IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS

BY ROBERT BARR, IN “L

IPPINCOTT'S MAGAZINE.”

CHAPTER VIIL. —({CoxTINUED.)

“] presume,” he said at length, *‘ there
is little.use in attempting to improve the
morning hour by trying to show you, Ren-
mark, what a fool you made of yourself i
the camn ? Your natural diplomacy seemed
te be sljghtly off the centre.” 1

“ I do not hold diplomatic relations with
thieves and vagabonds.”

““ They may be vagabonds, but so am I, l
for that matter. They may also be well-
meaning mistaken men ; but I do not think
they are thieves.” .

“ While you were talking with the so-

|

called general, one party came in with sev-'

eral horses that"had been stolen from the
neighboring farmers, and another party
started out to get some more.” : :
¢ Oh, that isn’t stealing, Renmark; that's’
requisitioning. You mustn’t use such reck-
less langaage. I imagine the second party
has been successful ; for here are three of
them, all mounted.” i

The three horsemen referred to stopped
their steeds at the sight of the two men
coming round the bend of the road, and
awaited their approach. Like so many of !
the others, they wore no uniform, but two
ot them held revolvers in their hands ready
for action, The cue who had no visible re-
volver moved his horse up the middie of the
road towards the pedestrians, the other two
taking positions on each side of the wagon
way.
““ Who are you? Where do you come
from, and where are you going ?” cried the
foremost horseman,as the two walkers came
within talking-distance.

¢¢ It's all right, commodore,” said Yates,
jauntily,‘‘ and the top of the morning to
you. We are hungry pedestrians. We,
have just come from the camp, and we are ;
going to get something to eat.”

¢« | must have a more satisfactory an
awered than that.”

«« Well, here vou have it then,” answer-
ed Yates, pulling out his folded pass and
handing it up to the horseman. The man
read it carefully. * You find that all’
right, I expect ¥’ '

‘ Right enough to cause your immediate :
arrest.” _

¢t But the general said we were not to be

[
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molested turther. That isinhis own band- |y

writing.”

¢ ] presume it is, and all the worse for |
you. His handwriting dees not run quite
as far as the queen’s writ in this country!

yet. 1 arrest you in the name of the ' ¥

gqueen.—Cover these men with your re-!
volvers, and shoot them down if they make

any resistancs,” Sosaying, the rider slip-

ped trom his horse,whipped out of hispocket

a pair of handecuffs joined by a short, stout

steel chain, and, leaving his liorse standing,

grasped Renmark’s wrist.

¢¢ I'm a Canadian,” said the professor,

wrenching his wristaway. *‘ You mustn’t
put handecuffs on me.”
" & You are in very bad compsny, then.
T am a constable of this eounty, and, it you
are what you say, you will not resist
arrest.”

] will go with you. But you mustn’t
handcuff me.”

“ Oh ! musta’t I?” And, with a quick
movement indicative of long practize with
resisting criminale, the constable deitly
slipped on one of the clasps, which closed
with a sharp click and stuck like a burr.

Repmark became deadly pale, and there
was a dangerous glitter in his eyes. He
drew back his clinched fist, in spite of the
tact that the cocked revolver was edging
closer and closer to him and the constable
held his struggling manacled hand with grim
determination.

¢ Hold on ?”’ cried Yates, preventing the
professor from striking the representative
of the law. * Don't shoot,” he shouted to
the man on horseback : *‘it 1s all a little
mistake, that will be quickly put right.
You are three armed and mounted men;and
we are only two unarmed and on foot. There
is no need of any revolver practice.—Now,
Renmark, you are more of a rebel at the
present moment than O'Neill. He owes no
allegiance, and you do. Have you no re-
g sect for the forms of law and order? You
are an anarchist at heart, for all your pro-
fessions. You would sing ¢ God Save the
Queen !’ in the wrong place awhile ago, so
now be satisfied that youn have got her, or,
rather, that she has got you.—Now, con-
stable, do you want to hitch the other end
of that arrangement on my wrist ? or have

ou another pair for my own special use ?”

¢« T'11 take your wrist, if you please.”

¢ All right : here you are.” Yates drew
back his coat-sleeve and presented his wrist.
The dangling cuff was speedily clamped
mpon it. The constable mounted the patient
horse that stood waiting for him, watching
him the while with intelligent eye. The
two prisoners handcuffed together took the
middle of the road, with a horseman on

i # They're Fenian prisoners,” he said.

{ Mrs. Bartlett, and this hard-hearted econ-

cheerily. *“You see the professor has got
his deserts at last ; and I, being in bad.
company, share his fate, like the good dog
Tray.”

“F"i"ha.t’s all this about?’ cried Mrs®
Bartlett.

The constable, who knew both the farmer
and his wife, nodded familiarly to thiem. |

«Nonsense!" cried Mra. Ba.rtflat-t,.--:he old
man, as usnal keeping his mouthgrimly shut |
when his wife was present to do the talk-
ing ; * they’re not Fenians. They' ve been
camping on our farm for a week or more.’

“That may be,” said the constable, firm-

««But I have the best of evidence,
against them, and if I'm not very much
mistaken they’ll hang for it.”

Miss Kitty who had been parily visible
through the daor, gave a cry of anguish at
this remark and disappeared again.

‘¢ We have just escaped being hanged by
the Fenians themselves, Mrs. Bartiett, and
1 hope the same fate awaits us at the hands
of the Canadians.”

“ What! hanging ?”

‘¢ No, no; just escaping. Not that I ob-
jeat to being hanged ; I hope I am not so
pernickety as all that; but, Mrs. Bartlett,
you will sympathize with me when I tell
you that the torture I am suffering at this
moment is the remembrance of the good
things to eat which I have had in your
bouse. I am simply starving to death,

stable refuses to allow me to ask you for
anything.”

Mrs. Bartlett came out through the gate
to the road in a visible state of indignation.

¢t Stoliker,” she exclaimed, *‘ I'm ashamed
of you! You may hang a man if you like,
but you haveno right to starve him.—Come
straight in with me,” she said to the pri-
soners,

¢ Madam,” said Stoliker, severely, * you
must not interfere with the course of the
law.”

«The course of stuff and nonsense!” cried
the angry woman. ‘“Do you think I am
afraid of you, Sam Stoliker? Haven’t I
chased you out of this very orchard when
you were a boy trying to steal my apples?
Yes, and boxed your ears too when I caught
ou, and then was fool enough to fill your
pockets with the best apples on the place
after giving you what you deserved. Course
of the law, indeed ! I’ll box your ears now
if you say anytking more.. Get down off
our horse and have something to eat your
gelf. I dare say you need it.”

¢¢ This is what I call a rescue,” whispered |
Yates to his linked companion.

\What is a stern upholder of the law to
do when the interferer with justice isa

to having her own way ? Stoliker looked
helplessly at Hiram as the supposed head
of the house, but the old man merely shrug-

see how it is yourself. I am helpless.”

Mrs. Bartlett marched her prisoners
through the gate and up to the house.

¢« All I ask of you now,” zaid Yates, ‘s
that you will give Renmark and me seats
together at the table. Wecannot bear to be
separated even for an instant.”

Having delivered her prisoners to the
custody of her daughter, at the same time
admonishing her to get breakfast as quick-
ly as possible, Mrs, Bartlett went to the
gate agein. The constable was still on his
horse. Hiram had asked nim, by way of
treating him to a non-contreversial subject,

determined and angry woman accustomed |

ged his shoulders, as much as to say, ““You |

torted Stoliker, doggedly. ““You can tell |
all this to the colonel or the sheriff, and if
they let you go 1’ll say nothing against it.”

Meanwhile, Yates had made his way into
the kitchen, taking the precaution to shut
the door after him. Kitty Bartlett looked
quickly around as the door shut. Before
she could speak, the young man caught her
by the plump shoulders,—a thing which he
certainly hag no right todo.

“Miss Kitty Bartlett,” he said, “yon’ve
been erying.”

‘T haven'i ; and if I had, it is nothing to
you.
““Qh, ’m not so sure about that. Don’s
deny it. For whom were you crying ? The
professor ?”

*¢ No, nor for you either, although I sup-
pose you have conceit enough to think so.”

““Me conceited? Anything but that.
Come now, Kitty, for whom were you cry-
ing? I must know.”

¢¢ Please let me go Mr. Yates,” said Kitty,
with an effort at dignity.

‘¢ Dick is my name, Kit.”

“ Well, mine is not Kit.”

‘“ You're quite right. Now that you men-
tion it, I will call you Kitty, which is much
prettier than the abbreviation.”™ =2

] did not “mention it.” Please let me go.
Nobody hasthe right to call me enything,
tut Miss Bartlett; that is, you haven’t
anyhow.”

“ Well, Kitty, don't you think it is about
time to give somebody the right? Why
won’t you look up at me, so that I can tell
for sure whethe:*% ghould have accused you
of erying ? Look up,—Miss Bartlett.”

o ‘ Please let me go, Mr. Yates. Mother
will be here in a minute.”

¢¢ Mother is a wise and thoughtful woman.
We'll risk mother. Besides, I'm not in the
least afraid of her, and I don’t believe you
are. I think she is at this moment giving
poor Mr, Stoliker a piece of her mind ;
otherwise, I imagine, he would have fol-
lowed me. I saw it in his eye.”

I hate that man said Kitty inconse-
quently.

“¢ I like him, because he brought me here,
even if I was handeuflfed. Kitty, why don’t
you look up at me ? Are you afraid ?”

“ What should I be afraid of ¥’ asked
Kitty giving him one swift glance from her
pretty blue eyes. *¢ Not of you, I” hope.”

““ Well, Kitty, I sincerely hope not.
Now, Miss Rartlett, do you know why I
came out here %"’

“For something more to eat, very likely,”
said the girl, mischievously.

“Now, Miss Kitty, that, to a man in cap-
tivity, is both cruel and unkind. Besides,
1 had a first-rate breaktast, thank you.
No such motive drew me into the kitchen.
But I willtell you. Yo all have it from
my own lips. That wagliche reason.”

He snited the action the word, and
kissed her before she kne ¥ what was about

| to happen. At least Yates, with all his ex-

perience, thought he had taken ber un-
awares. Men often make mistakes in little
matters of this kind, Kitty pushed him
with apparent indignation from her, but
' ghe did not str ke him across the face as
she had done before when he merely at-
tempted what he had now accomplished.
Perhaps this was because she had been
taken so completely by surprise.

¢] ghall call my mother,” she threatened.
¢Oh, no, you won't. Besides, she would

' not come.” Then this frivolous young man

began to sing in a low voice the flippant
refrain, ‘‘Here’s to the girl that gets a kiss
and runs and tells her mother,” ending

' with the wish that she shonld live and die

an old maid and never get another. Kitty
should not have smiled, but she did; she
should have rebuked his levity, but she
didn’t.

¢ It is about the great and disastrous
consequences ¢f living and dying an old

if this was the colt he had bought from old
Brown or the second concession, and

was saying he thought he recognized the
horse by his sire, when Mrs. Bartlett broke
in upon them.

“(Come Sam,” she said, “‘no sulking,
you know. Slip off the horse and come in.
How's your mother ?”

¢t She’s pretty well, thank you,” said
Sam, sheepishly, coming down on his feet
agaln.

Kitty Bartlett, her gayety gone and her
eyes red, walted on the prisoners, but ab-
sclutely refused to serve Sam Stoliker, on
whom she looked with the utmost contempt,
not taking into account the fact that the
poor young man had been merely doing
his duty, and doing it well.

¢« Take off these handcuffs, Sam,” said
Mrs. Bartlett, “‘until they have breakfast
at least.”

Stoliker produced a key and unlocked
the manacles, slipping them into his pocket.

*“Ah ! now,” said Yates, looking at his
red wrist, ‘‘ we can breathe easier, and I,
| for one, can eat more.”

The professor said nothing. The iron
had not only encircled his wrist, but had
entered his soul as well. Although Yates
tried to make the early meal as cheerful as
possible, it wasrather a gloomy festival. Sto-
liker began to feel, poor man, that the paths

each side of them, the constable bringing
up the rear, and thus they marched on, the
professor gloomy from theindignity put upon
them, and the newspaper man as joyous as
the now thoroughly awakened birds. The
scouts concluded to go no farther towards
the enemy, but to return to the Canadian
forcee with their prisoners. They marchea
down the road, all silent except Yates, who
enlivened the morning air with the singing
of *“ John Brown.”

¢t Keep quiet,” said the constable, curtly..

« All right, I will. “But look here : we
ghall pass shortly the house of a friend.
We want to go and get something to eat.”

«« Yon will get nothing to eat until I
deliver you up to the officers of the volun-
teers.”

¢ And where, may I ask, are they?”

+¢ You may ask, but I will not answer.”

¢t Now, Renmark,” said Yates to his com-
panion, ¢ the tough part of this episode is
that we shall have to pass Bartlett's house
and feast merely on*the remembrancze of the

things which Mrs. Bartlett iz always

glad to bestow on the wayfarer. I call that
refined cruelty. It is adding insult to in-

L
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3 As they neared the Bartlett homestead

they caught sight of Miss Kitty on the
veranda, shading her eyes from the rising
sun and gazing earnestly at the approach-
ing squad. Asscon as Ei_m recognized the
group she disappearec with a cry into the
house. Presently there came out Mrs,
Bartlett, followed by E}Et' son and more
slowly by the old man himself.

They all came down 10 the gate and

waited.

" Hﬂn’ Mra. Bﬂilﬂht-.” cried -YH:‘!'.'EH.i

-

of duty were unpopular. Old Hiram could
be always depended upon to add sombreness
and taciturnity to a wedding-feast, and
the professor, never the liveliest of compan-
ions, sat silent, with clouded brow, and
vexed even the cheerful Mrs. Bartlett by
having evidently no appetitee. When the
hurried meal was over, Yates, noticing that
Miss Kitty had left the room, sprang up
and walked towards the kitchen door.
Stoliker was on his feet in an instant, and
made as though to follow him.

“Sit down,” said the professor sharply,
speaking for the first time. * He is not
going to escape. Don’t be afraid. He has
done nothing, and hase no fear of arrest. 1t
is always the innocent that you stupid offi-
cials arrest. The woods all around you are
full of real Fenians, but you take excellent
care to keep out of their way and give your
attention to molesting perfectly inoffensive
people.”

“ Good for yot professzor " cried Mrs.
Bartlett, emphatically. ** That's the truth,

if ever it wasspoken. Butare there Fenians
in the woods ?”

““Hundreds of them. They came on usin
the tent about three o’'clock this morning,
—or at least an advance-guard did,—and,
after talking of shooting us where we
stood, they marched us to the Fenian
camp instead. Yates got a pass written
by the Fenian general, so thay we should
not be truuhlqd again. That is tle precious
document 'which this man thinks is deadly
evidence. He never asked us a question,
but clapped the bandcaffs on our wrists,
w}ﬂa :;hﬂ other fools held pistsls to our
heads.”™

“It isn’t my piace to ask guestions,” re-
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Stoliker had replied that it was. Hiram |

maid that I want to speak to you. I have
| a plan for the prevention of such a catas-
| trophe, and I would like to get your approv-
| al of i8.”

Yates had released the girl, partly because
she had wrenched herself away from him
and partly because he heard a movement in
the dining-room and expected the entrance
. ot Stoliker or some of the others. Miss
| Kitty stood with her back to the table, her
eyes fixed on a spring flower which she had
unconsciously taken from a vase standing
on the window-ledge. She smoothed the
petals this way and that, and seemed so in-
terested 1n botanical investigationthat Yates
wondered w hether she was paying attention
to what he was saying or not. What his
plan might have been can only be guessed ;
for the fates ordained that they should be
interrupted at this critical moment by the
one person ov earth who could make Yates's
tongue falter.

Thea outer door to the kitchen burst open,
and Margaret Howard stood on the thresh-
old, her lovely face aflame with indigna-
tion, and her dark hair down over her
shoulders, forming a picture of loveliness
that fairly took Yates's breath away. She
did not notice him.

¢ Oh, Kitty,” she cried, ** those wretches
have stolen all our horses ! Is your father
here?”

¢« What wretches ?"’ asked Kitty,ignoring
the question, and startled by the sudden
advent of her friend.

“The Fenians. They have taken all
the horses that were in the fields, and your
horses as well. So I ran over to tell
you.”

“ Have they taken your own horse,
too ?”

““ No. Ialways keep Gypsy in the stable.
The thieves did not come near the house.
Oh, Mr. Yates !—I did not see you.” And
Margaret’s hand, with the unconscious
vanity of a woman, sought her dishevelled
hair, which Yates thought too becoming
ever to be put in order again.

Margaret reddened as she realized from
Kitty’s evident embarrassment thatshe had
impulsively broken in upon a conference of
two.

<] mast tell your father about it,” she
said, hurriedly, and before Yates could
open the door she had done so for herself.
Again she was taken aback to see so many
sitting round the table.

There was a moment’s silence between
the two in the kitchen, but the apell was
broken.

«J—I don’t suppose there will be any
tronble about getting back the horses,”
said Yates, hesitatingly. “IfLycu lose them
the government will have to pay.”

“*] presume so,”’ answered Kitty, coldly;
then, ** Excuse me, Mr. Yates: I mustn’t
stay here any longer.” So saying, she fol-
lowed Margaret into the other room.

Yates drew o long breath of relief. All
| his old difficulties of preference had arisen
when the outer door burst open. He felt
that he had had & narrow escape, and be-

-
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himself. Then the fearswept over him tha:i'-
Margaret might have noticed her fri end®
avident confusion and surmised its cause.
He wondered whether this would help bim
or hurt him with Margaret if he finally
made up his mind to favor her with his
serious attentions. Still, he reflected thad,
after all, they were both country-girs
and would no doubt be only too eager 0
accept a chancs to live in New York. Thus
his mind gradually resumed its normal
state of self-confidence, and he argued that
whatever Margaret’s suspizions were, they
could not but meke him more precious in
her eyes. He knew of instances where the
very danger of losing 2 man had turned 2
woman’s wavering mind entirely in the
man’s favor. When he had reached this
point, the door from the dining-room
opened, and Stoliker appeared.

¢ We are waiting for you,” said the
constable. -

¢ All right. Iam ready.”

As he entered the room ne saw the two
girls standing together talking earnestly.
«] wish I wasa constable for twenty-four
hours,” cried Mrs. Bartlett, ¢I would be
hunting horse-thieves,instead of handcuffing
mnocent men,”

“‘Come along,” said the impassive Stolik-
er, taking the handcuffs from his pocket.

¢ If you three men,” continued Mrs.
Bartlett, “‘cannot take those two to camp,
or to jail, or anywhere else, without hand-
cuffing them, T'll go along with you m self
and protect you and see that they don’t
escape. You ought to be ashamed of your-
self, Sam Stoliker,if you have any manhood
about you,—which I doubt,”

“] must do my duty.”

The professor rose from his chair. “Mr,
Stoliker,” he said, with determination,
““my friend and myself will go with you
quietly. We will make no attempt to
escape, as we have done nothing to make 1s
fear investigation. But I give you fair
warning that if you attempi to put & hand-
cuff on my wrist again I will smash you.
A cryof terror from one of the girls at the

rospect of a fight caused the professor to
Eealige where he was. He turned to them,

and said, in a contrite voice,— ;
“On!I forg{;:rt you were here. [ sincerely
oar rdaon.
bﬁ%‘[ﬂ.::*ga.rept?with blazing eyes, cried,— :
«Don’t beg my pardon,but—smash him.’
Then a consciousness of what she had
gaid overcame her, and the excited girl hid
her blushing face on her friend’s shoulder,
while Kitty lovingly stroked her dark
tangled hair.
Renmark took a step towards them, and
stopped. Yates, with his usual quickness,
came to the rescue, and his cheery voice
relieved the tension of the situation:

¢‘Come, come, Stoliker, don’t be an idiot.
T do not object in the least to the hand=
cuffs ; and if you are dying to handcuff
somebody, handecuff me. It hasn’t struck
your luminous mind that you have not
the first tittle of evidence against my
friend, and that even 1f I were the greatest
criminal in America the fact of his being
with me is no erime. The truth is, Stoliker,
that I wouldn’t be in your shoes for a good
many dollars. You talk a great dealabout
doing your duty, but you have exceeded it
in the case of the professor. I hope you
have no property ; for the professor can, if
he likes, make you pay sweetly for putting
the handeuffs on him without a warrant or
even without one jot of evidence.—What
is the penalty for false arrest, Hiram " con-
tinued Yates, suddenly appealing to the
old man. *I think it is a thousand dol-
lars.”

Hiram said gloomily that he didn’t know.
Stoliker was hit on a tender spot, for he
owned a farm.

“« Better apologize to the professor and
let us get along.—-(ood-by, all.—Mrs.
Bartlett, that breakfast was the very best
I ever tasted.”

The good woman smiled and shook hands
with him.

‘¢ Good-by, Mr. Yates; and I hope you
will coon come back to have another.”

Stoliker slipped the handcuffs into his
pocket again, and mounted his horse. The
girls from the veranda watched the pro-
cession move up the dusty road. They
wege silent, and had even forgotten the
exciting event of the stealing of the horses.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

An 'l-]natable Boundary Line.

““You have heard of smuggling, I pre-
sume,” remarked a guest at one of the
Cleveland hotels the other day. “Well,"
he continued, *I ran againat the most
stupendous scheme in that line last suammer
I ever heard of. You are doubtless aware
that ordinary every day smugglers are con-
tent to transport their goods over the line
from one country to another, the object
being, of course to evade the payment of
the customs duties. The people with whom
I came in contact were superior to such
common methods, which might do for low
pirates and outlawed brigands, but not for
a live, wideawake Yankee, and especially a
Canadian Yankee. They didn’t move the
goods. They moved the line.

“Up in the furthest easterly part of
Maine there comes a place where Maine
stops and New Brunswick begins. That is
also where the Canadian Yankees spoken of
have their homes. They are naturally
given to farming, some of these people, and
even if McKinley did put a duty on grain
poultry, and other things, it didn’t make
any difference with some of the sturdy
yeomen who live alongside the line. The
publication of the news of the passage of
the tariff bill didn’t cause them a moment’s
uneasiness. ‘L'hey simply went on rajsing
their Canadian wheat and their Canadiap
oats. At the same time they lkept bhEire}reg
on the boundary line—what{they could geeof
it. The visible portion of this remarkah)e
boundary consisted of upright iron pogy
set at intervals of one mile through the
land. Not being clinched on the other
gide of the earth, these posts are respongjye
to influences placed on them on the Capg.
dian side. In other words, they cap phe
taken up and reset.

¢ About the time these upright and pop.
est farmers over the line have their erops
in condition to harvest a peculiar thing
happens. Some dark night a half dozep of
them go coon hunting, and when they 1.
turn to their firesides they are on Amer;.
can soil, they and their grounds, and wigp
them the crops. The boundary line ha¢
moved and is located a half mile or g §,,,._
ther toward the Arctic Ocean: These guile-
less tillers of the soil then dispose of thej,
products at United States prices, and gomg
time during the winter, iu some unkngy,
manner, the boundary line takes a byg..

ward leap, leaving them again on Uﬂﬂﬁdiﬁ.n

gan to wonder if he had really committed & so0il.”

FARMERS SWINDLED.

Bozrus Commission YMerchanis—A Montreal
Firm That Did a DBliz Buasiness With
ontario and Quebec FArniers.

Where is Mr. Simpson, who is Mr. Shaw,

when are we going to get our money ? .

These are queries that over & ScCore of
farmers who have entrusted goods to the

gentlemen bearing the above names would

like somebody to apswer. ‘‘Shaw and

Simpson, produce merchants,” is painted

in big black letters on the windows of No.

102 Foundling street, Mentreal, but neither

Mr. Shaw nor Mr. Simpson can be found

inside. The door is locked, and inside is

only “a beggarly array,” of barrels and

boxes, which may or may not contain goods.

November 1 shere was a gathering of angry

farmers around the store demanding their

money, but they were informed that Mr.

Simpson was not in.  As for Mr. Shaw no

mortal in Montreal has not yet set eyes on
that elusive gentleman. There is a story

of ways that are dark and tricks that are
pot vain in the history of the short mercan-
tile career of Messrs. Shaw & Simpson.

Abous a month ago a Mr. Simpson, who i8

an ordinary looking young man, came 1o
Montreal and put up at the St. Lawrence
Hall. He engaged an office at 102 Found-
ling street, and immediqme]y installed as
manager Mr. Chas. Hamilton. Mr. Ham-
ilton is not unh:nnwnltg Mantrea.i,Hm fact

the police records tell his story. He Was

fnnr?erly the manager of Mr. William Allan

Shepard’s bogus employment agency, and
had been but recently released ﬁ.-mn gaol
whers he had served a 8iX months’ term for
his connection with thau ywindling concern.
The firm of Shaw & Simpson Was regularly
registered, and, ander the skillful guidance
of Mr. Hamilton, started into business. T_he
first thing the firm did was 1o advertise
largely in the country Ppapers, soliciting
consignments of produce from the farmers.
The firm undertook to do the business for
2} per cent. commission. Circulars were also
sent out broadcast over the country, in fact
two lady typewriters were kept steadily
employed in writing and addressing these
circulars. Agents were also appointed in
Quebec and Ontario, the firm having some
97 agents in all, most of these reputable
storekeepers, who were chosen for the in-
fluence they were supposed to have in get-
ting consignments from the farmers. Most
liberal terms were offered these agents.
While offering the farmers to do their busi-
ness at 2% per cent. Messrs. Shaw & Simp-
son actually agreed to pay the agents 5 per
cent. on all business, 32 tor every new cus-
tomer, and in some instances even salaries
of from £25 to $50 per month. To still fur-
ther inspire confidence it wassaid vhat the
Mr. Shaw of the firm was a well kntwnand
respected member of the produce exchange
in the city. It was easy to do this. Mr.

Shaw himself was never seen. When sny
curious customer asked

“WHERE IS MR. SHAW 17

he was told that Mr. Shaw was on his way
out from the 0ld Couuntry. Mr. Shaw is
still on his way out from the Old Country,
that is, if there is a Mr. Shaw at all

The effect of the firm’s business methods
soon became apparent. The agents, de-
lighted at securing the business of such a
liheral firm, sent in all the produce they
could procure and stuffactually poured into
the irm. Butter, cheese, hogs, beans,peas,
hay, dead, and live poultry, honey, apples,
onions, hides, potatoes, in fact every class
of produse was shipped to Messrs.Shaw and
Simpson. Farmers deserted reputable city
firms with whom they had been dealing for
years to go over to the mewcomers. Car-
loads of stuff arrived for them daily. They
were doing a big business.

They commenced to paralyze the trade
here. Such prices were never seen before.
Everything went, no reasonable or unreas-
onable offer refused, appeared to be tbe
mottoes on which the firm did business,
Shaw and Simpson got their goodson trust
and sold for cash, for anything they could
get. Apples worth 33 a barrel were sacri-
ficed at $2; turkeys whose market value
was 83 cents per pound, were sold at 7
cents; e ggs sold for 15 cents when the mar-
ket price was 17 cents; honey went 2 and 3
cents per pound below its real value. One
instance of this may be given. They pur-
chased in the country a lot of 45 boxes of
cheese at 112 cents laid down here, and gold
to a well-known dealer in Montreal at 10%
cents. Some of the produce merchants
were shrewd enough to take advantage of the
low figures at which these goods were going
and purchased the produce as fast as
Messrs. Shaw and Simpson offered it,
while they looked at each other and asked
how long it was likely to last.

A short time ago somebody who happen-
ed to know Hamilton called the attention
of Mr. Simpson to the fact that he was a
gaol bird. After that Hamilton disappear-
ed, and Simpson claimed that he kad dis-
charged him, while another manager was
brought in.

{  \While all this was going on some oi the
fariiers and agents, who had sent in prod-
uce, dropped into the store and asked for
their money. There was none there for
them but they saw instead pasted on the
wall a notice to the effect that Dbills were
payable only on the first of every month.
On the first of November there were a num-
ber of farmers in

DEMANDING THEIR MONEY

but they were informed that Mr. Simpson
was out of the city. Mr. Simpson, in fact,
left town on Saturday, stating that he would
be back on Monday. He has not yet put
in appearance aud when a reporter called at
the place of business the other morning 1t
was locked up. A consignment of 120 boxes
of cheese that came to the firm was sent
back to the shippers by the Grand Trunk
Railway. There are to-day eight cars on
the track for the firm containing hay,
peas and beaus. It is said that the firm is
in debt to the farmers fully $7000, and
some of the vietims will attempt to hold
the agents respousible.

ol

Moving stones are located in Long pond,
Maine. On the/easterly side of the pond
is a cove which extends nearly a hundred
rods further east than the general course of

ghoal. On the bottom are stones of variouns
gizes, which, it is evident from various cir-
cumstances, have an annual motion teward
the shore. The proof of this is the mark
or track left behind them, and the bodies
of clay driven up before them. Some of
these stones are two or three tons’ weight
and have laft a track of several rods. hav-
ing at least a cart load of clay before them.
The shore of this cove is lined with these

out of the water.

the shore. The bottom is clay and veryg

stones, which, it would seem. %27~ crawled
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