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'J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SQLICITOR.

AND NOTARY:
in Annapolis, opposite™
~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
{Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Fvery Thursday.

O wsular Agent of the United States
Agent Nova Scotia Bualding Society.

~— AGENT FOR—

Roliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

¢ Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Eatate security.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Eie.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
H)ad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Offie

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Roal Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
SHAFNER BUILDING,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Gummissioner and Master SBupreme Court.
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
€ox Building, - Bridgetown, N. S,

_ DR. E. 8. ANDERSON.

Uraduate of the University Maryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

AYNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. 8.

Office in Brug 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,

Tand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

USION BANK OF HALIPAX|
Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000]

capital Paid-up, 1,000,000 |

- 642,660

25 of

DIRECT
R'TSON,

ORS:
Wai. ROCHE.
Vice-President,
4 ; YMONS.
E. G, SMiTH,

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

Collections solicited,

8ills of Exchange bought and sold.

HMighest rate allowed for money on
gpredal deposit.

savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent

BRANCHES

Annapolis, N.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N. S.—J. D. Leavitt,
Broad Cove Mines, C. B.—R. W. Eiliott,
1ing manager.
w(’;;‘zﬁ'ke'u Harbor, N. 8.—C. Roberteon,
mansger.
Darvmouth, N. 8.
"ldk'):i%%:)e;,. N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
Giranville Ferry, N. 8.—W. L. Wright,
aciing manager.
Halifax, N. 8.—W. C. Harvey, Manager.
Lontville, N. S.—F. O. Robertson, Mgr.
Lawrencetown, N. 8. —F. G. Palfrey,
manager.
Liverpool,
Mabon, C.
ansger.
m?:;leg Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
mandger.

North Sydney,
r.
m‘l“‘:rﬁ?of-SpLin, Trinidad—A. D. McRae,
manager.
Sherbr
2aAger.
m:';%f“l?uler’s. C. B.—J. A, Irviog, manager.
8ydaey, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,
sydney Mines, C.B.—R. Creighton, acting
mﬁﬁ;:ille. N. 8.—A. F. Little, manager.
Yarmouth, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows, =«

RRESPONDENTS.—
GoLondem and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; National Bank of ('Jom-
marce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
Joha, N. B.; Royal Bank of Csuada, St
John's, Nfi 1.

QYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

STER STEWS AND LUNCHES
ik SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
(Hsberu s0ld by the peck or half peck, or ou
half shell.
KES and BISCUIT fresh from
ijﬁgk%u always on han

T. J. BAGLESON,
GRANVILLE S17., BRIGDETOWN

—J. P. L. Stewart,

N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
B.—J. R. McLean, acting

C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

ooke, N. 8,—C. E. Jubien, Acting

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

Good Stock,

Meat Workmansbip,
Tp=to-Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Batistaction to Patrons.

(e Print «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. S. Library Cards,
LABELS, '

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

In Flour

Rose annd Goderich. Alsc
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

Confectionery,

tarBefore buying it would pay
our prices.

C. L.

we have in stock Five Roses,
Diamonds,
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream of Wheat, White
a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian {

Five Stars, Five
Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,

Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,

-

Stationery, ete.

you to see our goods and get

Satisfaction guaranteed.

PICrCHOT"T.

B

f. A CROW

Sanitary
Plumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

'Phone 21
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OPEN THE DOOR.
Open the door, let in the air;
The winds are and the
are fair,
Joy is abroad in the world to-day;
If your door is wide it may come this
way— \ !

Open the door!

sweet flowers

Open the door of the soul, let in
Strong, pure thoughts which shall ban-
ish sin;
They will grow
grace divine,
And their fruit shall
that of the vine
Open the door!

and bloom _with a

be sweeter than

Open the door of the heart, let in
Sympathy sweet for stranger and kin;
It, will make the halls of the heart so
fair
That angels may enter unaware—
Open the door!

Selected

 Select Literature,

A BOY’S FIGHT,

OR
The Story of a Battle Against
Temptation.

(By Rebecca Harding Davis In *‘Success.”)

(Continued.)

| CHAPTER' VI.
The kquall had passed. A red glow
struck from the sunset across the dark
waters which were still heaving in sul-

POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
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len fury from horizon to horizon. On
the little island that rose out of their
midst there was an silence.
Every man who had a boat had put

ominous

| out to the aid of the drowning boys.
{ The women and the old men, who re-

mained, gathered, without a word, a-
round Tom's mother, who stood ercct
on a headland, shading her eyes, look-
ing out to sca. Jenny once crept up
and put her arms about her, but the
frail little woman pushed her away.
“Why do you pity: me?”’ she cried.
“There’s nothing wrong with me. Tom
will swim in. God has him. God has
him,—God,—God,—"’

They saw by the motion of her lips
that that was the only word she said
afterwards. Jenny was very quiet.
“You think they can swim in?” she
said to Farcham. ‘‘T'om can swim
twice as far as that. The undertow
will bring them this way, too. Tom
will help Joe. You think he will swim
in, don’t you?”’ she continued, catch-
ing his arm. The child's lips were
bloodless, and they quivered as she
spoke. Farcham looked at her.
“There’s nobody knows the water
better than Tom,” he said cheerfully.
“No doubt he’ll get in,—ef he’s nothin’
but water agin him.”” He looked sig-
nificantly at Hoyt as she turned away.
“Yes, that was a blow to kill,” said
the landlord, under his breath. “But
nobody saw it, apparently, but you
an’ me, Farcham. We'd better keep
quiet about it.- The boys are dead and
they were kin. There’s no use hurtin’
their spomeny folks by tallin’ of -what
we saw.”

“You're right, there,”” said Fare-
ham. But a great subject for discus-
sion at night in the store was lost, he
thought, as he went away, shaking
his head gloomil,

The red flames in the sky began to
fade. Grey fogs crept over the distant
shore and blotted it out, and then
slowly shut in the near stretch of scas
from Mrs. Helstone's eyes. Black shad-
ows, which she knew were boats, dart-
ed in and out of the mists, but there
was no purpose in their movements.
They ran here and there, searching for
something they could not find. Some
of them turned back to the island, giv-
ing up the search.

Mrs. Helstone’s lips moved. “God
has him,”’” they said, again and again.
But she, herseolf, scarcely understood
the meaning of her words.

Jenny was below on the beach. Some
women standing near, not seeing the
child in the dark, said, “It is of no
use. Even if they find Tom now, it
will be too Jate.” .

The girl cried out at this, and in
her agony ran into the surf stretching
out her arms. “Tom! Tom!” she

cried.

“Tom?’ was not Joe gone, too?
Everybody—even his sister,—thought
only of Tom. She choked down her
sobs with a guilty chill at her heart.

Jenny  was not as guilty as she
thought. Through all of the child’s
lonely life, she had hoped that Joe
would somefime turn to her and love
her as other brothers did their sis-
ters. But he had no love or care to
give to anyhody except Joe Turner.

None of his old neighbors could re-
member then a kind unselfish act by

Department, = =

the boy, and hence his death brought

| them only the horror of the sudden

something famihar  to  their
daily lives; familiar, but neither valued
nor dear.

The verdict which our neighbors and
acquaintances  silently  pronounce on
us on the day of our death is almost
always as just as it is inexorable.

As it grew darker, Jenny again went
to Mrs. Helstone and clung to her.
The other women, whispering together,
gathered slowly around them. The
sound came up to them from time to

loss  of

J time, of boats grounding on the beach,

returning unsuccessful from the search.
Mrs. Helstone shivered as she heard it
cach time, but said nothing. Aftera
while, Mrs. Hales went to Tom’s moth-
er and put her arms around her.
Maria,” said, -gently,
“let us take you home now; the boats
are all in.”

Mrs. Helstone stood up. “It can’t
be,” she muttered. ““God must have
heard me. I'll not go—yet.”

The woman did not answer.

“Come, she

Mrs.

| staring

| s€a.

Helstone stood a long time listening,
through the darkness out to
There was no sound but the sul-
len. moan of the surf upon the shore.
At length Mrs. Hales touched her a-
gain. “Come now, dear,” she said.
“Hark! What is that?”’ Mrs. Helstong
cried. “It is another boat grounding!
They are calling!”
Cries and shouts came through the
darkness. The crowd below ran wild-

| Iy up the beach to the boat.

“Found! Found! They have found
they shouted.

carried Tom's body out of the
His mother caught it in her
arms and tore open_his shirt.

o not beat!” she gasped.
‘But he is not dead. Go to work. He
is not dead!”

The men, as they stooped over him,
glanced at each other and shook their
heads. But theyv worked hard and
skillfullv. They had lived all their
lives by the cruel sea, and knew how
to deal with its victims. As they
knelt over the boy, chafing him, Mr.
Hales, looKing up, pointed to a deep
cut in the back of his head.
“Look here,”” he said to Crawford,
“Tom could have held his own against
the water. This what has killed
him,”
“What did it?”’
“The sharp keel of the boat must
have struck him,”’ said Hales, hesitat-
ingly, **What else could it be?”’” Craw-
ford caught at that moment a signifi-
cant look that passed between Hoyte
and Farcham. He stood up suddenly.
“You said Jo¢ Turner was with him
7"’ he said presently.

; poor Joe! He's gone.”
‘There were some craft out from
South Beach. We hoped that one of
them had picked him up. But there’s
no chance now; they're all in.”
Crawford walked hurriedly up the
beach. He knew Joe Turner had dealt
the blow as certainfy as if he had seen
him do it.
“Joe was a tricky scamp, and so am
| said, the night, the sea, and the
presence of death wrenching the truth
out of him. ‘‘But murder—murder—?
I did not think it was in him.”
him.”
Then he hurried back, and, kneeling,
went to work at poor Tom with fresh
zeal. He would try to save Joe from
that crime.

They had kindled great fires of drift-
wood. The flames lighted the group of
men kneeling in the sand at work over
Tom, old Doctor Tanner superintend-
ing them. In despair, they had almost
stopped rubbing, when Hoyt pointed
to a faint flush on the wet, leaden
face.

“It is only the reflection of the fire,”
muttered Farcham. The doctor stoop-
ed and put his ear again to the boy’s
breast.

He whispered a single word as he
raised his head. The men fell to rub-
bing again in a fury of excitement.

Twenty minutes later they wrapped
Tom in blankets and carried him to
the fire.

‘“Her
mother. -

She sat on the sand and took his
head in her arms and stroked it with-
out saying a word.

Presently he opened his eyes. “Hel-
lo!"" he said, ‘“‘clambake over? What
is it? Did I fall in? Have I spoiled
the fun?”

“The fun?”’ said Hoyt. “I suppose
nobody’s thought of them trenches for
hour: Everything’s burned to a
crisp

“Yes,”” said Squire Logue, ‘‘as a
clambake, the day can’t be called a
success. But,—’ he turned away with
a hoarse laugh. “I thank God yomn
saved that boy,” he said to the doc-
tor, “for Tom’s. like my own son.”

“It was a close call, sir, a close
call,” said the old man laughing, and
rubbing his hands. “Get him home at
once and to bed. He has a nasty
wound on the head; keep him quiet un-
til it heals.”

But it was hard to keep Tom quiet,
even then. His eyes were anxiously
fixed on his mother’s face. His words
came thick and confused.

“T fell in,—~I remember now,” he said
“The squall struck us. Then I stood

Tom!"”
They
bhoat.

does

is

is your boy,” they said to his

up, and—" He suddenly put his hand

to the back of his head, and was si-
lent. A clear comprehension slowiy
came into his eyes. ‘“Where is Joe?’
he asked at last. No one answered.
He looked at his mother quickly, then
at Jenny crouching on the sand beside
him.

“Oh! is it s0?”’ he said. ‘‘Poor lit-
tle Jenny!” he added, holding out his
hand, “he was all you had.”

“Jenny is my child,” said his moth-
er, quickly.

““And she has me, of course,” said
| Tom. ““She will have me—always.”

» *

» “ " -

It was a busy week at North Beach.
Tom recovered slowly. It was not the
day of trained nurses, and every wo-
man in the village and on the farms
came to watch at night, or to do
something for his mother. One churn-
ed, another gave a day to the baking,
while the chicken broth-and wine jelly
sent in wonld have fed a dozen strong
men. Some of the more zealous mat-
rons proposed to have a sewing bee to
“fit out poor Jenny in her mourning;”
but Mr. Hales shook his head.

“Go slowly, my dear,” he said to
his wife. ““Joe’s body has not been
found. There are queer stories afloat.
It is hinted that Furner gave Tom a
blow that nearly killed him. Some-
body, 1 don’t know who, saw it from
the shore.”

“What nonsense!” cried Mrs. Hales.
“That nice, genteel lad? What earth-
ly motive could he have had in butch-
ering poor Tom?”’

“How should T know?” asked her
husband, and he hurried away. “Of,
course,””  he said to Fareham after-
wards, “Tom ought to have the farm,
and Joe is the next heir. Crawford
acknowledges that Joe was in desperate
need of money, so there the mo-
tive. But it would never do to tell
the women about it. They are always
imprudent in talking.”’

“Always,” said Farcham. “I will
tell you, Hales, that I saw Joe give
that blow. But don’t tell a human be-
ing for your life.”

Mrs. Hales told the story to the
neighbors as a ‘‘scandalous report go-
ing about among the men, who must
be forever gossiping.”’ Before the week
was over, everybo!y at North Beach,
except Jenny, kncy, that Joe had tried
to murder his cousin, and that Fare-
bam and Hoyte had seen him do it.
The search for the body was still
kept up. The little estuaries were
dragged and cannon were fired over
them, but in vain.

There was some grumbling,
among the young folks, about the
clambake that they had lost. “We
ought to have it now, to celebrate
Tom’s escape,” they said.

“And his cousin's body not buried?”
asked their elde “For shame! Have
some regard for decency.”’

On the eighth day, the doctor gave
Tom leave to go out of doors. It was
a golden October afternoon, the sun
warm, the air bracing. His mother
and Jenny walked anxiously on either
side of him, carrying cushions and
shawls to a seat in the old garden.
Tom laughed. “Why, I'm strong
enough to pick you both up and
throw you into the sca,”” he said. But
he humored them, and let them tuck
had not a strong intellect, perhaps. It
him in and give him a footstool. Tom
had not a strong intellect, perhaps. It
is certain that he liked to be petted
and made much of by them. He
thought a good deal, too, of the little
meals, which he soon would be able to
eat. His mother and Jenny read him
some newspaper poetry. He said that
he thought it finer than Milton’s ‘“Par-
adise Lost.”

Tom's physician came presently, and
Mr. Pope and Dr. Pyne. Dr. Pyne had
been one of Tom’s friends through
these years, and had come to North
Beach when he had heard of the acci-
dent. The men were talking of an es-
say which Pope had written on ‘‘The
Extinct Religions of the East,” and
he repeated bits of it to them. S«-:-iml
that Tom looked doubtful, he said:—
“You don’t agrce with me, Hel-
stone?”’

“I don't understand you, Pope. It's
all Greek to me. There’'s much in the
world that’s Greek to me!”

Pope smiled pityingly, mul’ ‘suix.l.
presently, apart to Dr. Pyne: Tom’s
the best fellow in the world, but dull,
—dull.”’

Tom lay back looking at the old
garden that stretched before him 'in
the full content of autumn, with its
late beds of tomatoes and melons, and
its borders of crimson and gold crys-
anthemums flaunting ‘in the sunshine.
Beyond was the orchard where old
Peter was gathering apples, and, still
farther, the beach and the oys beds.
“That’s all my world,” said Tom to
Pope, with satisfaction in his homely
face.

“It’s not .a big
said, laughing.
““Whatever there is in it,”” Dr. Pyne
said quietly, “Tom knows. Boy as he
is, he has worked out here the problem
of feeding oysters, until his ‘North
Beach coves’ bring the highest price in
the Philadelphia market. There is a
fortune in them.”

“Why Helstone, I congratulate you!”
cried, Pope, wringing his hand, heart-
ily.

““That is not all. have news for
Tom. A little paper which he wrote
-for a scientific magazine, a year ago,
on the claws of the crab, was copied
in England lately, and has attracted
much notice. Tt clears up a point hith-
erto doubtful.”

A sudden, strange thought flashed on
Tom just then, of the time when he
had prayed to God to give him suc-
cess in the contest. He always had be-
lieved He had not heard or answered.
He had been wretchedly beaten. But
had He not heard? Here was the ans-
wer.

“Forgive me, my boy; but,—I did
not know you,” said 1'ope in a morti-
fied tone.

Tom was not ready with words. He
langhed and quickly looked at his
mother. The success did not elate him,
but he was glad she had heard Dr.
Pyne’s words.

The old doctor, chuckling, rubbed his
hands. “This will be news for the vil-
lage. They always thought you a trifle
mad about crabs, Tom. Aren’t you
surprised, Mrs. Helstone?”

“Oh, no,” said Aunt Maria, calmly;
“I always pnew Tom.” But her checks
were as red as a young girl’s, and she
rose and slipped away to tell Jenny.
The professor and Pope sauntered
down to the orchard, and the old doc-
tor had the boy to himself,

“]I give you up as'a patient, to-
day,” he said. ‘“But there’s one thing
I'd like to tell you, Tom. If you had
been a drinking man I couldn’t have
“pulled you through this week. The
Helstone’s have a physical weakness—"’

“I know doctor; my mother told me,
when I was a child.” i

The doctor eyed him- keenly.  “And
it's been a hard struggle for you to
keep from liquor?”’

“Yes,” said Tom, gravely; ‘‘some-
times almost harder than I could
bear.”

“The thirst will never leave you,
perhaps. It will be like a chained beast
of prey, with you all the time. But
you'll win, Tom.” The old man got up
uneasily and walked down the garden
path. When he came back he said,
laughing, “This world of yours is a
little one, as Pope said; but it’s big
enough for a hard fight, my boy. God
will help you, if you do your best.” -

is

too,

one,”” the student

I

Tom looked at him a moment and
nodded. He never had words at com-
mand at such times.

Just then a crowd of men appeared,
crossing the' meadow. The professor
and Pope joined them, and they came
up talking eagerly.

Tom stood up. “They have found
Joe's body! Where is Jenny?”” he cried
anxiously. <

“Keep her away,” said Mr. Hales
who was in advance of the oth
“Joe is not dead. I just had a lett
from him,” he said, unfolding a writ-
ten sheet. ‘It dated Baltimore,
‘Octolier 10. Listen!”

is

Sir:—This document will reach you
on the day on which I shall come of
age. 1 therefore. call upon you, as ex-
ecutor of my uncle William Turner’s
will, to render, at once, an account of
your management of the estate, and to
pay over to me all stocks, bonds, and
moneys to which Tam entitled by said
will. I desire that the settlement be
prompt and final. Yours,

JOSEPH 'TURNER.

P. 8.—~No claim made by any per-
sons alleging themselves to be credit-
ors of mine can be recoived, as I was
a minor when such obligations were in-
curred.

“What d’ye think of that precious
document?’” asked Hales, folding it up.
“He has not a word to tell his sister
how he escaped,—not a question as to
whether Tom is living or dead! His
only anxiety is to get hold of the mon-
ey and to cheat Crawford out of the
debt he owes him!”’

“Briggs, from South Beach,” inter-
rupted Hoyte, “has just come up, and
he says a schooner bound to Balti-
more was coasting off the island at
the time of the squall. No doubt the
crew picked Joe up.”

“Will somcbody go and tell Jenny
that her brother is alive?”’ asked Tom.
“I—don’t want to talk about him to-
day, to her.”

The men exchanged glances. The old
doctor hurried to the house. Mr. Hales
cleared his throat. “I might as well
tell you now, Tom,” he said, ‘‘that
the whole village knows of Joe’s at-
tacks upon you in the boat. I judge,
from this letter, that Joe sus-
pects that it was scen. He will never
come back to a - place where he is
known as a would-be murderer. Neith-
er vou or his sister will ever be trou-
bled with Joe Turner again.”

“How will you pay over his legacy
to him, Hales?”’ asked Farcham.

“He gives me the name of an attorn-
ey in New York who is his agent.”

In a few minutes, the doctor return-
ed with Mrs. Helstone and Jenny, the
latter running to Tom, laughing, her
face wet with tears.

Young Pope came forward, clearing
his throat. ‘‘Now that this good news
has come,” he said, ‘I see no reason
why we men of North Beach should
not give a tremendous clambake in
celebration of Tom's escape. 1 name
next Wednesday as the time for it.”

A general clapping of hands follow-
ed. Squire Logue alone remained grave
amid the general and laughter.
He rose and held up his hand for at-
tention.

“My friends and neighbors,” he said,
“I have something to say which is a
matter of interast to vou all. There
can be no place or time more fitting
than this to say it. You all remem-
ber William Turner’s death. He left
his farm and his other real estate in
my charge. For three years Mrs. Hel-
stone was to occupy it. Its disposal
afterwards was left to my discretion.
To-day the three years come to an
end.”

Mrs. Helstone drew up her trim fig-
ure to its full height. Her meek face
was rigidi

“It was Tom’'s illness that made me
forget that my time was up, squire,”
she said, hoarsely. “‘but we'll go in an
hour,—in ten minutes! Thero are a
great many houses that will be open
to me and my children.”

“Mother, mother!” said Tom.
“Bless my soul, my  dear woman!"
stammered the judge, “what do you
think of me? Have patience. I choose
this time to settle this matter, because
I wish the whole community to clearly
understand the reasons for my decision.
I will now read the agreement between
William Turner and myself.”

He read it slowly and distinctly, and
then, folding it up, said:—

“You all understand that I here
promise to deliver today, to Thomas
Helstone, the farm and real estate of
William Turner, provided the said Hel-
stone — that Tom here — shall have
successfully fought out the fight uuuipsl
certain hereditary tendencies in him-
self. he not knowing the prize waiting
for him. You all know, too, that he
has fought and won the fight. I there-
fore, now make over the property to
him absolutely, and 1 hand over this
agreement to Mr. Hales, as executor,
to prove that I have filled its condi-

too,

noise

tions.’ :
There was a silence of intense excite-
ment. ery eye was fixed on Tom.
He was very pale as he struggled to
his feet.

“I'm sure I'm very glad it ended as
it did,” he said, simply. “Of course
the farm is mother’s, as long as she
lives. It was her old home.” Then he
sat down quietly again.

There was no laughter or applause,
but everybody stepped up and wrung
Tom’s hand and said a word or two
in a low tone to him, and then went
quietly home.

The dull, but honest boy, had come
close to their hearts that day. )

When they were all gone, he drew his
mother and Jenny close to him, and
they sat looking at the old house a!\(l
the low sunset glow wupon the quiet
arden and orchard.
g“l'm glad, mother,” said Tom, Pt
length, ‘“‘that you're to have you're
old home safe for the rest of your life.

There was a strange meaning in )}ls
mother’s face. “I'm glad,” she said,
“that T have my boy safe. It seems to
me,” she presently added, ‘“‘as if we
had begun a new life together to-day,
—vou and 1.”

;‘Y:x.:,‘” said Tom, “‘and -_Tvnny?" He
stood up, silent and anxious, for a
moment, and then held nut”hxs hun.ds
to the girl. ‘“‘And Jenny! he said,
again.

THE END

To Discover the Vital Spark.

Chicago, Awg. 19.—Andrew Carnegic
will use part of his great wealth to
try to wrest from nature her secret
of secrets—the original cause anu
principle of life. He would have men
of science dissect the vital spark,
study it, understand it, create it.

Out of the $10,000,000 given by Mr.
Carnegie to found the Carnegie insti-
tution at Washington, ‘““to encourage
investigation, research and discovery,’
a large sum has been set aside for the
construction, ‘equipment and endow-
ment of the finest biological labora-
tories in the world. In this way it is
intended to carry oui Mr. Carnegm:»
aim to “‘encourage the application of
knowledge to the improvement of man-
kind,” ‘““and to promote original re-
search”” as ‘“‘one of the chief purposes
of the institution.”

Several Chicago scientists who have
me= e dner: ational  repuratio.us, vl
find private laboratories and quarters
provided for them, and ecvery fuility
for working at the problem of artifi-
cial reproduction of protoplasm.

The marine biological laboratory at
Wood’s Hole, Mass., Ras been chosen
as the foundation for the new institu-
tion. Marine life offers special oppor-
tunity to the biologist for the study
of primitive types. The group of scien-
tists who for several years have la-
bored to establish an independent la-
boratory for original investigation, at
Wood’s Hole, have in that time pro-
duced world-startling results. It was
there that Dr. Jacques Loeb, of the
University of Chicago, first found that
unfertilized sea urchin eggs could be
developed by chemical process.

It was there also that he later found
that the life of these eggs could be
preserved indefinitely by the deadly
poison, cyanide of potassium. It was
at Wood's Hole also that Dr. Albert
P. Matthews, also of the University oi
Chicago, also performed the experi-
ments that convinced him, as they
later convinced Dr. Loeb, that the
phenomena of life was electrical.
Scientists from nearly every uaniver-
sity in America have begun to turn
to Wood's Hole as the most promis’ng
of biological centres. At a sacrifice
of time and money they have main-
tained themselves there during the
summer months, lecturing to =mall
classes of enthusiastic students. They
have sowght in vain for endowment,
but now the trusteces of the Carncyie
institution have come to their assist-
ance.

The laboratories, which are-to be
built on the rocks facing the Eliza-
beth islands, according to a report
which has come back to the University
of Chicago, are to contain everything
that the scientists can wish to aid
them. .The most delicate of electrical
apparatus and appliances for kandling
marine subjects and keeping them
alive under observation will be sup-
plied. The department of physiologi-
cal chemistry will be especially well
provided for. Each of the investiga-
tors will have a private laboratory
for his work, and each will be able to
draw on the endowment fund to casrzy
on his work.
Scholarships ‘will be provided to en-
able promising students to carry on
their work here. Dr. Whitman, head
of the biological department of the
Univer s of Chicago will also remain
at the head of the Wood’s Hole school
as he has been for some time past.
The new plans will be a realization
of hopes he has had for the institu-
tion.

——t e il
Don’t Wait for a Call.

—_—

_ The way to have a call for a thing
is to supply the thing.
There is no call among fishes for a
hook with a worm on it, but they
take it when it is offered.
I often recall lovingly an incident
which I witnessed some ycars ago in
Colorado. A pale young man one day
alighted on the station platform with
a large, thin package under his arm.
““What might your name be?’’ said the
Mayor of the town, approaching eas-
ily. “I am Doctor Smith. I'm going
to locate here. Any vacant offices?”
“Doe,” returned the Mayor in a fath-
erly tone, ‘“you might’s well open a
curling-iron store in Africa. There
ain’t been a case of sickness in this
town for two years.”
“I'll risk the sickness,”” answered the
young man, and he walked over town,
hired an office, and taking the paper
from his package, disclosed a sign,
which he proceeded to nail over the
door. Inside of a month he had a
lucrative practice.

Then I recall the case of my friend
3agley of Alcaster, Illinois. “I'm
going to Jbuild a trolley-road out
across Long Prairie,”” he said. *‘Then
you're a fool,” they told him; ‘“‘there
ain’t a house on Long Prairic.”’Bag-
ley built his road, and thep eople
went out and put up houses. Last’
year a man wrote a letter to the lo-
cal paper complaining that there are
not enough cars during the rush hours.
The supply creates the demand.
If you are in business and your judg-
ment tells you that the people ought
to be kuying a certain thing, give
them a chance to bmy it. Don’t wait
for a ““call.” 1f Noah had waited for
a ‘‘call” for the ark, he'd have found
himself, when the barometer began to
fall, in a very embarrassing position.
If a man had eome along in 1491 and
asked to be shown something new in
hemispheres, he'd have be:n wold that
there wasn’t any. call for such things.
If you are running a swburban car
line, and business isn't satisfactory,
double the number of cars and hire a
man to go around the town and talk
about the view and the fresh air out
your way. Ifi you have a remedy for a
disease which nobody ever has, put it
on the market in large type and folks
will have the disease fast enough.
The ““call’ should always be antici-
pated. While you are waiting with an
ear-trumpet to have a call, a deaf
man will answer on a chance and get
the business.—Hayden Carruth in the
Cosmopolitan.
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Nervous, Sicepless and Exhausted.

Not sick enough to lay up, but you
are out of sorts, blood is weak, nerves
unstrung, kidneys deranged, vitality is
low. You should take Ferrozone at
once; it will enrich, strengthen and
purify the blood, invigorate and pacify
the nerves, and increase your energy,
vitality and power. Ferrozone will
renew your appetite and digestion,
make you sleep soundly—in fact will
make you well. Try Ferrozone. Price
50¢. per box, or 6 boxes for $2.50; at
druggists, or N. C. Polson & Co,,
Kingston, Ont.

—The New York Herald points out
that although ‘‘Sabbath’ is frequently
used for ‘““‘Sunday.’ the usage is not
correct. The Sabbath was a Chaldean
festival adopted by the Hebrews as a
day of ‘rest. Sunday, the first day of
the week, is a Christian festival set
apart specially for worship.

B ——m e —

—An exchange says: ‘“Luck means
rising at six o’clock in the morning
and not spending more than half your
income; minding your own business
and not meddling with other people’s;
trusting in God and your own resour-
ces, leaving nothing worth doing to
chance.”

Minard’s Liniment curés BM, ete.

AMERICAN ESTIMATE OF KITCHENER.
(New York Tribune.)

There was in all the British army
before the Boer war no important ofii-
cer so enigmatical as Herbert Kitch-
ener. U tive, unemotional,
intlexible, he was a sealed kook alike
of friend and foe. He had done much
work in Kgypt, for which he was
equally = ¢« ded and d i
iis friends declared he had achieved
great succees, yet even they were not
sure he had been more than a “bull-
headed fighter.” That he had been a
great tactician or strategist, or even
an exceptionally capable organixer, or
that he bhad manifested any qualities
of statesmanghip or the higher attri-
butes of humanity they hesitated to
affirm and would have been at a loss
to prove. His enemies, whose name
wa# legion, did not hesitate to deny
absolutely his possession of such qual-
ties, and they added with confident
volubility that he was merely a wan-
ton and ruthless butcher.

Today the world’s estimate of him
is fixed, and it is all but unanimous.
Briton and Boer are agreed. So are
most competent observers on the co-
tinent. Even in Ireland not all dis-
sent from the otherwise general opin-
ion. It is recognized that Lord Kit-
chener is not only “a first-class fight-
ing man,” he is also a general com-
mander of the first rank, an unsur-
passed organizer, and a tactician and
strategist of unsurpassed skill. Nor
are his qualities only military, he
has shown the possession of states-
manship of a very high order. He has
shown himself as conciliatory in ecoun-
cil as ever he was inexorable in battle.
He has likewise, according to the tes-
timony of his late foes, shown himself
not only humane, but exceptionally
merciful and tender. Indeed, if we
were to take literally some Boer ac-
counts of him, we should have to re-
oard him as more nearly “without
fear and without reproach” than al-
most any other warrior of his time.
There can be no doubt that his per-
manent status in history, upon the
basis of his South African achieve-
ments, will be that of a soldier-states-
man, great alike in war and peace,
magnanimous, gentle and humane.

A Year without A Summer.

A newspaper clipping, brown with
age, yet intact and readable, teiling of
A Year Without a Summer,” is in
possession of Maj. William H. Talcott,
who recently rescued it from the wall
of his bookbindery, says the Hartiord
Times. It was cut from the Times
thirty, pr forty years ago, ‘pasted on
the wall and had held its place all
these years. The clipping follows: ‘A
Year Without a Summer.”” In the year
1816 there was a sharp frost in every
month in the year in the Northern
States. It was known as the year
without a swmmef. The farmers used
to refer to it as eighteen hundred and
starve to death. In May ice formed
hali an inch thick in Hartiord, buds
and flowers were frozen and corn was
killed in the adjacent towns. Frost,
ice and snow were common in June
throughout Connecticut and the snow
fell five inches deep in New York and
in Massachusetts ten inches deep on
June 9. July was accompanied with
frost and ice. On the 5th ice formed
to the thickness of a window glass in
Canton, Conn., and throughout New
England and Pennsylvania corn was
nearly all destroyed in many sections.
In August ice formed half an inch
thick in Litchfield. A cold northern
wind prevailed nearly all summer with
heavy rain falls. Corn was frozen so
that a greater part was cut down and
dried in fodder. Farmers were obliged
to pay $4 or $5 a bushel for corn of
1815 for seed for the next spring’s
planting.

Vinegar and Carbolie.

(Halifax Chronicle:)

Sir:—A few days ago a communicas
tion from Dr. H. H. Read referred to
the efficacy of dilute acetic acid—or in
other words, vinegar in carbolic acid *
roisoning. This statement is substan-
tiated by one or two observers during
the last year or two. In order to
prove this observation a city physi:
cian this week determined to test it
oxternally (I am afraid there would
have been a job for the undertaker if
he had tried it internally.) The doc-
tor put his finger into pure carbolic
acid and experiencing the burning sen-
sation produced by the acid, dipped it
in dilute acetic acid with no beneficial
effect whatever. Not wishing to have
the agony continued he then inserted
his finger in alcohol, with the result
that the burning sensation immediate-
ly stopped, and the greyish appearance
produced by the acid at once disap-
peared.

Some of our strictly temperance folks
might prefer the vinegar, but there is
no doubt of the bencficial effects of
alcohol in carbolic acid poisoning—-
internally or externally. A ready
form is whiskey or brandy, and an
adult should take half & tumbler of
this potent beverage diluted as little
as possible. Of course little time
should be passed before this very effec-
tive antidote if carbolic acid has been
swallowed.
———

A Queer Story from Oatarlo.

A unique and creepy wstory €omes
from the township of South Auwgusta.
A man named Hantinson died at the
home of his njece. He was more than
fifty years of age, and apparently
passed away very suddenly and was
laid out in the usual way. A barber
was called in and proceeded to shave
the corpse. He was passing the razor
over the curves of the dead man’s chin
and was so intent upon his work that
he did not look at the upper part of
the face. When he had finished, he
glanced up and to his horror saw tihu
supposed dead man glaring at him
with a bright twinkle in his eyes.
With a shriek of terror, the barber
keeled over on the floor in a dead
faint. When he regained his senses the
corpse was kneeling beside him admin-
istering whiskey in generous doses to
bring him around.

Messrs. C. C. Richards & Co.
Gentlemen,— In ‘June 98 I had my
hand and wrist bitten and badly man-
gled by a vicious horse. 1 suffered
greatly for several days and the tooth
cuts refused to hval until your agent
gave me a bottle of MINARD’S LINI-
MENT, which I began using, and the
effect was magical. In five hours the
pain had ceased, and in two weeks
the wounds had completely healed and
my hand and arm were as well as ever.
Yours truly,
A. E. ROY,

Carriage maker, St. Antoine, P. Q.
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The output of gold in the Yukon
last year vpv.as abont $24,000,000. 'Il:hll
year the output will not be more than
$16,000,000, a very large decrease.
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To CURE A COLD IN ONE DAW.
Take Laxative Bromo Quinipz
n e B osos it Talls to.cure
rogRiee T’ signature is on each box., 2.




