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N'ew Brunsw 1ck

New Btunﬂmkﬁbvenmdt
with the Chartered Banks to

‘bu‘y'SbeeP‘--_ 4

The Department will not only arrange to buy Sheep FOR the Farmers,
good breeders FROM the Farmers—in other words,
the Agricultural Department WILL SUPERVISE
ALL PURCHASES AND SALES OF SHEEP. '

IF A FARMER NEEDS CREDIT TO BUY SHEEP he should

but will also buy
this branch of

consult his' local banker who has the necessary forms,

If you cannot buy sheep in your locality, inform the nearest banker who will notify the Agri-

the ﬂeplm of Agriculture has arranged
p the Farmers—where assitance is needed—to
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mind’s eyo—duup dbuhulnd

frees, a village in ruins, lifting to the
sky it’s blackened chimneys, it’s sol-!
itary fragments of wall, its riddled

church arches, with & shattered clock
tower. Between the village and our
first line of trenches, a marshy prair-
ie; behind the village, the Boches.

- The Widow Applebee’s
Sutprise Party

|

Neither they mor we had been able
to enter it and hold it. | “Rosaline! Rosaline' Where is that
“In spite of the incessant hail of girl? Run quick Rosaline! That's

town office, and blacksmith shop, the

bullets, certain inhabitants of the vil- ' Mis’ Talcott’s ring. Be sure to clap
lage were obstinate enough to mh;your hand over the mouthpiece; it’s
there, hiding in their cellars when the | most. time for the clock to strike.
firing got too hot. Some of these ven. Mis' Peters did look so knowing the
turesome people even took advantage other day when she said, ‘I hear your
of the hulls in the firing to work the cloth strike so often lately, Mis’ Ap-
ground and to look after their fruit plebee”’ Guess I've heard hers strike,
trees. One of them, an old woman, too. I know every clock on this line,
bent, decrepit, wrinkled with age, was as far as that goes.
particularly active. She overdid it.| “I de-clare, Rosaline! They’ss be
We got to know her well. |all through before you get there. If
“Some of our pickets began to sus- | it wasn’t for this bread—"and the
pect that she gave information to the‘lwidow raised her hands 'impatiently,

because three of
cultural Department; or, better still, notify the Department yourself and say how many |*"*™" oo o of our with the soft dough clinging to her

Sheep you want.

KEEP YOUR EWE

fleece.

SIXTY MILLION SHEEP

Have, been lost in Europe since the war startzd. ~ Wool in enormous quantities is now required to to the ground. She was wounded
ciothe the soldiers, it will take an immense quantity to reclothe the returned men in civilian dress. too—and seriously.

Prices will likely be high for ten years.

New Brunswick has the pasture, hay, root and a climate suited to Sheep.
should consider investing in a small flock as a foundation. The first year will give approximately
$4.00 worth of wool per sheep, the sheep will cost about $15.00.

ition?

If you cannot purchase locally, place your order with your banker. Orders will be filled

if possible, in the order filed at this office through the banks.

'LAMBS
Every Ewe Lamb, weighing 80 pounds and over and of reasonable quality, should be retain- 'ping into the tall undergrowth with|

ed by farmers for breeding purposes. Sell the males and the inferior females for butcher pur-I
poses. . If you have more ewe lambs than required, induce your neighbor to purchase. [

THE VALUE OF WOOL

Unwasked Wool of the best quality brought 80 cents a pound this spring, or about $5.00 & ;. (14 woman. She handled 2 re-

| guns were hit right on the muzzle in ﬁngen

a most miraculous fashion: : She moved the pan cautiously, and
“I was reluctant to order our men guve soft pats instead of her usual
|to fire on a woman. /I took the chance' ~vigorous thuds until the receiver was

|one calm day of capturing her, slip- safely in place again.

|
|
|
|

“That must have been something in-
teresting, the time it took,” she said,
as Rosaline turned towards her with a

ibewildered look on her heavy freckled
| face.

“Now don’t be all day about it!
(Whe was it and what did they say?”

“It was Mis’ Tom Walker and some-
body else.”

“Who?”

“Some other woman.

who—"

“Don’t know who? Another time
Tl go myself. What did she say?”

“It was something about a surprise
party—"

“When? Where Who? What?”

Rosaline’s stolid little face began to
redden under the impatience of her
aun't tone.

“I couldn’t understand what she
said—half of it. She kept saying,
“You know’ and ‘what we were talk-
ing of yesterday,’ and (for pity’s sake

{one of our pickets.

“I shall not bother you with our
1 precaution and strategems.

| “The old woman fell into our trap.
'We leaped on her and grasped her by
|the throat. She was a husky person, '

|velver like 3 virtuoso. My poilu re-
wcexwd a bullet in his shoulder. I go\t
|one in the soft flesh of ths arm.

“No matter. We pinne¢ the spy |

L)
I don’t know

For we used our
|knives on her. In the struggle her
'wig was knocked off. Her bodice was
slashed and torn open, and boots
'showed below her skirts. While I
held the prisoner, the soldier energe-
tically wiped with a piece of his coat,
’ the makeup from the face of the
prostrate, helpless old woman.

“I gave a cry of amazement.

“ Prits" ”

“I had before me my best friend,

Every farmer

Is it not a good business propos-

J. F. TWEEDDALE,
Minister of Agriculture.

These  Beverages Comply
With the an :

Ready"fs““ "‘Beer

These beveragés surely uﬁghthecnwinx
thirst. Drink them lor their appetizing zest-
ful, ala f flavor, Drink them for
their ability as a thirst quencher. Drink them
because of their power to refresh, revive and

mvigorate.
. You will be delighted with their unusual
qualities.

Buy them from your local dealer or direct
from St. John.

Ask fer prices

W. H. GRAY, exclusive lmhﬁl'ﬂhdiﬁ'lct.
Ready’s Breweries Ltd.
&

T the tender and sentimental Fritz of
the ings at Heidelt
Tritz, the brother of my choi= 001 e quinsing,
“He opened his eyes and recognized |
He, too, was amazed and hor-

ﬁed He made an effort whicl h‘a\ ailed naught. Rosaline fled from
brought a groan, raised himself on his |

g |the vials of her wrath, and Mrs. Ap-
“War'is & terrible thing,” Lieuten- ¢t €lbow, and offered me his " | s Eiknbed hersoll  the telephons.
ant N—said to me. Under his steel | couldn't take that hand. It was

. ready to solve the mystrey if possible.
helmet, swallowed up in his faded| |not even the hand of an emeny officer | Not a message went over the wire that

lmihnry cloak, he presented a silhoue- | lymg at one’s feet after an honorable |afternoon that she did not intercept,

tte like that of g Crusader. mbat. - It was the hand of a spy.
v went on: “ 'What are you going to do with
“It is terrible.;~ You complain that| me?’ he asked ‘in an anguished tone. ‘th( garbled message Rosaline had re-

.an infirmity prevents you from gomg‘ “l;(y poilu answered in my st 1ported

to the front. You say that you suffer We are going to carry ):;' | The minister’s wife called up from

because you have to stay at home. ! OUr lines. You will be w mmm" the Centre: “Would Mrs. Talcott re-

you are ashamed to be seen in the‘i‘" then you will go before a immd the Bangs Corner ladies of the

' streets. My poor friend, I appreciate |tary court. Ping, Ping! Twelve bul-

your feelings. But if you knew! ‘ets for you.'

i “Ligten to this story: “ ‘Is that true?’

[ “You rementbér that before 1 took | =T

,my degreée I spent some time at Heid-|  Lnen Fritz said to me:

'Glb'lft. in order to improve my Ger- “ ‘Listen! I am wounded already—

{man.  There I became intimately ac-|b2dly wounded. I am in pain. 1 don't

I d with F¥itz van Taffel, a big, |[2¢ death, but I have a fear of suf-

and—and, it's to be next Friday

Tit

L= night.’ ”

threatening and'
cross-questioning the Widow Apple-
bee could summon to her assistamce

and every sentence was carefully ana-
|lvzed for the light it might throw on

chicken-pie supper Saturday night-
They would expect eight pies
| that neighbourhood.”

“They’ll never ask me for one,”
muttered the Widow Applebee, “and
there isn’t a woman in this county
can make flakier crust than I can!

from

L g Oh, well, it’s all the same. The two
'jolly lallv'" of my own age; mild fering. And then I should hate te be

d, erudite, well read and full shot. In the name of our friendship,

1

Wedding Announcements

CORRECT style, artistic letter

design and extreme dainti-

" ness, wn.fnhedmnty associated
with nupmlmb.chmmp

.Id“d“mw.mtagun.' I/

pay my telephone rent, and I do take
a sight of comfort since I've had it.
Get news from everywhere. There
that’s Mis. Talcott’s ring. Now, I'll
hear someting more about that sur-
prise!”

“Hello!”

“That you, Mis’ Turner?”

“Yea.”

“Well, I've invited 'em all, except-
ing as you advised. We'll go about
seven o'clock Friday evening They
all promised to bring things as

ved, and give hing tcwards
a yresent besides. I hope to land-—
ahem—won’t get hold of it. These
telepl aren’t safe, and 1 know it.

'd sentiment—so well ‘fead that when which was so beautiful, spare me! De\
“m from the beer hall at liver me! Put a bullet in my head
'Sights, hivhgh the old streets on|here &nd now! :
 which the full moon shone, he declaim-| It i8 €asy to say that war is war.
‘ed M\h inost beautiful poems |But it is horribie to Wear am intimate
‘of Romsard, Villon, Malherbe and de |friend, & companion of one's youth,
Musset. He had read everything and demand suth a serviée. I could have
retained everything. killed Fritz in the fury of battle, in
“I was very fond of him. I wept|the delirium of a charge. But to put
' when my tefm was over and I had to|3 bullet into his head like that—in
'say good-bye to him. We correspond- |c0ld blood! I couldn't do it. ‘
“My poilu, hearing us talk, had
divined our drama. He made signs
confirming my judgment that we could|
never do that.
“Bnt Fritz i
entreaties. .

i

re-
|wonldgouo0m or he would

come to Paris. anumxm
b-nm-phnn-mi:bjel:elw. You can
easily imagine to what point the senti- | .

Sataad aarbli;

his

don’t let the widow get hold ot it yet,””

chickens it would take for a pie will’

ment of such a friendship would carry
iine. I looked on Frity von Taffel as

l “Never in our closest . association

broih
8

‘twmu.mulovedmwnd

|- % ‘i only deitiny dosss't bring us

had a ehadow of difference avisen be-
 the Parisians’, didn’t approve the irri-
‘Mm«mmmm
dmmmmmmt
|to réstore Alsace and Lorraine to us.
| Wo were in perfect accord, as you see.
],“lmupeﬂnxl-‘rinatﬂn“
‘Mdm 1914, to take @

'ﬂl.‘bmy, which ke

was war, the
: T thought of Fritz now
Wﬂ.m:mm-ﬁu
Wtuh'—.'
'“My poor feiend. It did worse
alwiiihoo-n" i

“ ‘Since I mutbeahot, you will
only spare me the pangs, the shame
the agony of waiting. Remember Heid-
elberg and our student chambers
there. Finish me, I beg of 'you!

“I do mot blush to avow,it. At

ﬂutmmlforgutemyﬁmg—&s
war, my comrades, the odious role
even of the spy. [ saw only my sup-
pliant friend, with his bleeding
wounds—the wounds I had given him.
" “It was my poilu who found the
Fight solution. He said to Frita:
“ ‘Listen! You are a scoundrel We
un‘bﬁ!ltmnapﬂsom If we
.you back you will be shot. 'We
can’t kill yow, for we—we are not
Boches, . But here is your revolver.
There are still two bullets in it. Shoot
yourself. = There s nothing else to do.
1t is too ate.’

“He drew me aside.

“We had not gone & hundred paces
when there was the report of a pistol.
“Frits had delivered himself.”

pmu;mmm

ﬁ u&hn&]&w

‘I here’s somebody listening now. Good-
byt

“Good-by!’

The widow hung up the receiver
with a half-baffled expression, until
a <udden light seemcl to break upon
her. s

“I’'m the one they’re going to surprise.
She said they all knew about it. Good-
ness knows, it’s my turn! I've helped
surprise everyone else in the neighbor-
tiood ‘enough times. I'll be ready for
for ’em.

“Let's, see, this is Wonday. This
house has got to have a thorough

¥ve got to have off to go to town.
Rosaline! Rosaline! Where is that
girl? = Here I've saved her out of the

aiiy’d . do as well by her husband's
folks, and him gone and left ler, be-
sides. Rosalinel”

“I see thmugi\ it all!” she chuckled |

:is fit for a king.

y, with a strong bias towards
economy, strung single wires to each
of the outlaying districts. Each wire
connected six, ten, or even more tele-
phones. These party lines had an-
other advantage in saving work for
“central” because the peoplz of a
neighborhood could ecall each other
without troubling the office. Three
longs, one short was the Talcotts’ call;

four shorts, two longs, the Joneses; '

and so on. Thus arranged breathes
over that line might become public
property.

To be sure, there was supposed to
be a high sense of honor at Bangs
Corner. Everybody spoke of “‘hnng-
ing on” as one of the cardinal sins.

“Dick” Dollar was a borne country

storekeeper, handsome and dapper,

smiling and friendly, oily of tongue.

“Why, good morning Mrs.
bee, good morning!” he greeted her
“Just sit down-in that chair by the
fire, and I'll be there in a jiffy. Thanks
thanks come in again! Now Mrs. Ap-
plebee, what can I do for you?”

“Oh, none of your palaver with me,
Dick Dollar.
What I want to know is, do you want
some fresh eggs?”

“Thanks, thanks, Sister Applebee!
I'll give you a fancy

I'm here on business.

price for ‘em
and T hepe you have a few pounds of
that superlative butter of yous.”

"\'e.»;',‘ Ve got eight pounds and six
dozen eggs out here on the stage. See
that you give what
worth.”

“Thanks Mrs. Applebee. As I was
saying to Mrs. Dick, I haven’t seen
the Widow Applebee here for weeks,
and do you know what I was think-
ing of in particular? I was thinking
of that Brussels rug in the window.”

Mrs. Applebee started. She had
beex 1h|nkmg of that Brussels rug
too not this morning only, but for a
week; ond she had almost follen from

me they're

the stage when it came round the cor-
ner that morning, craning her neck to
see if it was still there.

But now she looked crosser than
ever, and said, “O pshaw, now, Dick
Dollar, you know I can’t afford that!
Give me a pound of tea.”

“All, right thanks—thanks! Ex-
cuse me a second while I answer the
telephone.”

While Dick went to the rear of the
store, Mrs. Applebee sidled toward the
rug. What woman at Bangs Corner
had not looked upon that bit of eleg-
ance with longing eyes? It had been
handing in Dick's window for two
months. Its gorgeous green, rosebuds
of the brightest pink in great pro-
fusion. More than one housewife had
privately started a small fund .with
the hope of some day owning that
work of art, and the widow knew it.

She had been up late the night be-
fore, taking up the front room carpet
and painting the floor with some
green paint left over from trimming
the house. She had expected to con-
vert the threadbare brown in grain
into a rug for the centre of the room,
but all the time that square of beau-
tiful Brussels had haunted her con-
CCIO“S“CSS

“Yes, Mis’ Applebee,”
Dick, returning. “I was saying to
Mrs. Dick this morning, ‘I'm gettin’
sort of attached to that rug. Seems
8 if I couldn’t let it go out of the
store, but it’s going to get sun streak-
ed there in that window, and if there’s
one person I'd like to see have that
beautiful rug more than another
it’s the widow Applebee. I know
she'd take care of it.’ "

“Now what’s the use of your talk-
ing to mé?  You know I haven't got
furniture fit to go with such a rug as
that.”

“What do you want of a lot of fur-
niture cluttering up such a beautiful
piece of art work as that, Mis" Apple-
bee? Why, all you need is a few
chairs round the room and some lace
curtains. A parlor with that rug in it
By the way, you
probably know all about that little af-

continued

fair cominc off Friday night. I might
cleaning before Friday, and one day |

as well show you the elegant banquet

lampeT've ovdered for the ladies as a

present. Now ain’t that a beauty!”
Mrs. Applebee gasped. The wild

poorhvuaeandalne for her day and roses on the immense whifa glohonbletobeoutfurnweek
mmunmm “fain’ were just the shade of those in the going on dreadful flighty to Rosaline
1whsn I came away, about being bur-
The fates decide for us.© The volu-
able Richard sold Mrs. Applebee not surmise what seat her off the handle
Whutbmnlﬂqh. mh—‘onlythnmg,bu‘mlm curtains 8o, unless it was our waiting till the
m;;ﬁ.m:-&ﬁwhr and a small stand, just the rlghesme‘lsat minute to tell her about the sus.
mﬁa part of their for the banquet lamp, the last two ar- prise, so she wouldn't go and tell.
p Which boasts the church, ticles to be paid for in future butter She always was excitable!”

rug.

Appte=C

BRITISH DOWAED

16 ENEn Y PLANES

Aerial Fighting on the Western Bat-
tle Front During Week Has Been
of a Violent Character.

London, July 26—Throughout the
week the aerial fighting on the west-
ern battlefront has been of a violect
character, From a trustworthy sour-
ce it is learned that during the week
the British downed seventy-six enemy
machines and drove down fifteen »ut
of control. Fifty one British machin-
es are missing.

One hundred and fifty-four tons of
bombs were dropped during the week.

The week’s vecord for long distance
bombing attacks was the heaviest of
the war. Twenty-five separate raids
were made into German territory.
Thionville was bombed four times and
the famous poison gas factory and

{ munitions works at Mannheim twice.
| The blast furnaces at Burback and the

railway and factoriées at Offenburg
also came in for thelling twice.
Aerial attacks on German naval and
submarine bases on the Belgian coast
continued
of twenty

day and night
tons of

Upwards
explosives
dropped on 'Zeebrugge and Qstend. .

On the Italian fight-
ing resulted in the downing of nine-
teen enemy machines, without the loss
of a single British aircraft.

were

front the air

Many a man’s belief in his super-

tor wisdom makes a fool of him.

and eggs, at her convenience. Then
she got some bars of chocolate, some
cheap lawn for Rosaline’s gown, and
climbed into the return stage, laden
with an extra large bag of candy and
all the gratitude Dick’s tongue could
express.

Thursday morning, poor Rosa'ina
was driven hither and yon, 'and no-
thing was allowed to interrupt the he-
lated preparations except devoted at-
tendance on the friendly telephone.
Veiled references were occasionally
heard of Friday evening’s event and
Mrs. Applbee fell to work with rerow-
ed energy.

Thursday afternoon,

hanging the new curtains and lu;

as she was
ng
the new rug, to Rosaline’s speech . =s
amazement, she caught a glimpse of
Mrs. Turner coming up the lane.

“Run and lock the door, quick, Rosa-
line! Draw all the blinds and keep as
still as death. She's coming to spy
and see if I suspect anything, and we
just won't be to home. Don't you
dare sneeze nor nothin.

Stout Mrs. Turner creaked up the
front steps, rapped repeatedly, tied
the door, and placidly creaked dowm
again.

“There!” ejaculated Mrs. Applebee,
getting her breath once more. “Now,
don’t stand staring any longer,
whatever

and
you do, keep your feet of
It"ll be a quesion who's go-
ing to be most surprised, me or my
neighbors, tomorrow night, I'm think-
ing! Now get the suds and begin on
the woodwork in the sitting room.
We've to get all through that room
by night, for tomorrow I'm going to
make doughnuts and three chocolate-
cakes, clean the cellar, the attic, and
"the wood-house. Then they may all
over the premises and I'll feel safe.”

It was at three o'clock on Friday
afternoon, just as Mrs. Applebee was
putting the last layer of icing on the
third chocolatecake, that she was
startled by Mrs. Turner’s voice at the
window.

that rug.

“Oh, there you are! I thought I
never would find you, and somebody’s
got ahead of me and vold you abcut
the surprise on Mrs, Squire Tilden
tonight, and you've got yopr cake all
Did they tell you about. the
beautiful banquet lamp we're going to
take her? I came here yesterday,
and couldn’t get in; you seemed to all
locked up—Why, for
Rosaline!

done.

land--massy!

Come here quick, and let
Your aunt’s had a fit or
something'aand fell over and smashed
her cake and everything! What is
the matter? 1 was just telling her
about the surprise party on Mrs.
Squire Tilden, and she tumbld right
over. Run for the doctor and Il
hold her head.”

“No,’ said Mrs. Turner o an inter-
esting group at the party that even-
ing, “the Widow Applebee won't be
She was

me in!

ied in the front room rug. I can’t




