Professional Cacve, |
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BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fioce in Anpnapolis, opposite Garriecr Gate,
~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
{Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
very Thursday.

o ih ey

Oomsular Agenc of the United States.

Fonitor,

SAT.US POPULI

STUPREMA

THIX HST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
~=AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

£arMoney to loan at flve per cent on Real
Xstate security.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Courb,
Solcitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University MNaryland.

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

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.

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(B_.ANDOLPHS BLOCE.) ¢
Head of Queen St.,.Bridgetown

&

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 4Mly
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ASTHMA (U

i FREE!

Cure in

w

RELIEF.

Dr. Tarr Bros. MepiciNe Co.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NoVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. §.

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, 25 of

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

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

DIRECTORS:

‘Wx. ROBERTSON, W, ROCHE,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, J. H. SYMONS.
Ggo. MrrcHELL, M.P.P. E.G. SMITH,
A. E. JONES.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Mana ger
€. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.
“ Highest rate allowed for momney omn
ppecial 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, u
Bridgetown, N. S.— N. R. Baurrows,
manager.
Clarke's Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage.

g)utmonth, N. 8.—I. W, Allen, acting
manager.

Digby, N. S.—J. E. Allen, Manager. .

Glace Bay, N. S.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

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

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
agting manager.

Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.

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

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.

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

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting
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,
8t. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

A. BENSON
UNDERTAKER

and Funeral Director.

Caskets of all grades, and a full line of
funeral furnishings constantly on hand.

(Cahinet Work also atiended to.

Wwarerooms at J. H. HICKS &
SON'S factory. 39y

Examination
Supplies

Everything you need

—AT THE—-

Central Book Store

B. J. ELDERKIN.
WANTED

Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and
g}ld ;;s.s old Mahogany Furniture. Also old

Btamps used before 1870 —worth most
npgs tc:glzanvelupses' old blue Dishes and China.
Grandfather o ocks. Good prices pag:ﬂ\l

W. A. s
Anarey 116 Germain S‘treet.,
tt 8r. JomN, N. B,

at once obtained a bottle of Asthmalene. M

has disappeared and she is entirely free from
recommend the medicine to all who are sflic
Yours respect

Dg. Tarr Bros. MepiciNe Co.

trial bottle. I found relief at once. I have

make such use of as you see fit.
Home address: 235 Rivington St.

CO., 79 East 130th St., New York City.

LENEH.
even in the worst cases. It cures
when all else fails.

sonLD BY ALILx. DRUGGISTS.

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and Permanent

All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

There is nothing like ASTHMA-
It brings instant relief,

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Villa Ridge, Ill.,

says: * Your trial bottle of Asthmalene received
in good condition. I .cannot tell you how
thankgul I feel for the good derived from it. I

as & blave, chained with putrid sore throat and

Asthma for ten years. I despaired of ever being
cured. I saw your advertisement for the cure
of this dreadful and tormenting disease, Asth-
ma, and thought you had overspoken yourselves,
but resolved to give it a trial. To my astonish-
ment the trial acted like a charm. Send me a
full-size bottle.”

Rev, DR, MORRIS WECHSLER,
Raubbi of the Cong. Bual Israel,

New York, Jan. 3rd, 1901

Dr. Tarr Bros'. Mepicize Co.,

GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-

lent remedy for Asthma and Hay Fever, and its
composition alleviates all troubles which com-
bive with Asthma. Ita success is astonishing
and wonderful,

After having it carefully analyzed, we can

state that ASTHMALENE contains no opium, morphine, chloroform or ether.

Very truly yours,
REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.

o
Avox Serivags, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901,

GENTLEMEN,—I write this testimonial from a sense of duty, having tested the wonder-
ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma. My wife has been afflicted
with sp dic asthma for the past 12 years. 1 v
many others, I chanced to see your sign upontyour windows on 130th street, New York, I

Having exhausted my own skill as well a8

y wife commenced taking it about the first of

November. I very soon noticed a radical improvement. After using one bottle her Asthma.

all symptoms. I feel that I can consistently
ted with this distressing disease.
fully, 0. D. PHELPS§, M. D.
0

Feb. 5, 1901.

GENTLEMEN,—I was troubled with Asthama for 22 years. I have tried numerous
remedies, but they have all failed. I ran across your advertisement and started with &

since-purchased your full sized bottle, and [

am ever grateful. I have family of foar children, and for six years was unable to work. I
am now in the best of health and am doing business every day. This testimony you can

8. RAPHAEL,
67 East 129th St., New York City.

Trial bottie sent absolutely free on receipt of postal

DO NOT DELAY. Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS. MEDICINE

In the hour

neatly and

Business Man « ¢

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.

A

of your need don't

forget that the

(Ueckly Tonitor
Job Department « =

is fully equipped for all kinds of
Job Work. Work done promptly,

tastefully. Nothing

but good stock is used.

* b *

° * = *

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

Wwre PRINT

Letterbeads,
Memoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,

Visiting Cards, IBusinesgs Cards,
or any Special Order

(Ueekly Honitor,

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

Bridgetown, 0. S.

FLOUR,
Meal & Fee

FIVE ROSES, per bbl $5

MANITOBA PATENT,

CORONA, - : - -
SWANSDOWN or CANADA'S BEST,
CORNMEAL, - - - -
MIDDLINGS, per bag, - - -
FEED FLOUR, per bag, . -
Old Oats in stock.

ket 0 o o
SREBZVESHS

E. 8. PICCOTT.

NOTICH

LL persons having legal demands against

the estate of F. WILLIAM BISHOP, late

of Clarence, deceased, are hereby required to

render the same, duly attested, within six

months from date, and all persons indebted to

the said estate are hereby reguested to make
immediate payment to g

ANNIE LAURA BISHOP,

Administratriz,
Clarence, Sept. 24th, 1901, 3m

TO LET

The Brick House belonging to the

estate of late Robt, E. F'Randolph,
April 3rd, 1901 2

Loetry,

Our Footprints.

One calm, still night, & vision came to me;
An angel, olad in robes of shining light,
Upbeckoned me, to a most lofty height

That I the roadway of my life might ses.
The path curved gently downward, till ab
ash
It reached a mighty chasm, o'er whose
li

P
The footprints, crowding close did slip
And lose themselves within the fissure
vast,

“0, God,” I cried, “If mine those footsteps
be.

e,
I thank thee that no other marks are
there !
Where trod the little feet I loved ? I care
But that their pathway shall lie far from
me !"”

The angel paused, his pitying eyes meb

mine,
“The footsteps that thou see’st in truth
belong
To thee! That others are not, is thy
wrong,
The little foet have ever walked in thine I”

-

Too Late.

When she was dead

They came aud brought the roses pale and
fair

To twine within her thin and silver halr;

They softly laid white liiies on her breast,

Where her poor weary hands were crossed
in rest.

Though while she lived they never sent a
flower

To whisper comfort in a darksome hour,

They decked with blossoms beautiful her

d

When she was dead.

When she was dead,

They said ber life had been so true and
grand;

They told how many times her helping band

Had aided them ip trouble—how she brought

Sanshine and cheer to many a gloomy lot;

And how her fingers always seemed Lo be

Toiling for others uncomplainiogly.

They said her days in kindnees had been

d

spe
When she was dead.

When she was dead

They spoke not of her faults. They mar-
mured low

Of all sweet virtunes she was wont to show.

They said that love and pity were her creed,

And blessed her for each kindly deed,

They wondered as they kissed her through
their tears

How they ocould live without her throogh
the years.

Oh many kind and tender things they said,

When she was dead.

And she was dead !

The heart their loving speech would once
have thrilied .

With thankful gladness was forever stilled.

Io life she sought their .love and seldom
heard

In all her busy days one grateful word.

And now it was too late they came and
knelt

Beside her, telling all they thought and fels.

She could not hear the longed-for words they

said,
For she was dead.

e

| WS»IM Literature,

D

By Kate W. HamiLTox.

“Afraid ? Not a bit of it ! laughed Der-
othy, standing in the glow of the camp fire.
*“We left all marauders behind us in the
haonts of civilization. ‘Every prospect
pleases, and only man is vile”—and the man
ien’t here.”

“And our heroine who apprehends thieves
herself, and orders them off the premises in
her own commanding voice, wouldn't be
afraid in any case,” declared the doctor,
merrily- ““Come, good people, get inte the
boats. Dolly's sufe enough, she isn’t afraid
of being lonely, and she will hear nothing
more dangerous than an owl.”

“She’s going to tell us stories 1" piped &
quartette of voices inside the tent. With a
general laugh at Dorothy’s prospect fer em-
joyment, the ‘party on the beach ueased
themselves in the two row boats and pushed
out into the river.

The girl watched them until they passed
from sight around the bend. The scene was
novel and pictareeque enough to charm her
—throwing its silvery gleam on the water,
the jatting point where the raddy fire flam-
ed and sparkled, lighting the white house
tent and little open space near the shore,
and farther away the dark back ground of
the silent woods. ]

They were a family party camping here,
the Kents and Trescotts, who preferred sim-
ple outdoor in this veritable solitude to any
more famed resort. Dorothy reveled in its
wildness and freedom. The children, tired
out with the delights of the day, and been
tucked away for the night while the older
ones went for an evening row. Dorothy was
to guard the camp. She smiled as she re-
membered how a girl cousin and one nervous
sunt had each protested in turn that they
“wouldn’t do it for anything.”

“Not because there's anything to be
frightened at, but becausé"there isn’t,” Amy
had explained. ‘It’s so far from every-
where and so still that it's creepy.”

The stillness was suddenly broken. *“‘Cous-
in Dollie, you promised to tell us stories till
we went to sleep.”

Dorothy drew a camp stool near to the
dancing blaze, where she could be seen
through the netting at the tent door.

“Well, once upon a time”—she began, and
then a boyish voice interrupted :—

“Dolly, what did father mean ’bout your
'resting thieves all yourself, apd such
things 2"

“That? ©h, he was just teasing me. It
wasn't much. There was a boy who work-
ed for us at home last epring, and we found
he was a thief. He had been with us only
a short time and we thought we were going
to like him very much, until I came in from
shopping one day while he was busy In the
garden. I wanted to tell him about training
some roses and I laid my puree down on &
window sill without going into the house,
snd began showing him about the vines.
Then we wandered away from the perch to
lock at some beds he had been digging,
and 8o I forgot all ahout the parse, and as |
went into the house by the side door ] did
not see it. It was an hour or more before I

thought of it, and then I went to get it, bud
it was gone. Joe was just going down the
path, pushing something into his peoket a8
he walked, and I caught a glimpse of silver
fringe that I knew. I went after him and
made him give it g and then I sent him off
right away. Of cqprse mother would have

been sure to do/it if I hadn’t, so it saved her
the trouble, that was all.”

“Dido’t you call any p'liceman 1" ques-
tloned an interested listener.

“No, we didn’t have him arrested; we had
the money back, and that was all we want-
ed. But we told the people around there so
they wouldn't hire him snd give him a
chance to steal any more. I guess he was
frightened and ran away; we never knew
what became of him.”

““That lsn’c any story.” sald a discontent-
ed volce with a sleepy note in it. *‘Now,
tell us a nice one, Dollie.”

So the old time favorites, with new ones
fresh from a fertile brain, were given one
after another until question and comment
ceased, and the soft, regular breathing from
behind the screen told that the audience had
drifted away into the story land of dreams.
All was still now, so still that Dorothy
conld hear only the low ripple of the water,
the enapping of the fire, and the soft rustle
of the tree tops. The great busy world was
just beyond the river and the low-lying hille,
but all its life was so far away that the
bright worlds above her seemed as near.
She began to sing, softly at first, them more
olearly as the beautiful words took posses-
slon of her thought :

“There’s a wideness in God’s mercy

Like the wideness of the sea,
There’s a kindness in his justice

Which is more than liberty.”

There was a slight crackling of twigs, a
rustling of leaves as If some of the wild crea-
tares of the wood were stirring. The girl
paused a minute, thea as the sound ceased
ber voice rang out again, pure and sweet:
“There is no place where earth’s sorrows

Are more felt than up in heaven.

There Is no place where earth’s failures,

Have such kindly judgment given.

For the love of God is broader

Than the measure of man’s mind,
And the heart of the Eternal

Is most wonderfully kind.”

The words died on her lips, as a figure sud-
denly emerged from the shadow and stood
before her. Proud of her courage as she
was, Dotothy barely repressed a startled
cry before she saw that the Intrunder wasa
woman,

“Is there a doctor here 1’ demanded the
new comer abruptly, with no pause for re-
assurance or apology. ‘‘Some one said there
was a doctor campin’ here, and I've come
for him to go to my boy. He’s sick.”

She was middle aged, poorly dressed. She
had a shawl over her bead, falling loose-
ly around her stooped shoulders, and the
dark, heavily lined face which looked out
from it was haggard and anxious.

“Yes, my uncle is a doctor, but he fen't
here just now,” answered Dorothy, vexed
at her own needless alarm, and tryiog to
make her voice sound composed despite the
swift beating of her heart. ‘‘He's out boat
riding with some of the others, but they will
be in before very long. Where do you live *”

«“In that little shack across the woods,
down near the dam.” The woman replied
to the question ae if she scarcely heard it,
and with eyes keenly studying Dorotby’s
face. Ain't you that Trescott girl /”

Neither words nor tone held any of the
respect or admiration usually accorded to
Dorothy, but she was too much astonished
to notice it.

“Yes, I am Dorothy Treacott,” she began,
but the stragger scarcely waited for her to
speak,

*] thought I knew ye |” she said, advan-
olng nearer and standing in the full glare of
the firelight, while her face grew fierce and
hard. *I seen ye once in the street, and I
wasn't likely to forget with all the cause
I've had to remember. You're a pretty one
to sing about God’s mercy when yer haln’t
got none of yer own! Oh, I heard ye—
sounds nicé enough, if sound was all 1"

The words came hot and fast as if the
pent up bitternees of months was pouring
itself out at sight of the girl. ‘What mercy
did ye show my poor Joe but to drive him
out, and hunt him from place, to place s0's
he counldn’s_get work ? Did ye think about
God’s wide mercy when ye wouldn’t give
him a chance? If failin’s do get kindly
Judged up in heaven, it ain’t your kind that
ever gives it on earth.”

“Bat he—he did steal the purse,” faltered
Dorothy, comprehension slowly growing
through her amasement.

“And what if he did ? Is he the only one
who ever done a wrong thing, that ye must
treat him as if he was never to have another
chance ? Oh, I ain’c sayin’ he dido’s do
wrong. I'm his mother, but I'm an honest
woman. I tried to bring Joe up that way,
too, and he is honest, spite of everything
that’s happened. But he waa a boy—just a
miser'ble tempted boy, that day, and he
wanted money. Oh, how he did want
money 1”

For a moment the using voice
about: to break in a sob, but- the woman’s
bony hand clutched fiercely at her shawl as
if to choke back all weakness,

+ "'ewag his sister. She wasin a decline,
and nothin’ couldn’t have saved her, but
Joe didn’t know. He thought if he could
only get her away somewheres. That's
what he was workin’ so for, workin’ at every
job he could get, and scrimpin’ every cent
he could save. And then you comes along
and throws down your stuffed parse as if it
'twasn’t of no ’count—Ileaves it right in sight
of his hungry eyes | Did yeever think what
'twould be to see somebody ye loved bet-
ter’n'n your own life dyin’ for want of a lit-
tle money ye couldn’t give? Wouldn't it
tempt ye none to see other folks with full and
plenty flingin’ round careless like what you
wanted more'n anything else ! Oh, Iain't
sayin' wrong’s right. 1 do believe in a God
somewheres that cares, but you folks ain’t
helpin’ us to believe in him, I'll tell you
that. Ye never looked in my boy’s face to
see what trouble was there. He wasn’t mo
brother nor feller bein’ to you—just a mach-
ine to do the work, that was all.

“And when he took that thing—took the
purse ye tempted him with—ye never took
the trouble to fiad out ’twas the first wrong
he'd done, nor asked why he'd done it, nor
give him any show, nor chenge to try ag'in.
No, ye drove him out, galled him a thief,
took away the good name that was all
he had, and told other folk so nobody’d have
him round more'n 'sif he was some desprit
oharacter—him just & poor, sore hearted
boy !

*‘Some on ’em threatened him with jail,
too; that’s what made him hide round and
not come home till he took sick. He thought
‘twould break my heart if he waa ’rested.
"Tis broke, apyway. Viny's dead, and be'll
g0, too, and he's all I've got. If 'twas your

d

brother hunted out of the world that way”
—she broke off abruptly and threw aup her
hand with a quick gesture, as if to again re-
press the treacherous sob that rose in her
throat.

“I don't know what I stand here talkin
to ye for—you, sittin’ here so peaceful and
singin’ about ’kindly judgments and God’s
wide mercy,” and him a dyin’ over there
‘count of you and your like | 'Twas a doo-
tor I come for, b=t I didn’t know he was any
belongin’ to you, or I'd never come.”

She turned, and before Dorothy under-
stood her movement she was hurrying sway
a8 swiftly and silently as she had come. So
sudden had been her appearance, so like a
torrent her burst of accusing words, that
the girl had been almost speechless, but as
the retreating figure neared the woods she
found her voice and cried pleadingly: |

“Oh, wait a minute ! Don’t go! Wait
until”—

But the woman neither turned mnor an-
swered, and vanished among the trees as if
the call were unheard. Dorothy started as
if to follow, but she knew that would be
useless. She ran down to the water’s edge
and looked anxiously for the boats, but there
was no sight or sound of their returning,
and she could only go back to her guardian-
ship of the camp and the sleeping children.

It was an awful revelation that had come
to her, for not for one moment did she doubt
ita perfect trath. Why had she not seen
that boy's face at the time as it rose before
her now—frightened, heartsick, dumb, as
his mother had said ? Why had she never
thought that the matter might have another
side? Never thought what consideration
she would ask for her own young brother in
any wrong doing—that dearly loved brother
away at school for whose safekeeping she
prayed constantly ? She shivered even in
the warm night and the fire glow as the
questions forced themselves upon her.
Would the hoats never come ? The weight
on nerves and heart seemed greater that she
could bear.

It seemed hours before she heard voices
again, and she was down on the shore before
a prow had touched it.

+‘Uncle Doctor, O Uncle Doctor, burry !”
she urged, as he made the boat chalos fast
to their stakes. *‘Joe is sick in that little
cabin beyond the woods—Joe, the boy we
sent away from us—and his mother says I've
killed him. She came for vou; she didn’t
know I was here. But he was only a boy—
good and faithful about the place, only that
—and I never asked”"—

The voice was breaking strangely for Dor-
othy’s and Dr. Kent, after one keen glance
at her face, hastened to the tent and made
his preparations with a celerity more reas”
suring than words. The ladies protested
against Dorothy’s accompanying him but the
doctor understood that she was in no mood to
be left behind, and he silenced all objections.

Not antil they were fairly on their way
and beyond the reach of other listeners did
he ask for any expianations.

“Now, Dollie, tell me all about this busi-
ness—to night and the rest of it.”

He did not interrupt her except by a
needful question or two, did not even try
to combat her eelf reproaches.

“Yes, I understand, little girl, the Mas-
ter gave you a chance to do a choice bit of
work for him and you did not see it. You
blundered, and hurt instead of helped a soul
that needed you. It is what we all do often
and never know it; but when wé do learn it,
and too late, it leaves a sore spot in the
heart that nothing but heaven will ever
make right again.”

His quiet tone, the old pet name, and even
his acceptance of the case from her stand-
point with no attempt to argue it downm,
quieted her as nothing else would have done.
She was ready for his next words which
came afcer a moment’s silence.

“And now Dolly, if you are going to help
me tonight you must be calm and strong.
Put away every thought of yourself, even
your troubled conscience; be blind and deaf
to everything that may look or sound like
reproaches, and keep your mind steadily
fixed upon being of use. I can trust you for
this?”

Dorathy’s tearful smile passed unchalleng-
ed in the dim light, and the quick pressure
of her hand gave the required promiee.

The doctor ignored the scant welcome
given him at the cabin and the still less
gracious one accorded to his niece, and set
to work at ence. He kept Dorothy bucy,
and it was not in human nature—not in
mother nature, at least—to long remain uvn-
touched by the tirelese, skilful care the two
were bestowing upon the sufferer. Slowly
the pain abated, and the fevered head grew
aooler as the long hours passed. The boy
did not appear to notice the presence of the
strangers at first. He lapsed into uncon-
sclonsness now and then, and was wander-
ing sad troubled. Once from such & brief
interval, he aroused with a quick start of
recognition as his gaze fell upon Dorothy.

¢«‘Miss Trescott ? I must be dreaming,” he
mattered.

«Just a bad dream, if it's anything that
troubles you, Joe,” answered Dorothy, with
» flush of inspiration, *‘Yes, I'm Miss Tres-
cott, and everything is all right. The roses
are growing beautifully.”

He lay as if trying for a moment to recon-
cile her presence and her -words with some
vision of dread that had haunted him, but
they seemed to have dispelled it, and with a
sigh of relief he turned and dozed again into
a more restful sleep.

“He is better,” sald Dr. Kent, looking
across at the mother.

She nodded. Her face was losing its
hardness, and a new look was coming into

Baking Powder

Made from pure
cream of tartar.

Safeguards the food

against alum.

Alym powders are the greatest
menacers to of(ilu:ptcuntday.

ROVAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW YORK.

the eyes she turned upon the young nurse
at the bedside. All night the dootor waged
his battle, but at dawn the patient was rest-
ing in quiet, natural slumber.

“We'll go now,” eaid the dootor, ‘I will
come over again in two or three hours. and
this afternoon, when she has rested, my
niece will come back and stay with you
awhile.

““If she will 1" answered the mother in a
tone that left nothing to be said of a cancel-
led past.

“He will get well, Dollie,” said the doctor,
in his reassuring, matter-of fact tone, as the
two followed the path through the woods.
“And when he does ['ve a place all ready
for him. I've been wanting somebody quite
a while, you know. I'l give Joe his next
chance.”

“And God has given me mine,” eaid Dor-
othy, gratefully, as the sun rose above the
hills in a glory of pink and gold, and flash-
ed down upon wood, camp, and river, the
brightness of a new day.

A ‘‘Healer” in the Tolls.

The iron hand of Uncle Sam has been felt
in ** Mental Sclence” circles, and there is
weeping and gnashing of teeth, Mrs. Helen
Wilmans-Post, the alleged head of the cult
in the United States, is wroth over the ac-
tion of the authorities, and in the Iast issue
of ‘“Freedom,” the organ of the Mental
Scientists, she denounces the Post Office De-
partment in unmeasured terms, calls for aid
from the * faithful,” says that she feels sure
““the right will come out with flying colors,”
and finally adds that the government is as
criminal as she is, as it allowed her te do
business for so many years without restriotive
action,

All this was brought about by her arrest
August 24th by United States Marshal Mo-
Cormick, of Jacksonville, on the affidavit of
Frederick D. Peer, a postoffice Inspector,
who has been watching Mrs. Post and her
‘‘absent treatment” for many months. The
affidavit charges: ‘‘That Helen Post, alias
Helen Wilmane, did devise a scheme and
artifice to defraud divers persons within and
outside of the United Staies by mesns of the
poetoffice establishment, which was to be
effected by means of falee and fraudulent
representations to be made by her through
letters, writings, circulars, etc. . . . to
the effect that she possessed the power, by
means of what she termed ‘mental sclence
healing’ or * mental cure,’ to cure and heal
every form of disease and weakness, etc. .

she thereby intending to obtain and
secure possession of moneys from said per-
sons, as should be sent her, without render-
ing anything of value therefor, and to de-
fraud thereby.” The affidavit was volumin-
ous and covered the case fully. Mrs. Post,
her husband, Colonel C. C. Post, and her
son-in-law, Charles F. Burgman, were ar-
rested and taken to Jacksonville. There
they waived examination and were released
in 85,000 bail each, to appear befors the
Unived States Court at the fall term for trial.

Helen Wilmans, as she is more familiarly
known, has been a prominent figure in this
‘“ mental science, absent treatment” cureall
for many years. She was heard of in Chicago
many years ago. Later she went to Boston,
and about 1892-'93 located in Atlanta. In
both the latter places she was ‘‘disturbed”
by the law, and had to move. In looking
about for an asylum she decided upon Flor-
ida. Some time in 1893-'94 she came to Sea
Breeze, a charming little hamlet on the east
coast, sixty miles south of Jacksonville, It
was & small place with few inhabitants.
Mrs. Wilmans set her wires in motion, and
before many months the golden stream came
pouring into her lap. Sea Breeze, or *‘ City
Beautiful,” as she named her headquarters,
soon became the Mecca of the faithful, and
their “‘contributions” for “treatment” came
in abundantly, not only from all sections of
the United Statee, but from Canada, Mexice
and other points. At first the money reach-
ed a figure of perhaps $1,000 a month, then
increased as her mail appeals reached out,
until thie year, when it was reckoned her
“income” was from $5,000 to $15,000 a
month.

The *‘City Beautiful” felt the effects of
this golden shower. Cottages were built, a
town laid out, a magnificent residence bailt
for Mre. Wilmans, a fine printing plant es-
tablished, a $10,000 bridge across the Halifax
projected and begun, a fine convention hall
for the ““faithful” started, a college begun
and many other works of like nature put
under way. The “City Beautiful” had a
boom. This autumn a national convention
of the ““mental scientists” is to be held, and
the big convention hall now under way will
be ready to date the th de ex-
pected. It is estimated that $500,000 or
more has been spent In varlous improve-
ments, all coming from ths alleged dupes of
the ‘“‘absent treatment healer.”

Mrs. Wilmans is a medium sized woman,
shrewd and calculating. Her face is large
and full, with sharp, gray eyes, a mass of
light colored hair crowning her head. This
was formerly white, but as she says ‘‘she
had faith and turned it golden!” She also
says that at one time she was too heavy,
weighing 200 pounds, but that by faith she
reduced her weight to 170 pounds. Colonel
Post is a tall, military locking man, with a
good presence. He has charge of the place,
and does the outside work. Her son in-law,
Charles F. Burgman, bas oharge of the
printing plant, sale of her books, etc. The
two men were only arrested as ‘‘a¢ocessories,”
80 to speak, the charge being against Mrs.
Wilmans principally. She is president of
the national association, Mr. Burgman is
eecretary and Colonel Poat is one of the cen-
tral executive committee.

The government, it is understood, will not
endeavor to combat ‘‘mental science” as &
“gcience,” but will prosecute Mrs. Wilmans
apon grounds of alleged fraud in taking
money for which no value was given. Is
will endeavor to prove that Mrs. Wilmans
fixed certain hours for “‘absent treatment,”
when the patients would place themselves
in condition for ‘‘thought connection” for
treatment by her, but that instead of placing
herself in “‘thought commanication” with
such persons, she was otherwise engaged,
either fishing, entertaining friends or absent
from the city. It will also try to show that
Mrs. Wilmans seldom dictated answers to
patients’ letters, but that after opening let-
ters and taking out the money, she simply
turned them over to her clerks to acknow-
ledge the amount received. And it is also
alleged that on occasions she reprimanded
her force for not holding the patients longer,
intimating, it is slleged, that they ‘‘were

cured too soon,” stopping the flow of money,
which latter ideration, so the g
ment will allege, was her main thought,

Mrs, Wilmans was a prolific writer, lssu-
ing many tracts or pamphlets, upon her
“ 1t t,” and also publishing an
organ of the calt called “Freedom.”

One letter in the possession of the govern-
ment shows & queer state. A man makes
affidavit that he paid the mental scientist $5
 month for several years for treatment for
his mother, who had consumption. She
finally died. Some two or three weeks after
his mother- was buried he received a letter
from Mrs. Wilmans, stating that his mother
was getting better every day and that she
would be fully recovered soon, and intimat-
ing in & postscript that & remittance would
be in order. Many other letters of even &
more damaging character, as to the alleged
fraudulent character of this ‘“‘absent treat-
ment,” it is stated, are in the hands of the
suthorities.

Last week the government made another
move by putting a fraud order in effect,
holding up all mail addressed to Mrs. Wil.
mans or Helen Post. This action of the
authorities was grestly resented by Mrs.
Wilmans; and *“Fresdom” wailed in several
ovlumns over the ‘‘terrible persecution te
which she was subjected.” Direstions were
given, however, to send money to her son-
in-law or to her daughter, as {‘finances must
not be neglected.”

Mrs. Post has engaged Congressman Davis,
of Palatks, as one of her lawyers, and the
fight in the United States Court promises to
be long and sharp. It is also stated that an
appeal has been made to Mrs, Eddy, of the
Christian Scientists, to ald in this fight.
The mental scientista all over the country
are coming to the aid of Mrs. Wilmans, and
she will not lack for financial aid.

In the printing office they print many
psmphlets, among them ““A Blossom of the
Centary,” **A Search for Freedom,” “A Con-
quest of Poverty,” “The Conquest of Death,”
“A Healing Formula,” *‘Self-Treatment,”
““Home Course in Mental Science,” “Home
Treatment for Every Form of Disease and
Every Undesirable Condition,” etc. *‘Free-
dom” is a sixteen-page weekly, filled with
her writings, and claime a eircolation of
twelve thousand. “The Breeze,” s local
weekly, is also printed there.

Sea Breeze is incorporated. Colonel Post
is Mayor and Mr. Burgman is an officer of
the municipality. They naturally have con-
trol of the place and the situation.

*  Why Helen Keller is Happy.

Who tires of reading about Helen Keller?
This wonderful girl-—deaf, blind and dumb
—or at least dumb until recently—is per-
haps the best-known and best-loved young
woman in all the land. We have followed
ber from those early days when the indomit-
able perserverance and marvellous skill of
her teachers pierced through the shell im
which a sad fortune had enclosed her beauti-
fulsoul. We have watched her progress,
step by step, as the world has unfolded itself
before her delighted appreciation. Of recens
months we have seen her entering Radcliff
College, and taking honorable rank there.
Unending effort has even given her the fac-
ulty of speech, though she can hear no syl-
Iable that she utters. When chosen vice-
president of her class she rose at the fresh-
men luncheon, and said distinctly:—*Class-
mates, it is a great pleasure, and I esteem i§
agreat honor, to be present here and te
spesk to you. Iam glad to have an oppor-
tunity to thank the clase for their kindness
in electing me their vice-president, and I
hope that I may become acquainted with
many of you. I will soon know you by touch-
ing your hands.

‘Miss Keller,’ said one of her teachers the
other day, ‘is really the happiest person I
know of. And why? Becaude of the greas
obstacles she has overcome.’

New isn't that a secret worth knowing
and practising? We all want to be happy-.
Who is there of s who may mot find this
pathway to happiness; obstacies to be over-
come? Fortunately for our feebler wills they
will not be Helen Keller's obstacles. We
have those priceless possessions, our five
senses. Baut as soon as we try to do things,
we shall run up againet obstacles in sufficiens
abundance. The main thing is—te try te
do things.

You are like Helen Keller. You are bliad
—blind to a world of thought and beauty.
You are deaf—deaf to a myriad of veices of
the unseen world. You are dumb—your lipe
closed to a th d noble that
might inspire your friends and fellows. Oh,
learn to see and hear and to speak! Break
through all barriers that shut you out from
the best that is possible for you. Leap up
the mountain side, not waiting for the path
to be blazed. You will find morasses, wind-
rows, precipices, tangled thickets, dsnger-
ous beasts. [Every foot of pregress must be
fought for. But as you go on, rising higher
and higher icto ever widening and more
glorious landscapes, there will fill your soul
a joy like this heroic blind girl, and it will
be said of you as of her, that you are among
the happiest of mortals, because of obstacles
overcome.—Caleb Cobweb, in the Christian
Endeavor World.

———
Decreased Mortality in South Afriea.

In the first year of the South African war
the death rate per 1,000 officers in the Brit-
ish army was 71 48 killed and 29.09 died
from disease, making a total of 100.57. The
hospital service has been very much im-

roved and the cfficers are more carefal of
the Boer bullets, with the result that the
death rate fell to 21.94 killed and 15.03 died
from disease, a total of 36 97. The death
rate 15.03 is practically the normal rate pre-
vailing in the British army engaged in for-
eign services in time of peace. In the
Franco-Prussian war the percentage of offi-
cers killed was 65.5 and disease caused the
death of 8.9. The mortality among the rank
and file in South Africa shows a like im*
rovement, In 1899-1900 the death rate
rom wounds and disease among the
rank and file was 50.79 and in 1900 1901 this
has been reduced to 31-43.

From these figures it will be observed thas
in battle the risk of the officer is abous
double that of the private soldier. The
present death rate among the rank and file
in South Africa is not as great as that which
prevails among Europeans in Calcatta and
about the same as ordinarily occurs in Dube
lin.
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Facts for Catarrhal Sufferers.

The mucous membrane lioes all puuro
and cavities communicating with theexterior.

Catarrh is an excessive secretion, acoom-
panied with chronic inflammation, from the
mucouse membrane.

Hood's Sarsaparilla scte on the mucose

b hrough the blood, red infl

ation, establishes healthy action, and radi-
cally cures all cases of catarrh.

The French Budget for 1902 shows a de-
ficit of 50,000,000 francs, of which 20,000
francs are due to sugar bounties.
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is composed entirely of . . . .
Pure Ceylon and Indian Teas.
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