. DR E.S. ANDERSON.

SAT.US POPULI

SUPREMA LEX

HE

———

-

# VoL 3.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 18 1902.

S

NO 12

Professional Cards.
J. .M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
O ice in Annapolis, opposite Garricon gate
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOHE IN MIDDLETON,

(Over Roop’s Grocery Store.)
Every 'I‘hvu'-d.’.

Omsular Agent of the United States
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

- Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan at flve per cent on Real
tate security.

0. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Hsad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Monay to Loan on First-Olaes
Real Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompv and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!

Graduate of the University laryland.
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, 210

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801,

J. B. WHITMAN,

T.and Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

~ Dwight's
8 Votermary
Ointment

for Scratches

25 of

Good Stock,

Mcat Workmanship,
Wp-to=-Datc Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

In Flour

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

our prices.

Moulie, Bran,

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

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

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Fleur, Middlings,

Chop Feed and Oats.

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

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

. L. PICGCGCOT.

R i

f. A CROWE

Sanitary
Plumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

'Phone 21

RIS

Lortry.

(U¢ Print «

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

Best Ointment made
and costs just one-half
the money.

FOR SALE AT

Medical Hall,

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

Notice to the Public

As I am an authorized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbaroot Tableils and Powders. the
great family medicine and KING OF BLOOD
PURIFIERS, for the cure of Rheumatism,

psia,. Scrofula, Torpidity of the iver,
ice, Sick Headach Constipation, Pains
Back, Female Weaknesses, and all im-
ies of the blood, I would say to those in
poor ealth that I will send by mail to any ad-
dress receipt of price. Herbaroot Tablets.
200 days reatment, wi‘v,h guarﬁnwe, -
100 ¢ i .
Herbaroot Powder, per package s
~ Junhaler...... c.cooenee S i

. Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,

stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

T. J. Eagleson, Bridgetown, N. 8.
A S R

WANTED

50d, smart agent to represent us in Nova

SLS)HH. for the sale of haféy Fruit and Orna-

=miental stock. Sample case supplied free. Good
pay weskly. We offer special i:_\dgce!nellts to
any one who will m ko a speciality of orna-
meatal business, having over 670 acres in cqlti-
vation we are in & position to give best ]JOSBI!)\G
satisfaction. Apply now. Pelham Nursery Co..
Poronto. Ont. G
oron.

C TO LET

vhe Brick House belovging to the
1ouuteoi‘ inte Robt, E. F'Randolph,

Finest Lines

..IN..

Wedding
Stationery.

Satisfaction Guaranteed,

U

Monitor = = =
Job Prinfing = <

April 3rd, 1901
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O 1 FEAR NOT FATE,

Arise at meot the coming
day
Though winter storms

darts appall

morn Lo

or lightning

her way
Till darkness brings to earth the dan-
gerous thrall
And midnight's solemn constellations
wait,
3ut fear not fate,

old

Walk forth at noon with thy en-
emy pain,

No more a foe,
heart,

Leading thee onward, far’ from youth,
amain,

Quenching the tide of life,
apart, i

Yet bringing sweetest Patience

| gate,

Then why

but constant to thy

from hope

to thy

ar late?

Wander along the silent shore
age,

Whose lily
glows

That on the face of fairest youth cn-
gage

Love's gaze, when fond,
sion knows

Those ardent words
spirit-mate—

But mourn not f

has lost the lily

brow

romantic pas

breathed to the

See who eomes near, a phantom I
thy breath,
and grim,
While - slow thy art
| Yet reach thy trembling
| come him.
long-expected
| death
| Since thy life
‘ wait,

and laboring

hand to wel

\ull!lr;l!u“!l’[

last
dawned, thy sentinel to
Then fear not fate.

|
Cross o’er the narrow stream to the
beyond.
| And if thy soud all quickly knows her
i own
| And faithful memory keeps her treas
| ures fond
buries them,
ocean lone,
casts them on
| great,
| Yet fear not

| Or deep by earth’s

Or the wuniv
fate

LS
| For naught

ture knows
How our brief span
vast;
fountain-streams
rent flows
Bearing both centuries
While souls and

await—

Oh, fear not

Select  Ziterature,

A Pay Night Love Feast.

is  lost, and liv

is joined

From creation’s ecur-
and

weons past
their

suns destiny

fate.

(By C. E. Dingwell.)

(Concluded.)

“Run, They're coming!”’ she gasped
and got no farther for want of breath
She caught at his arm, and he assist
ed her to a chair, but she remained
standing.

““No! No! Run

for your life!”” she
said hurriedly. “They are coming
down here to wreck cverything, rand
they mean harm to you!

“Whe?'’

“The men. A whole’” mob
and they are all—oh, tipsy.”

“Qur men? Coming down here to
wreck everything? Impossible!”

‘““They are. Listen!” A murmur
barely audible, could be heard through
the open windows, mingled with the
sounds from the working-face of the
canal tutting. “That’s them,” she
continued, “They arc all crazy mad
with some grievance against you and
the company. Oh, Mg. Imrie, hurry!
They will soon be here!”

“Qur men?’ repeated Imrie, not at
all comprehending, and added ‘‘How
do you know this?”’

“That little Cusack told me. and I
ran down here to tell you.”

“Alone!”” he asked in aamzeent.

“Yes; hurry!”’

“Alone across the toughest hali-
mile in the state of Illinais? "You
you did this for me?”’ he cried, ending
in almost a shout of exultation and
looking down into the depths of’ her
eyes, which, for a second, -at his words
lost their feared look and became sui-
fuséd with a_ soft light of newly rea
lized afiection. He forgof. completely
the exigency of the moment.

“Oh, dear; can’t you hurry?” she
said. “Don’t stand here * while every
minute puts you in greater danger.”

Instead of acquiescing, he prolonged
the moment of sweet triemph, until
she veiled her eyes from this steady
gaze. Then he leisurely want to the
desk, pulled down the top, shut the
door and locked it and fumbled in

of them,

low

Then watch the evening-star go down

{ i

| and

|- Then a

selecting

of the desk.

rating slowncss ona
arawcr
tood consumed with impatience
“‘aren’t

tinally asked

not,”” he replied calm-
Why? Oh, pleasg, I shan't
| %@ another minute. {Why don’t

first - place,’\ he said,
some wmistake; but
littls intim-
might change
Kirby and Chapin and
the handy chaps will
swhere and will take a
that should occur.
thous-
and it

¢ caso,

ne start

a

several
safe,

for mo to—
* she said

of the

a impul
think only com
., for my
y, in the

he had

He it

and gazed into

“For your sake
bsently. Then he
vent to
there was no

of

intensity of
put lit

covered

a

arm

and
which

Hnme

cave
amount

varmed,” he said
think our men
such action. and
ke ¢ of ourselves—
! You sit here, and I
nd see what they want.”
in the corner and
ted herself in it
Somehow, now she
rust confidence in
protect  both himself
watched him absent
from the
a big revolver
in his pocket.
brought the
to her and
will amount
and hurried out. He
" hali shadow between
r and window and awaited the ap-
h of the men.
that he heard the mingled cur-
houts and laughter at that dis-
he felt the least bit of anxiety
He remem-
se along the
canal, the law-
disorder that sometimes
v night drunk. Only
Stafford had
malty of shotgun methods
their  men when whisky
¢ employes courage. But
fcar or uncertainty as
outcome, for years of
had given him confidence in
pacity for making his com-
now as well as on the

reas-

hardly

1 a chair

t & ricct and

his tv to
She
he took

a hostler with
it and deposited it
wind
turned

y afraid;it

mindedly
drawer

in

be acknlowledged.

way

and
ympanied . a
month and

Lake

authority
his own ¢
mands obeyed
work.
They

¥
office

coming straight- to the
vithout a doubt. As they turn-
| the corner of a cluster of dump
hted the office their up-
down to a low murmur,
ominous whispers. His
from half a doz-
the sound of
s “That’s him!”’
which did not redssure him. The rus-
tle of a mackintosh in the rear dis-
turbéd him, and he felt his hand tak-
en by the fingers of two trembling
rain-wep little hands. “#t is lonesome
there,”’ softly said a voice at his
He laughed again.
1 ving from the shadow into the
dull light from open door and curtain-
less windows was a crowd of half a
hundred men, almost all showing -evi-
dence [ a too vigorous attack on
the black bottle. Instead of beginning
a debauch of d jon they halted
in front of the » and looked res-
pectiully at Imrie. No one spoke for
a minute, and they seemed to be wait-
ing expectantly for something, shuf-
fling nervously from one foot to the
other. Finally Stewart Brough elbow-
od his way to the front and, taking
off his hat, bowed with awkwardly ex-
ated deference to the two won-
dering people standing before him. He
took from his breast pocket a folded
paper, much crumpled and bearing the
marks of dirty thumbs, and handed
it to Imrie.

“Mr. Imrie,” he said solemnly, ‘‘we
are a’ men of no great amount of
learning and edjewcation, but for a’
that we have got the souls and feel-
ings o' men. So we, employes of Don-
al’ McDonald and Companee, do—"’

“Louder!”’ said a voice in the crowd

“Do—do—cr—in meeting assembled,
do hereby present ye with a few reso-
lutions which set forth in a few words
the esteem in whith ye are held by the
said employs of the Compauee.” The
assistant  superintendent, nonplussed
at the unexpected turn of affairs, fum-
blingly opened the paper and made a
pretense of reading the scrawl that
began with “Resolved,” with a hugh
and fantastically designed ‘R’ _and
ended with “The Committee.” It was
hordered with a ruling of red ink, the
line .thicker in places, where clumsy
of ink under the ruler. “Ue’l mind
Ah’m no clark,” continued Stewart,
“and a trowel fits me hand better
than a pen, so ye'll excuse the writ-
ing.. But the idea is here. Wg wwish

were

cars and
roar died
1 he heard
coming

tongues

and

in

ol

his pocket for a bunch of kgys, with

to say Mr. Imrie that we consider ye

a man an’ a gentleman, though of
course ye habe yer shortcomings as
the best of us have, an’ were a’ ex-
tremely sorry ye're goin’ to leave the
job. We have no suspicion of why ye
are goin’ but if there is any lettle
thing we can do to make ye change
yer mind—an we know very weel the
variety of our capabilities—we’ll do it
an’ welcome. If ye're set on goin’ weel
we can only say guid luck an’ success
in a’ yer undertakings, an’ may we
git 'mother ’sistant super like ye. Am
Ah right?”” He turned fiercely on the
men and hurled the last sentence at
them. A mighty answering roar could
leave no doubt in the young man’s
mind of the unanimity of the senti-
ment. Stewart shook his head empha-
sizingly and them hemmed and hawed
and squirmed while trying to remem-
ber the balance of his réhearsed talk.
Finally he said abruptly ‘Wi’ these
few remarks, Ah'll close.”

Imrie, completely taken aback, stood
izanely holding the paper in his hand
with a pardonable feeling of elation
filling him while Barbara looked on in
wonder. He took a step forward and
said: “Men, this is very pleasant and
gratifying, the more so because it
comes unexpectedly. I'm glad I have
merited this good opinion of those
who have worked with me and thank
wvou sincerely for this,”” He held up
the paper

“Three cheers for John L.”
some one immediately. :

A bellow from fifty healthy throats
thrice repeated, smote the air. Imrie
grinned, and the girl, who was still
unconsciously holding his hand, part-
ed her lips in a smile of pride for the
rogard in which in some way she felt
she came in for a share.

“Three cheers for the ’sistant super’s
girl.  Ip. fipt”

Her hands tore Aaway from his as
though they touched hot
Again the answering rog nd the

superintendent - resignedly let it take
its courso. He charitable refrained
from looking at the blushing face of
Barbara.

They moved
watched them

shouted

off slowly and Imrie

until the darkness
swallowed them. “Thero'll be a lot of
unsteady hands on the  job tomor-
row,” he meditated aloud. :

At his side stood Barbara Elwell,
filled with conflicting feelings of vex-
ation’ at being so completely taken in
by Cusack and of pride at the un-
doubted popularity of Imrie. Her eyes
were unconscionsly upon his face but
when he turned she quickly dropped
them and said shamefacedly, “I was
mistaken, wasn't 1?”

“Indeed you were,”” returned Imrio;
“mistaken twice in fact. Once you
said did not love me, but you
do.” ;

“I don't.”” The way
inscrutable. She brought the negative
very emphatically, though her
heart was beating hard with the hap
piness his words brought into being
and she knew his assertion was be-
vond truthful denial. She quickly
moved her hands away from his out
stretched take them .and hid them
behind her.

““Ah, but vou do Bob,” he persisted
“Say honestly that you do.” His
arms stole about her with the bold
assurance born of confidence in the re-
turn of -his She drew back to
the limit of the imprisoning cireie in
stubborn rebellion. *‘Say you do,” he
whispered pleadingly. ‘‘Don’t, pieasc
don’t hurt me again as you did once
Lefore.”

S0h, 1
passionately and

you
of woman is

out

to

love.

do, I do,” she burst forth
hiding her face on
his shoulder. “I love youn! John,
John, forgive me, forgive me!” she
continued murmuring until he prompt-
ly stopped her with a kiss.

“And what did they mean when they
said you were going to leave the
canal?”’ she was saying a minute or
two after. ‘“Were vou going away bd-
cause—because—I—""

“Yes, Bob."

“And I might have lost you if it
weore not for those horrid men and
that dreadful little Cusack telling me
that lie!”

“Don’'t call them horrid. They are
loval, honest, well-meaning. every one
of them, if they have not the gift of
elegant language and are not ‘clarks’
he said, looking in the direction of
the departing crowd. ‘“And they have
done us a good turn tonight, Bob
As for Cusack, I shall always have a
warm spot in my heart for Andy Cu-
sack.”

“I think I shall too, John,”
said with a sigh of happiness.

Stracgling along at the tail end of
the procession that was Making for
the rear of the blacksmith shop where
Kirby and Chapin and their henchmen
Cusack. Kirby happened to look back
at the office and softly called Chap-
in's attention to the old, old tableaun
theré outlined against the lighted win
dow.

“Oh, Chapin,” he said, “‘put your
lamps on the kid, quick!”

Chapin looked and gave a long low
whistle. “I guess his health’s improv-
ed much.” he remarked. ‘“It’s sure
enough his treat tonight, Kirby.”
And they turned again and sought
their comrades, soon to join them in
partakine till the sma’ hours of the
morning of the fruits of the assist-
ant superintendent’s gratuity.

she
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WIRE WOUNDS.

My mare, a very valuable one, was
badly bruised and cut by being. caugh4
in a wire fence. Some of the wounds
would not heal, although I tried dif-
foront remedies. Dr. Bell advised me
to uso MINARD'S LINIMENT, diluted
at first, then stronger as the sores
began to look better, until, after three
weeks, the sores have healed, and best
of all the hair is growing well, and
is not white as is most always the
case in horse wounds.

F. M. DOUCET.
Weymouth.

—The Baltimore _clergyman who
thinks a girl had better marry an ape
than a man to reform him, gas a
fairly well balanced head. The man
who will not abandon evil courses for
the sake of his sweetheart will never
do so for the sake of his wife. If men
and women could be convinced that he
or she who is not ‘‘tender and true”’
before is never tenfler and true after
mrriage, there would be fewer domes-
coart.
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Méde by IMPERIAL OIL cO0.

The Dominant Dimple.

No, it was not a permanent dimple
in a round, white chin; neither was it
coming and going on a pink cheek. It
was a dimple incarnate, standing on
four legs—in fact, a pony, on whose
shapely, satiny quarter, one dimple,
round and amazing deep, appearing
and disappearing with twinkling rap:
idity, was so unusual and so amusing-
ly pretty as to give name to its own-
er. She thus became “‘Dimple” and
later on the ‘“‘Dominant Dimple” of a
family, honest and law abiding, but
never famous for meekness of spirit,
por humbleness of mein, yet who per-
mitted themselves to be alternately
shamelessly bullied or devoutedly ser-
ved by the small animal.

Nature had given of her best to Dim
ple, called a pony from her height of
12 hands, nevertheless, there was no-
thing ponyish about her. Instead she
was a very perfect horse in ‘miniature.
Her strong strain of Arab blood was
plainly visible in the deer like slender-
ness of her legs and the extreme fine-
ness of her head, just as in her char-
acter it showed in extreme pride, uni-
ted to perfect obedience. Everything
about her was a bit unusual. Her col-
or, when clipped, was that of a pearl-
gray suede glove. Her natural coat
was an indescribable color between
chestnant and sorrel, with a threeshade
darker, heavier dapple over sides and
hind quarte another Arabian trait,
by the way. Most horses are im-
proved in appearance by fine harness.
Not. so Dimple; stylishly handsome in
her collar, picturesque under a saddle
it was when stripped and -bare that
sho shone forth an wnblemished beau-
ty.

She was sold just twice in her life,
and so was spared that continuous
knocking sbout from this owner to
that, with their varying tempers and
ways, that always prove such an in-
jurious experience for a horse. From
the Englishmen who reared her she
was purchased by an American for the
use of her invalid son, but cre she had
time to be naturalized the little chap’s
failing strength had placed her in the
ranks of needless luxuries, and for the
gecond and last time she was sold
and passed into the hands of her, who
as girl and woman, loggd the little
creature to the point of idolatry.

When went to make payment
and take possessiom of her puorchase.
she saw a pair of black velvet arms
straining tight about that chestnut
neck., and understood that the little
master was binding farewell to his
“Vixen’ as he called her. Presently
the child, came out to her, and taking
off his velvet cap, asked piteously:
“1f you please, are ydu the young
lady that’s—that's buyed my Vix? Oh
and he raised his wet eyes pleadingly,
“I hope vou will be—be” he faltered
then encouraged by what he saw .in
the kind looking down at him,
he changed his speech into; ‘“Oh, you
are going to be good to her—real jol-
ly good—ain't vou now?”

And she held out her hand to him,
like the good fellow she and
promised on her honor to be “jolly
good”’ to ‘Vixen'' whereupon the lit
tle lad took her aside and warned her

she

eves

was,

fellow in there that’ll
ugly—bad! Don’t you
o it—please don’t! She's not bad
been good to me; and
and he held out his waxy
sick looking hands, ‘‘how' small I
am’’ He tickled Vixen's belly till he
made her lash out—I saw him do it!
And then he told the men she was a
stall kicker and she was afraid of her
You won’'t believe him, will you?
'Cause she likes so much to be petted
in her stz she does, indeed!”” Tho
young lady promised that and
told him he could come.and see the
pony and ride her if he wished.

One of Dimpl best traits was her
unfailing good appetite. It was as un
satiable as that worm that never
dies. Hot waves or cold waves or
epizootic damp mugginess, hard work
or no work—nothing under Heaven in-
terferred with the operation of her di-
gestuve i\[’iHJ'Hlll.\.

Then the mistress, having married
and become Mrs. Harold, the pony
bade good-bye to the set and formal
drive in the park, and with a phaeton
full of birds in eages behind her she
followed the lead of the other horses
drawing canvas-covered carriages and
traps, out of the hot, stony city, to
a charming country-house on the Hud
son. Mr Harold, having to travel a
good deal, did not know for some
time that her beloved Dimple was be-
ing treated as a veritable beast of
burden, an emergency horse, so to
speak, for if any box or trunk or bar-
rel had to be brought from the sta-
tion in the summer.the men said: “‘Bet-
ter take the pony. She’s little and
stands the heat so much better than
thote heavy fellows do.” And the un-
written law of the stable was ‘“When
in haste—take Dimple.”

And so Mrs. Harold stood with her
arms about the pony’s neck and told
ber what a shame it was she had been
treated badly, and slipped many
large white cubes of sugar between her
willing little jaws, the mistress was
forced to admit that her pet looked
none the worse for the work she had
Lll)l“‘.

Dimple had two entirely different
voices. When under great excitement
she neiched in high, light soprano, de-
livering the notes in staccato, but the
voico with which she greeted her hu-
man friends and did her beggirg for
fruits and sweets, was a contralto,
full and sweet and very gentle.

Many- showy and handsome horses
summer  along the Hudson,  but at
that particular point she was indeed,
the “Dominant Dimple.” Her pride
was reallv impressive. She had a dain
tv way of curling her little feet under
as she lifted them from the ground,
which =uggested a spurning of the
earth. And her great, glowing eyes,
looked at the world through an open
bridle, for though a bundle of nerves
her mistr would not insult her with
blinders. Wind-raised dust she hated,
but the dust cast back by another
horse, maddened her. She would ai-
late her nostrils and, suddenly set-
tling down, would fling out her legs
after the true trotter’s method, and
for the moment she would look like
some fine trotter, seen through the
little end of an opera glass.

About that time Dimple came to,the
rescue of a distressed damsel and won
the lifelong gratitude of a woman who
says that but for the pony’s intelli-
gence she might today be—well, a
maiden lady.

Even at that time she was not very
young nor very beautiful, but she had
received a wavering, half-doubtful
sort of proposal from a well-to-do
sandy person with freckles, had accept
ed him with alacrity, and by rushing
things she could get the ceremony
over by noon on-the last day of June.
Of course, everyone was hurried and
flurried, but she, bearing in ‘mind the
sandy man’s wavering, doubtful man-
mer, and understanding perfectly that
the matrimonial sun might never
shine even in this fitful manner for
her again, wisely made hay as swiftly
as possible, and, lo! on the 29th of
June the wedding dress arrived, but
without—Oh! inconceivable blunder—
without the veil.

Mrs. Harold’s suggestion that the
veil be dispensed with was met with a
hysterical burst of tears, and the dec-
laration from the bride-to-be that shé

a

he's

always

you see’
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is
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would never feel half married without

a veil. Besides, people would think
that she acknowledged that she was
too old to wear one! And Mrs. Har-
old said, “Don’t cry! I'll take the
pony—she’s the quickest thig in, the
stable—and ‘go down to the city my-
self, and get the forgotten wreath of
lace. It would be useless to send a
servant, who would be sure to blun-

)’ sobbed the bride, “you’d
have to drive home in the dark, if
you are to get it here in time for me
to wear it tomorrow morning.”’

“Oh,” replied the dauntless Mrs.
Harold, who had decided to go alone
that the journey might be made as
easy as possible for Dimple, “I'll be
all right. By hushand is away and
we need not tell him of t}m’night ride
whon he comes back.”

Andin a few minutes Dimple frlsked
gaily forth—irisked until she realized
that she was out for a long distance
trip, then she settled down into that
steady, unbreaking trot that ate up
the miles in an astonishing manner.
When the steady little traveller had
been cared for at the city stable, and
had ‘‘huh-huh-huh’d” for and had re-
ceived her dues of sugar, Mrs. Harold
leaving her to rest, hurried to the
dressmaker’s. There she found utter
wailing confusion. Water had .been
spilled upon the tulle veil. A girl wae
out already buying another length,
and from the time she was taking
something must have gone wrong,

Something had, for store after store
ofiered single width tulle, “when they
knew well enough’” the girl declared,
“that double-width was the only tulle
a woman could be decently married
in.’:

And Mrs. Harold dragged the dress-
maker from her desk and sheet upon
sheet of excuse and explanation, and
sent her instead for some wax orange
blossoms, to have on hand in case of
accident to the real ones. And so at
last, white box in hand, and a head-
ache just above the eyes, she boarded
the car that carried her to the stable
whers an impatient, low, “huh-huh-
bub ' told her she was late, As Dim-
ple stowed away a double handful of
crackers Mrs. Harold looked at the
clock and saw that it was more than
an hour later than she intended to
start. She knew, too, that this wret-
ched kind of a headache with her al-
ways preceded a storm and there’s no
use denying it her courage almost fail-
ed particularly when the stableman
ceming in to tack the dust cloth inm,
u'ui’ hand the reins to Mrs. Harold
sa‘d:

“She don’t need no touchin’ up—
bhut I'd keep ‘that whip out, if Iwas
youma'am. You can strike with it
so far. It's goin’ to be a black, bad
drive, and—well, I wouldn’t pay no
attention if any one spoke to me, no
matter ior what.”

Fer one moment Mrs. Harold forgot
the importance of the white box, se-
curely fastened to the seat beside her
and resolved to remain in town over
night. Then the ‘‘Dominant Dimple”
turned her lovely head and looked
back at her mistress with reproachinl
eves and a ‘‘huh-huh-huh” that seem-
ed to say “How about that bride?™
"his is her only chance—for are dan-
gerous things, with wavering, sandy
men - We females ought to stand by

one another!”

Then waiting no one’s word of com-
mand, Dimple started, dashing thro’
the door and slewing the lightly
phacton around with a vengeance as
she sharply tirned to the left, and as
her mistress hastily drew the reins
taut over the smooth shining back
there came a long low rumble of thun
der as though the approaching storm
was growling at them. The quick lit-
tle feet went tip-tap rat-tat and soon
the car tracks were left behind, the
houses drew back a little farther from
the streets that began to have an em-
pty sound, while the gas lamps stood
far apart and gave but a grudging
and miserly ligcht. As the clear ‘tap-
tap’ became of a sudden muffied and
dull for the first time, Mrs. Harold
thought of the possible opportunities
of tramps and she dreaded the lone
lonely drive. Sho caught herself draw-
ing the whip from the socket.

That the longest way round is the
shortest way home was certainly well
proved that night. There were two
roads to the city. One was long, very
pretty and easily followed from des-
cription only. The other was much
more difficult but a good deal shorter
route. Considerably frightened by the
growing intensity of darkness, Mrs.
Harold decided to tap for the shorter
way. To reach another boulevard she
had to turn to the right. She strain-
ed her eyes to see the opening in the
street. Yes, there it was! A clap of
thunder started her into hasty desis-
ion. She pulled to the right, but Dim
ple, one of whose faults was a too
swift obedience and too sharp turning
now refused to respond to the signal.
A secopd and sharper pull brought her
around but the moment the bit was
eased she tried to turn back. Again
she was headed into the side street!
Street? Good Heavens! Were there ev
er such stones! Up on the other side—
scrape—jolt—Up on the other side—
then stumbling of cat-footed pony!
They were going down hill while the
desired boulevard lay very low. Pres-
ently Dimple stopped, went on very
slowly, paused and stopped stock-still
while every roll of thunder set Mrs.
Harold's nerves a-quiver.

“Go on!” she said sharply. Dimple
stood still and her mistress distinctly
eard her sigh. Drawing the reins
tightly and sharply back, she chir-
ruped again and said: ““Go on!” and
then, in her fright and nervousness
she raised the whip, but before it fell
the gentlest, most pathetic little *huh-
huh-huh’ came through the darkness
and the whip was lowered. Answering
that appeal with *““Yes, my dear, I'm
coming’’ Mrs. Harold, tying her white
handkerchief to the railing of the, scat
as a guide, got out of the low phae-
ton. Passing her hand along Dimple’s
side and slowly advancing she fancied
there was something low and white
before her. Sure enough, the little
chest was pressed against a low, lit-
tlo picket fence. They had wandered
into someone’'s garden. No wonder
the pony could go no farther.

“How in Heaven’s name are we to
get out?”’ asked the poor woman and
Dimple rubbed his head on her mis-
tress’ arm as quickly and gently as
if she were at home begging clovers.
No prancing, no snorting, and her mis
tress trusted all to her. She fastened
the reins to the dash rail unchecked
her, and taking a strand of the pony’s
longtail in her hand, that she might
not lose her in the darkness, called to
her to go on. And very cautiously Dim
ple backed a bit, turned to her left
and failed. Came back, Tried to her
right and failed till the loud scrap-
ing threatened locked wheels at which
with perfect understanding of the trou
ble, she backed a bit to straighten
them, completed the turn, and a few
moments later thevy were on a good
road again. Mrs. Harold climbed into
the phaeton, and. helpless as a babe,
placed herself in the care of small
Dimple, who went by fits and starts,
pausing at times to sniff about her
as a dog might have done. then going
on with a more assured air. Just as
Mrs. Harold was miserably recalling
the fact that she had never driven
over the short route but twice, the
pony threw up her clever little head
anq sent forth a high clear whinny,
while the sharp “tip-tap” of her little

hoofs announced that they were once
more on one of the boulevards. After

a bit there glecamed a distant gas
lamp, then another whinny from Dim-
ple that brought out of the darkness
an answering, heavy neigh. And then,
oh, weltome sight, came a mounted
policeman, whose surprise was great
at finding a woman driving alone on
that dark, tramp-infested road.

Mrs. Harold begged him to light her
candle lamps, \\_'hAlch he did, after a
good deal of difliculty, and a little
low-spoken, but heart-felt i

o cen, 2 L profanity
while Dimple coquetted with the big
bay, one moment making a fierce af-
fcctu.uun of lnt_mg at him, the next
rubbing noses in a perfectly correcs
and con\'cxmun.ul manner such as her
own mother might have approved of.

Then away they started again, quite
gayly, on the right road, when at
‘m‘i.'}) down ! cmne“thc threutcuing “rain.
- ::;:)ruj)lmfple,} exclaimed Mrs. Har-
¢ , for be it known there is
just one thing in the world that has
power to lower the haughty crest and
that was rain. Though she did not
try, as many horses do, to sulkily
shirk work, though she kept up well
in her collar with steady, unbroken
gait, it was all done with a lowered
h_':ud and an air of dogged determina-
tion. And looking at the weary little
creature trotting with the precision
of a machine, she said: “Bother the
wedding veil! I'd like to pitch it out
on the road!” Then suddenly she
Lh_nught of its protectien, and pulling
off the dust cloth, folded it many
times, and put it over the alregdy,
well-dampened  box. Half asleep, she
w picking at her clinging soaked

and muttering: ‘“‘Sticketh—
sticketh like a brother; no sticketh
closer than a brother,”. when a joy-
ous whinny aroused her just in time
to guide the pony safely through the
big, home gate, under the trees over-
Jhanging the drivewav, across broad
beams of light falling from open win-
dows, to pull up. at last under the
porte-cochere before the hastily open-
ed door and brilliantly lighted hall.
And as Mrs. Harold’s dripping figure
stepped from the phacton, a high thin
voice cried: “‘Did you get it?”’ ‘‘Huh-
huh-huh” said Dimple and with an
hysterical laugh her mistress answer-
ed: “Yes, 1 got it, but if you are a
marricd woman tomorrow, you’ll have
this pony to thank! So just bring
out the sugar bowl, now, please!”

Aad with the silver bowl between
them, the wet woman and the steagm-
ing pony held sweet converse. Then,
as the impatient groom grasped the
bridle, Mrs. Harold took the Bomin-
ant Dimple’s face between her hands
and kissed her on the forehead.

The next day was fresh, cool, clear,
beautiful, like a new heaven and &
new earth, and the bride looked so
well beneath the illusive veil that the
sandy man ceased to waver, and faced
his fate with actual satisfaction. Aft-
er the breakfast, where cvery one ex-
cept the bride and groom got some-:
thing to eat, the new Mrs. Meeker, in
going away gown and hat secretly
ran out of the side door and down to
the box stall where Dimple, hearing a
woman’s step, immediately sent forth
a pleading, ever-hungry ‘huh-hah-hub’
And the bride held out four bits of
sugar in one hand while with the
other she held something behind her
comething covered with_g bit of tissue
paper. Then glamcing about her cau-
tiously, she threw off the paper and
held to the inquiring velvety nose a
bunch of orange blossoms, and as the
pony gathered them up between her
lips. the bride laid her cheek against
the smooth neck and whispered: “‘Lit-
tle Dimple, thank you! These are
come of my wedding flowers—I give
them in exchange for the veil you
brought me. Thank you!”

NEED OF LAUGHTER.

Laughter is a good, healthy, muscle
making, lung-developing exercise, and
it is as good for girls as for boys.
And humor can be cultivated in a
girl’'s mind without .any abatement of
the dignity and modesty and charm
of her womanhood. Not the unpleas-
ant and constant frivolity evidenced
in ‘smart’ speech or quickness of re-
partee, kut the humor that looks at
the world with a twinkle in the eye
and sees its absurdities, its little-
ness and its fun.

It should be part of every woman's
mental equipment, for women are
called upon to bear so many of life’s
small worries as well as its greater
ones. The bringing up of children, the
care of servants, and the many social
duties that become a burden—all are
made easy and possible to put up
with by the woman with an unfailing
sonse of the bright side of life. It is
a sense that lasts through life, thro’
its many ills. its disillusions, its trib-
ulations even its tragedies.

- -

THE CAUSE OF DEAFNESS,

Deafness and impaired hearing ara
due almost entirely to catarrbal ins
flammation of the eustachian tubes.
Permanent cure is guaranteed to all
who inhale Catarrhozonc as directed.
This vegetable antiseptic is inhaled
at the mouth, and after traversing
all the air passages of the respiratory
organs is inhaled through the nas-
trils. It completely eradicates catarrh
from any part of the system, clears
the ears, nose and throat, and allays
inflammation, congestion and soreness
Yor deafness, carache, ringing in the
ears, head noises, catarrh, asthma
and bronchitis, medical science can de
vise nothing as beneficial as Catarrh-
ozone. Complete outfit for two months
use, price 81. trial size 23c. I_)}'uggists
\. C, Polson & Co., Kingston,

or
Ont.

Hamilton’s Pills are effective.

il

—The recent volcanic eruptions  in
the West Indies has called attention
to the fact that there is an extinct
voleano in the province of New Bruns-
wick. Prof. Bailey of Fredericton says:
To state that within® sight of ~the
spire of our city churches are the res
mains of an old volcano and that in
some far off period of the past that
volcano was pouring its molterd floods
not into the valley of the St. John
but into an inland sea that then ine
cluded not only that valley but most
of the interior of the peovince, usually
awakens a smile of incredulity; but it
one takes the trouble to spend a day
around Currie Mountain, to mnote how
some of the rock comprising the late
ter has the same composition and the
same columnar - structure as that of
Staffa or the Giant’s Causeway, whila
other portions are hardly distinguish~
able from the cinders of our grate or
the slags of a furnace, they will not
be long, I think, in admitting that tha
assertion is not without foundation.

—_——

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

“Test it?”

Save the tags, they are valuable.

—_——————

With a burning glass you can light
a fire from the nearest of the fixed
stars, the sun, that will cook your
dinner. Here is an instance of the
practical use of high and remote
things. But you must have the burn-
ing glass.

——

Minard’s Liniment the best hair re-
storer. :




