10

PROGRESS. SATURDAY, AUGUST 3, 1895.

" ROMANCE OF A RINK.

It fell out one evering at Niagara that
Dennis Deroyt, while sailing gracetully
backward on the outside edge, had run into
a young lady and knocked ber down. I,
of course, L ehooved him to pick her up
agan and brush the ice cuttings from her
dress. The young lady thanked him volu-
bly. She was rather nice lo king. She
appeared to have no 'tquire. She was a
poor skater, only learning. Dennis was
sufficiently polite to proffer his assistance.
There is something dreadfully insidious in
this process of assisting a learning young
lady, especially it,—as in Dennis’ case—it
it is repeated three or four evenings conse-
cutively. The your g lady places such ab-
solute reliance on her instrucior. She
clings to his arm. Anon ste embraces him
around the neck. Her eyes the while are
very bright from the exercise; her com-
plexion glows healthily from tLe rapid mo-
tions of the pastime ; her hair, perhaps, 18
just sufliciently disordered to be pictur-
esque. Oh! it is a horritly dangerous
process—for the instructor.

Dennis Deroyt was impulsive. He bad
a Hibernian way of yielding to the inclina-
tion of the moment without regarding con-
sC(uencts.
skating at Niagara Le came his cropper.
It was then getting late. Many ol the
skaters had left the ice. Dennis and the
lesrning lady were in a corner apart by
themselves. They were standing still, en-
gaged in conversation, when her teet shot
suddenly forward, as the feet of learncrs
have a way ot domg. Dennis was just in
time to catch her in his arms, before she
could strike the ice with th: back «f her
head

Wtho that bas thus held a lady novice
overbalaned backwards does not know the
difficulty of restoring her to the perpendie-
lar?  With each effcrt to raise her her
feet will slip away, and back she sinks,
head resting on Lis shoulder. That was
what happened now. The young lady lay
in Dennis’ arms, her head resting on lis
shoulder. She was certainly good looking.
Her eyes were very lustrous. Her com-
plexion was clear and good.
pink little mouth. A sudden impulse
overtook the Irishman. The absence of
near spectators aiced and abetted it. He
whispered something in that

Then—I am ashamed to write it—he—

well, yes, he did!— he kissed the pink |

little mouth !

She struggle a little to disengage herself
from his arms. But what cculd she do?
Her feet slipped away again. She only
sank upon bim with increased weight.
Dennis whispered something else, snd re-
peated it more than once before she had
restored to the perpendicular. The young
lady, you see, was helpless. She was ob-
ligr(l to accept the inevitable. She could
not coffer that resistance which her m.iden
modesty demended. Dcnnis was master
of the si‘uation. He used his advantage
recklessly. 'I'nat is, in fact, how he came
his cropptr.

Dennis was genuinely astonished when
he discovercd that the young lady had taken

him seriously. e explaired to the young

lady, as delicately as he could, that she was |

laboring under a delusion. For a long time
she would not believe that Le was in earn-
Ske surmised thet he was

e:t. perpetral-
ing some lcver’s jest upon her. DBut, by
and by, when she found that he really
mear ¢ it, she turped upon Dennis in a

manner that made bim (uake.

““Do you stand there before me,” she
exclaimcd, with indescribable indignation,
“‘and dare to deny that you atked me to—
to marry you ?”

My dear girl,” returned Dennis, looking
anxiously arcund to see that no irquisitive
skaters were within earshot, ‘‘you must
know that I never asked you anything of
the kind.”

“*Never atked me anything of th2 kind,”’ |
cried the young lady in an ascending scale |

of shr.llness which came uncommonly near
the high C. ‘‘Are—are you mad, Mr.
Deroyt, or am 1?7

‘] don't think [ am,” answnred Dennis,
perhaps rather rudely.

The ycung lady burst into tears.

“Y ou insult me, sir,” she sobbed. “W—
what do ycu take me for? 1o you suppese
that I should have let you m—m—m—
make love to me and k—k—k—kiss me,
unless you had first asked me to marry
you ?”

“My dear girl,” answered Dennis, hur-
riecly——for he saw that it was necessary to
soothe her at once if Le was to escape a
scene in this public place—‘‘pray compose
yours: It. I never took you for anytbing
else but what you are—the dearest little
thing alive. But as for marrying, [ never
thought cf that. Couldn’t postibly man-
age i, don't you know. Ilaven't the
means.

“You might have thought of that before
you propcsed to me,” she retorted, indig-
nantly.

“But you are mistaken about that, Miss
Linkley—upon my soul you are,” protested
Dennis.

| wasn't Miss Linkley four days age,”
she interposed, with a queer look.

“Ah, well, Florrie, then,” he hastened
to correct himself. That look ot kers made
him wish himse'f well out of it. “But you
are mistaken, really. I do like you, of
course, awfully, but——"

“You didn’t Lke me four days ago,” she
interjected, with a still more dangerous
loock. Dennis felt half afraid that she
might lose her seli-con(rol and involve him
in the disgrace of a physical tussle before
¢l those skaters,

“|]—-[—mean to say I—I-love you—
upon my sou!, I do,” said Deunnis,, ready,
at the minute, to say anything that would
pacify her.

“With all your heart?” she inquired,
sabjecting his face to a searching guz: of
her dark eyes.

**Yes—ah—with all my heart,” assented
Dennis, meekly.

The young lady still continued to scru-
tinize his face closely. Deaunis wished that
her large eyes were not quite so penetrat-
ing.

“*And you really mean that, D—Dennis—
upon your honor?’ she persisted.

“Upon my honor,” replied the Irishman.

She came nearer and clung to his arm.
She looked up fondly into bis face. Den-
nis began to feel still more uncomtortable.
He had a suspicion that he should not find
it so easy to get out of this foolish little
entanglement.

“*Yes, he should put the truth to her fair
and straight—in writing.” Dennis hated

During his foarth evening’s |

She had a |

coral ear. |

| which Dennis
| laughed in a knowing way and said: ‘“Ah,

to speak unpleasant things. But he could
be as bcld as a lion—on paper.

Next morning Dennis indited this letter.
By return he had a communication, not
from Florrie, but from Florrie’s pa, the dry
goods man in the King's Road, Chelsea.

*Sir (the letter ran)—I am at a loss to
understand the dastardly letter which my
daughter has this day received from you.
[t you think that I shall permit you to pley
fast and loose with my child’s effections,
ycu are very much mistaken. Either you
must retract every word which you have
written in your unmanly letter and express
yourself ready to carry out your engage-
mert with my daughter, or you must be
prepared to meet whatever steps [ shall
consider it necessary to take for the vindi-
cation of that too-confiding angel. Yoursto
command, Joux LoNkrLey.”

«‘Hum !” said Dennis, as he read the let-
ter, with an angry frown. **Too-confiding
angel! Good heavens, what rubbish! I
shall juct sit tight, snd they won’t carry the
matter further. When they see 1 am de-
termined, they will desist from th&r im-
pudent attempt. .

That is how Dennis encouragel himself
But the encouragement was short. lived.
Three days afterward he beard from some
| solicitors in Lincoln's Inn to the effect that
| they were issuing a writ against him tor
breach of promise at the instance of their
| elient, Miss Liukley, who would accept
| service thereot in his behalt. I'hen Denais

saw that merely sitting tight was of no use.

And he did the ficst wise thing that h2 had

dor.e in the course of the affair—he took a

cab and drove straight to the offices of Mr.
| Battleyboy, his family solicitor.

v Daar, dear !” said Mr. Battleyboy when
| he had heard the story. *‘This sounds like
| a bad business, Dennis.”

¢It.s an infernal shame,” ¢jaculated Den-
nis, indignantly. It's a deliberate attempt
| to blackmail me. The girl knows I didn't
propose to her and that [ never bad the
least idea of such nonsense.”

“Very likely. Bat you eee you have
acted so weskly and so foolishly, young
man, that you have simply played into tne
girl's hands  Your aunt has long been
| afraid of some such disaster happening to
| you.”
| «I wish my aunt would be kind enough
( to let my effairs alone,” cried Dennis sulk-
lily. “I shall have to tell her so.”

“Upon my word you must not (uarrel
with your aunt,” said Mr. Battleyboy, “*for
[ it is to her that you will have to look, Der-
| nis, for extrication from this mess.”

**What do you mean ?”

““Mean?’ Mr. Battleyboy shragged his
shoulders expressively. *'I mean that you
won't get out of this under a goodish sum of
money. And who is to find the money ex-
cept your aunt ?  You have no capital.
| Your salary at the Foreign Office hardly
| covers your expenses. No! It's your aunt
| that will have to pay.”
| *[ don't ttink I can apply to my aunt,”
| exclaimed Dennis, aghast at the notion.
| “But I am atraid that is what you will
| have to do,” said Mr. Battleyboy, decidedly

““And it you take my advise, you will call

at Cromwell Road today.”
| After much demurring, Dennis at last
| promised to do so; but not until Mr. Bat-
| tleyboy had painted, in very unpleasant
colors, the probable result ot bis refusal.
| Mr. Pugsnip, the clerk who sat in the outer
| office, and who had done so for the last ten
years, escorted the young man to the street
door. Dennis was too much absorbed in
his own vexatious affair to notice him ; else
he would have detected a look of decided
| interest on Mr. Pagsnip’s usually wooden
’ face.
|

i
|
|
\
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A fortnight later Dennis Deroyt called on
Mr. Battleyboy in a state ot considerable
excitement.

“I say,” he said to the solicitor, as soon
| as tLey were alone, ‘““whom do you think I
| saw at the Empire last night ?”

,* “*Miss—er—Linkley, perhaps,”
| gested the other, eyeing him keenly.
| “Yes, yes. But whom do you think she
| was with ?  Why, your clerk. Pugsnip !”
Mr. Battleyboy seemed neither surprised
| nor disconcerted by this intelligence, over
was so excited. He just

sug-

yes ! Itisrather amusing. Pugsnip had a
hint from me, you see!” **A hint from you ?
I don't understand,” cried Dennis.

“Well!, it was this way: Your aunt nat-
urally did not wish to pay more than was
necessary. So Pugsnip—who is something
of a lady's man—ha, ha !—had a hint to en-
angle the girl in a little affair of tke heart
while he p.otracted our®negotiations. Pug-
snip was eminently successful. I fancy he
saved your aunt something like £100. But
the amusing part of 1t is that the entangle-
ment has taken a serious turn, for Pugsnip
has fallen i love with the girl, and I believe

|

|

they are already engaged. * * * But
talking of engagements, Dennis, your aunt
has given me great pleasure by advising
me that [ shall shortly be required to draw
your cousin Lottie’s settlements. I con-
gratulate you !”

“Thanks,” said Dennis, coloring, and
locking absurdly happy and elated. *‘It is
—er—an—er—old affair, you know.”

“*Which looked at one time like never
coming off. However. all's well that ends
well. And, once again, Dennis, I con-
gratulate you.”

In the course of the summer two weddings
took place, one of which was not reported
in the Morning Post. But Puagsnip and
Miss Linkley did not court publicity. They
had been well paid to keep secret the fact
that they had co-operated with Mr. Battley-
boy and Dennis’ aunt in a little plot to se-
cure that young gentleman’s happiness—by
giving him a good fright. So it was gen-
erally understood that Pugsnip had a little
windfall, in the shape of a legacy, which
enabled him and Miss Linkley to start house-
keeping, aftera lengthy ard protracted
engagement.

““Creme de la creme”

Innocent Little Liars.

We constantly see children who lie habit-
ually, and usually for no recognized reason.
This habit 18 commonly looked upon as an
indication of spontaneous viciousness. In
the majority of cases this opmion has no
basis 1n fact. The children usually are
suffering from disorders of mind and body,
or both, which radically interfere with the
transmission of conceptions and perceptions
from the internal to the external processes
of expression, so that they are really un-
able to be more exact than they seem ; us-
ually theee peculiarities are either neglected
or cause severe punishment to be inflicted,
and the natural result that they are con-
firmed and added to b{ various unfavorable

t

characteristics of cruelty, revenge, slyness,

e o g e i e D

and actual deceit. [Lying does not neces-
sarily mean viciousness, nor is truth re-
garded merely as a saving means of grace.
On the contrary, many & child may be led
to forget the lie simply by being placed in
proper phvsical and mental environments. —
Popular Science Montkly.

“La fayette” (Reina Victoria) cigars 5Scts.
WATCHES CHEAP AND GOOD.

Whmen the Chief Victims of the C.n:e to
Possess a Gold Timekeeper,

(Good watches were probably never ne
fore nearly so cheap #s they are now -\
the New York Sun. You may buy for lees
than 812 a watch warranted to vary not
more than a few seconds a month. The
silver in the case of a watch never was an
important part of the cost of a good time-
keeper, snd now that silver is so cheap,
watch cases at wholesele are of trifling cost.
The watchmaking business has been greatly
subdivided. Cryst Is are mide at one
place, cases at anctier, and works at still
another. There is a growing beliet among
men of moderate means that a gold watch
is a vanity, and that the sole important

thing in a watch is the works. These were
never so good or so cheap as now.

The number of men who carry cheap
watches is constantly on the increase. The
watch clubs of some years ago could bardly
succeed now, becanse men are less under
the fetich of the gold watch than tormerly.
Many men lay aside their gold watches,
heirlooms, gifts, and the hke, and carry

good timekeepers that cost only a tenth

as much. At the same time some mwen of
much less means are willing to save and
deny themselves in order to buy gold
watches. The well-tc-do merchant is per-
haps more likely to carry a gold watch

than the professional man of ten times his |

imcome.

T'here are :till in use a few ola key-wind-
ing silver watches of the sort that began to
disappear with the advent of the stem-
winders. Many of these are excellent
timekeepers. They cost when new from
£25 to 850, and have stood the wear of a
quarter ot a century. They are bet.r
than the 85 and 26 stem-winders freel o -
tcrcd now, though the key-winders ! g
almost nothing inexchange. It wouli ke
half a dezen good time-keeping silver--  d
key-winders to buy one of the cheap ~ -
winders. The dial ot the modern ¢ p
watch is usually numbered in Arabi -
stead of Roman numerals, and any v :h
bearing the latter is usually far from v

Women still cling to the goid w ),
and among the most « xpensive watch 4
those made in Switzerland for wumen.
is not unusual for one of these smal
richly enamelled affairs to cost $250,
the prices run from that into the thousa:
The gold faced-watch is such a nuisar 2
that it is dicappearing. The expensyve

watches made for women are usually ox- |

cellent time keepers. There are,
ever, many cheap and gaudy watches made
in answer to the crez2 tor watches as or-
naments and these cannot so well be de-
pended upon. Watches that have more or
less gold in the case are very cheap now.
Women of all sorts have them, and it is
not unusual to see one in the hands of a
maid servant. Showy watches are mad:
to be given as prizes for those that play
the hundred and one gambling devices set
up in saloons. Some saloon keepers get
watches of the same sort and offer them as
priz-s for the man getting a certain num-
pered ticket, a ticket being given out
with every drivk sold. These wartches are
always advertised as gold. Toeir cheap-
ness is proclaimed in the character of the
decoration, which is crudely elabora‘e.

“Sonacdora” cigars, 15cts or 2 for 25cts.

GAY WAISTCOATS IN FAVOR.

Those With Silk Ewmbroidery May Com
Into Vogue Once More,

As the silk industry is greatly depressed,
there has been some talk of a deputation
to the Prince ot Wales on th: sulject, the
idea teing that if only the Prince could be
induced to wear silk embroidered waist-
coats, a demand might be set for these
sumptuous garments. Bat even if the good
nature cf the heir apparent was equul to
inducing him to appear in public, say in a
scarlet vest it would hardly be infectious. A

taste for gay male attire went out, with
customs much more to be re-

some .
gretted, just as the new regime in-
augurated by the French revolution

came in. And unless the world gets more
foolish than there is any likelihood of its
becoming, the costume will not be easily
restored. The splendid waiscoat, we ad-
mit, died a very slow death. It remained
after the rest of the fine raiment of which
it was a part had vanished. Time was—
not so many years age but that some middle-
aged folk can recall these mild follies of
their youth—when waistcoats were always
ordered apert from the rest of the suit of
clothes. Very moderate dandies had gen-
erally quite a little assortment of ‘‘vests,”
with equally showy scarfs, and possibly
pins to match. The gentleman who clung
to bucksKin Lreeches and Ilessian boots
had,indeed, s> many that they seldom
wore the same article two days running,
and were continually adding to their stock.

When Major Dobtin and Joseph Sedler
landed at Southampton from the Rimschun-
der, East Indiaman, the excollector balted
long enough to order half a dozen new
waistcoats, and to this day tha typical John
Bull, who stood for his portrait soon after
the battle of Waterloo, 1s invariably repre-
sented in a fine flowered waistcoat. And
after the waistcoats in brocade, and scarlet,
green and purple, and blue velvet got worn
out and were not renewed in Europe, they
continued popular in Amarica. A trapper
or a gold digger, when he returned to
civilization with all the extravagant tastes
of a salor from a long cruise, ordered,
among his ficst attribautes to the lite of
towns, a lew very gay waistcoats, and, it
he desired to cut a figure in St. Louis
or San Francisco or Council Bluffs,
would direct them to be made of
the material ‘“‘fore and aft.” In the
Southern States especially, fine waist-
coats were long popular. Indeed, so fam-
iliarly was the weakness of transatlantic
visitors known that, in the faraway days
‘“‘before the war,” ILondon teilors always
kept a “‘handsome line” of *‘‘cut velvet
vests” for the ‘‘American market.” But
even the American dandy has at length

how- |

discarded such vanities, and we are sure
that, among the boxes of clothing sent
nowadays to the New York exquisite by
the London tailor whom he patrenizes,
such a thing as a gold-sprigged or silk-
flowered waistcoat is never included. Now
and then eccentricities in the under gar-
ment appear in Oxford and Cambridge,
and for a time striped waistcoats like those
footmen are doomed to wear were moder-
ately popular with some very young men.
Bat .m ng sober-minded people it would

1 = some courage to go beyond the
‘« a buff or simply white.—I.ondon

8 B
(.4 1aa Victoria extra) cigars 10ets.

THE DOG, THE MAN, AND THE
MEAT.

A friend of mine and I were walking
together the other day ; a dog dashed past
us after something he saw on the pave-
ment. It was a big piece of meat. He
pounced on it and swallowed it in two
seconds. My companion looked at the
dog with envious admiration. “*My
ble friend,” he said, **I'll give you £ 5,000
for your appetite and your digestion. You
are not atraid to eat; I am.” But the
dog knew what happiness is made of. He
declined the offer and trotted away.

It is astonishing bow many different

eople use this expression. ‘I am” or

was ' afraid to eat; As the writer pens
these lines five letters lie on the table be-
fore him, every one of them con‘aining it.
Yet the persons who wrote the letters are
not kaown to one another. There was,
therefore, no agreement ameng them.
Why should there be, even if they were
acquainted ?

No, there is nothing in it to wonder at.
They went through the same experience,
and express it in the most natural way,
that's all.

But whet does it mean? Are people
suspicious of poisoned tood? No, no; that
is not se. The food is not poisoned before
it is eaten, but a'terwards. An example
will show what really occurs, and why so
many are so afraid to eat.

We <uote from one of the letters: ““One
night early in 1892,” says the writer, *“[
was seized with dreadful pains in the pit
ot the stomach, and a choking sensation
in the throat. | feared I was going to die.
My wite cclled in a neighbor- They ap-
plied hot flannels and turpentine, but I got
no relief. Then a doctor came and gave
me medicine. He said he never saw any-
one’s tongue in such a condition. It was
of a yellow color, and covered with a
slimy phlegm, so thick I cculd have
scraped it with a knife. I had a foul bit-
ter taste in my mouth, and my eyes were
so dull I could scarcely see. 1 had a beavy
pain in the side, and felt so dejected and
miserable [ didn't know what to do with
myself. What little food I took gave me
so much pain I was afreid toest. The
doctor put me on starvation diet, and in-
jected morphine to ease the pain.

“(retting no real benefit from the first
doctor [ saw another, who said I had en-
largemert of the lver. He gave me
medicines, but I got no better. In August
I went to Exmouth to see what my native
air would do for me, but came back worse
than ever. I had lost over three stone in
weight, and being too weak to move about
I used to lie on the couch most of the t:ma.
I never expected to get well, and didn’t
care much what became of me.

““One day in October my wife said, /¢
eppears the do tors can do nothing for you,
so I am going to doctor you myself.
She went to the Southern Drug Store on
Camberwell Road, and got a bottle of
Mother Seigel's Curative Syrup. Alter
taking this medicine for a few days the
pain 11 my stomach left me, my appetite
improved, and I gained some ttrength.
Scon afterwards I was back at my woik.
The people in the cflice, seeirg how weil
I looked, asked me what had cured me,
and I answered Mcther Szigels Curative
Sprup. I shall be glad to reply to any
inquiries about my case. (Signed),
Charles Harris, 74, DBezresford Street,
Camberwell, London, December 1st,
1892.”

Mr. Harris's statement goes straight to
the point. Why was he atraid to eat?
Becavuse his food gave bim pain without
giving him strength. This was dead
wrong. It was exactly the reverse of
what it should have beea. When a man
is in proper form he gets vigour and
power from his :neels, and eats them with
enjoyment and relish. If he doesn’t there
is something the matter with him. What
is 1t ?

Now let your thougts expand a bit,
so as to take in a broad principal. One
man’s meat is another man’s poisor, they
say. That't so but it is only halt of tle
tru.k. Any man’s meat is any man’s poison,
under certain conditions. If grain never
gets farther than the mill hopper we should
never have bread, and if (bread cr other
tood) never got further than the stomach
we should never have strength. See?
Well, when the stomach is torpid,inflamed,
and “ox sTRIKE,” what happens? Why,
your food lies in it anl ros. The fer-
mentation produces poisons which get into
the blood and kick up the worst sort of
mischief all over the body. This is indi-
gestion and dyspepsia, though the doctors
ca!l each and every trick ot if by a separ-
ate name. Yet they don’t cu:e it, which
18 the main thing atter all.

But Mother Seigel's Curativ: Syrup
does, as Mr. Harris says, and as thousands
of others say.

Not to be Fooled,

“No,” observed the cow. I will hold
my temper. I suspect that red parcsol is
merely a trap to get me into trouble with
the new woman.”

Waller Baker & o, Limited

The Largest Manufacturers of

PURE, HICH CRADE

CocoAs «nd CHOCOLATES

On this Continent, have received

2=/ HIGHEST AWARDS

from the great

Industrial and Food

L ) EXPOSITIONS
. \\IN EUROPE AND AMERICA.

‘Caution: In view of the

many imitations
of the labels and wrappers on our
|goods, consumers should make sure
that our place of manufacture,
namely, Dorchester, Mass.
is printed on each package.

SOLD BY GROCERS EVERYWHERE.,

WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD- DORCHESTER, MASS,
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UST TAKE
THE CAKE

of SURPRISE SoAP

and use it, or have it used on

wash day without boiling or scalding

the] clothes.

Mark how white and clean

them.

is about the wash.

and smooth it

leaves the hands.

OULL ALWAYS
HAVETA CAKE.

How little bard work there
How white

it makes
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PUT YOUR
FOOT IN IT!

§
The S'ater Shoe (for men). Never
{irget that your shoes should fit your
;
<
4
@

feet—don’t try to make your feet fit the
shoes. Put your foot in

“A Slater Shoe”

and learn what comfort means. Shoes
made on wooden models should be worn
The Slater Shoe
nature

Iv.\' wooden men,

is fashioned after and makes

friends with yvour feet the first time you wear it.

all sizes; any width., Three grades

; 3 ) A Made by the
Goodyear Welt machine, of best imported calfskin, Six shapes;

$3.00--$4.00--$5.00 (Stamped on the Soles).
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