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ptofessionai Cards.

J. M. OWE;;
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fiice in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate,
~—WILL BE AT MIS—
OFFIOER IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop’s Grocery Store.)
EHvery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Agent Nova Scotsa Building Societ

SATUS POPULI SUPREMA LEX HST.

Y
~=AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&@ Money to loan at five per Real
Hstate security. Box omh o

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompu and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court,
Soleitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. I. 8. ANDERSON.

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

Office next door to Union Bank.
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, Sep#. 23rd, 1891,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

N. £. CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. S,

UNION BANK OF HALLFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000
Capital Paid-up, - 800,000
Rest, - - - - 445,000

26 of

DIRECTORS:

‘WM. ROBERTSON, W, ROCHE.,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, Esq.
J. H. Symons, Ksq.
GEO. Mncaﬂku Ksq., M.P.P.
, Esq.

E.G.8
A.E.J Esq.
Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager.
€, N. 8, STRICKLAND, Manager.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and seld.

Highest rate allowed foer money on
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. S8.— N. R. Barrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage.

%nrtmnuth, N. 8.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. S.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

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

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

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

Sherbrooke, N. 8.—F. O. Robertson,
manager. -

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting
mansager.

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acling

manager.
Wolfville, N. S.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.

CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bauk of New Brunswick,
8t. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

Progressive
Bakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EDDY’S
BREAD
WRAPPERS!

Manufactured solely by

The E. B. EDDY Co.

LIMITED

HULL, Canada.

WANTED! WANTED!

5,000 Hides,
15,000 Pelts,

- For huuug:c yrices will be paid,
mmm'

viag hides to sell.
them to the tannery.
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Mother and
Doctor Too

Until the doctor conies, and for minor

for inflammation from any cause.
Used continually for go years as a
household remedy, its sustained popu-
hnz and increasing use every year
are the

g its curative powers.

Johnso

ANODYNE

LINIMENT

is of grealest value sn ireating colic,
bus, biles, bruises, burns, stings,
caiarrh, bronchilis, la grippe, lameness, muscle soveness and pain and
inflammalion in any part of the body. Bold in two sise bottles, %c. and 50e. The
larger sizo is more economical. If your dealer hasn't it send to 0s. Ask first.

1.S. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom Heuse St., Boston, Mass.

ills and accidents, the mother must
doctor her family. Tens of thous-
ands of mothers i‘;nve relied upon
JOHNSON’S ANODYNE LINI-
MENT, and have found it always
reliable, It is used both externally
and sniernally and it is the remedy

best possible testimonials to
ns

u's?:, diarvhaa, choleva mor-
chafing, colds, coughs, croup,

In the hour

(Ueckly

T You Arg = = =
A Business Man «

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

onifor

Job Department = «

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

- -

*

® b *

Billheads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
BooRlets,

Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

WE PRINT

Aetterbeads,
emoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
BooRs,
Business Cards,

(Ueekly Homitor,

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

Bridgetown, 1. S.

THE YARMOUTH STEAMSHIP GO, LTD.

after arrival  .rains from Halifax.

For tickets, staterooms, etc., apply to
D. McPHERSON, Gen. Mgr.
Yarmourh, N. 8., October lst, 1900.

On and after October 6th,
Two Trips rer week between Yarmouth and Boston as follows, viz:

Steamer ** BosTon” will leave Yarmouth every Wedaesday and Saturday cvening;

this Company will make

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.

Staterooms can be secured on application, at the old established rates.

For tickets, staterooms and other information, apply to Dominion Atlantic Railway,
126 Hollis St., North Street Depot, Halifax, N. S., or to any agent on the Dominion
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

—The greatest mischief makiog fallicy of
recent times, the one that has marred the
lives of more young men than any other, is
the notion that there is an easier way of get-
ting a living—of accumulating a competency
—than the old way, via hard work. It is
true that the sharp young man by chance
gometimes, or by special shrewdness, appar-
ently find- a short-cut to success. Butsuch
success has but poor staying gualities. In
fact, looking back over fifty years of some
what wide opportunity for obeervation, I
find it difficult to recall instances of long
continued success that were based on such
commencement, while there come to mind
many and grand instances of real and lasting
that have.followed young men who
dared to face the world with their coats off,
whether they commenced on the farm or in
the shop or store or cffice. No, the young
man who expects to win success on the farm,
even in this mew century, by sitting in his
office and pressing the button, is doomed to
dissppointment and sooner or later will find
himself doivg the biddiog of him who com-
manded wealth and place by hard work.

~Canada’s leader—Empire Liniment.

Pallor and Leaness

are the evidence of deficient nourish-
ment or defective assimilation.

PUTTNER’S EMULSION contains in
small compass and in palatable form a
surprising amount of nourishment and
tonic virtue. Thin people who take it
grow fat,—pale people soon resume
the hue of health puny children grow
plump and Tosy.

Be sure you get PUTTNER'S, the
original and best Emulsion.

Of all druggists and dealers.

—In many cases decay or rot in trees can
be stopped by removing all decayed por-
tions snd ocovering the wound with lig-
uid shellac or common white lead, being care-

;;}nqttopht h hrk‘.—qabnukcpﬂ-

Loetry.

By-and-By.

At last, somewhere, some ha da
The i)lin will rou,nd ue lle;m:'y "
For all a joyous way
To follow, by-aund-by.

*Tis promised by the bird, the brook,
The wide, unsyllabled air;
Whither I chance to look,
I see it written there.

I learn it from each star that wheels,
From every flower that blows,
From all a young heart feels,
And all an old heart knows.
—Jokn Vance Cheney, in Harpers Magazine,

R

Making a Man.

Hurry the baby as fast as you can,

Hurry him, worry him, make him a man.

Off with his baby clothes, get him in pants,

Feed him on brain foods and make him ad
vance.

Hustle him, soon as he's able to walk,

Iato a grammar school; cram him with talk.

Fill his poor head full of figures and facts,

Keep on a jammin’ them in till it cracks.

Once boys grew up at a rational rate,

Now we develop a man while you wait.

Rush him through college, compel him to
grab

Of every known subject a dip and a dab,

Get him in business and after the cash,

All by the time he can grew a moustache.

Let him forget he was ever a boy,

Make gold his god and its jingle his joy.

Keep him a hustling and clear out of breath,

Until he wins nervous prostration and death.

The Underworld,

The grace and beauty of the world are
propped

On what the world forgets or knows not
of.

A poet lounging at his lazy ease.

Before a winter evening fire of coals.

Basks in the red glint of the genial grate,

And sees a thousand fairy fancies rise

And glow and fade and mingle with his
dream;

The while he half forgets, half sees revealed,

His wife and baby in the hearth light there.

This because, delving in the starless dark,
In breathlees chambers where the puny
lam
Gleams feebly, toils a miner—his dim days
But as the restless nights of other men.
Not l{ia our world; not his the wide, free

air,

Not his the sun; but like his brother rock

That prope the low grim roof and holds up
1l

a
The fair, bright structure of the upper
world,
Itself unseen, unsightly; so his hand
Makes bright the hearthstones of a hundred
homes.

.Until at last, upon an evil day,

A still, black form is lifted from a mine,

And rough men whisper at their ceaseless
toil,

Then in a dingy room one hearth is cold,

A head is bowed, and little children wail.

The grace and beauty of the world are
propped

On what the world forgets or knows not of.

—Junius Woods Stevens, in Boston Tran-
script.

 Selet iternture,
Play T Was Dead.

(By Mrs. McVean-Adams, in S, S, Times.)

Mrs. Bond sat beside her bedroom win-
dow, rupning her sewing-machine with ner-
vous haste. Two little children were play-
ing in the yard.

She could hear their voices as she sewed.
“Now, Teddie, you old sweetheart, sit right
still while I run in and aek “mover” if we
can go over to Grace's,” and two kisses were
given to baby Teddie by the motherly little
sister Susie. ' Then the little girl came danc-
ing into the room, and said, “*O, mama ! can
1 take baby over to Gracie’s? She's got &
new swing, and she’s been calling over for us
tocome.” A little coaxing arm was stealing
around the mother's neck. “Oh, dear!”
said the busy mother, ‘‘see how you've
made me break my thread ! No, you stay
right here in your own yard. How many
times must I tell you before you will mind,
1 think you might help me by playing pretty
with brother, so that I could get this dress
done for you to wear to-morrow. All the
rest of the girls will have on white dresses,
and here it is almost five o'clock, and you
know your father always wants to find sup-
per ready, and I have one more ruffle to put
on the skirt yet.” Little Susie went slowly
out, away from the flood of petulant words,
and presently her mother heard her voice
again under the window. ‘Never mind,
Teddie; we’ll g6 some time when ““moverdy”
isn’t nervous. T'll tell you a new play.
Let’s play I was dead. I'll lie here, and
you cover me up with leaves, like the
“babes in the woods,” you know.” ‘‘Let’s
play 1 wasdead !” The words sent a strange
chill through the heart of the hurrying
mother.

Her thoughts had been running on along
the same line of complaining that she had
expressed to the child. “If John had only
let me get that embroidery for the skirt of

“Susie’s dress, I wouldn’t need to hem all

these rufilss, but there is never any money
to spare when I want anything. I'm sure I
go without for myself willingly in order to
have the children look nice; and if there is
another woman that works and saves more
than I do, why, I wish John had her,—that’s
all 1"

So far her complaining theughts had car
ried her when the sweet little voice broke
in, “Play I was dead,” Dead! To think
of it, even in play ! And yet her neighbor’s
little daughter was buried only last week !
What if her treasure, her patient, sunny
little Susie should die !

Would she think then that all she owed
the child was to overwork for her saka ? Or
would she wish she had been less hurried,
and made the little heart happy in a serene
and joyous home? How many times had
she pushed that loving little arm off her
neck because she was hurried. How many
timee laid her own burdens of care, worry,
and fretfulness upon that tender little spirit
that should be care free as a bird ?

Conscience began to struggle as Mrs. Bond
sewed yet faster.

Suppose Susie were, indeed, to die ! What
would baby do? No one could amuse him
like sweet and patient Susie. And she was
the eunlight of her father's life. What
weuld home be to him without her ?

Suddenly Mrs. Bond’s brow crimsoned as
she had to own to herself that she had, un-
consciously. determined that her husband
should have a cloudy supper hour; for was it
not hard for her that he should refuse even a
little embroidery for her child’s dress ? Now,
she thought *‘Poor John! Heis so prond
of Susie | Perhaps he could not get the
money, and felt bad about it.”

“Now, I'm all dead,” came the voice from
the outside,

Mrs. Bond rose from the machine and
looked out. Under the apple-tree, with eyes
shut very tightly, and chubby hands (aot
over clean), folded primly across her breast,
lsy Susie, while little Teddie was busily

curls as they lay wide spread on the grase.

A sigh and a smile met together on the
mother’s lips.

T will go and stir up some of those grid
dle cakes John is fond of for supper,” she
solilcquised; “‘then he'll know 1'm sorry I
wae @ross about the dress.”” BStrange how
bard husbands and wives find it to say little
easy sentences such as ““I was wrong,” “I
am sorry,” “I love you,” *Forgive me” !

Mrs. Bond hurried to the kitchen (which
she always left shining with cleanliness be
fore she began her. afternoon sewing, no
matter how weary she was.) She had
scarcely been able to prepare the appetizing
meal which she had planned, and was hur-
rying, as usual, when she heard a loud
soream, and Susie ran in carrying Teddie,
fcom whose fingers the blood dropped on the
white floor as he reached out his arms for
“mover” it was too provoking, just as she
was going to have everything so pleasant
for her husband. ‘'O you ndughty child !”
she began ! “had to let him get burt jast as
I was in’——The sentence died on her lips
as she met Susie’s sorrowful gaze, noted the
pale face, the quivering lip, and the trem-
bling form of her precious little daughter.
“Play she was dead,” whispered a voice in
her fretful heart. ‘Never mind, darling;
mother knows you did the best you could,”
and she gave the astonished Susie a hurried
kiss as she carried baby to the sink. *“Now
help mother, for father will be here right
away. You can bring the roll of white pieces
from the drawer fo wrap up these poor little
fiogers with, and then wash up the blood
from the floor before it dries.” Susie burried
to obey.

““Now, Teddie mans don’t cry. You can
play you are a wounded soldier, and sit in
the high chatr by the window, and watch
for paps, while I get his supper.”

Susie was eager to help, and seemed so
grateful to escape sharp words that Mrs.
Bond experienced a queer guilty feeling.
Had she, then, been so unkind te the child
she loved so tenderly that a little forbear-
ance caused surprise and gratitude ?

In spite of hurry, the supper was not
ready, when Mr. Bond came slowly up the
walk. His brow was clouded, and his wife
noted that his shoulders were stooping, and
his walk was listless. Plainly, John was
overworked and he advanced as if uncertain
of the state of the home atmosphere.

“Poor John !” she -thought. “Play he
was dead !’ She must make home a more
restful place for him. What would that
home be, should he never come into it any
more ? So she smiled bravely at him, and
waved the pancake turner gayly, in token
that a dish he liked was in preparation.

His brow cleared instantly, and, turning
to take and toss little Peddie, he was soon
deep in the discussion of how the knife shut
up on the two chubby, hurt fingers. A
whispered word to Susie, and there lay be-
side papa’s plate a spray of the pink bleed-
ing heart that had becn transplanted from
his own mother’s door yard.

©Is it & birthday, or what ?" he asked,
lifting the flowers, as he took anether gol-
den-brown griddle-cake. “I thought you
would be too hurried and worried over that
dress to get any supper.

Mrs. Bond blushed a little. Was kind-
ness, then, so strange in the house over which
she presided that a gift of love, that cost
nothing, should occasion surprise? Yet, what
had she planned for the supper heur before
Susse’s new play ? If not absolute unkind-
ness, yet a resentment of his refusal of the
embroidery for the dress.

“It was time I had the lesson,” she
thought. “I will do as I would wish I had
if he should die.”

““After the supper work was all done, the
sponge set for light rolls for breakfast and
the children, rosy .from the bath, in bed, she
hoped to finish Susie's drees; for the next
day was Sunday.

But Teddie was restless, kept wanting a
drink, and would let no one tend him but
his “mover.” With an impatient gesture
she left her work, and bent over the crib.
Go to sleep this minute, you naughty baby !”
she said. But the red lip was ‘put up’ piti-
fully, and the little pleading hand that
touched her cheek was too hot.

“Play he was dead,” said the voice in her
heart. “Would you value a dress above
your loving baby, who needs your care and
can never be a baby but once ?”

She took the baby into her arms, and
gently sang, while she softly laved the hot
hands and face with warm water. By and
by the white lids drooped over the blue eyes
and baby slept. - But it was long before the
mother sought her pillow.

Sitting there in silence, slowly rocking
her child, her thought took unaccustomed
courses. What was she doing wiith her life,
and the lives of those dearest to her? Had
she set up a false standard of virtues?
«Is not the life more than rneat, and the
body more than raiment ? Was the demon
of hurry spoiling her home? Was she so
overworked that she was habitually fretful ?
Suppose she should die ! Would her child-
ren remember only a fretful voice and a face
clouded with worry ? Would they be hap-
pier in the care of some one more serene and
gentle? Would they remember not the
work mother did for them, but the unjust
scolding and nervous worry ? What did it
matter how they were clothed as babies ?
They would not remember nor care. But if
she could give them a childhood bright
enough to light all after-life, happy serene,
with no tempests of fright and anger, with
the memory of mother as one who never
failed them, but was the gonstant source of
love, sympathy, forgiveness, and comfort, no
matter what they had done,—ah! that is
what she must strive for.” John should see.
She would be different.

And that was why Susie wore on Sunday
herold blue gingham dress (snd looked as
sweet as a pink rose in it, too) while the
other girls had new white dresses.

And Sasie never knew thow her mew play,
invented for Teddie that afernoon, brought
sunshine into that home, so that her mother
no longer was a slave to wdtry, and her
father took fresh courage, and the little ones
grew like roses, in the tranquil atmosphere.
Verily, a little child shall lead them.”

TR e AT A SRR

—A few scientists hold that Mars if in-
habited is peopled with a race far superior
to us and that they have been trying to com-
municate with the earth for thousands of
years. This view presupposes that the Mar-
tians p instr intell desires,
etc., similar to ours and is so bold a conjec-
ture that it is not gemerally accepted. It is
generally held, however, that the present
century will see startlinj; advances in astro-
nomical knowledge, amd thinkers are pre-
pared for almost any discovery.

—_——

—The scientific mind is now devoting it-
self to cures for consumption. It would not
be amiss to try experiments about its pre-
vention—the strict enforoement of the anti-
expeatoration Yaws, for insbarge.— Baltimare

Reminiscences of Victoria’s Childhood.

(Montreal Wisness.)

 She wae such a nige young girl was the
Princess. Ah, yes, I saw her often. Sure,
1 was town b id to the Duch of
Kent for four years. I was married from
Kensington Palace.”

In & snug room in the Church Home, Guy
street, last evening, an old, old lady, who
was living when the nineteenth century was
in its first decade, was talking-in & reminie-
cent mood of the days when, as a young girl,
she lived in the honse where Queen Victoria’s
happy childhood was passed. Mrs. Wood
will be ninety-three years old on April 17,
and a smarter. or handsomer old lady of her
years was probably never seen. Her face is
remarkably fresh and smooth, consideriog
ber advanced age, and in her neat black
dress with white lawn tie and her quaint
eap, she made quite a picture. Although
her hearing is somewhat defective, her mind,
where the past is concerned, is clesr as
crystal, and as she recalled scenes and inci-
dents, of three quarters of a century ago,
speaking of them as if they had happened
last week or last month, one seemed to feel
time slipping strapgely backward in its
course.

Mrs. Wood was housemaid at Kensington
Palace for four years and nine months, as
she somewhat proudly informed the Witness
representative, who was catching a glimpse
of Her Msjesty’s childhood from the point
of view of a favorite domestic. She' spoke
of the Queen as if she were still the little
Princess of the long ago, a8 no doubt she ever
remained in the pictures on the walls of the
old lady’s memory.

¢ Princees Victoria was about eight years
old when I went to Kensington Palace,” she
said, *“and a very bright, happy child she
was. But mind you, she was kept down—
you don’t know any child more kept down
than she was. The Duchess was very strict
with her. Bat,” reflectively, “it made a
wonderfully good woman of Ler.

¢ She had to give an account of every cent
she spent, and tell exactly what she paid for
everything. When she saw something she
wanted, if she hadn’t money to pay for it
she’d have it put by. Sometimes she’d ask
me, quiet like, to lend her sixpence or a
shilling, or chance it might be half a crown.
I'd slip it to her, and she'd always give iv
back in & day or two.”

“ Was the Princess pretty ?”

“Well, you couldn’t just say she was
pretty, but as she got older she got better
looking. She was short and chubby,” said
the old lady, drawing her shoulders up ex-
pressively, ‘‘and didn’t seem to have any
neck, hardly. But as she grew up she gov
slighter and more refined, and her eyes would
sparkle brighter. She was like her father
first, from the drawings of him, but later she
got more like her mother. When she was
little she looked as if she had been asleep
and hadn't got altogether wakened up. She
had a good-natured look, though, and & sort
of laugh on her face all the time.”

The old lady paused for a little in her
reminiscences, and, apparently recollecting
that her former young mistress was no more,
sighed and murmured, with a mournful shake
of the head, *‘ Poor Victoria!” From time
to time she imermpxediher relation and with
a pathetic little gesture, sighed, *‘Poor
Victoria,” or ** Poor Vicky.”

“The servants were all- a8 fond of her as
could be,” she resumed. *‘She never would
tell on any of them if she happened to find
out anything. Only she’d say, ‘They mustn’t
do it again; if the Duchess were to know
about it, it wouldn't be a good thing for
them.” She liked me to catch her up and
run through the hall,” said the old lady, her
face lighting up at the remembrance, *‘ but
I tell you we didn’t let the. Duchess know.
That would have meant being sent away for
me and & good talking to for the Princess.
The Duchess was strict, but she was a kind
mistress—Oh, a very kind mistress.

«] remember when little Princess Vic-
toria began to ride. She had a beautiful
little foreign pony, given to her by an Indian
Prince or somebody. My ! it was a beauty.
It had a golden mane, parted like a lady’s
hair, and its tail swept the ground. There
was an old soldier that used to potter about
the_garden. His name was Jock, and the
little Princess would let ne one but him lift
her on to the saddle. The lady’s maid and
nurse would both be there, but *“No!"” she
would say, I want Jock.” And eo Jock it
would be, and then the groom would lead
the pony round the garden paths and Jock
would hold the little lady on.

¢ She was very fond of dogs aud flowers,
and all such things. She had a pet dog, and
if anyone meddled with it she would cry.
She said it was cruel. Queen Adelaide was
very fond of her, and used to give her
beautiful presents. She had a big doll that
would walk, walk along with her just by
taking it by the hand, and its dresses and
stockings were big enough for a child sixteen
months old. But the springs got-broke some
way, and then it was put away.”

] suppose she had lessons to learn even
then ?”

“QOh, ay! She had a-plenty of teachers.
And she had to mind them, too. When she
was older, and the Duchess sent for Lord
Melbourne, and asked him to train her for
the throne, he said, ¢ Yes, he would teach
her, if she would be guided by him.’ ‘She
will do that,’ the Duchess told him. ‘I will
persist (ins‘fst) on her doing that.””

Mrs. Wood left England before the Queen
was married, but she had seen the Prince
Consort.

+ He was a fine looking young gentleman,”
she said with emphasis. * Ab, that was a
love match, truly.”

Mrs. Wood came to Canada in the service
of Lady Durham, * when Lord Durham was
sent to Canada at the rebellion.” Her hus-
band had been valet to the late Earl of
Derby, and afterwards to one of Lord Dur-
ham’s staff, with whom he came to Canada.
When Lord and Lady Durham returned to
England, Mrs. Wood longed with a home-
sick longing to go back also, but Mr., Wood
preferred to try his fortune in Canada. They

bonght a farm near Quebec, adjoining one |

owned by the Hon. Mr. Primrose. Some
time after her husband's death Mrs. Wood

came to Montreal, and was at one time | |

matron of the Church Home. That was be-
fore the ittee of g t secured
the pleasant location and substantial quarters
of the present home on Guy streel, where
this interesting old lady finde a comfortable

and peaceful home in the late winter of her |

days.

B
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—TIn our dairies *‘the cool hand” which | |
was the boast of the old world dairy-woman |
is altogether out of date. Now the hand | |
never toushes anything and, as we are in-
formed at this year's exibition, even the
skimming will soon be done by machinery. j*

Ta the most sultry of ‘summer weather the
butter is kept cool by being immediately
tronsferred to in the refrigerator.

One Industry Seriously Affected by the Type-
writer.

“During the past year,” said s Naseau
street stationer, “‘we have sold only half the
number of steel pens we sold in 1899 And
I would not be surprised to see the sales of
pens fall off till only & few stationers in town
carried large stocks of them. This, I ghink,
is due to the advent of the typewriting
machine.

“In almost every business house in the
city typewriters are in use, and in some
houses they have a system of keeping books
with typewriting machines. In the county
register’s office all the rocords were for years
kept with pen and ink, but now the copyists
employed there are compelled to work type-
writing machioes. Deeds are copied into
the record books with the aid of the type-
writer, and the copyist of today bas not the
political simecare be had a few years ago
when any schoolboy was competent to be a
copyist in the register’s office. Hundreds of
boxes of steel pens were in use there in those
days, but now they use only about 1 per
cent of the quantity formerly required.

1 would not be surprised if within the
next few years several pen manufacturers
gave up business. Few people know whata
heap of bother and expense it is to make a
pen. For instance, the steel is first rolled
into big sheets and then cut into strips about
three inches wide. These strips are anneal-
ed.
to a red heat and permitted to cool very
gradually, so that the brittlenees is all re
moved and the steel is soft enough to be
easily worked.. Then the strips arefgain
rolled to the required thickness, or rather
thinness, for, as you know, the average steel
pen is not thicker than a piece of letter
paper.

¢« The black pen is next cut out of the flat
strip and the name of the maker stamped
upon it. Then comes the moulding process.
The pen is put in a mould, which gives it
grace and strength. The rounding enables
the pen to hold the requisite ink and to dis
tribute the ink gradually. That little hole
which is cut near the end of the slit aiso
helps to make the ink run properly, and
regulates thg elasticity of the pen. Up te
this time the metal is soft and leadlike. To
make it brittle and springy it is tempered by
being heated to a cherry color and then sud-
denly plunged into cold water. But it is
then too brittle for use, o the temper of the
steel must be drawn. The elasticity of the
pen varies with the color, and each color is
obtained by suddenly plunging the pen into
cold water. Then follow the elitting, pol-
ishing, pointing and finishiog, all of which is
done by expert workmen.

¢ But the price of pens has fallen greatly
of late, and as 1 said before, in the new cen:-
ury there will probably be fewer pens manu-
factured and more typewriters put to work.”

Dunces at School.

The illustrious poet and novelist, Sir
Walter Scott, was an exceedingly dull boy
when at school. Prof Dalzeil said of him
when he was at the University of Edinburgh:
“ Dance he is and dunce he will remain.”

Richard Brinsley Sheridan, the eminent
Irish orator, and dramatic author, was so
stupid when a boy that his mother upon
one occasion introduced him to a tutor with
the remark, *He is an incorrigible dunce.”

Dean Swift, the elcquent divine and hum-
orist, was by no means a brilliant boy. He
was plucked at Dablin University and ob
tained his recommendation to Oxford spec
wali graita.

Qiliver Goldsmith, when a student at Trin-
ity College, Dublin, was notorious for idle-
ness and stupidity. In after years he spoke
of himself as ‘‘a plant that flowered late.”

Dr. Adam Clark, the English theological
writer, was 8o very obtuse when a boy that
his father called him a ** grievous dunce.”

The poet, Thomas Chatterton, was sent
home to his mother with the very discourag
ing accompaniment that he was a *‘fool of
whom nothing could be made.”

Scotland’s national poet, Robert Burns,
was a dull boy, *“‘good at nothing save athle-
tic exercises.”

The great Italian dramatiat, Vittomo Al
fieri, was a most unsuccessful student, and
left college but little wiser than when he en
tered it.

When & schoolboy, Isaac Barrow was not-
ed for his savage temper, his idleness and his
stupidity. He caused his parents much
trouble, and his father often said: *‘If it
pleases God to take any of my children away
from me I hope it may be Isaac, the least
promising of them all.”

Sir Humphrey Davy, the eminent English
chemist and natural philosopher, was but an
ssordinary schoolboy, giving promise of no
future greatness.”

Robert Clive, the Eoglish general, was
dubbed a dunce when a boy, and to get rid
of him his family gladly permisted him to go
as an ensign to India. He fought his way
to a colonelcy by the time he reached man-
hood, distinguished himself in 1751 by hie
success againet the French, and in 1756 sav-
ed “‘the Eoglish rule in Indis, by driving
Suraj-ad-Dowlah out of Calcutta and ronting
his army. Eventually he returned to Eng-
land, wealthy and covered with honor.

Dr. Thomas Chalmers, a Scottish divine
and author, was sd'dull and cared eo little
for learning when a boy, that he was dis-
missed from the parish school at St. Andrew’s
as beiog a ““ hopeless dunce.”

—Don’t accept & note until you are certain
that it is dated correctly, specifies the
amount of money to be paid, includes the
words *“‘or order” after the name of payee if
it is intended to make the note negotiable,
atates a place where payment is to be made,
states that the note is *‘for value recieved”
and is signed by the maker or his duly author-
ized representative. In certain states fixed
‘phrases are required in the body of the note,
such as “without defalcation or discount,”
but as a general rule that fact is understood
without the specification.
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Victoria Day.

We are glad o see that the idea so long
advocated in vhe Wilness, of perpetnating
the Victorian holiday, which has become an
ingrained part of our national and social life,
a8 & memorial to the great Queen and a¢ an
expression of imperial loyalty, has dawned
on some of our poraries as are ion
We do not know how it has been in other
parts of the Empire, but here in Canada the
birthday of Queen Victoria has been since
her reign began, apart from Christmas snd
the New Year, the great national holidey.
It has been observed twice a8 long as Domin-
ion Day, and has, therefore, the more habis-
ual veneration of the older generation. It
is 80 fixed in our customs that, lik2 the death
of a life-long companion, it would leave an
irreparable blank in our lives to give it up.
It may be said that we shall necessarily bave
& new holiday in its place, The King was
born on the ninth of November, not in this
consulting the convenience of his future sub-
jects. We no doubt need a holiday then, if
wo have less use for it. It will break our
severest period of hard work, the timeof the
intensest commercial activity of the year.
How to make holiday op the ninth of Novem-
ber, unless by appointing our national har-
veet thanksgiving upon it, we do not know.
Even so, it would be a sacrifice that our
business men would take a good while to
reconcile themeelves to. On one year, when
thankegiving was proclaimed for the seventh
of November, it evoked so much feeling
among business men, who were breaking
their necks to meet the demands of the clos-
inlg of navigation, that the experiment was
not repeated. We must, of course, find some
way to pay homage to King Edward, but
that is not the present question. The Queen’s
birthday comes at the very moment of the
year that invites us most to holiday making.
From nature’s point of view, what May day
is to England the Queen’s birthday is to
Canada. We must have a holiday. We
have appointed the twenty-third of May as
Empire Day. Let us henceforth hold it on
the twenty-fourth, and let it forever bear
the name of Victoria. Possibly the rest of
the empire may join us in this.—Montreal
Witness.

For Fathers and Mothers.

What we need at this moment is more
home amusements and home training; if
fathers and mothers would Bnly realize this,
80 many young people would not go astray,
as they are now doing. It isasad truththet
thousands of boys and girls are ruined more
frequently by neglect «t home, than from
any other canse.
The father, at work all day, comes home
at night, worn out and cross. He thinks he
has not time to look after the habits of his
children. He feeds and clothes them, and
sends them to church and school. Perhaps
he oecasionally scolds them for making too
much noise, and his wife also reproves them,
driving them out into the corrupting infla-
ences of the street.
After a time the boys find their amuse-
ments away from home, on the sireet corn-
ers, in the pool rooms, at the theatre. So
matters go on quietly, until some day the
commuprity is startled by the announcement
in the newspapers of some unexpected crime
or terrible disgrace. The parents meant te
do well by their child, but unconsciously
they effected his ruin.
God pity and soften the father whose chile
dren fear him, and grow silent as his foot
crosses the threshold. Who shun the room
he darkens with his presence! God bless the
generous, good-natured father, who, thongh
weary after the labor of the day, still forgets
his cares, and fills the house with joy and
light. His face is a never-failing source of
gladness to those who love him, and when he
comes home there is a headlong race and
scramble to see who shall kiss father first.
Such a greeting is a full payment for all the
toila and vexations of the day.
Such a father will have a great influence
over his children. Carefully he gaios their
confidence and securely he keeps it. Asthe
evening advanceg he holds them by his side;
they love to be there. Make your children
happy. Whatever care presses, do not ne-
glect them. Convince your children that
you love them, and you can easily lead them
to yield to your wishes.
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Honesty.

* An honest man is the noblest work of
God,” the man of “truth in the fnward
parte.” The great John Bright, with one
of his brothers, in making out a balanoe
sheet, spent much time on trying to find out
a mistake of a few cents. His brether said
“ Jet it pass, it is only a few cents!” * No,"”
was the answer, *‘it is not right, and until
it is right I cannot let it pass.” Te Mr.
Bright there was no great or small, but &
plain principle, that which is right.

The greatly beloved and deeply mourned
Queen Victoris, of blessed memory, when
told by Lord Melbourne it was expedient for
Her Msjesty to aign a State document that
he presented, her answer was, *“I have been
taught ‘right and wrong,’ and the word
texpedient’ I do not wish to hear.” B-loved,
honoured. Why? Because of 64 years of
noble integrity, amid trying ordeals, and &
steadfast devotion to honest principle.

A merchant prince of Manchester (Eng.),
John Wylands, £eq., calling to task a Ger-
man wmanafscturer fer sending him some
goods not equal to sample, the manufacturer
shrugged his shoulders and said, * Upon my
honour I declare we thought we were sending
you what was bought.” Mr. Wylands an-
swered, ** Your honour is in these goods.”
A few folds were equal to sample, but the
bulk was not a mistake, but a clearly de-
signed fraud and decepiion. *‘By thelr
fruits ye shall know them,” Honour is in
what is tangible and real. - Honesty is the
act done, and the work is the commentary
of the man. The sweated wage, the time
snipped, and the energies run slack tell the
man. Sentiment and profession may be some
one else, but deeds are ourselves.

The Newspaper that Will Live.

The newspaper which rep! ts the be-
liefs and hopes and the mental life of-a-mil-
lion men may hope to last as long as these
men and their decendents shall last, and as
long as that newspaper shall? faithfully ve-
present them.

The newspaper which thinks has life ia
iteelf, and can long outlast the single migd
that created it. The newspaper that does
not think is & newspaper corpse galvanized
into financial life while its owner laste, and
dying with him.— . R Hearst, in New
York Journal 4

o
A Werniog.
To foel tired after exertion is one thing; to
feel tired before is unother.
Don’t say the lstter is laziness—it jsn't;
but it’s a sign that the system lacks vitality,
is ruoning down, and needs the tonic effect

of Hood’s Sarsaparilla,
Iv's » warning, too—and eufferers should

bcg: taking Hood’s at once.
a bottle to-day.




