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Pioiessional Catos.

J. M Ol
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fiice in Annapolis, cpposite Garriccn Gate.
—WILL BE AT MIS—

OFFIOBE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grooery Store.)
Pvery Thursday.

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

Reliable Firo and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&8 Money to loan ab five per cent on Real
Hstate security.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Bupreme Court.
Solleitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

DR. H. S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Naryland.
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 SPEClAL‘fY.

FRED W, HARRIS,

Barr ry - - Soligcitor,
“""Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. §.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

N. By CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8,

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

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

35 of

DIRECTORS:

‘Wu. ROBERTSON, Wwn. ROCHE, |
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACEADAR. J. H. SYMONS.
GEo. MITCcHELL, M.P.P. E.G. SMITH,
A. E. JoNES.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager
C. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per ecent,

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

sage.
E)Artmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
mansger.
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,
. Aanager.
“" North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
smanager.
Sherbrooke, N, S.—F. O. Robertson,
manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting
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
UNDERTAKER

and Funeral Director.

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

RN

Cabinet Work also attended to.

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

TRY
BIACK CROW.

No Dust.
Easily applied,
Quick Shine

Ask your Grocer.

WANTED

rass Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and
8 nﬂben‘ olduMah any Furniture. olc%
Postage Stamps used_before mo—worﬂé mos!
on the envelnYeS' old blue Disbes and China.
GranAifather c! uoh. Good prices paid.
Adaress

o
n

SAT.US

POPULI SUPREMA LEX BEST.

BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIO, Ete

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St,, Bridgetows

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y

BRIDGETOWN, N.

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 2, 1901.

In the hour

Busingss Man =

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.

of your need don’t

forget that the

(Ueckly Monitor
Job Department « =

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

* 5 «

*

*

e

= *

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

Visiting Cards,
or any Special Order
that may be required.

wWe PRINT

Aetterbeads,
anemoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,
Busincss Cards,

(Ueekly Thonitor,

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

Bridgetown, 1. S.

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

trBefore buyi
our prices.

Moulie, Bran,

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

ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

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

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

Chop Feed and Oats.

g it would pay you to see our goods and get
satisfaction guaranteed.

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

SPAING FOOTWEAR!

My assortment of Boots, Shoes
and Rubbers cannot be surpassed
in the valley. They particularly
include a superior lot of Men’s and
Women’s Tan Bals,' which I have
marked at the very lowest figure.
My specialty this season is the

“King” Shoe

For comfort, style and perfect
workmanship these Shoes are the
standard of the Twentieth’ Century
production. A call at my store
next door to the Post Office, will
convince you that you can save
money and get perfect satisfaction

in your purchases of footwear.

W. A. KINNEY.

(13 Qu EEN »
Top Draft, Heating Wood Stove!

Warranted the only Stove made in
Canada with Top Dratt,

Will make your room comfortable in two

minutes at } cent cost. Safe, no dirt, no trou-

. Ashes nced removing only once in two

L al ‘Home, church, hall.

school. Will positively keep fire all nighi.

Saves 25 to 50 in fuel; will warm a house in

five mi One style ts with hot air

pipes and heats flve rooms. A trial will cost
you nothing where we have an agent._10,

in use the past two years, 268 recommended by

eminent doctors and sold for sick rooms.

ve sizes—$7.50, $9.00, $14.00, $13.00, 16.00,

. 0. B. Yarmouth, N.S. Send for catalogue.

A. J. NICKERSON & CO., Yarmouth, N. 8.,
general agents for counties west of Halifax.

Sub-Agents Wanted.

August 21st, 1801.

1m

ot

The Brick vllou-e belonging to the
pstate of 1ate Bobt. E. F'Randolph.
April 8rd, 1901 2

NOTICH

There will be no grinding at Worthylake's

Mil] this season.
. JOS. WORTHYLAKE,
Aug. 14th—3m Paradise.

Nust be Sold

SUMMER
GOODS

At Cost!

1 must make room for Winter Stock, and
will therefore sell the balance of my Summer
Goods at cost.

A GRAND CHANCE
T0 SAVE YOUR MONEY.

Open every evening except Sunday.

Butter and Eggs taken in exchange.

For SALE.—A first-class driving horse, sound
and kind.

T. A. FOSTER.

Do You Know Good Things?
Do You Want Good Things?

Then buy your good things at

TRODP & FORGYTH'S

Meat Market,
Granville Street, Bridgetown.

Meat, Fish & Provisions
of all kinds.

Everything of the best quality obtainable.

—Doctor—** There'’s nothing gerious the mat-

ter with Michael, Mrs, Muldoon. I think a lit-
tle soap and water will do him a8 much good as
anything.” .

Mrs, Mulioon—* Yis, doctor ; an’ will Oi give
it t’ him befoor or after his meals "

oetry.

Farewell.

Farewell! facewell! but this I tell
To thee thou wedding-guest!
He prayeth well, who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast,

He prayeth best, who loveth best
All things both great and small;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.
—Coleridge.

Thanks.

To the Giver of all bleesings
Lat our voices rise in praise,
For the joys and countless mercies
He hath sent to crown our days;
For the homes of peace and plenty,
And a land so fair and wide,
For the labor of the noonday,
And the rest of eventide;

For the splendor of the forest,
For the beauty of the hills,

Fer the freshness of the meadows,
And a thousand sparkling rills;
For the blossoms of the springtime
And the memories they bring,
For the ripened fruits of autumn,
Do we thank Thee, O our King.

For the wealth of golden harvests,
For the sunlight and the rain,
For the grandeur of the ocean,
For the mountain and the plaing
For the ever-changing seasons
And the comforts which they bring,
For Thy love, €0 grand, eternal,
We would thank Thee, O our Kfng.

—The Home,
S
Don’t Look for Flaws.
Don't look for flaws as you go through life;
And even when you find them
It is wise and kind to be somewhat blind,
And look for the virtue behind them,
For the cloudiest night has a hinv of the
light
Somewhere in its shadows biding;
It is better by far to hunt for a star
Than the spots on the sun abiding.

The ¢urrent of life runs ever away
To the bosom of God’s great ocean;

Don't set your force ’'gainst the river's

course

And think to alter its motion.

Don’t waste a curse on the universe—
Remember it lived before you.

Don’t butt at the storm with your puny

form,
But bend and let it fly o’er you.

The world will never adjust itself
To suit your whim to the letter;
Some things must go wrong your whole life
long,
And the sooner you know it the better.
It is folly to fight with the Infinits,
And go under at last in the wrestle.
The wiser man ehapes into God’s great plan
As the water shapes into the vessel.
— Progressive Age.

Selmi fgf‘it;thtnn.

The Big-Footed Girl of the
Brazos.

BY WiLL ALLEN DROMGOOLE.

-

«T wouldn’t mind being big and ugly and
all the rest, if it wasn't for my feet,” said
Bet.

Mrs. Seers, the nearest neighbor, who had
stopped by.on her way from the little town
of Waco, twenty miles distant, held up her
hands in horror.

«“The land o' mercy,” said she, ** and
how would you make out without ’em in
this here sun-baked, Injun-ha'nted country,
I'd like to know! Time you've trotted over
them prairies long as me you'll be wishing
you was a centipede, mighty nigh, and that
every foot was as big as a buffalo and as
stropg as an ox, and that you conld onhook
em’ and use one pair at'a time, saving of the
best pair for Sundays, maybe.”

The girl laughed as she hooked her ohurn
dasher on the peg behind the kitchen door,
where the sun and wind could sweeten and
freshen it for the next churning.

She did nut confide to her visitor that she
had overheard a woman speak of her at the
singing-school the week before- as the ** big
footed girl of the Brszos county,” nor that
the words had hurt her and had set her to
casting up the slights fate had put upon her
in not investing her with certain feminine
charms and weaknesses which, until then,
Bet neither missed nor desired.

She was not given to complaining, she was
something of a pioneer and proud of the good
strength and strong body which had fitted
her for the self-imposed task of keeping
house for her three bachelor brothers who
had pitched their tents in that promised
land of bounty, the new State of Texas.
She had crossed the mountains of Alabama
and .the prairies of the West to come to
them, and had been happy in' their growing
prosperity, and satisfied with their love and
approval.

Moreover, life on the plains was not all
work and hardship. Over in the county seat
things were growing “city like,” and the
village of Waco had two-story houses with
laces at more than one window. There was
silk in the stores and the sheerest of lawns.
And instead of old-time corn-shuckings there
were singing schools at the-meeting house on
the Bazos, and there were debates, ard rab-
bit-hunts, and quiltings, and candy-pullings,
to all of which Bet had heen cordially in-
vited, had cordially accepted, and very cor-
dially enjoyed.

Since little Bess had come to them Bet
had gone out less frequently to be sure, for
Bess was delicate and too young for the wild
rides that were no more than a tonic to Bet.
Sometimes when the nights were moonlight
and the days long the big girl had ridden to
‘Waco with the little girl perched up behind
her on her horse, a basket of eggs and &
bucket of butter suspended from saddle,
had bartered her produce for dry goods and
ridden home beside her big brother at mid-
night, with Bess asleep in her arms, and had
been all ready for her ueual work next day.
Bat lately she had felt her bigness to be un-
feminine, though this was the first time her
discontent had found words.

But the moment she had epoken she felt
better; perhaps because good Mrs. Seers
made light of it, for before Bet could spesk
again for laughing, she went on:

« And as for ‘ugly’ Bettie Browser, that
you ain't. I heard some of the boys talking
about the candy pull, and you was plumb
pretty. And my boy, Tim, allowed he

badn't set eyes on nobody as you be, nob
since he lefc Tennessee, 8o there you are.”

The big footed girl dropped down upon
the suniighted door-step to laugh.

“ You are sure he didn't say * footiest ' in-
stead of ‘ handiest 7" said she. ** Look at
that I” and Bet thrust forward a foot that
was large and strong and able-looking, to be
sure, even when shod in its own proper foot-
wear. But with her brother’s big, broad
shoe, in which it was cased—as her feet often
were when there was an extra tramping to

do—poor Bet did show a foot which she

declared ** was enough to shame a Coman-
che.”

“Never mind,” said the visitor, *‘ never
miod the bigness of the body, so the heart’s
big, too. Come on out to the wagon &nd get
goods, I must be movin’. Thar's a passel o
them San Saba Injuna in town to-day, been
over in Cherokee hunting. They wae filling
themselves up on whisky toler’ble pert,
seemed to me, and I ain’c caring to travel
the road twixt here and my place in thar
company. Whar's the boys?”

 They went over to Limestone bright and
eatly to help the Simpson boys rope some
oattle. There's to be s beef slaughtered
after the roping, and Joe sllowed they
would be late getting home. It seems wort
o' lonesome without 'em, so me and Bess
have been laying off to finish up the work
and run off for s little pleasuring in the
woods down by the river. It aln’t far, and
somehow it does me good to go to the river
and see the trees. It makes me think of
home to hear the Brazos go whispering
through the low grounds.”

* Humph ! makes me think o’ snakes,”
deolared the visitor, as she climbed into her
waggon and began passing out the parcels
designed for Bet. This accomplished, she
took up the reins. ** Woll, I've got to be
moving; stopped to deliver at four places
*fore I got here. You know how ’tis when
a body goes to town in a waggon. Now,
don’t you gals wander too far off, nor get so
lost in water gaziog as to forget to keep an
eye on the road. Them Injuns over on San
Saba ain't guilty o’ no greater sin than lazi-
ness and filth when they're sober; but drunk
they ain’t much short o’ fiends and wild ani-
mals. S'long: take keer o’ yourselves and
if they bother you whip out the shot-gun and
skeer "om some.”

Bet, watching the white-topped waggon
pass on over the prairie, felt strangely alone
and helpless. She wae not afrald of the In-
dians on the Brazos; they were peaceable
and harmless; but the tribes farther west in
the San Saba country had not felt the soft-
ening influence of civilization to the extent
of those living farther east.

The Indian village lay beyond the town
some thirty miles, yet they had often passed
that way seeking lost cattle or bound for &
buffalo-hunt with the tribes on the SanSaba
River. She had seen them often, too, in
the streets of the town of Waeo, In their
paint and feathers, bat always peaceable and
f:lendly and safe enough under the stroog,
restraining hand of the goverpment. Now
and then a straggler something the worse for
whieky had stopped at the door to call
¢+ How?"” from his wiry mustang, and to re-
lieve his emotions in a resounding yell. But
it chanced the boys had been at home on
those occasiops and knew how to deal with
the noisy intruders.

She shouldn't like them to fiod her alone
with only Bess, the child whose parents had
died while crossing the prairie, and whom
the boys brought home with them until some
one should claim her. There were others of
the party who told them the child's story.
Her father was driving for one of the emi-
grants, who volunteered to carry the family
west if the father would take charge of the

- team. But the man had died sitting bolt

upright with the flnes in his bhand. The
journey west had come too late for him.
The mother, the child in her arms, had taken
the lines the father had laid down ; but three
days later bad, in her turn, laid them by
and gone with the silent messenger. ‘¢ Died
for no reason in the world,” the hardier emi-
grants told the youog men, who had come
upon them digging a grave by the roadside.

But when big, strong Bettie took the little
girl in her arms, saw the pale, patrician face
with the bloe veins in the fair temples, she
understood that the young parenta, well-bred
and of the gentler class, had found the pros-
pect too hard for them, and bad died of
sheer despair. The child had been quiet,
gentle, even helpful ; the little feet had been
willing enough, but to big Bettie they were
mere * toy "—** doll's feet "—good only to
be held in the hollow of her hand and laugh-
ed at.

Yet the shape and trimueass of the little
feet pleased her, and set her at war, too,
with her own awkward ** clodhoppers ;” and
as the child grew older and the little feet
trimmer the big girl grew more and more to
hate her own broad, flat members that grew
broader and flatter in the rough boys’ shoes
that Bet would wear in spite of their efforts.

To-day her discontent had found words;
she was ashamed of it, and she felt like get-
ting away from herself and ber small rebel.
lions. She felt » twinge of homesickuess,
too, and wanted to get near to something
that was like the land she had left—the
river, the broad Brazos, and the live oaks
that rustled their green boughs the warm
years through.

«“Bess!” The child looked up from the’
doll she was dressing. **Get the boys’ som-
breros down from the nails and we'll take
our little run to the river, anyhow, Injun or
no Injun.”

The child sprang to obey ; she was as fond
of the river and the osks as Bet herself.

The big girl looked back under her tall
sombrero as they were crossing the yard;
the little house had an appealing look.

] don't kuow what makes me uneasy,”
said Bet, ** but somehow. it don’t seem quite
safe to leave it.”

T reckon it was talking about Indiars
scared you,” suggested Beass. It made me
all creepy, too.”

“ Yes, I reckon that was it,” said Bet.
“I'm not to say afraid of ’em, but I wish the
boys were home. Now, then, clip it acroes
this cotton-field—look out for the young
plante—then the pasture, and lo ! we'll reach
the river.” They crossed the long, greening
field and reached the meadow and the divid-
ing fence.

“ Wait,” said Bet ; ** let me over first and
T'll help you. My ! these rails fairly quiver
under that foot | Hust! I heard horses—
and a—yell. Is that dust? Back!”

She stood on top of the fence and shaded
her eyes. Down the road beyond the steeam
she could see through the trees a cloud of
yellow dust. The cloud parted fot an in-
stant, and Bet saw, galloping straight down
the road that passed them, not & hundred
yards from the meadow fence, half & dozen
peinted, feather-decked figures yelling and
lashing their ponies furiously as they made
straight for the Mttle house on the prairie.

They bad not seen the girls, and with &
silent prayer that they might not see them,
Bet dropped from the fence and whispered :

« Run—fly home ! The Indiaus are com-
ing! Drunk! They will kill us here, sure.”

The little girl sped like a rabbit straight
down the cotton row, with Bet close behind
her. And behind them both galloped the
savages, their drunken yelle growing more
and more distinet as they drove their ponies
down to the water.

There they halted for their horses to drink,
and with the screening osks between them
and their danger, the girls made a bold dash

soross the field for the house. Once there—

well, there was a rifle in case the savages
decided to stop.

« If we live to get to it I” Bet told herself
as she panted after the little flying figure of
Bess.

Suddenly the little figure swang to one
side, reeled, and dropped, with a low cry of
pain, among the cotton plants.

¢ My foot,” she sobbed. ** It—"

There was no time for more. Bet reached
down almost without stopping, and, lifting
the child in her arms, ran on.

As the Indians rode up from the water
and into view, Bet closed the door and bolted
it behind her. They came straight on with
ayell. Two minutes would give them smple
time to break in the door.

The girl thought quickly and acted prompt-
ly. The little house had but two rooms and
» shed-kitchen. The boys were building a8
they had time and money for it. In the ab-
sence of closeta and store-room, Bet ntilized
the loft above her own room for storiog herbs
and dry vegetables. The room was unsealed
overhead, and the loft conseguently without
flooring of any description. The boys had
tacked on the laths, however, expecting to
plaster before cold weather ; and above these,
for the space of some six feet square, Bet
had laid a bit of amateur flooring by nailing
some rough hoards across the rafters. This
she called her store-room j to it she ascended
by means of a short ladder placed against an
opening cut through the laths, where, by
and by, she meant to have a stairway down,
as occasion required.

Bet knew that, finding the brothers absent,
the Indians would promptly proceed to ran-
sack the house. She trembled to think what
farther mischief they might do; but she
knew they maust not find her and Bess alone
in the house.

She carried the child to the foot of the
ladder, and there sat her down. “(Climb
up,” said she ‘““on your knees, and then
crawl upon the boards, and be still as a
mouse, while I get the gun and drag the
ladder up. Look oat for the lath and try
not to make a noise.”

Draggiog her throbbing foot, little Beas,
frightened and obedient, climbed to the loft.
It was but a moment until Bet’s big, round,
welcome face appeared at the top of the lad-
der, and close beside it the muzzle of a shot-
gun.

«T can’t find powder or shot,” ehe gasped.
¢« The boys must a-took it to the roping for
the beef-shooting afterward. But it feels
better to have a gun, even if it isn’t loaded.
Keep it there whils I drag up the ladder.
The gun haen't been used for a year.”

She smiled contemptuously as she placed
the gun on the boards beside the child. This
rusty, unloaded old weapon was their sole
chanee for life should the drunken Indians
care to attack them.

But she had no time for lamentations, the
lower end of the ladder had scarcely disap-
peared through the opening when she heard
the Iadiane grunting and knocking, demand-
ing admittance.

With a startled, quickly suppressed sob
the little girl rose to her knees, but Bet's
strong left hand held her down until she had
herself under control and lay quiet and
noiseless beside her big defender and com-
rade, while the Indians, laughing, shouting
and swearing, were battering down the door.

She did not stir when the door fell in with -
a-crash and the painted savages buret pell-
mell into the room. But she set her teeth
in her under lip and held to Bet's hand with
s grip that was almost unbearable. With
her free hand Bet sat holding the gun, muz-
zle down, her finger lying lightly against the
trigger. Through the cracks between the
laths she could see all that passed below.
She saw one of the Indisns pass into the
kitchen and almost immediately s grunt of
delight announced that he bad found the
ham she had that morning boiled for the
Sunday dioner next day. She saw him
come, bringing the large chuok of greasy
meat into her bedroom where the gang pro-
ceeded to pack it, with all the flour and sugar
and coffee. they could find into the meal-
sacks that hung upon the kitchen wall
They helped themselves to the butter that
was to be sent into town on Monday and
sold, and when they had taken all the pro-
visions they could find, one of them seemed
to be seized with & sudden recollection of
something that had been familiar to him
aboat the place.

He quickly communicated this to the
others in low, broken English and Indian
jargon. Bet could not catch what be eaid,
but when the six of them began to rush
about the house, looking behind beds and
boxes, overturning chairs, smashing "tables
and dragging her clothes from their nuils, it
dawned upon her with sudden cold horror
that the redskins were searching for her.

She saw one of them rush to the bed and
with long, bare arms, turn the big, feather-
stuffed ticking over and over, while another
took her dress from the nail on the wall and
began peering into it, as though she might
be hidden there, while he kept demanding,
“ Gal! Gal ! White gal!”

The ** white girl” in the loft felt the
blood tingle in her veins, and the finger on
the old gun’s trigger trembled. Oh! for one
good charge. She heard the clock on the
kitchen shelf clamor out the hour; she even
counted the sharp, brazen strokes mechani-
cally—** one, two, three, four, five I” Oh,
if the boys would come—come. before these
drunken savages should find her biding
place! They were in the cellar now, still
demanding the *‘ white gal.” Now they
were standing together in a huddle in the
centre of the room trying to decide where to
search next.

The girl in the loft could feel her heart

.throbbing while the ugly heads below her

bobbed and bent together in wicked plotting
against her.

Sundenly the child lying at her side gave
one short, sharp, quickly-stified sob, and in-
stantly every red face was turned upward to
the loft.

Herself too startled to be cautious, Bet
sprang to her feet; the strong finger on the
trigger closed like a vise, and with sudden
unexpected indignation the old-forgotten
muzzle-loader discharged Iteelf with a roar
into the very midst of the jubilant, grinning
faces below.

There was a yell and a great rattle of

hing, cracking timbors as Bet floundered
into the laths, and to crown the confusion
her brother’s big, broad, cowhide shoe went
ripping through and dangled threateningly
above the heade of the surprised Indians,
while a familiar, well worn sombrero dropped
through the opening the foot had made.
Thinking that the owner of the shoe and hat
would drop upon them, in another instant
the savages broke for their ponies, and with
& wild, drunken yell were gone like the wind
across the prairle, They did not stop for
the plunder, but rode as though half an army
might be upon their track.

And Bet, before she even went down to
inspect the damages, sat back upon her

board perch and laughed until the tears

choked her. Bess thinking she was overcome
with the fright, began to sob.

¢ Oh, Bet,” sald she, I didn’t go to do
it. My foot hurt me, and I tried not to feel
it, but the pain would come.”

Bet leaned over and kissed the little wet
face. * You saved us,” said she, *‘that
little eob saved us. There is blood on the
floor, 80 one of them was stung at any rate.
That means they'll not come back. From
the gait thay were going they'll be on the
San Saba before many hours. You just lie
still one moment now till Bet can slip the
ladder down, then she's going to doctor the
poor little foot. It's sprained, that's what
itis. T'lI sponge it and bind it up good and
tight. I feel like I ought to do something
for this old clodhopper, too—give it a ban
quet or something. Anyhow, I won't abuse
it any more—never. Soppose, now, it had
been your foot that went through that oeil-
ing, or any other girl’s foot except big-footed
Bet's, we'd b_epn& dead by this time. But,
you see, it never éntered the Tadians’ heads
that it was & woman's feot coming down
upon them. My! my! Won't the boys guy
me! That foot’ll be notorions in the Brazes
country. They’ll be saying ‘Bet Browser’s
big foot put & whole gang of savages to rout;’
or else * Bet Browser set her foot down on a
whole tribe of Indians and squelched ’em.’
Shouldn’t wonder if they come miles to take
the dimensions of it, and to see the old gun
that went off when it wasn’t loaded, like old
guns always do.”

And again Bet sat down upon the boards
to laugh with Bess at the big foot which had
been the means of saving them that day.
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Pass It Qn.

The Rev. Mark Guy Pearse tells us that
when he was a lad of fourteen years he was
returning to his home in Cornwall from
school in Germany, passing through London
on his way. After spending & little money
here, he took train for Bristol, and then
went on board a ship going to Cornwall—
the railways not running so far in those
days. The passage money which he thought
included his meals, exhausted the whole of
his cash, and his surprise was great when
the steward, toward the close of the passage,
brought him a bill for hisfood. He told him
that he had spent all his money. “Then,”
eaid the steward, ‘“‘you should not have or-
dered the things you did.” And he asked
for his name and address.

Directly the lad had stated who he was,
the steward looked at him intently and ex-
claimed: *1 never thought I would live to
see you.” Then he told how that years be-
fore, when a fatherless boy, and his mother
was in great distress, Mr. Pearse’s father
had befriended them, and he had resolved,
if ever opportunity afforded, he would repay
the kindness thus shown. So now he paid
the lad’s bill, gave him five shillings, and saw
him safely landed. When Mr. Pearse told
his father the incident, hisreply was: “My
lad, I passed the kindness to him long ago,
in doing what I did, snd now he has passed
it on to you. Mind as you grow up to pass
it on to others.”

And Mr. Pearse did not forget. Seeing a
lad one dsy at a railway station in trouble
b he had not gh money by four-
pence to pay for his railway fare, Mr. Pearse
gave him a shilling; and when the lad
brought him back the change, be told him
to keep it and that he was going to ride with
him. And then in the carriage he told the
boy the story of how the steward had treat-
ed him on the boat.

«And now,” he said, “I want you, if ever
you have the opportunity, to pass it on to
others.” Mr. Peagse got out at the junction,
and as the train left the station the lad
waved hie handkerchief and said, *‘I will
pass it on.”

How much brighter and happier the world
would be if everybody would only *pass on”
the little deeds of kindnees shown to them.
Are you doing this, my young friend, or do
you only pass on unkind actlons instead of
kind ones?

Dr. Thomas Arnold’s Prayer.

Arnold of Rugby was one of the wisest
and best men of his generation. He was
wont to pray in the following terms:

0 Lord, I have a busy world around me;
eye, ear and thought will be needed for all
my work to bedone in this busy world.
Now ere I enter on it, I would commit eye
and ear and thought to thee. Do though
bless them, and keep their work thine, that
a8 through thy natural laws my heart beats
and my blood flows without any thought of
mine, so my spiritual life may hold on its
course at those times when my mind cannot
consciously turn to thee to commit each par-
ticular thought to thy service. Hear my
prayer, for my dear Redeemer’s sake.
Amen.”

It is the prayer of a busy man or a buey
woman. “Busy without ceasing” was the
injunction of one of the busiest men that
ever lived. All our work may be begun,
continued and ended in a prayerful attitude
of mind toward God.

Summer Helps to Cure Catarrh and
Bronchitis.

Sunshine, evenness of temperature, out:
door life, together with freedom from recur-
rence of colds which winter excites, isa great
boon to victims of Catarrh, Bronchitis and
Hay Fever. Fortify these blessings by the
wonderful, certain and prompt Catarrhozone
treatment. It cures always, but quickest
in summer. Doctors approve of it, druggiste
recommend it, geople who have used it go
wild over it. ou try Catarrhozone, then
wonder where your Catarrh has gone to. It
cures. Do you know any other remedy that
does? All dealers, 25¢. and $1.00.

—How does & man become learned? Not
surely by devouring volumes at a gulp, but
by submitting to the gradual accumulation
of little items and details of knowledge, so
insignificant individually, so enormous m
the aggregate, day after day, and year after
year.

A Taik to Fathers,

A gentleman met & friend near his own
home and they joined company en their way
to business. Before they gone far they
met a trim nurse-maid wheeling a baby-
carriage, in which was a fine six-months’-old
baby. :

“That's & jolly looking little chap,” sald
the gentleman.

He hastily glanced at his watch, and find-
ing that he had a t to spare, stopped
the carriage and chirruped to the baby, who
smiled genially in response.

“I have a little one st home about this
one’s age,” obeerved the gentleman to his
friend. *‘ By the way,” he continued to the
maid, *‘ whose baby is this?”

“ Yours, sir,” responded the nurse in much
astonishment.

Of course the story was too good to keep,
and the faithless friend put It at once inte
circulation. The hero of thislittle anecdote
is not, however, the only father in the world
who is unaequaioted with his own children,
In the harry and drive of life, many a father
feels that his duty is well done if be earns
the food to put Into the children’s mouthe
and the garments wherewith te clothe them.
He has no knowledge of the needs or char-
acteristics of his own children ; be ls absorb-
ed to other things.

How often are men heard tosay : “I leave
the training of my children to my wife ;” or,
‘1 never interfere with the discipline; my
wife attends to all that.” Another type of
father, still, assumes in his family the role
of lord high executioner,

“If you don’t stop that,” says the fond,
foolish mother, *‘I will tell your father on
you.”

In some families there is no threat so
dreadful, and I have known a father to tell
laughingly, ae if it were a good joke, of the
poor, scared little faces which were lifted to
his when he appeared suddenly among them
with a rattan in hand, inquiring whether
there were **any whippings to be dealt out
that afternoon.”

A father onght to be friendly with hie
children ; he ought to be interested in every
interest of theirs, right down to their dollies
and their bats and their balle. Nothing
which conoerns them should be twivial for
his notice. A father ought not only to love
his children, but he should show that be
loves them. He ought to prove this so con-
vincingly that, whatever happens, they cam
never doubt their father’s affection for them.
I was waiting at a railway-station for &
friend one Christmas eve, when I noticed &
tall, fine-looking man of perhaps fifty years,
who was pacing np'and down the platform,
evidently waiting for the same train that I
was. As the train glided into the station,
his eyes scanned the cars till they alighted
upon a handsome lad of about eighteen, who
also was gazing eagerly at the crowd.

“ Here I am, Tom,” cried the gentleman
joyously.

The boy’s face glowed and he sprang from
the platform almost before the cars had
stopped moving.

“ Father " said he; and in an instant he
had the gray-haired man by the shoulders
and kissed him. Then he pushed away »
little and looked him lovingly in the eyes.
“I'm awfully glad to see you,” said hej
“how’s mother ?”

1 looked at them wistfully as they walked
away together. Oh, I thought to myself, if
there were more fathers like that, there
would be fewer young lives wrecked upon
the treacherous rock of sin, for a father’s
love will hold a boy when the sternest com-
mands and the most rigid training would be
of no avail.

Said a middle-aged woman to me: “I
have known what the text, ‘ Like as & father
pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth
them that fear him,” meant ever since I was
ten years old. At that time I had a kitten,
a pretty little creatare, which I loved as &
little pet with sll my heart. But, alas, ene
spring morning Sprite stole a young chicken
belonging to a neighbor and ate it before the
man could rescue it. He came to our house
at once, very angry, and demanded that the
cat should be killed ; but I begged for Sprite's
life so pathetically that he promised to spare
him, if he sinned no more. Iu a few days,
however, the cat was seen lurking near the
coop, and soon made off with another chicken.
Tha neighbor gave chase, of course, but the
cat hid ; so he came over and demanded the
cat’s life as soon as it should appear. My
mother felt that it was just and promised
that I should bring Sprite over as soon as he
came home. In ashort time ke came purring
ap to me and I had to take the dear little
fellow up in my arms and carry him to his
doom. The neighbor drowned him forth-
with. I did not complain before anyone,
but my little pillow was wet with tears every
night for my lost comrade. My father was
from home at that time and I carried my
trouble alone until his return. After he had
kiseed ue all around and heard various items
of interest, he turned to me and said, * How
is Sprite?’ and I told him what had happens
ed. I shall never forget how he caught me
in his arms and placed me on his knee, as he
said, ‘Poor child! That was too bad! If
I had been here, it never should have hap-
pened;’ and I sobbed out my grief on his
breast and was comforted. It was a little
thing, a mere trifle compared to the sorrows
of my life, but perhaps some of the thinge
which we grieve over now seem quite as
trivial to the eyes of Omnipotence, yet none
the less our heavenly father is quick to com-
fort us.”

A father t shirk the r ibility
of his children. God will hold bim equally
accountable with the mother for them, and
if they go astray through any lack of fatherly
care or affection, he will one day find himself
terribiy to blame.—The Presbyterian.

Why She is Popular.

Looking at people and speaking pleasantly,
slthough she may feel distarbed.

Taking no notice of accidents which hap-
pen to others unless she can give aid.

Never refusing a gift when it evidently
comes from the heart and is bestowed with

1
e,

Making no unnecessary allusion to any

Baking Powder

Made from pure

Safeguards the food
against 2 alum.
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bject which is known to be disagreeable
to another.

Dreseing suitably, with consideration for
the feelings and the wardrobes of those abous
her.

Writing letters to those who have bene-
fitted her in any way, or to whom she may
give help or cheer.

Showing herself happy when she is enjoy-

herself, bering it is a pl to
others to make her happy.

Tired Mothers.

It's hard work to take care of okildren and
to cook, sweep, wash, sew and mend besides.

It makes a shop of the home—a shop, too
where sixteen honrs make a day and yet
there is much working overtime.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla helps tired mothers in
many ways—It refreehes the blood, improves
the appetite and assures restful sleep.

—The name of the assassin of President
McKinley is pronounced as if spelled Chol-
gosh He is of Polish parentage, and way

born in the United States.




