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The night of December 31, 1863, was 
an exceedingly cold one in the vicinity 
of Murfreesboro, Tenn. The first day’s 
battle at Stone River had been fought, 
resulting in disaster to the Federal army, 
which had been driven from its original 
ground at every point except its extreme 
left
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Merit Investigation,
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Liberal Discount to Dealers.
One of the Gazette's most notable 

idiosyncrasies is a a profound veneration 
for fair play. It never kicked a cripple. 
It never whitewashed a villainy because 
its author “stood well in the world,” or, 
which means the same thing, was back
ed by money. The Gazette smiles, but 
its contempt for fraud and wrong borders 
on the unrighteous. In every communi
ty a thousand petty wrongs are perpre- 
tated every day; petty, but nauseating 
because of their meanness—exasperat
ing because of their littleness. If a man 
is bound to commit a crime the Gazette 
honors him, in a degree, if he commits it 
above board and by daylight. But for 
the assassin who sneaks about in the 
dark and uses a poisoned knife, Its de
testation is unbounded. All men are 
frail, and for frailty the measure of sym
pathy is always overflowing, but for 
meanness there is nothing but abhorrence 
and contempt It is strange how natural 
it is for us to boost the man that is well 
up the ladder and kick the man that is 
struggling at its foot It seems as if men 
had more of the brute in their composi
tion than the lower animals. Seneca 
•nee said, in effect, God pity the lower 
animals if they are lower than their 
masters. But it is folly to fall into mis
anthropy. There has been “trouble in 
the family” ever since there arose an 
unpleasantness in Eden, and as long as 

and women are made of flesh and

ZESTZE'Y", ALLWOOD &c OO- y The weary troops at this point lay be
hind a railway embankment, which had 
served them during the last hours of the 
fight as a breastwork to repel repelled 
charges of the enemy.

Behind the line the ground was open 
and rocky, says the San Francisco Ex
aminer. Great bowlders lay about every
where, and among them lay many of the 
Federal dead, where they had been carri
ed out of the way.

Before the embankment the dead of 
both armies lay greatly thicker, but they 
were not molested. It was not a very 
dark night, being clear.

Among the dead in the bowlders lay 
one whom nobody knew—a Federal ser
geant, shot directly in the centre of the 
forehead. One of our surgeons, from idle 
curiosity, or possibly with a view to the 
amusement of a group of officers during 
a lull in the engagement (we needed 
something to divert our minds), had 
dropped his probe clean through the head.

The body lay on its back, its chin in 
the air, and with straightened limbs, as 
rigid as steel; frost on its white face and 
its beard and hair. Some Christian soul 
had covered it with a blanket, but when 
the night became pretty sharp a com
panion of the writer removed this, and 
we lay beneath it ourselves.

With the exception of our pickets, 
which had been posted well in front of 
the embankment, every man lay silent.

Conversation was forbidden; to have 
made a fire or even struck a match to 
light a pipe would have been a grave of
fence. Stamping horses, moaning wound
ed—everythmg that made a noise had 
been sent to the rear, the silence was ab
solute.

Those whom the chill prevented from 
sleeping nevertheless reclined as they 
shivered, or sat with their heads on their 
arms, suffering but making no sign. 
Every one had lost friends and all ex
pected death on the morrow. These mat
ters are mentioned to show the improba
bility of any one going about during 
these solemn hours to commit a ghastly 
practical joke.

When the dawn broke the sky was 
still dear. “We shall have a warm day,” 
the writer’s companion whispered as we 
rose in the gray light; “let’s give back 
the poor devil his blanket.”

The sergeant’s body lay 
place, two yards away. B 
same attitude. It was upon its right 
side. The knees were drawn up nearly 
to the breast, both hands thurst to the 
wrist between the buttons of the jacket, 
the collar of which was turned up, con
cealing the ears. The shoulders were 
elevated, the head was retracted, the 
chin rested on the collar-bone. The pos
ture was that of one suffering from in
tense cold.

But for what had been previously ob
served—but for the ghostly evidence of 
the bullet-hole—one would have sworn 
the man had frozen to death.

SAINT JOHN, N. B.PRINCE WILLIAM STREET,
with the contrasting brunette, and in 
that aspect sing a Spanish romanza. Our 
fashiorihble women do not yet divide 
their hair and their voices ipto two in
dividualities, but they do present refther 
incongruous sections of dress. May this 
have been suggested by the duality of 
Jekyll and Hyde ?

: pie who have a feverish unrest to wan- 
; der away from home, probably, perhaps 
because they do not realize that "Happi
ness is always at our elbow, ail one has 
to do, .is to stop seeking it afar, or stop 
seeking for it at all, and keep so busy 
that thoughts of self are forced out of 
sight,” and besides our own native pro
vince pours out continually for us, her 
children, very many good things to be 
gathered and shaped by the hand of 
steady industry, where in the words of 
Goethe “one need not go away from home 
to known that the sky is blue,” when the 
air blows just as fresh and cool over our 
own magnificent scenery, our Bay of 
Fundy and our noble River St. John as it 
does in the far vVest. Here too a com
petency may be earned, fame won, and 
happiness enjoyed if we only practice 
what Emerson has taught us that, “The 
first secret of success is self-trust—the 
belief that we are here, and that the au
thority of nature has put us here for 
some cguse, and so long as we work at 
that we are successful”

FOR UNO ABOUT WOMEN.A LIFE VOCATION.
A COLUMN OF GOSSIP AND HINTS 

FOB OLD AND YOUNG GIRLS.
A LADY* VIEWS

Concerning the Preparations that are 
Requisite to a Useful Life.

What Women all Over the World am 
Talking and Thinking About. *#

Uun»| nature is about the same 
tiirougà&ut all generations; and observa
tions tend to prove that the world of to
day, with all its privileges, is no more 
brimming over with genius, than it was 
in the days of our forefathers; that now 
as then, very many of us have about the 
same amount of ability, yet differ materi
ally in vocation.

Each man or woman excels in some 
one branch of industry, and seldom in 
more than one, still, there is wisely and 
undoubtedly a vocation or calling provid
ed for each one, where he will stand in 
the sure line for promotion, if he will 
but earnestly seek to discover it, and 
afterwards to labor in it with diligence 
and fidility.

It was my opportunity, some few days 
ago, to meet with a well-known clergyman 
who argued that we should not attend 
church in order to hear the minister 
preach, hut wholly and expressly for the 
purpose of “ Divine Worship,” and he 
also continued that if we thirsted only 
for sermons, it would be just as well for 
ns to remain at home, and devote our 
time to reading those of the wonderfully 
gifted^ Dr. Talmage. However, while 
people of all denominations read Tal- 
mage’s sermons, all must remark how 
replete they are with interesting and 
instructive anecdotes connected with 
historical events from the Creation up to 
the present time, plainly showing that 
though this talented preacher has found 
his calling, yet he has not trusted entirely 
to his special aptitude and genuis, but 
has depended to a great extent upon 
work, for knowledge such as his cannot 
be acquired without that labor which 
Carlyle says “is as wide as the earth and 
has its summit in Heaven.”

As a remarkable instance of selecting 
a vocation, however, and afterward work
ing in it diligently. I might mention 
“that of the son of a poor shoemaker,” 
born in the most abject poverty, who be
came so renowned that his name is a 
household word in every European 
country, and almost every American 
home—Hans Christian Andersen—the

Mrs. John Sherwood’s statement, that 
“it is not wise for a girl, on her first en
trance into society, to join in every dance 
at her first balls. She must be reticent, 
modest, and draw back a little,” calls 
forth this, in the Pittsburg Bulletin, from 
one who differs : “I have been out eight 
seasons; in that time I have seen all sorts 
of debutantes and all shades of manners 
employed by them to make their • com
ing-out season effective, to say nothing 
of the very questionable methods of not 
a few designing mothers and relatives. 
I am, therefore, vain enough to imagine 
that I know a thing or two, and hence I 
believe it my duty to declare that the 
girl who links the quality of modesty 
with that of reticence, and adds to these 
the habit of ‘drawing back,’ will, in most 
cases, be taken at her own estimate of 
herself—-if she happens to be dependent 
for success upon her manners—and be 
let severely alone. I am too old a cam
paigner not to know the chief deficien
cies in the evolution of a first-class wall
flower—and if I had had my first season 
or two to live over again, well, be sure 
that I would have practiced then the 
principles which I bow believe in. I 
would have been modest enough, yet, of 
course; bnt reticent, jamais ! ”

* * *

While waiting the result of a search 
for a negative in a well-known photo
grapher” tretudio (writes Edith 8. Tupper 
in the Chicago Herald), I looked over the 
large albums lying on the table. They 
were almost entirely filled with pictures 
of women—beautiful women, and women 
who fancied themselves beautiful. There 
was a vast difference ; women in street 
costumes, and women in evening gowns, 
and finally women with no gowns. Not 
absolutely nude, but the next thing to it 
One beautiful head attracted my atten
tion—perfect in contour and with soft, 
fluffy hair, highly powdered and twisted 
in a Psyche knot which well suited the 
Grecian profile. The neck was symmet
rical, and so were the shoulders, and—so 
was the back, of which fully one-half was 
plainly ' visible. There was absolutely 
nothing over the shoulders, not even a 
strap or bit of filmy lace. There was the 
marble-like beauty tremendously expos
ed. I called the bright young woman 
who takes orders and asked : “Is this an 
ac ress ?” “No.” “A member of the demi
monde ?” “No.” “A society young wo
man ?” “Yes.” “Do you often take such 
pictures ?” “Yes, indeed. We have as 
many orders as we can fill.” “Do you 
ever have applications for the perfectly 
nude ?” “No-o,” rather hesitatingly ; “but 
ladies often want their pictures taken 
down to the waist. Now this picture you 
see is taken in the corsets—not even a 
corsefreover over the shoulders. We take 
ladies almost every day in corset-covers 
and chemises. See, here is one,” and 
she pointed to a photograph of a young 
women standing, leaning against a cur
tain. Rha wore the skirts of a dark gown, 
but no waist, save a lace-trimmed 
chemise. Thrown around her, but with 
great dàte taken not to hide the neck, 
bust, and arms, was a lace shawl. “Last 
week,” went on my informant, “a girl 
came in and said she wanted two styles 
of pictures taken. She sat with her waist 
on, then camly divested herself of all cov
ering down to her corsets, and handed 
the artist a small lace scarf to drape her 
with. Oh, it’s only their vanity,” she 
said, good-naturedly ; “they would be 
shocked if you called them immodest. 
They, of course, think they are beautiful, 
and "are a little vain of their charms.”

A whim of our young girls says a New 
York paper is to drink milk. Doubtless 
they have borrowed this habit from their 
masculine friends, who have taken to 
the lacteal beverage even in bar rooms. 
Several dudes of potent influence among 
their kind, proud of being used up by a 
winter of alcoholic dissipation, swore off 
a month or so ago, and have since been 
ordering plain milk across the bars. Oc
casionally they say to the bartender, 
“Just a sprinkle of rum,” or “a spatter of 
gin,” meaning that they wish a few drops 
only of liquor put into a glass of pure 
milk. The girls have caught on to the 
notion, and, when they stand in front of 
the elaborate soda water counters, where 
they formerly ordered distinctly alcohol
ic mixtures, they mow demand the un
adulterated yield of the cow. They affect 
to be dissipated by a long season of social 
gayetv, not unmixed with champagne, 
and they are bringing themselves round, 
if not making themselves plump, by 
drinking milk.

Sakah J. Pam in.

men
blood, the trouble will continue. This is 
prefatory to a few words the Gazette 
has to say about Christian Science. 
What Christian Science is the Gazette 
does not pretend to say, but one thing is 
certain: many of its advocates are honest 
quite sincere in their faith, and have un
bounded confidence in the grounds en 
which their faith is based. In Christian 
Science, as in everything else, there is a 
certain amount of fraud—no profession 
and no creed is free from pretenders, and 
the more firmly based a creed or profes
sion is the more numerous are its black 
sheep, for no one finds it profitable to 
counterfeit a thing that is without merit 
In America, with its population of about 
90,000,000 people, the annual death rate 
is not far from 2;250,000, nine-tenths of 
whom most likely are attended in their 
last hours by reputable and educated 
physicians. Death is the fate of man, 
since sin came into the world, and ac
cording to the gospel, it is the fruit of sin. 
It is very rare when death comes among 
us that any question is raised as to the 
skill of the attending physician, especial
ly if he belongs to the recognized school, 
though it is generally acknowledged that 
in the science of healing no notable step 
forward has been made during the past 
thousand years. Such being the case it 

somewhat peculiar that when a 
under the care of a Christian

NEWS OF THE WORLD.

A few days since Mr. E. R. Branch of 
Waterville, Me., in excavating under his 
hall on Silver street brought to light a 
skull, and on further digging disclosed 
all the bones of a human being. The 
presence of a necklace of copper beads 
and well preserved pieces of deerthong 
blanket proves the skeleton without 
doubt to have been that of some IndiAn 
chief buried probably 260 years ago. 
The remains were found only three feet 
beneath the surface.

*

The marriage of Prince de Cy stria with 
Mlle, de Trevise was recently celebrated 
with much pomp at the Church of St 
Philippe de Roule, and Mgr. Richard, 
Bishop of Paris, officiated, the Duke of 
Chartres being one of the witnesses. On 
her arrival at the church the bride was 
received by sixty young girls from 
Sceaux, where the Trevise family own a 
chateau. These young girls were all 
dressed in blue, with long white veils, 
for they belong to a sisterhood. The 
bride wore a white satin dress, Renais
sance shape, with very long train, the 
skirt trimmed with a large spray of 
orange blossoms; the veil, which was old 
lace, was placed very far back and fast
ened with a bunch of orange blossoms 
and a large diamond crescent. The 
Marquise de Trevise wore a silver-gray 
dress, with cream silk front, trimmed 
with Mechlin lace and antique buttons; 
Italian straw bonnet, with bows and 
strings of moss-colored velvet 
Princesse de Lucinge wore iron-gray silk 
trimmed with jet and vieux fer. Com
tesse de Trevise, a Louis XV. dress, style 
Pompadour; the Marquise Pallavicini, 
dark heliotrope satin; Marquise de Beau
voir, a light gray shot silk; Mlle, de Ses- 
maisons, one of the bridesmaids, was all 
in white, the other, Mile. Nancy de Tre
vise, wore pink poplin, a wide ribbon 
sash the same color and hat to match.

If this month of June is like the aver
age of the seventeen Junes which have 
gone before, its temperature will not fluc
tuate as rapidly as the temperature of 
the spring months, but it will in all pro
bability, be very hot Though the sum
mer solstice takes place on its 21st day, 
the month is ordinarily only third in re
spect to temperature, July and August 
being warmer. It is, however, the month 
of greatest summer beauty, when the 
trees are in their freshest garniture, and 
the flowers in their richest hues. The 
warmest days in this month occur in the 
middle and just before the close of the 
month about the 17th and 29th.

“Happy Joe” and “Hallelujah Jockey,” 
the Salvation bummers who skipped out 
of several Piscataquis towns without pay
ing their bills, are still at it in other sec
tions of the State, Caatine and Deer Isle 
being among the localities more recently 
visited. They used Denslow Hall at 
Stockton, Thursday evening and engaged 
it for Sunday evening. They went away 
Friday morning without paying their ball 
rent.

in the same 
ut not in the

The
SELLS HIS HAIR FOB RF.LICS.Danish poet and fairy-story-teller who in 

“The Story of fay Life,” says in his own 
pure and peculiar way; “I have not told j Edwin Booth has purchased the build- 
it only because a sketch of my life was ing 16 Gramercy Park, New York, at a 
required for the collected edition of my c°8t of $75,000. He will renovate, decor-
works, but because my life is the best (OO^O^ndwu'ltoeifhind it over
commentary upon my writings.” as a free gift lo “The Players” Club. Mr.

It is said that “there is a pleasure in Booth is the originator and first Presi- 
painting which none but painters knew; dent of the club called “ The Players” 
that there is a pleasure in authorship which was formed a few months a,.
... , , , , . . . An American man-of-war was sold thewhich one need n<jt be successful in to other day at the Brooklyn navy yard for

experience." —ten dollars. The vessel was ordered to
Still, however, the world does not re- be built 25 years ago, during the war, and 

quire that we should all become poets, was to have been named the State of New 
1 . . , .. ’ . ’ York. She has been on the stocks ever
painters and authors, any more than it gjnce- At the sate there was only one bid 
requires that we should all become and the purchaser is to tear the unfinish- 
lawyers, doctors and preachers; in fact, it ed frigate apart and cart away the lum- 
makes little difference what we do, pro- £?r. Uncle 8am does not count much on 
vided it is decent and honest, if by so 18 navy" 
doing we contribute to swell the sum of s^^ne^ons'trectio^Matoe: Writes 
human good and human happiness, and that as Mr. Green was walking along the 
at the s**ne time take into consideration shore on hriday, the 25th of May, he 
that occupation, whatever it may noticed a large object in the water. With 
be deSnds careful preparation The “^^^“re^thafiUmtaï 
individual who builds onr ships, sells our me2sUrmg 2 feet 6 inches in length, 
goods, cuts our clothes, manufactures onr weighing 50 lbs., and able to walk off 
watches, superintends our machinery, with a man weighing 160 lbs. on its back, 
clips our hair, takes charge of our cattle, Closely following the appearance of the 
our farms and our gardens must know hand of flame in the heavens above Ohio, 
how and must have been especially pre-
jtared formas calling. Sunday evening, just before sunset, Miss

A fewsjlars ÿgo, it was considered that Ida Daxis and her younger sisters were 
he whose life was to be spent in manual strolling through the woods, when they 
labor was all the better for not being too were suddenly startled by the appear- 
...,•. , , , . . ... . . . ... ance of a huge serpent moving throughhighly educated and intelligent, but this the air above them. The serpent was 
theory is being well broken down, and it distinct only two or three rods when they 
is now pretty fully taken into account first beheld it, and was sailing through 
,h.t the -hoi. o«,

ble means of propulsion. Its movements 
in its flight resembled those of a snake, 
and it looked a formidable object as it 
wound its way along, being apparently 
about fifteen feet in lendth. The girls 
stood amazed and followed it with their 
eyes until it was lost to view in the dis
tance. The flying serpent was also seen 
by a number of people in other parts of 
the country early in the afternoon of the 
same day, and by those it is represented 
as emitting a hissing noise which could 
be distinctly heard. The negroes in that 
section are greatly excited over the mat
ter. Religio.is revival meetings have 
been iuaugerated in all their churches, 

And now in conclusion I cannot refrain and many of them declare that the day 
from saying to many of our younger peo-1 of judgment is at hand.

seems
person
Scientist succumbs, the circumstance is 
given great publicity through the news- 

and in more than one instance

How General Boulanger Becomes a 
Source of Profit to His Berber.

General Boulanger’s barber has been 
discovered by an energetic and enter
prising person with a taste for flashing 
figurative bull’s-eye lanterns on the pri
vate lives of remarkable people. The 
great man’s coiffeur lives near the Lou
vre and the Theatre Français, says the 
Paris correspondent of the London Tele
graph, and- he naturally prides himself 
on being allowed to trim and anoint the 
“sacred beard” which makes such a fine 
effect in the multitudinous and highly- 
colored portraits of the “brav’ General” 
which abomd in this capital.

Unlike Louis XI., however, General 
Boulanger does not make a confident of 
his Olivier le Dain. The Elected of the 
Forth, we are told, walks quietly into the 
shop like an ordinary statesman, clerk 
or shop boy of the locality, takes his seat 
in a comfortable arm-chair which has

papers,
the Scientist finds himself or herself in 
limbo. As said before, the Gazette 
neither advocates nor condemns the doc
trines of the Christian Scientist It has 

studied the subject, but it believes 
that its honest advocates are entitled to 
respect and that their work should be 
j udged by its results. Miss Balkom, a 
Christian Scientist who has practiced her 
profession in St John for a period of 
about eight months was interviewed by 
a Gazette representative a day or two 
since. She said, “Of our failures the 
public are always sure to be apprized 
through the newspapers, but our suc
cesses appear to be studiously kept in 
the background. I have treated about 
one hundred and fifty patients since I 
came here, most ef whom had been given 
up by their physicians as incurable, and 
I know of very few instances, where our 
treatment was persisted in that good re
sults were not obtained. The trouble is

not
**

All the summer dresses sent out by one 
of our extra fashionable manufacturers 

scented by some new sort of process. 
The hint has already been taken by rival 
dressmakers, and each endeavors to pro
duce some specialty in sweet odor to 
characterize her wares. As a result, 
some very delightful new scents have 
been evolved from the laboratories of the 
chemists. Experts may soon be able to 
trace the source of a toilet by its odor, 
and so we may have inquisitive old wo
man sniffing at the gowns of their rivals’ 
daughters, and endeavoring to fix their 
social status by the standing of their 
dressmakers. This season’s fashions are 
truthfully said to be distinguished by no 
special characteristic, women who make 
a study and an art of dressing having 
come to the conclusion this year that to 
be well dressed one must have a distinct 
individuality. This tendency reaches a 
peculiar development in the lop-sided
ness of many customers. One-half of a 
dress need not match the other in its 
shape, colors, or even altogether in its 
kind of fabric. There used to be a female 
vocalist on the stage who had a high 
soprano voice and a low alto voice, each 
about as distinct from the other as though 
they belonged to seperate persons. Her 
method of utilizing this phenomenal 
quality was to wear a dark, rich Spanish 
dress on one side of herself, and a light, 
airy German dress on the other. She 
also halved her hair in the same manner

are

been reserved for his use, and awaits op
erations. The coiffeur then proceeds to 
work in person, for the General is too 
important a person to be handed over to 
a perhaps perfunctory or an unskilful de
butant in the histrionic art of hair-cutt
ing.

that very few take the trouble to ascer
tain what Christain Science really is. 
The bible is our only guide; we practice 
what is preached in every Christian pul
pit, and yet but one clergyman in St 
John has ever honored me with a visit 
If men lived true, honest lives, they 
would live longer and happier. Sin is 
the cause of death. The work of Chris
tian Science is to lead people to have 
faith in God and believe in the 
strength and unchangeable nature of 
His love. Christian Science is doing 
this; there are about twenty practition
ers in the Maritime Provinces, and more 
than 3,000 in the United States—their 
number is constantly increasing and I 
firmly believe that in a few years the 
use of drugs will be entirely abandoned 
in the treatment of disease.”

There is no such thing as keeping M. 
Boulanger waiting white M. le Coiffeur 
“blows up” his assistants or tries to press 
a bottle of bay rum er a pot of new pom
ade on a reluctant customer preparing to 
depart. The Caesarian hair and beard 
are quickly and skilfully cut with a pair 
of scissors "of the best Sheffield steel.

During the operation the General does 
not sneak a word, and on its conclusion 
he pays ten francs to the coiffeur and 
five to the lucky assistants who have per
haps turned the brushing machine or as
sisted in the shampooing.

All this takes place at a regular hour 
weekly. The same authority who is re
sponsible fer all this interesting informa
tion assures us that the coifieur has a 
fertile source of prefit and perquisite in 
the hairs which have been cut from the 
skull, jaws and chin of the possible 
“Dictator.”

These capillary relics he carefully col
lects and sells to the General’s admirers, 
many of whom it is of course averred by 
the lively Gaul hail fro u England.

I he unusual spectacle of a woman im
prisoned for debt is seen in Bangor at 
present, for the first time in many years. 
Thomas C. Stevens, a lawyer at Newport, 
had a lady client with w'hom he failed to 
settle, and therefore took out ap execu
tion, and on Friday morning imprisoned 
her in Bangor jail, putting up cash for 
several week’s board for her. The wo
man is a widow, comes from Etna, and 
declares she is being wronged and swin
dled and will live in her present abode 
for years if necessary rather than pay 
more.

tries require a general advance in me
chanical skill as well as in art-culture ; 
and that the man whether he be manu
facturer or merchant, mechanic or farm
er, whe can quickly or accurately see 
what is placed before him possesses a 
decided advantage over the one who does 
not possess this qualification; and futher- 
more Ruskin, who is himself both practi
cal and theoretical tells us that “nothing 
distinguishes great men from inferior 
men more than this ; always in life or in 
art knowing the way things are going.”

by wearing a wig blond on one side and yhe sman boy and girl are to be 
black on the other. She would come out ; brought to time in Waterloo, Ontario.

the stage in profile, presenting the At a meeting of the council the constable 
German .id, » .he andiene. and .ing- ™
German yodel song. Then she would , ;f they are caught out after that hour, 
turn half about, surprising the people 1 oilier measures will be resorted to.

on There is an imported gold galloon, said 
to be untarnishable, which is used for 
trimming coat basques and skirts made 
of white bengaline or faille française.
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vaose natures, "Born To follow—t>5S Fràtt 
had picked him up as hô -would a stray dog 
looking for a master, and that with the in
stinct of the animal he had become attached 
to Pratt and was grieving for him.

I tried in vain that night to sleep. So soon 
as my body was at rest, and my brain be
came more active than ever, its picturings 
vibrating from Pratt’s body to the store, and 
from the scenes of that day to the possible 
ones of to-morrow.

Something must be done with that body. 
Where it was it must not remain.

You know how in our minds come floating 
memories—recent or remote, important or 
trivial, and of no apparent relation to the 
main subject of thought. So in my mental 
vision that night came the black buzzard I 
had seen in the sky the day before the scene 
of the tragedy, and his bit of black shadow 
floating on the ground by me.

That buzzard! That buzzard and his com
panions would to-morrow show to the search
ers surely where the body lay ! No animal in 
that country may die on highway or byway, 
on plain, gulch or mountain, and though it 
be ever so thickly screened by bushes, 
though not one of these scavengers be visible, 
yet within a few hours trooping they come, 
led by some wondrous faculty of scent or 
vision to the carcass, their feast

That body, I must remove, and this very 
night. I jumped up, dressed myself in the 
darkness, and in a few minutes was stumbling 
up the mountain sida An “old moon” gave 
me its fading yellowish light. Much of the 
trail, both up and down, lay in almost total 
darkness. Where the pines gfrew thickly some
times I lost my way entirely. I groped and 
stumbled over bush and rock. In two hours 
I was again on the spot.

It was my intent to drag the body down 
the mountain side and throw it in the river. 
Whether it was found far or near, it would, 
I thought, lessen and break the web of cir
cumstantial evidence I saw weaving about 

It would put Pratt off the ground I 
must frequent.

The fragment of moon remaining was just 
above the dark outline of the-hills on the 
other side of the river. In ten minutes I 
should be left in total darkness.

I commenced removing the brush from 
Pratt’s body. I took it first from the legs 
and trunk. The face I didn’t want to 
see if possible. I worked the slower as 
I approached the head. The moon sunk 
entirely behind the dark ridge opposite. 
I removed the brush from the head. I had 
reached the last branch covering it. I at

tempted to remove that. Something seemed 
to hold it with feeble resistance. I stooped 
lower, shivering. The branch was clutched 
in Pratt’s right hand. Yet the body lay in 
corpse-like rigidity. It did not seem, as I 
then saw it, the act of a live man. It seemed 
a dead body holding on with a dead life. 
Almost desperate with horror, I tugged at 
the branch. Then I heard Pratt’s voice say
ing faintly: “It’s not your mountain I”

me.

CHAPTER XIL
SUSPICION.

Bending over Pratt I put to him the usual 
idiotic question under such circumstances : 

“Pratt! are you alive?”
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“Pratt, are you alive.”
The words came from him in a feeble, 

whining tone:
“No, no! not that way. The lead’s higher 

up—mighty rich, too!”
TI managed to get him off the shelf. Fur

ther I could not The only accessible route 
home wound in places about projections of 
the mountain several hundred feet perpen
dicular above the foaming river, where a 
sound man needed all his strength and nerve 
to keep a sure footing.

“Them mint fellows are sharp. Jack Hill- 
year, mind you bake your next batch of 
bread clean through. Run a straw through 
—dough sticks if ’tain’t done; don’t put pork 
in till beans be boiled so you can squash 
’em—else, hard as rocks.”

So he rambled on. His words concerning 
the mint people suggested to me Broener’s 
remark as to their curiosity regarding his 
quartz assays and their whereabouts. Pratt 
was evidently delirious. I thought to utilize 
this wit wandering and said:

“Did the mint people send you up here?”
“Put fresh salt on a bird’s tail, an’ you’ll 

catch a weasel asleep,” was his reply. Then 
his mind seemed to leap into the old channel 
“It’s rich—mighty rich—and they can’t hold 
it all”

The thing to be done was to get Pratt to 
his cabin. Evidently his brain was affected 
by the wound. I left him and hurried to 
Hillyear.

Their cabin was built as thousands were in 
those days—an envelope of cotton drilling 
about a light wooden frame. There was no 
wooden door to knock against, or any other 
method to rouse the inmates save by calling. 
Call I did, but Hillyear seemed sleeping the 
sleep of the just. At last,“out of patience, I 
pitched a rock into the frail structure. It 
tore through the cloth. Hillyear’s reply was 
a shot, which was not to be wondered at.

“For heaven’s sake, Hillyear, don’t fire! It’s 
I’ve found Pratt. He’s hurt badly,” I

cried.
“Who’s me?” asked Hillyear, after one of 

his periods of silence.
I heard him cocking his pistol. “It’s I— 

Holder. Come and help me get Pratt down 
off the mountain. He’s lying there with a 
gash in his head.”

Mr. Hillyear now relapsed into silence. I 
knew not whether he was trying to frame an 
idea into a sentence or peering out to get an 
aim at me.

“Ain’t )rou coming?” I cried at last. “Are 
you going to help me get Pratt down. He’ll 
die before we get to him.”

“How—did—you—come — to —find—him?” 
came at length from Mr. Hillyear’s lips, 
with a sort of clownish judicial gravity.

“Good heavens !” I said. “Will you stay 
there all night and ask questions, while your 
partner is bleeding to death? Do you sup
pose I’d get out of my bed to stand and call 
here like a fool for nothing?”

“What’s the muss?” cried a voice in the 
darkness.
about an eighth of a mile distant. He had 

roused by the shot and the sound of

me.

It was Bill Sefter, who lived

come, 
voices.

“I’ve found Pratt badly hurt on Scrub 
mountain, and am trying to get Hillyear to 
help me down with him. Hillyear won’t be- 
lieve me, and that’s what’s the matter.”
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By noon he had left oft the drudging ascents 
and descents of the mountain to the river to 
wash his prospecta He was occupied en
tirely with the “float quartz,” here thickly 
scattered about as it had rolled from the 
vein, knocking the fragments to pieces. He 
had found gold. Uttering a joyous “Whoop
ee!” he put a chunk of the quartz in his 
bag, and then another and another. His

These Novelettes will be SUPERBLY ILLUSTRATED by feelings and mine at that time were certainly 

the Most Competent Newspaper Artists in this Country. He crawled up gradually toward the sheif
on which lay the “Bank.” It inclined some
what toward the river and then jumped off 
abruptly, making a perpendicular face four 
or five feet in height. Pratt could now see 
that the quartz had rolled from this shelf, 
and that the vein must be somewhere at or 
near its top.

“It’s up there!” I heard him mutter, “and 
mighty rich, too!”

I heard him scrambling up the wall of rock, 
assisting himself by roots and bushes growing 
in the crevices. I heard him pant. All be
side was still—the stillness of the California 
summer noon day—nothing of life in sight 
save a black buzzard wheeling above, his 
shadow floating along the ground.

Pratt had gained the top of the shelf. He 
made his way directly toward the face of the 
precipice. He burst through the chapparal, 
and I was disclosed to him, seated on a rock, 
about ten feet from the vein.

“Holloa!” was his involuntary exclamation; 
“you here?”

“Yes, I’m here,” I replied.
“WeÜ, well!” He was evidently at a loss 

what next to say or da “It’s a hot day, 
isn’t it?”

“Pretty hot,” I remarked. I thought it was 
or would be soon in every sense, and the 
shadow of a laugh came over me as I thought 
of “talking weather” at such a juncture.

Mr. Pratt sat himself also down upon a 
rock, drew a rusty red bandana, mopped 
with it his face and partly bald head, and 
said “Whew!” Then he poked the ground

a
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r ; 3*itm before him with the end of his hammer, and 
I poked Mother Earth before me with a stick.

It was clear to me that Mr. Pratt intended 
to stay here and wait for my going. It was 
clear to me that I should remain—though I 
did not like so to do. The situation was 
somewhat akin to that in which two gentle
men calling on the same lady sometimes find 
themselves—and of all work sitting your man 
out ranks among the hardest. Both of us 
recognized silence as the factor most effi
cacious for the removal of his adversary- 
only while Mr. Pratt hoped that the dull
ness of his company might remove me, I had 
no hope that my taciturnity would remove 
Mr. Pratt from the vicinity of the golden 
mistress he knew was near.

Bo we sat one full hour, and the longest 
hour of my Ufa Pratt made the first move. 
He commenced examining the rock near the 
soUd mountain formation. Nearer he ad
vanced toward the place where Broener had 
screened the worked portion of the vein with 
a layer of cut brush. He was in the act of 
removing this when I called out: “Don’t 
touch that brush, please!"

"Why not*" said Pratt, looking back.
“Never mind why not. Don't tenobltj1'-! 

said, advancing toward him, feeling as If On. 
my way to the scaffold. .pi;,

“Well, young man, do you own this mourn 
tain?” he said.

“I own that brush, that's all," was my
reply. •

The brush was ranged against the white 
streak of rock for not more than ten 6r 
twelve feet. Pratt passed it ; His eye fell 
on one end of the vein—untouched there by 
the pick. He commenced chipping it with 
his hammer.

“You must let that rock alone,” I said,1 
going toward him.

Pratt was now up and doing. The war 
had commenced. .

“Oh, come!” he exclaimed, “don’t you' 
fool around me any more. You must bb off 
your head. This mountain’s as much mine 
as yours.” :,

“That’s my claim,” I said. “Let.it alone.”
Momentary wonder showed itself in Pratt’s 

eyes that any one else should know of gold 
in this form.

“Your claim," said be, “up here! What 
sort of diggings do you call these anyway?"

“Perhaps you know as well as L But 
that’s my claim by right of discovery.”

“Where’s your notices?”
The written notice on the ground was then 

indispensable to hold a claim. We had none. 
Broener had put none up, knowing it would 
attract attention.

“Where’s your tools?” he continued.
Tools left on a claim were regarded as 

most important proofs of possession. Broener 
had hidden away those he used—where I 
knew not.

“No notices, no tools and no work done, 
and you call this a claim?’ said Pratt deris
ively.

Clearly as to the mining rights of the pe
riod Pratt had the best of me. I felt the 
moral weakness of the situation, 
seemed also to know his own strength and 
my weakness in this respect Meantime he 
had taken out his six-shooter and cocked it 
He stood facing me, and had the “drop” on 
me. I was powerless. “Now, young man," 
said he, “I give you while I count ten to get 
off this ground, and if you don’t PU put a 
ball through you. D’ye hear? Get! Vamos! 
One—two—three—” As he spoke he made a 
step backward. It was all a jumble of rocks
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As he spoke, he made a step backward. 

and fallen bowlders about He missed his 
footing, stumbled over behind a huge bowl
der, his right arm, with finger on the trigger, 
involuntarily jerked upward, and the pistol 
was discharged.

I stood in the same spot, how many minutes 
I know not,expecting, half hoping, to see Pratt 
reappear. All was silent. Full of dread I ap
proached the spot where he had fallen. I 
stood on the rock and looked over it. There 
lay Prutt, the pistol dropped from his hand, 
and the blood oozing from a wound in the 1 
right temple. -
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trHniyear, get up! "Don’t 15Ô *a fool,” said

Hillyear finally replied: “All—right! I’m 
—coinin’ !” with an expression as if he had 
had no doubts as to the genuineness of the 
news, and had but momentarily heard of it.

Our party reached Pratt, where I had left 
him. With great difficulty we managed to 
carry him down the mountain. His utter
ances on the way down all bore vaguely on 
quartz hunting and the last scene of which 
he had been conscious while in his right 
mind. To Sefter, they were a puzzle. To 
Hillyear, I knew not how much or how little 
meaning they conveyed. To myself they 
were a source of great uneasiness. They 
bore first on the secret of our claim. Next, 
they might confirm a suspicion, which, if not 
already developed, I knew was likely to be, 
through the singular circumstances attend
ing my finding Pratt so far up Scrub moun
tain in the dead of night. It needed but a 
word of his delirious utterance to make 
known that we had quarreled.

We left Pratt in his cabin. Sefter, whose 
curiosity was evidently much aroused, said to 
me, just what I expected he would:

“How did you come to find Pratt away up 
there?”

I told Sefter that I heard Pratt’s voi<*F%h 
the night up the mountain, which was true, 
but not in the sense I left Sefter to infer. 
I held that evasion was justifiable under the 
circumstances. It’s not so much what we 
tell that may damage us as the construction 
placed on it by those it may be told to. The 
only way I know of when certain questions 
are asked that many people will ask, to avoid 
evasion or untruthfulness, is to say “it’s none 
of your business.” That, as society is now 
constituted and complicated, would be quite 
impossible.

“I wonder who shot him?” continued 
Sefter.

“Shot himself, maybe.” I replied.
“Queer business, anyway,” was Setters 

final remark, as he trudged off home.
1 I saw by his manner that he was full of 
curiosity, and being full of curiosity would 
be soon full of theories as to the cause of 
Pratt’s hurt, and that as curiosity and 
theories are contagious, he would in a short 
timft inoculate all Bull Bar with them.

Next day I visited Pratt His head had 
been hurt both by the ball and the fall. The 
bullet had gashed the? temple—not very deeply. 
The concussion from the fall seemed to have 
most affected, him. That one or other of 
these wounds had affected his brain was very 
evident without the pompous declaration of 
the physician, who had been summoned, to 
that effect.

Sefter was present when I entered. Pratt 
was lying on his bed silent, but the sight of 
me seemed to excite his brain to action, and 
set in motion the thoughts, scenes and emo
tions common to the occurrence at the daim.

They ran dangerously near, but did not ac
tually reveal me as a participator.

“No tools! no notices!” he cried. “Pretty 
way to hold a claim.”

“What claim, Pratt?” said Sefter.
The sick man’s eye fell on Sefter with a 

gleam of cunning. /‘No claim,” he said. 
“We’re after rattlesnake oil. Hunting snakes 
in the chapparal. There’s one now—on the 
lead. If yer not off while I count ten, I’ll 
put a ball through ye. One—two—three— 
oh !” and he shrieked as if with pain.

Hillyear spoke:
“He—must—be kept—quiet. It—is the—doc- 

ter’s—orders. The—doctor—says—his—sary 
—brullum—is—something—or—other.”

“Queer business—queer business!” was Set
ter’s remark, as we left the house together. 
“I think he’s had a shootin’ scrape with some
body.”

Broener returned. I felt that I could now 
shift a part of the business to other shoul
ders.

He heard my story. At its conclusion 
he settled back and laughed.

“Regular dime novel, isn’t it?” said he. 
“Write it, print it, sell it Well, young man, 
you’re improving rapidly. I congratulate 
you. I couldn’t have wished you anything 
better than the experience you’ve gone 
through.- You needed it You’re the kind 
that must be put in very hot water to draw 
anything out of you.”

“But won’t this put all Bull Bar on the 
scent of the ‘Bank’?” I asked.

“First, let’s compound some whisky with 
sugar, lemons and nutmeg. Before we talk 
business let’s fix things so as to make busi- 

pleasure, not by pouring the stuff 
down raw as the fools do at the store yonder, 
but dress up the fluid decently and taste
fully before we put it down. There would 
be far less drunkards if every man was com
pelled by law to dress up and trim up his 
drinks in this way before he ^wallowed 
them.” He continued as he sipped his punch: 
“Make yourself easy, Holder, about the 
claim. You have fixéd that all right, or the 
Fates have for you. Pratt won’t go up 
there for a while, now that his wits are 
knocked out of his head, which for our pur
pose is better far than knocking them out of 
his body. Because Pm fool enough to be
lieve that if his wits were out of his body 
they’d be in much better shape to 
come back and reveal our secret 
than as they now are chained fto a 
cracked skull, and therefore in bad work
ing order. Hillyear, from what you say, is, 
I judge, only an appendage of Pratt’s, and 
not able to do anything without him. At all 
events, I’ll find out soon. As for the ‘Bank,’ 
I think I’ve got the cream out of it already. 
It’s only a feeder to some bigger vein in the 
mountain. That can lay for awhile. I’ve 
got four or five caches of quartz up there 
that I haven’t shown you. We’ll get it all 
down this week and hush up things for the 
present There’s, I think, your fair share of 
divvy, so far as we’ve gone,” and he put in 
my hands a mint certificate of deposit' /pr 
$14,000. “If the rock that’s mined outr^Epes 
down as I think it will, you’ll have as much 
more coming to you. Are you satisfied?”

Satisfied! Less than a year from home and 
the possessor of what in East port was deemed 
a “small fortune.” In the well-worn phrase,
I wanted to “pour forth my thanks.”

I said: “I wish I could fitly express my 
feeling and gratitude to you.”

“I’m glad you can’t,” said Broener, inter
rupting me. “It’s a good thing foÉ y°u 
that you can't. I hate effusiven 
may in part thank your reticence and un
demonstrativeness for what you call your 
luck. I don’t want any gushers about me. 
Besides, you’ve earned what you got—every 
cent of it Fate put you and me together, 
and with that put it in your way. There’s 
no thanks nor gratitude in the matter. I 
hate people always overwhelmed with grati
tude. They’re the sort who, if ever they 
do you what’s called a favor, never forget it, 
and, in effect, want to be paid for it forever 
afterward. Let’s change the subject. There’s 
a traveling theatre company at Chinese 
Camp to-night Let’s go and see the show. 
You need a change from the ghastly buz
zard spying and body hunting business. 
Rankin’s horse, I’ll take mine, and we’ll 
gallop over there.”

On applying, Mr. Rankin said he would 
gladly hire me his horse. The animal, he 
added, was vicious, shied at his own shadow, 
“bucked” frequently and had been the death 
of two men. As we were leaving he called 
out to Broener:. “The coroner lives at one 
end of the camp and is lightenin’ on an in
quest when sober. The undertaker lives at 
the other. You’d better take the cloth for 
the young man’s shroud along with you. 
They know that horse up there and always
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CHAPTER XL

I had now a dead man on my hands and 
didn’t know what to do with him. Pratt 
bore on me mentally with as great a weight, 
dead, as he had while living. He would be soon 
missed and sought for by his partner. 
Hillyear would find his prospect holes. This 
would bring the search in the neighborhood of 
the claim. If I told my story of the manner 
in which he met his dr »th, I should be hard
ly credited. Then it would lead indirectly 
to the discovery of the “Bank.” In whatever 
way I looked I saw perplexity.

But something must be done. The day 
was waning. I covered the body with brush 
and returned home.

Nearing it, I saw Hillyear standing at his 
cabin door, cooking supper. They built their 
fire outside for sake of comfort A frying 
pan was propped up so as to receive the heat 
from a bed of glowing coals, and in it was 
their evening’s baking of bread. He was 
looking from time to time up the river with 
that air of expectancy which accompanies 
the act of waiting for some one who has over
stayed 
hailed me.

“Seen anything of Pratt?”
What was I to say? I had seen the last of 

him. I felt already like a murderer, because, 
circumstantially, I was in the position of one. 
People talk as if a “clear conscience” was 
equal to any situation. I did not find it so. 
“I saw him about three hours ago going up 
the river,” was my reply.

“Where was he?” asked Hillyear.
Great heavens! I thought, how much of 

this game of evasion am I to play from this 
out. I said: “He passed the cabin about 
nine this morning, and went into the chap
paral about yonder,” and I pointed to the 
spot where I had seen Pratt disappear at the 
hour I named. Hillyear resumed his cook
ing. I went into my cabin and took a big 
draught of whisky. Broener always had on 
hand a demijohn of the best. There are times 
when one’s system is not equal to the making 
of strength from ordinary food. I hold 
alcohol as a food—an artificial one, and an 
unhealthy one for steady use.

After supper I trudged down to the store, 
for I wanted other than my own thoughts 
that evening for company. The Bull Bar 
nucleus for goods and gossip was full as 
usual of miners, raising a dense fog of 
tobacco smoke, whose flavor was more than

shed with emanations from codfish, onions

and whisky. Mr. Rankin had received that 
day a new supply of provisions from Stock- 
ton, and was scolding his partner, who acted 
as buyer and teamster combined, for the 
poor quality of some cigars he had brought 
up.

“If you buy any more cigars like them,” 
said he, “I want you to hire and bring up 
some men to smoke them. These poor crea
tures about here haven’t lungs strong enough 
to draw on ’em. They want all their strength 
to draw rocks out of the bed of the river, 
and it’s for my interest to see that it’s saved 
for that purpose, at the rate Pm chalking up 
flour, boots and whisky against them.”

“Got any better cigars than the last loti” 
asked a miner, who, just coming in, had not 
heard Rankin’s last remark.

“Yes,” replied Rankin. “Splendid lot— 
Havanas—only it wants a bull team to draw 

Try one. You’ll find it’ll last you a 
month. Just the quality to suit your case. 
You smoke toq much. These cigars are got 
up express to cure people of smoking. One’ll 
last an ordinary man a whole year. Ask Mike, 
my partner. He had ’em made to order. ”

Rankin’s gabble was a relief. B$g, Itfqk 
came in, and .forgetting past admonitions, 
hoisted "his huge proportions on the limited 
Area of' counter uncovered by goods, tmd 
immediately got off again with a quickness 
that suggested some uncomfortable sen
sation.

“Glad it works,” said Rankin. “Nothin’ 
but a needle stuck through the wood. Some 
folkses heads are too thick to take a hint. 
Then we try some other part. ‘If at first 
you don’t succeed, try, try again,’ ” chimed 
Rankin, and then added: “ ‘Needles and 
pins, Needled and pins, When you get mar- 
.fied your trouble begins.’ ” ti r
^ Presently Hillyear entered. A cloud 
‘ seemed to come with him. To me, it was as 
- if the- vindictive spirit of the dead tean 
kept him company. . , : :,. ■;/

He Jqpkad about anxiously,.as if with the 
hope that Pratt might be present I knew; the 
leaning or that look.

Hillyear was a slow-moving man, appa
rently a follower of Pratt and led by him. 
Without his partner he Beamed lost

“Has anybody seen Pratt to-day? He 
hasn’t come back,” after a time he asked, in 
his heavy, drawling way (a sentence with 
him seemed always a matter of previous deep 
and labored study, and when asked the sim
plest question the time that elapsed before he 
replied was exasperating to an eager in
quirer).

“Why, I saw him piking along Scrub moun
tain to-day,” said one of the crowd. “What’s 
he gunnin’ after up there, anyhow?”

“Holder, didn’t I see you crawlin’ among 
the bushes up there to-day?” said one Bill 
Sefter. “That red shirt you’ve got on looks 
like the one I saw.”

Fool that I was! I had not thought of 
wearing a garb which would show so conspic
uously against the dark bottle green of the 
chapparal.

“Yes, I took a stroll that way,” I said. I 
felt forced into such reply. He continued:

“What did yer find to shoot up there? 
Rattlesnakes or jackass rabbits? I heard a 
shot.”

That was Pratt’s pistol Sights and 
sounds seemed drawing their meshes about 
ma Hillyear was looking at me in his stolid 
fashion As if some faint glimmer of an idea 
were creeping into his brain.

“I shot nothing,” was my reply.
The talk then drifted toward mysterious 

murders and robberies—then common in 
that country—and cases were mentioned 
which had finally been traced to men—neigh
bors of the slain—whose lives had previously 
shown no such inclination.

Rankin’s humor inclined him ever to give 
an individual the very characteristic which 
he most lacked. Slow men he spoke of as 
marvels of dispatch, taciturn men as dis
turbing all about by the clatter of their 
tongues. I, with my shy, quiet, reticent 
manner, evidently ranked with him as a 
most peaceable character. It seemed to me 
then as if some fiend prompted him to the re
mark:

“Shouldn’t wonder if Holder had way
laid and murdered Pratt. Put another man 
in his private graveyard.”

“Yes,” added another second fiddle humor
ist. “That’s what he knocks off work so 
early for in the morning.”

“And the last man’s blood is on his pants 
now!” added a third.

I had worn a pair of white duck working 
trousers and a spot of tho blood from Pratt’s 
body had smeared them near the feet—I had 
not noticed it before.

This remark called to me the attention of 
all in tho dingy store. Their eyes seemed to 
burn through me. I felt as if in the dock 
tried, convicted, sentenced.

I left soon afterward. Hillyear’s route 
home was mine. We were obliged to walk 
near each other on the narrow, rocky trail, 
wide enough for a single traveler. With all 
the dark suspicion which I feared existed in 
his mind con?c ruing me I felt sorry for him. 
j^fdt wjfra j»bout Uhn that his was oaa

the usual time. As I drew near he
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which would so soon be in full play when the 
smoke commenced circling from those rude 
chimneys.

Two or three moving figures were seen on 
the river bank—watchers of the nigh*— 
guarding against any sudden rise of the 
stream liable through the breaking of dams 
above and letting down the vast body of 
“backwater,’’ a fluid avalanche which would 
sweep before it like chaff man’s frail con
structions.

I roused Mr. Rankin and returned him his 
horse, which he put in the stable with the 
remark that “yesterday was probably his 
benevolent day, which would account for 
my return alive. But the next man dies,” he 
addel.

Broener returned late in the day. What 
a different man was he to me from yester
day. Despite the uncertainty regarding 
Blanche, I sympathized now with the Moor’s 
ruling passion. Jealous? Yes, and jealous 
of Broener. All of him that had previously 
attracted me were now as so many weapons 
turned against me—brilliant weapons, too, 
and used by a skilled hand.

He noticed the change in me—I cannot say 
in my manner. I had rather state it that he 
felt a change—something between us—com
ing through those fine interior senses which 
feel, and sense thoughts, as the outer ones do 
material things.

“You seem out of sorts,” he said.
I laid it to a headache—that convenient 

beast of burden, which bears so many lies!
“Young man,” said he that evening, “were 

you ever in love?”
“I suppose so,” I replied. “They say its 

part of the programme along with whooping 
cough and the measles.”

“Well,” he rejoined, “I believe I am, so 
far as I am capable of being. At all events, 
I’ve found a woman who I think can hold

Yet our external intercourse was much the 
same as ever—at least we attempted to make 
it so, though the very attempts served but to 
reveal the change more clearly.

I resolved at last to have the secret out of 
him. If he would not speak Blanche Sefton’s 
name I would. So, one day, as we were com
ing down from the “Bank” laden each with 
forty pounds of rich quartz, I said in as in
different a tone as I could assume: “That 
girl' who played looks to me like one I knew 
home named Blanche Sefton.”

“Your friend has reason to be proud of the 
resemblance,” replied Broener, in a careless 
way. Then he added, in a lower tone: “We 
raus’n’t talk loud here. Bill Setter’s crowd 
are working but a hundred feet below us, 
and Setter is an artistic and accomplished 
busybody, with one ear always open for 
other people’s business.”

No sooner were the words out of my mouth 
than I saw that I had now laid myself fully 
open to Broener. That he had my secret, if 
secret there was, without any exchange in 
return. He now knew the cause of my 
changed manner. In nautical language, I 
had given him all the marks and bearings of 
the channel and the course he should steer.

Then I hated and admired him at the same 
time for the readiness with which, I saw, he 
had parried my question. That readiness, 
after a few moments’ reflection, only made 
me more miserable. Because, I thought, he 
must know her name, and if it were not 
Blanche, what occasion would there be for 
his concealing it? So, then, it was Blanche. 
But Blanche may have given him a false 
name. There was hope. But what if she 
has? Is she not Blanche stiU? I was getting 
in that state where my mind refused to 
work in proper fashion. If I kept on in this 
way, I should soon argue that a man had but 
to change his name to change his identity, 
and that when Charlotte Brown called her
self Julia Smith she became Julia Smith. 
This alarmed me a little. Then the ridicu
lousness of my condition came over me, and 
I laughed aloud.

“What are you laughing at?” said Broener. 
“At a fool I saw yesterday, when I looked 

in the glass, who took a strolling actress for 
a girl he knew in the states,” I said, in a 
mood made up of petulance and vexation.

Broener turned half round and gave me a 
look, apparently half surprise, half anger. 
I had “broken out in a new spot” for him, 
and in the remark he had possibly recog
nized an attempt of mine in his own fashion 
to throw him off his guard. It was not 
The words were boro of the mood I was in, 
wnH had flown out of my lips as of their own 
volition. Suddenly I recollected that the 
term “strolling actress” I had used was not 
one indicative of the highest respect for the 
lady in question, and that under the circum
stances it could not hare fallen agreeably on

1887. SECOND YEAR. 1888.though themselves entirely unaware or 7Î. I 
think that their years of isolation from the 
conventional life of the older settled locali
ties from which they originally came, and 
the lack of sham and pretence in the life they 
now led, had quickened their minds to dis
criminate between" what was natural and 
what was artificial—what was acted with 
real emotion and what was merely stilted 
declamation, as much of the piece before us 

the part of the principal character.
So, when Iago's wife, who, it will be remem

bered, is but little prominent in the first ac
tion of this drama, stigmatized her scheming 
husband and wished for a whip to scourge 
such scoundrels through the world, the house 
“rose to her.”

I had ceased to pay much attention to the 
play, being more interested in the motley and 
tumultuous audience. But the voice of this 
actress seemed strangely familiar.

I regarded her closely, and my thought 
said: That girl is wonderfully like Blanche 
Sefton.

put an extra ten cents a yard on white linen 
when thev see him cornin’."

It seemed another world in that land when 
riding by night The sun’s hot glare was 
gone. The air after nightfall was always 
cool and refreshing, for it came off the snow
banks on the Sierra summits. Our horses 
were full of life and apparently as glad to 
make the trip as ourselves. The life of the 
horse seems to add life to the rider, provid
ing he is a “horseman." Distance at night 
seems unnoticed. It is more like a dream.
One travels forward without so much of that 
mental straining to reach one point after 
another as do so often our unhappily consti
tuted hurrying minds in the day time.

So galloped Broener and I, regarding those 
myriad shining wonders of all ages—the 
stars.

“Lot’s of ’em, aren’t there f ’ said he.
“The stars? Yes.”
“Small potatoes we are under them. 

Smaller than ants in comparison, and moving 
about on this planet for these shining atoms 
we call gold. I wonder, now, of what im
portance poor Pratt, if he had his senses, 
would consider that biggest star alôngside of 
a pan full of dust Pratt would trade Venus 
for a quartz daim.”

•yKrs, speculation, immortality, etc.,” said 
Broener, as we rode on. “The three seem to i 
go together; or, at all events, stars always 
start one oh those topics. I wonder what we 
are, anyway—who we are, where we came 
from, and all the rest I am a certain amount 
of life and intelligence in a body. Body’s 
only a garment, a wrap, a machine Hit a 
a part of the body hard enough, just one n 
blow, and in one second life's aO gone, and 
with it the ‘gumption’ Pve been storing up 
for years. Hit it not quite as hard, like the , 
crack poor Pratt gave himself, and the Intel- 4 
ligence stays but goes to ftindsre-all hurly- , 
burly. Problem: when you bore a hole with 
a Wet through a man’s head, dose all his 
intellect go out through that hole, and, if so, 
where does it gb to! and might there not be 
some way of 'putting a bucket or basin under 
such a man’s head when‘he’s dying, and 
collecting his intelligence, his quien sabe 
for one’s own use, just as they tap 
trees for maple sugar! Well, one thing’s 
certain; we’re here, anyway, and I put 
it up that the best plan is to get all the 
fun we can out of it—body, soul, mind, spirit, 
and any other little addition the theologians, 
philosophers and metaphysicians can tack on 
us.” .

We rode into the “camp.” In the language 
of the time, it was “bilin’.” The theatre 
company had brought in miners from far and 
near. It was a single straight street. From 
every door and window *> -teher side poured 
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me.”
“May I ask who she is?”
“Oh, yes. It is the girl you saw last night 

playing the wife to Iago.”
Silently we puffed our cigars simultane

ously for a few seconds. A cigar is a great 
relief to a “throbbing heart” I was never 
conscious of much action of such character 
on the part of that organ, and use the phrase 
as covering a good deal of ground applicable 
to these peculiar situations. I said :

“Will you think I’m inquisitive if I inquire 
if you have known her long?”

“Not at all I made her acquaintance a 
few years ago in a New York boarding-house 
kept by her aunt, whom she was visiting. I 
met her, strangely enough, on my recent trip 
to San Francisco. She had just come out by 
the Isthmus with the company you saw. I 
recognized her on the stage in Ban Fran-1 
cisco.”

“Is Brown her real nameP
“No.”

dared not ask the name. Broener re- 
BŒffied after a pause:

“That girl puzzles me. I can’t make her 
out Probably if I could I should not be so 
much attracted to her. I find that mine is a 
nature always demanding to fathom—see 
through—women, and ceasing to worship 
them when seen through.”

I felt then a gleam of comfort. If it was 
Blanche Sefton, I more than hoped that Broe
ner had no shallow depth to fathom. Yet I 
still feared him. He was to me deep, diaboli
cally deep, and powerful, too.

“Perhaps youVe met your match at last,” I 
ventured to say.

“Well, I hope I have. I need—a match. 
Excuse me,” he added; “I detest puns and 
punsters. This was an accident She’s a 
strong character—self-poised, self-reliant, im
passioned on the outside with boiling depths 
below, which no one has ever yet brought to 
the surface—at least, I judge so. She’s miles 
beyond the people she’s traveling with. They 
see know of her only as much as she 
chooses to show—a tenth, perhaps only a 
twentieth—only what they’re able to see and 
appreciate, or what she allows them to see. 
Good judgment, that. No use in showing any 
more cards than you want to use—in any 
game.”

“Do you call.heir’s a game, too!” I asked. 
“As I look on life and people—yes. Yet 

possibly with her, thus far, an unconscious 
one as to motive. What some call nobility 
of character, is so well expressed with her 
that I am content to admire it without too 
deeply analyzing it”

“You fear, then, you might find the base 
metal underneath the gilding?”

“My boy, I don’t care to put myself on 
that train of thought If I pursue an illu
sion, I want it ever to Remain one.”

I forbore from asking if he knew her real 
Broener’s indefinable manner said to

y /
That giftù Met Blanche Sefton.

Impossible! I looked, after that, but at 
that one figure. The pose and bearing were 
those of Blanche. In standing, Blanche’s at
titude always gave one the impression that 
she alone owned the ground she then stood 
over. In speaking, or when spoken to, she 
seeTTipd to turn her whole mind in the direc
tion of the subject of the moment, and never 
seemed in mind to stray or waver from that 
subject.

So did this actress. But the make-up puz
zled me. Hair, eyebrows, complexion were 
different The voice was pitched in a higher 
key than, ever I had heard from Blanche.

SOME OF THE FEATURES
OF THE

of wood or cloth, was either stare, *- 
loon, gambling tent or nme place of public 
resort. Sidewalk, street and houses were 
—Til, fell of men. The “fandango” was 
already in full blast Here, alone, were 
seen women—dark-skinned eenoritas in white 
ilnaiir, some having their waists encircled 
by broad bands of pure geld, kiders were 
momentarily coming in, some urging their 
horses at a breakneck pace through the street 
The air was filled with a medley ol sounds— 
music, shouts, laughter, the hum of several 
hundred voices gathered in so small an area, 
the clink of glasses and an occasional yell 
from acme miner giving vent in this way to 
the emotions within him developed by whisky.

“Let’s take a look

Once let the doubt beset you as to iftw 
identity of any person long unseen, or 
suddenly under unexpected circumstarxos, 
«ml generally that doubt remains until dis
pelled by certain recognition and indentffica- 
tion. So did mine then as to the identity of 
the person before me.

“That gal means bizness,” I heard one man 
“Put her in a tight

Broener’s ears. I apologized for having 
used such expression.

He received my apology in silence. I saw 
by this he meant to punish me, and of course 
my feelings against him were not at all 
lessened.

Meantime the other cloud on Bull Bar was 
darkening for me. Pratt became worse. 
The physician talked of brain fever and 
looked grave. He added beside that some 
secret was on Pratt’s mind. He inferred 
there “must have been a quarrel and much 
ill will betwixt Pratt and some one previous 
to the—ahem—accident.” Pratt raved con
tinually about the “young un,” who thought 
he “owned the whole mountain.” He was 
ever being “dogged about the chapparal by 
him,” and so on.

Mr. William Setter drank in with his 
gossipy, greedy ears Pratt’s utterances and 
the doctor’s opinions. He visited Pratt’s 

on his way to work in the morning, 
dropped in at noon and again at night. He 
made himself an assistant nurse to Pratt, 
brought him choice dishes and broths of his 
own making, and he could make them well 
He was really useful. Besides, he carried 
from Pratt’s house messes of gossip, which 
he distributed as a labor of love all over Bull 
Bar. Mr. Setter’s forte as a suspicion 
breeder lay in inferences. He had no direct 
charge against any one. But he said it was a 
“queer piece of business.” Pratt, poor man, 
had been trying to get along and earn an 
honest living. He as good as supported Hill- 
year, who hadn’t much gumption anyway. 
“Young Holder,” he added, “found Pratt with 
those hurts on his head. Pratt couldn’t bear 
the sight of Holder. Always set him to run- 
nin’ on about shootin’ and rowin’. Holder 
was up the mountain that day. He saw him 
—at least it looked like his shirt in the 
bushes. Well, it was queer business.”

Such is a sample of the applications made 
by Mr. Softer for individuals singly and in
dividuals in groups for eight or ten days. 
He was in this work earnest and persevering, 
in season and out of season. He “set people 
to thinking.” He educated them, in fact, to 
think suspiciously of me in connection with 
Pratt. Ordinarily on Bull Bar a “shootin’ 
scrape” between two men, even if one was 
killed, might not get any farther than the 
local justice’s court; might not get even 
there. The community tacitly acknowledged 
the pistol as the main arbiter in all 
of disputes. Smith “jumped” Jones’ claim. 
Jones shot Smith dead. Nobody had time to 
inquire closely into the matter. The affair 
was a two days’ sensation. In a week it was 
qflite forgotten.

But in this case here was Mr. Sefter’s 
“poor sick man” and his partner devoting 
his whole time to him, and I, John Holder, 
in some mysterious way mixed up with them. 
Mr. Setter played several chords on the 
various human hearts of a thousand strings 
he handled. First sympathy, next mystery 
and beyond that something dark—he would 
not say what—only something resembling 
myself or my red shirt on Scrub mountain 
could in the many views presented by him to 
his audiences be vaguely made out in the 
general indistinctness.

So this busy man went on poisoning the 
Bull Bar mind against me.

Broener left for Marysville on the day 
Pratt was pronounced worse. His interest 
in the “Bank” seemed now secondary to 
another elsewhere.

After his departure I went down to Ran
kin’s. It was noon. I arrived at the store 
just after the fifteen or twenty boarders had 
finished their dinner, and were now congre
gated for a smoke and a talk, preparatory to 
the long afternoon’s work in their claims 
along the river bank.

Just before entering I heard Sefter’s tongue 
rattling on at a livelier pace than ever. The 
gravity of Pratt’s case seemed to act as a 
stimulant upon him, exciting his imagination 
and touching up his suspicious inferences re
garding this “queer business” in more pro
nounced colorings than ever.

“And why don’t he come out and tell the 
whole story ?” said he.

As I entered that hush ensued so peculiar 
to the unexpected advent of the party talked 
about

ti
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whisper to another, 
piece, and she’d shoot.”

I noticed that Broener was regarding her 
as attentively as L He heard the remark 
mentioned above and smiled, saying: 
“Rough diamonds. One as a character 
reader in the house, and one—a brilliant on 
the stage.”

I looked for her name in the cast on the 
roughly printed programme.

“Miss H. Brown.”
The stage was not more than twenty feet 

in width. Once she stood so near the box I 
could have reached forth and touched her. 
Height, contour, bearing—all resembled 
those of Blanche Sefton. But as to the face, 
that was so “made up" as to leave me in 
doubt Once her eyes ranged across the box 
where I sat They were Blanche .efton’s 
eyes, bat there was no recognition in their 
expression. Physically they looked at me— 
otherwise they seemed no more to see me 
than would those of a wax figure.

The play was over. The curtain fell The 
audience struggled in: a congested state for 
exit from the one narrow front entrance. 
Broener turned in the opposite direction to
ward a door leading to the stage, saying: “I 
have an old friend in the company and am 
going behind the scenes. Good night”

He had gone. I would go to the stage 
door in the rear, and in some way solve my 
doubts. But I was impeded by the crowd.
A wretched fracas, between two dimed 
inebriates, had developed directly in front of 
the “opera house," and the lingering mass, 
nothing loth to see blood shed, cluttered up 
the passageway and sidewalk.

Freeing myself from them at last I sought 
$ the stage door. A high board fence ran 

from the middle of the rear of the theatre, 
i vhieh in reality was but the wing of another 
I ho«se. I got on the wrong side of the fence,
| ran tack and was obliged to pass out again 
a in front of the theatre. At last I stood by 

; the door I sought. Two ladies and their 
r escort passed out. She certainly was not 

-of them. The third and last, closely veiled, 
finally came, and accompanying her was 

1 Broener!
c#>" Of course, my friend, you would have stayed 

in camp that night, and found out “some
how" whether the girl was Blanche Sefton or 
not I didn’t. Had I not seen the lady with 
Broener I might have so done. But his pres
ence put such a complexion on the matter, 
that of the two situations I preferred to be 
in doubt as to Blane^p’g identity to finding 
her thus with Broenea, whom of course I 
pictured as the “dangerouMval," as certainly 
he was in almost any case.

Besides there were imperative interests at 
Scrub mountain to be looked alter imme
diately. Broener expected me to zet the 
quartz out of the caches down to the «abin 

as possible. He had given me di
rections how to find them, and despite his 
repulsion of everything from me of grati
tude, I felt under too much obligation to 
him to neglect anything bearing on his 
interests.

But the stars on the now long sixteen-mile 
ride homeward had lost their sublimity for 
me. My brain was in a ferment of conjec
ture. Was it Blanche Sefton? and if so,why 

Broener with her? He had gone behind 
the scenes to see an “old friend." Blanche 
was a mysterious girl She had passed much 
of her time away from home and in New 
York, having frequent access thereunto by 
her father’s sloop. She had a way of coming 
and going and locating herself about where 
she pleased with that matter-of-course, 
thoritative air which half stifled gossip and 
enabled her to do what other girls dared not 
and could not. People said, “Oh, it’s Blanche’s 
way.” Certainly it was, and whom might 
she have met and known, unknown to all 
Eastport, in these “ways”!

Half-past three o’clock and the morning 
had dawned as I drew rein on the hill and 
looked down on Bull Bar, half a mile below 
me. The river, shrunk by the summer 
drought, ran a mere thread with faint mur
mur over rock and rifile. Log cabin and tent 
lay there silent in the cool shadow of early 
dawn. One mountain top, full thirty miles 
away, had caught the sun’s heralding ray for 
the day. t But down there, rocker and long 
tom, pick* and pan, crowbar end shovel were 
flung where last the weary workers left them, 
and the five hundred stalwart men, soon to 
renew their battle with hill, bank and stream, 
were still in the unconsciousness of slumber 
—alive* breathing, it Ls true, but dead to the 

of those rough folk» World their bodies were in—dead to all
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“Come," said Broener. 
at the fandango. Everybody goes there 
either to dance or look on. It’s not the low 
dance house of an old city. You will find 
there the leading merchants of the place, 
the banker, the lawyer, the judge, and all 
the other present pillars of society, in this 
new world of adventurers. Society here, 
you see, is in a state of effervescence, and 
everybody’s at the top. Hence thffeW now 
no bottom. Nor are these Mexican and Chil- 
eanean girls like the ‘abandoned’ of 
American or English cities. They don’t 
drunk, won’t pick yonr pœket, and 

/ though morality sits lightly on them, still 
they have a certain respect for themselves 
which keeps them out of gutters."

We went in. Broener was soon whirling 
of these tawny beauties about in a waltz. 

I followed his example. The dance over, we
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me, plain as words, “Hands off!”

“I shall go to Marysville next week,” he 
said after a pause. “The company play 
there on the 90th.”

“Well,” I thought to myself, as I crept into 
my blankets, “Marysville, love and mystery 
on one side. Pratt, hatred and more mys
tery for Bull Bar on the other. I seem to 
be a fulcrum for events to teeter on.”

1 i \ x âOEË ÏSERIAL STORIES.; i iï/Æ2 • /
Each number will contain an instalment of a Seriali h

! Story by an author of reputation.I¥

COMPLETE STORIES.CHAPTER XIV.
DEFEK SB.
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During the next few days we were busy 

getting quartz down from the “Bank.” 
Broener called daily to see Pratt, who con
tinued in the same condition of imbecility and 
physically seemed neither better nor worse. 
Broener seemed also to have made a favor
able impression on Hillyear. I noticed them 
lingering about the door holding those 
lengthy eve-of-parting conversations always 
betokening that two people have found some 
topic of common interest and a consequent 
bond of sympathy between them. Only, in 
t.hia case, I knew or rather felt that the bond 
was manufactured by Broener for the occa
sion and concluded it was for the purpose of 
winning the dog-like allegiance of Hillyear 
from Pratt and transferring it to himself, 
thereby making more secure whatever of 
Pratt’s secrets or inferences concerning the 
“Bank” Hillyear might possess.

Meantime a steady estrangement was grow
ing between myself and Broener. It came 
of my thought, suspense, uncertainty and 
jealousy regarding Blanche Sefton—or rath
er the presumed Blanche Sefton. It was 
gradual in growth, like the coolness of the 
early autumn certain to terminate in the 
iciness of winter, a winter which must ever 
come between two people when one or both 
fear loss at the hands of the other. Of this, 
the cau^e lay with me. I was a brooder of 
the worst type. I would live over and over 
in mind all that imagination, stirred up to 
redoubled action by jealousy, created for me 
regarding the matter.

Arrangements have been effected by which an 
interesting complete story is assured for each issue.I followed his example.

“treated" our partners at the bar, as cus
tomary, to harmless soda, the roly beverage 
they took, made a pretence of drinking 
selves and left for the theatre.

As we were entering the theatre Broener 
said: “You must go home alone to-night. I 
ch.n not return till some time to-morrow.

SPORTING.our-

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

«
CHAPTER XU!

I SUBTRiee.
“Othello." It was a farce NEWS SUMMARY.ane play was 

ïeative to properties end mounting. Two 
wings of tho signboard style of art had to 
serve all the scenic demands of the piece. 
The “dreadful bell” was the tocsin of the 
Placer hotel, borrowed for the occasion, and 
its tones being recojnized by some of the 
boarders drew fromrthem the cry, “Time 
for Bangs hash." the jealous Moor was 
commented on as tie “nigger," and during 
tip entire performance was made a target 
flm the demonstntive portion of the 
MKence for a ruining fire of combined 
criticism and admoiition, not friendly in its 
character, and eviiently based on the sec
tional prejudices» cl those who, coming from 
the south, looked witVno favor on a “nigger” 
for daring to aspire te the hand of a white 

Their ethnokgical research had 
Ltween Moor and

as soon

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.was

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

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

au-maiden. I began to dislike 
Broener for hia superiority in many things 
over myself—a superiority I was obliged to 
acknowledge^ Dwelling on this made me 
realize more and more his inherent gift of 
command—command first of himself, next 
of his fellows—command not ostentatiously 
asserted with pomp and bluster, but com
mand based on tact, the art of saying the 
right word and doing the right thing at the 
right time and place. Broener seemed to 
know where lay the door to every person’s 
good will; more ho knew how to open it. 
This reflection seemed to germinate 
disagreeable idea, that despite all Broener 
had dono for me, I was but his creature. He 
was ruling and influencing me as be did 
others. I (and this last thought smote me 
hard) stood to him as Hillyear had to Pratt 
when Pratt was himself.

So the cloud, the cloud I alone made out 
of my thought, came between us and grew 
darker and darker, and more and more chilly.

discriminatednever
Ethiopian. Iago was tL favorite of tne 
house, more and more a. the drama ad
vanced, and as he, playint0n the Moor’s 
emotions, made him more aq m0re miser
able one enthusiastic commetator bawled 

’ encouragement: “That right! sockout 1dm!”it to
I occupied with Broener one .{ the two 

dingy recesses on either side of thtjtage, dig
nified by the name of “boxes, &J held qt 
S30 each for the night. His keen pprecia- 
tion of the part continually plays by fee 
audience, his hearty relish of the tq-Afailure 
to impress them with aught of the -riom- 
ness of the play, and his instant deteev,,, at 
every ludicrous point brought about t the 
misfit of the drama relative to the tuneem. 
per and character of nine-tenths of the ink
ers on, made his society to me equivalent, a 
fine comedy played simultaneously with æ

[TO BE CONTINUED.!
Be ou Yonr Guard

Against sudden colds, irritating coughs 
and soreness of the throat. Keep Hag- 
yard’s Pectoral Balsam at hand for these 
prevalent troubles of winter and spring. 
It is the best safeguard.I. a more

“And are you really so badly broke, 
my friend ?” ho said, as lie tendered the 
tramp a penny, “Broke ?” was the bitter 
response, “I’m as badly broke as tlie ten 
commandments.”—life.

i piece set before us.
WCTe critic^ fe their way, of no mean onto, tope_ or fear or any of the varied emotions

i t

m m

*

i
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tc
pressions exist that there is a lack of 
capital in the city. This is entirely

Taking the bank statements for

F
At a library sale in Paris a short time 

since one thousand, four hundred dollars 
paid for a copy of “Les Amours Pas

torales de Daphnis et Chloe,” which 
formerly belonged to Mme. de Pompa
dour, having her arms and monogram 
engraved on the cover. Another copy of 
ihe same work which was formerly in 
the library of the Chateau Giron brought 

thousand, three hundred and fifty

»THE SATURDAY GAZETTE, 1Herro-
»

Published every Saturday Morning, from the 
office No. 21 Canterbury street.

EniToa and Manager.

neous.
the month ending April 30; the Bank of 
New Brunswick had $573,603 on deposit, 
payable after notice and $545,451, paya
ble on call and not bearing interest—a 
total of considerable over a million of 

Those who are in a position to

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

and that it will wear out any other make of writing machine, 
gv-e by side, on any kind of work; and take pleasure in re
ferring inquirers to 100,000 operators and customers in sub- 
stantiâtion of all claims made by us for our instruments.

JOHN A. BOWES: mil
ST. JOHN, N. B.. SATURDAY, JUNE 9,1888.

The Saturday Gazette is the only Saturday 
in the Maritime provinces, devoted exclu- Carbon Paper and Typewriter Supplies 

all in Stock.
money.
form an opinion say there is probably not 
less than $4,000,000 on deposit in the 
different banks of the city independent 
of the Savings Bank. If any considera
ble portion of this immense capital were 
put in manufacturing and other industrial 
enterprises of a local character, it would 
give a great impetus to the trade of the 
place; and without casting any reflec
tions on our present bank managements, 
would lessen the danger of its falling into 
the hands of unscrupulous adventurers 
from abroad, capable of casting a glam
our over weak minded bank managers. 
We want faith in our own people—faith 
among ourselves. Let it not be said in 
the case of St. John that a prophet is

'.aper
Ively to family and general matters.
It will be sent to any address in Canada or the 

United States, on receipt of the subscription price, 
$1.00 per annum ; 50 cents for six months.

Contributions on all subjects, in which Cana
dians are interests, will always be welcome. Cor
respondents will oblige by making their articles 
aa brief as the subject will allow, and are also par
ticularly requested to write on one side of the 
paper only. The writer’s same and address must 
accompany every communication. Rejected MSS 
will be returned to the writers.

Ribbons,
one
dollars._____________ _

This is how prohibition strikes an Am
erican exchange. The suppression of 
saloons in Dakota has had the customary 
deteriorating effect on the drug stores in 
that territory, and where once the harm
less soda-water fizzed in innocent merri
ment the alcoholic stimulant practices 
its pernicious activity. When the great 
reckoning comes prohibition will have 
to answer for the downfall of many an 
erstwhile childlike soda-water fountain.

ARTHUR P. TIPPET & Co.,WILL CURE OR RELIEVE 
DIZZINESS, 
DROPSY. 
FLUTTERING

OF THE HEART, 
ACIDITY OF „„ 

THE STOMACH,

BILIOUSNESS,
DYSPEPSIA,
INDIGESTION,
JAUNDICE,
ERYSIPELAS,
SALT RHEUM,
HEARTBURN, DRYNESS 
HEADACHE,

:

Agents for Maritime Provinces.

mOF THE SKIN,
And every species of disease arising from disordered LIVER, KIDNEYS, 

STOMACH, BOWELS OR BLOOD.
j0^*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 plainly on a postal card 
and send for a specimen copy.

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 circulation among all classes. Rates given and 
and locations assigned on application.

A^r*The Retell Price of the The Saturday 
Gazette 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 
Newsboys on the street on the day of publication. 

Address all communications to
THE SATURDAY GAZETTE.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

T. MILBURN & CO..

TOURISTS’ GUIDEThomas dk Saint-Bris, of New York, is 
about to publish an elaborate work on the 
origin of the name of America, which he 
proves did not originate with Vespucci, 
but rather that he took the name from 
the country. Amaraca was the name of 
the divinity adored by the aborigines 
with whom Columbus first came in con
tact, and the earlier voyages set the land 
down on their maps as “the country of 
the Amaraca.”

-TO-
without honor in his own country.

One word more. A resolution was 
moved at the last meeting of the St. John 
Board of Trade toward holding an exhi
bition in the summer of 1889. This is a 
move in the right direction. It is a grand 
thing for the people to have a common 
object before them. This is an object in 
which everyone amongst us will be in
terested. Go at it, gentlemen, with your 
old time vigor. With a determination 
to win. Energy and activity mean life; 
stagnation means death and decay.

ST. iTOZEUsT
-AND THE-

Province of New Bnswi,
containin'!!:

Map?, Illustrations, Railroad and Steamboat Lines 
Places of interest in the City and Province, 

jtc., and all other information useful 
to Tourists, Ac.

Compiled by Jas. M. Mclhall.
Price, Paper 25 Cents, Cloth 50 Cents.

For Sale by
At the morning session of the Reform

ed Presbyterian Synod of the United 
States at Pittsburg, Pa., June 1st, a reso
lution was adopted deprecating the pub
lication of Sunday newspapers, and in
structing the Presbyteries to prosecute 
by proper discipline all members who ad
vertise in tlje same. The committee ap
pointed at the last Synod to secure legis
lation against Sunday postal service re
ported that a bill was pending in Con
gress providing for the proper observance 
of the Sabbath in the Post Office Depart
ment

Advertisers desiring changes, to ensure 
insertion of their favors in Th*c Gazette 
of the current week will be obliged to 
have their copy at the office of publication 
by Thursday noon.

J. & A. McMILLAN, RANGES, STOVES, *c.SAINT JOHN. N. B.
THE HARBOR COMMISSION.

jCite aid Beall Mere A FULL ASSORTMENT OF RANGES AND STOVES, viz.:EDITORIAL NOTES. The harbor commission question has 
arisen again. This time it is brought up 
by the Board of Trade. The Gazette has 
done its share to enlighten the ratepay
ers and citizens of St John on this im
portant subject We have demonstrated 
that it is in the interest of the city of St. 
John that the harbor should be put into 
commission. We have proved beyond 
question that the adoption of the harbor 
commission scheme would cause a saving 
of at least $12,000 annually to the rate
payers of the city. No one has attempt
ed to disprove our figures. They cannot 
be disproved. All that the opponents of 
the scheme have ever offered in support 
of their views is mere sentimental rub
bish. St. John has had altogether too 
much of sentiment in the past What 
we want now is money. Our streets 
must be paved but we cannot pave streets 
w ithout money. The sale of the harbor 
would give us the cash to do this impor
tant work.

Tjyere are other phases oi the, harbor 
question that the opponents of a, commis
sion refuse to look at To make St John 
harbor what it should be—what it must 
he, requires the expenditure of thousands 
of dollars to do the trade of the Short 
Line Railway. We must have dry docks, 
wet docks, grain elevators and steam 
derricks. These are all necessary at the 
terminus of a trans-continental railway. 
The freight the railway will bring cannot 
be handled without them. But these 
conveniences cannot be had without 
money. And if St John borrows the 
money the citizens will be responsible 
for the debt. Then if the business is 
slew in making St John its headquorters 
the citizens will have to make good the 
deficit out of their own pockets.

The future of the city depends largely 
on the attitude the citizens take at the 
present time. If they refuse to be guided 
by common sense but follow their preju
dices and vain sentiment the trade will 
be lost for a merchant might as well 
attempt to do business without stock as 
for the city to expect to handle its share 
of the trade of Canada without the neces
sary appliances. Should our people con
tinue to be guided by prejudice and sen
timent then the trade will be lost, and if 
lost will be difficult to regain. The Board 
of Trade’s Committee have an important 
work to perform—a work upon which, in 
a large measure, depends the future of 
St. John.

Splendid Buffalo, Junior Buffalo, 
Happy Thought, Grand 

Duchess, etc.

Mme. Albam recently sung “Home, 
Sweet Home” at the inauguration of the 
exhibition for the benefit of the London 
Home for Incurables in such a way that 
a lady present at once wrote her check 
for $5000 for the charity.

Best and cheapest in the Market, suita
ble for

Parlor or Garden.
Largest Stock in the Province, consisting 

of
PELARGONIUMS, GERANIUMS, HELIOTRO- PEsf FUCHSIAS,; PRIMROSES, PANSIES, 

STOCKS, ASTERâ, VERBENAS, ZINNIAS, 
LARKSPUR, PHLOX, .LOBELIA, SAPONA- 
RIA,

And a great variety of other plants too numerous to 
mention.

Together with a full supply of
H33ST HARDWARE.

CALL AND EXAMINE.

A. C. BOWES & Co-, 21 Canterbury St.

This year is the bi-centenary of Alex
ander Pope’s birth. He was bom on May 
22, 1688. Mr. Labouchere, of London 
Truth, occupies Pope’s villa at Twicken
ham and has thrown the house open to 
the public in honor of the author of the 
-‘Essay on Man.”

Hitherto an officer of the French army 
has not been allowed to marry unless the 

of his choice had a private in- 
of at least 1,200 francs a year. Just

ZEŒTC
woman 
come
why this barrier of $140 a year was plac
ed in the way of his free exercise of will 
in making a matrimonial choice could 
never be frilly understood by the unfor
tunate French officer who happened to 
love a penniless maiden. Every 
and woman in the world who has a soul 
above buttons will rejoice to know that 
this mercenary regulation has been re
scinded by the French Government 
Hereafter a French officer may many a 
girl no matter how poor she is.

PRICES VERY LOW.
CITY GREEN HOUSES, Golding Street, or 

GREEN HOUSE, Old Burial Ground, Sydney 
Street, Saint John, N. B. ESTABLISHED 186b.1

THOMAS KANE,It is possible that ere long Jay Gould 
the king of Wall street, will be referred 
to as the late Jay Gould. From all 
accounts the great stock gambler is very 
sick and net likely to recover. There are 
thousands who would rejoice to learn 
that Gould had been gathered to his 
fathers.

man No. 5 Mill Street,
Plumbing and Gas Fitting WHOLESALE GROCERSAND

Hot Water Heating.
All work done in first-class style. Jobbing of 

all kinds promptly attended to at lowest charges.

-AN.D-

West India Merchants
OFFICE OFNbw York and Chicago can both be 

held up as marvels in their growth of 
population. According to the thirteenth 
annual report of the Chicago .Board of 
Trade, Chicago contains now about 800,- 
000 souls as against 3,853 in 1840. In 1840 
the population of New York City was 
312,710; at present it is in the neighbor
hood of 1,600,000. Both New York and 
Chicago are admirably situated for a 
steady increase of population—the former 
harbor being one of the finest in the whole 
world, and as to Chicago, Lippincott’s 
Gazetteer puts it correctly in stating that 
“one of the principal causes of the pros
perity and growth of the city (of Chicago) 
is its position at the head of the great 
chain of lakes, which form the grandest 
medium of internal navigation in the 
world.” ______

Office, 50 King Street,
Warehouse, 17 Water Street,

James Whitcomb Rilby says that a poet 
has no right to inflict the public with 
verses which do not suit himself. This 
is all very well in its way, but the fact is 
that poets are apt to be too easily suited 
with their own productions. Mr. Riley 
.is an exception in this particular.

D. R. JACK, ,

Insurance Agent, Uptown Store,
REMOVED, 50 KING STREET.

The legislature of New York has abol
ished death by hanging, and in future 
criminals sentenced to death will be exe
cuted by electricity. New York is the 
first state to adopt this method of carrying 
out the extreme penalty of the law, which, 
sooner or later will be adopted by all civil 
ized powers.

Business Respectfully Solici
ted by

G-eo. Robertson & Co.,
Office 50 King Street.

i. ifl Price WIi Street. «
63;-
II
8Æ 1
rO »
pd.eaw

£ESTABLISHED 1877: For FamilyNow is the time when “ the sweet girl 
graduate" puts on her Commencement 
dress and, manuscript in hand, proceeds 
to give an audience composed of adults 
points on the great problems of human 
existence. The community at large is 
always morally and intellectually invig
orated after the annual application of 
graduating essays to the sore spots of 
society.____________

Thk work of a reader to a publishing 
house is no bagatelle. One of these toi
lers has just waded through a manuscript 
of two hundred thousand words, written 
by a Tribune editor. Another house has 
just sent back to the author a novel of 
one hundred and seventy-five thousand 
words, asking him to cut out seventy-five 
thousand before they can consider it

Having made extensive improvements 
in my establishment and imported a fresh 
Stock of New and Fashionable Special Sale !jdje&ht o-oozds,

MILLINERY
THE BUSINESS OUTLOOK.

MIXED CANDIES, POP COEN, 
ORANGES, DEMONS, 

-ALSO-

The railway developement of the last 
quarter of a century has opened up to 
competition the commercial pastures of 
the Maritime Provinces, that were at one 
time held exclusively by the merchants 
of St John, the consequences of which 
are that competition has reduced the 
average profits on merchandise to a very 
fine point. While this, of itself, has been 
somewhat against the interests of the 
Saint John merchants, it has been of 
general benefit to the provinces at large. 
They now recognise that the old system 
of large profits and long credits has pass
ed away. The struggle with outside 
competition has been a severe one, and 
some worthy men have fallen in the fight, 
but we are proud to say that Saint John 
holds her own and can maintain her past 
position as the commercial metroplis of 
the Maritime Provinces. No better evi
dence can be adduced showing the recu
perative powers of Saint John than by 
noticing the enormous amount of busi- 

that is done by the different railway 
and steamship lines having their termi- 

in this city. When we consider the

-AND-

ted stock of
FANCY ARTICLES OYSTERS SHELLEDpersonally selected, and purchased on 
favorable terms, I am prepared to offer 
them to my customers and the public at 
prices to suit every one. Inspection in
vited.

Mens’, Youths’ and Boys By the Quart or Gallon and sent 
home from

IS King Square.
J. D. TURNER.

Ready-Made Clothing
JOHN K. STOREY, —a-lN----

MEN’S all tfool Tweed Suits,
NS CREW and DIAGO- 
AL Suits,

ODD COATS, ODD VESTS.

21 KING STREET.
ESTABLISHED 1834.

CO.H. 0. MARTIN & Co.
PORTRAIT ARTISTS.

Studio, 52 King Street,

UNION LINE. The Subscriber has opened a large stock of

French, English, Scotch, 
Irish and Canadiaii 

Tweeds.

Daily Trips Between St. John aqt 
Fredericton (each way).

FARE, OWE DOLLAR.
The Common Council were perfectly 

right in protecting the interests of the 
city, by requiring the contractor for street 
paving to make a deposit to secure the 
city before entering upon the work. There 
has been altogether too much laxity in 
such matters in the past, and the time 
had come to make the change. The rule, 
however,should be applied to contracts of 
every nature, but particularly in all street 
work.

ILL WOOL WORKING PINTS
SAINT JOHN, N. B. These goods are of the very best quality 

and newest patterns, and will be made 
up to order at very low prices.

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 
Commencing about June 5th, and until farther 

notice, presumably until October 1st.
fTIHE Splendid Steamers ‘DAVID WESTON” 
A andV‘ACADIA” alternately leave St. John 
(Indiantown) for Fredericton, and Frkdkricton 
for Indiaxtown,
EVERY MOKNING, Sunday Excepted, 

At NINE O’CLOCK, Local lime,
Calling at intermediate stops.

Connection made with New Brunswick Rail
way for Woodstock, Grand Falls, Ac.; with 
Northern A Western Railway for Doaktown, 
Chatham, Ac.: and with Steamer FlorenceviUe, 
when water is high, for Eel River. Woodstock, Ac.

Through Tickets, Single and Return, issued to 
all Stations at special reduced rates.

Round Trip Tickets to Fredericton, also to 
Woodstock and Grand Falls, good to return by N. 
B Railway via MeAdain, issued at special reduced

YOUTHS’ all Wool Tweed Suits,
BOYS’ all Wool Tweed Suita,

SHORT AND LONG PANTS.

Now is your chance to get a bargain 
never before offered in St. John.

PORTRAITS IN

H. BUTT,INDIA INK,
WATER COL.OKS, Merchant Tailor,

68 Gfcnnain Streepness EHAYOI, Oils, <&c.,
Copied from any style of small picture. 

Satisfaction guaranteed.
nus
deplorable loss inflicted upon our city by 
the fire of 1877, the even more wide 
spread financial losses due to a decline 
in the value and carrying power of our 
ships, which in a majority of cases have 
been changed from profitable assets to 
harrassing liabilities, and, in addition to 
these take the miserable and disastrous 
Maritime Bank failure, resulting from 
wretched mismanagement, quite foreign 
to the trade of Saint John, yet casting an 
odium on the general financial reputation 
of our city, we reiterate, that when we 
see the enormous business that is being 
done in St- John, it becqaies evident that 

so varied and lasting

D. WHELLYISomething should be done by the legis
lature in the direction of preserving the 
forests. The great forests of New Bruns
wick have been a source of untold wealth 
in the past, and now that they are be
coming depleted, laws should be passed 
to prevent the reckless waste that has 
been going on for the past few years. Wo 
can no 
go on.

1888 SPRING STYLES 1888 9> Canterbury St.

Scotch and English Tweed Suitings,
Corkscrews and Diagonal Suitings,
Serges and Yacht Cloth Suitings,
English Hairline and Fancy Trouser- jobbing ^ PROMPTLY

A-WENfJDElfr TO.
Sitisfactiou guaranteed.

Plunrber & Gas Fitter,
Stytm and Hot Water Heating.

ilüüsils
stead and Return. 50 Ce

Saturday Evening and Monday 
Morning Trip.

For accommodation of bu siness men and others,
Steamer “ACADIA” will leave Indiantown every 
Saturday Evening, at 6 u clock, for 
calling at intermediate stops.
^foBtfnâïan6to@, th . affording 

opportunity to spend a day of rest and change in 
in the country without encroaching on business.
Il0FABE—Indiantown to Hampstead, etc., and 

Return, 50 C'eut». ... , .e
N. B.—This service begins on Junetlth, auU. it 

sufficiently encouraged, will continue up to 1st

OFFICE AT WHARF, INDIANTOWN. -|£ Q JJOUItKE & CO 
K. B. HUMPHREY, Manager.,

| John City

*>

HATTERS,STS.

longer afford to have this waste

mg,Having received the larger portion ot 
our Spring Stock of New Styles Always in Stock.for Hampstead, 

Returi ing, will 
Mo- v M

Thk General Synod of the Reformed 
i’resbvterian Church at Pittsburg, Pa., 
adopted a resolution reaffirming their
.conviction that the constitution of the our resources are .
United States is a virtual agreement or that the most miserable pessimist, it ne 
compact to administer the Government honestly opens his eyes and looks at the 
without reference to Christ or the Chris- facts as they exist, will east oil lus pall of 
tian religion, and that incorporation with despondency and have faith m the future 
the Government, on the basis of this Con- j prosperity of our city, 
atitutii.n is therefore an act of disloyalty j We might say one word about the 
’o Qu’s’, financial resources of Saint John, lm-

Hats, Caps, &c LOW PRICES.OUN-
GOOD FIT.

City Market Clothing Hall,
FOR SALE.■i

i We are now prepared to offer at Lowest 
Prices as Large and Fashionable Assort
ment of Head Wear as was ever offered 
in the Maritime Provinces.

T7K)R SALE, a place of Tfive acres, with house, Jj barn and other outbuildings, on the West 
Shore of Keunebeccasis Bay, near Chanel Grove, 
and about eleven miles from the city. Enquire of

MBS. EDWARDS,

51 Charlotte St reel,

T. Y0UNGCLAT&
:

•9
Proprietor* On the premises.

61 Charlotte Street, /l
1l

______^ j
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the Saturday gazette, st. john. n. b. o

improvement that has taken place with
in the past few years. In old times 
Germain Street was the most fashionable 
street in the city. I remember hearing 
it told of a fashionable lady abroad who, 
though never having visited St John, 
had many acquantances living here, ask
ing s friend from this city who was visit
ing her if there was only one,street in St 
John. The St John man looked sur
prised and replied that there were sever
al streets in St John. “Well,” the lady 
replied, apeligetically, I would scarcely 
have thought so as everybody I know 
seems to reside on Germain Street, and
I had almost come to think Germain Politics and religion are somewhat out 
Street was the only street in St. John.” of"my line but I met a friend the other 
Germain Streetis certain to become the day who is quite an enthusiast on politics I have on several occasions called at- 
Fifth Avenue of Str John—so far as resi- and he insisted on discussing some of the tention to the number of illegitimate 
dences go, more important questions of the day. births in this city. The report of the re-

Said he, “The Liberal party in Canada is 
as dead as Julius Cæsar. I call myself a 
liberal but I will never vote for a Liberal 
candidate until the party comes to the 
penitent bench and purges itself of the 
thieves, cranks, traitors, and imbeciles 
who have been running it for the past 
five or six years. Until this is done you 
will never see a Liberal Government in 
Canada.” These are strong words and 
while not over-poetical may be very near 
the truth. I may say also that the gentle
man who uttered them was once one of the 
strongest and most influential of the 
Liberal electors of St John.

profitable watering places on the Atlantic 
coast if enough money is spent advertis
ing the attractions of the place and in 
making it more attractive. Nature has 
dealt more kindly with St. Andrews than 
it has with most places, and the expendi
ture of a few thousand dollars in assisting 
nature would make it one of the prettiest 
places on the continent. It is now the 
healthiest. They have a graveyard but 
it is seldom used and if a child escapes 
the ills incident to infancy and once 
reaches manhood or womanhood he or 
she is pretty certain to die of old age.

* » *

IN THE BY-W1YS AND HEDGES. the other day. His Grace declares that 
it is an insult to say that annexation is 
our ultimate destiny. His Grace is right 
to admit that annexation is our destiny 
is to own our inability to build a nation 
—to admit that those rare qualities of 
nation building so marked in the Anclo- 
Saxon are dormant in the Canadian. 
There is a greater, broader destiny for 
Canadians than annexation The time 
is not far distant when Canada will be
come a part of a great nation upon which 
the sun never sets. It is to such lead
ers of men as Archbishop O’Brien that 
we must look for help to bring about 
the grand results.

LADIESWhat the Lounger Hears Other People 
Talking About and His Views on 

Things in General.

While strolling about the streets of St. 
John on Saturday evening I noticed 
among the crowd Sir Leonard and Lady 
Tilley. There is no man in the Province 
to day whose life and thought have had 
such an influence on the city of St John 
as that of Sir Leonard Tilley. Bom in 
comparatively humble circumstances he 
has raised himself step by step to the 
highest position, socially and politically, 
in his native prov ince. Still as he passed 
through the crowded streets on Saturday 
night there were but few to recognise 
him, and fewer still to give him a friend
ly nod of recognition. Still for the past 
half century he has been the leader 
of the 
provin
man has been more sincerely loved or 
more genuinely hated than the present 
governor. His friends have always been 
true to him and have stood by his side 
through innumerable elections, while on 
the other hand his opponents have been 
equally true to their opposing leader. 
Sir Leonard was not allowed a walk over 
very frequently when he sought the suf
frages of the people, but he generally de
feated bey opponents. He has also been 
a singularly successful politician, hav
ing held office conti nously since the con
federation of the provinces. Now that it 
is generally understood that he has per
manently retired from active politics, 
some of his oldest enemies are softening 
towards him, and should he live in his 
retirement for ten years longer, and all 
hope that he will, it will be possible to 
get an independent opinion of his services 
to his country during the long period he 
has taken so important a part in direct
ing its affairs. It is a matter of congratu
lation that Sir Leonard Tilley will, when 
he retires from the position of governor, 
become a perhianent resident of St. John.

Please Call and Examine
---- OUR----V
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Li mL1 Folds up When 
Sitting Down.’ " * 1

**
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;*■* gistrar of births, deaths and marriages 
shows that in the last month there wereLooking back 11 years one finds great 

changes in St. John. Most of these had 
their origin in the fire. Prior to 1877 
Prince William Street was the principal 
business thoroughfare of the city, King 
Street excepted. Charlotte Street was 
gradually forcing itself into notice, and 
Union Street was also coming into promi
nence, Half of Prince William Street is 
still vacant lots, and the fact that busi
ness has gone up-town makes Charlotte 
Street the chief thoroughfare between 
what is popularly known as Lower Cove 
snd Kipg’s Square. It is unlikely that 
lower Prince, William Street will ever 
regain its lost prestige. As far south as 
Duke Street will in all probability be 
built up with office buildings, while below 
that the present vacant lots will be cover
ed with warehouses. To my mind busi
ness will most likely follow' Charlotte 
Street to Union, going down that street 
to Brussels Street and down Brussels 
Street to the Marsh Bridge, and then 
gradually extend out the Marsh Road 
Union Street, west of Charlotte, will pro
bably assume more or less importance as 
a business street owing to the location of 
the railway passenger depot

-Mfc in O. Canada, anitmn. 65 CHARLOTTE STREET.inant political party in this 
d dominion. In bis day no

ctapi;
.«Rm no less than seven illegitimate births in 

this city. This seems a large number 
for our small imputation and does not 
speak well for the morality of some class
es of citizens. This large number of ille
gitimate births has some thing to do 
with the large number of child murders 
annually reported in St John. Scarcely 
a week passes which fails to record a 
child murder. Unfortunate women an
xious to hide their shame resort to mur
der to accomplish their end. Few ar
rests have ever been made for this crime 
and no effort is made by the police to 
trace down unnatural mothers who de
stroy their offspring. It is a difficult 
question to deal with as in the majority 
of cases not the slightest clue is left of 
the perpetrator of the crime.

HATS. HATS.
JVLAZKTZKS &c OCX? y

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

SILL DRESS HATS,
STIFF FELT HATS,

FLEXIBLE FELT HATS.#. *
Mrs. William Wallace of Moncton is a 

daisy. She is also a relative of Stipen
diary Magistrate Wortman of Moncton. 
Mrs. Wallace is further the proprietor of 
the Royal Hotel Moncton. The other 
day Mrs. Wallace was summoned to ap
pear at the bar of the Moncton police 
court on a charge of violating the Scott 
Act She drove up to the court house, 

. and entering the crowded court room, 
sat down beside the prosecuting attorney, 
Mr. Grant She wore besides her jewelry 
and handsome dress a heavy whip. 
When she was called to the witness box 
she took her whip along with her. She 
does not love Mr. Grant and refused to 
answer some of his questions. Where
upon the sitting magistrate committed 
her for contempt This caused the mus
cular Mrs. Wallace to draw her weapon 
and to commence a vigorous attack on 
Mr. Grant She beat him with the whip 
until he got it from her and then she 
pummelled the table with his head until 
marshal Thebedeau interfered and re
stored quiet Having vented her spleen 
on Mr. Grant the lady consented to 
answer the questions if the committal 
for contempt were removed. The magis
trate, hungry for information or fearful of 
meeting a "similar fate to that of Mr. 
Grant, consented and the trial went on, 
notwithstanding the severe blow the 
dignity of the court had sustained. In 
these days when judges and justices are 
so much taken up in preserving their 
dignity it would seem that Mrs.- Wallace 
ought to have been committed at least 
for life for the severe shock she must have

Flange Brim Hats, Soft Fe 1 s
In Light, Medium and Dark Colors.

Also childrens’ Straw Hats in* *

Gipsy, Sailor and other Fashionable Shapes.
______ MANKS & Co., 57 Ring Street.

I am informed that there are several 
schemes on foot for the development of 
the natural resources of the province. At 
present I am not at liberty to enter into 
details concerning one or two very im
portant schemes. I have private infor
mation about more than to say that 
they are in the hands of men who will 
push them forward. The great fault to 
be found with our people is the slowness 
with which they go to work to develope 
anything. They havn’t enough snap in 
them and very often when they are con
sidering" the expenditure of a few dollars 
some one comes along and gets ahead of 
them. There are hundreds of opportuni
ties for the investment of capital in New 
Brunswick where good returns can be 
had from a small amount of money and 
my advice to the people of St John is to 
keep their eyes open to these chances.

> *

The street railway is to go ahead at 
once I am informed. This is pleasing 
information to those who desire the city 
to go ahead. There is no one thing that 
does more to develope a city than proper
ly laid street railways. The St John 
company have shown good judgment in 
the selection of their routes and great 
activity in building the Indiantown road. 
This has given the people confidence in 
their ability to push the work forward 

given the nerves of the sitting magistrate, to completion.
It is gratifying though to know that 
there is at least one merciful, forgiving 
man who presides in a court

SKINNER’S
Carpet" W arerooms\*

I feel it my duty to congratulate the 
contractor for street cleaning for the ex
cellent manner in which he has done his 
work this year. Commencing on April 
1st the contractor had a difficult task be
fore him getting the streets properly 
cleaned owing to the unfavorable weath
er. In May he bad also difficulties to 
meet, but he has done his work well not
withstanding these drawbacks. Any 
citizen of St John can now point to the 
clean streets of the town as an evidence 
of the advance the city is making. Time 
was when the streets of St. John were the 
filthiest to be found anywhere on the con
tinent Now I think that taking into 
consideration the character of the ma
terial of which the streets are made the 
city is as clean as anyone can make it 
The rapidity of vegetation in St. John 
make it difficult to keep grass from grow
ing in the streets, but a plentiful appli
cation of salt has proved in some cases 
most effective in killing the roots of the 
grass. At all events the citizens may 
rest assured that the contractor will do 
his best to keep the streets clean and 
prevent vegetation in the gutters.

I had a few words to say a week or so 
ago about the excellent work that is be
ing done by the Methodist educational 
institution, at Sackville. Westmorland 
County, is singularly fortunate in the 
possession, not only of the Mount Allison 
Institutions, but also in having within 
its borders the Catholic College of St. 
Joseph, at Memramcook, which is to cele
brate its 23rd annual commencement on 
the evening of June 21st I know some
thing of the excellent work done by St 
Joseph’s and feel in duty bound to con
gratulate the catholics of the province on 
so well conducted and thorough an insti
tution of learning. The system pursued 
in tne college may seem to some as 
severe but there is no question as to the 
results. I am informed that for the first 
time in the history of St. Joseph’s the 
faculty will confer degrees. This is gra
tifying indeed, not only because it marks 
an era of advance in the college but be
cause it will give to the world the names 
of those who with the assistance of the 
instruction received at Memramcook 
have made names for themselves. George 
V. Mclnerny, LL. B. and Hon. P. P. 
Povier will be the Alumni orators at the 
commencement.

Elegant Wilton Carpets, with 6-8 Borders to Match; 
Beautiful Brussels Carpets, New Colorings, 6-8 Borders to 

Match;
Tapestry in Brussels Designs, 6-8 Borders to Match;
A magnificent line of Curtains, in all the New Makes, viz., 

Madras, India Crape, Chenille, Burmah, Turcoman, [etc. 
Spring Stock Complete in every Department. As my Stock 

is direct from the Manufacturers I can guarantee quality. 
Prices as low as last year notwithstanding the advance 

in England.

* *

A. O. SKINNER, 58 King Street.

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE,
60 and 62 Prince William Street.

BUILDERS’ HARDWARE:*
The chief inspector of licenses has been 

notifying the retail liquor dealers that 
they must put iirhts over the doors of 
their saloons. It would have been a 
good idea on the part of the legislature 
to have enacted that instead of ordinary 
lamps an electric light should be put up. 
This would give thirsty citizens a clear 
idea of where each saloon was and also 
have saved the city a (trifle for street 
lighting.

* * *

The importance of a good memory is 
shown in the discovery of “peat moss” at 
Musquash. Some years ago Mr. Wallace 
one of the discoverers of the moss, while 
fishing in the locality found that fish 
packed in moss from the big barren kept 
fresh longer than if packed in other kinds 
of moss. Years afterwards when in his 
business of farming he used “peat moss” 
from Germany, he found that it resembl
ed the moss he used to find at Musquash. 
Mr. G. Clowes Carman visited his farm 
in New Jersey, and when shown the “peat 
moss” confirmed Mr. Wallace’s opin
ion as to t)ie nature of the moss at the big 
barren. The purchase of the land was at 
once decided upon, and the assistaneof a 
wealthy gentleman of the west,, Mr. T. 
G. Bennet, of Jackson, Mich.; enlisted to 
promote the scheme and develop the 
property. The company is composed of 
men who will push the enterprise for
ward as rapidly as possible. A large sum 
of money has already been expended, 
and a much larger sum will be put out 
during the summer. Immediately on 
completing the title to the property, a 
corps of men under the direction of Mr. 
Carman started to survey and make a 
road through the property. This road 
will be completed next week, when the 
building of a factory will be decided on. 
It will take a month to complete the 
buildings and set up the machinery. The 
work of building finished, two crews of 
men, one working by day and the other 
by night w ill be put to work, and as much 
moss as possible will be dug and prepared 
for shipment before the ground freezes 
up. The find is a very valuable one, and 
the employment that will be furnished 
will be of great benefit to the inhabitants 
of the western end of the count}'.

The Lounger.

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

H * * ». * HOUSEKEEPERS’ HARDWARE:I understand that it is the intention of 
the Common Council to spend $3000 in as
phalt sidewalks. This means the laying 
of $6,000 worth of sidewalks, inasmuch 
as the citizens pay an eqnal share with 
the city of the cost of putting down .the 
walks. There is no question that the 
money is well spent Up to a few years 
ago St. John was almost wholly destitute 
of good sidewalks. Now we have several 
miles of them, all of which may be said 
to have been laid without causing any 
additional taxation whatever, 
year owing to the expenditure for paving 
Unice street, it was almost decided not 
to put down any more asphalt walks. 
I am glad this matter was decided 
as it has been. We have put up with bad 
roadways for a cehtury now, and we can 
stand them for a few years longer, until 
at least, the sidewalks in every part of 
the city are made passable. Two or three 
years more ought to compléta the side
walks and then we will be able to spend 
more money on the roadways. In
the meantime, I think it is only right 
and proper that a certain percentage of 
the roadways should be paved each year. 
More particularly the streets through 
which the street railway runs. >

* * *

While I am on this question of streets 
I would again most respectfully call the 
attention of the council to the fact that it 
would be an economical thing to purchase 
a good steam boiler. Experience has de
monstrated that these boilers can be 
worked just as well on a hill as on the 
level, and this being the case it would be 
of the greatest service in making Maca- 
dimized roads.

I observe that Madame La Touche, nee 
Warren, nee Grass, and known in different 
parts of the United States under various 
aliases has at last settled down on a farm 
in her native county of Snnbury. There 
are still many in et John who remember 
the handsome adventuress, Marion War
ren, who was tried here for swindling 
Messrs. Simeon Jones & Co., and secured 
a committal. There are also many in 
Boston who remember the fair lady 
while, in more recent years, she has left 
numerous friends in New York where 
she was known by the name of La Touche, 
the name she still bears. New Bruns
wick has given birth to many sons and 
daughters who have become famous, 
but none it is safe to say have ever ob
tained to so much newspaper notoriety 
as Madame La Touche.

In TINWARE, AGATEWARE, KITCHENWARE, FIRE IRONS, COAL VASES; 
DISH COVERS, Ac., &c.

I hope to see the law in reference to the 
licensing of dogs enforced this year again. 
Mayer Thorne made a vigorous attempt 
to enforce the law last year, but he Was 
only partly successful, inasmuch as the 
unlicensed dogs w ere not impounded and 
destroyed. This year the new liquor law 
has taken up so much of his time that he 
has not had the opportunity to give the 
matter that consideration it deserves. 
There is a class of people in St. John who 
seem to think that' there is something 
wrong with the dbg law because it has 
not been enforced in the past. In this 
they are wrong. The law is all right,and 
can be enforced as well as any other law 
as some blatant persons who set it at de
fiance found to their cost

PLATED WARE :
Be,t 1»

a large stock always on hand : FINE CUTLERY, Table and 
Pocket : SILVER GOODS, iFANCY GOODS, Ac.

OalTandExamine our Stock,
Prices aslLowïas any inkheVTrade 

SPORTING GOODS, suitable ; £br| the|Season. 
Wholesale andJRetail.

This

S. & M. UNCAR,
S3 WATERLOO STREET.

* ♦
* * *

I observe with pleasure that the Medi
cal Society of this province intend pre
venting a “doctor” who advertises ex
tensive cures from practising should he 
visit this province. Two years ago a half 
dozen quacks came to St John and suc
cessfully swindled a large number of in
nocent people into believing that they 
could be cured of various ills. They rent
ed a house for the summer, paid in ad
vance, gave a free show every evening, 
sold tons of useless stuff with the assist
ance of a brass band and created a sen
sation by the rapidity with which one of 
their number pulled teeth. One night 
they folded their tent and stole silently 
away. Afterwards it turned out that 
they had received large sums of money 
in advance for the treatment of cases 
which was to extend over several months. 
Besides this a number of those who had 
been- operated upon by the tooth puller 
were beginning to complain of splintered 
aws. A month after they went away 

an unfortunate man who had had a tooth 
drawn and his jaw splintered died from 
the effects in the General Public Hospi
tal With such experience as this all 
tramps and quacks should be prevented 
from crossing the line and if they do 
cross should be arrested before they have 
an opportunity to increase the death rate. 

* * *
There are many who will differ from 

Arch Bishop O’Brien in questions of the
ology, but there is no loyal, right think
ing citizen who will not say Amen to 
every word uttered by the distinguished 
prelate at the Halifax Academy of Music

I desire to say a word in commenda
tion of the excellent work that Street Lace CurtainsSuperintendent Martin is doing in differ
ent parts of the city. Besides extensive 
repairs to Dock street including the lay
ing of i^1. gutters and, » crossing at 
Union stpîSt,

Cleansed Equal to New at 50c. per pair.
and a general digging up of 

the roadway, the superintendent is re
making Water street. This work alone 
involves a large amount of labor, inas
much as the street has to be raised about

We guarantee not to figure 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:two feet between the International pier 
and the foot of Duke street. This work 
is going forward with as ranch speed as 
possible ccfcistent with economy, and 
economy isRcessary in the administra
tion of the affairs of the street depart
ment. It may also be worth mentioning 
that in this connection Mr. Martin is do
ing all the work of the department with
out employing extra men.

* * * ,
In passing through the old Burial 

Ground the other day I noticed that Mr. 
Cruikshank is making the old place look 
very handsome. I am quite satisfied if 
the caretaker of the grounds were given 
half a chance be would greatly add to 
the beauty of the grounds, but it is not 
very encouraging to put out a lot of 
valuable plants and a few days after
wards find them torn up by the roots. 
Until the fences are put in proper repair 
the grounds cannot be made to look well 
or be kept well. Besides the remunera
tion is insufficient for the work done.

60e. per dozen.
2 Handkerchiefs or 2 Towels will be counted as one Piece.

ESTABLISHED 1801.

LEE & LOGANr

I am glad to be able to say that North 
street is to have a sewer laid through it 
and that the property owners along the 
street are to be compelled to enter and 
use the sewer. North street is now the 
dirtiest and most unhealthy street in the 
city from the want of a sewer. It is 
therefore a matter of congratulation to 
citizens wherever they live that the 
street is to bo drained.

?,
DIRECT DIPORTERS OF

Groceries, Wines & Liquors.
We have in Stock the following Choice Wines, &c.

FINE OLD PORT WINE.
EXTRA TABLE SIIERRY".WINE. 
SCOTCH GINGER WINE.

PURE ENCORE WHISKEY.
OLD 1IENNESSY BRANDY ***
OLD VINE GROWERS BRANDY 
OLD SMALL STILL WHISKEY. 
OLD IRISH WHISKEY.
KEWNEY’S OLD JAMAICA RI M. 
KINNAHAN'S L. L. WHISKEY. 
DeKUYPER'S HOLLAND GIN.) 
EXTRA PURE LIME JUICE. 
BAGGAT'S, HUTTON B WHISKEY. 
GEO ROE IRISH WHISKEY 
OLD ULENLEVIT WHISKEY.

!
**

CHAMPAIGNE, Quarts and Pint... 
GUINNESS' DUBLIN PORTER, QG. and Pto. 
BASS’ PALE ALE Quart.- and Pints.
CHOICE ASSORTED SYRUPS.
SIX YEAR OLD RYE WHISKEY. 
KENTUCKY BOURBON WHISKEY. 
MARTELL — BRANDY.
HAY FAIRMAN WHISKEY.
SUPERIOR CT1ERRVIBRANCY.

I am informed by a New York friend 
that the St. Andrews Improvement Com
pany which has its head-quarters in that 
city purposes to make a beginning at 
our favorite watering place this year. 
There is not the slightest doubt that St. 
Andrews can be made one of the most

Perfect Health
Can only be attained by carefully attend
ing to the laws of nature as expressed in 
the wants of the system. To do this 
successfully requires the use of Burdock 
Blood Bitters occasionally, to secure the 
regulating and strengthing 
splendid medicine.l

| t \ * »
In passing down Germain Street the 

other day I was gratified to notice the effect of this DOCK STREET.
%

%



THE STARR KIDNEY PAD.
The opinion all who Tutve tried it, is, that it is the Universal Remedy 

for Kidney Diseases, and “ only” sure cure.
Not a “ Patent Medicine” but a Healing Power on the

Honest,principle of Absorption. 
Efficacious and Harmless.

natural

Kidney Pad accomplishes poaitive'"decisive ‘results. A more valuable discovery as a true remedy for 
Kidney Diseases was never made.—Medical Gazette.

A Sure Cure for Diseases of the Kidneys, Bladder, Urinary and Sex
ual Organs. No'Poisons used, contains Absorbtive, Vegeta

ble ingredients. The Starr Kidney Pad not only 
relieves but “ positively cures”

Lame Back, Bed Wetting Leucorrhcea^Inflammation, Grar 
vel, Diabetes, Britt's Disease of the Kidneys, 

Catarrh of the Bladder, Non-retention and 
Suppression of Urine, etc., etc.

NERVOUS DEBILITY, MENTAL DEPRESSION, etc.
ipjjF- If not sold by dealers in your* neighborhood enclose One Dollar to the 

undersigned and a Pad will be forwarded to your address by mail, postage paid.

BA-H/ICEH/ &c CO.,
___________Prince William Street, St. Jffthn. N. B.

FURNITURE
ALL CLASSES! ALL PRICES !

PARLOR SUITS:
HAIR-CLOTH, TAPESTRY, RAW SILK, BROCATELLE MOfAIR and SILK 

“ PLUSH. %,

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

Cheft'oiners, Wardrobes, Bookcases and Desks, Music Cabinets, 
Sideboads, Hall Racks, &c„ &c. Rattan and Reed Chairs, 

Carpet Rockers. Also, a complete assortment Of 
CHEAP GOODS.

CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE.

JOUIT WHITE.
93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

SIMEON JONES
BREWER.

ALE & PORTER IN WOOD & (BOTTLE

l
f

'

/

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

QUART AND PINT BOTTLES

JOHNSON'S FOE HTML
---- AND-----

EXTEMALÜSE.
Cures Diphtheria, Croup, Asthma, Bronohltle. Neuralgia, Pneumonia, Rheumatism, Bleeding at the 
Lunge HoeiDeneee. Influenza, Hacking Cough, Whooping Oough, Catarrh, Cholera Morbue, Dyeen.

containing Infor
mation of very 
great value. Ev
erybody should 
have this book, 
and those who 
send for it winANODYNEtery. Chronic Di

arrhoea, Ktûney 
Troubles, and 
Spinal Diseases.
We will send free, 
postpaid, to all 
who send their 
names, an Illus
trated Pamphlet
All who buy or order direct from us, and request It, shall receive a certificate that the money shall 
be refunded if not abundantly satisfied. Retail price, 25 eta.; « bottles, $150. Express prepaid to 
any part of the United States or Canada X» S, JOHNSON & GO., P. O. Box 2118, Boston, Mass»

ever after thank
their lucky stars.

LINIMENTTHE'A

MOST WONDERFUL 
FAMILY REMEDY

EVER KNOWN.

A. G-. BOWES & Co.,
21 Canterbury Street

SOLE AGENTS IN ST. JOHN FOR THE ICHESS RANGE.
i

*3HT.T-

MODEM
IMPROVE
MENTS.‘rfa

%-Call and examine it^

At 21 CaHterW Street, comer Ml
In addition to a full line of the Duchess Range we 

carry a complete assortment of lower priced Ranges, 
Cook Stoves and Heaters.

The season is now approaching when parties are 
thinking of taking down their Stoves. We have the 
best facilities for taking down, removing and storing in 
a clean dry loft an unlimited number of Stoves of all 
kinds and descriptions, Stove Pipe and every other 
description of household goods.

The general advantage of storing Stoves for the 
summer is that they can be the more conveniently re
paired and cleansed and made ready for setting up at 
a day’s notice when the cold weather sets in.

We make a special feature of Stove Repairs and can 
at short notice supply duplicate pieces for all Stoves, 
Ranges, and furnaces kept in Stock by us. Besides re
pairs in our own line of goods we carry a large stock of 
repairs for other .makers’ goods which are disposed of at 
reasonable rates.

A. G. BOWES & Co.,

vase, had wiped away a little blue paint at 
the end of the scroll, and, in so doing, had 
disclosed the last word, a new conclusion, 
which altered the whole character of the le-
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“Treason—yes," shouted the angry king. 
gend. That word was “Tyrant,” the word 
he had let drop in the hearing of the king, 
when speaking of the treatment of the pot
ters to Sophie Mansfeld.

He was hardly able to understand the situ
ation. He was unable to account for the 
amplification, when the guards took him and 
the young girl into custody, and they were 
marched off to separate prisons.

CHAPTER IV.
A good deal of jealousy had been roused in 

Berlin by a trial which had occurred not 
long before,[in which a poor student who gave 
lessons for his livelihood had been con
demned to death, on his own confession, for 
the murder of a widow in whose house he 
lodged. One morning the old woman was 
discovered dead in her bed, strangled, with 
a cord round her throat. Suspicion rested 
on the young man, Zimmer, because there 
was no one else on whom suspicion could 
rest; and he was taken into custody. Ac
cording to the Prussian, and, indeed, the 
general German system, the accused was 
subjected to secret examination, and even 
to torture, to wring from him a confession. 
In his agony on the rack, he promised, if 
taken off, to admit his guilt. He did so, and, 
on his confession, was condemned. The chan
celier, Cocceji, heard of the circumstances, 
and ordered a fresh inquiry, especially a re- 
inspection of the corpse. The Berlin hang
man was shown it, when he at once declared 
that the knot tied in the cord could only- 
have been so tied by a hangman or his 
apprentice, as it was a special knot 
only used in the profession. This led to 
a further investigation, and to discovery of 
the real murderers, two hangman’s appren
tices at Spandau, the brothers of the deceased. 
Whereupon the student Zimmer was dis
charged. When asked why he had admitted 
his guilt when he was Innocent, he frankly 
said that the torture to which he was sub
jected was so unendurable that any innocent 
man would rather confess a murder than en
dure it.

Frederick the Great thereupon abolished 
the use of torture in criminal cases. He was 
not, however, satisfied that this was the only 
abuse of the courts and the only means 
whereby justice miscarried. He was some
what bitten with the idea of trial by jury as 
carried on in England, hut did not under
stand exactly the English method. He now 
sent for Aldbury and questioned him ou the 
subject.

“See here,” he said, "these two—this La- 
zinka and the Demoiselle Mansfeld—are both 
under accusation of treason. I would have 
them tried by jury. How could it be done!”

“Your majesty,” answered Aldbury, 
“nothing is easier. Twelve men must be 
sworn in, impaneled, and after an open 
trial”-----

“A public trial!” exclaimed the king.
“Certainly, your majesty.”
“But we never have our trials in public.”
“No, your majesty; and, sire, excuse the 

freedom if I say that this shocks and astounds 
an Englishman. With you, the accused is 
secretly questioned, and worried, and tor
mented"—

“He is no longer tortured,” interrupted the 
king.

“Your majesty is right, and yet—if he 
will excuse the liberty—is wrong. The body 
of the accused is no longer put on the rack- 
only his mind. He is not even told what he 
is accused of. Everything is wrapped in 
mystery, and healthy public opinion"-----

“Healthy public opinion—fiddlesticks,” in
terrupted the king. “Enough. We will 
have this trial conducted in the English 
fashion. Twelve men sworn in, one judge 
and the whole in public. That would be 
comical.”

“May it please your majesty to allow me 
to visit the accused in prison!"

“Oh, yes, certainly. You shall have our 
order.”

Furnished with the royal pass, he went to 
Spandau, where the young count was in 
prison, and consulted him. From him he 
could learn nothing. Then he visited Sophie 
in the prison at Berlin. From her, also, he 
could gather nothing. His conviction that 
neither had written the word “Tyran” was in
tensified by these visits. It was clear to him 
that the trial must turn upon certain techni
calities connected with the manufacture, and 
he again visited the young count to ask him 
if he would consent to his—Aldbury’s—act
ing as his advocate. He was not a lawyer, 
he knew nothing of law ; but if there was 
something to be unraveled in this mysteri
ous case, be, who was acquainted with all the 
processes of porcelain manufacture, he who 
was in and out of the royal factory, had 
special means of observation and inquiry, 
and would be far more likely to come to the 
bottom of the matter than another. It was 
true that he spoke broken German, but nev
ertheless he had a sound English head, and 
was possessed of sufficient English self confi
dence to assure himself he could convince a 
jury if only he found how the mysterious in
scription had come on the vase. Lazinka 
cheerfully consented to the offer.

CHAPTER V.
The day of the trial arrived. It created 

great Interest, both because of the title and 
position of the principal person accused, but 
also because of the novelty of the proceeding. 
The court—an extemporized one, with place 
at the side for the jury, was crowded. The 
king was present ; he was interested with this 
experiment, and desirous of seeing how trial 
by jury worked. The Countees Lazinka was 
also there, in a gallery for ladies. The court 
was formally opened; the jury took the re
quired oath, and Lazinka appeared under 
conduct of two officers; and Sophie Mans
feld brought from Berlin by the jailer. 
Count Augustus. Lazinka and Sophie Mans
feld both pleaded not guilty. The English 
system was not followed exactly, because 
Aldbury was not clear about the mode of 
procedure, so that it was, in fact, somewhat 
of a jumble. For instance the judge opened 
proceedings by an address to the jury and 
the announcement that if found guilty the 
count would be sentenced to six years’ im
prisonment in Spandau, and Sophie Mans
feld to three years’ solitary confinement in 
the prison for female criminals in Berlin. 
Ho also informed the jury that 
their decision must be unanimous. 
The charge was then read over by 
the clerk of the court. Then the counsel for 
the crown rose to stato the case for the prose
cution. He said that the young count had 
been received with favor by the Icing, and 
had been about his person for two or three 
years, and from his majesty had received 
nothing but kindness. In return, ho lind, if 
that wherewith he was accused proved true, 
behaved not merely with gross frivolity, hut

He had iu-n ith unpardonable ingratitude, 
suited his benefactor, as well as acted treas
onably toward his king.

On the tabic was the vase, covered with a

men.” Then with his elbow, accidentally, ho 
knocked over a magnificent and enormously 
costly vase, which fell on the floor, and was 
dashed to a thousand pieces. The king was 
himself a little disconcerted; not so the 
countess, who, with perfect readiness, said: 
“Sire, you do me too much honor.”

“Honor, how so!”
“The vase was precious before; it is incal

culably more precious to me now!”
Frederick grunted, and went away.
The guests looked at the countess, then at 

the young man. A moment before they 
thought Mm lost; now, by his mother’s read
iness, they trusted he was saved.

Next morning, the young Count Lazinka 
was again in attendance on Frederick. The 
king came to him from his cabinet, holding 
a piece of paper in his hand; he had a frown 
on his face, and spoke gruffly.

“There,” said he, “take it."
The paper was Sophie Mansfeld’s petition. 

On the back was written in the king’s own 
hand:

“Whoever of the artists in the porcelain 
factory at Berlin de date in one month shall 
paint a vase as beautiful as that we broke 
yesterday evening at the Countess Lazinka’s 
palace, shall have our gracious permission to 
marry or not to marry, to go back to Saxony 
or to stay at Berlin, as shall best please him 
or her; and we further promise that we will 
graciously give that person an annual salary 
of $500 should it content him or her to re
main in our service, in our royal manufac
tory. Given at Sanssouci, this March 28, 
1748. Frederick.”

The offer of such a salary was liberal for 
Frederick the Great.

No sooner did Sophie Mansfeld receive the 
r petition than she was fired 
d her enthusiasm for her art 

She asked
answer to her 
with hope 
rekindled.
ceived it, to see the fragments of the vase 
the king had broken. When shown them, 
a light smile played over her lips.

“It was superb,” said the countess. “Never 
was the equal seen, in delicacy of execution, 
or beauty of invention.”

“Gracious lady,” answered Sophie with a 
smile, “it was of my own painting, and I can 
excel it. Buoyed with hope of revisiting my 
home, and with desire to acknowledge my 
obligation to your son, I shall certainly sur
pass it.” ______ ___

, an
and re-

CHAFTER HI.
The appointed day arrived on which the 

vases were to be exhibited. The king’s 
promise and offer were not limited to Sophie, 
and some rivalry existed among the artists 
in the royal factory.

During the month Lazinka had visited the 
workshop repeatedly to inspect progress, and 
he was confident in the success of his fair 
protege. The vase stood eighteen inches high 
without its cover; it was gracefully shaped. 
Sophie had herself sketched its outline. It 
was painted a deep purple blue, of the most 
superb richness, over which rococco orna
ments in gold, part dull, part burnished, 
were etched with extraordinary ease and 
delicacy. On each side was a space where 
the white porcelain showed, and [on the one 
side which was to be the back was a beauti
fully painted view of Potsdam, and on the 
other, the front, was Frederick the G^eafc 
seated on his charger, waving his sword, 
wearing his cocked hat and coat of dark bine 
with cuffs and lining of scarlet His waist
coat was yellow. He wore high boots, and 
on his breast a star. In the rear were the 
Prussian soldiers charging, and the smoke of 
battle. Beneath the picture was a scroll on 
which was inscribed:
“A l’etemelle gloire de Frederic le grand.”
The vases had been brought to the palace 

at Potsdam, and were unpacked and placed 
on shelves for exhibition by the sub-director, 
Hirsch.

Hirsch was not a pleasant man; he was a 
Jew, and he had caused Sophie much an
noyance by his attentions. Hé scowled at the 
young count whenever he entered the fac
tory, and Lazinka had once remarked on his 
ill humor, to Sophie, without in the least 
guessing the occasion for it.

When the king and the company he had 
invited to attend him came into the gallery 
where the porcelain was on- show, Hirsch 
and Wegeli were present, as Were also the ex
hibitors, standing at a respectful distance. 
The king looked critically at the pieces 
shown him, but was specially struck with 
that painted by Sophie.

“Here!” said he, “Hirsch, fetch me that 
down, give me that vase. It is as good as 
any turned out of the Saxon factory. Here 
—let me look at it.”

“Majesty!” said Hirsch, “I fly to obey." 
instead of immediately doing what the 

king commanded, Hirsch proceeded to draw 
a silk handkerchief from his pocket, and to 
wipe the

“Pardon your majesty,” he said, “before I 
offer it into your august hands. Some dust 
has settled on it So many persons are in the 
gallery.”

“Come, come, never mind the dust; I like 
it—in battle."

But Hirsch wiped and rewiped the vase, 
and then, with a prof ouudbow, handed it to 
the king.

Frederick was pleased at the shape of the 
piece, and the graceful sweep of the handles. 
“It is good, classical,” he said. “There I 
am,” he laughed. “That, I suppose, is in
tended for me at Mollnitz. I think I 
nize the fortifications. But—I never went 
into battle so snug and smart as that; and 
whoever painted this has forgotten the 
smears of snuff that adorn my gracious nose. 
I ask any of my officers if I ever wore cloth 
with the gloss on it given me by the glaze on 
this porcelain! I have not so dapper 
in my wardrobe; and my boot»—Hein! at 
Mollnitz—were splashed. It was a muddy 
day! What is this inscription! To the eter
nal glory—Ah, there is dust, or smudge, or 
something there. Take the vase, Hirsch, 
wipe it again, and hand it to me once more."

Then the sub-director again received 
Sophie’s beautifully printed piece, and now, 
kneeling at the king’s feet, he proceeded to 
, ana rub hard, at one portion of the sur
face. As he did so he cast a malignant 
glance at the count

Sophie was surprised, and looked at Count 
Lazinka, who stood behind his majesty.

“That is all right; that will do," said the 
king. “Now give me the vase once more.”

He held it up before hie eyes, and studied 
the scroll below the picture of himself. 
Then, suddenly, his face changed; his cheeks 
dyed themselves crimson, and his eye flashed

But

vase.

recog-

a coat

fire.
“Who painted this vase!” ho shouted in a 

voice of thunder.
“Sire,” said Lazinka, “it was designed and 

drawn entirely by the Demoiselle Mansfeld.”
“And she painted the inscription to the 

eternal memory of Frederick the Great, eh!”
“Your majesty,” said Lazinka, again bow

ing and coloring, I must admit an indiscre
tion. It was I who wrote that inscription in 
characters of gold. I was one day visiting 
the demoiselle to inquire after the progress 
of the vase, when she had her gold paint 
mixed, and, sire, I was unable to conceive 
that the red paint she used could burn to 
gold. Then she invited me to write the 
words, and, sire, I with her quill inscribed 
the legend on the vase.”

“Ha, ho! The tyrant; yes, I heard you 
say as much.”

The young count looked at the king in sur
prise.

“Ho!” shouted the king. “Where is tho 
guard! Arrest them both—both Lazinka 
and the girl. They are both guilty of trea
son.”

“Treason, sire?”
“Treason—yes,” shouted the angry king. 

“You know what you wrote. Vuu know; 
but you thought to conceal it from me, with 
a dab of paint, and when the vase reached 
your mother you would show it and laugh 
•A l’eternelle gloire de Frederic le gram 
tyran!’ ”

Count Augustus Lazinka looked with per
plexity at the vase and started, aud the color 
died out of his cheek.

Thereon stood the words the king had ut
tered. Tlie inscription was to tho eternal 
glory of Frederick tho great tyrant. One 
reproachful glanco he cast at Sophie, hut saw 
tluit equal amazement was pictured in lier 
expressive face. Certainly, he had written 
there the legend, “To the eternal glory of 
Frederick the Great.” Hirsch, in wiping the
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best of ther kind, not by any means equal tc 
those turned out at Meissen. Tbe king 
this, when he looked at what had re
cently been burned, and he was angry. He 
rated Wegeli, scolded the .work-hen, the 
painters, the burners; nothing pleased him; 
he was vexed to have such poor results to 
show to the Count des Louragais and Ald-

*When he came to the table where Sophie 
Mansfeld was painting, “Hein !” said he 
roughly, “what is the meaning of this? Do 
you suppose I will put up with daubs? Has 
his majesty of Saxony paid you to supply me 
with bad work?” , _

“Perhaps, your majesty,” suggested Lour- 
agais, “the girl has left a sweetheart behind 
her, and so is working here without her 
heart ”“What, what, sweetheart!” exclaimed 
Frederick; “a workwoman has no business 
to lose her heart What do you mean? That 
a good artiste is to abandon her profession in 
which she excels, to run after a man, and be
come his wife, and slice sausages, and stir 
sauerkraut, and have babes, and wash and 
mind the babies, for a husband? I won’t hear 
of it It is nonsense. Go on with your paint
ing, and dp it better, or I will dock your 
salary, and—if I find your lover—have him 
shot, or shut up in Spandau. ”

The king was talking with Louragais, and 
young Lazinka was behind. The girl was 
pretty, she was in distress? and he haa a heart 
to admire beauty and pity affliction; so he 
ventured to take ner hand and say a word of 
encouragement.

“His majesty did not want to be unkind. 
His majesty is peremptory. Was mademoi
selle very unhappy?”

She was 
her friends, 
spoke.

“But,” said Lazinka, “you 
you are unhappy in Berlin.” 
gg“Pardon,” she answered, raising her 
beautiful eyes; “I cannot return. The 
gracious sir does not remember that I am a 
porcelain worker.”

“How can I forget it, when I see you en
gaged on painting a vase?”

“But the gracious sir forgets that porce
lain artists are not free. TA^ey cannot go 
where they like, they cannot call themselves 
their own. They are like the old serfs—abso
lutely under the control of their master, the 
crown.”

“Do you mean, mademoiselle, to say you 
cannot seek your home and see your rela
tives?”

“No, sir, I am bound to remain here. If I 
attempted to leave I should be imprisoned.”

“But, why?” .
“The secret has to be preserved. I might 

carry it elsewhere.”
“Then Berlin is your Siberia !”
“We are under perpetual police supervision. 

If the least suspicion be aroused that we are 
meditating escape; if we meet with persons 
suspected of seeking to draw the secret from 
us, we are arrested and severely punished.”

“Good heavens! And you can never 
leave?”

“We know the secret, and as long as life 
We might betray it. 

No, we can only leave for our graves.”
“This is slavery, rank slavery!” exclaimed 

the young Pole. “Did the king bring you 
here?”

“His most gracious majesty? Yes.”
“But this tyranny. To act thus is—is to 

act the tyrant.”
He spoke incautiously, he was carried away 

by his feelings; but he was startled by the 
king’s harsh voice: “What, what? Who is 
tyrant.. Eh, eh?”

lAtpnka. stood silent, covered with con
fusion.

“Sire.” said the Count des Louragais, with 
mptitude, “Love is a tyrant who lays 

bold of a young and inflammable cavalier 
and draws him from his duty to your sacred 
majesty to cast him in chains at the feet of 
mademoiselle ; who—see, your majesty—with 
her inimitable pencil, has put a touch of fire 
into his eyes, and a brushful of carnation 
into his cheek.”

“Humph!” said Frederick, and went on. 
Dftginka. followed, thankful to the French
man for his timely intervention.

label* saw
’Neath heavens hazy 
The modest daisy

Peeps from its covert on the passer by, 
While the dandelion 
Says, “I will try on

"" My garments golden, for which men sigh.
“My garments golden 
That in times olden 

Made sages crazy, as well as fools ;
For better gold is 
Than love, it told is

By grave philosophers, and in the schools.”

Ah, dearest, dearest,
To me the nearest

Of all that walk in this world of ours,
I guess this storv 
Of grid is hoary—

A better is told by the modest flowers ;

Flewers like the daisies 
That no one praises—

Flowers that blossom unseen, unsuug— 
Sweetest and fairest—
Richest and rarest,

The thistles and weeds of the world among.;

A Lest Cheri.S

Seated one day at the organ, 
Hit I was weary and ill at ease, 

And my fingers wandered idly 
Over she noisy keys. away from home, her relations, 

$. Her voice faltered as she

can return, if
I do not know what I was playing, 

Or what I was dreaming then;
But I struck one chord of music, 

Like the sound of a great Amen.

SET It flooded the crimson twilight,
Like the close of an angel’s psalm,

And it lay on my fevered spirit 
With a touch of infinite calm.

It quieted pain and sorrow.
Like love overcoming strife :

It seemed the harmonious echo 
*“ From our discordant life.

It linked all perplexed meanings 
Into one perfect peace,

And trembled away ieto silence 
As if it were loth to cease.

I have sought, but I seek it vainly,
That one lost chord divine,

Which came from the soul of the organ, 
And entered into mine.

It may be that Death’s bright angel 
Will speak in that chord =^±2,

It may be that only m Heaven 
I shall hear thattgraad Amen.Adelaide Anxb Proctor,

Tbe Majority.

How fare they all, th tfeiïreturn8?
Hew^i "withTb.m3 in theshidow'ptiwsT 

How ehall we learn
Their solemn secret ? How can we discover, 
By any earnest seeking, the true way 
Unto the knowing in what realm they hover. 

In what high day,
Or in what sombre shadows of the night. 
They are forever hidden from our eight?

lasts are rous.

We question vainly. Yet it somehow pleases. 
When they have spoken the last sad good-by,
It somehow half tne pain of parting eases,

That in the sky,
In the vast solitudes of stars and spaces.
There may be consciousness and fife and hope, 
And that when we must yield to death’s embraces, 

v- There may be scope 
For the unfolding of the better powers,
So sadly stifled in this life of ours.

Tract Robinson.

THE BLUE VASE.
By S. BARIHG GOULD.

CHAPTER n.
Young Lazinka could not forget the pale, 

sad face of Sophie Mansfeld; and when, a 
few days later, he met the Englishman, Ald
bury, he asked him about the girl. Aldbury 
had some acquaintance with the circum
stances, as he had made friends with Wegeli; 
and a good deal of talk had been roused in 
the factory by the king’s visit, and his repri
mand of the maiden. Sophie was a girl of 
irreproachable character, the daughter of a 
pastor in the Erz Gebirge, the eldest of a 
large family, and as the parents were not 
well off, she had been constrained to earn her 
own livelihood.

“It is too cruel that Mile. Mansfeld should 
be retained here in enforced exile,” said La
zinka, who thought more of the girl’s sor- 

than of the diffusion of porcelain works 
and the profits that flowed into princely 
pockets.

“There are lots of cruelties that can’t be 
helped," said Aldbury.

“I think,” jaid the young officer, “if she 
were to draw up a humble petition to his 
majesty, stating the hardness of her case, he 
might listen to it. He is good at heart, and 
just.”

“Who would present it!"
“I would”
A few days later the inconsiderate, hot 

headed, warm hearted young man actually 
did present to Frederick the Great a 
memorial from Sophie Mansfeld, entreating 
permission to be allowed to return to her 
home in the Saxon mountains. The king 
took it from his hand, grunted, cast a glance 
down the page, turned an angry eye at the 
youth and put the paper in his pocket.

That evening there was a reception at the 
house of the Countess Lazinka, who was in 
Berlin, and the king graciously attended. 
The countess possessed some fine china and 
some specimens of the Russian manufacture. 
The king was curious about these latter, and 
took them up and looked at their marks.

CHAPTER L
HE year 1744 found 
Frederick the 

_ Great of Prussia in 
A Bohemia, and Pra- 

gue capitulated to 
fa? him. In Novem- 
ijl her he fought a 
fm, battle against the 
(Ilk Saxons at Her- 

mansdorf, beat 
them, and marched 
to Dresden, and on 
Christmas day, in 
the year 1745. Aus

tria and Saxony made peace with him, and 
Silesia was given up to Frederick.

Now we have nothing to do with the politi
cal history of the time, but we have been 
obliged to mention the above facts to explain 

l how it was that Frederick the Great came to 
Dresden, and how the chain of circumstances 
ensued connected with the Blue Vase that 
gives its title to our tale.

When the Prussian king was at Dresden he 
went to Meissen to see the porcelain factory. 
This factory belonged to the king of Saxony, 
and the secret of the art was hedged about 
with the most severe, even Draconian, laws, 
and the most cruel punishment» were threat- 
enend against such as divulged the secret.

‘ The secret had only been discovered in 1710 
how to make pure white transparent porce
lain, and the royal factory was established in 
1711. The prices paid for the articles that 

: issued from it were high. In 1720, the court 
1 of Vienna, by bribery, induced one of the 
! workmen to escape from Meissen and carry 
the precious secret to the capital by the 
Danube. And now, in 1745, Frederick, as 
conqueror, entered the factory and watched 
the workmen engaged in modeling, burning, 
painting, gilding.

\ Frederick was not a man to neglect his op
portunity, and he at once made a demand 

: that some of the master workmen and of the 
best artiste should be delivered over to him, 
that he might establish a royal porcelain 
factory of his own at Berlin. Among the 
former was Wegeli, who became the actual 
master and founder of the Berlin porcelain, 
and among the latter was a young girl named 
Sophie Mansfeld. While Frederick was 
going over the factory at Meissen, he was 
shown some beautiful vases painted with 
landscapes and pastoral subjects, so fresh, 
charming and quaint that he asked th 

i of the artist, and when told it. stipulated that 
J she—for the painter was Sophie Mansfeld— 

should accompany the detachment which he 
engaged to come to Berlin, and make and 

‘ paint porcelain for the replenishing of his 
private purse.

t At this very time, 1745, the Chelsea pottery 
! works were established, and one of the 
makers, or foremen, of the Chelsea works, 
a man called Aldbury, was then in Berlin. 

! He had been sent over, perhaps, to endeavor 
to secure some of the workmen for the Eng
lish establishment. In this he failed. Fred
erick knew he was in Berlin, and had his 
movements watched. He went further; he 
endeavored to bribe Aldbury to divulge some 
of the secrets of the Chelsea factory. Whe
ther he succeeded in this cannot be said, but 
Aldbury remained in Berlin longer than ho 
needed, and on very good terms with the 
king, and was allowed to visit the royal fac
tory. One day the king determined to in
spect the establishment, and be invited Ald
bury and others to accompany him. Among 
these others was a young Polish nobleman, 
Augustus Lazinka, who had been educated 

: in the Prussian military school at Potsdam 
' and had entered the service of the, king; an- 
£ other was tbe Count dos Louragais, who was 
( interested in the Sevres manufacture. Any 

one who knows much of cliina, and lias seen 
some of the earliest productions of the Berlin 
factory, will know that they were not the
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“Sire, you do me too much honor.”

“Humph!” he said, “unless my men work 
better I shall not allow any figure on their 
productions—not the Brandenburg eagle— 
no, nor a B crowned, nothing but Wegeli’s 
initial; perhaps, if our porcelain becomes 
famous, I may allow the orb and sceptre to 
stamp it, not otherwise. I don’t know,” he 
said, roughly, “but that Wegeli’s W may 
pass for badly drawn crossed swords, as on 
certain Dresden pots.” He looked sulkily at 
some fine Meissen china. “When my factory 
is in working order,” he said, “I shall put ~ 
prohibitive duty on all Dresden and other 
china, and every one who is a good citizen 
and a patriot and loves his king will buy 
Berlin 

As t!
a sound, all remained in res 
silence and attention. Frederick

a

i
porcelain.”
he king spoke no one else uttered 

pectful 
looked

round, and saw the young man, tho 
son of his hostess, and said, with 
a significant glance, “I cannot understand 
how any one with respect for the country 
and his sovereign can wish to deprive them 
of the services cf the best artists and work
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TO LET
In House No. 20 Queen St.

1 Shop, 1 Tenement of 14 room, 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

Mrs. McCOBMICK.

said he Would set it to rights before it was 
burned.

The next witness called was the burner.
Q. Were you at the kiln when the vase was 

brought there’ A. I was not there, but I saw 
it with other articles ready for burning when 
I returned.

Q. Why were you absent? A. It was my 
dinner hour.

Q. When you took the biscuit porcelain to 
put it in the oven, where did you find it? A. 
bn the table.

Q. Not on the board? A. No. It was not 
on the board, but on the table. The board 
was full, there was a coffee service there.

Q. You are certain it was not on the board? 
A. Quite certain. I do not think there was 
room for it ou the board.

Q. Was any one by the oven, in the bake
house, while you were at dinner. Is the bake
house left open to any one to go into at that 
time? A. Oh, no, it is under the charge of 
Herr Solomon Hirsch.

Q. Did you see Herr Hirsch? A. Yes. He 
had a palette and brush in his hands, and 
said that George Stockmayer, the last wit
ness, had smeared one of the coffee cups, and 
he had been putting the painting to rights

Q. But the cup has not been touched and 
repaired. This is it? A. I dare say. That 
is one of the set I then baked. I cannot swear 
to the particular cup. I do not trodble my
self to examine the painting. I leave that to 
others—to Hirsch. That is outside my prov
ince. I see that the baking is sufficient.

Q. Did you read the inscription on the 
vase? A. How could I? I cannot read.

Q. Did no one else have access to the bake
house during dinner time but Hirsch? A. I 
do not know. Hirsch was responsible. Ask

kerchief. The counsel unveiled this, and 
pointed out the inscription to the eternal 
memory of Frederick the Great Tyrant.

The director, Wegeli, was first called. He 
appeared reluctantly and reluctantly admit
ted that, on the occasion of his most serene 
and gracious majesty’s visit to the factory, 
the count had remained behind, talking 
with the 
on the

Demoiselle Mansfeld, and 
return of the party through 

the chamber, he had heard the 
accused use the word “Tyrant” but in what 
connection he was unable to say.

“Yes, yes!" shouted Frederick from his 
seat, “I heard him—he said that we, at least, 
I think he said we, acted the tyrant.”

This interference was a little disconcerting. 
His majesty was not in the witness box, nor 
upon oath.

The counsel burned on to the second part 
of his case. Solomon Hirsch, the sub-di
rector, was put in the witness box.

Counsel—Do you know this vase?
Hirsch—Certainly.
C. Where have you seen it? Tell the jury

«

all you know about it.
H. I saw it first in the picture gallery of 

the Royal Palace of Sanssouci. on the 1st in
stant, between 10 and 11 in the morning. I 
cannot fix the hour more precisely. I had 

ieces of porcelain for the ex-to arrange 
hibition. —

C. Tell thdjury under what circumstances 
you saw it, and what happened when it was 
exhibited.

H. I unpacked the vase with the rest, and 
placed them on shelves. When his majesty 
came in, his majesty seemed specially struck 
with this one vase, and, as I saw that there 
was some dust on it—that is, as I saw that in 
one portion it lacked its proper glaze. I took 
out my handkerchief and wiped it. His most 
serene and gracious majesty himself noticed 
that there was a smear where was the inscrip
tion, and handed me the vase, which I rubbed 
again, whereupon I read the inscription on it,
“A Veternelle gloire de Frederic le grand 
tyran.” I was so shocked that k hardly knew 
what to d»:wl nearly let the vase fall from 
my hands.'But his majesty took it graciously 
from me, and himself read the legend.

“Yes, yes,” shouted Frederick from bis 
seat ; * ‘that is all true enough. He speaks the 
truth.” . ,

CL That will do. Stand back.
tiien Aldbury rose and said; “I should 

wish to ask Herr Solomon Hirsch a few 
questions but not now, later, when the other 
witnesses have been heard. Will the judge 
order him to remain ready to be called, not 
in the hall."

The next witness called was. wageh.
Q. Have you read the inscription on the 

vase? A. I have.
a How does it run? A. A l’ctemelle gloire 

de Frederic le grand tyran.
Q. Do you know by whom it was written?

" bèlieve by Count Augustus Lazinka.
Q. What makes you suppose this? A.

Because I was present when Sophie Mans
field was engaged on the vase, and the 
count asked some . "
powder she was using for the gold. She 
paints better than she writes, and complained 
that she dreaded the inscription more than 
all the rest of the painting. Then the count 
volunteered to write it for her. He said he 
wrote a good hand, and that he desired to 
satisfy himself that the mixture he saw on 
her palette really turned to gold when 
burned. Soon after, the workman who at
tends to these matters was called to remove 
the vase and place it in the oven. He took 
it, and conveyed it to the proper place; at 
least I presume so, for he took it out of the 
painting room.

Q Did you read the inscription on his 
vase? Did you observe the word “tyran" on 
it? A. I did not look at the vase after the 
legend had been added. I did not see it till 
it was removed from the factory. Then the 
word “tyran" was not on it. At least, I did 
not observe it. If you will look, you will 
see that the scroll on which the inscription 
is extends some little way to the left, before 
the words A 1’etemeUe, and properly the in
scription should have a blank space to corre
spond at the end. But it has not. It un
evenly fills the scroll. There is blank before 
the words, it crowds to the end.

Q. Would it be likely that a person unac
customed to writing on porcelain would not 
properly consider the length of an inscription, 
and so make it approach the border nearer at 
the end than the beginning? A I should 
say that was moet likely.

This witness also was not allowed to with
draw till Aldbury had requested to be al
lowed to cross-examine him, but he asked to 
be allowed ts defer his catechism till the rest 
of toe witnesses for the prosecution had been

*. iSLnext to be summoned was the work- 
*manwfco had taken the vase from the paint

ing room to the kiln. After him that work
man gave his evidence who had put the vase 
In to be baked. He said that he had re
mained by the oven all the time the biscuit 
china was being baked, so as to set the paint-
%0i?htbis witness the case for the prosecu
tion was closed, and every one in the court 
felt that it went hard with the accused, or
at least with one of them. , Q. Do you remember Solomon Hirsch com-
mSSU^riS and^xpres^ tffftc, yoL shop on the 30th of last month?

Sion He was pale,Jnâeed-tatJm looked V Please inform the jury of the particu- 
toward his mother now and then and smded, ^ A Herr Sub-director Hirseh came to 
to let her see that he was confident that his me on the mh Q( Apri, M]d Mked me it , 
innocence would be estoblished. had BOm6 deep blue color that would match

Sophie Mansfeld was also w;th the blue on a piece of crockery he had
a dark dree; standing with her modest eyes porcelain I mean. He said that a valu-lowered, andwltotheaewofrerrowsparkllng ^imènlmd h£n snicked, and it was
on the lashes, she looked remarkably pretty, desireoto rub some color over the marks and when Aldbury asked If Any evidence had jj*1 £ disguise them. Then I produced ultra 
been given to justify herimnrisonment, and Jmrlne b*J* thmt waa hBrdly deep enough, 
toe charge of treason brough » We contrived by mixing some bfuee toob-

’’ ” *** tain the depth of tone he required. I ex-
out of the box. I discharge her. plained to him that my colors would not do

This was not exactly the way m whicb trial burn, ^ and he laughed
by jury was conducted in England, thought . ,. ^ not need them for thatAldbury, but it bit for c?veriL Smporarily blem-
justice was done.. isbes on porcelain already burned,
was (hscharged, that she raght remain. He Q Haï» yOU any of thgt blue? A Yes, I
W AWb^yiWtoo^mperfect in the German . Then he
language to make much of! a speech for toe woman named Froech-hammer.
defense; he very shortly informed the jwy Q ü your name, a. Margaretta

- incriminating the°young was not -W A°T am a washerwoman.

Urn 'A «tee Mansfelti Jr $£
I do all his washing.

Q. Among the clothes did you receive a 
handkerchief ? A. Yes, I did.

Q. Is this it?
One was produced, stained with blue. A. 

Yes, I know it again, both by the stains, and 
also by his initials in the corner.

The color dealer was again called and asked 
if he could swear that the blue on the hand
kerchief wss the same as that he had sold to 
Hirsch. He swore to their identity.

That concluded the case for the defense. 
In a few words Aldbury pointed out the 
salient features: the fact that Hirsch had 
been in charge of the vase; that he had in his 
hands at the time the gold paint wherewith 
the inscription was written; that immedi
ately after the burning, the vase had been 
under his custody ; that during this period 
blue paint had been used to conceal part of 
the inscription; and that he had nimself 
wiped away the paint so as disclose it to the 
eyes of the monarch.

The jury retired for two minutes, and re
turned with a verdict of “Not guilty.”

Lazinka was acquitted, but now the Jew 
Hirseh was ordered to be arrested.

“Halloo 1” shouted the king. “Come here, 
Count Augustus, and the girl, let her come 
also. A great wrong lias been dono to both 
of you, and I must undo it somehow, make 
some amends. Countess, you come here also. 
I broke your vase, I almost broke his sword 
over your son’s back. You—Lazinka, what 
do you say, what shall I do?”

“Your majesty, I request, will at once order 
mademoiselle into custody.”

“Under custody! how so? What do you 
mean?” , , , .

“Your majesty must remember that she is 
possessed of secrets which must not be di
vulged to the world.”

“Quite so — but I cannot help that 
I have discharged her — that is, the 
jury has acquitted ner—no, the judge. 
That is—I. In tact, there is nothing against 
her.”

“Except, your majesty, the fact of her pos
sessing the precious secret, and in your own 
interest, sire, sue should be kept under eur- 
YeiUauaV' .__

him.
Q. Did Sophie Mansfeld come to you and 

ask to remove the vase? A Yes. About 
half an hour after it waa in the oven.

Q. Did she give her reason? A .Yes. She 
said she had forgotten some little curls at the 
end of the inscription.

Q. Did you refuse to remove the vase? A. 
Of course, I did. I could not open the oven 
then—it would not have done. I was respdn 
sible tor the articles in it.

Q. And when they were done what hap
pened? A Then Herr Solomon Hiiecli had 
them under his charge.

The next to be called was Hirseh himself. 
At Aldbury’s request, he had not been al
lowed to be present during the interrogation 
of the witnesses. He appeared in the box 
with great confidence, and answered readily 
enough to the first queries, but soon became 
confused and alarmed.

Aldbury asked, “Are von in charge of the 
bakehouse?” A. Yee. I do not myself bake, 
I supervise the baking.

Q. And at dinner time on the day in ques
tion, were you responsible for the oven, and 
the articles that were to be put in it? A. I

Q. When the dinner hour came, 
was not sufficiently heated for tb 
committed to it at once? A. I do not re
member. I think they were put in at once?

Q. Do yo* recall the witness Stockmayer 
telling you on the occasion in question that 
he had smeared a coffee cup? A. (With hes
itation) I cannot say. Such things happen 
sometimes.

Q. But on this day, and at the hour of 
dinner, you were left alone in the oven house 
with the porcelain that had to be baked, and 
you had with you palette and paint to repair 
the damage done to the coffee cup by Stock
mayer. A. That was on another day.

Q, The day book says whether the coffee 
service was baked on that dav or another. 
Will you look at the book? Is that the entry 
for the day in question? Is that your signa
ture at toe end? A. It is my signature. I 
did not recall the fact.

Q. How comes it that the smeared cup was 
not put to rights? A. I suppose it was made 
right.

Q. Will yon look at the cup, and say if it 
has been rectified? A (After some delay). 
That cup is smeared. I did not know that 
more than one was rubbed. Stockmayer 
only told me of one, and that I put in order 
before baking.

Q. Indeed. ' You remember the circum
stance now. You can also tell me who re
moved the vase painted by Demoiselle Mans
feld from the board on to the table? A. I 
cannot tell you that.

Q. We are assured that the vase waa left 
by Stockmayer safely on the board, and the 
baker declares that he found it on the table, 
and not on the board. Consequently it must 
have been removed and handled by some one 
while you were in the bakehouse and respon
sible for it. A. I may have moved it, when 
I got the smeared cup from the board, and 
did not replace it ; I cannot say. I do not re
member trifles like that.

Q. What color was required for the cup? 
A. Gold.

Q. The same that is used for the inscrip
tion on the vase? A. I dare say. (Spoken re
luctantly.)

Aldbury said, “You may stand aside. I 
will now call Herr Gerber, colorman."

When this new witness appeared in the 
box, Hirach looked much disconcerted.

Q. Is your name Lorenz Gerber? A. It is.
Q. What is your trade? A I am a color-

tho oven 
em to beA. I

the witness box.
Q. Did yon point the legend on the scroll?

Who did that? A. The Count Augus
tus Lazinkt;

Q. What did he write? A “A 1 ’eternelle 
glorie de Frederic le grand."

Q That was all? A. That was all.
Q Was there space after le grand left 

vacant? A. The same as at the beginning.
At the beginning I notice a little fioreation 

in gold filiing the space. There to none at 
the end. How do you account for that if he 
did not add the word tyran?

A The count wrote the inscription, and I 
did not think A the little gold flower till too 
late AfterwSd I remembered that it had 
been omitted?’ and then I ran to the kiln 
master and asked tor my vase that 1 might 
add the little ornament filling in the empty 
space after le grand; bnt he told me it was 
too late. The vase was already in the oven.

Q You are sure the count did not add the 
word tyran? A. Quite sure. I should have 
seen it "had he done so. Besides, he was quite 
incapable—with liis noble soul

Aldbury. That will do. We do not want 
your opinion of the soul of the count.

Sophie crimsoned and looked down.
41 You may leave the box,” said Aldbury. 

Then he called the workman who had taken 
the vase to the kiln and asked him where he 
had put the vase.

A. On a square board which stood on a 
other vases and varioustable; there were 

articles to be burned with it.
Q. You are quite sure you set it with the 

rest? A. Quite sure.
Q. What reason have you for this cer

tainty? A. Because I nearly knocked over 
some small pieces in setting the vase there. 
Indeed—yes, I did knock over one—a coffee 
cup, and in setting it right put my finger in 
the new paint and smeared it.

Q. Is this the coffee cup? A. Yes, and 
there is the mark where iny linger went. 
The vase was large, and I had to make room 
for it on the board.

Q. Did you mention what you had dono to 
any one? A. Yes; I reported it to Herr 
Hirseh, as was my duty.
^ Q. DU ks ;;;• A Us

Thos.Dean.
Lard,
Poultry,
Game.

Beef, Pork,
Lamb, Hams, 
Mutton, Bacon,

13,14 & 15 CITY MARKET
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Repairing & Refitting
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

Promptly Attended to at

E. S. STEPHENSON’S,
53 SUIT IIF. ST.

N. B."Scales a Specialty.
(Tu BE CVXTUiVEB.)

“True—but—bat”-----
“Sire?” said the count, “would you commit 

I will answer for her silence.’her to me?
“Your then the king burst into a roar of 

laughter, and held his sides. He looked at 
the countess mother, who was evidently dis
concerted.

ka
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11 Would you commit her to me V 
4‘Hold!” said the king. 4‘It shall be’so—and 

what is more, I will ennoble the Mansfeld. 
I will create her a baroness in her own right 
—Let me see! She shall be the Baronne 
Grand-Tyran, and bear on her shield, and as 
the Grand-Tyran crest—the Blue Vase.”

Notice of Sale
To William S. Harding and Eliza Ann his wife, 

Thomas C. Harding, George M. Anderson and 
the Heirs, Executors, Administrators and As
signs of Hughina M. Anderson, wife of said 
George M. Anderson deceased, to Horatio Dow
dell and Georgina his wife, James Davidson and 
Margaret S. his wife, Mary Olivia Harding and 
Elizabeth J. Harding, and all other legal repre
sentatives of George J. Harding late of the Par- 
ish of Lancaster. Doctor of Medicine deceased, 
and all others whom it may concern :—

T THE UNDERSIGNED ASSIGNEE of a cer- 
Jl tain Indenture of Mortgage made between 
Margaret Harding, William S. Harding and Eliza 
Ann his wife, Thomas Harding, Georee Anderson 
and Hughina M. his wife, Georgina Harding Mar
garet S, Adams, Mary Olivia Harding, Elizabeth J, 
Harding and Horace Harding and Sarah his wife, 
Of the one Part and Ann Jane Ritchie, Henry W. 
Frith and George W. Ritchie, Trustees under the 
Last Will and Testament of George W. Ritchie, 
deceased Of the Other Part, bearing date the 
twenty-eighth day of February, A. D., 1877, Do 
hereby give you notice that in default of payment 
of certain Mortgage money owing to me by 
virtue of said Indenture (assigned to me by
Indenture dated fourth day of November, 
A. D„ 1882.) I shall after four weeks 
mtblication of this Notice in execution of 
the power vested in me as Assignee of arid Inden
ture of Mortgage by virtue of the Power of Sale 
therein sell or cause to be sold by PUBLIC AUC
TION, ON SATURDAY, the thirtieth day of 
June next, at twelve o’clock noon, at Chubb’s 
Corner, so called, in Prince William Street, in the 
City of Saint John, the land and premises describ
ed m said Indenture of Mortgage as follows; “All 
that certain lot, piece or parcel of land situate in 
Carleton, in the said City of Saint John, conveyed 
to said George J. Harding deceased, by one John 
Strange by Indenture bearing date the eighth day 
of October, A, D., 1839, and described as Lot num
ber (166) one hundred and sixty-six, npon the 
original map or plan of Carleton, originally grant
ed to Lot Strange, being at the comer of Front 
Row and Duke Street, and measuring fifty feet 
upon Front Row and eighty feet upon Duke street 
more or less, and also that eertain other lot. piece 
or parcel of land con veyed to said George J. Hard
ing deceased, by one James Dunn, by Indenture 
bearing date the eighteenth day of September, A. 
D., 1845, and described as situate, lying and being 
m Carleton, on the Western Side of the Harbour 
ofSaint John, lying and being on the north west 
side of Duke Street, and known and distinguished 
on the map or plan of Carleton aforesaid by the 
number (167) one hundred and sixty-seven, the 
same being forty feet in front and extending back 
preserving the same width one hundred feet.”

For terms of sale and other particulars apply 
to A. H, DkMill, Solicitor for Assignee of Mort
gagees. Dated 30th day of May. A. D., 1888.

HORACE HARDING, 
Assignee of Mortgagees.

A. II. DeMILL,
Solicitor for Assignee of Mortgagees.

FUNERAL FURNISHING

Undertakers.
.

Adult Hearse, also White Hearse 
For Children.

OFFICE

No. 146 MILL STREET
RESIDENCE;

166 MU1 Street, St. John, N. B.

THE

New Brunswick Um 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
ing Boston 7 p. m. running through, arriving in St. 
John 2.20 p. m. next day.

tf^F*Seats may be secured at Company's Ticket 
Office, corner Union and Mill Streets, or at the 
station.

F. W. CRAM, 
Gen. Manager.

J. F. LEAVITT,. I
Gen. Pass, and Ticket Agent. 

St. John, N. B., April 19th, 1888.

Express prom Halifax & Quebec.
Express from Sussex......................
Accommodation...................
Day Express....................................

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.
D. POTTINGER,

Chief Superindendent.
Railway Office,

Monoton, N. B., November 22nd, 1887_

St. John Academy of Art —TZE3CZH3 —
---- AND-----

SCHOOL OF DESIGN.
VTOW epenfor instruction in Free-Hand Draw- 
jLx ing from objects. Perspective paintings in 
Oils ana Water Colors by competent teachers. 
China painting taught by the most improved 

thods. Lessons in painting by mail. Classes 
for teachers on Saturdays and two nights a week. 
Circulars sent on application.

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

11 II
-AND-

D00KI COMPANY,
Victoria Wharf, Smythe Street,

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

HOTELS.
DIRECTORS:

6IME0N JONES, Esq., President, 
GEORGE ROBERTSON, Vice-President, 
THE IION. JOHN BOYD,.
C. H. FAIRWEATHER, Esq.,
W. H. THORNE, Esq. #

THOS. STEAD,
Secretary and Manager

Hotel Dufferin
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor. "DONDED and Free Warehouses, Goods stored 
JLj at moderate rates. Warehouse receiprs- 
negotiable by endorsement, issued under authorit 
ty of Special Act of Parliament of the Dominion 
of Canada.

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

All communications to be addressed to

Royal Hotel,
T. F. RAYMOND, Prop’r

SAINT JOHN, N. B. • THOS. STEAD, Sec’y.
T Tnsurance at minimum rates.

Victoria Hotel
^Formerly Waverley.)

81 to 87 KING STREET,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

D. W. McCORMICK, Prop’r.

CONTINENTAL HOTEL! FR]---- TA3TS
WORM powders;(LATE ROYAL,)

King Square, St. John, N. B, Are pleasant to tako. Contain their own 
Portative. Is a eafo, euro, and effectual 
destroyer ot worms in Children or AdoltaG. RIX PRICE,

Owner and Proprietor.
Thoroughly renovated and furnished. First- 

class in all its appointments.

Queen Hotel,
FREDERICTON, N. B.

J. A. EDWARDS, Proprietor. 

Fine Sample Room in Connexion,
ALSO, A FIBOT-CLASS LIVERY STABLE.*

Coaches at trains and boats. WANTED.
BARKER HOUSE, Hides, Calfskins,

Sheepskins,
Wool and Wool Pickings.

PersonsTin the countiy sending the 
above will promptly receive the highest 
market prices.

QUEEN ST., FREDERICTON.
Newly refurnished and now one of the leading 

hotels in the Maritime Provinces.

Sample Room & Livery Stable
Modern Improvements constantly being 

made.
THOS L. HAY,

F. B. COLEMAN, Proprietor Storeroom—Head of Alley, 15 Sydney St>
Residence—41 Paddock Street

PROFESSIONAL. OITYtfFSLONDONK

ffu.mii PUG8LEY, D. G. L, FIRE INSURANCE CO.
OF LONDON, ENGLAND.

Barrister and Attomey-at-Law,
OFFICES: Capital, - - $10,000,000.

H. CHUBB & CO.,
General Agents.

Æ^-Losses adjusted and paid without reference 
to England.

Cor. Prince Wm. & Church Sts,

John F. Ashe, AGENTS FOR

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY, Etc.

OFFICE :

*94 Prince William Street.
We have on hand a fine Assortment

Choice Havana CigarsDR. ANDREWS
Has removed to

No. 15 Coburg Street,
NEXT DOOR ABOVE DR. HAMILTON’S.

Which we will Sell low to the Trade.

TAYLOR &D0CKRILL,
84 KING STREET.

J. HUTCHISON, M.D.
WANTED -ftrtJP&toS
<ind Cu6f launderied ar Hnoah’» Lxoxdbt.

Ww

/GRADUATE OF COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS

EXPRESS.land.
Office and Residence—Paradise Row, Portland 

N. B. Adjoining ttie Mission ChaneL

Choice Oysters (LIMITED.)
Received Daily from P. E. I. and^Shediae! 

to Order.i

Drafts, Notes and Accounts.
Running daily (Sunday excepted), with Spe 

Messengers in charge, over the entire line_ of the 
Intercolonial Railway, connecting at Riviere du 
Loup with the

Fresh and Salt Fish
cialof;all kinds at

No. 19 N. S. King Square.
J. D. TURNER-

Canadian Express Co.
FOR YOUR OYSTERS fpr alVpoints in the Province of Quebec and On

tario and the Western States, and at St. John 
with theGO TO

American Express Co.S. BRUCE’S
Oyster House,

for alVpoints in the Eastern and Southern States.
Branch offices in Summerside and Charlotte

town, P. E. I. European Express forwarded and 
received weekly.

Debenture Goods or Goods in Bond promptly 
attended to and forwarded with despatch.

Special rates for Large Consignments and fur
ther information on application to
JAMES P.RŸCE,

Superintendent.

9 King Square (North side.)
Oysters delivered to*all parts of the City. Dis

count made ou Family and Hotel Orders.
J. R. STONE.

Avant.

TO LET.WHEN ORDERING

Your Oysters,
SHOP, 161 BRUSSELS ST.,

Do not forgot the|NewiOystcr Store,

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

Low. Apply to
5 KING SQUARE.

A. G. BOWES & CO.,.^OYSTERS delivered to any part of the 
City and Portland.

No. 21 Canterbury St.CHAS. II. JACKSON.

SMITH’S HANUAt
-OF—

Engineers’Calculations
FOR SALE AT

McMillan’s. Harrison’s. Barnes’ McArthur’s and 
Watson’s Bookstores.

price, . . çy.vo.

GM Meni Ramy.
ST. STEPHEN & 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

11.10 a. m., for St. George, St. Stephen, and in
termediate points, arriving in St. George at 

„ 2.11 p. m.; St. Stephen at 4.12 p. m.
LEAVE St. Stephen at 8.30 a. m.; St. George at

10.35 a. m.: arriving in Carleton at 1.35 p. m.; St.
John at 1.50 p. ra.
Both trains will stop at Musquash for refresh

ments.
Freight, up to 500 or 600 lbs.—not large in bulk 

—will be received by Jamks Moulson, 40 Water 
street, up to 5 p.m.; all larger weights and bulky 
freight must be delivered at the Warehouse, 
Carleton, before 6 p. m.

Baggage will be received and delivered at 
Moulson’8, Water Street, where a truckman will 
be in attendance.

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

STEAMERS.
INTERNATIONAL

STEAMSHIP COMPANY:

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT.!
-FOB-

BOSTON,
Via Eastport and Portland^
/COMMENCING MONDAY, April 36th, and an- 
\J til further notice, Steamers of this Line will 
leave St. John every MONDAY, WEDNESDAY 
and FRIDAY morning, at 8 a. m., for Eastport, 
Portland and Boston.

Returning, will leave Boston at 9 a.m.. Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday, and Portland at 5 p. m. 
same days, for Eastport and St. John.

H. W. CHISHQLM, Agent.

NOVA SCOTIA
STEAMSHIP 00., Limited’

-10-

S

DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,
Yarmouth, Kentvillo, Halifax, and all 

intermediate stations.

oœŒK -ssf?
Saint John tor Digby and Annapolis every Mu 
DAY, WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY mo 
ings, at 7.45 local time. Returning will le 
Annapolis and Digby sumo days, after arriva 
trains from Halifax and Yarmouth.

H. W. CHISHOLM,
Reed’s Point Wharf.

A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18 00 train 
te Halifax.

On Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, a Sleeping 
Car for Montreal will be attached to the Quebec 
Express, and on Monday, Wednesday and Friday 
a Sleeping Car will be attached at Moncton.

Trains will Arrive at St. John :

fRAILROADS.

mm-
®fgS ?!

-
hi

to Brunswick Biway Ce’y.
(ALL RAIL LINE.)

A RRANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in effect 
j£\. April 2nd, 1888. Leaves fit. Jol*n Inter
colonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.

—Fast Express for Bangor, Portlan 1, Bos
ton and points west., and for Fredericton, 
St. Andrews, St. Stephen, Iloulton. Woodstock 
Presque Isle, Grand Falls and Edmundston. 

with Pullman Parlor Car for Boston.
8.40 a.m—For St. Stephen, and for Bangor and 

points west, Fredericton, St. Andrews, Houltoa 
and Woodstock.
4.45 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points# 
8.30 P.m—(Except Saturday night)—For Bangor. 

Portland, Boston, and all points west, (except 
Saturday and Sunday nights), for Iloulton, 
Woodstock, St. Stepnen, Presque Isle and 
Grand Falls, with Pullman Sleeping Car for 
Bangor.

6.10 a. m

ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.
5.45 a.m—(Except Monday Morning)—From Ban

gor, Portland, Boston and all points west, 
and from St. Stephen, Houlton and Woodstock, 
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. 
Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, 
Grand Falls and Presque Isle.

7.00 p, m.—From St. Stephen, and frdth St. An
drews, Fredericton, Holton and Woodstock.

LEAVE CARLETON. ,
8.00 a.m—For Fairville. and tor Bangor and all 

points west, Fredericton, St. Stephen, St. 
Andrews, Houlton and Woodstock.

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

ARRIVE AT CARLETON.
8.40 a.m—From Fairville. -
5.05 p.m—From Fairville and points west.
H. D. McLEOD,

Snpt. Southern Division. Gen. Manager.
J. F. LEAVITT, Gen. Pass, and Ticket Agent.

St. John, N. B., October 17. 1887.

F. W. CRAM,

I

INTERCOLONIAL RAMAY.
1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1888
ZYN and after MONDAY, Nov. 28tli 1887
\J the trainsof this Railway will run daily 
(Sunday excepted) as follows:—

Trains will Leave St. John.
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BRASS 1 PLUMBER SHOP,United Power.
Burdock Blood Bitters unites in one 

combination remarkable powers as a 
tonic, blood-purifying, system-regulating 
and cleansing medicine. It has no equal 
in its power of curing all diseases of the 
stomach, liver, kidneys, bowels and blood.

The monster timber ship at the Finger
board, N. S., is about two-thirds built. Mr. 
Robertson states that. there are 21,000 
pieces already in the ship, and he expects 
7000 pieces will be required to finish it

Mr. L. R. Miller, of this town, who is 
making extensive alterations and im
provements upon his dwelling and pre
mises, made a discovery last week of a 
most singular character. While making 
an excavation some of the men found a 
woman’s left hand, but no other remains. 
The nails were still upon the hand, and a 
number of the cords and ligaments were 
also visible. It had evidently been in 
the ground for some time.—Bribgetown 
Monitor.

The man Best, who “accidently” shot 
his wife in the shoulder a few days ago, 
at Amherst, while handling a revolver, is 
also said to have sent a bullet through 
his hand in the same careless manner, 
not long since. Mrs. Best is in a precar
ious condition. There ought to be a pun
ishment for such carelessness.

Says the Newcastle Advocate : Hon. A. 
A. Davidson met with a severe fall on 
Monday lash He was proceeding along 
the street when he was suddenly and un-

nABIUHE HAPFEXIXtiS.

An Interesting Cellectlen of Odd Items 
From all Sources.

FIMttY MEN'S SAYINGS

96 Prince William St., Foundry,121 Water St,WHAT THE SAU-ETE» SCRIBES OF 
THE HUMOROUS PRESS WRITE. The lobster factory at Cow Bay Head 

completely destroyed by fire last BROWNLEY & CO.was
week. Nothing was saved. The factory 

owned by Pickert & Co., of Boston.
Capt Maltby, who has been in charge 

of the Salvation Army in Sydney since 
their opening, left recently for England, 
where he goes to take possession of a for
tune left him by an admiring aunt.

General Assembly of the Presby- 
Church in Canada will meet ih

Miss Annie McCormick, of Hawkins- 
ville, Ga., can play simultaneously two 
tunes on a piano and sing a third.

wasParagraphe from a Great Sneaker of 
Places aad A beet .Great Number 

ef Subjeete. BOOKS AND STATIONERYA Good Offer
is made by the proprietors of Hagyard’s 
Yellow Oil, who have long offered to re
fund every cent expended for that reme
dy if it fails to give satisfaction on fair 
trial for Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Sore 
Throat and all painful complaints for 
which it is recommended.

Miss Ethel—But, surely, Clara, you 
wouldn’t marry a man for his money ? 

Miss Clara—Certainly not, er—that is, 
old man.—New

The 
terian
Halifax on June 13th and continue the 
session until abouf.Tune 21. Every pro

in the Dominion will be represent-

We are now showing full lines of

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

LATEST BOOKS.
NEW YORK AND BOSTON DAILY PAPERS AND 

MAGAZINES always in Stock.
All goods at lowest prices.

I

unless he was a very

iPoliceman (to tired citizen)—“Do you 
think you can get home alone, Mr. 
Smith ?”

Tired citizen—“Yesh, I can (hie) get 
V fron’ door Tone, but after that I (hie) 
guesh I’ll have comp’ny.”—N. Y. Sun.

vince
ed.i Charles H. Foyle showed us some 
timothy cut in his meadow last Eriday 
measuring 201 inches. He says that last 
season the hay en that part of his farm 
was over the horses’ backs in mowing 
time.—Baddeck Reporter.

A fellow of Prince Edward Island spe
cies had an interesting time in Milford 
last week, according to the Old Town 
Herald. He got a big Head and in an 
entirely different manner from the aver
age rummy. Having become full of the 
ardent, he went out into the woods to 
sleep the effect off, but he took for a pil
low an ant’s mound. They resented the 
intrusion by devoting, while he lay in a 
drunken stupor, all their attention to his 
face and head, closing through their 
poisonous bites the eyes, and causing the 
face and head to appear as though a large 
number of bees had been stinging him. 
He çame to Old Town and Dr. Pease took 
him in charge, working for a long time to 
get the poison out of him. The liquor 
probably counteracted the most of its dis
astrous effects.

In ancient days the most celebrated 
precept was, “Know thyself” In mo
dern times it has been supplanted by the 
more fashionable maxim, "Know thy 
neighbor and everything about him.”

The Kentville Chronicle says on Wed-

The Deaf Hear.
After eight years suffering from deaf

ness, so bad that I was unable to attend 
to my business, I was cured by the use 
of Hagyard’s Yellow Oil. With gratitude 
I make this know for the benefit of others 
afflicted. Harry Ricardo, Toronto, Ont

Inspection invited.Wife—“What time did you get in last 
night, John ?”

Husband—“Two o’clock, mv dear.
Wife—“Where were you, John?”
Husband—“At work at the office, my 

dear.”
Wife—"That’s right 

lie. (To the servant) Mary, t 
Brown’s shoes off the mantle-pi 
get his night-key out of the dock and 
put it in his pocket”—Washington Critic.

ID. lÆc-A-K/TIEITTIËb,
' 4The gay but deceptive watermelon will 

soon be with us and the doctors will reap 
a harvest

80 KING STREET. 41
John, never tell a 

take Mr. 
ece and

expectedly run against by a large dog, 
ana he was thrown down. No bones 
were broken but Mr. D. was severely 
shaken and is still suffering from the ef- NOWamHew It Works,

The mode of operating of Burdock 
Blood Bitters is that it works at one and 
the same time upon the stomach, liver, 
bowels and blood, to cleanse, regulate and 
strengthen. Hence its almost universal 
value in chronic complaints.

Mrs. Emily Crawford, the eminent 
Paris journalist, has a strong, handsome 
face, blue eyes and white hair.

fects of the fall
Young siAor (appealingly)—Mr. Soak, 

I love your daughter. Can I, oh, can I 
call her mine?

Old Soak (promptly)—Yes sir.
Y. S.—Oh, thanks, sir, thanks!
He is about to rush off, and gets to the

Faeklen Notes.

Something new and prettv in rustic 
hats is made of fine corn-husks delicately 
braided and neither bleached nor colored.

To Order SHOW CASES for Spring.
Brilliantine. the new summer stuff so 

popular for house gowms, is merely the 
old-time alpaca in new colors and print
ed patterns.

Some of thé new spring costumes are 
made of scarlet India silk with black fig- 

and trimmed with a profusion of

LeB. ROBERTSONdoor.
Ô. S.—I say, son-in-law, ain’t you going 

to set up a bottle on that?—[Town Topics. 9.

SAINT JOHN, N. B-,
IS AGENT FOR

What an exemplary couple Adam and 
Eve must have been 7 He never talked 
about his mother’s cooking, and she could 
never be induced to speak of the luxuri
ous home she left in order to marry a 
man on a limited salary.

ures 
black lace.

M. FROST & Co.’s
CELEBRATED NICKEL CASES

A novelty of the season is the white 
muslin gown embroidered in silk. Each 
gown is embroidered in one color—am
ber, heliotrope, blue, rose and tilleul. 
Among the prettiest are the pale greens. 
The wide flounces are sufficient for tunic 
or skirt drapery and the narrow is dis
posed of according to the taste or fancy 
of the wearer. One embroidered in pale 
green is trimmed with pale green rib
bons. The hat worn with it is of pale 
green straw, trimmed with a wreath of 
pink roses with thick foliage.

White cloth gowns will find favor, and 
contrasting colors are rarely seen, except 
when velvet is used for collar, cuffs and 
belt Heavy white braid will tri 
skirt, while the drapery will show a sim
ple hem finish. In purchasing white 
cloth it is best to get that which has al
ready been shrunk, else the first of its 
manv visits to the cleaner will be disas
trous. The best modestes are making 
them with the silk foundation concealed 
by a drop skirt, made smooth and plain in 
front and hanging in full folds in the 
back. This skirt is trimmed just above 
the hem with a floral design wrought in 
coarse, white braid, The front drapery 
forms panniers, while the badk is arrang
ed to fall in two long tabs. The basque 
is pointed at the back, arching at the 
hips, and has a full vest of white crepe, 
with braided revers of the cloth ; the high 
collar and coat-sleeves are braided, and a 
belt of white ribbon is arranged across 
the vest at the waist line.

Cotton batiste is the name given a very 
fine quality of goods that will make won
derfully nice house dresses or for after
noons in the country. Indeed, they can 
be made up to look charming for warm 
days in the street. The grounds are 
white, cream and light tan shades, the 
designs floral and geometrical, large and 
small, all of which are extremely pretty. 
They are selling for 8 cents a yard and 
therefore cost almost nothing, especially 
if made up in the house. One of the pret
tiest of these is ofdark blue, with a hair 
stripe of white. The plain skirt has a 
dark-blue velvet ribbon set on just above 
the hem. The draperies are simply 
hemned and are long and full, while the 
pointed basque has the fronts gathered 
on the shoulders with a V-shaped vést of 
blue velvet and collar and cuffs of the 
same.

Gray and white as a combination re
tains all of its popularity. For the warm
er weather these combination frocks are 
usually of gray and white brilliantine, 
the prettiest being white, as also the vest 
and collar and cuffs. Very frequently 
the white portions of the form are braid
ed with gray or combined gray and white 
or else silver or steel passementeries. For 
wear at Bar Harbor and the more north
ern watering places, where costumes of 
wool are never too warm, these combina
tions are white silk and gray cashmere 
and heavily braided with silver.

i
Wakeful Wife (at 1.30 o’clock su m.)— .

Oh, dear ! I wish I were in the arms of nesday there was sent from that station
to Boston, something over a ton of fresh 
salmon, all caught at or around Hall’s 
Harbor. Owing to the obstruction of the 
river by mill dams, the salmon have all 
disappeared from the Avon, Kennetcook 
and St. Croix.

Josephus !
Busy Husband (just returned from the 

office)—You mean Morpheus, I guess?
Wakeful Wife (who does not receive 

mneh attention from her lawful spouse) 
—Well, anybody ! I’m not particular.

Write or Call for Catalogue and Prices.
500 ZDOZZGZKT It Somebody reaps a fair profit on sewing 

machines.
seized a lot of several thousand American 
machines, entered at $12 each, on ac
count of alleged undervaluation : but the 
American company offers to sell the en
tire lot at the entry price. These ma
chines probably retail at from $30 to $50 
each.

About 100 sail of western Nova (Scotia 
bankers obtained their supply of bait at 
Malagawatch, Bras d’Or Lake, last 
month and distributed over $4000 cash 
among the fishermen and farmers of that 
neighborhood. Several St Pierre [French) 
fishing vessels also obtained their supply 
of bait there.—Hx. Herald.

Says the Halifax Herald : Mrs. John 
Palmeter, of Long Island, is over a hun
dred yeafs old, having celebrated her 
centennial, a few months since. She is 
quite active and is able to read and do or
dinary work without the aid of spectacles.

On Tuesday a representative of The 
Echo was shown a bar of gold weighing 
245 ounces, and valued at nearly $5,000, 
which was being sent to Halifax from the 
gold mines at Isaac’s Harbor. A fort
night ago a bar weighing 252 ounces was 
sent from these mines. Its value was 
over $5,000.—[Antignish Echo.

The leading editorial in the last issue 
of the Chatham Advance shows an ac
quaintance with Vulcan street and other 
places of ill repute in Moncton that is 
positively painful. The editor evidently 
finds congenial company when he comes 
to Moncton. There is no danger that he 
will swallow anything fishy while drink
ing Moncton water—he takes it too spar
ingly.—Moncton Times.

About half-past one on Sunday morn
ing last, some burglar entered the house 
of Mr. George Horton, and stole from the 
cellar a large quantity of twist cakes.— 
Springhill News.

What a broad grin must pass over the 
faces of the liquor sellers, as they read 
the effusions of a certain paper on tem
perance, when they remember that the 
writer spent a good part of the previous 
night in card playing and drunkenness, 
in one of their own saloons.—Springhill 
News.

“Do you believe that man is continual
ly growing smaller in stature?”

“Certainly I do.”
“What are your reasons for it ?”
“I have no reasons, but I know that I 

was six feet high before marriage, and 
now I feel as though I ought to walk on 
stilts.”

“Ï fear it can never be, George,” said 
the maiden, sadly ; “there is an insur
mountable obstacle in the way."

"I am sure I can remove it, Laura,” 
said George earnestly, “If you will only 
let me try.”

Laura pointed silently to a portrait of 
her fatner—a large, cross-eyed man, with 
red hair, a square jaw and a foot like a 
canvas-covered ham; and George took his 
hat and groped hie way out through the 
hall towards the front door. He wasn’t 
large enough to remove such an obstruc
tion, and he knew it

igg-and-a-half puzzle has reached 
d west One of the impecunious 

editors makes it do duty as a gentle dun, 
in this wise : If a delinquent and a half 
should come up and pay a dollar and a 
half in a year and a halt an editor and a 
half would then stand a chance of getting 
a meal and a half occasionally.

The customs department OUR KID GLOVE.t
m the

“TANT MIEUX.”POWDER THIS GROVE, is placed upon our counters DIRECT from the manufactur
ing tables of a GRENOBLE FRENCH KID GLOVE HOUSE, for which we have

SÆœsaaKffSSfÇî
almost ONE-THIRD THE PRICE of a “JOSEPHINE” GLOVE, whilst mrepn 
tation it is rated' with, and (in point of actual wearing vaine) is 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 
for orders exceeding four pairs we will send them CARRIAGE PAID. By this 
means ladies in out districts may have the gloves delivered at their homes without 
any additional cost. As no glove stretched or tried on can be exchanged the cor
rect size should be given.

Try a pair upon 
BREAK AWAY in 1

Absolutely Pure. 0

This powder never varies. A marvel of purity, 
strength ^and wholesomeness. More economical 
than the ordinary kinds, and cannot be sold in 
competition with the multitude of low tes . short 
weight alum or phosphate powders. So <1 only in 
cans. Royal Baking Powdkr Co., 106 Wall St., 
New York.

, and

THE KEY TO HEALTH.
guarantee that they WILL WEAR WELL and NOTQitoagy our

the seams.I PRICE 64 CENTS.The e
King Street, St. John, N. RF AIR ALL & SMITH,' the wil

AMERICAN STEAM LAUNDRYUnlocks all the dogged avenues of the 
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, cany- 
logoff gradually without weakening the 
'system, all the imparities and foul 
humors of the secretions; at the same 
time Correcting Acidity of the 
Stomach, earing Biliousness, Dys
pepsia, • Headaches, Dizziness, 
Heartburn, Constipation, Dryness 
of the Skin, Dropsy, Dimness of 
Vision, Jaundice, Salt Bhemn, 
Erysipelas, Sorofitia, Fluttering of 

Heart, Nervousness, and «en- 
oral Debility; all these and many 
other «mfl.T Complaints yield to the 
happy influence of ÈÜBDOCK 
BLOOD BITTERS.

Higgins is troubled with an overween
ing curiosity about other people’s affairs, 
says the Detroit Free Press. He met 
Smithers in a street car; doesn’t know 
Smithers very well, but “me ,boys” him 
as if he did.

“Busy, eh?” he inquired off-hand.
“Yes,” said Smithers deliberately.

. “Been buying a horse for my wife.”
“Have, eh? Well let me give yon some 

points.”
“Oh, I’ve concluded a bargain.”
"Not without trying him? Was he 

sound in wind and limb?'’
“He appeared to be.”
“Doesn’t balk?”
“No-o, I guess not.”
“Stand w'ithout hitching?”
“Y-e-e-s, I think so.”
“Good gait?”
But here Smithers reached his crossing. 

When he reached the door he called back 
to Higgins;

“I neglected to mention the kind of 
horse my wife wanted. It was a clothes 
horse.”

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

A STEAM LAUNDRY
-AT-

Nos. 52 an«l 54 Canterbnvy 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.

the
■1

- Proprietors.QODSOE BEOSX.HUMJRH ft «k, Proprietors, tat*
•I

J. D. McAvity,
FamilyGrocer

39 BRUSSELS ST.
Teas, Coffees, Sugars, Tobac

cos, Spices, Fruits, &c.
ALSO DEALER IN

Hard and Soft Goal

Maritime Lead <St Saw Works.
JAS. ROBERTSON,

IRON, STEEL ! GENERAL METAL MERCHANT
ajstzd

Manufacturer,
OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson’s NewMditg*

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

D. J. JENNINGS, 171 UNION STREET

u.

She—Ralph, why did you send me a 
little red flag today?

Jlalph (a rejected and dejected suitor) 
—I beg you will wear it'as a signal of 
danger, you know I would not like to see 
the other fellows suffer as I do now.— 
[Life.

“Clara,” said the old man from the 
head ef the stairs, “say to that young 
man that a storm is coming up.”

4*All right, sir; thanks,” responded the 
young fellow himself. “I hadn’t noticed 
it. I think I’ll wait and see if it doesn’t 
blow' over.”—[New York Sun.

“One o’ my hired men has got a notion 
he wants a fiddle” said an agriculturist 
to the dealer. “What might that secon’- 
hand one injthe winder be wuth?”

"That's a Stradivarius; it’s worth 
$3000.”

“PH speak to the hired man about it,” 
shouted the agriculturist, as he backed 
out of the place; “he may not like that 
make.”—[New York Sun.

“John,” said his wife (they were in a 
sleeping car berth), “for goodness sake, 
wake up!”

“Wha-what’s the matter?”
“You are snorting so, people will think 

we’re off the track.”
“And so the ice cream season is again 

upon us, George,” she said shyly. *
“Yes,” he responded, “I never pick up 

a paper now that I do not expect to find 
some awful case of poisoning.”—[Epoch.

Mr. Mould (the undertaker)—I heard 
some bad news today. A man w hom I’ve 
known for years has just died.

Mrs. Mould (inclined to lie playful)— 
That ought not to be very bad news for 
us, Uriah.

Mr. Mould—He was blown up by dyna
mite, my dear.—[Harper’s Bazaar.

When the pompous porter of the palace 
car appeared on the scene, the little girl 
exclaimed : “Oh ! ma, I didn’t known 
Mr. Pullman was a colored man !”

The man who keeps his eyes «pen can 
see a great many amusing thing in this 
work)—especially when his wife sets out 
to water her flower garden with the hose.

Workmen are engaged sinking mile 
posts all along the New Brunswick rail
way from St John to Vanceboro.

After exhibiting in this city July 23, 
Forepaugh’s circus will leave for a tour of 
the Provinces. The numerous fakirs who 
accompany this show will get a warm re
ception in Bangor. We suggest that thev 
would do better to keep right through to 
the Provinces and act as advance agents 
for the show.—Bangor Commercial.

olsSun umbrellas have become paras 
again, and in restoring their old name 
another old-time feature has been reviv
ed—that of closizg them with a passem
enterie ring. They are made of all ma
terials—of printed cottons for the country, 
Madras plaid cottons for travelling, plain 
silks and silks with a satin border like 
the new ribbons, and lace lined with light 
silks, or else, the newest of all, those of 
Canton crepe. The style of the handle 
conforms to the material of the umbrella; 
those for the country, travelling and gen
eral use have carved, twisted and polish
ed wooden handles ; the lace and crepe 
ones have sticks of silver, enamel or ex
quisitely carved ivory.

f
- A

i■^oiivered to ali uartt* o tbr*< Vv.

OLD RYE.
Landing To-Day

Walker’s
5 yr. Old in Cases.

1 CAR LOAD

.

LUNCH BASKETS. f
A few of the above just opened and for sale low whib they laK,

---- JUST RECEIVED----

A New Lot of ENVELOPES and NOTE PAPER,
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

A FULL LINE OF RASE BALL GOODS.

,
’

Publications.

Molly’s Story, being a family history, 
as related by a faithful servant, edited by 
Frank Merrifield, is a charming descrip
tion of English life, as it was lived a 
hundred years since. Molly tells her 
story in a manner hardly less quaint and 
pleasing than that of Judith Shakespeare 
is told by William Black, and it will be 
admired for the faithful portraiture it 
presents of domestic life in England a 
century ago. Published by William 
Bryce, Toronto.

A very handsomely printed copy of Mr. 
Potter of Texas, by A. C. Ganter, is 
sent us by Mr. Bryce of Toronto. The 
story is one of the most sensational 
of the period, and will be greedly de
voured by every admirer of Mr. Barnes 
of New York, from the pen of the same 
gifted author.

g

“I’ve got the cutest little dog you ever 
saw,” says Squire Tom Williston of Bay 
du Vin. “He can do anything but talk. 
I’ll tell you what he did the other day. 
It’s God’s truth now I’m telling you, and 
if you don’t believe me ask Capt Joe of 
the White Wing. We were aground off 
Black River the other day, and the little 
fellow swam out to us. Joe says : ‘Let’s 
go out on the bowsprit and try if that’ll 
help her.’ Then that cute little cuss- 
just as true as I’m telling you—ran out 
there ahead of us and every time we’d 
jump he’d jump. And he doesn’t weigh 
over seven pounds.—New you may not 
believe me, but it’s true. It was cute to 
see him jump on the bowsprit—only 
seven pounds—to help the schooner off.” 
A dead silence reigned at the ship chand
lery, and the owner of the dog looked 
more grieved than angry at the incredu
lous air of the audience—Chat. World.

Spirits & Rye. 
THOS. L. BOURKE,

At JENNINGS’ BOOKSTORE, 171 Union Street;
Orders from a distance promptly attended to.*^8

Livery and Boarding Stables,
Sydney Street, St. John, N. B.

■111 & 13 Water Street.

WANTED.

DAVID CONNELL. ■A lady will be pleased to receive orders
for

PLAIN SEWING Horses Boarded on Reasonable Terms.
Horses and Carriages on Hire. Fine Fit-outs at Short Notice.

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

C. L. Gazette Office.
Gladstone was once a squatter in Aus

tralia.
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