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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Offi>» in Annapelis, opposite Garrison gate
—WILL BE AT HIS—
CFFICE "IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Fivery Thursday.

O nsular Agent of the United States
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliablo Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
23 Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Estate security.

O T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Eie.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

N
H)rad of Quesn 8t., Bridgetowr

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hatate,

0.5 MILILER,
Barrister, &c.

Real Estate Agent, etec.
SHAFNER BUILDING,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S

Prompt and sacisfactory attention given
to the collection of ctaims, and all other
professional businoss

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!
DR, F. S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University lMaryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIN ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

Printing . .

Good Btock,

Meat TWorkmanship,
Up=to=Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,

Satisfaction to [Patrons,

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Off 2 Drag Store, corner Queen and
Granv reets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
pranches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tueaday of each week. I

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891, 206 of

J. B. WHITKAR,
Land Survevyor,|
ROUND HILL, N. S. |

UNIOY BANK OF MALIPAX

Incorgiorated 1356,

vapital Authorized, - %$1,705,909
Capital Paid-up, - 1,205,900
Rest, - - 775,060 |

PERSASE |
DIRECTORS:
W, RoBe N, Wn. RocHE,
-President,
C. C.
GEo.

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

Collections sollcited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold,

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of 34 per cent added half
yearly, January 3lst and July 31st.

BRANCHES

Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager-

Arichat, C.B.--L. W. Lyons, Acting Mgr-

3addeck, (. B.—R. W. Eiliot, Mansger-

Barrington Pas C. Robertson,

Bear River, N. 8 A. Dodge, "

Berwick, N. 8.— H. E. Mosher, "

Bridgetown, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, "

Broad Cove Mines, C. B.—F. G. D. Cam-
ercn, acling manager,

Ciarke’'s Harbor, N. 8.—C. K. Hogg,
manager.

Dartmouth, N. 8.—J. P. L. Stewart,
manager. :

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Aller, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, mauvager.

Grsaville Ferry, N. 8.—W. L. Wright,
wacting manager.

Halifsx, N. 8.—W. C. Barvey, Manager,

Kentville, N F. O. Roberison, Myr,

Lawrencetown, N. 8. —F. G. Palfrey,
manager.

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

Mabeu, C. B.—R. 8. Gates, Acting
manager. .

Middletor, N. 8.—P. A. Curry,
manager.

New Glasgow, N. 8.—R.- C. Wright,
manager.

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

Parrsboro, N. S.—E. R. Reid, manager.

Port-of-Spain, Trinidad—A. D. McRae,
méanager.

Sherbrooke, N. 8.—C. E. Jubien, Acting
manager. -

St. Peter’s, C. B.—J. A. Irviog, mansager.

Sydney, C. B.—H. W, Jubien, mabager,

Sydaey Mines, C.B.—R. Creighton, Mgr.

Traro, N. 8.—C. A. Armstrong, manager.

Windsor, N. 8.—C. A. Gray, "

Wolfville, N. 8.—A, F. Little, manager.

Yarmouth, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,

CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England ; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Cavads; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Rank, Bosten ; Royal Bank of Capada, St

*John, N. B.; Royal Bank of Canade, St.

(Ue Print «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Libmrj Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

* Jobu’s, Nid.
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Imparts a natural glow of warmth
and health, without which, the
system is always an easy prey to

colds, chills and influenza, which are
engendered in moments of weakness and
undue fatigue. Bovril is not mere-
ly a stimolant, but a highly nour-
ishing food, containing all the
strengthening properties of beef

in a most convenient and ap-
petizing form. It can be

prepared in a moment.
Add a little boiling water
and it is ready for use.

£ oetry,

THE SONG OF THE ENGINEER.

(By William Hurd Hillyer.)

You may lounge on your velveted
cushions and mark ‘each mile
with a thoughtless dream—

You may say ther¢. is nothing of
weird romance in the practical
prose of steam;

But you never have sat in the dust
and smoke, and seen that the
track was clear,

Nor held the reins of the steed that

leaves the wind in its wild career.

No soulless, dull machine 1 drive, for
1 feel her passionate breath

When 1 ride over the endless rails that
run by the brink of death!

My fireman; lit by the flame's red
glare,

Myseli, and our engine—o’er valley
and height

We three are as one; and together we
share

The marvéllous triumph and glory of
flight! "

My will is hers, and her strength is
mine: past the sand-hills gray and
l\)\\-

Through the  shimmering cornfield’s
long, green line and the sounding
woods we go!

There is naught on the bridge that
checks her speed, and naught in
the tunnel she fears;

For my slightest touch on the throt
tle she feels, and my softest
whisper she hears.

Only a touch and a whispered word,
on the trestle narrow and high;

When she trembles and shrinks on the
dangerous curve, or a freight-
train thunders by.

Loud is the shriek of the startled
air—

Long is the stretch of the road.bed
white:

We three are as one; and together we
share

The marvellous triumph and glory of

. Mlight!
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THE OLD DAGUERREOTYPES.

(By Joe Lincoln.)

Up in the attic I found them, locked

in the cedar chest,
Where the flowered gowns lie folded,
which once were brave as the best;
And, like the queer old jackets and
the waistcoats gay with stripes,
They tell of a worn-out fashion—these
old daguerreotypes.

Quaint little folding cases -fastened
with tiny hook,

Seemingly made to tempt one to lift
up the latch and look,

Lining of purple velvet, odd little
frames of gold,

Circling the faded faces brought from
the days of old. -

Grandpa and Grandma, taken ever so
ong ago,

Grandma’s bonnet a marvel, grandpa-s
collar a show;

Mother, a tiny toddler, with rings on
her baby hands

Painted—le: none should notiee—in
glittering, gilded bands.

Aunts and uncles and cousins, a
starchy and stifi array,

Lovers and brides, then blooming, but
now so wrinkled and .

Out through the misty g s they
gaze at me, sitting here

Opening "the quaint old cases with a
smile that is half a tear.

I will smile no more, little pictures,
for heartless it was, in truth,

To drag to the cruel dayvlicht these
ghosts of a vanished youth.

Go back to your cedar chamber, your

gowns and vour lavend
And dream ’'mid their by 1e graces,
of the wonderful days that were.

Selert Literature,

THE GALBRAITHS.

(By Juliet Wilbor Tompkins.)

s Andrews had three blocks to

after leaving the car. It was
only ten o'clock and Miss Andrews
was forty-two, yet from long habit
she put on as upright and forbidding
an expression as possible and re-
hearsed the little speech that for
twenty years had been kept in readi-
ness for the prowling woman-devourer
of the streets: “Sir, I will ask you not
to annoy me.”” She had never yet had
occasion to use this, but she was not
of the order of those who beconie care-
less through past escapes. The digni-
fied phrase was always within reach
when she alighted from the car, and
the cold but courteous bow that was
to go with it was frequently offered to
the empty dark.

To-night, in the third block, a man
and woman strolling arm in arm
brou  ht a sense of protection. The
I)X'L‘S“n"(’ ()f a woman ()f l\n.\' dl'ﬁ('l'ill'
tion was always a promise of safety
to Miss Andrews. Her little nervous
hitch qf a walk,quieted to their pace
and she followed in their wake, glad
of a chance to enjoy the night air. It
was several seconds before she discov-
ered that her unconscious protectors
were no other than the new boarders,
the mysterious couple that took turns
at their meals that one might stay
with the baby upstairs, and met all
approaches to conversation with a
cold civility that wasmot encouraging.
Mrs. Galbraith seemed more absent
minded than unfriendly and sat with
the air of one listening to inner voices,
eating what was put before her with-
out a sign of preference; yet her bar-
rier was as effectual as the moody in-
difference of her husband. Curiosity
was coming to a climax in the house,
and it cannot be asserted that Miss
Andrews hurried out of earshot on dis-
covering their identity. Mrs. Gal-

braith was speaking, in a nervous,
worn voice.

“1f it weren't for the baby, every-
thing would be so simple,” were the
first words that rewarded Miss An-
drews’ gentle footsteps. ‘““He compli-
cates everything. 1 don’t know what
to do.”

“Well, then, why not get rid cf
him?" was the amazing answer.

Miss Andrews turned white and gid-
dy. She would have been forced to
seek support if it had not been so im-
peratively necessary to hear what
came next.

“He could get ill and die, couldn’t
he?” the man went on. The woman
sighed sharply.

‘He could die—yes,” she said. “I
don’t like it, but 1 suppose it's the
only solution.’

“Don’t think anything more about
it to-night,” urged her husbaud, draw-
ing her towards the steps.

“*Let us take one more turn. It
may quiet me,” she said, and tbey
sauntered on, leaving Miss Andrews
to creep unnoticed into the house, and,
once in her own room, to harricade
the door with her bureau.

What should she do? What was her
duty? Should she tell the police or the
landlady? Or confront the couple
themselves? Hour after hour she strug-
gled with the dark problem, and at
last drifted off into distressed dreams
without coming to any decision. She
was chasing the couple blindly through
din® alleyways, trying in vain to call
for help, when a continued sound
brought her back through successive
stages of delusion to the actual world.
The room was touched with faint
white light, and the Galbraith baby
was crylng—mot with his usual in-
dignant sputter, but in a sick wail
t struck terror to the listener.
There were steps in the next room and
low voices.

Miss Andrews put on a gray flannel
wrapper and -with trembling fingers
took out her crimping pins, then
moved the bureau and stole noiseless-
ly down the hall. The Galbraith door
was not quite clesed, and with sinking
heart she approached it, a sentence of
explanation ready on her pale lips in
case it should suddenly spring open.
Mr Galbraith was speaking in angry
protest.

“My dear Rose, he is my child as
well as yours, and I'm going for a
doctor this minute; so there's no use
arguing. 1 ought to have gone an
hour ago.”

“But to fail this way—to give up at
the first test!” Mrs. Galbraith was un-
doubtedly crying.

“That’s better than murdering a
child, in my opinion.”” The voice had
come so near the door that Miss An-
drews, with-rhedtapine toath-fled back
to her own room. A moment later,
she heard Mr. Galbraith go down the
stairs and out the front. door.

And the baby was left alone with
that woman! Miss Andrews stood shiv-
ering and hes ing. The wuails in
the next room ceased. A terrible still-
ness, broken only by the soft creak of
footsteps. Miss Andrews went stealth-
ily back to the door. The footsteps
had ceased and the very silence seemed
to be waiting and listening. All her
her life was not to cost her another
such effort as that with which she
turned the doorknob and entered the
Galbraith’s room.

Mrs. Galbraith was standing by the
crib, looking fixedly down on the
baby’s flushed™ face and heavy eyes.
The glance she gave her visitor was
so absent that an explanation of the
intrusion seemed hardly necessary.

“I thought perhaps the child was ill
—and I could help,” faltered Miss An-
drews, coming to the other side of the
crib. Mrs. Galbraith looked at her
with haunted eyes, but her voice was
cold.

“He is not ill. There is nothing yhe
matter with him,” she said briefly.

Miss Andrews touched one of the lit-

» hot hands, and gained a sudden

“You are his mother,” she said,
sternly. ‘‘He is a very sick child, and
you know it. Do you think you are
ever going to have a moment of peace
if you let him die?”

The little hand curled about her
finger, and quick tears gushed into her
eyes.

“Oh, if you don’t want him, let me
have him!’’ she whispered. ‘“Don’t put
him out of the way like this!”

Mrs. Galbraith had turned abruptly
away, biting her lips. With a gesture
of helplessness she threw herself down
on the bed.

“Oh, it's no use. I can’t keep to
it,”” she sobbed. ‘“He is sick. He will
die, and it is all my fault. I give up.
Oh, if the doctor would only come!”

She rose and put eager hands on
Miss Andrews’ arm.

“Don’t you hnow something we can
do, now, quick? Something -that will
help,” she wurged. The misery in her
voice quite broke Miss Andrews down.

“You won't ever—endanger the child
again, will you? You’'ll remember this
lesson?”” she whispered.

“Oh, yes, yes!” Mrs. Galbraith bent
over the crib with straining earnest-
ness.

“Oh, T am sure you will reform,”
said Miss Andrews earnestly. “Now
tell me what you gave him; I can be
trusted. Was it—"

But Mrs. Galbraith had flown to the
door, and was listening eagerly.

“It’s the doctor,” she said, and Miss
Andrews slipped away.

When the doctor came out of the
Galbraith’s room, hali an hour later,
a gray-wrappered figure glided after
him and touched his arm as he turned
to go downstairs. A thin excited face
bent close to his. .

“Doctor—try an emetic!”’ came in a
quick whisper, and then the gray fig-
ure darted back into the. shadows.
The doctor looked puzzled, then went
on with a shrug.

Neither of the Galbraiths appeared
at breakfast and it was reported that
the baby was very ill. Miss Andrews
seeing their letters lying on the table,
offered to take them up. The top one
was addressed to Miss Rose Murray,
and had been re-addressed to the care
of Mrs. Galbraith. The second bore

the Same inseription. The lines about
Miss Andrews’' mouth tightened. Veo-
ple who needed more than one name—
A new conuict over her duty 1ose
within her; but the haggard tace of
Mrs. Galbraith stiled iv again. ‘Lhe
woman took the letters without look-
ing at them, nodding an absent ac-
knowledgement.

*l can't show her up. Surely she is
having her punishment now.”’ Miss An-
drews' soit heart pleaded with her
stern conscience. Kor Mr, Galbraith
she had less sympathy. He had backed
down Lrst, bug, afver all, the sugges-
tion had Peen his. ‘‘Well, then, why
not get rid of him?”’ She would not
forgev those cool words in a hurry.

‘Xou were so good that night. I
dida't thank you,” she said tremu-
lously. *““1 was hali distracted. 1 am
sure you understood.”

‘*Uh, yes, quite,”’ said Miss Andegws,
nervously edging away in horror of
confession. OUnce safe in her own room
she dropped down, tremblingly and im-
patient.

“I don't like dealing with criminals
~even reformed ones,”” she protested.
*Oh, I'wonder if 1 ought to have

1 told?”

Though the Galbraiths soon after
dropped away from her outer life, their
place in Miss Andrews’ inner life grew,
rather than diminished. Her acquaint-
ance with the criminal classes had
hitherto been limited to a maid ser-
vant who stole small change, and this
sudden glimpse into the dark abyss
out of which came sin and tragedy grew
to have a curious fascination in mem-
ory. She wondered about them incess-
antly—why the baby was in the way;
whichwas thewoman’sreal title; wheth-
er in secret they ever spoke of the crime
they had faltered in committing? Their
story grew to be her romance, her
wonderful secret, and gave a new im-
portance to her bearing. She lost her
nervousness coming home alone at
night. One who has gazed on tigers
does not fear cats.

Once, indeed, her romance was threat-
ened. Calling on a new acquaintance,
she found Miss Wilcox hastily throw-
ing a book aside and drying her eyes.

“Well, ] am ashamed—to be caught
crying over a novel,” she admitted.
“But the heroine’s baby has just died,
and it's heartbreaking. Its Rose Mur-
ray's new book. Do you ever read
her? 1 have a cousin who knows her
very well.”

Miss Andrews had started.

““‘I once knew someone who was call-
ed Rose Murray; not at all a good
woman,”’ she said with reserve.

““Oh, that must be someone else,”
said Miss Wilcox, ‘‘She’s a very nice
woman — Cousin Harriet has told me
all about her. 'Her family were dread-
fully down on her last year because
she took up Christian Science, and her
husband . almost quarreled with her.
And then, when she was in the middle
of this novel, and she had just de-
cided that the baby would have to
die, her own little baby was taken
dreadfully ill. Of course she wanted
to prove her faith in.Christian Science,
but her husband just marched and got
a doctor. And after that she gave it
up. She has fads, but she is a thor-
oughly good woman. Her married
name is—"’

Miss Andrews jerked nervously in her
chair, her eyebrows meeting sharply.

“It could not possibly have been
the same woman. The Rose Murray
I knew — that was just one of her
names; she probably had a dozen. She
came near committing a very dreadful
crime. I was mixed up in the affair,
and I may say I had a small share in
preventing it. The woman was sorry
at the time, and I kept her secret. I
have often since wondered if I was
justified. I never heard of her writing
novels.”

““Oh, it couldn’t have been the same,”
Miss Wilcox agreed.

“Not possibly,” said Miss Andrews
firmly.

Confessions of a Young
Housekeeper,
(By Mary Pixley Smith.)

1 have improved somewhat since the
time of which 1 am about to write,
but it has been by such an up-hill
road as only those who have had
something of the same experience may
know of. I would not recall a time
so crowded with trials and mortifica-
tions, nearly all, of which 1 can see
now were the results of my own mis-
takes and inexperience, were it not
that just such a journey through the
valley of humiliation would be im-
possible to me now. I had been se-
renely certain that I could keep house.
Housekeeping according to my moth-
er's way did not seem difficult. Her
rooms are always in “living”’ order,
her pantry shelves were never empty,
and according to an unwritten law of
New England housewives she never has
“worked around” in the aftérnoon.
When she left me, a bride of two weeks
to keep house for my father and hus-
band while she made a long-talked of
visit, I had many a pleasant picture
before my eyes, of rooms whose per-
fect order none could question, of a
kitchen shining with neatness, and of
prettily arranged breakfast and tea
tables, set out with dainty dishes. Are
there not other would-be house-keepers
beside myself who have failed as I did
to see that back of all this there lies
a great deal of self-sacrifice; of giving
up one’s own ease and luxurious morn-
ing naps; a great deal of watchfulness
and hours of planning? I had left
with me a girl, strong, fairly capable,
and reliable with my mother as the
mistress, but when the reins of gov-
ernment fell into unskilled hands, that
grasped them very loosely, it is not to
be wondered at that she deteriorated.
Little by little things accumulated up-
on our hands. Unpleasant pieces of
work were put off from day to day.
Fatal error, as I learned to my sor-
row. To such a housekeeper there is
sure to come a day of reckoning-
Then, too, the warm days of August
were upon us, bringing with them a
feeling of lassitude which it was hard
to overcome. Word came to me one
day that a friend was coming to visit
me, a former teacher of mine in col-
lege, and a lady of whgse fastidious-
ness I stood somewhat in awe’

“Write and ask her to defer her vis-
it, Helen,” my husband advised.

“Oh, no, that would never do in the
world!”’

“But you are not very strong,” he
persisted, “‘and your hands are too full
now. Besides school will begin soon
and you will get but little help from
Joanna.”

Let me say here, in parenthesis, that
Joanna was only domg housework
“for accommodation.”” She was am-
bitious' to teach school and when the
fall term began was to work for her
board.

Well, T insisted. I will make a grand
effort, I thought, and show Miss Mere-
dith what a good housekeeper I am.
Then, after all my planning I began by
making a great mistake which I was
never able to rectify all through her
visit, the mistake of not getting ready
in_time for her coming. i

Before I realized it the day of her
coming was upon me. I had given
Joanna leave to go home for a day
or two in order that she might make
a new dress for the all important first
day of school, and a severe storm com-
ing up in the night prevented her get-
ing back early the next day, as she
had promised. The same storm kept
me awake and then caused me to over
sleep in the morning, and before break-
fast was prepared and cleared away,
only three hours remained before the
train which would bring Miss Mere-
dith was due. Then it was that I
worked. But the work of several days
cannot be done in three hours, as I
learned to my sorrow.

When at last I hurried to the depot
at noon, to find myseli late and Miss
Meredith waiting, 1 struck ‘the key-
note of her visit. I never succeeded in
making up the time lost, but fell be-
hind more and more every day, losing
courage as things accumulated on my
hands, until matters reached a grand
crisis. It was one of those oppressive
days in early September, and coming
down stairs listlessly, burdened with a
gense that nothing was as it should
be, 1 found no Joamnw in the kitchen.
Investigation discovered her sick up-
stairs and breakfast, always the hard-
est meal of the day for me to prepare,
must be attacked alone. 1 remember
distinctly—and 1 shudder at the re-
membrance—just how distressed the big
pantry looked as I entered it in my
hurried trips. Saucers and bowls of
little ‘messes left from the table and
crowded out of the overflowing ice-
chest stood everywhere. Scraps of
bread filled the bread-jar. . The papers
on the shelves were sticky and greasy.
It seemed to my tired eyes that they
could not rest anywhere where there
was not something demanding imper-
atively to be done. Some one has
said that it is not so much what we
are actually engaged in that tires us,
as it is the anticipation of what needs
to be done in the future. And so it
was with me. The burden of the day
rolled in upon me with crushing weight.
Breakfast and prayers over—but no, 1
believe we did not have prayers that
morning. Harry went for the mail,
Miss Meredith was not well and with-
drew to her own room, and father,
with the remark that we would not
have prayers at all, unless the family
could be gotten together, took his de-
parture. Dear, patient father! he is
worthy to be canonized for the forti-
tude with which he bore himself
through that dreadful summer. The
day had begun badly, and with a
spirit crushed by many failures, 1 had
kittle faith to believe but that the
evening would fulfill the promise of the
morning. 1 made Miss Meredith as
comfortable as I could, carried Joanna
her breakfast, and succeeded finally in
getting the great pile of dishes washed;
for 1 could not l,hun get a meal with
out making use of nearly every dish
and pan and kettle in the house. Then
a cake must be baked for the festival
that evening, and before it was fairly
under way, Harry returned, bringing
with him a voung college friend of
ours to call. I was not able to keep
them in the darkened parlor, where the
closed blinds made the dust partly
invisible, but they must need follow
me to the kitchen and drive me fairly
frantic with their well-meant offers of
assistance. I wonder that the cake
was ever gotten together and still more
that it was made at all, but T had
been wise in that 1 had chosen a re-
liable old recipe, one that never fails
me.

With little excursions up-stairs to
both front and back chambers, to look
after the sick ones, the morning slipped
by. Dinner was prepared and cleared
away. It seemed to me that I fairly
loathed it all—the dishwashing and the
cooking, the sight of the kitchen and
the back-pantry and the ice-chest, and
above all the great basket of unironed
clothes. When would that ironing ever
be done? I asked myseli despairingly
many times a day. If I could I would
have put that basket where I might
never see it agaim. Of all the hard
thix of that hard summer, the shirt

v » had proved the worst. After
had refused to let me

one trial, Haily o .
iather’s T had

undertake his, but over

: : o
cried myself into a headache more SEiag,

once. Now, like everything =lse, they
had accumulated on my hands until 1
was afraid the day was at hand when
a clean shirt would bhe asked for and
there would be none forthcoming.

It was one of the warmest days of a
season unusually warm, but after the
work was done, I changed riy dress
and went to the hall where the church
sociable was to be held in the evening.
1 went in opposition to a protest that
was almost a command from my hus-
band, but I was president of the Aid
Society, and all the responsibility of
the entertainment came upon me. The
sight of the great dusty, dirty room

Gonsumption

Salt pork is a famous old-
fashioned remedy for con-
sumption. “Eat plenty of
pork,” was the advice to the
consumptive 5o and 100
years ago.

Salt pork is good if a man
can stomach it. The idea
behind it is that fat is the
food the consumptive needs
most.

Scott’sEmulsionisthemod-
ern method of feeding fat to
the consumptive. Pork is too
rough for sensitive stomachs.
Scott’s Emulsion is the most
refined of fats, especially
prepared for easy digestion.

Feeding him fat in this
way, which is often the only
way, is half the battle, but
Scott’s Emulsion does more
than that. There is some-
thing about the combination
of cod liver oiland hypophos-
phites in Scott’s Emulsion
that puts new life into the
weak parts and has a special
action on the diseased lungs.

A sample will be

sent free upon request.

Be sure that this picture in
the form of a label is on the

wrapper of every bottle of
Emng:ian you buy.

SCOTT &
BOWNE,
CHEMISTS,
Toronto, Ontario.
soc. and $1; all druggists.

and the knowledge that it must be
swept, dishes and glasses and tables
procured, and only myself and one
solitary girl who had ventured out
through the heat, to do it all, was
not encouraging. But

“‘Be the day weary or never so long,

At least it weareth to evenmsong.”

Five o'clock found me turning my
steps homeward. 1 had reached that
stage of weariness when those who
knew me best knew also that a word
of reproof or criticism would be the
last straw, and generally held their
peace. But others had not learned to
read the signs of my mental sky.

*“Helen!”” came in a stern voice down
the stairway as I entered the house.

Something was wrong, I knew, but
in the general chaos it might be one
of so many things that 1 climbed the
stairs uncertain from what direction
the storm would come. Harry stood
beside an unpacked satchel—I had al-
most forgotten that he was going
away that night to be gone two weeks
—and the half open bureau drawers
showed that he had been trying to
gather up his belongings.

‘“Helen, where are my socks? I can
find but one clean pair but what needs
darning, and only one nightshirt, and
hardly handkerchiefs enough to be re-
spectable. Pardon me for looking
through your things, but .I thought
they might have been put away with
your .clothes by mistake.”

“Your clothes are not ironed yet,
Harry.”

His patience had been sorely tried
and he said: ‘“When we were married,
Helen, I little thought that this would
b(le 'gbe way. I am bitterly disappoint-
ed.

“I am sorry, Harry,” I faltered. ‘I
have so much to do that I find I must
neglect so many things.”

“That’s just the trouble,”” was the
stern reply. ‘“You have so much to do
because you have done nothing when
it should have been done. You go at,
everything blindly. You have no sys-
tem, no method.”

Then it was that the pent-up storm
burst forth, and the tears once started
could not be easily checked. There
was no injustice in what was said, but
the very fact of the truthfulness of the
words uttered hurt me the more.

My tears annoyed my husband, and
still more so the words with which the
sobs were interspersed, and which were
born of overstrained nerves and physi-
cal weariness, I cannot remember
what either of us said; I am glad that
I cannot, But when I crept dowm
stairs with swollen eyes to see about
the tea, I felt as if the end of all
things was at hand. Fortunately Jo-
anna was able to help about tea. Be-
fore going I humbled my pride enough
to try to make up with my husband.
We had only been married two months
and he was going away to be gone two
whole weeks. How could I let him go
without a good-by kiss of reconcilia-
tion. But here comes in the difference
between us. My anger is like a flash
of gynpowder—it burns up and is gone
—and he, if slower to anger, is slower
to forgive and forget. With eyes
blinded by tears, I turned away and
pulled my big hat over my face as I
went down the village street feeling as
the young do sometimes, that life had
nothing in it worth living for.

In some way the evening was lived
through. Does the reader ask how
1 struggled out of this slough of des-
pond? for I have not remained in it
ever since. Well, my mother came
home and in her quick, skillful way ac-
complished more in a day than I
could possibly have done in a week.
She knew just which of the threads
that had become so tangled to take up
and where to begin to straighten them
out.

As T said at the beginning, I am not
vet a “good housekeeper,” but I
learned invaluable lessons during those
weary summer days, first of which was
—don’t let things accumulate.

R A AN S S BN O

Kite to Carry A Man.

New York, Jan. 1.—A despatch to
the Herald from Washington quotes
Prof. Bell as saying of his experi-
ments toward a tlying machine: *'I am
to tell what I have discov-

id beiore, the news
papers are premature in sayin Mz
working upon a flying wmachine. I
have been much interested in the prob-
lem and think excellent results have
been obtained so far on the planning
of profitable machines. I have been ex-
perimenting with kites, and I have
found that one of solid construction
can be built that is capable of carry-
ing the weight of a man or the weight
of a small engine sufficiently powerful.
to propel it. I do not care to say
anything more at this time.” Profes-
sor Langley of the Smithsonian In-
stitute, was equally reticent.

Patrick Alexander, of Bath, England,
an engineer of independent fortune,
who has given much attention to the
problem of making a flying machine on
the basis of an aeroplane driven by a
screw propeller, had a conference with
Professor Bell and Professor Langley
yesterday. Mr. Alexander said that he
was not at liberty to say anything of
the conference. ‘“There is no question
in my mind,” he added, ‘‘that Mr.
Bell’s experiments will prove of benefit
to the scientific world. Dr. Bell’s kite
is of a serviceable form that is per-
fectly competent for carrying out that
for which it is intended.”

I. L. Rotch, of the Blue Hill Obser-
vatory, near Boston, said: “My opin-
ing regarding the solution of aerial
navigation is practically the same as
that of Dr. Bell and Professor Lang-
ley. Some form of aeroplane and not
a machine supported by a gas bag, is
the idea. It seems to me that what
Dr. Bell is doing is going to solve the
problem. I have demonstrated that
kites can be flown from steamships in
calm weather, using the former motion
of the vessel to create artificial wind
and raise the kites to a height that
would obtain in favorable natural
wind. In this way I obtained meteor-
ological observations on a voyage
across the Atlantic in August, 1891.
My hope now is to secure a vessel
with which to cruise in the tropical
ocean and by means of kites ascertain
the circulation of air above the trade
winds, and the variation of the tem-
perature between the opposing cur-
rents, concerning which at present
there is very little knowledge. Ger-
man meteorologists are willing to aid
me to the extent of furnishing a ves-
sel providing the scientific equipment
(iis ghtained by me. This I hope to
0.

Valuable Advice to Mothers.

If your child comes in from Flay
coughing or showing evidences of an
approaching attack of Grippe, Sore
Throat or sickness of any kind, first
thing get out your bottle of Nerviline.
Rub the chest and neck with Nervi-
line, and give internal doses of ten
drops of Nerviline in sweetened water
every two hours. This wi!l'P“"'ent
any serious trouble. No 'llll"“’!;‘. v
pain reliever equals Polson’s N"“:‘ e,
which is a necessity in 9""‘725:“”’
hold. Large bottles cost only 25c.
c———— P ———

—Rev. Dr. Rose, of the Dominion

Methodist Church, Ottawa, now wears

wn_in the pulpit. ~This has given
offence to a few of his people.

—Minard’s Lnunmtmu Garget in

! eows.

THE LARGEST SINGLE SPAN.

The great Forth Bridge, in Scotland,
with it two spans of 1,710 feet in
length each, heretofore has possessed
the longest sing _of any briage
i the world. I distinction now
crosses the Atlantic to Canada, where
two briages, one in process of con-
struction over the St. Lawrence about
six miles above Quebec, and the other
to be built across the dtrait of Canso,
between Cape Breton and the mainland
of Nova Scotia, wiil each have a clear
single span of 1,500 feet, and a clear
headway above high water of 150 feet.
‘Lhe span of the Brookiyn bridge is
1,095 feet, and its height above high
water 135 feet, and the new Kast River
bridge spans 50 feet more, and is at
its highest powat 135 feet above high
water. —

‘T'he bridge above the St. Lawrence,
now partly completed, crosses a part
of the river which varies from 1,900 to
2,500 feet in width, and is about 180
feet deep. The total length of the
bridge will carry two railroad tracks,
an etectric motor track and a highway
tor vehicles.

The great bridge over the Strait of
Canso, for the construction of which
a company has been formed, a charter
obtained and plans drawn, will be one
of the finest in the world. It is the
solution of the transportation problem
which has arisen out of the recent re-
markable development of Cape Bretonm,
following the opening of the coal mines
and the establishment of the immense
steel plants at Sydney. Up to within
three years ago the ferry service by
which the cars were taken across the
Strait on a float, was found to be
sufficient. When the suddenly increased
volume of trattic rendered that primi-
tive method inadequate, the Canadian
government substituted an iron steam-
er with a carrying capacity of nineteen
cars. The inadequacy of that service
was also made apparent the following
winter when the ice gorges which
blocked the Strait sometimes for days
made that or any other ferry service
an impossibility. The steamer, too,
under the most favorable conditions,
cannot handle expeditiously more than
half the traflic, which is constantly and
rapidly increasing. As this service
cost Canada $1,000,000 to establish,
and costs $120,000 a year to maintain,
the Government has indicated its wil-
lingness to grant a substantial subsidy
to any company undertaking the con-
struction of the bridge.

J. A. Waddell, of Kansas City, a
graduate of McGill, and for a time pro-
fessor of civil engineering at the Uni-
versity of Tokio, where for his services
he was knighted by the Emperor of
Japan, and a number of other exper-
ienced engineers made surveys. When
the feasibility of the project was dem-
onstrated a company was formed. The
bridge will be of the cantilever type
and will be constructed with a view to
accommodate the coal and steel traffic
of Cape Breton, but also to provide
for the passenger traffic incident upon
the possible selection of Sydney, which
has a splendid harbor, and which is
also the most easterly port of Canada,
as a winter terminal for the proposed
ship Line.

The Canso Strait is a deep channel
about 20 miles long and from hali a
mile to a mile and a half wide. The
new bridge will span it from Cape
Breton to the Nova Scotia shore,
a distance of 2,000 feet. On account
of the excellent rock formation on
either side for the enormous piers nec-
essary to support the 1,800 foot span,
the cost of the superstructure wiil rot
exceed $1,000,000. The ground on both
sides rises rapidly from the water, ne-
cessitating, therefore, only compara-
tively light approaches, and as the
land on which they will be built is
unoccupied the builders will be spared
the cost of condemnation proceedings,
one of the principal items of expense
in the construction of a_ bridge in a
large city. The cost of the super-
structure will be $3,500,000, and tke
estimated cost of the whole bridge is
$5,000,000.

PREDICTIONS FOR THE FIRST PART OF
THIS YEAR.

Moore’s Almanac for the first six

months of 1903, has been published in

Londuﬂ, ;'.‘d BOme YOIy gloomy pre-
dictions appeal = it .

In January, it says, tere, will be
troubles in the East, and a conspirac®
in Ireland; in February there will be
troubles and bloody riots in Spain; in
March, both Great Britain and Spain
will meet with serious losses, the form-
er in the Transvaal and at the Cape,
and the latter at home; in April there
will be political assassinations in Eng-
land, furious conflicts in China and
conspiracies in Turkey; in May there
will be a famine in India and a civil
war in Spain, and in June a prosper-
ous epoch will begin for England, and
one of misfortune for Germany.

s —

AN OILY CHRISTMAS PRESKN-T.

John D. Rockefeller recently gave his
pet college, the University of Chicago,
$1,000,000. This makes in all $11,250-
000 that he has given that institution
since he started in 1890.

No one would care to belittle such
benevolence in the name of education,
but nevertheless .there is a kind of
oily smell about it that is quite no-
ticeable.

It was about the time of this gift
that we noticed the price of Standard
oil went up one cent a gallon, which
on a fair estimate would increase the
profits of the monopoly $6,000,000 a
year.

But the Chicago University gets the
benefit just the same. Who pays it is
another question. Perhaps it makes
little difference.—Ex.

C. C. Richards & Co. -

Dear Sirs.—Your Minard’'s Liniment
is our remedy for sore throat, colds
and all ordinary ailments.

It never fails to relieve and cure

promptly.
CHARLES WHOOTEN.
Port Mulgrave.

B s

—Tt is stated that more than 5000
tons of anthracite coal were mined in
Pennsylvania on Christmas day. This
is because the miners were observi
Christmas despite the promises an
threats of the operators. According to
estimate not more than 40 per cent of
the anthracite miners returned to work
on Dec. 26. The full number may not
go back to work until after New Years.
Work in the mines had scarcely been
resumed when the miners took a long
holiday to celebrate Mitchell day. In
view of the great distress throughout
the whole country caused by the
scarcity of fuel brought about by the
miners’ strike, their indifference is like- .
ly to divert sympathy from their
cause.

AP SR S
Stops the Cough and Works off

mﬂuwmhwm-cﬁh
one day. No oure, no pay. Price, 2 centa.




