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"ROFESSIONAL CARDS

DR. R. G. THOMPSON,

DENTIST.
Office: NO. 2, MAIN STREET,

Over the Baird Company’s Drug Store,
w ()ODbTO(/K. N. . B.

W. D. Camber,

:DENTIS'I;_
Painless : Extraction.

Office: Quoqn 'tmt.

E. H. Freeze, M.D.,C.M.
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON.

BRISTOL, : N. B.

W. D. RANKIN, M. B. C. M.,
Physician and Surgeon.

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE
_ Chapel Street, Woodstock, N. B.
OFFICE HOURS: 8to 9a.m.; 4 to 6 p.m.

DB. L. W. N. BAKER,

Specialist in Disenses of

EYE, EAR, NOSE & THROAT.

Office hours 9to 12a. m., 2to 5 p. m.,
or by appointment.

MAIN STREET, NEAR ORANGE HALL
DR. THOS. W. GRIFFIN,

PHYSIGIAN AND SURGEUI

DR.P.T. KIERSTEAD,

OFFICE AND RBSIDENCE:
CHAPEL ST, WOODSTOCK.

SpreciAL ATTENTION GiveN To DisEases or
WoMEN aAND CHILDREN.

DR. A. H. PRESCOTT,
Physician and Surgeon.

GRADUATE OF McGILL.

Post GraniaTE _oURSE LonNDON, ENG.

fOffice and Residence :
CPF PEL STREET, #OODSTOCK, N. B.
Telephone 72-4.

" JAMES R. H SIMMS,
Barrister-at-Law,

SoLICITOR AND Notary PusLic, Erc.

F ) HARTLEY

Barrister, Notary Public,
Solicitor, Etc.

thce~

STEPHE\ B APPLEBY K G
BARRISTER -~ AT - LAW,
Solicitor. Notary Public, Etc.,
REFEREE - IN - EQUITY.
QUEEN STPEET,
WOODSTOCK, N. B.
CHARLES PPLEBY, M. A., LL. B.
BARR.STER AND NOTARY,

QUEEN STREET, Woopsrtock, N. B

Queen Street, W o«)d\tud\

TLatest Deswns

WALL
PAPER

Tne patterns thls season are
particularly pleasing.

CALL AND SEE THEM

Vi Everetn |

Woodstoek
No. 6 Main Street.

Near I‘»rx«l;v.

MONEY TO LOAN

On Real Estate.

APPLY TO D.:M'LEOD VINCE

Barrister-at-Taw,.Woodstoca, 8. B

| He still works

| does more with his head
| hands and feet.

{ comfort,

| dens and irksome jobs from his hands.

| comfortable chairs and

_ Story of Agricultural Progression.
Walter E. Andrews, in Farm and Fireside:

In a certain big State in the heart of the

Middle West there lives a sunburned farmer

| who typifiec (80 far as one human life may)

the most marvellous agricultural progression
the world has ever seen—a rural progression
which in rapidity, perfection of dahil. and
insistent, virile resourcefulness has not been
equalled since the creation of the universe.

As farmers' names have ‘not as yet kept
pace with their environment, the man to
whom I refer is known as plsin ‘Hank’
Peters, Some day, perhaps his admirers
will speak of him as *‘Mr. Henry Peters,”
but at present I fear his sturdy democracy
would scorn the more dignified title. Al
though exceseively particular about the pedi-
gree and name of his live stock, he is more
or less indifferent about his own name.

Some thirty years ago Hank Peters
“located” a quarter-section of land that was
just *“five miles from mowhere.” The roads

were Indian trails; the land was covered with'

trees; in places stagnant water stood, breed-
ing huge doses of *‘fever an” ague” and vact
swarms of hungry mosqaitoes. Three years
passed. The trees had disappeared, and in
their place arose a cheerless aggregation of
stumps and a more or less cheerless cabin of
logs. The mosquitoes were still on hand,
and ‘‘fever an' ague”’ was a daily guest.
Several settlers (attracted by the cheerful
heroism of a bad exaple) had drifted into the
aeighborhood. They, too, raised a crop of
stumps and endured chills and bites.

In the course of a few more years the
Poters’ log cabin was replaced by a remark-
able structure called a ‘‘board house.” The
neighbors, looked at that shanty, spoke of 1t
in tones of admiration. They referred to
Hank Peters as a ‘‘risin’ citizen.”

Inside the house were a bare floor, a big
fire-place, a few rude, home-made articles ot
furniture, enough to eat, and an extra chair
for a possible guest. There was not much
else except hope. During cold weather the
family rode to town in a rough, home-made
bob-sleigh that drew tears of envy from less
favored neighbors; at o:her times of the year
a squeaking, springless farm-wagon was the
only vehicle in use. A ten-mile ride 1n it to
town and back was a soul-stirring, nerve-
raeking experience pecaliarly piquant. The
Indian trails were now called ‘‘roads”’—an
impossible slander on the name during half
the year, and an impassable slander the rest
of the year.

Tke Peters had no sewing-machine, no
organ or piano, no stoves, uo curtains, no
couvenieuces or luxurles. Their clothes were
home-made. Their pleasures were home-:
made. Their troubles were not made at all;
it was not necessary—life was *‘chuck-full o’
troubles.”

When Hank Peters planted corn he drop-
ped the seed by hand and covered it with a
hoe. He cut grass with a scythe, raked and
pitched it with the sweat of his brow, dodged
stumps and chills, and then went home to a
dinner of_corn-bread and fried pork. A
rough shed was the only shelter for the live-
stock; God's sky the only shelter for the hay
aund fodder.

Cultivated fruits were as scarce as light-
ning-rods; daily papers or mails were un-.
known; the joys of living were condensed
into sticks of ‘*honey an’ terbacker.”

Today, should you chance to wvisit Hank
Peters’ farm, vou would rub your eyes and
look Where are the stumps, the
swampy fields, the swarms of mosquitoes,
the rude shed-barn, and the more rude board
house, the lonely life, the monotonous grind?

Gone, all gone.

Tile-drains have destroyed swamps, mala.
ria, and mosquitoes at one masterful swoop.
Time, muscle, and fire have eradicated the
Geuius and science have destroyed
Hank Peters is all

again.

stumps.

isolation and monctony.

| to be envied.

models of sleekness. So are
his Jersey cow:, his high-bred pigs, his driv-
ing and work horses, his pure-blooded hens.

His fields ar=

hard at times, but not so hard

as he once dil. Horse power, electricity,

bur-
He

his

steam, and air power have taken maay

:\lld less

He has more leisure,

with
more
more U,\"\U‘.\'.

The Peters’ present farm-house, enlarged
‘ &

and improved, is a marvel of homelike com-
fort. In it are to be had almost every com-
fort and convenience that are found in a rich
cur-

man’s residence— pretry rugs, pictures,

tains, furniture, dainty china and linen,

couches, new books
and periodicals, hot and cold water upstairs
and down, modern plumbing, a porcelain
bath-t and a kitchen range. In the li-

. L o L] .
brary (which room is also the owner’s oftice)

ub,

there hangs a telephone; in' the cellar is a
gas-machine and a hot-water furnace;
attic is a billiard-room for the boys. The girls
have a piano—and know how to play on it,
The wife and mother has a sewing-machine
and a rubber tired carriage.

The boys and girls of the household play
tennis, ride bicycles, and take dancing les-
sons. One boy is in college. The others

could go if they chose, but instead they have
pre ferred to take a short course at an agri-
cultural school. They want to be twentieth-

in the

century farmers, like their father; they have
no desire to *‘leave the farm” for what other
business could be more indepenpent or de-
sirable? '

Hank Poton--mubh the same old Hank of
log-cabin days—is in the prime of life. His
face is lined with the furrows of past hard-
| ships, but there is now a certain calmness |

| and ‘serenity shining in his grey eyés that

was not there thirty years ago. Sundays and
evenings he 'waars good clothes, a collar and
a patient smile; at other times he revels in
overalls, jumper, and solid comfort.

The new barn is a constant source of de-
light to the owner. ‘“Twas my pet dream,”
he remarks, reminiscently, *‘to own » barri*
big enough to turn round in.. An’ I've got
it!” He has, and more, too. On the top of
the barn is a power windmill that does more
work in an hour than Hank used to do un-
sided in a day. It shells or grinds corn, saws
wood, cuts fodder, and does many other use-
ful things.

The name of the farm 1s on the steel mail-
box by the roadside, and when the rural mail
carrier comes on his regular rounds he some-
times deposits in that box (along with the
daily papers and the other mail) a gone-
astray letter, which has been returned ac-
cording to the printed instructions on the
envelope, to **H. Peters, Lake View Farm.”
Hank has become a convert to printers’ ink.
He prides himself on his neatly printed
stationery, and often puts an advertisement
in the local papers, “That’s business !”' says
Hank. '

take the trolley-car which passes by the
farm, or ‘*hook up” the trotting-mare to the
rubber-tired road-cart. The roads at last are
worthy of the name. If he wants a sack of
sugar or a piece of fresh beef, he has only to
step to the telephone and order what he
wants from the town merchant. The trolley-
car brings the goods to his farm; it takes the
younger children to an excellent town school;
it makes visiting and church-going easy; it
brings the farm into close touch with the
town.

Modern
change into Hank Peters’ farm-methods. The
ground is now plowed with a gang-plow,
whereon the driver comfortably sits while
four horses do the work. This plow turns
two furrows at one operation, doing double
the work of the old style *‘walking-plow” at
one half the expenditure of human effort. A
“riding harrow” follows the plow. Machine
corn-planters do away with niiles of weary
walking and days of handwork.

In fact, almost =1l the operations of the
garm are now accomplished while the operator

is comfortably seated under a sunshade.

Machines cut the corn, harvest the grain,
and spray the potato-vines. Centrifugal

separators whirl the cream from the fresh
milk and save the housewife the iabor of
“setting,” skimming, and washing a wear-
gsome number of milk-pans; wind-power turns
the churn, and electricity carries the butter
to market—the housewife no longer need be
a family drudge. She sets a better table.
She has time to read and visit.
When the corn is ready to husk,
ing ‘‘husker and shredder” comes to the
farm. This wonderful machine, operared by
steam power derived from a traction- engine,
husks the corn, dumps the ears 1nto the crib,
shreds the fodder —stalks, leaves, and all—
into a fine, soft, palatable mass, and then
blows it through a huge pipe up into the
The machine keeps several teams

a travel-

barn mow.

'l EXHIBITION

If he wishes to go to town he can either |

machinery has brought a great |

The Magnetism is in his Tongue,
Not in his Machine..

« His Patriotism is in his Pocket,
Not his Soul.

When they say the Tukular machife is no' g&)d ask

them how they.know! There have been Tubulars here

three years, the most ,of the others have been less
~ than three months, and ah'mdy are bemgf found out,
““but the hurtéman hates to squeal. =

Bu) The Tubular for I am here to stand by it.

L=

CANADIAN
“DACIFIC

CANADIAN

PACIFIC

TORONTO

ONLY ONE NWIGHT

ST. JOHN and the C.. P. R.

ON TEE ROAD
when travelling via

Single Fare,
H" T—"8$22.20 |
Low Rates,

From WOODSTOCK, N. B

' AUGUST 28th to SE!’I‘EMBER 8th, I\CLUSIVE

AUGUST 31st and SEPTEMBER 3rd, 1903,

—— $15.95 ] ANl Tickets Good to Return until September 15th, 1903,

SINGLE FARE ON

AND LOW RATES ON

Iaborx
Day.- - -|

ONE

MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 7TH, Y903.

STATIONS SEPTEMBER 6th, ath and 7th-
Good to Rot.urn SEPTEMBER 8th, 1903,

FARE FOR ROUND TRIP BETWEEN ALL

C l. FOSTER. D.P.A., C.P.R., ST. JOHN, N. B.

s

_

How to Grow

Potatoes

Kills the Bugs. S
Feeds the Planl

to obtain a large yield

and best gquality.
We can tell you.

Ousr booXKlet

on BUG

DEATH, our pamphut on
“POTATO CULTURE,”—
written by one _of the best

authorities

in the United

States, will be sent to you

{ree. Send your address.

There are horse-power machines for planting |
and digging potatoes, for sowing grain and |
distributing fertilizers, for spreading wanure, |

ana for mowing, raking, and pitching hay."
l busy hauling the shocked corn, and in a few

| days the once tedious job is finished.

 fitable.

' }m\'sihilitivs of farm life t()d&y.

BUG DEATH CHEMICAL CO. Ltd

ST. STEPHEN, N.B.

Pat. in Canada Now. 2,1897, Jan. 25, 1900
NON-P2ISONOUS. PREVENTS BLIGHT.

———

Grain is threshed, beans are harvested and
cleaned, apples and potatoes are graded, and
butter is worked—all by machinery. Ma-
runs the farm, and Hank merely

He has learned that bossing

chinery
bosses the job
is easier than back breaking—and more pro-
He that there is
as great an art in selling a crop as there is in
he *‘took what he could

has }eurned, LOO,

growing it. Once
get’’ for his produce;
matic methods, he gets what he will take.
Hank P but one instance of the
What be has
done, other men can do, will do, are doing.
The

mighty

now, thanks to syste-

cLers 18

twentieth-ceatury farmer has become a
factor in the upward and onward |

evolution of the world.

B cmsnpaitipmic
|

Off With His Head.

Prince Yuan Shikai, successor to the fam-
ous Li Huog Chang, once badlv frightened
an Eoghsh woman with whom he [was being
entertained at sowe function in a Chinese
town. The guest from across the continent
happened to remark that one of the serving
men, a4 Chinaman, had spilled something on
her gown. Prince Yuan immediately replied
that it would give him great pleasure to have
the man’s head cut off if that would in any
way contribute to her comfort, and an order

to that efiect would be issued immediately,

Forgetting the common extravagance of
Chinese speech and courtesy, the poor Eng-
lish woman was quite wretched until she had
| secured the Prince’s promise that he would

not miention the occurrence to any one, nor
think of it again himself.

MEessrs: ConyeELL Bros , Woodstock, N. B.

decided as correct. She was not fo

there 18 \(-me'};' g more
taCi Hll the 'y €

oentlemen,
of men to tend this u

thresh 600 bushels in ten acrual hours

i- .

", A\ D,,
Al \‘Hls~ 'O
nl\

MEessrs. CoNNELL Bres., Woodstoe
Dear Sirs,—I suppose yon are
truth, I think her the most pericet I ever
plete, will not waste’vo matter how fast you
with all ease. [ amTrunumz her with
to run faster.

Messrs. Cross & Gillise, of Lakeville, N.

ced to run bey
the grain very nice, no clogging, none thrown over,
rhat I will tell you;
wia not stand 1t at that rate of
grain that has been reaped wi m a Reaper, and put in the barn in good shape, dlx(l she wll |
and do her work with ease, and clean in good shape.

SrrincrieLn, Kina's Co.,

a very light
Yours iraly,

Bristor, N. B., Januvary 14th, 190

Gentlemen,—I suppose that you are anxions to ":‘.‘ ar from the Threshing Machine.
She has been tried and esme out with the following results: Tr 32 minutes, 34 bushels by
measure; in 62 minutes, 58% bushels by messure; by weit »l. 644 bushels ; this is an accu-
rate statement. Threshing capacity 60 bushels per hour; this Mr. Curtis and myself have

wuid the ordinary rate of speed, cleaned
none carried out in the straw, Now
it would be impossible for one crew
threshing Give her

)

Yours truls
EDWIN PHILLIPS.

Oect. 11th, 1902.
the machine, o rtell you the
and does her work com-
hrash, ¢an take care nf a bushel per minute
team and every day T use ber she seems

JAMES H. PICKELE.

threshed 610 bushels grain in one day.

hear from
e seen, runs smonti \

R

" Tornado s Threshmg Machmes,

with “ Direct Gear” Horse Power.

- GONNELLs
P

WONDSTOCK,
N. B

et

S———




