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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Oace in Apnapolis, opposite Garrison gate

—~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop'’s Grocery Store.)
Ewvery Thursday.

Onsular Agent of the United Siates.

3

~-AGENT FOR— .

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&F Money to loan at five per cent on Real

Kstate security.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.

O. T. DANIELS

BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

Heoad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass

Real Hstate,

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC

Real Estate Agent, ete.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
t> the ccllection of claims, and all other

. professional business.

Good Stock,

Meat Workmanship,
Wp=to-Date Btyles,
Prompt Erecution,

JOHN ERVIN,

BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master S8upreme Court,
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:

Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. S.

‘,

DENTISTRY!
DR. . 8. ANDERS@N.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.

Office next door to Union Bank.
Hgurs: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

. Barrister, - -
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Prig_ose, 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.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Dwight's
Veterinary
Ointment

for Scratches

35 of

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

FOR SALE AT

Medical Hall,

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.
_a

Notice to the Public

m an atthorized agent of the Herbaroot
A ‘Montreal, for the sale of

edical Company, of
%llal{bnrnot Tablets
great _family medicine and
PURIFIERS. for the cure
epsia,

and Powders, the

of Rheumatism,

Gress on receipt of price, Herbaroot Table! il A

200 day?' tm{..ment,, w.i‘r‘h gnar&nm, -

100 2
ilm'baroot Powder, per package
Inhaler

Herbaroot Powder cures Catarrh, Sore Throat,

stops Headache and relieves Asthma.

7T, J. Eagleson, Bridgetown, N. 8,

Solicitor,

d
KING OF BLOOD

Sorofula, Torpidity of the Liver,
Sick Headache, Constipation, Pains
d all h;:‘;

Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

(¢ Print =

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.

Finest Lines

..IN

Wedding
Stationery.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

WANTED

Good. smart agent tore
Seotia for the sale of ha
mental stock. Sample case squuad free.
pay weekly. We offer specia

al

mne,ntnl business, havin,
yation we are in a position to
satisfaction. Apply now. P
Toronto. Ont.

resent us in Nova
v Fruit and Orna-

inducements to
one who will make a speciality of orna-
over 600 acres in culti-
ve best possible

Nursery Co..

Monitor = = =

TO LET

whe Brick House bejonging to the

estate of Iate Robt. E, F'Randolph,
[ pellfea, 1001 :

Job Printing = =
Departiment, = «

Capital Bank of England
w  Imperial Bank of Germany,
" Bank of Russia

Halifax for 1901-1902

Jobn 1901-1902

Had Cash Assets
on December 31st,
1901, amounting to

For information as to Terms of

IN THE WORLD apply to

MARITIME
PROVINCES

HALIFAX,

Total Paid up Capital of ALL Chartered Banks of Canada..
Total Assets of ALL the Canadian Life Insurance Companies
Total Assessable valuation Real and Personal Property in the City of

353 MILLIONS

$86,847,192
35,222 500

; 28,560,000

; 26,828,830
68,596,166
59,522,077

23,256,000

Total Assessable valuation Real and Personal Property in the City of St.

<

$350,493,865

MUTUAL LIFE INSURANGE CO. - v

RICHARD A. McCURDY, President,

$302,808,971.67

Insurance in this the OLDEST

AMERICAN COMPANY and the LARGEST COMPANY

any one of its many agents, or to

JACOB A. JOHNSON, Mgr.,

NEWFOUNDLAND and
8T. PIERRE.

NOVA SCOTIA.

RIDGETOWN ......
OOT & SHOE STORE

N

be given for them.

Murdoch’s Block,
Granville Street.

MY SPRING STOCK IS ROW 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
DRESSING and LACES of all kinds always in stock.

Call and see for yourself

E. A. COCHRAN

FLOCR and FEED DEPOT

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

our prices.

- Lo

Moulie, Bran,

[n Flour we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five
Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of

Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream cf Wheat, White
Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

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

Chop Feed and Oats.

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

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

PICGGCOLY.

AN OLD LADY'S STORY.

To the Editqr of the Monitor:—
Sir,—I was troubled with rheuma-
tism for about eight years, and tried
a great many different kinds of med-
icines . without getting relief. Last
spring I began to get worse and I
Gould hardly walk. It was then that
I tried Dr. Clarke’s Wonderful Little
Red Pills, and two boxes cured me.
I have had no rheumatism since tak-
ing them. I am eighty-two years of
age, and can walk now quite smartly
tharks to this remedy wonder.—(Mrs.)
Paul McDonald, Eden Lake, Pictou
Co., N. 8,

We have yet to kiow of a single
case where these wonderful pills have
not been almost entirely successful in
afiecting a cure, Canada Chemical Co.
Peterborough, Ont.

They cured me of rheumatism after I
had been given up.—Andrew Closkey,
Victoria, B. C.

Ex-Ald. Bailey, St. Johns, writes:

I cannot . speak too highly of Dr.
Clarke’s Wonderful Little Red Pills.
They worked a miricle in my case and
cured me after many years of suffer-
ing. I do not think their equal is to
be obtained.

Nothing like Dr. Clarke’s Little Red
Pills for the cure of heart trouble,
weakness, and blood diseases. Have
used them everywhere with success.—
Dr. E. F. Mann, late of H. M. Forces
South Africa.

Dr. Clarke’s Little Red Pills perman-
ently cured me of headache. I suffer-
ed for years and only took two box-
8. That is a year since. I have not
had a symptom since.—James R.Jack-
son, Sault Ste. Marie, Ont.

I do not believe there is a medicine
to compare with Dr. Clarke’s Littl:
Red Pills. They cured me of indiges-
tion and catarrh of the stomach, aft-
er nine years’ suffering.—H. S. McDon-
ald, G. T. R. shops, Montreal.

MR. HALL CAINE'S OPINION.

To the current number of his son’s
paper ‘Household Words’ Mr. Hall
Caine contributes a powerful article
on the subject of temperance with ref-
erence to the claims of hypnotism as
The popular
‘I do not express an opinion on the

a cure. novelist says:
claims of hypnotism to cure intem-
perance. If any of my readers have
evidence of its efficacy I shall be glad
to hear it. Neither do I dare to say
anything about hypnotism itself on
the side of its scientific pretensions.
If any student of the subject can cast
a new light on the mysterious and ter-
rifying forces it brings into play, 1
shall be happy to hear from him.

1f I were a doctor I should give my-
self no peace in the presence of the
world-wide curse of drink, and the
claims of hypnotism to cure -it, until
‘T had satisfied myself on the subject.
Not being a doctor, I have only at-
tempted to deal with the moral as-
pect of ‘‘suggestion”” as a means of
cure, and my conclusion has been that
great and precious as the human in-
heritance of free will must always be,
thhe world has recognized the right
not only of the doctor, but also of
the priest, the teacher, the orator,
and the writer to influence and con-
trol it. It is a dark and difficult
problem, but one thing 1 see clearly,
namely, that drink is the greatest
and most baneful hypnotist on earth
at present, “and that its influence is
more awiul than any plague, more
devastating than any war.

——
They father Consumption.

Bad coughs, colds and catarrh are
responsible for more consumption than
is traceable even to heredity. Catarh-
ozone cures more quickly than ordin-
ary remedies because it is the only an-
tiseptic yet discovered that is volatile
enough to reach the root of the trouble
in remote parts of the lungs and bron-

Dr. Clarke’s Little Red Pills are &
certain cure for rheumatism, asthma,
paralysis, catarrh, eczema, coughs,
backache, indigestion, stornach and
liver troubles, female complaints, even
when the diseases have bren standing.
for many years. Price B0 cents per
box. For sale by local druggists. The
Canada Chemical Co., Peterborough,
will forfeit 810 for any case that will
not be helped by these pills.

Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cuwe for Catarrh,
and Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Ec-
zema, same price. $190 will be paid
for any case they will not cure.

PPl e

Stops the Congh and Works off the

coa. 4

Tab) ets cure & cold ir

no pey, P gloe,f25 cents.

chial tubes, and impregnate every par-
ticle of the air breathed with its heal-
ing, germ-killing vapor. Colds can’t
last ten minutes, or coughs more than
thirty minutes when Catarrhozone is
inhaled. It clears nose, throat and
air passages at once, stops dropping,
headache and eradicates catarrh from
any part of the system. Two months”
treatment, $1.00; trial size 250. Drug-
gists, or N. C. Polson & Co., King-
ston, Ont.
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills are mild.

e e

—She could not forbear asking him
after the refusal if he were of the be-
lief that he would never love again.

“I dunno,” he said sadly. “It’s an
even chance that I will have another

attack mext spring.”

l move faster

Loctey,

The Birds go North.

0, every year hath its winter
And every year hath its rain,

But a day is always coming,
When the birds go north again.

When new leaves smell in the forest,
And grass springs green on the plain

And the alder’s veins turn crimson,
And the birds go north again.

0, every heart hath its sorrow,
And gvery heart hath its pain—

But a day is always coming,
When the birds go north again.

'Tis the sweetest thing to remember,
If courage is on the wane,

When the cold, dark days are over—
Why the kir(!s go north again.

B

Just for Today.

Lord, for tomorrow and its needs
I do not pray;

Keep me, my God, from stain of sin
Just for today.
Just for today.

Let me most diligently work
And daily pray,

Let me be kind in word and deed
Just for today.

Let me be slow to do my will
Prompt to obey:

Help me to overcome my flesh,
Just for today.

Let me no wrong or idle word
Unthinking say;

Set thou a seal upon my lips
Just for today.

Let me in season, Lord be grave
In season gay;

Let me be faithful to thy grace,
Just for today. ;

So for tomorrow
I do not pray;

But keep me, guide me, love me Lord
Just for today.

and its needs

 Selet Literature,

A Knight of thé' AHighway;

(By Clinton Scollard.)

.- (Continued.)

“You might as well be gettin’ the
lunch out, Mamie,” said Mrs. Becraft
to her daughter. -1 presume the boys
are ready for it, we had such an early
breakfast.” i

Rossiter now arose, memarking that
he would join them later.

*“No you don’t,” remarked Joe Be-
craft. “*You ain't going to run off
like that. We've got enough for our-
selves and two or three more. Be-
sides, you'll mortally ofiend Ma if you
skip out when they’s any eatin’ ;z;nn'
on. She’ll take it as a slight to her
cookin.”

There was a general laugh at this,
and as Mrs. Becraft assured Rossiter
that her son knew her failings, he was
not very long in resuming his seat.
Mamie Becrait soon emerged from the
hotel parlor (thus designated by a lit
tle strip of painted tin fastened above
the door) bearing a capacious basket
which was found to contamn an abun-
dance of bread and butter, doughnuts
and cookies. Joe darted” dcross the
way and purchased a bag of peaches

“You see what I have to provide
to.
from a fruit vender and then the al
fresco feast proceeded with much gus-
for,” said Mrs. 'Becraft, smiling at
Jim, who was rapidly ‘making way
with his fourth fried cake. ‘‘But dear
me, their appetite is nothing now to
what it will be when we git to the
hop-fields. I don’t know what Mrs:
Merton will say when she sees how
her pies an’ things disappear. Did
you ever hear of the Mertonsy It's
to their place we're goin’ you know.”

“He's goin’ too,” put in Joe.

“Qh, indeed! I didn’t understand,”
said Mrs. Becraft. ‘I suppose mebhe
you're acquainted with the people?”’

“No, I'm not,” said Rossiter.

“Well, Mr. Merton is one of the
largest hop-growers near Hintonville.
His farm is about two and a half
miles from the village.”

“You've been there then?”

“Yes, last year, Mamic an’ ¥, and
the boys never have.”

Some others began to arrive at the
hotel, and by half-past one as many
as twenty-five people—men, women,
boys and girls—had gathered on or
about the piazza. A few were ac-
quaintances of Mrs. Becraft and her
daughter, and there was a slight in-
terchange of talk. A subdued air of
expectancy, however, pervaded the
company, and the eyes of many, of
the maie portion more particularly,
were constantly turned in the direc-
tion of Keneseo street. Just before
two there was a cry of ‘“Here he
comes!”’ followed by a general move-
ment towards the railing on the part
of those upon the veranda. Over the
heads of two boys who had crowded
in front of him Rossiter beheld a long
wagon with seats running longitudi-
nally, drawn by two powerful horses,
moving leisurely towards the hotel.
The driver, perched upon a séat con-
siderably higher than the body of the
wagon, swayed from one side to an-
other as the clumsy vehicle rattled
laid in front of the Cottage Hotel.
over the cuwuple stone pavemens, the
smouoth asphalt having not yet been

“Jt’s Jack Parmelee,” Rossiter
heard Mamie Becraft say to one of
her brothers. “He's Mr. Merton’s
brother-in-law, an’ oversees the farm.’

The individual in question, an en-
ergetic appearing man of about forty-
five, his hat pushed back upon his
head, the dust clinging to his brown
beard and causing it to seem flecked
with gray, presently pulled his horses
up before the hotel and surveyed those
gathered upon the sidewalk and ver-
anda.

“All here?”’ he demanded, his gruff
voice sounding as though it might
have proceeded from his boots. “well
pile in!”” he added, not giving any-
one time to amswer. ‘“Any trunks?”’

Those who had belongings hastened
to load them into the wagon; then
there was a scramble for seats. Ros-
siter assisted Joe with the two sat-
chels and large basket confaining the
possessions of the Becraft family, and
then found himseli seated between
the two brothers, with Mrs. Becraft
and her daughter opposite.

«A]l right there?”’ enquired Jack
Parmelee, surveying the load from his
superior height with a glow of satis-
faction.

“Right!”’ cried someone.

“Get up!” cried the animated Jehu.
The big horses braced themselves; and
the journey to the hop-fields was be-
gun.

v
AT THE MERTON’S.

It was a long and wearisome ride.
There had been a protracted season
of drought, and beyond the city the
fields lay seorched and sere. A white
coating of dust covered everything by
the roadside. Even the leaves of the
trees, motinless in the sultry air,
seemed = burnt and lifeless. Overhead
‘hung a blazing sun. As they plodded
forward, the horses being unable to
than a walk, owing to

the heavy loads, clouds of dust rose

above them, The very atmosphere
was permeated with floating particles
and the distance was blurred and
vague.

¥or nine miles the road ascended
gradually, part of the time following
the course of the abandoned Susquen-
ango Canal, part of the time in close
proximity to the track of the Sus-
wego and Eastern Railway. There-
was little conversation. Occasionally
one of the young men near the drivers
seat was heard to berate the heat in
a suhdued, hopeless fashion, and there
was a rare interchange of chaff be-
tween thesc same young men and a
lone yokel shouting from a farm-yard
by the highway. Once or twice a pug-
nacious shepherd -dog rushed out and
barked at them. But no one gave
heed to the implied challenge.

It was nearing five o’clock when
they reached the shady park at Hin-
tonville. Very familiar the spot look-
ed to Rossiter, for it was at the in-
stitution situated upon the lofty hill
a mile and a half from the pretty
town that he had spent the “four
years of his college life. There was
the churchin which he had once tak-
en part in a prize contest before an
audience made up chiefly of beaming
and fluttering maids and their es-
corts. How very far away it all
seemed! Quite like another existence!
And he was coming back to the scene
in a hop-wagon! It was not much as
he had pictured his return when -he
had lingered one night in the moon-
light alone by yonder fountain a few
weeks before his graduation.

He glanced about as they passed up
the idence side of the park, think-
ing he night recognize some of the
town-folk, for he had known quite a
mumber of the citizens when he was
in college, and among them he distin-
guished no one whose form he remem-
bered. Beyond the trees and the strip
of greensward, a baggage-man was
driving at an ambling gait in the di-
rection of the station, but it was not
the eccentric little Irishman, ‘“‘Barney’’
who had been wont to deliver his
trunk in the old days at the top of
three flights of stairs with®so many
remarkable- expletives. A feeling of
disappointment and loneliness seized
upon Rossiter, a sense of being aloof
from all the rest of the world. This
one’ place of all places where
» was sure to be some

checrfully should he
v t behold no one stood
out clear his memory. Doubtless
there werd whom he would know
and who might recall him, but they
were not in evidence, and he had ex-
pected that they would be.

Joe Becrait noted thé dejection in
his face, and, misunderstanding the
cause of it, appealed to his mother to
know of she had not said that their
journey’s end was but a short dis-
tance beyond Hintonville.

ell, ‘it ain’t an awiul sight far-
' she answefed, ‘“‘but it’s mostly

was the

h¢

turn, ye
in
SOME

Becraft had been wielding a

loosely jointed fan energetical-
ly for mo of the nine miles they
had traversed, and was well-nigh in
collapse. A little rill of
perspiration was making its way
down her rounded face just in front
of cach ear. There was a ring of heat
about both of her eyes, and yet she
did not complain.

“You look about done up, Ma,”
said her elder son, transferring her at-
tention from Rossiter.

She smiled at him resignedly.

“] don’t know as I'd care to go on
many more miles ,ike this,”” she said.
s Gl we'll all be glad when we
get there.”

Some of the young men were an-
xious to pause for a drink of beer.
but the driver informed them that if
they did so they would have to fol-
low on foot, as he should not wait,
consequently no one quitted the wag-
on. As they left Hintonville behind
the ground began to rise in a long
slope, for instead of pursuing their
way along the valley in which the
town nestled they bore to the left to-
wards a range of hills. The sun was
slowly westering, and beyond the
brooding vale where the winding Os-
kenonto flowed, on the crown of the
first abrupt rise Rossiter saw the
slanting rays kindle to golden fire
the spire and vane of the old college
chapel. At the sight uf;hc shifting
wind-indicator, one of s student
pranks flashed into his mind, a thing
that had dropped from his memory
for years,—how in the lazy spring af-
ternoons he used to place a chair’in
the deep window of his bedroom and,
having lowered the upper sash, pepper
away with his revelver at the veering
arrow.

“Now that I'm so near,” he thought
his eye still upon the spire and the
trees that hid the other college build-
ings, “I must walk over here some
Sunday and have a look at the dear
old place.”

A little breeze sprang up as they as-
cended, ring the leaves in the ap-
ple-orchards, and causing the foliage
of two ancient poplars that towered
where the road forked to glisten here
and there like quicksilver.

“Do you see those trees?’’ asked
Jack Parmelee, suddenly turning to
his weary wagon-load. “Well, from
the way they act we're goin’ to have
rain afore mornin’ an’ a mighty
big blessin’ it’ll be too!”’

A peacock with tail spread, paraded
its vanity before them as they passed
this point, and as they were bendinyg
to the right gave a long, rancous
cry which was the occasion of a vast
amount of merriment among many of
the young people who had never heard
the bird’s peculiar cry before.
we're sure of it,” said Jack
Parmelee. ‘‘Mister Peacock’s an auth-
ority on the question. It’s luck all
around,—better hops and hop-pickin.”

“What good’ll the rain do the hops
now?”’ said a prospective picker. They
ain’t goin’ to grow more, be ‘they?”’

“I¢’ll cool the air an’ keep ~‘em
from mouldin.’ I've been m.lght,\'
scart of ’em for a day or two,” an-
swered the driver. ‘‘Such a spell o
heat raises thunder with ’em some
times.”

Several hop-fields had already been
passed, and there was DOW a yard
upon either side of the roac'l. Every-
one began to regard the vines, each
pole with its hops like a swarm of
bees at the top, with an increased in-
terest. When these fields had been
left behind Mamie Becrait and a num-
ber of others began craning thegr
necks as though they thought their
destination must be in sight.

“There’s the house!” cried one.

“I can see the hop kiln!” exclaimed
another, and in spite of the uncertain
motion of the wagon over the stony
road several mounted the seats for
the purpose of obtaining a better view

“Yes,” Jack Parmelee exclaimed,
«we're about there, and I reckon sup-
per’ll be ready.”

This announcement was hailed with
various comments of satisfaction. The
jaded horses seemed to realize that
they too were about to be rewarded
for their part in the tiresome journey
and struck into a brisker walk. Ev-
eryone forgot, for the instant, the
heat and the discomfort, and became
animated and alert. Rossiter caught
something of the excitement of the mo-
ment and rose partly from his seat
as the wagon approached a large,
white farm-house, set midway in a
spacious yard. In front were tall

a state of

st

“Now

lo--

cust trees. In the rear,  upon the
nearer side, stood the barns, the hop-
kiln with its queer ventilator upon
the top, and various other out-build-
ings. Beyond, there appeared to be a
garden and orchard, while directly op-
posite was a huge hop-field.

As they entered the yard a robust,
smooth-shaven man came out upon
the piazza at the side of the house,
closely followed by two women. The
man, who was . in his shirt-sleeves,
ana wore & ribboniess straw hat, paus-
ed with his lips parted in a smile,
his hands upon his hips, and his feet
spread wide, and surveyed the wagon-
load. The women, evidently sisters,
kindly faced, and rather short of
stature, shaded theit eyes and exam-
ined the new-comers with curiosity
and interest. :

“There’s Mr. and Mrs. Merton,” re-
marked Mrs. Becraft to Jim. “That’s
Mrs. Merton this way; the other’s her
sister, Miss Parmelee, who lives with
‘em. They’s a daughter but I don’t
see her.”’

“All right Jack?”’ asked Mr. Mer-
ton, descending the porch-steps.

“Yes, all right,” returned Parmelee
leaping from his perch and giving
himself a shake.

“Must a: had a pretty warm and
dusty ride.”

“Golly, guess we did!”’

“Get right down, all of you,” said
Mr. Merton. ‘“‘Mrs. Merton will look
after the women, and Jack, here, will
take care of the men. Hey, boys,”
he cried,, motioning to two farm-
hands who were standing in the door-
way of the horse-barn, “hurry up and
give us a lift.”

It was a great relief to Rossiter to
stretch his cramped limbs. As he
glanced about, he saw evidences of
thrift everywhere, in the neat yard, in
the trim sheds, in the over-flowing
mows, and in lhc*rccumly painted,
ramblingly spacious house. His vag-
abond experience had trained his cye
in these matters, and he could usual-
ly tell what treatment he was likely
to receive. Here he knew 'he should
fare well. He was already glad he
had decided to come.

Having seen the hop-wagen unload-

ed and the team led away by one of
the farm-hands, and having watched
the women and girls disappear in Mrs
Merton’s wake, Rossiter whirled about
to find the male portion of®his com-
panions gathering up their possessions
preparatory to following Jack Par-
melee. He had his own small bundfe-
in his hands, and having joined the
Becraft boys, who had been assisting
their mother and - sister, the three
went forward together. Mr. Merton's
right-hand man led them along the
driveway to the rear of the house,
where he struck a path which traver-
sed a small orchard that was separ-
ated by a high picket fence from one
much more extensive. At the left-
hand lower corner of the lesser or-
chard, and within a stone’s throw
of the farm-house, was a long, rather
low one-storied building.
s your sleeping quarters,”’
said Jack Parmelce, throwing open
the door and revealing a double row
of snowy cots. “You'll have to do
your washing up to the barn. I'll
show you after you pick your places
and stow your traps,” and he there-
with left them.

The floor was scrupulously clean;
there was mosquito netting in all of
the windows; and there were three
lamps, with reflectors, for lighting
the room. Rossiter and the two Be-
craits secured cots at the farther end
of the apartment, and then, having
made themselves acquainted with the
basin and towel arrangement at the
barn, which had been cleared for an
eating-room, to a plentiful supper.

“Well, what do you think of it?”
asked Joe Becraft, as he and Rossiter
strolled, smoking, down the road in
the afterglow, having satisfied to the
full their by no means slender -appe-
tites. I say it’s the slickest thing
I've ever struck, by long odds.”

“I don’t fancy we shall find much
to complain of, unless it’s the hop-
picking. What's that like?”

“Oh, that's fun. There’s no work
about it. All you do is just strip the
hops from the vines, that some chap
called a pole-puller’ brings you an’
chuck ’em into a box. You mustn’t
put many leaves in though. They
don’t like that.”

“It doesn’t sound difficult.”

“Difticult! Well, no; but I can tell
you, it's quite a trick to pick so that
you can turn out your three boxes a
day. They used to allow you to put
some leaves in, an’ then a fellow
could manage four or five, but now
it’s dificrent. They’re darn particular.

“Let’s see, what do you get?”’

“Thirty-five cents a box, an’ grub.
If yvou boarded yourself, you'd prob-
ably get fifty. They usually have a
lot o' folks who pick after that fash-
jon come up from Hintonville, so 1
understand. That’s how they manage
in most vards hereabouts.”

“I'm really quite keen at it,” said
Rossiter, with a touch of Joe’s en-
thusiasm.

“You must try to get a box next
to ours. You see four boxes are gen-
erally joined together, made so, con-
sequently there’s only room for our
family at one of the combination
things,” announced Becraft.

“Oh, that’s how it is!”

“Yes, that’s the way they work it.”

The little breeze that sprung up be-
fore their arrival had died with the
going down of the sun, and the fever
of the day was still in the air. Far
away beyond the great western hills
a black cloud was beginning to invade
the sky, and Rossiter concluded that
the pr}mhvcy of the silvering poplar
Jeaves and the trumpeting peacock
was ,ikely to be fulfilled before morn-
ing. In the pm'chcnl and dusty grass
at the roadside a cricket chorus was
singing clear and cheery. and a late
locust was violining in the stubble of
a barley-field. They walked for per-
haps half a mile before ‘thv‘\' turned,
Becraft commenting in his frz‘n}k way
upon the pleasure he was anticipating
in his sojourn of two or Vthrou \\'v_el;s
in the hop-fields, and telling Rossiter
of the monotony, the colorlessness of
his ordinary daily life.

(To be continued.)
#

Ask for Minard’s and take no other.
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I believe that no young man has
nrighttoukagirl(;obehilwih
until he has reached a certain poin®
in his life. And I would apply this
both to his age and his prospects.
As to age, I think a “yeyng man
should wait until he is at least twen-
ty-five hefore he marrics. Before that
time, his impressi and his fanci
are apt to be fleeting. A young man
drifts and flounders in almost every-
thing he does—wife-choosing included—
before he is twenty-five. He rarely:
knows himself what he wants in any-
thing. He does not know the world
nor its people. He may think he does,
a young man between eighteen and
twenty-five  generally does—but he
doesn’t all the same. It requires him
to reach and pass the twenty-five year
period to find out how little he really
does know. After he passes twenty~
five he begins to learn, and from ‘that
time on, things have a meaning to
him. The difference before and aiter
this twenty‘five year period is: That
before, he wonders that he is o much
more mature than others and knowa
so much; while afterward, he wonders
that he is so immature and knows so
little. And when a young man reaches
that point where he is convinced that
he knows very little, then his time of
learning commences. Young men gens
erally think they know “‘a great deal
about girls” when they are twentys
one, and can easily choose a wife.
But the wisdom of twenty-one on that
point is a little slippery, and I would
advise no young man to test it.

Then too, a young man has no coms
ception of his capabilities before he
reaches twenty-five. He has no ﬁxe%
purpose in mind; he has no idea what
he is capable of doing; he does not”
know the business world nor its chan-
ces. He has had no opportunity of
showing his employers his capacity of
filling a more important position. He
has, therefore, no practical idea of
his prospects, and he can form none.
A young man is all, too apt to for-
get, I think, that the period between:
the ages of twenty and twenty-five is
the formative period of his life, and
during that time he had better have
no additional responsibilities upon
him other than his own struggles will
demand. But when he reaches twentys
five he generally begins to develop.
His- epinions on matters begin to he
listened tTo=<asuslly, it is true, at
first, but they command attentien
nevertheless, where formerly they-—¥ere
ignored and justly so. From this om
his career begins and he can, with a
greater degree of accuracy, decide for
himself whether he can ask the girl of
his choice to share his life with him.
Between twenty-five and thirty a man
should, if he hopes to amount to any-
thing, choose his path in life and test
his capabilities. And then it is that
the love of a good wife and her coun-
sel will mean everything to him. If
we look at current statistics, we find
at once that the great majority, I
think it is something like 70 per cent
of our young men are marrying be-
tween twenty-five and thirty with a
leaning toward the latter age. Years
ago it was different, and the marry-
ing age for young men was between
twenty-two and twenty-five. But as
we have grown older so have we be-
come wiser.

—

WHAT BEFELL THE FAIRY PRINCESS.

A year ago there was in Holland
a pretty, happy, healthy young girl,
who made everyone think of the fairy
princesses we read about in books.
She seemed to have everything, and
it was impossible not to envy her. It
was time that this fairy princess mar=
ried and settled down to be happy
ever afterward. So they brought her
three or four eligible yeung men—all
there were who were deemed fit to be
husband to such a grand little crea-
ture. “Fit”’ meant by birth and rank
not by manners and education and
brains ‘and looks and disposition.
From these few she selected, as. she
in her inexperience thought, the least
dull, the least depraved, the least re-
pulsive. Possibly she thought himx
fine—she had not been permitted to
get in the least acquainted with any.
young man. But he was a vulgar, ig-
norant, drunken brute, a true real-life
princeling, the natural product of cen-
ditions which could not except by a
miricle produce a man.

And now, think of the fairy princess
hiding in her rooms, weeping, asham-
ed, broken-hearted, grieving for her
dead baby, her dead dream of love,
her blighted life. The fairy princess
will never again hold her head high,
never again be without an ache in her

eart.

The high and world-blazoned story
is not without warning to princesses
or even to the great and rich of eart
It is a lesson for all mothers and all
girls of all degrees severywhere.

—_——— ‘
HELEN KELLER'S RIRST EARNING

There is a pretty story in connec
tion with a series of articles which
Helen Keller, the wonderful blind girl,
has written for the Ladies’ Home
Journal, telling about her life from
infancy till the present day. She al«
ways has shrunk from the publicity
which follows successful literary work
and it was with great difficulty that
she was persuaded to take up the
task of preparing her own autibiog=
raphy. She had, however, set _het
heart on owning an island in Halifax
harbour for a summer home and in &
spirit of fun the editor of the Jour
nal offered to buy it for her or to pro
vide the means to buy it. When the
work of writing appeared especially
irksome Miss Keller was reminded ©
her desire to become a land owner
and it spurred her on. Just before
Christmas, she completed the first
chapter of her marvellous story; and
on Christmas morning she received a
check from her publishers for a good
round sum. Her delight may be im-
agined, for this was the t mon:r
of any account she hagd € earned.
“It is a fairy tale come true,” she
said. Whether she will really buy the
island and so carry out her plan, re
mains to be seen.

Messrs. C. C. Richards & Co. :

Gentlemen,~After suffering for sevs
en years with inflammatory, rheuma-
1ism so bad that I was e,even months
confined to my room, and for twa
years could not dress myself without
help, your agent gave me a bottle of
Minard’s Liniment in May 1897, and
asked me to try it, which I did, and
was so well pleased with the result
that I secured more. Five bottlest .
completely cured me and I have had
no return of the pain for eighteen
months. &

The above facts are well known ta
everybody in this village and neighs
borHood. #®

Yours gratefully,
A. D

I g
St. Timothee, Que., May 16, 1899, f
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Moasurements of Sable Island whi 1
have just -been taken, show in

arison with last year’s  m -
sients, that the Island is now 136

yards shorter.




