lprqfcssional cards,

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
ffice in Annapolis, opposite Garricon Gate.
—~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICHE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Every Thursday.

Cmsular Agent of the United States.
NAN Q,

Agent Nova Scotia B ety

SAT.US POPUILI

PREMA LEX HST.

BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olas
Real Hstate, “w

~——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 saiisfactory attention given
to 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 Ce.

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

ENTISTRY!
DR. F. 8. HNDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
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, CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

$1,500,000
900,000
505,000

25 of

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

DIRECTORS:

‘WM. ROBERTS0N, WM. ROCHE,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, Esq.
J. H. SYmons, Es
3 TCHE £sq., M.P.P.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

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

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money omn
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. 8.— N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage.

?)nrtmouth, N. S.—L W. Allen, acting
manager.

Digby, N. S.—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,
aoting manager.

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

New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.

Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. O. 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 2nd Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

A. BENSON
UNDERTAKER

and Funeral Director.

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

(}qhinet Work also aitended to.

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

Notice to the Public

As T am an@uthorized agent of the Herbaroot
Medical Company, of Montreal, for the sale of
Herbaroet Tableis and Powders. the
gem, family medicine and KING OF B D

URIFIERS, for the.cure of Rheumatism,
Dyspepsia, Serofula, Torpidity of the Liver,
Jaundice, Sick Headache, Constipation, Pains
in 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-
ess on receipt of price, Herbaroot Tablets.
dny?’ treatment, w‘x_bh guarantee, - $L.00

50
50
25

I i
Herbaroot Powder, per packa
Inhaler i
Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,
stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

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

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

-  WEDNESDAY, JULY 24 1901.

In the hour

Busingss

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

of your need don’t

forget that the

(Ueekly  IMonitor
Job Department « =

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

* = =

*

* s ®

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

W PRINT

Wetterheads,
emoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,

Visiting Cards, MBusiness Cards,

or any Special Order
" that may be required.

{UeekIy Monitor,

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

Bridgetown, N. S.

PLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

our prices.

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

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

Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

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

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

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

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

Loetey,

The Safest Safety Wheel.

L ife, my boy, is & bicycle path,
And work is the wheel you should ride

If you would mount to the orest of the hill
And coast down on the other side.

Just oil the with ch
And see that the parts are in trim,

Then straddle the saddle and pedal on
With a ready, steady vim.

Don’t start with & rush up the hill of life—
Just pedal a medium gait;

Remember that those who *‘scorch” at first
Are likely to finish late.

hi. ful

Grasp the handle bars of the wheel of work
With a firm hold—not too tight !

Then sit up straight, like » man, and push—
Push for the road that’s right !

You may wabble gpit, and punctures, too,
May cause you to dismount,

away to—attend to some business, and may-
be I wen't be back till afterndon, but you
stay right here and wait till I come.”

“I will,” mormured Rosamond, sleepily.

You—you wait till brother comes !” Joe
sgain turned with a break in his voice.
Don't let ’em take you—visiting to anyone.”

The June sun’s earliest rays touched Joe
a8, six miles from the farm, he entered a
busy manufactaring town, and coming to
the first mill, took his stand patiently on the
office steps. He had been walting an hour
when the scrub-woman arrived with mop
snd pail.

“I've come to see if I can get a job here,”
he said. “Do you know whether they're
short & hand 1"

“Well, of all things I” exolaimed Mrs.
MoNsll. “Why, where are you from ?”

“ No wonder you've got a tuckered look,’
she said, when Joe had explained to her the
point he considered essential; und with her

But plug up the holes with smiles and pluck ¥ wpathice enlisted, kindly Mre. McNall

They are the plugs which count.

There are other makes of machines than
“Work"”—
There’s the “Idle,” the *Lezy,” the
"Re.t"
And hosts of others of tempting style,
But the one called **Work" is best.

It’s & low gear wheel of homely frame,
But it’s safe and sure and strong,
And the man who rides it persistectly

Can never in life go wrong.

So straddle the saddle of **Work,” my boy,
And pash it along with pride,

Till you get to the top of the hill of life,

Then you'll const down the other side.

—Joe Kerr, in New York Herald.

mﬁc'fnf{ 'gimamiz.

Bfother Joe.

¢ MARY M. BOYNTON.

Mre. Field caught sight of him trudging
at her husband’sside, and her sewing fell to
her lap.as she leaned forward and intently
scrutinized the youngstranger. He appear-
ed very small, and she wondered again if
they had done a wise thing in’giving the
solicited country home to this orphaned
child. - A boy of only eight years, as sturdy
as this one, could even now be of service to
the thin man leading him through the gate,
and in a few years the young shoulders
might easily assume tasks under which the
older ones bent.

It had been with this possibility in mind
a3 well as with a generous purpose that the
Ohio farmer and his wife had responded to
the appeal of the overcrowded orphan asylum
in the neighboring city. If the boy proved
obedient and good in disposition, they would
adopt him and treat him as their own son.

Now at her husband’s approach, Mrs.
Field rose, slipping her needle into her sew-
ing. Asshe opened the door, she uttered a
warping. “Rosamond is asleep,” she said.

She laid a kindly band on the boy's

shoulder as she took his straw hat and small
bundle. *‘So this is Joe,” she said with &
smile. .
Joe was absorbed in a vision of a just-
awakened child. Fair hair, curling closely
from the pressure of the little head, circled a
delicately beautiful face which qndmlly
broke into a welcoming smile for the solemn
boy gazing at her across the sunlit room.

“This is Joe, darling,” said the mother,
placing the child upon her feet. ‘‘Won's
you go and shake hands with him ?” The
usually shy child unhesitatingly advanced.
“I'll show you the chickies,” she said. She
clasped the boy’s hand with her rose-like
palm, and with the touch something was
born into the lonely boy's heart.

In a few weeks the four years of Rosa-
mond’s life were to her as if they had never
been. No baby memories could live in the
present delight of a life with a Joe whose
somewhat stolid exterior covered unrivalled
powers of entertainment and tireless devo-
tion. When in the fall, the district schoel
claimed Joe, the happy hours were those in
which his shaggy head reappeared over the
brow of the hill; the chore-time, in which
she trotted at his heels, and the evenings
when Joe was in turn dog, horse or “‘nice
bear”—with mother and father smiling in
response to childish glee.

Joe was twelve years old when, one day,
standing at the kitchen baking board, he

CARRIAGES!

Just arrived, one carload of Car-
riages, built by the Brantford Car-
riage Co. These goods are unex-
celled, none as good in quality,
workmanship or style. The best
is always the cheapest.

The famous * Starr’ Cart
The BEST on earth,

The “McCermick”
Mowers and Rakes!

These goods speak for themselves,
obtaining the highest awards both
at Paris and Chicago Expositions.

Harnesses, Plows, Harrows, Cultivae
tors, Seed Sowers, Bicycles,

Call and examine goods.
Terms to suit customers.

D. G. HARLOW.

Bridgetown, May 15th, 1901.

HONORED
at
HOME and ABROAD.

The only Institution in the Maritime Provin-
ces in affiliation with the

BUSINESS EDUCATORS’
ASSOCIATION,

of Canada, and the

INSTITUTE of CHARTERED
ACCOUNTANTS,

of Nova Scotia, is the

HALIFA
KAULBACH & SHURMAN, Proprietors.

aPRING FOOTWEAR!

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

“King” Shoe

For comforf, styleyand perfect
workmanship these Shoes are the
standard of the Twentieth Century
production.
next door to the Post Office, will

convince you that you can save

A call at my store

money and get perfect satisfaction

in your purchases of footwear.
W. A. KINNEY.

—New York Life says: ‘‘The Boston
Transcript upbraids Mr. Barrie for the de,
generation of ‘Sentimental Temmy:’ It says
to him: *This peanut doll you have hung
on a fence never thould, and never can be,
confused with the old Tommy, the endeared
Tommy, the Tommy of flesh and blood and
living soul.” That is harsh, but it expresses
the feelings of many rebellious readers. Is
it just? Has Mr. Barrie done a good and
warrantable literary job, or an unwarranta-
ble one? That is what we would like to

know. It would gratify a public that likes
to see right prevail to have Thomas Sandys
sue Mr. Barrie for defamation of character
in the book called “Tommy and Grizel,’ and
have a competent jury bring in a verdict.
oS e A

The population of Ottawa as taken by the
Dominion census enumerators totals 57,778
as compsred with 44,153 in 1891, an increase
of 13,624.

ddenly put into words a fear which, for
some time vaguely haunted him, and had
been given definite form and force on the
preceeding day. :

“T'd feel like I couldn’t stand it if evershe
found out I wasn’t her truly brother,” he
said. Joe's fear came from a childish
taunt of the school ground : “He isn’t your
traly brother I” But to Rosamond the
words had beer empty.

“He ie, too ! she had declared vehement-
ly, clasping his sunburned hand, with a
challenging lift of her little sunbonneted
head.

Had the little fearful cloud from that day
hanging in Joe's sky been apparent to all, it
must have been lost sight of in the great
shadow which, long hovering, now suddenly
settled upon the country home.

¥ the stricken man
had said; and the words frequently repeated
themselves to the woman struggling to keep

Sara o Yo
00 Wali udve wo0€,

the little home, to hold to retreating life,

only for the sake of s helpless child. For it
was Joe who had set the example of resum-
ing daily duties on that day when it seemed
as though all duties must cease; Joe, whose
courageous whistling about his tasks brought
the first answering heart note.

The most willing hands never performed
the impoesible, and when, on a-summer day
two years later, Rosamond clung sobbingly
to her brother Joe as the only one left to
her on earth, the debton the small farm
was one which covered its value.

To Joe, through words of kindly neigh-
bors which he overheard by chance, there
came a realization of life as it now stretched
before himself and the little sister, and also
a heart sickening fear. ‘For it seems there
ain’t a relation near at all, either side,” was

hurriedly interviewed a neighbor.

“Seems they ard unexpectedly short a
boy,” she said, “and I've spoken to the ma-
chine-tender for you.”

Mrs. McNall—a widow who had been
pensioned because of her husband’s noble
services in & mill fire—gave to the two child-
ren a motherly care which thrice the *‘board-
money” that Joe prondly lald in her hand
could not have compensated for; and ber
thrifty fiogers fashioned the dress which
caused Joe to inquire, with a boy’s uncer-
tainty, but with a ralsing elation. *‘I guess
she looks about as well as any of 'em don't
she ?”

No aspect of the little girl's life escaped
Joe’s solicitous watchfulness. He pursued
unfailingly, if in seoret, a monthly column
of advicé to mothers on the bringing up of
children, and proposed for Rosamond a diet
which Mrs. McNall rejected, In amazed in-
dignation, as only fit for a two-year old. The
school reports were regularly examined and
judiciously praised or commented upon with
as much sternnees as Joe could command
when R d’s face was upraised for the
verdict. While Joe as a working man did
not attend the Sabbath schools, yet in the
Sabbath afternoon walks, which were the
crowning delight of his life, he closely cat-
echized Rosamond as to the morning's lesson,
and admonished her to abide unfailingly by
its teaching. On Sabbath evenings Joe in-
variably occupied a rear pew of the church
where he had acately decided he could ob-
tain the most lucid explanations of the
dutles of life.

Rosamond had for three years watched
nightly from gate or window for her brother
—who had for two years proudly held his
advanced position of *“’back-tender”—when
came the night that Joe for the last time
passed through the the turn-atile of the mill.

The mill, ina financial crisis, had closed.
Joe, as was his custom when he was troubled,
walked long that night; but whatever his
thoughts during the vigil, only steadfsst
courage was written on his face when, on the
following worning, he kiesed Rosamond and
was off to look for work.

“I’ll look after her just exactly as if you
were here, you can rest easy about that,”
Mre. McNall said, answering an unspoken
thought as Joe pressed all but a little of the
money he had into her hand. The words
were Joe's comfort during the following

days.
It was of no use to look for work in that

panic-stricken town, and Joe searched to
the north. Ten day later he entered the oil
region of the state, and within an hour he
stood, cap in hand, at a derrick asking his
customary question.

In the twilight Joe, whose size and
strength were unusual for a boy of seven-
teen years, appeared a man to the driller
eying him.

*I've got a tool-dresser here with a maeh-
ed thumb,” the driller said. *‘You can help
him out for the night, anyway.”

This was Joe's ‘“‘start” in the oil-field.
After a three months’ appreaticeship—at
hardly living wages, but that did not mat-
ter, as the little hoard left behind still pro-
vided for Rosamond—Joe was a tool-dress-
er,” receiving the regular wages of three
dollars a day. His hammer's swinging
blows could bhardly express the joy of a
heart which beld but one'sorrow, suggested
in his reply to Rosamond’s ples, “‘I can't
have you with me now, Rosamond; you see
I'm here and there and everywhere—but
there’s a good time coming !"

Joe had been for & year a proficient tool*
dresser, when the largest oil-well of the
region *‘came in” not a mile from Joe's ata-
tion. A great boom was on. Men went
wild; 1and was leased for miles about; drillers
were at & premium, and in the stress Joe was
given a chance for which ke had hoped and
prepared.

By the time Joe had successfully drilled
three wells he was a recognized ‘‘driller,”
with pay of four dollars and a half a day.
In a year Joe Field was known throughout
the oil territory as “‘a mighty good driller—
a mighty smart youang fellow,” and it was
now that the current of Rosamond's life
flowing smoothly under Mrs. McNall's wise
and watchful eyes, was suddenly changed.

It was early in September that Joe, taking
the south-bound train that should carry him
ta Roaamerd, found in a vacant leu_t__g_Lif_lle
book, bound in white and gold.~ He read it
from cover to cover—then agaln. The pro-
spectus of *“The Elmdale School for Girls”
had probably never before been so diligent-
ly studied. He gazed long at the views of
the fine building, artistically furnished
rooms, vistas of lawn, and longest at por-
traits of president and teachers and at
groups of happy girls students.

As his journey drew to a close he re-read
the paragraph promising the genui home
influence, the faithful guidance of mind and
heart *‘that shall make our daughters “‘as
corner stones.” **That’s the place for her,”

Fifteen-year-old Rosamond heard his plan
and decision with tears which only Joe's
presentation and eulogy of the little book
could check. Her brother's great heart
pang came when the blue eyes smiled, and a
flush of happy excitement rose in the tear-

ined face, but his mind was made up; he

said. “‘Bat Joe'’s such an lly strong

was determined

and good boy some farmer will, glad &b,
give him a home; and Rosamond’s such &
pretty and sweet child that if she’s put in the
Orphan’s Home she will be real well adopt-
ed.”

Joe’s heart beat fiercely in his throat, and
in the sleepless midnight hours his boy heart
and mind became those of a man.”

Rosamond opened her eyes but to dark-
ness when awakened by the touch of Joe's
hand on her face.

R d,” he whisp

d, *I've got to go

She must be réady to start by September
twelfth,” he said, interviewing the principal
dress maker of the town. After an uncer-
tain step toward the door Joe turned to pro-
duce the white and gold book. *I ain's
much on clothes,” he said, ‘“‘so I can’t give
you instructions, but here’s the idea I want
filled out.”

The olever seamstress understood to the
extent that when Rosamond safely escorted,
entered the doors of the “Elmdale School,”

her personal belongings entirely harmonized
with her delicate beauty of face and form.

And Rosasmond, crossing the threshold,
none the less certainly stepped into *her
place.” The well-known school had never
sheltered one more innately suited to, per-
haps unconsciously longing for, its simple
grace of life; and never had a pupil won a
place in the affection of instructors and gay-
hearted companions more quickly than the
orphaned child, brought to the gatea of girl-
hood and of Elmdale School by Brother Joe.

“Brother Joe” became a romantic charac-
ter to Rosamond’s school friends. They pic-
tured him as a patriarchal elder brother of
perhaps twioe Rosamond’s ago; and even
Rosamond, as the years of her school life
passed and Joe stood to her through all in
the position of a father, came to look bn him
a8 much older than he really was. Indeed,
the brief, business-like letters of Joseph Field
to the head of the school gave no hint that
they were written by one old only in respon-
sibility and manly work accomplished.

Joe, in the three years, had sprospered.
Attaining as a driller a degree of expertness
that put bim always in demand, he had a
year before Rosamond’s graduation day,
made & venture, the outcome of which had
succeeded his greatest hopes. Studying the
Iand adjoining*the recognized oil field, he
had leased a hundred acres, not up to this
considered promising, and had awaited the
widening of the field. When, in six months,
good wells had appeared on either side of
his land, Joe, by an offer of half-share in the
lease, had secured a moneyed partner, and
had begun to sink the well which wase—
through his careful arrangement—to make
him none ‘the poorer, and perhaps far the
richer. Notwithstanding the outward com-
posure which characterizes the experienced
field man, Joe's heart beat fast during the
days when, under his skilful touch on the
rope, the great tools forced their way to
and through the rock. The moment the
well proved “‘a gusher” of two hundred bar-
rels a day, Joe’s cap went into the air, and
he gave a great exultant shout.

This meant the pretty home in the city
near by, where he could have a little sister
surrounded with comforts and luxuries, with
motherly Mrs. McNall installed as house-
keeper.

This was the picture in Joe’s mind as—
with his first thought for personal appear-
ance, attired in what he considered the best
—he was swiftly drawn toward the spot
which held for him all dear upon earth. But
one faint shadow was outlined in Joe’s sunlit
landscape. It lay in a letter Joe knew by
heart—a sweet, girlish confession and plea
to the big brother whoee word was law. She
did not ask it yet; first would come the
happy home life, so long hoped and planned
for. Butthen! And then confident happy-
heartedness ! She knew he would approve
of and like Arthur—the president’s nephew—
whom in her three years’ continuous stay in
the president’s home she had grown to know
%0 weil. ** But oh,”—to the delight of her
gay heart—** he is so afraid of you, Joe!
He quakes at the thought of your verdict.”
And then, at the close, one little line which
said to Joe's comprehending heart that the
young sister’s happiness was at stake.

« Well, if he's the right sort all through 1”
thought Joe in his final review, with both &
sigh and a smile.

Two ladies and a girl student entered the
car at the station next to that which was,
for Joe, all important.

+T don’t believe he is on the train,” the
young student said to the ladies, in an un-
dertone that Joe heard. *“And Rosamond
will be so disappointed !”

Then Rosamond’s love story was sym-
pathetically told by one of the ladies to her
friend—and also to Joe.

His face glowed at the praise of his sister,
but a sudden weight of fear fell on his heart
at the succeeding words. *‘She is evidently
of as fine a family and as favored in fortune
as the Dunlaps themselves, which must be
gratifying to their.pride. I understand her
brother is a prominent oil man, and alto-
gether the little romance has not a shadow
upon it.”

Joe heard no more. A new world wae
spread before him, in which—as he vaguely
called to mind etories picturing -society—
young hearts were joined or broken accord-
ing to the dictates of family pride. And he,
in his ignorance and roughness—he suddenly
saw himself as he must appear—he repre-
sented his Rosamond’s * family !"

Joe stumbled to his feet as the car stopped,
and followed the unsuspecting speakers;
then, as the train rushes on, he stood hesi-
tatingly in the darkness surrounding the
circle of ligbﬁnt the station.

“Oh, Rosamond,” he heard the girl’s clear
voice say, *“ he didn't come! Not asoul got
off but us and a working man—or boy

rather.”
Yes, there, at last, she was—the little

sister. A very flower of girlhood in her trim
white suit, with her fair hair curling out
from under her sailor bat, and her face paling
again in disappointment, but smiling again
at the assurance, * He will surely come in
the morning.”

Joe's pain was resolutely forced back that
he might judge impartially the young man
from whom the deep-toned assurance came.

Joe was satisfied. The little sister’s hap-
piness was scfc in the keeping of the athletic
youog owner of that firm and pleasant face.

When Joseph Field’s name was announced
late that evening, the president of the Elm-
dale School rose from his desk, stepped for-
ward and stopped ; not so much in surprise
at the fact that the young man who had en-
tered his library was little more than a boy,
a8 at sight of that boy’s face. It was tired
and white.

«1'd like to have a few words with you,
sir,” said Joe, with the composure that he
had gained in his walk of miles; and in his
quiet voice he told the hitherto unknown
facts of his own and Rosamond’s life.

¢ It has been my one deep-lyiog fear,” he
said at last, *“ that she’d ever come to know
1 wasn’t her brother. She—well, she was
all T ever had, you see! And I've so far
argued with myself that it was best, on her
account, for her to think, and for others to
think, that she had some one who bad &
right to stand between her and a pretty hard
world ; but now, fearing—through some sud-
den knowledge I've come to—that my being,
as you see, just a plain, hard-working man,
might in some way act against her, I've come
to.state the facts to you, sir, hoping she’ll
pot be affected now that it's known just how

it stands; for she, Rosamond herself, comes
of a very fine family, sir.” Joe leaned for-
ward anxiously.

¢ While I can’t tell you much,” he con-

tinued, I know that her father had been a
teacher once, and her mother was a minister’s
daughter in the east. When it comes to
fortune, sir, I guess she might hold her own,
even now, with a good many of them; for
while, right here, I give up all claim of be-
longing to her, yet her claim’s good on me
for all I've got. I'm nothing to her, but she's
my little sister to me as long aa life lasts—
God blees her.”

The president, who had at first sunk to
his chair in prehending & t
rose and held out his hand.

“ Why, my boy I” he said, ** why my boy,
it Is an honor to shake your band I"

But the slender figure, who, wide-eyed
and trembling, had stood at the door, was
runnfng swiftly across the room to sob, as of
old, on Joe’s comforting breast.

“( Joe, 1—we—were there and could not
help hearing! O Joe, say again that I'm
slways to be your sister! I can’t live if it
isn’t to be just ae it always has been I”

And then there was another hand for the
bewildered Joe to grasp—a hand offered
with the deference accorded only to heroes.

“If,” the young fellow was saying hesi-
tatingly, **if it could be that—after a while
—you could give her to me, and feel that
instead of losing her you had found
brother—"

“ Why,” said Joe, choking in his helpless
joy, *“if you don’t mind having me—"

Rosamond _clung to him, murmuring,
*¢ Dearest, dearest Joe "

¢ Nephew-in-law,” said the president,
putting his kind hand on the big fellow’s
shoulder, ** you'll stay with us to-night.”

Theology Does Not Create God.

May we not affirm that the world’s
thought of God has never been so large and
true as it is today. But in the spiritual as
well as in the material realm, we are certain-
ly compassed about with mystery. The re-
ligious world ie full of conflicting theories
and doctrines. And here, as there, it is true
that neither the fact nor the persistence of
the fact depends upon men’s different appre-
hension of it or their conflicting theories
about it. Men may not be able to agree in
their notions as to the modes of existence in
the Godhead, the incarnation, the manifesta-
tion and work of the Holy Spirit, the char-
acter of the church and the functions of the
ministry. But their differences of opinion
do not do away with the great facts that God
exists in the fulness of His infinite and eter-
nal perfections; that the Word has been
made flesh and has tabernacled with men;
that the life in Him is the light of men, and
whatever men’s theories about the Cross, it
is true that it does not lose its power; that
the Holy Spirit convicts, illumines, sancti-
fiee; that there is a holy fellowship of be-
lievers and a divinely endowed ministry, and
80, in spite of all differing and conflicting
theologies, those ' who are willing to walk in
the light may have fellowship not only with
one another, but with the Father and with
Jesus Christ his Son. In all that we have
here said we do not of course mean to dis-
credit theology ae if it were of no profit, any
more than we would discredit the value of
astronomy or of the science of light. But it
is well for us to remember that as astronomy
does not determine the motions of the plan-
ets, nor the ecience of light create light, so
theology does not create God or determine
the facts of the spiritual world. Its pro-
vince is to investigate and to explain. Its
investigations may not proceed on right prin-
ciples and its conclusion may be more or less
astray; but right or wroog, they cannot
change the great enduring facts. Men may
live and rejoice in the light who would stand
a very poor examination in the science of
optics, and men and women who are very
poor theologians may be very sincere and
real christians. To him that willeth to do
the will of the Father it is promised—not
that he shall understand all mysteries — but
that he shall know whether or not Christ's
teachings be of God.—Messenger & Visitor.

Mrs. Grundy.

What a much abused personage Mrs.

Grundy is, and how difficult it is to define ~

all her social limitations! Bat it is only
when we really begia to define her we find
she merely voices public opinion, and most
of us will admit thav public opinion is one of
our national safegaards. She is such a pro-
gressive lady, suiting her precepts to each
generation, that it is hard to ever master
ner unwritten laws, which are very often
transgressed by those who, with an inordin-
ately high opinioa of themselves, have no re-
gard for the opinion of others. I will do
just what pleases me without any reference
to Mrs. Grundy,” they say very often at the

eost of some one else’s feelinge.
For instance, a husband who utterly re-
fuses to wear evening dress at some social
4

Advice to & Young Man.

The following letter from Henry Ward
Beecher to his son is declared on good auth-
ority mever to have been published. It is
reminiscent of the wordly good sense of the
adviee given to Lertes by Polonius, but it is
also permeated by the leaven of Christian ex-
perience. The precepts in it sre those
which, if fellowed would produce a good
man as well as a gentleman :

Brookryy, N. Y., Oct. 18, 1878.

My dear Herbert—You are now for the
first time really launched into life for yonr-
self. You go from your father’s house,
and from all family connections, to make
your own way in the world. It is & good
tiore to make a new start, to cast out faults
of whose evil you have had an experience,
and to take on habite the want of which yon
have found to be so damaging.

1. You must not go into debt. Avoid
debt as you would the devil. Make ita
fundamental rule : No debt—cash or noth-
ing.

2 Make few promises. Religiously ob-
serve even the smallest promise. A man
who means to keep his promise cannot
afford to make many.

3. Be scrupulously careful in all state-
ments. Accuracy and perfect frankness—no
guess work. [Either nothing or accurate
truth,

“4, When working for others, sink your-
self out of o'lgbt—-‘seak their interest. Make
yourself necessary to those who employ you,
by industry, fidelity and scrupulous integ-
rity. Selfishness is fatal.

5. Hold yourself responsible for a higher
standard than anybody elee expeets of you.
Demand more of yourself than anbody else
expects of you. Keep your personal standard
high. Never excuse yourself to yourself.
Never pity yourself. Be a hard master to
yourself, bus lenient to everybody else.

6. Concentrate your force on your own
proper business; do not turn off. Be con-
stant, steadfast, persevering.

7. The art of making one’s fortune is to
spend nothing; in this country any intell«
gent and industrious young man may be- .
come rich if he stops all leaks and is not in
a hurry. Do not make haste; be patient.

8. Do not speculate or gamble. You go
to a land where everybody is excited and
strive to make money suddenly, largely, and
without working for it. They blow soap
bubbles. Steady patient industry is both
the surest and the safest ;way. Greediness
and haste are two devile that destroy thou-
sands every year.

9. In regard to Mr. B—, heisa South.

_ern gentleman; he is receiving you as a favor

to me; do not let him regret it.

10. I beseech you to correct one fault—
severe speech to others; never speak evil of
any man, no matter what the facts may be.
Hasty fault-finding and severe speech of ab-
sent people is not honorable, is apt to be un-
just and cruel, make enemies to yourself,
and is wicked.

11. You must remember that you go to
Mr.——not to learn to manage a farm like
his. One or two hundred acres, not forty
thousand, is to be your future homestead;
but you can learn the care of cattle, sheep,
the culture of wheat, the climate, country,
manners and customs, and a hundred things
that will be needful.

12. If by integrity, industry, and well-
earned success you deserve well of your fel-
low citizens, they may in years to come ask
you to accept honors. Do not seek them,
do not receive them while you are young—
wait; but when you are-established you may
make your father's name known with honor
in halls of legislation. Lastly do not forget
the father's and motber’s God. Because
you will be largely deprived of church prive
ileges, you need all the nerve to keep your
heart before God. But do not despise small
churchesand humble preachers. *‘Mind not
high things, but condescend to;men of low
estate.”

Read often the Proverbs, the precepts and
duties epjoined in the New Testament.
May your father’s God go with you and pro-

teot you.
HeNrY WARD BEECHER.

Cecil Rhodes’s Prize Cemetery.

(From Lendon M. A. P.)

Mr. Rhodes is ever full of resource and
originality (writes ** A Cape Girl.”) He once
started a cemetery at Kimberley, and took
a great deal of pains to make it perfect, chose
the site carefully, had it elaborately planted
with trees and did everythivg possible to ™ -
make it a brilliant success, if the phrase may -
pass in this connection. After it was com-
pleted he went away from Kimberley for
some time, and when he returned, after the
declaration of war, he went with his manager
to look at his cemetery, and found it—empty.
“This won't do!” exclaimed Mr. Rhodes.
“What's the meaning of it? Why is ib
empty?” His manager said he fancied It
was b the women had an idea that,

function where evening dress is ordai
what needless suffering he entaile on his
wife or daughters a8 they enter the room,
the observed of all observers!

Things of that sort are trivial, no doubt,
but they tend to make life very disagreeable
to those to whom Mrs. Grundy is but the ex-
pression of a courteous social intercourse,

There is hardly one of Mrs. Grundy’s laws
that, if thoroughly sifted, has not at the
roots of it some logical reason for existing,
and the young people who hold her up to
ridicule are often those who profit most in
after life from her stern censorship-of their
{would be) youthful indiscretions.

e
Sleeplessness. i

You can’t sleep ia the calmest and stillest
night, if your stomach is weak, circulation
poor, and digestion bad.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla strengthens the stom-
ach, improves the circulation, perfects diges-
tion, and brings about that condition in whioh
sleep is regular and refreshing.

It doesmot do this in & day, but it does it
—has done it in thonsands of casee.
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being a new place, it would be a little solitary.
*Oh, but I can’t have that! I'll offer them
s premium for the first man buried here,”
said Mr. Rhodes, a little piqued at the bare
idea of a scheme of his verging on failure,
and determined, at any cost, to bring about
a success. He began by offering a bonus to
widows who would bring their husbands to
be buried in his cemetery, quite a large sum
of money, but of no avail. Eventually, gne
poor woman -llowagd ber-htsbend to be
buried there. He was interred with great
pomp and state, and a handsome marble
stone erected aver his grave. But even then
the scheme hung fire, the inhabitants passin
the gates of the beautiful cemetery woul
look through the -railings and see the one
gentleman lying there in solitary state, and
go away shaking their heads and thinking
bow lonely it must be. Then Mr. Rhodes
got 8o exasperated that he increased the
bonus until it was a very large sum. Then
the inhabitants gradually began to weakenm,
one after the other bringing their dead to
the lonely cemetery.

Polson’s Nerviline Cures Rheumatism.

The remarkable strength and marvellous
soothing power of Nerviline renders it quite .
infallible in rheumatism. Five timesstrong-
er than any other remedy, its penetrating
power enables it to reach the source of the
pain and drive out the disease. Nerviline i
stronger, more penetrating, more highly
pain-subduing in its action than any other
medicine heretofore devised for the cure of
rheumatism. Seld in large 25 cent bottles
everywhere.
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— Massachusetts farmers think they are in
the way to solve the problem of fire insur-
ance on farm property which the fire com-'

nies consider a poor risk and tax accord-
ngly. One of the oldest insurance compan-
jes in the state has come -under the control
of the state grange and will be used by thas
organization to underwrite the property of
its by The i ios will

doubtless watch with interest the operation
of this grange experiment in fire insurance.

‘RED ROSE" TEA

is composed entirely of . . .

e *

Pure Ceylon and Indian Teas.




