ned g
the occupation of peasant., His measure-
nts

titton, being 72 in. in mrth of chest,
n. mnd:b‘enwk, and 75in. round the

ist.

e s ot i
'm & most remar o , mea,
d it is an astonishing fact that while still
reasing in size, not one of the three eats
drinks more than an average-siz3d men.
When it is stated that, according to Dr.
lison, the normal weight ot & man 6it.
gh should not exceed 178lb., the emor-
pus weight of thess thres gsntlemen is
rtainly sstounding.

e
DISCHARGED 10 DIE.

at Mrs. Fitspatrick Didn't Lote Hope. Dr_
Aguew’s Cure for the Heuart Accomplished
What the Physicisns Couldn’t.

If the thousands of people who rush to so-
prthy & remedy as nmt. resort would go
it as a first resort, how much misery and
ffering would be spared. Mrs. Joha Fitz-
rick, of Ginanoque, after being treated
; eminent physicians for heart disease of
e years standing was duclnrged,lroa the
sspital as & hopeless iccarable. Toe lady
ocured Dr. Agoew’s Cure for the Heart,
e declared as a last resort. 10u:mn'52

ved a very acute 8| in less

: bour, lnr(’l three bm cured her. Sold
y E. C. Brown and all druggists.

P R B

‘Do you know snything sbout palmistry,
erbert ?* she asked. .

«Ob, pot much,’ he answered, with the
ir ot modesty which is not intended to be
nplicitly believed in. ‘Not s great deal,
though I had an experience last pight
hich might be considered s remu-hblo
xsmple of the art you aliude to.

*You don’c meau it !’

‘gel 1 bappened to glance at ths band
f o friend of mine, and I immedistely pre-
icted that he would presently become the
1 of a iderabls sum of money.
3efore he lett the room, he had £2 or £3
1snded to him.’ .

n"‘Am'l you told it just ffom his hand P

“Yes. It had four aces in it.’

e N, Oy
‘How besutiful is the snow,’ he said.
So white, so pure, so universal. It talls
\like on rich and poor; it turns the beg-
ar’s hovel into s dream of glistening
Eunty. It——' But just then a smow-
ball caught him under the ear, and a half
ton of the same material fell irom the corn-
ce and lodged between the collar and his
neck. And he spoke no more.

R T

A little girl had been to church for the
first time, and on her return home her
mother asked her if she liked it. :

“Yes,’ ssid the little girl; but there is
one thing I didn’c think was fair.’

‘What was toat, dear P’

‘Why, one man did all the work, and
then another man cams round and got all
the money.’

—

+Timmins, do you know anything about
literature P’

‘No.’ . .

“Kuow anvthing about art P

*Nothing.’ :

“Know anything abont music P

‘Not a rap.’

Good ! Come over to my room, bring &

pipe, and let’s enjoy oursclves.’

Positively cured by these
Little Pills.

—

SICK HEADACHE

“They ulso relieve Distress from Dyspepsia,

Indigestion and Too Hearty Ealing. A per-
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausca, Drowsis

pess, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated To;ﬁz:
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER.

Regulate the Bowels, Purely Vegetable.
Small Pill. Small Doee.
Small Price.

.| Substitution

. the fraud of the day.

: See you get Carter’s,
3 Ask for Carter’s,

| Irisist and demand

A
t| Carter’s Little Liver Pills.

o «of this old Anodyne has never been equaled.

. ON’S ODYNE
QJOHNS LINIMENT

The Caller and His Wife.
One of the first things visitors observed
when they passed through the colliery

were the numbers chalked on the green

painted doors. These could not be mis-
taken for the pumbeis of the houses.
“These latter had been painted by the col-
liery painter in bright red. Obviously,
the chalk characters wire the bhandiwork
-of amsteurs. It was no'ed thit only three
numerals were used—2, 3 and 5. On
:some of the doors one of these figures sp-
peared ; on others two of them were to be
seen ; while there were a few with the
three white figures conspicuous. The
-question was acked by every stranger,
*What is the meaning of these figures in
chalk P
If any one bad been asiir between the
bours of two and five A. M., they would
bave met a little old man, with a lighted
lantern in his band, scanning the chbalk
figures and rapping at certain doors.
Atter esch-rap he would waita few sec-
onds till . be heard a tsp at the upstairs
window, and the usual respomse, ‘Aye,
Geordie !
It was George Gilchrist, the caller. Tke
deputies of the colliery bad scrawled the
figure 2 on their dcors, for that was the kour
when they bad to get up to go to the pit.
It was their business to see that everything
underground was sate for the men and
boys. At three o’ Jock the caller made a
second tour of the streets and aroused the
pitmen. At five o'clock he made a third
circuit to awaken the lads.

George Gilchrist was conscious of the
gravity of his profossion. It was his boast
that duriog Lis long term of office he had
never made an error, never mistaken s fig-
ure, and never {ailed to make a sleeper re-
spond.

' A pleasing sight was Geordie, when he

* emerged from his house in ‘The Pension-
©ro’ Terrace,’ d:eued in complete colliery
regimentals to go his rounds, with trousers
cut off at the knees, thick blue worsted
t“ockings, shoes fis'ened with brass clasps,
4 blue flannel shirt, & jacket with a double
back, and s skull cap of polished leather.
The caller was a partial supernumerary. but
he clung tenaciously to his accustomed pit
attire.

He was one of the favorites of Blacker-
ton. The sight of his kind but sad face
was desr to every eye. He had lived his
long life on the colliery, and not even the
conceivers and circulators of scandals had
dared to tamper with his nsme. He had
lived the ‘lovely and pleasant’ life. He
was a Christain, without the suspicion of
guile.

When the Blackerton folks refereed to
the caller they invarisbly said, ‘Poor Goer-
die!’ The adjective bad no reference to
to the poverty of his finances. It was the
common term of sympathy and sorrow, for
Geordie’s life has been embittered with
shame and grief.

* # »

Roger Naisbitt had stepped into the
cabin to gossip with the cleaner. The
demagogue’s face was terrible with argor.
He bad just seen the caller’s wife was steal-
ing to the back enterance ot ‘The Black
Horse,’

‘Tommy,’ he exclaimed, ‘if1'd a wile
like Geordie Gilchrist, 1'd hev killed her, I
should. And when she was deed, 1'd hev
telt God it was & mistake she was ever
born. Geordie’s the only man who'd hev
put up with her gannins on these thirty
years.’

‘That's what oor Martha towld her one
day, replied Tommy. ‘She vexed Martha
wi’ somethin’ ehe said aboot Geordie, an’
my owld woman towld ber she coold thank

Save Your
MONEY.

To save your money, by getting more for it,
ask your dealer in medicine to show you the
new 50 cent size bottle of JOHNSON'S ANoO-
DYNE LINIMENT. It contains over three
times as much as the old 25 cent style, which
= is a great saving to those who use this valu-
~able family medicine. The superior quality

———
Fifty years ago this month, Dr. 'ohnson 1
with imé some Johnson’s Aﬁodyn{ Lln?::xefl{?
i ren;'emln-r him_distinctly, and “eould tell you

)

thattime to this, No medicine today sesses

he ¢ g 1
oK, Nopts Watntand e S68L
. As a family remedy it has been used and in-
orsed for nearly a century. Every Mother
1ould have it in the house for many common
ailments, Internal as much as External.
Our book on INFLAMMATION free. Price
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know. That's what you think. If oor
women folks bad taken o drink, mebbe
we wadden't hse kilt them,’
Tommy's sage moralizings restrained the
demagogue’s wrath.
‘Well then,’ he persisted, ‘I shovll have
sent her to the asyium, or some such place.’
*Mebbe ye wad, an’ mebbe ye wadden’t,’
the lamp keeper slowly replied. ‘Ye
cazns tell what ye wad dee. It would tak’
all tte county police tv catch ber. She'd
be bad to catch, and worse to hold. You'll
mind when she blacked tbe landlord’s eye
because he wadden't give her any more lig-
uvor. Tom Wainwright rushed to the door
shouting “police I’ but the police couldn’t
be fourd. Abe Fletcher declared he eaw
the sergeant slipping to the pit heay to be
oot o’ the way.’
The love of the Blackerton people for
Geordie Gilchrist was strong, even as their
hatred of his wife was intense. The shame-
less women she drank with despised Polly
Gilcbrist for her brutality to her man.
‘There’s that hussy again,’ the women
weould eay, as they watched her, even by
eight o’clock in the morning, searching ap-
parently for ber hens, but. graduslly ap-
proaching the public house, with ber hand
beneath ber apron holding the jog.
‘Did ye see that woman this morning,
Fletcher ' said Eilen to the postman as he
ate bis breakfist.
‘Aye, she made an early start to day,’
was Abe’s response.
‘Fletcher,’ Eilen went on, “1t would hev
served her reet if she’d got a man as bad
as hersei’. He’d bev frightened her. But
in this world somehow, the best and the
worst get wedded.’
The caller was never known to have
spoken to any ome about his wife's be-
havior. Some, indeed, had attempted to
draw him into conversstion, but without
avail. His visage was marred with sorrow,
his bair whitened with griefs, but no con-
tession or complaint had escaped bis lps.
Ooe Saturday, shortly after our arrival
at Blackerton, 1 bad business with a book-
seller in Bishoptown. Entering the shop,
I found Robert Lamenby examining the
books. Having msde my purchases, we
walked home together. Oan the bighway
we met the caller making bis way to the
town.
‘Poor Geordie !’ said Lamenby, when the
caller had passed. ‘He’ll be going to
bring her home. Every Saturday sbe goes
to meet her mo'her in Bishopstown. Her
mother now lives at Pittsburn, five mil:s
on the other side. They’ll drink together
till closing time. Poor Geordie! He
thinks no one suspects wby he goes to the
town every Saturday. He'll wait outside
the house till she comes out at eleven
o'clock. Then, when she’s reeling home
be’ll overtake her as though by accldent,
carry her parcels and lead ber home.’
‘And does she never suepect that he fol-
lows Ler into town for that purpose?’ I
queried.
*I think not,’ Lamenby rejoined.
‘Geordie ssys he likes to see the shops
ard all the folks.
It was the Fifth of November, and the
Blackerton boys had built the bonfire in
honor of Guy Fawkes. Tommy and Martha
Gibson were standing on the back step to
see the illuminstions.
*‘Tommy,’ said Martha in 8 quiet voice,
‘d’ye remember what happenedon this
night thirty years ago ?’
‘Poor Geordie " murmured Tommy, and
the sympatbetic exclamation was the proof
of the vividness of Tommy’s recollection.
- - L

The Fifth of November was the tragic
datein the year's calendarto poor Geo:ge
Gilchrist. On the evening of that day the
bappiness of & good man’s heart was
killed, s great fear of a life’s long misery
clutched his soul. One hour before his
{ace was bright with hope and radiant with
peace. The incidents of a few minutes
banished the joy and crushed the faith.
Geordie looked at bis young wife with ter-
rorful eyes. The veil bad been torn from
her false heart. He had married a trait-
ress. She bhad pledged her vows to him,
but ber vows were lies. She had joined
her life to his to ruin it. .

It is certain that George Gilchrist never
breathed the cruel secret to mortal soul;
and, as the horror came when the young
husband and wife were alone, the revels-
tion must bave come from the delinquent
herself.

For fourteen weeks Geordie had been a
proud end happy-man. For fourteen weeks
bhe bad lived with Polly in their bright new
home. Prior to his marrisge he had been

s member of the Tempersnce Society.

When he began to court Polly Stevens,

she also signed the pledge and ‘attended

26 and 60¢c. 1. 8. Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass.

‘I'm zot going to-nigat ! she said in cold
tones. :
“Not going to-night I Geordie repested
in astonishment. ‘Why?
‘Because I'm not © she retorted,
A nsmeless lear took posscssion of
Geordie’s soul. The foreboding of an-
guish rendered him speechless. - His sil-
ence irritated the Yiithless woman.
‘I'm mot goirg to-night, and I'm not
going again ; s0_you necdn’s psy avy more
for me.’
There was fire in her eyes and battle
voice.
With trembling limbs Geordie stagger-
ed to the table, and took therefrom a book.
He opened it at the fly leat and held the
writing thereon before ber eyes. It was
*‘The Guide of Life” the President of the
Temperance Society had presented to
them on their weddirg dsy. On the fly
leaf he bad written this inscription :
“‘Presented to George Gilchrist snd
Pol'y Stevens on the occasion of their
marrisge, and in recoguition of their
membership in the Temperance Society
with all good wishes and prayers for their
future bappiness and prosperity.’
Geordie stood with the book in his band.
His eyes were full of tears. With s pas-
sionate gesture she knocked the book from
his nerveless fingers. She was on her feet
blszing with anger. The stricken man
cowered before her shameless and callous
cruelty.

her stars sho was married to Geordie Gil- | after their wedding day husband and wife | | *“Who art in heaven I’
christ.” ° answered to the roll esll. The prayer ceased.

Ther’s mee doot about thet, Roger | The meetwg of the fourteenth week was “Go on, father " eaid Tommy, with his
sfirmed. ‘She’'d bev been a corpse long | on the fifth of November. Geordie was | eyes closed. |
8go if she’d been mine.’ dressing for the service. . There was silezce in the room, ssve fcr

*Ab, weel,’ ssid Tommy, ‘ye diven't | ‘Come, Polly,’ he ssid; ‘get ready.’ the ticking of the old clockin]the corner.

‘Go on, father ! pleaded Tommy. ‘Ssy
‘Hallowed be thy name °
There was no response.
The chil¢ren opened their eyes and pull-
ed their father’s arms.
‘Go on_father I’

Tae father’s voice was bushedlin death.
Father in beaven. Tom Maddison had
gone 10 hesven on his kness,fwith his bap-
py chidren kneeling beside him. The
pathos and suddenness of Tom Maddison'’s
;:'e:-wu, every heart [on [the col-

-
- . -

The next morning the esller made a
mistake. It was three.o’clock, and Geordie
Gilebrist was bastily knocking up the bew-
er on Durbam street.
“Another three ' said Geordie, as be
read the chalked number inthe light.
Giving the familiar rap, be waited for the
tap on the window and the usual snswer.
Receiving no replr, he wasZabout;to re-
peat the blow, when he remembered, with
8 pang, that he was standing at the dead
man’s door, and that the dread caller; Death
bad knocked at Tom’s door the night be-
fore.
In the dark and silent street he fell
vpon his knees ‘O God, forgive me !" he
murmured. He thcught ot Tom’'s desd
tody, lying even then in the house, and
the pain be bad given to his widow by bis
cruel m'stake and great tears;of penitence
otr d down his face.

‘I'm not going to your Temp So-
ciety. I mever would have gone at all if I
hadn’t wanted to marry ye. Ye msy as
well know, once for all, that I never was
teetotal.’
The broken man stumbled to the stairs,
and reached the room above. Falling on
bis knees, Le wept his sorrow before God.
His very soul was riven with anguish. The
wretched man groaned in the travail ot his
desolation.
The womsn sat in the room below.
There was no pity, no relenting in her
cruel beart, even when she heard the good
man’s cries and tears.
The long years had prolonged the
tragedy of that dreadful night. The guilty
woman had lost her soul. The matk once

His griet was inconsolable.
*Ye needn’t tak’ on see badly over that !
bis wife exclsimed, when be }bad told her
the facts ; ‘it was only a mistake !’
Bat he retused to be comforted.
Geordie’s was inexp to
his wife. Thirty years ot selfishness ard
drunkenness had shriveled up’her;woman’s
beart. The insight and bumaneness of
ber busband’s regret was beyond the reach
ol her discernment.
Through the hours cf that morning she
watched bim with stealtby eyes. He bad
gone to bis bed, but eleep was impostible.
There were sirange emotions struggling
in the caller’s wife. It was Saturday, and
nearly three o’:lcck. She must hurry to meet

ber ber in Bishopstown. For the first

licahl

torn from her lying nature, her sh was
exposed to the light. The cheerless beart
of the outraged man had not even the ccm-
fort of an occasional caress or loving look.
On bis part, no word of anger had croesed
his lips, ttough be bad made tender ap-
peals to his wife in her quieter moments.
‘Poor Geordie !" said the kindiy effectior.”
ed Blackerton people ; and the ejaculation

time in thirty yeas there wasa reluctance in
her beart to leave him. .
Thbe evil congered.

‘Iil not be long, Geordie,’ she said,
with & suspicion of tenderness in her voice.
‘Pass me the book, Polly, before you go,’
he ssid.

She handed him ‘The i:uide of Life.’

was expressive of their bitterness to the
woman who bad taken & good man’s hesr:
to wrong it, and indicative of their sym-
pathy with the good man’s griet.

. * *0
One of the saddest events during the
years of our residence on the colliery was
the death of Tom Maddison, His decease
wae terrible in its suddenness. His wife
baving been an invalid for years, the affec-
tionate man had tsken the mother’s place
in many domestic duties. It was s Friday
night, and Tom was taking the bairns to
bed. The youngest was in his arms, a
three year old boy was riding on his back,
while Tommy, proud of his five years, huog
on to his father’s coat.
The fatber knelt with his children  to
pray. Having sung their hymn and recited
the Psalm, they began to repeat the Lord’s
Prayer after their father.
‘Ouor Father !’

‘Our Fatber !’ repeated the bairns.
‘Who art in heaven !

Women Need
Not Suffer

From those terrible side
aches, back aches, head-
aches # nd the thousand and
one otier ills which make
life full of misery.

Most of these troubles are
due to impure, imperfectly
filtered blood—the Kidneys

are not acting right and in
conseq 1ence the system is
being g oisoned with impuri-
ies.

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS

are daily proving themselves woman’s
greatest friend and benefactor.
Here is an instaice:

Mrs. Harry Flemiag, 8t. Mary’s, N.B.,
says: ‘“‘The use of Doan’s Kidney Pills
restored me to complete health., The
first symptoms I no:iced in my case were
severe pains in th> small of my back
and around the loins, together with
general weakness s nd loss of appetite.

I ually be:ame worse, until,
hearing of Doan’s Kidney Pilis, I got a
box from our drugs:ist. &
®] am pleased to testify to their effest-
iveness in correcting the troubles from
which I suffered. :

the weekly meetings. For thirteen weeks

She d-essed berself and departed.

' Thelonely old man turned to the fly-leaf.
His sympathies with the invalid widow,
whose griefs be had doubtless intensified
by his blunder that morriog, had revived
the bsggard miseries ot bis own life.

In the silence be reviewed the years. At
length sleep closed his eyes. His sleep
was full of dreams, and the dresms were o°
love and comfort : the love of bis wife when
he took ber to his heart, ard the ccmfort
of the home they had establisbed together.

L # L J

Polly Gilchrist never reached the town.
She climbed the hill which led from the
colliery. Turning on the summit, her ¢yes
scanned the house where her){man was
lying. She deliberately descended the hill.
Unlocking the door, she climbed the
steps to the room above. Geordie was
asleep. She crept on tip toe to his bed-
side, His face was lit with love and words
of endesrment escaped his) lips! ‘Polly!
Polly! My love! my wite!’

She trembled at the sound; of [the long
lost lovewords. She dared not waken him.
There was & bunger inher heart to hear
the words again.

*Polly, my love!' the old{man murmured.
.The thirty years of wretchedness were
forgotten. Geordie was back in the sweet
and bappy bome of the ! thirteen weeks of
sacred bliss.

The woman's heart was profoundly sgi-
tated.

She stooped;to catch the] whisper of the
old man’s dreams. On) her bended knees
she watched his face, and waited for his
love-solilcquies.

That night Polly Gilchrist ffound ber
heart, and George Gilchrist found his wite.
—The Christian Commonwealth.

Labelled Cattle.
In the Atlantic cattle trade, the large
snimals shipped alive to England are all
marked with a queer lsbel required by the
authorities. This consists of a little brass
plate stamped with & number,{and made
fast with & wire to the ear of] the bullock,.

It a beast arrives at the English lairages
with any signs of disease, its number can

C.P. Cluk;. Dru

8. H. Hawker, Dn'ugm." Mill St., St.
. Jobn, N. B.

N. B. Smitk, Drugaist, 24 Dock St., St.

by means ot a bole bored for the {purpose. .C. Fairweather, Dm‘ﬁ“'
Hastings & Pineo, Druggists, 63 Charlotte:

Chase & Sanborn’s
Seal Brand Coffee,

reason enough why it is

popular.

=

to the shipper aad then to the dealer, and
last to the farmer who originally sold the
animsl for beef. Then the farmer bas to
for his misdeed with pains end
penalties which will make him think twice
b>fore be sells any mora diseased beet for
shipment across the ocesn to Eogland.

———
THE DOCTUR'S WIFE.

A {Four Years Cripple From Acute Rhen-
mstism. Souvth Awerican Rbeumstie
Cure Was the True Physician,

Mrs. J. H. Harte, cf 223 Church street,
Toronto, wi‘e of Dr. Harte, suffered severe-
ly from rheumatism for five yesrs. For
four years sbe covld not walk wi'hout (ke
use of a cave. At times the pains were in-
tense, snd she suffered fortures. No rem-
edv or treatment gave aoy relief She was
induced to try South American Rheumatic
Cure. She used tour bottles snd tc-dey is
free from psin, and sbe <1 ses Ler signed
testimony by eaying: “‘I sm enfirely cured
and can move about as blithely as ever
my life.” Sild by E. C. Brown and all
druggists.

“Musick in The Air.”

Tke following is an exact copy of a letter
received by o yourg lady who, possessing s
piano and being sbout to move to a small
country town, sdveriised for room and
board with & family mueically inclined’ : —
‘Deare Miss, we think we kin sute you
with room snd bord it you peefer to be
where there is musick. 1 plsy the fiddel,
my wife the orgin, my dotter Jule the akor-

dion. my other dotter the bargo. my son
Hu the bassoon, my son Jim the floot and
koronet, and my son Clem tbe base drum,
while sll ot us sing gospell hims in whick
we would be glad to bave you take part
both vocsl or instrumental it you play on
anything. We play by ear, and when we
all'git started there is real musick in the
sir. Let us know if you want to come here
to bord.’

Yellow or brown cottons or silks can be
dyed black. Try Msgnetic Dyes, black
costs ten cents only.

A CARD.

We, the undersigned, do hereby agree
to refund the money on & twenty-five cent
bottle of Dr. Willis’ English Pills, if, atter
using three-foarths of contents of bottle,
they do not relieve Constipation and Head-
ache. We also warrant that four bottles
will permanently cure the most obstinate
case of Constipation. Satisfaction or no
pay when Wiils's English Pills are used.
A. Chi Smith & Co., Druggists,
’-‘(.Zlnrlo(u St., St. Jobn, N. B.
W. Hawker & Son, DNruggists, 104 Prince
Willism St., St. Sobn, N. B.
Cbas. McGregor. Druggist, 137 Charlotte
St. Jobn, N. B.

W.C.R. Allan, Dniggilt. King St., St.

hn, N.

John, 5
E. J. Mahony, Druggist, Main St., St.
Jobn, N. B

obn, N. B.
G. W- Hoben, Cbemist, 357 Main St., St.
John, N. B.

R. B. Travis, Chemist, St Jobn, N. B.

8. Wnttmi‘ Dl;uuin.. 8t. John, West,

Wm. C. Wilson, ist, Cor. Union &
m&.?ﬁ'ff.‘." St. Sobn, N. B.

geiat, 100 King St., St.

Jobn, N. B.

G. A. Moore, Cbemist, 109 Brussels St.,

N. B

8t. John, :
109 Union St.,

8t., 8¢. John, N.B.

be traced by the American authorities first
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