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D. G. SMITH, PROPRIETOR
TERMS—$1.50 a Year, if paid In advano3, $1.00.

The Fa,ctor_:s_r—

JOHN McPONALD & €O.
(Successors to George Cassady.)
Maaufacturers of Deors, Sashes, Mouldings
—AND—

Builders’ Furnishings generally.
Lumber Planed and Matched to order.

BAND AND BOROLL-BAWING:!

Stock of Dimension and eother Lumbes
constantly on hand.

East End Factory, Chatham, N. B,

early, or season adverti ts,
ré takea at the rate of $5.00
{inchk per year. The matter, if space
‘s secured by the year, or season,
: mdhung ed under arrangement
Aerefor, with the publisher.
. “Miramichi Advance’’ having
rge eirculation distributed prin-
‘in. the. Counties of Kent,
yeriand, Gloucester and
‘Pestdgouche, New Brumswick, and in
jonaventure and Gaspe, Quebec, in
tommunitics engaged in Lumbering,
: ‘and’  Agricultural pursuits,
. effers superior inducements to adver-
ers. Ad
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*. Miramichi Advance, Chat-
“Ram, N.B.
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" Dareistop-At-Law
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‘YHE BEST TONIC AND

' —BLOOD MAKER-

. BOc Bottles
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~ Furnaces! Furnaces!!
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" 'Wood er Ceal which I can fursish
A at Reasonable Prices.

e e
STOVES
SGUXING, HALL AND PARLOR
STOVEB at low prices.
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PUMPS! PUMPS!!

Sinks, Iron' Pipe, Baths, Creamers the
best, 2lso Japanned stamped wnd
tinware endless variety, all of
. the best stock, which I will sell low for

A. C. MoLean, Chatham.
Jnsurance,

SCOTTISH UNION AND
NATIONAL,
IMPERIAL, .

{%LONDON & LANCASHIRK
LANCASHIRE,

ETNA,

HARTFORD,
NORWICH UNION,

* PHCENIX OF LONDON
MANCHESTER.

, Mrs. das. . Miller.

W00D GOODS !

WE MANUFACTURE & HAVE
For Sale
Laths

Paling

Box-Sheoks

Bareol Heading
Matehed Flooring
Matehed Sheathing
Dimensioned Lumber
Sawn Sprace Shingles,

THOS, W. FLEET,
Nelson,

Mark You !

We have the BEST Studio, BEST
assistants and the largest and most
varied EXPERIENCE, and use only
the BEST .materials and therefore
produce the

best Photographs.

Whether our’patrons be RICH or
POOR we aim to please every
time.

~IF YOU WANT-
Picture Frames
Photographs or
Tintypes

Come and See Us,

Merserean's Photo Rooms

Watsr Strest, Chatham. I

W DO

Job Printing

Letter Heads, Note Heads, Bill Heads,
Envelapes, Tags, Hand Bills.

Priniing P Sov s
EPRINT—

ON WOOD, LINEN, OOTTON, O

PAPER WITH EQUAL PACILITY,
@reome mnd ses our Work and
compare it with that of

Biapich hirane Job Piohng (e

CHATHAM, N. B,
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Ronald Huldene trudged back to
his suburban = villa heavy-hearted
and sad. He felt that indeed he was
the most unfortunate of imen;_ev-
erything seemed to be going wrong
with him. Hge had left home in the
morning full of hope, full of antici-
pation, with the certainty of suc-
cess beating in his breast; now he
was Treturning utterly crushed, dis-
appointed,- and disgpirited. He was
an actor out of an engagement. Oh,
bthe uncertainty of an artistic ca-
reer! The precarious nature of his
calling weighed heavily upon him
and he was miserable. Fortunately
it was not the want of means that
was troubling him, for he had hekd
some good engagements in his time
and had always .been of a saving
disposition, so that now he had a
fair balance at his bankers.” No; it
was the thought that he was not
advancing in the profession he loved
s0 well that cast such a gloom over
him. This stagnation appalled him.
He was made of sterner suuff than
to sit down quietly amd let things
slide. He burned to do something
great. He longed to show the Lon-
don public what he knew in his in-
most heart he felt capable of. He
was8 no egotist — far from it; but
the artistic fire burnt within him
and would not be quenched. Given
the Jopportunity he knew that he
could stir the theatrical world to
its depths. DBut, alas! the oppor-
tunity was a long time coming—in-
deed, seemed farther off than ever
—and he  was getting older every
day. And there was Marion—Mari-
on his wife, his darling—who be-
lieved in him, who idolized him, who
longed to see him 'at the top of the
ladder, and who felt every disap-
pointment, every non-success to ob-
tain an engagement, more keenly
than he did. Do yeu wonder that
the poor fellow was sad? He had
failed to obtain the engagement that
he had left home to seek, and the
disappointment would tell heavily
upon her who was his one thought—
aye., even over that of his artistic
career—his loved one, his guardian
angel.

‘“Well. little one!’”’ he said, cheer-
fully, as he entered his cozy sitting-
room, over which the blessed word
“‘comfort’”” was writ large for all
to see, “how have you been getting
on this long time without me,
eh?"’

“Oh, famously, Hal,”’ was
pleasant reply.

She always called him by the pet
name of Hal, which she liked to
think was sacred to her and to her
alone. ‘‘Any success, dear?”’

“Well, not exactly success, but
don’t be disappointed, sweet; it is
bound to come in time: we cannot
always go on like this.””

“Oh, Hal, I hope s0’’; themn, after
a pause, ‘‘So you did not get the
part?”’

“Well, no, dear, I didn’t. But I
don’t think it would have suited
me: it was more of a ‘character’
part than anything else, and you
know I hate ‘character’ parts.’’

How Ronald Haldane loved his
wife to thus pervert the truth in or-
der to smooth over his plainly-
shown disappointment! The part
was a leading omne, of first-rate im-
portance, and would have suited him
in every way.

‘““But come, dear,:” he continued,
assuming an air of gaiety as if he
had not a trouble in the world,
‘‘what is there for tea? I'm near-
ly famished, rcally I am.”

‘“Have you not had anything to
eat to-day?’’ his wife asked, with
much concern.

‘““Eat?* What man thinks of cat-
ing when he wants to get home to
the sweetest little
world? I looked in at the club, ‘tis
true, but eat—not I. Come, Mari-
on, give me a kiss, forget to-day;
let us eat and drink, for to-morrow
brings the engagement.’’

““Always my dear, light-hearted,
genial Hal,”” she said, as she fondly
kissed him and made room for him
at the table. The meal was hearti-
ly enjoyed. Ronald  excelled him-
self in doing his utmost to prevent
his wife from returning to the topi
of his non-success. After tea they
drew their chairs around the fire and
prepared to make themselves com-
fortable.

‘““Now, dear,”” he said, as he lit a
cigarette, ‘“wkat is it to be—chess,
draughts, cards, or would you like
me to read to you?”

‘“Oh, read; do, Hal. I love to lis-
ten to you. Oh, how happy I shoul
ten to you. Oh, how happy I should
be if 1 knew that you had got a
good engagement.”’

‘““What a silly puss you are. to be
sure, Marion,”” he replied, as he
fondly placed his hand upon her
shoulder; ““if T had got an engage-
ment, why, I shouldn’t be able to
read to you, and then—just think
wkat you’d lose.””

“I'm thinking what the public
loses loses by your idleness.'’

‘*Alas, poor public!’’

““Oh, Hal, will you never be seri-
ous?”’

“*Certainly, dear.
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Now for a read-

woman in the;
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ing by that celebrated actor, Ron-
ald Haldane, whom nobody will en-
gage, but whom the public is abso-
lutely pining and longing for. Here
goes. Shakespeare, Milton, Plato,
or—Kipling?”’ )

‘‘Shakespeare,
wife’'s quiet reply.

“Very well. Tragedy, comedy,
historical, pastoral, comical, senti-
mental, or——=?"’

‘“Oh, stop, stop,’”” said his wife,
plaintively, holding up her hands.
‘“How can you joke so? Everything
seems so gay to you——""

‘““Seems, madam? Say it is; I
khow not seems. Ha! ha!’’ and he
laughed as if he had not a care in
the world. Suddenly he paused and
looked at his wife. ‘‘Hark! What
was that?’’ he said.

‘““The postman,’”” was his wife’s
reply. 5 i

““No; a wire, I think.”

The maid-of-all-work knocked
the door.

““Come in!’’ shouted Ronald.

‘“Telegraph for you, sir.”

‘“Telegram, Mary, telegram. How
often have I told you that I omly
have the ‘Telegraph’ in the morn-
ing?’’ said her master, as serious as
a judge, as he took the missive from
her.

Mary went out. The mild sarcasm
was thrown away upon her.

Ronald tore the buff envelope open.

‘“There, , Marion,”” he shouted,
‘““‘what do you think of that?’’ and he
flung the flimsy paper into her lap
as he danced a wild fandango round
the room.

Marijon took it with trembling fin-
gers and read aloud: ‘‘Come and
see me at once; important—Dud-
ley.”

‘“There you are,
To-morrow? Why,
is here to-night.”’

‘““Oh, Hal, you foolish boy, you
are too sanguine. It may mnot be
anything after all.”

‘“Marion,’””. he replied, with mock
severity, pointing a finger at her as
he stopped his wild careering round
the table, ‘‘I shall really have to
read you a severe lecture. You are
a pessimist, an alarmist, a—a—well,
every other ’ist’ that I cannot think
of for the moment. Not be any-
thing after all? Why, great Scot-
land! Dudley of the Pantheon not
mean anything? My dear girl, you
don’t know Dudley — a man of ex-
cellent judgment.’’

‘“Oh, Hal,”’ replied his wife, smil-
ing in spite of the agitation which
was plainly depicted upon her face,
‘““now you are getting conceited.”

““Marion, for shame! Conceited?
Whoever heard of an actor becoming
conceited? The thing’s an impossi-
bility, absolutely. But I must be
off. What shall I ask Dudley—forty
pounds a weck?”’

‘“Hal!’”’ almost screamed his wife.

‘““Not enough? Going too cheap?
Well, I'll let him down lightly and
ask sixty.”’ \

‘““And  he’ll knock off the nought
and offer you six.”’

‘“Marion, it pains me greatly to
know that my own dear wife puts
the small and insignificant fee of £6
per week as the value of her highly-
talented husband’s services. But
thera—there, dear, dear, let me go
and get it over. Kiss me, Marion,
and wish me luck.””

““Good luck, dear, and heaven bless
you.”'

Ronald tore himself away and took
a hansom to the Pantheon, where
Shakespeare was in his last nights,
pending the production of a roman-
tic drama by the lecading author of
the day.

‘““Ah, Haldane!’’ said Dudiey, the
eminent actor-manager, as 1lonald
entered his dressing-room, at the
end of the second act. “‘I'm glad

wire reached you.”

““Se am I1,”” was Ronald’s laconic
reply.

‘““‘Are you disengaged?’’

“Am I disengaged?”’ said Ronald
to himself, chafing inwardly at the
thought that such an eminent actor-
manager knew nothing about his do-
ings; but he replied:

‘“Yes, just at present I am.”

‘“Well, you know what we are go-
ing to do next. I want a le'admg
man. Splendid part. Magnificent
chance; will make—absolutely make—
whoever plays it. What are your
terms?’’

Dudley was a man of few words
and believed in coming to the point
at once.

“Thirty pounds,” replied Ronald,
timorously.

“Too much;
twenty.”’

‘“Well, guv’'nor’’

Hal,”” was his

at

Marion nrine.
the engagement

I thought about
— for Ronald had
been at the Pantheon before, and
everybody called the manager by
that name—‘‘I really thought ‘about
asking forty.’’

“Just s, just so; but we
quarrel over figures. There’s
call; say twenty-five. Do
agree?’’

“Well—yes,”” replied Ronald, with
apparent reluctance.

‘‘See Morris, then’’ — Morris was
the secretary—‘‘he’ll give you your
agreement and the part—grand part,
wouldn’t mind playing it myself. Ah,
that’'s me,”’ as the call-boy knocked
at the door and said:

““Curtain’s up, sir.”’

““Good-night, Haldane; we rehearse
immedidtely,’”’ said Dudley, heartily,
holding out his hand and evidently
quite satisfied with his bargain.

“Good-night, guv’'nor,”’ replied

won’'t
oty

you

Pains In the Back

Hips

and Spine.

Creat Sufforing and Loss of Weight—Dootors Could Not Help Him—
A 8plondid Tribute to

DR. CHASE’S KIDNEY LIVER PILLS

When you read such letters as the
following from well-known and high-
ly respected people in all parts of
the country you nced no longer won-
derw hy the sale of Dr. Chase’s Kid-

| Liver Pills, and said he knew

| one box.
{til I had

try Dr. Chase’'s Kidney-
they
would cure me. I secured a box, and
great was my surprisc when I began
to feel better eafter using only

I continued their use un-;
taken about four boxes, |

told me to

ney Liver Pills is so far in advance | o,;.; made me a sound man, and 1|

of any similar remedy. When
people find out

great medicine they tell their neigh-

spreads.
Mr. James Clark, Consecon, Prince
Edward Co., Ont., states: ‘‘Eleven

years ago I was taken with pains in|

my back, settling in my hips and
oxtending up my spine. The
was very severe, and at times al-
most unendurable, and many days
I was not able to do an hour’s
work. My weight was reduced from
190 to 160 pounds, and though I
had consulted many firstclass phy-
gicians and tried several advertised

nedicines T could got no relief.
#At this time my father-in-law

the |
i
the virtue of this|

pai“itrouble by the use of thesc pills.

{for $1.00.
;manson, Bates & Co.,

also regained my usual weight, 190
pounds. I cannot say too much in,
favor of Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver |

{ Pills, which have done so much for
bors about it, and so the good news i
‘number of my friends, and have nev-|
ier met with one case where they

I have recommended them to &)

didl
not meet with good success. My .
daughter, Mrs. Chas. Philips, has|
also been cured of.a severc stomach,

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, one|
pill a dose, 25 cents a box, 5 boxes!
At all dealers, or BEd-
Toronto. To|
protect you against imitations tha
portrait and signature of Dr. A. W.|
Chase, the famous receipt book au-|
thor, are on every box of his remee
dies i

| the face twice

Ronald, equally well pleased as he
shook the proffered~hand.

They left the dressing-room
gether, the one to receive tho ap-
plause of hundreds of people, the
other to receive the congratulations
of one—only a womman, his wife.
Which was the sweeter, think you?
Ah! Ronald knew.

- % -

Rehearsals were in full swing at
the Panthecon. The new picce was
progressing admirably. Ronald had
a splendid part, which he felt would
suit him in every way. But he was
rehearsing under great distress. His
wife had fallen very ill and needed
constant care and attention, and he
sadly begrudged the many hours
daily he had to give to his profes-
sional work. A doctor and nurse
were in constant attendance, and the
enormous mental strain <was begin-
ning to tell on the sorely-tried hus-
band.

The day before the production of
the piece poor Ronald was horrified
to find , that his wife, his Marion,
had developed pneumonia, and was
in a very critical state. He was
beside himself. He felt that he
could not do justicé to his part, to
himself, or to his manager with the
awful thought upon him that per-
haps the illness might terminate fa-
tally. He thought of throwing up
the engagement, but Marion, weak
and ill as she was, would not hear
of it, and so the morning of the day
dawned that was to mean so much
to him. But he had not slept an
hour all the night, had not taken
his clothes off, and was to play a
part that day which would tax his
energies to the utmost.

His darling wife was worse. Her
temperature was very high and she
was quite unconscious.

“Doctor,’”” he said in his despair,
as the time drew near for the even-
ing’s performance, ‘‘I cannot leave
my wife like this.”’

‘““‘Nonsense, Haldane; be a man;
the crisis is approaching. I cannot
tell how it may be, but we hope for
the best. You have your duties to
perform. Go, then. I will send a
special messenger to the theatre,
and I pray that the message may be
a cheering one.”’

‘“‘Heaven .grant itemay,”’ was Ron-
ald’s fervent reply.

So he sct out for his night’s work.

Ah! little the public think how
many an actor there is who with a
smiling face goes ‘through his work
night » " er night with a heavy and
achi z heart for his loved ones at
home! :

The piece began.
were unstrung, but he went at his
work with a will; in spite of the
dead weight that was tugging at his
heart he meant to succeed. He tried
to lose himself in his part, but do
what he would, the vision of her ill,
dying maybe, was ever before his

to-
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Ronald’s nerves

of the second act was
reached. The heroine was supposed
to have disappeered. Her where-
abouts were unknown. Rgnald, as
the hero, had sworn to find her, no
matter what might be the cost.

The stage was clear. Ronald was
the only actor to be seen, and at
the end of his monolague, a speech
lasting some few minutes, he had to
utter a pathetic, fervent prayer:

‘“Oh, God, spare my darling’s life;
spare her; she is all the world to
His acting thrilled that vast audi-
ence, mostly composed, as first-night
audiences usually are, of ardent
playgoers who knew what acting re-
ally was. As the curtain fell a
perfect hurricane of applause filled
the theatre; while the tears, real
tears, were coursing down Ronald’s
cheeks.

As he went off Dudley met him and
‘'said, slapping him on the back,
‘“Splendid, my boy—splendid; the
real thing.”’

‘““The real thing!”’ thought Hal-
dane. to himself. ‘‘Great heavens,
yes, the—real—thing!”’

He took his call; the applause was
deafening.

‘“What an actor!”’ said one dram-
atic critic. ;

‘“What a man!”’ said another, who
knew Ronald and his, circumstances
well. :

‘“Any message for mec?’ gasped
Ronald, as he entered his dressing-
room

‘“No, sir.”

‘“Go cown to the stage door and
see. I can change myself,”’ he said
to his dresser.

The man departed. .

Then, throwing himself on his
knees, he prayed with all the fervor
of his pent-up soul:

““Oh, God, spare her; she is all the
world to me.”’

The man returned and gave
ald a note. He tore it open:

““Crisis phssed. Hope.”

“Thank Heaven!’’ ejaculated Ron-
ald from his heart, and went down
for the third act.

- - -

Ron-
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Ronald Haldane is the leading ac-
tor in London. I know no man for
whom I gave a greater regard, but I
adore, as a friend, Marion, his wife.
—London Tit-Bits.

—_—
TWENTY-MILE SHAVES.

Distance a Man Shaves
erage Lifetime.

in an Av-

From a multitude of examples, an
average measurement around the
chin from ear to ear is found to be
twelve and a half inches. From
where the beard starts on the throat
to the chin and thence to the edge
of the under-lip is four and a half
inches. You must reckon that it is
necessary to give two strokes of the
razor to each inch or fraction of an
inch in order to cover all the sur-
face, and to go over each section of
in order to secure a
clean surface. So, multiplying the
number of strokes by the number of
times the razor is passed over the

the!

| course

entire face, you get the figure 8, and
four times the two above mentioned
measurcments, gives vou the figures
of 50 and 18 respectively, which,
added together, produce 68. There-
fore the average man, whether dark
or fair, shaves 68 inches once cvery
24 hours, With these figures we ar-
rive at the result that every man

wearing only a mustache, shaves 2./

068 feet 4 inches per yvear. Taking,
then, the average life at 70 years,
and that the fair man starts shav-
ing at 18, and the dark man a year
carlier, or at 17, we have the fol-
lowing results: That a fair man,
if he lives till he is 70, will shave in
the course of his life 20 miles 650
vards 4 inches. The dark man, if he
lives till he is 70, will shave in the
of his life 20 miles 1,840
yards 1 foot 8 inches.

—_——

Pat — “I'm goin’ to have my
bhoy learnt to play the clar'net.”
Mick — “Why don’t yez learn 'im
the vi'lin?”’ Pat — ‘‘Because 1T
want 'im
A vi'lin makes fine music, but g
clar'net is a hcap more to be
vinded on in a scrimmage.’’

dc—i
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TESTED RECIPES.

Cream Puffs.—Put half a pint of
Water in a saucepan with four ounc-
es of sweet, fresh butter, a little
lemon peel shaved thin, two ounces
of sugar, and a salt-spoon of salt.
As soon as the water begins to boil,
throw in four ounces of flour (do
not sift it in) and at once begin to
stir rapidly with a wooden spoon
or paddle held in the right hand
while you hold the saucepan firmly
with the left hand; continue to stir
until a smooth, thick paste is form-
ed, which will be in a few minutes.
Then take from the tire, and as soon
as cold enough not to scald the eggs,
break in the first one and beat until
it is smoothly mixed in the batter;
then add two -more and beat them
in thoroughly and continue as rap-
idly as possible until eight have been
added, unless you find that the bat-
ter is getting too thin, then do not
add all the eggs the recipe calls for.
The batter must be stiff enough to
keep its shape without spreading

eggs should not be added before the
batter gets cold. After the eggs are
in continue to beat the batter until
it is clear and smooth. When ready
to bake, first butter the pans well
then dust with flour, shaking off all
that will not adhere. Drop the but-
ter with a spoon or use a pastry
bag and tube, leaving some space be-
tween each one. If you wish a rich
brown color, brush each puff with
beaten egg, but this will not be nec-
cessary if you have a good oven.
Let the pufis bake until they are
perfectly light to the touch, when

oven too soon they will soon shrink
and droop; they should be done in
twenty-five minutes. As soon as
they are cold, but before they loose
their crispness, they should be filled
with either the regular cream puff
filling or whipped cream. To do
this cut a slit at one side with a
sharp knife, press the puff open
slightly and put the filling in with
a spoon. This same batter can be
used for eclairs, Spanish pufls, etc.

Cream Puff Filling.—Put a pint of
milk in a double boiler and put on
to scald. Put two tablespoonfuls of
cornstarch in a bowl with a cup of
sugar and three eggs and beat until
light. Pour the hot milk over this
mixture and stir until well mixed,
then turn back into the boiler and
stir and cook until, the mixture
thickens, then remove from the fire
and when slightly cool add a tea-
spoonful of vanilla. In making the
puff batter some leave out the lem-
on peel and sugar and use only six
eggs, but the number of eggs can be
determined by the quality of the bat-
ter, leaving out one or two or ad-
ding as is necessary. The batter
must have a thorough beating in any
.case. Home-made cream puffs are
very much better than those usually
obtained at the bakeries.

Good Egg Dishes.—Shirred eggs
look pretty in their little fluted
porcelain dishes, They are easily
cooked, too. Melt half a teaspoon
of butter in each little cup, break
in each an egg, set in a pan of hot
water, cover with greased paper and
place in the oven five minutes. Re-
move and stick little tips of pepper
grass about the rim of eaéh cup,
serve hot. A few spoonfuls of cook-
ed tomato, a little .cream sauce or
some well-flavored minced meat may
be placed in each little cup before
breaking in the egg. To poach the
eggs, have plenty of rapidly boiling
water, break the egg on the side of
the pan and drop right into the boil-
ing centre, which, neatly done, pre-
vents the white from hoing to rags,
so no trimming is necessary. Take
the egg out with the skimmer, and
lay on a slice of buttered toast. The
toast should be dipped once into
hot water and buttered quickly. A
celery or tomato sauce served with
poached eggs is a pleasing variety.
Cook half a pint celery, cut into inch
lengths, in boiling salted water until
tender. Melt a tablespoon of butter
with a tablespoon of flour, add half
a cup of water, in which the celery
was cooked, half a teaspoon of salt,
and a dash of pepper. Cook five
minutes, then add half a cup of milk
and the drained celery. Arrange the
pieces of toast with a poached cgg
one each on a dish and pour round
the celery sauce.

HAS IT OCCURRED TO YOU.

That to put a statuette or other
piecce of bric-a-brac on a stand in
front of the window, between the
glass and the lace curtains, is a
frank confession that its beauty is
for outsiders and not for the family?

That potted palms, ferns, etc., are
out of place around a fireplace?

That a delicious sandwich inay be
made of day old Boston brown
bread, cut in slices the length of the
loaf and put in alternate layers with
white bread, with cream cheese be-
tween? The sandwiches have the

appearance of chocolate layer cake.
past |

|- That

|

stockings and socks
their usefulness as such make good
{holders for the kitchen? Cut off
the fect, fold the leg several times
;and sew in place. Cover with a bit
of calico or gingham,
| That almost all vegetables aro
'cooked with the lids off the pots?
The water in which onion# are boil-
ed should be changed several times,
That stains of vaseline, which are
the most obstinate of all to remove
from clothing, may be removed with
ether? Saturate the spots
ether and spread smoothly on a clean
surface, Cover with a bowl to pre~
vent too rapid evaparation. Ether

must be used with caution,
|

| FEATHTER PILLOWS.
Feather pillows which are
'aired become dead and at times
odorous, Every few weeks they
should be pinned on the line on a
sunny day and left there for several
hours. 1If they have an unpleasant
odor and no renovating establish-~
ment is near, turn them from the
tick into a stout muslin bag, make
strong suds with good white soap
and a little ammonia and soak the
bag of feathers for
| beating them often with a stick.
Transfer to secoud suds and soak
iand beat as before; then rinse
| through four or five waters, beating
i and sousing vigorously to remove
lall traces ot soap. Pin on the line

never

to have every advantage.|and leave cxposed to rain and wind

for several days, wetting them once
a day if there is no rain. Leave in
the sun for @ week, taking in at
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much when put in the pans and the !

handled; if they are taken from the |

several hours, |

‘m’ght and shaking often to flufi them
jwell. Feathers so treated will re-
imain fresh and sweet for years.

| SWEET PEAS.

| For support, have a wire netting
{nailed to posts, set at equal dist-
This will support two:. rows
| of sweet peas. During the hottest
| weather it will be best to provide a
{mulch for the vines, even though
(they are watered repeatedly and
| thoroughly. A mulch will retain
moisture about the roots and keep
i them cool, so that the vines will
1x'emain fresh and green. For the
'mulch use grass clippings. Cut the
|blossoms off twice a week, at least,
|so that new ones may speedily take
itheir placed, or the vines will run
|to seed. You can have every room
in the house supplied with these
lovely blooms, and a different color
in each. The white and pink varie-
ties are the best.

P
ALCOHOL FOR THE SICK.

| ances.

Good It Does in Some Cases Sci-
entifically Explained

In the first place, the idea that a
stimulant gives strength must no
longer be entertained; it certainly
does not contribute muscular force
or nervous energy, says the Hospi-
Ital. The action of alcohol causes
a temporary general acceleration of
the circulation and increases afflux
of blood to the brain and viscera,
and of this the physician may take
advantage. Such action may per-
mit the evolution of energy, but
only at the expense of blood and
tissue; the energy itself is not sup-
plied by the alcohol.

In prescribing alcohol in chronic
diseases the first thing is to take
care not to harm. Alcohol has no
place in the treatment of weakness
in childhood. The most treacherous
employment of stimulants at any
period of life is their administration
for the relief of depression or of sen-
sations describing as ‘‘sinking,’”” or
subjective feelings of weakness, even
though such subjective sensations be
accompanied by weakncss of the
pulse. Doubtless the immediate ef-
fect of the administration of alcohol
under such circumstances is distinct
and agreeable, but reaction is inevit-
able. Disease of either kidney or
liver may almost be regarded as a
bar to stimulants. A good word,
however, is to be said, according to
the experience of Dr. A. Ransome,
for the use of alcohol in phthisis and
tuberculosis diseases.

In debility, moreover, stimulants
properly employed are of great
value. They should only be taken
at meals, and their beneficial effects
are to be estimated by the increase
in the amount of food which is tak-
en with their aid. In selecting a
stimulant, then, the criterion is not
its chemical constitution, but its ef-
fect on the appetite and digestion.

In acute febrile disease stimulants
are now generally given with judg-
ment and in moderation. Time was,
however, when the treatment of fev-
er practically resolved itself into the
administration of brandy, and this
idea has not even yet been entirely
uproeted from the public mind. Thus
we are constantly called upon to
withstand the entreaties of friends
who imaginé that the obvious weak-
ness of the patient calls imperatively
for stimulants. In acute ferbile dis-
ease stimulants should in no case
be given in the early stages, but
should be withheld as long as pos-
sible.

When stimulants promote sleep and
diminish restlessness and agitation
they are doing good. On the other
hand, should they cause excitement,
or sleeplessness, or.increase the fre-
quency of the pulse, or set up gas-
tric or intestinal derangement, they
are doing harm.

-—
A FASTING TRAVELER.

It is almost impossible in Mace-
donia to get anything to eat on St.
John’s day, because a fast is kept
there in commmemoration of the be-
heading of St. John the Baptist. The
author of ‘“The Tale of a Tour in
Macedonia’’ says that at Serres he
found a state of things he had nev-
er expected to encounter; a whole
town in a starving condition. He
went to the hotel-keeper and remon-
strated with him humorously.

‘“My dear sir,”’ said he, “is it just,
is it right, is it saintly, is it even
reasonable
myself to the worst of deaths be-
cause St. John, some two thousand
years ago, had his head cut off?’’

‘It is not lawful to argue about
such matters,”” was the serious re-
ply.

“I do not wish to argue.
to eat.”

‘At length, by dint of money,
tience
managed to obtain a little bread
and cheese and some grapes, and
with these he had to be content un-
til the fast was over.

I wish

pa-

ON TO HER GAME.

“Well,”” said the wife,
thoughts were on her summer
net, “I'll forgive and forget your
| being out late last night. I sup-
pose I'll always have to be forgiv-
ing something—""'

““Yes, whenever you're for getting
| something,”” replied the brute, her
husband,

whose

| Never read the marriage service
| entirely over before the wedding.

that I should condenmn !

and persuasion, the traveler|

bon- |

THE REAL LORD SALISBURY

EX-PREMIER AS HIS
S SEE HIM.

THE
NEIGHEBO
A Different Man From the Bitter-
Tongued Cynic Known in
Public Life.

A few months ago Lord Salisbury
swayed the destinies of the British
Empire. To-day he is practically
forgotten, even by the people of his
own country. The long accounts of
his career which were published
:When he resigned the Premiership
iread for all the world like obituary
| notices, and are remembered as such.
{Lord Salisbury has always shunned
notoricty, and now that he has re-
! tired from politics he is more re-
| ticent than ever about his private
| life. Few people know how he is
spending the cvening of a life de-
voted to the service of his monarch
and his country.

In politics the late Premier was
regarded as a bitter-tongued cynic—
‘‘the master of the art of jeers and
flouts and sneers,’”’ Disraeli called
him. In society he was the aristo-
crat above all things, haughtily
scorning the ‘“new - rich’’ and the
‘“‘smart set.”’

Many of his supporters in the
House of Lords and the House of
Commons were bitterly incensed be-
cause he failed to recognize them in
the street or the club, although they
had been introduced to him and had
spoken to him frequently. Not only
is Lord Salisbury near-sighted and
absent-minded, but he has a bad
memory for faces—a rare defect in a
public man.

It is said that he once asked Mr.
Balfour, when visiting the House of
Commons, ‘“Who is that man who
spoke so intelligently just now ?’
That man was Walter Long,* the
Minister for Agriculture, a member
of Lord Salisbury’s own Cabinet.

THIS ABSENCE OF MIND

is partly assumed in order to ward
off intrusive intimacies. Similarly,
Lord Salishury’s apparent cynicism
and hauteur are only a mask cover-
ing his reai nature.

Go to Hatfield, in Hertfordshire,
where his favorite ancestral home is
situated, and ask the people there
about him. They will tell you of a
new Lord Salisbury—of'the real Lord
Salisbury, of whom the world never
dreams. The statesman might for-
get one of his own Ministers, but he
never fails to recognize the country
people who live round his home at
Hatfield. He knows them all, from
the oldest grandfather to the young-
est child, and he takes the keenest
interest in their lives. He may be
cold and distant to a foreign Prince
of doubtful character or a new peer
of the realm, who has made his
money out of beer and bought a
coronet with his spare cash, but he
never holds aloof from the poorest
of his neighbors at Hatfleld.

When the writer was staying at
that place as a boy in July, 1891,
he saw Lord Salisbury—then Prime
Minister of England—sitting down
on a hox in a blacksmith’s shop in
the village' and helping the black-
smith’s little girl to mend a broken
toy. Next week he entertained the
German Emperor at Hatfield House.
Ten years afterward, on revisiting
Hatfleld, the writer asked an old vil-
lager what he thought of Lord
Salisbury.

‘“Think of him, sir ?”’ was the re-
ply. “Why ! he’s the finest gentle-
man God ever made. I don’t know
what we should do without him. I
do believe he knows every soul in
the place by name, and he has never
been too busy to help any of us
when we have noeded help. And
Lady Salisbury’ was

A RARE GOOD WOMAN.

Her death was a terrible blow to
the poor old man. Rare lovers they
were all their lives. I grumbled to
his Lordship once about times being
hard in my business. He laughed in
his cheery way and said :

‘“ ‘Hard times don’t matter much,
Johnson, when a man has a good
wife like yours or mine. You may
hardly credit it, but I was hard up
myself when I was a young man,
just after my marriage. I only had
a small allowance as a younger son,
and had to eke it out by writing
articles for the newspapers and re-
views. But we were never worried
by our shortness of money. It de-
rends on a man’s wife whether pov-
erty is irksome or not.’

‘I remember once,” the old
lager went on, ‘‘a young girl was
jilted by her lover after they had
gone together for years. Lady Sal-
isbury, who liked the girl, was much
upset, and told her husband about
it. His Lordship went straight to
the young man and told him he had
jdone wrong and ought to marry the
girl. The young fellow said he’d like
to, but he was only earning twelve
shillings a week and couldn’t sup-
port a family. His Lordship got
him a good job that very day, and
ithey were married before the week
was out. They are as happy now as
any husband and wife could be, and
you may be sure that woman doesn’t
forget Lord Salisbury when she says
her prayers.

“That’s only an example, sir, of
what his Lordship has done for the
people hereabouts. Tf a girl gets
married, she is always sure of

A WEDDING PRESENT

Lordship ; and the

vil-

ifrom his old
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people know that he won’t let them
end their days in the workhouse if
he can help it. He’s a rich man,
but the amount of money he gives
away in charity here must make a
big hole even in an income like his.
But that’s not the only way he
helps the people. If he sees a man
doing a job clumsily, he will stop
and show him how to do it proper-
ly. He’'s a rare handy man with
tools. I've seen him patch up a
fence as well as I could do it my-
self, and I'm a carpenter by trade.’’

This character given to Lord Sal-
isbury as a handy men was cor-
roborated by a visit to Hatfield
House. Every room in the mansion
bears evidence of the old nobleman's
fondness for pottering about with
tools and his remarkable ingenuity
in using them. Hatfield House dif-
fers widely from the average English
country seat in being as well equip-
ped with modern conveniences as a
good hotel.

Lord Salisbury is a Conservative
in politics, and still more conserva-
tive in social matters, but he is
thoroughly progressive and up-to-
date in his private life. He has de-
signed and fitted up several dumb
waiters and electrical conveniences
to lessen the work of his servants.
He was the first nobleman in Eng-
land to use electric lights at his
country house. He installed the
plant himself, taking advantsge of
a stream that runs through his,
park to get water power. The best
electrical engineer in England could
not have done the work better than
this aged statesman, who stands in
the front rank of scientists in the
domain of

EXPERIMENTAL PHYSICS.

Lord Salisbury has never recover-
ed lrom the loss he suffered in 1869
by the death of his wife. Ldike most
Englishmen, he is reticent about the
feelings of his heart. He makes no
parade of emotion. But once, at a
church meeting at Hatfield held to
pay honor to a local philanthropist
who had died, he spoke of the sor-
row which had come into his own
life.

‘“When & man has done his ' work,
and those whom he loves pass one
by one behind the veil,”’ said he,
‘““‘there is nothing better for him
than to die as our friend bas died,
full of years and leaving behind him
& memory fragrant with good
deeds.’” ="

The people\h\ﬂatﬂold say that it
was & beautifulsight to see Lord
and Lady Salisbury tegether, the
wife so proud of her husband, the
husband so tender and courteous to
his still beautiful wife. They Were
lovers to the end.

It was Lady Salisbury who taught
her husband to take an interest in
the people of the village and help
them in all their small affairs. After
her death, he ceased for a time to
do this. He gave money as before,
but he was not to be seen in the
village talking with the old people
and patting the children on the
head.

Such time as he could spare from
the affairs of State was spent in his
laboratory studying experimental
physics. But since his retirement
fram politics he has returned to all
his old

PHILANTHROPIC WORK.

He takes pleasure im looking after
the welfare of his demd wife’s pen-
sioners. There is a blind girl at
Hatfleld to whom she used to be
kind. Lord Salisbury has made her
independent for life, and pays her a
visit nearly every dmy when he is
staying at Hatfleld. So it is with
many others.

One of the marked traits in Lord
Salisbury’s character is his detesta-
tion of cruelty to children or ani-
mals. In Hatfield they still tell a
tale of his horsewhipping a burly
farm laborer in the days when he
was Lord Cranborne. He caught
the man beating a child and thrash-
ed him so severely that he was ill in
bed for a fortnight.

No man is emplayed on the Cecil
estates unless he is known by Lord
Salisbury to be a good husband and
father. He has no use for any man
who illtreats an amnimal, even slight-
ly. Not long ago he dismissed one
of his grooms far whipping a dog.
In the summer of 1901 a party of
cockney pleasureseekers drove past
the grouhds of Hatfleld House in a
wagonette. The fagged horses were
flogged cruelly to make them gallop.
Lord Salisbury happened = to be
standing at his gate. He at once
ordered his carriage and followed
the party until he met a policeman
and gave them in charge for cruelty
to animals.

——eerii
JAPAN'S PERFUMES.

The newest of the fashions to be
brought to us is the Oriental per-
fumes. These scents and smells of
old Japan are the ultra-fashion for
the woman who cares for luxury. In-
stead of violet she will smell the
lotus flower; instead of heliotrope it
will be sandal wood; instead of lav-
ender it is to be ambergris. They
are not very expensive, cither, these
alluring odors of old Japan. And
some of them come so quaintly put
up that it is a delight to have them
on a toilet table. The sachet is in
Japanese paper, covered with Jap-
anese pictures. The lotus-flower
water is an artistic little glass bot-
tle, covered with quecr seals. Other
sachets are in little fantastic silk
bags tied at cach end. The powder
comes in queer little books, out of
which you tear a leaf* and gently
rub it on your face. The soap is
wrapped in all er of Japancse
characters, stamped om silver foil
and paper. They may\ not be as
dainty in' odor as some of the better
known productions, but the queers
ness of them is very cffective, and
will go far toward making them

fashionahje.
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