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Central Book Store.INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION
Prices Right. 
Patterns Handsome. 
Stock well assorted.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

SEPT. 13th to 23rd, 1898.

$13,000 in Prizes!
B. J. ELDERKIN.

SECOND . . 
SPRING OPENING!All departments of Prize Lists revised and 

increased.
Large Special Prizes in Live Stock and 

Dairy Products.
Live Stock enters Wednesday, 14th, and 

leaves Wednesday, 21st. Grand display of

On Friday and Saturday, 
May 13th and 14th, we 
shall make a special

Forest Life of New Brunswiek. Display of Millinery Patterns
Collection of Wild Animals, Birds, Insects 

and Fungi shown in their Natural Haunts. 
The Paradise of the Sportsman and De
light of the Naturalist.

Two Museums Will Contribute 
Their Whole Collection.

A Great Nature Lesson for All.
Prizes offered for

Natural History Collections.
A large and varied display of Fish, Fish 

Products, and Fishery Appliances.
of all Kinds in Motion—with 

Many Manufacturing Novelties.
Offered for Best Manufacturer’s

and Novelties.
TRIMMED HATS from $1.50 to $5.00. 
CHILDREN’S LINEN HATS and BONNETS 

from 30c. to $1.30.

£S*The Indies are cordially invited 
to call.

MISS A. L. LeCAIN.

W. E. WIER,
General Insurance Agent 

and Accountant.

Machinery

Display.
HOLIDAY SEEKERS will find a va 

round of attractions in Amusement Hall 
in the Wonderful Performances up 
Grounds in front of the New Grand 

Pyrotechnic Marvels,
Band Music.
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Stand. Representing:
CANADA LIFE ASSURANCE CO., of Ham

ilton, Ont.
OCEAN ACCIDENT >ND GUARANTEE 

CORPORATION, LIMITED, of London, 
England.

PHŒNIX FIRE INSURANCE CO., of Brook
lyn, N. Y.

Also the EQUITABLE SAVINGS,
AND BUILDING ASSOCIATION, 
onto. Ont.

Merchants’ books written up and balanced
when required. tf.

Excursion Tickets from Everywhere. 
Mark the 13th SEPT, on your calendar.

For Prize Lists and full information, 
Address :

W.C. PITFIELD, CHAS. A. EVERETT, 
Man’g’r and Sec’y.

LOAN,

President.

CURRY BROS. & BENT,
Manufacturers 
and Builders,

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Evangeline Sash, Door & Planing Works
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

9

Are ready for 1393 Lui.ding ojera ions, and are prepared to enter into contract for build
ings of every description, including excavation, heating and plumbing.

We manufacture Church, School and Office Furniture, Wood Mantels, Bank and Store 
Fittings and building materials generally, and have a large and well assorted stock of
Fancy Woods such as Cypress, White wood, Quartered Oak, Ash, 
Walnut, B. C. Cedar, Douglas Fir, etc.

Having two large Dry Houses, we can guarantee delivering Dry Stock.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.

CURRY BROS. & BENT
ARE. AGENTS! FOR

"CLEVELAND” and "ALERT” BICYCLES.
esTi

Prices range from $40**0 $80.
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WTSee their Wheels before buying your 1898 mount.

Grand + Spring + Opening
-----OF------

CENT’S WEAR!
The largest stock in the two Counties, 

bought for cash from the manufac
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.
WE HAVE JUST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths
pei S.S. “St. John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department 

to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

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

little gentle climbing Mrs. Hathaway found *ven move. The outer world had with 
herself on the other side, but here the bowl- drawn from her and left her, htedieea of 
der was twenty-five or thirty feet high and passing time, in the midst of silence, 
quite perpendicular. With compressed lip* At last, gathering up her burdens, with 
and puzzled brows she returned. The great the face of one whose thoughts are else-
lower stone projected three or four feet be where, she staggered *to her feet and began
yond the upper one that rose like a root to climb the hill. Once at the top, she 
above »it ; the crevice that had split them turned her back oo the rocky waate and 
ran back to within nearly four feet of th« looked out to the west, where white aum-
groupd, but it was so narrow that it was al mits of gleaming sand rose above a pale-blue
must impossible to gain a foothold. It wa* sea. With an abrupt indrawing of the 
a long step; Mrs. Hathaway tried it and breath she stood still, 
then desisted. Even if she had succeeded On the far edge of the horiztn, formed by
there was not a ledge nor a crack on the fac< some artifice of light and of color, l*y an im-
of the upper rock to which she could cling, possible land of enchantment. Long hazy
“It’s no use," she said, disappointedly. “It lines of rose flushed shore aod psle green
’d take the legs o’ a fly to get up there. Joe hills like tinted shadows slowly grew under
must ’a* helped me.” the broad, doward reaching 1 earns of a hld-

She sat down in the dry grass at a short den sun, which dazzled in unbearable radi
ditance and looked at the rock wistfully. an ce along the borders of the thick black
“I’d like to get up agin, first-rate,” she cloud that hung before it. Great tears
said, I remember how we 'sat an’ looked rolled over the old woman’s cheeks. She
ont over the marsh that day, an’ I laughed put her heavy wraps down at her feet, and
at Joe for aayin’ you could find every color with trembling hands drew off her thick
under the sun in it—It’s true though,” ste gloves, 
mattered looking downward. “An’ its not It was a sacrament,
the only thing my eyes was opened to be “I was young, but now I am old,” she
cause of Joe: Not as 1 thought o’ him /” murmured ; and her language was that in
defensively ; *' but there wa'n’t a blue which she had always embodied her deepest
shadow on the hills, nor a glint o’ sunshine emotions ; “ but O, my God, I thank Thee
on the grass that Joe missed in passing. The that Thou hast given me to see my youth
very stone walls was as good as a rainbow again before I go hence and be no more. For
to him. Aa’ the pick shroud that wraps my youth was lost before I knew its worth,
things in the evenin’s ; an’ the steel blue in and age came upon my spirit before my
the sands after sundown ; an’ the deep time !”
green-brown in the shadows o’ moonlight For a while she stood and watched. The 
nights ; an’ the oily wobble the moonshine sun went down in a glowing suffusion of
makes in movin’ waters—all o’ them I learn light that changed from flame to rose and
ed from Joe. An’ it’s made a lot o’ differ- lingered long in the sky. To those old eyes
encê in my life ; not as I saw any cause to it carried a rapturous meaning like the pass-
talk about it, for it’s no use tellin’ folks ing of a Grail.
things you sec unless they’re goin’ to see’em When the last tint had faded she turned 
too. As for Ad’liue an’ ’Bial, they’re so from the tight of the dwellings of men to
stuck in their ways that if they thought deeper solitudes. “I mist be alone with
they hadn't ought to be there they wouldn’t my thoughts,” she murmured—but it was
see the noses on each other's faces. Talk an inner voice ; the chattering impulse of
about old folks get tin’ set ! You don’t know friendly self communion had passed, 
what set is till ye find a man o’ forty who The day had been unusually warm, and 
thinks he’s got all the good out o’ the old at,’ ! the twilight lingered on she western slopes

of the land before her. She was going

but to night—I don't want to go hack to it, 
at least not yit. It seems to me sometimes 
’d if I'd lived in a mill-race for forty year. 
I ain’t never had time to be alone with my 
thoughts since the day I married husband. 
It’s been drive, drive, drive, from then to 
now, an’ sometimes 1 can’t help thinkin' 
that if I’d taken more time to myeelf I'd a 
been better off—even if I hadn’t been so well 
to do ! I've had bread and meat enough, in 
all conscience, but—mighty little cake ! 
And yit— ” tjiih a stifled sigh—“ I can’t say 
as I truly regret it. If I’d the same thing to 
do over, I'd— y is—I'd do it agin ! An’ it’s 
not many women can say that after forty 
year, an’— mean it, too !"

Still she looked down the hill undecided. 
A little to the right she could see the roof of 
a barn belonging to one of the houses on the 
cross road. “If I go into the Common at 
all,” she said, “ I am not s-goin’ by the Pol
lards’. Sure as I pass there some o’ them ’ll 
sing out to know where I'm bound for, an’ 
if I tell ’em I’m goin’ on to Dogtown it 'll fly 
like wildfire. Ad’line ’ll be at me to know 
why I didn’t come straight home, an’ ’Bial 
'll be askin’ if I've taken leave o’ my senses. 
No, sir ! I ain’t lived sixty year in this 
world to be called to account by Ad’line 
Hathaway and ’Bial Bunker ! An’ what’s 
more, I’m not goin’ home till I’m a mind 
to !”

BRILLIANTS.

Each lawless thought will mar the plan, 
Each wasted day will stint the man. 
Wouldst thon excel ? Let purpose run 
A thread of gold from sun to sun.

[James Buckham.

No ; the two kinds of people on earth I 

Are the people who lift, and the people who

Wherever you go, you will find the world’s

Are always divided in just these two classes.

And oddly enough, you will find, too, I 
There is only one lifter to twenty who

In which class are you ? Are you easing the 
load

Of overtaxed lifters who toil down the road ?

Or are you a leaner, who lets others bear 
Your portion of labor and worry and care?

Ella Yfhte.br Wilcox.

What will it matter, in a little while.
That for a day

We met and gave a word, a touch, a smile, 
Upon the way ?

What will it matter whether hearts were

And lives were true ;
That you gave me the sympathy I crave,

As I gave you ?

These trifles ! Can it be they make or mar 
A human life ?

Are souls as lightly waved as rushes are 
By love or strife ?

With a resolute swing she wheeled about 
and walked back, until looking over her 
shoulder she fontid the roof of the barn no 
longer in sigh*.

“ It’s jest about here where we turned in,” 
she said, and crossing the wall on the side of 
the road next the moors, she tried the lower 
stones with her foot. They shook ; she put 
her hand on the top and gave a vigorous 
push, springing away in alarm as two or 
three of the heavier bowlders tottered toward 
her and rolled downward. “It’s about as 
much as my life's worth,” the muttered. All 
at once, as if to leave herself no option, she 
t8bk her shawl and bag and flung them over 
the wall with a swing that landed them 
three or four feet on the other side. For a
moment she eyed them grimly. “A worn- sifted all the chaff out o’ the new. 
an's got a right to be alone for once in her 
lifetime," she declared, “if no more." Cau
tiously she mounted, and at the top, careful 
ly noting that her skirts were free, turned 
slowly about and went down the other side 
as if descending a ladder. “ There !” she 
exclaimed, as she reached firm ground ;
“now, who ain’t so spry as she once was?’*

She had entered a narrow upland meadow, 
and gathering up her shawl and satchel be
gan to cross it diagonally in the direction of 
the Common. At the corner toward which 
she was walking stood an old shingled home 
battered and gray from the weather ; the 
roof was torn in jigged rents, and the de
caying glass in the shutterless windows re- ^ 
fl-cted the westering sun in a glare of pale 
green. Below the house the meadow sloped 
abruptly to the narrowest portion of a great 
marsh that broadened out on either side in 
acres of rich color ; for already the early 
frosts had begun to bronze the thick green 
bushes, and to streak it with flaming sumach, 
while long stretches of dead bay wove 
brittle branches in light traceries of amethyst 
above the splendid blue of the shadows.
Beyond the marsh the Common swept east
ward, one ridge after the other, a threaten
ing, silent, far reaching wilderness of half- 
parched grass, strewn with gigantic boulders 
and dark tufts of bristling, stunted pines.

Mrs. Hathaway slackened her pace a lit
tle ; the windows in the old gray house 
quivered in the radiant heat of the afternoon 
like malignant eyes. “ My, but it does look 
witchy !” she said. “ I’ll jest go down to 
the marsh, and if it don’t seem any better 
from there I’ll turn home again.”

A few stepping-stones, green with slime, 
made it possible to cross the thick ooze 
through the middle of which a silent stream 
was crawling as if reluctant to reach its des 
tination. Mrs. Hathaway picked her way 
carefully, trying each stone before she trust
ed it with her weight. Toward the middle 
one of them splashed viciously, sending a 
little shower of inky mud into her face.
“There!” she said, impatiently, “if it 
hasn't gone and done it agin, an’ I lookin’ 
out for it at every step. It’s been moved ; 
it’s been tbrowed forty feet into the marsh 
in my day, but it gets back every time.
How it does it beats me. If ye took it and 
broke it into flinders to mend the road with,
I’d be bound ye'd find it ag’in waitin’ to 
spoil your clothes the next time ye came 
along. It acts as if it was sot here to warn 
ye off.” Nevertheless she went on, follow
ing upward the zigzig lines of the cattle-

In front of her and on either side undulat
ing lines of stone wall ran out for miles over 
the moors, crossing each other at right 
angles, and in the smaller enclosures thus 
formed sunken grass-grown i quares and 
heaps of broken brick and granite showed 
where, long ago, houses had stood of which 
only these outlines of cellars and ruins re
mained. Mrs. Hathaway went up to one of 
these cellars and leaned over. “ Here they 
are," she said in a low voice. “ It’s wuss’n 
a grave. There’s a peace about places where 
people ’ve gone to rest in due time ; but out 
here’t seems 'a if they'd lived in desolation 
and died in horror. No man knows where 
they came from, an’ they left no kin to tell 
where they lie. The place was well named 
Dogtown ; they must ’a’ been a rough lot to 
choose it. Joe—he said they pressed the 
hull o’ the men for sailors on board the ship 
Constitution, an’ that they never none o’
’em came back. My mother remembered 
some o’ the women that was left. There 
wa’n’t but two livin’ when she was a gal.
The rest’d all gone crazy and died o’ starva
tion. They used to come down to Gloyahter 
sellin’ yarn— real gypsy lookin’ creetnre, 
dressed in sheepskins and rags, their eyes 
shinin’ with madness and hunger. My 
sakes, I’d ’a’ gone mad myself if I’d V had 
to live here alone through the winter.” She 
turned, crossing the road, to reach the next 
enclosure. The walls were low, many of 
them broken, and the old womap climbed 
them one after the other with increasing 
ease, keeping along the brow of a hill that 
rose almost precipitously above the marsh.

“ An’ they all went crazy an’ died !” she 
muttered. “ Deary me ! I used to tell Joe 
he must ’a’ belonged to ’em some where’s 
back there—he was so keen to find out all 
he could about ’em. He was black-eyed and 
dark. My, but he was dark ! An* tall.
Mighty handsome, Joe was. He looked like 
a king—but,” she hastily concluded, looking 
up as if in answer to an accusation, “ I ain’t 
sorry I didn’t have him !”

Suddenly she took a quick step forward 
with a sharp exclamation çf pleasure. Not 
far from where she stood a huge mass of rock 
jutted ont over the marsh from the side of 
the hill ; it was split horizontally like * 
yawning mouth. Mrs. Hathaway went 
toward it. “ Well, now, if it isn’t the 
Whale’s Jaw,” she said. “Now, bow'd we 
get up? Must V been round behind.” The 
rook was near the top of the hill, and after a j

Yea, yea ! a look the fainting heart may 

Or make it whole ;
And just one word, if said for love’s sweet 

May save a soul.
[May Riley Smith.

jfoUrt literature.
DEEP AS FIRST LOVE.

toward the heart of the waste, taking no 
heed whither she turned, observing no land
marks. Occasionally she looked back, but 
it was merely to note whether the ridge be
hind had shut out all signs of human habita-

BY MARY TAPP AN WRIUHT. For a while she sat silent ; then drawing a 
little sigh she rose somewhat stiffly to her 
feet. “ Well,” she said, “ that’d ought to 
be pritty enough to last me the rest o’ my 
life. But I ain’t satisfied yit.” Turning to 
the ascent behind her she began to climb 
through the short grass that covered the 
hillside ; in the low light of the sun it took 
on a faint shade o’ pick that was shared Ly 
all the scattered boulders ; even the blue 
■'ey seemed veiled with it. “ When yen 
look hard, it ain’t there ; and yit you knew 
it is,” said Mrs. Hathaway reflectively. 
“ That's like lots o’ things. —Why, if there 
ain’t a new barn !”

A bare sloping roof seemed to rise from 
the midst of a little clump of evergreen a 
short distance beyond the top of the hil’, 
* Now, who’s fool enough to build out here 
on the Common ?” she said, walking hastily 
toward it. All at once she stopped and 
laughed. “ If it ain’t the same stone as 
fooled me an’ Joe forty-two year ago ! It 
does seem as if the critters knew what they 
was about ! They play the same old pranks 
on you every chance you give 'em. You 
think you’ll know better next time, but the 
very first turn you're caught ag’in. It was 
here that those three steps was. I remem 
her how Joe an’ I poked about 'em. I said 
they led up into the meetin’ house, an’ he 
said they led down into the grog-shop. We 
found that chain under a atone to one side o’

(In Scribner’s Magazine.I 
It was an old road, long fallen into disuse, 

winding up and down along the edge of a 
wild moorland that spread to the right over 
miles of treeless, bowlder strewn hills. Mrs. 
Hathaway was climbing one of its grata- 
grown slopes talking to herself.

“ *\\ e’re neither of us so spry as we or ce 
was, Mrs. Hathaway !’” she said, in angry 
imitation of another voice. “An* I a good 
ten year an’ more younger ’n she ! * I may 
not be so spry,’ says I, ‘ but I'm goin' to 
walk home over the.Dogtown road—good
bye to ye !' an' I left her standin' there. 
Perhaps it wa'n’t jïst right, bein’ as we’d 
started out together, but between her an’ 
thet Tectric car I'd V went about crazy be
fore I got to Ad’lineV There’s one o’ the 
pesky things now, wailin' through the coun 
try like a soul in torment.” She stopped to 
listen and then, after a moment’s hesitation, 
seated herself on one of the broad ledges of 
granite that cropped out in the middle of the 
highway. “ ’Taint late, I guess,” she said, 
turning her face toward the sun ; “not 
m >re’n five, anyhow. My, but it’s a 
pritty day ! Kind o’ misty round the aidge, 
an’ the sky’s as full o’ yaller as a big light 
topaz I s’pose ’taint really so pritty as if 
twas clear, bat somehow or nuther I have 

always liked it better so. There wa’n’t any 
foot-high o’ witch-grass in the wagon-ruts 
the last time I came along here ; but ’xcept 
for that there’s mighty little change. Forty- 
two year ! T don’t seem so long ago, after 
all.”

The hills decoyed her onward, and in 
spite of the fatigue of unwonted emotion, as 
she began to feel the freedom of perfect soli
tude, a spirit of keen receptivity possessed 
her. She saw as she had never seen before, 
and in some inner corner of consciousness 
registered strange impressions. For now, 
as the tender light faded, the repulsive 
shapes of that scowling landscape began to 
fix themsilves on her brain. Long, lonely 
stretches of rock covered moor spread vast 
and terrible about her, and gray, towering 
masses of ragged granite reared their form 
less heads along the dim horizon ; huge, 
wide jawed creatures, like abhorrent rep
tiles of forgotten seas, yawned on the lower 
levels ; and, where some primeval fury of 
fire had fused their inner surfaces, the red, 
smooth stones formed themselves into livid 
ridges, like toothless gums.

Turning the corner of a little knoll, she 
sprang aside as a tall bash crowned wedge 
of ro*,'like a plumed Indian, seemed to 
start toward her. Behind it rose another 
bowlder, which from the midst of a thicket 
of green towered over all the country. Re
membering it in other days, Mrs. Hathaway 
skirted a little tract of marshy ground near 
its base, and climbing an easy ascent to the 
top, seated herself some fifteen or twenty 
feet above the ground.

She went io the front of the barn like 
boulder and seated herself near the corner 
of it, on the tofJ cf the three stone steps she 
found there. “ It does look more as if it 
had been the grog-shop,” she said. “ These 
steps must ’a’ led down from the road, for 
there’s the cellar an' what’s left o’ the 
chimbley right over by the wall. The side 
o’ the house must ’a’ been built next the big 
rock, an’ the front door most likely was 
lower than the road. There’s that old 
stone.” The began to dig in the ground 
about the stone with the ferrule of her um
brella. It was a flat slab, not very large, 
leaning somewhat insecurely against the 
edge of the step below her. “It’s queer,” 
jshe went on reflectively, “ how you’re more 
sorry over some small things than ye ever 
make out to be about most big ones. Now 
that chain Joe an’ I found here, be gave me 
the half on it ; there was a medal hung to 
it witji a sort o’ tigger of an Indian on it, 
an’ I gave him a little brass cross to hang on 
his end because he let me have the medal. 
Twas kind o’ curious, but 'twa’n’t worth 
ten cents ; an’ yit, when Ad’line’s Jimmy 
lost that thing, a load came down on my 
heart that sometimes seems to me ain’t lifted 
yit. I remember jest how I came to do it. 
’Twas the day after Joe’s row with the 
sheriff. It was in all the papers, an’ I ft It. 
kind o’ disgusted at a man o’ his time o’ life 
gittin’ into a fuss like that. So the next 
mornin’, as luck would have it, before I’d 
cooled down^I came across the chain an’ I 
threw it out o’ the window to Jimmy. It 
kind o’ cut me when he began playin’ horse 
with it ; I most took it back ;—if I had it’d 
been the only thing I ever took back in my 
life ! But that evenin’ Jimmy came in with 
out it, an’ when his father asked him where 
it was he said he sold it to a man for a

(Concluded, next week.)
She was looking back over the road she 

had come. The green lines of grass, follow
ing the curve of the stone walls on either 
side, wound through a meadow below and 
rounded the foot of an opposite hill. “ We 
came along there," she murmured, pausing 
dreamily between the sentences. “ I had on 
an old pink gown an’ a white dimity sun- 
bonnet. I can see it now—An’ I ain’t for
got a step o’ the way. —There’s other things 
that I ain’t forgot neither. So long as hus
band was livin’ I kind o’ felt as if I hadn’t 
any right to come. But land ! he'» dead, 
an’ husband’s dead, an’ as for me—well, I 
might as wfell enjoy myself for once in my 
own way. It can’t be very wrong, for ’taint 
so very cheerful ! ’ With a half whimsical 
smile she roee and continued her walk up 
the hill.

“ It’s awful queer how we’re made,” she 
went on. “ I wouldn’t V married him lor 
no money ; not for pounds o’ gold, counted 
out—an* I told him so that day. Twas jest 
about here he began talkin’. I kind o’ 
think sometimes I was guided. ’Taint given 
to young things in their teens to know what’s 
beat. An’ ’twaa best, I s’pose. T any rate 
I haven’t wasted any thought over it since. 
’Twa’n’t easy, though, at the time. ‘ Ye 
like me,’ he kep’sayin’. * Ye know ye like 
me.’ ‘ Yes,’ says I, Til not deceive ye. I 
like ye—I like ye more’n enough ; an’ you 
like me.’ ‘Love!’ says he, kind o’ fierce.
‘ That’s .not the way to talk,’ says I; * but 
even if it was, love o’ me ain’t goin’ to work 
no miracles in you, Joe Trumbull. What 
ye are now ye’ll keep on bein’ to the end o’ 
the chapter.’ ‘ An’ what am I now?’ says 
he. ‘ Ye’re cake,’ says I. 1 Ye ain’t good 
solid bread an’ meat, an’ I’m not a goin’ to 
take ye for a liftime.’”

She strolled on a while in a brown study, 
using her umbrella as a walking-stick, her 
heavy gray shawl over her arm, and a small 
leather satchel in her hand. The yellow 
haze of the September day lay low in the 
sky, and the road ran up into it. Mrs. 
Hathaway stopped to break some branches 
from the bay bushes that all along encroach-, 
ed upon the grass-grown wheel-tracks.

“ That’s the first bay I’ve handled since,’’ 
she said, raising it to her Tace and breathing 
in its. pleasant fragrance. “An’I hope I 
haven’t lied when I said I couldn’t bear it. 
Tain’t always the things you hate that you 
can’t bear. Twas out there in the Common 
—Joe cut me an armful of it.”

She watched the shadows of the clouds 
over the moors for a moment, and then 
went on her way, continuing steadily until 
she came to the top of the hill, whence the 
road sloped gently to end a few rods below 
in one more travelled that crossed it at 
right angles.

“Now what shall I do ?” she murmured 
“If I go home—” looking at the ann—I’ll 
get there about a quarter to six. Ad’line 
’ll give me the baby to tend while she 
sets the table. The other four children ’ll 
be rampin’ into everything. ’Bial ’ll come 
in to hurry up tea, glowerin’ round the 
kitchen as if he’d cook the supper with bis 
eyes. The knives ’ll clatter on the dishes, 
and the lids ’ll rattle on the stove, and the 
hull o’ the air ’ll be full of the smell of fried 
fish. Times have been when I liked it— 
when I liked a little red speck in the damp
er o’ the grate, an’ when the smell o’ fish 
meant hunger, an the clatter meant home—

Curious Instinct.

A twelve-year old boy was on the stand 
and testified that he had spent just ten min
utes in getting a bucket of water for his 
mother.

The question of time was a vital one, and 
the opposing attorneys tried to confuse the 
boy. Finally one of them pulled out his 
watch and proposed to test whether or not 
the boy knew when ten minutes had elapsed. 
The opposing attorneys on the boy’s side of 
the case strenuously objected to this test, 
for it is well known that nothing is harder 
than to sit still and gauge the passing of 
time.

The judge ordered the test to be made, 
however, and after the court room clock had 
been stopped, the trial commenced. The 
stillness in the room became oppressive. 
Every watch was drawn and the eyes of the 
multitude rested upom the youngster, who 
swung his foot against the round of his chair 
and gazad placidly out over the benches as 
though the proceedings had little interest 
for him.

Two, four, six minutes passed, and still he 
made no sign. Then t he attorneys commen 
ced to worry him. “Isn’t time about up?” 
asked one of them, “ Nope,” sententiously 
responded the boy, as he changed the cross 
in his knees. Seven and eight minutes pass
ed. “ Haven’t you got that water pumped 
yet ? ” said the attorney, in a tone which was 
intended to convey the belief that ten min
utes had more than elapsed. “ Reckon not,” 
again replied the boy, and his own attorneys 
began to chuckle. Nine minutes passed, 
and tick, tick, tick went the seconds to
wards the ten minute mark, up to exactly 
three seconds before the limit when the boy 
drawleta out, “ I think I’ve got the water 
drawed.”

The people burst into applause ; and after 
the trial, when the boy was asked to explain 
how he hit off the time so correctly, he re
plied, “Oh, I just sorter knowed, that’s 
all.”—Kaunas City “ Times."

quarter. * He asked me how I come by it,’ 
says Jimmy, ‘ an’ I told him my gran’ma 
threw it away that mornin,’.’ That was a 

next month. Joe was drownedyear ago
that week. An’ then it came out that he
was all right in that row with the sheriff !”

A long pause followed.
“I ain’t never been the same woman 

since,” she said, sighing heavily. “An* yit 
Joe Trumbull wa’n’t nothin’ to me !—I won
der what he thought about when that wave 
come at him. The men said that when he 
saw ’twa’n’t no use trying to row over it, he 
jest shipped hie oars and stood up in the 
dory, and faced it with his arms folded and 
his head up. The green water arched over 
him an’ broke like a thousand white arms 
stretched down for him ! Not a year ago ! 
He was an old man then, Joe was.”

Mechanically she pushed harder at the 
stone below her ; a final lunge sent it rolling 
to the bottom of the cellar, drawing some
thing like a rusty chain out after it. Mrs. 
Hathaway made an inarticulate, startled 
sound and picked up the chain. Her fingers 
trembled until the links rattled in her hand. 
It was a series of little carved wooden cyl
inders connected by wire loops. From one 
portion ef it, which was broken, hung a 
curious copper coin, and fastened to the 
other end was a small cross tarnished almost 
to blackness.

Mrs. Hathaway dropped the broken chain 
in her lap and sat staring at the sky. “ O, 
Joe ! O, my poor Joe !” she cried. “ ’Twas 
he that bought it from Jimmy and brought 
it here to bury it in the old spot. O, my 
poor Joe ! She stretched her arms out be
fore her, as if in appeal, and then hid her 
face in her hands.

She did not sob nor cry; nhe did not

—In regular battles the proportion of loss 
among men and horses is quite close, and in 
hand-to hand combats of cavalry, as well as 
in sharp artillery engagements, for every 

killed or wounded there is also a dumb
warrior entitled to a place beside him on the 
roll of honor. The Light Brigade at Bala- 
klava rode 660 (not 600) strong and lost 288 
men, but of the 560 horses 360 were shot 
down by Russian guns. In the fierce charge 
of the German Uhlans and Cuirassiers at 
Vionville,- Mars-la-Tour, in 1870, 1,400 men 
1,600 horses were killed and wounded. In 
the fierce artillery contest on the same field 
730 men and over 1,000 horses fell around 
the guns. Gravelotte, soon after Mars-la- 
Tour, the artillery fighting was also terrible, 
and 2,300 horses were shot down around the 
batteries, though the loss of the artillerists 
was less than 1,300.

—The food of the swallow is composed of 
insects alone, and the number these birds 
destroy in a single summer is incalculable. 
They are in summer on the wing for fully 
sixteen hoars during the day, and the 
greater part of the lime making havoc a- 
mong the millions of iosouls which infest 
the sir.—“Tit-Bits.
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MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE 
SECURITY.

Fire Insurance in fieliable Companies
iySolicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank 

of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia, An
napolis, N. S. 11 ly

NEWS OF THE WOBLD.

Ireland’s drink bill last year was £11,659,- 
604fsterling—about $55.000,000.

Tne Chinamen of Montreal hatre applied 
for a charter to organize a Chinese Masonic 
lodge in Montreal. .

The Burnham Morrill Co. will pack 1,000,- 
000 cans of corn at its factory in Norridge- 
wock, Me., this year.; double last year’s pack.

Ben Jordan, the prize fighter who recently 
whipped George Dixon, America’s champion 
featherweight, is the son of a London clergy-

The Canadian militia establishment list 
shows the total strength of the permanent 
force as 865 ; active militia, 35,406 ; total,
35.271.

The Japanese papers are still discussing 
the desirability of forming an Anglo Japa
nese alliance, in view of the fears entertained 
of Russian aggression in Chins.

M. Zola’s name has been erased from 
French Legion of Honor ; he is understood 
to be in Switzerland, going there after his 
sentence of a year and heavy fine.

It has been decided to issue long service 
medals to non commissioned officers and men 
of the Canadian militia who have seen a 
period of service for twenty five years

The Spanish government has published a 
decree temporarily suspending throughout 
the Spanish peninsula the rights of individ
uals as guaranteed by the constitution.

Six Austrian sailors of the 8. S. La Bour
gogne were liberated at Havre last week, the 
prosecution dropping the charge of brutality 
to passengers after the collision, for lack of 
evidence.

The constitutionality of the provincial 
legislation prohibiting the employment of 
Chinese iu underground coal mines was tested 
before the courts in British Columbia. It 
was decided affirmatively.

Grasshoppers are delaying trains in East
ern (Colorado and Western Kansas. Last 
Sunday night two sections of the Rock Island 
express were stalled at the state line for sev
eral hours on this account.

The National Business League of Chicago 
is preparing for a grand national peace fes
tival to be held in that city soon after the 
close of the war. The festivities will con
tinue a week or more.

An Anglican missionary, who is among the 
Esquimaux, writes to Ottawa to say that of 

ling ships in the Arctic seas that 
left for the west, only three got through last 
autumn. The others were ice bound.

The Italian government has sent four war
ships to seize the custom house at Cartagena, 
Colombia, and force the payment of the 
$250,000 award made by President Cleve
land, as arbitrator, to an Italian citizen.

The Madrid correspondent of the Daily 
Mail says :—“ The result of protracted nego
tiations initiated by Germany is that the 
powers have arrived at a formal agreement 
to oppose an American annexation of the 
Philippines, which roust remain Spanish.

Among the brothers of the new Governor- 
General of Canada, Earl Minto, is Hon. 
William Fiizwiiliam Elliott, who was A. D. 
C. to the commander of the Forces in Canada 
from 1878 to 188U He married Elizabeth 
Fanny, daughter of Mrs. John Rutherford, 
of Halifax.

“Jimmie” Michael, the wonderful Welsh 
cyclist, redeemed his reputation at Manhat
tan Beach track last week when he admin
istered a decisive defeat to his fellow coun
tryman and lifelong rival, Linton, whom he 
led over the tape by nearly ah eighth of a 
mile in a twenty-five mile paced race.

Russia has dropped the idea of tp< nding 
90,000,000 roubles dn her navy. Evidently 
the decision is a sudden one, because the re
presentative of the Union Iron Works of San 
Francisco, who was summoned to St. Peters- 
burg to take orders for ironclads, bad actually 
arrived there when the government changed

w

eleven wha

its mind.
The Dominion analyst has completed the 

analysis of samples of belladonna plasters 
collected in localises between Ottawa and 
Halifax. These plasters are seldom made 
up by the druggists who sell them, hot are 
mostly manufactured in the United States. 
A very large percentage are found to be 
adulterated.

The secretary of th,e Dominion Alliance, 
Mr. F. S. Spence, states that it is probable 
the Cabinet agreed upon the date for the 
plebiscite vote to be taken before the mem
bers of the Government left Ottawa for the 
recess, and a proclamation announcing the 
date may be looked for in every issue of the 
Canadian Gazette.

The Cologne Gazette, in an article evident
ly inspired, says it would be difficult to 
claim compensation for the losses of German 
firms at Manilla, because, though Spain is 
< fficially mistress of the Philippines, she has 
no voice there ; but when a settled 
ment has been provided for the island, then 
Germany will raise her claim.

An Anglo American League was recently 
formed in London for the purpose of secur
ing 1 cordial and constant co-operation on 
the part of the naiione. ’ The selected 
membership in the league was made open to 
all British subjects and United States citi
zens, and branches were authorized in all 
the large cities and towns.

The report of the Brussels sugar confer
ence shows that it failed, through the refus
al of France and Russia to join the other 
powers in the suppression of the export 
bounties. The British delegates recommend 
that the other governments nullify the 
French and Russian bounties by the impos
ition of countervailing duties, as done by the 
United States.

There is a great scramble among dealers in 
tobacco for Havana cigars. Some of them 
are absolutely out and most of them have 
only a few on hand. Leaf tobacco from 
Cuba is also becoming very scarce. It is 
stated that if the war continues until October 
the tobacco crop in Cuba will be so interfered 
with that no cigars nor tobacco may be ex
pected from that island for two years.

Professor Robertson is booming Canada 
daily in the English journals and also taking 
up a decided line in favor of the preferential 
tariff. He suggests in the St. James Ga
zette that a duty on wheat of two shillings 
and six-pence per quarter for specific and a 
limited period of five years would not add 
one farthing to the cost of the four penny 
loaf to the British consumer, while an enor
mous impetus to wheat growing 
and India would be given. T 
would come back to Britain for manufactur
ed goods.

govern-
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A Fair Test.

A traveling pedlar of patent churns called 
at a farmhousein Lewiet on the other day 
soliciting patronage, and learning that the 
lady bad a churning of cream nn hand, was 
anxious to churn it. The lady said she had 
a patent churn already, b»t the man in
sisted that his was so much better than any 
other churn made that he could get two 
pounds more butter from the cream than she 
could with her churn. She eaid: “If you 

I will buy it.” So he left the churn, 
promising to come and prove it next morning. 
The lady put the cream in her own churn 
and brought the butter, took it out and 

ured the butter milk into the vendor’s 
urn. He came the next morning and 

churned and churned but got no butter and 
exclaimed at last, “ There is no butter in 
your cream.” “You are right,” said the 
lady, “ for I’ve churned it in my churn, but 
I wanted to see you get that other two 
pounds.” There was no sale and no further 
conversation.

?h°

Do You Read
What people are saying about Hood’s Sar
saparilla? It is curing the worst cases of 
scrofula, dyspepsia, rheumatism and all forms 
of blood disease, eruptions, sores, boils and 
pimples. It is giving strength to weak and 
tired women. Wby should you hesitate to 
take it when it is doing so much for others?

Hood’s Pills are the best family cathartic 
and liver tonic. Gentle, reliable, sure.

Practice and Theory.

Practice and theory must go together. 
Theory without practice to test it, to verify 
it, to correct it, is mere idle speculation, but 
practice without theory to animate it is mere 
mechanism. In every art and businete 
theory is the soul and practice the body. 
The soul without the body in which to dwell 
is indeed only a ghost, but the body wit hovt 
a soul is only a corpse.—New York Ledger.

Keep Minard’e Liniment in the House.

profess .onal Cartts.
Frkd W. Harrisük. H. E. Giills.aims & HARRIS,

Barristers, - - Solicitors,
Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of New 
Brunswick.

3ommissionors for the State of Massachusetts. 
Agents of It. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

Halifax.
Agents of Bradatreet’s Commercial Agency. 
General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In

Membe
Real

irs of the United States Law Association. 
Estate Agents.

OFFICE:
•BANK OF NOVA S00TIA BUILDING,

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PU BUG.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.

—WILL BK AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,

Next Door to J. P. Melanson’s Jewelry Store
Every Tliursday.

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

— AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
EVMoney to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.
NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI

ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.
Advances made on Rkal Estate Security 

repayable by monthly instalments, covering a 
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on 
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at 
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in
stallments are paid, the balance of loan cannot 
be called for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms 
of application therefore and all necessary infor
mation furnished on application to

J. M. OWEN, Barristkr-at-Law, 
Agent at Annapolis.20 6m

F. L. Miemeb»
Barrister, Solicitor, &c.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.
Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange, 

Queen Street, Bridgetown.
Telephone No. 11.

31 tf

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.

■*

(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on Flret-Olaae
44 lyBeal Estate.

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.

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor,

ROUND HILL, N. S.

. L B AMRIW3, KB, C.M.
Specialties

EYE,
EAR,

THROAT.
MIDDLETON.

38 tfTelephone No. 16.

©EMTHSTBr
ill un-
vma uTy hof Digby. w 

ce conduct a branch 
in Lawrence town, and in his absence Dr. 
-SHAFF^ER will attend to his practice.

OFFICE DAYS: First two weeks of 
month, beginning duly 1st, 1898.

r\B. W. A. MORGAN,
L/ til further noti*

DENTISTRY!

m. P. g. 71NDEWN.
-4

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

9 to 5.

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

onapolis the first and second weeks 
h, and third and fourth weeks at

Will be at An 

Bridg
er mont 
etown.

James Primrose, D. D. S.
Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and 

3 ran ville streets, formerly occupied by Dr. 
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its 
branches carefully and promptly attended 
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday 
*nd Tuesday of each

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891. 26 tf

JOHN ERVIN,
BARBISTER AND SOLICITOR.

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

* OFFICE:

Cos Building, - Bridgetown, X. 8.

ST.JOHN
Semi=Weekly Sun
CASH IN ADVANCE, 75c. a Year.

spest and Lest Newspaper for 
Young in the Maritime Provinces

Twice a Week,
WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY.

The Chea 
Old and

Reliable Market Reports,
Full Shipping News.
Sermon* by I>r. Talmage and other 

Eminent Divines,
Stories by Eminent Authors, 
Despatches and Correspondence 

from all parts of the World.

•r

Call and see our Type setting Machines in 
operation. Greatest invention of the age.

ST. JOHN DAILY SUN
IS A NEWSPAPER
First, Last and all the time.

$5.00 a Year.2 Cents per Copy.
In the Quantity, Variety and Reliability 

of its Despatches and Corre?pondence, it has 
No Rival.
Using Mergenihaler Type Casting Machines 
The Sun is printed from New Type 

Every Morning.

Established in 1878, it has increased in 
circulation and popularity each year.

Advertising rates furnished on application.

address: the SUN PRINTING CO. LTD.
ST. JOHN, N. B.

A

EARN We Want Reliable Men
in every locality, local or tra
veling to introduce a 
discovery and look afte 
advertisu

$30
A WEEK

month and $2.50 a day expenses. Money de- 
nosited in any bank at start if desired. Write
nt once. World Medical Co..
Ontario.
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