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The Anthropologist's Coat. |
(w.

E. CULE, IN ‘CHAMBER'S JOURNAL.’

It frequently gives omne a shock of sur-
prise to observe what small and even
ridiculous matters serve to influence a
man’s development and success in life.

Peter Sand. Master of Arts and Fellow |

of St. Gastou’s, was dim-sighted, and

_ failed on one oceasion to distinguish be-
tween a black cloth and a dark blue. In
this act lies the secfet of his subsequent
development and prosperity. :

Three years ago Peter's development
had apparently ceased.  He lived entire-
ly at the university town of Durbridge,
was'’known as a Fellow of St. Gaston’s,
and oceasionally lectured on anthropo-
logy. His friends had once ‘expected a
great deal of him but had for Some time
abandoned those expectations. One or
two articles in scientific magazines form-
ed the sum total to the press, and first
portions of his great work on ‘The
Epoch of Mastedon’ had been written
only to be thrown aside. The income
from his Fellowship was more than
enough for his comfort and he had never

_liked society.  Gradually he had with.-
drawn farther and farther into himself,
until at the age of thirty-three he looked

. ten years older, and was a willing and
contented recluse.  His enemies called
him *‘Fossil,” and he was familiarly
known amoug his friends as ‘‘Little
Peter.”

His usual course of life received an in-
terruption one day in the form of a letter
from Barron, an old school-fellow who
had kept a distant but kindly eye upen
Peter for some fifteen years. The Fel-
low of St. Gaston’s read the letter several
times before he could comprehend it ful-
ly. It appeared that Barron was about
to be married, and wished his old friend
to attend him as groamsman.

A notitication that he would be expect-
ed to act as bridegroom could scarcely
have caused Peter more distress. He a
groomsman—at a wedding! It was ridi-
culous—impossible!  To refuse Barron’s
request, however, seemed also impossible
for he was the last of that=almost forgot-
ten circle of early friends. Atter long
and troubled consideration he sent an ur-
gent note, asking the bridegroom to come
up to Durbridge and explain.

Barron came, a big fellow with a largg?h
heart, which even his work as a country |
solicitor had not succeeded in warping.
He was one of those who had respected
Peter’s learning and had hoped for great
things from him. His disappointment
was extreme to tind shrinkage instead of
expansion, retreat instead of attainment.

“Dear me, Sand!” he cried; ‘‘what’s
wrong with you?  You look so old, ~and
50 very grey! Do you go out much?”’

“Never,” answered Peter, “why should
ey

“Why, because you are becoming a fos-
sil, man,” was the candid answer. ‘“‘You
must wake up—you ought to marry.”

“What?’ exclaimed Peter, astounded;
‘‘ane lose my Fellowship?’

Barron sighed, and felt very sorry that
the Fellowship had ever been gained.
Then he set himself to persuade Peter to
run down for the wedding, and to under-
take the duties of groomsman. It was to
be a very quiet affuir, he explained, and
the responbibility was sim ply nothing.

Peter listened and gradually gave way.

To the bridegroom’s amusement, he
then began to make exhaustive notes in
a pocket-book, so that he might not for-
get any of his duties.

**Since you don’t care for going about
much,” said Barron, ‘“‘you needn’t come
down until the day before. That will be
time enough, and you won’t require so
much luggage.”

“Just my things,” I suppose?’ said the

Fellow. *‘It’s lucky that I've had a first-
rate new coat lately. It’s a blue one.”
“Blue?’

“Yes, dark blue. T intended to get
black, but I'm short-sighted, you know,
and when the patterns were submitted I
chose blue by mistake; but.it’s a splendid
thing, and my landlady tells me that it
looks very weil. I should like to do you
credit at the wedding, old fellow.”

He uttered the last words so kindly,
and his eontidence in the blue coat was
80 touching and childlike, that Barron
could not speak the protest that rose to
his lips. Besides, if Peter had to exert
himself to fit a new coat he might rebel,
and give up the project altogether., So
he held his peace reflecting that there
might be no law against blue after all.
- He did not know how criminal his silence
was, for he was but a man and, had never
been married before.

When he reached home he found cause
to regret his silence. The bride to be
was supported by the presence of her
sister, who had given upa position of
ease as a countess’s eompanion to fill the
vacant place in the family circle. She
had bright eyes and a quick tongue, and
did rot show such reverence for her new
brother as she might have shown.  Bar-
ron was continually at war with her.

““Whet is this Mr. Sand?’ she asked,
pertiy.  “What is his work?”

*‘Oh, he is a Fellow,” said Barron.

“Indeed! That is very lucid. Is he a
mnice fellow?” -

“He is a fellow with a capital F, Miss
Pattie,” was the rebuking answer—*‘Fel-
low of St. Gaston’s College. His work is
anthropology.”

“And what is that, pray?’

- *'Oh, skulls,” said Barron, ‘‘skulls and

skeletons, and all that sort of thing. He's

wonderfully clever—so elever that the
St. Gaston’s people give him two hun-

dred a year as long as he remains unmar-

ried. They know that warriage spoils

~clever men, sc they bribe them to remain

single!” st

His trium ph was but a brief one.

“Has anybody ever tried to bribe you
to remain single, John?" asked Miss Pat-
'tie, icily, and John was sn.‘demoralized
by the thrust that in another moment he
had betrayed the secret of Peter’s coat.

The minutes that followed were decid-
edly troubled ones. Dismay succeeded
to incredulity, and indignation to dismay.
It was in vain that poor Barron pleaded
that Master of Arts and a Fellcw of St.
Gaston’s might wear any coat he liked at
any wedding he liked, and even claim to
set the fashion. He was told that the
idea was an outrage, and that he should
have placed his foot upon tLat blue coat
at its first appearance.  Miss Pattie de-
clared that she would never, never walk
out of church on a blue coat sleeve, and
that her brother Charles must be asked
to act as groomsman iustead of that Fel-
low. Then Barren said that he would
prefer to walk into church with Peter in
a blue coat than with any other living man
in a black one. So the matter was left,
in the faint hope that the groomsman
might be smuggled into a more suitable
garment on the morning of the wedding.

‘It will be a bad thing for him,” said
Misz Pattie, ‘‘if he brings that coat down
here.” \

“*Oh,” said Barron, ‘‘what will you
do?”’

“I shall simply look at him,” was the
quiet reply. *‘That’s all.”

Barron thought it might prove to be
quite enough, for Miss Pattie’s eyes had
remarkable powers of expressing the cold-
er emotion. He felt sorry for his friend,
but was utterly helpless.

Ou the eve of the wedding Peter came |

and Barron introduced him to the bride’s
relatives. While the groomsman was
nervously congraulating the bride, he
himself was forced to admit to Miss Pat-
tie that the dreaded coat had come, and
would certainly make its appeavance in
church. Her eyes flashed daungerously.

“Very well,” she said, ‘‘you know
what I promised;” and she took the earli-
opportunity of working out her . venge-
ance. 3

This. was at supper, and Peter sat
facing her. When he addressed her, she
answered cold and without interest; if he
glanced in her direction he met a look of
abhorrence and contempt which even a
scientist could scarcely have mistaken.
Barron watched the play at first in fear,
but afterwards in surprise. It appeared
to him that Peter did not suffer the way
he should have suffered. He certainly
became more silent, but the glances he
returned to the enemy were entirely free
from confusion.

“You don’t seem to hurt him,” said
Barron, at last. ‘‘What is wrong?”

“There’s nothing wreng,” was the
sharp retort. ‘‘He is unusually stupid,
that is all.”

Barron laughed. *Nothing of the
kind,” he said. ‘Heis looking at you
continually, and perhaps you notice that
his interest is increasing. Don’t flatter
yourself, Pattie; please don’t. He is
simply studying the formation of your
head for anthropological purpeses. Peter
has a mania for sculls.

After that blow Barron retreated with
honor, and, bore the groomsman with
him. They spent an hour before sleeping
ingoiug over the duties of the morning,
Peter making further notes in his book,
with a face of unexpected interest and
earnestness. When this was done, he
sald:

“That young woman, Miss Pattie, has
a fine pair of eyes, John.” :

““Yes, said Barron, expectantly

“Yes, T saw her looking at this old coat
of mine. It is certainly faded, though 1
have never noticed it before, and perhaps
she thought I intended to wear it tomor-
row. [am glad that I have brought my
blue one—I am sure she-—I mean you—
will like it.” '

What was coming to Peter? Barron

gazed at his pleasced and contended face

in growing amazement. Could it be pos-
sible that Miss Pattie had worked this
sudden change? Here was retribution,

indeed!

“John,” said the anthropologist, a
little more hesitatingly, a little nervous.
ly, I believe there is an old eustom—a
groomsman’s privilege- -to—to— hem-—to
kiss the bridesmaid.”

“Eh!” cried Rarron; “‘the bride, you
mean, rot the bridesmaid. You kiss the
bride.”

““Oh,” said Peter, ‘the bride, is it—
not the bridesmaid? I see!” and it seemed
to Barron that his face had fallen a little.
But his own amazement was so great, that
ke could scarcely take notice. He tried
to imagine how Miss Pattie would Inok
if Peter had tried to carry out his mis-
taken idea of the old custom. and heo
wished with all his heart that he had left
the thing alone. Then he said ‘Good.
night’ to Peter, and hastened away to his
own room to langh in peace.

In the morni ng Peter appeared in the
dreaded coat. It wasa dark blue, and
he was so pleased with the effect that
Barron, who had prepared another coat
for him could not find courage to destroy
his illusions. “*After all,” he thought,
““Peter looks very neat; it is to be a very
quiet wedding, and everything will he
overin half an hour.” So he actually

- ]
| ring?

congratulated him upon his appearance, |
and nerved himself to weet the conse-
(quence,

The carnage took them to the church,
where they prepared to wait in the ves-
try until the bridal party should arrive.
There Barron spent a ' few anxious mo-
ments in r;em'inding Peter of his various
duties. Tt was at this ‘point that a sud-
den and startling thought occurred to
him.

"“Peter,” he exclaimed, ‘have you the

“What ring?” cried Peter, astounded.
*No---upon my word—I haven’t!”

The bridegroom said something under
his breath. He had given the ring
into  Peter’s charge on the previous
night, fearing that he might leave it be-
hind him, and up to the present moment
that horrid coat had so troubled his mind
that the matter had quite escaped him.
The ring had been forgotten!” '

He made a rapid caleulation. His
house was not far off, and the missing
article could yet be obtained. Tt was
true that the bride would arrive directly,
but if Peter mads an effort he might re-
turn with the ring by ihe time it was
needed.

“Run!” he said, “run!” You know
where it is—in my writing desk. Run!”

Peter did not wait for further instruc-
tions. He caught up the nearest hat —
which happened to be Barron’s—and
rushed out by the side door. There was
no vehicle within call, and he could not
go in search of one. Clapping Barron’s
hat over his brows, he tire away through
the quiet churchyard, the tails of his blue
coat flying behind him. When he reach-
ed the house he knocked twice without
effect. Then he perceived that everyone
had gone to the church, and turned in
despair and helplessness. As he turned,
he saw that one of the drawing-room
windows had been left unhasped and
slightly open. ‘

There was only one thing to be done.
He gave a furtive glance up and down
the silent, sunny street, and then pushed
the sash higher. There was an awkward
scramble, and the hat was crushed
against the top of the window. In a mo-
ment more he was safely inside.

The desk was found but it was locked.
In his agitation, Barron never thought
of giving him the keys. Peter looked
about him once more, picked up a poker
and with one or two blows destroyed the
lock.

There was the ring, all ready in its
case: There, also, was Barron’s pocket-
book. which had been forgotten like the
ring. Peter grasped the articles, and
was turning to fly, when he found himself
face to face with a policeman!

It was a painful meeting. The officer
had observed Peter’s furtive entry, and
had quietly followed. Tt looked to him
a clear case of daylight burglary, and he
was one of those obtuse policcman whose

convictions it is impossible to move. Pe-
ter tried to explain.
‘It’s a wedding,” he cried, ‘‘and this

is the ring. I came back to get, and
they are all waiting at the church. Iam
the groomsman.”

Then came the tragedy of the coat.
This policeman knew all about weddings,
for he had often attended at the church
doors in an official capacity, He had ol
served the costumes worn on such oceca-
sions, and he had never seen a grooms-
man in a blue coat. He shook his head
stubbornly.

“That’s all very well,” lLe said, *‘but I
con’t take it, sir. You must wilk to the
station with me. It’s close by.”

Peter saw the‘hrgument was vain. The
entry by the window, the broken lock,
the pocket-book, and, although he did
not know it, the blu: coat were all
against him. By this time the ceremony
must have begun, and perhaps they weie
waiting for the ring. With an exclama-
tion of rage and despair he hurled both
ring and pocket-book into the farthest
corner of the room.

* * * * *

At the church, however, matters had
gone perfectly. Barron soon decided
that Peter must have got into difficul-
ties, and then discovered the keys of his
desk in his pocket. Making the best of
the case, he securel tlie services of Miss
Pattie’s ‘‘brother Charles,” as grooms-
man, sent him to borrow a ring from oae
of the ladies, and then wenr to meet the
bride, ~fully provided. Everything ran
smoothly after that until the whole party
proceeded to the bride’s home for the
breakfast,

From there a messenger was sent to
look for Peter, and just as the breakfast
had begun the missing groomsman wmade
his appearance. What he had suffered
during the course of his adventures no
one would ever know, but there was in
bis face a mingling of unutterable emo-
tions. Hatless, dusty, hot and dishevel-
led, he stepped into the room and stared
about him. But bis chief emotion was
anxiety,

“Good gracious, my dear fellow!” cried
Barron, “where have you been?
is the matter? Come and sit here.”

Peter caime. He looked at the faces of
the bride and bridegroom. and saw that
all was well. Then he wiped his brows,
with a sigh of relief.

"It is all right, then?’ he said, huski.
ly. “Thave been in a terrible state—
thought you couldn’t get on without the
ring,”

He spoke so strangely that a smile ap
peared on several faces. One of those ai
the head of the table, however, did not

' hat

smile. She was Jooking into Peter’s face,

and it was her voice that murmured,
“Poor fellow!”

Barron heard it and wondered.

The groomsman took his seat, and told
his curious story. It could not have been
expected that the poor anthropologist
would be o' good story-teller; but here
was a surprise for all.  Peter had been
shaken out of himself; he spoke with
simple feeling and indignation; his words,
his gestures, moved everyone to sympa-
thy. The scientist had emotions, in spite
of science. :

“Imagine the position,” he said. “The
bridegroom waiting for the ring which I
had been entrusted to get—and the police-
man, immovable, inflexible! My dear
Barron, I was wild—1 would have done
anything—I would have given a fortune
—I would have given up my Fellowship
—to get away!—1 would.”

He paused for breath. Every eye was
upon him; every sound was hushed.

“The inspector,” he said, “‘was a little
more reasonable, and thus I am here.
That policeman mnst have been a little
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-mad, & believe. T could not quite make
| out his explanation; but it seems that one
| of his excuses for arvesting me was my
Coal—my—my coat!
dinayy!”

It is most extraor-

Then, of course, everyone looked at
Pecter's coat, and saw that it was blue be-
neath the dust. Barron glanced at Miss
Pattie, and she, perceiving his meaning,
remembered her threat. She looked at
Peter Sand once more, for the third time.

There was no 1idicule now, no con-
tempt. Peter’s face was flushed, his eyes
were bright. Miss Pattie saw in his
countenance something that caused her
own to soften, to change. She saw, per-
haps, aun old Peter, the one who had been
Barron’s friend and won Barron’s faith
and loyalty long ago—the plain. unselfish
Peter, who, during the whole of this un-
happy adventure, had not given one
thought to himself.  Or perhaps she saw
in his face the Peter of a possible future,
when some soft hand—a woman’s hand—
should have brushed away the dust of his
stndies, and sent him forth, veat and

l

| ship became a small thiog.

burnished, to face the world again.

Then Peter, in the silence, looked up
also, and cheir eyes met.  For a moment
their gazed at each other, and for the se-
cond time that day Peter Sand’s Fellow-
Then the
incident was over.

“Well, upon my word!” muttered Bar-
ron, who had seen it all. “Upon my
word!”

As I have already hinted, everything
came about through the blue coat. Had
it no been for that, Miss Pattie would
have paid no more attemntion to Peter
than to any other fussy scientist, and
Peter would never have been led to ob-
serve her eyes. Had it not been for the
coat, Barron would not have forgottem
the ring, Peter would have had no need
to break into the house, the policeman
would have no reasonable excuse to doubt
his explanation.  Further, but for the
coat, Miss Pattie would not bave given
Peter that sceond glance which moved
her sympathy that third

)

tor him, nor

(Continued em Page 7.
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FIRST, and properly, in making a choice of reading for the home you select vour own home paper. IHowever good may
be the reading of other papers, there is none that comes home o elosely to vou as your loeal weekiy. It is te further

increase this interest by adding to our lists that the following liberal proposition is made to subseribers.

We have been

careful to form combinations only where we knew we were touching safe ground and could thorougiily recommend the
publications offered. Read carefully every word of this offer for it means a saving of neney to you.
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A GREAT METROPOLITAN

E are pleased to announce that we

make most extraordinarily liberal arrangements
with the publishers of one of the greatest of Canadian

dailies—The Montreal Daily Herald.

The Herald has achieved a well-deserved reputation for
the remarkable value it gives its readers. It is one of the
most enterprising newspapers in the Dominion, and in
thousands of home circles is welcomed on account of the

great interest it manifests in subjects of

the family. It is admittedly the favorite daily of the
women of Canada. To the farmer and business man, it
appeals through its accurate market reports and business
columns. To the young men, through the attention it
bestows on clean, manly sport. To the lover of fiction,
through the excellent stories appearing regularly in its
columns. To the politician, through the calm and moder-

ate tone of its editorial expressions.

The only reason which prompted the publishers of The
Herald to make us the offer, which enables us to club the
two papers at the extraordinarily low price given below, is
their desire to immediately introduce the Daily Herald in
large numbers in this neighborhood. The offer they now
make will hold good for a limited time only.

It should be mentioned that subscribers to The Herald
during the next few months will enjoy to the full the
opportunity which that paper is offering to all readers to
gecure valuable books at merely nominal figures.
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Tre DomintoN Coox Book, over 300 pages and more than
1,000 recipes, bound substantially in white eilcloth....
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has not yet expired, by taking advantage of our big offer promptly, your subgcription will be extended one
expiry. Everything will go to you at once. The Herald, during the closing months of 1899, will make
liberal offers to subscribers. The Cook Book is mailed to you promptly on receipt of
Thanksgiving Day, and later Christmas and New Year’s, you want this book beside you.
you are in town, or, if more convenieat, sit down now and write a letter, enclosing amo
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Jas. A. Stewart,
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the best sense of the term this is an Ideal Cook
practical book—a book which the housewife will

by her side and can depend on, because of the simp
cvery recipe. Starting with a chapter on soups,
throughout its three hundred pages and over there
1,000 recipes, winding up with an excellent chapter on gick room cookery,
Following the cookery section there is a department entitled * The Doctor,”
in which are recipes selected from eminent anthorities, and

found invaluable where the doctor is not readily available. T
numbered throughout the book, and each is prefaced with a li

order, and comiug along Fair Time

Dook—ideal in being a
want to keep constanily
licity and reliability of
naturally the first course,
are to be found more than

which will be

he recipes are
st of the ingre-

rendering it unnecessary for the housewife to
ze of page is 5 inches by 8 inches, bound in
any paper-bound cook book that would g0 %o

%’c’o,o’o, ’. ’.’o,o’.’.’. "
TR TS TSE S|

o
ber to either Ipaper, and your time

Year from date ot
Some wonderfully

: and
Drop into the office the first time

ant, and everything will have oup
o



