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H{OW THEY DOIN BOSTON.

POLITICAL RALLIES AND THE MEN
WHO COME TO THE FRONT.

The Style Differs a Little from That in
vogue Here, but Human Nature Is the
same Everywhere—What Interested and
Amused a St. John Man.

BostoN, Oct. 18.—Christopher Colum-
pus, Lizzie Borden, and the political situa-
tion have all received considerable atten-
tion from Bostonians recently. Sunday
half the ministers in town had something to
say about Christopher, and on Friday all
Boston will do him honor with bell ringing,
processions, concerts, orations, and what

not.
The people of the United States think a

great deal of the discoverer. e found a
place in which they could hustle for a  liv-
ing, and wrangle over free trade and pro-
tection, and all feel under deep obligations
to him for it.

(anadians seem to take a different
view, judging by their inactivity in cele-
prating this eventful year. They prob-
ably think that if Columbus did not dis-
cover America, somebody else would have
come along sooner or later, and that a
postponement of the discovery might have
made things much better for them.

While the people of Boston are
raising the dust, and tramping the
pavements, with flags, banners and patri-
otic mottos ; with free ice water on the
common as their only consolation for a
hard day’s march; while the school chil-
dren of Boston are singing the praises of
the immortal Christopher, and the repre-
sentatives of all nations grow eloquent over

his achievements in music hall ; New Bruns-
wickers will pursue the even tenor ot their
ways, with occasional breaks to consider
whether it is worth while to send a new man
ortwo to represent them in the local legisla-
ture. How glad Columbus must be that he
landed so far south, far from that part of
the continent now inhabited by an ungrate-
ful people !

But Americans like to celebrate. They
begin early and end late. The American
youth parades almost before he assumes
the dignity of knickerbockors, and. comes
out at every o)(:portunity until he is too old
and feeble to keep up with the procession.
Youngsters with miniature stars and
stripes over their shoulders, or full grown
snare drums bumping against their knees ;
smokey torches and hideous uniforms, and
all the lung power of which young
America is  capable, are making
life a burden to people, in the outside dis- )
tricts of Boston every evening. T

One of these processions in South Bos-
ton, a few nights ago, wuas thoroughly
characteristic of the campaign in that part
of the city. It is part ot the tenth con-
gressional district and there are two demo-
cratic and one republican candidates in
the field. There 1s only room for one of
them in congress.

The democracy of South Boston is
strong. It is also very noisy,
and nobody knows what 1s likely to
bappen at & meeting held anywhere in
the vicinity of Washington village. The
enthusiasts down there trequently ieave the
hall with the aid of a leather propeller, and
it oiten happens that some ot the opposit-
ion will tamper with the gas pipes and
leave a  hall crowded with people in total
darkness. The district has a reputation
for this sort of thing, and an ordinary meet-
g lacks excitement.

On the night in question the meeting was
held in the mterest of the regular candidate
of the democratic party,and with the evident
intention of painting the independent candi-
date as black as the proverbial black cat.
The other candidate and his friends were at
the same time treating the regular nominee
toa similar dose in another part of the city.

The hall in south Boston was crowded to
the doors, and every man in it was a toiler.
There was no doubt about it. Many of
them wore overalls and jumpers, and there
were no dudes. On the tour walls were
conspicuous placards to the effect that
smoking was positively prohibited and that
gentlemen must take off their hats while in
the hall. Every man seemed to consider
it his solemn duty to ignore those placards.
Clay pipes and corn cobs filled with bad to-
bacco made the air odious, and the men with
uncovered heads were very much in the
minority. On the platform were eight or
ten spouters from different labor organi-
zations, who were to prove that the regular
nominee was the greatest friend the work-
ingman ot the district ever had, while his
opponent was nothing but a tool in the
hands of the Republicans playing a game
of bluff.

Halt an hour before the meeting opened
the crowd in the hall was not large, and
10unged about with an indifference, which
would lead one to believe that they

just sauntered in ‘‘out of the
wet,” 80 to speak. But in a
lew minutes standing room was at a
Premium, and atter the first speaker was
Introduced, there was evidence of every-
thmg but indifference in some parts of the
all. Many in the audience were par-
Ucular friends of the men on the platform.
hey had discussed the questions ot the
day on the street corners and in the bar-
€rshops, perhaps, and remembered every-
thing that had passed between them. So
When a speaker departed from the beaten
track, somebody in the audience promptly
torrected him. There was no **Mr. Chair-
Wan,"as a prefix to the remarks. It
%as, “Hold on, Tom, but didn’t
u  tell me,” such and such a
thing, and then the speaker would bhave to
€Xplain tor the benefit of his friend in the
dudience,

If the remarks of a speaker were no
“hat his friend in the audience thought
ﬂle)'- should be, some such remark ast

Why don’t you get a shave, Mike,” ad,
.Tessed to the speaker, would break what-
Stillness™ there was, and sent the audience

the back part of the hall would get boister-
ous, and the prospects for a free fight
particularly bright.

It was nothing more than an ordinary
South Boston meeting, but the nearest
approach to it I ever saw in St. John was
the Bostwick hall rally, four or five years
ago, when Jack Boden’s eloquence routed
the conservatives and left him in possession
of the field. That event is memorable in
the history of political meetings in St.
John, but I am atraid that it the South
Boston audience fought for the possession
of the hall there wouldn’t be an orator on
either side with wind enough to proclaim
the victor after it was wor.

The speakers were prepared to
talk down the crowd and some
of them bhad all the work they
bargained for. There were as many

as many good orators in the audience as
on the stage, and firing and cross firing
was a frequent occurrence, while now and
again the chairman would have to assist
the speaker in his efforts to confine the
oratory to one end of the hall.

TkEere is no lack of eloquent speakers in
the labor organizations ot Boston. Every
man on the platform that evening faced
the audience like a veteran, and said all
he had to say without an effort. They,
rerhapé, did not do justice to the English
anguage, and a tew of the speakers
with a  decided cockney accent
certainly dropped enough *‘h’s” during
the evening, to fill a basket, but for
all that they made point alter point and
argued out, and were never at loss for a
word, or an answer to a question from any
part of the hall.

The other day in Cambridgeport I ran
across a number of St. John boys, one of
the most prosperous of whom was Dr. Jas.
A. Erving. When Mr.Erving was behind
the delivery window in the St. John post
office he did not have the “*Dr.” to his
name. He is doing dental work here that
1s attracting attention and has a finely
furnished office and operating room, on
Main street with Dr. W. A. Currie.

There were a number of New Bruns-
wicker's at the Boston Dental college,
among whom Mr. W. D. Bailey, a son of
Prot. Bailey, ot Fredericton, is winning
laurels. Mr. Charles Barlow, of St. John,
is also on the roll.  While Mr. W. B.
Sangster, of the North end, is selling
dental goods at the depot on Tremont
street. While in Cambridgeport, I also
saw a St. John boy, Mr. Norman Sterling,
jr., who learned his trade in the Telegraph
cifice and is now foreman of Wheeler’s
Q/rinting office in Cambridge. Mr. Geo.

. McCarty, who will be remembered
among the base ball euthusiasts and elect-
ion hustlers, is head book keeper for a
large firm on Beech street.

Dr. McAvenney, of St. John, was
among the visitors here this week; also
Mr. Edwin J. Wetmore, who is visiting his
son, Mr. S. A. Wetmore of the Herald.

R. G. LArsex.
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TO BE CREATED CARDINALS.

Semething About the Sacred College and
Those Who Compose It.

It is generally believed that Archbishop
Vaughan and Mgr. Stoner will be elevated
to the cardinalate. The N. Y. Sun says
that several nominations of cardinals will
be made by the pope at the next consis-
tory, which will probably be held in De-
cember, and others will follow on the
occasion of his holiness’s episcopal jubilee,
the date of which falls next year. Con-
siderable difliculties have between
the Holy See and the various powers in
connection with the selection and the num-
ber ot prelates to be appointed to the
cardinalate. :

By the recent death of Cardinal Howard
the number ot cardinals was reduced to
51, of whom ten were created by Dope
Pius IX. and 41 by the present pope.
Twenty-four of their number reside 1n
Rome. They comprise eighteen ltalian,
three German, and three Irench cardmgls.
Ot the remaining 27 cardinals who reside
in the various dioceses, nine are Ital!an,
six French, three Austrian, three Spanish,
two Portuguese, one Belgian, one Cana-
dian, one Australian, and one American.
There is at present no British cardinal.

Of the iifty-one cardinals three are be-
tween the ages of 40 and 50, ten between
40 and 60, twenty between 60 and 70,
twelve between 70 and 80, and six between
80 and 90  In all 86 cardinals have died
since the accession of Leo XIII to the
Papacy. At scarcely any previous period
in 1ts history has the Sacred College num-
bered so few members as at present, and
the necessity for,fresh creation is universally
recognized.

arisen

Edna Lyall and Her Books.

Edna Lyall has been giving a contribu-
tor to the Novel Review some particulars
of her work as a novelist. Her first pub-
lished story, “Won by Waiting,”™ was
written shortly after she left school. I
wrote a good deal of fiction in an amateur-
ish way,” she said, ‘‘while at school in
Brighton, and when I was ten years old I
had a vague intention of becoming a novel-
ist. But ‘Won by Waiting’ was my first
published work. Then came ‘Donovan’
and its sequel, *We Two,” both of which I
wrote while I was living in Lincoln.”

The authoress explained that her aim in
“Donovan” was ‘*‘to describe an almost
isolated man who, though all worldly things
appeared against him, should, by sheer
nobility of character and steadiness of

urpose, struggle from the darkness of
Atheism to the light of Christianity.”

«We Two" bears a strong resemblance
to Donovan,” and was suggested to the
author by her reading that Mr. Bradlaugh,
when imprisoned in the clock-tower, had
telegraphed to his daughter. Before writ-
ing the book, Edna Lyall corresponded
with Mr. Bradlaugh on the subject of
“Donovan,” and ultimately she met him in
London to discuss the Secularist move-
ment. From that interview she derived
much of the knowledge that enabled her
to describe Luke Raeburn, the Secularist
leader, whose daughter KErica is led from
the ranks of the Secularists to the Chris-

M0 roars of laughter. Then the crowd in

tian camp.

ATTHE PLEASANT GATE OF DEATH.

Where People Go to Await the Summons of
the Messenger.

Katherine Tynan writes to the N. Y.
Press that the only home in all Christen-
dom for the friendless dying is that estab-
lished some twelve years ago by the Irish
Sisters of Charity at Iarold’s Cross,a sub-
urb of Dublin.

“Our tad_v’s Hospice for the Dying” is
the full title on the big brass plate at the
gate. One goes up to it by an avenue
oyerhung with chestnut trees, every one
hanging out its drooping lamp ot blossoms.
There are green pastures on each side and
a pond, where on a fine day some of the
patients do some placid fishing, the men
very contentedly sucking their pipes as
they sit. DMany of them do not show the

death in their faces. Inside the hospice,
though,one is now and again smitten by the
sight of a dying tace,pinched and livid. There
are interested groups of patients discuss-
ing the newspapers in the sitting rooms, or
seated about a long table eating a dinner
of roast meat and vegetables like any com-
mon, 10bust folk. The old women are
crouched by the fire watching one of their
number blow up the kettle for a cup of tea
and there is a heated political argument on
among the men in the smoking pagoda out
on the Jawn.

It 1s hard to realize, entering the old
house, that under this roof death’s wings
are forever hovering. The house belonged
to the Quakers, and it is brown and homely
and kind, like the face of a ftriend. Part
of it is coated in heavy ivy, whence the
windows look out—Ilight shrewd, bright
eyes—and against the glossy greenery and
the old brick are brilliant window braces
of scarlet and blue and yellow. The beds
on the lawn are 1n like cheertul colors, but
the old garden which used to be is mainly
swept away by the long buildings which
the nuns bad to erect of late years, since
they were thronged with creatures praying
to he delivered from a lonely death.

The tront rooms, kept as reception
rooms, are old and sweet, with fine old
fashioned furniture and brown walls. Up-
stairs is a long, cheertul ward. The beds
were all full last winter when I was here.
Now many of the patients are able to be
about, for the air is mild. Where is Judy,
the very oldest inhabitant of the hospice,
since she had been here nine months—
poor Judy, who entertained us with a
cheerful cackle as she boiled the kettle?
Where is the girl who was sewing in a
little ante-chamber, and who, till one look-
ed closely at the hectic cheek, seemed as
well as youor I?  Alack, the grass is
waving its green veils over them as well as
over that child who lay asleep with her soft,
flushed cheek in her hand, and that poor
soul who panted out to us through the
oppressed  breathing of one dying
ot heart disease that she would remember
us in heaven. The Inn of Strange Meet-
ings and Partings we might call this
hospice, where the guests are all birds of
passage and homeward bound.

Wards and corridors are distempered in

retty blue gray with light wood panelings.
I'he nuns look brisk and even merry when
they are not tender and sympathetic. Over
the fireplace of each ward is a great cruci-
fix, and many dying faces are turned that
way. There are tlowers on the
piece, and beside the beds there is now
and again a cheertul nosegay amid the
medicine botiles. The beds are snowy and
soft ; each has its covelet of Italian silk in
gay stripes ; the bed curtains are of pink
and white flowered chintz. The dying,
when they are not in acute pain, lie and
look at you contentedly.

At the hospic one felt ashamed
confronting these meek sufferers, in full
health and the joy of living. But they
are only gratetul to “‘the kind ladies’

that come to visit them. One was
a handsome, bearded, dark {fellow, his
He

Ero!ilee melancholy against the pillow.
ad been a sort of humble sculptor—on
this very building had cut the ornamenta-
tion. ‘‘It’s the stone dust does it,” he
said. ‘It gets into my lungs and cuts
them all to pieces.”

“Well, well,” said the soft voiced nun,
“‘you are leaving no one behind my poor
boy. If you had lived longer there might
have been a wife and children to make
going to heaven the harder.”

“True enough sister,” was the quiet
reply.

Then there was the fireman who had got
consumption from being wet with the fire
engines, and the policeman who had taken
cold on night duty. There was one case
of a poor woman with heart disease. **"Tis
very bad indeed at times, sister,” she said.
“I do be askin’ God to forgive me, tor
I've often no patience at all, at all.” Then
there was a boy from Wicklow sitting up
in bed to hear the fluting ot a bird in the
big tree outside his window. ‘‘They sing
that sweet sometimes,” he said, “‘that I do
be thinkin’ the angels in heaven couldn’t
sing sweeter.”

There are ‘‘paying patients” here, too,
lodged in dainty and cheerful little rooms
with a peaceful prospect toward the dove
gray Dublin mountains. There is no limit-
ation of creed, and side by side with an old
protestant gentleman whose wite and chil-
dren were dead, there was an aged priest
from the Rocky Mountains, who attributed
his heart disease to strain in the days when
he rode forty miles to the nearest of his
flock.

There seemed to be no pain in the pres-
ence of death, except for us who came in
insolently well and gappy. We could not
help feeling, indeed, that they looked back
at us with a happy and kindly pity
from those gate beyond which lLes the
valley of the shadow, and for them in calm
certainty the face of God.

A most exquisite charity is indeed this
charity of dying. A better ante-chamber
to death there might not be found than this
hospital among fragrant fields full ot the
singing of birds, and with the mountains
visible from many windows. And within
the brightness and purity, and the many
kind faces, and the great crucifix telling
forever of a love past finding out and point-
ing forever to & day of resurrection.
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Children’s

Splendid Value in Novelty English “Harris Tweed”

. CIoths - 3

FOR CIRLS FROM 3 TO 15 YEARS.

MANCHESTER, ROBERTSON & ALLISON.

Tweeds.

P47 WM Ak

year's style of cut.

awfully cheap

Boys’ Cape Overcoats at 82.75 in Plaids

Some handsome colors, good strong School suits,

[f you want a real bargain we've some of last year's stock to
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Street Ulsters, a nice plaid street ulster in heavy Tweed,

warmly lined, strongly made.

SCOVIL, FRASER & CO.

, St. John, N, B,

Cor. King and Germain Streets

-from $3.00 to $5.00, marked away down.

and

§2.75

this

2 AR T ot £8. 3

All our Goods are Marked in Plain Figures and one Price only.

DIVING FOR TREASURE.

A Wonderful ““Pot” at Hell Gate For Those
who Find It.

Operations have been resumed with a
view to recover the hidden treasure which
was sunk with the British man-of-war
“Hussar” at the bottom of Hell Gate,
nearly opposite Port Moris, New York, in
1780. The vessel carried no less than
960,000 British guineas, being the pay for
the King’s troops massed in the vicinity of
New London. Unfortunately the ¢ Hussar”
failed in her attempt to make the Hell
Gate passage, and went down in deep
water near the western New York shore.
It is there that she lies, with probably the
chains that bound seventy American pris-
oners to the gun deck, where the water is
72 feet deep at low tide. She is covered
with the accumulated sand, mud, and bar-
nacles of a century. Of the various futile
attempts made to recover the treasure,that
of the Worcester **Hussar” Wrecking com-
pany in 1866 was the most important. Al-
though explosives were used, only historic
relics, guns, bullets, jewelry, and a little
money were obtained. The enterprise was
abandoned, and now the Little Giant
Hussar” Wrecking company is mak
ing another attempt to secure the
lost treasure. Dredging operations are
now bemng carried on from a scow, very
efliciently equipped with machinerv. For-
mer attempts at raising the treasure were
mainly given up owing to the pitchy dark-
ness at the bottom of the river, even when
above the surface of the water the strong-
est daylight prevailed. In the present
case, however, strongly prolvctcd mncan-

descent electric lamps are used, the diver |

having one of sixty-five candle-power.
When the diver descends, the flexible con-
ductors leading to the lamp are paid out
with the air-tube as required. The insu-
lated conductors are fastened to the side
of the helmet some three feet from the
lamp, so that, when not in use, or when
the diver needs both hands for his work,
the lamp is simply let go and allowed to
float out of the way abave his head like a
very small fire balloon. When agamn re-
quired, the lamp is simply drawn down
by the insulated conductors. This arrange-
ment allows of the work being more
rapidly accomplished.

Penny in the Slet for a Light.

A great improvement has been introduc-
ed into English railway carriages, in the
provision of a separate light for passengers
desiring to read, in addition to the lal{lps
in the roof of the cars. The mechanism
of the lamp is exceedingly simple. and 1s
contained in a box five inches by three
inches. On the top of the machine is the
inevitable slot, and whena penny 1s in-
serted therein anda nob is pressed, an
electric light is obtained, which burns for
half an hour, at the end of which the light
is automatically extinguished. It can be
relighted by the insertion of another penny.
The light, which is of about three candle
power, is concentrated by a shaded reflect-
or, which may be turned within certain
limits so that a light may be directed to
suit the position of the passenger. A re-
markable teature of the machine is its
honesty, as it is so arranged that in case of
a failure in the supply of electricity the
coin is automatically returned to the oper-
ator.—Pittsburg Dispatch.

She Did Not Want It Then,

An exchange relates a comical mishap
which befel a young lady at her first dinner
party. Naturally, she was somewhat nerv-
ouas at first, but the awkwardness wore away
after a while, and she was soon quite at
ease. The dessert was being served, qnd
the stately colored waiters were passing
pretty little pink-frosted cakes to be eaten
with the iced creams. A plate of them
was held before the young lady, who
looked them over and said :

I don’t care for any.”

The waiter was moving away, when
she saw., as she thought, a choco-

[ will, too,” she said, reach-
*‘there is one

late. *'Yes,
ing over for the little cake;
with chocolate on it.”

“*Beg pardon, miss,” said the waiter, as
she tried to pick up the tempting morsel,
“but that’s my thumb !

“QUR GLORIOUS PAST.”
Conan Doyle’s Vigorous Rhymes on the Sale
of a Battle Ship. |
The Foudroyant was one of Nelson's
flagships, and she was sold by the Admir-
alty (Lord George Hamilton, Chiet Lord)
to a German shipbreaker- When this
leaked out there was a patriotic outery.
Here, for instance, are some verses by Dr.
Conan Doyle which appeared in the daily
Chronicle :

Who says the Nation’s purse is lean,
Who fears for claim or bond or debt,
When all 3he glories that have been

Are scheduled as a cash asset?
Iftimes are black and trade is siack,
If coal and cotton fall at last,
We've something left to barter yet——
Our glorious past.
There’s many a lot in which lies hid
The dust ot Statesmen or of Kine;
There’s Shak-speare’s home to raise a bid,
And Milton's house its price would bring,
What for the sword that Cromweil drew?
W hat for the Prince’s cout of mail? i
W hat for our Saxon Alfred’s tomb? |
They're all for sule! |
And stone and marble may be sold, |
Which serve no present daily need !
|

There’s Edward’s Windsor, labeied old,
Aud Wolsey’s Palace, guaranteed, {
St. Clement Dane’s and thirty fanes,
The Tower and the Temple grounds,
How wmuch for these ? Just price them, piease,
In British pounds.

There is still a chance of getting her
back again. The FFoudroyant has been {
offered at a price to a number of gentlemen
in London, the offer standing open for a
briet period. The (question whether a
committee should be formed for consider-
ing the terms of purchase is under discus-
sion, and also the point whether the vessel
can be made available for exhibition pur-
poses. If the committee—or l_‘uthor the
company—be formed. and the ship bought,
the chances are that she will be brought up
the Thames—provided she can pass under
London bridge, and the Thames conserv-
ancy give her room—and fitted up for a
Nelson exhibition.—Pall Mall Budget.

Pat’s Password.

Lover tells a good anecdote of a Irish-
man giving the password at the battle of
Fontenoy. at the time Saxe was marshal.

“The 'password is Saxe ; now don’t for-
get it,” said the colonel to Pat.

«Faix and I will not. Wasn't my father
a miller?”

““Who goes there ?” cried the _sentinel,
after he arrived at the post.

Pat looked as confident as possible, and
in a sort of whispered howl replied:

| ability.
| tious and really tancied that she possessed
| lmlilit':l! talents.

[ sacrificed to an endeavor to
| temporal sway of the pope at Rome, and

“Bags, yer Honor.”

EUGENIFE NOT A BAD WOMAN.

But She is a Singularly Foolish One, Thinks
Henry Labouchere.

The Empress Eugenie, says 7ruth, was
by no means a bad woman, but she was a
singularly foolish one. Bronght up by a
mother who was a little more than an ad-
venturess, occasionally living in Spain, and
often roaming about KEurope, she became
strong-headed and narrow-minded, with all
the superstition of a Spaniard, and with all
the tolerance of a lady who has lived much
at continental watering places.

The emperor tell in love with her and
married her. He himself was a dreamer,
but amiable in his relations, and as honest
as he was consistent with his interests. His
surroundings were thoroughly bad. They
were, in the main, men who were more fit-
ted to be billiard markers and card sharpers
than to be invested with power in a state ;
shady financiers, and women who would
have been more at home in the demi-monde
than in a court. France, with all her
wealth, was in her hands, and they picked
and stole to their hearts’ content.

The empress did her best to whitewash
this sepulchre ot honor and honesty and to
maintain an outward semblance ot respect-
But unquestionably she was ambi-

As the emperor’s health

waned her influence increased.
France, under her auspices, was

maintain

first
the

then to recover the ground that the Em-
pire had lost in public opinion by a war
waged for dynastic purposes. When this

| war went against France, she forced her

husband to make an attempt to
re-establish a lost cause by an advance
which every person with the slightest mili-
tary knowledge knew was utterly hopeless.
Widowed and childless, she is an object of
sympathy ; but as empress of France, she
made history, and must accept the verdict
ot history.—ILondon Truth.

IBeauty and Comfort.

Women know how much comfort and
health conduce to comeliness ot person. To
men beauty does not seem to call for Analy-
sis. If a woman imagines she cares more for
Feauty than for comfort and health, it is
because she does not see that beauty is im-
possible without both. A Rigby Waterproof
cloak is conducive to health and productive
ot comfort, and at the same time may be in
itself an adornment to the person of the
wearer. Rigby is now for sale inover two
hundred designs in Ladies’ mantle cloths.
as well as in Gentleman's overcoats. s

It is at the same time otylish, comf-’f
able, sanitary and waterprootf.

Whenever I hear a married man sa)
he can’t save money, I am sure that
wife is a fool, wears feathers, and dres:

her girls atter the fashion.
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a

for Cash.

Always send money with
your order. This saves time
or expense. If there is no
cash in your letter we send
goods C. O. D. In that case
customers must pay cost of
collection.

,61 Charlotte St.
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