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BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fiice In Annapolis, opposite Garricon Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
EBvery Thursday.

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

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&a@r Money to loan at five per cent on Real
KEstate soourity.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

P

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JéiTIN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court,
Solcitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

DENTISTRY!
DR. . S. 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. SCHAFENER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

'Will be in his offi Lawrencetown, the third
and fourith weeks of each month, beginning
February lst, 1900,

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,
Solicitor,

Barrister, - -
Notary Public, etc.

ANSAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Prinirise,gﬁ. D. §.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Oiffice days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,
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Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Ne Lo CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,
Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, - 900,000

Rest, - - - - 505,000

DIRECTORS:

Wu. ROBERT Wa. ROCHE,
X V. r

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager.
€. N. S, STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Coliections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate aliowed for money om
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of 3 12 per cent,

AGENCIES.—

Annapolis, N.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «

Bridgatown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.

Clarke’s Harbor, sub, to Barrington Pas-
sage.

Dartmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Keatville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting mansger.

Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.

New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydney, C.
manager,

Sherbrooke, N.
manager.

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, actisg
manager.

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C. W. Frazee, acting
manager.

Wolfville, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

ﬂotice to _tﬁe Public

As T am an authorized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbarcot Tablets snd Powders, the
great family medicine and KING OF BLOOD
PURIFIERS, for the cure of Rheumatism,
Serofula, Torpidity of the Liver,
C sk Headache, Constipation, Pains
in the Back, Female Weakuesses, and all im-
purieties of the biood, I would say to those in
oor health that I will send by mail to any ad-
ress on receipt of price, Herbaroot Tablets.
200 days'’ treatment, w‘iLh gllal'qnwc, 4

B.—C. W. Frazee,

8.—F. 0. Robertson,

100 i

Herbaroot Powder, per package
Inhaler

Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sori
stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

7T, J. Eagleson, Bridgetown, N. 8.

" EXECUTOR'S NOTICE.

ALL persons having legal demands against
the estate of JAMES WILSON, late of
Centreville, in the County of Anunapolis, farmer,
deceased, are hcreb&’ required to render the
gsame, duly aftested, within twelve months
from the date hereof, and all persons indebted
to said estate are requested to make immediate

e 0. 8. MILLER,
Executor.
Bridgetown June 26th, 1900.— 14tf

SAT.US POPUILI SUPREMA LHEHX HEST.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 26, 1901.
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Business Man =

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don't
forget that the

(eckly Monitor
Job Department = =

is fully equipped for all kinds of
Job Work. Work done promptly,
neatly and tastefully. Nothing
but good stock is used.

b * *

*

b * *

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
BooRlets,

Disiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

We PRINT

Aetterheads,
Memoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,

Books,
Business Cards,

(Ueckly Honitor,

- We- make a specialty of Church Work,
Legal Forms, Appeal Cases, etc.

Bridgetown, 1. S.

Steamer * BosTox”
after arrival

For tickets, staterooms, etc., apply to
JACOB BINGAY, Pres. and Mgr.
Yarmouth, N. 8., October 1st, 1900.

For tickets, staterooms and other information, apply to
126 Hollis St., North Street Depot, Halifax, N. S., or to any agent on
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.

THE YARMOUTH STEAMSHIP GOV, LID.

On and after October 6th, this Company will make
Two Trips per weck between Yarmouth and Beston as follows, viz:

will leave Yarmouth every Wednesday and Saturday evening;
.rains from Halifax.

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $4.00. Return, $7.00.

Staterooms can be secured on application, at the old established rates.

Dominion Atlantic Railway,
the Dominion

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

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

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,
Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.
Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

wrBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

For Spring Buyers!

See my stock and get
my prices on

GENTS' FURNISHINGS

~—AND—

READY-MADE CLOTHING.

I can save you money on

Hats and Caps,
Boots and Shoes,
Summer Shirts.

EXECUTOR'S ROTICE

LL persons havin| legal dqmgn@s against
A- th esiate of WsALLACB. G. FOWLER,
late of Bridgetown, in the County of Annapolis,
Gentleman, deceased, are hereby required to
render the same, duly attested, within three
months from the date hereof, and all persous
indebted to said estatc are requested to make
jmmediate payment to
LOUIS G. DEBLSIIE, M. D.,
50

Executor
¥F. I. MILNER,
Y Pioclor of the estale. 6m

A nice stock of
Staple Groceries,

Temperance Drinks
and Fruit

For SaLE -Two horses (good workers or
drivers. Also a fine Ferron colt 10 months

“I. A. FOSTER.

PALLOR AND LEANNESS,

are the evidence of deficient nour-
ishment of defective assimilation.
Puttner’s Emulsion
contains in small compass and in
palatable form a surprising amount
of nourishment and tonic virtue.
Thin people who take it grow fat,
—pale people soon resume the hue

of health; puny children grow
plump and rosy.

Be sure you get Puttner’s

the original and best Emulsion.

Of all druggists and dealers.

Poetry,

Home.

The home land, the dear land,

The heart is singing true,

There’s a kind look a sweet look.

A loving look for you.

Them'lf Llulever a night when the darkness
alls,

There's never a day when the sweet light

calls,
But the love shines clear for you.

Of all love, the best love,
The love of kith and kin.
Of true hearts, of strong hearts,
And yours to enter in,
And one may wander from shore to shore
And find no love the whole world o’er
For the love of the hearts akin.
— Boston Transcript,

—e e
The Shadowing Past.

“He followed me with hound-like tread,
He dogged me night and day,

Each time I dreamed that he was dead .
There at my feet he lay.

“Though once I harbored this old Hound,
By what right does he stay?

So bim at last I caught and bound,
And rode long miles away.

“Dark paths with many a vwist I took,
Strange woods with twilight dim;

Through by-ways thick with turn and orook
Alone I caried him.

“His last cries in a tarn I drowned,
And hurried home once more.
Lo, waiting there, my old gaunt Hound
Stood whining at the door !”
—Arthur Stringer, in Ainslee's.
—_—— e

Room.
What’s life in a city ? There's no room to

spare,

Men are crowded in corners and- scanted
of air;

Too near to be neighbors, to fretful for
friends,

Each man jostles each as he seeks his own
ends.

There are folk underneath you, and folk
overhead,

And the noise of the street comes tg vex you
in bed;

The jangle of car-bells the cab-whistle shrill,

All the hum and the whir and the dust of
the mill

That is grinding all day and grows louder at
night,

Conapl;—e against comfort and banish de-
ight

got.
Ah, God for the country—the singing of

rds,
The laughter of children, the lowing of
herds,
Green grass and blue heavens, bright water,
clean air,
And jroom enough, room enough, room and
to spare !

_ Slut itemture.

The Captain of the Belle Aurore.

A StorY OF ISLE MADAME.

““There, mademoiselle, is Isle Madame,”
and the captain, leaning acroes the glittering
spokes of the wheel, pointed beyond the
pilot house window.

1 was speeding through the Gut of Canso
on ‘the queer little steamer, half tug, half
ferry boat, that plies daily between Maul-
grave and - St. Peters's. Save for a few

Scotch lads and girls chatting Gaelic on the
lower deck, and a Micmac smoking stolidly
in the cabin, I was the only passenger; and
I had wandered into the pilot house partly
to find shelter from the wind and partly to
make friends with the captain.

1t had not been a very hard task—making
friends with the captain. The old weather-
beaten sailor, whose silvery hair fell over
the gentlest, kindliest of dark eyes and
whose English held all;the Acadian-French
intonation and elision which no written
words can portray, and smiled me a welcome
the moment I opened the pilot house door.

There are some sympathies which are in-
stinctive, some friendships which owe no
debt to time. Already he knew that I was
from the States, that I had been travelling
through Nova Scotia and was on my way to
the Bras d’Or Lakee; and already I knew
that he had sailed the strait, as pilot and then
captain of the Belle Aurore, for fifty years.

¢“Not this boat, mademoiselle—she is a
young thing; but before her there was an-
other, also the Belle Aurore.”

I had learned too, thal his name was D’-
Entremont and that the blood of the La
Tour so luminous in Acadian history, flow-
ed in his veins. Fresh from the shadowed
valley of the Gaspereax and the sorrow
haunted dyke~lands of Grand Pre, it needed
only this to deepen my already awakened
interest. He was an Acadian, descendant
of a race made alien in their own lands and
the fire and poetry of la belle France, the
patience of a conquered people and the
touch of the old noblesse seemed present in
his courtesy, his simple dignity, the fineness
of thought and feeling in his speech. In
men even of the humblest origin who have
lived close to nature, gaunt mountaineers
who have elept amoug the moon-touched
pines or tracked the caribou through the
white silence of winter downs, rough sailors
who from lonely cross trees have watched
the stars march down the troplc night to
meet the sun, one often finds surprise. The
beauty they have drunk breeds gentle-
ness and breaks to expression in half-formed
thought and faltering phrase.

I should think you wounld hate the Eng-
lish even now, you Acadians,” I said to the
Captain d’Entremont as he pointed out the
site of an old fortification; but he looked ab
me wonderingly.

Mad iselle—hate

the sun. “Her hands were little, like
yours, mademoiselle, and she had great soft
eyes and a smile that drew the heart. All
Arichat loved her, but I the most of all. I
was a wild youth in those days—s ne’er-do-
well, as the Gaelic people say—with no
thonght save for sport and brandy, until I
loved Aurore. Why she loved me I know
not, but she gave her heart to my keeping,
and when her father in anger drove me from
his door she followed, and the priest marzied
us that night. : .

“It was a cruel mad thing for me to have
led her to, for I had nothing; her father
would not help us, and the others in Arl-
ohat, fearing his anger—for he was the
chief man in the village—would gite me no
work. The small boat I owned for fishing
went down in the gale, and for a month or
two It seemed that we weuld starve. Yes,
often there was in the house, mademoiselle,
nothing but the oatmeal. And Aurore would
make the little cakes of it with water, and
bresk them to put half to my lips and
half to hers with a kiss between. Never s
reproach or harsh word came from her—
only love; until I, seelng her grow more frail
and white, could have killed myself for my
folly.

“Then it was that Jean-Baptiste Boudrot,
oame to us. He was captain and owner of
the boat (the first Belle Aurore) that ran
through the Gut, and he offered to take me
as her pllot. He wae a friend of Aurore’s
father, was Jean-Baptiste, and he had known
Aurore always from a little one.

I took his offer gladly, for noone in Ari-
chat would help me, and there was nothing
else but to go to Halifax and ship before the
mast. I was to have good wages, so I took
a little house for my wife out on the Point
where she could see the boat pass daily, and
we said adieu, and I went on board the
Belle Aurore, not to set foot on Arichat or
touch my Aurore’s hand for seven months.”

“For seven months! Do you mean you
passed Arichat daily for seven months and
never went ashore to see your wife ?”

“Even so, mademoiselle—those were the
conditions. Jean-Baptiste Boudrot was &
hard man, and I had a bad name. He only
took me on pledge that I would not step
foot from the vessel without a permit from
bim and he never gaveit. The belle Aur-
ore did have to put in at Arichat unless he
willed it, and my wife was not strong soon
to make a journey to St. Peter’s in one of
the fishing boats—so there was nothing but
to submit.

“The pay was good, I was kept from the
brandy that had been my undoing, and Aur-
ore counselled paticnce. If I had known—
but she did not write me that until months
had passed. Ah—that letter! It has lain
next tomy heart, mademoiselle, through all
these fifty years. No eyes but mine have
seen it—but—yes—you shall see that you
may know what she was, my Aurore.”

Why should he have trusted me, so hon-
ored me, I know not. Touched to the heart
I watobed him as he steadied the wheel with
his knee, and drawing a worn leather case
from within his vest, took from It a letter.
He put it in my hands, gently aa he would
have laid a child there, and I opened it with
reverent fingers.

It was sent before the day of envelopes,
and the broken wafer that had sealed It still
clung above the superscription.

It was worn in the folds the Ink yellowed
with time, and many of the Acadian-French
words and phrases were quite strange to me.
But I drew its import and felt the soul
of Aurore vibrate through the delicate ten-
der lines;—the soul of the young wife tell-
ing the sweetest secret of a woman’s heart
to the man she loved.

My eyes were wet as I gave it back to
him, and he folded it to his heart again with
a smile more touching than tears.

*Yes, she was beautiful, my Aurore,” he
gald softly. *‘Ab, how I longed to go to
her when it came !—that letter.

] went to Jean-Baptiste, and even bear-
ed my heart to tell him why—but he would
not listen | He was a strange cruel man.
Each day, morning and evening, as the
Belle Aurore passed Isle Madame, my Aur-
ore would walk out to the headland and
stand waiting, and I would run the boat in
as far as I dared for the sharp rocks. Ever
a8 the Belle Aurora neared our home I would
sound the whistle; three times would I
sound it and then my loved one would know
and come.

«“And ever as we steamed away I would
see Jean Baptiste in the stern of the boat
watching, watching, until the island was
only a blur against the sky. He had never
a word for me beyond his orders, never once
sitting beside me at table or breaking bread
with me in all those months. It was like
belng in prison on board that boat—but I
knew 1t was well for me and I stayed. Once
s month a sailing packet went from St.
Peter's, and there was always a letter for me
then, with the little cross at the end where
she set her lips. See, madamoiselle, there
is the headland |” And the color flushed
into the old man’s face as he bent across the
wheel and pointed through the window.

The little steamer was veering in nearer to
the shore, and abuve a jagged ledge of rocks
rose & bold blaff set with a single balsam
plne, tossing its dark arms against the blue.
A hundred yards back a stone chimney
crumbling to ruin told where a hearth fire
once had burned. Another moment and we
had passed the spot and the captain leaned
heavily against the wheel.

“The house is gone long since,” he said
half dreamily.

“] did not wish to live.
place, damoiselle—the Point where she

But there is the

“It is so lorg ago,
does not live.”

Then we had fallen into silence, and I
watched the steep bluffs and shelving coves
slip by, and the waves. blue as molten sap-
phire, hurrying into foam beneath the fresh-
ening breeze. Such a breeze | Lifegiving
as wine, tingling with salt, and sweet with
great whiffs from July clover fislds and bal-
som-covered headlands.

“The captaia’s *‘There is Isle Madame”
roused me, and I leaned forward to see &
low sandy cape coming into view on our
right—Isle Madame, whose name lingers a8
a memory of the empire that once held sway
from Louisburg to Quebec.

«It is a large place, Isle Madame,” sald
the captain. “On the other s Arichat. It
is almost all French, Arichat, Many come
there from the Basin of Minas. We cannot
see the village, mademoiselle, but farther
on this side of the island I will show you
the place of my home.”

“You have a family, then 1" I asked.

“Yes, mademoiselle—a wife and lttle
one. They sleep inland, under the shadow
of the cross at Arichat.” A light of
infinite tenderness came into his eyes, and I
looked at him with sudden understanding.
He did not spesk—I knew he would tell
something more,

“She was beautiful, my Aurore,” he said
after a pause, in which I watched the low-
land elipping by and the white gulls ciroling

came and where tho flags told me. That
wae Aurore’s fancy; her heart was as filled
with sweet fancies as the clover blooms are
filled with honey. She had made a great
white banner, she wrote, and when she could
no longer come to the point it was to be
placed there; and if T saw beside it a little
crimson flag, the color of great joy, then I
would know the good God had sent a son to
ue; and if the flag was blue, like the June
heaven, then it would be a daughter. If all
went' well the gread white flag and the small
bright one were to flutter from the point
day by day, until she herself could come and
hold our child up for me to see. But if
death came for the little one then a small
black flag would tell me;and if 1 saw a great
black flag I would know—ah ! she could not
write those words, Aurore could not—the
paper waa all blotted there with tears.

«Tt all comes back to me mademoiselle—
the leap of my heart as through the mists of
that October morning I saw the great white
flag fluttering from the headland ! All day
my heart was with Aurore, and as we steam-
od back from Mulgrave in the golden sun-
set, there like a flame agalnst the whiteness
was the crimeon flag 1 Ah, I was wild with
the great joy ! I rushed to where Jean
Baptiste s'0.d in the stern to embrace him,
but He pus! me back with an oath and
shut himselfnto his cabin, and we saw him
nomore that night. But I cared not. Noth-

ing could hurt me—I was a father ! Ihada
son !

“How I prayed Jean Baptiste the next
morning to put in the Belle Aurore at Ari-
chat and let me go. for one hour to my wife !
But he was more stern, more brutal than
before,

“Step foot from this boat and you never
board her again !” were his words, and what
could 1 rebel with two to work for now ?

“All that day and the next day and the
third the white flag and the crimson flag
fluttered from the Point, and I sangin the
pilot house as & girl sings who knows that
twilight briog her lover.

«Bat the fourth day—oh, mademoiselle !
—the sky was just as blue and the waves
laughed in the sun. There was naught to
tell me, naught to warn, until againet the
whiteness of Aurore's banner I saw & shad-
owed blot. I would not believe—I could
not. Then the steamer drew nearer, and
black before my .eyes was the little flag
she had made, a8 she made the crimeon one,
knowing the good God sends grief as well as
joy.

“Like one stunned I stared st it untila
rough hand grasped my shenlder and pdh-
ed me from the wheel. A voloe oried :

«Fool | would’st have us on the rocks ?"
and Jean Baptiste, with a face white and
drawn stood over me.

] did not heed him. I fell on the locker
and hid my face, sobbing like a little child
for the little son I had never seen. I was
but a boy myself, mademoisetle—I had bat
twenty years.

“When I grew calm there came a great
bitterness in my heart against Jean-Baptiste
and I said to bim :

«I go to her tomorrow if I have to leap
from the deck and swim !” Bat he did not
answer me, and the Belle Aurore was already
far on her way to St. Peter’sand I could bat
wait.

«All that night as the boat lay at the wharf
I walked the deck thinking of Aurore alone
with her sorrow, and the next morning I left
the wheel to another and stood at the prow
ready to leap when we reached the Pdfut.
The sun was just above the hills and the sky
waas flushed like Aurore’s cheek, and as we
neared Isle Madame a sense of peace came
to me. I seemed to hear Aurore’s voice
saying : “If the good God takes back any-
thing He has given, it isonly to keep it for
us, safe in His love.”

“Then all at once, from the Point where
she had so often stood, & great black flag
floated free and shut the light from earth
and sky. Icried out then like a madman,
and everything grew dark, and I fell on the
deck as one dead. When life came back to
me 1 was in the cabin and Jean-Baptiste be-
side me, and in his face was a look of death.

“Then the strength of a terrible anger
came upon me, and I sprang to my feet and
caaght a knife that lay upon the table, and
rushed at him.

It is you who have done it 1” I cried—
““gou have kept me fromher ! IfI bad been
there to comfort her, to care for her, then
she had not died. You have killed her !”
and I thrust him by the throat sgainst the
wall and I raised the koife to strike. But
he caught my hand and his eyes burned into
niine as he spoke :

“You cannot send me to hell, Jules d’En-
tremont—1I have been there too long !” My
hand dropped, and I loosed him wondering.
“You loved her?” he eaid—'‘you ?"—and
his volce was like the cry of s soul in tor-
ture. “You loved her—a year—five years
—y love began with her life ! I rocked
her in her cradle—I taught her feet their
first stepse—I watched her grow to woman-
hood and waited and worked for her. Every-
thing was for her—snd I would not speak
until all was fitting to give her. And you,
s stripling— worthless— idle—came and
stole her from me—stole here before she
even knew my love ! Fool !—could you not
guess WHY this boat is the BELL AURORE r

o] stared at him mutely. There are
many women in Arichat named Aurore, and
he was twice her age—the friend of her
father.

“Now you know the reason you are here,
I could not see her starve—and now you
koow the reason of my hate I” He brought
his hand upon the table sc that it rang be-
neath the blow. It least I have keep you
from her—at least I have kept her from the
touch of your hand, the touch of your lips !”

«] made at him again then, blind with
rage, but he fell into a chair white and
shaking, and I could not touch him.

“Dead !" he said—*‘dead !” And then he
turned toward me, and lifted his arms with
a terrible cry. *‘What Is your sufferings to
mine, Jules d’Entremont? What is your
grief to mine ! You have known her love.
For me there is nothing—nothing in earth or
heaven—nothing |” His arms dropped on
the table and he fell sobbing—the sobs of a
man that tear like wolves.

+And as J.looked at him the anger went
from my heart, and I understood. I, who
had known the wonder of Aurore’s love, who
had held her in my arms and and felt her
lips aghinst my cheek—I understood. The
knife fell from my hand, and I knelt down
beside him and dropped my arm across his
shoulders, and so we stayed—I know not
bow long. Presently I realized that the
Belle Aurore was not moving, and when I
looked from the cabin window I saw she was
fast at the wharf at Arichat.

«We went ashore then, Jean-Baptiste
with me, and over the rocke and the bare
fields to the little house Aurore had made so
fair and beautiful. Kut at the door I put
him back and I went in alone to where she
lay with the candies burning about her and
the little waxen form against her breast.
Madamoiselle, it seems but yesterday.”

The old man’s voice faltered and breke,
and for an iustant there was no sound in the
pilot-house save the rush of the divided
waves and the cry of a gull flashing across
the blue. I put out my band and laid it
softly on the great brown one grasping the
wheel. He looked down at me with his
touching smile.

“You also have watched beside the dead?’

I bent my head silently.

“Then you know—know that at first there
is nothing but the dumb lips and the shut
eyes and the stillness that throbs, Then it
comes to—it may be moments it may be
hours—that love does not die. I cannot put
them into words, only I knew that day
Aurore’s soul spoke to mine—that her love
has been mine and mine hers through all
these fifty years.

“‘Above her grave the next day I put my
hand in Jean Baptiste’s hand, and we went
back to the Belle Aurore together. But he
was a broken man; before the next snow fell
he was gone, and all that he had he lefs to
me. It has been the cause of much blessing
to many, that little hoard, but what could I
do or be, iselle, save in of the
Belle Aurore?”

He ceased, and in the hush that followed,
the mate of the little steamer opened the
doox of the pilot house and entered. The

The captain put the wheel in his hands snd
then he and I passed out of the door.

Bohind us stretched the blue ribbon of the
strait, flecked with foam as the waves tossed
beneath the wind. On either side the bluffs
swelled upward, broken by jsgged cliffs of
sand stone or the white gleam of & chalk
quarry.

The west-burned like a great fire opal with
the sun for its heart, and far behind, held
between glory of wave and sky, lay Isle
Madame—its rounded slopes and cradled
valleys warm with living rose, dark with
tender shadows; and about it, hungering as
the heart of man, insistent as the love of God,
swept the encircling sea.

“Always I pass it,” said the Captain soft-
ly, “always for fifty years. So will I pass,
if the good God wills, until He calls me into
harbor, and 1 find Aurore and the little one
walting. Yes—and Jean Baptlste also,”—
Edna Proctor Claske in Ilustrated American,
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The Breathing Cure.

An enterprising woman in Kensington,
the aristocratio suburb of London, with an
aye %o novelty as well as Yo huxiness, has in- |
augurated a new fad, which Is fast develop-
ing into a fashionable ladles’ craze. It iss
new form of physical culture. Last year it

was féncing, which took all the spare time |

of ladies devoted to society. This year the
“breathing cure” seems to be destined to
monoplize their attention.

She says we breath all wrong! Anyone
who has gone through a course of ten lessons
will tell you utterly misguided the most
simple action of her dally life is! Of course

there are people who must scoff and jeer at}

every new thing, but when they see their
stout friends becoming slim, their thin sister
filling out and b ing plomp, deli

people made strong, cerved spines and round

backs growing straight, and the slouohing }:

girl traneformed into a graceful and elegant
damsel, they are apt to inquire how these
changes oan possibly have been brought
about. It isall very simple after you have
mastered the method, which can be learned
in a few lessons at prices from $15 & course
upward, private lessons of course being more
expensive. Here Is a description given by a
lady who has just emerged successfally from
the cure:

“Having dispensed with your stay,” she
said, “you attire yourself in black satin
knickerbockers and a loose skirt, and either
alone or in compeny with several other ladies
of varylng ages and degrees of degeneration,
place your hands on your hips, throwing
your shoulders well back, and draw a great,
deep breath which expands your lungs and
imparts strength to the musoles of your
body.

©0f course, each case has to be treated
differently, and the exercises you perform
depend on the muscles or the organs you
wish to develop. There are no weight-lift-
ings, no dumbells, no gymnastio fittings!
All that is necessary is a floor to lle on and
the necessary complement of arms and lege
to move and kick. You feel supremely
ridiculous and you look it, but the numbers
who have been cured of outward physical
disfigarement and internal weakness testify
to the effect of the treatmens.”

Strawberry Shorteake.

Hull, wash and drain two baskets of ber-
ries. Save a few cholce fruits for a garnish
and cut the rest in halves. Mix the latter
with one cup and & half of sugar and set
aside for an hour or more in & warm place.
Sift together a cup and a half of flour, half
a cup of corn starch, half a teaspoon of salt
and four teaspoons of baking powder. With
the tips of the fiagers work Into these ingred-
ients one-fourth cup of butter; add gradually
about one cup of sweet milk, mixing with &
knife to form a rather soft dough. Toss on
a floured board and kneed lightly. Divide
into two pieces. Pat and roll out to fita
round cake pan or deep pie tin. Put ome
piece on the pan, spread the top with soft-
ened butter, and place the other lightly over
it. Bake im a quick oven fifteen or twenty
minutes. Pull the two layers apart and
spread liberally with softened butter. Put
one layer on a serving dieh, pour over
half the sugar and berries; above this put
the other layer then the rest of the berries.
Add one fourth a cup of milk to a cup of thick
sweet cream and beat until stiff; add three
tablespoons of powdered sugsr, and, if de-
sired, half a teaspoonful of vanilla, and when
well mixed use as a garnish for the top of
the cake. Stick the large whole berries
here and there into the whipped Gream.
Cream must be cold to whip thick.

Fashion Notes.

Unlined yokes and sleeves are again fash
ionable this summer, and while the fashion
is one to be avoided for street wear, for
dressy gowns there is nothing prettier, while
for the many ocoasions for which a high neck
smart gown is the style, It is a most useful one.
The lace yokes of the finest net, with an
open pattern and that pattern outlined in
small flat spangles, jet or silver, are especial-
ly smart made either in black or white,
while the chiffon, with a scattered design of
stars of the jet pailettes, is aleo effective.
Point d’esprit makes effective yokes and
sleeves, and when not embroidered is tucked
or shirred. Shirred obiffon is also used, and
is considered very smart, but is rather heavy
in appearence, even when lightened with
lines of spangles between the shirrings.
Tacked net and chiffon yokes have the same
disadvantage of looking thick and heavy,
but they must needs be alluded to as they
are among the styles of the present moment.
The sleeves worn with the yokes to match
must always be long; elbow length is guite
inappropriate and the undersleeve effect is
unbecoming.

—Don’t think that eruptions of yours can’t
be cured. Take Hood’s Sarsaparilla—it
virtue is ita power.

RovaL
Baking_l_’_owder

Made from pure
cream of tartar.

Safeguards the food

mm&dg:uhy.
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NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(BANDOLPHS BLOCK.) , o
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 44ly

Two Kinds of Reading. .

A young man found that be could read
with interest nothing but sensational stories.
The best books were placed in his hands, but
they were not i fng. One aft o
as he was reading & foolish.story, he over-
heard some one say, *‘ That boy is & great
reader ; does he read anything worth read-
ing?”

“No,” was the reply ; ** bis mind will run
out if he keeps on reading after his present
fashion. He used to be s sensible boy till
he took to reading monsense snd nothing
else.”

The boy sat still for a time, then rose,
threw the book into a ditch, went up to the
man who said his mind would run out, snd
asked bim if he would let him have & good
book to read. :

« Will you read a good book it 1 will let
you have oue?”

“ Yes, oir.”

1t will be hard work for you.”

“] will do it.”

“Well, come home with me, and I will
lend you a good book.”

He went with him and received the volume
that the man seleoted.

 There,” said the man, “read that and

= —

The lad kept his promise. He found it
hard work to read simple and wise sentences,
but he persevered. The more he read, and
the more he talked with his friend about
what he read, the more interested he became.
Ere loag he felt no desire to read the feeble
snd foolish books in which he had formerly
delighted. He derived » great deal more
'pleasure from reading good books than he
ever derived from reading poor omes. Be-
sides, his mind began to grow. He began
to bé spoken of as an intelligent, promising
young man, and his prospects are bright for
a successfal career. He owes everything to
‘the reading of good books, and to the gentle-
man who influenced him to read them.—Ez.

A Proper Treatment for Catarrh,
reaches every affected part. Such & remedy
is Catarrhozone, which is inhaled into all
portions of the throat, longs and nasal pas-
sages, where it kills the germs, and oures
the disesse. Ci h pl t, safe
and abeolutely free sure to cure. It relieves
the distress feeling in the head, clears the
throat and nostrils in one breath. Positive
f{rool of cure is found in the words of Mr.

irk, of Kingston, Ont., who says: ~y
suffered for fifteen years from Catarrh of the
nose and throat, used hundreds of remedies
consulted specialists, but was permanentiy
benefitted. Having personally witnessed a
oure of thirty years standing, effected by
Catarrhozone, I bought an outfit and used it
for a month. It cured me, and I am now
no more lisble to Crtarrh than if I never
had it” This is most convincing testimony
from one of Kingston’s best known and most
highly respected business men. It proves
beyond question that Catarrhozone absolut-
ely cures Catarrh. It never fails; never
harms; gusaanteed to oure. Price $1.00;
small size 35 cents. Druggists & Hartford,
Conn., U. 8.

—1If there is & suspicion that worms are
destroying the roots of plants, dissolve &
tablespoonful of mustard in a little water
and pour upon the soil. If wormsare there
they will immediately appear. The mustard
acts like fire, burning the worm’s skin, the
instant lv touches it. A writer thus related
her first experience with the mustard bath.
My rubber plant had been flourshing for
several years, when all at once it came to s
standstill. I was told that probably unseen
enemies were at work upon it, and I was ad-
vised to dose it with mustard water. I was
not prepared for immediate results, and
when several worms came up from the earth,
I started back in affright. But after these
monsters were disposed of I had no mors
trouble with my rubber plant.

To Reduee Your Boot Measure one Size.

Isn’t balf as hard neither is it as psinful as
before the introduction of Putnam’s Painless
Corn and Wart Extractor. In twenty-four
bours the corn is removed. Pretty sad
small feet are well assured on everybody,
but it can't be done unless you use Putnam’s
—others are not nearly so good, Patnam’s
is the best. All druggists.

—Mrs. Linna G. Luce, in the Practical
Farmer, writes: “There is no petty allment
which is more annoying to s child than stom-
ach worms. To be sure, there are many
remedies for them; but perhaps no surer one
than sage and honey. Grate the sage to &
fine powder and mix with honey—molasses
will do—to the consistency of gum. Give
two or three teaspoonfuls three times a day.
If worms come up into a child’s throat, mak-
ing 1t cough, give a pinch of salt, cr ruba
little turpentine around the mouth; bus
never put turpentine on the neck, for it pen
etrates 8o quickly that the worms are liable
to knot up in the throat and choke it to
death.
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Date Sandwiches,

One scant cupful of sugar, one-balf cupful
thin, sour cream; add one spoonful of soda
and one of vinilla. Flour to roll very thin.
Roll out one long sheet, spread “with splis
dates and cover with another thin sheet of
paste. Cut in squares or circles, after press-
ing well together, and bake in a hot oven.
These may be iced and are very nice. An-
other way is to roll light bread dough out
thin, butter well, spread with dates, and
let’them rise until light. Wash the tope
with milk before baking.

The Cause of Nervous Headache.

This most distressing and common malad|
doubtless has its origin in some unbalan
condition of the nervous system. Probably
the simplest, safestand most efficient remedy
is polson’s Nerviline. Twenty drops in sweet-
ened water gives immediate relief, and this
treatment should be supplemented by bath-
ing the region of pain with Nerviline. To
say it acte quickly falis to express the re-
sult. Sold everywhere in large 25¢c. bottles.
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Keeping Eggs,

Recipe for preserving eggs for future use:
Dip each in gum-arabic water or in melted
grease, 8o as to render the shell air-tight.
Another plan is to pours tea-kettle full of
boiling water over them, and this sets the
white of the egg sufficiently to preserve them,

[

Good Value of Mea3 Extraets.

The manufacture of meal extracts is a
branch of trade which has increased emor-
mously of late years. It is, however, a gread
though common, mistake to think that these
widly advertised products are of much, if
any, value as food. Liebig expressly stated
that his extract of meat was to be regarded
as a stimulant, likuf.tu or coffee, and not as
food, and bis view is in the main con
by the experiments of later chemi
some products, eight or ten percent of meat
fibre hae been added with a view to giving
them some food value, but it ie obvious thas
a’large quantity would bave to be absorb-
ed to get even as much nourishment as
there is in an egg. =

—If » man whose young son is mads fn-"
sane by cigarette smoking should take &
heavy club and thrash half & dozen of the
cigarette trust, rs, he would go: te

teues. can poisen &+
hundféd tousanti- or a- millién- boys dvery
year, not ouly safely, but with a million@ol ™

lare’ profit for its trouble,




