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Professional Cards.

e R

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
QlAice in Annapolis, opposite Garrison gate
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOCE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
FEivery Thursday.

Oonsular Agent of the United Siates.
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.

~—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

2 Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Hstate seourity.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

Head of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olacs
Real Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, 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, S.

ETISTRY!
DR, F. 5. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - 8olicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. S

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

“ Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801 25 of

J. B. WHITMAN,

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

CABLE ADDRESS: Established over :a
WALLFRUIT, London. quarter of a century.

JOHN FOX & CO.

Auetioners and Fruit Brokers,
Spitalfield and Stratford Market,

LONDON, G. B.

22 We are in a position to guarantee highest
market return for all consignments entrusted
oo us. Cash draft forwarded immediately
moods are sold. Current prices and marked re-
ports forwarded with pleasure.

Nova Secotia 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
required.. Aug. 28th—6m

ESTABLISHED 1910.

W. HIEATT & SON,

Fruit Brokers,
(lovent Garden Market, London.

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

REFERENCES:—London and County Bank
London.
g Bank of Nova Seotia, Kentville

3. E. LLOYD, Agent, - Bridgetown

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
v SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
sters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
balf shell.
BREAD, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
first-class ery always on hand.
T, J. EAGLESON,
QuEEN ST., BRIDGETOWN

TRY
BLACK CROW.

No Dust.
Easily applied,
Quick Shine

Ask your Grocer.

TO LET

The Brick House belonging to the
estate of late Robt, E. F'Randolph,
April 3rd, 1901, 2

ASTHMA CURE FREE!

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and Permanent
Cure in All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY.

There is nothing like ASTHMA-
LENE It brings instant relief,
even in the worst cases. It cures
when all else fails.

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

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER,
Rabbi of the Cong. Bnai Israel,
New Yorg, Jan. 3cd, 1901,
Dr. Ta¥r Bros'. Mepicixe Co,
GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-
lent remedy for Asthma and Hay Fever, and its
2 composition alleviates all troubles which com-
- o] bine with Asthma. Its succcss is astonishing
RELIEF. and wonderful,
After having it carefully analyzed, we can
state that ASTHMALENE contains no opium, morphine, chloroform or ether.
Very truly yours,
REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.

Avox Serixgs, N, Y., Feb. 1, 1901.
Dr. Tarr Bros. Mep1ciNe Co.

GENTLEMEN,—I write this testimonial from a sense of duty, having tested the wonder-
ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma. My wife has been sfflicted
with spasmodic asthma for the past 12'years. Having exhausted my own skill as well as
many others, I chanced to see your sign uponfyour windows on 130:h 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 I can consistently
recommend the medicine to all who are afflicted with this distressing disease.

Yours respectfully, 0. D. PHELPS, M. D.
o
Dr. Tarr Bros. Mepicize 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 a
trial bottle. I found relief at once. I 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 address: 235 Rivington St. 67 East 129:h St., New York City.

Trial bottie sent absolutely free on receipt of postal

DO NOT DELAY. Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS. MEDICINE
CO., 79 East 130th St., New York City.

sonLD BY ALL: DRUGGISTS.

It You Are = =
A Business Man «

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need dont
forget that the

(Ueckly Thonitor
Job Department « =

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

A%

* * *

WE PRINT

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,
Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

Aetterheads,
Hemoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

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

Weekly Monitor,  Bridgetown, . S.

WANTED

01d brass Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and
Snuffers; old Mahognny Furniture. Also old
Postage Stamps use]dbtt;lforeﬁ&ge—sv;:?légixggt
3 O ue Dis! .
O anatether clocks, Good prices paid. the great washing powder.
Does no injure hands or fabrics. Guarantee

W . A. KAIN, )
vy llvaermain Street, | and testton ever package. Your grocer sells
gr. JomN, N. B. KLENZO.

Loetry,

LOOK CHEERFUL.

(Somerville Journal.)

No matter how depressed you fesl,
Look cheerful!

A gloomy face is ungenteel,
Look cheerful!

Nobody cares about your woes,

Each has his sorrows, goodness knows!

So why should you your grief disclose?
Look cheerful!

Though you are as blue as indigo,
Look cheerful!
You’re prettier when youw smile, you
know, -
Look cheerful!
The world abhors a gloomy face,
And tales of woe are commonplace,
So stir yourself and take a brace—
Look cheerful!
R S,

WHEN MY LITTLE GIRL IS GONE.

Jes can’'t somehow help but grieve
Sence 1 know my gal must leave;
Got it in her little head

She’s in love and she must wed;
Mebby she is right, and yit

I can't bear to think o’ it;

Dunno what I'll do, I swan,

When my little gal is gone.

My gal’s muther died y’ see,
When my gal wuz jes a wee
Baby crawlin’ ‘round, i-juck,
No more’'n knee-high t' a duck;
I hev raised her best I cud
Like I thort her mother wud;
Dunno what I’ll do, I swan,
When my little gal is gone.

I kin sce her ez a child—
Barefoot an’ a-runnin’'wild;
When -1 go out t’ th’ fiel's
She'd be taggin’ at my heels;
An’ she’d ast sum questions yow
Cudn’t find no answer tp:
Dunno what I’ll do, I swan,
When my little gal is gone.

Now she is so straight an’ tall,
Can’t believe she wuz so small;
Suthin’ sparklin’ in her eyes
Like th’ blue o’ summer skies;
‘Pears to me 1 see a trace

0’ her muther in her face;
Dunno what I'll do I swan,
When my little girl is gone.

Yit I s’pose it's fer th’ best
Thet she wants annuther nest;
All that I'm a wishin’ fer

Is thet he’ll be good t’ her;

It will help when we're apart
Knowin’ sunshine’s in her heart;
Yit, I miss her dawn till dawn,
When my little gal is gone.

Select  Ziterature,

John Kentner's Opportunity.

(By Francis Lynde, in Yoths’
Companion.)

It came like the greatness of that
third class of persons specified by
Shakespeare; it was not a birthright,
nor did he achicve it; it was thrust
upon him. Moreover, it was\so far
from baving the outward appearance
of an opportunity that John Kentner
would right gladly have called it an
alien responsibility and shirked it if
he had dared.

Unfortunately the things which led
up to the opportunity were all of a
nature to make him shirk. It has
come to be the fashion with some
people to Yegard honesty as an elastic
virtue; a virtue not to be stretched a
hair’s breadth as between  man and
man, but one which will give a little
when there is an individual at one
end and a corporation at the other.

Now John had served part of an ap-
prenticeship in the Aurovia railway
shop, where he had seen daily exam-
ples of this hon: ty-stretching, and
bad seen it winked at, or at least ig-
nored, by those in authority. The men
made tools for themselves out of the
company’s material and in the com-
pany’s time; and when one of them
had a job of tinkering to do at home
he never thought of buying a length
of pipe or a pound of nails or a few
feet of lumber. He merely helped him-
self out of the company’s stores.

These little moral indifferences hurt
John at first, but after a while the
burt healed and he fell into the way
of doing these things himself. He did
not do them secretly, you understand;
it was all quite open and above board.
He had the axle-lathe, and when a
long ‘chip’ ‘was running he would work
at the bench, making tools for his
private kit.

This was allowable,—is more or less
allowable in all shops,—but it was the
first step across the dividing lne be-
tween mine and thine; and in due
time, when the tool-making was more
than usually interesting, John was
not above putting a slow feed on the
lathe so that the chip would run long-
er without attention.

Just ‘here it is proper to say that
John had ambitions which looked be-
yond the axle-lathe or the tool-mak-
ing. These ambitions were of the kind
that loom large but indefinite; and in
John’s case they took shape suddenly
one evening, when he went home and
found his mother and sister radiant.

John Kentner, Sr., had been the
book-keeper in the Aurovia National
Bank, and had died in harness. There
had been vague promises from Presi-
dent Kimble of doing something for
the widow’s son, but their fulfilment
had been delayed so long that every-
body had lost hope. And when John
left the high school in his third year
and took the offered apprenticeship in
the tailway shop, people forgot that
President Kimble had an appreciative
eye and a long memory.

But on that memorable evening,
when John went home and found his
mother and sister jubilant, this was
what the widow said:

“What do you think, John? Mr.
Kimble has sent for you at last! Wal-
ter Branscombe has decided to go to
his uncle in Fort Collins, and that
leaves a vacancy in the bank. Aren’t
you glad?”

Though two years of a trade ap-
prenticeship are apt to be a bit rough-
ening and John would by no means
admit his joy to his mother and sis-
ter, he said rather grufiy:

“Well, he's been long enough about
T

“Yes, but bank vacancies don’t oc-
cur every day. And what do you sup-
pose your salary is to he?”

“An errand boy’s, of course,’
John.

’ said

“No indeed! It is to be more than
twice as much as you are getting at
the shop.”

“Humph!” said John. “Well, that
settles it. Now May can have her sec-
ond year at the conservatory.”

But as to this, May had something
to say for herself. John’s expenses
would be heavier; he would have to
dress better in the bank, and would
have to take his place again in the
school set, out of which he had drop-
ped resolutely at the beginning of the
machine shop period. Besides, her mu-
sic class was doing very well, thank
you, and would do better.

“l say you are going to Boston,
and that settles it!”’ quoth John; and
the next week he put on his Sunday
suit and took his place in the bank.

It took him a week to get the shop
stifiness out of his fingers and to re-
call the figure lore which had made
him the best mathematician in his
class. It took another week of morn-
ing and evening scrubbings to get the
shep grime out of his hands, and af-
ter that the unfinished apprenticeship
became as if it had not been. But, un-
fortunately, the moral effect of the
tool-making and the stolen time and
the slow feod on the axle-Jathe re-
mained.

As May had predicted, he returned
by slow degrees to his place in the
high school circle; although he vowed
he would not. The dropping out had
been entirely of his own notion, but
the dropping in again seemed to be
one of the natural consequences of the
new position. And, simple and mild
as were the social relations of the
small circle,—of all Aurovia, for that
matter—they cost money.

John adhered to his resolution and
sent his sister to the conservatory.
That cut the salary in half; and while
there was enough left for a frugal
household of two, there was nothing
to spare. So after a while it came
about that, before the end of the
month, John would anticipate his sal-
ary by putting a duebill for a few
dollars into the cash drawer.

Like the tool making this was quite
open and above board, and the other
clerks did it; but it paved the way
for worse things. In the Aurovia Na-
tional, as in many other banks, each
employe had an open account with the
bank, into which his salary passed as
it became due, and against which he
drew checks like any other depositor.
As a matter of course. John had to
keep his account drawn down to no-
thing, and in an evil day he was
tempted to jupgle with his checks.

He knew the day of the month up-
on which his salary would be passed
to his credit and he came to antici-

pate it by the process known as check- *

kiting. Aurovia was less than a hun-
dred miles from Denver, and one of
John’s classmates was the paying tel-
ler in a bank in that city. When the
need was urgent, John would tele-
phone to his friend, and an exchange
of checks would be effected by the
next mail. Before John’s check—which
was really an overdraft could be re-
turned through the ordinary channel
of the Denver clearing house, his sal-
ary would be paid in and his account
would balance.

These little moral obliquities went
on undiscovered, or at least unrebuk-
ed, for two years and more. It was
at the end of this period that the op-
portunity came upon him like a clap
of thunder out of a clear sky, and the
only warning he had was a penciled
note on his desk, asking him to re-
port to the president in the private
office.

He went in fear and trembling, not
knowing which of his obliquities had
come to light. Wherefore he was as-
tounded into reactionary stammer-
ngs of the helpless sort when the
president Jooked up from his letter
writing to say, pleasantly:

“How are you going to spend your
two weeks’ vacation this summer,
John?”’

“]—er—fact is,—I—I haven’t thought
much “about it, Mr. Kimble,” said
John, truthfully enough. He had been
turning so many sharp little corners
in the financial race of late that there
had been no time to think of vaca-
tions.

“Ah! Somebody told me you were
planning to join the Watkins-Quarter-
main camping party on the Upper
Poudre. If you are, I think I may
put it in your way to combine a lit-
tle business with your outing.”

John said he had spoken of it, but
hardly thought he could afford his
proportion of the expense for himself
and his sister. The fact of the mat-
ter was that there were several ugly
little debts staring him in the face,
and he was in the condition of one
who steers a cranky boat in a gale of
wind; he dared not take his hand from
the tiller.

Greatly to his surprise, Mr. Kim-
ble effaced the expense difficulty:

“If you can attend to a little mat-
ter of business while you are on the
ground, I will see that your expenses
are paid—yours and Mary’s.

At this John could do no less than
put himself wholly at the president’s
service, and then he was told what
was wanted. An Eastern syndicate
had furnished the money to promote
a land and irrigation enterprise on
the Upper Poudre. The work of dam-
ming, . ditch-building and investment
was in the hands of a resident man-
ager, of whose honesty in the last re-
sort the Eastern capitalists were be-
ginning to be a little in doubt. Ac-
cordingly, the president of the syndi-
cate had asked: the Aurovia National
to investigate—without seeming to.

“It occurred to me that this camp-
ing party would give us our chance,”’
said president Kimble in conclusion.
“Go and join it with your sister, keep
your eyes open while you are on the
ground, and be prepared to report to
me when you return.”

John went back to his desk with
his brain in a whirl. A fortnight’s
absence from the tiller of the financial
craft might bring any one of a dozen
of the shady little schemings to light
and so ruin him irretrievably; but on
the other hand, the vacation trip had
now become unavoidable.

Under the circumstances he did what
he must; shoveled dirt frantically on
the weakest places in the financial
dike for a day and an evening, and
then went home &nd told his sister
that they were to take the morning
train the next dav for Fort Collins
and the camp on the Upner Poudre.

Now it is most singular how chance
seems to play into the hands of a bad
man sometimes. Since there was no
time to get-word to the camping par-
ty, John had telegraphed to a friend
in Fort Collins to have a livery team
ready to take them to the camp.

When they arrivedin Fort Collins
there was no livery team in waiting,
but instead, a comfortable two-seated

buckboard driven by a gentleman who
picked them out of the crowd alight-
ing at the station without the least
difficulty.

“Mr. Kentner?”’ he said, with a cor-
dial hand-shake. “‘Glad to meet you,
I'm sure! My name is Crowley. Your
friend Branscombe showed me your
wire, and as 1 am going to the upper
canon, 1 made bhold to come to offer
you and your sister seats in my buck-
board.”

John gasped and shut his lips up-
on an exclamation of surprise, for
this Mr. Crowley was the resident
manager whose doings he was to in-
vestigate—without seeming to.

Still, there was nothing for it but
to accept, the more so since the man-
ager assured him there was not a liv-
ery team to be had in town. So a
little later they were bowling west:
ward behind Mr. Crowley’s pair of
fast bays, with a mighty bulwark of
the range coming nearer with every
turn in the road, and the cordial
gentleman on the front seat exerting
himself to the utmost to make a long
drive a delight to his chance guests.
That was the beginning of 1t, and
with such a beginning you may guess
that John found his vacation well
spoiled from the very outset. Arrivel
at the camp, on the upper river, he
found that this ubiguitous gentleman
was on the friendliest possible terms
with the other members of the outing
party. His teams were at their dis-
posal, the company store mnpphwl
their provisions at cost, and every-
body was loud in his praises.

For a day or two John was exceed-

ingly uncomfortable, and after that.

discomfort ran into misery—the mis-
ery of a guest who has undertaken to
spy upon his host. It was no wonder
that the other members of the hila-
rious party found him unsociable, or
that he presently got into the way of
avoiding  them by taking long and
solitary jaunts afoot up the canon
and elsewhere—anywhere so that he
might be alone with his problem.

For ity had come to be a problem of
no uncertain sort. He had not been a
day on the ground beiore the eviden-
ces of the manager's dishonesty be-
came apparent. John had not been
born and reared in an irrigation re-
gion for nothing. The great syndicate
canal had been taken out of the riv-
er at a point so low down that its
waters would cover nothing but the
poorest land in the valley.

John examined the dam at the can-
on’s mouth, saw that it was the mer-
est make-believe, and wondered where
the manager’s personal. profit came in.
But on the very last day of the fort-
night, when he had tramped a little
farther than usual up the gorge, he
came upon a force of a hundred pien
building another dam; and then he
wondered no more. It was simply a
wheel within a wheel. The manager
had formed a company of his own,
and was using the syndicate’'s men
and money to build a second dam and
ditch which would cover the better
land above the main canal.

For a moment the discovery was so
astounding that he sat down upon a
rock and held his head in his hands.
Then he was aroused by a touch on
his shoulder, and looked up to find
the resident manager smiling down
upon him.

Now it will sometimes happen that
the sharpest scoundrel will over-reach
himseli, and this was what Mr. Crow
ley did.

“Getting peints for your report, are
you, Kentner?” he said; and then
John knew that his suspicions were
facts. Yet he was cool enough not to
betray himseli.

“My report!”’ bs queried.

The manager laughed heartily. “We
needn’t make a mystery of it any
longer. 1 know what you are here for,

it from the first. What is your

John sprang to his feet and his
hands made themselves into fists in-
voluntarily. He was a big fellow for
his eighteen years, and the manager
was but a little man. Perhaps that
was why John was the better able to
control himself.

“] haven't offered myself for sale,
Mr. Crowley,” he said, trying hard to
keep the passion out of his voice.

“Pardon me,”’ said the manager,
suavely. ““I shouldn‘t have said that.
Let us sit down and talk it over.”

But John held his ground. “I can
talk just as well on my feet. And
you'll excuse me, Mr. Crowley, it 1
say that there doesn’t seem to be
much to talk over.”

“Oh, yes, there is; as between men
of the business world, Mr. Kentner.
You have jumped to a conclusion here
which I don’t care to have published
in the newspapers—or in your report
to Mr. Kimble.”

“T should think you wouldn’t,” said
John bluntly. He could be uncom-
promising enough upon occasion.

“I don’t; though not for any such
reason as you have in mind. It is all
legal enough. In the company’s plans
this dam is a retainer, built to keep
the floods from carrying away that at
the mouth of the canon.”

“And that?’”’ queried John, pointing
to the tunnel which was the beginning
of the ‘highline’ ditch.

“We call it a waste wier in the es-
timates,” said the manager, smiling.

John sat down on the rock. The
first flush of rightgous indignation
was gone, and he began to see that
what he had to report might be hard
to prove.

The manager stood by, flicking the
qust from his boot with his pony
whip and letting time fight his battle
for him, When the expression on
John’s face gave him leave, he went
on:

“Let us look the matter fairly in
the face, Mr. Kentner. There is no
crime fnvolved, as you seem to think.
It is only one of those little tussles
which are constantly occurring in the
business world. I am merely fighting
for my own hand against a big cor-
poration, and if the members of it
knew what you could tell them they
would swallow me, as all the big fish-
es swallow the little ones—as this
same syndicate itself has swallowed*
all the small Jandholders on the line
of the main canal.”

John nodded. He could not trust
himself to speak.

“As I have said, the legal points
are all covered, but I don’t care to
have the syndicate know until I am
ready to tell it. Just here you can
render me a service for which I am
ready and willing to pay one thous-
and dollars. Don’t decide now,” he
continued, hurriedly, when John made
as if he would spring up again. “Take
time to think it over, and give me
your answer tomorrow in Fort Col-
lins. I shall be at the train to see
you off.”

It was a grim battle that John

Kentner fought through all the hours
of that last night at the camp of the
merrymakers and on the long drive to
the valley the iollowing morning.

A thousand dollars meant so much
to him! He could clear up all the ter-
ritying. little debts, he could send May
back to the conservatory for her final
year, and best of all, he would be
lifted in a moment above all the shif-
ty check-jugglings and due-bill-givings
that kept him 1n constant terror of
discovery and disgrace.

There should have been no fight at
all; but every one of the little moral
obliquities, irom the tool-making to
the check-kiting, came together 10
make the fight possible. And at the
last moment, when he had put May
aboard the train, he shook hands
with Mr. Crowley and did no more
than flush scarlet when the manager
slipped a compact little roll of bank
notes into his palm.

Atter that he was poor company for
his sister or anyboay, and when at
last May insisted upon knowing what
was the matter with bim, be left her
and went forward to sit in the sick-
ening atmosphere of the smoking car
for the rcmainder of the run toAurov-
ia.

Now” you would think that the bat-
tle had been fought and well lost by
the taking of the bribe, and so Jehn

thought. But there was no peace for |

him, and when he had made a pretense
of eating his portion of the supper
which his mother had been keeping
warm for them, he went out to pass
another sleepless night tramping dog-
gedly over the hills, his hands deep in
his pockets, and in one of them the
roll of bank notes clutched tightly.

It was a weary tramp and a weary
fight, beginning away back among the
slippings in the railway shop; and the
John Kentner who presented himself
between dawn and breakiast at Pres-
ident Kimble-s house on the terrace of
Gringo Mountain was not the John
Kentner who had taken the resident
manager’s bribe.

The servant who came to the door
told him that Mr. Kimble was out in
the orchard, and thither Jobhn drag-
ged himself, pale and faint and dust
begrimmed from his all-night tramp;
and the president was astonished as
he had a right to be.

“Why, John! What has happened”
he asked;.and, oddly enough, John’s
only answer was to thrust a roll of
bank notes, damp with perspiration,
into the out-stretched hand of wel-
come.

“What is this? Money?”’

“It’s a bribe!”” said John, and he
sat down on a bench under an apple
tree and covered his face with his
hands.

Thereupon the president sat down,
too, and after a little he said: ‘“‘John,
your father was an honest man.”

“] know,”’ said John, ‘“He wouldn’t
have taken it; but I did.”

“Tell me about it, John; I am not
your father, but you can let me stand
in his place, if you will.”

“There isn't much to tell.” He was
holding on by the bench in sheer des-
peration now, and he dared not look
up. “I—I've been a thief all along,
Mr. Kimble, in little ways, and this
is what I've come to.”

And - thereat- the little story came
out brokenly; of the little peculations
in the machine shop, of the due bills
in the cash drawer, of the miserable
little debts and the check jugglings
they had led to. And at the end of it
he rose and faced his future bravely.

“I know what I have done now, Mr.
Kimble; that I'm not fit to be trusted
in the bank or anywhere else with
other people’s money. I-I'll come
down by and by and turn over my
books.”’

But Jared Kimble—he is dead now
and this is his eulogy—was something
more than the president of the Au-
rovia National Bark; he was a man
and a father. So he said gently, more
gently than he had ever spoken to
John before:

“You will do nothing of the kind,
my boy. I don’t excuse any of these
things which you have done—and you
mustn’t—but if you had not fought
and_ won your battle you would not
be here now. Go home and get rested
and then come down to the bank
and we’ll see what is to be done.”

As you may know a good many
things were dor:, as always happens
in the manumission of any slave.But
the first step in John Kentner's re-
turn journey to open day honesty was
marked bv an entry in the exchange
clerk’s book. It was the record of a
bill of exchange issued that day, and
it read: ‘For account of John Kemt-
ner: Pay to the order of H. J. Crow-
ley One Thousand Dollars, value xe-
ceived.”

—A leaf fell by my feet, dead and
colorless, and the passers-by trod on
it unhecdingly. Swinging up above
me other leaves hung radiant, paint-
ed by that Master Hand whose work
needs no retouching.

Why did that leaf come whirling
down before its time? Why so brown
and withered, when yonder are its
tellows glorious in their dying?

I don’t know; do you?

But we do know, don’t we, tha#
some lives drop quickly out of sight,
whirling from heights to depths, from
greatness to oblivion. We do kmow
that some lives go out in blackness
cold and cruel, hesitating souls, hold-
ing back from uncertainty. We do
know that some souls soar from the
body, rushing out, anxious and hap-
py to be free, passing souls, but like
those leaves so glorious in their pas-
sage they light the world, as when a.
meteor rushes across the sky, and
goes—but where?

it

UNNECESSARY TO SUFFER FROM ASTHAMA,.

This distressing complaint can be
perfectly cvred by inhaling Catarrhoz-
one a vegetable antiseptic that de--
stroys the germs which cause the dis-
ease. Catarrhozone is inhaled at the:
mouth from a convenient pocket in-
haler and after permeating the minu-
test air cells is exhaled slowly through
the nostrils. It stops the cough, makes:
breathing regular, and eradicates the:
Asthma so thoroughly from the sys-
tem that it never returns. Don’t suf-
fer from Asthma, use Catarrhozone,
it will speedily cure you. Large outfit-
$1.00. Small size, 25 cents. Druggist-
or by mail from Polson & Co., Kings:
ton, Ont.

_—

—Christianity wants nothing so
much in the world as sunny people,.
and the old are hungrier for love than
for bread, and the oil of joy is very
cheap, and if you can help the poor
on with a garment of praise it will
be better for them than blankets.—
Henry Drummond.

NO. 38

A SEVEN MASTED SCHOONER.

The biggest schooner in the world
is now building, and she is remark-
able chiefly because she will have sev. -
en masts, three more than the largest
ships, and one more than has ever ap-
peared from the deck of a fore-and-
after. The first seven-master has beem
designed by B. B. Crowninshield, and
is being built in the Fore River Ship-
yard, in Boston Harbor. The prinei-
pal dimensions of the new schooner
are as follows: Length over all, 395
feet; length on water line, 368 feet;
moulded beam, 50 feet; moulded
depth, 34 feet, 5 inches; load draught,
26 feet, 6 inches; gross tonnage, about
6,000; displacement at load draught,
about 10,000 tons. ;

The new seven-master, which will
carry eight thousand tons of coa_l,
nearly hali as much again as the ‘big
sixes,” is unlike them, being built en-
tirely of steel, with steel lower masts
and a steel bowsprit. The seven masts
will be 135 feet from step to cap, and
the wooden topmasts will be sixty
feet long. The new schooner will have
all the modern equipment, steam win-
ches and sail hoists, steam steering
gear and a double steel bottom capa-
ble of holding about twelve hundred
tons of water ballast. The rudder post
is as tall as an ordinary tree,
hoops on the masts will be as large
as vart wheels, while a fall from the
end of the bowsprit would be like
dropping from a fifth story window,

In the Fore River yard a granite
foundation more then a block long
has been built for the steel keel, and
in the shops the steel frames and
plates are being trimmed and drilled
and shaped ready to be riveted into
place.

This vessel will cost about two hun-
dred and fifty thousand dollars, and
her capacity to pay for herself will
depend largely upon the fact that she
will require a crew of only sixteen
men, less than half the number neces-
sary for working an ordinary square
rigged ship. Capt. J. G. Crowley, for
whom she is being built, has settled
the question of the nomenclature of
the masts by calling them respective-
ly, fore, main, mizzen, spanker, jigger
driver and pusher. She has not been -
chartered, but her fixst voyage will
probably be to the Philippines with &
cargo of coal. The owners say that
che will sail wherever they find she
can make the most money. It is said
that the five and six masted schoon-
ers make enough in three or “four
years 4o pay for themselves. Owners
of the seven master will not give any
idea of what they expect.in dividends.

e e e

EUROPE’S CONSUMPTION OF TIMBER.

It is a matter of notable interest ta
our province that there is a thrua!.—
ened serious shortage in the }vorldl
supply of wood. The shortage in Eur-
ope last year amounted to 2,600,000
tons. The outputs of Norway and Aus-
tria are steadily decreasing, and the
deficiency in Europe scems likely to be
wiped out by -an increased gupp!y
in Sweden and Russia, which, it is said
that scientific forestry could x_)roducc
for it is being remarked in England
that Canada’s apparently boundless
resources have supplied Kurope with
less and less timber in the last few
years. :

Great Britain uses more timber thz}n
any other country, and recent statis-
tics show, in the past five years sh:
has spent no less than £22,000,000,
@r about $110,000,000 per year on the
average for her supply of it. This i8
@bout eight millions of pounds per
year more than Germany, which comes
second in the list of national consum-
ers, and nineteen millions more than
France, which comes a bad thir_d. In
view of the fact that the United
States is hampered in her contribution
#o the world’s supply of timber by
lher great plains and prairies, 1? is
mot surprising therefore, that the Eng-
lligh hail with a considerable degree of
watisfaction the announcement that
MRussia is at last about to manage her
almoss illimitable forests on a scien-
tific ;plan and more vigorously com-
pete o the British trade. But, in
wiew .of #his, the London Daily Mail
makes .the following pertinent com-
ment:

The experts jn forestry, however, de-
Glare that.the British empire Acou'ld
ennily grow its own supply if scientif-
sic imrestry and rational management
were introduced throughout . the em-
pire. i was stated on Saturday by
an (Istien forest officer  that if the
magnificgpd timber resources of Can-
ada wepe «ontrolled by a system ’!3-
tthorough -as that established in India,
#he Dominion could easily supply the
mother country with 3,000,000 tons of
timber a year.

“G¥hy ccannot, such a system be start
wi?” queried  the  offiger. “And why
Nt Massia and . all the yést in when
owr «wn colonies.can supply our needs

* _amdl iin doing. §0; enrich. purselyes?”’

“THE PUBLIC PURSE,

P

QOttawa, Dac. 7—For the five months
~of the curzent fiscal year, up to the
-close of November, the revenme of the
Dominion shows .au excess of $5,941,-
138 over the expenditures. The receipts
have been $23,141,976, an increase of
$1,637,271 over the .same period of
1900. The expenditure, tQp, has grown.

It was $14,418,58) for this period of .

1900; it is 816,200,847 in 1901. All the
“main sources of revenue—custams, ex-
«cise, post-office and public works—con-
tribute to this year’s gain.

In capital account the outlay has
Theen $5,285,225, which is greater tham
flast year by $810,100. This increase is
«aused by the payment of ore bounty
:and the money that has been expend-
«@d on public works, railways and cam-
:als. For the month of November alone
the revenue was 84,635,485 as against
#4.175,474 last year, and the expendi-
tsure $4,565,351 as against $4,270,354.

UHIMPEACHABLE.

Ti wou were to see the unequalled
wolume of unimpeachable testimony in
fiavor @f Hood's Sarsaparilla, yos
wauld mpbraid yourself for so long de-
laying e take this effective alterative
and tonic medicine for that blood dis-
wase from which you are suffering.

It eradicates scrofula and all other
humors, and.cures all their inward and
outward effects.. Take Hood’s.

—The nut cracking industry. St.
Louis gives employment to .over %500
people. The nut crackers are driven by
wlectricity, each nut being fed individ-
wally into the crusher. After the shella
are cracked the nuts are winnowed by
@n air blast and the meat is picked
from the crushed shells by hand.

RED ROSE TEA

farther than most Teas.

~ “The proof the pudding is in the eating.”
7. H ESTABROOKS,

‘Tea Importer and Blender,

is all Tea, so much so that it spends much

St. John, N. B.
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