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J. M. OWEN,

ppofcssional cards.

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

O idco in Annapolis, opposite Garrison gate

—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
[(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
IEvery Thursday.
C.nsular Agent of the United Siates
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
w=AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fiee and Life Ins. Co.’s.

£ Money to loan at five per cont on Real
Estate security.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
H)>ad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olaes
Real Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etec.
SBAFNER BUILDING,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARBISTER AND SOLICITOB.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master S8upreme Court,
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. 8. ANDERS®ON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.

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

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA:

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D.D. S.

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

Bridgetown; Sept. 23rd, 1891, 26 of

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

UNION BANK OF MNALIFAX

Incorporated 1856,
Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000
Capital Paid-up, - 1,000,000
Rest, - - - 642 660

DIRKCTORS:
WM. ROBERTSON, WM. RocHE.
Pre-i Vice-President.,
C. C.

Gxo.

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

Collections solieited,

Bitls of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate nllowed for money on
specinl deposit.

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

BRANCHES

Annapolis, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,

Bridgetown, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt,

Broad Cove Mines, C. B.—R. W, Elliott,
actiog manager.

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

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

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

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

Halifax, N. S.—W. C. Harvey, Manager.

Kentville, N. 8.—F. O. Robertson,. Mgr.

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

Liverpool, N.8.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.

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

New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,
manager. ;

North Sydoey, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

anager.
umwf-Spaln, Trinidad—A. D. McRae,
manager. :

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

St. Peter’s, C. B.—J. A, Irving, manager.

Sydaney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—R. Creighton, acting

anager.
mwﬁ!ville, N. S.—A. F. Little, manager.

Yarmouth, N. 8.—N. R. Barrows, «
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Brancliés
Upppr Canada; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston; Royal Bank of Canada, "St.
Jono, N. B.; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
John's, Nfid.

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS.

térs sold by the peck or half peck, or on
podl shel.

AD, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
ﬁgﬁm bakery always on hand.
T. J. EAGLESON,
7 GRANVILLE ST., BRIGDETOWN

B . (.
.. .
Prinfing . .

Good Stock,

Meat Workmansbip,
Tip=to=Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

(¢ Pring «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. S. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FOﬁMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.|

Finest Lines
o IN..

Wedding
atlonery.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Monitor « = =
Job Prinfing = =
Departuent, = «

and Cornet in a‘few days.

In Feed

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five
In Flour '

Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream cf Wheat, White
Rose annd Goderich. Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

we have Mecal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,
Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.
Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

srBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.

. 1. PIGCHI1TL.

B A Cf

Sanitary
Plumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

'Phone 21

NN AN ARARARAR

WHEN THE TIDE IS LOW,

When the Tide is low.
Some time at eve when the tide is
low
1 shall slip my mooring and sail
away,
With no response to the friendly hail
Of kindred craft in the busy bay.
In the silent hush of the twilight pale
When the moon stoops. down to em-
brace the day
And the voices call in the water’s
flow—
Some time at even when the tide is
low,
I shall slip my mooring and sail away.

Through purple shadows that darkly
trail
O’er the ebbing tide of the Unknown
Sea
I shall fare me away with a dip of
sail
And a ripple of waters to tell the tale
Of a lonely vovager, sailing away
To Mystic Isles, where at anchor
lay
The craft of those who have sailed be-
fore
O'er the Unknown Sca to the Un-
known Shore. s

A few who have watched me sail away
Will miss my craft from the busy bay;
Some friendly barks that were an-
chored near
Some loving souls’ that my heart
held déar
In silent sorrow will drop a tear,
But I shall have peacefully furled my
sail
In moorings sheltered from storm or
cale
And oreeted the friends who have
sailed before
O’er the Unknown Sea to the Un-
seen Shore.

Select giteraturi.
When The Literary. Wave
Struck Redbud.

Arvilla Blinker had broken into a
magazine. And had that magazine
contained nitroglycerine of a certain
deadly kind of literature, and had it
exploded unexpectedly under her per-
sistent tamper it ‘could not have
shocked her more than did the check
ived at the post-office.

itehed it frantically, and
went across the street to the Citi
zens’ Bank. The cashier was Arvilla’s
cousin,

He looked at her suspiciously.

‘Been selling perfumes and extracts
again?’’ he asked with delicate disin
terestedness.

Arvilla flushed. Henceforward Red-
bud must yield her the homage due
one of her attainments; and she
might as well begin on her cousin.

“It's for literary work,” she announ
ced calmly.

“Oh! Subscription premiums.” he
laughed, shoving the money under the
wicket. :

“l said literary work,” corrected

me!” - he murmured as the
authoress swept out.

Arville lived with her bachelor broth-
er, and to him she hastened.

Henry Blinker ran a luimber yard,
and when it came to literature, he
usually ran amuck. Arvilla showed
him the letter and the money.

“Was it in that long envelope that
1 mailed about forty times?”’ he ask-

“That was it, Henry.”

Henry Blinker was a business man.
He subtracted the price of eighty of
the stamps from the amount of the
cheque and saw at a glance that lit-
erary work paid.

“Push it along Villy,’j he cried
with enthusiasm.

He never read fiction unless it was
founded on fact. That night at the
supper table he 'applied his test of
literary excellence to the matter under
discussion.

No,” said Arvilla thoughtfully, “I
just made the story up out of whole
cloth.”

“Use facts,” he urged; ‘‘use facts.
Say,” he suggested, with a lowering
glance at the darkening windows,
“why not write up old Garston? I'd
paralyze that editor.”

And Arvilla could not escape the
suggestion.

Redbud looked with widening eyes
upon Arville Blinker. The paper con-
tained a notice of “‘our literary light
and her crowing effulgence.”

Redbud was a village of imitators,
and no one knew it better than the
authoress herself. She accordingly
took precautionary measures.

“In what way does vour inspiration
come?” a reportes had asked.

And Arvilla had answered: “Oh, 1
get kind of dazed and then I know

the spell is on.”

Thus did she hope to keep for her-
self the uniqueness  of her position.
1f other Redbud aspirants attempted
to step in her literary tracks, she
would give them to understand that
nothing short of throwing a fit would
bring the proper literary state of the
mind.

She was not one of those foolish
persons  who make friends of every-
body. “Jennie Cruler was a girl whom
she had passed by,

“It seems to me,” said-Mr. Cruler
to his wife, ““‘that Jennie, with her
education might do  something like
this Blinker girl, who is making mon-
ey hand over fist writing for the mag-
azines.”’

“1I'm sure she could,” said Mrs. Cru
ler, approvingly, “‘and the times are
so hard.”

“What could I write about;”’ Jennie
asked plaintively.

Mr. Cruler sat facing the door. His
line of vision extended along the field
and common to the Garston shack,
and he had a shock that illuminated
his gray matter as a meteor illumines
the. sky.

“Write about Garston,” cried he.

“Great Scott, what more do you
want?”’

His daughter, however, felt her in-
l'(r!!l‘n‘(‘ ncy,

“I'll get some of the girls to help
me,”” she thought; “‘we’ll do it on the
shares.”

And so it was arranged.

“T see,” said the Rev. Fish, turning
his bespeckled eyes around the circle
of his seven grown up daughters.
“that Villy Blinkers has made one of
the literary hits of the day.”

“That's not new, papa.”

He turned to his paper. but not to
read. ' Mr. Fish was growing old, and
his sermons, which had never been in
great demand were less so than ever.

“I wishj my girls would do some-
thing like that,” he said.

“There is nothing to'write about in
this little town,” declared the eldest.

He stroked his beard.

“The public is a sensational one—
more’s the pity; and human nature is
much the same the world over. Think
of the prodigious interest the murder
of Garston created here! Now it seems
to me—""

Seven voices were raised in protest.

“Never mind,” the father said sooth-
ingly. “But I will give five dollars
to the first of my daughters who has
a picce of any kind published in Arvil-
la Blinker’s magazine,”

The next day seven notebooks and
seven pencils were separately and sur-
reptitiously purchased by seven sis-
ters, daughters of Fish. And conid
one but analyzé the silent and psychic
foices which kneaded and twisted the
ponuiation of Redbud into a hetero-
ogencous mass of aspiriag  wiitlers,
then were occult science an open hook.

For it was not more than two
weeks from the time Arvilla Blinker
received her check until a score or
more of people, Spartanlike, were con-
cealing beneath their Redbud tunies
the pangs of unsatiated literary de-
sires.

And as murderers are mysteriously
drawn to the scene of their crimes, so
were these novelists drawn to the
scenes of their plots. Garston’s delap-
idated shack became the mecca of the
Redbud literati.

The first hegira held the seven
daughters of Fish, separated by a
distance supposed to conceal their in-
dividual intent.

They passed the stile to Garston’s
hut with a sweet good-morning to
the woman who sat thereon. That
woman was Arvilla Blinker.

The seven Fish sisters were followed
by Jennie Cruler and staff, with an
unbroken line stretching to the hori-
zon in the rear.

Then did poor Arvilla Blinker be-
come blind to the secret aspirations
of her fellow strugglers.

“The whole town is following me
around,”” she ejaculated; and wrote at
the bottom of her unfinished page—
wrote joyfully, wrote gleefully—"“for
such is fame.”

Gus Kaylor was Redbud’s only sten-
ographer. Story after story was
brought to him 1o be type-written,
and every day he swore the most sol-
emn silence, and every day -dripped
with the honey of a brand new secret.
1f he wondered at their sameness, he
said nothing, except to Arvilla Blink-
er.
Meantime the postmaster marvelled
at the number of people who had
large envelopes weighed, bought dou-
ble postage, and sealed their letters
with long, prayerful licks.

One. morning a number of envelopes
with a gertain sameness of shape and
color, ant~ayith the same address in
the upper left¢hand corner, rolled out

of the yawning il bag.
“I hope they’ll Mo the business,”

he said. .
A long row of writéhs stood watch-
ing each other furtivelyk, The literary
wave had not been of long duration,
but it had wafted along:that ‘‘free-
masonry of authorship” by which the
common affliction was betrayed.
Jennie Cruler, with her staff at her
back, moved boldly forward and broke
the waiting line, recgiving with a
giggle the first “ret

. with thanks’

that had ever been vouchsafed her.

For several minutes the postmaster
kept delivering the envelopes, of which
Jennie’s was the type. A few recip-
ients hurried away, but more remain-
ed to learn their fate on the spot-

“Did you get the throw-form too?”
asked Jennie of solemn-faced Mary
Gates,

“No, not exactly,” said Mary, con-
cealing the printed slip. “They said
they had read my story with great in-
terest, but that they regretted it was
not wholly adapted-to-the special—"’

Mary floundered.

“Is that all?”’ said Jennie dryly.

But her little question had broken
the literary ice, which threatened to
fasten each Redbud writer in a sepa-
rate cake of haughty reserve. In a
moment the postoffice became a gener-
al natotorium wherein the Redbud lit-
erati in the scant costume of a com-
mon cause, talked, laughed and pad-
dled together.

“They said mine was fine,”” said Mrs
Jones, the buxom wife of the grocer;
“not just in them words of course;
but what meant the same. They said
I ought sure to get it printed some-
where else.”

‘“That's what they told me,” said
Solomon, the coroner. ‘““But I reckon
mine was too long; naturally it
would be, you know. I set on the
body.”

“Whose body?"”’ someone asked.

‘“Garston’s of course,”” laughed Mrs.
Jones.

Conversation and criticism were wax
ing hot when Arvilla Blinker entered
with Gus Kaylor. Gus reconnoitered
near the door while Arvilla tripped
forward. She halted in their midst
and opened her envelope.

*“A check from your publishers, I
bet,” said Gus, loudly.

Her publishers! Arvilla coyly turned
the edges of the slip as it lay in its
merciful cover. Arvilla was grit to
the core.

“You're a good guesser, Gus,”’ she
said sweetly, and shaking the envel-
ope at her friend, she left her compet-
itors to their own circumscribed do-
main. As she turned her handkerchief
and a printed slip fell to the floor.

Jennie Cruler picked them up. She
smoothed the slip in her hands, and
in a moment it had become the com-
mon property of the literary mob.

Amid the snortings of derision, the
“light” with its growing effulgence,
reappeared at the door.

“My handkerchief,” she said swect-
ly.

It was handed to her. Having heen
one of the herd, Arvilla was suscep-
tible to its every thought and emo-
tion. She snified the symptoms of the
triumph. She examined her envelope
and paled.

“Did you see a piece of paper drop
with the handkerchief—a check?’” she
crescendoed boldly.

Jennie Cruler swaggered forward.
“Take min she urged, extending
the blue slip: “it's for the same a-
mount.”

Arvilla Blinker gave a quick look
and turned.

The literary wave rolled back from
Redbud—its writers were stranded on
a common shoal.

B e
THE THANKFUL BOX.

Little of the spirit of thankfulness
had been shown at the Thanksgiving
dinner; yet that was the occasion on
which the thankful box began.

The Sargents were in a bad way.
Mr. Sargent worried—needlessly —over
his business. Mrs. Sargent fretted over
the servants, and the father and moth
er, sulky and irritable by turns, set
the example for the children. Florence
and Ned ‘“nagged’; Bessie and Dan,
who were younger, fought continual-
ly.

" Yet every one of the six was private
ly fond of every other, and would have
defended him or her against the uni-
verse. The trouble was that they had
all fallen into the habit of looking at
the dark side of things and of acting
accordingly.

Aunt Rachel started the work of
reformation. She had crossed the con-
tinent to spend the winter with the
Sargents, and although there were
times when she almost regretted com-
ing, she was determined not to leave
her brother’s family as she had found
it. So on this Thanksgiving Day,
while the Sargents sat scrowling over
the dessert, Aunt Rachel drew from
her pocket a book and a little box.

“I have always read this on Thanks
giving Day,” she said, “it reminds
me of so many things.” Then, with-
out further preface or apology, she
read aloud the One Hundred and
Third Psalm. The . young Sargents
who liked Aunt Rachel, although they
thought her “‘odd” listened respectiul-

”»

}“Thut gave me an idea this morn-
ing, Henry,’ the visitor went on,
brightly. Mr. Sargent smoothed a
few wrinkles from his forehead, and
turned toward her. “We can’t begin
to give thanks, this day and any oth-
er for the great blessings of life and
health and home, but why can’t we

more appreciation of little

She held up the box. “I need to
have something like this before me all
the time,” she went on, ‘‘but perhaps
it would be more generous to share
it. You see, there’s a slit in the cov-
er. Now I propose that we call it
the Thankful Box, and when.a pleas-
ant thing happens—when a man does
pay his note, or the maid vuhgnh;ers
to help the cook, or we get an invita-
tion to a party, or climb to the head
of the. geography class—then the for-
tunate one shall put in a cent. When
the box is full, we’ll open it and take
the money to buy something for the
house, something all can enjoy.

“T’ll start with a cent for the In-
dian pudding. I never expected to eat
that tasted so natural and old-time.
It was sweet of you to think of it,
and take the trouble to make it, Sar-
ah,” Aunt Rachel told her sister-in-
law, ‘“‘and here’s a contribution to
the box to prove that I'm thankful.”

She dropped the cent through the
slit and set the box conspicuously in
the middle of the table. It stayed
there, yuite untroubled, for twenty-
four hours or more. Then Mr. Sar-
gent, wearing an expression more
cheerful than common, came 1n, Saw
the box, and recalled his sister’s re-
mark.

“Well,” he muttered, ‘“the man did
pay the note, and I'm as thankful as
Rachel could have been about her In-
dian pudding. By Jove, I will put in
a cent.”

He did so, To be sure, he stole out
of the room afterward as if a little
ashamed of the sentiment; nevertheless
the concession had started him upon a
happir train of thought. S

That cent seemed to break the ice,
as it were. On the very next morn-
ing Aunt Rachel found both Bessie
and Dan in the vicinity of the box.
The younger Sargents frequently did
act together, whether for good or for
bad; and this time they felt a com-
mon impulse of thankfulness.

“My seat-mate thought she’d have
to leave school ,but she hasn’t had to
go,” the girl explained. 4

“Glad my ball didn’t break the win-
der!” Dan growled enigmatically.

Even the elegant and superior Ned
paid tribute to the box that day, and
willingly admitted it to_Aunt Rachel.
“Got a photograph I've wanted a
long time,” he said. “Guess I'll have
to put in five cents for that.”

But the most concincing testimony
to the compelling power and influence
of the box was given by Florence one
day in January.

“Loan me a stamp, please, Aunt
Rachel,” she asked. “I can’t buy it
from you,” she added, laughingly.
“You see I find so much to be thank-
ful for that the box keeps me short
of pennies all the time.l wouldn’t
have believed there were so many nice
things happening, or so many unpleas
ant things not happening, if the box
hadn’t set me thinking of them.”

“Isn’t it a good plan to think of
them?”’ the older woman asked gently.

“Why of course it is, you dear old
auntie! This is a diffcrent family
since we began to remember ‘our lit-
tle marcies’ as the washer-woman
says. When we're doing that we do
not have time to complain, and we're
ashamed to borrow trouble.”

Thas the box grew in esteem and in
weight, ano all the members of the
family took pride in it, and felt it a
point of honor not to withhold its
dues. By April they had to manipu-
late it very dexterously in order to
squeeze in a coin. When it was in-
contestably full, even to the bursting
point, they gathered one night around
the table and opened it.

There were coins other than pennies
in the little heap, and at these the
older people looked with shining eyes.
The five-dollar gold piece for instance
Aunt Rachel knew her sister-in-law
had impulsively dropped that in the
day when Dan’s canoe was overturned
in the swiftest current of the river,
and Dan was saved. Perhaps the es
cape was too great a blessing to com
memorate by means of the box; but
the box had bécome a hobby by that
time, and it was natural to turn to

Then there were various quarters
and hali-dollars in the pile. Aunt
Rachel suspected her brother of most
of these. Omne of the dimes Bessie sure
ly put in when she got a double pro
motion at school. Ned was known to
have deposited some of the others, al-
though in his lordly moods he pretend
ed to deny it. But all had had a
hand in giving the cents, and how
many there were to witness to jn_\‘mls
events and happy days

“Well, folks,”” said Mr. Sargent ge
nially, “what shall we do with it?”

Nobody spoke for a moment. All
looked toward the mother.

“Suppose we buy rose-bushes to bor
der a path, and call it the Thankful
Walk?’ she suggested. “But this was
all Rachel’s doing. She is the one to
(ll‘('i(h,'v”

“I can’t improve on your idea,”
Aunt Rachel said.

“Very well. And now,” ‘he added “‘we
will fasten this and begin all over
again, and I'll put in the first cent
to show all that I'm thankful for the
box. I know it has made me a hap-
pier man. I hope because of that T'm
a better one.”’—W. L. Sawyer in the
Youths' Companion.
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Fortunes in Inventions.

Some of the largest fortunes appear
to have been derived from the inven-
tion of trivialties and novelties, such
as the once popular toy known as
“Dancing Jimcrow,” which for several
years is said ‘to have yielded its paten
tee an annual income .of upward of
$75,000. The sale of another toy—
“John Gilpin''—enriched its lucky in-
ventor to the extent of 8$100,000 a
year as long as it continued to enjoy
the unexpected popularity that greeted
it when first placed upon the market.
Dr Plimton, the inventor of the roller
skate, made $1,000,000 out of his idea
and the gentleman who first thought
of placing a rubber tip at the end of
lead pencils made quite $100,000 a
year by means pf his simple improve-
ment, 5

When Harvey Kennedy  introduced
the shoe lace he made $2,500,000 and
the ordinary umbrella benefitted six
people by as much as $10,000,000. The
Howard patent for boiling ' water in
vacuo proved a lucrative investment
for the capitalists who were able to
remunerate the inventor on a :colos-
sal scale. It is estimated that his in-
come averaged between £200,000 and
$250,000 per annum.

Sir Josiah Mason, the inventor of
the improved steel pen, made an en-
ormous fortune, and . on his death
English charities benefitted by many
millions of dollars. The. patentee of
the pen for shading in difierent colors
derived a yearly income of about $200
000 from this ingenious contrivance.
It is stated that the wooden ball with
an elastic attached yielded over $30:
000 a year. Many readers will remem
ber a legal action which took place
some years ago, when in the course
of the evidence it transpived that the
inventor of the metal plates used for
protecting the soles and heels of the
shoes from solid wear, sold 12,000,060
plates in 1879, and in 1837 the num;
ber reached a tofal of 143,000,000
which realized profits of $1,150,000
for the year.

The lady who invented the modern
baby carriage enriched herself to the
extent of $50,000 and a young lac
living at Port Elizabeth, South A
rica, devised the simple toilet requi
ite known as the ‘‘Mary Anderson”
curling iron, from which she derives
rovalties amounting to $500 a year:
It was the wife of a clergyman who
designed an improvement’ for the cor-
set and made a fortune out of it. The
gimlet-pointed screw, the idea of a
little girl, brought many milliong .nf
dollars to the clever inventar. ‘Miss
Knight, a young lady of excellent tal-
ents, was gifted with wonderfil me-
chanical .powers, as will be seen by
the complicated mechanism of her
machine for making paper bags. We
are told she -refused = $500,000 for it
shortly after taking out the patent.
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The Agonizing Pains of Rheumatism.

Swollen, aching joints, muscles are
stiff and sore, every movement ac-
companied by pain, The most potent
remedy is Polson’s Nerviline, which
has five times the pain-subduing pow-
er of any other preparation. Apply
the Nerviline copiously, rub it on well
and then bind in a hot flannel band-
age. This will cure the worst cases
in a short time. Try Nerviline for
rheumatism, neuralgia, sciatica or
lumbago—it’s all right and only costs
a quarter. .
Dr. Hamilton’s pills cure constipation.

nd light loads.

REASE

; for everything
that runs on wheels,”

Seld Everywhere. 1
Made by IMPERIAL OIL CO.

A Hospital Story.

Outside it was raining heavily. In-
side—well, inside the = weather was
threatening, to say the least. One of
the nurses going to the linen room
with an armful of fresh towels shook
her head sympathetically at another,
who was just going into the ward.

“I pity ourselves today,” she said.

“I know—it will ke so hard to keep
the children bright,”” the other an-
S\\'\,'Y‘L‘d.

A nurse. was taking temperatures
and marking the charts that hung at
the head of each white bed. She stop-
ped a moment and looked down at
one especially listless face pressed so-
berly against the pillow.

“Don’t you want some of the scrap-
books to look over, Jennie?”’ she ask-
ed.

“No."’ .

_ The nurse’s voice kept its brightness
in spite of her discouragement. ‘‘Then
don’t you want me to bring you one
of the puzzles? You could play with
it nicely there.”

“No, I don’t want any,” Jennie an-
swered wearily.

A hand pulled at the nurse’s skirt
and she turned quickly. The thin,
pain-sharpened face of the girl in the
next bed smiled up at her cheerfully.

“Don’t bother akout Jennie, T guess
I can make her do something,” she
said in a low voice.

The nurse bent over her with a car-
essing touch.

“Thank you, little assistant,” she
said, tenderly.

She went on about her work, but it
did not seem sour or hopeless now.”

Maggi¢ lay thinking for a few min‘
utes. In the room outside, where the
patients’ clothes were kept in a case
full of big pigeon-holes, was one bun-
dle shabbier than the others, that was
Maggic’'s. In one of the beds were
some queer cruel-looking weights
that meant suffering far greater than
most of the little invalids there could
imagine, and they were Maggie's too.
Perhaps, in all the long room full,
she had the fewest things to make her
glad, but what of that? God teaches
us how to make our happiness, if we
will, God and Maggie together made
hers.

She opened her eyes when the sharp-
est pain had passed, and called 1o the
next bed, ‘“‘Jennie.”’

: “What is it?”’ Jennie asked listless-

y-

*“Jennie let's ‘see things,” we have
not for ever so long. You wanted to
the other day, you know.” m

“Well,” said Jennie doubtfully, ‘‘you
will have to begin, though.”

“Oh, yes, I'll begin. Well, then, I
see some great red roses, jest as soft
and dark as velvet; and ti\u.\' feel all
cool when you touch them, and they
smell—my, don’t they smell sweet!”

“I know somethin’ prettier than
that,”” Jennie answered, *‘It's vi'lets
—a lady gave me some once. They
ain’t anything like ’ em, velvet nor
nothin’ else. I ’most cried when they
withered. They're prettier than yours,
Maggie Dulin!”’

“But I see somethin’ else,”” Maggie
went on. “Ii’'s a great green place
and the ss is all nice and thick un-
der vour feet, and it's full of the kean
tifullest Aowers—yellow and white and
all colors, and there’s no sign up to
keep off the grass—you kin jest lay
and roll in it all day long. And there
is birds in the trees, and you never
heard nothin’ sing like them, and you
kin see the sky, jest miles of it, and
you kin ’'most taste the air, it’s so
sweet.”

Round the ward word spread quick-
ly. “Maggie's seein’ things!” Chil-
dren who could walk went over to her
corner, wheel-chairs rolled there; from
some of the cots eager patients sént
messages to her, and waited for hers
back again. The dull day was forgot-
ten, and the long room was crowded
with visions. Flowers bloomed there
and birds sang, and happy girls went

ties or cherished wonderful

The gladness of the worlds was

s as (Giod meant it to be, and all

because one girl knew how to keep in

her life every bit of beauty she had
ever seen.

The doctor smiled as he went his
rounds. “She’s _as good medicine as
the sunshine,” he said.

“Poor little thing,”” the nurse an-
swered, with a loving glance toward
the corner.

The doctor corrected her. “It’s the
heart that makes one rich or poor—
rich little thing,”” he said.
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1S IT PROPERLY APPRECIATED.

’

There is no institution, company or
individual, that does more gratuitous
work for the community at large
than the wide-awake newspaper. Year
in and year out, often times from gen
eration to generation it is continual-
ly called upon to perform services
for which no remuneration is asked or
expected, but which in other profes-
sions would be paid for. It encourag-
es everything that is calculated to
promote the well being and welfare of
the locality where it lives, and moves
and has its being; it lends its weight
to the assistance of every good cause;
it proclaims aloud the advantages or
attractions of its native town; it sug-
gests new enterprises and endorses
old ones; when opportunity = offers it
helps the churches, the schools and
the benevolent institutions; it encour-
ages the good and condemns the evil
in all public matters; it repels unjust
insinuations or attacks that may be
made against the place as a whole, or
upon citizens individually, and it is,
or ought to be a source of benefit to
the town where it is printed, and as
such it deserves to be supported and
encouraged in a broad-minded spirit
in the legitimate field of its opera-
tions. - Whether this is invariably the
case, or the efforts of the paper are
always properly appreciated, some-
what problematical; but frequently
the reverse would seem to be the rule,

Turning Down the Doctors.

The marvellous cures of Catarrho-
zone are being much talked about.
Thousands are daily recognizing the
exceptional merit if this simple inhal-
er treatment, and instead of running
to the doctor with their winter:ills
they protect themselves by Catarrh-
ozone; it kills colds in the head in ten
minutes, quickly relieves catarrh, bron
chitis, asthma, lung troubles, and it
cures even though all other g‘em‘edles
have failed. Catarrhozone is very
pleasant, safe and convenient to use.
Its best recommendation is its enor-
mous sale; try it today. Price $1.00.
Small size 25c. at druggists.

————eeee

—Self restraint is good discipline
and it is only one who has learned to
submit who is able to control others.
It enables one to overcome the desire
to speak rash words and commit rash
acts. The tongue, that unruly mem-
ber, has done untold harm. It has de-
stroyed happiness, hopes and homes,
all because so few have learned to re-
strain its fatal liberty, and yet this,
too, may be accomplished. That law
of the members that wars against the
law of the mind can be conquered, and/

there is more glory due to the one’

who ruleth his own spirit than for
him that taketh a city.

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY.

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tsblets. Al
Tofu o onay it ib. fails %0, cure
D e T . ol DO, £

ALMOST LOST.
But Saved Throukh a Letie: . «
quaintance
To the Editor ol the Monitor:—

1 feel it a duty to let tuc publie
know through your paper what a
close call I had and how 1 uuunye'd.
1 was engaged as brakesman on ibe
C. P. R., and contracted rheumatism,
which soon became chronic. I became
unfitted for work, and finally was un-
able to walk, in which condition I
was when a letter from a friend in
Winnipeg toln me of Dr. Clarke’s won-
derful Little Red Pills, and how they
had cured several of his acquaintan-
ces. I resolved to try them and it
was only after taking six bottles that

pleased to say, as well as ever,
back at my old occupation. I believe
1 would have died had it not been for
this marvellous medicine.—A. F. Wood
C. P. R., Montreal.

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

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

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

Dr. Clarke’s Little Red Pills are a
certain gure for rheumatism, asthma,
paralysis, eczema, coughs, backache,
indigestion, stomach and liver trou-
bles, female complaints, even when the
diseases have heen standing for many
vears. Price 50 cents per box. For
sale everywhere. The Canada Chem-
ical Companv, Peterboro, Ont., will
forfeit 810 for any case that these pills
co not help.

Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Catarrh,
and Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Eec-
zema. same price. 210 will he paid
tor any case they will not cure.

Wateh Your Op: =

A gentleman stopped suddenly beiore
a sign that told him that messenger
boys were to be had inside. He hesi-
tated and then went in.

“How many boys have you ia just
now?” he asked.

“Six,” was the reply. “It’s dull to-
day.”

*‘Then they're all here,” said the
gentleman, looking around, while the
boys themselves were all attention,
wondering ‘‘what was up.”

“‘Boys,” said the gentleman, eying
them scrutingizingly, ‘I suppcse you
know there is an exhibition of trained
dogs tonight?”’

The faces of the boys showed that
they were perfectly aware of the fact,
and that they might even give him
some points in regard to it.

“Well, I'm looking for a boy to take
a blind man to see it.”

A titter was the first responce; then
followed a variety of expressions, as:

‘““A blind man?’ “Your bolin”!”’
“What could a blind man see?” and
“You can’t guy us that way!™

‘“I'm not guying; TI'm in eninest,”
said Mr. Davis, and then, icoking at
one of the boys had said nothing, he
asked:

“Well, what do you think of it?”’
“I think I counld do it,”” was the re-
ply. “Yes, I'm sure I could, sir.”
‘“How do you propose to make him
see it?"’

“Through my eyes, sir. That's the
only way he could see it.”

“You're the boy I-m after,-’ said
Mr. Davis, and he arranged for him to
meet the blind man.

The exhibition was in a large thea-
ter, and the blind man and his guide
has a box to themselves, where they
could disturb no one; but Mr. Davis
from his scat in the andience knéw
that the boy was telling what went on
so that the blind man conld under-
stand, and others in the audience be-
came interested in the messcnger boy
and his companion‘ who, though car-
rying on an animated conversation,
seemed absorbed and excited over
everything that went on. Indeed, no
one applauded more heartly than the
blind man himself.

The following day Mr. Davis again
appeared among the messencer boys,
and, after a few words with the man-
ager, said:

“Boys, there was a chance offered
every one yesterday—a chance for lift-
ing yourself up in the world—bu! only
one of you grasped it. My friend, the
blind man, has felt for some time that
he might get some pleasure out of life
if he could find some young eyes to do
his seeing for him, with an owner that
could report intelligently. My stop-
ping here yesterday was with the
thought that possibly such a pair of
eyes could be found here. It was an
opportunity held out to every one of
vou, but only one understood ~and
}_rrusped it. For the rest of vou it was
a lost opportunity; for my friend was
delighted with the experiment—says he
is sure I hit upon the one bov in town
who will suit him, and has offered him
a good position with a fine salary.
Messenger boys are easv to cet. but &
boy who can make a blind man see is
at’ a premium. And vet you micht
—well you see. that bov, althouch he
did not know it, was on the watch
for a good opportunity. ard when it
came he knew how to manage 1t It
is the only way to keen good appor-
tunities from slipping away, ho
must be on the watch for them.”

Messrs..C. C, Richards & Co.
Dear Sirsi— Waule in the ~eQuntry
last Bummer I was badlv bitten~BY.__

would be disfizured for a couple of
weeks. I was advised to try your lin-
iment to allay the irritation, and did
so. The effect was more than I ex-
pected—a few applications completely
curing the irritation, preventing the
bites from becoming sore. Minard's
Liniment is also a good article to
keep off the mosquitoes.
. Yours {ruly,
W. A. OKE
Harbor Grace, Nfid., Jan. 8. 1898.
—————a— —

JOTTING -

Truth is always mighty eaough to
hurt someone a little.

Charity covers' a multilude of so
called sacred concerts. ]

A girl’s favorite writer is the auth-
or of her first love letter.

If you want your wife to act like -
an angel, treat her like one.

A bachelor says women can talk
twice as fast as they can think.
.Approval of a man’s conscience sel
dom helps to boost his salary.

z —————e—

A pipeful of “Amber” Plug Smoking
Tobacco will ‘burn 75 minutes

“Test it?"”

Save the tags, they are valuable.

Immigration into Canada_for th(; fis-
cal year ending June 30 totals sixtye
. five thousand, an increase of fifteen
thousand. 24,669 are from the United

States.

Minard’s Linimenf cures Garget in
cows, Sl e

I began to improve. I am now, I am
and \

mosquitoes—so badly that 1 thought I N—
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