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OUR STRANGE HABIT. 

A new England scientist, Dr. C. A. 

SterneNs, a graduate of Boston Univer- 

sity Medical School and a member of 

many learned bodies, makes an announce- 

mert that is rather startling, to say the 

least, end in direct contradiction to all 

divine and human teaching. He says that 

death is largely duc to habit and that 

thought may determine human eXittence. 

Dr. SterBENs says he is corfilent that 

the progress of brain science will enable 

mankind successfully to overcome decay 

and its climex, death, He ponis 

out that matter is indestructible 

and that the law of the universe is im- 

mortality. He believes that death at three 

score and ten or thereabouts is largely a 

matter of beliet and habit. Generation 

ater generation is born into the wcrld, 

expecting to die at a certain time, and it 

dies then. lle very forcibly points out 

that if children were brought up with the 

idea of livirg forever this altered expecta- 

tion would gradually but surely extend the 

life limit 1n the course of generations. 

The doctor says that the achievement 

of modern special education, which en- 

ables the deaf to hear with their eyes, and 

tones up relaxed vocal chords, which 

brings it to pass that the blind ee? with 

their fingers, taken in connection with the 

great longevity ot ancient races, as de- 

scribed in the Old Testament, and as 

authenticated in monuments, shows thst 

unusual length of life hus been a fait ac- 

compli of Listory, and suggests that the 

determination of life length is possibly and 

practically within the domain of thought. 

As hum: n'ty in its physiological expres- 

sion iy wholly a compromise with pertec- 

tion Dr. STEPHENS argues, better food se- 

lection and a more watchiul outlock 

against the introduction of foreign and In- 

organic material in'o the system cannot 

he'p increasing the life potential of each 

unit of the race. 

Dx. Steruess holds that what is known 

as ‘soul’ is merely cell experience, the 

knowledge acquired by cells, collectively 

and individually, during years cf Leredi- 

tary transmussion. This view is the same 

held by Sir WiLLiay THOMSON and Tues. 

A. Emsox. He points out that father and 

child, death and life, generation a'ter gen- 

eration, are not the ideals of human society 

but only its makeshifts. Immortal lie is 

ths real aim in view, and he believes it 

will be achieved in time. 

The receipts of Paris theatres are care- 

fully collated under government directior, 

ard at the close of the theatrical season it 

is always pos:ible to tell what tLe receipts 

have been, not only of all the theatres end 

concert halls collectively, but of each. 

General business in Paris during the late 

theatrical year bas not been good, yet the 

receipts of the theatres for the seaton just 

closed were 26,000,000 the highest since 

tbe Exposition yeer, 188), where they 

reached 52 000 000 franes. Six millions 

expended in a year for theatricel amuse- 

is a considerable sum-—a larger- 

any other city 
ments 

sum perhaps, than 

can shew for theatrical end optra- 

tic amusements exclusively. The or- 

dinary receipts of London theaties and 

music halls are usually in excess of 

£1,200,000 or $7,000,000, but the amount 

derived from theatres alone is probably 

less in London than in Paris. In l’aris, in 

gross receipts the Grand Opera comes 

first, tha Comedic Francaise second, the 

Opera Comique third and among the re- 

maining six the patronage is about equally 

distributed. The question is often why in 

hard times theatres prosper more than 

other business. Why is it that when 

people are stiated for otaer expenses they 

have money for theatres? When business 
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is not good, labor poorly requited, and 

capital partially unemployed, theatrical 

performances of a light and diverting char- 

acter flourish and serious performances are 

neglected. Bad times are good for light 

entertainment and Suaxkeseeare spells 

bankruptcy unless during great commer- 

cial activity. The only adequate explana- 

tion of this is th t when times are bad 

theatregoers go to the play for diversior, 

whereas when times are good they go for 

ir struction. Shakespearean revivals bave 

usually proved most successful in times ol 

prosperty and burlesque acd farce in time 

of depression. 

Mugs. Braprey Martin was not invited 

to the Duchess of Dzvonshire's fancy dress 

ball, and the poor woman has had to stand 

the additicnal ageny of seeing the snub 

chrorvicled in every paper of any importance 

in North America. After all there was 

not so much difference between last weeks 

event and Mrs. Braprey Martin's ball, 

only perhaps English papers and English 

clergymen bad a little more common sense 

and good taste than had those individuals 

who made the American lady’s ball so fa- 

mous. The Dachess of Devopski:e's ball, 

however, brought togethar both the aristo- 

crat and the plutocrat. The descriptions we 

have had of it revealed most strikingly, the 

characteristics of this modern world, in 

which materialism and mammon worship 

are temporarily lords of the atcendant. 

The women, whether aristocratic or plebe- 

ian, seemingly bad but a single aim 

—namely, to displsy diamonds and to ont- 

shine in dress and jewels all attempts at 

rivalry. Money bags and ciamonds, in 

fact, were enthrcnad and triumphant. In 

the days ot (ieorgiane, Duchess of Devon- 

shire, an assembly at Chatworth would 

have numbered among its guests men of 

grace and renown and women ‘whose lips, 

more persuasive than those of Fox himself, 

had carried the Westminster election a- 

gainst Palace and Treasury.” But we are 

living in an age of speculators and promot- 

ers—an age in which money and pleasura 

take the lead. And at the present Duchess 

of Devonshire’s ball, as it to remind the 

world that Christianity is no great impedi- 

ment to irregular and capricious social en- 

jcyment, two of the ladies vied with cach 

other in representing Cleopatre, the mist- 

ress successively of Julius C:crar and Mark 

Antony ! 

The festivities attendant upon the Canor 

celebration recently held in Halitax gives 

the military city one point ahead of St. 

John social circles. 

While we don't want apy of Boston's 

weather jist now, we would be glad to 

sample a trard of ths good old-fashioned 

sunny days. 

The hot wave was prophesied several 

days sgo as moving in this direction; the 

nice mild wave arrived instead. 

Nearly every youngster in town had 

money to burn on Dominion day. 

The American Eagle devoted two days 

of the past week to screaming. 

The man-who didn't-Rnow-it-was-loaded 

1s due. 

Doctors and undertakers are on the qui 

vive. 

The weather man promises a hot time. 

A Fuss About Nothing. 

The commotion raised by the exagger- 

ated and un'ruthful account sent tothe 

United States of the flag incident at the 

Victoria hotel has sbout died out. but 

those visitors who do mention it 

at all uphold the proprietor mn the 

action Le tock upon that occation. The 

Victoria has never been backward in ex- 

tending the atmost courjesy to the fl:g 

¢f Canada’s neighbors, and it is absurd to 

say that there was any feeling in his action 
on Jubilee day. 

Shakespearian Reccltal. 

The recital of Shakespeare's King Henry 

The Third, by Mr. George B. Williams ot 

New York, which occurs Tuesday evening 

July 20th, in Orpkeus Hall, Halifax, will 

be given unier very distinguished pat- 

ronage, and gives promise of being an 

event quite out of the ordinary, Mr. Wil 

liame, who will summer in the provincer, 

expects to visit the principil cities, and 

may probably be heard in St. John at an 

early date, as the arrangements for bis ap- 
pearance are all but completed. 

Prince Edward Island, 

Among the many guide books received 

is one from P. E. Island issued by the Ex- 

aminer Publishing Co., of Charlottetown. 

The many points of interest on the Island 

era interestingly written about, and beaut- 

ifully illustrated with numerous halt tone 

¢ngravings. The book is much more in- 

teresting than the average guide book, and 

will withont doubt attract much attention 

to the Island as a pleasant place in which 

to escape the oppressive heat of summer. 

VERSES OF YESTEEDAY AND TODAY 

In the old Swamp Lane, 

O bright wings in the old swamp Line, 

© tall flag blooms in blue; 
Our bare feet scamper back agair, 

To spend the day with you. 

The rushes straighten up and look, 

As b-auntiful in green, 

Ia that old spot beside the brook, 

As when we were thirteen. 

Our feet were splashing, paddling round, 

When that huge fly came near; 

And then you Liz with skip and bound, 

Laughed out in seeming fear. 

Your feet were like a lhily’s face, 

Your dark eyes danced with glee; 

O would that we in that dear place, 

Were as we loved to be. 

That dragen fly I see it yet, 

About the blue flag dar’; 

And shimmer in its blossoms wet, 

With ever shifting art. 

As quick as flies a Jightning flash, 

Above your shining head; 

Poised tor another sudden dash, 

To some new flower bed. 

And round the pond rim smooth as glass, 

With bare legs wading out; 

The same swift needle loved to pass, 

And make us dodge about, 

There you behind me forced to creep, 

To shun his rapid flight; 

For ever on his restless sweep, 

And oft a leech in sight. 

That blue flag was our pledge of love, 

Uatil that fateful fy; 

Came darting through the blue above, 

And heard our last good bye. 

Your thoughts were most for lilies fine; 

And roses leal and truce, 

But sweeter far than all to wine, 

My cuarmirg'rose was you. 

I'm Lere again today sweet friend, 

The same bold truant lad; 

About the place my footsieps wend, 

But now no longer glad. 

The blue flag flowers bloom the same, 

And dartibg (00 and fro; 

As when long years ago we came, 

The bright green dragons go. 

The sweet songs of the barefoot child, 

The bright eyes are no more; 

The winds among the blossoms wild, 

Speak sadiy to the shore. 

And over 1n the pine tree’s shade, 

Near by the quaint old town. 

I think where one dear grave was made, 

There would I too lie down. 
CYPRUS GOLDE. 

01d Swamp Lane, July 1897. 

The Old-Time Circus. 

The circus thirty years ago was better far than now; 

That el phant was a wonder just to see ! 

I could watch him half a day 
As he fed himself with hay; 
And each separate beast was worth the price to me, 

Never pag half so funny ; never monkeys half 

so droll; 
All the tinsel was pure metal than to me; 

Every acrobat, amazing ; every rider, simply great; 

And that small trap: ze man—what a man was he! 

And when the woman sang, “We Parted by the 

Riverside,” 
And Fv Not Forget,” and “You'll Remember 

e,’ 
She was really so pathetic 
That I wiped my tyes and cried; 

I wanted them to take her home with me; 

The show we see in these days are never half so 

fine; 
The cost of tickets often bothers me ; 

Though the man stil cracks his wip, 
And the clown seems pretty flip, 

There is nothing much I care to hear or see. 

Thoughts of business, taxes, losses; rheumatism, 

other crosses. 

All combine to make the circus seem quite fla’; 

I no longer love the songstress, with ner pant and 

frills and losses; 

I no longer want to take her home, at that! 

But I'd like to see the old-time show of thirty years 

ago, 
When I wore no point: d shoes—my feet were bare; 

When lemonade was nectar 
And peanuts were a joy; 
Thut old show without a worry or a care, 

From the Pueblo Post. 
—— 

The Last, 

Ah, not the first love dearest—but the last, 

(So 7? Who can tell 7) 
The tides of youth, dear heart, run fast, run fast 

The buds upon the vourg tree shoot and swell, 

Reck ess of frosts. Well! Well! 

Why should we dweli on follies that are past * 

For now, beho!d, the green and callow shcots 

Of early sprirg 
Ave dry ani with:rcd to the very roots. 
They were Love's first faint perfumed oftering 

Taking swift wing, 

Leaving a fragrant memory, but xo fruits, 

Let us not speak of tt em with smiling scorn. 

They have made way 

For the rich bloom and fruitage later born, 

And born of spirit rather than of c¢ ay, 

Making our day 
Glad with the freshness ot perpetual morn. 

Eternal 7 Dear, let us believe it so, 

And in our bliss 
Let dull analysis and doubting go. 

Urquestioning while in a rapturous kiss 

Like this—my sweet—and this— 

The ful: ess of celestial joy we kuow ! 
a 

Elood and Thunder. 

Somehow the boys of nowadays 
Ain't what they used to be, 

When Billy Jen=s an’ ail his crowd 
avorted round with me; 

Then redskins lurked in each backyard 

An’ bloody pirates too. 
Aw’ corpses strewed the tower at night 
When Lim an’ me wuz through. 

But now the kids get on a wheel, 
An’ wabble up the stiezat, 

An’ never play at cowboys, 

Nor at bein’ Black Browed Pete; 

We used to hoist the skull and bores 
Above our reckless crew, 

An’ folks could tell a fieht wuz on 

'Fore him an’ me wz through. 
But now boys reacs the papers 
An’ they never spend a dime 

To see how old Jack Harkaway 
Could win out every time; 

We use’ter have our pennies up 
Until the books cum due. 

An’ they wuz a ways well thumbed up 

When him an’ me wuz through. 

Asa Summer Resort, 

Digby Nova Scotia, as a Summer Resort, 

is the title of a neat little pamphlet that 

has been issued by T. W. Longstaff of the 

Evangeline House, Digby, setting forth the 

beauties of that ctarming town as an ideal 

place tor a summer outing. The bcok is 

beautifully illustrated with points of inter- 

est in and around Digby and contains 

many attractive things for the benefit of 

tourists. The bock hes also a short his- 
tory of the town from its discovery, told in 

an interesting way. A hotel guide with 

rates will be found a wonderful conven- 

ience. The letter pressis faultless. Mr. 

Longstaff's enterprise in thus seeking to 

advertise his native town is to be Lighly 

commendad. FAY gods 
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MONCTON'S BUSY WEEK. 

A Series of Arrest Cause Much Excltement 
in tho Rullway Town, 

The public must be getting rather tired 
of Moncton police affairs, at least the 

Moncton publi: is completely out of pati- 
ence with the police force, and everything 
connected with it, but yet some of the 
proceecings of that august body sre really 
worthy of note from tteir very absurity, if 
for no other reason. Just now almost the 
entire force are engaged in a sort of game 

tag of which the “I touched you last” so 
dear to the heart of childrer, seems to be 
the objective point; only itis *I caught 
vou last”, and the gawe consists in the 

policemen arresting each otler in turn, 
hauling the victim for the time being, belore 
a magistrate, laying in‘ormation against 
him, and then making him hustle around 

in the liveliest manner imaginable to ob- 
tain bail before be can sccure his liberty. 
The Belyea farce, as it is well called, has 

become a standing joke to the ccm munity 
at le rge, though it must be the very reverse 
of a joke to the person most concerned ; 
and how he man‘ ges to retain his position 

on the police force is a mystery to those 
who are outtide the charmed circle. This 
man was arrested some time ago on a war- 
rant issued in connection with a disturbence 
which took place at the Windsor Hotel 

in Dorchester, the circumstances of which 

have been very thoroughly aired through 

the medium of the press. He was convicted 

and fined thirty collars before Justices Ca- 

hill and Prescott ; but so far from the pun- 

ishment fitting the crime, ard the matter 

ending there, his troubles seem to have only 

begun, for his life hes been a constant suc- 

oession of arrests and releases ever tince, 

Ol course if Officer Belyea is fond of vari 

ety and prefers a life of constant action to 

one of enervating repose he is probab- 

ly enjoying himself immensely; but 

most people would prefer less excitement. 
The compleinant who caused his arrest at 

first was a certain H. H. Trites, and his 

success in making things unpleasant for 

the festive policeman, seems to have 

nerved others to try their luck in the same 

direction, and the result was the arrest of 

Officer Belyea on Saturday afternoon at 

the athletic grounder, on a warrant issued by 

a Dorchester J. P. Constable Stevenson 

effecting the capture in a rather dramatic 

manner, hustling his prisoner into a car- 

riage, and driving him to the Shiretown, 

as it was too late for any of the afternoon 

trains. A Moncton policeman, or con- 

stable 1s nothing if not officious and in- 

clined to exceed his duty, so Constable 

Stevenson was only adhering to precedent 

in refusing his prisoner the privilege of 

communicating with the chairman of the 

police committes before leaving town. 

“Good bye Mr. " shouted the pris- 

oner to a gentleman standing near, as he 

wag being driven off, ‘‘tell Alderman 

Wallace this bag of bones has got me, and 

I hadn't a chance of letting him know I” 

Tha charge on which this victim of man’s 

tendency to go to law, was arrested this 

time, was pointing a revolver at A. LE. 

Massey, at the same time and place as the 

assault cn H. IH. Trites was commited. 

Scarcely had the doughty Stevenson and 

his captive got well upon their way, and 

the excitement of the arrest begun to sud- 

side when fresh interest was created, by 

the arrest of cflizer Cuisack by ex-Marshal 

Foster on a warrant issued at the instance 

of Bismarck McDougall, also by a Dor- 

chester Justice ot the Peace, and within an 

hour and a half of the departure oft con: 

stable Stevenson and companion, ex-Mar- 

shal Foster and pclicemen Cuisack had 

started ou a little driving tour, with the 

shiretown as the Mecca of their pilgrimage 
also. 

Both cases came up at Dorchester ycs- 

terday and the Bzlyea matter was adjoura- 

' ed until to morrow, the accused being re- 

manded to goal meaawh:le. In the af:er- 

noon of the same day the much tried, and 

once convicted Belyea succeeded ia obtain. 

ing bail, and was about to start for Monc- 

ton, when he was again arrested, this 

time cn the charge of threatening to *‘kil] 

shoot and bore,” Herbert H. Triter, the 

man who had already succeeded in having 

him fined thirty dollars for the same offence ; 

the information being laid by Trites him- 

self. Oace more tha weary victim found 

himself in custody, this time of the cons- 

table ot the court, who promptly handed 

him over to Mr. Grant, kis own attorney, 

and the man of many arrests reached Monc- 

ton without further adventure on Monday 

evening, and went on duty just as if 

nothing had bappered. 

Officer Cuisack was less fortunate as he 

was convicted of an assault upon Bismarck 

McDougall and condemned to pay a fine 

of five dollars and costs, or spend twenty 

days in jail. By way of adhering strictly to 

precedent no sooner were these proceed- 

ings concluded to the satistaction of all but 

Mr. Cuisack than he was again errested, 

this time on an icformation laid belore T. 

1". Landry, but owing to an inaccuracy in 

the warrant, which a(fzcted its legality in 

N GN IN FREAKS, HN go Rl ve . ote, [SF 

BBB Ca 7 ch ata Se LANSMI RE) SBT NA i 

Absolutely Pure 

- 

the opinion of Mer. Grant the prisoner’s 

counzel, oflizer Cuisack was discharged, 

and came home re jriciog. It is not at all 

likely that the end of this interesting farce 

has been reached yet, as it is reported that 

a warrant has been issued for the arrest of 

cffi ser Milner in connection with the arrest 

ot the above m:ntioned McDougall on the 

charg: of injuring the police cells, and 

which it seems was irregular in some way. 

Others who have been arrested without 

a cause, as they claim, are threatening 

proceedings against this same officer, and 

it really looks as if ths head that wore the 

helmet wis not going to rest very easily. 

Meanwhile the force was two men short 

on Saturday night, Sunday and Monday, 

and as rep rts of these interesting proceed- 

ings appear in all the papers, Moncton 

people are naturally getting rather asham- 

ed of the manner in which police affairs 

are administered in their city, and tired of 

being laughed at not only by the citizens of 

other places, but by every visitor who 

chances to stop off at Moncton for a 

few days, and after reading the papers, 

goes away holding his sides, with merri- 

ment, and points to the railway town as a 

melancholy example of incompetency and 

conceit, after he gets home. 

The city council have at last awakened 

to the state of affairs in police circles, and 

held a very stormy session over the matter 

on Friday night, but it is not knowa that 

any very decided action has been taken 

towards [re-organizing th: force, as one 

alderman suggested doing. 

At The Opera House. 

The Miles Stock company now playing 

at the Opera hdase well merit the hearty 

support they are receiving. The com- 

pany is an excellent one in every 

respect, well balanced and the 

performances given with a smoothness 

and finith not often seen. The specialties 

are far above the average and are gener- 

ally ad mitted to b2 among the best seen or 

heard here for years. The romantic young 

actor John E. Miles has already establish- 

ed himself a reputation here, and Lis work 

is rewarded with enthusiastic praise. Mr. 

Miles possesses talen® of no ordinary 

degree, end his various interpretations 

have eli:ted many compliments. Mr. 

sack Tucker and Miss Eva Williams are a 

comedy team that creates lots of morri- 

ment nightly. In fact the compwny all 

around is an excellent onz and deserves 

every enccuragement. 

The Cadadian Magazine, 

The July number of “The Canadian 

Magaz ne” is & bulky number, and bears 

the marks of prosperity, It opens with a 

beautiful picture eof Brock's Monument, 
and has as its leading article a thoughtful 
coatribution from T. Arnold Haultain, en- 
titled **Complairing of Our Tools.” The 

illus*rated articles in this issue are: *Pic- 

turesque St, Pierre,’ the pretty little French 

island in the Gulf of St. Lawrence; “A 

glimpse of Norway,” being tke first of 

tour articles on the rugged scenery of that 

country ; “The Premiers of New Brunswick 

Since Confederation,” by James Hannay, 
of the St. John Telegraph; ‘‘The Royal 
Grenadiers’ Colours,’ ‘The Qazen Vic 

toria Niagara Falls Park,” and two illus- 
trated stories by Illa S. Atkinson (Madge 
Merton) snd Esther Talbo: Kingsmiil. 
The sub-departments : Carrent Thoughts, 
Literary Chat, and Books and Authors, 
are filled with bright work and decidedly 
taking teatur:s. 
The announcement is made that the 

Augus: number will be a special fiction 
number, and that in that issus will be 

commenced ‘Hagar of the Pawnshop,” a 

continued stcry by Fergus Hume, author of 

“The Mystery ct a iansom Cab,” “The 
Lone Inn,” ete. This story is said tobe 
very much like the best work ot Charles 
Dickene, and should add much to the value 
ofjeach number of our national Magazine. 
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