Profeasional Caivs. |

J. M. CiVa,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
filce in Annapolis, opposite Garricon Gate.

—WILL BE AT HIS— ‘
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Every Thursday.

Oonsular Agent of the United States.

Weekly

SATUS POPULI SUFPRHEHMA LEX EST.

NOTARY PUBLIC, Eto

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

»

Heed of Queen St., Bridgetows .

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

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
—=AGENT FOR— .

Heliable Firo and Life Ins. Co.’s.

2@ Money to loan at five per cent on Real
KEstate security.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompy and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of ciaims, and all other
professional businees.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court.
Solcitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

~ DENTISTRY!
BR. K. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank. .
Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFENER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

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

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

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

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. 5.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

N. B, CAUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

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

DIRECTORS:
‘Wu. ROBERTSON, Wu. ROCHE,
- President. Vice-President.
. C. BLACKADAR, J. H. SYMONS,
®0. MiTcHELL, M.P.P. E.G.SMITH.
A. E. JONES,

25 ot

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 cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «
Bridgetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,

manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

ng. :
artmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Digby, N. 8.—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. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

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

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

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.

Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. 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 & full line of
funeral furnishings constantly on hand.

(ahinet Woek also attended fo.

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

TRY
BLACK CROW.

No Dust.
Easily applied.
Quick Shine

Ask your Grocer.

: brass Andirons, Candlesticks, Tra
%ﬂeﬁ' old Mahogany ture.
Postage Stamps ore 1870 — worth most

" on the snvelm' old blue Disbes and China.
Granitather clocks, Good prices paid.

and
50 old
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TIEYou Arg = = =
H Business Han =

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

(Ueckly Monitor
Job Department = =

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

=

«

«®

WE

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
HBooklets,

Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

ORINT

Aetterheads,
Hemoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

{Ueekly Honitor,

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

Bridgetown, 1. S.

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

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

we have Meal, 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.

w7 Before buyi g it would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

aPRING 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.

Examination
Supplies

Everything you need

—AT THE—

Central Book Store

B. J. ELDERKIN.
TO LET

The Brick House belonging to the
estate of late Robt, E. F'Randolph,

W. A. KAIN,
116 Germain Street,
St. JoEN, N. B.

April 3rd, 1901, 2

Reputation Not Character.

¢ Sir,” he said to the manager of the store,
“1 want to warn you against that clerk at
the ribbon counter. I understand he has a
wife in the east and left her on account of
his bad habits, and his character, sir, his
character—"

The visitor became emphatic and excited.

1 beg your pardon,” interrupted the
manager; ‘‘you were saying something
about his character.”

“ Well, sir, they say —"

““Ah, quite a difference, my dear sir;
quite a difference. My friend, such people
as you may establish a reputation for a man,
but you can’t touch his character. A man’s
character ie what he is; his reputation is
what people say he is. Good day, sir.”

And the young man at the ribbon counter
just kept on working and didn’t feel a breeze,

—A Vermont farmer, living on the State
line, is stated to have borrowed four hens
from a New Hampshire neighbor, upon the
claim that he wanted them for a season to
hatch out some settings of eggs. After he
brought them to his home, he proceeded te
break them of the sitting habit and got them
to laying eggs for him pretty regularly. For
the first week or two he fed them regularly
until they stayed about his yard to lay and
roost; but they foraged upon their old
grounds, the farm belonging to their owner,
go that their feed cost the man who borrowed
them pracfically nothing. During the six
weeks the farmer kept them, they laid him
ninety-seven eggs, which he sold. With the
cash obtained he went to the hens’ owner
and quickly made a bargain by which the
title to the fowls was traneferred. The
question now is, was the original owner
really well paid for his hens?

A Knoek Out for Asthma.

You have had many disappointments, fill-
ed your stomach with nasty drugs, tried lote
of thinge, but they all failed. Not being a
stomach complaint, of course Asthma can’s
be cured by stomach medicine. But Catarrh-
ozone cures Asthma; it gives it a tired feel-
ing in aboat fifteen minutes. Inhale Catarrh-
ozone; it makes breathicg easy, cures the
cough, makes you well. Dootors say there is
nothing like Catarrhozone for Asthma. 25
eents and $1.00.

Loetry,

Now.
I leave to God, to-morrow’s where and how,
And do concern myself but with the now.
That little word, though half the future's
length,
Well used, holds twice its meaning and its
atrength.

Like one blindfolded, groping out his way,

1 will not try to touch beyond to-day.

Since all the future is concealed from sight

I need but strive to make the next step
right.

That done, the next ! and so on, 'till I find

Perchance some day I am no longer blind,

And looking up behold a radiant Friend

Who says: “Rest now, for you have
reached the End.”

Somebody.

As I pursue my daily tasks,

Upstairs and down stairs, in and out,
Each room I enter bears the trace

Of Somebody who's been about.
In mother’s room Miss Dolly sleeps,

All tucked away in Somebody’s bed;
And on the window ledge I find

A file of soldiers painted red.

A stately castle built of blocks,
Is tottering on the nursery floor;
A basket filled with weeds adorns
The handle of the nursery door;
In Daddy’s tub I vee afloat
A wondrous navy, large and small;
And—where it has no right to be—
Upon my desk Somebody’s ball.

If Chopin I attempt to play,
Somebedy climbs into my lap;
And Somebody comes stealing in
1f [ lie down to take a nap.
And when, again, I try to write,
Somebody takes my pen away;
Or if I wish to go abroad,
Somebody bege, * O mother, stay!”
So many stitches to be sewn,
So many buttons to put on,
With whips to make and toys to mend,
And endless knots to be undone—
0 God, I pray these tasks may still
Be mine with every coming day;
How could I live if thou shouldst take
Somebody and my cares away !

Select  Literature,
The
The family of Fungus-Smythe was settled

in B—shire. Mr. Smythe had made a for-
tune in business in the north snd desired to
acquire a position in the south, away from
the soil of trade, as a country gentleman.
He had purchased an ancient manor house
of Elizabethan architecture and trusted to
its being absorbed into the exelusive class of
the country people. But the country people
as a class, are suspicious and not expansive;
and to obtaiu recognitien it behooves the
new comer to pay his footing. He must
give shooting parties for the gentlemen and
balls for the ladies.

At the same time that Mr. Smythe ac-
quired Beaumanoir Hall he assumed his
mother’s name of Fungus, which he added
to his own, to differentiste himself from
other Smiths, and to further emphasize his
rise in the social scale, he converted his
plain Smith into Smythe. But wheu it is
said that Mr. Smith did this it must not be
supposed that the prompting spirit lay with-
in his ample breast. It was Mrs. Smith
who was ambitious and endeavored to oblit-
erate the traces or trail that led from the
mill in L hire to B ir in B—
shire. Mr. Smith himself was a blunt,
straightforward, wortby Eoglishman, who
detested humbug, but was in such awe of
the inepiring and domineering genius of Mrs.
Smith that he fell in with her views and act-
ed as she dictated.

Life is made up of compromises and the
largest amount are arrived at in domestic
life. Mrs. Smith had desired an entire
abandonment of the name of Smith and the
adoption of & very highsounding one to
which ehe or her hasband had no manner of
claim.

A great ball was to be given at Beauman-
oir to celebrate the coming of age of ‘“‘the
young equire,” as Mrs. Fungus Smythe al-
ways designated her son.

It really was surprising how many coun-
try people called, when it was whispered
that the Smythes were about to give a dance
on a large ecale.

«“{Whatever ure we to do to accommodate
them all ?” asked Mrs. Fungus-Smythe of
her daughter, Jessie. “] had not calculated
on having to house the coachman and Lady
Lumpkin’s maid.”

“There is no help for it,” said Jeesie,
“but we muat have a couple of beds put up
into the Haunted Room at the end of the
corridor. You can send the butler's boy in
there, and he can have one bed, the coach-
man the other, and the boy’s room can be
given up to the lady’s maid,”

« suppose it must be so,” responded the

Beaumanoir Ghosts.

mother.

«Indeed, I do not know what else can be
done, mamma; the Lumpkin’s will have the
best bedroom, and Uncle Fungus the little
end room we call the powdering room, and
the two cousine Fungus will have the milk-
and-water room, and Aunt Eliza if she comes,
and Jane are to occupy the green room, and

»

“Yes,” interrupted ber mother, ““That is
settled, I have arranged all these particulars,
It ie only the matter of the maid and the
coachman that bothered me.”

«:And I have solved that difficulty,” said
Jessie. .

“Well—yes,” and her mother mused, “I
suppose there will be no fuss'about the room
being haunted.”

«0Of course not, mamma, the boy will be
too tired to think of ghosts, and the coach-
man has not heard of the room being haunt-
ed.”

“The servants may tell him.”

“They will be far too much ocoupied to
think of ghosts.”

So it was settled.

The page boy looked very blank when in-
formed that he was to be put for the night
into the baunted room, but rallied when ae-
sured that it would be shared with him by
Sir Tony Lumpkin's coachman.

“The dancing is to cease at two o’clock,”

said Mrs. Smythe to her daughter Jessie."

“Your father is peremptory. We may
draw it out to half-past, but he says he will
bave all the lights out at two-thirty. Heis
an obstinateman. That is why I was forced
to have the ball begin rather early, and put
on the card that dancing will be till 2
o'clock. It is tiresome.”

To complicate matters Aont Eliza was
coming.

Aunt Eliza was an eminently kindly mem-
ber of the Fungus family, well to do but not
r?,nod either in appearaunce or in manner.

WGood graclous” exclaimed Mrs. Fungus-
Smythe, on the morning before the ball.

“Here is Aunt Elifa setually coming, and
she has left our invitation—which we never
expected her to accept—unacknowledged
until now. What shall we do ?”

“Pat up with her, of course,” said Jessie,

“Bat it is putting her up as well,” com-
plained Mrs. Fungus-Smythe.

“She must go in with Janie,” observed
Jeasie; ** Janie won't mind.”

I do hope,” sighed Mrs, Smythe, “that
Aunt Eliza won't dress in extravagantly old
costume and in crude colors.”

“She is an old dear,” said Jessie *‘and it
really does not matter in such a crowd as we
shall have, how she dresses.”

The ball went off well, and punctuoally at
2 15 stopped. Mr. Smythe was imperative.
His daughters, several nieces, and other
young ladies pleaded, but in vaio. The
music was hushed, and by half-past the
visitors had left, that is to say such as were
pot staying in the house, and those who
were retired to their rooms as Mr, Smythe
and the batler extinguished the lights in the
reception rooms. -

The batton boy, Herbert was his name,
but he was generally called Herbey, hung
about in the servants’ hall. Nothing could
induce him to go to bed early; he would re-
tire when did Mr. Bunce, the coachman of
the Lumpkins.

“Come now,” the housekeeper said to him.
“Little chaps like you ought to be between
the sheets and snorting, long agone.”

“Please, Mrs. Jacks,” answered the boy,
+] duren’t go because of the ghost.”

“What ghost 7" asked the coachman.

““Ob, it's & story, sir,” said the house-
keeper, “‘a foolish story people have got—"

“But ma’am, it’s true that the little page
was murdered in that very room. I've seen
it in print in the guide book to the neighbor-
hood,” said Herbey.

“That may be so,” said Mrs. Jacks, *I
don’t take it on me,to deny thatsuch a thing
did happen, but that was in the old family’s
time. You don't suppose that the ghost
wzuld stay on after the family has sold the
house ?”

“It's more than one ghost,” replied the
boy.

“The butler was hung for murdering him,
and they say that both are seen.” threw in
one of the housemaids.

“You need not be frightened,” said the
housekeeper cheerily. ‘No one as I have
ever heard of has ever seen either ghost.”

“No,” retorted the boy. ‘‘And for very
good reasons, too—for none have been put
afore into the haunted room.”

*Are you put into the haunted room ?”
asked Mr. Bunce, looking disconcerted,

“Yes—and so are you.” said the boy,
“and I callit a horrid shame to send a poor
little innocent boy like me into the room
where ghosts are seen.”

«3tuff,” said the housekeeper, ‘‘you will
not be alone. Mr. Bunce will be with you.”

“And I say that I don’t know why I
should be put in there either,” protested the
coachman.

“You're surely not afraid, sir,” exclaimed
Mrs. Jacks, staring at him, ‘‘such a man as
you, and with Herbey there to protect you.”

“QOh, I'm not afraid. I dare say it israts,
but I object to rats. I object to all noises at
night, that I do, Shaver! Tell me the whole
story, what waas the boy murdered for "’

“Cos he saw the butler file out the crests
from a lot of plate, and then go and sell it
toa Jew. And he said he'd tell.”

*‘How did the butler kill him ?”

“That there butler went to a chemist and
bought a dischylon plaster shaped like a
heart. It was winter time, like now, and
he had a hot bottle in his bed, and he melt-
ed the wax on that—of course he put the
wax outside, not against the bottle.”

#0f course,” said Mr. Bunce.

“And then he clapped it over the mouth
of the pore boy."”

“‘Pore boy,” repeated the coachman.

#That smothered his screams, and it stifl-
ed him as well.”

“But how was it found out ?”

¢“When the boy was dead —the wax got
oold, and the butler had a trouble to get
the plaster off, but did it at last, and then
chucked the plaster away out of the window
into & bush, where it 'ang,” said the button
boy solemnly.

+And he was discovered by it ?” asked the
coachman.

«He was found out by it,” said the boy.
“You see, the wax was set, hard, and when
that ’ere butler tore it off, the wax stuck to
the pore page boy’s lips and nostrils, and
that left quite a picture on the plaster of
where his mouth and nose ‘ad been. When
the body was found next morning, there
was wax sticking to the face, just at the
places where it was missin’ on the diachylon
plaster. And it was proved that the butler
had bought the plaster, and so he was con-
vioted.”

**And hung,” threw in Mr. Bunce.

#¢Yes, he was hung,” said the batton boy,
¢and what is-more, he was a fat, gross sort
o' man, much like you, Mr. Bance, and they
duren’t hang him with an ordinary bell rope,
8o they had for him a ships’s hawser.”

¢Qrful,” said the coachman.

“]t ie orful,” observed Herbey, “and wots
orfuller is that both the butler and the pore
boy walks as ghosts, and wot is erfulest of
all—they’ve gone and stuck you and me into
the very room where they walk.”

+Its bloodthirsty cruelty,” exclaimed Mr.
Bance, “I didn’t think Mr. Smythe .was
capable of it, 1 didn’t.

“You see, sir,” said the housekeeper, *‘the
place is so full of guests that we really didn’t
know where else to put you. Herbey had
to vacate his room for Miss Thomas,”

“But why did they not put me into Her-
bey’s room, and let Miss Thomas have the
‘aunted room ?” asked the coachman, wrath-

liy.

P "{)h, Mr. Bunce, we have put the button
boy in to protect you.”

“Me !—Do you think I am afraid? Not
L I don’t believe in ghosts. I was think-
in’ of my ’osses.”

“But what have the 'osses to do with the
ghosts ?”

“Why, this, Mrs, Jack: Itis like enough
that there boy, Herbey, will be imaginin’ all
sorts of ghastly things and dreamin of ‘em
and wakin’ me np wi' screams in the night.
Then that'll shake my nerve, and I tell you
a coachmsn as drives a pair of osses, and
one inclined to stumble, don’t want to have
his nerves shook.”

#‘Well, Mr. Bunoe, here goes out the gas.

Master has turned it off. Take your canule.”

“It’s » mighty short bit,” demurred the
coachman, *‘can’t you give me a couple of
fnches more? You see, I'm five times as
big as the boy, and so take five times as long
undressin.”

The housekeeper graciously offered Mr.
Bance a longer candle.

“Now, then Shaver, take the light and
lead the way.”

I think you’d best go first,” retorted the
boy. I'll foller. You're the oldest.”

“How can I lead when I don’t know the
way

“Well, if I go first,” said the boy, ‘“‘you
walk close arter me, and breathe hard, that
I may hear you at my heels.”

Silence had settled down over the whole
manor house, All had retired to their rooms,
and as Homer would have said, all the ways
(i e., the passages) were darkened,

Most of the household and visitors had re-
treated into bed, and many, fagged out with
dancing, had fallen asleep.

But in the green bed-room sat Aunt Eliza
snd her niece, Janie Smith—not Smythe,
for she belonged to a branch of the family
that had not bloesomed into country gentry.

“Aunty,” said Janie, who was unclothed,
and wore a white dressing gown, ‘‘let us
sit by the fire and have a talk. For my
part, I am not a bit tired.”

“Well, my dear, I do not mind two min-
utes. I like to warm my feet before retiring
between the sheets. As you see, ] always
wear bed socks, even in summer,”

Aunt Eliza was a stout, elderly lady, with
s good natured, florid face. She wore &
night-cap when she went to bed, an article
that is now almost, if not entirely, out of
fashion. Aunt Eliza belonged to the old
world, and could not accommedate hersell
to new fangled ways. She was sure she
would cateh cold if ahe slept out of her night
cap. She was aleo divested of her manifold
garments, but had donned a dark dressing-
gown, and sat by the fire hugging her knees,
and with her feet on the fender, the soles
exposed to the glow and the toes working
like those of an infant to enjoy the heat.

“This Is a fine old place, is it not, aunt ?”
asked Janie. “such a lot of oak panelling
and handsome ceilings. They say it was
built in the reign of Elizabeth.”

“Yes, I dare say it is a thousand years
old,” answered thie old lady, whose know-
ledge of history was not exact.

I like these ancient manor houses con-
tinued the girl. “They are so cosy—"

*[ can’t hold with you there, Janie,” said
her aunt. “They seem to me to be draughty.’

“Well, anyhow they are romantic.”

“Oh, mightily, I dare say.”

““And, then, to have a family ghost.”

“Who has ?”

“Why, uncle.
the ghost in it.”

“You don’t mean to say so.”

“Yes, I do; two ghosts.”

“Were they. in the inventory ?”

“That I cannot say. But here they are.
You must know, aunt, there was a murder
committed here—"

“Where! In this room?’ And Aunt
Eliza’s ten toes stood thrilling and erect
with horror.

“No, in the room at the end of the great
corridor. ['ll tell you the story. It was a
little footpage who detected the butler steal-
ing the plate,” and he threatened to tell on
him. Then the butler smothered the boy,
but it wasall discovered, and the butler was
hanged,”

*“When was that ?”

“I do not know when, but I know it did
take place, and the ghosts remain to prove
that it was so.”

“Have the ghosts been scen ?” asked Aunt
Eliza.

“Qh, often in'old times.”

*Yes—I dare say, but I mean receatly.”

“Not since the house passed out of the
hands of the old family. Perhaps after all
they were not included in the inventory and
go felt that they were not in duty bound to
put in an appearance.”

“Let us hope 80,” said Aunt Elizs.

*I do not know. They are so interesting
and so rare.”

““Yes, I suppose they have become rare of
late yearas—if there are such things.”

“Qh, of course there must be. How
thrilling to see one.” i

It is time for ue to go to bed,” said the
aunt.

#Oh, no, suntie darling; do sit and let us
talk a little longer.”

““Aunt Eliza—do you know 1 have never
seen & ghost.”

“No—really, how odd. Nor have L.”

¢] feel, aunt, that our education is not
complete till we have. Do you belong te
the Psychical Research Society ?”

“No, dear; I am too old for cycling. Be-
sides there are so many calle on one’s purse.”

“But, aunt, why should you not try to see
the ghosts now that we are in the haunted
honse ?"” 5

“] don’t want to see them.”

“But I do. I really should like to firmly
believe in apparitions, convinced by the
testimony of my own senses.” Janie looked
into the fire, then added : ‘‘And, aunt,
when I was invited here I resolved, if pos-
gibie, to get a sight at the ghosts.”

»] don’t think we have any right to pry
into that sort of thing,” said Aunt Elizs,
ourling up her toes, as though clenching her
opinions with them.

“I want you, darling, dear Aunt Eiiza,”
and Janie came close to her aunt and ad-
dressed her coaxingly, *“I want you to come
with me now, in the depth of darkness of a
winter night, and explore the haunted room.’

“But there may be people in it.”

«“There never are any people In it—that is
to say, not in the flesh. Since the murder
no one has ever slept in that room.”

] couldn’t do it,” said the old lady, shak-
ing her night cap with her head that was
within it. “I should be too frightened,”
she gasped, and added, “I should catch my
death of cold.”

“Not if you pulled on your bed socks and
walked in them.”

«T gouldn’s venture, fancy if we saw some-
thing 1"

“We shall eee nothing. 1 don’t believe
in ghosts. It shall be so grand, too, at
breakfast for ue to tell what we did
show how brave we were,”

oIf I do go—I shall put a worsted com-
forter round my neck,” said Aunt Eliza.

- - - . - -

He bought the home with

The page had conducted Mr. Bunce to the
haunted roem and each had retired to bed.
o] don’t think,” said the coachman, ‘‘that
Ishall put out the candle. I always prefer

sleeping in & room where there is a light.
Ia which bed was the boy murdered.”

“In mine,” said the page. *‘Butthe mur-
derer slept in yours, at least, so I suppose,”

“Has anything been seen?’ asked the
coachman from his bed,

“It is said that the butler and his victim,
the pore boy, are to be seen of a night glid-
ing along the corridor with a ghostly light
before them.”

“And where do they go 1"

“They don’t go nowhere—they come in
here.”

The coachman drew a shaky breath.

““Wot’s your name ?”

“Herbey.”

“Herbey ! Do you hear anything?”

Both held their breath.

“I thiok,” whispered the boy,
do hear light stepe.”

“So do 1,” groaned the coachman, “Oh,
Shaver ! 1 must speak the truth. I'veas
body as big as an ox, but a soul mo larger_
than a flea. Run to the door, good boy, and
look and report what you see.”

“I shan’t do nothing of the sort,” replied
the page indignantly. *‘You're a man—you
go. It’s your daty, You're the oldest.”

“But I've a wife and family.”

“Well, and it I live, I may have the same.
For their sakes, I won’t.”

““Let us go together.”

‘““Hish 1” said the boy, sitting up in bed
and pointing.

Both distinctly saw the handle of the door
turn.

Instantly both leaped from bed. The
coachman caught up the candle and stood,
feet apart, shaking with terror and the can-
dle in his hand oscillating, the boy stood be-
side bim, quivering as well. Slowly the
door opened, a light entered, then all at once
they were confronted by two spectral forms,
the one stout, the other slim.

Piercing shrieks and the bellowing as if of
a bull resounded through the corridor and
instantaneously both lights were extinguish-
ed.

In the darkness, terror became more in-
tense, and the screams and bellowing con-
tinued and swelled in volume. Presentlya
door opened and Mr. Smythe emerged hast-
Hy wrapped about in a dressing gown, and
holding a light.

“What the deuce is the matter ?” he in-
quired.

He found Aunt Eliza and his niece, Janie,
careering like frightened birds about the
passage, unable in the pitch darkness to find
their door.

““Oh, uncle, we have seen the ghosts !"”

““Oh, James, I have seen both of them !

O, horror ! O’ it
Now other d gan to unclose, and

heads were thrust forth and inquiries made
as to the cause of the uproar.

Mr. Smythe went boldly down the gallery,
driving the two frightened women before
him, and he thrust them Into their room.

Then, standing at the door whilst they
were within, quaking and looking blaak, he
catechised the aunt and her niece.

Where did you see the ghost ?”

“It was two—we saw two, we both did,”
gasped Aunt Eliza, putting a hand on his
arm. “The butler and the boy, both in
white, and with a spectral light before them.’

“Where ?”

“In the Haunted Chamber.”

*And you, Janie; you are generally es-
teemed a sensible girl. What do you say ?”

“] saw them as well. One was fat, the
other thin. One big and the other little,
exactly as described.’

‘Described ? By whom?

‘I mean as supposed to be seen.’

‘Bat what in the world brought you out
of your room ¥’

‘We both wanted to see the ghosts. That
is to say—I did, and I persuaded Aunt
Eliza to come with me,’ !

‘And now you have bad your desire. You
have seen the ghosts.’

*Yes,’ sighed ‘Janie, ‘and ] hope I shall
never see any more.’

‘What made the hideous bellowing like a
bull* Not you, Eliza, surely?

‘No,’ said the old lady in nervous terror.
“I couldn’t bellow, I had no breath. ~It must
bave been the ghosts.’

‘And you went to the Haunted Chamber ¥

“Yes,” both answered faintly.

Mr. Smythe now marched boldly forward
to the end room the door of which was
opened. He entered. The beds were
empty. However, he saw a large, white
globular something under one of them, and
stooping, he laid hold of an article of cloth-
ing composed of white cotton. He dragged
at it, but it tore in bis hand, and he reeled
back holding a fragment of the size of a din-
ner napkin. Then he kieked at the object
under the bed and ordered in a loud and
petemptory voice :

“Ccme out, you skulking rascal; come
out !

Presently the ecoachman emerged and
simultaneously from uuder the second bed,
crawled the button boy.

‘What Is the meaning of this uproar?
aeked the master of the house.

‘Oh, sir, we have seen the ghoats—the
butler and the boy, both with a light going
before them and—and—and—the old one
had a ship’s hawser about his neck—the rope
wherewith he was hanged.’

‘Nonsense,” said Mr. Smythe, ‘it was
nothing but fancy.’

‘Please, sir, I saw both. I will take my
dickey,’ eald the boy.

‘And so, sir, did'l,’ threw in Mr. Bance,
‘I say it on my oath as a coachman to a
baronet.’

‘Why did you both crawl under your
beds?'

“that I

‘I was that frightened, partly with the
sight of the ghosts and partly with the bel~
lowing of Mr. Bunce,’ said the boy, ”

 *I was not frightened,’ said the coachmang

‘not I;ob, no, but I—I have my master’s
interests at heart, and I knew there is no
one else competent to drive Sir Tony and
my lady home—and it is a long way, sir,
and Brown Bess does stumble, and needs s
tight hand.’

All at once Mr. Bunce's face grew livid
and his great jaw dropped.

“There they are again!” he gasped,
and looked hastily behind him tosee that the
:o;ut was clear that be might make another

1t.

“‘Stay and do not be such a coward. Where
are the ghosts ¥’

‘There ! There, sir, looking over your
shoulder.’

Mr. Smythe turned and saw Aunt Eliza
and Janie standing in the rear. Impelled
by their cariosity they had followed to see
the end. Aunt Eliza stlll wore the gray
worsted comforter about her throat.

Mr. Smythe saw more.

The corridor was filling with members of
the family, the visitors, servantes in various
costumes, hastily extemporized, most with
candles, all with ruofied heade, and wide ex-
tended eyes, and a singalar dearth of bloom
in their cheeks. All were clamoring to
know what was the matter. - Had burglars
broken into the house? Had any throats
been cut ? Was much taken? Whose jews
elry ? Had fire broken out? Where were
the fire engines and ladders ?

Mr. Smythe pacified them.

‘Nightmare ! Nothing but nightmare,’
was his explanation. Ht shat the door of
the Haunted Room and drove Aunt Eliza
and their niece into their chamber.

By degrees the alarmed assembly disape
peared.

Next morning Mr. Fungus Smythe was
radiant. “Nothing could have been better,”
he said] ‘It was the climax to the ball—
the ghoste. All old families have hereditary
ghosts. We have a double name and so
have the ghosts.’

In the servants’ hall Mr. Bunce was ques-
tioned about the disturbance.

‘Was it true that you saw the ghosts ¥
asked the housekeeper.

‘Mrs. Jacks,’ said the coachman solemnly.
*I aver that I did—two, one stout, the other
slim. To my dyingday I shall bea believer
in ghosts.’

*Is it true that you went under the bed 7’

Mrs. Jacks,’ answered the coachman, ‘it
is true.’

‘Frightened, Mr. Bunce ?

‘No ma’am, not frightened. Fright don’s
rhyme with Buoce. But I’'m a man of deli-
cacy of feeling, and there were ladies in the
corridor, and I was net in my livery.’

In the bedroom were Aunt Eliza and
Janie.

‘Aunty—those ghosts !’

‘My dear, they were not ghosts, but very
solid human beings.’

I think, Aunt Elizs, 1t would be best to
stick to it that they were ghosts that we saw.”

Magazine Notes.

The Ladies Magazine, published in Tor-
onto, and edited by A. W, Fallerton, form-
erly of Round Hill, announces this month
that the Canadian Home Journal is te be
amalgamated with it, and the joint publica-
tion is hereafter to be known by the former
title, The Ladies Magazine (by the way, we
prefer the nomenclature of the other publica-
tion) has rapidly grown in favor, and if io
continues to fulfill its promise of perpetual
improvement it will certainly attain rare ex-
cellence. The contents of the September
issue include *“ When Royalty Comes Over
the Ses,” descriptive of the royal yacht
“Qphir,” illustrated; ‘In a Girl's Gymnas-
ium,’ *The Women of the Harvest Field,’
describing the life of the farmers’ wives of
the Northwest; a good story of ‘A Girl
Volunteer,” by Katharine Hughes; two
pages of Fall Fashions freely illustrated, etc.
The departments—The World of Women,
Chat, and the Domestic Realm — are timely
and instructive, while the editorial page, al-
ways worth reading, discourses pleasantly
and with significant thoughtof * A i

and People.’

Scribners Magazine for Ootober will be
rich in text and illustrations and will have &
special cover in colors by Walter Appleton
Clark, the first cover that Mr. Clark has
ever d Some pr t articles are:
Theodore Roosevelt’s * With the. Cougar
Hounds”—a new kind of sporting article,
describing experiences in hunting the congar
(mountain lion) and characterizing the in-
telligent hounds with which the author
hunted. Gen. E. V. Greene’s “ The United
States Army.” The-second instalment of
this important story of the regular forces
covers the period from 1812 uatil the Civil
War. *“A Horse's Fair Pilgrimage,” by E.
S. Nadal, who is not only a charming writer
but an expert in horses as well. He has
canght the color and atmosphere of the
County Fair most delightfully; and has de-
picted the beauty of the summer mornings
on the track, the superb life and action of
the trotters and racers, and all the inspiring
character of the event. The article is pro-
fusely illustrated. William Allen White's
new Western political story * A Triumph’s
Evidence.” Walter A. Wyckoff's article,
¢ Incidents of the Slums,” describes exper-
iences of the author in the slums of Chicago
and pictures the various types of character
that he found there., W. C. Brownell's
essay on * Thomas Carlyle—a critical appre-
ciation. Stories by Margaret Suston Bris«
coe, Carolyn Wells, and the third instalment
of the ** Pines of Lory,” the new serial by J.
A. Mitchell, aathor of * Amos Judd,” an
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Baking Powder

Made from pure

Safeguards the food
against alum.

Alum
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in ly interesting romance with a Cana-
dian background.
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Loss of Appetite

Is commonly gradusl; one dish after another
is set aside till few remain. These are not
eaten with much relish, and are often so light
as not to afford much nourishment.

Loss of appetite is one of the first indica-
tions that the system is running down, and
shere is nothing else so good for it as Hood's
Sarsaparilla—the best of all tonics.

Accept no substitate for Hood’s.

—Christianity is not a drill ; it is life, full,
free, radiant and rejoicing. What a young
man should do Is not to vex himself about
his imperfection, but to fix his mind on the
bright image of perfection ; not to worry his
soul with rules, bat to live with Christ as
one liveth with a friend. There is one way
to complete manhood, and that is, fellowship
with Jesus Chrigt.—Jan Maclaren.
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