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Professional ‘Cards.
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J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
O.dce in Annapolis, opposite Garrison gate
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Fvery Thursday.

Omsular Agent of the United States
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.

~AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan at five per cent on Real
KEstate security.

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

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Hosad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

. Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hatate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTR, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO,

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

5b .-....
Printing . .

Good Stock,

Meat WWorkmansbip,
Up=to-Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to [Patrons.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. . 8. ANDERS®N.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
COrown and Bridge Work a Specialty,
Bank,

Office next door to Union
Hours: 9 to 5.

P
FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, Solicitor, ||
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly ajtended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801,

J. B. WHITKAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

Dwight’
[nary
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(U¢ Print «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

ment

for Scratches

Best Ointment made
and costs just one-half
the money.

FOR SALE AT

Medical Hall,

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

Notice to the Public

As I am an authorized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company. of Montreal, for the sale of
Jierbaroot Tablets and Powders, the
great family medicine and KING OF BLOOD
PURIFIERS. for the cure of Rbeumatism,
Dyspevsia, Serofula, Torpidity of the Liver,
Jaundice, Sick Hcad:\cha, Constipation, Pains
in the Back, Female Weaknesses, and all im-
parieties of the blood, I would ray to those in

gor health that I will send by mail to any ad-

cess on receipt of price, Herbaroot Tablets.
200 days’ treatment, w‘l’_m guarantee, $L

100 -
Herbaroot Powder, per package. ...

Inhaler

Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,
stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

T. J. Eagleson, Bridgetown, N, 8.

WARNTED

agent to represent us in Nova

ale of hardy Fruit and Orna-

. Sample case supplied free. Good

r special inducements to

any one who will ¢ & speciality of orna-

mental business, having over 600 acres in culti-

vation we are in a pbsition to give best possible

satisfaction. Apply now. Pelham Nursery Co..
Toronto. Ont.

TO LET

The Brick House belounging to the
estateof late Robt, E. F'Randolph,

mental sLo
pay weekly.

Finest Lines
N..

Wedding
Statlonery.

Satisfaction Guaranteed,

Monitor = = =
Job- Printing = =

April 3rd, 1901 :

Department, « =

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

Diamonds,

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

S R

Moulie, Bran,

Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilpt Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

wmrBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five

Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of

Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream cf Wheat, White
Rose annd Goderich. Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

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

Chop Feed and Oats.

GO L.

f. A, CROWE

Sanitary
Plumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

'Phone 21

0 i i s
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Loetry,

IT IS NOT LONG.

A little journey in the world!

Through unknown years to roam,;

With faith on high and a hope un-
furled,

With love for the love at home;

A courage unspent and an Honor un-
sold,

Some good for to lend or borrow,

With a task near done when the days |

grow old, ‘
And it is not long till the morrow. ‘

A little journey in the world!
A while to work and wait;
To strive, though life be lowly hurled
Beside the ebon gate; |
A wish and a word thnl) are bright
as light,
A smile for the face of sorrow,
A purpose to conquer and live for the
right, .
And it is not long till the morrow.
A little journey in the world!
A briel, important trust,
Where oft ambition in failure is furled
Inselfishness ground to the dust;
But ever aspiring to help one another
The most of our trouble we borrow,
For the hand that goes out meets the
hand of a brother,
And we part but to meet on the
morrow.
D Sl e e
THE HILLS OF PEACE.

It is well to live in the valley sweet

Where the work of the world is done

Where the reapers sing in the fields
of wheat,

As they toil till the set of sun.

Ah, yes, it is well to live on the plain

Where the river flows on through
the fields,

Where the ships sail
boundless main
With the = wealth that

yields.

down to the

the valley

But beyond the meadows, the hills I
see

‘Where the noises of traffic cease,

And I follow a voice that calleth me

From the hill-top regions of peace,

The airs, as they pass me, sweet
odors bring,

Unknown in the valley below,

And my spirit drinks from a hidden
spring

Where the waters of comfort flow.

Aye, to live is sweet in the valley fair

And to toil till the set of sun,

But my spirit yearns for the hilltop’s
air,

When the day and its work are done

For a Presence breathes o’er the si-
lent hills,

And its sweetness is living

The same deep calm all the
fills,

As breathed over Olivet.

Select Literature,
A Pay :Night Love Feast.

(By C. E. Dingwell.)

In the midst of a jumble of harsh
and jarring evidences of industrialism
there nestled a boxlike shanty. Long
lines of shabby dump cars, a couple
of diminutive narrow gauge locomo-
tives, piles of T rails, rock cutting
and moving machines  and rough
boarded and tar paper roof repair
shops and storehouses hedged it in on
all sides. If differed from the neigh-
boring structures only that its sides
were of planed stuffi and painted. In
other respects it was as delapidated
and strictly utilitarian in appearance
as any shack on the job. As a guide
for those having business thereabouts
there was a black and white sign run-
ning the length of the peak of its
shed roof that bore the legend “D.
McDonald & Co.” Over one of the
two doors was another which said
simply ‘‘Office.”” The facade of each
of its two long sides was divided
with mathematical precision into sev-
en equal parts by two windows and
a door. One of these spaces was punc-
tured for a smoke pipe, which, with
an abrupt turn, shot upward three or
four feet and ended in a serrated edge
that suggested a sudden separation of
a rusted length during a high wind.

The view from one side was marred
by the intervening low rambling build-
ings of the boarding camp in the near
foreground, with rows of bright hued
articles of wearing apparel strung on
lines along the wall to, dry. Up the
right of way of the canal immensely
tall steel derricks towered high in the
air, and the spider web ironwork of
ponderous rock conveyors stood in
sharp relief against the sky when the
day was clear. From the excavation
the smoke from hoisting engines and
farther away, from overworked steam
shovels hung in a cloud over the land.
Now and then the dull boom of a
blast was heard and a mass of rock

yet,
hillside

was made toward the completion of
the contract for section Z.

Men innumerable—thousands of them
along the twenty odd miles of the
drainage canal—and ¥2,000,000 worth
of machuiery worked hand in hand
day and mght. By night the imme-
diate vicinity of the scene of opera-
tions was bright with the glare of
electric lamps or poweriul sputtering
torches. :

By night, too, the vicinity of the
boarding shacks was made lurid by
the boisterous carrying on_of rough

's. Un pay nights that playtul

overflowed, and a night's

carousing ended in broken heads and
bruised faces. Sometimes the inborn
viciousness of a few guided the action
of the many and the plant belong-
ings of the company sufiered.
The McDonald outfit at the time had
on their section nearly 300 men, as
disreputable a lot of navvies as ever
swung a shovel. Of these there were
old hands to the number of perhaps
forty or fifty, mostly skilled workers.
A few common laborers also who fol-
lowed the company about the country
from one job to another. Every land
that breeds men that-can do a hard
day’'s work was represented. There
were Italians, Poles, Lithuanians and
other ‘‘ians”’ from the same garlic eat-
ing, benighted distric Scotch engin-
cers and stone setters, Scandanavian
riggers, handy with a rope; Irish drill
ers and foremen, Canucks from down:*
Quebee way, and negroes. A few had
dependent families in faroffi homes and
saved their money; the majority threw
it up in the air by the second night
after pay night at the farthest.
At the end of a wet, sloppy Monday
in September the day shift was cor-
gregated in and about the little officy
while the bookkeeper, behind a wirs
screen, pursued his welcome bi-weekly
occupation of passing out tho yellor
pay envelopes to the men as they
called off their numbers. Outside a
continual drizzling rain fell upon the
crowd, and the moisture trickled from
their clothing to the greasy mud pool
on the floor in front of the railing.
Standing back of the bookkeeper
watching the operations of paying off.
was the company’s superintendant,
David M'Keon, a bulky weather tamed
Scotchman, who feared neither God
nor man. His fist was like a sledge
hammer, and his voice could be heard
half way across the section. A man,
younger, not so heavy, but as tall,
leaned against the desk. His strong,
beardless features also bore the tan
of sun and wind. A little felt crush
hat covered his head, the brim drawn
down imto a spout from which the
water dripped unnoticed down his
front. A long, black rubber coat, lib-
erally splashed with mud, covered gis
form and hung away in front, disclos-
ing a muscular frame. High laced rus-
sot boots reached - almost to the knee,
the canal mud clinging in quantity to
their soles.

His name was Imrie—John L. Imrie
—and he, in the capacity of assistant
superintendant, divided with M'Keon
the responsibility for the suctess of
the operations on-section Z.

Now success, plainly speaking, is
profit—profit for old Donald McDon-
ald. He employs some sharp people
in the home office who are good at
figures and and who know very soqn
when a job is running short and are
not backward in writing to the super-
intendent to that effect. And profit
plainly speaking, is the sweat of the
brow of the man on the pay roll.
Therefore it behooves a good superin-
tendent to make tho most of a man’s
capacity for labor during every min-
ute of the ten working hours of a
working day, if he would present a
good report at the clean-up. And in
pursuing this profit and a consequent
good character from the ~merceuary
home office, it is the easiest thing in
the world far those in authority to
get themselves disliked.

But notwithstanding the easy  pos-
sibility of friction between“Superinten-
dant and employees, M’Keon and Im-
rie enjoyed, as far as they knew, an
imthunity from any ill feeli toward
them. M’Keon was gruff and outspok
en and used bad words and his fist at
the drop of the hat, it is true, but he
was fair and square and always im-
partial in his dealings with the men.
and did not haggle too much over the
claims for shoetage in pay. And he
knew what was a fair day’s work.
Likewise Imrie, under the tutelage of
the big Scotchmen, fell into the right
way from the beginning of his career
on contract' work and the ‘“kid”’ was
called a pretty capable man at the
business by the old hands.. So when
a rumor floated about that he was go-
ing to quit the job it cgeated some
little concern. .

“They were sayin’ somethin’ ’bout
you goin’ to pull out, cap’n,”’ said
Kirby, the boss rigger, spitting out
his words brusquely as he counted
his money.

“Yes; - I leave at_ the end of the
week,”” replied Tmrie.

“That right? Pretty sudden, ain’t
it? I never did think you’d shake the
old man; always s’posed you was mar
ried to him, sure. You an’ he ain’t

shop up into the air. Another step

got so you can’t hit it off together,

bave you?”’

. “un, tne lad’s got some kind of a

fool notion tnat ms heaith wil not

Sumit of his remaimming longer in these

ris,” said M'Jean the '‘old man

@1 the job.

“Aw, wat's a bluff- You ain’t goin

to quit meponala! " said barby.

*No,” said lmrie, 'l m going home
for a week and then down to that le-
veework below Memphis.”

A short, stubby, nond person, Andy
Cusack by name, rigger by trade
S8poke up: .

"Youre sure goin’ down t& that
viver job, My, lmrie?”’ he said, ‘‘ls
that a fact?”’

*“lt surely is a fact,’”’ replied Imrie
with a smile,

“l heard something like that talk-
iy round on the job, you know,” con
txmod Casac, “‘ut co’se I didn’t think
i§ was so. 'T'was Chavin as told me.
‘Who do you s’pose quittin’ said he.
“Pon’t know,” says I. ‘Who? ‘The
‘sigtont super,” says he, ‘You're a
lar,” says I, just like that. ‘For why
is he quittin’ this job?' says I, ‘before
it’s finished, an’ him with a girl in
Lemont, too, an’ a’ "=

“Shup up Cusack,” said Imrle.

“All right sir,” promptly replied
the little man very businesslike, as
though he was obeying an order to
make a line fast or go up on top of a
derrick.

M’Kean emiteed a chuckle that came
from away down in the cavermous
depths of his throat and winked at
Kirby. The bookkeeper grinned and
took time to wipe the perspiration
from his brow, whilg Imrie tried th
look severp, but across his face sped
a momentary shadow of.pain as if a
sad memory had been recalled.

One after the other most of theold
hands interrogdted the young man on
the why and wherefore of his prospec-
tive movements and added in crude
and inelegant terms, solemnly and
with respect or familiarity, like Kir-
by, for it was pay night, an expression
of their surprise and regret and a hope
that they would meet on some other
job of the company’s. Stewart
Brough, stone setter, stumbled round
on his flat feet, getting his long and
skinny body in the way of the file of
men while this was going on, and fi-
nally grasped Imrie’s hand in his own
mortar crusted paw. He shook it
heavily and tapped the superinten-
dent’s coat with the end of his bony
finger while he said: ‘“Weel guid luck
to ye, lad, and mind what Ah've aI-
ways telt ye about deescriminating -
between the guid an’ the bad. Night
and day the de'il's abroad on the
highway ye’'ll mind.”

“And no one knows it better than
you, Stewart, for you have met him
often and succumbed,” said Imrie
with a laugh.

“If he don’'t meet him tonight, I
don’ hnow,” began Cusack, ‘“‘with the
coin in his pockets cryin’ out so vou
can hear their sufferin’ cries for a lit-
tle drop that they hav’n had since
last pay an’ the beautiful’”’—He con-
tinued on in a low mumble, getting
no attention to his words and expect-
ing none and perfectly satisfied thus.
“‘Weel, guidby and guid luck to ye”
he blurted out at last, pumping Im-
ric's arm again.

“I'm not going for five or six days

Stewart,”’said Imrie.

“So ye're not. Weel guidby if Ah
den’t ye again. '’ Considering
that he was liable to see the super-
intendent every time he cared to look
up from his work during the ten
hours of a working day, theg remark
was superfluous.

Taking their cue from Stewart the
rest of those who were hanging round
stepped up and shook hands with Im-
rie, with a word or two or saying no-
thing at all. Other employees, as
they came in and lingered for a mo-
ment, caught the gist of the proceed-
ing, and they also shuffled up to the
young man and added their well wish-
es to what had already been express-
ed. The transient hands, not under-
standing, looked on in wonder.
“This your reception day?”’
the bookkeeper.

In fact, the assistant superinten-
dent was holding a levee in the lit-

tle office and in a quiet, goodnatured
way roturned the kindly and sincere
good wishes of the uncouth but good
hearted workers. It is not an every-

day cccurrence for a man’s popularity

among his workmen to be shown so
unmistakably, and M’Keon felt proud
both of his protege and of the fact

that such sentiment was possible on a
job .in his charge.

But, though outwardly gratified and

also pleased at the kind felicita-
tioms, there was a current running in
his mind that tainted the sweetness
of the occasion.  And what to a young
man should have been welcome and
agrecable was all the more bitter and
ironical by its order in the succession
of events.

A matter of two weeks ago he had
stood at the gate of an old fashioned
homestead in the neighboring village
of Lemont and had .asked the girl he
loved to be his wife. It was in the
gloaming of & summer’s evening, in
the shadow of the house which, set
back but a few feet from the picket
fence, ' mestling in a cluster of half
grown elms, was the home of Barbara
Elwell. "You can see from the top of
the cantilever conveyors on the canal
or from the crest of the spoil bank,
its white walls gleaming among the
green of its surroundings. There,
tremblingly, but with confidence born
of hope, he had whispered the words
that had lain on his tongue for a
long time.

And she had given him his answer.
He was forewarned by a laugh—a
laugh apparently sincere, but what
there was to afford merriment is be-
yond man’s capacity for guessing.
She was no more than a child, and
it was the answer of a child, and of
a spoiled child. She drew away quick-
ly in a fleeting moment of surprise at
the unexpectedness of it, and then a
rippling laugh sounded the death knell
of his hopes. He had better taken it
as final, cutting though it was. But
he must know the why and where-
fore, and she had given him cause to
hope and all that, and was there an-
other?

Miss Barbara Elwell was a very
pretty girl of & breezy, fresh, western
brand of prettiness, and swains of Le-
mont and of the neighboring big me-
tropolis had told her so in terms of
varying frankness. Finishing school
ideas still floated through her brain
and she looked upon workdly matters
from the standpoint of a nineteen-year
old, novel reading girl. To her the
good clothes of a man were the index
of his worthiness, or at least such
sentiment did in some degree at this
period in her life mold her opinions
of the other sex.

She put it this way to Imrie: “Mar-
ry a man whose duties require him
to associate with those dreadful canal
men? Oh, really, I could not think of
it! And then your work is so—so—
well, dirty you know. Besides Mr.
Imrie, I'm sure I do not love you.”

The last sentence was uttered with
a marked effort to bring it out in a
tone that would carry conviction with
it.

Crushed and sore in heart, the un-
successful suitor left her and wended
his way to his lonesome and cheerless
. room iy the hotel, there to make him-
self more miserable by thinking.

see

queried

But do not allow yourself to be-
come disgusted with her for she is

the heroine of this story and g brave
httle girl,

So lmrie was furnished with one
woman's view of his calling apd spent
many minutes in the following days
wondering whether he had been wrong
in liking a trade that built railroads
and canals and such mean things and
required him to mix up with ablebod-
ied, strong men who wore overalls
ten hours out of the twenty-lour. It
being the only business he was con-
versant with and as he had been fair-
ly successful at it for a manof his age
he did not contemplate a change in
his line of work, but the next day he
did write to the home office asking
tosbe transferred to another job prei-
erably the Memphis work, where the
climate would not be so severe on his
health. Such was the reason he offer-
ed, and nobody knew that he wanted
to get away from the vicinity of Le-
mont because it was the scene of his
disappointment in a woman he had in-
stalled in his heart as an idol fit for
his worship. He wanted to obliterate
all recollection of her entirely, to for-
get her as though she had not al-
walys been in his thought ever since
his advent on the canal. He wanted
to forget the solitary walks, the bug-
gy rides alone together over shady
roads of that part of the unchaper-
while he was obliged to pass her
oned West. which he could not do
house four times a day to and from
the hotel where he stopped.

With a cold, stiffi lifting of the hat
he grected her when she happened to
be in the garden when he passed, and
in tne same spirit was his salutation
returned. " In her innermost heart, how
ever, she longed for him to stop and
speak, and yet that same heart was
all a-flutter lest he should do so as
his steps brought him nearer the gate.
Her eyes, when his back was turned
looked slyly out from under their
lashes and, wistful and pleading, they
followed him down the gravelled
walk. Could he have on that evening
but been induced to subdue his men-
tal upbraiding of all womankind and
look back he might have seen her on
the porch with. an arm encircling. a
post looking longingly in his direction
For a moment, then, his name was on
her tongue to call him back, but it
remained unuttered until his figure
was lost in the gathering darkness.
For awhile she stood there and then,
with a little sigh, turned and went
intothe house.

During the next two weeks there was
est girl in the village, and so her
continugd the homage due the pretti-
thoughts were diverted more easily
from the occurrence of that night than
were Imrie’s. One there was, a young
man of the family of Anson, who,
wounded more deeply then the rest.
came down the thirty odd miles from
the city of a Sunday to spend the
He was a nice young man, take it all
afternoon and evening in her company
in all, and was possessed of admir-
able assurance in ladies’ society. and
more wonderful collars. On the last
occasion of his weekly trip he had
contrived to carry his visit over the
succeeding Monday, which was a hol-
iday, and this Monday was the pay
this story has to do. About nine
day on McDonald’s section with which
o’clock that night they sat upon the
veranda that filled a corner between
two wings of the house. The air was
warm and moist and heavy, and from
the canal came the soft patter of the
machine rock drills and the dull
coughing of hoisting engines. He was
beginning to say gnodl)y, as it was
near train time. She was listening a
little wearily, for he had outstayed
his  welcome.

Suddenly. there rose from the direc-
tion of the centre of the town a clat
ter of many voices raised apparently
in anger. Breaking so abruptly into
the quietude of a village night it sent
a thrill of nameless fear into those
who heard. A shrill whoop punctua-
ted the discord, and now and again
a grating drunken laugh rose above
the noise. Then the ring of a break-
ing window pane was heard; a mo-
ment’s silence, and the babel louder
than before, and added to by an irate
proprietor’s blasphemous  tongue,
broke forth afresh.

“It's that dreadful canal crowd. It
must be pay night,” explained Miss
Elwell in answer to his query.

A little figcure glided down the
strect. hurrying from the noise as
fast as two bowlegged pins could car-
ry him. He mumbled some indistinct
breathless words as he passed.
Barbara went to the gate and look-
ed up the street, and Anson held an
umbrella over her head. A couple of
hundred yards away the light from
numerous saloons that drew their sus-
tenance from the canal workers shed
a wierd and infernal illumination over
a crowd of men moving about unstead-
ily for the most part, for the liquor
had circulated freely. All were talk-
ing at once and loud, and in the dis-
tance it sounded like the snapping
and snarling of a pack of fighting
dogs.

The neighborhood of the big ditch
and the towns along its course often
felt the blighting effect of the congre-
gation of thousands of hard drin‘kingr
men. Dissatisfied laborers, primed
with alcohol, had wreaked vengeance
upon bullying foremen upon one or
two occasions, and once had gone
further, and for some grievance, fan-
cied or real, had wrecked machinery
of .their employers. Good people, un-
used to the ways of construction
hands, and supposing that all the
men were equally bad with the pari-
sites and hangers on who infested the
vicinity, lived in a state of continual
terror, especially when pay day came
around.

Cognizant of all this, Barbara heard
the clamor with alarm. A vague pre-
sentiment of impending danger to
some one near her possessed her, and
her hand, resting on the gate trem-
bled. The crowd appeared to be form-
ing into line with the object of going
down the road past the Elwell house
and towards the canal.

From out of the shadow in the oth-
er direction two men appeared, talking
volubly but low and walking swiftly
to the scene of the uproar. A third
followed in a run at their heels. The
latter was little Andy Cusack. Kirby
and Chapin, who were the first two,
looked with what appeared to be ap-
prehending inteniness at the mob in
fromt .of them. Miss Elwell hailed the

mannikin as he approached. “Mr, Cu-
sack, what is it?”’ she said

Cusack pulled up with a jerk and
gazed questioningly at the girl and
her escort. “‘Ob,” he muttered as he
recognized her and turned again to
follow the other two.

“‘Cusack, stop!’’ said Barbara in a
well simulated tone of command.

He halted obediently.

“‘What is the matter down there?”
she asked again.

“Where? Down there? Oh, ’tain’t
anything ‘cept that McDonald’s pets
is goin’ to celebrate the occasion with
appropriate ceremonies,”’

“*What occasion?’” said Anson
Cusack stopped.

The little man blinked absently at
the stranger and, turning to Miss El-
well, said ““They’re settin’ out to
give a reception or somethin’ like
that—1 don’t know what—to Mr. Im-
rie for the—whoap!” He had put out
his hand to steady himself against
the open gate, but missed it, ‘and as
ha tipped over his stifiened outstretch
ed arm brought up against a tree. He
struck an attitude, with one leg cross
ed before the other, the toe of ome
boot dug into the gravel and arms
akimbo. *‘ ’Scuse me,”’ he said to no

one in particular.

The mention of Mr. Imrie’s name
cansed the girl new apprehension.
“What about Mr. Imrie!”’ she asked
anxiously.

“John L? Why they’re goin’ to do
by John L, as he won’t forget for
many a day,” said Cusac, emphasiz-
ing his words meaningly. ‘‘McDon-
ald’s pets don’ raise trouble very
often ’nless they gor mighty good
reason, ’cause they’s quiet men, but
John L., he—"

A hiccough.interrupted him.

“What do you mean? Are thsy go-
ing to harm him? Are they goiige to
the canal?”’ asked Barbara.

“Who? The gang? Sure,”’

“With what intention?”’

“] don’t know.”” Then after a slight
pause, ‘“They’se got the key to the
powder house.”

“But, Cusack, they would not harm
Mr. Imrie, would they?”’

“They got nothin’ particular ’gainst
John L. or Mac cither, but they're
desprit. with their wrongs an’ the lig-
uor, don’ you see?”’ He swung about
like a sapling blown about in the
wind. From down the road the growl
of the mssembled workers continued
unabated. Its hideous euggestiveness
effectively verified the tenor of Cusack’
remarks.

“Oh,what do they intend to do to
him?"’ said Barbara.

“I don’t know—throw dynamite at

him unless he sees ’em first.”
She emitted a frightened little ‘“Oh”’
and Cusack observed- with satisfaction
that his efforts had been to some
purpose.

“And you, Andy Cusack,” she said,
“are you going to stand idle and not
warn him of his danger? Oh, can’t
you do something?”’

“Ah, lady, don’t talk that way,”?
said Cusack in a grieved tone. “John
L. knows better'n anybody I would-
n’t lay a hand agin’ him or the com-
pany if it wasn't for the good of the
cause. But I run down an’ got Kirby
an’ ‘Chapin—that’s them that just
went up. Did you see ’em?—an’ me
an’ Kirby an’ Chapin is goin’ to try
to puesuade 'em different. It's no easy
job though I tell you, an’ if we can’t
persuade ‘em we all got to stick to-
gether an’ go with the crowd,”

“Do you mean to say that you are
not going to warn him?”’

“Please miss,” said the little man
plaintively, ““you can see how it is.
I can’t be a traitor to the laborin’
man. Well,I'll be goin.” So long,”
He ‘gathered himself together and
pushed off. and Barbara and Anson
watched him. Looking up the strect,
they saw that the mob had started,
and the noise sounded nearer. Bar-
bara thought of Imrie alone in their
power. She knew he was always in
the office late on pay nights, helping
the bookkeeper close the pay rolls.
He would pay no attention to the
noise of their coming, putting it down
to an ordinary pay night rout until
it would be too late to seek safety
in flight. Some means must be found
to - acquaint him of his danger, and
that quickly. There was a short cut
to the office through the fields by
which a person could arrive there be-
forethe mob that was taking the
longer road. She appealed to the
man standing beside her with perfect
confidence that she had only to give
the word and be obeyed,

“Mr.Anson,” she commanded, ‘‘run
down and warn him,”’—and added am-
biguously, ‘“for me. You can cut
across lots to the back of the boarding
camp and get there before them.”’
“Why —er—"'began Anson, suddenly
aroused from his speechless interest in
the doings of the approaching mob.
“Oh, I don’t suppose there is anyone
down there at night.”

“He is always in the office on pay
nights. I saw him go down after sup-
per, and he has not returned,”
“Imrie, you mean? He probably
passed by, and you did not recognize
him. Don’t you think so?”

“No; I'm sure of it.”

“Butl have never been down that
way,you know; and anyway,”’ as a
happy thought stru¢k him, ‘‘there arc
the canal police. They will surely be
able to take care of the matter. Be-
lieve me, Miss Elwell, there is no
danger.””

A sad thing indeed, is the abrupt
realization by a woman that her os-
cort is not the most corageous man
in the world and ready at all times
to brave the terrors of dark and un-
known dangers for her sake. She
could find no words for answer, and
inwardly she wanted mostly to cry.
But her lip curled with an expression
of the scorfi and contempt she could
not utter, and she darted into the
house; not, however, before he had
seen and translated the look she had
given him.

Hooting, yelling and swearing, the
crowd came on, only intent on the
purpose they had in view, and pay-
ing no heed to the citizens who look-
ed on from behind their gates. Anson
drew back towards the house and saw
them. He heard the door slam, and,
turning, he saw Miss Elwell, with a
mackintosh over her shoulders, and
her fingers nervously pinning a felt
hat to her head. She stepped from the
veranda and ran across the lawn.

“Stop! Stop!”” he called, but not so
loud as to be heard by the men on
the street. “‘Stop! I'll go. Come
back!”” He ran after her.

The clamor drowned his voice, and
she disappeared in the darkness. He
hurried after her as far as the break
in the fence that opened into the
fields beyond but no sight or sound
of her rewarded him. “Miss Elwell!”
he called hoarsely, “Miss Elwell!” No
reply, and finally he retraced his steps
slowly and continued on toward the
town. Soon the train carried him to
the city from the last trip he ever
made to Dr. Elwell’s house.

Out on the flat prairie the girl ran
with all speed. The office light was
her guiding beacon. There an intend-
ed victim of a drunken mob sat alone
and unconscious of danger, and she
must save him.

The noise of the men’s progress
came more faintly to her ears as she
diverged from their route. Farther up
the canal the night shift was at work
and there was light in plenty, but ev-
erywhere else was the gloom of a wet

as

night. Somewhere near the boarding

camp a quartet of negro goices and
the tinkle of string instruments point-
ed out the location of a happy, care-
less crowd. kxceps for that and the
sound of working machinery coming
soitly from the scene of the night
shiit s operations and the mob’s -
distinet growl all was still as death.
aot seeing danger to herseli, she did
not realize its presence sut, foatus
nately, this being pay night, thess
pinces of abode were untenanted just
then, and she was not confrouted:
with the danger that their pie¢s:uce
would cause.

The unwonted exertion exhausted
her, and she had to stop for breath,
The memory of cruel words spoken in
a thoughtlcss moment recurred to hex
again and again and caused a smiting
of the conscience out_of all proportiom
to the enormity of the offence and
each time' it urged her on to remewed
frantic endeavor that she might now
be too late to ask his forgiveness,
Only that she might have strength ta
take her to him in time so she could
have an opportunity to let him know
she was sorry and repentant and hear
him say in reply that he forgave—
that was all she craved. If she wera
too late? A snggestion of his possikle
fate floated over from the road at &
louder spasm of snarling from the
men, and she cried aloud in an agony
of despair.

The music sounded nearer. The
buildings of the boarding camp loom-
ed up on one hand. She would have
to pass in close proximity to them
and a momentary spasm of fear for
hersclf attacked. her. With beating
heart she sped by, hearing the mum-
ble of voices close at hand. The light
from the bunkhouse windows revealed
to her for an instant a couple of
lounging workers, and one of them
gave vent to a loud meaningless
whoop. Her heart was in ber throat.
All became black and she was over-
come with a numbing weakness and
stumbled and sank to the ground by,
the side of a heap of machinery. Her
ear caught the sound of maudlin
laughter. The thought that they,
might follow and find her. there gave
her strength, and she rose and ran
blindly on, not knowing whether in the
right direction or not.

Imrie was alone in the office, stand-
ing behind a high desk at work on
his reports when: there burst through
the doorway s moist and rather be-
dragpled apparition in a meokintosh
with limp tufts 6f brown tresses all
awry beneath the dripping hat and a
face flushed with exertlon, half hidden
in the turned-up collar. He \ropped
his work, all the surprise it pos-~
sible to feel being expressed pn his
countenance.
Mi&&  Elwell!”
went to her.
(Concluded next week.)
i T
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SUGAR AS FOOD.

A child might have taught uslong
ago, but it has remained for long
ages unknown to the grown-ups that
sugar is one of the best of foods in-
stead of being the deadly article that
it has been considered. The British
Medical Journal comes out strong on
the merits of sugar as a food, taking
little space, excellent for the fatigued
bringing to the tired muscles a quick
recovery and toning up the spirits of
the overworked and depressed. Sugar
puts-flesh on the bones as well as
brings the muscles into serviceabla
condition. In Holiand the athletea
are made to eat a certain amount ol
sugar while in training for big feats.
In the armies of the world the use of
sugar is encouraged to a far greater
extent than oif old. The benefit of
sugar in the nurseries lies not in
keeping the children well nourished
but also in the amiable mood that, it
said, adds to their well being in
all ways.

L e

WIRE WOUNDS.

My mare, a very valuable one, was
badly bruised and cut by being caught
in a wire fence. Some of the wounds
would not heal, although I tried dif
ferent remedies. Dr. Bell advised me
to use MINARD'S LINIMENT, diluted
at first, then stronger as the sores
began to look better, until, after threq
weeks, the sores-have healed, and best
of all the bair is growing well, and
is not white as is most always the
case in horse wounds.

F. M. DOUCET.
Weymouth.

GRS Sl
THE BIBLE IN THE SCHOOL.

Some years ago the Ontario Consers
vatives made a tremendous campaign
for the use-of the Bible in the schools
‘“the Bible, the whole Bible and noth-
ing but the Bible.” A book of selec:
tions prepared for the government
was fiercely denounced as a Roman
Catholic device. 1t was called the
Ross Bible. Copies of it were burn:
ed by school trustees, indignant at
the mutilation of the Bible. Now wa
have a meeting of Ontario teachers
most of them church members, many
active in church and Sunday school
work. They. unanimously declara
against the use of the Bible as a text
book in the schools, and by a major-
ity of 54 to 42 they declared in favor
of using selections for the teaching of
ethicg, literature and history.

Day ot Miiacies not Past.

A Toronto Star reporter investi-
gated the cuse of Me. Geo. Waroen
and found that after thirteen years of
almost total deainess, he had
cured by inhaling Catarrhozone.

This proves that where Catarrhozone
treatment is employed, impaired hear-
ing and deafness can be cured. Cate
arrhozone always brings quick relief.
1t is warranted to give lasting sat~
isfaction.- All sufferers from Impaired
Hearing, Deainess, Head Nolses and
Ringing in the Ears are advised to in
hale Catarrhozone and derive the bena
fit it is- capable of affording. Prica
$1.00, small size 25¢c. Druggists, or N.
C. Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont.

Hamilton’s Pills cure constipation.

—A Quaker and & Baptist travelling
together, the Baptist took every occa-
sion to ridicule the Quaker, on ac-
count of his religigus profession Ere
long they came to where the body of
a malefactor was hanging ‘I wonder
now,” said the Baptist, “what relig-
ion this man was of?”’ ‘‘Perhaps,”
replied the Quaker, “he was a Baptist
and they have hung him up to dry.”

—The British loss of life in the South
African war was 1,069 officers al
20,897 men. There were killed about
400 officers and 6000 men. The rest
were cut off by disease or accident.
The total cost in money is somewhera
about a thousand million dollars.

g o et

A pipeful of “Amber” Plug Smoking
Tobacco will burn 75 minutes.
“Test it{"
Save the tags, they are valuable.
il 2 SR e

—Wendell Philips prophesied Marconi.
On July 28, 1865, speaking in Music
Hall, Boston, to school. children, he
said: ‘I expect, if I live forty years,
to see a telegraph that will send mes-
sages without a wire both ways at
the same time.”

Minard’s Liniment cures LaGrippe.




