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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

O ice in Aunnapolis, opposite Garrison gite

—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,

(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Fivery Thursday.

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

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&% Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Estate security.

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

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Hoad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olaes
Roal Hstate.

O. 5. MIL1 EE,
BARRISTER, NOTARY POBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
SHAFNER BUILDING,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

Fine . . ..

Job
J ® & ¢ ¢ o

In Flour

In Feed

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in a few days.

Moulie, Bran

BRIDGETOWN,

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

we have in stock Five Roses, IFive Stars, Five
Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream of Wheat, White
Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,

, Chop Feed and Oats.

Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-

ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,

Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

srBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and get

our prices. Satisfaction guarag#eed.

e T

Printing . .

Good Stock,
Meat Torkmansbip,
Tp=to-Date Styles,

WYY
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b A CROWE

Sanitary
Piumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

'Phone 21

Prompt Erecution,

Reasonable Prices,

TR

Satisfaction to Patrons. |

OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N, S,

Y
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DENTISTRY!
DR. M. S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University laryland.

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

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ASYNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Pritrose, D. D. §.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied 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,

J. B. WHITHAN,
IL.and Surveyor,|
ROUND HILL, N. S. |

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX
Incorporated 1856,

capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, 1,000,000 |

Rest, © 642,660 |

25 of

DIRECTORS:
Wwn. Rocne,
Vice-President,
J. H. SYMONS.
{. G. SMITH,

C. C. Br
Geo. M

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

I

(Ue Print «|:
BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. S. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS, g
PAMPHLETS, ;
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.
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C. N. S, STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited.

Ellls of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent

BRANCHES -

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

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, o

Bridgetown, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt,

Broad Cove Mines, . B.—R. W. Elliott,
aeling manager. :

Clarke’s Harbor, N. S.—C. Robertson,
manager.

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

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. S8.—J. W, Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. 8.—W. L. Wright,
acting manager.

Hahfax, N. S.—W. C. Harvey, Manager.

Kentville, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,” Mgr.

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

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

Mabou, C. B.—J. R. McLean, acting
manager.

New Glasgow, N.
mansager.

Norih Sydney, C.
manager.

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

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

8t. Peter’s, C. B.—J. A. Irving, manager.

Sydoey, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, mansger,

Sydoey Mines, C.B.—R. Creighton, actisg
manager.

Woifville, N. S.—A. F. Little, manager.

Yarmouth, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
John, N. B.; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
John’s, Nfid.

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS,

Oysters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
half shell.

RREAD, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
fr tclass bakery always on hand.

8.—R. C. Wright,
B.—C, W. Frazee,
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T. J. EAGLESON,

(ot 4 © GRANVILLE ST., BRIGDETOWN
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Finest Lines
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“0 God!

“If it was but the lads,

“But him, that

Oh, he’s mine!

A ; -
(Th&sea an’ sky stood firm, the waves

There’s more  in the world than you

“ears

An’ T wateh’d the title go down

}

currant  bushes. . had no ¢nemy,
but iv syes hiv bable bo Lo on Uip zgosd,
Sinew be sas o babp he had baen suy-

ausly golet and s utehdyd fo hiv gowe

ments,

est before he

He groan'd, and said: *'Dear

o see if the tide b to turn

And my poor soul to pass.’

nd I went. But 1 swore to God as 1 {
went,

That 1 would not I

ere’en, the hour

like

t him pass.

went down to the twilight
I watch'd the full tide
nd I set my heart, as it rose
To hold him, it fell
¥ heart was as decp as heaven with
love,
And as hot with pain as Hell.
3

shore,
swell,
and rose,

‘gainst

nd, being at last in a lone place,

With nought save him beside

God! What's come to Your
heart

To let such ill betide?

h, how

And hurt us so?

to make

I cried.

do you dare us 8o,

to drown one
by one,
r our little You made be
For jist that week ‘o pain
Nay wring my life «
I said, *

again;
|

born |

lassie

wat, drop by drop,’ |

| not complain

Iy to all these

years,
An’ him that's loved me
od! there is that
Eveh You can scarcely hnow
%k cried, 1 I'll keep

‘and

atwixt us twaln

him mine
And I will not let him go!”
The
there
Against me, like a
he uncoloured and sky they hung
Like a straight and ;
he faint, wan waves, like breaths thoy
rose,

Like dying breaths did fall.

and sky stoud

1

wal

camless pall

the
heart throbs

that d

ut, quick an' strong o
Heard my
v thought,
felt
Beating round an’ round
I felt T was the live

Left in a world aswound

own ound,

‘mid ad hush, I

one thing

¥, ‘twixt the slecping air and sky,
An’the tide that ned asleep,
mind how I stood all stir and strain
My man's life for to keep:

ill, sudden, it fell! Sudden, on me
Fell that grey quict deep.

was not peace. it was not pain,

Not hope and e
It was mysclf drawn out of me,

And T sat empty there 5

heard slow words from my own mouth

Dropping like a prayer.

not despair.

Kept up their plashing sound,
seemed to wake to the life of things,
Now mine was fall'n aswound.
speck, on a speck of the ¢arth I
stood
An’ the whole world lav-all round.)
nd I said:  “What must be, will be,
Whether T will or no e
There's that in the world must ake
its way
Across our weal and woe
nome .. .
Ao Pavidt Davidy ...  Gol ..
,» & sea-snail crawl’d on the

The hard sand shining brown,

back, ¢bb
.‘.“er\

To come, cach flood will drown:

There’s a need;” I said, “‘and a want
—that's why. . . .’

cach has drained it,

. Calm T went in, calm I took
His dead face to my breast
‘he vacant night, the vacant day,
Have passed me undistress'd,
've had to agree with the Will of God,
My heart’s broke, but at rest.

s L e T
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The Story of a Battle Against

BOY’S FIGHT,

\
. OR

Temptation.

By Reb Harding Davis in ‘“‘Success.”)

Monitor - = = =,
Job Printing = «
Department, « =

farmhouse in
pausing
down through the orchard to the beach"
He walked with quick, noiseless steps,
glancing furtively about him, as if a
bear or an Indian might jump from be-
hind
bronzed grass,

CHAPTER 1.
One cool October afternoon, a dark,
ean boy stepped out of the door of a
New Jersey, and after
anxiously a minute, hurried

| shallow creck,
[ crept

| himsel

| & dog,

ed

| breakfast

| Even

I'he orchard sloped down to a
which, below

n° a sheet of

apple
} a mile
glittering ripples to
In a dittle vocky
se-limbed boy wgs at
work in an oaster bed
‘Tom!

something

the

sca COVQ on one

a stout loo
called,  “come bere,
happened

his hips in water.

Joe
has
Fom - v up 1o

He nodde

whistling

but went on digging and

Joe always had some im-

| pending disasters on hand with which

ago had ceased to trouble
But, when he came
the water, shaking himself like

something in Joe's face stastl-

'om long
If vbresently,

out of

him
“Well, what Is it now?

i vn his trousers.

William has sent for Squire

L¢ r Halew. He is

he said pul

: was all right at
I don’t
Bill

you

know
can’'t
micht s

reckon But
much longer.
He's Hved
My opinien
many mionths.”’
wer, he  stooped
which he was lac
tood up he stamped his

not
last

that.

Uncle

I now for
he

mad:

on grue
is that
Tom

can’t ol
no

lower over his

ing; when he

f
fect

d to me,” he

hoarsely

woked at  him

he said
didn’t
things

significantly.
‘Sometimes
how
grant-

belonged to you

he has,
thought
You taken
vays, as if they
Uncle Billy
What ar

vou know

ve for
and not to

: )\ixxxl things?

Joe slowly, his half

"Well,”” said
shut eyes still fixad the round red
house, for in-

him,—* this
They're  not

vou drivin’
at

on
face before

stance,—and the farm.
yours,”'

“1 reckon mot,” said
shout of a laugh, “except
born  here. They're

doesn’t  matter

Tom, with a
that 1 was
home. 1t
tuxes on

just
who pays
them.

Some day you'll find that it does
Mr. - Helstone. They're Uncle
Bill's. Your father died without a red
cent, and your mother came home here
her mother  and  has stayed ever
since. When her mother died the prop-
erty went to Unele Bill.  Your mother
has kept house for him, so it's been a
home for her and you.”

Fom was a slow boy. He stared at
Joe, and then looked at the comfort-
able old house with its vine-covered
porches, the red-roofed barn, the sweep
of corn- fields and orchard back to the
hills, and gave a nod and a satisfied,
aficctionate chuckel. “I never thought
whose it might be. It has just been a
home,” he said again.

“The money to keep it going is Un-
Bill's persisted Joe. ““He's
done for me and Jane the same as for
vou. My father had nothing. No Turn-
erever had the knack of making mon-
ey except unele William. He® made his
pile on his oil ventures. Then he came
home and gathered us up, and kept
us.

Tom, as they walked to the house
scowled miserably. He was thinking of
the times he had heen insolent o ¢he
prim, testy little bacholer, whose bread

was ecating,

“You're right,”” ‘he gmowled present-
Iy, I never thought of what I owe
him. You were always the favorite,
and it made me mad.” It grew
clear to him that his uncle was dan-
gerously ill; he ate nothing; he totter-
ed as he walked, prim and neat as
ever, up and down the porch. It was
suddenly plain to Tom that the hand
of death was on his uncle.

“*Why, he might have died,” he sdid,
“and I should have never have had the
chance to tell him what a brute I've
been.””

“Now, don't go to excitin’ him with
that kind of talk!"” said Joe quickly.
“He will likely, hold out for months.
But T do know that he is going to
make his will to-day up in that room,”
—glancing at an open window. ‘“‘Hales
will be here in a few minutes; and he’ll
leave his money and his farm to any
one he chooses.”

“*Of course; why not?™ sald Tom,
calmly. “A man can do what he likes
with his own property. Did you ask
Doctor Tanner what he thought of him
today?”’

“No.”: They walked
through the orchard.
ruptly. “*Now, Tom
can’t say but I've dealt fairly by you
today,” he said with an effort. “I've
told you all T know. You‘ve gone on
from day to day takin’ things for
granted. Now you know how they are.
I don’t want to take advantage of
your—slowness. But, now that I've
told you that Uncle Bill’s will is goin’
to make a big difference to you an’
me that’s enough! I wash my hands
of you. We start fair.”

“Start fai Tom stared at him.
It was always hard for him to under-
stand a riddle or a lesson. He puz-
zled over Joe’s meanino for a minute,

matter,

to

cle too,"”’

he

Jor

on in silence
Joe stopped ab-
Helstone, you

red apples on the

the heaps of
long hedge of

or the

and then gave it up with a laugh,
“I dunno what you're driving at;

but, if you mean that I'm countin an’
buildin’ on Uncle Bill’s money, your a
long way out of it! I've got my life
chalked out a good many years ahead,
sir!”

“Indeed,” said Joe, superciliously;
“What have you planned now? I've
heard a good many plans from you.”

“*Oh, before they were just speculatin’
—sort  of romancin’. - But . I've got
down to the hard-pan facts now. This
is what I moan to do.” ‘

Tom’s voice grew shrill; his blue eyes
shone; his nostrils dilated. His plans

were  romancing. Each as he
it, entered into the boy, and
sed him,—while it lasted.

“I'm goin’ in at school for the schol-
arship offered for Princeton,”” he_ said.
“I'll bone down to books this winter.
I'll get that scholarship; I'll take first
honors at Princeton. Mother wants
me to go into the ministry; but I'm
made of to poor stuff .or a preacher.
I'll be a lawyer—""

“And then?”’

“Then I'll have
and Jenny.”

“Jane is my sister,” sald Joe sharp-
ly.

“Of course; but—I thought we'd all
stay together. Well, that's what I
mean to do.”

“Oh? That’s all you
Your ideas are big,”’ said Joe, with
an unpleasant laugh. ‘“Look there!
There’s Halos's bugyy at the gate, and
Squire Logue's horse at the hitching
post. - They're coming now.”

Joo turned sharply and went into
the house. He slipped into a little
dark entey. and stood listening as the
men alighted and were led by Mrs, Hel-
stone up the stairs, his eyes glittering,
and his thin lips shut tightly. *“Now,
he panted, “‘now! I've played fair by
that dunce. Now, I'll look out for
myself.”

His plan was to find out what the
will was to be. Next.—but he was not
sure what he would do next. If the
will should wrong him and Jane, he
hould burn it,—¢et rid of it somchow.
It was his duty to look after—Jane

Joe always obeyed some inward force
which he called duty. It had made
him tell Tom abowut the will. It would
have steadied his hand to hang a witch
or to burn his brother at the stake.
As to whether this force came from
God or from his own selfish soul, he
never asked.

When he baard the steps of the men
uvadhnad, he passed ewiftly wp a fight
of staire, which led fato the garret. In
it was a door hidden by an old bed-
staad. Joe pulled this door open and
crep neiselessly into a dark closet, in-
te which shot a single ray of light. It
came from a chink in the wainscotung
the man’s chamber,—a chink
which Joe himself had made long ago.
For years he had spyed upon his uncle
from this The dyed hair and
padded clothes, all of the poor little
arts by which the old man had striv-
en to hide his age,—Joe had seen and
jeered at.

Ho crept softly to his place. The
men had  begun their discussion, be-
fore he had climbed to the high stool
from which he could peer " down on
them. Mr. Turner sat warming his
shaking hands at the fire, his keen
eyes watching the other men, his long
upper lip drawn obstinately down over
his protrudine tecth.

Bill's ready for the fight.
Whatever his purpose iz, today he'll
hang on to it like a bulldog,” Joe
(]mughl.

The old man was speaking. “No, I
don’t look better. No use to say that
Hales. I'm not a fool. I grow weaker
every day. 1 want you to draw up my
will.”’

“That's a wise precaution for any
man to make, Mr. Turner, whatever his
health,” said the lawver, taking out a
pad and a pencil. “If you will give
me the substance of vour wishes, in a
few now. I will draw up the
document properly at home, and bring
it for you to sign whenever you please.”
“To-day, Hales, to-day. I'm not
strong, and [ nt this thing settled
and done. I'll be as brief as I can.
My breath is short.”” He shoved a
couple of papers across the table.
“There are two inventories. One in-
cludes my personal propertv: stocks,
bonds, bank deposits,—everything. Out
of this block I wigh my funaral ex-
penses #o be paid.”

“And debts?” interposed Hales.

“No debts, sir. I owe no man a
cent. My funeral and annu-
ity for three vears to my sister Maria.
After those deductions, I leave the en-
tire sum, principal and accamulated in-
terest, to be paid on his coming of
age, to my nephew, Joseph Turner.”
There was a sudden noise in the wall
of plarter falling. The old man glanc-
ed around supiciously.

“Only a mouse in the wainscoting,”
said Mr. Hales. “You have been gen-
eromns to your nephew, Mr. Turner.”
“He's a good lad, he never is im-
pudent,” said William Turner, sharp-
ly.

“Tom never is impudent either, un-
less you are rough with his mother,
Bill,” said Squire Logue. ‘‘It seems
to me you're going to be hard on Tom
and Jenny.”’

“Jane is a girl.
take care of her.”
“Joe Turner will take care of Joe
Turner, and nobody else,” growled
the squire.

My property is my own; I suppose
I can do as I please with it. Are you
ready Hales? In the other paper yomu
will find an inventory of my real estate,
comprising this house and farm and
two houses in Whitby. This real
estate I leave to my friend Simeon
Logne, to deal with, after the space
of thsee years, according to directions
given htm privately bv me.”

Squire Logune pushed back his chair.
“What are you up to now, William?
“What have I to do with your prop-
erty?”
“You

a home for mother

mean to do!

of sick

closet.

“Uncle

words,

expenses,

Her brother ean

have to take care of it and
dispose of it as trustee. That's all
right, Simeon; you're the "honestest
man I know: I'll give you your direc-
tions presently.”

“They are not to be incorporated in
the will?”” said the lawyer.

‘““No. You arec to be my executor,
Hales. Now vou have all my instruct-
ions. Take the papers, and bring me
back the will to sign this afternoon.
I will have the witnesses ready.’

Mr. Hales lingered as he strapped up
his papers. “Your _directions to the
squire ought to be made in legal -form,
Turner.”

“No, no. Simeon and I are equal to
drawing up the document ourselves.
Good morning, Hales. Bring your bill,
mind, this afternoon. I pay as I go.
Hales is anxiows to know mxy plans,”
he said with a chuckle, as the door
closed behind the lawyer.

“So am hate mysteries,” the
squire replied uneasily.

““There are foolscap. pen, and ink. I
want you to draw up a paper pledg-
ing yourself to carry out my wishes
absolutely in reference to this proper-

A

“Let meé hear vour wishes, first,”
said Logue, gravely.

“You are to lease the Whitby houses,
and out of the rents pay the taxes on
them and on this property. My sister,
her son Thomas, and Joseph and Jane
are to occupy this house, rent free, for
the space of three years. At the end
of that time you are to hand over all
my real estate, with any accumulated
rents, to the sole possession of my
nephew, Thomas.”

“Good!” exclaimed the squire, dip-

ping_his pen in the ink.

“Provided,—~you hear me, Simeon?

Provided—that the said Thomas Hel-
stone shall' not, to your knowledge,
during those three years, have been
once under the influence of liquor.”

“Why, Tom never was drunk in his
life!” ejaculated Logue.

*—And you arc to make use of every
means in  your power,” ‘calmly pro-
ceeded Turmer, as if the squire had not
spoken, ““to know his habits accurate
ly, and whether he ever has been
drunk either in secret or in public.
in that time, he has once trangresse
you will transfer the entire property,
at the end of three years, to Joseph
Turner.”

The squire threw down his pen. Tl
take part in no such injustice!. You
hate that boy, Bill, as you hated his
father. A young fellow may make a
slip once, -and never acain; and ought
his whole lifc be ruined by it?”

“A Holstone does not slip once and
never again. Tom's father died a sot.
His uncles drank, his grandfather
drank. It's in the blood. 1 don’t
choose that the old Turner acres and
my hard earned dollars shall be wast-
ed by one of the race. 1 am just to
Tom. If he roaches the age of twenty
without once showing the symptoms
uilhu alcoholic J)nimminu that has de-
st®oyed his family, I can safely trust
my property to him.” *

The squire hesitated. ““Perhaps you
are right. He will have a strong mo-
tive to keep sober,” he said thought-
fully.

“No, sir!” snarled
jumping forward. “He's
one word of-the motive
me? He's not to know
this provision! Your anot to hint it
to him. He's to be left wholly to
himself.  1f you don’t choose to accept
the trust on that condition, I can find
those who will.”

The squire paced up and down the
room.”  “It’s hard lines on Tom. A
moment’s weakness, a yielding to temp-
tation once, just once, and he makes
beggars of himself and his mother for

And he’s not to be told of his

the old man,
not to learn
Do you hear
one word of

ot a word. T can trust you, Sim-
gon?”’ cried the old man.

“If I take the trust, I'll keep the
conditions,” said the squire gravely.
He stood looking out of the window
for a few minutes; then he. came back.
“I'll accept this trust, Turner,” he
said reluctantly. “I would nurse the
property better than any other man
for Tom, Apd 1t will be Tom's, sir,”
he added, nedding emphatically, *1'l]
build on that boy!”
“Write' your agreement,”
Turner, irritably.

The squire’s pen scratched on  the
paper for a few minutes. Then he press-
ed it on the blotter and pushed . it
across the table. The old man read it
carefully. He folded it, put it inan
envelope, and endorsed it: “*Agreement
between  Simeon Logue and William
Turner, to be given by the said Logue
to the exccutor of the said Turner,
three years after the death of the lat-
ter- to prove that he hasgfaithfully
performed the duty herein undertaken
by him.”” ““And I prophesy that, at
the same time, you will hand over the
real estate to Joe Turner,” he said,
with a malicious chuckle,

§ don’t like Tom,”
squire, angrily.

“I've tried to be fair to him. Joe
is like me. The other boy is dull at
his books, stupid, and unable. He is
full of wild vagarics. He cares for no-
thing but digging and paddling in the
oyster beds. He mado a cove in the
banks four years ago, and stocked it
with all kinds of nasty, crawling
things, and he plays there to this day

like an Oh, I've had my eye on

Nr.

said

ou said the

idiot.
him.”

l..I.('“l.\'
ll\']<”

warm-hcarted affectionate
“That's a fact
we all have our

a
persisted Logue
about the crabs, but
silly streaks.”
“Idiot or not, I give him a chance
to own this farm. He has a right to
tho chance, being my father's grandson.
3ut. he shall never turn it into whis-
ky.”” Herose. “Now, Simeon, wheth-
er I am alive or dead, 1 shall look
to vou to carry out my wishes in this
thing."” :
“I have said that I would do it,”
said the squire; “‘that’s enough!”’
“You alone have the secret,” persist-
ed the old man. “No human being
knows this thing but you and me.”
Again the plaster in the wall sud-
denly crumbled. Mr. Turner scowled.
“The old howse is going to picces, like
its master!’’ he said. ‘‘Going Simeon?
Remember I trust vou. Not a word
or a look to give Tom warning. He
must choose his own way.”
Squire Logue found Tom waiting
anxiously on theé porch. ‘‘How he
today? What can I do for him, squire?
I've made some clam broth; that's
nourishing; I'l tell Joe to take it up;
ho'll “like it better from Joe.”
“Blundering voung tool!” grumbled
the squire as he drove away. “Thrust-
ing Joe forward. But it doesn't mat-
ter now. It's settled.” He had little
hope that Tom would pass safely
through his ordeal. *‘Thers never was
a Helstone without tho thirst for lig-
uor,”” he said; ‘‘and, if they once taste
it, thev're gone.”
Joe, standing ‘in the garret window,
watched the squire drive away. His
lean face blazed with triumph.
“All the bonds and stocks,” he mut-
tered. “I'll be a rich man! And Tom,
—the farm. That seems fair after all.
Tom's a good fellow.”
was not malicious. He was
glad of Tom’s success, as long as it
did- not interfere with his own. But
the next moment he remembered that
it would intérfere. “*Whoever has the
bonds and stocks ought to have the
real estate,”” bhe raid to himself. “I
can’t fill Uncle Bill's place in the coun-
ty with half his property. 1f I had all
1 could do someshing too, for Jane.
Jane's left ont in the cold.” He stood
thoughtfully tapping the pane, his
keen eyes half shut. “I'll do my level
best these three vears to keep him a-
way from liquor. *‘But,”—and he
shook his head,—“it’ll be no use! It’s
in the blood! And if he takes it once,
—once,—evervthing will be mine! Then
I can do something for Jane. It’s my-
duty to look after Jane.”
Warm with conscious virtue,
down stairs.

is

Joe

he went

CHAPTER II.

A month after Mr. Turner had made
his will, he was found one morning,
dead in his bed. It was a kindly
neighborhood, that North Beach, and
the farmers and their wives gave
eagerly what help they could to the
widow Helstone in her trouble, and re-
joiced, when a few days after the fun-
eral it was whispered about that the
will was # her favor.

‘““Maria Helstone has six hundred
dollars a year and the farm. First
rate! . Billy always was good to his
sister and those fatherless children,”
they said.

But Joe Turner took care that his
Aunt Maria and Tom should have no
such vague ideas of the will. One
evening, when they were all gathered
around the fire, he said:

“It’s very nice for us still to be here
together in the old house, with the
old farm and Aunt Maria’s six hun-
dred dollars a yvear to keep us. It's a
pity it won’t last.”

“Won’t last, Joseph?”’ Mrs. Helstone
looked up from -the great basket of
stockings which she was darning. She
was a little, meek woman, with scared
blue eyes, who had worked hard all
of her life and had never been trusted

by the men of her family with five dol-
lars to spend. “Won't last?” she

cried, dismayed. “Why, Brother Wil-
liam left this farm and a large sum in
the bank for me, besides.”’

“Yes, for three years,” replied Joe
quick “Then out we all tumble, and
Squire Logan hands over the farm
and the annuity to some person un
known, to be named by himself.”

“Who do vou think it will be Joey?”
asked his sister,

Joe suddenly grew scar.et. “How
the mischief should 1 know?”’ he said
loudly. Jane looked at him amazed.
Joe wriggled uneasily. He hated the
honest, reasonable eyes of Jane which
always seemed to look him through.
He got up in'a moment and slipped
out of the'room, noiselessly, as usual.
Mrs. Helstone turned helplessly to her
son. “The will was so full of queer,
legal words that ‘I couldn’t under-
stand it, Tommy,” she said, “but I
thought we .were sure of a home.”

“So we are, mammy dear,” Tom’s
big bass voice sounded like 8 roar in
the room after Joe’s thin pipe. “‘Un-

Bill has made vou a rich woman
for three years, and, after that—there’s
me! Comey I want to show you and
Janey somethine’’ He put his arm
about her and led her across the room
to a closed door, “This is my study,”
he eried, throwing it open. ‘‘I'va
cleangd gut all the rubbish and set up
that stove. Here are my Greek and
Latin books, in this pile on the table
and those on mathematics are in that.
There are my loose papers, pencils
and pads.”’

“What are you going to do, Tom-
my?” asked his mother, surveying it
all with awe.

“Do? I'm going to stuff, cram and

gorge myself with learnihg until New
Year's, There’'s a  scholarship at
Princeton and two hundved a year of-
fered in our school then and I'm going
to win it. That mecans a college
course and a lawyver's office aiterwara.
What do voun say to that, Jen? Thom-
as A. Helstone, attorney at law!
Judge Helstone! Some day most like-
lv w will be; Justice Thomas A. Hel-
stone of the supremg court of thé Uni-
ted States! Aha, mother, you will
have a house in Washington then, and
vou'll dress in velvets, even for break-
fast; and we'll spend my vacations
going to all the fish-breeding ponds
and all the zoos in the country.”
“You won't give up your fish, even
then Tom?"” asked his mother, with a
sigh.
“You'll look very queer, paddling
efter oyrtam in youf wig and gewn,”
caid Jane. She turned over the Greek
books with reverence. ““You've begun
\\l‘l‘l\, l 8¢ o
“Oh, yes,
are asleep at nicht.”
“What are these?”
from under the new, heavy volumes
some old, well-worn books. Among
them were ‘““Agassiz on Fishes’”’ Gun-
ther’s “‘Introduction’” and Owen’s ““An
atomy of Vertebrates.”” “Will they ex
amine you on these for the scholar-
ship?”’ she enquired.

cle

I study while vou women
said Tom.
Jane pulled out

(To be continued. )
S S—
ALMOST LOST.
——
But Saved Through = Letter from an old Ae-
guaintanee.

To the Editor ol the Monitor:—

1 feel it a duty to let the public
kpow through your paper what a
close call 1 had and how I escaped.
I was engaged as brakesman on the
C. P. R., and contracted rheumatism,
which soon became chronic. I became
unfitted for work, and finally was un-
able to walk, in which condition I
was when a letter from a friend in
Winnipeg toln me of Dr. Clarke's won-
derful Little Red PiHs, and how they
had cured several of his acquaintan-
ces. I resolved to try them and it
was only after taking six bottles that
I began to improve. I am now, I am
pleased to say, as well as ever, and
back at my old occupation. 1 believe
I would have died had it not been for
this marvellous medicine.—A. F. Wood
C. P. R., Montreal.

Thos. F. Gallwan, Marbank, Ont.,
says: Your pills are giving good re-
sults. My case is one of exzema of 17
years standing.

F. H. Yasts, Marlbank, Ont., says:
I have had stomach trouble for over
two years, and tried different reme-
dies. Three boxes of Dr. Clarke's Lit-
tle Red Pills did me more good than
anything I ever tried.

Peter D. McPadyen, Riverdals, P. E.
I., writes: I have used your pills for
stomach trouble and found them a
wonder. Your catarrh cure is also a
perfect cure.

Dr. Clarke’s Little Red Pills are a
ccrtain aure for rheumatism, asthma,
paralysis, eczema, coughs, backache,
indigestion,  stomach and liver trow-
bles, female complaints, even when the
diseases have been standing for many
vears. Price 50 cents per box. For
sale everywhere. The Canada Chem-
ical Company, Peterboro, Ont., will
forfeit $10 for any case tha¥ these pills
co not help.

Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Catarrh,
and Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Ee-
zéma, same price, $10 will be paid
tor any case they will not cure.

T bought a horse with a supposedly
incurable ringbone for $30.00, cured
him with 1 worth of Minard’s Lini-
ment, and sold him in four months
for 885: Profit on Liniment, 854.
MOISE DEROSCE,

Hotel Keeper

St. Phillip’s, Que., Nav. 1st, 1901.

_——

Be Carcful of Turpentine.
—

A word of warning must always be
sounded about the extreme inflamma-
bility of varnishes and stains when
turpentine is used. Never allow them
to come in contact with the fire. When
preparing the polish the wax may be
melted by setting it in a vessel of hot
water on the back of the range, but
when the turpentine is to be added,
take away from the fire.

Nakes short roads.
’J; l: E )
nd light loads,

; ‘,s
ood for everything

that runs on wheels,
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MAGAZINE NOTES.

The fiction number of Scribner’s mag-
azine is a remarkable issue in the emi-
nence of its authors, the absorbing in-
terest of their contributions and the
richness of its illustrations. To have
Rudyard Kiphng, J. M. Barrie, F.
Hopkimson Smith, Richard Harding
Davis, Edith Wharton and Quiller-
Couch contributors to a single issue
of a -magazine is unprecedented. In
addition some of the cleverest among
the younger writers are represented—
Andrews, Sewel. Ford and Arthur
i}hss Josephine Dodge Daskam, Mrs,
tubl.

Rudyard Kipling shows his keen ap-
preciation of the latest thing in sci-
ence as material for romance. ‘‘Wire-
less’”” is the title of his story, and it
is suggested by the ‘“‘Marconi busi-
ness.”” It starts in a Marconi station
back of a drug store on the coast of
England, and develops into one of the
wierdest and most imaginative stories
that Mr. Kipling ever wrote. No other
man living could have written it, and
it stands alone as a work of strong
imagination and the highest literary
skill.

The beginning of a new serial by J.
M. Barrie is an event in the world of
letters. ‘“The Little White Bird” is a
most delightfully fanciful tale of an
old club bachelor. a young married
couple and a charming little boy. All
of the pathos and tender fancy which
characterize Barrie at his best will be
found in this story, which will be
completed in the Fall numbers, What
the “‘Child’'s Garden of Verses” is to
lovers of Stevenson, ‘The - Little
White Bird”’ will become to the lovers
of Barrie.

Quiller-Couch tells a wildly imagin-
ative story —a sort of new Ara-
bian Nights called ‘‘Sindbad on Bur-
rator.” For it Howard Pyle has made
a wonderful series of pic¢tures in color.

Color printing in many dificrent va-
rieties is a ?:ature. For. the love
story of a Harvard athlete called A
Break #n“Training’”’ by Arthur Ruhl,
H- C. Christy has made a group of
charminy 1llustrations, printed in the
originay colors.

A horse story ‘‘Chieftian” by Sewell
Ford, which is also an amusing char-
acter study of an old Irishman, is il-
lustrated in color by F. D. Steele.

A fire-engine poem by Caroline Duer
has with it a full-page spirited draw-
ing in color by P. €. Yohn.

“The Grandfathers of Bob' is an-
other amusing tale by Mary R. S. An-
drews, showing her gift of spontaneous
humor for which A. B. Frost is an
ideal illustrator.

A charming portrait of Frank R.
Stockton, painted a few vears ago by
Mrs. Dora Wheeler Keith, is repro-
duced, with sketches of His former
home at Convent, N. J., by his neigh-
bor, A. B. Frost.

Poems hv Miss Thomas, Miss Das-
kam and Mr. Colton; artistic photo-
graphs by J. B. Carrington; a colored
frontispiece by Howard Pyle and a col
ored cover by Henry McCarter com-
plete this rich and artistic Fiction
Number.

. e -

IS IT PROPERLY APPRECIATED.

There is no institution, company or
individual, that doecs more gratuitous
work for the community at large than
the wide-awake newspaper. Year in
and year out, often times from gen-
eration to generation it is continually
called upon to perform services fog
which no remuneration is asked or ex-
pected, but which in other professions
would be paid for. It encourages ev-
erything that is calculated to promote
the well being and weliare of the lo-
cality where it lives, and moves and
has its being; it lends its weight to
Ythe assistance of every good cause; it
proclaims aloud the gdvantages or at-
tractions of its native town; it sug-
gests new enterpriges and endorses the
old ones; when opportunity offers it
helps the churches, the schools and the
benevolent institutions; it encourages
the good and condemns the evil in all
public matters; it repels unjust insin-
uations or attacks that may be made
against the places as a whole, or up-
on citizens individually, and it is or
ought to be a source of benefit to the
town where it is printed, and as such
it deserves to be supported and en-
couraged in a broad-minded spirit in
the legitimate field of its operat-
ions. Whether this is invariably the casa
or the efforts of the paper are always
properly appreciated, is somewhat
problematical; but frequently the re-
vorse would seem to be the rule.
. S

SUNBURNT FACES.

A complexion expert, who is a phy-
sician as well, calls attention to ‘the
fact that the texture of the skin is
injured when frequently subjected to
sunburn. The weather-beaten look of
some young women who have spent
tke  entire summer bareheaded a.d
without parasols on the beaches or in
the fields denotes.an actual change in
the skin layers that is very diflicult to
counteract. Beautiful complexions are
too often permanently injured by this
reckless exposure. In particular the
reflection of the sun upon the glaring
sand or water should be avoided, as
this burns more quickly than anything
else, says the New York Post. If a
veil is worn, one of a silk tissue is Let~
ter than the lace veil withdots or un-
even mesh. All authorities agres that
a sunburnt face should be treated with
oil or cream first, never with water,
which acts as a mordant, setting the
dye of sunburn. Wipe the face with
some good toilet cream, touching the
skin gently with soft old linen cloths,
and afterward apply a soothing pow-
der. Use, however, as much a@ possi-
ble the preventive of light hats, para-
sols, and on the beach veils to save
the skin.
C——————
One Common Cause of He: dche.

Perhaps the most zeneral causa of
headache and pain across the eyes is
nasal catarrh. The simplest cure is to
inhale the medicated vapor of Catarrh-
ozone which traverses eveiy air zell
and air passage of the lungs and nose.
It kills myriads of germs- at every
breath, clears away mucous discharg-
es, preserves and heals the membrane.
Catarrhozone is just a splendid remedy
for headache, and its action is certain
and unfailing in diseases of the Throat
and Lungs, Deafness, Bronchitis, As-
thma and Catarrh. A trial will con-
vince the most seeptical that Catarrhe
ozone is all right. Largo size, $1.00;
trial size 25¢. Druggists, or Polson &
Co., Kingston, Ont.

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills cure Constipalios.

“Dear heart that is growing weary,
Let not thy faith decay;
Some days of the year are dreary,
But the fogs will pass away.
Ever the sun shines somewhere,
Over the land and sea, -
Bo strong in thy faith and couraz¢
Thero are summers vet for thee.
—Selected by Alice S. Ballard.
a——— AT

“A little bit of patience often makes

the sunshine come,
And a little bit of love makes a very

happy home; :
A littl:plﬁt of hope makes a rainy day

look gay, -
And aml’ittfe bit of“chanty makes glad

a weary way.
Ask for Minard’s and take no other.




