 -Professienal Cards.

&:#fum FRED W. HARRIS
‘GILLIS & HARRIS,
Barristers, . = - Solicitors,

Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of New
Brunswick.

- aﬂimlnoltonen tor the State of Massachusetts.

R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and
treet’s Co ial .
aﬁf:nﬂ,.mn.. et T ™
L" beno(thxggnlbodShbuhrAmhﬁol
on'u,r.

BAXNK OF NOVA S00TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

IManitor,

SAT.US POPUILI SUPRHMA LEX EST.

VOL. 26.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 22,

1898.

NO. 14.

“J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Office in A 1 ite Garri
~—WILL BE AT HIS—
{OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,

Next Dogr to J. P, Melanson's Jewelry Store
Eivery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

4@ Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY_TO LOAN.

ROVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advanoces made on REAL ESTATE Bncunrn
uwnble by mon talments, covering

ears and
m nonth! cent per annum,
“loan repayabls at any time at
othomwer. 80 long s the monthly in-
paid, th of loan

Gate.

The FINE

HAVE YOU SEEN

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 and best Wheel of the season. Guaranfeed
and up-fo-date in every particular.

The Greatest Premium offer of the year.

The WELCOM'E SOAP COMPANY, St. John. N B.

BICYCLE

wﬂm
stallments are
Do called for.
Uodo of effecting loans explained, and forms
of Ayplluuon thereton and all no':euuy infor-

J. M. OWEN BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Agent at Annapolis.

F, L. MILNER,
‘Barrister, Solicitor, &o.

4LL KINDS oF INSURANC&
MONEY TO LOA

"

1t

Office centnl Teleph
Queen Sf.reor.. Bridgetown.
TELEPHONE No. 11.

« 0. T. DANIELS,

BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

_(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y

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 viaims, and all other
professional business.

J. B. WHITMAN,

« Liand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL N. 8

A. B. ANDREWS, M.D, CX.
j EYE,
;pgeiamasl EAR,

THROAT.

- MIDDLETON.
‘Felepbone No. 16.

« B MG E MARSHALL
DENTIST,

1]l be at Annapolis the first and second weeks
rrver month, and third and fourth weeks lt
Bridgetown.

* James Primrosa, D.D.S.

Office in Drug Stou, corner Queen and
Granville ly by Dr.
Fred. Primrose.  Dentistry

branches carefully and prompily attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and-Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,
"JOHN ERYVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

SCRIBNER’S
MACGAZINE

For 1898.
A GREAT ' PROGRAMME.

Stery of IM levolntlo- by Senator
“’ '& ge, to run t.hrougyhouc the

(For Lhe ﬂr-t time all the modern art
lomei hn f::solllr:m Wi bear
the Revolution.

. SpORs of artists a

are makln over 100 paint-

“ ingsand drawings exp y for this great
work.),
Mahan's “The American Nav,
c‘ﬁ evolution,” to be illustrated by Carl-
C pman, the marine artist; Henry
lf'onn. and otbers.

Thomps Nelson Page’s First
Noyel, *Red Rock—A Chronicle e
00n8 Sy Mr e has devoted four

> 5 to the stor he considers it his

m vrork (muntrated by B. West Cline-
n Kipling mcnu Harding
". Te. Jool Chandler Harris, Geo,
W. Cable, nnd othe are under engage-
ment to contribute stoi during 1898,

Rebe: Grant’s “Search-Light Lete

u: *_replies to vado\u letters that come

*‘ Reflections ot a

Married han " and “The Opinions of a

Phuooonher

o The Werkers > in & new fleld—Walter A.
‘Wyckoff, the lege man who became a

1aborer, wlll tell hin experliﬂ!ue 1';“?: hulwe-tr

. 8 cago.

P — oy = trom 152 bYW R,

'heatre, Min e(c.. wﬂl be

e ¥ in* 'i‘he Conductnl(}rmn Business”

series (a8 were “The Wheat Farm,” * The

N.,wgpaper. ete., in '91). with numerous

illustrations.

i ll’ College — like the articles
u‘. . 8 a "Llfe at rvard,
Pﬂn&mn and Ylle." and as richly illus:

I Remimiseemces by Senator
”I“mwho bhas been in public lite for forty-
nn years.

lb{n- ;vil!’l w%gmbtll‘b% lwoyserlknlnnem
Wi uring ew Xor ay,
of d""l'he gvnn Ages of American Womayl'a.

C.

prospectus for '98 in small book
a) prmted!m two_colors, with
ustrations (cover and decorations
arr(aﬂ{ will be sent upon appli-

Price, $3.00 & nu-. 25 cents a number.

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS,

NEBEW TYTOREK.
We Want Reliable Men

in ovory locality, lacal or tra-
veling to in trzd

'OI'I‘ Medieal Co., London,

[ —m

CURRY BROS. & BENT

ARE ACENTS FOR

“CLEVELAND" and “ALERT" BICYCLES.

Prices range from $40 to $80.

s See their Wheels before buying your 1898 mount.

Loetry,

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

On the Banks of tha River Slow.

My friend, have yon hurd 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?

I¢ lies in the Valley of Whatstheuse,
In the Province of Letherslide,
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.

The town is 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 is 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 jarred, tumaltuous 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;

Restlesa, 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—1I see you. And the blood
Surges back io heart and brain.
Eyes meet mine—-and Heaven opens.
You are at my side again.
—Charles G. D. Roberts in Harper's Weekly.

GENT’S

(irand + Spring + Opening

op.l

The largest stock in the two Counties,
bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.

WEAR

WE HAVE JUST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths

per S.8S. ‘“St. John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department
to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

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

— [HIESL

\TER SHOE

Selert @tteraturr.

The Tour of the Four.

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 makitg
a scoop of important news by interviewirg
a prominent politician whom I had discov-
ered badly damaged, but believing himself
incog. in an ambulance near the wreck, ard
of whem, by Napoleonic stratagem, 1 hed
secured an exclusive description of the whole
affuir. Hence my ticket of leave until Sun-
day morning.

I was now on my way, in a Brookton
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 eutered, as if she thought she
knew me, and indeed there was something

time

$5.00 per pair.

CartaLocue
FRcz.

The way to foot comfort.

Never wear a shoe, not even a

¢Slater Shoe,"”’
friends with your foot the first

it’s worn.
“Slater Shoes’’

many shapes as there arc {\)rnh of fect.
Price stamped on the soic, tag telling all
about the leather, Goodyear welted, §3.00, £4.00 and
Guaranteed by the

Slater Shoe Makers.

that does not make

are made in as

Y

J“(’
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KINNEY & SHAFNER, Sole Local Agents.

CURRY BROS. & BENT,

Manufacturers
and Builders,

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Evangeline Sash, Door & Planing Works,

BRIDCETOWN, N. S.

Are ready for 1898 building operations, and are prepared to enter into contract for build-
ings of every description, including excavation, heatin,
We manufacture Church, School and Office Furniture, W
Fittings and building materials generally, and have a large and well assorted stock of
Fancy Woods such as Cypress, Whitewood, Quartered Oak, Ash,
Walinut, B. O. Cedar, Douglas Fir, etc.
Having two large Dry Houses, we can guarantee delivering Dry 8tock.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.

and plumbing.
Mantels, Bank and Store

Plumbing
Plumbmg

— 503 —

R. ALLEN CROWE

is prepared to do all kinds of
Plumbing in the best systems
of sanitation with the
latest fixtures at

Bottom Prices.

Creamery and Cheese Factory
work done at short notice.

Milk Cans and Kitchen Fur-
nishings always in stock.

Job Work strietly atiended to.

R. ALLEN CROWE,

Telephone 2L BRIDGETOWN

Bank of Nova Scotia

$1 500,000.00
$1,600,000.00

Capital, - =
Reserve Fund, -

JOHN DOULL, President.
H. C. McLEOD, Cashier.

Head Office, Halifax, N, 8.

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

Corres) Eondent.s in all parts of the world.

Do all kinds of banking busi

A Savings Bank Department

has lately been established in connection with
the Bndgewwn agency where daposiu will be

ived from one dollar l;r and interest
at the rate of 34 per cent. allowed.

C. H. EASSON Agent,

NOTICHE.

All persons having I demands au-ainul: the

estate of Robert FitzRandolph, lal

‘riencet.own in the Count,y of Annag nmer.
e

eceased, are reques snmednly
attested, within eight.een months from the date

hereof, and all persons indebted to ssid estate

are requested to make immed ediate imant to

ALDA R. Fx'rzRA >

m N

renceto
Or BURPEE S. FiTsRANDOLPE. .

iRl or,
mhmswn,

familiar about her own face; but I was at a
loss to place it.

She was 8 stunningly stylish girl, and the
enormous pasteboard boxes—unclothed and
unashamed—which obviouely 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 ber, 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
must be something alive inside.

Hardly bad 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 lips 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
fuirly fiendish to hear.

Looking up quickly her eyes met mine, and
she could not resist a merry smile, which
showed a row of the whitest teeth in 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 curves 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 sudden frantic
ya-owl, and through the side of the lower
box was thrust a choking black head with
bulging yellow eyes. Thesudden movement
of its prison cell had also greatly disturbed
the occupant of the upper box, and with
wild kickings and scratchings a corner of
the cover was unexpectedly loosened, and
another head, abject and gray, was protrud-
ed,

With a little ejaculation of horror, the
girl clapped a hand over each furry head,
and tried to force them back. Several of us
sprang at once to her assistance, with immi-
nent danger of choking both cats, but among
us 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,
oried, * Ob, stop the car, please! I want to
get out here.”

Raising my hat 1 begged her to allow me
to assist, and forthwith seized one cat by
the neck, entangled in a chaos 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 car, and turned to thank me and take
my ¢at. But already I had signed the gap-
ing conductor to leave us; for I saw that she

Dec, 13th, 1897,

was perfectly helpless here in this wilderness

| my elbow. We waited; no response. I

me to do?

“Oh, now you have lost your car,” she
81id regretfully, *“ and you were so kind to
help me.”

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

She opened her lips as if to speak. She
looked at me doubtfully, then at the strug-
gling cats which we each held at arm’s
length, end saw the folly of refusing my of-
fer.

““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 cate; it is some
where on this street. These are both stray
cats. I had to take them in, but I couldn’t
keep them, poor things—I have three al-
ready,” she went on to explain with sweet
compassion.

“I should say not,” I aesented 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 weni, 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 wich 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 de,”
I assured her earnestly. *‘It may be uncon-
ventional, but it's common sense. - I will do
all I can to help you, and fiad 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 samw
at once that she had not given me her real
name, though I had been more frank. But
again I caught that half veiled expression in
her face of amusement and secret under-
standing. She puzzled me.

She had launched into a vivid and enthus-.
instic 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 cff 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
pureued the wretched creature. I might be
chasing him to this day bat 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 bim hard and fast to wait for me. I
grasped him by the scruff of his neck and
breathed in his tattered 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 o kind,” she faltered as I
came up. ‘‘How can I ever thank you?
Here is your hat; I went for it over in the

field.”
I told her of course that I was sufficiently

thanked already, as I sat on the 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 my jack knife with which to
cut the tangle of cord and pasteboard from
the struggling animals.

She laughed aloud at the spectacle which
I presenteéd, and [ know it must have been
an unusually picturetque enme, sitting there
breathless, and hatless, but, alas! far from
catless.

“ Patience on a t,” she 1

“If you will represent Gnef Ithink I can
feel it worth while to smile at her,” I re.
marked with & 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. Smith.”

I almost thought she was going to say
somethipg 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 line of march, Miss
Jones gathering up the black cat in both
arms, and I holding the gray one lesa ten-
derly but quite as firmly. Thus, with en.
couraging comments to one another, and
amid wails of protest from the ungrateful
cats, we proceeded for nearly half a mile till
we came to a quaint little lonely structure,
which from environing sympathetic sounds
we judged to be the Home.

We walked boldly up to the front door,
and I managed to ring the electric bell with

hed

rang again—an even longer peal. Still no
one came with open arms to receive our con-
tributions. Separating we went around
opposite corners of the building hoping to
find another entrance. At the rear were
sundry sheds and wooden barracks, whence
issued plaintive mews and barks, and outside
a second door in the main building I found
a printed sign which resd:

“Closed to visitors on Ssturdays and
Sandays. No animals received after 2 P. M.
on Saturday.”

Miss Jones had come up and was reading
the sign over my shoulder. I took out my
watch—it was half-past four. She looked
up at me in despair.

“ What shall I do?” she asked.

Ilooked at Miss Jones; I looked at her
cat, and at mine; I looked about me, and &
fiendish thought entered my mind. There
was & placid sheet of water at the foot of the

hill. ltmmto:muutmrond}

Street was so named, and chosen as & site
for the Home. But as my eyes wandered
toward thie solution of the prcblem that in-
terested me they met those of Mise Jonea's,
and she frowned sternly. Possibly the bare
thought may have occurred to her also.

““ No!"” she said, as if answering & 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 not have them—made away
with.” She glanced toward the pond, * Ne!
I must find homes for them out hete. There
must be some one who would love to have
such beautiful kittiee.”

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 must not bother you
any longer—er—Mr. Smith. You have been
20 awfully kind nlrengy

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

“But,” I went on, * you simply can’t carry
both those cats,” and Malkin gave a how! of
anguish.

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

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

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 ihan a afternoon with
Aunt Dosia.

Accordingly we descended the hill again
to the more thickly settled street on the car
line, proffering our wares to all whom we
met, and I at least feeling extremely silly.
For people eyed us with a surprised and dis-
approviog stare, or received our advances
with amusement and derision. No one seem-
ed to take us or our forlorn burdens seriously,
and at lust Miss Jones grew much discour-
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. Yougoon that
side, and I on this, and see who will succeed
first.”

The plan did not sound attractive; the
whole charm of the adventure was in 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 enly 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 suit 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 Miss Jones. She was some distance back
on the other side, and had evidenlty not yet
been successful. It was neariy 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 de:-
pairing and chagrined at my success. Tom
himself seemed broken-spirited at his un-
popularity, and now lay passive and meéek in
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
bas not ere now broken her kindly, unsus-
pecting little heart.

With a sigh of relief, Miss 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 is better—for the cats,”
I replied significantly. She frowned.

“They were very nice cats,” 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 & 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 you most
heartily for your very great kindness, Mr.
Smith,” she said primly, “I will bid you
good afternocon. I am going to town on this
next car.”

““So am I,” I began bolily, 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 you promised as soon as
the cats were disposed of —"

I argued in vain about this a
tion of society. She was firm,
give in.

“Very well,” I said sadly. *‘I will leave
you then; but really, Miss Jones, I must
take this car too, for [ have to get back to
the city, and you know it is rather late.”

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

““Well—then you must sit at the ather end
of the car, please,” she insisted. *‘IknowI
am doing only what il riqht. to ask you thie.”
She was adorably d aad troubled, and
0 of course I had to agree to this also, .b-urd
a8 it was. We formally said good-bye, on
the corner, and she thanked me very prettily
again. Then the car came, and she entered
by the rear platform, while I got on in front
and sat down in a corner diagonally opposite.
What an absurd situation? Here we were
in the car together as when we came out, but
with what hours of common history, what
experience, what s bond of sympathy be-
tween us ! And yet I must not apeak to her,
or know her again if we should meet. I re-
belled at the silly convention which kept ue
apart, and was closing the door already balf
open between us.

I could hardly restrain a broad smile as I
met by ident her own twinkli
glance, immediately withdrawn, I saw I
must occupy myself, or I could not keep my
eyes from her, she was altogether so sweet
and conscious and charming. So I dvew out
my pad and began to jot down my story of
the afternoon’s happenings. As I scribbled
1 became absorbed in recalling the shrilling

surd conven-
nd I had to

events passed, and we had almost reached
my own street when, happening to glance
up, I found Miss Jones looking steadily in
my direction ; but as I canght 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 sigmalled 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 involantarily she turned her
head once more and I caught a last gleam of
fun and gratitude from her sweet eyes.
Then she was gone.

I 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
owa paper—it was too probable that Miss
Jones would see it, and that would never do.
[ had “slopped over” pretty freely in my
description of her—and, besides, I feared
she would not appreciate that conclusion.
For the same reason, I dared not send it to
any very well known magazine. But res

bered that a modest little periodical,
The Awtocrat, had been started in my own
nitive town of Sheftonm, 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, 1
did not see how I could manuge 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
which I had seen her disappear, in hopes to
learn her address even, but in vain.

Oae morning, three weeks later, I received
a copy of The Autocrat 1 scanned the
pages eagerly for my story—for even my
own history of that afternoon with *‘ Miss
Joaes " seemud precious to me. Ifound the
article and was pleased to see that they had
illostrated 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, hatless and un-
dignified—the artist was no flatterer—scour-
ing wildly after the escaping cat, the other
haoging under my arm. Here we sat on
the wall untangling the cats; here, two
weary pilgrims, we cespaired outside the
Home ; here was I peddling cats from door
t> door, and lastly, our 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
—:2xcept my finale. I poted that. And
th> illustrator? There was only one eye-
witness who could have caught these
sketches, and I remembered the little note-
biok. 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
rsh! Now I could find her address from
t7e publishers. Then a thought struck me :
Why had she also favored The Awtocrat?
“W. ircne Jones”—on a sudden, I under-
stood it all—her familiar face, the smile
that haunted me. Why, I knew the girl
She was Winny Jones, of course, my little
playmate of fifteen years ago, whom I had
not seen since I left Shefton. My little
Wiony, whom as a boy of twelve I had
carried pickaback, and teazed and kissed
and romped with, & 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
learaing Winny's address; and not two
hours later I was waiting for her in a
pretty little studio in St Botolph street.

She eatered 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
said, as she stretched out her hand cordially.
1 thought—-"

“So did I,” I interrupted eagerly.

““I thought,” she went on, ** that it might
be a false name, but I was almost sure it
was really you. For yousee I remembered
you, though it is so long.”

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

““ Why—you didn't recognize me, and I
wasa'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 che had
sent the sketches to The 4utocrat as a joke
on me, for she was sure I would sée them.

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

“It was impossible—an altogether far-

clared emphatically.

4 Ob, no; I don't think €0,” I rejoined.
1 think it very natural, and just what the
story needed to make it end well. Don’t
you like your stories to end well 2"

a literary standpoint, and later we touched
upon it from other standpoints. Aad in the
end I succeeded in convincing her.
happened that our .adventure finally did
“““end well ” after all. And I hope each of
those cats has as happy a home a¢ I now en-
joy—thanks to them and to our tour of four.

A Lesson for Scorchers.

The preparations —f;war have disclosed
something that should make every scercher
reflect, says the New York San. It is re-
ported from Washington that a large reajor-
ity of militia volunteers rejected becaase of
phyeical unfitness are wheelmen whe wse
very low handle bars habitually. It is
said that their doubled-up position in the
saddle has produced abnormal conditions of
the heart and spine which disqualify tiyem
for the life of soldiers.

While the reported dlloovery of the ex-
amining surgeons conflicts somewhat with
the statements of the physicians who have
|nvutiun4d the bodilv soundness of pro-

)| it is by no means
a nrprho. Ho' can a rider assume that
pe dro ary-like ition of the
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fetched and improbable ending,” she.de- |

We argued the matter for some time from |

So it |
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Can You Pronounee Them?

We herewith preseut some names of per-
8ons which are ofien mis pronounced. Even
persons of education somelimes make amus-
ing blunders in their use:

Munkascy, the Hungarian painter of the
well-known picture, ¢ Christ before Pilate,”
pronounced his name Moonkotch e, second
syllable accented.

Me. Gladstone, prime minister of Eng-
land, pronounces Glad-stup, first syllable
accented.

Mr. Carnegie, founder of the New Mausic
Hull, located in West Fifty-seventh street,
New York, pronounces hie name Car na- gy,
second syllable accenied.

Colgnhoun, the § €ry
died in 1820, sged seventy five years. The
pronunciation of his name is Ko hcon, sccond
syllable accented.

Coleridge, the English metaphysician and
post died in 1834, aged sixty two years,
His n2me is pronounced Coalridge.

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

Meissonier, the celebrated French painter,
died in 1891, aged seveniy-eight years. His
name is pronounced May-sown-yea, last syle
lable accented.

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

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

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

Michael Angelo, [talian painter and scalp.
tor, died in 1562, aged eighty-eight years.
The Italiun pronunciation of the nume 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
and pianist, was born in 1550. His name
is pronounced Shar-ven-ka, second syllable
accented.

Troyoo, French painter of animals and
landscapes, died in 1865, aged fifty two
years. Hisname ispronounced Trwah yong,
last syllable accented.

Khedive (Persian), a prince, a governor or
viceroy —a title granted in 1866 by the Sul-
tan of Turkey to the ruler of Egypt. The
pronunciation is Ked-eve, last eyllable ac-
cented.—National Educator.
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The Nova Scotia Tourist Assoclation.

The ‘Nova Scotia Tourist Asscciation has
com nenced the work of compiling informa-
tion rezarding the city and province at their
ofize in the Tranefer Co.’s building om
Holiis street, Halifax, this week. A lady
st2nographer and an assistant are busily en-
g'g<d in sending out letters of ioquiry to
p2ople in all parts. of the province, asking
fo: an elaborate deccription of the numerous
at ractions of the locality in which they re-
sile. The features regarding which _special
injuiry is being made are bshlug. shoonng.
ani at what seasone certain kinds of eport
ca1 be obtained in certain places. They
aliy are endeavoring (o learn as much a8
possible about the roads of the province, and
are acking everybody, who is interested, to
send them a small map tketched either from
memory 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 gocd idea of the
route which they purpose to take, the condi-
tion of the roads, and the hotel accommoda-
tion while on the way.

Taey are also endeavoring to gather a col-
ection of photographs of the beauty spots
hroughout the province, which will be put
n a prominent place in the Information
Bureau for the inspecticn of tourists.

It is to be hoped that provincial peoplo
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, bathing,.shooting,
fishing, scenery, etc., and what the cost of
board at a comfortable hotel or boarding
house in the locality is likely to be.

The cost of compiling this directory is be-
ing 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 Bureaa,
N. S. Tourist Association, 134 Hollis Street,
Halifax, where it will be copied into a work
epecially arranged for the object of the work.
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Turgeneft Abhors Sport.
HOW A DYING .PHEASANT INFLUENCED HIS
WHOLE CAREER.

The celebrated Russian novelist, Turgena
eff, tells a most touching incident from his
own life, which awakened in him sentiments
that have colored ‘all his writings with a
deep aad 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 of &
sportsman throbbing his veins he raised his
gun and fired, wild with excitement, when
the creature fell fluttering at his 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 mothqr
bird reached the nest where hér young broad
were huddled, unconscious of danger. Then,
with such a look of pleading and reproto‘
that his heart stood still at the ruin he bhad
wrought, and never to his dying day did he
forget the feeling of cruelty and guilt that
came to him in that moment, the little
brown head toppled over, and only the dead -
body of the mother shielded her nestlings.

«“Father, father,” he cried, * what havel
done?” as he turned his horror stricken face
to his father. But not to his father’s ege
had this little tragedy been enacted, and he
said: ** Well done, my son. That was well
done for your first shot. You will saqn ke s
fine sportsman.”

¢ Never, father, never again shall 1 der
troy any living creature. If that is sport, !
will have none of it. Life is more beautifp
tome than death, and since I cannot give
life T will not take it."”

Canadl:n ‘Wood Pulp.

The rapidly increasing importance of the
Canadian trade in woud 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
|hrnugh the methods adopted by competitors
in the United States. The forests of Canada
are wellnigh inexbaustible. Mr, Albert
Keed is this week sailing for Canada, as the
representative of the Papermakers’ 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 mguinz-
asce withythe:Canadian wood pulpindusury.
Birmingham (Eng.) Daily Post.

—_—
Sugcessful at Last.

“T was & sufferer from neuralgia in my
side, and headaches. I fallowed nnmo;qnl
prescriptions without beaefit and was
suaded to try Hood's Sarsparilla When I
had taken only one bottle I realized it wagp
doing me good and I continued taking it un-
til f was cared.” Mgs. CARRIE PRICE,
Georgetown, Ontario.

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

—Minard’s Liniment Cures LaGrippe.




