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SATUS POPULI SUPRHEMA LHX BEST.

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 11, 1901.

NO. 31

_u}iqfeestoxlal Cards.

J. M. OWEN,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

TASTHNA CURE FREE!

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

O dce in Annapolis, opposite Garriscr gate

~WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
{Over Roop's Grocery Store.)

Bvery Thursday.

O nsular Agent of the United States.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.

~—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s

£3r Money to loan at five per cent on Real

Estate security.

Asthmalene Brings Instant Reliof and Permanent
Cure in All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT Or POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

.| [chaiezD

There is nothing like ATHMA-
LENE It brings instant velief,
even in the worst cases. It oc'wres
when all else fails.

O. T. DANIELS

BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Eic.

(RANDOLPH S BLOCK.)
Heoad of Queen 8t,, Bridgetowr

Money to Loan on First-Clate
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 %ther
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Co
Solicitor International Brick Rnu Tile (;1(:.0'

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University lMNaryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door te Union Bank. "
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 eac! b
February 1st, 1900. N Monte, baglusing

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ARNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

Yames Primrose, D. D. 5.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. ce d&{l at Bridgetown, Monday
ond Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801, 25 of

FOR TEWM
YEAR The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Villa Ridge, Ill.,
saye: *“ Your trial bottle of Asthmalene received

i in good condition. I cannot tell you how
thauvkful I feel for the good derived from it. 'I
was a slave, chained with putrid sore throat and
Asthma for ten years. I despaired of ever being
oured. I saw your advertisement for the cure
of this dreadful and tormeating disease, Asth-
ma, and thought you had overspoken yourselves,
but resolved to give it a trial. To my astonish-
ment the trisl acted like a charm. Send me a
full size bottle.”

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.
Rabbi of the Cong. Bnai Israel,
New Yorg, Jan. 3cd, 1901.
Dr. Tarr Bros'. Mepicize Co,
GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-
lent ~emedy for Asthma and Hay Fever, and its
comp »sition alleviates all troubles which com-
bine 1 vith Asthma. Its euccess is astonishing
and wo nderful,
; e After having it carefully analyzed, we can
swate that ASTHMALENE contains no opium, mo: *phine, chiloroform or ether.
Very ' ryly yours,
R EV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.

RELIEF.

e 0

AvoN Sprivgs, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901
Dr. Ta¥r Bros. Meptoise Co.
GENTLEMEN,— I write this testimonial from a sense of duty, having tested the wonder-
ful ¢ffect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma. My wife has been sfflicted
with spasinodic asthma for the past 12 years. Having yxhausted my own skill as well as
many others, I chanced 1o see your sign upon’your winc owe on 130:h street, New York, I
at cnoce obtained a bott ie of Asthmalene. My wife comraenced takiog it about the first of
I‘w\'l’!nber. I very so. n noticed a radical improvement. After using one bottle her Asthma
has disappeared and b e is entirely free from all symptoras. [ feel that 1 can consistently
recommend the medici 1e (o all who are sfllicted with this distressing disease.
Yours respectfally, 0. D. PHELPS, M D.

o

Dr. Tarr Bros. Me prcixg Co Feb. 5, 1901
GENTLEMEN,—I was troubled with Asthama for 22, yesrs. I have tried numerous
remedies, but they !1ave all failed. I ran across your & dvertisement and started with &
trial bottle. I four .d relief u; once. I have since purchssed your full-sized bottle, and I
am ever grateful. I have family of four children, and for* six years was unable to work. I
am now in the best. of hraith and am doing busivess eve ry day. This testimony you can
msake such use of as yor, gee fit. S. RAPHAEL,

Home addrese: 235 Rivington St. 67 Esst 126ch St., New York City.

Trial botf je sent absolutely free on receipt of postal

DO NOT DE'LAY. Write at once, addressing DR. TAF1' BRO3. MEDICINE
CO., 79 East 130,h St., New York Ciry.

SC LD BY AL DRUGGISTS.

]f You _Hl'c . Q(gz
A Business Man = ¢

You will soon need a rew stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don’t
forget that the

(Geckly Monitor

« J- B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

CABLE ADDRESS: Established ov
WALLFRUIT, London.} quarberoteacc;t?xl;‘yn: ]

JOHN FOX & CO.

Auetioners and Fruit Brokers,
Spitalfield and Stratford Market,

LONDON, G. B.

£ We are in a poeition to guarantee highest
market return for all consiguments entrusted
to us. Cash draft forwarded immediately
moods are sold. _Current prices and marked re-
ports forwarded with pleasure.
Nova Scotia Apples a speeialty.

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

Represented by Abram Young, Bridge-
to‘;. who will give shippers any information
Jequired. Aug. 28th-6m

ESTABLISHED 1910.

W. HIEATT & SON,

Fruit Brokers,
Covent Garden Market, London.

m}:'r“. x.u}v. ftl:ean.nof thenalgove firm, is now
wvelling the valley soliciting consi;
in apples to his firm. il s

fﬂmuczs:—lnndon and County Bark
London,

Bank of Nova Scotia, Kentville

J. E, LLOYD, Agent, - Bridgetown

TRY
BLACK CROW.

No Dusi,
Ensily apphied,
Quick Shine

€ Ask your Grocer,
Cphainee .

TO LET7V,
The Brick House helomg’ #

estate of Iate Roht, B, ¥

Wi
Wr4TED
{r0D 5, Candlesticks, Trays and
wogany Furniture. Also old
g Ay gl oy B g
5 Ol ue e8 Al
.ocks, Good prices paidn. fup

-ng to the
RKandolph,
2

W. A. KAIN,
116 Germain Street,
87, Jomw, N. 8.

Few fine G
atoek e Gobblers from improved imported

Job - Department « «

is fully equipped for all kincis of
Job Work. Worl ¢ done prom ptly,
neatly and taste fully. Nothing
but good stock is used.

«® ‘R * *

WE PRINT

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,

Letterber dg,
emo'cand g,
Post Ca rds

Dodgers, Post ¢rs ,
Booklets, ¥ ;ooh;,

Visiting Cards | @usiness Cards,
or any Speci g] Order

am

Loetry,

e i

UNREST.

(From the Harlequin.)

Who hath not stayed his hand,

Once in the grinding, ceaseless round
of toil,

To ask the question with a weary
smile:

Lo, is it all worth while?

Mopping the sweat from off the heat-
ed brow,

Lo, is it all worth while?

Looking to where the sun comes
through the door,

Or silver wash of moonlight floods
the floor,

Lo, is it all worth while?

All day the busy hen
Goes on her way the stubborn soil

along,

Picking the food that chance has scat-
tered there,

All day the butterfly

Flutters in aimless purpose through
the grove,

Yet by one purpose held.

All day the patient ox

Plods to the creaking yoke;

And horses, dogs and geese,

Camels and fishes

Elephants and whales,

And all strange creatures
throughout the world,

In cities or in forest or in the air,

Or in the depths of never-sounded seas,

Plod to their task as stubbornly as

moving

trees.

And hark ye in the caches of the earth

Are million springing seeds

In ceaseless ferment,

Old bones that change to blooms,

And toads and crawling worms,

Each with sufficient purpose;

And far above

A ceaseless rush of worlds

Toiling throuch space.

Each his allotted pace;

No greater in the vast cosmogony

Than worm or toad or seed,

Or we small men—

We specks and motes diminutive,

In all this scheme and chaos of our
worlds

Who sends anon the plaintive wail
thro’ space

Whereto no answer ever has come back,

Lo, is it all worth while?

O thou of purpose, plodding on thy
way,

No idle doubts shall ever mar thy day;

Like stern volcanoes in the ancient
hills

Making the mines for ages all unborn,

Thyself shall labor like those Titan
mills,

Sleeping o' nights to labor on the
morn;

And thou, stout soul, thou can’st not
see today

The end and purpose of thy work un-
furled,

Yet still strive on, the ages show the
“'L‘,V

These patient workers make a better
world.

- §tlm @iidatm. o

Stackpole’s Stump Fence.

OLD CYRUS' LUCKY ESCAPE FROM THE RE-
COIL OF HIS OWN HATE.
(By JAMES BUCKHAM.)

“I don’t see but what you will just
have to submit, Cyrus,”’ said Colonel
Bowker. “The law seems to be pret-
ty clear on the subject. When the
state grants a railroad a charter and
a town grants it the right of way,
the railroad company can take at a
fair appraised value any property ly-
ing in the line of its survey, provid-
ed the owner refuses to sell at an
agreed price. That covers the facts
in this case. You refuse to sell the
company a strip on the south side of
your orchard. The state says to the
company, ‘We give you the right to
appropriate that land at our apprai-
sal.’ It's no use for the owner to
protest. The law can do nothing for
him. If there was a ghost of a chance
to fight, Cyrus, I'd be glad to do
what I could for you. But a lawyer
can’t do anything when there’s no
law on his side.”

Colonel Bowker tipped his chair
back and threw one leg over the cor-
ner pf his littered table. An old man
trembling with impotent rage, sat in
a rickety armchair on the other side
of the table. His chin quivered and
his thin lips kept opening and shut-
ting as the village lawyer spoke.

“Then ef the law can’t do anythinﬁ
for me I'll do it for myself,” crie
the old man, bringing his withered
fist down on the arm of the chair.
“1'll see of a man kin be robbed of
what's be’n his'n for 50 year and be'n
in the family for more’n 8 hundred!"

“] hope you won't do anything
rash, Cyrus,” said the colonel bland-
lv. “It's a case where the welfare of
the many overrides the welfare of the
individual, you sec. The law rovidr
es no recourse for the individual in

ch a case.” .

<) got done with the law, I tell y?!
+shouted the old man fiercely. “I'm
dependir 0D myself now. I said ef the
law ocoulan’t help me I'd help myself.
T'll see ef they can run their consarn-
ed trains ghrough my orchard with-
out my p“-mlssion.‘ ’A man’s pro-
putty’s his own. The” ain-t no law
that kin knock that fact out o’ the
Ten Commandments.”’ . :

Colonel Bowker accompanied his
jrate ¢lient to the door. ‘‘Better be

Oyrus,” he said as the old
d down the steps. “'Don't.

10 anything in & purry. Take time tt}

ink it over. And remember that
‘ways ready to advise 1}’0\! on
< that may come up.

~akpole drove home in &

a.
Voiny

that ma’y pe required. y o e TP e

We make u <wrjecialty of Church Work,
Lef,'dl Fprms, Appeal Cases, etc.

We* g1y monitor,  Bridgetown, I. S.
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FALL
MILLINERY
OPENINC

-~AT—

MISS CHUTE'’'S
Oct. 9th and 10th.

Improve Your Stock
FOR SERVICE:

Thoroughbred Improved Yorkshire Boar;
Ayrshire Bull.

FOR SALE

Prices Moderate.

T. E. SMITH.
Central Clarrence, Oct. 30th. im

not to allow #'¢
thard had ", "
er’'s fa*
- wrin'’
Tince passed the age of fruit bearing.
They only - served
ground, but Cyrus would not cut them
down and plant new ones. They were
a part of the old order of things, and
Cyrus was a conservative of the con-
servatives.
eaten windfalls from the old trees was
more to his liking than a bushel of
sound and
younger and more vigorous stock.
That the pert modern railroad should
desecrate his venerable orchard was
not. to be endured.
the old man’s grain. and that grain
was exceedingly tough.

As it

ad peen set out by his fath-
.ner, and their knotted and
«led “trunks and limbs had long

to cumber the

A peck of bitter, worm

toothsome fruit from

It went against

happened, however, Cyrus

The trees in the or- H.
red 1.
Cyrus
his pock. “wohief.
them was w
danna handke. Tea
it, with a cry «
up the lantern, h. 4y, tane
track toward the ap} ‘+
She turned up the Wit
tern until it smoked fur.
she wrapped the red han
round the globe, held the
in both hands and slowly :
to and fro. St
The train was almost upon S o
fore the engineer saw the fa S dheiz
signal. But the airbrakes di. it
m:fo work, and the engine si

ling stump of Cyrus Stackpole’s

Stackpole fell into the clutches of a
severe attack of inflammatory rheum-
atism soon aiter his visit to Colonel
Bowker’s law office and about the
time when the railroad came to grade
and prepare the roadbed across his
orchard. 'The work was all done
while the old man was groanming and
fuming in bed, and by the time he
got about again the ties and rails
were laid through his orchard. Then
the first train came along, roaring
triumphbantly and vomiting black
smoke over what remained of the an-
cient apple trees.

Upon this Cyrus bestirred himself,
though physical exertion still sent ex-
cruciating pains through his joints.
The regular passenger train schedule
had been in operation just a day when
he began to do for himself what the
law could not or would not do for
him. At three o’clock on & Tuesday
afternoon, his wife being driven to the
village, Cyrus hitched up a yoke of
oxen and began to drag stumps from
the stump lence on the north side of
the orchard to the railroad bed. He
chose the largest and soundest and
toughest stumps he could find and by
6 o clock had a formidable fence built
across the railroad on the exact boun-
dary of his orchard. The roots of
the stumps bristled in the .direction
from which the next train would ap-
proach, the train from Wilmington,
due to pass at 8 o’clock in the even-
ing. Should a locomotive strike these
formidable roots the butt of the
stump would only be driven firmer in-
to the ground. Something would
have to stop or smash, and Cyrus
felt confident that it would not be
the stump. .

It was several minutes past 6 when
the horn blew for supper. Cyrus was
glad of the extra time and glad that
his field of operations was hidden
from the house by a rise of land.
When he came slowly up from the or-
chard with the tired oxen, his wife
met him at the back door.

“Here's a letter for ye,” she said.
“Supper’s & leetle mite late, but the
old mare limps so I couldn’t git home
as soon’s I planned. Better read the
letter ‘fore ye set down to eat, hadn’t
ye?”’

“No,” answered Cyrus, limping to
the barn with the oxen. “It'll keep
until arter I’ve had a cup o’ tea, I
reckon.”’

Cyrus Stackpole ate his supper’ de-
liberately and then sank into the old
padded rocker by the window and
opened his letter. Hardly had he be-
gun to read it when, with a startling
cry, he sprang to his feet again and
ran stumbling to the barn. Her hus-
band’s cry and sudden leap caused
Mrs. Stackpole to drop a lot of plates
she was carrying to the sink, but not
even the terrific crash of broken crock-
ery elicited the slightest attention
from Cyrus. The letter had fluttered
from the old man’s hand to the floor
as he ran, and Mrs. Stackpole stooped
and picked it up with shaking fingers.
Something in that letter, she knew,
had caused her husband’s sudden dis-
may,

She turned first to the signature.
It was from Frank, their own dear
boy, from whom they had not heard
for two years and whom they had
about given up for dead, since he-dis-
appeared in the Alaskan goldfields.
He wrote:

Dear Father and Mother—I am com-
ing home at last—a rich man! Have
been out of the world practically,
since I wrote you last—living in a hut
200 miles from civilization. Will tell
you all when I see you. Look for me
next Tuesday evening. I learn that
you have a new railroad now, and
can reach you by train the same even-
ing 1 get to Wilmington. God bless
you both! Lovingly, Frank.

What was there in that blessed let-
ter that could have caused her hus-
band such distress? Mrs. Stackpole
wiped the tears of joy from her eyes
and sped out to the barn.

“Cyrus,” she cried, ‘“‘what on airth
air ye doing?”’

Cyrus was hurriedly replacing the
yoke on the necks of the weary oxen.
His hands trembled. His face was
overspread with an ashen gray pal-
lor.

“Git out of the way,” he shouted
as he lashed the oxen from the barn,
the long chain that dangled from the
yoke clattering behind. He caught a
lantern from a nail and hurried after
the startled and bewildered beasts.

“Where air ye going, Cyrus?” de-
manded his wife, following the dis-
tracted old man as he led the oxen
over the crest of the hill to the or-
chard bars. Cyrus made no reply,
and his wife followed him. Then she
saw the bristling stump fence across
the railroad, and the whole dreadful
truth flashed upon her. Cyrus had put
up a fence to stop or wreck the next
train, and that was the very train
that Frank had written he should
take from Wilmington.

The village station was a mile be-
yond the Stackpole, farm. The train
Would not have even begun to slow
down when it passed through the or-
chard, It was already getting dusk.
It would be pitch dark by the time
the train came along in just an hour.

Cyrus Stackpole never looked at his
wife, but worked with feverish haste,
and she did not interrupt him, for
she knew that every moment was
precious. The oxen strained mightily
at the great stumps, but they were so
crowded together and interlocked that
it was hard to get them off the track.
Cyrus had performed his defiant task
unfortunately well.

“Light the lantern!” cried the pant-
ing old man at last. His wife took
the match he flung her and kindled
the slight flame in the dusty globe.
Cyrus bent and adjusted the chain
anew by the candle’s feeble light.
Then the oxen strained together once
more, but the biggest stump of all
wonld not move. The long tough
roots were wedged between and under
the rails.

“God!” groaned the old man. !t.
waa the shortest of prayers, but', it
was a prayer and not an imprecation,

“Hark!”” cried the trembling old
wife. From far off through the dark-
pess came a faint runibling im}nd: It
was the evening train from Wilming-
ton!

“Cyrus,”  exclaimed the woman,
“ped light’ll stop 'em. I've heard so.
“ain’t we got anything to make a
‘ight with? Quick¥’
~ disgorged the contents of all
“atg st one sweep. Among

sn old fashioned red ban-
His wife seized
~f joy, and catching
. "=ad down the
\ste,, "~ train.
achi,,

of the i..
iously. Then

dkei~chief a-

st~

in 20 feet of the last huge %

across the railroad. Frank Stackpofie
was one of the first passengers to
leap from the intercepted train.

“What in thunder—why, father’s old
orchard!”” he exclaimed. ‘“‘And here’s
wmother!”’ He caught a tottering gray
haired figure in his arms. Mrs. Stack
pole, like all heroes, had first accom-
plished her deed and then fainted
away.

The railroad company did not enter
a complaint against Cyrus Stackpole.
His big black-bearded healthy son
may have had something to do with
that and he may not. Very likely
the unrestricted and undisputed right
of way through the old man’s orchard
was an inducement. At any rate the
matter was dropped and Cyrus Stack-
pole proved to be so subdued in spir-
it that only two days after his stump
fence disappeared from the track, he
rode through his own orchard on one
of the detested trains on his way to
buy a brand new suit of clothes and
‘“‘see the sights.”

—New York Evening Post.
SN SR A I Y A S e

PRISCILLA'S PECULIARITY.
————

“Qdd to hear from him again, after
all thes: years! 1 wonder what b.:de
him write durectly he reached South-
ampton!”’

Priscilla Baberly glanced inquiringly
from the open letter in her hand to
the mirror over llcl‘ dlu\\“lg room
mantelpicce as though her reflection
might possibly answer the query.

The wistiul melancholy ot her ex-
pression was due te an iliness that
had left her almost totally deal;
though the fact was scarcely notice-
able thanks to- the knowledge of lip
reading she had acquired, and when
this means failed she resorted to the
use of an ear trumpet or an ingeni-
ously constructed fau.

“Oh dear, if enly 1 hadn’t been deaf;
men have a horror of deaf old maids!
But 1 needn't let” him_ know just at
first—he always spoke distinctly and
was clean shaven, which mesns a
great deal to me now. l'm sure 1 can
manage it,” she resumed meditatively.
“I wul set him talking of his cam-
paigns!”’

She crossed the room and touched
the bell.

““Catherine,” she said to the maid,
“Major—] mean Colonel Ewart will be
here presently. Send up hot toast
with the tea and extra cream.”

A moment later the maid held
aside the heavy plush portiere and a
tall military looking man, with a flow-
ing gray beard and mustache, filled up
the doorway.

“Good gracious—u beard as well!”
Miss Baberly murmured, horror strick-
en, as she caught up her fan, and went
to meet him, holding it gracefully to
her lips.

“Ah, Major—Colonel, 1 mean—'she
corrected herself agitatedly—"delight-
ed to see you! It’s hke your good na-
ture to call so soon. How you have
altered! 1 should scarcely have known
you.

“You haven’t changed in the least
degree,” he said gallantly, shaking
her hand between both-his. “Why it
seems only yesterday we said ‘good-
by’ at your sister's garden party.”

His tone was gruffi but hearty, and
somewhat above the normal pitch, and
she managed to catch a word here
and there as she watched his lips anx-
iously, holding her fan to her own.

have a little garden,”
she rejoined hesitatingly. “‘But come
and sit down. 1 want to hear all
about yourself and your campaigns.
Of course 1 learned a great deal from
the papers, but it isn’t the same as
a personal narrative, so you must
just tell me from the very beginning.”
She seated herself opposite him, her
eyes still fixed on his face.

“Really, Celia—] may call you the
old name may I not?—there is noth-
ing to tell, just the usual change from
hill stations to the plains, and vice
versa; then the outbreak, which we
quelled after some sharp fighting and
losing some of our , best fellows, and
that's all. You don’t suppose,’” he
resumed in a lower tone, ‘‘that 1l've
come here, directly 1 set foot in the
old country, to talk about my cam-
paigns?”’

She heard the note of interrogation
and dropped her eyes rather discon-
certedly, murmuring an unintelligible
monosyllable.

“I want to talk something far more
interesting,” he continued softly—
“that concerns you as well as myself.
You've no idea what pleasure it is to
see you again—and to find that you—
that you are not married.”

“Really?”’ she exclaimed after a’
slight pause, cleverly simulated sur-

n her tone.

“Yes, it has always been in my
thoughts,”. he rejoined eagerly, his
courage rising. ‘‘1 should have spok-
en before I went away, but do you re-
member remarking once that you nev-
er intended to marry unless the man
who asked you had something more
t6 his credit than a banking account.
That was why I exchanged and went
abroad. I did think of writing when
1 was out there, but until these fron-
tier affairs were quite settled I thought
it fairer not to ask you to tie your-
self to me, as if I'd been hit it might
bhave been a blow for you. Of course
that was taking for granted you car-
ed a little for me.”” And he conclud-
ed smiling rather shamefacedly.

“Indeed!” She smiled also, feigning
astonishment.

“Now confess, Celia, this is not. al-
together a surprise to you. Even if
it is—you ‘do not find it disagreeable?”’

“Dear me—how strange!” she ex-
claimed hesitatingly, after a slight
pause, still keeping her eyes fixed on
his face, while she bit the tip of her
fan nervously.

She broke the silence at last with
a little regretful sigh.

“Is that all? It is most interesting.”

“Ah, Celia,” he sighed, ‘“you are
just as tantalizing and stand-offish
as ever—but—I like you all the bet-
ter for it.” And he leaned forward
with an admirable glance at the fair
face and shapely head, crowned with
neat dark brown coils.

“Yes, many people have told me
the same,” she replied complacently,
catching the end of the sentence, and,
noting the appreciative glance, she
concluded that he alluded to the mod-
ern style of hairdressing she had ad-
opted.

“But you needn’t be
with an old admirer,”
quietly and reproachfully. :

“I—I heg your pardon—what did
you say?”’ i

“Oh, nothing, nothing,” he respond-
ed hastily, fearing he had been too
precipitate. ‘“What a charming room
this is!”’

“Now you must have some tea,”

-iq after an awkward pause, lay-
che sa..  ~v fan, and moving to the
ing down nu. ~ld maid I'm .rat}aer
table. “Being an . * talk while I'm
fussy, so you must not +tention,
making it—it distracts my a. ~h,
she added with a forced little lauk.

He watched her with growing pleas-
ure as her hands busied with the cups
the lamp rays touching the gold in
her hair.

stand-offish
he added

“It’s like old times, watching you
make tea, Celia. 1 wish it might-be
my privilege always.”

“1 told you not to talk,” she said

with playful severity.
_ “But 1 must. Don’t be so tantaliz-
ing, dearest. I'm not to touch tea
till I've had your answer, till you've
promised, in fact—'"his voice dropped
to an earnest whisper, and he crossed
the room to her side, ‘‘to be my
wife.”’

She glanced at him bewildered.

“Er—er—in fact, of course, scarcely
in theory,” she said vaguely.

“Celia,”’ he exclaimed, ‘‘what on
earth do you mean?”’

A dead silence followed. She saw
by his face that something was wrong
and her agitation increased when he
commenced to pace restlessly about
the room, muttering to himself in an
undertone:

“liver since I've becn abroad I've
lived and worked in the hope of one
day winning you, but now it scems
as though—"

She looked up puzzled, “What did
you say?”’ she asked desperately. I
did not quite catch it, but it's your
fault. I told you not to talk while
1 made tea—two lumps of sugar, isn’t
it? You see 1've remembered the cor-
rect number—and hali the cream jug—
you were always terril!y greedy, col-
onel! There!” She handed him the cup
and caught up her fan. “Now you
must begin all over again. 1 don’t
think you've lost the spice of humor.”
And she flashed a nervous little smile
over the top of her fan.

“Celia,” he said slowly, raising his
voice till it rang through the room,
““this is not a time for joking.”

The anger in his tone and his hurt
expression frightened and bewildered
her; with a gesture of despair she
turned away.

“1f only 1t hadn’t been for the mus-
tache!” she murmured, half audibly.

“‘Mustache!”’he exclaimed eagerly,
hopefulness starting into his tone. ''is
that your only objection? How 1 wish
1 had known before I came! But I'll
have it off directly.”

He was standing beside her again,
and now he rested his hand on her
shoulder; but she shrank from his
touch and turned away, half crying
and wringing her hands.

“I thought I could have managed,
but I shall have to tell. I can’t go
on like this,” she said.

“Tell me what? That there is some
one else?”’

He turned abruptly away, and flung
himself in the armchair, burying his
face in his hands.

“Just my luck,” he said brokenly:
“But it's hard aiter all this time and
now when it secemed all plain sailing
to hear that—that—l have a rival.
But,” reproachfully, *‘you needn’t have
kept me so long in suspense, Celia.”

A moment’s silence followed. Then
she left her seat and walked to the
fireplace and stood looking down at
him, toying nervously with her fan.

“] can’t hear what you say,” she
said, at last desperately, flinging the
fan from her. “l1 should have told
you—I am deaf, but 1 couldn’t bear
to use my trumpet just at first, be-
cause 1 thought you would regret
having come. I know men have a hor-
ror of deaf old maids.”

She laughed hysterically as she pro-
duced the trumpet from the little bag
at her side and adjusted it.

“It was just my silly pride,” she
continued quickly, “and I thought I
could manage with my fan. You see
it has this tube in the centre, which
carries the sound through my lips—
and then—I understand lip reading—if
it hadn’t been that your mustache
conceals yours—"’

“Is that all?”’ he interrupted eager-
ly, starting up and placing his hands
on her shoulder. “There . isn’t any-

7 else?
nybody else where?”’ she asked,
bewildered.

“] mean anybody you care for more
than me—whom you intend marrying?

“N—no—""she faltered, the ‘color
rushing into her cheeks; ‘‘but what an
odd question.”

“Not at all,” he answered delight-
edly. “Can’t you guess, Celia, what
1 have been asking you, or—’and his
eyes twinkled merrily—‘shall I begin
all over ageain?”’

But it was scarcely nccessary, for
though she blushed still deeper she
did not now resist when he took her
hands in his.—Mainly About People.

Tt takes courage to say, ‘I was mis-
taken,” and nothing reveals more of
nobleness in a character than the read-
iness, when anything has gone wrong
through one’s fault to accept the re-
sponsibility for it. Even when one is
sure that the fault is another’s, it is
a noble thing to be silent, not imput-
ing blame. Nothing is ever lost by
being generous and charitable toward
one who has been careless or has done
wrong.

AP D

INCREASE YOUR CAPACIY TO ENJOY LIFE.

Nothing contributes more to the
highest success than the formation of
a habit of enjoying things.  Whatever
your calling in life may be, whatever
misfortunes or hardships may come to
you, make up your mind resolutely
that, come what may, you will get
the most possible real enjoyment out
of every day; that you will increase
your capacity for enjoying life, by
trying to find the sunny side of every
experience of the day. Resolutely de-
termine that you will see the honor-
able side of things. No matter how
hard or unyielding your environment
may seem to be, there is a sunny side
if you can only see it. The mirth-
provoking faculty, even under trying
circumstances, is worth more to a
young man or woman starting out in
life, than a fortune without it. Make
up your mind that you will be an op-
timist, that there shall be nothing of
the pessimist about you, that you
will carry your own sunshine wherever
you go.

There is longevity in the sunny soul
that eases our jolts and makes our
sides shake with laughter.

There is a wonderful medicinal ef-
fect in good cheer. Good news and
glad tidings have a magic effect even
upon invalids.

We often see a whole store or fac-
tory or home transformed by one sun-
ny soul. On the other hand, we have
seen them blighted and made dark by
a gloomy, morose, fault-finding per-
son.—Success.
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THEY PAID FOR THEIR TITLES,

—

“My chum Brown and I spent owr
summer vacation at the Pan-Amer-
ican Exposition,” said a jolly young
Canadian who came to this city the
other day on business for a Mon
firm, “‘and in a spirit of mischief we
thought we would play a trick on the
Yankees by pretending we were British
noblemen. We both could assume a
good imitation of the most approved
aristocratic accent, and, having heard
a lot of the Americans’ fonduess for
a title, we promised ourselves consid-
erable fun. &

I introduced Brown as ‘Sir Thomas
Ray’ and he introduced me as ‘Sir
Arthur Banks’ though my real name
is Dixon.

““Qur first disappointment came when
we could not find rooms in a first
class hotel in Bufialo, but had to be
content with a third-rater. Our sec
ond disappointment came when we
clearly perceived that our titles had
only served to raise such suspicion in
our landlord’s breast that he demand-
ed a week’s rent in advance. Our
third came when we saw that our fel-
low guests were far too busily engag-
ed in getting their money’s worth to
pay us anything like the attention we
had hoped to attract.

“We could not very well abandon
our fictitious titles, however, so we re-
solved to face it out, and we called
one enother ‘Sir Thomas’ and ‘Sir
Arthur’ faithfully when speaking to
third parties, though we felt rather
silly over it. Nobody seemed favor:
ably impressed with us, when all at
once a ray of light came. ‘

“A London cockney waiter appeared
at our table and seemed so glad 'to
meet two of his own countirymen in a
foreign land that he could not do
enough for us. He waited on us hand
and foot, gave us our titles of ‘Sir’
at every other breath, and occasion+
ally dubbed Brown ‘Me Lud.’ We were
delighted, and tipped him freely.

“The poor fellow came to our room
that night and asked to be allowed
10 act as our valet. We told him we
were determined to rough it during
our trip in America and were dressing
ourselves. We allowed him, however,
to brush all our clothes. He was 8o
grateiul that we tipped him heavily
again.

“‘Next day the same thing was re*
peated and by a few adroit questions
we learned that he was having a
harder time getting a living in Amer-
ica than he anticipated when he left
‘h’old h’England,” and was likely to
lose his job as waiter that very night
unless he could bribe the head waiter
with a $5 bill. He got it. The next
day his wife was ‘taken dangerously
ill, and no hospital would receive her
for less than $10 in advance. He got
that too. Next day our vacation end-
ed. and we started for home rather
empty in pocket. Our friendly waiter
packed our dress suit cases and began
another hard luck story. We cut it
short by saying that we had done
enough for him alreadv. With an obse-
quious smile died out. With an impu-~
dent leer, he said’ ‘Well, good doi, Mr.
Brown, good doi, Mr. Dixon.’

“We looked at one another. It was
plain that he was ‘on. ‘How did yow
find it out?’ we asked.

“Hi went to a newspaper office and
examined ‘Burke’s Peerage.” Hi didn’t
find your titles there,’” he said.

“T{ was only a joke.”” I replied, ‘vou
won’t blow on us, will you?”’ Y

“Not Hi. Hi'm a bit of a loier my-.
celf,’ said he, with another leer and a
broad grin.

A cruel suspicion took hold of me.

“Were all those hard luck stories of
yours. fakes also?’ T asked.

“Foikes is the word. But yer can’t
denv but what T giv ver good valley
in toitles fer ver scads,’ said he.

e el

THE EFFECTS OF BOOKS ON CHARACTER,
Perhaps there is no one thing which
enters more deeply into the very warp
and woof of one’s character than the
books one reads. One of the greatest
blessings that can come to young life
is the love of good books. The prac-
tice of keeping before the young, grow
ing mind beautiful and uplifting ima-
ges cheerful, healthy thoughts from
, is of estimable value.
ference between the future of
the boy who has formed the habit of
good reading and the one who has
not, is as great as that between the
educated and the uneducated youth,
between the boy who is reared in &
poverty-stricken district and the ons
who is brought up in a comfortable
home amid pleasant surroundings.

Next to the actual society of a no-
ble, high-minded author is a benefit
to be gained by reading his books.
The mind is brought into harmony
with the hopes, the aspirations, the
ideals of the writer, so that it is im-
possible aiterwards, to be satisfied
with the low or ignoble things The
horizon of the reader broadens,
point of view changes, his ideals are
higher and -nobler, his whole outlook
on life is more elevated.

The importance of having gread
models, high ideals, held constantly
before the mind when it is in a plas-
tic condition, gannot be overestimat-
ed. The book we read in youth may
make or mar our lives. Many a man
has attributed his first and all his af-
ter success to the books he read in
boyhood. They opened up to him
his pnssi‘biliﬁes. indicated his tastes,
his tendencies, and helped to find his
place in life. ~They permit men. and
women to form examples that are use-
ful in carrying out high ideals, and
they bring pleasure and contentment
to all.—Success.

el
THE CAUSE OF NERVOUS HEADACHE.

This most distressing and common
malady doubtless has its origin in
* some unbalanced condition of the ner-
wvous system. Probably the simplest
safest and most eflicient remedy is
Polson’s Nerviline. Twenty drops in
sweetened water gives immediate re-
lief, and this treatment should_be
supplemented by bathing the region
of pain with Nerviline. To say it
acts quickly fails to express the re-
sult. Sold everywhere in large 25¢.
botiles.

————

—How to make a very prettv sofa
pillow: It is dainty and inexpensive.
Get white dotted muslin, aquite large
dots, embroider the dots in four
shades of pink silk; the licht shades
in the centre, the dark ones on the
edge; the ruffle is also embroidered
d edged with pink ribbon. It makes
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