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Professional Cards.

J.v 7M.. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Offise in Annapolis, opjrosite Garrison gate
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Fivery Thursday.

Q@ usiar Agent of the United Siates
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

#& Monoy to loan at- five per cent on Real

Estate security.
0O 1. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

H

¢ Queen 8t,, Bridgetow

Money to Loan oo First-Ola: s
Roeal Egtate,

0. S. MIL1L S
Barrister, &c.
Real Estate Agent, etec.
SHAFNER BUILDING,

IRIDGETOWN, N S

Prompt anu sacisfactory attention given
w0 the collection of ciaims, and all other
orofessional husinesa

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
irapvill- <treets, formerly nccupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose Dentigtry in all its
oranche. -arefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown. Monday
«nd Tuesday of each week

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd. 1301

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Survevor.
ROUND HILL. N S

™m

!

WA, 4. WARSHALL & (0.

Carpenters and Builders.
(18 years experience.) \

Doors, Sashes “Monldings, Building ‘
Material and Finish of all kinds. |
Screen Windows and Docrs a specialty.

Prolmpt Attentien given to Jebbing.

ates Furnished. |
solicited. |

Plans and E
Your patron;

|
Box 289. BRIDGETOWN, N.S. |

UNION BINK 6 HALIPAX
Incorporated 1856,
$1,705.900
1,205,900
775,000

tapital Authorized, -
Capital Paid-up, -
Rest, - - - -

DIRECTORS:
WM. ROBERTSON, Wwm. RocHE,
o Pre~ident. V.co-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR. E. G. ITH.
GEo. MircHELL, M.P.P. A. E. JoNES.
GEORGE STAIRS, EsqQ.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.
E. L. THORNE, General Manager,
€. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited

Bills of Exchange bonght and sold.

Highest rate aliowed for money obn
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3} per cent added hal
yearly, January 3lst and July 3lst.

BRANCHES :
Annapolis, N.S. —E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Arichat, C.B.--L W.Lyons, Acting Mgr.
Baddeck, ¢ B >=R. W. Eiliot, Manuager.
Barrington Passage—C. Raobertson, «
B:ar River, N S.—L A Do ge,
Berwick, N S.—H E. Masher, 0
Bridgerown; N. 8 —J. D Leavitt, . u
‘Broad Cove Mines, C. B.—F. G. D. Cam-
@rw, ac ing manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, N.
rmnig("l'. .
Dartmouth, N
manager.
Digby, N 8 —J. E Allen, menager.
Glace Bay, N 8 —J. W Ryan, manager.
Granville Ferry, N. 8.—W. L Wright,
cting mansg-r
e Pllrsg'nihx‘ I\g S —W. C. Harvey, manager.
Kentville, N. S.—F. 0. Ruberisor, Mgr.
Lawrencetown, N. 8. -F. G. Palfcey,
ansger,
e Liv%rpmnl. N.S.— E R Mulhsll, manager.
Mabou, C. B.—R. S. Gates, actiog
ager.
m‘bll’i:dlmon, N. 8.—P A. Curry, mavager,
New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,
nager.
m?Nofth Sycney. C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
nsger.
m?l’a!l"uborn, N. 8 —E. R. Reid, mansger.
Port-of Spsin, Trinidad—A. D. McRae,
sger.
_‘Sl;.mgrbrooke, N. 8.—C. E. Jubien, acting
nager.
m.sr.uPe:er‘s, C. B.—J A.Irviog, manager.
Sydpey, C. B.—H. W. Jubi».n, mansger
Sydoey Mies, C. B.—R. Creighton, Mgr.
Trure, N. 8.—C. A, Armatrong, manager.
Windsor, N. 8.—C. A Gray, p
‘Wolfville, N. 8.—A F. Lirtle, "
“Yarmeouth, N 8 —N. R. Burrows

CORRESPONDENTS.—

Lendon and Westminster Bank, Loodon,
Eogiand ; Bank of Toronto and Branches-
Upper Canads; Nationsl Bank of ("om,
merce, New York; Merchanis’ National

* Bagk, Bowon ; Royal Baok of Canads, St

8.-(C. K Hogg,

8 —J. P. L. ‘Stewart,

Good Stock,

Meat Workmanship,
Up=to-Datec Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to [Patrons.

(U¢ Pring =

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

John, N B.; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
John’s, Nfld,

Finest Lines
N

Wedd
0TIy,

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Monitor = « =
Job Prinfing = «

in a few moments.

The CooK's
Best. Friend

Lovril

Bovril is invaluable in the kitchen
as by its aid rich nourishing soups
and tasty gravies can be prepared
It also adds flavor
and strength to stews, hashes, ragouts
and every other dish for which it is em-
ployed. No cook whoaimsat culin-

“The clouds, which rise with thunder,
slake

Our thirsty souls with rain;
The blow most dreaded fails to break

From off our limbs a chain;
And wrongs of man to man but make

The love of God more plain.
As through the shadowy lens of even
The eye looks farthest into heaven
On gleams of star and depths of blue.’
—Whittier.

’

-

THE WINTER'S FOIL.

Soon shall the winter’s foil e here;

Soon shall these icy ligatures unbend
and melt. A little while

And air, soil, wave, suffused shall be
in softness, bloom and growth; a
thousand forms shall rise.

From these dead clods and chills as
from low burial graves.

Thine eyes, ears—all thy best attri-
butes—all that take cognizance of
natural beauty,

Shall wake and fill. Thou shalt per-
ceive the simple shows, delicate
miracles of earth,

Dandelions, clover, the emerald grass,
the early scents and Hlowers,

The arbutus under foot, the willow’s
yellow-green, the blossoming plum
and cherry;

With these, the robin, lark and thrush
singing their songs—the flitting
bluebird;

For such the scenes the
less play brings on.

—Walt. Whitman.

Select @iiemtun.ﬂ

annual end-

The Uses of Self-Sacrifice.

| house

[sgueczcd within the four

(By Emma Brooke.)
The only “home’ Ellen Barton boast-
ed was a back bedroom in a boarding-
in Bloomsbury. FKor the priv-
ilege of inhabiting it and eating at the

| common table with the other boarders,

she paid one guinea per week; and

i thought herself fortunate on the whole,

for the couple who kept the house

| were kindly and considerate, and she
had been there a long time and had

become used to the place.

The room had been described in the
advertisement as ‘“‘a bed-sitting-room”
which meant that, besides the bed and
the inconceivably shabby chest of
drawers, dressing-table and washstand,
there was a table on which it was pos-
sible to write a letter, and an old bas-
ket armchair by the side of the tiny
grate. The table was covered with a
magenta tablecloth which did not
match the color of the curtains. All
the furniture was too large for the
room, and Ellen's trunk had to be
walls  be-
sides.

If Ellen had been able to afford a
front room it would not have been at
all bad for then she could have seen
the trees in the square and the long

| green patch of grass, and seen the few

flowers enjoying the rays of the sun,
and even have had a sun-ray for her-
self. As it was, no sun came into her
window, and when she looked out she
saw only chimney-pots.

For compensation she was rarely
there save on Sundays, when there was
no other refuge. However it was some-
thing to know that the room was her
own; she had come to associate it
with her thoughts and with the little
interests of that circle of experience
she named her life.

Ellen Barton was a shorthand type-
writer by profession, and earned sev-
enty-five pounds a year. The margin,
after paying for her board and lodg-
ing, was not large. She had her am-
bitions, and worked steadily at them.
These ambitions were divided into two
classes: the first dealt with her pro-
fession and material life, the other
with the life of her mind and soul.
Of the ambitions of the first kind, the
greatest was to acquire the art of
writing French shorthand, for, once
she became an adept at that, her mar-
ket value would be greater. The worst
of it was that, when one works eight
or nine hours a day in an office to
the accompaniment of a typewriter,
the brain and energies are not what
they might be, and Ellen made no
striking progress. She attended the
Polytechnic classes, but could hardly
manage to study in between; more-
over, of late, an opportunity of earn-
ing a little extra money had come.
The lady who occupied the second-
floor-front was an author, and one day
asked Ellen if she would, upon occa-
sion, write for her in the evenings
from dictation.

No sum was named, and Ellen knew
it must be trifling when it came; but
she could not afford to refuse, and
accepted the offer. She rather liked
Miss Benson, and it was pleasant to
sit in her large, well-furnished room,
and to feel that she was being initia-
ted into another side of secretarial
work. She imagined Miss Benson to
be a person of magnificent success, be-
cause she lived on the second floor and
could afford to employ another when
tired herself. In reality, Miss Benson
earned less than Ellen did, but had a
small income of her own to rely upon.
Miss Benson was a tall, grey-haired,
ugly woman of brusque manners; but
She had a velvety pair of brown eyes
behind her spectacles, and sometimes
an odd, attractive turn to her phrase.

One Sunday morning Ellen stood in
her room looking out on the chimney-
pots, over the shabby broken mirror
and dressing table. It was December,
and was raining—a feeble, drizzly, chil-
ling rain that had nothing exhilara-
ting about it, but which washed the
smuts down the panes in slow black
rivers. The depressing effect of the
rain was, however, nothing in compar-
ison to that of the voice of a woman
who occupied the basket chair. She
was a faded, pretty woman, of thirty-
five, with anery black eyes and marked
eyebrows and a snarl of indignation
in her voice. She was Ellen’s sister-
in‘law, for Ellen had one near relative
in world, a brother, a man of

Department, = =

something over forty years. On

occasion Ellen was dismayed to detect,
at the back of her mind, the disloyal
reflection that she would have been
much better off, and life much easier,
if she had not possessed this near re-
lation at all.

“l only ask you to look at my un-
derskirt, Ellen,” said Mrs. Barton,
lifting her shabby black gown; “I've
worn it for exactly eight years. It
just hangs together like & cobweb,
and if you breathe on it you may ex-
pect a hole. 1s this how lought to
be clothed in the weather we've had?
I've only the bonnet I've got on and
one presentable dress. However, I
don’t care about myself, of course. It’s
the children.”

Here the poor lady broke down with
a sob, and Ellen turned from the win-
dm\'_\\‘lth a white face.

“What about the children, Sophy?”’
suld'shu in a soft, measured voice.

“Everything!” responded Mrs. ‘Bar-
ton, her eyes flashing through her
tears. “You know how delicate Tom-
my is, and his boots are not fit to
wear. It's as much as his lifc is worth
to go out in them as they are; but
how am I to find the money for a new
pair?”’

“Oh, dear!” sighed Ellen, with a
contracted brow,

“Then there's the stair carpet. We
ought to make a decent appearance,
at least, if Tom is to keep his posi-
tion. There are a hundred and one
things that 1 want that are pure ne-
cessities; and 1 haven’t paid the butch-
er for a month.”

Ellen sat down on her box, her head
drooping as though every word her
sister-in-law spoke was a leaden weight
laid upon her shoulders.

“How about Tom?” she asked in a
low voice.

“He does what he can,” returned
Mrg Barton; “but what does it come
to?
. She shook her shoulders in angry
impatience.

“He earns about five hundred a year,
doesn’t he?”

“And what is that with a growing
family? I want at least a thousand to
muk(’.v.\pen.\‘(-s meet. Oh it’s all very
well for you in this snug little place
with no anxiety and no particular
wants. You know exactly what your
income is and what you can spend and
what you can’t. I never know. And
Tom’s expenses are excessively heavy.
There’s no end to taking one’s purse
out of one’s pocket.”

Ellen was even whiter than before,
save for a deep spot of color in one
cheek that came there suddenly and
stayed, as though something in the
words had lashed it. It was, however,
Mrs. Barton who burst into tears.

- Then Ellen get up and knelt beside
ner.

“Sophy, I'm so sorry for you! If I
only knew how to help you!”

*‘Oh, yes, I daresay! But where's the
good of talking? We're all on the way
to the workhouse, and I've no doubt
Tommy will be'ill and run us upa
doctor's hill.” '

“Surely it would be better to buy
the boots than that? Surely out of
five hundred—"’

“There, if you're going to preach,
I'd better leave. You simply don’t
understand, Ellen. Oh, what a life
mine is!”

Mrs. Barton rose
looking glass.

“Now, I've made myself an object
by crying,” said she. ““I wish it was
all over and I was laid in my grave!”

““Oh, Sophy! you have Tom and the
children to love you and to love, and
at least a roof over your head, and
some happy hours!”

“There,” said the exasperated wo-
man, ‘““you simply don’t understand!”’

She turned to the door, and Ellen,
feeling that she had beén inconsider-
ate or unsympathetic, sprang after her
and gently touched her arm.

“I will see you downstairs,”
she.
““Oh, don’t bother to do, that! What's
the good? I can let myself out.”

When Mrs. Barton had gone, Ellen
sank back in- the basket chair and
closed her eyes. On the top of a week’s
work, a Sunday call from Sophy was
apt to drain the last drop of her
strength and nerve. Each visit was usu-
ally a copy of the last; the details
might differ, but not the mode. And
yet Sophy’s life could hardly be called
unhappy. There were difficulties, of
course, and the pinch of narrow means;
but Ellen could remember the happy
engagement and the first bright years
of marriage. No such brilliant patch
of happiness had come into her own
life. And did the love of husbhand and
children, all that great possession,
count for nothing? Perhaps they did
not. Perhaps the trials which accom-
many possession are heavier than
those which accompany non-possession.
All Ellen’s troubles had been in nega-
tion; throughout life she had missed
everything she greatly desired to have;
nothing she deeply wanted had been
given her. That is a trial which pos-
sibly does not count, because it makes
a small noise in the world.

Something in her appearance and
manner, her quietude and patience, her
delicate face, was in entire accordance
with her experience, If the room she
occupied could by any stretch of lan-
guage be justly named “‘snug,” that
was because of a certain gift of ar-
rangement and deftness of finger that
could turn to its best uses the most
hopeless material. No doubt Sophy,
wearied out by the noise of children—
they were not, however, always noisy
or wearisome—had moments in which
she envied the stillness and loneliess
of Ellen’'s room; but would she have
exchanged places? In reality the soli-
tude was crushing pain to Ellen, with
her exhausted stores of loving-kind-
ness. But she never dreamed of either
explaining or complaining.

By degrees her lonely strenuous life
had deepened certain original traits.
For example, her tastes were clearly
defined; she had longings after the
beautiful, which at least served the
purpose of weaving dreams about her.
It had become her habit to adjust
these longings very practically to some
small point not beyond realizas
tion. The gingle excitement of her
was to set before her some aimso
kind, to save up money 4
and, ;

and went to the

said

from the dead level of exhausting ei-
101t to another world of ait aunu in
terest; now it would be a tneatre; then
4 picvure galiery; but above ad, lullen,
In her tiny way, was a buyer ot books.
10 make a coueclion ot tue cheap nui
iature editions of the Knglish classics
was the grand ulterior ain to wuicn
her minute savings were consecrated.
Already she possessed two of the green
Temple edition. Someone had given
then to her, and hence the desire, the
hunger, after further collection had be-
gun. I only she might come to pos-
sess the set of red bound Temple pilays
of Shakespeare, and the specially made
bookease in which to hold them! On
the paper of her room, just above the
chest of drawers, was an ugly stain;
her dream was- that the case full of
Shakespeare’s plays should stand in
front of that eyesore, and so obliterate
it. Wonderful = change that might be
from the sordid reminder of poverty
to -the dark oaken case with the warm
colored, dainty volumes ranged within!
How the names of the marvelous plays
would shine out in the twinkling gilt
letters with their reminders of the
stores within! She had committed por-
tions of the plays to memory. When
exterior alfairs were too ugly and wear-
isome to be borne unflinchingly; when
she was forced to buy a new dress,
and was therefore too poor to alford a
fire, and sat in her room wrapped in
ancient winter cloak, she would some-
times close her eyes and repeat whole
scenes, delivering them with admirable
spirit, and thus passinto that world
of rich and varied existence from her
grey and narrow patch.

The effect of restrictions upon a na-
ture already delicate and fine had been
to prune her tastes to an excessive rar-
ity and sensitiveness. Pleasures being
scarce, she chose them daintily and
with an absolute knowledge of what
she wanted. Her pure judgment had,
by a course of vigorous selection, be
come not only elevated, but fastidious;
she shrank from the coarser amuse
ments, and really suffered under bad
or vulgar spectacles. She had the de
fects of her qualities, and no one
would call her powers of enjoyment
“‘broad;”’ but then, her reward in an
assiduous cultivation of the higher life.
was an increasing appreciation of it.
Her life, in short, was divided into
two parts—the one heroically lived
amidst the sordid surroundings of type
writing and poverty; the other in the
regions of beauty. She had successfully
struggled to keep the regions apart,
and to be able to shut the door upon
the one ‘when she entered the other.

When Sophy had been gone about
half an hour, Ellen opened her eyes
again, and colored sensitively to per
ceive how glowing and cheerful the fire
looked upon the hearth. Sophy in cal
ling the room “snug” and comparing
it with her own existence, had con
jured to Ellen’s mind something un
measured in the way of culpable self
indulgence. For a moment, indeed, a
picture of Sophy’s nursery fireside,
with the sense of Tommy’s sweet body
against his mother's knee, or- little
Fan’s seductive way of hugging one,
assailed her mind; all that warmth and
love and natural existence seemed won-
derful riches to lonely Ellen. Not only
was the picture of the nursery fasci-
nating,-but so also was that of the
busy glowing kitchen, to which
might creep and help the maid with
the toast or the ironing. But then un
doubtedly she did not ‘‘understand;”
clearly there were depths of misery be
hind these human natural cares which
she was unable to fathom. She rose
from her chair, and, stooping over the
hearth, took up the clumsy, broken,
secondhand tongs, and with some diffi-
culty picked the fire to pieces. Coals
were sixpence a scuttle; if she. saved
in that point, she could gather togeth-
er enough money for Tommy’'s boots—
dear little delicate Tommy.

When the fire was out, she sat for
about half'an hour wrapped in her old
cloak. The room was getting: very
chilly, and she found herself unable to
conjure up the usual pictures. She
tried Miranda and Ferdinand in vain;
then Perdita with the flowers; then
faltered into tears over ‘“The quality
of mercy is not strained;” and finally
gave it up, and permitted her rainbow
thoughts to vanish under the fog of
trouble.

A knock came to the door, and Miss
Benson peeped in.

*“Good gracious, child! are you sit-
ting without a fire?”’

“My head aches,” replied Ellen, truly
enough, ‘‘or of course 1 could sit down-
stairs.”’

“In a room reeking of twenty years’
meals! I daresay! Come down to me—
I want you.”

“Honestly, Miss Benson, I have no
brains for work.”

“Work? Who talks of work on this
day of rest? My dear, I'm not an ogre,
though I look one. I want someone to
sit opposite me on my hearth in a
comfortable armchair while I read
quietly. T've just put my kettle on
for afternoon tea. There’s no compan-
ion like one who doesn’t ~want to
talk.”

And Ellen, nothing loth, went down,
and in the warmth and comfort and
comparativeé elegance of Miss Benson’s
room, her frozen nerves began to thaw
and she was able to forget that ter-
rible weight of Sophy’s troubles. When
it was time to go upstairs again, Miss
Benson opened her desk.

“Here,” said she brusquely, and
handing a small packet to Ellen with-
out turning her head, “I've had this
ready for you a day or two. It's your
pny.v I've totted up the amount all
right, so don’t be nervous on that
score.” ) i

“Thank you,” said Ellen joyously; ““I
assure you I was not nervous as to
that.”

She carried the small treasure up-
stairs, and there opened the packet,
letting the money drop on the bed
with a cry of surprise. It was double
the sum she had expected; it would
bring her so far towards the object of
her grand ambition that she could
purchase the whole of the Temple
edition of Shakespeare in one wild
ecstatic plunge. Never in her life had
she held in her hand  such a full
draught of happiness; for this was ex-
tra money—money which she was not
compelled to spend on necessaries. In
the excess of her joy Sophy and her
troubles were swept into annihilation;
she would not have to wait to collect
the books singly—the delicious line of
red volumes might become her posses-
sion in one magnificent swoop. Sup-
ported at one end by her workbox,
and at the other by her Bible and
Prayer.book, they would avail to coy-
er the lower part of the odious stain
on the paper, and she mlz_ht now de-
vote her energies to saving for the
bookcase. How the red leather and
the gilt letters would twinkle in th_e
winter evenings when the fire was lit
and the curtain drawn! She would not
feel a tithe as lonely as before. So her
fancy leapt up and on riotously, until
it happened that her eye fell on the
old broken tongs and the black grate:
whereupon she remembered Sophy and
little Tommy with his worn-out boots.
Then Ellen sat down on the basket
chair and closed her eyes, and prayed
to he delivered from temptation.

She was very silent at dinner, and
quite unable to respond to any effort
to draw her into conversation. After
dinner she wrote a letter, but left the
envelone open. Next morning she was
up rather earlier than usual. so that

_micht have time to call at the
fce and purchase a money Qi
enclosure Ma'letm, d

one

to quiet resignation. She got through
that day and the next in comparative
peace, staying .he sharpness of -her
disappointment by the reHection that
Tommy had his boots and other neces-
saries. Then came a scrawl from
Sophy:

“Come on straight here after work
on Saturday. We have a surprise for
you. ‘Thanks for note and enclosure.

-3,

Ellen smiled a little sadly. No one
would ever dream or guess what the
‘‘kind enclosure” cost her starved and
hungry heart. As to the surprise, what
could that be? On Saturday she ar-
rived as required at her brother’s
house.

Tom Barton was a stout, florid man,
an absoiute contrast to Ellen in ap-
pearance and nature. He was loud
where she was soft, red where she was
pale, fat and pufily where her contour
was delicate. rlis tastes and his meas-
ure were in harmony with his appear-
ance. When she reached the door a
cab stood before it, and Tom came
out beaming with good nature.

“That’s right, Eilen! You're just in
time! We ought to.set off now. We
can pack you in easily.”

“Where to, Tom? What has happen-
ed?”’

“T'o the pantomime, to be sure! We
mean to do it well and no mistake!
I've taken tickets for the front row
of the dress circle. Bob and Maggie
are coming and Sophy, too, of course.
It will do Sophy good, especially as
she has bought a new cape that suits
her. Don’t say a word about your
ticket—that’s my present, you know.
One must keep Christmas somehow.”

Ellen turned white. At the best of
times the pantomime would have been
hateful and boring to her; on Satur-
day, after the week’s work and a jour-
ney to Tom’'s house, it was simply
torture. And where did the money
come from? That thought stunned her.

“Come, get in—get in!”’ said Tom.

*‘l am not dressed for such an oc-
casion,” murmured Ellen, who wore
her working gown and a plain straw
hat.

At that moment Sophy came hurry-
ing out in a new opera cape; she was
drawing on- a new pair of white kid
gloves; a flower was in her hair; she
looked beaming and pretty, and snap
ped a kiss on Ellen’s cheek.

“Do you like my new cloak, déar?’
she asked. *‘Jt only cost two guineas,
I got it with part of your money.
How sweet of you, Ellen! But then you
can afford these things. 1 really
couldn’t have gone to the pantomime
without something new and bright.
What is the pleasure of sitting in the
front and looking dowdy? Never
mind not being dressed, dear: we knew
you wouldn’t have time. But you can
take off your hat, and we'll cram it
under the seat. And, see! I'll spare
yvou this flower from my dress, and
you can pin it in your’s.”

Ellen smiled faintly and got into the
cab. could have gone in some
other way expensive, but Tom
paid the cabman like a lord. During
the next few hours of sheer endurance
she endeavored to support herseli by
the sight of the children’s pleasure;
but the reflection intruded that they
would have enjoyed it just as much
from the gallery and without her pres-
ence. Now and then she pondered over
Tommy's boots, but asked no question.
At last the glare and the noise came
to an end, and she realized that the
most active part of her torment was
And then she was even able to
part irom the family party, who were
getting cross; for Bob slipped when
they were walking to the station, and
came down in the mud in his best
suit; also, he pulled himself out of it
by laying hold of his mother’s new
opera-cape with terrible fing and
Sophy angrily protested that it was
ruined, which was no doubt the case.

Next morning Ellen could not bear
the lonely bedroom and the patch on
the paper and her own thoughts; shg
went downstairs and took the rare
course of knocking at Miss Benson's
door uninvited.. And then from the
armchair by the fire she gasped out
the whole story. Miss Benson listened
silently, and, when she had heard to
the end, rubbed her rather large nose
with her rheumatic forefinger.

“Ah,” said she presently, “when I
was voung I, too, was carried away
by the enthusiasm of self-sacrifice—un-
til T discovered that, in nine cases out
of ten, my self-sacrifice proved to be
merely an expensive forcing-bed for the
growth of other people’s undesirable
qualities.” ;
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—A twelve-year-old boy working in a
“testified before the strike
that he was working to
debt of his father, killed
in the mine eighteen months ago. 'Uo
received no pay, and the due bills
given him showed that the debt owed
by his  mother for rent increased in
spite of his earnings.

coal breaker
commission
pay off the

Don’t forget the
with the fish on his back.

For nearly thirty years he
lias been traveling around the
world, and is still traveling,
bringing health and comfort
wherever he goes.

To the consumptive he
brings the strength and flesh
he so much needs.

To all weak and sickly
children he gives rich and
strengthening food.

To thin and pale persons
he gives new firm flesh and
rich red blood.

Children who first saw the
old man with the fish are now
grown up and have children
of their own.

He stands for Scott’s Emul-
sion of pure cod liver oil—a
delightful food and a natur
tonic for children, for old fol

and for all who need flesh and
strengt e, ﬁm i

o| price $1.00:

fue aoSULT OF INDIFFERENUE.

The following words were recently
spoken from a Chicago pulpit by a
clergyman, who was an eye-witness of
the sad’ scene which inspired the ser-
mon:

“l am no insurance agent, but 1 do
not hesitate to say that modern insur-
ance comes nearer to giving something
for nothing, and certam than any oth-
er known insitiution of our times.

“Indeed, so sure, cheap and certain
has it become that any man, however
poor, is \;ﬂf;-out excuse who does not
take advantage of the inducements of-
fered to lay up a little money to bury
him when dead, and provide support
for his afflicted and loved ones when
he is called away.

*“It is nothing short of an unpardon-
able crime when a father and husband,
with wife and children depending on
him for support, neglects this sacred
obligation; uses up each week his
wages, and in a moment of time is
stricken by death; compels his friends
to bury him; leaves his family desti-
tute and objects of charity.

“Though 1 should live a thousand
years I could never forget the picture
of just such a scene as this that I saw in
Mount Hope Cemetery a few days ago
—the one that inspired this sermon. I
was called upon to preach the funeral
sermon of a man who was a clerk in
one of the great railroad offices down
town. He had a beautiful little home
here the city, a lovely wife and
child. He lived a life of simple, happy
ease.

“One day last week he was sitting
at his desk wniting and whistling,
when suddenly his whistling ceased,
his writing stopped, his head dropped
forward on his book, and his heart,
ever light and gay, ceased to throb.

“When his accounts were footed up
he had nothing. The boys in the office
had to defray all funeral expenses, and
they were just as poor as he. Less
than 81 a week invested in life insur-
ance would have avoided all this.

“The saddest sight I think I ever
witnessed in my life was his frail, deli
cate little wife, standing beside that
open grave, with the cold winds whis-
tling through the barren trees, sobbing
as if her heart would break, with not
enough money in her pocket book to
pay her way back to her -cheerless
home.”

in

——————————
THE MIGHTY SULLIVAN SUCCUMBS TO KING
ALCOHOL.

The former mighty John L. Sullivan
repented in sackcloth and ashes one
night recently in his cell in the Central
police station. Detroit. He was arrest-
ed about 5 o’clock, after being drunk
over 36 hours, but Manager Harris
finally got to him and promised him
if he got sober that night he would
open with him at the Arcade in Toledo.
Sullivan promised and took a pledge
not to drink again on his present tour.

He received $500 one day and mnext
day was broke and ran a tab in the
saloons he visited. His apostrophe to
himseli was characteristic, as he evi-
dently realized what he had come to.
He looked down at himself and said:

“You are a fine specimen, you are;
you lop-sided, gray-headed rattle-
snake. Why don’t you brace up and be
a gentleman, even if it does hurt you?
You was an actor who had Corhitt,
Fitz and Jefiries looking like selling
platers. To-day you are a bum. You
great big stuff, you should by right be
locked up in a nuthouse. ;

“You are making your last night
with King Booze, old man, and he's
got you pretty groggy at the present
time. It's been a long fight and a
hard one, but it can’t go on forever.
Old man, it can’t go on forever. Very
soon the referee will count you out,
and this looks to a sucker up a tree as
if it is the last round.”

the

THEIR DREAM OF WEALTH.

Toronto Star:

There is a vacant lot in Toronto
that was for years owned by a child-
less couple. They bought it for ten
dollars per foot frontage, and reénted
it for enough to pay the interest and
taxes. As the years went by it in-
creased rapidly in value, but the old
couple would not sell, and worked la-
boriously, as they had ever done. They
scraped along, getting a meagre living
but counting on the increasing value
of their vacant corner lot as so much
wealth for their comfort in old age.
They were already old, if they could
but realize the fact. Yet, late in life,
they refused $25 per foot for the land
they had paid 10 for. Then they both
fell ill and died within a year. They
had paid 81,000 for the lot, and could
have sold it for £25,000, but never got
a cent of the increase. Instead of mak-
ing a profit of $24,000, they actually
lost the 81,000 they had invested, for,
while they lived, it never came back,
nor did any of its fruits. So far as
they were concerned, it was like a
purely fictitious corner lot.

Lazy Livers and Sluceish Kidneys.

When these organs fail to perform
their proper functions, the blood be-
comes poisoned and suffering from dis-
ease commences. This can be avoided
by keeping your vitality at high-water
mark, the blood rich and pure by tak-
ing one Ferrozone tablet after each
meal.

Ferrozone has a mild but rapid ac-
tion on the liver and kidneys, and is
certainly the greatest producer of red
vitalizing blood known to science.
Morning tiredness, Languor, Dizziness,
Pain in the back and Sick Headache
disappear at once when Ferrozone is
used. Get it to-day. Price 50c., at
Druggists, or N. C. Polson & Co.,
Kingston, Ont.

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills cure blliousness.

CHARACTER AND REPUTATION.

Reputation helps to make character.
To be continually telling a boy that
he is a bad. boy is more likely to
make him worse than better. To give
a class the reputation of being the
“worst class in the school,” and to
keep noising it abroad, is not likely
to raise the moral tone or discipline
of the class. A man who has served
out a term in prison for crime finds
it hard to show himself trustworthy,
because nobody trusts him. His repu-
tation as an exprnisoner clings to him,
and, unless he is exceptionally strong
of will, reform seems hopeless to him,
and he sinks back to the level to
which his bad reputation has been de-
preciating him. As the character of
others depends largely upon their re-

utation, we should be careful how we
{:andle that reputation. .

e 2
How the Cocaine Habit Starts,

Generally from using catarrh snuffs
and ointments containing this deadly
drug. Tt is well to remember that the
only direct scientific cure for catarrh
is Catarrhozone, which cures by the
imhallation of medicated air. Simply
breathe Catarrhozone, and it will cure
all forms of Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asth-
ma,Lung Troubles and Deafness. Every
breath from Catarrhozone Inhaler
soothes, heals and relieves. Permanent
cure guaranteed, even though other
remedies . failed. Try Catarrhozone,
small size 25¢.
or N. C. Polson & Co., Kingston Ont}
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills cure bilios

Gautemala and Salvador have pro-
claimed a state of hostility.

STRANGE STORY TOLDjBY ENGLISH GIGLS
AT SYDNKY.
& X

SYDNEY, February 4.—A sensation
was caused here to-day by the news
that a number of refined English girlﬂ;;
who had been living in what was sup-
posed to be a school for education in
n-:»lomul hfe, had appealed to Mayor
Crowe and a clergyman of the town
for assistance, and had made their es-
cape from what was more a prison
than a school. In an interview with
The Herald correspondent to-night,
Miss Hagen, one of the young ladies
who is a daughter of Dr. Hagen, pro:
fessor of Owen College, Manchester,
gave the following account of her ex-
perience at Westmount:

“Karly last autumn an advertise-
ment appeared in leading English pa-
pers to the effect that a 551001 for
English girls desirous of being instruct-
ed dn life suitable for the colonies, had
been established on the farm of ’Cap~
tain Horsfall, R. N. R., situated in
Westmount, a suburban district op-
posite Sydney. .The advertisement
promised instruction in market garden-
ing, dairying, and also in English,
French and ~ Latin, dancing, and in
lact, everything that young ladies de-
sirous of living in Canada would re-
quire to know. The modest terms for
acquiring such kind of knowledge were
piaced at 10 pounds per quarter and
pupils were to share in the profits of
market gardening, dairying and other
departments of the farm. For reference
the names were given of Mrs. Arnold
Foster, Bishop Dover and the agent~
general of Canada in England. Mrs
Yoster, who is the wife of an admiral.
is enthusiastic in schemes of this kind,
and on recommendation like that of
Bishop Dover, who kuew Mrs, Horsfall
hf'll)l".’ her marriage, a large number of
Iinglish ladies decided to come to
Westmount.

_“When I arrived
found Miss Fanny
Yorkshire, here, and a f
we were joined by Mrs.
don, with three daughters.
_ "“For about a month everythi

fai ly well, although there was not the
laintest pretense of keeping school; but
on Mrs. Foster's return to England we
girls were leit to what pru\':d to be
far from the tender mercies of Captain
and Mrs. Horsfall. Our education in
colonial life consisted in doing all the
\\:)rk of the house and farm, chring for
the cattle, poultry, sawing wood, car-
rying water and doing all the house
work. We were also shut off from come
munication with country neighbors
and the tcvn, being told that if we
wen® to Sydney without permission,
we should be driven out of the house.
Captain Horsfall also insulted us and
used us shamefully and repeatedly
came into the house the worse of lig-
our. At last we kept to our rooms
and did not venture down stairs ex-
ept in couples.

“Finally, terrified at what might
happen, we managed to smuggle a
message to Rev. Mr. Woodroofe, an
English church minister and to Mayor
Crowe, stating our position, and ask-"
ing for help. On Tuesday we made
our escape in sleighs secured from
neighbors after one of our number
standing guard over our trunks for
three hours.”

In conclusion, Miss Hagen said:—

“We intend to stay in Canada, as we
believe in the country and the people,
but we wish to expose Captain Hors-
fall and prevent others from meeting
our fate by going to his colonial in-
stitution school.’
Rev. Clarence McKinnon, gf St. An-
drew’s Presbyterian church, said: “I
heartily endorse the papers’ action in
bringing to the attention of the pub-
lic the school for English ladies de-
sirous of learning colonial life con-
ducted at the home of Captain Hors-
fall. T think a matter of this kind
should be most thoroughly examined
into for the benefit of the country.
Personally T can say that Miss Hager,
whose statement has been given, is &
most estimable young lady, and I be-
lieve that what she says as to the
conduct of the school is true.”

in November I
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HONORS EOR C. A. E. HARRISS.

Mr. Chas. A. E. Ha the dis-
tinguished Canadian musical composer
who has organized the great cycle of
musical feativities throughout the Do-
minion of Canada, the choruses in Hali«
Canada, the choruses in Halifax to be
fax to be given by the Orpheus Club of
that city, has received a signal honor
from His Majesty King Edward and Her
Majesty Queen Alexandra. For presen-
tation at the cycle of festivities Mr.
Harriss composed a coronation mass,
in rich setting, and he has received
gracious permission- from His Majesty
to entitle it ‘““The Coronation Mass,
Edward the Seventh.”” This would, in
itself, be a tribute calculated to re-
ward any composer, but Mr. Harriss
has been doubly honored, and coupled
with His Maiesty’s sanction, has re-
ceived permission from the beautiful
aueen consort to dedicate the mass in
her name. Mr. Harriss received noti-
fication of the marked hm\nx‘-ﬁhmugh
his excellency the governor-general of
Canada. and naturally was delichted.

So far as is known, this is the first
occasion upon which a musical com.
poser has received the donhle recog-
nition, and it is a deserved tribute of
the splendid work Mr. Harriss is do-
ing in raisino the standard of musiecal
education throughout his adopted
country.

HISOWN FREE WILL.

Dear Sirs:—I cannoty speak too
strongly of the excellence of MINARD’S
LINIMENT. It is THE Yemedy in my
household for burns, sprains, ete., and
we would not be without it.

It is truly a wonderful medicine.

JOHN A. MACDONALD.
Publisher Arnprior Chronicle.

—Dr. Thoreau, speaking from an ex-
perience of many years with tubercu-
losia says: It has been proved that
incipient consumption can be cured—
most cases are cured—and in all cases
life is prolonged and suffering allevia-
ted. With care, infection from this di-
sease, the danger of which has of late
been so much exaggerated, can b(:‘frg-
vented. It has been exaggera s0
much that the world turns from it,
and those afllicted with it. And yet,
after nineteen years of experience in a
sanatorium for consumption, I have
never known a servant, 'a nurse; a
physician nor an employe to become
infected. $

Startling Difference i mposition.
Many corn and wamures contain
caustics and acids, but Putnam’s Pain-
less Corn and Wart Extfactor is en-
tirely vegetable in composition, never
hurts, acts quickly, and is sure to cure,
Try it. :

—“It dg the -easi 1
world to be a nobody,™
y is to do nothing, or be
‘the" w whexi‘ qmﬁoned
“The work was too hard; I
ing for something easy.”




