Professional Cards.

H. E. GiLus. FRED )h HARRIS.

GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, Solicitors,
Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of New
Brunswick.

“ommissioners for the State of Massachusetts,

Aaeﬁh:uot R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

fax.,
Agents of Bradstreet’s Commercial oY,
Jeneral Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In-

surance.
Members of the United States Law Association.
Real Estate Agents,

OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA SOOTIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

POPUILI SUPREMA LHX HST.
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BRIDGETOWN, N. S.
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MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL 1

.munAnt&u
of Halifax, and of Nova
Annapolis, N* 8. -1

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in A Garri

Gate.

~—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
(Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store)
Bvery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&aMoney to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by monthly instalments, covering a
term of 11 fears and 7 months, with interest on
the monthly balances at 6 %rr cent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in-
stallments are paid, the bcﬁe.noe of loan cannot
be called for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of sgplicahion therefore and all necessary infor-
mation furnished on application to

J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Agent at 4 li.

I:DXND SURVEYING!

C. F. ARMSTRONG,
QUEEN'S SURVEYOR.

ADpDRESS: MIDDLETON, N. S.
RESIDENCE: GATES ST., NICTAUX. 3m

L. R MORSE, BA, MD, CM.

OFFICE AT PRESENT:
RESIDENCE OF DR. MORSE,

LAWRENCETOWN.

Lawrencetown, April 26th, 1896,

¥, L. MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &e.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MGNEY TO LOAN.

Office ite Central Teleph
Queen Street, Bridgetown.

J. P. GRANT, M.D., C.M.

Office over Medical Hall.

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.

Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. S, N,
Weare will receive every attention.

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown,

tf

Exchange,
sitf

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

H. F. Williams & Co.,

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

GOMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN
Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and all kinds of Farm Products.

Special Attention given to
Handling of Live Stock.

& Returns made immediately after dis-
vosal of goeds. 27y

J. B. WHITMAN,

Liand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

A R. ANDREWS, M.D, CM.

EYE,
Specialliusf EAR,
[ THROAT.

MIDDLETON.
Telephone No. 16.

OR. M. 6 E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

A. A. Schaffner, M. D,

LAWRENOETOWN, N. 8.
Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S,
three doors east of Baptist church.
TeLePHONE No. 8E.

James Primrose, D. D. 8.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

DENTISTRY.
DR. T. A. CROAKER,

Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,

Will be at his office in Middleton,
he last and first weeks of each month.
Middleton, Oct 3rd, 1891,

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

131y

356t

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business. 51tf

The Best Returns
For the Least Money

. ARE OBTAINED FROM THE
OLDEST, LARGEST AND MOST
POPULAR CANADIAN COMP'Y,

Canada Assuraneo Lif

g COMPANY.
#ar All persons insuring before the 81st of
& mf;m obtain a f-%f s

e S E
Nov. 28th, 1604 Ageut,

Middleton,

s

is
is
is
is
is
is
is

the best.

the oldest.

the original.
unlike any other.

superior to all others.

the great vital and muscle nervine.
for internal as much as external use.
used and fully endorsed by all athletes.
a soothing, healing,
what every mother should have in the house.

Safe, Soothing, Satisfying

It positively cures croup, colds, coughs, colic, sore lungs, kidney troubles,
lame back, chaps, chilblains, earache, headache, toothache, cuts, bites, burns,
bruises, strains, sprains, stiff joints, sore muscles, stings, cramps and pains,

OHNS O, ®
Wi

netrating Anodyne.,

loved by suffering children when dropped on sugar.

used and recommended by man

physicians everywhere.

the Universal Household Remedy from infancy to old age.

is safe to trust that

made from the fa

which has satisfied generation after generation.
vorite prescription of a good old family physician.

marvellous how many ailments it will quickly relieve, heal and cure.

The Doctor’s Signature and directions are on every bottle,

If you can't get it send to us. Price 35 cents; six $3.00. Sold by Druggists, Pamph!et free.
1. S. JounsoN & Co., 22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass., Sole Proprietors.

Cloths:

prices.
Goods.

AN OPEN LETTER

To My Mdany Friends and Patrons.

ng.

We are now approaching the season of the year when every=
body begins to think of selecting and purchasing Fall and Winter
A few words may not be amiss to all who are intend-
ing to favor themselves with a nice Custom=made Suit or Overcoat
to kindly call and inspect my stock before placing their order, as I
have the largest and best selected stock in the two counties to select
Jrom and my prices are dead right.

I guarantee every article in fit and workmanship or no sale.

I also carry a very large range of Ready-made Clothing in
Men’s, Youth's and Children’s that I am offering at very low

Also a complete line of Gents' Furnishings and Fur

Call and see

rchant Tailor.

Jor yourself. No trouble to show goods.
Respectfully yours,

A. J. MORRISON,

Middleton, N. 8.

Important Notice!

A. E. CALKIN & Co.,

of EENTVILLE, N. S,

h:v@ purchased the stock and good-will of MESSRS. McLELLAN & KINNEY, Tailors,
and have added it to the SCOTT & CROZIER BUSINESS, already owned by

them, uniting the two under the name of the

BRIDGETOWN CUSTOM GLOTHING GO,

MESSRS. McLELLAN and CROZIER, under whose joint management the new
business will be conducted, bespeak for it the patronage of their friends and the general
public-of Bridgetown and the surrounding country. Their motto will be:

# Satisfaction to AlL”

Melton Overcoats, $14. All-Wool SErge Suits, $13. All-Wool Pants, $3.

swSpecial Discount to Clergymen.®

¥ GIVE THEM YOUR FALL ORDER.

STARTLING
INDUCEMENTS!

As the Spring Season is now rasidly agproachin , doubtless there Aare many
households in the town, county an
their dwellings new appointments in

FURNITURE -———

and it is to those that the old and reliable Furnishing House, formerly
REED & SONS, and now under their management, wish to call attention by
acquainting them with the fact that for the next few weeks

Bargains of an Exceptional Nature in Parlor Suits, Bedroom Suifs,

elsewhere who have decided upon placing in

J.B

Side

Boards, etc., will be offered.

All persons requiring an
will ta.pl:e the t:guble to caylrf, will find that our stock is thorough and com-

lete, and that man
ROVE OTHERW,

ing in the line of HOUSE FURNITURE who

of the articles are offered at PRICES THAT CANNOT
E THAN SATISFACTORY. Call and inspect.

Undertaking!

at Hampton, under the management of MR. JOHN E. FARNSWORTH,
who will give every attention to the requirements of the public.

Besides the usual complete stock always to
be found in store at the establishment on
Granville Street, a branch has been opened

eling ut Below Cost.

Owing to my desire to make a change in iy business I am
offering to the public my entire stock of goods comprising a full
line of Boots, Shoes and Ladies’ Fancy Slippers.

Also GROCERIES of a high grade below cost.

Will sell the balance of my stock of DRY GOODS at

amazingly low figures.

left. Former

1 have a few PARLOR AND DININC ROOM PICTURES

price, 81.50, which | now offer at 86¢

I invite the public to call and see the low figures and in-
spect my goods before purchasing elsewhere.

J. E. BURNS, - Bridgetown.

in latest styles.

INEW MILLINERY

AT

MISS LOCKETT’S

PATTERN BONNETS AND HATS shown and sold as the season
advances, which will give her customers later styles than they can get elsewhere.

LADIES’ CORSETS, GLOVES, FLANNELS, USEFUL AND FANCY GOODS

OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS.

Diseount of 30 p.e. on a portion of above goods, ineluding Millinery.
IHats and Bonnets Trimmed to Ozxder.

CALL AND EXAMINE MY

Heavy Winter Melton

OVERCOATINGS!

'I'rlnimed complete
Made to measure,

FISHER, the Tailor. Stores: Bridgetown and Annapolis.

:$15.00.

Loetry,

know of. They’re just & growin’ up like
wild Injuns,” remarked Mrs. Bounds to the
teacher one evening. It was during the

One Life at a Time.

If the dead came back—
If in some shadowy glen their forms might
meet us,
Or from some wandering winds their voices
reet us,
Or if, in all life's strange or common places,
We ;night have hope to see the dear, dead
aces,
Hope by keen eye or hearing to discover
The father, sister, husband, wife, or lover,
From death come back,

Life would be all & watching and a waiting,
A standing tiptoe at the mystic grating,
A pleadiug for the bleseed shapes to lfnger,
Straining to touch them with a doubting

finger,
Chattering wildly of the past, and suing
Wildly for pardon of our evil doing
Before they djed.

Their pardon, lacking God’s, would still con-

tent us,
We should walk blindly in the way they
sent us;
Follow no unseen Christ nor seek the portal
Of that unseen, faith conquered life immor-

tal
We should be serf to sight, if out of heaven
To our crude eyes so crude a boon were
given,
Our dead come back.

And soon, distracted with the double show-

ng,

Half earth, half heaven, our doubtful senses
knowlng,

Labor would languish into dreams and fan-
cies,

Duty be dazed by blinding sunward glances,

The world would grow less real, nor heaven
come nearer,

Our dear ones be no happier or dearer,

should they come gm:k.

No happier—ah, no! How selfish hearted

Who wishes back the blessedly departed,

Back from their sunny peace and swift- wing-
ed power

Into our cares that clog and woes that lower,

Just that our faithless fretful eyes may view
them

A few brief years before we shall go to them,

When we are dead.

Ah, G.m‘i knows best, one life at one time
iving,
Sparing to fret us with a double living,
A clash of mysterious, two worlds, two mis-
sions,
Two stern and strange masterful conditions.
My prayers I turn to praise, O God in beaven,
That to their wail this boon thou hast not
given—
My dead come back.

- Belect

gitmmr}.

Tﬁe Biggets.

BY LISCHEN MAUDE MILLER.

““’Tain’t no use! We just work and slave
from mornin’ till night, day in an’ day out,
an’ we never get nothin’ ahead, nor have uo
comfort nohow.”

“ Law, Mandy, child! What’s the-sense
in your goin’ on that way? ’Tain’t our fault
we never have things like other folks do.”

Mrs. Bigget surreptitiously wiped away
a tear with a corner of her faded gingham
apron. Mandy was her first born, a slight,
dark creature with eyes that seemed a world
too big for her thin face. Her narrow chest
and stooping shoulders were the evident re-
sult of bard work, for Mandy had been nurse
and assistant cook and housekeeper ever
since she was old enough to lug around in
her thin little arms her infant brothers and
sisters, and to stand on a box at the kitchen
table and wash dishes.

She was always a silent child to whom the
freedom and frolic of youth were as things
unknown, but of late, she was almost four-
teen now, strange thoughts and feelings had
begun to stir her young soul. She was fall
of a vague unrest, a blind, irritable rebellion
against the unloveliness of her daily life,
with its apparently endless and purposelees
toil.

“I don’t know whose fault it is and I
don’t care,” she cried, with feverish impa-
tience, *‘ but I do know it ain’t no use livin’
if we’ve always got to look like this.”

¢ Hush, child, hush! It’s wicked to talk
that way. There, honey, don’t cry,” for
Mandy had flang down the dish towel and
leaning her head upon the cupboard shelf,
burst into a viclent fit of tears. *‘ Leave
the dishes; I'll wash ’em up when the baby
goes to sleep. You go an’ lie down.”

‘I ain’t sick, mother,” sobbed the girl.

“Then what ails you, honey?” inquired
her mother, anxiously. **’Tain’t like you
to act so. Here, take the baby; he won't
go to sleep, an I'll do up the work an’ put
the dinneron. Hark! wasn t that somebody
knockin’ at the other room door? Go see
who ’tis, Tim.”

Tim, who was nine, and lame, hurried
away, his crutches tapping with a hollow
sound upon the bare boards of the *‘other
room” floor. He hobbled back presently,
his eyes big with excitement.

“It's the school ‘marm,” he announced.
If he had said Queen Victoria, or an angel
from on high, he could not have created a
more profound sensation. *‘ She’s settin’ in
the otherroom. Igive her the rockin’-chair,
an’ she’s a-waitin’ to see mother.” .

The Bigget children—there were five of
them—had never gone to school. The little
board school-house was a good two miles
distant from their own *‘clearing,” and
they never had nothin’ fit to wear.” Mrs,
Bigget had made rather vague attempts to
instruct them in the rudiments of learning
by means of an old blua backed ** Webster’s
Elementary Spelling Book,” a relic of her
own brief school days, and a * Thompson’s
Arithmetic; but she never got much beyond
the alphabet and the multiplication table.
It was & matter of family pride that Mandy
and little Tim had taught themselves to read,
Tim was regarded as a scholar by his less
brilliant sisters, and his mother felt in a
dumb sort of way, that his superior intellect
in some manner compensated for his poor
withered-legs.

“If Tim could only go to school,” she
often sighed. And now, here was the new
““school marm ” sitting in the rocking chair
in the ‘““other room.” What hitherto im-
possible things flashed across the Bigget
horizon in the minutes that elapsed while
Mrs. Bigget was tying on a clean apron and
smoothing down her hair, preparatory tore-
ceiving the distinguished guest.

In the “other room,” meanwhile, the
cause of this sudden excitement sat taking
in the details of the poverty and disorder
of the bare little place, thé rough board
walls, against which hung the meagre ward-

robe of the family, the uninviting beds, for_

the ““other room” served as bed chumber
and parlor combined. The window that was
scarcely more than a hole in the wall with &
piece of calico nailed up for a curtain. The
black cavern called a fire-place—not & bit of
pretti: or pl t anywhere to be
seen. Her heart sank. Of all the homes in
this isolated district which she had entered,
this was the pooreat, most pitiful.
““There's them Bigget children hain’t nev-
er been to school a day in their lives as I

first week of the latter's experience in
“ boarding around,” and she was asking in-
formation regarding the people of the dis-
trict. “I dow’t knmow,” continued Mrs.
Bounds, “‘but what their loss is your gain.
I 'low you'd find the board pretty slim
around there. But it does seem a shame.
They say Mis’ Bigget grieves mightily cause
Mandy and Tim can't have advantages.
That little Tim’s as bright ss a dollar—but
land! they're that poor. Seems like some
folks never do have nothin’, work as hard as
they can, an’ I do know that Mis' Bigget
does her part, land knows! They ain't a
lazy bone in her body, ain’t a woman in the
neighborhood slaves like she does.”

* Where is the trouble then?” questioned
Miss Ames, conscious of a certain interest
in this woman who ‘“‘slaved” without re.
ward.

Mrs. Bounds glanced cautiously about,
then lowering her voice, * Bigget drinks,"
she said, and then was silent. And the col-
lege-bred girl, who owned to aspirations,
and expected to achieve great things in the
course of time, for herself and for humanity,
and who accepted this vccupation of teaching
a district school in the wilds of Oregon, as
an incident in her career, a stepping stone,
a8 it were, began to wonder, if, after all
there might not be some work awaiting her
here, outside of the routine of the school
room. With Adelia Ames to think was to
act. The first Saturday morning of her new
administration found her on her way through
the tall timber to the tumble-down cabin of
the Biggets.

“How doyoudo? Youare Tim, I know,”
she said sweetly to the delicate boy on crut-
ches who admitted her; “I am the school
teacher, and I have come to see if I can per-
suade you to come to school to me.”

“Yes, m'm,” said Tim, too breathless
with admiration, awe and delight to suy
more, Anything soaltogether beautiful and
fine as the new teacher, little Tim had never
before seen. To his bewildered senses she
seemed a princess at the very least. But
Tim, with all his shyness and surprise had
the instinct of a gentleman. He politely
invited her to *‘come in,” and hastened to
bring forward the rocking chair for her,
dropping one of his crutches and dragging
his poor lame leg in the effort. Then he re-
lieved her of her hat and gloves, which he
reverently deposited upon the bed. It was
etiquette on the McKenzie to ask visitors to
“ take off their things.” Neglect of this
courtesy would have been construed by any
of the inhabitants as a deadly insult, since
it would have been accepted as a direct in-
timation that the visitor was unwelcome.
If Miss Ames had not fully’ mastered the
manners of the locality, she was fast doing
so. She was, fortunately for her popularity,
one of those adaptable natures that seem
gifted with power to fit in with ease and am-
iability anywhere, so she sank back grace-
fully in the rocking chair and smiled at Tim,
and Tim said respectfully:

“1'll go tell mother,” and hobbled out in-
to the kitchen with the astounding news.

Mandy’s tears vanished on the instant,
her depression was forgotten in the stress of
the suppressed excitement occasioned by
this unexpeeted arrival. When Mrs. Bigget
went in to receive the guest, Tim confided
to his sister that the teacher was *‘grand.”
She was prettier than an angel, and her
hands is as white as my lamb's wool, the
time Nina put him into the tub of suds.”

“ Mundy, O Mandy,” called her mother,
*come in, child, the teacher wants to see
you.”

“I'll mind the baby,” volunteered Tim.
“Don't you think you'd better fix up some?”

Poor Mandy! All her woes swept back
upon her in one mighty wave.

““How can I fix up when 1 haven't got &
thing to fix up with?” she demanded impa-
tiently, yet, nevertheless, snatching up the
coarse metal-backed comb from the shelf
under the broken bit of looking glass, and
trying to reduce her tangled mop of curls to
something like order.

“ That looks better,” said Tim, encourag-
ingly. *Now if you'll take off your apron

*‘ But there's a big tear right in the front
of my dress,” she objected.

“Can’t you pin it up, or—or something?”
suggested Tim.

She held her apron to one side and exam-
ined the rent critically. *‘No,” she decided,
“it’s too big. But I can turn the apron
other side out. It's a little cleaner on that
side,”

Tim looked doubtful. *IguessI wouldn't
mind the hole, it don’t look so bad.” But
Mandy did mind it, and she felt very awk-
ward and uncomfortable when she slipped
into the *‘ other room.”

““This is Mandy,” said her motber, by
way of introduction, * my oldest.”

“I am very glad to meet you, Mandy,”
and Miss Ames rose and came and took her
by the hand, not seeming to even glance at
the torn dress and bare brown feet. *I
have been talking to your mother and she
has almost promised me that I may have
you for one of my pupils. It is a long walk
through the woods to the school house, I
know, but it is also a very pleasant one.”

* Mother can’t spare me,” said Mandy,
shyly, yet her heart leaped at the hope held
out by the teachei’s words.

“ Well, we'll see, honey,” replied her
mother wistfully. She was thinking that
she was ready to work even harder than she
did, if by so doing the children might have
this chance. ** The garden’s just about all
made now, and we could hoe it nights and
mornin’s; I don’t know what your father 1l
think about it.”

“Is Mr. Bigget st home? We might ask
him,” suggested Miss Ames.

“ He’s off loggin’,” replied Mrs. Bigget.
41 don't know as be'd mind. Mandy and
Stella might go, I guess, but it’s too far for
Tim to walk, lame as he is.””

Tim’s face darkened with disappoi 2
and the tears hung on his long lashes, but
he tried not to mind. The teacher saw,
without seeming to see, the dejection of the
little figure in the kitchen doorway.

% We must plan some way for Tim, aleo,”
she said. “I particularly want Tim.” She
sat a while longer,; pl ly chatting, then
declining Mrs. Bigget's invitation to stay to
dinner, departed with the promise that the
children would attend school. The hours
that elapsed between that eventful call and
the following Monday morning were too
fraught with anxious planning and contriv-
ing to admit of eating or sleeping in the
Bigget family. To Mandy, the obstacles in
the way were mountains, They hal no
books, no clothes, no shoes, no anything,
how then could they go to school? True,
Stella and Tim could go barefoot, bat she
was too nearly grown up for th:.mn:ht:
: available foot-gear was an.

b gaiters, several sizes 0o large for ber,

.

besides not being of a nature -calculated to
stand the wear and tear of the long walk
through the woods.

jectedly, after a careful examination.

“I tell you what, Mandy!” cried Tim,
who was determined that nothing should
interfere with the progress of the family ed-
ucation, *‘you can carry 'em to the school
house, and put em on when you get there.”

“An’ have all the rest of the scholars
makin’ fon of her,” put in Stella, derisively,
But Mrs. Bigget grasped at Tim’s suggestion
as the drowning grasp at straws.

“ You might stop and put 'em on just be-
fore you get out’ of the woods, Mandy.
They’d last a long time if you didn’t walk
much in 'em; an’ maybe when your father
comes home he’ll bring you a pair.”

“ He said he's going to bring Tim a pair
of boots,” remarked seven-year-old Nina.
““I guess if he knowed them gaiters was all
you had, he’d get you some new shoes.”

After much washing and ironing and
mending and *‘ letting down ” and *‘ piecing
out” on the part of Mrs. Bigget and Mandy,
who worked by the light of tallow candles
far into the night, the scanty wardrobes
were considered to be in that state in which
it might be said of them, ‘‘ They’ll have to
do,”

Stella was a strong, hoydenish child of
eleven, nearly as tall as the more delicate
Mandy, and it was she who suggested that
they put Tim and his crutches into the little
waggon and draw him to school in state.
The waggon was nothing more than a good-
sized box, mounted on a primitive axle, with
two wooden wheels, but the little Biggets
regarded it as quite a superior sort of vehi-
cle, and it proved to be satisfactory as a
means of conveying Tim to and from the
school house, It seemed rather hard on the
two girls, but they never complained. In
the blessed weeks that followed Mandy
would have counted any burden light. It
atoned for much in the way of mean appar-
el and the poor fare to be called the bright-
est scholar in school, the girl thought, and
to feel herself surely advancing day by day
deeper and deeper into the mysteries of read-
ing, writing and spelling, to say nothing of
arithmetic. Her starved and thirsty soul
simply devoured everything in the way of
knowledge that it could lay hold upon.
Perhaps under a less wise and sympathetic
instruction Mandy’s experience in the school
room might not have been so pleasant, but
Miss Ames had the Bigget children on her
heart as well as upon her mind, and she
spared no pains to aid this young girl in all
ways.

Some of the schalars were inclined to jeer
at the poor clothes and too evident poverty
of the Biggets, but their scorn did not touch
Mandy, oblivious as she was to everything
oatside of lessons. She scarcely spared time
to eat her share of the meager luncheon in
the little tin pail, at noontime, so precious
ssemed every minute of the hours spent in
the unpainted board schoolh It was
out of the question for her to study at home.
There was too much to be done to keep the
wolf from the door. The garden had to be
tended; there was the cow to milk and the
milk to be cared for, and the pigs and the
chickens to be fed. But they really got on

at home much better than was to have been
expected. Little Nina, hitherto left to run
wild, developed an unexpected helpfulness,
and saved the frail mother many steps about
the house. Tim, full of the importance of
his new opportunity, set about teaching
Nina to read.

*“’Cause your nearly old enough to go to
school, and how’d you feel to have the other
children laugh and call you numbskull, like
they did Stell?”

““They don’t do it any mere,” flashed
Stella. * Teacher says I'm catching up with
Nannie Bounds, an’ she’s been to school
three terms.”

“Well,” replied Tim, “‘I mean for Nina
to surprise 'em all when she starts in.” At
the same time it was discouraging work,
taaching Nina to read. If Tim had not been
a modern Job in miniature, for patience, he
would have given it up in despair. A mes-
sage from Miss Ames, who had somehow
heard about it, helped matters wonderfully,
aud when a few days later Tim brought
home, ‘‘with teacher’s compliments,” a
gorgeously illustrated copy of ¢ Jack the
Giant Killer ” as a reward to the little girl,
the worst of the conflict was felt to be over.

As the weeks went by Miss Ames felt her-
self drawn to a still deeper interest in the
domestic affairs of the Bigget family.

“Lige Bigget ain’t just naturally what
you'd call a bad man,” remarked Mrs.
Bounds to her one day, when the term was
nearing its close, ‘‘he works hard—land
knows! Loggin’s no fan—'tain’t every man
that can earn three dollars a day an' board
six or seven months in the year; but it's
precious little good it does him, or his family
either, the saloon gets his money. If it
wasn’t for their claim I don’t know how
they’d live—an' I ’low the livin’s mighty
poor around there as it is.”

Lige Bigget had the appearance, Miss
Ames thought, of a good-natured giant in &
red flannel shirt and blue overalls. Shesaw
him rarely, for the logging camp had been
moved farther down the river soon after her
school opened, and he did not often return
home. He seemed fond of his wife and chil-
dren, and kind to them in a rough sort of
a way.

¢ I'm layin’ out to fix up the shanty some,
and get the young ’'uns some shoes and
things when I get my pay,” he said to Miss
Ames one day. But Mrs. Bounds, to whom
Miss Ames reported this resolution as a hope-
ful indication of better times ahead for the
Biggets, shrugged her generous shoulders.

“ He means well enough I don’t doubt, an’
if he was left to himself he might get home
with something, but them loggers is a rough
crowd, and they'll cosx him- to drink and
play cards till he won’t have a cent left, you
can take my word for it. 1've got this to
say in Lige Bigget's favor, though, he don’t
never come home till he sobers up. It's too
bad! Mis’ Bigget’s a nice woman, but she's
just & dyin’ by inches. Land only knows
what'll become of the children, she ain’t cut
out for such a life—used to be as pretty as
a pink, but 1 'low she always was delicate
like. It’s just too bad.”

Miss Ames felt that it was, She medita-
ted deeply and silently upon the situation.
Whether iv was by accident or design no one
bat herself ever knew, but on the morning
that Lige Bigget emerged from the dingy
office of Gross & Grover, Lumbermen, with
his four months pay in his pocket, Miss
Ames was coming down the street. .

“ Why, Mr. Bigget, I'm so glad [ met
you,” she cried, and held out her hand,
which he shook with awkward embarrass-
ment, I am going to get Tim a book and I
want you to come and help me select it.”

His companions, when he was stopped by
this bright-faced, determined looking young
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“They won't last no time,” she said de*

““Guess Lige is done for this trip,” re-
marked one of them, looking back.

“ Oh, come on, cried another, * I'm as dry
a8 a fish.”

Lige would much have preferred to pass
on too, but the teacher gave him no oppor-
tunity. * Tim has done so well that I think
he deserves a reward of merit, and I am sure
& book will please him more than anything
else. The book is right d the
corner here,”

And before Lfge knew what to say or do,
he was skilfully steered into a safe port,
and found ‘himself turning ovef ill d
editions of all the javenile works the little
shop could show. After much considering
of pictures and prices and bindings, they
wavered between Robinson Crusoe and the
Swiss Family Robinson.

*‘Let’s take 'em both,” suggested Lige.
“ You get one and I'll pay for 'tother, and
take it home to Stell.”

“ Why, certainly,” cried Miss Ames.
“The very thing!” and it was done.

Then Lige cleared his throat and hesitated,
and finally stammered out that he * guessed ”
maybe while they were there he’d better get
him a slate and pencil; he had promised him
one sometime back. And before they left
the storé he had purchased not only the slate
and pencil, but paper and pens and ink, as
well, to say nothing of a grammar for Mandy
and a second reader for Stell. Lige Bigget
was having a new, absorbingly pleasant ex-
perience. It was as intoxicating in a way,
as the liquid refreshments which his fellow
loggers were at that moment partaking of
behind the screen doors of the saloon, far-
ther down the street. He quite forgot that
he had fel® as thirsty as they, an hour ago.

When they were out upon the street again
be said: ‘“See here, teacher, I ain’t nogreat
hand at tradin’, but I got my pay this morn-
in’, and I guess there’s a lot o’ things needed
at home. If you ain’t too busy to go along
and pick ’em out, I'd like to buy some shoes
and calico and such-like for Cynthia and the
young 'uns.”

Miss Ames experienced a little thrill of
grateful satisfaction. *‘Ob, I am not busy
at all. I did my own shopping before I met
you. I shall enjoy helping youn.”

Her “own shopping” had ted to
the purchase of a ten cent box of hair pins
and & spool of silk, so that she was quite
equal to undertaking this second expedition.
She threw herself enthusiastically into the
task of selecting dry goods and grooceries for
the Bigget household.

“I don’t know how I'm to get all them
things home now they’re bought and paid
for. I guess you're a born .trader, h

Broke the Record.

AMOUNT OF BIG GAME SHIPPED ON ﬂl‘l. i
& A. RAILROAD DURING OCTOBER, 1896,
INCLUDES OVER ONE THOUSAND DEER,
NEARLY FOUR HUNDRED MORE THAN
DURING OCTOBER, 1895,

General Passenger Agent G. M. Houghton
of the Bangor and Arcostook Railroad,
Maine, keeps a record of the game shipped
over the line and has just completed an ar-

g of the from the various
sections of the road. It is as follows:

:
;
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This not only breaks the record but the
amount of deer shipped is nearly 400 more
than in October, 1895, while there is a sub-
stantial increase in moose and caribon.

In October, 1895, 669 deer, 53 moose and
37 caribou were shipped from the B. & A,
atations during October.

Greenville headed the list in October, 1895,
with 185 deer, 16 moose and 9 caribon. - This
year the fignres were 306 deer, 20 moose and
15 caribou.

Norcross in October, 1895, had 159 deer,
11 moose and 2 caribou to its credit. This
year it had one more moose, two more cari-
bou and 81 more deer. More caribon were
killed in the region around Greemville this
fall than any other point on theroad. Nine
caribou were shipped from Stacyville and the
same number were shipped from Masardisin
October. In 1885 20 deer were shipped from
Katahdin Iron Works. This year the num-
ber increased to 35.

In addition to the deer, moose and caribon
shipped in October, 11 bears and one Cana-
dian lynx were billed from different points
on the road. The record for October,
1894, was 479 deer, 24 moose and 10 earibou;
October, 1895, 669 deer, 53 moose and 37

ibou; October, 1896, 1,029 deer, 79 moose

seems like my money never bought so much
before, and here I've got enough left to buy
a horse, blamed if I ain’t.”

Miss Ames laughed delightedly. * Take
that home to your wife,” she said, and then
was half startled at her own audacity. Lige
looked serious and a trifle uncertain, then he
drew a long breath.

“You bet your life, I will,” he said.
‘“ But I guess it’ll surprise her some,”

“ Well,” returned Miss Ames, “I think
when a man works as hard as you do for
your money it ought to be carefully looked
after, and from what I know of Mrs. Bigget
you could not place it in safer hands.”

““There you're right,” assented Lige,
“Cynthia’s had a hard row to hoe; but she
ain’t never complained none.”

“ And now,” said Miss Ames, *‘ about get-

and 57 caribou.

Talk Up Your Town.

If you live in a town, you should believe
in it. If you don’t believe your town or city
is a little better in most respects than any of
its neighbors, you should move out. Like
other places it has advantages that others
have not, and your modesty should not pre-
vent you from making that fact knmown
wherever the opportunity presents itself.
At home or abroad, whether pursuing plea-
sure, or engaged in business, do not neglect
to give those with whom you come in con-
tact to understand that you live in & town
populated by ising go-ahead, prog
sive people, and one that is advancing in-
stead of retrograding. If you can truthfully
speak in commendation of the ability of your
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ting home. I came down with Mrs. Bound
and Tommy in the big wagon, and I know
they will be glad to take your things home
for you. There is plenty of room.”

Lige hesitated, for the first time in hours
he remembered his fellow lodgers, and his
own thirst, but the young teachers keen eyes
took note of his resolution.

“ We will go right around to the square
where the wagon is and see Mrs. Bounds
herself about it,” she said, and he had to go
because he was too slow-witted to frame an
excuse to get away.

“Land! yes,” exclaimed Mrs. Bounds,
whon the situation was explained to her.
““Course, we'il haul your things an’ you too,
an’ ‘mighty glad to do it. That off horse
ain't altogether safe for Tommy to drive, and
I was half-scared out of my life coming down
but I’low he’ll behave all right if you have
hold of the lines. We're just ready tostart,
an’ if you'll help Tommy hitch up we’ll drive
right around after your goods.”

And in a very short space of time they
were driving across the valley toward the
river road. It was a good twenty-five miles
from the village to the Bounds’ neighbor-
hood, and it was early twilight when they
set Lige Bigget down before his own gate and
left him there with his bundles, bags and
boxes, in the midst of his astonished and de-
lighted family*

“ Land!" d Mrs. that
night, when she looked into the little shaded
room to see if the teacher was comfortable
“Land!” I never was so surprised in my
life as I was when I see you and Lige Bigget
a walkin’ down the street and him sober.
I’low it's the first time it's happened since
he moved onto the river.”

“It is certainly the first time he has
walked down the street with me,” replied
Miss Ames, laughing, but there were tears
of thanksgiving in her eyes when she put
out her candle and sank into the soft obscur-
ity of Mrs. Bounds’ best feather bed.

As for the Biggets, there was breathless
wonder and joy when Lige displayed the re-
sult of his “ tradin’’ expedition. There was
neat, strong shoes and stockings all around,
to say nothing of a soft pair of slippers for
the mother. There was muslin and gingham
and flannel; a whole barrel of sugar, and
groceries enough fill the new pantry, which
Lige announced his intention of building
“right away.” But the crowning grace of
all came wken the children were all in bed
too happy and excited tosleep, it is true, and
the father and mother sat by the kitchen
fire, for then Lige pulled out his buckskin
purse and emptied its contents into his wife's
lap. Three shining twenty dollar gold pieces
and a handful of silver.

“ There, Cynthis, you keep that, it's
yours; and I'm mighty glad you've got it.”
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Itching, Burning Skin Diseases Cured for 36
Cents.

Dr. Agunew’s Ointment relieves in one day,
cures tetter, salt rheum, piles, scald
eczema, barbers’ itch, ulcers, blotches
all eruptions of the skin. It is soothing and
quieting, and acts like magic in the cure of
whWhnm 35 cents. Sold by 8. N.
eare.

—1In Decatur, Mich., with a population of
1500, the town - officers are women. The
leading physician is & woman, also one of
the popular pastors, the postmistress, the
proprietor of the largest dry goodsstore, and
one of the best shoemakers. There are wo-
men painters, barnessmakers and brokers,
There are no saloons.

—Mﬁm&mﬂl&.dﬂf

prof 1 men, the eq dealing methods
of your , the 1 of your
hanics, the superiority of your charches,
schools and pablic institutions, and the in-
dustry, energy and sobriety of your citizens
generally, let nothing prevent you from
exercising that privilege. You should learn
to believe, if you do not already, that we
have all these, and in addition, the hand-
somest women, the best located town, the
finest country surrounding it, with the most
fertile farms, tilled by the most intelligent
class of farmers to be found in the Dominion.
If there are any drawbacks, it will not be
necessary to mention them. The people and
newspapers of competing towns will relieve
you of that task by attending to that part of
it themselves. Strangers seeking a location
are always greatly influenced in favor of any
place whose citizens are enthusiastic in its
praise. No city or town can expect to at-
tain prominence over its rivals unless its in. °
habitants appreciate the excellence and vir-
tues of each other, and will collectively
spread abroad their faith in the present pros-
perity and future greatness of their own lo-
cality. Talk is a cheap commodity,” bus -
when rightly utilized it can be made effeo-
tive in many directions, and this is one of
them.

From Agony to Joy.

ACUTE SUFFERINGS FROM ACUTE RHEUMATIC
AILMENT RELIEVED BY SOUTH AMERICAN
RHEUMATIC CURE WHEN HOPE HAD
WELL-NIGH GONE—MRBS. W. FERRIS,
WIFE OF A WELL KNOWN MANUFACTURER
OF GLENCOE, CHEERFULLY TELLS THE
STORY OF HER CURE.

“I was for years a great sufferer from
rheumatic affestion of my ankles, and at
times was so bad that I could not walk.
tried every ki dy and d with
best ymm(ormhtmrm

. Although my confidence in remedies
was about ex! I was induced to try
South American Rheumatic Cure. I pur-
chased s bottle. The very
me relief, and after taking
pain had vanished and there
turn of it. I do cheerfull;
great remedy.” Sold by 8. N. Weare.
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Frank Wilson, of Dartmouth, has a re-
markable dog, which never permits a row if
he can p it. He invariably acts as
peacemaker between other dogs, keeping
between the combatants. The dogisalarge
Newfoundlander and hence can command
respect. Supt. Bishop gave a number of in-
‘stances of the way in which this dog has
continually prevented conflicts between other
dogs. Not only that but he always prohibits
other dogs from attacking other animals, as
cattle, cats ete. He will not allow one child
to strike another, neither will he allow an
older person to strike a child, His chief
business in life seems to be to prevent eruel
acts. He firmly but quietly compels & dog
which is bent on war to desiat, and a solid
grip of his massive jaws generally settles all
disputes as to authority. It is questionable
if there is another such dog in Canada, that
is & dog with such peculiar views as to cats
and the rights of other animals.—duantic




