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C. B. Brown sat one evening by the
table, in his snug little home, reading s
late paper. His wife put away the tea
things, swept up the hearth, and taking
her koitting sat down beside him, and
soon no sound was heard save the busy
click of the knitting needles.

Mr. and Mrs. Brown looked very cosy
as they sat before the bright wood fire in
their small, neat sitting room. There was
no patter of little feet, no merry laugh of
childhood ini their home. _ One child had
been given them, fora brief period, but
before the little-bud had begun to expand
the dread re reaper came, . and the crib was
now empty. Noanore children came tol
take its place, but husband and wife were
all tpe world to each o,}l,er. and therefore,
did not miss t.hqr companionship. of little
<children -a&s other people wuld have
done.

Brown read and re read his paper, oc-
casionally Maq.he },tma&.
Ho had & hwy with
real sclentlﬂb‘M)hbM enrmr ‘of ‘his

and have been doing since the beginning

| ance resembling a diminutive hand-organ, |.
and holding. it towards me, he exélaim- {

mouth. No@onbtttaﬂmpngﬁ‘
. . 3 " &

ap a1 ;

reading in this papﬁ, (hymg*«lns haﬂ
upon the article im qlfi@p an
who is makmg thoueands of iollars for
writing poews, or “lyrio’ verse Why in
this advanced age of science—no, I woR't
say advanced, for we are only stundirg up-
on the threshold of sclence, and hmg be-
fore the twentieth oenturx expires the
things that look uﬂ’om nui now will
be made practical and plain.’

His wife looked up with a smile and
asked: =

“Chris; what are you thmkug nbont?
1 believe in the undeveloped future as

much as your do, ‘but I fail td catch the |

drift of your thougua.

“Well, I will put 'my‘*t«houéhts in a
nutshell, and say, why -ean’t a machine
be made to turn, out postry ‘or lyrlc by‘
the yard?’ '

His wife Jaughed heamly, Jbut not.a;
smile crossed his face for his" brain pul?
sating with such a stupendous ‘idea that
he felt awed. For the first time in' her
married life his wife_said: ;

“Chru, it cannot be done.”

. ““Wait! wait!” he said, quickly, “let us.
talk it over 'before you say it ‘can’t be
done. ' Tf some one had” said at ﬂwbp-
giuning of ('the hineteanth' centuary ' that
before it closed people would be talking
around the:world by the -use of wires, he
would have beén called ''a lunatlc, and |
most likely he would, have - chnb up'y
in an asylum for the i m%ae.
all been’accomplished, un& ;‘1 m“‘du "«,
one things quite as nyster Send per-
haps morg go: * qu'hs always stoﬁ by
me, Marf, and’ your shgpestions Have
been a great help tome. I depend up-
on you for help in the iuture and I know
you-willnot disappoint me.’

His wife felt much moved by his words
and the tane of his voice.

“I will take hack what I said Just now,
Chris,” she said, her eyes eyes tilling with
tears. ‘‘The idea seem« ’ so ridiculo@is
that a time would come when lyric would
be sold by the yard for a few cents when
we now. have to pay such a fabulous price
for a few stanzas.” ’

They talked the matter over until a late
hour that night: ‘ Indeed for weeks they.
talked and’ studied,~ making = diagramns
without number. It was iuspiring to
watch them, with paper and pencil, work-
ing with all their intellect and determina-
tion to solve a problem, to advance science
and knowledge. It is by such determin-
ed wills to conquer or die that our old
world is rapidly advancing into light, civi-
lization and Christianity. And who can
tell that before the next century expires
aerial ships may navigate the air and tele-
scopes tell us what kind of people inhabit
Mars, and whether the moon is a big
cheese, or voleanic matter.

Business called me from home tor three
months, The next morning after my
return houme, just. as I was sitting
down to a late breakfast, my housekeeper
came in and said C. B. Brown would like
to see me.

I told her to show him in, and. ordered

on some more coffee.

A mioment later Brown came in. The
first glance at his face told me he had
something important to communioate.

After shaking hands with him and
inquiring after his wife’s health, I invited
him to sit down and have some breakfast
with me, remarking also that he could tell
me all that had happened while I had
beeu away, as we ate.

He accepted my invitation ard sat
down on the oppusite side of the table.
I now had & good look at his face, -and
was shocked to see how pale and thin he
looked.
restless.

“What have you beerr working at since
I saw you last, Brown?’ Ipreaeutly in-
quired

‘“‘Science, my friend, science!” he re-

plied, helping himself to another slice of

His eyes, too, were bright and

: loomfully

.the way some people can stretch’ is won-

ﬂm Fu

toast. -

- *‘You are m: \knur a martyr )f youmelf
Brown, to your pet theory, I returiied;.|
earnestly. i ;

“Martyr,” he repeated, *‘is nut that
what the whole human racé is doing

of the world? E\'cry branch. of 'science,
civilization and - Christisnity has had its
scores of martyrs. But there 'is ‘some,
thing elevating and inspiring in that kind
of martyrdom~ for a wnan tu'give _his life
to elevate the humsn race, Rut tlere is
a downgrada 1 of martyrs—drunkenness,
crime, debuucher§ and vice, piled upon
the altar of infernalism, - until the sight is:
lothsome and the stench sickening.”

We had finished our breakfast, so I
put my haud upon Brown'’s shoulder and
said: 4 T -
“Come into. the sitting-robm. and tell
me what is your last invention,”

“Yes,” he replied, quickly, “I icams.as
soon as I'heard you-had arrived home to
show you the last production of my brsin.
It is my own idea; it may be crude,: but
all the same I have it. .~ I can -tell you
there is fortune, glory and al; that.sort of
thing in it.”

. He carefully unfastened hls coat, fnmbl-
ed in his inner pogket,- and brought to
view a tiny machiuve, in outward appear-:|

"Bohold, behuld. here is the gmt-mn-
| eyinel” | -
. “What is m, Brown. amd I 9fIs ml
"‘proemtll " he speered;. ‘“‘that, -sir, I
call the Harmonapoeticum, & wonderful,
piece of mechanism which is destined ‘to
win fop me an-earthly immortality.” { - f
“*Do you expect ma to pmnqtmce that
word?” T'asked. " “If T could I . would |
start, for Sout.h Africa to-momw, I be-
gan to spell; H-a-r-m-o-n—
¢ *'Say that naine over again, .nd sa.y it
easy,” T suidl, laughingly. :
“The . Harmongpoeticnm,”’, repliod
Brown with dignity, ‘and ‘please don't
make it the subject of your unueemly re-
marks.”™ 4
“*Well, what is the thing for, nnyway?"
I asked, impatisitly. -
,» Brown's face flushed to & deep red, but [*
lobkinlg mé straight in the face he said: -
¢‘It’s, a machive for making-poetry.”
“Poetry!” I exclaimed; in ; astonish-
ment,rlookmg at him to' see if he were’
y sane.
tmued “Iam your friend, snd I would
not like to think . that you were s fraud.,
To make poetry there must be an inspira-
tion in' the' makeér that puts soul intv’the
'poetry or else it is no posfry at all. Now.|
how are you going to ge&.’that llttle wars
chine inspired?”
He threw back his head and hnghed

" “4f I can’t put as much soul into the
poetry that comes from that machine :as
there is in the poetry that is going t
the Hebdomadal press. then I will eat the
machme,” he said, decidedly.”

* How he could eat the machine puzzled | *
me, after such a hearty breakfast. = But

O
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pio oo uesse. 1 osaid, aloud, |"8\ld
explain how 1t wnrks ;

Brown resumied*

““Here you have a bit of mechanism—a
mere toy as it were—that is so ingenious-
ly contrived, that by turning this handle
you set in motion a sort of ethereal affla-

tus, that produces a first-class article of
lyric.” :
“Well, let me see how it works,” I re-
turned, beginning to feel very much in-
terested.

“Certainly, that is why I came. = Well.
now, you see this little screw? You turn
it twice to the left; this acts upon a pis-
ton that communicates with the parallax
of the centrifugal eccentric motion which
at once sets the anti-friction main spring.
But, never mind, this is mers detail that
you cannot be expected to understand.”

“T had just arrived at that conclusion,
wyself,” said I. “However, go on.”

He continued:

“You turn the screw as I mention be-
tore and you have elegiac verse.”

He suited the action to the word, and
after a few revolutions of the crank he
opened the lid.. drew forth a sheet of pa-
per, and read:

G(»;)d-hye, my mother, _

Good and brave;

I meet the foe beyond the wave.
If no more to you I come,

We will meet beyond the tomb.

“()h come now, Brown, that won’t

n!” T exclaimed. -

“Xou just wait a minute,” was Brown’s
reply. “That was a mistake. I turned
the screw a half turn too much. Beside,
my friend, the mechanism is new. You
cannot expect it to be perfect upon a half
turn. Why Tennyson and Longfellow
wrote and rewrote their poetry at least a
hundred times before they considered it
perfect. But just observe, I pull out this
delicate little stop, and move the pointer
on this smail dial—you remember my
mother’s watch?’

“Is it possible you have spoiled your
mother’s gift to construct this montrosi-
ty!”

“Boftly, softly, my friend. ~ All must
give way before science. Now, as I told
you before——"

*‘Oh, bother your explanations, Start
the machine up ard let me see what it
can do.”

“See here, my friend, if you are going
to get cross, I will putit in my pocket

“‘Look here, Brown,"” T con- |

“Ml nght Bumn. | vud qnnthm'ny,

“goon. I unfurl my auricalar uppenu
ages aud am all m.tentmxi

As I said thea you set this stdp as I
mantmm-d—thm way——and you have her-
oic verse.”: i

: “Cunfnund it! “@Give me the machine,
and_ if there:is any poetry.in it I will soon
jerk it out,” 1 said; unable: )onge'r to re-
strain my lmpa.l;leuce

" “Go shend! go ahead!” d the inven-
th, ‘g0 ahead,- by all: meanq, and.if.the

the infernal dnvel that you are &lw ays
writing,. I'll smash it up'"

“Doni't be. pemmal, Brown, it is' not
pulite;”? I responded, as soothmoly as 1
could. '

I knew that he was: worn:out -both iy
body and.mind ‘or he would ‘n ever have’
spoken to-mein that wapi't: . 00 |

. Taking the macline I turned the crank
to the tune of slow wetre;: Brown watch-
ed me: with a smile updh his face 1 could
vot interpret: There was perfect silence,
ineither of us ¢aring to:speak. ' The ma-'
ching vibrated:and-a prickling ‘sensation
ran up my arnis,  Alter turning f for ahout
five minutes, sewething soapped; and the
-nachine stopped.  We opened: the lid
sad brought Sut the following poem:

i

“To whom does sweatest joys belmig, e
Come pure love and tuné.my song,

| And'show'me the* happy pair

Wbere love | su!!ens all theu- mres

'It is not the uymphs and. 8swains,

| That thoughtless fly into;their ohuna, ;

{44 :hgy get hﬁss without design,
Ines and uaks can gmw and twine.

If den rﬁgct}xer by cbarm of gnld,
“Two'sordid solls of earthy motﬂd
So two Tich niountams ‘of

Mny rash t6 wealthy wedIock too.

As jwell might thunderbplta Ary.to wed,
-With sheets of lightning’ drem the bed,

t01- Sampson’s Foes might as well 1
In peace and hurmonyhtod“jl T

ithi love that makes the' bondage s\veet,
;Pure holy love, not base desire,
':l'hut steeps the 'soul in uml ’ﬂr«. '

angh; Yennn on hewollmg t.hpppe.
Ts drawg b, gentlest birds aloge,..

i Then happiness feeds, tlm: mutud love,

And Cupid yokes thg coging doves, .
We Tooked at eath otber for at Joast,

tending my hand, T said:

ia gentug L <
% 5“Then you appreciate the sublime Ty-

" playing’ ardund the corners of “his’ mouﬁh

“twaddle,” I cried, indignantly:

 “Perhaps you will undarstand it better
lﬁfore the year expires.  -It may be a
little beyond your oompmhenmon just
.now," e said, calmly. . ¢
""*Yes,-thank huven. it is;. nnd I hnpe
itwill rem&m 80, Ireapunded. mtwd-
Iy.

“Although you doprecmta my inven-

gtum. the world will reeogmm its value in
\about fifty ygars from now,” he returned.

“And witere will you be then Brown,”.
I mqmred

#Ina martyr's grave, and the world |
wxn be reaping the benefit of my labors,”
he answered. |

Then, with the same smile still upon
his face, he took up. the :machine and
hastily left the house.

I threw myself. intoian easy chair and
tried to-think the matter over:: Sudden-
ly an 1ded strucg me; L . jumpsd up ana
lovked around for the poemn. It was
gone!

“Confound it,- why didn’t Ilook into

give me a warning?. Then another idea
rushed into my busy brain. I could see
it plain now. I smiléed and soliquized:
*“You are » genius, Brown, . You shall
have a bid to the wedding—you and your
Harmonapoeticum.”

AraN LEiGH.

The young men who think it is not
necessary for them to establish a reputa-
tivn for honesty, sobriety and inbegrity
in order to achieve success in the future,
are harboring very dangfrous thotights.
Thereis no young man here, of average
intelligence, whose course and conduct
are not observed . by the cou:muhity, or
who is not measured according to his
merits. , The worthy young man is known
from the unworthy, and although he may
sometimes think he is not appreciated or
his course not commended, he will learn
sooner or later what charaeter and - man-
hood really stand forin his case. It is
best to be always upright, industrious,
and above reproach. It pays in more
ways than one, and leads to victory.

A remembrance of our own youthful
wistakes and follies will lead us to judge
those of others with sympathy and indul-
geuce, and the recognition that we have
reached the time of life when gentle dig-

nity and cheerful serenity are move be
coming than sparkling vivacity or any
affectations will save us from being ' ridic-
ulous.—March Ladies’ Home Journal.

Do not fauey that’ you are no longer
capable of contributing to the pleasure of
your little world. Encourage your love
of approbation. It has a legitimate form
of egotism-—the wish to be pleasing. Put
forth whatever magnetism you have, and
cultivate'any little gift of wit or liveliness

and go home.”

3(»u may possess,—March Ladxes Home

ournal.

machine don’t ‘make better poatry,them 2

}’{gn kindred souls’ dm‘h‘%eet i
i

ﬁve mitutéd'without speaking. Brown's |

‘facé wore the same peculiar smile. Ex- &

“Liet’ ¢ ctmgnmhte'you Bmwn. yqn 1

ekt he asked, with that hdcfined sinile |

‘Doyau expect mie to dnderstand suoh '

the box before T began to turn the crank?”’ |

T exclaimed aloud.  But why chould he |

Du:mng Exo hly Pohshed Furniture.

The more highly a surface is polished
the more liable it 15 to show the marks of
anything that is passed over it. The
best waterinls for dustcloths are soft,
worn silk, worn Freoch flannel, and a
fine quality of cheese-cloth. A damip
cloth will cloud the polish of furniture
and . therefore should mot be used.—
March Ladies’ Home Journal.

And Still They Trail.

A bacteriologist asked a woman whe
did. not usually have to go on very dry
streets if he might make an experiment
on one of her skirts, It wasa ecompar-
atively new one and of course received
the daily brushing, too. He fouund on
one part of the skirt binding at the hem
the following small managerie: Two
hundred thousand germs, many bearing
diphtheria, pneumonia, and toasilitis, al-
sv collections of typhoid and consumption

microbes.  The owner has been convert-
ed to the short skirt,

No woman is blinder than she who
deews herself faultless. The shadow of
[ trouble is generally blacker "than the
trouble itself. This world is full of beau-
ty, and if we did our duty it would be
full of love. Faith will not make the sun
rise sooner, but it ‘will .meke the night
seem shorter. Prayer is the peace of our
spirits, the soul of meditation, the. rest
of our cares. We shall be called upon to
give'an account not only of our idle
words, but of our idle silence. Did it ever
oecur to you that while charity begins at
home it is frequently abroad: when called
upon.

Woolen underwear, hygienically speak-
ing, 19 not 8o good - for all-round purposes
as cotton or linen, the latter, if meshed,
being preferable. one perspires ‘read-
ily he will chill as readily when wearing
woolen underwear, as it holds the 1nois-
ture, thus keeping the surface of the
body damp.—March Ladies’ Home Jour-
al. T

Golden Thoughts. - ' |

How t6 Clean Ivory.

Piano keys and ivory knife fhandles
should be cleaned with aleohol. Twice a
week rub the keys of a piano with a clean
cloth wet with alcohol, and they will al-
ways look well. i
alcohol and one-third sweet oil will take
ink stains from wood, bub if they are
fresh stains and not large it is woll before
trying the atove receipe to take a soft
cloth, breathe apon the- stain, rubgently

while the spot is damp, and it will rab.

oat without any trouble.

A White Season in Women's Wear.

A white season is predicted for this
summer, which means that many light
accessories of women’s costumes will be
worn; but they will be of the pastel
shades rather than the more brilliant
colourings—the brighter shades to be
used with white, and the lighter tones

with bluck, —Match Ladies’ Home J‘ ur-

. | mal.
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AN EXTRAOHDINAR!LY LIDI:
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'FOR LESS THAN THE
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300 PAGE BOOK

FR! Of 0?{" PM’ER
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[, and pmperly, in making a choice of reading for tlie home you” eléct your own home mp( s

 be-the reading of other papers, there is none that comes home ro-cluigely to your as your locil werkly. 14 is to farther
increase this interest by adding to our lists thai the following libaral progosition is made to subscribers.:
careéful to form oombmatlons only wﬁere we knew we were tom,hmg safe gmund, and gould  thprouglily fecommend the;

Tloweyer good may

We have beea

dre’ p!elmd to announce that we

‘dailiesThe Montresl Daily Herald,

thousands of home circles is welcomed:
‘reu terestitmamfeﬂcmsubjech of.

uetomod:Meditoﬂalexptendom.

A GIEA'T HETBOPOLITAM DAILY

" tnake ‘most ‘extraordinarily liberal’ arrangements ;.
vlth thetmbliahersofoﬂe of the greatest. of Canadian . .

“Tbe Herald 'has achieved a well-deserved reputation for
the fendarkablé value it gives its readers. It i one of the

- most efiterprising newspapérs in' tHe “Dotninion, and in

y. It is admittedly the favorite daily of the -
/ women of Canada. To the farmer and busineu man, it
appeals through its accurate market reports and business .
columns. To the young men, through the attention it
bestows on clean, manly sport. To the lover of fiction,
through the ‘excellent stories appearing regularly in its
' oolumrs. To the pohﬁm, through the calm and moder-

The onily reason which prompted the publishers of The
‘Herald 'to'make us the offer, which enables us to ¢lub the
two papers at the extraordinarily low ‘price given ‘below, is
their desire to immediately introduce the Daily Herald in
large numbers in this neighborhood. ' The offer they now .
- amake will hold good for a limited tiwne only.
]

;| Itshould be mentioned that subscribers to The Herald
during ‘the' next few months will enjoy to the full the
opportunity which that paper is offering to all readers to
gecure valuable books at merely nominal figures.

i
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Ty

pnb'lwl.homoﬂamd. Resd carefnllv every word of this offer for i it meaus 8 saving of n:oney to yau.

'have been able to

on account of the
special interest to

The . . . *

Dominion

Evpry

- A Copy for

zo ok B 00‘( Snl:sc:iéer

IN the hest sense of the term: this is
practical book—a book which the

found invaluable where the doctor is

pieces in no time.

OUR BIG

an Ideal Local Paper, every week, from the present date

an Ideal Cook Book—ideal in being &
housewife will want to keep constantly

by her side and can depend on, because of the simplicity and reliability of
cvery recipe. Starting with a chapter on soups, naturally the first course,
throughout its three hundred pages and over there are to be found more than
1,000 recipes, winding up with an excellent chapter on sick room cookery.
I“ollowmg the cookery section there is a department entitled  The Doctor,”
in which are recipes selected from eminent acthorities, and which will be

not readily available. The rocipes are

numbered throughout the book, and each is prefaced with a list of the ingre- .

dients called for by the recipe, rendering it unnecessary for the housewife to

to January 1, 1901 .
THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD, One

-

wramnt nttontian,

Tuae DonmintoN Cook Book, over 300 pages and more than
1,000 recipes, bound substantially in white eilcloth....

. -eeeee €100
Year .....t .. esssonsees . 300

1 00

$5 00 TS

ress all communications to

Jas. A. Stewart,

read through the entire recipe and make calculation of what is wanted. Size of page is 5 inches by 8 inches, bound in
handsome oilcloth covers. 1t would be a mistake to confuse this book with any paper-bound cook book that would go to

-y 333535
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Wisdom suggests taking advantage of this ofler guickly. If you are now a subscriber to either lpaper, and your time
has not yet expired, by taking advantage of our big offer promptly, your subscription w:ll be extended one year from date of
expiry. Everything will go to you at once. The Herald, during the closing months of 1899, will make some wonderfully *
liberal offers to subscribers. The Cook Book is nmiled to you promptly on receipt of order, and coming along Fair Time and
Thanksgiving Day, and later Christmnas and New Year’s, you want this book bemide you. Drop into the office the first time
you are in town, or, if more convenient, it down now and write a letter, encloging amount, and everything will have our

Gagetown, N B

A solution of two-thirds.
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