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OIID BOSTON'S BUSTLE.

PRESIDENTIAL POLITICS AND THE
PEOPLE WHO TALK THEM.

gow the Intelligent Electors Went Wild
over McKinley—It Took Two Halls to
Hold the Crowd—The Plays that Interest
the Bostonians.

BostoN, Oect. 11.—Politics are the
qme the world over. A New Brunswicker
in Boston finds something strikingly fami-
liar at every meeting he attends. One
night he is thoroughly convinced that this
is the greatest country on the face of the
carth, that there is not an idle man from
(helsea to Jamaica Plain, and that the
only reason why the benches on the Com-
non are crowded every fine day is because
wages are so high that they can afford to

ke a holiday every other week. The
pext night all the eloquence of
America's greatest speakers is brought to
pear with equal success in proving

that the country is *‘going to the dogs,”
and that another four years of republican
rle will put it past redemption. ;

It is the same old story, and people get
excited over 1t just the same as they have
lone for years. They wave ‘‘the old flag,”
100, and in no place does it come to the
font with greater frequency and effect
than in Faneuil hall. In the old *'cradle
of liberty” the American voter never for-
gets his surroundings. He can give free
expression to his opinions, no matter what
they may be, with an utter disregard to
the sentiments of the people who are stick-
ing their elbows into his ribs. When the
prospects are good for a debate carried on
with bare knuckles, a simple reminder that
“[am in Faneuil hall and can say what I
please,” is like pouring oil on troubled
waters.

The great McKinley was here last week,
and Boston went wild over him. He was
to address two meetings on the same even-

ing, but the mob in Music hall wouldn’t
let bim get away, and the ‘‘over-flow” in
Faneuil hall shifted from one leg to the
other, or wriggled about on hard benches
mtil near midnight.  Whitelaw Reid,
candidate for vice president was *there, but
his remarks were cut short, probably owing
to the fact that somebody in the hall, a
printer perhaps, with more lung power
than the speaker, emphasized all he said
with a sonorous “*Yah!”

Then a number of would-be political
speakers and ambitious Harvard men were

they did not get disgusted with the con-
ract it was not the fault of the crowd.
An American audience is well informed
and not at all bashtul, and a speaker who
does not know more than the loud mouthed
individuals in the back seats is *‘not in it.”
They made life a burden to a sketch artist
from one of the Boston papers. His mis-
sion was to draw pictures and tell the
audience what they meant. But the crowd
knew more about it than he did, and gave
different interpretations with a promptness
that took the artist’s breath away and kept
the audience in roars of laughter.
It was a long wait for McKinley, but the
people were bound to see Lim. Congress-
man Morse filled in the gap for a while. He
isto the republican party of Boston what
Senator Boyd is to the conservative party in
St. John. Mr. Morse is a younger man,
with black curly hair and a bunch of black
whiskers on each side of his face, joined
together by a black strip across his upper
lip; but he can tell good stories by the
hour. He can mix them with mud, and
fire them at the democrats with such good
humor that all enjoy the fun.
When a plug hat, followed by a large
clean shaven face, and a' long cape over-
coat appeared up the stairs at the back of
he stage, the ‘‘overflow” went wild. They
cheered the tariff maker until they. were
dizzy and gave him plenty of time to take
off his long overcoat. Governor McKinley
would be a striking figure on any stage,
but with his plug hat and overcoat he
stands alone. He looks a good deal like
"‘a play actor,” and at times speaks like a
Oy comedian, but he gets there with un-
failing regularity. After the meeting the
People nearly pulled him to pieces, every-
body wanting to shake hands with the man
%o made the tariff. The republican
andidate for vice president was also stand-
I0g on a chair for the same purpose, but he
seemed to be only a secondary considera-
ion.
The democratic rally in Tremont temple
 lew nights later had Tammany's remark-
le orator, Bourke Cochran, for its princi-
pal speaker, but the enthusiasm of the

Kinley meeting was lacking and there
4 no ‘“*overflow.”

The Mechanics Fair has been running
‘ome days, but in one respect the mana-
R¢r8 or exhibitors are no better than those
%ho have the making or breaking of the
Pl John exhibitions. They are slow to

8¢t a move on,” as the newsboys say.

feourse the Boston fair has a longer run

an the St. John exhibition, and
IS Inactivity at the start is not so
8astrous, but the fact remains that

the Mechanics Fair machinery hall is
st about as unbusiness like as
e lower story of the **new wing” in the St.
obn building was last year. There is
]enty of machinery, but that is all there
*%01t.  And taking the whole show, al-
h°llgh it is, of course, very much larger
h anything you ever had, there is not
¢ snap, the life, or the interest of the
.. John show of a few years ago, and
‘“re 1s a tendency here on- the part of
“rtain firms to monopolize space, which
;T:nds one of the home displays of last
One of the theatrical sensations of the
ﬁ“oﬂ has been Mr. Kyrle Bellew and
Gl"' Potterin Zola’s ‘‘Therese” at the
Obe theatre. When I say that they gave
" interior view of a bridal chamber, and
t the bride and groom partially dis-

given a chance to face the audience, and if

| Mack Dee, ‘I had the misfortune
my eye hurt, necessiating a surgical oper- |

robed before the audience, it is unnecessary
to say that the theatre was pretty well
filled at every pertormance. 3

The play is all right for the right kind of
people, although this particular scene might
be modified, but even here, in cultured
Boston, the loud ‘‘guffaws,” when the
bride and bridesmaid exchanged confid-
ences before the groom’s arrival, did not
come from the gallery gods alone From
the balconies and orchestra chairs came
significant grunts that gave a new aspect
to the remarks of the newly married womau
and the young girl who looked forward to
being in a like position at an early day.

The story has a moral and it is brought
out with terrible reality. The play simply
tells of the love of a young married woman
and an unmarried young artist. The two
conspire to kill a halt witted husband and
succeed. Although not suspected of the
crime, it preys on them, so that when they
are married, a year afterwards, their love
tor each other turns to hate, and just be-
fore the curtain falls on the last act they
commit suicide by taking poison.

Mr. Bellew is an actor and a good one,
while Mrs. Potter is a stage struck New
York aristocrat, who still shuts her teeth
and hisses through them in a way that is
not strikingly professional. She has had
considerable experience, however, although
she had to go to the antipodes to get it.
She made a tour with Mr. Bellew in un-
known parts across the water. and was
“stranded” just as surely as the New York
stock company which opened the St. John
opera house, or the Josie Mills company,
were stranded in St. John.

St. John people in Boston? I see them
every day, and can tell all kinds of stories
about them. isaw Chas. A. Everett, former
M. P., on Washington street last week, and
the other day [ ran across a man well
known on Prince William street. He had
on a new silk hat and was watching the
boys sailing their yachts on the frog pond
in the Common.

There were a number of St. John people
at the Mechanies’ fair the night I was
there ; and a few days ago I saw a familar
face out in Roxbury. It belonged to Mr.
Dennis Colohan, who was popular as
manager of the Shamrocks when excite-
ment ran high and Dan Connolly was in
the box. Mr. Coholan is now proprietor
of a Roxbury tonsorial establishment.

R. G. Larsex.

HE COULDN’T CRY.

An Incident of Mack Dee’s Youth and

School Days.
boy,” said

to get

*“When I was a chunk of a

| ation, a bandage and my remaining from

school two months. At the end of
that time I again appeared in school, and

in answer to the enquiries ot my boy friends

in regard to the state of my optics, replied |

that thev were all right again with one ex-
ception, which I told with apparent diffid-

ence, and that was I could not
cry! I said I was very sorry that
[ could not cry, because it hurt
| tar worse than if [ could, 1 would

like to be able to cry just like any other
boy, but I couldn’t. [ explained that tears
were a sort ol safety valve that gave re-
lief, and when a boy couldn’t use his safety
valve in that way t'was just terrible the
torture he was in.
lowering inflection, that I supposed that 1
would have to go through lite without any-
body ever knowing what I was actually
suffering, because, no matter how hard I
tried, I couldn’t cry even a little bit. I
said, ‘*boys, be thanktul as long as you
can cry, ‘cause you don't know the day
when something may happen and you'll
just be like me.”

At first I told this as a sort of precocious
joke and thought the boys would see
through it, but they didn't. It was my
first joke, and they took me at my word
and received the story in good faith, which
had the effect of making a sort of hero out
of me. Some of the boys envied me,
while others wasted considerable pity and
other raw material over me. After telling
the story several times it began to look
like truth, and on thinking backwards that
no occurence had drawn the lachrymose
fluid from my eyes for some time 1t oc-
curred to me that perhaps I was right and
that my tear fountain had permanently
dried up.

I knew the boys were watching me and
stoically stood all the blows,cuffs, falls and
other calamities incident to boy lite, with-
out flinching, and although severely tried
on several occasions, stood the test. My
reputation grew apace and I was pointed
out as the boy who couldn’t ery. This
thing went on some time and no phenome-
nal boy ever felt prouder of his distinction
than I did, until one day a big boy from
the Orkney district put in his appearance
at school, and of course was soon regaled
with the story of how such a boy *‘couldn’t
ery.”

For a number of days he eyed me suspi-
ciously and I suspected he was the origin of
some late calamities that had overtaken me
such as my dinner, which I carried with me
two miles being stolen, my cap being torn
and sundry other minorafilictions all of which
I bore with tearless tortitude. More
drastic measures were then resorted to, I
was drenched in the brook, a leather ball
that I sat great store by was taken from
me, and word was carried to the teacher
that I bad swore an oath as big as a church
steeple, but through all these tribulations I
came out with flying colors and was still the
“boy who couldn’t cry.” This seemed to
exasperate the Orkney boy, and one day
at the noon hour I noticed his face
wore an omnious look that boded
no good to my ephemeral repu-
tation. When ‘‘playtime was announced
we swarmel out and around a sharp turn
in a hill opposite the school house where
the prying eyes of the teacher could not
observe us. There we indulged in all sort
of rustic gambols, and on this day I had
hardly got out of sight of the school-house
when the brawny hand of the Orkney
boy caught me by the collar, whirl-
ed me several times in the air and
with a yell that would have done

I said, with a sort of |

credit to Rodrick Dhu, announced thatl
he was about to remove my
clothes and send me to the school house
nouse as void of clothing as -the original
Adam, and forthwith began forcibly to
carry out his threat. In vain I expostu-
lated, in vain I yelled for mercy, he was
mexorable and was in a fair way to carry
out his threat. I was shocked beyond
measure, and in my extremity, roared and
cried like a baby. No sooner had my
tears began to flow than he desisted, but
from that hour my reputation had vanished
and I never could make the boys believe
that I told the story of my tearless eyes as
a joke. |

The Cost of Fox-Hunting.

Lord Yarborough, the owner of the
North Lincolnshire pack of fox-hounds, in
furnishing some statistics relative to fox-
hunting, states that there are 330 packs of
hounds in England, Scotland, and Ireland.
Assuming the cost of foxhounds to be
£650 per day, staghounds to cost £550,
and barriers £200, keeping up hounds n
the United Kingdom causes the expendi-
ture of £511,000 per annum; and esti-
mating 100 men hunting with each pack,
each man having three horses, that means
that 99,000 horses are engaged. Putting
the cost of each horse at 15s per week, this
comes to considerably over 33, millions.
So, according to the noble lord* the cost of
keeping hounds and maintaing the hunts in
the United Kingdom comes altogether to
414 millions, independent of the expenses
of carriage horses, cover hacks, travelling

expenses, etc.
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Children’s

Cloths

, Cape Ulsters.

Splendid Value in Novelty English “"Harris Tweed”

FOR CIRLS FROM 3 TO 15 YEARS.

MANCHESTER, ROBERTSON & ALLISON.

OAK HALL CLOTHING HOUSE,

Cor, King and Germain Sts,,
ST. JOHN,N. B

Cor. King and Germain Sts,,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

A

Boys' REEFERS.

BOYS’

REEFERS 3250

Also some very nice warm Reeffers for Boys
in Blue Naps, Meltons, Beavers and Serges,
All Wool lined. Some with Brass Buttons

at from %£2.50 to £5.50.

MENS 8425

REEFER

also a nice Chinchilla heavy lined Reefer for
£3.90 and $4.25, some better £5.00 and
$5.50 ; then at £6.00, £6.40, 86.50, $7.00,
£7.50, $8 00, £8.50, £9.00, £10.00, and to
£11.00 in Naps, Tweeds, Beaver, All Wool

| pretty Browns. light and dark Gray, and

lined, fine and heavy.

Mex's D

[Ex’s ULSTERS.

BOYS' ULSTERS

i in Tweeds and Friezes. The proper garment
i for very cold weather. Five new shades,
heavy lined.

YOUNG MEN’S SIZES

in Irish Frieze—some new shades.

MEN'S ULSTERS.

A good heavy driving Ulster, Frieze,
The better ones are in very

£6.75.

. B. Sack Surrs.

|

Cor. King and Germain Sts,,
ST. JCHN, N. B,

MEeN's OVERC(

BOYS’

| Couble Breasted Straight
Cut Sack Suits

:
E are nice, neat, new, warm and comfortable
| looking suits, made up in Cheviots, Serges
f and Tweeds—some very pretty mixed
Tweeds. This suit will be much worn this

Winter.

FOR MEN

Tan Brown. All heavy lined with All
Wool. l

$11.00 © $15.00. |

An all Leather and Tweed lined Ulster

$10.00. |

they come made up in Tweeds and heavy |
Cheviots at very reosonable figures.

Real bargains in Black Worsted Cut-
away and sack suits, some odd Coats and

Vests it you wish them. In odd Pants

you can’t help being suited.

All our Goods are Marked in Plain
Figures and are One Price Only.

All our Goods are Marked in Plain
Figures and are One Price Only.

SCOVIL, FRASER & CO,

SCOVIL, FRASER & CO.

All our Goods are Marked in Plain
Figures and are One Price Only.

SCOVIL, FRASER & CO.

Cor. King and Germain Sts,,
ST.JOHN, N. B,

CAPE OVERCOATS.

JATS.

BOYS
GAPE OVERGOATS

made up of English, Scotch and Canadian
Tweeds in Stripes and Plaids. Extra long
lengths and long Capes, fancy All Wool
Tweedlined. Some lighter lining but heavy
enough. Mostly medium Stripes and dark

Plaids.

A School Overcoat o Plaid Tweed

$2.75.

Some better at £3.00, £3.50, £4.00,
£4.50, 85.00, £5.25, £5.50, £6.00, £6.50,

$7.00, 87.50, $8 00, £9.00.

All our Goods are Marked in Plain
Figures and are One Price Only.

SCOVIL, FRASER & CO,

A Cruel Race.

Filial piety finds no place in Thibetan
character. It is no uncommon thing for a
son to turn his father, when too old to
work, out ot doors. and to leave him
perish in the cold. The superstition that
the souls of the dead can, if they will,
haunt the living, drives their hardened
natures to gain by the exercise ot cruelty
the promise of the dying that they will not
return to earth, ‘“Will you come back or
will you not ?” If he replies that he will,
they pull a leather bag over his head and
smother him ; if he says he will not, he is
allowed to die in peace.

Friday Not An Unlucky Day.

A statistican of the German government
has come to the rescue of those persons
who do not share the widespread supersti-
tion that Friday is the most unlucky day of
the week. A short time ago he determined
to make a scientific investigation of this
question, using for the purpose, among

other things, the records of the department
of compulsory insurance. The most fatal
or unfortunate weekday, according to the
investigator, is not Friday, but Monday.
Sixteen and seventy-four hundredths per
cent. of all accidents, it seems, occurred
on that day; 15.51 per cent. on Tuesday,
16.31 per cent. on Wednesday ; 15.47 per
cent. on Thuesday; 16.38 per cent. on
Friday, the same per cent. on Saturday,
and 2.69 per cent. on Sunday.—N. Y.

Press.

Tortoise Shell. I
Tortoise shell, as it comes to market
from the West Indies, is coarse, dirty and
lustreless, and only the most skilful and
tient manipulation makes it the rich and
beautiful material it eventually becomes.
Ostrich plumes, as they arrive in the mar-
ket, loog like bedraggled turkey feashers,
and they pass through a score of hands be-
fore they become the fluffy and graceful
adjunct to feminine attire.
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Writing Machine
SUPPLIES.

Don’t be
Misled

By glaring advertisements of

Ze“Caligraph.”

and statements about writing

machines. The CALIGRAPH -
still stands at the head.

Send for descriptive Cata-
logue and prices.

ARTHUR P. TIPPET & CO., 81 Prince Wm. St.




