R, SOLICITOR,

* AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

" 0o in
g —WILL BE AT HIS—
?PIOI IN MIDDLETON,
{Over Roop's Grocery Stere.)
Bvery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.

Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.

SALUS POPULI SUPREMA LEX HST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.

~=AGENT FOR—

Beliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

A4&rMoney to loan at five per cent on Real
Imstate security.

O. S. MILLER,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Beal Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and sacisfactery astention given
$o the collection of claims, and all other

prefessional business.

M. E. ARMSTRONG, M.D.,

Physician and Surgeon.
University of New York, 1892,
Post-Graduate School and Hodpital, 1809,

Odffice and -residence on Queen Street, next
deor to MONITOR building,— . Telephone con-
neotion,

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA. SCOTIA,
Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.
o o LR o TR RO

Fo L. M LNER,
Barrister, Solicitor, &e.

4LL KINDS OF INSURANCR.
MONEY TO LOAN.

Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange,
Queen Street, Bridgetown. " 81tf
TELEPHONE No. 11,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. 8. ANDERSGON.

Graduate of the University Iaryland.

COrown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank,
Mours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
‘DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Gradumte of University Maryland,

Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the first
aud second weeks of each month, nning
January ist, 1898. Crown and Bridge Work a
dpecialty.

OR. M. G E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Will be at Annapolis the first and second weeks
of evertmont.h, and third and fourth weeks at
owWn.

James Primrose, D. D. §.

in Drug Store, corner Queen and

Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.

.4 Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
~ branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
snd Tuesday of each week.
Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

JOHN - ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Suprem
Bolicitor International Brick and T

e OFFICE:~
~~Cex Bailding, - Bridgetown, N, 8,

Progressive
Bakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EDDY’S
BREAD
 WRAPPERS!

Manufactured solely by

The E. B. EDDY Co.

LIMITED
HULL, Canada.

BRIDGETOWN

26 of

'The above works, for many years condnc.t-

ed by the late THOS. DEARNESS, will

. be carried on under the management of MR.
& JOHN DEARNESS, who will continue the

in Muble, Red Granite, Gray
Granite and Freestone,

) Va.blets, Headstones, &c

‘All orders promptly attended to.
ranville St., Bridgetown, N. .
POSITIVE SALE.

instructed to sell that Superior Farm |
yon belonging

Bn A i “°§J°X"°"
inoluding Ccres
ﬂﬂw:n and 7 of rsh, with excellent
atered Pasture; good Orchard, mostly
nearly all in bearing. Average crop
barrels of prime Shipping Fruit ;
5 ¥. Modern House: good Barn
uses.” A180, all the Farming Utensils,
.-and the entire Ci
two hundred bush
and all the stock in
for selling, Will be sol
_ERVIN & ALCORN,
Valley Real Estate Agéncy.

D! WANTED!

b a

VOL. 21. BRIDGETOWN, N. 8. -
ADVERTISED BY

k00D HOUSEKEEPERS!

*“I find your Soay invaluable for all household purposes,”
- MRS. M. A. BRIDGES, Maryasville, N. 8.

** We use your Soap altogether and think very highly of it.”
EVELYN C. STUART, Black Brook, N, 8.

is better than any we have ever used. It does not in-

MRS. ERNEST WILLIAMS, Yarmouth, N. 8.

I think WELCOME SOAP
jure my hands like most soaps do.”

Can show you hundreds of letters of similar import to above.

Consequently use wn

“~— WELCOME SOAP|

Notice to the Public

The Tailoring business lately con-
ducted by Mr. McLellan has not been
closed as has been reported. The
public will still ind a better selection
of Worsted and Tweed Suitings,
Overcoatings and Pantings than has
ever been shown in this place before.

FIT AND WORKMANSHIP GUARANTEED

under the efficient management of

S. W. ROGERSON.

BRIDGETOWIN

Boof and Shoe Store |

Uncle Si keeps frettin’
Cause the summer’s gone,
Dreads to think how winter
Is a comin’ on, .
Days are gettin’ shorter,
Nights are gettin’ long,
Birds are growin’ scarcer,
Seldom hear a song;

Frosts have nipped the gardens,
Leaves begin to fall,
Sort o' melancholy
Settles over all.
So he keeps a-frettin’,
And a-takin’ on,
"Cause the winter’s comin’
And the summer’s gone.

Uncle 8i, you're foolish,
Worryin' that way !
Scoldin’ 'bout the ‘winter
Won't keep it away !
Gather in your apples,
And your pumpkin crop:
Fill your bins with taters,
Clear up to the top;

Pile up bigh your firewood
'Arounad the kitchen deor,
Stere away your walnuts
On the attic floor.
If you have a plenty,
lyf you're snug and warm,
Winter will be pleasant,
Spite o' snow and storm.

So just quit your fussin’,
Stop your bein’ sad;
If you're only ready,
Winter ain’t so bad;
Just like bein’ ready
When you're goin’ to die,
When you have your treasure,
Laid up in the sky.
— The Michigan Christian Advocate

Select

Hanna;Mary’s

Just arrived froin the Amherst Boot and Shoe
Manufacturing Company:

Five cases of Men’s Fishing Boots.
Three cases of Men’s Leg Kip Boots.
Three Cases Cow Hide Boots.

Four Cases Heavy Kip grain and Split bals
for the hard v:grk c?fthe fall wear

Dont forget to call when in want of such.

gitmtm.

egrets,’

(By Emily Huntington Miller, in “The Con-
gregationalist.’)

Old lady Baxter sat by the front window
sewing carpet rags. The stiff, distorted
fingers and the swollen feet npon the cush-
ioned stool told their own story of disable-
ment, and it was in fierce defiance of fate
that their owner maintained her reputation
for being ‘tasty’ in mixing colors, even after
it bad to be admitted that her ‘jinin’ was
not what it once was. Each time she select-
ed a bit from her motley material her keen,
black eye travelled to the window, pouncing
upon whatever came within range with the
elutch of possessicn; but there were few
passers along the sleepy road, except now
and then a tow-headed boy on his way after
the cows, ploughing his bare feet through
the yellow dust and switching at the ragged
way-weed along the edges. The smallest
incidents moved her querulous comment,
and her gusty old voice had a dominant
ring, asif all the repressed energy of locomo-
tion had gone into it. Twenty years of
meek servitude had not accustomed Hannah
Mary to its quality of unexpectedness, and
she still started whenever the strident tones
came her way.

The little stand that held Hannah Mary’s
basket was just out of range of her grand-
mother’s eyes, and she was quite absorbed
in her own fancies as she held up the hat
she had been trimming and turned it from
side to side with an air of growing disap-
proval. What 'she really saw was a dis-
tracting vision of shimmering ribbons, roses
of freshest pink and mysterious, phantom-
like feathers of glistening white flattering
over Almira Baker’s red-brown curls.

““Massy sakes, Hannah Mary,” demanded
the imperative voice, “ain’t you done fussin’
over that bunnet yet ? Fetch it here an’
lemme see it.’

Hannah Mary meekly obeyed, and the
poor little hat seemed actually to wilt under
her grandmother’s stare as if conscious of
its lack of merit.

“It don’t look right, but I can’t make out
what aile it. It’s done up real han’some and
the ribbon’s good as ever t'was on this side,
but it seems to want something—I donno
what'—

‘Well,’ laughed the old lady, ‘I can tell
you what it wants, it’s air—they ain't a
mite of air to it, Hannah Mary. Them
bows ought to perk up, an’ not look so
dretful meachin’ and’ poelogizin’. If you
bad a nice bunch of regrets to set it off.

“What ?

‘‘Regrets—them elim, white, spraggly
feathers Mis’ Baker bought for Almiry,’

“Oh, them ! There's lots of pretty things
if & body’s got money.”

““Money ain’t all. There’s sich a thing
as gumption, but if folks ain’t born with it
you can’s put it into’em ! If I had the use
of my hands I'd show you a thing or two.
I've been studyin’ over it ever since I laid
my eyas on them regrets.’

8he laid down the ball of rags, and her
eyes gleamed with a sudden inspiration.

See here, Hannah Mary, you look in the
blue chist and fetch me them white turkey
feathers we saved up,”

Hannah Mary cast an imploring look at
the back of her grandmother’s head, but
went obedieatly. There was but one
opinicn in that house and that was old lady
Baxter’s. Other people might agree with it
or not, a8 they pleased, but it made no

Also a full line of fine goods.

Wool Soles and Dressing.

E. A. COCHRAN.

MURDOCH’S BLOCK,

GRANVILLE STREET. .

Grain taken in exchange for goods.

Bridgetown to Bosion
$6.50.

Bridgetown io Boston
and peturn

$11.50.
Yarmouth S.S. Co’y, Limited

THE SHORTEST AND BEST ROUTE BETWEEN
NOVA SCOTIA and the UNITED STATES.

2 Trips a Week 2

The fast and popular Steel Steamer “BOSTON* leaves Yarmouth for Boston every
WEDNSDAY and SATURDAY EVENING after arrival of the Express trains from Halifax.

. Returning will leave Lewis’ Wharf, Boston. every TUESBAY and FRIDAY at 2 p.m.,
making close connections at Yarmouth with the Dominion Atlantic and Coast Railways for
parts of Nova Scotia.

U. 8. and Royal mail carried on this steamer.
Through tickets to all points in Canada and to New York via rail and sound lines.
An.l: for and see that you get tickets via the Yarmowth 8. 8, Co. from Yare
t

mouth,
For all other information apply to Dominion Atlantic, Central, Intercolonhlxoé !gout Rail
L. E.
Pres. and Managing Direotor.

way agents, or to
W. A, CHASE, Sec. and Treasurer,
Yarmouth, Oct, 11th, 1899,

CURRY BROS. & BENT CO. LIMITED.

Manufacturers
and Builders.

WE KEEP IN STOCK AND MAKE TO ORDER
Doors, Windows, Mantles, Store, Bank and Church
Fittings, Sheathing, Flooring, Mouldin gs, Stair Work
Clapboards, Spruce & Cedar Shingles, Cement, Cal-
cined Plaster, Hair, all kinds of building material.

tarAgents for THE METALLIC ROOFING COMPANY.
We have samples of Metal Ceiling.
Outside Steel Siding, Shingles and Gutters.

Also agents ;;r the “Cleveland” Bicycle.

We have handled these Wheels two seasons and know they are in the front
rank. Prices to suit the times.

Where are you going my pretty maid?

“I'm going to the Bridgetown Foundry,” she said.
For what are you going my pretty maid?

“To buy a STOVE, kind sir,” she said.

They ean supply you with
| First-class Stoves
Ranges, etc.,

of many deseriptions
representing the best

Their speeialty
McClary’s

“Faultless,”
the gonuine original

.
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in the revolution of the earth, bat it w

on all the same. Hannah Mary

old lady was perfectly capable of

any absurd decoration for her bat, and

already saw herself standing up in the s

er's seat with a halo of turkey !

around her head. ; %
“I will not wear it, I will not,” she

vehemently, as she raised the corner of

Beeen paper shade to's

difference. One might not chance to believe "

£ 'ﬁou. came |
| outquicker'n a wink, and the hat was every

- WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 13, 1899,

there they lay under the little sprigged
shoulder shawl. With a sudden instinct of
rebellion she seized the horribfe things and
thrust them under the puffy bolster of the
spare bed. An insane plan to smuggle them
out of the house and burn them was taking
shape in her mind with a delightful sense of
excitement.

“Can’t you find them ?” called her grand.
mother, and Hannah Mary blushed as she
faltered, “‘I can’s seem tosee 'em anywhere.’

Involuntarily she lifted her eyes to en-
counter the grave, reproachful face of Jona-
than Edwards looking down upon her from
the tarnished frame that fenced bim in. In
that very room she had done solitary pen-
ance through an endless summer day after
telling a lie from ohildish terror, and she al-
ways believed that the text in the open
book upon which the solemu finger was laid
waa the very one which predicted a sulphur-
ous Tate-for all such ' transgressors as she.
Buck to her memory came the warning
couplet which declared : —

For liars always are found out.

Whatever ways they wind about,
and, with the old terrified quake of child-
hood, she snatched the feathers from their
hiding place.

‘“‘Here they are, Grandmother, after all,”
she announced, with hypocritical cheerful-
ness, and the old lady gave a grunt of satis-
faction as the bundle of plumage was laid in
in her lap.

“Now, you fetch me the p’tater knife,”
she said, eagerly, ‘and put one of them old
oase knives where it’ll get hetup, I'll show
yeI ain’t so crippled up’c 1've lost all my
koack. I've trimmed bunnet’s "fore now, I
should say. No, I shan’t cut my fingers off.
I'm a8 uséd to my hands as you be to yours;
it kiod of braces ’em up havin’ the jints set
this way. Itook a good look at them regrets
—you see they have to be spraggly so's to
wave about and curl over.”

*Ob, grandmother,” ventured Hannah
Mary, *Ilike my hat well enough the way
"tis.”

“Well, then, Iden’t. They ain’t a mite
of style to it. It looks a last year's bird’s
nest. Just you wait, Hannah Mary. I'll
show ye & thing or two,”

Hannah Mary looked on with the fascinat-
ed interest of a_prisoner under whose eyes
the scaffold for his execution is slowly rising,
yet, in spite of her distress,. she marvelled
at at the skill with which her grandmother
split the stiff quills and the grace into which
she contrived to coax them by judicious
scrapings of the hot knife. As the werk
went on her spirits rose, and when the long
filaments, reinforced by a few flaffy feathers,
trembled in her grandmother's shaking
hands, she laughed with the pleased excite-
ment of a child.

*“There.” said the old lady, triumphantly,
‘needn’t to tell me what I can’t do. Just
perk up them bows, Hannah Mary, and
plant the regrets in the middle, so’s they'll
lean kind of easy and graceful.”

Hannah Mary caught something of the
inventor’s spirit, and there was innocent de-
light in the soft, girlish face that surveyed
itself ‘in.the slanting mirror, dimpling and
smiling under the novel adornment,

“You never looked so well in all your
born days,” said her grandmother, exulting-
ly; 'now you spry round, Hannah Mary,
aud mix up some soda biscuit and make me
a cup of green tea; I'm clear beat' out. No
need to put your hat away; just leave it
where it ’tis till choir meetin’.’

“Don’t you think it's most toe dressy for
choir meeting ?” ventured Hannah Mary.

“No, tain’t, not a mite; and if John Stet-
son had as much sense as a screech owl'—

Hannah Mary bent hastily over the flour
barrel, but all through her simple prepara-
tions for supper her thoughts travelled oc-
casionally to the new bat and hovered over
it with pleased anticipation.

"As she moved briskly about from kitchen
to pantry her sweet untrained voice ran in
little musical sketches over the anthem for
Sunday morning, and if she fancied a deep-
er voice filling out chords and bearing her
pleasant company, it was a harmless dream
and altogether maidenly.

Mre. Baxter was scornful of rehearsals,
her theory being that ‘if it was in you to
sing you'd sing sam’s a b'uebird or a robin,
and if it wa'nt, no amount of practicin’
could put it in.” But she secretly rejoiced
in them, because Hannah Mary sometimes
brought home bits of news too secular to be
intruded upon Sunday, and because her ab-
sence formed the excuse for a weekly gossip
with the neighbor across the street. She
would be coming in presently, Hannah
Mary thought, as she lighted the lamp after
supper. Almira would come with her, and
the two girls would stroll away together to
the meeting house, where John Stetson
would be waiting on the steps to escort
them through the dark entry and up the
narrow, crooked stairs. Would Almira wear
her new hat, woull Jobn Stetson think—

A sharp clash at the gate, arattle of the
latch and Mrs. Baker came in, helding her
green figured shawl about her sallow face
and long chin.

“Oh, Hannah Mary,” she began, abrupt-
ly, “I ¢'m’ over to let you know Almiry
ain’t goin’ to choir practice ! She ain’t
feelin’ very good. I sent word to Elmer
Sharp to fetch his wife or Doshy along to
help out’—

‘What ails Almiry ?” said the old lady,
suspiciously.  *Doshy Sharp can’t sing
more'n a crow.”

“I don’t reely know. She—she don't tell
me—jast says she ain’t goin’ to night nor
to morrow. See here, Hannah Mary, you
go over and coex ber up. I hate to have
her act up so the worst way.”

Hannah Mary went on her errand with
her foolish heart. in a flutter, If Almira did
not go it would mean that-John Stetson
would walk home with her alene. She
blushed in the dark and put the thought
away as altogether too unworthy. Almira
bad so plainly settled upon John as belong:
ing to herself, and Almira alwaye got what
she wanted. .

Mrs. Baker’s eyes, roving abstractedly
about the room, spied the hat.

“For the land's sake, if Hannah Mary
basn’t got regrets on her hat, and I dunno
but what they're full prittier than Almiry’s.

‘‘Think s0,” said the old lady, with a
twitch of her grim mouth,

Fact of it is, Mis’ Baxter, Almiry’s makin’
all this to-do over them regrets. Penelope
Winters came in this afternoon to git my
risin’ sun patterns and I showed her Al
miry’s hat.  You ought to have heard her

said she'd send ‘me a trac' thettold all about
©an tell you them regret

over it when she came home; said she
wouldn't never put that hat on her head
unlees she could have them back. Of course
I cou'dn’t give up in & matter of principle
and I was a good mind to burn ’em up and
done with it, only I dido’t know but what
Althea would take 'em back towards doin’
over my Dunsi’ble. Almiry said Penelope
Winters was & meddlin’ old maid, and made
it all up out of spite, but ’taint so, 1 read
some of it myself, a real movin' piece
about the millions of innocent little birds
slaughtered every year’—

‘I dare say,” burst out the old lady. “I
wonder if Penelope Winters ever counted
up how many innocent little worms was
baked to death in their cradles to git the
stuff for her changeable silk. And how’s
she goin’ to reconcile raisin’ innocens lit-
tle chickens just a-purpose to kill off and
eat ? 1 dunno but what a chicken has the
same rights as any other bird’'—

““Don’t seem to me that’s the same thing,”
said Mrs. Baker, but with a distinct regret
at not having thought of the .argument in
time. ‘‘Folks have to eat, and to have
clothed; but feathers are just pride and van-
ity, and you destroy the little birds “that
sing among the branches,” as David says'—

“Thém regrets never sung among the
branches, I can tell yenow,” chuckled Mrs.
Baker.

“Anyway. I don’t see what I'm goin’ to
do with Almiry. When ahe sets up to do a
thing she’l stick to it if she was to die for't.
She takes that from her father’s folks—"

*Shob, Lucindy, she takes it from you.
Your as set as the pole once you take a
notion; makes no difference whether or no
you've got a rag of reason to fly a-top. See
here,” she added, fiercely, as the gate
sounded its warning, **don’t you say a word
about them regrets to Hannah Mary.”

Hannah's tace was mildly troubled. ‘She
won't go, Mis’ Baker, and she won't say
why. Don’t seem much use in my going’—

“You go along, use or no use,” command-
ed her grandmother. “I sh'd bope, you
ain’t afraid to travel the main road, with
houses clost enough to pass the time o' day
all the way. Turn around and let Mis’
Baker see that bunnit. Don’t you call that
tasty and becomin ?”

“It’s becomin’,” admitted Mrs. Baker,
with significant emphasie,

“Well, that's what bunnits are for. Fur's
use goes a body might as well go bareheaded
like the Injuns.”

Haonah Mary looked back beseechingly,
feeling that she had in some way offended,
and then her gentle face vanished in the soft
dusk of the summer night. She went along
the little foot-path conscious of a pleasant
sensation that was not really excitement,
but a-faint stirring of expectation. Just
beyond the first group of houses was the
only lonesome bit of the way, past the old
tannery with its bleached front and empty
windows, and the scrid smell of bark and
lime from the ugly pits. But almost before
she had time to notice it John Stetson came
across the footbridge to meet her.

*‘Doshy. Sharp brought word Almiry was
sick, and I thought you might be sfraid.”

“No; what should'] be Traid of 7* laugh-
ed Hannah Mary; but when John took her
singing-book and drew her haud through
his arm she found it very pleasant to be pro-
tected and taken possession of.

They exchanged a few commonplace re-
marks on the way, but for the most part
they were silent. ' A night hawk swooped
over their heads with a sharp ping, some wild
creatures abroad on a secret errand ran
rastling into a clump of elder bushes as they
passed, once there was an odor of sweetbriar
and once a warm honey-sweetness seemed to
fill the air from the four o’clocks in the minis-
ter’s garden. A mass of tansy ran down the
bank from the fence, and its rank, pungent
smell clung to Hannah’s skirtsas they brushed
it, yet she felt as if she had walked all the
way through flowers of paradise. She came
up the stairway into the lighted gallery with
such shining eyes that Elmer Sharp stopped
tuning his base viol to stare, and Miss Pene-
lope beamed sympathetically towards her,
aud then her old face full of regret and
trouble, drooped over the keys of her organ.

“Come now, let’s get started,” said the
leader. ““We've got to go over that anthem
half a dozen times if Almiry ain’t comin’.’

Miss Penelope was in a tremble, but she
had the stuff of martyrain her. In the little
bustle over finding the places sLe managed
to whisper to Hannah Mary :—

““1 don’c know how you dast bring an of-
fering of praise to the Lord with the blocd
of his murdered minstrels on your head.”

‘‘Hapnah Mary stared at Miss Penelope
in mute wonder. What on earth did she
mean ? Did she think she had killed Al-
mira ? or what in the world—

The tuning fork twanged sharply, and
Hannah Mary was instantly intent upon her
part. The lamps with their tin reflectors
were arranged to light the gallery only, and
the meeting house below was dark. - Here
and there a little gleam struck the top of a
rail, or the polished oak of a pew door, and
one could easily fancy dusky shapes wan-
dering about aisle and chancel, or grouped
in shadowy corners. All the romance of
Hannah Mary’s life hung about the old
meeting house. The gray slab in the little
burying ground that commemorated the vir-
tues of her great-grandmother added to its
list of domestic graces the unusual tribute,
‘She was & marvellous aweet singer,”

Old lady Baxter loved to tell the story of
that Sunday morning when a British officer
in the congregation stood spell-bound after
the hymn was ended, his eyes fixed upon
the lovely face of the singer and his
senses entralled by’ the beautiful voice,
quite forgetting to sit down till Mis.
tress Doddridge plucked him by the coat-
tails. "Always when Hannah Mary sangin
the unlighted meeting house she fanci-
ed it filled again with the men and wo-
men of those days. In the great Doddridge
pew she could see the flash of scarlet and
the rapt face of the lover upturned to the
gallery, where she, her own grandmother,
poured out her soul for his ears alone, It
was the one little touch of fantasy that
kept her life from fading utterly into the
commonplace.  To-pight the imagination
ook possession of her as never before, and
John Stetson, released from Almira’s vigilant
oversight, caught the full fervor of her lips
and eyes as she tdrped from the lover of her
dream an instant towards him.

But Miss Penelope’s tender heart was
still burdened with her message, and she
pulled Hannah Mary by the sleeve as she
sat fanning her flushed face, “I don’t sup-
pose you know,” she said, ‘sbont the way
they get them egrets—hulf & dozen beautiful
‘birds killed at nesting time for that ome }it-
tle bunch, and all the young birds left to
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with laughter. Her fingers trembléd oo the
keys and two tears splashed down upon the
bony hands from a fountain that was very
near to overflow.

Bas after rehearsal Hannah Mary's arm
crept quickly around the flat waist, and her
fresh cheek alniost touched Miss Penelopa's
as she whispered:. “Oh, Miss Penelope,
don’t think I laughed about the lisile birds
—it’s dreadful and I don't see how anybody
can be so cruel—but grandmother made
these regrets out of tarkey feathers. We
thought they looked real preity, but 1
wouldn't wear 'em for anything te have
folks o’'pose ibey were real. I'll take ’eip
right out soon’s I get home,”

“You're a good girl, Hanngh Mary,” said
Miss" Penelope. She looked curiously st
the girl, couscions of a sort of illumipation
sbout her face, and added, fervently, “I
hope you'll be happy.”

Half an hour later Joha Stetson was still
saying good-bye to Haunsh Mary at the
gate, Neither of them had noticed the old
tannery, or the emell of the four o’clocks as
they passed the minister's, but now Hannah
looked across the road and saw the lamp
burning in the front room at Mrs. Baker's,

*‘0, John,” she said, *‘I meant to rell you,
Almiry said if you wanted to know why ehe
didn’t come to choir meeting you could ask
her. Mebby you had better g0 over; she’s
sittin’ up,”

*“I sin’t frettin’ ’bout Almiry’s comin’ and
goin’,” said Jobn. “I’ve got the ouly girl I
care about right here now, but I'm bleeged
to Almiry for stayin’ home to give me a
chance.”

“There goes grandmother, thumping for
me to come in," said Hannah Mary, with a
start. I musto’t stay another minute.
Why, John, you've got my regrets on your
shoulder. I guess I did’nt sew ’em very
good.”

A fresh cannonade and Hannah sped up
the walk and let herself softly in at the
door. She took off her hat and sat down to
view it judicially, with a new sense of com.
petence and mastery. Without knowing it
she had entered upon that sovereignty with
which love alone endows & woman.

‘“‘Haonah Mary, what are you doin’ out
there,” demanded her grandmother.

Just fixin’' my bat & little before I put it
away,” quavered Hannah Mary.

“You're takin’ out theoy regreta "

“They came out, grandmother. I Ruess
they wa'nt sewed good,” but in an instant
love rose up to shame the cowardly evasion,
She came into the bedroom shielding the
flaring candle with her hand. A great ten-
derness swelled within ber heart as she look-
ed at this wreck of life and hope and ambj-
tion, and she mid, gently :

“I've fixed it without ’em, grandmother,
and I like it better. They were just as
pretty as real ones, but after Miss Penelope
told me about the birds in Florida, and how
cruel it was, I should be ashamed, to have
anybody think I'd be so wicked’—

The old lady glared at her without a
word.

‘‘And Jobn Stetson asys he's read in the
‘Advecate’ how they kill off sioging birds
by millions. just to. trim women’s hats, and
he thinks if women knew”—

“I don't see what difference it makes to
us what John Stetson thinks,” said the old,
lady belligerently.

“It makes a great deal of diff:rence to
me, grandmother,” said Hannah Mary,
bravely.

“‘Shoh,” said Mrs. Baxter. with a pleased
twinkle of her black eye, ‘you don’t tell me
Johu Stetson has made out to speak up.
Well, of all things. Won’y Lucindy Baker
bemad! My, my ! to think of her upset-
tin her own dish, by bein’ s0 sot to have
her own way. My my ! Mebbe it’ll learn
her a lesson. You get some salt-risin,”
Hannah Mary, and put the beans s-soak
"fore you go to bed.’

Haonah Mary tinkled about the pantry,
and old lady Bixter heard the faint click of
the spoon on the yellow bow), the soft gusa
of the water from the spout of the kettle,
gentle, honsewifely noises, bit running
through them all & slender thread of seng,
sometimes altogether lost, aad then coming
out clear and sweet like a little brook slip-
piog along a meadow, and the dear old Phari-
see turned contentedly on her pillow, her

laat thoughts seremely exultant over the
downfall of her neighbor’s hopes, and sank
to sleep, at peace for once with herself and
ali the world.

S —
“‘Circumstances Alter Cases.”

In cases of dyspepeia, nervousness, ca-
tarrh, rheumatism, eruptions, etc., the cir-
cumstances may be alcered by purifying
and enriching the blood with Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla. Good npgodu aad good digestion,
strong nerves and perfect health take the
place of these diseases. Hood's Sarsaparilla
is America's Greatest Medicine and the best
that money can buy.

Hood's Pills cure biliousness, sick headache.

—Leaders of Nova Scotia sgriculture are

pressing for a complete, up to date farmers’
and mechanics’ school of borti
culture is doing good work, but hardly
ocovers the field. Of course, the whole mat.
ter is largely a question of finances, yet the
farmers can usually get what they are sure
they waat.

Minard’s Liniment Cures Dandroff,

The Reconstructive
Power ——m—m

of Park's Perfect Emulsion of Cod
Liver Oil is greatly enhanced by its
palatable agreeable taste. The
nauseating tendency of the oil in its
crude state is entirely obviated,
making the emulsion acceptable to
the most delicate stomach. Children
and invalids receive prompt and per-
manent benefit from its use.

For“
COUGHS,
COLDS,
BRONCHITIS,

and the advavced stages of Lung
troublea  PARK'S PERFEOQO
EMULSION is uncqualled. It no
only relieves the mere evident aymp-
toms, but builds up the entire sys
tem, filling up the emaciated paris,
making them robust and healthy.
Without question the most perfect
Emaulsion you can obtain.

Price 50 cents per Bottle,
of all Druggists.

—Manufactured by—
Hattie & Mylius
. HALIFAX, N.'s.
sale by S. N. Wear

Many visitore to the cosst

puzzled when a bostman éither re

off from chore, or st most to gofar fn

on a day when there is no sign ¢
proaching storm, .and the waetes ja o
moved by a long and gently rolling swell,
says Pearson’s Weekly. o il

Argamenc is of no avail, snilif the old salt
is pushed for s reasan he will onlyreply with
sume oryptogramic - remark aboot #the
ground zes,” the. questivavr chen ratiring -
more bewildered than before. T

It is hard to naderstand how uch agentle
swell can presage dsnger, bus to experienced
eyee it givos & waruing tha: most be heeded.
AN slong the west aud parts of the sonth
cossts of Evgland and Ireland, ss well as the
west coast of Scotland, uncounted taiee are
tcld of ships which on & perfectly calm day
have been within a fow hours firet caught by
s gentle roll of water and finslly thrown on
a rock-bound shore by the dreaded *gronnd
zea.” - ; -

To “uaderstand this carious marivephens
omenon it mus: be borue In mind out o
the Atlantic waves are ofter formed to
height of forty feet. Driven before a heavy
gale these advance at & rate of from thirty
to forty miles an hour. Travelling at such
a rate they soon get out of the wind sweps
ares, but even though, for them, the storm
is past, they still roll on in fury, their na-
dulations often being feli 500 miles from the
point of their creation.

In the region of the storm, these waves are
fierce, breaking billows, but as they ges
further away they settle down ints: leng,
rolling ridges, which travel onward in. long,
unbroken lines, perfectly paralled with each
other.

Oat on the open sea these ridges nften
atretch out for a distance of ever thirty
miles, and as they travel in threes, esch sus-
cessive wave being larger than its predeces-
sor, the sight is an opposing one. i

The further they progress the smaller they
become in height, but this is compenssted
for by the faet that their motion is commun-
icated to the mass of water below, antil the
roll can be detected fully fifty feet ander thie
surface. This gives them the pame of
‘“ground sea.”

In this peculiarity their danger Hes, for
when a becalmed ship is caught in them ber
draught, the resisting power shat enables her
to ride out a storm, becomes the fuloram
which the liquid mass uzes to hurl ber on-
ward to destructiou,

On a calm day any sailing craft caught in
the *“ground sea,” near & rocky shore s se
good as lost unless & wind can spring up and
enable her to beat out to sea. Muny & ship
has met this fate. The reason many mors
do not get lost is due to the gentle swell that
80 deceives a landsman and warns the sallor.

As the “ ground sea” advances it pushes’
s certain amount of water before it. This .
also forms into ridges, like its pursuer, bus
of less height and approximately no depth.

The ““false sea,” us it is called, is little
more than a rolling swell, but it gives @
warning of from twenty minutes to .twe
hours duration, enabling a ship to either run
into port, get cut to sea, or securely anchors
while at the seaside resorts the bostmeén run
close in shore to the surprise of the * trig.
pers.” “

When it is remembered that a wars
twenty feet high, which is ofien attained by
the * ground eea,” strikes with a force of one
ton to the rquare inch the mecessity for
caution will be recogrizad.

All waves that come in parsliel ridges,
however, are not dungcrous, there is s * wind
billow ” that is ciosely allied to the “ground
sea ” in appearance.

** Wind billows” are due to a heavy wind
blowing but a few milea off the land, but as
they have bad but a comparatively short dis«
tance to travel, they have no depth. Con-
eequently even a rowicg boat is petfectly
eafe on vhem if properly handled.

These wavea usnally appcar when there is
8 comparative calm aear the shore, theip
great point of difference irom the ‘‘ground
#ea” in appearance beiog that their nnbrok-
en lines are nearer and are all equi-distant,
vot traveliing in threes.

Generally the “wind billows” do not
break iuto foam, but occacionally this bap-
pens when they are coming in against thie
tide. Then it is hard to detect them from
the ordinary waves, the product of a losal
wind storm. These always break into foam
at their crest, the *‘ white horses” of the
marine poet.

Remembering these peculiarities of the
various waves will save tourists considerable
disappointment when wiser heada bid them
keep to the land, for to them no apparent
reason, while it may keep them from rushing
into unknown danger. One other fact is alse
worthy of mention as it may prove of ad-
vantage should a boat drift out to sea with
an inexperienced crew and no compass
aboard,

Then, if a *‘ground sea” is *running,”
set your mind at ease for you can steer by 1¢
as—on the English—and Irish coasts, a¢
least—it always comes from the merthwest.
By making due allowance for this, any poiad
of the compass can be steered for. :

—It seems odd that the long centurles of
progress in human enlightenment and the
great and continual advance in ecience have
bad so little effect on the individual that he
is etill born with the same savage, untrained
natore, the same unmodified passions and in.
stincts as the aboriginal man of the desert op
wilderuess, and that it is only his sncround-
inge and the vircomstances of hia birth thas
change him aud develop ki into & refinéd,
in‘elligent being or leave him sn untutored
savage. The child of the most intetlectual
couple in the universe if taken at'his birth.
and placed in a family of ignorant, degraded
beings would grow up not one whit bettee
than his foster brothers and aisters, while the
generations of culture which
his forebears would leave no appreciable
warks upon his character ;, that is, he wonld
be no more likely to rise superior to his sur-
roundings than would any one of his assoei-
ates,

It is curious, too, that man slone seems
unaffected by the development of his progea-
itors, and that the lower animals shonld
tain the evidences of their pedigree undes
new and unfavorable conditions, whiie s .
buman being, gifted presumubly with a soul
will exhibit no trait that entirely distin.

| guishes him from his fellows. We musf

perforoe, therefore, come to the unflattering
conclusion that personally we have no indi-
viduality ; that we are rough hews by cir-
cumstances to fill a certain tiny space in the 3
world's growth, not pwch more important |
than that of the coral insect that, dylog,
adds ite grain to what has been accom

by other similar atoms. And the_only con:
soliug thought connected with this supp

tion in that every




