Professional Cards.

\ 4
H. B Grus, FrEp W. HARRIS,

< GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, = = S8olicitors,
Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of New
Oon?mm::: for the State of Massachuse!
. Ageats of R. G. Dunn & Co., B&Johnud

Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial
GaunlAsenut nn,lbrlne an mte In-

Mﬂnhn f the Associati
o o e Unlmte'd States Law on.

OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA S00TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in A 1 it
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Next. Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store
EBivery Thursday.

COonsular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Ilnllahle Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY_TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances nude on REAL ESTATE Bwum

Garri

Gate.

&

SAT.UsS POPULI

SUPREMA LEX HST.

VOL. 25.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 18,

1897.

NO. %1

|Jas. J. Ritchie, Q.

4 Bolicitor at
of ‘Halifax, and
.| Annspolis, V. 8.

W
BARRISTER,
SOLICITOR.

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE
SECURITY.

Fr e i el Compati

of Nova Scotis,
iy

ANADA’S e
INTERNATIONAL

EXHIBITION
St. John, N. B.

[4th-24th Sept. ‘97
OVER $(2000 IN PRIZES

For Live Stock and Farm and
Dairy Products.

Competition open to the World.

Very Cheap Excursion Rates on all
Railways 1}néi Steamers. Rates and dates

repayable by m
term of 11 years and months. with interest ¢ on
the: oent per annum,

at any time at

as the monthly in-
%Anoe of loan cannot
be ¢alled

Moteﬂ'oc loans e: lalned. and l'orms

d on
J. M, OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Agent at Annapolis.

LAND SURVEYING!

C. F. ARMSTRONG,
. QUEEN'S SURVEYOR

ADDREss: MIDDLETON, N.
RESIDENCE: GATES ST., NICTAUX. Sm

Diss @DANNING.
Pianoforte, Organ and Voice.
TERMS: $5.00 PER QUARTER.
Temperance Hall, Lawrencetown.

F, L. MILNER,
Barrister, Solicitor, &o.

ALL KINDS OF' INSURANCE.
MO EY TO LO.

Hxoh

81t

i Contml Teleph
Qneen Street, Bridgetown.
TELEPHONE No. 1L

J. P. GRANT, M.D., C.M.

Office over Medioul Hall,

Residence: Revere Bouue Tele&l‘:one No. 10
- Orders left at Medical H:
Weare will receive every attention.

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Eto.

(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen S8t., Bridgetown,

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Be&l Hastate 44 ly

“H. F. Williams & Co.,

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

y COMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.
and all kinds of Farm Products.

Special - Attention given to
Handling of Live Stock.

8 Retwrns made mwwdutdy qﬂer dis-
vosal of goeds. - 21y

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

A B. ANDREWS, D, CM.
EYE
Specialties

"EAR,
THROAT.

MIDDLETON.
‘Telephone No. 16.

OR. M. G. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the publie.
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

A. A Schaffner, M. D,

LAWRENOETOWN, N. 8.

Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S,
three doors east of Baptist church.
TeLepHONE No. 8k

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied b 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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etec.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

38tt

131y
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Prompt and sacisfactory attention given
to the collootion of ciaims, and all other
professional business. 51 tf

The Best Returns
For the Least Money

ARE OBTAINED FROM THE
OLDEST, LARGEST AND MOST
POPULAR CANADIAN COMP'Y,

~ CANADA ASSURANCE LIFE

COMBPANY.
“  a@r AU persons insuring before the 31st of
Dec. 189‘,n\llob¢¢m¢/ullyem"s profit.

MARSHALL,
Nov. 28tb, 1804, t-l Agont, Middleton.

Special arrangements are made for the
Cheap Transport of Exhibits.

The C. P. Railway will ca Exhibits from
New Brunswick points at regular rates and re-
fund all freight chnrﬁss when goods or stock
are returned unuold us carrying Exhibe
its practically free.

A splendid new Poultry Buildin
course of erection, and Amusement H
be enlarged and mmroved

In addition to Industrial, Agricnitural
and Live Stock Exhibits, five or more
nights of HaAND & Co.'s Magnificent Fire
Works, and an hourly g’rogmmmc of Special
High Class Dramatic Effect will be given in
Amusement Hall, making together the
best and cleanest special attractions ever
brought, before the people of the Maritime Pro-

is in
1 will

m to the Sea Shore, a visit to Canada's
Winber Port, and a sms in the cleanest and
healthiest city in Cana can be combined
with a visit to the Interna.llona.l Exhibition, at
the very Low Rates to be later advertised.
Arrange now to Come to St. Johm,

Entry Forms will be forwarded to every one
who applies personally or by letter to

CHAS. A, EVERETT,
Manager and Secretary,

ST. JOHN, N. B.
W. C. PITFIELD, PRESIDENT.—10 15i

$18,000.00!  $18,000.00!
IN CASH!

GRAND PROVINCIAL

EXHIBITION
HALIFAX,
September 281h to Oet. 1st, '97.

Gold, Silver and Bronze Medals,

The largest amount ever offered in Prizes at
any Exhibition in the Maritime Provinees.

In addition to the Grand Agricultural and In-
dustrial Exhibition, special attractions have
n arranged for every day and night.

The Spectacular Siege of Sebastopol
every evening,

The most gorgeous and realistic effects ever
produced in Canada.

An unequalled Half Mile Track for Speed
Competition.

Exhibits carried at exceedingly low rates.
Very cheap excursion tickets on all railways
and steam

Full part.xculars later.

Apply for Prize Lists, Entry Forms and all
information to JOHN E. WOOD,

13 5l

1897 1897

PUMPS!

House Pumps,
Wringers,

Secretary,
Halifax, N. S,

Spray Pumps,
Wash Tubs,
Wash Boards, Garden Hose,
Barrel Covers, Maslin Kettles,

GRANITE IRONWARE

in all the latest patterns,
Nickie-Plated Tea Kettles,

~~AND ALL KINDS OF—

KITCHEN FURNISHINGS.

Gook Stoves and Ranges.

Custom-made Tinware.

Factory Cans and Cheese Fac-
tory Work a specialty.

Plumbing and Jobbing
Promptly attended to.

R. ALLEN CROWE.
UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

ANNAPOLIS,
Savings Bank
Department

Amounts of $1.00 and up-
wards are received, and can be

remitted by mail. These can

be withdrawn at any time.

E. D. ARNAUD,

8tf Agent.

ONE CASE

WHIPS

(All Styles and Prices,)
Direct from the Manufaeturer.

= PRICES RICHT.

B. STARRATT.

Paradise, April 16th, 1897,

WANT

—Agents for *“Queen Victoria,
Her Reign and Diamond Jub-
Overflowing with latest and richest io—

tures. Contains the endorsed biography of
Majesty, with authentic History of her remark
able rengn and (ull accounc o the Diamond
Jubilee. Only $1.50. Big book. Tremandous
demand. Bonanza for agents. Commission 50

r cent. Credit lven. Freight paid. Outfit

Duty paid. uickforoutﬂtnndher

ritory. THL DOMINIO COMPANY, esgt.
7, 356 Dearborn St., Chicago.

EXECUTORS' NOTICE!

ALL peuons havi HgAReﬁal demands against
of

the eﬂm CHUTE, late
Gran ln the Oounty ‘of Annapolis,
farmer, deoemd are requested to render the
same, dul attested to, within twelve months
from the gnte hereof, and all persons indebted
to said eat,t:te are required to make immediate
yment

p‘ FRED B. STONE,

HARRY RUGGLES,

Dated Bridgetown, May 26th, 1807,

} Executors,
3m

WELCOME SOAP

Is looked for and called for, asked for and sought for by GOOD
HOUSEKEEPERS. But it is not always found, because some dealers
keep it “under the counter.” Why? Inferior brands pay larger profits.

INSIST ON HAVINC
WELCOME
Smooth on the hand.

SOAP - Rough on the Dirt.

We claim this to be THE BEST HOUSEHOLD SOAP in the
world, possessing wonderful cleansing properties, and only needs one
trial to make it WELCOME TO ALL. “Welcome” is a strong
BORAX SOAP.

See the PREMIUM LIST. printed on inside of each Wrapper.

The WELCOME SOAP TOMPANY, St. John, N.B.

Renowned for its Genuine
Washing Quality.

INTERNATIONAL 5. C0.

24 HOURS

Bridgetown 0 Boston

Via Digby and St. John.
S.S. “ST. CROIX”

will sail from St. John to Boston direct every TUESDAY
and SATURDAY at 4.30 p. m. (standard). Fast ex-
press service due 11 a. m. next day. Returning leave Com-
mercial Wharf, Boston, every MONDAY and THURS-
DAY Mornings at '10.00 a.m.

STEAMERS
“Cumberland” and “State of Maine”

will sail from St. John for Eastport, Portland and Boston every

MONDAY, WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY mornings at
8 o’clock [standard] due in Boston about 4 p.m. next day Re-
turning leave Commercial Wharf, Boston, same days at 8.45 a.m.

Through Tickets on sale at all Railway Stations of the
Dominion Atlantic Railway. Baggage checked through and
examined on board before arriving in Boston.

For rates and information apply to nearest Ticket Agent.

R. A, CARDER, C. E. LAECHLER,
Soliciting Agent, Digby. Agent, St. John, N. B.

(rand + Spring + Opening

e OF e

GENTS’ WEAR!

The largest stock in the two Counties,
bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.

WE HAVE JUST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths

per 8.8. “St. John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department
to your entire satisfaction®r no sale.

A. J. MORRISON & CO. MIDDLETON, N. S.

Tour 787 Wheel

Before .
You. ...
Purchase

Gorrespond
With Us.

Loetry,

“For My Sake.”
Three little words, but full of tenderest

meaning;
Throl: ::ime words the heart can scarcely
old;
Three }lm.’ words but on their import dwell-
ng;
What wealth of love their syllables unfold!

“ For my sake ” cheer the suffering, help the
needy;
On earth this was my work; Igive it thee;
If thou wouldst follow in thy "Master’s foot-
L
Take up my cross and come and learn of
me.

““For my sake ” let the harsh word die un-
utte
That trembles on the swift, impetuous

tongue;
* For my sake ” check the quick, rebellious

feeling,
That rises when thy brother does thee
wrong.

¢ For my sake ” press with steadfast patience
onward
Although the race be hard, the battle long.
Within my Father’s house are my mansions;
There thou shalt rest and join the victor's
song.

And if in coming d;y
It "lfor my sake”

the world revile thee,
thou suffer pain and

Bear on, fsint heart; thy Master went be-
fore thee
They only wear his crown who share his

cross.
—The Churchman,

Two Little Old Ladies.

Two little old ladies—one grave, one

In the selfsame cottage lived day by

One conll;ll not be happy, * because,”
s

“ 80 many children were hungry for bread;”

And she really had not the heart to smile,

When the world was so wicked all the while.

The other old lady smiled all day long,

As she knitted or sewed or crooned a song;

She had *“not time to be sad,” she said,

¢ When l;z:ingry children were crying for
"

y—
" ahe

She baked and knitted and gave away,
And declared the world grew betfer each

day.
Two little ladies—one
Now which do you t
way?

ve, one gay—
ink chose the wiser

Semt gttmtm.

A Child's World,

The child was in its seventh year, and the
garden, 12 times as old, was on the island.
The house also was on the same island and
was the place where the child ate and slept
and obeyed. Bat ita life was in the garden.

The house faced a pond, and two bridges
bound it and the garden to the world. By
the lower bridge stood the old mill, and
when its gate was raised a flood of water
boiled and twisted down to a smooth gravel
bed below and then floated quietly to the
garden’s foot. Over against the upper bridge
a mighty dam had held the island from de-
struction. When the pond back of it was
full, the water poured in & smooth, green
stream over it and was dashed into spray
and foam and torn to shreds on the jagged
rocks below.

In summer time when there-had been but
little rainfall the great timber of the dam
was bare, and the child, when no one was
looking, could walk fearfully across, between
the line of water shelving to the right and
the black mass of sheer rock at the left.
Then it was that the child could climb over
the low stone wall that kept the garden in
and go down among the jewelweed and
stramonium and clawing blackberry vines
that took toll of gown and aprom, and ex-
plore the pools and bottomless pits in the
river bed. The water always stood in these
dark and still, however severe the draught,
and no stick ever sounded the depth of the
largest of them.

So it must have been bottomless, like some
of the fearful things one heard read on Sun-
days in Scripture. And, though the child,
with the hair of its flesh standing up, drop-
ped in stones, and even reached down an
arm’s length and brought longer sticks, and
tried them again and again, the deep pool
was & kind of sacred mystery forever. If
the child had not been alone, if it had had a
brother, one fascination of its seveath year
must have been lost.

There were holes without number in the
bed of this stream and sharp pointed rocks.
So that when the pond above was full it was
a ghand torrent that foamed rearing to the
harbor, where it found the quiet millstream
curling around the garden’s foot. A steep
bank at the right shut the river from the
world, and so made it the child's own for-
ever.

On the pond, made classic as Windermere
by song, geese floated double in the long
summer days, and lent enchantment, and
birds nested in the elms that dipped their
branches in the water, and been bummed in
the clover, Then the expanse narrowed,
and a simple river met it} creeping along by
the highway, floating between two guardian
churches with tall steeples, under a long
bridge, and so through the town to the mill
and dam,

The child’s thought went backward with
it, always starting at the foot of thé garden,
The stream bore an Indian name, and might
bave bad its source in the® midst of camp-
fires and wigwams, and birch bark canoes,
and frightful warwhoops and tomabawks,

s

OUR LINE COMPRISES THE

“Kenwood,” - *Wellington,”

Cents’, Ladies’, Juveniles and Tandems.
$100, $85, - D70, BE5.

We are territorial agents and can offer customers many advantages.
All parts carried in stock and prompt

““ amilton,” 808.”

No long waiting for replacements.
attention paid to purchasers.

We also carry a full line of sundries, and have a well equipped repair shop

ANNAPOLIS MACHINE & CYCLE CO.

perbaps a mile, possibly two miles away.
Miles were vague measures, like time.
There were two lesser things in the child’s
life—the mill and the dame school, The
first belonged to an old, old man, like those
persons who lived before the flood; whose
bat and hair and coat and eyebrows were
always white, yes, and his boots, and what-
ever else he wore. There was a soft, rumb-
ling kind of silence slways within the mill,
where the hoppers made little ‘whirlpools of
dusty grain, going down and down and
down, and the child leaned over with a
thrill tingling its whole body, and knew
that itself could be drawn down and down
and down into the wide, floury bags below
choked and lost forever, The soft dust
filled the air and softened the sunlight and

Important Notice!

I have completed arrangements with the
celebrated cutter,

MR. A. McPHEKE,
who will be at my Bridgetown store from this date.

FISHER, the Tailor.

Stores: Bridgetown and Annapolis Royal,

whitened the cobwebs among the rafters
and it was all something apart from the
world and the garden.

The second thing was the Dame school,
where a very old lady—years older than the
miller—kept ten prisoners on an upper floor
of her own house from 9 tilf 12" 'and" from 1
till 4 every day but Saturdsy. The child
did not then kunow that. liberty was only
sweet when bought with a great price.

Every morning as the clock paused on the
stroke of 9 the dame folded her hands and
‘prayed, sitting npright like Buddba, while
her captives knelt, each in its place. At the
right hand of the image stood the best girl
of the achool, 9 ‘years old, perfect in’ word

and deed and called monitor, who walked
around on tiptoe and rapped on the head
with the ferrule any calprit who peeped out.
It waa a disbolic plot, not fully appreck

nookmdoomrlnﬁouomdprd.ud

sent the miller’s son to drag the pond, jost
as a shivering little figure ‘in blue gingham'

came loitering in sight, with a burned ginger

at the time by the prisoners, for who conld

oookyhthopurploﬁ-tﬁndldm‘rupi

hear the stealthy approach of calamity and
blindly wait, not knowing which way to
dodge? 8o heaven alone had the benefit of
the morning prayer.

All day long, winter and summer, summer
and winter, like eternity, the child thought,
little hande koitted and sewed, with book
always in lap. The daily stint was marked
by the fate in cap and spectacles, sitting in
s high armchair, and no child left the rocm
till its task was perfectly finished.

The spelling class of six stood with toes
on a crack of the wide floor board nearsst
the teacher, where ber long arm, like jus-
tice’s, could reach any offender, and where
nothing could be hidden from her all seeing
eye. The first child in the row pamed
** baker” and epelled it; the second named
« ghady " 'asid spelled it; the third named
“lady” and spelled it; the fourth nsmed
“tidy ” and spelled it. But if No. 2, twist-
ing nervous fingers in her apron, named
“lady ” instead of ‘“‘shady” her fingers
were rapped for moving, and she was dis-
graced and sent to the foot. For order stood
on & level with accuracy at this tribunal.
There was no figure five on u half inch squsre
of paper for No. 2 that day to hoard in her
pasteboard matchbox, no drink from the tin
dipper, however parched the little lips
might be. For these precious figure fives
had to be parted with, one for every drink
of brackish water that stood in & weoden
pail in the entry. Five fives were exchange-
able at Jong periods tor one ten, ten tens for a
2 inch reward of merit. The child alone was
not dazzled at sight of even the final reward
gained at such loss and ‘pain, but drank its
fill daily and wondered at the otherr. Some-
times it wondered also if the warm, tinny
taste of the water drawn from a well too
near the sea had any connection with the
reward.

The miller’s daughter, Abigail, a thin,
lint haired child, with pale blue eyes, knit-
ted long stockings for her tall brother, who
was & man. The child thought of bim as
Saul, he stood so much higher than his
brethren. One day when the long stocking
had grown by psinful half inches nearly to
the toe, the sharp eyes of Dame Fate dis-
covered a dropped stitch in the begioning of
the leg, and ravelled it all out from bott«m
to top. Tears for little Abigail, and no fg-
ure five!

The heart of the child was hot within its
bosom as it saw fall one after one the pirk
and blue and yellow and red yarn markslil e
miiestones all along the way—marks knittcd
in by the teacher’s bony fingers and tied in
hard knots on the wrong side; marks never
to be removed save by the mistress hand
when the task was done. It seemed like a
waste of life. But Abigail took up her
weary *“bouts ” again, with the patience of

despair,

Every other Snturdty morning school kept,
that Satan might not have too much verge
and oppertunity, and-the-eatechiem was
ground into the tough fibre of memory in
place of other tasks. Bat the sewing and
knitting kept on. At one of these every
others the child looked out between the two
lengths of window curtain and saw ash aggy
dog bounding in and out of the water, and
laughed softly to itself. But Dame Fate,
whose eyes were everywhere beholding the
evil, spied the crime, pinned the. curtains
closer together, set two sharp thumbs in the
hollows of the small shoulders, shook the
child dizzy, snd turned its back to the school,
where it learned as an extra task * The
Lord is my shepherd,” etc. It was the old
fashioned way of teaching children to love
the Bible.

The catechism question for the day was,
“ Wherein consists the sinfulness of that
estate whereinto man fell?”” And the answer,
¢ The-sinfulness-of - that - estate - whereinto-
man-fell-consists-in-the- gullrrof Adam’s-firet,
sin-the- waat- of - original -
the-corruption-of- hh-wholo nature-which- is-
commonly- called- origim] sin-together- with-
all-actual- which:p d-from
w”

But the child was far away. Even the
whimpering of the A B C babes under the
ferrule for rastling about did not bring tears
as usual, for its eyes were set op green pas-
tures where little white lambe kicked up
their free heels, and mother sheep took no
notice, but nibbled and based all day long,
a8 if there were no harm in it. The leading
beside still waters made quite another pic-
ture. But might it not be done by some
older, wiser playmate with a string, to keep
the child safely on shore between river and
meeting mill stream, where chip vessels
would float and dip and veer distractedly,
go under and rise again? The paths of
righteousness took thought. But might they
not be those that led from "porch to garden
gate, where one never disobeyed or ran out-
side of bounds—never but once? 1

That was last year, when November winds
were bleak, snd the child, at Abigail's beck-
oning across the mill stream, strayed out and
to the lower bridge in a vagrant way, look-
ing for something, neither child knew what.
So they stopped at the gentle lady’s door
and asked to see thetquirrels in the whirling
cage that smelled warm and foreigny, and
fed them with hickory nuts, and time went
on. Then they took hold of hands and ran
and ran and ran, swinging down the hill,
and the child fell in the sand at the bottom
and knew it would never breathe again.

Then they strolled across the way to the
queer house with sanded floor, where the
child slipped and fell, and the miller's
daughter, who had been there before,
snatched up the unusual guest, shook off the
sand and went on to thé dark, low room
where the queer lady, like her of Shallot,
weaved all day long, and cared for nothing
else. She wore a strange woollen gown,
coarse of texture—for the child took a pinch
of a atray fold that left bare a bony neck ex-
cept for a snuffy kerchief twisted about it.
The child saw a blue check apron, too, and
great felt slippers cn the treadle, and a fow
gray hairs screwed into a tight listle knot,
small as a filbert beneath a black cap. | ~

The two watched the shuttle and the web
and heard the clank of the loom as long as
it was new, and when they moved to go the
weaver opened her thin lips for the first
time and said they might pick up quinces in
her garden, for there was going to be a frost
by night. So the two simple ones picked up
cold quinces till the daylight was gone, and
there was no more time for them than if they
had been sogels in the sun. But that night,
when the wind shricked, and the child lay
with & swollen, th throat, never
knowing before what night waa like, all the
sorrows of the transgressor piled their weight
on its hot liead, and it cried out in awe of the
unknown, like a certain pious little queen to

be, ** I will be good.”

Fot bad not the mother searched every

and

the sunb t, and tight little heartatrings
that conscience was tugging at? But these
last did ot show.

The dame school in summer time beld one
only joy. It was the thought of hot July
aad August days, wlun the clouds piled op
like woolly dlightni

should be whistling cheerily at the lower
bend. Polly stepped out on the platform
and peered up the track. Yes, there was
the familiar headlight—she would have
known it among & hundred. Then eame the
whistle * Hello, Polly,” and Polly ran back
into her office much relieved and sat down
to warn Mercer. At that instant she heard
s peculiar cracking sound that sent her
heart quivering deep in her bosom. Then
there was the shrill scream of the locomotive

the sky. Then the fate of t.ha snmhdr. im-
pelled by something mysterious and invisi-

ble, stopped work, stepped down and gently
shepherded her willing flock to  room across
the hallway with one green paper darkened
window and a high feather bed.

Aay child was allowed to share the bed o(
safety with the dame, whose diguity gave
way before the god of thunder, but there
was not even a tradition that in the dark
past ages any child had so demeaned itself
a8 10 socept the privilege.

The least ones played seftly behind the
one high backed chair, while the elders
crawled under the bed and whispered made
up stories and came out linty and feathery
when the storm was over without a touch of
the ferrule even from the dasme, who-sat
cowed in the middle of the bed, a deposed
and scepterless gueen.

And s0 all her small flock revelled in storm
and thunder and never knew what fear was,
except to despise its image when they saw
it.—Alyn Yates Keith in New York Post.

Polly's Exploit.

Kane Creek was a railroad crossing on the
8. and C. C. Railroad about two miles from
the division terminal at Mercer. It was in
the midst of a scrubby pine forest, with a
sandy road crooking out from the trees on
one side and into the trees on the other.
There were only two or three houses, a little
general store with a porch like the visor of
a military cap, snd a schoolhouse, all ar-
ranged in a scraggy row along the railroad
track. The dusty red depot was an oasis ip
the midst of a cinder desert, with » great
many telegraph wiressinging overhead.

A dozen trains whirled through Kane
Creek every day with only a shriek of greet-
iog and » whipping wake of finesand. Only
two of them paid the slightest atrention to
the girl in a blue ginham dress who stood in
the little observation window. One of them
was the way freight which stopped at Kane's
every time it came along while the condue-
tor handed the girl a bundle of yellow pa-
pers and received another like it in return.
The other was the night express westward
boand from St. Paul, and ruoning at forty
miles an hour. It was a splendid train—
ten cars, with the finest engine on the road,
big mo. 608. As its glaring eye flashed
around the bend in the direction of Mercer
the girl in the gingham dress often thought
of the great train as's powerful and ferocious
beast snorting and roaring westward on a
race with the sun. It was a beast, but it
was well trsined, and sbe knew the hand
that trained it. When the train was » mile
away there were always two blasts on the
whisile. Eveyone else in Kane's thought
they meant simply, * Wake up, look out!"—
for that is what all locomotives say at every
crossing—but the girl in the gingham dress
heard * Hello, Polly,’ and darted out on the
platform and waved her handkerchief. As
the great train thundered nearer a hand was
thrust from the engineer’s window, and al-
though it was usually dark, she could see
the flutter of semething white, and often.
times as the engine darted past the station
she heard the blurred sound of & voice and
caught the glimpse of a grimy face and a blue
jean jacket. And them she went back to
her place in the little station with a sigh of
deep contentment.

For it was a moment of great joy to Polly
Marshall when her father’s engine went
through. Polly was the station agent at
Ksne Creek—any, one could have told that
a woman presided im the little depot, for
was there not always a boquet in the window
and dainty pictures surrounding the grimy
time-tables on the walls, and a kitten curl
ing upon the door-step! At/seventeen Polly

_had gone in as assistant to learn telegraphy

and when Clark, the agent was called to
Mercer the company had left che indepen-
dent girl in charge.. She and her father
lived in one of the wooden houses a stone’s
throw back from the d¥pot, and since Polly’s
mother died they had been everything to
each other.

Engineer Marshall was a big, silent man
and his companions, some of them, thought
him groff and ill tempered, but to Polly he
was always tender as a kitten. Often when
she was a little girl be took her down with
him to Mercer on his engine and while she
sat on his black leather seat at the cab win-
dow, clinging on with both bands, he ex-
plained to her how the big black creature
under them was started and stopped, what
this brass crank was for, and how, when the
engine rqueaked here or equealed there, &
little oil was needed in this cup or in that
crevice. And Polly had learned to know an
engine as well as she knew the neat little
pentry in the house at home. Indeed, she
had more than once managed the levers and
the throttle, although it was very heavy
work for a gir to do.

It was one night late in the fall that Pol-
ly Marshall had need of all her knowledge of
enginee. She waa sitting at her desk in the
little observation window, a shaded light
throwing its rays down on her telegraph in-
str te and the der clicking sleepily.

whietlé, suddenly. interrupted, as if the hand
that had drawn the lever had beem struck
from its place. Polly knew it was s cry of
distress. It seemed to say “Help” in a
long tremulous wail. Instantly Polly darted
oatside and flew up the track. Already the

hould have thundere@ past the sta-
tbn, but she could see its headlight s hun-
dred yards or more awsy. The tnllhd
stopped.

With & hundred terrifying questions flash-
ing through her mind Polly ran on through
the' gloom. When she was almost within
range of a big headlight she saw a half dozen
srmed men swarming around the engine, she
heard fierce oaths, and then the
started up again. She saw in an instant
that it had been cut free from the train. In
the cab window, where her father usually
stood, there was a big, unfamiliar figure,
managing the lever and throttle. Terrified,
Polly sprang to ome side into a clomp of

h As the ] tive passed her on its
way up the track she saw that the man in
the cab wore a black mask on his face, aid
then she knew what;had happened. She

d d why Pinckney had tried to warn
her and then failed. Robbcn had held ap
the trainjand were preparing to rob the ex-
press car.

For a moment Polly was torn with deubt
and terror. Had they shot her father? She
kaew that he never would submit to bave
his train captured without a struggle.
Should she go to him? Then she rememberé¢d
her station and the telegraph, and without
a moment’s delay she was flying down the
track toward the depot. She would send
for belp to Mercer. Bnt squarely in front
of the little depot the locometive stopped
and the black ked man sprung from the
cab window and darted acroas the platform.
Hardly thinking what she was doing, Polly
ran up on the other side, the fireman's side
of the engine, and, raising herself up, peered
into the cab. She had half expected to see
her father’s dead body lying on the floor,
for she had heard much about the terrible
doings of train-robbers.

Through the cab window she could see the
robber sitting at her own little desk in the
depot sending & message. It flashed over
her all at once that he wat wiring Mercer
that the express was delayed, thus prevent-
ing any alarm. The robber had pushed up
his mask and she saw him pl.dnly

What should she do? She dared not em-
ter the office, and she, & mere girl, could be
of no service where the robbers were making
their attack on the train. If only she had
the little revolver that lay in the drawer of

_her desk—she set her teeth as she thought

what she would do with it.

At that moment three shots rang out,
clear and distinct, from the detached train.
The man at the telegraph instrument sprung
to his feet and ran to a side window in the
waiting-room and looked up the track.

Now was her chance. Hardly thinking
what she did, Polly sprung to the engineer’s
side of the cab, threw back the reverse lever
and opened the throttle steadily. The big
steel wheels began to turn, very slowly at
first. Farther and farther the throttle
opened and faster and faster turned the
wheels, and yet they did not go balf fast
enough to suit Polly, who was now glancing
fearfully over her shoulder.

Suddenly the depot door was thrown open,
and she saw the robber darting up the track.
He had his pistol in his hand. He was
pointing it at her and shouting fer her to
stop. But the engine was now going at good
speed, and run as he would, the robber
could not catch it. But he stopped and
fired, the bullet ripping through the cab
cover above Polly’s head.

The engine was now hl.ring down the
track at full speed. Polly knew that it

" mast be fired or it would not go far, and so,

leaving the throttle open she sprang to the
coal pit, flung open the fire hole, and with
the heavy shovel in her small white hands
threw in load after load of coal. When she
returned to her place she could see the first
signal light of Mercer already blinking into
view. She pulled down on the whistle cord
and the engine shrieked its distress.

Five minutes later Polly strained at the
heavy reverse lever, turned hard on the air-
brake and brought the great iron horse to a
sudden standstill. How she ever managed
to stammer the story she never knew, but in
a few minutes the engine was headed back
with half & dozen armed men aboard of her.
Behind them came another load of men on &
switch engine and two men were racing up
the street of Mercer calling the alarm.

They heard firing before they reached
Kane Creek, but it ceased soon afterward.
The robbers had gone. They had takem
with them much plunder from the passen-
gers, but they had not been able to get into
the express safe, although they were at work
drilling it open when relief came.

From the time that the engine stopped
Polly was missing. When the rescued and
excited passengers and express messengers
began to crowd around and inquire the Mer-
cer men remembered her. A party of them
went out to find the girl who had brought
help to the beleaguered tram.

In a little clump of bushes they heard a
man ing, and an i later they saw

Suddenly she was startled by the sudd
oall of her number. Instantly her fingers
sought the keys, and she gave the answer
that sigoified that she was all attention.

« Look out for——" clicked the sounder,
and then it suddenly ceased, and try as -be

Pally kneeling in the sand, with her father’s
head in her lap, crying bitterly. And they
gathered up the brave engineer and his
daughter and carried them down to the train,

cheering all the way.
Engis Marshall was not badly hurt, and

would Polly could get no farth

cation with the station next to the eastward.
What could the trouble be? What was she
to look out for? Polly sprung to her fect,
remembering that the night express, of which
her father was engineer, was the next train
due. Could anything be the matter? She
ran out on the dark platform to see that her
lights were all in place and that the switches
were properly set, 8o that the express wou'd
slip past the station without an accident.

Then she went back and called up Mercer.

“Can you get Pinckney? she asked.

Pinckney was the-station which had sent
her the ing dispatch so mysteriously in-
terrupted. She knew the operator at Pinck-
ney well—every night he told her of the ap-
proach of her fathe:’s train, and whether or
not it left his station on time,

-+ Pinckney quiet; can’t get answer,” was
the report of the wires, * What's the trou-
ble?” :

Polly answered as well as she could, and
Mercer made sanother attempt to arouse

l!ubthlr" s trsin was now due. It

he was able to be in Mercer when the general
manager of the road thanked the blushing
Polly officially and offered her & new snd
better position in Mercer. And of course all
the passengers and express messengers heard
about Polly’s brave deed and said a great
many pleasant things about her, but Polly,
being a sensible girl, only blushed and said
that she had to do it, and that any other
girl would have done the same under like
circumstanees—which no one believed of

course,
Later, when the robbers were captured,

Polly was able to identify one of them posi-
tivély—the one who had run the engine--
and through him the entire party was con-
victed and d to the peni
R —————

—P-llid faces indicate pale, thin blood.
cheeks show the pnro, rich blood re-
from taking Hood's Sarsaparilla.
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The Canadian Pacific earnings last

hcre:nd $72,000, and the Grand Tonk

$34,000 over tbooorulpondlng week in 1896,

Minard’s Liniment the best Hair Restorer.




