Proicssionai Cards.

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
flice in Annapolis, opposite Gairicon Gate.
—~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOH IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Elvery Thursday.

Omsular Agent of the United States.

SAT.US POPUILL SUPREMA LEX HST.

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on Pirst-Olass
Real Hstate, “ly

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
~=AGENT FOBR-—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

#& Money to loan ab five per cent on Real
Estate security.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompv and saisfactory attention given
to the collection of oclaims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Courb.
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. .. 8. ANDERS®N.|

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge
Office next door to
Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, inning
February 1st, 1800,

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. 8.

rug Store, corner Queen and

ts, formerly ied 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, 1881

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

N. B, CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

Work a Specialty.
Union B.gok(:
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Business Man =

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

(Ueekly  Ionitor
Job Department « =

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

-

*

«

* *

- Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

WE PRINT

Aetterheads,
emoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

(Ueekly Monitor,

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

Bridgetéwn, D S.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

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

DIRECTORS:

‘WM. ROBERTSON, Wn. ROCHE,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR. J. H. SYMONS.
GEo, MITCHELL, M.P.P. E.G.SMITH.
A, E. JONES.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

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

Collections solieited.

Bills of Exehange 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.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, n
Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,

manager.

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

i)utmonth. N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting

8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.

8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

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

New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,

manager.

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

Sherbrooke, N., S.—F. 0. 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
UNDEBRTAKER

and Funeral Director.

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

Cabinet Work also attended to.

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

WANTED

brass Andirons, Candlesticks, Trays and
gl‘:(leﬂnrs; old Mahogany Furniture. so old
Postage Stamps us before 1870 — worth most
on the envelopes; old blue Dishes and Chi
Orandtather clocks. Good prices paid.

W. A. KA
e 116 Germain Street,

FLOUR and FEED DERO

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,
Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

twBefore buyinZ it would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

Chop Feed and Oats.

SPRING 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
noney and get perfect satisfaction
in your purchases of footwear.

W. A. KINNEY.

Examination
Supplies

Everything you need

—AT THE—

o Cent?al Book Store

t 8r. JomN, N. B.

B. J. ELDERKIN.

Kind Severity.

The Christian Intelligence records this
incident of a stage-coach trip in Western
Montana, twenty five years agu. A mother
and her infant child were the only passen-
gers. A sudden change of weather subject
ed the woman to more exposure than she
was provided for, and before the journey
was half over the freezing cold had begun
to creep into her blood. She could protect
her babe, but her own life was in danger.

As soon as the driver knew how severely
she was suffering he gave her all his extra
wraps, and quickened the pace of his team as
much as possible, hoping to reach warmth
and refuge before her condition became seri-

ous. His passenger’s welfare was now his

only thought, and by frequeat inquiries be
sought to assure himself of her safety.

Bat the fatal drowsiness had stolen over
her, and when no answers were returned to
his questions he stopped, and tore open the
coach door. The womsan's head was sway-
ing from side to side.

Instantly he took the babe from her, and
bestowed it as comfortablp as he could in &
furry bundle under the shelter of the seat ;
then, seizing the mother roughly by the
arms, he dragged her out upon the frozen
ground.. His.violence partly awakened her,
but when he banged the door together and
sprang to his box and drove on, leaving her
in the road she began to scream.

The driver looked back and saw her run-
ning madly after him.

*My baby ! my baby ! O my baby !”

The horror of her loss made her forget
the cold. Byand by, when certain that she
had warmed her blood into healthy circula-
tion, the driver slackened the speed of his
horse, and allowed her to overtake him and
resume her place in the coach with her liv-
ing and unharmed child.

=

Our Lives.

God made our lives to be a song,

right, Jabe. Don't forget that. I know
your doing your best, an’ God'll bless you,
my son!” Jabe was in a measure comfort-
ed.

“Jabe,” eaid his father, later, ‘I wish
you’d burn that brush beyond the south

Sweet as the music of the sph
That still their harmonies prolong
For him who rightly hears.

The heavens and the earth do play
Upon ue if we be in tune;

W inter shouts hoarse his roundelay,
And tender, sweet pipes June,

But oftentimes the song's a pain
And discord mars our harmonies;

Our strings are snapped by selfish strain,
And harsh hands break upon our keys.

But God meant mucic; and we may,
If we will keep our lives in tuue.
Hear the whole year sing roundelay,

December answering June.,

God ever at his keyboard plays—
Harmonies right and discords wrong;
“He that hath ears,” and who obeys,
May ever hear the mystic song.
— Anongmous,

The Two Armies.

As life’'s unending column pouts, two mar-
shalled hosts are seen—

Two armies on the trampled shores, that
Death flows back between.

One marches to the drum-beat’s roll, or
wide-mouthed clarion’s bray,

And bears upon a crimson scroll—*Our
glory is, to slay !"

One moves in silence by the stream, with
sad, yet wistful eyes;
the patient planet’s gleam, that

walks the clouded skies.

Along its front no sabres shine, no blood-
red pennons wave ;

Ite banners bear the single line—**Our duty
is, to save !"

Calm

For those—no death-bed's lingering shade;
at honor’s trampet-call,

With knitted brow and lifted blade in
Glory’s arms they fall.

For these no -clashing falchions bright, no
stirring battle-cry;

The bloodless stabber calls by night,—
each answers ‘‘Here am I!”

For those, the sculptor’s laurelled bust
the builder’s marble piles.

The anthems pealing o’er their dust through
long cathedral aisles.

For these—the blossom-sprinkled turf that
floods the lonely graves, ’

Two paths léad upward from below, and
angels wait above,

Who count each burning life-drop 's flow,
each falling tear of love,

While Valor’s haughty champions wait till
all their scars are shown,

Love walks unchallenged through the gate,
to sit beside the throno !

0. W. Holmes.

 Selet ' @ifnitﬁn.

Stupid Jabe Horton.

Jabez Horton was lying under s maple
tree behind the evergreen hedge that border-
ed his fathers farm. The day was sultry
and he was quite exhausted with his long
forenoon of labor.

He gazed admiringly at the fine peach or-
chard before him, well laden with ripening
fruits. It was the only peach orchard in
Centerville, and he was proud of it.

At the sudden sound of approaching
wheels, he peered through the thicket. He
could see without being seen. The low un-
ocovered wagon stopped nearly opposite him.

“Caleb Horton did a mighty good thing
'imself when he set out that peach orchard,”
Farmer Swain said to his wife. “Don’t
them red an’ yaller beauties fairly make your
mouth water, Sary? Caleb’ll do well on them
peaches, I'll bet! Shouldn’t wonder & mite
if he'd pay off half of his everlastin’ little
mortgage this year. ’'Tain’t much, but he
¢'d more'n make ends meet; that mortgege
has pested 'im fer years. Celeb must be git-
tin enterprigin’ in his old age!”

«Mebbe 80,” Mrs. Swain responded, *‘but
1 guess Jabe is a good deal o’ help to him.”

«“Jabe?! Yes, Jabe's got muscle if he ain’t
got brains. Does seem a great pity that
Jabe sh’d a ben born so stupid dull, when all
the rest o’ that big fam’ly wuz so talunted.
Too bad there wa’'n’t quite smartness enough
ter go 'round!”

«“Don’t talk to me,” said Mrs. Swain, with
some spirit; ‘‘Jabe ain’t much to look at, I
own, an’ mebbe he ain't got any genius to
spare, but he’s good to his mother and father
an’ sosteady. I don’t b'lieve his folks ever
worried » mite for fear he'd go wrong. Ain’t
that a comfort? I wish our Tom was half as
steady.” She spoke with a sigh.

The waggon rattled away ina cloud of
dust. Jabe had heard every word. He lay
thinking a long time. He had always known
he was *‘thick-headed,” as he expressed it,
but Mr. Swain must think he was a simple-
ton.
“Perhaps I be,” he thought, humbly and
sorrowfully; but he bitterly. rebelled that
fate had been so unkind. Why hadn’t there
been “‘enough smartness to go ‘round?” All
his brothers and sisters were distinguishing
themselves somewhere; only he, Jabe, stu-
pid and good-for-nothing, was left to help on
the farm. Father and mother were getting
old—he couldn’t leave them if he wanted to,
and he was sure he didn’t want to. He was
glad Mrs. Swain thought he was good to his
parents.

The dinner horn sounded, and Jabe put on
his hat, gathered up his long legs and sore
heart, with all the awkwardness of his 19
years. :

After dinner, while helping his mother
wipe the dishes, as he often did, hesaid in a
slow way: “Ma, jes’ why do you s’pose there
wa’'n’t smartness enough to go ‘round ?”

4Go 'round where? What do you mean,
Jabe ?”

“Why, in our fam’ly; why was all my
brothers an’ sisters born so knowin’ an’ able
ter git erlong —an’ all that—an’ only jes’ me
be stupid-like? I'd like ter ben somebody,
too?”

“Why, Jube, where'd you get such no-
tions? Neither your pa mor I could get
along without you at all; we just need you,
and I'm o glad you didn’t want to leave us,
but cared to stay an’ be such a blessing to
us! God bhasn’t given ten talents to every-
body, nor five—mebbe not but one, butif we
use that the best we know how, it'll be all

dow this af T'll come, too, a8
soon as I can, and help you.”

1t was & warm day for brash burning, but
Jabe worked faithfully.

About four o'clock his mother brought him
» lunch and a pitcher of cool lemonade. *‘I
thought you'd like 'em,” she said, “and I
wanted to see the fire. 1've always liked to
watch fires ever since I was little, an 1 guess
T always shall,”

“Set right on that log, ms, an rest. ¥ou're
awful good to yer boy !” said Jube grateful-
ly. Mrs, Horton fanned herself with her
big sunbonnet, but soon she began piling
brush to make the flames leap higher. The
snapping and cracking of the dry branches
as the fire shot through them was music to
her. E

“Don’t get too near, ma, the wind is pret-
ty strong an’ the sparke might fly on ye.”

0 I ain’t afraid, Jabe; I'll be careful,”

and she threw another armful of brush on

the blazing pile.

Jabe was standing on the opposite side of
the fire, shoveling the partially burned sticks
farther up into the flames, When he step-
ped back he was horrified to see that the
bottom of his mother’s dress was a blaze.
he tried to speak, to spring toward her, but
tongue and limbes seemed paralyzed. At last
he faltered: “Ma! Ms! Yer dress is
afire.”

She turned quickly, but in the depths of
her sunbonnet, did not at once diacover the
burning. “I don’t see any fire,” she said
pervously ; *'I guess not—where isit?’ Then
Jabe sprang towards her. At the same in-
stant she felt the breath of the hot flames as
they leaped to her neck. She started torun
screaming frantically.

“Ma, don’t run! Roll! Roll, ma! Roll
in the dirt—quick!” Jabe shouted as he
sought to overtake her. The bonfire was
near an open field of caltivated land, and
Jabe siezed his frenzy-stricken mother, force-
ing her down to the soft earth and rolling her

. over and over in this, trying to smother the

flames with his own hands. He sprang for
the shovel which, in his first terror, had been
thrown away, and with tremendous energy
began flinging huge shovelfuls of the moist
earth over his mothers burning garments.

Tho fire was speedly subdued, but not be-
fore Mrs. Horton had been considerably
burned. She was moaning with pain. Jabe
made sure that the last spark of fire was ex-
tinguished ; then regardless of his own burns,
he caught up his mother and fled to the house
laying her tenderly upon her bed. When
the doctor had dressed the wounds of the in-
jured woman, he turned to Jabe. “How did
you happen to think of anything so sensible
as shoveling earth over your mother’s clothes,
young man?” he inquired. ] rather think
you saved your mother's life. Her buras
are not very serious after all.’ -

“] dunno,” Jabe answered, with some em-
barrassment. *‘It jes’ come ter me I guess.
1 knew fire couldn’t burn bare ground.
Anybody’d know thst.”

“Yes, but it isn't everbody who knows
ow to apply his knowledge so promptly
and effectively. I shall have to thank you
that my job will be a short one ; but I'll be
glad it was my job and not the undertak-
er's!”

“Yes, sir! We'll all be glad o that,”
Jabe responded, simply and fervently.

Oae evening not long after this when Jabe
had gone to the village store, he noticed
Tom Swain among the usual set of loungers,
enveloped in tobacco smoke and rough talk.
As Jabe turned to go home he spoke to Tom:
“I'm jest on my way home, Tom, an’ you
can get a ride with me if yo want ter.”

“No, thank you, Jabe, guess I ain’t quite
ready to go home yet.”

«Better come, hadn't ye? Pretty muddy
to walk; the moon’ll be down soon, an’ it'll
be black dark ’fore long; come on I want
ter tell ye 'bout a fishin’ plan I've got 7

w“All, right, Jabe, guess I will go,” Tom
answered, and slamming his hat violently on
hie head, he shambled out with Jabe.

The fishing plan was duly discussed and
decided on; then for awhile they ‘drove in
silence.

“Souse me,” sald Jabe after a time, *bub
is that thing useful or jest ornamental ?”
pointing, as he spoke, to the cigarette Tom
was smoking.

*Not either, I guess,” Tom laughed; ‘‘but
all the boys smoke; why don’t you?”

«“Me! Don't want ter; an’ if I did, Iain't
got any money ter burn yit; I'm helpin’ pa
ter pay off the mortgidge, an’ I guess that
wouldn’t help any. Smokin' seems like
wastin’ ter me.”

«Tis wastin,” said Tom, *‘and I'm wastin’
money, not only smoking but other ways. X
wish I could quit, but s’pose I've gone too far.
Well, here's home, and I guess mother’ll be
glad to have me home early for once. She
wastes a lot o’ worryover me.”

¢ Does she? Wal, I guess mothers do;
fact I know some do.”

“How do you know that, Jabe?”

“#Wal, its reasonable that mothers should;
an’ then I heard one mother say so. She
didn’t say it ter me, but I heard it.”

 Did you? Well, I'll bet it wasn’t your
mother.”

“No, it wa'n’t mine, but it made me feel
bad. We don't never have but jes’ one own
mother long as we live, do we? An’ we
make ’em a lot o’ trouble, but when we are
old enough to know better, it seems kind o’
mean not ter make it up to 'em as well as we
can, don’t it?”

“Fact ! Tom replied; ’tis dirt mean for &
feller to disappoint hia folks,and I'm going to
do something pretty soon. 1'm about tired
of herding with those store loafers, and I
mean to quit.”

“Wife,” said Mr.Horton some time later,
‘Neighbor Swain told me to-day that Tom is
a different boy now—doing well, an’ that it
was on account o’ somethin’ our Jabe said,
that it happened. I was tellin’ 'im. how it
was owin’ to Jabe that we got the mortgidge
paid off—the peach orchard idea was his,
you know—an’ he helpin’ 80 faithful an, all
—an’ then heeaid that. Iwasglad, Tain't
the least thing in the world to turn a sinner

from the error o’ his way’s ls it ? I used to
think Jabe wan’t quite so smart as are other
other children, but he’ll do. If he ain’t got
but.one talent, he don’t bury it in no nap-
kin, an’ he don’t squander it. He does his
best, an’ Jabe'll do! I guess tain't more
smartness the world stands in need of, so
much ae 'tis & willin’ mind ter use what
there is. Jabe is all right, an’ I'm proud of
‘jm 1
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Tho Stary of the Big Timber,

By IRVING BACHELLER, Anthor of “Eben
Holden.”

“The snow was six feet deep on the level
around Lavery's camp. There was a little
opening in the evergreen canopy of the forest
overhead, and the stars in the cold zezith
shivered as one looked at them through the
blast of heat and smoke that rose from the
chimney.

1 steod many a night at the door of the
hig log shanty and saw the sparks shoot up
and crackle in the leeward boughs of hem-
lock. It was forty miles to the clearing on
the southern side of the camp, but at every
point in the northern semi circle of the com-
pass there was a trackless and unmeasared
deep of timber.

At a certain opening in the ridge, near
Lavery's, ono could look ten miles across &
rolling ses of green parted by the frozen
waters of the Ottawa that lay like a belt of
white in the valley.

The * big skid ” flanked the river at the
end of the trail, down which *“hawbuck” and
teamster started in sulky silence before day-
light, and up which they came halloing mer-
rily at suppertime. Then the hawbucks "
stalled their oxen in the big shed, and the
teamsters put away the horses that came in
hoary with frost.

I was the cook’s helper at Lavery's, and
bad won fleeting fame in the tossing of flap-
jecks. My hand had lifted the flapjack toa
proud position of indispensability on the
upper Ottawa.

For the rest, beans and molasses, salt pork
and potatoes, bread and butter and apple
sauce were the most popular items in the
s filling.” The table was spread before the
roaring fire of logs every evening, and the
men sat down to eat in their shirt sleeves.

The keen air went to their blood like wine
in the work of the day, and the shanty roared
with laughter as they ate. Songs were the
solace of the evening hours, while the big
lambermen lay lounging on the bunks or sat
in easy attitudes around the fire.

The brogue of Scotch and Irish and the
quaint dislect of Frenchmen mingled in their
talk. There was the brute majesty of the
lion in these men as they shook the mighty
muscles of breast and arm in their laughter,
or when the furrows moved and tightened
on their brows in the stern dignity of anger.

There were a number of men who could
sing doleful ballads, and one who often
barangued them with mock oratory that
provoked noisy applause

The ancient game of *‘ whack Sal,” in
which two men, blindfolded, struck at each
other with straps, was sometimes proposed,
but not unless there had been drinking, in
which old grudges were apt to be revived.

These northern woodsmen loved the smell
of powder and the feel of a gun. Itisanin-
born, over-ruling passion with most of them.
Generally an idle hand had a gun in it, and
the itching palm was one that had long been
deprived of its birthright.

These godless men of the forest spent their
Sundays, in good weather, hunting on snow-
shoes, and the roar of their guns rushed
through the timber and bellowed in the dis-
tant waste.

It happewed sometimes that a luckless
hunter ventured too far from camp and never
got back, for one reason or another. Iheard
much of one *poor Tom,” who had gone
away hunting of a Sunday, the winter before,
and met his end somewhere in the great
wilderness.

Occasionally two or more of the men would
wake in the dead of night, when the timber
wolves were howling, and get up and peer
out of the window and speak of *“poor Tom.”
" One cold Sunday morning in mid-winter
I started over snew for Long Pond with a
brawny Scotchman known as McVeigh.
That was four miles beyond the Ottawa, and
hard walking in the light snow.

We wounded a caribou on the further side
of the river and followed its trail of crimson
for miles to the top of the great ridge in the
north, and then westward through the burn-
ed timber.

The sky was clouded over and the cold
unusually severe, McVeigh seemed to knqw
every tree in the forest, and we were con-
tinually coming upon landmarks that re-
minded him of a story.

We had stopped a moment to light our
pipes, and were striding with long steps
through the soft snow. The woods were
silent, and I could hear only the creak of our
anowshoes and McVeigh puffing at his pipe.

He halted suddenly and turned his ear to
listen. I could hear then a faint but growisg
sound in the far distance back of us.

«It's wolves,” said the old woodmas,
+ an’ they’re on this line o' blood. We'd
better leave it an’ make for the top o’ the
ridge.”

We turned to the south at once, intending
to cross the ridge and make our way down
the valley to camp. It was a stiffer climb
than we expected, however, with the snow-
shoes, and even before we got to the top that
fearful echo was ringing in the near woods.

Little avalanches of snow fell on our heads
a8 we hurried in the underbrush. We strode
through the open timber at the top of our
speed, and as I turned to my companion, I
poticed a mighty serious look in his face.
He stopped suddenly and looked back a
moment.

« They're out for man-meat to-day—that'’s
sure,” he said. *I'm thinkin’ we must a’'
got some o’ that blood on our shoes.”

There was a great slash in the timber right
before us. The steep southern side had been
stripped quite bare by the lumbermen for a

distance above and below the track of our
snowshoes.

The line of the ridge swerved northward
some ten rods at this point and then came
back, desccibing a sort of oxbow, walled

with rock, s hundred feet or more in width,

and the sides of it fell sharply to the river
valley fifty feet below.

From Sunday to Sunday the sky had béen

thick with snow that flew before the dry
wind like down. Every flake that fell in
the big slash had been driven to this rocky
gore by the wind coming up the river out of
the east.
. There was full fifty feet of snow in the
deep pit, which, under a slender crust, lay
light and dry as a heap of feathers. On the
far side the trees stood to their boughs in
the drift.

The great gloomy cavern under the canopy
of the forest was choked with snow. Mo-
Veigh picked up a fallen branch of dead pine
as we came to the bend, them cautiously
stepped out upon the dome like top of the
great drift. I was a mere boy of eighteen,
and but for the cool of my panion I
should have lost my head and prohh!j my
life.

*“Hold there ! BStep careful, now,” said
he, a8 I came ranning after him, frightened
at the near sound of the wolves,

“ Yo mighd-go t’' yer ears if ye broke in
here,” said McVeigh, and, as he spoke, he
thrust the long rod of timber down into the
heap of snow.

*‘ See there |” he continued ; *‘ the weight
o' yer finger sends it down out o' sight,
We'll stop an’ resta while an’ ye'll see a bit
o’ fan here.”

We crept, with shortened steps, to the
white summit of snow near the far side of the

Lessons From the Sensus. -
(Woltyille Acadian.)

It is useless to conceal the fact that the
census returns have been read with general
disappointment by our people. It s true
that increase in population is not the great«
eat benefit that can come to a country. We
have all too many of a certain class of peo-
ple. The important consideration is not.,
how many inbabitants we have, but rather
what are the oliaracter and condition of
those whom we have. It will be noticed
that onr cities bave nearly all increased
while our country districts have almoss
without ption d d in populati
This may mean that the farmers’ sons are
leaving their homes and crowding into cities.
This to a certain extent is inevitable nor is
it a fact to be wholly regretted. As a rule
the best men physically and mentally come
from the country and the cities wiih respon-
sible positions have need of them. Bat this
fagt is not the whole solution of the pro-
blem. In the cities we find poverty and
wretchedness as we do not find in the conn-
try, and it is well known, however lamen-~
table the fact may be, that among this class
the population increases much faster than i
does among the well-to-do. The fact thas
the population ol the ocities is
while that of the country’ placesis deoreas-
ing means then to a great extent that the '
very class of peeple we do not want are being
asugumented and the very class we de nos
want are becoming less.

These problems then face our legislators.
Firet, how may the condition of the poorer
olass be improved ? Would it not be well

pit, and its slender sheathing ked and

* crumbled under our shee frames, though,

fortunately, it was strong enough to hold us,

“‘ By the living Lord |” sald McVeigh, in
a sharp voice, as we turned abodtt, “look
there! Stand still now! Don’t move!”

There was a fearsome ring and echo in the
air as the gray pack wallowed up the top of
the ridge in the dead timber.

There was near a score of them, so Mo-
Veigh claimed—and he wonld have it always
that he had counted them—with legs so long,
as I now remember, a fair sized dog could
walk under their bellies, and they ran in &
close bunch, the snow-spray flying over them.

They were the big grey timber wolves.
Now that the danger had come close, I was
quite cool, and when they stopped at the
briok I actually began to count them. It
seems incredible as I think of it now after
all these years.

““The leaders give a jump an’ the whole
pack o’ them stopped when I hollered,” said
McVeigh, in telling the story, when we were
safe in camp.

*Thea they made for us, jumpin’ clear
every move o’ their legs. There was a fall
o’ six feet at the edge o’ the pit an’ they
jumped in a bunch. The big heap o’ snow
trembled when they hit it, an’ they sunk as
if it had been water. We heard a smothered
roar an’ seen the splinters o’ crust fly an’ the
white snow shut over 'em. Then it stirred
like the boil in a pot an’ caved an’ ran down
at the break like sand in a hollow, an’ then,
praise God | it was still.” That is the end
of the story.

We got to camp as quickly as our legs
would take ue, and told how we wallowed
the wolves. The boys listened #ith much
interest, but not a man would believe us!
The firet big thaw that came, we tock them
over and showed them what there was in the
deep of the pit.

PRSI S

Warm Weather Diet.

1t is astonishing, said a physician to the
writer, how little thought the people give
to their food in relation to various seasons
of the year. To this very carel Ihy

I

to establish g b by which
poor men snd women may be helped to find
employment and encouraged to better their
ocondition in life? Would it not be well to
establish free technical schoolgat which poor
boys and girle may be made useful members
of society 2. Should not somethiog be done
by whioh children born into an atmosphere
of laziness and crime may be removed from
their d lizing envi snd given &
ehance in life ? Should not all that tends
to crime and hed be supp d,
such as liguor saloons, gambling dens, houses
of ill-fame ? Such considerations face the
legislator of today. The true patriot can
not afford to disregard them. The impor-
tant thing is not how many people we have
but what kind they are. i

The second problem is : How may the bet«
ter class of our people be increased? Inm
country like our’s we have need of more peo-
ple of the right stamp. Our agricultnral
communities need a larger population.
Sparsely settled districts can not command
cheap tragsportation, can not keep up good
roads, canvot keep in touch with improved
methods, and therefore are at a disad 8
Farming, which would be profitable under
different [circumstances is unprofitable to
them. They find th Ives going bebhind
unable to compete with the urists of
other districts. The result is, the sons leave
the farm and go to the States, and the cen-
sus returns report decrease rather than in-
crease. The farmers in our own valley can
not compete in the raising of many crops
with those of the Ottawa valley. The rea-
son is as we have stated. Weneed a larger
population, which would mean cheaper
transportation, better roads, more improved
methods. Whatever can be done by the
government to aid in the jagricaltural de-
velopment of our country should be done.
The farmers’ sone should be encouraged to
remain on the farm. Agriculture under
favorable conditions means increase of
wealth to our country. All should be done
that can be done to make these conditions
favorable. But while immigration is en-
couraged—and rightly—in other parts of the

much summer sickness, often an illness that
ends fatally. Take the matter of left-overs.
A warming hash, ragout or meat pie is all
right for the depth of winter but not for
weather when the blood needs cooling. I
would entreat every housekeeper not to buy
a morsel of pork, ham or sausage, from June
until Qctober. Reserve even beef, lamb or
veal for the cooler days of summer, and In
long hot spells let meat enmtirely alonme.
Nature provides for these burning days with
vegetables and fruit, temnder chicken, and
fine, firm, white-fleshed fish. 1f you have
left-over food to be utilized, convert them
into chilled appetizing salads instead of
ragouts. If soups are a necessity, let them
be thin consomme or chicken soup; not
purees or bisques. 1 would prohibit pie and
rich cake, and let fruit, ices, delicate jellles
or mifk puddings take their place. I'd also
put a veto on hot breads. If people could
turn an X ray om the poor, overworked
stomachs I'm called to care for all sammer
and see the mischief done by overeating and
eating things that have mo business to be
cooked In hot weather, they would realize I
am speaking earnest truth.

How to Speak without Notes.

Dr. Newman Hall taught himself extem-
pore speaking by praetising daily for n whole
year, ten minutes a day, locking his door,
opening the Bible at random, and delivering
an address on whatever text happened to
ocatch his eye. ** At first,” he says, * I found
it very difficult to speak to the point for so
long. But I was carefui to keep up the flow
to the end of the ten minutes by talking
about the subject if I could not talk on it.
At the end of the twelve months, however,
I found that I could not only speak with a
greater degree of fluency, but could hold
myself atrictly to the subject in hand.”

Domini why should Nova Scotia be
peglected? If the Cornwallis and Anmapolis
valleys were known in England and Scot-
land as is the great Northwest, we should
have g gst us a desriable class of
people, whose coming would be profitable to
them and to us. If neither the Dominion or
Local government will take in hand the ad-
vertising of our valley, the municipalities of
Kings and Annapolis should do so.

While our people do well to regrev the
small i in' our population in the last
ten years, we may be thankful that the con-
dition of the people has for the most part, ae
we believe, steadily improved. We need
more people, but more than that we need
the right kind of people.

Stop Thief!

would be a justifiable cry directed against
the countless humbugs that offer & cure for
Catarrh. There is only one sicentific methed
of treatment for Catarrh. Make the air you
breathe the carrier of healing, balsamic, car-
ative agents. It baths every inch of mucous
membranes with its healing, soothing prop-
erties. That’s Oatarrhozone. Your drug-
t or doctor will tell you it's the only effec-

ve method of treatment and that it is sure
—prompt—permanent. Remember the name
Catarrhozone. All Dealers, 25¢. and $1.00.

Olive Ol

Dr. Cohnhelm at the Int ional medioal
congress detailed his experiences with large
doses of olive oil in cases of severe gastrio
distress. In his first case the.young man
had suffered from an injury in the fiastrie
region, and it seemed probable that an ulcer
had resulted. The pain on eating was so
great as-to make him avoid food. ‘A wine
glass of olive oi} taken before meals gave
complete relief. The same remedy was
tried in other cases in which stomach discom-
fort was a prominent symptom. Even in
cases of gastric cancer relief was afforded

RovaL
Baking_!’_owder

Made from pure
cream of tartar.

Safegtmgs—thcfood
against alum.

Alum powders are the greatest
mmmdﬂ‘:md‘y.

POWDER CO., NEW YORK.

ROYAL

to many symp

A Good Corn Remover.

A marvel of cheapness, of efficacy, and of
romptitude, is contained in a bottle of thas
rlmoul remedy, Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex-
traotor. It goes right to the root of the troub-
Ie, there acts quickly but so painlessly thas
nothing is known of its operation until the
corn is shelled. Beware of substitues offer-
ed for Putuam’s Painless Corn Extractor—
safo, sure and painless. Sold at druggist.s

Kind lady—Here's a dime; poor man; bub
I can only give you a nickel—can you change
?

it?

Blind Beggar—Lot’, bless yer; here’s yer
pickel, kind lady; now promise me yer
won’t go over Lo that there bargain sale an’
spend it foolish.

—God hides some ideal in every soul. A#
some time in. our life we feel a trembling,
fearful longieg to do some good thing. Life
finds its noblest spring of excellence in this
hidden impulse to do our best.—Robert
Collyer.

e

There is no premium on adjectives in advertising

RED ROSE TEA!

People say it is “good Tea.”

That's enough.




