Protessional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

filce in Annapolis, cpposite Garriccr Gate
~WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOB IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop’s Grocery Store.)
IZvery Thursday.

amifor,

NO. 35 -

Money sot.o-nonw

e

Omsular Agent of the United Siates. 4
Agent Nova Scotia Building Societ,

J
~—AGENT FOR-—

Reliabio Fire and Life Ins, Co.’s.

SAT.US POPULI SUFREMA LHX HST.
BRIDGETOWN, N. S. WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER ¢7, 1901.

-é,‘
_——

VOL. 29.

& Money to loan at five per cent on Real

Kstate security.

O. S, MILLER,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompv and satisfactory attention given

to the collection of claims, 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.

-
DENTISTRY!
DR. I. 8. ANDERS®N.

Qraduate of the University MNaryland.

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

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

‘Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1900.

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

< FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primiose, 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, 1801,

25 of

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, $1,500,000-
Capital Paid-up, 900,000
Rest, - 505,000

DIRECTORS:

‘WM. ROBERTSON, W ROCHE,

5 President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, J. H. SYMONS.
GEQ. MrrcHELL, M.P.P. E.G.8

A. E. JONES.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager
C. N: 8: STRICKLAND, Irspector.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate aliowed {or money on
special depeosit.

Savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,

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

gntmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
mansager.
Digby, N. S.—J. E. Allen, Manager.
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.
Kentville, N. 8.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
oting manager.
Liverpool, N.8.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,

manager.

~N:§rh Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.

Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. 0. Roberteon,
manager. :
St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting
nanager.
8ydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,
8ydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting

panager.
Wolfville, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.
VORRESPONDENTS.—
London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper dnnsdn; Bank of New Brunswick,
6. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
herce, New York; Merchants’ Natjonal
nk, Boston.

A. BENSON
VNDEBRTAKLER

'..nd Funeral Director.

Caskets of all grades, and a full line of
neral furnishings constantly on bhand.

binet Woek also attended fo.

arerooms at J. H. HICKS &
DN’S®Factory. 9y

WANTED

prass Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and

i ffers; old Mahogany Furniture. Also old

Stamps used_before 1870 — worth most

the envelopes; old blue Dishes and China.
ndfather c ocks. Good prices paid.
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ASTHMA  CUF
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Cure in
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&
RELIEF.
state that ASTHMALENE

Dr. Tarr Bros Mebicise (o,
GENTLEMEN,—[ write thi « testimonial fr

with spasmodic asthma for the past 12 years.
at once obtained a bottle of A sthmalene.
November. [ very toon noti-:ed a radical im
has disappeared and she is ex.tirely free from
Yours respect
Dr. Tarr Bros. Mepicive Co.

remedies, but they have all failed.

trial bottle. I found relief at once.
am ever gratefal.

I bave

mske such use of as you see fit.
Home address: 235 Rivingion St.

DO NOT DELAY.
CO., 79 East 130:h St., New York City.

LENE
even in the worst cases.
when all else fails.

in good condition.

ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma.

GENTLEMEN,—1 was trc¢-ubled with Asthama for 22 years.
I ran across your advertisement and started with a

I have family of four children, and for six years was unable to work.
am now insyhe best of health and am doing business every day.

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and Permanent

All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

There is nothing like ASTHMA-
It brings instant relief,
It cures

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Villa Ridge, Ill.,
ays: *‘ Your trial bottle of Asthmalene received
I caonot tell you how

hankful I feel for the good derived from it. I

was » slave, chained with putrid sore throat and
Asthma for ten years. I deepaired of ever being

ured. I eaw your advertisement for the cure
f this dreadful and tormenting disease, Asth-

ma, and thought you had overspoken yourselves,

ut resolved to give it a trial. To my astonish-

ment the trial acted like a charm. Send me a
full size bottle.”

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.
Rabbi of the Coug. Bunal Israel,
New Yorxk, Jan. 3rd, 1901,
R. Tarr Bros'. Mepicize Co,

GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-
nt romedy for Asthma and Hay Fever, and its

composition alleviates all troubles which com-
bine with Asthma.
and wonderful,

Ita success is astoniching

After having it carefully analyzed, we can

s— 8
conr ains no opium, morphine, chloroform or ether,

Very ‘truly yours,

REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.
0

Avox Serixgs, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901.

om a sense of duty, having tested the wonder-
My wife has been sfflicted
Having exhausied my own skill as well as

many others, I chanced to see your sign upon{your windows on 130:h street, New York, I
My wife commenced takicg it about the first of

provement. Afier using one bottle her Asthma
all symptoms. I feel that T can coneistently

recommend the medicine te all who are afflicted with this distressing disease.

fully, 0. D. PHELP§, M. D.
S
Feb. 5, 1901.

I have tried namerous

since purchased your full sized bottle, and f
This testimony you can
S. RAPHAEL,

67 East 129.h St., New York City,

Trial bottlie sent absolutely free on receipt of postal
Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS. MEDICINE

SOonLD BY ALXI: DRUGGISTS.

D=

In the hour

You will soon jieed a new stock
of Commercial ‘Stationei"y or some
special order from the Printer.

forget that the

(Ueckly  Monitor
Job Department « =

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

N

of your need don’t

&

<

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

P

that may

Disiting Cards,

WE WRINT

Aetterbeads,
Demoranda,

05t Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

or any Special Order

be required.

Legal Forms, Ap

t,
. 8r. JomN, N. B,

We make a specialty of Church Work

peal Cases, etc.

Bridgetown, 1. S.

Loetry,

A Mother'’s Song.

While you sleep I, watching, hear,
Little hearts how strong you beat
With the pure young lifeblood sweet,

Unpolluted yet by fear
Till my own proud pulses leap

While you sleep.

Hid behind the fast closed eyes
What entranced dreams must lie!
Many a lovely fantasy

Veiled from us who are grown wise—
We, who sometimes watch and

weep
While you sleep.

Little hands that closely hold
Favorite toys which soothed your

rest,
Here a doll clasped to the breast,
There a book with tale oft told,
All your treasure safe to keep
While you sleep. @
While you sleep the calm dark night
Passes by so cruelly fast,
Little hearts! Time seems so vast;
Love is fain to hold you tight
One more kiss; agay I creep
While you sleep.

—Constance Farmar.

Select  Litevature,

A]Inost & Monologue.

(By Elizabeth Harman.)

Major Hughes and C:ptain Rhodes
were sitting, smoking, before a blaz-
ing open fire in Major Hughes’ cozy
library. Between them was a small
table that held a few books, and a
box of choice cigars. Major Hughes
was dark, tall and lean, slightly bald
with a stoop in his shoulders, and an
expression as of lately conquered
querulousness on his face. Captain
Rhodes was rather short, decidedly

rotund, very bald, very erect, and
looked as if he had been in the best
of good humors all his life.

‘“‘Well,”” said Major Hughes with a
satisfied air, ‘I believe that I have
already -said that I was glad to see
you.”

“Yes,” said Captain Rhodes beam-
ing on Major Hughes, ‘“‘Once or
twice; but it's one of those things
that you can’t hear too oiten. You're
looking well—better than I ever saw
you—and so is your house. I didn’t
know you had much taste in that
line. You certainly kept it under a
bushel. when we kept bachelor’s hall
at Fort Reno. You must have a
good housekeeper.”

“‘I have,” said Major Hughes, with
a suppressed smile. ‘‘So good that
I have gotten almost rid of dyspep-
sia. That was the curse of my life.”

‘““That's good,” Captain Rhodes
said heartily. ‘‘Now tell me all
about yourself. I haven't heard a
word from you since I left the army.”

“No,” said Major Hughes, “I'm
not much of a correspondent; but a
man who falls heir to a fortune and
resigns, and goes to Egypt for five
years, doesn’t deserve to hear from
his friends. Aren't you afraid you
will scorch, sitting so close to the
fire? Do you think it's cold?”

“Not in here,”’ said Captain Rhodes
pushing his chair back a little, ‘“but
it’s only ten degrees above zero out
of doors.”’

‘“Speaking of cold,” said Major
Hughes, musingly, ‘‘reminds me of an
experience I had at Fort Keogh.
You know I went there the year af-
ter you resigned, when I got my pro-
motion.”

“No, I didn’t know it,”’ said Cap-
taﬁn Rhodes, ‘‘but go on.”

“h"ell. you probably remember that
1 didn'L4 like women.”’

“Yes, L‘aid Captain Rhodes_, smil-
ing, “and 1hatt with the inconsistency
of a1l rrink ~u read novels all the

o T :
time—novels where. nﬂheroes ok ?l
no importance, but th. % aboundeg in
a varied assortment of .‘h€ Mows ze-
markable heroines.”’ o

“Yes, I got enough of wo,"2en that
way. The real thing always bored
me, or embarrassed me, I don’'t know
which; and you can imagine what a
brilliant prospect there was for me
when I got to my new station, and
found that there wasn't a single un-
married officer there, with the ex-
ception of five or six youngsters, and
they didn’t want a rusty, fusty old
major poking around with them. To
make bad enough worse, there were
dozens of little children about. The
place fairly resounded with baby
talk—the one thing that I abomin-
ated above all others. If I had had
a controlling voice in Army Regula-
tions, I wouldn’t have allowed of-
ficers to marry. 1 hung around by
myself for a month or so, getting
more and more morose all the time:
Of course I returned visitis, but I se-
lected times when I kne:w the wives
were out. One night though, I got
caught. I had heard thiat there was
to be a ladies’ card party, so I trot-
ted around to see Wilhelm—we were
room-mates at West Point, and I al-
ways liked him. He opened the door
himself, and J shouted out at the top
of my voice, ‘Hello, old man, I've
come to spiend the evening with you’
and then I stepped into the hall and
saw Mrs. Wilhelm sitting in the par-
lor. I was utterly taken aback, but

- of

it was too late to beat a retreat,
80 I shuffled in and shook hands with
her. She received me cordially, not
appearing to notice my embarrass-
ment, and, to my own surprise, I
soon found myself at ease, and hav-
ing a very pleasant time. After that
I got into the habit of going there.
Mrs. Wilhelm was clever and bright,
but she wasn't always doing the fire-
work act, the way most clever wom-
en do, trying to dazzle people. She
talked sensibly. and when she saw
that Wilhelm and I were interested
in some topic that she didn’'t care to
discuss with us, she wouldn’t try to
makg us switch offl—she would just
sit @own at the piano, and play some
thing} soft that didu't thrust itself
on. @ notice, but that, somehow,

alwiys had the eflect of making us
fe ity with all men. But it
. W anged when- their daughter

came home from school. Heavens,
what a whirlwind that girl was!—
and spoiled!—She was spoiled to the
verge of disintergration. She was
only about so high—"' (holding his
hand five feet from the floor). ‘‘And
her hair and eyes were as black as
coal, and she was fairly insolently
healthy and full of life. She ruined
the Wilhelm’s house for me. In the
first place, all the youngsters in the
garrison swarmed about her—the
house was always full of them—and
if she happened to be by herself, and
came in and found Wilhelm and me
absorbed in some discussion, she
would say, ‘‘Oh, you're talking some
stupid man talk!’’—and she would
rush to the piano—she rushed at
everything she did — and bang some
horrible brass-band piece, or sing a
college song at the top of her voice,
with the loud pedal on. It was aw-
ful. And the Wilhelms thought .she
was perfect. One day, early in Nov-
ember, I had one of my attacks of the
blues. I ordered my horse in hopes
riding it down. It was lovely
when I started — warm enough to
make my overcoat entirely super-
fluous, but my striker, who had
served in that country for years,
begged me to let him put it on be-
hind the saddle. He said that he
knew that a change was coming, and
that I would need it if I stayed out
long. I let him do it, just to humor
him. I rode along over the bad lands
with those dreary buttes all around
me, and away off to the right the
narrow belt of cotton-wood trees that
edged the river. I had gone about
twelve miles, getting bluer and bluer
each step, when, suddenly an icy wind
slapped me in the face. It felt just
as il a frozen sheet had struck me
and wrapped around me. I looked up
and the sky was like ink, but on the
horizon was a white wall that reach-
ed from earth to heaven. I turned
around and started for home at a
gallop, but before I had gone half a
mile, the blinding snow had caught
up with me, and it was so thick
that I couldn’t see three feet ahead.
The wind seemed to*be coming from
every direction at once. It almost
swept me from the saddle. I saw
that I was in for it, so I dismounted
and put on my overcoat. My horse
was f{rightened and jumped around,
tugging at the reins, and when I was
ready to mount, I couldn’'t tell to
save my life which way to turn. It
seemed suicidal to stand still in that
piercing wind, that was growing
colder every instant, yet it was fol-
ly t6 go on, for I realized that I was
probably increasing the distance be-
tween myself and the garrison at ev-
ery step. However, I pushed on,
hoping to make myself believe that
the blizzard would soon be over, and
that I could find my way home be-
fore dark. After hall an hour or so
of this struggle against the storm, I
became aware of a dark object that
loomed up suddenly through the
snow. I stood still and waited. As
it came nearer, I saw that it was
someone on a big horse. You can
imagine my sensations when I dis-
covered that it was Wilhelm’s daugh-
ter. : 9
‘What on S#tth are you doing here?
I said, going up_ t0 her. She start-
w 1 spoke, for she

ed violently whe
had had her head b SE-8imost to the
a pot seen me,

horse’s neck, and ha = hen in
then she said, ‘Oh, Major 2 lsd b’so
it you? I never thought I cc " i
glad to see—anyone.’ She h. “l_ e
dently meant to say ‘you’ and c..‘“’fgi
ed it for politeness’ sake, at the la 9
minute. ‘But what are you doing so
far from the pest alone?’ I said;
‘Does your father jow about it?’

“She said, ‘No, T'@idn't tell him
where I was going.’

‘I have often heard him tell you
not to go more than a mile away
from home,” I said severely. ‘This
is twelve, if it’s an inch.’

“Well, and does that concern you?’
she said snippily.

“I did not answer her, and we rode
on in silence a short distance. 'Then
she said in a conciliatory tone, ‘I'm
awiully glad that I met you. T was
lost. I hadn’t an idea of which way
to go.’

‘Neither have I,’ I said.

“Oh!"” she said, looking at me
with big scared eyes; and she press-
ed her horse close to mine.

‘We might as well dismount,? I

said, after a while. ‘We will wear
our horses out to no purposes, rang-
ing about in this way.’ I got down
and reached up my hands to help her
out of the saddle.

“Oh, I'm so stiff,” she said, ‘‘real-
ly I can’t jump.”

‘I had to lift her down. I could
feel her shaking and shivering. She
was very small, but my arms were
absolutely brittle from cold, and I
felt that her weight would break
them. I unsaddled the horses and
then told her to hold them—for there
was nothing to tie them to—while I
built her a snow house.

‘She took the reins mechanically,
her eyes fastened on my face.

““Won't we be able soon to find the
way home?’’ she said in a moment,
her voice trembling.

‘I'm afraid not,” I said.

‘Just then a blast even fiercer than
the rest struck us. The horses
plunged, broke away from her, and in
an instant were out of sight. She
leaped after them—then, realizing the
hopelessness of such a chase, she
stopped and turned towards me.

“We —will—freeze—to—death,” she
said slowly, utter despair in her
voice. Then she began to cry aloud.

‘I didn’'t know what to do. In
those confounded novels, the women
always held their heads high in times
of danger, and said, ‘I fear naught,’
or some such lofty thing.

‘Oh, stop!’ I said crossly. I hadn’t
an idea of how to deal with her.

“] won’t,”” she said, and went on,
worse than ever. I felt that I would
go crazy if she kept it up. Then I
remembered a ruse that always
worked successfully with my little
nieces and nephews, and I said grim-
ly, ‘You'd better stop—the wolves
will hear you.’

‘She uttered the most awful shriek
that I ever heard in my life, and be-
fore I knew what had happened, her
arms were around me so tight that
I was almost cut in two, and she
was crying, ‘Oh, save me! Save me!
Don’t let them eat me up!’

‘I wished that I had let her ery im
peace. I wriggled and twisted, but I
couldn’t get loose.

“Let go!” I shouted at Ilast.
‘How can I keep you from being kill-
ed, if you hold me this way?”

‘I finally persuaded her to sit down
on my saddle blanket, while I heaped
snow around her to break the wind.
She looked so little and so blue with
cold, that it occurred to me at last
that she had no wrap on. I reluc-
tantly took off my overcoat—yes—1L
was a brute, but I didn’t like her,
and I begrudged it to her—and wrap-
ped her up in it. She thanked me
with her teeth chattering, and shiv-
ered down into it, and I went on pil-
ing snow. I thought every minute:
that I would freeze solid and fall
down dead. I never suffered so in.
my life. After a while she raised her
face and said, ‘‘Major Hughes aren’t
you cold without your coat?’”’

‘It exasperated me beyond endur—
ance.

‘Oh, no, I feel like the Fourth of
July,” I said with a brutal laugh.

‘She jumped up like a flash, tore:
off the coat, and flurg it at my feet..

‘““Take your old coat!” she cried
‘‘you horrible—you horrible—oh, you:
coward!’”” and then she flung herself’
down on the snow, and writhed and!
screamed and sobbed.

‘T was furious, but humiliated to
the ground. .
‘I felt like a cross between a wild
boar and an angle worm. I wanted
to tear her to pieces, and I wanted
to grovel on the ground beforg.‘her;
and beg her to put the coat on again.
‘Alt 4 Tinute, I picked the
coat upy said humbly, ‘I beg your
pardon, Miss Gertrude, won't you
please take it back? I didn’t mean to
be rude.’” My voice sounded so meek
that I didn’t know myself, but she
did not deign to notice me in the

least. She just kept on sobbing.

‘Well,” I said, aiter waiting a min-
ute, ‘if you won't take it, It have
to put it on you anyhow.’

“Don’t touch me!'’ she cried.

‘But I seized her. She fought Tike
a little tiger! Strong—I never saw
anything like it—but of course she
couldn’t hold out against me.

‘I wrapped, her up by main force,
and told her I would tie her with
saddle girths, if she tried to take
the coat off again. She glared un-
utterable rage and hatred at me with
her great black eyes. Then she turn-
ed her head away, and wouldn’t move
o.” Speak.

«y The cold was growing more and
more intefiSe. It nipped, slapped,
pinched, ate, and ached into me all
at once. 1 had to keep charging up
and down ‘to keep from freezing.

‘Without: :saying anything, she mov-
ed off the si‘ddle blanket and tossed
it towards m.e. 1 wrapped it round
me, but it dia'n’t seem to make me
T et some o, 1 ol
make a fire, I 8. aid, fingering the
matches in my poch et

$The saddle trees are Woo!
said without looking. .2t me.

' lost no time in pu tting her sug-
gestion in operation. 1 piled up the
saddles and put some old letters that

1 happened to have with! me under

d,” she

them, and soon we had a sickly,
smoky little blaze. She crept up to
it. Her face was swollen from cry-
ing, her eyes were red—all the rest
of her was blue with cold. No, she
didn’t look pretty—an angel couldn’t
have under those circumstances—but
I pitied her (for the first time), poor
pampered child, doomed to die out
there in that wicked night—for it
was almost six o’clock, and there
was no sign of the storm’s abating.

‘The saddles smouldered along.
They could not last much longer.

‘At half-past six there was a sud-
den, almost alarming lull. The wind
gave one wild shriek, and died down.
The snow stopped falling, the clouds
parted, and there, within twenty
feet of us, I saw the belt of cotton-
wood trees that bounded the creek.

‘We are saved!’ I exclaimed,

‘She turned her face towards the
woods, started up, and fell back
again.

“I can’t walk!” she said in a
frightened whisper. I carried . her
bodily into the woods, and propped
her up in a tree. Then I broke off
branches, and in a little while had a
big fire blazing right in front of her.
That fire was the most beautiful
thing I ever saw in my life.

“Major Hughes,’’ she said in a few
minutes, her voice trembling, ‘‘I think
my feet have fallen off—will you look
and see?—I can’t bear to—and if they
have, let me die!—I beg of you to
let me die!” She was too much ex-
hausted to cry any more: I laid her
down, and drew her feet from under
her, and took off her boots. She had
on regular, long-topped boots, some-
thing like a man’s, only softer. Her
stockings were black silk. Her feet
cold like little sticks. They were as
cold as ice, but they were not real-
ly frozen,

‘They are all right,” I said, ‘I'll
rub them for you.’” So I did. I was
horribly afraid they would break. In
about fifteen minutes, she said they
felt better, and I was just about to
propose that we start towards the
garrison, walking a mile or so:at a
time, and stopping and building a
fire whenever she was fired, when I
heard far off a faint baying. It came
nearer and nearer. I jumped up, and
in furious haste, added great branch-
es to our fire. She watched me a
moment, a startled look in her eyes,
her head bent, listening—she heard
the baying, too—then she kmew.

““The wolves!” she said in a ghast-
1y, blood-curdling whisper.

‘My threat had come true.

‘She crouched down beside the. fire,
hoiding her ears and gasping from
terror. That fire was our only hope.
‘The lean, furious beasts pressed a-
lbout us, howling, their wicked eyes
glaring in the light, their cruel teeth
gleaming. Fortunately, there was
plenty of wood at hand. -k extended
the fire until it almost surrounded
us, just leaving a passage for. my-
self to go through, and I kept the
murderous, hungry fiends Joff with
burning branches when I went out to
replenish our stock. I never spent
such a night, before or since, and I
hope that you never will.

‘At three o'clock in the morning we
sheard a bugle-call—then fap-off shouts
and whistles. Searching parties had
been sent out for us, and one of them
iseeing our fire, headed for it. The
‘wolves did not give up all hope of
their supper until the soldiers fired
into them. As for Miss Gertrude, I
‘hadn’t had time to look at_her from
the moment my fight with the wolves
‘began, until, surrounded by our res-
«cuers, I saw her fall, fainting, into
her father’s arms. Her hat was
:pushed back, my coat, that had com-
pletely covered her face and head,
:slipped from around her, and; by the
#ull light of the fire, I saw, just above
Fer left temple, a broad streak of
wthite in her black hair. Do you
woonder?’

Just as Major Hughes finished his
Story, there was a clicking, as of
high theels in the hall, and a patter,
.Aas «of little, soft-shod feet—a voice
s2aid dotingly, ““Oo oo is 0o mover’s
darling!—0o0 is made out of sudar
and stuck togever wif moyasses!’’

‘““What! Baby-talk here?’’ said Cap-
tain Rhodes, looking at Major Hugh-
es in astonishment. Xl

The portiere was drawn back, and
@ handsome little boy, about three
wyears old, ran in, followed by a
charmingly pretty young .. woman.
She was very small, her eyes were
as black as coal, and jus$’above the
left temple there was a gad streak
of white in her black hair’

Captain Rhodes jumped up,
stared at her, wonderingly.

“Why—it's—"" he exclaimed — then
stopped abruptly.

“Yes, it’s,”” said Major Hughes,
laughing. ‘“‘and isn’t it a good thing
for me that five years ago I hadn't a
comtrolling vioce in Army Regula-
tions?”’

A SN T O SRS,
Hard Colds.

People whose blood is pure are not
nearly so likely to take hard colds
as are others.

Physiology goes into the reason.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla makes « the
bloed pure, causing healthy action of
the mucous membrane and giving
strength and tone to all the organs
and functions. )

This great medicine recovers the
system after a cold, as no other does.

and

The Canadian Manufacturers have
gathered in force with no abatement
of their demands. Twenty-five years
ago the universal attitude of the pro-

tectionists was that they believed im -

free trade, but that the condition of
a country whose manufactures were
in an infant state was peculiar, and
that infants needed nursing into life.
After a quarter of a century we nat-
urally hear no more of infant indus-
tries. It is now the country that is
an infant, and its industries must be
protected until it grows large enough
to furnish them a market. This
seems to mean that five Hmillions,
chiefly farmers, now in the country,
must be taxed for the support of
manufacturers, so as to change the
five millions into filty, to secure a
market for manufagtures. There is
this to be said in favor of this view,
that the only part of the country
which has grown vigorously under
protection has been in Montreal. It
might, therefore, be held that what-
ever increase was to be observed any-
where was due to protfection. We
submit, however, that the result has
been unsatisfactory, If the country.
is developed its centers will need no
developing. If the centers are devél-
oped at the expense of the country,
they are simply sapping its vital
strength. That the taxing of farme
ers and all others to encourage man-
ufactures is adding to the growth of
our population there is no evidenee
to prove. Calculations based on the
absurd figures of the census of 1881
are quite useless. The obvious pre-
sumption is that were our burdens
less our numbers would be greater.
Limitations of trade between the
provinces the manufacturers strongly
deprecated on patriotic - grounds, as
nothing tends more to draw peoples
together than absolute freedom of
trade. For the same loity reasons
they will have nothing to do with re-
ciprocity ‘with the United States.
They do not, however, apply this
patriotic doctrine in its simplicity to
the mother country. They are will-

.ing to enter into special and mutu-

ally protectionist arrangements with
the mother country, taxing the food
of the latter for our benefit, but as-
for that absolute freedom of inters
course which draws countries togeth<
er they will have none of it.

—Public school teachers have many,
opportunities to notice just how cer-
tain thoughts and impressions fix
themselves in a child’s mind and hew
unconsciously it comes to regard cet=
tain public questions. To test the"
ability of a primary class in-English
composition the beginning of a little
story was written on the black-board
in one of the public schools, and the"
children were required to finish 1%,
“Good for the Alderman,” was the
title and the story began:

“A poor little girl was once selling
apples at a railway station. A train
came in, and several of the passen
gers bought fruit from her, and then
went back to their seats. Just be
fore the train started another man
came to the steps and asked how
much she charged for her apples.
““Three for ten cents, sir,”” she an-
swered. ‘‘Then give me three,’’ he
said and took the apples, but before
he had paid for them the train begar
to pull out. The man thought he
would save the ten cents by not pay-
ing for the apples, so he went back
into the car, leaving the little girl
crying ‘on the platform. But he did
not get away so easily after all: An
alderman of the town was sitting:.in
the next seat, and had watched the
whole incident,”’ ; ;

The ending the teacher intended is
obvious, but the little girl had a dif-
ferent view, and had evidently hemrd
of the 'dark doings of some city offi-
cials. -~ :

““Then the alderman was glad,’" she
wrote, ‘‘because he had seen it'all
and he could make the man gi
half the ten cents, so it woult:
just as good for him as it was for
the man thaé bought the apples. So
he went over and told the man he
had seen what he had done, and, of
course, the man gave him.five cents
right away.”

Why Catarrhozone Cures Catarrh.”

It goes to every affected ‘part and
kills the germs that keep up the diss
eased condition. Catarrhozone never
irritates, but stimulates the mucous
lining of the nose, throat and lungs
to normal action, and keeps the nas-
al passages free from offensive dis-
charges. Catarrhozone contains no
dangerous drugs or opiates, and is
delightfully pleasant and simple to
use. Catarrhozone<is an absolutel
certain cure for any form of Catar
and sells for dollar' at druggists,

small size 25c. By mail from Polson
& Co., Kingston, Ont. . -

———— e

An old negro in a neighboring town
arose in prayer meeting and said,
“Bredderin and sistern,” I been &
mighty mean nigger in my time. I °
had a heap er ups and downs—‘spec-
ially downs—since I jined de churchy
I stole chickens and water millins,
I cussed. I got drunk. I slashed
udder coons wid my razor, am, I
done er udder things, but, thank the
good Lawd, bredderin and sistern, I
never yet lost my religion.”
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