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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
flce in Annapolis, cpposite Garrieen gate
—WILL BE AT HIB—
OFFIOB IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
BEvery Thursday.

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

—AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&4 Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Estate security. £

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

(RANDOLPH S BLOCK.)
Hsad of Queen 8t.; Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate,

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etoc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
#o the collection of ctaims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

nd Master Supreme Court.
tional Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:

DENTISTRY!
DR. F. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University lNaryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Sﬁlﬂlty.

Office next door to Union
Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,
Barrister, - B 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 sttended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
end Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

- Dwight's
Veterinary
niment

for Scratches

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

Medical Hall,

- BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

Notice to the Public

1am an authdrized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbaroot Tablets and Powders, the

reat family medicine and KING OF BLOOD

As

RIDGETOWN ......
OOT & SHOE STORE

pickin’, are you?”’ demanded Becraft
as the two stopped for a moment at
the spot where Rossiter had encoun-
tered ‘‘Whiskers.”

The valley of the Blue Creek was at
their feet, -peaceful and beautiful in
the September sunlight.

“Sorry!” exclaimed Rossiter; ‘‘very
far from it. And I've you to thank
for it all. I feel that I'm a difierent

be given for them.

Murdoch’s Block,
Granville Street.

MY SPRING STOCK IS NOW NEARLY COMPLETE.

My Men’s lines of FINE CONGRESS and BALS made by the well
known firm of John McPherson & Co., Ltd., (union manufac-
tory), are the best I have ever had in quality and style.

My Ladies’ lines of BUTTON LACE and LOW SHOES are out
of sight for style and price.

I am handling’ the CANADA GRADE in all lines of RUBBERS.
No risk in buying these goods, for every pair is warranted to
give good satisfaction; if not, return them and a new pair will

DRESSING and LACES of all kinds always in stock.
Call and see for yourself

E. A. COCHRAN

PLOUR and FEED DEPOT

Good Stock,

Meat Workmansbip,
Wp-to=Date Styles,
Prompt Erccution,
Reasonable [Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

(U¢ Pring «

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

In Flour

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

Confectionery,

our prices.

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five
Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream cof Wheat, White
Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

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

Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

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

Stationery, etc.

swBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and get
Satisfaction guaranteed,

e 1. :?IGG-O'I"I‘-

Lostry.

THE ANGEL DEATH.

Strange, how we think of death,
The angel beloved of God,
With His face like an asphodel flower,
And his deet with nepenthe shod.
Strange how we turn and flee
When he comes by the sunset way,
Out of the valley of rest,
Down through the purpling day.

Why should we fear him so!
What doth the white one bear!
Heartsease of Paradise,
Lilies of purer air!
Comes he, so oft, so kind,
Down from the singing sky—
Soft as a mother come
Stirred by an infant’s cry.

e A el

BEYOND.

Never a word is said,
But it trembles in the air,
And the truant voice has sped,
To vibrate everywhere;
And perhaps far off in eternal years
The echo may ring upon our ears,

Never are kind acts done,
To wipe the weeping eyes,
| But like flashes of the n,
They signal to the s
{ And” up above the angels read
How we have helped the sorer need.

Never a day is given,
But it tones the after years,
And it carries up to Heaven
Its sunshine and its tears.
While the tomorrow’s stand and wait,
The silent mutes by the outer gate.
There is no end to the sky, :
And the stars are everywhere,
And time is eternity
And the here is over there;
For the common deeds of the common
day.
Are ringing bells in the far-away.

- Select giriftcfr'ntizﬁ.‘

(By Clinton Scollard.)

(Continued.)

‘“See how ambitious we are
ting!”’ exclaimed Miss Merton,
Rossiter wished them good-morning.

‘“‘Positively grasping!’’ cried Miss
Densmore. ‘““We counted .up our tick-
ets last night. and calculated how
much we should have at the end. I've
spent mine in my mind a dozen times

get-
as
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already,” and she gave one of her in-
fectious little laughs.

That day was one of delight to Ros
siter. Both of the girls were as gay
as birds, and he caught something of
their gayety. Only once was there a
reference to the occurrence which had
marred the pleasure of the hop-dance.

Miss Merton had walked across to
chat a moment with Mrs. Becraft, to
whom she had taken a fancy and whom
she recalled from the receding year,
and Rossiter chanced %0 be stripping
a pole near the box of the two girls.

“I wanted to ask you a question,”
said Miss Densmore, when she saw he
had finished. ‘“Miriam is not inclined
to talk about it for fear, I suppose,
of disturbing me. Bat wasn’'t the
man the other night ‘the one who—""

“Yes,” interrupted Rossiter, not
waiting for her to complete the sen-
tence. There seemed to be no other
way but to be perfectly frank with
her. “But he’ll not be snoopin’ here
again, as Mr. Parmelee says.”

“] heard what Jack said. I won-
der if it was the .wisest course to

RIFIERS, h}rlthgl curig t(:ot I;Lth -
D peia, Scrofula, Torpidity ol e Liver,
Jﬁﬁﬁm, Sick Headache, Constipation, Pains
jn the Back, Female Weaknesses, and im-
parieties of the blood, I would say to those in
r health that I will send by mail to any ad-
ress on receipt of price, Herbaroot Tablets.
200 dn):s‘ nraag‘mem., w‘i_Lh guaﬁ_x‘nwe, - 8L

00 o
}:Iarbaroot Powder, per package.... e
Inhaler NG .25
Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,
stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

7T, 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 h'est posﬁ‘ble
gatisfaction. Apply now. Pelham Nursery Co..
Toronto. Ount.

TO LET

The Brick House belonging to the
estateof late Robt, E, ¥'Randolph,

Satisfaction Guaranteed,

take? Anyhow, I should be afraid to
turn such a creature loose after it.”

The same thought had occurred to
Rossiter, but he did not acknowledge

it. “Whiskers” bitter vindictiveness

April 3rd, 190L
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he did not doubt. Fear of being
caught was the only thing that would
deter him from attempting some sort
of revenge. Indeed, that had already
occurred, had Rossiter but known it,
which went far towards disproving
his assertion in regard to Dawson’s
appearance. =

As the pole-puller and Joe Becraft
were walking towards
quarters of the men that night t,hgy
fancied they detected a figure in
the shadow of a tree near the lower
rear corner of the hop-kiln.

“We’d better see who it is,” said
Rossiter; ‘““there may be some mis-
chief going on here.”

As they advanced, the figure emer-
ged from the gloom and came to meet
them.

“It’s me,” said Parmelee’s
voice, “‘just havin’ a look

joll
rof

the sleeping,

Come into the kiln a minute.”” Thus
bidden, they went along with him.

“You go back out there,”” Parmelee
said to a farm-hand whom they found
within, “and keep vour eyes open.”

The pungent smell of the drying
hops premeated the air. Parmelee
opened the door which led down in-
to the floorless space where the huge
stove stood to see, that the draughts
were right and the fire hot. Sulphur
fumes from two pans upon the stove
top were rising thickly. A little blue
streamer floated out into the baling-
room of the kiln. Parmelee slammed
the door and turned towards Rossiter
and Becraft.

“I was lying here last night, on the
bunk yonder,” said he, with a jerk of
of his thumb, “along about two o-
‘clock. I'd just got a fresh kiln on,
an’ the fire all fixed, an’ had told
Dick Whittlesey to watch it, an’ was
thinkin’ that imebbe 1'd have a little
snoose, when I happened to glance
over the window here—the same one
where that hairy devil poked his head
in t'other night—an’ I swear there
was a pair of eyes borin’ into me.
They were goin’ quicker'n a pole-cat
but I can tell you it didn’t take me
long to get out there after ’em. There
wasn’t a sign of anybody, however,
but as I stood peering into the dark
cracklin’ an’ there was a_little gleam
of light behind the kiln.”

2 ) ** cried Rofsiter.

: ! Yes, siree,”” cried Parmelee.
“Well, I let out a yell fuﬂ)ick Whit-
tlesey and he came boundin’ to the
door, scart as a rabbit. ‘Water!” I
shouted to him. ‘Bring that bucket!’
We always keep a bucket handy, you
know, in case anything should happen
inside. He was pretty quick, I sup-
pose, but it just seemed an eternity
to me. However, when he did come,
we weren't many seconds gettin’ over
to the other side, and there was as
pretty a little blaze as you'd care to
see just beginnin’ to eat into the
boards of the kilen, if we'd been five
minutes later, you wouldn’t be stand-
ing where you are now!”

“By Jove!” exclaimed Rossiter,
“that’s a mighty serious matter! You
think—’

“Think!’* - broke in Parmelee; “you
don’t have to think long to spot the
pair o’ hands that tried that trick.
It's that devilish ape I thrashed the
other night though there's nothing to
prove it. Very considerate, I call it
of those Waterbury people to fix up
that stockade, or whatever it is, for
koboes over there, and bring all the
ofiscourings of creation into this pait

“Is that what they’'ve done?”’ asked
of the country.”

r.

“Yes,” said Parmelee: ‘“They ‘jug’ a
iramp if he’s found in town, bat out-
side the corpotation they've got this
place, where all the vagrants under
God’s heaven can feed and sleep. We
are reaping the benefit of their little
scheme.”’

“I don’t believe this fellow will t-y
it again here,” said Becraft, as he
and Rossiter turned to go.

“Guess you're right,”” answered Par-
melee. “Of course, he saw that we
did and knows we're pretty sure to
be on the lookout. If you should go
over to Waterbury tomorrow, like as
not you’d find him there with some of
his handsome pals, as innocent as
you please.”

As Rossiter and Becraft sallied out
on their excursion to Blue Creek on
the following Sunday morning, they
encountered Jack Parmelee and Mr.
Merton in earnest talk at the gate-

“Goin’ for a tramp?”’ Parmelee
asked, as the two passed.

“Yes,”” answered Rossiter, ‘““‘over to
Blue Creek.”

“It's quite a place,” said Parmslee.
“I'll tell you what you might do,”
he continued, ““if you care to walk so

o
“What's that?”’

bee-line through the
hit our

a
you’ll

the orchard.”
“Much obliged,” said Rossiter.
“And say,”

hobo.”
off.

ber mornings.

vhi‘a glowing skill.

“You’re mot sorry you came hop-

“Well, if you follow the creek down
for three-quarters of a mile, mebbe,
you come to & little branch #that
leads .up through a side gully. Strike J
into that for a score of rods, cross
big dip right there, and after you've
gone oh, say, twice as far again, take
woods and
loggin’-road that’ll
the Blue Creek Road, which takes a
fetch you out at the meadow below

added Parmelee, ‘“‘you
might just have your eyes open and
watch for any traces of that hairy

“We’ll do it,”” and the two swung

It was one of those vital Septem-
The artist Frost had
begun work upon his autumn picture
giving little touches here and there
 which later he would amplify until
the whole country-side from horizon
to horizon would show the result of

man from the vagabond you met that
day in Illica.”

“There’s no doubt o’ that. No-
body’d take you for the same chap.
But as for thanks, I don’t want to
hear anythin’ about that sort o’ thing.
You don’t suppose 1've forgotten what
you did for me, do you?”

_“Woll, we’ll call it quits, and say
!f more about it. But why say any-
thing ' to mother about that business
in the river? She made it mighty un-
comfortable for me the other day.”

Becraft grinned.

‘“Did she?”’ said hoe. ‘‘She always
thought youm were just about right,
but by jinks, now you're the whole
thing, an’ no mistake.”

“What does she think about a cer-
"tain son of hers? Eh, Joe?”’

Becraft tried to look unconcerned,
but his effort proved a flat failure,
and so, in the best of humor, they
descended into the valley. Along -the
bank of the singing, crystal stream
they wandered, now through open pas-
tures, now beneath the shade of great
forest maples, and now through a
dense undergrowth. On both sides
rose lofty wooded banks, sometimes
one hundred yards or more from the
bed of the stream, sometimes close at
hand, so that they could see, in ‘the
clefts far above their heads, great
sprays of maiden-hair and , beds of
the rare walking-fern. They surprised
speckled trout in dark pools, hollowed
by the actior of the water upon the
blue slate which gave the stream its
name; and they encountered curious
fungus-growths, strange even to Ros-
siter, who had picked up considerable
wood-lore in his wayfarings. By and
by they noted the branch glen, of
which Parmelee had spoken, and turn-
ed into it. It was contracted -and
thickly wooded before they emerged
upon the Blue Creek Road, a highway
which ran for some distance parallel
to the stream and then bent away to-
wards the Merton farm, but above
the road it expanded, and in places
the forest was less dense.

The road crossed the ravine by an
embankment and yet there was a
sharp dip, so deep was the depression.

“Golly!”” said Becraft, ““if this is
not a wild place!”

“It certainly is,”” responded Rossit-
er. “We might be miles from a house,
and yet I presume. there are farms
quite near.”

They did not pause to see, howev-
er, but continued on their way up the
glen.

“I think we'd better climb the bank
and strike into the woods here,”” an-
nounced Rossiter, as they reached a
spot wnere the ravine widened and
its bottom was dotted with dense
clumps of scrub hemlock.

They were making for the thicket-
covered slope, when, on passing be-
tween two close-set hemlock clumos
they discovered the still smouldering
ashes of a fire. Charred potato skins
and cobs from which the corn had
been eaten were strewn upon ‘the
ground.

“We're too late for breakfast,’” said
Rossiter, looking: around as if in
search of further traces of those who
had kindled the fire.
teresting to know who feasted here.
workmen by their chips, or if but one
he’d been indulging in a pretty long
fast.

There was nothing further to be
discovered, so thev ascended the bank
and entered the forest. After a time,
as Parmelee had predicted, they en-
countered the logging-road, and were
back at the farm before the dinner-
hour. That afternoon they reported
the finding of the remains of the fire
to Mr. Merton’s manager.

“Of course there's no
it might have been,” Parmelee said.
“We'll keep watch, anyhow. That
blamed monkev may still be hangin’
about, after all.”

telling who

X1
THE DIP IN THE BLUE CREEK
ROAD.

Hop-picking at the Merton farm was
drawing to a close. It was Wednes-
day afternoon, and by mid-afternoon
of the day following Jack Parmelee
calculated that the last pole would be
stripped.

During these final days of the har-
vest Miss Densmore had contrived to
learn muéh of the story of Rossiter’s
life, not directly, but by inference,
and by patching together such facts
in regard to him as he had let fall
intentionally or by accident. She had
managed to break in upon his reserve
and had often been upon the point of
asking him certain questions regarding
himself, yet had never done so. Of
Rossiter’s admiration for her she was
aware, perhaps in a measure by intu-
ition, for he had scrupulously .endeav-
ored not to let his feelings be mani-
fest, and she doubted if even her
cousin had observed anything in his
demeanor to indicate that he had a
preference between them. Her state
of mind towards him she had not ser-
iously tried to analyse. Of ‘a lively
interest in him she was conscious,
but had anyone suggested that she
cherished a deeper or warmer feeling
she would have repelled the idea ve-
hemently. The discovery of woakness-
es in his character had not lowered
him in her estimation. Indeed, her
sympathies, for that very reason,
went out towards him more strongly.
She fancied she discerned the battle
he was fichting with himself, and long
ed somehow, if he would but let her
to give him encouragement and help.

On Wednesday morning the girls had
been at their box as usual, but they
did not come into the yard to pick in
the afternoon. About three o’clock as
Rossiter was stripping a pole in that
portion of the feld nearest the house
hé caught sight of Miss Merton hast-
ening towards him.

“Where is Jack—Mr. Parmelee?”’
she called, much perturbed as soon
as she came within speaking distance.

Rossiter looked about but could see
nothing of the farm manager. Final-
ly, however, he descried him engaged
in emptying a box of hops in a re-

“There he is,” he said, ‘““way out
yonder.”
mote part of the field.

“Oh, won’t vou go and fetch him?f’
she said, “I’m all out of breath. And
hurry, do, for what I have to tell
him is very important.”

Rossiter set out on a sharp run,
and presently he and Parmelee came
back together. The pole-puller was
then about to retire when Miss Mer-
ton stopped him.

“Won’t you listen, too Mr. Rossit-
er?”’ she said, ‘“for if there’s any
trouble, perhaps you can help us?”

He: acquiesced, and the two men
stood regarding the girl in expecta-
tion and wonder.

“First tell me,” said she, address-
ing Parmelee, “if Simpson is in the
yard, for if he is, perhaps I've had
myfright for nothing.”

“Simpson!”’  exclaimed Parmelee;
no, he’s not. I've been looking for
him this long time. I sent him over
to the kiln on an errand more than
half an hour ago.”

“It might be in- |
| struck
More than one, evidently, judging the |

“Then I'm afraid there’s something
wrong,” said Miss Merton, growing
more agitated, “and, oh, I wish Id
come sooner! I happened to be out
on the porch a while ago,” she went
on, speaking rapidly, “and saw a
man running far down in the lower
orchard. He stopped under a tree,
and then I noticed there were two
other men there. I thought they were
some of the pickers after apples
you know they’re in the habit of get-
ting them—and didn’'t pay much at-
tention, but when I got back in the
house it came to me that the man
seemed like Simpson, and that one of
the others, though, of course, I real-
ly couldn’t see much at such a dis-
tance, had a face like that creature
who frightened us-at the hop-dance.
I went out to look again and they
were gone, so I came to the conclusion
that they must have leaped the fence
and taken & short cut back to the
yard, ‘but when I got to thinking of
it later I couldn’t help thinking that
it was strange, so 1 hurried over to
tell you.”

Parmelee pursed his lips and seemed
incredulous.

“If it wa'n’t for Simpson’s absence
I should set all this down as foolish-
ness, Miriam,”” said he.

“Wasn’t Simpson by when father
started for Hintonville?”” she asked,
“and didn’t he hear father speak of
going to the bank for money tp pay
the pickers and say he meant to re-
turn by the Blue Creek Road because
he wanted to speak with Ezra Merri-
man an instant?”’

“He was there, by the Eternal!”
cried Parmelee, “for he brought the
horse out.”

“And you know Simpson owes father
a grudge for having him discharged
last spring. Father said he never
would have let you take him back if
help hadn’t been so scarce,”’ continued
Miss Merton, growing more animated.

“If there's anything wrong,” said
Parmelee, now awakening to the pos-
sible iousness of the situation,
“we're losin’ valuable time. -You'll
come?”’ he asked, turning to Rossiter.
“I’d rather have you along than any-
one else I know.” -

“I'm at your service,”’ said Rossiter.

“You find Dick Whittlesey, Miriam,
and tell him to hitch on the light
wagon with the yellow gear, and drive
towards Merriman’s. by the Blue
Creck Road as fast as he can. We'll
go across lots. If anything’s goin’
to happen it’ll be at the dip.”

Parmelee had suddenly thought of
the remains of the fire which Rossit-
or and Becraft had seen this depres-
sion in the road.

“You know that Sylvia went with
father,” said Miss Merton as she hur-
ried -away.

‘By thunder, so she did!” cried Par
melee.

Rossiter’s face grew very grave at
this news.

“You haven't a revolver have you?”’
he asked.

“No; I wish to heaven I had!” ex-
claimed the farm manager. “There’s a
shot-pun at the kiln, but it’s so heavy
it’d be more hindrance than use.”

Parmelee paused long enough at the
barn to catch up the ox-goad, then
he led the way down through the or-
chard. The dog-trot, pace he set did
not satisiy Rossiter, but he ventured
no cqmplaint. Parmelee was inclined
to drink at the spring, but his com-
panion restrained him, telling him wa-
ter was a poor stay for what they
might have in hand. Swerving from
the logging road at the glade, they
off almost at .right angles.
Progress was slow now, yet they did
not relax into a walk until they ap-
proached a fence beyond which the
bank of the branch of the Blue Creek
glen pitched abruptly. Up to this
time they ‘had exchanged few words.

“I've been thinking it out,” said Par
melee, leaning for a breathing- spell
against the top fence-rail, ‘‘an’
guess we'd better part here, so you
can hit the dip on one side and 1 on
the other. If you follow the fence you
will come out in a pasture about
three hundred yards from the road;
then if they're in sight you can shout
and wave to ’em to stop. I'll cross
the glen here, and that’ll land me on
the other side of the dip, In case ev-
erything’s not right, it may advan-
tage us more to have you appearin’
from one way an’ me from the other.
You’ll have a little further to go, but
1 take it you're a good bit speedier
than I am. How does the plan strike
you?”

“As excellent,” answered Rossiter.

“All right then,’- said Parmelee,
“we're off.” :

Here and there as Rossiter sped on,
the sunlight lay in little golden spots
upon moss and bracken, but mostly
his track lay through soft, cool, and
green shade. The ground was high
and dry, and, though the trees were
set thickly, there was no undergrowth
to impede his progress. His blood
sang in his veins, and he was keyed
to the heights of action. He leaped
across hcllows, sprang over fallen
logs, and vaulted cross-fences with the
light-heartedness of one hastening to
a tryst: His thought did not include
Mr. Merton, nor did it take into ac-
count -the possibility of harm befal-
ling the girl. Neither did he harbor
any dream /in his mind that to him
aught could accrue from any aid he
might give to the girl whose gracious
loveliness had grown to be so much
to him. He was filled with the joy
of serving. That alone impelled him.

At length the forest grew thinner,
and he saw before him the open field
and beyond it the Blue Creek Road.
As he emerged from the trees he dis-
covered that a short distance from
the dip the highway took a sharp
turn, so that in reality he had but a
few rods of it in view. He had trav-
ersed but half the length of pasture
when he descried a horse and buggy
rounding the bend. Was it Mr. Mer-
ton and his niece? An instant, and
he knew that it was, and Mr. Merton
was driving rapidly. Rossiter began
to shout and wave his cap, but evi-
dently the noise of the wheels drown-
ed his cries, and against the dark
background of trees skirting the glen
his figure was not seen, for the occu-
pants of the carriage did not appear
to be looking towards him, and there
was no diminution of the speed of
the horse. He redoubled his shouts,
and yet without effect. Then it occur-
red to him that his proximity to the
e s iy
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fence and foliage m ght be the cause
of his not being noticed, and he ran
obliquely into the field swinging his
arms: Just as the horse reached the
crest of the hill he fancied Miss Dens-
more observed him, but he was not
sure, for a moment later the buggy
disappeared.

He did not slacken speed, but raced
on over the springy turf, his ear alert
to catch the first sounds of a strug-
gle. A confusion of shouts came to'
him as he drew near the fence separa-
ting the pasture from the road. He
put his hands upon the top rail and
went over with a bound. Almost be-
fore his feet touched ground he was
conscious of what was going on in
the dip below him. Mr. Merton’s
horse was rearing and plunging in the
grasp of one man, while Mr. Merton
was lashing savagely with his whip
at two others who were attacking him
from opposite sides of the buggy. Of
Miss Densmore Rossiter could see
nothing, but he surmised and rightly,
that she was crouching half upon the
seat and half upon the bottom of the
vehicle to give her uncle freer play
with his whip.

With an Indian-like yell Rossiter
dashed down into the dip. Already
one of the men—‘‘Whiskers”’—had Mr,
Merton in his grasp. He seemed not
to heed the shout, but the other,
Simpson, turned his head, and seeing
who it was, stepped back a pace.
“Whiskers’’ atlention was thus at-
tracted, and he too recognizing Ros-
siter ripped out a terrible oath.

“Tackle him, tackle him, you dum-
my! T’ll tend to the ole gent,” he
added.

He had not relaxed his ferocious
grip on Mr. Merton, and Roseiter saw
that Miriam’s father was in imminent
danger of being dragged from the car-
riage. His whip slipped to the eround
and the reins would have fallen be-
neath the wheels of the horse had not
Miss Densmore opportunely seized them
Rossiter cluded Sampson’s clumsy at-
tempt to grasp him, and sprang to
Mr. Merton’s aid, thus forcing *Whis-
kers” for an instant to release his
hold. If.he could keep them at bay
until Parmelee arrived, all would be
well. He danced out, of reach along
the edge of the embankment after he
had fetched ‘Whiskers” a stinging
buffet, Sampson close after him.

‘“Parmelee! Parmelee!”’ he shouted-
There was a faint cry in answer ‘Whis-
kers’ renewed his attack on Mr. Mer-
ton, but Sampson stopped short, and
the man who was grasping the horse’s
head glanced about in apprehension.

‘“The game’s up, ‘Whiskers’ said
Simpson,. “we’d better make tracks.*’

“Not if Hell splits,”” cried the fur-
ious tramp, and he' caught from the
roadside a bludgeon which he had ev-
idently dropped in order the better to
use his hands, and menaced the now
defenceless Mr. Merton.

“That bag o' money, or I'll brain
ye!”” he shouted.

Rossiter made a rush at Simpson.
The man was powerful but awkwad
whil Rossiter had never lost the agil-
fty of his college days. There was no
grappling though the farm-hand
made a clutch at his antagonist, a
second afterward to reel backward
under a fierce blow that landed upon
his jaw. Then Rossiter was past him.
The bludgeon was poised in ‘Whiskers’
hand, and Mr. Merton was fumbling
in his pocket, when Parmelee’s shout
from the crest of the dip caused the
tramp to turn. He knew that his
dastardly attempt had failed. Even
at that instant his confederate re-
leased the struggling horse, and the
frichtened animal plunged forward.
‘Whiskers’ eyes were murderous. Ros-
siter had seen the same look in them
before in the wood. The® young man’s
impetuous leap past Simpson to Mr.
Merton’s assistance had brought him
L_\nd the enraged wvagabond face to
face. The long run .and the violent
efforts he had made since seemed sud-
denly to weaken him. He felt his
l”"{““! go. He was aware of the
swinging bludgeon and of trying to
dodge the blow, and then it was as
though earth gaped and swallowed
m.

He returned to consciousness of
existence through a variety of painful
sensations; most of them in his head.

He opened his eyes.

‘““Are they gone?” he asked weakly.

“Yes,” someone said. ;

H@ knew the voice, and gained sud-
denly a clear realization of his sur
roundings. -Parmelee, Mr. Merton, aad
Dick Whittlesey were standing about
him, while over him Miss Densinore
was bending with a look concerning
\\:hu‘h. he many times afterward ques-
ticned himself, wondering if ke hall
seen it in a dream. §

(To be continued.)
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C. C. Richards & Co.

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

I would not start on a journey
'{\l'lthout it, if it cost a dollar a bot-

e.

CAPT. F. R. DESJARDIN.
Schr. “Storke,”
St. Andre, Kamouraska.

A NEW PATRIOTIC SONG.

The Yukon Territory, not to be
outrivalled by older provinces, has
produced a patriotic song, which has
been received with much favor in Daw
son city and other portions of that
far-away district. The new song isen
titled ‘‘Yukona” and was written in
competition for a prize of fifty dol-
lars offered by the Klondyke Nugget,
the big daily of the north land. The
words were written by Miss Imogene
Colman and the music by Prof. Ar-
thur Boyle. The music, a copy of
which has been received in the east,
is of a stirring character and w#l
adpptod to the sentiment of the lines.
“Yukona” is an admirable title to the
song, which  ranks well with “The
Ma[gla Leaf” and other airs of the
sort.

————ee
MISS JONES' VOICE GREATLY IMPROVED

A startling improvement is notice-
able in Miss Jones’ singing. Her voice
is stronger and sounds clearer and
sweeter than before using Catarrho-
zone, which is a wonderful aid to sing-
ers, speakers and ministers. Catarrh-
ozone Inhaler insures absolute freedom
from colds, coughs and catarrh, clears
the nose and throat and prevents
hoarseness and huskiness. Catarrho-
zone makes the voice brilliant and en-
during and is uncommonly well. recom-
mended by prima donnas, members of
parliament, lawyers, doctors, and
thousands that use it daily. Better try
Catarrhozone, Price $1.00; trial size
95c. Druggists, or N. C. Polson & Co.
Kingston, Ont.

Hamilton’s pills cure constipation.

—An exchange says: ‘“‘This is the
glorious season of the year when you

wear a heavy coat one day, a thin

coat the second day, a porus plaster
the third and a doctor’s bill the
fourth.”

———reeee.

Minard’s Liniment cures Burms, et¢

ALMOST LOST.
But Saved Through a Letter from an old Ace
quaimtance,

To the Editor ol the Monitor:i—

I feel it ahduty to let the h[;\:blic
know through your paper W a
close call I had and how. I escaped.
I was engaged as brakesman on the
C. P. R., and contracted rheumatism,
which soon became chronic. J became
unfitted for work, and finally was un-
able to walk, in which condition k
was when a letter from a {riend in
Winnipeg toln me of Dr. Clarke’s won-
derful Little Red Pills, and how they
had cured several of his acquaintam-
ces. 1 resolved to try them and it
was only after taking six bottles that
I began to improve. 1 am now, I am
pleased to say, as well as ever,
back at my old occupation. I believe
1 would have died had it not been for
this marvellous medicine.—A. F. Wood
C. P. R., Montreal.

Thos. F. Gellwan, Marbank, Ont.,
says: Your pills are giving g ro-
sults. My case is one of exzema of 17
years standing.

F. H. Yaets, Marlbank, Ont., says:
I have had stomach tromble for over
two years, and tried different reme-
dies. Three boxes of Dr. Clarke’s Lit-
tle Red Pills did me more good than
anything I ever tried.

Peter D. McFadyen, Riverdale, P. E.
I., writes: I have used your pills for
stomach trouble and found them &
wonder. Your catarrh cure is also &
perfect cure.

Dr. Clarke’s Little Red Pills are a
certain aure for rheumatism, asthma,
paralysis, eczema, coughs, backache,
indigestion, stomach and liver trou-
bles, female complaints, even when the
diseases have been standing for many
vears. Price 50 cents per box. For
sale everywhere. The Canada Chem-
ical Company, Peterboro, Ont., will
forfeit 810 for any case that these pills
¢o not help.

Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Catarrh,
and Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Eec-
zema, same price, $10 will be paid
tor any case they will not cure.

LRl

—There are no old people now, ac-
cording to the modern credo. Nevex-
theless. much might be said to those
who feal that they do mot carme ta
make the struggle, and who are con-
tent, or at least resigned, to accept
advancing years in the old fashioned
way. To them might be suggested
the difference between attractive and
repellant old age. No one ever be.
comes wholly indifferent to the opin-
ions of others, or loses his or her van-
ity completely, and there are many.
who would be much astonished if they
realized that their age had developed
in them quite unnecessarily much that
was distinctly unpleasant. It is a
pity, therefore, that some of the space
that is giver to beauty talk to the
would-be youthful contingent is "not
devoted to old people, and things that
they evidently never consider suggest-
ed to them by such impersonal ns.
How they should dress becomingly
and be even more carefully ‘groomed’
than in youth. How they should con-
trol their features, especially their
mouths, which they should never al-
low either to harden or relax. How
the purity of perfect cleanliness of
skin and attire is more important
with them even than with younger
people (if that were possible). How
they must keep erect, feeling assured
that the effort will bring its own re-
ward in the courage it begets, and
how they should never forget that it
is as great a mistake for them to re-
lax the effort of appearing at their
best as for the younger members of
the community. Old age may be
made both beautiful and lovable. Un-
fortunately however. the majority of
persons make it neither.
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“DAD.”

An exchange says: ‘‘There is a c,ass
of men who are seldom, if ever, ap-
preciated at their true value. In this
enlightened ege they are commonly
called ‘‘Dad.” It is dad that humps
himself year in and year out, on the
farm, in the office or workshop, in or-
der that his boy or girl may ga
away to school, and upon their re-
turn, that the 'boy may have a fine
horse and top buggy and the girl a
costly piano. It is dad tha¥ hustles
and cultivates great calloused knots
on his hands and becomes stoop-shoul-
dered in order that his offspring may
revel in luxury and make tarnel fools
of themselves. His sons and daugh-
ters have learned at his expense to
despise his ol-fashioned ways. They
secretly langh at the style of his Sun-
day coat and Bell-crowned ~ hat. On
Sunday when his daughter has com-
pany and he would like to sit in the
parlor and listen to the music, he is
given in various ways to understand
that his presence is not desirable. and
the poor old man’ goes out into the
kitchen and stavs the remainder of
the afternoon. God help the son and
daughter who goes back on Dad. In
the catalogue of low-down cussedness
that of ingratitude to one’s parenta
is the most contemptible.”

-
A SURE CURE FOR CONSTIPATION.

Some remedies cure this distresting
complaint in a day, some in a month
but Nerviline never fails to cure in a
fow moments. Just ten drops of Ner-
viline tn sweetened water—that’s all
vou need, and away goes the dysen-
tery, cured to stay cured. Nerviline
alse cures cramps, colic, pain in the
stomach and sick headache. It has
five times the stiength and curative
powers of ordinary rem ies, an
should be in every household. Better
buy a 25c. bottleand try it. Nervil - *
ine is all right.

Hamilton’s pills for the liver.

—A dog has its placein the home,
but that place is not to terrify our
friends and visitors when they try to
approach our house, nor to maka
them uncomfortable after they enter
it. We aré unfair to a dog when wa
allow it to make a nuisance of itself
t> those who have no special interest
in its welfare. The best place for a
dog is generally where there are no
people other than the family. Thera
is something wrong about a dog or
the license it is allowed in a home
when it arouses in a guest or friend
those feelings which our instincts per-
mit us to suffer but not express.

—e e
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A pipeful of “Amber’” Plug Smoking
Tobacco will burn 75 minutes.
“Test it?”’
Save the tags, they are valuable.
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.I;andlady——l hope you slept well,
sir?
New Boarder—No, I didn’t. I've
been troubled with insomnia.
Landlady—Look here, young maf.
I'll give you a sovereign for every one
you find in that bed !
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Stops the Cough and Works off the

Cold. e

inine Tablets cure a cold in
Price, 25 centa.

LaxativefBromo- s sk

one day. No cure, RO Pay,

It is always a matter of surprise
that others should take their worries

so much to heart; also that they,
make so light of ours. =




