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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

floe in Annapolis, opposite Garriscn gate

—~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOR IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Hvery Thursday.

Onsular Agent of the United States.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.

~—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Lifo Ins. Co.’s.

& Mouey to loan at five per cent on; Real
Bstate security.

0. T. DANIELS

BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

- (RANDOLPH S - BLOCK.)

Head of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

‘Money to Loan on First-Olaes

Real Hstate.
3

+ 0. 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,
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

160952
DENTISTRY!
DR. H. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Bank.

Office next door to Unien
Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, = - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D.D. 5.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Frod Primrose. Dentistry in all its

wnahu carefully and promptly attended

Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.
Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
* ROUND HILL, N. S.
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Established over :a

CABLE ADDRESS:
quarter of a century.

WALLFRUIT. London.

JOHN FOX & CO.

Auctioners and Fruit Brokers,
Spitalfield and Stratford Market,

LONDONy G. B.

£3 We are in a position to guarantce highest
market return for all consigomeénts entrurted
%0 us, Cash draft forwarded immediately
goods are sold. Current prices and marked re-
poris tforwarded with pleasure.

Novns Scotia Apples a speeialty.

Compare our prices with other firms and you

will see more money.

Represented by Abram Young, Bridge-
tewn, who will give shippers any information
required. Aug. 28th-6m

ESTABLISHED 1910.

W. HIEATT & SON,

Fruit Brokers,
Covent Gaeden Market, London.

Mr. E. W. Hieatt, of the above firm, is now
h travelling the valley soliciting consignments
n apples to hif firm.

REFERENCES:—London and County Bank
London.

Bank of Nova Scotia, Kentville

J. E. LLOYD, Agent, - Bridgetown

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS,

.‘({{'mrn sold by the peck or half peck, or on
shell.

READ, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
lrl:b-ohlﬂ bakery always on hand.

T. J. EAGLESON,
QuEEN ST.. BRIDGETOWN

NOTICE!

We still keep in stock as formerly,

Cedar Shingles,
Lime, and
Salt

The subscribers also intend to handle
his season, both Hard and Soft
?:xhgradcs) which they will sell
t.
?‘5 J. H. LONGMIRE & SON.
Bridgetown, June 11, 1001

- FALL

~ MILLINERY

- QPENlNG
A "o;‘.u-rg’s
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and all other

ASTHMA CURE FREE!

CHAIRED

RELIEF.

Dr. Tarr Eros. MepiciNe Co.

ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the
with spasmodic asthma for the past

at once obtained a bottle of Asthmalene.

Dr. Tarr Bros. MepiciNe Co.

remedies, but they have all failed.
tria! bottle. I found relief at once.
am ever grateful,

make such use of as you see fit.
Home address: 235 Rivington St.

DO NOT DELAY.
CO., 79 East 130.h St., New York City.

12 yeare. € v
many others, I chanced to see your sign uponyour windows on 130:h street, Now \‘nrk, I
My wife commenced taking it about the first of

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and
Cure in All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

Permanent

There is nothing like ASTHMA-

LENE
even in the worst cases.
when all else fails.

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Villa Ridge, Ill,
says:
in good condition. £
thankful I feel for the good derived from it. I
was a slave,
Asthma for ten years.
cured. I eaw your advertisement for the cure
of this dreadful and tormentirg diseage, Aeth-
ma, and thought you had overspoken yourselves,
but resolved to give it a trial.
ment the trial acted like a charm.
full size bottle.”

instant relief,
It cures

It brings

« Your trial bottle of Asthmalene received
I cannot tell you how

chained with putrid sore throat and
1 despaired of ever being

To my astonich-
Send me a

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER,
Rabbi of the Cong. Bnal Israel,

NEw Yorg, Jan. 3¢d, 1901

Dr. Tarr Bros'. Meprcize Co,

GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-

lent remedy for Asthma and Hay Fever, avd its
composition alleviates all troubles which com-
il bine with Asthma.
and wonderful,

Its success is astonishing

After having it carefully analyzed, we cap

GENTLEMEN,—I write this testimonial from a sense of duty, i
cure of Asthma. My wife has becn afflicted

November. I very soon noticed a radical improvement.
has dieappeared and she is entively free from all symptoms. 1 that
recommend the medicine to all who are sfllicted with this distressing disesse,
Yours respectfully, 0. D

0

GESTLEMEN,— I was troubled with Asthama for
1 ran across your adver

1 have since purchased your full siz
I have family cf four children, and for six years was unable to work. I

am now in the best of health and am doing business every day. | That

Trial bottle sent absolutely free on receipt
Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS.” MEDICINE

state that ASTHMALEIVE contains 1o opium, morphine, chloroform or ether,

Very truly yours,
REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.

Avox Serixes, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901.
having tested the wonder-

Having exhausted my own skill as well a8
After using one bottle her Asthma

. D. PHELPS, M. D.
Feb. 5,1901
years. I bave tried numerous
ement and started with a
d bottle, and [
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This testimony you can
S. RAPHAEL,
67 East 129 h St., New York City,

of postal

sonLD BY ALL:z DRUGGISTS.

3

‘A\

Business an =

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 Fhyonitor
Job Department = -

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

*

b ]

*

b ®

Billheads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
BDodgers,
Booklets,

Visiting Cards,
or any Special Order
that may be required.

B PRINT

A etterheads,
(Demoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

(Ueekly Tionitor,

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

Bridgetown, 1. S.

THE COUNTRY HEART OF DANIEL WEB
STER.

Daniel Webster was one of the great-
est lawyers America ever produced.
He was also one of its greatest states-
men, yet listen to this plea which he
makes to Congress for the farm:

“] am not anxious to accelerate the
approach of that period when the
great mass of American labour s.hall
not find its employment in the field;
when the young men of the country
shall be obliged to shut their eyes
upon external nature, upon the heav-

selves in close and unwholesome work-

shut their ears to the bleating of the
flocks upon the hills, and to the voice
of the lark that cheers them at the
plough.”

‘Phousands of farm boys have lived
to most sorrowfully regret that they
left the farm for the city.

Webster saw, as with . the eye of
prophecy, the “evil effect which such:
exodus would have on the country at-

large, as_well as on the character of
its people. i :

ens and the earth, and immerse them- |

shops; when they shall be obliged to |

i

|

i

CRUSADE AGAINST CRUELTY.
>
crusade against the docking of
ses’ tails in the city of Baltimore,
carried to the .egislature last
week. Bills will be introduced making
it a criminal offence, punishable by
fine or imprisonment, for any person
t¢ dock the tail of a horse by pricking
or severing any part of the . tail.
number of leading citizens and women
prominent in society circles are inter-
ested. They have set the example by
refusing to buy horses with docked
tails or allowing the animals they
own to be thus treated. The Humane
Society recently bought a horse which
is being paraded through the principal
streets every day as a horrible exam-
ple. This animal will be talen to An-
napolis to show the legislators.

A

Stops the Cough and Works off the
Cold.

Laxative Rromo-Quinine Tab'ets cure a cold in

one day. No cure, no pay. Price 25 cents.

—Teachér— Compare the adjective
| B
Boy—1Ill, worse, dead.

I fecl that T can consistently |

| ley

| 1sfied.
| Iy romantic in either the courtship or
| the
| well meaning,

| some.
| pretty
| an

{ blue

| er,
| woman, t
{ all the time, so Heatherton folks said,

| of

| They would get along all right.

| agam
| stock they came of, and it was a kind

There’s a wideness in God’s mercy,
Like the wideness of the sea,
There’s a kindness in His justice,

Which is more than liberty.

For the love of God is broader
Then the measure of man's mind,

And the heart of the Eternal,

Is most wonderfully kind.

If our love were but more simple
We should take him at his word,
And our lives would be all sunshine,
In the sweetness of our Lord.

PR

THE BUILDER.

A thought is like a stone;
The builder finds it lying loose
Where, by design or not, 'twas thrown
And takes it for his use.
He shapes it here and chisels there;
He pares it thin or cuts it square
To fit
The place his eye selects for it,
And, as the mason lays the wall
The larger builder’s thoughts are laid
He finds them rough and shapes
them all
Until at last is made
The splendid structure men
Behold in awe, and then,
Imagining that God or Fate
Has favored him with special might
Or special talents to create
What he has found
Strewn all ground
And waiting to be used aright,
They call him great.
S. E. Kieer.

THE UNSPOKEN WORD,

What silence we keep- year after year,

With those who are most near to us
and dear;

We live beside each other day by day,

We speak of myriad things, but sel-
dom say

The full sweet word that lies just in
our reach,

Beneath the commonplace of common
speech.

Then out of sound and out of reach
they go—

These close, familiar friends who loved
us 80;

And sitting in the shadow they have
left,

Alone, with loneliness and sore bereft,

We think with wvain regret of some
kind word

once we might have said. and

they have heard.

Sclect  Ziterature,
~ Oue

When Theodosia Ford married Wes-
ter a courtship of three
years, everybody concerned was sat-
There was nothing particular-

Woﬁi"an’ siFolly.

3rooke

Wesley was a steady,
rather slow fellow, com-
fortably ofi. He was not at all hand-
But Theodosia was a very
sirl with the milky coloring of

blonde and large, china
She looked mild and Ma-
known to be

marriage.

auburn
eves

donna like and was

| sweet tempered. Wesley's older broth-

had married a
in hot water

Brooke,
kept him

Irving
who

thought there was no fear

but they 2
with Wesley and Theodosia.

that

Only old Jim Parmelee shook his
head and said, *“They might, and then
they mightn’t; he knew the

vou never could predict about.”
" Wesley and Theodosia were third
cousins; this meant that old Harry
Ford had been the great great grand-
father of them both. Jim Parmelee
who was ninetv, had been a small boy
when this remote ancestor was still
alive.

“I mind him well,” said old Jim on
the morning of _their wedding day.
There was a little proup about the
blacksmith’s forge. Old Jim was in
the centre. He was a fat, twinkling
eyed old man, fresh and ruddv. in
spite of his years. ‘““And,” he
went on, ‘“‘he was about the settest
man you ever see or want to see.
When old Henry Ford made up his
mind on any point a cyclone would
not turn him a hair's breadth—no,
nor an earthquake, either. Didn’t
matter a mite how much he. suffered
for it—he’'d stick to it if it broke his
heart. There was alwavs some story
or other going the rounds about old
Henry's The family weren’t
auite bad—only Tom. He was
Dosia’s great grandfather, and a reg-
ular chip of the old ' block. Since
then it’s cropped out now and again
all through the different branches of
the familv. I mistrust if 'Dosia hasn’t
gol a spice of it and Wes Brooke too,
but mebbe not.”

Wes and Theodosia were married
in the golden prime of the Indian
summer, ' and settled down on their
snug little farm. Dosia was a beau-
tiful bride and Wesley’s pride in her
was amusingly avparent. He thought
nothing too good for her, the people
of Heatherton said. It was a sight to
make an old heart young to see him
march up the aisle of the church on
Sunday in all the glossy splendor of
his wedding suit, his curly black head
held high and his round, boyish face
shining with happiness, stopping and
turning proudly at his pew to show
Theodosia in.

They always sat alone together in
the big pew,.and Alma Spencer, who
sat behind them, declared that they
held each other’s hands all through
the service. This lasted until spring;
then came_a sensation and scandal
such as decorous Heatherton had not
known since the time Isaac Allen got
drunk at Centreville Fair and came
home and kicked his wife.

One evening in early April, Wesley
came home from the ‘““Corner’” where
he had lingered to talk over politics
and farming methods with his cron-
ies. This evening he was later than
usual, and Theodosia had his supper
kept warm for him. She met him on
the porch and kissed him. He kissed
her in return, and held her to him
for a moment, with her bright head
on his shoulder. The frogs were sing-
ing down in the south meadow swamp
and there was a splendor of silvery
moonrise over the wooded Heatherton
hills. Theodosia always remembered
that moment.

When they went in, Wesley, full of
excitement, began to talk of what he
had heard at the store. Ogden Greene
and Tom Cary were going to sell-out
and go to Manitoba. There were bet-
ter chances for a man out there, he
said; in Heatherton he might slave
all his life and never make more than
a bare living. Out West he might
make a fortune.

Wesley talked on in this strain for
some 1ime, rehearsing all
ments he had heard Greene and Cary
use. He had alwavs been disposed to
grumble at his limited chances in
Heatherton, and now the oreat West
seemed' to stretch before him full of
alluring prosnects and visions.
and Tom wanted him to go, too. he
said. He had half a tion to. This
was a stick in the mud sort of place

90

setness.

SO

the argu--

T

anyhow,

**What say, 'Dosia?”’

He looked across the table at her,
his eyes bright and questioning. 'L'he-
odosia had listened in silence, as she
poured his tea and passed him her
hot, tlaky biscuits. There was a lit-
tle perpendicular wrinkle between her
straight eyebrows,

“I1 think Ogden and Tom are fools,”
she said crisply. “They have good
farms here. What do they want to go
West for, or you either? Don’t get
silly notions in your head, Wes.”

Wesley flushed. -

“Wouldn’t you go with me, Dosia,”
he said, trying to speak lightly.

“No, I wouldn’t,” said Theodosia
in her calm, sweet voice. Her face
was sereng, but the little wrinkle had
grown deeper. Old Jim Parmclee
would have known what it meant.
He had seen the same expression on
old Henry Ford’s face many a time.

Wesley laughed good shumoredly, as
if at a child. His heart was suddenly
set-on going West, and he was sure
he could bring Theodosia around. He
did not say anything more about it
just then. Wesley thought he knew
how to manage women.

When he broached the subject again,
two days later, Theodosia told him
plainly it was of no use. She would
never consent to leave Heatherton and
all her friends and go out to the
prairies. The idea was just rank fool-
ishness, and he would see it so in
time.

All this Theodosia said calmly and
sweetly, without any trace of temper
or irritation. Wesley still believed
that he could persuade her, and he
tried perseveringly for a fortnight.
At the end of that time he discovered
that Theodosia, in law a Brooke, was
in fact.a Ford still. She was “‘set”
and there was no moving her.

Not that Theodosia ever got angry.
Noither did she laugh at him. She
met his arguments and pleadings
squarely and seriously enough, but
she never wavered.

“If you go to Manitoba, Wes, vou
will go alone,” she said, “I'll never
go, so there is no use in any more
talking.

Wesley was & descendant of old
Honry Ford, too. Theodosia’s unex-
pected opposition roused all the lat-
ent stubbornness of his nature. He
went over to Centreville oftener and
kept his blood at fever heat by talk-
ing to Greene and Cary who wanted
him to go with them, and spared no
pains at inducement.

The matter was gossiped about in
Heatherton, of course. People knew
that Wesley Brooke had caught the
“Western fever” and wanted to sell
out and go to Manitoba, while Theo-
dosia was opposed to it. They spec-
ulated that 'Dosia would have to give
in in the end, but said it was a pity
that Wes Brooke couldn’t ‘be content-
ed to stay where he was well off.

Theodosia’s family naturally sided
with her and tried to dissuade Wes-
ley. But he was mastered by that
resentful irritation, roused in a man
by opposition when he thinks he
t:}muld be master, that will drive him
into any course.

One day he told Theodosia that he
was going. She was working her
butter in her little snowy clean dairy
under the great willows by the well.
Wesley was standing in the doorway
hls" stout, broad shouldered figure
filling up the sunlit space. He was
frowning and sullen.

j'l'm ~oing West in two weeks’ time
with the boys, ’Dosia,”’ he said stub-
bornly. “You can come with me or
you can stay here—just exactly as you
please. But I'm goine.” i

Theodosia went on spatting her
balls of golden butter on the print in
silence. She was looking very neat
and pretty in her big white apron,
her sleeves rolled up high above her
plump dimpled elbows and her ruddy
hair curling about her white throat.
She looked as pliable as her butter.

Her silence angered her husband.
He shufiled impatiently.

“Well, what have you to say, 'Do-
sia?”’

“Nothing,”” said Theodosia, ‘“‘if you
have made up your mind to go, go
you will 1 suppose. But I will not.
There is no use talking any more.
We've been over the ground often
enough, Wes. The thing is settled.”

Up to that moment Wesley had al-
ways believed at heart that his wife
would yield at last, when she saw he
was determined. Now he realized that
she never would. Under that exterior
of milky, dimpled flesh and calm blue
eyes was all the iron will of old dead
and forgotten Henry Ford. This
mildest and meekest of girls and wives
was not. to be moved a hair’s breadth
by all entreaty or argument, or insis-
tefice on a husband’s rights.

A great, sudden anger came over
the man. He lifted his hand for one
moment, it seemed to Theodosia that
he meant to strike her. Then he
dropped his hand with the first oath
that had ever crossed his lips.

“You listen to me,” he said thick-
ly. “If you won't go with me I'll
never come back here—never! When
you want to do your duty as a wife
you can come to me. But I'll never
come back.”

He turned on his heel and strode
away. Theodosia kept on spatting her
butter. The little perpendicular wrin-
kle had come between her brows and
at that moment an odd, almost un-
canny, resemblance to the old por-
trait of her great great grand-father
which hung on the parlor wall at
home, came out on her girlish face.

A fortnight passed by. Wesley was
gilent and sullen, never speaking to
his wife when he could avoid it. The-
odosia was as sweet and serene as
ever. She made an extia supply of
shirts and socks for him and put up
his lunch, basket and packed his bag
carefully. But she never spoke of his
journey.

He did not sell the farm. Irpving
Brooke took it on shares. Theodosia
was to live in the house. The bus-
iness arrangements were simple and
soon concluded. -

Heatherton folks gossiped a good
deal. They all condemned Theodosia.
Even her own people sided against
her. They hated to be mixed up in a
local scandal, and since Wes was re-
ally going, they told Theodosia that
it was her duty to go with him, no
matter how much she disliked it. It
would be disgraceful not to! They
might as well have talked to the four
winds. Theodosia was not to be
moved. They coaxed and argued and
blamed—it all came to the same end.
Even those of'them who could be set
enough themselves on occasion could
not understand Theodosia, who had
always been so tractable. They final-
ly gave up, as Wesley had done, baf-
fled. Time would bring her to her
senses, they said; you just had to let
that still stubborn kind alone.

On the morning of Wesley’s depart-
ure, Theodosia arose at sunrise and
prepared a tempting breakfast. Irv-
ing Brooke’s oldest son, Stanley, who
was to drive Wesley to the station,
came over early with his express wag-
on. Wesley’s trunk, corded and label-
led. stood on the back platform.

The breakfast was a very silent one.
When it was over Wesley put on his
hat and overcoat and went to the
door d which dosia’
ing glory vines
the trees

the grass. The
:;nﬁohm M on the old maples that

grew along the fence between the yard
and the clover field beyoad. The sky
was nearly all blue, clean swept of
clouds. From the little farm house
the meadows, green and dusk, sloped
down, terrace like to the valley,
where a blue haze wound in and out
like a glistening ribbon.

Theodosia went out and stood look-
ing inscrutably on while Wesley and
his nephew hoisted the trunk into the
wagon and tied it on. Then Wesley
came up the porch steps and looked
at her.

““Dosia,” he said a little huskily,
“T gaid I wouldn’t ask you again to
go but I will. Will you come to me
yet?”’

“No,” said Theodosia, firmly.

He held out his hand. He did not
offer to kiss her.

“Good-bye ’Dosis

“Good-bye, Wes.

There was no tremor of an eyelash
with her. Wesley smiled bitterly and
turned away. When the wagon reach-
ed the end of the little lane he turn-
ed and looked back for the last time.
Through all the years that followed
he carried with him the picture of his
wife as he saw her then, standing
amid the airy shadows and wavering
golden lights of the morning, the wind
blowing the skirt of her pale blue
wrapper about her feet, and ruffling
the locks of her bright hair into a
delicate golden cloud. Then the wag-
on disappeared through a cloud of
dust around a curve in the road and
Theodosia turned and went back to
her desolate house.

For a time there was a great buzz
oi gossip over the affair. People won-
dered over it. Old Jim Parmelee un-
derstood better than the others, per-
haps. When he met Theodosia he
looked at her with a curious twinkle
in his keen old eyes.

“Looks as if a man could bend her
any way he wanted to, doesn’t she?”
he said. ‘“Looks deceiving. It'll
come out in her face by-an’-by—she’s
too young vet, but it’s there. It does
scem unnatural woman SO
stubborn—you’d look for it
more in a man.”

Wesley wrote a brief letter to Theo-
dosia when he reached his destina-
tion. He said he was well and was
looking about for the best place to
settle. He liked the countrv fine. He
was at a place called Red Butte, and
guessed he’d stav there.

Two weeks later he wrote again.
He had taken up a claim of 300 acres.
Greene and Cary had done the same.
They were his nearest neichbors and
were three miles He had put
up a little shack, was learning to
cook his own meals, and was very
busr He thoucht the country was a
grand one. and the prospects good.

Theodosia answered his letter, and
told him all the Heatherton news, and
how the farm was gettine on in Trv-
ing’s hands. She signed herself “The-
odosia Brooke’ but otherwise there
was nothine in the letter to indicate
that it was written by a wife to her
husband. ‘

At the end of the vear Wesley wrote
and once more asked her to go out
to him. He was getting on well, and
was sure she would like the place. It
was a little vough, to be sure. but
time would improve that. “Won't
vou let bygones be bveoones, 'Dosia.”
he wrote, “and come out to me? Deo
my dear wife.”

Theodosia  wrote
She never
she write again

People had given up talking about
the matter, and asking Theodosia
when she was going out to  Wesley.
Heatherton. had grown used to the
chronic scandal within its decorous
borders. Theodosia never spoke of
her husband to anvone, and folks
knew they did not correspond. She
took her voungest sister to live with
her. She had her garden and hens
and two cows. She was always busy
and the farm brought her enough to
live upon. T

When fifteen years had gone by
there were naturally some changes in
Heatherton,

is

to see a

kinder

away.

back refusing to

ro. oot any reply nor did

A sleepv and unprogressive
as it was. Most of the youno people
were in the little hillside burying
Ln:nunfl that fronted the sunrise. ‘()I:i
Jim Parmelee was there too, with his
recollections of four cenerations. Men
and women who had been in their
prime when Wesley went awav were

old now, and the children were grown.

up and married.

Theodosia was thirty-five and was
nothing like the slim dimpled girl who
had stood up on the porch steps and
\\'mch_e‘d her husband drive away that
morning fifteen vears ago. She was
stout and comely; the auburn hair
was 4]&1‘1{4-1‘ and arched away from her
face in smooth shining waves instead
of the old-time Her
unlined and fresh-colored,
woman can live for so
in subjection to her
will and not show it.
ing at Theodosia now would have
found i't hard to believe that a wo-
man with such a determined, unmov-
able face could stick to a course of
C(mﬂurt in defiance of consequences.

Wesley Brooke was almost forgotten
though people knew, through corres-
pondents of Greene and Cary that he
haf{ nrospered and grown rich. The
curious old story had crystallized into
accepted history. !

A lifle may go on without ripple or
‘dlsturbance for so many years that
it may seem to have settled into last-
ing caln; then, suddenly, a passing
wind of passion may sweep over it
and leave behind a wave of tempes-
:.rlilous waters. Such a time came to
] eodosia after the long lagging
icars that followed Wesley’s depart-
re.

One day in August Mrs. Emory
Merritt came in. Emory Merritt’s sis-
ter was Ogden Greene’s wife, and the
Merritts kept up an occasional corres-
nondpnce with her. Hence Cecelia
Merritt always knew what was to be
known about Wesley Brooke, and al-
ways told Theodosia because she had
never been positively forbidden to do
0.
Today she looked slightly excited
Secretly she was wondering if (h(')
news she brought would have anv ef-
cht whatever on Theodosia’s impas-
sive calm. :

“Do you know, ’Dosia, Wesley’s
real sick? In fact, Phoebe Greene savs
they've very poor hopes of him. He
was kind of ailing all the spring, it
seems, and about a month ago he was
took down with some sort of slow
fever they have out there. Phoebe
says they have a hired nurse from
the nearest town and a good doctor
but she reckons he won’t get over it.
That fever goes awful hard with a
man of his years.”

Cecelia Merritt, who was the fastest
talker in Heatherton, had got all this
out before she was brought up by a
queer sound, half-gasp, half-choke,
from Theodosia. The latter looked as
if someone had struck her a blow.

"'Mercy, ’Dosia, you ain’t going to
faint! I didn’t suppose you’d care.
You never seemed to care.”

o “Did you say,” said Theodosia,
that Wesley was sick—dying?”’

“Well, that's what Phoebe said.
She may be mistaken. ’Dosia Brooke
you're a queer woman. I never could
make you out and I never expect to.
I gugss that only the Lord who made
you can translate you.”

’!'h_codosia stood up. The sun - was
shining low, and the valley beneath
them, ripening to harvest, was like a

curls. face was
but no
many years
own unbending
Nobody look-

river of gold. She folded up her sew-
ing with a steady hand.

“It’s five o’clock, Cecelia, and I'll
ask you to excuse me, as I have a
good deal to attend to. You can ask
Emory if he’ll drive me to the sta-
tion in the morning. I'm going out
to Wes.”

She went into the house with a firm

Well, for the lands sake!” said
Cecelia Merritt, feebly, as she tied cn
her striped gingham sunbonnet. She
got up and went home in a daze.

Theodosia packed her trunk and
worked all night, dry-eyed, with ag-
ony and fear gnawing at her heart.
The iron will had snapped at last,
like & broken reed, and fierce, self-
condemnation seized upon her.

“P've been a wicked woman,”
said.

A week from that day Theodosia
climbed down from the dusty stage
that had brought her from the station
over the prairies to the unpretentious
little house where Wesley Brooke lived.
A young girl, so like what Ogden
Greene’s wife had been fifteen years
before, that Theodosia involuntarily
exclaimed “Phoebe’” came to the door
and beyond her was the white-capped
nurse.

Her voice trembled.

“Does—does—Wesley Brooke live in
this house?”” she asked.

The young girl nodded.

“Yes, but he is very ill at present.
No one is allowed to see him.

Theodosia put up her hand and un-
tied her honnet strings, as if they
were choking her. She had been sick
with the fear that Wesley would be
dead before she could get to him.
The relief was almost overwhelming.

“But I must see him!”’ she cried hy-
sterically—she, calm, easy-poing "Dosia
hysterical! “I'm his wife—and, oh,
if he had died before I got here!”

The nurse came forward.

“In that case I suppose you must,”
she said hesitatingly. ‘“But he does
not expect you. I must prepare him
for the surprise.”

She turned to the door of a room
opening off the kitchen, but Theodosia
who had hardly heard her was be-
fore her. She was inside the room
before the nurse could prevent her.
Then stood afraid and trembling
her eves searching the dim apartment
hungrily.

When they fell on the occupant of
the bed Theodosia started with the
shock of bitter surprise. All uncon-
sciously she had been expecting to
find Wesley as he had been when they
parted. Could this gaunt haggard
creature with the unkempt beard and
prematurely grey hair, and the hol-
low, beseeching eyes be the ruddy,
boyish young Hhusbhand of her youth?
She gave a choking gasp of fear and
shame and pain and the sick man
turned his head. Their eyes met.

Amazement, incredulity, hope, dread,
all flashed in succession over Wesley
Brooke’s lined face. He raised him-
seli feebly up.

“Dosia!” he murmured.

Theodosia staggered across the room
and fell on her knees by the bed. She
clasped his head to her breast and
kissed him again and again.

“Oh, Wes, Wes, can you forgive
me? I've been a wicked stubborn wo-
man—and I've spoiled our lives. For-
give me.”’

He held
around - her
with his eyes.

“'Dosia when did you come? Did
you know I was sick?”’

“Wes, I can’t talk till you say you
have forgiven me.”

“Oh, ’'Dosia, you’ve just as much to
forgive. We were both too set. I
should have been more considerate.”

“Just say ‘I forgive you, ’Dosia’ "’
she entreated.

“I forgive you, ’Dosia,”” he said
gently, “‘and it's so good to see you
once more, darling. There hasn’t been
an hour since I left you that I have
not longed for your sweet face. Ii I
had thought vou really cared I'd have
gone back. But I thought vou didn’t
It most broke my heart. You did,
thoueh, didn’t vou?”

“Oh, ves, yes, ves,” she said, hold-
ing him more closely, with her hair
falling.

When the doctor from Red Butte
came that evening to see his patient
he found a great improvement. .Joy
and happiness, those world-old phjsi-
cians, had done what drugs and med-
icines had failed to do.

“I'm going to get better doc,” said
Wesley. “My wife has come and she
is going to stay. You did not know
that I was married did vou? I'll tell
vou the story some dav. I proposed
going back East, but ’Dosia says if
it is all the same to me she prefers to
stay here. I'm the happiest man in
Red Butte doc.”

He squeezed ’Dosia’s hand as he
had used to do lons ago in chuarch,
and ’Dasia smiled down upon him.
There were no dimples now, but her
smile was verv sweet. The ghostly
finger of old Henry Ford, pointing
down - through the generations, had
lost its power to brand with its mal-
ediction the life and hanpiness of
these. his descendants. Wesley and
Theodosia had joined hands
their long-lost harniness.

she

thin trembling arms
devoured her face
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Messrs. C. C. Richards & Co.
Gentlemen,—Last winter - I received
great benefit from the use of Minard's
Liniment in a severe attack of La-
Grinpe, and 1 have frequently proved
it to be very effective in cases of in-
flammation. Yours,

W. A. Hutchinson.

—The King is described by officials
as closely following in his mother’s
manner in dealing with public business
as he makes it a matter of conscience
to read every document carefully, and
to ask for information if he does not
fully’ understand it. He" takes every
detail of the business of reigning as
seriously and methodically as she was
in the habit of doing, and uses many
of Bcr characteristic exfiressions.

CANADIANS REBUKED.

In a booklet entitled “Women Work-
ers of Canada’ which gives a full ac-
count of the proceedings at the last
meeting of the National Council of
Women of Canada, says the London
Morning Post, is to be found an ad-
mirable paper on the desirability af"
preserving the King’s English from
corruption in the most prosperous of
the King’s Dominions beyond the seas.
The author of the paper, Mrs. George
Drummond, has observed with feelings
of regret that there is a marked ten-
dency among the younger members of
this generation in Canada to clip and
deface the coinage with which so
many famous writers and orators have
purchased fame, and that even those
who have had the advantage of a lib-
eral education make use of spurious
currency fromx the United States. Not
only are many English words mispro-
nounced or- falsely intoned by young
Canadians, but Yankee slang phraseés
and catchwords are becoming more
and more popular. In order to pre-
serve the . Canadian mother tongue—
an Imperial language in every sense
of the epithet—irom degenerating into
a mere dialect of ‘“‘the American lan-
guage” she believes that the necessity
of imitating only good models should
bc‘lmpresscd on all teachers in Can-
at_ilan schools, that all Canadiah men
of letters—especially journalists, who
ought to be literary men every day of
their lives—should avoid the hideous
colloquialisms so current, and that
all Canadian mothers should take
pains to train their children in the
art of speaking English deftly and
decorously. We wish Mrs. Drummond
and her associates all success in
their efforts to prevent the mispro-
nunciation and misuse of English
words in the Dominion and to exclude
the manufactured vulgarisms which
come to us from elsewhere. We believe
that the ordinary Canadian, whether
he speaks English or French, speaks
it a little better than the ordinary
Englishman or’the average Frenchman.
The Canadian working man, for ex-
ample, never by any chance drops the
aspirate—doubtless this choice immun-
ity is due to the Scottish blood in
his veins—and his vocabulary is al-
ways more extensive than that of an
Englishman on the same social plane.
Certainly neither the English of Tor-
onto or the French of Quebec is ever
likely to degencrate into a dialect
comparable with the “Taal” of South
Africa. But since language 1S & liv-
ing creature, and must adapt itself
to its environment, we cannot expect
Canadians to speak so as to be mis-
taken for home-keeping Enghshme_n
or Frenchmen. In the first place, cli-
matic conditions modiiy the speaking
and lilting intonation so notice
able in North America and Australia
is a result, no doubt, of the change
from the moist air of these islands to
the dry atmosphere of couthengal
countries. Certainly this peculiarity
renders the Canadian or Australian
applause, however well urgamwd.
somewhat ineffective; the deep under-
lying roar of the English crowd,
cheering the King or jeering the Kings
enemies, is lacking. But to shout or
even to speak on a low note 18 fa'tm-
uing in the dry atm sphere of Can-
ada or Australia, and, long as we
know that it is an expi »n of heart-
felt loyalty, why should we C})‘ltlsllﬁ
the quality of the lip servical £e0
ondly, new words and J’Y:l“‘ﬂfﬂsnf:‘g‘“
ir ing rivers an eir h-
their matehing of grain and their
camps in the many cnluu}ned fore;‘t;
must needs from time to time be add-
ed to the speech of Greater Bnta'lp.
Such new words and phrases add vir-
ity to our language and bring 10 5%
a pleasant odor of the plantatlonsh .
. race, and it is to be h‘?ped tha
e m)  iaond and, her friends will
Mrs. Drumn genteel” as to attempt
But they will do
1 in excluding the
music hall catch
cords which come from the 1_!110“0‘3'
words of the large cities and
:::elp isrllltlg‘sthe conversations of yo‘:mg
dians; and when their fast o
g:::—wc can find them Bd httkiai v:gzl;
of the same kind in London, ’
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TEMPTATION IN COUNTRY AND CITY.

made of the temptations of
city life, bug country life 1s by‘:o:_::l
mneans the quiel, innocent pas -
idvl that some persons nppoaf *
think it is.. Trashy and demora 1133
reading is sown br«.vudcust in O:f ha};
or another; the “hired man “‘“o‘ -
ceen something of the \\‘qud, %1 s o
P of his youthml__hstcnels wi
would horrily

Much is

cals
tales that
par ent; and take
abowt as busy

the careful
it all round Satan is
in the country as
the ci'ty, moxe SO sometimes. ‘lt, m“‘tll‘mz
citizens O the country to\\usl i
need awakening to the vital nct.cf,lsilr Y.
of making due provision ‘fm_‘ ihe libt,‘r
ation of vhe boys before it is too 1a f).
There may be no saloons 1n the tc_‘\é\l:
or village, but therc are aly:a): 1r .
loafers, whose conversation 18 tlo e
verse of edilying and wilose influence

with |
1 stay at home night &

i The oy who is contented to
is bad. The oy \\huiter g
study or play games with his sisters
and brothers, end go to bed at mﬁa
o'clock is the cxccptmuul. ho_y. (]
may do all this from necessity if pa}f-
ental discipline is firm enough, but he

i wr of the steamer

» twenty Yyears,
| treatment all 3 .
. lief was ®»Ot obtained unti
< (Catarrhozene’”

Tboth

will usually slip out at the first op-
portunity if he is a real human boy
and not a bookworm, an invalid or &
iprig.
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TWENTY YEARS OF BRONCHITIS.

i . Dunlop of Kingston, Commands
g . *Bohemian’’ of tf,ho

flect, suffered unceasingly for
bt . and although he took
that time permanent re-
ot [ he used
which  cured h}u:l
quickly and permanently. The
Captain .says “Catarrhozone 18 the
best cure for Beonchitis on the face
of the globe, pleasant to use, (Ika,tﬁ)
melieve and sure to cure. Catarr! li
wzone is a wonderful tyeatment for al
Jigeases of the throat lungs -:md bron-
<higl tubes. Two moml‘liz }'Cg\;\;cr
trestment, price 81, small size 4
'Drcun;;im or Polson & Co., Kingston,
Ont. .

—— - ——
OIL.OK TROUBLED WATERS.

A test of a .camnon that_ throws &
shell designed to scatter oil on les-
terous waves Wwas recently mz}de. The
shell is” of wood and conical in ghapo.
1t -contafins two gallons of oil. At
one end of the projectile is a vent.
This is cov ered with paper, which ‘s
blown off as the shell leaves the pieca
allowing the oil to escape. In this
way it is the yUrpose of the inventof
to calm a rouglh' Sea for the distance
of a mile, making® 8 smooth path for
a lifeboat to follow on her way t¢
disabled vessels. 5

0 DANGEKR.

ere is no da nger of heart burn or hearf
bles from the use of Chewing Tobacco. if it
has been proper) y manufactured. Great care
ken by the m anufacture of “Old Fox” and
bs’’ cimving- Tobacco, to use only pureand
lesome ingre dients, which will leave ne

ot




