SATUS POPULI SUPREMA LEX HST.

VOL. 29.

BRIDGETOWN,

N

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER &5, 1901.

Professional Cards.

—-———————— e e

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
O ace in Annapolis, opposite Garrison gate
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Every Thursday.

O msular Agent of the United States.
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
~—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan at flve per cent on Real

0. T. DANIELS

BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Eic.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

Hoad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olaes
Real Hstate.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of ciaims, 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.

ETISTRY!
DR, F. §, ANDERSGN.

Graduate of the University Maryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5.

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, 1881.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

Established over :a
quarter of a century.
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CABLE _ADDRESS:
WALLFRUIT. London.

JOHN FOX & CO.

Auetioneps and Fruit Brokers,
Spitaifield and Stratford Market,

LONDON, G. B.

#ar We are in a position to guarantee highest
market return for all consignments entrurts
te us. Cash draft forwarded immediately

s are sold. Current prices and marked re-
ports forwarded with pleasure.
Nova Scotia Apples a specialty.

Compare our prices with other firms and you
will see more money.

Represented by Abram Young, Bridge-
towmn, who will give shippers any information
required. Aug. 28th—-6m

ESTABLISHED 1910.

W. HIEATT & SON,

Fruit Brokers,
(lovent Gaeden Market, Londen.

Mr. E. W. Hieatt, of the above firm, is now
1h travelling the valley soliciting consignments
in apples to his firm.

RarFERENCES:—London and County Bank
London.
§ Bank of Nova Scotia, Kentville

J. E. LLOYD, Agent, - Bridgetown

o
OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
sters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
e BISCUIT fresh froi
gAD, CAKES and BISCU ‘res m
ng&;lifss hakery always on hand.
T. J. EAGLESON,

Bt QuEEN ST., BRIDGETOWN

TRY
BLACK CROW.

No Dust.
Easily applied.
Quick Shine

Ask your Groeer.

TO LET

The Brick House belonging to the

ASTHMA (URE FREE!

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and Permanent
Cure in All Cases.

S

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

CHAINED

There is nothing like ASTHMA-
LENE It brings instant relief,
even in the worst caaes.. It cures
when all else fails.

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Villa Ridge, I,
says: * Your trial bottle of Asthmalene received
in good condition. I cannot tell you how
thankful I feel for the good derived from it. I
was a slave, chained with putrid sore throat atd
Asthma for ten years: I despaired of ever being
cured. I saw your advertisement for the cure
of this g:;;dful and tormentirg disease, Asth-
ma, an ought you had overspoken yourselves,
but resolved to give it a trial. To my astonish-
ment the trial acted like a charm. Send me a
full size bottle.”

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER,
Rabbi of the Cong. Buai Israel,
New Yorg, Jan. 3rcd, 1901
Dr. Tarr Bros. MEebicize Co,
GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-
lent remedy for Asthma and H.y Fever, and its
composition alleviates all troubles which com-
bine with Asthma. Its success is astonishing
and wonderful,
After having it carefully analyzed, we can
state that ASTHMALENE contains no opium, morphine, chloroform or ether.
Very truly yours,
REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.

RELIEF.

Avox Serinag$, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901,
Dr. Tarr Bros. Mepicise Co.

GENTLEMEN,—I write this testimonial from a sense of duty, having tested the wonder-
ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma. My wife has been sfilicted
with spasmodic asthma for the past 12 years. Having exhausted my own skill as well a8
many others, 1 chanced to see your sign upon’your windows on 130th street, New York, I
at once obtained a bottle of Asthmalene. My wife commenced taking it about the first of
November. [ very soon noticed a radical improvement. After using one bottle her Asthma
has disappeared and she is entirely free from all symptoms. I feel that T can consistently
recommend the medicine to all who are sfilicted with this distressing disease.

Yours respectfally, 0. D. PHELPS, M. D.
0
Dg. Tarr Bros. MepiciNe Co. Feb. 5, 1901.

GENTLEMEN,—] was troubled with Asthama for 22 years. I have tried namerous
remedies, but they have all failed. I ran across your advertisement and started with a
trial bottle. I found relief at once. I have since purchased your full sized bottle, and [
am ever grateful. I have family of four children, and for six years was unable to work. I
am now in the best of health and am doing business every day. This testimony you can
make such use of as you see fit. S. RAPHAEL,

Home address: 235 Rivington St. 67 East 129:h St., New York City.

.Trial bottie sent absolutely free on receipt of postal

DO NOT DELAY. Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS.” MEDICINE
CO., 79 East 130ih St., New York City.

sonLD BY ALl DRUGGISTS.

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

Weckly IMonitor
Job Department = <

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

* * = *

s PRINT

Billheads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,
Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

Aetterheads,
(Hemoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

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

Weekly Monitor,  Bridgetown, . S.

WANTED

0ld brass Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and
Snuffers; old Mahogany Furniture. Also old
Postage Stamps used before 1870 — worth most
on the envelopes; old blue Dishes and China.
Grandfather ¢ ocks. Good prices paid.

Adaress

legal demands against

the estate of F. WILLIAM BISHOP, late
of Clarence, deceased, are hereby required te
render the same, duly attested, within six
months from date, ard all persons indebted to
the said estate are hereby requested to make
immediate payment to

ANNIE LAURA BISHOP,

ALL persons havin;

estate of late Robt, E, F'Randolph,
April 3rd, 190L.%;

W. A. KAIN,
1186 Germain Street,
T .

Administratric
JoHN, N, Clarence, Sept. 24th, 1801, 3m

Lortry,

ONE CHRISTMAS DAY AT JIM'S.

It was early Christmas mornin’; the
stars was shinin’ down

Upon the quiet medders and the pas-
tur’s bare and brown,

And in the wide old kitchen, bright
with the wood fire's glow,

I sat that mornin’ thinkin’ of the dear
sweet long ago—

Of the days so long gone by that I
could only make them seem,

As my fancy travelled o’er them, like

the mem'ry of a dream.

thinkin’, kind o’

watched the wavin’ light

That played among the shadows, from
the fire a blazin’ bright.

Now lightin’ up the floor of oak, and
then ‘twas upward flung

Té6 dance upon the rafters where the
yellow seed corn hung.

Jes’ thinkin’ of the days now gone,
it seemed forever by,

Jes’

The Christmas days we always kept

together, Jim and I

‘T'was jes’ the same old story—a fence
along the line;

"Twas on Jim’s land a little here and
yonder onto mine.

A bit of woodland in the swamp, of
pastur’ on the hill,

A very little at the most, but what
a power for ill;

For so the coldness started—I never
knew jes’ how.

"Twas all our foolish stubborn pride,
1 see it plainly now.

The old line fence we wouldn’t touch,
the cows kept breaking through,

And out o 'little things like that the

bitter feelin’s grew,

the break made in our friendship

grew wider mighty quick,

we got to sayin’ ‘Mister’

stead o’ ‘Jim’ and ‘Dick.’

The ‘crosslot path by Beetle Rock—
old Beetle, rough and gray—

That stood a landmark, by the path
to Jim’s house, jes’ half way,

The dear old path with grasses now

and brier was o’ergrown,

full five years each house had

kept its Christmas day alone.

An’

When in-

For

Ours wa'n’t a common friendship; 1
thought about it all.
1 thought about the dreadful days—
the days 1 passed one fall—
When with the fever stricken for days
an’ weeks I lay

Jes’ waverin” twixt the other world
an’ this, I've heard them say,

"T'was dear old Jim who shared with
wife those days 1 never knew,

An’ wife an’ Jim by God’s good grace
together pulled me through.

The strong brown eyes were tender
then, the voice was low and mild;

Jim went about the darkened room as
lightly as a child.

"Twas jes’ as plain as yesterday. And
then my fancy turned;

I saw again another day,
Jim’s house was burned.

I leit my standin’. They was
harnessed to the plow,

An’ started on the run, but when I
passed old Beetle’s brow,

I saw the house was goin’ fast,—the
folks was all outside

Save one, the little brown haired girl,
ber father’'s pet and pride.

And Jim was gone. They thought the
child was with him safe from harm

I saw her at a window high and gave
the first alarm.

the day

horses

No time to waste! I caught an ax
and through a window broke—

I hear it yet, the roarin’ fire, an’ feel
the stiflin’ smoke;

And—well I know that safe from harm
not touched a single curl,

But safely from the fallin’ house I
brought Jim's little girl.

Some scars 1 got. I keep the scars; I
s'pose I always will.

To think that I was there that day
is pleasant to me still.

I thought about our bitter strife and
foolishness and then—

About the little Child who came to
bring good will to men

An’ then it seemed I couldn’t pass an-
other Christmas day,

Until our useless strife had been for-
ever done away.

Then on that Christmas mornin’, with
the dawn a drawin’ nich,

An’ all the tender Christmas light a
shinin’ in the sky,

Jes’ like the angels brought it down
straight from the gates of gold,

I seemed to hear a soft, low song—
an anthem sweet and old.

My foolish pride was melted then, E
saw my duty. plain,

I'd do at least what one man might,
the friendship lost to gain.

The Christmas dawn grew brighter
then upon the eastern hill,

And peace and hope came with it; it
made my bosom thrill.

I caught my biggest turkey; ‘twas the
finest in the flock,

And took oncé more the grass-grown
path out past old Beetle rock.

But when I neared the half way rock
that Christmas mornin’ bright,

An. knew that jes’ a few steps more
would bring Jim’s home in sight

A doubtin’ fear possessed me, an’ I
couldn’t lose its hold;

I wondered what I'd do if Jim should
meet me hard an’ cold

And backward throw with scorn the
peace and friendship I could bring

The very thought cut like a knife and
rankled like a sting.

But while I stood a waitin’ there per-
plexed by doubt an’ fear,

I heard a soun’ on t'other side like
some one drawin’ near,

An’ then I cautious peered around old
Beetle’s rugged rim

To see who was a comin’—I vow if
twasn’t - Jim!

A-comin” slow he was, an’ 'neath his
arm a gobbler fine—

The best I knew in all his flock, E
guess ‘twas bigger'n mine.

It made mv heart beat quick and fast
to see the well known face,

With here gnd there an extra
where ‘care had left its trace.

He walked on kind o’ cur’'us, now an”
then a lookin’ back,

Jes’ like he thought o’ turnin’ round
to take the backward track.

I stood an’ watched a minute till my
eyes got kinder dim

An’ then I stepped out full in sight
an’ jes’ said soft-like “Jim!”

For jes’ a breath he stood there still
a waitin’ in surprise,

For jes’ a breath or two we looked

straight in each other’s eyes.

then I saw he understood. He

dropped’ his turkey quick,

An’ then he had me by the hand—
“God bless you, dearsold Dick!”

line

An’

solemn, as I.

Them’s jes' his words. I hear 'em vet,

3 he said it o’er and o’er,

God bless you, Dick!” ’ Twas jes’
like that a dozen times or more.

An’ all the while he gripped my hand.
; 1 thought the bones would crack.

An’ as for me I jes’ stood still an’
__pounded on his back.

Swift years have passed away since

then, and now upon our heads

The hair that clustered thick and dark

is white with silver threads;

yet I see as yesterday,

Christmas mornin’ grand,

An’ how we went back to the house

a walkin’ hand in hand

Jes’ like we did in boyhood days.

There’s times it seems to me

The dear Lord sends his heaven down

so close we almost see

The shinin’ gates. And then our cups

are level to the brims

With peace an’ joy. "Twas jes’ like that
that Christmas day at Jim’s.

, yes, the days pass swiftly now!
We smile an’ watch them pass;
now the path by Beetle Rock is
always free from grass.

An’ friendship’s skies are ever bright

an’ free from clouds an’ showers,

An’ all the swiftly passin’ days bring

none but pleasant hours.

An’ that

Fo

But when the fields at Christmas time
are sprinkled white with snow,

I see again that mornin’ grand, that
Christmas long ago;

An’ when the dawn at Christmas time
sends out its silver bars,

Or from the quiet skies at night shine
down the Christmas stars,
Whose mellow light floats softly down
this whole earth to enfold,

My thoughts turn back again to see
that wondrous star of old—

An’ to my listenin’ ears there comes

again, an’ yet again,
That grand old anthem, full and sweet
“On earth good will to men!”

An’ well I know when all of earth has
passed forever bv,

We'll still hold Christmas over there,
together, Jim and I.

THE COMING OF THE CHILD.
A Chris-t—r;!—a—s Story.

On the edge of a great moor where
scarcely a tree broke the monotony
of the level lines, where the wind
swept fiercely in the winter months,
and in summer the sun blazed with a
scorching heat which seemed as if it
would dry up all vegetation except
the golden gorse and purple heather—
there, in a little dip or hollow of the
ground, slightly protected by a bit of
broken bank from the fury of the ele-
ments, stood two or three tiny cotta-
ges, roughly built of gray stone and
roofed with purple slates, on which a
few great stones were placed at inter-
vals to keep them from being disper-
sed by the frequent gales.

In warmer weather the sombre color
of the place was relieved by growths
of creeping golden lichen and bronze-
green moss, and the cold gray stones
of the walls were partly hidden by
hardy monthly roses and honeysuckle,
while a patch of garden ground was
gay with pinks and pansies, holly-
hocks and sunflowers. With a bright
blue sky, in which the larks were sing-
ing overhead, and a blaze of annuals
in the garden beds, the little cottages
looked gay and comfortable enough,
and had more than once tempted a
passer-by to wish that he could find
for himself some such peaceful home
in the wilderness.

But in winter the scene was changed.
The snow drifted over the moorland
until there was nothing but a broad
expanse of whiteness to be seeny and
although the broken ground sheltered
the buildings a little, the garden beds
would all be hidden and the roof niled
high with snow. Then the scene was
desolate indeed, and the only sign of
cheerfulness came from the red light
of a fire gleaming through some un-
curtained window or the appearance
of living beings at the-cottace doors.

But the dwellers in these cottages,
for the most part. indignantly repu-
diated any charge of loneliness or des-
olation. They were not so far from
the outer world as at first appeared.
They were only on the edge of the
moor; the nearest .market town was

less than two miles away, and what”

were two miles, unless one were weak
or infirm, or the paths were utterly
obliterated by rushing torrents and
piles of drifting snow? Besides, there
were landmarks. A number of tall
poles had been placed at fairly ree-
ular intervals alongside the path
which led from the cottages to the
town, so that when the snow was verv
deep the wayfarer might find the hid-
den track by means of these signal
posts. Indeed, far from being unpop-
ular, the cottages were very much de-
sired, as they were well built and let
only to respectable tenants at a com-
paratively low. rent.

One of them was occupied by a lone-
ly spinster, who had once been a
housekeeper, but had retired from ser-
vice with a small pension, another by
a stonemason, his wife, and a brood
of rosy. noisy dirty-faced and riotous
children, and the third by a widow
who kept herself and her two children
aloof from the others, and was voted
“proud”” in consequence.

It was at the firelit window of the
widow’s cottage that the two children
stood on the afternoon of Christmas
Eve, pressing their faces against the
panes and straining their eyes to dis-
tinguish the long expected figure of
their mother on the pathway from the
town. They were not so robust look-
ing as the stonemason’s children next
door, but they were scrupulously neat
and clean, and had the refinement of
appearance which is generally thought
to betoken gentility of breeding, al-
though it sometimes proceeds from in-
sufficiency of nourishing food.

The elder of the two was a boy a-
bout eight or nine years old, with a
thoughtful brow, curiously clear and
limpid hazel eyes, and a mingled grav-
ity and sensitiveness of expression, as
if he reflected more deeply and had
horne more trouble than most boys of
his age. Harry had, in fact, been his
mother’s friend and comforter as well
as her child, during the years of her
widowhood. He was wise beyond his
age in the knowledge that comes of a
long-continued struggle with poverty
and grief; yet companionship with his
mother and a certain dreamy strain
had kept him quaintly ignorant of the
;vorld, and of many ordinary facts of
ife.

His little sister Katie, who was on-
ly seven years old, was & far more
commonplace child than he, but she
was a remarkably winning child with
a sweet little face which peeped out
between a mass of tangled hrown curls
and & contented smile forever linger-
in her big brown eyes. Of course, Har-
ry was the leader of the two. What-
ever he did or said was perfect in Ka-
tie’s eves, and she would have follow-
ed him into danger ot unto death with
complete faith in his power of pro-
tecting her and of its “all coming
right in the end.”

“Mummy’s a long time,” she said at
last. when the dusk had begun to
deepen and the sion-posts were lost in
the twilight haze.

“She will soon come,” said Harry
encouragingly. ‘‘She said she would
be a long time doing her shopping,
and she was going to get some nice
things for Christmas, you know. Or-
anges, Katie, and crackers, perhaps,
and a Christmas present for you and
me.”’

“Won’'t Santa Claus come this year
then?”’ Katie enquired with interest.

“1 don’'t know,” Harry answered
doubtfully. “I asked mother this
morning and she said she thought we
were too poor, and lived too far away
from the town for Santa Claus to
come any longer. Jut she said that
she would try to bring us something
herself if the lady paid for her work.”

“Oh,” said Katie, only hali under-
standing and much more placid about
the possibility than Harry seemed to
be; for his forehead puckered a little
and his face looked mourniul, as he
murmured,—

“] hope the lady won’t forget. She
did promise, but mother says that
ladies don’t always keep their word.”

“Won’t mummy bring us any pres
ents if the naughty lady doesun't pay
her?” said Katie, catching his look
and puckering up her own smooth lit-
tle brows, as if she were going to cry.

“I’m afraid not,” said Harry; “but
never mind, Katie, we’ll keep Christ-
mas somehow, you'll see. Why, per-
haps 1 shall have a present lor you;
you'll see.”

He wagged his head at her as he
spoke, and his fingers groped in one
of his pockets for a walnut which he
knew was reposing there. When Katie
had gone to bed that might, he meant
to make it into a beautiful boat for
her—a boat with a mast and a uny
red flag—which she could sail in a ba-
sin of water on Christmas day morn-
ing.

“] see mummy,”’ Katie presently an-
nounced in a tone of triumph. And
surely there was the figure of a wo-
man dimly seen, coming down the
slope to the garden gate. Harry rush-
ed to the door, unlocked it, and drag-
ged it open, heedless -of the icy wind
which biew into_ the cot e Kkitchen
where the red glow of the was al-
ready beginning to fade 1or want of
fuel.

Mrs. Derrick came slowly up the
pathway to the door. She nad a
market basket on her arm, but even
Harry's eye could see that 1t was om-
inously lght. She was. a pale, sad
faced woman, still young, who had
once been pretty, bui the prettiness
had all been worn away with trouble;
and there was no answering smile up-
on her lips as she entered the cottage
and shut the door behind her.

“Have you got the Kismas pres-
ents?”’ Katie lisped.

“Did the lady iforget
mother?” said Harry,
mother’s face.

rs. Derrick set her basket down
and turned her back upon the children
for a minute or two. Then she tried
to speak cheerfully, but the cheerful-

:ss was rather a dismal failure.

“The lady has gone out of town,”
she said, “‘and won’t be back until
aiter the New Year, so we must man-
age as well as we can till then. We
must have our Christmas preseats an-
other day.”

She began to take a few—very few—
packages out of the basket and set
them on the table as she spoke.

“I have brought some bread and ba-
con,” she said, ‘‘and we have some
tea and sugar leit, we shan’t
starve, at any rate. I could not get
anything else. You mustn’t mind, chil-
dren, I will get you the oranges and
things another time.”

“Won’t Santa Claus come
said Katie with drooping lips.
“Not he,” said Mrs. Derr
bitterly. ‘“He comes to rich

not to poor ones like us.”

Katie began to cry, more on ac-
count of the strange accent in her
mother’s voice than because of the de-
sertion of Santa Claus. But Harry
comforted her and did his best to
comfort his mother also. But even he
was perhaps a little disappointed, be-
cause when Katie was gone to bed he
said to his mother in rather a wist-
ful tone,—

“Don’t yon think, mother, that as
Santa Claus has gone away the Christ
Child himseli will come and bring us
a Christmas present?”’

But Mrs. Derrick only
shook her head.

The Christmas nicht was verv still.
There was no wind and the joy bells
from the old steeple in the town had
floated across the wold, even to the
little cottages on the edge of the
moor. Mrs. Derrick, lying wakeful and
watchful in her bed, heard them and
wondered whether ‘the message that
they spoke were true for her and
hers—

“Peace and goodwill to men!”

For the joy of the children’s Christ-
mas had been spoiled by one woman’s
cruel thoughtlessness, who had gone
away to amuse herself with her friends
leaving the pale seamstress unpaid,
although she had toiled for days at
her sewing machine to finish the work
that was wanted, before Christmas
Day. Mrs. Derrick knew that she dare
not complain, for if she did, she
might lose the work which was her
chief support. Things  were bad
enough as it was, and she could not
take the bread out of her children’s
mouths by making a fuss about that
unpaid bill. But she was sore at heart
not only for her childrens’ disappoint-
ment, but for the scanty fare which
was not likelv to put much strength
into their vourv limbs or brine the
color to their cheeks.

Tired out, she at length fell into &
dreamless slumber, but she had not
calculated on the fact that the chil-
dren would be awake long before dawn
in the hope that Santa Claus would
after all brine his accustomed tribute.
It was Harry who woke first and sat
up for some time in his little truckle
bed wondering and waiting, for some-
thing to happen—he scarcely knew
what. Katie stirred uneasilv in her
sleep as she lay bv her mother’s side:
but was suddenlv roused by a touch
from her brother's hand and a whis-
per in her ear.

’

to pay you,
watching his
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then?">

rather
people,

smiled and

“Katie, get up,” he said. “Don’t
wake mother. Let’s go down stairs.
1 helieve we shall find something there.

His eyes were wide with excitement.
He had already partially dressed him-
self, and in the cold winter’s morning
he was careful to help his little sister
into her warm stockings and to muffle
her up in a big shawl before taking
her hand to lead her down thé dark
wooden stairs.

Mrs. Derrick slumbered peacefully
and the children were careful not to
dicturb her. When they reached the
foot of the stairs, Harry paused and
listened.

«] heard something,” he said. oo 1
heard it when I was upstairs, and
that's why I got up. Don’t you hear
it, Katie?”

Katie stared around her in the dark-
ness. She was too much excited to be
afraid, although there was scarcely &
glimmer of light in the passage.

“Phere,” said Harry, lifting his fin-
ger. “‘Don’t you hear?”’

And certainlv a slight sound came
to their ears, but it was more iike the
crv of & child than any other sound.

“It is a babv crying,” said Katie.
“It’s Mrs. Jarrold’s baby next door.”

“No, it isn’t,” said Harry in great
excitement. ‘I believe it is the Christ
Child that mother told us about, and
that He's come to bring us some pre-

" Let’s look in the kitchen and
see if He's there.”

They opened the kitchen daor. Har-
ry clambered up to the mantelpiece
and found the matches, then lighted
a candle and looked around. There
was no sign of any visitor.

Again the faint ery pierced their

“l4 is—it is He,” said Harry,
breathlessly, ‘“He may be waiting for
us to let Him in. Wait a minute, Kat-
ie. You stay here while 1 oo unfast-
en the door.”

But Katie, with her thick gray
shawl trailing behind her, would not
be kept back, and peered out of the
open door into the dark, where the
faint dawn was scarcely visible.

Mrs. Derrick’s cottage had a small
porch before the door and a rough
wooden seat inside it. On this seat
which was comparatively drv an
sheltered, something that looked like
a bundle of clothes was now lying.
Carefully shading the flame of the can-
dle with one hand from the drausht.
Harry went down to examine it, and
at that very moment the little cry
came again from the bundle. Evident-
ly it contained a child. He unfolded a
cortier or two of the red shawl which
was tied around it A little baby face
appeared, with a ir of sleepy eyes
staring at the candle flame, as if fas-
cinated by the brightness.

Harry instantly turned towards the
garden to see whether some one did
not linger in its shades. Then sudden-
ly recollecting. himself, he uttered an
ejaculation half of amazement and
half of pity.

“Of course it is the Christmas pres-
ent. Perhaps it is the Chtist Child
himseli. Anyhow He has sent it. Take
the candle, Katie, I am going to bring
the Christmas preseat into the kitch-
en.”

Katie held the tin candlestick very
much on one side, but the flame gave
light enough to Harry as he careful-
ly lifted the little creature from the
wooden seat and carried it into the
house. The baby was quite warm and
comiortable. 1t had evidently not been
deposited there very long. Harry
dragged a cushion from his mother’s
chair and laid the child upon it, on
the hearth rug. The fire had been care
fully banked up with peat the night
before, and with very little coaxing
it sprang up into a flame. Then, with
the greatest delight in the world, as
if the baby had been a toy for their
especial gratification, the two chil-
dren knelt down and began to disen-
cumber the little creature from its
manifold wrappings. ;

It had been well protected against
the cold, and a bottle of milk was
fasfened to its clothes. The milk was,
however, almost cold, and Harry was
carefully deliberating whether he ought
to warm it, when an interruption oc¢-
curred.

Mrs. Derrick had slept on for some
minutes aiter Katie’s departure, an
it was perhaps only a mother’s in-
stinct that roused her when the child’s
place at her side grew cold. She rais-
ed herseli at last and stretched oub
her hand as she often did at night to
see that the child was warmly covered
but her hand met only an empty
space. For a moment she was start-
led. Then she remembered that it was

Christmas day morning and a thought |

of what must have happened brought
a sad smile to her lips.

“They have gone to look for their
Christmas presents, 1 suppose, Poor
children. Harry! Kate!” she called
out, ‘“‘where are you?” But there was
no reply.

Then she struck a light, and found
that Harry's bed was also empty, and
some strange muffled sounds came to
her ears from the kitchen.

“They'll catch their deaths of cold”
she said to hersélf, as she hastily
wrapped a cloak around her and pro-
ceeded to descend the stairs. -

But at the foot of the staurs a
strange sight met her eyes. The _kltch-
en door was open, and the kitchen
was all illumined by the red glow of
the blazing fire, while her children
knelt beside a white-gowned baby
creature, who cooed and crowed and
stretched his limbs Juxuriously in 'the
warmth, as if he were in the cosiest
and downiest of cradles, instead of
being only a little waif and stray on
a rag carpet and a kitchen floor. 4

(Concluded on fourth page.)

NEWS OF THE WORLD,

——

Norway has decided to
ital punishment. No
ken place in Norway for 22 years, and
crime is steadily decreasing.

Dr. Mosso, of Paris,
a weighty paper before A
of Medicine, showing great improve-
ment in cases of diabetes when pota-
toes are substituted for a. bread diet.

Of the women who _reoontly_ took
competive examination in Washington
for positions in civil service over 1
per cent passed, as against 62 per
cent of the men.

Abraham Ephraim Elmer, believed
to be the oldest man in U. S. died
at his home in Victoria, N. Y., on the
night of Nov. 20th. He was born on
January 26th, 1782.

The output of butter from the Nerth-
west creamerios for the past season
has been 672,000 pounds, & normal
increase over the figures for the yeer
previous. About & third of this was
marketed in Britain.

General Patrick A. Collins (demo-
crat) was elected mayor of Boston by
a plurality of over 19,000 over Mayor
Hart (republican) last Thursday. Twe
years ago Mayor Hart defeated Gen,
Collins by 2,281 votes.

Lord Kitchener in a despatch from
Pretoria, dated Dec. 9, reports that
the result of the week’s work is 32
Boers killed, 17 wounded, 352 made
prisoners, 35 surrendered, and quan-
tities of supplies captured.

The Canadian Pacific railway has
surveyed a route across a hitherto un-
developed part of Maine, to form &
connecting link between parts of its
system, and provide a through line
for its trafic, from the Atlantic to
the Pacific.

The annual report of the New Eng-
land Breeders’ Association showed
that the profits of the grand circuif
race meetings were $21,334.61; breed-
ers’ meeting, $2,288.32, and the July
meeting ¥2,359. During the past year
the association distributed $116,200 in
purses. -

During the nine momnths ended 30th
Sept. the pulp mills of Canada manu-
factured 142,085 tons of pulp, 61,934
tons of sulphite and 8,485 tons of
soda, of an aggregate value of $6,100-
000. Great Britain took about 58,000
tons, the United States 28,000, and
other countries 1,500. The home mar-
ket of Canada absorbed 124,000 tons,
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ADMIRAL SCHLEY CONDEMNED,

abolish cap-
tion has te-

Washington, Dec. 13—The report of
the court of inquiry into the charges
against Admiral Schley as to his con-
duct during the chase of the Spanish
ships under Admiral Cervera was pro-
mulgated tonight. There are two re-
ports. Admirals Bepham and Ram-
sey concur in the first. Admiral Dew-
ey makes a separate report.

The majority report condemns Ad-
miral Schiey on eleven points, while
Admiral Dewey sustains him in most
particulars. The majority oginion
finds in brief that Admiral chley
should have proceeded with the ut-
most despatch to Cienfuegos and main-
tained a close blockade; that he should
have endeavored to have obtained in-
formation of the Spanish squadron
there; that he should have proceeded
to Santiago with despatch; that he
should not have made the retrograde
movement; that he should have obey-
ed the Department’s orders; that he
should have endeavoured to capture
the Spanish vessels in Santiago; that
be did not do his utmost to destroy
the Colon; that he caused the squad-
ron to lose distance in the loop of the
Brooklyn; that he thereby caused the
Texas to back; that he did injustice
to Hodgson; that his conduct in the
campaign was characterized by vacil:
lation, dilatoriness and lack of enter-
prise; that his official reports were
misleading and inaccurate;
conduct during the battle was seli-
possessed and that he encouraged in
his own person his subordinate officers
and men.

Admiral Dewey, in his report, says
that the passage to Cienfuegos was
made with all despatch; that, in view
of his coal supply, the blockade of
Cienfuegos was efiective; that he al-
lowed the Adula to get information;
that his passage to Cienfuegos was
with as much -despatch as possible,
keeping the squadron together; that
the blockade of Santiago was ect~
ive and, finally, that he was the sen-
jor officer off Santiago, in absolute
command, and entitled to credit due
for the glorious victory which result-
ed im the total destruction of the
Spanish ships.

LARGER CANADIAN-CONTINGENT.

Ottawa, Dec. 15—The Dominion Gov-
ernment has received a wire from the
War Office accepting their offer of two
additional squadrons .of Canadian
Mounted Rifles. This will make a con-
tingent of about 900 instead of
men. The War Office has asked that
all the horses that the troopships
will accommodate he sent. This will
be done. .

Notices for recruiting the two ad-
ditional squadrons has heen given out
by the Militia Department. One of the
squadrons will be raised in the west
Of these fifty will be raised in British
Columbia, forty in the Territarities
and forty in Manitoba. The other eom-
pany will be raised in the east.

FACTS FOR CATARRHAL SUFFERERS,

The mucous membrane lines all pas-
sages and cavities communicating
with the exterior. Catarrh is an ex-
cessive secretion, accompanied with
chronie inflammation, from the muc-
ous membwane. Hood’s Sarsaparilla
acts on the mucous membrane throw
the blood, meduces inflammation, @8«
tablishes healthy action and radicalig
cures all cases of catarrh.
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—If T should undertake to make an
analysis of retail b s I should di-
vide the subject into three parts—the
merchandise, the service, the advertis-
ing. All three of them are equal in
their importance te the others, bud
I should characterize the advyertising
as the dynamic power of the business,
—Robert. €. Ogden.

NO DANGER.

There & me danger of heart burnor hears
troubles from the use of Chewing Tobacco, it
has been prmr}y manufactu
is taken by manufacture of
“Bobs” Chewing [
wholmm?‘f;:gedianm. which v
bad after iIf you are not al y
these brands, try thein. Even thetags are vall
hem; and you can have your
ﬂunasuma presents. 'hg_ are
good up te Japuary ist, 1903, Write our
new illustrated premium catalogue. The Em
pire Tobacco Co.. Lid,, 47 Cote St., Montreal.

There is no premium on adjectives in advertising

People say it is “good Tea.”

RED ROSE

TEA!

That's enough.




