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GOT HIS CLOTHES BACK.

THE SAILOR KNEW TOO MUCH FOR
THE SBOLDIERS.

e Owed the Refuge $18.00 for Board and
They Tried to Keep his Garments—The
Law was on his Side and he Recovered
Them—Other Matters.

Harnrax, Oat. 29.—Eva Booth the
commissioner of the Salvation Army, sp2nt
Sunday in Halifax. Shs sbowed hersslf
t> be a woman ot great eloquence and rc-
markable earnestness. Miss Booth shines
above all, however, as an administrator,
and she knows how to manage with an
idea to success. She will hive a few
poiaters to give in this direction to the
corps in Halifax, who latterly seem to be
in need of one or two lessons. At the
salvation barbor or shelter bouse, the other
day, ths managem:nt found themselves the
crediors of a sailor, yclept Matin, to the
extent of $18. The sailor left the
gheiter without paying up the bill
and in self- defense the Salvationists kept
the sailor's clothes and refused to give
them up. Now that ssilor knew a thing or
two, more than the Salvation harbor man-
agement, for he was aware that they could
not legally retain the clothing of a sailor
for eny amount greater than on2 dollar.

mlother words, the law is that if any
Jsirding house peop'e allow a sailor to get
more than ore dollar in debt ttey have a
remedy, but it is not that of the power to
keep bis clothing. The duds, theretore,
the Salvationists had to relinquish. They
went to the city_hall, and took out a cap-
ias for Matin. He was too spry for them
though, and up to date bas not been heard
from. This is 2 small matter but it shows
how keea even salvationistsmust bein order
to keep financially right in these days.
Everyboly almost, admits that the Salva-
tion Army bas done much good in Halifax.

In order to show from an other quarter
bow necessary it is to keep up with
the times and ayoid mistakes and loss,
the case of a minister in Spriog-
bill may te mentioned. This minister
was member of & church board of missions.
Early one morning recently he packed his
valise and started for Halifax to attend a
meeting which be believed was to take place
that night. He went to the place ot resort
for such gatherings and was surprised to
find himeeli the only cleric, or layman
either, for that matter, who thought it
worth while to put in an appearance. A
little inquiry showed the mis-guided minis-
ter that the synod had changed the date of
meeting and the time for it to convene was
yet weeks off. The Rev. brother lost two
days over the trip but he has the benefit of
a worthy resolve to k2ep better posted in
future.

A DAY IN COLOMBO.

Described by Mrs. H, E. West;-}‘ormel'ly
Miss Margarvet Balley.

Mrs H. E. West, formerly so well
knowa in Fredericton as Miss Margaret
Bailey, sends from her Australian home an
interesting account of a visit to Colombo.
Her old triznds will be glad to revive this
pleasant acquaintanceship through the
medium of such a letter:

Arriving in Colombo on the morning of
a beautifally bright clear day, a partyofus
left our good ship the *‘Oruba” to go
ashore in a row boat manned by native
oarsmen. We passed on our way, innum-
erable small, queerly shaped crafts called
catamarans formad of a larger and smaller
boat connected by two bamboo poles.

The day was intensely hot, but one did
not have time to give muzh thought to it,
amongst so many novel and interes'ing
sights. Having visited the baziars and
been almost driven wild with native shop
keepers running after us with all sorts ot
.oriental curious, and insisting upon

“@ buying th:m which we did for
peace sake, we soon left the ba-
zaars, and engaging &  carriage
aund Singalese driver, we proceeded to the
Cinnamon gardens, passing on our way the
mos; beautiful tropical trees, and plants
re‘endent with colour, one tree bearing
clusters of vividred blossoms; also large
cocoanut palms, uader which the natives
have their dwellings. Such queer little
dwellings they are too ; made of mud, with
th#tched roofs, and without doors, so that
b @y nterior can be plainly viewed. Had
we bad time we would have visited the
Buddist temples, as our little Buddist guide
was very anxious that we should, but we
were obliged to content ourselves with
a view of the exterior and a dim
imagination of what was within.

Returning by another road, and passing
several comfortable looking bungalows,
almost buried in tropical verdure, we soon
arrived at the Oriental Hotel, facing the
harbor, where we had lunch2on under huge
swinging punkahs, which made the atmos-
phere quite diflerent from the hot street.
We were attended by natives in loose
white flowing garments, and sandals, while
their long hair was drawn back by circular
pieces of tortoise-shell resembling combs.
After resting and cooling ourselves thor-
oughly, we engaged a Hindoo driver and

drove to Mount Livinia where we had tea at
a very fine hotel situated on a bluff with the
Indian Ocean on one side, and on the other,
and stretching for miles along the shore,
vast cocoanut groves; it was indeed a love-
ly sceme. Several natives, dealers in
silver, were at the hotel and much fun we
bad over our purchases, which we thought
we were making grand bargains for, but
for which we were afterwards told by the
officers of the ship that we had given just
double their worth, which was wmost dis-
couraging. Oae hasto be quite prepar-
ed for th2se native dealers and give them
only a quarter ot what they ask.

It was the native Xmas day in Colombo,
and th3 entire native population was in the
streets putting up floral decorations in front
of their dwellings and seeming vary happy
at their occupation. One or two natives
we passed of the better class, were
clad in bright yellow satin which a’ a dis-
tanca looked quite effective against the
dark foliage. We drove back during the
fashionable bour in Colombo, along a
pretty drive by the sea, where we saw
numbers of rick-shaws run by muatives,
which to us lookzd very odd, and many
pretty carriages, and officers on horse back.
We returned imnediately to the ship, quite
decided in our minds that it was the most

interesting day we had ever spen’.
M. B.

A BST. JOHN MAN HONORED.

Mr. J. P. Lormer Presented with an Ad.
dress in Melbourne, Australla.

In the recent issue of the Melbourne Age
of Australia there is a long ard flattering
potice of a presentation made to Mr. J. P.
Lormer a gentleman formerly well known
bere who has ¢vidently been stirring up
matters  in that big city. PRroGREss re-
prints the account which cannot fail to be
interesting to many.

*“The upper room of the Athenwxim Hall,
Collins-street, was crowded last evening by
friends and admirers of Mr. W. J. Lormer,
J. P., the occasion being the presentation
to him of a chzque for £133, publicly sub-
scribed to remmburse him the. expense to
which be was put in substan‘iitiog the
charges of corruption he hid brought
against certain jastices of the peace. He
was further presented with a painting of
himself, and an address from the committee
which took charge of the public testimonial.

Mr. James Cook, chairman of the test-
imonial committe, who presided, stated

that the object of the gatharing was to ex.
press sympsthy wi'h Mr. Lormer for ths

worry, anxiety and trouble he had experi-
enced during the past 12 months in con-
nection with the diffi:ult task of purifying
the administration of justice, and also to
show admiration for the moral courage be
had displayed in fighting such a cause.
(Applause.) Mr, Lormer's task was a
most difficult one, as he bad to fight a
number of people only too anxious to hush
up matters. (Applause.) He was also
hampered by the lethargy, supineness and
hesitation of the Government, and especi-
ally the Law departmeat. (Applause )
But noting all these drawbacks, Mr. Lor-
mer bad com2 out with flying colors.
(Applause.) When Le and Mr. Rodier
pointed this out to the Premier as a reason
why Mr. Lormer should not be called upon
to pay all his own expenses, Mr. Turner
became ratber warm, and said he had to
keep a tight hold on the purse strings of
the colony

Mr. W. B. Bodier, described as one of
the oldest justices of the peace in the col-
ony, and town clerk of Ballarat East, said
that until the report ot the board was pub-
lished he had not been acquainted with Mr.
Lormer ; but when he found that the result
of the inquiry was to purity the alministra-
tion of justice, he felt it his duty to person-
ally sympathise with that gentleman in the
great struggle he had gone through, and
the manly battle he had fought. (Ap-
plause )

Mr. S. Mauger said the one thing he
admired in this episode was the moral
courage displayed by Mr. Lormer. (Ap-
plause.) Unfortunately their public men
and semi-public men were, generaally
speaking, wanting in this quality, and when
it was shown by a man whose action would
be of inestimable value to the country, it
was their duty to honor him in the bighest
possible manner. (Appiause.)

The Chairman then presented Mr. Lor-
mer with a beautifully illuminated address.

Mr. Lormer, on risiag to reply, was
received with cheers. After thanking the
members of the committee and the sub-
scribers for their presents, he stated that
his expenses in connection with the inquiry
amounted to about £60. He would gladly
accept that amount, and the remainder he
would devote to some of their very needy
charities. (Applause.) He then proceeded
at some length to detail th circamstances
which led to the charges made by him from

gt.he bench,the dilatory conduct of ths Gov-

ernment in appointing a board to inquire 1n-
to them,and the unfair manner in which the
Law department cast upon bim the onus ot
proving whether or not the fountainof justice
was polluted.] He claimed his right to sit on

the bench and deal with liquor cases.
(applause,) He regretted to see 1hat
their fellow Jewish colonists were re-
presented in public matters out of all pro-
portion to their numbers, and this was a
matter that would have to pe carefully con-
sidered. His recolleciion of the emblem
of jus ice was a female standing blind-fold,
holding a sword aloft, and a pair of scales
evenly balanced, but on the Law Courts she
was eitting down-— (laughter) —her eyes
were uncovered— (laughter) —possibly to
see which was the rich and which the poor
applicant for justice, while the scales were
almost hidden trom view in her lap.
(laughter).

WHAT BREAKS A HEAR1?

Is it Unconsclous Sulecide or an KExcess of
Human Emotions?

What is a broken beart ?

You hear bad news, you know that some
terrible trouble has come into your life;
for a moment your heart thumps in your
breast, and then 1t seems to stand quite
still, to pause, to hesitate.

You wonder, vaguely, as if you were
speculating about the fate of s.m2 person
a long way off, whether you are going to
die, and then you feel a sharp pain as if
your heart had escaped with a great throb,
trom some pressure which has stifled its
motion.

Th-re is a s>ne ol doubt, of stu'tering,
in the heart-beats, and with a cold weak-
ness you realize that you bhave lived through
the shock and have got to fac2 a sorrow.
You bave had a narrow escape. Your
beart has been almost broken. Ifit had
been altogether broken, that moment of
vague wonder would have been the last
thought of your life, for when people die of
heart-break, death comes just at that in-
stant, But why is the heart, rather than
any other one cf the vital organs aflected
by violent emotion ?

It is in your brain, not your heart, that
a derangement of molecules and rear-
rangement of purposes and wishes waits
upon the coming and the goiog of the
woman you love, the success and the failure
of the ¢ffort you make, your gsins and
your losses in the game of life.

What has the heart to do with it? The
heart is a bulb as biz as your fist; a bulb
like the rubber bulb on a spraying bottle.
Opening, it fills itself with blood ; contract-
ing agawn with a violent shock it pumps the
blood out through the arteries, forcing it
through all the various parts of the body.

1 he valves which direct this flow, the
muscles whica produce this strong con-
traction, are governed from the brain, and
any sudden perturbation of the brain, such
as a sudden perception of joy, or grief, or
fear, interferes with the just rhythm of
their operation.

It your life isjmade beautiful for a time
by the knowledge that a woman whom you
love loves you, every time she comes into
a room and stands bafore you your heart
begins to;beat a’little more quickly than
before. And when you feel her heart
beating against yours, when you know she
finds the same heaven inyour touch that
you find in hers, every pulsatiou so shakes
your independence that it seems impossible
that you could live without her.

All hearts are not alike. Just as one
man’s hearing is keener than another,
one heart responds more qaickly than an-
other to an agitation of the mind, and the
valves are strong in one heart and weak in
another, able sometimes to go on doing
their work when the nervous system has
received a terrible blow, in other cases,
breaking down under a comparatively
feeble shock.

For it is a breaking down, a failure, to
act, rathar than a breaking in the sense of
a fracture, which causes sudden death
from emotion. Tae heart stops as the
mainspring of a watch stops, and then
you die as inevitably as the hands of the
watch cease to move. :

And here one has to face a very subtle
and a very delicate question ; & question
which theologists most cavefully avoid.
Men and women have b2en known to die
from an excess of joy ; a prisoner unex-
pectedly released after years of darkness,
a woman whoss shipwrecked husband
comes back to her when she has long be-
lieved him dead, a man who after years of
slavish poverty finds himself in a moment
r.ch and free. Such surprises have been
followed by death, but only in cases where
there already existed a developed disease.

Why will violent sorrow break a sound
heart, when joy as shocking is only strong
enough to iaterrupt the beating when
already enteebled ? Is it because in the
first mom:nt of great sorrow we lose the
wish to live and the sense that life is a
duty after it has c2ased to be a privilege ?

A man receives the tidings of a disaster
which takes away from him all desire to
live. He leans forward, his hand flies to
his heart, his h2ad droops; h3 is dead.
Has he committed suicide ? There has been
no bowl, no dagger, and no priest will re-
fuse him a Caristian burial. But bas he
not felt his heart, staggering under the
blow, pause and hesitate ? Ias he not
felt that by an effort of his will he could

Stylish, Comfortable, Hygenic

THE CORSEY SUBSTITUTE.

Made upon true Hygenic principles, with full graceful figure advantage
of the fashionably modeled Corset. A perfect support from the

shou'ders, distributing the clothing-strain and weight.

STYLES KEPT IN STOCK.

605 —White, lace back, bow neck. bouned front and back, strong twilled c¢ottonm,
8 and 9 inches under srm length waist. Price $2 50.

603 C—Drab. Same s'yvle ay 603, but in drab twill, 8 and 9 inches under arm
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ength waist. Price $2.70.
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Take a tight measure around the waist, over dress; supposing this to be 21 inches,
the siz: required would b2 No. 24.
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make it move again? Aund has he not ab-
stained from making that effost; feeling

only half consciously, perhaps—that tbe‘

dea'h which will coms if he does not mike
the effort is more welcome than life”

The Patristic writings touch sometimes
upon this matter of the borderline of
suicide, this obligation not only to live but
to struggle to live, when life is most d:fli
cult. But no one among the fa‘hers of
the church ever consipered in set terms the
weakening of the power to live as a result
or the weakening of the wish to live.
Some recognition of such a correlotion has,
however, shown itself in our common forms
of speech :

There are myriads of infinite gradations
between the covert sin of the man who puts
the muzz'e of a pistol against the root of
his mouth and pulls the trigger and the sin
ot a man wko does not fizht for life quite
so vigorously as we think we might have
done. But has not every man who ever
felt the wish to live flag and grow weak in
his heart approached, in some measure,
the crime of suicide ?

Bereavement by death, the one irre-
trievable calamity, ths on? inevitable dis-
aster which must com either to man or to
woman, either to parent or to child, either
to brother or to sister, of every two
human creatures who cherish one another
with an absorbing love, is an experience
of which almost every one of adult years
bas some personal knowledge. And
among the many whose hearts have not
broken are there not a goodly number
who have almost wished, for an instant
that their hearts might break ?

SOON MARRIED AGAIN.

After His Flrst Wife’s Funeral Sermon In-
troduces the New Bride,

Mrs. Jennie Montague, wite of Marion
Montague, & farmer living tix miles from
this town, died after a brief illness of about
ten weeks ago. The interment took place
with only a simple and short ceremony.
The funeral sermon was postponed for
some time, after a custom that obtains in
this section of West Virginia. The date
ot the funeral sermon was fixed for last
week. The neighbores for many miles around
were invited to be present. Men and wo-
men both attended. The women went
dressed in plain, somber garb, wearing
long black veils that had done service on
many similiar occasions. Benches had been
borrowed irom the church, and these were
arranged in rows facing a slightly raised

platform for the clergyman, and behind him

hung a large crayon portrait of the de-
ceased appropriately draped.

Rev. Mr. Owens, of the Baptist church,
preached a long sermon full of rugged elo-
quence from the text ““Thou knowest not
what & day may bring forth.”

The women wept aloud. The men
kept their eyes turned to the ground. At
the conclusion of the ceremony a dinner
was served to all present on large tables
roughiy built in a grove n ar by.

At the dinner many expressions of con-
dolence for the bereaved husband were
heard. He accepted these kind express-
jons with a strange calmness. When the
dinner was over Mr. Montagae iovited
the neighbors to return to his house.

The Rev. Mr. Owens led the procession.
The people wondered what was about to
happen. They were ushered into the par
lor again, but the benches from the church
had been re-arranged. The temporary pul-
pit from which the funeral oration bad been
preached had been removed. The crayon
portrait had beeu t:ken from the wall.
Mr. Montague was absent for & moment,

but he reappeared wearing the same black
coat, but his trousers had been replaced
with wiite ones.

Miss Dora Findley, a very young girl—
possibly not over 16—appeared leaning
shyly on Mr. Montague’s arm. She was
dressed in white, white ribbons flying from
ber shoulders and waist. She had not pre-
viously appeared on the scene. Mr. Owens
evidently knew what was coming, although
the others were completely taken by sur-
prise.

With a tew words the marriage cere-
mony was performed. The guests who
had come to offer their condolence to Mr.
Montague on the death of bis wife left his
home alter giviog him congratulations on
his new bride. —Virginia News

BREAKING A WILD HORSE.

Cowboys Are Usually Very Cool Even When
They Are Injured by Auimals, =

Tuae coslness ot the practized cow-boy,
who feels in duty bound to appear unhur;
aad without agitation even when he may
b3 wounded and possesied of every excuse
for excitement, is well illustrated by an in-
cident ot rouzh riding in Idaho, related by
a fron‘iersman. Just below Asotin, on
the Snike River, th:re is a cliff at least
fifty feet bigh, at the foot of which the deep
water of the river winds; it 1s, in fact,
rather a cape than a mere cliff, for the face
of the rock forms a sharp, jutting point
around which a narrow bridal-path runs.

To Asotin there once came a cow-boy of
considerable skill named Billy Crites : and
to him was brought a wild borse from a
neighboring rench, which no one there
could tame. Billy at once undertook the
task of riding the animal, and stood by
impassively while his assistants performed
the preparatory task of throwing blind-
folding and saddling the bronco. When
the girth had been bound on very tightly.
the animal was allowel to get up, and
Crites mounted into th2 saddle. ‘All
ready !' he shouted, and the bandage was
removed from the wild horse’s eyes.

At the same instaat Billy touched the
horsé with ‘His tpurs ; and the creature, in-
tent, as wild horses under such conditions
senerally are only on getting the rider off
his back, began to ‘‘buck” violently. This
performance was repeated for some time,
quite in vain. Crites was far from being
the sort of rider who could be dislodged
by this proceeding.

All at once the animal began the next
performance on th: bronco programme.
He started off on a dead run, and took the
trail Cown the Snake. The spectators
looked to see Crites manage to rein him
off this dangerous path, but eviieatly from
bis untamiliarity with the ground, the cow-
boy did not do so, but kep: straight on.

‘He'll be killed!" several yelled. ‘No
human being can keep a running horse on
the trail around that pomnt ’

This was quite true. All riders who
came to this poiat on the trail dismounted,
even when their animals were walking, and
led them around the dangerous place. It
was but a sloping path, and the river ran
swiltly straight below.

There was a sharp bend before the point
[ was reached, and Billy and his bronco dis-
appeared from the spectators’ view. This
added to their suspense.

The bronco went straight on to the very
edge of the precipice, and then paused of
his own aceord as if frightened at the gulf.

But the presence of the owful object on his
back overmastered the horse’s fear of the
cliff, and standing on the very edge of it
he began to buck violently. Billy clung
bard. The first leep of the bronco did
what might have been expected—it carried
him and his rider straight down the preci-
pice and into the current of the river.

When the spectators who had follow.d
on as fast as they could, reached the place,
neither cowboy nor bronco was to be seen.
The trail of the animal was plain to the
place where he had gone off the rock. It
was quite apparent what had happened.

By a circuitous route the men went down
to the river shore, and followed along to
see 1if they could find Billy’s body. There
was a deep gorge below with a bit of shore
and there the people tound Billy Crites,
not dead, but standirg on the shore appir-

——

| ently unburt, unexcited, very wet, and en-

gaged in an attempt to fish out with a pole
a drowned horse in the stream, in order to
recover his saddle and bridle !

When the borse went over the precipice
the cow-boy kept his seat, but left it as
soon as the animals body had broken the
fall. The brouco was killed instantly, but
Crites swam out quit2 unhurt. Seeing the
men, he yelled to know whby they bad not
brought bim a rope, and when this was
brought he soon recoverel his saddle and
bridle.— Youth’s Companion.

INDIAN BETROTHALS.

The Mode in Which Nez Perces Maldens
relected Their Husbands.

An old custom was revived by the Nez
Perces Indians and their visitors on the
occasion of & recent celebration. The na-

I approachel the

tives o! the local tribes are very wealthy
people, and there arc designing mothers
among the aborigines as well as in the
difierent classes of civiliz:d society. The
young bucks of the Nez Perces trive are
regarded tomewhat like the scions of
nobility in matrimonial circles. The maid-
ens from all visiting tribes wera brought
to Lapwai to find busbands. Thz customs
of the tribes, which wer: revived for the
occasion, were more effective than the
Boston man’s way, says the Portland
Oregonian.

The marriageable maidens were by
common accord quartered in a selected
spot in the Valley of the Lapwai. At an
appointed hour the young men who wanted
wives to share their annuities, their bome-
steads and the affections of their hearts,
appeared in procession on the hallowed
camp ground. The hour was wmidnight,
and the scene was in & grove of trees
made fragrant by the wild flowres, and
every heart daaced to the music of rip-
pling waters, Thbe young men marched
forth, and none but candida‘tes for matri-
mony joined th: march. They were
dressed in their brightest colors, and each
carried a white willow cane. As they
tents they chanted an
Indian chorus thit was doleful as the
song ot the owl, and kept (ime by
beating upon th2 tents with thair canes.
The drumming was deafening to the dis-
tant sp:ctator, and must have bean dis-
tracting to the waiting maidens in the

tents. At last the singing and the drum-
ming had the desired effzct.

The maidens came forth, after a delay
just long enough to satisfy that universal
passion of the mind of a woman to drive ja
lover mad with doubt. There were more
men than maidens. 'The former kept up
the march and the music without. The
maidens countermarched on the line of the
same circle, each selecting a husband trom
th2 line. The chosen ones basten2d to
follow their brides away 1ato the darkness.
The un‘ortunate suitors were left to da-
spiir.

Worth Ten Dollars a Bottle,

Any person who has used Nerviline, the
great pain cure, would not be without it it
it cost ten dollars a bottle. A good thing
is worth its weight in gold, and Nerviline
is the best remzdy tor all kinda of pain. It
cures neuralgia in five minutes ; tootbhache
in one minute ; lame back at one applica-
tion ; headache in a few minutes; and all
pains just as rapidlv.

Woman's Advantage

Artistic Friend—‘An1i so you ar: to be
married ?’

Miss Maria Bilkins (struggling arlist) —
*Yes, it is simply impossible to sell a pic-
ture with such a name as Bilkins on it, so I
have acceped the heart and band of a
grocery clerk named De La Croix."—N. Y
Weekly.

Perhaps
You’re Thinking

ol Winter clothes. Your
Summer ones if cleaned
or dyed will be just the
thing. Of course they
must be done up well,
and that’s the reason you
should take them tc
UNGARS. Nothing is
slighted there, but every-
thing receives the care
and attention necessary to
satisfying the public.

UNCAR’S
Laundry and Dye Works ),

We pay expressage
one way.

28 to 32
Waterloo Street,
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