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GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, = = S$olicitors,
Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of
Brunswick.

wunmsnmnm~ tor the State of Massachusetts.

Agents of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and
Halitax,

Agents of Bradstreet’s Commercial Agency.

General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In
surance. e

Members of the United States Law Association. |

Real Estate Agents,

New

OFiEE_E:
BANK OF NOVA SO0TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL

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 Storo
Every "I‘hursduy.

Oonsuiar Agent of the Lmll States.
Consular Agent of Spain.

~—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s. |

|
a'Money (,o loan on heal hm ) Suuruv

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMINENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY-AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY |
repayable monthly instalu ients, cov
term of 11 years and 7
the monthly balances

Balance of loan re
option of borrower, so it

| For the Wrappers from twé (2) boxes of “WEL-
No wonder so many people use the old reliable

The most Stylish Model and best Wheal of the season. Guaranfeed

]The WELCCME SOAP COMPANY, 5t. John. N, B.

SATUS POPULI SUPREMA LEHX HST.

Jas. } Ritchis, 0.C.

BARRISTER

SOLICITOR.

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE
SECURITY.

Firs asurance in Beliable Companies

& Solicit om0l to Union Bank

BRIDGETOWN, N. B

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 1, 1898.

RO. 1L

ofjHalifax, nnd B-.nk of Nova Scotia, An-
napolis, N. 8. 11 ly

HAVE YOU SEEN
The FINE BICYCLE

Offered to the users of WELCOME SOAP?

COME” SOAP and $35.50.

“Welcome” Soap and ride a Bicycle.

and up-to-date in every particular.

The Greatest Premium offer of the year.

stallments are paid, the balance o[ loan cs xuuo
be called for.
Mode of effecting loans e
of application therefore ax
mation furnished on applicati

J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
20 6m Agent at Annapolis,

F, L. MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &e.

ALL KINDS ()I I\bLle\(,h
MONEY T0 LC

Office opposite Central Telephone
Queen Street, Bridgetown.
TELEPHONE No. 11,

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

(RANDOLPH'S BLO

Exchange,
3L tf

)CK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loean on First-Ulasa
Real Estate H ly

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent,
RANDOLPH’S BLOCE,

BRIDGF.TOW N, N S

ete.

Promprt ana satisfactory attention given
to the collection of ciaims, and all other
professicual business.

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N S

A R ANDREWS, M.D, C.

!‘EYE

Pe

Speciallies;  Eaw,
[ THROAT"

MIDDLETON.
‘Telephone No. 16,

OR. M. 6. E MRS
BEF&TE T

‘Will be at Ann: A,:uqs 1
of ever month, and th
Bndgem\\ n.

James anrose D . S S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

"~ JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICIiTOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

OFFICE
Cox Bmlqu, - Bnd‘rﬂown, N. S,

SCRIBNER’S
MAGAZINE

For 1898.
A GREAT PROGRAMME.

The Story of lho Revolation by Senator
Henry Cabc '1 V orun throughout the
year. (For th ime all the modern art
forces and re: vill be brought to bear
upon the Revolu Howard Pyle and a
corpse of artists are making over 100 paint-+
ings and drawings expressly for this great
work.)

A T Mahan's “The American Navy

ca'::the Revolution,” to beillustrated by Carl-

ton T. Chapman, the marine artist; Henry
Fenn, and others.

Thnmnn Nelson Pngen First Long
1\[ i R

A Chronicle of Re-
2

est work.
dinst.)
dyard Kipling, Richard Hur«ling
nn )’;uiu. Joel Chandler H

Rob grant’s “Search-Light Lets
ters”’— axxhulo\ arious le s that come

in c equence of h Reflections of a
Marfied Man” and *
ilosopher.”
Teld

The Opinions of a

s The Woerkers” inanew fi
Wyckoff, the college n
laborer, will tell his exp
shop laborers and ana

(Illustrated from life by W, R. Leigh.)
Theatre, The Mine, etc., will be

Thfreutudm “The Conduct of Great Bu 81

series (as we The Wheat Farm,
per,” etc., in '97), with numerous
illustrations.

Llfﬁ nt Girls’ College

* Undergradus
Prm«_(_l(m and Ya
trated.

Poliiteal Reminiscences by Senator
Hoar, who has been in publie life for forty-
five years.

¢. D. Gibson will contribute two serial set
of drawings during '¢8, ** A New York lm

d ‘The Seven \;,uof American Woman.

We ll(lr‘
ho beca

nce with ¢

sts in (lnc‘xgo

~like the articles
Life ¢ Ha rd,
and as richly ulu‘

a"[’lu Sull prospectus for 98 in small book
form (24 pages), printed in two eolors, with
qumerous illvstrations (cover and decorations
by Maxfic td Parrish), will be sent upon appli-
caiion, postage paid.

Price, $3.00 a year, _5 cents a number.

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS,

NEW YORK‘.

EARN | We

!Ve Wani Rsi able Men

locality, local or tra-
introduce a new
i rd look after our
ady No experience
nLLdml Steady employment.
Salary or commission, $65 a
month and .,.-)0 a day expens Money de-
poslt.ed in any bank at start if desired. Write
at once. World Medical Co., London,
©Ontario. 47 6m

Grand Sprmg Dneni

The largest stock in the two Counties,

An endless variety of Spring Cloths
A. J. MORBISOK & CO., MIDDLETON, N. S,

Are ready for 1888 building

RY BROS & BENT

CcuU
ARE AGENTS FOR

“CLEVELAND" and “ALERT" BICYCLES.

Prices range from $40 to $80.
7 |

GENT’S WEAR!

bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.

WE HAVE JL\T ()Ih}\hl)

et 8.8, ““St. Jehn City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department
to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

e from the

11l cf foot fact

KINNEY & SHAFNER, So]e Local Agents.

RY BROS. & BENT

Manufacturers
and Builders,

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Evangeline Sash, Door & Planing Works,

BRIDCETOWN, N. S.

perations, and are prepared to enter into contract for build-
ings of every description, mcludmz excavation, heating and plumbing.

We manufacture ( hurch, School and Office Furmture, Wood Mantels, Bank and Stere
Fittings and building rinls generally, and have a large and well assorted stock of
Fancy Woods such as Cypress, Whitewood, Quartered Oak, Ash,
Walinut, B. C. Cedar, Douglas Fir, etc.

Having two large Dry Houses, we can guarantee delivering Dry 8tock.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.
NOTICE OF ASSIGNMENT!

Notice is hereby given that Jchn E. Sanc-
ton and James Herbert Sancton of Bridge-
town formerly doirg business under the

f J. E. Sancton & Son, have by deed
ssignment bearing date February 17th
1898, conveyed all their book debts and
personal property to me IN TRUST to pay
the expenses in connection with the prepar-
ation and execution of ee
ferential clai and lastly ell the other
claims against 1 firm and individunals.
\ml deed ¢ nent is now fyled in the
Jegistry U‘hr e, B

I have eng rged s
act as my agent in g of the said
property and collecting the book debts which
must be paid at once of which let all parties
concerned take notice and govern themselves

accordingly. LM
’]_’ru%tcc.

Bank of Nova Scoﬁa

Capital, - -
Reserve Fund, -

$1,600,000.00
$1,600,000.00

JOHN DOULL, President.
H. C." MCLEOD, Cashier.

Head Office, Halifax, N. S,

Agencies in all the principal towns of the
Maritime Provinces, and in the cities of Mon-
treal, Toronte, C Iucako and St, John’s, Nfid,

C arrekﬁomkms in all parts of the world.

Do all kinds of banking business.

A Savings Bank Department

has lately been established in connection with
the Bridgetown agency where deposits will be
received from one dollar u{mardﬁ and interest
at the rate of 3} per cent. allowed.

C. H. EASSON,

NOTICH,.

All persons havi ing lcgal demands against the
estate of Robert FitzRandolph, late of Law-
rencetown, in the County of Annapulis farmer,
deceased, are requested to render the samedul)
attested, within eighteen months from the date
hereof, and all persons indebted to said estate
are requeatpd to make imwediate payment to
ALDA R. FIrzZRANDOLPH,
Administratriz.

5. Sancton to

February 18th, 1898,

CAUTHON'

Agent.

All persons indebted to the estate of the
late J. AVARD MORSE, either by accounts
or promissory notes, are hereby notified that
all psyments of the same must be made to
the ur nicrs)gm s a8 no person has been auth-
orized by them to collect eaid accounts or

notes. Lawrencetown.

BURPEE S, FiTzZRANDOLPH,
Administrator,

Villiamston,
Dec, 13th, 1897,

E. BENT,, or
J. B. GILES,

Bridgetown, March 10th, 1896.

Isrecuton.
J

Loetey,

In His Way.

If we could choose the sunshine and the
rain

To nurture, as we would, our ripeulnggnin‘

If commg storms our will or prayer could

Bring dewa in drouth, keep harmful winds
away;
How might we blast the wheat by neighbors

sown,

And how their heats and calms might blight
our own!

One single wish might barren make the soil,

And one mistaken prayer the world’s bread
spoil.

If we could choose each one the dearth or

dole
That should be united duly to the soul;
If either joy or pain we could refuse,
And for ourselves life’'s disciplines could

choose;
How we should hinder, dwarf, distort, and

mar

The Lord's own workings that in all lives
are!

How stunted would our love and trust ap-

ear,
How rank the growths of evil and of fear!

Ah! the fair harvests are, because He brings

The dews and suns, the joys and chastenings;

The winds that rouse, the calms that say,

““ Be still,

After the perfect counsels of His will,

Let us rejoice that He, our Brother, lives

And rules, and still His harvest gives.
—Olive E. Dana.

Select gxtcratm.

Learning the Lesson,

The sun was shining brightly down on the-
smali town of Dunfield, one beautiful after-
noon, in the early part of May, and falling
in at the low windows of the pretty little
sitting room, where Mrs. Lindsay was re-
clining in her easy invalid’s chair, looking
very delicate and languid, but evidently en-
joyiog the rare beauty of the day. It wasa
very pleasant room, though small, it was
daintily furnished and contained everything
a person could desire for comfort and enjoy-
ment.  Probably the young lady who was
sitting near talking to Mrs. Lindsay thought
80 too, for she appeared to be one who would
appreciate anything that was good or lovely.

She had a wonderfully interesting face—a
face that strangers always turned to look at
a second time, and those who were acquaint-
ed with Miss Livingston said that Dunfield
had been fortunate in securing such a person
as a teacher for its ladies’ school.

By her side, fondly clasping her hand,
was a little girl whose resemblance to Mre.
Lindsay showed she was her daughter.

Mrs. Lindsay was eaying: *‘Ifeel so much
better to day; I believe it is owing to the
lovely weather we are having. How beau-
tiful everything begins to look.”

‘‘1ndeed, yes; this is the most pleasant
time of the year. I intended going up the
side of the mountain a little way to look for
flowers and would be glad of company, if
Flossie would like to go.”

As she spoke she looked at the child with
a smile which seemed to say she knew the
proposal would not be unwelcome.

““Oh, yes; mammna darling. Let me go
with Miss Livingston.” Flossie sprang up
eagerly.

““I will be very glad to have her g if she
will not be troubling you too much,” Mrs,
Lindsay said; ‘she does not often get any
one to take her for a walk now that papa is
80 busy. Ask Katie to get you ready, dear.
By the way,” she continued, as Flossie de-
parted, ‘ how does she do at school?”

*“Very nicely; she is not as timid as she
was first, and she studies very faithfully,
too.”

“ Yes, she tells me she likes to go now;
when she began at first she was 8o nervous
and frightened, but now she sounds your
praises at all times. I would not have
thought of sending her to school if it had
not been that Miss Marks was leaving just
then, and my being sick I was in despair
about the children.

It was Doctor Campbell who suggested
sending Flossie to you, and assured me she
would be in good hands if she was in your
charge. Really, Miss Livingston, I think
you are as much of a favorite with the Doc-
tor as with Flossie herself.”

A slight flush arose to the teacher’s face
as she looked up hastily at Mrs. Lindsay,
but it was evident she had spoken carelessly,
without meaning anything by her words. It
was only a few of Miss Livingston's friends
who knew that she was soon to be mistress
of the pretty little villa belonging to Doctor
Campbell, and that the young ladies of the
place would have to be satisfied to lose their
favorite teacher. So now she only answered
quietly, “I am glad you sent her to me,
Flossie and I are great friends.”

Just at that moment the door opened and
a servant entered bearing a tray with a de-
canter and some glasses, which she had set
on a small table beside Mrs. Lindsay, and,
following closely behind her came a sturdy
litile boy of about five years. Rushing up
to his mother and climbing on the arm of
her chair he pressed his little arms tightly
around her neck and gave her a succession of
very loving hugs, saying at the end, *‘ Is 'on
better, mamma?’ The  contrast between
mother and son was great. Mrs. Lindsay’s
eyes were blue, and her hair extremely fair,
while the little head on her bosom was cov-
ered all over with jet black curls, and the
eyes, which looked full of mischief, were so
dark beneath the broad white forehead that
the contrast was simply beautiful, and the
expreesion of childish glee on the boy’s face
only made him look more attractive.

‘*“ There, there, Leslie, that will do my
pet; you forget I am not strong.” She
pushed back the glossy locks from his brow
and gazing fondly at the little face, asked
him where he had been.

¢ Oh, mamma, Katie said 'ou were ’sleep
and her wouldn’t let me in.”

‘“ How you are abused,” laughed Mrs.
Lindsay, ‘ but now you are in, look around
and see who else is here. Go and shake
hands with Miss Livingston.”

¢ Kiss her,mamma?” Leslie asked pausing
doubtfully before the lady with a mischiev-
ous twinkle in his eye.

But before his mother could answer, Miss
Liviogston herself settled the weighty ques-
tion by drawing the boy towards her and
giving him what Flossie would have called
““ one of her best kisses,”

““Does 'ou like little boys?” Leslie asked
laughing merrily.

‘“Of course, when they are good. Are
you a good boy?”

““Katie says me's bad, but—" Leslie
looked at his mother, and then finished his
sentence—‘‘ Mamma likes me.”

*“No great wonder,” Miss Livingston
thought, as she looked at the handsome little
fellow and noted the perfect trust and satis-
faction with which he spoke of his mother.
“ How like his father he is!” she said turn-
ing to Mrs, l)éiﬂdny.

{

** Yes; he looks like him. I only hope he
will grow up to be as good a man. Wil]
you take a glass of wine with me, Miss Liv-
ingston?”

*“Thank you, not any; you know I do not
drink wine,”

‘“Ab, yes; I forgot. You are too particu-
lar. I always take my wine now, and I feel
stronger already for it. Do not look so
grave, Miss Livingston, this is as a medicine,
of ogurse.”

The flush had all died away now from
the teacher's face, and she certainly did look
grave as she said, *‘ Doctor Campbell did not
order you to take wine, surely?”’

““Oh, no; I would not dare to tell him; it
is only since he left me that I began it.
Why, he is at the head of your temperance
society, is he not?”

At that moment Leslie broke in, seeing
his mother drinking her .wine, *Me some,
mamma, give me some."”

“Oh, you rogue! You must see him take
what I bave left in the bottom of the glass,
Miss Livingston. He sips it down like a
man.” She held her glass to Leslie, who at
once and with evident relish finished it.

“Oh, Mrs. Lindsay—" There was deep
distress in the young girl's tomes. *‘Are
you not afraid to do such a thing? You will
give the dear little fellow » taste for it.
Just thiok how dreadful it would be if he
should grow up to like wine.”

‘‘ Nonsense!” Mrs. Lindsay said, *‘that
will never do him any harm! And if he
does get a taste for it, what of it? Do you
suppose my son would ever tarn out to be a
drunkard?” Mrs. Lindsay's tone was a tri-
fle haughty, but her guest was too much in
earnest to heed it. She spoke warmly:

¢ Dear Mrs. Lindsay, do not think I am
interfering with what does not concern me;
but indeed I believe we canuot be too care-
ful. Since I came to Dunficld I have seen
80 much of this evil that this opinion has
only grown stronger. If Leslie acquires a
taste for wine so early, what is to prevent it
increasing and his becoming over-fond of it?
Such things we hear of every day now.”

“Oh, I'll risk that. I never could have
him brought up with such absurd idess as
are coming about in these days.”

‘I trust you may never have cause to re-
gret. Will you not think again of this
matter before it is too late, for the sake of
your dear little boy?”

Mre. Lindsay could not but be sensible of
the deep earnestness in her visitor's voice.
‘ You are a great advocate for temperauce,
Mies Livingston,” she said. * Dunfield
ought to improve while it has you. I believe
you are right to a certain extent, and it is
better to do without these things entirely in
some cases, but I fear I never could bring
myself to banish wine from our sideboard
altogether. Nor do I think it necessary. I
cannot bring myself to believe that any
danger could befall my little son "—her gaze
rested tenderly on Leslie as she spoke—
‘¢ from my using wine and allowing him to
do the same.”

*‘Does Mr. Lindsay think as you do on
this subjeot?” asked Miss Livingston.

“He does not care, I believe. I may do
whatever I prefer, although we have never
thoroughly discussed the matter. Flossie
ssked him one day if she might join the
Children’s Band of Hope, and he laaghed
and told her she might if it would make her
any happier, but that he liked her very well
as she was. It was I who prevented her
from jolning, for how would it look if the
child could not take a glass of wine when
she was asked at the table?”

Miss Livingston sighed, and wondered in-
wardly how a person like Mrs. Lindsay
could so foolishly sacrifice her children’s
good for the sake of appearances. When
she had first come to Dunfield she had been
shocked to sce the amount of drinking done
in 80 small & place. Everywhere she went
she came in contact with some new instance
of this evil. The clergyman had asked her
to take a class in the Sunday-school, but be-
fore long she had discovered, to her dismay,
that eight of the ten right boys put under
her care were in the habit of spending their
evenings at a popular drinking saloon.

Something must be done, she felt, at once.
A small temperance society was started,
which she succeeded in inducing most of her
pupils, who were very fond of her, to join.
She met with much opposition on all sides,
but bravely persevered, and when, to the
surprise of every one the first to come to her
aid was the young physician of Dunfield, the
little band grew as if by magic through her
influence, and the place gradually became a
changed one. Even the boys and girls grew
instrumental in searching out and saving
many from a downward course. Miss Liv-
ingston herself had been untiring in her ef-
forta to gather in those who had been led
astray, and while so doing had made the dis-
covery that a great amoumt of the misery
caused by drink had its origin in the familiar
way too many children were allowed to
handle and taste the liquor which to their
parents was more than food. Small wonder,
then, that she trembled when she saw a
child of Leslie’s years already encouraged to
taste the fatal wine cup. She said no more
on the subject, however, and the conversa-
tion drifted away to other channels until it
was interrupted by Flossie's return.

¢ Come back in time to take tea with us,
Miss Livingston,” Mrs. Lindsay said, as they
departed, ““and Flossie, do not climb too
mnch and tire yourself out.” Left alone
with her little son, the lady sank back in
her chair, and as she watched the boy play-
ing her thoughts flew back to Miss Living-
ston’s words. What if they should be true!
It Leslie from the habit of tasting wine
should get over fond of it! No; it could
not be. A drunkard! Her boy, her darling
Leslie could never be that. Had she not
herself always been accustomed to use wine?
And what harm bad it done her? ‘ Such ab-
surd ideas! She dismissed the subject from
her thoughts, and settling her pillows more
comfortably, prepared to go to sleep.

- - - - - - -

Agsin Mrs. Lindsay finds herself seated
in her arm chbair, as she was that afternoon
so long before, but this time she is alone,
and evidently waiting for some one. It is
not the bright May weather it was then.
On the ground outside there is snow and,
though the day is fine, the air is sharp and
frosty.

Mrs. Lindsay is looking much more robust
snd healthy, and has improved so much
that she looks little older. She is impatient,
for she rises and paces backwards and for-
wards, and occasionslly glances o#t of the
window down the broad avenue. It s not
the same house; it is larger and much more
luxuriously furnished; the general appear-
ance of things showing signs of wealth, and
even extravagance, Mrs. Lindsay expects
her son, whom she has not seen for two
years. No wonder that she is impatient.

Flossie has gone to the station to meet her
brother, who is veturning from college to
spend his Christmas vacation at home, His
parents are the more pleased and anxious to

welcome him because he has paesed his form-
er vacations with some of his college friends.

The happy light in Mrs. Lindsay’s eye,
the half smile on her lips, which refuses to
be checked, plainly shows how she longs for
the joyful moment when her son will be re-
stored to her, and the servant returning to
the kitchen after having been three times
summoned to see if she perceived any sign of
the carriage, remarks to Katie, the old
nurse, that her mistress is in great spirits
because Mr. Leslie is coming. Mrs. Lindsay
sinks into a seat, and, taking up a magazine,
she makes an attempt to fix her attention
on the contents, but instead she falls into
a fit of musing about her much-loved son.
“Would he have changed much?’ She
could not judge much from his letters. She
knew he was inclined to be extravagant, for
his demands for money had been frequent;
but what of that? His father never refused
him. He was rich, and Leslie had always
been accustomed to spend as much as he
wished, and he should do it new. *“ Washe
not their only son, and the idol of their
hearts?y Mrs. Lindsay’s thoughts were at
length interrupted by the entrance of the
servant, who said the carriage had arrived.

“ At last!” She sprang up and opening the
door waited impatiently. ‘ Hark! was not
that Leslie talking? Would they never
come?”

Now there were steps crossing the veran-
dab. The hall door opened and then Flossié
appeared.

**Where is Leslie?” her mother asked,
quickly.

“ Why, what's the matter, dear?” as she
caught sight of Flossie's face, which wae
white to the lips.

*¢ Leslie is talking to the coachman. Oh,
mamma, he is so strange. I don’t know
what is the matter with him.”

“Strange! Why, Flossie, what do you
mean?”

‘‘ He was quarrelling with Tom all the way
home, mamma! he made him let him drive
and nearly upset the carriage. The horses
were 80 frightened they started to run, and
—and—oh, mamma!” Flossie was trembling
all over and she broke off and burst into
tears.

Before Mrs. Lindeay could reply, Leslic’s
voice was heard through the hall in loud
tones: *‘ We'llsee who's master now. Such
an idiot as Tom is. 1'd turn him off if I was
here long.. Hello! there’s mother!”

Mrs. Lindsay drew back and wondered,
ftke Floesie, what was the matter with Les-
lie. Surely he must be very much out of
humor; she had never heard him speak like
that before.

¢ Leslie, my son, what is the matter? Are
you not well?” she said tenderly, seeing that
he almost staggered as he crossed the room.
Then as he stooped to kiss her she started
as if she had been struck.

It was all clear to her now. The tainted
breath told the whole story of his strange
behavior. He was drunk! Her Leslie; her
idolized son, was drunk.

“* Not well, mother! Why, I feel as gay
as a lark. Don’t I look like one?”

His mother looked at him. It was a
haudsome, we l-formed figure, and in his
face could be traced the beauty of his child-
hood; but, alas! now it was flushed and his
eyes were red and bloodshot, and altogether
there was a general air of dissipation about
him. What his mother suffered as she sur-
veyed him, taking in all this, she never
could have told.

But it was only for a moment, and then
the feelings of a parent asserted themselves.
This must be concealed. Leslie might have
8o far forgotten himself as to come home ic-
toxicated, thus wringing his mother’s heart
to the very cure, but still she would shield
him. His father would be in presently and
he must not know this; it would break his
beart. Turning to Flossie, she suggested
that she should go to her room and take her
things off, and then, speaking as calmly as
she could to Leslie, who was now whistling
noisily to two large dogs that had followed
him in, she said, ** You look tired, my son,
will you come to your room with me?”’

*“ I'm not tired; I'm not so easily knocked
up as all that. \What's the matter with
Floss? She seems good .for nothing now.
And you, too, you don’t seem glad to see
me. Didn’t you want me home, mother?”

Although his voice was thick and he
laughed recklessly, there was something in
the latter question so like Leslie of old that
it cut her to the heart. ‘‘Not want you,
my boy,” she faltered, ‘“ We have longed for
you so.”

* Well, you’ll have enough of me now, for
I'm not going back. Think of that, mother!
Not going back! Ha! Ha!”

Mrs, Lindsay stood aghast. *‘ Leslie! not
going back! What do you mean?”

** No; you see, some of us got into a scrape
last night, and that old brute of a principal
expelled us all. Didn’t he write?”’

*“Oh, Leslie! how could you?” wailed his
mother. ** What will your father say?”

*What he likes,” Leslie said curtly.
* What under the sun isafellow todo? We
—I—only had a little champagne party, and
what need was there to kick up such a row
about it?”

*Oh, my son, you had better have let the
champagne alone.”

“ Why, mother, you never said that be-
fore; you always liked me to take every-
thing I wanted. Now didn’t—didn’t you,
mother?”

Leslie rose and crossed the room with un-
steady steps to her side. ‘* Why, I remem-
ber whea I was a—a—a little chap just so
high you used to make me drink the winein
the bottom of your glass. Didn’t I think it
good?”

The unhappy mother started; for, with
Leslie’s words flashed across her the remem-
brance of that which she had not thought of
for years. It all returned vividly to her
mind, for she had dwelt a good deal on the
subject before dismissing it for good. But
that Leslie could remember those days she
would not have believed. Again, she seemed
to see Miss Livingston, and hear her say,
“I trust you may never have cause to re-

gret it,”
““She was right, and my punishment is

greater than'I can bear.” It came from the
very depths of the mother’s heart. She
stood, bitterly recalling the past, and Leslie
did not interrupt. He was leaning against
the mantel, his head on his hands, quite si-

lent now.
A figure passing the window atartled Mrs.

Lindsay. It was her hasband, whom she
had forgotten about in the rush of recollec-
tions, which Leslie’s words had brought to
her mind. They must not meet; she must
get Leelie away before his father entered.
In nervous haste she spoke, ‘¢ Leslie, my
son.” There was no time to lose; even now
the hall door banged. In desperation she
shook his arm, but it was some minutes be-
fore he aroused himself.
you want?”

*“Come with me, my boy,” putting her
arm in his, *“ you are tired; you are going to

“ Well, what do.

To her intense relief he made no objsction.

Bat it was too late. Before they reached
the door it was flung open and Mr. Lindsay
stood before them. In his hand he held an
open letter, and it needed but one glance at
it and then at his stern face to tell her that
it was from the principal of the college, that
the story of Leslie's expulsion was known to
his father. He was a tall, fine-looking man,
with the same dark hair and eyes which
showed so strikingly in his son, only a few
white threads were mingled here and there
with the dark lncks, and there was a slight
stoop in the broad shouldere.

““Ah, Leslie! You are home!
you?”

He spoke coldly. Was this his greeting to
his son after two years' absence? Even Les-
lie could see his father was very angry,

He began some reply, but Mr. Lindsay in-
terrupted him sternly, holding up the letter.

““What does this mean, sir?” Do ycu
come home in disgrace?”

““So the old brute has written to you,”
Leslie said, angrily. *‘It is nothing, fa'her,
we only had a supper; champagne, you
know; had a jolly time, you may be sure;
wish you had been there. Someone must
have told' It must have been Br—Brooks?
He's always doing it! the sne—sne—sneak!
The mean sneak! I'll pay him up for it
when I see him! S—s—see if I don't,” Les-
lie stammered, as his anger arose, and his
loud tones grew stronger, as he shook his
fist wrathfully at some imaginary object.
The faint hope Mrs. Lindsay had cherished
that by careful management on her part she
might induce Leslie to leave the room before
his father could detect anything unusual in
his manner, died away as she listened to this
outburst. There was no use trying to dis-
guise the truth now; he had told his own
tale,

‘* Leslie!” It would be impossible to dee-
cribe the mingled grief and displeasure in
the tone. Mr. Lindsay had been observiog
his son while he spoke, and, as the truth
dawned on him, it drew from his lips this
cry almost of pain, Then he was himself
again,

** You have been drlnklng. sir,” he thun-
dered in a voice Leslic had never heard be-
fore, and with one hand on his shoulder
(Mr. Lindsay was a very strong and powerful
man), he swung the youth half way across
the room away from his mother, almost up-
setting him as be did so. Many bitter
words ensued. Mrs. Lindeay, pale and
trembling, endeavored to make herself heard
in an effort to restore peace, but she was un-
heeded. Leslic was pouring forth a host of
angry explanations and excuses, and as his
father's reproaches were hurled at him the
quarrel grew.

“‘ Now, hear me, sir,” the father said at
last, in a voice he forced to appear calm and
cold, although his hands shook and even his
lips were white, ““ You have dared to come
home in this state, to disgrace your family,
and from this time you are no longer a son
~of mine. I could have overlooked your con-
duct at the college, but this Inever will. A
son of mine, and a Lindsay! Henceforth this
is no longer your home,”

There was a shriek from the mother, and
she was on her knees beside him :

“Oh, my husband ! have mercy ! think
again ! it is the first time. Oh, forgive him
this once " Her voice died away in a wail
of anguish.

“ Mother !" Leslie rushed forward, but his
father pushed him back—*‘ Keep off, how
dare you come near her in that state?” Ashe
did eo, Leslie’s unsteady steps gave way, and
he fell over a foot-stool, which lay in the
way. Thinking his father had struck him,
and blind with rage, he snatched the first
thing from the table he could lay his hands
upon—it was s heavy glass inkstand—and
with all the force he could muster flung it at
his father's head. Mrs. Lindeay closed her
eyes to shut out the sight. There was a
crash—a fall—and with a piercing scream
she——awoke.

» . . . . .

Awoke ! Had she been asleep? Then it
must have been a dream. She gazed around
in a bewildered manner. There was her
pretty sitting-room, with the bright sun fall-
ing across the floor; and there, fresh and in-
nccent, was her dear little son, playing; all
the chairs harnessed together for horses.
He came up to his mother ! ** What made
‘ou cry mamma?! Did me wake ‘oun?
My horse fell over.”

*Thank God! Thank God!” she murmured,
as she clasped him in a close embrace, while
the tears ran down her cheeks. **Oh, my
Father, I thank thee that thou hast shown
me the error of my ways while there was yet
time. Bless me, O Lord, and in thy great
mercy grant that he may live to be a comfort
to his parents.”

There is no need to tell of the happiness
with which Miss Livingston heard of the
change in Mrs. Lindsay's views, nor of the
time when the latter became one of her
warmest supporters in the good work in
which she was engaged.

Mrs. Lindsay never forgot the dream which
she ulways says was sent by God to her as a
warning, and from that day both Flossie and
Leslie were strictly trained to principles of

How are

Strange Figures,

A London papersays that onlyabout nivety
persons out.of 100,000 die of old age, while
out of that number 120 die of gout, 1,840 of
measles, 570 of apoplexy, 700 of erysipelas,
750 of consumption, 4,800 of scarlet fever,
2,500 of whooping cough, 3,000 of typhoid
and typhus fever and 700 of rheumatism.
Old age is a disease for which nobody is re-
sponsible; and for which there is absolutely
no cure. For gll other diseases, either our
ancestors or ourselves are responeible, and for
all of them science or charlatanism professes
to have a cure. Under the circumstances it
seems strange that out of 1,000,000 human
beings only 900 should die a perfectly nat-
ural death, for deathe resulting from an in-
herited taint or from one’s own ignorant or
imprudent acts cannot be regarded as natur-
al. Mankind must set a low value on life,
must be shockingly ignorant or shockingly
imprudent or medical science must be a
delusion, else statistics would tell a different
story.

—The time has arrived when Great Brit.
ain may be confronted by a combination of
powers, and our first duty therefore is to
draw all parts of the Empire into close unity,
and our next to maintain the bonds of per-
manent unity with our kinsmen across the
Atlantic. There isa powerful and generous
nation ** speaking our language, bred of our
race, and having interests indentical with
ours, I would go so far as to say that,
terrible as war may be, even war itself would
be cheaply purchased if in a great and noble
cause the Stars and Stripes and the Union
Jack should wave together over an Anglo
Saxon alliance.”—(Joseph Chamberlain.)

—Minard’s Liniment Cures LaGrippe.

“acid lozeng,

The Warships at Night.

A FINE DESCRIPTION BY RICHARD HARDING
“ DAVIS,

Richard Harding Davis gives the follow-
ing description of a big warship preparing
for action at night. Hesays:

We had several calls to * general guar-
ters” at night. They were probably the
most picturesque moments of the ten daya
spent on the flagship. To the landsmen one
bugle call was like another; *‘ general quar-
ters”” meant no more to me than the fact that
the mail was going ashore in ten minutes;
it was three sleepy Japanese stewards who
told me we were going into action. When-
ever I awoke to find them in the wardrool
I knew some one was going to fire off a 4-inch
gun.

They opened a hatch just beyond my berth
and pulled on a creaking ammunition hoist.
They did this drowsily and stiffly, with
the clutches of sleep still on their limbs and
heavy on their eyelids. Then officers would
run by, buttoning tunics over white and pink
pajamas, and buckle on swords and hold
glasses. Even below deck you could hear
the great rush of water at the bows and the
thumping of the engines, that told the ship
was at racing speed, and when you had
stumbled on deck, the wind sweeping past
awoke you to the fact that in two mibutes
five hundred men had fallen out of ham-
mocks and into cutlasses and revolvers, and
that the ship was tearing through the dark
water in pursuit of a bunch of lights. There
were no orders shouted, but whenever you
peered in the darkness—for the flagship
showed no lights—yon discerned silent, mo-
tionless figures. They were everywhere—on
the bridges, at the foot of the gangways,
grouped around the guns, crouched in the
turrets. You tumbled over them at every
step; you saw them oatlined agaipst the
stars,

And then shining suddenly from the flying
bridge and rising and reaching out across
the waves, would shoot ' the finger of the
searchlight. It showed the empty watere,
and the tossing white capsin a path of light.
““To the left !"” a voice would call from the
height of the forward bridge, and, as the
though it were a part of the voice, the light
shifted. *‘No, higher !” the voice would call
again and the obedient light would rise, turn
the glare of day upon a half mile more of
troubled water and exposing on its horizon
a white, frightened steamer, scudding at full
speed for her life. Sometimes she backed,
sometimes she changed her course, but the
light never loosened its clasp. It gripped
her like a thief held in the circle of a police-
man’s lantern.

It was like a cat playing with a mouse, or
a hound holding a fox by its scent. In the
silence of the great war ship, where the dark-
ness was so great that the men crowded
shoulder to shoulder could not see
cwh other's faces, the blockade rucner,
exposed and pointed out and held up to our
derision, seemed the only living thing on
the surface of the waters. She was as con.
sp’cuous as a picture thrown by a stereop-
ticon on a screen. And then one of the for-
ward guns would speak, flashing in the night
like a rocket and lighting up the line of the
deck and the faces of the men, and it would
speak again and again. And the flying
steamer helpless in the long reaching clutch
of the searchlight, and hearing the shells
whistle across her bows, would give up the
race and come to a standstill, sullen and
silent.

—'ﬁ—————:
A Voluntary Prisoner.

Thirteen years ago a young man was ar-
rested in Buffalo for the first time. He was
intoxicated, and though he bore a good re-
patation and belonged to a good family he
was locked up. The next morning, when ar-
raigned, he begged to be treated leniently as
he had no money and to be imprisoned would
b:ing disgrace and sorrow upon his mother,
The magistrate did not investigate the case,
paid no attention to his plea, and sentenced
him to 30 days in jail. The young man after
the sent: was pr d iof d the
magistrate that the jail would be his home
thereafter, and in all the thirteen years that
have since passed he has never slept one night
outside of a cell. When a sentence expires
he commits some trifling offence and is
promptly resentenced. His mother died
about twelve years ago, his wife eleven years
ago, and about a year ago, his only child, a
son, was locked in a cell with him for drunk-
enuess. Here are four lives, and very prob-
ably more, ruined, not by the exercise of a -
duty, but of a right, by the magistrate with.
out investigation and without thought as te
the possible consequences. Law, like liberty,
it seems, may sometimes servé as a mask for
ccime. It is nothing less than maduness to
permit men whose decisions are rendered
without thought or d d upon a transi
impulse to sit in judgment upon the acts of
their fellow men. The young man to whom
reference has been made did not necessarily
become a permanent inmate of a jail, but the
magistrate who ruined his life should have
investigated the case and counted on the
possible evil consequences of a harsh or une
just sentence.

Deafness.

A leading aural surgeon states that num.
bers of people travel hundreds and thousands
of miles to consult him about deafness, which
is entirely due to a collection of wax in the
ears, which is easily and safely removable
with a syringe and warm water. This ex.
perience is fully borne out in that of other
practitioners, and patients who come to us
in great concern about their deafness are
sent away perfectly satisfied and comforted
by the application of some softening material
to the wax and the removal of the softened
mass by careful syringing.

This leads us to another cause of deafness
—a sore and congested throat and tonsils,
quinsy, etc. The deafuess that not infre.
quently accompanies a cold is in many cases
traceable to the blocking of these little tubes,
which convey air and sound to the ear,
Hence a gargle of alum and water, port wine
and water or alum water with a little cayenne
pepper, may relieve this form of deafness by
improving the condition of the throat, or w
wet bandage round the throat, covered in
turn by gutta percha tissue or flannel, or a
linseed poultice, may cure the same condition;
aud in cases of chronically relaxed throats,
with accompanied deafness, the cold donche
to the throat is invaluable if systematically
ueed, and a chlorate of potash or carbolie
eaten lly, will also be

beneficial.
—e—eee
Impure Blood in Spring.

This is the almoat universal experienoe,
Diminished perspiration during winter, rich
foode and close confinement indoors are some
of the causes. A good Senng Mndlcme, llk.
Hood’s Sarsaparills, is a
to purify the blood and put the -ylvem in u
healthy condition at this season,

Hood’s Pills are the best family cathartio
snd liver tonic. Gentle, reliable, sure, i




