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CHAPTER XVIII.

it is night, late and lowering; especi-
sly gloomy in that quarter of W— where
oom the great ugly rows of tenements

that are inhabited by the factory toilers;

for the gloom and smoke of the great
engines prood over the roofs night and

day, and the dust and cinders could only

bemade noticeable by their absence.

In a small cottage, at the end of a row
of larger houses, & Woman is busy clear-
ing away the fragments of a none too
ountiful supper. A small woman, with
4 sour visage, and not one ounce of flesh
on her person that is not absolutely
needed to screen from mortai gaze a bone.
A woman with & long, sharp nose, two
bright. ferret-like brown eyes, and rasp-
ing voice, that seems to have worn itself
thin asking hard questions of Providence,

from sunrisetill dark.

The table has been spread for two, but

the second party at the banquet, a gamin
con aged seven, has swallowed his own
and all he could get of his mother’s

and betaken himself to the streets,
night though it be.
The woman moves about, now and

then muttering to herself as she works.
The room is shabbily furnished, and not

over neat, for its mistress spends her days
in the great mill hard by, and house-
keeping has become a secondary matter.
Only the needs of life find their demands
honored in this part of W—. Too often
needs get choked and die of the smoke

and the cinders.

It is late, for the woman has been éo-
ing extra work; it is stormy, too, blust-
ering and spattering rain. Yet she pauses

occasionally and listens to a passing foot-
fall, as though she expevted a visitor.
At last, when the final touch has made

the room as tidy as it ever is, or as she
thinks it need be, there comes a shuffling
of feet outside, and a tremendous thump
on the rickety door. After which, as if he
was sufficiently heralded,in cemes a man,
a big man, muffled to the eyes in a huge
coat, which he slowly draws down and
draws off, diclosing to the half curious,
half contemptuous gaze of the woman
the auburn locks and highly tinted count-
enance of Mr. John Burrill.

“So,”’ she says, in her shrillest voice,
“It's you, is it? It seems one is never to
be rid of you at any price.”’
“Yes, it's me—all of me,’’ the man re-

plies, as if confirming a doubtful state-
ment. ‘“‘Why, now; you act as if you
didn’t expect me.’’
“And no more I did,’’ says the woman

sullenly and moss untruthfully. ‘‘It’s a
wonder to me that you can’t stay away
fom here, after all that’s come and

“Well, I can’t,’’ he retorts, amiably
rubbing his hands together. ‘‘ Anyhow, I
won't, which means about the same
thing. Where’s the little duffer’’
“He’s where you were at his age, I ex-

pet,” she replies grimly.
“Well, and if he only keeps on as I

have, until he gets up to my present age,
he won't be in a bad boat, eh, Mrs. Bur-
rill the first ’’
“He's got too much of his mother’s

grit to be where you are, John Burrill,

livin’ a lackey among people that despise
you because you have got a hand on ’em
somewhere. I want to know if you don’t
think they will choke you off some day
when they are done using you?’’
John Burril seated himself astride a

low wooden chair, and propelling it and

himself forward by a movement of the
feet and a “‘hitch’’ of the shoulders, he
leaned a:ross the chair back in his most
facetious manner, and addressed her with
severe eloquence.
“Look here, Mrs. Burrill number one,

don't you take adayntage of your posi-
tion, and ride the high horse too free.
It’s something to ‘ave been Mrs. J. Bur-
rill once, I'll admit; but don’t let it ele-

vate you too much. You ain’t quite so
handsome as the present Mrs. Burrill,
Relther are you so young, consequently
you don’t showoff so well in a tantrum.
Now the present Mrs. Burrill—’’
“Oh, then she does have tantrums, the

Present Mrs. Burrill,’’ sneered the wo-
man, fairly quivering with suppressed
rage. ‘One would think she would be so
Proud of you that she could excuse all
your little faults. Brooks says that they
all talk French up there, so that you
‘an't wring into their confabs, John.’
“Dees he?’ remarked Burrill, quietly,

but with an ominous gleam in his ugly
tyes. ‘‘Brooks must be careful of that
tongue of his. You may reckon that they
all stop their French when I begin to
falk. Nowdon’t be disagreeable, Nance;
#ain't every man that can take a rise
in the world like me.
irs, and hold myself above my old
friends. Do you think that every man
could step into such a family as I belong
to, Mrs. Burrill? No one can Say that
John Burrill’s ‘a common fellow after
that feat."’
“No, but a great many can

John Burrill’s a mean fellow,
© walk over. Do you think the men as
you worked along side of, and drank and
‘upped with, don’t know what you are,John Burrill! Do you think that they
don t all know that your outrageous van-ity has madea fool of you? Chance threw‘nto your hands a secret of the Lamottes;:
you need not stare, we ain’t fools downae at the factories. Maybe I know what
eee is, and maybe I don’t. It’s
SEaoe - I know more of your doings
rill, x | Give me credit for, John Bur-» sow, What must you do? BlackmailVv aw : .

ould. have satisfied a sensibié man: but

and I don’t put on

say that
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etraigntway you cre seized wWitn tne aes
that you were born to be a gentleman.
You! Then you form your plan; and you

in your
lady to

force, by means of the power
hands, that
marry you.”’

‘“Seerns to me,’’ interrupts the man
whohas been listening quite contentedly,
‘that you are getting along too fast with
your story.”’

‘*Yes, Lam too fast. When youfirst
hatched out this plan you came to me
and put a pistol to my head, and swore
that if I didn’t apply for a divorce from
you at once, you would blow my brains
out. 1 had swore more than once to have

beautiful young

| a divorce; and Lord knows I had cause

|

too mean , 

enough; what, with the drunkenness
and the beatings, and the idleness, and
the night prowlin’, andall the rest; but
I never expected that.’’
The woman paused for a moment, and

then resumed her tirade of mixed elo-
quence and bad grammar.

**I didn’t expect to be drove into the
divorce court at the point of a pistol, but
that's how it ended, and you was free to
torment Miss Lamotte, poor young

thing! Don't you let yourself think that
I envied her! Lord knows I had had
enough of you, and your meanness, but I
pitied her; and if I had knocked out your

brains, as I’ve been tempted to do a

dozen times, when you have rolled in
here drunk, I'd have done her a good
turn, and myself too The time was when
Nance Fergus was your equal, and more
too; but you left England with the no-
tion that here you would be the equal of
anybody, and you’ve never got cléar of
the idea. I've tried to make you under-
stand that there’s a coars> breed of folks,
game’s there is of dogs, and that you are

a mighty coarse breed. I’ve lived out
with gentle folks over the water, and
they were none of your sort. But, go on
John Burrill, the low women you are so
fond of, and the girls at the factory, have
called you good lookin’, until your head
is turned with vanity. You have got
yourself in among the upper class, no
matter how, and I suppose you expect
your good looks to do the rest for you. I
mind once when I was at service in
Herefordshire, the Squire had a fine
young beast in his cattle yard, black an’
sleek, an’ handsome to look at, and the
young ladies came down from the big
house and looked at it through the fence,
and called it a ‘beautiful creature,’ but
all the same they led it away to the
slaughter house with a ring in its nose,
and the young ladies dined off it with a
relish.’’
John Burrill stroked his nasal organ

fondly, as if discerning some connection
between that protuberance and the afore-
mentioned ring; but he made no attempt
to interrupther.

“You was bad enough in England,
John Burrill; what with your poaching
and your other misdeeds, and sorry was
the day when I left a good place to come
away from the country with you, because
it was gettin’ too hot for you to stay
there. You couldn't get along without
me then; and you can’t get along nowit
seems, for all your fine feathers, without
you come here sometime to brag of your

exploits, and pretend you are lookin’
after the boy.’’

‘*Nance,”’ said Burrill, ‘‘you’re a fine
old bird! ’Ow I'd like to set you at my
old father-in-law, blarst him, when he

rides it too rough sometimes, and, what
a sociable little discourse you could lay
down for the ladies too, Nance; but, are
you about done? You’ve been clean over

the old ground, seems to me, tho’ I may
have dozed a little here and there. Have
you been over the old business, and
brought me over the water, by the nape
of the neck; because, if you haven’t—
no, I see you have not, so here’s to you,

Nance, spin on;’’ and he took from his
pocket a black bottle, and drank a mighty
draught therefrom.

‘‘No, I'm not done,’’ screamed the
woman. ‘‘ You've come here to-night, as
you have before,for a purpose; one would
think that such a fine gentleman could

find better society, but it seems you
can’t You never come here for nothing;

you never come fer any good; you want
something? Whatis it?’’

He laugheda low, hard laugh.
‘*Yes,’’ he said, taking another pull at

the black bottle; ‘‘I want something.”’
‘‘Umph! I thought so.’’
‘‘T want to tell you,’’ here he arose,

and dropping his careless manner, laid a
threatening hand upon herarm. ‘‘I want
to tell you, Nance Burrill, that you have
got to bridle that tongue of yours; d’ye
understand ?”’
She shook off hjs hand, and retired a

few paces eyeing him closely as she said :—
“Oh! 1 thought so. Something has

scared ye already.”’
‘‘No, I'm not scared; that thing can’t

be done by you, Nance; but you have
been blowing too much among the fac-
tory people, and I won’t haveit.”’

‘““Won’t have what?”’
‘‘Won’t have any more of this talk

about going to my wife with stories
about me.’’

‘*‘Who said I threatened ?’’
‘‘No matter, you don’t do much that

I don’t hear of, so mind your eye, Nance.
As for the women at the bend, you let
them alone, and keep your tongue be-
tween your teeth.”’
‘Oh! I will; one can’t blame yon for

seeking the society of your equals, after

the snubbing you must get from your

hetters up there. But that don’t satisfy
you; you must drag that poor fellow,
Evan Lamotte. into their den: as if be
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were not wild enough, béfore you came
where you could reach him.’’
John Burrill took another pull at the

black bottle.
“Evan's a good fellow,’’ he said some-

what thickly. ‘‘He knows enough to ap-
preciate a man like me, and we Loth
have larks, nowlet metell you.”’

‘**Well, have your larks; but don’t sit
and drink yourself blind before my very
eyes. Why don’t you go?’’

*“’Cause I don’t wan'er—,’’ growing
more and more mellov, as the liquor
went fuming to his head, already pretty
heavily loaded with brandy and wine.
‘*Where’s thelittle rooster, I tell yer.’’

“*In the streets, and he’s too much like
his father to ever come hume, ‘till he’s

gone after, and dragged in ”’
“Well, go and drag him in then, I’m

goin’ ter see ’im."’

‘I won't!’ shrieked the woman, now
fairly beside herself with rage; ‘‘go home
to your lady wife, and take her my com-

pliments; tell her that I turned you
out.”’
John Burrill staggered ‘to his feet,

uttering a brutal oath.
‘*You'll turn me out, will yon? You

say won’t to me; you are forgetting my

training, Mrs. Nance; I'll teach you that
John Burrill’s yer master yet; go for
the boy.’’

But the woman did not stir.
‘You won't eh!’’ clutching her fierce-

ly, and shaking her violently, ‘‘now will
you?”’

‘*No, you brute.”’
‘“Then, take that, and that, and that!’’
A rain of swift blows; a shriek ringing

out on the stillness of the night; then a
swift step, the door dashed in, and John
Burrill is measuring his length upon the
bare floor.
The woman reels, as the clutch of the

miscreant loosens from her arm, but re-

covers herself and turns a_ bruised face
toward the timely intruder. It is Clifford
Heath.

‘*Are you badly hurt?’’ he asks,
iously.
She liftsa hand to her poor bruised

face, and aching head, and then sinking
into a chair says, wearily :—

“It’s nothing—for me.
sir!’’

This last was an exclamation of warn-
ing. John Burrill had staggered to his
feet, and was aiming an unsteady blow
at the averted head of Doctor Heath.
The latter turned swiftly, comprehend-

ing the situation at a glance, and once

more felled the brute to the floor.
By this time others had appeared upon

the scene—neighbors, roused by the ery
of the woman.

Doctor Heath bent again to examine
her face.. He had scarcely observed the
features of the man he had just knocked
down; and he now asked:-—

‘‘Is--this man your husband, madam?’’
The woman reddened under her bruises.
‘*He was my husband,’’ she said, bit-

terly. ‘‘He is—John Burrill.’’
Clifford Heath started back, thinking,

first of all, of Sybil, and realizing that
there must be no scandal, that could be

avoided, for her sake. He had never seen
Burrill, save at a distance, but had heard,
as had every one in W—, of his divorced
wife.
Turning to one of the neighbors, he

said: ‘‘I was passing on my way home
from Mrs. Brown’s, when I heard this
alarm. I think, good people, that we had
better let this fellow go away quietly,
and attend to this woman. Her face will
be badly swollen by and by.’’ Then he
turned once more toward Burrill.
Once more the miscreant was struggl-

ing to his feet, and at’a command from
Doctor Heath, he hastened his efforts.
Hitherto, he had had only a vision of a
pair of flashing dark eyes, and an arm
that shot out swiftly, and straight home.
Now, however, as he gained an erect

posture, and turned a threatening look

upon his assailant, the onlookers, who all
knew him, and all hated and feared him,
saw a sudden and surprising transforma-
tion. The red all died out of his face, the
eyes seemed starting from their sockets,
the lower jaw dropped abjectly and sud-
denly, and, with a yell of terror, John
Burrill lowered his head and. dashed from
the house, as if pursued by a legion of
spectres.

anx-

Look out,

(To be Continued, )

SAVED HERDRUNKEN EUS.
BAND.

She Finally Administered a Remedy, With

out His Knowledge, and Cured Him.

A correspondent writes: “ [ bad «uch a
happy home and a noble, big-hearted tus
band till he took to drinking, first through
sociability, then because the fiendish desire
would come over him, crazing him tor
drink.
“I was heartbroken. Mv happy home

was fast becoming one of mrerytill +
frend told me to try # /|quor cure
called Anti-Booze. I was willing to trv
anything, so I sent $1.00, as the suggested,
to the Oriental Chemical Co., 20 St.
Alexis St., Montreal, and by return mail |
received ip a plain wrapper a little bex of

pills. I putoneof these in his cotfee
every night and morning without him
knowing it, (as they dissolve immediately)
avd in Jess than a week he stopped drink-
ing entirely,

““Anti-Booze has changed my drunken
husband into a sober, industrious, happy
man, and I fee) itmy duty to tell other-
about it. They will send full information
without chargesto any who will write
them. “3. D. 8.”

PEAKE’S WHARF.
NO DANGER.

 

 

Wharf storage and yardage.

WAREHOUSES TO LET
By month or year. Apply to

ARTHUR G. PEAKE,

Office io scale house on wharf. No
coonection with any shop around the cor-
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TREMENDOUS - - -
BANKRUPT PURCHASE

WROLESALE TND RETAIL
 

SPOT CASH TRANSACTION.
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Barat SI
NOW ON SALE AT

WEEKS’
$958.00 dollars worth

Bankrupt Sitks, Black

and Colored.

Black Dress Peau de Sois $1.30 for 95c,

$1.80 quality ~ $1.25. $250 quality

for $1.70 per yard.
BLACKDRESS BENGALINESILK,

$1.30 quality for 90c. $2.10 heavy for

$1.45. $1.65 for 1.10.
BLACK SATINSat 49c, 75c and 89c,

Gasca & Co., price 75c, $1.10 and $1.45.

BLACK SURAHSat 49c, 65c, and 70c,

regular 68c to 1.25 per yard, and Surahs

Chinas fancy pungee blouse trimming
silks, etc., etr.,

Plain and Fancy Silk Velvets and
Velveteens.

BANKRUPT.
Dress Goods.

$1,165.00.—tieven hundred and sixty-

five dollars worth of plain and fancy dress

goods. Black and colored Cashmeres,

Serges—marked at about 33, to 50 per

cent discount.

BANKRUPT.
Ladies, Gents and

Children’s Fabric &

Kid Gloves.

French Kid Buttoned and Lacivog—

Black and Colored.
Bes: 7 hook $1.35 quality for 95c
Bett5 * Kes =: «ger Who
Mixed Lot, 60c to $1.00 for 50c

Black and Colored Silx and Lisle and
Evening Gloves at all prices.
Gents Kid Gloves $1.00 to $1.25 for 80c

BANKRUPT.
Silk, Lisle, Cashmere

Cotton Hosiery.
Lalies Fine Black Silk Spun Hose

$1.35 quality for 90c, $1.25 for 85c, $2.25
for $1.65.

Black Lisle Thread, 45c for 38c.
Laties Cashmere Hose, plain ribbed

and fancy, Gass & Co’s price 46c to 65c
per pair, our Baukrupt price 29c to 48c.

Cotton Hose at all price.
Children’s Hose at all prices.

BANKRUPT.

Kmbroideries and Insertions.
648 yards Embroidery at 24c. Gass &

Co’s. price 5c.
963 yards do., 7 for 44c.
1623 yards Gass & Cv. lle. quality

for 73c. Odd pieces up to 332. for 18c.
Ali over Embroideries, Tuckings; etc.
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$19486-Worlk Dt
W, A. Weeks & Co bought from Assignees of Esta

J B, Gass & Co, Amherst, N. 8, at about half
cost price

IMMENSE

DauKrapt
NOW ON SALE AT

WEEKS’
Bankrupt House Furnishings
G33 W.al > Saatss -3x«3

Complete with Spring Rollers.

 

300 WINDOW SHADES at - 196,
180 do at - 365ce,
650 (Casrorted) 65c. for - 465c.
108 pretty Dado, 72 for - 49.
 

BANKRUPT
Lace & Silk Curtains

ECRU AND WAITE

About 200 pairs, Gass & Co., price 55c.
up up to $1350. Marked Bankrust,
price from 29c. per pair to $8.75, or about
40 p. c. off regular price.  

 

‘Bankrupt -
- Curtains:

85c.48} yards best Brussels, $1.35 for
14 do Bordering to match, $1.30 80c. |
43; do Second Quality, Brussels,.........

sdipedomnnsain dnniibiiaiiemiieiieaal $1.52 for 80c.
724. do Tapestry, 75c. for 49c- ¢

3% rolls of Hemp Stair Carpet.
56 yards Cocoa Matting, 75c. for 45c.

Suitable tor Church or Hall, and odds and
ends of Carpets.

at Fringe, 1 4c. for 8:., and 24c. for 16c.
Mper yard; Curtain Tassele, Mantle

Drapery, etc., ete.

Bankrupt Corsets,
Tremendous Stock,

7 5 Large Cases
Standard and Best Makes.

 

Gases & Co, price 35c., Bankrupt 19¢.
do do 55c. do 39c.
do do 65c. do 45c.
do do 95e. do 69c.

A cot of odds in D. & A. makes,etc., etc.

LADIES & CHILDREN'S
Bankrupt Underwear.

ABOUT $400 WORTH.

White Skirte, Night Gowns; Chemises,\
Drawers, Corset Covers,ete., etc.

Plain and Trimmed with Vest,
and embroidery.

Ladies’ Bankrapt Wrappers
About 60 Ladies’ Print Cotton Wrappers
from $1.10 to $3.25 Bankrupt price
75c. to $2.30,

BANKRUPT
Black Lack and Fancy

Colored Flouncings

Gass & Co., price 90c. to $4.20 per yard
Bankrupt Clearing Price 65c. to $2.25.

 
Lace

$1.59 for 95e.
or 65c; 85¢ for 58c., ete., etc.

Twelve Thousand Four Hundred and Eighty-six Dollars worth of Bankrupt Dry
Goods, comprising a general and high class stock of dry Goods, Black and Colored Silks,
Cloths, Hosiery, Curtains, Window Shados, Carpets, Ladies’ and Gents’ Underwear, Collars,
Shirts and Neckties, Braces, Waterproofs, Lalies’ and Gents’ Kid and Fabrick Gloves, Staple
Goods, Hats and Caps, Sunshades,etc;-etc, etc. Bought at close on 50c on the dollar, paic
for with Spot Cash, and must be sold low.

IMMENSE
BANKRUPTSTOCK

NOW ON SALE AT

WEEKS’
Gentlemen's Bankrupt Col-

umn, Gents’ Summer
Underwear.

Cotton Balbrigan and Natural Wool,
About 50 doz. Linders and Drawers in all
sizes from 24c to 95c. Gass & Co's
former price 35c to $1.35.

BANKRUPT,
Bicycle Sweaters.

MEN’S AND BOYS’, FINEQUALITY
Gass & Co’s price $1.05 to $3.20 Weeks
& Co’s Bankrupt Price 68c to $2.15.

BANKRUPT
Braces, Collars, Ties
LINEN COLLARS.—3 and 4 ply linen

good shapes, all sizes at Se, 9c. llc, and
l5c, eold by Gass & Co. at from 12c to
25c.
CUFFS.—18c, 19c, 22c, regular 25c to

35c, plain and link.
NECKTIES-—-About 100 doz. at about

; to 40 per cent. discount.

BANKRUPT
TWEED AND CLOTH
3 Cases in Factory, Canadian and Scotch

Tweed-, Black Worsteds, etc. marked
at about 40 p.c. below selling price.

BANKRUPT
Ladies’ - Waterproofs.

Nearly 100—All Goed Stock.
$3.60 for $2.45 ; $5.00 for $3.25.

$3.00 for $1.95 ; $2.68 for $1.75.

And higher priced goods at from 25 tc
59 p.c. off Cass & Co’s. price.

BANKRUPT

 

 

 

‘Goods in Mantle Room.
Last Year’e Styles.

The price to clear no object.

BANKRUPT.
Real Black Silk and Black Spanish

Lace-. Elegant Quality. Finest quality
ever imported to Charlottetown.
LOUTACHE, MALTESE.—$3 60 for

$1.95 per vard. $1.95 for $1.15 per yard,
In carrow widths— $1.10

  WiA. WWBhKS

And about $2.000 worth of Bankrupt Staples, and a big lot of
other goods generally foundin first-class stock.k

a CO.
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