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J. M. OWEN,

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
O .&ce in Annapolis, opposite Garricon gate
~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.) ‘
Every Thursday.

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

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. 0o.’s.

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

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Head of Queen 8t., Bridgetowa

Money to Loan on First-Claes
Real Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
#» the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

ENTISTRY!
DR, F. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.

Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W, HARRI§, |

Barrister, - - Solicitor, |

Notary Public, etc. |
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.;
|

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent. }

James Primrose, D. D. §.
Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
te. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week. |
Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801, 25 of

J. B. WHITMAN, |
Land Surveyor,|
ROUND HILL, N. S.
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Fine . ...
o0 . ...
Printing . .
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Good Stock,

Meat Workmanship,
Wp=to-Date Styles,
Prompt Exrecution,
Reasonable Prices,

Satisfaction to Patrons.

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

[RLI6L

for Scratches

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

®

FOR  SALE AT

Medical Hall,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Notice to the Public

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

t family medicine and KING OF BLOOD

URIFIERS. for the eure of Rheumatism,
Dyspepsia, Scrofula, Torpidity of the Liver,
Jaundice, Sick Headache, Constipation, Pains
n the Back, Female Weaknesses, and all im-
purieties of the blood, I would say to those in

r health that I will send by mail to any ad-
ress on receipt of price. Herbaroot Tablets.
200 days’ nreab_ment, w'i‘t,h guarantee, 1.00

LT
Seis 25
Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,
stops Headache and relieves Asthwa.

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

WANTED

Good, smart agent to represent usin Nova
tia for the sale of hardy Fruit and Orna-
mental stock. Sample case supplied free. Good
pay weekly. We offer special inducements to
any one who will make a speciality of orna-
mental business, having over 600 acres in culti-
yation we are in a position to give best possible
satisfaction. Apply now. Pelham Nursery Co..
Toronto. Ont.

TO LE'T

The Brick House belonging to the
estateof 1ate Robt, E, F'Randolph,

}ggrbaroot Powder, per package....
Inhaler

Finest Lines

..IN..

Wedding
Stationery.

Satistaction Guaranteed.

Monitor = ~ =
Job Printing = «

April 3rd, 1901,

Department, = «

RIDGETOWN . .....
OOT & SEOE STORE

MY SPRING STOCK IS NOW NEARLY COMPLETE.

My Men’s lines of FINE CONGRESS and BALS made by the well
known firm of John McPherson & Co.,, Ltd., (union manufac-
tory), are the best I have ever had in quality and style.

My Ladies’ lines of BUTTON LACE and LOW SHOES are out

of sight for style and price.

I am handling the CANADA GRADE in all lines of RUBBERS.
No risk in buying these goods, for every pair is warranted to
give good satisfaction; if not, return them and a new pair will

be given for them.

DRESSING and LACES o6f all 'dnds always in stock.
Call and see fur yourself

Murdoch’s Block,
Granville Street.

E. A. COCHRAN

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

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. Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

and Cornet in a few days.

In Fee

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.

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

e K

PEHCHOTY.

Loetry,

APRIL IN THE HILLS,

Today the world is wide and fair

With sunny fields of lucid air,

And waters dancing everywhere;

The snow is almost gone;

The noon is builded high with light,

And over heaven’s liquid height,

In steady fleets serene and white,

The happy clouds go on.

The channels the bare earth
steams,

And every hollow rings and gleams

With jilting falls of dashing streams;

The rivers burst and fill.

The fields are fall of little lakes,

And when the romping wind awakes

The water ruffles blue and shakes.

And the pines roar on the hill.

run,

The crows go by, a noisy throng;
About the meadows all day long
The shore-lark drops his brittle song;
And up the leafless tree
The nuthatch runs, and
clings
The bluebirds dip with flashing wings
The robin flutes, the sparrow sings,
And the swallows float and flea.

nods and

1 break the spirit’s cloudy bands,

A wanderer in enchanted lands,

I feel the sun upon my oands;
Andfar from care and strife

And far from care and strife

The broad earth bids me forth. I rise
I bathe my spirit in blue skies,

And taste the springs of life.

I feel the tumult of new birth;

I waken with the wakening earth;

I watch the bluebird in her mirth;
And wild with wind and sun,

A treasurer of immortal days,

I roam the glorious world with praise
The hillsides and the woodland ways
Till earth and I are one.
—Archibald Lampman, from

of Earth.”

Selest  itevature,

“Lyrics

A Knight of the Bighway.

(By Clinton Scollard.)

(Continued.)

He walked on several paces medi-
tating the while. Pole-pulling was
much harder work, doubtless, than
picking hops, but then the pay was
more. If he were going to turn his
back upon his old ways, he might as
well begin whole-heartedly. He wheel-
ed swiftly toward the two men seat-
ed in the door of the kiln. They ceas-
ed speaking as he drew near, and re-
alizing that his mood might change
if he beat-about the bush, Rossiter
went straight to the point.
~ “I overheard you say,” he began,
‘““as I was passing just now, that yom
are going to be short of a pole-pick-
er. I'd like to have a chance at the
job, if you’ll let me.”

“Let’s see,”” answered Parmelee, as
he leaned forward to scan Rossiter’s
face more closely, “what’s your name
I don’t seem to recall.”

‘‘Rossiter.”

“Oh, yes! Come
boys, didn’t you?”’

“Nes.™"

“Ever pull poles?”’

“No I have not, but I was watch-
ing the chap named Gridley of whom
you were speaking—he pulled for my
box today—and I think I can do as
well as he.”

Parmelee looked Rossiter up and
down.

“l guess you’ll do,” he remarked
with one of his gruff chuckles. “I’'ll
show you the trick in the morning.”

“Thank you.” said Rossiter, turning.
away.

“Obliged to you,” answered Parme-
lee. “Glad you spoke about it. Helps
me out considerable.”

Rossiter walked from the farm-
yard with a sense of elation. His
blood seemed suddenly to pulse more
swiftly, and mounted to his head
like wine. He paused an instant at
the gate, wondering if Joe Becraft
had returned, thinking to tell him of
the step he had taken, but Joe was
not among these who were loitering
there. He glanced up and down the
road, debating which way he should
stroll, not caring to join his gossip-
ing fellow-pickers. One add
him, but he replied briefly and turn-
ed to the right, in the direction op-
posite from that which he and
craft had taken the evening before.

“Rum feller, that,” said one of
those at the gate.

“Yes,”” said another, ‘“‘sort of a
cross ‘tween a tramp an’ a dude,’ a
remark which evoked a burst of mer-
riment.,

with the Becraft

! a8 yet to return

Rossiter felt that he was the sub-
ject of their mirth, but this realiza-
tion did not lower the pitch of his
mood. He smiled, put his should®s
back, and swung away briskly into
the dusk. He was conscious that he
was rapidly putting ofi indifference.
It did not occur to him to doubt his
ability to succeed in the work which
he had elected to undertake on the
morrow. The waxing half-disc of the
new moon cast hlS shadow belore hlll\
and in this and the chirr-song of the
crickets there was suthcient compan-
ionship. He was glad he had not
found Becraft.

After he had proceeded thus alertly
for half a mile, the highway dipped
sharply into a wide and deep vale
that was packed with the dense shad-
ows of night. Beyond, upon an oppo-
site crest, a group of fir-trees thrust
their dark pyramids into the sky. Ros-
siter had no mind to plunge into this
gloomy” void, so he scated himself in
a fence corner above the road. His
back against the rails, where he was
able to watch the climbing moon, and
hghted his pipe. He was more freée
with his tobacco now that he had
something like steady employment.

In the darkness not far distant a
wood-thrush was sending up its final
evening flute-notes. Rossiter listened
to the rapt soloist, having no thought
of the past nor the future, conscious
nly of the present. When the bird
ceased singing there was still the or-
chestral music of the crickets for his
delectation. The moon was well ris-
en in the heavens by the time his pipe
had burned out, yet he had no desire
to the farm. The
vala below had gradually emerged
from its obscurity and had brimmed
with moonlight like an enormous
bowl. He fancied he could make out
the forms of grazing -cattle, and
caught the silvery moon-sheen upon
running water. The half-distinct pan-
orama held him until his attention
was taken by a sound which he pres-
ently made out to be the footfalls of
a pedestrian along the road from the
direction of the Mertons.’

The large, slouching figure of a
man at length came into view. Di-
rectly opposite where Rossiter sat the
wayfarer paused. A wide-brimmed
folt hat so hid his face that all Ros-
siter could distinguish was a stubby
beard. @ The whilom tramp at once
set the new-comer down as one of the
indigent fraternity to which he had
so recently belonged, and having no
desire for speech with him, did not
move. But the man in the highway,
halted as Rossiter had been by the
vast dip and sweep of the land, cast
his eyes about as if for a spot to
rest before going farther. On the re-
clining form upon the bank, clearly
revealed by the moonlight, his glance
naturally fell.

‘““Hullo!”” he said in gruff surprise.

“Hullo!” answered Rossiter reluct-
antly.

“Campin’ for the night?”’

‘“No, not exactly.”

‘“Room for two, partner?”’

“I haven't a mortgage
place.”

The man had moved several steps
in Rossiter’s direction, but the tone
from the fence-corner had not been es-
pecially cordial, and he now stopped.

“Got any terbaccer about yer?” he
enquired, as a means of renewing the
conversation.

“None to spare.”

“Huh!” said the man, ‘“‘you’re not
very damn friendly.”

He pushed back his hat, and for
the first time the moonlight fe’l upon
a countenance that if once seen was
not likely to be forgotten. It was
tawny-bearded almost to the close-
set eyes, and the effect was at the
same time fantastic and repellent.

“Whiskers!”’—Rossiter’'s lips uncon-
sciously framed the name by which
this man, Hart Dawson, was common
ly known among his associates.

The mind of tbe younger vagabond
reverted with swift distinctness to a
certain chilly night in the Arkansas
bottom-lands when he, with Hart
Dawson and a pal of the latter, had
sought shelter in a rough lean-to.
Chance had made the three compan-
ions, and they had shared fortunes
for several weeks. In the heart of
that bitter night Rossiter had wak-
ened, bitten to the bone by the cold,
to find himself alone, the thick coat
which he had wrapped about him gone
in its pockets the few small coins he
possessed. . It was a sharp experience
and while Rossiter was not one ol
the sort to cherish a grudge, he had
reason to bear the man before him
small good-will.

His first impulse, born of the keen
recollection of the suffering of that
night, was to assail Dawson there
and then, and have revenge in some
sort, if he might, for the contempt-
ible theft and desertion. He control-
led himself, however, and made no ef-
fort to rise, hoping not to be recog-

on the

nized. But the working of his lips

)and his very apparent ‘emotion did

not ‘escape the notice of the man in
the ‘road. He leaped up the bank,
and, not knowing what to expect,
Rosditer felt compelled to get upon
his feet. So in the fence-corner they
f; each other, the one curious, ag-
gressive, bulky and brutal; the other
tens¢ with restrained passion, alert
and sinewy.

“Blast me,” ejaculated Dawson, his
unexpressive countenance - showing
amazement and discomfort in so far
as that was possible, “if it ain’t
Charlie Ross!” This was the name
that some of his wandering compan-
jons had jocularly given to Rossiter.

“Well,”” said the other coolly, “what
then?””

Dawson quickly recovered his com-
posure,

“Ye don’t seem glad to see me,
he remarked.

“I've had greater pleasures.”

“Q, come now Charlie, what's the
use of standin’ off like that with an
ole pal? 'Twan’t me so much as it
was Lanky Bill as done ye dirt. Let’s
pateh it up. You're bound fer Watur-
bury, 1 take it, where they've made a
camp fer the boys, an’ are feedin’ 'em
good grub an’ so am I. Let's toddle
along together like friends.”

Rossiter’'s hands were clenched at
his side. A cold rage was growing on
him at the man’s effirontery.

“Where I am going,”’ he said icily
“is my own concern and not yours,”

The two measured each other stead-
ily for several seconds, their eyes up-
on a level, for they were of equal
height and then Dawson’s glance
shifted.

“Ye always held yerself too cussed
good fer common folks,” said he.

“You'd better move on ‘Whiskers’
said Rossiter.

Their eyes met again, and presently
Dawson drew back a pace and finally
descended to the highway.

“Ye can go to hell, fer all o’ me,
he remarked, and shambled down the
roadi towards the valley.

”

”»

”

vi
THE NEW POLE-PULLER.

As Rossiter came out from break-
fast the next morning, which was
Thursday, he found Jack Parmelee
awaiting him.

“I was lookin’ for you,” said Mr.
Parmelee’s factotum. We'll go over
ahend of the rest, an’ I'll show you
how it’s done.”

They crossed the road together,
Parmelee swinging a hop-dog in one
hand.

“You ain’t a farmer,” said he, eye-
ing Rossiter.

““Not exactly,” answered the latter,
“though I've often done farm work.”

“Well, there’s a dum sight worse
things than farmin.” You don’t find
me shet up in a shop peddlin’ calico
an’ jew-jaws to a lot o’ fussy women.’

“Yes,”” answered Rossiter with a nod
air is the natura' place for a man.”

“None o’ your town life fer me!”
said Parmelee. “There’s too much
blamed noise; too many pesky people
about.”

“Perhaps I should have been a far-
mer,” said Rossiter. ‘“‘I’'m not partic-
ularly fond of a racket and a crowd.”

“You've lived in town though; that
is plain enough to see.’

“Yes,” said Rossiter with an
“How'd you guess it?”

“Qh, it’s easy to tell; in the first
place, you don’t talk like a country-
man.” :

They had reached the hop-field by
this time, and made their way to
where the box in which Rossiter had
picked was standing.

“You'll pull for these three boxes,”
said Parmelee, indicating .the one
near them, the one where the Becrafts
had been and the half-box which Miss
Merton and her cousin had used.
“The girls won’t trouble you much.
They're pickin’ for health or pleasure,
whichever you've a mind to call it.”

Parmelee now swung the strap of
the hop-dog about his neck, and after
cutting the vines of one hill very near
the ground, proceeded to show Ros-
siter how the pole should be loosened.

“Oh, youdl make it go,” said he,
having seen his pupil lift two poles
with seeming ease.

Rossiter was then instructed in re-
gard to stripping the poles after the
hops had been picked, and in stacking
them Indian-wigwam. fashion by mak-
ing a basis of four po.ss fastened to-
gether by a piece of vine about three
feet from the top and then -spread
wide apart at the bottom. Just as
the lesson was over the pickers be-
gan to cross into the yard. Rossiter
had said nothing to the Becrafts in
regard to his new departure, thinking
it would be rather good fun to sur-
prise them. He was bringing a sec-
ond pole to lay across the end where
Mrs. Becraft and her daughter picked
when the family approached, Joe lead-
ing the way.

He observed Rossiter and came to
a dead stop.

“What in thunder are you up to?”
he demanded.

“Can’t you see?”’ said Rossiter.
“Can’t you see?”’ said Rossiter.
“You've got a new pole-puller.”
“Well, I'll be blowed!”” Joe exclaim-
ed, while the others expressed their
astonishment in variowg small out-
cries; “I thought you’d néVer been ib
a hop-yard before.”

“This is my first experience, I as
sure you’’ said- Rossiter, and then he
informed them how the change had
come about.”

“We’ll make you hustle!”’ cried Joe,
breaking off a long branch from the
end of a vine and beginning to strip
the hops into the box. “Yov’ll wish
you’d never been in a hop-yard be-
fore night.”

“1’ll risk it,” answered Rossiter
good-naturedly, moving away to at-
tend the pickers under his care.

Work had been going on for an
hour or more when Miss Merton and
Miss Densmore appeared in the field.
Rossiter spied them coming, and had
a pole ready for them when they got
to their box. Both girls recognized
him by a. slight inclination of the
head, and he replied to their saluta-
tion by removinghis cap.

“We've a new pole-puller, I see,”

commented Miss Merton, with a cer-
tain pretty air of propri.etorshlp in
everythine that was going on. i
pose you won’t find it so hard as Mr.
Gridley seemed to.”
. At this instant Joe Becraft set up
a shout of ‘“Hop-pole!’”’ so Rossiter
thanked her for her kindly wishes and
hurried away.

“What a polite pole-puller,” ex-
claimed Miss Merton when Rossiter
was out of hearing. “Who is he, 1
wonder?”’

“Aren’t pole-pullers usually polite?”’
inquired Miss Densmore, smiling a lit-
tle. “I thought the one of yesterday
was very attentive to our wants.”

“Yes, he was, but there is a differ-
erence even in pole-pullers. Did you
notice the way this man took his cap
ofi? Why, you might have been bow.
ing to some one on Keneseo street,”

By and bye Jack Parmelee paused a
moment to chat with the two girls.

“How does your mnew pole-puller
get on?” was the first question he

asked. :

“Oh, beautifully,” responded Miss
Merton. ‘Do you know his name?”

“ ‘Rossiter’ ”’ is what he calls him-
self.”

“That sounds rather gmbiguons.
Do you think that isn’t his name?‘_’

“No, I’ve no reason to think so.’

“How’d you get hold of hima? He
doesn’t . work about here. T under-
stood that all the pole-pullers were
men from near by.? £

{

od.

Parmelee then explained how he had
happened to emply Rossiter,

“He came with the Becrafts over
yofider,” he said, indicating them b;
a nod, ‘“mill people from Fnlluburgi
Very likely he’s a mill hand, but I
don’t care what he is so long as he
looks after you an’ the rest. We're
mighty short o’ help. Well, I declare”
he concluded, glancing into Miss Den-
more’s box, “if you ain’t makin’ a
picker! Miriam’s nowhere!”’

“I don’t talk as much as Miriam
does,” said Miss Dunsmore demurely.
“You can,” cried that young lady
‘only you won't.”

“I don’t think it’s at all likely ’at
she can,” said Jack Parmelee with a
grimace. ‘’Tain’t possible! But here!’
he exclaimed suddenly, ““I can’t waste
any more valuable time on you two,”
and off he posted to a distant part
of the field, where a stentorian voice
‘wea bawling ‘“Hop-sack!”

Rossiter thoroughly enjoyed minis-
tering to the wants of the two girls.
It had been many a long day since he
had been thrown into even the remot-
est contact with women of refinement
and though he had little speech with
Miss Merton and her cousin, he had
them. Occasionally the former ad-
dressed a remark to him or plied him
plenty of observation to observe
with a question, feeling free to do so
as Mr. Merton’s daughter, but held
himself scrupulously aloof unless his
services were required, and was care-
ful to say nothing unless he was first
spoken to. Miss Merton’s sunny tem-
perament and gay spirits pleased and
amused him. but he found Miss Duns-
mre’s personality far the more attract
ive. Furthermore to him she was fair
er to look upon. Her complexion was
remarkable for its clarity, Now and
then, when she was speaking, in her
cheeks a faint flush like the tint of
of the briar rose blossom would come
and go. Her eyes, of the deepest blue
met those of the person with whom
she was conversing with an open and
confiding glance. Constancy was mir-
rored in them, and they seemed like
twin wells of purity agd truth. One
little lock of hair, in which the sun-
beams ambushed. had a way of escap-
ing from its confinement, and, crink-
ling across her brow lent a soft
witchery to her face. Her voice rip-
pled in sweet modulations, and her
laugh, which was never loud, had in
it a beguiling contagion,

“Gettin’ acquainted?”’ asked Joe Be-
craft that afternoon, as Rossiter tar-
ried an instant by the box where the
Becrait family were busily engaged.

It was not the first remark of the
sort that Joe had indulged in, and it
jarred on Rossiter, he hardly knew
why. He was well aware that it was
natural for Becraft to thus express
himself, and that what he said was
meant wholly in good part, but in-
wardly he resented it; and while he
endeavoted not to show this in his
reply, Joe was quick to see some-
thing was wrong, and thereafter was
more careful how he referred to Miss
Merton and Miss Dunsmore.

During the two days that followed
Rossiter was quite as cautious as at
first not to address any conversation
to the two girls unless they invited
it. The free-and-easy life of the hop-
fields, however, soon made itself felt
in their intercourse, and when Miss
Merton and her cousin discovered that
their pole-puller was intellectually
their equal, whatever he might be
from a social point of view, they oft-
en chatted freely with him during the
occasional intervals when he was not
busy and happened to be standing
near. They began, moreover, to have
considerable curiosity concernig him
for despite his rough clothes it grew
to be evident that he had sometime
been accustomed to a difierent environ
ment in which he was now placed

“I don’t believe he's a mill hand at
all,” announced Miss Merton, during
one of the talks the two had concern-
ing him.

“You speak as though you had an
intimate acquaintance with workers
in mills,”” Miss Dunsmore replied with
some amusement.

“Well, mill-hands don’t pick you up
when you misquote Shakspere,” and
as though she regarded this as proof
positive that she had established her
point Miss Merton hastened off upon
another theme. '

When Saturday night came Rossiter
prcposed to Joe Becraft that they
should walk into Hintonville together.
Before™ starting he appeoached Par-
melee into whose good graces he had
rapidly advanced by the admirable
in which he performed his work, and
requested that he be paid the amount
due him for labor.

“It’s not accordin’ to our custom”
said the jovial manager, ‘“but as long
as I'm pretty sure it isn’t whisky you
want to spend it for, I don’t mind
seein’ that you’re accommodated.”

““With such a pair of shoes as these
the only ones I possess,”’ said Rossiter
pointing to his delapidated footwear,
“jt isn’t very likely the money’ll go
for drink.”

Both men derived much pleasure
from their walk. They found the
streets of the little town bright with
purchasers and strollers came in from
the country and in the shops Rossiter
saw many faces that he recalled from
his old college days. After having lig-
uidated the small debt he owed Be-
craft, he invested in a pair of stout
shoes at a sale that chanced to be in
progress and also in a cheap razor
and a few toilet articles. He then
had just a dime remaining.

“Just enough for two beers!” he ex-
claimed, pitching the little silver disc
into the air and catching it as it de-
scended.

Joe protested against his spending
his last cent, but Rossiter insisted
that it was ‘‘his treat’—se the two
went into the bar room of the Hin-
tonville House where the desired bev-
erage was speedily forthcoming. As
Rossiter placed his empty glass on the
bar a bacchanalian college ditty he
used occasionally to roar through the
streets with a few choice and congen-
ial spirits (a ditty which embalmed
the name of a former proprietor of
the Hintonville House) unrecalled for
years, went lilting through his brain—
“Down to Powers’ we will go,

Let the laager freely flow,
Then go reeling to and fro

Back to Alma Mater!” 3

It had a very rakish sound but it
never meant much more than the nat-
ural outburst of the exuberance of
youth.

______#

Minard’s Liniment is used by physi-
C ans.

Minutes of Western Road Board.

Meeting of Western Road Board met
et Middleton, April 15th, 1902.

Present Chairman E. H. Porter and
Councillors Purdy, Gesner, Thomas,
Bath and Pickup.

The list of road officers for Ward 4
as annexed, was read and adopted.

Roap SurvEYorRs WARD 4.

11 Howard Messenger.
I2 Willlam O. Hall,

13 Goorg;

14 John Tem

15 Norris Mi:

16 Anson Mader,
17 Fletcher Bent.

James Gilliatt.
Sydney Foster,

0.
w:ﬂ‘t::ﬁfuu::.lw.
Henry Jackson.

9 Charles Milbury.

Ordered: That Outhit Wright be
road surveyor in District 10 Ward 5
in place of Frank Chute, and that
Melbourne Hudson be road surveyor
in District 14 Ward 5 in place of Wm.
Sarty.

Ordered: That Saml. C. LeCain be
appointed road surveyor in road Dis-
trict 5 Ward 8 in place of Fred A.
Rice removed.

Ordered: That Edward Wright be
road surveyor in road District 9 Ward
9 in place of Joel Long named at the
annual session 1902.

Ordered: That Samuel Snell be road
surveyor for road district 12 in Ward
9 in place of Geo. H. Harris named
at the annual session.

Ordered: That road district No. 9 be
extended to mouth of the Milner road
so called.

Ordered: That the road leading from
road district No. 17 at Vietory in
Ward 9 to the residence of Wm. Oicle
be added to road district No. 17.

Ordered: That Caleb Sarty be road
surveyor in district 5 Ward 6.

Ordered: That Jas. Rhodes and
Frank Mills be road commissioners
for Granville Ferry district.

Ordered: That the name of Austin
Nass be substituted for Austin Dares
in order passed at January session
Ward 14.

Ordered: That Albert Hebb be road
surveyor in road district No. 2 Ward
14 in place of Playmus Shafier, and
that Wm. Cashman be road surveyor
in place of Alonzo Cashman in road
district No. 9 Ward 14, and that
Spurgeon Rawding be road surveyor
in road district 15 in place of Spur-
geon DeLong, and that Joseph E.
Rogers be road surveyor in road dis-
trict 19 in place of Wm. Rogers, all
in Ward 14.

Moved that Board adjourn subject
to call of chairman.

1
2
3
5
6
; i
8

E. H. PorTzEg,
Chairman.
Middleton, April 15th, 1903.

Miuutes of Eastern Road Beard.

Eastern Roag Board cenvened in
Oddfellows’ Hall, Middleton, April 15,
1902, F. R. Elliott in the chair.

Present, Councillors Whitman, Out-
hit, Elliott, Grimm, Morse, Fitch,
Buckler and Oakes.

Minutes of last meeting read and
approved.

Ordered: That R. B. Fisk be road
surveyor in district 8 Ward 3.

Ordered: -That Frank Brown be road
surveyor in district 12 Ward 3 and
that John 0’Neil be road surveyor in
district 16 Ward 3 in place of Ritson

Bent.

Ordered: That Alfred Layte be road
surveyor in place of Jonathan Morri-
son in district 9 Ward 13.

Ordered: That Busby Gates be road
surveyor in place of Isaac Middlemas,
deceased, in district 8 Ward 2 and
that Owen Fales be road surveyor in
district 12 Ward 2 in place of Owen
Phales, also that Thomas R. Jones
be street commissioner in the town of
Middleton.

Ordered: That Frank Crawiord be
included in road district 19 Ward 2.

Ordered: That Lemuel Elliott be
road surveyor in district 13 Ward 3
in place of Samuel Elliott, also that
J. P. Goucher be road surveyor in
place of Allen Gates in district 21
Ward 1.

Resolved, That Willard P. Morse be
road surveyor in district 6, Ward 12,
in place of Whitman Ruggles.

Ordered: That C. F. Armstrong be
road surveyor in district 9 Ward 12
in place of David Gates, deceased,
and that George Gates be road sur-
veyor in district 20 Ward 12 in place
of Andrew Malcom and that Abner M.
Saunders be road surveyor in place of
H H. Saunders in district 24, Ward
12

Resolved, That the Chairman of the
Road Board ask the government to
provide funds to expend on roads and
bridges in case of emergencies that
might arise after the amount allotted
to the Wards had been expended.

Board adjourned subject to call of
chairman.

F. R. Euuiorr, Chairman.
J. E. Oaxxs, Secretary.

MANUAL TRAINING.

o

“The busiest man in Canada’ as
Premier Tweedie described Professox
Robertson, told his audience at Fred-
ericton that Sir William MacDonald
kad put $3,000,000 into McGill univer-
sity and ‘‘was prepared to do the
same for the Manual Training move-
ment.” The scheme for the towns
was but the prelude to a similar, but
far greater, scheme for the rural
schools. The towns’ scheme had now
41 teachers engaged, and all along
the line the fullest measure of success
was being experienced. The training
centres for teachers at Ottawa and at
Truro would probably graduate some
18 or 20 well qualified instructors in
June, and already many enquiries
were being made by school authorities
anxious to start the work. In all, 15
Manual Training schools had been
opened outside of the MacDonald
schools, seven of them were in Nova
Scotia. The movement had gone
ahead faster than its most sanguine
friends had hoped, and he trusted that
the newer schemes would have as
large a measure of success.

Messrs. C. C. Richards & Co.
Gentlemen,—After suffering for seven
years with i tory r t
so bad that I was eleven months con-
fined to my room, and for two years
could not dress myself without help,
your agent gave me a bottle of Min-
ard’s Liniment in May 1897, and asked

me to try it, which I did, and was so
well pleased with the result that I se-
cured more. Five bottles completely
cured me and I have had no return of
the pain for eighteen months.

The above facts are well known to
everybody in this village and neigh-
borhood.

Yours gratefully,
A. DAIRT.

St.. Timothee, Que., May 16, 1899,

A pipeful of “Amber” Plug Smoking
Tobacco will burn 75 minutes.
“Test 1t

—Kid boots and shoes may be beau-
tifully cleaned by dipping a bit of a

sponge in white of egg to which has

been-added a little ink and a few drops
of oil and rubbing well.

.

STRANGE RESURRECTIONS.

(London Tit-bita.)

There are few life-dramas more ine
teresting and remarkable than those
oi men who, having mede & com-
plete failure of life, become dead to
the world, and in a different environ=
ment ‘rise on the stepping-stones of
their dead selves” to a better and reéy
generated life. g .

One of the most striking of recent
novels tells the story of a Canadian
lawyer—a bloodless, ~seli-secking, cyn-
ical man—who, after leading & worth-
less life which brought no bappiness
even to himself, is cut edrift from i%
by an accident whaich destroys his
reason and memory for a time.
reason  returns to him he finds him-
gelf in the back-woods, hundreds of
miles away from his home, and here,
in the lowly role of a village tailor
he sets himself the task of atoninﬁ
for the past by a life of honest wor
and human kindliness, which closes
in act.of martyrdom. This is the plos
of Gilbert Parker’s ‘Right of Way.’

Improbable as such a story may ba
it has equally striking counterparts
in real life, the last act of ome of
which was played out less than a
year ago in the East End of London.

Jdn the ecarly ecighties there was no
more dissipated and hopeless young
man in the north. of England than
G. M—. the son of a wealthy kancan-
shire manufacturer. He had, been sent
down from Oxford, and on his return
home brought such disgrace on his
family bv his low assoaates and bad
habits that one night his father turn-
ed him out of the bhouse and forbade
him ever to return. A few days later
the unfortunate young man’s hat and
coat, with a Jetter of farewell, were
jound on the beach near Blackpooy
and it was concluded that his life’s
short tragedy was ended.

Nearly twenty years later the fath-
er received an urgent summons to Lon
don, as it proved, to the deathbed of
the son whose tragic end he had
mourped a score of years before. It
appeared that after the youth had cut
himseli finally adrift from the old life
by leading the world to suppose that
he was drowned, he drifted to Lon-
don, intending to lose his identity
there among its millions of human
atoms. Here he came under the in-
fluence of & good mapn, to whom ha
told his story, amd who imduced him
to start life anew on different and
better lines. /

‘After a few months’ training be.be-
came a lav reader and preacher and
the balance of his life' was given to
good work in the most squalid slums
of the East End, where he won the
afection and respect of all. But the
lifc of hardship and self-denial devel-
oped the seeds of consumption in
him, which perhaps his early dissipa-
tion had sown, and he died happy in
his father’s arms.

This is perhaps as strange a story
as was ever woven into fiction, and
yet the literal truth of it is known to
hundreds.

An even more remarkable example
of a reformed life was that of John C
a young Cornishman. whose life clos-
ed to the world in the early’ summer
of 1867. The son of well-to-do and re
spected parents, he fell early into
evil habits and the companienship of
fow , associates. Even his mother’s
death, for which his disgraceful con-
duct. was largely responsible, failed to
change his life; and the cliniax came
when, in a drunken brawl, he struck
ore of his associates a blow which at
the time seemed fatal.

In a sudden impulse of remorse he
rushed down to the sand beach and,
unseen by any, plunged into the sea
with the object of swimming until he
was exhausted and the waters should
close over him. This, as far as the
world knew, was the end of his wast-
ed life; and, indeed, his very memory
was almost forgotten, when two .years
ago, news came to the Cornish village
that the long-lost brother had sud-
denly died in Melbourne and had left
a fortune of £30,000 to be equally di-
vided among his brothers and sisters.
The would-be suicide had been picked
up a mile out at sea in a half-con.
scious condition, by a passing vessel
and had been taken to Melbourne.
Here, with the terrible lesson of his
wrecked life behind him, he began the
task of reformation and succeeded so
well that when he died as John M—
he was one of the most flourishing
and respected business men In the
community.

R b

SCHOOL REFORM.

(Coast Guard)

The vigorous agitation for reform
in our school system, and for revis-
jon of certain tcaching methods, may
yet bear wholesome fruits. Aftent
somewhat extensive grubbing the crit-
ics are getting down to the ‘Toot of
the evil, or rather evils, for there are
several defects, to the existence of
which the public mind is finally awak-
ening. And if the education officialsg
are fully alive to their duty, they will
probably begin to cast about for a
remedy. )

There has always been an undertona
of complaint, not without reason.
Some ten years ago the subject was
ventilated in the public press, but the
few who compared the expensive ma-
chinery of the system with the meagre
results of the common schools, and
called for a general overhauling, were

-gpeedily frowned down. The current

is now setting strongly in the othen
direction. There is apparently & gen-
eral conviction that the common(
schools, in particular are coming mno-
toriously short . of the promise “of
their important calling.  The failure is
trained in the main to an over-loaded
course of study, and .the hard mechan-
ic grind in getting ready for passes,
which almost invariably defeats the
ends of true learning. The latter has
been set aside in some of the best
schools in the United States. The
former, however, is just as much of
an abuse. The youthful mind is hard-
ly capable of grasping, much less ac-
quiring, a working knowledge of the
many branches, so widely different in
nature, which are thrust even upon
the junior grades. There is .an ap-
pearance of progress, but it is often
deceptive to the last degree. It looks
pretty, but it does not last. It leaves
the mental soil scratched, but not
cultivated. The pupil in most ‘cases
leaves school to launch out upon &
great sea of uncertainty. If he keeps
afloat at all, it is by msing the facts
of experience picked up as he goes
along, not the theorics drilled intos
him while at school. The grand spe-
cific against this evil should be sim-
ple enough. The subjects assigned to
each grade should be pruned sparing-
ly. Retain the fundamentals, but lop
off the fads.

Stomach and Bowel Trouble,

A promptly satisfactery cure fom
cramps, colic, indigestion, heartburn,
biliousness, sick stomach and summer
complaint, is a few drops of Nerviline
in sweetened water. Nerviline at once
relieves pain and suffering, eradicates
the cause of the trouble and cures pers
manently. Polson’s Nerviline is the
best general purpose remedy for inter-
nal pains known; it aets so quickly
that no household should be without
it. Buy a 23c. bottle of Nerviline fo~
day, it’s all right. .

Hamilton’s pills cure




