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THE CONVICTS STORY. 
“IT am an ex-convict in search of work, 

Will you please help me pay my rent.” 
This was inscribed at the head of a sheet 

of paper put into my hands by its author. 
He was a man fitty-two years of age. His 
constitution was evidently broken. The 
hang-dog look of a long time convict was 
become habitual. 

“How long have you been out,” I asked. 
“Two years. 1 was sent up in 1870, for 

twenty years, of which I actually served 
eighteen. 1 lost four years of my shorten- 
ing time by getting into trouble with the 
foreman. lle called me a horribe name in 
anger one day, and I threw my tailor's 
goose at him,—missed him—and went 
into the dark cell six months, besides losing 
the four years. See that!” 
He pointed to a bunch on his skull, evi- 

dently the relic ot a dreadful contusion. 
*“That 1s where the foreman hit me with 

his club.” 

“What was your crime, my friend? 
Twenty years means a serious offence.” 

“Yes. It you'll let me sit down I'll tell 
you about it.” 

I seated the man in my office chair and | 
gave him a glass of water at his request. 
His frankness and entire absence ot adjec- 
tives and protestations seemed to me to 
argue his essential sincerity. 

“Probably you never heard of me—or 
you have forgotten. Twenty years is too 
long to carry all the newspaper crimes 
around in one's head 1 suppose, though 
they had a great deal to say about me. | 
would have succeeded all right it it hadn't 
been for a young man named Gordon,— 
Dicky Gordon I think they called him I've 
that against him —but I've no time left to 
settle scores. It's no use, either. But this 
isn’t telling the story, is it?” 
He paused a moment to consider—or 

perhaps still reluctant to go over the mat- 
ter. 
“My name is Carson Bailey. Father 

and mother never paid much attention to 
making a good man of me. Still, I had 
New kngland air to breathe—and, up to 
the time of my one, only crime, | was not 
called a bad fellow. You see the first step 
im my down-fall was in getting acquainted 
with two medical students at the hospital. 
Rather, I may say, they got acquainted 
with me. They had a scheme to work that 

. 
needed a third actor, and they pitched on | | - 

| in the creek every article of my camp, and 

| 

{ 

me, very rightly guessing that 1 would be 
likely to offer few scruples. I was poor 
and discontented. 1 had served in the 
army three years, and the monotony of lite 
after my return made me uneasy for ad- | 

ventures, and ambitious for gain. With- 
out a very fine moral sense, | fear, I had 
enough education and experience to feel 
that 1 was cheated by fortune. There was 
a girl in the case—always is. I guess she 
did think something of me, and I—well it’s 
no use now. Her name was Bertha—I've 
kept her picture.” 

Bailey took it from his pocket and show- 
ed it to me. 

“She's living yet, not any more a girl I | 
suppose — but 1 don’t want to see her 
now, I'd rather think of her looking like 
this.” 
He kissed the picture— there was moist- 

ure in his eyes. 
“These medical students were careful 

scoundrels, and the game they were up to 
was a great one. It was carried out well, 
too. But there's always a weak place in 
every bad design, I think. One day after 
our plans were well arranged—that took 
a year and a half—I died, that is to say, I 
was drowned in the pond just above the 
town. Sixteen insurance companies had 
olicies underwritten on my life, amount- 

ing in all to over seventy thousand dol- 
lars. My body was recovered, alter a 
three days’ search. The face was eaten 
some by fishes, so it appeared, though I 
suppose acids, and not fishes, had been at 
work. But the height, the size, the cut 
of the hair, the color of the eves, the cast 
of the tace; the clothing, finger-ring, 
watch, papers, everything, were Carson 
Bailey's. Not a breath ot doubt was 
abroad. I had been seen to go out in the 
leaky dory, and it was found full of water, 
washed against a grassy island. No 
one could be found to say that I knew 
now to swim. There were a dozen vil- 
lagers who were entirely certainly that I 
could not swim a stroke. My body was 
inspected,—no inquest was deemed neces- 
sary. The two village physicians certified 
to my death; the undertaker to my burial. 
There was never a clearer case, nor one 
which could be more absolutely free from 
suspicion. Englewood. the leading spirit 
in the scheme, had a ‘‘sister” to whom it 
was known | had been paying attentions. 
When it became public that I was en- 
gaged to marry her—this was before I was 
drowned —there was a little scene one 
night with the other one, well, she knew 
afterward why I did it. All the policies 
were issued to this female confederate. 
This was the only weak place in the plot. 
So much insurance in favor of a woman 
who at best was only a betrothed fiance, 
was liable to be questioned. But, strange 
to say, the policies were nearly all paid. 
As for me, | took my own death with as 

much philosophy as could be expected 
under the circumstances. It made me 
smile when 1 heard of the positiveness 
with which my body was identified. Engle- 
wood, who occasionally visited me in my 
secure concealment, kept me informed of 
the progress of the plot. He declared that 
if I bad seen his skilltully prepared *‘stift” 
in the coffin, I should have never pre- 
tended again to be alive. Englewood was 
a sly. gentlemanly fellow, with a grim 
humor about him as ghastly almost as his 
occupation,—a man absolutely without 
nerves, or a scruple of any moral color 
n his entire mental constitution. 
We had prepared and stocked a bru h 

.camp in the nearly impenctrablo mora:s 
of a great swamp. penetrated and saturated 
by the waters of the lake in which I was 
drowned. I lived here alone for seven 
months. Englewood, about once a week, 
ostensibly to go fishing. rowed up the 
crooked creek that penetrated the morass 
as far as he could get his shallow punt, 
and thence, over logs and bogs, and 
dangerous masses of roots and grass, vis- 
ited my camp. He usually brought me 
the papers and a supply ot cigars or other 
necessaries. Englewood also brought me 
at length, a pocket-book full of bank 
notes, and made an accounting of the in- 

surance money. Three companies held 
out on some technical ground or other 
The money was divided equally among four 
of us. I bad only $15,000 tor my share. 
I had only to go away to a distant State or 
land anl enjoy it. It had come out ot in- 
suranee companies. I did not feel any 
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great amount of regret or remorse. | 
simply meant not to get caught. 

Not long after the death and burial of 
Carson Bailey, the I Lite Company, 
that had underwritten five thousand dol- 
lars on my lite, sent a young fellow 
named Dicky Gordon down to the place to 
see what he might see. The P Life 
Company was not satisfied, but as it 
seems they had decided to risk the loss of 
five thousand dollars on a scheme of their 
own. They paid the policy in full with- 
out any protest, and left the rest to Dicky 
Gordon. Naturally enough this young 
spotter turned his attention to Englewood’s 
“sister,” who kept very quiet and gave no 
evidence of anything but the most discreet 
griet at the death ot her betrothed. But 
Gorden was a patient scamp— blame him ! 
Ie obtained a situation on the village 
newspaper, where his natural occupation 
was news gathering. Little by little he 
formed his theory. Ie watched Engle- 
wood and traced his course to the bog. 
Now during my confinement on the morass 
I used to walk about more or less, in the 

| tall grass and brush for amusement, and to 
relieve the tedium. 1 had a skiff hidden in 
a little inlet under some grass and toliage, 
and at night when it was late enough to 
make it sate I used to row a little up and 

| down the creck. One night | came back from 
one of my walks, and tound pinned on my 
| knapsack a note from Englewood. He 
wrote that arrangements had been made to 

| get me out of the region on the following 

-
 

| nigh. Somebody was trying to work up 
| trouble. He had been followed by detec- 
tives. It was not sale to visit the bog, but 

I was to row over to the west side of the 
lake at midnight. A man would be there 
to carry me across to B., where 1 could 

| catch the Pullman night express to Boston. 
| The note closed with minute directions and 
| cautions, and the declaration that the man 
| who was to meet me knew all, and was in 
his entire confidence. 

| I was angry when I read Englewood's 
letter. The scheme was known to another, 

| —very likely 1t bad been blown abroad. | 
| knew how rapidly such things travel. Still 
| his direction to leave this place at once, 

was the best and first thing to be done. 1 
| kept in my camp the next dav, and laid my 
| plans. At eleven o'clock that night I got 
| out the skifl. and rowed away. The money 
Hl had received was in my clothing. 1 took 
nothing else along, but was at pains to sink 

to demolish it as completely as 1 could. 1 
rowed across the lake to the point named 

Here 1 landed and 
Betore 1 knew 

| there was anyone near, I found a man on 
either side ot me. | stepped back into my 
skiff instantly, and before I could be pre- 
vented, had shoved it out again into the 
water. 

| in Englewood's letter. 
| gave signal agreed upon. 

game's up.” 1 knew the voice. It was 
Greely, the county sheriff. I immediately 
turned, and dove into the lake. 1 swam 
under water as far as I could, and straight 
out into the deeper parts. It was very 
dark, and they bad no boat with which to 

| follow me. It was a long swim across, but 
I accomplished it. I heard their voices on 
the shore, and they lighted some torches 
and lanterns after awhile, but I was then 

| too far out to be seen, swimming on my 
| back. with only the level of my face above 
| the calm surface. 

But luck was not on my side. Dicky 
Gordon hal posted men at various points 
all around the lake. There was one near 
enough to hear the slight splashing [ made 
in coming out on the other side. Long 
before the signal had been sent around, ot 
course. It takes an hour for an average 
man to swim a mile and a half. [I was 
nearly dead from fatigue, and dropped 
down on the beach to rest and recover 
breath. But in three minutes they found 
me. I heard them moving up the shore, 
and hid as closely as I could behind a big 
mill-log under the bank. When I found 
there was no use hiding. I got hold of a 
piece of fence-rail and told them not to 
come. I had hardly got the words out 
when somebody threw a rope from the 
bank above, directly over my head in a 

| regular lasso noose, and then it was no 
| use. 

Dicky Gordon wrote that decoy letter 
himself. He had never lost a moment 
watching Englewood and his “sister.” 
But they proved too smact for him. Engle- 
wood tricked him into a betrayal of him- 
selt—just how, I never learned. But 
Englewood and the other two left in the 
night, without even time to warn me. 
Dicky Gordon sent his men around the 
pond all day and all night, made his way 
to my camp, watched me go out for my 

walk, left his decoy letter, and waited for 
his game. 

Of course there was no defence. The 
Pr Company go their five thousand 
dollars back—the rest went to the com- 

| panies that were quickest to file claims. 
When the judge sentenced me he said, with 
tears in his eyes, that he had no donbt I 
was the least guilty, and the most unfor- 
tunate of the lot of conspirators. 

*“And they were never caught ?” 
“Englewood was killed in a railroad ac- 

| cident two years later—the others I never 
heard from.— Portland Transcript. 

THE BIG LAGOON. 

Where the Squaws and Children Play La- 

Crosse. 

On the northern coast of California.some 
thirty miles below the mouth of the Klam- 
math river, is one of the most interesting 
natural formations to be found in this 
country, known as the Big Lagoon. Here 
the coast, which runs north and southup to 
this point, takes a sharp turn inland. bor- 
dered by very high hills, running to a dis- 
tance ot about three miles, then turning 
out again makes a sharp bay almost V- 
shaped, and for ages past a sand-bar has 

“You might as well come back, Bailey, | 

| 
| 
| 
1] 

| { 

{ 

| 
| 

| 

| 

been washing itself up across this bay un- 
| til the bar has raised up out of the water | 
| some ten or twelve feet, having a width of 
| about 100 feet and a length ot four miles, 
reaching acrass the entire bay. 

This bar is in the shape ot a roof. When 
there is a storm the breakers will roll up 
one side of it, break over and run down 
into the bay inside, and it is a novel sight 
to stand there and watch the waters,moun- 
tain high on one side and pertectly calm 
on the other, the line between the two at 

(intervals hidden altogether. This bar is 
a sort of short cut and can be traversed 
on horseback. In a storm the horseman 
will one minute be high and dry on land, 
the next minute a large wave will roll up 
and running under the horse's feet to the 
depth of a foot or more, the rider will be, 
for an instant, four miles or so at sea on 

horseback, with no land nearer than the 
high blulls of the mainland in sight. 
Moss agates may be found in abundance 

on the pebbly beach, and when the sun 
shines they glitter with dazzling brightness. 
The wild duck that frequent this part of 

the coast literally fill this inland bay, and 
the vassing hunter, should he take a shot 
at them, will raise such a cloud and such a 
quacking that he will think all the ducks of 
the earth have gathered there.  Oceasion- 
ally some wild beast, like a bear or a pan- 
ther, will be found crossing this bar, and 
the Indians have much sport when such a 
thing happens, the animal rarely escaping 
capture or death. 

Here the Digger Indians abound, living 
on the shell fish which they catch along the 
beach, seldom going over the ridge ot hills 
to capture a deer. which are plentiful, It 
would astonish a Yale or Harvard toothall 
man to come upon this scene some bright 
morning at low tide and see the squaws 
and children playing lacrosse on the beach. 
They get so excited with their sport that 
they keep it up until the tide drives them 
from the beach, otten staying there until 
they have to chase the ball down into the 
surf. 

The Tantalizing Typewriter. 

But of all the girls the most amusing, at 
least to the casual observer, isa type- 
writer to whom a playwright is dictating 
a play. I had fun ot that kind yesterday. 
It you speak during that period,” the 

author began, “1 will i 
“*A period alter ‘that’ ?™ the typewriter 

interrupted. 
**No, no; the word ‘period.’ 1 will kill | 

you.” 
“I always get so interested. Is this a 

comedy?” 
" “Yes. Maud. Spare me—spare me 

“You must not call me Maud.” 
“No, no: the character speaks. 

is the girl in the play, you know. 
was [2 

“You were at ‘spare me.’’ 
**(zoes down on his knees in brackets.” 

Mand 
Where 

' 

9% “*On his knees! 
“Il am writing this 

Knees in brackets.” 
“Yes. What's he got his knees in 

brackets for? Broken, I suppose ?” 
“What are you doing? Let me see. 

No, no, no. Put that sentence in brackets. 
Enter servant. Servant— Never have | 
seen nothing like that be——" 

*“Anything, of course.” 
“I am writing this piece.” 
“That's bad grammar, you know.” 
“Yes, I know—I know. Put down just 

what I say, Maud, look at ” 
“Sir! Oh, I forget. Yes. 

at——" 
““In brackets ; (George looks at servant 

and shakes—" 
“Period 2” 

**No. And shakes his head 
“Who shakes his head—George or the 

servant 
“George—I said George.” 
“Oh? Ile shakes the servant's head, 

doesn’t he?” 
Author dies.— Fx. 

comedy, Miss. 

| 
Look | 

| 
1" 

| 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

| 

| 
| 
| 

Happy opinions are the wine of the | 
heart.—Leigh Hunt. 

K. D.C is “*worth its weight in gold,’ 
“sells like hot cakes,” *‘is all it is recom- 
mended,” “an excellent remedy,” and the 
“best dyspepsia remedy ever offered to the 
public.” See testimonials. 
What makes life dreary is the want of 

motive.—George Eliot. 
Sold! Sold!! On what? Its merits! ! 

K. D. C. a household word! Cure guar- 
anteed! Testit! A free sample package 
mailed to any address. K.D. & Com- 
pany, New Glasgow, N. S. 

It always makes a thief feel like patting 
himself on the head to be told that he 
looks like an honest man. 

Gold! Found by the K. D. C. com- 
pany the Dyspeptic’s Gold Mme—K.D.C. 
Dyspepties invited to test the quality. A 
free sample mailed to any address. K. D. 
C. company, New Glasgow, N. S. 

One reason why there are not more re- 
vivals is because so little of the preaching 
is aimed at the sins of the people who are 
listening to the preacher. 
“The proof of the pudding is in the eat- 

ing.” K.D. C. has been tried and tested 
and has proved itself to be the King of 
Medicines, the Greatest Cure of the Age, 

and the only Perfect Dyspepsia Cure in the 
market. 
One reason why some people do not have 

more power for the Lord is because they 
are not willing to pull. They want to ride 
on the wagon and hold the flag. 

Millions of people are suffering from 
dyspepsia. Now is the time to be cured. 
The best dyspepsia cure ever offered to the 
public—the world-famous K. D. C. -is 
now within the reach of all. Do not suffer 
longer, but ask your druggist for it or send 
direct to K. D. C. Company, New Glas- 
gow, N. S. 

The man who has never had a crayon 
portrait of himself made by an amateur 
artist probably does not yet know what it 
is to have his pride fully humbled. 

‘Do You See 
THE POINT? 
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ALTHOUCH 
Originated by an Old Family 
Physician in 1810, Johnson's 

Anodyne Liniment could 

not have survived for over 
eighty years unless it pos- 
sesses extraordinary merit. 

UNLIKE ANY OTheg 
As much 

For INTERNAL as EXTERNAL u1, 
1t is Soothing, Healing, Penetrating. Once nsed always 
wanted; and dealers say “ Can't sell any other. 

Should have JomnxsoN’s 
E ver Mm oth er ANODYNE LINTMENT in the 
house for Croup, Colds, Sore Throat, Catarrh, Tonsilitis 
Colic, Nervous Headache, Cuts, Bruises, Cramps, Pains 
Relieves Summer Complaints like magic. Sold every 
where. Price 35 cents, 6 bottles, 8200, Expr ss paid 
Pamphtet free. I 8. JOHNSON & CO., Boston, Sass 

PROVINCE OF NEW BRUNSWICK. 
FIVE AND TEN YEARS FISHINC LEASES. 

Crown Lanp Orrick, Frevericton, N. B. 
17th February, 1892. 

FPYHE exclusive right of Fishing (win tne roo onry), in front of the ungranted Crown 
Lands on the following Streams, will be offered for Sale, at Public Auction, at this Office 

at noon on WEDNESDAY THE TWENTY-THIRD DAY OF MARCH, 1892. I.eases 
of the Fishing Rights will be governed by existing Regulations and will be for the terms of 
FIVE and TEN YEARS from the 1st of March, 1892, as mentioned below. 

| 

No. STREAMS. FORMER LEASEE. | Phen ute 
| 

Five Year Leases to expire Ist March, 1897, 

Resticoucne River :— 
1 From the I. C. Railway Bridge up to the mouth of the Upsalquitch River. 

(Excepting the Islands in the Restigouche River at the mouth of the 
Matapedia River), ....... OUR SELENE SNH Be ew bad «+ +++. Restigouche Salmon Club, S.i18 400 2 From mouth ot Upsalquitch River to Tead Brook,............. «essese. H. B, Hollands, S.| 300 3 PION TOM DOOR BP 0 TOMS BOOK. + coscocvsvscconscsscsss saves ys Samuel Thorne, S.1 1,500 4 From Tom's Brook up to Patapedia River,..... ..... Sos susees .. James M. Waterbury, S| 800 5 From Patapedia River up to Tracey's Brook,........... s+veseessaeass. Restigouche Salmon Club, S.{1,600 6 From Tracey's Brook up to Quatawamkedgewick River,............... + Archibald Rogers, S.11,200 7 From Quatawamkedgewick up to Madawaska County line,.............. S.| 100 

UrsarQuiren River :— 
¢ BVO UE I ODA EIR INIRE, «os oauvais sn erives rabies ve nboes «+++. Ezra C. Fitch, S.| 350 9 From its Forks to its head, including all Branches,................... do, S.I 200 

Ten Year Leases to expire Ist March, 1902, 
NerisiGuiT RIVER (— | 

10 EO HEAD BE I BOs ovis is ides ih ers bitin ss cde divi C. B. Burnham, S.| 250 
11 From 11 mile tree up to Great Falls, ...c.oovveivinnneennes Ves iinG do. S.| 175 
12 From Great Falls to head of River, ...c.cceeiveveevcccoes bevasas "obs do. TT! 130 

Miramicnr River :— 
13 North West Miramichi River and Branches, above the mouth of Big 

DPR BV. oc coach osion ALE SRE Sls Sih Ch a i Biiais bai Robert R. Call, S. 50 69 
14 Big and Little Sevogle Rivers and Branches, and the part of N. W. Mira- 

michi River from the mouth of Big Sevogle to the mouth of Little S. W. 
Miramichi River,........ sive beanies re RC fr eT esceses Wm. F. Ladd, S.l 150 

15 Little S. W. Miramichi River and Branches, .......c.o0eeveeeceennns “ts do. S.| 150 

30 IAIN TRVAR SO BURBOINE. «os ocviori tor isinivhtsontana APE DURE sdive JA. S. Murray, S.&T.; 100 69 
- 

- - —— ea—— — vers —— me ——— rn—— ep ————— ee — 

Copies of the Regulations to govern the above Sale, or any further information, may be 
had on application to the Fishery Commissioner, |. Henry Phair, Esq., Fredericton, N. B. 

L. J. TWEEDIE, Surveyor General. 
Note,—S. means Salmon Fishing ; T. means Trout Fishing. 

A DICTIONARY 

FOR THE PEOPLE! 
Why spend time hunting up words in a small pocket dictionary 

that doesn’t have the word you are looking for nine times out of - 
ten, when you can get a WEBSTER that you will have to 
“take home in a wheel barrow,” and the best Saturday paper in 
the provinces for 

$3.95. 
and we are selling them every day. The 
people who have regretted their bargain have 
not yet put in an appearance. The diction- 

ary can now be seen in all parts of the prov- 
inces, and will be sent to any address by 

GET ONE NOW! 
4 This is the greatest bargain ever offered in the provinces, and it is 
hard to tell how soon the supply may run out. 

EDWARD S. CARTER, PUBLISHER “PROGRESS,” ST. JOHN. 
m— — 

DO NOT, FORGET THAT 

Ferguson & Page 
Always keep a large stock of all goods ertaining 

tothe Jewelry Business, and are continually adding 
to Shri stock in the Latest things that are manufae- 
tured. 

HARD COAL! The Beat Fon in Use 
Tofarrive from New York, per schrs, Lyra and 

) Wendell Burpee: 

%0 Tons Best Quatity Anthracite. 
In Broken, Stove and Chestnut Sizes. 

The Centric Pen. 
IN YARDS :--Reserve (the best —— POR SALE— TAKE A LOOK A 

Cape Breton Coal), Old Mine] WHOLESALE and RETAIL, hohe rgd eam. 

Sydney, Caledonia, and all ETB i Silverware, Spectacles, 
sizes Hard Coal, J. & A McMILLAN, | Umbrellas, Clocks, 

Pencils, Canes, etc. 

No. 48 IR1nNg St. 

Booksellers and Stationers, 

98 = 100 Prince Wm. Street, St. John N. B. 
‘Morrison & Lawlor. 

Corner Union and Smyth Streets. 


