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Progress’ Short Stories.

““Yes,” he said laughing and so we left
her ‘*alone in her glory.”

Soe really looked rather odd, for one
egg bad stuck her on her aquiline nose,

But yet ““a man may smile and smile
and be a villain.”

[ nder pretext of arranging my collar 1
felt for my money bag : yes, it was there

WM.

HARLAND & SONS’

English Varnishes

Sketches of Pers onal Adventure Submitted in Corr- | and breaking bad spread to her e?'ebrows. all right, but how long would it stay so ?
setition for a Prize of Pive Dollars. Oh, yes'! we received an ovation, and I was assured b?' the frequ.ent appearance
PRITION §OI : S 9 : were presented with a very handsome purse. | of the conductor till 1 saw him glancing at lI:lm(«;iDurla;hle g;l?d& d\ia‘r"nis.zh'.
: A . | As for me, well, I was made engineer | the merchant and saying something in an < 333‘;, st Db v and Shades. ...

e i slipped back to my post and once again | b, 4}y after and ran old 118 till I left the | undertone, to which I caught the answer, 2ad Bhade Garriage "
i, yes, | —Vl;i-' 'th' time when the gavev e llt?le g c.ha.w. : service. Thex | rgceived a pension for | ““‘Not just yet.” (P):ﬁz &:?)tbg;‘rrinﬂ “
N o e o | Wewere fast gaining on the rumsws) life. Was he also in the plot ? Quick Rubbfng "
trestle over Thompson's Reach canted over | oqr which was rocking away on the metals Gold Size “

on one side. Don't tell me; 1 guess I have
a guod reason for remembering it, for I
had as exciting an experience just there as
ever a man had ! How was it? Well,
now, let me see ! Yes, I was fireman in
those days on old 1185, and old Joe ——.
you remember .Joe, well, he

gineer.

Yes, it all comes back to me now, when :
| begin to talk about it ! That old trestle |
was getting mighty shaky; heavy freight |

trains did it, I know.

Thompson's Reach is that long stretch of
quivering bog or quick-sand about ten
miles south of W -, down the grade.

A long trestle resting on forged steel
bars crosses it at its greatest breadth.
This was because the banks were too steep

nect somehow.
So, an expert engineer
quagmire and having found bottom after a

sounded the

long gearch, he built the trestle on the |

aforesaid ribs.

trestle was getting pretty rackety, and we
engineers and firemen had no desire to
cross it oftener than absolutely necessary.

I remember the day as plainly as if it |

were only yesterday. We were, Joe and
I, runniug old 118 on the Central Division
with train 26.

We had a crossing order on No.
Iirockton station, and were standing on
the siding waiting till 45, which had on the
rear an extra car of emigrants, arrived,

1) at

before we pulled out.

fore and had taken the siding. In about

five minutes we heard her whistle down the |

grade, and soon she came in sight,laboring
up the cutting.

The train was solong that the last car, |
which contained fully 100 emigrants, was
half over the beginning of the decline when |

{5 came to a halt.

Just as | gave the bell cord a jerk to
warn the straggling passengers, and just
as the big driving wheels began to revolve,
a bareheaded telegraph-operator dashed
out of his little office, and with a white
face, sprang on the step of 11%.

brusting a yellow paper into Joe's
hand he cried: ““Stop her!" and darted
back to his den again.

T'he engineer promptly reversed her and
looking over his shoulder, I read :—**Hold
train 26 and all others. Trestle over
‘Thompson's Reach has sunk on one side.
Chief.”

« Phew ! 1 whistled, ** 45 did it, I'll
wager !’

““ Yes,” says Joc, glancing toward the
offending obj :ct.

Suddenly a cry of horror pealed from

his lips, and he seized my arm and pointed |

toward the emigrant car, which was disap-
pearing down the hill at a lively rate.

“ My God!" he screamed, *‘the coup-
ling has broke, and Thompson's trestle

down' Vull the pin!”

With the energy of despair I leaped to |

tender and pulled the
uickly scrambling

the rear ot the
couphing-pin. Then
over the coal in the tender, into the ca-
boose, | shouted,—

* L.et "er jump, Joe, an’ catch that car!”

With a comprehensive glance Joe sig-
nalled to the switchman, and threw the
throttle wide.

meaning threw the switch over tor the sid-

engine rolled out onto the main line, and
s0 our chase for the runaway began.

Already the flying car bad a start of a
mile and a quarter, and was rocking to and
fro on the metals, away down the grade in
a terrible manner.

Sometimes w2 really thought that she |

: 1

would leave the rails, but somehow she |
hung on, and a tremor psssed through the |

old engine as she shot ahead under the in-
creased steam pressure.

Seizing the shovel 1 pulled open the fur- |

was en- |

L away.
The switchman instantly ca ching his |

at a frighttul rate only a mile ahead. The
end of the grade was reached at last, and
a level stretch of three miles intervened
between the car and that fatal trestle.

““ Rush her, for God’s sake, Joe!"” 1
cried. ** Let her down a notch ! as the car
disappeared around a curve.

Joe hauled the throttle out and dropped
the lever a notch. ;

The next moment we s vung around the
curve above Sanford’s crossing.

With a shriek of the whistle 115 was
bearing down on the crossing, when sud-

' denly Joe gave a gasp and once more

tooted the whistle.
“Gzood Lord!” he gasped as an old
woman 1n & buckboard team, drawn by a

| dilapidated horse, attempted to cross ahead
to be practicable and the line had to con- |

of the engine.
A howl! of the whistle made her look to-

| ward us, and to our disgust, she urged the

tuneral forward, instead of turning back,
as anyone but an old countrywoman would

= : ' have done.
As I said, forty years of pounding the |

Joe's face was a study for about two
seconds. Then a look of resolution settled

| down on his dusty features and he cried;

**One lite again a bundred ! To the devil
with her,” and lowered the lever to another
half notch.

The old woman shrieked frantically,
““Hi! Stop! Daon’t run over me! I've got

| six dozen aigs an—"

Crash! and the pilot struck that old
rattletrap at the hind wheels, and the last
we saw of that old women was a shadowy

: ' form shooting into the ditch, while the
We had arrived about three minutes be- |

horse sat down abrup'ly in the ruins of the
eggs.

On we rushed with a howl and a roar
like a thousand devils and many and many
atime, I thought we were ofl’ the track
altogether.

jut everytime 115 seemed to pull herselt
together and hum ahead, like the faithful
old girl she was.

Gradually we crept up on the swinging
car, and, as though she knew what was
wanted of her, the sturdy old machine flew
ahead with a rush and a roar of triumpb.

On and on we crept till the distance be-
tween us and the car gradually lessened
and only a few feet intervened.

Then I saw that my time was come, and

| [ don’t mind admitting that I felt kind of

frightened.
**Joe, old boy,” I said, burridly, “I'll
go out on the pilot and couple her. \When

[ whistle you reverse her and I'll work the |
We'll stop her that way, |
| so little of the game and am very much out

brake on the car.
[ hope.”

“*God biess you Tom, old chap!'” said
Joe, dear old Joe, with tears in his eyes.
*We've always been good friends, and I
hope and trust you're not going to blow
out your boiler-heads this trip.”

“All nght,” I cried, and hurried along
the running board. Illanging hke grim
death to the handrail while the old girl
plunged and rocked, I crept along till I
reached the smokestack

Here I stopped to get my breath and

. see how the land lay.

Five feet away was the car, and we wer:
slowly but surely closing up the gap. Soon

' my turn would arrive, and so shipping down
' onthe pilot I raised the link and waited.

All at once, peering along the line, I
saw that the trestle was only 400 yards
What it we couldn’t stop her in

time ? (Good heavens, the idea was appal-

' ling, and I waved my disengaged hand to
ing. and with a trembling leap, the mighty |

Joe to let her out one more notch.

A thrill and a leap which flung me back
on the pilot told me that Joe understood
and with a gentle bump the link ran into
the draw-bar and | dropped the pin into

| the hole.

Then, hanging to the link I climbed on
the platform and seizing the break gave a
piercing whistle.

The immediate jar and roar, as the driv-

| ing wheels flew round and omitted show-

ers of sparks, told its own tale and slowly
but none the less surely the runaway slowed

The paper fellows took it up and made
me out to be a hero, but, Lord bless you,
I didn’t do anything but my duty.

Ex-ENGINeER

AVPEARANCES ARE DECEITFUL.

It was a cold, grey day in early spring
when I boarded the nine o'clock train
bound for Montreal. I had come to Dos-
ton by the night express from Bangor, and
had been waiting a long two hours in the
handsome station on Causeway street. In
that time I had fully realized what it was
to be a stranger in a strange land, with
absolutely no one I knew to speak to, and
it was with satistaction I settled myselt in
the comfortable parlor car.

Much to my relief, the polite little con-
ductor told me my tickets were all right,
a point on which I had been enduring the
most harrowing donbts.

There were_very few passengers, owing,
I suppose, to the disagreeable season.

A comfortable looking matron and a
young Frenchwoman were the only ladies
beside myselt.

'I'he matron had an equally comfortable
looking husband, there was an elderly
gentleman and a pair of young men.

As I got out my novel I overheard the
two older men saying.

Of course we must get up a game, it

would be intolerable to travel all day with-
out a little amusement. 1 dare say that

young lady over there plays, I'li ask her,
anyhow.”

I had always heard so much against
people who played cards on the train that
| wondered if I had fallen into a nest of
sharpers.

I was utterly alone, exceedingly inex-
perienced and had more money in a little
leather bag, hung around my neck than I
would care to have any one know of.

Perbaps these people.in the explicable
manner, known only by themselves, had

- guessed of my riches and were laying a

plot to rob me.

| sternly resolved that nothing could in-

duce me to play with them.

Presently, footsteps down the aisle that
paused beside my chair, warned me to grasp
my resolution with both hands.

“*Madam, will you do us the honor of
playing whist with us, we cannot make up
a table without you ?" said a pleasant voice

and looking up I encountered the respecttul
and almost beseeching gaze of a fresh

looking man, whose middle aged, respec-
table appearance was most assuring.
“Oh, pray excuse me” I said, *‘I know

of practice.”

This was a down right false hood and he
knew it. lle con.inued to uyge me and
cut ofl’ every excuse. The French lady
could not play and the two young men
were only going to the next station and he
would be so disappointed it [ refused.

This last was -delivered in such a
pathetic manner that | meekly consented.

It was a great temptation, for I dearly
loved the game and was tired to death of
holding my tongue. “‘I suppose you don’t
want to play for money ?” I blurted out.

A very comprehending look, strongly
tinged with amusement, #H:shed over his
face.

“*Certainly not” he replied with emphasis
and then introduced himselt as a merchant
ot Boston, giving name and address.

The other rather elderly man had some- l

thing to do with the steamers between
Vancouver and Japan and the fourth place
was supplied by his son, who came in from
the smoking compartment.

He was a tall, fine looking young man,
but very bashful, never spoke unless ad-
dressed and always called me ‘‘mam.”

T'hen we settled down at one of the little
tables and played till noon, but it wasa
very easy sort of game.
paused frequently to admire the scenery.

When the train stopped ter lunch, one of
the gentlemen went out on a forage and
returned with some very substantial sand-

|
|
|

We conversed and !

The young man at my left seemed very
uneasy whenever [ met his eye, he was
 evidently an unwilling accomplice.

I began to feel faint and dizzy. could
that nauseous draught of tea have been
drugged”

(tood heavens! if so how completely |
was in their power. At last I could stand
the suspense no longer and throwing down
the cards dcclared I was too tired to play
any more.

I had quite made up my mind to quietly
gather up my belongings and slip into the
ordinary car where the number of people
would be suflicient protection. But would
they p« rmit their victim to escape in this
easy manner’

Ah, there was the rub. However, they
acquiesced politely and the steamboat man
and his son retired to the other end of the

car.
Elated with the apparent success of my

plan, I was just about to move away, when
the merchant stretched out a detaining
hand and with a very determined look
said, *‘My dear madame, please excuse
me, | have wished to call your attention to
it all the afternoon, but hardly knew how :
there is most dreadful black smutch on
your face.

I rushed to the large mirror and there,
sure enovgh it was. The blackness, which
[ thought I detected in my companion’s
characters had no existence, there was only
that on my own countenance.

As I turned away to remove it, my eye
was caught by the motto engraved on the
brass frame of the glass. It was in latin,
and freely translated ran, ‘‘Appearances
are deceitful.” Brivovarr,

Prepave For House Cleaning,

IF'or Metals, Marble, Tins and Glass use
Sapolio or Monkey Brand Soap, for
Paints, Dath or Brushes, use Borux, tor
washing and general clearning, Surprise,
Sterling. Seafoam, Amonia soaps and
Pearline—These with Tubs, Pails, Brooms,
and Brushes of every description for sale
by—J. S. ArmstrONG & Bro. 32 Char-
lotte St.

| have a few Public School
Arithmetics which retail at 2 5c.
| They cost about 20c. whole-
sale. A few are defaced a
little, but I'll sell them at 10c.
while they last.

SxeLl's Business Cownece, Traro, N.S.

"~ Photo Apparatu
and Supplie

ss.oo A Three Dollar Hand Camera,

THE PHOTORET. $3.00
83.50— The Peep-a-Boo, -——83.50
85.50——'“\9 Night Hawk, — 85.50

up to $1850.00 in price.
SIX KINDS ARISTO PAPER,
BROMIDE PAPER, BLUE PAPER.
English, Canadian and American Dry Plates.
PURE PHOTO CHEM [CALS.
60 and 62

A. E. GLARKE, 55
° 8 § sSt.John, N.B.

' CONDENSED ADVERTISEMENTS.

Announcﬁneuts ﬁl'nriér}his heading not exc ding
¢ eedin

five lines (about 356 words) cost 25 cents eacﬁ
insertior. Five cents extra for every additional

line.
PR'NG SIGNS. Our white aud':-

amelled letters, after 12 years test,

“=ure recog ized as the Dlest, most

durable and cheapest office and store
\sign_ ROBERTSON, 94 Germain St.
St, J hn, N. B. BT

I"E MARKERS! use our rubber
_ Stamps for marking hnen and
- Prioting visiting cards, all complete
wih ink and faney initinl 50 c(ts.
postpaid, ROBERTSON STAMP WoRKS
St. John. N. B. XN

MATEUR Photographers and all who

—— wouid like to take Pictures, but are
afraid to try, should consult us.
Outfits from $3. to $100. Practical
instraction free and success guaran-
teed. The Robertson Fhoto Supply
Co.,94 Germain St.,St. John 4.7-1t*

s s ' O"A lPholograph-
ROFE ers are find-
ing out they can purchase from us
P ates, Papers, Chemicals, Mounts,
&e., &e., of best makes, at as low or
lower prices as in Montreal or To-
ronto. Try us. The Kobertson Photo

Black Japan,

Black Color and Varmsh,

Bl iwck Enamel Japan,

Pale Ouk Varnisnh,

Pale Oak Varunish,

Dead Encaustic Varnish,

Gilders® Gold Size,

Harland’s Patent Filling-up Powder,

(For carriage bodies)

“ “" ‘“"
¢ b " ‘“ Tops, etc.)
(For Inside Housework )
By Outside -
(Produces egg sheli finich)
(For laying gold leaf)
{dry rough stufl)

MARKET SQUARE,

W. H. THORNE & CO.,:" o

SlateMantels

0000000 —

The Latest Designs. The Lowest Prices.

.pROPERTY Owners and oth-

ers making any changes in

their Houses at this season

would do well to call and

see what we can offer in
Slate Mantels, all Styles and Sizes,
Register Grates, Open Fire Places, Tiles
of all Descriptions, Base Burners, And-
irons, &c-, &c.

BOTTOM PRICES.

73S to 7O

Emerson & FISDET, prince W Street

In 50 ft.

Rubber Hose Legts

Price per length
of 50 feet from ,

$5.00
$750

COMPLETE

The Controlling Nozzle will discharge water ina steady stream or in tne form of a spray, by
asimple movement of the regulator.

Attach it to a faucet or force pump’ and without trouble you can wash your Windows, Car-
riages, Sidewalks or House-fronts; water your Lawns. Gardens, Trees and Shrubs; con-
duct water to your Greenhouses and Conservatories and spray your plants; and in case of
a Fire you have an extinguisherimmediately at hand.

T. McAVITY & SONS, ... «.... 3T. JOHN, N.B.

The choicest and best, always rcliable.

Brand and see that you get it.

ENSED miLK 6O

THE STANDARD BRAND.

“REINDEER”

Condensed Milk
ana COndensed Coffee.

Ask for this

Truro Cond. Milk Co., Sole Makers.

FERTILIZERS_‘

Imperial Superpho=sphate,

Actual test proves these Fertilizers the best

Potato

Pho=phate,
Bone 1\1,_10111.

in the market tor raising large crops.

— MANUFACTURED

Provincial Chemical Pertilizer Co, Limited.

Send for pamphlet.

BY—

ST. JOHN, N. B.

e g —

L

- ‘ - . . supply Co., 94 German St., St. John. 4.7 1e*
nace door and threw in three shovelfulls on up, till she came to a dead standstill not | wiches and tea. PRI S TR, . "’_’ $| 000 00 wo RTH i !
the already roaring blaze. A glance at | twenty feet from the beginning of the The taste ot the butter strongly suggest- | TAMPS of every description for Hand 2 9 [ ] l')"l 7,
the gauge told me she would take ‘Wem)’ trestle ed that various kinds of unsavory herbs Printing. Merchants, Manutactarers, < of New Goods opened this week. If you .ave not an agent in your | -
{ : " . . . Banks and Railwavs furnished with . wn, write us at once, and we will torward yoa Jree 30 samples ot our latest novelties,
pounds more of steam, and I shouted to 1 walked through the car and aroused | bad been beiled in an old boot. By this Stamps, Seals and Stencils. Catalogue *itl selt-measurcinent blanks, the n-lsuns ot “wnich we guaraatee to b(f satisiactory of
i 1 - : . . e 0@ § i = mey refunded. Agents Wanted in every town and village in Canada where we have
Joe, who with his band on the throttle, | the emigrants, who, tired with their long | time we were all great friends and chatted Q;f;;ksff.j‘(‘ifri.fﬁﬁ [:t,!;;"}lolll:ﬁ i s il i gt . g ol tonsnghn b, B vigrd e e Seods.
; in t the window,— | oc , i s 1 e B et — T - R . by <)
was pcer: g ou ocean voyage the. da_y.' befor.-e. were all, or an'd‘ laughed in the most agreeal?le manner Y AT SO g :u P"_GR'" s i -!l|)l($lxltu s J(:]:e mi:ne:--fxlx yl;ll?v knock. $ 3 0 0 3
‘lLet ’er go twenty pounds, Joe, old | pearly all, drowsing in their seats. I'he French lady had long since disap- PAIE“IS P b}o almrney('s 1cde umil}pat O; ' ponss e v okl AL >
N - s ; tor's Guide. ¢
man ' " and seizing the bell cord, I hauled | When I explained the situation I had to | peared and there was left, just we four and | ' ° i e bl et Ml § Pants from $3 to $12............. Suits from $12, up. -
i i i ) i ‘ : 5 > ' wif AND PROFITABLE em- .,
away 1"1“ tlhe l:g l:)dlll jangled agun:;. : | run for the engine to escape the embrace | the merchant’s wlie.h S e I'IEREST'"B il g l{'e ‘!m}.n fo'x & Pl LGR' M PANTS co >
Suddenly the bell rope parted at the | of rateful people. She, poor thin ad been fully occupied | number of ladies and gentlemen selling the cel. | == "y
Y il ‘ of the g P P & ) P ebrated **Soule Photographs and Works of Art,” 38 Mill Street,. .. ...... e SRR Al b oy P e PR .. St. John, N, B» .‘”

rool of the eab, and fell over the side of |

the boiler outside.

““You'll have to get it, old man,” said
Joe, in a ghastly tone, as he glanced into
the cab.

‘“ Shake, anyhow, for fear 1 go off!”
I said, and after wringing his grimy paw
I shoved open the end window and leaped

b

We towed them back, and on the way
we found the egg-dealer, whose stock we
had demolished.

She was plastered with mud from head
to foot, and she had a whole quarry of
small rocks with which she began to bom-
bard us.

The horse, still harnessed ‘o halt the

all the morning in fighting a sick headache
and shortly after lunch she curled up on
the sofa and went fast asleep.

After the gentleman had enjoyed their
post-prandial cigars they proposed resum-
ing our game.

We did so, but the pleasure of it had in
some way vanished. As 1 bent my head

througnout New Bruaswick, Nova Scotia and
Prince Edwa d TIsland, by applying personally or
by letter to A. PETERsSEN, 685 King St., St. John,
General Agent for Canada. 2-3-tf

ON APOSTALCARD
Youn Annn[ss mailed to us brings you
promptly 30 samples of cloth, guaranteed self
measurement blanks, whereby you can have your
clothing cut to order and sent to any express or
P.O., Pants $3 to £12. Snits from %12 up. Agents
wanted. PirLgriv Paxts Co'y., 38 Mill St. St.
John N. B,

THE CANADIAN.
STRICTLY HIGH GRADE

\'
12
,\‘«i

Lehigh Coal.

NUT OR STOVE SIZE,

I.ANDING..

out on the running-board at the side of the | buckboard was browsing in an adjoining | over the cards I could feel they were look- “ TE“ —P%“TOGI}%P'I{:ERT P'"i““‘ Very Cheap for Cash.
engine. . : haystack, and three eggs intact were set | ing at me in rather a peculiar manner a..nd . A4 B Q‘:Setl;:ip;l:oll:gog: o S B aia
A fearful lurch just then flung me against | out on a flat rock near by—evidently all | more than once I caught them exchanging kv%mn Proro Stupio, 38 Charlotte St., Sti-iczotl;n. WELDLESS STEEL TUBING

the hand-rail, but graspimg it with a leg
and an arm, I managed to crawl back and
capture the broken rope.

Hastily knotting it to a piece of rope
passing through the caboose window, 1

that had survived.
A small mountain crashed through the
cab window and struck me on the back.

“Joe,” said I don’t you think we're in

bad company”

glances.

My fears, lulled for a while, sprang into
fresh life. I looked cnmtically at my com-
panions, could guilt lurk behind such pleas-
ant countenances ?

at Rothesay for sale or to rent
RES'DE.G; for the Summer months. That
pleasantly situated house known as the Titus prop
erty about one and a half miles from Rothesay Sta

tion and within two minutes walk of the Kennebe

casis. Rent reasonable. Apply to I. G.Fenety
Barrister-at-Law, Pugsley Building. 24-6-tf

PRICE $100°°
BY THE GOOLD Bl( YCLE (
BRANTFORD, ONT.
SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

Caledonia House Coal.
J. F. MORRISON.
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