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Profcssional Cards

0 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.
‘dgent Nova Scotia Building Socicey
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

s Money to loan at five per ceut on Real
Estate security.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Head of Quoeen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate.

0. S. MILLER,
Barrister, &c.

4 Real Estate Agent, stc.
SHA¥NER BUILDING,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. F. S. ANDERSON

Greduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a specialty.
Office nest door to Union Bank.
Ei Hours: 9to 5.

James Primrose, D. D. S,

Office in Drug Store, corner Jueen and.|
Jravville streets, formerly occupied bly Dr.
Fred mrose.  Dentistry in all its
vranches carefully and promptly attemded
te. Office days st Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 33rd, 1891.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

Leslie R. Fairn,
ARCHITECT.

Present P. O. address —
AYLESFORD, N 8

April 1st, 1903.—1y

Fine Waich Repairing.

THOS. BIRD,

Practical Watchmaker, .

Begs mmin(orm the piel(:?t!eho{ ‘Pﬂdnwwn aad
surrounding countr e has permanently
lomed next to Dr. {)emoi-' office on Grauville
Street. where he is prepared to clean and re-

r % s of watches and clocks, and trusts
g;‘ao\l work and moderate charges to meriv
» fairshare of public patronage.

UNION BANK OF HALIPAX

INCORPORATED 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $3,000,000
Capital Subscribed, - 1,336,150
Capital Paid Up, - 1,336,150
Reserve Fund, - 931,403
DIRECTORS:
Wu. RoBerTsoN, Presideng.
Wi, Rocax, M. P., Vice-President.
C, C. BLACKADAR, Gro. MrrcreryL, M. P. P,

K. G. SaTH, A. K. JoNEs,
GEORGE STAIRS,

Head Ofice: Halifax, N. .

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

L 4

BRANCHES:
Arichat, ddeck, Barri Pas-
sage, Bear River, Berwick, Bridgetown, Clarke's
Harbor, Dartmsuth, Digby, Glace Bay, Granville
Ferry, Halifax, Inverness, Keatville, Lawrence-
town, Liverpool, Lockeport, Mabou, Middl
New Glasgow, North Sydney, Parrsboro, Sher-
brooks, Springhill, Sydney, Sydney Mines, St.
Peter’s, Trure, Windsor, Wolfville, Yarmouth.

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

CORRESPONDENTS:
«f Toronto and Branches, Canada.
Ni Bank of Commerce, New York.
Merc! an's’ National Bank, Boston.
Loandon and Westminster Bank, London, England,

attention is directed to the
PARATIVE STATEMENT below,
showing the progress made by this Bank
1 the past sixteen years, also the increase
of business in the last year.

STATEMENT

1887 1903 1904
tal, - §
%::"

500,000 ll.m‘smm $ 1,326,205
5,115,618
s
w-hﬂh 789,880° 6,534,320
R
Amets, - 9,170,243

' SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT.
In t ailowed at highest current rate

umlnnkbepu'“‘udonmmt

Receipts, compounded belf-vaarly.
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£ The Gentleman
 From Indiana

By BOOTH TARKINGTON

b
Copyright, 1899, by Dowbieday & McGiars Go.
Copyright, 1902, by McClure, Phillips & Go. 4
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(Continued.)

CHAPTER V.

HB bright sun of circus day
shone into Harkless’ window,
and he awoke to find himself

b smiling. For a little while he
lay content, drowsily wondering why
he smiled, only knowing that there
was something new. It was thus as
2 boy he had wakened on birthday
mornings or on Christmas or on the
Fourth of July, drifting happily out of
pleasant dreams into the consclousness
of long awaited delights that had come
true, yet lying only half awake in a
cheerful borderland, leaving happlness
undefined.

The morning breeze was fluttering at
his window blind, a honeysuckle vine
tapped lightly on the pane. Birds were
trilling, warbling, whistling, and from
the street came the rumbling of wag-
ons, merry cries of greeting and the
barking of dogs. What wgs it made
him feel so young and strong and light
hearted? The breeze brought him the
smell of June roses, fresh and sweet
with dew, and then he knew why he
bad come smiling from his dreams. He
leaped out of bed and shouted loudly:
“Zen! Hello, Xenophon!”

In answer an ancient, very black
darky, his warped and wrinkled vis-
age showing under his grizzled hair
like charred paper in a fall of pine
ashes, put his head in at the door and
said: “Good mawn’, suh. Yessuh. Hit's
done pump’ full. Good mawn’, suh.”

A few moments later the colored
man, seated on the front steps of the
cottage, heard a mighty splashing
within while the rafters rang with
stentorian song:

“He promised to buy me a bonny blue
ribbon,

He promised to buy me a bonny blue
ribl

.

on,
He promised to buy me a bonny blue
ribbon,
To tie up my bonny brown hair.

“Oh, dear, what can the matter be?

Oh, dear, what can the matter be?

Oh, dear, what can the matter be?
Johnnie's so long at the fair!”

The listener's jaw dropped, and his
mouth opened and stayed open. “Him!”
he muttered faintly. “Singin’!”

“Well the old triangle knew the music
of our tread;

How the peaceful Seminole would tremble
in his bed!”

sang the editor.

“I dunno huccome it,” exclaimed the
old man, “but, bless Gawd, de young
man happy!” A thought struck him
suddenly, and he scratched his head.

ulously. “What become of ole Zen?’
The splashing ceased, but not the voice,
which struck into a noble marching
chorus.

“Oh, my Lawd,” said the colored man,
“I pray you listen at dat!”

“goldiers marching up the street.

They keep the time;
They look sublime!
Hear them play ‘Die Wacht am Rheln.’
They call it Schneider’s band.
Tra la la, la la.”

The length of Main street and all
gides of the square resounded with the
rattle of vehicles of every kind. Since
earliest dawn they had been pouring in-
to the village, a long procession, on ev-
ery country road. The air was full of
exhilaration; everybody was laughing
and shouting and calling greetings, for
Carlow county was turning out, and
from far and near the country people
came—nay, from over the county line;
and clouds of dust arose from every
thoroughfare and highway and swept
fnto town to herald their coming.

Dibb Zane, the “sprinkling contract-
or,” had been at work with the town

=)

® Honey, hit baid luck sing’fo’ breakfus’.”

water cart since the morning stars were
bright, but he might as well have wa-
tered the streets with his tears, which,
fndeed, when the farmers began to
come {in, bringing their cyclones ef
dust, be drew nigh unto after a burst
of profanity as futile as his cart.
*“Tief wie das Mecr soll deine Liebe sein,”
hummed the editor in the cottage. His
song had taken on a reflective tone, as
that of one who cons a problem or
musically ponders which card to play.
He was kneeling before an old trunk in
his bedchamber. From one compart-
ment he took a neatly folded pair of
duck trousers and .a light gray tweed
coat, from another a straw hat with a
ribbon of bright colors. He examined
these musingly. They had lain in the
trunk for a long time undisturbed. He
shook the coat and brushed it. Then he
laid the garments upon his bed and
proceeded to shave himself carefully,
after which he donned the white trou-
ers, the gray coat and, rummaging in
the trunk agaln, found a gay pink cra-
vat, which he fastened about his tall
collar (also a resurrection from the
trunk) with a pearl pin. He took a long
time to arrange his hair with a pair of
brushes. When at last it suited him
and his dressing was complete, he sal-
lied forth to breakfast.

Xenophon stared after him as he went
out.of the gate whistling heartily. The

7,607,600 | old darky lifted his hands, palms out-
1346 | ward.

“Lan’ name, who dat?” he exclaimed
aloud. “Who dat in dem panjingeries?
He gone jJine de circus!” His bands
fell upon his knees, and he got to his

feet rheumatically, shaking his head
with foreboding. “Honey, honey, hit

“Maybe he goin’ away,” he sald quer- !

\ baid luck, bald Iuck sing 'ro’ preakrus.
Trouble 'fo’ do day be done. Trouble,
| boney, great trouble. Baid luck, baid
luck!”
Along the square the passing of the

editor in his cool equipments was a
| progress, and wide were the eyes and
! @eep the gasps of astonishment caused

by his festal appearance. Mr. Tibbs

and his sister rushed from the post-
office to stare after him.
“Ie looks just beautiful, Solomon,”
i said Miss Tibbs.

Harkless usually gte his breakfast
alone, as he was. the latest riser in
Plattville. There were days in the
winter when he did not reach the hotel
until 8 o’clock. This morning he found
a bunch of white roses, still wet with
dew and so fragrant that the whole
room was fresh and sweet with thelr
odor, prettily arranged in a bowl on
the table, and at his plate the largest
of all with a pin through the stem. Ie
looked up smilingly and nodded at the
red faced, red haired waltress who was
waving a long fly brush over his head.
“Thank you, Charmion,” he said.
“That's very pretty.”

“That old Mr. Wimby was here,” she
answered, “and he left word for you to
look out. The whole possetucky of
Johnsons from the Crossroads passed
his house this mornin’, comin’ this
way, and-he see Bob Skillett on the
square when he got to town. He left
them flowers. Mrs. Wimby sent 'em to
ye. I didn’t bring 'em.”

“Thank you for arranging them.”

She turned even redder than she al-
ways was and answered nothing, vig-
orously darting her brush at an imag-
fnary fly on the cloth. After several
minutes she sald abruptly, “You're wel-
come.”

There was a silence, finally broken
by a long, gasping sigh. Astonished,
he looked at the girl. Her eyes were
set unfathomably upon his pink tie.
The wand had dropped from her nerve-
less hand, and she stood rapt and im-
wovable. She started violently from
her trance. “Ain’t ye goin’ to finish
yer coffee?’ she asked, plying ber in-
strument again, and, bending slightly,
whispered, “Say, Eph Watts Is over
there behind ye.”

At a table in a far corner of the room
a large gentleman in a brown frock
coat was quletly cating his breakfast
and reading the Herald. He was of an
ornate presence, though entirely neat.
A sumptuous expanse of linen exhibit-
ed itself between the lapels of his low
cut waistcoat, and an inch of, bedia-
monded breastpin glittered there like
an ice ledge on a snowy mountain side.
He had a steady blue eye and a dissi-
pated iron gray mustache. This per-
sonage was Mr. Ephralm Watts, who,
following a calling more fashionable in
the eighteenth century than in the lat-
ter decades of the nineteenth, bad
shaken the dust of Carlow from his
feet some three years previously at the
strong request of the authorities. The
Herald had been particularly insistent
upon his deportation. In the local
phrase, Harkless had “run him out o’
town.” Perhaps it was because the
Herald's opposition, as the editor had
explained at the time, had been “mere-
ly moral and impersonal,” and the ed-
itor had confessed to a liking for the
unprofessional qualities of Mr. Watts,
that there was but a slight embarrass-
ment when the two gentlemen met to-
day. His breakfast finished, Harkless
went over to the other and extended
his hand. Cynthia, the waltress, beld
her breath-and clutched the back of a
chair. However, Mr. Watts made no
motion toward his well known hip
pocket. Instead he rose, flushing slight-
ly, and accepted the hand offered him.

“I'm glad to see you, Mr. Watts”
sald the journalist cordlally. “And@
also, if you are running with the cir
cus and calculate on doing business
here today, I'll have you fired out of
town before noon. How are you?
You're looking extremely well.”

“Mr. Harkless,” answered Watts, “I
cherish no hard feclings, and I never
said but what you done-exactly right
when I left, three years sgo. No, siry
I'm not here In a professional way at
all, and I don’'t want to be molested.
I've connected myself with an ofl com-
pany, and I'm down bere to lock over
tho ground. It beats poker and fantan
all hollow, though there ain’t as many
chances in favor of the dealer, and in
oil it's the farmer that gets the rakeoff.
I've come back, but in an enterprising
spirit this time, to open up a new fleld
and shed light and money in Carlow.
They told me never to show my face
here again, but if you say I stay I
guess I can. I always was sure there
was oll in the county, and I want to
prove it for everybody's benefit. Is it
all right?”

“My dear fellow,” laughed the young
man, shaking the gambler’s hand agaln,
‘4t is all right. I have always been
sorry I had to act against you. Every-
thing {8 all right Stay and bore to
Korea, if you like. Did ever you see
such glorious weather?”’

“I’ll let you in on some shares,” Watts
called after him as he turned away.
The other nodded in reply and was
leaving the room when Cynthia detain-
ed him by a flourish of her fly brush.
“Say,” she sald—she always called him
“Bay”—"“you’ve forgot yer flower.”

He came back and thanked her. “Will
you pin it on for me, Charmion?’

“I don't know what call you got to
speak to me out of my name,” she re-
sponded, looking at the floor moodily,

“Why?” he asked, surprised.

“I don’t see why you want to make
fun of me.”

“I beg your pardon, Cynthia,” %e said
gravely. “I didn’t mean to do that. I
haven’t been considerate. I didn’t think
youw'd be displeased. I'm very sorry.
Won't you pin it gn my coat}?”

yers

Sometimes the hair is not
properly nourished. Itsuffers
for food, starves. Then it
falls out, turns prematurely
gray. Ayer’s Hair Vigoris a

Hair Vigor

hair food. Itfeeds, nourishes.
The hair stops falling, grows
long and heavy, and all dan-
druff disappears.
-« My halr was oomln‘ out terribly.’ I was
almost afraid to comb it. But Ayer’s Hair
T ST RS royes i TeUIRG N S
MRS, E. G. K. WARD, Landing, N. J.

| Her race was 1Iriéa 1 graterul pieas-
ure, and she began to pin the rose to his

lapel. Her hands were large and red
‘ and trembled. She dropped the flower
! and, saying huskily, “I don't know as I
| could do it right,” seized violently upon
a pile of dishes and hurried from the
rooin.

Harkless rescued the rose, pinned it
on his coat himself, with the internal,
observation that the red halred walit-
ress was the quecfest creature in the
village, and set forth upon his holiday.

Mr. Lige Willetts, a stalwart bach-
elor, the most eligible ln Carlow, and
a habitual devotee of Minnie Briscoe,
was seated on the veranda when Hark-
less turned in at the gate of the brick
house. “The ladies will be down right
off,” he sald, greeting the editor's cool
finery with a perceptible agitation and
the editor himself with a friendly shake
of the hand. “Mildy says to walt out
here.”

There was a faint rustiing within the
bouse, the-swish of draperies on the
stairs, a delicious whispering, when
light feet descend, tapping, to hearts
that beat an answer, the telegraphic
message: “We come! We come! We
are near! We are near!” Lige Wil
letts stared at Harkless. IIe had never
thought the latter was good looking un-
til e saw him step to the door to take
Heclen Sherweod's hand and say, in a
strange, low, tensg voice, “Good morn-
fng.’” as If he were announcing, at the
least: “Every one in the world, except
us two, died last night. It is a solemn

», but I am very happy.”

y walked, Minnfe and Mr. Wil
letts, a little distance in front of the
otliers. Harkless could not have told
afterward whether they rode or walked
or floated on an airship to the court-
house. All he knew distinetly yas
that a divinity in a pink shirt walst
and a hat that was woven of gauzy
cloud by mocking' fairies to make bim
stoop hideously to- see under it dwelt
for the time on earth and was at his
side, dazzling bim in the morning sun-
shine. 1st night the moon had lent
her "a silvery glamour. She had some-
thing of the} ethereal whiteness of
night dews I\ that watery light, a
nymph to laughN\rem a sparkling founs
tain at the moon, or; s wahit,
membherine her conrtesy his Pyette
wpeech, perhaps a little lady of
Louls’ court wandering down the year
frow Fontainebleau and appearing to
clumsy mortals sometimes of a summer
night when the moon was in their
heads.

But today she was of the daintlest
color, a pretty girl whose gray eyes
twinkled to his in gay companionship.
He marked how the sunshine danced
across the shadows of her falr hair
and seemed f{tself to cateh a luster
rather than impart it, and the light of
the June day drifted through the gauzy
hat to her face, touching it with a dell-
cate and tender flush that canie and
went like the vibrating pink of early
dawn. She bad the divinest straight
nose, tip tilted a faint, alluring trifle,
and a dimple cleft her chin, “the dead-
liest maelstrom in the world!” He
thrilled through and through. He had
been only vaguely conscious of the
dimple in the night. It was not until
he saw her by daylight that he really
knew it was there.

The village hummed with life before
them. They walked through shimmer-
ing alirs, sweeter to breathe than nectar
fs to drink. She caught a butterfly
basking on a jimson weed, and before
she let it go held it out to him in her
band. It was & white butterly. He
asked which was the butterfly.

“Bravo!” she sald, tossing the captive
craft above their heads and watching

o

She fastencd her rose in place of the
white one.

the small sails catch the breeze. “And
80 you can make little flatteries in the
morning too. It is another courtesy
you should be having from me if it
weren't for the dustiness of it. Walit
till we come to the board walk.”

She had some big pink roses at her
walist,

Indicating these, he answered, “In
the meantime, I know very well a lad
that would be blithe to accept a pretty
token of any lady’'s high esteem.”

“But you have one already, a very
beautiful one.” She gave him a genial
up and down glance from head to foot,
half quizzical and half applauding, but
80 quick he scarcely saw it, and he was
glad he had resurrected the straw hag
-with the youthful ribbon and his other
festal vestures. ‘““And a very becoming
flower a white rose is,” she. continued,
“though I am a bold girl to be blarney-
ing with a young gentleman I met ne
longer ago than last night.”

“But why shouldn’t you blarney with
a gentleman when you began by sav-
ing his life?”’

“Especially when the gentleman had

the politeness to gallop about the coun-
ty with me tucked under his arm.”
She stood still and laughed softly, but
consummately, and her eyes closed
tight with the mirth of it. 8he had
taken one of the roses from her walst,
and as she stood holding it by the long
stem 1its cool petals lightly pressed her
lips.
. “You may have it—in exchange,” she
sald. He bent down to her, and she
fastened ber rose in place of the white
bne in his coat. She did nmot ask him,
directly or indirectly, who had put the
white one there for him. She knew by
the way it was pinned that he had
done it himself. “Who is it that ev'ry
morning brings me these lovely flow-
ers?” she burlesqued as he bent over
her.

“Mr. Wimby,” he returned. *“I will
point him out to you. You must see
him ‘and Mr. Bodeffer, who is the old-
est inhabitant and the crossest of Car-
low.”

“Will you present them to me?’

“No; they might talk to you and

take some of my time with you away
from me.” v o

Her eyes sparkled into his for the
merest fraction of a second, and she
laughed. Then she dropped his lapel,
and they proceeded. She did mot put
:he white rose in her belt, but carried
t.

The square was/heaving with a jos-
tling, moving, g natured, happy and
constantly increasing crowd that over-
flowed on Main street in both direc-
tions and whose good nature augment-
ed in the ratio that its size increased.
The streets were a kaleldoscope of
many colors, and every window open-
ing on Main street or the square was
filled with eager faces. By 9 o'clock
all the windows of the courthouse in
the center of the square were occupled.
Here most of the damsels congregated
to enjoy the spectacle of the parade,
and thelr swains attended, posted at
colgns of less vantage behind the la-
dies, Bome of the faces that peeped
from the windows of the dark, old,
shady courthouse were pretty, and
some of them were not pretty, but near-
ly all of them were rosy cheeked, and
all were pleasant to see because of the
good cheer they kept.

Here and there, along the sidewalk
below, a father worked hig way through
the throng, a licorice bedaubed cherub
on ana arm, his coat (borne with long
enough) on the other, followed by a
mother, with the other children hang-
ing to her skirts and tagging exasper-
atingly behind, holding red and blue
toy balloons and' delectable candy
batons of spiral striped peppermint in
tightly closed, sadly sticky fingers. A
thousand cries rent the air—the stroll-
ing meuntebanks and gypsying booth
merchants, the peanut venders, the
boys with palm leaf fans for sale, the
candy sellers, the popcern peddlers, the
Italian with the toy balloons that float
like a cluster of colored bubbles above
the heads of the crowd and the bal-
loons that wall like & baby; the red
lemonade man, shouting in the shrill
volce that reaches everywhere and en-
dures forever: “Lemo’! Lemo'! Five
a glass! Ice cole lemo’'! Five cents, a
nickel, a half a dime, the twentleth-
pototadollah! Lemo’l Ice cele lemo'!™
—all the vociferating harbingers of the
circus crying their wares. Timid
youths in shoes covered with dust
through which the morning polish but
dimly shone and unalterably hooked
by the arm te blushing maidens bought

lessly of peanuts, of candy, ef pop-
corn, of all known sweetmeats, per
chance, and forced their way to the
lemonade stands, and there, all shyly,
silently sipped the crimson stained am-
brosia. Everywhere the hawkers din-
ned, and everywhere was heard the
plaintive squawk of the toy balloen.

In the courthouse yard, and so sin-
ning in the very eye of the law, two
swarthy, shifty looking gentlemen were
operating with some greasy walnut
shells and a pea what the fanciful or
unsophisticated might have been pleas-
ed to call a game of chance, and the
most intent spectator of the group
around them was Mr. James Bardlock,
the town marshal. He was simply and
unofficially and earnestly imnterested.
Thus the eye of the law may not be

. said to have winked upon the nefari

ousness now under its vision. It gazed
with strong curiosity, an itch to dab-
ble and, it must be admitted, a grow-
ing hope of profit, the game was so di-
rect and the player so sure. Several

| countrymen had won small sums, and
| one, & charmingly rustic stranger, with

a peculiar accent (be said that him and
his goil should now have a smoot’ olt
time off his winninks, though the lady
wag ot manifested) had pocketed $23
with no trouble at all. The two oper
ators seemed depressed, declaring the
luck against them and the Plattville
people too brilliant at the game.

It was wonderful how the young
couples worked their way arm i{n arm
through the thickest crowds, never sepa-
rating. Even at the lemonade stands
they drank holding the glasses in their
outer hands. Such are the sacrifices
demanded by etiquette. But, observ-
ing the gracious outpouring of fortune
upon the rare rustic just mentioned, a
youth in a green tie disengaged his
arm—for the first time in two hours—
from that of a girl who looked upon
him with fond, uncertain smiles and,
conducting her to a corner of the yard,
bade her remain there until he return-
cd. He had to speak to Hartley Bowl-
der, he explained.

Then he plunged, red faced and ex-
cited, into the circle about the shell
manipulators and offered to lay a wa-
ger.

“Hol’ on there, Hen Fentriss,” thickly
objected a flushed young man beside
him. “Iss my turn.”

“I'm first, Hartley,” returned the oth-
er. “You can hold yer hosses, I reckon.”

“Plenty fer each and all, gents,” in-
terrupted one of the shell men. “Place
yer spondulics on de little ball. W’ich
is de nex’ lucky gent to win our mon-
ey? Gent bets four sixty-five he seen de
little ball go under de middle shell. Up
she comes! Dis time we wins. Platt-
ville can't win every time. Who's de
nex’ lucky gent?’ 7

Fentriss edged slowly out of the cie
cle, abashed and with rapidly whiten-
ing cheeks. He paused for a momeng
outside, slowly realizing that all his
money had gone in one wild, blind
whirl—the money he had earned se
hard and saved so hard to make a holi-
day for his sweetheart and himself. He
stole one glance around the building to
where a patient figure waited for him.
Then he fled down a side alley and soon
was out upon the country road, tramp-
ing soddenly homeward through the
dust, his chin sunk in his breast and his
hands clinched tight at his sides. Now
and then he stopped and bitterly hurl-
ed a stone at a piping bird on the fence
or gay bobwhite in the flelds. At noon
the patient figure was still waiting i»
the corner of the courthouse yard, meek-
ly twisting a coral ring upon her finger.

But the flushed young man who had
spoken thickly to her deserter drew a®
envied roll of bank bills from his pock-
et and began to bet with tipsy caution,
while the circle about the gamblers
whtched with fervid interest, especially
Mr. Bardlock, town marshal,

From far up Main street ca the
cry “She’s a-comin’! She’'s a-comin!”
and this‘announcement of the parade

proving only one of a dozen false:

alarms a thousand discussions toek
place over old fashiomed silver time-
pleces as to when “she” was really due,
Schofields’ Henry was much appealed
to as an arbiter in these discussions,
from a sense of his having a good deal
to do with time in a gemeral sort of
way, and thus Sechoflelds’ came to be
reminded that it was getting on toward
10 o'clock, whereas, in the excitement
of festival, he had not yet struck O.
This, rushing forthwith to do, he did,
and, in the elation of the moment, seven
or eight besides. Miss Helen Sherwood
was looking down on the mass of shift-
ing color from a second story window
of the courthouse, and she had the
pl re of i Schoflelds’ emerge
on the steps beneath her when the belle

had done and heard the cheers (led by
Mr. Martin) with which the crowd
greeted his appearance after the per-
formance of his feat.

She turned beamingly to Harklesd.

“What a famfly it {s!” she laughed.
“Just one big, jolly family! I didn't
know people could be like this until I
came.to Plattville.”

‘““That {p the word for it,”” he said,
resting band on the casement be-
side her. “I used to think it was deso-
late, but that was long ago.” He lean-
ed from the window to look down. In
bis dark cheek was a gfow the Carlow
folks had mever seen there, and some-
how he seemed less thin and tired than
usual; indeed, he did not seem tired at
all, by far the contrary, and he carried
himself upright, when. he was not
stooping to see under the hat, though
not as if he thought about it. “I be-
lieve they are the best people I know,”
he went on. “Perhaps it is because
they have been so kind to me; but
they are kind to each ether, too—kind,
good people.”

“I. know,” she sald, nodding, *“I
know. There are fat women, women
who rock and rock om piazzas by the
sea, and they speak of country people
as the ‘lower classes” How happy
this big family is in not knowing it is
the lower classes!”

“We haven't read Nordau down
here,” said John. “Old Tom Martin's
favorite work is ‘The Descent of Man,’
and Miss Tibbs cares most for ‘Lalls
Rookh’ and ‘Beulah.’ And why not?”

“It was a girl from Southeast Cotton-
bridge, Mass.,” said Helen, “who heard
I was from Indiana and asked me if
I didn’t ‘hate to live so far away from
things.’” There was a pause while sie
leaned out of the window with her face
aside from him. Then she remarked
carelessly, “I met her at Winter Har
bor.”

“Do you go to Winter Harber?’ he
asked. .

“We have gone there every summer
until this one for years. Have yeuw
friends who go there?”

“I bad once. There was & classmate
of mine from Rouen'’—

“What was his name? Perhaps I
know him.”  She stole a glance at him
and saw that his face had fallen into
sad lines,

“He's forgotten me, I dare say. I
haven't seen him for seven years, and
that’s a long time, you know, and he's
‘out in the world,’ where remembering
is harder. Here in Plattville we don't
forget.”

“Were you ever at Winter Harbor?"

“I was once. I spent a very happy
day there long ago, when you must
have been g little girl. Were you there
{n"—

“Listen?’ she cried. “The procession
is coming. Look at the people!

The parade had seized a psychologi¢
al moment. There was a fanfare of
trumpets in the esst. Lines of people
rushed for the streets, and as one look-
ed down on the big straw hats and
sunbonnets and many kinde of fines
head apparel tossing forward they
seemed like surf sweeping up the long
beaches. S8he was coming at last. The
boys whooped in the middle of the
street. Some tossed their arms to
heaven, others expressed their emotion
by somersaults; those most deeply
moved walked on their bands. In the
distance one saw over the heads of the
multitude tossing banners and the
moving crests of triumphal cars, where
“cohorts were shining im purple and
gold.”

There was another flourish of music.
Then all the band gave sound, and,
with the blare of brass and the crash
of drums, the glory of the parade burst
upon Plattville. Glory !n the utmost!
The impetus of the march time music,
the flare of royal banners, the smiling
of beautifu! court ladies and great silk-
en nobles, the swaying of howdahs on
camel and elephant and the awesome
shaking of the earth beneath the ele
phant’s feet and his devastating eye
(every ome declared he looked the
alarmed Mr. Bill Snoddy, stoutest citi-
xen of the couunty, full in the face as he
passed him, and Mr. Snoddy felt not at
all_reassured when Tom Martin severe-
1y hinted that it was with the threaten-
ing glance of a rival); then the badl-
nage of the clown, creaking by in his
donkey cart; the terrific recklessness of
the spangled heror who was drawnm
along in a cage with two striped tigers
—the delight of all this glittering powp
and pageantry needed even more than
walking on your hands to express.

‘Last of all came the tooting calliope,
followed by swarms of boys as it exe-
cuted “Walt Till the Clouds Roll By,
Jennle,” with infinite gusto.

When it had gone Miss Sherwood’s
gaze relaxed—she had been looking on
as eagerly as any child—and she turned
to speak to Harkless and discovered
that he was no longer in the room. In-
stead she found Minnie and Mr. Wik
letts, whom he had summoned from
another window.

“He was called away,” explained
Lige. “He thought he'd be back before
the parade was ovay and said you were
enjoying it so much he didn't want to
speak to you.”

* “Called away?”

Minnie laughed. “OR, everybody sends
for Mr. Harkless."

“It was a farmer name of Bowlder,”
added Mr. Willetts. “Hiss n Hartley 's
drinking again, and there ain’t any one
but Harkless can do anything with
him. You let him tackle a sick man to
purse or a tipsy feller to handle, and I
tell you,” Mr. Willetts went on, with
enthusiasm, “he is at home. It beats
me, and lots of people don’t think col-
lege does a man any good. Why, the
way he cured old Fis"— Miss Briscoe
interrupted him.

“See!” she cried, pointing out of the
window. “Look out there! Something's
happened!”

There was a swirl in the crowd be-
low. Men were running around a cor-
ner of the courthouse, and the women
and chiidren were harking after. They
went so fast and there were so many
of them that immediately that whole
portion of the yard became a pushing,
tugging, squirming jam of people.

“It's on the other side,” sald Lige.
“We can see from the hall window.
Come quick before these other folks fill
it up.

They followed him across the bulid-
ing and looked down on an agitated
swarm of faces. Five men were stand-
ing on the entrance steps to the door
below them, and the crowd was thick-
ly massed beyond, leaving a little semi-
eircle clear about theé steps, Those be-
hind struggled to get closer and leaped
in the air to catch a glimpse of what
was going on. Harkless stood alone om’
the top" step, his hand resting on the
shoulder of the pale and contrite and
sobered Hartley. On the lowest step
Jim Bardlock was standing-with sheep-
ishly hanging head and between him
and Harkless the two gamblers of the
walnut shells. Ihe journalist held im

(Continued on fourth page.)

Headache?

Perhaps it comes from

eye-strain, or defective vision

PROPER GLASSES

will remedy the trouble, if
such be the cause. Better let
us test your eyes we can tell
you if your eyes are being

strained in any way.

W. A. WARREN, Phm. B,
@iraduate Optician.

Royal Pharmacy

Robinson Still Says He’s Inmoce .t.

(Halifax Herald.)

W. S. Robinson, convicted of wife
murder at Kentville, will have to suf-
fer the death penalty. Word came to
him from Ottawa Monday that therc
would be mno reprieve. Robinson,
when he received this word, said that
he was ready to die, and expressed a
desire that tho execution take place

ALLEGED CONFIDENCE MAN,

Recently the authorities reseived a
communicatiop from the police author-
ities at Boston disclosing the fact
that ‘Robinson was a confidence man,
that he had posed as an evangelist,
and had succeeded in gaining the confi-
dence of church people, and in this
way obtained considerable meney for
certain  Yeligious and charitable ob-
jects, with which Zobinson said he
was conmected. Robinson was inform-
cd of the communication that had
beenr rcceived fromy Boston. He denied
that he had practiced the confidence
game. He admitted that he had been
conmcted with several church:s in
Boston and other places, and express-
od a desire to write a letter to the
pasior of the Berkrley strect chureb,
Boston, with which he had been con-

ne ted.
Robin-on still protests his innocence,

and says that' he will g& to the gal-|.

lows esp innocent man.

LETTER FROM RADCLIFFE.

The sher'ff of Kings county received
a letter from Radcliffe, tae hangman,
stating that he would arrive at Kent-
ville on September 8th, and 1equesting
the sheriff to do nothing in the matter
of preparing for the hanging until he
would arrive.

C. C. RICHARDS & CO.

Dear Sirs,—For some years I have
had only partial use of my arm, caus-
ed by a sudden strain. 1 have used
every remedy without effect, until I
got a sample bottle of MINARD'S
LINIMENT. The benefit I received
from it caused me to continue its use,
and now I am happy to say my arm
is completely restored.

R.. W, HARRISON,

Glamis, -Ont,

—_———

—The most powerful king on earth is
Wor-king; the laziest, Shir-king; a very
doubtful king, Smo-king; the wittiest,
Jo-king; the learnest, Thin-king; the
thirstiest, Drin-king; the slyest, Win-
king;. the most rulous, Tal-king;
the most inquisitive, As-king; the most
useful, Ma-king; the most unstable,
She-king; the most destructive, Brea-
king; the most dissolute, Ra-king; the
meanast, Snea-king; the most “corrupt,
Fa-king.

JEEIRECT S A
Be Quick.
n——

Not a minute should be lost after o
child shows symptoms of cholera in-
fantum. The first unusual looseness of
the bowels should be sufficient warn-
ing. If immediate and proper treat-
ment is given, serious comscquences
will be averted. Chamberlain’s Colic,
Cholera ard Diarrhoea Remedy is the
sole relisnce of thousands of mothers,
and by its aid they have olten saved
their childven’s lives. Every house-
hold should have a bottle at hend.
Get it to-dat. It may save a life.
For sale by S. N. Weare, i

—'The Government has passed an Or-
der-in-Council  enabling the Yukon
Council to issue licenses for the sale
of intoxicating liquors. ;

Consumption

The only kind of consump-
tion to fear is “mneglected
consumption.”

People are learnin that con-
sumption is a curable disease.
It is neglected consumption
that is so often incurable.

At the faintest suspicion of
consumption get a bottle of
Scott's Emulsion and begin
regular doses.

The use of Scott's Emulsion
at once, has, in thousands of
cases, turned the balance in
favor of health,

Neglected consumption does
not exist where Scott’s Emul-
sion is. :

Prompt use of Scott's Emul-
sion checks the disease while it
can be checked.

Sond for frae sample.
BCOTT & BOVINE, Chemists,

Tercats, Ontarie
goe. and Br.o ; all draggion

Union of Baptists and Free Paptisis :
Assured.

Truro, Aug. 23.—The Purinecss of the
Bapt'st Convention this morning con-
sisted of the reception of the riports
on foreign missione and other routine
business. Rev. Mi. Correy, rccently
roiturned from Tndia, * gave a very
lin_thy statement of the conditions
in the mission ficld there. He is also
booked to speak on the subject this
evimine. His address will doubtless
le interesting.

This afternoon’s session was devoted
to recoiving the report of the com-
mitice on the union of Laptists with
Firee Baptists. A odasis of vnion was
formulatid end presented and the dis-
cussion comtinued pro and con prclim
inary to taking
ments were prescnted to the com-
mittec's report vntil about hali past
five o’clock, whem Rev. A. Cohoon, of

Woltville, projoscd the striking out
a para raph or blenk in i
doctrme of perseverance as a test of
Christian belicf is  declared, also ibe
substitution of the folloving:
admission, * in place of the “close”
declaration that only a ‘‘baptized be-
levir” may be permitted to partal:
of the Lord’'s Supper.

Mr. Cchoon moved “We 1nli
that the Lord’s Supper is sn ordi-
nance of Chuisi, to Le olmerved hy (he
individual Church in the meanner i
rected by Him in Matthew, 26th chap-
ter, 26 to 30 verses. ’

Rev. Dr. Trotter, President of Acadia
College, seconded this motion, and his
doing so created something of a sen-
sation. Much applaves rnoad
Dr. Trotter expressed himseli as B
to male reasonable saerifices in o:der
to baimr about the union, euch & step
appearing to him to be a stride to-
wardd a greater union of the Christian
Churches.

Rev, Dr. Goodspeed opposed * the
amerdment, as alko did PR, auc.
Gates, the latter defending the com-
mitte¢’s report as having been rrepe:-
ed as & Lasis of union, wuich
discussicn by the }
might be considered  as o
contend ng elements . hico w
irought to agree. The Gisctaoicy
tinued until humger drove the contes-
tande cr adjournmrent for cuppr and
the hour of 9.30 o'clock was inn¢ ior
resumption of the debate.

Oun resuming, Rev. Mr.
amendment to the proposed basis of
union was adopted by a large majority
vote, after which the report, as awend-

ed, was unanimously adoyted.
e

a vote, but amend

“Free

aktes

commities

e finaay
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Chail 8 J. Glidden Will Thus Trave!
From North Dakota to Vancouver.

Montr-al Auguet
wheels fitted (o his machine, Charles
J. Glidden, of PRostor, will cpeed his
autgmobile over the Cenadian Pacifle
railway tracks from Portal, Morth Da-

ou.—With speciul

Kota, to Vancouver. He will probab-
ly b: at Portal on September 6th, and
from there on a Canadian Pacific rail-
way conductor will take him in charge
end his automobile will be given a
train number and handled ly the des-
patcher just as if it were a special,
Befor¢ Mr. Gedden received p i
sion from the Canadian
way to use the compeny’s track, Le
bhed sgrecd that he would place him-
s2lf in charge of one of the C. P. R.'s
conductors and obey h's ordus both
a9 to speed and right-of-way. Mrs.
Gedden will  accowpany her husband
and they will have a chaffeur. All
runs are to he made by deylight, and
it is expected that at least a speed of
thirty miles an hour wil! be waintain-
od from Portal through to Vancouver,
Mr. Gedden’s car is _a Napier, that
has already accomplished 16,200
in various Euwropean countries, during
the acconplishmwent of which feat he
was 136 days on the roed.
_ Later on it iz Mr. Geddn's inh'_u‘ni‘m
tg take tho Canadian-Avstrelian
steamship I'ne to Australia, where he
will continue his automoliling experi-
ence, returning to this country by way
ol the Suez cemal, in all probability.

Pacific ruil-

mile

Catarch in the Hesd

Is very common, but awfully danger-
oerous, hecause it causcs deafness and
leads to consumption. Cure is as cer-
tain to follow the use of “atarrhhzone
as day, is to follow night. You simply
breathe the fragramt healing Cetanlko-
zone, whi¢h spreads through the nasal
| asdmges, thromt and lungs, driving
out every ve:ii e of catarrh. “l was
cured of <chronic catarrh of the nose
and throat,” writes Ernest M. Wilkin-
son, of Laurtnceton, “‘after many
years of wmisery, by Catarrhocone,
which is a splendid remedy to free the
air pascages from mucous. Catarrho-
zove relieved quickly, and my cure has
been permanent.” Price 81.00 for iwo
men-hs’ treatment, trial size 25c.

Struck Dezf r-d Duck,

Not lonz since there went the rovnds
of the newspupers an item stating th-r
while g man namcd S%h"“h‘m Kenfro
of Shreveport, La., and some ol
penicns were deprecating the credulty
of those who believe in the cvisier
of & God, that Renfro exclaimed, “1f
there be a God may he this moment
sirike me deaf and dumb.” Tmmedi
ataly so, the item read, he L
both deaf and dumb, snd remaine ‘o
for some time. Dr. (. H. Palizer, i
Middleton, felt curious to ascertam il
it were a mere newspaper fake or not.
He therefore wroto to Reuivo (ot
address mentioned. Last week he re-
ceived a reply from Mr. Renfro stating
that the newspaper account v
rect, and that for a month immediat
1y following his denial of the existence
of a Cod he was deaf and dumb, and
that on June 30th last he recovered
his semses,—Outlook.

—When you do not relish your f.0d
and feel dull and stupid after cating,
all you need is a dose ot Chamber
lain’s Stomach and Liver Talld
They will make you fecl like a ncw
man and give you an_ appetite like &
bear. For sale by S. N. Weare.

el o S B R

—Commenting on_Mr. Rockefcller's
recent statement that when he wea
seven years old he could milk » .
a contem gemarks that it is @
lucky thing for the public that John
D. didn’t go into the milk business.
It is. It is also well that the pvblic
doos not drink oil

—_———

e

Minard’s Liniment for sale everywhaere




