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BRIDGETOWN,

N. B

- WEDNESDAY. OCTOBER 22, 1902.

Professional Cards.

w

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Offioy in Annapolis, opposite Gorrison gate
—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOB IN MIDDLETON,
16ver Roop's Grocery Store.)
Tvery Thursday.

O nsular Agent of the United States
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society. |
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

#ar Money to loan at five per cent on Real
KEstate seourity.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER, '
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPH 8 BLOCK.)
H)ad of Quoen 8t., Bridgetowsn

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Resl Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,

Fine . ...
jOb o & & ¢ o
Printing . .

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
SHAFNER BUILDING,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court.
Solicitor International Brick and Tile

Good Stock,

Meat Workmanship,
Up=to-Date Styles,
préxnpt Execution,
Rcasonablc Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

OFFICE:
€ox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8,

DR. K. S. ANDERSON.

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

Hoars: 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. 8.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
pranches 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.

UNION BANK OF MALIFAX
Incorporated 1856,

tapital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, 1,000,000

Rest, - 642,660

25 of

DIRECTORS:
Wa. ROBERTSON, Wn. RocHE,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, b 0 v
Ggo. MircHeLn, M.P.P. K
A. E. JoNES.™

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

({J¢ Pring «

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

€. N, 8, STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited.
Bills of Exchange bought and sold,

IMighest rate allowed for money on
epocial deposit. f

Savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent

BRANCHES

Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnand, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N, 8.—J. D. Leavitt,
Broad Cove Mines, C. B.—R. W. Elliott,
acting manager.
Ciarke's Harbor, N. S.—C. Robertsor,
manager.
Daritmouth,
manager.
Digby, N: 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
anville Ferry, N. 8.—W. L. Wright,
scling manager.
Halifsx, N. S.—W. C. Harvey, Manager.
Kentville, N. 8.—F. O. Robertson, Mgr.
Lawrencetown, N. 8. —F. G. Paifrey,
masager.
Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
Mabou, C. B.—J. R. McLean, acting

manager.
Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,

"

N. S.—J. P. L. Stewart,

New
manager,
North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.
Port-of-Spain, Trinidad—A. D. McRae,
manager.
Sherbrooke, N. 8.—C. E. Jubien, Actirg
manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—J. A. Irving, mansger
Sydaey, C. B.—H. W. Jubicn, manager,
Sydney Miaes, C.B.—R. Creighton, scting

ille, N. 8.—A. T. Little, manager.
armouth, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
iEngland; Bank of Toronto and Branches
“Upper Canada; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchante’ National
Bank, Boston; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
John, N. B.; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
.John's, Nfld.

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
Oysters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
haif shell,
BREAD, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
first-class bakery always on hand.
T. J. EAG!

Finest Lines
A INL -

lding
lonery.

Sta

SatisTaction Guaranteed.

Ifhonitor = <
Job Printing <

LESON,
GRANVILLE ST., BRIGDETOWN

Department,

——

fL.OUR and FEED DEPO:

In Flour

Diamonds,

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

Moulie, Bran

Confectionery,

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars,

Marvel, l’erfcctidn, Hurona. Pride,(fOf

Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream cf Wheat, White
Rose annd Goderich. Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungar}nn

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middli@gs
, Chop Feed and Oats.
Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,

&

:

f 4

Stationery, etc.

wrBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and ‘o
our prices. Satisfaction guararfteed. e

C. .. PIGGOTT.

Loetry,

“*LITTLE FELLER"

Little Feller do you know,

That your daddy loves you so,
That 1f harm would come to you,
1i they'd close them eyes o' blue,
1f 1 heerd your steps no more,
Makin’ music on th’ floor,

Guess I'd want ‘em take me, oo,
Kight along, my boy, with you.

That's th’ way your daddy feels,
Nothin’ like it e'er appeals

To his heart an’ makes it ache,
When he thinks some one might take
You, my lad, up there-away,

Where th® time is allers day;

An’ 1 think if that's 1o be,

They've jes’ gotter to take me.

Little Feller, come here now,

Tell your daddy when an’ how

That they give to you, my boy,
Secrets of jes’ makin’ joy.

Huh! you wanter kiss your dad?
Say, you're gettin quite a lad;
“Spects some day you'll be like paw,
Now skip away an’ kiss your maw.

i

He's his pappy’'s boy, you bet!
Never seen a youngun yet

That could beat that little cuss—
Land o Lawdy! What a fuss!
Playin hoss an’ prancin’ round,
Rollin’, kickin on th’ ground—
Say, young feller, se 5 to me
That you're gettin’ rollicky;

Guess bin better if you had,

Bin a little less like dad.

Sez he wants a buckin’ hoss,

An’ a cow outfit to boss,

Sez he wants a six-gun, too,
Don't know what I'm goin’ to do
1i that boy keeps that away;
Tho’ I'll swear I'll have to say
That there youngun on the ground
makes pappy stand eround.
‘Cause he's all 1 ever had,

An’ exactly like his dad.

I11.

Jes’

Little Fe

Yet it seems

1 can hear him callin’ clear
Fer his daddy to come here,
Jes' to see th’ house he’s built
Qut o' mammy’s crazy quilt.
Little Feller's gone, 1 know,
Went about a year ago;

Yet it seems I can’t forget,
Fer I feel his kisses yet,

Hear his voice a-teliin’ glad
How he’s lovin® of his dad;
Sec him playin’ hoss agin,
Jes’ th’ same as I did th'n.

Little Feller's gone I know,

All the minits tell me so;

Tho’ sometimes 1 think an’ smile,
He's a-visitin’ fer awhile,

Jes a-visitin’ in th’ sky,

To be with us by an’ by.

Then his mammy sees my eyes,
An’ she goes—away—an —cries—
An’ to tell .th’ truth, 1 do

Wish that I might jes’ cry too.
Little Feller's gone, 1 know,

Where we hope some day to go,
Me an’ mammy—heart broke pair—
An’ find Little Feller there.

sm Ziterature,
A HERO,

The book. slipped to th¢ floor and
Honoria Keller sat back in her chair
with a gentle yawn.

“That woman was a hero,” she said
aloud. “The kind I'd like to be. I
never wanted to be anything quite as
much as to be a hero. Dear, dear,
that's what I used to lie under the
trees and dream about, while other
girls dreamed about lovers. To do
something splendid and brave — think
of that! Heigho!”’

She crossed the room and surveyed
her small, trim figur¢ in the mirror,
with a queer defiance in her face, “Oh
it’s you again, is it?"’ she cried. “It's
always you, always! Never somebody
tall and fine and heroish. You'd make
a pretty hero, wouldn’t you? Did you
think heroes were cut out five feet tall
in their shoes? and had round baby
faces and dimples? Dimples!”

She turned awaypand paced restless-
ly up and down the bright little room.
The gentle purring of the sleeping chil-
dren stole out to her faintly through
the half-open door. Once, when -she
failed ‘to hear it she stopped in her
walk to listen anxiously. Heavy feet
tramped by, now and then, in the cor-
ridors, but the step she was waiting
for did not fcome.

“He's late again,” she said -aloud,
in the fashion of a lonely woman.
“He was late yesterday and day be-
fore, and day before that—world with-
out end.” A kind of bitterness dis-
torted her sweet face. Home! What
kind of a parody on the word was this
pair of little rooms in a great noisy
hotel? Was there the slightest resem-
blance of a home about them? They
were bright with gaslight to-night and
pretty with the bits of womanly
touches her wistiul fingers had given
them. She had wrestled the horror of
hotel rooms from them against heavy
cdds. And how the children had help-
ed! ‘Jed's horse over there in the cor-
ner, Nell's starry doll on the couch,
the Tiny One’s rubber dogs and cats
everywhere,—bless them, how they
helped!

Honoria Keller had been married
eight years and she had never had a
home.  From one hotel or hoarding
house to another, they had drifted
restlessly. The children had been born
in hotels—that was Honoria’s greatest
grief. Tt seemed like doing the children
a great wrong. When Harry laughed
at her the hurt deepened and widened.
It was all Harry's doings anyway.
When they had money enough, he said,
ir his easy way, they would have a
home. Time enough.

Suddenly the wcman pacing the
bright little room uttered a sharp
! sound of pain. The old wound would
not bear opening. She hurried to her

| iar a thing to count.
| ings had all been angry or coolly in-

usual refuge, the children in their Leds.
Their little Hushed, peacetul faces al-
ways calmed her. “You don't lay it
up, do you?” the lttle mother sob-
bed softly, *‘You know mother want-
ed to give you a home to be born in,
—dJed, Nell, Tiny One! You don’t lay
it upt”’

¥or a little while she sat beside them
in the darkened room, touching their
httle cheeks in turn, with tne soft
mother kisses that never waken. Then
comforted, she went back again to
the light. But' the evening wore on,
dragized on, without the sound of the
famuliar step outside the door, Some-
where a clock chimed 10, then 11, then
12. “lv was 12 last night,” she said,
end waited. Then 1 oclock rang out
in one clear note. ‘It was 1 the day
Lefore yesterday,” Honoria said.

They had parted in bitter anger in
the morning, but that was too famil-
Lately the part-

digerent. When had they kissed each
other good-by in the mornitg? Hon-
oria caught her breath in sharp dis-
tress. At home we would—It would

be difierent if we had a home!” she
cried out wildly. “How can we love
each other this way without a
home?”’

The great house settled into quiet.
Somewhere a great way off, doors shut
with a final and loud keys
creaked in the locks. ‘“‘He will not
come to-night,” Honoria said, She
had waited that way before and in the
morning Harry had come. This time
it was different. In the morning a
messenger brought her a note from
him. **Have gone away. You will not
be sorry. It has been in the wind
some. time. I should have liked to
kiss the children good-by. Harry.”
How long it was she sat there with
the brief little note in her hands, be-
fore frightened, imperative little fin-
gers tugged and pulled her back to
semi-consciousness, Honoria Keller
never knew. The weight on her heart
did not lift or ease, it scemedgto crush
end choke her. The queer metallic
voice that answered the children’s
wondering questions was not her voice.
She did not wonder it terrified the
Tiny One. “You isn't like mama—I
‘ants papa!”’ he wailed.

‘‘He has gone away—you will not be
sorry,” repeated Honoria excitedly.
“It has been in the wind for some
time. He was sorry not to kiss the
chil—" She caught her breath as the
row of scared little faces imprinted it-
sclf on her staring retinas. A sud-
den wave of keen pitiless consciousness
swept over her like a flood. It was all
so plain now! The kindly mist had
lifted from her mind.

That day somehow lived itseli out,
and then the next. Somechow for the
children, Honoria lived. The throb
and smart of her hurt were all she re-
alized at first. Small things made no
impression on her mind. Years after-
wards she wondered ‘whether on those
first days the sun had shone, or it
had > It was a chance remark
she overheard that aroused her from
her lethargy. Someone outside in the
corridor made the remark to someone

clang,

The woman in that. room there—
No 21—'s been deserted,” the strange
voice said in what was meant for an
undertone. **Yes, sir, deserted. Sounds
Jike a novel, don’t it? An’ the chil-
dren ‘there all right. Just lit
out an’ , a8 I'm a sinner.”
“As he's a sinner!” growled the oth-
er voice indignantly. *‘It’s brutes do
things like that. They ain’t men.”
There was sympathy in both rough
but Honoria did not heeds The
words, not the tones burnt into her
brain. Was that it? Was Harry a
brute? Dear Lord in Heaven, was she
deserted?”

“No, Harry would not do that!”
she cried in anguish. ‘“‘He went away
—we were angry with each other. He
thought I would not be sorry. Not
sorry!” She sprang to the floor and
paced to and fro, till the frightened
children crept away by themselves.

But the days that went by grew in-
to weeks, and he did not come. And
at last the kind-hearted hotel proprie-
tor was driven to take the step he
had been dreading. , He went up to
No. 21 one evening and knocked gent-
ly.

“Come in,” a weary voice said.

“Ah—good evening, Mrs Keller, good
evening,” he said nervously. ‘I—that
is, I've—er—called on a terrible em-
barrassing errand. 1've put it off and
put it off, hoping he—that is, Mr.
Keller—would show, up again. I want
you to believe that it was an ayvful
jolt for me to come up here to-night
and say it, but Mrs. Keller—that is
He caught out his handkerchief
and mopped his face. ‘‘There’s a bill
against your husband for three months
board,” he blurted out dcsl{eru(cly..

Honoria sat looking at him steadily
letting this new disgrace filter into her
brain. She did not flinch before it.

“You mean,” she said quietly, after
a minute or two, ‘“that Har—that my
busband owes you a good deal of mon-
ey for our board, his and mine and
the children?”’

“Yes, that is—er—a modicum, mod-
icum.”’

“And that

voices,

we must go away at
oace? Of course I see that. But—
but—" for the first time her sweet
voice broke, “but I have no money to
pay the bill. Wait! please don’t say
a word. Please go away and.let me
think. I must think. You will give
me time to think?”

But how to think? Honoria wres-
tled all night with her problem. One
thing was definitely clear. She must
pay the bill before she went away.
A ‘way,—a way—oh, to find a way.
What was to come afterwards did not
matter yet. This mountain must be
climbed first. :

The next morning she noticed a sign
posted below * over the laundry win-
dows: “Wanted; a first-class woman
1o do fine ironing. 'ancy pay for
fancy work. Apply within.”’

“Grandmother used to tell me T
ironed her caps beautifully,”” Honoria
said, a sudden resolve in her mind,
“But perhaps—now—I'm not a first-
class woman,” she added with a piti-
ful little smile. But she applied for
the work and got it. She and the

| children took a cheaper room in one

of the attics, and she went resolutely
to work to earn the money to pay
the hill." That the work was terribly
taxing to her slender,strength did not
deter her. Her courage supplemented
her strength. And little by little she
raved the money. Afterwards she
wondered, now, she only worked. The
night the sum she was saving had
grown to the needful dimensions, her
poor, sore heart was almost light. On
the way up to her attic she heard
someone calling her a hero. It sent
her straight to her blurry little mir-
ror. “You don’t look it,” she;said to
the worn, shabby little figure before
her, she smiled a little and nodded to
it friendly-wise. ‘‘You were always
wanting to be one, and I suppose this
was the best you could do.”

That was the night Harry came
back. He was terribly thin and wan.
“Dear,” he said, after the long ex-
planation was over, “how could you
think I would desert you like that?”
“1 didn’t,”” she answered simply
“And I didn’t!”’ he said, as if he
hadn’t said it a dozen times. ‘“There
was no time to write a longer note
that might when the Head made up
his mind at last to send me about his
business in such a hurry. And then,”
—he shuddered—"’ then the smash on
the train and the nothingness—noth-
ingness—nothingness.”

‘“ Oh hush!” she shuddered.
“And when I came out of it,”” he
persisted, “I couldn’t remember. I
only remembered to-day, Honoria.”
“Only to-day, dear,” she cried joy-
fullv. “But Harry, to-day is now!
And to-morrow, do you know what
we are going to do to-morrow!”’
“Yes, wait let me say it! To-mor
row we are going somewhere—home,
Honoria,” ;

A BAD OUTLOOK FUR AUSTRALIA

Never in the history of living man
was the agricultural and pastoral ont-
100k in the eastern half of Australia
as bad as at the present time. For
seven years the central portions of
Australia, togother with the greater
portion of the eastern lands lying with
in the Great Dividing Range, have
been afflicted with this terrible drouth
and (intermittently) it has also been
experienced in the northern half of
Victoria with more or less severity.
At the present time Victorians are
crying out for rain, grass being short
everywhere north of the divide, and
the crops scarcely above ground, and
already losing color. But the position
of Victoria is one to be envied, when
viewed alongside of that of the back
country settlers of New South Wales
and  Queensland. Let the imagin-
ation bestir itself, and conjure up vis-
tas of wide stretches of undulating
and sparcely timbered country, whit-
ened with the skeletons of dead sheep
and cattle, or dotted with struggling,
starving, dying stock. Nearer to the
coast but still within the range, the
country is just as bare; but artificial
feeding of stock on an immense scale
lessons greatly the horrors of the sit-
vation. Let the mind try and realize
that in some places there are 100
miles between water—in country where
hut five or six years back, there were
hundreds of thousands of sheep and
thousands of cattle. If one can but
imagine these things, some idea of the
horrible drouth may be gained.
Roughly speaking, the present drouth
has cost Australia, so far, about 40,
000,000 of sheep, and the total is being
daily increased. Over 4,000,000 cattle
have been lost, and millions of acres
of land have been devasted, and will
probably never again be settled in the
lifetime of the present generation.
With practically no rain since March
last, it is not to be wondered that the
position in the eastern half of Aus-
tralia is a very grave ome. We’ have
never sought to withold from the pub-
lic the true position of the Eastern
States—glossing it over with extrav-
agant anticipations will not improve
matters. The outlook is unfavorable
for trade, particularly in New South
Wales and Queensland, and it is very
probable, indeed, that the existing de-
pression there will give was to a semi-
commercial crisis. There can be no
great financial crisis, for there is but
little to ‘‘go down.” only two banks
in New South Wales and two in
Queensland are in any way largely in-
terested in the drouth stricken areas,
and they would be supported by the
cther institutions if the need arose.
Generally speaking, the financial in-
stitutions ot New South Wales have
never been stronger. In Victoria there
have been large profits made during
the last two or three years by produc-
ers in many districts (the north.west
has not benefitted), and the State
could easily stand any prolongation
of the present dréuth. In South Aus-
tralia the position indicates a reduct-
jon in trade, though business has been
fairly sound. No drouth affects either
Western Australia or Tasmania.

In conclusion it seems to us tolerably
clear that the greatest caution is nec-
essary, both on the part of “individuals
and the Government of both the North-
ein States during this and the next
few years. Unfortunately,.the admin-
istration of New South Wales is ex-
traverrant, and any crisis would prob-
ably be accentuated by the loose finan-
cial grip of the present Ministry. In
Queensland a determined effort is at
last being made to right the finances,
and it is to he hopad that jit will
prove successful. Present indicat,ons,
however, are very unfavorable. for the
heavy losses of indlvidunals “hust be
reflected in the revenue,

—Good kerosene oil will make tin
kettles as bright as new. Saturate a
woolen rag and rub with it. It will
also remove stains from and clean var-
nished furniture.

SHYLOCK

Shylock was the man who
wanted a pound of human
flesh. There are many
Shylocks now, the convales-
cent, the consumptive, the
sickly child, the pale young
woman, all want human flesh
and they can get it—take
Scott’s Emulsion.

Scott’s . Emulsion is flesh
and blood, bone and muscle.
It fceds the nerves, strengthens
the digestive organs and they
feed the whole body.

For nearly thirty _years
Scott’s Emulsion has been the
great giver of human flesh.

We will send you a couple of
ounces free.

OTT & BOWNE, Chemists,
'l‘o:ﬁuto. Ontario.

ONE !AC‘I’Oh IN SUCCESS.

]

“Yes, T had to let Carter go,” said
a business man. referring to a book-
keeper lately in his employ; “X
couldn’t stand his carelessness.”

“*Was he inaccurate about
counts?”’ I asked.

“No,” was the reply; ‘“he was ac-
curate and honest, but his muddy
boots and dirty collar were a disgrace
to the office. I was ashamed to have
o patron of the bouse come into the
office when he was there. I disliked to
tell him why he was discharged, but
1 couldn’t do otherwise.”

“You have insulted me!” he said.
“Well, Mr. Carter, you have insult-
ed me nearly every morning for three
years,” I replied, ‘‘perbaps you do not
see it in that light, but it is a fact,
nevertheless; and not only me, but my
customers as well.”

The writer is slightly acquainted
with a surgeon, who, though past
middle age, has met with indifferent
success in his calling. He is a very
skilled surgeon, and has performed
successfully some very delicate oper-
ations. The thought has occurred to
me that perhaps a certain carelessness
of dress is responsiblc for his lack of
practice, It may be that there are
those who hesitate to employ him,
feaving lese the carelessness that is
betrayed in his dress should creep in-
to the prescription or rob of its cun-
ning the hand that holds the lance.
“Tom is teacher’s pet,” says some
indignant schoolboy; ‘“she is always
helping him.” 1f we were to analyze
the qualities that tend to make Tom
the teacher's favorite, we would find
in the majority of cases that the great
factor is neatness. It is the boy with
the clean hands, and clean tongue,
and clean clothes, though ragged, who
wins favor in the teacher’s eyes. [
A ‘schoolmate of mine, by far the
most poorly dressed boy in the class,
was always one of the slowest pupils
grasp an idea, but somehow the
teacher made it a point to take spec-
ial pains with him. I doubt if many
of us understood “the reason of this at
tle time but it is plain now. He had
a desperate hand-to-hand battle with
his books for years, but finally he
conquered, and to-day he is one of the
mnost promising young physicians of
his city. I met him occasionally,
und I notice that the same tidiness
that marked his earlier years still
clings to him. Of course certain kinds
of work necessitate soiled clothes and
the absence of starched linen. But
this aside, every young person may
Lbe at all times clean and neat, and
personal cleanliness and neatness are
real factors in winning success.
—_———

Let Go the Sorrows of the Past.

»

his ac-

10

Don't nurse sorrows and failures.
They hurt; but they hurt still more
when we press them close to our bos-
oms,

if people would only learn to let the
dead ‘past bury its dead, and if they
would only let it stay buried, how
much pleasanter life would be for all
concerned. It is folly to keep living
over and over again all the sorrows
und distresces we have been called up-
on to endure. It bad enough to
bave to go through with a sorrow
once, without having to hash it up
for the daily crucifixion of your happi-
ness, until the next trouble comes and
compels the old one to take a back
seat.

When an unpleasant experience
cver let it go, and put it out of mind
and memory, as far as possible.

You have probably heard the story
of the old woman in the sleeping car,
who kept sleep away from all the
passengers within ear shot by her dole-
fa! refrain of ‘“Oh, dear, dear! how
dry I am! My soul and body! how
dry I am!”’

And at last some nearly frantic oc-
cupant of a neighboring berth routed
out and got her same water; and when
she had feasted upon it, it was natur-
ally expected that quiet would reign.
DBut, after a moment’s pause, the old
woman started up to make the re-
mainder of the night hideous with the
new refrain of “Ch, my soul and body!
how dry 1 ~was! ° Dear, dear me!
wasn't [ dry!”

Malf the people in the world are
just like the old lady who was “‘dry.”
They have suffered. and been tried and
disappointed as all of us have been;
and they are all the time living it
over. They like to dwell upon it and
ponder over it and make themselves
wretched over the memory.

i

is

is

Messrs. C. C. Richards & Co.
Gentlemen,—My daughter, 13 years
old, was thrown from a sleigh and in-
jured her elbow so badly it remained
stiff and very painful for three years..
Four bottles of MINARD'S LINIMENT
completely cured her and she has not
been troubled for two years.
Yours truly,

J. B. LEVESQUE.

St. Joseph, P. Q., Aug. 18, 1900.

—Did you ever notice that at least
three-quarters of married women are,
if not absolutely plain, decidedly not at
all pretty! I don’t know whether it
i because there are fewer pretty wo-
men than plain ones to be found, or
because the plainer ones are more oft-
en married, but 1 think that if stat-
istics could be gathered it would be
found that the latter reason is the
correct one. Perhaps those who are
plain take more pains to be interest-
ing and it is in the end the brain,
amiability, etc.; which holds rather
than beauty. Anyhow, whatever it is,
just take a few notes among the wo-
men of your acquaintance, and you
will find not only the married women
are plain, but that the most loved
wives are often the plainest. For my
part I think it is not more than fair.
However, that would not prevent me
from looking as well as possible upon
all occasions on general principles.
cipals,

—A despatch tells how the barn of
Elbert Thayer, near Danbury Conn.,
in which were 100 bushels of shelled
popcorn, took fire last Wednesday
night., The family was awakened by
a loud and peculiar cracking sound.
The small door near the top of the
barn flew open and a snow-white mass
commenced pouring out. “It’s the
popeorn,”’ shouted Thayer in despair.
The mass continued to pour out of
the door until that vent was inade-
quate, then there was a crash and the
roof of the barn fell to the ground
When the fire was over there was a
pile of popcorn larger than the origin-
al barn.

—“Something must he done. Com-
pulsory education, I think, has got to
come,” said Jubge Ritchie, of the St.
John Police Court. ‘I would suggest
that every policeman be a truant of-
ficer whose duty would be to question
every boy running idly about the
streets, and report them. With one

awaiting the sentence of death, it is

Enough has heen said;

must be done.”

soc. and $1.00 ; all druggists.
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boy murdered, and one boy in jail

surely time for some move to be made
something

Cure for Forgetfulngss.

A successful business man said that
there were two things which he learn-
ed when he was eighteen, and which
ever afterwards were of great use to
him, namely: ‘“Never to loose any-
thing, and never to forget anything.”
The story of this lesson is printed in
the Country Gentleman.

An old lawyer sent the young man
with an important paper, giving him
definite instructions what to do with
it.

“But,” inquired the young man,
“suppose I should - happen to lose it,
what shall I do then?” 7

“You must not lose it,”” said the
lawyer, frowning.

“I don’t mean to,” said the young
;m;gl,, “‘but suppose I should happen

Ol
“But I say you must not happen to,
I shall make no provision for such an
occurrence. You must not lose it.”
This put a new train of thought in-
to the young man’s mind, and he
found that if he was determined to do
a thing he could do it. He made such
a provision against every contingency
and he never lost anything.

Ho found this equally true about
forgetting. If a certain matter of im-
portance was to be remembered he pin-
ned it down in his mind, fastened it
there, and made it stay. He used to.
declare:

‘““When a man tells me that he forgo

as well have said, “I do not care
enough about your business to take
the trouble to think of it again.”

I once had an intelligent young man
in my employ who deemed it sulfficient
excuse for having neglected an import-
ant task to say, “I forgot.” 1 told
him that would not answer, if he was
sufficintly interested he would be care
ful to remember. It was because he
did not care enough that he forgot.
I drilled him with this truthi

“He worked for mie three years, and
during the last year of the three, he
was utterly changed in this respect.
He did not forget a thing. His for-
getting he found, had been a lazv and
g‘arnlcss habit of mind, and he cured
it.'”

Hygienie Truths.

The late Dr. Frank H. Hamilton, of
Bellevue Hospital, is said to have
framed the following curious decalogue
of health precepts:

l. The best thing for the inside of
a man is the outside of a horse.

2. Blessed is he who invented sleep
—but thrice blessed the man who will
invent e cure for thinking.
3. Light gives a bronzed or tan
calor to the skin; but where it uproots
the lily it plants the rose.

4. The lives of most men are in
their own hands and, as a rule, the
just verdict after death would be killed
himself.

5. Health must be earned; it can sel-
Jom be bought.

6. A change of  air is Jess valuable
than a change of sceme. The air'is
(:gunch every time the wind is chang-
ed.

7. Mould and docaying vegetables
in the cellar weave shrouds for the
upper chambers.

€. Dirt, debauchery, disease and
death are successive links in the same
chain.

). Calisthenics may be very genteel,
und romping very ungenteel, but one
is the shadow, the other the sub-
stance, of healthful exercise.

10. Girls need health as much—nay
more than boys. They can only ob-
t+1n it as boys do, by running, tumbl-
ing—by all sorts of innocent vagaries.
At least once a day girls should have
their halters taken off, the bars let
down and be turned loose like young
colts.—*“Health Culfure.”

Standard 0il Company Backing Heatlnx
Device That Will Take Piace of Coal.

New York, October 5— A device
which is said to be the work of the
Standard 0il People, and through
which they are said to expect to wrest
a business of millions annually ' from
the coal trust, is being put on the
market. The device consists of a set
of burners which can be placed in the
firepot of any heating plant in a resi-
dence or appartment house. The burn-
ers are connected with an infinitesi-
mally small tube with a 100 gallon
tank of kerosene oil, to which is at-
tached a hydraulic pump of low pres-
sure. The pump drives the oil from
the tank through the tub into the
Lurner, where it passes through a coil
and is converted into gas before it
reaches the point of ignition. The gas
Lurns with a blue flame of intense
heat.

Among the claims made for the oil-
health system as compared with coal,
are cleanliness and freedom from ash-
¢s prompt kindling and extinguishing
of fires, uniformity of heat and econ-
omy. In discussing the last mention-
oi item the manager of the concern
disclosed its connection with the Stand-
ard Oil trust. He said a contract
had been made with one of the com-
panies in the trust to supply oil to
uoers of the heating device at 6% cents
a gallon when purchased in 200 gallon
lots. At this price the oil company
wiil deliver oil in the tanks in houses
The manefrer said that tests had prov-
od that 63 gallons of oil, costing $4.10
would produce as much heat as one
ton of anthracite coal.

-
The Glory of Our Being.

To believe in the Father in Heaven
gives worth and dignity to life. Man
is not, then, an atom of matter flung
about heedlessly by every current of
cosmic force and ground up between
the mill wheels of merciless laws. He
is a spirit, a child of the eternal, par-
taker of the divine nature, and his
destiny is under loving care. No hair
falls from his head unseen. All things
must work together for his good. He
is no longer an orphaned soul, lonely
in a lifeless universe, yearning for a
father love that does mot exist, he is
a child of a king, even now attended
by royal ministers and homeward
bound to ‘@ee his father face to face.

Cramps are like Burgiars.

They coms unexpected and when least
welcome. Be armed with a one-min-
ute cure in a bottle of Nerviline, which
relieves cramps and stomach pains in
five minutes. In Colic, Summer Com-
plaint, Diarrhoea, Indigestion and
Nausea, Nerviline is a remedy of re-
markable potency, and acts promptly
and satisfactorily at all times. The
composition of Polson’s Nerviline ex-
presses the highest medical progress of
the age, which accounts for its super-
ior merit. Price 75¢.

Hamilton’s Pills are good Pills.
—_——————

—When anyone was speaking ill in
the presence of Peter the Great, he
would shortly interrupt him and say,
Well, now; but:hag he not a bright
side? Come, tell me, what have you
noticed excellent about him? It is
easy to throw mud; but I would rather
help a man keep his coat clean.”

—We can cultivate the habit of al-
ways looking on the! bright side of
things. We all possess the power of
exercising the will so as toi direct the
tl_lol&hts upon objects calculated to
yield to happiness and improvement

Minard’s Liniment for Rheumatism,

rather than their opposite!

A CANADIAN TEACHER IN SOUTH AFRICA.

Distance has not caused Miss Kllis
te forget her irieuds iu Lova devus,
und a lengthy levicr bas wodiea vicl
gives a pleasing accouut ol camyp e
in Vryburg. She suys:

“jhe camp is situaited on the veldt
about a mile from the town. lhe coun-
try around, with the exception of a
few hills on the south, is generaliy
#iat. The Burghers live to the west
and south of two long streets running
in those directions. The greater num-
ber of the refugees 1ve in bell-shaped
tents arranged in very regular rows.
Some of the people who_ have the
means or are delicate have houses
of sun-dried bricks with iron roofs.
North of the long street are the tennis
court, a general store, the athletio
grounds and Educational Compound.
We teach in buildings made oi canvas,
the size and shape of an ordinary coun-
try school house at home. In connect-
ion with the school is an orphanage.

We have a medley of tents, marquees
and canvas houses. South of us are
the quarters of the other staffs, Relief,
Hospital and Repatriation. There are
about forty Britishers in the employ
of the Government in this camp, so
we have plenty of company and do
uot feel at all isolated. BetWeen the
camp and the town are the quarters
of the English garrison. The famiiar
British airs, played by the band al-
most every afternoon, stir our patri-
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to do something, I tell him, he mighty otism and give us a pleasant home

feeling.

The town of Vryburg is a place of
considerable importance, and we find
it is quite convenient to be within
walking distance.

On the teaching stafi we have two
English girls, two Colonials, two
Canadians, a Boer girl, and a Scotch
Head-master.

There were four primary classes va-
cant when we arrived. Two oi these
were assigned to me and I taught each
half time for eleven days until the
mid-winter vacation. After holidays,
the children left in camp were re-clas-
sified and I have now sixty infants
withi whom I do some: kindergarten
work and try to teach them a little
English. Many of them learn very
readily, are particularly clever with
words of hymns and action songs. My
hours are very short. In the morning
[ teach from 9 till 10.30 and in the
afternoon from 12 till 1. I have the
Boer teacher as an assistant, so do
not feel over-worked. The classes vary
very much as the people are leaving
in large numbers and we have only
about two bundred in attendance just
now and have to re-arrange the classes
almost every week.” s
Miss Ellis gocs on to speak of the
courtesy with which the teachers are
treated by the Boers, and says that
the mothers take a great interest in
visiting the schools. where they seem
much impressed with what they see
and hear.

“The Dutch people are very fond of
singing the praises of God and one
hears their hymns almost every esen-
ing and from morning until long efter
dark on Sunday. 1 went to a very

‘novel service last night, conducted by

the Dutch parson and an English law-
yor. A hymn was announced in the
Sankey hymnal and in the Dutch hymn
book. Those who understood En
sung in that language and the others
in their own. The Engliskman gave
en address which was interproted by
the Dutchman.”

Miss Ellis referred to the probability
of the camp soon breaking up when
the teachers will be sent into district
schools across the border. Her next
letter will describe tke breaking up of
the camp and the transport service.

NOVA SCOTIA APPLE CRO™.

(Halifax Herald.)

Thomas E. Dennis, of William Den-
nis & Sons, London, is in the city, on
his annual visit to Nova Scotia and
other parts of the continent, familiar-
izing himself with the real conditions
of the fruit crop. Mr. Dennis has just
returned from a trip through the An-
napolis valley, accompanied by his
Haliiax agent, Mr. Bligh. Speaking to
the Herald Mr. Dennis said:—'‘Weather
is at all times a great fector in the
fruit crop. The truth of this fact is
amply borne out by a trip through
the orchards of the Annapolis Valley.
From Windsor to Annapolis it is re-
gretable to have to report very dis-
couraging prospects. And I am given
to understand that this state of af-
fairs is mainly attributable to the
weather. I am told that the trees in
blossom never looked better, and that
a yield greater than last season was
looked for; but the cold, wet weather
which subsequently set in, has left its
mark in no unmistakable manner.
Good orchards are few and far between.
There are, of course, excoptions; but it
is curious to note that a good yield-
ing orchard can occasionally be found
surrounded by others containing scarce-
ly any apples at all..

There are one or two exceptional
districts where the apples are clean
and free from worm; but for the most
part Gravensteins and Kings are ill-
shaped and generally poor. In com-
paring trees one would be inclined to
the opjnion that the - weather exper-
ienced “has been favorable only to the
Blenheim and the Baldwin, as where-
ever a tree of these varieties exists
there will invariably be found a good,
clean crop.

Last year’s yield, of course, was a
good one, and as one hears much of
the every other year’s ‘off crop,” I am
afraid that many growers must this
year consider their orchards lying fal-
low and look for the good time com-

ing.

'ﬁ‘he output of marketable apples, I

should not estimate at more than. 25
per cent of last year’s quantity.
It might rerheps bhe noted that the
scarcity of apples in Nova Scotia does
not necessarily mean higher nrices in
England, because whereas, last year
we were more or less dependent on
this country owing to the short crops
in Upper Canada and the United
States, such is not now the case.

Both Ontario and the United States
show signs of a heavier yield than
either has had for some years past,
and shipments to England, will in all
probability be heavy.”

Completely Fagged out.

The world is full of sickly, despond-
ent -tired, enervated people, all hoping
to be well some day. The surest road
to health is along the road of taking
Ferrozone after meals. Ferrozone is a
great appetizer and enables one to eat
plenty of wholasome food without fear
of dyspepsia. This results in the rapid
formation of an abundance of red, vi-
talizine blood, which will restore the
nerves increase flesh and. vigor, &
nourish and feed every organ of the
body. Ferrozone is an ideal restor-
ative and invigorant. It is a tonic
unequalled merit that anyone can use
with benefit. Price . 50c. per box, or
six boxes for $2.50, at druggists, or
‘N. C. Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont.

-

—J. P. Morgan’s great steamship
cambine is called the International
Mercantile Marine Co. It-has absorb-
ed all the companies operating between.
New York and® Hngland, except the
Cunard Line.

Minard’s Liniment is the best hair

. !




