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DOCTOR JACK. 
CHAPTER III. 

It is a most astounding discovery 
that Doctor Jack has just made, and 
he may well be excused for losing his 
head for just half a dozen seconds. 
There can be no mistake. Jack is 

ready to wager half his fortune on the 
fact that he is gazing upon the face 
of the Barcelona flower girl, and the 
nun who bathed his head with spirits 
of cologne after his encounter with 
the Barcelona mob, but this does not 
explain the deep mystery that hangs 
over the affair. 

The red bull tires out soon, and his 
tormentors retire at a blast from the 
trumpet, their place being taken by 
banderitleros, who advance and cast 
their darts unerringly. Gaudy stream- 
ers and rosettes are attached to these 
and the bull soon looks like the prize 
cattle of a show. 
At the same time scmething of fury 

is aroused in him, though he almost 
staggers in his wild rushes. The tor- 
turers have done their work—the 
trumpet again sounds. 

“It is Pedro's turn,” says Don Car- 
los, who has been an excited specta- 
tor of the game, and in his eager- 
ness almost forgotten that he has 
companions at his elbow. 
The great audience suddenly calm 

down. No longer shouts arise, not 
even a handkerchief is waved to dis- 
tract the attention of either the bull 
or his master, who steps into the 
arena. 

It is now that a man appears, and 
that excited throng realize the fact, 
which accounts for the sudden silence. 
The matador faces the bull, and re- 
celves his attach, not flying from it as 
do the other actors in the drama. He 
is the star of the combination. 
For the first time since casting back 

her vail Mercedes turns toward the 
American. She sees the look upon 
his face, knows that he has recogniz- 
ed her, and places a finger upon her 
scarlet lips in a way that indicates— 
silence. 
“You shall know all in good time, 

Senor Evans,” reaches his ear, and 
the next instant she is pointing into 
the arena, and saying :— 
“Jook at Pedro Vasquez, Senor 

American. Did vou ever see a braver 
man ? He stands before the toro per- 
fectly fearless. See, he waves his red 
flag to enrage the brute. Watch a 
Spaniard give the coup de grace. You 
have faced the half-starved bulls in 
Mexico, Don Carlos says, but they 

— cannot compare with our noble brutes. 
It is a different matter being in front 
of that bull, for instance, senor.” 
Jack does not reply, how can he 

argue with a beautiful lady, and 
vaunt his own prowess, too ? It goes 
against his grain, so he smiles and 
bows, but inwardly raves. 
Ah! the bull makes up his mind. 

The critical moment has arrived, and 
down upon the brave matador he rush- 
es. It looks as though the ponder- 
ous beast must run over the man who 
‘has dropped upon one knee, as if to 
receive the assault, his straight sword, 
with its keen point, upraised; but this 
position has been assumed only in a 
spirit of bravado by the executioner, 
who knows too much to retain it long- 
er. 

The little red muleta held by the left 
hand to one side engages the attention 
of the charming beast. With glaring, 
rcddened eves and steaming nostrils 
he bears down upon it. 
Master oh his trade, Vasquez has his 

Toledo blade held out with a firm hand, 
his eye is glued upon the spot, no 
larger than the palm of his hand, be- 
tween the left shoulder and the spine, 
where the point of the weapon must 
enter. 
Thousands hold their breath in this 

moment of suspense. A miss will cause 
the reputation of the matador to suf- 
fer. 
Jack feels a small hand clutching his 

srm. It is Mercedes, who, bending for- 
ward, hardly realizes what she is do- 
ing, so great is her interest in the 
drama below. ; 
Of course the American does not ro- 

move that hand—it might clasp Lim 
“thus for hours, and he would find grace 
to bear tke captivity. 
His eyes, too, are upon the scene. 

He watches the man vith the gaze 
of a connoisseur, one who has been 

there himself, and appreciates the situ- 
ation, which mest of the spectators do 
not. Vasquez has a smile on his lips, 
as though he scorns a beast such as 
‘the ore beofre him. The bull has 
reached the flaming engano or lure 
which is tossed upon his horns, for 
the game is done. The point of the 
eword has touched the marked spot on 
‘his breast, and the very force of the 
tull's onward rush drives the blade 
through the lungs into the brave 
 hesrt. 

Bo the first round is over. The bull 
lies on the saw-dust, blood issuing 
from his mouth, and the vast audience 
make the welkin ring with cheers of 
“Viva Vasquez ! Bravo matador !” 
The hero of the death struggle re- 

g¢ins his fatal sword, wipes it upon 
the carcase of his antagonist, makes 1 
low bow, first in the direction of the 
captain-general, and then all around 
the amphitacater, after which he starts 
to withdraw, in order to make himself 
ready for the next encounter. 

At this moment a most terrific bel- 
low sounds from the direction of the 
toril. The people hear it, and con- 
gratulate each other on the feast yet 
in store. Pedro Vasquez stops in his 
stride, glances toward the toril door, 
shrugs his shoulders, and passes on, 

“Vaya hombre !,” cries Don Carlos, 
rubbing his hands together with de- 
light, and addressing the American, 
“jou shall see fun now. I told you 
that black bull was a devil. Evan 
brave Pedro does not fancy the busi- 
ness. Unless the varlets weary the 
animal out before he is, called, it may 
£0 hard with him.” 

A team of gayly caparisoned mules, 
with tinkling bells, is driven into the 
arena, and the bull and dead horses 
cragged out, after which the second 
scene will be opened, the same thing 
being gone through with, under a 
greater or lesser degree of excitement. 

While the arena is being cleared and 
gotten in readiness for the next en- 
Sogement, Jack converses with the 
Spanish girl. He notes the expressive 
glances she casts in the direction of 
the Turkish pasha, and a light begins 
to steal upon him. He fancies he can 
at least understand the sudden enmity 
of that worthy in the red fez, who has 
been Icoking upon him in the light of 
a rival. The other matter, concerning 
Mercedes and the flower mart of Bar- 
celona, remains a deep mystery, which 
can only be solved when this strange 
girl grants him a private interview, 
She talks almost continually of 

Pedro, and more than once declares 
that she adores brave men in a man- 

ner so pointed that Jack is puzzled 
to know what she can mean. He does 
not understand women—he has always 
admitted that fact, What is this 
chiming creature hinting at ? Does 
she want him to spring down into the 
arena and play chulo, banderillero, 
and matador all in one ? Thanks, but 
he came here to see a show, not to 
make one. These men were hired to 
snmiUse people, and did but do their 
duty. Perhaps at some future time 
fate d be kind enough to give him 

to prove his bravery in a way 
to even her Spanish quix- 

resent he is well content 

UHRISTMAS AT 

“I'HE PLANTAGENET.” 

By Annie Reeve Aldrich. 

It was an inappropriate name I always 
said, for it was the name of a princely 
house, and ours decidedly was not a prince- 
ly house. Perhaps you liked it better if 
you were only one flight up; but when 
you were very tired and your music pupils 
had played out of tune and out of time 
and had demanded to ‘‘learn a piece’’ when 
they could not play the scale of C without 
blundering, it somehow seemed a very, very 
long way to the fourth flat left, and the 
entrance looked dingy and uninviting, and 
you grew to hate the sight of the rows of 
brass bells and letter boxes with the names 
beneath them. Still “The Plantagenet” 
was pot so bad, as low-priced flat-houses 
go, and if you were a poor little music 
teacher, with only a deaf and very grim 
old aunt as a natural protector there were 
times when you were thankful for your 
tiny littl home. 
But this special Christmas I felt lonely 

and depressed and heartsick. I dispirited 
ly bought a big green wreath and some 
princess-pine at the corner grocer's and 
decked the little parlor while Aunt Bar- 
bara looked on in silent contempt. Aunt 
Barbara disapproved of “fixings,” con- 
sidering them a wicked waste of money as 
well as traps to catch dust. 
Then on my way home Christmas Eve, 

in a fit of reckless extravagance, I stopped 
and bought a couple of red roses at a flor- 
ist’'s. How gay the street looked, filled 
with merry-hearted passers, happy child- 
ren hugging Christmas parcels to their 
hearts, and holding tight to their cheery 
young mother’s hands—everybody with a 
box or package that doubtless contained a 
gift for husband, wife, sweetheart, friend 
—somebody! 

It was rather hard to reflect that in all 
this great city there was nobody to re- 
member me this holiday season, and then 
I smiled, for I had forgotten that in my 
pocket reposed a silk muffler of a brilliant 
and impossible hue, presented by my dul- 
lest pupil, Miss Anabel McGibbon, who 
had toiled three months over one simple 
exercise, and still flatted triumphantly 
when she should have sharped. 

I turned out of the bright street into a 
dark side-street, having still several long 
blocks to traverse. 1 opened the tissue 
paper cautiously that protected my preci- 
ous roses from the frosty night air and 
took a deep inhalation to cheer my flagging 
spirits. If only Aunt Barbara were differ- 
ent! It would have been so pleasant to 
plan some little surprise for her, but I had 
tried it on her birthday and incurred her 
serious displeasure. She thought holiday- 
keeping nonsense, and present-making on 
such occasions inexcusable folly. How- 
aver, I determined to have a little of the 
holiday spirit if I could, as I bent down 
ind inserted my key in the big door at 
“the Plantagenet’s” entrance, climbed up 
the three steep flights of stairs and sank 
down breathless in the little sitting-room. 
Aunt Barbara had evidently been ar- 

ranging the furniture. The chairs stood 
stifband prim against the wall. The bits 
of bric-asbric were placed in straight 
rows on the mantel. The books on the 
table were at right angles to each other. 
All was neat, spotless, orderly, but oh, 
how unspeakably dreary! Aunt Barbara 
herself looked like the room somehow, to 
my tired eyes, as she sat upright by the 
table knitting, in immaculate white cap 
and apron. She was such a good woman! 
I knew if T had had the small-pox she 
would have stood unflinchingly by my 
side and nursed me with cons@ientious 
care. She looked after my bodily welfare, 
and I have no doubt she really loved me, 
but ofthe small coin of every-day gladness 
and companionship she had not a share, 
anl she could no more understand the 
hopes and fears and vagaries of a rather 
‘maginative young woman than could my 
gray cat, Walter, sleeping peacefully in 
the corner, and you would no more, in my 
place have thought of kissing or caressing 
Aunt Barbara than a refrigerator. She 
looked at my tissue-wrapped parcel, and 
sniffed suspiciously. 

“I hope yon haven't been buying flowers, 
Kate? Do I smell roses! The butcher 
sent in his bill to-day. It was 81.69 too 
muc’t. I put on my honnet and went 
around there and gave him a piece of my 
aind. We will buy of Prodgers after 
this. There, I believe those potatoes are 
burning!” And she went hastily to the 
kitchen. < 

I laid down my roses listlessly, and with- 
out taking off my hat and ulster, I walked 
aimlessly to the window and looked out. 1 
could see the neighboring roofs. the Christ- 
mas stars, bright and beautiful in the 
dark blue heavens, and a tiny crescent of a 
moon added to the splendor of the sky. 
Sharply and piercingly came to my mind 

the memory of another Christmas Eve— 
“only one little year ago.” I had looked 
at the same stars, but ah, not alone! Then 
had come a lover's quarrel, a girlish fit of 
temper, the unyielding pride that is the 
curse of my disposition, and so we had 
parted. Since then I had been miserable 
many, many hours, and had hated myself 
for my folly, had longed to lay my tired 
head in its old place on that loving breast, 
but never had I so bitterly repented myself 
as to-night, of my final, decisive farewell 
in that country lane, of the untrue words 
of anger that told him I had ceased to love 
him and never wished to see him again, 
with much more of the same sort. 
But it was ended—over, I told myself 

firmly, while the stars suddenly grew 
blurred to me. Perhaps he had married. 
He went to the far west soon after, and 
that was the last I had heard. I tried very 
hard to despise myself. I threw back my 
head defiantly and assured myself that I 
did not care, but it wasno use. I did care, 
and 1 knew deep in my heart that I should 
care forevermore. 
But even a saa young woman with a 

pronounced case of heartache cannot stand 
brooding by a window all of Christmas 
Eve Dinner time was near; and with a 

sigh I slowly turned from the lovely night 
and threw off my coat. I was just taking 
off my hat when our little bell rang. I 
touched the electric button, wondering 
who it could possibly be, and presently I 
heard a lumbering tread on the stairs and 
a red-faced expressman deposited a box at 
my door. He was very cross and out of 
breath and demanded a quarter for bring- 
ing itup. Iknew he had ng right tg jt, 
but in my excitement I meekly produced 
my thin little purse and gave it to him. 
Who could have sent me a Christmas 

box? Iam rather short-sighted, and the 
writing of the address was rubbed and in 
distinct, but I immediately thought of my 
country cousins. It was good, kind Char- 
lotte, to be sure, who had remembered me, 
and 1 cut the heavy twine recklessly and 
tore open the paper in quite a glow of 
pleasure. Oh, what a great plum cake! 
And what hosts of rich country jumbles! 
Iate one hungrily as I gloatingly piled 
them on the box cover. Then there were 
rosy apples and a fine roasted chicken. 1 
sat down like a child and ate a bit of him 
atop of a jumble and an apple, and then 
Aunt Barbara came in just as I was taking 
out, triumphantly, a layer of fatbrown 
doughnuts. 
“Just look at what Charlotte has sent 

me, Aunt Barbara!” I cried, waving my 
hand over the profusion of dainties. Fora 
wonder she heard me the first time, and 
sat down, deliberately adjusting her spec- 
tacles. 
“Charlotte, eh?” she said in her slow 

voice, picking up the wrapping paper and 
beginning to fold it mechanically. “It’'sa 
pity you cut the string, Kate. Well, if 
people must take part in this foolery of 
Christmas presents, it’s a good thing when 
they send you something useful, at least— 
Charlotte, you say—"" she went on, stop- 
ping to read the address. Then she took 
off her spectacles ang looked at me 
grimly, 
“Kate Inman, this box is not yours." 
“Not mine!” I said resentfully, “Ishould 

like to know whose, then!” I snatched 
the paper from her hand and putting on 
my eye-glasses I read: “Mr, R, Johnston.” 

I could only sit in the midst of the things 
and gasp. Finally I said: “It is Mrs. Roy's 

to sit he is, and let others do | boarder. Don’t you know, she has a Mr. 
their entertain the multitude, | Johnston come to board with her?” 
The their du Mrs. Roy lived in the flat below us, and 

once more and ors { I remembered her boarders name when 
ride forward, bu eyes of the | She mentioned it, because—just begamse— 
American notes a lac nfidence in 
their actions—that awful bellow 
frozen the marrow in their bones, and 
they fear the coming encounter with 
the fierce demon soon to be let loose. 

If Pedro Vasquez has anything of 
‘the same nervousness about him, woe 
unto the matador when he comes to 
faeces the toro. Patience, and we shall 

*#ee in good time. 

All eyes are bent eagerly and hungri- 

ly on the dsor of the toril, whence 
must issue the second bovine monster, 
It is still clcsed, but {hie alquazil has 
the key In the lock, and awaits the 
signal to whirl the door open, after 

* wbkich he will leap for his life over 
the barrier 

Rob's name was Johuston, too. How I 
used to tease him about hjg plebeian 
ame, > 
“Whose boarder?’ asked Aunt Barbara, 

with her hand at hegear. 
“Mrs. Roy's,” [| shouted, gathering the 

edibles together ruefully an bending the 
chicken's fat legs in my effort to jack hizy 
in as he came, and pouring the doughnuts 
over him, and feeling enough of a child to 
have a good ery 
You see it was all the Christmas I had. 

I tied up the box as best I could and started 
down the stairs with it, crimson with 
mortification tg explain my mistake. It 
was very heavy for me. And I had eaten 
this strange man’s cake and his apple, and 
a bit of Lis chicken’s breast! No, I never 

would coresss that! 
There was a good deal of talk and langh- 

ter in Mrs. Roy's apartment. They were 
jolly, cheerful people. How I prayed the 
man might not be there too! 

I knocked at the door of the private hall, 
and held the heavy box tightly, in my em- 
barrassment. Someone opened the door 
and the voices were hushed iuside. 
The box fell on the floor the doughnuts 

rolled down the hall and 1 do not know 
where the rest of the things weit. 

“Rob!” I eried, starting back. 
“Kate!” that dear old vice said. 
And then he had presence of mind 

enough to shut the door and come out into 
the hall. 

I tried woman-like to recover myself and 
my dignity. 
“I—1 opened your box by mistake,” I ex- 

plained, with an assumed atiempt at hau- 
teur. 
“So I see,” with an amused glance at the 

recumbent chicken and the scattered 
doughnuts. 
“Aud thinking it was mine,” I continu- 

al, “thinking my cousin had sent it, be- 
cause I am short-sighted and did not make 
out the address co 
And I hung my Lead under the light of 

the eves bent on mine, aud then I felt two 
strong arms enfoid me. 

“Oh, Kate, Kate, have we not had 
enough of this? Have we not suffered 
enough fora miserable little quarrel? Are 
you bound to keep it un, darling?” 
“Yes,” I said, and clung tighter to his 

neck. Whatever tiie strong-minded fe- 
male may say, as a s¢X we are not consist- 
ent, I fear. 

“Rob,” I said, after an indescribable 
moment, “I ate one of your jumbles.” 
“You shall have them all.” 
“And an apple.” 

Bob's comment was wordless, but satis- 
factory. 
“And a piece of his breast,” I added, 

gently disengaging one hand and pointing 
to the maltreated fowl with his legs in the 
air. ' 
“Thank God mother never could write 

legibly !" says Bob, holding me closer and 
looking at me as if he would never have 
his fill. **Oh, Kate,” he continues, “what 

a Christmas we shall spend together to- 
morrow, sweetheart !” 

And then Mrs. Roy's voice was heard 
near the door, and he released my hands. 
The sweet bells were pealing the glad 

tidings of great joy to the world when I 
went to bed that night. I stood by the 
window again, looking out over the peace- 
ful day under the starlit sky, and again my 
eyes were dim with tears—tears of happi- 
ness this time. 

For Christmas had brought exquisite 
hope and gladness to two hearts at least in 
“The Plantagenet.” 

Simplicity of Rural France. 

In the French Breton village when the 
hour of Christmas midnight strikes, the 
bell of the church calls the faithful to 
their devotions. They carry lanterns to 
light them on their way. After the mid- 
night mass is said, and as the men and 
women leave the church, they give alms 
to the poor of the locality who are gather- 
at the door. The humble French Christmas 
is thus observed by prayer and almsgiv- 
ing. Both customs are as touching as they 
are simple, and, although not confined to 
France, the ceremony here referred to is 
in no other land more piously and dutiful- 
ly observed. 

Disillusioned. 

“My boy has discovered who Santa Claus 
is,” said Hicks. 
“Well, is he delighted?” asked Dawson. 
“No; he is mad. Hesaysif his own daddy 

is Santa Claus, he thinks it’s pretty poor 
business for Santa Claus to give toys to all 
the children in the world and talk economy 
to him.” 

Double Entendre, 

“Chosen your Christmas present for 
your wife, Batkins?” 
“Yes.” 

“What is it—seal-skin sack?” 
“No. I'm going to pay for her present 

to ma.” 

Christmas in Ye Olden Time, 
Heap on more wood!—the wind is chill; 
But, let it whistle as it will, 
We'll keep our Christmas merry still, 

And well our Christian sires of old 
Loved when the year its course had rolled, 
And brought blithe Christmas back again 
With all his hospitable train. 
Domestic and religious rite 
Gave honor to the holy night: 
On Christmas eve the bells were rung; 
On Christmas eve the mass was sung; 
That only night, in all the year, 
Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear. 
The damsel donned her kirke sheen; 
The hall was dressed with holly green; 
Forth to the wood did merry-men go, 
To gather in the mistletoe. 
Then opened wide the baron’s hall 
To vassal, tenant, serf and all, 
Power laid his rod of rule aside, 
And Ceremony doffed her pride, 

All hailed, with uncontrolled delight, 
And general voice, the happy night 
That to the cottage. as the crown, 
Brought tidings of salvation down, 
The fire, with well-dried logs supplied, 
Went roaring up the chimney wide; ¢ 
The huge hall table’s oaken face, 
Scrubbed till it shone, the day to grace, 
Bore there upon its massive board 
ivo mark to part the squire and lord. 
Then was brought in the lusty brawn, 
By old blue-coated serving man; 
Then the grim boar’s-head frowned on 

high, 
Crested with bays and rosemary. 
Well can the green-garbed ranger tel] 
How, when and where the monster fell; 
What dogs before his death he tore, 
And all the baiting of the boar. 
The wassail round, in good brown bowls, 
Garnished with ribbons, blithely trowels. 
There the huge sirloin reeked; hard by 
Plum-porridge stood, and Christmas pie; 
Nor failed old Scotland to produce, 
At such high tide, her savory goose. 
Then came the merry maskers in, 
And carols roared with blithesome din; 
Jf unmelodious was the song, 
It was a hearty note, and strong. 
Who lists may in their murmuriug see 
Traces of ancient mystery; 
White skirts supplied the masquerade, 
And smutted cheeks the visors made; 
But, oh, what maskers richly dight 
Can boast cf bosoms half so light! 
England was merry England when 
Old Christmas brought his part again, 
"Twas Christmas broached the mightiest 

ale; 
"Twas Christmas told the merriest tale; 
A Christmas gambol oft could cheer 
The poor man’s heart through half the 

year, 

—Sir Walter Scott, Marmion, Canto VL 

A FAIRY TALE. 

Long years ago, one Christmas night, 
When Sh young world was wrapped 1g 

white, 
The wildwood creatures far and near, 
Who all of nature's secrets hear, 
Started with wonder and affright. 

ay, lo! Titania rose in sight, 
nmeshed in frosted golden light, 
Couched on the moon's slow sailing sphesg 

Long years ago. 

And here again the selfsame sprite, 
Incarnate now a damsel slight — 
(The years like snowflakes disappear; 
A cycle passes like a year)— 
Reigns still as by the fairy right— 

Long years ago. 

MOTHER AT CHRISTMAS. 
A Day When Care Should Flee From the 

Hearthstone, 

The blessed Christmas festival is the one 
day in all the year when care should be put 
aside. The ‘‘bad days and sad days” of the 
year that is almost over lie behind us; let 
the very memory of them be banished as 
we prepare to make the feast a joyful one 
to the children around us. What better 
ossession can we give them for their fu- 
Pe lives than the remembrance of hours 
of unclouded happiness in their childhood’s 
home? When they are qld eno TO ap- 
preciate them they will recall \ nex: 
pressible tenderness the sacrifices that 
wera made tq give them pleasure, 
We are so absorbed ig the struggle gf 

living we do not always realize that we 
are making history and that the present 
will soon be the past. The children’s 
future lies, in a great measure, at our 
mercy. We are shaping and moulding it 
day by day by the form we give the pres- 
¢nt. Let a flood of sunshine rest on these 
holidays when they look back on them 
from the heights of toiling manhood or 
suffering womanhood. Let them be able 
to say, “We did have such a good time 
when we were children!” Such memories 
Are a pregious possession that no after 
sorrow can dim, Would pat many a 
mother check the impatient word, and 
many a father hesitate over the hasty 
prohibition, if they remembered that their 
children would not forget them in the 
years to come? 
Perhaps some careworn little mother 

#ill say, “If we could afford it, I could 
give the darlings a perfect day.” It does 

MUNYON 
Eminent Citizens Testify to 
Positive Cures by His Im- 
proved Homoeopathic 

Remedies. 
THE TRUTH FROM HONEST 

PEGPLE. 

Rheumatism, Catarrh, Dyspepsia and 
the most Obstinate diseases Cured 

by These Wonderful Little 
Pellets. 

Ask Your Druscist For MUuNvoN’S GUIDE 

TO HEALTH, SELECT A 25-CENT REMEDY 
AND CURE YOURSELF. 

Mr. John Dougherty, 8 Varien Street, 
Montreal, says : ‘‘For a year and a half I 
suffered severely with rheumatism and 
sciatic pains. My legs were swollen badly, 
bad much pain in my loins and hips, and 
bad to leave my work. I got a bottle of 
Munyon's Rheumatism Cure, took the doses 
regularly, the lumps have all disappeared 
and the pains have all left me. I can now 
do a day's work with any man. It is a good 
thing and a certain cure.” 
Munyon’s Rheumatism Cure seldom fails 

to relieve in one to three hours, and cures 
in a few days. Price 25c¢. 
Munyon’s Dyspepsia Cure positively cares 

all forms of indigestion and stomach trouble. 
Price, 25 cents. 
Munyon’s Cold Cure prevents pneumonia 

and breaks up a cold in a few hours. Price 
25 cents, 
Munyon’s Cough Cure stops coughs, night 

sweats, allays soreness, and speedily heals 
the langs. Price, 25 cents. 
Munyon’s Kidney Cure speedily cures 

pains iu the back, loins or groins and all 
forms of kidney disease. Price, 25 cents. 
Munyon’s Headache Cure stops headache 

in three minutes. Price, 25c¢. 
Munyon’s Pile Ointment positively cures 

all forms of piles. Price, 25¢c. 
Munyon’s Blood Cure eradicates all im- 

purities of the blood. Price, 25¢. 
Munyon’s Female Remedies are a boon 

to all women. 
Munyon’s Asthma Remedies relieve in 3 

minutes and cure perinanently. Price, $l. 
Munyon’s Catarrh Remedies never fail. 

The Catarrh Cure—price 25c.—eradicates 
the disease from the system, and the Ca- 
tarrh Tablets— price 25c.—cleanse and heal 
the parts. 
Munyon’s Nerve Cure is a wonderfu! 

verve tonic. Price, 25 cents. 
Munyon’s Vitalizer restores lost vigor. 

Price, $1. 
A separate cure for each disease. At sll 

druggists, mostly 25 cents a vial. 
Personal letters to Prof. Munyon, 11 & 13 

Albert St., Toronto, answered with free 
medical advice for any disease. 

| en 

not take much money to make children 
happy. The mysteries and surprises which 
delyzht their souls can be achieved with- 
out the expenditure of much more than 
time and patience. Some of the best 
things money cannot buy: and those that 
they will recollect longest may be the 
fruit of their mother’s loving ingenuity. 
The words “Christmas” and “Santa 

Claus” always recall to one family certain 
“eruller ladies,” as they were fondly 
called, which they invariably found in 
their stockings on Christmas morning. 
They were only doughnuts, cut into a 
shape which it required a vivid imagina- 
tion to believe was intended for a woman. 
The voluminous skirts were marked with 
a diamond pattern, imprinted with the 
edge of u knife blade ; but the most artis- 
tic embroidery adorning a masterpiece of 
Worth's could not give more pleasure than 
it did. The masculine counterparts of 
these charming creatures were not as great 
a success. Their legs would break off on 
the slightest pressure, and it was seldom 
that one of them emerged from the stock- 
ing wholly uninjured. It was a carefully 
preserved fiction that Mrs. Santa Claus 
made these delicate creations, and it was 
a matter of wonderment how they were 
transported without breaking, 
Children love to have a finger in the pie, 

and like to help in whatever is going on. 
They are deprived of a great deal of plea- 
sure when everything is done for them and 
nothing remains for them but to enjoy the 
labors of others. They should be encour 
aged to prepare little surprises for one 
another, to assist in decorating the house 
with Christinas everzreens, if they are to 
be had; and, above all, to remember at 
this time the poor and needy. These are 
not those alone that lack this world's 
goods; there are many lonely ones whose 
nearest and dearest have gone and left 
them with few to remember them. To 
these the children can carry Christmas 
cheer. 

It seems as if this birthday, which was 
the beginning of a life of such self-sacrifice 
as the world has never seen equalled, was 
a fitting season to learn the beauty of self- 
denial, and the blessedness of spending 
one’s self in the service of others. Mothers 
must not take all this lesson to themselves. 
Let the children share in it; they will not 
be less happy because they have been gen- 
tly led to be more gourteous, more unself- 
ish, more forbearing in honor of the Christ- 
mas-tide, whose key-note is peace and goaod- 
will. There are those who look back with 
poignant anguish to last Christmas; or 
others further past, when they, too, were 
full of joy. Although personal happiness 
is over there remains the power to bring 
sunshine to some desolate hearth, and to 
find peace in the reflection of its light. 
There is no heart so heavy that it may not 
help to give to others a “Merry Christ 
mas!” 

EL1ZABETH ROBINSON SCOVIL. 

Heard Santa ¢ laus, 

At breakfast Christmas morning Ham- 
ilton pere was just a trifle leaden eved, and 
Mrs. H. had a suspicion of haughtiness and 
reserve about her. 
The juvenile stockings had panned out 

well, ahd Jimmie and Tom were logqua 
cions. 
“We heard Santa Claus, papa,” said 

Jimmie. 
Papa started, and mamma smiled—a 

smile with a whole lot of meaning and 
traces of sarcasm in it. 
“He mage an awful noise and tumbled 

on the stairs,” continued Jimmie. 
The maternal smile widened. 
“Guess it must have been the load he 

carried,” chimed in Tommie. 
And neither of them understood their 

mother’s inscrutable smile, which had 
breadth, length, depth and thickness.— 
San Francisco Examiner, 

Kriss Kringle in Germany. 
In north Germany on Christmas Eve the 

children lay out upon a table under a 
branch of evergreen the gifts for their par- 
ents and then call the latter in. The par- 
ents do the same thing for the children 
upon Christmas Day. The mother alsq : 
talks to the girls in a spirit of counsel, and 
the father acts likewise with the hoys. 
Then, of course, there is Kriss Kringle, 
the familiar and beloved, with his furry 
coat, ruddy face and long white beard, 
whois in some districts represented by 
Rupert, a man engaged by all the parents 
in a village to costume himself in regula- 
tion style and visit all the houses. —Ex- 
change. 

Christmas Proverbs, 

If ice will bear a man before Christmas, 
it will not bear a man afterward. 

If Christmas finds a bridge, he'll break 
it; if he finds none, he'll make one. 
The shepherd would rather see his wife 

enter the stable on Christmas Day thap 
the sun.—Selected. 

a 

CITATION, 
NEW BRUNSWIEK, 

COUNTY OF NORTHUMBERLAND RS, 
To the Sheriff of the Couhtv of Northumberland or 

any constable within the said County, Greeting, 
Whereas Alexander Campbell and David M, Savoy 

executors of the last will and testament of William 
Gray Senior late of the parish of Chatham in the 
County of Northumberland, deceased, have prayed 
that the accounts filed by them of their adminis: 
tration of the said estate may be passed and allow- 
ed and that the said estate may be closed, 
You are therefore required to cite the heirs, next 

of kin, legatees and all others interested to appear 
org me at a Court of Probate to he held at the 

- of the Judge of Probates in apd for the said 
County of Northumberland at Newcastle in the said 
County on Monday the foyrth day of January next 
at ten thirty o’clock jn the forenoon to attend the 
passing a lowing of the said accounts and the 
closing Bp of the said estate, 5 
@iven pader Ry aed and’ the sea] of the said 

Court this pighth day of December in the year of 
our Lord one thousand eight hundred and ninety 
ix, 

; (L. 8.) (Sgd.) SAM THOMSON. 
Judge of Probates, in and for the County of 

Northumberland. 

(Sgd) G, B, FRASER. 
rect of Probates in and for said County, 
12-81. 
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MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MAGHINE WORKS, 
RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B. 

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 
Established 1852 

noted throngh)ut the country. 
All work rersonally supervised, 
Send for estimates before ordering el ewhere. 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order. 

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing. 
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being 

Satisfaction guaranteed. 

JAS. G. MILLER. 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHORE 
NEWSPAPER. 

+ 

- 
PRINTED 

EVERY WEDNESDAY 
EVENING. 

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PA{ABLE iN ADVANCE. 
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 

JOB PRINTING 
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 
MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, NOTES OF HAND, 

MORTGAGES & DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE DRAFTS, 
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS 

TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES, — 
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

JOINT NOTES, 

ly running 

the Province. 

both 

THREE MACHINE PRESSES 
and other requisite plant constant- 

Equipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing office in 

The only Job-Printing office out- 
side of St. John that was awarded 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AT THRE— 

DOMINION AND GENTENNIAL EXH!BIT 
AT ST JOHN IN 1883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

spectacles. 

wearers. 

liable to become seratched. 

every respect. 

so come to the Medical Hall and ba 

Chatham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895. 

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is 
factnred especially for optic purposes, by Dr. CHARLES Barpou’s 
improved patent mathod, and is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not 

The undermentioned advantages are clairned for MacKenzie's 

Ist—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they ASSIST and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunecessary. 
20d—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with an amount of Ease and CoMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by sp:ctacle 

manu- 

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed porfect in 

The long evenings are here and you will want a pair of go>l glass 
properly fitted or no charge. 

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE. 

ASK FOR 

MONARCH 
oteel Wire Nails, 

THEY NEVER LET GO, 
AND TAKE®* NO OT | 

- 

ERS, 
Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made on 

lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment. 

KERR & ROBERTSON, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

N. B.—Ix Stock Axp lo ARRWyE 100 Dozex K. & R. AXES. V
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ADMINISTRATOR'S: 

Dunlap Bros. & Co., 
AMHERST, N. S. 

Dunlap, McKim & Downs, 
WALLACE, N. S. 

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO. 
AMHERST, N. S. 

Established 1866. 
> ' 

DUNLAP GOOKE & C0. 
MERCHANT TAILORS, 

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

AMHERST. 

N. S. 
This firm carries one of the finest selections of Uloths inclnding fine trace. Their cutters and staff of workmen employe 

his establishment has a superior tone and finish 
he prices are right. 

¢ d are the best obtainabla, All inspection of the samples w 

¢il the different makes suitable for 
and the clothing from 
ill convince you that 

NOTICE. 
—_—— ! 

All persons having olaimis against the estate of | 
William Capping late of Chatham, deceased, are | 
required to file the same duly attested with the | 
undersigned, and all persons indebtel to the said | 
estate are required to make immeditte puynent to | 

MRS, WM, CUPPING. | 

from one ot best karmers in the 

FOR SALE 

Good Seed Potatoes 

50 Barrels Goodridges Seed Potatoes 

apply at F
I
S
H
 

Chatham Sept, 1, 1896, | Su
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