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Notice to the Public

Powder cures Catarrh
stops eadache and relieves
1, J. Eagleson, Bridgetown, N. 8.
oS s SR

- M. OWEN,
RISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC,
in' Annspolis, opposite Garrison gate
~WILL BI YSHIs—
FIOB IN MIDDLETON,
{Over Roop’s Grocery Store.) :
rery Thursday.
|

ar Agent of the United States,
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.

able Fw;A;?E 'Ifxr? Ins. Co.’s. ‘flne e o o o
jOb * & & & 0

'Money to loan at five
Rte soourity. per cent on Real

BARRISTER,
JOTARY PUBLIC, Eto.

(RANDOLPH S BLOCK.)
ad of Quoen 8t., Bridgetown

L

puney to Loan on First-Olass
Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
ARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Prompu ;Mclnfmory atiention given

%o the collection of clalms, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,

BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

OFFICE:

‘Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N: 8.

. ITY! we an -

DR. F. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University lMaryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank,
Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

 Barrister, - -  Solicitor,

Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

Tames Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
. Granville streets, formerly ocoupied by Dr.

Primrose.  Dentistry in all its

Fred
branches carefully and promptly attended
4 to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
' and Tuesday of each week.
Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1301 25 of
W e b e S s

% B WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,

ROUND HILL, N. S

CABLE_ADDRESS: Established over :a

WALLFRUIT. London quarter of a century.

JOHN FOX & CO.

Auctioners and Fruit Brokers,

Spitaifield and Stratford Market,

LONDON, G. B.

&&r'We are in a position to guarantee highest
market return for all consigoments entrusted

Cash draft forwarded immediately

goodz are sold. Current prices and marked re-
ports forwarded with pleasure.

Nova Scotia Apples a speelalty.

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

Represented by Abram Young, Bridge-
town, who will give shippers any information
requir Au

2. 28th—6m

ESTABLISHED 1810.

W. HIEATT & SON,

Fruit Brokers,

Covent Gaeden Market, London.

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

REFERENCES:—-London and County Bank

London.
Bank of Nova Scotia, Kentville

J. E. LLOYD, Agent, - Bridgetown

NOTICE!

N\

We .;ikkegp in stock as formerly,
Cedar Shingles,
Lime, and
Sali

The subscribers also fatend to handle

©Ooal this season, both Hard and Soft
(best grades) which they will sell
right.

J. H. LONGMIRE & SON.
Bridgetown, June 11, 1901,

As T am an authorized a%ent of the Herﬁaroo;

Medical Company, of Montr the sal

Tablets and

Torpidity of the Liver,
, Constipation, Pai
enses, all im-

p-e—— i .

monitor = = =
ob Printing 5

whe Brick House belonging to the
e M B, F'Randolph, |

TO LET |J
|

Good Stock,

Meat Workmansbip,
Wp-to-Date Styles,
Prompt Execution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

D IR TSR (T R N SIS R

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Library Cards,

POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

#—

Finest Lines

Wedding
Statlonery.

— — e —

satisfaction Guaranteed.
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SAT.US POPULI SUPREMA LHX HEST.

3 RIDGETOWN, N. 8. -

EVERY DAY IS THE BEST DAY.

Some skies must be gloomy,
Some moments be sad,

But, everywhere, always,
Some soul may be glad;

For true is the saying
Proclaimed by the seer—

“Each day is the best day
Of somebody’s year.

Each day finds a hero,
Each day helps a saint,

Fach day brings to some one
A joy without taint;

Though it may not be my turn
Or yours that is near—

“Fach day is the best day

Ot somebody’s year.”

The calendar sparkles
With days that have brought
Some prize that was longed for
Some good that was sought;
High deeds happen daily
Wide truths grow more clear,
lach day is the best day
omebody’s year.”

No sun ever rises
But brings joy behind;
No sorrow in fetters
The whole earth can bind:
How selfish our fretting,
How narrow our fear—
«Rach day is the best day
0f somebody's yea

Select Literature,

’—Miss Maria's Fiftieth.

Miss Maria Keith was sitting at af-
ternoon tea on her piazza. llx:s.)l
ia (as the whole town calls her, in al-
fcctionate  familiarity dashed with
pride, for Miss Maria is a great per-
sonage in a little universit ﬂlU\\l})

serves aiternoon tea.

‘one I why we admire

o
has travelled and known the
at least the moderately great,
speaks two modern
her own, with extr
correctness as to grammar and a
fectly unconcerned frank English
cent, which, indeed, i
proud that it quite overquel
cism; and if any foreigner of
tion come: alway
him to ] No longer
young she has composure and
readiness of an. ac omplished woman
has always | admired. She
is tall and of magnilicent bearing, and
if her thick hair
only s to enhance
r complexion and r
g
beautiful dark eyes
th were when the college student
it up nights to write poet
about them, and her beautiful smile
tenderer now than it used to be. ss
Maria may be a little more imperious
but there is no kinder nor more gen-
erous woman living, and why shoulc
not like her own way, as the &
ing is, when her way in most ca:
such a thoroughfare of sense and V

Maria’s sister, Mrs. DeForest,
lives with her in Maria's hou
which is one of the show houses 1

Mi aria bel a
woman. The house fa the college
campus and is . the only one in the

That implies a yard of noble

yns, even for the west, wh

ovet space and cannot breathe too
» to our next-door neighbor. It is
a picturesque 1 with its ancient
.es and velvety turi and the tall hy-
° simulate perpetual
ks to a vigilant
reenhouse. The house 1s an
architect’s fantasa on the
theme of an Elizabethan
P r and timber house 1 in wood
paint. Instead of the contracted and
incommodious porch of the or nal
mansion a deep veranda rur half
around the hou expanding in front
and its floor of stained and waxed
pine is protected by a very rough
stone wall which “creeping plants
wreathe with lovely tints of en. /
hospitable - company of comfortable
airs and luxurious wi work rock-
s clustered about a shining tea table
equipage, cause more than one party
of students to pause as they :
s Maria sat at the head of the
table. On a chair near her lay
geous tangle of shifting
and gold and dull tinted g
was blazoning
f ately

of the university

wife of the dean of the medical s

They were both comely women.
Carroll had an air of distinction
while Mrs. Allison was litt] wnd grace-
ful and alw it colors.
Opposite, Mrs. De

view in a low chair nind a brilliant
hibiscus. Really five years younger
than her sister, she look

She did not resemble her sister. Miss

a had the mem of a queen, or
1ather the popular notion ol one, for
real queens otten are dumpy and some-
times stoop. Her noble ared
itself above her stately
magnificent line s “walked the god-
dess’; and it may be mentioyed that
the Chicago artist who made her
gowns und ood how to harmonize
her character and her presence. But
Mrs. Deko always wore widow’s
weeds, caring only to have them of
rigid neatness and comfortable to
wear. She was a thin woman, narrow
chested and.prone to slump tog
in sitting; and she never, Mrs
maintained, had enough whalebone in
her dress bodices. She had been pret-
ty in her youth, but now the hair be-
neath the widow’s cap had grown thin
though black as ever. Her face had
an habitual dull look and pallor and
was lined and hollow-cheeked; it look-
ed like a burned out . The eyes
were the beautiful K , but a
wholesome ir € in Miss
Maria’s ; syes were list-
less and sad.

In truth they had wept themselves
dim, since they saw Virginia DeForest
with her hushand and little son shot
dead at her feet. Every one knew the
story of the fight and it was usual
to drop the voice as one finished tel,-
ing the tale, as one said, ‘“When_the
rescuing party got up to them M
DeForest was loading and firing with
the men. They do say that she killed
an Indian herseli. Poor thing, she
has never recovered.”

The intense affection which she had
lavished on her dead she transferred
to her only sister. Her fortune was
equal to Maria’s, and what she did
not spend on charities she loved to
squander on Maria’s fancies. Half the
rare old etchings that were Miss Mar-
ia’s delight Mrs. DeForest had bought
to surprise her. She insisted upon
taking all the drudgery of housekeep-
ing, albeit Maria really enjoyed the
care of a house. She detested gayety,
yet she encouraged every little enter-
prise in entertaining that occurred to
Maria. Only that afternoon, on their
way to the house, Mrs. Allison had

said to Mrs. Carroll,
obliterates herself for Maria.”

The answer of Mrs. Carroll surprised
her. It was: “‘She thinks she does
but I wonder if Miss Keith does not
pay for it in some way.”

‘Therein Mrs. Carroll showed her dis-

w Jecernment. Happy and united as they

scemed (and on the whole were) there
vas a tiny cloud between the sisters.
They never alluded to it. The widow
often wondered drearily whether she
could have prevented it; sometimes
she grew hopeful and thought it was
rot there, And to do Miss Maria jus-
tice she blamed herself for it and hid
it out of sight. But during the past
three months circumstances had deep-
cued this mere shadow of tacit es-
trangement. Was it circumstance that
played the evil angel with the
firebrand or was it gossip? Mrs. Car-
roll and Mrs. Allison could not help
wondering; neither could they help be-
ing observant of each slightest action
of the sisters. There seemed nothing
but a peaceful domestic scene to study
as Miss Maria poured the tea in her
Sevres cups of the Louis Philippe per-
jod and used the massive silver urn
that had come to her from old Gen-
eral Keith. They were drinking tea
dried on rose leaves, and before them
smoked the English muffins that Miss
Maria invaluable Janet, and no
other in 'the kitchens of the whole
fry to perfection, and
gooseberry jam and plum
h short bread.

“It’s all just as nice and indigest-
as it can be,”’ says Miss Maria

iubilantly, “do eat a lot!”

“But what do you suppose it will
do to us?”’ laughs Mrs. Carroll.

“Nothing,” says Miss Maria, firmly;
“an occasional spree like this doesn’t
hurt; take a muffin, see how hot they
are and the butter just sozzling round.
I wish I dare offer onec to those stu-
dents going by.”

Mrs. DeForset who had been compos-
cdly hemming dish-towels; her work in
leisure hours was always of the useful
type, and her one bit of fancy work
was crotcheting wash-rags—looked up
end glanced at the little group of men
approaching. The men were all rather
shabbily clad, evidently belonging to
the poorer class of students. As they
trooped by another young fellow
came round the corner. He was of an-
other type, which was visible as much
in his manner and carriage, as in his
neat . suit and silk shirt. He
lifted & smart straw hat, with the uni-
versity gold and crimson about its
crown and smiled frankly as he bowed.

would have seen that all
four :n eyed him with carefully
1 eagern v -
the interest was purely a vivid
it had a
character of pain. DeForest re-
turned the coldest recognition to his
greeting. Miss Maria smiled and made
the first half of a gesture of invitation
but dropped her extended arm, shut-
ting the f nger of beckoning in
with the oth on to the palm of her
hand, and cast a swift glance that
was almost of entreaty toward Mrs.
DeForest’s perturbed face. The young
man did not halt. He went'down the
street with a swinging, elastic gait,
as handsome and gallant a young fig-
ure as any mother could covet for her
own.

“I think that young Armstrong boy
is the handsomest one I have seen in
an age.”” Mrs. Carroll dropped the re-

i “Did you ever
y are real blue
e, and he is so graceful

I like to watch him.”
“Do you think him handsome Mar-
» asked Mrs. DeForest. Common-
was the question a kind of
sat of excitement crumpled the
muscles about her mouth and leaped
out of her black eyes; both the other

women saw it.

But Miss Maria was making fresh

>k up as she an-

1 think he is

a good boy too.’

hing ugly in the hush

after Mis spee one felt the

eléctric throbbing of ion, though

the was so peaceful—nothing to

hear at all and nothing to see except

one frail woman whose face had gone
quite white, sewing swiftly.

“Do you like grasscloth for towels

- linen?”’ asked Mrs. Carroll desper-

witching the nversation into
\ safe channel. “I was told yesterday
that flour bags make the most excel-
lent towels.”

“No flour bags in my birthday pres-

” interposed Miss Maria;

*“‘those s are tor my birthday, a
dozen of them. I told Vinnie 1 want-
ed a fifferent present for my fiftieth
birthday than she had ever given me,
something unique and domestic and
useful; and since then I've seen her at
work on the By-the-way the
birthday comes month. You re-
member I promised a party, and a
I am going to have. It will be

just before Commencement and every
one will be here and I am going to
have a very pretty oarty. I have al-
ways held that there ought to be a
time when a woman should definitely
announce herself as no longer young
and fifty ms, a natural milestone.
After fifty I #hall change my style of
old lady clothes are now

making. They will be like the ones I
wear now only a little graver and a
and—I shall wear caps.”

vied Mrs. Allison. “Good

“Certainly,” said Miss Maria, ‘“‘caps
are very becoming to me as well as
suitable to my declining years. Oh, I
assure you I don’t intend to make a
rump of myself.”

“But caps,” protested Mrs. Allison
feebly. ‘1 can’t think of your pretty
hair in caps. Mysie’’ (Mysie was Mrs.
Allison’s marr daughter who had
lived much in &ngland and had what
the people in Wiatioc called notions)
“Mysie is crazy. to have me put on
caps, but I tell her when my hair goes
1 shall scud under bare poles. You

apologetically—‘Doctor hates

ee me in them; he knows I am

ting on in years, but he hates to

confess it. And as for you, Maria, if
you had a husband—"

“But as I haven’t a husband,” said
Miss Maria composedly, ‘‘at least I
can have caps.” She reached for the
plate of cake and began to press it
upon her company.

“lt is a real English plum cake,”
said she, “whether that is to their
credit or not. The recipe was given
by an English lady to a Southern
friend of mine who gave it to me.”
She sent a glance over the mounds of
speckled yellow, at Mrs. DeFerest who
was sewing rapidly. Miss Maria drew
an imperceptible sigh. ‘‘That cake has
associations for me,” said she. ‘‘The
first time I ate it was on my friend’s
plantation and I was sitting on the
veranda. She had just brought out a
plate of cake smoking from the oven
and I had a piece in my hand when
1 was aware of a bare-footed little
creature, pattering over the g’rnvel up
to me. ‘Please give me some,’” the boy
said. He was dirty and ragged, yet
he looked somehow, like a child that
was not always cii;ty and r s
and he had taken his dusty black
felt hat when he: spoke. He
n;:;r h:\;e bebe;n mot»i tha:i ten ye
old, bu a huge ’possum
a lank .dog,fﬁ ’possum trailing

¥ ,._ MARCH 12, 1902.

ms wnst and the dog at his neels.
‘1 got suthin’ to swap tur it’ said he,
‘and | like tur to git more truck—aigs
and meat and cormmeal, pleas¢—its o
terrible good, iat ‘possum.’

1 asked how he got the 'possum;
he said he had lent hus dog to a dar-
Ky the might beiore and tne 'possum
was the rent. He and his motner had
come 1nto the counuy mm & movers
wagon, one of those cloth-covered
things that we used to call prairie
schooners out west. They had worked
their way south; his father had been
killed in a ftight with a ‘mean man,’
and after that his mother and he had
travelled on alone; but she fell ill with
typhoid fever—of course, he didn't
know it, but that is what it was—
and they were obliged to halt. There
they were in a miserable cotton pick-
er's house on the outskirts of the
plantation, so leaky ‘and dismantled
that it had been deserted, the woman
sick in bed—or what they called a
bed—and her only nurse and provider
that ten year old child, ¥Yet he told
me that when he went out and got
some eggs and some milk in a bottle
she would not take them because she
knew "he had taken them. It was pit-
iful to hear him tell the story. ‘She
didn’t eat nary; we had corn bread
and a little bit of po’k, but she cudn’t
swaller,” he said in his dreary, sweet-
voiced southern drawl, ‘so 1 hooked
the aigs and the milk; I milked a
cow~l didn’t milk mo'n a pint—jest
inter a bottle; but maw, she sayd:
‘Ambrose you take them thar things
back, and you steal ary nother thing,
I’'ll bust you’ -haid, I will.” Maw is
dretful good an’ hones’ so then I did
not know what to do, an’ I put it up
mebbe I cud swap 'possums fur truck
an’ I seed that thar cake, an’ maw,
she did use ter love cake, an’—an’
mebbe ’t wud make her well agin if
she'd eat.’” His voice trembled and I
could sce the muscles of his little
thin throat quiver. Well, I called
Lydia and the end was we took some
brandy and broth'and milk and went
back with the boy. There was an old
darky nurse on my friend’s place, a
kind old soul who lived'alone in a
comfortable cottage and we moved

the poor woman to her cabin. That

night I stayed with her. The boy was
in a little bed in the same room.
Toward morning I could see that the
poor woman was sinking, but we rub-
bed her with brandy and gave her
brandy to swallow, and did what we
could. She did not seem to recognize
us. Once only she spoke; she said:
‘Ambrose, make a fire honey, and &
moment later, because we bad put
warm flannel on her she fancied the
fire was made. ‘That’s a good boy,
you was alwus a good boy, souny;
when I git better—' but she didn’t fin-
ish the sentence; she smiled and turn-
ed her head; and when we looked at
her again she was gone.

“Mrs. Carroll you are not eating
anything.”

“] think I forgot myself in the
story,” said Mrs. Carroll. ‘‘Please do
go on, Miss Keith; what did the boy
do?”’

aiss Maria glanced at Mrs. Dekor-
¢st, Who bad wot once raised her eyes
1ol We wowes; 1 uk)llt‘ul‘l.‘u 0o ars.
Larroll that sne drew the thread 1o

““ine buy! repesiea  Auss  Alaria.
1 feit SO sOrry lor im; h¢ wuas 80
tond ot his moiher—so unusually 1ond,
mmdeed not willing Lo go to sieep lest
she shouid want nim, and SO auxious
about her. 1 thought 1 would not
tell him uutil mormng; 1t is so much
narder to sutier at mght. But he
waked up, and 1 saw him sitting up in
bed and beckoning to me. He pulled
me down. ‘How’s maw?’ he whisper-
ed. ‘She is better, Ambrose,’ 1 said
‘Has she took her milk?’ he said star-
ing at me, with an anxious look that
I found it hard to meet. 'l gave her
the milk Ambrose.’ ‘When?’ said he.
‘Some time ago.’ He let his lit-
tle_arms drop and gripped his poor
liftle narrow chest with both his
claw-like hands. Something seemed to
choke him before he could speak. ‘Is
maw dead?” he whispered—such a whis-
per! Such pitiful eyes staring out of
his starved little face! I-I couldn’t
tell him,” said Miss Maria, catching
her voice for a second. ‘I took him
in my arms and I believe I very near-
ly cried over him.”

“But he pushed me away to run to
his mother, and all the grief, child as
he was, he had stifled lest it should
disturb her, broke forth with a frantic
violence—I didn’t dream a child could
suffer so. He fell down on the floor
and clung to my dress. ‘Oh, my good

he shrieked, ‘ain’t there a
way of raising the dead? There was a
man—don’t you know—maw told me
about it—and he had two sisters and
they got him raised from the dead.
Tle was a good man, but maw was a
good woman—oh, she was, she was!
“nd then with tears and sobs, he
poured out the story of their hard-
ships; it was & cruel story, such as
makes one wonder why +hey can be
permitted. It seemed to me that dead
woman was a martyr; she had worked
until she fell and died. only thinking
of her child; and to the hideous end
never giving up her simple code of
principles. That woman had a sweet
and heroic soul no matter how squal-
id her surroundings!”

“Yes, she had,” said Mrs. DeForest.

The red rushed into Miss Maria’s
cheeks; she flashed a glance at her sis-
ter full of emotion, but beyond thé
others’ deciphering.

“what did you do with the boy?”
usked Mrs. Allson.

“*We found a home with a good far-
mer in the vicinrty for hun when he
got well, but he was ul with the tever
a long uime. He grieved so lor s
mother, it nearly killed him. i
member one mght—we had moved hum
to the house, and he had the room
next to mine—l heard him moving
about and went in to him, and will
you believe that poor little creature
had crawled about and was trying to
dress himself. °‘Oh,, my heart, my
heart feels jest like it got to jump
out, it hurts so,’” he wailed, clutching
at himself. ‘Let me go, lady, please
Jet me go! Oh, I jest got to go back
to the house in the woods and build
a fire and hang maw’s dresses round,
and maybe I won't fil so lonely!
Ohb, I did try to take care of her, 1
did, I did! But 1 was so little aqd g ¢
didn’t know, and I stole them things
and made her feel bad, and she sayd:
‘Ambrose, if you ev’ do hook
thing again, I'll bust yer haid!’
my dear maw, she nev’ did speak to
me agin!’ He repeated the words .Wlth
the most heart-breaking intonation—
such singular words to treasure; yet
he was right. The roughness did not
mean anything. I told him the last
words she said, which seemed to com-
fort him; and I took him in my arms
and soothed him to sleep. Just be-
fore he went to sleep he patted my
cheek and said ‘You’ face feels like
maw’s. Will you let me be your lit-
tle boy?” And I said yes.”

Mrs. Carroll and Mrs. Allison were
both wiping their eyes; Mrs. 'DeForeot
sat dry-eyed, but with a strained look
of excitement in the face. She began

peak when Miss Maria hesitated.
‘well hear the rest of
“My sister took
the

ive, manly and affectionate boy. 1
did not see himi, so 1 cannot speak ex-
cept from other peoples opinions.
Maria became very much attached to
bhim; she—""Mr Veborest swallowed
and set her lips more firmiy—'‘she
wanted to adopt him. 1 was not
willing. I suppose I have too much
family pride, tor one thing. I-I sup-
pose 1 was jealous of anything com-
ing between Maria and me, for anoth-
er. 1 did not realize how much she
gave up when she finally consented to
let the child go. 1 sometimes wish 1
had acted difierently.”

“I am sure you acted for the best
said Mrs. Allison, rising. ‘“‘But, Miss
Maria, while 1 am listening to you I
foeget” all about Dr. Allison waiting
for me.”’

This openéd a path of escape for
Mrs. Carroll, who was nots slow to
avail herself of it.

The two visitors went de
with a polite bustle of che
Lut they sighed with relief when they
were once past the cor. er.

“I feel as.if I had just escaped out
of the heart of a thunder-cloud,”
ed Mrs. Carroll. “Why do you sup-
pose she told us that story?”

Mrs. Allison had daring flights of
imagination occasionally; she had one
now. ‘““I suppose really,” she ven-
tured, “Miss Keith was letting us see
the disappoiciment of her life. Well,
Vinnie is responsible for it; it is as if
she were to say ‘You spoilt my chance
of happiness, I gave it up for you;
now I have another chance, mal
amendg by giving up to me now g

“What do you mean?”’ enquired M
Carroll, not quite sincerely.

. u know what I mean; the town
is talking about the attentions of that
young Rufus rmstrong to Maria

th. He goes to see her two or
¢, and when Mr

ing up
almost every night in the week.
you must know the talk about i

“It is nonsensical talk is thirty
years older than he.”

““That is what I said to the Doctor,
but he said there never was any guess-
ing what vagaries -an old maid might
have, and that Armstrong was ju
the handsome, soft-mamnered kind of
chap that women can’t resist.”

“If Miss Keith can’t resist him I
should think the young fellow could
steel his heart against a woman thir-
ty years older than he is.”

“He is and she is rich,
and she ery handsome wo-
man; don’t you remember that French
woman—Lenke or something like
that—whe was a raving beauty at
E odd.”

Iu to think it possible,” said

Carroll, not trying to enlighten

garding nion de L’-

sed to fancy that sudden-

v. semed too late, Miss

Keith had found that she could love

a man; and it seemed a pathctic and

miserable thing to me, at her age,

with her honorable position and her

ister bound up in her. Today I am
sure it all stuff.”

“I wish 1 could think so too,” sig
ed Mrs. Allison. “I'm sure I'm ready
enough to be convinced. How do you
make it out?

“Well, you heard her talking about
her fiftieth birthday; you can’t per-
suade me that a woman about to
make a fool of herself by marrying a
man thirty years younger than she is,
is going to flaunt her age in the face
of the world. Caps too! Why, it's
stuffi and nonsense!”

“But I almost know that Vinnie is
dreading it. Didn’t you notice how
she looked?

“M DeForest is so jealous of her
sister she is capable of cooking up
anything in her mind.

“Well, I hope you are right,” Mrs.
Alfison reiterated. ‘It is dreadful to
think such things, but Doctor says all
the men at the whist club believe it.”

While Miss Maria was thus discu
ed the subject of the disc
alone with her sister

Virginia was bitterly conning the
emotions of the last month. When did
the monstrous thought enter her head
that her sister could so forget her
dignity—"‘her honor,” . Virgima pas-
sionately called it, forgetting that
marriage is always presumably an
honorable estate—as to think of mar-
rying that boy? Who was the first to
suggest the poisonous suspicion! And
why had Maria told that story today?
Much of it was new to her. She had
been so hard in her pride, in every
fibre of her heart by the bare suppo-
sition of Maria’s letter that, impul-
sively, she had taken the next train
south, and offered her sister the im-
movable option of either giving up the
“littie cracker vagrant’’ or her.
sisters had one miserable i
in which Virginia’s hot
poured out lave-like repeoaches and
taunts, burning more cruelly than she
knew, and then she had fled back to
the d i ‘e-inn of the place, to
the dismay Maria’s southern friend
who almost wept at such perveision
of her hospitality. Tfen the next day
came Maria’s submission, But not un-
til the boy was gone had she relented
enough to set foot within the same
house with her sister. When they did
meet it was as if nothing had hap-
pened, and ulously nia tried
1o cover her sister’s disappointment
with every material pleasure she was
able to invent.

“I gaye up my whole life to her,”
was the younger sister's stormy c¢
to her own soul; “I never denied her
but that one thing in life, and yet
she has never forgiven me. 1 never
see her look =t a child that I don’t
feel she is resenting my depriving her
of that happiness.”

Did she want her to make amends for
opposing her ten years ago by not

Then there came the same thought
that had occurred to Mrs. Allison.
opposing her now?

But that was so different she ar-
gued; that had not been wicked and
degrading.

Maria’s little story had curiously
softened her heart towards the boy.
Ii he had come to them she might
have grown to love him; they might
both have been happy in him.

Were he with them now there could
be no question of this other awful
thing. And then, as one rends a veil
she rose up trembling at a flash of
thought. .

“Maria,”’ she said, “how old is Mr.
Armstrong?”’

Maria rose too. Attempting to
steady herself by the table, somehow
she brushed one of the precious cups
to the floor; she did not even look at
it.

“He is twenty years old,”” she said,
pale as Virginia.

“And what is his full name?”

“His name is Philip Ambrose Arm-
strong,” said MissWMaria.

Hardly knowing what she did Mrs.
DeForest dropped into a chair and
cevered her face with a dish-towel—
that being the only screen at hand.

Maria approached - her timidly; ex-
cept for her own tempestuous emotion
Virginia must have marveled at her
proud sister’s manner.

“T meant to tell you, T truly did.”
she said. “T meant to tell vou before
my next birthday: that is why I be-
gan the story—partly why—for I want

o

A

ed the others should know too, but 1
padn t the couvage 1o umsh belore
them.”’ She touched Virguua s shouis
der softly. ‘'indeed 1 nave lelt re
morse at deceiving you all these years
put 1 Badn't the courage Lo mawke &
breach between us. Feople suppose 1
am so leariess—that 1s all they know
about it—l am a coward where 1 love
peopie. 1 was a coward with you; i
coutdn’t bear to hurt you aiter you
had been hurt so dreadiully, And 1
could not give mm up. Vinnle, dear,
consider how I nursed him through
that fever. The doctor said I saved
his life. I gave him his life, Vinnie
what could his mother do more?”

The blood dyed her face and throat
but she spoke resolutely. “Vinnie
don’t think it impossible, after that
month I was fighting for his life and

couldn’t bear to have me out of
sight, I felt as if I were his moth-

r. 1 had a dream once—I don’t be-
lieve in dreams, but this one has

me ever since. His mother

med to be telling me such a sad

story of her life, and I was crying

it, and then she gave me the

‘Make his life happy,” she said.

So I could not give him up. But I

ed you. I pretended to send him

I have always seen him every

I have written to him every

Whatever he wanted I loved to

get and send him. Up-stairs in a lit-

tle box I have all the letters he has

written me, from the scrawly little

ones just after I left him to last year.

I had to stoop to mean -devices to

this from you, and it made

miserable. Try to forgive me

She leaned over her; she

would have kissed her if they had been
a little further out of view.

Mrs. DeForest gently pushed her
away. “Please don’t talk to me,’
she said. “l do forgive you, but—I
am dizzy

She walked off into the house, up-

airs to her own room.

hat evening at dinner a little note
lay on Maria’s plate:

“I do forgive you; please forgive
me. By-and-by I will talk to you of
it. )(_ur loving sister, Vinnie.”

Maria read the contents of the note.
“Thank you,” she said to Mrs. De-
Forest who had just entered. ‘I hope
youx headache is better dear.”’

Thus do we make believe to hood-
wink our servants. But Elizabeth

, who had been Miss Maria’s

”11 for twelve years, smiled to her-
seil.

(IL is all gone,” said Mrs. DeFor-
est.

She made no further reference to the

tion then or during the week

. Allison almost fell off her

that same evening, be-

ng Mrs. DeForest and young Arm-
strong driving together.

“I don’t see anything remarkable in
that,” said Dr. Allison. ‘Vinnie has

ccumbed to Maria, that’s all. But
it is an awiul “pity. The strangest
thing is that he seems such a nice,
manly fellow. But he is in poor bus-

poor business.”’

or the next week rumor busied it-
self about equally with Miss Maria’s
birthday party and Miss Maria's pos-
sible marriage. It was related that

es far and wide had been

the function; the lawn

to have lanterns and tents and
great’ hall the family Bible,

1 on a stand and surrounded by
s was to proclaim to the world
t of Maria Keith on that par-

- day to have a golden irthday.
were half a dozen varying tales
s _Mm:ia's costume; it was black

) it was mauve satin, it was
white satin. The only point of agree-
ment was the cap. One wild legend
declared that Miss Maria was going
to be married. She had consented to
marry young Armstrong, and she
would defy public sentiment by thus
obtaining a large audience under false
pretenses to her bridal. Mrs. Carroll,
who pronounced this the most impu-
dent nonsense, could find no ground
except the fact that all the clergymen
of the town were invited to the cere-
mon Miss Maria had soon stated
positively that no presents were to be
accepted, but one or two old friends
ventured to send gifts.

Mrs. DeForest had the unanimous
pity of the towm, and came nearer
popularity there than she had ever
done before. She made most of the
arrangements in person, and it was
frequently remarked that she looked
careworn and perturbed.

In spite of the criticiym not an in-
vited guest was absent the eventful
night, as the local people styled it.
The lawn, with its myriads of bril-
liant lights was a fairy scene. In the

ide hallway, near the light stand—

truly enough, embowered in

s, the family Bible lay open—
stood Maria in ‘the softest of
silver gray and diamonds, with a cap
trimmed with pink ribbons that made
her look ten years younger, and gave
a new, soft prettiness to her hand-
come face. Tt was she who received
the gu i M DeForest had disap-
cared: o -
= The band discoursed music hat
gested love and @ marriage, Sii
tuey played the *‘Lohengrin March.
While they were playing Miss Maria
lett her post in the hall. At first this
did not attract attention, but present-
ly, who knows how, disquieting whis-
pers passed from mouth to mouth,
and th: guests left the marquees,
where the punch-bowls—full of lemon-
ade and claret and champagne-cup—
had either cheered or scandalized them
according to their principles, and si-
lently gradually they filled the spa-
cious rooms. Somehow the impression
filtered through the air that the prin-
cipal parties were in a small room
used as Miss Maria’s own study. And
the whispers grew louder, repeating
that Armstrong was not visible

“Never mind,” said Dr. Allison, “we
will see them all soon; there comes
the minister.”

At this moment Miss Maria was
standing in the study, looking puz-
sed. She had a card in her hand
which sald simply:

“Dear Sister: Come into the study a
moment. I have a domestic present
for you. ¥

She was alone when she began to.
read, but before she finished Mrs. De-

Ty
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rotest came in, and beund her Am-
bAUBe Allslrong.

“1hie 18 ine present sister,” sbe
sald. 'l wanted 1o see him s nlue
vetore 1 dewviged. 1 am  sausued.' Wwe
wil adopt bum togetucr as our nepi-
oW, withh our name. Shall we not in-

woduce Mr. Phiup Ambrose heith 10,

cur iriends?”’
sara had ever stood, and looked al-

most handsoms with the red Spot in

her chezg and her shining e)ye€s, “for
sh¢ who made the cool hiue presenta-
uon speech.

The tears rushed to Miss Maria’s
eyes. but she could not speak, for
#rs. Delorest was holding wide -the
door. it was she who waiked: first,

“For many years,” she said, stand-
ing as erect and haughty, s Miss
for a little boy whose life she saved,
as some of you may know' —she
glanced toward Mrs. Carroll and Mrs.
Allison, and Mrs. Carroll gravely bent
her head. ‘“We have grown more and
more nterested in him, and have de-
cided to adopt him as our nephew. 1
do not know that there will be any
better opportunity to bespeak our
iriends’ kind welcome than today,
when my sister celebrates what she is
pleased to call her golden birthday.
1 hope wéwgnay renew our youth in
his. My frieits, ] am glad to intro-
duce to you our m w,' Mr. Philip
Ambrose Armstrong Keit

“Sold!” muttered Dr. Allison. But
he was the first to take the blushing
young feliow by the hand, and he
made a most graceful congratulatory
at the heartiness, the actual affection
speech. Miss Maria wondered a little
of the congratulations that were show-
ered upon her; she supposed, happily,
that they were because of Ambrose’s
talents and goodness, ~which even
strangers perceived; she never dreamed
in her innocence, that the eager ones
were equally remorseful and reheved.
If Mrs. DeForest’s slightly cynical
smile meant any other opinion che
kept it to herself. Once Miss Maria
found a moment apart with her.

“T called it my gold’n birthday for
fun,” she said, “but you have made
it so in reality.”

And in the grateful glance she gave
her the last of the cloud was swept
away for ever. >
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AL¥OST LOST

Jut Saved Throuzh a Letter froman o'd Ac-
ance.

To the Editor ol the Monitor:—

I feel it a duty to let the public
know through your paper what a
close call 1 had and how 1 escaped.
I was engaged as brakesman on the
C. P. R., and contracted rheumatism,
which soon became chronic. I became
unfitted for work, and finally was un-
able to walk, in which condition I
was when a letter from a friend in
Winnipeg toln me of Dr. Clarke's won-
derful Little Red Pills, and how they
had cured several of his acquaintan-
ces. 1 resolved to try them and it
was only after taking si
I began to improv I am now,
pleased to say, as well as ever, and
back at my old occupation. I believe
I would have died had it not heen for
this marvellous medicine.—A. F. Wood
C. P. R., Montreal.

Thos. F. Gallwan, Marbank, Ont.,
says: Your pills are giving good re-
sults. My case is one of exzema of 17
years standing.

F. H. Yaets, Marlbank, Ont., says:
I have had stomach trouble for over
two years, and tried different reme-
dies. - Three boxes of Dr. Clarke’s Lit-
tle Red Pills did me more good than
anything I ever tried.

Peter D. McFadven, Riverdale, P. E.
I.. writes: 1 have used your pills for
stomach trouble and found them a
wonder. Your catarrh cure is also a
verfect cure.

Dr. Clarke’s Little Red Pills- are a
certain aure for rheumatism, asthma,
paralysis, eczema. coughs, backache,
indigestion, stomach and liver trou-
bles, female complaints, even when the
diseases hava been standing for many
vears. Price 50 cents per box. For
sale everywhere. The Canada Chem-
ical Companv. Peterboro, Ont., will
forfeit 810 for any case that these pills
¢o not help.

Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Catarrh,
snd Dr, Clarke’s Sure Cure for Ee-
zema. same price, 810 will be paid
tor any case they will not cure.

MORMONS INVADE DENMARK.

Copenhagen, Feb. 19—The Mormons

are making strong efforts to gain a
permanent foothold in Denmark

is notorious that this little. ¢

has furnished a large quota

grants for Utah, where

thousands of Danish Mor

ly five hundred go from

and the  Mormo

seem Lo have dg

an .exception P field o
erations, and there are now ove
hundred” Mormon missionaries in this
countfy under the supervision of a
Superintendent at Copenhagen. They
ave a newspaper organ in this city,
distribute thousands of tracts and
books and have purchased a piece of
property in the best part of the city
where they will build a Mormon tem-
ple. Money for the purpose is being
collected in the United States.

The publisher of the best Farmers’
paper in the Maritime Provinces im
writing to us states:

I would say that I do not know of
amedicine that has stood the test of
time like Minard’s Liniment. It has
been an unfailing remedy in our house
ever singe I can remember, and has
outlived dozens of would-be compet-
itors and imitations,

e et

—A nap aiter dinner is worth two
howrs of sleep in the morming to the
mother. Mothers, more than most
people, wear.out if they are not re
paired, and it is the duty of the fam~
ily to see that repairs go on before
the dear temement falters. So many
people paint the house and have the
rooms cleaned and repapered and the
furniture retouched, who never think
of repairing the mother. Think of it,
to let a mother wear out for want of
a little repair.

A GOOD CORN REMOVER.

A marvel of efficacy, of cheapness,
and of promptitude, is contained in a
bottle of that famous remedy, Pute
nam’s Painless Corn Extractor. It
goes right to the root of the trouble
there acts quickly but so painlessly
that nothing is known of its operation
until the corn is "shelled. Beware of
substitutes offered for Putnam’s Pain
less Corn Extractor—safe, sure a

druggists. « "
£ e R S

The total population of Newio
land is 220,249 of which Newiou
and proper has 216,615 and Labx

3,53¢.
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