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HER [DEAL 
Esther Lindsay was ninete«p when first 

her story wis published. It was not the 
first one she had written by any means. 
But soniehow her contributions always fell 
short of the mark of excellence necessary 
to insure them a favorable consideration, 
and maruscript a'ter manuscrijt was re- 
turned to her, and was securely locked 
away in the old drawer ot her old -fashion- 
ed bureau, which had been dadic «ted, with 

a good many tears of disappointment, as a 
repoeitory for all rej cted cfferings at tue 
shrine of literature. 

Sne worke | ste «dily for mo-e than three 
months on her ‘‘Story of the Steamer Ken- 
drick.” One night she fiuished rewriting 
it for the twenty: fist time, and the next 
day she sent it to J2sse Arnold, editor of 
the Ironton In)a 1d Weekly, with a five-line 
note, asking him to read it carefu’'ly, and 
even it he cou'd not use it to let her know 
what he thought ot it Her **S:ory of the 
Steamer Kendrick” was nota work of 
genius, but there were phases «f the plct 
that were strong and passages that were 
unusually well conceived and executed, 
and after reading it three times Jesse 
Arno'd, who was a conscientious edi o-, 
decided to kvep it. He accepted i. with 
that feeling of uncertain'y with 
which an insurance man issues 
a policy on an ex'‘ra haz- 
ardous risk, and congratulated himself on 
his shrewdness with equal delight wben it 
turned out to be preterred. Tae public 
liked the story, and several critics who 
condestended to review the Inland Weekly 
praised it. Perhaps Editor Arnold him- 
selt was wore fally aware ot th: glaring 
absurdities in the piece he had brought 
out than were any of its readers, and eaca 
favorable comment tht came to his notice 
only made them the more apparent. At 
last he concladed to write to bis unknown 
li erary protege and warn her against 
certain errors which might be pardoned 
in a young author's first story. but which, 
if oiten repeated, would be a serious draw- 
back to her advancement in her art. B:- 
fore he did so, however, she sent him an- 
other hastily written story, and a letter 
which was a strange jumble of gratitude to 
him for bringing ber before the public, 
thankfulness that she had ben so well 
received and unstinted expressions of a 
steadfast belief that she was fairly launched 
on a sea of success. where wrecks and 
disasters were an impossibility. In con- 
clusion, she hinted that Lh: ought to be 
eternally grateful to her for allow 
ing him to print a story which would, 
1a all probability, had luster round 
his own reputation es well as her own. 
That evening hie wrote the contemplated 
letter. 
“Youn are in dangerof b2i g spiiled,” 

he siid in part.  **You need advice and I 
feel that I have the right to address you in 
the capacity of censor. RR: member jou 
are in an up-to-date world. Visioniry, 
idealistic, sketches such as yours may make 
very good reading, but they are not the 
true stuff. You have unquestioned ability, 
but it you wish to succzed you mast turn 1t 
to the portrayal of livicg m2n and women, 

of her theory. She waited a moment for 
him to speak, then exclaimed impatiently : 
“Well, why don’c you siy something?” 
“‘Beause,” he answered, leaning tar 

back in his creaking chair and clasping his 
hinds behind his head, **I see quite pliin- 
ly that whatever argument I may present 
will only antagoniz: you. Youmay know 
such men as you d-pict; I do not, and my 
experience has been infinitely more varied 
than yours. I kaow you will not heed me. 
but I repeat that it will not pay you to live 
in a world peopled only by ideals. You 
must associats with the resl. Take some 
man ot your acquaintance, study him; 
take human nature for your model, and you 

will be on the right track ” 
“You have only on? view, and, though 

it may be right, I feel as though I should 
be giving up the best part ot myself t) 
sacrifice my opinion to yours,” she said, 
with that touch ot wisdom she had lately 
assumed. “Bat [ suppose,” th? con- 
tinued,” that if my stories are up to the 
standard you will not decline themi on 
account of that one technicality.” 
He smiled again. *‘No,” he said, ‘‘not 

on that account.” 
To have one article printed. even thouzh 

it be in the Ironton Inland Weekly, doe: 
not give unquestioned entree into the col- 
umes of every other periodical in the coun- 
try and for many months after the appear- 
ance of her first story Esther Lisdsay plod- 
ded wearily over her literary way, which 
was an up-bill, sinuous path. A scor: of 
unfortunate tales were added to the unpub- 
lished lisrary in the bureau drawer before 
she found an outlet tor her ideas th? second 
time. Then tollowed five years of ups and 
downs. No literary aspirant ever bad a 
more j :alous guardian toan she had in Jesie 
Arnold. He exaited in every victory she 
achieved and Cepl red every de'eat he mace 
as keenly as though it had been his own, 
and then one day when some unexpected 
turn of ill-lu'k mad: her despair of trying 
to push on farther in the course she had 
ma) sed out for herselt he cippad the ch 
mx of bis sympathy and iaterest by ask- 
10g her to marry him. 

It was a suprise to her, a1d she prompt- 
ly re used him. 

**I never expected this from you,” she 
said, trying to temper his dismissal with a 
kind of an apology, ‘ you, who knew me 
so well. You may call me a dreamer, an 
diot it you like, but I have my id=al still, 
and unless I find him in real life I shall 
never marry.” 

“I'm afraid you will always stay sin:le 
then,” he rejoined, sharply. ‘I thought, 

judging by your later writing, that you 
bal commenced to hold common s2nse 
views on some things, but I suppose I am 
mistaken. You may change your mini 
yet.” 
“You shall never know it if I do,” she 

flared out, angrily, and that ended the first 
chapter ot their own rom nce. 
She never sent any ot her work to the 

Inland Weekly for publication after that 
one unhappy incident which left the friend- 
ship that had existed between her and its 

| editor partially wrecked, and he only knew 

and not imaginary puypets that you hive | 
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her progress through the magazines, to 
which the hd at last become a frequent 

contributor. 
He watched with a particular interest the 

evolution of the character of her heroes. 
| The Juneissue ota well known monthly 

It may be quite | 
| 
contained a story that made his pulses 

| throb and quiver with hope and joy. He 
| lett the Inland Weekly in charge 
| of a suborinate for a few days and 

New Yorker at that, bu: I doubt it any of | 
ns would relish a closer acqaintance wih 
him; he would be an excresence on the 

human race, and after your second or third 

| ideal of mankind, 

went down to see Iisther Liudsay. 
““When vou wrote your ‘Story of the 

Steamer Kendrick® your hero was your 
was he not?" he askad 

| as soon as he could speak to her alone. 

story the publi: would have none of him. | 

So take warning. 
man-—{ull of imperfections if need be—and 
let the gods take care of themselves. 

Esther Lindsiy real and reread 
edi‘or's letter. Ile bad not intended to 
mik2 it unnecessarily pointed or critical, 
but of all the characters she bal ever con- 
jared up her last bero had been the 
objzct ot her most sincere admiration, and 
the admonition to shun bim and his ilk 
touched her in the most vulnerable spot. 

“J want that man to understand me,” she 

said to her mother, after having dreamed 
over the contents of the letter for a couple 
of nights, “‘and in order to bring that a- 
bout I am going down to Ironton to see 
him, for it would be utterly useless for me 
to attempt to explain in writing just what 
stand I have taken on this subjoct.” 

Her tamily knew ber too well to remon- 
strate against the proposed visit, and the 
next morning she took the early train for 
Ironton. It was late in the afternoon when 
she reached the cflice of the Ironton Inland 
Weekly. Jesse Arnold was closing bis 
office and she met him just outside the door. 
She inquired for him aad he stepped back 
into bis paper bestrewn den and motioned 
her to follow. 

“] am Jesse Arno'd,” he said, in that 
still way which habitually adopted when ad- 
dressing strangers. ‘*What is it you wish 
to see me about?” 
At his best the editor was not a good 

looking man, and that day, when he stood 
between her and the window, where the 

full beams of the evening sun poured in and 
seemed to exaggerate eyery defect in his 
person, from the most upright end of his 
short bleek hair to his disproportionately 
large feet, he was painfully conscious that his 
loosely knit body and swarthy complexion 
never appeared to worse advantage. 

She took in the details of the room and 
the general make-up of its occupant with 
che comprehensive sweep of her clear blue 
eyes, and then said simply : 

“I am Esther Lindsay. If it does not in- 
convenience you I should like to talk to 
you a little while about the last letter you 
wrote me.” 

Toere was but a trace of his former re- 

Mike your hero a real | 

| 

the | 

serve left, and he took her hand impulsive- | 

ly. 
5 am glad to see you,” he raid, with a 

smile—tho best part of Jesse Arnold was 

his smile—*-are you willing to let me be 
your doctor and to take my prescriptions | 
taithiully?” 
“No,” she said, flushing slightly under 

his close scrutiny, I dont think I am. I don’t 
think I can. “‘You don’t understand,” she 
went on, earnestly, encenraged by his look 
of friendly jaterst. “I don’t suppose 
there are any men that are absolutely per- 
fect, but I have my ideal of what a man 
should be, and I pat him body and soul in- 
to my ‘Story of the Steamer Kendrick.’ I 
don’t think that I am over optimistic when 
I say that 1 believe with all my heart that 
such men live and that you and I have met 
them and can point them out.” 
He shook his head in q ¢/e¢ controversion 

“Yes.” she said soitly. 
““And you were determined that if you 

failed to fiad such a creation in real life 
you would never marry ?” 

“Yes,” again. 
“When you wrote this last story you 

had evidently ex )erienced a change heart 
and mind ?” 
Again the monosyllibic reply. 
“Would you mind telling me where you 

got your idea of a man therein described ?” 
“No,” she said defiantly; ‘not in the 

least. I painted my imaginary character 
as I remembered you that day when I first 
saw you in your office at Ironton. You 
ought to recognize him; there is the same 
crooked nose, the same unruly hair, the 

same smile, the same sunlit window at 
your back. You told me then to take a 
triend—someone full of imperfections, it 
might be—and study him and make him a 
model for my hero. I have done so.” 
He leaned torward and looked into her 

pretty blue eyes. 
“And is he your ideal?” he asked. 
“Yes,” she said once more. 

ROUGH ON THE PURITANS. 

Author who Shows New England 

Pioneers in Their Worst Light. 

According to the Springfield Republican, 

a miscellaneous collection of odds and 

ends—is William R. Bliss’ “‘Side Glimpses 

From a Colomal Meeting House,” While 

certified by town records and by quotations 

from old newspapers, diaries, and sermons; 
these pages tell the truth invidiously, and 

evince an undisguised satisfaction in setting 
the early New Englander in the unkindly 

light of his worst foiblcs. 
Here is Mr. Bliss’ chapter on ‘‘the meet- 

ing-house devil,” in which he gathers a 

great number of unpleasintnesses concern- 

ing the building or placing of houses of 
worship, and the relations of those who 

preached or worshiped therein with cach 
other. Hadley was disturbed for thirteen 

years over a meeting-house site. It oc- 

casioned more than fifty special town meet- 
ings, and was finally ended by a lottery. 

The Watertown people quarrelled many 

years over two meeting-houses until the 

general court ordered the removal of both 

to other lozations, ‘‘on the principle,” as 

Mr. Bliss assumes, ‘‘that kennels of fight- 
ing dogs should be far from each other.” 

In connection with the migration of 

Thomas Hooker and his flock to Hartford 
he says: “It was a religion of the New 

Englander to have his own way. Ile nour- 

ished a will which closed on its purpose as 

a steel trap closes its jaws ona woodchuck.” 
Tracing bak Hooker's line to ‘John 
Rogers, he of the nine small children and 
one at the breast, seen in the New England 

An 

Primer,” he presumes that the martyr ‘‘and 
his fellows who suffered under the rule of 
Queen Mary were, like Hooker, victims of 

a ‘certain choler and obstinate will.”’ 
Tois phrase he quotes from a letter of 

Father Parsons, writing in 1598, which 

ascribes ‘‘the sufferings of the martyrs and 
confessors in lngland not so much to 
virtu: and love of (God’s cause as to a cer- 
tain choler and obstinate will to contra- 

dict the magistrate.” Ia Wallingford 
“there wasa hand-to hand fight in the 

foundation trenches of a new-meeting house 
the result of a quarrel on the do:te ine of 
probation. This was a ‘‘spite msetin’ 
house,’ ” a ‘nama given to many others 

that were bu'lt in New England.” 
Next to qaarrels the devil got into some 

of his most effective work in rum and mixed 
drinks, which, according to this writer, 

had stroag affizities with the religion of 

colonial times. Ani next to rum comes 
the addiction of the New Koglanders to 
slavery and the slave trade. ‘‘It was rum 

that forced the growth of slavery in New 
England. * * * The commerce in rum 

ani slaves furnished nearly all the money 
that was annually remitted to pay for 
merchandise brought from Eagland.” 

“Boston and Newport wera slav: mar- 
kets. Peter Faneuil was deep in the bus- 

ness, and so were other solid m:n ot B)s- 

ton. The distillers at tim2s could not 

keep up with the slave trade. In 1752 
Isaac Freeman's correspondeat at New- 

port raplied to an order for a cargo of rum 
‘There are so miny vessels and molasses: 

loading for Gainea we cin't get on: hogs 

head of rum for the cash. We have been 

to New London and all along the seaport 

town to pu-chase molasses, but can’t get 

one hogshead.’” 
To put the New Eaglanders in a still 

worse light, our writer impugns thir 
business rectitude. Simz2on Porter 

structs his captain sailing for Africa in 

1768: ¢-Make your chief trade with the 

in- 

blacks, and little or none with the white 

people, if possible to be avoided. Water 
the rum as muah as possible and sell as 

much by short ms2asure as you can.” 

Siys Me. Bliss: ““Tais man repressnted | 

tha cowum>rcial morality of that tim2s. 

John Hancock wis a smuggler otf tea; 

Peter Faneuil was a smuggler of brandies ; 

it wis a common event to find bundles | 

of shingles short in number, quintals of | 

fish short in weight, casks of rum and | 

hogsheads ofmolasses short in gallons.” 

In the chapter on ‘The Composite 

Paritan” the New Eaglander is describad 

as a sadly repulsive mixture of the | 

doctrinal aad political Puritan, both in | 
one indeed, as duplicating John Calvin, | 
who “‘stood behind them aud shaped the | 

form and policy of their government.” | 
Calvin is described as the (uintesseace of 
whatever is bigoted, intolerant, and crusl. 

Mr. Bliss quotes Palfrey’s saying that the 
Paritan represented ‘‘the manl'ness of | 

England,” but differs from him altogeth r. | 
“It is true to say that he represeets the | 

obstinate willfulness of the Iiaghsh race.” 
At the same time he credits him with the 

least possible of a true devotional spirit. 

“Tae religious Paritan to whom the cross 
was an offcnse was a darkened being. "I'he 

doctrinal Puritans were seat at the outset 
by commercial adventurers, accompanied | 

by educated ministers who were to convert | 

the Indians. Bat the later immigrants 

were mainly of a different sort. They 

were not religionists. * * * No re- 
presentatives of science, art, or literature 

came; no statesman, no poet, nor any 

great leader of social life. But there did 
come with a few merchants and lawyers 
shiploads of common people, yeomen, 

tradesmen, mechanics, s>rvants, and idlers. 
These all put together made the composite 
New England Puriten. Into this mass 
must be mixed Huguenots,Germans, Scotch 
prisoners sent by Cromwell, and whit: 

slaves imported trom Ireland to be sold, 

who became the forbears ofa part of the 
population ; and to complete the contents 
of the caldron I must add the abundant 
offspring of miscegenation between the 

Indian and the white race.” 

Menzle, Turner & Co.'s Exhibit 

Is situate 1 in the northwest corner of the 

first gallery ot the main building, and with- 

out exaggeration is one of the nattiest and 

most representative to be found anywhere 

upon the grounds. The lines of their manu- 

facture consists of shaded cloths ot all de- 

scription and kinds known to the trade, and 

they are displaying a number of decidely 

new things, among which are what they 

term Elite. The name, we must say, 18 

quite in keeping with the goods shown, 
which sheuld be seen by dealers before 

placing their crders for spring. Their 

street car and railway coach curtain 

materials are also of interest to those who 

re quire such goods. Their Hercules water- 

proot for open excursions and street cars 

can be seen upon the Toronto Railway cars 

and many other railways, as well as at 

their exhibit and is without doubt a great 

improvement upon anything of the kind 

vet seen, and should meet with a growing 

demand, whils their Eureka cloths for 

closed cars and railway coacb-s are up to 

dite in every particular. Their fixture 

tor holding car curtains in position is the 

acme of simplicity and durability. Taeir 

exhibit comprises a great many lines of 

imported gods, such as English, German, 

French and Swiss laces, iringes, curtains, 

poles, pole trimmings, tassels, pulls, up- 

holstery, hardware and every variety of 

ariicle” in any way connected with the 

window shade and car curtain trade. Their 

display is unique, exhaustive and a credit 

to the Industrial Exhibition Association, 

and must be,seen to be appreciated. —Irom 

Toronto Globe, S:pt. 6th, 1895. 

“California Vines. 

California vintage has row begun, and 

trastworthy estimates a3 to the produstion 

ara now available. In every district the 

outlook is more favorable than last year. 

The production of dry wine in the States 

will be about 20 to 25 per cent greater thin 

last year, and will be {rom 112,000,000 to 

half the folks 

13,000,000 gallons. About 4,500,000 gal- 

lons of sweet wine will be produced, mak- 
ing a total wine production in California 
this year of about 17.000,000 gallons. 

This is far short of the consumption,and 
much less than the production of 1893, so 
winemakers look for good prices and pros 
perous times. The average price for [dry 

wine grapes will be about $15 a ton.—Ex. 

REUBEN E. TRAUX, 0 
M. P. P., SPEAKS. 

Troubled, With Indigestion and Dyspepsia 

for 16 Years, 

Treated by Physicians and Obtained No 

Benefit, 

Three Bottles of South American Nervine 

Produced a Complete Cure, 

An Important Utterance From This Liberal 

Member of the Local Legislature, 

The most common experience has plainly 
demonstrated that when the digestive or- 
gavs sre deranged the whole system is de- 
ranged. Life is hardly worth living to the 
man who is a downright victim of indigee- 
tion, and neglect of stomach troubles soon 
create chronic indiges'ion 

In the country of Bruce few men are 
better known than Mr. Reuben E. Truax 
M. P. I’, who for years has most ably re- 
presented that constituency in the l.ocal 
Legislature. It would be a hard matter 
for him, however, to perform bis duties 
with anything like zest and success it he 
were today a sufferer as he was rather 
more than a decade ago. Indigestion was 
the trouble, and it was trouble enough. 
He says: “I was tor about ten years very 
much troubled with indigestion and dys- 

pepsia. 1 tried a great many different 

kinds of patent medicinzs, and was treated 

by a number of physicians, but found no 

benefit in any case. | was recommended 

to try South American Nervine. Iobtain- 
ed a bottle and I must say I found very 
great relief. I followed this with two more 
botiles, which proved sufficient to effect a 

permanent cure. Iam now entirely tree 

trom indigestion, and would strongly re- 
commend all my f:llow-sufferers from the 

disease to give South American Nervine an 
mmediate trial. It will cure you.” Pr 

Rabbits in Australia. 

In Australia the rabbits climb walls— 
built at enormous expense under the delu- 
sion that they are ‘rabbit proot”—and run 
up and hide in the numerous hollow trees 
as if they were opossums. Tender of wet 

| feet here, in Australia they have overcome 
the pr jadice, and take to the water, and 

| swim across rivers like water rats. 

No Danger of an Alarm. 

First thief (in hotel (bedroom) —*‘Go 

quiet, Jim. There's a woman asle2p in 

that bed.” 
Sacond thief—*‘It don’t matter if she 

| wakes up.” 
(ae scream would bring 

in the house to the door.” 

“She won't scream. If she’ wakes up 
she'll throw the covers over her head and 

keep still.” 
“Why will she?” 

“Her hair is all up in curl-papers.’ 

‘Walter Baier & Co. Limited, 
The Largest Manufacturers of 

GR PURE, HIGH CRADE 

J COCOAS xd CHOCOLATES 
On this Continent, have received 

J HIGHEST AWARDS 
from the great 

A Industrial and Food 
) EXPOSITIONS 
1 \\ IN EUROPE AND AMERICA. 

\ 
£ \ : « In view of the 

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

“Jt don't? 

SOLD BY GROCERS EVERYWHERE. 

WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD- DORCHESTER, MASS, 

USE 

S0AP 
on Wash Day. 
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ASK YOUR MM PERIAT. 
SEITADES. DEALER FOR 3 

MENZic, TORNER!&Co., | Soom: ve LG, Ww 0., | Strongest, 
Shade Maniacta rers tothe Trade, Toronto Best. 

Sola bv all reliable dealers. 

Use Onlv Pelee Island Wine Co’s. Wine 

OUR Swen Carawi THEY ARE PURE JUICE 
BRANDS, Sr Avabsmive, (Registered), : OF THE GRAPE 

JLARET, v 

MArcH 156TH, 1798 
E.G. SCOVIL, AGENT PELEE ISLAND GRAPE JUICE, ST. JOHN, N. b 

DEAR SIR,—My family have received great Lenefits from the use ot the PELEE ISLAND GRAPE JU108 

during the past four vears. It is the best vonic and sedative for debility, nervousness and weak lungs we 

have #ver tried. It 1s much cheaper and pleasanter than medicine. I would not be without it in the 
nous Yours, JAMES H. DAY, Day’s Landing, Kings Co. 

E.C. SCOVIL. 
Tea and Wine Merchant, - - « « 62 Union Street St Jo}pn 
Telephone 523, Sole Agentfor Mar wu. . rov.rces. 
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LNBURGH LoDo & JUALIN | 

For Sale by Street & Co.t 

REGISTERED PROPRIETORS 
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