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“Well, then, that settles it; and if she 

will not think me too presumptuous I will 
call, pay my respects, and add my persua- 

sion too.” 
“Very well.” 
“You will convey my regards to Mrs.— 

ah; Mrs.—" 
“Frazer. My name is Lillian Frazer. 
““Ah, yes; Mrs. Frazer, and ajologize 

to her for my seeming intrusion, but I am 

a stranger who will be more than honored 

by making her acquaintance.” 
With pleasant adieus they parted. 

If Burton Renfew slept late that morn- 

ing,—well it was because his dreams were 

not all as dark as he had anticipated on the 

previous evening. 
Christmas day! A clear, bright, crispy 

day. True the thermometer registered fif- 

teen below, and a keen frost bit the more 

exposed parts of the person, and catching 
the stranger across the nostrils made his 

breathing heavy and diflicult ; but then the 

native only laughed at that and called it a 

beautiful day. 
The city wore a respectaole, holiday at- 

" 

tire, and good humor prevailed. 

Old fashioned sleighs with the still old 

fashioned Aabitant and his numerous family 

passed and repassed on all the thorough- 

fares ; gay parties clad in blanket suits and 

daintily embroidered mocassins with snow 

shoes on, marched over the pure white 

mantle that covered the ground; down by 

the river's bank new skates were carrying 

their owners over and cutting fantastic 

figures on the glassy surfaces from which 

the snow had been diligently removed; 
horse and church bells commingled to make 

merry music for a merry day; the young 

proudly displayed old Santa Claus, gifts, 

and the old nodded happy smiles to those 

they knew, while all seemed to proclaim, 

“ Peace on Earth and Good Will to Men.’ 

The tickets the 

initial performance sold rapidly and well. 

Sut 

whose face bore hardly a trace of the pain 

caused by last evening's disclosures, pre- 

for new theatre's 

a few seats remained when Burton, 

sented himself at the box office window and | 

instead of requesting the usual courtesies, 

paid for two admissions. 

Mrs. 

bred woman, received him with motherly 

It was 

Frazer, a slight, sweet faced, well 

warmth and accepted his invitation. 

many a long day, she explained, since she 

had seen a play, but to satisty Lillian she 

would attend this one and in return begged 

that be would visit them, during his stay in 

He, himself, 

| 

the city, as often as his professional en- | 

| 
gagements would permit. 

had a suspicion that it he came as often as | 

time and 

come would soon be worn out. 

Amid a good deal of enthusiasm the cur- 

tain ascended on the first act of Richelieu. 

The fame of the star who appeared in the 

title 

an out of the way place as Rivervilie, but 

the 

Adrian de 

applause which greeted Burton's 

to its recipient. Critics of more 

the 

exper- 

ience than local ones might have 

thought it toc robust, censured it for lack | 

of finish, or condemned 

detail, but not even the severest could have | 

found fault with the tenderness of the love | 

scenes. ' which is not there. 

breach of stage ethics must be admitted for 

on more than one occasion, he allowed the 

eves of the gallent Chevalier to wander | 

over the sea of upturned faces, and then | 
| 

the two seats, third row front, | 

occupied by Lillian and her mother. 

The 

de Mauprat was about to be consigned to | 

the place, “the 
[ 

heaven look darkest, o'er the domes of the 

rest on 

fourth act had been reached, and 

over which, clouds of 

Bastile,” when that awlul ery, Fire! pierced | 

feet 

caught it up, and instinctively repeated it; | 

the air. People starting to their 

| wild men and hysterical women rushed, 
i jumped, pulled, tore and trampled upon | 

each other in their frantic efforts to escape 

from the building. Richelieu forgot the | 

solemn dignity of church and state, and 

Baradas tried to make a speech, 

with stentorian voice cried out, 

down!” 

DeBeringhen actually whistled 

air, but their efforts were unavailing. 

some extent, it may be claimed, they suc- 

next ceeded 1n restoring order, but the 

moment gusts of black smoke filled the | 

auditorium, flames terribly grand, shot up 

through the open spots left for the hot air 

radiators aud ignited everything inflam- 

able within their reach. 

curses mingled with a hissing, licking, "fan- 

tastic fiend that spat its vengeance upon | 

them. Strong Learts grew faint, while 

weak ones took courage from their very | 

desperation. Confusion reigned supreme. 

Julie might have been seen tenaciously 

clinging to the bated Loius, while Marion 

rushed across the house arm in arm with 

the most ragged stage hand. 

Burton sprang from the platform and 
grasped Lillian. 

** No, no; ever mind me!” she cried. 

*¢ Save my mother!” 

Without stopping to reply he dropped 

her and took up the older lady who had 

fainted from sheer terror. The heat was 

becoming intense and the smoke suffocat- 

ing ; still, he managed to convey her to the 

footlights and lift her upon the stage. 

After he had assisted Lillian up he mount- 

ed it himself and again had Mrs. Fraser in 

his arms. Across the platform, out by the 

little entrance, down the rear stairs, along 

the corridor, through the property room, 
and into a dark narrow passage ; on, on, on 

inclination would allow, his wel- | 

roll, had long since reached even such 

Mauprat was certainly flattering | 

it for its want of | 

That he was guilty of a grave | 

{ that. 

a popula | 

Cries. groans and | 

he rushed never pausing until he reached 

the end when, to his horror, he discovered 

that it was barred by heavy boards nailed 

over the unfinished door way. Twice he 

essayed to break through the obstruction 

but without success. 

He attempted to retrace his steps but 

the flames drove him back. 

“My God! We have missed the way! 

We are lost!" he cried, and overcome by 

exertion and fatigue sunk with his burden, 

insensible upon the floor. 
“Help! Help! shouted the terrified 

Lillian who had stayed closely beside him 

all the time. 

Warmer and warmer grew the atmos- 

phere, nearer and nearer came the flames, 

denser and denser became the smoke, 

louder and louder the girl tried to cry for 

assistance as her voice grew weak and 

weaker. Her brain reeled, she struggled 

with an urseen enemy, her senses stole 

away, calmly and peacefully she was sink- 

ing to sleep—Crash! Bang! the fire lad- 

dies’ axes tore down the strong barricade 

and the three were carried out to the fresh 

| air and safety. 

IT. 

| Burton did not quickly return to con- 

| sciousness. When he did, it was only 

| momentarily ; just long enough for him to 

discover that he was in a strange room, in 

a strange house, with the face of a friendly 

physician bending over him and whispering 

something he could not understand. 

Deeper into the pillow sunk his head as 

reason moved step by step further away 

from its throne and fever laid its deathly 

hand upon him. Seven long days and 

nights he lay there while his tongue, un- 

bridled by thought, raved about his father, 

his mother, and the angelic singer of the 

midnight mass. 

When the fight was over and a sound 

constitution and medical science had con- 

| quered the old doctor said:  “* Don’t thank 

| me, my boy; without the tender care of 

| these two women you would never have 

| pulled through.” 

He turned and beheld the smiling faces 

of Mrs. and Miss Frazer. He was con- 

valescent. Every hour brought him re- 

newed strength and vigor; it did more, 

it gave to him the company of Lillian. 

Day after day sped by and took its ap- 

pointed place in the ranks of the past but 
what cared he; did not the next bring him 

the loving tenderness, the low rich voice, 

the bewitching beauty-—all the delicious joy 

of the presence, grace, and beauty of the 

one woman of all in the world to him? 

The Golden-Houde Company had sec- 

ured another deMauprat and he was not 

sorry because it freed him from a contract 

he was too honorable to wilfully break, 

because —will we confess it?—it left him 

more time to toy with the arrow ot Cupid 
of the | and recline in the pleasant shade 

| siren who bad enchanted him. 

He was feeling the fullness of the lines 

carefully perused it, and when finished laid 
it down with an audible sigh. 
"That is the history of my parents, that 

is the poor, suffering mother [ am intent 
upon finding it I have to search every inch 
of your country.” 

" Burton,” it was the first time she had 
called him by his Christian name,” a moth- 
er would not be a mother it she would or 
could deny her own child. I knew you 
from the first, I knew you by your name, 
it was your presence in the cast that at- 
tracted me to the theatre on that awful 
-_ You are my son!” 

» I 

" Yes ; she who lives by her pen, under 

the assumed name of Mrs Frazer, is your 
mother, Sarah Renfew!” 

" Mother!” 
” Son!” - 
They were clasped in each others em- 

brace. 
" Thank God, I have found you and so 

soon!” were the words he fervently uttered 
when he had recovered from his astonish- 
ment. "Now | can make some slight 
amends to you for the past. But,” he ad- 
ded looking at Lilian, after a slight pause 
and somewhat embarassed, "mother, | have 
also found a sister where I had hoped to 
find a—a—a wife.” 

” That need not interfere. Lilian is only 
an adopted child and it her heart ever says 
“Yes” she knows that she'll be more than 
ever my daughter.” 

Burton felt a small hand slide into his 
while two bashful eyes told the tale he so 
longed to hear; and now, as he writes this, 
alter a lapse of many years, a pair of soft 
white arms steal ‘round his neck and a lov- 
ing voice admonishes : 

® Ah! do'nt tell them you prayed at that 
midnight mass.” 

THE TRIALS OF AN EDITOR. 

He is Held Responsible for Every Act in 

Every Department, 

But I am fully aware ot the fact that, on 

the other hand, there are some among our 

readers who are nursing sore little spots in 

their hearts toward the Journal, some mem- 

ber of its editorial staff—or, quite probably, 
toward myselt. For I know only too well 

what a marvellously versatile person the 

responsible editor of a magazine is in the 

eyes of some. Every one cannot, of course, 

understand the necessary division of labor 

which connects itselt with a widely-circula- 

ted periodical. There are some good peo- 

ple in this world who firmly believe that I 

set all the type in the Journal, keep the 

subscription list, write the wrappers, get 

all the advertisements, have absolute charge 
of every detail in the ** premium” depart- 
ment, and in my odd moments of leisure 
edit the magazine. And so I have had 
much laid at my door. I have been abused 
in the most approved and orthodox tashion 
because 1 did not acknowledge some good 
woman's subscription or attend to her first 
number being sent to her with what she 
believed was only *‘ decent dispatch.” 1 
have been read all sorts of riotacts because I 
did not personally change some address on 
the subscription list, when, truth to tell, I 

would scarcely know where to find the sab- 
scription list, to say nothing of any name | 
upon it. Certain numbers have gone | 
astray, and I have been held responsible 
for them, Mr. Wanamaker, doubtless, little 
conscious of the load of guilt, really belong- | 
ing to him, which 1 have, without murmur | 
or complaint, carried on my shoulders. So 

the poet wrote : — 

““ There's nothing hall so sweet in life 

As love’s young dream.” 

for the first time in is existence he had 

| come to realize that indefinable something 

fair sisterhood | which attracts man to the 

and makes him protest that no virtue exists 

Ina word he was in 

| love and he rejoiced, glorified and revelled 

in its ecstasy of fulfilment and promise. 

It might be a dream—then he prayed that 

the awakening would never come ; it might 

be reality—then with all the intensity he 

| could command he thanked the Fate that 
At 

the same time he did not forget his mother 

Oh, 

festival ; 

decreed for him such pleasant lines. 

or the expressed wish of his father. 

the 

the only cloud that flecked an azure sky. 

no: that was his shadow on 

| Other matters might claim a share of his | 

attention but could not totally supplant 

lle honestly longed to be once more 

strong and vigorous that he might pro- 

secute a diligent search for her, his mother; | 

for though to him she was not even a remem- 

berance yet she was his mother with all 

that the name implied and made more sac- 

' red by what sh2 had unjustly suffered. 

At last the doctor consented. Ile might 

go out doors for a little while every day. 

Then he announced his intended depart- 

ure. 

** Why you have no professional engage- 

‘ment; you might as well stay here until 

you are entirely recovered,” urged Mrs. 

| Frazer in the most pressing manner. 

| ** 1 have a duty to perform; I must find 

| my mother. ™ 

| ** Your mother? Ah, yes, 1 remember 

| you spoke much of her during your illness,” 

| “I suppose I did. No doubt I talked 

at random and loosed family skeletons from 

their closets. 

* Have you no knowledge of your moth- 

er's whereabouts? 

‘“ None. ” 

** I have no desire to be inquisitive : but 

did your father never tell you about her?” 

"Madam, I hav'nt the strength to narrate 

to you what little I do know of her, how 

she was wronged, and what she has endur- 

ed; but I owe so much to you and your 

daughter that I willingly make you a con- 
fident of all my secrets. I will send at once 

to the Hotel for the papers that are in m 
trunk and you shall read for yourself all 
that I know.” 

” Your trunk is here; I had it removed 
betore your comrades left the city.” 

” You have heen more than kind to me 
and [ can never repay you for it,” he an- 
swered as he lifted the lid, took out his 
father’s letter and handed it to her. 

There were tears in her eyes as she 

| sometimes 1 have wondered whether my 

| temale we had ever seen. 

many subscriptions have been sent ‘‘per- | 
sonally” to me and never heard from, that | 

beliet in my own honesty was not really but 
a mere delusion. I have been accused of 
purloining manuscripts; of appropriating 
“ideas” by the score; of inserting unreli- | 
able advertisements in the magazine: of | 
failing to reply to more letters than I have | 
ever received ; of saying one thing in print 
and doing another thing in person; of tak- 
ing money for subscriptions and never fur- 
nishing a copy of the Journal ; of promising 
a ‘premium’ and never sending it—until, 

when any new accusation is hurled at me, I 
have been surprised to find that there really 
is anything left in the category of crime of 
which to accuse me. So far as the versa- 
tility of my purloining genius is concerned, 
1 should think 1 must be about the best all- 
round scoundrel in the world. — Bok in the 
Ladies Home Journal. 

Not a Champion. 

It was agreed among a dozen of us in 
the passenger coach that the woman | 
occupying a seat near the middle of the 
car with her husband was the homliest 

She was ten 
years older than the man, was cross-eyed, 
had a hair lip, was almost toothless, and 

her nose had been seemingly mashed flat. 
The man himselt was at least common good- 
looking. Three or four of us in the front 
end of the car were sympathizing with him 
in a soit and gentle way when he rose up 
and came over to us and said : 

¢-(yentlemen, you have been wondering 
if that woman is my wife. Sheis. You 
probably look upon her as the homeliest 
woman on the face of the earth. You are 
mistaken.” 

* Well,” observed the Chicago man, ** it 
isn't just the thing to criticise a man's wile 
before his face, but if " 

“()h, you can speak your mind without 
offence,” interrupted the man. 
“Then I would remark that if she isn't 

the homeliest woman on this terrestrial 
globe 1 should like to see the other one.” 
“Very well; come into the next car 

back.” 
We followed him in, and there sat four 

females, ranging in age from 20 to 30, 
who discounted her by J0 per cent. 
“They are five sisters, and I had my 

pick from the lot,” quietly remarked the 
man. ** And now, it any of you have a 
drop of whiskey about you, I'll —" 
Every man of us handed him over a full 

flask, and told him he was welcome to 
every drop, and the bottles besides.—N. 
Y. Sun. 

Politics Versus Science. 

There are two subjects which are en- 
grossing tbe conversational powers ot the 
Dominion at present, and they are both 
worth discussing. One of them is the 
political situation, and the other is the new 
discovery of science, Rigby Waterproof 
Cloth. 
The latter we think rather holds the 

floor, as the Ladies are participating. 
The goods are now on the market in Ladies’ 
cloth as well as in Gentlemen's cloth and 
garments. 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

Silence is sometimes slander. 

Perer Istaxp Crarer for Dyspepsia is 
the same Grape Cure so famous in Europe. 

Grascow, 17th December, 1891. 
Fourrn QuarTERLY REPORT FOR 1891 0N 
Rosert Brown's * Four Crown" 
Brexp or Scorcn WHISKEY. 
I have made a careful analysis of a 

sample of 10,000 gallons of Robert Brown's 
“Four Crown” Blend of Scotch Whiskey, 
taken by myself on the 9th inst., from the 
Blending Vat in the bonded stores, and I 
find it is a pure Whiskey of high quality 
and fine flavor, which has been well ma- 
tured. 

Jonx Crark, Ph. D., F.C.S., F.I.C. 
Agent, E. G. ScoviL, Teas and Wine, 

St. John, N. B. 

The mantle of charity is sometimes cut 
entirely too short. 

C C. Ricuarns & Co. 
I have used your MiNarD'S LINIMENT 

successfully in a serious case of croup in 
my family. I consider it a remedy no 
house should be without. 

J. F. CuNnNiNGHaM. 
Cape Island. 

Modesty always charms because it gives 
brass all the advantage. 

There's a Bridge of Sighs at Venice, 
At Montreal a Bridge of Size; 

But Puttner’s Emulsion is the Bridge of 
Health 

Which all sick men should prize. 

No man has any show in this country 
unless he is related to the elect. 

A TONIC 
HORSFORD'S Acid Phosphate. 

A preparation of the 

phosphates, that acts as 

a tonic and food to the 

exhausted system. 

There is nothing like it; 

gives great satisfaction. 

Trial bottle mailed on receipt of 25 cents 
In stamps. Rumford Chemical Woiks, 
Providence. R. 1. 

FOUNDED 4.2, ¢ OLDESY: 
ils £ 2/0. ice IN PURELY 

3 NE : 

Gen'l Agent for Maritime Provinces. 

TURKISH 
<< DYES 
EASY TO USE. 

They are Fast. 

They are Beautiful. 

They are Brilliant. 

SOAP WOR'T FADE THEM. 

Have YOU used them ; if not, try and 
be convinced. 

Cne Package equal to two of 

any other make. 

Canada Branch : 481 St. Paul Street, Montreal, 

Send postal for Sample Card and Book of Instructions 

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

an - 

HUMPHREYS’ 
This Precious QINTMENT is the 

triumph of ¢ cientific Medicine. 
Nothing has ever been produced to 

equal or compare with itas a CURATIVE 

and HEALING appLICATION., It hasbeen 
used over 40 years, and always affords 
relief and always gives satisfaction. 
For Piles — External or Internal, Blind 

or Bleeding 3 Fistula in Ano ; Itching or 
Bleeding of the Rectum, The relief is 
immediate -- the cure certain, 

WITCH HAZEL OIL 
For Burns, Scolds and Ulceration and 

Contraction froin Burns, The relief is instant 
~the healing wonderful and unequaled. 
For Boils, Hot Tumors, Ulcers, Fistulas, 

Old: Sores, Itching Eruptions, Chafing or 
Scaia Head. It is Infallible. 

For Inflamed or Caked Breasts and Sore 
Nipples, It is invaluable. 
Price, 50 Cents, Trial size, 25 Cents. 

Sold by Drug ists, or sent post-paid on receipt of price, 

HUMPHREYS MED, €O., 111& 113 Wiliam St., NEW YORK. 

CURES PILES. 

LAcCEs. 
The most delicate and coarsest are washed with 

Surprise Soap without in any way injuring 

thread or fabric. 

HARD RUBBING AND POOR SOAP does the mischief. 

That hard rubbing for garments with or without 

lace, cottons, linens, flannels, is entirely done 

away with, because of the peculiar qualities of 

Surprise Soap, and its remarkable cleans- 

ing properties. 

The wash comes out snowy white and clean: the 

laces unworn—untorn. 

. he di E Don't boil or scald the clothes, on the wrapper. READ 

Our Baby-—Hello! Is 

that you, UNGAR? 

Our Baby--Well, send 

for my parcel this after- 

noon. My clothes were 

sent to the other 

Laundry by mi 

tike, and | a, 

felt 

since, 

comfortable 

Hurry 

then please. 

UNGAR seems to have ar- 

rived at a certain PERF HEC- 

TION in Starched Work, 

which Baby recognizes—al- 
though she has not learned 

to read yet. 

{3 SURE and send your Parcels to UNeAR'S Steam Laundry and Dye Works, 

St. John, (Waterloo street); Telephone 58. Or Halifax: €0 to 70 

Barrington street. They will be done right, if done at 

UNCAR’S . 

Mince Meat 
Now Ready; 

Also ROLL BACON, S.C. HAM, 

SAUSAGES. 
JOHN HOPKINS, s7 ioHN NB 
The New World Typewriter. 
meses PT ice $15.00. comme 

SrEED—30 WorDs A MINUTE. SIMPLE IN CONSTRUCTION. 

EasiLy LEARNED. 

WRITES 77 CraRscTags. 

ALIGNMENT PERFECT. 

ALwavs READY. 

Agents wanted in every town in the Maritime Provinces. 

IL CHUBB & CO, Agents, - St John, K.B 
ROBB ENCINESRING COL 

R0OBB- ARMSTRONG ENGINE 
Containing all the latest points of Standard Ameri- 

can High Speed Engines and several improvements. 

Pror. SWEET'S Straight Line Govenor and Valve; 

The Coffin Throttle ; ARMsSTRONG’S Crosshead, Valve 

Gear and Oiling Devices. 

Interchangeable Parts Perfect Alignment. 

OFFICE and WORKS, - Amherst, N. §. 
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Stier r esi Ce 

COGNAC. 
THE SECOND LARGEST SHIPPERS 

OF BRANDY FROM FRANCE. 

THEIR BRANDIES 
ARE UNSURPASSED 

iN AGE AND QUALITY, 
Ask vour Wine erchant for them. 
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