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Protessional Cards,

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fice 1A Annapolis, opposite Garxison Gabe.
—~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
(Oven Roop's Grocery Store.)
Every Thursday.

Omsular Agent of the United States.

QW

- ﬁm

SAT.UsS POPULI SUPREMA LHEHX HST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Firp and Life Ins. Co.’s.

£ Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Kstate security.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Promps and satisfactory attention given
¢o the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARBISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY ‘PUBLIO.

issioner and Master Supreme Court.
gﬂ?ﬁor International Brick and Tile Co.
OFFICE:

Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

1 on O
DENTISTRY!
DR. F. S. AHNDERS®ON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
" Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
—“<Office next door to Union Bank,
Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

'Will be-in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, i)es'innmz
February 1st, 1900,

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Prim_;_o;se, D.D. S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801

J. B. WHITMAN,

Liand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

~ N. B. CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8,

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

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

26 ot

DIRECTORS:

‘Wu. ROBERTSON, Wu. ROCHE, |
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, Esq.
. H. SYMONS, 5
GEO. MITCHELL, . M.P.P,
E. G. SmiTH, Esq.
A. E. Jonzs, E

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8,

E. L. THORNE, General Manager.
€. N, 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department,

Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N. 8.— N. R. Burrows,
manager:
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

e.
.‘%Artmouth, N. 8.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.
Digby, N. 8.—J, E. Allen, Manager.
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D, Arnaud,
acting manager.
Kentville, N. 8.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.
Liverpool, N.8.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,

manager.
North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.
Sherbrooke, N. 8.—F. 0. Robertson,

manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting
manager.
Sydney, C. B.—H. W, Jubien, manager,
Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting
manager.
Wolfville, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.

CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

A. BENSON

* UNDERTAKER

and Funeral Director.

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

Cabinet Work also attended to.

Warerooms at J. H. HICKS &
SON'S factory. My

-
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In the hour

THYou Arg = = =
H Business Man =

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.

of your need don't

forget that the

(Ueekly IMonitor
Job Department « «

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

* «

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that 'may be required.

WwWE PRINT

Aetterbeads,
MHemoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

{Ueekly Monitor,

S

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

Bridgetown, . S.

=

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

our prices.

SHAFNER

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

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

Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

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

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

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

& PIGGOTT.

aPRING FODTWEAR!

My assortment of Boots, Shoes
and Rubbers cannot be surpassed
in the valley. They particularly
include a superior lot of Men’s and
Women’s Tan Bals, which I have
marked at the very lowest figure.
My specialty this season is the

“King”” Shoe

For comfort, style and perfect
workmanship these Shoes are the
standard of the Twentieth Century
production. - A call at my store
next door to the Post Office, will
convince you that you can save
money and get perfect satisfaction
in your purchases of footwear.

W. A. KINNEY.
BRIDGETOWN NEAT MARKE?

Having purchased the business formerly
owned by W. M. Forsyth. Esq.,, we are in a
gosdt.ion to supply our customers with every

hing in the line of Flour and Feed, Fine Gro
ceries, Fresh and Salt Meats, Fish, etc.

Butter and Eggs taken in exchange for goods.

MESSENGER & HOYT.

Against Home Tasks.

Rev. F. F. Eddy, of Halifax, while dis-
cussing our public schools, said:

“I have a protest to make against home
study. 1 hold that the school has no right
to a single moment of a child’s time outside
of school hours. Few men can work more
than six hours a dsy at intellectual work
witbout injury. Yet we expect our children
to spend six hours at school and give from
one to three hours besides. It is an nonat-
ural demand. And we wonder after all this
why our children become nervous and lose
their appetites and take to spectacles,

In the name of common =ense let the chil-
dren leave their tasks at school. We can
cram enough into their poor little heads atv

the rate of six hours a day. Give them a,

little time for mental digestion, for after all,
the end to be accomplished is to teach them
to think and feel and act, which is quite dif-
ferent from passing examinations,
—_——
To Break up a Cold

all you require is a glase of hot water, a lit-
tle sugar, and thirty drops of Polson’s Nerv-
iline, Take it real hot, and in the morning
you will wake up without a cold. When
depreased or tired, try Nerviline; it will tone
you up better than stimulants. Nerviline
wards of all sickness and keeps people well.
Large bottles 25¢.

Upwards of 3,100 widows, with, i-

P——

Poetry,

supper, or has to go to see a man, usm;'l
ooming to ses him, and so he can't stay with
the children ! That's the way it’s been for a

Sometime.

Sometime when all life’s lessons have been
learned,
And sun and stars forever more have set,
The things whioch our weak judgment here
have spurned,
The things o’er which we grieved with lashes

wet,
Wil flash before us, out of life’s dark night
Abe stars shine more in deeper tints of blue,
And weilllxllll see how all God's plans were
right,
How what 'mmed reproof was love most
true,
And we shall see how, while we frown and

sigh,
God's plans go on as best for you and me.
How when we called, he heeded not our

or;
Because {’ll wisdom to the end could see
‘And even as prudent parents disallow
got()) :iucb of ."'l: cko crl;v‘ln'go babyhood,
0 perhap, is keep! m us now
Life's '-ov:;tus thinge, because it seemeth
good.

And if sometimes, commingled with life's

wine,
We find the wormwood, and rebel add
shrink,
Be sure a wiser hand than yours or mine
Poars out this portion for our lips to drink.
And if some friend we love is lying low,
When human kisses cannot reach his face,
Oh ! do not blame the loving Father so !
But wear your sorrow with obedient grace.

And you shall shortly know that lengthened
breath

Is not the sweesest gift God sends his friend,
And that sometimes the sable pall of death
Conceals the fairest ploom hjs love can send.
If we could push aside the gates of life

And stand within and all God’s workings

see,

We could interpret all this doubt and strife
And for each mystery would find a key.

But not today. Then be content, poor
eart !

God's l;;-, like lilies, pure and white un-
old.

We must not tear the close shut leaves
apart;

Time will reveal the hidden cups of gold

And if by patient toil we reach the land,

Then many feet, with sandals loose, may

rost,
Then shall we know and olearly under-

stand—
I lhlnkb that we shall say **God knows the
est.”

Select Ziterature,

How Mrs, Peet went to
Prayer meeting.

COMMUNION OF SAINTS.
(Mary E. Q. Brusn, ix AMERiICAN Mzs-
SENGER.)

Mrs. Darius Peet watched the minister’s
back as he walked down the path to the
front gate. It was a straight, martiallook-
ing back, for the Rev. Mr. Baynard bad
once served in the army; hence his military
bearing. He also carried other so}dierly at-
tributes into his pulpit and pastoral work.
Just now he had been engaged in looking up
one.reported as ‘‘missing” from his ecclesias-
tical ranks.

*Mr. Bayard remarked that he hadn’t
seen me st prayer meeting in a long time,”
said Mre, Peet, in a little tremulons solilo-
quy, as she turned from the window and
pushed back the big rocking-chair into its
accustomed place in the corner.

“I kind of wondered whether he'd missed
me,” she continued. I've always been
regalar in my going when I could be. Some-
how, I always felt the need of the mid-week
meetings. One feels the need of & little
spiritual rest and strenth to hearten one
up. Seems like what I road in a book of
Lucy Maria’s. Told about all the days of
chivalry and King Arthur and tournaments.
There, one Knight’d battle against another
and they'd fight all for honor and glory, and
when the folks'd see the knights were get-
ting tuckered out, the king’d tell the herald
to blow a trumpet for a halt, that'd give the
knights a chance to take breath and rest.
So they'd lay down their weapons for a
while, drink refreshing draughts, tinker up
their armor if it was out of order, and may-
be, if they’d been wounded, their wounds
would be bathed and balm put to’em. Seo
they’'d get all heartened and could fight on
again. Seems to me the prayer-meeting bell
is just like that herald’s trumpet ! Bat, oh
dear ! I haven't been inside that chapel
door in I don’t know how many weeks !”

Mrs. Peet sat down with a weary thud in-
to her low rocking-chair, and drew ber sew-
ing work forth from the over-flowing basket
at its side. She was putting very large
patches on a very small garment. It was
suggestive of her daily efforts, the patient
striving to bring up a large family on a small
income,

“I’ve been struggling » long time, andfeel
like a real tired-out knight I” said Mwe.
Peet, sadly, as she nipped off the ragged
edges of the abyss her son Tommy had made
in his trousers. ‘A real tired-out knight 1"

Short and lean and faded with much buf-
feting from that big opponent, the world,
there was not much about her to suggest the
golden days of chivalry, the gay glitter of
tournaments and the stalwart knights whe
took part therein; but, be it known, not even
King Arthur himself bad purer face, more
earnest eyes or more steadfast purpose to
deal valiantly with the sins that do beset
us than had this plain, middle-aged woman,

“Darius don’t believe in prayer meeting,”
Mrs. Peet continued. *‘He says the Bible
says, “‘Go into your closet and pray,” My 1"
with a sigh I'd be glad if he’d do that. He

never goes into the closet unless it’s to get
the umbrell or boot-jack, and, most gener-
ally, if he can’t lay hands on 'em first thing
he uses language that he shouldn’t. Now,

mately, 4,000 children and 2,000 other de-
pendents of officers and men losing their
lives in the war in South Africs, bave already
been registered as applicants for the Mansion
House War Fund.

a8 to prayer-meeting, it really seems some-
times a8 though he was that set against my
going! Don’t say I shan’t—isn’t that mean
—but there’s always something extra he
wants done Thursday night, or he's-late to

long time. Then the children had the
measles and Dariua’s mother was here siock
with the grippe, and, well, not a Thursday
evening have I had in I don't know when,
But I'm bound to go this week I” Here
Mrs. Peet made her back almost as straight
as the minister's. **Yes, I'm going, and I'll
bestify, foo, ! It's hard to speak out in
meeting ! There's a big lump comes in my
throst, but I most know that my heart’ll be
#0 filled with joy at being able to come to
meeting once more that I can ssy some-
thing, “For out of the abundance of the
heart the mouth speaketh.”

Let it be set down to Mrs, Peet's oredit
that she did make an effort to oarry out her
much cherished plan, She got the bulk of
Thureday’s work done in the forenoon; she

*That you, Crumple—good cow I" Mrs.
Poet exclaimed. i

Mrs, Peet was a good milker, and soon
the pail was foaming fall, white and warm,
She gave the cow’s sleek side & commends-
tory pat and push.

(30 along, Crample—go along and nibble
the red clover or make your bed among it !
Your lot {s easier than mine !—a rich mea-
dow in summer, » warm stable in winter,
snd all you have to do is chew your oud,
with nothing to worry about. No, Crumple
you never have hopes and longings and
glimpees of  higher life which one struggles
toward and faile to reach 1 Oh, dear 1"

Mrs, Peet set the pail of milk on s mossy
stump, while she leaned wearily against the
fence.

“Not forsaking the assembling of your-
selves as the manner of somefis,” she quoted.

Seems to me I have seen that command

b in Heb ¥ guess. But how

cut out » calico wrapper for her neighb

old Mrs. Holland, in return for the latter's
promise to come over and look after the
abildren for that evening. When the sun's
raye falling aslant the yellow painted kitchen
floor told her that six o'clock was near at
hand, she began to prepare the evening meal.

Back snd forth she pattered from pentry
to tes table, the crisp ruffles of ber petti-
coats rustling gently. A big white apron
tied over her sateen gowa—for, in order to
save time, she had early dressed for prayer-
meeting—made her spare form look almost
plamp; the soft dark hair just a little
sprinkled with white, nq‘ released from
erimping pins,wurled softly around her fore-
head and down over the tip of her ears;
while a flush of excitement tinged her
cheeks with & becoming pink flash.

While she awajted her hysband's coming
from his work, and the children from their
play, Mrs. Peet thought she might: profit-
ably spend the time in looking over her
Bible and settle herself into a proper state
of'mind. *‘One needn’t expect a blessing,
if one isn’t ready for it /" she sald to her-
self. *I do want a real spiritual uplifting
to my soul this evening. Ob, how glad I'll
be to sit down on them prayer-meeting
benches apd hear Georglanuy Burt play the
organ, and see the folks coming in—desr,
old Mrs. Bender with bher ‘pumpkin hood,’
and Deacon Gregg's pink, bald head, and
that little Mre. Barry, who always cries
softly to herself—mugh need she has to ory
t0o, with a drunken husband and a crippled
child ! Ob, my! how glad I'll be to see all
the folks and hear’em all ! TI'll feel like
singing Miriam's song after she and her folks
had gotten over the Red Sea !"

Alas ! Poor Mrs. Peet’s fond anticipa.
tions were in vain, There seemed to be s

can I obeyit) I've tried and tried and failed.

1 feel the lack in my life for the warmth
apd oheer of the dear church heart—the
glow from the altar fires. I suppose ihat
the folk are over there in the chapel now,
singing and praying—seems 'most as though
1 could hear “Nearer, my God, te Thee,”

Something in her last sentence threw, as
it were, a reflection of light back into her
gloomy soul—*Nearer my God, to Thee.”
She looked down humbly and tearfully npon
the white stars of the daisies at her feet.
They had been placed there at the command
of the heavenly Father—every golden heart
—aevery pearly detal !

She turned her gaze upward toward other
stars—the eternal ones | Her heart leaped
forth following her gaze.

A strange, broading Presence—asilent, lov-
ing, holy—seemed to enfold her. .

The night wind softly stirred the bunches
of elder blosssms leaning against the fence
ralls—the flowers seemed like soft white
lsmps. Somewhere among their greea
depths, a night bird trilled loﬂlg,

Mras. Peet kuelt down among the grasses.

“Lord,” she murmured, “forgive that I
have rebelled because things have not turn-
od out as I planned | Ilonged for thee and
thought I could find thee best among my
¢hosen ones and in the house of thine abode.
But thou art here as well as there ! :

Aye, God was there | The “‘blessing” so
hungered for camé to the famished soul !

¢. . .My peace I give unto you; not as the
world giveth give I unto you* Let not your
heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid

* . . L *

Darius came home late that evening. He
was in hetter humor; his pet candidate bad
been nominated.

combination of all earthly p gainet &
happy consummation of her plan !

The supper she prepared so oarefully
walted a whole hour. ' Darius came home
late, and what was worse, he came home
cross ! Mre. Holland sent word at the
last minute that she had spraimed her
anklp god couldn’t come; the children, tired
from long play were unusually troublesome
and rebelled strenuously at having Lucy
Maris, red-haired and autocretio, placed in
authority over them.

In the midst of the confugion Mrs. Dare
sent over her little boy for some dried poppy
leaves to make a poultige for a felon, and
Mrs. Peet had to trudge up to the attic to
hunt for the paper bag containing the dry,

anh blossoms.

"With cobwebs draping her hair and
streaks of dust on her sateen, she preseatly
came down the stairs,

“Twenty minutes past seven | [ shall have
to give up going. It's too much for Lucy
Maria to manage those young oves, and as
for asking Darius to stay and help her, that's
no use—he's got one of his cross-grained
streaks, and eaten his supper and gome te
the village to ‘‘cancus” or *‘primary” or
something. I declare I don’t believe he's
milked the cow, either. He came bome
late, I suppose he thought she was- milked.
Well | well ! it does beat all 1"

There was & subdued murmar in the ad-
joined bedroom, the door of which presently
opened, and Lucy Maria's ‘head, with its
radisnt halo of tawney locks, peered out.,

“I've got ’em quieted down ma,’ she said
with an important air. *They’reallin bed,
and I'm goibg to tell 'em about Goliath.
You can go right on to meeting if you wans

to.” ’
But Mrs, Peet shook her head wearily. A

strange depression of spirits seized her. She
left bruised and baffled in the struggle,

“There ain’t any use in trying to go now !”
she exclaimed. “Iheard the bell ring some
time ago. It'll take me ten minutes to walk
there, and I don’t want to goin when every-
body’s seated and the praying's begun.
Besides, there’s the cow to get.”

With many & sigh the palm leaf sateen
gown was exchanged for an old; faded calico
one. The milk pail was taken down from
its hook and Mrs. Peet sallied forth.

The evening air was touched with cool-
ness and she shivered slightly. She was glsd
that she had thought to tie a worsted “‘faci-

He d the house a little shame-faced-
ly, r bering his ungallant departure
after supper.

He found his wife carefully mending his
blue cotton socks.

“Nioe evenin' out,” he said, and then,
with a deprecatory cough. *You've been
out, | s'pose—prayer meeting, eh

Mrs. Peet looked np brightly. There was
» happy light in ber gentle eyes.

“To prayer meeting ! *“Yes, to a kind of
one |” 2

“Many there ! Darius was exerting him-
self to be sociable.

“Yes,” ocomposedly, ‘‘the. daisies, the
elder bl , and old Cr: and a dear
little bird, and the stars, aud—and—'rever-
ently—’and God I”

“The Hannah Wilkins.”

“This is a powerful fine mornin’, Hannah.”
Old Mr. Stubbs sat by the open door, enjoy-
ing the soft June air and the acent of the
roses and syringa that came in and mingled
agreeably with the odors of coffee and bacon
which his daughter was preparing for break-
faat.

Hannah Stubbs was tall and of the scanty
proportion so common to inhabitants of rural
districts. Her biack hair was drawn tightly
away from her face, and twisted in a knob
at the back of her head. The scanty folds
of her blue cotton gown were of the same
crisp neatness which characterized every de-
tail of the large cheerful kitchen.

sad

and stood twisting it nervously with both
hands,

“I—I—I kinder thought you'd like the
berries, Hannah; they’re mighty healthy
eatin’ in the mornin’,” he sald, haltingly.

¢ Much obliged,” returned Miss Stubbs,
carelessly. *‘Father likes them.”

She was transferring the bacon to a dish,
and did not look at Peleg,

“I thought you liked ‘em, Hannah.”

There was no answer to this. Miss Stubbs
was peering intently into the coffes pot.
Her father had risen and was stifiy ap-
proaching the table.

“Fine berries, Peleg,” he said,

““Can’t be beat,” said Peleg, emphatically.

“1 o'pose you're countin’ on taking the
prize,” sald Mr. Stubbs, “My, they are
sweet,” he added, as he orushed a barry be-
tween his lips,

“There's not & berry tc equsl them in
this part of the conntry.” ;

“‘Breakfast's resdy,” sonounced Miss
Stubba shortly, as she placed the dish of
crisp bacon on the table.

“8it down, Peleg, and take a bite with
us,” said Mr. Stubbs, hospitably.

Pelog glanced at Hannah, who was pour-
ing out a cup of coffee. She did not second
her father’s invitation.

** Come, sit dows," urged the latter.

*Thank you kindly, Mr. Stubbs, I guess’
T'll be goin’. I set my coffee pos on the’
stove just before I came over. I caloniate
it's bilin’ now.”

Peleg strode quickly down the shors
atretch of road between Mr. Stubbs’ house
and his own,

*‘ Hannah's uncommon high and mighty
this mornin’,” he thought. * Women's
strange bein's. It's everlastin’ hard to know
bow to please them. Here I've been tryin’
to find out how to do it for the last six years,
and I'm no neazer knowin’ how than when I
begun, Yes, they're strange bein’s.”

His thoughts were still dwelling on the
peculiarities of feminine humanity when he
reached his door. The latter was wide open,
and s namber of chickens were independently
stepping in and out. y

Peleg began his preparations for breakfast,
Samehow, with the remembrance of Hannsh's
neatly spread table and brown slices of bacon
in his mind, the task was not an encouraging
one. He decided to content himself with

some slices of bread and coffee. As he ate,

his glance wandered around the room. The
old woman who came daily to care for it did
her best, but she had not given it the neat
look which Miss Stabbe’ room wore. Peleg
notioced the difference. .

““Now, what's the sense of it® he thought,
mournfully. * Why can’t she be here? It's
& wastin’ of things to be runnin’ two houses,
when one would de, and three of us be the
gainers, It looks, though, like I'll bave to
give up the idea. It don’s seem as if she’ll
ever come round to my way of thinkin’, -An’
we're both gettin’ up in years, teo. Is’poss
I ain’t much of » husband for a smart, likely
girl like Hannah.”

Peleg had finished his meal and was closing
his door preparatory to beginning work in
his garden, when & youth came running
down the road. It was Hiram Rennels, the
postmaster’s son, sud he held a letter in his
hand.

““Say, Peleg,” he called out, ““here’s a
letter came for you this morning. Father
"lowed I ought to bring it over to you seein’
it's marked *in haste.””

Mr. Wilkine’ correspondence was not
large, so he opened the letter in a little ex-
citement. It was from his sister in Boston.
Her husband was thought to be at the-point
of death and she begged Peleg to go to her
at onoe. .

“There’s a train in about an hour. You
ocan get it if you look sharp,” said Hiram,
when Peleg told him the contents of the
missive. .

Mr. Wilkins did *“ look sharp,” and reach-
ed the station just in time. It was not until
he was some distance on his journey that he

hought of the berry show. It wes
only two days later, and now his berries
would not be entered. In the excitement of
his preparations to come away, he had for-
gotten all about it. Poor Peleg groaned
aloud. ‘

He had been looking forward all the year

“ Yes, a p ful Bne in’,”

Mr. Stubbe, “and that bacon smells good.
Breakfast 'most ready "

* Some one’s a-comin’,” said Hannah, tak-
ing a step forward, fork in hand, and oraning
her neck to look through the doorway across
the yard to the gate which was almost hidden
by trees. A man's figure advanced from
beneath their foliage.

“Oh,” she ejaculated, with a peculiar in-
tonation and a flash of her black eyes, as she
moved quickly back to the stove.

¢It's Peleg,” said her father.

¢ Mornin’, Mr. Stubbs, mornin’.” The
voice was nasal, but with a certain resonant
quality. The owner of it was lean, angular
and redhaired. His blue jean tronsers were
none too long. *“ How do you feel this

in’y”

pator” about her head. The “facinator’ was
stringy from many washings, but its woolly
lace meshes contrasted prettily with her
abundant dark bair and softened the sharp,
faded outlines of her face into seeming youth-
fulness.

Twilight still lingered and the distant hills
had faint touches of pink on them, and so
did the silver-curves on the oreek braiding
the green skirts of the meadows. But
dsrkness brooded nearer the house, for the
tall evergreens and locust treew cast black
shadows, falling sharply on the clover that
lay like drifts of snow sall over the front
yard, ita fragrance as sweet o8 the drop-
ping manna of old.

Down the g-rden path and across the road
went Mre. Peet. She let down the pasture
bars with a sharp clatter with an ontward
evidence of her.perturbed feelings.

“Come, boss ! come !” she cried. .

A square, dark shape rose up againsta
patoh of ox eyed daisies, and thers was
warm whiff of clover-scented breath.

“Right ohipper, Peleg, right ehipper.
You see, my rheumatiz ala’t never so bad in
warm weather.”

“T've brought you some garden stuff,” said
Peleg, glancing at the basket on his arm. It
contained lettuce, radishes, and a basket of
strawberries.

“Thank you kindly, Peleg. You're »
good neighbor. Since 1'm too old and etiff
to garden, we do miss our garden sass
mightily. Walk in, Peleg, walk in,” said
Mr. Stubbs, heartily.

Mr. Wilkins entered and set the basket
on the floor, taking out the strawberries and
putting them on the table, which was spread
for breakfast.

¢ Mornin', Hannah. . Here's some fruit as
oan't be beat. Just look at 'em. They're
as red aa blood and as sweet as sugar.”

Miss Stubbe returned their visitor's greet. .

ing with a certain reserve of manner, and
immediately seemed absorbed in turning over
the slices of bacon in the skillet. Mr. Wil-
kins had taken off his battered straw hat,

to winning that prize. After four years’
trial, he had succeeded in producing a straw-
berry which he felt was unequalled in the
state. And now it would not even be sent
in! He felt much tempted to get out at the
next station and return home. He could
not lose the premium [

Be bhad counted so much on it. He wanted
to show Hannah what he could do. Well,
it was just his luck !

Meaawhile, the news of his sudden call to

“the city had reached the Stubbs’ house.

Hiram Rennels, on his way back from the
station with the noon mail, had stopped to
chat with old Mr. Stubbs, who was sitting
in his front yard under & tree. When Hiram
had gone, dr. Stubbe hobbled into the house
to tell the news to Hannah.

“ Powerful hard on Peleg. He was calcu-
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latin’ on takin' that premium for his strawe
berries. The show’s on Saturday, and he
won’s be here to enter his berries.”

Miss Stubbs stopped to take up » stitoh
in her knitting before she replied.

* P'raps he's fixed it up with some one
send in the berries for him.” :

*“No,” said Mr. Stubbs, ** Hiram said he'd
only time to get his other clothes on and
make tracks for the train. He hadn’t time
to 'range snything. I guess he’s presty
worried between thinkin’ of loosin’ the pre-
mium and of his sister's hasband » dyin’.”

“I guess he'll not worry much over John
Batler’s death,” observed Miss Stubbs, dryly,
“ A no agcount human.”

*That's so, Hannah, still death’s death,”
ssid Mr. Stubbs solemnly,

His daughter made no reply to this pro-
found remark. She appeared preccemplied,
and as the forenoon wore on her precccupa-
tion d. She apparently scarcely
heard her father’s frequent expressions of
regret that Peleg's strawberries could mos
cempete for the prize,

On arriving at his sister’s home, Peleg
found his brother-in-law had taken s sudden
change for the better, and that he was ous
of danger. So the second day after his ar-
rival, he took the train to return homse,
thoroughly provoked that he had takes se
much trouble and so unnecessarily the straw-
berry prize lost for motbing. Bat i wae
just like Eliza to get frightened for no reason,

As the train neared Ellbury, the tows
where the strawberry show was being held,
Poleg’s annoyance increased. He thoughs
how different was the day from what he had
plotured to himself it would be. He had
fancied himself returning home from the
show the proud possessor ‘of the prize, snd
displaying it in triamph to Hannah.

A sudden thought came to him ; he would
get out at Ellbury and visit the show. He
would like to know whose berries took the
premium. Buat they would not be such fine
berries as his, he was sure.

8o, when the train reached Ellbury, he got
off and made his way to the place where the
display of berries was being made. This
was the town market-house.  Many people
were passing in and out, and Peleg heard ¥
said that the award had just been made.

He pushed his way in and stopped at the
first stall. It was prettly decorsted with
plants and roses, and in the center was s bas-
ket of strawberries, large, red, juloy and
luscious loooking. To the handle of the bas- .
ket was attached a bow of white ribbon te
indicate that the berries had been awarded
the first prize,

“Wonder whose they are,” muttered Pe-
leg, and stooped to look at the entry osrd
stuck in the side of the basket.

.What he saw caunsed him to rub his eyes,
and look again. Why, he must be dresming?
Bat there in plain characters were the worde.
““These berries were entered by Mr. Peleg
Wilkins of Tilbury, and were grown by him
on his farm,.”

Peleg stood in incredulous wonder, une
mindful of the jostling throng.

He was recalled to himself by hearing s
voice exclaim, *“Why, Peleg,” and looking
up, he saw old Mr. Stubbs sitting inside the
stall.

“Why Peleg—you've took it, Peleg.
You're all right,” he exclaimed, rubbing his
hands together.

“Well, I'll be twisted,” cried Peleg.
“How—"

“How did you get here? How's Elima’s
husband?” asked the old man.

“Better,” growled Peleg. “Lost all my
time for nothin’. How on earth did these
berries get here Mr. Stubbs ?”

Mr. Stubbschuckled. *“Well, Peleg I go$
80 worked up thinkin’ how yon’d don
gettin’ the premium, and what a shame I
was that your berries couldn’t even be sent in
—that Hannsh she said that she did mod
want my peace of mind destroyed, and she
guessed she counld fix things. And soshe
picked the berries and we came on the first
train, and Hanoah 'zanged everything.”

“Hannah!” exclaimed Mr. Wilkins; them
asked breathlessly, *“ Where is ahe ?*

““She went home on the noon train, but I .
"lowed I'd stay till the 'wards were made,
I knew you'd get it, Peleg, for there’s not &
berry here ascan hold a candle to them.”

The stall was not too wide for Mr. Wilkine
to reach over and shake Mr. Stubb’s hand
gratefully.

“Come,” he said, *‘there’s & train in &
quarter of an hour. Let's get home,” .

“All right, Peleg,, I'm willin’,” and Mr,
Stubbs. rose stifly and come around the stall.
“We'll get home in time for supper. And I
"low I'm hangry. You'll eat with us, Peleg.”

Miss Stubbs was in fact preparing supper
when her father and Peleg entered.

“They took the prize, Hannah,” exclaim«
ed Mr. Stubbs gleefuily.

His daughter received the newagoldiy and
scarcely looked up from the bread she was
slicing at she greeted Mr. Wilkina.

But the Iatter was not daunted. He had
been doing some thinking since the event of
the strawberry show and come to the com-
clusion that he would not be a *‘twisted idiot™

g v know what I called
Haonab?” be uh:ooony. A —

“No,” she answered carelessly.

Peleggave a quick glance around the room,

Mr. Stubbe had gone out to the well to get
a pitcher of water.

“Well, I thought of calling it the “Han-
nah Stubbe’ but I've come to the
that *“The Hannah Wilkins” would be a bete
tername. What do you thinkt”

Mise Stabbe was arranging the bread on
s plate. When she had the last alice settled
to her satisfaction, she looked np at Peleg
and said:

“I think you’d better sit down to supper.”
Bat the flush whioh had crept into her cheek
was not panoticed by Mr. Wilkins,

“What do you think of that name?” he in«

“Well,” said Miss Stubbe slowly. “It's
nota name. Now, will you sit down?”
‘m
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