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The “Miramichi Advance” is pub-

fished mt Chatham, Miramichi, N.B.,

every Thursday morning in time for
despatch by the earliest mails of
that day.

wdt is went to any address in Can-
ada or the United States (Postage
prepaid by the Publisher) at Ome
“Pollar and Fifty Cents a Year. If
F‘d in advance the price is One

ollar.

Advertisements, other than yearly
or by the season are inserted at
eight cents per line nompareil, for
first insertion, and three cents per
line for each continuatron.

Yearly, or season advertisements,
are taken at the rate of $5.00 an
inch per year. The matter, if space
48 secured by the year, or season,

. may be changed under arrangement
¢« made therefer with the publisher.

" The “AMiramichi Advance” having
its large circulatiom distributed prin-
sipally in the Counties of Kent,
Northumberland, Gloucester and
" Restigouche, New Brunswick, apd in
Bonaventure and Gaspe, Quebec, in
communities engaged in Lumbering,
fishing and  Agricultural pursuits,

“._ pfiers superior inducements to adver-

tisers. Ad/iress,
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The editor strode up and down
the Jength of his office, his hands
thrust ih his trouser pockets, his
gaze on the carpet, and spoke as he
walked.

“You

+odedob09od
+odododode

write: the real stuff, Mr.
Johnson. ‘The Derelict’ was good.
1t gripped. I've asked you ro call
because I should like you to give
me more. Nine men out of ten, in
telling the tale of a human failure,
would do it in the stereotyped style
of the ha’penny newspaper reporter.
You're the temth. I have in' my
mind a series of articles dealing with
the submerged types of this : great
city. What do you say?”’

““What can I say,’”’ said the young
man, gratefully, “‘except that I thank
you for the opportunity and will
do my hest?”’
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% ¥OHN McDONALD & CO.

. (Successors to George Cassady.)

. ' Manufacturers of Deoro, Sashes,Meunldings

B : —AND—

Builders’ Furnishings generally.

; Lumber Planed and Matched to order.

' _BAND AND SCROLL-SAWINGC:
Stock of Dimension and other Lumber

constantly on hand.

East End Factory, Chatham, N. B.
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. ¥ SURGEON DENTISTS.
. Teeth extracted without pain by the ase
.of Nitrous Oxide Gas or eother Asaes-
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tion and regulating of the natural
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g d in every resp
- Qfice in Chatham, Benson Elock.
phone No. 53.
In Newcastle opposite Square, ever J.
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Tele:
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~- BLOOD MAKER-—-

BOc Bottles
We Guarantes it at

Macksasis's Medical Eall
-PRATREN. B &

" Insurance.

£COTTISH UNION AND
NATIONAL,
IMPERIAL,

LONDON & LANCASHIRE)
LANCASHIRE
ZETNA,
HARTFORD,
NORWICIH UNION,
FHENIX OF LONDON
MANCHESTER.

Mrs. das. G Miller,
WE DO.-——
Job Printing

Lotter Heads, Note Heads, Bill Heads,
Envelopes, Tags, Hand Bills.

000

k“[’rim,ing For Saw Mills

A SPECIALTY

NE PRINT—
ON WOOD, LINEN, COTTON, OR
: PAPER WITH OQUaL FACILITY,
#rGome and see ocur Work and
compare it with that of
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Coal Stored in the Solid Rock at
Gibraltar.

The storing of coal at Gibraltar is
accomplisied by means of a very cur-
ious plant, which has just l»cen com-
pleted for the pumping station at
Landport.

In the ‘huge rock fortress ithe coal
store, boiler house and the engine
room adioiring are workel
compressed air, and are nec
airtight. The store to whic
coal has to be conveyed 1s hewn aut
of the solid rock, and is absolutely
bombproof.. ‘A special feature is the
arrangement of the coal plant in
such a way that it does not interfere
with the air pressure. The coal is
lifted from the coal tip &fty-seven
feet Dbelow the horizontal traveler.
The skip by which the coal is con-
veyed is raised by means of a steel
wire rope working over pulleys and
round a driving drum. The time
occupicd Ly the skip in traveling
from coal tip to coal store is two
minutes. At ihis end and on a level
with the motors, a sentry box is
hewn out of the rock, where the man
who controls the gearing for hoisting
the skip is lLoused, and has practic-
ally a full vicew of all three opera-
tions.

o

The visitor was showing little Os-
" wald the hook of fairy-tales. ‘‘But
wouldn't you live to have been the
“ two-headed giont?” asked the visi-
Etor  "He hal lots of fun!” “‘No
indeed!’’ responded Oswald. ““Think
‘hew he must have sufferci when his
mewmmn hoxed hie earal’’

“That’s settled then,”’ said the edi- |
tor, staying in his promenade and'
regarding his visitor with a cheery
smile. “I will give you a suggestion |
for the first article: ‘A Night on the!
Embankment.” ' !

““Very good, sir; I will let you:
have it to-morrow,’”’ said the young
man, taking up his hat.

The editor held out his hand. His
keen cye noted the shiny coat, and
his warm grasp evidenced His good-
will.

‘““Been down on your luck, my lad,
eh?”’ he said. ‘‘ ‘The Derelict’—your
own story, perhaps?”’

The journalist glanced down at his
broken boots and his face flushed.

“To my shame, yes,”’ he said. “I
was like many another young fool,
and threw away my chance of happi-
ness by an act of follv. To-day, un-
der an assumed name, I am a recruit
to the army of grubbers. Your
cheque meant food to me.””

“So bad?’’ said the editor. ‘“Well,
Nil desperandum, you see. my lad.
Why, even I can remember the days
when the cuphoard was bare, editors
callous, and the landlady voracious.
In after days I shall be proud to
think that I discovered you. That
girl, now, in the story—the girl who
should have been your wife—who
knows? The story may have a se-
quel!”’

‘““Never!’’ cried the youmg man,
dejectedly. ““The day 1 fled to save
myself from punishment 1 drepped
out of her life.. She could not mar-
'rv a cantemptible thief—and I was

'editor, turning to his desk.
| ‘“‘Indirectly, yes,” returned the
iother; “and T know the past still
lives for her. She is a writer too.
‘Onc of her storics appeared in last
,week’s ‘Universe.” There is a note
lof sadness in it that tells me. whe

can read betwcen the lines, she s
not happy, and the thought is worm-
‘wood. But why should I trouble
vou? Forgive me!”’

The editor passed his hand through
his grizzled hair, and a queer smile
illuminated his rugged face.

‘I am a married man of twenty
Iyenrs with several olive branches,”
he observed. ‘‘But if ¥ were in your
shoes I should wipe out the stain
"and marry ‘that girl. You can do
good work, my lad. Do it, and
heigh ho!" for the wedding bells.
Good morning.”

‘“He’s a good man,”” he remarked
'to himsell, when the door had clos-
'ed. “Mustn®t let him go to the
'dogs."

} Whistling a stanza -frem a pepular
‘tune that had taken the town, he
rapidly dashed off a couple of let-
‘ters and, throwing down his pen, sat
ifor a space with: his chin in his hand.

““No, we won’t let him go to the
dogs!”’ he muttered, touching his
bell.

“Cet me last week's ‘Universe,
e said to the clerk who answered it.
Sharp!”’

In a few moments it was in his
hands.

‘‘Ah, hers we are.
give,” by Ella Jocelire Rivers

He turned the handle of his
telephone and called a number.
“Halloa!”” he said. ‘““That
Put me through to

Ah; that you,

I want you to give

s 0

|
h

‘As we For-

’s

l dc_sk-

|
\
!
,verse'?

| Mavhew.

Morning!
']’ think I can place something
{her way, ii you would.
!ment  whi'e I take it down. Now,
Iright away. Thanks very much.”
| Taking a telegram-form he scrib-
|bled a message and sent it out {o
bhe dispatched.
"down to a spell
until lunch-time.

At three o'clock precisely
tbrought him a card.
i Show Miss Rivers up.’”’ he said.
| He rose to his feet as the young

Mr.

me

of work, unbroken

a clerk

lady entered the room, and advanc-!

ing took her hand. “‘By George,
she's pretty!”” he thought. ‘““As pret-
ty as they wade 'em if she’d only
smile. 1'il make her.”

““Sit down, Miss Rivers,”” he said,
cheerily. ““1 have read your story
in the ‘Universe,” and I should like
vou to do something for me. Can
vou?''

The girl toved nervously with her
glove, and gazed at him for a mo-

'Uni~:
Oharles? !
the address of 3illa Joceline Rivers. |

in
Just a mo-!

This done, he settled

ment at a loss. His smile was in-
fectious.

“I want
smiling too.

‘““That’s good!”’ he said. ‘I like
your touch. You sce things as they
are, and have a very telling style.
Now, what I had particularly in my
mind was a scries of real life pic-
tures. In this great London of ours
there are thousands of poor crea-
tures eking out a bare existence in

work,”” she stammered,

iless, the prey of the sweater, and
many others. The tale of their lives
would make good reading, and a lit-
tle light, perchance, may do some
good. It is jourmalistic work, work
which will necessitate the playing of
a part and take you into strange
places. Can you and will you un-
dertake it?”’

“I both can and will,”’ she replied,
| unhesitatingly. ““It is the chance I
thave hoped for. You arc very good
jto single me out of all the crowd. 1
i will not disappoint you."””
| ‘“Capital!”’ he said. ‘‘Now, I will
i give you an idea for the first article:
|*A Night on the Embankment.” Does
| that frighten you?’’

‘““Not at all,’”” she returned. ‘‘Are
4‘not the police always with us? You
shall have that article to-morrow.”’

‘“Very good!”’ said the editor,
laughing, as he opened the door.
“Until to-morrow, then, Miss Riv-
ers.”

“That a man’s woman all over.,”
he muttered, as he strode to the
window and peered over the flowers
in the box that aderned it to see her
trip across the street. ‘‘Beautiful,
;soul and body, if I'm any judge.
| Those wedding bells ought to ring.
It's the proper ending to the story.
And, by George! they shall.”

- L » » *

The reverberation of the last son-
orous note of Big Ben’'s midnight
chime was dying away when a shab-
bily-dressed man slunk past the po-
liceman on Westminster Bridge amd
turned along the Embankment. Pull-
ing his cap well forward over his
eyes and thrusting his hands in the
pockets of his ragged coat, he leaned
against the parapet and gave himself
up to reverie.

On the bridge a succession of ve-
hicles and hurrying pedestrians con-
tinually passed. Away eastward a
train moved, like a fiery-scaled, spit-
ting dragon, across the river. Be-
hind him the sky showed red {rom
the glare of the west, for London’s
hour of sleep was not yet. Before
him flowed the dark river, serried
with the rippling streams of silver
from the Embankment lights, gurg-
ling and lapping against the wall,
holding him under its mysterious
spell, and imbujng Kis being with a
strange sense of unreality.

The thought of the millions ef hu-
man creatures who had gazed upen
it as he did, and, their little span
of years ticked off, had passed like
so many shadows, brought home to
him with all its force the lesson of
man’s frailty, and he shambled on
for a time oblivious to the material
world about him, racking his mind
with vain conjecture.

He was brought abruptly back to
earth by a sudden encounter with the
form of a fellow-creature. The wo-
man, who had been leaning on -the
river wall, dreaming too, recoiled
from the impact, and mechanically
he stretched out his hand and
caught her.

‘““Beg pardon, missis,”
ed grufly. ‘I didn’t see yer in the
shadder. I wus dreamin’.

‘“Orl right, mate,’”” she returned, in
| the high-pitched voice of the genus:
|““No ‘arm done. I wus in the clahds
;meself, an’ never ’eard yer.”’
| ““Sorter grips yer, don’t it?"”’ he
Isaid, hoarsely, looking over the
!wall. « ““I could look an’ look an’ see
|my whole bloomin’ life flowin’ dahn
lon the dark water jest like the pic-
}turs on a cinematograrf. And the
!hum orl abart yer—jest like a hive
{of honey bees, ain’t it?”’

“I wus thinkin' ’ew peaceful
jcalm it seemed dahn theer,”
isaid. “I've orften wondered wot
{a wretched woman’s thoughts wus
ias she gized at it jest before givin’
i 'ersel! up to its arms, an’ I think I
‘begin to understand. ‘Come,” it
i stems ter s'v. ‘Leave behind orl the
imisery an’ shame. Come ter me an’
ifind rest an’ peace.’’”’

{ The young man edged a little clos-
'er and clutched the arm beneath her
ishawl.

““Missis, "’ ke
‘warn't a-thinkin’ o’

She snatched her
laughed.

“Not me!’’ she said.
sort.””

“I'm glad,”” he said. ‘‘Don’t you

believe the voice of the river when
it calls like that. It may promise
‘rest, but arfter, missis—that’s the
{bloomin’ ruh-—arfter! 'Tire, come
aw'y: it ain’t ’ealthy. Gives me the
creeps.”’
‘““Ain’t you got no kip to-night?’”
she askod him, as they walked away
together past two or three scats al-
ready occupierl  with their
quota of homeless.

‘““Not the price
doss,”” he retuvned.
i stony! But [ ain't
| There's many a bloke a‘torsin’
|’is downy bed in Delgriva as can't
|sleep a perishin’ wink. Ain’t much
ibetter orf than me, anyhow. So
iwot’s tha odds?"’
| *‘You're a philosopher,”
{in her matural voice.

} The young man started. Theyv were
‘in the shadow, or she might have

4

he mutter-

an’
she

muttiered,
chuckin’—

‘““vou

“I ain’t that

of a fourpenny

‘“Absolutely

she said.
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STEAM ENGINE A

| FOUNDRY
ND BOILER WORKS

Chatham, N. E.

JOSEPF M- RUDDOCK,

PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers,
GANG EDGERS, SHINGL

Camn
Iroxrn FPipe,

Mill Machinery of all kinds;

Steamers of any size constructed & furnished complete,

E AND LATH MACHINES,

CASTINGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS.

Dies,

tinmgs of All Kivrds.

PRSIGKS, PLANS AND ESTIMATLS FURNISEED ON APPLICATION.
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‘seen the growing wonder in his face.
“S’elp me, but when you ' spoke
{then I thort it wus somebody I
| wunce knew,” he said, presently.
“You're new to this gime, ain’t
yer! Carn’'t yer get a show?”’
| She stopped suddenly as the
lthought struck her that this man,
iwho appeured so friendly, might he
{useful to her in the furthering of her
| purpose. and she determincd to trust
(him.
| “Oh, I'm simplv doing this for
ifun,”” she said. ‘‘Tell me, would you
!like to earn a couple of shillings?”’
His hand went out towards her,
nd he stood as if turned to stone
i ““Would you?”’ she queried.
| ‘“Wotcher givin’ me?” he whispered
.hoarsely.
i I must explain,”” she said, draw-
ing herself up to her full height.
{“I'm not so down on my luck as I
appear. I'm a journalist, out here
to-night to gather material for an
article. Now, if yon would ac-
company me, as a bodyguard, you
understand, just to see that I don’t
come to grief, I will pay you for
your trouble. 1 want to talk to
|some of these poor, destifute peo-
iple. What do you say?”’

As the words came from her lips a
sudden impulse seized him, and grip-
ping her by the shoulders he endeav-
ored to see her face.

“Come under the lamp,”’. he pant-
ed. “I want to look at you.”

‘“Very well,”” she said, disengaging
herself from his grasp with a shert
|laugh, and stepping forward. !
|should like to see you, too. You're
lin the story, you know.”’

L ugether they came bencath the
1i_ht, and, as her face was revealed,
he stopped dead with a hoarse cry
on-kis lips:—

“Ella?”’ he cried.
“El—la?”’

She started, and gazed closely at
his working features.

‘““Stephen?’’ she gasped, wide-eyed
and trembling at the sudden recogni-
tion.

For a few moments neither could
utter another 'word. Ashamedly he
hung his head, and the womnan, not-
ing his disreputable appearance, saw
him gradually fs.(ie away behind the
mist.

‘‘Has it come to this?”’
ed, presently.

‘“‘Oh, no; don’t pity me,”” he said.
“I, too, am playing a part. 1 am
not so poor as I seem. I am weonder-
ing if Tate could show a stranger co-
incidence or a more cruel jest than
our meeting to-night.”’

**Why ‘jest’?’’ she murmured. ‘“Have
I not longed to hear of you
hour since that day? Stephen, why
did you not confide in me?’’

“I was a fool, and worse!’” he
cried, remorsefully. ‘I dared not
face you,, knowing myself a crimin-
al. I had hoped you had forgotten
me and, in
man, had found happiness. I camnot
condone my folly. Let me say God-
speed, and go—""

““There could be no other,”’ she
said. ‘‘Listen, for T must tell you.
The day when you, knowing the dis-
icovery of your defalcation was im-
minent, fled
Watson, my iather’s cashier, who
iknew of our affection and was yeur
friend throughout, came to me and
told me he himself had put matters
right. The old man, in the kindness
of his heart, found excuse for Yyour
folly, and begged me, if I knew your
whereabouts, to demand that you
ishould return to your duties. I could
|not let him suffer by his generosity,
and insisted that the right of repay-
ment was mine. Uatil the day of
his death my father never could un-
derstand yvour sudden disappearance.

|
la

And then again,

she falter-

tegrity.”’

“Ella.’”” cried the young man,
chokingly, ‘“what you tell me makes
my crime seem a thousand times
worse. 1 was a poor, weak fool. The
gambling passien had me in its
{clutches, and the money went to
|pay my debts of homor. Since that
|day 1 have never touched a card,
inor never, so leng as I shall live,
lwill I. Watson was a true . friend,
}Heaven bless him! Had I but known
{I would have condoned, and things
{mieht have been different. The tor-
|ment and privations ef the past two
|vears have been none too heavy a
4purishment, and, I think, have made
|me a stronger man. Only in a stress
|of work have I been able to put my
{shame away for a time.”

{ *“And you are succeeding?’’
'asked.

““The struggle has heen a hard one,
!but to-day the tide is with me,”” he
said. ‘I am here to-night as a
i Special Commissioner for ‘The King-
ydom.” **

‘*What, you?”’ she cried. ‘‘Why, I
'too am a ‘Kingdom’ Special. I have
ipromised an article for to-morrow on
‘to-night's experience.
wired for me but this afternaon, and
after saying complimentary things
about my story in the ‘Universe,’
suggested ‘A Night on the Embank-
ment’ himself.”’

The young man stared at her;
ta faint smile crept over his face.
| ““You play the part of one of these
‘homeless ones to perfection,’’ he said.
| ‘“And you ' are the dead-beat to
1!110 life,”’. she retorted. =
{  *‘Let us sit on this seat,”” he said.

‘1 also saw our friend the editor
.(his morning. A story of mine call-
jed “The Derelict” had taken his fancy
land he wanted more. I scarcely know
how it happened, but before I knew
it he had gleaned it was part of my
| life story.”’

““I read it,”" said the girl, softly.

‘“He gave me the suggestion for

‘this night’'s work,”” he explained.
| ““That is why I am here.”
| “Did you mention me?"’
[the girl, wonderingly.
{ “Yes, I told him of your ‘Universe’
{story,” he answered, and then he
Istopped as a sudden thought struck
{him.

she

then

quiecried

you think
*’ she queried persistentiy.
| X he said, taking her two
lunresisting  hands, ““I scarcely dare
hope for forgiveness.”
““Stephen,”’ she cried, ‘T feel
{the artful schemer contrived
with a motive. But how about
article?"’
L2 AREY - sald
disappoint him.
tell me—"’
| ¥or answer her arms crept round
his neck

meet?
“Flla,”

sure
this
my

“we

t

mustn’t
of all

Stephen,
Rut

firs

- » * »

* *

The editor stood in the window,
!wwatching his two contributors cross-
ine the street. On the opposite side
"they hoth looked up and, seeing him

smiled Tle smiled too, and waved

valves and IEig. hshond

““T feel as pleased as if—as if I'd
just been married,”” he laughed, as
ihe turned to his desk. “I must tell
| Maria about this. T really must.
She’ll be delighted.”’—London  Tit-
Biia
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to escape the disgrace, |

In his eyes you were the soul of in-|
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THE LUNCH BASKET.

Packing a Junch basket initiates
the domestic routine in thousands of
homes every work day morning of
the year, and is considered by the
majority of housewives one of
most irksome duties demanded of
them, not on account of the labor
involved, for that is insignificant,
but because of the ever-present and
perplexing question, ‘‘What shall go
into the basket that, while satisfying
the desires of the appetite, will at
the same time serve the individual
needs of the body?”’ Tor the out-
door laborer, who is constantly ex-
pending large amounts of heat and
force energy, requires food contain-
ing a greater proportion of nitrogen-
ous, that is to say, flesh-forming and
muscle-making properties, than he of
sedentary habits, who needs rather
food rich in phosphoric or nerve and
brain-building clements.

Cold victuals at best are relished
by few; comsoquently, when preparing
and packing a lunch. basket attrac-
tiveness should hardly be a second
consideration. In the first place,
provide a dainty basket—one having
a cover is to be preferred—and keep
it sweet amd clean, a thing next to
impossible when leather lunch boxes
or tin dinner pails are used.® Food
shut, up in either for several hours
will have a close smell.

hamper on a small scale may be had
for a slight advance in price, and
will prove a most satisfactory in-
vestment. ’'Tis a mean lunch which
does not boast its napkin or pristine
freshness cach day. For this purpose
it is better management to buy the
small fringed napkins that come six
in a set than to draw upon the regu-
lar table supply. Every well regu-
lated lunch hasket has its own silv-
er, that is, knife, fork, spoon, salt
shaker and drinking cup, of dainti-
est pattern, and kept bright and
scrupulonsly clean.

A goodly supply of oiled paper for
wrap-ping cach article of food separ-
ately should be kept conveniently to
hand.

| to a packed lunch. By its use, sand-
|wiches, cheese, chicken, fruit and
cake are preserved intact, and there
s no comingling of flavors.

For holding the stewed fruit, bouil-
ilon, salad, delicate custard and like
|savories, which do so much toward
!making the cold lunch palatable, pro-
ivide small glasses, hsving screw
| tops

| So much for the accessories;’ as to
| the lunch proper, advice can only be
! preferred in a general way, for, as
ihas beer aiready said, individual re-
| quirements must determine of what
{foods it shall consist.

| It would appear that sandwiches
!are the rightful inheritance of the
| lunch basket, for they are always to
be found in it. And yet ’tis not ev-
{eryonc who understands the knack of
imaking a wholesome and appetizing
sandwich. One often sees thick slic-
ies of bread dotted with chunks of
!butter and inclosing tough and scrag-
|gy hunks ~f meat masquerading un-
|der the name, but they can justly
!lay no claim to it.

| The first requisite for the making
iof a sandwich is sweet, well baked
{bread. Cut in thin symmetrical slic-
ics or rounds and spread with a thin
jcoating of butter before slicing. Ar-
range the slices in pairs with a sav-

{ory lining between, and you have a|
sandwich that possesses the virtue of |

‘being as good as it looks. The fill-
{ing fer the 20th century sandwich is
|not confined to ham, tongue and
| beef, as formerly, but the range ex-
| terds from flesh te vegetables, and
{includes fish, fowl, fruit and nuts,
the last-named being excellent as a
substitute for meat.

Cooked vegctables, as a rule,
not relished cold, though there are
excentions. A glass of cold stewed
tematoes nicely seasoned will be en-
joyed for a change if one is fond of
tomatoes. Baked beans are as good
cold as hot, and will always receive
a hearty appreciation from the bean
lover. On ‘‘hean days’’ cut out meat
as both are equal in feod value.

Salads should be a prominent fea-
ture of the cold lunch. Well bleach-
{ed tender stalks of celery, washed
{clean but not dried, then wrapped in
{oiled paper, will remain crisp for
|hours and are always relished. Do
Inot forget the bit of cheese, which
{is not only nutritious, but aids di-
{gestion, when putting up the cold
i lunch.

i Ordinarily, something to drink is
inot considered a feature of the cold
{lunch. It sometimes becomes a nec-
| essity, however, cspecially if the wa-
| ter supply be of questionable purity.
When it is advisable, .procure two-
flat-sided bottles with screw-top lids.
Such bottles take up little room and
| will safely convey the milk, cocoa or
lemonade as the case may be. Use
|the bottles alternately, in order to
=keop them sweet and <lean.
|

|

are

SELECTED RECIFES.

| Tutti Fruit—This is. made in a va-
|riety of fruit juices. Almost any-
| thing available may be used., and a
| number of juices mixed, sweetened to
{taste and s°t upon ice. Currants and
imsp‘bﬂ‘ries make one of the nost de-
{lectable drinks. Crush the fruit and
|strain, add sugar and water as de-
| sived. Rhubarb, juice may be ex-
itrnctcd by cooking, and this, added
| to currant juice, with sugar and wa-
itcr to taste, makes a most refreshing
'drink. and is available earlier in the
| season in the North than some other
I fruit drinks.
Coffeeade—Thiz is a drink rarely
iused, but it is a most dclicious one.
| Make suflicient coffee and strain into
a pitcher. Set upon ice until want-
led. It may be served with plain
cream, with sugar as desired. A tea-
spoonful of vanilla to a quart of cof-
fec does not hurt it, and some peo-
ple consider it an improvement.

Orangade—This is much better
with the juice from the oranges
mwixed that of one lemon to four
anges. Flither lemon or
is hetter if the fruit is.sliced and
covered with sugar, and the sugar
is crushed into the fruit. This ex-
tracts some of the flavor from the
rind, and gives that peculiarly de-
sirable taste that lemonade made
just with the juice lacks.
taste may he gained by grating the
| rinds or part of the lemons or
| anges. 1f the lemonade is to stand
i this is better, us any lemonade made
| with the sliced lemons will soon turn
bitter from the white skin, which
gives a bitter flaor to anything. In
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Baskets on the order of the pienic |

This paper costs a mere trifle, |
and contributes untold attractiveness |

orangeade |

The same |

or-1

{picnic parties, or for kecping for fu-{
jturo use, it is better to add some |
{of the grated rinds. Be sure not to
Iget any of the white part. One may
crush bananas and add to either
mon or orangade, and give an en-
tirely distinct flavor. It would be
.well in using these to put through a
|fine sieve. The juice from
iplums is delicious, and will bear
{some reduction with water.
Ijelly may he dissolved, and this, too,
imakes a delicious drink. Black cur-
irant jelly is aiso used in this, way,
land many invalids relish it.

Frappe—This is made from a com-
‘I‘:inution of lemons, oranges and pine-
1upples, and is one of the most am-
brosial drinks known. The rinds are
igrated, say from one-third of the le-
tmons and oranges used. The juice
{is extracted, the pineapple 1s grated,
jand the fruit is covered with crushed
;sugar if loaf sugar is used. The pine-
|apple especially should be macerated
iin sugar for some hours until it is
thoroughly seasoned through. The
lemon and orange juice will readily
dissolve the sugar without letting it
stand long. Mix the juice when
ready to serve, and add ice water as
desired. An impromptu vessel was
once used to serve this beverage at
a wedding. A glass that is used by
grocers to cover whole cheese was
put into use by being inverted. Af-
ter inversion it makes quite a little
ocean of {rappe when filled. Young
! girls, daintily dressed, served this to
| all ‘who desired it, through the entire
function.

Huckleberry Sponge Pudding.—
With a sharp knife remove the in-
side of a good sized sponge cake,
leaving a wall 2 inches thick. Cook
the berries in sugar, but do not let
them lose form. When only warm
fill the cake box prepared, and be-
fore serving, warm again in oven,
watching that it does not dry. Whip
sweet cream stiff and with a large
spoon arrange in flufis on top of
pudding.

Currants and Raspberry
lings.—Make whortcake recipe, roll
and cut into squares 5 inches.

Dump-

5 Add
3 cup currants te 3 cups raspbertries.
Fill squares, fold over the crust from
point to point, having generously
sprinkled with sugar. Rub a little
butter across paste and bake in ov-
en. Serve with following raspberry
sauce: Beat 1 egg (white only) stiff;
ladd 1 cup powdered sugar, 1 cup
imashed berries, 4 cup sweet cream.

'

BLACKBERRY RECIPES.

; Blackberry 'Dumplings—Sift 2 cups
|flour with 2 level teaspoons baking
{powder and } saltspoon salt. Beat

2 eggs very light with 2 level tea-
| spoons butter and 2 tablespoons su-
}g&l‘. Add the flour to this mixture
land beat to a smooth, thick batter,
ladding more flour if mnot thick
lenough. Stir in lightly 1 cup black-
|herries which have lseen washed,
drained and floured. Drop the bat-
|ter by spoonfuls into a pot of boil-
|ing water, cooking only a few at a
time. Cover closely and boil stead-
ily fer 10 or 12 minutes. When done,
serve at once with orange hard
sauce.

Blackberry Flummery—Cook 1 pt.
ripe blackherries with 1 qt. water
for 10 minutes without stirring.
i Mix 4 level tablespoonfuls cormstarch
|in a little cold water and stir it in-
|te the iruit. Cook until the mix-
|ture thickens. Add sugar to taste,
and stir until the sugar is dissolved.
Cook for a few ininutes longer, then
remove from the fire, turn into a
mold, and set aside to cool. Serve
with.cream and sugar. A delicious
breakfast dish in' hot weather.
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STANLEY’S GREAT EXPLOIT.

Mark Twain’s Humorous Reference
To It

Although the fame of Sir Henry M.
Stanley, who died in London on
May 10th, will rest on his explora-
tion of the upper Congo and of qqua-
torial Africa, it is his search for
David Livingstone through the Afri-
can jungles and his finding of the
missing missionary at Ujiji, on the
shore of Tamganyika, that appeals
most to the dramatic feeling of the
avorld. In ‘“‘Eccentricities of Gen-
ius’”’ Maj. J. B. Pond quotes a witty
reference to this achievement, which
was made by Mark Twain in intro-
ducing Mr. Stanley to a Boston au-
dience.

“I am not here to disparage Col-
umbus,”’ said Mr. Clemens. ‘““No, I
won’t do that. But when you come
to regard the achievements of these
two men, Columbus and Stanley,
from the standpoint of the difficul-
ties thcy encountered, the advantage
is with Stanley and against Colum-
bus.

““Columbus started out to discover
America. He didn’t need to do any-
thing at all but sit in the cabin of
his ship, hold his grip and sail
straight on, and America would dis-
cover itself. Here it was, barring
his passage the whole length and
breadth of two continents. He
couldn’'t get past it. He’'d got
discover it.

“But Stanley started out to find
Doctor Livingstone, who was scat-
iered—scattered abroad, as you may
say, over the length and brcadth of
a vast slab of Africa, as big as the
United States. It was a blind
search for one of the worst scattered
of men.”’

In October, 1870, Stanley °‘started
out from Bombay on his search for
Doctor Livingstone on behalf of two
newspapers. The great missionary
and geographer, on the last sad trip
of his life, y had plunged into the
heart of Alrica from the cast coast
in the spring of 1866. For five
vears he had been fightimg for his

disease, contending vainly against
his old foes, the slave-traders, and
! wandering slowly about, studying the
regions to the west and south
Tanganyika, carced for and aided
the natives, who reverenced him
a superior bheing.

Stanley moved inland from Zanzi-
bar in the spring of 1871. By June
he had reached Unyanyembhe, where
| he was again  delayed. At
|last he was able to proceed into the
| vast wilderness, somewhere in which
| was Livingstone. Whether Living-
stone had gone across toward the
west coast or had tried to move
northward toward the Nile valley
Stanley did not know.

The fact was that Livingstone,
extremnity, had returned to
vika, and had reached Uijiji.
where new supplies should
reached him, he learned that all
been stolen. He was almost
less, an old man, ill, alone,
only the friendship of a few
tribes between him and death.

In
ted, after a month of wandering and
terrible hards<hip. ‘The meecting be-
jtween the two was most dramatic.
To Livingstone it meant new life. It
buoyed him up till all the hardships
were forgotten. Together the two
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THE HARVELS OF RADIU

| Radiators Are Projocted at
Speed of 20,000 Miles a
Second.

the

Not before during tihis session per-
haps has so large and brilliant an
audience occupicd the theatre of the
Royal Institution as assembled re-
{cently, under the presedency oif the
{Duke of Northumberland, to hear
Prof. Ernest Rutherford’s exposition
of the latest results attained in the
investigation of raxdium and other
radio-active bodies, says the Ldndon
Telegraph.  Prof. Rutherford’s fame
had preceded him. Though still a
young man, having been born in
New Zealand in 1871, he is a Fellow
of the Royal Society, and has for
the last six years been professor of
physics in Mc(lill University, Mon-
treal.. He has gained much distinc-
tion by researches into the proper-
ties of thorium and radium.

The professor hegan with illustra-
tions of the now well krown facts
that radium gives off three kinds of
rays and an emanation. The (a)
radiations are positively electrified
matter, and are projected at the rate
of 20,000 miles «or second; the (b)
rays are corpuscles, 1,000 times less
than an atom of hwydrogen, they are
negatively electrified, and travel 100-
000 miles per secona; while the (c)
rays resemble those discovered by
Ronrgen.

THE EMANATION

is a gas, which, strange to say,
gives off precisely the same radia-
tions as the radium from which it is
derived. Darkening the reom,
professor showed that there was a
sufficient amount of luminosity in an
extremely small quantity of the ele-
ment and its gas to be distinctly
visible.
also managed to throw or the screen
a picture of Sir W. Crookes’ spinth-
ariscope, by avhic
‘pared plate
{
almost infinitesimal corpuscles.

Radium is a species of atomic mat-
ter which is breaking up. The par-
ticles it throws off leave a residuutn
which is the element ‘helium, the
lightest substance known except hy-
drogen.
meval matter—undergoing
tion. It may be the other clements,
such as iron, copper, gold, in the
infinite past have undergone a simi-
lar process, or may now he under-

not be perceived. Radium in
breaking up—perhaps by atomic ex-
plosions—gives offl an amount of en-
ergy unparalleled elsewhere, a hun-
dred thousand times greater than
any chemical combination. Coal and
oxygen of the air combine and yield
heat sufficient to propel an Atlantic
liner, but thousands of tons are re-
quired to cross the ocean; a pound
or two of radium would do as much
work.
SIR WILLIAM RAMSAY

and Mr. Soddy have lately shown
that half this wonderful energy
would be exhausted in about 2,000
years, but the whole of it in not less
than 50,000 years. It has also been
shown that though we can procure
exceedingly little of the precious min-
eral, it is widely diffused, and pro-
bably as we descend into the earth’s
crust the quantity increases. This
being so, there would seem to be
enough radium to account for the
heat which the earth’s interior is al-
ways giving out. Long ago Lord
Kelvin (who was present, and the
mention of whose name evoked ap-
‘hardly be 100,000,000 years old,
and most probably not more
20,000,000, allowing for the rate
at which a once white-hot globe
would cool. But geologists demand
many millions more. Lord Kelvin,
however, made one prophetic reser-
vation as to the cxtreme limit of the
world’s age—°‘unless some new source
of energy were discovered.”” That
new source of energy has been dis-
covered, said Prof. Rutherford, in
radium and other radio-active bod-
ies, and the geologists can have all
the millions they require.
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LAST DAYS OF POETS.

Calm -Passing Away of Wozds-
worth and Other Favorites.
The death of any one is aflecting,
but that of poets scems more so.
Campbell on his death-hed said to
his niece, *‘Come, let us sing praises
to Christ!”’ and pointing to the bed-
side he added, ““Sit here.’”” “Shall I
pray for you?’’ she saids ““Oh, yes,”
he replied, ‘let us pray for cach
other.”” The next day at a moment
when He appeared to be sleeping

heavily, his lips suddenly moved,
| row,”” naming a long-departed friend;
| and on the next day he expired with-
E Mrs. Browning died in Florence, in
| the house of the Casa Guidi Windows
{and she sleeps in the English burial
ground without the walls of the
lil]noss was but of a week’s duration.
The ‘“‘beloved’’ sank to rest with her
words, ‘as her eyes opened into the
|light, were: “It is beautiful.”

Inis wife said to him very gently,
| “William, you are going to Dora,’”’
reply at the time, and the - words
scemed to have passed unheeded.
wards, as one of his nieces was draw-
ing aside the curtain of his cham-
a quict sleep, he said, ‘‘Is that
| Dora?” them quietly breathed his

and he said, ‘‘We shall see—to-mor-
|out a struggle.

city. So long a sufferer, her fatal
fheloved ones around her. Her last
| During Wordsworth’s last illness,
a favorite daughter. He made no
More than twenty-four hours after-
ber, and then, as if awakening from
last.

e e
HOW TO CATCH CROWS.

order to catch crows, which do
so much damage to the growing
crops, Italian farmers have taken
to placing small pieces of meat in
conical-shaped paper bags and smear-
ling the inside of these bags with
|glue. When the bird puts his head
‘,in and finds himself blindfolded, he
flies upward to an immense height,
but falls near his starting-place.

In

The following scene occurred in a
trulv mura! school:— Teacher (to
!j'm.zu‘y clags)—"Now, give me some
words like ‘bemoan.” ”’  First Smart
Schelar-—Tedew.”’ ~scond Ditto—
“Redaub.”’ Third Ditto—‘‘Bespat-
teri: FF'ourth Stupid Scholar
(prompted by first smart scholar)—
‘“‘Hegorra!”’

back to Unyanyvembe, where Stanley
| provided Livingstone with vew sup-
Iplies and a new party of faithful
{ blacks. The old missionary return-
{ed to the jungle, to die a few months
i1au-r. and Stanley retraced his steps
[to give the world the story of his

putting uo lemon or lime juice for' .xnlarad Tanaanvika. and then went |achievement.

the

By an ingenious method he

a chemically pre-
ig seen to bc bombard-
ed by brilliant scintillations of these

It is matter—possibly pri-
dissolu-

going it; yet so slowly that it can-
its

plause) showed that the earth could

than

UAEAPEY BUSSIAN GEAR

TERRORS THAT SURROUND
THE THRONE.

All His Predecessors, Except One,
Have Met Violent
Deaths.

Unhappy Czar! Is there any living
man who has had more:unmerited
misery thrust upon him?

From his youth up he has been
menaced by mysterious death, and
his life has been lived under a reign
of terror that would have driven
most men mad.

Of an amiable, well intentioned
character, he has lived in an gtmos-
pherc pregnant with murder, and
amid such horrors as could only be
painted by a master of tragedy.

Twenty high officials and hig grand-
father, the Czar, were murdered
while he was a youth. He was with
his father when they twice escapéd
death by little short of a miracle.
He himself narrowly escaped assas-
sination as a young man, and since
he came to the throne none know
how often he has been near death.

STORY OF DEATH.

Two thousands of his subjects died
at his coronation celebrations. Hs
has in vain tried to break the power
of the Russian officialdom that he
has seen ruining his unhappy coun-
try, and now he is seeing it blasted
by an ill-advised, ill-conducted war.

Back in the middle of the eightcen-
th century Peter the Third was
strangled after having been compelled
to abdicate. The unhappy monarch’s
son, Paul, was likewise strangled.
After him came his son Nicholas.

History says that Nicholas
first died of intermittent fever,
sinister rumors were afloat about
his death, and there are many reas-
ons for believing that h¢ was pois-
oned.

Battle, murder and sudden death
have marked the history of the coun-
try that Nicholas the Second now
rules, and its record might have been
written thousands of times over in
the blood that has been shed in its
making.

BIRTH OF NIHILISM.

But the terrors that surround the
Russian throre were made even
greater when, in the middle of the
nineteenth century, that grim, mad
avenger of the Russian pcople’s mis-
eries, Nihfjism, wadborn.

Its true history will never be writ-
ten, but Nicholas the Second, Czar
of all Russias, knows something of
his inheritance of terror.

Before he came to the
thirty-nine promineunt officials
been murdered by the Nihilists,
scores of others had barely escaped
with their lives. Knife and revelv-
er, poison and bomb, all were un-
sparingly used by these desperate
champions of the downtrodden peo-
ple.

While the present Czar was a child
General Trepof, prefect of St. Peters-
burg, was shot; General Mezentsof,
Chief of Police, was assassinated in
broad daylight in the sireets of the
city, and Prince Krapotkin, Gover-
nor of Kharkoff, was another vic-
tim of whosc death the boy must
have heard with bewilderment and
awe.

GRANDFATHER'S ASSASSINA-

TION.

But these murders, terrible though
they were sank into insignificance
beside that of Alexander the Second
Many desperate attempts had been
made on that monarch’s life. , Once
ten people were killed and thirty-
four wounded by an explosion that
would have killed the whole Zmperjal
family but for their being late ior
dinner.

Only a few months hefore he died
Alexander had an wlmost miraculous
escape. Picking up a candle, which
he had accidentally knocked dow,
he found it strangely heavy. He’
amined it carcfully and found that
the inside held enough dynamite to
blow him to atoms. It was already
dusk, and a few minutes later he
would have applied the light that
would have sent him into eternity.

The escape availed him little.

The tragedy of 1881 is too well
known to need retelling in detail.
To escape possible attempts on his
life his guides drove him through an
unfrequented thoroughfare, but the
precaution was of no avail.

A bomb was thrown at the car-
riage, and the coachman and others
were badly wounded. The Czar’s
guards strove to drive him away,
but he insisted on seeing how the
wounded men fared.

“J am safe,”’ he cried.

“Not yet,”” answered a voice, and
as the words were heard another
bomb fell at the ruler’'s feet, shat- -
tering his legs and the lower part of
his body, so that he died in agony
a few hours later. .

And then the Nihilists amnounced
that their victim had been sentenced
to death two years before. This tra-
gedy came when the present Czar
was thirteen years of awe.

FATHER ESCAFED.

Alexander the Third, the father of
Nicholas II., escaped assassination
as by a miracle.

As a young man the present Czar
was with him when his train was de-
railed by Nihilists while travelling in
the dead of night. Alexander placed
his arms around his wife and daugh-
ters and waited for death.

But though Alexander III. was
spared to die a natural death, his
life was one long tragedy, and his
nervous system was eventually shat-
tered by a strain that would have
killed a weaker man long before the
iron-framed Alexander sank.

All these tragedies has Nicholas
known, and, in addition, his own
trials have bheen almost mere  than
flesh and blood could survive.

When touring in Japan he nearly
lost his life. A Japanese policeman,
who is said to have been insane,
struck the Czar with his sword.

The mad policeman may, perchance,
have foreseen the events of to-day
casting their shadows before. The
Czar was then on his way to cut the
first sod of the Siberian railway.

The Jap inflicted one severe wound
and would inevitably have killed
Nicholas but for = Prince George of
Greece, who felled his assailant/ to
the ground with a Heavy stick he
was carrying.
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THE OLD ROMAN BATH.
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Secrets Revealed by Recent Exca-
vations.

Women used to lose their hairpins
a thousand years ago much in the
same way as they do to-day. That,
at least, is the impression one gets
from the antiquities found during
last year at the Silchester excava-
tions.

The most interesting discovery was
the building which formed apparent-
ly the principal baths of the Roman
town. The exploration of the baths
vielded a number of architectural
fragments, including a small altar,
portions of capitals and bases, part
of a large basin of Purbeck marble,
and some singular pieces of metal.

In a filled-up hypocaust were found

least 100 bone pins, which had
used to adjust the
Roman women who
Probably they had
the way woman
throughout the ages has shed pins,
and were collected by the keeper of
the baths. Some of thein are guite
three inches long, and would make
passable hatpins for the present fash-
ien.

A pair of gold carrings with uncut
green gems are so brizht that they
look as if tley might have just enme
out of a jeweler’s shop in DBond
Street.

|at
{ evidently been
i back hair of
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