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A College President’s Story.

Hard is the task of the president of a small
college, who, in addition to his work of teach-
ing and administration, must make long and
wearisome journeys in solicitation of funds
to meet an annual deficit. One such man,
after long waiting for an opportunity to tell
the story eof his work, was asked one day to
addrass the Women's Missionary Society of a
prosperous Philadelphia church. It was not
what he wanted, but he accepted.

“Ours iv a small school,” said he, *‘and
not a new one. For years it has beeu seck-
ing aid, and must seek it for years to come.
We have no interesting stories to relate, such
as belong to the planting of new institutions.
By this time our work must secm to you
commonplace and not very hopeful. DBut 1t
is a necessary work, and slowly as our region
has developed, it is near to a time of rapid
progress. We are still, as we were twenty-
five years ago, laying foundations. Now and
then we find evidences in distant places of
the good already done in an inconspicuous
way. :

*On thi®¥ very trip I have met a man who
was identified jwith the very beginnings of
our work. I had heard often of John Cham-
bers, as one of the first teachers in our
school, before the time when the drought
and grasshoppers caused its temporary sus-
pension, something over twenty years ago.
I did not know that he was still living. 1
found him dging a humble but important
WOrK. Heﬂn old man now, and has ac-
cumulated no money. He
daughter, a sweet, ambitiovs girl, just ready
for college. I talked over her plans with her.
She had ceased to plan, almost ceased to
hope for an education. Dut I said to her,
‘Your father worked hard to found a school
where other young people might bs educated.
His own daughter shall not lack a college
education.” That daughter will enter our
freshman class next month. If this society
sees fit to aid our work, it could do no better
thing than to send back, in that daughter’s
edueation, the bread which her father so long
ago cast upon the waters.”

The president was passing out after his
address, but was stopped by a woman, pale
and visibly trembling.

“8it down with me,” said she, “and tell
me more about Jessie Chambers. But first
let me tell you. Twenty-iwo years ago I
went out as a teacher in your school. 1 was
a young girl, just graduated, and it was my
only experience of the sort. T taught music.
The hard times came, the school suspended,
and I came home. I married soon aftefward.
My husband is a prosperous merchant, The
experience was so brief, and it lies so far
back, that it has dropped out of my life, so
that I have thought of it almost as if it had
happened to some one else. But I lived in
Mr. Chambers’s family. I kept up a corres-
pondence with them for a few years. Jessie
is named for me. I ought to have kept in
touch with them, but they have moved often
and I have had so many cares. I am afraid
you would eall me a worldly woman, though
I attend this church. I am not a member of
the wissionary society, but I noticed on the
calendar last Sunday that some one from
that school was to speak, and I had some
curiogity to know how the school fares. So
I eame. But I did not expect to be carried
back, as I have been, over an almest forgot-
ten part of my own history.

**You have recalled me to duty. I needed |
just this. I need to do something for some
one, and I owe much of what is best in me
to Mr. and Mrs. Chambers. How much do
you need for Jessie's education?”

“A hundred dollars a year,” said the presi-
dent.

“I will send you my check tomorrow,”
said the woman, ‘‘and I will clothe her and
help her in other ways.”

Aund the college president went back with
a lighter heart, for he felt that God did not
forget.
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An U ventional Woman.
I don't d::?the frequent charm of the
unconvential woman. She has the absorbing
interest we all feel in a thing that is angles
in every direction, and that we don’c quite
know how to handje. There is even a charm
in her blunt speech, and the uncompromising
directness with which she tells us the truth,
but, like certain pungent sauces, a little of
her will flavor & great deal of society. After
all, it is the convential woman who is the one
with 'whoq"l‘it is easy to get along. She may
not he exaeting but she is satisfactory. She
does what you expect her to do. She re-
cognizes your rights, and insists on her own..
She knows what to see and when to be blind.
She never looks under the crust to see the
underside of things. She never makes you
uncomfortable. She never brings up forbid-
den topics. If you lived at the top of a
tenement house, and she weant up to see you
she would never complain of the steps, bat
insist upon the magnificence of the view, if
you served her a fricassed cat, she would eat
it, and talk about the ancient civilization of
the Chinese.

It takes a great many things to make this
a comfortable world, and chief among them
is conventionality.

Now, whenever a woman tells me that she

black mark against her name on wy visiting
list. No matter how charming she may be,
no matter how desirable she is in other ways,
I kuow she 1s bound to be a trouble and a
worry, and had better be avoided. She is
the woman who can never be depended on to
thing at .the right time., She
aggravates your sonl by neglecting to reply to
invitations, and ruins your temper by coming

do the right

when you don’t want her, and going when
you want her to stay, ana imperils the peace
of the community by saying the things that
should he Jeft
in society tnat 13 ¢o

cking down 1muoeent peop!
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A Press=(jang Panic.
In the really fascinating auts
‘A Master

which saw the light ouly a fow
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years ago, 1

Mariner” (Captrain

came upon a Blrang Lisd ithe Press-gang

‘Lord Eldon,’
merchautman, e¢n roure to Inlia, hove-to off
for some unexpected

days. Ia the year 1803, th

the Needles In waii

A sudden fog

4

pagsengoars, came down wpon

her, and under its cover a French privateer
approached and auchored by her side, with a
view to her capture. No soouer did the crew
of the ‘Lord Eldoa’ sight Frenchman
than one and all hid,
that she .was a King’s ship which meant to
When

boarded

tnis
under the impressiou
, therefore,
the

board and press them.
the French privateer
Eldon’ there was not a man on deck to resist

‘Lord
her capture! Her captain, however, hearing
the row the privateer's men wade in board-
ing his ship hurried on deck to find out what
on earth was the matter. When he did find
it out, he cooully shouted down to his men to
come up and repel the boarders; and all to a
man rushed up pell-mell, and, after a sharp
fight, drove the invaders overboard. The
privateer made sail and eseaped in the tog.
—‘T. P’'s Weekly.’
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The Potter’s Clay.

With all the triumphs of human ingenuity,
pottery has not advanced a step in the per-
fection of its handiwork since wheels were
first turned in the streets of Teheram. Steam
and electricity may do their best to tempt
the clay to new plasticity, but all the finest
work still comes from the wheel. The potter
can shape his wet clay to the best advantage
when the hand eontrols the machine—a hand
respoasive to the busy mind. A writer 1o
the London Mail tells how he saw a potter
coaxing, persuading his ¢'ay into shape.

The wheel was whirling in a zinc pan. It
was 4 thing like a small grindstone, revolving
horizontally, the same sort of wheel that
hummed in Babylon and Nineveh before the
Bible was written. A foot-crank and pedal
held 1t in coantrol, and near by stood a woman,
weighing gray greeu clay into balls, and rang-
ing them where the potter could reach them
easily.

The man straddled his stool and stretched
his foot to the pedal. He had reflective eyes,
peaceful beneath his spectacles, and there
was abour him an air of confident purpose.
He took the suuff between his fingers, tried
it with a trained thumb, glanced at the hub
of the wheel, and threw the ball of clay. It
struck and whirled, and with his fingers he
drew it to a cone,

It rose under his touch like a living thing,
compelled. His cupped hauds rose over its
crown, and the cone was a beehive; a thumb
compelled it, and it was a basin. A fore-
finger touched it, and it grew taller, narrow-
ing nervously; and preseutly the petal of its
lip was poised ou a slender neck. Dowa slid
the thumb, and the clumsy thickness of the
base dwindled while the structure grew. A
touch here, a little guidance there, and the
clay was lifced from the wheel; a lordly flagon.

If Your Liver is Wrong
You are Wrong all Over

A torpid, inactive liver goes hand
in hand with constipation. Such a °
chronic condition requires a system-
atic effort to overcome it and estab-
lish good health and perfect body
drainage, Smith’s Pineapple and
Butternut Pills, containing the two
needed elements to increase liver ac-
tivity and muscular action go accu-
rately to the sluggish liver and bow-
els, restoring them completely. '

Suppose {out bowels failed to move

for a or ten days. n't you
know you wowld be quickMW pros-
is just the same, ering

tgated? It
] when your bowels do mnot
move af least once a day. You know
you soon become languid and tired,
‘your blood gets bad and you feel
nwan and sick all over. You should
have a full, healthy ge daily,
Don't let serious conditions develop.’
Smith's Pineap and Butternut
Pills will drive bowel poison out of
our system and establish larity.
g‘hey are purely vegetable, and cure in
We wiil send you a grn-
Absolutd!
that wi

one night.Pl :
erous sample of these pills
Free, sealed and !
convince you doubt of their

wonderful” curative properties.  Ad-
& St.
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Smith's Pineapple and Butterout

night.

and  Headache In one
All dealers 25 cemts. A Cure at

is thorougly unconventional I always puta

the People’s Price. :
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w Progress ** Brand Clothing is. above all exclusive. 3

The *““Progress’® wav of buying direct from the f

mills, enables  Progress " Brand to command patterns and <color i
schemes that « Progress " Clothing alone can show. g

The ** Progress *® way of tailoring lends a touch of &
individuality-—a distinctive style and elegance—that is recognized

at a glance >

The ¢¢ Progress ** way of selling only to the leading ::

retailers, who are financially responsible,—~who enjoy the confi- ;
dence of the best trade—insures the wearer of 5

“ Progress” Clothing, an exclusiveness which is gﬂ ﬁ §

not obtainable in other makes é

. . "w“m,p' é

Sold by Leading Clothiers Can 2
throughouwt Canada. oy g
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Progress Brand Clothing may be had from John McLauchlan, Woodstock.
and C. J. Greene, Bath.

L umbermens
Supplies

IN STOCK.

00 doz Chopping Axes,

Single and
Double Bit.

Steel Wire Rope,

Iron and Wood Blocks,

10 tons Steel Cable Chain,
30 doz Tubular Lanterns,
20 doz Horse lankets.

Also a full stock of Sleigh Shoe Steel,
Iron, Coal, Etec.

W. F. Dibblee & Son,

Woodstock, Centreville and Hartland.

THE WOODSTOCK RANGE.
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The Methodist Parsonage, Jacksonville, Carleton Co., N. B., Oct. 11th, 1902

Messrs. Small & Fisher, Wooodstock:

Gentlemen,— After upwards of thirty years experience with a_ large variety of
9ook stoves, none has ever given the satisfaction derived from your “Woodstock”. It
is a perfect heater and baker, keeps the water tank hot day and night, with less fuel

than any stove we have ever had in our parsonages.
; Yours faithfully,

JOHN C. BERRIE.

P. 8.—T kept the fire going night and day from the 1st of October to the end
March with less than five cords of hardwood.—J.C B.

SMALL & FISHER COMPANY, Limited,

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

House And Lot For Sale.

The undersigned offers for sale his premises ut

-| Jacksonville Corner consisting of a large lot and

dwelling and other bgildings thereon all in good

repair. For further paticulars apply to L. E

Yecung, Barrister, Woodstock, or th~ undersigned.

C. H. ('}RAY, Jacksonville, N. B. :
Dec-3-04-tf,

MONEY TO LOAN

On Real Estate.
APPLY TO D. M'LEGD VINCE®

Barrister-at-Law, Woodstoea, 8. B

WOODSTOCK, N. B., FEB. 1, 1905.
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There are six thousand potters in Kngland
working in this primitive and wonderiul way
Here in this district of seven miles, called
the Potteries, are kilns and smoke and deso
lation, with shapes of beauty rising all the
time from the turning wheel. All cra
workman are busy here. There is the jour
neyman *‘thrower,” who is perhaps turning
out cups. They come from the wheel hke
He can rexd

paper while he makes them. His hand move

} v
s Ol

bullets from a machive gun

over and under, tightens here and

there, until the marvel is accomplished
'”h'n’ between [»(*r‘}wpfl the hundre h dczon
| and the next, he becomes an artist, and turn
| his clay to the shape of his fancy. It may
be that he makes a vase, 4 bowl or 4 chalice

Then, having for the moment given rein t

his he

fancy, returns to his caps. Suc!
scope is there in this kingdom of wet clay

that the aitisan may at any moment b
the artist,
Wedgwood every one knows.

come

]!H Nape Is8

a classic. But there are men working today
At the

Doulton potteries those who are supreme in

who have as good a chauce of fame.

their art sign their work. Kach picce carrieg

a cipher denoting the author, but only thase

can read it who are ekilled in the rangled
ways of pottery.

Some names have never been heard of
the outer world. Who, even amocngs well

eqipped and intelligent people, has heard of
Grayler? Hardly any one, except those who

have tried to buy his work. The potters
have their kingdom to themselves.
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One Advantage of England’s Fogs.
(Milwaukee ‘Sentinel.’)

‘Should scientists succeed in finding ways
and means for dispelling the foggy condition
of Eagland’s atmosphere, I am afraid that
country will lose more than it gains,’ said
Barrett Norman, of Boston, Mass.
the reasons why KEaglish

‘OUne ot
weavers produce
fabrics of finer and softer finish than Ameri.
can weavers from the same quality of cotton
and other yarn is because of the damp con-
dition of the atmosphere in that country at
all times.

‘It 1s a well known fact that yarn kept
continually and uniformly damp will spin
finer and softer than that drying out in the
process of weaving., Thousands of asllars
have beeu spent by our weavers in appliances
to keep their shops uniformly bhumid, thus
far The fine quality of
Panama hats, for instance, if the straw were

without success.
not kept damp while the process of weaving
is on, could not be produced. The straw is
not worked under water as many suppose,
but is kept uniformly damp by being worked
in the early morning hours when heavy dew
is falling.’
BRSSO P ke
Irish Pluck.

Here are two stories of re.captures from
the French of British merchantmen. Tn 1760
the ship ‘Good Intent,’ from’ Waterford, was
taken by a French privatee off Ushant, who
carried off her whoie crew except five men
and a boy, over whom they placed in charge
nine Frenchmen. Four of these captive
Irishmen plotted, at the instigation of oune
O’Brien to regamn possession of their ship.
O’Brien, watching his opportunity, tripped
up the heels of the Frenchman at the he!m,
seizad his pistol, and shot with it
Frenchman who was coming to the rescue of
his mate. O’Brien was so well seconded by
the other three Irishmen thst within a few
minutes they had the eight remainiug French-
men at their mercy.
traordinary part of the story 1s the safe
arrival at Youghal in Ireland of the caprure
and re-captured ship, since not oue ot 1he
Irishmen could either read or write, or nad
any idea how to navigate the vessel! —*1. P.'s
Weekly.’
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Perhaps the most «x

To prove 0o you Jhar D
Chase's Ointment is acertain
and absolute cure for sach
and every form of itching,
bleedingand prorruding piles,
‘Lo anufacturers have guaranteed it. See tes.
‘m1ionials in the daily press and ask your neigh-
bers what they think ofit, Jou can use it and
zet , our money back if not cured. 60c a box, at
all dealers or Enmanson,BaTES & Co., Toronto,

Dr., Chase’s Qintment

Where Colorvs Come Form.,
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Cochineal insects furnish many of our wost
gorgeous colors—carmine,
and purple.

Cattlefish give us spia, which 1s no'hing
wore or less than the inky faid which the
fish discharges to render the water black
when it is attacked.

Ivory chips produce the ivory black
bone black.

Prussian blue is made with impure potuss-
ium carbouate. This most usefu] di-covery
was accidental,

Blue black ia
stalk.

Turkey red is the madder plaut, which
grows in Hindostan.
Raw Sienna is

Sienna, Italy.
India ink is burned camphor. The Coinese

are the only manufacturers oi this snd will
not reveal its secret. —*‘Washington *S ar’

scarlet, crimson

and

the charcoal of the v ue

the natural earth near

ol
-

A maa who knows it all spends m v of
his time telling it.




