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Professional Rards.

H. E. GiLuis. Frep W. HARRIS.

GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, Solicitors,
Notaries Public.
Commissioners for the Province of New

Brunswick.
Commissioners for the State of Massachusetts,
Axeﬁ'lﬁlot R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

tax.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial Agency.
General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In-

surance,
Members of the United States Law Association.
Real Estate Agents,

OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA SO0TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

J.. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, oppbsite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store
Every Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
® —AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&3 Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUKD OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by. monthly instalments, coveriog a
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
y balances at 6 per cent per annum.

lance of loan repayable at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in-
stallments are paid, the nce of loan cannot
be

or.
Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of application therefore and all necessary infor-
mation furnished on application to
J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Agent at Annapolis.

LEWIS A. DICKIE,

20 6m

‘Licensed Auctioneer

-

All work promptly attended to in the town
or any part of the county,
Bridgetown, Nov. 9th, 1897,

Miss @MDANNING.
Pianoforte, Organ and Voice.

TERMS: $5.00 PER QUARTER.

Temperance Hall, Lawrencetown.

¥, L. MILNEBR,

Barrister, Solicitor, &e.
ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONKY TO LOAN.

Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange,
Queen Street, Bridgetown. 31tf
TELEPHONE No. 1l

J. P. GRANT, M.D., C.M.

Office over Medical Hall.

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.

Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr, 8. N.
Woeare will receive every attention. 3y

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

(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)

33 2m

Head of Queen S8t., Bridgetown.

"Money to Loan on First-Olass

Real Hstate. 441y

H. F. Williams & Co.,

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

&

oA

COMMISSION - MERGHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN
Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and all kinds of Farm Products.

Special Attention given to
Handling of Live Stock.

&9 Returns made smmediately after dis-
vosal of goeds. 27y

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

A R ANDREWS, M.D, C.M.

. f EYE,
Specialties EAR,
[ THROAT.

MIDDLETON.
‘felephone No. 16.

BR. M. G. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the publie.
Office and Resid: Queen St., Bridgetown.
v

A. A. Schaffner, M. D,

LAWRENCETOWN, N. 8.

Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S,
three doors east of Baptiet church.

TeLerHONE No. 8E.

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, 1891,

JOHN ERVIN,
BARBRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

" 10:S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY POUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

88t

131y

25 tf

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of viaims, and all other
professional business, 51 tf

WANTED!

Men to sell the old, established Fonthill
urseries; largest in the Dominion; over
00 acres of choice stock, all guaranteed
strictly first class and true to name. Large
list of valuable specialties controlled abso-
lately by us. We have the only testing
farms that are connected with any Nursery
e Dominion. Permanent placeand good
"%o those who can prgve themselves valu-
abe. We farnish everything found in a first
olass Nursery; fruits, flowers, shrubs and
Write us and learn what we

seed potatoes.

can do for you,
STONE & WELLINGTON,

. Toronto, Ont,

g
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J. Ritchie, Q..

SOLICITOR.

MONEY TO LOAN.ON REAL ESTATE
SECUBITY.

Fire [nsurance in Reliable Companies
o ol v Annapolle (o Union Beak
Annapolis, N. 8. 1ily

Jas.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,
Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

$500,000.
$205,000.

W. J. STAIRS, Esq., President.
E. L. THORNE, Cashier.

Savings Bank Department.
Intercst at the rate of
3 1-:2 PER OENT,

allowed on deposits of four dollars and up
wards.
AGENCIES.—

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, agent.

Annapolis, N. S.—E. D. Arnaud, agent.

New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright, agt.

Dartmouth, N.-8.—C. W. Frazee, ugent.

North Sydney, C. B.—S. D. Boak, agent.

Little Glace Bay,C. B.—J. D. Leavitt,agt.

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, agent.

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

Sherbrooke, N. S.—S. J. Howe, agent,
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
Eng.; Merchants’ Bank of Halifax, St.
John’s, Nfld.; Bank of Toronto and Branch-
es Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold, and a
general banking business transacted.

C. N. S. STRICKLAND,
Acting Agent.

s ¢

| \\/Th are pleased to inform

| V our customers that our

| business during the year 1897
to November 1st, has far ex-

| ceeded any previous year.

Our sales of Agricultural
Implements, Carriages, &c.,
| have been very large. We have
| sold 79 Organs and 79 Sewing
Machines, and want to sell 100
of each before the 1st day of
January, 1898. In order to do
so, from this date we will give
special terms and Discounts,

If our agents do not call on
you please write for price lists.

To arrive direct from Factory,
1st of December, one carload
of Cutters.

N. H. PHINNEY.

JLawrcnccto“ n, Nov. 1st, 1897,

My New

FALL
GOO0DS

are just arriving, and among them are
many things to interest the public.

Ladies’ Undervests from 16c to

17c.

Gents’ Underwear,

Ladies’ Wrapperette Goods,

Blankets, Hosiery, Gioves,

and many other things.

Also just arriviog a case of Ready~-

made Clothing which will be

sold low.

Another case of Mahogany and Oak
Clocks at 83.00. Toney must
be seen to he appreciated, and another
lot of Tinware, 14 pieces
for $1.00.

Give me a call.

Yours for business,

MRS. WOODBURY.
Kingston Village.

WALTER FORD,
Fruit Broker,

BOROUGH MARKET,
I ONDON, S. H.

All Fruit sold by PRIVATE SALE.

General Agent for Nova Scotia: H. C.

MARSTERS, BERWICK.
AGCENTS
Paradise — F. W. BISHOP.
Granville Ferr E. H. ARMSTRONG.
Tupperville - K. E. BENT.
Rouand MHill . M. ARMSTRONG.
Annapolis - ARTHUR HARRIS.
October 19th, 1897,

ONE

303m

CASE

IPS

(Aill Styles and Prices,)

Dirget from the Manufaeturer.

= PRICES RICHT.

B. STARRATT.

Paradise, April 16th, 1897.

POSITIVE SALE.

We are instructed to sell that Superior Farm
at West Paradise, belonging to Mr., McCloskey.
Has Two Hundred Acres, including 60 Acres
under tillage. and 7 of Marsh, with excellent
well-watered Pasture; good Orchard, mostly
young and nearly all in bearing. Average crop
at present. 130 barrels of prime Shipping Fruit;
cuts 30 tons Hay. Modern House: good Barn
and Outhou Also, all the Farming Utensils,
neurls new, and the entire Crop, now growing,
includipg two hundred bushels of Oats, now
harvested, and all the stock in hand. Sati;
factory reasons for selling. Will be sold at

bargain.
ERVIN & ALCORN,
Annapolis Valley Roal Estate Agency.

CAUTION!

All persons indebted to the estate of the
late J. AVARD MORSE, either by-accounts
or promissory notes, are hereby notified that
all payments of the same must be made to
the undersigned, as no person has been auth-
orized by them to collect said accounts or

notes, E BENT
3. B. GII:ES,}E'"C““" 5

Bridgetown, March 10th, 1896,

Direct _E\iidence

n favor of the BANKS OR RED GRAVENSTEIN,
8 they sold for 81 per bbl. more than the ordin-
ary Grav i {near ighbers who have
carefully examined the fruit on the trees, and

stock, are now nemnsi them b;
the fifties and hundreds. First-class . &
ver hundred, 85 per doz.

A. STANLEY BANKS.

S-
a

24

also my-nurser,

Welcome Soa

MONTHLY
[lissing Word
Contest ——=b-

Miss Rebecca M, Black, Great Salmon River,
Mrs. R. Heans. 152 Charlotte Street, St. John.

missing word will be changed.

(otherwise they will not be considered),

follows :--

Eungravings of their own selection.

The correct missing word for November was *‘ Thorough *’ and the winners were:

Misss Annie Louise Nase, Westfleld Beach, N. B. o -
St. John Co. N. B, - ggg "

18t prize, $15.00 Cash.
700 .,
" 3.00 ,

“ All ——— housekeepers should use Welcome Soap.”

Be sure and try a guess this month. The same sentence will be used for December, but the

$25.00 CASH PRIZES FOR THE CORRECT WORD.

CONDITIONS.—The Name and Address must be written plainly with all Guesses at the
MISSING WORD sent in, and must be accompanied by 25 W
At the end of each month the Guesses wil
to a disinterested, responsible and represeatative Committee, who will decide awarding Prizes s

Wrappers

elcome Soa
H be submitted

A FIRST PRIZE of $16.00 in Oash, A SECOND PRIZE of $7.00
in Cash. A THIRD PRIZEH of $3.00 in Oash.

TOLAL, $2500 in CASH.

All others sending Guesses, as above, will receive one of our Handsome Premium
The sentence, with Correct MISSING WORD, and
result, will be pablished promptly at the end of each month.

N. B.—Words already used are: Ideal, Bright, Wise and Thorough. DO NOT REPEAT.

The WELCOME SOAP COMPANY, St. John, N. B.

GENTS’

frand + Spring + Opening

Py (R

WEAR!

The largest stock in the two Counties,
bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and willi be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.

WE HAVE JUST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths

per S.8. ““‘St. John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department
to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

SER

R. ALLEN

A. J. MORRISON & CO., MIDDLETON, N. S.

Call and examine my large selection of Stoves! fro
$2.50 up. A full line of Kitchen Furnishings in stock.
Plumbing_and Furnace Work a specialty

CROWE.

“An emp-
ty wagon
makes the
most noise.”

s
B Suerwiw WiLiiaus P
PREPRZED
B L ant bnians B0 20 Godings B

So manufac-

turers of

with

short meas-

ure, partly

empty cans, make most noise

about the cheapness of their stock Zp
the gallon,

A good stock cannot be purchased
at 25 per cent less than standard goods
unless it is 25 per cent short in meas-
ure or quality. As you pay so you re-
ceive. The best full measure paint
we know of is

THE SHERWIR-WILLIAES PAINT

U
e

B. B. “GENUINE.”

White Lead,

RAW AND BOILED
OLI.S

AT LOWEST PRICES.

Biacksmiths’
Supplies
a Specialty.

H. W. BENSON.

N

CATALOGQUE
FREE

“Kidduck”—which evaporates
pesspiration, keeps the foot dry,

water like a duck’s back, Can behad
only in the $4 and $5 grades of the Goodyear Welted—

Slater Shoe.

KINNEY & SHAFER.

Sole Local Agents.

- Important Notice!

celebrated cutter,

MR. A.

Waterville, Kings Co,, Nov. 13, 1805, 18ly

I have completed arrangements with the

McPHER,
who will be at my Bridgetown store from this date.

FISHER, the Tailor.

Stores: Bridgetown and Annapolis Royal.

Loretry,

The New Year,

O bright new year with joyous mien,

With heart unknown to piercing woe,
Scatter abroad the gold of peace,

And bid the waves of pleasure flow
With rhythmic sound and trembling sheen

Through the channels of each soul!
Command war's thundering voice to cease

Bid strong armed plenty freely dole
Comforts to man. Make Sol increase
The useful products of the green.

Hush discord’s voice that bringeth forth
From fierce Pandora’s box she ills

Unnumbered that with lightning speed
Deep rack the bosom of the earth,
Depopulate its habitable hills,

Poison its soothing streams and rills,

And to a desert change the mead.
Strike, too, the heart, deep down within.
O’erwhelm it with disgust for sin.

Cause charity and love to reign
Triumphant o’er each hi!l and plain,
Crush Mammon’s head, To God alone
Let adoration true be shown.

Then loudly do we shout to thee,

Welcome, welcome!

—~8an Francisco Monitor,

A New Year's Resolve.

RY ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.

As the dead year is clasped by a dead De-
cember,
So let your dead sins with your dead days
lie;
A new life is yours, and a new hope! Re-
member
We build our own ladders to climb to the

sky.
Stand out in the sunlight of promise, forget-
ting
Whatever your past held of sorrow or
wrong;
We waste half our strength in a useless re-
gretting,

We sit by old tombs in the dark too long.
Have you missed in your aim? Well, the
mark is shining;

Did you faint in the race?
breath for the next;
Did the clouds drive you back?
yonder the lining;
Were you tempted and fell?. Let it serve
for a text.
As each year hurries by, let it join that pro-
cession
Of skeleton shapes that march down to the

Well, take

But see

past,
While you take your place in the line of
progression
With your eyes on the heavens, your face
to the blast.

I tell you the future can hold no terrors
For any sad soul while the stars revolve,
If he will but stand firm on the grave of his
errors,
And instead of regretting, resolve, resolve!
It is never too late to begin rebuilding,
Though all into ruins your life seems
hurled,
For look! how the light of the New Year is
gilding
The worn, wan face of the bruised old
world!

 Stlect Literature.

7 Mrs. Bascom's Thiﬂgs.

It was the day before Mrs. Bascom’s sale
and the accumulation of forty )'e'ara was
waiting tor it. Forty yearsis a long time—
long enovgh for the rootlets of a human
heart to strike deep and take firm hold.
Mre. Bascom was thinking this as she walk-
ed around the yard for the last time. She
stopped by a branchinrg maple and laid a
caressing hand upon it.

“ We planted this tree the first spring,”
she said softly to herself. *‘I wasn’t more
than a foot high—and we've grown here to-
gether ever since. Ab, me, it's hard to
transplant old trees.”

But there was no help for it. She knew
that. When Col. Bascom died it became
necessary to break up the home. Johnp, the
only son, lived near, but he could not give
up his nice new house to go back to the old
Sally, the daughter, lived in St.
Louis. Her husband weas a prosperous mer-
chaut, cud, of course, meorcd. Scthere was
nothing left for Mrs. Bascom but to * break
up ” and live with her children.

The question of where, Sally had settled
in her own decisive fashion.

¢ Of course mother will live with me,”
she said. *‘ The daughter—not the daugh-
ter-in-law—is the proper one to have the
care of the parents when they are old.”

Mrs. Bascom shrank a little at this frank
avowal of filial obligation. She wasan aetive
woman of 60. She had not thought to need
‘¢ caring for ” for ten years or more,

Her daughter-in-law was sitting next to
her. Seetook the withered hand in hers and
stroked it gently.

¢ As Sally says, a danghter has the first
claim,” she said, tenderly; but I am sure
mother knows that we would be glad to have
her.” And somehow Mrs. Bascom felt ccm-
forted.

Sally settled the details of the breaking
up in the same summary manner. It was
her way of doing things.

¢ We'll just make & clean sweep mother,”
she said. ** There’s nothing worth saving,
and we'll gell them all.”

Mrs. Bascom was taking things out of the
bureau drawers.

"¢“Don’t you think I'd better take the
burcau with me, daughter?” she asked, a
little anxiously. 1t was a mahogany chest
of drawers without casters.

¢ Oh, my, no, mother! I wouldn’t have
that lambering old thing around for any-
thing. I bave a handsome antique oak
dresser in your room, and chiffonier to
match. You'll have all thedrawer space you
can possibly use.”

Mre. Bascom was cpening and shutting
the drawers aimlessly.

“]'ve ‘had this bureau forty years,” she
said, as if to herself. ** We bought it when
we went to housekeeping. I suppose it is &
little old fashioned "—there was a touch of
wounded feeling in her voice—‘‘but it was
considered a fine piece of furnicure in its day.
The top drawer was futher’s, and the second
drawer was Lhe one I kept my baby clothes
in. I can just sce John’slittle linen-cambric
skirts, trimmed with thread-edging, now!
Sally, it seems like I would hate to sell this
bureau.”

¢ I'll take it mother, and keep it for you,”
said Lizzie, quietly.

“ Why, Lizzie,” remonstrated her sister-
in-law, * you haven’t any room for it.”

¢ I'll make room,” said Mrs. John Bas-
com, a little curtly.

The old lady was not much help. Every
article in the house was full of tender mem-
ories to her, and as she went from one to
another, sitting for a moment in *‘father’s
chair,” and tonching this thing and that, she
was clearly giving a good-bye to them all.
Suach a hold inanimate things will get upon
the affections !

"¢ You wouldn’t have any use for this new
rag carpet, would you, daughter ?”

¢ None in the world, mother.”

«I didn’t know but you might put it in
the back part of the house. I took a hesp
of pains with this carpet, and nearly the last
thing father did was to bring it home from
th weaver’s, He took- such an interest in

place.

it when I was making it, father did. You
don’t think you'd better put it down in my
room, do you, Sally ?”

““Ob, no, mother; it wouldn’t be in keep-
ing with anything in the room. And then
I’ve just put down a new body of Brussels.
I don’t feel that there is anything too good
for my mother,” affectionately.

Mrs, Bascom smiled back bravely, but ehe
looked wistfully at the carpet, after all,

And so it went,

The things were all sold, and when Mre.
Bascom started for 8t. Louis with her earth-
ly belongings packed in a new trunk she was
as stripped and desolate an old woman es
ever swallowed her tears and smiled.

It was as if a grapevine had been prepared
for transplanting by carefully shaking the
earth from its roots and clipping its tendrils
away.

They did not hear from her often. Sally
had said the would have all the time there
was now to write letters, but letter-writing
—for pleasure—had been crowded out of her
busy country life, and when leisure came
she was too old to form a new habit.

Mrs. John Bascom went down to St.
Louis the time of the fair, nearly a year af-
ter the breaking up. She stayed three
weeks.

The night she came back she had a plain
talk with her husband.

¢ John,” she said, in answer to his in-
quiries, “‘ mother is dying of homesickness !
She never makes a complaint, but she is just
ag unhappy as she can be—I know she is.”

*“Why, Lizzie,” John Bascom raised a
shocked face. ** You don't mean that Sally
isn’t good to mother ?”

¢ Sally is just as good-to mother ws she
can be; that is, she is as good to her as she
knows how to be. But, John, Sally has no
more understanding of old people’s feelings
than I have of — French art. It is like this;
Sally wants mother to have an easy time; so
she takes her out of an active country life,
fuil of cares for other people, and puts her in
her own far-away city home, where there is
not a familiar object, and were she has
nothing absolutely to do.

** Then she expects her to be happy.
And it isn’t human nature to be—at least it
isn’t old people’s nature.

“I wish you could see mother’s room,
John— Brussels carpet, lace curtains, elegant
rugs and a folding bed. And mother is
horribly afraid of that bed—thinks she is
goiog to be folded up in it some night. She
wanted Sally to give her a bedstead, but
Sally said tbat this matched the set and was
perfectly safe. 8o poor mother goes to bed
in fcar and trembling every night.

¢ Then, of course, it has a mattress; and
mother says she gets so cold in the night
that her bones just ache, and she lies there
and tninks how good it would feel to have
the feathers came up around her back. Ien’t
that pitiful, Jobn? You know she always
slept on feathers. I spoke to Sally about it
and told her I would get you to send her
feather bed right down. But Sally was
quite stiff about it—said she didn’t think it
best for mother to sleep on feathers—it was
not healthy.

““ Aud then the next day she went down
town and bought™a new quilt for mother’s
bed— paid $20 for it, Wasn't that more like
her? Sally wants mother to be happy in her
way."”

John Bascom got up excitedly.

““I'll send that feather bed to mother tc-
morrow,” he said, and write to Sally to get
her a decent Christian bedstead to match
her set, and I'll pay for it.”

“Ob, you won't John. . Mother
wouldn’t have you do it for the world. But
sbe misses her things I know. We were on
the street one day and passed by a second-

hand store. I noticed that mother had
stopped and I went back. She was stand-

ing there locking at the sheet-iron stove, and
the tears were running down her cheeks.
“Oh, Lizzie,” she said, *‘ this is just like
my old *‘ Evening Star.””

Johu Bascom blew his nose vigourously.

“Bat, John ,” continued his wife, ** it isn’t
just the home things that mother misses—it
is the home feeling. Without meaning to
do it, Sally never lets her lose sight of the
fact that she is living in her house. Old
people like to potter around and feel that
they are of use. Sally never will let mother
doa thing. She says the servants are there
to do the work, and she wants her to rest.
And s0 she rests till she is tired to death.
She rays she just longs sometimes to get
hold of a dishpan full of dishes.

““Sally had told me before about mother’s
putting on a gingham apron and going in-
to the kitchen the first Monday morning to
do the dishes and let the girl go at the wash-
ing, and how she had to tell her plainly that
she never let anybody interfere with the
servant’s work Think of making her think
that she was interfering, when she wanted
to help.

*“ Oue day I was sewing in her room. She
began cutting the scraps into gprpet rogs—
from sheer " orce of habit I couldsee. *‘I've
been doing thia all my life,” she said, when
I lavghed, ‘““and I forgot. 1t is second
nature, I suppose, and I lovetodoit. Ihave
a nice lot of white rags that I can’t bear to
throw away, because they would make some-
body such good cerpet rages. ‘‘Get them
out,” I said, ‘““and sew them for my carpet.
They are just what I need.”

“John you cught to have seen how in-
terested she was. In ten minutes we were
in the midst of billows of rags and an ani-
mated discussion of dyes. Just then Sally
walked in.

¢ ‘Why mother,” she said, *‘ what in the
world are you doing ?"

* ‘I'm just making some carpet rags for
Lizzie, daughter,” mother said, deprecating-
ly. °

‘] think I wouldn’t do that sort of work
here,” she said.. *‘ The fuzz gets in the
carpet sc, Lizzie doesn’s really want them, I
know.”

“You ought to have seen mother'’s face

no,

change—every bit of interest faded outof it. |

Ifeclt so provoked at Sally. She pat the rags
awayand said: *I won’t doitif you think
I'd better not, daughter. I hadn’tanything
else to do.”

“ And John, Sally went down next day
and got a tablecover and some rope silk and
filoselle, and I don’t know what, she gave
them to mother, and told her she thought
she would find that much nicer than sewing
rags! And so poor mother, whose hands
are trained to knitting and darning, and
mending, is laboring with flloselle, and
yearning for carpet rags !”

And John Bascom’s heart was yearning for
his mother.

¢ Lizzie,” he said, with a man’s helpless-
ness, ** what can we do !"

““1've thought it all out, John.”

John brightened. Hehad great confidence
in his wife’s resources. :

“ We'll write and ask mother to come and
spend the winter with us. I that
before I left. And then, if it is as I think
and mother is happier here than there—we'll

just keep her—and Sally can’t help herself.
In that way it will all be pleasantly settled
and nobody will have any feeling.” f

How easy and natural it seemed !

“I'll go down and get her myself,” Jobn
said. I am going to Jefferson City next
week, anyway.”

And s0 it was settled.

A few hours later, as Mr. Bascom was
sinking into slumber, his wife, wide awake,
asked, ‘‘John, who bought mother’s old
‘“ Evening Star?”

““Why y, Mr. Sam Driscoll, I think. 1'm
-not sure. The book would show.”

“ What book #”

‘“ Why, the account book that the sales
were put down in.”

“Oh of course! Where is it ?”

“ In the lower part of the bookcase, with
my papers. Why?”

““ Oh, nothing go to sleep.”

A week later John Bascom started for St.
Louis. He was to be gonefour days. They
were busy days for Mrs. Bascom. They bad
decided to give up the bedroom down stairs,
and she was *‘fixing it up.” *‘Oid people
don’t like to eleep up stairs,” ehe had said.

During the week she had made sundry
trips in her buggy, and after Mr. Bascom
was gone she had started off with the ** big
waggon ” and the hired man. When she had
returned one would have thought that she
was going to start a second-hand furniture
store.

The afternoon of the fourth day drew to a
close, Lizzie was putting the fiaishing
touches to the room.

““They’ll be here in a minute,” she said,
‘““I'll just have time to loop these curtains,
and tunen it will be all done,” and she looked
around approvingly. Well might she ap-
prove. It was the facsimile of Mother
Bascom’s old room.

Oa the floor was a rag carpet that ** father
took such an interest in "—bright as when it
was made. It had been on Lizzie’s darkened
spare room. In one corner was the old ma-
hogany bureau and in the other a walont
bedstead, with high, soft, feather bed and
home made counterpane. Near the stove
stood an old washstand, painted to imitate
mahogany, with a grayish, mottled top sap-.
posed to represent marble. There was a
hole in it for the bowl. Over by the window
was a small cherry table. A worn copy of
ths Testament and Psalms lay on it.

It was a chilly afternoon in early Novem-
ber, and a cheertul fire crackied in—was it?
—yes, it was really—Mrs. Bascom’s old
‘ Evening Star.” Two chairs were in front
of the stove —one a low, split bottomed
rocker, painted green, the other a big,
brown, wooden one. It was ‘‘father's
chair.”

Lizzie had looped the last curtain and was
surveyirg it critically. * Dotted muslin
would have been prettier,” she said, *‘bat
the bleached cotton was what mother had.
And here they come.”

They let her rest awhile in the sitting
room before taking her to her room. When
she entered it her eyes fell on the carpet.

““ Why, Lizzie,” she said, ““ain’t this my
carpet? Why"”—she was looking around
the room now—** Lizzie, these are my things
that were sold. Where did you get them?”
Her voice was tense and almost stern.

“I bought them back, mother. They
were all in the aeighborhood, and everybody
was glad to let me have them when they
knew what I wanted them for. [ thought
you would feel more at home if you had
them —don’t you like them, mother?” alittle
anxiously.

Mrs. Bascom had dropped into a chair
and covered her eyes with her hand. She
looked up now with tears streaming down
her cheeke.

‘“Like them?” she said. ‘‘ Why, child,
I've just longed for these things. I dida’t
koow how my heart was bound to them or I
never would have let them go. I've tried
to make myself feel bow childish it was, and
I never told a soul how I felt, but, oh, Liz-
zie, I've been so homesick for my things,
Lizzie, I've been so homesick for my things!”

She went from one thing to another with
the delight of a child.

** How good that bed will feel this winter,”
she said. *‘ And here’s my little standtable,
too, and— Lizzie, ain’t that my Testament?”

“ Yes'm. It was in one of those drawers
when the table was sold, and we never
knew it.”

“And Sally thought she had burned it
up. She bought me a nice Oxford Bible,
with a lot of maps and Paul's missionary
journeys in it, but when people get old they
don’t seem to care so much about studying
the Bible as about reading it. And this has
80 many passages marked. Here's the text
Sister Ann’s funeral sermon was preached
from—and father's—and my little Henry's.
Oh, I'm dlad to get this Testament back.”

They were sitting around the fire later.
¢ Mother,” said John, “ I hope you have not
forgotten how to knit. I've been think-
ing how good a pair of your warm socks
would feel these cold morninge.”

Mrs. Bascom turned eagerly to her dangh-
ter. *‘Isthere any yarn in the house, Liz-
zje?”

““Maybe I cen find some,” said Lizzie,
mendaciously. She had bought some the
day before inanticipation of this. ¢‘I'lllook
to-morrow. "

“T’ll have you a pair by the last of the
week, son. I've seen the time when I could
tarn off my sock in a day, but I reckon I'm
a little out of practice now.” .

¢ John, you needn’t put mother at work
quite so soon. I want her to help me with
my blue stripe first.”

““ Haven't you colored that stripe yet?”

“No'm. Idon't know how.”

¢ John,” said his mother, briskly, *‘get
me some Prussian blue tomorrow and we'll
go right at it.” Filoselle had been hard to
manage, but she was on familiar ground
now.

Lizzie went about her supper after a while
and the two were left together.

“So you like it, do you mother?” said
John, seeing her glance rest lovingly on the
familiar objects.

Mrs. Bascom laid a trembling hand in his.

¢ John,” she said brokenly, **I don’t feel

ke I ever could leave this room.”

His hand closed on hers.

* YQu never shall,” he said.
home from now on.”

John Bascom went to town the next day
and did not return till nearly night. When
he came he went directly to his mother’s
room. The door was ajar. She was sitting
in the twilight rocking gently. Under the
table was a ball of finished carpet rags. She
bad been reading and the open Testument
lay on her lap. A grey sock, well into the
leg, had slipped to the floor.

She did not hear him. She was singing
softly to the tune of Hebron:

’.I'.'h;; fu; l‘!;l L.ord bath led me on,

s far care m
And :very evening lm‘;e k’nz‘v’:.
Some fresh m of His grace.
It was her old twilight hymn. .

"This is your

He closed the door gently and went to
Lizzie.

“ Yes,” she said, when he told her about
it.” *“Mother had one happy day, anyway.
I can see that she is glad to get back to the
old neighborhood.”

8 Lizzie,” said John, suddenly, **bow did
you happen to have that yarn here? You
don’t knit.”

“How did you happen to want yarn
socks!” she reiorted. *‘ You don’t wear
them.”

Then they both langhed.

“ What do you suppose mother said about
you last night?” he asked.

“ What did she say?’ said Lizzie curl-

ously.

““She #aid, ‘ John, you have a good wife,
and she’s got a heap of feeling.” ”

“ And what did you say,” she asked arche
ly, but with brimming eyes.

‘I said, * she has so,” ” he answered, em-
patheically.

And then John Bascom did what he did
uot often do except when he came home
from the St. Lounis Fair—he kissed his wife,
—Independent.

A Valuable Object Lesson.

A PROFESSIONAL GENTLEMAN'S EXPERIENCE
WITH A SMALL PLOT OF GROUND —A
POINTER FOR OTHERS.

A professional gentleman in one of our ,
beautiful provincial towne, who loves his na-
tive province and thoroughly believes in her
resources, particularly our agricultural pos-
sibilities to plant and nourish thousands
more of country homesteads, thus writes to
the Chrouicle.

“ Though one of the hardest worked of
my profession I have found time to give
some attention to a plot of ground 180 x 57
feet in the rear of my cottage, and with the
following results: It is divided into three
plots—one 32 x 32 for poultry yard, one 63
x 80 for vegetables and small frui‘s, and the
balance in grass. In the garden I raised 9
bash. potatoes, 3 bush. carrots, 2 bush,
beets. 1 bush. parsnips, 3 bush. tomatoes, 1
doz. cabbage, abundance of peas, beans, let-
tuce, cress, radish, cncambers for the table
in season; also nearly enough beans for win-
ter use; and had not the seed, kindly sup-
plied by a friend, tarned out cow corn, there
would have been abundant table supply of
that cereal. “Over $8 00 worth of strawber-
ries grew in the same plot and half the value
in raspberries, also a quantity of currants
and gooseberries. I have spaded in my gar-
den nine of the 12 months of 1897,

*‘ The poultry produced 1,300 eggs, besides
raising a flock of chicks and giving us eight
fowls for the table. The grass plot furnished
food for my horse to the saving of nearly one
ton of hay. More than half the work was
performed by myself. The poultry produce
did not cost one-third its value for family
maintenance.

“I do not mention this result of my ef-
forts as by any means extraordinary. On
the contrary I believe it to be a very ordi-
nary result of but imperfect cultivation and
management. But it shows the possibilities
of our soil and climate for family mainten-
ance. Thousands of acres are lying idle and
fraitless at the very doors of our mechanical
and laboring classes.’ Lack of regular em-
ployment frequently leaves much idle time
on the hands of these people. Mauch of the
time of their families is spent in comparative
idleness; and the cultivation of even an acre
of land which almost any of them in our ru-
ral districts and in the suburbs of our pro-
vincial towns and cities might owun, could be
made to contribute largely to the family re.

sources or even pay a harrassing debt.”
e

Lessons for Farmers.

Says the the Ayimer, Ont., Gazelles
What many a farmer fails to do on 100 acres
the thrifty Hollander in Belgium easily does
on two acres, namely, support a large fami.
ly and lay by something for a rainy day.
He does it by making the most of every im:z.
by heavy manuricg.allowing no waste places.
His two acres are surrounded by a ditch of
running water. The typical two acre Bel-
gium farm contains a pa ch of wheat or rye
and another of barley; another fair portion
grows potatoes. A row of cabbage grows all
around on the sloping sides of the ditches,
with a row of onions just ineide, leaving
barely walking room between them and the
grain. The shade trees around the house are
pear trees. Every foot of land is made to
produce. He keeps pigs and chickens,. We
refer to this as illustrating the poesibilities
of land production. In Belgiom 6,000,000
people, chiefly farmers, live on a piece of
land the size of the State of Maryland. They
furnish an object lesson on successful farme
ing.

Western Competition.

Victoria, B. C., Dec. 18th.—The Chame
bers of C of San Francisco, Porte
land, Seattle and Tacoma have combined te
force the closing Dyea as a port of entry, te
divert the Klondyke trade from Canada th
the United States. Meantime a miner ls
charged six dollars per day on his outfit be-
tween Lynn Canal and Tagish Lake, disput.
ed territory. Owing to the time taken the
present season, this amounts to over fifty

r cent on the outfit. This is fatal to the
Canadian trade. Unless the United States
Government makes reasonable regulations,
Canada can only secure the Kiondike trade
by closing all customs ports except Glenora
and Fort Cudahy.

—————e———————

Muitiplex Gear.

A new style of bicycle is equipped with
what the inventor calls a multiplex gear,
and there are but two of them in the world.
It seems paradoxical, but the driving sprock-
ets revolve faster than the pedals, makin,
one and a half revolutions to one of the pod!
als. To the axle is attached a small sprock-
et, which engages four other sprockets re-
volving in the opposite direction. These
engage the outer rim, which has teeth that
engage the driving chain. At first sight it
would seem that this mechanism is compli-
cated and the friction great. Bat the cogs
are adjusted to an infinite nicety and are in-
closed so that nothing is exposed but the
outer teeth engaging the chain.
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Wise Men Know

It is folly to build upon a poor foundation,
either in architecture or in health. A foun-.
dation of sand is insecure, and to deadem
symptoms by narcotics or nerve compounds
is equally dangerous and deceptive.
true way to build up health is to make
blood pure, rich and nourishing by
Hood’s Sarsparilla.

Hood’s Pille act easily and promptly om
the liver and bowels. Cure sick headache,

The
our
ing

Nature's Medicine,

Mepander said that all diseases were cur.
able by sleep—a broad statement, in which,
nevertheless, there may be something that
is true, for good sleepers are ever, as I think,
the most curable patients, and I would al-
ways rather hear a sick person had sleps
th:; h‘dd“knll"guixl:“lhy the prescribed
medicine during sleeping hours.— Sir Benj
min Richardson. v

Plle Terrors Swept Away.
Dr. Agnew’s Ointment stands at the h
a8 a reliever, healer, and sure cure for Pl.: :
in all forme. Ooe application will give com-
fort in a few minutes, and three to aix days
application according to directions will cure
chronic cases. It relieves all itching and
skin diseases in & day. 35 cents,

| Sold by 8. N. Weare. -




