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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
filce in Apnapolis, opposite Garricon Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
 EBwvery Thursday.

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

Reliable Fieo and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&@r Money to loan at filve per cent on Real
Kstate seourity.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.
missioner and Master Supreme Court.
Licitor International Brick and Tile Co.
OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8,

DENTISTRY!
DR, H. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University MNaryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specmt}.
Office next door to Union
Hours: 9 to 5.

'DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1900,

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.
b bl Be ol i s & e L TR B

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.
s e S S

James Pringxgse, D.D. 5.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891 25 tf

J. B. WHITMAN,

TLand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Ne Boe CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8,

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000
Capital Paid-up, - 800,000
Rest, - - - - 445,000

DIRECTOR
WM. Ro SON, Wa. ROCHE,
id v President.

Beﬁd Office, Halifax, N. 8.
E. L. THORNE, General Manager.
€. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Manager.

Coliections solieited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage Robertson, n
Bridgetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
menager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage.

Dartmouth, N. 8.—I. W, Allen, acting
manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager

Liverpool, N.S.—E.R. Mulhall, manager.

New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager. :

Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,
manager.

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting
manager.

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting
manager.

Wolfville, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE.

ALL persons having legal demands against
the estate of JAMES WILSON, late of
Centreville, in the County of Annapolis, farmer,
deceased, are hereby required to render the
same, duly attested, within twelve months
from the date hereof, and all persons indebted
to said estate are requested to make immediate

ayment to
i 0. 8. MILLER,
¢ Executor.
Bridgetown June 26th, 1600.—14 tf

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE.

All persons having legal demands against
the -cstate of JOHN R. KINNEY, late of
Bridgetown, in the County of Anna is, -
er,are here.bi_requlred to render the same,duly
attested, within twelve months from the date
hereof, and all persons indebted to said estate
are requested to make immediate payment to
HETTIE J. KINNEY, Ezecuiriz.
JOBN L. MARS K

HALL, Haecutor,

- EXECUTOR'S NOTICE

ALL persons having legal demands nst
the estate of FRANCIS R. PRAT, late of
Bridgetown, in the county of Annapolis, Farm-
er. deceased, are requested to render the same,
duly attested, within twelve months from the
date hereof; and all persons indebted to said
estate are requested to make immediate pay-

t to
e EDWARD M. EATON,
Hzxecutor,
7. D. RUGGLES & SONS,
Proctors for said estate.
Bridgetown, Feb. 11th, 1901, a4

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE

LL persons baving legal demands inst
AL persons b R Ok G. FOW LER.
Jate of Bridgetown, in the Count; of Annapolis,
Gentleman, d , are here ywi r:l?iu to

n three
i and all persons
‘jndebted to said estate are requested to make
jmmediate payment to
3 LOUIS G. DeBLOIS, M. D.,
Sole Executor

¥. 1. MIUNFR, -
il Proctor of the cstate, 6m

eehly

SAT.US POPULI SUPREMA LHX HST.
-  WEDNESDAY, MAY 15 19

May 24th, 1901
Spend Your Holiday at Bridgetown!

The Management of the

Bridgetown Driving Park

(MEMBER NATIONAL TROTTING ASSOCIATION.)

Offer two good Purses
For two Popular Races.

$300.00 in Purses $300.00

FREE-FOR-ALL (Trot and Pace) $200.00
THREE MINUTE, *“ *“ 100.00

Good, clean sport is promised.

CONDITIOSNS.-National Trofting Assoclation rules to govern. Entrance fee five per
cent of purse, five per cent.additional from 'winners. Purses divided 50, 25, 1 and 10 per cent.
Any horse distancing the field orany part thereof entitled to first money onl > asses not filling
satisfactorily will be declared off. Six to enter and four to start. Both races to be mile beats, 3 in
5. Hopples not barred. Entrance fee must accompany nominations.

Entries close on Monday, May 20th, at 9 o’clock, p.- m., with
the Secretary, E G LANGLEY, Bridgetown
from whom any further information required may be obtained.

Admission to Driving Park 25¢. Grand Stand, 15¢.

. Good order will be maintained on the grounds

f You Arg = =
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 don’t
forget that the

(Ueckly Ionitor
Job Department « =

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

-

= *° = b «*

WE PRINT

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,

b ®

TAetterbeads,
Hemoranda,
Post Cards,
Dodgers, Posters,
Booklets, Books,
Visiting Cards, IBusiness Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

___————-—E-—__—-__

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

Ueckly Monitor,  Bridgetown, D. S.

THE YARMOUTH STEAMGHP GO0, LT0

On and after October 6th, this Company will make
Two Trips per week between Yarmouth and Beston as follows, viz:

Steamer * Bostox” will leave Yarmouth every Wednesday and Saturday evening;
after arrival  .rains from Halifax,

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.

Staterooms can be secured on application, at the old established rates.
For tickets, staterooms and other information, apply to Dominion Atlantic Railway,
126 Hollis St., North Street Depot, Halifax, N. S., or to any agent on the ion
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.
For tickets, staterooms, etc., apply to a
D. MoPHERSON, Gen. Mgr. -

 W. A.°CHASE, Sec. and Treas.
Yarmeuth, N. 8., October 1st, 1900. ¥
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The three Robes.

There lies across the mother’s knee,
And gathered in her hand.

A little- robe of puffs and lace,
With an embroider'd band.

[ see her smile, I hear her sing.
A low, sweet lullaby ;

And oft, I see a thought of joy,
Light up her bright blue eye.

It is & robe for her dear child,
To be christen'd in !

There lies across the mother's knee,
And gathered in her hand,

A silken robe, with puffs and\ lace,
And an embroider’d band,

"Tis white, and like a cloud at eve,
That floats across the sky ;

Bat oh, I hear the mother give
An oft repeated sigh.

It is a robe for ier dear child,
To be wedded In !

There lies across the mother’s knee,,
And gathered in her hand.
A robe of softest wool ; but it
Has no embroider’d band.
And on her cheeks so wan and pale,
The mother’s tears I see,
And hear her pray, Lord give me strength,
Oh, give thy strength to me !
It is a robe for her dear child,
To be buried in !

Anna M. L. Moseleg.

Transition.

Iam thy Pleasure. See, my face is fair—
With silken strands of joy I twine thee

ro :
Life has enough of stresa—forget with me !
Wilt thou not stay? Then go—thou art
not bound.

I am thy Pastime. Let me be to thee
A daily refuge from the haunting fears
That bind thee, choke thee, fill thy soul with

woe; &
Seek thou my hand—Ilet me assuage thy
tears !

I am thy Habit. Nay, start not; thy will
Is yet supreme, for art thou not a man ?
Then draw me close to thee, for life is brief—

A little space to pass as best one can.

I am thy Passicn. Thou shalt cling to me
Through all the years to come. The silk-
en cord
Of Pleasure has become a stronger bond,
Not to be cleft nor loosened at a word.

I am thy Master. Thou shalt crush for me
The grapes of truth for wine of sacrifice;
My clanking ‘chains were forged for such as
thee—
I am thy Master—yea, I am thy Vice !

— Katherine La Fargo Norton, in April
Smanrt Set.

- Select giftiratun.

(BEING THE BJOGRAPHY OF A BLUE-RIB-
BONER)

(By Sewell Ford in Scribner's Magazine.)

At the age of six Skipper went on the
force. Clean of limb and sound of wind he
was, with not a blemish from the tip of his
black tail to the end of his crinkly forelock.
He hiad been broken to saddle by a Green
Mountain boy who knew more of horse
nature than of the trashy things writ in
books. He gave Skipper kind words and an
occasional pat on the flank. So Spipper’s dis-
position was sweet and his nature & trusting
one.

This is why Skipper learned so soon the
ways of the city. The first time-he saw one
of those little wheeled houses, all windows
and full of people come rushing down the
street with a fearful whirr and clank of bell,
he wanted to bolt. But the man on his
back spoke in an easy, ‘calm voice, saying,
¢80.0-0 ! There, me b’y. Aisy wid ye.
So0-0-0 I” which was excellent advice, for the
queer contrivance whizzed by snd did him
no harm. In a week we could watch one
without even pricking up is ears.

It was strange work Skipper had been

seen horses dragging ploughs, pulling big
loads of hiay, and hitched to many. kinds of
vehicles. He himself had drawn a light
buggy and thought it good fun, though you
did have to keep your heels down and trot
instead of canter. He had liked best to
lope off with the boy on his back, down to
the Corners, where the store was.

But here there were no ploughs, nor hay-
carts, nor mowing-machines, There were
many heavy wagons, it was true, but these
were all drawn by stocky Percherons and
big Western grays or stout Canadian blacks
who seemed fully equal to the task.

Also there were carriages—my, what shiny
carriages ! And what smart. sleek-looking
horses drew them ! And how high they
did hold their heads and how they did throw
their feet about—just as if they were dancing
on eggs.

“Proud, stuck-up things,” thought Skip-
per.

1t was clear that none of this work was
for him. Early on the first morning of his
service men in brass-buttoned blue coats
came to the stable to feed and rub down the
horses. Skipper’s man had two names.
One was Officer Martin; at least that was
the one to which he answered when the man
with the cap called the roll before they
rode out for duty. The other name was
“Reddy.” That was what the rest of the
men in blue coats called him. Skipper
noticed that he had red hair and concluded
that *‘Reddy” must be his real name.

As for Skipper’s name, it was written on
the tag tied to the halter which he wore
when he came to the city. Skipper heard
him read it. The boy on the farm had
done that, and Skipper was glad, for he
liked the name,

There was much to learn in those few
weeks, and Skipper learned it quickly. He
came to know that at inspection, which be-
gan the day, you must stand with your nose
just on @& line with that of the horse on
either side. ‘If you didn’t you felt the bit
or spurs. He mastered the meaning of
“right dress,” “lefc dress,” “forward,”
“fours right,” and a lot of other thinge.
Some of them were very strange.

Now on the farm they had said, *“Whoa,
boy,” and “Gid a-aap.” Here they sall
“Halt” and *“Forward!” ‘But “Reddy”
used none of these terms. He pressed with
his knees on your withers, loosened the
reins, and made a aeer little chirrup when
he wanted you to gallop. He let you know
when he wanted you tostop, by the slightest
pressure on the bit.

It was lazy work, though. Sometimes
when Skipper was just aching for & brisk
canter he had to pace soberly through the
park . driveways—for Skipper, sithough I
don’t believe I mentioned it before, was part
and parcel of the mounted police force. But
there, you could know that by the coat of
arms in yellow brass on his saddle blanket.

For half an hour at s time he would stand,

the Mall. *Reddy” would sit ae still in the
saddle, too. It was hard for Skipper to
stand there and see those mincing cobs go
by, their padhousings all a glitter, crests on
their blinders, jingling their pole-chains and
switching their absurd little stubs of tails.
But it was still more tantalizing to watch
the saddle-horses canter past in the soft
bridle path cn the other side of the road-

way. But then, when you are on the force

you must do your duty.
One afternoon as Skipper was standing
post like this he caught a new note that rose

| above the hum of the park traffio. It was

the quick, nervous beat of hoofs which rang
sharply on the hard macadam. There were
screams, too. It was a ran-away. Skipper
knew this even before he saw the bell-like
postri's, the straining eyes, and the foam-
flecked lips of the-horse, or the scared man
in the carrisge behind. It was a case of
broken rein.

.How the sight made Skipper’s blood tin-
gle! Wonldn't he just like to show that
crazy roan what real ruoning away wase!
But what was Reddy going to do? He felt
him gather up the reins. He left his knees
tighten. What ! Yes, it must be so. Red-
dy was actually going to try a brush with
the runaway. What fun !

Skipper pranced out into the roadway and
gathered himself for the sport. Before he
could get into full swing, however, the roan
had shot past with a snort of challenge which
¢ould not be misunderstood.

“Oho ! You will, eh?” thought Skipper.
«“Well now, we'll see about that.”

Ah, a free rein ! That is—almost free.
And & touch of the spurs! No need for
that, Reddy. How the carriages scatter !
Skipper caught hasty glimpees of “smart
hackneys drawn up trembling by the road-
side, of women who tumbled from bicycles
into the bushes, and of men who ran and
shouted and wavad their hats.

«Just as though that little roan waen’t
scared already,” thought Skipper.

Bat she did run well; Skipper had to ad-
mit that. She had a lead of fifty yards be-
fore he could strike his best gait. Then for
a few moments he could not seem to gain an
inch. But the mare was blowing herself
and Skipper was takiog it coolly. He was
putting the pent-up energy of weeks into his
strides. Once he saw he was overbauling
her he steadied to the work.

Just as Skipper was about to forge ahead,
Reddy did a queer thing. With his right
hand he grabbed the roan with a nose-pinch
grip, and with the left he pulled in on the
reins. It was a great disappointment to
Skipper, for he had counted on showing the
roan his heels. Skipper knew, after two or
three experiences of this kind, that this was
the usual thing.

Those were glorious runs, though. Skipper
wished they would come more often. Some-
times there would be two and even tkLree in
a day. Then a fortnight or so would pass
without a single runaway on Skipper’s beat.
But duty is daty.

Dauring the early morning hours, when |

there were few people in the park, Skipper’s
education progressed. He learned to pace
around in a circle, lifting each forefoot with
a sway of the body and a pawing movement
which was quite rhythmical. He learned to
box with his nose. He learned to walk
sedately behind Reddy and to pick up a
glove, dropped apparently by accident.
There was always a sugar-plum or a sweet
cracker in the glove, which he got when
Reddy stopped and Skipper, poking his nose
over his shoulder, let the glove fall into his
hands.

Asko became more accomplished he notic-
ed that “Reddy” took more pains with his
toilet. Every morning Skipper's coat was
curried and brushed and rubbed with cham-
ois until it shone almost as if it had been
varnished. His fetlocks were csrefully
trimmed a ribbon braided into his forelock,
and bis hoofs polished as brightly as Reddy’s

| hoots. Then there were apples and carrots
| and othez Aelicacies which Reddy brought
brought to the city to do. As a colt he had |

him.

So it happened that one moruing Skipoer
heard the Sergeanc tell Reddy that he had
been detailed for the Horse Show squad.
Reddy had saluted and said nothing at the
time, but when they were out on post he told
Skipper all about it.

““Sure an’ it's app’arin’ before all the swells
in town you’ll be, me b'y. That do ye think
of that, eh ? An’ mebbe ye'll be gettin’a
blue ribbon, Skipper, me lad; an’ mebbe Mr.
Patrick Martin will have a roundsman’s
berth an’ chevrons on his sleeves afore the
year's out.”

The Horse Show was all that Reddy had
promised, and more. The light almost daz-
zled Skipper. Thesounds and the smells con-
fused him. But he felt Reddy on his back,
heard him chirrup softly, and soon felt at
ease on the tanbark.

Then there was a great crash of noise and
Skipper, with some fifty of his friends on the
force, began to move around the circle.
First it was fours abreast, then by twos, and
then & rush to troop front, when, in a long
line, they swept round as if they had been
harnessed to a beam by traces of equal
length.

After some more evolutions a half dozen
were picked out and put through their
paces. Skipper was one of these. Then
three of the six were sent to join the rest of
the squad. Only Skipper and two others
remained in the centre of the ring. Men in
tall black hats, showing much white shirt-
front and carrying long whips, came and
looked them over carefully.

Skipper showed these men how he could
waltz in time to the music, and the people
who banked the circle as far up as Skipper
could see shouted- and clapped sheir hands
until it seemed as if & thunderstorm had
broken loose. At last one of the men in tall
hats tied a blue ribbon on Skippers bridle.

When Reddy got him into the stable, be
fed him four big red apples one after the
other. Next dsy Skipper knew that he was
a famous horse. Reddy showed him their
pictures in the paper.

For a whole year Skipper was the pride of
the force. He was shown te visitors at the
stables. He was patted on the nose by the
Mayor. The Chief, who was a bigger man
than the Mayor, came up especially to look
at him. In the park Skipper did his tricks
every day for ladies in fine dress who ex-
claimed, “How perfectly wonderful " a8
well as for pretty nurse-maids who giggled
and said, “Now did you ever see the likes
o' that, Norah ?”

And then came the spavin. Ab, but that
was the beginning of the end ! Were you
ever spavined 7 If so, you know all about
it. If you haven’t, there’s no use trying to
tell you. Rheumatism? Well, that may
be bad; but a spavin Is worse, /

For three weeks Reddy rubbed the lump

just on ‘the edge of the roadway and at an | da

Skipper had never heard him use before.
Something hard made it thick and husky.
Very sadly Skipper saw him saddle one of
the new.comers and go out for duty. Be-
fore Reddy came back Skipper was led away.
He was taken to a big building where there
were horses of every kind—except the right
kind. Each one had his own peculiar *‘ofit,”
alihough you couldn’t always tell what it
was at first glance.

But Skipper did not stay here long. He
was led out before a lot of mén in a big ring.
A man on a box shouted ont a number, and
began to talk very fast. Skipper gathered
that he was talking about him. Skipper
learned that he was only six years old, and
that he had been owned as a saddle-horse by
a lady who was about to sail for Europe and
waa closlng out her stable. This was news
to Skipper. He wished Reddy could hear
it

The man talked very nicely about Skip-
per. He said he was kind, gentle, sound in
wind and limb, and was not only trained to
the saddle but would work either single or
double. The man wanted to know how
much the gentlemen were willing to pay for
a bay gelding of this description.

“Someone on the outer edge of the crowd
said, “Ten dollars.”

At this the man on the box grew quite
indignant. He asked if the other man
wouldn’t like a silver-mounted harness and a
lap robe thrown in.

“Fifteen,” said another.

Somebody else said ‘‘Twenty,” another
man said, *“T'wenty-five,” and still another,
“Thirty.” Then there was & hitch. The
man on the box began to talk very fast in-
deed :

“Thutty-thutty-thutty-thutty—do I hear
the five? Thutty-thutty-thutty-thutty—
will you make it five ?”

“Thirty-five,” said a red-faced man who
had pushed his way to the front and was
looking Skipper over sharply,

The man on the box said, “Thutty-five a
good many times and asked if he ‘‘heard
forty.” Evidently he did not, for he stopped
and eaid very slowly and distinctly, looking
expectantly around : .

‘-Are you all done? Thirty-five—once.
Thirty-five—twice—Third—and last call—
sold, for thirty-five dollars !”

When Skipper heard this he hung his
head. When you have been a $250 blue-
ribboner and the pride of the force it is sad
to be ““knocked down” for thirty-five.

The next year of Skipper’s life was a Jark
one. We will not linger over it. The red-
faced man who led him away was a grocer.
He put Skipper in the shafts of a heavy
wagon very early every morning and«drove
him a long ways through the city to a big
down-town market where men in long frocks
ehouted’and handled boxes ;and barrels.
When the wagon was heavily loaded the
red-faced man drove him back to the store.
Then a tow-haired boy, who jerked viciously
on the lines and was fond of using the whip,
drove him recklessly about the streets and
avenues.

Oue day the tow-haired boy pulled the
near rein too hard while rounding a corner
and s wheel was smashed sgainst a lamp-
post. The tow-haired boy was sent bead
first into an ash-barrel, and Skipper, rather
startled at the occurrence, took a little run
down the avenue, strewing the pavements
with eggs, sugar, canned corn, celery, and
other assorted groceries.

Perhaps this was why the grocer sold him.
Skipper pulled a cart through the flat-house
district for » while after that. On the seat
of the cart sat a leather-lunged man who
roared : ‘¢ a-puls! Nice a-puls !
A who-o-ole lot fer a quarter !”

Skipper felt this disgrace keenly. Even
the cab-horses, on whom he used to look
with diedain, eyed him scornfully. Skipper
stood it as long as possible and then one day,
while the apple fakir was standing on the
bock step of the cart shouting things at a
woman who was leaning half way out of a
fourth-story window, he bolted. He dis-
tributed that load of apples over four blocke,
much to the profit of the street children, and
he wrecked the wagon on a hydrant. For
this the fakir beat him with a piece of the
wreckage until a blue-coated officér wheat-
ened to arrest him. Next day Skipper was
sold again.

Skipper looked over his new owner with-
out joy. The man was evil of face. His
long whiskers and hair were unkempt and
sun-bleached, like the tip-end of a pastured
cow’s tail. His clothes were greasy. His
voice was like the grunt of a pig. Skipper
wondered to what use this- man would put
him. He feared the worst.

Far up through the city the man took
him and out on & broad avenue where there
were many open spaces, most of them fenced
in by huge bill-boards. Behind one of these
sign-plastered barriers Skipper found his
pew home. The bottom of the lot was more
than twenty feet below the street level. In
the centre of a waate of rocks, ash heaps and
dead weeds tottered a group of shanties,
strangely made of odds and ends. - The walls
were partly of mud.chinked rocks and part-
ly of wood. The roofs were patched with
strips of rusty tin held in place by stones.

Ic one of these shantiee, just tall enough
for Skipper to enter and no more, the horse
tbat had been the pride of the mounted
park police was driven with a kick as a
greeting. Skipper noted first that there
was no feed-box and no hay-rick. Then he
saw, or rather felt—for the only light came
through cracks in the walls—that there was
no floor. His nostrils told him that the
drainage was bad. Skipper sighed as he
thought of the clean, sweet straw which
Reddy used to change in his stall every
night.

But when you have a lump on your leg—
a lump that throbs, throbs, throbe with pain,
whether you stand still or lie down—you do
not think much on other things.

Supper was late in coming to Skipper that
night. He was almost starved when it wae
gerved. Andsach asupper! What do you
think? Hay? Yes, but marsh hay; the
dry, tasteless stuff they use for bedding in
cheap stables. A ton of it wouldn’t make 8
pound of good flesh. Oats ? Not a sign of
an oat | Bat with the hay there were a few
potato peelings. Skipper nosed them out
and nibbled the marsh hay. The rest he
pawed back under him, for the whole had
been thrown at his feet. - Then he dropped
on the ill-smelling ground and went to sleep
to dream that ke had been turned into s
forty-acre field of clover, while a dozen brass
bands played a waltz and multitudes of peo-
ple looked on and cheered.

In the morning more salt bay was thrown

tohimndm_mwunm‘

But worst of ‘all was the striog of belle
suspended from two uprights above the seat.
When Skipper saw these he knew he had
fallen low indeed. He had become the horse
of & wandering junkman. The next step in
his career; as he well knew, would be the
glue factory and the bone-ysrd. Now, when
a horse has lived for twenty years or #o, it
is sad enough to face these thinge. But at
eightggears to see the glue factory close at
hand is enough to make a horse wish be had
never been foaled.

For many weary months Skipper pulled
that orazy cart, with ite Bitefuléjangle of
bells, about the city streets snd suburban
roads, while the man with the faded hair

‘roared through his matted beard : * Buy

0-0-0-0-0lt raa-a-aags! Buy 0-0-0 o-olt
ra-a-a-a-a-ags ! Olt boddles! Olt copper !
Oltiron! Vaste baber !”

The lump on Skipper’s hock kept growiog

*| bigger and bigger. It seemed as if the darts

of pain shot from hoof to flank with every
step. Big hollows came over his eyes. You
could see his ribs as plainly as the hoops on
a pork-barrel. Yet six days in the week he
went on long trips and brought back heavy
loads of junk. On Sunday he hauled the
junkman and his family about the city.

Once the junkman tried to drive Skipper
into one of the Park entrances. Then for
the first time in his life Skipper balked. The
junkman pounded and used such langusge
as you might expect from s junkman, but
all to no use. Skipper took the beating
with lowered head, but go through the gate
he would not. So the junkman gave it up,
although he seemed very anxious to join
the line of gay carriages which were rolling
in.

Soun after this there came a break in the
daily routine. One morning Skipper was
not led out as usual. In'fact, no one came
pear him, and he could hear no voices in the
near-by shanty. Skipper decided that he
would «ake a day off himself. By bracing
against the door he readily pushed it open,
for the staple was insecufe.

Once at liberty, he clitabed the roadway
that led out of the lot. It waslate in the fall,
bat there was still short swebt winter grass
to be found along the gutters. For a while
he nibbled at this hungrily. Then a queer
idea came to Skioper. Perhaps the passiog
of a smartly groomed saddle-horse was
responsible.

At any rate Skipper left off nibbling grase.
He hobbled out the edge of the road, turned
80 as to face the opposite side, and held up
his head. There he stood just as he used to
stand when he was the - ~ide of the mounted
squad. He has on post once more.

Few people were passing, and none seem-
ed to notice him. He was an odd figure.
His coat was shaggy and weather-stained.
It looked patched and faded. The spavined
hock caused one hind quarter to sagsome-
what, but aside from that his pose was
strictly according to the regulations.

Skipper had been playing at standing
post for a half-h our, when a trotting dandy
who sported ankle-boots and toe-weights,
pulled up before him. He was drawing a
light, bicycle-wheeled road-wagon in which
were two men.

“Queer ?” dne of them was saying. “‘Can’t
say I see anything queer about it, Captain.
Some old plug that’s got away from asquat-
ter; that’s all I see in it.”

“Well, let’s have a look,” said the other.
He stared hard at Skipper for a moment and
then, in a loud, sharp tone, said :

«'Ten.shun! Right dress I”

Skipper pricked up his ears, raised his
head, and side-stepped stiffly. The trotting
dandy turned and looked curiously at bhim.

« Forward ! eaid the man in the wagon.
Skipper hobbled out into the road.

“Right wheel! Halt! I thought so,”
said the man, as Skipper obeyed the orders.
“Rpat fellow has been on the force. He
Wae standing post. Looks mighty familiar,
too—white stockings on two forelegs, white
star on forehead. Now, 1 wonder if that
can be—here, hold these reins a minute. 4

Going up to Skipper the man patted his
nose once or twice, and then pushed his muz-
zle to one side. Skipper ducked and coun-
tered. He had not forgotten his boxing
trick. The man turned his back and began
to pace down the road. Skipper followed
and picked up a ridlng—glgverwhich the man
dropped. i !

* Doyle,” eaid the man, as he walked baek.
to the wagon, *‘ two years ago that was the
finest horse on the force—took the blue rib-
bon at the Garden, Alderman Martin would
give a thousand dollars for him as he stands.
He has hunted the State for him. You re-
member Martin—Reddy Martin—who used
to be on the mounted squad! Didn’t you
hear? An old uncle who made a fortune as
a building contractor died about a year ago
and left the whole pile to Reddy. He's got
a fine country-place up in Westchester and
is in the city government. . Just elected this
fall. But he isn’t happy because he can’t
find his old horse—and here’s the horse.”

Next day an astonished junkman stood
before an empty shanty which served as &
stable and feasted his eyes on a $50 bank
note.

If you are ever up in Westchester County
be sure and visit the stables of Alderman P.
Sarsfield Martin. Ask to see that oak
panelled box-stall with the stained-glaes
windows and the porcelain feed-box. You
will notice a polished braes name-plate on
the door bearing this inscription :

SKIPPER.

You may meet the Alderman himself,
wearing an English-made riding-suit, loping
comfortably along on a sleek bay gelding
with.two white fore-legs and a white star on
his forehead. Yes, high-priced veterinaries
can cure spavin—Alderman Martin says 8o.
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A Certain Remedy for Corns,

And one always to be relied upon, is Put
nam’s Painless Corn Extractor. Safe, sure
and always painless. Nearly fifty imitations
prove its value. Beware of such, Get Pat-
nam’s at druggists, or if you cannot get it we
will send it to you by mail upon receipt of 25
cents, post paid, to Canada or United Statee.
N Polson & Co., Kingston, O

(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown
. ‘

Money to Loan on First-Olass

Real Hstate 4ly

*Be aye Sueking In a Tree.”

An old Scotch laird, when on his death
bed, said to his son : ** When ye hae naeth-
ing else to be, ye may be aye sticking in &
tree; it will be growing, Jock, when ye're
sleeping.” An sdmonition to which we may
well give heed ; not altogether for the reason
given by the canny Scot, but for the stronger
and better reasons that we benefit both our-
selves and our fellow man, and increase the
value of onr property by the improvement,
The fact that tree planting is of direct bene-
fit to ourselves and our neighbors is little
understgod by most of us for the simple
reason that the interdependence of animal
and vegetable life and tree life is not known.
Trees take their food from the soil and the
air. The earthy constituents of the trees
are held in solution in the water which goes
up from the roots to the leaves, and in the
leaves the most important process of feeding
takes place ; this procese is the assimilation
or taking up and breaking up, by the leaves,
of carbonic acid gas from the air. All plants
breathe, and plants, like animals, breathe in
oxygen and breathe out carbonic acid gas.
This processs of breathing goes on both day
and night, but it is far less active than as-
similation, which takes place only in the
light ;. consequently more carbonic acid ges
is taken into the tree than is given out, and
the surplus carbon remains to be used in the
growth of the tree. Every one knows that
it is cooler in the shade of trees than in other
shade, bat we do not sll know that this
agreeable coolness is due to the water vapor
given off by the trees, principslly by the
leaves, in transpiration ; this throwing off of
the water vapor being simply the getting rid
of the surplus water which has brought up
mineral food from the roots.

In this transpiration of water vapor, which
agreeably cools the air, and absorption of
carbonic acid gas, which purifies the air,
trees are directly beneficial to us, and yet,
in the wholesale destruction of forests, we
have been working agaiust these beneficent
influences, and it wounid be well for us to
consider tree planting solely upon this econ-
omie side. If all trees, bushes and shrubs
were swept from the esrth, all animal life
would become extinct, hence it is easy to
understand that the destruction of even so
much tree life bas had a detrimental influence
upon our climate, making animal life (our
life) less easy and comfortable than it might
be. Accepting this premise, it follows that
the planting of trees would help to remove
the present climatic conditions, hence self-
faterest, the benefitting of our neighbors and
oarselves, should prompt us to be ‘“aye
sticking in a tree.” Not only will it be
growing while we are sleeping, but it will
(possibly) be growing and shedding its bless-
ings abroad long after we have gone hence.
We can make the world pleasanter for our-
selves while we stay in it, and a better home
for those who come after us, by planting
trees as we have opportunity-— Practical
Farmer.

The Quaint French Settlement at St.
Plerre-Miguelon.

My first impressions of St. Pierre .are
pleasing. Direct from the metropolis of the
Western world to a little rock away off in
the Atlantic, seldom visited by the tourist,

and probably unheard of by a large propiees.
tion of the civilized world, with the exception
of France, the contrast is striking. Thbere
are no lofty buildings to try the eyes; no
Street cars; no sidewalks; few horses; no
hotels, as we understaud them; no daily
newspapers ; no theatres—nothing that in
the least suggests the States, except the
electric lights. There are long, narrow,
hilly streets, lined with low, slanting-roofed
houses ; there are little rough carts, drawn
by dogs, driven by natives in Basque ‘caps,
blouses, and sabots; there are heavy ox-
teams with picturesque villagers prodding
them on—théy must be villagers, for there
are no farms and hence no farmers—there
are black-gowned, shovel-hatted priests, and
there are the cod fishermen in their jerseys
and big boots. It seems like a bit of stage-
land. The citizens do not worry much about
the advent of strangere. You go on your
way practically unnoticed. Quite by chance
I find myself at-the principal barber shop in
town, and for fifteen minutes sit bolt-upright
in a straight-back chair while the barber
does his work. He keeps up a running fire
of question and comment. I occasionally
chime in with some such happy and zom-

ommittal expreesion as % Qui, oui,” or
s Certainement.” 1 was tempsed to say
¢« Parblen” once, but gave the ides wup
From his flow of language I gained the idea,
first of all, that a shave costs seven cents,
and that almost any kind of money Would
be acceptable, not only at his shop, but any-
where elee in town., The preference seems to
be for American bills or silver.—From
« St. Pierre-Miquelon,” by JAMES CLARKSON
HYDE, in the May Scribner’s.

—_——————
Bronehitis is now Epidemie.

Bronchitis is becoming very prevalent, but
is not now incurable for Catarrhozone-cures
even the worst cases. Catarrhozone inhaler
sends the healing medicated air into ever
air passage in head, bronchial tubes an
lungs; it reaches the germs and destro
them. Catarrhozone sooths and cools the
inflamed membranes, quickly cures the dry
vough and feverishness, and the laborious
breathing and soreness in the wind-pipe are
relived at once. When Catarrhozone is in-
baled, Bronchitis is cured from one to five
days. It has been extensively used, and
never once failed. Even cases of 5, 10 and
20 years standing that have bofilled the
skill of the best physicians, have been cured
by Catarrhozone. Your doctor can tell you
that Catarrhozone is ome of the grandest
discoveries of the century, snd that be always
preecribes it for Bronchitis, Asthma and
Catarrh. Get it today, and be cured. Price
$1.00; emall size 25 cents, at druggists or
Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont.
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The Lynching Record.

Of the 115 persons unlawfully executed in
the United States in 1900, 107 were negroes,
and of the total number of lynchings all but
¢ight took place in the south. Indians,
Kansas and Colorado are the northern states
that indulged in lynch law last year.
Indiana three colored men, one of them in-
nocent, were lynched; in Cclorado, tws
colored men and one white man su e
penalty, one of the colored men
ured in the most fiendish n I
chose two white men as i
teen years 2,683 pel
in the Urited St
year. The number
below the average,
excess of 1899
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e

[ -



