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Professional Cards.
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AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

flice in Annapolis, cppesite Cenricon Gate.

—WILL BE AT HIE—

OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Tvery Thursday.

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

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&ar Money to loan ab five per cent on Real
Kstate security.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
$o 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.

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

DENTISTRY! !
DR. F. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

'Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1900.

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,

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

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000
Capital Paid-up, - 900,000
Rest, - - - - 505,000

26 of

DIRECTORS:
‘WM. ROBERTSON, W
. President.
C. C. BLACKADAR. J. H. SYMONS.
Gko. MrrcHELL, M.P.P. E.G.SMITH.
A, E. JONES.

ROCHE,
Yice-President.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager
¢ N, 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.
Collections solieited.

Bills of Exchange bonght and sold,
Highest rate allowed for money on

LY special depesit.

savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «
Bridgetown, N. 8.— N. R. Baurrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage.
Dartmouth, N. 8.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.
Digby, N. S.—J. E. Allen, Manager.
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.
Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.
Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
manager.
North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.
“Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. 0. Robertson,

apager. 2
mSc.gPeter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, actisg
manager,

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting

manager.

Wolfville, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.
CORRESPONDENTS.—

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

A. BENSON
UNDEBTAKER

and Funeral Director.

Caskets of all grades, and a full line of
funeral furnishings constantly on hand.

(labinet Work also attended fo.

warerooms at J. H. HICKS &
SON'’S factory. 39y

Examination
Supplies

Everything you need

—AT THE-

Central Book Store

B. J. ELDERKIN.

kiy

omifor,

SAT.US POPULI SUPREMA LEX HEST.

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(RANDOLPH S BLOCK.,)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate.” : 4“ly

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.
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\STHHA CUER FRBR

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and Permanent
Cure in All Cases.

SENT ABSOI.UTEL? FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

There 'is nothing like ASTHMA-
LENE. It brings instant relief,
even in the worst cases. It oures
when all else fails.

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Villa Ridge, IlL,
says: ** Your trial bottle of Asthmalene received
in good condition. I cannot tell you how
thankful I feel for the good derived from it. I
was a slave, chained with putrid sore throat and
Asthma for ten years. I despaired of ever being
cured. I eaw your advertisement for the cure
of this dreadful and tormenting disease, Asth-
ma, and thought you had overspoken yourselves,
but resolved to give it a trial. To my astonish-
ment the trial acted like a charm. Send me a
fuil size bottle.”

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER,
Rabbi of the Cong. Bnal Israel,
New York, Jan. 3cd, 1901
Dr. Tarr Bros'. Mepicise Co,
GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-
lent remedy for Asthma and Hay Fever, and its
composition alleviates all troubles which com-
bine with Asthma. Its success is astonishing
and wonderful,
After having it carefully analyzed, we can
state that ASTHMALENE conuaing no opium, morphine, chloroform or ether.
Very truly yours,
REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.

RELIEF.

0
Avox Springs, N. Y:, Feb. 1, 1901
Dr. Tarr Bros. Mepicixe Co. .
GENTLEMEN,—I write this testimonial from a sense of duty, having tested the wngder-
ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma. My wife has been afflicted
wich spasmodic asthma for the past 12 years. Having exhausted my own skill as ?vell a8
many others, I chanced to see your sign uponiyour windows on 130th street, New York, I
at onoe obtained a bottle of Asthmalene. My wife commenced taking it about the first of
November. I very soon noticed a radical improvement. After using one bottle her Asthma
has disappeared and she is entirely free from all symptoms. I feel that I can consistently
recommend the medicine to all who are afflicted with this distressing disease.
Yours respectfully, 0. D. PHELPS§, M. D.
: 0
Dr. Tarr Bros. Mepicize Co. Feb. 5, 1901,
GENTLEMEN,—I was troubled with Asthama for 22 years. I have tried numerous
remedies, but they have all failed. I ran across your advertisement and started with a
trial bottle. I found relief at once. I have since purchased your full sized bottle, and [
am ever grateful. I have family of four children, and for six years was unable to work, I
am now in the best of health and am doing business every day. This testimony you can
make such use of as you see fit. S. RAPH'AEL,, -
Home address: 235 Rivington St. 67 East 129th St., New York City.

Trial bottie sent absolutely free on receipt of postal

DO NOT DELAY. Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS.” MEDICINE
CO., 79 East 130th St., New Yerk City.
AL DRUGGISTS.

SOXs

It You Arg = = =
A Business Man =

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don’t
forget that the

(Ueckly Ionitor
Tob Department « =

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

*

o Q * * * *

WeE PRINT

Letterheads,
Demoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

Billbeads,
Statements,
. Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,
Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

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

. Weekly Monitor,  Bridgetown, 1. S.

WANTED

0ld brass Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and
Snuffers; old Mahogany Furniture. Also ol
Postage Stamps used before 1870 — worth most

LL persons having legal demands a inst
A th estate of F. eVlLLIAM BISHOP, late
of Clarence, deceased, are hereby required t
render the same, duly attested, within six
months from date, ard all persons indebted to
the said estate arethereby requested to make
immediate payment to f

v ANNIE LAURA BISHOP,

Administratriz.
Clarence, Sept. 24th, 1901, 3m

on the envelopes; old blue Dishes and China.
GranAdfather clocks, Good prices paid.

W W. A. KAIN,
oy 116 Germain Street,
tt S8T1. JomN, N. 8

Foetry,

God broke our years to hours and daye.

That hour by hour

And day by day,

Just going on a little way,

We might be able all along,

To keep quite strong.

Should all the weights of life

Be laid across our shoulders, and the
future, rife

With woe and struggle, meet us face to
face

At just one place

We could not go ;

Our feet would stop, and so

God lays a little on us every day,

And never, I believe, on all the way

Will burdens bear so deep,

Our pathways lie so steep,

Bur we can go, if by God’s power

We only bear the burdens of the hour.

When the Crimson's on the Maple.

When the crimson’s on the Maple, and the
gold ie on the corn,

Arches of crystal amethyst the morning's
gates adorn ;

The altar-fires of sacrifice blaze forth on
vale and hill,

As summer yields her sweet breath at the
priestess autumn’s will.

Oh, fair and white the birch’s arms as by
the brook she grieves,

Among the quivering grasses and the stricken
hiding leaves !

Oh, low the plantive requiem through woods
of verdure shorn,

When the crimson's on the maple and the
goldis on the corn.

When the crimson’s on the maple, and the
gold is on the corn,

Sandaled with light the shining hours that
speed the pallid morn,

The sumach dots her scarlet, the clematis
her snow,

Ana all along the woodland path the leaves
are flying low,

The bees forsake the clover, and begin their
droning flight,

While pendent from the berry bush hang
globes of ruby" light.

The chestnut burrs are dropping from their
leafy screen wind-torn,

When the crimson’s on the maple and the
gold is on the corn.

When the crimson’s on the maple, and the
gold is on the corn,

In pillared chambers of the west the even-
ing star is born;

And heavy haog the purple vines along the
gray stone-wall,

While near the reedy marsh-pool the bull-
frogs splash and call.

The torches of the golden-rod are glowing
in the green;

The trees like flaming seneschals, stand forth
in ruddy sheen;

The swallow’s nest hangs empty, all songless
and forlorn,

When the crimsoa’s on the maple, and the
gold is on the corn.

When the crimson’s on the maple and the
gold is on the cora,

A stealthy, hoary silversmith comes crisping
twig and thorn.

The last pale aster by the road bends low
her stricken head,

And yonder on a bier of moss, the forest
ferns lie dead.

Slowly the moon mounts golden stairs to her
mid heaven throne,

Beholding thence a world at rest; while in
her cloister lone

Koeels Night, & nun dark-hooded telling
her beads till mqff,

When the crimson’s on the maple and the
gold is on the corn.

— Zions Herald.
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" In the Little Hospital

A Touching Ingident of Two Patients Wha
Sailed Together.

BY P. Y. BLACK.

In the little country hospital the young
nurses were very good and attentive to
everybody, not having been in the business
long enough to have grown callous. They
were nice girls, mostly in their first year's
course, and their lips would twitch and their
faces whiten very often if the operating
room when they held a patient’s hand while
he died in the night. Bat they were brave
and went about the pretty hospital singing
softly in the cool corgidors, carrying little
white clothed trays to the sickrooms and
being the best of medicines themselves by
reason of their neatness, their bright eyes
and kind voices.

Now, one beautiful bright spring after-
noon, at the railroad junction in the town
two trains filled with pleasure seekers
smashed together, and the doctors and the
matron and the nurses were plunged into &
world of work, for ambulance after ambg-
lance came driving up from the scene of the
accident and left to the care of the girls
many people sorely hurt. And among them
was a very little boy about six years old,
whom nobody knew anything about, be-
cause his father and mother were both kill-
ed in the collision, and there was nothing on
them to show who or what they were except
that they were very poor. It iscomprehen-
sible that a very great deal of attention was
paid to this little fellow, and he would have
been placed in the women’sward, as the hospi-
tal was too emall for & children’s ward, but
the women’s ward was full. So the boy, quite
insensible, was laid on a cot in the men’s
ward, and next to him wae laid a big brown
bearded man, also insensible, from whose
clothes had been gathered quite a sum of
money and whose few papers went to show
that he had been a sailor. He was a very
rough looking map indeed,

The man came to his senses first, and it was
night. The nurse on watch was quite
firightened at the man. He was in pain,
and great allowance must be made for that,
but never in all her life had the little nurse
to listen to sach words as came from the big
brown bearded man’s lips. He wanted to
get up and go right away, but he found he
could not move his great massive legs. So
he began to abuse his fate and the railway,
and the hospital and the nurse and mankind
in general. He was a very bitter-mouthed
man indeed. The little nurse by the light
of the night lamp did her best to soothe him
because he roused other patients, and there
was a terrible moaning and wailing in the
small ward. And all at once the small boy
came to his senses, too, just for a minute,
and his face was turned to the sailor’s face,
aud his eyes fell upon the sailor's eyes. He
was not quite sensible yet, for it seemed he
miatook the sailor for his dead paps, and he
said very prettily :

“Good morning, dad. How are you this
morning 1"

The sallor, looking fnto the little fellow’s
eyes was abashed and stopped his swearing
and was eilent for a moment, and thea mut-
tered clumsily :

“I'm all right.”

“That’s nice,” said.the boy, and became un-
conscious again.

The sailor did not abuse anything any
more just then, but lay groaning and every
now and again when the little nurse slipped
by in called to her soltly,

to -her to
look at the boy,

“Pretty boy | Hethought I was his dad,”
he said and would have laughed only his
pain made him grosn instead. Again he
vaught the nurse’s hand.

“Said iv was pice, he did. Cute, ain't
he ! And then his face twisted in pain.

Bat neither counld the sailor rise from his
back, and neither could the sailor hope to
sail the sea again, for he was in the same
case with the child, and both were slowly
dying. At first sometimes the big brown
man would forget himself in his pain, and
the nurses would shut their ears, terrified,
and the matron would threaten to move
him to a room.by himself, and that fright.
ened him to silence, for ever since the acci-
dent he had a great love for the child. The
child would look at his huge friend in sur-
prise wh-n he fell into one of his rages and
Bay :

“Qh, John, that's not nice !"

And John would bite his lips at once and
be patient. Then the child would say :

“‘How do you feel, John ?"

And the sailor would answer :

“First rate, Joe.”

“That’s nice,” little Joe would say. And
they would lie quiet and look out of the
window at the river and beyond where the
big hills purpled to the skies and were al-
ways looking up.

So it was in the mornings, when Joe seem-
ed always first awake and ready to have his
bands and face washed by the nurse. He
could not turn about to see the other pa-
tients, bat he learned all their names, and as
soon as he heard them moving be always
asked very politely :

“And how do you feel Mr. Smith 1"

And Mr. Smith would always answer be-
cause it pleased the child 1

“First rate, Joe.”

““That's nice,” said Joe. And so he would
ask each in turp, and to each answer, al-
ways the same, he would reply cheerfully,
“That’s nice.”

And when they asked him how it went
with him he always said, though sometimes
with an effort, “I'm pretty well, thank
you.” Then everybody would say with real
pleasure, **That nice, Joe.”

So the summer went on, and very few
patients came to the hoepital, and John and
Joe were all alone, save the nurses who
grew to dread the time that was soon to
part the friends.

At last they told the sailor that there was
no hope at all for him. A clergyman came
to prepare him. He took the news very
calmly, but instantly whispered :

“And the little fellow, Joe 1"

“Don’t tell him,” said the minister. ““He's
so innocent he needs no preparation. But
you

For days the poor sailor was in_much
trouble, and one night he whispered to bis
little companion :

“Joe, say you was rich as Vanderbilt and
he was going a long sail, would you leave
me behind ?”

“No, John,” said the child, very earnest-
ly; “I would want you to come.too.”

“Would you feel sorry, Joe, to sail away
and leave me on the wharf, or—or if you
waa safe in a fine big ship, see me busted to
pieces on the rocks ?”

“John,” said the child, “I would jump
out and pull you to my ship, I would.”

“Good old Joe,” said the sailor, and eaid
nothing more until prayer time, when he
squeezed Joe's hand and whispered :

“Pray bhard, Joe. Pray bard for me to
come along.  Pray for two, Joe.” :

And little Joe prayed for two.

The two used to watch for the searchlight
of the big night boat which ran between
two great citiea on the river. When the
steamer turned a point, its light flashed for
an instant full on the front of the little hos-
pital. Joe and Jobn, hand in hand, very,
very weak now, would lie and watch for it.
Joe had made a story that it knew they
were there and smiled in on purpose to say
*Good night.” Always he piped ‘good-
night,” in return and John also. Then Joe,
squeezing the once powerful bairy hand,
would feebly ask :

«How do you feel, John, to-night ?”

«First rate, Joe,” poor John would an:
swer with a smothered groan.

*“That’s nice.”

And they would lie very still or gradually
go to sleep.

And #0 one night the steamboat came up
the river and turned the point and cast its
light upon the little hospital,

“Good night,” said the sailor in a very
low, husky whisper, while Joe's little hand
rested on bis. But the boy's eyes were
wide with a strange light.

«It didn't say “‘good night,” Jobn,” he
whispered, and tried to cqnoeu his friend’s
hand. “It eaid good-by.”

The sailor tried to rise in bed, but was un-
able even to call out. He saw the river bub
he could not see the other side. It was
dark. He was afraid. His fingers closed
around the child’s feebly.

“How— do—you —feel— to-night, dear
John 1" ssid little Joe’s voice very sorely
and tenderly.

There was a moment’s pause. The sailor’s
voice rang out with a glad cry :—

“First rate Joe.”

“That’s nice,” said the child.

And the little nurses, running in. found
"7‘3? friends had gone together.—Los Angeles

'imes.

A Certain Remedy for Corns,

And one always to be relied upon is Pat-
nam’s Painless Corn Extractor. Safe, sure
and always painless. Nearly fifty imitations
prove its value. Beware of such. Get Put-
pam’s.at druggists, or if you cannot get it we
will send it to you by mail upon receipt of
25 cents, post paid, to Canada or United
States. N. C. Polson & Co. Kingston Ont.

The Value of Sympathy.

By George 8. Cuthbertson.

With a shadow of impatience on her
wrinkled brow, Mrs.: Page Lossed the gar-
ment she was mending on the iable and leaned
wearily back in the old-fashioned, willow
rocking-ohair. Turning to her husband, who
sat by the window reading, she said com-
plainingly:

«“Dear me ! Jonas, I believe I've got one o'
the worst headaches I've had in many a day!
An’ there’s such a stitch in my left side, I
eally—

“Thar ye go it ag’in, Car'liny!” exclaimed
Mr. Page, irritably, as he crushed the news-
paper in his hand and flang it into the rack
above his head. “I vow I never saw the
beat! Wimmen are cur'ous critters —allers
makin’ sich a great how-d’you do’bout noth-
in’. Gotsome new ache or pain ev'ry minit
of the day. - Then they be forever whinin’
an’ tellin’ ye of it! Ye never hear none o'
us men groanin over ev'ry triflin’ thing that
happens to us.”

“Now, Jonas, ye know bettr'n that, but
ye allers was s0 on-reason’ble; no symp'thy
for anybody, an’ no feeli’s mor'n a stick of
wood! 1f I'd had the least idee in my girl-
hood days how heartless you was, 1 never
would hev married »

“Lan’ sakes, Car’liny! don’t din that old
story into my ears ag'in! Three bundred
an’ sixty-five days in the year, I've heard ye
siogin’ it reg'lar, till I can repeat the hall
bus'ness, word for word. If I'm heartless
an’ crool, as ye 'cuse me of bein’, it's yer
goin’s on like this what's made me. Every-
body bas his own ills to bear an’ I ain't ex-
empted from ’em more’n ye be, yet I ain’t a-
tellin’ ye of it all the time. ’Nother thing,
I firmly believe it’s over half ’imagination
that ails ye—ye let yer mind git too much
control over yer body.’

As these taunting remarke left his lips,
the ill-natured spouse seized his hat and
flounced out of the house, slamming the door
behind him,

Two silent, unbidden teardrops trickled
gently down the thin, faded cheeks of Mra.
Page, as she bent far forward and resumed
her sewing.

“Mebbe I am rather fretful,’ she said to
herself, thoughtfully. “I'll try to keep my
troubles to myaelf after this; but it’s hard to
git no pity when one’s feelin’ so miser’ble.

“Jonas allers looks to me for symp'thy,
when he’s eick,” she continued. ‘He'll go
to his bed an’ take on an’ hev me wait on
bim; with me it’s dif’rent—I've got to keep
workin’ away, no matter how bad I feel.
"Magination ! Jess you till Jonas Page has
his next allin’ spell an’ see how I'll symp’-
thize with him /”

Her eyes gleamed and glowed, and her
lips closed tightly with a peculiar twitch of
determination,

Nothing more was seen of Jonas until he
came in to supper. He appeared somewhat
disconsolate and had his left hand wrapped
up in his red bandsna handkerchief. He
didn’t say apnything when he removed the
covering and an ugly, ragged wound extend-
ing half way across the palm was disclosed
to view.. He looked oconsiderably disap-
pointed, however, when he found that the
sight of it attracted only a passing glance
from “Car’liny,” and didn’t even rouse her
womanly curiosity enough to inquire how it
had happened.

How tantalizing she could act. She
didn't offer to assist him in binding it up,
let nlone express regret at its occurrence,
but stood by the stove dishing up the pota-
toes as unconcernedly as though nothing out
of the usual had taken place.

Jonas heaved & heavy sigh and walked
silently into the pantry, where on the little
corner shelf be procured a strip of court-
plaster with which he carefully drew the
edges of the wound together.

The evening meal was eaten in moody
silence. Jonas alwaya drank two cups of
tea, but rather than make the first “‘break
in the ice” by asking for the cup to be re-
plenished, he got along with one. All the
time he kept wondering what could possibly
have occasioned this remarkable alteration
in his wife’s deportment; he finally came to
the conclusion it was owing to the indiffer-
ence he had manifested concerning her head-
ache,

“This kind of actin’ is somethin’ new,” he
grumbled on his way to the barn to finish
the chores. “If she’s so sens'tive as to git
her back up ’bout a triflin’ piece o’ nonsense
like that, she kin jest keep it there ! The
only time I ever got down on my knees to
her was when I popped the marriage ques-
tion; an’ now if she thinks that by goin’
'round with a pout on her face, she’ll get
me to back down an’ eat humble pie, she’s
barkin’ up the wrong tree. When I say &
thing, it’s said for all time.

His hand was exceedingly sore; it was con-
tinually in his way and everything he at-
tempted to do he injured it anew.

At length when he seated himself beside
the brindle cow and devoted himself to the
milking, which task he had to perform with
a single hand, his temper gob quite beyond
his management.

“Lan’ sakes !” he sputtered. ‘‘Car'liny
don’t seem to care no more fer me than if I
was some scalawag dog. If she had one
spark o’ kindness, she would hev cffered her
services with the chores. She might » done
the milkin’ anyway 1"

While conducting this one-sided conversa-
tion, he proceeded to extract the milk with
quick, savage jerks and entirely forgot to
accord the worthy bovine the respect she
believed was due to an animal of her rank.
Not possessing the power of speech she made
use of the only available means at hand of
successfully remonstrating ageinst such
barbarous treatment; for concentraticg
a vast amount of strength in her right hind
leg, she unexpectedly exhibited a surprising
degree of celerity and caressed Mr. Jonas
Page’s shin bone with her rough hard hoof
in & manner that was not calculated to in-
spire undying gratitude; at least Jonas
didu’t take it that way, if we may regard
the forcible language he used (we will not
repeat it) as a candid expression of his feel-
ings.

“Drat the beast " he exclaimed, angrily,
picking up his pail which had been kicked
some distance' to one side, and recommenc-

ing operations with gentler movements.
*“Wha'ts got into her—seem’s though every-
thing on the farm was itchin’ to git into a
fight 1 I'll bet a dollar my leg’s black an’
blue; there’s a lump comin’ on it big’'s a hen’s
egg. I'll probably be lame now fer a month 1"

Hie work at the barn finslly concluded,
he hobbled slowly into the house. Mrs.
Page had gone to bed and Jonas disliking to
disturb her, hunted fully half an hour for the
liniment bottle. Man-like, he at first neg.
leoted to procure a light, but felt in its uenal
place, in the darkness, and failed to locate
it. He ran across the ink bottle, however;
it was on the corner shelf, perilously near
the edge, and his sleeve brushing sagainst it
rolled it over on ite side, spilling a portion
of its contents on the shelf and the remainder
on the spotless floor of the pantry.

The last letter he wrote he lost the cork
out of the bottle and thoughtlessly put it
away without putting in a new stopper.

«T'Il ketch it now !” he declared, ruefully,
when he had obtained a light and taken a
view of the damage done. “Ev’ry ’tarnal
thing’s gone wrong to-day. Where in the
name o’ goodness is that pesky liniment ?
House an’' all in it goin’ to wreck an’ ruin,
just through sheer carelessness. Car’liny’s
80 slack—no place fer nuthin’ an’ nutbin’ in
its place! That ink wouldn’t hev been
spilt if the liniment bottle was where it orter
be.”

Standing on a chair aod holding the lamp
high above his head, he scanned carefully
each of the top shelves and then looked
through the cupboards; but the object of his
quest stubbornly refused to be found. In
desperation he pulled the cover off the salt
barrel and even peeked into the flour-bin.

*No use talkin’, I've got to hev that lini-
ment. 1f I don’t bathe my leg with it I
won’t be able to git onto my feet tomorrow,”
he said quernlously.; Then raising his voice
to a pitch sufficiently loud to awaken the
dead, were it possible, he cried :

“Car’liny, I say Car'liny, where's the
liniment bottle? Where the deuce do you
deep it ? Half the time 'taint in it's place !”

“Of course it ain’t in its place when you
git done a-usin’ it,” came the deliberate re-
tort in chilling accents from the bed-room.
“‘Perhaps if you took the trouble to look out
on the wash-bench, you'd find it where ye
had it 'fore eupper.”

“Spunky’s ever,” commented Jonas, under
his breath. “‘Sure 'mough—come to think
’bout it—I did hev the plaguey thing there
doein my sore hand. Why didn’t I hev my
wits ’bout me, without “askin’ Car’liny;
might a-known I wouldn’t git a civil answer.’

This particular liniment was a prepara-
tion in which Jonas had unshaken faith; and
he proceeded, with many stifled grunts and
groans to apply a liberal quantity to his in-
jured-leg. It was indeed a severe and pain-
ful bruise; the swelling was apparently get-
ting larger and taking on a purple hue.

*“Wal, I guess I kin retire—at last,” he
said, looking at the old clock in the kitohen
corner, whose faithful hands pointed to the
eleventh hour.

As he sank down on the soft feather bed
and drew the warm clothing about him; a
pleasant sense of restfulness came over his
weary frame; but his mind was far from ex-
periencing a similar semsation. A train of
sober reflection had taken possession of it.

“I ain’t no more exempted from ills than
you be, yet I ain’t tellin’ ye of 'em all the
time.” These words kept coming before
him incessantly and just the least bit of &
pang of regret that he had uttered them be-
gan to gnaw at his heart strings.

A multitude of ills were coming upon him
a good deal sooner than he had anticipated.
He wasu't prepared for their visit and, some-
how or other, his stock of fortitude appear-
ed exceedingly small. It was very difficult
to lie there and suffer and receive no tender
words of sympathy to which he was accus-
tomed when ill or in trouble on previous oc-
casions.

He had boasted of his wonderful powers
of endurance—‘‘he wouldn’t whine over
every triflin’ thing that happened to him”—
oh, no; yet several times he checked himself
from pouring forth a doleful rehearsal of
his afflictions into ““Car’liny’s” ears.

Sleep came to him at last, but its stop
was brief. He awoke shortly after mid-
night in most intense agony from toothache.

“Christopher C’lumbus !” he groaned.
“What'll come next—ow—um ! Job was
afflicted an’ 8o 'm I. Ouach—Car’liny—ow—
um—get the toothache drops—my confound-
ed head’s goin’ to jump off I

Mrs. Page, thus rudely aroused, sprang
up in alarm and confusion. She heard only
the sound of her husband’s stentorian voice;
she didn’t understand what he said, but im-
agined from the tone that something serious
Wae wrong.

“What’s the matter, Jonas !’ she asked,
rather excitedly.

“Lan sakes, Car’liny—matter ? It's the
toothache—the worst I've had in a long
time | Um—ouch—git the drops, I say—
quick !”

*Thar ye go it ag’in, Jonas, I declar’ ! 1
never'saw yer ekil. Men are more bother'n
they’re worth, twice over ! Got some new
ache or pain both day an’ night; an’ now you
bev the imp’dence to 'waken me out o’ a
sound sleep to go whinin’ and tellln’ me of
i

“Bat, Car'liny,—”

“Oh, you needn’t expect any symp'thy
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from me; an’ if ye think ye're goin’ to Iay
thar an’ take on till mornin,’ an’ keep me
from sleepin’ ye're mistaken ! "Nother thing,
1 firmly believe it’s more’n half 'magination
that ails ye—ye let yer mind git too much
control over yer body. You kin bunt up
them drops yerself—I'm goin’ upetairs an’
see if I can git quietness and peace !”

With these words, Mrs. Page sprang out
of bed and lightly ascended the stairway,
leaving Jonae so surprised and bewildered
that for a minute he absolutely forgot the
pain in his tooth.

“Car'liny’s givin’ me a dose of my own
med'cine, I guess,” and » sudden tinge of
shame dyed his face. ‘“Whew ! 'nother
tooth beginin’ to howl an jump—'sif one
wasn’t plenty. I've got to git them drops
an’ I might as well git 'em first as last.”

He swung himeelf cautiously out of bed
snd hobbled to the pantry. Fortunately
his search was not as prolonged as whem
seeking the liniment. But to his great dis-
appointment, scarcely enough of the remedy

ined for ome applicati The relief,
though immediate, was only temporary.
The pain returned in less than an hour.
The rest had undoubtedly recuperated it fow
it seemed to possess double the force.

Positively, Jonas was in a deplorable con<
dition; his hand throbbed in & disagreeabl
manner, his leg was swollen and stiff and
sore, and his teeth—well, words are utterly
inadequate to express the extreme pain they
caused him.

In his younger days he attended church
regulerly and evinced considerable activity
as a member; and now in his misery he
remembered and repeated several of his old~
time prayers. Their good effect, however,
were destroyed by the flow of stronger lane
guage that invariably succeeded them.

“I've stood this thing long’s I'm going to,”
he said fiercely. ““Here's three mortal hours
gone by an’ 'taint no better. I'll jist bitoh
up an’ drive over to Rideway, rouse up the
dentist, an’ hev these tormented teeth yanke
ed ous in a jiffy.”

Donning his great coat and muffler, he
proceeded to the barn. No sooner had the
outside door closed at his heels, than Mrs.
Page’s white-robed figure came gliding down
the stairway.,

With lamp in hand, she entered the bed~
chamber. Disorder reigned supreme. Four
medicine bottles, prominent among them
the flask of liniment which for once had nos
proved equal to the emergency, two wes
towels, a basin of water, and a bag of hope
were struug over the bureau. A couple of
quilts and a pillow lay on the floor, while
other bedclothes were rolled in a ball down
by the footboard.

As Mrs. Page noted these particulars, the
stern lines around her eyes and mouth relax~
ed; and & look, in which anxiety and com-
passion were blended, passed over her fes-
tures.

“Poor Jonas !” she murmured audibly.

wonder if he's yet found out the value of

ympathy ?” -

After dressing herself, she commenced re<
storing the room to rights and had nearly
sacceeded when the sound of carriage
wheels reached her ears and, glancing out
she perceived in the hazy dusk of esrly
morning that it was Jonas driving rapidly
away.

@ When he returned some two hours later,

Mrs. Page noticed directly that her hus«
band’s face wore a radically different expres-
sion. She thought first the loss of his two
front teeth was accountable for the change
in his appearance, but this she realized to be
an erroneous idea when Jonas came into the
house and, walking (or rather limping)
straight up to her, placed both hands on her
shoulders.

“Car’liny,” and his voice seemed strang-
ely husky. *Car’liny, you an’ I hev been
a-livin’ together an’ a bearin’ each other's
burdens nigh onto twenty years and yester-
day we were foolish 'nough to [quarrel 'bous
the small—I mean the great matter o’ sym-
pathy. Comin’ home from Ridgeway I got te
thinkin’ it all over; an’ I kin see now where
I was wrong. Faot is I've been too indepen-
dent lately—1 needed the lesson ye taught
me last night. Life’s an up-hill road an it's
best to lean on one 'nother when we come te
the rough places. I want to ask you to
bury the hatchet—will ye do it *”

And Mrs. Page answered seriously: I
will 1” i

Innovation in Methodist Chureh.

Toronto, Sept. 29:h.—There was an i«
novation in the Methodist Church service at
Sherbourne street church to-day. Male and
female members of the choir appeared im
black gowns like university professors, with
white collars and ties. The women had no
hats, but wore black velvet bows in their
hair. The congregation is wealthy, and the
gowns are intended to put an end to any dia-
tinction in dress and prevent rivalry among
the ladies. The congregation is highly
pleased.
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A Big Quarters Worth

is always found in a bottle of Polson’s Nerv-
iline, the best household liniment known. It
cures rheumatism, npeuralgia, toothache,
headache, sickstomach, in fact it is good for
everything a liniment ought to be good for.
Mothers find it the safest thing to rub om
their children for sore throat, cold on the
chest, sprains and bruises. Never be with-
out Polson’s Nerviline. It willecure the
pains and aches of the entire family and re-
lieve a vast amount of suffering every year.
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—Remember the worde which Tennyson
puts in the lips of the dying King Arthur:

“Pray for my soul. More things are wrought
by prayer

Than this world dreame of ; wherefore let
thy voice

Rise like a fountain for me night and day.

For what are men better than sheep or goats

That nourish a blind life within the brain,

If, knowing God, they lift not hands ef

prayer,

Both for themeelves and those who call them
friends ?

For so the whole round earth is every way

Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.

Unimpeachable.

If you were to see the unequalled volume
of unimpeachable testimony in favor of
Hood’s Sarsaparilla, you would upbraid your-
self for so long delaying to take this effect-
ive alterative and tonic medicine for thas
blood disease from which you are euffering.

It eradicates scrofula and all other hume
ors and cures their inward and outward efe

ects.
Take Hood’s Sarsaparilla.
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