Professional Cards.
J M. OWEN,

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

fiice in Annapolis, oppogite Garricon Gate.

—~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop’s Grocery Store.)
Elvery Thursday.

Oonsular Agent of the United States.

SAT.US

SUPREMA LEX HEST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
—AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&4 Money to loan at five per cent on Real
KEstate seourity.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court,
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

. OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

DENTISTRY!
DR. . 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the Univeérsity Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Bank.

Office next door to Union
Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFENER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

'Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1960,

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primross, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Ne By CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALLFAX,

Incorporated 1856,
Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, - 800,000
Rest, - 445,000

26 ot

DIRECTORS:

WM. ROBERTSON, WM. ROCHE,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, Esq.
J. H. Symons, Ksq.
;0. MITCHELL, Ksq., M.P.P.
E. G. SmiTH, Esq.
A. E. JoNEs, EsqQ.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager.
C. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Manager.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exehange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N. S.— N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub, to Barrington Pas-

sage.

Dartmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Glace Bay, N. S.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.

New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.

Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,
manager.

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, actisg
manager.

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting
manager.

Wolfville, N. 8.—J..D. Leavitt, manager.
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
8t. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

Notice to_’_the Public

As T am an authorized agentof the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbaroot Tablets and thg

Powders,
eat family medicine and KING OF B.
URIFIERS, for the cure of Rheumatism,

Dyspepsia, Scrofula, Torpidity of the Liver,

Jaundice, Sick Headache, Constipation, Pains

in the Back, Female Weaknesses, and all im-

parieties of the blood, I would say to those in
or health that I will send by mail to any ad-
ress on receipt of price, Herbaroot Tablets.

200 day:_s‘ treatment, with guarantee, $1L.00

100

Herbaroot Powder, per package -
Herbaroot: Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,
stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

T, J. Eagleson, Bridgetown, N. S.

EXECUTOR'S NOT|CE.

ALL persons having legal demands against
the estate of JAMKS WILSON, late of
Centreville, in the County of Annapolis, farmer,
eceased, are hereby required to render the
duly attested, within twelve months

e date hereof, and all persons indebted

to said estate are requested to make immediate

peamrneio 0. S. MILLER,
Executor,

Bridgetown June 26th, 1900,— 14 t£

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY,

MAY 2), 1901.

It You Are = =
H Business Man

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don’t
forget that the

(Ueckly  Monitor
Job Departmen

is fully equipped for all kinds of
Job Work. Work done promptly,
neatly and tastefully. Nothing
but good stock is used.

®

<« « *

=

* * *

WE

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
BooRlets,

Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

PRINT

Aetterbeads,
Memoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
BooRks,
Business Cards,

{Weekly Monitor,

We make a specialty of Church Work,
Legal Forms, Appeal Cases, etc.

Bridgetown, 1. S.

THE YARMOUTH STEAMSHIP COY, LTD.

after arrival  .raios from Halifax.

For tickets, staterooms, etc., apply to
D. MoPHERSON, Gen. Mgr.
Yarmouth, N. S., October 1st, 1900.

On and after October 6th, this Company will make
Two Trips per week between Yamouth and Boston as follows, viz:

Steamer * Bostox” will leave Yarmouth every Wedaesday and Saturday evening;

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.

Staterooms can be secured on application, at the old established rates.

For tickets, staterooms and other information, apply to Pominion Atlantic Railway,
126 Hollis St., North Street Depot, Halifax, N. 8., or to any agect on the Dominion
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

FLOUR

and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five
Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream cof Wheat, White
Also a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,

Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-

ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

t7Before buying it would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

Miss Nowlan Opens Private Hospital.

Miss Louise M. Nowlan, daughter of the
late J. W. Nowlan, of Keolian, is about
opening a private sanitarium at Halifax.
Miss Nowlan, who is an experienced nurse,
has spent the last sixteen years in the United
States practising her profession. She has
been very successful, one of her patients
taking her for an extended trip to Europe,
which consisted principally of touring the
continent. Seeing the need of a private
hospital or Sanitarium in Halifax, and re-
ceiving much encouragement from the medi-
cal profession of that city, she purchased a
very fine private residence; beautifully situ-
ated in Willow Park, near the exhibition
building. Perhaps a better site for an in-
stitution of this character could scarcely be
found. The building is comparatively new,

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE

ing legal demands against
AL e b Al .. FOWLER,
of A.nnupoll&

the. estate of WA
late of Bridgetown, in the Count
, are hereby
Wi

having been erected less than two years ago.
It is thoroughly equipped with hot and cold
water, electric lights, etc., and has perfect
drainage and other sanitary arrangements.
The building cost Miss Nowlan in the vicinity
of $7,000, and she has had it very sub-

ted to said estate are reques
ediate payment t0
LOUIS G. DmBI.S.OOIg. M. D.,

F. L. MILNER,
Proctor of the estate.

Execulor

Pt ém

" £

tially furnished. When she opens, which
she expects to do in a few days, she will have
a well trained ‘staff under her, and will be
admirably equipped to minister to the phy-
sical ailments of the ﬂple of Halifax and
the province of Nova Scotia generally.

CONSUMPTION IS THE BANE

of our country. It destroys hun-
dreds of precious lives yearly.
Upon the first appearance of the
symptoms, or where a predisposi-
tion to this dread disease is feared,
Puttner’s Emulsion
should be at once resorted to. Be-
gin with small doses, but take
it regularly and persistenly, and
you will surely benefit. Many a
life has been saved by taking this
invaluable remedy in time.

Be sure you get Puttner’s
the original and best Emulsion.

Of all druggists and dealers.

—Father—** So you want to get married,
eh? Tell me why, pray?”

Daugh « Oh, I suppose it’s one of the
traits I inherited from my mother.”

Mother s the Only One.
Ah, mother’s gettin’ old and gray;
Someday, why she'll ve laid away
Down in th’ field by th’ old mill stream
Where all the roses love to dream.
And when that happens, like ez not,
The old farm’ll jest 'bout go to pot;
We'd lose all hope ef ma was gone,
Fer she most rune the farm alone.
Up with the sparrers every morn,
Callin’ the chickens to their corn;
She cooks a meal I wouldn't trade
Fer the finest farm house ever made;
She cleans th’ house an’ sets th’ hen;
An’ shoos the pigs back to their pen;
She feeds the cow and then she goes
Ioter th’ house. an’ sewe, an’ sews,
An’ bakes a cake, an’ runs th’ churn,
An’ gathers in th’ wood t’ burn;
An’ ef you say, “‘Ms, rest awhile?”
She'll answer, with her old sweet smile,
“Child, I ain’t tired a bit. Are you?
We can’t rest when there’ work to do,”
An’, supper o'er the chores all done,
She hears our lessons, one by one.
An’ then she sees th’ cat is fed,
An’ puts the children all t' bed,
An’ when th’ family’s tucked away,
Then she, alone, kneels down to pray.

* * *

Yes, after all is said and done,
Your mother is the only one.

If Living is but Warfare.

If living is but warfare, a fierce and vast
campaign,

Let’s be good soldiers in our day, the kind
that don’t cemplain;

The cheerful breed that on the march so
steady strides along

And gathers round the bivouac of night with

heartening song,
That bears the brunt of battle as bravely as

may be

And cultivate & laughing eye, the brighter
eide to see,

For self respect’s a steadfast mark to guard
your marching by,

And the world loves its good soldiers that
bear them straight and high.

If living is but warfare, let's make it splendid

War,

Till of some noble purpose tells each honor-
able scar

And vanquishment shall only mean a worthy
deed deferred,

And victory’s cry as that of right triumph-
ant shall be heard

So glorious that when the grand Te Deum
strains arise

God’s angels shall lift up the chant and
choir it through the skies,

And the trampet of archangels shall sound
the proud release,

That signals to good soldiers God’s ultimate
of peace!

— Ripley D. Saunders in St. Louis Republic.

- Select giteratui;: -

H Over to Lind&'si.a

““There's curiosity, mostly called interest,”
said Mrs. Marrow, “but I've noticed that
curiosity asks questions and does nothing,
while interest does things and asks no ques-
tions. “I once thought that Lindy Shivvers
was real curious. She lived next to us in
the old Shivvers place, and took care of lit-
tle Maggie, her dead sister Annie’s child,
until_ Annie’s husband married again, and
took little Maggie to the city to live. Oar
place was small and near to Monahawk
Wharf—for Samuel, being a seafaring man,
liked things snug, with plenty of room be-
yond for the eyes. ‘Well, one day I was
planting some tomato vines in my little
pu'tch. and Lindy Shivvers came to the fence.
She mostly talked as if she was afraid to
hear herself speak.”

“Why Mis’ Marrow* you're planting to-
matoes, aren’t you ?"” she said.

“Seems ro,” said L.

“I have a plenty to send you, but it’s
nicer to have your own, isn’tit ? said Lindy.
“I haven’t got em yet,” said L.

“There’s two of yoa, so I guess you can
eat ’em all,” she said, with ker head on one
eide.

] guess we can eat all that’s here,” said L.
**And pickle the rest,” said Lindy.

“I won't get my jars out till the tomatoes
begin to come,” said I, ‘“Lindy Shivvers,
it's a pity that you had to give little Maggie
up. You need responsibility. Butshe turn-
ed and went into the house without a word.
I went up to the step where Samuel sat
smoking, and said : *'It puts me out of prac-
tice the way Lindy Shivvers goes on about
little Maggie. A body can’t feel that way
about anybody else’s child. ’Tisn’t nature—
for we had lost our one.

“Well, 'm, borrowin’s a dangerous thing
said Samuel, ’specially borrowin’ of people or
boats. I borrowed the Sally Pate once from
old Cap’n Peters, and, by gam ! I clean for-
got she warn’t mine ! I set store by the
Sally Pate. Yes'm, a body better have
somethin’ of their own or go without. That’s
my sightin’ of it !”

I don’t know about that,” said I—I was
real young then, and there certainly was a
heap I didn’t know—*But I'm tired of
Lindy Shivvers’ curiosity. She ought to
sell that big place and live sociable and sen-
sible.”

“T've heard tell there’s a hesap of comfort
just ‘having your own things,” said Samuel;
«people’s like boats. If they’re queer there's
mostly somethin’ to make ’em so. I guess
old Nathan Shivvers was enough to take the
wind out of Lindy’s sails in his time,” Old
Nathan was Lindy’s father, and a hard man.
“Lindy Shivvers used to be the bashfullest
one around; worse than anybody except
Timothy Callow. He’s the beatenest.” I
knew that Samuel mostly stood up for wo-
men, though, and I took little notice.

#The mext day here came Lindy's voice
again while I was watering my vines:

“Qh, Mis’ Marrow, you'r watering your
plants, aren’t you ?”

“Look so,” eaid L -

“Do you think they’ll grow, Mis' Mar-
row ?”

«I don’t see how they can well help them-
selves with their roots in the earth,” said I.

“I'd rather have only a few of my own
than heaps anybody gave me,”_ said Lindy.
With that I put my trowel down and stood
up. “See, here, Lindy Shivvers,” said I,
“jf my garden is only a patch, it is big en-
ough for two, and yours is a heap too big for
one, so there !” Lindy looked kind of scar-
ed at me, then threw her hands up to her
face and ran home,

“All that evening I kept telling myself
that it served her right for being so curious.
But when the lamps were lighted I looked
over to Lindy’s, and it seemed so big and
dark over there for one woman, and a real
small one, that I threw a shawl over my
head and went across, As I passed her
kitchen window I saw her sitting under the
lamp sewing. There was & big basket be-
side her, and she leaned over patting it, al-
most as if she was talking to it. When she
came to the door I held my hand out, for
she looked frightened, and I said :

“1've come acroes to say that I spoke too
hasty Lindy and I'm sorry.”

“And I want you to believe that I never
thought of your garden being smaller, Mis’

Marrow,” said she; “I couldn’t, for I do so

love little things. Mine are all so big. I
got lonely, and just thought to go talk to
you to be sociable.”

“Then don't give it another thought,”
said I, sitting beside the table, and eho sat,
too, and I began to talk easy like about her
work. But she got red and pushed the bas-
ket under the table with her foot. Then it
rolled over and everything fell out—pieces
of white linen, fine and pretty, and a little
ekirt and underneath a great big baby doll.
The thing gave me & turn, it was so natural.

“Dressing a doll for Maggie ?” said L.

“No'm; Maggie’s got plenty of dolls,
now.” She sat up as if she expected a pistol
shot. **No. Miss Marrow, this one’s mine,”

“Yours !" said L -

“Yes'm, it—Iit don’t hurt anybody, Miss
Marrow, and a body must have something.”

“I suppose truth is like a lantern; if we
don’t carry one on a dark night, we want to
go in the dark, that's all. It didn’c take
me a minute to see all I'd been binding my-
self to; ali of Lindy Shivver’s starved life. I
remembered all I'd heard about old Nathan
Shivver's cruelty to his daughters, and how
Lindy had nobody after little Maggie went
away, and how she had been sort of left out
by people thinging her offish and queer, and
I just said helpleesly, “‘Oh, you poor thing,
you poor thing, !” Lindy looked at me;
then she slipped down into my arms, sob-
bing. By and by she told me pretty nearly
everything, and I guessed the rest—all the
loneliness and the fear of people, and how
she got desperate grieving for little Maggie,
and got the doll to dress that she have some-
thing to think about. I didn’t tell her to
go work for a poor child, for I remembered
that when mine died there wasn't &
live child in the world could have filled the

place. So that day she came out to try and
talk to me, and 1 had misunderstood her,
and had spoken so sharp to her that she got
to thinking she didn’t want to live any long-
and all the evening she was wondering if it
would be a sin—if it would be a sin—Lindy
sobbed, and I turned cold thinking what
might happen through our blindness of
heart, which is worse than biindness of eyes.
Well, after awhile, when she had gotten
quiet and was sitting holding my hand, and
1 wondering what to do with her, there eame
a rap at the door, and in walked Samuel.

“Now I've always said that Samuel Mar-
row was a wonderful man, being such a good
hand at not seeing what he had no call to
see. I don't know how long he’'d been out-
gide the window, but you’d have thought it
an evening party to have heard him.

“Good evening, Miss Lindy; fine growin’
weather,” he saye. ‘'Not that you need it,
Miss Lindy, being a pretty size for a wo-
man. I stepped across because it looked so
sociable, and to ask for a piece of your
theese. Ii’s the best in town,” says Samuel,
slapping his knee as he sat down; “‘yes’'m
the best.” You never would have thought
he had plenty of cheese at home. Lindy
flew around after knives and plates, and
Samuel cut his cheese and talked on. ‘‘My,
my ! There! I intended to stop inand see
how Timothy Callow’s coming on. His
mother’s just died, and he's been sick.
There's been just the two, you know. My,
my, what will Timothy do? He's the sort
that must have a mother around; he’s like a
boy. Well, well !” Samuel thought it over
and looked at this cheese. ‘I guess Tim-
othy will just turn in and dle there by him-
self one o' these nights.” I had to listen,
for I hadn’t heard of Timothy Callow being
at the point of death.

It seems dreadful for him to be alone,
and sick, and in trouble, too,” said Lindy
pitifully: and only a boy, too. Can’t any-
body help him, Captain ?"

“Well, now, he’s something more’n a boy,
Miss Lindy,” said Samuel. I remembered
that Timothy was just one year younger
than Samuel Marrow, but Samuel had light-
ed his pipe and had caught my eye over the
bowl. *‘Yes’m somethin’ more; but he's the
easy sort; content with his books and his tele-
scope and his mother. It’s bad, bad. Tim-
othy can’t stay alone, not till he gets strong
again. If you had to let your rooms out,
Miss Liady, I'd ask you to take him for a
matter of a few weekes till he gets all right.
But I suppose he must go down to Granny
Bloom’s.”

“0Oh, Cap'n no ! said Lindy, getting red
and clasping her hands; ‘‘he musn’t go down
there.” Granny Bloom had two little smoky
rooms that Timothy wouldn’t have looked
at. “I was thinking,” “that maybe I
can take him, anyhow—if it would help him
—he being sick, and so young, too’

“By gam!’ shouted Samuel, catching
the lamp up; what a head that little woman’s
got! My worryin’ about Timothy Callow
and she sitting there figuring it all out?
Come on, Miss Lindy, show us the room.
Mother, Timothy Callow’s in luck this jvoy-
age, sure ?”

“He didn’t give Lindy time to wink be-
fore she was showing us her best bedroom,
looking as pleased and bright as a child,
while Samuel talked about her grand idea
and what a fine head ehe had for managing.
Lindy got so interested that she looked
made over, and when we left her she was
planning on what she'd give Timothy Callow
to eat; for Samuel arranged to see Timothy
in the morning and help him move. That
night I said, “Lindy’s going to be real set
back tomorrow when Timothy arrives with
his books and his telescope, and he as old as
you are. I don’t see what you mean any-

how !”

“He used to be a boy all right,” said Sam-
uel, I'm not to blame for his growing up.”

“The upshot was that the next evening
there came Lindy flying across just before
supper time. Her cheecks were pink and
she was breathless.

“He’s come, and Mis' Marrow, he isn’t a
boy at all | I thought the Cap’n meant he
was, And he’s got books and books, and
he’s real learned, and—and hadn’t you bet-
ter come over to supper ?”

“No, indeed,” said I; *‘you just feed him
up, Lindy; that’s the first thing a man
wants,”

“And I won't have to talk much to him,
will I, Mis’ Marrow ?” said she.

“The best way to converse with a learned
man is to listen to his talk, said I. So she
went back somewhat easier in her mind and
the next evening Samuel said :

] stepped over to see how Timothy’s
coming on.”

“Well ? said I

“All right,” said Samuel; ‘“he’s talking
about comets with two tails and Lindy’s
listening with her eyes.”

“But Lindy isn’t Granny Bloom.” said I;
“what will people say to this "

“You ought to have thought of all this,
old lady, when you sent Timothy Callow to
board over to Lindy’s !” said he; Now this
was fairly outrageous, but for a month he
bothered me about it until I grew to think-
ing I had done it. In that month Lindy
got to be a new creature. She was always
busy and happy, for having somebody to see
to was natural. I've k to love

to see after somebody —only they didn’
know it.

table in his life.

“] guess you'll be sorry to leave Mis
Lindy’s,”
steady, and I looked at himn in surprise.

“I'm not coosidering leaving,” said Tim
othy, stroking his beard easy and comfor
table.

I don’t blame you,” said Samuel to his
pipe; ‘““the Lower Hotel is a poor place and

Granny Bloom’s the worst in town. Bnt al
good things must have an end—as the hymr
says.”

“No, I'm not considering leaving, Cap'n,’

said Timothy, looking way off like he was
I've got some new calculation
to make and Miss Lindy doesn’t mind§hav-

seeing stars.
ing me around.”
“Not she !” says Samuel.

housekeeper !

you to go, Timothy; still as she ain’t mar-

ried—though 'twould be better if she was, a

lonely woman’s like & boat without oars,
Samuel smoked and Timothy looked perplex-
ed.

I haven’t thought of goin,” he said; “I'm
fixed comfortable.” Samuel caught myeye
steady over the pipe, asif to say “* I'm tack-
ing this and, eays, blowing his
smoke up, ‘‘Yes, 'twould be a pity, but I
guess you're right, Timothy; as you say,
Lindy ain’t exactly Granny Bloom and there
ain’t any other boarders.
right.

“Timothy Callow
He got up and walked up and down, pulling
his beard in & way he had, then he tock his
hat up.

“I see, Captain, Isee!” he says, and bolt-
ed out.

“Well, what do you
mean by upsetting things just as they're
set 7" said I, real put out.
gone and put notions in hie head !”

“What did you expect when you would
gend Timothy to board over to Lindy’s,” said
he. 2

“The very next morning here came Lindy
looking as worried as her old self. She had
thought how much younger and prettier she
looked than she had before.

“Mr. Callow’s going,” she said, and her

boat;”

I guess you're
Timothy of course !”
loocked real startled.

Samuel Marrow,

“Now you’ve

lips trembled; and he won’t say why.

be all alone again when —when he goes, I
thought maybe you'd find out the reason.”

“I told her to ask Timothy to step acroes
that day and see to the depth of a new well
we that afternoon
Timothy came over, and after he had locked
at the well with Samuel; he looked at his
watch,

were having dug. &

¢ *I must be going, for I'm moving,’” he
said.

¢ ¢ Moviog!" says Samuel. ‘why, what’sup
over to Lyndy's?

¢ ¢ Nothing, nothing at all, Captain,’ says |
Timothy, turning his hat round and round; |
‘I've only been thinking over what you said, |

and—and I've concluded you're rig

¢ ¢ EL? says Samue!, taking his
his mouth and
lamb.’

¢ ¢\Why—er—about Miss Lindy not being
—married, Captain.”

¢ ‘Married!” says Samuel, staring, ‘mar
ried?—I guess not! No'm, I guess Licdy
Shivvers ain’t married,’ he packed the to-
bacco in his pipe—‘I'm sorry for ye, Callow,
if that’s the way o’ the wind!
easy craft to land.

Bat you brought it on

yourself when you would go there to board, |
knowing her to be such a fine and interesting |

woman!’

“Timothy got red and pulled his beard and |

I was fairly scandalized.

¢ ¢ No, no, Captain!’ he says; you're mis- |
When I came here to |

taken, I assure you!
board I nnderstood that Miss Lindy was—
er—rather an elderly person, who would be
a mother to me, as it were. I—I have w0
other intentions whatever!”

¢ looked at Samuel Marrow and seemed
to begin to see daylight.
as a post, packing his pipe.
hurt to ask her,’ hesays to his pipe; ‘ask her,
by all means, Timothy, if you can weather
it when she says no—as I'm thinkin’ she
will! By all means ask her!

“By this time Tinlothy was scarlet, and
standing on first-one foot and then on the
other.

‘ wrong, wrong?
tion, I assure you!” Samuel held his pipe
out and came near, speaking slow.

¢ ¢You mean to say that you've been trifl-
ing with Lindy Shivvers all this time, and
meaning nothing,
that it?’

¢ ¢No, no, indeed, Captain!' eays poor
Timothy, at his wit’s end. ‘I assure you.”

¢ ¢ Sp that’s it,” says Samuél, not listening |

toa word. ‘You say you’re more comfort-
able than ever you were in your iife, and

you can’c stay and be comfortable without

asking Lindy, and you're going away with-
out asking Lindy—why, then, split my
rafters, sir,” roared Samuel of a sudden, ‘gplit

my rafters, you've got no more sense sir,’

and he stuck his pipe in his mouth and strut-
ted off as if he was on deck in a gale.
Timothy Callow looked struck dumb with
sudden thought.

¢ ¢ The—the Captain’s mistaken,’ he says,
helplessly.

¢ ¢Now don’t mind the Captain, don’t!
said I, real mortified.

¢ ¢ J've never looked out for myselfin that

way,” says Timothy, looking at me.

] fancied in what way he meant, and I
‘Mr. Callow, the best things must be
With that be put his hat on and
That evening at sun-
set I sat on the step where Samuel was smok-
ing. A waggon bad just carried off Timo-
thy’s things from over to Lindy's and the

said:
tried for.’
went over to Lindy’s.

place looked closed and quiet.

« ¢ T wae real ashamed of you today,’ said
I to Samuel; ‘all talking didn’t do any good,
Samuel narrowed his
eyes toward wheze the water made a purple
line along the shore and smoked steady.
‘She’s all alone again, poor Lindy,’ said I.
A bird flew over the marshes calling, and
‘I's a
heap worse than it wae before,’ eaid I, ‘and
all for nothing. Idon’t see why you couldn’t
let Timothy stay as long as he was comfort-
The sky set-

and Timothy's gone!’

Samuel blew a curl of smoke up.

able and go ia his own time.’
tled downiato redness, and it grew twiligh'y,
and Samuel smoked hard. Suddenly Lin
dy's gate clicked and she came across.

eyes, like he was pleased at something, bu

he smoked steady. Lindy sat down beside

me and slipped her haud in mine.
she felt so bad she couldn’t speak.

I though

« «Well, Timothy's gove,” said I, there
being nothing else to say. She nodded and
She eseemed taller and

looked out to eea.

and marry jost because it is natural for them

older, and held her head up. ‘I'm terrible

sorry, Lindy,’ said L.

One evening Timothy Callow came
across, He had picked up a heap in a month
and he said he had never been so comfor-

said Samuel, beginning to smoke

“She’s a born
Yes, yes, it’s a pity Liady
never married, and it would be a pity for

He's |
been so much company, Miss Marrow, I'll |

looking like a week-old |

Lindy'll be no |

But he was deaf |
“Twouldn’t |

¢ ¢You're wrong, ("aptr-in,” he "says, |
I—haven’t any such inten- |

Timothy Callow? Is |

Poor

She
looked little and sweet, and I saw the lines
begin to gather at the corners of Samuel's

1
back of the worde, and the lines got deeper
around Samuel’s eyes. Then the gate clicked,
and Timothy came up the walk. Lindy got
up and met him and they stood together be-
s | foreus in the twilight. ‘Good evening!' says
‘Come up?

“ *No, I jest came over so we could teli
you together, 'says Lindy. Then she looked
- | up at Timothy.

¢« ‘It’s wonderful,’ said Timothy, ‘but she’s

going to let me come back for good, soon. I
guess I'll bave to thank you, Captain.’
1 “ ¢ Good luck to'you! says Samuel, clap-
y | ping his knee. * Thank me! No, sir' Thank
the old lady here; I know nothing of such
* | matters.

“With that they both shook hands grave-
ly with me, who hadn’t any more to do with
it than with the dead, and Lindy whispered.
‘I don’t see how he came to think of me,
Mis' Marrow, and he so learned, but he did.’
And Timotby was saying to Samuel: ‘It’s
the Lest day's work of my life, Captain!
Aud he must have thought he did it all him-
self, for be looked as proud, as if he'd dis-
covered a comet. Then Lindy said they
must go home as it was growiog late, and
Timothy must not stay in the damp, so they
thanked e again and went over to Lindy’s
together. Then I said:

¢ «fWell Samuel Marrow!
are the be

“He looked across to where they went
through the twilight, and he folded hisarms
and says:

“ *Yew'm, people’s like boats. Some crafts
can’t be left to the wind. They’ve got to
be steered, Old lady you did the right thing

when you sent

Samuel,

Of all men you

tenest!”

Timothy Callow to board
over to Lindy's.' "—Virginia Woodward
Cloud, in the New York Evening Post.
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With the Guns.

Lieutenant Morrison, whose saving of the
guns in the battle of Belfast is one of the
feats to be remembered to the credit of the
Canadian artillery, has published in book

he letters he wrote from the fromt,
printed in the Ottawa Citizen and

“With the Guns ino
ca” (Spectator Printing Co., Ham-

ilton) gives realistic accounts of the life in

n Spectator.

camp, which will be of very general interest.
We can guote only afew of the vivid descrip-
tions in which the book abounds. In one

i s of a long march on short

a gay life, but the Canadian boys
nbled even when they marched st
roing and had only half a hard
y'clock at night, and were 8o
y that the mess orderlies dared not go
he lines with the camp kettles
among the hollow-eyed men lying about the
guuns, unless.a sergeant accompanied them,
| to put the restraint of discipline on the de-
How many people at
a really hungry crowd
of men—not merely men with sharpened
| appetites, but abeolutely lean and hunger-
driven by continnous ehortness of food?
| Even then the saving humor of the Canadian
does not him. * Come this way,
olls a lanky, wan-faced lad, in
he circus man’s drawl, * the
now about to be fed.”
ing d funeral of
e. Spence and Radcliffe, who were shot
n by Boers in khaki while scouting :
The bodies of the two Canadisns were
handled gently into the grave, and a trooper
jomped down and arranged them. Then
Licut.-Col. Lessard called the parade to at
| tention, and as no chaplain was available
(where are all our chaplains these monthe
t?) Mr. Best, the young Y.M.C.A. re
entative, recited a few scripture texts,
e singing of two verses of ‘“ Rock of
| Ages cleft for me,” and said a short prayer.
was not-spectacularly impressive, ar-
rayed as he was in an old, worn khaki suit,
boots, spurs, and a pony hat, but what he
| said and the way he said it was impressive.
| ‘The troops leaned on their rifles aad listened
| to him intently. One lad, probably a former
m of one of the bundles in blankets,
ped aside from the ranks and sat down
| abruptly in the grass. When Mr. Best had
concluded, be took up & handful of the red,
| fresh earth, and threw it into the grave, re-
pe The sun sank
behind the hill and the bugle sang the low,
sweet notes of the * last post.” Then there
was an embarrassing pause, and we all seemed
to be wondering whether all had been done
to make the burial really legal, when a hard-
faced little trumpeter stepped out of the
d to the grave, and, turning
to his colonel, saluted with automatic pre
Producing & little, dirty, frayed
Union Jack, such as you see children playing
| with on the streets at home, he looked about,
undecided, stuck it in the top of the mound
of new earth, salated again, and marched
stiffly back to the ranka. It has become so
[ o onable of late years to be sentimental
| he *‘ old flag,” that the eilence became
1fully embarrassing. A Boer
baby, frightened by the silence, began to cry
in its mother’s arms. A gruff order was
given, a squad stepped briskly forward and
rapidly filled up the grave, and we marched
over to supper.

mande of hunger.

home have ever seen
.

desert

cribes the

n

eating the usual formula.

ranks,

cision.
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Toothache Cured In one Minute.

Not only toothache, but any nerve pain is
cured instantly by Polson’s Nerviline. Thous-
andg have testified that ils%awerful. pene-
tratiog, pain-stbduing properties make it an
, | absclute cure for nearalgia, rhuematiem,
toothache, crampe, colic and all other pains
and aches that beset mankind. The world is
challenged to equal Nerviline as a house-
hold liniment. Large bottle 25 cents.

—The former postmaster of Shawnee, O.
T., who, on the charge of embezzlement, was
gent to juil three years ago on the testimony
of handwriting experts, has been set free,
and the self confessed real culprit will go to
prison in his stead. It wouldn’t be so bad
if the handwriting experts, too, could be
shat up long enough for them to make a more
thorough study of the peculiarities of pen-
msnship.

RoYAL

Baking Powder

Made from pure
cream of tartar.

Safeguards the food

against alum.

the
B ot oot

ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW YORK.

t
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LARY PTRIIO P
(RANDOLVE'S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetows -
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Sure-Pop Jamalea Ginger.
WHAT A §PUTHERN Mamnu;n, 30!7“ ouT
@FTER IT HAD KILLED FOUR MEN,

They were relating incidents that occurred
in the blind tiger districte. Said the old
revenue officer:

“ All of you know that in these dry coun-
ties the toper who is deprived of his dram
will soon learn to drink anyrhing that is hot
or fiery, from cologne to Jamnsica ginger-or
pepper vinegar. Well, one of the mos$ re
mackable things of this kind that ever
under my observation happened downx
in ore of the counties touched by the South-
ern Railroad. Some time after the county
went dry s man yielded to the demands of
the frequenters of his general store and or-
dered an extra supply of the varions hot
stuffs that ordinsrily would have only &
moderate sale. In the lot was a case of
Jamaica ginger. The first to buy sny of this
ginger was a couple of brothers who had just
returned home from the State University,
In & few hours after drinking some of the
stuff they were dead. Without saying a
word to anybody, the. merchant carried the
case of gioger to the attic and instructed the
clerk to never sell any of it. A few months
after that two brothers, who were in the
turpentine business and who were known as
turpentine ridegs, called at the store and
asked for Jamaica ginger.

* The owner of the store was absent at the
time, and the clerk, remaembering the box
upstairs, fisally, after much pleading on the
part of the boys, told them that there was
some upstaira, but he couldn’t gell it. The
young men proposed that they would g up'
and get some of it, and then he could tell his
employer that he didn’t sell it: The clerk
was finally persuaded into this arrangement.
In a few hours both young men wére dead.
When the owner of the swre heard of the
deaths and the action of the clerk, he kept
his own counsel. He knew, but the clerk
did not, that the deaths of the two sets of
brothers were cansed by that ginger.

“ Quietly he went into an investigation.
He discovered, after so long & time, that the
ginger was made by an up-country firm,
who, in order to produce a cheap grade of
the so-called ginger, had used wood alcohol
in the preparation of it. This wood alcohol
being a deadly , death was sure to
follow the drinking of it. The siorekeeper
was 80 miserable over what had occarred,
accusing himself of being the canse of the
deaths of the four men, that he finally told
a friend about the whole transaction, and
then drank & bottle of the ginger, the last
of the caze, having destroyed all but one
bottle he had reserved for his own use. Ib
ended bis misery.”
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— ¢ Speal
vhe Parrsi
to the undesi
fulin Nova Sc
peddler was saffic

; abont public health,” says
» Leader, * we cannot bat refer
f peddlers eo plenti-

years ago a pack
curiosity to attract
to-day their
n of the province

og glance ;

and D. A. R., andgsfor euch isolation we
should be fal. The Annapolis and
Cornwallis vall favorite ficlds of these
nomade; y carry are usaily
the product of sweat shops, and must needs
The personal habite of
theee people far from cleanly,
and much of the sickness which exists in &
land 80 blessed with fine air could be traced
to these travelling combinations of cheap
trash, filth and n The command to
entertain all strangers in the hopes of harbor-

is one that the Nova
toobey. We think,
however, that ex on and careful scrap-
ing will fail to reveal even the sprouts of
wings on any of the peddlers now overrun-
These people are in many
cases made to pay a tax for the privilege of
vending their wares, but no tax, unless go
high as to be absolutely prohibitory, is able
to offset the danger to the public health.
The eituation is a sericus one, and demands
the attention of cur people apd our legisla-
tors. If we must have peddlers, let there
be an appointed place in each county where
they can be fumigated and laundered, they
and their wares, and yct a stringent law be
passed making them visit such a place
week.

The gaods

be microbe lad

obes.

ing an angel una
Scotia housewife s

ning the country.

—Sheriff Pearson, of Portlaud, made a
sensatTonal speech recently at the Methodist
Conference, at Yarmouth, Me. Referring
to attempt at bribery, he said: *I could go
out of office worth $200,000, but how should
I stand with God? I wen't do’it.

*In one case it was said that $40,000
would be paid me to get out, and that it
-would be worth $10,000 to the man who
could arrange the deal.

“T was offered $2,000 to dismiss Charles
A Plummer, one of my deputice, but he is
still a deputy.
me ; Idid not go.

A leading citizen sent for
He was buried in polities,
and I hate politics. He sent a message to
me by a liquor seller., Isaid to him: *‘You
and I have pothing in common, and I will
not go.’
“A liquor seller came to my office and
said : ¢ Sheriff, you're looking poorly. Some
of your friends have raised $2500 to send you
to Europe for three months.’ T said,
won't go.””’
e e
Miss Jones Voice Greatly Improved.
N f Miee Jones singing
ed a: Lthe improved
Loe tone, 8o notice-
5 ) Miss Jones
a:tributes th nprovement to the recent
use of Catarrhezone. It gives clearness and
brilliancy of tone, and prevents horseness
and huskiness. Prominent singers, minie-
ters, sctorg and public speakers use Catarrh-
ozone for the voice, and find it of inesti-
mable value. You breathe the medicated
air from the inhaler into the throat and lungs
it killsd and abeolute~
ly cures Broncl and Catarrh.
Catarrhcozone never faile; never harme; pleas-
ant to use and always suceessful.  Sold with
a guarantee on every $1,00 package, to cure
these diseases, or your money back. Small
size 25¢. Druggists Polson & Co., Kingston,
Oat.

The Maple Tree For Ever,

Arber Day iz almost as great an institws
jon in Oantaric as it is in Quebec, The
Upited Empire Loyalist’s Aesociation cele-
brated it appropristely in Queen’s Park.
They sang “The Maple Tree For ‘Ever,”
¢ The Land of the Maple,” ard the National
Anthem. They made speeches galore, and
pianted—one maple tree. After that let the
lumberman do his worst. '*The Maple
Tree ” must last *“for-ever,” if we are care-
ful to plant one tree every year,—Montreal
Star.

e
Strength and Endurance
Are factors of the greatest suceess.

No person can do full justice to himself
without them.,

In mo eeason of the year ere they more
easi'y exhsusted than iu the spring.

Wa need vot discuss the resson for this
here. Ii's cnongh to suy vhere is one, and
1hat Hood's Sarsapariile gives strength

endurance, as thousands annualy testify.




