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Professional Cards.

J. M:{OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
033 la N
—WILL BE AT HIS—
J2FFI0OB IN MIDDLETON,
{Over Roop's Grooery Store.)

Gvery Thurscday.
onsular Agent of the United States

agent Nova Scotia Building Society

v

—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
£ Money to loan at five per cent on Rea
O 1 DANIELS
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPH S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen 8St., Bridgetowy

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Estate.

O. S. MILLER,
Barrister, &c.

Real Estate Agent, eto.
SHA¥NER BUILDING,

B8RIDGETOWN, N. S

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5.

A

James Primrose, D. D. 8.
Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
stuceta, formerly occupied by Dr.

J Dentistry in- all its

1lly and promptly attended
Office days at Bridgetown, Monday

«nd Tuesday of each week
Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor.
ROUND HILL, N. S

25

Leslie R. Fairn,
ARCHITECT.
WOLFVILLE, -

April 1st, 1903.—1y

UNION BANK GF HALIFAX

N. 5.

Capital Authorized, -
Capital Paid-up, -
Rest, -

3,000,060
1,205,900
§25.000

DIRECTORS:
Wat. ROBZRTSON, President.
WM. Ro HE, M. P., Vice-President.
C. C. B ACKADAR, GEeo. MITCHELL, M. P. P
E. SMI .H, A. E. JONES,
GEO IRS.

Head Offes: Halifax, N. S.
E. L. THORNE, General Manager,

C. N 8. STRICKLAND,
Supt, of Branches.

SAVINGS BANK
DEPARTMENT

ited half-yearly at the
on deposits of §1.00
Savings Bank Depart-

Interest cc
rate of 3} per
and upwards in 1l
ment.

Collections receive immediate atten™
tion and prompt returns made.

BRANCHES:
SCOTIA—An Zarrington Pas
o }T\"(ITOTRI\'PT. erwick, Bridgetown
H »r, Dartmouth, Digby, Granville
x, Kentville, Lawrencetown,
iddleton, New Glasgow, Parrs-
brook, Springhill, Truro, Windsor,

e, Yarmouth.

CAPE BRETON-—Arichat, Baddeck, Glace
Bay, InvenTeur, Mabou, North Sydney, St.
Peter’s, Sydney, Sydney Mines.

NEW BRUNSWICK—St. John.

ST INDIES—Port of Spain,
BRITISH WES ) e

CORRESPONDENTS:
London and Westminster Bank, London, England
Bank of Toront d Branches, Upper Canada.
WNational Bank of Commerce, New York.
Merchants’ National Bank, Boston.

Royal Bank of Canada, St. John's, Nfld.

50 YEARS’
EXPER

Trape MARKS
DesiGns
COPYRIGHTS &C.
Anyone sending a sketch and dmcr!{mtlnn may
quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an
jnvention is probably patentable. Communien-
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Paten?
sent free. Oldest agency for securing pate
Patents taken through Munn & Co.
special notice, Without charge, in the

Scientific Amer!

mely illustrated weekly.
m!i‘g:oof uyly geientific journal.
ﬁar: four months, $l. Sold by

UNN & 0, 361Broadway,
‘Bran:

ch Office, 625 ¥ St., Wash

LAWN COTTAGE

¥ Permanent and transient boarders
\ be accommodated at this pleasant
,ﬁ conveniently located house on
Church street.

Heated by furnace.
erms . moderate. Apply to

propri-
MRS. JULIA RUFFEE.
Bridgetown, Dec. 2nd, 1902.

We have a large stock of

FLOUR,
MEAL,
FEED.

FLOUR in Five Roses, Ogilvie’s
Hungarian, Hornet, Rainbow,
Harvest Queen, Tilson’s Pride,
Delight, White Coat, and other
brands.

CORNMEAL in barrels and bags.

Feed Flour, Middlings, Shoets.

WANTED—Salt Pork, improved
Yellow Eye and Pink Eye Beans.

JOSEPH 1. FOSTER.

Bridgetown,Feb. 18 h, 1903

CHAPPED
HANDS

—AND—

ROUGH
SKIN

Our Elderweis Cream

is the finest preparation known
for chapped hands, rough skin,
smarting from shaving, chaf-
ing from saw-edge collars, and
other skin ailments. It is not
sticky, nor does it clog the
pores of the skin. It is de-
lightfully, soothing, clearing,
softening and healing, and is
just the toilet cream for fall
and winter. You cannot kelp
liking it.

Price, 25 cents

S. N. WEARE

Medical Hall, Bridgetown

CHURCH SERVICES.

Parish of Bridgetown.

CHURCH OF ENGLAND.—Rev. E. Underwood,
Rector,
81. JAMES' CHURCH, BRIDGETOWN.
School every Sunday at 9.45 a. 1. -

ay Services: 1st Sunday in the month
All other Sundays at 11 a. m. and

y Communion: 3rd and 5th Sundays at 11
a. m., 20d and 4th Sundays at 8 a. m.
_Week services: Fridays at 7,30, and other
times according to notice.
MaRrY's CHURCH, BELLEISLE.
$ ay in month, 10.30 a. m. (The Holy
Communion is administered at this service.)
All other Sundays at 3 p. m.
Sunday School: 1st Sunday in month at 9.45
a. m. All other Sundays at 1.45 p. m.
. Young's CovE.
1st Sunday in the month at 2.30 p. m.

BarTisT CHURCH.—Rev. E. E Daley, pastor.
Bible Class and Sabbath-school at 10 a, m.;
r)reuching service at 11 a. m. and 7.30 p. m.

rayer-meeting on Wednesday and Friday
evenings of every week.

GORDON MEMORIAL CHURCH (Presbyterian).—
Rev. H. S. Davison, Pastor. Public worship
every Sabbath at 11 a. m.and 7.30 p.m. Sab-
bath-Schoo! and Pastor’s Bible class at 10 a. m.
Congregational Prayer Meeting on Wednes-
day at7.30 p. m. Y.P. S, C, E. Prayer Meet-
ing on Friday at /.30 p. m. All seats free.
Ushers to welcome strangers.

PROVIDENCE METHODIST CHURCH. — Rev.

j. Hills, pastor. Sunday services at 11 a.m

30 p.m., Sunday-school at 10 a. m.

yer-meeting every Wednesday evening

7.30; Epworth League every Friday even-

ing at 7.30. Strangers always welcome.

Granville: Preaching every Sabbath at 11 a.m

and 3 p.m., alterrately. Prayer meeting
every Tuesday at 7.30 p.m,

Bentvilie: Preaching every Sabbath at 11 a.m,

and 3 p.m., alternately Prayer-meeting
on Thursday at 7.30 p. m.

SALVATION ARMY.—S. M. Munroe, Captain.
Public meeting every Sabbach at 7.00 a. m.
and 11.00a. m.; at 2.30 p. m. and 7.30 p. m.
Week services Monday, Tuesday, Thursday.
Friday and Saturday evenings at 730 p. m,
Soldiers meetings on Wednesday evenings
at 8.00 p. m.

Cause of Splitting Headaches.
Poisons accumulaie in the blood and
spread every mcment to all parts of
the body. The brain becomes congest-
ied, merves irritated, and the result is
! that awful headache.
{ Ferrozope is natura’s own remedy for
| headaches; it is a blood strengthener
and purifier of uncommon merit, a last-
ing potent tonic, and the greatest in-
vigorant and health maker known.
Headaches never bother people that
take Ferrozone after each meal. Buy
|a& box from your druggist for 50c. By
mail from Polson & Co., Kingston,
| Ont.
| Dr. Hamilton’s Pills cure liver com-
plaint.

—_—

—Some people in-their ardour for the
| work or the serious side of life neglect
that which makes it beautiful and at-
tractive, says Lady Battersea; they
!fux'gc@ that Dame Nature is not spar-
ling with her amenities; that she em-
;broidcrs the meadows with gold, that
she trails the water-lily in hen
|s@eams; that she painted the sky with
| colors that drive the artist to despair.
{ Time is not wasted in adding to the
| amenities of life; the comfort and ele-
fance of our living-rooms, the careful
arrangement of flowers, the harmony
of color and the sweet strains of mu-
‘gic, all add to the pleasures of ex-
.istence.
| TR T
| Minard’s Liniment is used by physic-
ians.

Not
An Imitator.

The reproductions of
sound by the Berliner Gram-
o-phone are firmer, louder,
clearer, more natural, richer,
truer, than any other talking
machine made. Its singing

1s real singing, not imitative squeaking, its talking is real talk~
ing, as if the speaker were there before you. :

The Berliner Gram-o-phone

is so perfect as to be often mistaken for the original.

doubt it, will let you try it,
Prices from $15 to $43.

If you

‘Can be bought on the instal-

ment plan; $1.00:.cash and $2.00 per month for 8 months.
Made in Canada, guaranteed for five years.

The hard flat maroon discs are almost indestructible.
The repertoire is practically unlimited. .

Write for catalogue and list of records.

E. BERLINER, 2315 St. Catherine St., - MONTREAL.

EMANUEL BLOUT, ‘
Gen. Mgr. for Canada.

Poetry.

IN ALL THE WORLD.

In all the world—go where you will—
You'll never find another
Who'll cling io you through thick or
ill,
And love you like—a mother,

In all the world—where'er you roam—
With sister, wife or brother,

You'll never know so sweet a home
As that one made by—mother,

In all the world—tho’ wealth

mands

For you the work of others—

You'll never find a pair of hands
To toil for you—like mother’s.

com-

In all the world—although you should
In riches nearly smother—

You Il taste no:cooking hali so good
As that prepared by—mother.
Ir all the world—though friends sin-

cere,
Are more to you than brothers,
You'll never for a moment hear
A voice as kind as mother’s.

In all the world—although you break
The tender hearts of others,

There is no heart can ever ache
For you as much as—mother’s.

In all the world—though you creafe
A pleasure for anotker,

You can give to none a joy so. great
As you can give to—mother.

In all the world—although a wife
May you in goodness smother,
There’s none who'll sacrifice a life
For you so quick as—mother.

In all the world—where you in bliss
May soon forget another,

There is no one whom you will miss
When she is gone, like—mother.

—_ -

GO RIGHT ON WORKING.

Ah, yes, the task is hard, ‘tis true,
But what’s the use of sighing?
They're soonest with their
through,
Who bravely keep on trying.
There's no advantage to be found
In sorrowing or in shirking;
They with success are soonest crowned
Who just go right on working.

duties

Strive patiently, and with a will,
That shall not be defeated;

Keep singing at your task uniil
You see it stand completed.

Nor let the clouds of doubt draw near,
Your sky’s glad sunshine murking;
Be brave, and fill your hearts with

cheer, 5
And just go right on working.

 elect Literature.

Sally Ann’s Experience.

“Come right in an’ set down. I was
jest wishin® I had somebody to talk
to. Take that chair right by the door
80's you can get the breeze.”

And Aunt Jane beamed on me over
her silver-rimmed spectacles, and hitch-
ed own chair a little to one side in or-
der to give me the full benefit of the
wind that was blowing softly through
the white-curtained window, and carry-
ing into the room the heavenliest o-
dors from .a field of clover that lay in
full bloom across the road. For it was
June in Kentucky, and clover and
bluegrass were running sweet riot over
the face of the earth.

“Yes, I'n a-piecin’ quilts again,”’ she
said, snipping away at the bits of cal-
ico in her lap. “I did say I wasdone
with that sort o’ work; but this morn-
ing I was rummagin’ around up in the
garret, an’ 1 came across this bundle
of pieces, an’ thinks I, I reckon it's
intended for me to piece one more
quilt before I die; 1 must ‘a’ put ‘em
there 30 years ago an’ clean forgot
‘em, an’ I've been sittin’ here all the
evenin’ cuttin’ ‘em an’ thinkin’ about
old times.

“Jest feel o’ that,” she continued,
tossing some scraps in my lap. “They
ain’t no such caliker nowadays. This
ain’t your five cent stuff that fades in
the first washin’ an’ wears out in the
second. A caliker dress was something
worth: buyin’ an’ worth makin’ up in
them days. That blue flowered piece
was a dress 1 got the spring beiore
Abram died. When I put on mournin’
it was as good as new, an’ I gave it
to sister Mary. That one with the
green ground and light figger was my
niece Rebecca’s. She wore it for the
first time to the Country Fair the
year I took the premium on my salt-
risin’ bread an’ sponge cake. This
black an’ white piece Sally Ann Flint
gave me. I recollect ‘twas in black-
berry time, an’ 1 had been out in the
big pasture pickin’ some apples an’ I
stopped in at Sally Ann’s for a drink
o’ water on my way back. She was
cuttin’ out this dress.” Aunt Jane
broke ofi with a little soprano laugh.

“Did I ever tell you about Sally
Ann’s experience?’’ she said, as she laid
two, three- cornered pieces together and
began to sew with her slender, nervous
old fingers. j

To find Aunt Jape alone and in a
;e;ninisr:cnt mood! This was delight-
u

“Do tell me,” I said.

Aunt Jane was silent for a few mo-
ments. She always made this pause
before beginning a story, and there
was something impressive about if. I
used to think she was making an in-
vocation to the goddess of memory.

“ “T'was forty years ago,” she began
musingly, an’ the way of it was this:

MILLER BROS. & McDONALD,
Distributing Agents - HALIPAX, N.S.

o —

Our church was considerably out of
fix. 1t needed a new roof. Some o
the window lights were out, an’ the
floor was as bare as your hand an’
always had been. The men folk man:
aged to git the roof shingled, an® win-
ders fixed, an' us women in the Mite
Society concluded we'd get a cyarpet.
We’'d been savin' up our money for
some time, an’.we had about twelve
dollars, I recollect what a’ argument
we had, for some of us wanted Ithe
cyarpet an’ some wanted to give it
to furrin missions, as we'd set out to
do at first. Sally Ann was the one
that settled it. She says at last—Sal-
ly Ann was in favor of the cyarpet—
she says, ‘Well, if any of the heathen
fail to hear the gospel on account of
our gettin' this carpet, they’ll be saved
anyhow, so Parson Page says. An’ if
we send the money an’ they do hear
the gospel, like as not they won’t re-
pent, an’ then they’re certain to be
damned. An’' it seems to me as long
as we ain’t sure what they’ll do, we
might as well keep the money an’ git
the cyarpet. I never did see much
sense anyhow,’ said she, ‘in givin’ peo-
ple a chance to damn themselves.’

“Well, wo all decided to take Sally
Ann’s advice, an” we was talkin’ about
app’inting a committee to go to town
the follerin’ Monday an’ pick out the
cyarpet, when all at once ‘Lizabeth
Taylor—she was our treasurer—she
spoke up, an’ says, ‘They ain’t no uee
app’intin’ that committee. The mon-
ey’s gone,” she says, short an’ quick.
‘1 kept it in my top bureau drawer,
an’ when I went for it yistiddy, it
was gone. I'll pay it back if ever I'm
able, but I ain't able now.” An’ with
that she got up and walked out of the
room, an’ we seen her goin’ down the
road, lookin’ . straight before her an’
walkin: right fast.

“An’ we sat there an’ stared at each
other in a sort o' dazed way. I could
seo that everybody was thinkin’ the
same thing, but nobody said a word,
till our minister’s wife—she was as
good a woman as ever lived—she says
‘Judge not.”

“An’ them two words was jest like a
sermon to us. Then Sally Ann spoke
up and says: ‘For the Lord's sake,
don’'t let the men-folks know anything
about this. They're always sayin’ that
women ain’t fit to handle money, an’
1 for one don’t want to give ‘em any
more ground to siand on then they’ve
already got.”

“So we all agreed to say nothin’
about it, an’ all of us kept our prom-
ise except Milly Amos. She had
mighty little sense to begin with, an’
havin’ been married only about two
months she’d about lost that little.
S0 that mornin’ I happened to meet
Sam Amos, an’ he says to me, ‘Aunt
June, how much money have you wo-
men got to-rds that new cyarpet for
the church?” I looked him square in
the face, an’ 1 says, ‘Are you a mem-
ber of the Ladies’ Mite Society of
Gosben church, Sam Amos? ‘Cause, if
vou gre, you already know how miich
monsy we’ve got, an’ if you ain’t
you’ve got no business to know.” An’
furthermore,” says I, ‘there’s some wo-
men who can’t keep a secret an’ a
promise, an’ some that ean, an’ I can.”
An’ that settled him.

“Well, ‘Lizabeth never showed her
face outside the door for more’'n a
month afterwards, an’ a more pitiful
lookin’ creatur’ you never saw than
she’ was when she came out to prayer
meetin’ the night Sally Ann gave her
experience.
church, an’ she was as pale and peak-
ed as if she had been through a siege
of typhoid. I recollect it all as if it
had been yesterday. We sung ‘Welcome
Sweet Hour,” and Parson Page prayed
a pra’r, an’ then called in tiﬁe breth-
ren to say anything they might feel
called on to say concerning their ex-
perience in the past week. Old Uncle
Jim Matthews began to clear his
throat, an’ I knew, as well as I knew
my name, he was fixin’ to git up an’
tell how precious the Lord had been
to his soul, jest like he’d been doin’
every Wednesday night for twenty
years. But before he got started here
come ‘Lizabeth walkin’ down the aisle
an’ stopped right in front of the pul-
pit.

“ I've something to say,” says she.
‘It’s been on my mind till I can’t
stand it any longer. I've got to tell
it or I'll go crazy. It was me that
took the cyarpet money. 1 thought
sure I'd be able to pay it back before
it was wanted. But things went
wrong, an' I ain’t known a peaceful
minute since, an’ never shall again, I
reckon. I took it to pay my way to
Louisville the time I got the news
that Mary was dyin.’

“Mary was her daughter, by her
first husband, you see. ‘I begged Ja-
cob to give me the money to go onm,,
says she, an‘.he wouldn’t do it. I
tried to give up an’ stay, but I jest
couldn’t. Mary was all I had in the
world; and maybe you that has chil-
dren can put yourself in my place an’
know what it would be to hear your
only child callin’ to you from her
deathbed, an. you not able to go to
her. I asked Jacob three times for the
money,” she says, an’ when I found he
wouldn't give it to me I said to my-
self,” I'm goin’ anyhow.” I got down
on my knees,” says she, an’ asked the
Lord to show me a way, an’ I felt
sure he would. As soon as Jacob had
eat his breakfast and gone out on the
farm, I dressed myself, an’ as I open-
ed the top bureau drawer to get out
my best collar I saw the missionary
money. It come right into my head,’
suys she, ‘that maybe this was the
auswer to my prayer; maybe I could
Lerry this money an’ pay it back
some way or other before it was called
for. I tried to put it out o’ my head
but the thought kept comin’ back; an’
when I went down into the sittin’
room to get Jacob’s carpetsack to

She set ‘way back in the |

f carry & few things in, I happened to
look up at 'the mantelpiece an’ saw
bthe brass candlesticks with prisms all
‘round ‘em that used to belong to my
mother; an’ all at once I seemed to
see jest what the Lord intended for
me to do.

*“*You know,’ she says, ‘I had a
boarder summer before last—that lady
from Louisville, an’ she wanted them
candlesticks the worst kind, an’ offer-
ed me $15 for ‘em., I wouldn’t part
with ‘em then, but she said if ever 1
wanted to sell ‘em to let her know,
an’ she left her name an’ address on
s cyard. 1 went to the big Bible an’
ﬁ: out the cyard, and I packed the

put on my bonnet. When 1 had open-
ed the door I looked up the road, and
the first thing I saw Dave Crawfurd
comin’ along in his new buggy. 1
went out to the gate, and he drew up
"and asked me if I was goin’ to town,
and said he’d take me. It looked like the
word was leadin’ me all the time,’
says she, ‘but the way things turned
out, it must ‘a’ been Satan. I got to
Mary just two hours before she died,
and she looked up in my face an’ says
“Mother, I knew God wouldn’t let me
die ¢ill I'd seen you onee more.” ’ "

Here Aunt Jane took off her glasses
and wiped her eyes. ‘I can’t tell this
without oryin’ to save my life,” said
she; “‘but ‘Lizabeth never shed a tear.
She lookel like she'd got past eryin’
and she talked straight on as if she’d
made up her mind to say jest so much,
and she’d die if she didn’t get to say
it. Well:

‘“*As soon as the funeral was over,
says she, ‘I set out to find the Jady
that wanted the candlesticks. She
wasn't at home, but her nlece was
there an’ said she’d heard her aunt
speak of the candlesticks often and
she’d be home in a fow days, aad
would send me the money right off. 1
come home thinkin’ it was afl right,
and I kept expecting the money every
day but it never came till day before
yesterday. 1 wrote three times about
it, but I never got a word from her
‘till Monday. She had just got home,
she said, and hoped I hadn’t been in-
convenienced by the delay.” She wrote
a nice, polite letter, and sent me a
cheok for fifteen dollars, and here it is.
I wanted to confess it all that day
at the Mite Society, but somehow I
couldn’t till I had the money right in
my hand to pay back. If the lady
had only come back when her niece
said she was comin’ it would all have
turned out all right, but I reckon it's
a judgment on me for meddlin’ with
the Lord's money. God only knows
what I’ve suffered,’” says she, ‘but if I
had to do it over again, I believe I'd
do it. Mary was all the child I had in
the world, and I had to see her once
more before she died. I've been a
member of this church for twenty
years,’” says she, ‘but I reckon you'll
have to turn me out now.’

“The pore thing stood thers tremb-
lin’ an’ holdin’ out the cheek as if she
expected somebody to come and take
it. Old Silas Peity was glowing at
her from under his eyebrows, and it
put me in mind of the Pharisees and
the woman they wanted to stone, and
I recollect thinkin’ ‘Oh, if the Lord
Jesus would jest come in and take her
part!” And while we all set there like
a passel o’ mutes, Sally Ann got up
and marched down the middle aisle
and stood right by ‘Lizabeth. You
know what funny thoughts peopls will
have sometimes.

“Well, T felt so relieved. It popped
into my head all at once that we
didn't need the Lord after all. Sally
Ann would do just as well. It seemed
sort of like sacrilege, but I couldn’t
hatp. it.

“Well, Sally Ann looked around, as
composed as you please, and says she,
‘I reckon if anybody’s turned out o’
this church on account o’ that miser-
able little money, it’ll be Jacob and
not ‘Lizabeth. A man that won't give
his wife money to go to her dyin
child is too mean to stay in a Christ-
ian church anyhow; and things is come
to a pretty pass . in this state, when a
woman that had $800 when she mar-
ried has to go to her husband and git
down on her knees and beg for what's
her own. Where's that money ‘Lizabeth
had when she married you?: says she,
turnin’ round and lookin’ Jacob in the
face. ‘Down in that ten-acre medder
ain’'t it’—and in that new barn you
built last spring. A pretty elder you
are, ain't you. Elders don’t seem to
have improved since Susannah’s times.
If thers ain’t one sort of meanness in
‘em it's another,’ says she. Goodness
knows what she would ‘a said, but
jest here old Deacon Petty rose up
And says he, ‘Brethren’—and he spread
his arms out an’ waved ‘em up and
down like ho was goin’ to pray—
‘brethren, this is awful! If this woman
wants to give her religious experience,
why,” says he, very kind an’ conde-
scendin’ of eourss she can do it. But
when it comes #o a weman standin’
up in the hounse of the Lord and re-
eevilin' an elder as this woman is doin’
why, I tremble,’ says he, ‘for the
church of Christ. For don't the apos-
tle Paul say, ‘“‘Let your women keep
silence in-the ehurch?”’’

“As soon as he named the ‘postle
Paul, Sally Ann gave a kind o’ snort.
Sally Ann was turrible free-spoken.
And when Deacon Petty said that, she
just squared herself like she intended
to stand there till jedgment day, and
says she, ‘The ’postle Paul has been
dead rather too long lor me' to be
afraid of him app’inting Deacon Petty
to represent him in the church. If the
’postle Paul don’t like what I'm say-
in’ let him rise up from his grave in
Corinthians or Ephesians, or wherever
he's buried, and say so. I've got a
message. from the Lord to the men
folks of this church an’ I'm goin’ to
deliver it, Paul or mo Paul,’ says she.
‘And as for you Silas Petty, I ain’t
forgot the time I drdpped in to see
Maria one Saturday night and found
her washing out her flannel petticoat
an’ dryin’ it before the fire. And ev-
ery time I’ve had to hear you lead in
prayor eince then I've spid to mysell,
“Lord, how high can a jman’s prayers
rise toward heaven when/ his wife ain’t
got but one flannel skirt! to her name?
No higher than the back of his pew, if
you’ll let me tell it.”” I knew jest how
it was,’ says Sally Ann, ‘as well as
if Maria’d told me. She’d been havin’
the milk an’ butter money from the
old roan cow she’d raised from a little
heifer, and jest because feed was scarce
you'd sold her off before Maria had
money enough to buy her winter flan-
nels. ‘I can give my experience can I?
Woll, that’s jest what I'm a-doin,’ says
she, ‘an’ while I'm about it,” says she,
‘I'll give in some experience for ‘Liza-
beth an’ Maria an’ the rest of the wo-
men who, betwixt their husbands an’
the ‘postle Paul, have about lost all
the gumption and grit that the Lord
startod them out with. If the ’postle
Paul,’ says she, ‘has got amything to
say about a woman workin’ like a
slave for 25 years, an’ then havin’ to
set up an’ wash out her clothes Sat-
urday night so’s she can get to cburch
clean Sunday morning, I'd like to hear
it. But don’t you dare to say nothin’
to me about keepin’ silence in church.
There was times when Paul said he
didn’t know whether he had the spirit
of God or not, an’ I'm certain that he
wasn’t no more inspired than you are,
Silas Petty, when you tell Maria to
shiit her mouth.”

“Job Taylor was settin’ right in
front of Deacon Petty, an’ I reckon he
thought his time was comin’ next; so
he up, easy like, with his red bandanna

candlesticks in the cyarpetbag, an’.

to his mouth an’ starts out. But Sal-
ly Ann headed himn off before he'd gone
six steps, an’ says she, ‘“‘There ain't
nothin’ the matter with you Job Tay-
ior; you set right down an’ hear what
I've got to say. I've knmelt an’ stood
through enough of your long-winded
prayers, an’ now it’s my time to talk
an’ yours to listen.

“An' bless your life, if Job didn’t
sot down meek as Moses, an’ Sally
Ann lit right into him. An says she,
‘1 reckon you're afraid I'll tell some
o’ your meanness, ain’t you? An’ the
only thing that stands in my way is,
that there's so. much to tell 1 don’t
know where to begin. There ain’t a
woman in the church,’ says she, ‘that
don’t know Row Marthy scrimped and
worked and saved to buy her new set
o’ furniture, an’ how you took the
money with you when you went to
Cincinnati the spring before she died,
an’ come back without the furniture.
An’ when she asked you for the mon-
ey you told her that she and every-
thing she had belonged to you, and
that your mother’s old furniture was
good enough for anybody. It's my be-
icf, says she, ‘that's what killed
Marthy. Women are dyin’ every day,
an’ doctors will tell you “it's ‘some
new-fangled disease, when, if the truth
were known, it's nothifit but wantin’
somethin’ they can’t get, an’ waitin’
for somethin' that never ecomes. I've
watched ‘em an’ I know. The night
before Marthy died, she says to mae,
“Sally Ann,” says she, ‘I eould die a
heap peacefuller if I jest knew the
front room was fixed up right with a
new set o' furniture for the funmeral.”
An’ Sally Ann p’inted her finger right
at Job, an’ says she, ‘I said it then,
an’ I say it now to your face, Job
Taylor, you killed Marthy, the same as
if you'd taken her by the throa» an’
choked the life out o’ her.’

“Mary Embry, Job's sister-in-law,
was eittin’ right behind me, an’ I
hoard her say ‘Amen’ as fervent as if
somebody had been prayin’. Job sat
there lookin’ like a sheep-killin’ dog,
an’ Sally Ann went right om.

“ ‘I know,” says she, ‘the law gives
you the right to your wives' earnin’s
an’ everything they've got, down to
the clothes on their backs; an’ I've al-
ways said there was some Kontucky
iaws that was made for the express
purpose of encouragin’ men in their
natural meanness—a p’int in which the
rord knows they don’t need any en-
couragin, There's some men,’ says
she, ‘that'll sneak behind the ’postle
raul when they’re plannin’ any mean-
ness against their wives, an some what
runs to the law, an’ you'rs one 'of
your law kind. But mark my words,’
says she, ‘oms of these days yon men
who have been stealin’ your wives
property an’ defraudin’ ‘em an’ cheat-
i’ ‘em out of their just dues, you'll
nave to stand before a judge that cares
mighty little for Kentueky laws; an’
all law an’ all the Seripture you ean
oring up won't save you from .goin’
where the rich man went.’

“I can see Sally Anm right now,”
and Aunt Jane pushed her glasses up
on her forehead and looked with a
dreamy, retrospective gaze through the
doorway and beyond, where swaying
elms and maples wers whispering soft-
iy to each other as the breeze touch-
ed them. -‘‘“She had on her old black
poke-bonnet and some black yara mitis
an’ she didn’t come nigh up to Job’s
shoulders, but Joh sat and listened as
if he jest had to. I heard Dave Craw-
ford shuffing to his feet am’ clearin’
his throat while Sally Ann was talkin’
to Job. Dave's farm j'ined Sally
Ann’s, an’ they had a fawuuit once
about the way a fence ought to rum,
an' Sally Ann beat him. He always
despised Sally Ann after that an’
to cali her & ‘“he-woman.” Sally Anm
.heard the shufflin’ an’ she turned round
to Davegan’ says she, ‘Do you think
your hetimin’ an’ scrapin’s goin’ to
stop me, Dave Crawford? You're one
o’ the men that make me think that
it's better to be a Kentucky horse
than a woman. Many-s the time,’ she
says, ‘I've seen pore July, with her
head tied up, erawlin’ around tryin’
to cook for sixteen harvest hands an’
sou out in the stable cossetin’ up.a
sick. mare, an’ rubbin’ down your
three-year-olds to get ‘em in trim for
the fair. Of all the things that's hard
to understand,’ says she, ‘the hardest
is 5 man that has more mercy on his
horse than he has on his wife. July’'s
found rest at last,’ says she, ‘out in
the graveyard; an’ every time 1 pass
vour house I thank the Lord that
you've got to pay a good price for
your cookin’ now, as there ain’t a
woman iu the country fool enough to
step into July's shoes.’

“But, la!”" said Aunt Jane, breakin
off with her happy laugh—the laug
of one who revels in rich memories—
“what's the use of me tellin’ all this
stufi? The leng and the short of it is
that Sally Aan had her say about
ucarly every man m the church. She
told how Mary Embry had to cut up
her wedding skirts te make clothes for
her first baby; an’ how John Martin
stopped Hannah one day when she was
arsyin’ her mother a pound of butter,
an' made her go back and put the but-
ter down in the cellar; an how Lije
Davison used to make Ann pay him
or every bit of chicken feed, an then
take hali the egg money because the
shickens. got into his garden; an’ how
\bner Page gave his wife twenty-five
sents for spending money the time she
rent to visit her sister.

Sally Ann always was a masterful
sort of weman, an’ that night it seem-
»d like she was possessed. The way
she talked made me think of the Day
of Pentecost an' the gift of tongues!
An finally she got to the minister. I'd
been wonderin all along if she was go-
ing to let him ofl. She turned around
to where he was settin: under the pul-
pit, an’ says she: ‘Brether Page, you'rs
a good man, but you ain’t so goed
you couldn‘t be better. It was jest
last weck,” says she,’ ‘that the women
:ame around beggin’ money to buy you
a new suit of clothes to go to Pres-
bytery in; an’ I told ‘em if it was to
zet Mrs. Page a new dress I was ready
to give; but not a dime was I goin
to give towards puttin’ finery on'a
man’s back. I'm tired o’ seein’ - the
ministers walk up into the pulpit in
their slick black broadcloths, an’ their
wives. sittin’ down in the pew in an
old black silk that’s been turned up-
side down, wrong side out, an’ hiad
part before, an’ sponged an’ pressed
an’ made over till you can’t tell
whether it's silk or caliker, or what.’

“Well, 1 reckon there was some of
the women that expected the roof to
fall down on us when Sally Ann said
that right to the minister. But it
didn’t fall an’ Sally Ann went straight
on. ‘An’ when it comes to the perse-
verance of the saints an’ the decrees
of God. says she, ‘there ain’t many
can preach a better sermon; but there’s
some of yeur sermons,’ says she,
‘that ain't fit for nothin’ but kindlin’
fires. There's that one that you
preached last Sunday on the twenty-
fourth verse of the fifth chapter of
Ephesians. I reckon I've heard about
a hundred and fifty sermons on that
text, an’ I reckon I'll keep on hearin’
‘em as long as there ain’t nobody but
men to do the preachin’. Anybody
would think,’ says she, ‘that you
preachers was struck blind every time
you git through with the twenty-
fourth verse. for I never hear a sermon
on the twenty-fifth verse. I believe
there’s men in this church that thinks
the fifth chapter of Ephesians hasn’t
got but twenty-four verses, an’ I'm
goin’ to read the rest of it to ‘em once

any how.”

“An if Sally Ann didn’t walk right
up into the pulpit same as if she'd
been ordained, an’ read what Paul
said about men lovin’ their wives ae
Chrigt loved the church, an’ ae they
loved their own hodies.

Now,” says she, ‘if Brother Page
can reconcile these texts with what
Paul said about women submittin’ an
bein’ subject, he's welcome to do it.
But,” she says, ‘if I had the preachin
to do I wouldn't waste no time recon-
cilin’. I'd jest say that when Paul
told women to be subject to their hus
bands in everything, he wasn’t inspir-
ed; an’ when he told men to love their
wives as their own bodies, he was in
spired; an’ I'd like to see the presby-
tery that could silence me from preach-
in’ as long as I wanted to preach. As
for turnin’ out, o’ the church,” says
she, ‘I'd like to know who’s to do the
turnin”  out. When the disciples
brought that woman to Christ, there
wasn't a man in the crowd that coulc
cast a stone at her, an’ if there’s a
man nowadays good enough to sit in
judgment on a woman his name ain’t
on the rolls of Goshen church. I
Elizabeth,” says she, ‘had as much
common eense as she’s got conscience

“sho'd “know that the matter of ~that

money didn’t concern nobody but our
Mite Society, and we women can set-
tle it without advice from you deacons
and elders.” .

“Well, I reckon Parson Page felt as
if he didn’t head Sally Ann off some-
how or other, she’d zo on all night;
so when she kind of stopped for breath
and took up the big Bible, he grabbed
a hymn hook an’ says:

“ ‘Let us sing Blest Be the Tie That
Binds.’

““He struck up the tune himself, and
about the middle of the first verse
Parson Page got up and went over to
where ’Lizabeth was standin’ and give
her the right hand of fellowship, an’
then Silas Petty did the same; an first
thing we knew we was all ‘round her,
shakin’ hands an’ huggin’ her an’ cry-
in’ over her. ‘Twas a regular love
feast; an’ we all went home feelin’ like
we’d been attendin’ a big protracted
meetin’ and got converted over again.

“ ‘Twasn't more’'n a week till ‘Liza-
beth was down with slow fever, an’
nervous collapse. We took turns nurs-
ing her, and one day she looked up in
my face an’ says, ‘Jane, I know now
what the mercy of the Lord is.” ”’

Here Aunt Jane paused, “and cut
three-cornered pieces out of the time-
stained square of flowered calico. There
was a drowsy hum from the beehive
near the window, while the shadows
were lengthened as night approached.

“One queer thing about it,”” she re-
sumed, ‘“was that while Sally Ann was
talkin’ not one of us felt like laughin’.
We sat there as solemn as if the par-
son was preachin’ to us on ‘lection and
predestination. But whenever I think
about it now, I laugh fit to kill. And
I've heard many a time that Sally
Ann’s plain' talk to them men done
more good that all the sermons us wo-
men had had preached to ne about bein’
‘shamefaced and committin’ ourselves
to our husbands, an’ every omne o’
them women come out with new
clothes that spring, an’ such a change
as it made in some of them. I would-
n't be surprised if she did have a mes
sage to deliver, jest as she said. The
Bible says an ass spoke up once and
reproved a man, an’ I reckon if an
ass can reprove a man, sO can a wo-
man. An’ it looks to me like men
stand in need of reproving as much
now as they did in Balaam’s days.”

“How about you and Uncle Abram?”’
I suggested. “Didn’t Sally Ann say
anything about you in her experience?”’

Aunt Jane's black eyes snapped with
somse of the fira of her long-past years.
“La, no, child,’”" . she said, “Abram
never was that kind of a man, an’ I
never was that kind of a woman. I
recollect, as we was walking home
that night, Abram says sort of humble
like, ‘Jane, hadn’t you better git that
brown merino you was lookin’ at last
county court day?’

*“An I says, ‘Don’t you worry about
that brown merino, Abram. It's a-
lyin’ in my bottom drawer right now.
1 told the storekeeper to cut it off
jest as soon as your back was turned,
an’ Miss Simpson is goin’ to make it
next week.” An’ Abram he jest laugh-
ed, and says, ‘Well, Jane, I never saw
your beat.” You see, I never was no
hand at submittin’ myself to my hus-
band, like some women. I’ve often
wondered if Abram wouldn’t ‘a been
jest like Silas Petty if I'd been like
Maria. I've noticed that wRenever a
woman’s willin’ to be imposed upon,
there’s always a man standin’ ready
to do the imposin’. I never went to
no law-book to find out what my
rights was. I did my duty faithfully
to Abram, and when I wanted any-
thing I went an’ got it, and Abram
paid for it, and I can’t see but what
we got on jest as well as we’d ‘a done
if I'd a-‘submitted’ myself.””

Longer and longer grew the shadows
and the faint tinkle of bells came in
through the windows. The cows were
beginning to come home. The spell of
Aunt Jane’s dramatic art was upon
me. I began to feel that my own per
sonality had somehow slipped away
from me, and those dead people, evok-
ed from their graves by an old wo-
man historian seemed more real to
me than my living, breathing seli.

“There now, I've talked you clean to
death,”” she said with a happy laugh,
as I rose to go. “But we've had a
nice time, an’' I'm glad you come.”

The sun was almost down, as._
walked slowly away. When T looked
back at the turn of the road, Aunt
Jane was standing on the doorstep,
shading her eyes, and peering across
the levol fields. I knew what it meant.
Beyond the fields was a bit of wood-
land, and in one corner of that you
might, if your eyesight was good, dis-
cern here and there a glimpse of white.

SHYLOCK

Shylock was the man who
wanted a pound of human
flesh. There are many
Shylocks now, the convales-
cent, the consumptive, the
sickly child, the pale young
woman, all want human flesh
and they can get it—take
Scott’s Emulsion.

Scott’s Emulsion is flesh
and blood, bone and muscle.
It feeds the nerves, strengthens
the digestive organs and they
feed the whole body.

For nearly thirty years
Scott’s Emulsion has been the
great giver of human flesh.

We will send you a couple of
ounces free.
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,

Toronto, Ontario.
soc. and $1.00 ; all druggists.

v
[t was the old burying.ground of Gosh-
n church; and I k:gv by the strain-
d attitude and intent gaze of the
vatcher in the door that, somewhere
n the sunlit space between A
Jane’s doorstep and the little country
churchyard, the souls of the living and
the dead were keeping a silent tryst.

FOUND AT LAST.

Several years since a party of north-
an farmers, mechanics and small re-
.ail dealers formed a society in Re-
vere, Mass., o insjitute an investiga-
don in regard to the climatic condit-
wons end business opportunities down
Soutn, and after three years of person-
al investigation through the South
they finally decided that the best alf
year climate, the most healthful sec-
tion in the union was at Pinebluff,
North Carolina, in the high sand hills
»f Moore County, a point on the main
ine of the great Seaboard Air Line
Railway, seventy miles south of Ral-
vigh the capital of the State. In the
sarly summer of 1901 they sent two
nen down to spend the summer so as
to see the effect of going south dur-
in ‘the suminer “montgs. -One of the
warly was more than sixly years old
and had suffereii with rheumatic trou-
Jes for several years. He was relieved
of the trouble soon after he reached
N. C., and made favorable reports. In
the winter of 1901 they sent down
three families, two from Mass., and
one froin New Hampshire, to clear up
lands, Luild temporary houses and cul-
tivate the ground and report results.
It has been shown that lands that
were im the native woods March 1st
were clearod of trees, stumps and
trash, fenced and planted and ° crops
yathered at a cost of about $25 per
acre. The land yielded seventy-five te
sighty-five dallars an acre planted in
sweat potatoes, and after payi ten
dollars an acre for the land it left &
‘lear profit of about forty dollars am
acre, and from the informalion gath-
wred the settlers’ report that the land
will after the first year produce great-
»r yields than the first season’s crops.
There are many New Englanders and
Northern people going to Pinebluff,
ind a ecity charter has been granted
by the State of North Carolina.
Hon. J. W. Pope, formerly of Marl-
hore, Mass., i= Mayor. Of the five
Tity Commissioners four are Northern-
ers, amongz whom is Mr. N. Q. Stew-
art, son of J. P. Stewart, of the
‘oal dealers of Charlestown, Mass.
Pinebluff, N. C.. is the town im
which Mr. John T. Patrick of the Sea-
hoard Air Line Railway has his home,
and it ie just six miles south of the
nrosperous winter health and pleasure
resort, Southern Pines.
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VEEONICA MEN DUCMED TO DIE.

i

St. John, N. B., May 14.—A cable to
William Thompson & Co., this evening
orings word from Liverpool that the
veronica mutineers were convicted of
murder to-day in the Liverpool court
and were sentenced to death. The
prisoners numbered four.

The Veronica was a bark, owned by
Wiliam Thompson & Co. On the high
seas last September some of her erew
mutinied and then ensued one of the
most atrocious series of murders which
have been chronicled in the annals of
the modern merchant marine. Captain
Shaw (who is a P. E. 1. man) his
mate, and five of his crew were shot
or driven overboard.

The mutineers provisioned a boat,
fired the barque and left. They were
sicked up and taken to Liverpool, but
the story of their awful crimes was
giveh out by one of the number and
the trial of four of tho men followed
with the result stated in to-night's
cable.

Revolution in Newfoundland.

Since the introduction into Newfound-
land of the new Inhaler Remedy ‘‘Ca-
tarrhozone,” the treatment of catarrhal
diseases has been entirely revolution-
ized. The old-time snuffi and internal
medicine has been cast aside and ev-
eryone is inhaling Catarrhozone; it
clears the head and throat in - two
minutes, and is very .agreeable and
pleasant to use. Catarrhozone is a
wonderful cure for Coughs, Colds, Ca-
tarrh, Asthma, Bronchitis, Lung Trou-
bles and Deafness. It relieves quick+
ly and cures permanently. We adifise
our readers to try Catarrhozone. Price
31.00, trial size 23c. Druggists, or
Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont.

Dr. Hamilton’s Mandrake and Butter-
nut Pills,
sy

THEORY OF NEW ALLIANCE.

Despite repeated denials Russia‘s de-
signs on Manchuria are well under-
stood. It is suspected that when the
proper time comos Russia will assert
her sovereignty over Manchuria with
perhaps more of the northern part of
hina.

England will take the Yangise val-
ley, which is now in her ‘‘sphere of in-
fluence.”” and the adjoining territory.
France may extend the border of
French Indo-China so far east and
north as she pleases.

Such an understanding, if it exists,
would upset the balance of power im
Furope. It would mean a change ia
the map of the world.

I know MINARD'S LINIMENT will
cure Diptheria.
JOHN. D. BO[‘TTLL{ER.
French Village.

I know MINARD'S LINIMENT will

cure Croup.
J. F. CUNNINGHAM.
Cape Island.

I know MINARD'S LINIMENT is the
best remedy on earth.
JOSEPH A. SNOW.
Norway, Me.

—Biddeford had a unique social fuic:
tion the other day. It was a case of
a marriage engagement suddenly brok:
en off at the last moment, and the
young lady, instead of weeping in her
room, invited her friends to her home
and they had a merry feast of the
wedding cake; then she returned her
wedding gifts to her friends. Probably
she had a quiet little cry when the
merry party had all departed, but it
was not chronicled in the papers.
Neither do they relate how the young
man and his friends celebrated the oc-
casion,

From Kingsion Post Off ces

James McGuire letter-carrier, who
was almost totally disabled by corns
on the soles of his feet, has been cured
by Putnam’'s Painless Corn and Wart
Extractor; it’s the best. !
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A number of Australians have lands
ed in Vancouver, looking for work,
They are of all classes, “ifrom the bank
clerk to the drain-digger,” to use the
phrase of a Vancouver newspaper.
Hard times, due to the “‘seven years’
drought,” are the cause of migration.
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Ask for Minard'e and take no other.




