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Canada House,

Cornep Water ard St, Jobn Sts,,
Chatham.
LARGEST HOTEL IN CHATHAM.

Every attention paid to

<or aeson advertisements, ysn taken THE COMFORT OF GUESTS.

of $5.00 an inch

Located in the business centre of the town
Stabling and Stable Attendance first-rate

Wm, Johnston,

Proprietor

Vol. 24. No, 47.

D. G. SMITH, EDITOR & PROPRIETOR
. TERMS—$1.00 a Year, in Advance

ouche, New Brunswick and in Bon-
Gaspe, Quebec in communities

in Lumbering, Fishing and Agricub
its, effers superior inducements tu
iehi Advance, Chath N.B

lodging-house was crowded withmin-| WHERE EVERY ONE IS TIPPED.

Mir

+Building Stone

stone for building and other purposes.

Apply to
. J. L. TWEEDIE,
or at the office of L. J. Tweedie.

'G. B. FRASER

~ ATTORNEY & BARRISTER
-~ . NOTARY PUBLIC.
" AGENT FOR THE
hE ERCER ERIE T XS IEK

SN T == AND -~
MERCANTILE FIRE INSURANCE CO.

CARD.

s

A. LAWLOR,
"' Barrister-At-Law
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MIRAMICHI FOUNDRY

STEAM ENGINE AND

Chatham,

JOSEPH M. RUDDOOK,

BOILER WORKS
N. B.

PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery of all kinds:

Steamers of any size constructed & furnished complets.

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACHINES,

CASTINGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS.
CAIN DIES.-

Iron Pipe Valvesand Fittings

Of All Xinds.

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON APPLICATION.

ASK FOR

Homan & Puddington
BROKERS AND COMMISSION
© MEBECHANTS.

Lumber, Laths & Anthracite

v 139 BROAD STREET,
 Cor. South Street, - NEW YORK

d and Consig
Solicited.

DRS. G.J. & H. SPROUL
.- SURGEON DENTISTS.

. Teeth extracted gﬁm:rpmn by the use

thetics.

Celluloid.

s

Barber Shop. %qm‘t

‘Weod eor Ceal which I can furnish
‘at Reasonable Prices.

STOVHS
COOKING, HALL AND PARLOR
STOVES at low prices.

—

PUMPS! PUMPS!!

bW Iron Pipe, Bath.,JMm the

; d und

*ivery best, also Jap

MONARCH

Steel Wire Nails,

THEY NEVER LET GO,

- AND TAKE NO

OTHERS.

A~

KERR & ROBERTSON,
: SAINT JOHN N. B.

N. B.—IN Stock anNp To ArrIVE 100 Dozen K. & R. AxEs.

RITCHIE WIIARF, - >

Miller's Poundey & Nachine Works

- CHATHAM, N.B.

(Successors to GILLESPIE FOUNDRY, Established 1852.)

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing.

country. All work personaily supervised.
for estimates before ordering elsewhere.

Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being noted throughout the

Satisfaction guaranteed. Send
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe,

eic., in stock and to order.

Our Marine Slip has a Capacit;
Repairs effected wit!

&TUG BOATS, STEAM YACHTS and other Crafts built to Order

for Vessels up to 100 Tons.
quick dispatch.

Jas. G. Millex.

4

tinware in endless varoe{y. all of !

the best stock, which I will sell low for

L. 0. HoLean, Chatham.
 IMPROVED PREMISES

sust arrived and on Sule at

Roger Flanagan’s

Wall Papers, Window Shades,
Dry Goods, s
Ready Made Clothing,

Gents’ Furnishings,

Hats, Caps,

Boats, Shoes; &c., &c. °

Also a choice lot of

GROCERIES AND PROVISIONS

R, Flanagan

~ 8T. JOHN STREET, CHATHAM

Spectacles

The undermentioned advantages are
claimed for MacKenzie's spectacles.

1st—That from the peculiar construction

of the Glasses they Assist and Preserve the

. 'sight, rendering frequent changes un

znd—;;:a t they confer a brilliancy and

distinctness of vision, with an amount of
Ease and Comfort not hitherto enjoyed by
cle wearers.

ard—That the material from which the

are ground is manufactured espec-

P gptical purposes, by DR. CHARLES

s improved patent method, and is

. Pure, Hard and Briliant and not liable to

become scratched. t

4th—That the frames in which they are
whether in Gold, Silver or Steel,

pe

evenings are here and you will

W Lhms, 80 eome to
aad properly fitted or

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE,
Chatham, N.B., Sept. 24, 1898.
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Scientific American,

A handsomely illustrated weekly. Iargest cir-
culation scientific 'erms,
] by all newsdealers.
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F 8t., Washmgton, D.
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Lady George Hamilton, on the 28th
ult., apened the new wing ot the Vic-
Hoapital at Deal, whick was en-

: in -commemoration of Her Ma-
jesty s Diamond Jubilee.

Paints, 0ils, Varnishes and Hardware

Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated
Weatherx and Waterprxroof

THE BEST EVER
School Blackboard Paint.

MADE.

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing.

Graining Colors, all kinds,

Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades.

Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Gold Paint.

Stains, Walnut, Oak, Cherry, Mahogany, Rosewood, Floor Paints

Weather and Waterproof.

Kalsomine, all shades. :

7 bb's. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure.

1 ¢ Turpentine.

100 Kegs English White Lead and Colored Paints. i
1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Qil.

Ready-Mixed Metallic Roofing, 92 per

cent. Iron.

10 Kegs 100 lbs. each, Dry Metallic Roofing, 92 per cent. Iron.

Paint and White Wash Brushes.

V arNisHES, Elastic Oak, Carriage, Copal, Demar, Furniture Hard Oil

Finish, Pure Shellac, Dri rs.

Jointers’ and Machinists’ Tools, a specialty.

Special attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinges, eto,
Sheet Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Pumps.

75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing Paper.

75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per Keg.
30 Boxes Window Glass.

20 Kegs Horse Shoes, $3.90 per keg ; 15 Boxes Horse Nails, $3.00 box.
10 Tons Refined Iron, $2.50 per 100 lba.
Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers, Grindstones, Grind-

stone Fixtures.

White Mountain Ice Cream Freezers, $1.90- Clothes Wringers,

$2.50. Daisy Churns, $3.75. :
Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Screen Doors, Window

Violins, Bows and

Screens, Green Wove Wire 14c. yd., Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter Scales
Weigh Beams, Steelyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder and Fuse,
Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive from Belgium 35 Single and
Double Barrel Breach Loading Guns.

Barber's Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Sheare, Accordions,

Fixings.

Farmning Tools, All Kinds

Mower Sections, 70c. doz.

Heads, 40c. each.
Guards, 35¢. each, Rivets, Oilers.

Knife Heads, $3.00.

My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and too

numerous to mention.

All persons requiring goods in my line will save money by calling on

me, as they will find my prices away down below the lowest, prove this by
calling. ;

J. R. GOGGIN.

WE DOe—

Letter Heads, Note Heads, Bill Heads,

Ppinﬁng For Saw Mills
WEPRINT—

Sroome and see our Work and

othere,
Miramichl Advance Job Printing Offce

Job Printing

Envelapes, Tags, Hand Bills.

o0—0—0

STA SPECIALTY

ON WOOD, LINEN, OOTTON, OR
PAPER WITH BQUAL FACILITY,

compare it with that of

CHATHAM, NEW BRUNSWICK. *

FLOUR AND FEED

DEPOT.

At the Old Stand Cunard Street,
Shorts

Bran
Cornmeal
Oracked Feed

Hay and Oats
E. A. STRANG

The Miner’s Lovel:

One September -morning, while the} She

sun was shining down in the mining
town of Walong, Ellen and her father
came slowly along the road.

Over in Gilt Creek a great strike had
occurred, and numbers of prospectors
thronged the streets and stood in
groups at every cornmer. One rough
miner turned and looked after Ellen
and her father and the old hand or-
gan.

“This here’s a city now, boys!. he
cried. “ Just look mt the organ-griud-
er comey to towm.”

‘Give me a tume, old man!” called
out a second miner.

* Let -him ‘alone, boys,” said a third.
“ He is blind.”

Ellen led her fathér down the nar-
row street and piloted bim safely
through the noisy crowd. As she tura-
ed a corner she spied an unpretentious
eating-houge. .

* Dinner fifty cents,” the sign read,
and she paused before the open door.

“ We'll go in and get some dinner,
dad. I'm fearful hungry.’

She led her father to one of the small
tables and slipped the organ from his
back. Then she drew an old red hand-
kerchief from her pocket and untied
one corner. A little roll of coins drop-
ped out on the table.

“ Got enough, dear ?” asked her fath-
er. His quick ear had caught the click
of the coins.

** Lots,” said she, shortly.

She Hastily tied up the money, and
going to the counter ordered dinmer,
for her father and for herself—only a
bowl of oatmeal and milk.

“I was pretty near starved,” said
the old organ grinder, as he ate his
roast beef with a good relish. ““ Hain't
the meat good, Ellen #”

“ Course it is I’ answered Ellen, calm-
ly taking a sip of milk.

‘‘And the tomatoes and the rice pud-
din'?" added her father.

“Yes, dad; but dom't stop to talk,”
said his daughter.

She soom finished her own simple
dinner and leaned back in the stiff
wooden chair. Two miners close by
looked up admiringly. Her eyes were
large and black, as had been those of
her Italian. mother, who had died when
she was born. Heavy braids of black
hair were wound round her head, and
her cheeks and lips were crimson. Her
old straw hat was tied down with a
faded ribbon ; her dark blue dress was
stained and shabby. She wore ablan-
key . shawl round her slender shoul-
ders.

“ We've had a splendid dinner, hain’t
we ¢’ said her father, rising and tak-
ing the organ on his back.

The young woman took her father's
arm and led him to the corner of the
street.

‘“ We’ll stop and play here, dad.’,

Her father patiently began to turm
the crank of the old organ. Shestood
beside him, and eagerly scanned the
faces of the passers-by. Few seemed
to think the music was worth paying
for. A lady gave a coin, and a min-
er carelessly tossed a quarter toward
them.

But their supper and a night's lodg-
ing were to be paid for, and very lit-
tle was left in the handkerchief.

It grew late at last. The organ-
grinder had played through all his
tunes.

“You are tired, dad,” said Ellen, as
her father paused, *“ We'll go and find
a place to sleep.”

‘“ We don't want no supper, do we,
Nell?¢ We had such a hearty din-
ner.”

“Yes, dad,” said she, faintly.

*“ And it was late, too,” added the
old man. “It must ha' been ’most
three o’clock.”

“Be you ‘hungry, dad?’ asked the

daughter, anxiously looking into his
face. - :
‘“ Not a mite,” answered her father,
very cheerfully. ““ And s’pose I play a
little longer. Tain’'t dark yet, is it?
Let’s walk along.’

They turmed a corner and found
themselves in a side street, in a quiet
neighborhood. There were curtains at
some of the small cabins.

An open door gave a glimpse of a
bright Brussels carpet. Suddenly 2
young girl appeared at a window, and
raising the sash, very carelessly, toss-
ed out into the road a beautiful, half-
withered bonquet Jf hothouse flow-

ers.

Ellen quickly glanced up at the lady,
who was young and had fair hair.
This much she remembered always.

The bouquet rolled to the young
girl's feet, 'then stopped. She stoop-
ed and picked up the flowers. They
were only a little faded. Some of the
roses were quite fresh and fragrant.
It must have been a beautiful bou-
quet once. Why did the young lady
throw it away so soon?

It was mearly seven o'clock. Ellen
and her father had paused before a
large hotel; the space in front was
crowded with men. Some of them gaz-
ed at the girl who stood so patiently
beside the old organ. Her hat had slip-
ped back, and her black hair lay in
rings on her smooth, white forehead.

She did not know how pretty she
was, and wondered why the men
stared at her so.'She knew she was
tired and hungry. She wished some
one would toss them some money.

A young man came down the steps.
He wore a blue flannel shirt and his
coat was quite as shabby as the one
her father wore. He stood in front of
the organ with his hands in his poc-
kets. For a few moments he did not
speak, but seemed to be listening to
the music. And then his eyes fell on
the flowers.

“ Where'd you git - em? he asked,
suddenly.

“ Found 'em,’ answered the girl, quite
as shortly.

He came a step nearer and held out
his hand.

“Let me see 'em.’” She drew back
hastily.

y for ’em rn
cheap,” she said. <

He thrust his hand still deeper in
pocket, then tossed some silver on the
top of the old organ. Then he took
the flowers and studied them intently
as he turned the bouquet round.

“ Tell me where you got ’em,’ he ask-
ed, pleadingly.

* Found 'em,’ she said again. ** A lady
throwed 'em out the winder.’

The young man said something un-
der his breath then turned and walk-
ed away.

Ellen had seen the color come to his
face and a hurt look in his eyes. As she
looked after him he gave the bouquet
& toss and it fell in the muddy street.
only to be crushed the next instant
by the wheels of a passing vebi-le.

“ Hain’t there enough mor.of
asked her father, touching her arm.

*“ Yes, dad,’ she answered. “ We'll go
and get some supper, and then we’ll
find a place to sleep.”

first. sell em

ers that evening. Ellen left her fath-
r seated contentedly in a corner, and
stole quietly out of the front door.
wap 80 used to an outdoor life
that she felt suffocated in a smalland
close room.

Some onelsat on gthe lower step, with
his head resting on his hands. He look-
ed. up and saw her/ as she stood hesit-
atingly in the doorway.

“Don't be afraid,’ he said kindly.

It was the young man who had
bought the flowers. .

She sank down on the steps and
drew her old shawl atill closer about

T.

“It's cold out here,’ said the young
man. Perhaps you'd better go in.

“I aint coia,” answered Ellen;
“I'm most always outdoors.’

“ Where’d you say you found the
posies ”° he asked, suddenly raising
his head.

“A young lady throwed 'em out, she
had, yaller hair. It was a house with
white curtains at the winders. I didn’t
set moprice on the flowers,” she added
hastily, *you wmeedn’'t have paid so

for ‘em.” :

“I ain't complainin’ of the price,”
said the young fellow. “They cost me
a pile to begin with.”

“Did you give ‘em to her ¥ she ask-
ed, curiousiy. -

“Yes,” he answered shortly; "‘more
fool, tool”

“They were faded,” remarked the
girl, consolingly.

“Yes,” he said, bitterly.
‘egm; twelve houra,” !

His head dropped on his hands again.
l “I wouldn’'t care,’ said Ellen, soft-
¥y

The young man glanced at her. Her
eyes were soft with sympathy; she
looked. so fair in the moonlight.

“How old are youf?’ he
abruptly.

“Seventeen” she replied, wonder-
ingly. i

“And you travel about with your
father ¢”

“Yes,” said the girl, “Dad likes to
travel. He won’'t let me do nothin’,”
she replied, proudly. “ He says he can
support me."” .

“Can you write ¢’ looking eagerly in-
to her pretty face.

“Yes. [ was at school ance.”

“I hain’t got no education,” said the
young man sadly, “end I want to get a
letter writ." *

“I'll do it,” ehe offered, eagerly.

“Will you, now ¥ and the young fel-
low eprang up. ‘‘Come on into the Kit-
chen. There’s never nobody there.”

In a few moments he bad brought
her a sheet of paper and pen and
ink

They were alone in the little kitchen
that was scarcely more than a shed,
and (the girl seated herself at the pine
table. /

“Begin ‘Darlin’ Lizzie,’” said the
young man, leaning anxiously over her
ahoulder.

In a cramped hand and very slowly
she wrate: ‘‘Darling Lizzie.”

“Tell her 1 lave ner I he burst out.
“Tell her I'm going over to Red Moun-
tain to-morrow, but she can write to
me. Jim Comroy’ll read me her letter.
She needn’t say nothin’ but yes or no.
Got it all down

“Pretty near,” said the girl. “You
told me such an awful lot.” -

She was handling the pen awkward-

*She had

asked

yA bright color had come to the young
man’s oheeks. His hair was light, al-
most golden, just the color of the
young lady’s, Ellen thought.
glanced down at the letter.
“Darling Lizzie” say yes or nof

“Done "’ said her new friend.
take it over to the post-office.”

He sealed the envelope carefully and
puit it tenderly in his pocket. Then
he held ouwt his bronzed hand.

“Good-by ; I'm much obliged to you.
If I don’t never see you again. 1 wish
you good luck.”

‘As ae passed her chair a five-dollar
gold, piece dropped into her lap.

The next September Ellen and her
father fownd themselves once more
crossing Red Mountain on their way to
Walong. She had grown a little tall-
er, but she looked much the same. Her
dress was still shabby, and a forlorn
felt hat replaced the old black straw.
Buit her lips and cheeks were crimson
with exercise and health. As they
came into view of the town they pass-
ed, a group of miners who were out
prospecting. One of them shaded his
eyes with his hands and looked long
at Ellen.

“Give us a tunel” he called out to
the orgap-grinder, and the old man
obediently set down his organ and be-
gan to'turn the crank.

Then the young miner came slowly
toward the girl and held out his hand.
The girl knew him at a glance, and
her black eyes grew bright with pleas-
ure.

“1 didn’t get no answer, ' bhe whis-
pered. :

Ellen looked sorry; themn a curious
gladness came to her eyes.

“Haven't you seen her§” she asked.

“No,’’ answered the young man; “she
don’t live here no more. i

“I'm sorry,” said the girl; “I writ it
plain.” o

Then he looked at her admiringly.

*'S'pose I come to see you to-night§”

The organ-grinder took up his bur-
den again and as they moved away
she smiled over her shoulder at the
young man with fair hair who looked
after her as he leaned lightly on his

She
Would

111

A month later a clergyman at Wa-
long married them. :

Ellen was very happy in her new
home. There were no lace curtains
at the cabin windows, for her husband
was but a poor prospector, with only
his youth and hope. Her father still
played the old organ, but he kept near
home that Ellen might see him as she
glanced up from her work.

One evening during the winter her
husband came home and as he seated
himself by the stove drew a yellow
enveloe from his pocket. It was old
and worn by much handling and bore
numerous postmarks. .

“What ia. it # asked Ellen, quickly.

*“An old letter fur me,” answered her
husband. “ They said it had bin fol-
lerin' me ’round everywhere. I ha'n’t
been in ome place long the past year.
It ain’t much good now. 8’pose you
read it.”

She took the letter and tore open
the envelope. There were only a few
lines.

it began “Darlin’ Jim,” and was
signed “Your own Lizzie.” It stated
that the writer would marry him at
any time.

“Don’t look s0!” cried her husband,
as Ellen grew deadly white. She did
not speak, but stood perfectly still
with the letter clutched in her hand.

But her husband threw his strong
arms around her.

“I'm glad I didn’t get it!” he cried.
“Don’t you know I love you best § No-
body can’t take your place now.”

— e
A CURIOUS POSTAL SYSTEM.

In certain parts of Sweden, where
the most absolute confidence is repos-
ed ini the honesty of the people, a very
informal postal system is in vogue, As
the mail steamer reaches a landing
place a man goes ashore with the let-
tes, which he places in an unlocked box
on the pier. Then the passer-by who ex-
pects a letter opens the box, turns
over the letters and selects his own,
unquestioned by anyone.

il iciesiics
. Alexander McMillan has been

appointel to the professorship of In-
dian Jurisprudence, at King’s College,

The little parlor of Mrs. Murphy's

London.
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Queer Records of the Tralis of Habitual
British Tippers.

Some of the wealthier members of
our aristocracy have a fixed scale in
the way of tips, says a writer in the
London Globe. (The Rothschilds are
well known for their generosity in
this direction. [ have my doubts as to
any member of that respected family
riding on an omnibus, but regularly
in the autumn of the year nearly every
““bus” driver and conductor is present-
ed in the way of a “tip” with a brace
of pheasants by the esteemed head of
the Rothschilds. Lord Rosebery’s
kindness in this direction is also well
known. Every telegraph and message
boy that finds his way on urgent busi-
ness to Lord Rosebery’s house 1s
awarded two shillings, while last
Christmas his lordship sent no less
than thirty-three sovereigns to be dis-
tributed between the light-footed mes-
sengers of the local post office. A late
regretted member of the family always
fixed the honorarium for ““wire” bear-
ers at sixpence. A very wealthy noble-
man in the immediate vicintiy of the
latter gentleman, used to always pre-
gent a piece or preau and cheese and
a peany, to any man, woman, or child
who found their way on business to his
palatial home.

A widow who lives in the near vicin-
ity of Park Lane, and whose late hus-
band was a prosperous banker, always
allows

A THREE-PENNY BIT

and a card decorated with a light
floral design, which weaves its way ar-
tistically around some type giving
weighty amu healthy advice to the
doubtless grateful receiver. The late
proprietor of one of our biggest
dailies never allowed a boy to bring
a message to his private room without
awarding him e half-a-crown. Hobbs,
of Liberator fame, was famous for his
tips, and five shillings perhaps repre-
sents the lowest tip he ever gave, and
the now young men of Croydon grate-
fully remembver him for his generos-
ity, and can mnever believe in their
hearts that he was ever guilty of the
frauds imputed to him. Some of the
big firms in England are also noted
for their “tips.” Who has not heard
of the small fee that is awarded to
cabmen who have the luck to take @
fare to Maples, the great funniture
dealers? It takes the form of a vouch-
er for refreshments. The same firm
““tips” its customers with a light lunch.
One gentleznan went g0 far as to tell
me that the customer could “demand”
it, but that is the danger that grows
out of the tipping system. What is re-
ceived in time without a “Thank you,”
is in the end demanded as a right. The
great biscuit firm of Huntley & Pal-
mer make it a rule never to send out
or sell a broken or damaged biscuit
20 at the end of the week they are
all equally divided, put in bage and
given to the employees as they leave
on Saturday. They are prohibited
from selling their share. Surely fthis
is a most wholesome ““tip.”” Most of
the big brewers give to everybody that
brings an order to their respective
firms a vouocher, representing a pint
of stout or bitter ale. The distillers
also allow value for a ‘““wee drappie”
of Scotoch or any other spirits they may
manufacture.

Some of the great city compaanies
““tip” thein guests for their trouble in
sittiog throughout their sumptuous
feasts by presenting them ‘'with

CURIOUS LITTLE PRESENTS.
For instance, the Salters’ Company al-
ways presemt every visitor at (Lheir
banquet withi a pair of miniature salt
spoons ; while the Blacksmiths find
their friends quite a substantial bas-
ket of fancy fruit and confectionery.

In the poorest neighborhoods of Lon-
don tipping the patron’s children is a
recognized institution. The publican
gives packets of sweets once a week
to every little boy or gir] who deals
regularly at their palaces. Even the
hair-dresses are bittem with the de-
vourer of their hard eanned wages, giv-
ing to their stubble-chinned customers
on Sundays a toy for the babies at
home. This is severe at three-pence
an easy shave.

Most of our well-known actors are
celebrated for this species of generos-
ity. Sir Heary Irving heads the list,
both in talent and good nature. Most
people know that the cabman that
bears him to his theatre never gets
less than a sovereign. And most of
us know the story of the cabby
that was given a shilling by mistake
for a long distance by our actor-knight
and cabby’s comment on the fact, that
“If he took the Jew as well inside as
he did out,” he would spead the ‘‘bob”
to see him do it. ‘A very fine lexample
of Sir Henry Irving’'s generosity was
provided by his action on the afternoon
following the first night of ‘“Robe-
spierre,” After a neat little speech
thanking every one, from {he highest
to the lowest, for their assistance in
the big crowd scene, he presented every
person, from the flyman aloft to the
smallest child below, with a guinea
each. Surely a magnificent record in
the gentle art of tipping.

L e
LAND AND WATER.

The DBistributlon Is More Advantageous in
Europe Than Here,

There is po other regiom of the ,world
in which' there is a larger proportion
of coast line to land area than in Eur-
ope, and this appears to be the secret
of military, naval and political prepon-
derance, granied always that the in-
ternal conditions of climate and soil
are favorable, The total land area of
the comtinent may be taken at about
3,750,000 square miies. The coast line
is between 50,000 and 60,000 miles, and
with the possible exception of the ex-
treme east of Russia there is no part
of Europe which is more than 500
miles from the seacoast. 1t will,
therefore, be easily understood that in
the days before railways and tele-
graphs were dreamt of this fact must
have given Europe a very great advan-
tage over amy other quarter of the
known world, and the fact that this
advantage has been maintained may be
seen in the further fact that, with gthe
one exception of the United States, an
offshoot of European civilization, this
advantage has been maintained up to
the preseat day.

— i
NO WONDER HE WAS DISGUSTED.

No, said the coanvicted saloonkeeper,
I won’t have you to defend another
case for me.

But, his lawyer protested, you know
you were guilty, and you know, too,
that the evidence against you was
overwhelming.

QOh, I don’t deny that. but after hav-
ing the case postponed four times you
run out of excuses. A lawyer what
ain’tj got no more resources than that
can’t git fees from me.

——.
THE SUMMER MAN.

That’s a doleful tune you are play-
ing on that banjo, Jim ¢

Think sof

Yes—what is it?

“The Girl Who Left
Her.”

Me Behind

BLACK SNAKE VS. RATTLE

COMBAT WITNESSED BY TRAVEL-
ERS IN THE AUSTRALIAN BUSH.

Lasted | Over Two Hours and Then the
Victor Ate Hiv Old-Time, Enemy.

It was in Australia and in the fall
of the year. My friend and I were
returning from a tour which' had car-
ried us far into the brush, as the for-
ests of gum trees and scrub are there
called says a writer in Chambers’
Journal. We were walking througha
clearing, when the unmigtakable rattle
of a snake arrested us and in a few
minutes we saw the beginning of , a
fierce encounter between two deadly
enemies—a black snake and a rattle,
These two branches of the snake fam-
ily are hereditary and implacable foes,
The black snake is much smaller than
the rattle, but he is a terribly formid-
able foe, and, as science is superior to
mere size or strength, he generally
comes out of the fray victorious. He
gives himself no rest until he gains
a point of vantage from which: he can
make a sudden swoop upon the noisy
foe. On this occasion we did not see
the black snake until he leaped on the
rattle’s throat, nor could we afterward
make out how he had got so near with-
out being seen. That power of silent,
stealthy, rapid movement gives the

black fellow an immense advantage
over the rattling enemy. It is that, in-
deed, on which his hopes of victory
mainly depeuds. Let the black by a
sudden leap giisp the throat of the
unwary rattle and the chances are he
will never let go again ‘“‘until death
them do part,” but if that first chance
be lost and the two meet in fair fight,
after fair warning, the fangs of the
rattle are pretty sure to gain him the
victory.

VAIN STRUGGLE OF THE RATTLE.

In this instance no such misfortune
wus the blacky’s. He made his spring
and got his grip of the throat, and
there he held on “like grim death.”
With a fury that was sometimes awful
the rattle wriggled and shook and roi-
fed and writhed. He leaped into the
air, twisted and tossed himself about,
banged his assallant down on the
ground, rolled on him and over him,
but in vain. Black simply stuck. Nog
thing could move him, nothing tempt
hm} or compel him to relax his hold
a single moment. To have dome so
would have been almost certain death
to himself; but through all the rear-
ings, leapings, tossings, writhings
and hissings of his victim he held on
with a relentless tenacity that was
equal only to his love of his own life
and his hate of his foe’s.

Thus for more than an hour and a
half the life and death game was kept
up without a minute’s intermission
and without any sign of weakening on
either side. Then we perceived that
the rattle’s strength seemed to be giv-
ing way, and all of a sudden he coiled
himself up and lay still, as if Lo die.
Whether it was from sheer exhaustion
or only a ruse to deceive hia enemy, a
faint or a feint, we were not sure. We
thought it was the former, but blacky
evidently thought otherwise. He un-
derstood his enemy better than we did
and did not mean to be tricked. Down
he lay by the side of the prostrate vic-
tim, but with his teeth firmly set in
the now torn and crumpled throat.

_Then, after a quiet interval, the one-
sided truce having come to am end or
the ruse having failed, the rattle rose
again and resumed the unequal strug-
gle with the energy of desperation—a
supreme struggle for life. Again he
reared and rolled and coiled and dart-
ed up and down, forward and back-
ward, carrying his enemy with him in
all his contortions, trying by every
conceivable twist to get his fangs into
the merciless foe; but all in vain, T'hen
we began to see in the victim renewed
signs of failing strength, but, notwith-
standing increasing weakness, he
struggled for- a time continuously,
then intermittently, until, more than
two hours and a half after the first
attack, the rattle gave up the contest
and lay down to die. This time it was
no ruse. But even them blacky still
stuck and it was not until the corpse
geggn to stiffen that he let go his

old.

MAKING A MEAL OF HIS VICTIM,

On the part of the victor, there was
no sign of triumph, no dancing around
the prostrate enemy; but with all pos-
sible staidness and straightforward-
ness the hero prepared for the celebra-
tion of his victory. He began by
stretching and straightening out the
lifeless body, smoothing out every
wrinkle on its scaly surface, with what
intent we could not even guess. He
seemed to have assumed the role of
undertaker and to be preparing the
corpse for decent burial, magnanimous
toward a brave though defeated foe.
Not a twist or wrinkle was left upon
the carcass from tip to toe, from nose
to outstretched tail. Them, to our
greater bewilderment, we saw Lhat he
was licking the body from end to end,
making straight lines of saliva along
its entire length, which, with the rays
of the setting sun falling om it, ex-
hibited all its varied hues and made us
long for its possession that wel might
carry it away. /But the darky had
something better to dothan indulge a
benevolent senfiment for our grat-
ification. Foy ten minutes or more he
continued hig' preparatioms, until he
made four gr five streaks of saliva,
which shope like satin ribbons, laid
horizontally on the dead body from
end to emd.

Then black shook himself and, hav-
ing done 8o, took up his position at the
head of his victim and calmly gazed
upon him with the first gleam of satis-
faction in his bright, little eye. We
were still full of wonder and conjec-
ture as to his purpose, interment of
some kind being the only thing we yet
thought of. But then we calmly saw
him open his mouth to its utmost cap-
acity and take into it thel entire head
of the defunct rattler; then he gulped
and swallowed; then rested; then an-
other swallow and so on until he had
tucked into him the whole body, and
then he dragged himself into the scrub
and thence probably into a gully,
there to spend a month or more, di~
gesting his ponderous meal and “fight-
ing the battle o'er again’” in blissful
dreams.

e ——v—
A LONG MARCH.

The longest cavalry practice march
ever taken by a German regiment in
time of peace began a few days ago,
the regiment starting from the town
of Giessen. The cavalrymen selected
for the feat were the members of the
Thirteenth Uhlans, of Hanover. Five
special trains carried the regiment,
with their horses, to Giessen, at a cost
of $15,000. From Giessen the cavalry-
men are riding to Stragburg, via Frank-
fort-Darmstadt, to attend the imper-
ial review. At the end of September
the regiment will return to Hanover.

——ee
A BAD HABIT.

Some of the physicians are claiming
that the 5o'clock tea habit is a bad
one. They say it induces nervous dee

The Factory

JOHN McDONALD & CO.
(Successors to George Cassady.)
Manufacturers of Doors, Sashes,Mouldings
—AND—

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

BAND AND SCROLL-SAWING

Stock of Dimension and other Lumber
constantly on hand.

East End Factory, Chatham, N; B.

INSURANGE

The Insurance business heretofore car. _
ried on by the late Thomas F, Gillespie,

deceased, is continued by the undersigned

who represents the following companies :
SCOTTISH UNION AND

NATIONAL,

- ALBION,

IMPERIAL,
LONDON & LANCASHIRE,
LANCASHIRE,

ZETNA,

HARTFORD,
NORWICH UNION
ALLIANOE,
PHENIX OF LONDON,
MANCHESTER

JAS. G. MILLER

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.

Mersgreau's Photo Rooms

Water Str~5t, Chatham.

W00D GOODS |

WE MANUFACTURE & HAVE
For Sale
Laths

Paling

Box-Shooks

Barrel Heading
Matshed Flooring
Matehed Sheathing
Dimensioned Lumbep
Sawn Speuce Shingles,

THOS. W. FLEET,
Nelson.

Vedical - Hall

BATH GLOVEN
And MITTS
i PONGE S

A Beautiful Line of

Toilet Soaps
rom Five Centsot:kGOne Dollar pe.

Just Arrived
—AT--

Tackenzie’s Medical Hall

CHATHAM, N.B.

Headquarters

lhe Headquarters for Drugs, Patent
Medicines and Toilet articles is at
the

NEWCASTLE DRUG STOR =

We have on and now, as usual, a

Large & Fresh Supply

of the different Mulsions, Liniments,
Cough Syrups, Tonics, Dyspepsia,
Rheumatic, Kidney, Asthma,
and Catarrh Cures.

ALSO A LARGE STOCK OF

Tooth Brushes, Hair Brushes, Combs,
Tooth Powders and Pastes, Perfumes
and Soaps.

Our perfumes and soaps are the finest in
town, and as we have a very large assort-
ment of Soaps, we will offer them at spec-
ial prices.

Wealso call your attention to our Cigars,
Tobacco Pouches, Cigar and Cigarette
Holders, etc.

NEWCASTLE DRUG STORE.

E, L, STREET - Proprietor,

MACKENLZIE'S
QuinineWi ne
and Iron

THE BEST TONIC AND

~BLOOD MAKER-

B0c Bottles
We Guarantes 't at

bility.

Mackensie's Medioal Hl.ll.

CHATHAM, N. B. '




