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CURRY BROS. & BENT
ARE AGENTS FOR

“CLEVELAND" and “ALERT" BICYCLES.
Prices range from $40 to $80.

m
ee*See their Wheels before buying your 1898 mount.

Bank of Nova ScotiaPlumbing . . . 
. . . Plumbing Capital,

Reserve Fund, • $1,600,000.00
$1,600,000.00

JOHN DOOLL, President.
H. C. McLEOD, Cashier.R. ALLEN CROWE

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.is prepared to do all kinds of 
Plumbing in the best systems 

of sanitation with the 
latest fixtures at

Bottom Brices.

Agencies in all the principal towns of the 
Maritime Provinces, and in the cities of Mon
treal, Toronto, Chicago, and St. John’s, Nfld. 

Correspondents in all parts or the world.
Do all kinds of banking business.

A Savings Bank Department
has lately been established in connection with 
the Bridgetown agency where deposits will be 
received from one dollar upwards and interest 
at the rate of 31 percent, allowed.

C. H. EASSON, Agent.Creamery and Cheeee Factory 
work done at ehort notice.

3ST OTIOZEj.
All pere<ms huivinj^ legal demands against^beMilk Cane and Kitchen Fur

nishings alwaye in stock. renceto wn, in the County of Annapolis, farmer, 
deceased, are requested to render the same duly 
attested, within eighteen months from the date 
hereof, and all persons ind 
are requested to make immediate payment to 

ALDA R. FitzRANDOLPH, 
Administratrix.

Lawrence town.
Or BURPEE S. FitzRANDOLPH, 

Administrator,
Williams ton,

ebted to said estate

Job Work strietly attended to.
R. ALLEN CROWE,

BridgetownTelephone 2L Dec. 13th. 1897,

COBBY BROS. k BENT,
Manufacturers 
and Builders,

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Evangeline Sash, Door & Planing Works
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

I

Are ready for 1898 building operations, and are prepared to enter into contract for build
ings of every description, including excavation, heating and plumbing, 

nufacture Church, School and Office Furniture, Wood Mantels, Bank and Store 
Fittings and building materials generally, and have a large and well assorted stock of
Fancy Woods such as Cypress, White wood, Quartered Oak, Ash, 
Walnut, B. O. Cedar, Douglas Fir, etc.

Having two large Dry Houses, we can guarantee delivering Dry Stock.

We ma

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.
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The way to foot comfort.»
7,

Never wear a shoe, not even a 
*‘Slater shoe," that does not make 

triends with your foot the first 
time it's worn.

‘‘Slater Shoes” are made in as 
many shapes as there arc forms of feet.

Price stamped on the soie, ta» telling all 
about the leather, Goodyear welted, £3.00, £4 00 and 
£5.00 per pair. Guaranteed by the

1

lilil) S
1Slater Shoe Makers.Catalogue
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KINNEY & SHAFNER, Sole Local Agents.

Grand - Spring - Opening
----- OF------

GENT’S WEAR!
The largest stock In the two Counties, 

bought for cash from the manufac
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.
WE HAVE JUST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths
pei S.S. “St. John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department 

to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

A. J. MORRISON 4 CO., MIDDLETON, N. S.

HAVE YOU SEEN 
The FINE BICYCLE

Offered to the users of WELCOME SOAP?
For the Wrappers from two (2) boxes of “WEL

COME” SOAP and $35.50.

No wonder so many people use the old reliable 
‘ Welcome” Soap and ride a Bicycle.

The most Stylish Model end best Wheel ef the seesen. Guerenfeed 
end up-to-date In every particular.

The Greatest Premium offer of the year.

The WELCOME SOAP COMPANY, St. John, N. B.

alone with those two ferocious wild beasts, 
for the boxes no longer made any pretense 
to contain them. What else was there for 
me to do?

“Oh, now you have lost your oar,” she 
slid regretfully, “and you were so kind to 
help me."

“ Not at all,” I replied. “ You could net 
manage these animal* alone. You must let 
me help you carry them wherever you are 
going.”

She opened her lipe as if to speak. She 
looked at me doubtfully, then at the strug 
gliog oats which we each held at arm's 
length, end saw the folly of refusing my of-

events passed, and we had almost reached 
my own street when, happening to glance 
up, I found MUs Jones looking steadily in 
my direction ; but as I caught her eye she 
colored and hastily closed a little notebook 
in which she seemed to have been writing.

“Good heavens!” I thought. “Could 
she be a scribbler, too, with like intent !” 
But just here she signalled the car to stop, 
and with a stiffening of the neck and an evi
dent intention not to look at me again, she 
alighted. However, just as the car moved 
on, almost involuntarily she turned her 
head once more and I caught a last gleam of 
fun and gratitude from her sweet eyes. 
Then she was gone.

1 wrote my story, the bare facts needing 
no exaggeration to make them amusing ; Lut 
£ invented a touching and sentimental finale 
that of my own adventure seeming strangely 
inadequate and commonplace. But when 
finished, I dared not send the article to my 
own paper—it was too probable that Mies 
Jones would see it, and that would never do. 
[ had “ slopped over ” pretty freely io my 
deecription of her—and, besides, I feared 
•he would not appreciate that conclusion. 
For the same reason, I dared not send it to 
any very well known magazine. But re
membered that a modest little periodical, 
The Autocrat, had been started in my own 
n etive town of Shefton, which I had not 
visited for several years, and I sent my 
story there. It was promptly accepted.

For weeks I was haunted by the puzzling 
familiarity of Miss Jones's face. And yet- 
knowing that this was not her real name, I 
did not see how I could manage to meet her 
and gain an introduction. It was madden
ing, for I had never wanted anything so 
much in my life before as to renew our 
acquaintance. I haunted the streets into 
whioh I had seen her disappear, in hopes to 
learn her address even, but in vain.

One morning, three weeks later, I received 
a copy of The Autocrat I scanned the 
pages eagerly for my story—for even my 
own history of that afternoon with “ Miss 
Jones ” seemvd precious to me. I found the 
article and was pleased to see that they had 
illustrated it. But what ’ How the deuce ! 
I looked at the first picture a second time. 
It was I myself, the very image, helping 
Miss Jones herself from the car, with the 
two cats as natural and ugly as life, between 
us. What did it mean? I turned the 
pages. Yes—there was I, hatlcss and un
dignified—the artist was no flatterer—scour
ing wildly after the escaping cat, the other 
hanging under my arm. Here we sat on 
the wall untangling the cats ; here, two 
weary pilgrims, we despaired outside the 
Home ; here was I peddling cats from door 
t > door, and lastly, onr dignified return at 
opposite corners of the car. The whole 
story was told in a series of most clever pic 
tures. It needed no words by Jerome B. 
Smith to complete the tale. It was all there 
—except my finale. I noted that. And 
th) illustr»‘or? There was only one eye
witness who could have caught these 
•ketches, and I remembered the little note
book. I searched for the name eagerly, and 
at last I found it in a corner of one picture : 
“ W. Irene Jones.”

Her name was Jones then, after all. Hur 
nh ! Now I could find her address from 
t ie publishers. Then a thought struck me : 
Why had she also favored The Autocrat ? 
“ W. Irene Jones”—on a sudden, I under
stood it all—her familiar face, the smile 
t'iat haunted me. Why, I knew the girl. 
She was Winny Jones, of course, my little 
pUymate of fifteen years ago, whom I had 
not seen since I left Shefton. My little 
Winny, whom as a boy of twelve I bad 
carried pickaback, and teazed and kissed 
and romped with, a baby of five. And now 
I thought of it, I remembered that when I 
was in Shefton last they had said she had 
come to Boston to study art.

I lost no time, you may be sure, in 
learning Winny's address ; and not two 
hours later I was waiting for her in a 
pretty little studio in St Botolph street.

She entered with flushed cheeks and her 
eyes laughing to match the corners of her 
pretty mouth. She held my card in her 
hand.

“ So it was your real name after all," she 
•aid, as she stretched out her hand cordially. 
“ I thought-----”

“ So did I,” I interrupted eagerly.
“ I thought,” she went on, “ that it might 

be a false name, bot I was almost sure it 
was really you. For yon see I remembered 
you, though it is so long.”

“ But why the dickens didn't you say so, 
then ?” I asked half impatiently, 
pouted :

“ Why—you didn't recognize me, and I 
wasn't going to be the only one to remem
ber.”

“ But a girl changes so much more than a 
man in ten years,” I apologized. “ You 
were only a little girl when I left, and even 
your name is different now. I used to call 
you Winny.”

“And I almost called you ‘Jerry* lots of 
times that afternoon, just as I used to,” she 
laughed. “ But I tried to be awfully digni
fied, so you wouldn’t guess.” And so we 
chatted happily about the events of that 
wonderful day, and she told me how she had 
sent the sketches to The Autocrat as a joke 
on me, for she was sure I would see them.

“And call?” I boldly hinted. But she 
indignantly scorned the imputation, and we 
almost quarrelled. Then I asked what she 
thought of th* finale. She flushed a delicious 
rosy pink.

“ It was impossible—an altogether far
fetched and improbable ending,” she de
clared emphatically.

“ Ob, no ; I don't think so,” I rejoined. 
“ I think it very natural, and just what the 
story needed to make it end well. Don’t 
you like your stories to end well ?”

We argued the matter for some time from 
a literary standpoint, and later we touched 
upon it from other standpoints. And in the 
end I succeeded in convincing her. So it 
happened that our adventure finally did 

•“end well ” after all. And I hope each <rf 
those cats has as happy a home as I now en
joy—thanks to them and to our tour of four.

Street was so named, and chosen as a sit< 
for the Home. But as my eyes wandered 
toward this solution of the problem that in
terested me they met those of Mise Jones's, 
and she frowned sternly. Pqssibly the bare 
thought may have occurred to her also.

“ No!” she said, as if answering a word 
which indeed I had never spoken. “No! I 
will never desert them now. I will neither 
leave them here, since we can't get in, nor 
turn them loose, poor things, to starve; and 
certainly I will net have them—made away 
with.” She glanced toward the pond. “No! 
I must find homes for them out hete. There 
must be some one who would love to have 
such beautiful kitties.”

I looked at the two miserable specimens in 
silence, but It was not the silence of assen'.

“ But—why, you must have some engage
ment,” she said, as if this possibility had just 
occurred to her. “I most not bother yon 
any longer—er—Mr. Smith. You have been 
so awfully kind already.”

Her gratitude was charming ; she had 
beautiful brown eyes. I assured her that I 
had no engagement. Indeed, Aunt Dosia 
never knew how near she came to the great 
happiness of my company.

“But,” I went on, “yon simply can't carry 
both those cats," and Malkin gave a howl of 
anguish.

“Ob, yes I could,”she replied, but some
what doubtfully, as Tom voiced a contra
dictory and very profane sentiment.

“ No,” I said firmly, “ as yon won't desert 
the cats, Miss Jones, so I will never desert 
you until yon have disposed of them to suit

It was a rash promise, but I was now thor
oughly interested in the game. Even play
ing knight-errant to homeless cats (and a 
pretty girl) was better than a afternoon with 
Aunt Dosia.

On the Banks of the River Slow.

My friend, have yon heard of the town of 
Foo Chow

On the banks of the River Slow,
Where blooms the waitawhile flower fair, 
Where the sometimeorother scents the air, 

And the soft goeasys grow?

It lies in the Valley of Whatstheuse,
In the Province of Leiherslide,

And thattiredfeeling is native there—
It’s the home of the reckless Idontcare, 

Where the giveitups abide.

It stands at the bottom of Lazy Hill,
And is easy to reach, I declare;

You've only to fold up your hands and 
glide

Down the slope of weakwill’s slippery 
slide

To be landed quickly there.

“I was taking them to the Home," she 
volunteered simply.

“ I beg your pardon," I queried in stupid 
perplexity—“ the, Home?"

“ Yes, the home for stray oats; it is some 
where on this street. These are both stray 
cats. I had to take them to, bot 1 couldn't 
keep them, poor things—I have three al
ready,” she went on to explain with sweet 
compassion.

“ I should say not,” I assented fervently, 
as the gray villain I held began to struggle 
and scratch afresh In frantic efforts to regain 
hisstraydom. She looked reproachful. We 
had begun slowly to climb the hilly street 
with our forlorn burdens, she evidently still 
hesitating whether to allow me the precious 
trust. For some steps we walked silently, 
for the situation was just a little difficult, 
and I could find no remark sufficiently apro
pos. I could feel her eyes scan me covertly 
as we went, though I kept mine diligently 
upon the contortions of the beast which I 
held. And, internally, I was laughing at 
the absurdity of the situation, and wonder
ing what the boys would say to see me now.

At last she turned to me with a solemn 
little pucker in her forehead. “ This is very 
unconventional,” she began hesitatingly,
“and I don’t know that I ought to let you 
help me, Mr.—ah-----”

“Smith,” I prompted her. She raised 
her eyebrows, and looked at me queerly, 
and I saw that she believed it to be an alias, 
which frightened her.

“ But there is nothing else for you to do,"
I assured her earnestly. “ It may be uncon
ventional, but it's common sense. I will do 
all I can to help you, and find these poor 
creatures a home.” I tried to look affec
tionately at the cats. “ Do you know where 
this home is, Miss—er—er ’’

She hesitated a moment, then her eyes 
twinkled. “ Miss Jones," she said. I sap 
at once that she had not given me her real 
oime, though I had been more frank. But 
again I caught that half veiled expression to 
her face of amusement and secret under
standing. She puzzled me.

She had launched into a vivid and enthus
iastic description of this charitable refuge 
for homeless cats and dogs, and I was grow
ing quite interested in the same, when, with 
a mighty effort, the black cat which she was 
carrying kicked himself free of her arm, and 
was eff like an inky streak.

“Oh, catch him!” she cried, turning pite
ously to me, “do catch him, Mr. Smith!”

Her tone was not to be resisted, and 
another moment saw me in the chase. The 
other cat which I held under my arm grew 
frantic at my pace, and struggled madly 
with my ill-protected flesh. But I heeded 
not. Such a chase! Over hill, over dale, 
through bush and especially briar, over park 
and pale and stone wall into a pasture I 
pursued the wretched creature. I might be 
chasing him to this day but for the tangled 
mess of string and pasteboard—once a box 
tied by a girl—which he dragged after him, 
and which at last caught in a bush and an
chored him hard and fast to wait for me. I 
grasped him by the scruff of his neck and 
breathed in his tattsred ear some words not 
calculated to soothe his wounded spirits; 
then, with a beast under each arm, I strode 
triumphantly back to where on the brow of 
the hill Miss Jones waited anxiously and 
appreciatively for me.

“Oh, you are so kind," she faltered as I 
came up. “ How can I ever thank yon?
Here is your hat; I went for it over in the 
field.”

I told her of coarse that I was sufficiently 
thanked already, as I sat on tha stone wall 
recovering my breath, while she bent over 
me trying to untangle the graceless cats 
from their harnesses, and from one another, 
and from me.

The spirit of our adventure was fast sweep
ing away the barrier of conventional re
straint and her evident feeling of wrong
doing. It was with admirable sang froid 
that at my suggestion she reached in my 
vest-pocket for jack knife with which to 
cut the tangle of cord and pasteboard from 
the struggling animals.

She laughed aloud at the spectacle which 
I presented, and I know it must have been 
an unusually pictureique one, sitting there 
breathless, and hatless, bat, alas! far from 
oatless.

“ Patience on a monument," she laughed.
“ If you will represent Grief, I think I can 

feel it worth while to smile at her,” I re
marked with a feeble attempt to Illustrate 
my words.

“Oh, don't smile," she hastened to add.
“ It was so much funnier before when you 
glared so tragically at the poor cats, Jer—
Mr. Smilh.”

I almost thought she was going to say 
something else. But how could she know 
my name was Jerome? It must have been 
imagination. And yet again I caught that 
half-familiar look which once more set me 
to puzzling my brain in vain.

We again took up our Une of march, Mies 
Jones gathering up the black cat in both 
arms, and I holding the gray one lees ten
derly but quite as firmly. Thus, with en. 
couraging comments to one another, and 
amid wails of protest from the ungrateful 
oats, we proceeded for nearly half a mile till
we erne to . quaint little lonely etrnotnre, “ Well-then yon must .it .t the other end 
whioh from environing eympethotlc rounds of the “r- Pleue'" ,he in,i,ted‘ "1 know 1 
we judged to be the Home. “» doin« "“’S' whlt *• ri*ht 10 “k 7°°

Wo walked boldly up to the front door. She w“ ldo«b*y confused sod troubled, end 
and I managed to ring the electric bell with *° of °°ar" 1 h,d 10 10 thi* ll“- »b*“rd
my elbow. We welted; no responae. I “ 11 w“ We UtmtU/ “id good-bye, on
rang agaln-an even longer pe.L Still no the corDer' ,nd*he thenkedme very prettily 
one ceme with open arm. to receive onr oou- Then the “r ”me- “d ,be ™tered
tributione. Separetlng we went around by th. rear platform, .Ml. I got on In front

,b« prep.ri.ion. 1er ... hue divin,.<1
find another entranoe. At the rear were , ,h together aa when we came not, but something that should make every aoerchec
•a-d7 •h*d*“d woode” Wb”Ce with what hours of common hletory, whnt ”7* >b« Now Fork Sue. It » re-
bmtod plaintive mew. and bark. „d outride ™ ™ ” ported from Waehing.on th.t . large

Chkh^. * Î-«ou,? And yet I must not^apeTk to her, “7 ■«* *»"»“«" "i'°‘«d b—*
“cZdXriaitorT^on Saturday and or know her again if w. d»uld meeU Ire- phy.lcal nnfitnea. are wheelmen who «e

Vloeed to visitors on Seturdeys end .... , ... ,, . . very low handle hare habituelly. It ieSundays. No animale received after 2 P. M. belled at the rilly convention whioh kept ue * , ,. . __ „ , .
on Saturday." apart, and wa. eloring the door already half * th«ir doubled-np poeitlon In the

Mise Jonre had com. up and wa. ««ling open between «. ~ld*e hM Pr°da“d cmdition' of
the eign over my ehonlder. I took oat my I could hardly restrain a broad .mile ee I ‘b* b«"‘ “d *P‘n« "bleb dieqnalify them 
watch—it was half-past four. She looked met by merest accident her own twinkling * 6 0 *° "

„ a 4 g,M,Ce' “'1? wrr‘,r t We 1 -B5 ZSÏÏmZSTZÜFJRWhat shall I do? she asked. mast occupy myself, or I could not keep my the étalements of the physicians who have
I looked at Mies Jones; I looked at her eyes from her, she was altogether so sweet investigated the bodily soundness of pro-

oat, and at mine; I looked about me, and a and conscious and charming. So I drew out feeeional racing wheelmen, it ie by no means
fiendish thought entered my mind. There my p«l and began to jot down my story of Lmi^'dro“°«IL^lik.ri^trna,tf ‘?he 
was a placid sheet of water at the foot of the the afternoon's happenings. As I scribbled eoorcher without dangerously effecting*the 
hill It was not for nothing that Pond j I became absorbed in recalling the shrilling organs of his chest ?

The town ie as old as the human race,
And it grows with the flight of years.

It is wrapped in the fog of idler’s dreams; 
Its streets are paved with discarded 

schemes,
And sprinkled with useless tears.

—Chicago Record.

At the Railway Station.

Here the night ie fierce with light;
Here the great wheels come and go;

Here are partings, waitings, meetings. 
Mysteries of joy and woe.

Here are endless haste and change;
Here the ache of streaming eyes, 

Radiance of expectant faces.
Breathless askings, brief replies.

Here the jirred, tumultuous air 
Throbs and pauses like a bell,

Gladdens with delight of greeting,
Sighs and sorrows with farewell.

Here, ah, here with hungry eyes 
I explore the passing throng;

Restless, I await your coming 
Whose last absence is so long.

Faces, faces pass me by,
Meaningless, and blank and dumb.

Till my heart grows faint and sickens 
Lest at last you should not come.

Then—I see y 
Surges back 

Eyes meet mine- and Heaven opens.
You are at my side again.

—Charles O. D. Roberts in Harpers Weekly.

Accordingly we descended the hill again 
to the more thickly settled street on the oar 
line, proffering our wares to all whom we 
met, and I at leaet feeling extremely silly. 
For people eyed ns with a surprised and dis
approving stare, or received our advances 
with amueemgnt and derision. No one seem
ed to take ue or our forlorn burdens seriously, 
and at last Mies Jones grew much discour-

ou. And the blood 
to heart and brain.

aged.
“ I don’t believe it’s any use to speak to 

the passers by," she said, despondently, 
“ they are so unsympathetic. Let us call at 
the houses along this street. You go on that 
side, and I on this, and see who will succeed 
first.”

^iterator*.

The Tour of the Four.
The plan did not sound attractive ; the 

whole charm of the adventure was to sharing 
it with her, and being in her company. But 
I had pledged my allegiance, and she was 
the captain of the enterprise. So we separ
ated, and I began my visitations.

And this was the result of my knight-er
rantry ! Imagine me hawking a disreputable 
tom cat about from door to door. I have 
never envied a book agent’s life, but his must 
be paradise compared to that of a stray cat 
peddler. We wandered, it seemed, for miles, 
with only contumely and rebuff or ribald 
comment for our pains. Bat at last I found 
a wan and guileless old maid who looked with 
favor upon my euit and relieved me of the 
gray villian who was just the color of her 
hair. Cheerfully 1 resigned my trust, and 
then swinging my cramped and lacerated 
arms in long unfelt freedom, I looked about 
for Mise J ones. She was some distance back 
on the other side, and had evidenlty not yet 
been successful. It was nearly six o’clock 
and I had had no dinner, but I had promised 
not to desert her ; and besides, I wanted to 
see this thing through. I believed it could 
be written up Into a funny story that would 
pay me for all my sufferings ; but I waited 
for a more picturesque denouement.

So I rejoined her who was tired and det- 
pairing and chagrined at my success. Tom 
himself seemed broken-spirited at his un
popularity, and now lay passive and meek to 
her embrace. Together once more we visited 
many doors, but at last we found a little girl 
who persuaded her mamma to let her keep 
the black monster. Heaven grant that he 
has not ere now broken her kindly, unsus
pecting little heart.

With a sigh of relief, Mies Jones descended 
the long flight of steps and looked smilingly 
up at me. I felt as if we were old friends. 
Our adventure had established quite a com
radeship between us.

“ Well, that is a good job done,” she said, 
“and I think they will really be happier than 
they would have been in the Home, don't 
you ?”

“Yes, doubtless it ie better—for the cals,” 
I replied significantly. She frowned.

“They were very nice cate," she retorted.
“ Yes, indeed—I have nothing against 

them," I answered promptly. “ On the con
trary, I owe them a very interesting and 
thrilling afternoon, and a most pleasant ac
quaintance with—Miss Jones.”

Her face changed immediately, and a re
turn to conventional dignity took the place 
of her simple freedom of hitherto.

“And now, when I have thanked yon most 
heartily for your very great kindness, Mr. 
Smith,” she said primly, ‘‘I will bid you 
good afternoon. I am going to town on this 
next oar.”

BY ABBIE FAREWELL BROWN.

It was Saturday afternoon, and I was off 
duty for the rest of the day, for I had been 
at work until three that morning, reporting 
a smash-up on the P. & Q. Railroad, and I 
had pleased the managing editor by maklt g 
a scoop of importatit news by interviewirg 
a prominent politician whom I had discov
ered badly damaged, but believing himself 
incog. to an ambulance near the wreck, and 
of whom, by Napoleonic stratagem, 1 had 
secured an exclusive description of the whole 
affair. Hence my ticket of leave until Sun
day morning.

I was now on my way, in a Brockton 
electric car, to make a long-delayed call upon 
a distant aunt—no favorite of mine—who I 
knew must be pining for my society. I had 
taken the only vacant seat in the car, oppo
site a very pretty girl who held a huge box 
in her lap, while another occupied the space 
beside her. She had cast a quick glance at 
me when I entered, as if she thought she 
knew me, and indeed there was something 
familiar about her own face; but I was at a 
loss to place it.

She was e stunningly stylish girl, and the 
enormous pasteboard boxes—unclothed and 
unashamed—which obviously held neither 
candy nor millinery—did not at all harmon
ize with her neat tailor made rig. Of this 
she tried to appear serenely unconscious, as 
well as of the fact that everyone was look
ing at her, and she really did it very well. 
The boxes were lashed and knotted carefully 
in every direction with stout twine; more
over, the covers and the sides were punched 
full of good sized holes, and at last it dawned 
upon my slow comprehension that there 
mast be something alive inside.

Hardly had I reached this astute decision, 
when a prolonged and mournful maiou from 
the box beside her betrayed its correctness. 
The whole car began to smile broadly, and 
the girl's cheeks flushed, but her lipe twitched 
on the verge of laughter as she bent over the 
box and appeared to whisper words of com
fort through the cover. Just then a loud 
scratching and a strange bulging cf the other 
box distracted her attention, and then began 
a duet of answering howls and caterwaulings 
fairly fiendish to hear.

Looking op quickly her eyes met mine, and 
she could not resist a merry smile, which 
showed a row of the whitest teeth io the 
world. There was, indeed, something very 
familiar about that smile, and I know I must 
have stared unconsciously trying to remem
ber where I had seen it, for, with a blush, 
she dropped her eyes again to her now won- 
drously quaking boxes. Each seemed ani
mated by a small earthquake, which bulged 
and billowed the pasteboard surfaces into 
the most surprising carves and corners.

She did not soon look up again, though I 
continued to stare at her, wondering where 
1 had seen that face before. Then, on the 
outskirts of Brookton the car stopped to ad. 
mit a lady, for whom the girl hastened to 
make room by hastily lifting the heavy box 
beside her onto the other in her lap. I 
jumped up to offer the new comer my own 
seat, but it was too late. The box came 
down with a dull thud, and a sound of rend
ing pasteboard. There was a sadden frantic 
ya oicl, and through the side of the lower 
box was thrust a choking black head with 
bulging yellow eyes. The sudden movement 
of its prison cell had also greatly disturbed 
the occupant of the upper box, and with 
wild kickings and scratchtogs a corner of 
the cover was unexpectedly loosened, and 
another head, abject and gray, was protrud-

She

“ So am I," I began boldly, bat I stopped 
at the almost frightened look on her face.

“ You—you mustn’t,” she said quickly. 
“ We -we are strangers, you know, after alL 
I really—you know yon promised as soon as
the cate were disposed of----- ”

I argued in vain about this absurd conven
tion of society. She was firm,Wd I had to
81 “ Very well,” I said sadly. “ I will leave 

yon then; but really, Mies Jones, I must 
take this car too, for I have to get back to 
the city, and you know it ie rather late.”

She saw the implied reproach, for I had 
wasted a whole afternoon upon her blessed 
oats, and it was now nearly dark.

ed.
With a little ejaculation of horror, the 

girl clapped a hand over each furry head, 
and tried to force them back. Several of ns 
sprang at once to her assistance, with immi
nent danger of choking both cate, bat among 
ue all we succeeded only in increasing their 
struggles, to the further collapse of the 
boxes.

Just here the conductor called “ Pond 
Street!" and the girl, looking up wildly, 
cried, “ Ob, stop the car, pi 
get out here.”

Raising my hat 1 begged her to allow me 
to assist, and forthwith seized one oat by 
the neck, entangled in a chaoe of string and 
smashed pasteboard, and followed her, grasp
ing the other beast in a like condition.

She thought I meant merely to help her 
off the oar, and turned to thank me and take 
my oat. But already I had signed the gap
ing conductor to leave as, for I saw that she 
was perfectly helpless here in this wilderness
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MONEY TO LOAN ON BEAL ESTATE 
SECURITY.

Fire Insaraiice in Reliable Companies
^Solicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank 

of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia, An
napolis, N. S. 11 ly
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Can You Pronounce Them?

We herewith present some names of per
sons which are ofzen mis pronounced. Even 
persons of education eomeiimcs make amus
ing blunders in their use:

Munlt&scy, the Hungarian painter of the 
well-known picture, “Christ before Pilate,” 
pronounced his name Moonkotch e, second 
syllable accented.

Mr. Gladstone, prime minister of Eng
land, pronounces Glad-stun, first syllable 
accented.

Mr. Carnegie, founder of the Now Music 
Hall, located in West Fifty-seventh street, 
New York, pronounces hie name Car na gy, 
second eylUhle accented, 

i Colqohfiun, the Scottish statistical wri er, 
died in 1820, aged seventy five yearn. The 
pronunciation of hi* name is Ko hcon, stcond 
syllable accented.

Coleridge, the English metaphysician and 
poet died in 1834, aged sixty two years. 
Hie name ie pronounced Coalridge.

D'Aubigne, the French historian, author 
of “ History of the Reformation,” died in 
1872 aged seventy eight year?. His name ie 
pronounced Do bean-yea, last syllable ac
cented.

Meissouier, the celebrated French painter, 
died in 1891, aged seventy eight years. Hie 
name is pronounced May sown-yea, last syL 
lable accented.

Boulanger, French general, died in 1891, 
aged fifty four years. His name is pro
nounced Boo-Iong-zha, last syllable accented.

Boucicault, the Irish dramatist and actor, 
died in 1892, aged seventy years. Hie 
name is pronounced Boo-ee ko, last syllable 
accented.

Desmoulins, French revolutionist, died in 
1794, aged thirty four. His name is pro
nounced Da mou-Dn, last syllable accented.

Michael Angelo, Italian painter and sculp
tor, died in 15C2, aged eighty-eight years. 
The Italian pronunciation of the name is 
now given the preference, Mick el-on jel-o. 
The i has the sound of i in pickle, third syl
lable accented.

Scharwenka, German musical composer 
ànd pianist, was born in 1850. His name 
is pronounced Shar veo ka, second syllable 
accented.

Troyon, French painter of animals and 
landscapes, died in 1865, aged fifty two 
years. His name ispronouoced Trwah yong, 
last syllable accented.

Khedive (Persian), a prince, a governor or 
viceroy—a title granted in 1806 by the Sul
tan of Turkey to the ruler of Egypt. The 
pronunciation is Ked-eve, last syllable ac
cented.—National Educator.

The Nova Scotia Tourist Association.

The Nova Scotia Tourist Association has 
com nenced the work of compiling informa
tion regarding the city and province at their 
office in the Transfer Co.'s building on 
H >liis street, Halifax, this week. A lady 
stinographer and an assistant are busily en- 
gvgtd in sending out letters of inquiry to 
pj jple in all parts of the province, asking 
fo.* an elaborate description of the numerous 
at raclions of the locality in which they re- 
si le. The features regarding which special 
inquiry is being made arc fishing, shooting, 
an 1 at what seasons certain kinds of sport 
cai be obtained in certain places. They 
als i are endeavoring to learn as much as 
possible about the roads of the province, and 
are asking everybody, who is interested, to 
send them a small map tketebed either from 
menory or from a copy obtainable of the 
district, with distances marked, so that 
tourists arriving here who are desirous of 
making a bicycle trip throughout the prov
ince can be given a fairly good idea of the 
route which they purpose to take, the condi
tion of the roads, and the hotel accommoda
tion while on the way.

T.iey are also endeavoring to gather a col
ection of photographs of the beauty spots 
hroughout the province, which will be put 
n a prominent plare in the Information 
Bureau for the iuspecticu of tourists.

It is to be hoped that provincial people 
will avail themselves of the opportunity 
afford-d them by the Tourist Association to 
make known the attractions of their district 
in the way of boating, bathings shooting, 
fishing, scenery, etc., and what the cost of 
board at a comfortable hotel or boarding 
house in the locality is likely

The cost of compiling this directory 
iug borne by the citizens of Halifax, who 
deserve more than mere recognition for the 
public spirited manner in which they have 
taken up their task.

Anybody who is disposed to devote a half 
hour or so to tabulating the points of inter
est in the district in which he resides, can 
address the same to the Information Bureau, 
N. S. Tourist Association, 134 Hollis Street, 
Halifax, where it will be copied into a woik 
specially arranged for the object of the work.

Is be-

Turgenefl Abhors Sport.

HOW A DYING-PHEASANT INFLUENCED UBB 
WHOLE CAREER.

The celebrated Russian novelist, Turgen» 
elf, tells a most touching incident from his 
own life, which awakened in him sentiments 
that have colored all his writings with a 
deen and tender feeling.

When Turgeneff was a boy of 10, his 
father took him out one day bird shooting. 
As they tramped across the brown stubble a 
golden pheasant rose with a low whir from 
the ground at his feet, and with the joy 
sportsman throbbing his veins he raised his 
gun and fired, wild with excitement, when 
the creature fell fluttering at hie side. Life 
was ebbing fast, but the instinct of the 
mother was stronger than death itself, and 
with a feeble flutter of her wings the mother 
bird reached the nest where her young brood 
were huddled, unconscious of danger. Then, 
with such a look of pleading and reproach 
that his heart stood still at the ruin he had 
wrought, and never to his dying day did he 
forget the feeling of cruelty and guilt th*t 
came to him in that moment, the little 
brown head toppled over, and only the deed 
body of the mother shielded her nestlings.

“ Father, father,” he cried, “ what have I 
done?” as he turned his horror stricken face 
to his father. But not to his father’s eye 
had this little tragedy been enacted, and he 
said: “ Well done, my son. That was .wq^l 
done for your first shot. You will soqd he* 
fine sportsman.”

“ Never, father, never again shall I des
troy any living creature. If that is sport. .1 
will have none of it. Life is more beautifp 
tome than death, and since I cannot giye 
life I will not take it.”

of »

Canadian Wood Pulp.

The rapidly increasing importance qf the 
Canadian trade in wood pulp for paper mak
ing has been engaging the attention of pa
per manufacturers here for some time, 
especially in view of the injury they suffer 
through the methods adopted by com petit ore 
io the United States. The forests of Canada 
are wellnigh inexhaustible. Mr. Albert 
Heed is this week sailing for Canada, as the 
representative of the Papcrmakers’ Associ
ation, to bring the views of the trade before 
the notice of the Government at Ottawa. 
Mr. Reed is specially fitted for his mission, 
for not only is he a prominent member of the 
trade here, but he has a practical aco 
a«ce witl^the Canadian wood pulp inn 
Birmingham (Eng.) Daily Post.

Successful at -Last.

“I wee a sufferer from neuralgia to my 
side, and headaches. I followed nnmerQPs 
prescriptions without benefit and was per
suaded to try Hood's RarsparilU When J 
had taken only one bottle I realized it wtj

g me good and I continued taking it urn- 
til I was cured.” Mrs. Carrie Prigs, 
Georgetown, Ontario.

Hood’s Pills are the favorite family ca
thartic. Easy to take, easy to operate. 25c.

—Minard’e Liniment Cures LaGrippe.
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(HLLIS & HARRIS,
Barristers, - - Solicitor», 

Notaries Public.
Commissioners for the Province of New 
_ Brunswick.

^ Jammissioners for the State of Massachusetts. 
Agents of R. G. Dunn A Co., 8L John and

Agepta of Bradstreet’s Commercial Agency. 
General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In 

suranoe. "
Members of the United States Law Association. 

Beal Estate Agents,

OFFICE:
BA*K or NOVA SCOTIA BUILDING,

. ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office In Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate. 

—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,

Next Door to J. P. Melanson’s Jewelry Store
•ry TlmradAy.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent oj Spain.

—AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.'

‘Money to loan on Real Estate security.3fg
M MONEY TO LOAN..

MV! SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI
ETY AND SAYINGS FOND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on Real Estât* Security 
repayable by monthly instalments, covering a 
term of 11 rears and 7 months, with interest on 
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at 
option ot borrower, so long as the monthly in- 
•tadUuents are paid, the balance of loan cannot

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms 
Of application therefore and all necessary infor
mation furnished on application to

J. M. OWEN, Barrmtxr-at-Law, 
Agent at Annapolis.

lif

H ij

108m

F. L. Mi&.yjem,
Barrister, Solicitor, &c.

.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.
Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange, 

Queen Street, Bridgetown. SI tf
Telephone No. 11.m • O. T. DANIELS,

BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.

ggwL» - y

(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on First-Olaee 
Beal Natate. 44 ly

m O. S. MILLER,
BABRISTKR, NOTARY PUBLIC,

m Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor,

BOUND HILL, N. S.

A B. ANDREWS, M.D., C.M.
EYE,

- EAR,
THROAT.■ Vv

MIDDLETON.
38 tfTelephone No. 16.

m . OR. M. G. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,m .

W1J1 be at Annapolis the first and second weeks 
of ever month, and third and fourth weeks at 
Bridgetown.

* James Primrose, D. D. S.
Office In Drug Store, corner Queen and 

Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr. 
Fred Priffirose. Dentistry in all its 
branches carefully and promptly attended 
to. Office davs at Bridgetown, Monday 
•nd Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. Ord, 1881. 16 tf

JOHN ERVIN,
BABB1STER AND SOLICITOR.

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

OFFICE:
Cex SaiMlag» - Bridgetown, N. 8.

SCRIBNER’S
magazine

For 1898n
A GREATPRÔGRAMME.

-.r."

.% : .
y lie Story of the Revolution by Senator 

Henry Cabot Lodge, to run throughout the 
year. (For the first time all the modern art 
forces and resources will be brought to bear 
upon the Revolution. Howard Pyle and a 
corpse of artists are making over 100 paint
ings and drawings expressly for this greatt
wot*.)

Cmmt A T Mahan*» “The American Navy 
In ttib Revolution," to be illustrated by Carl
ton T. Chapman, the marine artist; Henry 
Fenn, and others.
pais. Helena Page*» PireS Long 
Hefei. “RedRook—A Chronicle of Re- 
rmnsàruetion.” Mr. Page has devoted four 

s to the story, and he considers it his 
work. (Illustrated by B. West Cline-
3

«Ktîi KSSaJKÎ-Sl.îî.rJK
w. Cable, and others, are under engage- 

S» ment tô contribute stori.ee during 1896.
■twi tirant’» “Search*Light Let

ter»’’—replies to various letters that come 
in consequence of his “Reflections of a 
Married Man" and “The Opinions of a 
PhUoeopher.”

«• The Workers ” in a new field—Walter A.
• Wyckoff. the college man who became a 

laborer, will tell his experience with sweat
shop laborers and anarchists in Chicago.

(Illustrated from life by W.
The Theatre, The ffilae, etc., will be 

treated in “ The Conduct of Great Business" 
aeries (as were “The Wheat Farm." “The 
Newspaper." etc., in *Ç7), with numerous 
illustrations.

l«fe st Girls* College-like the articles 
on “Undergraduate Life at Harvard, 
Princeton and Yale,” and as richly illus
trated.

poll! teal Meaeiaieeeaeee by Senator 
Hoar, who has been in public life for forty- 
live years.

»! » til bee ■ will contribute two serial sets 
of drawings during tS, “ A New York Day,’- 
t?ifi ‘The Seven Ages of American Woman.

R. Leigh.)

cofor., vHtti
numerous illustrations (cover and decorations 
by M<ui!^^Parris!^b sent upon appli-

Prtee, $8.00 a year, 26 cents a number.

’98 in small book

, CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS,
NBW Y ORK.

ging We Want Reliable Wen
" in every locality, local or tra-

w $30
\ WEEK iEF-bslHF’B’i„,.mLh and È.60*È*3iyOpxnêSS8dMoaq?5i‘ 

Melted 1° a°y hank at start if desired, write
atonoe- We rid Medical Ce., Leadea,
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