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A CSIK’'STIHAH STORY.

BY AGNES CARS SAGE

Mibb Hanford * little viluge shop looked
unusu.llv fusta just before Christ nas, with
its strings of oho ;.p, but brightly painted tin
tevs, its gay cards-, and wonr'arful d'splay
of .voisted work, to say no hiog of the evor-
grenn bush that adorned ths wmd-w, liui-g
mwith a variety ot tinsel i.rnama >ts that glit-
tered like Bilver and goM whenever the sun
struck them. To-day, howv r, no flatter
ing sunbeam dwnes that «*y, for old Sol
ha« hid ;n bis f.iico bsaeith * heavy gray
veil, aud a hick snov is falling quietly but
steadi y, as though it liist-.nt business, and
Misa flanfo-'d’s t c1lis al most as gloomy as
the skv overliea-i, while she m loh>hcrowi Ib.
and sola ts eadlea for pretty Mrs Pulsifer,
the Doctors wife. — "It wiil be a white
Christmas nfter all,” says that ohe*-ry little
woman, whil the materials to complete her
huaoan I’s slioper case, are being tied up,
“ uFh'V.h, thev do soy, isbad for the doctors ’

“Ym ; ‘A green Oorietnias m.k>s a fat
churchyard;” and no mistake,” tighs Mias
Hanford.

“Any sortcf Chri-toiis makea a fat pocket-
book for you. | suppose,” laughs M 8. Pul-
si'ur.— “Notthisyear Tne new shop with
plate glass windows, up the street, has cut
into my trade sa ly ; bat, thank the Lord,
Tom Tucker and I don’t n>ed much, ’ and
Miss Hanford pitted a big black and white

cat dozing ou ou® end of thy couiittr. 5%Xcls
sort o’ lonesome, though, livin’ all al ine,
spiciall  about Ch'iatmia SometimeB |

git dreadful blue, mi'tdown iu the mouth.”
—“No wonder, poor thing!’ r.joins Mrs.
[Msifer, sympathetically. “You ought t>
have my thr-e young logues; you’d never
have time to be dull, then. Bat, goodbye;
| mustn't chatter another minute; all the
oddments for the stockings are t >bo bought
yet ”

e That’s it!” exclaimed Mib+4 Hanford, as
the ahop-'loor shut with a slam “That's
jestitl I man old maid, and ought to be
used to livin alone, dear knows | but Christ
maa* aeemB to stir un all the sociable fuebn's
in my nature, and I’d a’'most be willin' to
give the trade, th m plate-glass windows
hev left me, to heva leetle critter to cuddle
up, and make just such ’a Christmas’ for. as
Cy and | used to h«v, when wowwe young-
sters, | itil - old red fami-houso. iom Tuck
ker, why ain’t you a baby ?’ to which pussy
oe)v responded by a blink of his grean eyes,
and p r ed harder than ever.

“Tinkle-tinkle 1’ rang the shop-bell, and
two ey**sappnamd on a level with the count-
er, su m unted by a shock of shaggy hair,
and a shrill v,ico piped, “Please, M.ss Han-
ford, ma sent me over lor a three-cant loaf,
ani wants to know if you will trust her a
few d»ya longer.” The little country store
wnsve'v mixed in its contents, and kept
br a5and cake as well as toys and worsteds.

“Hey listhatyou Patsey Batt 1 Tell me,
Patsny, my child, how a your poor, sick pa
to dn.v ?”

“Very bad 1 Ma, she’sben up with him
all night, and 'most cr ed her eyeB out ’

“Then you won’t hev muoh of a Christmas
inyo"r bouao, to-morrow?”

“No ; ma says, Santa ClauBsent word | e
couldn’t crmi this year and a big Bob
chok'd the child's utterance.

“Poor little critters !” mutte ed Miss Han-
ford, under whose rather stiff exterior beat
tho kindest heart in the world “There,
you ts-ke this soed cake over to your ma,
with my compliments,” and as the tiny girl
opened her mouth to express her thanks, she
popped in a sugar plum, and laughed heart-
ily at th? amazed face that nodded good bye,
Mid dieaipea'ed across the read.

“It’s mighty curious, how queer things are
arranged in this v.-orld !” soliloquized Miss
H#nford : “Not that Tws.nt to question the
ways of Providence ; butthere is Mrs, Batt,
with four youligaters, and notso much as a
peppermint-drop to put in their stockings;
au” here am T, with a lot of knick-knacks
gittin’stale oil my hands (thanks to them
plate glaBB windows,) and pinin' to make a
ChrietmsB’ for somebody, and not a kith nor
kin belongin' to me, that | know ot, for if
brother Cy. had aben in the flesh, he'd a
turned up like a bad pen vy, long before this,
surely ! It’sa mystery, and n> mistake 17

Atthat moment her eye fell upon a card
ljinz on the top of a pile of pisteboard sou
venirs, and took itup. It represented a
laly and ohild feeding a flock of robins, and
below was printed, “At Christmas, open
wide thy heart ”

“That’s purty I’ said Misa Hanford. It
makes mf think ef the Christmas sheaf we
used to hang out for the birds. They were
no kith nor kin. and if to birds, why not to
Batts ? Yes. I'll do it I and the happy
thought fairly irradiated the rugged face,
even as the gleam of sunlight thrst just then
shne through arift in the clouds made the
tinsel ornaments in the window sparkle an i
Bl'tter iike a hundred Christmas
The new idea was more fully developed thit
evening over Miss Hanford’s solitary cup of
tea and plate of hot buttered toast in the
wee parlor back of the shop, while Tom
Tucker sat by, like his namesake, “singing
for his supper ” and keeping up a duet with
the kettle that hummed and spluttered on
the stove, and to the good woman their song
seemed to be,

Christmas comes but once a year,
But when it comes it brings good ohser.

candleB.

And when tl\e rush of Christmas Eve busi-
ness was over, the shutters barred, and the
quiet of night had desoended upon the little
snow-bound village, the evergreen was re-
moved from the window to the back parlor
and made more gorgeous than ever with red,
white, and blue tapers, cornuoopias, and a
veritable St. Nicholas, with reindeer aud
pack

“1 feel 'most as if | was makin’ it for ODe
of my own,” said Miss Hanford, as she sur-
veyed the leault of her labors and tied on
her nightcap ; and there was a happy glow
ather heart as she said her prayerB and went
to bed. that lasted Into the Christmas dawn
and all throughout the Bervice in the old,
gray, vine-covered church, although few had
wished he? the season's greetings and no gift
graoed her lonely morning board.

The overland express from the Pacific
Coast, comes steaming and thundering along
over a wide, snowy expanse of flat oountry,
and draws up with a snort at a desolate lit-
tle wooden station, standing almost alone in
tiie middle of a great prairie. Eager pas-
sengers orowd to doors and windows, glad of
anything to break the monotony of their
long journey, and the sightthat meets their
eyes is novel enough to keep them there. A

group of miners in rough attire, with bronz
cd f'C san lunkempt beards, are clustered
about a little girl of someeightor cine years,
clad in a costume strange to the petted
darlir.gs of fashion, but warm and comfort
able for th t bitter winter weather. A
gown of coarse sotu’ev flannel, such aBmen s
shirtB are formed of. and a rudely fashi ned
fur coat and cap, made by loving but unskill-
ful fingers Nothing, however, can mar the
winsome beauty of the little maid, whoso
eves are dewy with tears asshe clings round
the neck of one of the m'-n, and holds up her
lips, to be kissed by all the others.

“You will look fter my little gal, and
take hor safe,” says the tall man who holds
her, with a break in his voice, to the con
duc'or, as he presses a generous fee into his
iiand.

“And give her the very beat of every-
thing,” puts in another, while he draws a
s'‘eeve acr- sa h!seyes; “no hin’, | reckon, is
too good fo' our Nugget.”

“Tho luck of tha camp will g'; with "fter,
I'm afraid,” groans another ; and then the
tngine blows the oigna’ for departure, and
amid soba and hand shakes the child is lift-
ed to the platfo m and waves farewell, while
tbe grouo of men shout, “Givi the little 'un
a send-off—Hurrah ! for ths fiiagget of Gold
Ore Camp 1" and loud cheers awaken tho
echoes aa ths conductor enters the Pullman
car, lea-ing the wee girl by the hand.

The passengers are deeply interested and
crowd round, to inquire the history of tho
new-comer. ‘ She i- notexactly a passenger,”
says tha gentlemanly ofhoial, “aBshe is sent
by express; but | oan’t put her in the ex-
press car. There is her label;” and he
pointed to a card tacked on the sleeve of the
little fur coat, and addressed to

“Miss Hannah Hanford,
Hollywell,

N. Y.

“That’s my aunt! And | am her Christ-
mas present from Pop. Poppy Sam says |
oan get there in ti ne for Santa Claus lo fill
my stocking.”

“W hat is your name, little dear?” asked
sweet faced Mrs Firnsworth, drawing the
little stranger to a seat beside her.— “Nug-
get” — “Nugget! Butthat isnot a name ;
have you no other ?”

“Prize N-.igijet of Gold Ore Camp ! That’s
all.  Themen gave it to me, ’ca'ise they say,
I m worth my weight in gold. Never had
any luck at the mines till | came there.
Sometimes they call me ‘Nug,” for short.”

“W hat is your fathei cilled; for | sup-
pose one ot these men is your father? 1

“Thev are all my poppies: Poppy Sam,
Poppy Jack, Poppy Kr, and Poppy Peter;
but big Pop Cy. is my real true one; and
oh 'l om know what, they will do with-
out their Nugget !’ And the bonny li tie
face grew very sobtir at the thought.

‘Have you no mother ?” asked Mrs,
Farnsworth,
“No, Sho went to Heaven three years

ago, v,‘'hen the partridge berries were ripe,
ani Pop Kit says, its a nicer place than
even R-jdBkin Canon.”

“And you have lived with these rough
men ever since ?”
“They are not rough ?” cried tho child,

flashing up in an instant; “they are Nug-
get's dear, darling Popp es, and | love them,
and shall go back to cook for the ‘mess,” just
as so: li aB | learn to read and write, end
keep houBe like a lady ;" and she burstinto
a wild fit of weeping, and waB only pacified
by many gentle words and a sight of the
little curtained berth in the sleeping car,
which she was to occupy during her trip.

The pain of parting over, however, Nug-
get became as happy as a lark, and the pet
and plaything of all on the train Her little
red gown fluttered up and down the narrow
aisle, like s me bright tropical bird ; her
golden head peered into every crack and
corner, and her quaint speeches were a con-
stant fund of amusement, while her btown
eyes open’d in surprise at all the n°w things
Bhe was constantly BeeiDg and hearing, for
ahe was as simple and ignorant, as well as
fresh and Rweet, aBa prairie flower trans-
planted from Western wilds. The great
cities they passed through were a perpstual
wonder, and Bhe was never weary of gazing
out of the window,} until, just “as they left
Chicago, a heivy snow-storm set in, sothiok
and dense as to shut out all the scene.

Is was very strange, whirling along
through this white mist, and gradually the
train mov d slower and slower, the engine
seeming to have to work Its way through
deep drifts, until on rising one morning, the
passengers found themselves at rest, and
were informed they had come to astand-still
in the dead oountry, and could go no further
until the snow-plows which had be n tele-
graphed for, should come to dig them out.

“We should be in New York to-n’ght,”
said the conductor, “butit looks very mnoh
as though we should spend our Christmas
on the road.”

“Oh ! oh ! oh I" came a chorus of disap-
pointed voices.

“To-nightis Christmas Eve, sure enough!”
Baid Mr. Grundy, a jolly-faced old baohelor,
and then looked down to see a dismayed lit-
tle fi ;e peering up into his. “Well, Nug-
get, what is it ?"

“Isn’t thattho night Santa Claus comes ?*

“I believeitis 1 1t’s lucky hedidn’t travel
by this train.”

“But he won’t know where to find met"
cried Nugget, in alarm ; “he will never
think of looking for me in a Bnow-bsnk”—

“Sure enough ; but | guess Aunt Hannah
will tell him you are coming, and have the
stooking filled,”

“No, she won’t; for Bhe don’t know it
herself | don’t b’lieve she knows there’s
such a little gal as me in the world. Pop
said she didn't.”

“Well, that's Btrange; but, never mind,
Nugget will be aBmerry as Bhe can, even if
we are snow-bound. |’m going out now, to
explore, and may be I’ll see a snow-bird, to
send a message to Santa Claus by.” And
the cheery old fellow tramped off, leaving his
little friend somewhat comforted,

He oame back an hour later, with his arms
full of pine, laurel, and holly, and the ladies
amused themselves in decorating the parlor
cars, hanging wreaths in the windows, and
festooning garlands along the sides, until it
was transformed into a perfect green bower,

But Nugget was unusually quiet all day,
although she helped to bunch the “greens,”
and when she had bidden her friends good-
night, and was tuoked away in her berth-
sobbed herself to sleep, overcome with dis,
appointment and homesickness.

“See, isnt that pathetic ! 1; was Mrs.
Farnsworth who spoke, pointing to a little
red stocking pinned to the curtain of the
child Bbed, whioh she had hung there in the
faint hope thatthe snow-birds might ttlISt.
Ntcholas of her whereaborta

‘mCant we fill it with something ? "asked
Mr. Grimly. “111 drop a bright silver-dol-
ler in the toe.” And he suited the action to
the word.

“They gave me some rosy apples and s
few nuts over atyonder farai-hoase to-day,”
Bild Fred Howell, and they rattled inafter
the silver.

The c-niiic'or, who was a Y.nkee, and
handy with the knife, carved some funny
little animals out of wood, and ayoung lady
contributed apretty bluo hair-riftbo ), while
to crown all, Mra Farnsworth mado her
way to the baggage c*r, and managed to
open h".r trunk, and bring outa beautiful
wax-doll th»t she was carrying to her own
niec?. ‘1 can buy Efiis another, in New
Y ork,” she said, and fastened the doll to the
top ff the 80 king,

Christmas dawned in a flood of sunshine,
and ths occupants of the second sleeper on
the eastward-bound train were awakened at
an early hour by glad shouts from sectoln 7,
where Nugget was sitting up in her bed, in
vestigating the treasures hiddenin her Santa
Claus stocking, and "M arry Christmas 1’
resounded from b hind the curtains on all
sides

“He. came ; th good Santa C.aus came,
after all!l” cried Nugget in wildest gleo ;
“and | om sure, tha mow birds sent him
am!—good news—the conductor told them
thattho track had been cleired and that
they would be cffin tan minutes.

So this railroad C ristmis was not so
bad, after all; for the travelers gathered
togeih -r in the pine decked parlor car,
where merry games and sweet carols made

the hours fly. Nugget was ftha gayest of
the gay, the blue snood binding her soft
yellow hair; and, hugging hor first real

doll closely in her arms, never realized that
she was an eipress package, unvil Hollywell
was reached jast after dark. More Bad
good-byes bad then to be said, and she was
t ned over to the tender care of an express
man, with a oov rad wagon and pair of
pranciiog horses.

The cozy parlor behind Miss Hanford’s
shop was a vision of comfort and homely
oheer on that Christmas night, with the
crimson curtains drawn, and a glorious fire
crackling merrily on the hearth. Ab the
well-wanhed faces of the four 1ttle Batta
reflected all ths brightness as they gather-
ed around the s mple Christmas tree twink-
ling with tiny liuhts, and made their
mouths into round 0 s, with delight. Misa
Hanford bustkd about l1ke n motherly old

hen, passing doughnuts, filling mug a of
Bweet cider, an distributing the littls gifts
of which she had robbed the store, to glad-

den !he occasion.

How the tongues ran ! How Tommy
Batt beat his big drum, and M »t tooted
his tin trumpat! How Hetty hid behind
the sn'a, to re *d her new fairy book, and
how Pitsy carrcssed a coveted doll, wl h
rosy cheeks, with wild delight! while Chri-
stman cheer and charity reign d over all.

“It is a shame !” exclaimed M at, as he
se' d wn his mug, d'aiued of the list drop ;
“Every one has a present, except Miss Han-
ford ; it isn't f«ir 1”

“It is enough for me to see you so happy
at my little party,” the hostess opened her
mouth to say , when she was interrupted by
a tremendous kn eking atthe front door
acd hurried off In a flurry, to open it.

There stood a very large man and avery
small g rl, looking like the big bear and the
little bear of the old fairy at.ry, wrapped
in their fur coats.

“ Here, Miss Hanford, |'ve broughtyou
a jolly Christmas-box this tini3, and no mis-
take,” said the big bear; “express charges
all paid.”

“Bless us, and save ub 1" cried Miss Han-
ford, fee'iog for her speo aoles; but the man
had disappeared and the little boar was
clinging to her skirts and stammering out,
“Your Aunt Hmnah, I know, and please,
I'm Nugget, fr m Gold Ore Camp. Pop
says, |’'m to live with yon, and go to school;
and here is a piper to tell you all about it.”

Three minutes later, Miss Hanford was
reading a letter from her long-lost brother
Cy., in which he begged her to care for his
motherless girl, ¢ ying and laughing oyer
N igget, while she warmed the child’s hands
at the tire, and feeling that sho waa no long-
er all alone in tha world.

“Now | know why | wanted so to mako
a Chris mas tree,” shethought, asthe grace-
ful little fiflure danced around the ever-
green, exolaiming with delight, “itis ever
so much prettier than the trees in Hodskin
canon, and must have grown in Heaven,
I am sure,” while the quartette of Bitts
sat by in surprised silence.

And then the quaint little child drew
from beneath her scarlot gown an old blue
woolen sook that was fastened about her
waiBt. It was filled with rich gold dust
and ore, a gif- from “Cy Hanford to his
dear sister Haniuh,”

So Miss Hanford had her Christum pre-
sent after all, and said it would more than
make up forall she had lost by the new
store, while visions of plate-glass window in
her own little shop, danced through her
head.

It was a perfect evening to all, except
Tom Tucker, who oonsidered his noie out
of joint, and sang in vain for his supper,
until Hettie took compassion on him and
gave him half a doughnut.

“Nugget said, she was “so glad she had
come in time for a little bit of Christmas,
and the lovely tree,” and when at midnight
Mias Hanford bent ovtr the golden head,
nestled in the centre of her biy feather pil-
low, she was sure no onein Hollywell had
had so sweet a Christmas-box as her pre-
cious little Nugget from Gold Ore Camp.

The manufacture of mild steel by the
Bessemer process has, it is said, been so
greatly reduced in cost in England that Bteel
ships of the Bame class have come to be offer-
ed at precisely the same price as iron. Th'a
possibility, itjis remarked, arises]largely from
the fact that a steel ship of a given strength
can be made of much lighter weight than
one of iron.

There is no occasion for a man with a
cold in his head to beidle. He’s up to hia
sneeze in business.

The Victor’'s Crown

Shonld adorn the brow of the Inventor of the
great oornoure, Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex-
tractor. It works quickly, never makes a
sore spot, and is just the thing you want.
See that you get Fntnam sPainless Corn Ex-
tractor, the sure, safe and painless cure for
oorns.

Sharp.

Dishonesty often cheats itself. It is the
tendency ottrickery to stumble over its own
ttick; and humbug naturally falls viotim to
its own shallowness- Aba man, who pride >

himself on being “ smart,” was walking in
the suburbs of Boston a »hort tima ago, le
chanced to 1; 0k through the cracks in the

woodtn sidewalk, and saw the gleam of a
silver coin  Seeing another man app'O.ch
ing he got down cn bis knees uni began to
petr anxiously through tho crack The
ttraugcr came up, and seeing tha man in a
humble, though not devout, posture, natur-
ally asked “ what was up,” in aling what
Ras down.

“Why, you see | wus valk:ng along
hero, and I happened to tak* out a handful
of loose cbang-, and &silver half-do’latr slip-
ped through my fingers, and rolled down
through this crack.”

“1see. Why don’t you get it out.?”

“ Haven't anything tip-) up the boards
with, and | can’t reach it with my cane,
Toll you what I'’ll do. If you’ll go <own to
that house over there and borro v an axa, or
a hammer, or son. thing, 11l sit here and
watch the place, and go shares when we gat
the half-dollar.”

“ All right I" And ths second man went
for the implement, while the “ smart” mau
sat on the sidewalk, and smiled to himse f.

The stranger soon caoae bsck with an axe,
and ini’er the directions of the “ smart”
man, who aecmad williog to let the other do
all the work, the boards were i.akeu up.
The man with the axe wiped the perspira-
tion frcm his brow, and reaching down
through the opening saiz -d the mouey and
brought up, not a half-dollar, but a dollar,
which ha coolly put in his pocket, sayl. g :

“ You said a half dollar, I believe. This
oant be yours then, oan it?”

W ith perfect nonchalance he nailed the
boards back aga;n into place, while the
“ smart” man pensively saun ;ered down the
street, mustering to him alf:

“ What a fool | was to guess atthe deno-
mination.’

Tha Boot and 8hoe Trade of Montreal.

During the past ten years the leather
business has been developing as one of our
great national InduBtries ; and it is probable
that in a few more years Canada will have
acquired no mean reputation abroad aaa
manufac urerof leather, and leather goods.
These industries have developed greatly in
the province of Quebeo, owing partly to the
cheapness of labor and its facilities for tan-
ning the raw leather. Out of 60 tanneries
for tanning aole leathor, about two thirds
are in the province of Qiebec Montreal
alone has 2.)tanneries,and out cf $10 000,000
worth of leather made annually In Canada,
Montreal dealers and manufacturers take over
$5,000,000. There are some 35 boot and Bhoe
factories in the city, a leather-board works,
five faot.ories for making trunks, valises,
satchels, etc., and tho total hands employ-
ed over 5.000, besides those to whom work
is given outto do attheir homes These
boot and shoe e-tablishmonts produce 15,-
000 pairs every day or $5,500 000 worth a
year ; about six per oent. of which ara now
sent to foreign countries.

A correspondent of this paper, noting
tke°3 facls, and aoixious to s'e how boots
and ahoea were turned out in this wholesale
fashion, visited one of the large factories of
the cly. Tne cstaMishment in question—
long known to tho trade of Canada as J. &T.
Bell—happened to be the oldest In Canada.
To give an ldea of the vitality of some of
these Montreal firms, It may be mention-
ed that this firm haa been in continuous ex-
istence since 1824, 1t was founded by the
late Alexander Bell, whose brother Joshua
had started in the boot and Bhoe line in
1819. Joshua and Thomas, sonsof Alex. Bell,
continued iu the steps of their father, eaoh
on his own account. It isnot often that
brothers, havirig embarked on their own ae
count, join hands in business again, but
these twoseparate firmBwere amalgamated in
1845,and the resultis, the firm ofJ. i 1. Bell
stands to this day as one of the leading boot
and Bhoe eatablia rnenta in Canada engaged
on the finer o:ass of goods. The factory and
warerooms comprise seven flats, the estab-
lishment turning out several thousand pairs
per week. A fine oorllsa engine occupies
the basement, and the first floor is taken up
with machines for cutting and shaping the
Boles of boota. A complete sole is out out
at each stroke of the machine, and another
machine presses the sole into the shape of
the foot. Ther8 ara other machines for
splitting thesoleand formakingit of uniform
thickness ;and again another machine cuts
a groove in the a'ge of the sole so that the
aewing can afterwards be done. On another
flit the uppers are cutand passed in to an-
other department to be sewn together. The
sewing is done by m vihinery, of course, and
this firm were tne firstto introduce shoe
machinery of any kind into Canada, having
as early as 1845 Imported a Singer machine
from New York to sew uppers v.ith. From
this time dateB the adoption of machinery
in the boot and shoo trade of Canada. D:n-
nis Barron, am n who has been inthe em-
ploy of the firm for 43 yeara, mentioned the
introduction of the machine as a great cur-
iosity in the shop, adding that the circum-
stance was emphasized in hiamemory by re-
ceiving in the Bame case a Bible aa a present
from Mr. Bell. Judging from this incident,
and the fact that many of the other employ-
ees have been with the firm for periods of
20 and 25 yeara—several girls having come
aa children and left only on the occasion of
their marriage—there muet have been a

reat deal of good will existing between the

rm and itBemployees. Speaking of machin-
ery,the ohange thathastaken place in thia
respectin the boot and shoe trade Ibwonder-
ful. Almosteverythingthatwasdone by hand
thirty,yeara ago is now performed by ma-
chines, except the lasting proceas, am) even
this ia now largely done by machinery on
some of the lower grades of boots in the
S ,atas. Although thirty yearscomprehends
the era of machinery in this line the most
important Improvements have been effected
within the last fifteen years- Making the
button holes for button boots, for instanoe,
was done by hand till within a few years
ago. This onoe tedious process is now
done on a peculiar maohine, which will but-
ton-hole 60 pairs of boots, or a total of 1200
button holes a day. Another com-
paratively new machine will stitch and
trim the edges of uppers at one operation,
and does its work in the most exact man-
ner. Still another maohine doesthe “ skiv-
ing” or beveling of the edge of an upper, and
here again the machine work ia an improve*
menton the hand process, being done quick-
ly and evenly, whereas by hand it required
a certain “ knack” which many otherwise
excellent workmen oould not attain. There
b one onrioos machine whioh turns an edge

ef leather in upon itself, and with the help
of cement, will make a sortof hem complete
in one operation. Another triumph of skill
Inthis class of work is the machine which will
eew in the solo of a boot in less than half
a minute, and others are the heel trimmers,
scourers and burnishers. Tha last named
machine consists of a steel burnisher heated
from within by a jet of gas, nnd moving
round tha heel, pressing hard to the heel as
it moves biok and forth and giving a perfect
polts,h to it asit travels by an aut imaii*
motion over every part of tha heel. Oi.e
of theaa sets of burnishers will do 7 caaea, ;r
420 pairs of boots a day. There are also
buffiog-niachinaB whioh by means of sand-
papered cylinders impart a finished and vel-
vety feel and appearacca to the soles of the
boots; and many o.hor contrivances which
are an fmprovemfint on manual labt in
point of speed and p- rfection of work, oom
prising in all some 30 or 40 different kinds
of machinal-. On being asked as to tha
eff.cts of the small pox epidemio on the
bu iness, Messrs J T Hagar and .John
Stephens, the managing partners of th#
firm, said that as ftr ae their own tradw vub
concerned they had had a very satisfactory
season; and now had samples prepared for
their travelers to start out for the comb g
season, with every prospect of a good trade.
They had a wider range of goods than be-
fore, having gone into men’ as wall as
ladies, boots and shoes, which had bee.i their

sole specialty for son) seas ns past. W hile
they worked only on the hotter class of
goods and employe' therefore the better

claas of workmen, they had taken extra pre-
cautions against small pox, even though it
waa tha opinion of some medical men that
contagion oould not be cirried in boot8 and
shoes owing to the disinfecting nature of
the chemicals used in preparing the leather.
They had withdriwn all work such as bind-
ing, etc.. formerly done by work people out-
side, and had everything done on their own
premises, and they had not only had all
their employees vaccin ted, but had caused
an inap- ction of their p emiees to ba made
by an Independent phvBlcian, and have had
subsequent weekly visits to the factory
made by a doctor who saes that none of the
employees or their fam'lies are Buffering
from the disease. 11-n e v.ith all these pre-
cautions, ot which their customers hive been
aware, they have not suffered in business.
Happily, also the disease has of late great-
ly abated, and this, together with the pre-
cautions taken by M mtreal merchants
generally, will restore general confidence iu
trade. Your correspondent was pleased to
learn that it is the indention of two cr three
of the principal boot and shoe manufac-
turers here to sand samples of their products
to the Colonial and Indian Exhibition to
be held in London next year. They will
certainly do Canada credit.

A Wonderful Ship.

In tho race between unchecked imagina-
tion and sic ntific achievement tho former
Bldomwius by much more thiu a no a.
The submarine boat of Jules Vergne’sstory,
direct d by the mysterious Ciptain Nemo,
sinking % ship and sailing backwards a d
forwards through her rigging “ like a needle
through a piece of s il-oloth, * has not ceas-
ed to Impreas our imagination, and yet here
ia Mr. Nordenfeldt, with thirty nine officers
representing every Earopoon Power, anx-
iously watching the performance of a vessel
in which he fairly puts the novelist’s ima-
gination to sli.ine. From the accounts which
are published it seems that every objection
has been met and overcome with wonderful
ingenuity: if the engines which are sioking
the boat break down, she returns at once to
the surface ; ahe cannot sink too far, for an
automatic arrangement loses the throttle-
valve at any given depth ; she has been
driven sixteen milea at three knots an hour
without returning to the surfaoe, and she
can run 150 miles without recoal'Dg. Most
important of all, a pendulum, working of
course automatically, keepa two bow rud-
ders in such respective positions than an
“ ev«n keel” is absolutely assured. This
last is the main point. What every one
who Bteps inside will aBk is, Will she turn
over? Even the extraordinary moral and
physical influence of such a boat in modern
warfire will hardl/ receive due attaution
untilthiselementary matter is ssttled. Other
doubts as to her conduct, for instance in a
maels rom or if hustltd by a whale, are of
on importance compared to the possibility of
standing on one’s head in the stoke-hole in
ten fathoms of water.

Longfellows Birthday Book

is a beautiful present to give any lady.
But there i« a little book published inpam-
phlet form, with no pretersions to literary
merit, that would be as appropriate, and
might be the means of siving a life. It is
called Dr R V. Pierce’s treatue on diseas-
es of women, for wbo«e peculiar troubles
the “ Favorite Prescription” ia especially
designed. It ii profui-ely illustrated with
wood cuts and colored plates, and will be
sentto any addresi for ten cents in stamps,
by tbe World's Dispensary Medical As-
sociation, Buffalo, N. Y.

Never stop at the church door to aBk
about the music. In choir within.

If you are bilious, tak? Dr. Pierce’s
“ Pleasant Purgative Pellets,” the original
“ Little L ver Pills.” Of all druggists.

Paradoxical—A man generally refutes to
vote the atraight ticket when he wanta to
avoid a crooked one.

An Inventor’s Advice.

George S evenaon when adviBing young
men how to get on would finish by.saying,
“ Do as | have done—persevere.” For
fifteen years he plodd-.d and worked before
giving the finishing touches to his locomo-
tive. In as many days those persevering in
the use of Dr. Pierce’s “ Golden Medical
Discovery,” have experienced great relief
and found themselves on the high road to
health. Liver complaints, impure blood,
chronic lung diseasesand many others yield
to Its healing influences never to return.
All druggi-ts.

Rutland papers tell the story of a farmer
in that neighboreood, a widower and well to
do, who not long ago wrote to a woman
near by whom he had never saen, describ-
ing his circumstances. He told her that if
he did not hear from her to the contrary
within two weeks he would call with a min-
ister and marry her. No letter came, and
he carried out his threat at the appointed
time.

“ Plenty of room at the top,” remarked a
dealer as he opened an apple barrel and
found it only half full.



