" will please bring them to the tannery. _

e

Professional Cards.
Jl

M. OWEN,

- BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
filce in Annapoli ite Garri Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop’s Grocery Stere.)
Elvery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.

Sy g I I

kly

SATUS POPULI

NATARY PURLIO, Ete.
(KANDOLEB® " BLUCK. |
Head of Queen St., nﬂnim':

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. T wly

Agent Nova Scotia g Y
~—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

#4r 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.

Prompt and sacisfactory attenticn given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. . 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University laryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
k.

Office next door to Union Ban!
Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland, "

Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
aud 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 Primrose, D. D. 8.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Ne lbe CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,
$1,500,000

750,000
387,500

25 tf

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

DIRECTORS:

‘WM. ROBERTSON, WM. ROCHE, |
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, Esq.
J. H. Symons, Esq.
GEo. MITCHELL, ksq., M.P.P.
E. G. SmutH, Esq.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.
E. L THORNE, General Manager.
¢ N 8, STRICKLAND, Manager.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and seld.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

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, o
Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage. :
’%artmouth, N. 8.—1. W. Allen, acting
manager.
Glace Bay, N. S.—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,
acling manager. ;
“Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
manager. i
North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

manager.
Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,

manager. )

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, actisg
manager.

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting
manager.

Wolfville, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

Progressive
Bakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EDDY’S
BREAD
WRAPPERS!

Manufactured solely by

The E. B. EDDY Co.

LIMITED
HULL, Canada.

WANTED! WANTED!

5,000 Hides,
15,000 Pelts,

For which the highest prices will be paid,
Spot Cash. Those having hides to sell

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 5, 1900.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

®< ® *

Tt You Are
Business Man =

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don’t
forget that the -

X\

Weekly Monitor .
Job Department = «

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

b

WE PRINT

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

or any Special Order
that may be required.

Aetterbeads,
Demoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

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

(Ueekly Monitor,  Bridgetown, I, S.

On and after October 6th, this Company will make
Two Trips per week between Yarmouth and Boston as follows, viz:

Steamer  Bostox” will leave Yarmouth every Wedaesday and Saturday evening;
after arrival  .rains from Halifax.

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.

Staterooms can be secured on application, at the old established rates. :

For tickets, staterooms and other information, apply to Dominion Atlantic Railway,
126 Hollis St., North Street Depot, Halifax, N. 8., or to any agent on the Dominion
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.

For tickets, staterooms, etc., spply to

D. McPHERSON, Gen. Mgr.
Yarmouth, N. 8., October 1st, 1900.

NEW FIRM!

NEW GOODS!
To the People of Bridgetown and Vicinity:

Having purchased the Tailoring business
formerly conducted by C. McLellan, we
intend to conduct an

Up-to-date Tailoring Establishment.

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

All our work will be guaranteed as to fit and work-
manship. Call and inspect our new stock. Tyke and
Blenheim Serges always on hand.

ROGERSON & MARSHALL

Murdoch’s Block, - Granville Street.

Bridgetown Boot and Shoe Store

FALL STOCK COMPLETE
IN ALL LINES!

MEN’S LEG BOOTS, Grain and Wax.

MEN’S HEAVY GRAIN BELLOWS TONGUE. . Five different
lines to pick from. s

WOMEN’S HEAVY GRAIN SK_ATING BOOTS. Siz‘\cn different
; lines.

BOOTS FOR WEAK ANKLES, I have got a line of Boots with
‘ stayed ankles for children with weak ankles

HALF SOLES AND TOP LIFTS, WOOL SOLES.
LEATHER AND RUBBER CEMENT.
RUBBER BOOTS for Men, Women, Boys and Children.

WacKenss, Crowe & Compay.

MURDOCH'S BLOCK, = E. A. COCHRAN.

Lortry,

Judge Not.
How d:ln '?. kuow what hearts have vilest

How do we know ?
Many like sepulchres, are foul within,
Whose outward garb is spotless as the-snow,
And many may be pure we think not so,
How near the God the souls of such have

been,
What mercy secret penitence may win—
How do we know ?

How can we tell who sinned more than we ?
How can we tell ?

We think our brother walked guiltily,

Judging him in self-righteousness, ah, well !

Perhtpl: lilnd we been driven through the

o

Of his untold temptations, we might be

Less upright in our daily walk than he—
How can we tell ?

Dare we condemn the ille that others do?
Dare we condemn ?

Their strength is small, their trials not a few,

The tide of wrong ie difficult to stem.

And if to us more clearly than to them

Is given knowledge of the great and true,

More do they need our help and pity, too.
Dare we condemn ?

God help us all, and lead us day by dey—
help us all.

We cannot walk alone the perfect way,

Evil allures us, tempts us, and we fall,

We are but human, and our power is small;

Not one of us may boast, and not & day

Rolls o’er our heads but each hath need to

sy,
God blees us all !

The Petrified Fern.

In a valley, cnnturle-—ngn.
Grew a lityle fern-leaf, green and slender,

that way, there is no reason why I should
stay.” ‘

There was silence again for a minute.
{Then Mr. Thorne asked, in & dry voice,

“Do think that I spoke more harshly than
you deserved ?,’

The father waited for » reply, but receiv-
ing none, went on : **My son chooses to defy
my commands, to break his promises to me,
to disgrace my name at college where L have
placed him, and to allow himself evil associ-
stes. His misconduct happens not once, but
many times, When I tell him that I am
disappointed in him, ashamed of him, that I
cannot trast him, he feels that I have been
unduly hard upon him. But is all this suffi-
clent for his determining to leave my roof—
for his threatening to do so without my con-
sent "

The boy looked up guickly.

“No,’'said Mr. Thorne, *'you did not] say
80, but I think I am to infer, am I not, that
4f 1 reluse, you will go, notwithetanding 7"

“I could have gone,” said Larry, proudly,
“without saying a word.”

“I appreciate that. At the same time—
you intend to go. Are you willing to tell
me where you are going ?”

“T meant to do that, sir,” said Larry. “I
shall go to my cousin Barrett Warner in
Montana.”

“Have you money enough ?”

“] have my last month’s allowance, sir.”

Mr. Thorne turned back to his desk, and
resumed the writing which Larry’s entrance
bad interrapted. The boy watched the pen
travel steadily over line after line until the
firm handwriting had covered half a page.
Then Mr. Thorne rose and spoke, slowly and

Veining delicate and fibres tender,
Waving when the winde crept down so low,
Rmhul tall and moss and grass grew round

t.
Playful sunbeams darted in and found it.
Drops of dew stole in by night, and crown-
Bat no foot of man ¢'er trod that way;
Earth was young and keeping boliday.

Monster fishes swam the silent main,
Stately forests wave® their gaint branches,
Mountains hurled tbeir snowy avalanches,
Mammoth creatures stalked across the plain,
Nature revelled in great mysteries,

Bat the fern was not of these,

Did not number with the hille and trees;
Only grew and waved its own sweet way,
No one came to note it day by day.

Earth one day put on a frolic mood,

Heaved the rocks and changed the mighty
motion

Of the deep strong currents of the ocean ;

Moved the plain and shook the haughty
wood.

Crushed the little fern in soft moist clay,—

Covered it and laid it safe away.

O the long, long centuries since that day !

O the changes ! O life's bitter cost,

Since that useless little fern was lost !
Uselees ? Lost ?
man

Searching nature’s secrets, far and deep;
From a fissure in a rocky steep

He withdrew a stone, o'er which there ran
Fairy pencillings, a quaint design,
Veinings, leafage, fibres clear and fine,

And the fern's life lay in every line !

So, I think, God hides some souls away,
Sweetly to surprise us, the last day.

—L. Bolles Branch.

There came a thoughtful

decidedly, holding himself in his usual erect
fashion and looking into the eyes of his son
—on a level with his own, for the two were
the same sthletic build.

“Lawrence,” he said, not harskly, but so
gravely that the words sounded very stern
to the listening ears, ‘for twenty-four hours
I forbid you to start on your journey. If
you care to preserve any tie whatsoever be-
tween us, you will not disregard this com-
wand. At theend of that time, if you still
feel that the best thing you can do in the cir-
cumstances is to take yourself off, I shall
not say or do anything to restrain you; but
you must understand that from the time
you go your allowance ceases. If you re-
main it will be cut down one half.”

The boy’s eyes met his father's in one
long, steady gaze. A strong will looked out
of both pairs, the inflexible determinationtin
the elder matched by the full grown purpose
in the younger. Then Lawrence Thorne,
junior, turned and went quickly from the
room, saying bitterly to himself, ‘‘He doesn’t
love me—he can’t | Why, he may never see
me again in this world—the only son he has
left! He doesn’t understand me a bit. He's
ae hard as flint. He wouldn't even say he
wanted me tostay. Stay; Icouldn’t stay
now !”

Lawrence Thorne, senior, dropped into
his chair with & breath which was almost »
groan, and sat leaning his head upon his
hand.

“Am I taking the right course,” he asked

Select  Literature,

Lawrence Thorne, Junior.

BY GRACE 8. RICHMOND,

(From the Boston You'h's Companion)

He closed the door of his father’s library
with a hand which trembled on the knob.
He stole swiftly through the hall and up the
stairs into his room, the door of which he
instantly locked. Crossing the floor, be
flung himself, full length, face downward,
upon the bed.

The attitude of the figure, with its boyish
outlines of rumpled hair, equare young
shoulders and strong legs beneath the gay
golf stockings, suggested both grief aud des-
pair. At eighteen these forms of suffering
are sometimes intense, but seldom prolong-
ed. Yet it wasa full hour before the shoul-
ders stirred, except with an occasional long-
drawn breath.

An onlooker might Lave fancied Larry
asleep, but when he slowly drew himself
erect, it was not sleepiness which made his
eyelids droop so heavily. His handsome
face was angry, and the lines about his
mouth were straight and hard.

He began packing a leather travelling-
bag, moving softly about from closet to
chiffonier, selecting and rejecting with care,
He glanced down at the wmodish bicycle
clothes he wore, and after some hesitation
decided to mske no change in them except
to replace the gay stockings with a more
quiet pair. In the bag he put one light-
weight summer suit, and a store of shirts,
collars and neckties which he chose from a
lavish stock. He took a handsome top-coat
from its yoke in the closet, but shook his
head and replaced it with a sigh.

The packing plished, he gl d
about the attractive room. His eye linger-
ed upon a fioe rifle which stood in one cor-
ner with a collection of oars, golf sticks, ten-
pis-rackets and the like, then turned to the
photographs upon the top of the low book-
case. He walked slowly over to these.

His lips carved into something very like a
quiver for & moment as he took down one
photograph. The sweet face of his mother
looked into his eyes which spoke to him of a
very tender relation sundered all too soon.
Her son, standing motionless for a long
minute, suddenly kissed the picture with a
smothered cry of pain, and put it carefully

himself, *‘or am I carrying it too far? I
have tried every method with him, and fail-
ed to aronse what I am sure is in him. His
careless, reckless ways will ruin him as
surely as he is a Thorne. Perhaps a year
with Barrett would bring him to his senses
—yet he is only eighteen—I cannot see him
leave me for that rough life with a man who
is none too trustworthy. My only son,—
my ‘little lad,—how short a time it seems
since he was that ! His mother could have

ged him, but hew ] have failed to
bold his heart; and he thinks I do not care !”’

Larry, ronm'ing moodily about his room,
while the soynds apd odors of the early May
afternoon came alluringly in at the open
window, was conscious of a very heavy
heart.

Somehow it was far harder for him to
wait the required twenty-four hours than it
would have been to go at once from the
house. He had thought when he came to
the room that he would not leave it until
the time of his permitted departure, but
after an hour of intolerable boredom, he
found himself unable to abide by his decie-
ion. He went hastily down-stairs, flung
himeelf upon his bicycle, and in a moment
more was speeding toward the nearest
avenue which led out into the open country.

Action was such & relief that he wheeled
on and on without the pause of an instant,
until the suburbs were far behind, and he
was flying over the smooth cycle path toa
neighboring summer resort. Many others
were riding on this path, and to avoid some
too exuberant friends whom he saw coming,
be turned aside into a quiet road. Not long
afterward, as he approached a fine old coun-
try house, he saw a girlish figure upon a bicy-
cle come out from the gateway and turn in
his direction. He recognized her with sur-
prise.

“Why, it's Juliet !” he thought. *How
does she come out here ? This must be her
grandfather’s place. Of course it is—I rem-
ember mow: Well, I didn’t mean to say
good-by to anybody, least of all to Juliet;
bot I can’t get out of it now, and I suppose
she’d feel it if I didn’t. So here goes—but
I'd rather be shot !”

“Why, Larry Thorne " cried the girl, as
be dismounted and pulled off his cap. **What
are you doing here? 1 didn't know you
had a vacation now.”

“This ie luck to meet you, Juliet,” he
said, as the two looked smilingly at one an-
other in the middle of the quiet road. *‘No,
there’s no vacation. This isone of those en-
forced leaves of absence, you know. Yes,”

into a pocket of the bag, then drew himself
up with his habitual proud air. Setting his
lips again, he picked up his cap and the bag,
and strode downstairs to the library door.
There, after an i ’s hesitati he

“in to the ished exp on
ber face, “I'm suspended again. Fine re-
cord, isn’t it, for a fellow’s fitst year ?”

He tried to speak lightly, but the quick

N

koocked.” A voice bade him enter, and set-
ting down his bag outside, he went in and
closed the door.

He advanced to the desk, where sat a
keen-eyed man of features like his own. The
father, smooth-shaven, clear-cut, and fresh-
colored of face, was Larry grown older.

Mr. Thorne, turning in his revolving chair
and looking sternly at the boy, waited for
him to speak.

“] came to tell you, sir,” began Larry.
respectfully, “‘that I will leave home to-
night. Ism ready to go.”

His father looked at him steadily for »
moment, then said quietly, “You will leave
home 7 You sn—without my permi
e ¢ Yy P

“I'don’t think you can refuse to let me
go, sir.”

“Why not "

The boys eyes dropped, but he
firmly, “You told me why not to-day.”

*In what words?”

“You have said you were disappointed in
me,—ashamed of me,—that you" Larry’s
voice nearly hroke, but he controlled it, al-
though the words came in a lower tone—
“gouldn’t trust me. I think, since you feel

ge in her look from one of happy sur-
prise was hard to see. He went on rapidiy,
feeling that he must make his explanations
as soon as possible and be gone. He realiz-
ed, as he faced her, that it would not be
easy work to explain to Juliet. :
“You see,” he began, finding himself un-
able to meet the clear gray eyes, and shift-
ing his own as he talked to the meadows,
the sky, the ground, to anything but that
sober girl face, “the faculty had warned me
that a second offence would mean’ suspension
to the end of the year. ] fully intended not
to displease them again, but—of course I
can’t make you ynderstand—oyr growd had
reasons for wanting to get even with g cer-
tain set in '99, and the fun of it tempted me
—as usual, Well, the result is, here I am;
but ] wont be—long. I—I'm glad to have
met you, for I shan’t see you again very soon.
I'm going West—to Montana—to morrow.”
A rapidly approaching carriage saved Jul-
fot an immediate reply, and the two'retreat-
ed toa fence at the side of the road. Here
Larry disposed of the wheels and leaned
against the fence, feeling that while he
dreaded what Juliet might say, it would be
rather a relief to talk things‘over with her s

bl He bad alked ovr s0 many thoge

.

with Juliet ! Since the days when they
made mud pies and snow forts together
she had been his neighbor and friend, and
until the last year she had shared nearly
all his plans and secrets. He could trust
Juliet, and it was better that he should not
go away leaving her to think what she
would of him.

She did not speak, but stood with her
face turned aside, while he woudered if she
would lecture, scold or snub him. It was
not Juliet’s way to do any of these thinge.
At the same time she never left him in
any doubt as to her position in matters of
right and wrong.

“Do you mean.” she asked him slowly,
at last, “that you are going away on ac-
count of that ?”

“What—suspension? Oh no, that’s only
part of it ! The truth is,” he hesitated,
“yoa know well enough I hate to stady
worse than—well—than a girl like you who
adores - books could - possibly understand.
There's something in me like a steam en-
gine under tremendous pressure; and after
I've plugged away about so long with a
steadily mounting steam gauge, I've got to
break bonds or buret. That's what gets me
into scrapes. Why, if I had beea old enough
when the Spanish war broke out, I'd have
been the happiest man on earth. Yet I
couldn’t ‘stand the discipline of a military
school, so it’s no use going in for that. If
can get off on Barrett Warner’sranch, where
I can live the life of & wild Indian pony—"

“You,” she interrupted skeptically, with
s glance at the handsome bicycle suit, at
his well kept hands, at the fine lines of his
face, “you going in for the rough life of &
Western ranchman !”

I don’t suppose I look it mow,” he ac-
knowledged, with a flush, *‘and I'll own that
it’s not my ideal, But—I'll tell you, Juliet.
The greatest of all my reasons is one I can’t
say much about. Perhaps I oughtn’s even
to hint at it, but I must or you’ll misjudge
me. You see father has come to the end
of his patience with me. I don’t know as
I can blame him, for I have disappointed
him in every way. Bat his face darkened,
“he has said things to me I can’t stand —
I don’t have to stand them. He told me—"

«Zarry,” interposed the girl, *I don’t
think you ought to tell me.”

“T will,” cried the young fellow, fiercely,
whether it’s dishonorable or not, because I
must make you understand, and you can’t
do it unless I tell you? Hesaid—noIwon’t
stop—that he was ashamed of me—that he
conldn’t trust me. There! That's what
cuts worse. He never said things like that
before. Isuppose I'm a miserable good-for-
nothing, but I—I don’t think I could stand
it to be with him and know he didn’t care
for me better than to say he couldr’t trust
me. He might as well have said—"

Larry’s voice broke; he turned away to
hide the angry tears which were welling
into his eyes, but Juliet did not seem to
be observing him. She was breaking little
splinters from the rough rail fence. Below
the downcast gray eyes were a pair of very
pink cheeks which testified to her interest
in her old comrade’s fortune.

When Larry had waited what seemed to
him an interminable length of time for Juliet
to speak, he broke the silence groffly : “‘You
may as well tell me what you're thinking.
It can’t be any worse than I'm imagining
all this while.”

The girl looked up. “I'm sorry for you,
Larry,” she said in a low tone, ‘‘because I
can see you are very uchappy. I don’t sup-
pose it’s any use to beg you not to go, and
T'm not wise enough to say the right thing;
perhaps I ought not to say anything. But
what ] can’t help thinking is that it seemsa
pity for you to—to run away from your
record.”

“To run away from my record ?” repeated
Larry slowly, while a singular gleam came
into his eyes. “Is that what you' think
I'm doing ?” :

«J don’t see what else it is,” she answer
ed, gently. “You've made this record, and
now when things are at their worst, you go
off and leave them so. Even if you do well
in the West, you'll always have to remem-
ber what you left behind you here.”

“But you ‘don’t understand,” Larry told
her, hurriedly. - “What else can I do ? I've
failed in every way to please everybody—
you included. What’s the use of my trying
to do what I'm not adapted to, amd be
what it's notin me to be? And now that
Lawrence Thorne, sepior, has shown what
he thinks of me—"

«] don’t believe he thinks it ! cried Juliet,
eagerly. I think you misunderstand him.
Even if he really doesn’t trust you any
more, why don’t you make him do it? You
can earn his confidence all over again. As
for your not being fitted for study, what
difference does that make? Yon wouldn’t
take a dare in the gymnesium. I've known
about other fellows of a different build
doing a thing it was twice as hard for
you to do, but you wouldn’t be ontclassed,
and you kept at it till you could do it—
and better than he could too. Why don’t
you go at your books in the same way,
whether you like them or not? Evenona
Western ranch, you'd find use for your
knowledge, and even if you didu’t your mind
would have had the training just the same.
Think of your father—such a splendid mind
he has, and what a disappointment it would
be to him to have his son an—"

“Jgnoramus,” finished Larry, grimly.

«You know I didn’t mean that,” she said,
with a deepening of the excited color in her
cheeks. *“‘And Larry—I don't mean to
preach—but—I'm afraid when you get out
there you'll find it—perhaps—still harder to
—keep right.”

The boy turned away abruptly at the low
spoken words. He was not sure how much
Juliet knew of the fast set of his claes, lead-
er of which he had come to be; but a vision
of one of the evenings spent among them
flashed before his eyes, and it occurred to
him that if he were not strong enough to in-
flaence for the better his own mates, he
might easily be dragged downward by the

muttered, “Ab, that's different ! She car-
od.”

“Larry,” breathed Juliet, her heart beat-
ing painfully fast, ‘“you may think I donjt
koow, but I do. She did care, but 20 does
he. Iknow you misunderstand him. Digni-
fied as he is, one has only to look at him
when you are by, and it shows, altbough
you may not see it. Go back to him-—tell
him that you will do your best to make up
for your mistakes—tell him—oh, tell bim
what you like, but do it! I know you can
make him tremendously proud of you, if you
only. will. Show him what you really are.
I—believe in you, Larry. Don’t run away
from your record—change it I

The boy’s eyes came slowly back to her
face from the ground where they had been
steadily fixed. He drew a long breath,
pulled himself erect, looked squarely into
the pleading grey eyes in which his little
“chums’s” confidence in him was plainly
written, as he gave her her wheel and pre-
pared to leap upon his own made this brief
speech, than which a far more eloguent one
could not have pleased her half so much.

“Juliet, you're true blue, if a girl ever
wae. Thanks to you, I will.”

Thea he was off like the wind down the
road toward home.

An hour later Mr. Lawrence Thorne was
surprised by the sudden entrance to him of
his son. The young fellow no longer look
ed either angry, proud or sullen, and his
step was light. He came up to the desk,
and stood looking straight into the eyes of
the elder man.

“Father he said, quietly, “I've made up
my mind. I want to tell you that I beg
your forgiveness for all I've done to make
you disappointed in me. I'm ashamed of
myself clear through. If you will let me,
I'm going to stay and try to earn your trust
sgain.”

Was that his father’s face, with that glad
smile breaking up all the cold, hard lines ?
Perhaps neither could see the other’s face
quite distinctly, for there was a very per
ceptible huekiness in the voice of the senior
Lawrence Thorne as, grasping the hand
Larry had not dared hold out to him, he said|
heartily :

“My son, you have it—now "

e

General Baden-Powell's Letter To Boys.

The Runcorn Parish Magazine for October
mentions the formation of the Weston Church
League of Health and Manliness, or Anti-
Smoking Society in which the members
guarantee not to smoke before they are 21 at
least. It consists of two sections, senior and
janior—the former for those who work, the
latter for schoolboys. Major General Baden
Powell as a well-known non-smoker, was
elected patron, and 15 members of the senior
section wrote, asking him to accept the po-
sition, incidentally mentioning that most of
them had passed through the choir as boys
or were at presenttheeldest boys ia the choir.
The popular hero writes:

I quite agree with your principles, that
it is at your time of life that your habits and
character are formed and remain yours dur
ing your manhood. A feeble youth who
smokes because he thinks it is manly is just
as liable to drink or to swear because he has
known grown-up men to do it—not because
it is any pleasure to him—then he gets into
the habit of it, and the fault becomes part of
him for the rest of his life. The stronger-
minded boy thinks a bit for himeelf, as yon
in your—or may I say in our?!—club do, and
keeps himself clear of faults which he recog-
nizes are failings in men. Your recognition
of the good work being doue by the soldiers
out here in their devotion to their duty shows
that you are looking in the right direction
to see what is the proper example of man to
follow. And I think that if the boys would
take the line of always trying to do what is
their duty, it would become, in a short time,
part of their nature, and would thus guide
every action of theirs as men. You who are
choir boys—or past choir-boys— will recog-
nize that if each singe his part in the har-
mony under the direction of the leader—
that is, if each one does his duty—the result
is  pleasing anthem; whereas, if each sang
what he liked best, there would be a fine
old cate’chorus. So it is in life—if each does
his duty in his proper line or profeesion, the
whole ity moves prosp ly and
successfully. Fellows are very often in doubt
as to which of two courses may be the proper
one to take—or are tempted to take one line
b it is more pl or easy than the
one which their conscience tells them is the
right one. Well, if ever you are in such
doubt, there is an easy way of deciding, and
that is to ask your conscience: ‘“What is it
my Auty to do?” and that will nearly guide
you right, In this way you will soon find
that it comes as & habit to do your duty to
your leader—whether that be the choir mas-
ter, the head of your department, employer
or officer, or the Queen. And remember al-
ways thatin thusdoing, conscientiously, your
duty to your leader you are aleo doing your
duty to God. And also remember that as
you lads may often—without knowing it,
perhaps—be imitating the examples of men
hefore you, so, also unknown to you, there
may be, and probably are, other boys watch-
ing you and imitating your example. So let
your example to them be always-a good one.
In this way the whole of Eogland’s boys and
men will in a short time be what the best of
them are now] viz, a lot living honorably up
te what their conacience tells them is their
duty. Wishing the club every suoccess, I
am, Yours truly,

R. 8. BADEN PoWELL.

Pain in the Back

Makes life miserable for many. Can it be
cured? Yes, in a night. Nerviline gives a
complete knockout to pain in the back, be-
cause it is more p ing, more
highly pnin-lubaning than any other remedy
extant. One drop of Nerviline has more
power over pain than five drops of anyother
remedy, and it is true strength you want
when you've gt a pain. Your money back
if is not so. Druggists sell Nerviline.

association with a far wilder, rougher sort.
The sun was sinking rapidly toward the
west. Juliet looked back at the house from
which she had come, and consylted a tiny
chatelaine wat¢h at her belt. Grandma
expects me in time for tea,” she said, “and
] must go.” :
Larry picked up the wheels and began the

' slow walk by Juliet's side to the gate, saying

not & word. She glanced at him shyly once
or twice, but he had pulled his cap visor far
over his eyes, and his lips were firmly com-
pressed. The girl waited anxiously, snd
getting no word, as they reached the gate-
way she turned and laid her hand softly on
Larry’s arm. :

“Cham,” she whispered, it was their old
name for each other, “you don’t forget how
this would make-£her— feel 7

It had needed ouly that to break up the
deeps in the boy’s softening heart. He des-
perately tried to recover his emotion with a

RoYAL
Baking _!’_owder

Made from pure
cream of tartar,
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Are You Going South
From the HowEnghnllShtqﬂ

The Best Route to Travel is from
Boston to Norfolk, Virginia,
BY THE

Merchants’ and Miners’ Steamers.

The most elegantly fitted boats, finest
state rooms and best meals. The rate in-
cluding meals and etate rooms is less than
you can travel by rail, and you get rid of
the dust aud changing cars. -

If you want to go South beyond Norfolk
to Southern Pines and Pinebluff, the Winter
Health Resorts, or to Vaughan, N. C., the
PellnlﬁlVllﬂl Colony headquarters, Peach-
land, N. C., the New England Colony, Sta-
tham, Ga., the Ohio Colony and headquer-
ters of the Union Veterans Sonthern Settle-
ment, or to points in FLORIDA, you can
connect with the Seaboard Air Lime. For
any formation as to rates of travel address
W. P. TURNER, General Passenger Agent,
Baltimore, Md.

For information as to farming or mineral
lands, water powers, manufacturing sites or
winter resorts, rates of board, rent of cot-
tages, employment for invalid mechsnics who
need to go South, address JOHN PAT-
RICK, Chief Industrial Agent, 8. A. L.
Pinebluff, North Carolina. tAplls

ol SEES O
A Very Sad Story.

One of the most pathetic instancee of mis-
fortune that has ever come to our notice is
the following account of & young girl who
went insane from despair and starvation,
while seeking to find employment. The New
York World thus describes the occurrence :

Miss Margaret A. Carroll, of Chicago,
driven insane by starvation in New York,
walks up and down her little cell in the in-
sane ward of Bellevue Hospital, asking imag-
inary storekeepers for work. The story of
her search of three months for work in this
city has been told. When her money ran
low she reduced her food to one meal a day.
The privation and daily disappointment
drove her mad.

Yesterday she would stop in the hasty
walk of her little room and, assuming &
dignified air, say :

¢ 8ir, can you find me a place in your
store? 1am agood saleswoman. Have had
long experience in Chicago. Worked in some
of lheulnrgen department stores. Can give
you recommendations.” Then her face would
fall a little and she would say :

“What? Come around in a few weeks?
Well, sir, that is what they alleay. Perhaps
I will. Bat isn't there anything that I can
do? I'll work at anything. I'll work cheap,
too.”

Another pause while her imaginary store-
keeper was talking, and then she would bow
politely, turn on her heel and walk away.
In a minute after she was out of the imagin-
ary store she would begin to cry.

Over and over she went through the per«
formance.

When Dr. Foster found that she was insane
from h it b a very delicate affair
to feed her. First a little light broth was
given to her. This she drank ravenously.
Then, when it was all gone, they brought
her & little beef tea. This she started to
drink, and laid it aside saying: —

“ There, I'll save the rest till to-morrow.
I may oot have any then. Oh, what shall I
do? What would mamma say if she knew
that I was starving in New York?”

The nurse said last eveniog that there was
no improvement in her condition.

Could anything be more sorrowful? Could
anything form a greater contrast between
the lavish luxury of some in that gilded city
and the utter want and misery of others?
The lesson of it all will not be lost, if yourg
girls are warned by it that the metropolis is
a wolf to the poor though & spaniel to the
rich.

—_——————————

German Cruelty in China.

SOLDIERS’ LETTERS TELL OF SLAUGHTERING
OF PRISONERS AROUND-PEKING.

A dispatch to the London Daly News
from Berlin quotes from private letters from
German soldiers in China confirming the re-
ports of the severity of the German methods
there. One writer tells of 16 prisoners being
tied together by their cues and driven to
Peking by troops. They were flogged until
the blood flowed from their bodies. After-
ward eight were compelled to dig graves for
themselves, after which .hey were shot.
Another soldier says :

** What is goirg on here during the war is
impossible for me to describe, for such mur-
dering and slaughtering is awful. The
reason is that the Cbinese are outside of in-
ternational law, so no prisoners are taken.
All are shot or, to savé cartridges, stabbed.
Sanday afternoon we had tostab 74 prisoners
with the bayonet. They had shot one of our
patrols, whereupon the whole battalion was
called out to pursue them, and 74 were cap-
tared. It was cruel and cannot be described
as it really happened. I hope it will not go
on much longer; otherwise one will forget
whether one was ever a human being.”

—What a wonderful power there is ia
consistency ! When the man, who can get
up in meeting and give a long testimony or
make a long prayer for the general better-
ment of mankind, goes to his home crossand
exacting, taking the best for himself; always
pleasant and talkative when a neighbor drops
in, but glum as an oyster, sucly as a bear
when by themselves—surely the family some-
times thinks of consistency, even if the world
does not, and his power for good in that
home circle ie limited. And the woman also
who is light and sparkles abroad, the person-
ification of gentleness and affection to others;
but among her own, scolding, fanlt finding,
hard to please, doling out meagrely the
praise and appreciation due her own willing,
hungry hearts; is her life consistent? When
we to call 1 ai ds and
fail to reflect the true light of the diamond,
but rather give out  that of the onyx, them
are we failures as both, and sooner or later
the world will know it.”

—The longest electric Railway in the
world is to be built in Montana. The pro-
posed line is from Billings to Great Falls,
some two hundred miles, and the plan is to
operate it entirely by electric powor, which
is to be supplied from Yell river.
The road would have considerable traffic
in coal, ores, and other heavy freighte, and
would be the first line with such traffic to
be worked by electricity. The plan is per-
fectly feasible and seems to present advan-
tages, especially where large water powers
are available, as in Montana—Kngincersng
and Minang Journal.

—_————————

—This is how the habits of white men are
described by a Chinese observer ia & recent
Chinese ‘publication: *“They live monthe
without eating a moathfal of rice; they eat
bullocks and sheep in emormous quantities,
with knives and pronge. They never enjoy
themselves by sitting quietly on their ances-
tors’ graves, but jump around and kick balle
us if paid for it, and they bave no dignity,
for they may be found walking with women.”

Minard's Liniment cures Colds, ete.




