10

PROGRESS. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 31, 1892.

HOW SOCIETY CAN LIE.

INSTANCES OF PREVARICATION IN
EVERY DAY LIFE,

What Gentle Women Sometimes say in the
Way of Polite DPeceit—Cases in Which
Untruth is the Rule—~The Society Man
Also Lies Sometimes,

If it be true that the recording angel
regards white lies, as very black ones, I
cannot help wondering how he looks upon
the average every day society lie which we
all tell so glibly, withsuch an air of sincer-
ty, and with such an inward pride in our
performance. Indeed I doubt if our educa-
tion can be regarded as beyond the element-
ary stage from a society point of view until
we have taken the degree of P. M. O. S. F.
—Perfect Mistress of Society Fiction—and
as soon as we are entitled to wear those
letters, invisible but potent, alter our
names we may consider ourselves eligible
or a position in the front rank of thoroughly
agreeable, and polished men, or women of
the world.

The society dame arrays herselt in rich
garments, and stepping into her carriage,
sallies forth to make a round of calls, and
as she tucks her cgrd case into her muff,
she glances skyward, and murmurs piously
*“ what a perfect day! Thank goodness
everyone who has'ent a reception day will
be certain to be out .” And then she calls at
the house of Mrs. T. Jefferson Ashburton,
leaves a card with the trim maid who in-
forms her almost too glibly that Mrs.
Ashburton is out, murmurs regretfully ¢ I
am so sorry” and steps back into the car-
riage, with a devout sigh of * Well
that's over how fortunate I was!” While
Mrs. T. Jeflerson Ashburton, who is en-
gaged with her dressmaker, and has been
watching her wisitor from bebind the
sewing room curtains, exclaims cheerfully
to her sister, who is spending the afternoon
with her * Ilow lucky it was that I told
Maria to say I was out, I never could bear
that woman, and she is such a talker that
she would have kept me for at least half an
hour, my dress could never have been fitted
Nevertheless the next time these ladies
meet they shake bands rapturously it they
do not kiss each other, ‘* I was so sorry to
miss you the other day your visits are al-
ways such a treat and I see you so seldom
lately I While the other responds ‘I
don’t believe you were nearly so much dis-
appointed as I was. I have been so unfor-
tunate the last two or three times I have

ward shudder; pokes the proud father in
the ribs, and says ** By Jove old man you
ought to be the happiest fellow in the
world” and then he goes forth into the
wicked bachelor world of which he is an
ornament, and confides to bis particular
friend that he would not change places with
that poor devil Wilson for all he ever saw.
“ A living death my boy! By George a
living death, dancing around after that
gaping wet mouthed kid of his, and staying
home ¢ very evening with his wife. Thank
fortune I never married !

Oh yes, I think the angel whose business
it is to take note of the ways of polite
society in the *‘upper suekles” has a hard
and a heavy task.

GEOFFREY CUTHBERT STRANGE.

TWO WAYSOF TIPPING.

Britons Do It with a Grace that the Ameri-
cans Cannot Imitate,

There is a great distinction between Brit-
ish ** tipping " and American *‘tipping "
in great Britain. Your true Briton ** tips ”
with something like unconscious kindliness.
We Americans who travel in Europe bestow
our gratuities largely, loosely, loudly, as
though we were either delying criticism or
resenting petty brigandage.

Quite as striking a difference will be
found in the disposition of all British serving
people in their acceptance of ‘‘ tips” from
Briton or foreigner. They often seem bul-
lies to us, because our manner arouses their
antagonism or cupidity, or both. But they
are veritable lambs to their own folk, and
the Englishman who is the greatest of
travellers in his own country, will leave a
thining trail of gratitude and good will be-
hind him by the judicious use of copper
only, when we pertorce follow in pertur-
bation and discomfort, though we spangle
our way with silver.

I have seen the English side of this fact
illustrated on countless occasions. Only
recently while waiting for a London train
at the great Rugby station, a handsome,

portly, venerable gentieman alighted from
the carriage of a train from Coventry. A
porter hastened to his assistance and con-
ducted him to a comfortable seat near the
door where 1 stood. Then he struggled
with the luggage. There were altogether
sixteen parcels. Four were huge leather
hand-bags, each of the size and weight of
a marketable Limerick pig. They wereall
finally tidily piled alongside the distinguish-
ed traveller. The latter’s hand went into
his pocket where there was apparently
much coin, and surely, I thought, it will
reappear with at least a shilling, possibly
with a half crown. [ could not help seeing

called, you have always been out.” And

then they part rv;.:rvtmlly, each feeling |
perfectly satisfied with herself, and neither
of them at all taken in by the other’s pretty
speech. 1 wonder if the recording angel

it was only a ha'penny. But the bland and
perfect grace with which it was bestowed,
and the momentary, half-conscious look of
attention and sympathy which accompanied
it, were what filled me with amazemeut and

[ have mentioned before, does not sharpen
his pencil, and turn over a fresh leaf, when

someone gives a small musical evening,

and a number of people, most of whom are
utterly indifferent to music, and a fair per-
centage dislike it earnestly, are gathered |
together by an unfeeling hostess, to suffer !
several hours, upheld only by conscious- J
ness of what is expected of them, and a;
lively anticipation of supper? I really E
think he must, because he has a heavy ‘
evening's work before him. A young lady |
whose only gifts consist of a boundless |
nerve, and a firm conviction that her
voice only needs judicious advertisement |
to be recognized as fully equal to Patti’s :
gets up and sings the most diflicult song
she can find with as much expression and
pathos as a ventriloquist’s doll would dis-
play, and when she finishes there 1s a burst
of applause, a chorus of ** Beautiful!”
““ Thark you so much!” ** How charming!"
while one society man whose hardened con-
science will not permit him to thank the

songstress for the suffering she has inflicted

on the company, waits till the enthusiasm

has somewhat subsided, and then remarks i
in his gentle, distinct voice in which there is |

almost a suspicion of emotion, ** That is
such an exquisite song, Miss Smith; 1t

” and

was always one of my favorites,
creates twice as deep an impression of im- |
passioned appreciation, as the more gush-
ing amongst the avdience succeeded in doing
while two elderly maidens whisper to each
other that it is such a pity that poor girl |
thinks she can sing, and that her parents [

have wasted so much money upon her. The |
brilliant young lady who does not sing but
is strong upon instrumental music sits
down to the piano, and alter a brief skirmish
amongst the upper notes, settles down to
her work on the intermediate and bass keys,
with a muscular force, and a dashing aban-

don that makes the long suffering instru-
ment shiver to the innermost recesses of its ‘
being, and under cover of the noise, the |
little brown-eyed damsel in the corner

whispers to the musical curate beside

her, ““What on earth is she playing,

it sounds like the Salvation Army bands

trying to outplay each other” and on being
informed, she waits till the performances
is over and then exclaims in her clear little
voice, how I do love Wagner! 1 think his
music is so soulful, when you understand it
properly” while the stout old gentleman
on the hearth rug mops his forehead and
grunts out ‘‘thank providence that is
over! I thought she'd break the piano into
a thousand pieces.” The society man goes
home to dinner with a friend who is a young
married man, and after dinner the proud

admiration. The porter still blowing from
exertion. touched his cap with a glad sort
of humility, and said ** Thankee, sir!” in
a tone of positive gratitude. In response
to my own ** thripenny bit ” and an inquiry
who the gentleman that ** tipped " with halt
pennies might be, the porter answered
heartily :

“1'm? W'y ees the Earl of
a werry fine man he ee issir. ”

** What an excellant courtier he would
make ?” I could not help thinking and
saying.

¢ Doan't know as to that, sir;” replied
the porter admiringly ; *“ but ee's a werry
fine man, sir : werry good un to ee’s people.”

An’

g

—Edgar .. Wakeman.

A Wonderful Clock.
A German paper says that the most

' marvelous of clocks has been built by a

Black Forest maker and sold for $4.000.
Besides doing evervthing that most clocks
do in the matter ot time and calendar, it
shows the time in Berlin, St. Petersburg,
Madeira, Shanghai, Calcutta, Montreal,
San Francisco, Melbourne and Greenwich.
Every evening at 8 a young man invites the
company to vespers in an electrically illu-
minated chapel where a young woman plays
the ** Maiden’s Prayer.” On New Year's
eve two trumpeters announce the flight ot
the old year and the advent of the new. In
May a cuckoo comes out; in June a quail ;

"in October a pheasant appears to be shot

down by a typical British sportsman, who
proceeds to bag his game. At daybreak
the sun rises and some bells play a German

| air entitled ¢* Phoebus Awakes.” On the
| night of the full moon they play another
| (erman air. entitled ** Sweet and Tranquil
| Luna.” There are other {eatures too nu-

merous to mention.

He Wasn’'t Afraid.

Freddie Gray and his aunt Helen, who
were visiting the Grays at their summer
home. were one day crossing the pasture
together. When they were half way across
the lady noticed two oxen and paused
doubtfully.

“I don’t know about going past those
oxen, Ireddie,” she said.

Freddie tightened 1is hold on her hand
encouragingly.

““ Don’t be afraid of them, aunt Helen,”
he said, *‘ they won’t hurt us. The first
time I came down here | was afraid of them.
I didn't dare to go behind them and I didn’t
dare to go in front of them. And I didn’t
want to go back and never go through the
pasture at all, so 1 thought of a way to get
by,” and the three-year-old sage looked
brightly up into aunt Helen's tace. ‘I
just crawled under them.”—Ark. Traveler.

The Chemist and the Explorer.

When Stanley returned from his last
expedition to Africa he told the world that
he had found an inexhaustable supply of
rubber trees in the interior of that dark
continent.  This at the time was intensely
interesting but it has lost very much of its
interest since Rigby. the chemist, has mad e
it possible for us to have tweeds, worsteds
and any of the various wool materials from
which our clothing is made, rendered per-
fectly waterproef, without changing either

young mother insists on having baby
brought in to show his father's friend what
a lovely boy he is, and the friend
admires him, lifts him for a moment

their appearance or the porous nature of
the cloth in the slightest degree. Ladies
or gentlemen may now have an outer gar-
ment made from material to their taste,
which will keep out the rain without their

to see how heavy he is and even kisses the
wet open mouth of the cherub, with an in-

——— A —— .

experiencing any of the discomforts pro-
duced by a rubber coat,

-

AFTER TWENTY YEARS.

THIE STRANGE STORY OF A CHILD
SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD.

An Extraordinary Experience by a St
John Family—Some Facts That Read
Like a Page of Fiction--Particulars of a
Story That Many Remember.

The following, from the St. John New
Dominion, of May 1st, 1875, has been
handed to ProGress with a request that it
be republished. It will be found a read-

able story: :

On the 27th June, 1855. a little girl two
years ol age, belonging to Andrew S.
Condrad, living at 314 Orange street, in
this city, was missed from the front door
step, where she had been left by her
mother, for a few moments, while engaged
with some household duties within. Re-
turning to the door, after the lapse of not
more than three minutes, the child was
missing and nowhere to be found. As the
shades of evening drew on apace, the anx-
iety of the parents became painfully intense.
The houses of friends and relatives were
enquired at, but no tidings ot the missing
darling—the pet of the household. During
the entire night the most dilligent search
was instituted by numerous friends of the
family in every section of the city and
suburbs. Capt. Scoullar, who was then
chief of police, detailed several men under
his charge to aid in finding the lost child,
but still not the slighest clue to its where-
abouts could be obtammed. The mother all
this time was in a state bordering on mad-
ness. IHer heart appeared breaking under
the intense agony ot mind, which the in-
fliction had wrought; and now prostrate
on a bed of languishing, slowly consiming
beneath the fires ot a terrible fire, her lite
was despaired of. The father, in the bit-
terness of his grief, moped about, as one
having no aim in life. His faculties seemed
to be impaired ; and with the loss of his
darling child preying upon his mind,
and the probability that the cold grave
would soon cover from his sight for ever,
the loving partner of his joys and sorrows,
he too succumbed and for weeks was unable
to leave his bed.

At length, after the tenderest treatment
of friends, and all that medical skill could
bring to bear upon their cases, both Mr.
and Mrs. Condard wer:2 restored to health ;
but {rom the mother's cheek the rose ot
youth had faded, and the merry laugh (for
she was full of life and love and humor)
was not heard again in her household.
That joy which superabounded in the pres-
ence of her little Nettie, had emptied 1tself
out of her woman's heart into the grave of
mystery, where lay entombed her first-born,
lovely child. .

On the 16th ot November following the
disappearance of the child, it wmill be re-
membered by very many, how that word
was brought to the coroner that the mu'ilat-
ed body ot a child had beea discovered
among Wilson's fishing wires at Courtenay
Bay. Though five months had rolled away
since little Nettie disappeared from her
mother's door step, yet that fond parent’s
thonghts were ever turned in memory to-
ward the object of her aching heart, and.
hence, when the news broke upon her ears
that the mighty ocean had cast off its
bosom the burden of a dead and mangled
child, her heart bled afresh; and, while
she almost recoiled from even looking up-
on the marred features of her dear, lost
one, yet her motherly affection triuamphed
over this phase ot her feelings, and she
hastened to the place by the shore where
the remains of the tiny dead were deposited,
awaiting recognition. As she gazed upon
the little buman casket before her. and en-
deavored,—in the absence of form or fea-
ture, which the ruthless rocks of the ocean
had marred and spoiled. to find in the
scantiest shreds of garments which remained
upon the lifeless body, some identification
of the remains, she thought she bad itin a
small remnant of ragged and faded ribbon,
and, therefore, claimed the corpse, which,
in due time, amid fresh weeping, was car-
ried to the cemetery, and consigned to the
narrow house, there to sleep till the resur-
rection morn.

Twenty years have passed away, and
though the bleeding hearts of the bereaved
parents have recovered from the wound in-
flicted by the melancholy and untimely
death of Nettie, yet memory will steal back
to those golden days, when the cherub
prattle of the little lost one was as sweetest
music to the ear. as she glided on tiny feet,
from room to room, and chirped the ever
dear name **mama.” Nettie's flaxen locks,
and solt warm cheek and childish voice
are still seen, and felt, and heard—tfor fond
memory can never die out of a mother’s
heart. In the meantime Mr. and Mrs.
Condard, still living, with four children
born since the eventful day when Nettie
met her early death, have removed to the
town of Portland,—the husband pursuing
his occupation of house joiner, and the wite
busv as was her wont, and careful above
measure, for the comtort and guardianship
ot her children.

On the register of the Victoria Ilotel,
April, 20th, 1875 (Thursday last), appeared
the names **Martin Maniton and lady, and
servant.” Mr. Maniton is a tall, well pro-
portioned gentleman, of swarthy complex-
ion. betokening scuthern birth  His wife,
a medium sized, slightly built woman, pos-
sessing a countenance of rare intelligence
and beauty, was the admiration ot every
guest at the breaktast table of the Victoria.
During the day Mr. Maniton made several
mysterious enquiries of the clerks and
waiters of the hotel, and of Sheriff Harding
to whom he was introduced on the street
by Mr. Ed¢wards. We infer that these in-
quiries elicited the information of which he
appeared to be in search; for, about 8
o'clock that evening, soon atter the shades
of night had crept over the city, a coach
drove up to the door of the humble resi-
dence of Mr. Condrad, and, after letting
out the occupants, a gentleman and lady,
drove off. ‘The two visitors stood at the
door and rang the bell, and in answer to
enquiries made. were told to ‘‘walk up
stairs.” and in doing which, Mr. Condrad
hearing approaching footsteps opened a
door, and coming to the head of the stairs
asked who was therc. The reply was “a
person who wishes to see Mrs. Condrad,”
whereupon they were ushered into a neat
and comfortable sitting room. Mrs. Con-
drad, who had been sitting at a table, sur-
rounded by four pleasant looking children,
arose, and laying aside her sewing, came
forward to receive her guests, to whom she
proffered seats, wondering all the while who
they could be, and what was their business.

After the visitors were seated, and the

usual saluations regarding the weather, etc ,
were discussed, Mrs. Khniton began a
change of conversation by enquiring of Mrs.
Condrad regarding the loss of her little
gitl so many long years ago, whereupon
the lady repeated for her edification the
+old, old story” told so often, and with
heavy heart. At the close of the sad narra-
tive, Mrs. Condrad volunteered to recount
the history of a child, who had disappeared
from its home in just as mysterious a way—
kidnapped by an uncle, who being on a
visit to the family of his sister, had become
enamorcd with the sweet face ot the baby
girl, and had hired a person in the locality
to steal the child, and carry it to him in
Charleston, South Carolina. some two
months after he had completed his visit to
his relative, in order that no suspicion
mi%ht rest upon him. This uncle was very
rich, and unmarried; and receiving his
treasure in due time took all possible care
of it. The child was nurtured kindly,
while abundant means were freely expend-
ed in furnishing it with all the accomplish-
ments of the age. Thus the girl grew in
beauty of mind as well as body, and at the
age of nineteen gave her heart and hand to
one worthy of them in every respect. The
nuptials were duly consummated, and ere
the honeymoon had passed, the bride and
groom were summoned speedily to the
chamber of the uncle, where upon a coach,
in the last throes ot death, he lay the victim
of paralysis. Taking the hand of the bride,
he revealed with his dying breath, the story
of her early life, telling her of her abduc-
tion, who were her parents, and where they
could be found, and his last words were for
her to seek them and obtain forgiveness for
his great sin, and the anguish his act had
caused to a sister he had loved as his life,
and her devoted husband,—‘‘and now,”
continued Mrs. Maniton, rising and throw-
ing her arms around Mrs. Condrad’s neck,
“MoTHER, behold your long-lost and wept
for Nettie.

We will not spoil the picture by further
description of this most happy scene of
domestic joy,—but merely add that Port-
land is terribly excited over the affair, and
particularly since it has become known that
the uncle in his will, in order to make
amends in some degree for his cruel act,
bequeathed a large fortune to Mr. and Mrs.
Condrad. The only way by which the
public, now. ure able to account for the
finding of a child’s body in November,
1855, and by which Mrs. Condrad had
been deceived into the belief that it was
her child, is that a short time previous a
schooner called the Mary Jane, bound from
Digby to this port, and having on board *he
captain’s wife and child, was wrecked on
the ‘*American Rock,” at the entrance to
the harbor, and every soul perished, and
the body found must have been that of the
captain’s child.

Indigestion.

HORSFORD'S Acid Phosphate.

Prcmotes digestion with-
sut injury and thereby rc-
ioves digssases caused Ly
sndigestion of the foed., The
hest remedy for headachs
proceeding from a disorder-
ed stomach.

Trial bottle mailed on receipt of 25 cents
in stamps. Rumford Chenncal Works.

Provicence. R. .
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IRA CORNWALL,

Geﬁn’lﬁA”en' for Maritime Provinees.

§ BERBINE BITTERS

Cures Sick Headache

ERBINE BITTERS

urifies the Blood

A
ERBINE BITTERS

Cures Indigestion

E%I% NE BITTERS

he Ladies' Friend

ERBINE BITTERS

Cures Dyspepsia

ERBINE BITTERS

For Biliousness

Large Bottles. Small Doses. Price
cnly 25c¢. For sale all over Canada.
Address all orders to 481 St. Paul
Street, Montreal.

Sold in St. John by 8. McDIARMID, and E. J
MAHONRERY, Indiantown.

HUMPHREYS’

Dr. Humphreys' Specilies are scientifically and
carefully prepared Remedies, used for years in
private practice and for over thirty vears by the
people with entire success. Every single Specific
a special cure for the disease named.

They cure without drugging, purginug or reducing
the systemand are in fact an the sovereign
Remedies of the World,

LIST OF PRINCIPAL NOS. QU (s, PRICES,

1—Fevors, Congestions, Inflammations.. .25
2—-Weorims, Worm Fever, Worm Colic.... .25
3-Teethings Colic, Crying, Wakefuluess 23
4-Diarrisen, of Childreu or Adults...... 25
2 -Couglis. Colds, Bronchitis............. 25
®—Neuraigia, Toothaclke, Faceache...... 25

O-Headaches, Sick 1 eavache, Vertigo.. 23
10-Dyspepsia, Liliousness, Constipation. .23
11 -Suppressed or Painful Perviods... .25

12--Wirites, 100 Profuse Periods. ........ . 25
1 3—Creup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness...... .25
1i—=alt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions.. .23
15—-Rheumatisin, Rheumatic Pains ..... <25
16—Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague...... 25
19-Caterrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head. 235
20-Whkooping Cough..... ............... 225
Li—-iduey Disenses ........... .....o.o. 23
28 -Nervous Debility..................... 100

30-Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bed.. .23

X!l":\ll'lll(EYS’ WITCH HAZEL OIL,
The Pile Ointment.—Trial Size, 25 Cts,

Sold by Druggists, or sent postpaid on receipt of price.
DR, HUMPHREYS" MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILKED FREE.

HUMPHREYS' ¥ED. CO., 111 & 118 Willlam St., NEWYSRK.

SPECIFICS.

oN WasH DAy:

AND EVERY DAY.

Many a home has been made pledbant, this week, by the

exchange of Christmis Greetings. ¥
Around many a

Christmas fire, has
gathered, the fami-
ly party of perhaps
three or four gen-
erations, to live
over again the hap-
py events of five,

\

Vi ten, or twenty

! Christmases.

Many otherwise
happy homes have
,ﬂ ”', becn. made still
WM happier from  the
fact that the family
washing was sent
to Ungar's from

whence it will re-

o i \\.

turn today in better shape than it has been since purchased.

T™D - . ’
I'RY the experiment next week—New Year's—yourself,

Telephone 58.

BE SURE and send your Parcels to UNear’s Steam Laundry and Dye Works,
St. John, (Waterloo street); Telephone 58. Or Halifax: 60 to 70

Ba-rington street. They will be done right, if done at
UNCAR’S
®

Mince Mea
Now Ready ;

Also ROLL BACON, S. C. HAM,
SAUSAGES.

UNION STRERET,

JOHN HOlsKINS, ST.JOHN, N. B.

H. CHUBB & CO., Agents, -

The New World Typewriter.

e T iCce $15.00. oo

SimpPLE IN CONSTRUCTION.

ALIGNMENT PERFECT. EasiLy LEARNED. .

WRITES 77 CHARACTERS. |

ALways READY.

Agents wanted in every town in the Maritime Provinces.

dents, - St John KB
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COGNAC.

THE SECOND LARGEST SHIPPERS
OF BRANDY FROM FRANCE.

THE!" BRANDIES
ARt UNSURPASSED
iN AGE AND QUALITY.

"

/

Ask vour Wine Merchant for them.
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