, they weru to
fill nameless graves on lone hillsides thou-
sands of miles away, or else hurriedly buried
in the crowded city, their bones would. be
as hurriedly turned up a few years after as
the population extended its limits and dug
and plowed its way through waste land and
cemetery.

I, in company with several of my associ-
ates, were grouped that éveming about the
Seftons’ front door.. There were three of the
Sefton sisters—Blanche, the eldest; Mary and
Pheebe. The Seftons’ was a favorite resort
for our ‘“set” of young folk. The parents
were plain, “easy-going” people, and allowed
us rhore privileges at their house than we
could find elsewhere. The sisters were always
“at home” for company, and the old people
allowed them pretty much their own way.
Other parents were not so accommodating.
Socially their houses were colder, and if we
called “Ma” generally came and sat in the
parlor while we were present, and “Ma,” in
the estimation of at least one person, if not
two, at such times was very much out of
place. ' The Sefton girls’ parlor in winter and
their front door ‘‘stoop” in summer were fa-
vorite resorts for all the girls of our “set,”
who, if they could not see their youthful ad-
mirers at home, were pretty sure of doing so.
at the Seftons’. There was a bit of front
yard, shaded by tall sycamores, and fronting
the door was a big unhewn stone, serving as
its single step and worn smooth. by the tread
of generations of Seftons. Thelittle hallway
and that stone often held large audiences on
summiér evenings—protracted meetings—
even unto the going down ‘of the full or bed
moon at eleven, twelve, aye, one o'clock in
the morning, or until Mother Sefton’s night-
capped head was seen and her good-humored
voice from an upper window heard, saying,
“Youyoung folks; it’s time for you all to be
home and abed.” .

Said Mary Sefton to me: “Now don’t you
be away five years, like Jerry Black.”

Jerry Black had sought fortune in China,
and at the expiration of a five years’ sojourn
had returned without it. - Our -people - were
always drifting to the ends of the earth seek-
ing wealth. A sea port iz an open door to
foreign lands, and so influences the young to
venture out earlier and oftemer than from
plaees more inland.  °

Three years was the longest most of our
company expected to remain in California.
The current idea then regarding the country
ran thus: - “Some of us will dig gold; some
will gointo trade. The profits will go into
one common purse. At thé end of a year or
two there will be a dividend. We shall re-
ceive some thousands each. With this we
may refurn home, marry and settle down.”

T-donot say this was my dream. - On the
whole, I do not think Ihad then any plans
for the future. I was going away because it
seemed o me everybody who cared for me at
all cared’ most that Ishould goaway. This
being an opportunity, I embraced it. The
current had come to me and sucked me in.
I had not gone to it. “The world,would bustle
me about with it. I wished it would let me
alone.

CHAPTER H.
BLANCHE.
Blanche and I strolled about the door yard.
The gate was half open-—its normal condition
—and a proper one as indicative of the easy,

happy-go-lacky disposition of the parent Sef-
tons. Capt. Tommy, the father, ran a sloop

. to New York. His real home was on that

craft, and it was a saying among the vil-
lagers that he could pilot her through Long
Island . sound and the East river with his
eyes. shut. . His daughtérs made frequent
trips with him to the city. The “old man”
was most at home when it blew, and blew
hard, to the consternation of Mary and
Phoebe, who would implore him at such
times to'put in at some of the sound harbors
on the north shore of Long Island. But no
wind blew too hard for Blanche, though so
far as outward seeming went, her’s was an
equal placidity in' storm or calm. Asa boy,
I had looked upon Blanche as one of the
‘“older . girls"—girls already treading the
shore of womanhood, and girls soon to con-
summate the great aim and end of life—as
life was regarded in our village—matri-
mony.

Recently, I had timidly ventured Blanche
some attentions, and was pleased and sur-
prised to find that she had accepted them
with apparent pleasure. .She had a queenly
way with her. In my own private col-
loquies, which I never talked to any ome, I
called her the “Empress;” and often, as I
saw her walking the street, did I lament
that such a face and form should ever be-
come worn and wasted with the labors and
cares of the every-day commonplace life
about us.

“Blanche is the mum of our family,” was
Mother Sefton’s frequent remark. She
seemed to stand in some awe of this daugh-
ter. Blanche was not imperious or arrogant;
yet something about her kept every one at
the distance she desired to keep them. It
was not 50 much what she said or did, but
something she made you feel; and rebel

it as much as you might, you could
not break through the barriers she chose to
put up at any distance she pleased.

For this reason Blanche was not "a gen-
eral favorite. People said she was ‘“‘stuck
up” and ‘“put on airs.” Her real offense
1ay in her keeping her own counsel. She did
not tell all she knew regularly every day to
half a dozen friends, leaving with each ‘one
the idea that they were honored with her
special confidence.

I had admired this girl all my life. When
1 say “all my life,” I mean the life of a boy
who worships a queen at a distance—the boy
of fifteen, who sees that queen surrounded by
older courtiers. This I had seen—felt is the
better word—when I was navigating mud
puddles barefooted and barelegged. Her
world seemied as one never to be reached by

me.

Yet within the last year an unpremeditated
acquaintance and friendship had grown up
between myself and Blanche Sefton. How it
commenced I-could hardly tell- T found my-
self talking with her on subjects which

'seerned of little interest to my other com-

panions. I was surprised to find that I could
talk with her at all. I had imagini&d thEE the
thought@and conversation of thase ‘‘grown-up
young*women” lay on.topies-I could not com-

“prehend: “Adl /Wwomden Over @& fertain age

‘séemed as posgessors: of 'some.‘séeret not yet
revealed to me. L o
We--walked for some time in silence

throughi the main street of:the: village, its

sidewalks shaded by . the  great sycamores,
veachéd “‘the ontskirts, orossed the bridge
Jeading over Pond creek;- and reached a
wooded promiontory- jutting into the Cove.
The moon shed a glittering, “tremulous mark
far over the beautiful expanses.of water, and
the katydids were filling the warm August
night with their calls,’. It was one of the en-
chanted nights of our North American sum-
mer,
““Wel, John,” said Blanche, ‘“‘you are go-
ing i;}vmy with the rest. What are you going
for
“I don’t know,” I replied, “and I don’t
care,”

“Do you really want to go?” she asked.

“I do and I don’t. There's no home for
me here. That’s why I leave it.”

“But you will come home rich and take
care of your mother, and marry——"

“Marry, marry, marry!” 1 exclaimed im-
patiently. ‘‘It scems to me that’s all people
think of in this world.”

Ske laughed in her own pleasant way and

said, *‘Why, John, you take a gloomy view
of things to-night. You. need cheering up.
‘What a pity I'm not going to California with
you.”

“What a pity you are not,” I ventured at
last to say, and I said it very seriously; I
had little idea of badinage or saying daring
things in a sportive way. Finally I added,
“Would you go if you could? W

“I would,” she replied decisively.. Her
manner and bearing seemed suddenly to

change.

“What! all by yourself in the Ann Mary
Ann, with seventy men on board

“T'd go all by myself in the Ann Mary Ann
with 500 men on board.”

“Why, what do you want to go for?”

“To see the world,” she replied ‘Wasn't
it made for women as well as men?”

“I suppose so,” was my rather doubtful
reply. ‘‘But what would you do in Cali-
fornia?

“Td find something to do. See here,
John,” said she, with an access of energy;
“here’s thousands of men and boys going
there from all parts of the country. Don’t
you think youll need women? Whoisto do
your cooking and washing and mending?
Its just the mistake you're all #naking not
taking women along with you. Why, women
will be worth their weight in gold out there.
Do you think you can live without them? If
I was able I'd send out two or three on shares
myself, just as Judge Gardner is sending
that thick-headed Bill Roper, with the idea
that Roper will ever send a cent back. Now,
if T had my way Iid fit out Louisa Bird and
Mary Talmadge and Sophrouia Stebbins,
bright, lively girls, who have hands to work
with and wits in their heads, and I'd go my-
self along with them.”

“Woell,” ‘said I, after a pause, “I think,
Blanche, that you and I ought to change
places. You to go, I to stay behind.”

‘“‘John, I certainly think we ought. Any-
way, I wish I had your chance. I've got the
fever as bad es any of you—mnuch worse
than you. I plan it all out in my mind,
sometimes, how I'll disguise myself asa man
—a boy, rather—and serve as cabin boy on
some ship bound -out there. But there are
other ways of getting: there,” added she, re-
flectively. Then, resuming her former tone,
she added: “I'd go to take care of you, too,”
aceompanying the remark with one of her
smiles, which-left one-in complete doubt as to
the sentiment which prompted. ite

“You think, then, I need some one $o take
care of me?’ I asked. )

“Yes; I do, indeed. You're.fit now only
for & victim. You- trust everybody who
smiles on - you,--believe everybody who
speaks fair, and' would = give ‘your head
away, if you could, to any one who asked
for it.” ;

“Well,” I said, showing possibly in my
tone some annoyance, ‘“you’re frank enough,
anyway. Why don’t you call me & goose and
be done with it?”

“Forgive me, John,” said the girl, her man-
ner suddenly shading to tenderness. - ‘I know
it’s not pleasant for you to hear this. - I don’t
waat to pain you. But you're going away—
going out in the world among men, hard,
cold, merciless men—jyes, and women, 00—
walves who'll devour you alive.” \

She advanced and laid her hand on my
shoulder. The movement seemed almost un-
consciously done, nor had I ever before scen

her show such feeling. For a moment her re- |

serve and habitual control vanished. She con-
tinued: :

“John, the real reason I said this is because
it was forced out of me. It is because you
are going away from me, perbaps forever,
and I—" el

Then she did what none had ever before
seen grown-up Blanche Sefton d¢. She turned
aside. I knew she was weeping.

Here was a pretty go: Why, the girl
loved me! And, of course, I loved her—had
loved her for years, had looked on her as
among the impossibles, unconquerables, un-
attainables. Here was the ‘ Empress,” the

majestic iceberg, melted into tears. Here |

was the heaven I had never dared aspire
come to earth—my earth. Here was the last
drop in the cup of bliss to make Eastport
more desirable than ever to me—and the Ann
Mary Ann to sail to-morrow morning, my
traps all on board, my chest stowed with
clothes, and the interstices filled with tracts
and devotional books, gifts from my numer-
ous aunts—I was wealthy in aunts then—all
of whom were glad I was going away.
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“ You are going away from me, perhaps
forever.”

I did not act in the conventional lover
style. There was no kissing nor clasping. I
was astonished—more, I had sense enough to
respect the girl's emotion. I felt intuitively
that she had herself never dreamed of being
betrayed into such an avowal. There seem
times, conditions, circumstances occasionally
coming into combination to more human
natures in deeper and lower depths than
those who are moved ever dream exist in
them.

Blanche’s hand had dropped from my shoul-
der. We stood a little apart. I fel I must
say something, and so I made thatstupid and
commonplace remark:

‘“Why, Blanche!”

The tears were being forced back, and I
could feel the Blanche of old also coming
again and resuming her former self, and
sway over self.

“John, let's go home,” said she.

She took my arm. Wg walked back through
the now quiet and deserted street in silence,
and through the ever half-opened gate.
‘We halted on the old door stone but for a
moment. Her eyes and mine met, but in a
half-averted glance. I took her band, and,
venturing a timid pressure, said: “Good night,
Blanche.”

“Good night, John.”

I passed out of the gate, and in the thick
foliage above rung the incessant aflirmation
and contradiction: ‘“Katy did! Katy didu'tl”

3

CHAPTER IIL
SEPARATION.
All Eastport was astir next morning to see
he Ann Mary Aumn off. Eastport’s single
‘onz wharf was erowded with relafives and
eds of those departing - rela ¢
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their commercial ecity on a very small scale.
Every old family could trace soms dezres of
consanguinity more or less remote with
every other family through marziage, per-
haps, in this century or the one precedinz,

It was no idle throng upon that wharf, at-
tracted by mere curiosity. There were fathers
and mothers, sisters and brothers, aunts and
uncles, first, second and third cousins, grand-
fathers and grandmothers, sweethearts and
wives. The sailing of a whaler with a score
of townspeople on board was no new thing,
but the mission of those leaving in this case
was different, and the seventy on board rep-
resented, as to life and enterprise, the very
elite of the place, myself excepted.

I had shipped before the mast, and coming
on board about nine in the morning,
in my best, had been immediately pounced
upon by Mr. Pell, our second mate, and or-
dered to ‘“‘take off them duds and turn to in
my working toggery.” So I buried my broad-
cloth suit in my chest, bade it adieu, and,
making my appearance on deck in white duck
trousers and a flaming red flannel shirt, was
ordered by Mr. Pell to catch the ship’s pig,
roaming then at will about decks, and ‘“‘clap
him in his pen.”

Mr. Pell was a tall, gaunt, tough, hard-
ened man, with one eye, and a hand and arm
tanned by exposure to tropic suns to the
color of mahogany. He seemed all bones—
working bones, and the one impossible thing
for Mr. Pell to do, while awake, was to sit
still,.and the next impossibility with him was
to allow others to sit still, if it was in his
power to prevent them,

Mr. Pell belonged to ome of our second-
class families. There were first and second-
class families in and about Eastport, and a
certain unnamed, untalked distinction al-
ways existed between them, and had so done
for generations. More than one of the older
families conld produce well attested evidences
of lineage with the aristocracy of the mother-
land, and no change of fortune or station
could ever rid them of a certain bearing sav-
oring of blood and pedigree. They might go
before the mast, serve as boat steerers, learn
the trade of cooper, the principal mechanical
calling of the place, but the manner ever
clung to them. .

Now Mr. Pell was not one of these. He
prided himself on being a common man—a
very common man. Anything in the least
degree bespeaking ‘puttin’ on airs,” as Mr.
Pell expressed it, was very repugnant to him.
The Pells had always lived in an unpainted
frame house on the “back street,” and in
their sandy back yard “pig weed” seemed to
grow more luxuriantly than elsewhere. The
ghore Pells fished and dug clams for a living.

The. sea Pells would rise to the position of |

second mate, seldom any higher. As boys
the Pells learned almost in their infancy to
chew tobacco. At the district school they
received the hardest whippings with the
most unconcern. 4

This was Sam Pell, second mate of the Ann
Mary and I was one of the ancient
house of Holders, scampering under . his
orders after an obstinate pig, and all this in
full view of various members of the proud
Holder family—and not only the Holders,
but the Talmadges, the Osbornes, the Wester-
bees, the Hillyers, the Carys, the Wickhams
and the Rysams!- I caught the brute at last
by the hind legs, which he worked to and fro

(]

o
o
&7

S0

I caught the brute at last.

with the vigor and regularity of a piston rod,
setting up at the same time § squealing that
rose far above the rest of the tlamor and di-
rected every eye upon myself. Mr. Pell I
think, enjoyed this, and to prolong it took no
notice of me and sent no one to my assist-
ance, though a short time previous he had
found time and opportunity every few min-
utes to give additional directions regarding
this marine boar chase. '

In.the midst of this ridiculopssituation my
sye fell on Blunche Sefton, standing by a

wharf post, a little apart from the crowd.-

Her face wore an expression of sadness.
There was some laughing and guffawing
among the crowd, .and occasionally mock
directions were cried out to me in nautical
phraseology regarding the proper navigation
of the unruly animal. One ancient salt ad-
vised me to “luff,” another ‘‘to put her helm
hard down,” while a third told me to “haul
aft the spanker, wear ship and run for the
caboose.” The climax was reached when a
jovial mariner raised the whaleman’s heart-
stirring cry, ‘‘There she blows!”

The boys bred in Eastport were in a sense
half sailors, without having ever been to sea.
The atmosphere and sentiment of a sea life
penetrated every family and permeated every
life. Nome of us were in the strictest sense
““greenhorns.” We came to ‘know “the
ropes” sometimes earlier than we could read.
Our principal sport was that of going aloft
on the ships as they lay at the wharf. We
knew also of the strictness of the sea dis-
cipline, and that from the moment the fore-
mast hand went over the vessel’s side he was
the slave of the officers.

I knew this full well. Indeed, I was afraid
of S8am Pell. I had heard stories of his hard-
ness and cruelty to sailors. He was one of
your “knock down and drag out” mates, and
he reveled in this reputation.

1 feltt inhl‘lis present treatment of me a fore-
taste of what was in store d the vo
He might not beat me, but “:nn%mcer Jm
‘‘down on” a sailor can make his life uncom-
fortable in a hundred ways; and I felt that
Pell was ‘‘down on me.”

Mr. Pell on this occasion had, it seemed to
me, heaped the cup of indignity upon me to
overflowing. = That is, from my point of
view. From that of a sailor and an officer
the case was entirely different. As to mari-
time law, custom, usage, all the right lay on
his side. It was his place to order; mine to
obey. I wasina temper—not the temper of
cool bravery, which,- having counted all
costs, determines what to do and adheres to
such determination. Mine was the temper
of a lunatic. . . :

Ilet go the pig’s legs and walked toward
the gang plank.

“Go back to your duty!” roared Pell.

All Eastport - was looking at me. In
theatrical parlance, I had the whole stage
to myself. I said nothing and stepped upon
the gang plank.

“Go back to your duty,” again roared Pell.

He stepped between me and the gangway
and laid his hand on my shoulder. I brushed
it off conteniptuously. -He grabbed my hair
and swung me hait round. I struck him in
the tuce. Mr. Pell knocked me down. At
that moment Capt. Lauring came ou? of the
cabin.

“Whai’s all this
his eves (eil on the

about? he demanded, as
situation then presenting

'

. Pell had Leen struck a pretty hard
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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 : !

JOEIN W ELITH,
93 TO 97 CHAE«LOTTE STREET.
SIMEON JONES,

BREWER.
ALE & PORTER IN WOOD & BOTTLE

Hogsheads, Barrels, Half-Barrels and Kegs,
——ALSO~~

OUART AND PINT BOTTLES

attendant thereon, successful treatment was practicably impossible until the introduction ..
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blow. It was new to his experience to be
struck by a foremast hand. He was as much
astonished as angered.

“That whelp there,” said he, ‘“‘refuses duty
and has struck me.”

“What! Refuse duty and strike an officer
before the ship’s clear of the dock?” cried the

ashore.  You can’t go on this ship.”

“I don't want to,” was my reply.

¢“No words back, young man, so long as
you're on this deck,” replied the captain.
¢Mr. Pell, see that this man’s things are put
on the wharf directly.”

I walked ashore and my luggage soon fol-
lowed me. .

So Ileft the Ann Mary Annm,in full view
of my townspeople. I did not remain upon
the wharf. I walked and kept on walking.
I knew not, cared not, whither. I left the
village and went into the forest, with which
Eastport is thickly surrounded. I found
myself going past the two beautiful lakes—
our skating ponds in winter—then over a
salt water creek crossed by a bit of bridge.
Mile after mile so I traveled on, reckless,
angry, asham discouraged, despairing,
flitting from %d to mood, from resolution
to resolution. Oh, if I could but live in tHtse
woods—live on walnuts, bark, leaves, any-
thing—sleep under the trees without discom-
fort, that I were not fettered and a slaveto
a house, a table, three meals a day and the
thousand necessities with which man has
burdened himself. That I were as inde-
pendent of these people about me as were the
ducks I startled from the salt water ponds
near the beach.

Ifound myself upon a high point of land
at the harbor’s entrance—full six miles from
the wharf (in my unnoted wanderings and
turning, \I must have traveled twelve) I

looked up? ¥The Ann Mary Ann was before
me, about half a mile distant in the main
channel, with every sail set that would draw,
and as the watch “bowsed away” on the main
tack I heard coming over the water the strains
of the old sea song with which I wasfamiliar:
“Oh, the bully bodt’s a comin’,
Dg;x’t you hZarher safls a hurhmim®.”

The Ann Mary Ann was a pretty sight in
her cloud of white canvas, and the life, ani-
mation and joyousness apparent on board
might have mocked me, but for a thought
which suddenly flashed upon me., I said
aloud to the departing wessel: “T'll be there
before you, my fine fellows,” and I knew I
should.

But how?

CHAPTER IV.
i SURPRISE.

“Wel!., what are you going to do now?®
asked my mother with that expression which
to me said so forcibly: “Oh, this impractical,
inefficient-son of mine.”

“I am going to New York, bag and bag-
gage, to-morrow,” I said. “Don’t be alarmed,
I shan't hang about home, and I shan’t
trouble you for many a year to come.”

I intended going to New York with the gen-
eral purposs of escaping which now
'was for me unendurable. What, definitely, I
should do when there, I knew not—save that
in some way I should get to California. Of
money my store was very slender. I was
casting myself on the broad uncertain sea of

A boy came to the house with a note for
me. Itread:

“Meet me to-night after dark where we last
talked. BLANCHE SEFTON.”

All day I kept; aloof from the village. At
night I went thither. The girl was there now,
all herself, calm and self-possessed.

“John,” said she, “I am going to ask of
you a favor—a great favor. Will you grant
it"

“Anything you ask,” I said, impulsively.

“Anything is a big word. What I ask of

may not be so easy to grant as you
Eglne. I want to put something in your
hands. What, you are not to know until you
have left this village, for I feel that you ‘will
leave, and that very soon. What you receive
from me I want you to use as I direct. That
isall. Can you promise me that?

I was eager emoufh to promise. The

,thought of Blanche Sefton’s asking of me a
favor—something apparently of more than
ordinary importance, the reflection that she
deemed me worthy of a serious trust—com-
pensated for all I had recently suffered.

She put in my hands a sealed packet. “Re-
member,” said she, “not to be opened until
you are in New York, and when opened its
directions to be implicitly obeyed.”

“] promise,” was my reply.

“That’s a good boy,” she said.
me kiss you.” And she did so.

.

“Now, let

“ That's a good boy:" she said.

Kissing among the. young people was in
Eastport a regular business. At their par-
ties all the plays had kissing as their grand
aim and end. Indeed, the play seemed

; “merely as a pretence for the kissing. I bad
never looked with much favor upon these
" ‘indiscriminate‘osculatory melees, and when
“forced by circt , I had taken part in
them, ifvas alwa; ith a feeling of indif-
ference—almost Still, I supposed
that it was the thing to do, since it was a
part of the life around me. I had noticed
that Blanche Sefton never participated in
these “plays.” Blanche was not a kissable
irL

mll. shall not attempt by any of the numerous
hackneyed phrases to describe my sensations
at that moment. They would go astray of
my meaning. The time, the place, the cir-
cumstances, the withdrawal from the imme-
diate range of Eastport's petty gossipping,
meddlesome sphere, -seemed to place me in
another world, whose standard of life, action,
motive and impulse were entirely different
from this. In that kiss I seemed to feel
Blanche's purity of soul and depth of
affection—a nature Iluxuriant in every
- department of being, capable of a tem-
pestuous abandonment, yet capable also of
perfect control at any moment of écstacy.
Externally it was but the pressure of arich
pair of lips, but if there be within us other
and finer senses than our material ones;
these seemed in that momentary contact to
absorb and retain a portion of the intel-
lectual and spiritual richness and/nobility
of that girl's being. Nor did her act make
me bold or presuming. On the contrary it
seemed to bring me a realization of respect
almost amounting to reverence for Blanche
Sefton, which I had never felt before. It
. seemed to me as an inspiration to become
more manly, more courageous, more ener-
getic; not the ipspiation of @ moment, kut

one to remain by me many a year after. Her
caress, t00, had in it something of mother-
hood, something I longed for, but found not
at home, something which evety man needs
as a protection—protection ‘gn.inst degrada-~

tion,

“Perhaps you think I'm very bold?” said
captain.. ‘“Holder, take your chest and traps | she. ?

“T think I understand you,” I replied.

“I believe you do. Otherwise, I could not
do as I have done. You must feel yourself
very much complimented, too,” she added, in
a lighter tone, ‘‘for you are the first of your
sex I-ever kissed in my life.”

Here I wanted much to say something very
polite and gailant. But all the words coming
into my mind for such expression seemed to
savor so much of the mawkish novel that I
felt it a profanation. I said, quite without
premeditation: “I thank you.” On the whole,
I think I said about the best thing I could.

My tongue was not so tied afterward.
Hand in hand we walked to and fro on a
level, grassy space lying along the edge of
the bluff overlooking the Cove's waters. We
talked—well, of things belonging to our own
world—as if we were navigating together
rivers, creeks and inlets, barred to the ma-
jority. . I know now she led the conversation
on these subjects to divert my attention and
ease my mind of the strain to which it had
been recently subjected.

The village clock struck two. ‘These are
tnseemly hours for Eastport,” said Blanche.
“We must go'home.” G
“ 'We walked again to the half-opened gate,
and again parted, not without another kiss—
this one mutual.

Between us passed neither pledge nor bond,
spoken or inferred. We parted as if but for
a day. Blanche's last words were, ‘“‘Rem:
ber, now, your promise!” :

CHAPTER V.
SURRENDER.

"My chest, which had been carted back to
my mother’s house, I had removed that very
night to the ferry boat which communicated
with the terminus of the railroad leading to
New York. I went on the boat in the morn-
ing, before any other passengers came down,
and kept myself out of sight. My deave
taking with my mother was a brief affair.
‘We had eaten a silent, comfortless breakfast.
At its conclusion;- taking my hat, I said,
““Well, mother, I'm-off for good now.”

Perhaps' it was a presentiment that my
words were true that made the change in her
manner. With asoftness unusual to her she
said: “But, my son, what are you going to
do?! Where are you going?”

“Never mind mnow,” Isaid. “I'vetalked
enough before of my plans. Now I'll keep
silent. I've an idea that talking things out
leads to bad luck. I'm going away, that’s
all. 8o good-by.”

She said nothing, took my hand and kissed
me. Inever recollected having been kissed
by her before. She may have done so when
I was an infant. Favors of that sort are not
appreciated or remembered during that ten-
der period. This was not from lack of feal-
ing or affection. It came of that reserve and
repression of all external signsof emotion
bred in' the bone way back through I know
not how many generations of Puritan and
Roundhead ancestry, until not only had out-
ward sign of emotion been considered as
bo on an impropriety, but the very
ability to manifest it had been destroyed. It
was & turning of the softer side of human
nature inward and the harder outward, and
the fruitage was harshness and austerity ; not
intentional, but- the natural growth of un-
natural lives.

I left the house, wondering if it was in the
natural order of events that proofsof affec-
tion, parental and otherwise, must come at
the last moment, like the best dish at dinner
being placed before one for & second and
then snatched away.

In a few hours I was in New York. Taking
a room at a hotel I shut myself therein, and
opened the packet received from Blanche. It

.about 1,000 feet;

two miles distant, on muleback; the vegeta-
tion and flowers entirely different from those
of the east; the birds of other species; the
very air seemed made of other elements. It
was all another world, and it brought to me
continually a sensation of newness.

“My boy,” said Broener, one evening soon
after our arrival, “you want to know about
the mines and mining, eh? All new comers
are more or less crazy on that subject. Now,
I'll sum it up ina word. The mines are a
humbug—a gigantic humbug.”

“A humbug!”

“Practically, for three-fourths of those who
dig, yes. The cream of it won't last over
tigree or four years. Thousands more are to
come. Every digger who takes an ounce out
of the soil takesit out forever. Gold don't
grow again—soon. Then there isn't half as
much dug as people imagine. One lucky find
blinds everybody’s eyes to the nineteen or
twenty-nine, or may be more, people who find
just enough to scratch along on. It's the
hardest kind of work. Knocks a man’s con-
stitution over in short metre. No let up, sum-
mer or winter. It's digging, lifting rocks, or
standing in ice-cold water for hours.® No
recreation but cards, poor whisky, or worse.
You dig out a dollar, and must spend half of
it for what would cost you but three cents in
the states. The men who are really to make
the money are the merchants and land owners.
These idiots all about here are now really
digging for them. You wonder to hear mé
say this. Not a bright picture, is it? Now,
Im a lucky miner. You think this about
here is my claim. Well, it isn’t. Thisdirt
pile is ablind. My real claim is half a mile
from this spot. I'll show it to you to-morrow
and reveal you some mysteries.

The next day we went to the spot he had
indicated, first ascending Scrub mountain, in
the rear of our ‘cabin, at a pretty steep'in-
clination; and after attaining & height of

“‘Look down,” 8aid Broener, as we came to
an opening in‘the manzanita bushes, where
our way led along a steeply jutting projection
of the mountain.

Idid so¢ The river's bank—in some places
rocky and steeply inclined, in others denting
the rapid current with little: level beaches—
was alive with working miners. - Hundreds
of cradles were rocking to and fro. The grat-
ing of the pebbles on the iron bottoms of their
top seives sounded like the crashing roar of
some great factory. Men were toiling to and
fro with dirt-laden buckets. = ‘Others ‘were
lying in all manner of cramped-up- positions
on the bare, steeply shelving rocks, already
hot #rom the glare of the morning sun, draw-
ing from deep crevices with long spoons, or
pieces of iron hoop- bent: at the end, bits of
dirt and placing them in pans- at their side.
At other points men were standing waist
deep in the river, occupied in laying-semi-
circular walls of stone projecting into the
stream. :

“I take this path,” said Broener, “to m
out of the wayof those fellows.  It'sa]
one, but it pays. ' Could- reach my claim in
ten minutes by the river. This route takes
near an hour. Reason: I mustn’t let those
chaps scent out my lead. They'd avalanche
me if they should. I've got, you see, a big
thing; but if they got wind of it, there’s no
law could protect me. -They’re all in Egyp-
tian darkness now. They think all the gold
in the country is in that dirt. Hope they'll
think so for some time to come.”

Walking down the mountain at varying
angles, we came to a little shelf densely cov-
ered with foliage, about five hundred feet
above the river. Miners at work were
thickly clustered directly, below us.

“Softly ‘now!" . said ' Broener. ‘‘Stoop
here, so they won't see us, and don’t talk
loud.” - A

Stooping, and at times  half crawling
through ‘the chapparal, we crossed a shelf,
coming directly on the rocky mountain side
rising an overhanging barrier before us.
Fragments of gray and white rock lay all
about as they had tumbled down the moun-

contained bills to the amount of $300 and the | tain.

following note:

“T desire you to accept this money from me
as a loan, with interest at 7 per cemt., for
three years. This is business, youknow. I'm
glad for your sake you did not go on the Ann
Mary Ann. You will go now to California as
a gentleman should. Mind you take a cabin
passage. Don’t go in the steerage to save
dollars. It doesn’t save them at all. There
was a Providence in that pig, and Pell, too—
pigs both—to take you out of the ship. Shut
up on board of her for five or six months,
eating their coarse food and leading their
coarse life, would have put you back as many
years. When you got to California you
would probably have done as five-sixths of
them will do—strike for the hardest and
coarsest way of making a fortune, by digging
and grubbing—the very way not to make it.
If there is gold there, mind you, it's not for
those who dig for it, unless they dig with
their brains, and you can’t dig with your
brains and work like a hod carrier and live
on hod carrier’s fare. 8o, my dear boy, live
like a gentleman and you will have a gentle-
man’s luck. BLANCHE.”

So this was the promise I had made—to
accept a pecuniary favor of a woman. The
unwritten code of the time held this as
hardly the correct thing, unless you married
the woman, when everything she had be-
came yours, and the favor, if such, ceased
almost. to be one. :

Blanche .had a few years previous been
left a few thousand dollars by an eceentric
uncle, who, possibly recognizing something
of her independent spirit, said, when closely
questioned by some over-anxious relatives
as to his reason for so doing, that he be-
lieved Blanche was a girl who could use her
own money for herself, and he wanted to
give her a chance. He didn’t think, he
added, it was the fair thing that a girls
capital should be salted down until some

| lazy loafer of a husband came along to use

it, and generally lose it. = He didn’t care
what she did with her money, so that she
used it for her own. pleasure in any and
every possible way except-that of handing
it over to a husband. “I give it to you,”

-he remarked, ‘not to the man. who, not

content with robbing you of yo;r name,
wants your money along with it. Lend
it, spend it, scatter it, do anything with it,
except bring it, like a good little girl, to
the chuckle-head who wants to marry you
for it.”

Unele John Sefton was a nondescript in
opinion, and seemed to take pleasure in hold-
ing none that were popular. He had been a
privateersman—some said also a slaver, and
others a pirate—carried a bullet in one leg,
the mark of which he was fond of showing
without much regard to time, place or fitness.

I resolved to use the money. She had been

" diplomatic in not offering it as a gift, and in

putting the transaction on a business footing.
To refuse it under the present circumstances
would result, I felt, in putting a great barrier
between myself and Blanche. It seemed as if
she said to me: “I am in this giving you the
opportunity you need. You are no man if
you quarrel with the instrument put in your
hands because it does not come exactly in the
manner you would have it.”

I could see in imagination, as clearly as
though she stood before me, the way in which
Blanche would have taken back from me her
gift. Isaw her calmly listening to my state-
ment and as calmly receiving from me the
notes, and then continuing conversation on
general topics as if the whole affair had not
a feathor's weight in her mind. But under
all that ceemning indifference I knew there
v owme —e wwgeation, disappointyent and

Broener 8at down on a fragment and whis-
to me:
“We are at the mine.”

“We are at the mine.”

“J see nothing here like a mine,” said L.

“QOf course not,” he replied, ‘I don’t mean,
that anybody shall. But those fellows down
there would give their heads if they knew
what wasup here. What do you think of
that?’ and he handed me a bit of white rock,
the ontside thickly crusted with gold, brighter
far than the dust I had seen taken from the
river and its banks. ‘“That's a part of the
mine, That’s quartz. They haven’t goton
the trail of quartz yet in this land. When
they do there’ll be'a higger whoop up than
ever.”

“You_see,” continued Broener, “I hap-
pened to get whatever education has been
filtered into me at a German university.
Mineralogy was my favorite study. There
I became acquainted with Madame Quartz—
the matrix, in fact mother, of gold—a mother
who has a good deal to answer for in bring-.
ing so much of the root of all evil into the
world. So soon as I arrived in these mines I
knew that the gold which has through
ages drifted into all these rivers, creeks and
gulches, must have tumbled some time or
other out of this kind of rock, and wherever.
the rock was, there was the chance of find-
ing gold in the ‘original package.’ . So I
hunted and I found it at last, and here are
more of the original packages.”

He turned up a flat bowlder as he spoke,
and underneath, in a cavity, lay a pile of
the yellow-flecked white rock. Pieces were
there varying in size from a potato to a
human Some seemed half gold. I
picked up the biggest, and was astonished
at its weight.

“That's a hundred. ouncer,” said Broener,
“toutside the rock it carries. Seventeen hun-
dred dollars more than the whole crowd on
the bar below will get out inaday. Itmakes
me laugh to think of those poor devils hump-
ing themselves down there, and fighting over
sardines of thirty-three feet claims to the

when there’s enough up here to send
them all to the old boy. For there’s where most
of ’em would go if they struck it.”

And he laid back and had his laugh out in
an expansive, silent grin, whose heartiness
seemed to pervade his whole being. *Singu-
lar,” he remarked, ‘how circumstances alter
cases. Rich as I am, I can't afford to laugh
aloud, lest the peons below hear me. They
alope can enjoy that luxury.”

Gr
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St. John Acadérhyof Art

SCHOOL OF. DESIGN.

NOW cFen for instruction in Free-Hand Draw-
\ ing from objects. Perspective psmhngs in
Qils and Water Colors by competent teachers,
China painting taught by the most improved
methods. Lessons in, painting by mail. Classes
for teachers on Satyrdays and two nights a week.
Circulars sent on application.

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

" ~HOTELS.

Hotel Dufferin

SAINT JOHN, N. B.
FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor.

Royal Hotel,

T.F.RAYMOND, Prop’r
SAINT JOEN, N. B.

VictoriaHotel
(Formerly-Waverley.)
81 to 87 KING STREET,

ST. JOHN, N, B.
‘D. W. McCORMICK, Prop’r.

GONTINENTAL ' HOTEL'

(LATE ROYAL,)

King Square, St. John, N. B.

G.

RIX PRICE,

Owner and Proprietor.
ly renovated and furnished. First-
its appointments.

Queen Hotel,

FREDERICTON, N. B.
J.'A. EDWARDS, Proprietor.

Fine Sample Room in. Connexion,
ALSO, A FIRST-CLASS LIVERY STABLE.
$@5 Coaches at trains and boats.

BARKER-HOURE,

QUEEN ST., FREDERICTON.

Newly refurnished and now one of the leading

hotels in the Maritime Provinces.

Sample Room & Livery Stable

et et it bl
F. B. COLEMAN, Proprietor
PROFESSIONAL.
DR. ANDREWS

HAS REMOVED TO
No. 15 Coburg Street,

Tharo
elass in

NEXTDOOR ABOVEDR. HAMILTON’S.

John F. Ashe,

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY, Ete.

OFFICE:

94 Prince William Street,

PIANOFORTE.

THE undersigned is prepared to receive a few
= pupils for instruetion on the piano, at moder-

2 Fot:ﬁ.tienlm apply to
MISS M. HANCOCK,

83 QUEEN STREET,

J. HUTCHISON, M.D.

RADIATE OF QOLLBE OF pUSITAT
and Su ns, New York ; o '8

P’:{‘,W' and the Royal Inﬁrrmn:ry, Gl::gow. Soot-
an:

Office and Residence—Paradise Rew, Portland
N.B. Adjoining the Mission Chapel.

Choice Oysters

Received Daily from P. E. L. andiShediac
. to Order.

Fresh and Salt Fish

OF ALL KINDS AT
Wo. 19 N. 8. King Square.
J. D. TURNER-

FOR YOUR OYSTERS

GO TO

SIBRUCE’'S
OysterHouse,

9 King Square (North side.)

Oysters delivered to"all parts of the City. Dis-
count made on Family and Hotel Orders.

WHEN ORDERING
Your Oysters,

Do not forget the New Oyster Store,

5 KINC SQUARE.

#9~0YSTERS delivered to any part of the
City and Portland.

CHAS, H, JACKSON.

T T H E— .
Mariime Warehousing

DOCKICOMPANY,

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

DIRECTORS:

SIMEON JONES, Esq., PRESIDENT,
GEORGE ROBERTSON, VICE-PRESIDENT,
o B R R LR, sq.,

W. H. THORNE, Esq, " '

THOS. STEAD,

Secretary and Manager

ONDED and Free Warehouses, Goods stored
at moderate rates. Warehouse receiprs-
gotiabl lal.;ly d nt, issued under authorit
ty of Special Act of Parliament of the Dominien
OfSh' T ign goods direct to the Co
ippers may consign irect 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 communications to be addressed to

THOS. STEAD, Sec’y.

#%-Insurance at minimum rates.

YELLOW OIL
I —

\

FREEMAN'S
WORM POWDERS:

Are pleasant to take, Conwnthdrm

Purgative, Is a sofo, sure, and effectual | J.

destroyer of worms in Children or Adulis

WANTED.
Hides, Calfskins,
‘Sheepskins,

INTERCOLONTAL RALLWAT

RAILROADS.

(ALL RAIL LINE.)

RRANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in effect
April 2nd, 1888, Leaves St. John Inter-
colonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.

6.10 8. m—Fast Express for Bangor, Portlani, Bos<
ton and points west. and for Fredericton,
%t; ;&n':l:eﬁ.sg St.esh%ni H“‘é"‘“ﬁdvg"’dimcﬁk

sle, Gran:
with Pusﬁmn.n Parlor Car fo‘; ;o:tl:)n. i
8.40 a.m—For St. Stephen, and for Bangor and
gghn% wes&,w E;redencton, St. Andrews, Houlton

.

4.45 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points.
8.30 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For B:
Portland, Boston, and all pﬁntg—;e::, (::ggﬂ
Saturday and Sunday nights), for Houlton,
Woodstock, St. Stepuen,- Presque Isle and
Grand Falls, with Pullman Sleeping Car for
Bangor.
ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.

5.45 a.m~—~(Except Monday Morning)—From Ban-
g0 ertland, Boston and oints west,
and from St, Stephen, Houlton amf Weodstock,
Presque, Isle and Edmundston.

9.00 a,m—From Fredericton and intermediate
points.

2.20 p.m—From Bangor, Portland, Boston and all
points west, and from Fredericton. .St. I
‘Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock,
Grand Falls and Presque Isle. ' :

7.00 p, m.—From St. Stepheén, and from St. Ane

rews; Fredericton, Holton and Woodstock.
LEAVE CARLETON.

8.00 a.m—For. Fairville, and for  Bangor and all
points west, Fredericton, St. Stephen, Ste
Andrews, Houlton and Woodstock. i

4,30 p.m—For Fairville, and for Fredericton. and
intermediate points.

ARRIVE AT CARLETON.

8.40 a.m—From Fairville. o

5.05 p.m—From Fairville and points west.

H.D. MoLEOD, _ . F. W.CRAM,
Supt. Southern Division. Gen. Manager,

. F. LEAVITT, Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent.
8t. John, N. B., October 17, 1887,

v

1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1888

N &nd :ftqulfot{_l)AY, Nov;ﬂ:fsth 1887
e trainsof this Railway run daily
(Sunday excepted) as follows:—

Trains will Leave
CCOMMODATION ... ... «
RESS POR SUSSEX.........s
EsS FOR HALIFAX & QUEBEC........
A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18 00 train

8t. John.

sessvseves

Wool and Wool Pickings. |t sl

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

THOS L. HAY,

Storeroom—Head of Alley, 15 Sydney St,
Ra_sxdenne—-tl Paddock Street

CITY OF LONDON

fi INSURANGE G

OF LONDON, ENGLAND,

- - $10,000,000.

H. CHUBB & CO.,

General Agents.,
28~Losses adjusted and paid without reference
England.

AGENTS FOR

Royal Family Gigareite

ELHEGED L
We have on hand a fine Assortment

Choice Havana Cigars

‘Which we will Sell low to the Trade.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,

84 KING STREET.

¥

Capital,

to

WAN 50,000 'MEN to
‘é_b TED- have their Collars
and Cufis launderied ntu;l'mn’s StrAM LAUNDRY.

EXPRESS.

The Intercolonial Express Co.

(LEIMITED.)

Forwards Merchandize, Money and Pac

every description ; collects bills mthk?}“)‘:dl.

Drafts, Notes and Accounts. i ]
Runrning daily (Sunday excepted), with Special

Messengers in charge, over the entire line of the

Intercolonial Railway, connecting at Riviere du

Loup with the

Canadian Express Co.

ints in the Province of Quebec and On-
giafﬁ.?ﬁﬂfe“ivas%er£°‘§mes, Ky g i 04
wi e ;

American Express Co.

for all’points in the Eastern and Southern States.
Branch offices in Summerside and Charlotte-
town, «I:dE I. European Express foerwarded and
received weekly. o
Debenture s or Goods in Bond ﬁ:mmpuy
attended to and forwarded with despatch.
Special rates for Large Consignments and far-
ther information on applicationto .

JAMES BRYCE, J, R. BTONE.
Superintendent. Aver

TO LET.

SHOP, 161 BRUSSELS 8T,

Sutable for a Jobbing Blacksmith or Horse Shoe-
ing. lmmediate possession given. Rent
Low. Apply to &

A. G. BOWES & CO.,,

No. 21 Canterbury St.

t.

aliax,
On Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday,s Sleeping
Qar for mma’x:wn‘x” %ﬁn‘.‘a wﬁ'::l Yasheo
Tess, OR JLon (3 il ‘
A reie O ik B Adanod ot Monot

Trains will Arrive at 8t.John:
Eguss gg: gu‘sl‘sl:x“ & Quz: .

MMODATION . ¢ 000
AY EXPRESS..;ev00e

All Traias are run by Eastern Standard Time,
D. POTTINGER,
Chi ind
RAtLwAY OFFICE, e —

Moncton, N. B., November 22nd, 1887.

-t

*Crand St By,
ST. STEPHE!_& ST. JOHN.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

ON AND AFTER MONDAY, Feb. 20, Trains
will run daily (Sundays excepted), as follows;—
LEAVE ST. JOHN at 10.45 a. m., and Carleton at

1110 a. m., for, St. George, St. Stephen, and in-

termediate points i2m St. George at

2.11 p. m.; St. Step! 412 p. m. .
LEAVE St. Stephen at 8.30 a. m.; St. George at

10.35 a. m.: arriving in Carleton at 1.35 p. m.; St.

John at 1.50 p, m.

Both trains will stop at Musquash for refresh-

nts.
Freight, up to 500 or 600 Ibs,—~not large in bulk
STl S ey b Vi
reet, up . M. er Weil ul
frerfht must ﬁm delive:x at the Warehouse,
Carleton, before 6 p. m. i
will be received and delivered at
Moursox’s, Water Street, where atruckman
in attendanee. z
H. LAWRANCE STURDEE, Receiver.
F. W. HOLT, Superindendent.

STEAMERS.

INTERNATIONAL

STEAMSHIP COMPANY.
SUMMER ARRANGEMENT.

—FOR~—
BOSTOIN,
Via Eastport and Portland,

OMMENCING MONDAY, April 30th, and un-
til further notice, Steamers of this Line will

leave St. John every MONDAY, WEDNESDA
and FRIDAY morning, at 8 a. m., for Eastport,
Portiand and Boston. _ -
* Returning, will leave Boston at 9 a. m., Monday,
Wednesday and Friday, and Portland at5 p. me
same days, for Eastport and St. John.

H. W. CHISHOLM, Ag?n;.
NOVA SCOTIA

STEAMSELP C0, Limited,
DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,

Yarmouth, Kentyille, Halifax, and all
intermediate stations.

ON and after NOVEMBER 14th, and untilifur-
J ther notice, the Steamer-Skcrer will leave
Saint John for ﬁlﬁb and Annapolis eve_\? MON-
I EDNESDAY and SATURDAY morn-
ings, at 7.45 local time. Returning will leave
Annapolis and Digby same days, after argival of
trains from Halifax and Yarmouth.
H. W. CHISHOLM,
Reed’s Point Wharf.

SMITH'S MANUAL
_OF_,

Engineers'Calculations

FOR SALE AT

Me: Millan’s, Harrison’s. Barnes’ McArth 8
Watson’s Bookstores.

e

PRICE, = = $3.00.
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FUNNY MEN'S SAYINGS

P

WHAT THE SAD-EYED SCRIBES OF
.THE HUMOROUS PRESS WRITE.

Paragraphs from a Great Number of

Places and About a Great Number
: of Subjects.

“Mabel, I love you.” The words came
forth like the plaintive vibrant sigh of
an Xolian harp.

. “It can never be.” ey

“But I am rich and I can furnish you
with every luxury. Besides, I am doing
well in my profession and may one day
be famous.” / .

«T know it, Harold, but you can’t tell
the difference between a home run and a
three-base hit.”—Merchant Traveller.

SALin v
@]

“Bingley, I am very much disgusted
with you.”

“What’s the matter ?”

“Well, I was unfortunate enough to be
arrested the other day, and when I sent
a note to you asking you, a8 & fricnd, to
helg me out, you never eyven answered

e.

~ “T couldn’t do anything fér you.”
“Why not ?” #
+ - %] was in jail myself.—Nebraska State
Journale

Police Judge — “ Prisoner,  you are
charged ‘with having brutally assaulted
this man.” :

“I admitit, Your Honor, but there were
extenuating circumstances.”

. %“Of what nature ?”

“Why, this man asked me ‘if a henand
a half Jaid.an egg and a half in a day
and a half, how many—""

“That will do. You are discharged.”
~—Nebraska State Journal.

They were at the front gate in the
wmoonlight, and he asked her to be his
wife. ith outstretched arms and a
threbbing heart he awaited her answer.

“George,” she said, in a nervous wpisp-
er, “you must give me time,—you must
give me time.”

“How long,” he hoarsely asked, “a day,
a week, a month, a ‘year ?”

“ No—no, George,” and she quickly
scanned the sky, “only until the moon
gets behind a cloud.”

Husband (at the breakfast table)—
‘‘Why, where is the mackerel I brought
ha e_iast night?”?
Wife—“Do you, refer to the mackerel
you brougKt home this morming ?”
Husband—*“Er-yes, it was this morn-

in rhaps.” :

ﬁ’%—wou put it in fo soak, John, in
a pan of ‘soft sog , and the cook had to
throw it away.—Now York Sun.

“Yes,” sighed Mrs. Hendricks, to an
afternoon caller, “we are moved and set-
tleed, at last; but the furniture is in such
2 condition! How true the old saying
is, Mrs. Hobson, that three removes are
28 bad as a fire.”

“Yes, indeed,” replied Mrs. Hobson.
&3till, Mrs. Hendricks (with a slight
eough), yeu mustn’t. forget to take into

-consideration the saving in rent.”

] swear by the tall elms in yonder
park—" he commenced, but she inter-
rupted him. “Swear not by them,” she
said imploringly. “Why not ?”” “Because
thoge trees are slippery elms,” she said.
—~Merchant Traveler.

'J‘I;Iospi;able Native, producing flask—

‘ ate
‘ Te-lliperate Tenderfoot—No.
H. N,, ﬁrcducing pipe—Fumigate ?
H.N, prod lug—M
. N., producing na: ug—Masticate?
})\XT.—N%N 4 Vypbg
isgusted Native, uncoiling mule whi
—Castigate ? : g T
Timid Tenderfoot, ﬂi,'ing—Evacuate.
‘eWra.thful Native, pulling iron—Perfor-
ate.

Stranger (to hartender)—I think we
had better take a drink.

Bartender (cordially)—All right old
‘man; mine’s whisky. What's yeurs?

Stranger (with dignity)—Excuse me,
my friend; but I am Editor Styggles of
.the Shacknac Vindicator, and when I say
“We had better take a drink,” I speak
from the editorial sense of the pronoun,
and not from that of a boon companion.
Give me some whisky, please.

Bartender (much abashed)—Yes, sir;
10-cent goods of course.

A well-known Wall street broker was
giving his son & lecture the other day :
“Above all, my son, be honest. Let
nothing “drive {ou from the path. Only
the other day, for instance, a customer of
urs made .a mistake in paying me an
unt. Instead of (fiving me $4,000 he

owed my partner and myself, he gave me
five.”
* “Well 77

“I gave $500 of it to my partner.”
¥ew arrival—1 want a room on the
second floor. :
Clerk—Can’t have it, sir; the floor’s full.
N. A.—Give me one on the third or
r&—They are full, too, sir; every-
thing is full. ’ : ey
N. A.—Give me 'a cot in the dining
room or the parlor, then.
N e Then I omoss Tl
, A.~Then I guess slesp with the
dandlord. o 4
Clerk—~Can’t do it, sir. He’s full too;
;fiulller than a goat, and has been for three
days.

Citizen (to physician): “You have a
large practice among the weulthr and
fashionable eclass of people, haven’t you
doctor ?”

Physician: “Oh, my, yes, why many of
the finest monuments and tombstones in
‘Woodlawn cover former patients of mine”

The president of the Waterbury Watch
Co_m uz is dead. The Maine Farmer
thinks that if it takes as long to wind up
his estate as it does one of his wafches,
his administrator will have a good job,

Cunningham—Once for all, Clara, will
you forgive me ? I can’t bear to give you
up for so trivial a reason.

Clara—No, Henry; nothing but a very
strong will power—a power stronger than
my own—would make mie change my de-
termination, and (ae Henry turns away)
* * * heaven kpows you've got it,
Heney ! l

THEY WERE SHY,

And the Handsome Yeung Doctor
Counldn’'t Vaecimate Them.

[Philadelphia Record.]

Maidenly modesty and female vanity
have had a sharp struggle among the
young ladies in this city, and especially
at the fashionaBle schools, since the
small-pox scare began. The young wo-
men dread the disease, which, even if
not fatal, might prove deadlv to their
physical charms, and vaccination was
therefore welcomed by all. But the diffi-
culty was that few of the young ladies,
with visions of receptions next winter
before them when they would appear in
low-cut corsage and sleeveless bodices,
cared to have the disfiguring marks
placed upon their arms. In consequence
there has been a great demand, especial-
ly at the fashionable boarding schools in
the city, for elderly physicians to whose
care the young ladies could submit them-
gelves for vaccination.

As they would not be vaccinated upon
the arm and they did not care to have
the pimple on the end of the nose, it has
generally been decided by the fashion-
able female to have the delicate opera-
tien performed upon the calf of the leg.
This required the services of the elderly
practitioners, as the ladies were loath to
submit to the gaze of the youthful doc-
tors. A lady who manages a fashionable
boardin% school near Broad and Locust
streets last week determed to have all
the x oung ladies under her charge vacci-
nated. ’_lshose who were boarders at the
school were to be vaccinated by the phy-
sician, an elderly and well-known prac-
titioner, who has usually been called in
to attend such ills as school girls are heir
to. The young ladies all protested against
the marking of their arms, and itwas de-
termined, after a solemn conference, that
each one should be vaccinated upon the
calf of the leg. This was entirely satis-
factory until the day appointed for the
ogemtion. Instead of coming himself,
the doctor sent his assistant, a very young
man with a blond moustache, whom the
%id-]s declared looked “just tob sweet.”

ere was a hurried consultation of the
ladies. “Never!” “Tll take the small-

x first | ” “He shall not vaccinate mel”

nch were the exclamations of the girls.
The young doctor was compelled to re-
tire, and the kindly old gentleman who
is his preceptor was sent for. The girls
then submitted without a murmur.

A well-known physician said yester-
day : “I doubt ifthere is a woman above
15 in the city who will submit to a vacei-
nation on the arm. That, of course, is
natural, and is feminine.”

S
-

A Bemevolent Miser.

That 2 man who expended during his
life and bequeathed to public institutions
on his death over $1,000,000, should be
called a miser, seems a paradox, and yet

the famous Guy’s Hospital, London, and
a man whose memory will be cherished
for hundreds of years to come.

Thomas Guy was the son.of & gosl
dealer in Horselydown. He began life
with a capital of £100 as a bookseller.
By fortunate investments in the year
1720 he amassed an immense fortune,
mainly through what was known as
South Sea stock. His whole life was
marked by a penuriousness that strange-
ly comported with his lavish public gifts.
He invariably ate his meals alone, using
an old newspaper as a table cloth. On
winter nights he would burn the half of
one candle and shiver oyer a few sticks
of wood in a brick stove. It was of Guy
that the famous story is told how one
Hopkins called upon him to get a lesson
upon the art of saving. It was night,
and Guy was seated at a plain deal table
with a half-{)enny candle.

“Ts that all you came about?” said Guy,
after his visitor was seated, “why, then,
we can talk the matter over in the dark,”
and he deliberately extinguished the
feeble flame.

‘With all his record of spersonal mean-
ness and penurious habits, the hospital
that bears his name will ever perpetuate
his memory. He spent almost $100,000
in building it, and then left it endowed
with nearly $1,100,000 at his death. He
left $2,000 to the governors of Christ’s
Hospital perpetually to care for four poor
children of London, and $5,000 for re-
leasing four prisoners in the city and the
counties of Middlesex and Surrey.

Thomas Guy was never married.

A Terrific Blow and its Result.

Considerable sympathy is manifested
in Maine for James A. Getchell, the pugi-
list, who on Saturday last murdered Win.
H. Hopkins at Augnsta by “a terrific
blow on the mouth.” ‘Says-the Commer-
cial, “Getchell is a large, powerful man,
while Hopkins did not weigh over 130
pounds.” The Commercial goes on to
say, “Getchell is to be pitied. He was
well liked on the street, and was a
natured, kind, hearted fellow. This un-
fortunate matter has completely unnerv-
ed him and his hands trembled and his
voice was husky when he testified before
the coroner’s jury to-dﬁ',' tears, fairly
gathering in his eyes. He is receiving
much sympathy from the Auvgusta peo-
le. He had often befriended young
Hopkins and once when the fellow got
into the lock-up got him out and carried
him heme.

The murder of Hopkins is but the out-

come of the toleration extended to prize
fights, slupging matches and kindred
“sports” by the press and people through-
out the country. Phillip Brooks can
sneak down an alley in cultured Boston
while Slugger Sullivan isfollowed through
‘Washington street by an admiring crowd.
Geo Bancroft might die to-morrow and
not half as much publicity would be
given to the event as would be given
to a “sockdolager” delivered by some
brute on the “potato-trap” of an antagon-
ist. The people are not bad atheart, but as
long as the newspapers give notoriety to
the brutalities of the “atheletes,” those

brutalities will be continued. They owe
their existence to the newspapers.

such was Thomas Guy, the founder of|-

UP IN HIS PART.
The Major is Cast as a Teper With
Grent Success.

She was a woman of ready resource,
says the Detroit Free Press. While the
hour was late, two or three evening visi-
tors ‘yet tarried, and the moment. she
heard ber husband strike the#teps she
knew that he was beozy, and also grasp-
ed her line of conduct,

“Ha! ha!” shelaughed, as she rose:up,
“he cometh! He has been out rehearsing
for amateur theatricals, and it will be
just like him totry to show off. He takes
the part of a Maj./ Springer, who comes
home full.”

A hand was heard clawing over the
door, a key was finely jabbed in the lock,
and then the major entered. His hat
was tipped back, his knees wobbled, and
he hung to the door and muttered =

“Whaz zhis I shee fore me! 8Bhay,
Em’ly, whazger doing, eh ?”

“De-lightful! Splendid!” cried the
wife, as she clapped her hands. “Why,
Harry, you are a- grand success in your
role!”

“Whaz zhat! Whazzer laffin’ ’bout ?
First time been zhrunk in two years.
Had lizzie time wizzhe boys. you know!”

“Be.autiful! Booth couldn’t beat it!~’
exclaimed the wife. “Why, dear, you
iu-e a born actor. It's just as natural as

ife.” .3

“Who shays I'm liar! Whoop! I can
lick any mian in ’troit! Been out wiz'er
the bo;s, you know! Shay, Em’ly?”

“Isn'
wife. “Runup stairs, Harry; and chan
your clothes. You'll do. Nothing cou
be more perfect.”

““Chaze (hic) cloze! No, zur! Chaze
nozzings! Upstairs! Yes, go up stairs.
Good (hic) nize, Em’ly. Reg'lar angel.
Been ouz wiz er fmys, you know !”

And the little woman clapped her
hands and laughed and praised, and got
rid of her company under the impression
that no one had smelt a mousé. How-
ever, the last one was hardly off the step
when she bouneed upstairs and confront-
ed the bedazed man with the exclama-
tion ¢ ‘

“Now then, you old demijobkn, prepare
to get-the worst woﬂ(ﬂ)inﬁ a fool o? a Eus-
band was ever treated to!”

And he got it. .

.
-

SHE WOULD SMOKE A CIGARETTE.

And for Her Persistency a New York
Belle Was Reproved at Delmeonice’s.

i

Is it unladylike to smoke a cigarette ?

T say yes.

But others differ with me, and my
readers will have to decide the question
for themselves.

Feminine loaferism, no matter how

dainty, is not to be approved. That is
the way I look at it. :
The subject was called to my attention
at Delmonico’s restaurant theother after-
noon, says Clara Beile in the Cincinnati
Enquirer. There are so-called private
rooms in that establishment, but they
are essentially public, because the doors
cannot be fastened, and itis a rule of the
concern that waiters shall come and go
at frequent intervals.

The original Delmonicoonce had a big
row with E. D. Sothern, the famous actor,
on this very point. Sothern was giving
a supper to a party of ladies and gentle-
men, and they sat around the board
chatting after having surleited them-
selves with the edibles. At intervals of
about five minutes a waiter would enter
the room, go around the table and then
make his exit.

Sothern asked him finally what he did
it for, and he replied that he was obey-
ing orders. Sothernsoughtout Delmoni-
co, who told him plainly thas no party,
however respectabe, could ‘have a room
in his house te themselves without in-
trusion by waiters, »

Well, the other day a very handsome
actress had luncheon there alone. She
was in a room by herself, and she spent
congiderable money in a fine repast, af-
ter which she roled a cigarette and
lightea it.

The waiter who had served her report-
ed to his boss thatshe was smoking, and
he was sent back to her with the message
that she must stop. She became very
indignant, protested that cigarettes were
used by the best ladies in town, and
finally flounced out in & high temper.

s e — il
A Fertumnate Man.

Tobacco, or at least the nicotine it con-
tains, is known to be a poison, but the
case of Thomas Eggleston, who died af
Griffithsville, W. Va., the :other day,
show that it is not necessarily a quick
poison. Mr. Eggleston smoked his first
pipe about the time that Washington
was inaugurated President, and kept on
smoking until the end of his long and
tranquil days. He was probably the
oldest smoker in consecutive-service in
the United States, and all the brethren
of the pipe and cigar should feel proud
of his record. He smoked for nearly a
century. He was about 112 at the time
of his death, and it is interesting to note,
in view of the supposed and, indeed,
common effect of tobacco upon the teeth,
that he never had the toothache. He
also had the rare good fortune to ge
through his long life without & headache;
and he never took a dose 6f medicine
until he was 106, If the anti-tobacco-
nists insist that he might have been 212
years old by this time we shall not quar-
rel with them. But what a peaceable,
painless, and happy life this man had.
One sees him sitting in the sun before
his farmhouse door, placidly smoking
his pipe, full of the wisdem of experience
and the results of that ‘meditation to
which tobacco often conduces; and pon-
dering on his long past and the longer
future. Thomas Eggleston may have
been a great man. He certainly was an
uncommonly fortunate one.

t he natural, though ?” replied thq* X

POWDER

- Absolutely Pure.

This powder never varies. A marvel of purity,
ltren:tgo and wholesoneness, More econr(;miui
than the ordinary kinds, and cannot be sold in
competition with the multitude of low test, short
weight alum or phosphate powders. Sold only in
cans. _RovaL Baxine Powpxe Co., 106 Wall St.,
New York.

THE KEY ‘TO HEALTH.

. NILBURN & CO., Prepristess, Toreals,

Thos.Dean.
ek
Hams,
Bacon,

Beef,
Lamb,
Mutton,

Tard,

Poultry,
Game.

18,14 & 15CITY MARKET
J. D. McAvity,
FamilyGrocer
39 BRUSSELS ST.

Teas, Coﬂ‘ees;gaga,rs,_Tobac-
cos, Spices, Fruits, &c.
ALSO DEALER IN

Hard and Soft Coal

Delivered to ali part» oi the Citv,

OLD RYE.

Landing To-Day

Walkers

6 yr. 0ld in Cases.

1 CAR LOAD

Spirits & Rye.
THOS. L. BOURKE,

. 11 & 13 Water Street.
WANTED.

A lady will be plea?ed to receive orders
or

PLAIN SEWING

to be done at her own home or at the
houses of her customers. Address,

C. L. Gazerre OFFICE.

THX

New Brmgwick Railway Co.

ANNOUNCE A

Pullman Parlor Car Service

between ST. JOHN and BOSTON.

A Pullman Parlor Car is now attached to the
FAST EXPRESS leaving St. John 6.10 a. m.,
running through, arriving in Boston 9.30 p. m.
same day. Returning, attached to the train leav-
iniBoston 7 p.m. ranning through, arriving in 8t.
John 2.20 p. m. next day.

28~Seats may be secured at Company’s Ticket
Office, corner Union and Mill Streets, or at the

station.
J. F. LEAVITT F. W. CRAM

Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent. Gen. Manager.
St. John, N. B., April 19th, 1888, s

TO L=l

In House No. 20 Queen St.

1 Shop, 1 Tenement of 14 rooms with water, bath
rooms and all conveniences; suitable for a board-
ing house; or will be let to two familes, divided to
suit, Apply at the house to

BRASS = PLUMBER SHOP,

96 Paince William St., Foundry, 21 Water 8¢,

BROWNLEY & GCO.
BOOKS AND STATIONERY

‘We are now showing full.lines of

Bank Books, Envelopes, Writing Paper, Etc.

| Also, a very large assortment of all the

LATEST BOOKS.

NEW YORK AND BOSTON DAILY PAPERS AND
MAGAZINES always in Stock.

Inspection invited.

All goods at lowest prices.

D. McARTEHUR,

80 KING STREET.

NOW s e TIME

To Order SHOW CASES for Spring.

LeB. ROBERTSON,

. SAINT JOHN, N. B,
IS AGENT FOR

M. FROST & Co.’s
CELEBRATED NICKEL CASES

Write or Call for Catalogue and Prices.
500 DOZEIN !

OUR KID CLOVE.

“TANT MIEUX.”

THIS GLOVE, is placed upon our counters DIRECT from the manufactur-
ing tables of a GRENOBLE FRENCH KID GLOVE HOUSE, for which we have
been ag)ﬁointed the SOLE RETAIL and JOBBING AGENTS, and owing toits
EXTREME. LOW PRICE, together with the REMARKABLE SO and
ELASTICITY of its character, it has gained an unlgaralleled hold bothin EUROPE
and AMERICA, and is now offered THROUGH US to the public of ST. JOHN, at
almost ONE-THIRD THE PRICE of a “JOSEPHINE” 'VE, whilst in repun-
tation it is rated with, and (in point of actual wearing value)1s allowed to b
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 this
means ladiés in out districts may have the gloves delivered at their homes without
any additional cost. As no glove stretched or tried on can be éxchanged the cor-
rect size should be given.

1:3'{& %ir upon our guarantee that they WILL WEAR WELL and NOT
BRE. AWAY in the seams.

PRICE 64 CENTS.

FAIRALL & SMITH, - King Street, St. John, N. B,

AMERIGAN STEAM LAUNDRY

e e e el

The Subscribers Beg Leave to Inform the Public that they have opened

A STEAM LAUNDRY

‘ —AT—
Nos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street.

Fully equipped with the latest machinery and experienced help to turn out first-
class work. We would respectfully solicit a share of the patronage of the public.

GODSOE BROS., - - - - Proprietors.

Maritime Lead & Saw Works.

JAS. ROBERTSON,

IRON, STEEL 3 GENERAL METAL MERCHANT
AN

D
Manufacturef
OFFICE AND WAREHOUSRE, Robertson’s New Buildiag,
Cor. Mill and UnionzStreets.

WILLIAM GREIG. Manager.
lennings the BookSeller

Has Removed two doors below (the old stand 167 Union St.)—New Number 171,

AVING spared no paing, time or money in making the New Stand the prettiest (though not th
H largest) %ook Store in the City. i ’sh e

I take this opportunity of returning my sincere thanks to my many friends and customers for
their past favors, and would solicit a continuance of the same in the

‘ - NEW STORE.
D. J. JENNINGS, - - 171 Union Street:

Livery and Boarding Stables,

Sydmey Street, St. John, N. B.

DAVID CON

CONNELL.

Horses Boarded on Reasonable Terms.

Mrs. McCORMICK.

Horses and Carriages on Hire. Fine Fit-outs at Short Notice.
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