Professional Cards. i@

4 J. M. OWEN,
" BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapoli ite Garrd Gate.
~~WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOH IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop’s Grocery Store.)
Eivery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.

Ruilding Socielv.

o

v,

SATLUS POPULI SUPRHEMA

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

Agent Nova Scotia g Y
—~AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

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

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK, !
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.

Orown 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.

M. E. ARMSTRONG, M.D.,

Physician and Surgeon.

University of New York, 1802,
Post,-Gmdyuate School and Hospital, 1899.

Office and residence on Queen Street, next
door to MONITOR building.— t9.Telephone con-
nection.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Lite and Marine Insurance, Agent.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

OR. M. 6. B. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Will be at Aunapolis the first and second weeks
of ever month, ag:’d third and fourth weeks at
Bridgetown.

- James Primrose, D. D. S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891 25 of

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

s é: NOTARY PUBLIO.

ymmissioner and Master Supreme Court.,
JMejtor International Brick and Tile Co

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

UNION- BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,
Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, - 600,000
Rest, - - - - 328,610

DIRECTORS:
‘WM. ROBERTSON, W, ROCHE.
President. Vice-President.
Hon. RosT. BoaK, J. H. Symoxs, Esq..
C.C. BLACKADAR, K&q. WM. TWINING, Esq.
Geo, MITcHELL, Eea., M.P.P.

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

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money omn
special deposit.

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

AGENCIES.—
Anuapotlis, N.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N. S8.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

n%e.
artmouth, N. 8.—F. O. Robertson,
mansger. :
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.
Kentville, N. 8.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawrencetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager, ‘
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“Even This Shall Pass Away.”

There'll be Thousands Awheel

in Nova Scotia in a few
days. The Bicycle has
become an indispens-
able agent in the pur-
suit of Health, Business
- and Recreation.

Let us Sell you a Wheel!

In our warerooms next
door to Medical Hall
we are showing such
good wheels as the

“CLEVELAND,”
“STEARNS,” and

“COLUMBIA,”

(Chainiess and Chain oea‘r)

“HARTFORD.”

There can be no better show. .

JOHN LOCKETT & SON.

Agents for Canada Cye‘l'e & Motor Co., and National l}yele & Automobile Co.

BRIDGETOWIN, N. S,

Bridgetown to Boston
$6.50.

Bridgetown to Bosion
: and peturn

$11.50.

Yarmouth S.S. Co’y, Limited

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

2 « Trips a Week - 2

The fast gnd Eguhr Steel Steampr ““BOSTON’ leayes Yarmouth for Boston every

WEDNSDAY amfi S.
Returningi will leave Lewis’ Wharf
making close

parts of Nova Sibtia:-
U. 8. and Rd¥al mail carried on this steamer.

RDAY EVENING after arrival of the Express trains from Halifax.
, Boston, ever{ TUESDAY and FRIDAY at 2
nections at Yarmouth with the Dominio

Pp. m.,
n Atlantic and Coast Railways for all

Through ticflets to all points in Canada and to New York via rail and sound lines,
Ask for arill see that youn get tickets via the Yarmouth S, :. C:. from Yare

Information dpply to Dominion Atlantic, Central, Intercolonial or Coast Rail
L. E. BAKER,

g, Sec. and Treasurer.
11th. 1899, - .

Pres. and Mnnsgin'g Director

Liverpool, N.8.—E. R. Mulhall, g

New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
manager. ]

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

wanager. ;

Sherbrooke, N. 8,.—W. R. Montgomery,
manager.

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, actieg
manager. !

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

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

‘London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Baok of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B ; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston. ; =
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The Wounded in War.

Army doctors look out for good news
even more eagerly than the general in com-
mand of the forces,. for they know that it
makes the difference between life and death
to many of their patiente. Nuthing.hindon
the recovery of the wounded so much as de-
pressivn of spirits and anxiety. And when
they hear that things are going badly at the
front many of them who are on the turning
point grow worse and die.

On the other hand, the- news of a great
victory will pull a man out of the jaws of
death. This fact was. very noticeable when
both British and French wounded were con-
gregated at Antwerp during the Waterloo
campaign. When news of Neapoleon's
complete defeat reached the hospital, the
French began to die at about twice the
rate of the British troops.—London Globe.

Barrie and the Real Thrums,

“The Real Thrums of Barrie” is to be one
of the features of the May Ladies' Home
Journal. It is a most charming picture of
Mr. Barrie and his beloved Thums, penned
by Miss Mary B. Mullett, a writer whose
profound admiration for the author led her
on a pilgrimage to Thrums.’ She chatted of
Barrie with his neighbors and with the pro-
totypes of his characters in ‘A Window in
Thrums,” identified the scenes protrayed in’
that book, and caught;a glimpse of the auth-
or himself. She writes of all these with a
freshness and enthusiasm which bring Barrie
and his home into realistic view, a pictare
full of spirit, atmosphere and action—liter-
ally a moving photograph of the people and
place.

The Perils of Eleetricity.

When one of the Edison electric plants in
New York caught fire the other evening, the
firemen were compelled to let it burn until
the current supplied to it from another
source could be cut off. Ifthey had equirted

it,

— Boston should have asociety for the pre-
vention of crime and fraud similar to the one
in New York, presided over by the argus:
eyed Dr. Parkhurst, who is making things
lively just now for some of the officials of the
latter city. This thought is suggested by
the disclosure just made of fraudulent tran-
sacpion on the part of one Henry Parker in
using the United States mail for the sale of
good luck boxes, by which it ie said he has
reaped qiite a handeome amount from all
oter the country and Canada. These boxes
tsold for 90 cents, and would—according to
the advertisement insure the holder not ouly
immunity from disease, but give him success
inall the social and business affsire of life.
By spacious and liberal advertising he secur-
ed a large business for their sale until chegk-

the United States governments. The boxes
waere made in an old loft in Lynn by a Swede
a skilful wood turner, and sent to Boston,
where the supposed magic was pet in them
stamped with three stars.

Parker is still a( large. The detectes
have failed up to the present to locate him.
About twenty thousand letters are held in
the Boston post office directed to him, many
of which will have to be sent tg the inquiry
office. Others which have addresses on the
envelopes will be sent to the writers. It is
said he must have got away with §75,000.
The whole busi isa sad tary on
poor weak human credulity and goes to
prove how easy it is to fool some people out
of their hard earned money. All the large
cities of thie country are full of sharpers of
the class like Parker, many of whom are do-
ing business that is scarcely inside the bounde
of the law, and who are too shrewd to be
caught. .

——

—When a daughter not only begins to
show decided signs of temper, but is inclin-
ed to boast that *“I am not ome. of your
psmby-pamby girls, who cannot stand up
for her rights,” it is time to convince her of
her folly or she will reap lasting discomfort
later. :

The woman with a temper, says the
Pittsburg Despatch, is seldom well educated.
She has not the concentration and calm of
mind which lead to the acquisition of know-
ledge. She may possess a share of accom-
plishments, may be a little musical, a little
artistic, may pass muster among the super-
ficial, but the chances are against her poss-
essing the restful knowledge that comes of
thoroughness.

Then beware of the girl-who boasts of her
“gpirjts” if you would later avoid thé com-
panionship of that very undesirable person-
sge—-the “woman with a temper,”

—A veteran tourist gives the advice to
the beginner :

The novice has by no means come to the
end of his expenditure when he has acquir-
ed his bicycle. There are sundry things
which he must procure if he desires to ride
in security and comfort, Presuming that
he has‘ purchased & good machine” (chesp
bicycles are false y) there remains a
tool bag, pumpholder, lamp, bell, cyclometer
and handle bar carrier. The bag should be
of large size, with internal straps or loops to
prevent tools rattling; the lamp should not
be too small and by a good maker, while the
cyclometer is more or less & matter of fancy.
A waterproof cape should always be carried,
and clip attachments to secure same to back

| forks under the saddle can be obtained. A

watch in & watoh holder on the handle isa

ed in his nefarious scheme by detectives- of .

-

Easter,

That day in old Jerusalem, when Christ,
our Lord was slain,
T wonder if the chfldren hid, and wept in
grief and pain;
Dear little ones, on whose fair brows His
tender touch had been,
Whose infant fofms bad nestled close His
loving arms within. L

I think that very soberly went mournful
little feet
When*Christ, our Lord, was laid away in
Joseph’s garden sweet,
And wistful eyes grew very sad, and dim-
pled cheeks grew white,
When He who suffered babes to come was
prisoned from the light.

Bat haply, ere the sleeping world on Easter
dawn had stirred.
Ere in the leafy-curtained nest had waked
the earliest bird,
Some little child whom Jesus loved in
slimber may have smiled,
By fanning of an angel's wing to happy
dreams beguiled.

For hasting down from Heaven above while
still the east was gray,
The joyful Easter angels came to pauee
where Jesus lay;
So shining, strong, and beautiful they swept
; along the skies,
But veiled their faces in the hour that saw
our Lord arise.

Oh, still, when we are sorrowful, and scarce
for tears can see,
The angela of the Easter time are sent our
help to be;
And doubtless he whose task it was to roll
the stone away
Is felt in homes where shadows brood, a
presence sweet to day.

With beaming looks and eager words the
glad surprise he gave
To those who sought their buried Lord,
and found an empty grave:
For truly Christ had conquered death, Him-
self the Prince of Life,
And none of al! his followers shall fail in
any strife.

Oh little onee, around the cross your Easter
garlands twine,
And bring your precious Easter gifts to
many a sacred shrine,

And chant with voices fresh and clear—the |

seraphs singing too—
In homage to the Mighty One who died
and rose for you, -

To churches grand, to chambers dim, to
mounds all green and low,

Your hand o'erbrimmed with lnowy:

flowers, in blithe processions go;
And, better still, let offerings of pure young
hearts be given
On Easter day to Him who reigns the
King of Earth and Heaven.
—Margaret E: Sangster.

But Once.

We pass this way but once, dear heart !
Musing above the. birch loge’ flare,
The booming of the mighty mart
Borne to us through snow-laden air,
Qur talk is of Life's little day,
. Between us and the ember’s glow
A phuntom wavers, spent and gray,
The year that died awhile ago.

We pass this way but onge. The seeds,
From lax or heedful hands that fall,

Will yield their kind. * Lush, noisome weeds
Our wild remorse sannot recall;

Sweet herbs of grace and goodly grain
W e idly strew or plant with prayers—

Others will reap, for loss or gain, 5
And cursing us, will burn our tares.

We p‘au that way but once. Though hard |

And steep the climb through blinding hea
And cruel frost, and sharp the shard »

'Gainst which we dash our hurrying feet,
.Oar toil and hurt leave scanty trace—

A blood-stain on a displaced stone,
Vagué lettering on a boulder’s face,

Perchance the echo of a moan.

We pass this way but once. The joy
That might be ours to-day, withheld

(As you might dally with a toy !)
Changes, like fairy gold of eld,

To*withered leaves that mock our tears.
The love denied, the hope delayed,

Whate'er the wealth of future years,

+ Remain, for aye, a debt unpaid.

With thy true eyes on mine, dear heart,
Asat the margin of the sea

Which thee and me one day must part,
JForgive all that I would not be.

Assail thou me while I cast out
Dark fancies that have wrought me pain;

Let love’s strong faith bear down weak

doubt; .
‘We shall not pass this way again.

— Marion-Harland, in ‘Harper's Bazar.

Select : gitzxafim. .
Jacob Connmor's Sympaghy.

Not long since, I was visiting in the family
“of an ex-Governor, apd I heard him relate a
story which he gave me permission to print.

“No use to go to the theatre to see trag-
edy,” he said.. “Itisall around usin every-
day living. So is pathos. When I was
Governor, 1 took a little pleasure trip, going
to see & special friend. His country home
was near the——coal mines, and I made
known my intention of visiting them. Of
course my visit to the neighborhood was
known of even before I had arrived at my
friend’s home; and the very children along
the wayside smiled up at me as I drove from
the little depot to my friend’s house,

“The third morning of my stay I went to
the mines with a pleasant party of gentle-
men. I was about to enter the shaft, when
1 felt a tonch on my arm, and turning saw a
girl about 15 years of age. She was the only
female to bé seen, though a number of idle
men were standing about observing the Gov-
ernor. |

“The girl was bare.headed, holding a
limp sunbonnet in her left hand. Her shoes
were much broken, and her black calico
dress had been washed until it was ruety.
That, and the intense paleness of her long,
bony face, made the big freckles very plain.
I noted these things at a glance. and then
my eyes looked into hers—the most beseech-
ing eyes I ever saw outside of the eyes of a-
hungry dog pushed into the cold.

“ ‘What is it child " I asked, everyone
looking on, waiting.

“Please, sir, lebmy brother go home a
little while,” she said, 'The sight o’ him will

keep mother from 'dying, and we can’t get 3

along without tother.”

“Who is your brother, and where is he ?”
I asked, though I had guessed promptly
enough, that he was a criminal, at work in
the mines.

“His name is Nathan Peel, and he's—he’s
down there,” she #aid, pointing to the shaft.

| “Iv’s nigh sbout killed mother, sir,” she

added. “She would take a turn for the bet-
ter and get well if she could just see him at
home for a while. And Nathan didn’t do
what they said he done, Governor. He
didn’t do it.”

A light that wils fierce seemed to spurt
upin her eyes as she spoke, and her face be-
came mottled with color. “He ain’t that
kind,” she continued. But the law put him

how her voice sounded is out of any power.
I know it made me feel like taking the young
man in question by the shoulder and hurry-
ing him home without a moment’s delay.
Instead, however, I asked the questions one
in a similar position would be expected to
ask. I found that the family lived fifty
miles away; that the girl had walked the
distance alone, having heard of my intended
visit; that her father was dead, and that the
mother had been in bed ever since the arrest
of the son. :

“You area brave daughter and sister, my
girl,” I said. ‘‘But I cannot promise to let
your brother go home. 1 will have to look
into the matter before I can promise any-
thing. But I will see him when I go down
into the mine, and when I come up 1 will
have something more to eay to you if you are
here.”

“She watched me hungrily while I spoke,
and by the time I had finished every atom of
color had died out of her face. It was the
most helpless thing I had ever looked at,
and she turned from me listlessly, saying :
““Mother said you would not let bim come.”

“She sat down on a block of wood, and I
stepped to my place and was lowered into
the mine. By and by, Nathan Peel was
pointed out tome. He and his eister was
strikingly alike, He was tall, and thio,
and pale, and dispirited. But he was work-
ing like a beaver.

““This is his first year on a sentence of ten
years for assault with intent to murder,”
some one told me,

“I said I thought it a slight sentence.

““There seem to be certain facts on his
side despite the overwhelming circumstaatial
evidence,” was answered. ‘‘For one, he
never could be made to admit his guilt—

| never has done it.”

“An impulse aa strong as it was sudden
moved me, and 1 approached the young fel-
fow—he was barely twenty three. He rest-
ed on his pick a moment, and looked at me.
“I'am told that you say you are innocent,”
I remacked, bluntly. He eyed me as he
wiped his brow, and evidently thought me
a meddling visitor, nothing more. Then he
grasped his pick antl returned to work,
merely saying, I sm innocent.” The
spiritless way in which he said it reminded
me of his sister’s tragically hopeless worde,
**Mother said you would not let him come.”

| I turned aside feeling that a cruel wrong

was breaking all their hearts, and that I
would become a party to the wrong if I did
not do something to rédress it. But what

| could I do?

*“When I got up to the light of day again,
there sat the girl on the block of wood, and
there stood the samé group of idle men. I
was scarcely away from the -shaft before a
grizzly haired man of fifty or sixty confront-
ed me. He was in his shirt sleeves, and was
evidently & poor, hard-working man.

“Governor,” he said, “we have been. talk-
ing to this young gal, aud, sir, if you’ll write
out out the papers, I'll take her brother’s
place and do his work while he goes home to
see the sick woman. I’ll jést be Nathan
Peel, sir, until be comes back; an ef he never
comes back, I'll bé Nathan Peel until hie

| sentence is worked out.”

*‘Every man had pressed closer, and there

was a double row of faces, still, stern, tense,

before me. .

“Do you know Nathan Peel? Ishea
friend of yours ?” I asked tBe old man.

He was unconscicusly breaking to bitsa
dry twig. “Never saw him in my life,” he
sail. “Never heard of his case until today.
Bat I feel main sorry for him an’ his folks,
an’ I believe in 'em.”

“So did I feel sorry for them, and so did
others, doubtless. But folks have different
ways of proving their sympathy with an-

| other’s sorrow, and 1 honored that old man's
| ways; it counted.

*Beats the Damon and Pythias tale,” I
said, turniog to my friend with a smile that
would not be a smile despite my effort.

| Their faces did not even try to smile, but

looked solemn. Their eyes seemed to nudge
my heart, and before I could control myself
I had said,—

“‘Gentlemen will you uphold me ?”

“In whatever you de,” sounded on all’

sides.

“Then let ua hear what Nathan Peel has
to say,” I commented, beginning to write an
order on a page of my note book. One of
my friends took it, and in a little while
Nathan stood among us. His sister, quiver-
ering, had met bim at the mouth of the
shaft, her face looking like a dozen deep
emotione blended into one. She remained
at his side, silent. I stated thecase in the
plainest of terms, pointing out the old man
to Nathan. The young fellow was naturally
amazed, and gave the old man a critical
survey. Butas he turned back to me, I
caught the shine of water in his eyes.

“If you allow me to go home, I will come
back when you say,’ was all he said, and he
looked me full in the eyes. I would have
taken his word without witness or hostage.
Bat I held to the terms. I wrote out the
agreement, which he and the old man sign-
ed. Then I wrote his leave of ahsence for
two days. He received the latter with a
hand that was shaking, and in quick suc-
cession he grasped my hand and that of the
old man, “Day after to-morrow at twelve
o'clock I will be here,” he said, looking
an unutterable something into the eyes of
“his friend. .

“] ain’t a-doubting that son,” was the
hearty response.

“Then we all stood bareheaded near the
shaft and watch the grayhaired hero go down
to his noble task his permit in his hand. I
dream about that sight to this very day; it
puts me close to to the God-like in man, and
close to God.

“Nathan and his sister went home on the
train, and he had enough money to buy his
return ticket,

<4 little after train time the nmext day
but one, my party and I stood near the shaft
of the mine, and close by were gathered a
crowd of men, women, boys, girls and babies
never before eo far from their cradles.
Everyone watched thé road that led from
the railway station, and few were_the words
spoken by any one.

By and by, I kept my watch open, and it
seemed that the minute hand was caught so
that it could not move. Then suddenly,
atop the rise of ground in front of us, the
form of a young man appeared, walking
briskly. It was Nathan Peel. The rough-
coated crowd looking on sent up a yell, and
women joined in it, the young man coming
steadily on. Then the air was split with
three cheers for him, closely followed with
three for the old man down in the mine, and
three for *‘ The G ” They d
themselves hoarse, and so did my party, and
80 did I. _Some say I lost my head and
cheef ‘the Governor as lustily as I cheerd
“the others. We had a good time, any way.

“] ordered the oid man up, and he and
Nathan gripped hands, and locked deep ia-
to each other’s eyes.

“How is your ma ?" he asked.

The come, the 29,

A great deal better—left her pisting at | The crocus dies, the roses blow;

the window,” the young man anaiered.
“And the sister—how is she ?’
““Jast as brave as ever, and well.”

“That’s good; that’s very good,” the old

The quiet, sunny summer noon

The winter’s cold shall change full soon
Say not “Alas 1"
For all things pass.

man said, tbrusting his hands into his Thia day thy feet may firmly tread

pockets.

Where they who loved thee once lie dead;
The child who clings to thy strong hand

“Iv’s pretty tough work you have to do | Tomorrow in thy place sball stand,

down yonder, my boy, but there comes a

night o’ rest after every-day, ond time will

Say not “‘Alas!”
For thou must pass,

pass; bound to doit. And now I am going | But when the phantom, Death, draws near,

to set to work to see about this here “inner-

Breathe thou no sigh and shed no tear;

cent” business. You must mot er had no | Look upward with unfailing trust

friends in your trouble, did you, son.

*‘The young man shook his head, looking
unblinkingly off at the sunny landscape.
The kind words had found a tender place in
his heart.

“Well, you got one now,” eaid the old
man. ‘““‘And when Jacob Connor sets out to

To Him who knoweth thou art dust.
Say not “*Alas!” —#
For Death shall pass.
—Churchman.

A Song for Spring.

(Charles G. D. Roberts, in May Century.)
List! List ! The buds confer;

be a friend, he's s hustler. Yoo jest be a | This noonday they’ve had news of her;

man, and the fust thing you know, you’ll be
alongside the home folks for good and all.
Jacob Connor sin’c never yet pinned his
faith to a horse that wouldn’t go.”

His coal-blackened haud was on Nathan’s
shoulder, and his voice was the heartiest I
ever heard. Afterward I bhad a talk with
the old man, and we separated very good
friends. In less that five weeks we had that
“‘innercent” business sifted to the last
bandful of dust. With lap vigorous help,
Justice put her fair hand on the wrongdoer,
and Jacob Connor went back to the mines
with Nathan Peel's release in his keeping.

“I would have paid a big price to have
seen Nathan and the old man meet each
other; but I could not leave home at the
time. I have seen both of them since, how-
ever; and I believe the whole Peel family
would attempt to go to the crater of an active
volcano in order to serve Jacob Connor.”—

—Zion’s Herald.
S RIoA e
Divoree is Not Too Easy

SO LONG AS LAWS REGULATING MARRIAGE ARE
S0 LOOSE.

““Every once in a while we have perfect
hemorrhages of righteous indignation upon
the subject of divorce,” writes Edward Bok
of *“The Ease With Which We Marry” in
the April Ladies' Home Journal. *“‘We say
divorce must stop, or that there must be no
divorce. But wouldn't it be a bit better if
we let this subject alone for awhile and con-
cerned ourselves somewhat with the evil
which leads to divorce? The fact of the
matter is that there is a notion, which
is altogether wrong, that divorce is easy in
this country. Divorce is not easy. I am
far frem saying that our divorce laws are
what they should be. But it is a senseless
thing to make those laws more stringent
while we allow our marriage laws to be as
foose as they are. Let those who cannot see
any farther than the revision of present di-
vorce laws ask themselves this question: Is
it fair to allow foolish, inexperienced girls
to be led into what they believe to be a fairy
palace, and then, when they find it a prison
—yes and worse, a positive suburb to the
infernal regions—to refuse to let them out,
if they can get out? Is that merciful? Is
that just? Wonld we not come closer to the
sommon sense of this whole question if, be:
fore we go further in this campaign againet
divorce, we turn back and tighten the door
which leads toit! Divorce is not so easy
but that we can afford to lesve it precisely
where it is for the time being. It isn’t a
particle easier than it should be, so long as

we allow marriage to be as loose as it is.”
. . - » » . -

This precaution which our forebears had
of giving thirty days’ public notice of an in-
tention of marriage, proclsimed from {he
pulpit and posted at the public hall,” he be-
lieves, ““was born of wisdom and rested ona
sound foundation. The pity is that we ever
got away from it. I do not say that a return
to this old custom of the proclamation of
marriages would be the panacea for all mari-
tal evils. But it absolutely would do away
with all the run-away marriages, sentimen-
tal elopments and the life compacts born of
a single moonlight night, from which results
so much unhappiness to our girls, and which
have brought and will continue to bring, so
much humiliation and disgrace upon parents
and families. It is a significant fact that in
those European countries where intention of
marriage must be publicly proclaimed a fort-
night or a mouth previous to the actual cere-
mony, and where the additional precaution
of a civil marriage iz added to the religious
ceremony, divorce is hardly known.”

—The following story will interest lovers
of insect life: Something new and interest
ing about ants was learned by a Mouut Airy
florist. * For & week or 8o he had been both-
ered by ants that got into boxes of seeds,
which rested on a shelf. To get rid of the
ants he pat into execution an old plan, which
was to place a meaty bone close by, which
the ants soon covered, every one deserting
the box of seeds. As soon as the bone would
become thickly inhabited by the little creep-
ers, the florist tossed it into & tub of water.
The ants having been washed off the bone
was put in use as a trap again. Recently
the florist bethought himself that he would
save trouble by placing the bone in the cen-
ter of a sheet of fly paper, believing that the
ants would never get to the bone, but would
get caught on the sticky fly paper while try-
ing to reach the food. But the florist was

The south bank has had views of her;
The thorn shall exact his dues of her;
The willows adream
By the freshet stream
Shall ask what boom they choose of her,

Up! Up! The mold’s astir;
The would be green has word of ber;
Root and germ 3 of her,
Coming to break
Their E, and wake
Their hearts with every bird of her,

See! See! How swift concur
8un, wind, and rain at the name of her,
A-wondering what became of her;
“The fields flower at the flame of her;
The glad air sin
With dancing wings
Anud the silvery-shrill acclaim of her.

The Old Hymns.
There’s lots o’ music in 'em, the hymns of

ong ago.
An’ when some gray-haired brother sings the
ones I used to know
I sorter want to take a hand—I think o’ days
one by,
““On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand and cast
s wistful eye.”

There’s lots o’ music in 'em—those dear,
sweet hymns of old,

With visions bright of lands of light, and
shining streets of gold;

And I hear ’em ringing—singing, where
Mem’ry, dreaming stands, '

“From G land’s icy ine to India’s

\ coral stranks,”

They seem to sing forever of holier, sweeter,

days,

When the lilies of the love of God bloomed
white in all the ways;

And I want to hear their music from the old«
time meetin’s rise

Till ““I can read my title clear to mansions
in the skies.”

We never needed singin’ books in them old
daye; we know

The words—the tunes of every one the dear
dear old bymn book through!

We didn’t have no trumpets then—no organ
built for show; :

Weonly ung to praise the Lord ““from whom
all blessings flow.”

An’ 80 Ilove the old hymns, and when my
time shall come—

Before the light has left me, and my singing

*- - lips are dumb—

If I can only hesr ’em then, I'll pass witk-
out a sigh

*To Canaan’s fair and happy land, where
my possessions lie !”

—Atlanta Constitution.

The Key of the World.

(Mining Record.)

For Nova Scotiane, even those familiar
with the extensive operations presently be-
ing carried on in Sydney in connection with
the mammoth Iron & Steel, Works, bave
much more than a vague idea of the signi-
ficance of the work being carried out. To
say that the effects of the operations are
being benefically felt, over the length and
breadth of the land is to state onlya fact
patent to all. To attempt to realize the
effect the establishment of the works will
have, not only on the steel industry of the
American continent, but of the whole world,
is where most come short.” Mr. Moxham,
the manager of the new company, who built
up the works at Lorraine—which were a
revelation to the foremost men in the iron
trade of Britain, when they vieited that
place—has given utterance to the opinion
that great as were the works at Lorraine,
great as was their effect in causing a revolu.
tion in the methods of the production of steel,
the works at Sydney are to effect a atill
greater revolution.

Up till within a year or so ago it was im-
agined that the United Statee, with its im-
mense coal fields, and its areas containing
iron ore, were masters of the sitnation and
could dictate to the rest of the world. To-
day itis no longer thought that the United
States can maintain its pre-emi It
must give way, in the matter of cheap iron
and steel production to Nova Scotia. To
put it in the words of Mr. Moxham, “Nova
Scotia to day holds the key to the steel pro-
duction of the world.” When we consider
the importance of the steel trade, and the
vastness of the interests involved, people
will be almost inclined to think that Mr.
Moxham is telling us a  pretty, fictitious,
story. But Mr. Moxham is not one who
can afford to injure his splendid reputation
by uttering a statement meant only te
flatter or tickle the people with whom he
will in fature, for a time at least, be more or
less mixed up, and which had no warrant for
its utterance. Rather do we think the
statement was made in good faith and with

surprised to find that the ants, upon disco- | a realization of it all implies. Of course

vering the nature of the paper trap, formed
a path on the paper clear to the bone. The
material for the walk-was sand, secured from
a little pile near by. For hours the ants
worked and when the path was completed
they made their way over its dry surface in
couples, as in & march, to the bone,

*‘He That Any Good Would Win"
Should be provided with good health, and
everyone who would have good health

should remember that pure, rich blood is | °f Wetting ‘his thum

the first requisite. Hood's Sarsaparilla, by

giving g blood and health, has helped

many & man to success, belide: giving
toth ds ol

strength and

Nova Scotia may not assume a position of
importance as a steel producer in a day;
have patience, the day is not far distant.
— T s
A Thoughtless Habit.

Loag before th\e}venge child understands
how, moisture promotes adhesion between
two solid bodies, he has coatracted the habit
every few seconds,
while turning the pages of a book. The
practice is a most objectionable one, and
mothers and teachers should discourage it

who, before taking it, could not even see | for sanitary reasons.as well as on grounds of

any good to win.
Hood's Pills are gentle, yet effective.

simple refinement.

Fancy a child suffering from diphtheria,
or some serious disease of the mouth and
gums, transferring the germ-laden saliva to
the porous paper to be in turn carried to
the mouth of the next one to perform the
same operation ! Unhappily, it is not child-
ren only that commit this error. A little
observation will reveal the fact that the
enormity is practised by older people, and
by many that ought to know better -~

The baker, for instance, introduces his
thumb or forefingers between his lips when
he takes a sheet of paper from a pile of sheets
to wrap the rolls or cake that you buy at
his shop. Perhaps the dainties do not
touch the identical spot of inati
but, again, perhaps they do, conveying caries
or some other taint of impurity to the eater.

The librarian handling library cards some-
times forgets himself in the same way; so do
people arranging slips of paper and counting
bank notes. B:cause done innocently and
unconsciously the practice is none the less
prejudicial to health and offensive to good
taste. :
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