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FrRED W, HARRIS.

e GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, - =
Notaries Public.

ommissioners for
Brunswick.

“ommissioners for the State of Massachusetts. |
unn & Co., St. John and |

Agents of R, G, D
alifax.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial Agency.

Solicitors, |

the Province of New“

Weehly

aeneral Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In-

surance.
Members of the United States Law Association.
Real Estate Agents.

OFFICE:

BANK OF NOVA SOOTIA BUILDING, |

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

R

IMonitor,

SATUS POPUILI SUPREMA LEX KEST.

BRIDGETOWN,

N. S

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 18, 1895.

NO. 38.

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL EST
SECURITY,

Fire e i Rl

4 Rkl
| of Halifax, mdm Nova !‘lﬁ

J. M. OWEN,

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR, |

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,

(Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store) ;

Every Thursday.

Consuiar Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.

~——AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s. |

&3 Money to loan on Real Estate security.

“ MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI- |

ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL HSTATE SECURITY

repayable by monthly instalments, covering a
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on

the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum, |

Do You Want Furmiture?

Balance of loan repayabls at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in-
stallments are paid, the balance of loan cannot
be called for.

Modq of effecting loans explained, and forms
of applicat ion therefore and all necessary infor-
mation furnished on application to
J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

Agent at Annapolis.

¥, L. MILNVER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &e.

20 6m

Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange,
Queen Street, Bridgetown. 3Ltf

J. . GRANT. M.D., ..

Office over Medical Hall.
Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.
Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. S. N.

Weare will receive every attention. 3y

A A Schaffner, M. D,

LAWRENCETOWN, N. 8.

Office and residence at MRS. HALL’S,
three doors east of Baptist church.
TeLerHONE No. 8E

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.

(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)

13 1y

Head of Quesen 8t., Bridgetown,

Money to Loan on First-Olasa
Real Hstate. 441y

H. F. Williams & Co.,

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

COMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN
Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and all kinds of Farm Products.

X Special Attention given to
Handling of Live Stock.

&% Returns made immediately after dis-
posal of goeds. 27y

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Survevor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

G. Parsons, . B. A,

arrister, Solicitor, Ete.
DLET! - - N. 8.
&z Office,—*“ Dr. Gunter” building.

A R ANDREWS, M.D, C.M.

-

EYE,

Specialties-I EAR,
\ THROAT,

MIDDLETON. -
Telephone No. 16.

DR. M. G E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

38t

James Primrose, D. D. S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

DENTISTRY.
DR. T. A. CROAKER,

Graduate Philadelphia Pental- College,

Will be at his office in Middleton,
he last and first weeks of each month.
Middleton, Oct 3rd, 1891,

Optical Goods

=~AND—

NEW JEWELRY,
P. G. MELANSON,

of Middleton, has now on show the largest and
most varied line of Superior Spectacles and Eye-
Glasses ever shown in Annapolis County.

25 tf

His stock of Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and
Silver-plated ware is second to none, and is
marked at astonishing low prices. Give him a
call and verify the truth of the above statement.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
. the collection of claims, and all otélfxer
51

Wionsl business,
o
WANTED HELP! oceriocaty ioes:

er travelling) to introduce a new dlscove;y and
keep our show cards tacked up on trees, fences
and bridges throughout town and country.
Steady employment. Commission or salary,
.00 per month and expenses, and money
eposited in any bank when started. For par-
ticulars write 3

The World Medieal Eleetrie Co,,
238m _ Lowpox, >

A Ol‘_!., CANADA,

Annapolis, N. 8.

Invented in 1810 by the late Dr. A. Johnson,
Family Physician. "Its extraordinary worth,
merit, excellence have satisfied everybody for
nearly a century. It is marvelous how many
different complaints and diseases it will cure.

Johnson’s
Anodyne
Liniment

Itis used and recommended by many physi-
cians everywhere. It is the best, the oldest,
the original. It is unlike any other. It is
superior to all others. Itis not merely a Lini-
ment, it is the Universal Household Remedy.

For Internal as much as External Use,

STRICTLY n! prevents and cures asthma, bronchitis,

' ] colds, coughs, croup, catarrh, colic, cramps,
For F_A.MILY [J Se. chills, dyspeptic pains, diphtheria, gout,
hacking, hoarseness, headache, hogping cough, influenza, neuralgia, rheumatism, sciatica,
sore lips, sore throat or lungs, la grippe, chest pains, bowel pains and kidney pains. It is
the sovereign cure for bites, burns, bruises, cuts, chaps, cracks. chilblains, lame back, lame
side, mumps, ringworm, stings, scalds, strains, sprains, soreuess, stiffness and_swellings.

The Doctor’.. Signature and directions are on every bottle,
If you can’t get it send to us. Price 35 cents; six $2.00. Sold by Druggists. Pamphlet free.
I. S. JounsoN & Co., 22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass., Sole Proprietors.

If you do, call at the old stand of J. B. REED & SONS, where you can in-
spect an immense and comprehensive stock of Furniture, and where you will be
convinced" that a little money will go far towards furnishing your house in all the
latest, handsomest, and most approved designs.

I wish to call your attention to some of the leading lines, as below:—

$18.00 to $38.00
$28.00 to $65.00

Hardwood Bedroom Suites in Elm, 7 pieces, from =
Hardwood Bedroom Suites in Oak, from - -

Parlor Suites in Plush, $30.00 to $110.00
Sideboards in Elm and Ash, for - $12.00, $18.00, $22.00, $25.00
Sideboards in Oak, for - - - - $25.00, $32.00, $45.00

Srocatelle and Silk Tapestries,

All other lines at equally reasonable rates.

I am also selling a fine lLine of CARPETS at Halifax prices.
RE

H. S.

GRANVILLE STREET, -

ED.

BRIDGETOWN,

My Fall Stock of Cloths and Trimmings are now in. They are the finest I

THE CELEBRATED “TYKE” AND “BLENHEIM” SERGES,
the only place in Bridgetown where you can buy them.

The work

anship, fit, finish and style of every garment I guarantee to be
first-class and s

cond to none in the county.

Call and Inspect Goods. It is a pleasure for me to show them.

Dr. J. Woodbury’s

HORSE LINIMENT

Is Infallibly the Cure for

Horse Distemper, Coughs, Colds, Thickness in Wind,
Enlargement of Glands, Affections of Kidneys,

AND APPLIED EXTERNALLY

T BHAS NO HQU.AT.

In 1892 this Liniment had a sale of 25,000 bottles.
Anyone who has ever used it would not be without it for
ten times the cost. Write to us for testimonials.

PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOTTLE Sold by all Druggists and General Dealers.

F. L. SHAFNER, - = PROPRIETOR.

Maxvracrurep at BOSTON, MASS., and MIDDLETON, N. 8.

MARK CURRY. A. 8. CURRY. B. A. BENT,

GURRY BROTHERS & BENT,

Manufacturers & Builders.

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory.

- We beg to notify the public in general that we have recently purchased the premises on
Granyille street, formerly known as the J. B. Reed & Sons furniture factory, and are now equip-
ping it with additional machinery for carrying on a general business in

Contracting and Building,

INCLUDING THE MANUFACTURE OF

Doors, Sashes, Frames, Stair Work, Mouldings, Clapboard
Sheathing, Floor‘ing,’Shingles, Laths, etc., and v:vill constantly »
" have on hand a full stock of Lime and all other Building Materials.

b and if you want a
now, and we will give you a figure that will suit the times.

WANTED: -Seasoned Spruce and Pine Lumber.

Correspondence from all points respeectfally solicited.

Crocker’s Pickles!

Our motto will be ‘“give nvery man a good job.” We have come to stay,
building of any kind put up let us - L

MIXED PICKLES

Prepared and put up at the

ANNAPOLIS VALLEY VINEGAR AND PICKLE FACTORY

in Pure Cider Vinegar. Satisfaotion

Five or Ten Gallon Kegs.

Guaranteed.
C. H. R. CROCKER, Prop. South Farmington.

Loetry,

The Old Home Paper,

Ill printed, old fashioned and homely,
Bearing name of a small country town,
With an unfeigned sneer at its wrapper

queer
The postman in scorn throws it down.

Despatches and pictures are wanting;
For cablegrams terse search in vain;
Yonder great city sheet, with its * features ”
replete,
Make the columns seem shabbily plain.

But I con every line that it offers;
Each item brings something to view
Through the vista of years, of youth’s plea-
sures and fears,
And serves their keen touch to renew.

The death of a girl I once courted,
The growth of a firm I once jeered,
The raise of a friend whom I loved to com-

mend,
The fall of a man I revered.

As I read I drift dreamily backward
To days when to live was but joy;

I think and I pore till the city’s dull roar
Grows faint—and again I'm a boy.

Rare perfume of green country byways,
Far music of mowers and bees,
And the quaint little town, with its streets
leading down
To the creek and its low bending trees.

Around me the forms of my comrades;
About me earth’s glories unfurled;

Each heart undefiled, with the faith of a child,
Looking forth to a place in the world.

And the paper tells how all have prospered,
I follow their lives as they flow,
Applauding each gain and regretting each
a

pain
For the sake of the days long ago.
L)
Then somehow my cares seem less heavy
For the voyage that I take as I read,
And I fancy, forsooth, that the vigor of youth
Is imbibed to replenish my need.

Above all the huge city dailies,
With ponderous utterance wise,
This scant page hath power to spread out
for an hour
A fairyland sweet to mine eyes.

111 printed, old fashioned and homely,
Bearing name of a small country town,
I wait and I long for the moment each week
When the postman in scorn throws it
down.

—CHARLES MOREAU HARGER.

Select Liternture,

Reuﬁén Caggs’ Theory._

I was sitting in a cafe below Fourteenth
street, with my friend Reuben Caggs. It
was a sultry July day, and he ought to have
been at his country house on Long Island,
where he had invited me to spend a couple
of weeks. . He was, however, a heavy opera-
tor in stocks, and as the market was feverish
he thought it safer to keep his middle finger
on the pulse of Wall street than to be driving
a spanking team and listening to the rolling,
roaring surf.

Caggs was said to be many times a million-
aire. Exactly what that term signifies, I
can’t explain. I don’t know what it means
to be worried over one’s surplus, or to be
worried because one has a couple of fortunes
in the bank not drawing a cent of interest.
If I manage to make both ends meet on the
first of January, and can face the new year
free of debt, having given the usual half dol-
lar to the elevator boy who takes me to my
room at odd times of night, and a bright
sixpence to the old lady who brings me morn-
ing and evening papers, I consider myself
fortunate.

Well, we sat at the table chatting. ““My
dear boy,” he said, “ I'm sorry I cannot go
down te Clover Hill as we supposed; but you
see the bears are after me, and unless I have
as many cyes as a spider, and keep them all
wide open, fer natura will get her claws on
me, and then,—

Here followed the most eloquent shrug of
shoulders I ever witnessed.

How I envy him! He was poor twenty
years ago when he and I were in the fresh-
man class, and so was I. He had changed
his mind about remaining poor, but I had
not. I maintained my consistency, and. at
forty-one hadn’t a sou marquee.—Caggs, on
the other hand, was able to hobnob with
Solomon in all his glory, and could buy up
all the bric-a-brac which the Queen of
Sheba brought as a present to the King, and
store it in the attic of his Long Island house.

‘“ Now, there’s my wife, Julia,” he said,
rather petulantly, as he poured out another
cup of mocha, ** there’s my wife, Julia. She
is a most peculiar woman. She runs to phi-
lanthropy, goes into ecstasies over a beggar,
and reels off a lot of nonsense about reform-
ing. Heigho! it’sallrightasitia. It'smade
up of two classes of people; those who have
made money and those who have lost it. I
don’t agree with Julia. She says the poor
ought to be lifted up. A pretty big contract
that, don’t you think s0? I have a fixed
policy, never to give to any one. It works
best in the long run.”

Just then a small boy thrust his head in at
the door and shouted:

““ Extree!”

He could not have been more than eight
years old, and was barefooted and barehead-
ed. His hair and eyes were coal black, and
there was a curiously earnest expression on
his face. I don’t take to newsboys much;
they are altogether too pushing and insolent
but this one interested me. Perhaps it was
because I had had a solid breakfast and felt
good-natured.

The eight-year old mut crossed the room
and stood wistfully looking into Caggs’ face.
He was evidently nervous and excited, for
he stood on one leg and then on the other,
moving restlessly every instant, but every
time fixing his gaze on Caggs.

““No, get out,” was the only response.

‘“ All about the big fire, mister.”

“ Didn't you hear me tell you to get out?”

But the little fellow was persistent. At
last, and in order to get rid of him, Caggs
pulled & handful of loose change from his
pocket. At sight of which the boy’s eyes
fairly glowed.

““ Guess you're a nob, ain’t you,” he said.

Caggs looked at him a trifle suspicionsly,
but said nothing.

Then came a curious crisis. The poor
little fellow’s eyes filled with tears and his
hand trembled.

“ Say, mister.”

“ Well, haven’t I paid you?”

“ Yes; but my sister’s dead to home. She
died last night, and I'm selling these papers
to pay funeral expenses. Won't you give
me some money, mister, to bury Sis?”

Caggs was simply dumbfounded. As for
myself, I broke into a lond langh. It wasa
very melodramatic scene. What a consum-
mate actor the young.rogue was. Precocious
was hardly the word to cover the case. He
was an infant prodigy. Caggs was getting
roiled. :

* Bury your sister, you young scoundrel,

I'd like to bury the whole lot of you.” Then
he turned to me. ‘ What did I tell you,
Hugh? the poor prey on the rich. They
won’t work, and—" ;

* My mother works,” broke in the boy, in
stout defence of himself and his family. *I
aiu’t no liar, neither. A fellow can’t help
his sister’s dying, can he? Tain’t my tault
cus she’s dead.”

He was pallid with excitement and grief.
There was a defiance in his eyes, too, and he
stood his ground against odds.

Caggs was puzzled.

“Who told you that story?” he sternly
inquired.

‘“ Nobody didn’t tell me that story,” an-
swered the boy. ‘It ain’t no story. It's
true’s you live. If you don’t believe it, come
along. Guess when you see Sis dead, you'll
know I ain't shamming.”

““ Hugh, will you go with me?”

“Certainly.”

It was a new experience for both of us; a
curious chapter in the history of city life,
and I was not sorry to read it.

‘* By Jove!” said Caggs, ac we reached the
street. ‘I feel like a fool. Now if Julia
was here,she would give that youngscoundrel
a hot breakfast, and believe every word he
said: but I'm made of different stuff. Idon’t
like to be played by a boy no bigger than a
loaf of bread. We'll follow him, and then
I’ll have him sent to a reformatory or some-
where. Somebody’s got to put a stop to
this kind of a thing, and we may as well be-
gin right now. Come you, young gamester,
go ahead and we will follow. Bat none of
your dodges, mind.”

He was s0 smail that his head hardly came
up to Caggs’ knee, but he stretched out his
hand and said:

““Say, mister, if you think I'm going to
jump, just take hold ¢f my hand, will you?”’

It was a queer sight—two big men and one
small boy. The boy was so delighted that
he forgot to cry, * Extree ” and the two men
were 8o embarrassed that they hardly spoke
to each other.

Round the corner into Thompson street we
found our way, two well dressed men and
a shabby little mut.

““ Here we be, mister.”

The slender fingers were withdrawn from
the big hand of Caggs, and the boy became
almost wild.

“Right up here, mister. Look out for
that stair, cos the board’s busted.”

It was dark and stuffy, with the rankest
compound of villainous smells that ever of-
fended the nostril; but we stumbled up one
flight, then groped our way round the corner
and found another flight.

We reached the door of the back second
story room at last. The mut burst in with
a loud yell.

‘““Mamma! mamma! I've got ’em; here
they be.”

Just then, from the room on the side, a poor,
worn-out woman came. She was startled at
the sight of the two grim gentlemen on her
premises and turned inquiringly to the boy.

“Mamma,” the youngster began, “‘thisman
said he'd come and help bury Sis. *Pon my
word he did. Didn’t you mister!”

“I beg your pardon for the intrusion,
madam,” said Caggs, with great courtliness,
“but,—"

‘‘Mamma, he thought that I wasa ginooine
bunco steerer. Say, now, didn’t he?’ turn-
ing to me.

The woman’s eyes filled with tears. It
was all so unexpected, and she didn’t know
the meaning of it.

“Don’t cry,mamma,” said the little fellow,
putting his arms around his mother’s knees,
looked imploringly into her face.
“‘ Tain’t no cop, mamma; he’saregular stun-
ner, he is. ‘He’s got a dray load of money in
his pocket, and he’s going to give us some.
And I've got some, too. See! Here's eight
cents, and I'll go right out aud bring ina lot
more.”

The woman, Mrs. Carney, told her story.
The like of it can be heard any day.in any
quarter of New York." But it was new to
Caggs. Those keen eyes which coldly watch-
ed the stock market were moistened as she
went on.

*“I came from Keene, New Hampshire,”
she said.

“ Why, that's where I was born,” said my
millionaire.

Then they looked at each other long and
steadily.

““Why! Is it possible! You are not Mollie
Flanders?” he asked.

“That was my name before I married
James,” she answered.

‘“ And you don’t know me?”

She looked again, and through her tears
saw that peaceful New England village, and
recalled the bright and careless days of her
girlhood in the long ago. ]

‘I seem to remember,” she began, but then
hesitated.

““You can't have forgotten me,” remarked
Caggs. *‘We went to school together at the
Cross Roads.”

I thought him really handsome at that
moment. There was a flush in his cheeks,
and a fire in his eyes, and I understood why
Julia Warden had fallen in love with him.

““Are you Reuben Caggs?’ she timidly
inquired.

“ Yes, indeed, I am,” he replied warmly.

They talked for half an hour. My friend
forgot that he was in the second story back
of a tenement house, forgot the stuffy smell
of the apartment, even forgot the stock
market, and listened to the sad history of a
life which began in sunshine, but was now
clouded with gloom and bereavement. The
husband had taken to drink through ill-luck,
and his body was lying in Potter’s Field.—
Mollie had struggled for her two children,
little Bill, whom we thought a bunco-steerer,
and Mamie, who lay in her shroud in the
other room,

Bill insisted that we should look at his
sister before we went. The body was on a
pine board supported by two rickety chairs.
There was a white, partly faded carnation
in her hand, which Bill had found in the
street.

What a strange scene! Caggs melted at
the sight, and as for me—well, no matter.
The woman on the front had brought in a
tattered motto and hungit on the wall. The
legend was, ““ Of such is the kingdom of
Heaven.” Caggs looked about the room,
and then at the pale sleeper, and I saw his
lips tremble. Four month, before he had
buried his only child, beautiful Alice. When
his eyes fell on that motto it seemed too
much for him. The eyes of the many times
millionaire filled with tears.

My God, Hugh,” he said hoarsely, *let
us get out of this. I can’t stand it.” Then
he turned to the fragile, suffering woman and
said, * Mollie, I don’t know much about these
things, but,” he choked a little, *‘but I'm
sorry for you. I shall ask my wife to come
and see you this afternoon. She will attend
to the details of the funeral.” His hand
went into his pocket. Giving her a roll of

and

Sounr tem: b;
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bills, he added, *‘Take this for old time’s
sake and when you want more come and see
us.”

When we rzached the sidewalk he turned
on me almost fiercely,

““Hugh,” he said, ““I can’t talk to-day.
You go up town, I will go down town. I've
had a new experience, and I shall have to
give up some of my theories about the poor.
Possibly Julia is right after all. Good-
morning."”

T G e )

Beatrice Harriden.

BY HETTIE M. COHEN,

Before the fact became generally known
that the author of * Ships That Pass in the
Night” had drawn her own likeness in the
story which was destined to achieve such
immediate and unexpected success, Bernar-
dine Holme, the heroine, with the * little,
thin, eager face, young and yet old, sad and
yet with possibilities of merriment, with
piercing eyes which seemed to be burning
themselves away ” had found her place in the
hearts of many hundreds of readers. When
therefore the frail young English woman,
just thirty years of age, entered into the
popular kingdom which her fame had found-
ed, and became the interesting subject of
numberless interviews, there was little sur-
prise evinced in finding her *‘ pale, thin and
eager,” the still more delicate prototype of
her seriously intense counterpart. The vic-
tim of a severe stroke of paralysis, which for
many years quite disabled her, Miss Har-
ridan utilized the tiresome months of invalid-
ism to.such purpose, that when her right
hand, restored to its natural service, finally
opened, it closed at once upon the pen which
quickly made her famous. Her delicate,
irregular chirography, indicative of a some-
what uncertain hold upon the *‘ big fat pen”
she claimed to use, is so illegible that only
byly careful decipbering the initial letter is
one enabled to grasp the possible meaning of
the written word, and this difficulty is equal-
ly applicable to the autograph, which could
as readily pass for a Greek phrase as for
Beatrice Harriden’sname. Fortunate, there-
fore, is it, that no single erasure appears in
her manuseript, no word or line re-written,
and it is interesting to learn that her pub-
lishers claim to recognize in it a character-
istic resemblance 1o the ““copy” of George
Eliot.

To none did the prompt acceptance of the
story she had to tell and the wide welcome
accorded it, come with keener surprise than
to the writer; and it is perhaps the natural-
ness of her first work, now in its thirteenth
edition, and her evident implicit belief in
the ‘“good in everything,” that has invested
her tales with a more enduriog vitality than
attaches to those curious sensations lately
emanating from ‘‘literary London,” creating
an epidemic of such impossible types as
“Dodo” and Gwendolen in **A Yellow
Aster.” During her stay among friends at
*“ Tuckahoe” on the Hudson, Miss Harriden
was subjected to a most trying series of in-
terviews, accorded with an unfailing gra-
ciousness that augmented . the popularity
achieved by her literary productions. Yet
Miss Harriden may be termed a *‘strong-
minded” young woman, being an acknow-
ledged advocate of all effort directed towards
the advancement of her sex. Born in London
her early studies began at Dresden; subse-
quently, however, she became a B.A. of
London University, possessing a strong de-
sire to exercise her right of suffrage in elec-
tions for Parliament, and as averse to the
existence of a sex limitation in politics as in
literature or art. Our favorite Bernardine
she pictures as *‘ writing articles for news-
papers, attending socialistic meetings and
taking part in political discussions, essen-
tially a modern product.” Her second pub-
lication, *‘ In Varying Moods” has perhape
been less generally read than ** Ships,” which
has already been translated in several lan-
guages, but in these shorter, disconnected
stories which Miss Harraden asserts were
also founded upon true models, one finds the
chord of sympathetic feeling readily respon-
sive to the writer's appeal, and with genuine
pleasure one recognizes favorite types re-ap-
pearing to claim old acquaintanceship. This
habit is happily not monotonously frequent,
and is accomplished with such deft intentas
to encourage the hope that the *‘ Disagree-
able Man "’ may come to us again with a new
message as the successful builder of *“ strong-
er bridges.” Miss Harraden frankly tells us
that Bernardine's death was not precon-
ceived, but rather an impulsive sacrifice on
the writer’s part, and we are inclined to the
belief that into her own life some similar
lines of loss and sorrow bave fallen, which
perhaps unconsciously influenced the disap-
pointing climax to the pathetic little ro-
mance. Some one has mis-termed this book
a ‘“doctrine of despair,” for from ‘‘out the
darkness and silence ” the touching mandate
to the ¢ Disagreeable Man ” reaches the very
heart of the human, and we too begin once
more to build our bridges, and live our lives
less selfishly while * the years pass.”

About LaGrippe.

The public does not hear as much about
the grippe as when this terrible epidemic
first appeared. It is said that fnmﬂhritﬂ
breeds contempt, and it may be so in thi
case. For grippe is still with us and finds
many a victim. Its after effectsare as much
to be dreaded as ever, and too much care
cannot be taken to fortify the system against
the disease itself. Itwmakes thestrong weak
and the weak more wretched still. The
loss of appetite, the shattered nerves, the
impaired digestion, the sleepl the loss
of energy and ability for sustained labor,
either mental or physical, that are its results,
can be replaced by health and vigor through
the agency of Hawker’s nerve and stomach
tonic. No remedy before the public is sup-
ported by a more influential and convincing
array of testimonials from all known people
who have proved its value. It restores lost
appetite, gives new richness to the blood,
rebuilds the wasted nerve tissues, induces
healthful slumber, and givees back the will
and power to do life’s work well. Hawker’s
nerve and stomach tonic will overcome the
after effects of L rirpe in every instance
where it is faithfully used according to
directions. It issold by all druggists and
dealers at fifty cent per bottle or six bottles
for $2.50, and is manufactured only by the
Hawker Medicine Co. (Ltd.) 8t. John, N.
B., and New York City.

—Spain has wasted 22,000 lives in trying
to retain Cuba, and her hold on the island
seems weaker than ever. It is pretty evi-
dent that Spain does not understand the art
of colonial government.  England has not shed
so mach blood in colonial wars for over a
century, and her colonial empire is g
to.day than it ever was before. Spain had
better take a leaf out of the history of Brit-
ish colonial administration, and grant Cuba
self-government.

—Let every dawn of morning be to you as
the beginning of life, and every setting of
the sun be to you as its close; then let every
-one of these short lives leave its record of
some kindly thing done for others, some
goodly strength of knowledge gained for
yourself.

lll‘l"‘ ..ll? BALSAM,once
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C Water

The farmer often does more work than is
necessary by refusing to do work wisely—
by a policy that ‘‘saves at the spigot and
wastes at the bung.” The daily water sup-
ply is a case in point. Many farmers refuse
to make any investinent that saves labor be-
cause of the cost, preferring to draw water
from deep wells or go to a spring or creek
for it. The expenditure of fifty or a hun-
dred dollars to bring water into the kitchen
or barn, so that it can be had by turning a
faucet or using an easy force pump, is some-
thing appalling to them, although a little

THE PASTOR’S WIFE.

AN INTERESTING INTERVIEW WITH MRS.
(REV.) F. B. STRATTON, r

THREATENED WrtH PArALYsiS—W EAK
EmaciaTED AND UxaBLE T0 STAND
Famiove—Pivg Priis Resrope’ Him
Heavrn.,

From the Napanee Beaver.

The Rev. ¥. B, Stratton, of Selby, is one
of the best known mibisters in Bay of Quinte

calonlation would show an saving.
Here is an instance:

A man had a well twenty-seven feet deep
and fifty feet from the kitchen door. He
found thal he needed, on an average, eight
pails of water a day, and' that the water
weighed twenty-five pounds. That was 200
pounds of water & day to draw and carry,
and 73,000 pounds, or thirty-six and a half
tons per year. To go for the water to the
well, draw it, and take it to the place need-
ed (house or barn) would consume at least
five minutes of time or forty minutes per
day, equal to 14,600 minutes a year or 243 3
hours, equal to a trifle over twenty-four
working days of ten hours each. To have
this done by a good man would certainly
cost $1 per day, equal to $24 per year, and
$240 for ten years, besides the other ‘* wear
and tear.” Instead of going on in that way
he spent $100 on a pipe and force pump, and
brought the water into the house, and at
the time he wrote had used it fourteen
years. The cost was $100, and the net sav-
ing $236, besides the labor and time saved
to himself, his wife mainly, or some one
working for her. He said he would not dis-
pense with his water fixtures for three times
the cost. Was he wise?

Neglect of this kind is a sample of what
thousands of farms will show. Certainly it
is not due to lack of means or credit, but to
want of business foresight, to indifference,
or to natural meanness. The rights and
comfort of the wife or her assistant are sel-
fishly ignored. There may be cash always
in the family exchequer for tobacco, but
none to save drudgery of thissort. A hand-
some and costly monument may be built over
the wife’s grave when she is gone, while less
expense, some forethought, the indulgence
of some natural affection, might have re-
tained her above the ground a dozen or
twenty years longer.

The water question on the farm is a per-
ennial one—never down for an instant; and
the sensible question is, how to meet it in
the easiest and cheapest way. It is wanted
in abundance, and it can be had in abun-
dance. It can be had through wells, cis-
terns, tanks to be filled from roofs, force
pumps, pipes to conduct it where wanted
from distant springs or creeks, sometimes
with hydraulic rams as an aid, sometimes
with wind-mills, or other power. It is
wanted for drinking, cooking, washing, bath-
ing, and for animals. The bathing is often
looked upon in the country as a mere luxury
but it is more than that. It has a relation
to the daily comfort and health of the fam-
ily that sensible men do not overlook. A
bath-room with hot as well as cold water al-
lows its use in winter, the need for which is
hardly less than in summer for cleanliness
and health.

An easy and abundant supply of wateral-
80 is often needed for irrigation, in a small
way, in the garden and grounds, and in
many cases would cost but little. Neglect
of such necessities and comforts is culpable
because of their intimate relation to life,
health, and prosperity. And they would
not fail at least of candid consideration were
farmers as quick as business men to avail
themselves of the best known methods to
make their business a success, and life bright
and joyful to all dependent on them.

Rheumatism Runs Riot
When there is lactic acid in the blood. Lin-

f , of which body he is the President.
During the two years Mr. Stratton has
been stationed at Selby, both he and Mrs.
Stratton have won hosts of friends among
all el for their ing and sincere
Christian work. Some time ago Mrs. Strat-
ton was attacked with partial paralysis, and
her restoration having been attributed to the
use of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, a reporter of
the Beaver was sent to interview her. In
reply to the reporter’s question Mrs. Strat-
ton said that she had been greatly benefitted
by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, and was per-
fectly willing to give her experience that
those similarly afflicted might be benefitted.
Mrs. Stratton said that before moving to
Selby she had been greatly troubled by a
numbness coming. over her sides and arms
(partial paralysis) which, when she moved,
felt as though hundreds of needles were
sticking in the flesh. For over a year she
had been troubled in this way, with occa-
sionally a dizzy spell. She was becoming
emaciated and easily fatigued and was un-
able to get sleep from this cause. The trou-
ble seemed to be worse at night time. Mr.
Stratton had become greatly alarmed at her
bad state of health and it was greatly feared
that complete paralysis would ensue as Mrs.
Stratton’s mother, the late Mis. Weaver, of
Ingersoll, had been similarly stricken, atabont
the same age. Knowing a young lady in
Trenton, where Mr. Stratton had been pre-
viously stationed, who had been cured by Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, it was determined to
give them a fair trial. When Mrs. Stratton
began using the Pink Pills she was very thin
and her system badly run down, but after
taking the pills for a time, all symptoms of
paralysis disappeared, and ‘she found her
health and strength renewed and her weight
increased. Mrs. Stratton is about fifty
years of age, and a more healthy, robust,
and younger looking lady is seldom seen at
that age.

In reply to the reporter’s inquiry as to
what Pink Pills had done for his wife, Mr.
Stratton said, ‘‘Look as her, look at her,
doesn’t she show it,” and the reporter could
not but admit the truth of the statement.

These pills are a positive cure for all trou-
bles arising from a vitiated condition of the
blood or a shattered nervous system. Sold
by all dealers or by mail from the Dr. Wil-
liams’ Medicine Company, Brockville, Ont.,
or Schenectady N. Y., at 50 cents a box, or
6 boxes for $2 50. There are numerous imi-
tations and substitutes against which the
public is cautioned.

The Theological Student and Marriage.

It is a somewhat delicate topic, but we re-
gret to hear that theological students, unless
they have independent r , are married
too soon after graduation. Indeed, we pre-
fer to learn that at their graduation they are
not even engaged. Love-making and court-
ing are pretty serious distractions from the
best work in the seminary. We know of &

“number of ministers who have involved them-

selves in serious financial embarassments be-
cause they have married too early. They
were in no condition to assume the responsi-
bilities of the support of a family. Much is
said about a minister’s need of sympathetie
companionship and of the comforts and pro-
tections of a home, but other men, who post-
pone marriage until they have established
themselves, feel the need of the same things.
A theological student who has just beem

ments and lotions will be of no per t
benefit. A cure can be accomplished only
by neutralizing this acid and for this pur-
pose Hood’s Sarsaparilla is the best medicine
because Hood’s Sarsaparilla is the only true
blood purifier prominently in the public eye.

Hoop’s Pruis act easily, yet promptly
and effectively, on the liver and bowels. 25c.

Labor Saving.

Most people think that brain work and
housework have no sort of relation to each
other, and cannot be combined. In fact,
hard and systematic brain work underlie all
good housekeeping, and it has been con-
clusively proven that the correct union of
braia work and housework is ducive to

called to a church and ordained is by mo
means established. There is also another
side to this matter. Young men who emn-
gage themselves before they have got their
growth may find that their ideals and stand-
ards have changed, and that they have im-
volved themselves in a situation which cam-
only be relieved, if at all, by the cost of ser-
ious disappointment and perhaps of reproach.
If a dear face constsntly thrusts iteelf be-
tween the theological graduate’s eyes and
his books, the best way is for him to let the
fair vision be an inspiration to prove hime
self a man among men; able to hold his own
without asking odds. The courage of wom-

health, happiness, and long life. Any form
of familiar work, as plain sewing, knitting
or ironing, may be combined with sepgrate
mental effort. The woman who can knit
witbout watching her work closely can read
at the same time. Modern inventions sup-
ply many devices for holding books in posi-
tion for the reader. One woman managed
a device for holding her book over her table,
and she read and studied while washing her
dishes. Of course, the woman must be will-
ing to make some sacrifice of time in arrang-
iag her book and turning the leaves, other-
wise she cannot combine manual and mental
labor. However, it will still remain a fact
that with a great pile of dishes staring one
in the face, and twenty other duties calling
loudly for attention many housekeepers will
feel that they have neither time nor strength
to snatch time for mental improvement.
One housekeeper keeps always with her a
note-book and pencil, and in this jots down
thoughts that come to her while her hands
are pied with the facture of cakes
and pies. Lydia Mary Child said that many
of her most beautiful thoughts came to her
while scrubbing the floor. Aside from the
combination of mental and manual labor
there is a great variety of ways in which the
brain may be used to save the hands and
feet. In washing end ironing there are
many ways of lightening labor, and one of
these ways is in the purchasing of the goods.
Many are coming to believe it a mis-
taken idea to buy the very heavy shirting
for men’s everyday wear on the farm. The
same rale applies to heavy sheeting and mus-
lin for underclothing. The extra labor re-
quired to get such heavy cloth clean is de-
cidedly wearing on clothing, arms and backs.
One woman says she gets for her husband’s

en in ing to marry is sublime, but it
should not be presumed upon.

Something Worth Knowing.

Prof. William Jones, of Harvard, in his
texi-book on Psychology, says: “Could the
young but realize how soon they will become
mere walking bundles of habits they would
give more heed to their conduct while in
plastic state. Every smallest stroke of vir-
tue or of vice leaves its scar. The drunken
Rip Van Winkle in Jefferson’s play excuses
himself for every fresh dereliction by sayings
“I won't count this time.” Well, he may
not count it, and a kind heaven may mot
count it, but it is being counted none the
less. Down among the nerve cells and fibres
the molescules are counting it, registering
and storing it up, to be used against him
when the next temptation comes. Nothing
we ever do is, in strict scientific literalness,
wiped out. Of course this has its good side
as well as its bad one. As we become per-
manent drankards by so many separate
drinks, so we become saints in the moral,
and authorities and experts in the practical
and scientific spheres by so many separate
acts and hours of work.”

The Deadly Drug.

The morphine habit among women in Lon.
don is aeserted by medical men to be great
ly on the increase, and those who choose te
regard it as a penalty inflicted on the Brit.
ish people by Providence for its agency in
forcing the poisonous drug upon the Chinese
for ial thereby inflicting on
them untold injury and misery, may find ¢
a good upon, though the
two things have no necessary logical connees
tion. The use of the drug among London
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shirts the same gingham used for d and
aprons, and they last from nine months to a

is probably no greater in ratio tham
elsewhere in large aggregates of population;

year. The same w gives her method of
doing the weekly family washing: Put the
white clothes to soak the evening before,
and have the boiler filled on the back of the
stove. As soon as possible in the morning
it is brought forward to heat. Shave balf a
cake of good soap into & can and set it on
the stove to melt, with two tablespoonfuls
of k Stir jonally until well
mixed and like soft soap, then add to the
water in which the clothes are to be boiled.
Long boiling yellows the clothes. &
ot SRR AR

—MINARD’S FAMILY PILLS are
purely vegetable,

but physicians write in testimony that it is
more prevalent than most people suppose,
and that it is increasing. The secrecy with
which it may be used and the immunity for
a certain time from discovery tend to pro-
mote the habit, which has generally only one
issue, the complete ruin of those who praos
tise it. Doctors know more about it than
laymen but everybody knows that it is bad
enough. i
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—As important as feed is sunshine; good
air, cleanliness and warmth are equally
for profit with cows. :




