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C AH AD! AN BRIEFS.*not as single as H sounds. I went 
through a good d*al. Hut the eteaJ/ 
influence for good was besiefc me 
through that long passage—we were 
two weeks—the stronger because it 
was unconscious, the stronger, I think, 
too, that it rested on no intellectual 
basis, but was wholly and purely spir
itual—as the confidence of a child 
might hold a man to his duty where 
the arguments of a sophist would have 
no effect. The outcome was that as 
soon as I Banded I took passage on 
the next boat back, which sailed at 
once. Within a year, within a month 
almost, I knew that the decision I 
made then was a turning point, that 
to have done otherwise would have 
meant ruin in more than one way. I 
tremble now to think how close I was 
to shipwreck. All that I am, all that 
I have, I owe more or less directly to 
that man's unknown influence. The 
rr ensure of a life is its service. Much 
opportunity lor that, much power has 
be. n placed in my hands, and I have 
tried to hold it humbly and reverent
ly, remembering that time. I have 
thought of myself many times as 
merely tha instrument, fitted to its 
special use, of that consecrated soul.”

The voice stopped, and the boy, his 
wide, shining eyes fixed on his fath
er's face, drew a long breath. In a 
moment he spoke, ard the father knew 
as well as if he had said it, how lit
tle of hjg feelings he could put into

“It makes you ihirsr, doesn't it," 
he said, “to think what etitet you 
may be having on peoole. am! never 
know it? Both you and J,' futile..-— 
our lives changed, savid -by the Infli* 
ence of two strangers, who hadn't the 
least idea of what they were doing. 
It frightens you.”

“I think it makes yk>u know," said 
the older man slowly, “that not your 
least thought is unimportant; that the 
radiance of your character shines for 
good or evil' wherever you go. Our 
thoughts, our 4n^mencefi> arc like 
birds; one by one wx? open our hand 
and loose thefm, and they are gone 
and forgotten, but surely there will be 
a day when they will come back on 
white wings or dark Kke a cloud of 
witnesses—”

The man stopped, his voice died 
away softly, and he stand into the 
blaze with solemn eyes, as if he saw 
a vision. The boy, suddenly aware 
again of the strong hand on his 
shoulder, leaned again?1 it lovingly, 
and the fire talking unconcernedly on 
was the only sound in the warmth 
and stillness and luxury of the great 
room which held two souls at peace.

chair, and shut his eyes to keep them 
back. He would try not to be cow
ardly. Then, with the closing of the 
soul-windows, mental and physical fa
tigue brought their own gentle heati 
ing, and in the cold, little study, bare 
even, of many books, with the fire 
smoldering cheerlessly before him, he 
fell asleep. . ; » ’

there, and they wouldn’t let me go.
I told them I was ill, but they laugh
ed at me. I don’t remember just what 
I did, for I was in a bad dream, but 
I was about with them, and more men 
I knew kept turning up—I couldn’t 
seem to escape my friends. Even if I 
stayed in my room, they hunted me 
up. So this morn ng I -whifted to the 
Oriental and shut myself up in my 
room there, and tried to think an. 
plan. But I felt pretty rotten and 
I couldn’t see daylight, so I went 
down to lunch and who should bo at 
the neixt table but the Dongerfields, 
the whole outfit, just back from Eng
land, and bursting with cheerfulness! 
They made me lunch with them, and 
it was ghastly to rattle along feeling 
as I did, but I got away as soon as 
I decently could—rather sooner, I 
think—and went for a walk, hoping the 
air would clear my head. I tramped 
miles'-vob, a long time, and it seemed 
not to do any good; I felt deadlier 
and more hopeless than ever—I have
n’t bean very comfortable fighting 
you.” He stopped a minute and his 
tired face turned to his father’s with 
a smile of very winning tenderness.

The father tried to speak, but his 
voice caught harshly. Then •We’ll 
make it up, Ted,” he said, and laid 
his hand on the boy’s shoulder.

The young fellow, as if that touch 
had silenced him, gazed into the fire 
thoughtfully, and the big room was 
very still for a long minute.

I want to tell you the rest.; j I 
came back from my tramp by the riv
er drive, and suddenly I saw 
on his horse trotting up the bridle 
path toward me. I drew the lino at 
steing any more men, and Griswold is 
the worst of the lot for wanting to 
do things, so I turned into a side 
street and ran. I had an idea be bad 
st.cn me, and so when I came to n lit
tle church with the doors open, in the 
first half-block, I went in. Being Lent, 
you know, there was service going on, 
and I dropped quiotly into a seat at 
tho back, and it came to me in u min
ute that I was in fit shape to say my 
praytrs, so—I said 'em. It quieted 
a bit, the old words of the service. 
They’re fine English, of course. So I 
felt a liittic lctts like u wild beast by 
the time the clergyman began Lis ser- 

He wee a i athetic old fellow, 
thin and ascetic and sad. with n uai- 

forehead and a Utile white l air,

Ayer’s It ia estimated that the people of 
Newfoundland will pocket 81,000,000 
extra this autumn by the enhanced 
value of fish and oiL

Extreme destitution is reported in 
eome ports of Labrador because of the 
shortage in fishery catch. Unices gov
ernment relief is provided it is fee red 
that some will perish.

Marconi is at work on t.n mure use 
power station near r’itn, ituly, from 
which it is expected comm mka'.ion 
will be established with the Argentine 
Republic.

Fire did 850,000 damage a! the 
premises oi the Consumers’ Gas Com
pany at Toronto on Tu» day, 10th. 
The fire was conOned rl«iefl> < • • he
coal supplies of the company and will 
not interfere with the lighting service.

The Northern Navigation Company’s 
steamer Atlantic was burned on Tues
day, 10th, inside of Red Rock on the 
Georgian Bay. Tho passengers and 
crew were all saved. The steamer car
ried a valuable cargo of merchandise 
and was fully insured.

Commander Peary, U. S. N., lectured 
before the Royal Geographical Society 
in London on the 10th. Peary said 
his future plans were based on the be
lief that Smith Sound route to the 
north pole was the only practicable 
one. He wished to win the pole be
cause it was the last geographical 
prize the world had to confer.

The British warship Charybdis ar
rived from Newfoundland with 103 na
val reserve men recruited from among 
the fishermen of tho colony. These men 
sign for six months at full pay. In 
the spring they will go back to New
foundland and to their regular work, 
drawing smalkr pay for the simmer, 
thus retaining their connection with 
the navy. The British (1-ct will sail 
for Bermuda on November S3.

Little Florence Cole, the thrce-ycar- 
old daughter of Mr. and Mrs. John 
Cole, of Tyrone, Ont., is dead as the 
result of swallow ng a mother lizard 
and her seven little ones. Doctors 
worked on the child for hours, believ
ing that sne had cholera infantum. 
Finally a young physician of the 
neighborhood was called in and gave 
the child an emetic. This brought to 
view the eight lizards. The child w. 
so weak from previous convulsions 
that she died within a few hours.

R You can depend on Ayer's 
U Hair Vifor to restore color to 
H your gray hair, every time, 
jj Follow dlrectior ; and It never 
N falls to do this work. It stops
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iginl A’oro Scotia Building Society 

— AoesT roc—
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A few miles away,, in a suburb of 

the same great city, in a large library 
peopled with books, luxurious with 
pictures and soft-toned rugs and 
carved dark furniture, a man sat star
ing into the fiile* The six-foot logs 
crackled and roared up th3 chimney, 
and ihe blaze lighted the wide, dig
nified room. From the high iliimiey- 
piooe, that had been the feature of a 
great hall in Florence two centuries 
before, grotesque heads of black oa«t 
looked down with a gaze that seemed 
weighted with age-old wisdom ami 
cynicism, at the man’s sad face. The 
glow of the lamp, shining like a huge- 
grey-green jewel, lighted unobtrusively 
the gendrous sweep of table at his 
right hand, and on it were books 
whose presence meant the though1. <>f 
a scholar and the broad interests of a 

Each detail of the

**t

Hair Vigor
y fallingofthehiir.slso. There’s 

great satisfaction in knowing 
» you are not going to be dlsap- 
5 pointed. Isn't that so?
j) •« Mr hair faded tt woe elwtt white. II 
u too* Jn*t onoffiottlo W Hair Vigor U
S roe lor# ft to lu former dark. rtcWoler. Tear 
\\ Hair Vigor certainty daes wknt ft* olalm 1er 
j «."-A. M. Booaox. Boaktif ham, N. C.
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H tad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown
might be Ihe very look in your eyes 
after a while, if I left you.
I’m not vain to know I make a lot 
of difference to you, father—considering 
we two are alone." There was a ques
tioning inflection, but ho smiled, as if 
he knew.
“You make all the difference- You 

ihe foundation of my life. All the

I think
man of affairs.Monos* to I»oon on Flrst-Olv

Real Estate.
, if there h.ii been an ob- 

of its quiet perfection, had an
great room,

importance of its own, yet each ex
quisite belonging fell swiftly into ihe 
dimness of the background of a |i<- 
ture wheat one saw the man who v. as 
the master. Among a thousand picked 

his face and figure would have

O. S. MILLER, 
Barrister, &c.

Beal Estate Agent, etc.
SHA1NER BUILDING,

BRIDGETOWN, N S

rest counts for nothing beside you.” 
The father’s voice was slow and very

what had become of them? They seem
ed to have slipped by slow degrees, 
through the unsuccessful years, out of 
his soul, and in their place was a dull 
distrust of himself; almost—God for
give him—distrust in God’s kindness. 
He had worked wifh his might nil the 
years of his life, and what lie had to 
show for it was a poor, Jukvwtum 
parish, a diminished congregation, debt 
—to put it in one dreadful word, fail- 
vre!

By the pitiless searchlight of hope
lessness, he saw himself for the first 
tima as he was—-surely devoted, and 
sincere, but narrow, limited, 
lacking outward expression of inward 
and spiritual grac*. tie bad never 
had the gift to win hearts. That had 
not troubled him much, earlier, but 
lately he had longed for a 1 ttle ap
preciation, a little human love, some 
sign that he had not always worked 
in vain. He remembered the few times 
that people had stopped after service 
to praise his sermons, and to-night he 
remvmbcrçd not so much the glow at 
his heart that the kind words had 
brought, as the fact that those times 
had been very few. He did not preach 
good sermon»; he faced that now, un
flinchingly. He was not broad minded; 
new thoughts were unattractive, hard 
for him to a«Bimilntf>; lie had cham
pioned always theories that were go
ing out of fashion, and the half-con
sciousness of it put him ever on the 
defensive. When he most wished to be 
gentle, there was something in his 
manner which antagonized. As he 
looked back over his colorless, consci
entious past, it seemed to him that his 
life Vas a failure. The souls he had 
reached, the work he had done with 
such infinite effort—it might all have 
been done better and easily by anoth
er man. He would not begrudge his 
strength and his years burned freely 
in the sacred fire, if he might know 
that the flames had shone even faintly 
in dark places, that the heat had 
wprmed but a little the hearts of men. 
But—he smiled grimly at the K gs in 
front of him- in the small, cheap, black 
fireplace—his influence was much like 
that, he thought, cold, dull, ugly, with 
uncertain smoke, 
worthy, had dared tq consecrate him
self to a high service, and it was ids 
reasonable punishment that his life 
had been useless.

poetrç.
been distinguished. People did not 
call him old, for the alertness and 
and force of youth radiated from him, 
and his gray eyes were clear and his 
color fresh, yet the face 
heavily, and tho thick thatch of hair 
shone in the firelight silvery white. 
Face and figure were full of character 
and breeding, of life lived to its ut
most, of will, responsibility and suc- 

Yet to-night the spring of the 
mi chan ism seemed ^broken, and the no
ble head lay back against the Hack 
leather of his deep chair us listlessly 

girl’s. He watched the dry wood

Griswold
Faith. quiet.

“That thought haunted me,” went 
on the young man, a bit unsteadily, 
“and the contrast of the old clergy
man and you made it seem as if you 
were there beside me. It sounds un
reasonable, but it was so. 
at Him, old, poor, unsuccessful, nar- 
'row-minded, with hardly even the dig
nity of age, and I Couldn't help seeing 
a vision of you, every year of your 
life a glory to you, with your splendid 
mind, your splendid body, and all the 
power and honor and luxury that 
se m a natural and fitting background 
to you. Proud as I am of you, it 
s emed cruel, and then it came to my 
mind like a stab that perhaps without 
me, your only son, all of that would 
—well, what you said just now— 
would count for nothing—that you 
would be practically, some day, just a 
lonely and pathetic old mem like that 
other.”

The hand on the boy’s shoulder 
stirred a little. “You thought right, 
Ted.”

“That was one impression the cler
gyman’s sermon made, and the other 
was simply, his beautiful goodness. It 
shone from him at every syllable, un
inspired and uninteresting as they 
we-rj. You couldn’t help knowing that 
his soul was as white as an angel’s. 
Such sincerity, devotion, purity, as 
his couldn't be mistaken. As I rea
lized it, it transfigured the whole, 
poor place. It made me fell that if 
that quality—just goodness—cVuld so 
glorify all the defects of his look and 
mind and manner, it must bo worth 
while, and I would like to have it. 
So I knew what was right in my 
heart—I think you can alwaVs know 
what's right if you want to know— 
and I just threw my pride and my 
stubbornness into tho street and—and 
I caught the 7.35 train.”

(By George Cabot Lodge.)
lined

There's a star overseas like a dew- 
drop new-hung on a bud that un-

There’s a fire in the turrets of heav
en, there’s a flush on the breast 
of the sea.

And the gates of the sunrise are filled 
with a flame as of myriad roses 

That kindles ineffable vistas, a world 
recreated for me.

Prompt and satisfactory attention giver 
the collection of olairos, and all otiwr 

rofeseional business.
I looked

I
f

Cl ss.
i,r
k There’s a hill in its vestment of dew- 

fall that kneels' like a priest to 
the altar,

Low bird-criee resound in the sil
ence, frail tendrils reach forth 
to the light,

The fields, flower-breasted, are frag- 
and fresh the faint breezes

of the fire as it blazed and fell apart 
and blazed up brightly a^airt1, yet a s 

did not seem to see it- - their ab-DENTISTRY!

Dfl. FI. g. HNDE^@N-
sorbed gaze was inward.

The distant door of the room swung 
but the man did not mar, and,

L rant 
that falter—

Life’s faith in the future is perfect. 
Life s dream 06 eternity bright!

I open,
his head and face shining clear cut like 
a cameo against ihe dark leather, 
hands stitetched nervelessly along the 
arms of the chair, eyes gazing gloom
ily into the heart of the flame, he 
was still. A young man, 
with strength, yet with a worn air 
about him, and deep circles under the 

stood inside the room and look-

Gradustc of the University flnrylend.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.

- Office next door to Union Bank.
” Honrs: 9 to 5.

and an underfed look about him. li.e 
whole place seemed poor and badly 
kept. As he walked across the chan
cel, he stumbled on a hole in the car
pet. I stared at him and suddenly it 
struck me that he must bo about your

If ours were the faith of tho petals un
folding, the nest and its treasure,

The faith all revealed and illumined, 
the faith that alone makes us 
ftie,

What divine understanding were ours 
of the sunlight that flows with
out measure,

Of the silver of moonlight that 
rings down the resonant floor of 
the sea!

What divine understanding for life, for 
the world what ineffable mean-

What°truths by the roadside; in 
martyrdom," poverty, pain what 
delight! _ _ •

What poems in *he midnight; vhr.t 
visions revealed that tho dark- 
ncs was screening,

As like fire-tinged incense tho dawn- 
mists flush round tho knees of 
the night!

Wake, 0 Wake! The small lafetv we 
chirish is false! Wd are blind! Me 
are soothless!

Ba\e we learned why the f>hls are 
made fruitful? Do # we live for 
Life’s ultimate Ronl*—

0 for faith to accept for our lives not 
an ectasy less, not a truth less

Than the world and the senses af
ford us, than are sphered in the 
scope of the soul!

Charlton’s Plea for Reciprocity.

' JawTriznrose, D. D. S. Chicago, Nov. 10.—A strong plea for 
the adoption of reciprocity and free 
trade in natural products between the 
United States and Canada w<as mad# 
by John Charlton, member of the Ca
nadian parliament for North Norfolk 
In a speech to-day at a banquet given 

the Illinois Manufacturers Asso
ciation. Said ho: Free Trade in na
tural products is beyond question ful
ly earned by Canadian tariff condi
tions. fte sooner it is arranged the 
better for the interest of both coun
tries.

“The Alaskan boundary dispute pre
sents itself as a disturbing element in 
Its influence upon public opinions and 
finds the Canadian ready to display 
temper over what he believes to have 
been a sacrifice of his rights and he is 
the more disposed to manifest this 
feeling because the American policy for 
more than thirty years has excited hie 
resentment and daily strengthened his 
feelings of indifference about recipro
city or friendly relations. The time is 
now ripe for the display of liberal 
spirit on the part of the United 
State*. If that country has the wis
dom to display this spirit towards its 
northern neighbor the result will be 
far more satisfactory than the contin
uance of present conditions.”

brilliant
Office lu Drag Store, corner Queen and 

Graoviliv streets, formerly occupied by Dr. 
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in ail it* 
Branches carefully and promptly attended 
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday 
*nd Tuesday of each week 
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age, and it was like a knife to me, 
father, to see him trip. No two men 
were ever more of a contrait, but 
through that very fact he seemed to 
1*3 standing there as a living mes
sage from you. So when he opened 
his mouth to give out the text I fell 
back as if he had struck me, for 
the words that he said were: ‘I 
will arise and go to my father.’

The boy’s tones, in the press and 
rush of his little story, were dra
matic, swift, and when he brought cut 
the climax, the older man, though b?a 
tense muscles were still, drefw a sud- 

; den startled breath, as if he, too, had 
felt a blow. But ho said nothing and

8 * I
At that hour, writh the volume of 

Browne under his outstretched hand, 
his thin gray hair resting against the 
worn cloth of the chair, in the bare 
little study, the old 
slept. And, as he slept, a
derful dream came to him. He
thought he had gone from this famil
iar, hard world, and stood, in his old 
clothes, with his old discouraged soul, 
and in the ligfit of the infinitely glor
ious Presence, where he must surely 
fctand at last. And the question was 
asked him, wordlessly, solemnly:

“Child of mine, what have you made 
of the'life given you?” And he looked 
down h/umbly at his shabby self, and 
answered:

“Lord, nothing. My life is a fail
ure. I worked all day in God’s gar
den, and my plants were twisted and 
mÿ roses never bloomed. For all my 
fighllngT the weeds grew thicker. 1 
oould not learn to make the good 
good things growi. I tried to work 
rightly, Lord, my Master, but I must 
have done it all wrong.
And as he stood sorrowful, with no 

harvest sheaves to offer as witnesses 
for his toiling, suddenly he heard back 
of him a marvelous, many-tonel, soft 
whirring, as of innumerable light 
wings, and over hi* head flew a 
countless crowd of silver-white birds, 
and floated jn the air lieyond. And as 
he gazed, surprised at their loveli
ness, without speech again it was said

“My child, these ore yovr wHncssis. 
Thdie are the thoughts and these the 
influences which have gone from jour 
mied to other minds through the years 
of your life.” And they were all pure 
white.

And it was borne in upon him, as if 
a bandage had been liftdd from his 
iyes, that character was w'hat matter
ed in the great end; that success, 
riches, environment, intellect, oven, 
were but the tools the master gave 
into his servants’ hands, and that the 
honesty of the work was all they muet 
answer for. And again he lifted his 
eyes to the hovering white birds, aud 
with a great thrill of joy it came 
over him tl^at he had his offering, too, 
he had this lovely multitude for a gift 
to the Master; and, as il the thought 
had clothed him with glory, he saw 
his poor black clothes suddenly trans
figured to shining garments, and, with 
a shock, he felt the rush of a long- 
forgotteti feeling, the feeling of youth 
and strength, beating in warm glow 
through his veins. With a sigh of 
deep happiness, the old man aw'oke.

A k>g had fallen, and, turning as it 
fell, the new surface had caught life 
from the half-dead ashes, and had 
blazed up brightly, and the warmth 
was penetrating gratefully through 
him. The old clergyman smiled, and 
held hie thin hands to the flams, as ho 
gazed into the fire, but the wonder 
and awe of his dream were in his 
eyes.

“My beautiful white birds!” he said 
aloud, but softly. “Mine! 'J hej* 
out of sight but they werq there all 
the time. Surely the dream was rent 
from Heaven—surely the Lord means 
me to believe that my life has been cf 
service after all.” And as he e'.ill 
gazed, with rapt face, into his *tudy 
fire, he whispered, gently, reverently, 
“Angels came and ministered unto

eyes,
ed at him a long minute—those two in 
the silvnee. The fire crackled cheerful-

s>

set! ly and the old man sighed.
“Father!” said the young fellow by 

thi door, quickly.
In a second the man’s whole pose 

changed, and he sat intense, storing, 
while the son came toward him and 
stood across the rug, against the 
dark wood of the Florentine fireplace, 
a picture of young manhood which any 
any father would be glad to own.

“Of course, I don’t know if you 
want me, father,” he said, “but I've 
come to tell you that I’ll be a good 
boy, i£ you do.”

The gentle, half-joking manner was 
very winning, and the play of his 
words was trembling with earnest. 
The older man’s face shone as 
lamps were lighted behind his eyes.

“If I want you, Ted!” he said, and ; 
held out his hand.

With a quick step forward the lad 
caught it, and then, with pretty im
pulsiveness, as if his childhood came, 
back to him on tho flood of feeling 
unashamed, bent down and kissed j 

As he stood erect again he | 
laughed a little, but the muscles of his ! 
face were working and there were tears 
n his eyes. With a swift movement 

he had drawn a chair, and the two 
sat quiit a moment, looking at each 
other in deep and silent content to 
be thiTu», together.

“Yesterday I thought I’d never bcc 
you again this way, ’ said tho boy; 
and his father only smiled at him, 
satisfied as yet wxtho.it words. T be 
son went on, his eager, stirred feelings 
crowding to his lips, 
any question great enough, there isn't 
any quarrel big enough, to keep us 
apart, I think, father. I found that 
out this afternoon. When a chap has 
a father like you, who has giver, him 
a childhood and a youtti like mine—” 
The young voice stopped, trembling. 
In a moment he had mastered him-

...•rgyman

J. B. WHITMAN,
t

.Land Surveyor.
BOUND HILL, N S

Leslie R. Fairn,
architect.

WOLFVILLE,

<0
the eager young voice went on 

“Tho skies might have opened and 
the Lord’s finger pointed at me, and I 
couldn’t have felt more shocked. The 

: sermon was mostly tommy-rot, you 
• know—platitudes. You could see that 

the man wasn’t clever—had no grasp 
—old-fashioned ideas—didn’t seem to 
have road at all. There was really 

; nothing in it, and after a few sen
tences I didn’t listen particularly.

; But there were two things about it I 
shall forget, never, if I live to 

be a hundred. First, all through, at 
tone of his voice, there was the

N. S.
April let, 1903.-ly

The light of renunciation, the ex
haustion of wrenching effort, the trem
bling triumph of hard-won victory, 
were in the boy’s face, and the father 
thought, as he looked at it, dear and 
familier in every shadow, that he had 
never se?n spirit shine through clay 
more transparently. Never in their 
lives had the two been so close, nev
er had the son so unveiled his soul be
fore. And, he said, in all probability, 

would it be again. To the depth
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Like a stab came back the thought 
of the junior warden, of the two 
empty pews, and then the thought, in 
irrestible self-pity, of how hard he had 
tried, how well he had meant, how 
much he had given up, a .id he felt Ins 
eyes filling with a man’s painful, bit
ter tears. There had been so little 
beauty, reward in his whole past. 
Once, thirty years ago, he had 
abroad for six weeks, and he 
bered the trip with a thrill of won
der that anything so lovely coukl have 
come into his sombre life—the voyage, 
the bit of travel, the new countries, 
the old cities, the expansion, broaden
ing of mind he had felt for a time as 
its result. More than all, the delight 
of the people whom he had met, the 
unused experience of being understood 
at once, of light touch and easy flex
ibility, possible, as he had not known 
before, with good and serious quali
ties. One man, above all, he had 
er forgotten. It had been a pleasant 
memory always to have known him, 
to have been friends with him even, 
lor he felt, to his own surprise and 
joy, that something in him attracted 
this man of men. He had followed the 
other's career, a Career of success un
abused, of power grandly used, of re
sponsibility lifted writh* a will. He 
stood over thousands and ruled r ght- 

true prince among men. Some
what too broad, too free in his Ihink- 
Ing-'the old clergyman deplored that 
fault—yet a man might not be per
fect. It was pleasant to know this 
strong and good soul was in the 
world and wae happy; he had seen him 
once with his son, and the boy’s fine 
sensitive face, h s honest eyes and pret
ty deference of manner, his pride, too, 
in his distinguished father, were sure
ly a guarantee of happiness. The old 
man felt a sudden generous gladness 
that if some lives must be wasted, 
yet eome might be, like this man’s, 
whom he had once known, full of 
beauty and service. It would be good 
if he might add a drop to the cup of 
happiness which meant happiness to 
so many—and then he smiled at his 
foolish thought. That he should think 
of helping that other man—a man of 
so little importance to help a man of 
so much! And suddenly again he felt 
tears that welled up hotly.

He put his gray head, with its scan- 
back

/ every
thought that the broken-hearted look 
in. the eyes of this man, such a con
trast to you in every way possible,

(By Mary Raymond Shipman Anurews.) never
where they stood words could not 
reach, and again for minutes only Inc 
friendly undertone ol the crackling fire 
stirred tho silense of tho great room. 
The sound brought steadiness to the 
two who sat there, the old hand on 
the young shoulder vet. After a time, 
the older man’s low and strong tones, 
a little uneven, a, little hard with th* 
effort to be commonplace, which Is the 
first readjustment from deep feeling, 
seemed to catch the music of the homo-

C. Black a dab, 
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!
*The old clergyman sighed and closed 

the volume of “Browne on the Thirty- 
nine Articles,” and pushed it from him 
on the table. He could not tell what 
the words meant; he could not keep 
his mind tense enough to follow an 
argument of three sentences. It must 
be that he was tired. He looked into 
the fire, which was burning badly, and 
about the bare, little, dusty study, 
and realized suddenly that he 
tired all the way through, body and 
soul. And swiftly, by way of the leak 
which that admission made in the sea- 

rushed in an
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come put a penny 
churn,” is an old time dairy 
proverb. It often seems to 
work though no one has ever 
told why.
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“There isn't
ly accompaniment of the fire.

“It is a queer thing, Ted,” he said, 
“but once, when I was not much old
er than you, just such en unexpected 
chance influence made a crisis in my 
lifs. I was crossing to England with 
the deliberate intention of doing some
thing which I knew was wrong, 
thought it meant happiness, but I 
know now that it would have meant

Four Mester a« lii. by

wall of his courage,
of depression. It had been a Digby, Nov. 10.—The big four Mail

ed schooner H. J. Logan arrived here 
this morning from New York aid will 
tow to Annapolis to l^ad lumber for 
Buenos Ayres, shipped by Clarke Bros. 
The H. J. Logan is 772 tons, wae 
built in Parrsboro in 1002, and is 
owned by Capt. D. S. Howard of that 
port. She is the first four masted 
schooner that has passed in by Point 
Prim for several years, and is only 
the second one to visit this port.

ocean
hard, bad day. Two peopb bad given 
up their pews in the little church, 
which needed so urgently ov ry ounce 
of support that held it. And the jun
ior warden, the one rich man ol the 
pariah, had come in before service in 
the afternoon to complain ol the-mu. 

If that knife-edged soprano did 
not go, he said, he 
should have to go himself; it was im
possible to have his nerves scraped to 
the raw evtry Sunday.

The old clergyman know very little 
about music, but he remembered that 
his ear had been uncomfortably jarred 
by sounds from th. choir, and that he 
had turned cmee and looked at them, 
and wondered if someone had made a 
mistake, and who it was. It must be, 
then, that dear Miss Barlow, who had 

faithfully in St. John s for 
perhaps growing

Collections receive immediate atten
tion and prompt returns made. because the children do not 

gain strength and flesh 
say give them Scott’s Emul
sion.
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weself. “I'll probably never bo able to 
talk to you like this again, so 1 wont 
to say it all now. I want to say 
that I know, beyond doubt, that you 
would never decide anything , as I 
would, on impulse, or prejudice, or 
from any motives but the highest. I 
know how well-balanced you aie, and 
how firmly your reason holds your 
feelings. So it’s a question between 
your judgment and mine—and I’m go
ing to trust yours. You may know 
me better than I know myself, and 
anyway, you’re more to me than my 

though I did think—but wo
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Liverpool, Middleton, New Qlaogow, Pam- 
boro, Sherbrooit, Springhili, Tnuro, Windsor, 
Wolfvilie, Yarmouth.

misery. On the boat was a young 
clergyman of about my own age mak
ing his first, very likely his only, trip 
abroad.
sat next each other at table, and our 
cabins faced—and something in the 
man attracted me, a quality such as 
you speak of in this other, of pure 
and uncommon 
much ihe same sort as your old man, 
I fancy, not particularly winning, 
rather narrow, rather limited in brains 
and advantages, with a natural dis
trust of progress and breadth. We 
talked together often, and one day, I 

by accident, into the depths» of

It is like the penny in the 
milk because it works and 
because there is something 
astonishing about it.

Scott’s Emulsion is simply 
a milk of pure cod liver oil 
with
especially prepared for delicate 
stomachs.

Children take to it naturally 
because they like the taste 
and the remedy takes just as 
naturally to the children be- 

it is so perfectly adapted 
to their wants.

For all weak and pale and 
thin children Scott’s Emulsion 
is the most satisfactory treat
ment.
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. goodness. He was If you arc bothered with pimples, 
rashes or ugly blotches on your face, 
if your complexion is sallow, it’s an 
evidence that you require Ferrozone to 
tone up your blood. One Ferrozone 
tablet taken at meals makes the com
plexion like peach bloom, cheeks soon 
become rosy, eyes* bright, you'll be the 
picture of health. Thousands of ladies 
keep up their youthful app 
with Ferrozone, why not you?
5Cc., at druggists.
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ly
career,
won’t discuss it again. It would have 
been a tremendous risk, of course, and 
it shall be as you say. I found out 
this afternoon how much of my life

60 YEARS' 
EXPERIENCE sung so

twenty-five years, was 
old. But how coukl he tell her so; 
how could he deal nuxh a blow to her 
kind heart, her simple pride and inter
est in her work? He was growing old,

saw,
his soul, and knew what he had sac
rificed to become a clergyman—it was 
what meant to him happiness and ad
vancement in life. It had been a des
perate effort, that was plain, but it 

plain, too, from the moment he 
saw what he thought to hs right, 
there had been no hesitation in his 
mind. And I, with all my wider men
tal training, my greater breadth—as I 
looked at it—was going, with my eyes 
open, to-do a wrong because 1 wished 
to do it. You And 1 injst be built 
something alike, Ted, for a touch in 
the right spot seems to [lenetrete to 
the core cf us—tho one and the other. 
This man’s simple and intense flame 
of right living, right doing, nil 
sciously to himself, burned into me, 
and all that I had planned to do 
seemed scorched in that lire—turned to 
ashes and bittern ms. Of course it was

earance

you were,” he repeated.
The older man kept his eyes fixed 

on the dark, sensitive face, as if they 
thirsty for the sight. “What do

Cot a Hole in n M»:jN Skull.
cause

you mean by finding it out this after
noon, Ted? Did anything happen to 
you?”

The youn^ fellow turned his eyes, 
which were still a bit wet with tears, 
to his father’s face, and they shone 
like kro'wn stars. “It was a queer 
thing,” he said earnestly. “It was 
the sort of thing you read in stories 
—almost like,” he hesitated, “like 
Providence, you know, 
about it; see if you don’t think so. 
Two days ago, when I—when I left 
you, father—I caught a train io the 
city and went straight to the club, 
from habit, I suppose, and because I 
was too dazed and wretched to think. 
Of course I found a grist of jmen

Toronto, Nov. 10.—At Grace Hospi
tal, In this city, R. Blakey, aged 57, 
who suffered from epileptic fits, is on 
a fair way to recover from a heroic 
measure taken to cure him. This con
sisted in cutting a hole about the size 
of a fifty cent piece in his skull and 
removing a diseased portion of his 
brain. The operation took place five 
flays ago, and Blakey, who had on an 

four fits a day, has had no ns

too.
His sensitive mouth curled down- 

he stared into the ’Mioidjriug
If* Designs 
* Copyrights &c.
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fir», and let himaeli, fi.r this one time 
out of many times he had resisted, 
face the facts. It wae not Mise Bar- 
low and th% poor music; it was not 
that the church was badly Heated, as 
one of the ex-pdwholdurs had said, nor 
that it was badly situated, as anoth- 
had claimed; it was something of a 
deeper, wider significance, a brokt™ 
foundation, that made the ugly, wid
ening crack all through the height ol 
the tower. It was his own inefficiency. 
The church wae going steadily down, 
and hi was powerless to lift it. 
old enthusiasm, devotion, confidence—
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In using Dr. Hamilton's Pills cf 
Mandrake and Butternut for constipa
tion cr piLs. Highly recommended be
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Ijy, carefully brushed hair,
Against the support of the worn arm
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Hr Reservoir is stamped in one 
piece from sheet steel, which 
gives it » perfectly plain surface 
—has no seams, grooves or bolt 
heads to collect dirt.

Is oval in shape—has no 
square corners to scrape out 
when washing.

Finished with three heavy coats of pure white enamel which 
gives it a smooth? hard, marble-like surface—can be easily and 

gg thoroughly cleansed.
Never taints the water or corrodes like tin, copper, galvanised 

Iron and other such styles of reservoirs put in common ranges—is so 
clean and free from taint that it can be used for boiling fruit and 
many other purposes beside heating water.
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