VOL. 30

WEDNESDAY. FEBRUARY 25 1903.

NO. 48

J.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR.

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Offiyc in Annapolis, opposite Garrison gite
—WILL BE AT HI8—
OFFIOB IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Pvery Thursday.

O nsular Adgent of tl_n—Unitad Siates
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan at five per cent on Rea)
Estate security.

(0 T DANIELs
BARRISTER, :
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

Hat of Queen 8t., Bridgetow:

Money to Loan on First-Ola-s
Resal Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
Barrister, &c.
Real Estate Agent, etoc.
SHA¥NER BUILDING,
BRIDGETOWN, N S

Prompt anu sasisfactory sttenticn giver
0 the collection of olaims, and all othe:
professional hueineas

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. F. S. HNDERSON.

Graduate of the University Marylana.

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

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Jrapville streets, formerly-occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose Dentistry in all its
oranches carefully and promptly sttended
to. Office days at Bridgetown. Monday
«nd Tuesday of each week i

Bridgetown, Sept. 28rd. 1891

- J. B. WHITMAN.
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Land
ROUND HILL

WH. A. WiRSHILL & (0

Carpenters and Builders.

(18 years experience.) |

i |

Doors, Sashes Mouldings, Building |
Material and Finish of all kinds.

Screen Windows and Doors a specialty.

N

Prompt Amnti—o-n ;iven to Jobbing.

Plans and Estimates Furnished.
Your patronage solicited.

Box 289. BRIDGETOWN, N.S.

0
rinting .

¢ ¢ ¢ O

Good Stock,
Meat Workmanship,

Tp=to=Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to [Patrons.

UNION BAMA 60" MALIFAX
- $1,705.900
1,205,900 |
775,000

vapital Authorized,
Capital Paid-up, -
Rest, - - “

DIRECTORS:
W ROBERTSON, WM. ROCHE,

(¢ Print «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS, ‘
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

Pre~ident. Vice-President
C. C. BLACKADAR. E. G. SMITH.
Geo. MircHgLL, M.P.P. E. JoNES.
GEORGE STAIRS, ESQ.

‘Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.
E. L. THORNE, General Mapager,
€. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited

Bills of Exchange honght and sold,

Highest rate aliowed for money on
special deposit.

Savings Bal;k—llepartmem.

Interest at the rate of 34 per cent added hal
yearly, Jasuary 31st and July 31st.

BRANCHES

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

Arichai, C.B.--L. W. Ly« Acting Mgr.

Baddeck, ¢ B —R. W. Eilior, Manager.

Barringion Passage—C. Robertson, n

Bar River, N 8 —L A Do ge,

Berwick, N S.— H E. Mosher, "

Rridgerown, N. 8. —J D Leavitr, »

Broad Cove Mines, C. B.—F. G. D. Cam-
eron, ac:ing manager.

Clarke’s Harbor, N.
mADnsger.

Dartmouth, N. 8 —-J. P. L
wansger.

Pigby, N 8 —J. E Ailen, manager.

Glace Bay, N 8 —] W Ryan, manager

Graaviile Ferry, N &, -W L Wnghi,
acting mansger

Halifsx, N 8§ =W C. Harvey, manager.

Keniville, N 8.—F 0. R berison, Mgr.

Lawrencetown, N. 8. -F. G. Palirey,
manager.

Liverpool, N.S.—E R Mulh«ll, manager.

Mabou, B.—R. -8 Gates, acting
manager.

Mitdieton, N 8.=~P A. Curry, manager.

N-w Glasgow, N. 8.- R. C. Wright,
mensger.

North Sydney. C.
maneger.

Parrshoro, N. 8. —E. R Reid, mavager.

Port-of Spain, Trividad—A. D. McRae,
T

8.-0. K  Bogg,

Stewart,

B.—C. W. Frazee,

rangger.
Sherbrooke, N. § —C. E. Jubien, acting
manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—J. A. Irving, manager.
Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubico, manager.
Sydoey Mines, C. B.—R. Creighton, Mur.
Traro, N 8.—C. A. Armstrong, mspuger
Windsor, N. 8.—C. A ‘Gruy, e
Wolfville, N. 8 —A F Little, "
Yarmouth, N 8§ -N R Burrows

CORRESPONDENTS.—

Loncon and Wes minater Bark, Looden,
Boplavd ; Bank of Toronto apd Branches
Upper Canada National Bspk of Com,
mereé, New York; Merchants” National
Bank, Roston ; Roysl Bunk of Canada, 8t.

hn, N B.; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
&n'ﬁ. Ndid. :
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“The

is prepared by a special process,
both the stimulating and

Bouvril

In sosth America and Australia pasture is abundant and
oxen of the finest quality areplentiful. Bovril is prepared from
these oxen and the supply is so considerable as to enable the
manufacturers to use the best materials at a nominal cost. It
which ensures the retention of

nourishing propertics of the beef,
thereby differing from ordinary meatextractsor beef tea, which
merely stimulate without nourishing.

_ Nowurishes

and
Strengthens
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Poetry. -

RECOMPENSE.

(‘The Pilot,” London.)
What shall we have who toiled all
night through tempest,
At nets let down in vamn or laboring
oar?
Yonder the morn breaks, and, beyond
the breaking,
A Watcher and a welcome on the shore!
What shall we have whose little hoard
of twilight
Came nearest to the light of others’
9
God gave to all the blue dome of His
building— £
Only earth’s clouds between were some-
times grey.

What shall we have who missed life’s
loveliest meanings—

Who bore the burden' of the incomplet
There is a wider room for our proba-

tion,

And we shall know our missed things
when we meet!
What shall we have on whom Time
laid for guerdon

pricking brier and the grieving
thorn? 4
How many an earthly trail of piercing
shadow
Hedged up in bud a heavenly rose un-
born!

shall we have whose ghostly
galleons foundered,
No man may know in what unfathom-
ed seas
All scas give up
their keeping:
Even our ships.of
these!

What

the dead things in

dream? Yea even

Seloct Literature.

AN INTERESTING STORY.

A WOMAN LIVES IN CHICAGO 2
*YEARS WITHOUT GOING DOWN
TOWN.

Fate plays strange tricks with men
and women sometimes. In the
Mrs. Clara L. Carter, a lonely Chicago
widow, 1t has, apparently, delighted 1n
working odd pranks ot the extremest
order, says a Uhicago exchange. &
Born Multy-four years ago, within a
few miles of Chicago, for twenty years
a resident of the city, she had never,
unal journeying from the Chicago vi-
cinity to far New Brunswick and back
again, single, married and widowed,
she had never, until last Wednesday,
been down town.

She had never, until last Wednesday,
entered a theatre or seen a pla)

She had never, until last Wednesday,
caught sight of an automobile or en-
joyed more than a fleeting glimpse of a
wild animal :

She had never, until last Wednesday,
ordered and eaten a restaurant meal.
And she wili soon be 55 years old.
The prankish hand of a mocking fate
is clearly discernible in the life of Mrs.
Carter in other ways.

One of a family of eighteen children,
she has spent much of her life in soli-
tude. She has seen the besi-loved old-
er sister, who played the part of moth-
er to the child whose real mother died
in her infancy, and who is now the on-
ly other living member of her immed-
iate family, but once in thirty years.
A devoted lover of home, nature, all
the simple, womanly delights of heart
and sout and she was practi-
cally solitary, destitute and homeless
for many years, shut away in dingy
city places, with never a blade of
green grass, a flower of more than the
tiniest rift of blue sky to be seen.

With her husband, a gardener, she
went hungry flowers and ‘‘green
things growing”’ through long dreary,
periods.

An active ambitious nature, with en-
forced idleness, entailing much mental
disquietude, she has hopelessly
lame always, has had but one foot for
many years.

A devoted lover of children, her own
two little ones lived but the briefest
time

Of most independent character, she
has struggled hard and continually
against financial dependence, and has
hl'ﬁ" more thu\l once \\’()l‘!‘t"(l in the
conflict.

A determined optimist, she has main-
tamed this attitude and tendency only
in the face of most trying and adverse
conditions.

And never until last Wednesday, has
she experienced a full, satisfying day
of pleasure.

Lame from birth, earning her own
living—by manual labor—at 14, Clara
Wright, to give Mrs. Carter her name
by right of birth, was married before
20. Widowed while still quite young,
from New Brunswick, where her hus-
band died, she worked her' way back
to 1llinois and Chicago, the outskirts
of Chicago—where she did housework,
slowly, patiently, on crutches, until
the lame knce, growing weaker contin-
ually, rendered movement impossible.
Then to the county hospital the suffer-
ing woman journeyed; thence, with but
one foot remaining, she passed, six
months later, to the charitable re-
treat, in which nearly two years were
pasced. Always she worked on stead-
ily, at anything she could find to do.
Finally, when hope scemed distant, she
went to the Champlin Memorial Home
for boys, at 515 West Adams street,
there, with a kind home and a small
salary assured her, to mend stockings
for the boys.

For over a year Mrs. Carter, who in
all this time had never caught sight
of down-town Chicago, mended stock-
ings - day in and day out; mended
worn stockings until, as she says, she
¢“did it in her sleep.” Then, longing
for human companionship and more
active efforts, she was promoted to
preparing vegetables in the kitchen,
where she could “at least talk to the
cook.” And in such commonplace la-
bor and efforts all her days have been
passed—until last Wednesday.

case ol

senses,

for

been

Just a week before this day, how-

| first,

 haps,

ever, a Tribune reporter visited her
and inquired if she would like to
spend a day down town.

“Why, 1 amt never been down
town!” she exclaimed in astonishment.
“How'd you know that 1’d like to?
Would 1¥ Like to? 1d just love it.
Go to the theatre! For a carriage
ridde! Have lunch in the city! See the
animals at Lincoln Park!” with an
crescendo of voice, eyebrows and lip
corers. “Would 1 like to? Why—who
wouldn’t? Tell me that!” 2
last \Weduesday morning a car-
drove up to 515 West Adams
street and Mrs. Carter, who had been
hoping and praying for a nice day,
was assisted into it.” Away it rolled,
along boulevard, and Mrs.
Carter clapped her hands gaily, wav-
ing the all but hélpless ‘‘hmber”’ one
in innocent, almost childish glee.

*‘See! Ain’t it all just lovely!”
kept exclaiming. “And the grass
gréen an’ the sky as blue as—any-

An' ain’t it a beautiful day,

goin’ down town.’
the river, the down-
streets delighted her, although,
she was a little shy of seeming
to study things openly, for fear, per-
of odd or provincial.
But later—

“I’ll never get another
this,” she wisely decided, “‘an
a-goin’ to take dit'all in.”

“You see, I've always been poor and
lame, ha but one limb for so long,
and lame beforé that. I've never been
nowhere—nice,” she explained earnest-
ly, “an’ these are the things 1've al-
ways to do an’ see.”

“Did you ever ride in a automobile.
Mrs. Carter?”’ was the next question
put to her.

“I've never seen one,”’
expected reply.

“Would you be
one?

**Now, what would 1 afraid of?”’
was the equally unexpected response to

“I've never been afraid
in my life yet—only that
not be able to work an’ have to
people altogether some

So,

I “l]_’,('
Jackson

see!

she

1€
houlevards,
town

seeming

chance like
I'm just

been a-dyin’

came the un-

afraid to ride in

be

this question
of anythin’

I'll
ive on
time.”’

So the automobile was ordered and
the crippled woman assisted with some
difliculty to the high seat.

“My! But ain’t this glorious!” she
kept exclaiming. ““Why, I feel like the
ceatest lady i the land. Smile—why
my lips are stifi with smiling. The
man (the chaufieur) can do anything
with the creature, can’'t he? My! But
I fcel grand and superior. I could ride
in this thing all day.”

“Poor people!” she gaid, -catching

oht of an old, poorly clad man and
woman who were happily fishing and
lurching the of the Lake
drive. ““It's queer the way some
an’ finds pleasure, ain’t

other

on edge
Shoie
takes

folks

“creature”’

he information that the
in which she wag riding had won a
medal at an automobile contest  filled
her with delighted happiness. The sight
of Lake Michigan, blue, white-capped,
tossing, shimmering, radiant, opales-
cent, reduced her to a condition of
speechless enjoyment, with wide
oren, but a little dim. The long slum-
bering soul of a natural poet woke
and stirred into belated expressions in
response to nature’s voice.
is like music,”

eyes

*“ihat color she said,
sming.

And the tall.upreaching spire of the
Holy Nume cathedral she declared to
look like a ‘‘granite prayer.”

T'oor Mrs. Carter! Who knows what
she might bave given the world -un-
der dinerent conditions and if fate
hadn't played such strange tricks with
her life material. ‘But, happy Mrs. Car-
ter, also! For Mrs. Carter knows how
to be happy, serene, cheerful, at most
times and under most circumstances
and conditions, and surely, that means
a great degl—beth to herself and her
fcllow humans.

“Everybody’s -lovely,” she kept ex-
claiming last Wednesday. “l never saw
such pretty, good-natured people. An’
the clothes! 1 s’pose it’s all right. I-
Inever covet anything, ‘only—only,
sometimes, 1’d like pretty things too.”

And everybody was “lovely.” The
driveways about the Lincoln Park an-
imal house are being repaired, and a
sign forbade carriages from traversing
them. But a serious-faced, yet smiling
park ofiicial brought good news to
,\[I‘\. [.iirh'l

“That lady’s automobile can come
around, wet roads or dry omes,” he
said. “T've—I've got a wife at -home
with only one limb—now—and I know
how it feels to walk far.”

S¢ the animals were visited, and
Mrs. Carter looked long and earnestly
at them. Her life experiences colored
her inspection and observation alike.
The _bjg, impatient, freedom-hungry
yvoung lion impressed her most forcibly.

“] know ‘what ails it,” she said with
a strange smile. “That’s the way I
folt when I first lost my foot, an’
couldn’t get out only once in a while.”

And for the elephant:

“Just see the elephant picking up
tiny peanuts with that great trunk,”
she pondered, half frowning. “I expect

it feels like my limber hand.”

In connection with animals, Mrs.
Carter, laughing, told an odd story
concerning one of fate’s strange prank

“Once,” she said, ‘I persuaded my
husband’—this was in the brief, happy
time at Kalamazoo that taught Mrs.
Carter how sweet a glimpse of real
peaceful happiness can be, both in ac-
tuality and recollection, “‘to take me
to the circus—Barnum’s’ circus it was.
S we took a whole dollar—an’ it
takes a lot of work to earn a dollar—
an’ we went.” We had to sit high up,
an' first thing I knew, down we tum-
bled, seats and all. An’ all the circus
1 ever saw was a whole lot of people,
a glimpse of the elephant and the
tiger. and—myself.”

“T "most eried going home, I was so
disappointed at missing the circus, but
I wouldn't go baek.”

‘1 saw them people laughing at me’
I told my husband, ‘an’ I don’t. play
circus for them twice in one night.
They'd see me comihg back, an’ know
me, an’ laugh egain—so-=go back I
won't. "

“But I've always wished I hadn’t
been so stubborn, ever since, for I've
never had a chance to see wild ani-
mals again.”

"Lhe -birds, the monkeys, the seal, the
swal, all thé ammals were “lovely ’ to
Ars. Uarter. She only left them, with
a sigh, because luncheon and the the-
atre were awailing her down town.

“Can L really order just what 1
liker she asked detighteuly, alter ex-
cluming at the beauty ot the lunch-
room and the pageant of people and
varied life slipping by behind the thin-
ly curtained window. “Wel—1 decla:e
—but this is fine.”

And yet, being assured and reassured
on this point, 1t was amodest lunch-
eon she ordered—this woman who had
rever ordered or emnjoyed such a meal
Lefore. Scrambled  eggs, with toast,
rolls and coliee constituted her first se-
lection. ‘The grape fruit, with Mar-
aschino cherries, served to some neigh-
bering lunchers, attracted her by its
besuty, although she said it Iooked
“glmost too pretty to eat.”” Still—she
consumed a similar order most de-
lightedly, and afterward nibbled some
simple bonbons with enthusiasm. She
enjoyed the shaddock so hugely, and
she had just been so earnest in her
declaration of strictly temperance prin-
ciples, that it seemed a pity to en-
lighten her as to the exact nature of
the brilliant cherries, and she is still
in ignorance as to the exact origin
of the mysterious, peculiar, but alto-
gether enchanting flavor she found so
rood.

The taking of a cab to the theatre
she deprecated because she ‘“had a
faiicy to ride on the street cars.”” So
the street car was chosen as the next
conveyance, and, with a stop at a
florist’s shop and many a halt to em-
joy the pretty things in the shop win-
dows, a short walk followed it.

“My! But 1 do like to find my Teet—
my foot—a little,”” declared cheery Mrs.
Carter. And yet—a little of the “find-
ing ' exhausted her sorely,” and she
was soon ready to sit down. Nobody
can possibly know without trying it,
how hard it is to walk and to get in
and out of street cars with only one
footr to depend on. Mrs. Carter had
Lnown all these things for some time,
but she learned them more thorough-
ly in that brief attempt at pedestrian-
She was more than glad to bring
it to a close. But the red rose pinned
to her cape gave her fresh courage,
during the last few trying steps to the
theatre, and the lights, the music, and
the whole, cheerful interior acted like
a powerful stimulant upon the beauty
starved woman seeing 1t for the first
time.

The theatre, as everything in that
long, beautiful, wonderful day, Mrs.
Carter accepted quite naturally. She
sank into her seat with the airof a
«witv regular attendant and was speed
ily at ease, although she protested,
momentarily, at the idea of removing
her hat—ior purely feminine reasons-
and she was not quite happy at first
with the trusty crutches at her feet in-
stead of beside her, where they dis-
turked the view of the children seated
immediately behind.  But  the
the dances, the pretty girls, the var-
ied color of the L

1sm.

songs,

“Prince of Pilsen!
“J've looked through a window into
fairyland,” said Mrs. Carter; “I've
been in fairyland all day, for that
matter, an’ my! ain't it just lovely.
Just to think of what some people has
every day and never enjoys, somehow.
Now I'm happy always, and yet—

“Why, 1 could sit here a week with-
out being tired or hungry,” was the
entbusiastic exclamation that displaced
the wistful, longing expression upon
the face that was once pretty and al
lu before fate played many
queer tricks upon its wearer—and
which is wholesome, honest, and cheer-
ily good to see even now, after fifty-
five rs of hard, incessant stress and
struggle and contlict.

“If T had the money I'd go the the
theatre every day and every night for
a leng, long time, just to rest my eyes
and mind.”’

When first the

ng S0

theatre project was
broached to her Mrs. Carter was: en-
thusiastic about going behind - the
scenes.  But after watching the stage a
litt'e she decided that she did not
care to do this after all. .

“{ can sec how things happen every
day,” she announced presently, “‘an
I don't know as I care to see them
now. It's nice just to see 'em_happen
an’ know nothin’ but that they're
good.”

Again, happy Mrs. Carter! Wise un-
conscious philosopher that she is, and
piited with an unconsciously witty
torgue.

“Ive lived on the edge of things all
my life,” she was saying a little la-
ter, as she had said several times be-
fore, ‘“but, somehow, 1 ve never got
pear ‘em; and the few 1 have had 1l've
lost. But still—I'm going to live just
as long as the Lerd lets me, and I'll
enjoy most of the time, too.”

Net even the short- skirts and the
airy dancing shocked or disturbed her.

eet are made for use, an’ a pretty
girl—an’ they’re all mighty pretty,
aint they—should have a chance to
looi pretty,” she announced, didacti-
cally, as though disputing the point
politely with some invisible opponent,
“an’ it can't be wrong te be so cute
an’ so pretty for sure.”’

“Good land, but I just love them
dancers,” she said further, ‘“‘an’ it
must be just heavenly to be so sweet
and dear.”

A fleeting visit to the artist’s studio
at which a reception was in progress,
delighted her still further. She talked
revereutly, yet easily with the men and
women who “actually “made pictures
and statoos an’ things their own-
selves:;”’ she drank a cup of Russian
Tea from a dainty cup of eggshell
(hina, with quite a “society air.” She
enjoyed  pictures, sculpture, pretty
girls, nicely dressed men and the whole
artistle, opulent, enthusiastic, joyous
atmosphere with equal exultation—and
exaltation. She told several of her
fellow guests of her day in fairyland,
something of her life story. She, who
had scarcely been ‘‘outdoors” in ten
years, save during the memorable out-
ing last summer, when she ‘“‘peeled a
tushel of potatoes for them dear boys™
every meal, was full of the strange
wender of it all. She hummed a gay
little tune, softly, as she descended to
the street.

“Llevators, street-cars, and every-
thing in it, to-day,” she said with
low voiced glory. ‘It doesn’t seem
that it can be really me.”

For over twenty years Mrs, Carter

not been inside of a church, she

s dearly as she loves the ecclesiasti-
cal friends who have proved themselves
so exceedingly loving and iriendly, she
has never been in a beautiful place of
wership of any kind. But even a long
overfilled Chicago day has its limits
of time and daylight, and the visit to
a big church was postponed, Mrs. Car-
ter naively and innocently remarking
that she could visit a church any time
having plenty of Iriends who would
take her for the asking, while she’s
never in her life been to a theatre be-
fore, and she never expected to go
again And for the same reason she
decided to be a little late at the the-
atre rather than curtail the time ne-
cessary for disposing of the automobile
experience. She wanted “‘something of
everything in the day,” she explained
quietly. There were some things “‘that
wouldn’t keep.”

_But a single accident—and ‘that trif-
ling, save in’ regard to the manner
in which it exemplified fate’s queer
ways -with some people—marred the
practically perfect day. A pair of
gloves had E:en sent to Mrs. Carter,
at her request, because she did not
deem it correct to take a carriage ride
with uncovered hands. The gloves
proved unsuitable and were sent back

to be exchanged. And

was found sparable, in all the long

day, another
pair.

“But there!”

in which to purchase

was the manner ia
which the woman who had so sorely
desived to wear them, and to which
they meant so much, passed off the
whole matter, ‘“What's the use of let-
ting a little thing like that spoil a
whole day? We’'ve only a little while
to live, in my opinion, so why not do
the best we can with that?”’

And in this spirit, the reception vis-
it over, and the bright lights and gay
streets of evening Chicago enjoyed
greatly, Mrs. Carter was once more as-
sisted into a carriage and sent off
homeward—back to the kitchen, and
the potato peeling, and the necessarily
narrow and restricted life outside of
which she had been liited for one
“heavenly”’ day last Wednesday. The
life is anything but unbearable to Mrs.
Carter, who feels that she is now in a
warm, safe haven, with friends and
affcction to smooth her pathway, and
with many joys and blessings, and yet
—anaterial for countless sermons might
be found in the life and character of
that woman, who, having come short
of so much that most men and women
deem absolutely necessary to happiness
yet finds it bravely possible to be
cheerful and even glad. Many of the
delights that she can never know in
this world—free, unrestricted motion,
absolute independence, the happy love
of children all her own, the joy of fac-
ing life and its problems unhampered,
a personal home—are carelessly enjoyed
—or possessed—by the majority of hu-
man beings. Yet few persons are as
happy and as cheerful as Mrs. Carter.
Fewer perhaps would have accepted the
“heavenly day” in the beautiful spirit
which seemed natural to her, always
simple, quietly appreciating, yet never
overpowering in expression of her glad-
ness, she gave to those who arranged
the day for and accompanied her fully
as much pleasure as she received.

And still fewer perhaps, would have
smiled as did Mrs. Carter in 'saying
“Geod-bye.”

“I've had a 1ook into fairyland,”
was the farewell statement of this
womar, with the unlimited capacity for
happiness and the few opportunities for
enjoving it, “an’ it will go with me
forever. Nothing will ever seem quite
so dreary to me again because of this
beavtiful day. I've seen things for
once, anyway, and 'l never be glad
enough!”’
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THE OLD COUNTRY WAY.

Says the Montreal Star: “The prac-
tical effect of the act of Parliament
which came into force in England on
January Tth, commonly calfed the
“Habitual Drunkard’s Act,” and in
slang parlance the ‘‘Boozer’s Act,” is
very graphically summarized in the
following judgment by Mr. Kennedy,
the Police Magistrate for one of the
London districts. Addressing the pris-
ouer, a female street hawker of flowers
for buttonholes, who was charged for
being drunk and disorderly, and had
becir previously convicted of the same
offence five times since November last,
the Magistrate said: “You seem to be
an habitual drunkard. You will be
fined forty shillings or one month’s im-
priscnment. We shall give notice to
the police, who will tell the publicans,
(i. e. saloon Keepers), that if they serve
you they will be fined. If you attempt
io get served, vou will be fined, and if
anyone attempts to treat you or pro-
cure-drink for you, they will be fined.
That will be for three vears, and you
will take intoxicating liquors at your
perit.”’

“Jt is not surprising to read that
‘defendant quitted the dock in silence
with a surprised look.’

“An act of Parliament once enacted
in the United Kingdom is not allowed
to become a dead letter for several
generations at least.”

HAPPINESS IN MARRIAGE.

1i men and women wguld but marry
their equals, mentally and spintually,
marriage would, in truth, be a blessed
institution, and not the irksome bond
that it so often proves to be. For a
happy marriage there must be mutual
love, mutual respect, mutual admira-
tion.

The man who marries a woman for
her mere physical attractions will find
his mistake all too soon. The woman
who marries for a home only or for
mere pecuniary advantages, cannot ex-
pect to be happy unless she be of the
lower order of humanity and lacking
in fine sensibilities.

A happy marriage can never be with-
out the perfect union of heart, mind
Education does not kill the

and soul. . 3
romance lives while the

heart, and
heart lives.

Revive the spirit of romance that its
roseate hue may gloss over the rough
edges of life. The more romance, the
more dove, and consequently the more
happy marriages

Congumption

Salt pork is a famous old-
fashioned remedy for con-
sumption. *Eat plenty of
pork,” was the advice to the
consumptive §0 and 100
years ago.

Salt pork is good if a man
can stomach it. The idea
behind it is that fat is the
food the consumptive needs
most.

Scott’s Emulsionisthemod-
ern method of feeding fat to
the consumptive. Pork is too
rough for sensitive stomachs.
Scott’s Emulsion is the most
refined of fats, especially
prepared for easy digestion.

Feeding him fat in this
way, which is often the only
way, is half the battle, but
‘Scott’s Emulsion does more
than that. There is some-
thing about the combination
of cod liver oiland hypophos-
phites in Scott’s Emulsion
that puts new life into the
weak parts and has a special
action on the diseased lungs.

A sample will be

sent free upon request.

Be sure that this picture in
the form of a label is on the
of every bottle of

you buy.

SCOTT

never a moment .

BOWNE,
CHEMISTS,
Toronto, Ontario.
soc. and $1; all druggists.

Y OF REST.

e »

it is Sunday morning and ‘above
euril 5 weauty shines the purest, solt-
esy sky this summer has yet gladden-
ed us withal. My window is thrown
open; 1 see the sunny gleam upon gar-
den leaves aund flowers; 1 hear the birds
whose wont it is to sing to me; ever
and anon the martins that have their
home beneath my eaves sweep past in
silence. Church bells have begun to
chime, 1 know the music of their voices
near and far.

Therc was a time when it delighted
mo to flesh my satire on the English
Sunday; 1 could see nothing but anti-
quated foolishness and modern hypoc-
risy in this weekly pause from labor
and from bustle. Now | prizc it as
an inestimable boon, and dread every
encroachment upon its restful stillness.
Scofi as I might at ‘Sabbatarianism,
was I not always glad when Sunday
came? The belis of London churches
and chapel are not soothing to the ear,
but when I remember the sound—even
that of the most aggressively pharisaic
conventicle, with its one dire clapper—
I find it associated with a sense of re-
{)ose, of liberty. This day of the seven

granted to my better genius; work
was put aside, and when heaven per-
mitted, trouble forgotten.

When out of England 1 have always
missed this Sunday quietude, this dii-
ference from ordinary days which seems
to afiect the very atmosphere. It is
is not enough that people should go
to church, that shops should be closed
and workyards si[ont; these holiday
notes do not make a Sunday. Think
as one may of its significance, our day
of rest has a peculiar sanctity, feit, 1
imagine, in a more or less vague way
even by those who wish to see the vil-
lage lads at cricket, and theatres open
in the town. The idea is surely as
as good a one as ever came to heavy-
laden mortals; let one whole day be
every week be removed from the com-
mon  life of the world, lifted above
common [ll(_’u-\'llr(‘s as L\bU\'L‘ common
cares. With all the abuses of fanati
cism, this thought remained rich in
blessings; Sunday has always brought
large: good to the generality, and to a
chosen number has always been the
very life of the soul, however hereti-
cally some of them understood the
words. If its ancient use perishes from
among us, so much the worse for the
country. And perish ‘no doubt it will;
only here in the rustic solitude can
one forget the changes that have al
ready made the day less sacred to
multitudes. With it will vanish . that
habit of periodic calm, which, even
when it has become so largely void of
corscious meaning, is, one may safely
say. the best spiritual boon ever be
stowed upon a people. The most diffi-
cult of all things to attain, the most
dif:cult of all to preserve, the supreme
benediction of the noblest mind, this
calm was once breathed over the whole
land as often as sounded the last
stroke of weekly toil; on Saturday at
noon began the quiet and the solace.
With the decline of old faith, Sunday
cannot but lose its sanction, and no
loss among the innumerable losses that
we are suliering will work so effectually.
for popular vulgarization. What hope
is there of guarding the moral bheauty
of the day when the authority which
set it apart is no longer recognized?—
Imagine a bauk-holiday once_a week?
On Sunday I come down later than

usval, 1 make a change of dress, for it
is f,iting that the day of spuitual rest
should lay aside the livery of the la-
boricus week. For me,indeed, there
is no labor at any time, but neverthe-
less does Sunday buing me repose. 1
share in the common tranquillity; my
thought escapes the workaday world
mere completely than on other days.
It not easy to show how this
house of mine can make to itseli a
quiet, for at all times it is well-nigh
soundless; yet I find in 1t a dificrence.
My housekeeper comes into the room
with her Sunday smile; she is happier
forr the day, and the sight of her hap-
piness gives me pleasure. She speaks,
ii possible, in a softer voice; she wears
a garment which reminds me that
there is only the lightest and cleanest
housework to be done. She will go to
the church, morning and evening, and
I know that she is better for it. Dur-
ing her absence, I sometimes look into
reoms which on other days I never en-
ter; it is merely to gladden my eyes
with the shining cleanliness, the per-
foct order, I am sure to find in the
good woman’'s domain But for that
spotless and sweet-smelling  kitchen,
what would it avail me to range my
books and hang my pictures? all the
tranquillity of my life depends upon
the honest care of this woman who
lives and works unseen. And -1 am
sure that the money I pay her is the
least part of her reward. She is such
an old-fashioned person that the mere
discharte of what she deems a duly
is- in itself an end to her, and the
work of her hands in itself a satisfac-
tion, a pride—Extracts from the Jpri-
vate papers of Henry Ryecroft.
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A CHANCE FOR EITHER PARTY.

The Toronto News, of which paper
Mr. Willison has just assumed the ed-
itorial control, thus sums up the ques-
tion of how to bring about the abo-
Iition of election frauds.

“Klection dishonesty—a crime that
combines the meanness of petty larceny
with the cowardice of sneak thieving,
the dishonor or perjury and the gravity
of treason—will perish on the day that
-cither one of the two large political
parties push it out in the open, where
it can be shot at. The decent sense of
the country has long ago condemned
it tc death, and omly awaits an op-
portunity to-execute the sentence. The
plain citizen is ready to do his full
duty when the public servants who
have voluntarily assumed the task of
choosing our issue for us have done
theirs. The ballot box thief—be his
method burglary or areon or forgery or
conspiracy, or what not—will become
extinct so soon as one political party
declares honest and final war on him;
for his profits are never in what he
steals. but in what he can get for
stealing it.”

Bl Sl
Pleasant “ure tor Weak Lungs,

The best remedy for sore, weak lungs
is the soothing vapor of Catarrhozone
which traverses every air cell and pas-
sage of the breathing organs. It treats
remote parts that cough mixtures and
sprays can’t approach, and kills thou-
sands of germs atevery breath. Ca-
tarrliozone drives away pain, conges-
tion and inflammation; it makes breath-
ing easv and regular, and exerts a mar-
velous influence on Coughs, Colds, Sore
Throat, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Deafness,
and Lung Trouble. Catarrhozone cures
at once, is delightful to inhale, and
simple to use. Price $1.00; small size
95c. Druggists, or Polson & Co,,
Kingston, Ont.

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills cure constipation.
THE SITUATION IN NORTHERN CHINA

The steamer Empress of China brings
further news to Victoria of the crisis
in Northern China. The writers say
that the situation is most serious, and
that in Kansu a large army, 18 being
organized - to proceed against the fgf'
eigners, aiid only the exposure of this
movement -and the:aid it is recelvilMg
at Pekin will open the eyes of the
statesmen of Great
and Germany ~to the danger which
threatens foreigners: in China.

—Minard's Liniment cures Diphtheria.

Britain, America |

JOY> OF MATURE Lirk.

To advancing years
least a few
are some

there are at

cowpensations, and thers
pleasures wnich the young
cannot enjoy.  “roor  gils!”  said
Grarnie ., as her granudaughters
were starting for a bail in a state of
nervous excitement much more resem-
uling pain than pleasure. ‘“fiow much
more cowmfortable it is to sit mn one’s
eavy chair, with a good novel, than t6
go out on this freezing night not know-
ing what sort of a tine you will have.
I'ne chances are that you will return
home declaring that you had a very
stupid dance, while I will have had &
most delightful evening. No, my dears,
1 do not envy you at all; as far as ae-
tual pleasure is concerned, 1 think 1
have the best of it!”

The enjoyment of what is called com-
fort, and that all-pervading feeling of
wellbeing which comes from its realiz-
ing sense, is one of the prerogatives of
maturity. Young people seldom, if
ever experience a sensation; they are
too eager about what is ‘to happen,
too restless and too grasping,to ap-
preciate the feeling of bien etre which
which is so much enjoyed and prized
by their elders. “Oh, what is so rare
as a day in June,” sings the pcet,
but it is*not the young who best ap-
preciate the delight of perfect climatie
conditions.  As people grow older they
enjoy sunshine and clear ether to an
extent quite incomprehensible to their
jupiors. ““Of cours it is "a lovely
day,”” say the latter, who take all the
good things as a matter of - course;
“but why make such a fuss about it!
Old people always go on so about the
weather.”” In one of her little poems,
“H. H.” has noticed this difierence and
made it the theme for her verse. It is
a great happiness for those who have
passed the meridian of their lives to
feel that their senses are sharpened,
not dulled, by advancing years, that
they can appreciate as never’ before the
beauty in art and literature, and that
they ‘are in touch with nature in &
way they would not have believed in
the years gone hy. It is like a second
«ight that is developed in all healthy
natures, enabling them to see as they
have never seen hefore.

SENSATIONAL DI®LOMATIC INCIDENT.

WASHINGTON, D. C., Feb. 6—Con-
lirmation - of the London despatch of
yesterday to the efiect that Mr. Bowen
and the British Ambassador, at their
nterview bad a somewhat heated ar-
gument, was obtained here to-day. In-
deed, it is stated that should the char-
acter of the cablegrams that the Brit-
ish Ambassador has been ‘sending to
nis Government regarding the attitude
of Minister Bowen become public, the
country would be furnished with sen-
sational diplomatic incidents.

1t is the opinion of the Venezuelan
negotiators, other than the British
\mbassador, that the latter is direct-
Iy respénsible for the abrupt breaking
ofi of megotiations with Mr. Bowen. It
is the opinion of officials that Mr.
Bowen has an absolate -right—acting
jor Venezuela of course—to object to
President Roosevelt acting as arbi-

trator.

WASHINGTON, Feb., 6.—President
Roosevelt has refused the invitation of
the allies to arbitrate the question of
preferential payment. This means the
preferential question will go to the
Hague.

his will result in the immediate
raising. of the blockade. The admini-
stration, it is stated in official quar-
ters, wes unwilling to approve the ef-
fort of the British Government to
eliminate Minister Bowen from the ne-
gotiations and moreover, the President
could not have accepted the invitation
of the allies, even had he been so dis-
posed, without the consent of the oth-
er neggtiator, Minister Bowen, and
this the allies did not obtain or re-
quest in their note of invitation to the
President. To-morrow preliminaries
with reference to the signing of the
protocol referring matters to The
Hague for arbitration will be consid-
ered.

-

WHEN ICE COVERED EUROPE.

During the long tertiary epoch, when
opossums disported themselves on the
site of Paris and mastodons tramped
along the valley of the hames, the
earth was in the throes of mountain
makibg. The Alps, the Himalayas, the
Alleghanies, the Andes attest the pow-
er of her activity in those days. At
their termination our continents stood
greatly higher than they do now, and
this aided the glaciation, although it
does not fully account for it.

But as they became loaded with ice
Europe and America oradually, and we
may venture to say contemporaneous-
ly, sank. This was inevitable. Owing
to the extreme heat and pressure pre-
vailing in its interior the earth is an
eminently elastic body. Its surface ac-
tually bulges in or out with a very
slight increase or decrease of the load
nnon it.—Edinburgh Review.
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HIS OWN FREE WiLL.

Dear Sirs:—I cannot speak too
strongly of the excellence of MINARD'S
LINIMENT. It is THE remedy in my
household for burns, sprains, ete., and
we would not be without it.

It is truly a wonderful ‘medicine.

JOHN A. MACDONALD.
Publisher Arnprior Chronicle.

- -

—There are repeated reports in news-
papers of the deaths of boys from the
use of toy pistols, and it is-quiteevi-
dent that this is a dangerous weapon
to the user of it. The other day &
Norfolk, Va., despatch announced that
six boys have died and five more were
in bed, from wounded hands. The
mayor of the town has is'suod an or-
der to the police to confiscate every
toy pistol and cartridge found in the
possession of boys. The death of so
many boys caused a great deal of feel-
ing,.nnd experiments are being made
to determine the composition and pow-
er of the material used in the explos-
ive cartridges.

A Wonderful Tonic and Strengthener.
Said a druggist to-day, “No doubt
about*it, the tonic that gives the best
results is the biggest seller, and t}\at E
is Ferrozone. It enriches and purifies
the blood, restores strength and energy
to the feeble, and is & scientific recom-
structor that was always popular. In
Chlorosis, Anaemia, _Tiredness, Lan-
guor, Brain Fag, Indigestion and Dys-
pepsia its action is prompt, and satis-
factorv cures always follow. Yes, Ire-
commend Ferrozone to my customers
because 1 believe it is the best tonmic
and strengthener that money can buy.”
Large boxes cost 50c.

——

One man was killed and two_fatally
injured on the Pittsburg and Western
| railroad on the 13th. Engineer Geo.
| Cowen, of Hazlewood, Pa., was roast-
4 ed to death by the steam and fire.
{ Fireman Bell and Brakeman Enright
were scalded. The cause of the wreck
was a landslide in Rafferty’s Cut.

——Weak-minded people sometimes are
the most headstrong. :
e—— e ——

—Minard’s Liniment cures distemper,




