?

~and Tuesday of each week.

Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

“ wender the same,
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Professional Cards.

_—

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
filce in Annapolis, opposite Garriscn gate
~—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Blvery Thursday.

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

Reliable Fiee and Lifo Ins. Co.’s.

&3 Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Hetate security.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Eto.

(RANDOLPH 8 BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

attention given
and all other

Prompt and savisfaotory
to the collection of ciaims,
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

Bolici
OFFICE:

DETIS'I;RY!
DR, F. §. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Sﬁialty.

Office next door to Union
Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

ASTHMA CURE FREE!

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief
Cure in All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

cméﬂga like ASTHMA-

There is nothing
LENEH. It brings instant relief,
= £y It cures
FOR TER
g2 @ &
YEARS

and Permanent

even in the worat cases.
when all else fails.

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Vilia Ridge, Iil.,
says: ** Your trial bott[® of Asthmalene received
in good condition. I cannot tell you how
thankful I feel for the good derived from R
was a slave, chained with putrid sore throat and
Asthma for ten years. I deepaired of ever being
cured. I saw your advertisement for the cure
of this dreadful and to irg disease, Asth-
ma, and thought you had overspoken yourselves,
but resolved to give it a trial.  To my astonish-
meirt the trial acted like a charm. Send me &
fall size bottle.”

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER,
Rabbi of the Cong. Bnal Israel,
New York, Jan. 3cd, 1901
Dr. Tarr Bros'. Mepicixe Co,

GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-
lent remedy for Asthma and Hay. Fever, and its
composition alleviates all troubles which com-
bioe with Asthma. Its success is astonishing
and wonderful,

R After having it carefully analyzed, we can
state that ASTHMALENE containg no opium, morphine, chloroform or ether.
Very truly yours,
REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.
e e

Avox Serivgs, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901

RELIEF.

Dr. Tarr Bros. Mepicise Co.

GENTLEMEN,—I write this testimonial from a sense of duty, having tested tke wonder-
ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma. My wife has been afflicted
with spasmodic asthma for the past 12 yeare. Having exhausted my own ekill as well a8
many others, I chanced to see your sign upon’your windows on 130th street, New York, I
at once obtained a bottle of Asthmalene. My wife commenced taking it about the first of
November. I very soon noticed a radical improvement. After using one bottle her Asthma
has disappeared and she is entirely free from all symptoms. I feel that 1 can consistently
recommend the medicine to all who are afilicted with this distreesing disease.

Yours respectfully, 0. D. PHELPS, M. D.
—
Dr. Tarr Bros. Mepicise Co. Feb. 5, 1901.

GENTLEMEN,— I was troubled with Asthama for 22 years. I have tried numerous
remedies, but they have all failed. I ran across your advertisement and started with o
trial bottle. I found relief at once. 1 have since purchased your full sized bottle, and [
am ever grateful. I have family of four children, and for six years was unable to work. I
am now in the best of health and am doing business every day. This testimony you can
make such use of as you see fit. S. RAPHAEL,

Home addrese: 235 Rivington St. 67 East 129:h St., New York City.

e A ———

Trial bottlie sent absolutely free on receipt of postal

. DO NOT DELAY. Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS.’ MEDICINE
CO., 79 East 130.h St., New York City.
sonLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

Business Han =

James Primrose, D. D. S.

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

Bridget@wn, Sept. 23rd, 1881, 25 of

J. B. WHITMAN,

T.and Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

Established over :a
quarter of a century.

CABLE ADDRESS: |
WALLFRUIT, London. |

JOHN FOX & CO.

Auctioners and Fruit Brokers,
Spitalfield and Stratford Market,

LONDON, G. B.

#3r We are in a position to guarantse highest
market return for all consigoments cnlr"uﬁl‘cd
to us. Cash draft forwarded immediately
goods are sold. Current prices and marked re-
ports forwarded with pleasure.

Nova Scotia Apples & speecialty.

Compare our prices with other firms and you
will see more money.

Represented by Abram Youung, Bridge-
town, who will give shippers any information
required. Aug. 28th—6m

ESTABLISHED 1910.

W. HIEATT & SON,

Fruit Brokers,
Covent Gaeden Market, London.

Mr. E. W. Hieatt. of the above firm, is now
1h travelling the valley soliciting consignments
in apples to his firm.

RerereNces:—London and County Bank
London.
§ Bank of Nova Scotia, Kentville

J. E. LLOYD, Agent, - Bridgetown

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS.

Oysters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
)u.li shell.

BREAD, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
first-class bakery always on hand.
T, J. EAGLESON,
QUEEN ST., BRIDGETOWN

26 tf

NOTICH:

‘,ALL persons having legal demands againet
the estate of F. WILLIAM BISHOP, late
«of Clarence, deceased, are hereby requircd to
duly attested, within six
months from date, ar d ‘all persons indebted to
'ihe m‘iﬁi estate arehbereby requested to make
mmediate payment "0

ANNIE LAURA BISHOP,
#* Administratriz

Olarence, Sept. 24th, 1901, 3m

WANTED

014 brass Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and
Snuffers; old Mahogany Furniture. Also old
e Stamps before 1870 — worth most
on the envelopes; old blue Dishes and China,
Grandfather c! ocks, Good prices paid.

Adaress

W. A. KAIN,
118 Germain Street,
gr. Jomx, N. B.

TO LET

* whe Brick House belon ;ing to the
estate of late Robt, E. ¥F'Randolph.

-

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

(Ueckly Honitor
Fob Department « =

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

)] b

P

* * b

WE PRINT

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
. Dovgers,
Booklets,
Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that 'may be required.

Aetterheavs,
Demoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

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

Bridgetown, 1. S.

We still keep in stock as formerly,
Cedar Shingles,
Lime, and
Salt

The subscribers also intend to handle
Coal this season, both Hard and.Soft
(best grades) which they will sell

ight.
x5 " J. H. LONGMIRE & SON.

MILLINERY
OPENING

AT

MiSS CHUTE’S

April 3rd, 1901,

Oct. 9th and 10th.

Bridgetown, June 11, 1901,

Poetry,

HOPE AND EFFORT,

Hope is of the valley; Effort stands
Upon the mountain-top, facing the
sun;
Hope dreams of dreams mada true
and great deeds done; ,

Effort goes forth with tgiling feet and
hands
attain the

table-lands
Of great desire, and, till the end
is won,
Looks not “below, where the long
strife, begun
In pleasant fields, met torrents, rocksd
and sands,
Hope, but when Hope bids look with-
in her glass
And shows the wondrous things
which may befall,
Wait not for destiny, wait not at

To far-off, sky-touched

all;
This leads to failure’s dark and dim
MOTrass;
Sound thou to all
trumpet call,
And, staff in hand, strive up the
mountain pass.

thy powers &

P —

DIVINE IMMANENCE.

All are but parts of one stupendous
whole,

Whose body Nature is, and God the
soul;

That, changed through all, and yet in
all the same,

Great in the earth, as in the othereal
irame,

Warms in
breezo,

Glows in the stars, and blossoms in
the trees;

Lives through all life, extends through
all extent,

Spreads undivided, .operates unspent;

Breathes ~in our soul, informs our
mortal part,

As full, ag per

As full, as pe

mourns,

the rapt Seraph, that adores and

burns;

Him, no high, no low, no great,

no small;

fills, He bounds,

equals all.

the sun, refreshes in the

, in a hair as heart;
in vile man that

As
To
He

connects and

Alexander Pope.

ug’i’tmtm.

- Select

An Adv;uture of a Lineman.

The Dugan domieile is fifty yards
from the end of the railway, bridge,
but the Dugan front yard straggles
all the way down the hillside to the
mud-flats, where the ducks and the
little Dugans wade and sun themselves
all the summer time. The railway
bridge, which is a viaduct more than
hali a mile long, carries the track a-
cross the valley far above the shining

and often the high arches in
the distance are hidden by the blue
smoke that drifts thinly down the val-
ley from the mills where Mr. Dugan
In the mornings the little Du-
gans carry his dinner-pail as far as
the end of the bridge, which gives him
a short cut to the mills, although he
defies the railway company’s rules
when he resorts to it.

At the end of the bridge Dugan al-
ways sends his children back to the
cabin, for the bank goes down to the
river-bed from the highest abutments.
3ut Johnny Dugan—the eldest boy—
often ventures on the bridge to throw
the blue glass insulators on
the last telegraph pole—the top of
that , is almost on a level with
the k on the bridge, and its base
is‘eighty feet below, close by the stone
abutment. Johnny feels brave to
stand where he can glance down the
tall white pole to where the Dugan
ducks are paddling in the puddles and
his own small tracks are visible in the
adjacent mud.

Johnny Dugan gnd the Barry boys
had spent many ¥pleasant hours, one
April day, throwihg stones at the in-
sulators, when they were caught in
the act by big Ed. Conlin, the tele-
graph company’s lineman, the man of
wonderful spurs and leg-straps. No
doubt they would have noticed his ap-
proach and ‘escaped recognition, as

1, had they not been lost in ad-
ation of Jimmy Barry, who had
ast succeeded in breaking one of
itors. Ed. Conlin promptly

Mrs. Barry, who blarneyed
him wisely, and then on Mrs. Dugan,
who happened to be in an.irate mood
and him the rough side of
her tongue and ordered him off - the
place. Then Ed. vowed that if he ever
found Johnny Dugan on the bridge he
would throw him.into the Dugan duck
pond; after which nothing but enmity
could rule between the Dugans and
Western Union. And rule it did—until
one May morning after a heavy rain.

The rain had made the gully along
the track a roaring torrent of muddy
water. The river itself, from previous
freshets, was high over the flats; and
Johnny. was on the end of the hridge
pelting the insulators and keeping an
eye on all roads by which any sec-
tion man or lineman might approach.

Such was the situation when some-
thing went wrong with the telegraph-
pole that had suffered so many as-
gaults. It suddenly fell toward the
bridge, so that the top red cross-arm
was close to the ends of the ties.
There the wires held it. Johnny peer-
ed down and made out that the earth
had been washed away from the base
of the pole by the stream into the
the ditch. Two of the wires had brok-
en under the strain.

“Hi, kids!” cried Johnny to his
mates, who were hunting for car-seala
among the cinders. “We can get the
glasses!”

The others came up to inspect, but
the humming wire and the great white
pole that extended from their feet to
the flat below awed them. Johnny
alone was undaunted; greed possessed
him wholly as soon as he saw that
the top row of insulators were loose
and free of wire. ““Huh, you kids
afraid!”’ cried he. “I'm going to get
the whole row.”

Johnny secured a short board and
carefully laid it from the bridge to
the cross-arm of the telegraph pole.
He tried his weight on the board and
then slid out until he could grasp the
pole with his legs and arms. Then he
reached for the glass insulators.

“Hi, Johnny, the section men ard
coming!” sang out Jimmy Barry.

As Johnny made a hasty swing

works.

stones at

called on

S0 e

- as a squirrel on

around the pole to get back to the °

bridge, his fright at being discovered
vanished in greater terror, for the tel-
egraph pole lurched, another wire
snapped, and the big stick swung out
until it hung at an angle of sixty de
grees towards the river, with Johnny
clinging desperately to the cross-arm,
eighty feet from the swirling brown
water, and twenty feet from his fright
ened companions on the bridge. The
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pole stopped careening, Johnny gave
d

one frightened glance downward an
then turned a white, freckled face to-
ward the bridge.

“Run, fellers!” he shouted weakly.
An(} up the track the trio flew.

Ed. Conlin and one of the section-
men were coming down the track,
l?u‘km.g for the cause of the Western
Union’s trouble, and when he saw the
boys hwrrying away, he suspected
them.

“Get out!” he shouted, “‘if I catch
you here again, I'll—" But just then
he saw Johnny Dugan far out on the
treacherous pole.

“How'd he get there?”’ said the star-
ing sectionman.

Big Ed. Conlin did not stop to ex-
plain. In three bounds he reached the
bridge, looked down, and saw the
treacherous water swirling around the
base of the pole. How long would it
remain upright?

“Pell him to slide down,” said the
sectionman.

“He's too little. The water might
oatch him below, and sweep him away
said Bd Conlin. “Hang on sonnyl
Don’t be seared.”’

Then he 1ushed through the Dugan
cabbage-patch to the well, and cut the
rope from the spindle, and got hack
before the Barry boys had half roused
the mothers with their clamors.

Out on the bridge the lineman made
& noose, and prepared to cast it over
the pole. But he thought better of it.
“No, can’t do that,” he said briefly.
“We could never swing that pole
shoreward or keep the lad from being
knocked off it she hit the bridge.”’

“That's so,” said the sectionman,
staring at Johnny Dugan’s red stock-
ings. ‘‘She’'d snap this rotten rope
snip-snap.”’

I{u stared down at the yellow tide
of the river, and just then Mrs. Du-
gan’s wails and the children’s chorus
came faintly down the track.

“I'm going to climb the pole,” said
Ed Conlin, thinking 6f how Dugan
would be coming across _the bridge
that evening looking for Johnny and
the others. “I'm going to climb it if
the whole concern goes into the river.
You come down the bank and catch
him if he falls near shore.”

Over the bank went Ed Conlin and
the sectionman, alongside of Burns,
the policeman, who had run across
lots to see what the matter was. They
scrambled down the soft hillside close
to the stone abutment, and out
through the water at the base of the
pole. There Ed Conlin tightened the
cumbrous straps around his legs and
glanced up at Johnny Dugan, silent
his lofty perch, with
hiz jacket blowing out like a woful
signal of distress.

i lad,”’” said the sectionman,
*ye’'ll never get ashore again in that
carrent with them iron togs on ye,
if it falls, and I think it will.”

“With the rope’s help, Dugan’s boy
may,” said the lineman. Then Ed
sank his spurs into the white soft
wood and went up, carrying the well-
rope with him, while Burns and the
sectionman  waited nervously and
watched the debris drift by under the
stone arches. Up went the lineman
with exasperating deliberation, stop-
ping occasionally to adjust the rope
and glancing downward.

“He's a cool one,” said the section-
man to the policeman.

“Let's hold the pole up for all we
ace worth,” replied Burns.

Then they braced themselves against
the trembling stick, thinking how fu-
ti'lea would be their efforts when its
eighty odd feet crashed over and
{hrew Johnny Dugan and the lineman
half-way out to the first stone pier of
the bridge.

After a while Johnny felt the steady
movement of the spurs, and the men
below heard his quaver of fear and Ed
Conlin’s deep voice telling him not to
mind. The pole was pressing against
their bruised shoulders, and they st
gled mightily apainst it, and at 1
its base seemed to be pushing from
them through the oozing mud. Then
the sectionman shouted to Ed Conlin
to slide.

“He'll
gan boy,”
lin.

The two heard a cry and Mrs. Du-
gan came scrambling down the bank.
“Johnny, Johnny, -my darlin!”’ she
was gasping, and the sectionman,
glancing up, saw Johnny sliding swift-
lv down the pole, with a rope under his
arms, while the lineman, seated-on the
eross.arms, was paying out the rope.
As Johnny neared the waiting arms,
Ed Conlin dropped the rope and clasp
ed the slender pole, for the tall shaft
had now swung with his weight to-
ward the water and was coming slow-
ly down.

The sectionman

without the Du-
#I know Con-

never slide
said Burns.

grasped Johnny
Dugan and threw him far up amohg
the muddy bushes. Then he darted
back from the base of the pole, which
was tearing up a great hole in the
soft bank. It came heavily down with
a mighty splash on the sullen water,
with the lineman clinging like a cat
hali-way up its white sides; and then,
while -all except the butt was buried
dived out along the side with the rope
in his hands.

“Cracky!” said the policeman. “Is
he ever coming up?”

But out of the troubled water Ed
Conlin’s steel-clad boots rose to view
and the sectionman was after them' in
frantic haste. He had the rope round
the lineman in a moment and by the
time the pole was moving toward its
rush under the arch, Ed Conlin him-
self, covered with mud, and his face
bleeding from numberless scratches,
was sitting weakly ameong the alder-
bushes, with the sectionman cutting
the straps from his ankles.

“Well, wouldn’t that beat ye!”” said
the policeman with enthusiasm.

“Yes,” said Ed Conlin, “but keep
the Dugan boys off the bridge after
this.”'—Youths’ Companion. -

—

Happiness is the proper goal of hu-
man effort, and health is indllspensnble
to it—take Hood’s Sarsaparilla.

The Singing-Master.

When Mr. Sykes and I entered the
schoolroom on Tuesday afternoon we
found the occupants ready and wait-
ing for us. My daughters, Winnie,
and Mary were playing a duet in a
desultory way, and the governess was
correcting an exercise at the table,

At the sound of the opening door
she looked up, and, her eyes falling
on Mr. Sykes’ face, an altogether un-
translatable expression crossed her
own. 1f she had been the kind of a
woman who blushes, I think Miss Lor-
raine would have blushed then. As
she was not, her small pale face grew
if arything shade paler.

“Mr. Syk Miss Lorraine,”

ting him.

is some time since I have had

pleasure of meeting  Miss—Lor-
raine,” said the singing master, in his
airy, well bred manner.

“T beg your pardon,” answered the
girl frigidly. “I think you must be
mistaking me for some one else.”

“You mean you have forgotten me”
he rejoined.

“One cannot

I said,

forget a -person one
has never scen,”’ said the governess.

“(Certainly not,” said the singing
master politely. ‘‘I am sure you must
be right, and I beg your pardon for
my mistake.”

He turned to me, where T stood re-
garding them in some bewilderment.

“The time getting on,” he said.
“If vour daughters are ready shall we
begin the lesson?”’

Whereupon I left the room.

is

Now it chances that 1 have become
possessed of some particulars regard-
ing that lesson, though I was not a
witness thereof. Therefore, to save
myself from the imputation of eaves-
dropping, 1 wish to state that T heard
all I know from Lord Hillingford, a
recently acquired young friend of
mine.

The singing master conducted the
lesson gravely enough, albeit on lines
which would have amazed Tosti or
Conconi had either of these good gen-
tlemen been present. When it was
over he turned to the pupils with a
little smile.

“Thank you,” he said. “I need not
detain you any longer, young ladies.”

Whereat Winnie and Mary promptly
took their departure.

The singing master slowly rearrang-
ed the scatiered music, and, taking up
his hat and gloves, was turning to-
wards the door, when the governess
suddenly lifted her eyes from the
French grammar on the table.

“Why have you followed me here?”’
she exclaimed.

Mr. Sykes stood still half way be-
tween the piano and the door.

“] beg your pardon,” he said sauve-
ly. “I think you must be mistaking
me for someonc else.” ¢

The girl’s eyes flashed.

“Yes,” she said, “I think I once
mistook you for a gentleman.”

“Oh,” said Mr. Sykes, “I see! You
think, then, that I have lowered my-
self by the profession that 1 have ad-
opted?” And he smiled.

His smile to
wife’s beautiful governess.

“How dare you come here pretend-
ing to be a singing master?’”’ she
said.

There
but the
heart.

“I have just as much right to be a
ginging master yvou have to be a
governess,”” he retorted.

“]1 must earn my living,”
girl.

“You can earn it casier by marrying
me,” answered M vkes. ‘Your—
relatives would wed, too, and
that is alwa)

“Yes,”” said Miss lLorraine
ately. “I know they would be sed
but I won't marry you for your mon-
ey.’’

“I don’t want you to marry me for
my money,” said the singing master.
“J want you to marry me for love.”

“Love!” repeated Miss Lorraine in
a faint voice, that was yet full of
scorn.

There was a long silence.

Then Mr. Sykes laid his hat and
and gloves on the table and came to
her side.

“Look here, Dorothy,” he said, “you
couldn’t marry me for my money now
if you wanted to, for I've not got 1t.
I've lost pretty nearly everything. |
have—it doesn’'t much matter now. I
came down here to see whether it was
possible that you cared a bit for me
after all. I've enough to keep myself
and you. Of course I was a fool; 1
might have known that if you would-
n’t have me with cash I couldn’t ex-
pect you to take me without. Good-
by—"

He turned toward
but Miss Lorrai

“Stop,”* she said, *I—

She rose to her feet and stood there
looking at him swith trembling lips.

“] didn’t want the money,” she
said. “But I do want you.”

I was surprised when the singing
master called to seé me the next morn-
ing

seemed madden my

were tears
young man

in the gray
hardened

eyes;
his

said the

sion-

the door again,
»d him back.

've come,”’ he said, ‘‘because I
owe you an apology, Mr. North. I'm
a fraud. I've merely been using you
as a convenience.”’

“Indeed!”” said I.
much honor. May
particulars?”

“Yes,” said he, and he bowed to me
and handed me his card.

“Lord Hillingford!” I exclaimed;
and I regret to say that I expressed
my astonishment by the utterance of
a word which would have shocked my
wife. ‘‘Then whv on earth—"

“The fact is,” said the quandom
singing master, naively, “I merely
came here to see your governess.”
ess.””

“Qh,” I said, “is she a fraud too?"”

““She’s an angel,” answered the man
hotly.

“Your lordship doubtless came here
to tell her so?”’ I suggested.

Lord Hillingsford smiled.

“More or less,” he replied.

There was a pause.

“T'm afraid,” said I, “I have not
quite grasped the situation. May I
remind you that you promised just
now to enlighten me?”’

“Yes,” said he, with what sounded
like an effort. ‘I suppose I.owe you
that.”

He paused again, and for the first
time I saw a shade of embarrassment
cross his handsome face.

“The fact is,”” he began, ‘“Miss Lor-
raine’s name is not Miss Lorraine at
all; it’s Dorothy Villiers.”

“Ah!” I put in sotto
she is a fraud.”

But he interrupted me angrily.

“You've no right to call her a
fraud,” he said. ‘“She’s treated you
as squarely as anyone could. It's on-
ly me that she tried to cheat. She
came here to avoid me.”

“Yes?” I said, and looked at him
questioningly. ‘I was growing inter-
ested. ‘

“You may know her father by

“You do me too
1 enquire further

voce; ‘‘then

name,”’ he went on reluctantly. “He's
a thorough old scoundrel—drinks, and
bets, and gets into no end of difficul-
ties, 1've helped him out of them my-
self sometimes, because I'm confound-’
edly well off, you know, and because—
well, because I'm in love with Doro-
thy. She only found out that I'd
been paying his bills two months ago.
There was an awful scene. She said
her father should think of her self-re-
spect if he had none of his own, and
she said I had deceived her, and she
would never forgive me. Old Villiers
was drunk. He raved at her and told
her she could marry me and so be be-
holden to nobody. Of course she re-
fused; she’s as proud as Lucifer. She
said she wouldn’t marry any man for
his money—she would rather work for
her living. 1 told her I'd never leave
her alone till she gave in, but she
would listen to nothing. The next
morning when I went to see her,
she had gone away, and she left no
address. Old Villiers told me that
she had said to him that she was go-
ing away to work, and that in future
he was to let no one pay his bills but
her. He knew no more what had be-
come of her than I had.”

“Yeg,” 1 said, and then—?"’

“Well, I found her out as you see,
and 1 kept informed of what went on
here. When I knew for certain that
Mrs. North was going away, I came
down here and olayed off my fraud on
you. 1 think on the who.e,” said his
lordship, complacently, *I did that
part of the business rather well.”

I agreed that he had done it uncom-
monly well.

“As for Dorothy,” he said, ‘“I mere-
ly told her a bald thundering lie. I
¢aid I was more or less of a pauper,
and she believed me, and—"’

: He laughed in sheer lightness of
neart.

When he was gone I went to my
wife’s boudoir.

“Rose,” I said, “that young man
has turned out a fraud. He’s no more
a singing master than I am.”

She looked intensely surprised for a
moment and then said:

“My dear John, didn’t I tell you so
from the beginning?”’

“His name isn’t Sykes at all,” I
went on in a crestiallen voice.

“0Of course not,”’ said Rose, “‘then
who is he?”

“He's Lord Hillingford,” said I.
what do you mean? It isn’t true!””

“Tt’s as true as gospel,”’ said I

“What!”” she exclaimed. Jack,

Now I verily believe that my dear
wife venerates a title beyond all other
earthly vanities—myself, of course ex-
cepted. A light of great joy came in-
to her face.

«“0), Jack,’ she exclaimed, “do you
think it’s possible that he—Do you
think Winnie—"’

“No,” 1 said decisively, “I'm afraid
not, my dear. It's the governess.
She’s so disgracefully pretty, you
know."”

“That girl!” exclaimed my wife.

«Will soon be Countess of Hilling-
ford,” said I.

TAKE NOTICE

We publish simple, straight testi-
monials, not press agents’ interviews,
trom well known people. From all
over America they testify to the mer-
its of MINARD’S LINIMENT, the best
of household remedies.

C. C. Richards & Co.
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THE GAMBLER'S COLLEGE.
—
(Published by request.)

The following is culled from the
Church News of St. Louis, Mo., the
official paper of the Episcopal Diocese
of Missouri:

At a mass meeting in the Second
Preshyterian church, Portsmouth, O.,
in the presence of over two hundred
men, a converted gambler and ex-sal-
oon keeper made the following state-
ment, which has created a profound
impression:

“I have been in the saloon business,
with a gambling room attached - for
the last four years, and claim to
know sonsething about what I an1 g0-
ing to tell you. I do not believe that
the gambling dem is nearly so dan ger-
ous nor does it do anything like the
same amount of harm as the social
card party at home. I give this as
my reason: In the gambling-room ithe
windows are closed tight, the curta:ins
ars pulled down, everything is con-
ducted secretly for fear of detection,
and none but gamblers, as a rule, en-
ter there; while in the parlor -all have
access to the game, children are per-
mitted to watch it, young people are
invited to partake in it. It is made
attractive and alluring by givivg pri-
zes, serving refreshments, and adding
high social enjoyments. For my part,
1 could never see the difference between
playing for a piece of silver molded
in the shape'of money and silver mol-
ded in the shape of a cup or & thim-
ble. The principle is the sanae and
whatever property changes hands over
the luck of cards, no matter hows small
is the value of the prize, I believe it
is gambling. Have you ever thiought
of it? Where do sall the gamblers
come from? They are mot taught in
the gambling dens. A ‘greener’ unless
he is a fool, never enters a gambling
den, because he knows that he will be
fleeced out of everything he possesses
in less than fifteen minutes. He bhas
learned somewhere else before he sets
his foot inside of such & place.
When he has played in the parlor, in
the social game of the home, and has
become proficient enough to win pri-
zes among his friends, the next step
with him is to seek out the gambling
room, for he has learned and now
counts upon his efficiency to hold his
own. The saloon men and gamblers
chuckle and smile when they read in
the papers of the parlor games given
by the ladies for they know that after
a while these same men will ‘hecome
the patrons of their business. I say
then, the parlor game is the college
where gamblers are made and educa-
ted. In the name of God, men, stop
this business in your homes. Burn
your decks, and wash your hands.”
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THE PAIN OF SORE FEET.

Just about the most tantalizing of
all pains comes from sore feet. To
get relief bathe the feet in warm wa-
ter and them rub them with Polson’s
Nerviline. It penctrates through the
pores of the skin, takes out the sore-
ness, reduces the swellings, invigor-
ates the tired muscles, tones up the
circulation, and prevents the feet from
becoming sore again. Nerviline is a
protection and safe-guard against the
pains and aches of the entire family
toothache, ete.

CIVIC RIGHTEOUSNESS,

el g
is to be improved in
ig olyvious that the im-
provement must be carried out by the
citizens themselves: There must be an
impulse for righteousness, as there is
in this city today, not merely to put
good men in office on “election day,
but to sustain them when they are in
office. 'There is nothing mysterious or
complex about civic virtue. 1t is mo-
thing more than the_continuous deter-
mination of the God fearing, law-abid-
ing men and women of the city to see
that it shall be so governed that the
welfare of all shall be promoted.
Really, therefore, it is the good citi-
zens and not the bad- citizens of the
city who are responsible for its- con”
dition. We are aware that this is not
the popular view of the case. A cor-
rupt and ignorant electorate, led by
dishonest demagogues—that, we are
told, is the cause of all the trouble.
But, after all, the primary source of
all the trouble is the multitude of so-
called good citizens who, for one
reason or another, do not lift 4 hand
to save the city from tho who
would rob or pollute it. We do nos
hesitate to say that good men are in
the majority in every city in the land
and if a Tammany }‘&all is able to in-
trench itself in power it is really due
to the blindness, apathy or self-inter-
est of citizens who are nominally om
the side of civic virtue. In his re-
markable campaign Judge Jerome has
brought this fact home to the con-
sciences of everybody, and ‘for doing
s0 he is entitled to the lasting grat-
jtude of all good men.

But, indirectly, civic righteousness
in the cities may be promoted by
raising the standard of civic virtue in
the villages of the country and in
purely rural communities, which are
the feeders of all the great cities.
This is an aspect of the maunicipal
problem which is often forgotten or
ignored. It is sometimes, indeed, as-
sumed that the standard of civic vir-
tue is far higher in small rural-com-
munities, and doubtless this is true
as to some forms of vice. But, unfor-
tunately, rural life is not yet idyllic,
and, in fact, many evil tendencies are
at work in it which find their full de-
velopment in the large cities. There
is need in every town and hamlet of
an aroused sentiment in regard to
sociological reform. On & smaller
stage, and ‘under somewhat different
conditions, the same problems are
there pressing for solution, and are
met by the same cynical question 80
often asked in the great city, “Am I
my brother’s keeper?”’ The law of me-
chanics that a chain is only as strong
as its weakest link is also a law of
social and political life, and it is use-
less to expect a millennium in the city
while the country at large is indiffer-
ent to the need of a moral uplift.
The trouble is not -that the people of
the small town or village are uncon-
sciously on the side of evil, for they
are not, but that they frequently take
no steps to put themselves conscious-
ly on the side of goodness.

In othér words the same apathy
which is responsible for evil govern-
ment in the large cities is to be found
in the village and rural life of the
country. Little or nothing is dons
for the removal of untoward condi-
tions that tend to produce the village
hoodlum and idler, for the repression
of drunkenness or other allied forms
of vice, for the securing of better san-
jtation, or for the promotion of civie
pride and nobler ideals of citizenship.
In the village and rural community,
just as in the city, the good people
are often unorganized for the promo:
tion of the general welfare, and are
sometimes found working at cross<
purposes. Much has been done in re-
cent years to remedy this evil by the
organization of civic leagues, bub
much yet.remains to be done in bring=
ing home to each individual the re-
sponsibilities that rest upon him.
civic league will not of itself regen-
erate a community unless it has bhe-
hind it the united and organized con-
seience of the whole community. The
desire for political and moral better-
ment must be general. And when this
is the case throughout the whole coun-
try it will not be long hefore the mu-
nicipal problem of the greater cities
is solved.—N. Y. Tribune.

If civic life
our country it
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FREAKS OF NATURE.

A river of ink is formed in Algeria
by the union of two streams, the wa-
ter of one being impregnated witl
iron, and the other, which drains a
great swamp, with gallic acid. This
combination of iron and apld forms
a pure ink, says the New York Com-
mercial Advertiser. All the rivers of
Africa have several remarkable pecu}-
jarities. They seek the ocean that is
farthest from their = course. Their
course is always broken by falls and
their mouths are stopped by numer-
ous sand banks. :

In Siberia rivers flow over ice, old
and solid as rock. A tributary of the
Lena river has underneath the soil
which forms the bed &t the river, &
bed of pure ice over nine Ieet.thxc_k.
A freak of nature is the lost river mn
Ken/ ucky. It is known as the Budson
3 ause no one knows 1'.:] 05-
igri 1 it vanishes into a cave ‘eac-
:‘?:;' ::L one knows where. 1t flows
without a n")ple._and is of a pale blu-
ish color. sp,;akmg of color_the Chi-
nese believe thauv the Yellow River has
always been of its nr\cscnt hue, except
one day about 300u years agoi’ o
which occasion a great _man ;4”11 orn
and the water was clear 1" 7 z“’:l

A singing well is one of the' n:hur
curiosities of Texas. In fine wea. o
sound like that of an Aeolian h.TP
is given out by the well. At timen
the sound is clear; then it recedes, as
if far away, and then it reaches the
ear very faintly. These changes take
place every few minutes, and with
great regularity. With an east wind
blowing the water in the well gets low
and the mysterious musical sound is
faint. A strong west wind causes the
water to increase and the sound like-
wise and it also is much clearer.
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DON'T.

Don’t think because you have tak-
en many remedies in vain that your
case is incurable. You have not tak-
en Hood’s Sarsaparilla. It has cured
many seemingly hopeless cases of
scrofula, catarrh, rheumatism, kidney
complaing, dyspepsia and general de-
bility*—meny cases that may have
been no worse ghan yours. What this
great medicine has done for others ik
can do for you.
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—Torfd Rosebery’s wish that Gread
Britain might have a government com-
posed of such men as Mr. Carnegie
and Sir Thomas Lipton emphasizes
the ‘need of more business men in all
our legislatures. By training, the
business man is a man of action rath-
er than of talk and if, there were féw-
er politicians and more business men
in our parliaments there would
less speechmaking and Canada would
get better value for the millions exe
pended.—Maritime Merchant.

-D R-O-S-E




