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ADVANCE

CHATHAM, NEW BRUNSWICK, AUGUST 30, 1900.

The subscribe. is prepared to furnish
stone for building ~ad other purposes.
Apply to
] L. TWEEDIE,
or at the office of L. J. Tweedie.

@. B. FRASER

AITORNEY & BARKISTER
NOTARY PUBLIC.
-~ AGEN'T FOR THE
ORTE BRITISE

-—AND —
MERCANTILE FIRE INSURANCE-20O.

GAR Do

————

R. A. LAWLOR,
‘ Barrister-At-Law

Sollcitor Conveyancer Notary Public, tte

Chatham, N. B.

Homan & Puddington

SHIP BROKERS AND COMMISSION
MERCHANTS.

pruce Lumber, Laths & Anthracite
Coal.
1a9g BROAD STREET,
Ceor. South Street, - NEW YORK

Correspondence and Consignments
Solicited.

DRS. G.J. & H. SPROUL
SURGEON DENTISTS.

Teeth extracted without pain by the use
of Nitrous Oxide Gas or other Anaes-

thetics.

Artificial Teeth set in Geld, Rubber and
Celluloid. Special attention given te the
preservation and regulating of the natural
teeth. ;

Also g?‘w‘: and Bridge work. All work
every respect.

"3::&;. Chatham, Benson Block. Tele-

phone No. 53.

In Ncmsedo ﬁ Square, eover J.

G. Kethre's Barber Shop. Telephone No.6

Furnaces! Furnaces!!

Wood or Coal which I can furnisb
at Reasonable Prices.

STOV ES

COOKING, HALL AND PARLOR
STOVES at low prices.

Cam—

PUMPS! PUMPS!!

Sinks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamers 1l

very best, also Japanned stamped und

in tinware in endless variety, all o

the best stock, which I will sell low fo:
cash.

A. 0. McLean, Chatham.
IMPROVED PRENISES

,ust arrived and on Sale at

Roger Flanagan’s

Wall Papers, Window Shade-~.
Dry Goods,

Ready Made Clothing,

Gents’ Furnishings,

Hats, Caps,

Boots, Shoes, &c., &c.

Also a choice lot of

GROCERIES AND PROVISIONS

R. Flanagan

ST. JOHN SIREET, CHATHAM

~ Speclacles

The undermentioned advantages are
claimed for MacKenzie's spectacles.
1st—That from the peculiar construction
of the Glasses they Assist and Preserve the
sight, rendering frequent changes un

*end—Tha
and—That they confer a brilliancy and
distinctness of vision, with an amount of
Ease and Comfort not hitherto enjoyed by
le wearers.

3rd—That the material from which the
Lenses are ground is manufactured espec-
ially for optical purposes, by DR. CHARLES

BARDOU's improved patent method, and is
Pure, Hard and Brillr:nt and not liable to

become scratched.

4th—That the frames in whish-t are
set, whether in Gold, Silver or Steel, are
of the finest quality and finish, and guar-
*wfoﬂhmmp«t

R evenings are here and you will

gk
®e sharge.

- J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE,
Chatham, N.B. Sept. 24, 1898.

20 eome to

e properly fitted or

50 YEARS®
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COPYRIGHTS &C.
Anyone sending a sketch and deseription may
SCh o 1s probably pAARcAbIS. - Convmunicr

vention Ommunica-
tions fsmcu ggaﬂde:lv‘.g;?;mbooton Pn&nu
sent free. 2 seeuﬂnz%cwn

Patents taken :gron(h Munn & Co. recelve
special notice, without charge, in the

tific American,

mely illustratéd weekly. [.argest cir-

y of any scientific journal. Terms, $3 a

¢ uong months, $L by all newsdealers,
& Co,2e1eroever. Ney York

, 8256 F 8t., Washington, D. C.

AN IRISHMAN'S WEJGH.

An Irishman, on weighing his pig,
exclaimed, It does not weigh so mach
as I expecled, and 1 never thought it
would. ‘ ’ [

I bk ik

B,!ilding Stone.

~ MIRAMICH! FOUNDRY

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORK->
Chatham, N. B.

- " PP

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK,

PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery of all kinds .
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished complete.

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

CAIN DIES.
Iron Fipe Valvesand¥ittings
Of All Xinds.

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON APPLICATION.

ASK FOR

MONARCH
Steel Wire Nails,

THEY NEVER LET GO,
AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

NS NSNS

KERR & ROBERTSON,
SAINT JOHN N. B.

N. B.—IN Stock AND To ArRRrIVE 100 DozeEN K. & R. AXEs.

—

Miller’s Foundey & Machine Woeks

RITCHIE WHARF, - - - 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. Satisfaction guaranteed. Send
for estimates before ordering elsewhere.  Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe,
etc., in stock and to order.

##TUG BOATS, STEAM YACHTS and other Crafts bunilt to Order
Our Marine Slip has a Capacity for Vessels up to 100 Tons.
Repairs effected with quick dispatch.

Jas. G-. Millex

Paints, Oils, Varnishes and Hardware

o

Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated

Weathex» and Watexrprx»oof
THE BEST EVER MADBE.

School Blackboard Paint.

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing.

Graining Colors, all kinds.

Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades.

Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Gold Paint.

Stains, Walnut, Oak, Cherry, Mahogany, Rosewood, Floor Paints
Weather and Waterproof.

Kalsomine, all shades.

7 bb's. English Boiled and Raw Qil, Pure.

1 ¢ Turpentine.

100 Kegs English White Lead and Colored Paints.

1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Qil.

Ready-Mixed Metallic Roofing, 92 per cent. Iron.

10 Kegs 100 1bs. each, Dry Metallic Roofing, 92 per cent. Iron.

Paint and White Wash Brushes.

Varnisues, Elastic Oak, Carriage, Copal, Demar, Furniture Hard Oil
Finish, Pure Shellac, Dri rs.

Jointers’ 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 Paper.

75 Kegs Wire Nails,

30 Boxes Window Glass.
20 Kegs Horse Shoes,
10 Tons Refined Iron.
Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers, Grindstones, Grind-
stone Fixtures.

15 Boxes Horse Nails,

Clothes Wringers, Daisy Churns,

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Screen Doors, Window
Screens, Green Wove Wire, Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter Scales,
Weigh Beams, Steelyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder and Fuse,
Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive from Belgium 35 Single
and Double Barrel Breach Loading Guns.

Barber's Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordions,
Violins, Bows and Fixings.

Farming Tools, All KXinds,

Mower Sections, Heads, Knife Heads, Mower Section Guards,
Rivets, Oilers.

Our Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and
to0 numerous to mention.

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
this by calling.

The GOGGIN HARDWARE STORE, CHATHAM,

A MUSICAL FAMILY.

A gentleman of decided and highly
cultivated musical tastes, wishing to
change his residence, advertised fory
rooms in “a private family fond of
music.” The next mail brought him
the following reply :

Dear Sir* 1 think we caould accom-
modate you with rooms, and as for
music, one of my daughters plays the
parlor organ and gittar; anather one
plays the accordeon and banjo; I play
a cornet and fiddle; my wife plays the
harmonica, and my son the flute. We
all sing, and If you are goad at ten-
ner singing you would fit right in
when we get ta singing gospel hymns
evenings, for none of us sing ten-
ner. Or if you play the base vial we
have one right here in the house. If
you want music as well as board we

could accommodate you, and there
would be no extra charge for it.

WE DO——

“Job Printing

Letter Heads, Note Heads, Bill Heads,
Envelapes, Tags, Hand Bills.

0—o0—o

PPintmg For Saw Mills

&WA OPROIALYY
—0—0

WE PRINT—

ON WOOD, LINEN, COTTON, ON
PAPER WITH BQUAL PACILITY,
SOCome and eee our Work and
campare it with that of

uuﬁiii Advanee Job Priating Offco

CHATHAM, NEW BRUNSWICK.

CHAPTER, I

Kenneth Maybin, somewhere about
the middle of the long line, found him-
self, suddenly drawn, dancing, into
| a high, arched doorway, and along a
lamp-lit corridor with raftered ceil-
ing, stone pavements and stuccoed
walls.

To the stranger, fresh from his
prosaic matter-of-fact existence in a
distant State, the experience was be-
wildering. Hurried out of the hotel
dining-room half an hour earlier by
| his old college-chum, Gaston Lorio, he
| had been plunged without a moment’s
warning into a new and strange
' world.

ing him rapidly along
street under the shadow of overhang-

quarter of New Orleans about which
you others are so curious. Myself,
I prefer Paris. Or even New York!”
he added gayly. “But you may not
stop to sniff the must and mould of
it now, Kenneth. Come on, old man.
They are waiting for us.”

“They! Who " demanded Kenneth,
pausing to stare up at the twin tow-
ers of the Cathedral outlined against
a tender sky.

As he spoke, the expectant group,
numbering some twenty-five or thir-
ty young people of both sexes, station-
ed in theslitlike alley of St. Antoine,
opened with a noisy welcome, and
closed around the newcomers. May-
bin’s half-comprehending ears drank
in eagerly the soft babble of foreign
speech which assailed his guide, while
he bowed right and left in response
to rapid introductions.° A moment
later, marshalled by Lorio himself;
they went sweeping down Royal
Street.

“What is it, may I ask, Mademoi-
selle? Where are we going?’ He
put the question awkwardly, trying
to frame the French syllables with
grammatical exactness.

“My brother, Gaston, then, has not
informed you ?” smiled his companion.
“It is the Epiphany—Twelfth Night,
you know. And we go to cut a
King's cake at my cousin, Miss Le
Breton’s.” The slight twist of her
Creole tongue added a piquant flavor
to her English.

“Oh!” Kenneth breathed more
freely, his Ollendorf slipping, like
Christian’s burden from his shoulders,
as they sped on in the wake of the
others.

And so it was that at length a
high, arched door had swung open,
hand had caught hand, the human line
had uncoiled its swaying length, a gay
chorus had burst upon the night air,

farandole along the flagged corridor,
across the moonlit court, up a erooked
stair, and into the vast salon above,

The stranger, having been passed
| ceremoniously around the circle
‘of elders, was brought at length to
the orphaned chatelaine of the
house.

“Miss ILe Breton, Mr. Maybin, Od-
ette, this is my old friend, Kenneth
Maybin. Make him welcome.”

Kenneth’s eyes were still dazzled by
the sudden blaze of gaslight; his
mind was confused by the variety of
novel impressions crowded into it.
But the mere sight of the young girl
before him restored him with some-
thing like a physical shock to himself.
She was so different, he naively de-
cided, from all other women in the
world !

A slender, dainty figure, robed all
in purest white; gray eyes with long,
dark lashes, dusky hair falling over
her forehead, and giving her, some-
how, the innocent, startled look of
the blooded colts in his father’s pas-
ture at home—this is as far as Ken-
neth ever got in a description of Od-
ette Le Breton.

He guided her hand boldly when it
came her turn to cut a slice from the
great brown, shining, hollow ring of
a King cake on the dining-tabley
“Here ?"" she questioned, with a side-
long glance at him from her luminous
eyes.

“No, here,” he replied, moving her
white and supple wrist ever so slight-
ly with his brown fingers. Truth
to tell, his keen eyes had detected
a suspicious bulge in the porous ring.
His heart was beating painfully, he
could not have told why, as she press-
ed the knife downward, catching her
under lip bet ween her white teeth and
frowning portentously,

Sure enough, there was the bean!
She held it in the rosy palm of her
hand, letting her gaze travel slowly
around the laughing circle which
pressed about her. Kenneth did not
understand the pretty game, but he
trembled visibly, feeling that all his
futuré depended upon some decision
which a girl, barely known to him by
name, was about tao make.

“Come, little oousin, choose me!"
shouted Gaston, darting around the
table to joggle her elbow.

“Jook at me, Odette. I am the
man,” laughed another tenth or twen-
tieth cousin.

“Non! Non! Moi! Moil”

e 4 B % A chorus of gay voices,
young and old, caught up the cry with
clapping of hands and stamping of
feet.

Kenneth grew absolutely pale. His
nostrils dilated ; his blue eyes flashed
a defiant look around and fixed them-
selves upon the flower-like face before

him. “Choose me, Odette,” he heard
himself murmur with unconsiouss
lips. ;

Odette flushed to the roots of her
hair. She, too, glanced defiantly
from one to anothed in the shrieking,
teasing circle ; then she took the tro-
phy—a heart-shaped, wine-dark sea-
beanbetween a dainty thumb and
forefinger and dropped it lightly in
Kenneth’s outstretched palm.

“lI make you my King, Monsieur,”

HIS (UEEN.

“Yes,” Gaston had remarked, steer—i
the narrow |

ing galleries, “this is indeed that old |

| think of it.

and Lorio was leading the breathless

she said with a sweeping curtsy. !

‘When their boisterous subjects,!
 circling dance, finally left them in§
ed his Queen—ireading om air !'—down |

fumed courtyard. They sat on a
stone bench there listening, ostensi-
bly to Chicot, Odette’s mocking-bird,
singing in his cage upon one of the
rose-wreathed balconies.

“And I am really your King ?” whis-|
pered Kenneth, longing yet not daring
to take into hig own the little white
hand on her knee.

é “But you pay for your royalty, Ken-
| neth, my boy,” cried Gaston, who had
' stolen upon them unperceived.

“The universe itself ——" began May-
' bin fervently.

“Oh, the price is not so costly! You
simply plan for your Queen, within
the month, some little fete in return
for your Royal honors——"

“But, I may keep the bean?” de-
manded KXenneth, turning to his
white-robed companion. :

She nodded assent, blushing again
| under his direct gaze.
| “I shall keep my Queen also!” he
prophesied exultantly wunder his
breath. This, indeed, seemed likely
enough. His wooing, so boldly begun,
proceeded thenceforward with a dash
and a persistency which took his own
breath away whenever he paused to
The month sped like a
lightning flash.

“He has the ardor of his twenty-
two years, this young American,” com-
mented one of the gray-bearded uncles
to Grande Cousine, the stately maiden
lady who presided over Le Breton
mansion. And he sighed, a little en-
viously.

““She has the heart of her eighteen
summers,” responded Grande Cous-
ine with a soft, fluttering suspira-|
tion.

Twenty-two and eighteen were at
that moment pacing the prim walks
of the court below in the falling dusk.

The supreme hour had struck. They
were discussing the final arrange-
ments for the little return fete which,
the same evening, was—nominally—to
end the King’s brief reign.

“But I shall keep the bean, you
know,” he said.
“Yes.” She returned, faintly, the|

significant pressure of his hand. Both
knew in their hearts that he would
also keep his Queen.
Alas! the Cup and the Lip!
Chicot, facetiously known as the
Queen’s Fool, was singing in his cage
on the rose-wreathed balcony. His

song, rapturously exultant, might
have been an epithalamium. It was
a knell!

“I wish——" said Kenneth, pausing

| abruptly—“I wish Chicot would stop
| his noise! Icannot hear myself talk.”

“But, Kenneth,” murmured Odette,
tenderly reproachful, “Chicot is my
bird !"

“I do not care,” returned Kenneth,
half in fun, yet half nettled, too; “I
would like to tie his head up in a
towel, or choke him with one of my
guitar strings!”

“Mr. Maybin! How you ought to
be ashamed!” guasped Chicot's mis-
tress, releasing her hand from her
lover’s clasp and moving away from
him.

Needless to set down the extrava-
gant steps by which the foolish quar-
rel climbed to its explosive conclus-
ion.

“Do you mean to tell me, Mademoi-
selle,” demanded Kenneth at length,
pale with unaccustomed wrath, “that
you prefer your fool of a Chicot to
me "’

“I certainly do, Mr. Kenneth May-
bin,” retorted Odette; “and I regard
you,” she added deliberately, “as no
bet ter—than—an—assassin !”

“Then, Miss Odette Le Breton, let
me say good-by—forever!”

His flying footsteps sounded along
the tunnel-like corridor. The next
moment the street door opened, and
closed with a reverberating bang.

“Mon cher Chicot. Tresor de mon
coeur,” murmured Odette, lifting a
pallid face toward the hidden cage and
pressing a white hand against her
slender throat.

“It is I who am the Queen’s Fool,”
laughed Kenneth bitterly, as he sped
northward in the railway train at the
very hour set for the Queen’s fete.

G

CHAPTER IL

Five years later Kenneth Maybin
strolled once more down the quaint
street by which he had first entered
the French Quarter. This time it was
in broad daylight, and this time, by
reason of many journeyings about the
world and much prying into strange
places, his interest in the dim corri-
dors with their glimpses of Edenlike
gardens beyond, the mysterious jeal-
ousied galleries, and the many-colored
peaked roofs, was somewhat abated.

A casual inquiry had put him in pos-
session of the information that his
sometime friend, Gaston Lorio, had
been living for a couple of years in
his beioved Paris; and that the Le
Breton family had suffered financial-
ly from the failure of a local bank.
Concerning his sometime sweetheart
he needed no information. A newspa-
per received within six months after
that absurd parting in the dusky Le
Breton courtyard had contained the
announcement of Mademoiselle Le
Breton’s marriage to Monsieur Henri
Dansereau ; and the notice of the de-
parture of Monsieur and Madame
Henri Dansereau for their new home
in France.

The wound  inflicted by this an-
nouncement, he assured himself, had
long since healed. Nevertheless he felt
a distinct pang, when, passing the fine
old Le Breton mansion, he saw swing-
ing from the wrought-iron railing of
the veranda a square carboard bear-
ing the legend :

“ Chambres garnies a louer.”
(Furnished Rooms to Rent.)

| proper respect for Chicot.”

He hurried omn with omne furtive

D. G. SMITH, EDITOR & PROPRIETOR
TERMS—-$1.00 a Year, in Advance

———

| glance down the familiar corridor, for | couched in the politest ‘language, but

the arched door stood wide open. The setting forth plainly the grievance of

. breathless with mock compliment and | greenery in the court was dusty and | the

forlorn; a slatternly looking woman

was sitting on the stone bench where

ette. The paths where he had walked
that last night with his Queen were
strewn with unsightly debris.

“ What an idiotic youngster [ was!”
he muttered smilingly, yet strangely
stirred. ““ Dear little Odette, I hope
she is happy. And I sincerely trust
that Monsieur Henri Dansereau has

He was in search of lodgings himself
baving come South to study the ins
and outs of a complex will case which
bad its roots in New Orleans. But he
bad no mind to lodge with the mem-
ory of a lost love—vague and shadowy
though it had become ; nor with some

denuded, shabby genteel Le Breton—‘

perhaps, he shuddered, Grande Cou-
sine herself !

He found precisely the place he
wanted ; the topfloor of a tall house
in Royal Street, a stone’s throw from

| writer, He watched the mess-
renger hand this to Mrs. Baxter herself,

' peace, the newly made King—follow=' with a pan of vegetables on her knee | and saw the portly form of that high-

| turbaned dame disappear, with stride

the century-old stair and into the per-| he had sat that first night with Od- | majestic, down the corridor, as if con-

| Scious of the importance of her er-
| rand.

Absolute inaction on the part of
the roomer, with increased volubility
on the part of the bird.

A second note, frigid, stiff, peremp-
tory, threatening. Result, the same;
which is to say, no result at all.

Maybin by this time had worked
himself into a frenzy which amounted
almost to madness. A fellow-lawyer,
listening to the recital of his wrongs,
laughed :

“Madam, you are charged here with

the Cathedral and the ancient building
beside it where the court records of a
century and a half are stored. There
was a small court-yard below, half
filled with a mossy cistern and a ram-
shackle bench, and a pleasant outlook
upon a mass of flowering geraniums,
in a dormer-window which jutted like
a gray hood from the roof of a house
Jjust across the street. He took pos-
session at once.

“ I shall get on capitally here,” he
decided, looking over at the Cathedral
towers and hearing vaguely the dis-
tant bum, like wind-stirred forest
leaves, of children’s voices in the con-
vent school near by. * I shall look up
data during the mornings and write

violating an ordinance prohibiting

' the keeping of a mocking-bird,” said

Recorder Nolan a day. or two later.
He looked from the affidavit in his
band to the colored lady dressed in
guine-blue calico, witha white waist,
apron, and a plaid chignon—Mrs. July
Ann Baxter, in short, who sat on a
benchi in the ecrowded court-room,
balancing a large bird cage on her
knee. “What have you to plead to
the charge ¢’

Mrs. Baxter stood up, resting the
cage upon her hip ; the mocking-bird
within, thus haled to the bar of jus-
tice, maintained a discreet silence.

“'Fo’ de Lawd, Jedge, I ain’ guilty !’
said Mrs. Baxter, visibly flustered. “I
been raise’ in Copiah County, Mis-ippi,

my brief o’ nights.” ‘
But he calculated without that un- |
known quantity which is said to lurk
behind all human reckoning.
The same night he seated himself

at a table, spread out before him the |

fair pages of legal cap, dipped his pen
in the inkstand,—and pushed his chair
back with a frown of annoyance.

A mocking-bird somewhere in the
neighborhood had begun to sing.

To others listening in holiday mood,
for the time was hard upon Christ-
mas, the song was a flood of melody
tender, wooing, joyous, sad—a cap-
tive’s song of the green wood, and
of his forgotten mate calling from her
nest in the dew-scented magnolia tree;
a passionate love-lilt, varied by mus-
ical andgmischievous imitations, of a
dog’s bark, the thump of the police-
man’s staff on the banquette, the call
of the milkman, the long-drawn cry
of the praline woman.

To Maybin it was simply noise ; bru-
tal, insistent, outrageous. He had
never liked mocking-birds since—but
no matter!

He arose with an angry ejaculation,
and looked out of the window. The

-offender, as he had instantly divined,

was swinging in a huge cage,—May-
bin could see the outlines of it plain-
ly—in the dormer-window opposite. He
slammed his own blinds ostentatious-
ly and went to hed, work for that
night being impossible.

Work at any time was out of the
question, or 8o, at least, the irritated
lawyer decided, during the days which
folloaved. The mocking-bird, first on |
the ground, was evidently there to
stay—and to conquer. His exasperat-
ing performances began with unfail-
ing regularity a little before nightfall
each day, and continued throughout
the livelong night, now enveloped in
the effulgent glory of a waxing moon;
while Maybin’s hard-sought notes ac-
cumulated the legal cap gathered
dust, and dust only, on its pristine
purity, and his always-impetuous tem-
per steadily rose.

At length, after some four or five
days of constant feeding, the temper
reached a white heat. Move ? Never !
He liked his quarters, he had a most
important brief to write, he needed
at least ordinary quiet—that infernal
bird should be hushed!

Rich, successful, imperious, Mr.
Kenneth Maybin was unused to being
balked in his desires. One morning
he descended his stair, crossed the
street, and rang at the enemy’s door.
So far as be knew, the enemy was in
sole possession ; he had never caught
so much as a glimpse of any other
inmate of the dormer-windowed room.
or of the house itself.

His ring was answered by afat old
negress with a shrewd, good-humored
face.

“How do you do, Auntie?’ began
Maybin with easy familiarity. “I wish
to see the lady of the house.” He hand-
ed her his visiting-card as he spoke.

“Yes, suh,” she bobbed an old-time
plantation “curchy,” “U’'m de lady of
de house. Mis’ July Anna Baxter, suh.”
She had the rich, unctuous voice of
the plantation darky.

“Oh!” Maybin gasped for breath.
“Then I suppose, Mrs.—eh—Baxter,

that the bird on the top floor is
yours "’
“No, suh. I keeps roomers. Dat

mockin’-bird is de propitty o' one o’
my roomers.

“Very well, Mrs. Baxter. Please pre-
sent my compliments to the roomer—a
lady? I thought so—and tell her
that the bird’s noise is extremely an-
noying to me. I shall be infinitely
obliged if she will remove bird and
cage to another part of the house.”

Mrs. July Ann Baxter opened her
lips to speak, but Maybin was already
recrossing the street. She looked after
him, shaking her head indignantly.

“Hump!” she ejaculated, “dat’s a
mighty high-jinted pusson. Mek lak
he de marster. But he ain’t marster-
in’ July Ann Baxter. An’ I ain’t gwine
ter tell her nothin’! Hump I

And so it befell that the mocking-
bird sang on unmolested in his ger-
anium bower, while his baffled foe
ramped and roared in vain for a day
or two longer; then the lawyer sent
over to the invisible roomer a note

mongs de quality; an’ I’ clar’ ter
goodness I'll drap in my tracks ef I
hatter go to jaili You ain’ gwine ter
sen’ me ter jail, is you, Jedge? Dish
yer mockin’-bird ain’ my propitty, no-
how. ’Sides, ef any biggaty, high-
Jinted, masterin’ pusson’—she cast a
withering glance at Maybin — “doan’
lak music, whyn't he change his bo’d-
in'-house? Why, Jedge, honey,” Mrs,
Baxter’s rich voice became tenderly
persaasive, “dish yer mockin’-bird kin
sing fitien ter lif’ up yo’ soul when
you gits low in de vallew o’ sorrer an’
tribullatium.”

“The bird is not yours ?” interrupted
Recorder Nolan.

“No, suh. Hit b’'longs ter one o’ my
roomers. I rippresent her in dishi yer
case, ['m ler garjeen. She ain’ been
able ter come ter co'te——"

“Why ¢ demanded the Judge grave-
| 1y

“Becaze, in de fust place, she’s a ole
pusson. An’ she’s lame in bofe her
laigs an’ she’s blin’® in befe her
eyes. ’'Sides, she’s a lady bawn, dat’s
what she is, an’ she ain’ gwine ter be
drug ter co’'te by no common, low-
down ly'ars—'seusin’ o' you, Jedge,
honey I

The onlookers roared; Maybin him-
self joined in the laugh at his own ex-
pense. His fury was fast melting in
the humor of the situation. He step-
ped forward to withdraw the charge;
but the Judge waved him back and
proceeded solemnly in the exposition of
the ordinance. This, he declared, said
nothing about mocking-birds, except
as might or might not be constructive-
ly construed.

To Be Continued.
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NUREMBERG TOYS.

The Industry Has Disappeared From the
East End of London.

The quaint town of Nuremberg, in
South Germany, has become the prin-
cipal toy factory of Europe. The best
wooden toys come from the Black For-
est, where peasants carve them from
white pine and put them together
during the long winter nights; and
the costliest wax dolls are fashioned
in Paris; but there is hardly anything
else in the wonderland of childhood
that is not made in the dreamy medi-
eval town of Nuremberg.

When Dickens wrote his novels,
there was a large toy industry in the
East End of London, and it did not
escape the keen eye of that
close observer. If he were now living,
he would find it difficult to find traces
of a craft which suggested some of
the most charming scenes of his
stories.

The London toy-makers have disap-
peared. Dolls may still be dressed
there for English nurseries, but they
are no longer made in England.

The bulk of the so-called French
dolls, which are sold all over the
world, come from Nuremberg, where
the toy-makers have mastered the art
of jointing arms and legs and of
extracting musical squeaks and plain-
tive cries from contracted waists. The
old town is also the headquarters of
the European trade in Noah's arks,
lead and tin soldiers, and all the stan-
dard metal and wooden toys.

For many years the best mechanical
toys were made either in London or in
America. London has lost this trade en.
tirely. The shops of Paris and London
are now stocked with steam-engines,
magnetic toys and mechanical play-
things from Nuremberg and Vienna.

In the old churches of Nuremberg
are to be found wonderful examples
of the medieval art of wood-carvers
and metal-workers. These famous
handicrafts, which were created for
the adornment of churches, survive in
the toy trade.
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GETS SOME RELIFE.
Doean’t your husband’s insomnia get
any better?
No; the only sleep he ever gets is

when I think I hear a burglar down.
stairs.

BETTER THAN MARRIAGE.
Married yet, old man?
No; but I'm engaged, and that’s as
good as married.
It’s Letier, if you only knew it,

Canada Hoﬁé-éi

Corner Watepr ard St. John Sts,

Chatham.
LARGEST HOTEL IN CHATHAM

Every attention paid to

THE COMFORT OF GUESTS

Loca!ed in the business centre of the town
Stabling and Stable Attendance first-rate

Wm, Johnston,

Proprietor

The Factory

JOH N~ McDONALD & CO.

(Successors to George Cassady.)

Manufacturers of Doors, Sashes,Mouldings
—AND—

Builders’ Furnislings generally.
Lumber Planed and Matched to order

BAND AND SCROLL-SAWINC(:..

Stock of Dimension and other Lumbe:
constantly on hand.

East End Factory, Chatham, N. L.

.Insurance.

“Have ’em arrested, man! Bring
the whole kit d e: i : _
e e e T

The laugh was provoking; it proved N?;;%?S:L
to be the last straw, the surcharging ‘LO\’D-O\” % LANCASHIRE
feather, the turning hair. For the sec. LAA\'C:\SKHIIQF: ; :
ond time in his life Mr. Kenneth May. ETNA g ’
bin lost his head. Stz

HARTFORD,

NORWICH UNION,
PHC(ENIX OF LONDON.,
MANCHESTER.

Mrs. Jdas. G. Miller.

Mark You !

We have the BEST Studio, BEST
assistants and the largest and most

varied EXPERIENCE, and use only
the BEST materials and therefore
produce the

Best Photocraphs.

Whether our patrons be RICH or
POOR we aim to please every
time.

—IF YOU WANT-—

Picture Frames
Photographs or
Tintypes

Come and See Us.

Mersersan’'s Photo Rooms

Water Str~9t, Chatham.

W00D GOODS !

WE MANUFACTURE & HAVE
For Sale
Laths

Paling

Box-Shooks

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

THOS, W. FLEET,
Nelson.

———p—

—THE—

Medical - Hall

BATH GLOVES
And MITTS
SPONGE S

A Beautiful Line of

Toilet Soaps

i"rom Five Cenws to Oue Dollar pe.
Cake

Just Arrived
—AT--

Mackenzie’s Medical Hall

CHATHAM, N

Headquarters

The Headquarters for Drugs, Patent
Medicines and Toilet articles is at
the

NEWGCASTLE DRUG STOR =

We have on and now, as usual, a

Large & Fresh Supply

of the different Mulsions, Liniments,

Cough Syrups, Tonics, Dyspepsia,

Rheumatic, Kidney, Asthma, -
and Catarrh Cures.

ALSO A LARGE STOCK OF

Tooth Brushes, Hair Brushes, Combas,
Tooth Powders and Pastes, Perfumes
and Soaps.

Our perfumes and soaps are the finest in
town, and as we have a very large assort-
ment of Soaps, we will offer them at spec-

ial prices.
We aiso call your attention to our Cigars,
Tobacce Pouches, Cigar and Cigarette

Holders, eotc.
NEWCASTLE DRUG STORE.

E, L, STREET Proprister,

MACKENZIE'S

QuinineWi ne
and Iron

THE BEST TONIC AND

—BLOOD MAKER-

500 Bottles
We Guarantee it as

Mackasie's Modioal Eal

m- No ' '




