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ST. JOHN, N.B,, SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 15, 1900.

It seems a shame
that in this enlight-
ened age any man
or parent should be
mean enovgh to
allow his child, a girl scarcely ten years
old, to stand all day and a greater part of
the night exposed to the wea'her ani the
comments of passers-by, selling apples for
a livelibood. This is what a certain Lower
Cove father is guilty ot. There the child
stands at the entrance to the exhibition
grounds soliciting tha visitors to buy apples
for a penny. Her father, who 1sa big
able-bodied man, if he can be called such,
forces this little creature to do this kind of
work. It may be that after the result of a
day’s sales the little one may be made to
disgorge her earnings to the father ? who,
perhaps, separates the money from bimself
by procuring an equivalent in alcoholic
stimulants. This is really a case tor the
8. P.C. A

The Girl
and the
Apple Stand.

The summer that
An has,past has been a
Exceptional very fine one; and
Summer, we should look for-
ward to a couple of
weeks of pleasant weather yet, not so en-
ervating as in July and August, perhaps
our seasons in this port beside the sea have
become increasingly late apparently, for
years they are fully a month at least be-
hind what used to be assumed to be their
appesrance ; and then the ‘‘tali” trkes us
well into the end of the year. So equable
has our climate become that the majority of
our people wear the same consistency of
clothing the whole year through, with the
exception of an overcoat, mostly light, on
occasions when Old Sol is getting around
in December or January. Thire is not
much to complain of in the sample of
weather we have had this summer, which
in the estimation of tourists, has been of
the celestial flavor.

It may not be a
gecerally known
fact that some of
the many priscn- |
ers sentenced to
jail from the polic: court cannot find the
wherewithal to obtain their liberty, some
serve out their full sentence. There are
others who don’t have to, they gain their
liberty by a simple modus operandi. The
process i« as follows: You employ a med-
ium or a go between, this medinm acts a
sort of an arbitrator 1n securing the con-
victed one his liberty. Supposing a fine of
$20 were icflicted on one, the first thing
the uninitiated would do would be to pay
that fine and say no more about it. Not
so wtih the old stager, he knows the ropes.
This one who knows the value of a
friend at court stays in his earthly purga
tory, say two or three days, then, like the
turtle he emerges agiin to the world to
breath the pure and free air to which he
had erstwhile been a strenger. Of course

- Liberty
on the “Instal-
ment Plan.””

TOWN TALES.
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the original fie was £20, but the release
has been secured on the payment of per-
baps $10 and, in som: cases, on a con-
ditional promise to do better in the tuture.
Such is the story of **Liberty on the In-
stalment Plun ® [ts 1 ks everythirg else,
if you huve a trien at court is all right,

to secure tidings of their lost one. It seems
pasring strange that in a city the size of
St. John, trace cannot be had ot a lost per-
son. What with Police Captaina, S rgi -
ants, Day Detectives, Night Detectives,
Patrolmen, etc., these snd all their hur -
dred and one chances to gather ictormation
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it not the unlucky one must linger on ia |
' the whereabouts of yourg Harriogten

the cor fines ot the fetid, trigid jail Proa

RESS gives this acvice free, 1t c¢ver any ol
its readers should, by accident make the
acquaintance cf the domicile ¢cn  King
street east, just ring up Jimmy So and so
or Ned Thingum>sob. They may fix it all
right.

Some wecks sgo an ac -

That vertisem:nt appeared in
Missing the luc | papers to the
Boy. effcct that a boy named

Harrington bad been
missing from bis North Enod home The
lad has not yet been found, though his rel-
atives bave done everything in their power
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duty-bound, divinely sppointed to guard
the morals of rheir bretbren. For a few
Sundays St. Jobn wes very, very dry,
then all of « sudden the bottom seemed to
drop out of 1ths basket and indications are
tht the said baeket is now lesking like a
sieve. Sola water was set down on the
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Marines and Blugjackets on Loard H. M. S, Crescent.

non different sourc:s, still no clua asto

b re 1¢ sowmething *‘rotten in Denmark”
about modern Sherlack+; some of them
bave indeed missed tbeir vocations and
would be more at home tekirg care of

hors-s and shovelling snow than v.inly er -
deavoring to terrct out lost children ¢r
chasing & phantom prisoner.

Tuois 18 (we moral age. For

A the past few Sundays it bas
Sunday b:xn the fad to watch
Lubricant. the continuouns p-rformsuce
given in this ciy by an or-

gan z2d body ot ladies and gentlemen, selt-
constituted, who considered themeelves in
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prescribzd list of lubricants, beer in any
shape could not be obtained. One could
not buy a cigar. How morsl a point
woul have been reached can never be ex-
plawned.

The aroms of a Sunday bought cigar
would not be tolerated. and a ride in the
street cars, ‘‘the poor man’s coach,” was
on the black list. The fsllacy of these
a1d several other matters of ¢ Sunday de-
secration” was discussed pro and con in
the daily prees The result has been a re
ac'ion, a permanent one, perhaps. How-
ev.r, the tact remains that St. John has
msde itself look ludicrous in the eyes of
other metropolitan cities. Tke question is

not solved yet by any means and it is some-
times said,—but tell it not in Gath—that
liquid food can be obtained in our pure
and moral city on other days than the one
set apart for Sunday observance. If you
don’t believe it ask the chief. The ques-
tion from a 20.h century point of view
seems ‘To beer or not to beer.”

Every one in St

Where is Jobn knew the old
the Hermit’s hermit who, prior to
Money? his demise, occupied

the old bhut on
(QQueen street, near Prince William street,
It was generally supposed that the o'd
man was a provident sort of a body, and
much speculation was indulged in at the
time of his death as to tne number of
doliars which bis “‘stocking” contained.
But this was another caee of the public
being wrong in their surmises. It was
given out at his death that the old beimit
departed from this vale of tears without
leaving any ot the filtby lucre behind bim.
Circumstances have since arisen which
go to prove that the public was pretty near
right in that which they at first suspected.
It bas been learned from pretty good
sources that a relative of the deceased
went through the but a short time aiter
the funeral, ransacking eviry hole and
corner ; his search was rewarded. Under
the matiress he discovered, so tke story
goes, some two hundred dollars in coin of
the realm. The other relatives have not
been apprised of the fact, and they, like
the public are wondering where the
hermit’s money went to.

By the death of that

He’s popular police offi-

a Regular cer, John McFad-
“Cop”’ Now. din, a vacancy has
been caused on the

‘“‘regular force.” Chief Claik, for reascns
best known to himself, his appointed
Special Policeman Crawford to fill the
vacancy. The appointment might be all
right from the Chiet’s point of view but it
does not do justice to other members of
the torce. In all matters ot promotion, it
is generally the cdse to advance the person
longest in service, viz if said person shows
that he is capable of fulfilling the duties
assigned to bim. It is to be presumed that
every member of the police force is cap-
able of active police duty, otherwise Chief
Clark would _not retain him. Officer Napier
has been longer in the service than Officer
Crawford, and has conducted himselt in a
manner that has met with the approval of
the public, but perbaps not up to the
standard demanded by Chiet Clark. That
family up in Kiog street, east, is not a
very happy one. Everyone knows their
secrets, and oh, how they do hate publicity.

‘Would you like me to be a shirt waist
man P’ he ssked tenderly.

‘I think so,” she replied. ‘Coats are
made of such rorgh cloth, you know.’
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“OWNED BY HIS SERV ANTS/

The Way Some of the Negroes Lived in the
South,

‘Well, maesa,’ answered a negro, on be-
ing reproved for baving stolen and eaten a
turkey, ‘you see you got less turkey, but
you got dat much more niggah! A similar
sentiment was held by the slav:s of a Vir-
ginia plantation described by Miss Burwell
in her *‘Girl’s Life in Virginia.” An old
gentleman, 8 widower, over. whose bouse
no lady prerided,s2id to his regroes: ‘You
supply my table with plenty of good bread,
meat, cream and butter, and I don't care
what becomes of the rest.

The negroes ran the plantation, and
mapaged t! e house. The master’s table
was furnished with the choicest meats,
vegetabli s, crkes and pastries. and in their
own cabins were spread sumptuous wed:
ding-teasis and party suppers. TLe mas
ter bad an ample fortune and a generous
beart. He was good natured, very easy
in his ways, and csred pot that the well-
lled barns, tbe stores ot bacon, lard and
flour pratically belonged to his negroes,
who kindly aliowed him a generous share.

He once planned a dairy, and when it
was built, put on the door a lock, the key
of which be determined to keep in his
pocket, There were no keys in his old,
rambling house—even the front door had
no lock upon it. But he soon forgot to
keep the key of the dairy although be had
ordered that the fresh Southdown mutton
should be hung therein.

One day Miss Burwell, while visiting
the old gentleman, listened to a description
of his new dairy, and was invited to wvisit

it.

‘Boy, bring me the key ’ said bhe to a
small Alrican, and they went down to look
at the dairy. :

‘’ll show you e fine piece of mutton,’
said the old gentleman, turning the key 1n
the 1.ck.

Thbere was no mutton to be seen, bu'
instead buckets of custard, cream and
blanc mange were visible.

‘Florinda!’ be cslled to & negro woman,
‘where is the mutton I put in here this
morning ?’

‘Nancy, sab,’” answered the woman, ‘tock
it out, an’ put it in de ole spring-house.
She say dat was cool enough place for
mutton, an’ she gwine bave a big p rty to
night, sp’ want her jelly an’ custerds to
keep cool!’

Miss Burwell’s hearty laugh at Narcy's
cool assumption that ber j llies and cus-
tard’s should have the ‘right of way’ io
preference to her master’s wutton, calmed
the old gentleman’s irritation.

This was one of the cases, not unusual
on Virginia plantations, where the master
was ‘owped by his servants.’

A phase of plantation life not often seen
by Northern visitors was exhibited to the
present writer, three years before the wer.
He bad travelled from Boston to Nortbh
Caroiina to vieit a college triend The
night of bis arrival be and his friend sat up
talking over ‘Princeton’ incidents, and
among them the fact the writer, although
the only pronounced anti-slavery man in a
college controlled by Southern siudents,
had been elected to every cflice that tlLe
undergraduates could give him.
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During the talk the scrvents passed in
aud out of the room.

The next mo) niog, at tt e breakfast table
the host as Le sat down ¢xclaimed to his
guest, ‘Sam, stay here for mx montbs. |
haven’t bad such a break'ast for ten yeare.
Every nigger on the plantation knows you
are an abolitionist, and we'il live like fight-

o O.k Lodge, Indian River, Florids, dis-
covered that there was not much danger in
meetirg a wild tlack cear, provided an
cpen umbrella was interposed. St. Nich-
olas reporis the meeting.

Fhere is a cleared trail leading from tl e
lodge to the beach, balt a mile away. It
ruans through a jungle of cabbsge palmetto,
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ing cocks as lorg as you're here. Bat take

my advice—cdon'c go into the cook’s
quarter. - You'll be shceted if youdo. I
baven’t been in there for ten years !’

Bear aud Umb. eilz,

Mrs. Latham, the wile of the landlord

live-cak and saw palmetto. Mrs. Latham
was returniog from the beach alone cne
day, armed only with an umbrella.

When a quarter of a mile frcm the houte,
she beard tLe rustling of some animal com-
ing towards her through the saw palmettos.

Thinking it must be a raccoon, she quick-
ly picked up a chunk of palmetto wood,
and held it ready to whack the animal over
the head the instant he emerged.

All at once, and with a mighty rustling,
out steppcd a big black bear within six feet
of her! The surprise was mutual and pro-
tound. + Naturally Mrs. Latham was
scared, but she stood her ground and said
nothing.

The bear rose on his hind legs to get a
better look at her, muking two or three
feints in her direction with his paws. Feel-
ing that she must do something Mrs. Lat-
ham pointed her umbrella at the bear, and
quickly opened and closed it two or threes
times.

‘Wool!' said the bear. Turning about,
he plunged into the palmettos and went
crashing awey, while the lady ran home-
ward as fast as she could

Tocting,

The [brakeman’s tunctions, although
manifestly monotonos, are occasionally
diversified by a little fun.

An it quiring old lady, according to the,
Sacred Heart Review, enlivened a railway
journcy ‘downeast’ by asking an obliging
brekeman a good many questions.

‘How long does the train stop here ?
she asked, as the train drew in at a certain
station.

‘Stop here ? Four minutes. From two
to two to two two,’ replied the brakeman.

And be smiled as he passed along, reg

membering the « Xpression of the old lady’s

face as she vainly tried to repeat ‘two to

two to two two’ without whistling.
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