Protessional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
filce in A 1 i
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grooery Store.)
Fivery Thursday.

Gate,

Omsular Agent of the United States.

SATUS POPUILI SUPREMA LEHX IE:ST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

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

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARBISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!
DR, F. 8. ANDERS@N.

Graduate of the University laryland.

Crown and Bris Work a Specialty.
- ion Bank.

Office next door to Union
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, beginning
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 Primrose, 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,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

N, B, CAUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000
Capital Paid-up, - 900,00
Rest, - - - - 505,000

25 of

DIRECTORS:
= ERTSON, Wu. ROCHE,

oy =/ Vice-President.

(Jl‘. %{ ELACKAD;‘R. Esq.

. H. SYmons, Esq.

GEO. MITCHELL, %sq.. M.P.P.
E. G. SMiTH, Esq.

A. E. JonEs, Esq.

Head Office, Halifax, N, 8.

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

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate aliowed for money on
special deposit.

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

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

sage.
g)nrtmouth, 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. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

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

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

New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydnmey, 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,
8t. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

A. BENSON
YNDERTAKER

and Funeral Director.

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

(abinet Work also attended to.

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

Notice to the Public

As T am an authorized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbaroot Tablets and Pewders. the

t_family medicine and KING OF B D
URIFIERS. for the cure of Rheumatism,
Scrofula, Torpidity of the Liver,
ache, Constipation, Pains
o k, Female Weaknesses, and all im-
parieties of the blood, I would tay to those in
r health that 1 will send by mail to any ad-

on receipt of price, Herbaroot Tablets.
200 days’ treatment, with guarantee, $1

}ggrbamt Powder, per packa; ]
v de! Cat: Sore Th =,
y baroot, Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,
?h:rpl Hestiache and relieves Asthma.

T, J. Eagleson, Bridgetown, N. 8.

Real Hstate.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.
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T You Are = = =
H Business Man =

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don't
forget that the

(Oeckly  Monitor
Job Department « «

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

*

* *

b ]

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,
Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

WE PRINT

‘ll.ctterbeabs,'
emoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

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

(Ueekly Monitor,

Bridgetown, I. S.

In Feed

In Flour

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
and Cornet in a few days.

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,
Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

our prices.

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

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

wrBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and get

Satisfaction guaranteed.

&

White Coat,
Tileon’s Delight,

"Tilson’s Pride,

Tilson’s Pilgrim,

Middlings, o
Bran, 1
Linseed Meal, ¢

May 20th, 1901,

Please note the following prices.
guarantee every barrel of Flour

money refunded.

per bbl.

111

11

13

Rainbow Manitoba,
Feed Flour, per bag,

2%

We

to give satisfaction or

00
25
45
55
25
30
20
10
75

$4

W ANTED—Pinkeye Beans and Eggs in ex-
00 | change for goods.

JOSEPH 1. FOSTER.

Granville Street, Bridgetown.

oPAING FOOTWEAR!

My assortment of Boots, Shoes
and Rubbers cannot be surpassed
in the valley.
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.

Nine Points of the Law,

1 asked a lawyer what he regarded as
“pine points of the law,” or what is meant by
“possession is nine points of the law,” and
he answered in this wise: ‘‘Success in &
lawsuit requires (1) a good deal of money, (2)
a good deal of patience, (3) & good cause, (4
a good lawyer, (5) & good counsel, (6) good
witnesses, (7) a good jury, (8) a good judge,
and (9) good luck.”—New York Press.

—_—

—Canned rhubarb for pies is a convenience
which many housekeepers regard as a neces-
sity to their preserve closets. To can it,
wash it thoroughly and cut into pieces some-
what less than an inch long. Pack it into
jars, fill with cold water, cover and put in a
cool dark place,

They particularly -

Loetvy.

beauty. The long black feather curled
around her golden hair, and just touched

The Heights Beyond.

Let the strong soul aspire, and boldly climb
The hills that seem to bound the world at

even;

Lo, there are hills beyond, that like the
clouds

Quiver in violet mists and melt in heaven.
Still let him follow, follow where sublime
Crag after crag among their icy crowds
Point into space, still over them will shine
The separating azure that shall be
Beyons his utmost, and the paths divide
Beyond the treading of his feet; and he
Shall find the heavens higher than their

gleams,
Higher the thoughts of God thanany dreams.

Shall he lose heart then on his joyous quest?
Droop aa a leaf where the worm drillsa way?
Nay, forever and forever rest

Before him, limitless in lines of light,
Bathed in a loveliness of perfect dux,

Those lbln‘:ng paths where an Imighty

an

Reckons him on from far to farther height,

Where love and hope and faith and joy have
spanned

The gulf between, till, full of a new might,

He turns with sweeter life and warmer glow

And holds his hands to those that climb
below !

—(Harriett Prescott Spofford in The Con-"
gregationalist,

Select  Literature,

ﬁaria’; Afterward;

Aunt

It was years ago, that March, when a
few days of springlike air, swelled the
buds on the maples, sent small green shoots
from the daffodils, and set us girls planning
about spring hats. Cousin Louise and I
were to go into the city tomorrow on a shop-
ping expedition; so my sister and I ran
scross the street to Aunt Maria’s to consult
with our cousins, the “‘other girls.”

We always drifted into Grandma's room.
1t was the largest, pleasantest room in the
house, and Grandma was so bright and
cheery we loved to be with her. She sat by
that morning, occasionally putting in her
quiet word, while we went deep into the
subject of straws and bonnets and leghorns,
high crownse, rolling brims, tips, plumes,
ribbons, etc. It was all settled at last that
Louise, being fair, should get a pale blue,
shirred-like bonnet, and cousin Clara a white
crepe one with pink roses. Sister Ruth's
bonnet was to be like herself, quiet and
sweet—a fine straw with a bit of delicate
lace and heliotrope; while mine, all agreed
should be a hat with rolling brim, faced with
black velvet, and glowing with scarlet pop-
pies. There was no need of such clatter and
consultation, however, for each, after receiv-
ing advice, decided to provide herself with
the identical head-gear she had had in mind
for the last month.

After we had somewhat subsided, Grand-
ma got up and went to her bureau drawer.

“] guess I'll have my bonnet tended to

* while you’re about it,” she said, as ehe lift-

“I've worn it just as it is, going
Ien't it getting & little

ed it out.
on five years now.
sort o’rusty ?”
“Grandma ought to have a new bonnet,
mother,” said Louise. *Qae-of these fine

Neapolisans, teimwied with black lace would
[ “be 1ovely for her.”
= Aunt Maria took her mother’s straw bon-
0 -‘ net and turned it about on her head inspect

ing it critically, thinking meanwhile, that
the girl’s hats were all to be rather expensive
this season, and that it was time to retrench
somewhere. What great difierence did it
make about an old lady’s bonnet anyway, so
that it was comfortable, she went out so lit-
tle ?

“Nonsense, Louise !” Aunt Maria eaid at
last. “This bonnet is just as good as it ever
was.”

*Oh, I don’t think I need a new one,”
Grandma said meekly. “‘That would be ex-
travagant; but I thought & new border
might be put, and maybe a new pair of
strings.”

“I don’t see anything the matter with the
border,” said Aunt Maria in a decided tone.

“The strings can be sponged and ironed,
and they will look as well as ever.”

So saying she handed it back to Grandma,
and turned to give Louise further commis-
sions for the city. Ruth told me afterwards
that she left like saying : *‘Give it to me,
Grandma, I will have it all freshened up for
you, and I'll pay for it myself.”

But none of us ever thought of going con-
trary to Aunt Maria’s decrees. She was the
commandgr in-chief of both households.

Grandma took her bonnet in silence, and
put it back in the drawer. She was not
growing childish, but I was sure that a tear
trembled on her eyelid as she bent her white
head an unnecessary length of time over her
drawer. She felt hurt—I know she did.
She was not a vain old lady but her tastes
were nice, and she knew as well as any of us
younger ones that her bonuet had lost its
freshness.

Grandma took her knitting presently and
seated herself by the south window in her
armchair. As I watched her I fell to won-
dering if her thoughts were going back just
now over the years to the time when Aunt
Maria was & baby. They were poor then,
and I had heard Grandma tell how she did
her own work, and made shirts for several
families to help make the ends meet. Was
Grandma recalling how she sat up nights
and sewed to earn money enough to buya
cunning little white hood, made of satin and
swan’s down, for her baby girl ? Or didshe
remember how many weary stitches it took
to earn that fine, broad-brimmed straw hat
trimmed with white ribbon, that her thir-
teen-year old daughter might, be “like other
girls 27 Perhape her mind dwelt on a story
she had often told me; how, when Aunt
Maria was nineteen, there came an invita-
tion for her to go to Boston and spend a
month,

“Maria felt bad,” Grandma's story ran,
“‘because she thought her hat wasn't fit to
woar. I had a bonnet made of a handsome
piece of velvet that my brother sent me from
Paris. I didn’t say a word to anybody. I
jast slipped upstairs and ripped that bonnet
up, then I got your grandfather to take me
to town. I had some money I had been sav-
ing up a good whilé to buy me a new bom-

her should In front there was a little
white tuft, with some tall bird's o’ paradise
feathers waving in it, The milliner seid in
needed that, so I got it besides. You've no
idea how handsome she looked, and I enjoy-
ed that forty times better than when I had
it for mine.”

Wasgrandma thinking : *‘And yet Maria
begrudges me a little new ribbon for my
bonnet, as well off as she is too I” If any
such thoughts disturbed her, they did not
appear on her placid face as she patiently
knitted on. It was only & fortnight from
that day, and we gathered again in Grand-
ma's room. There was no merry talk.

* There was that strange hush which but one

presence brings, broken only by low sad
strains of thusic, and words of conselation
spoken in sybdyed topes,

(irand slept p fully. There linger-
ed ou her dear face the light of the parting
smile she had given us at parting. Fair
flowers were all about her, and I noticed as
I bent over her for the last time, how pure
and fresh the white ribbon was which tied
her cap, and then with & pang remembered
her old bonnet strings. Dear Grandms, she
had gone where garments are without spot
or wrinkle. How she would enjoy the white
raiment, the purity, the unchanging fresh-
ness of the heavenly land !

We all loved Grandma dearly. For &
time it seemed as if we could not go on with-
out her. One day, towards evening, a longing
seiged me to look once more into grandma’s
room; so I went across the street and stole
around to the side door which opened direot-
ly into her room. It was ajar and 1 stepped
softly in. Grand’s armchair—empty |—stood
by the window. I leaned over it, trying to
picture ber as I had seen her so often sitting
at dusk hamming her favorits hymn, ‘“‘Sun
of my soul, thou Saviour dear.” But the
sound of sobbing reached my ears, and look-
ing up ] saw in the shadows, at the further
end of the large room, Aunt Maris, standiog
by the bureau., Grandma's bonnet was in
her hand. She torned it about and looked
at it as if she would torture herself with the
certainty that it was indeed shabby; then
she kissed it again and again, and bowed
her head over it in an  agony of bitter weep-
ing. And I had thought Aunt Maria self-
constrained and cold ! She had not beard
me come in, so I went noiselessly away.

Aunt Maria meant to be a good daughter.
She bad always abundantly supplied her
mother with necessities and comforts, but
she would have given all she possessed that
night in the desolate room, to be able to re-
call the thoughtless words which for the

sake of a few paltry dollars denied the dear

ald mother almost the last request she ever
made. y

“Let love antedate the work of death,”
snd now bring the sweet spices of fresh rib-
bon, a flower, a tender word, a loving
thoughtfulness, which will brighten hearts
that are weary.— Congregalionatist.

The Fall and Rise of Tige,

BY FRANE BATRD.

" He came into our lives with all the sudden
mysteriousness of a new baby. When we
came down to the kitchen one morning he was
there; that was as far as we could ever get
into Tige’s past. But he brought so much
joy along with him that we soon ceased to
wonder, or care, where he had come from or
who had brought him. It was quite enough
that he came snd stayed. -

From the beginning Tige's behavior was
excellent. He was small, grey, with two
white feet, white breast, soft when you felt
him, and when he walked he wobbled slight.
ly on his legs.

Baut he soon grew away from puppy-hood,
and as he got bigger be also got better. By
the time he was a year old he had built up a
village-wide reputation, and had done more
to get himself well regarded in the commun-
ity than many dogs have done when the
time comes for them to die of old age. 1t
was from this high place in public esteem
that Tige suddenly fell.

As to the details of this unexpected cloud-
ing of our lives—we felt that Tige was one
of us as much as was Fred, or Tom, or Em-
ma Lou, or myself—it may be said that some
of us are wanting, some are unpleasant, all
are uncomplimentary. This much, however,
is necessary to the story and muast be told.
Oue night in August, just when Tige was a
little over a year old, twenty-two of our
sheep were killed by dogs. The next morn-
ing Tige was nowhere to be found. Tbat is
the story of his fall.

Time passed, and summer slipped into
autumn., Frost came and the wooded hills
across the river took on flaming scarlet. Ice
formed at night and held fast, well into the
day. All the dogs in half a county had
been promptly shot weeks before. Grass
bad sprung on the grave where we had
buried our pet lamb—it had suffered with
the rest—but it would be quite wide of the
truth to say that we bad forgotten the
dreadful August night because time had
pushed it some’ distance back from us. Tige,
I have said, was one of us. We had rowp-
ed together. We had loved him, believed in
him. Indeed, instead of the passage of time
making us forget him, it seemed rather to
show us the wideness of the gap in our lives
his sudden going out had made. The thought
of the gay days of the past winter made a
look forward into the coming one particular-
ly gloomy. This saddened us. It made us
forget that perhaps Tige had been really
guilty of a great wrong; at any rate, it made
up glad that the evidence on the point was
confusing, and that over everything there
had settled & thick haze of mystery. This
gave us an opportonity to hope the best on
Tige's behalf, even if he were dead. . Open
discussion of the subject—all reference to
even the good qualities of our fallen favor-
ite—were strictly forbidden. We knew
father was serious when he issued this order,
so we obeyed, but we went on thinking,
wondering, thinking, and when we were far
in the fields or on the blueberry plains, we
discussed the matter together. That was
the way we took our revenge upon father.

I have said the autumn bad cvme—the
season that always bronght glorious, mellow
af It was & Sunday in Oectober.

bazine dress, but I thought a ch one
would do just as well; so I just took some of
that money and went to the best milliner in
town. [ bought a long black feather—I
knew Maria liked 'em—and I told her to
make me a hat fit to be seen in Boston, I
never let on to anybody what I'd done. But
you ought to ‘a’ seen Maria when that hat
came home. It she wasn’t happy ! I wass

There came to us a wish to discuss our
favorite subject. In a remote, quiet place,
where the sand was warm and soft, where
the pines swished sadly all about, we had
buried our one pet lamb It was out to its
grave we went for our talk that October
Sundsy. As a rule, when we came and
stood by this spot we thought our bitterest

thoughts about Tige. It was harder her:
than anywhere else to think him innoce;
or to forgive, if we thought him guilty. We
folt this was necessary there out of regard
for the dead lamb.

One day in question we had stood for some
time, and were on the point of leaving when
something rustled the fallen leaves behind
ue. When we turned we saw something
that startled us. There, low on the ground

tood resolutely by until the demonstration
was over, refusing to look jealous or dis-
pleased. Afterwards when we had bounded
off with Bingo, Tige would come shyly up to
mother to be patted. He knew she under-
stood.

As time went on, more and more of the
farm work went graduslly over from Tige
to Bingo. It had been agreed, however,
that the older dog should remain unmolested

his eyes strained full upon us, hing and
quivering, sunken to the wreck of his for-
mer self, was Tige.

Emms Lou clutched hard at my arm.
Both Fred and Tom drew sharply back. At
this Tige sank lower into the ferns and grass;
the same time he moved his lips nervous-
ly, while his tail stirred faintly in the
dead leaves behind him. We thought we
knew all of Tige's expressions; we had seen
him under suffering, when he looked asham-
ed, when his whole countenance danoced with
some merriment, but that strange, piercing
look that came from the hot, wild eyes there
in the ferne was something new and alarm-
ing. He made a sidelong, hitching move-
ment, that brought him nearer to us. With
this, fear mastered us. We turned, and,
with all our strength fled toward home.
When we told our story they listened in sil-
ence, but said nothing.

Two days later, down where we sailed
boats, Tige came to us again, This time we
were less afraid; we opened our hearts and
took him back to his old place. When he
crawled mother’s feet, over between the barn
and the wood, and she saw how wasted he
was, she, too, had pity on him. The home
coming of father, however, was a time of
great anxiety. ‘He refused to have Tige
come near him, refused his forgiveness, or
even a kindly look; but the next day moth-
er assured us that Tige was not to be shot at
present, anyway. In this we saw gleams of
hope, but gleams only. It was not till some
days after when we found Tige one morning
securely chained at the door of bis kennel,
that we fully understood that the death
sentence had been commuted to imprison-
ment—perhaps for life. But even this
thought sent our hearts bounding with a
great gladness. For a long period the small
low grave ameng the pines went unvisited.

From the moment the collar was about
Tige’s neck he steadily brightened. He
seemed to take his chain as & proof that he
had won his way, at least a short distance,
into even father’s hard heart, It wasalla
kind of recognition, If it was not a full
acquiul, it was, we were sure Tige
felt,—and we felt the same,—a kind of par-
tial)pardon. And Tige—we wondered at
tifes, if this might not mean he was guilty
—seemed delighted to suffer. Baut it
here, with his heavy chain about him, that
the bounding freedom loving dog, first show-
ed us a glimpse of his true inner greatness;
it was from the time of his chaining that
Tige began to teach ns, and we began to
learn. From here, however, the story must
hurry.

It was granted after some weeks that Tige
might have short periods of freedom during
the day, but he was always to be chained at
night, _Sometimes Whﬂl we forgot him he
would come and motion B3—towards his
chain. Other times when we were late in
thé field he would hurry us toward home.
He would always crowd as many useful acts
as possible into his free hours. There was
one thing, however, that Tige—willing and
ready as he always waa on other occasions—
positively refused to do, and that was to
hunt sheep. He would face the boldest steer
of the berd with the ferocity of a lion, but
we alwaye noticed that when he met sheep
in the road Tige slipped under the fence and
took & wide circle through the fields. On
these ocoasions we would stop and thinks but
we never made any comments even to each
other. Why should we ?* And then if Tige
had heard !

In six months frem the time Tige had
returned, for ome night he was chained
there were ten whgn he went free; in less
than a year the staple at his door was drawn,
and the chain taken to make part of the
tetter for a calf. It wae after chis that the
old bounding spirit seemed to come fully
back into Tige's life. He always ran faster,
leaped higher and looked us more steadily
in the eyes from the day he discovered that
the chain and staple were gone from his
kennel door. But this was another occasion
when he felt there was no necessity for say-
ing things we jugt thought.

To tell of all Ti}e did in the years after, of
things great and ’ittle, would be quite im-
possible. But at fleast a few must be noted.
Once when a bear was carrying off a pigin
the night, Tige set furiously upon him, and
the pig was saved, but Tige himself lost an
ear and was dreadfully torn. Again, when
a careless smoker had thrown a lighted
match in the hay of the barnyard, Tige dis-
covered the fire, gave the alarm, and a fear-
ful fire was prevented. But the greatest
deed of his life was done just as he approach-
ed old age. One autumn afterncon, as
hundreds of people were at work on the
marsh, the dike suddenly gave way. Tige,
wandering near the shore,—we always
thought he knew something was going to
happen,—gave the alarm, and, while several
cattle and horses were drowned, the people
egpaped.

It was shortly after this that we first
noticed a change in Tige. He wore a more
satisfied look, as though he had done at
least something to wipe off the great error of
his far-back youth. But he did not cease
his efforts, or attempt to rest upon what he
had done. It was plain, however, that he
was getting old. A close look showed his
eyes had filmed over. When we roamed far
he dropped behind, when we came home we
found him there before us. When a steer
or cow braver than the rest turned upon
him he would hesitate and then seem to be
afraid; he slept more than formerly; his coat
became more shaggy and less beautiful; when
he ran he limped and sometimes stumbled.
It came to us that Tige was getting old. It
was then that, after much - debate, it was
agreed that he should have a colleague and
successor.

The coming of the new dog was one of the
great testings of Tige'slife. We sympathis-
ed with him: for we knew that he knew
what it all meant. At first it saddened him;
he aged rapidly. Bat ina week or so the
old dog’s inner greatness again shone out.
We saw him brighten, “saw iu him a new
resolution to meet it all with brave resig-
nation. Looking back we can now see
this was one of the noblest things in Tige's
noble life. When the younger dog outraa
him in the field or did heroic things that
really «deserved our praise, Tige always

in p ion of the low, but comfortable
kennel, at the end of the kitohen. Bingo
was provided with quarters in the woodshed.
No change was made until after a certain
event took place ome September night when
Tige was in hiy fourteenth year. It was &
Sunday morning. The sun fell warm into
the kennel where Tige lay. His nose pressed
the sill, his right foot lay—we wondered af-
terwards if he had placed it there to remind
himself of a long-gone humiliation—in the
notch that had been cut for the chain when
Tige was young. When he slept longer than
usual that Sunday morning, we went to him,
Tige was dead.

When church time came they said we need
not go. We took Tige’s paw from the notch,
smoothed his ruffied coat as far back as we
could reach, raised his head a little, and then
for the rest of the day we let him remsin
where he was—a kind of informal lying in
state it proved. In the afternoon neighbors
—mainly those who usually worked on the
marsh — dropped along, looked at Tige,
thought a long time silently, then went
away. Bingo sat most of the day at a rever-
ent distance, with a stilled, sobered look
that we had nqot seen before. When we
thought of him at all it was to wonder at
his good behavior, which, judged by the
atandard set by Tige, was generally bad.
We hoped new responsibilities would steady
him.

The next day we buried Tige. Now, it
may seem strange that we did it—indeed,
outside people may set it down as an incon-
sistency—but when it came to choosing a
burial place for Tige we were unanimous in
saying his grave should be dug close beside
the small, low mound under which another
favorite of our earlier days had been slumber-
ing for years. There was something about
the spot that hallowed it. The swish of the
pines was sadder there, the sand softer, no-
body went there but ourselves. True, it
was the one spot to which Tige never fol-
lowed; we had seen him there once—but
once only—when he crawled to us low in the
ferns ; but never could we persuade him to
go again. Did he know—know all? Over
and over while he was alive, and many times
after his death, have we asked the question
that never could be answered. It was part
of the mystery of his great life—part of the
untold and unknowable. Semething told us
instinctively that if Tige had been permitted
to choose his resting-place he would have
selected that very spot. Aunyway, to bury
him there we felt was to do the thing most
in keeping with his life of brave penitence
and strong resolve.

We have all grown since—even Emma
Lou hag become quite large—still on Sunday
aftern when it is fine we wander far into
the pines bhere there are two low mounds.
At e head ofone of **-™ thegis notgag
—for there was nothing to ssy—from the
end of the newer, broader mouand there rises
a piece of plank, smooth on the graveward
side, and cut upon this, rather badly, are
the words:

Did Tige really sin once in the far past?
We never knew; we never tried to find out.
It was his strong, clean, after-life we saw—
that only—for that hid everything else, He
taught us that it is a weak thing to do to
allow one blot to blacken a whole life.

Their Little Economies.

VARIOUS MANIFESASIONS OF THE “‘ATTIC HAB-
1T ARE SHOWN UNCONSCIOUSLY.

The dusk was enchanting in the studio,
and the shadows deep and warm and inviting
The hostess struck a match to light the
lamp under the teakettle. *‘I might as well
light the gas, to,” she said, as she held up
the burning splinter.

“Oh, no! not yet!” protested the other
girls; “this twilight’s lovely.”

“Then I'll light the radiator. It’s getting
chilly,” insisted the hostess. Her friend got
up and blew out what was left of of the
match.

*‘That’s only her missing button,” girls,”
she explained. *When Alice ignites a
matchshe wants to light everything insight,
80 the match will do plenty of duty before

. being thrown away. 1t’s her little economy.

She’ll blow 80 cents on s pound of caady
without a wink, and then use up gray mat-
ter and burn her fingers trying to save on a
match, which was 1 of 200 she got for 1 cent.
I've seen her relight old matches. It's real-
ly pitiable.” The hostess looked guilty.
“Well, I'm glad somebody else is mad on
the subject of economizing on burned things,

1 can’t bear to throw away & nice clean pap=
er box. The lovely, enameled candy boxes;
the nice flower boxes, with the fashionable
fiorist’s name sprawling across; little boxes
from the jewelers and silversmiths; heavy,
elegent boxes that come with & bit of bric a-
brac; cute pill bo xee; it seems & crime to soll
or smash the lovely things. I have heart-
lessly crowded the family skeleton 8o as to
devote the whole top shelf to empty boxes.
At regular periods I set my teeth and olimb
up to select victims for the garbage-man,
but I can never withstand the caressing sp-
peal to my fingers of the smooth surfaces,
and put them all back again.”

“Everyone has an economical weakness
said Mildred. ““Mine’s the commonplace
one of half sheets of note-paper. I alway®s
save the unwritten sides of notes and invi-
tations. I've accumlated more mow than X
can use in a lifetime, but I go on tearing
them off.”

“Come to think of it I have a weaknessy
which isn’t at all original,” eaid Mariane
“It’s twine. That is, the pretty kind—nice
pink cord, and red cord, and gilt cord, snd
firm brown and white. I have a fat bag of
it, which keeps getting fuller. Ihate topart
with a piece of my nice cord.

“I have no such foolish idiosyncrasies,”
said Helen, “*’less its new coins. I always
keep & new coin until Pm so flat broke I
have to let it go. Almost I’d rather give an
old dime for an newspaper than a shining
new penny.

] hoard ribbons and bits of silk which
have past their usefulness; they are beyond
renovation, but I fold them carefully——,

“Do I hear theee things called economies?”
asked a derisive masculine voice, which prov-
od the advent of someone’s big brother. *“Do
you know what’s the matter with you girls®
Well, you've got the ‘attic habit’ and yov've
got it bad. Hoarding, in some form or other
is a feminine instinct, though some mascu<
lines are tainted with it. That’s why all
houses used to be built with an attic, until
space got to valuable.”

Then, being & feminine thing, the tea-kete
tle spluttered over indignantly, and the lamp
with the red shade was lighted at the sacrle
fice of a new match.

Helen Keller in Halifax.

A more than ordinary interest atiached
to the annual closing exercises of the Institue
tion for the Deaf and Damb in Halifax, held
on Saturdsy, June 29, by the presence of
Miss Helen Adams Keller, of Boston. Hon.
Dr. Parker presided on the occasion. Lieats
Governor Jones was present and gave an ad-
dress, There were addresses also by Princi-
pal Fearon, Attorney General Longley, Presie
dent Forest, of Dalhousie, and Rev. Dr.
Gordon. The work of the year appears to
bave been quite successful. The school is
affording opportunities for education of which
every deaf mute child in the province shoul@
be able to take advantage. Almost every
one has heard of Miss Helen Keller, who is
both deaf and blind and has been so almost
from infancy, and yet has learned not only
to read and write, but also to talk, exg:
her thoughts correctly by the proper organs
of speech. Miss Keller, who is now twenty-
one years of age, was born in the State of
Alabama. When eighteen months old, as &
result of a severe illness, she lost both sight
and hearing, but
Miss Sullivan—who sccompanied her to
Halifax—Miss Keller, at the age of seven,
learned the alphabet through the sense of
touch, and soon was able to read. With
this key of knowledge in hand, and with the
guidance of patient and efficient instructors,
Mise Keller made such remarkable progress
that at the age of twenty she was able to
enter Radcliff College, the Ladies’ Annex of
Harvard, and has now completed the firsh
year of the course. This young lady’s case is
a remarkable illustration of the power of &
vigorous mind, when sustained by patience
and perseverance, to triumph over the most
formidable obstacles. Considering how tre-
mendous must be the difficulties of teaching
the use of language and of abstract terms to
one who from infancy has been both deaf
and blind, one would be inclined a priori to
pronounce the task impossible. But Miss
Keller, the successful student at Harvard
University, is certainly a living and illus-
trious demonstration of its possibility. Miss
Keller gave an address at the Halifax insti-
tution on the occasion alluded to above.
« Her address,” says the report of the proe
ceedings published in the Chronicle, * was
delivered in a natural voice, which had in i8
no trace of that strained sound so common
in the speaking of the deaf. She spoke quite
fluently, with good articulation and modula-
tion. For about ten minutes she held the
audience spell-bound as she told in brief the
wonderful story of her life, and urged no one
to despair, for all obstacles might be made
but the stepping stones to »

The address was in part as follows :

¢ Dear friends:—I am glad to be with
you. Ido notat all feel as if I were in a
strange country, for I have been familiar
with the name and the story of Evangeline's
Land from earliest childhood; and when I
knew that I was at last to visit Novp%zth
my heart overflowed with pleasure. is
one of the unexpected joys which meet us
round the corner of the street of life.

«] do not know whether you understaad
what I am saying or not ; but you must feel
how glad I am to be here. am deeply,

earnestly interested in the education of thoss
who, like my;eg. cannot hear. I understand
liar diffculti

said the young matron. “I have to conf:
to a sneaking fondness for cinders. I can’t
bear to see cinders wasted. We have grate
fires in our house and I watch the maid hun-
gerily to see that she is careful always toab-
stract cinders from ashes. I know the maid
despises me for a miser, but I can’t help it
1 often scratch my own fingers picking out
burned coals on the sly."”
“Little certdinly are ty
said Priscilla. *‘Now, there’s empty boxes.

the p and di g
that beset your path—the obstacles that yon
must overcome, before you can enter inte
your rightful inberitance; but remember
obatacles are opportunities, and we can and
must make them stepping stones to the at«
tainment of our ideals. I think we can aoc«
complish anything that we undertake, if we
earnestly persevere.”
¢ Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate.
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.”

RovAL
Baking _I:owder

- Made from pure
cream of tartar.

SdgwEh food.
against alum,
Al g povie

powders are the greatest
dt::punldsy.

ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW

_ than there alresdy are.

Pe! M lar Strength.
There is this to be borne in mind in these
days when so many young men are giving so
much attention to muscular development, in
gymnastic and athletic exercises, that there
t t lar strength

strength,
fon, and

where there is not blood strength.
Hood’s %lrllpll’ﬂh 831"' blood
S P

builds up the whole system.

—The English sparrow isn't in sach bad
repute in Boston as he used to. It has been
discovered that he will eat the brown tailed
moth, and those suburbanites who bave been
victims of that pest recently only regret thas
there aren’t more of the little Cockney birde

Warts Ain’t Pretty
Who do you hang to yours ? 't know
how to care them ? Why Putnam’s Painless
Cora Exlmtot‘doe:; the work in chort order
—you just try it. Guess r druggist has
t all right—ask him, 5 g
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