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A VILLAGE ROMANGE.

There could be no doubt about
it. ‘Molly had been a different girl
since she and John Lock  had been
“keeping company.” At least this
was what the village gossips de-
clared, and surely no one woull
have the temerity to contradict
authorities so well informed. And
the village gossips had spoken
truth this time. Moliy, the pride
of all Longville, the pretty country
girl whom nature had endowed
with a superabundance of animal
spirits;  Molly, the fascioating
coquette, had been subdued, and
John Lock, the village carpente:’s
son, had conquered. At least that
was what all Longville thought.

John in himself, although boast-
ing no ancient lincage, was, as the
Iaborers termed him, “a cut above
the ordinary run.” Somehow with-
out having had any educational
advantages he had developed a
strong love for books, and when the
day’s work in the little carpenter’s
shop was done he would go out
into the soft summer eve, and a
brisk walk over the hills would
bring him to the rugged -cliffs by
the sea. Here he would throw
himself down, and as lung as the
red shoots of the setting sun gave
light over the land he would read
with rapturous mntent, and when at
last it had disappeared in a blaze of
color in an opalescent sea he would
watch the stars and talk learnedly
of their distances and of what con-
stellations they formed part.

The good people of Longville
could never quite understand John.
He would astround them with his
enthusiastic descriptions of fleeting
clouds, would bid them hear a

m in the constant roaring of the
sea and tell them tha' there were
new worlds, of which they knew
nothing, in pictures and books.
But Johu was genial and kind
hearted, and so, although his per-
sonality eluded definite analysis by
them, they yet recognized him as
the village favorite for the humbler
and maybe more useful qualities
of good fellowship and unselfish
courage.

1t was little wonder that when
Molly and John commenced “keep-
ing company” that Longville should
talk. Never two persons had less
in common, so far as temperament
and tastes were concerned, and yet
somehow, for a reason which even
old Mrs. Knight, who had seen two
generations of village courtships,
could not explain, these two people
of opposite dispositions were des-
tined to share life’s storm and
sunshine together.

How they came to be engaged I
cannot say. There was a n:eeting
of the two, when the usual cheery
“Good night, John,” and “Good
night, Mollie,” ceased to have the
‘old prosaic significance. The un-

tamed, restless little heart of Molly

beat convulsively, and the roses on
her cheeks burne:l a deeper hue
when that evening John stopped
her and insisted on her talking
with him. I was not there, so that
of what was said I am unaware.

This much, however, all Long-
ville soon knew—that John Leock
and Molly Lane had become sweet-
-hearts. How the good wives en-
Joyed standing at the doorway ol
their cottages and discussing the
probabilities of a village wedding
and what it involved ! These good
souls would have made the devious,
sinuous track of these two lives
much straighter aud more direct
than it was fated to be.

No event is too wonderful to be-
come familiarized with, and so it
was that the wonder ceased, and

- Molly and John for months pursued

their pleasant way, dreaming the
ol love dreams common to youth
since the world began. It was true
that sometimes John imagined “his

~Molly” was restless and scarcely

contented. She seemed to sigh for
new opportunities of conquest. The
old spirit which he thought dead,
reared its head again and gave
warning of, although it never actu-
ally broke out in open rebellicn.
Then John would be troubled and
would search his generous, simple
heart in the hope of discovering
some excuse for the discontent
which only too obviously was
smoldering in his  sweetheart’s
mind.

One week in the midsummer of
the following year Squire Hurst’s
only son came of age,an:! the event
was celebrated with great eclat by
the whole of the inhabitants of the
village. The lovely old park sur-
rounding the hall was thrown open,
and numerous were the al fresco
attractions provided to amuse the
assembled guests. The sports of
the day terminated with a grand
viilagers' ball, at which the heir to
Longyille Hall himself was present.
There had been wany a rumor that
Harry Hurst had been “a gay
young spark” in his time, but to-
night all ugly memories were lost
in the pleasure and excitement of

bis presence among the common
folk at the ball.

All seemed happy save one, and
that was John. In spite of his best
attempts to snppress it a great pain
was at his heart—almost as severe
as a nhysical one—as he saw his
Mollie being claimed for dance after
dance by the squire’s son. How
she seemed to enjoy the distinetion,
too, as with flushed cheeks she was
waltzed around in a whirl of ex-
citement !

And when the evening’s amuse-
ments had ecnded Molly seemed
cross when John pushed his way
to the front and elaimed his right
of seeing her from the park to her
father’s cottage gate. She was
irritable and moody. Jolin had
never known her so-before, and it
was with a heavy, aching heart
that he kissed her good night,” Nor
was the unhappiness of his mind
diminished when for several nights
after she refused to take her custo-
mary walk-with i

At length the climax cane, and
one evening, after he had succeed-
ed in inducing her to come with
him over the hills, he received the

dread ultimatum which he had
almost expected would fall. Molly
was frank. She avowed shyly

that she did not and conld not love
him and then; with a pretty, dis-
dainful toss of the head, declared
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that she would be glad if he did
not worry her any more. John
took the blow quietly, but the
agony of soul he suffered no one
but himself knew.

Then grave whispers and nods
and winks passed around from
house to house in the village.
There were talks in bated breath
of secret meetings at night, and of
Molly and the young squire being
seen together. And John would
be questioned, but he never answer-
ed. His sorrow was for himself
alone—so he would tell himself—
it could not be shared by the
curious. It was his woni to go
and sit by the sea, and there find a
sort of melancholy satisfaction in
the low wail of the billows as they
bioe in at the foot of the cliffs.
As for Molly, after one final at-
tempt to reclaim her, John avoided
her. To have met her would have
increased the inconvenience of
both, and in his ecase would have
opened afresh the wounds but
hardly healed. In the months that
followed the whisper took an uglier
form, and Longville delighted its
soul at last in a village scandal.

And so Molly went away and
left her poor old father sorrowing.

There was only one who ever
defended the fair name of Molly
when it was made a byword with
the young roughs of the place, who
loafed outside the village inn or at
the roadsides. John was never
known to have become so incensed
as when one evening in his hearing
one of these thoughtless youths
wentioned inappropriately Molly’s
name and coupled it with a foul
epithet. Then he thrashed the
young lout within au inch of his
life.

After awhile the sad incident
was forgotten — at least until
Molly’s return to her<home again.
Then trouble began anew. She
was very much altered, and the
roses had faded from her -cheeks.
In tearful sorrow she would sit and
nurse her baby all day long.

The last act in the tragedy came
when one day Molly’s father re-
ceived a note from the hall.

The steward brought it round,
aud as Molly’s father was growing
old and feeble and his sight wan-
ing the steward read the note
aloud. It was a formally worded
epistle giving the poor, old, sorrow
stricken parent a month’s notice
because the squire felt that it was
“not conducive to the morals of the
village that people of Molly’s stamp
shonld be harbored” in the midst
of his cottagers. Needless to say
Molly’s father was almost broken
hearted at the thought of leaving
the house he had occupied for sc
long, while as for Molly herself her
distress was too piteous for words.

One morning not long after
John stepped down the old road-
way, his face haggard, but the ex-
pression firm, resolute and deter-
mined. He presented himself at
the door of Molly’s cottage and
was admitted. It wasonly a look
they exchanged. and the flood-
gates were onpened again, and,
having sobbed on his shoulder for
awhile, Molly gradually recovered
herself, while John, with a choking
sensation in the throat which he
tried in vain to keep down, avowed
“I have always waited for you,
Molly. I knew you would come
back to me.”

“But I can’t. You forget that is
his,” and she pointed in her an-
guish to the cot wherein the babe
was slumbering peacefully.

John didn’t turn his head _to
look, but he took Molly in his arms
again,

And love was consummated in
service.—London Sun,
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A TUG ELOPEMENT.

It is only after much considera-
tion and weighing of the matter
that I am able to force myself to
the point of telling the truth about
the marriage and attempt at elope-
ment which preceded the ceremony.
And the determination to explain
the matter briefly but fully is made
simply in justice to Patience and
her father, Samuel F. Yelnik, Esq.,
president of the Mogul mines and
haif a dozen other great financial
concerns, for now I can afford both
to pity him and laugh at him.

Furthermore, the newspapers
published such ridiculous stories at
the time that they really made us
all ashamed, telling, as they did,
how I chartered a steam yacht and
snatched Patience from Ler father’s
arms and carried her away to sca
on the palatial craft on which a
clergyman was awaiting us, and of
the demands Mr, Yelnik made upon
the navy department to send a
warship after us, and how he near-
ly succeeded because of immense
contributions to the presidential
campaign fund,

Of course only the anti-adminis-
tration papers printed this Jast
stuff, for it was pure stuff and non-
sense.  Nevertheless the wild
stories were sent all oyep the coun-
try,and I have even seen cabled
dispatches which were printed
about them in one or two journals
of London and Paris. And natur-
ally, as you can understand, all this
was very disagreeable.

Well, to begin with, I did think
a great deal of Patience——there’s
o use in denying facts—and I had
been half in love with her from
boyhood. During the last year I
had been with her more than ysnal,
seeing her at home or on the links
of the coeuntry club and aé various
teas and club fetes.

And by sheer accident, I assure
you, I spent the summer on the
shores of Lake Champlain, making
studies for two or three rather
ambitious paintings, to be finished
when cold weather came, and
Patience was there, too, with her
deep brown eyes and wavy hair
and superb presence. I know this
sounds like extravagant description
but it is accurate, for Patience —is
one of the finest specimens of
young womenhood 1 have ever
seen, thanks to inheritance and
wheeling and tennis and golf and
boating. She was visiting a cousin
at Port Kent—a brunette with red
lips and white teeth and the very
mischief dancing in her eyes—and

naturally Miss Elaim was interest- |

ed in helping along a love affair—

vy

ior where is the girl who wouldn’t
e?

I don’t know how it happened,
but in some way old Moneybags
Yeinik heard of the situation and
appeared suddenly one evening at
the residence of Miss Elaim’s par-
ents. At the time his train from
New York arrived Patience and I
were strolling along the shore of
Champlain in the moonlight, I'll
confess, and when we returned to
the Elaim home, some time after
ten o’clock, we found the ecallous
hearted old fellow tramping up
and down the veranda, smoking
furiously and stroking his white
whiskers in a manner that boded
no good for us.

He never spoke to me, never
acknowledged my presence by so
much as a stare. Faet is, he utter-
ly iguored me, and I'll admit that
hurt my pride, confound him ! He
simply took Patience by the arm
and marched her indoors, and next
morning they went to New York
before I had a chance to say fare-
well. But I was at the station,
and as the train pulled out the
dear girl called :

“Goodby, Fred !
It's ali right.”

And then her father slammed the
window and scowled as if he would
like to bite me in half.

During the ensuing six months I
worked as hard as I could, but
never did I write to Patience, al-
though I sent messages to her in
Marion Elaim’s letters and heard
from her now and then through
the same medium,so I wasn’t really
cut off, you see. I came back to
town about the middle of Septem-
ber, and a week later Miss Elaim
arrived at the Yelnik home in New
Jersey to make a visit. But of
course old Moneybags wouldn’t
allow me to see Patience, and natur-
ally I had too much sense to call,
but the deprivation was hard in
more ways than one, as you will
understand presently.

A ronth dragged by, and the
time was approaching for Marion’s
visit to be concluded, when one
Saturday afternoon I went aboard
a ferryboat bourd for Jersey City,
whither I was to take a train for
the town where Patience lived, and
on the boat, for the first time in
three months, I met Mr. Yelnik.
He was feeling particularly amiable
probably because he had managed
to “freeze out” some business rival
in one of his great schemes, and he
approached me, saying with a grim
smile :

“How do you do, sir ?”

“I'm well.”

“Haven’t seen you lately out at
the house,” he coutinued sarcasti-
cally.

“No, and you're not likely to,” I
replied, with emphasis. How long
this conversation might have con-
tinued I don’t know, but at that
moment we passed in midstream
close by a ferryboat steaming from
Jersey City to New York, and one
of the passengers on it, a girl we
both knew, waved her hand to me,
and I called out :

“Wait there ! I'll be overat once.”

Then the boats had swept by
each other, and [ tvrned to look at
Mr. Yelnik. He was almost livid
with rage, and he trembled as with
a chill.

“You vi}lain,” he said threaten-
ingly. “So this is how you sce
each other. By heavens, T'll make
you pay for this. I suppose you
had arranged an elopement,” he 2x-
claimed, getting more and more
excited, And ‘he didu't become
calm when I told him his surmise
was true.

There were few _ passengers
aboard, and Patience’s father had
the sense to speak in low tones to
avoid a scene, byt it was awful the
way he swore he would put me in
prison for life and shoot me dead if
I ever so much as dared to look at
his daughter again. Of course he
didn’t get off the boat at Jersey
City. He staid close to me, and of
course I came back to New York
to meet the dear girl. But alas and
alack! When we reached the mid-
dle of the river again and met the
other beat, boynd this time for
Jersey City, old Yelnik fairly
tremblec for joy and shoted :

Don’t worry.

“There she is! I eould recognize
that hat and coat anywhere. So,
you see, she won't elope with you,
you miserable, sneaking hound, yon
young villain, you abductor’—

My heart sank within me as he
spoke, for, looking quickiy at the
passing craft, [ saw her frightencd
half to death as she realized our
plot had been discovered, bu* in
desperatign I shguted ,

"

“Wait for me in Jersey City !

She nodded, and then we were
gone again, Fifteen minutes elapsed
before our boat left the New York
ferry slip, and during that timne
Mr. Yelnik chuckled and slapped
his knees and acted like a wild
lunatic, he was so overjoyed,

“Yes, ‘wait for me in Jersey
City ' ” he mimicked. “Oh, she'll
wait, don’t yoy be afraid; she’ll
wait, but for me and not for you,
and lev me tell you one thing, sir—
assoonas I can get a warrant
youll be locked up, and, by heavens,
I'll see you in Sing Sing before I'm

"

done with you!

He went on in this fashion till
we crossed the North river again
and had come to a dead stap about
100 ieet from the Jersey City ferry
slip, blocked by a fleet of canalboats
tnat were lazily crawling up the
stream against the tide. [ looked
across them to the boat she had
come over on. It was blocked in-
side of the slip, and, horror of hor-
rors, there she stood on the deck
ready to eross the river once more,
having totally misunderstood the
message I shouted.

A tugboat, awaiting to get down
stream, slowly approached our
craft and came to a dead stop so
close that I could have stepped
aboard her. Mr. Yelnik had walk-
ed to the other side of our deek,
fealing safe so long as I was there
and afloat. Like a flash I saw a
chance to escape and called to the

pilot of the tug:

*Want a job ?”

“That’s my watermelon,” he re-
plied.

Instantly I cleared our rail and
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leaped to the towboat, shouting :

“Sheer off, quick ! Sheer off'!”

The pilot rang his bells, the pro-
peller whirled viciously, and we
shot backwgrd from the ferryboat
as Mr. Yelnik rushed to its rail and
swore at us.

“Skim around that fleet, quick,”
I called, hurrying up to the pilot
house and pulling a $20 bill out of
my pocket. “Now make for that
boat in the slip and stand by til] |
get the young lady there, waiting
for me.”

“You bet I will,” the pilot re-
sponded heartily. “Bully for yon,
young feller. I ain’'t been married
long myself.

In less time almost than it takes
to tell it we had come alongside
the other ferryboat, and the dear
cirl was aboard with me, and we
were speeding  down  toward the
bay. When we were quite out of
reach, the pilot asked :

“Now where do you want to 207"

“Oh, anywhere in New Jersey,
so we can be married without stop.
ping for a license—say to Atlantie
Highlands or Long Branch or any-
where.”

“You dear old goose !” exclaimed
my betrothed. “Why, we can't
get there under two hours, and by
that time he will have telegraphe
all over the coast to arrest wus on
sight.”

“Good Lord!” I groaned. “What ]
we do? I haven’t thought of
that”—

“Why, just let’s sail vp the Kill
von Kull here to Bayonne and land
in 15 minutes,” she replied in a
businesslike way. “He never would
dreaw of our guing ashore so close,
but it's all New Jersey, and in ten
minutes more we can tind a minis-
ter and be m-m-married,” she con-
cluded, whispering and blushing,

And we did so and took the first
train back to New York and tele-
graphed from our hotel to Mr. Yel-
nik that we would be glad to have
him call on us with his wife that
evening.

Since then we have been told
that when the cld gentlemen reach-
ed home that afternoon he almost
had an attack of apoplexy, for
when he went up the veranda steps
the front door was opened by his
daughter Patience, who confessed
everyching —hcw she and 1 had
never been really in love, but how
Marion had become engaged to me
that summer, and we simply had
to be married clandestinely because
Mr. Yelulk finally succeeded in
prejudicing Mr. and Mrs. Elain
againtt me so that they refused to
sanction a wedding.-—Coffyn Moody
in Chicago Record.
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Race for a Wife.

“Two offers of marriage in one
day! Well, which suitor is to re-
eeive the happy affirmative, Meta?’

The speaker, a middle aged wo-
man, regarded the girl before her
with evident admiration and affee-
tion.

Meta Randall’s fair face wore a
perplexed expression, and her sweet
voice trembled as she replied :

“If T only knew, auntie!”

To one even less versed in the
character of the girl than Mrs.
Preston the sincere regret in her
tone would have been ample assur-
ance that neither coquetry nor
vanity had induced such a reply.

The elder lady observed her cnr-
iously for a moment and then said

“Since both men are handsome
and  cqually eligible, you should
trust entirely to your heart to
deeide.

“But, auntie dear, my heart
speaks as favorably for one as the
other. Henry and Pnilip have been
my comrades, my cavaliers, from
childhood, It would seem unnatu-
ral not to love them both. 1 feel
that I could marry ecither to-mor-
row and never regret my choice.
Iamsure I love them equally.
Was ever a poor girl in such a
pitiable condition of uncertainty?
Do choose my husband for me!” she
entreated, as she dropped upon a
cushion at Mrs. Preston’s feet,

The aunt gently patted the head
upon her lap.

“‘It’s a great responsibility, Meta,
to place upon my shoulders. What
if after all, T shonld choose the
wrong one! But I have a plan, at
least. How feasible it may prova
you are the one to determine.”

As Mrs. Preston unfolded her
scheme Meta's drooping head was
lifted; then smiles of delight chased
each other over their features, and
finally, as the elder woman finished
speaking, she sprang to her feet,
exclaimidg joyously :

“Just the thing, you dear, origi-
nal auntie! Now take this and
this and this!" and, laughing mer-

rily, she kissed her again and
again.

“There, sweetheart, there! Bet-
ter wait and learn the success of
the plan,” exclaimed Mrs. Preston.
“Those letters must be answered
immediately,” pointing to the crum-
pled missives on the floor.

“Yes indeed !” the girl replied as
she picked up the letters. “Oh, it’s
too funny !’ she added as she ran
gayly from the room.

That evening, in vesponse to the
invitations she had sent to them
Henry Davis and Philip Stanton
called upon her. Mr. Davis arriv-
ed a few minutes later than M,
Stanton, and a look of disappoint-
ment was plainly apparent upon
the face of each at the unexpected
presence of the other. Miss Ran-
dall, however, was in the best of
spirits, and she talked gayly upon
minor topies until a feeling of
mutual fellowship was apparently
established between the men,
Then, with womanly tact, she
gravely introduced the subject
which concerned them all.

“Henry—Philip,” she began, “I
have invited you here, not indeed
to answer the question which both
of you have 8o honered me by ask-
ing, but to make a proposition to
you. You will think me an odd
girl perhaps, but at least you can-

not reproach me for either coque- |

try or dishonesty when I tell you
that my answer holds a condition.
First I want to ask you one ques-
tion : Have I ever, by word or look
or action, signified to either that he
was a favorite in my regard ? In
all the years of our friendship have
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Successors to Gillespie Foundry.

MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS.

CHATHAM. N. B.

ed 1852,

noted throughout. the country.
All work personally supervised.

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing.
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being

Satisfaction cuaranteed.
S

Send for estimates before ordering el:ewhere.
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete.

in stock and to order.

JAS. G. MILLER.

PAINTS, OILS, VARNIS

Ready-Mixed Paints, all sha
WEATHER AND
Scheol Blackboard Paint.
Graining Colors, all kinds.
Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Gold
Stains, Walnut, Oak. Cherry,
Weather and Waterproof.
Kalsomine all shades.
7 bbls. English Boiled and Ra
1 * Turpentine.

100 Kegs English White Lead

Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing,

75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per
30 Boxes Window Glass.

10 Tons Refined Iron $2.50 per

Grindstone Fixtures.

WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREA

35 Single and Double Barrel Breech

Vicline, Bows

' Guards, 35c.
too numerous to mention.

on me, as they will find my price
prove this by caliing.

10 Kegs, 100 Ibs. each Dry Metalic Roofing, 92

Paint and White Wash Brushes.

VArNISHES, Elastic Qak, Carriage,
Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers.

Joiners’ and Machinests’ Tools, 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.

HES AND HARDWARE.

les, including the Celebrated

WATERPROOF,

THE BEST EVER MADE,

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing.
o 1 O

Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades.

Paint.
Mahogany, Rosewood, Floor Paints

w Oil, Pure.

and Colored Paints.

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

92 per cent Iron.
per cent Iron.

Demar, Furniture

Copal,

Keg.

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

100 lbs.

Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers, Grindstones

M 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 14e. yd., Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter
Scales, Weigh Beams, Steelyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers.

To arrive from Belgium
Loading Guns.

Barber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Ac cordeons

and Fixings.

FARMING TOOLS. ALL KINDS.
Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40¢. each, Knife Heads, $3.00.

each, Rivets, Oilers.

My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and

All persons requiring goods in my line will save money by calling

s away down oelow the lowest

J. R- GOGGIN.

Miramichi Foundry,

CHATHAM N. B.

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, , “« o

Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete

INGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS,
CAN DIES.

OF ALL KINDS.

STEAM ENCINE AND BOILER WORKS.

PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery of all kinds

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACHIXNES, CAST-

IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISEED ON APPLICATION

ASK FOR

MONARCH
oteel W

AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

Wire Nails,

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 Dozex K. & R. AxEs.

The undermentioned
spectacles.

Ist—That from the peculiar construetion of the glasses
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunecessary.

2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinetness )
an amount of EASE and CoMFORT not hitherto enjoyed
wearers.

liable to become seratched.

or Steel, are of the finest quality and
every respect.

The long evenings are here and you will want a

so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge.

Chatham N. B, Sept. 24, 1895.

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE.

advantages are claimed for MacKeunzie’s

they Assist

of vision, with

by spectacle

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground -is 1iganu-

factnred especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARLES BArDOU’S
lmproved patent method, and is Pore, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver
finish, and guaranteed porfect in

pair of good dlassi

I ever manifested any affection for
one that I have not as freely ac-
corded to the other ?

The flush which gradually suf-

citement her candor had provoked,
and she drew a deep breath of re-
lief as both men simultaneously
answered :

“Never !”

“Thanks Now, listen to my
frank admission. As far as I have
been able to analyse my feelings, 1

As I can accept but one, the ques-

be sustained without any future '
reference |
marriage with either. And now |
the condition !” i

“The condition” both men quick- |
ly repeated,

“I propose a bieyele race between
us three. I am to have the pre- |
cedence of one block in starting. It |
is to be a three mile race upon the '
macadamized road between this
house and Crystal spring. The one
who overtakes me before or as we
reach the spring will not only be
the winner of the raee, but also of
a wife. 1f you overtake me at the
same time, you will draw lots to
see who is the vietor.”

The faces of the men ware an
dd expression, but they promptly
exclaimed :

“We agree.”

It was a beautiful Max morning,
and the picturesque road leading to
Crystal spring was an appropriate
one for a race which must in any

fused her face displayed the ex-

am sure I love you both equally.

to the possil»ility of |

| exultant blood leaping through
' every artery and every fiber of her
| body thrilled with the exuberant
' joy of living.
) Faster and faster she flew along,
| until her efforts seemed involun-
tary. To herself she seemed im-
} palpable and endowed with a free-

dom as perfect as the breeze which

fanned her crimson cheek and ten-
| derly lifted the curls about her

face.

So completely did nature’s in-
 fluence enthrall her that no thought

tion must be decided for me ; hence | Of the ride, its purpose or the two
the condition. If either or both | men who were speeding S0 closely
refuse to accept it, I must stipulate | behind her entered her mind until
that our past harmonious relations | @ shout informed her of the fact

that Davis was ahead of Stanton
and rapidly gaining on her. Then,
quicker than a flash of light, came
that for which she had previously
so longed—the knowledge that one
of these men was dearer to her
than the other. Pure, tender and
sweet, yet full of {ear it came, caus-
ing a quick gasping for breath and
a deepening flush upon the cheeks
as she realized that perhaps the
knowledge came too late, and that
if Harry Davis won the race the
happiness of two lives must cer-
tainly be wrecked.

With a voiceless prayer more
fervent than she had ever breathed
before she redoubled her own
efforts to reach the spring as she
heard the gentle whizzing of a
wheel behind her. “Philip, Philip,
appealingly resounded through her
brain like a human voice. In agony
she clutched more firmly the handle
bars, bent her body forward as she
exerted every muscle to the utter-

case afford a romantie ending. It
was bordered with hedges and
stately trees odorous with tender
buds and leaves, from among which
busy little builders caroled merry
accompaniments to their unceasing
labor,

The novelty of this race for a
wife excited much pleasant com-
ment from the group of friends and
cyelists who had gathered in Mrs,
Preston’s front yard, responsive to
her invitatien to watch the start of
the trio and accompany them upon
the race.

It was just 10 o'clock when
Meta Randall, neatly attired in a
cycling suit of olive green with
glinting silver trimming, passed
out of the house and greeted her
friends with a pleasant good morn-
ing. '

A murmur of admiration rose
from the feminine portion of the ;
company as she stood for a biief
second beside her wheel. Self
possessed but modest, in the cool
green of her costume she appeared |
a part of the natural picture which
surrounded her. A bed of daffodils
grew close to her feet, and she
stooped and gathered a bunch of
the brave yellow blossoms and
fastened them securely at her belt, {

| r

Then, with a merry laugh and a
graceful toss of the head toward
Davis and Stanton, at the quick
ring of a bicycle bell, the signal for
starting, deelining the proffered
assistance of the competitors, she
mounted her wheel and sped quick- |
ly down the road. She had nearly
reached the tirst corner when, at a
second signal, the two men were
away. A third ring, and the merry |
company Iounted, following as ;
rapidly as possible the two flying
contestants,

“What a glorious spin ! thought

Meta, as the swift motion sent the {

most, and pedaled with the great-
est rapity in her determination to
win the goal ahead of Davis. If
she succeeded, there was one more
chance for Stanton to win by
drawing lots.

But the spring was just in sight
and now so near that she faneied
she could hear the crystal water as
it tinkled softly into its rocky

basin. If Davis should win !
“Oh, no! Not that!” she whis-
pered.

She was trembline with exeite-
ment, A sudden mist clouded her
sight, a rumbling in her ears part-
lally deafened her, when—oh, thank
God the goal was reached! Then
there was a faroff shout, the heavy
breathing of a man, beside her, a
gentle touch upon her arm, and
next—

A sense of dizziness and the
recolleciion of falling from her
wheel came to her as she opened
her eyes and saw—not Davis, but
Philip Stanton, bending over her
with tender solicitude and uttering
lovikg exclamations.—Emma Platt
Guyton in Waverly Magazine,

FURNAGES FURNACES,
WOUD OR COAL,

WHICH I CAN FURNISH AT

REASONABLE PRICES,
STOVES

GOOKING, HALL AND PARLOR STOVFSi

AT LOW PRICES

PUMPS, PUMPS,

Sinks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamers the very best,
aiso Japanned stamped and plain tinware in end-
less variety, all of the best stock which I will
sell low for cash

A.C. McLean Chatham.

CHATHAM. N. B.

THE LEADING
NORTH SHORE&
NEWSPAPER,

PRINTED
s 2

EVENING.

D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR

JOB PRINTING

ALWAYS ON HAND .—

=) AV
RAILWAY BILLS, CUSTOM HOUS ,{9

B i
FISH INVOICES, BILLS OF EXCHANGE,
MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS,

NOTES OF HAND,
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES,
BILLS OF SALE

DRAFTS,

TEACHERS' AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,—
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS,

L

ly running.

the Province.

side of St. John that
both

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA

AT ST JOHN IN i883

SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS,

Miramichi Advance,

EVERY WEDNESDAY

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PAYABLE IN ADVANCE.

AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE,

THREE MACHINE PRESSES

and other requisite plant constant-

Liquipment equal to
that of any J ob-Printing office 1n

The only J ob-Printing office out-
was awarded

DOMINION AND GENTENNIAL EXHIBITION

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed.

CEATELA IVE

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

PRICE I.IST.

TITS GYED . CLEANSED
L R R e R e $2.25 SUITS
PRI .+ . oxiny 3 -PA = l‘i R iR, P i
L P e B R 50 \]-;X3 . sssdiel MU WERNERGE -
EUNENOIANN . ... 7 o 1.50 ('()':\1:\" ............
U ND hRCU.\TS, S0y X el aabe ‘.UQ 0"}': [‘C’()ATS' ................

LADIES’ WEAR.
DRESSES DYED, WHOLE,

.
DRESSES DYED, RIPPED, SRR B et g *}70
e LR Rl SRR 100
SRR B T G Ttones § TEeEe TSha it 78
WAISTS DYED, WHOLE iy ol s £y oo b 50
R S it Se %
SHAWLS e R T S PR
CLOUDS, oS i s 3ok 25¢.  t o
SHAWLS, (Berlin,) e S e to.on
Sk%ﬁ ['J’,.';‘SFSSE”' ............ $1.00 u?zgg
DRESS GOODS, per yard, Bt S—ti L
WINDOW CURTAINS, per yard ......  2'°"% . . =reees -
BT s ndeeate g el e RN -
FEATHERS, CLEANSED, - o By

GOODS - CALLED FOR AND -

STEAM LAUNDRY AND DYE WORKS,

DELIVERED.

b

o 4




