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Professional Cards.

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

Offio: in Annapolis, opposite Garriecp gate
—~WILL BE AT HI8—
OFFIOH IN MIDDLETON,

(Over Roop’s Grocery Store.)
Jivery Thursday.
Qunsular Agent of the United States
Agent Nova Scotia Buslding Society. |
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

g Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Estate security.

0. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Had of Queen 8t., Bridgetowr

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional buain: ss.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

116040
DENTISTRY!
DR. I. 8. ANDERS@ON.

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

Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W, HARRIS,

Barrister, Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. 8.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentisiry 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,

Liand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

UNION BANK OF HALIPAX|
Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - 1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, 1,000,000

Rest, - 642 669 |

26 of

DIRECTORS:
N,

Wi ROBE N, Wu. ROCHE,
Pre-ident. Vice-President,
C. C. BLACKADAR. J. H. SYMONS.
Gro. Mircuern, M.P.P. E. G. SMITH.
A. K. JONES,

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.
E. L 'ruo‘nm, General Manager,
€. N. 8, STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Coliections solicited.

Biils ¢f Exchange bought and seld.

Highest rate allowed for money on
¢peecial deposit.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent

BRANCHES

Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaad, manager.

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,

Bridgetown, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, «

Broud Cove Minee, C. B.—R. W. Elliott,
aciing mansger.

Ciarke's Harbor, N. S.—C. Robertson,
manager.

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

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Aller, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

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

Halifzx, N. S.—W. C. Harvey, Manager.

Kentville, N. 8.—F. O. Robertson, Mgr.
Id,awm:cetcwn, N. 8. —F. G. Palfrey,

nager.

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

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

New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,
mﬁﬂﬁger.

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

Port-of-Spain, Trinidad—A: D. McRae,
manager.

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

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

Syduoey, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydaey Miaes, C.B.—R. Creighton, actisg
manager.

Wolfville, N. 8.—A. F. Little, manager.

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

London and Westmioster Bank, Loundon,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants” National
Bank, Boston; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
Joho, N. B.; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
John’s, Nfid,

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS.

1 Ogsters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
half shell,
BREAD, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
first-class bakery always on hand.
T. J. EAGLESON,
GRANVILLE ST., BRIGDETOWN

. .
.. .
Printing . .

Good Stock,

Meat Workmansbip,
Up=to-Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction-to [Patrons.

(¢ Print «

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

Finest Lines

«.IN..

Wedding
Sationery.

Safisfaction Guaranted.

Monitor = = =
Job Printing « =

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flo

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

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

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Midd]ings.

Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

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

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

stz Before buying it would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaramteed.

. L. PIOCHo .

Wl W Wy W Wy W

f. A CROWE

Sanitary
Plumber

BRIDGETOWN, N. §

'Phone 21

I
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IN THE SILENCE.

(By May Riley Smith.)

They are out of the chaos of life,
The wreck and debris of the jears;
They have passed from the struggle

and striving,
They have finished their goblet of
tears:
have ceased
their labors,
So we clothed them in garments of
rest,
And they entered the Chamber of Si-
lence—
God do for them now what ,s best!

They one by one from

We saw not the lift of the Curtain
Nor heard the invisible Door,
As they passed where life’s problems
uncertain
Will follow gmd vex them no more.
We lingered ;{:11«1 wept on the thres-
hold-
threshold
cross—
Then we laid a new wreath down upon
1t,
To mark a new sorrow and loss.

The each mortal must

Then back to eur separate places
A little more lonely we creep,
With a little more care in ov
The wrinkles a little more
And we stagger—Ah, God,

stagger
As we lift the old load to our back,
A little more lonely to carry
For want of the comrade we lack.

faces,
deep.

how we

But into our lives, whether chidden
His sunshine waits not 1o be bidden;
Or welcome, God’s comforters come;
His stars—they are always at hom
His mornings ave faithful,
lights
Allay the day's fever and fret;
And Night—kind physician—entreats
us
To slumber, and dream, and forget.

O Spirit of Infinite Kindness,

And gentleness passing all speech!
Fergive when in our blind-
ness

comforting
reach.

Thou sendest the Spring on Thine er
rand

To soften the grief of the world;
For us is the calm of the mountain,

For us is the rose leaf unfurled!

we miss

The hand thou dost

Thou art tenderer too, than .a mother,
In the wonderful Book it is said.
O Pillow of Comfort! what other
So  =oftly could cradle my head?
And though Thou hast darkened
portal
That leads where our vanished ones
be,
We lean to our faith in Thy goodness,
And leave them to Silence and Thee.

the

Select  Literature,

THE HARVESTER

By Blewett.

Jean

Trotter
more

had not lived in the world
than fourteen short years, yet
hard times had found opportunity to
mweet him and leave a fow marks upon
him. There was something in the long,
skinny neck and the head above it
which set you thinking of hungry
young birds stretching up from the
nest with mouths wide open for the
morsel of food and woke a feeling of
pity, which tingled into anger, that
in a world filled so full of plenty by a
kiud and careful father un_\thmg’ S0
small should be denied his share. For
somehow you knew that the morsels
had not fallen into this young fled-
ling’s mouth with either regularity or
prodigality. The arms _wielding the
hoe were so meagre, the shoulders so
narrow, the legs such pipestems, the
face so old and wise. The country
lads just out of school for the holi-
days stared curiously at Trotter when
they met him. Big, healthy louts
they were, with a fine contempt for the
make-up of Trotter, and with plenty
of ridicule to load on him. Trotter
would have minded it more if his
mind had not been full of his one am-
bition, his one desire, and busy putt-
ing -forth of efforts toward the accom-
plishment of the same. Trotter would
be a farmer. He hoed his row this
summer day, hoed and whistled shrilly
and the stuffed coat on the pole seem-
ed waving its arms wildly ‘in accom-
paniment, Sometimes Trotteér stole a
glance at the scarecrow, and when he
did shriller grew his whistle, under his
grin; fuller his sense of content. Why
not® Last month he himseli had been
the scarecrow, and now was he not a
boy hoecing his row with the best of
them, and of some importance? The
west wind scemed to have made up

Departiment, « «

its mind to go sedately and softly over
the field, but the corn flaunted its
slim greenness, waved and tossed and

{for Boy

sighed, and made such: overtures that
no west wind worth the name could
resist the coaxing, and so there were
frolic and flutter and the sweet, low
song ‘that growing stuil sings on such
days as these.

Trotter tied his hat on with a piecé
of twine and hoed away. He felt that
his had ‘been a quick march to pros
perity. Why, ouly a month ago he bad
beor, at the lowest round ot the lad-
der, the boy who all day long and un-
til the dark came down kept the cows
fron: farmer Hope's cornfield! He saw
himselt a forlorn little figure, shrink-
ing from the name ‘“‘scarecrow’’ hurled
at him by all the boys  who chanced
to pass his way, but faithfully keep-
ing to his post. Then the farmer had
advanced him to chore- boy. He had
keer put to drive the cattie home at
night, and to pasture in the morning,
to carry water to the haymakers in
the big meadows. That was pleasant.
The sound of the mowers, the rumble
of wheels and clink of whetstone on
scythe, the bustle and hurry, all exhil-
arated Trotter. Then there was "Boy.
Whenever he thoupght of Boy he stop-
ped his whistling long enough to laugh,
was simply ‘“‘the funniest
thing that ever happened,” so quote
Trotter. Boy was only four years old,
but what he did not know of mischief
was not worth mentioning. He was the
busiest person in that busy household.
You heard his shout, saw his golden
head here and there and everywhere.
Commotion marked his way. He had
a genius for creating surprises and
startling situations. Boy’s light was
scldom under a bushel. ‘He was rosy
and dimpled with eyes that gazed fear-
lessly at everything and everybody.
Never having &known anything but love
he was bold in his trust of his fellow-
creatures. The day that Trotter had
made his first appearence Boy bad

{looked him over, made up his mind in

His i |

instant that the ragged little
tramp was a desirable acquaintance,
and proceeded to show his appreciat-
iou by offering his own large slice of
bread and jam to the timid newcowmer.
“Here ith a boy come to sthay ith
us daddy,”” he had lisped to the grave-
cyed farmegy whose idol he was, “and
he wanth hith thupper.”

And Trotter had stayed. Later, Boy
had procured his protege’s promotion.
He had found his way to the cornfield
and witnessed a battle royal between
Trotter and a saucy urchin in blue
overalls. Boy was not averse to war-
fare, provided be could be on the win-
ning side, so his head went up in the
air when he heard Trotter tell the oth-
er fellow to move right along and
mind his own affairs or get his head
punched. " This was all right but when
the inconsiderate other chap cried out
derisively, “Ho! ho! sit on the fence
and flap your wings, old scarecrow!

| My dad has a better man than you

made out of straw. Scarecrow! Caw!
caw, caw!” Boy rushed into the fray,
just indignation in his breast, and two
hard clods in his chubby hands. That
night he had an interview with his
father. Now when Boy set out to have
an interview with anybody there could
be but one ending to it. Who could
turn a deaf car to so lovable a mor-
tal? Certainly not his father. Farmer
Hope was a stern man, but he never
could resist Boy.
“Don’t make Trotty
birds away,” he had
boy called him scarecrow.’
“We!l, he looks it,”” had come the
L"l'll”l').\' answer.

“Daddy,” leaning an elbow on his
father's knee, and looking up confi-
dently, “we’ll be good to Trotty, won't
we?”’

The father’s face relaxed. That “we’’
of Boy’s tickled him mightily. It was
a good thing to have a son and heir
put forth a claim to partnership thus
early.

“What is he so earnest about?’’ Mrs.
Hope had come out, and was standing
beside them. The farmer laughed. ‘‘He
thinks we should make the new boy

scer of the farm—won’t have him
arecrow any more.”’

a wonder he didn’t come to
me with his request,” she said; “a boy
is olways sure of his mother’s sym-
pathy.”

Boy gave her a loving look kut set-
tled himself closer to his father.

‘ We. ith the farmers, Dagldy and me,”
he said, “ithn’t uth, daddy?”

“Of course we are,” cried Mr. Hope,
witk a pride that could not be hidden.
“And we must tend to Trotter’s case
.l -;--L off. We'll make him chore-boy,
ek?

Boy ran over to the bench where
Trotter was sitting, laid his head on
the checked shirt bosom, slipped a
warm, fat arm around the skinny neck
and cried out with great glee: “You
ithn’t a scarecrow any more, ever and
ever, you ithn’t, Trotty.”

No. wonder Trotter loved Boy. No
wonder he laughed at the thought of
him. Mrs. Hope noticed the growing
friendship of the two with distrust.She
was a narrow though not unkindly wo-
man, with an intense love for her own,
and little thought for the rest of the
world. Mother love is a  heautiful

shoo the old
begun. ‘“Bad

it had become an engrossing selfishness.

Mrs. Hope had no s athy to spare
for the ‘little huma)x’nm pscaricrow. ‘He

thing, a grand and uplifting thing, kut |

l[ paid his wages, given his meals

@ng Led. what more thougbt should
she  bestow on him? Altgrwara uhe
coore boy, wno carried the woou snd
water, wnose teet seemed never weary,
whose whisue seewmcd never Lo cousSe
ali the day, irritated her a trite. nad
she been a city woman she would have
excused hor occasional fits ot laut
hnding and sharpness by declaring that
the boy got on her nerves; butl, as 1t
was, she suew nothing of this popular
malady, and was lorced - to own to
heiselt shamefacedly, that her temper
got ‘the better of her very often. *'I
wish youd get rid of 'Lrotter,” she
said. to the farmer one day n late
Julfh ““I'm sure he isn't the right
kind of a companion for Boy, ana 1t
worries the hite out of me to soe them
always together. Pay him and let him
go. bo.”

“Right at harvest time!” came the
impatient answer. ‘‘T'he boy is simart
as & Steel trap, and 1 can't get along
without him. If you don t relish the
intigacy, tell Boy you won't have it.”
St ook her head.  “You know-whtey
Boy is. He wants a reason for every-
thing. 1 can't make him understand
that a tramp, no matter how young,
is full of deceit and wickedness. Why
the other day when I spoke sharply to
Trotter, being put out at seeing the
two laughing together, h¢ gave me a
wondering look, which’' made my face
hot. No good can come of it. But, of
cowrse, you won't take my advice.
Your harvest is worth more to yom
than my piece of mind.” He went off,
after choerfuliy bidding her not to be
a fool. Women are full of fancies, and
ke wasn't going to discharge Trotter;
at least, not until the grain was in
tho barn. Mr. Hope had no more feel-
ing for Trotter than for any other part
of the farm machinery. The boy serv-
ed his purpose. When the wheat was
in the barn he could shoulder his bun-
dle and go. The prosperous man did
not concern himseli about the hard
times or homelessness of Trotter. He
had his sproading acres, his flocks and
herds to spend his time on, and he
had his howe, his wife, his bonnie boy
to spend his love and care on. Con-
tent, self-satisfied, he went his way.

They began the harvest on the 1st of
August. Trotter was out of bed before
daylight, so great was his eagerness
to get into the ficld. It was his deft
fingers that buckled ®the harness on
the big bays; it was he who led them
out: Never in all his life had he felt
so proud and happy as on this glor-
ious morning, with the blue sky bend-
ing over the golden earth, and the mur-
mur of ripening grain in the air. What
a swath the reaper cut, and what a
juvilant chant it sang! The boys went
went on their way jauntily, and by-
and-by the field was full of roadways
and carpeted with stubble and dotted
with many sheaves. A man with
brawny arms wielded a scythe in the
cornars of the rail fence, mowing down
the scarlet poppies, the alders, white
with bloom, and the grass already
lean and withered. The man on the
reaper noticed the boy’s oxcited face.
“So you like the cackling of this big
bird of mine?”’ he laughed. ““Well don’t
get in its way that’s all, for it’s got
a bill that would nip you in two be;,
fore you could say Jack Rebinson.”

Trotter hated to leave it all. It was
with backward glance and lagging
step he went to the house to help the
women folks with their task of making
ready a good dinner for the harvest-
ors. Things went wrong with him in
the very beginning. - He spilled = the
water on the kitchen stove, he broke
the handle off the pitcher hy giving it
a knock against the iron pump, and,
worst of all, gave back a muttered
“Don’t care”’ when Mrs, Hope ’rated
him soundlv. She had a grievance
now, a real one. and at noon inform-
sd her husband that Trotter had shown
how much he appreciated being used
fike a human being by saucing her,
1t was true and the boy knew it was,
yet his little heart was hurt and vex-
ed when the farmer, taking no notice
of his shamefaced apologies, told him
curtly that he would not be needed
on the place longer than another week.
Injustice hardens old and young
alike, and it was a bitter, bad-tem-
pered Trotter that went up and down
with pail and dipper carrying water
to the men that hot afternoon. He
hated Mr. Hope, he hated Mrs. Hope,
he -hated everybody: Just then came
the memory of a laughing face and
golden head: no, he could not do any-
thing but love Boy, no matter what
came.

The grain was tall and heavy. It
seemed to Boy, making his way man-
fully toward the corner where he hop-
ed to find ““Daddy,” that he was in a
big vellow wood made up of a million
trees that leaned toward him, and got
before him, and caught and held him,
His face was red with heat and exert-
ion; he had long ago lost his cap, and
hia hair, yellow as the rippling wheat
was tangled on his forehead. He pushed
it back and tried to peer through the
forest stretching about him. “Daddy!”
his voice rang out shrilly. No answer.
“Trotter!”” Siloncef save for the rustle
of the grain. “I geth Boy hath got
his-self lost,” he said, and laughed;
“but Daddy’ll find him,”

Of courss, was Daddy not always
finding him, always leading him out
of scrapes and starting him afresh.

Warmer grew the air, heavier the
child’s eyes. By lying on his back
he could catch, between the golden
foliage, glimpses of the blue sky over-
head. He liked this. He would just
rest awhile, and then—the long lashes
lay on his cheeks, the chubby hands,
full of wilted poppies, on his bosom,
and Boy was asleep.

Mrs. Hope thought he was with his
father, and when Trotter, going to
the house for a pail of fresh water,
timidly asked of her, ‘“Where is Boy
this afternoon?”’ she bade him not con
cern himself about Boy. Trotter
scowled at her darkly, and went his
way.

“Never you fret about Boy,” the
kindly maid of all works called after
him; “‘he’s with his father.”

But that could not be, for coming
down toward him was the reaper, and
the man on it was no other than Mr.
Hope. Trotter’s heart stood still.
What if Boy should get in the bill of
that bird spoken of by the hired m_au?
He dropped his pail and gazed to right
and left. The men were all busy; be
could catch no glimpse of Boy. His
eyes fell on something—a cap—and he
started forward. To the right a nar-
row track went winding off among
the wheat, and on it lay a wilted
poppy. Where was Boy? With a clang
and a whirr came the reaper, the sun
striking hotly on the gleaming knife,
straight for the spot where the gold-
en grain waved gaily over a golden
head. It was almost upon Trotter
now, but with bent head he ran like a
hound on the trail. His panting breast
held no thought of his own wrongs or
cares; held nothing but a great fear
which made him sick. He threw his
eyes skyward for an instant. He was
not a praying person, but that great
clanging thing drawn by the big farm
horses seemed more that he could
match himself against alone, hence the
brief, wordless appeal to a higher
power.

Trotter stumbled and fell, but was
up and on again on the instant. It
was borne on him as he ran- that he
would find Boy there where the rank
growth bent groundward as though
cradling something sweet and good.
it was a race between him and the

“Stop the horses! Stop the horses!”
he shricked, waving his asihs wildly,
but farmer Hope heard only the clang
of the reaper, saw only the xiches o1
his harvest ficlds, and straight in his
wuy lay the child for whom he labor-
ed and saved. On, on, came the hays
tossing their heads, and taking their
task bravely. Mr. Hope was telling
himseli that he would build new and
larger barns, the yiold was so bounti-
ful; he would clear off the mortgage
this year; next he would add another
fifty acres to the old place, and Boy
should have a worthy heritage.

Why, what was wrong? What was
Trotter doing grasping the bridles and
calling in that new note of strength
and command. ‘“Whoa, good Charley!
Whoa, Prince! Whoa! Whoa!”

Farmer Hope will remember the
sight which greeted his eyes as long
as ho lives, When ke is an oid man
he will see the grain waving in the
wind, the horses with kead in air, the
brave pinched face of the boy who had
been his scarecrow, anld his chil 1, still
palrowsy, rosy. from sleep, with handg
full of scarlet poppies, laying in the
path. of the cruel knife.

There are times when God teaches us
by living illustrations,  just as our
teachers * taught us by printed ones
when we were children. When the far-
mer took his chukby boy under one
arm and the white-faced Trotter under
the other and drew them over to the
shade of an elm growing close by, he
had learned his lesson.

Young man,” he cried, addressing
Trotter, who was beginning to feel
weak and queer, “I'll be in your debt
always. There’'s no use my trying to
tell you how I feel about this. I—I—"
his voice broke and he hid his face for
a moment in Boy's curls. “You hav-
en't had an easy life, I take it, but
remember this—things are going to be
different from this out. What would
you like to do most of all, ¢ch? Why,
what's wrong? Not going to faint, are
you?” ‘No Trotter wasn't going to
faint, The strange sensation passed
and he stood mp and looked at the
farmer, all ecagerness. “‘I'd like to
drive tho bays when youfe drawin’ in
wheat; that's what I'd like most of
all,” he said with a blugsh at his own
temerity.

“Did you ever here the like?” said
the farmer later to Mrs. Hope. “I ask
him what he’d like to do,téinking he’ll
say school, or a trade, or something
substantial, and he answers, ‘Drive
the bays.”” Bless his heart! But of
course we'll do something worth while.
What would you suggest?”’

Mrs. Hope was holding Boy close to
hor breast, and there was a new look
of softness on her face. ‘‘Come, here,
Trotter,” she said, and laid a hand on
his sunburpned head. The wistful face,
the slim body, the queer raiment of
the forlorn little fellow took hold of
her. ““He is a krave, good boy,” she
went on, turning to her husband. “I
would .-n‘;,:rm-.\t that we take him for
our own.

Then she stooped and kissed him.

“Don’t,” cried Trotter with a sob,
“I ain’t used to bein’ made of like
thiz. Nobedy ain’t loved me since my
mother died when 1T was knee high to
a grasshopper. I ain’t used to it.”

“You will be,” her smile warmed
down, down into his heart. “You will
be, for this is home, your own home,
Trotter.” b

Were the stern old farmer’s eyes run-
ning over, or did " Trotter dream.
Home! The word rang in his ears like
a tender chime of bells. Home! home!
With a growing wonder he becama con-
scious of the fact that he. who had
stood kicks and cuffs and hunger and
cold without a whimper, was ecryving
like a baby because a woman was kiss-
ing him, and calling him her own boy.

“Come on, Harvester,” called Mr.
Hope; ““too much sentiment isn’t good
for us these busy times.”

‘“Harvester! Last month I was
scarecrow, an’ ‘now I'm harvester.
Seems as if all the nice things is com-
in” my way,” thought Trotter, with
a new faith in the wisdom of One who
could so well care for a child whose
only claims were his poverty and his
lovelessn ;

Revolution fu

Since the introduction into New-
foundland of theé new Inhaler Remedy,
“Catarrhozone,” the treatment of cat-
arrhal disease has been entirely revo-
lutionized. The old-time snuff and in-
ternal medicine has been cast aside
and everyone is inhaling Catarrhozone;
it clears the head and throat in two
minutes, and is very agrecable and
pleasant to wuse. Catarrhozone is a
wonderful cure for Coughs, Colds,
Catarrh, Asthma, Bronchitis, Lung
Troubles and Deafness., It relieves
quickly and cures permanently. We ad-
vise our readers to try Catarrhozone.
Price £1.00, trial size .. Druggists,
or N. C. Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont.

Dr. Hamilton’s
ternut Pills,

Mandrake and But-

-

HELD IN RESERVE.

The thriftiness of a London shop-
keeper is illustrated in a story told of
a dry goods dealer. The merchant in
question possessed  a very excitabla
temiperament, and on hearing his as-
sistant say to a lady customer, ‘“No,
we have not had any for a long time,”
unable to countenance such! an admis-
sion, he turned to" the lady, fixed his
eyes on his assistant, and said: “We
have plent+ in reserve, madam— plenty
upstairs.”” The lady looked thunder-
struck, and then his assistant inform-
ed his master that his reply was to
her remar! “We have not had any
rain lately

The laying of the first link in the
Pacific cable was started Monday, 15th
September.

SCOTT’S
EMULSION

Scott’s Emulsion is the
means of life and of the en-
joyment of life of thousands of
men, women and children.

To the men Scott’s Emul-
sion gives the flesh and
strength so necessary for the
cure of consumption and the
repairing of body losses from
any wasting disease.

For women- Scott’s Emul-
sion does this and more. It is
a most sustaining food and
tonic for the special trials that
women have to bear.

To children Scott’s Emul-
sion gives food and strength
for growth of flesh and bone
and blood. For pale girls,
for thin and sickly boys Scott’s
Emulsion is a great help.

Send for free sample.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,
“Toronto, I

ﬂ::ming knife, and with oddn'qgsinnt

ntar!
B0c. and $1.00; all druggists.
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RURAL SCHOOL CONSOLIDATION.

Below is a copy of an agreement ro-
ceived from Prof. J. W. Robertson to
be submitted to the ratepayers of the

Donald grant. 1s will be of interest to
our readers—

Memorandum of Provisional Agree-
ment between the School Trustees, or
Commissioners, acting for the peopie
of Middleton of the first part, and
James W. Robertson, acting for the
McUonald Rural School KFund, for the
second part:

Whereas it is desirable to offer some
assistance to enable the people of Mid-
dleton, N. 8., and the neighborhood to
underiake and carry on an obect lesson
of improvements in education, through
the consolidation of five or more rural
schools into one central graded school,
with a school garden and Nature Study
Manual Traimng and Household Sci-
ence divisions, all under the control of
the regularly constituted educational
authorities;

Therefore if the people of the Middle-
ton school district, and at least five of
the neighkoring school districts, agree
to upite in the establishment and
maintenance of such consolidated
school for the period of three years;

(1) By sending their children of
school age to such school.

(2) By managing and maintaining
the school through a board of Com-
mittee, duly constituted to represent
the people of the whole area in a man-
ner satisfactory to the Department of
Education of the Province of Nova
Scotia.

(3) By paying annually during the
three years, toward the cost of carry-
ing on such a consolidated school, a
swn from each school district concern-
od, not less than the highest amouns
axpended for and in connection with
maintaining the school in that dis-
trict during any one of the three years
of 1899, 1900 and 1901;

Then Jamese W. Robertson, of the
seccnd part, acting for the Macdonald
Rural School Fund, will agree:

(1) To pay for an addition to the
present school building at Middleton,
N. S., to make it adequate to accom-
odate the children of the Middleton
school district and at least five of the
neighkoring school districts;

(2) To meet the cost (a) of fencing
a school garden, (b) of planting it
with suitakle trees and shrubs, (¢) of
preparing it for educational work of
Nature Study and (d) of providing
equipment for the Manual Training
and Household Science divisions.

{3) To provide the school vans nec-
essary for conveying children from the
districts outside of Middleton to the
central graded school;

(4) In oase tha revenwe from the
school districts, as already stated, and
other sources, such as local and prov-
incial grants are not sufficient to carry
on the central graded school as owt-
lined,

Then James W, Robertson, of the
second part, will pay such a sum as
will be agreed upon annually to meet
the deficiency in revenue for a period
In consideration of such Tinancial
of three years.
assistance, it is wnderstood that the
Board, or Committes, who manage the
consolidated rural school, will engage
as the head master and as the instruct-
ors in Manual Training and housebold
Science, teachers who are approved for
those positions by the Department of
Education of ~Nova Scotia and by
James W. Robertson, acting for the
McDonald Rural School Fund;

It is understood that the Provincial
Government of Nova Scotia and mun-
icipal ‘authorities will pay annuslly to
the Board or Committee not less than
have been paid by them respectively
during any one of the three years of
1809, 1900 and 1901, for the school
and teachers in the area served by the
consolidated school.

It is expeoted - (although this expec-
tation is not to be held as constitut-
ing any part of this agrecment), that
the Provincial Government will pay
one half the cost of conveying the
children to the Central School from
districts in which the small schools are
closed.

For the Macdonald Rural School Fund;
J. W. ROBERTSON.
Ottawa, Ont., 3rd September, 1902.
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE FOR OCTOBER.

Barrie’s delightful serial, full of hum-
or and pathos, “The Little White
Bird,” dominates the interest in
Scribner’s for October. Artistically
this number is made notable by a cov-
er in color from a design by Mills
Thompson; a spirited drawing by Yohn
used as a frontispiece and printed with
a tint; and a series of four western
types by Frederick Remington in his
most vigorous manner, depicting the
Cow-Boy, the Scout, the Cossack Post
an] the Half-Breed.

The leadine artistic feature is a brief
appreciation of the work of J. Q. A.
Ward by Russell Sturgis. The hun-
dreds of thousands who admired the
Naval arch of New York will recall the
crowning victory by Mr. Ward. They
are also familiar with the Washington
on the Sub-Treasury steps, the Beech-
er ir Brooklyn, and Greely in frons of
the Tribune Office and the General
Thomas in Washington. All these are
beautifully reproduced in this article.

America, it is conceded. leads The
world in devices for fighting fire. Ina
very telling article P. G. Hubert, Jr.,
describes the most novel and up-to-
date of these, and contrasts them with
the devices used abroad. He goes
farther and has gathered from many
high sources predictions as to the
future of fire fighting, involving such
amazing possibilities as the entire
abandonment of engines, when fires will
be subduad by a man sitting at &
desk and touching buttons. The illus-
trations shows the latest apparatus in
use, not only in many American cities,
but in England, France, Austria and
Germany.

Walter A. Wyckoff, the author of
“The Workers,”” continues his observ-
ations of London Wage-Earners. This
paper is devoted principally to the re-
markable success of the efforts in Lon-
don, both by the Government and by
private enterprise, for ameliorating
the terrible evils of overcrowding in
a great citv. His description of the
Rowton Hotels and the Guinness
Houses will interest all lovers of phil-
anthropy. .

Henry Van Dyke has never written
a more subtile story than “Spy Rock.”
Tt is the study of egotlsm, and the set
1t is the study of egotism, and the set
hill, not far from West Point.

There is another Sea story by James
B. "Connolly. This one describes a
great raca in which a Gloucester skip-
per beat the Valkvrie. This is the
kind of a sea story that stirs the blood
and raises a most vivid picture of the
daring and skill of the modern Glou-
cester sailor.

The dramatic story, “Vive I’'Emper-
eur,”” by Mrs. Andrews, is concluded
with a scene that would make the suc-
cess of any play. Miss Daskam has a
pathetic story of “A Little Brother of
the Books,” which is illustrated by
Bacher.

There are illustrated poems by Mrs.
Dorr and Margaret Crosby.
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Minard's Linfment
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RETURN OF PEARY.

Lieut Robt. E. Peary, ®e morth
pole explorer, accoinpamed by his wite
and littie daughter, arrived at dSydney?
U. B., Depu. iYin.  Tibe pule can be
reached, 1 feel sure,” he said, “and if
1 were a man ot independent means L
would assurediy persevere till 1 had
succeeded. Unaer favorable conditions
the pole can be reached from Iranz
Joseph Laud, latitude 73 deg., if win-
ter quarters are as far north as pos-
mble.’ Lieut. Peary did not discover
the pole, but on his last dash made
important discoveries. - My last dash
tor the pole was the most successfuk
one. | was farther north than 33.27,
wmy previous record,” he said.

Lieut. Peary is the picture of good
bealth, but is sufiering siightiy in one
leg as the result of the accident he met
with in the north last winter.

*‘My greatest achievement during my
four years sojourn in the nortnerm
regious was reaching and determimng
what is beyond all doubt now, the
most northerly land on the face of the
Globe, 1 mean Greenland,” declared
Captain Peary to a Chronicle report-

er.

“Another fact and by no means an
unimportant one, which 1 determined,”
he added, ‘'is that a man can stay 1n
the Arctic regions for years and do as
much work during the, iourth year as
the first. The eiements of danger and
suffering can be euminaica and a trip
to the extreme north now would mean
no greater hardships to me than a trip
across the Atiantic.”

When asked what Dr. Cook meant
when he stated that Peary had added
material to science more valuable than
the discovery of tne pole itself, Cap-
tain Peary replied: ““While 1 was
away I determined the actual condi-
tions of ice, its formation and growth
and obtained an idea of how it was
formed. Every additional mile I tra-
velled was removed from the region of
the unknown, and besides I determin-
ed the depth and causes of the cur-
rents and secured other information
of more or less metereological value.
In fact every thing [ saw and accom-
plished was of some value to science.
But the real value of my work during
the four years cannot be determined

i observations are worked
out.
“The discovery of the Po!e is not of
much practical value. It is simply a
test of intelligence, endurance, and, I
might add, pluck. What is known as
the North Pole is merely an expanse
of ice. The Pole is nothing more than
a mathematical point and its discov-
ery is not of very great importance.”

Captain Peary has left for New York.
He informed the reporter that he will
return to the U. S. Navy at once, and
while he did not intend to go North
again he would always take a deep in-
terest in the Arctic explorations and
lend what assistance he could in the
endeavour to locate the Pole.

.
GREAT" BRITAIN IS DOING QUIIE WELL IN-
DUSTRIALLY.

The recent prosperity of Great Brit-
ain is perhaps without a paraiiel in
her history. It has been the iashion
10 represemt her as falling nio econo-
mic decay, and Enghshmen have them-
selves fostered the illusion to serve
some desired end. 1 have found i%
highly diverting to watch this pro-
cess operating trom the opposite poles
of somai policy. An ovpponent of or-
ganized labor turns the threatened dan-
ger into a weapon of attack wpon
wrades-unionism, while a stanch trades
unionist erects it into a bogey with
which to frighten the British publio
into a sense of necessity of technical
education. Each of them has his
tongue in his cheek as he speaks of-
Great Britain’s industrial decline. Thae
demonstrable truth, as it seems to me,
is that Great Britain's commercial
loss is a relative one as compared, for
examplo, with the recent commercial
gains of tha United States. and ot (er-
many, and that her own progress in
wealth and in commercial strength is
aa abeolute one, as measured Ly the
increase in the assessment for the in-
come-tax, and the sums passing
through the clearing-house, and the
amount of paid-up capital in stock
companies, and the tonnage in steam-
shipping and the volume of business
of cotton-factories, and the out-put of
coal mines, and the production of pig-
iron, and the deposits of savings banks
and the capital of co-operative soci-
eties, and the funds of trades-unions,
and even the income from foreign and
colonial investments. These are mat-
ters which are reducible to statements
in the terms of the coin of the realm.
A fact less capable of precise statément
but quite as convincing as testimony
to her present prosperity and to its
wide incidence, is the practical disap-
pearence from Great Britain of the
problem of the unemployed. When
under existive conditions of competitive
production and a proletariar strug-
gling for the means of existence, there
ceases to be an  unemployed class$ in
the usmal sense, ono may rest assured
that the commercial prosperity for the
time being is indisputably real. At all
times he is a rash man who becomes
prohetic of industrial changes.—From
“Among London Wage-Earners,” by
Walter A. Wyckoff, in the October
Scribner’s.

———

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,

e J. B. LEVESQUE. }
St. Joseph, P. Q., Aug. 18, 1900. I*

—We have not advanced the price of
our tobaccos. Amber Smoking Tobac-
co is the same s8¢ and price to the
consumer as formerlv. We have also
extended the time for the redemption
of Snowshoe tags to Jan'y lst, 1904,

The Empire Tobacco Co., Limited,

Cornelius Shields, general manager
of the Dominion Coal Co., told a Her-
ald representative that the scarcity of
coal had not yet effected the prices of
his company throughout Nova Scotia
and Canada, but he would not be sur-
priced if the price of bituminous coal
would advance before long.

e

Marie Henrietta, queen of the Bel-
gians, died suddenly on Sept. 19th. Sha
was an accomplished musician and art-
ist, and was esteemed by her subjects
for her amiability and fine domestie
qualities.

-

A Winnipeg despatch states: The
territorial crop bulletin estimates the
yield of wheat at 14,140,300 bushels;
oats, 10,785,500, and barley, 844,000
bushels.

The Milwaukee Methodist Ministers”
Association has adopted a resolution
calling upon the United States govern-
ment to expropriate anthracite coal
mines and operate them.

Minard’s Liniment is the best haix

for




