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Up Hill.

Does the road wind a 
Yes, to the very en 

Will the day's journey take the whole long 
day?

From morn to night, my friend.

But is there for the night a resting place,
A roof for when the slow dark hours begin! 

May not the darkness hide it from my face? 
You cannot miss that inn.

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?
Those who have gone before.

Then must I knock, or call when just in 
eight?

They will not keep you standing 
door.

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak? 
u shall find the sum. 
beds for me and all who seek? 

Yes, beds for all who come.

p hill all the way?

at the

Of labor yo 
Will there bo

Our Only Day.

Were this our only day,
Did not our yesterdays and morrows give 
To hope and memory their interplay, 

How should we bear to live?

Not merely what we are.
But what we were and what we are to be, 
Make up our life—the far days each a star, 

The near days nebulte.

At once would love forget
bliss,

pangs of fond regret, 
here no day but this.

And who, to win a friend, 
Would to the secrets of his heart invite 
A fellowship that should begi 

Between a night and

Were t

in and end 
night?

Who, too, would pause to prate 
Of insult, or remember slight or scorn?
Who would this night lie down to sleep with

Were there to be no morn?

Who would take heed to wrong,
To misery's complaint or pity's call,
The long wail of the weak against the strong, 

If this onp day were all?

And what were wealth with shame, 
vanity of office, pride of caste,

The winy sparkle of the bubble fame,
If this day were the last?

The

Ay, what were all days worth 
Were there no looking backward or before— 
If ever human life that drops to earth 

Were lost for evermore?

But each day is a link 
Of days that pass and never pass away;
For memory and hope—to live, to think 

Each is our only day.
—Coates Kinney, in Harper s Magazine.
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Dot's Strange Visitor.
The tall, century-old clock in the quaint 

tiled, hall clangs forth the hour.
Gwen closes her book and counts the nine 

discordant strokes.
“ Dear me,” she yawns, “I thought it was 

eleven at least. Fancy what our friends in 
town would think of retiring at this hoar.”

“ But you are not really going to bed? I 
protest. I’m not sleepy.”

“And it is not you who are going,” she 
laughs provokingly. “ What lots of trouble 
you always borrow, Dot, to be be sure. 
Now when you have lived as long as I have 
you will have learned better.”

“ I hope,” I retort snappishly, “I will 
never learn, if I live to be a hundred, to be 
as disagreeable and selfish as you are, Gwen­
dolen Kay ne.”

“ And since when, Dolly, have I become 
‘disagreeable and self fish’ in your estimation? 
Once upon a time I know you thought your 
big sister was perfection.”

“ And so I did, and so you were, Gwen, 
before you went abroad with Aunt Helen. 
You have never been the same since that 
gloomy winter in France, when I was pack­
ed off to a convent and you staid in Paris.
I have hated Paris ever since.”

“ And so have I,” assents Gwen, quickly, 
with a downright sincerity that amazes me 
“ for Paris was most cruel to me. It rob­
bed me of my greatest pleasure—my heart, 
my faith my self respect. In Paris, Dolly, 
I first learned the wondrous bitter-sweet les­
sons of loving, with its inevitable sequence 
of anguish and despair. Yes, child, I too 
hate Paris.”

She is restlessly pacing the floor now, her 
hands clasped above her head, the loose 
sleeves of her teagown falling back and re­
vealing the marvellous beauty of her arms.

“Tell me about it, Gwen,” I pleaded, 
eagerly, “ It is a good night for a story.”

“Story,” she echoes scornfully, “it is not 
worthy the name, it is at best but a weak, 
pitiful confession, and one I had thought, 
aye, sworn, never to reveal! But, alas, we 
cannot gauge our own strength and weakness 
He was a young Englishman, Dolly, hand­
some, knightly, noble, chivalrous, in short 
everything that was adorable. I adored. 
He adored. We both adored.”

“ And then?"
“ Then,” with a hateful inimitable Paris­

ienne shrug. “ Then he was cross, surly, 
jealous, unbearable. He quarrelled."

“ You nean, Gwen, that she quarrelled.”
“ I mean nothing of the kind," loftily, “it 

was all bis fault:—”
“I do not believe, I know—”
“ You know nothing about it, you absurd 

child, how could yon?”
“ But I know something about you, Gwen, 

about your abomnable pride, your insuffer­
able arrogance, your reckless wilfulness. I 
know that you have been petted, spoiled, 
flattered, beyond all reason. I know also 
that you are a thorough coquette, and

“Oh, since you know so much Miss Wis­
dom,” she interrupts angrily, “ It would be 
useless to enlighten you further. Good 
night,” taking up her candle.

“Oh, Gwen, don’t go, don’t go, finish the 
story, please. I do so want to hear how it 
ended.”

“ It never quite ended at all," she says. 
It stopped abruptly that was all. I went 
my way. He went hie. I wonder sometimes 
if he finds it quite as dreary and desolate as 
I do. I suppose not, or—or—but I am going 
up stairs all the same. Good-night, Dolly.”

I regret my impetuous outbreak and 
ponder on the wisdom of the proverb that 
silence is golden. I regret the odd, nnfor- 
aeen freak of fate that has resulted in our 
being left alone in this gloomy, grand old 
house for this one night. I regret the severe 
storm that is raging without.

I regret the unexpected telegram of the 
morning that had called uncle suddenly 
away, for my courage is pot of an heroic 
character. We have not drawn the curtains 
and left the shades up. I walk to the win­
dow and peer out. Ugh! what a gruesome 
night it is. As I press my face against the 
glass 1 gradually become aware that I am 
not staring into unqualified snow and dark­
ness, but directly into another face—a bold,
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glow on the hearth, and where, thank God! 
the door of the little inner room is still oloeed, 
intact as I had left It. He is not, then, my 
handsome hunter, Identical with this murder­
ous wretch in our wake, but his own true 
•elf, the bonifide honorable gentleman I had 
supposed: an angel entertained unawares, ne 
It were. The revulsion is so great that I 
grow faint and giddy, and my knees almost 
totter as I stop, pointing to the door.

“ This room,” I say, “ contains that which 
is the most valuable in all the house. Wait 
and I will unlock it.”

It takes me some time to unfasten the 
door. I rattle the knob, I jingle the key, I 
talk rapidly, and even laugh aloud. The 
man becomes impatient, perhaps suspicious, 
for he mutters a fierce oath. But I must 
awaken him thoroughly, my knight of the 
sombrero; he must be on the alert to accom­
plish anything in the way of defense. I suc­
ceed, for when the door yields, he is standing 
erect and on the qui-vive for any emergency. 
O, if I had only allowed him to keep his gun. 
For a moment there was consternation and 
confusion most dire.

“ Trapped by God!” swears the burglar, 
but coolly raised his revolver and fires with 
sure and deadly aim. I shrieked, but G wen- 
dolen who has up to this moment been pas­
sive as marble, suddenly glows into life, and 
with a lightning-like spring knocks the weap­
on upward, and the bullet crashes through 
the ceiling. Before he can fire a second time 
he is felled, almost senseless, by a blow from 
the stranger, who quickly possesses himself 
of the pistol that had been knocked from the 
man’s grasp.

My hero is now, beyond all question, 
master of the field. The burglar, though 
partially stunned, is quick enough to realize 
the position and to see that the tables are 
turned. To my amazement, he cowers in 
abject terror, on his knees, whinning and 
pleading piteously for mercy.

“ Is there anywhere we can store this brute 
safely, until he can be handed over to the 
majesty of the law?”

“ The cellar,” I suggest, and the cellar is 
finally decided upon, as most adequate to 
serve the purpose of an impromptu jail, the 
apertures being Iron-barred, and the only 
entrance bolted and barricaded. And so, 
when the fellow has been compelled to dis­
gorge, and I am once more the happy pos­
sessor of my rings, the procession starts anew, 
I again leading the way. When the cellar 
door is reached our deliverer, sans ceremony, 
collara-lhe ruffan and with one skilful touch 
of his boot sends him rolling and cursing to 
the bottom of the steps.

“ Bravo!" I exclaim, clapping my hands as 
the great door clangs to and the lock is se­
cured. “ Now, Gwen’—but are wonders 
never to cease! I turn and behold! Gwen, 
my stately, dignified sister, is clasped, night­
gown and all, in the stranger’s arms. She is 
sobbing hysterically, and he is kissing her 
raptuously, and talking in a wild, absurd 
fashion about “ hie lost darling and love,” 
and now that he has found her he will never 
more lose sight of her and such extravagant, 
disgusting nonsense, ad infinitum.

“Gwen! Gwen? What does this mean?” 
I demanded indignantly.

“ I—I—It means----- . I forgot you were
there, Dolly, really, forgive me,” freeing 
herself and standing a beautiful bare foot, 
abashed culprit. Only for a moment how­
ever, then she rallies and raises her head 
proudly and says distinctly:

“ It means that this is the gentleman I 
was telling you about to-night, Dot. The 
gentleman I met in Paris. This,” turning 
toward him and drawing me to her, “ is the 
dear little sister—”

“ Don’t Gwen, please don’t introduce us 
now,” I protested, suddenly mindful of the 
properties. “ I would much prefer waiting 
until I get my clothes on.”

With this 1 beat a hasty retreat, and Gwen 
is not slow to follow, verily, I believe, for 
the first time conscious of her dishabille.

ALMOST DEAD. History of Melvern Square.

The pretty little village of Melvern8qnarp^| 
situated at the foot of the North 
has a very interesting history. The placé 
looks very different now from what U did 
when the first grant was given, more them 
one hundred years ago. The men who have 
helped to build us this little village have 
made their mark also in the World.

The grant above referred to is known as 
the Gates and Fales grant, and was issued 
by Governor Parr in 1787. The original 
grant is at present in the possession of Major 
Jacques, a resident of this place. The seal J 
attached to (his grant is 2} inches in diameter, v 

The bound ries named by this grant went 
the Annapolis river on the south, the base 4 
line on the north running along the face of 
the North mountain, Kings county line on % 
the east, and the Dodge road on the west. 1 
A square has since been formed by roads 
inside this one. The grant included every- J 
thing in this region except the while pine " ' 
timber and minerals. This contained 103S 
acres of well-wooded land, having two beau­
tiful streams winding their way from the 

„ North mountain down to the AnnapolM 
river, one known as the Wiswall brook, the 
other as the McNeil brook.

Captain Gates, a loyalist from New Eng- x 
land, was of a sturdy race. He received a | 
grant of land extending from the Annapolis 
river to the shore of the Bay of Fnndy weet 
of the Melvern Square grant. It Is from 
him yiat the Gates Mountain takes its name.
He lived in what is now known as Middleton, j 
Hie son, James Gates, was concerned in the t 
Melvern Square grant. He settled on the ■ 
post road equidistant from Kingston and 
YVilmot stations. In 1820 he built a mill on 
the banks of the W is wall brook, and for 25 
years white pioe was made Into lumber, 
floated down to the river and then shipped 
to Boston. This was contrary to the wishes . 
of the governor, bnt as Governor Parr did 
not visit Melvern Square very often, they 
carried on their business unmolested. The 
mill that is at present running In 
Square is on the same site.

There were others besides tboee men­
tioned in the grant who played an important :if 
part in the history of this village. Two 
others were the McNeils and the Wis walls. : 
John McNeil, a native of Scotland, was the 
foreman in the building of Kings College al 1 
Windsor. He was the first to build a brick j 
chimney in Melvern Square, obtaining the 
clay from a claybed where the Baptise j 
church now stands.

The W is walls came from New York. They 1 
were the first to introduce musical instre- i 
ments, and performed on them welL They j 
also established the first Sabbath-schools.

I will now mention a few of the leading j 
characteristics of the different families, and Ï 
this will help ns to better understand the j 
people of Melvern Square to-day.

The Gates were pious, industrious, and i 
strictly honest.

The Fales were mechanically ingenious, j 
not very industrious, and possessed a quaint J 
humor.

Wiswalls had educational ad vantage»111 ■

PITIABLE CONDITION OF A YOUNG GIRL IN 
TORONTO.

A Mysterious Illness—Doctors Were 
Unable to Give Her Any Relief— 
Her Uncle’s Story of the Cask. 

From the Toronto News.
The remarkable recovery of Cora Gray from 

a mysterious illness that baffled two of the 
beet known physicians of West Toronto has 
been the subject of a good deal of talk among 
the residents in the neighboihood of Bloor 
street and Brunswick avenue. As it was ex­
pressively put by a neighbor, “she was all 
but dead, when suddenly she began to regain 
strength, and in a short time was out on the 
street with the color restored to her cheeks 
and the brightness to her eye.

Learning of the case a News reporter called 
on her uncle, Alpheus Ramsay, who is the 
proprietor of the Bloor street shoe store, at 
the corner of Brunswick avenue, and with 
whom she has lived almost since infancy. 
On learning that his visitor was a reporter 
he was somewhat loth to speak of the case.

“ Everybody about here knows of the case, 
he said, “ and I will be glad to tell any suf­
ferer all about it, but I would rather not 
have it published."

When the reporter pointed out that he 
was in a position to let thousands know and 
probably be the means of giving them infor­
mation that would lead to their recovery, be 
began to hesitate, and finally, he gave a brief 
account of the girl's miraculous restoration. 
He said:

“ My niece is more like a daughter to me. 
She has been in my care since she was a child, 
and when she was taken sick a few months 
ago I was heart-broken. I got two of the 
best doctors in the west end to prescribe for 
her, but their medicines made her worse in­
stead of better. She laid in bed week after 
week, looking like a corpse, eating nothing, 
and apparently wasting away in a mysterious 
manner. Her blood was thin and poor, and 
almost every day there was a change for the 
worse. She could not take the doctors’ pre­
scriptions, for she sickened at taste of them. 
While I was in this state of worry and 
anxiety a man came around one day deliver­
ing pamphlets and he threw one into my 
•hop. I picked it up and read an exact des­
cription of the illness with which my niece 
was suffering. The remedy prescribed for 
the cure of the malady described was Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills. I sent for a box and 
Cora took them in a mechanical kind of away. 
Well, sir, when she had taken them four days 
a change came over her. She began to eat 
with a relish, and every day she seemed to 
gain fresh strength. She adhered faithfully 
to the directions, and took four boxes. By 
that time the roses had returned to her cheeks 
and she was a different looking girL She 
discontinued taking the pills and later the 
same languid feeling began to creep over her 
so she bought another box and is now as 
bright and well as ever she was.

“That is the whole story,” added Mr. 
Ramsay.' “ There may not be much in it 
for others, but I believe these pills saved 
Cora’s life, and while I am not anxious for 
publicity on her account, it may he that other 
sufferers will be benefitted by hearing of this 
remedy. I cannot speak too highly of Pink 
Pills. I recommend them to everyone I 
know, and I take them myself.”

Mr. Ramsay is one of the best known men 
in his neighborhood. He is the superinten­
dent of the Sunday-school of Concord Con­
gregational church, and has the confidence of 
the entire community among which he lives. 
He has spent two years in business at his 
present location and his business has grown 
so much that he is about to remove to larger 
premises in the Douglas block on Bloor street, 
near Bathurst.

Hie statements as to the young girl’s con­
dition are amply corroborated by residents 
of the locality, and up that way there is a 
boom in Pink Pills.

I
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which the others did not have. They were 
very strict Episcopalians.

The McNeils were quiet, industrious, cal­
culating Scotchmen. They were also thrifty.

Thus we see, combining these character­
istics, we have in Melvern Square to-day * 
very fine class of people, who are very hos­
pitable and a fan-loving people.

Education has not been neglected in this 
place. Wells Condon, father of the iatai 
Hinckle Condon, inspector of schools isr] 
Halifax county, was one of the early teach­
ers, as was also Dr. L. Morse, now resiiHsg- 
in Lawrencetown, and Mr. Hugh Kerr, a 
native of Ireland, still living in this plaMÿ| 
taking a deep interest in all matters 
taining to education. A large number more 
might be mentioned, but time and space will 
not permit. At present there is a school of 
two departments. Many have left this 
school, not only to become successful teach- , 

Any sceptic who hu the inelm.t.on to ^ bBt ^ ,Qcoa<tfal minUierl] doctor. I 
visit Mr. Ramsay will be courteously received, ”
no doubt, and the circumstances frankly re­
lated. His gratitude for his niece’s recovery 
leads him to make the most enthusiastic

FEVERS PREVALENT.
and lawyers. S. M. C.

MUCH SICKNESS AND MANY DEATHS RE­
PORTED. Sad Story of an Admiral’s Son.

A despatch from Indianapolis, says: The 
scion of a proud English family is now 
inmate in the Marion County Poorhonse west 
of this city. This is the story of Albert 
Bowden, son of a British commodore. In 
conversation with a reporter Bowden laid 
that he came here a year ago trying to find 
employment, and, failing in that he 
sick and was taken to the City Hospital, 
After recovering be got employment for a 
short time as bookkeeper. All the work he 
could find to do, being minus both fees at M 
the result of exposure in Columbus, Ohio, J 
was scrubbing out liquor stores. He says he ■ 
is fifty-three years of age.

“ I graduated at Goeport Naval School,^! 
he said. “ At twenty-one I had a fortuneM 
and was manager of a bank In a small tows* 
in Western England, and at one time wae.jM 
elected Mayor. I was personally acquainted* 
with Charles Dickens and belonged to a da- I 
bating society of which he wae a member, fl 
I have been introduced at Court and haspM 
met the Prince of Wales. By an unled^fâl 
speculation I loet the bulk of my fortune asiM 
have been going down ever since. I 
first to France, drifted to America and is j 
New York I got down to peddling jewelry ; 
on the streets. What privation started,;! 
drink completed, and here I am.”

Resolutions Worth Keeping. TZ3 ji

1. I will speak no unkind or harsh word j 
of any one.

2. I will repeat no unkind remarks I ImmS 
of any one, and discourage others, as aradll;-' 
as possible, from saying unkind things. J,

3. I will judge my neighbor leniently, 
membering that my faults are probably mlm

4. I will never say one thing to othetiK| 
and yet think quite differently: this is 
pocrisy. “ Deceive not with thy lips.” Js

5. I will make no injurious remarks OBJ 
the failings of others, remembering these j 
words: “ Consider thyself, lest thou also be' j 
tempted.”

6. I will put the best construction on tl»| 
motives ana actions of all my neighbors.

7. I will act unselfishly, peaceably, aad|| 
forgivenly, obeying my Master’s commands 
“ Love one another.”

statements regarding the efficacy of the re­
medy that saved his girl’s life.

Important Suggestions as to How Their 
Ravages may be Checked.

Fevers are unusually prevalent this fall, 
a great many cases both of slow and typhoid 
fever being reported in every locality.

Typhoid fever is an infectuous disease, and 
is generally caused by impure water or bad 

ge. It is of course most apt to attack 
persons in a physically weak condition, and 
is in such cases doubtedly dangerous. Slow 
fever is the result of a greatly debilitated 
condition of the system.

Obviously, the first thing to do is 
sanitary precautions, in regard to securing 
pure water, and in the cities perfect sewer- 

This concerns the citizens as a body.
But the individual needs also to observe 

the rules of health. The beet safeguard 
against the ravages of fever is to have the 
system in a state of health and vigor. Let 
the system get, as we say, “Run down,” and 
one falls an easy prey to the fever. W 
it all around in the apparently strong 
and women who are stricken down.

Are yon in a state of perfect health? If 
not you may be the next victim of the fever. 
There is no time to loose. Neighbors right 
around you have found the means of renewed 
health and vigor in the use of Hawker’s 
nerve and stomach tonic. It will restore 
your system also to its old time condition, 
and give you strength to defy the fevers that 
lurk about us awaiting a victim. Hawker’s 
nerve and stomach tonic is a great blood and 
flesh builder and invigorator of nerve and 
brain. It imparts new energy to the organs 
of the body, enabling them to perform their 
functions perfectly. It is sold by all drug­
gists and dealers at 50 cts. per bottle, or six 
bottles for $2.50, and is manufactured only 
by the Hawker Medicine Co. (Ltd.) St. John, 
N. B., and New York City.

The Parent’s Love.

So many parents who love their children 
dearly seem to be afraid to manifest it by 
either word or caress. There is nothing in 
this world which sweetens life and lightens 
care so well as love; but not the silent, un­
expressed kind. Many a mother and father 
have been worn and weary at night after a 
hard day’s labor, and the entwining arms and 
•oft “ I love you ” of a son or daughter has 
seemed to lift the weariness from the tired 
body, and the eyes have brightened with a 
responsive smile.

There is no nature which responds so 
quickly to love as a child’s. To starve a 
child of a father love and mother love is to 
•end out into the world a hardened, soured, 
prickly human nature, which repels instead 
instead of draws to itself love, or in other 
words, since “ like begets like,” attracts to 
itself only that distant, silent, eeclusive lone­
liness which develops into coldness of heart 
and frigidity of soul. To see a child starv­
ing for parental love is a sight to make 
angels weep. Yet, the mother-love alone 
cannot feed a child for lifework, stands as 
clearly to reason as does the lack of it. A 
mother who loves her child to the extent 
that she makes herself blind to its faults is 
building up a character whose influence per­
meates the atmosphere., gf Jhe world and 
which undoes the virtue of mother-love in 
compound ratio, for these faults grow into 
habits of character, and character taints for 
good or bad all with which it comes in con­
tact.

to take

age.

Conditions Essential to Happiness.

1. —To enjoy the highest happiness it is 
necessary to possess good health.

2. —To have a highly moral character, that 
our conscience may not reprove us for acts 
of wickedness and disobedience.

3. —To engage in sufficient physical exer­
cise to preserve the vigour and flexibility of 
the muscular system and to maintain the 
health of our vital functions.

4. —To have congenial employment that 
onr leading mental powers may have suffi­
cient exercise, so that the difficult tasks we 
may have to undertake occasionally may not 
prove so irksome.

5. —That one’s income is sufficient to pro­
vide at least for the personal and family 
needs.

6. —That our friendships are congenial to 
us, and their sympathies In ‘harmony with 
our own.

7. —That we have the hope of a better life 
to come, and a faith that a good and All- 
wise God is ever directing and over ruling 
all things, for the greatest good of His crea­
tures generally.

8. —That we have at least a measure of 
godline* and contentment, which is a great 
gain.

—Do not dally with rheumatism. Get rid 
of it at once by purifying the blood with 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla. Be sure to get Hood’s.

Advice to Girls.

Don’t conclude that a man is a gentleman, 
because he has the manners of one.

Don’t think because a man is a graceful 
and interesting talker that he is everything

Don’t fail to take a man at his word when 
he says he is poor.

Don’t be familiar with men and don’t per­
mit familiarities from them.

Don’t think because a man likes you that 
he wants to marry you.

Don’t think that a man is not in love with 
you because he has not proposed to yon.

Don’t be silly about men.
Don’t be rude to a man in order to show 

your independence.
Don’t let a man impose upon you, simply 

because he is a man.
Don’t believe everything a man telle you, 

either about himself or yourself.

Supported by Prominent Men Th 
the Dominion.

Edward J. Javers, Real Estate
63 Yonge Street, Toronto,Canada: “I hai 
ranch pleasure in testifying to the benefit» 
have received from using K. D. C. While 
do not believe in “ care alls,” under ail oil 
cumstances I can confidently recommend 1 
for indigestion. I know of others who has 
also tried it with satisfaction.

1 met an old acquaintance, and in oompai 
ing notes I said that Indigestion wae nr 
only trouble; he replied that he had Buffet 
from the same thing for over thirty 
I said that 1 had a specific; I advised 1— 
try K. D. C., he said it was his specific m 
we shook hands and agreed to give EL D. 
our support”

It is worthy of your support, and is t 
sore support of the Dyspeptic.

—Dr. H. J. Fixott, St Peter’s, says: 
“ Have prescribed Puttner’s Emulsion, and 
judging by results, heartily recommend it” -For BiUsslMM-lIIABR’l FAM­

ILY PILL»,

handsome face, the lower part protected by 
sweeping, blonde whiskers and mustache, 
and the upper part by a brigandish sombrero.

I shrink back with an irrepressible shriek 
and draw the shade. Immediately there 
is a sharp rap on the window and a deep 
melodious voice says:

“ Do not be alarmed, I implore you. I am 
a gentleman and a friend. I intend no harm, 
believe me.”

This sounds well, certainly, but neverthe­
less, all the terrible, blood-curdling stories 
of tramps and burglars that I have ever read 
rush through my memory, and I am resolved 
at once, to be both circumspect and diplo­
matic.

“ Who are you? And what then do you 
want?"! demanded boldly, inwardly quaking 
with fear.

“ I am a stranger in a strange land, which 
should commend me to your mercy at once. 
I have been stopping with a friend at his 
•hooting box, somewhere in this vicinity. 
Perhaps you know him—Mr. Reginald Lang­
ford (a name by the way I have never heard) 
I came out alone this afternoon to hunt. 
See, I have my gun. The snow storm be­
wildered me. I lost my way and went aim­
lessly and helplessly around until this bless­
ed light arose like the star in the East of 
old, and guided me thither. I swear to you 
(impatiently) I am almost exhausted. You 
must admit me, or my blood shall be upon 
your head.”

Here is a predicament. What shall I do? 
Allow a fellow-being to perish of cold and 
hunger, at my very threshold: Admit a 
burglar into the house where G wen and I are 
alone and unprotected? Arouse her, explain 
the situation, discuss the pros and cons of 
the case finally open the door to find—what? 
A man frozen to death. No. I must stand 
upon the order of my decision, but decide at

“ I will give you shelter upon certain con­
ditions," I say with imposing dignity.

“ Make your own terms,” he replied 
eagerly, “but for humanity's sake make 
them quickly.”

“ First of all, then, you must surrender 
your gun to me.”

I raise the window a few inches, and he 
slips in the formidable weapon.

“Now you must pledge yourself, on the 
honor of a gentleman, that you will go di­
rectly to the room I shall indicate and allow 
me to lock you in."

He is seized with a sudden fit of coughing, 
that sounds suspiciously like a smothered 
laugh, as the final terms of my treaty are 
disclosed and acceded to. I open the win­
dow and he springs in and makes a bee line 
for the glowing fire.

“ No, no, I protest imperatively. You 
promised, remember. Go at once. You 
will find it warm there, also, and I believe 
there is some brandy on an upper shelf of 
the closet.”

“ I cannot go,” he murmured apologetical­
ly, “ without first thanking you for your 
kind hospitality. I can say nothing further 
at present, except that I shall not abuse 
your generosity and you shall never regret 
it. Good-night,” and bowing low he disap­
peared through the doorway.

With a feeling of intense relief, I turn the 
key, and sink down a limp heap on the rug 
before the fire. W hat have I done and what 
will Gwen say? What if he be with all his 
kingly hearing and heavenly eyes, a cut­
throat and murderer!

Finally, after applying my ear to the key­
hole and assuring myself by his regular 
breathing, that he is now fast asleep, I creep 
off to bed. Gwen is also sleeping soundly 
and I disrobed quietly and snuggle up to her.

I did not know then, I do not know now 
whether I ever slept at all, but I know that 
suddenly my senses were quickly aroused, 
and I was keenly conscious, positively cer­
tain, that there was a third presence in the 
room—some breathing, living thing besides 
Gwendolen and myself.

I sit bolt upright but can discern nothing 
in the darkness. I can hear distinctively, 
however, the stealthy trod of unshod feet.

“ Who goes there!” I cry boldly, while a 
sickening memory of what I have done and 
how I have been duped fllashes through my 
mind. He is a burglar, thief, villian, after
all.

Gwendolen is awake now and clutches my 
arm tightly, as she whispers in terror-strick­
en tones:

“ What is it! What has happened?"
The next instant the light from a dark 

lantern is flashed upon us and I feel the 
touch of cold steel on my temple, as a voice 
says pre-emptorily:

“ Another word, another sound, and—”
“ Don’t, for God’s sake. Don’t kill her!” 

cries Gwendolen vehemently, throwing 
shielding arms around me.

“ Are you deaf or are you ready to die?” 
asks the ruffian in fierce undertones. “ I 
want silence and obedience. Get up at once 
both of you and strike a light.”

Cowering, quaking and panic stricken we 
do his bidding.

I am amazed, then, at the transformation 
that has been wrought in the man. He is 
still tall and powerful, but he has discarded 
his yllow whiskers and big hat, bis hair is 
dark and close cut, his face heavy, sensuous 
and repulsively sullen.

“ Now, hand over to me," he continues, 
“ everything valuable — money, jewelry, 
trinkets—that you have in this room.”

Poor, beautiful, outraged Gwen! I shall 
never forget the picture she made at that 
moment in her flowing lace nightgown, her 
dark hair tumbling pell mell over her shoul­
ders, panting with indignation, wrath, ter­
ror, and so pitiably helpless, so completely

“We will give you everything,” she says, 
with startling calmness, “ not only here, but 
in the whole house, if you will take everyth­
ing and leave—leave us unmolested and un­
harmed.

“ Do as I have told you and be quick 
about it,” menacingly. “ It will be time to 
turn my attention to you ladies after."

“ God help us,” breathes Gwen, in piteous, 
stifled tones, as we meekly proceed to open 
boxes, trunks, jewel cases, etc., for his greedy 
inspection.

“ Now,” commands our captor, consigning 
the baubles to his pocket, “ each of you take 
a candle and precede me. No trickery, mind 
you, at the peril of your lives. Lead me 
directly to the room, closet, desk or safe 
where the silver, valuables, money and papers 
are kept. I have no time to lose, and I mean 
to make a rich haul. So step lively.”

Forthwith the procession moves, I, in my 
nightgown, bearing a light aloft, form the 
advance guard. G wendolen follows likewise 
bearing a light while the burglar brings up 
the rear, with both of us under cover of the 
pistol.

An inspiration has seized me. There is one 
hope, one chance. I lead the way swiftly to 
the cherry sitting room, where Gwen and I 
spent the evening, where the embers etfll

K. D, C. Pille Sene and re*elate she 
liver.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office In Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.

—WILL 11K AT HIS—

OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
(Next Door to J. P. Melansou's Jewelry Store)

Every Thursday,

Consular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent oj Spain. 

—agent for—

^It was originated in^iSro by the late Dr. A. Johnson, an old fashioned,^noble hearted Family

asthma, abscesses, bites, burns, bruises, bronchitis, colds, coughs, croup.,catarrh, chaps, 
chilblains, colic, cramp-i, cholera-morbus, diphtheria and all forms of sore throat, earache, 
fractures, gout, headache, influenza, la grippe, lame back, lame side, lame neck, mumps,

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
For INTERNAL a6 much as EXTERNAL useIT'Money to loan on Real Estate security.

nature and treatment of inflammation. Send us at once your name and address and we will 
send you free, our new illustrated book, “Treatment for Diseases." This book is a very 
complete treatise in plain language, which every person should have for ready reference.

MONEY TO LOAN.
NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI­

ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.
Advances made on Real Estate Skcu 

repayable by monthly instalments, covering a 
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on 
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at 
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in­
stallments are paid, the balance of loan cannot 
bo called for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms 
of application therefore and all necessary infor­
mation furnished on application to

The Doctor’s Signature and directions are on every bottle.
If you can’t get it send to us. Price 35 cents; six $3.00. Sold by Druggists. Pamphlet free. 
I. S. Johnson & Co., 22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass., Sole Proprietors.

M.

ZZJ. M. OWEN, Barrister-at-Law, 
Agent at Annapolis.20 6m

J. P. GRANT. M.D., OI. P.Mo
Office over Medical Hall.
Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10. 
Orders left at Medical Ilnll with Mr. S. N. 

Weare will receive every attention. sy &

A. A. Schaffner, M. D.,
LAWBENOETOWN. N. 8. IOffice and residence at MRS. HALL'S, 

three doors east of Baptist church. 
Telephone No. 8e

QV 0
13 ly My Fall Stock of Cloths and Trimmings are now in. They are the finest I 

have ever shown and at prices that defy competition for the quality. I have alsoO. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER, 

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.

THE CELEBRATED "TYKE" AND "BLENHEIM" SERGES.
the only place in Bridgetown where you can buy them.

The workmanship, fit, finish and style of every garment I guarantee to be
(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

first-class and second to none in the county.

Call and Inspect Goods, It is a pleasure for me to show them.

Th h!Money to Loan on First-Olass 
Real Estate. 44 ly

INTERNATIONAL BRICK AND TILE CD'Y,H.F. Williams & Co.,
Parker Market, Halifax, N.S. IjIMITED.

COMMISSION - MERCHANTS, We arc now making soit mud, sand-moulded Brick at the rate of twenty-five thousand
per day.

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples 
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and all kinds of Farm Products.

These Brick are 10 p.c, larger than any other 
made in Western Nova Scotia.

They are Hard, Straight and Square. No better 
in Canada.Special Attention given to 

Handling of Live Stock. We also have a stiff mud machine for making Wire Cut Brick, with a capacity of sixty 
thousand per day. These are smooth,, hard and straight, and we make them this year half 
a pound heavier than usual. Wo have on hand five hundred thousand Wire Cut Brick left 
over from last autumn.

Our Brick are absolutely free from “white wash.”
Come and see us and get prices, ami before concluding a purchase take a look at the 

buildings made from our Brick and compare with those made from stock obtained elsewhere, 
—the Moir Building in Halifax, built three years ago, and the County Asylum here, built 
last summer for instance.

tS" Returns made immediately after dis­
posal of goods. 27 y

¥ J. B. WHITMAN,
Land. Surveyor,

ROUND HILL, N. S. Address: BRIDGETOWN, NOVA SCOTIA.

G. O GATES,
PLEASANT STREET, TRURO, N. 8. 

Practical Manufacturer and Dealer in 
Fiauos cfc Organs.

Manufacturers' agent for Leading American 
and Canadian Instruments. Tuning and re­
pairing a specialty. Visits Annapolis Valley 
twice a year. Old instruments taken in ex­
change for new. Over twenty year's ex­
perience.

Dr. J. Woodbury’s

HORSE LINIMENT
Is Infallibly the Cure for

Horse Distemper, Coughs, Colds, Thickness in Wind, 
Enlargement of Glands, Affections of Kidneys,

W. G. Parsons, B. A.,
Barrister, Solicitor. Etc.

N. S.MIDDLETON,
fyOffice,—“Dr. Gunter” building. AND APPLIED EXTERNALLY

IT HAS ITO EOTJAL.
i B. AMEWS, Ml, C.M.

In 1892 this Liniment had a sale of 25,000 bottles. 
Anyone who has ever used it would not be without it for 

ten times the cost. Write to us for testimonials.

EYE,
, EAR,

THROAT.
MIDDLETON. PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOTTLE Sold by all Druggists and General Dealers.38tfTelephone No. 16.

PROPRIETOR.F. L. SHAFNER,OR. M. G. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Manufactured at BOSTON, MASS., and MIDDLETON, N. S.

gOffers his professional services to the public. 
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

James Primrose, 5r D. S.
Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and 

3 ran ville streets, formerly occupied by Dr. 
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its 
ranches carefully and promptly attended 
o. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday 

*nd Tuesday of each week.
Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891. 25 tf

DENTISTRY.
DR. T. S. CROAKER,

B. A. BENT.MARK CURRY. . A. S. CUBBY.

GURRY BROTHERS & BENT,
Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,

Will be at his office in Middleton, 
he last and first weeks of each month. 
Middleton, Oct 3rd, 1891. lanafaeturers k Builders.

Optical Goods
PROPRIETORS OF THE

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory.#

P. G. MELANSON,
ping it with additional machinery for carrying on a general business in

of Middleton, has now on show the largest and 
most varied line of Superior Spectacles nnd Eye- 
Glasses ever shown in Annapolis County.

His stock of Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and 
Silver-plated ware is second to none, and is 
marked at astonishing low prices. Give him a 
call and verify the truth of the above statement.

Contracting and Building,
INCLUDING TUB MANUFACTURE OF

Doors. Sashes, Frames, Stair Work, Mouldings, Clapboards, 
Sheathing, Flooring, Shingles, Laths, etc., and will conitantly 

have on hand a full stock of Lime and all other Building Materials.

Repairing a Specialty.

O. S. MILLER,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,
buihling^faoy1 kind pntup'let us'Znow^ an^we^wUlgdvoVou^a figure‘fha^wiiÎBuit^eUmyn1 *

WANTED: -Seasoned Spruce and Pine Lumber.
Beal Estate Agent, etc.

RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Correspondence from all points respectfully solicited.

ANOTHER FIRE
Insurance Company has opened an Agency in this town.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given 
the collection of claims, and all other 

rofessional business. The “QUEEN,”51 tf

HIDES AND PELTS WANTED so favorably known for prompt and liberal settlement of loss, has appointed

ZMLEÔ. S. 2ST. WEAREANTED by the Bridgetown Larrigan Co.,,
which the ‘highest market rates will be paid. 
Place of delivery,—the Murdoch Tannery. as their Agent, and he is prepared to accept applications on all classes of property at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. The Queen is backed by *40,000,000 
Of British capital, and does the largest business in the Province.-4 W. H. MACKENZIE, Manager.

Bridgetown, Got. 10th, 1894. ■£6U
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