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J. M. OWEN,

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis opposite Garrison gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)

Every Thursday.:

Consular Agent of the United States.
Agent Nova Scotia Building Socieey.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&3 Money to loan at five per ceub on Real
Bstate security.

O. T. ' DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.
(RANDOLPH 8 BLOCK.)
Hoad of Queen S8t., Bridgetown

Money to Losn on First-Olass
Real Hstate.

0.5, MILLER,
Barrister, &c.

S
Real Estate Agent, eto.
SHAFNER BUILDING,

BRIDGETOWN, N.: S.

Prompt and sstizfactory nttention given
to the collection of olaime, and all other
professional business.

DENTISTRY!
DR. F. S. ANDERSON

Greduate of the University Maryland.

Cruwn and Bridge Work a specialty.
o nezt door to Union Bank.

,“g: 9 to 5.
James Primrose, D. D. §.,

Office in Drug Store, corner Jueen and
Yrapvilic streets, formorly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primroce. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly sttemded
to. Office ‘days at Bridgetown, Monds,
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 180L

~J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Leslie R. Fairn,
ARCHITECT.

Present P. O. address—-
AYLESFORD, N §
April 1st, 1903.—1y

o

Fine Watch Repairing,

THOS. BIRD,

. Practical Watchmaker, .

Begs o .nform the people of Bridgetown and

surrounding coumri‘ that he has permanently

lecated next to Dv. DeBloiy’ office on Granville

Street. where ho is prepared to clean and re-

ir all kinds of watches and clocks, and trusts

y sound work and moderate charges to merip
a fair share of pubiic patronage.

UNON BidE OF [HALIFAX

INCORPORATED 1856,

Capital Autborized, - - $3,000,000
Capital subscribed, - 1,336,150
Capital Paid Up, - 1,336,150
Reservo J’und, - 931,405

DIRECTORS:
Wil ROBERTSON, President.
W Rocug, M. P., Vice-President.
. C. BLACKADAR, Gro. MiTCRELL, M. P, P,
E. G. Smith, A. K. Joxxs,
GEORGE STAIRS.

Head Office: Halifax, N. 8.

. L. THORNE, General Manager,
+ N 8. Strickland, Asst. Gen. Mgr,
f. C. Harvey, - - Inspector,

BRANCHES:

Annapolis, Arichat, Baddeck, Barrington Pas-
e, Bear River, Berwick, Bridgetown, Clarke's
‘bor, Dartmsuth, Digby, Glace Bay, Granville

‘erry, Halifax, Inverness, Kentville, Lawrence-

bwn, Liverpool, Lockeport, Mabou, Middleton,

ew Glasgow, North Sydney, Parrsboro, Sher-
ooke, Springhill, Sydney, Sydney Mines, St.
eter's, Truro, Windsor, Wolfville, Yarmouth.

Port of Spain, Trinidad; St. John, N. B.

CORMESFPONDENTS:
nk ¢f Toronto and Branches, Canada.
onzl Bank of Commerce, New York.
erc. an’'s’ National Bank, Boston.
on and Westminster Bank, London, England,
Special attention is directed to the
OMPARATIVE STATEMENT below,
owing the progress made by this Bank
the past sixteen years, also the inerease
usiness in the last year.
STATEMENT
1887 1903 1904
81, ; ¥
ma o

AVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT.

 The Gentleman
From Indiana

By BOOTH TARKINGTON

Copyright, 1899, by Doubloday & McOlure o

(C(\Dtigﬂt-d.)

CHAPTER VIL

HE moon had risen, and there

was a lace of mist along the

creek when John and Helen
— reached their bench, (Of
course they wenpt back there) She
turned to him with a little fyown.

“Why have you never lat Tomm Mere-
dith know you were living so néar him
—less than & hundred miles—when he
bas always liked and admired you
sbove all the rest of mankind? I know
that he bas tried time and again to

.| hear of you, but the other men wrote

that they kmew nothing, that it was
thought you had gone abroad. I had
heard of you, ghd se has he seem your
pame in the Rouen papers—about the
Vhite Caps and in politics—but he
would never dream of connecting the
Plattville Mr. Harkless with his Mr.
Harkless; though I did, just a little, in
a vague way. I knew you, of course,
when you came into Mr. Halloway's
lecture the other evening. But why
RBaven’t you written to my cousin®”

“Rouen seems rathep far away to
me,” he answered quietly “I've been
there only once, half a day on business.
Except that, I've never béen much far-
ther than Amo—and then for a conven-
tion or to make a speech—since I came
here.”

“Wicked,” she exclaimed, “to shut
yourself up like this! I said it was fine
to drop out of the world, but why bave
you cut off your old friends from you?
Why haven't you had a relapge now
and then and come over to hear Ysaye
play and Melba sing, or to see Mans-
fleld or Henry Irving, when we have
bhad them? And do you think you've
been quite falr to Tom? What right
bad you to assume that be had forgot-
ten you?

“Ob, I Aaldn't exactly mean forgot-
ten,” he said, pulling 8 blage of grase
to and tro between his fingers and
staring at it apsently. “It's only that
I bave dropped ont of the world, yg:
know. Theyirather expected me to
a lot of things, and I haven’t done
them. Possibly it is because I am sen-
gitive that I never let Tom know. They
expected me to amount to something,
but I dod't belleve his welcome would
be less Rearty fo a failure—he is a
good heart”

“Faflurel” she cried and clapped her
bands and laughed.

“I'm really not very tragic about it
though I must seem consumed with
self pity,” bhe returned, smiling. “It is
oaly that I have dropped out of the
svorld while Tom is still in it.”
*‘Dropped out of the world) " she
echoed impatiently. ' “Can’t you see
Jou’'ve dropped into it? That you'—
“Last night I was honored by your
s.n;&iu of my graceful mode of quitting
“And so you wish me to be consist-
ent,” she retorted scornfully. *“What
becomes of your gallantry when we
abide by reason?’ .
“True enpugh; equality is a denial of
privilege.”

“And yrivilege is a denfal of egual-
tty?! 1 don’t like that at all.”
turned a serious, suddenly illuminated

“It's my, hobby, I should tell yo nd
I'm ti of that nonsense abouttvom-
en always sounding the personal mota’
It should be sounded as we would
sound it. - And I think we could bear
tha loss of ‘privilege’ "—

He ldughed and raised. s protesting
bapd. “But we couldn't.”

severa] women who manage to live
without men to epen d £op them,
and I think I could bear te let a man

bis hat in an officg where I happened
to be, and I could get my oivn ice at a
dgnce, 1 thlnk,, possibly with even less
fuss angd scrapible than P've sometimes
observed in the young mem who have
dono it for me. But you know you
would ng’er let us do things for oup
selveq, Yo matter wha} legal equality.
might be declared, even when Jve ig
representation for our taxation. You
will never be able to deny yourselyes
giving us qur ‘privilegel I hate being
waited onl I'd rather do things fop
my“&‘ s 2pm H % i

8he was so0 earnest in Dor satire, s
gull of sobrn and so serious in her mean»
ing, and there was such a contrast be
tween what sha said and her person—
8be looked so pre-eminently the pretty
@arquise, the little exquisite, so essen
tially to be waited on and helped, to
have clogks thrown over the dampness
gr Rer to tread upon, to be run about

r—he could see half a dozen youthe
vushing; about for her ices, for her car-
rlage, ior ber chaperon, for her wrap,
&znnce&—that to save his life be

not repress a chuckle. He man-
to make it inaudidle, howeves,
fnd it was as well that he did.

“I understand your love of new$gpa-
pee k,” ske went on less vehement
Iy, but not less earnestly. “I have al-
zst wanted to do it mysglf, wanted

Upmensely. I can’t think of a more
fagcinating way of earning one’s liv-

And I know I could da it. Why
dpuft you make the Herald @ dally?”
, Db hear her speak of “eamning one’s
Bving” was too anh for him. She
gave the fmpression of rhches, not
only by the flne texture and fashioning
of her garments, but one feli that lux-
uries had wrapped her from ‘her birth.
He bad not had much time to wonder
what she did in Plattvrille. It had oc-
curred to him that it \was & liti)e odd
that she could plan to sjyend any ex.ent
of time there, even l? #he bad liked
Minnie Briscoe at schooli He felt that
#he must have been sheltered and pet-
ted and waited on all her life. One
could mot help yearning 1w wait on her.
He answered Inarticsiajely, *Oh,
some day,” in reply to her qyestion and
then fell into outright la Agh-ter.

“I might have kpown yota wouldn't
take mp seriously,” she sa#d, with no
indignation, only a sort. of vvistfulness,
“I am well used to it. I think it is be-
cause I am not tall. Peorile take big
lh‘h/ with more gravity. By people
u? nearly always gstened 1o’

'Listened to!” be said, ag d felt thag
ke must throw lalmself a§; her feet.
“You oughtn’t te, mind beijag Titanis.
8he was listened. to. You"—

erest allo at highest current rate
gs Bank pulﬁa and on Deposit
belf-vearly,

She sprang to her feet, arid her eyes

She |

face upon him and spoke earnestly: |

“No, you couldn’t. It's tBe!ribbon of ;
superiority in your buttonhble® I know |

pass before me now gnd then oF weay |

maent 18 ever In good tdster™ sne crieq
flepcely, and in his surprise he almost
fell off the bench. “If there i{s one
thing 1 cannot bear, it is to be told that
{ am ‘small? I am not. Every one who
fsn’t a glantess isn't ‘small’ I detest
personalities. I am a great deal over
five feet, a great deal more than that
e

“Please, please,” be sald, “I dido’t"—

“Don’t say you are sorry,” she inter-
rupted, and in spite of his contrition
he found her angry voice delicious, it
‘was still so sweet, hot with indigna-
tion, but ringing, not harsh. “Don’t
say you didn’t mean it, because you
did! You can’t unsay it, you cannot
alter ft, and this is the way I must re-
member you! Ah!” She drew in her
breath with a sharp sigh and, cover-
ing her face with her hands, sank back
upon the bench. “I will not cry,” she
said, not so firmly as she thought she
dald.

“My blessed child!” he cried In great
distress and perturbation. “What have
I done? I-I"—

“Call me ‘small’ all you Uke,” she
answered. “I don't care. It isn’t that
You mustn’'t thipk me such an im-
becile,”” Bhe dropped her bands from
bor face and shook the tears from her
eyes with a mournful little laugh. He
saw that her fingers wer¢ clioched
tightly and ber lip trembled “I will
not cry,” she sald agaip.

“Somebody ought to murder me, 1
eught to bhave thought—personalities
are hideous’'—

“Don't! It wasp’t that™

“I onght to be shot"—

“Ah, please don't say tbat,” sho sald,
shuddering. “Please dop't, not even as
a joke, after last night!®

“But I ought to be for hurting you.
Indeed”—

She laughed sadly again, *If wasn’t
that. I don’t care whatyou call me. 1
am small, You'll try to forgive me for
being such a baby? I didn't mean any-
thing I said. I haven’t acted so badly
since I was a child.”

“It's my fault, all of it [I've tired
you out, and I let you get crushed at
the circus, and”—

“That!" she sald. *I don’t think I
would have missed the circus.”

He had a thrilling hope that she
meant the tent pole. She looked as if
she meant that, but be dared not let
himself beliove it

“No,” he continued, *I bave been so
madly happy ia being with you that
I've falrly worn out your patience. I've
haunted you all day, and I have”—

“All that has nothing to do with 1t,*
she said, with a gentle motion of her
band to bid him listen. *“Just after you
left this afternoon I found that I could
not stay here. My people are going
abroad at once, and I must go with
them. That’s what s almost making
me cry. I leave here tomorrow morn-
ing.”

He felt something strike at his heart
In the sudden sense of dearth he had
no astonishment that she should be-
tray such agitation over her departure
from a place she had known so little
and friends who certainly were not
part of ber life He rose to his feet,
and, resting his arm agalnst a syca-
more, stood staring away from ber at
pothing. She did not move. There
was a long silence,
suddenly. The skles had been sap-

'

Camelot of romance, a city of enchant-
went, and now, like a meteor burned
{ out {n a breath, the necromancy fell
i away and be gazed into desolate years

The thought of the square, his dust
| office, the bleak length of Maln atwv{
as they would appear tomorrow gave
&him a faint physicsl sickness. Today
it had gll been touched to beauty. He

bad felt fit to live and work here a |

thousand years—a fool's dream, and
the waking was to arid emptiness. He

l let it be soon, but Le knew they would
i wot; knew that this was hysteria, that
! in his endurance he should plod omb,
| plod, plod dustily on, through dingy,
lonely years.

There was a rumble of thunder far
out on the- western prairie. A cold
breath stole through the bot stillness,
and an arm of vapor reached vut be-
tween the moon and the quiet earth.
Darkness fell. The man and girl kept
silence between them. They might
| have been two sad guardians of the
black little stream that plashed un-
seen at their feet. Now and then a re-
flaction of faraway lightning faintly
limned them with a green light Thun-~
der rolled nearer, ominously. The gods
were driving their: charlots over the
bridge. Tho chill breath passed, leav-
ing the alr again to its bot inertia.

“I did not want to go,” she sald at
last, with tears just below the surface
of her voico. “I wanted to stay here,
but he—they wouldn’t—I can’t”—

“Wanted to stay here?’ he sald hus-
kily, not turning. “Here? Ino In-
diana?”’

“Yes.”

! “In Rouen, you mean?’
° “In Plattville.”

“In Plattville!”
tounded.

“Yes. Wouldn't you have taken me
on the Herald?’ She rose and came to-
ward him. “I could have supported
myself bere if you would, and I've
studied how-newspapers are made. 1
know I could have earned a wage, 1
could have helped you make it a daily.”
He searched in vain for a trace of rail
lery in her voice. There was nene.
She seemed to intend her words to be
taken literally.

“I don’t understand,” he said. . “1
don’t know what you mean.”

#I mean that I want to stay hereg
that I ought to stay here; that my

He turned now, as-

Impure blood always shows
somewhere. IF the skin, then
boils, pimples, rashes. If the
nerves, then neursaigia, nerv-
ousness, depression. If the

Sarsaparilla

stomach, then dyspepsia,
biliousness, loss of appetite.
Your doctor knows the
remedy, used for 60 years.
“Roturning from the Cuban war, I was &

erfect wrec! Mﬁubw was bad, and ;:;
ealth wag g Jne. t & foew bottles of Ayer’s

Sarsaparilla letely cured me.”
wni?o- D{)m Scranton, Pa.

J. C. AYHER 0O.,
Lowell, Mass.

£1.00 & bottte,

AT ‘fqr
Impure Rlood

A\id the Sarsaparilia ng the
Bl Jomtter with Aps St

flashed. “Do ou think pexj'gml com-

He had wakened |

phire, the sward emerald, Plattville a 3

should die now of hunger and thirst in |
|" this Sahara. He hoped the fates would |

She sprang to her feet, and her eyes
flashed.

consclence tells me I should; but 1

can't, and it makes me very unhappy.

That was why I acted so badly.”

“Your conscicnce!” he cried.

“Oh, I know what a jumble and pus-
gle 1t must seem to youl”

“I only know one thing—that you are
going away tomorrow morning and
that I shall never sce you again.”

The darkuess had grown Iintense
They could not see each other, but a
wan glimmer gave him a fleeting, misty
view of her. She stood half turned
fromn him, her hand to her cheek in
the unceitain fashion of his great mo-
ment in the afterncon. Iler eyes, he
saw o the flying plcture that he
caught, were troubled, and her hand
trembled. She had been irresistible in
her gayety, but now that n mysterious
distress assailed lier, of the reason for
which bhe had no guess, she was 80
adorably pathetic and seemed such a
rich and lovely and s:d and happy
thing to have come into his life cnly to
go out of it, and he was so full of the
prophetic sense of loss of her, it seemed
so much Hke losing everything, that he
found too much to say to be able to
say anything.

Ho tried to speak and choked a little.
A big drop of rain fell on his bare
head. Nelther of them noticed the
weather or cared for it. " They stood
with the renewed blackness hanging
ke a drapery between them.

“Can—can you—tell me why - you
think you ought not to go?’ be whias
pered finally with a great effort.

“No; not now. But I know you
would think I am right In wauting to
stay. I know you would if you knew
about it; but I can’t, I can’'t. I must
go in the morning.”

“I should always think you right,”
bhe answered in an unsteady tone, “al-
ways.” He went over to the bench,
fumbled ubout for his hat and picked
it up.

“Come,” he sald gently, “I am going
now."”

She stood quite motionless for a full
minute or longer; then, without a word,
she moved toward the house, He went
to her, with hands extended to find ber,
and his fingers touched het sleeve.
Together and silently they found the
garden path and followed its dim
length. In the orchard he touched her
sleeve again and led the way.

As they came out behind the house
she detained him. Stopping short, she
shook his hand from her arm. She
spoke in a breath, as if it were all one
word.

“Will you tell me why you go? Itis
not late. Why do you wish to leave
me, when I shall not see you again?’

“The Lord be good to mel” he broke
oui, all his long pent passion of dreams
rushing to his lips as thae barrier fell.
“Don’t you see it is becaunse I can’t
bear to let you go? I hoped to get
away without saying it. I want to be
alone. I want to be with myself and
try to realize things. I didn’t want to
make a babbling idiot of myself, but 1
am. It is because I don't want another
second of your sweetness to leave an
added pain when you've gone. It is
because I don’t want to hear your voice
again, to have it haunt me in the lone-
liness you will leave. But it's useless,
useless. [ shall hear it always, just as
1 shall always see your face, just as
I have heard your voice and seen your
face these seven years, ever since I
first saw you, a child, at Winter Har~
bor. I forgot for awhile. I thought it
was a girl I had made up out of my
own heart, but it was you all the time,
The impression I thought nothing of
then; just the merest touch on my
heart, light as it was, grew and grew
deeper till it was there forever. You've
known me twenty-four hours, and I
understand what you think of me for
speaking to you like this. If I had
known you for years and had walted
and had the right to speak and keep
your respect, what have I to offer you?
I couldrn’t even take care of you if you
went mad as I and listened. I've no
excuse for this raving— Yes, I have.”

He saw her In another second of
lightning, a sudden, bright one. Her
back was turned to bhim, and she bad
taken a few startled steps from him.

“Ah,” he cried, “you are glad enough

now to see me go! I knew it. I want- |

cd to spare myself that. I tried not to
be a hysterical fool in your eyes.” He
turned aside, and his head fell on his
breast. “God Lelp me!” hesaid. “What
will this place be to me now?”’

The breeze had risen. It gathered
force. It was a chill wind, and there
rose a wailing on the prairie. Drops of
rain began to fall.

“You will not think a question im-
plied in this,” he sald, more compgsed-
ly, but with an unhappy laugh at him-
self. “I believe you will not think me
capablé of asking you if you care”—

“No,” she answered, “I—I do not love
you.”

“Ah, was it a question, after all? I—
you read me better than I do, perhaps.
But, if I asked, I knew the answer,”

She made as if to speak again, but
words refused her.

After a moment, “Goodby,” he sald
very steadily, “I thank you for the
charity that bas given me this little
time—with you. It will always be—
precious to me. I shall always be your
Servant.” His steadiness did not carry
him to the end of his sentence. “Good-
by"—

She started toward him and stopped.
He did not see her. 8he answered noth-
Ing, but stretched out her hand to him
and then let it fall quickly.

“Goodby,” he said again. “I shall go
out the qrchard gate. Please tell them
good night for me. Won't you speak to
me? Goodby!”

He stood waliting, while the rising
wind blew their garments about them.
She leaned against the wall of the
house. “Won’t you say goodby and tell
me you can forget my”’—

=

“NoF* me criea wuaiy.
@on’t forget 1t I have spolled what
might have been a pleasant memory
for you, and I know ft. You are al
teady troubled, and 1 bave added, and
you won't forget it, nor shall I—nor
shall I Don’t say goodby! I can say it
for both of us. God bless you, and
goodby, goodby, goodby!”

He crushed his hat down over his |

eyes and ran toward the orchard gate.
For a moment lightning flashed repeat-
adly.
and disappear into sudden darkness.
He ran through the fleld and came out
on the road. Heaven and earth were

revealed again for a darsling white I

socoud. From herizon to howlzon rolled
clouds oontorted lke an
fleld of finverted baystacks, and be-
peath them enormous volumes of blo-
fsh vapor were tumbling fu the west,
advancing eastward with sinlster swift-
ness. B8he ran to a little knoll at the
corner of the house and saw him set
his face to the storm. Bho cvled aloud
{0 bim with all ber strength gnd would
have follgwed, but the wind took the
words out of ber mouth and drove Der
back, cowering %0 the shelter (he
house.

Out op the roed the lashing dQust
came stinging him like a thousand net-
ties. It smothered him and beat him
8o that be covered bis face with his
sleeve and fought into the storm shouk
der foremost, dimly glad of its uproar,
yot almost unconsclous of it, keeping
westward on his way to nowhere.
Waest or east, north or south, it was all
one to him. The few heavy drops that
fell boiling into the dust ceased to
oome; the rain withheld while the wind
kings rode on earth. On he went in
spite of them. On and on, running
blindly when he could run at all. At
least the wind kings were company.
He had been so long alone. There was
Do one Who belonged to him or to whom
be bgouged. For a day his dreams
bad found in a girl's eyes the preclous
thing that {8 ealled home. Oh, the wild
fancy! He laughed aloud.

There was a startling answer—a
lance of fire hurled from the 8ky, riving
the flelds before his eyes, while crash
on crash numbed his eéara. With that

e

A man was

and
bhis common sense awoke, and he look-
ed about him. He was two miles from
town. The nearest house was the Bris-
coes’, far down the road. He knew the
rain would come now. There was a big
ouk near him at the roadside, and he
stepped under its sheltering branches
and leaned against the great trunk,
wiping the perspiration and dust from
his face. A moment of stunned quiet
had succeeded the peal of thunder. It
was followed by several moments of in-
cessant lightning that played along
the road and the fields. I'rom that in-
tolerable brightness he turned his head
and saw, standing against the fence,
five feet away, a man, ledning over the
top rail and looking at him.

The same flash swept brilllantly be-
fore Helen's eyes as she crouched
against the back' steps of the brick
house. It revealed a plcture like a
marine of big waves, the tossing tops
of the orchard trees, for in that second

infng over the top rail
oking at htm.

“the full fury of the storm was loosed,

wind and rain and hail. It drove her
agalnst the kitchen door with cruel
force. The latch lifted, the door blew
open violently, and she struggled tc
close it in vain. The house seemed to
rock. A candle flickered toward her
from the inner doorway and was blown
out. :

“Helen! Helen!” came Minnle's vole
anxiously. “Is that you? We were
coming to look for you. Did you get
wet?”

Mr. Willetts threw his weight against
the door and managed to close it. Then
Minnie found her friend’'s bhand and
led her through the dark hall to the
parlor, where the judge sat placidly
reading by a student lamp.

Lige chuckled as they left the kitch-
en. “I guess you didn’t try too hard
to shut that door, Harkless,” he said,
and then when they came into the
lighted room, “Why, where is Hark-
less?” he asked. “Didn’t he come with
us from the kitchen?”

“No,” answered Helen faintly. “He's
gone.” 8he sank upon the sofa and
put her hand over her eyes as if to
shade them from too sudden light.

“Gone!” The judge dropped his book

¥en of Oal

Timbers of oak keep the old
homestead standing through
the years. It pays to use the
right stuff.

“Men of oak™ are men in
rugged health, men whose
bodies are made of the sound-
est materials.

Childhood is the time to lay
the foundation for a sturdy con-
stitution that will last for years.

Scott’s Emulsion is the right-

stuff.

Scott’s Emulsion stimulates
the-growing powers of children,
helps: them build a firm
foundation for a sturdy consti-
tution.

Send for free sample.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,
Turonto, Ontarlo,

“smce you !

. “Which way did he go?
. come around the house.
Bhe saw him go out the gate '

Ulimitabloe | ed the judge.

and gat staring ncross the table at the
girl. “Gone!l When?”

“Ten minutes—five—huif an hour—I
dont know. Before the storin com-
menced.”

“Oh!” The old gentleman appeared
to be reassured. “Probably he had
work to do and wauted to get In before
the rain.”

But Lige Willetts was turning pale,
He didn’t

there till the storm broke” .
“He went by the archard® gata. When

i he got to the road he turned that way.”

Bhe pointed to the west.
“He must have been crazy!” exelatm-
“What possessed the fel-

"

low
“I couldn’t stop him.
how.”

I dldn’t krfow
£he looked at her three cqmn-

| panlons, slowly and with growing ter-

ror, from one face to anotlher. Min-
nie's eyes were wide, and she had un-
consciously grasped Lige’'s arm. The
young man was staring stralght before
him.
nervouely back and forth. Helen rose
to her feet and went toward the old
man, her hands pressed to her bosom.

“Ah,” ghe cried out, “I had forgotten

that! You don't think they-—you don't
think he”-—

“I know what I think,” Lige broke |

in. “I think 1'd ouight to be hanged for
letting Lhim out of my sight. Maybe it's

all right. Maybe be turned and started |

right back far town—and got there.
But I had no business to leave him,
and If I can I'll cateh up with him
yot.”

flood of water that beat bim back

Bheets of rain blew In horizontally in |

| washed alr to the finest Q¢
“Don't be a |
“You hardly ex- |

spite of the porch beyond.
Briscoe followed him.

fool, Lige,” he sald.

pect to go out in that” Lige shook his

bead It needed them bdth to get the | ;
door closed. The young man leamed |

his back against it and padssed hid
sleeve across his wet brow,
ought to have left bim.”
“Don’'t scare the girls,”
the other; then In a louder tone: “All

I'm afraid of is that be'll get blown to |
.pleces or catch his deqth of toid. That's |

all there 18 to worry about They

wouldn't try it again so soon after last |

night. I'm not bothering about that;
not at all.
body.”

“But this morning”—

“Pshaw! He's likely home and dry
by this time. All foolisliness, Don’t
be an old woman.”

The
and found Helen e¢linging to Minnie's
band on the sofa.
them quickly.

“Do you think—do you-—what do
you''—

Her voice shook so tbat she could not 1

go on.

The judge pinched ber cheek and pats
ted it. “I think he’s hor d dry, but
I think he got wet firs [Lat’s what I
think. Never yon fear. He's a good
hund at taking care of Limself. B8it
down, Lige. You can’'t go for awhtle.”
Nor could he. It wasa long, long while
bef 2 he-could vénture out. The storm
raged and roared without ahatement
It was Carlow’'s worst since '51, the
old gentleman said.
great lmbs crack
while the thunder pealed aud boomed,

and the wind ripped at the eaves tli} |

it seemed as If the roof must go. Mean-
while the jud some apology, it
his pipe and told long stories of the
storma of early days and of odd freaks
of the wind. He talked on calmly, the
picture of repose, and blew rings abeve
his head, but Melen saw thit cne of

his big slippers beat an unceasing little |

tattoo on the carpet. She sat with fix-
ed eyes,. in silence, bolding
less, growing whiter as the slow hours
dragged by.

Every moment Mr. Willetts bfcame
more restless.
he had no anxiety regarding Mr. Hark-
less. It was only Lis own dereliction of
duty that he regretted. The
would have the laugh on him, he sald.
But he visibly chafed more and more
under the judge's storfes and constant
Iy rose to peer out of the window into
the wrack and turmoll,
twice he struck tis bands together with
muttered ejaculations. At last there
was a lull in tlie fury without, and a®
soon as it was perce
his intentlon of making his way into
town. He *“bad ought to have went
before,” he declared repprehensively,
and t! with immediate amendin
of courze he would find thd editor at
work in the Herald office.  There
wasn™ the slightest doubt of that, lie
agreed with thre judge, but he belfer
see about it. e would return eany in
the morning and Uid Migs Sherwood
goodby. Hoped she’'d come baeksome

day; hoped It wasn't her last visit tg
attvill | you fangled the rest. H&'s all‘tight.

Plattville. They gave him an umbrells,
and be plunged intp the night, and as
they stood for a moment gt the ddor,
the old mag cdlling after him cheery
good nights and laughing messages to
Harkless, they could see him fight with
his umbrella when he got out into the
road.

Helen's room was over the porch, the
windows facing north, lookicg out up<
on the pike and across the flelds
“Please don’t light the lamp, Minnie,”
she said when they had gone upstairs.
“I don’t need it.” Miss Briscoe was
flitting about the room IMfunting for
matches. In the dgrkness she came to
her friend and laid a kind, large hand
ou Helen's eyes, and the hand became
wet. She drew Helen’s head down on
her shoulder and sat beside her on the
bed.

“Sweetheart, you mustn't {ret,” she
soothed in motherly fashlon. “Don't
you worry, dear. He's gll gight. It
{sn’t your fault, dear. They wouldn’t
come on & night like this.”

But Helen drew away and went to
the window, flattening her arm against

the pane, her forehead pressed against '
| ywas spent gt Iast. The rain grew light- |

her arm. She had let him go; she had
let him go alone. Bhe had forgotten the
danger that always beset him. 8he had
been so crazy; she had seen nothing,
thought of nothing, She bhad let him
go into that and into the storm alone.
Who knew better than she how cruel
they were. She had seen the fire leap
from the white blossom aid heard the
ball whistle, the ball they had meant
for bhis heart—that good, great heart
She had run to him the night befora
Why had she let him go into the un-
known and the storm tonight? But
how could she have stopped him? How
could she have kept him after what he
bad sald? He bhad put it out of her
power to speak the word “Stay!” She
peered into the night through distort.
ing tears.

The wind had gone 8own a little, but
only a little, and the electrical flashes
danced all round the horizon in mag-
nificent digplay, semetimes far away,
sometimes dazingly near, the darkness
doubly deep between the intervals

We were aut |

The judge got up and walked |

He went to the front door and, | :
oponing M, let tn a tornado of wind-and |

‘4 badn't |

whispered |

That needn’t worry any- |

two men re-entered the roofty |

8he loked up at |

They beard the |
and break outside, |

| mind - the

Minnie's |
hand tightly, and her face was color~ |

He assured the ladjes |

boys

| flef.

and once or |

ptible he announced |

| laved her burning eyes; thég she

A
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in dazzling clearnesa, ciean cnt mm tne

1d and heaving woolland.
gzering flame clove earth and
and sheets of light echoed it, and
hifnl uproar skook the house and
tled fhe casgments, but over the
of thunder .\Iifmle deard her
lond -gcweain avd saw ‘her
hack froap the window with

1s, p:l]‘mﬂ eutward, preseed to |

She legped to her angd threy

Helen dragied her to the
window. “At the next flasl¥ Whe
fesicg heyond thie megdow.”

“What was 447 What was it lke?’ }

The ligihtulng
[Jelen tried to point.

flashed  incegspntly.
Her ha™ caly

i Jerked from side to side.

“Look!” she cried.

“I mee nothing but the lightdlngy”
Minnjg answered breathlessly.

“Gh, the fepce! The fence! And in
the field!™ ;

“Helen! What was it like?”

“Aly, ap!” phe panted. “A long lme
of white lokfng things — Dorrible
white"—

“What like?" Mipnle tmmned fugm
the window and raught the aqther's

| wrist in a strong clasp.

“Minnle, Minniel Ilke lopg white

| gowns and cowls crossing the fence!”

Helen releaged Ler wrist from her

| eompaulon’s grasp and put both hands
| on Minnle's

Cheeks, foreing her amgpund
to face the flickering pane. “You must
fook! You must look!” she cried.
“They wouldn't do t! ’lk; wouldngt
~it 1sn’t]” Minnie shuddertd.
couldn't come in the sfprp,
wouldn’t do it in the pouring rain.”
“Yes!

rain!” She burst info Jggsterical ldngh-

ter, und Miytie seized Ler round tle |

walst, glwost gs unnerved as Helen, |

“They would |,
Helen whispered. | ot

yet trying to soothe ber.
rain,”
“They would fear a sform. Yes; yes!
And I let him go; I let him go!”
Preasing cloge together,

¢d out at the landscape.
“Took!”

Up from the distant fence that bor- |

dered tho northern side of Jopes' fleld
a pale, pelied, flapping thing weared

(mm poised and seemedi™dust as the °

Drackness cawe ggalp, tp drop to the
ground.

“Did you see?”

But Mmnie had throwe berseM into
& déep chalr witdt a laugh gf wild re-
My darling girl!” she ecried
*“Not a Hne of white tlings—just ome—
Mr. Jones' scarecrgw! And we gaw ib

| Plgwn down!?

“No, no, no! I sgw the othews. They
were {E the field lxs‘«m’d’. I saw themx
When 1 looked thre first time {hey wlre
nearly a}) on the fence. This time we
sfw the last man cressing. AR, 1 let
Lfm go alone!”

Mimle sprang up and lnfnhl&l her.
“Ne; you dear, imagining child, yau're
ypset gnd uervous, that's all the mat
ter fo the world. DoaY \‘mﬁﬁ‘: «l«m't!
¢hikly it's all pfght
Lome and safe in bed leng ggo. 1
kndw that old séarecrow dn the fenee
lijke a boak, and you'r¢ so unstrung
Dani't 3oy bother, degr.”

The bign wofherly girl took ber cem-
panion 1n ber arms and nocked her
back snd forfh sootlilngly and petted
and feasgueed ter and ghen crjed a lt-
tle witll her, gs a good heart® girl at-
ways will with a friend. Theo sHg left
Ler for the night, with many & cheer-
ing word and tender cayess. “G¥t to
sleep, my dear,” she called through the
door when she had closed it behind’ hey.
“You mfst if you have ta gp ix the
morning. It just breaks my hegrt. " ¢
don't know how swe'll bear it without
yau Father will miss you ajmest as
much as I will Goog mnight. Don't
bother abaut that old white scarecrow;
that's al it wad. Gpod nlght, dear;
good night.*

“Good night, dear,” apswered a plain-
tve little volce. Halen’s cheek piigssed
the pillow and tgssed from slde to side.
By and by she turgsd the piflgw overy
it had grown wet The wind bigw
about the eaved dnd hlew Itself aut.
Sleep would mot come. g got a%

LT

by the window. The stonp’s strepsth

er and lighter uptil there was but the

| sound of Tunning gratet and the drip;
| darlp on the t{n raof of thp portly Ouly
| the thunder rumbling fu {he dlstance
| marked the stOLw’'s comyge, the chariots
| of thie gods rofiMig fuither and farthey |

away i} they finally cegsed to be

| heard aMtogether. The cliugs purted
majestically, aud batween
cprtains Qf tnlst, the star was béew |

shinipg in the east.

The night wag hwshed, and the peacs
that falls before dawn upon the
wet, flat lands. Samewhere in the sod-
den grdss a swampefl cricket ¢hirped;
from an outlying flange of village
a dog’s howl rese pournfully; &t wis
answared by anofiies far avay and g
another and gnptheh The sinoyts
thorus rose ¥bove the viflagey dled
dway, and quiet fell aga.

Helen sat fgﬂnvln&ow‘ RO comd!
touching her'iegrt. Tears coursed her
cheéks mo longery but ler eyes were
wide and staringdnd ber Mpg ﬁotxed‘

ken

50c. and $1.00; all druggists.

when the long sweep of flat lands lay‘

brlegthlessly, for the hush was

ail of strick- |

“They |
They |

Such things wounld wmind the !

clasping |
each other's waist, the two girls peer-

My Harkless is |

1 plete ours has Leen

s i

by the {ar chamar wf \tte® courthouse
bel] ripging n the night. It rang and
rang and fang and malg She eouid
oqt breathe. She threw open the wine
dow, bell stopped. All was quiet
once friore. The ecast was gray.

Soddenly qpt of the stijiness there
eame fhe soupd of a horse galloping
over g wet rogd. Ile was cominglike

Bome ene for a doctor? No; the
lioof beats grew louder, coming out
fromi the town, coming faster and
faster, coming here, There was a
[fgshing and trampling, In front of the
honse and a sharp “Whoa!” In the
dim light of frret dawn she made eut
S man on a_foam fecked horse. -He
drew up at the gate.

A window to the right of hers went
sgreeching np. She heard the Judge
clear his thraat before he spoke.

“What is t? Fhat's you, isn't ¢,
Wiley? What is it?” Ie took & good
dcal aof time and conghed betweon the
| sentenees’ His voice was more tham

ordinarily quiet, and it seunded husky.
| “What is 1t, Wiley 7’

“Judge, what time did Mr. Harkless
. lpave bere Mast night, gnd which way
| did he go?”

There was a silence. The jgdge turn-
| ed pway frep the window. Minnie
| was sanding just outside bis door.

| “It must have been about half past §
wasp't it, father?’ she cglled in &
choked volce. “A.ng_—iou know—Helen
| thought he went wedt.
“Wiley!” The old man leaned fpom
the sill again.
“Yes;” answered the mea en herse
back.
| “Wiley, ke left abont half &lﬂ -
just beforg the storm. They think bg
went west”
#Much obliged.  Willetss i so npt
| hejsn't sure of anytling.” /
AWiley!” The old man’s velce shebk.
Miunie began to cry aloud. The horsp-
| mam wheeled about and turped KIS anj-
| mal's head towgrd towa., "Wy
; “YQ‘-" -
| *Wiley, they haven't—yqu doa’t {hisk
| they've gof by’
Said the gan on horsePack, “Judges,
| Tm ptrajd have.”
(T& be comtinged.)

825,000 Left to Trare Peap!le

|
{
|
|
I
{
{

Yelatives of Haprv €, Cax, of New
| York, Will Receive %t Amount.

l :

| Xew York, Sgpt. 12.—By tHe will of
} Tarry C. Cox; a wealthy glove dealer
eve, who was stricken with apoplexy
nd died while rctnrning from Europe
on the steamer Kaiser Wikhehn op
July 31st, which wes juet filed with
the surrozates’ cpurt kera to-dey, his
| mother and gx <

¥
i
a
|
|

¥2, residing in hie
Truro, reect
| amounting to over twenty-five thous-
:ind dollars. Ten thougapd dollars is
leo left to hizs aff

laca
iace,

;r:nliu»

‘_A_,,_,,,‘AAV,_..
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ie was aged 42.
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ds ii that were
» aagaged 'to marry when
I had
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bildren, and 1 guess we con-

I to love eagh other al]l through

ves. But we drifted apart, and

my love during that time mey

» been dormant, it only needed
wnother meeting to be revived.”

Sroucailic AStpma & Heavy Buvden,

Asthma is bad
bronchial

but when
are gdded ibe
poor almost an intoler-
able existence. An absolute specific is
found in fragrent healing Catarrhe-
zone, which cures ehronic cases that
other remedies wont even relieve.
‘For years,” writes Capt, MacDonald
of Montreal, “T battled with the agon-
ies of bronchitic asthma. . Ofton I

ildn't sleep  for nights at a time.
I spent ds doctory end

> but one dol-
werth  of Catawhozone cured
Catarrhozone * can't fail; it's
erd.  Two months’ treatment
rial size e,

erough,
symptoms
ever has

mly way to shine, cven in this

d, is to be modest and unas-
wming. Falwhood may Le a thick
crust; but, in the course of time, truth
will find a place to break throngh.
Elegamee of lagguage may not be in
thd power of us all, but simplicity
abd straightforwardness age.—~Womap’s
Life,

C. C. RICHARDS & CO.

Dear Sirs,~Ior some years I have
had only pavtial use of my arm, caus
ed by a sudden straip. I have used
overy remedy wiwout cfiect, until I
got a sample Lottle of MINARD'S
LINIMENT. The bemefit I received
from it cau od mo to continue ite use
and now I am happy te say my
is ‘coypletely restored. -

R. W. HARRISCN.

’
arm

Glamjs, Ont.

——

~"‘Johnnie,” (erigl the toacher of
the new pupil, “do you know your
alphabet?”’

“Yes'mh,” amgwered Joknny.

“Well, then,” contirued the $egcher,
“what letter comes after A?”

“Ml the rest of ’'pin,”’ wi
umplhgnt rveply.

. :

~The best defence afainst gossip is
<o fill your mind with higher and lLete
ter things; #o keep your braip and
your hands busicd with ugeful and em~
nobling work.

Tho Proper Trealment for a Sprained

As a rule a men wilH feal vell satis-
fied it be c.n hobble around om crut-
thus two or three weeks aftor spraime
ing his ankle, and it is usually twa o
three momths. lefome he hgs lully we-
coverefl. is ig an wnpeegssary lose
of tim, for 1 many omses In which
Chambe®ain’s Pain  Belm has Peen
promptly v applied, a com-

ected in lass them
argd in some cases

For sale by W. W.

eh: woek's time,
within thres days.
Weare.
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Mingrd’s Liniment Cures Burms, eote,




