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AT LOVE'S COMMAND.

By John A. Steuart.

—— —

And settling down to work again 1
played fiercer and fiercer, and Ruanee
stuffed her ears, and Donald encour-
aged me, and the coachman, hanging
on the reins, swore we should be head-
long over a precipice, but the speed was
not checked.

A quarter of a mile more, and I saw
a man in a field near the house. He
stood looking toward us, shading his
eyes with his hands. He gazed thus
for perhaps half a minute; then sud-
denly turning he made off as if he
were pursued by the enemy of man-
Kind. 1t was Duncan. I shouted to
him, I waved his own pipes and but
for the pace would have leaped down
and run after him. Compelled to keep
Iy Seat, I struck up again faster and
fiercer and more discordantly than any
piper blew since pipes were invented.

The hglrtls will sing, and the boys will
shout,
And the ladies they will all turn out,
And we’ll all feel gay when Johnny
comes marching home.

At last we were off the county road
.and into the avenue—the avenue to Kil-
gour house. I was blind and dizzy
and distracted. I played, but Heaven
only knows what the tune was or how
many tunes were hashed up together.
Up we went at a gallop, the barouche
bounding like a ball when it struck a
stone, the horses dripping, the driver
like a ghost. Duncan had reached the
house and given the alarm, and people
were hurriedly gathering on the lawn.
Heavens above! There were my mo-
ther and Isabel and Sir Thomas Gor-
don and my father'!

I made a heartrending effort to
strike up ‘“The Highland Laddie.”
There was a noise, but no tune. Find-
ing myself helpless as a musician, I
got to my feet and whirled the pipes
about my head in mad exultation.
Donald, too, unable any longer to re-
sist, rose, and snatching off his tur-
ban, waved also. Bruce charged
down upon us, every bristle on his
back erect, and those on the lawn look-
ed as if they would fly.

Two hundred yards more to go!
Could the horses not mend their snail’s
pace ? Bending forward, I struck at
them with the pipes, and they gave a
leap that nearly broke the harness.

“Qd, it's weel we're so near the
end !” said the coachman, “ I'm no used
to this.”

I threatened to fling him from his
seat, and out went the lash in stinging
coils that made the frantic horses
spring afresh. I could have gone fast-
er than they did, and beside my crazy
turmoil of mind their excitement was
tranquillity itself. All the experiences
I had gone through were as nothing
to the sensations of that moment of
transport and agony.

We dashed through a gate and round
a curve. Then all at once the horses
were on their haunches, as, without
asking the coachman’s leave, I threw
myself on the reins. Before the
wheels had stopped we were on the
ground, and those who had been watch-
ing our desperate approach, pale as
death and crying with joy and trlght
and amazement, were upon us.,

The scene that followed is not to be
described. The only person in it, out-
side of Tabal and Mahomet, who made
ary pretence of keeping his head was
Donald, and he afterward said he had
never known himself to act so much
like an idiot. The rest of us had not
the least semblance of sanity. There
is a joy, they say, that kills. Assur-
edly there is a joy that makes mad,
and it was upon us then in raging
force. We were delirious with an
ecstasy that sent our wits flying like
chaff in a sudden blast. In a single
instant, so to speak, we were whirled
through a million realms of poignant
feelings, The emotion of a lifetime
was condensed into one burning mo-
ment, and in the stress we acted as
beings possessed. That at any rate
was Tabal’s opinion, communicated to
me confidentially a few days subse-
quent,

In any case I was in no condition to
okserve minutely; consequently I find
it now not only impossible to give an
accurate account of the demonstration,
but hard to disentangle even the major
impression. Perhaps what remains
with me most vividly (after my dear
mother’'s frenzied embrace) is that Sir
Thomas Gordon, murmuring words of
gratitude for the service I had done
him, took my hand and wept over it
like a child, and that Isabel in the
presence of them all kissed me fervent-
ly on the cheek.

Ah, me! I never could forget that.
When I think of it after the lapse of
nearly half a century, that spot seems
to glow with a youthful heat as if it
were the only part of me that keeps
yperpetually young. It is on the right
cheek, pretty high up, and sometimes
I go to her and say, ‘ Isabel, is there a
red ring on that cheek of mine ?”’ And
she, well knowing what I mean, will
answer with a pleased smile and may-
be a slight heightening of the colour,
“Tush, tush! A man of your years
should be thinking of other things.”
Nor can I deny she is right, for a man
who has grandchildren climbing over
his knees ought not to be foolish,
though, as I tell her, I can scarcely
convict myself of foolishness since it
does one good to try to feel young
again. But all that is too far ahead
of this story to be gone into here.

As you may suppose, a wondrous
fuss was made over Ranee. Sir
Thomas and Isabel, to her unutterable
delight, welcomed her cordially in her
own tongue, and my father., forget-
ting his antipathies to foreigners of
her colour, kissed her little brown hand
in his grandest fashion, and my mo-
ther, though sorely puzzled what to
make of a creature who dressed so
oddly and understood no English, re-
ceived her with all the warmth of a
heart that knew not how to be cold.
But indeed Ranee's pretty ways were
not to be resisted, and she was soon,
by virtue of her own good qualities, es-
tablished as a favourite with all. To
Isabel she was as a sister, and to my
mother as a daughter.

I should add that Tabal and Ma-
homet, considerably te their embarrass-
ment, came in for a liberal share of
the good-will, and that with Donald
and Ranee they long continued to be
objects of intense curiosity, not mere-
ly to those at Kilgour, but to the whole
countryside. The general opinion was
that they had all come as part of my
retinue, and everyone suddenly re-

membered how he or she had predicted”

speedy wealth for me.

“I kenned ye would soon be back wi’
a fortune and wheen black men, sir,”
the. people would say, when congratu-
Jating me on my happy return. “I
aye sald so.”

Good cause I had to wish that the
fawning supposition was true. The
first gladness of my home-coming was
scarcely over and the tale of my ad-
ventures told when I began to suspect
that things were as bad with us as
when I left—that indeed they were &
greax wenl worse. My father, being a
taciturn man, said lttle to indicate
pressing trouble, but my dear mother,
who used to be the light of the place,
now went about with a white, drawn
?oo and eyes that were hardly ever

ry. o

At last her distress became so plain
and painful to me that one day—the
third or fourth after my arrival—when
We were alone together, I asked why
she was so troubled, and if there was
anything I could do for her. At this,
throwing her arms about my neck, she
laid her head on my breast and sob-
bed so sorely that I could not help cry-
ing for company.

“My darling mother,” I said, “ what
does all this mean ? Tell me what
is the matter.”

She did not speak, but stood weep-
ing and stroking my hair as she used
to do in the long past.

“Tell me, mother, what is wrong ?”
1 said again. *“ Tell me—I cannot en-
dure this.”

“Oh, Andrew, it breaks my heart,”
she answered, through her crying, “ to
think that after all you have done and
suffered vou come back to a ruined
home. Nothing but a miracle will
save us from being turned out like
beggars on the heath.”

The world suddenly swam before my
eyes.

“ And who is doing this ?’ I asked,
in a quick gasp.

“The man who professed so much
friendship for us—your father’s cousin,
z'homas Clephane, the lawyer, of Dun-

ee.”’

“Thomas Clephane!” I repeated,
for the idea could scarcely force it-
self into my brain. ‘“ Thomas Cle-
Phane! And how may he have the
power to do it 7.

‘““He has the power which an over-
due mortgage on the whole place gives
him.”

** Mother,” I cried, flercely, ‘ he shall

not take Kilgour! I will kill him
first.”
“ No, no,” replied my mother, cling-
ing closer to me, * You will not com-
mit murder. I must not lose my boy
as well as my home. No, no, I must
not lose vou.”

“ Stay, mother. Just one question
gore. Has his son—has Peter been

near the nplace at all ?”

“Yes; he has been both here and at
The Elms. "I think he is friendly with
Miss Gordon. Dut why do you start
£0 ? You must not be doing anything
rash. Promise me that, Andrew.”

“I will do nothing rash, mother, ex-
cept in your defence. Now let me
‘0.00
My father entered, and I went out,
saying I wished to see Donald Gor-
don.

Five minutes later I was at The
Elms, hot with running and hotter
still with anger. In the drawing-
room I found Sir Thomas Gordon, Isa-
bel, Donald, Ranee, and—Peter Cle-
phane. At sight of him my anger
rose to a white hot passion that made
it hard to keep my promise to my mo-
ther. Rising to his feet, Peter sa-
luted me with a feigned smile of
pleasure, saying he had heard I was
home, and I bowed slightly in return,
pretending not to notice the three
fingers he held out to me. Then we
sat down and did not address each
other once while we remained in the
room.

When my visit, which was brief, was
at an end, what must Donald, in his
devilinent, do but propose that we
three young men should have a walk
together. To my surprise Peter Cle-
phane agreed with alacrity, remarking
it was the very thing he desired. The
reason was speedily made clear.

“ Sir,”” he said to me when we were
in the road, “ your travels have not
mended your manners! You have in-
sulted me !”

“ 8ir,” I replied, “ you give me un-
speakable pleasure. I will insult you
again.”

Donald looked from one to the other
for an explanation, but we had no
time to give it.

“ 8ir,” hissed Peter, “if I had a sword
or a pistol, you should eat your words!'”

“It's a thing I mortally hate,” I an-

swered. ‘‘ But that needn’t deprive you
of yvour satisfaction. Choose your
weapon and name your time and
place.”

Donald whistled. ‘A private mat-
ter, I presume,” he said.

“1 don’t know that it is,”” returned
Peter, with the spitefulness of a girl
calling names. “It's simply this :—
Some people spend more than they
earn and then go a-borrowing. My
worthy cousin can tell you the rest.”

“ And will,” I said. ‘“ Some people
lend as friends and on slight tempta-
tion turn into Jews. In the present
instance the Jews are a fat lawyer
of Dundee and his elegant son.”

“It’s a foul lie !” cried Peter. *“We
only want our own and nothing more.”

“No Jew ever wants more,”” I an-
swered. “ Shylock didn’t, and the
breed retains its uprightness and in-
tegrity. But we're getting away from
business. We have more than one
score to settle, and this seems an ex-
cellent opportunity.” And to make &
long story short it was arranged we
should have a moonlight mesting,
pistols to be the weapons. Donald
was to act as my second, and one Da-
vid Macfarlane, a companion from
Dundee, who was then staying at the
village inn, was to see that Peter
should have fair play.

When the time came, I slipped se-
cretly out (having breathed no whis-
per of what was in the wind) and
made off to the trysting-place, where
Donald was to have my weapon test-
ed and readv. As I was hurrying
along, thinking what would be the
consequence if Peter or myself were
killed, I was startled at hearing my
name called from a thicket by the way-
side. Turning quickly, I saw a tall,
muffled figure coming toward me from
among the bushes. Now, it is per-
haps best to own I am not above an
occasional superstition. Immediately
my head was full of uncanny things
about wraiths and ghosts, and the hair
rose on my cold scalp. But the next
instant my heart was leaping with an
emotion that was not fear, for the
voice that spoke to me was not one to
frighten.

‘“You are in great haste, Mr. An-
drew,” said Isabel, coming up and
throwing off the hood that concealed
her face. * Surely you must be bent
on some deed of charity to be in such
a hurry.”

And then, laughing quietly, she add-
ed before I could speak:

“You are a very pretty fellow in
your warlike humour. I am afraid
your travels have made you forget the
ways of peaceable people.”

Seeing that she knew all, I asked
her how ske had discovered the secret.

“I knew something unusual was go-
ing on, and so I picked it out of Don-
ald,” she answered. ‘‘ And now don't
you think you had just better go back
and not put crime on your head by kill-
ing that poor fellow ?” -

So we stood and argued the matter.
I pointed out to her as well as my
clumsy tongue could how deeply my
honour was concerned and how das-
tardly it would be to turn back.

‘“ A fine thing is this honaur to fight
about,” she sald, with her bantering
little laugh. ‘Do you think you will
be any better or happier after you have

maimed Mr, Clephane for life ? The
quarrel, I think, is of your seeking.
You had better consider, Mr. Andrew,
what vou are doing.”

So she had come to beg for Mr.
Clephane’s life, had she ? Well, we
would see about granting her petition.
Like a boor I told her it would be my
greatest pleasure in life to put a bul-
let into the heart of Peter Clephane.

‘““Oh,” she said, in a changed voice,
and I could see a sudden flush on her
face in the moonlight. ‘“ Oh, I did not
expect that answer, Mr. Andrew.”

I saw my mistake instantly, but be-
fore there was time to speak a word
of apology Donald was through the
wood looking for me.

“This is fine work,” he called out.
‘“We shall be late. It wants but five
minutes of the time now. For Heav-
en's sake, Kilgour, don't be late! It's
almost as bad as running away.”

‘“ But, Donald, this is a foolish quar-

rel,”” pleaded Isabel, in spite of my
rudeness.
“ Tut, tut, eis. Girls don’t under-

stand these things,”” answered Donald.
“You shouldn’'t be abroad at this
hour. Go back and keep Ranek com-
pany. She is lonely to-night.”

Then just as we were about to turn
into an adjacent fleld a boy came up
and presented a letter to Donald.

“From Mr. David Macfarlane,”

said.

“Hold on!"” cried Donald. ‘I must
run to the light to see what he says!”
He went, and Isabel and 1 were again
alone.

I made haste to stammer what apol-
ogy I could frame, and being unused
to the exercise, I managed badly and
suffered grievously. But, luckily for
me, I was dealing with one who had
better qualities than pride. Laughing
at me for my pains, she asked if it
was the ladies of Arabia who had
taught me to make fine speeches, said
she had never suspected my eloquence,
and rather by manner than word in-
dicated that perhaps I had not for-
ever forfeited her friendship.

he

“Go,” I said sternly.

Scarcely had I my peace made when
Donald came back.

“ Coward, poltroon, slanderer!” we
heard him say while he was still some
distance off. ‘‘The mean, sneaking
cur ! The contemptible, cabbage-
headed whelp !”

“ What is it, Donald ?”’ cried Isabel,
running to meet him.

“This,”” he answered, in disgust,
““that the hound who dared to come
to The Elms as a gentleman has
funked—called off on sudden business,
as if an affair of this sort were not
more important than any business. If
ever he sets foot here again, I'll kick
him.”

There was a rippling laugh of glad-
ness from Isabel.

** Sis,” demanded Donald, fiercely,
‘‘have you any hand in this dastardly
trick of his ? Have you helped toget
him out of the way ?”’

“I don’t answer rude questions, my
warrior of the crescent,”” she said,
smiling in his face. ‘“ When you find
me doing a dastardly trick, then ask
again. You are both very angry et
having your fun spoiled. But my
brave gentlemen must remember they
are now in a civilized land. Get home,
both of you, and pray Heaven to grant
you more sense for the future. You
need it, and one is just as bad as the
other.”

And there being nothing else for it,
we did as we were told.

The duel was & flasco, yet it waa
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not without result, and that is the end
of my story and my reason for dwell-
ing so leng on a trivial incident. From
Peter's words and a letter he wrote
to Isabel, which has not to this day
been acknowledged, the Gordons heard
Of the desperate condition of our af-
tafrs, but as our pride would not per-
mit us to speak of our difficulties, so
neither would the delicacy of the Gor-
dons permit any reference to them that
might cause us pain or offence.

But at length the time came when it
was Iimpossible to conceal matters
any longer, and taking me with him
for company my father went one day
to The Elms to tell Sir Thomas all.
He had no intention of asking for as-
sistance nor any expectation of re-
ceiving it, but simply wished to do
away with false appearances and
stand, as he was, a ruined man.

The two retired to the smoking-room
for their talk, and they might have
been an hour together when Donald
and I, chancing to pass the door, were
called in. There was a strange si-
lence when we entered. WMy father’s
eyes were wet—a thing I had seen not
more than once in my life before—
and Sir Thomas was smoking at a
furious rate as if trying to hide him-
self in the blue clouds he was emitting.
They looked at each other once or
twice with an odd expression before a
word was said. Then Sir Thomas,
taking his pipe from his mouth and
with great difficulty clearing his
throat, made a little speech.

Imagine my astonishment to hear
him begin a eulogy on myself for the
inestimable service I had rendered
Fim in restoring Donald to his family
(here Donald nodded with great vig-
our), and for the hardihood I had shown
in going to the ends of the earth after
the scapegrace (here Donald again
nodded with greater vigour).

“ And whereas, Mr. Andrew,” he pur-
sued, ‘“one Mr. Thomas Clephane, be-
ing blessed with more gear than grace,
has by wile and guile and by sundry
acts of the usurer got into his pos-
s2ssion certain deeds and documents
which will entitle him, failing the pay-
ment of certain moneys, to take pos-
session of Kilgour, to the ruth and
harm of its rightful owners, I. being
moved thereto by divars good reasons
already set forth, have made up my
mind to cheat him.”

*“ Quite right, father,” put in Donald.
“'The proposition is sound and just.”

1 did not then know what I after-
ward learned, that Donald had warmly
urged Sir Thomas to this generous act.

“On this day week,” resumed Sir
Thomas, “at 12 o’clock noon, precise-
ly, this Thomas Claphane and his
myrmidons will, according to an in-
gstrument which I have perused, de-
mand the aforesaid moneys at Kil-
gour house, and failing one payment
will proceed® to take possession. It
will be my pleasure to see the money
paid, and the usurer and would-he
usurper kicked from the premises. I
am a mild man, but such measures of
Justice are at times necessary.”

“ Oh, papra, papa,’” cried a clear, bell-
Ifke voice, * that is ferocious language
for you.”

“Come in, my dear,” said 8ir
Thomas, and Isabel and Ranee walked
in. In a few words Isabel was told
what had taken place. She, however,
knew it as well as we, though she did
not care to own she had bheen listen-
ing. But indeed the proposal had
been no secret at The Elms for a
week before.

‘“ But the conditions, Sir Thomas,”
I said, all in a tremour with excite-

ment. “You must name the con-
ditions.”
‘“These,”” said he, and I thought

there was a sparkle in his eye as he
glanced from me to Isabel, ‘ these,
I dare say, can be arranged, Mr. An-
drew. Dear me, how stuffy it is in
here! Let us get into the fresh air.”

With perhaps the fleetest foot I ever
set to earth I ran to tell my mother
the good tidings. At first she could
not believe me, but when my father,
tco, burst in breathless and beaming,
ker unbelief gave way and she must
need cry for joy.

“I knew my boy would save us,”
she said. ‘“Let us thank God for all
his mercies.”” And we did.

Punctually on the day and at the
hour when the money was due, Thom-
as Clephane and his man appeared.
He strutted into the house with an
insolent air of ownership, thinking it
no longer necessary to be polite even
to my mother, and spreading out his
warrants began to read them. But
my father stopoved him.

“I think this will probably save you
the trouble,” he said, taking down a
bag from a convenient shelf.
then to the utter amazement and con-
focunding of the lawver he counted out
the cash sovereign by sovereign.

“New, Thomas Clephane,” he said,
as he laid down the last piece of gold,
‘““give me my lawful receipt and be
off, and whtle you breathe never dare
to darken my door again.”

“Go,” I =aid, sternly, as the lawyer
~as beginning a speech. ‘ The quick-
;r vou are off the premises the bet-
er-l'

At that instant Sir Thomas Gordon
and his son came from an inner room.

‘“So here you arve,” said Sir Thomas
to the now cowering lawyer. *“ Ever
like Judas with the money bags. 1
thank God I am here to see your
wicked intents frustrated.”

‘“ Ah, Sir Thomas ''—began the law-
ver, whiningly. But he got no far-
ther.

“ Silence, viper!” thundered Don-
ald. “ And be out of this lest we be
tempted to treat you as vou deserve.”

He went shamefacedly with his bag
of gold weighing upon him heavier
than a millstone, and so Kilgour was
ransomed.

Here my story naturally ends. What
befell in the happy times that fol-
lowed, how Donald and I scoured the
ccuntry on our Arabs, how Isabel and
myself became faster friends, and
Ranee was established as mistress of
The Elms, I may not tell, ner may
I tell the story of Donald Gordon, as
in the long days among the summer
heather he told it to me. Some other
time it may be set forth for the de-
lectation of 'a world which I believe
is not averse to romance.

THE END.

A FAMOUS SEA FIGHT.

ENGAGEMENT BETWEEN CHILEAN
AND PERUVIAN IRONCLADS..

The Destruction of the Huasear Off the
Bolivian Coast — A Terrible Slamghter
Whata Fight Between Modern War Ves-
sels Means.

In The Century Claude H. Wetmore
Bas an article om ‘““A Famous Sea
Fight,”’ describing the engagement be-
tween Chilean and Peruvian ironclads

off the coasst of Bolivia in 1878. Mr.
Wetmore says:

From the first of the batitle the en-
ocouraging voice of Gran had come to
the men in the turret through the speak-
ing tube from the conning tower, but
when the Blanco crowded into the thick
of it and great shos struok the Huaas-
oar’s sides as regularly as blows of a
battering ram the orders of the com-
mander were no longer heard. The offi-
cer in charge of the turret called to his
superior., There was no answer, and
when Commander Elias Aguerre ran up
the narrow little ladder that led to the
tower he stumbled over the dead bedy
of his admiral. A shell had struck the
conning tower and bad taken off Grau's
head as neatly as if the decapitation
bad been by the guillotine. This shell
also killed Lieutenant Ferre, the ad-
miral’s ajd. There was only time to
push the ocorpses aside, and the new
eommanding officer pulled back the
tube flap to give his directions, but as
he did so the Huascar staggered, keeled
over, them shook in every plate, while
& concussion more terrific than any so
far told that a shell had entered the
turres and bad burst there. When the
fumes had cleared away so that a per-
son could speak, a midshipman called
eut that one of the great guns had been
dismounted and 30 men killed. The
survivors fumbled the bodies through
the hatoh that opened imto the deck be-
low, thus releasing the clogged ma-
ehinery, and as the rattled down
other men rushed up, ing off their
clothing as shey jumped into the pools
of blood to seizse hold of the gear and
swing the remaining gun into position,
that it might train upom one of the
ships—they could me longer make out
which, nor did they care—and i was
discharged, hauled im, loaded and dis-
oharged again.

Once more all was silent in the con-
ming tower. Lieutenant Palacios has-
tened there, bus before he could enter
he was compelled to push three bodies
out of the way. He had barely given

And
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his first command when a bullet from
the well aimed rifle of a mariue in an
enemy’'s top lodged between his eyes
Then the fourth to command the Huas-
car that day, Lisutenant Pedro Garezon,
took the place, and as he did so he eall-
od through an aperture telling the
quartermaster to put the helm to port;
for he had determined to ram one of the
adversaries and sink with ber if neces-
sary. Over and over :pun the wheel,
but the Huascar’'s head still pointed be-
tween the Chileans.

‘““Port! Port, I say!”’ soreamed the
ocommander.

““‘She won’t answer,’’ came back the
sullen reply from the only one of four
guartermasters alive. The bodies of the
others were lying upon the grating at
his feet.

‘“A shot has carried away the star-
board steering gear, sir,’’ reported an
ensign, and he dropped dead as the
words left his mouth.

The Huascar now lay drifting in a
hell of shot and flame, but all the while
the red, white and red fluttered from
the peak. One by one, in twos and in
threes, the men in the turret dropped
at their posts, and at last the remaining
great gun was silent, its tackle literally
choked with dead. The turret could not
be turned for the same reason. Corpses
bung over the military top; corpses
ologged the conning tower.

With coats and waistcoats off the sur-
geons had been laboring in the ward-
room upon the wounded, who, shriek-
ing in their agony, had been tumbled
down the companionway like so much
butchered beef, for there was no time
to use stretchers or to carry a stricken
comrade to a doctor’s care. Steam and
smoke filtered through the doorways,
and the apartment became stifling.
While they were sawing, amputating
and bandaging a shell tore inte the
wardroom, burst, and fragments wound-
ed the assistant surgeons, the chief of
the medioal staff having been killed
earlier in the oonflict. Those unfortu-
nates who were strotched upon the ta-
ble awating their turn under the knife
and those who lay upon the floor suffer-
ed no more pain. They were killed as
they lay groaning. This shell tore away
wardroom and stern cabin, and hardly
a trace was left of the bulkhead. After
that what little surgery was done was
performed in the coal bunkers.

Huddled in a passageway near the
engine room were a score or more of non-
combatants—stewards, pantrymen and
stokers. They were in a place that was
lighted only as flashes came from the
guns. It was filled with powder smoke,
and clouds of steam that drifted from

below told that the Huascar had been
struck in a vital spot—ker machinery.
Suddenly they heard a crash, followed
by the rending of the deck, and the lit-
tle ironclad swayed as if she had struck
a reef. Some one passed the word that
the maintop mast had been shot away.
As it oame down it brought living men
to be dashed to death, also corpses that
had been hanging over the sides of the
military top.

Accounts Squared.

' Hicks—I owe you anm apology. The
fact is, it was raining, and I saw your
umbrella, and supposing you had gone
home for good I took it.

Wicks—Don’t mention it. I owe you
an apology. You left your new hat, you
know, and wore your old one. As I had
no umbrella and as I didn’t want t2
wet my hat I put on yours. Hope youn
don’t mind. —Pearson’s Weekly.

LAW OF THE UMBRELLA.

An Important Opinion That Has Been
Ascribed to Lord Coleridge.

The law as to umbrellas was settled
once for all by Lord Coleridge in a lead-
ing English case. His lordship held:

‘““Umbrellas, properly considered, are
a part of the atmospheric or meteorolog-
fcal condition, and as such there can be
no individual property right in them.
In Sampson versus Thompson defendant
was charged with standing on plaintiff’'s
front steps during a storm and thereby
soaking up a large quantity of raim to
which plaintiff was entitled. But the
court held that the rain was any man’s
rain, no matter where it fell. It fol-
lews, therefore, thas the umbrella is
any man’s umbrella. In all ages rain
and umbrellas have gone together, and
there is no reason why they should be
separated in law. An umbrella may,
under certain circumstances—the chief
of which is possession—take on the at-
tributes of personal property, just as if
a man set a tub and catch a quantity
of rainwater, that rainwater will be
considered as his personal belonging
while it is in his tub. But if the sun
evaporate the water and it is rained
down again or if the tub is upset and
the water spilled then the attribute of
personal ownership instantly disap
pears. So if a man hold his umbrella iv
bis hand it may be considered a per-
sonal belonging, but the moment it
leaves his hand it returns to the great,
general, indivisable, common stock of
umbrellas, whither the law will not at-
temps to pursue it.’’

So far as we know there has never
been a successful appeal from this de-
cision.—~Chicago News.

A Disturbing Sermon.

Many years ago an English clergyman
in a small town preached as his own a
sermon, one that he had bought, and
which had been originally preached in
London when the plague was raging ia
that city. After reproving the vice of
the people, the sermon went on:

‘“For this vice it is that God has vis-
ited you and your families with that
oruel scourge, the plague, which is now
spreading everywhere in this town.”’

At his uttering these words the peo-
ple were all so thunderstruck that the
chief magistrate was obliged to go to
the pulpit and to ask him:

‘““For God’s sake, sir, pardon the in-
terruption, and inform me where the
plague is, that I may instantly endeavor
to prevent its further spreading.”’

‘“‘The plague, sir?’’ replied the preach-
er. ‘‘I know nothing about the plague.
Whether it is in the town or not, it is
in my homily.”’

A Reluctant Complaint.

The Denver Times tells of a school-
boy in that city who has written a let-
tor to the school board which shows
that the average American youth can
see a point before he sits down on it.
He says: ‘‘Mr. Director—My sister,
who is the schoolteacher, whips me
every day. Pa and ma told her to whip
me oftener than she did the others so
they wouldn’t think she was partial. I
write to let yom know this is too thin.
She is an old maid and gets mad be-
cause she can’t get married, and when-
ever she gets to feeling that way she
larrups me. I hate to say such things
about my sister, but {t’'s so.”’

Soothing Suggestion.
Johnny had been playing around the
piano and bad bad a fall
‘““What are you bawling about?’’ agk-
ed Willie contemptuously. ‘‘It was the
soft pedal your head hit.”’—Chiocago
Tribune.

50 YEARS’
EXPERIENCE

TRADE MARKS
DesiGns
COPYRIGHTS &¢C.
Anyone sending a sketch and description may
quickly ascertain our opinion whether an
vention is probably mtentab e. Communica-

ons strictly confident Handbook on Patents
sent free. Oldest agency for securing ts.

Patents taken uih Munn & receive
special notice, without charge, in the

Scientific American,

A handsomely Hlustrated weekly. Largest cir.
eunlation of any scientific *ournsl. Terms, $3 a
ﬁ.lrl : "four months, $1. Sold by all newsdealers.
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MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS.

RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B.

Successors to Gillespie Foundry.
Established 1852.

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing.

Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being
noted throughout. the country.

All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed.

Send for estimates before ordering elsewhere.

Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order.

JAS. G. MILLER.
Hstablished 1866.

DUNLAP GOOKE & GO
MERCHANT TAILORS,

—AN D—

Dunlap Bros. & Co.,

AMHERST, N. S.

Dunlap, McKim & Downs,

WALLAGE, N. S. GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO., AMHERST.
AMHERST, N. S. N. S.

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Uloths inclnding 2il the different makes suitable fo:
tne tra:e. Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainable, and the clothing from
his establishment has a superior tone and finish  All inspection of the samples will convince you that
he prices are right.

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES AND HARDWARE.

Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated
WEATHER AND WATERPROOF,

THE BEST EVER MADE.

School Blackboard Paint.

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing.

Graining Colors, all kinds.

Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades.

Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Gold Paint.

Stains, Walnut, Oak Cherry, Mahogany, Rose wood, Floor Paints
Weather and Waterproof.

Kalsomine all shades.

7 bbls. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure.

1 “ Turpentine.

100 Kegs English White Lead and Colored Paints.

1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Oil.

Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron.

10 Kegs, 100 Ibs. each Dry Meralic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron.

Paint and White Wash Brushes.

VArNIsHES, Elastic QCak, Carriage,
Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers.

Joiners’ and Machinests’ t'ools, a speciality.

Special attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinges ete

Sheet Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Pumps.

75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing Paper.

75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per Keg.

30 Boxes Window Glass.

20 Kegs Horse Shoes, $3.90 per Keg. 15 Boxes Horse Nails $3.00 box.

10 Tons Refined Iron $2.50 per 100 lbs,

Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, Nuts, Bolts,
irindstone Fixtures.

WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREAM FREEZERS $1.90, CLOTHES
WRINGERS $2.50, DAISY CHURNS $3.75.

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Sereen Doors, Window
Screens, Green Wove Wire 14c. yd.,, Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter
Scales, Weigh Beams, Steeiyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive from Belgium
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns.

darber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordeons
Violins, Bows and Fixings.

FARMING TOOLS. A L KINDS

Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40c. each, Knife Heads. $3.00
“ " Guards, 35¢. each, Rivets, Oilers.
My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and
too numerous to mention. '
All persons requiring goods in my line will save money by ealling,
on me, as they will find my prices away down below the lowest;

PN e J. R GOGGIN.

Demar, Furniture

Copal,

Washers, Grindstones

OPENING OF

+ NEW SPRING GOODS,

J. B. SNOWBALLS

BLACK AND COLORED DRESs GOODS IN
ALL THE LEADING STYLES,

BLACK AND COLORED FRENCH MERINOS
AND CASHMERES,

PRINTS, SATEENS, MUSLINS,

SCOTCH TWEED SUITINGS AND
PANTINGS,

BLACK AND COLORED WORSTED AND
DIAGONALS,

CANADIAN TWEEDS AND HOMESPUNS,

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN HATS AND
CAPS IN ALL THE LATEST
STYLES.

A Large Stock of Gents' Furnishings

ooooo

White and Colcred Shirts, Ties, Braces, 1-2 Hose, Etc.

WOOL, UNION, TAPESTRY, BRUSSELLS
AND HEMP CARPETS,

FLOOR OIL CLOTH, 4-4 5-4 6-4 8-4,

LINEN TOWELS AND TOWELLING, TABLE
LINEN AND NAPKINS IN GREAT
VARIETY.

TRUNKS AND VALISES.

A Large Stock of Ladies’ Gents' and Children’s Boots
Shoes and Slippers.

OUR GROCERY AND PROVISION DEPARTMENT IS ALWAYS
WELL STOCKED AND ALL GOODS SOLD AT LOW-
EST PRICES TO MEET COMPETITION.

J. B. SNOWBALL.

SO s

Miramichi Foundry,

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS,
CHATHAM, N. B.

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, - - -

PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery of all kinds;
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete.

GANG ESGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACHINES, CAST-
INGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS,

CAN DIES. .
IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS

OF ALi. KINDs :

DESIGNS. PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISEED ON APPLICATION

ASK FOR

MONARCH
Steel Wire Nails,

THEY NEVER LET GO,
AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made on
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment.

KERR & ROBERTSON,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.
N. B.— I~ Stock AND I'o ArRIVE 100 Dozey K. & R. AXEs.
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The undermentioued
spectacles.

Ist—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they AssisT
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunee:-ssary.

2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinetness of vision, with
an amount of EASE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle
wearers,

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu-
factnred especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARILES BARDOU’S
improved patent m:thod, ana is PURE, HARD ANU BRILLIANT and not
liable to become scratched.

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver
or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed perfect im
every respect.

The long evenings are here and you will want a pair of good giassi
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge.

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE

for MacKeizie's

clai'ned

advantages are

Chatham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895.

Miramichi Advance,

CHATHAM. N. B.

THE LEADING PRINT- D
NORTH SH & . 2 cVer s WEDNES Ay
NEWSPA I E EVENI G

TERMS ONE DILLAR A YLAX PA/ABLE IN ADVANCE.
D.G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR

JOB PRINTING

PRICES XD THE SHORTEST NOTICE.

\T LOW

ALWAYS ON HAND :—

RAILWAY BILLS,
FISH INVOICES,
MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS,
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES,
BlLLS OF SALE DRAFTS,
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS,
TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,—
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS.

THREE MAGHINE PRESSES

and other requisite plant constant-
ly running Equipment equal to
that of any Job-Printing office in
the Province

'The only Job-Printing office out-
side of St. John that was awarded

both

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS,
BILLS OF EXCHANGE,
NOTES OF HAND,

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA

— AT THE—

DOMINION AND GENTENNIAL EXHIBITION™

AT ST JOHN IN 1883

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfiction Guaranteed.

OE & TEL . ]Vx

STEAM LAUNDRY AND DY: WORKS.

Following are our Frices for Dyeing. Orders Promptly
Attended too. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

PRICHE ILLIST.

: CLEA" SEN
SR i T v $2.25 R e $1.50
B aninne 7 damnta 75 L e 50
B et b 50 VS e, 25
OVERCOATS ...  .[1l0 1.50 GO o o
URRROOATE .. 1.00 VBN, ... 1;:
LADIES’ WEAR. :

DO DER BRER. . e e $1.50

DRI DTER BPED, - ... e 1.25

SRERTE DEEE WERR . ... otEox iR GRS 1.00

B DR B . i 75

VARES DYED. MENE i i siw e 50

:é\lgvTBsDYED. RIPPED, Ta s 25

A s GO e e T

CLOUDS, L Rage i e AR - -

S N e e 40c. to 60

e R e $1.00 t02.00

SACQUES, RPN e S 50c, to 1.00

DRESS GOODS, per yard,  ...... .. .... 10

WINDOW CURTAINS, per yard ......  ...... ‘'m0 20

PRAREERE. IR e Mo ot 2. to 76

FEATHERS, CLEANSBOD, ..~~~ ' 15:, to 40 -
GOODS - QALLED FOR - AND - DELIVERED-




