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Hard Knock for England. 

Many brilliant thinkers, reading the world’s 

sews from time to time, have stamped an 

impatient foot, in a moment of international 

recklessness, and have demanded, ‘Why is 

Fermany !” Now a French traveller clears 

this up. Henri de Noussane, for such is the 

name of the French gentleman, informs us, 

first of all, that he has been in Hamburg this 

summer, and that therefore everything that 

he has to say comes first hand and is beyond 

dispute. 
“While in Hamburg,” he says, *‘I met 

with a certain gentleman, whose name I cac- 

yot divalge, because he is a man who has 

not only very large interests in the maritime 

sffairs of Germany, but is also well known in 

the commercial and financial circles of France, 

and is, besides, a personal friend of the 

Kaiser, He is thus an altogether important 

personage, who may be taken as a representa. 

f the economic consciousness of Ger- 

This Hamburg magnate, who looks 
tive 

many. 
npon polities and diplomacy in general as a 

lucrative business, when well managed, was 

nnnsually frank aud outspoken in his state- 

ments. 
**What,” 1 asked humbly, ‘‘do you people 

intend to do with France in the future 7” 

“Precisely what we have done during the 

last thirty-six years,” answered the magnate. 

*It is perfectly natural,” he continued, 

*that we should make use of the situation 

which we have ourselves created. We do 
not wish, however, to carry out our national 

programme by the means of war, if we can 

help it.” 

“Bat what about the Pan-Germans?’ I 
asked. ‘‘Are they not ready to go to every 

pxtreme to realize their ambitions as soon as 

the opportane moment arrives ! Please, sir, 

will they let us live ¢” 

“Oh! as to those brawlers,” he answered 

with a shrug of his broad shoulders; ‘‘every 

country has its demagogues. You mustn't 

let them disturb you. The programme of 

the business men, which is the real pro- 
gramme of the country, is to maintain peace, 

to produce as much as possible, and to be 
strong enough to carry on their trade in 

every part of the world.” 
“How do you reconcile thie with the at. 

titude the Kaiser and his numerous 

speeches, which to Frenchmen like me often 

seem very threatening /” 

**Hem! the Kaiser,” he answered, with a 

significant smile; ‘‘we business men consider 

him as our best commercial traveller. He has 
3 very keen eye for business, and does not 

want war any more than the rest of us. How 

gould he! All our money is tied up in busi 

ness enterprises; we have no reserve funds. 

If a war should break out between Germany 
and England the result would be that more 

than half of the Hamburg business houses, 

for instance, would be obliged to go into 
bankruptcy within twenty-four hours. No, 

of 

we don’t want any war.” 

“Bat,” I replied, ‘‘the army itself might 

aot be su considerate. It might want to hurt 

ns, 
“*Well, now you come to a point very much 

misunderstood abroad, and I shall be very 

glad to throw some light on it. Let me tell, 

then, as emphatically as possible, that here 

in Germany, notwithstanding the numerous 

newspaper reports to the contrary, the army 
is the servant of the country, not its master.” 

**You do not think, then, that it will cry if 

it doesn’t soon have a war?” 

“Of course not! But I don’t claim to be a 

prophet. No one knows what may happen. 

But, in any case, I can assure you it would 
not be France that we should be after. All 

that your country would have to do, in case 

of a war, would be to keep quiet. But France 
has acted very queerly of late. Here in 

Jermany we cannot understand why France 

makes itself the errandboy of England, with 

the Fashoda incident still fresh in memory.” 
“The upshot of my whole interview with 

this plaiu-spoken German magnate,” con: 
cludes this wise and witty Frenchman, *‘may 

he found in a single sentence—a sentence 

which, he assured me, is often quoted in the 
private conversations of German diplomatists: 
“The peace of the world can be secured only 

at the cost of wiping out England.” ” 
England, please notice.—[Boston Trans- 

cript. 
——————e el eee 

An Old Russian Candlestick. 

Once, long ago—I know not where nor when 
It cast its light upon some strange-set 

board, 
Around which, fur-mantled, lounged a 

horde 
Of hot-eyed youth and swart, thick-bearded 

mer. 

Its flame liv up their wine-wild faces, then 
It caught the studded hilt of dirk and 

sword, 
And stopped till, coarse-carousing with her 

"lord, 
Some jewelled woman flashed it back again. 

¥ar from those mingled scenes of mirth and 
ire, 

This bit of glass forlornly braves its doom— 
To waste with me the silent; days’ desire, 
To watch long nights of quietness and 

gloom, 
To share the lonely glimmer of my fire, 
And cheer the hired bareness of my room. 

o+—Margaret Ashmore, in New England Mag- 
azine. 

£7 We sell Butter Paper. For Pound 
Prints or large sheets for lining tubs. 

The Island ol St. Helena, 

(By Raymond Blythwayt.) 

St. Helena, an emerald set in granite, rose 

upon our vision from out a tropic sea one 

Sunday morning last August, and a party of 

Sonth African wanderers, of whom 1 was 

one, banded together for its exploration. 

Landing at the quaint old quay, whereon 

Napoleon and long years afterward Dinizula, 

warlike Cetewayo’s son and General Cronje 

first set their imprisoned feet, we passed 

from blazing sunshine into the cool green 

calm of a little church, wherein upon the 

walls are recorded in brief tablets and mem- 

orials some ot the island's few and far be- 

tween happenings. For, just as in West. 

minster Abbey we read the history of Kng- 

land writ large upon the tombs of its Kings 

and Queens and warrior statesmen, so In a 

thousand little grass-grown tabernacles scat- 

tered throughout the sunlit world we read in 

smaller words the story of the Great British 

Empire. 

And then in carriages, through the one 

poor mean and shabby street of St. Helena's 

one iittle town—James Town—through bird- 

haunted, flower-scented valleys and up long 

hills, whereon clustered tropic flowers of 

every color and variety: burning crimson, 

petals of gold that glittered in a blazing sun, 

palm trees drooping gracefully over the sun- 

fiecked, shadow-stricken pathway, whose 

great branches clashed and clattered in the 

summer breeze; and ever and again we 

caught a flash of water, and 

Like a downward smoke the slender stream 
Along the clift to fall and pause and fall did 

seem. 
And the captive Napoleon is, of course, 

the genius of this enchanted island; every- 

thing speaks of Napoleon, and almost all the 

interest of that island discovered by the Por 

tuguese soldier of fortune in the fourteenth 

century centres round his magic memory. 

But what impresses the French or English 

visitor more than anything else, and impress- 

es him most unfavorably, is she sad neglect 

which is evidenced on every side. Long: 

wood, the prison of him who was perhaps the 

greatest conqueror the world has ever 

known, the third most distinguished man 

that has ever lived, the one man of all others, 

not even excepting our own great Nelson— 

Longwood is a prison tumbling slowly and 

sadly into shabby and premature decay, 

The bare and empty rooms which once 

echoed to the footsteps of the mighty em- 

peror lie silent now, whilst the long bars of 

sunlight stretch themselves day after day 
wearily upon shabby floor and fast-decaying 

wall. 
Sir John Dartnell, one of our most distin- 

guished soldiers, turned to me and said: 

“Who would have thought that England 
would so have treated the memory of her 

greatest foe ?” and then he made the sugges- 

tion that Longwood, and the lovely tomb 
wherein Napoleon's body rested for twenty 
years, should be handed over to the loving 

care of France. **And that,” said he, **wouid 

be Petente cordiale indeed.” 
But, of course, this Island of Fate has 

many more memories connected with it than 

those which circle round the romantic figure 

of the little Corsican artilleryman, 

For instance, in the far-off days of Charles 

11., when the world was very spacious and 
mysterious, and the gentleman adventurers 

who really laid the foundations of the British 
Empire, had not ceased to wander to and fro 

upon the earth, there were some bloodthirsty 

pirates who dared to assert themselves in the 

sturdy presence of Sir Richard Munden, the 
governor and those leaders of the **Dennison 

insurrection” were forahwith tmed for sedi- 
tion and mutiny, and straighway hanged. 

St. Helena, still and quiet in these its de- 

caying hours, must have rung with savage 

cries and rocked beneath the storm of passion 
over and over again in. its eventful history. 

On one occasion, in the Christmas of 1783, a 

couple of sergeants led the troops into mu- 
tiny, merely because an orderly and well- 
conducted canteen had been substituted for 
the punch houses, wherein they had been ac- 
customed to hold their drunken orgies, and 
for this uprising no less than ninety-nine 
mutineers were condemned to death though 
in the ead only nine were executed. 
And then quite suddenly one day—for, of 

course, at that period the telegraph was un- 

dreamed of, even in England—a man-of- war 

sailed proudly iato the lovely sunlit harbor, 
and the whisper went round the island that 
Napoleon Bonaparte had come a prisoner for 

ever to St. Helena. 
On his first night in James Town, curious- 

ly enough, and without any design whatever, 

he slept in a room which had been occupied 
some years previously by Sir Arthur Welles- 
ley, afterwards Duke of Wellington, who was 

on his homeward voyage from India. 
In 1890 came Dinizulu, Cetewayo's son, 

who only recently has been fomenting trouble 
for us in Natal. He lived a prisoner here in 
comfort, wore European dress-and drank 

afternoon tea, to the disgust and horror of 
his uncles, who accompanied him into exile. 
Of one of tire uncles, however, the follow- 

ing story is told. He had determined to try 
to learn English. One day, ficding a great 

difficulty in his spelling lesson, he asked his 
teacher what he would do to an English boy 
to make him remember. *'I should stand 

ACHING KIDNEYS. 
Made Sound and Strong by Dr. Willlams 

Pink Pills. 

There is probably no one in the town of 
Paris, Oat., who does not know Mr. Samuel 

(3. Robinson, and who will not readily accept 
his word when he says that Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills cured him of an obstinate case of 

kiduey trouble after other treatment had 

failed to give him more than temporary re- 

lief. To a reporter of the Star-Transcript 

Mr. Robinson freely gave permission to pub- 

lish a statement of his case in the hope that 
his experience might benefit some other suf- 
ferer. He said: "I have suffered from kid 
ney trouble for about three years. Some 

times my back ached so severely that I was 
unable to work, and at times it was almost 

impossible for me to straighten up. I had to 
urinate very frequently and often had to get 
up several times during the night. At differ- 
ent times I was under the care of the doctors, 

but I only got relief for a time. I also tried 

a number of medicine and backache plasters, 
but none of them helped me and I began to 
think the trouble could not be cured. One 

day during a conversation with a friend he 

asked me why I did not try Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills, saying that he had used them and 

they had done him much good. I decided to 
try the pills and it was not long before I felt 
greatly benefited. I continued using the pills 

for some time longer and I am glad to say 
that every vestige of the trouble has disap- 

peared and [ am now as well as ever. Dr. 

Williams’ Pink Pills have proved a blessing 
to me and I gladly recommend them to any- 

one similarly afflicted.” 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are the greatest 

cure in the world for all the common ailments 

of men and women—for all weakness and 

weariness, and backaches and headaches of 

anaemia; all the heaviness and distress ot in- 
digestion; all the pains and aches of rheuma- 
tism, sciatica and neuralgia, and all the ill 
health that follows any disturbance of regu: 
larity in the blood supply. All these ail- 
ments are caused by bad blood and Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills actually make new, rich, 
red blood. They strike straight at the com- 
mon root of disease. But you must get the 
genuine pills with the full name, Dr. Wil- 
liams' Pink Pills for Pale People on the 
wrapper around each box. Sold at 50 cents 
a box or six boxes for $2.50 by all dealers or 
the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, 
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him on a chair until he could learn,” replied 

the teacher. Shortly after, on turning his 

head, the tutor was highly amused to find 
the huge black man standing on a chair, with 
a book in his hand. After remaining there 

for some time he got quickly down, remark- 

tag that he did not believe his works, for 

standing on a chair had not enabled him to 

know his lesson any better than sitting. 
In 1900 came Cronje and many hundreds 

of Boer prisoners, who were marched through 

the town to Deadwood’s Plain, not far from 

where Napoleon lived, and for a year or two 

they delighted everybody by their general 

courtesy and willingness to help in any im- 
provements for the island. It was the Boer 
prisoners, for instance, who built the splen- 

did road and sea walls round the west rocks, 

and a great sadness naturally overtook some 

of us when we were shown the spot where 

some who were trying to escape were shot 

down. 

1 loved St. Helena that qmet sunlit tropic 

Sunday. It was so much the island of my 

dreams, with its great chfis—fancy the 

ladder of 699 steps which is erected on the 

face of the hill, from James Towa to Ladder 

Hill—and its magnificent flowers; arom lilies, 

begonias, petunias, annunciation lilies, thun- 

bergia, heavy-scented camellias and crimson 

magnolias, gardenias and innumerable ferns, 

all growing wild upon the rosiside; and here 

and there great cactus plants, with their 

flowers, like spears of brilliant flame, out- 

lined against the cloudless sky; and all the 

wonderful fish. that swim in the shadow of 

those grim, grey cliffs: salbaccre, cavalli, 

yellow tails, fivefingers, bulleyes, soldiers, 

meckerel and grey fish, and great turtles 

stumbling on to the lonely beach, wherefrom 

ne one can venture to bathe lest they chance 

upon the sharks, whose huge sinister dorsal 

fine so often cut the water of that tropical 

ocean. 

Every bachelor was once a baby— being the 

single instance of where history does not re- 

peat itself. 
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& ROSS, | 
Cor. Queen and Main Sts. 

We sell the celebrated 

Palmer Shoepacs ! 
| We get them Direct from the Fac- 

tory. That is why they are so 

VERY CHEAP. 
¢ n 

These Shoepacs are made for us, and great 

care is taken that they are all good. 

I 

Low Moccasins 
Sewed with Raw Hide and Wax Thread. 

Shoe Pacs, 
All kinds, three different lengths of leg. 

The Long Leg Pac Fits 

and won’t wrinkle down. 

Gibson & Ross 
Cor. Queen and Main Sts. 

A WORD OF WARNING! H The man who insures with J. W. 

Astle makes no mistake. Do it to- 

day. 
dent, Sickness and Life. 
sale cheap and on easy terms. 
house. 

You may save the earnings of a lifetime. Fire Insurance, Acci- 
I have also a few nice Dwellings in town for 

See me and I'll tell you how easy you can get a 

J. W. ASTLE, QUEEN STREET, WOODSTOCK, N. B. 
Insurance and Real Estate Agent, 

+ 

IT MEANS A GREAT MANY 
EXTRA DOLLARS for YOU, 
AFTER GRADUATION 
to have attended a School having the high 
reputation of 

Fredericton Business College 
Our Fall Term Opens on Tuesday, September 4th, 

Send for free Catalogue now. 

W. J. OSBORNE, Principal, 

Fredericton, N.B 

It is important tha¢ persons placing 

E'IRE INSURANCE 
should select strong and reliable companies, Thie 
being the case it would be impossible perhaps to 
find four stronger and more reliable companies 
represented in Carleton County in one office than 
the following companies for whom the undersign- 
ed is agent, namely: 

CALEDONIAN, the Oldest Scottish Fire 
NORWICH UNION, Established in Troy. oe 

ATLAS, Founded in the reign of King (3 

and the QUEEN. reign of King George ITX 

I shall be pleased to see intending insugers. 

LOUIS E. YOUN, 
adil Woodstock, N. B 

Having bought the Plant, Stock in Trade and Good Will of the Small & Fisher Company, Limited, we are at 
the old stand apen for business, and solicit a continuance of the patronage so liberally bestowed on our predecessors. 

The above cut represents our celebrated LITTLE GIANT THRESHER which is the most reliable Roller- 
Bearing, Double Geared Machine on the market. These Threshers have been many years before the | public, and 
through skilful workmanship and improvements, where circumstances have demanded it, they are stilljto the front. 
We are making them both End and Side Shake to suit the requirements of our customers. 

Call and see us before purchasing elsewhere. 

SIVIAILIL. & EFISEIER, I.td


