Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fice in Avpnapolis, cpposite Garrieon
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICH IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Bverxry Thursday.

Gate.

Consuiar Agent of the United States.
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Firo and Life Ins. Co.’s.

- & Money ¢ loan at five per cent on Real

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real HEstate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and savisfactory attention given
to the collection of cisims, 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,

TISTRY!
DR. K. 8. ANDERSON.

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

Hours: 9 o 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,
Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth w ks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1500.

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANKAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

fe and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, 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

7. B. WHITMAN,

T.and Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Ne Be CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION IB:iﬁ\K, OF‘ “[‘l;{LlMX,
5;1,500,000
s

26 tof

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

DIRECTORS:
WM. ROCHE,
Vice-President.
KADAR, Esq.
sq., M.P.P.

Wi, ROBERTS

E. SmITH,
A. E. JonEs, EsQ
Head Office, Halifax, N, 8.

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

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange 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.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «

Bridgetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.

Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-
sage.

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

3.—dJ. W. Ryan, manager.
rry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. 8.—A. D. McRae, manager.

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

Liverpool, N.8.—E.R. Mulhall, manager.

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

North Sydney, C.
manager.

Sherbrooke, N.
manager.

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C.
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,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boeton.

Notice tg_the Public

As I am an authorized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbaroot Tablets and Powders, the
great family medicine and KING OF BLOOD
PURIFIERS, 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, 1 would say to those in
poor health that I will send by mail to any ad-
dress on receipt of price. Herbaroot Tablets.
200 days’ treatment, with guarantee, -

B.—C. W. Frazee,
8.—F. O. Robertson,

A. Gray, acting

100 -
Herbaroot Powder, per package

Inhaler o
Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,
stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

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

———

" EXECUTOR'S NOTICE.

ALL persons having lelgal demands against
the estate of JAMES WILSON, late of
Centreville, in the County of Annapolis, farmer,
deceased, are hereby required to render the
same, duly attested, within twelve months
from the date hereof, and all persons indebted
to said estate ure requested Lo make immediate

! t
W~ 0. 8. MILLER,
Executor.
Bridgetown June 26th, 1900,— 14 tf

Weekly
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BRIDGETOWN, N. S.
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MAY 2, 1901.
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It You Arg = = =
A 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 Department = -

is fully equipped for all kinds of
Job Work. Work done promptly,
neatly and tastefully.
but good stock is used.

0

)

= * 3

*

« *

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

Visiting Cards,
or any Special Order

W PRINT

Aetterheads,
aDemoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

{Ueekly Honitor,

that may be required.

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

Bridgetown, 1. S.

Steamer * Bostox”
after arrival  .rains from Halifax,

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

On and after October 6th, this Company will make

Two Trips pep weck between Yamouth and Beston as follows, viz:

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,
126 Hollis St., North Street Depot, Halifax, N. S., or to any agent on the Dominion
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.

apply to Dominion Atlantic Railway,

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

PLOUR 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 of 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.

s7Before buying it would pay you to see our goods
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.

SHAFNER % PIGGOTT.

and get

The Coming Spring.

¢ There dwells a spirit in the budding year—

As motherhood doth beautify the face —

That even lends these barren glebes a grace,

And fille grey hours with beauty that were
drear

And bleak when the loud, storming March
was here;

A glamour that the thrilled heart dimly
traces

In swelling boughs and soft, wet, windy
spaces,

And sunlands where the chattering birds
make cheer.

—Wm. Wilfrid Campbell.

S SRS

The Deserted Farm.

The paths unheeded drift with gray
0ld winter’s sifted snow;

And weeds of summer nod and sway
Unnoticed where they grow;

Decay hath made its ravage felt,
The want of care is shown

3y sagging beam where men once dwelt,
By fence and shed o'erthrown.

And where the farmer walked the fields,
While the summers came and went,
Amid the golden harvest yields,
In peaceful calm content,
Broad hillside slope and level ground
Lie flecked with bush and briar,
And fox and rabbit here have found
A home to their desire.

(o home where plenty crowned the toil
Of hands of other days

W here sturdy labor tilled the soil,
Where flocks were wont to graze;

Before the eye how drear and strange
The scene that time has laid;

How desolate and sad & change
The fleeting years have made.

 Select giﬁératuré.
A ‘Mistaken Philanthropist;

Josephine rolled up her sleeve and looked
with disapproving eyes at a small, red spot
jast above the dimpled elbow of her round
left arm. There was reason for her disap-
proval, for the disfiguring spot was nothing
more or less than her twenty-seventh vaccina
tion.

There was a smallpox scare in the village.
Indeed it seemed to poor, much vaccinated
Josephine, that the village in its short his-
tory, had had more than its due share of
smallpox scares.

The big and little Porters had been vac-
cinated, and all the Porter arms of various
sizes had swollen, "turned from red to crim-
son and from crimson to purple, and had fin-
ally returned to their normal size and color,
after the fashion of properly vaccinated arms
—that is, all but Josephine’s. Hers healed
with the most discouraging rapidity. For
some unknown reason Josephine was vac-
cination proof.

“Let me see,” the good old family doctor
would say, *is this the'sixth or seventh
time I have vaccinated you ? What? The
eighth ! Bless me, Josephioe, what's the
matter with you? I don’t believe you'd
take smallpox if it were all around you. I'll
come back in about a week and try it again
if it isn’t a success. I'm bound to get you
vaccinated if it takes all winter.”

The faithful old physician was ss good as
his word, and gave Josephine reason to feel
that she was a martyr to science. This was
quite bad enough; but when Josephine's old
er sister grew up and married an ambitious
and energetic young doctor, things seemed
infinitely worse.

“What! Won't take ? Nonsense !” said
the new brother-in-law. “Of course it will
take If it is properly done. Just let me try
it

“Well, scrape away, if it's any pleasure
to you,” eaid Josephine, obligingly. “But
you needn't expect it to tzke. It mever
does.”

And it dido’t; but between the old disciple
of Edward Jenner and the new one, Jose-
phine had acquired, by the time she was
seventeen, her twenty-seventh vaccination,
and a firm belief in her immunity from small-
PoX.

Because of this real or fancied immuynity,
she felt that she was peculiarly fitted by na-
ture to become a trained nurse. Her broth-
er-in-law, however, did not agree with her.
*“Josephine,” the young doctor would say,
teasingly, ‘I believe it would be a physical
impossibility for you to get upstairs with a
bowl of soup without falling into it. When-
ever I hear a dull, sickening thud, I al-
ways eay to myself, “There’s Josephine trip-
ping over a speck of dust again.”

““Iv’s my long skirt,” explained Josephine,
meekly. *‘Perhaps when I get used to it, I
won't step on it quite every time I move.”
“Pshaw !” said the young doctor, with
the frankness of a brother-in-law. ‘‘You
were just as impulsive, and quite as clumsy,
when your skirt was up to your knees. You
couldn’t move quietly to save your life.
You'd better stick to your music. You can
make all the noise you like on the piano.”
¢Just the same,” said Josephine, ‘“‘when
the time comes I'm going to be a trained
nurse. I'il just show you that I can be a
nurse and a good one too.”

A few weeks later the annual smallpox
scare began, and for once there was really
cause for alarm. A lumberman, sfflicted
with a mild form of the disease, visited sev-
eral of the village stores, and finally asked to
be directed to a doctor. An obliging young
man kindly offered to escort him to the doc-
tor’s office, and was very much astonished,
and not at all delighted, when the doctor
announced that the lumberman was suffer-
ing from a well-developed case of small-pox.
Within two weeks a number of people,
including the opliging young man, had con-
tracted the disease. Josephine acquired an

—Third Postmaster-General Mad-
den, at Washington, has been giving
some attention to the newspapers on
the other side of the border which are
running guessing competitions con-
cerning the population of Canada.
He has decided that the scheme is a
gross abuse and violation of the spirit,
if not the letter, of the anti-lottery
laws, and in consequence may issue an
order prohibiting papers publishing it
the use of the mails. The correction
is a harsh one, but will not injure
any respectable paper. Respectable
papers do not patronize such schemes.

e
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EXECUTOR'S NOTICE

L persons having legal demands aj aingt
Lrhg estate of WALLACE G. XOWBLEV .
Jate of Bridgetown, in the County of Annapolis,
Gentleman, deceased, are hercby ;cquir
render the same, duly attested, within three
months from the date hereof, and all persons
jndebted Lo said estate are requested to make
jmmediate payment to
LOUIS G. DEBLOIS, M. D.,
Sole Execu

tor
or to . L. MILNER,

Prooctor of the'estate. 6m

—If 2 man has a cruel temper he
should never dea! with any kind of
live stock. He should bandle inani-
mate objects and vent his spite where
it does not inflict pain.

—There are ten battalions in the

British army that wear the old Scotch
kilt.

COUGH! COUGH! COUGH!

Do not cough a'ny more but use
a bottle of

Puttner’s Emulsion

the old established favourite rem-
edy. Whether your cough is of long
standing, or from recent cold,
PUTTNER’S will do you good.
It will allay irritation, attack and
dispel the germs of pulmonary dis-
ease, tone up your system and help
to cure you. Your doctor will tell
Your neighbours will say

have been

you so.
so too. Thousands

cured by it.

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

Of all druggists and dealers.

unwel addition to her collection of vac-
cinations and, incidentally, the chance of &
life time to distioguish herself as a nurse.
*Yes,” the young doctor was saying, at
the supper-table, “Jane Sprague certainly
bas smallpox. The pest-house is filled with
men, so we have placarded Mrs. Sprague’s
own house, and are keeping a rigid quaran-
tine. We have a man on guard to see that
no one goes in or out of the house. Her
poor old mother is taking care of her,”
“But,” said Mrs. Porter, ‘‘how can she
doit? She is so lame she can hardly crawl
from one room to another.”

“She really needs help,” said the doctor,
“but so far no one hae offered to go there.
It's not an attractive job.”

If all the eyes in the house had not been
fixed upon the young doctor’s face, some one
might have noticed the sudden lightening of
Josephine’s open and transparent counten-
ance; bat no one thought of Josephine.

The moment supper was over, that im-
petuous young woman fled to her room,
stumbling again and again in her excitement.

She scrawled a basty note which she pin-
ned to her pillow. Then she packed a few
articles of clothing into a small valise, and
puiting on her jacket'and hat, crept stealth-

ily down-stairs and out-of-doors.

The quarantined house was only three
blocks away. There was no mistakiog it
for any other. There was the huge red sign
upon the door, and there was the watchman,
cautiously picking his way over the icy side-
walk, Josephine waited until the man bad
turned his back to her. Then she followed
bim swiftly and as silently as possible,
and succeeded in darting into the house
without detection.

She stood for a moment in the dark and
silent hall. The lower part of the hall was
apparently deserted, but as there wasa faint
glimmer of light at the head of the stairs,
Josephine started bravely for the second
floor.

Just as she was congratulating herself
that she had, for once, managed to make the
ascent without noise, she stepped on her
gown, and in trying to save herself from
falling, dropped her valise, which rolled
bumping all the way down the stairs.

A door flew open, and Mrs. Sprague who
looked neither tremendously old nor alarm-
ingly feeble, appeared in the doorway.

¢ s that you, doctor 2"

“No,” said Josephine, with as much dig-
nity ae she could command, *“I'm a trained
nurse. That is, I'm going to be.”

“A purse ! I thought you were a trolley
car from the way you came up the stairs.
My daughter has a headache and can’t bear
a mite of noise. But I'm real glad you've
come. We don’t need any nurse that I know
of, but we do want & hired girl like every-
thing. You can do the cooking—"

“Me cook ! exclaimed Josepbine, regard-
less of grammar. “‘I never cooked anything
in my life except molasses candy !"

“Well, its time you learned, then,” said
Mrs, Sprague grimly. “I'm a little lame, sod
hate to go up and down stairs; and besides,
I ain’t anxious to scatter these here germs all
over the house, I've got plantsin the front
room and it'll kill 'em sure if I have to
fumigate 'em with sulphur. You might go
in there and water them the first thing in
the morning. You'd better eleep on the
sofa in the settin’-room to-night. There's a
quilt folded up on the foot of it. There's a
lamp on the kitchen table and some matches
on the shelf. You best go down now. This
door lets in a terrible lot of cold on Jane.”

With this the door was closed, and crest-
fallen Josephine made her way down the
stairs.

“I'll go home!” muttered Josephine, re-
belliously. “I'll stop at the doctor’s office
and get fumigated, and then I'll go home.”
Forgetting the watchman, she picked up
her valise and marched boldly out.

«Hi, there!” exclaimed the watchman,
who appeared delighted at having his vigil-
ance rewarded. “Go back! Go back!
You're quarantined. You can’t come out
till you get a permit from the health officer.
Go back, I say !”

The watchman, who in reality was quak-
ing in hie boots for fear of contagion, and who
would have fled madly down the street if
Josephine had approached him, brandished
his club menacingly, and there seemed to
be nothing for Josephine to do but to re-
turn to the house.

She passed a wretched night upon the

| hard, narrow sofs, and ehe prepared a still

more wretched breakfast the following morn-
ing. The oatmeal was scorched, the coffee
was cold; and colorless, and the toast was
burned black on one ®ide and left a smoky
gray on the other. g

“Well,” sald Mrs. Sprague, looking over
the tray, *‘you ain’t much of a cook, are
you ?”

- No,” said Josephine humbly, ‘“and I'm
afraid it tastes worse than it looks.”

Later in the day Josephine asked about
the patient.”

“Oh, Jane’s all right,” said Mrs. Sprague
“She ain’t havin’ anything but varioloid and
she’s improvin' right along. The doctor
said he wouldn’t need to come again; but
folks can get real smallpox from varioloid;
that's why they're so particular. Real
smallpox is no joke.”

Then Mrs. Sprague proceeded to describe
the horrors of the dreadful disease so graph-
ically that Josephine who possessed a lively
imagination, began to experience all the
preliminary signs of smallpox. There was
even a small scarlet spot on her chin. To be
sure, it had been caused by a bit of spatter-
ing grease; but Josephine bad forgotten the
slight burn, and was sure that the disease
had slready begun to break out.

Meanwhile Mra. Porter having discovered
her daughter's note, was equally alarmed.
«‘She must come home at once,” said she.

«She can’t,” said the young doctor *‘with-
out exposing the whole family to smallpox.
Besides, the health officer wouldn’t allow it.
I feel sure Josephine couldn’t possibly take
it. Let her alone. She’ll get over wanting
to be a nurse by the time she gets out of
quarantine. Besides, it will teach her to do
her thinking first and her acting afterward.
I'll go there toward the end of the week,
and see how she is gettingalong. It’s about
time to vaccipate her again, anyway.”

It was a forlorn and dieconsolate Jose-
phine who sat by the kitchen stove some
days later, peeling potatoes. She was peel-
ing them neatly but not with despatch, for
it had taken her just an hour to deprive six
of their outer covering.

«Well,” said the young doctor from the
docrway. *‘I understand you're the cook.
How are you, anyway ?”

«I'm sick,” said Josephine, miserably.
My head aches, my throat is sore, and I'm
hot and cold by turns. T've got 'em all.”

“All what ?"

All the symptoms of smallpox. Did you
come to vaccinate me ? It’s too late.” Two
large tears rolled down Josephine's face and
splashed over the potatoes. .

Josephine,” asked the doctor, “have
you ever had the measles "

“No,” said Josephine, wondering at the
question,

““Well, then, my dear, you're going to. I
have just discovered that Miss Sprague has
been having nothing in the world but meas-

les.
hi

A Mother's Day.

The steady, persistent droning abruptly
ceased at the tap of Miss Lucia’s boots under
the window.

« It’s got new words to it, hasn’t it ?” Miss
Lucia called in, cheerfully. **Inever heard
those words before to that tune.”

«What tune?’ the little woman in the
window said.

* Why, ‘Hark from the tombs '—wasn't
that the one you were singing ?”

But Esther Willard did not smile. Her
mouth corners drooped yet lower. She went
round to the door to Jet Miss Lucia in.

“J)on’t say anything funny, Auntie,”—the
old child-name slipped to her lips unexpect-
edly—* for if you do, I shall cry,” she said.

« Bless me, that's one way to take a joke 1"
Miss Lucia laughed, cheerily. *‘I'm notao
customed to that way—when I say funny
things I expect folks to laugh. Now, then,
my dear”—she dropped substantially into
a chair and smoothed out her skirts—** what
does it all mean? I'm ready.”

It means I'm discouraged. It meansI've
wasted another day. 1t means I shall never
do anything in the world like other people—
ot if I live to be a hundred! There, 1've
climaxed—I'm going to cry in & minute.
Let’s talk about the weather, quick—quick !”

“I's & beautiful day,” Miss Lucia said,
calmly. * Just the kind of weather to watch
things—grass and chickens and children—
grow. I saw your twins goiog by to school
this morning, and then coming home to din-
ner, and they’d grown an inch betwixt and
between !”

Tn spite of herself the little mother op-
posite smiled. ** Yes,” she said, “]I had to
let out the hems in Harvie's trousers this

noon! Imade him eat dinner in his overalls.
There wasn’t time to rip out tho tuck in
Chriesy’s skirt 1"

1 told you it was growing weather, my
dear! But to go back to the beginning—
what was it you wanted to do like other
people to-day and couldn’t ?”

¢ Write an essay,” murmured Esther, with
sudden difidence. * For the Mother’s Club,
you know. The president gave me The
Daily Care of Children’ to write & psper on.
But I haven’t even had time yet to read up
on it in the books she gave me. The meet-
ing’s to-morrow at Nell Fessenden's—I shall
resign.”

Miss Lucia had whipped out a tiny note-
book from her capacious pocket, and was
fishing for a pencil. ** Wait—not o fast.
I want to take notes,” she said. *‘I'm re-
porting for the *Daily Ways aad Means.’
Begin when you got up. Are you sure you
couldn’t have got that essay in somewhere—
not into some of your idle moments?” :

Her face was quite stern and forbidding,
and Esther drooped before it. She had been
Aunt Lucia’s “child” twenty years ago and
remembered that look.

¢ Begin,” Aunt Lucia said.

« Well, I got up”—*Got up,” jotted down
the pencil in the book. |

¢ And made the muffins and set the mush
cooking.”

¢ ¢« Muffios, mush.” Go on.”

¢ Then I set the table and dressed Number
Four and washed the twine’ faces and pat
freeh lace in Molly’s sleeves. Then, after
breakfast, I helped Chrissy do her sume—
she isn’t very well and I don’t like to have
her study much. I told her little stories
about the words in her spelling, too, to make
them easler. I shouldn’t have let her go to
school if I hadn’t helped her, and then she'd
have cried herself sick abed. Chrissy’s very
ambitions. You have to treat children dif-
ferent ways.”

¢+ Sumes, stories.” Go on.”

« Well, then there was only time to do the
hair combing and the nail-inspecting before
school, and see that Harvie's handkerchief
was clean. It takes a good while to curl
Chris and braid Molly, and I like to do it
carefully. Children like to be smooth and
neat; it makes them self-respectfal. ¥You
needn’t tell me even a boy likes to have his
nails long and black and dreadful! Harvie
takes the greatest pride in his.”

«Carls, braids, finger-nails,” jotted the
swift pencil in quaint, neat script. Well?”
followed in Miss Lucia’s business-like tones.

“ But it wasn't *well.” It was all horrid.
The fire'd gone out and the hot water was

cold. And by the time I'd heated the fire
and built the water—I mean built the water
and heated the fire—no, I don’t mean aby
such thing! I mean I had to stop right in
the ‘middle of medias res,’ as old Mr. Belcher
says in school meeting, because Number Four
had jammed his finger and had to be com-
forted. I didn’t hurry that, anyway. It
takes time to comfort babies, Auntie. And
then between the sweeping-up and the lamp
chimneys, little Number Five woke up and
made pointed remarks at the top of her voice.
1 washed and dressed and breakfaated her,
and got out the tin pan and the clothes pins
for her play. Then brooms and lamp chim-
neys and the soup for dinner and Number
Four’s other fingers to comfort, and Number
Five's blessed little bumped nose, and the
children’s aprons to iron and "—

« Wait, wait! *‘Number Four—Five—
Six!? I'mallina mix. Clothespins, soup,
lamp chimneys and bumps !’ What then?”

¢« Then the children came home to dinner,
and while they ate it I let down Harvie's

little trousers. He said Bob Somebody
laughed at them for being so short, and I
wasn’t going to have that. It fsn’t fair to
subject a boy to ridicule when there are wide
hems to his trousers. A few clips of the
scissors and a few stitches and then where’s
Bob Somebody’s laugh? I think little peo-
ple’s feelings deserve to be respected as much
as big people’s. Bat of course it put me
back a little, and it was three o’clock before
I got settled down to Molly’s new dress that
I'd promised to finish for to-night (she’s gone
to a little party next door).”

¢ ¢ Trousers—new dress.” Bat why didn’s
you write your essay and let Mistress Molly
wear #n old dress?”

Esther Willard's clear eyes regarded Miss
Lucia indi tly. She threw out her slen-

“Then I can go home !” cried Josep
joyously.

“And give measles to all the children i
asked the doctor. **Not much, my philan-
thropic young sister ! You'll have to stay
right here and have your measles by your-
self. We'll arrange it with Mrs. Sprague.
You'll probably break out in a day or two.”

Josephine did have measles, but not by
herself; for her mother and the measles ap-
peared simultaneously, and the former an-
nounced her intention of staying with her
gorgeously spotted daughter until she was
out of quarantine.

Convalescent Jane proved to be a pleasant
girl only a year older than Josephine, and
they became great friends during the fol-
lowing two weeks, but Josephine decided
that there were drawbacks to nursing, and
concluded to take a course of cooking lee-
sons without further delay.
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der hands with an impetuous gesture of her
own.

¢« And break my promise to Molly !” ske
cried. * Do you think I'd do that? Aunt
Lacis, ['ve done any number of wrong things,
and left any number of right things undone,
but I’ve never broken my word to my babies
yet. That's one of the few things—maybe
it’s the only thing—the recording angel can
write on my credit side. The mother that
doeen’t keep faith with her children isn’t &
mother. She's a monster !”

“ Amen !” responded Miss Lucia.

There was a little space of silence in the
darkening room. - Then Eather spoke de-
jectedly, the old discouragement in her gentle
voice.  **So, you see, that’s been my dey—
that’s what I've accomplished! Where is
my paper for the Mothers’ Club to-morrow.
I'm eure I'm too tired to-night to write it,
and besides, Harvie ‘jumped into a brier-

bush’ to-day and ‘scratched out’ all his
buttons. I've got those to seweon, and &

nice, three-cornered little patch, too. Then
I'm going to bed.”

« Where you be'ong,” smiled her visitor,
with her old smile. *‘And you can go to
sleep in peace and quietude, my dear.”

«But my essay on the *Daily Care of |

Children’ "—

Ty all written, my dear.”

¢ Miss Lucia !”

 Yes, snd well written, too. It'sanbonor
to any Mothers’ Club. I've put the headings
down here in my little book, and intend to
work it up some time for the ‘Daily Waye
and Means.’”

« Aunt Lucia! Please talk seuse. There
ien’t any daily anything.”

«But there's a beautiful little essay on
taking care of children, dear. I’ve sat right
here in this chair and listened, to it, and it
makes me proud of my cbild.”

« But [ haven't written any—what in the
world 1" cried bewildered Esther.

Aunt Lucia stretched a lean old hand
across to her and patted her knee softly.
Aunt Lucla’s face was tender and approving,
« You've lived one all day long; ‘dear,” she
said. “If you've forgotten, I've got the
headings all here in my book—shall I resd
them over?” -

“ No, no,” laughed Eether, softly, s sud-
den light in her face. *O, Auntie, then you
think the day wasn’t wasted quite?”

Miss Lucia stood up snd drew her light
shawl round her. Then she stooped to kiss
the tired, young face. *Such daye, dear
heart,” she whispered, * are all set down on
your * credit side.” Do you think the great
Bookkeeper does not like to make an entry
like that?”

TS S R SR

Power—For What.

There can be no question of the fact that
the church needs power. That the church is
conscious of this need, is evident in the pray
ers offered at every service. With ceaseless
iteration we pray for the power of the Holy
Spirit.

Do we get answers to our prayers? Is the
charch being pentecosted? Most people will
answer, No. Why, then? IsGod nnwilling
to give ue power? Todoubt this would be to
doubt His interest in the moral progress of
His world. ' The fault must lie in ourselves?
We are ready enough to admit this, but we
are just a little vague in our attempts to in-
dicate where in ourselves the trouble lies.

A study of the matter from a psychologi-
cal standpoint may be helpful. Perhspsthe
most important coutribution that phyeiology
bas made to psychology in these late years,
and through peychology-to all that has to do
with the study and culture of the soul—is
this—that in our nature that is built upon
the triad principle of feeling, thinking and
acting, the acting department denominates
the other two; so that the only legitimate
reason for the existence of a thought or a
feeling is that it may bring about an action
of some sort. The cognitive and emotional
powers of the soul are thus only ministers to
a higher power—the power of will. More
than this is true. Our entire nervous sys-
tem is so constructed that when a feeling or
a thought ia felt or conceived within us, it
seeks to discharge iteelf in a movement.
Anyone who rides a bicycle has daily evi-
dence of the truth of this, for he finds it al-
most impossible to avoid an obstacle upon
which his mind is centred. The reader can
prove the truth for himself by simply placing
his hand upon the table or the arm of hie
chajr, and thinking of & forward motion. He
willMind that the muscles of his arm surge
forward instinctively. Thus *‘thought is
suppressed action, and action is the comple-
tion of thought.”

The same is true of feeling. Every one
knows the meaning of what we call “ex-
pression of emotion.” Feeling seeks to
manifest itself in some kind of motion—the
secretion of a gland, the excitement or de-
pression of the heart and lunge, the move-
ment of the muscles of the face or limbs.
The pugpacious man, when ineulted, finds
his hand instinctively contracting to form &
fist. Perhaps he has learned the art of self-
control, but nevertheless the muscles grow
tense.

This fact of the subordination of thinking
and feeling to actlon is recognized in the
educational field today, and is the positive
basis of Froebel's *‘knowing by doing ” The
o'd notion that knowledge is power, is giv-
ing way to the wiser one that ability todo
is power; and the teacher who merely knows
must give place to the artist or instructor
who has ability to do. Conduct is more im-
portant than intelligence, because it is
through conduct that the structure of char-
acter is built up.

Nothing could be more hurtful than to
make the nervous system & play-ground in
which thoughts snd feelings scamper aboat
aimlessly, satisfied with their own enjoy-
ment, and never coming to definite action.
The sentimental is ever the weak character,
and this weakness is simply the result of
failure to cultivate the habit of turning
emotions into acts. One hears beautiful
music or a fine sermon, or sees a noble pic-
ture, or reads a touching story, and is thrill-
ed with emotion in conscquence. Unless
the emotion is followed up by some noble
act it loses itself in fruitless waves over the
brain and leaves one in a worse moral con-
dition than before the emotion.

Now what have we gained by this excur-
sion into the fields of physiology and psychol
ogy? We pray for power. By power we
mean the stirring of our emotional nature by
the Spirit of God. To what end! The
fatal weaknes of the church to-day is ten-
dency to male the emotional movement anend
in itself, or at best to briog about the most
trivial actions. A large number of religions
people seek for spiritual emotion for the
same reason that the drunkard seeks the
wine cup, for the sake of the feelings of
fulness and exhilaration that are produc-
ed thereby. The fact that they do it
innocently does not make the harm dome
the less. There are revivals that are little
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more than a nervous debanch, which be-
begins and ends with feeliogs. There are
pumbers of people who attend camp meet-
ings for no other purpose thag the height-
ened state of feeling they get there; and
-pukmmbrmhnmn-dhhmbm
of their ability to aronse this nervous state.
Ordinarily, however, something more is
sought. Let me illustrate. .
In conversation with & person some time
ago upon the spiritusl state of a ocertain
church which he had lately vieited, be pro-
nounced it “dead.” Enquiring what be
meant by ““dead,” Ifound that be gauged the
spiritusl condition of & charch by the readi-
ness of its members to “‘take part” in meet-
ing. He had made no enquiry as to whether
or not the men of the church were honest
and industrious in their busi the wo-
men faithful to the cares of the home, the
children obedient snd studious.

Now aside from the question of the aotasl
spiritusl condition of the church in question,
the test was an entirely inadequate one. But

it is the popular test of todsy. It means
that we are satisfied if we have spiritusl
power that moves one of the smallest sets of
muscles in the body. It is not sn overstate: -
ment of fact to say that a large number of
Christian people consider readiness to “take
part” in meeting the proof par excellence of
spiritual vitality; and that to them s “good
meeting” is one in which & number of per-
sons take part. We have carried this idea
to such an extent, that we think the Holy
Spirit has left the meeting unless some-
body is making a noise. The Quakers could
teach us a lesson here.

The need of the church today is not more
power, but the turning of the power it now
has from the smaller to the larger muscless
This constant seeking for power which
has for its end the mere feeling happy that
comes from emotional stimalus, or the use of
the tongue In “testimony,” has produced &
type of Christian who adds little to the fond
of moral force in the world. It ‘tends to
keep alive that pagan duslism that separates
sacred from secular; s that a man is religi-
ous while he is in church or on his knees,
bat he is not religious while he is behind the
counter, or at hia desk, or in the field.

No meeting is & good one, however many
take part, that does not send the people out
into the walks of life to do their work well
and to make the life of the home and society
more heavenly. The power we need is pow-
er for righteousness, peace and joy in the
Holy Spirft. To seek power for any other
purpose than this—to seek emotion for its
own sake is to prostitute religion to mere
neurotic intoxication.

Idleness is the gin of sinsjiand it is a quess
tion whether the church does not itself en-
courage idleness when it eets up as the
model Christian, one whose excellencies are
almost entirely of a megative quality, who
doesn’t do & number of objectionable things
and on the other hand doesn’t do anything
really positive as a Christian, but speak in
meetings, or at best give to missions and
teach a Sunday school class. Doubtless the
former things hed better net be done, or the
Iatter left und but the emphesis is
wrongly placed. What is peeded is action,
action ! action ! action ! to do justly, and te
love mercy, and to walk humbly with thy
God. 1t is for these S‘grester things” that
we need subsidies of pewer. And it is just
because we persist in dissipating spiritual
power in little things, that we are lacking
it for great. It is true that we are to over-
come by the word of our testimony, but i

our Master's life is our guide, it must be by
the word made flesh.

“And so the Word had breath and wrought
With human hands the creed of creeds,
In loveliness of perfect deeds,

More strong than all poetic thought:

Which he may read that binds the sheaf,
Or builds the house, or digs the grave.
And those wild e&es that watch the wave
In roarings round the coral reef.”

—REv. CHAS. H. HUESTIS, in the Wesleyan

Another Nova Scotia Steel Syndicate,

8t Jobn Sun.

The statement of our Halifax correspond-
ent that the Nova Scotia Steel Company’s
properties have been acquired by a strong
syndicate ia not & matter for surprise. The
Nova Scotia Steel Company was the owner
of the Belleisle iron deposits in Newfound-
land. Half this iron field was sold te
the Dominion Steel Company for a millien
dollars, which was four times the cest of the
whole property te the selling company.
The Nova Scotia Steel Company still owns
the other .half. It also owns the “Old
Mines” near North Sydoey, formerly the
property of the General Mining Association.
It is eaid that this mine can provide all the
coal required for the operation of the steel
works for a life time. Then there are the
original works of the company near Ne
Glasgow, and various iron and cosl proper-
ties in that neighborhood. It will be seen
that the property of the Nova Scotia Steel
Company may easily provide raw material
for works rivalling those of the other Syd-
ney. Among the principal men in the N. 8.
Steel Company are John F. Stairs and Mr.
Graham Fraser.

The Deaf Made to Hear.

St. Thomas, May 20.—A modern miracle
was made known to-day when Mr. Riddle,
of this city, announced that he bad recovered
his hur_ln%. He has been almost entirely
deaf, and it borders on the miraculous te
find him able to hear everything with great
distinotness, As his case is proving of such
universal interest, we give Mr. Riddle’s own

i hearing waa always poor,
and not long ago I became almost Ry [
was the result of Latarrbal Inflanmatios,
but nothing did me good until I used Catarrh-
ozone. It cured my trouble, and I strongly
recommend it to the deaf.” Fully nine tentha
of the deafness is the result of Catarrh, and
can be cured by Catarrhozone. The outes
of deafness wronght by this remedy in cases
of even twenty years standing are really as-
tounding. Amang mapy others, ministers
of the gospel testify to the wonderful powers
of Catarrhozone, and your druggist can tell
of some astonishing cases in his own experi.
ence. Better give it a trial, if your hearing
is impaired. Price, $1.00; small size, 28
cents; druggists or N. C. Polson & Co.,
Hartford, Conn., U. 8.

Wholesale Buying of Ships.

Liverpool, May 9,—Although the report i
not officially confirmed, Liverpool shipown-
ers believe the rumor that J. Pierpont Mor-

has purchased the Atlantic Transport and
m Star fleets, intending to make out of
them an Atlantic line under European man-

agement.,

The Atlantio Transport services are be-
tween London, Baltimore, Philadelphis and
New York. The Red Star services are be-
tween Liverpool, Philadelphia and Balti-
more, in connectiop with the Pennsyl
railroad. The Red Star boats aleo run be-
tween Antwerp, New York and Philadel-

phia.

Both lines comprise nearly 30 vessels,
many of which are large and of modern con-
struction. This purchase, added to that of
the Leyland fleet, would enable Mr. Morgan
to control the largest tranport line in exist.
ence, Liverpool shipowners eay that Mr.
Morgan must more vessels than those
of the Leyland line in order to‘carry out his
scheme for creating an American mercantile
marine service.

The Kidneys and the Skin.
Io the spring the kidneys have much to
do. If they are weak or torpid, they will
not do it well, and the ekin will be pimpley
or blotchy. That is tellingghe story in a few
words.
Hood’s Sarsaparilla strength d stimu.
lates the kidneye, cures and prevents pime

blotches and all i

Phl;'on't fail to take it.
Buy a bottle today"
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