J. M. OWEN,
RISTER, SOLICITOR,

- AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in A 1
~WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
Next Door to J. P, Melanson's Jowelry Store

Gate.

Every Thursday.

COonsular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.

SATUS POPUILI SUPREMA LHEHX HST.

==AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

VOL. 21.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY, MAY 17, 1899.

&3 Money to loan on Real Estate security.

'MONEY_TO LOAN.

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

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by monthly instalments, covering a
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the nom y balances at 6 per "ceat per annum,

Balance of loan repayable at any time nn
option of borrower, so long as the mon
st.nlcl&'lenbi are paid, th bnﬁanoe of loan o&nnoﬁ

tMode of aﬂ'eetinx loana explalned and forms
to

'or-
fu d on o
J. M. OWEN, BAnmsus-n-luw.
Agent at Annapolis,

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIO, -Ete.
(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen 8t., Bridgetown,

red

20 6m

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, 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,

M. E. ARMSTRONG, M.D.,

Physician and Surgeon.
Office and residence on Queen Street, next

door to MONITOR building.—%%.Telephone con-
nection.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

Curey Bros,

Bent Co'y, .

LIMITED.

Manufacturers
and Builders.

Fi lttmgs Sheuthm

Clapboards, Spruce & Cedar Shingles, Cement, Cal-

cined Plaster, Hair,

WE KEEP IN STOCK AND MAKE TO ORDER
Doors, Windows, Mantles, Store, Bank and Church

Floorlng, Mouldings, Stair Work,

all kinds of building material.

swAgents for THE METALLIC ROOFING COMPANY.
We have samples of Metal Ceiling.
Outside steel Siding, Shingles and Gutters.

)

Also agents for the ‘“Cleveland” Bicycle.

W- have handled these Wheels two seasons and know they are in the front

rank. Pnces to suit the times.

BRIDGETOWN
Boot and Shoe Store

SPRING STOCK COMPLETE

My line of J. A. Bell’s manufacture is “out of sight.” Be sure

and see them before you purchase elsewhere.

My line of Men’s Dongola Bals and Congress

are the best that has ever been offered in this town for

prices and quality.

I also have an immense line of Heavy Working Boots

for Men, Boys, Women and Children.

lines of Shoe Dressing.

MURDOCHGS BL.

OCK
RANVILLE STREET.

Shoe Dressing.—We are headquarters for all the leading

All colors,
E. A. COCH RAN.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

¥, L. MILNER,
Barrister, Solicitor, &e.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
HONEY TO LOAN.
ite Central Teleph
Queen Street, Bndgetown.
TELEPHONE No.

J. B. WHITMAN,
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EARN A

Earn this valuable Watch, Chain and Charm by selling twenty Topsz
S ns, at 15 cents each. Send
postpaid.

carf
Pins and our Premium List,

WATGH *
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r address and we forwardihe
o money required. These Pins

will almost sell themselves, for the Topaz has all the brilliance of the best

diamonds, and has never before peen offered at anything like this price.

The

Watch is neat in_appearance, thoroughly well made, and fully guaranteed.
Unsold Pins may be returned. Mention this paper when writing. -
THE GEM PIN C0., Freehold Bullding, Toronto, Ont.
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Land Survevyor,|-:
ROUND HILL, N. S.

DENTISTRY!
“DR, H. §. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFTNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

‘Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the first
and second weeks of each month, beginning
January 1st, 1808. Crown and Bridge Work a
Specialty.

DR. M. G E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

‘Will be at Annapolis the first and second weeks
of ever month, and third and fourth weeks at
Bridgetown.

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 attended | a
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday

. and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801,

JOHN ERVIN,
BARBISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

OFFICE:

25 of
J

Eng.;

merce,
Bank, Boston.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold, and a
general banking business transacted.

UNON BANK OF HALHMX

Incorporated 1856,
Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

$500,000
$225,000

Wx. ROBERTSON, Esq., President.

E. L. THORNE, Cashier.

Savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of
3 1-2 PER CENT.

allowed on deposits of four dollars and up-
wards.

AGENCIES.—

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, agent.
Annapolis, N. S.—E. D. Arnaud, agent.
New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. anh:, agt.
Dartmouth, N. S.—F. 0. Robertson,

agent.

North Sydney, C.B.—C. W. Frazee, agent.
Little Glace Bay, C. B.—J. W. Ryan, agt.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, agent.
(‘lurke s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

vaerpool N. 8.—E. R. Mulhall, agent.
Sherbrooke, N. S.—W. R. \Iontgomery,

Wolfvdle, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, agent.
Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
cting agent.

CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
Merchants’ Bank of Halifax, St.
ohn’s, Nfld.; Bank of Toronto and Branch-

es Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
National

New York; Merchants’

N. R. BURROWS,
Agent.

Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

ST. JOHN
Semi-Weekly Sun

CASH IN ADVANCE, 75c. a Year.

The Cheapest and Best Newspaper for
0ld and Young in the Maritime Provinces

Twice a Week,
WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY.

Reliable Market Reports,

of land under a
hﬂslon it abol\lxt, Lﬁvo hundredd
apple trees, all in bearing and ca
u?g annually two hundred and fifty barrels of

HANDSOME
RESIDENCE

FOR S8 T,HI]

—— e

The Homestead of GEORGE B. MUR-

DOCH, Esq., late of Bridgetown,
is now offered for sale. i

The aforesaid

ble ot yield-

e best marketable varieties, besides plum,

roperty consists of six acres
igh state of cumvation, and
and twenty-five

Full Shippiug News,

Sermons by Dr. Talmage and other

Eminent Divines,

Stories by Eminent Anthors,

T

and Corresy

l’rom all parts of the World,

Call and sce our Type-setting Machines in

operation. Greatest invention

ST. JOHN DAILY

of the age.

SUN

IS A NEWSPAPER

First, Last and all the t

ime.

2 Cents per Copy.  $5.00 a Year.

In the Quantity, Variety and

Reliability

of its Deepatches and Correspondence, it has

No Rival.

sing Mergenthaler Type-Casting Machines
s ngslmg; printed from New Type

THE
BEvery Morning.

Bstablished in 1878, it has increased in

3

on

circulation nnd popululty ench year..
Ad

nten i

_Aooeess: THE SUN PRINTING CO. LTD.

8T. JOHN, N. B
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mdbsnllthlt&:

LE.

’ﬁmm

.| aet prioen b

ear and cherry trees, with small fruits.
pr has on n.yn large and well-built brick
dwelling house, containing eleven commodious
rooms, ides halls, _closets,
porches. Also a large barn, coac
other outbuildings.

The property is beautifully situated on the
main street leading out of Bridgetown to Anna-
polis. It is about sixty rods from the railway
station, and five minutes’ walk from Lhe post
office and commercial centr=  ithe tow

The property has a broad fron
street, adorned with beautiful shrubber
ornamental shade trees, and is capable of
divided into several building lots if desired.

For price and further particulars apply to
ALVENIA MURDOCH 1

AN’ Executrices.
BESSIE B. MURDOCH, J

You Can Buy

HORSE BLANKETS, SURCINGLES,
HALTERS, CURRY COMBS, BRUSHES,
BITS, TEAM COLLARS, LIGHT COLLARS,
COLLAR PADS, LAP ROBES, WHIPS,
SLEIGH BELLS, ANKLE BOOTS,

AXLE GREASE, HARNESS OIL,
HARNESS SOAP, GALL CURE,
CONDITION POWDER,

LEAMING’S ESSENCE,

FRIARS' BALSAM,
and everything to make your Horse shine,

Kun try and
house and

e on the
and
an

ALSO
Flour, Meal, Feed
Groceries and
Confectionery

so cheap that it will make you laugh.
Because he unoemdlt,nwi pay you to

SEEDS!
SEEDS!

Rennié’s Recleaned Timothy,
“  Mammoth Red Clover,
Alsike Clover,

Canada Beauty Pea,

Black Eye Marrowfat Pea,
Cow Corn, and a large stock of
small Seeds.

FLOUR,
Meal & Feed

Just arrived, a large stock of
Tilson’s Delight Flour,
“  Whitecoat Flour,
Pride Flour,
Pilgrim Flour,
Five Roses, Hungarian,
and Hornet Flour.

113
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Cornmeal in bbls. and bags.
Middlings, Feed Flour and
Bran.

TEA! TEA!

B<=>Don’t forget that we sell
Union Blend Tea
with a key in each pound
package.
take your chance of getting
$100.00 in Gold.

JOSEPH 1. FOSTER.

BRIDGETOYIN.
SPRING OPENING

SEET. SR

Millinery!

Buy a pound and

Tuesday and
Wednesday,

April 11th and 12th,

when we will show the latest

novelties in Pattern Hats and
Bonnets. A cordial invitation
is extended to the ladies to

call.

[ISS A. LeCAIN.
NOTI-GE!
i m‘*@g&mamw

Oounty of Ampolh.

In the Sprlng Meadows.

Wild winter hath woundl to heal—
Bat color had crimsoned the clod.

The maples the thrill of the slow sap feel
And the world’s in the llght of God.

A bell in the dim valley rings
Mystical—silver-sweet ;

The lark feels the will of his wings
And the violet dreams at your feet.

O winter, with tempest:tost skies,
See what a miracle now;
Spnng. with the light in her eyes,
And blossoms on bosom and brow!
—From the Atlanta Constitution,

Best.

What though our earthly friends grow worn
and weary
With our sad tears?
There liveth One, who, though the way be
dreary,
In love appears,
And chldea us gently for our earth-born sor-

And bids us rest
Firm in the faith, until His glad to-morrow,
That all is best.

Beat, though our hopes lie crushed and torn
and broken
Beneath our feet;
Though every prayer for help and guidance
spoken
Seems incomplete;
Best, though our path with thorns instead
of flowers
Is thickly spread;
Best, though the thunder roll and storm-
clouds lower
Above our head.

No shadowsfall until the glad light break-
eth
Upon our way.
Wwe'll pnnem wait until our Father maketh
The perfect day.
That day shall dawn in peace and free from
sadness
At last, for all,
And we shall answer, with an unknown glad-

8
The Master’s call.

No more shall earth, with all her dreary
noises,
Vex and annoy;
No more shall harsh, unkind, discordant
voices
Our peace destroy.
The flowers of love, which here so sadly per-
ish,
Again shall bloom,
And all unworthy thoughts, which here we
cherish,
No more find room.

— Ellen E. Miles in Folded Hands.

Selm gttmtm.

A Lover of Mumc

(By Henry Van Dyke in Scribner’s Magazine.)
He eatered the backwoods village of By-
town literally on the wings of the wind,
whirled along like a big snowflake, and
dropped by the tempest at the door of
Moody’s *‘ Sportsmen’s Retreat,” as if he
were a New Year’s gift from the North Pole.
His coming seemed a mere chance; but per-
haps there was something more in it, after
all. At all events, you shall hear, if you
will, the time and the manner of his arrival.

black vault of heaven, The frozen lake, on
which the ice was three feet thick and solid
a8 rock, was like a vast, smooth bed, covered
with a white counterpane, across which the
cruel wind still poured out of the northwest,
driving the dry snow along with it like a
mist of powdered diamonds.

needn’t to go no fu’ther, 'less you wanter.
But we ain’t got no use for French names
round here. Guees we'll call him Fiddlin’'
Jack, hey, Sereny? He kin do the chores
in the day-time, an’ play the fiddle at night.”

This was the way in which Bytown came
to have a lover of music among its perma-
nent inhabitants.

Enveloped in this dazzling, pungent at-
mosphere, half-blinded and bewildered by it,
buffeted and yet supported by the onrushing
torrent of air, a man on snowshoes, with a
light pack on his shoulders, emerged from
the shelter of the Three Sisters’ Islands, and
staggered straight on down the lake. He
passed the headland of the bay where
Moody's tavern is ensconced, and probably
would have drifted on beyond it to the
marsh at the lower end of the lake, but for
the yellow glare of the ball-room windows
and the sound of music and dancing which
came oat to him suddenly through a lull in
the wind.

He turned to the right, climbed over the
low wall of broken ice-blocks that bordered
the lake, pushed up the gentle slope to the
open passage-way by which the two parts of
the rambling house were joined together.
Croseing the porch with the last remnant of
his strength, he knocked and fell heavily
dgainst the side-door.

The noise, heard through the confusion
within, awakened curiosity and conjecture.
Just as when a letter comes to a forest
cabin, it is turned over and over, and many
guesses are made as to the handwriting and
the postmark before it occurs to anyone to
open it and see who sent it, so was this rude
knocking at the gate the occasion of argu-
ment among the rustic revellers as to what
it might portend. Some thought it was the
arrival of the belated band. Others sup-
posed the sound betokened a descent of the
Corey clan from the Upper Lake, or a
change of heart on the part of old Dan Dun-
ning, who had refused to ‘attend the ball
because they would not allow him to call out
the figures. The guesses were various; but
no one thought of the possible arrival of a
stranger at such an bour on such a night,
until Serena suggested that it would be a
good plan to open the door. Then the un-
biddened guest was discovered lying be-
numbed along the threshold.

There was no want of knowledge as to
what should be done with a half-frozen man,
and no lack of ready hands to do it. They
carried him not to the warm stove, but into
the semi-arctic region of the parlor. They
rubbed bis face and his hands vigorously
with snow. They gave him a drink of tea
flavored with whiskey—or perhaps it was a
drink of whiskey with a little hot tea in it—
and then, as his senses began to return to
him, they rolled him in a blanket and left
him on a sofa to thaw out gradually, while
they went on with the dance.

Naturally, he was the favorite subject of
conversation for the next hour.

“ Who is he, anyhow. I never seen ’im

before. Where'd he come from?” asked the
girls.
I dunno,” said Bill Moody; “he dida’t
say much. Talk seemed all froze up. Fren-
chy, ‘cordin’ to what he did say. Guess he
must & come down from Canady, workin’ on
a lumber job up Raquette River way. Got
bounced out o’ the camp, p’raps. All them
Frenchies is queer.”

It was the last night of D ber, some
thirty years ago. All the city sportsmen
who had hunted the deer under Bill Moody’s
direction had long since retreated to their
homes, leaving the little settlement on the
border of the Adirondack wilderness wholly
uuder the social direction of the natives.
The annual ball was in fall swing in the
dining-room of the hotel. At one side of
the room the tables and chairs were piled up,
with their legs projecting in the air like a
thicket of very dead trees. The huge stove
in the southeast corner was blushing a rosy
red through its thin coat of whitewash, ard
exhaling a furious dry heat flavored with the
smell of baked iron. At the mnorth end,
however, winter reigned; and there were
tiny ridges of fine snow on the floor, sifted
in by the wind through the cracks in the
window-frames.

Bat the bouncing girls and the heavy-
footed guides and lumbermen who filled the
ball-room did not appear to mind the heat
orthecold. They balanced and *‘ sashayed ”
from the tropics to the arctic circle. They
swung at corners and made *‘ ladies’ change ”
all through the temperate zome. They
stamped their feet and cut double-shuffles
until the floor trembled beneath them. The
tin lamp-reflectors on the walls rattled like
castanets,

There was only one drawback to the hi-
larity of the occasion. - The band, which
was usually imported from Sandy River
Forks for such festivities—a fiddle, a cornet,
a flute, and an accordion—had not arrived.
There was a general idea that the mail-
sleigh, in which the musicians were to travel,
had been delayed by the storm, and might
break its way through the snowdrifts and
arrive at any moment. But g8ill Moody,
who was naturally of a pessimistic tempera.
ment, had offered a different explanation:

“I tell ye, old Baker's got that blame’
band down to his hotel at the falls now,
makin’ ’em play fer his party. Them music
fellers is onsartin’; can’t trust ’em to keep
anythin’ 'cept the toon, and they don’t al-
ways keep that. Guess we might vz well
shet up this ball, or go to work playin’
games,”

At this proposal a thick gloom had fallen
over the assembly; but it bad been dispersed
by Serena Moody’s cheerful offer to have
the small melodeon brought out of the parlor
and to play for dancing as well as she could.
The company agreed that she was a smart
girl, and prepared to accept her performance
with enthusiasm. As the dance went on,
there were frequent comments of approval
to encourage her in the labor of love.

¢ Sereny’s doin’ splendid, ain’t she?” said
the other girls.

To which the men replied, * You bet!
The playin’s reel nice, and good ’nough fer
anybody—outside o’ city folks.”

But Serena’s repertory was weak, though
her spiriv was willing. There was an un-
spoken sentiment among the men that * The
Sweet By and By ” was not quite the best
tune in the world for a quadrille. A Sun-
day-school hymn, no matter how rapidly it
was rendered, seemed to fall short of the ne-
cessary vivacity for a polka., Besides, the
wheezy little organ positively refused to go
faster thm a oertdn geit. Hose Ransom ex-

d the pop inion %of the instru-
mant,.!ur a figure in which he and his
partner had been half a bar ahead of the mu-
sic from start to finish, when he said:

“By Jolly! that old maloney may be
chock full o’ religion and po’try; but it ain't

mﬁmmm&,ﬁ-m’l -y-m.'{

This summary of national character ap-
peared to command general assent.

‘“Yaas,” said Hose Ransom, * did ye take
note how he hung on to that pack o’ his'n
all the time? Wouldn't let go on it. Won-
der what 'twuz? Seemed kinder holler 'n
light, fer all twuz so big an’ wrapped up in
lots o’ coverin’s.”

‘“ What's the use of wonderin’?” said one
of the younger boys; *find out later on.
Now'sthe time fer dancin’. Whoop ’er up!”

So the sound of revelry swept on again in
full flood. The men and maids went career-
ing up and down the room. Serena’s will-
ing fingers labored patiently over the yellow
keys of the reluctant melodion. But the
ancient instrument was weakening under
the strain; the bellows creaked; the notes
grew more and more asthmatic,

““Hold the Fort” was the tune, * Money
Musk ” was the dance; and it was a prepos-
terously bad fit. The figure was tangled up
like a fishing-line after trolling all day with-
out a swivel. The dancers were doing their
best, determined to be happy, as cheerful as
possible, but all out of time. The organ was
whirring and gasping and groaning for
breath. Suddenly a new music filled the
room.

The right tune—the real old joyful Money
Musk, played jubilantly, triumphantly, ir-
resistibly—on a fiddle!

The melodion gave one final gasp of sur-
prise and was dumb. Everyone looked up.
There, in the parlor door, stood the stranger,
with his coat off, his violin hugged close un-
der his chin, his right arm making the bow
fly over the strings, his black eyes sparkling,
and his stockinged feet marking time to the
tune.

* Dansez! dansez,” he cried, *“en avant!
Don’ spik. Don’ res’! Ah’ n goin’ play de
feedle fo’ yo’ jeas moch yo’ lak’, eef yo' h'only
danse!”

The music gushed from the bow like water
from the rock when Moses touched it. Tune
followed tune with endless fluency and var-
iety—polkas, galops, reels, jigs quadrilles;
fragments of airs from many lands—** The
Fisher's Hornpike,” **Charlie is my Darl-
ing,” *Marianne s'en va-t-au Moulin,”
“ Petit Jean,” * Jordan is a Hard Road to
Trabbel,” woven together after the strangest
fashion and set to the liveliest cadence.

It was a magical performance. No one
could withstand it. They all danced togeth-
er, like the leaves on the shivering poplars
when the wind blows through them. The
gentle Serena was swept away from her stool
at the organ as if she were a little canoe
drawn into the rapids, and Bill Moody step-
ped hlgh and cut pigeon-wings that had
been forg for a g i It was
long after midnight when the d paused
breathless and exhausted,

“ Waal,” said Hose Ransom, **that’s
the high-tonedest music we ever had
town, You're a reel player,
what youare. What’s your
you come from? Wh
What brought you

By-

“Mah nem Jac-
come fraum Ke-

Ab'll stop dis place, n hk'd.t ‘feedle

80 moch, hein?”
His hnd p—d e
Itupeleuuhhhu a8 if he would

mymdthahd- Maﬂmﬂ

have kissed it, while Bis eyes wandered tim- |
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‘Jacques dropped into his place and filled
it as if it had been made for him. There
was something in his disposition that seemed
to fit him for just the role that was vacant
in the social drama of the settlement. It
was not a serious, important, responsible
part like that of & farmer, or a store-keeper,
or a professional hunter., It'wu rather an
addition to the regular programme of ex-
istence, something d and volun-
tary, and therefore not weighted with too
heavy responsibilities. There was a touch
of the transient and uncertain about it. He
seemed liked a perpetual visitor; and yet he
stayed on as steadily as a native, never
showing from the first the slightest wish or
intention to leave the woodland village.

I do not mean that he was an idler. By-
town had not yet arrived at that stage of
civilization in which an ornamental element
is supported at the public expense.

He worked for his living and earned it.
He was fall of a quick, cheerful industry;
and there was nothing that needed to be
done about Moody’s establishment, from the
wood-pile to the ice-house at which he did
not bear a hand willingly and well.

“He kin work like a beaver,” said old
Moody, talking the stranger over down at
the post-office one day, *“but I don’t believe
he's got much ambition. Jess does his work
and takes his wages, and then gits his fiddle
out and plays.”

“Tell ye what,” said Hose Ransom, who
set up for the village philosopher, * he ain’t
got no imagination. That's- what makes
men slack. He don’t know what it means
to rise in the world; don’t care fer anythin’
ez much ez he does for his music. He’s jess
like a bird; let him bave 'nough to eat and
a chance to sing, and he’s all right. What’s
he ‘magine about a house of his own, and a
barn, and sich things?”

Hosea’s illustration was suggested by bis
own experience. He had just put the profit
of his last summer’s guiding into a new barn
and his imagination was already at work
planning an addition to his house in the
shape of a kitchen L.

Bat in spite of his tone of contempt, he
had a kindly feeling for the unimaginative
fiddler. Indeed, this was the attitude of
pretty much every one in thé community.
A few men of the rougher sort had made fun
of him at first, and there had been one or
two attempis at rude handling. But Jac-
ques was determined to take no offence; and
he was so good-humored, so obliging, so
pleasant in his way of whistliog and singing
about his work, that all unfriendliness soon
died out.

He bad literally played his way into the
affections of the village. The winter seemed
to pass more swiftly and merrily than it had
done before the violin was there. He was
always ready to bring it out, and draw all
kinde of music from its strings, as long as
anyone wanted to listen or to dance.

It made no difference whether there wasa
roomful of listeners, or only a couple, Fid-
dlin’ Jack was just as glad to play. Witha
little, quiet audience, he loved to try the
quaint, plaintive airs of the old French songs
“A la Claire Fontaine,” * Un Canadien
Errant,” and ‘“ Isabeau 8’y Promene "—and
bits of simple melody from the grest com-
posers, and familiar Scotch and English bal-
lads—things that he had picked up heaven
knows where, and into which he put a world
of meaning, sad and sweet.

He was at his best in this vein when he
was alone with Serena in the kitchen—she
with a piece of sewing in her lap, sitting be-
side the lamp; he in the corner by the stove,
with the brown violin tucked under his chin,
wandering on from one air to another, and
perfectly content if she looked up now and
then from her work and told him that she
liked the tune.

Serena was. rather a pretty girl, with
smooth, silky hair, and eyes the color of
the nodding harebells that blossom on the
edge of the woods. She was slight and del-
icate. The neighbors called her sickly; and
a great doctor from Philadelphia who had
spent a summer at Bytown hed put his ear
to her chest, and looked grave, and said that
she ought to winter in a mild climate. 'That
was before people had discovered the Adiron-
dacks as a sanitarinm for consumptives.

Bat the inhabitants of Bytown were not
in the way of paying much attention to the
theories of physicians in regard to climate.
They held that if you were rugged, it was a
great advantage, almoet a virtue; but if you
were sickly, you just had to make the best
of it, and get along with the weather as well
as you could.

So Serena stayed at home and adapted
herself very cheerfully to the situation. She
kept the house in winter more than the
other girls, and had a quieter way about
her; but you would never have called her
an invalid. There was only a clearer blue
in her eyes, and a smoother lustre on her
brown hair, and a brighter spoc of red on
ber cheek. She was particularly fond of
reading and of music. It was this that
made her so glad of the arrival of the violin.
The violin’s master knew it, and turned to
her as a sympathetic soul. I think he liked
her eyes too, and the soft tones of her voice.
He was a sentimentalist, this little Canadian,
for all he was 80 merry; and love—but that
comes later.

“Where’d you get your fiddle, Jack?’
said Serena, one pight as they sat together
in the kitchen.

“Ah’ll was get heem in Kebeck,” an
swered Jacques, passing bis hand lightly
over the instrument, as he always did when
anyone spoke of it. * Vair' nice wiolon,
hein? W’at you t’ink? Ma..
t.odoeolhgs he wae gif’ me dat vlolon,

" Ah was gone away to de woods.”

“T want to know! Were you in the Col-
lege? What'd you go off to the woods for?”

“ Ah'll get tire’ fraum dat teachin'—read,
read, read, h'all taim’. ANl not lak’ dat
#o moch. Rader be out-door—run aroun’'—
padale de canot—go wid de boys in de woods
—mek’ dem danee at ma musique. A-a-ah!
Dat was fon! P’raps you t'ink dat notgood,
hein? Yon t'ink Jacques one beeg fool. Ah

“ﬂ; dunno,” said Serena, declining to com-
mit herself, but pressing on gently, as wamen
do, to the point she had in

“Ab’ll tole you somet'ing, Ma’amselle
Serene. You ma frien’. Don’ you h’ask me
dat reason of it no more. Dat's somet'ing
vair’ bad, bad, bad. Ah can’t nevair tole
dat—nevair.”

There was something in the way he said
it that gave a check to her gentle curiosity
and turned it into pity. A man with a se-
cret in his life? It was a new element in
her exp ; like a chapter in a book.
She was lady enough at heart to respect his
silence. She kept away from the forbidden
ground. But the knowledge that it was
there gave a new interest to Jacques and his
music. She embroidered some strange ro-
mances around that secret while she sat in
the kitchen sewing.

Other people at Bytown were less forbear-
ing. They tried their best to find out some-
thing about Fiddlin’ Jack’s past, but he was
not communicative. He talked about Can-
ada, All Canadiansdo. Butabout himself?
No.

If the questions became too pressing, he
would try to play himself away from his in-
quisitors with new tunes. If that did not
succeed, he would take the violin under his
arm and slip quickly out of the room. And
if you had followed him at such a time, you
would have heard him drawing strange, mel-
ancholy music from the instrument, sitting
alone in the barn, or in the darkness of his
own room in the garret.

Once, and only once, he seemed to come
near betraying himeelf. This was how it
happened.

There was a party at Moody’'s one night,
and Bull Corey had come down from the
Upper Lake and filled himself up with
whiskey.

Bull was an ugly-tempered fellow. The
more he drank, up to a certain point, the
steadier he got on his legs, and the more
necessary it appeared to him to fight some-
body. The tide of his pugnacity took a
straight set that night toward Fiddlin’ Jack.
Bull began with musical criticisms. The
fiddling did not suit him at all. It was too
quick, and it was too slow. He failed to
perceive how anyone could tolerate such
mausic even in the infernal regions, and he
expressed himself in plain words to that
effect. In fact, he damned the peformance
without even the faintest praise.

But the majority of the audience gave him
oo support. On the contrary, they told him
to shut up. And Jack fiddled along cheer-
fully.

Then Bull returned to the attack, after
baving fortified himself in the bar-room.
And now he took national grounds. The
French were, in his opinion, a most despic-
able race. They were not a patch on the
noble Anglo-Saxon race. They talk too
much, and their language was ridiculoue.
They had a condemned, fool habit of taking
off their hats when they spoke to a lady.
They ate frogs.

Having delivered himself of these senti-
ments in a loud voice, much to the interrup-
tion of the music, he marched over to the
table on which Fiddlin’ Jack was sitting,
and grabbed the violin from his hands.

““Gimme that dam fiddle,” he cried, ** till
I see if there's a frog in it.”

Jacques leaped from the table, transported
with rage. His face was convulsed. His
eyes blazed. He snatched a carving-knife
from the dresser behind him, and sprang at
Corey.

** Tort Dieu!” he shrieked,
Ab’ll keel you, beast !”

But he could not reach the enemy. Bill
Moody’s long arms were flung around the
struggling fiddler, and a pair of brawny
guides had Corey pinned by the elbows,
hustling him backward. Half a dozen men
thrust themselves between the would-be
combatants. There was a dead silence, a
scuffling of feet on the bare floor; then the
danger was past, and a tamult of talk burst
forth.

But a strange alteration has passed over
Jacques. He trembled. He turned white.
Tears poured down his cheeks. As Moody
let him go, he dropped on his knees, hid his
face in his hands, and prayed in his own
tungue.

“My God, it is here again! Was it not
enough that I must be tempted once before?
Must I have the madness yet another time?
My God, show the mercy towards me, for
the Blessed Virgin’s sake. I am a sinner,
but not the second time; O, for the love of
Jesus, not the second time! Ave Maria,
gratia plena, ora pro me!"

The others did not understand what he
was saying. Indeed, they paid little atten-
tion to him. They saw he was frightened,
and thought it was with fear. They were
already discussing what ought to be dome
about the fracas. It was plain that Ball
Corey, whose liquor had now taken effect
suddenly, and made him as limp as a strip
of cedar bark, must be thrown out of the
door, and left to cool off on the beach. But
what to do with Fiddlin’ Jack for his at-
tempt at knifing—a detested crime? He
might have gone at Bull with gun, or with a
club, or with a chair, or with any recognized
weapon. But with a carving-knife! That
was a serious offence. Arrest him, and send
him to jail at the Forks? Take him out,
and duck him in the lake? Lick him, and
drive him out of the town?

There was a multitude of counsellors, but
it was Hose Ransom that settled the case.
He was & well-known fighting-man, as well
as a respected philosopher. He swung his
broad frame in front of the fiddler.

“Tell ye what we’ll do. Jess nothin’!
Ain't Bull Corey the blowin'est and the
mos’ trouble-us cuss 'round these hull woods?
And wouldn't it be a fust-rate thing ef some
o’ the wind was let out’n him?”

General assent greeted this pointed en-
quiry.

«And wa'n’t Kiddlin' Jack peacerable
'nough ’s long’s he wa& let alone? What's
the matter with lettii’ him alone now?”

The .,‘umenc med to carry weight.

“mon violon !

vantage, and clinched it.
P Ain’t he given us a lot o' fun here this
“winter in a innercent kind o’ way, with his
old fiddle?. I guess there ain’t mothin’ on
airth he loves better'n that holler piece o’
wood, and the tdons that's inside o’ it. Ft's
jess like a wife or a child to him. Where's
that fiddle, anyhow?”
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Canada’s Foreign Trade.

The Finance Minister, last week, gave <
house a statement showing the growth of,
Canada’s foreign trade in the course of the ™
last five years, to 1898, from $240,999,000 to
$304,475,736. Another statement showed
Canada’ foreign trade for the same period on
a basis of goods entered for consumption and
Canadisn produce exported from $216,945,-
747 to $275,246,668. Another stateme:
showed a growth in goods entered for con-
sumption for the nine months’ period ending
March last of $112,790,006, as against $84,-
152,264 for the same period in 1896. Ex.
ports for the same period had grown from
$92,044548 to $122,872,347. A slight falling
off this year as compared with 1898 would
probably be made good before the year
closes. Canada’s trade import and export,
but not including coin and ballion, in¢reased
between 1878 and 1896, eighteen years, by
$57,666,993.

War on Corsets.

Dresden, May 5.—The minister of educa-
tion, Herr Von Seydewitz, has stirred up a
hornet’s nest in the feminine world by the
issuance of a decree whereby all girls and

and colleges in Saxony must abandon the
practice of wearing corsets and stays. The
wearing of corsets by girls of tender age and
the habit of tight lacing have become so
prevalent, particularly in Dresden, that the
state foresees in the corset a grave menace
to the well-being of posterity. Although
girls and their mothers protest against the
measure, and even threaten to boycott the
schools, the officials stand firm. .

England Will Not leo Preference.

Toronto, May 6. -Tho London special
cable to the Globe says: The chancellor of
the exchequer in the house of commons last
night, replying to a question asked by Sir

South Australia colonies, which were princi-
pelly interested in requesting the British
government to return to a system of prefers
ential duties, were asking for the inception
of a change of the British fiscal system of
great importance and he did not see why
preference should be made in favor of colon-
ies which levy a high protective tariff upon
British manufacturers.

The Alaskan Baundnry.

London, May 5th. —Great Britain’s reply
to the suggestions of the United Sntnuov-
ernment in regnd toa Pfovitlon-l Alnhn
was Wi

last weai. The provisional bonndu-y was
practically agreed to a year ago, with the
exception of a few miles of the Dalton trail,
at tne end of the Chilcat Pass from Pyrlmni
Harbor. The Washington government’s
suggestions relate to this strip of the Dalton
trail. Canada has agreed to the boundary
with some minor modifications, and Great’
Britain has confirmed it. A settlement of
the matter is expected.

Is My Blood Pure ?

- This is » question of vast importance to
all who wish to be well. If your blood is .
lmpure you cannot e:

less you begin taking at
once. This great modicme makes the blood
pure and puts the system in good health,
cures spring humors and tlnt tired feeling.

Hood’s Pills oure nau huduh,
billousness and all llmlrl:.’ Price 25 centa,

Adulmud Foods,

Chicago, Ma:
Wiley, chief oLmht
Department of
to the atand
Senatorial Pure F\
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