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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fiice in Annapolis, opposite Garriscn gate
~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Fivery Thursday.

Oonsular Agent of the United States
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

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

0. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete:

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

H»ad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Fine . ...
..
Printing . .

Money to Loan on First-Olaes
Real Hstate.

O. S, MI1LL TR,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

Prompu 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,

Good Stock,

Meat Workmansbip,
Up=to-Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,

Satistaction to [Patrons.

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five

Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of

Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream of Wheat, White

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in.a few days.

In Feed

Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,
Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and QOats.

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

trBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and’ get’
our prices. Satisfaction guarantced.

. L. PICKHFOTT.

R DDy ity

f. A CROWE

Sanitary
Plumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

'Phone 21

AR

gnitrg. 7

Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.
OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N, 8.

D
DR. . 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University lNaryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

S
James Primroge, D: D. S.
Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets /Tyrmerly occupied by Dr. |
Fred Primrose.}/ Dentistry i its |
and promptly attended
at Bridgetown, Monday |

and Tuesday of eA%h:;uek.
Bridgetown, Sept. , 1801,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevor,
RQUND HILL, N. 8.

USE
Dwight’
Vetermar

25 tf

We Print

BILL.HEADS,
-LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,

| But,

| They call me

CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

Intmen

v

. fbr Scratches

Best Ointment

“ and costs just on:%.ﬁ‘

the money.

FOR SALE AT

Medical Hall,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Notice t(_)__tﬁe Public

As T am an authorized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbaroot Tablets and Powders, the
great family medicine and KING OF BLOOD
PURIFIERS. for the cure of Rheumatism,
Dyspepsia, Scrofula, Torpidity of the Liver,
Janundice, Sick Headache, Constipation, Pains
in the Back, Female Weaknesses, and all im-
parieties of the blood, 1 would say to those in
poor health that I will send by mail to any ad-
dress on receipt of price. Herbaroot Tablets.
200 days’ treatment, with guarantee, - $L00

e h fn “ "5
50
- 25
Throat,

00 K
ilerbaroot Powder, per package
Inhaler
Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore
stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

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

WANTED

Good. smart agent to represent us in Nova
Scotia for the sale of hardy Fruit and Orna-
mental stock. Sample case supplied free. Good
pay weekly. We offer special inducements to
any one who will make a speciality of orna-
mental business, having over 600 acres in culti-
vation we are in a position to give best possible
satisfaction. Apply now. Pelham Nursery Co..
Toronto. Ont.

TO ILLET
The Brick House belonging to the
estateof late Bob!. E. F'Randolph,

Finest Lines
<IN,

Wedd:
Stationery.

Satisfaction Guaranteed,

Monitor = =« «
Job Priuting = «

April 3rd, 1901,

| tlesey,
| ton
| daze to him, but soon the air

Tha little sharp vexations
And the briers that catch and fret,
Why not take .all to the Helper
Who never has failed us yet?
Tecil him about the heartache
And tell him the longing, too;
Te'l hima the baflled purpose
When we scarce know what to do.
Then, leaving. all our we
With the One divinely strong,
Forget that we bore the burden
And carry away the song.

kness

THEY CALL ME STRONG.

They call me strong because my tears |

I shed where none may sce;
Because 1 smile, tell merry tales and
win the crowd to me;
They call me strong Hecause I laugh
to ease an aching heart,

Because I keep the sweet side out and | of the head.

hide the bitter part.

Oh, could they who call me

| picking

strong live but an hour with me |

When I am wrung with grief in my

Gethsemane!
strong because . I toil
from early morn till late,

Well knowing there will be no smile
to meet me at the gate.

They call me strong because I hide an
inward pain with jest

And drive away the care that comes
unbidden to my breast;

Perhaps ’tis strength—God knoweth
be he sent the cares to me:

And His—not mine—the strength that
keeps through my Gethsemane!

 Selert  Ziterature,

A Knight of the Highway;

(By Clinton Scollard.)

(Continued.)
X1I
AN ARRIVAL
in the light wagon, propped up be-
tween Jack Parmelee and Dick Whit-
Rossiter rode back to the Mer-
At first everything was a
revived
him somewhat, and before the house

farm.

| was reached, save for a giddiness and
| a dull
| cied

in his head, he fan
himscli. He was
Parmelee’s stout

he to de-

throbbing
bhe was quite
glad of the aid of
arin, however, when
scend to the ground.

“I’'ll be all right after a
said, as he steadied himself,
help me to my cot.”

Mr. Merton and Miss Densmore had
hastened on in advance, and they,
with Miss Merton and her mother,
gathered about the injured man.

“You're to come right in here,”” Mrs
Merton declared, and, though he pro-
tested, he was led into the family
sitting room, where, stretched upon a
couch, he was made as comfortable
as might be with cool dompresses
that, after a time allayed the painful
feeling in his head. The blow from
the bludgeon had been a glancing one
but above his ear had formed a lump
that was exceedingly tender to the

came

bit,” he
“if you'll

| touch.

By and by Jack Parmelec appeared
from an outer door, and, noting the
improvement in Rossiter’s appearance,
exclaimed:

“That was an -ugly little clfb you
got! It kecled you halfi way down
the embankment, an’ if it had been a
couple o’ inches the other way your
head an’ a squashed pufi-hall’d have
passed for twins.”

‘“How can you,
Merton, who, with
in the room.

“What’s the use o’ gloomin’ about
it? He'll be fit enough in the morn-
in.’ A trifle sore in the upper story
mebbe, but that won’t last long.”

“You were just in time,” laughed
Rossiter, ‘I was about done for.”

“You put up a great fight, Sylvia
says, and Merton allows you've got
the darndest grit he ever saw. They'd
all skedaddled by the time I got down
into the dip, They must have felt I
had an army behind me by the way
they lit out. Well, Dick Whittlesey,
was close by, and he’s a whole reg-
iment in a scrap.”

Rossiter had a brief nap late in the
afternoon, and woke to find himself
alone and much refreshed. The rat-
tling of dishes indicated the nearness
of the supper hpur, and outside there
was a suggestion of approaching
dusk. He rose to his feet without
difficulty, and was walking towards
the outer door, which opened on the
porch, with no definite intention, when

ss Densmore appeared Irom the ad-
joining room bearing a daintily ar-
tanged tray, upon which was a steam-
ing cup of tea, some toast, and a few
other tdpting edibles.

Miss

was

Jack?”’ cried
her mogther,

Department, = «

She exclaimed in protest® on seeing
Rossiter, :

trouble,”

“You're to sit’ down at onoe, sir.”
“We're not going to have
off in that fashion.”

ibed  very willingly, and
I about making him comfor-

she - said

yYou lllllhi'“

H
Fhl‘
tal

“Miriam and my aunt are busy,”
I, *'so. I said I'd look after
b needn’t ‘have been to all this
he answered. “I'm fully re
But .he was glad to
i‘,ul with her sitting by chatiing cheer-
ny.

suaid,

cov cred

now.”’

“I'm afraid,”” he remarked presently,
“that you will find it difficult to keep
to yourself your promise of the other
Ilil_ 'r{v”

“*What that?”

“Don’t recall? You were going
to hold in recollection from your hop-
experience onlv its pleasant
phases. Aren’t the disagreeables,
to likely far to outweigh the
happy experiences?”’

**0Oh; no,” she replied, with a shake

“It’s like a play. Unless
tra however much the
through, the effect is not
quite the contrary. The

stand out and the dark

was
you

)
!

anes
speak,

the .end is ic,
actors pass

darksome,

thought Rossiter.- Yes,

end of this small episode was cer-

]y at hand. It delicate paths

two treading. The girl

e and more conscious of something

her heart which she would not ad-

mit to herself was there, fearful of all

might involve, her sensitive natute
King

! from ch of family.
.u{u]& and of the world; the man
wholly masteted=by the love he

now

had so sternly struggled against, rea-
lizing his apparent folly and lack of
hope, and yet grasping at straws, and
bucyed™wgby the frailer fabric of his
dreams.

“Though you would not let me try
to tell you, Mr. Rossiter,” Miss l)uns"
more broke out suddenly, ““of my grat-
itude to you for all you did for me,
I must I will, speak of your nobleness
your generosity, and bravery in go-
to uncle’s aid. Why if it hadn't
beea for you—"’

Her words were as sparks to pow-
der. All the pent up emotion within
him rushed to his lips. She should
krow, whatever might be the conse-
quences, that it was her presence with
Mr. Merton that had moved him to
strive so mightily, that there was no-
thing he would not do, aye, to risking
liiz and limb a thousand times, to win
her favor. Whatever his past might
have and she should read the
open page sf it without reserve, the
future, and she should put him to the
proof, should be like the life-moulding
of another man, if he might but wear
her gage.

‘Do yvou think Mijss Densmore,’”” he
began, and there was that in his voice
and in his s that caused her to
turn away, ‘‘do you think I would
have gone so cagerly to your uncle’s
aid—" :

His impassioned words were
short by Miss Merton’s entrance.

‘“‘How cosey we are!”’ she cried seat-
ing hersc ‘And is the hero quite re-

was

were

ing

been,

cut

“He's likely to faint dead away, if
you apply that title to him again,”
Rossiter had wit enough to say.

What had he been about to say?
Miss Densmore wondered. Inference
clearly pointed in but one direction,
aud yet—. She was in a tremor of
doubt, not sure of herself, marvelling
at Rossiter’s sudden exhibition of feel-
ing when hitherto he had held him-
se'f in such close restraint. As for
Rossiter. he resolved that he would
not turn his back on the Merton farm
and the hop-fields without putting his
fortune once more to the test.

Mr. and Mrs. Merton came in short-
ly, a lamp was lighted, and then,
though they urged upon him to rest a
whiie longer, Rossiter declared that
hs would go down to the men’s sleep-
ing quarters, and bade them all ‘good
night,’

“You'll not hesitate to rouse some-
one if you leel ill?”’ said Mrs. Merton.

Rossiter assured her that she need
have no further anziety in regard to
him. and went out to find Joe Be-
craft lounging about watching for
him. . He would have much preferred
to be alone. but he would not hurt

Jecraft’s feelings so the two walked
towards the men’s sleeping, quarters.

The next morning Rossiter was at
his work as usual. He did ‘not leel
strong, but in response to all en-
quiries replied that he needed only an-
other night’s rést to be ready for fur-
ther adventures. The girls came into
the yard long enough to pick one box
each, chatted gleefully over the sum
of money they had earned, talked of
the departure of the pickers and how
lonely the farm would seem after they
had gone, inquired as to Rossiter’s
plans, and said, as they were leaving,
that they would reserve their good-
hyes until later, he having stated
that he should probably ride into Tll-
ica with the Beecrafts on the following
morning, although some were planning
to take the evening train from Hin-
tonville,

By four o’clock the last pole was
stripped and stacked. It was an-
nounced that Mr. Merton was to be
found in his little room in the barn,
end thither all the pickers flocked for
their pay. When the grateful farmer
came to settle with Rossiter he en-
doavored to make him accept a much
larger sum than was due him, saying
he wished in some way to show his
appreciation of his many services, and
knsw no other means of making his
appreciation clear. It was fragkly yet

v no means indelicately pud, and
though the pole-puller would not lis-
ten to the proposal, he was gratified
rather than offended. Mr. Merton
then asked him if he would not like
to remain in his employment on the
farm, saying that Jack Parmelee had
suggested it. For this further mark
of kindness Rossiter expressed his
thanks, but replied in the negative
whereat Mr. Mertoa’s regret was ap-
pavently genuine.

As Rossiter emerged from his inter-
view with Mr. Merton, and was stand-
ing in ‘the door of the barn pondering
upon how he should effect his inter-
view with Miss Densmore, a young
man, trimly clad and neatly gloved,
drove briskly into the yard in a smart
dog-cart- He pulled- up in front of
the porch, and Miss Densmore and
Miss Merton came out to meet him.

“Hullo! There’s that young Wolfie, a
friend of Sylvia’s from Illica,” said
Jack Parmeclee, who was sitting on
the barn threshold whittling encérget-
ically at a splinter of pine. - “Hey,
Dick Whittlesey! Run and take that
]I(lrbu«”

“I came down from the woods day
before yesterday,” the newcomer was
saying to Miss Densmore, ‘“‘and yes-
terday I met your father, who told
me¢ you were up here, so I thought
I'd drive out.”

As Rossiter viewed the greeting be-
tween the -two, the lovely girl and
this fine-looking, handsomely dressed
young man, the little fabric of dream
which he had allowed to grow grad-
vally since his struggle in the dip
crumbled into dismal ruin. He strode
away into the orchard cursing 6 him-
gelf for his mad presumption. Yet hope
died hard, and by the time the supper
bell rang out he made up his mind
that the presence of this unexpect-

ed arrival should not detér him from |

ploading hig cause. Curiously, in all
his thoughts of Densmore, the
probability that her affections were en-
gaged was not a thing that had re-
ccived from him much consideration.
Now he wondered why.

The evening meal was earlier than

iss

usual, that those of the pickers who |

desired might catch the train at Hin-
tonville. After he had eaten Rossiter
again sought the orchard. He had de-
cided that he would wait and watch
to see when Mr. Wollfe took his de-
parture, and then perhaps: the oppor-
tunity he sought would offer itself.
Eugerly he marked the shadows gath-
er, and saw the evening star begin to
ghisten beyond the dim outline of the
distant hills. He was just upon the
point of rcturning to roXIimity
of the house when he caught the faint
murmur of voices. He had found a
seat upon a wide rail in a corner of
the snake fence where tall elderberry
bushes formed a partial screen and
faucying it was some of. the pickers
wandering by the path, half a dozen
yurds away, to the edge of the or-
chard, he concluded he would let
them pass before making a move. He
sat there inattentive and passive un-
til suddenly he was conscious that one
of those speaking was Miss Densmore.
Without looking he knew who her
companion must be. What should he
do? As yet he had heard no word of
tkeir conversation and he had no Jds-
sira to play the unwilling evesdropper
As noiselessly as possible be tried to
shift his position that he might
steal into the bushes on the other side
of the fence and thus stcal away un-
noticed. He had half accomplished
his purpose when what Wollle was
sayving became clear to him.

“It isn't a matter of one hour in
the day, Sylvia, but of every hour,”
his words ran. - “Indeed it seems to
me that you are never absent Irom
wy thoughts; I'can’t put you away
from me. Why, up there in the woods
I heard your name in the song of
every bird, in every breeze that cried
in the pine-tops, in every brook mur-
muring over the rocks. Your face was
always before me even when I awoko
in the great darkmess of the forest
night.”

Rossiter could not know that it
was the third time this young man
had declared his love to Miss Dens-
more; that he was now breaking his
promise not to speak of it again; that
moment before, when he had ven-
forbidden ground, she had
endeavored to silence him. To the
tortured man it seemed like a first
deciaration, and to all appearances
the girl was a willing listener. In his
ageny of mind his caution ‘was ‘or-
cotten, and he allowed one of the
branches which he had bent back to
slip from his hand and strike the
fence. Miss Densmore glanced toward
him. recognized his disappearing figure
and gave a little, suppressed cry. He
supposed it to be one of fright, and,
hastily parting the bushes among
which he now found himself, sped,
crushed at heart, swiftly away into
the thickening shades.

80

a
tured on

XIII.
GOOD-BY TO THE HOP-FIELDS.

When Miss Densmore stepped upon
the porch of the house she was alone.
Mr. wollie had gone to the barn to
look after the harnessing of his horse.
His interview had had in it an un-
mistakable element of finality and at
last he realized the utter hopelessness
of further pleading and protestation,
Hs could not understand Miss Dens-
more’s strange agitation and fright
at the noise in the bushes, but why,
he questioned, should he now trouble
his head about that? His horse was
shortly ready, he sprang into his cart
gathered up the remns and started, in
no very amiable mood, on his twelve-
mile drive to Illica.

As Miss Densmore entered a narrow
sids hall-way she encountered Jack
Parmelee.

“Your pole-puller left his good-bye”
he said. ‘“He changed his mind I
guess about waitin’ till mornin’ he
thought mebbe he could catch the
train .at Hintonville; wanted me to
give you this,”” and he held out a
smali slip of folded note-paper.

“Thank you,” said Miss Densmore,
taking it and passing into the room
where Rossiter had been brought .the
previous afternoon, and where her
aunt and cousin were .now sitting. It
was then, even as she had feared;
Rossiter had heard a portion of Mr.
Wolffe's untimely declaration.

“Mr. Wolffe wished me to say good
night,”” she remarksd to Miriam and
her aunt. “It’s so late that he felt
he must hasten back.”

“Mr. Rossiter’s gone. Did Jack tefil

“Mr. Rossiter’s gone. Did Jack tell
queer he should start off so. and never
come in to say good-by? I can’t un-
derstand it. Really, I feel quite hurt.

“Oh, I suppose he thought if he
waited to say good-by to everyone, he
wouldn’t catch the train,”” returned
Miss De yre with indiffer-
encé.

1

This attitude on her cousin’'s part
seemed so unnatural that Miss Merton
fell to wondering what could be back
of it, but she did not question her.
‘Lhere was Mr, Wollie’s sudden depart-
ure too. Could there be any connee-
tiom between the abrupt leave-taking
of the two men? ‘Lhe enigma was be-
yond her solving, and tuere appeared
to be no inclination on Miss Dens-
more’s part to solve it for her. The
latter lingered for a moment, and then
passed from the room. She ascended
the stairs, entered her chamber, and
closed the door. She did not strike a
light at once, but sat upon the edge
ot the bed and gazed wide-eyed at the
wall.

She recalled what she had said on
the night of the hop-dance, and also
her talk with Rossiter on the preced-
ing evening. ‘“‘Her promise to herself’
he had called it, her assertion in re-
gard to her after-thought of her hop-
picking Jife. Tears started into her
eyes. Had he come to say good-by
to her, as she surely expected that he
would, she had meant to extend a
cordial invitation to call upon her in
l1llica, and something in her .heart
told bher he would have come. Now
she felt that in all likelihood she nev-
er would see him again. He had not
reveaied to ker his home—or the place
that he Led once called home; she
had gathered that it was one of the
great eastern cities, and that he was
returning thither to begin life anew
that was all. The chapter seemed to
her irrevocably closed.

At length she rose, lighted a candle
and unfolded the crumpled scrap of
paper. “Good-by. God bless you,”
she read, and then the signature—
“Philip Rossiter.”” She extinguished
the candle, and going to the wirdow,
looked long at the stars and the sky.
Then she walked to the bureau, open-
ed one of the drawers, and taking
therefrom a little box of Venetian
glass which held some treasured trink-
ets, snapped back the lid and laid the
puper caressingly among them.

After his plunge out of the bushes
Rossiter hurried up the field, crossed
into the upper orchard, and made his
wuy to the slecping-quarters of the
mwen. What he had  just seen and
teard had suddenly dissolved the res-
olution and purpose that had daily
taking firmer and more definite
since he, leit the freight-train
zight at Illica. Life never could,
or ever would hold aught for him. He
was a tcol to think that now he ever
could a1 ything but a vagabond.
He would take to the road again.
Hasuly he put his few' belongings to-
to the door. There
he vauted. Should he leave without a
word  to - anyone? The love in his
hecart flooded over him like a great
wave as his mind reverted to Miss
Densmore. No, he would somehow
countrive to send a good-by to her. It
was a crowning piece of folly, but he
would indulge in it nevertheless. It
would be his final tribute on the now
shattered altar of hope,—the shrine
which he had so unwittingly reared.

Iic remembered to have seen Joe
Becraft that morning slip a small
pencil into his vest hanging on the
chair near. He soon found the wencil
anl taking his brother's letter, tore
off a little strip where® there was no
vriting, and in the dim light traced
his words of adiei. He then replaced
the pencil, thrust the folded messave
into his pocket, and rending in scraps
th: remainder of the letter, scattered
he fragments upon the grass as he
stepped from:the door.

“There’s an end of that,” he said.

Deen
hiape
that

he

Jether and strode

(To be continued.)
UN GRANDMOTHER.

It is_an inter

sting

SO

question why
grandparents much more tol-
erant of the delinquencies of their
grandchildren, than their own parents.
Une reason, of course, is that they
are not directly responsible for their
welfare; but  there 1s a more subtle
cause for this temper. Experience of
life has taught them not to exagger-
ate the importance of single tenden-
cies. A parent thinks, when his child
does something that is reprehensible:
“This is an evil symptom and it fote-
custs the ruin of character.” The old
wise grandmother does not reason in
that way. She sees the evil tendency
as clearly as the child’s mother, "and,
perhaps, laments it as deeply, but she
has learned that these doleful antici-
pations are seldom justified. She
knows that character is the resultant
of a complex variety of forces and
that other tendencies and influences
are to modify and counteract this in-
clination that gives anxiety. It fre-
quently happens that a boy who de-
velops an inclination to deceit will
become the soul of honesty and that
the flippant girl will become discreet
and thoughtful. You cannot foretell
with any reasonable probability when
a child will become until you have
studied a great many factors, some
of them quite inscrufable; that
while vigilance should not be relaxed,
it is not. worth while to borrow trou-
ble unnecessarily.

are

so

PRIVATE INTERVIEW WITH SELF.

Get away from the crowd a little
every day, my dear boy.:Stand one
side and let the world run by, while
you get acquainted with yourself.
Ascertain from original sources if yo
are really the man people say you §%e
and you are always honest, if you
always tell the truth, square, perfect
truth in business deals; if your life is
as good and upright at eleven o’clock
at night as it is at noon; if you are
as good a temperance man on a fish-
ing excursion as you are at a Sunday
school picnic; if you are as good a
boy when-you go to the city as you
are at home; if, in short, you are
really the sort of man your father
hopes you are and your sweetheart
believes you are. Get on intimate
terms with yourself, my boy, and, be-
lieve me, every time you come out of
these private interviews you will be
a better, stronger, purer man.

A e B

The Earl of Hopetoun has resigned
the Governor-Generalship of Austra-
lia,

Rain and sweat
have no effect on
harness treated

EMBLEM OF CANADA.

The maplé chosen as our emblem is
the hard, or sugar maple, and al-
though it is the grandest of fores#
trees in magnitude and beauty of as-
pect, it is mot unnatural in the city,
where all maples are on an equality,
to regret that the silver maple, with
its early buds and delicately outlined
leaves, has not been our choice, says
the Toronto Globe. The silver maple
blossomed three weeks ago in Toronto
and the male buds have already cov-
ered the pavements where the streets
enjoy the blessing of sunshine. As
with most of the maples, there are
male and female trees, but some are
found bearing both sterile and fertile
flowers. The flower buds, which have
been giving promise of life all through
the winter and have now come forth
to fulfil their mission, are rounder
and more obtuse than the foliage buds
which will soon elongate and fall
away from the pale. downy leaves.
The beauty of these leaves is in their
deep, narrow sinuses and long, slen-
der-pointed and sharply-indented lobes.
The five main divisions and many sub
divisions of the leaf could not be any
more gracefully outlined than in na-
ture’s pattern. Their color, pale green
above and silvery white beneath,
matches their delicate outlines, and
theic slender, drooping stems enu'blc
them to turn with every passing
wind. though not with the uniformity
of the aspens. This is an early ma-
ple, and its familiar two-winged 50'&(]5
will be on the ground and striving
to sprout and take root before the
seeds of our chosen emblem have ma-
tured on their stems. The red maple
is also ecarly, mnd its male buds are
already tramped into the boulevards
or swept into the carts of the scav-
engers. Their first appearance a Iew
weeks ago, red, swelling and putting
forth the delicate growth they had
treasured through the winter was an-
nouncement of spring. The seeds of
this maple ripen in May, turn a
bright red and fall, taking root at
once if conditions are favorable. The
leaves are of a more subsiantial pat-
tern than those of the silver maple
the divisions between the lobes being
angular and not so deep. In color
they are a brighter green above and
of a duller green beneath, but they
can be distinguished from the leaves
of the sugar maple by their sharply-
serrated margin. They present the
most beautiful of autumn colors.

The sugar maple, which we claim as
our very own, does not find the city
congenial, and does not attain the
woods of eastern Ontario and Quebec.
It is not a precocious tree, and the
winter buds, both of flowers and of
leaves are still dormant on its bran-
Both open about the same time
and while the soft, downy young
leaves are shedding the eclongated
scales that have encased them during
the winter the flowers are developing
in yellowish clusters on slender stems.
The male and female trees are gener-
ally distinct, but both fertile and ster-
dle flowers are sometimes found in
separate clusters on the same tree.
The five-lobed leaf, sharply toothed
and divided by rounded sinuses, is
familiar as the emblem of the Domin-
ion. This is the tree of the sugar
bush, and that Canadian has missed
something out of his life, who does
not associate it with the ‘‘sweet’” re-
collections of his childhood. The
smoke of the open fire, the paths in
the snow, the quivering of the heat,
the piece of perk suspended over the
great kettle to prevent the sap boil-
ing over, the dripping spiles and the
basswood troughs, the looped twig as
a tester, and a heterogenous assort-
ment of kitchen wutensils pressed into
service for sugaring off, make a har-
monious background of memory that
always comes with the first announce-
ment of maple sugar, and those who
see it with the§eye of understanding
will pardon the complaint that maple
sugar is not like it used to be. The
maple stands in many and varying
backgrounds. Perhaps the handsome
grain in the back of a violin recalls
the occasional discovery of a “birds
eye’” stick in the woodpile. and efiorts
to split it so as to show both the
bud's eyes and the wavy curls. It ri-
vals the soft maple in the brilliancy
of its autumn tints and paints a
much bolder landscape. The rich car-
pet with which it strews the ground
hastens to early "decay and does its
part towards producing the moist
warmth we delight in under the name
of “Indian Sammer.” The sycamore
maple is familiar, though an Europe-
an immigrant. Its leaves have the
characteristic five lobes, but are quite
distinctive in appearance, being darker
and thicker than those of the sugar
maple, and having roundly and ob-
scurcly toothed margins. Like the
Norway maple, it retains its foliage
Jlater than our native trees, The- Ash-
leaved or California maple should be
more popular, -but its compound leaf
of from three to five leaflets seem a
bar to its claim to membership in the
chosen family. It retaips its seeds un-
til late in the fall, and scems reluc-
tant to part with them even after its
leaves have fallen. The little spike
maple is met occasionally in our sub-
urban woods. The five lobes
leaves seem crowded_into three, and
they have a finely-wrinkled appearance
but they are smooth above and downy
beneath. Its spike of greenish yellow
flowers is found among the leaves in
June. The moosewood that makes so
much of the underbrush in Quebec and
eastern Ontario is also a maple. But
in its native forests our chosen em-
blem is supreme in her regal beauty
commanding the homage of all other
members of that handsome and inter-
esting family.
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C. C. Richards & Co.

Gentlemen,—I have wused Minard’s
Liniment on my vessel and in my fam
ily for years, and for the every day
ills and accidents of life I consider it
has no equal.

I would not start on a journey
without it, if it cost a dollar a bot-

tle.
CAPT. F. R. DESJARDIN.
Schr. “Storke,”

St. Andre, Kamouraska.

How J. J. Hill Rests.

J. J. Hill, the railroad man of
millions, who was born at Guelph,
Ont., projector of immensities, takes
hours every day to read a good book
and rests as he reads. His time is
worth about $10 a minute, but some
of us who have a weekly salary sum-
med up in one figure think we can do
nothing to rest ourselves unless we
have the price. We may not be able
to girdle the globe. we may not have
a million or a cent, but there are
many sources of rest that we all may
know, many beauty spots that we
all may see, and manv restful thought
that we all may cherish.

Minard’s Liniment cures dandruff.

of its

TACT AND SELFISHNESS,

“She’s & woman of tact,”” remar ka.
a woman the other day in describ
a woman who stood at the head of
successlul women’s organization lo’
gsome time, ‘‘and the work she’s dom
in work that requires a large amo
of tact.”

Now, will someone please tell we
what line of work a woman may ads
opt that doesn’t require tact? ls the
woman without tact of any earthly
use to herself or the world in genexe
al? Is it possible for a woman te
succeed in any undertaking unless she
is blessed- with a large amount of
tact?

When you seo a woman who ha#
made a failure of anything don't yo¥
usually find that she’s a woman wi
out tact? In the home, in the social
world, in the business world, in ang
sphere, there’s nothing which stands
the strain of everyday friction likg
tact.

If a woman is blessed with tact, she
can accomplish almost anything she
desires. It’s a grace that can be cul
tivated though sometimes one doe§
meet & woman who seems so utterly
devoid of tact that it seems impos-
sible Lo teach her the meaning of the
word

You'll find her always doing and
saying ‘the wrong things at the wrong
times; you’ll find her always doin;
and saying the likes and dislikes
her friends; you’ll find her unable ta
cope with any unexpected ecircums
stanceés, and you’ll try to account fog
the matter by saying, ‘‘she always
was lacking in tact.”

But back of all this there’s somer
thing else. The woman of tact is al-
ways a woman who is capable of for-
getting herself, and really when yow
look into the matter, you’ll usually
find selfishness 1z at the root of &
woman’s lack of tact. She thinks of
nothing but herself, and forgets al}
abhout other people.

HOW TO THINK OF THE DEAD,

A young mau who had lost his
mother asked Ur. Lyman Abbott, o8
tne New rork Outiook, to tell hug
how he should think ot the dead. Lha
repiy of br. Abbott, given in part bes
low, is:

1 cannot de that; 1 can only tell
you how 1 think of the dead. A
think thét there are no dead; 1 Phiakg
there i1s no death; | think that - there
1s no long and dreary sleep, no waik-
g for a tuture resurrecuion of a podp
which has served its purpose and has
no fugure purpose which 1t can serveg
that life goes unbroken by what l
call death; that the ressurection of
Jesus Christ was not an extraors
dinary event; that He was the firs§
fruits of them that slept; that all
rise from the dead as He rose from
the dead, and live as He lives, tha®
to die is to depart and to be with
Christ, which is far better; that every
death is a resurrection, and that tq
every spirit God giveth a body as it
pleaseth Him. I think of death as &
glad awakening from the . troubled
sleep which we call life; as an eman-
cipation from a world which, beauti
ful though it be, is still a land of
captivity; as a graduation from this
primary department. into some highes
rank in the hierarchy of learning. 1
think of the dead as possessing a more
splendid equipment for a larger life of
diviner service than was possible ta
them on earth—a life in which I shall
in due time join them if T am counted
worthy of their fellowship in the life
eternal.
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WITH “ONE TALENT.”

Unlike the example cited in Holy
Writ, there are some people who con-
trive to make more out of the ‘one
talent’ in the way of position,-lookw
or fortine, than has been vouchsafed
to them than those who have the ten
talents. 1o make what is called the
best of one’s self or one’s circumstan-
ces is a most enviable quality. Ia
most cases such ability is inborn, and
develops itself naturally, but & cam
also be. cultivated, if an individusd
possesses certain characteristics. Selfs
confidence is the greatest essential,
but this must be tempered by a keem
perception, or it will become boastful,
a quality that is fatal to success; os
obviously pushing, which is a predis~
position that generally defeats its owm
end: A certain amount of the lattes
however, is in a way necessary, as the
world does not go out of its path ta
discover. rara avae, and is besides
somewhat shortsighted, so that peo-
ple must be brought under its nose,
as it were, either through their own
energy or the praise of others, to dis-
cover their merits. An admixture of
tact. therefore, is a most necessasy ac
companiment; while last, but not the
ment should also be added as prime
factors.

Completely Fagged Out.

The world is full of sickly, tired,
despondent, encrvated people, all hop-
ing to be well some day. The surost
road to health is along the way of
taking Ferrozone after meals. Fer-
rozone is a great appetizer and enab-
les one to eat plenty of wholesome
food without fear of indigestion ox
dyspepsia. This results in the rapid
formation of an abundance of red, vi-
talizing blood, whith will restire the
nerves, increase flesh and vigor, and
nourish and feed every organ of the
body. Ferrozone is an ideal restora-
tive and invigorant. It is a tonic of
anequalled merit that anyone cam use
with benefit. Price 50c. per box, or
six boxes for $2.50 at druggists or N,
C. Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont.

Hamilton’s pills are good- pills.

—The coronation of the young King
of Spain will precede that of King
Edward by a few weeks. In the con-
trast these two similar events presen$
it will be impossible to avoid com-
parison between the causes which have
led to the decline of Spanish power
and the wonderful expansion gf the
British Empire. Sorrowful and disas-
trous as the minority of the King of
Spain has been, future historians will
do justice to Queen Christina. Dur-
ing a long period of unprecedented
trial this wonderful woman has borné
the burdens and responsibilities of
her singular position with queenly,
wisdom and motherly devotion. T¢
Spanish statesmen, however, they|
may have erred in other directions,
the praise must be given that they
loyally supported the Queen and faith
fully sustained her during th many
years of personal and national wid-
owhood. Impartial judgment will con
cede that in these trying times Spain
has borne her misfortunes in a noble#
cpirit than she displayed in her time
of greatness. Herein lies the hoped
her future.
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A pipeful of “Amber” Plug Smoking
Tobacco will burn 75 minutes.

“Test it?”

Save the tags, they are valuable.

D
. The price of coal has advanchd 81
a ton in New York in consequence
the miners’ strike in Pennsylvania.




