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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
flice in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOCE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Stere.)
Every Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.

SAT.US POPULI SUPREMA LHX HST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Sociely.

" NOTARY PUBLIC, Bt
(RANDOLPH'S ! BLOCK.)
Head of Queen 8t., Bﬁdm?l

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

~~AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

_&3rMoney to loan at five per cent on Real
Estate security.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etec.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court.
So'icitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

DENTISTRY! !
DR. . 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University lNaryland.
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 Pﬁ@se, .08

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 35 tf

7. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

N. B. CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRID@GETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,
Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, - 750,000

Rest, - - - - 387,500

DIRECTORS:
3 Wwm. ROCHE,
o Vice-President.
LACKADAR, Esq.
yMONS, Esq.
MITCHELL, ksq., M.P.P.
E. G. SmitH, Esq.

W ROBE
E

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.
2. L. THORNE, General Manager.
C. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Manager.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

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

AGENGIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage.

Dartmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granvilie Ferry, N. S.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

Lawrencetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

Liverpool, N.8.—E.R. Mulhell, manager.

New .Glasgow, N. S8.—R. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydmey, C. B.—C. W.
manager.

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

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

Sydoey, 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,
8t. 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
will please bring them to the tannery.

Waikemi, Crowe & Company.

Frazee,
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Mother and
Doctor Too

Uantil the doctor comes, and for minor
ills and accidents, the mother must
doctor her family. Tens of thous-
ands of mothers have relied upon
JOHNSON’S ANODYNE LINI-
MENT, and have found it always
reliable. It is used both externaily
and inlernally and it is ¢he remedy
for inflammation from any cause.
Used continually for go years as a
household remedy, its sustained popu-
larity and increasing use every year
are the best possible testimonials to
o its curative powers.
nNNSOoNn;
ANODYNE S

LENIMENT

1s of greatest value in lreating colic, cramps, diarrhea, cholera mor-
bus, bites, bruises, burns, stings, chaping, colds, coughs, croup,
caiarrh, bronchitis, la grippe, lameness, muscle soreness and pain and
snflammation in any part of the body. Bold in two size bottles, %c. snd se. The
larger sizo is more economical, If your dealer hasn't it send to us. Ask first.

1.S.JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass.

It 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

(Occkly Monitor
TJob Department = =

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

a * * * * <« *

WE PRINT

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,
Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

Aetterheads,
anemoranda,
[Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

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

Weckly Monitor, ~ Bridgetown, 1. S.

=2 =
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THE YARMOUTH STEAMSHIP GOY, LID.

On and after October 6th, this Company will make

Two Trips pep 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. : e
For tickets, staterooms and other information, apply to Dominion Atlantic Railway,
126 Hollis St., North Streét Depot, Halifax, N. 8., or to any agent on the Dominion
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.
For tickets, staterooms, etec., apply to

D. McPHERSON, Gen. Mgr.

Yarmouth, N. 8., October 1st, 1900.

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

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.

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.

Loetry.

The Temple of Fame.

“How far away is the Temple of Fame?”
Said a youth at the dawn of day;
And he toiled and dreamed of & deathless

name;
But the hours went by and the evening

came,
That left him feeble, and old, and lame,
To plod on his cheerless way.

+ How far away is the Temple of Good ?"
Says a youth at the dawn of day ;
And he scrove, in a spirit of brotherhood,
To help and succor, as best he could,
The poor and unfortunate multitude
On their hard and dreary way.

He likewise strove with adversity,
To climb the heights above ;
But his dreams was ever of men made free,
Of better days in the time to be.
And self was buried in sympathy—
He followed the path of Love.

He was careless alike of praise or blame;
But after his work was done,

An angel of glory from heaven came

And wrote on high his immortal name,

Proclaiming this truth, that the Temple of

ame
And the Temple of Good are one.

For;thisis the lesson that history
Has taught since the world began ;
That those whose memories never die,
That shine like stars in our human sky,
And brighter grow as the years roll by,
Are the men who have lived for Man.

—The Denver (Colo.) *“News.”

 Select @itmﬁm.

Marcia's Leaf.

(‘Zion's Herald.")

““ Molasses candy !”

9 Yeg

Marcia Dare's lips curled. ¢ Molasses
Candy ! A candy-pull! Such a childish
thing 1"

«If I want it, it’s no matter what it is !”
retorted her Cousin Frank.

“Indeed ! Unfortunately, it is not &
matter for you to decide. In aunt’s absence
I am housekeeper, and I do not choose to
have it.”

“You think you'll have everything your
own way, do you? You are mistaken ! If
you are mistress because mother is away, I
am master because father is away; and, as
master, I intend to have a candy-pull to:
morrow evening.”

“Not a drop of molasses shall be boiled in
this house !"

“I'll send the jugs down to be filled this
very day.”

“I'll lock them up.”

“Thanks ! Much obliged. I'll make sure
of them now.’

Marcia laughed ccntemptuously as her
cousin swiftly left the room. *“Do you
think you can outwit me ?” she called.

“Yes.”

“Tryit”

Frank, clattering down the stairs, made
no reply. Marcis walked to the window
which swept the street, and seated herself.
Already her active brain was at work, and
before Frank, bearing a large jug in each
hand, was halfway down the block, her plan
of action was matured.

She rose suddenly and tapped on the win-
dow. A young girl hurrying by, turned,
smiled, and ran up the steps.

Marcia admitted her. “Come in, she
said; “I'm so glad 1 saw you. Guess what
that tiresome Frank wants now.”

*‘Sewing ?”

“Sewing ! No; he never comes
with his mending, I assure you.”

“A composition written ?”

“He'd get alot of help from me.”

*‘Declamation hunted up ?”

“No, he knows I wouldn’t do it.”

“Well, what is it ?”

““A candy pull !”

*Oh !” said Betty Brown, *‘I didn’t sup-
pose you meant that.”

“How did you know anything about it ?
Isn’t it silly ? So childish !”

“Oh, I don’t think it silly, if it gives the
boys a pleasant evening. Besides every
alternate meeting of the club is to be devot-
ed to simple or old-time amusement.

*“What clab ?”

“Why, Marcis, surely you know that
Franks’ class formed a club last month.
They call it the ‘Old-fashioned Club.’ Hasn't
Frank told you about it ?”

“Frank telle me nothing. He goes his
way, I go mine.”

“Dear me ! Why, I always want to know
every detail of Ned's plans. Tbey have
capital times. You'llenjoy tomorrow even-
ing, Marcia.”

“Where ?”

“Where? Why, here with the club.”

. “You don't think I mean to have a candy-
pull 2"

“Frank has invited the boys.”

I don’t care : Of course I shall not al-
low it.”

“You don’t understand, Marcia. He has
already invited them. Ali the boys know
they are to meet here.”

I told Frank that no molasses should be
boiled in this house. The club can come,
but there will be no candy made.”

“Fraok will be disappointed.”

“I don’t care.”

“Besides,” hesitating, ‘“‘you are placing
him in a very awkward position.”

‘I don’t care.”

“Oh, yes, you do! Youdon’t want Frank
to tell the boys they are not to come.”

*‘I said they might come.”

“Qh, well, they expect—-""

“I don’t care what they expect. It'sa
silly affair anyway.

“Well,” rising. ‘I must go. I'm on my
way to buy the stuff for Ned's apron. Ours
are too short.’

‘You can tell Ned for me that he will not
need an apron here. Tell him distinctly,
please, that no candy will be made.”

‘Oh, you'll relent ! The boys will stay in
the kitchen. They will not bother you.’

‘I have decided.’

‘Betty shot a swift glance into her friend’s
face. It was untroubled. She hesitated &
moment before using an argument which she
thought would be effectual : ‘If Frank
makes any explanation, he must use your
name, Marcia.’

‘Of course,” promptly. ‘But, then, you
koow, I don’t care what he says.’

‘Oh, well, you'll have it yet ! IwishI
could come, but they don’t invite girls.
Good-bye. I know you'll enjoy it I'

Marcia watched Frank narrowly when
they met at the tea-table. He seemed in ex-
cellent spirits, she thought. Had he seen
Betty ? she wondered.

She spoke sharply when, at the conclusion
of the meal, Frank put on his coat :

“Where are you going? You know that
aunt wished you to stay at home « venings.’

Frank made no reply.’

‘Where are you going '

‘Where I choose.’

“What pleasing manners !’

‘You needn’t sit up for me,’ said Frank,
opening the door.

1 shall sit up for you. I know my duty.
I shall wait.’

Tl daylight doth appear,’ trolled Frank
as he ran down the steps. “Till daylight
doth appear.’’

‘Betty Brown thinks I'll give way to him,
does she ? said Marcia, angrily. ‘She is
wistaken.’

She did not speak when Frank presently
returned and ceme into the parlor. He
opened a small parcel. She ' looked fartive-
ly at him, He held a piece of striped linen
orash in his hands. :

‘For his apron ! He thinks I'll offer to
makeit I’

Frank rose presently, and brought his
mother’s work-basket to the table. From
beneath her half-closed lids Marcia watched

_him cat the staffin two and thread & coarse

needle. He fitted a thimble upon his third
finger and began to sew. Marcia resumed
her reading. She glanced from time to time
at the silent figure, stooping, with flushed
face and knitted brows, over the coarse fab-
ric. At nine o'clock she rose. ‘It't bed-
time,’ she said. *You can finish that fish-
net—’

‘Fish-net ! /ft’s an apron !’

‘An apron 1 that thing !

‘I like to see you—'

‘I’m going into the kitchen. I shall turn
off the gas in five minutes.’

“I'll light it again if you do !’

‘Will you? thought Marcia. ‘Perhaps
you'll boil candy to-morrow night.’

She rose early the next morning and went
into the kitchen.

‘You can make tea in addition to the
coffee,’ she said to Bridget. ‘Mrs. Priest
will like a cup of tea before she begins her
work.’

‘What work's Mrs. Priest a-ooming fur ?”

‘I have put out blankets and spreads to
be washed. You can bring them downstairs
directly.’

‘Itll be no use to wash 'em,’ objected
Bridget. Quilts and blankets wants a good
smart wind to dry 'em.’

‘Mrs. Priest will wash them. It will be
sunny later.’

‘1 likes to know over night when I bas
extra work to do.’

‘Mrs. Priest will do the extra work.’

Bridget muttered indignantly as she went
about her work. She made no farther ob-
jection. Shestood in awe of Marcia.

Marcia went out in the early morn-
ing. She looked into the kitchen upon
her return. A hot fire burned in the stove,
the washerwoman was bending over the tubs,
and Bridget stood near in full tide of dra-
matic recital of some domestic mishap.
Marcia smiled. She was well satisfied. She
went forward and touched Bridget’s arm.

] will answer the door-bell, if any one
comes this morning,’ she said. ‘*Mrs. Priest
will probably need your sssistance by and
by.’

It was late when dinner was served.
Frank roamed through the house restlessly,
but Marcia bore the delay calmly.

Shortly after dinner a fine rain began to
fall. An hour later Bridget came hurriedly
to Marcia.

“What's to be done with all them wet
blankets an’ quilts ? Wetter they be than
when they were hung outdoor. Me nor Mrs.
Priest never see 'twas rainin’ till jest now.’

‘You must put up lines in the kitchen.
They must be dried.’

Bridget demurred : ‘How’ll iver I get
the tay wi’ all them things a-drippin’? An’
mix me bread and scrub me floor ¥’

‘It must be done. Have Mrs. Priest
stretch the lines at once.’

Bridget made one more protest.

‘It’s down wi’ rheumatics I'll be wi’ the
damp in ‘em a-stealin’ inside me bones.’

‘They must be dried. There is no other
place. Keep a good fire, and by bed time
they will be dry.’

‘We could lng em—’

‘Say no more, Bridget. Hang them in the
kitchen.’

Marcia was getting out preserves for sup-
per when Frank burst into the room. ‘How
are we to make candy, I'd like to know
with a kitchen full of wet sheets ?’ he ex-
claimed.

‘They are quilts and blanketas.’

‘What's the odds ' angrily. *You knew
I wanted the kitchen this evening.’

‘When blankets are washed, they must. be
dried.’

‘You needn’t have had 'em washed.’

‘T am the best judge, Frank.’

‘Couldn’t you have waited till to-morrow ?
I don’t believe you thought of it till yester-
day ! I believe you did it on purpose !’

‘Wiil you ask Bridget to bring in the
cocoa ? Iam ready.’

‘I’ll tell her to fling those things into the
tubs !’ leaving the room.

The meal which followed was a silent one.
Towards its close Frank jumped up sudden-
ly.

‘What's the matter with the gas? he
said.

It flickers, I see,’ answered Marcia.

‘Flickers ! flickers ! It’s going out !”

‘Try another burner,’ suggested Marcis,
placidly stirring her cocoa.

“Try another !" scornfully. ‘If one doesn’t
burn, another won't.”

Nevertheless he lit every burnmer in the
chandelier.

‘So much light is unnecessary,’ comment-
ed Marcia.

Frank made no reply. Fixiog his eyes
upon the chandelier, he waited. When the
gas, which at first burned brilliantly, be-
came a mere speck of light, he turned to
Marecia.

‘I anderstand,’ he said, ‘and dit's a mean
revenge ‘?;"ke' But you baven’t outwit-
ted me yet ! The boys will come jast the
same.”

¢I don’t think they’ll boil much candy in
the kitchen,’ thought Marcia.

Feeling her way to that room she expiain-
ed matters to Bridget. Then, by the aid of
matches, she reached the parlor, and liv her
uncle’s reading lamp.

She had dressed before tea. ‘She sat down
and took up the evening paper. Buat her
thoughts were upon the coming entertain-
ment. Presently she heard veicis in the
dining-room. She distinguished Frank's.
He is asking Bridget's advice. There is
nothing they can do.  There are only two
lamps in the houge, and Bridget cannot
spare hers.’

She looked at her watch. It was time for
the expected guests to arrive. She had
planned that supper should be late. She
put aside the paper, and waited.. She won-
dered a little as the moments wem$ by, that
the boys were not more punctwal. A half-
bour passed. An hour. Not once Muad the
bell been rung, not once had » person enter-
ed the door.

‘Ah I’ thought Marcis, ‘they have goue

elsewhere. To Ned Brown’s probably. A
pretty tale Master Frank has bruited
abroad !’

She left her chair and went to the win-
dow. It was raining and the air was thick
with fog. A sudden desire for-air seized
her.

“I'he whole house is full of steam from
those blankets,’ she said, impatiently, ‘I
open the door.’

Stepping into the hall, she stopped,
abruptly. ‘‘They're here ! they’re making
their candy !' she exclaimed, as the odor of
boiling molasses reached her. She leaned
over the stair-rail. A sound of lsughter
came up from the lower regions. It was
faint, but it was langhter unmistakably.

‘They are in the kitchen ! They have
hung the blankets agaiost the door ! I will
go down and confront them.’

She crept down the stairs, she stole
through the dark passage, she stood outside
the kitchen-door and listened. She heard
the ticking of the clock, she heard Bridget's
voice crooning an old love-tune.

‘Not there | Where are they ? Not in
the cellar—there’s no stove there. Ah! I
haveit ! They are boiling the molasses in
the furnace !”

She felt her way to the cellar door. She
opened it. All doubt vanished. Her face
grew scarlet with anger. ‘The oil stoves !'
she exclaimed, ‘I forgot them.’

Her curiosity prevailed presently, and
stealing softly inside the doorway, she
stooped and looked into the large dim space.
The boys were congregated at one end.
There were the oil stoves, and there sue-
pended from the beams, were a half a dozen
lanterns. Stooping over the kettles were
four or five boys, stirring energetically; the
others, she saw, were making preparations
to work the candy. All wore long aprons,
and all, talking, laughing, gesticulating,
were apparently in high spirits. ‘Over my
discomfiture, no doubt,’ thought Marcia.

The opening of a door startled ber. Brid-
get must not find her there, nor muat a
tardy guest discover her. Without further
thought she ran downstairs and contealed
herself behind the furnace. Hardly bad
she reached it when two others of the club
ushered in by Bridget, who held ber lamp
aloft, dashed down the stairs. They joined
the others, but presently Marcia, peering
out cautiously, saw them coming toward
her. Her heart beat fast. If they should
discover her !

At thegside of the furnace farthest from
her th topped, divesting themselves of
overcoats and rubbers. One was talking
energetically. ‘It won’t do to say & word
against her, though, Frank wouldn’t like it.
Nobody'll ever know from his lips anythiog
she says or does. You'd actually think he
liked her.’

¢I believe he does like her. He’s always
praising her singing, you know. Iv's a pity
she’s so bateful. If Frank had a lot of
sisters it wouldn’t make so much difference.
Still, he’s proud of her. She’s handsome,
you know.’

‘Pshaw ! Who cares for a girl’s locks, if
she's as hateful as Marcia Dare * I don’t, I
know, and if she was my cousin, she wouldn’t
treat me as she treats Frank.

‘Perhaps she ien’t as disagreeable as folks
say she is.’

‘Pshaw ! Didn’t she order the gas turned
off to-night ¥’

‘Frank didn’t say so.’

‘Of course not. Catch him ! But I saw
her in the gas office. What was she there
for?  And thep that kitchen ! She had a
hand there, I know ! But you musn’t let
Frank think you suspect anything.’

‘No, of course not. Well, we're better
off down here than we should be upstairs, if
she was 'round.’

‘That’s so !’ emphatically. ‘Well, are
you ready? Come on then.’

Marcia waited until they had joined the
others. Then, peering in all directions, she
darted up the stair. Panting and trembling,
she sank into a chair when she reached the
warm, light parlor. But almost immediat-
ly she arose and walked up and down the
long room with feverish haste.

‘So people talk of me! she exclaimed.
‘They dare to talk of me ! They call me
hateful—disagreeable ! And Frank—oh !
with a sneering langh, ‘Frank is a martyr,
of course ! It's -all- pity for him, is it?
But—I—1—and they dare

An hour of restless pacing to and fro, an
hour of fierce anger, exhausted Marcia. She
threw herself upon the sofa. After a long
time she grew calmer; after a still longer
interval she allowed herself to dwell upon
the other words she had overheard; and then
though not without a struggle, she resolute-
ly flooked back through the years that she
had been an inmate of her uncle’s house.

A month later Marcia and Frank were
seated in the parlor. Marcia held s paper;
Frank was reading ‘The Great War Syndi
cate’ for the third time, with unflagging in-
terest. It was his birthday, but Marcia
had not noticed it. He had felt somewhat
hurt. Betty Brown never let Ned’s go by
without & word, he reflected. But now
stirred, to the keenest patriotism, his mo-
mentary bitterness had vanished. With the
book propped up before him, with his chin
resting comfortably upon his hands, he be-
came utterly oblivious of time or speech or
sound. He started when Marcia put her
hand upon his shoulder.

‘Frank,’ she said, ‘there are friends here.’

Frank jumped up, turned, & word of
apology upon his lips, and met the laughing
gaze of all the members of his club.

‘What—why—"

“It’s your birthday,’ said Marcia, smiling

It was & merry evening which followed.
Frank could not understand, the boys could
not explain, the invitation they had receiv-
ed. Marcia had sent it, she had enjoined
secrecy, they had come. That was all. To-
ward the close of the evening the boys sat
down to a bountiful supper. This caused
Frank much perplexity. Never before had
Marcia planned a surprise for him. It must
be his mother’s loving thought, he finally
decided. From the sunny South had come
her message. Marcia was simply obeying
orders. But how gracious she was !

A greater surprise awaited him. When
the club had done full justice to the delica-
cies, Marcia addressed them. Her color
came and went, her voice trembled, but her
words were clear and distinct : —

‘Boys,’ she said, ‘four weeks ago you were
Frank’s guests, and that evening I accident-
ly. overheard a conversation which made me
think over the past fo see if I were indeed
as hateful and disagreeable as I was said to

)
bc.She paused a moment, and the boys look-
ed at each other in consternation. - Whom
had she overheard ?

¢And so,’ continued Marcia, ‘I asked you
to be my guest to night because I desired to
atone for my. incivility then; because I wish-
ed to give my couein a pleasant surprise;
and also becanse I desired to offer the club
this little emblem of my earnest intention,

She left her place and moved swiftly
around the table, fastening into each boy's
tie » small gold pin wrought in the form of
a leaf. 2

It's not the New Year,’ she concluded,
‘but it seems to me one can begin to turn
over a new leaf at any time.- Do not you
boys think so ¥’

For & moment surprise held the boys
speechless. And then, moved by & common
impulse, they sprang to their feet and ac
knowledged her amazing words and deed by
a long and loud and lusty cheer.

Marcia’s cheeks flushed beneath their hon-
eat appreciation of her effort. She smiled
upon them. Then, crossing the room, she
said :—'Come, boys, we'll finish the evening
with a candy-pull. Four weeks ago you
had one in the cellar; to-might you shall
have one in the kitch Come,’ opening
the kitchen door, ‘come, everything is ready
for us.’

Fraok followed with the others, Even
greater than theirs was his surprisé. He
said nothing, however, busyiog himself i
active work. But, toward the close of the
evening he found himself near Marcia. He
touched her arm. He spoke hoarsely :—
«Just you wait,’ he said. “I can’t thank
you, but—just you wait! You'll see.
Actions speak louder than words, and you'll

see.

TR SIS DA

Thinking for Ourselves.

One great fault with farmers is that they
don’t think enough for themeelves. They de
pend too much upon others to shape their
policies, their religion and politics as well.
How many farmers are there in the land who
goto town atstated intervals to get pointers
from their favorite merchant along political
lines, thinking of course that as said mer-
chant takes the dsily paper and ‘‘keeps post-
ed,” he knows best what the farmer ough:
to do and think. It is indeed surprising
how many people there are who get their
ideas in this dhand way i d of
reading and keeping themselves posted and
thinking for themselvs. Too many do even
worse than consult with their merchant,
they hang around the courthouse and listen
to pot-leg politicians from whom they get
their inspiration. The great wonder is that
matters are not worse out of joint than they
are. With the great majority of farmers
doing the bidding of trickster politicians
and men who earn their livelihood by their
wits, they should not grumble if things do
not go their way as much as they ought. It
has always been the boast of our people that
we were a pation of free thinkers, and when-
ever this privilege is no longer exercised by
the common people our liberties will be en-
dangered.— Farmers Guide.

e

Making Others Happy.

It is & good plan to make a resolution to
be as kind to everybody as we possibly can
while they are alive. When they are dead,
itis too late.

A friend of mine—and I may mention she
is an Irish woman, and a delightful one—
makes a rule whenever she receives a present
or an unexpected windfall of any kind, to
“‘pass something on,” asshe herself words it.
I wish everyone wounld make the same rule.
Some one gave her a set of furs once. Im-
mediately sbe sent off a warm dress to a poor
woman of her acquaiutance who was in need
of comfortable winter clothing, *‘Now I
can enjoy my cozy furs,” she remarked as
she addressed the parcel. Another friend
sent her a necklet of beautifal Indian work-

hip. Shei diately selected a pair
of earrings from her by no means unlimited
store of jewelry and gave them to a girl she
knew who gets few presents.

Why not teach our children to ‘“pass things
on” in this delightful sense? It would bring
them riches that we could never count—the
babit of self denial, of thinking of others, of
making generosity a pleasure instead of re-
garding it as a disagreeable duty, and that
power of turning dross into gold which only
a generous heart can exercise.

Cold Storage Wisdom.

(old storage will not make an unsound ap
ple sound.

Cold storage will not make a rough, ill-
shapen, kootty apple smooth.

Cold storage will not color red » pale, sick
ly immature apple.

Cold storage will not remedy the havoc
wrought by worms. I want to say in pase-
ing that intelligent, persistent spraying and
cultivating will preveat it.

Cold storage will not remedy the damage
done by rough, careless handling.

Fruit will not come out of cold storage any
better than it was when it went in.

Cold will retard but not entirely prevent
the spread of decay. Death is certain.

Cold storage will not make a two-inch pipe
measure 2} inches. Oa the contrary, call to
mind the lessons you learned in school and
you will remember that cold contracts—con
tracts apples even, and it will (except in very
favorable seasonsand circumstances) contract
something in your pocket unless extreme
care is used in the handling of your apples
from the beginning to the end of the harvest.

*“What is the real good?”
I asked in mueing mood.
s*Order,” eaid the law court;
“Kunowledge,” said the school;
“Truth,” said the wise man;
““Pleaszre,” said the fool;
“Love,” said the maiden;
“Beauty,” said the page;
«“Freedom,” said the dreamer;
-Home,” said the sage;
«“Fame,” said the soldier;
“Equity,” said the seer;
Spake my heart full sadly:
+“The answer is not here.”
Then within my bosom
Softly this I heard:
«Each heart holds the secret:
Kindness s the word.”
RS S
More than twenty million dollars in gold
dust and bullion came out of Alaska, British
Columbia, the North-West Territory, Wash
ington, Idaho and Oregon between Jan. 1
and Oct. 24, this year.
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Baking Powder

Made from pure

Safeguards the food
against

Alum powders are the greatest
mnaczmnkhd tl.:pwday.

Are You Going South
From the New England States?

The Best 30!&0 to Travel is from
Boston to Norfolk, Virginia,

BY THE

Merehants’ and Miners’ Steamers.

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

If you want to go South beyond Norfolk
to Southern Pines and Pinebluff, the Winter
Health Resorte, or to Vaughan, N. C., the
Pennsylvania Colony headquarters, Peach-
land, N. C., the New England Colony, Stae
tham, Ga., the Ohio Colony snd headquar-
ters of the Union Veterans Southern Settle-
ment, or to points in FLORIDA, you csa
connect with the Seaboard Air Line, For
any formation as to rates of travel address
W. P. TURNER, Seneral Passenger Agent,
Baltimore, Md.

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

A Filipino Tragedy.

INSURGENT SHOT BY AMERICAN OFFICER
PROVED TO BE HIS SON.

How stranger is truth than fistion! For
this is & true story, with a tragic ending—
an ending that has made a gallant officer of
the United States army a deserter and exile
because of remorse, says the Columbus cor-
respondent of The New York Jourral.

Charles N. Rockefeller, s young New
Yorker, enlisted as a private in 8 New York
regiment at the outbreak of the oivil war.
In 1863 he was made a firet lieutenant in the
One Hundred and Seventy-eight New York
infantry, and for gallantry in action at Fort
Blakely, Ala., on April 8, 1865, & medal of
honor was awaded to him.

He was honorably mustered out in 1866,
and business took him on a trip to Winona,
Minn. There he wooed and won Mies
Evangeline Regan. Lieutenant Rockefeller
agaln joined the army as second lieutenant
in the Ninth infantry. He was then station-
ed in Columbus, O., and always afterward
called Columbus his home,

A child was born—a boy. He was called
Robert. When the little one was a year old,
in 1870, Lieutenant Rockefeller was detailed
on duty in Hong Kong, where he was, with
his wife and baby, until 1872. While sta-
tioned at Hong Kong Lientenant Rockefeller
lived with his family at the International
hotel. A Chinese nurse looked after the
little boy.

In 1872 he arranged to sail for San Fran-
cisco. Two days before the date set for
sailing the Chinese and the baby disappeared.
Hong Kong was searched. Large rewards
were offered, but no trace of nurse or child
could be found. The broken-hearted young
lieutenant and his wife were compelled to
return to the United States without the little
one. Mrs. Rockefeller died soon after her
arrival in San Francisco, and the grief-
stricken father rejoined his regiment.

He saw service with the Ninth in the
Indian wars and in Cuba, and when his
regiment was ordered to the Philippines in
the spring of 1899 he went slong. He was
then a captain and was known throughout
the army as a particularly daring soldier.
Soon after arriving at Manila he was made &
major and transferred to the Sixth infantry.

Major Rockefeller at the head of three
companies of troops scouted the country
around San Beoir. On one cccasion a vicious
stand was made by a body. of insurgent
troops led by a handsome and dashing young
white man, who fought like a fiend. He
charged right up to the American lines.
Major Rockefeller shot him dead, and the
insurgents fled. Msjor Rockefeller directed
that the body be searched, and papers found
revealed that he was Paul Stanhope of Hong
Kong. A diary, written in English and
giving details of the business career of the
young fellow, was found in his blouse.

A month after the engagement he received
a letter from Hong Kong in response to one
he had written nearly a year before. The
letter was from the American consul and re-
cited that in 1879 a white boy had been
placed in the Jesuit college in Hong Kong
by a Chinese woman, who said that he was
9 years old and that his name was Paul Yen.
The pame of the Chinese woman who had
nursed the Rockefeller baby was Yen. In
1881 the boy was adopted by an English
merchant in Hong Kong of the name of
Henry Stanhope. He gave the boy his name
and reared him well. The young fellow was
well known in Hong Kong as Paul Stanhope.

He was of an adventurous disposition and
some two years ago joined Aguinaldo’s army.
It was this young man that Msjor Rockefel-
ler shot and killed in the engagement with
the Filipinos.

When Major Rockefeller read theletter—
it had been chasing him around the world
for nearly a year—he realized that he bad
slain his own son. He dropped out of sighs
a8 mysteriously us the baby had dropped out
of sight in Hong Kong.

From Manila he made his way to Chinas,
and by devious routes to Santa Barbars,
Honduras, where he intends to remain, ac-
cording to a letter reccived a few days ago
from him.

Gas on the Stomach.

Result of imperfect digestion—pressing up
against the heart it excites alarming symp-
toms. Instant relief is sfforded by the use
of ten drops of Nerviline in a little sweeten-
ed water, half an hour after the meal. Ner-
viline aids digestion, expels the gas and im-
parts a sense of comfort. Nerviline is good
for a lot of otber things besides. Keep it in
the house for Rheumatism, Cramps, Neural-
gia, Toothache. Druggists sell it.

—Patient forbearance would seem to be &
leading characteristic of Mrs. Frances For-
est of Ripley township, near Rushville, Ind.
In a suit she has filed with the Circuit Cours
she avers that in the twenty-eight years of
her wedded life she never recieved a single
dollar from her husband, who nevertheless
owns a farm valoed at $5,000. She has sup-
ported herself and six children by sewing and
washing for neighbors. Now she demands
her freedom, custody of two minor children,
and $1,200 alimony. In another suit ehe de«
mands the return of $500, an inheritance
from her father’s estate, which she loaned te
her husband.

—O do not pray for easy life! Pray te
be stronger men! Do not pray for taske
equal to your powers ; pray for powers equal
to your tasks. Then the doing of your work
shall be no miracle. Every day you shall
wonder at yoarself, at the richness of life
which has come in you by the grace of God,
— Phillips Brooks.
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