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‘Furnaces! Furnaces!!
Woed or Ceal which I can faraish
at Reasonable Prices.

STOVES

COOKING, HALL AND PARLOR
STOVES at low prices.

T,

PUMPS! PUMPSII

"L 0. Nolaan, Cuatham
MPROVED PREHISES

408 aiived and o4 Sale at
Roger Flanagan's

Wall Papers, Window Shades,
Dry Goods,
‘Ready Made Clothing,
“Gents’ Furnishings,
Hats; Caps,
Boots, Shoes, &c., &c.

Also a choice lot of
aROCERIES AND PROVISIONS

s

R. Flanagan

ST. JOHN SFREET, CHATHAM

pectacles

AT e TR

The undermentioned advantages are
elaimed for MacKenzie's spectacles.

" 1st—That from the peculiar construction

of the Glasses they Assist and Preserve the
sight, rendering frequent changes ua

-d——?rhat they couafer a brilliancy and
distinetness of vision, with an amount of
Kase and Comfort not hitherto enjoyed by

wearers, \
- ged—That the material from which the
lnliym are ground is m:ﬁguregu?lpec-
for optical , by DR. LES
Wthp’om tent method, and is
Puare, Hard and lrillrntnd not liable to
become scratched.
That the frames in which they are
s 'b.thru in Geld, gd;:r :r Steel, are
the quality an ish, and guar-
anteed perfect in every respect.
) evenings are here and you will
mnat 8 “—‘ nnns. %0 ecome te
L and e properly fitted or
&8 shargs.
1 J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE,
CBatBams, N.B., Sept. 24, 1898.

- Insurance.

SCOTTISH UNION AM.
NATIONAL,
IMPERIAL, |
LONDON & LANCASHIRE,
LANCASHIRE,
ZETNA,
HARTFORD,
NORWICH UNION,
PHCENIX OF LQNDON,
MANCHESTER:
i

Mrs. das. C. Miller.

WO0D (COODS !

WE MANUFACTURE & HAVE

e For 8Sale
it

Paling

Box-Shooks

Barrel Heading
Matehed Flooring
Matehed Sheathing
Dimensioned Lumber
Sawn Sprace Shingles,

THOS, W. FLEET,

28.

The address slip
onit. If the date

jon the top of this page has a date
the paper is later than that on the slip it
is to remind the subscriber that he is taking the gaper with-
out paying for it. See Publisher’s announcement.
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D. G. SMITH, EDITOR & PROPRIETOR
TERMS—81.50 a Year, if paid In advance, $1.00.

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK,

~ MIRAMICHI FOUNDRY

STEAM ENCINE AND BOILER WORKS
Chatham, N. B.

PROPRIETOR

CAIVY

Sieam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery of all kinds;
Steamers of any sise constructed & furnished complete,

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACHINES,
CASTINGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS.

DIES.

Irom Fipe Valvesand EFittings
Of All IEindss.

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON APPLICATION.

e

THEY NEVER LET GO,

——

MONARCH
Steel Wire Nails,

AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

IS

KERR & ROBERTSON,
SAINT JOHN N. B.

N. B.-—In Steck ANp To ARRIVE 100 Dozex K. & R. Axzs.

— — e

RITCHIE WHARF,

School Blackboard Paint.
Graining Colors, sll kinds.
Stains;, Walnut, Oak, Cherry,

Weather and Waterproof.
Kalsomine, all shades.

.

1 Turpentine.

Paint and White Wash Brashes.

Finish, Pure Shellac, Drirs.

75 Kegs Wire Nails, -

30 Boxes Window Glass.

20 Kegs Horse Shoes.

10 Tons Refined Iron.

Cast Stesl, Bellows, Chain, Nuts,
stone Fixtures.

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow

Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers.

Rivets, Oilers.

too numerous to mention.

his by calling.

7 bbls. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure.

\Miller's Foundey &Machine Works

- CHATHAM, N.B.

(Succesors to GILLESPIE FOUNDRY, Established 1852,
Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing.
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being noted throughout the
country. All work personally supervised.
for estimates before ordering elsewhere.
etc., in stock and to order.
&TUGBOATS, STEAM YACHTS and other Crafts bunilt to Order

Our Marine Slip has a Capacity for Vessels up to 100 Tons,
Repairs effected with guick dispatch.

Satisfaction guaranteed. Send
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe,

Paints, 0ils, Varnishes and Hardware

Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated
Weather» and Watexp»yoof

THE BEST EVER MADE. °
" Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing,

Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades. 2
Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Gold Paint.

Mahogany, Roséwood, Flesr Painta

100 Kegs English White Lead and Colored Paints.

1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Oil
Ready-Mixed Metallic Roofing, 92 per cent. Iron.

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

Vaexisues, Elastic Oak, Carriage, Copal, Demar, Furniture Hard Oil

Joiu. ~rs’ and Machinists’ Tools, a specialty.

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

75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing Papes

15 Boxes Horse Nails,

Bolts, Washers, Grindstones, Grind-

lce Cream Freezers, Clothes Wringers, Dalisy churns,

Bells, Wire Screen Doors, Window

Screens, Green Wove Wire, Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter Scales,
Weigh Beams, Steelyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder and Fuse,

To arrive from Belgium 35 Single

and Double Barrel Breach Loading Guns.

Barber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordions,
Violins, Eows and Fixings.

Farming Tools, All KXinds,
Mower Sections, Heads, Knife Heads, Mower Section Guards,

Our Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and

All persons requiring goods in our line will save money by calling
on us, as they will find our prices away down below the lowest, prove

The GOGGIN HARDWARE STORE, CHATHAM,

—

WE DO—
Job Printing

lotter Heads, Hele Heads, Bl Heads,
Eavelepes, Tags, Hand Bills

Printing P Sow Mils

STA SPEDALTY
WE PRINT—

08 WOOD, LINEN, COTTON, OF

PAPER WITH EQUAL PACILITY,
FEOeewe and ess sur Werk and
compare it with that of

Mioichi hfuas Joh Mitng 08

| SEATHAM, NEW BEUNSWJCK.

A FAMOUS MINE MANAGER.
Australia has lost one of its best-

known mining experts by the deatt
of Mr. John Wesley Hall. He and his

'twb biothsrs were members of the

original syndicate which purchased

{the famous Mount Morgan Mine in

Queensland, from its discoverer, Mr.
Morgan. Mr. Hall was appointed the |
first manager, and from having con- |
trol of a battery of five head of
stampers he developed it until, on his
retirement, over 2,000 men were em-
ployed. He was manager of the
mine in the historic year when £]-
100,000 was paid in dividends, and dur-
ing the past few years, when about
£350,000 was annually divided, he and
lhis family held nearly half the shares
among them.
————e

The records show that the total

of payments for police pensions ig
not far below 900,000 in New York,

ey s Dlin

It wag getting late. Outside the of-
fice the noisy street had grown silent
and instead of the rush of ’bus and
waggon there was now only the shuf-
fling sound of footsteps on the pave-
ment and laughter in the clear, cold
air.

It filtered in, through the closed
door of the dreary office to the man
crouched over his desk.

He started up at last, shivering. As
he rose he looked round. It was a
large room—a lawyer’s office. The
carpet was thick underfoot, and a
warm rug was stretched in front of
the fire. A heavy bookshelf and a safe

occupied ome Bide of the room, and.

in every direction were chairs and
tables strewn with papers, and, in a
corner, Andrew Fytton’s own desk.

He turned and slowly drew down
the long American top. It shut out
the hideous papers from shis sight, but
not from his memory. Only forty-two
and his life was ruined and hopeless,
and dishonour stared him in e
face |

There are some men who become
criminals through weakmess, and An-
drew Fytton wasg one. All who knew
him knew him as a kind-hearted—al-
most foolishly  kind-hearted—man.
He was generous to a degree, lenient
to a fault. His friends honoured him,
his family worshipped him. Yet now
he was on the verge of bankruptey—
and worse | i

It had begun, as those things of-
ten begin, in a small way. A client
had failed. Andrew Fytton, with his
usual kind-heartedness, did not put
in his claim, and waited for the man
to pay. It was a big sum—something
like £600—but he could afford tolose
it just then, and probably would not
have felt the loss of it, if he had hard-
ened his heart amd kept the rest of
his money in his own pocket.

But he did not. An old friend came
to borrow £1,000, in order to take a
theatre and produce a play. Andrew
Fytton could ill-afford to lend it, but
he did eo, ana three months after-
wards found that every penny of it
had been hopelessly lost. His friend
disappeared, and he tried to pull
round, but he never did. For acou-
dle of pears he struggled, then came
a chance, he thought, to make it
back, and mot having enough of his
own, he appropriated a client’s money.

After that the road downhill was
easy. He took another client’s to re-
place ‘the first, and another to make
good that, and so on and on down
the ugly road thai 1s so hard to
climb. He reached the bottom at last.
The time came when he could go no
farther, and then brought face to
face with the consequences, of his sin,
he had done the only thing left to
him to do. It required oma cour-
age, but he did it bravely. He wrote
to his clients a confession of what he
had done, giving them a statement of
his affairs, and agreeing to hand over
to them everything that could realize
money. To-day those letters had
reached their destination, and to-mor-
row he would have to face the men
he had ruined! To-morrow there
would be no respite for him. To-night
was his last night of freedom.

Even amid this overwhelming con-
viction he could still think charitably
of the ome who had been indirectly
responsible for his ruin. After all,
John Gillan had not intended to rob
him of his £1,000. He had believed in
his play, and evidently he Lad felt the
loss keenly, for Andrew Fytton had
neither seen mor heard of him since.
Poor old Gillan | He thad been his best

| friend once. He turned out the gas

and walked Blowly through to the out-
er office. It was getting dusk.

A clock struck eight as he shut the
door, and he started nervously. His
wife would be anxious and the children
would be pone to bed! The chil-
dren | The thought of them made him
stand, staring wildly at the lighted
street and the moving figures under
the lamps. His children ! He had mnot
only ruined his own life, but theirs
too!

He reached home at last, and stared
dazedly, as he pushed open the gate,
at the well-kept garden, and the white
steps.

His wife met him at the door, and
looked up anxiously into his face.

** Why, dear, how late you are,” she
stopped at the sight of his haggard
eyes and put her hand suddenly on
his shoulder. “Andrew, Andrew ; what
ia it ¢” she cried, quickly.

He turned away a little, and his
usual weakness prevented him telling
her now.

‘ Nothing—nothing, dear,” he said.
“ I've been working late, and I'm tired
—that’s all, wife. I suppose the chii-
dren are in bed ¢

He sank into a chair. He was tired.
He was Bo worn out that she put
his soup and chicken in front of him
in vain. He gulped down some brandy
and then asked to see the children.
There was =othing unusual in this—
he always went to look at the two
curly heads upon the pillows when
they were in bed; but the strange-
ness of his face frightened his wife
to-night. She followed him up and
stood at the door while he went in.
She saw him bend first over the girl,
then over the boy; she saw his fuce
as be turned, and she went in quickly
towards him.

* Andrew, darling, tell me what is
the matter |

Ho bent and kissed her in silence.

*“ Not now, not now,” he said hourse-
ly. “I want to go out—to walk
When I come back—yes, I'll tell you
when I come back.” -

The cold air oan his face steadied
him a little at first. He walked along
the broad gravel road into the open
country with sudden confidence.
There must be some way out, he told
himself. It could not be true that
the sins of the father were visited on
the children—it could not be true that
his children would have to suffer for
him | He walked on quickly.

As far as he could see there was
no way out of his difficulties. Ior
an hour or more he walked and rack-
ed his brain, but just as it had fail-
ed before it failed mow. If he could
have borrowed £8,000 or so he might
have struggled round in a year or
two, for his practice was good; but
who would lend him £8,000¢? The one
or typ rich friends he had he had tried,
but not one of them would lend him
so much. And was it likely, when it
might be years before he could give
it back?f

His heart failed him. as he thought.
The hopeless horror of his life and
the years before him rushed back up-
on him. Prison, dishonour, shame,

and ig rapidly increasing,

4

humiliation, degradation! IIis wife

would be an outcast—penniless! His
children would bear the burden of
their father’s guilt! They would be
known as the offspring of acriminal
—branded and handicapped at the very
outset of their young lives!

His Jim ! His little May ! He lifted
his haggard face to the sky. It was
cold and still with frost, and one or
two stars gleamed out from the dark
blue. They seemed pitiless. There
wag no help for him anywhere, and
he deserved mone. There is a weak-
ness wWhich is criminal, and his had
been that weakness. He ought to have
remembered that he could mot suf-
fer alome.

Ah, if he omly could! If only he
could save his children from the shame
and horror. He lifted his head and
looked round. He was in open coun-
try. The road ram high to that point
and stretching before nim were long
fields and meadows, with the thick
white frost upon them, and beyond,
the bright lights of the railway.

He started as he looked. They shone
clear through the frosty night—clear-
er and kindlier than the stars, he
thought. They were mnearer. The
stars were far away, and Heaven—a
hoarse cry broke from him as he
bared his hot head—Heaven was very
far away from him just then! He
listened. In the might nothing seem-
ed to move. He waa alone with him-
self and with his own maddened
thoughts. He took out his watch and
peered at its white face in the dark-
ness. It was nearly ten o’clock. In
a few minutes the London express
would go thundering along the rail
and across the viaduct. It was near-
ly due, and if he ran—

He drew himself up abruptly. What
was he thinking % What was he do-
ing? He was mad. He must go back
—go back to his wife. Once more there
rushed to him the thought of what
the morrow would bring for the chil-
dren. He would be arrested, sent to
prison, and all their lives through they
would suffer.

But, supposing, instead, he was
found face downward on the railway
line yonder, would it not save them?
The truth would leak out, of course.
People would know why he had done
it, but they would forget, and after
all the great world outside would not
know. His children would be saved
the disgrace of prisom.

He plunged forward. His brain was
on fire. His head whirled and his un-
steady feet mlipped mnder him as he
plunged down the dark lane leading
to the viaduct. At the bottom of the
hill the lane branched off, and to
reach the railway he would have to
croas a meadow. He mounted the
stile quickly and jumped over. As he
did so—as his feet touched the grass—
he started and lifted his head to listen.
His face grew gray. His breath seem-
ed to stop. for through the frosty
night air there came, clear and dis-
tinct, the guick rumble of the com-
ing train. Before he could cross the
meadow it would be on the bridge!

His hand clutching the stile behind
him trembled. He leant back. The
train came on with a rush over the
line of rail, across the wiaduct, and
into the darkness again. It went past
him with a flagsh, and as it vanished
he tore off his hat. If he had been
a minute earlier—

“ Thark Heaven! Thank Heaven !”
he cried. “I was too late |”

He stood for a moment. The sound
of the train died slowly—more slow-
ly than usual, he thought—even as
it died it seemed to grow louder again.
It arrested his thoughts. It startled
him—that second sound. It seemed to
stop the peat of his heart, and trem-
bling in every limb e leant heavily
against the stile. Was he mad ¢ Was
he dreaming ¢ What was the meaning
of riother train at that hour of the
night §

He stood, and through the darkness
he saw the same train pass agaip—
over the wiaduct and into the dark-
ness—just as it had done half a min-
ute ago! He stood bewildered. Could
there be two trains—two expresses
rushing up frem London within thir-
ty seconds of each other? Or would
there be another, and another, and
another, visible only to himself ¢

His brain was giving way—he must
be going mad—and [yet there was the
shriek of the whistle, and then quick-
ly and surely the rumble ceased. He
looked round like a man in adream.
He was paved—saved from his own
folly. This first train had prevemt-
ed him from crossing the meadow.
A hand from, Heaven had stretched
out to help him—that was it. God
had vouchsafed a sign—had sent him
a vision. He bhad interfered and he
was meant to live!

He clasped his trembling hands to-
gether and raised his eyes. Then sud-
denly blindness seemed to rush upon
him. Something gave way with a
anap in his brain and he fell forward
in the darkness. (As he fell a figure
ran towards him and mounted the
stile. A minute later he thought he
was dreaming when his wife pillow-
ed his head on her lan.

L d * L L L4 Ld

It was a long time before she was
able to move him. She had to fetch
a policeman and a stretcher from the
town, and phe hesitated to leave him
at first. But no one was about in
the fields at that hour of the might,
and there was nothing else to be
done.

She got him home at last, and a cou-
ple of policemen carried him inand
put him on the couch in the drawing-
recom. She sent them for a doctor,and
then she suddenly becdme aware that
a figure had risen from a corner and
was watching her with curious in-
terest. She looked up. At first she
thought she was dreaming. Then sud-
denly the figure held out its hand,
and she ran forward.

*“ Oh, John—~John Gillan,” she cried.
“You

“ 1" he said slowly. “I’'ve come back
at last—at last. After all these years
I thought I should mever get hcre.
Iti’s hard work to be successful, but
I've managed it now. But tell me,
Nell, it isn"t true? It—it—he’s ill—
wanderingz—imagining things. He did-
o't mean the letters he wrote.” Nel-
lic looked “up a little wildly.

“ What true? What do you mean’
What not true §”

Gillan looked at her gravely. If she
4id not know he could not tell her.
He looked at the unccnscious man o:
the couch.

“ Why, he's been writing letters—
mad letters,” he said, “ By a curious
chance I saw ovne of them this morn-
ing. I only reached London yester-
day, I've come stralght from New
York, and to-day I went to see a
banker I kgow, It seems the oddest
thing that I should have gone just
then. While I was there he received
a curious letter from Andrew. He
knew that he was a friend of mine
years ago, and he handed it to me.
He could not understand it, I cpuld-
n’t either. I can only tell you that
it was mad, He was evidently ill
when he wrote it. Yes, poar old chap'
He must haye been ill—deluded. Look
at him now. But don’t worry about
him, Nell. Icame on as goon as I could
to see what was up. I caught the
London express and have been wait-
ing here for yoy ever since. And if
that doeter doesn't come in a minute,
I'll go and hurry him up. I've got
ong thing to tell you, Nell—I've made

my fortune at last.

I've got aplay
in Amprica that is a huge success, and
I'vie come back to pay Andrew the
£1,000 I owe him. So that if there
is anything up—""

Nell started forward.

“ Oh, there fs—there is something,”
she cried. “I don’t understand him.
Something is the matter. He has
been worried to death, but why—oh,
I don’t know why. He wouldn’t tell
me. To-night he came in looking—
awful. He went up and kissed the
children and then went out. He fright-
ened me, and I followed him. I was
afraid—"’

She broke off with a sudden sob.
fi}ill:m put his hand on her shoul-

er.

“ Well never mind,” he said. “Nev~
er mind! It will be all right' now,
and I’ll attend to this business to-mor-
row.”

And he did. He went to the office
with all the digmity of an old hand
at the profession, althcugh he had
never looked inside a law-book in his
life. And the startled creditors who
came up expecting to find a fraudu-
lent bankrupt found instead a big,
square-shouldered mam with a grey
beard who met them with ‘ome reply
to their guestions.—Mr. Fytton was
seriously ill and quite unable to at-
tend to his business. As for his in-
solvency, it was a mistake, and if any-
one doubted it, he, John Gillan, was
prepared to give them his own per-
somnal security for anything from £10
to £10,000.

The result was that Andrew Fyt-
ton’s letters of the day before were
attributed to his illness. Brain fever
wag respomsible for many delusions,
and poor old Fytton must have been
deluded when he wrote, they thought.
And as far as they ever knew, it was
the brain fever. John Gillan saved his
friend. While Andrew, Fytton was
raving of his bankruptey und dishon-
our John Gillan had calmly paid £10,-
000 to his credit at the bank, and when
Andrew. came back to life it was to
find, not the police awaiting him, but
a mew and honourable life. And he
made it bonourable too. When he rose
from his Bick bed ‘there came to him a
new strength—a mew belief in the
power of right. He took the money
Gillan offered him, but he insisted on
paying it back, pound by pound, and
never rested until he had done so.

| =

SMALL FARMING.

The profits of a farm are never—we
think this word never is fully justi-
fied—in proportion to its size. Small
farms are proverbially productive, and
profitable, while the expenses of a big
farm quite often outrun the income.
“A little farm well tilled” has been
thought by many of the most thought-
ful writers of poetry and prose, the
most essential condition for happiness
and comfort in every way. In fact
the comcentration of labor for the
purpose of economy of production is
now. made the fundamental principle
of every one of the world’s industries
—except agriculture. But it is rap-
idly coming to be proved an economi-
cal principle, that small farming, or,
as it is termed, intensive culture of
the land, which is the direct opposite
of extemsive eulture, is always econ-
omical and most productive, ag com-

that is, of farms over fifty acres. It
may appear very plainly to be so if
we look at it in thig way. A farmer
has a hundred acres of land, on which
he spends so much labor and uses
so much meed and fertilizers. He con-
fines his work to fifty acres, and uses
as much fertilizar or manure on this
«and, and his products are fully equal
to those he formerly got from twice
as much land ; at the same time his
expenses arising out of the use of
twice as much land are halved in sev-
eral respects; as interest of capital,
repairs of fences, cost of harvesting,
seed, and culture, and other expen-
ditures incident to the larger farm;
while by better work the products
may be easily fully equal to those of
the doubled space. Thus the income
may be the, same as before, while the

- {cost of making it will be nearly halv-

To-day if he has any weakness at all it | ed

is a certain foolishness with regard
to the London express. | He insists up-
on it that he saw a vision that night—
that God meant it for a sign to him.
Perhaps it was—who knows ¢ For the
first train he saw was unreal, and the
second was bringing to him his best
friend.—London Tit-Bits.

——
PECULIAR PRISONERS.

One Became So Attached to the Gaol
That He Wished to Die There.

That a prisoner, . after being im-
mured in gaol for a term of several
years, should be loth to leave his cell
at the conclusion of his sentence
would geem at first sight an almost
farcical sgituation, yet such occur-
rences are by no means unknown both
in British and foreign penitentiaries.
Not so very long ago a megro con-
fined in a trans-Atlantic gaol pro-
tested vigorously against being dis-
charged from the establishment
when his hour of release arrived, and
had to be conveyed to the outer gates
by four stalwart wardens. He aver-
red that he had become so attached to
the gaol that he desired tospend the
remainder of his 'days there, and
doubtless he would have done so had
not the authorities -decreed his re-
moval by force.

The peculiarities of prisoners ars,
indeed, many and varied. What will
be thought of a Bristol gaol-bird
who insisted on writing religious
stories during tne hours allotted to
him for instructive recreation—stor-
ies which in many respects were
equal to the productions of profes-
sional authors? The convict in ques-
tion had committed well-nigh every
orime in the calendar, and the irony
of the business is, therefore, all the
more remarkable.

A French prisoner at Tulon vow-
ed on entering the penal settlement
that he would not speak a single
word to any living soul during the
ten years of his sentence, and he kept
his word to the letter. All the
blandishments of the good-natured
officials could not win a syllable
from the silent convict, who, how-
ever, retained his powers of speech
by conversing with himself in the
solitude of his cell.

Another Gallic prisoner simulated
deafness in order to annoy his gael-
ers. The man was an excellent ac-
tor, and for many months he succeed-
ed in imposing upon the complete
staff of the prison, from the gover-
nor downwards. Eventually, how-
ever, he “gave himself away” in an
unguarded moment, and from that
time onwards he found it to his ad-
vantage to cultivate an excellent
hearing when addressed by the offi-
cials,

SR S
A SHARP LOOK OUT ON THE
CLERK.

The clerk in charge off a Yorkshire
post-office was annoyed by the con-
duct of a certain farm-labourer who,
by buying stamps on the very edge
of closing time, frequently put him
to the trouble of recasting his ao-
counts.

Are you really obliged (Lo come so
late with your letters, my man? he
asked one night, his stock of patience
giving out.

No, answered the labourer,
these were written and
afore noon to-day.

Then why didn’t you bring Lhem Lo
the post straight away?

Not me, Mr. Clever, replied the lab-
ourer, thrusting his tongue into his
cheek. [Business is slack here in t’-
dayiime, and.there's nowt to stop yer
rom prisin’ open and readin’ every
letter which comes in; but at a min-
ute to nine, with a knowing wink at
the clock, ye've nobbut a few secc-
mds to glance at t'envelopes aund
irop 'em intc a bag afore t’mail cart
:alls for ’em. I wants to keep temp-
tation from yer all I can.

Both
addressed
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A MARVELOUS INVENTION.
The spectacular effect of modern
warfare will be increased immensely

by this mnique inncvation.

The illuminating nsection is based
upon such novel lines that it is
marvel ranking wich wireless tele-
graphy, the emission of the light be-
.ng made in the shape of waves—a
point which prevents the possibility
of premature concussion. Experiments
made at Toulon have resulted en-
tirely satisfactorily,

The rockets at present in use by
the Government now are serviceable
at a distance of eight miles, and are
made merely for signalling purposes;
therefore the extraordinary valuc of
the new combination will be under-
stood. : >

a

Labor is by no means a measure of
profit. At is the way in which it is
expended that makes the profit of
it. One may work hard in digging
holes and filling them up again, all
to mo purpose; but when a man digs
to the pame extemt in making drains
on his land the work has paid—to the
recent knowledge cf - the writer—
twenty-five dollars a day for every
day spent in doing the work. And in
this remarkable instance the value of
good work on the farm, this income
will ensure to the man every year
by the continued greater productive-
ness of the land. In fact the man
who did this work remarked that the
total previous value of the land drain-
ed would be paid to him every year
in the greater productiveness of it.
So that its actual value is mow equiva-
lent to the capital sum which would
be represented by the legal interest
on it, svhich is now making every year
over and above what it produced be-
fore the work was done.

Amnother example may be given in
regard to the method of culture. A
farmer—whose mame is well known
all over this continent as a writer
and public gpeaker at farmers' meet-
ings—a few lyears ago doubled the
productive ability of his farm, by
adopting what is known as the soil-
ing method of keeping cows. He is
a noted dairyman and now is keep-
ing 180 oows on 150 acresof land, by
means of this method of growing and
feeding crops, whereas before by
turing and fceding hay amd grai )

y fed only 80 cows. His profits
are now fuliy double the former sum,
not counting savings every year rep-
resented by the increase of capital,
in the form of new and enlarged build-
ings paid for out of the income. It
is this method of practical economy
exercised in Bo many ways, and the
saving expense in comparison with
the increased work dome, that is re-
volutionizing all kinds of industry,and
which is so greatly increasing the
wealth of the world.

It is a rule drawn from observation
of thinking, studious people, that the
industry of agriculture is the last to
fall into line in the march of im-
provement. Very conspicuously it has
not been advanced as rapidly as oth-
er industries, although it is moving
ahead. But some of the results gain-
ed in this improved condition-are due
mostly to the cheapness of -products
resulting from the improvements in
other lines of production by which
farm expenses are lessened. We know
however, that the temdency of the
condition of agriculture is towards im-
provement in its own work, especial-
ly in regard to the dairy; but it
grows slowly and not in equal ratio
with other industries, and this very
evidently is due to the slowness
with which farmers adopt improved
methods of culture of their land;
sticking to the old ways instead of
boldly striking out in new ones. This
is most prominently shown for one
instance in the absence of draineq
fields which every spring are o%ver-

should be at work; for anotber,
generally poor condition uf pastures;
and in another in the #ajlure to grow
crops for feeding *n the summer by
which one acre might feed a cow, or
sevea sheep wr as many growing pigs,
We might mention a few others as
the absence of silos on dairy farms,
or on other farms which by the use
of them might add a dozen or a score
of cows to the present stock, thus
putting $200 or $300 more money to
the credit of the year’s work at the
least, and twice as much at the most.
Or a hundred sheep mighi be fed on
the increased crops grown by culture
of some neglected field now left to
wqedsl or sprouts. There is leisure for
t_hmkmg of these things just now.
Some farmers do a good deal of this,
however, in the winters and unfor-
tunately stop there. The good think-
er xs.the man who lays up his thoughts
in hig heqrt, as seed for fruit, when
the working days come. We should
21l be good thinkers at this time, when
choughts sown will brine action by
and by. : ;
EXPORT BACON TRADW. |-
Just now a condition exists in our
cxport -bacon trade that ghould be
well considered by farmers who sup-
ply the live stock to our markets.
Prices have ruled higher during the
winter months, and live hogs have
been marketed as quickly as they
were in condition. During the past
few weeks, however, the tendency of
the market has been downward, and
in mény cases those who have had
stock to iispose of have used every
possible means to fatten and market
hefore the threatened drep in prices.
cccurred. This may give the farmer
2 momentary advantage, but it will
aot pay him in the long run. For
what will be tha result ¢ Fat hogs can
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pared with the working of large farms |-

flowed or water-soaked, when tke plow
in the’
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Canada House,

Corner Water ard S, John Sts,,
: Chatham.

LARGEST HOTEL IN CHATHAM,

Every attention paid to
THE COMFORT OF GUESTS.

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

‘Wm, Johnston,
Proprister

The Factory

JOHN Mc<DONALD & CO.

(Successors to George Cassady.)
Maaufacturers of Doers, Sasbes,Mouldings
—AND—
Builders’ Furnishin, enerally.
L:lnbee? P‘l:l::d an M{uh.‘ to erder.
BAND AND SCROLL-SAWINGi

Stock of Dimension and other Lumber
constantly on hand.

East End Factory, Chatham, N. B.

Mark You !

We have the BEST Studio, BEST

assistants and the and miest

varied EXPERIENCE, and use ealy
materials and therefore

the BEST
produce the

Best Photographs.

Whether our patrons be RICH or
POOR we te please every

=IF YOU WANT=
Picture Frames
Photographs or
Tintypes

Come aad See Us.

Merseroau’s Photo Reoms
Chatham.

Water Strest,

MACKENZIES
QuinineWi ne
and Iron

‘YR BRST TSNIC AND

~-BLOOD MAKER—

B0e Bottles
Ws Guaranies it a8

Musksosies Nodioal Rl

CHATHEM, ¥. 8 i

be made only into fat and soft ba-
con, and the export demand calls, and
calls imperatively, for bacon that i
lean dwd firm.

The farmer ig the guardian of his
owa interests in a matter of this kind.
The English consumer is exacting in
hig demands for an article that sat-
isfies his taste, and it is manifestly
in his interests to supply him with
what he wants. Fat or soft bacon is
always in bad request, and we can
send it forward with only one resuit,
viz., great injury to our bacon trade.
The favor with which Canadian bacon
bas been received in England is suf-
ficient to encourage our farmers to
raise stock that will meet the require-
ments of the market, even theugh
those requirements appear to be ex-
acting at first. We cannot afford to
lose, by lack of judgment and fore-
sight, the advamtage that we have

ained in the last few years. Any
stight bemefit,that might comse to us
through forcing gtock for market, be-
fore a declino in prices would not in
any measure oompensate for the re-
tribution that would follow were our
Hacon to meet with disfavor at the
hands of English customers.

—————

STRANGE CASE OF IMPERSONA-
TION.

The cases are not many where wo-
men have buccessfully impersonated
men, but there are a few. One of the
most extraordinary is that of an
English woman pamed Catherine
Coome, aged sixty-six. According to
her own story she was married when
she was fifteen, but for the last
forty years she has represented her-
self as a man. Her occupations seem
to have been various. But after two
years at sea as captain’s cook on a
P. and O. liner she went so far as to
marry a young woman whom she met
at Hampton Court, and lived with her
at Huddersfield for fourteen years.
Her sex was oanly discovered when she
was compelled to go to the work«
house.

-
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.THE DAY OF MOST DISASTERS.

The ill-repute of Friday as anwmn<
lucky day is shown by, some current
statistics to be undeserved. Al care<
ful investigation, largely through
official channels, has been made: of
the matter in Germany, and as & re=
sult it is found that of 9,948 weekly
accidents and disasters, such as are
commonly attributed to bad luck, 1«
674 occurred on Monday, 1,561 ox
Tuesday, 1,631 on Wednesday, 1,547 on
Thursday, 1,638 on Friday, 1,638 on
Saturday, and 269 on Sunday. The
most noteworthy feature of these
figures, apart from their vindication
of Friday, is the uniformity, of dis-
tribution of mishaps among the six
secular days of the week, the differ-
ence between the most and the least
‘*unlucky” days being less than one-
tenth. The day of most disasters is
Monday.

P e -

TCNG-DISTANCE SWIMMING
FISLIS.

For long-distance swimming the
shark may be said to hold the record,
us he can outsirip the swiftest ships
apparently without effort, swim-
ming and playing around them, and
ever on the look-out for prey. Any
human being falling overboard .m
shark-frequented waters has very lit.
tle chance of escape, so rapid is the
action of the shark, the monster of
the deep. The dolphin, another fast-
swimming fish—a near relative of the
whale—is credited with a speed o'f con-
siderably over twenty miles an ‘hour,
For short distances the salmon cau
outstrip every other fish, nccompllgh-
ing its twenty-five miles an hour with
ease. The Spanish mackerel is one of
the fastest of food fishes, and cuts the
water like a yacht. Predatory fish are
generally the fastest swimmers,
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Many of the prominent clergymen
of New York were former subjects
of Queen Victoria, as for instance,

Rev. Dr. Donald Sage Mackay, Rev.
Dr. Rainsford, Rev. Dr. D. Parker
Morgan ard Rev. DOr., MacArthur,
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