
THE DISPATCH 

The Steerage Passenger. 
BY FREDRICK M, SMITH 

They were just one day out ol Liverpool, 

and Miss Marston was sitting up in the b
ow 

of the steamer, wrapped tightly in her rug, 

and watching the line of the horizon rise and
 

fall as the ship mounted and descended the
 

waves. 

Off to the right the broken line of the Irish 

coast showed, sometimes faintly, sometimes 

with such distinctness that one imagined he 

could see some of the life upon it. Now it 

was yello~ish bluffs sharp out of the sea, and
 

now a suggestion of green downs going into 

the distance. A steamer slipped into sight, 

and Miss Marston watched it closely, wonde
r- 

ing about the people who were on it, people 

who were perhaps coming back to their old 

hothe, as she was going back to hers. Miss 

Marston had a habit of bothering herself 

about human beings that she found going up 

and down in the world. The steamer came 

80 near that she could see the colors on the 

funnel, and then as she passed slowly oat of 

her field of vision she brought her thoughts 

back to her own ship, and her eyes also took 

in the fizure of a man who was leaning 

against the rail near her. He was a young 

man, acd his face was clear-cut and good, but 

his gld clothes and slouched white hat said 

the, ne was a steerage passenger. 

Suddenly, as he stood there, a gust of wind 

captured the hat, and though he made a 

frantic effort, it escaped him, whirled about, 

came violently in contact with Miss Marston's 

head, and that young lady took it prisoner. 

The man turned, expecting to find his pro- 

perty blowing over the water; instead, he re. 

ceived it from the girl. And because of the 

absurdity of the situation—for a blowing hat 

makes everybody more lively—Miss Marston 

laughed. 

“I thank you,” said the man, formally, as 

he adjusted the headpiece. 

Miss Marston thought there was a trace of 

“It was lucky T was accent in his voice. 

here,” she vouchsafed. 

“Since it was my only hat, yes.” 

Miss Marston was interested—a man with 

but one hat was a curiosity. 

“You are going to make your home in 

America?’ she questioned. 

“Oh, no! My home is already there. I live 

in Chicago.” 

“Do you? So do I. What do you do?” 

She considered that there was condescension 

in her tone, but 1n reality it was not far from 

friendly. 

“The trade I work at most is shoemaking,” 

was the man’s answer. 

“I suppose you have been home to see 

your people?” 

“No; I have been on a pleasure trip.’ 

“Pleasure!” said Miss Marston, and the 

tone implied that his idea of pleasure was 

queer. She had walked through the steerage, 

and it did not appeal to her as ‘a helhiday- 

place. 
“I suppose it never occurred to you tha® a 

workingman might travel for pleasure,” saia 

he. 
**At least not go abroad,” said Miss Mars- 

ton 

“We like travel, too—we of the people,” 

he said. **We like to see the fine cities and 

beautiful mountains and old castles; but if we 

see them we are compelled to give up other 

things—first cabins, for instance, and fashion- 

able clothes.” 

His wide, innocent blue eyes looked into 

hers as he spoke, and she was suddenly con- 

scious of a feeling of inferiority, as though a 

man who could give up things to travel had 

more of a hold on life than had she. 
“But you are right to doit,” she said. 

“I'm glad you did. The men I know 

wouldn't,” she added, half to herself. 

The man turned, and looked out over the 

water. 

The next day all Miss Afarston’s party were 

in their cabins; but she was a good sailor, and 

she key the deck. Since there was nobody 
else tc¥®alk to, she talked to the steerage 

passenger, and when it came time for lunch- 

eon she decided that she could cali him inter- 
esting. His views of life were so different 

from hers; he had got closer to things, and 

he had thought of them. Miss Marston won- 

dered if all the men who tapped shoes or 
made coats were as well worth knowing as 

this one. 
She placed him as a type of which she had 

readgbut which she had never seen—a man 

’ 

education that verged on culture; a 

frequenter of social settlements, probably a 
socialist; a workman with ambition, and by 
nature refined, but whom chance and hered- 

ity had condemned to the life of a laborer. 
She was a young woman who liked new ex- 
periences; she also liked to think that she 
appreciated the true and the good, no matter 

where she found it, and that she was above 
bowing to the conventional. 

The third day out, when Miss Marston's 
aunt tottered on deck, she found that young 

lady taking her constitutional forward in 
company with what she (the aunt) termed a 

‘disreputable person.” 
“It's only my steerage man,” said the 

‘niece. 
The lady protesied, but Miss Marston 

’ 

laughed. She was a young woman who usu- 

ally had her own way, and she very frankly 

announced that she liked Mr. Rein, even if 

he was a shoemaker. 

Then there were the evenings. Miss Mar- 

ston’s chair was usually placed just forward 

of the cabin oo the upper deck. She liked 

to feel the wind—it seemed more like sailing. 

It was three steps to the ladder which led up 

from the main deck and the steerage. After 

the deck-lamps were hit the steerage passen- 

goers usually appeared. Miss Marston grew 

to expect him, The first time she had been 

a little startled. 

“Perhaps,” she hesitated, ‘‘we’d better 

walk forward.” 

“Why not sit here?” 

“The stewart,” said Miss Marston. She 

only wanted to prevent a possibility of uo- 

pleasantness. 

“We're friends,” said the steerage passen- 

ger. “Half crowns, you know.” 

“That,” said Miss’ Marston, ‘‘seems to me 

extravagance.” 

“If you value a thing very much, you can 

afford to go without other things in order to 

get it,” said the steerage passenger, slowly. 

“Isn't it a rare night?” 

On shipboard, one day is as a thousand, 

and the friends of a week seem the friends of 

a lifetime. One day you are strangers; the 

next, acquaintances; the next, friends; the 

fifth day, lovers; the seventh— the boat gets 

in, and you forget each other. 
On the evening of the fifth day, when Miss 

Marston went to her state-room she was in 

doubt. She had been on deck with Rein, 

watching the moonlight trailing on the water. 

They had sat in the bow, just behind the 

lookout, who paced steadily back and forth, 

quite oblivious to his companions. A lookout 

is a piece of the ship's machinery, and no one 

minds him. They were somewhat on the 

edge of the Gulf Stream, and the night was 

as balmy as a night in middle spring. A 

breeze moved softly on the face of the water; 

perhaps it was that that had brought a certain 

freedom and a nearer friendliness. Rein had 

apparently forgotten himself. He had told 

her much about his adventures, he had con- 

fided to her in » way his little longings. He 

told her what her little friendship had meant 

to him. 

The magic of the moonlight got into their 

veins. They were no longer a cabin and a 

steerage passenger, they were » man and a 

woman face to face. 

“To find a woman of your class who feels 

as you do,” he said, ‘‘who understands that 

the poorer people may have hearts and loag- 

ings and ambitions, has helped me. You 

have helped me, I—I—had hoped—" 

Miss Marston moved. 

“I beg your pardon,” he ended, abruptly. 

“I had almost forgotten myself. Shall I take 

you to the companionway?”’ 

In her state-room Miss Marston realized 

that it had gone a little further than she in- 

tended. She felt that perhaps he cared. 

The thing had the elements of tragedy, and 

Miss Marston did not sleep well. The next 

day she kept to herself and yet she was con- 

scious that in doing so she was making some. 

thing of a confession, and altogether she was 

very doubtful of her position. 

The steamer was plowing up the waters of 

the lower bay. Everywhere was sunshine 

and beauty. All the women were on deck 

in their best frocks, the men in summer gar- 

ments. Far forward the steerage people 

were huddled together. 

Miss Marston stood in the bow alone. She 

was thinking. The voyage was over, and 

with it a part of its glamour. And yet she 

wondered whether she wished to have it over. 
In another day she would be at home—and 

the steerage passenger would be one of a 
million workers whom she passed without a 

thought. She would forget him. But some- 

how, down in her heart there was a little 

voice which said that she could not. She 
wondered why she couldn’t be a little nice to 

him—help him a little—if only he would un- 

derstand. Was it quite right to say ‘‘good- 

by” now, and to *‘cut him” afterward? 

“I want to say good-by, Miss Marston,” 

said his voice, at her side. ‘You have been 

good to me. I wish to thank you.” 

Miss Marsten gulped; then she plunged. 

«Come and see me some time,” she said. 

**You forget that I am a workingman, and 

you are a lady.” 

“Come anyway,” she said, as she put out 

her hand. 

It was the noon of three days later. Miss 

Marston had been shopping, and she was 

launching with a girl she knew. She was 

dabbling over her salad, when a well-known 

voice caught her ear. She looked up quickly 

to see, going to a near table, the steerage 

passenger. He wore flannels, and carried a 

straw hat with a blue band. Miss Marston 

gasped a little. 

**Josephine,” she said, clutching her 

friend's arm and motioning with her head 

to the men at the table, ‘*do you—do you 

know that man?” 
Josephine turned. ‘‘Why I" she exclaim- 

ed, ‘“‘that’s Knowlton, the economics man at 

the university! You've heard of his book, 

‘Among the Workers." He's spent the last 

five years living as a workingman all over the 
world. He's all the talk now, and his pic. 
tures are in all the papers. I hear he's just 

home from Europe.” 

“Yes,” said Miss Marston, faintly. She 

put her hand on a little note that she had 

received that morning. It was signed “‘The 

Man in the Steerage,” and it said that he 

would call on her that evening. 

Perhaps the glance that she could not keep 

to herself warned him of her presence, for he 

looked up as she was leaving the table, and 

seeing ber, got up to speak to her. 

“I know,” she said, flushing, as she gave 

him her hand. 
“I was coming to tell you tonight—and to 

ask you to forgive me, and also to ask the 

question which I have found it hard to keep 

back. Though I'm afraid I wanted to test 

you a little—to know whether you would let 

me come in my part as a working wan, It 

wouldn't have been fair to have put you to 

the greater test of answering my question,” 

“I'm glad you didn’t ask it before I knew. 

I don't know what 1'd have answered. It 

would have been hard, wouldn't it ?” 

*Is it hard now?" he asked. 

She laughed. “I shall expect you at eight,” 

she said. 

The April Lippincott’s Magazine. 
Lippincott’s Magazine has won a reputa. 

tion for its monthly novels, That in the 

April number, a stunning good one called 

““The Trifler,” is written by Archibald Eyre, 

an English author of rising fame. *‘The 

Trifler,” a member of London’s smartest soci- 

ety, has a kind heart and an almost too keen 

sense of humor. He is appealed to by his 

new sister-in-law to extricate her from an 

appalling situation. A man to whom she had 

once been engaged and had jilted for Sir Ger- 

ald Trewint has had her love-letters printed 

“for private circulation only.” **The Trifler” 

having himself felt the burnt of his brother's 

anger, shows quick sympathy for the bride 

and rashly promises assistence. In executing 

a plan to effectually stop the whole thing he 

is taken for a thief. This leads to some 

delicate predicaments and amusing escapades. 

“The Trifler” shows he can be earnest enough 

in winning the girl he ardently loves. 

The tale bearing on the great Coal Strike 

by Edith Robinson called ‘‘An Involuntary 

Benefactor” is a clever instance of contrary 

A terrapin dinner, in- fate versus millions. 

tended to oil the wheels and turn them to- 

wards a capitalist’s designs, goes astray and 

fulfils a far different purpose. The strike 1s 

won by his sympathy. 
A lovely nature story by Dr. Charles C. 

Abbott is called “A Fresh’ on the Ma’sh;” 

and Florence Kingston Hoffman's amusing 
tale of **A Lucky Stratagem” will be enjoyed 
by everybody, especially those in ‘‘the pro- 
fession.” 

“If IT had money,” she said, languidly, 

“Td be the most indolent person in the 

world. I'd have some one to do everything 
for me. I'd even have some one to wish for 
me.” “Wish for you?” he replied. *‘Yes, 
if you had money, I'd wish for you myself.” 
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OP OIL 
LINIMENT 

FOR 

Sprains, Strains, Cuts, Wounds, Ulcers, 

Open Sores, Bruises, Stiff Joints, Bites and 

Stings of Insects, Coughs, Colds, Contracted 

Cords, Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Bronchitis, 

Croup, Sore Throat, Quinsey, Whooping 

Cough and all Painful Swellings. 

A LARGE BOTTLE, 25c. 

NOTICE. 
The ninth annual meeting of The Tobique River 

Log Driving Company will be held at the Village 

of Andover, in the County of Victoria, at Beve- 

ridge’s Hall, in said village, on TUESDAY, the 

14th day of April next, at two of the clock in the 

afternoon, for the purpose of electing a Board of 

Directors, and for the transaction of such business 

as may legally come before the meeting. 

Dated the 7th day of March, A. D., 1903. 

HENRY HILYARD, President, 

J. C. HARTLEY, Sec’y for the Company. 

N. B.—Every owner of logs and other lumber or 

timber intended to be driven by the said company 

during the coming season, must file with the sec: 
retary a statement of the same on or before the 

day of the annual meeting, and no lumberman can 

become a member of the said Company, nor be 

entitled to vote at its meeting until said state- 
ment has been filed. 

¢ HOTELS 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 

D. W. McOORMICK, - Proprietor 
“JUNCTION HOUSE, 

Newburg Junction 
Meals on arrival of all trains First-class are. 

R. B. OWENS, Pr pricte 

CONSUMPTION 
Prevented and Cured. 

Pour marvelous free remedies for all 
sufferers reading this paper. New 

cure for Tuberculosis,Consump- 

tion, Weak Lungs, Catarrh, 

and a rundown system, 

FREE. 
Do you cough? 
Do your lungs pain you ? 
Is your throat sore and inflamed ? 
Do you spit up press ? 
Does your head ache? 
Is your appetite bad? 
Are your lungs delicate? 
Are you losing flesh ? 
Are you pale and thin? 
Do you lack stamina ? 
These symptoms are proof that you 

have in your body the seeds of the most 
dangerous malady that has ever devas- 
tated the earth—consumption. 
You are invited to test what this system will do for 

you, if you are sick, by writing for a 

FREE TRIAL TREATMENT 
and the Four Free Preparations will be forwarded you 
at once, with complete directions for use. 
The Slocum System is a positive cure for Consump- 

tion, that most insidious disease, and for all Lung 

Troubles and Disorders, complicated by Loss of 
Flesh, Coughs, Catarrh, Asthma, Bronchitis and 
Heart Troubles. 
Simply write to the T. A. Slocum Chemical 

Company, Limited, 179 King Street West, Toronto, 
giving post office and express address, and the free 
medicine (the Slocum Cure) will be promptly sent. 

Persons in Canada seeing Slocum’s free offer in 

American papers will please send for samples to 
Toronto. Mention this paper, 

Intercolonial Railway. 

Tender for Freight Shed at Sydney. | 

Sealed Tenders, addressed to the undersigned, 

and marked on the outside “Tender Sydney 

Freight Shed,” will be received until 

TUESDAY, tHE 7TH Day or APRIL, 1903, 

for the above work 

Plans and specification may be seen at the 

Office of the Station Master at Sydney and at the 

Chief Engineer's Office, Moncton, N. B., where 

forms of tender may be obtained. 

All the conditions of the Specification must be 

complied with. 
D. POTTINGER, 

Railway Office, (General Manager. 

Moncton, N. B., 
March 20th, 1903. | Woodstock, N. B., March 2nd, 1903. 

Maple Honey 

Makers 
CAN GET THEIR 

SAP 
CANS, 
SPILES, 

and anything in that line ut 

SEMPLE’S 

Cash Hardware Store, 

Fast Florenceville, 
NOTICE OF LEGISLATION 

Application will be made to the Local Legisla 

ture at its next session for the passage of an Act 

to authorize the Municipality of Carleton to make 

a grant to the Public Hospital in the Town of 

Woodstock not exceeding five hundred dollars per 

annum. 
By order of County Council, 

J. C. HARTLEY, 
Secretary-Treasurer of the 

Municipality of Carleton. 
Woodstock, N. B., March 2nd, 1903. 

NOTICE OF LEGISLATION 

A splication will be made to the Local Legisla 

ture at its next ssssion for the passage of an Act 

to authorize the Municipality of Carleton to accept 

from the Town of Woodstock a certain fixed pro 

portion of the amounts ordered assessed by the 

said Municipality for County and School Purpo- 

ses, and also to provide for the payment by the 

Town of Woodstock to the Ma nicip 
of Carle- 

ton of the indebtedness of said town In nine eq | 

annual instalments, 
By order of County Council, 

J. C. HARTLEY, 
Secretary-Treasurer of the 

Municipality of Carleton. 

For pure blood, a bright eye, a clear 
complexion, a keen appetite, a good 
digestion and refreshing sleep, TAKE 

BRISTOL’S Sarsapariila : 
It arouses the Liver, quickens the 
circulation, brightens the spirits and 
generally improves the health. 

Sixty-eight years trial have proved it to be, the most reliable BLOOD purifier known. 

All druggists sell «BRISTOL 
'S ”» 
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4 i That's the name that guarantees the bes: § 7° 7 h 

i red nursery stock. FORTY-FIVE YEARS is § "7 : 

Ra our record. We want a-few more wide= § ~o 

eo) awake travelers at once. Salary or com= %¥ b| 

3 mission. Write us if you want work. h ~~ n 

CHASE BROTHERS COMPANY, | 2% | 
Nurserymen, Colborne, Ont. 

WASHING MACHINES. 
Time works wonderful 

changes in all fields—meth- 
ods that were considered 
the best a decade ago are 
obsolete today. Ideas that 
prevailed a quarter of a cen- 
tury ago are long since 

exploded. That which ap- 

peared impossible of accom- 
plishment in 1898 is render- 
ed easy in 1903. Progress 
is the watchword all along 
the line, and he who does 

not recognize this fact is 
soon out ot the running. 

’ 
M Wit ANUFACTURED BY I 

THe DOWSWE LL Mrs Gp 
HAMILTON ONT Ih 

In no department of the home, we feel safe in saying, has 

there been a greater transformation brough about in recent years 

by the introduction of up to date appliances than 1 the case with 

respect to the day generally termed WASH D AY. 

This day of all days in the week is the one hitherto mostly 

dreaded : but in the home where proper appliances are used it 1s 

not less bright and free from onerous rountine than any other of 

the working days. 
The fact is, that in the ideal home wash day is not considered 

at all in the light of a day of exceptionally hicavy and unpleasant 

work, because it is not by any means a day to he abhored if a 

really good WASHING MACHINE is brought into requisition. 

The RE ACTING WASHER fills tha bill. It 1s made of 

thoroughly seasoned lumber, guaranteed against defects in work- 

manship 
reach of every housekeeper. 

or material. The price is so cheap that ii is within the 

Call at our store both at Woodstock and (Centreville and see 

this great labor saving machine. 

WW. EE. Dibblee & Son. 


