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H. E. Gruus, FRED W. HARRIS.

GILLIS & HARRIS,

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

Brunswick,

Commissioners for the State of Massachusetts.
Axeﬁt.s of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

X.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial Agency.

General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In-
surant

ce,
M > Uni
ﬁ!:‘l;eﬁ tz)ﬂf&hﬁ;:gd States Law Association.
OFFICE:
BANK OF NQVA SC0TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOCE IN MIDDLETON,

Next Door to J.’P;:?hn’mn's Jewelry Store
Eiver, hursday.
Consuiar Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.

—~AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&F Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

ROVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY

Professional Cards.

repayable by monthly instalments, covering a |

term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the monthly balances at 8 per cent. per annum.
Balance of loan repayabls at any time at
as the monthly in-
ce of loan cannot

AT R

ments are #

be called for. P o
Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms

of ati)pucaﬁqn therefore and all necessary infor-
mation furnished on application to

J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Agent at Annapolis.

LAND SURVEYING!

C. F. ARMSTRONG,
QUEEN'S SURVEYOR.

N. S.
St., NICTAUX. 3m

(Miss DANNING.
Pianoforte, Organ and Voice.

TERMS: $5.00 PER QUARTER.

Temperance Hall, Lawrencetown.

K, L. MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &c.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN,

Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange,
Queen Street, Bridgetown. S1tt
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,
Weare will receive every attention. 3y

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

(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen S8t., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on First-Olass
spoal Hstate. 441y

H. F. Williams & Co.,

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

BOMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

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.

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

J. B. WHITMAN,

T.and Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

A. B. ANDREWS, M.D, CL.

o I EYE,
Specialties;  EAR,
l THROAT.,

MIDDLETON.
‘felephone No. 16. 38t

OR. M. . E. NARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his protessional services to the public.
Office and Resid Queen St., Bridgetown.

A. A. Schaffner, M. D,

LAWRENOETOWN, N. 8.

Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S
three doors east of Baptist church. -

TeLepHONE No. 8E.

James Primrose, D.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891, 25 tf

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

mmissioner and Master Supreme Court.
S:Hciwr International Brick and Tile Co.

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

« O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompt and sacisfactory attention given
to the collection of ciaims, and all other
professional business. 51tf

WANTED!

Men to sell the old, established Fonthill
arserics; largest in the Dominicn; over
avres of choice stock, all guaranteed
strictly first class and true to name, Large
. list of valuable specialties controlled abso-
Jutely by us. We have the. only testing
. farms that are connected with any Nursery
in the Dominion. Permanent place and good
o those who can prove themselves valu-
b. We furnish everything found in a first
: ' Nursery; fruits, flowers, shrubs and
peed toes. Write us and learn what we
for you.

STONE & WELLINGTON,

Toronte, Ont.

n

SATUS POPUILI SUPREMA LEHX HST.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER %2, 1897

Jas. J. Ritchie, 0.C,

BARRISTER,
SOLICITOS.

Bir e n Bl Comptes

e Solicitor at A;mrom to Union Bank
of Halifax, and of Nova Scotis,
Annapolis, N. 8. 111y

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE
SECURI ;

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

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

Y

$500,000.
$205,000.

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

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of
3 1-2 PER COENT.

ullowed 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. 8.—R. C. Wright, agt.

Dartmouth, N. 8.—C. W. Frazee, agent.

North Sydney, C. B.—S8. 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, Nfid.; 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
i \\/7! are pleased to -inform
| ' 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. \VWe 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 cad on
you please write for price lists.

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

N. H. PHINNEY.

Lawrencetown, Nov. 1st, 1897,

—

My New

FALL
GOO0DS

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

Ladies’ Undervests from 16¢ to

17c.

Gents’ Underwear,

Ladies’ Wrapperette Goods,

Blankets, Hosiery, Gloves,

and many other things.

Also just arriving a case of Ready-

made Clothing which will be

sold low.

Another case of Mahogany and Oak
Clocks at $3.00. They 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,
T.ONDON: & H.

All Fruit sold by PRIVATE SALE.

General Agent for Nova Scotia: H. C.
MARSTERS, BERWICK.

ACENTS

Paradise —F. W. BISHOP.

@ranville Ferry —E. H. ARMSTRONG.
Tuppervill .. E. BENT.

Round Hil . M. ARMSTRONG.
Aunnapolis ‘THUR HARRIS.
October 19th, 1897,

@ W

ONE CASE

-}
(All Styles and Prices,)

Direet from the Manufacturep.

T 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 Fruic;
cuts 30 tons Hay. Modern House: good Barn
and Outhouses. Also, all the Farming Utensils,
nearli new, and the entire Crop, now growing,
including two hundred bushels of Oats, now
harvested, and all the stock in hand. Satis-
factory reasons for selling. Will be sold at a

bargain.
ERVIN & ALCORN,
24 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. EN
E. BENT,
R GILES,}E’“’“""'

Bridgetown, March 10th, 1896.

Direct _Eidence

n favor of the BANKS OR RED GRAVENSTEIN,
s they sold for §1 %}r bbl. more than the ordin-
ary Gravenstein. &near neighbors who have
carefully examined the fruit on the trees, and
also my nursery stock, are now setting them b;
the fiflies and hundreds. First-class trees, d
per hundred, $5 per doz.

A. STANLEY BANKS.
Waterville, Kings Co., Nov. 13,1805, 181y

Welcome Soa

MONTHLY

Missing Word
Contest —=

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

Misss Annie Louise Nase, Westfleld Beach, N. B. e -
Miss Rebecca M. Black, Great Salmon River, St. John Co. N: B, - 2nd
Mrs. R. Heans. 152 Charlotte Street, St. John. e S

18t prize, $15.00
nd ., 7.00
Srd ,, 3.00

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

Cash.

”

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

missing word will be changed.

$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 256 Welcome sﬂnR Wrap
(otherwise they will not be considered). At the end of each month the Guesses will be submitted
to a disinterested, responsible and representative Committee, who will decide awarding

follo ws :--

pers

Prizes s

A FIRST PRIZE of $16.00 in Oash, A SECOOND PRIZE of $7.00
in Cash. A THIRD PRIZE of $3.00 in Cash. -

TOLAL, $25.00 in CASH.

All others sending Guesses, as above, will receive one

Enﬁruvlnn of their own selection. The sentence, with Correct MISSING weo
t, will be p

resu

ublished promptly at the end of each month.

)

of our Handsome Premin

-
RD, and

N. B.—\,\'ords already nsed are: Ideal, Bright, Wise and Thorough. DO NOT REPEAT.

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

Grand + Spring + Opening

. OF-—

CENTS’ WEAR!

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

Extrqr_;}e_lyk LAQW 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.

A. J. MORRISON

& C0.. MIDDLETON, N. S.

Call and: examine my large selection of Stoves from
$2.50 up. A full line of Kitchen Furnishings in stock.
Plumbing and Furnace Work a specialty.

ALLEN CROWE.

““An emp-

ty

makes the
most noise.”

So manufac-
turers  of
"paint  with

chort meas-
ure,
empty cans, make the most noise
about the cheapness of their stock Zp

e

the galion.

A good siock canrot be purchased
at 25 per cent less than standard goods
unless it is 25 per cent short in meas-
As you pay so you re-
The best full :neasure paint

ure or quality.
ceive.
we know of is

THE SHERWIR-WILLIAKS PAINT

B. B. “GENUINE.

wagon

partly

AT LOWEST PRICE

Blacksmiths’
Supplies

White Lead,

RAW AND BOILED

OIS

S.

a Specialty.

H. W. BENSON.

(

Slave of Your Foot!

its elasticity.

Such should be the Shoe—created
15 protect it from the rough roads
of life. But many feet to-day are
slaves to the shoe, because their
owners will not consult their feet,
when buying footwear. Here is a shoe would give a
springy foot-step even to old age, because in the building
of the sole no peg or stitch under the foot destroys

It is a foot conforming shoe, and every

variety of feet has been considered in its construction.
Goodyear welt process—Same as hand-made at half the
price. Stamped on the sole §3.00, $4.00, $5.00 per pair.

The Slater Shoe

CATALOGUE
FREE

KINNEY & SHAFNER, Sole Local Agents.

e ——

Important Notice!

I have completed arrangements with the

celebrated cutter,

MR. A. McPHEE,
who will be at my Bridgetown store from this date.

FISHER, the Tailor.

Stores: Bridgetown and Annapolli Roya.l;

€

Loetry,

When Christmas Comes.

When Christmas comes with mirth and
cheer,

To olasp the circlet of the year,

Then forth we go for holly and pine,

Qur wreaths of evergreen to twine;

Then swift we trip across the snow,

To find the gleaming mistletoe,

And straight and tall and branching free,

We haste to choose the Christmas tree.

When Christmas comes, for mother and
ate,

All sorts of sweet surprises wait;

And little fingers thrill with joy

As pretty gifts their skill employ.

When Christmas comes each trics her best

To make it beautiful for the rest,

And vo one thinks of selfish ease,

But sceks hie neighbor to serve and please.

When Christmas comes, there is none so

poor

He will turn the beggar from his door;

When Christmas comes the rich and great

Seurch oat their brothers of low estate,

And the sleigh-bells ring, the church-bells
chime,

The children sing in the merry time,

And smiles and greetings leap to lips,

That long were set in grief’s eclipse,

For angels of comfort come and go,

Within the Yule Log’s radiant glow.

W hen Christmas comes, 1 think again,
Heaven stoops to wish good-will to men,
And God, WE; loves this earth of ours,
With love once more the whole earth dow-

ers;
And the Babe who slept on Mary's knee,
Once more brings peace to you und me;
And storms may beat, and winds be wild,
But the lowly mother, the Holy Child,
As in the manger, charm us yet,
All strife and evil our souls forget.
And each beli' ving worshipper
Brings gold and frankincense and myrrh,
And the tongues of hate are hushed and

dumb,
When aguin the Christmas angels come.
—Margaret K. Sangster.
g SHESIRAON

Jost 'Fore Christmas.
“

BY EUGENE FIELD.
Father calls me William, sisters calls me
e

ul,

Mother calls me Willie, but the fellers call
me Bill!

Mighty glad 1 ain’t a girl—rather be a boy,

Without them sashes, curls, an’ things that's
worn by Fauntleroy!

Love to chawnk green apples an’ go swim-
min’ in the lake—

Hate to take the castor-ile they give for
bellyache!

’Most all the time, the whole year round,
there ain’t no flies on me,

Bat jes' 'fore Christmas I'm as good as I kin
be!

Got a yaller dog named Sport, sick him on
the cat;

First thing she knows she doesn’t know
where she is at!

Got a clipper sled, an’ when us kids goes
out to slide,

'Long comes the grocery cart, an’ we all
hook a ride! .

But sometimes when the grocery man is
worrited and cross,

He reaches av us with his whif, an’ larrups
up his hoss,

An’ then I laff an’ holler, *“Oh ye never
teched me!”

But jes’ ’fore Christmas 1'm as good as I kin
be!

Gran’ma says she hopes that when I git to
be a man,
I'll be a missionarer like her oldest brother,

an,

As was et up by the cannibuls that lives in
Ceylon’s isle,

Where every prospeck pleases, an’ ocly man
is vile!

But gran’ma she has never been to see a
Wild West show,

Nor read the life of Daniel Boone, or else I
guess she’d know

That Buff’lo Bill an’ cowboys is good euough
for me!

Excep’ jes’ 'fore Christmas, when I'm good
as I kin be!

An’' then old Sport, he hangs around, so
solemn-like and still,

His eyes they seem asayin’: ‘“ What's the
matter, little Bill?’

The old cat sneaks down off her perch an’
wonders what’s become

Of them two enemies of hern that used to
make things hum!

But I am so perlite an’ tend so earnestly to

iz,

That mother says to father: * How improved
our Willie is!”

But father, havin’ been a boy hisself, sus-
picions me,

When, jes’ 'fore Christmas, I'm as good as I
kin be!

For Christmas, with its lots ’an lots of can-
dies, cakes, an’ toys,

Was made, they say, for proper kids, an’
not for naughty boys;

So wash yer face an’ brush yer hair, an’
mind yer p’s and q's,

An’ don’t bust out yer pantaloons, and don’t
wear out your shoes;

Say “ yessum” to the ladies, an’ ** yessir "
to the men,

An’ when they’s company, don’t pass yer
plate for pie again;

But, thinkin’ of the things yer'd like to see
upon that tree,

Jes' "fore Christmas be as good as yer kin
be!

Select Litevature,

Santa Claus’ Deputy;

It was a wonderful night; the stars glit-
tered like diamonds in the frosty sky; Kit
Dean thought; as he hurried over the windy
hill, that they never looked so large and
bright before.

On the very brow of this hill was a little
cottage. The windows were cracked and
broken. Straw and rags filled the gaps
where the glassshould have been, The gate
bung on one hinge, and the posts were worm-
eaten and decayed.

As Kit drew near this miserable dwelling,
the door opened and a small head thrust out.

¢ Hallo, Ben!” shouted Kit. “This looks
like Christmas Eve, doesn’t it?”

“IL\ feels like it, too,” answered the little
fellow; *‘ caus Mat says Santa Claus’ is going
to briog me a sled—a real one, with the
swan’s ueck and bright steel rubmers, I
wish it was to-morrow I” he cried, dancing
up and down, while he clapped his hands to-

gether.
“SodoI!" replied Kit, heartily. *I'm

going to have a sled, too.”
¢ Where are you going now ?” asked Ben,

of his ragged clothes, blue nose and fingers,
that Kit laughed in sympathy; as he turned
his face towards the village, whose lights
shone at the foot of the hill, like glow-worms.

When Kit pushed open the store door, the
place was filled with customers; But Mr.
Dolan did not look pleased, in fact, his face
woré an ugly frown, as he measured out
sugar for one and coffee for another.

Kit looked at the row of people by the
counter, and calculated how long he would
be obliged to wait before he would beserved;
then he glanced about for Mat, Ben's broth-
er, for he was not helping Mr. Dolan as
usual,

Mat was only sixteen years old, and Mr.
Dolan’s sole clerk. He worked from early
morning until on in the evening, for very
small pay, indeed. He and his listle broth-
er lived alone in the delapidated cottage, for
they were orphans and friendless.

Presently Kit caught sight of Mat, ssated
on a box behind some barrels in the store.
His face was covered with hoth hands, and
he did not look happy either.

¢ Is anything the matter with you ?” ask-
ed Kit, after standing by the boy for a few
moments.

 Nothing much !” answered Mat, .raising
his face and turning his wet eyes upon Kit;
“only Mr. Dolan has bounced me, without
my month’s pay, because scmeone let the
spiggot out of the molasees barrel and the
stuff spoiled a lot of flour. Like as not he
did it himself; but he blames it on me.”

¢'That’s too bad ?” responded Kit.

He felt very sorry but did not know any-
thing to say to comfort the boy, who had
resumed his former attitude,

After & while he remarked:

[ saw little Ben a few moments ago, and
he told me to say that he had been good.’

Mat sprang to his feet, and, rubbing his
hands wildly through his hair, exclaimed:

“Oh, the poor little chap ! what a fool I
was !”

Then he pointed to some brightly painted
sleds, the runners terminating in twoswsn’s
heads which stood apart from other toys,
and added:

] promised Ben one of those. I don’t
know what I shall do. He has so little.
He was 80 happy this morning that he hog-
ped about like a chirpy little sparrow.”

And, notwithstanding his sixteen years,
the tears stood thick in Mat's eycs.

¢ Perhaps,” suggested Kit, * Mr. Dolan
will trust you.”

* He isn’t given to trusting much,” re-
plied Mat, thoughtfully, as he watched the
gloomy face of his former employer.

The customers had all been attended to
now, and the store was empcy as Kit went
up to vhe counter and gave his order.

While the things were being measured
out, Mat came forward and said, with some
hesitation:

¢ Mr. Dolan, will you let me have one of
those sleds to-night—the one I picked out,
you know ?”

¢ Of course you can have it if you pay for
it,” answered Mr. Dolan, shortly.

I will work half next week for it, and
that’s twice what the sled is worth,” ventur-
ed Mat, persuasively.

“No money, no goods, is.my motto,”
snapped Mr. Dolan. Then he added.
““Now, Mat, you can take yourself off, for
you have done enough mischief for one day,
and I am just sick of seeing you around.”

Before Kit could gather up his parcels,
Mat was gone, but he saw him again seated
on a snow covered fence rail not far from
the cottage. Kit felt very sorry for his mis-
fortunes, so he went to him, and said, in his
kind, sympathetic way:

¢« Don't feel so bad, Mat. You’ll be sure
to get another place soon.”

¢ Perhaps s0,” said Mat, mournfully,
“ but not before to-morrow. I am thinking
of Ben. I can’t bear to see him. The little
chap set 8o much store by that sled.”

Kit could not find words to comfort him
80 he said, *‘ Good-night !" softly, and went
on his way; but, though the spices and other
nice things in his arms sent oat a delicious
odor, somehow the Christmas plum pudding
had lost much of its delights to Kit, for
though he was scarcely aware of it himself’
he was a very kind-hearted boy indeed.

He lifted his eyes as he passed the cottage.
A faint light burned in the room, and le
caught a glimpse of a small, ragged stocking,
hanging on a wooden mantle-shelf.

Little lonesome Ben stood by the window,
scratching an opening in the frost that cov-
ered the only whole pane of glass, to peer
eagerly out into the darkness.

The Erent yellow bowl stood on the white
pine table in the bright kitchen, and as
Kit stirred the dark contents with a big
wooden spoon his eyes roved along the
shelves of the dresser opposit him, where
several large mince pies, a large cake, jarsof
red cranberry sauce and numberless other
dainties were arranged. A turkey, ready to
pop into the oven, was in a pan on the next
shelf.

“Poor little Ben? I wish you had my
share,” thought Kit and the spoon moved
slower and slower.

«Stir faster, Kit!” cried his mother,
from her place by the stove. ‘*‘Everything
depends on the stirring.”

Kit went to bed early that night, after
helping his small brothers and sisters hang
their stockings over the fire place; but he
was very silent, for every now and then the
solitary stocking pending from the old, grey
shelf arose before his mind's eye, and some-
thing like a lump came in his throat at the
thought of ‘the misery and disappointment
awaiting poor little Ben on Christmas morn-
ing, when all children should be happy.

He had been asleep sometime, howegpr,
when the sound of smothered laughter and
low voices, ied by suspicious bump-
ing and clattering awoke him.

“That's Santa Claus,” whispered his
youngest brother, who slept with him, in an
excited tone.

¢ You had better shut your eyes and go to
sleep, or you will find a switch in your stock-
ing,” said Kit, warningly.

 You tell him I've been good,” answered

coming out a little farther on the doorst
¢ To Dolan’s, for things to make the pudd-
ing of,” replied Kit, i
Then he paused and began

i
g over

‘his fingers, in a distracted manner, as he re-

peated :

¢ Raisine, currants, plums, citron—citron
—There ! I have forgotten something,” he
muttered. “I ought to have written it
down. Let mesee! There were eight—no
geven things. Raisins, currante—"

¢Js that for the pudding?” questioned
Ben, with interest.

 Yes,” nodded Kit. ** Raisins, corrants,
plums, citron, cloves, nutmegs, cinnamon;
and I’m to stir it, Ben!” -Then he added,
quickly, * Now I must go, befure I forget
agein,”

“ Good-bye I” called Ben, as Kit hurried
away. “If you see Mat at the store tell
him I've been good!”

The little fellow looked so happy, in spite

the youngster, with a confident laugh.

“Even good boys are forgotten some-
times,” thought Kit, as he remembered Ben
had used the very same words.

Somehow. after this, Kit felt very wake-
ful and restless, and turned and tossed un-
til the bedclothes were in a perfect snarl, 8o
he got up and dressed himself. He thought
he would go down stairs and sit by the fire
until he felt sleepy.

It was so quiet that it seemed as though
the cracking of the ctairs must arouse every-
one in the house as he moved slowly along.

A left-over cricket was chirping merrily
under the hearthstone, as though rejoicing
at its own prudence in securing such warm
winter quarters, and the clock ticked loud-
ly.

The stockings, which had hung so limp and

collapsed earlier in the evening bulged out in

~every direcion, and under each stood some
large toy. ;

NO. 39.:

Naturally, Kit turned to his own presents
first, and there, directly beneath his stock-
ing, was a sled.

His first sensation was one of aunmixed de-
light. He drew it out so that the firelight
played upon the glittering swan's heads that
ornamented it, and passed his hand over the
smooth steel runnere. :

He had never possessed such a beauty be-
fore. He turned it upside down and saw
marked in white chalk:

**For Kit, From Kris Kringle.”

Bat there was somothing written in lead
pencil on one corner, and, on looking closely
at it, read:

For good little Ben.

This puzzled Kiv for a t, but sud-
denly he remembered the sled that Mat, bad
pointed out. This, then, was the very one
that had been selected for the little fellow.
Kit pushed the sled frem him, and sitting
down on the rug, stared hard at the floor.

The cricket ceased to chirp, and the clock
ticked louder than ever,while the boy watch-
ed the flames of the cheery wood fire come
and go.

Presently Kit went to the door, drew the
bolt and peeped out. The stars twinkled
frostily in the deep blue sky, and the smooth
white road glittered in tne darkness.

After idering a t, he picked up
the bear-skin rug from the floor, and wraped
it about him. Then he took the sled, and
with one regretful look, erased his name,
slung it upon his back, and slipping out of
the door and closed it after him.

“ Perhaps I have no right to do it, but
then every time I played with it I should
feel as though I had little . Ben’s sled,”
thought Kit, as he glanced over his shoulder
to ascertain if he had been heard.

As he trudged along through the snow,
wrapped in the white bear-skin, with the
sled on his back, he might have been takcn
for good old Santa Claus himself.

In a brief time Kit was standing before
the door of Mat and Ben's poor home. It
was never fastened, he knew; so, turning tke
handle softly. he found himself in a rocm
lighted only by a few sticks which were
burning in a blank-looking fire-place.

Suddenly, Kit was confronted by a small
figure that started up from a shadowy coin-
er.

“Jt's Santa Clans come at lust I”

Kit dropped the sled and was out of sight
before the child was half recovered from bis
astonishment.

At home no one had missed Kit, so he
spread the bear-skin down ip its place, and
nurried up stairs and into bed. Covering
himself with the quilts, he was asleep before
he had time to reflect upon what he had done.

Kit was awakened by wild howls of delight,
the toot, toot, tooting of tin trumpets
and the rattling of small drums, and some-
one at the foot of the bed shouting:

*Kit, Kit ! lazybones, wake up and wish
us & merry Christmas !”

He sprang out of bed. How could be ev-
er have slept so late Christmas morning?
Presently the recollection of last night arcse
before him, and he became thoughtful. But
at length he went slowly and reluctantly
down stairs,

After the first joyous greetings were over,
his father said:

“ Now, Kit, bring out your sled and show
it to the others. I heard you lzst night.
There’s no use hiding it any longer."”

¢ I—I—have not hid it stammered Kit.

“ Then it has been stolen,” said the moth-
er. *I found the door unbolted this morn-
ing.”

I should know it among a thousand,”
continued, Mr. Dean, ‘‘and it can’t have
gone far. I will have to look for it at once.”

% No, no, don’t cried Kit, in great dis-
tress. ‘I know where it is !”

He saw now that he had been wrong to
give away his, handsome sled without com-
sulting his father or mother, and he was
quite certain that he would not be forgiven
very readily. So he was greatly surprised,
when he had stammered through his story,
to hear his tather say:

“ Good for you, young Santa Clauns "

He looked up into his mother’s face.
There were tears in her eyes, and, as she
beat down to kiss him, she said:

“ Ob, Kit, that was very kind and gen-
erous of you ! But did you say Mr. Dolan
turned poor Mat off without paying him his
wages? Then they won't have any Christ-
mas dinner.”

¢ Indeed they will,” assured Mr. Dean,
for they shall eat it here.”

And so when Kit sat down to dinner that
day, Mat was at his side and opposite, with
the plum-pudding ornamented with a sprig
of evergreen, between them, was little Ben,
his eyes shining like stars, his cheeks as red
as roses, and a plate filled with good things
before him.

“Kit, I can never thank you enough,”
whispered Mat. *‘I know who it was who
brought the sled; for though you had tried
to rub of your name, I read it. It was ever
s0 good of you.”

“ Don’t tell Ben,” cautioned Kit.

“ Yon just ought to bave seer: Ben,” went
on Mat. ‘““He woke me up, and told me
that Santa Claus had come himaself a little
old man, dressed in white fur.”

“ 8o he did!” declared Bem, across the
table. I saw him with my own eyes !

¢« Well, my dear,” said Mrs. Dean, smil-
ing at Kit, *“‘you may be sure, if it was not

The Christmas Spirit,

THE GREATEST HAPPINESS WILL COME FROM
GIVING HAPPINESS TO OTHERS.

“ We must not allow ourselves to forget
the trae meaning of the Christmas spirit”
writes Edward W. Bok of * The Christmas
That Lies Between,” in the December La-
dies’ Home Journal. ** It will bring happi-
ness to us just in proportion as we bring
happiness to others, To some the day will
this year bring othier than happy thoughts
or memories. Sorrows are harder to bear
on festal days than at any other time. Bat
no sorrow should crush the Christmas spirit
from our hearts. It is not in the amount
that we do, or are able to do, that we shall
find bappiness for ourselves and for others.
The simplest pleasures and acts ofi-times
makes the hearts of others overflowing with
happiness. To fail to do some becaase you
feel that you cannot do much is wrong.
What seems ever so ftrifling to you may
make some little heart sing all day long,
which bat for you might pass the day with-
out a note of happiness.

* Don'c grow impatient of the Christmas
myth or legend. Keepitalive. God knows
that we have few enough ideals in these in-
vestigating days of ours. Let us not dis-
turb the Christmas traditions. Itisa duty
to ourselves to keep this day as unlike any
other.. And we can only do this by fanning
into flame the smouldering embers of the
Christmas spirit which is in every one of
us. God implanted it there. It was good
th it we should have it, or he would not have
given it to us. In childhood the fire burned
brightly enough within us; io old age the
ligh® of Christmas will reflect in our faces
and our natures. Bat in the mean time we
must keep the epirit alive so that it may
glow the warmer and softer in old age. Let
us have an old-time merry Christmas this
year; a real, old fashioned, happy one. Let
us make everybody forget that there is any-
thing in the world but good-fellowship and
happy laughter. To the sick let us bring
forgetfulness of pain; to the sorrowful, the
sweet balm of a happy smile; to the aged,
loving thoughts of consideration; to the poor,
a saggestion of the greater material blessings
waich are ours. Then, as we bring light to
other eyes, colorto other cheeks, happiness
to other hearts, we shall be happy ourselves,
Tha Christmas spirit will keep alive within
us. Our years must be spanned, not with a
Christmas at either end, but with an un-
broken bow of happy Yuletides, the centre
brighter even than the beginning and the
eni. Living memories must intertwine and
link together the golden curl and the snowy
lock. Then we will live in the full richness
of the Christmas that lies between: the
Yaletide of the present, the Christ day that
is now and here.”

B

Revived Memory.

About 75 years ago, upon & rainy day, a
smill boy who had reached the mature age
of 6 was sitting with his mamma and be-
moaning the state of the weather and accom-
panying absence of entertainmeat. Mamma
wore on her finger a beautiful ring that was
a family heirloom, and as she sewed patient-
ly the jawel glittered on her little white
haod. The small boy regarded the bright
bauble for some time in silence and them
sweetly requested mamma to take it off and
let him play with it. It was a weak thing
to do, perhaps, but she complied. I dare
say there are mothers at the present day
who can sympathize with her, for human
nature is the same, though fashions change,
and when the * dear child ” looked up in her
face pleadiogly and looked with papa’s eyes,
and papa was dead. So he got the ring and
lost it, as might have been expected. He
always insisted that he had ‘‘put ic away
to keep,” but he could never remember
where.

The years went on. The gentle young
mother went out into the great ucknown to
find the light of her life that shoue in ** papa’s
eyee,” and the century and the boys having
been young together grew old in company
too. Finally age began to tell on them,
The century got troubled with a complaint
designated *fin de siecle,” and the boy. lost
his memory for the things of to day, but be-
came abnormally reminiscent in regard to
the past. His thoughts often turned back
to the young mother long dead, sund in the
decline of life he had as clear a mental pie-
ture of her as his boyish eyes had ever seen.
One ing, having pushed his spect
on top of his head and huated everywhere
for them vainly, he sat musing before the
fire, when suddenly a flood of light illumi-
nated that dark corner of his memory where
hung the picture of that small edition of
himself losing or ‘ putting away ” the ring.
He sprang to his feet with an excited cry:
«The ring! The ring! I slipped it down
the crack in the window casing—the one
that looks out on the orchard!”

Upon investigation the ring was brought
from its long hiding place, which was the
exact spot the old man had described.

e .

Fire Insurance.

According to the Statistical Year Book
published by the Canadian government, in
the twenty-seven years from Jauuary lst;
1869, to December 31st, 1886, the people of
of Canada paid to the fire insurance compaa-
ies of Great Britain, Canada and the United
States, $126,047,254 in premiume. Daring
the same period the insurance companies re-
turned to the people the snug sum of §86,-
954,343 for fire losses. In other worde, the

Santa Claus himself, it was his deputy.”

Of course everyone enjoyed the Christmas,
dioner immensely, and also the games that
followed in the evening. Put Mat and Ben
never forgot that day, for it- was the begin-
ning of a happier life for thim, as they were
not permitted to remain long in the old cot-
tage. Mr. Dean found a plrice for Mat in
his own business at a fair salary, and after
that little Ben never knew wisat it wasto be
either cold or hungry.
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GONE TO A SHADOW.

-Ridded, of
Rk P o Hacsiaiis Guns waw the
Good Angel Which Stilled che Tempest and
Piloted Safely Into the Harbor of l;::.lth.
T was so troubled with sciatica that at
times the pain and suffering I experienc ed
was excruciating. I failed in flesh toalmo st
a shadow. I was almost continnonuli in
bed for over a year, and I Lad spent hun:
dreds of dollars in doctering. I had almost |
ven up hope of a care. A relative who
been cured of the same disease by South
American Rheumatic Cure, induced me to
try it. The first dose gave me instant re-
lief. After using three bottles I was com-
letely cured.” William Marshall, Varney,
. 0., Ont. Sold by 8. N. Wenre.

—Cocoa is enjoying largely increased favor
as a bone and muscle ucer, a tonie, n,nd

panies’ profits from their Cavadian busi-
ness in twenty-seven years amount to $40,.
963,911, or nearly a million and a half dollars
every year. .

Against Prohibition.

Toronto, Dec 9.—The Globe publishes te-
day the first of a series of letters from Prin-
cipal Grant on the prohibition plebiscite. Dr.
Grant contents himeelf with stating the case
and declaring his own conviction. ‘¢ After
long and earnest consideration I have come
to the conclusion that Dominion prohibition
would be hurtful to the cause of temperanoe,
and most hurtful to the general public an

rivate morality.” He promises the reasom
z:r arriving at this conclusion in a future
letter.,

Always Felt Tired.

4T guffered with severe headache and loss
of appetite and I always felt tired. I com-
cluded to try Hood’s Sarsapatilla and after
taking one bottle my headache disappeared.
I continued taking il until now I am never
troubled with headache and my appetite is

ood.” Laura Garland, 247 Claremont St.,

'oronto, Ont.

Hood's Pills act essily and promptly o
She liver and bowels. Cure lieg headache,

—Police Sug-dntendent Roberts, of Tor-

quay, Engl punishes himself for breach

es of the law. Recently while cycling home

at night his lamp went out, and the next
e Lty

a vitalizer of the sy The P

das d before the magistrate, in
: T

of mhilll: :'I:o Unlw:ldl Sumh - “ y
we, W England its vse is 8o large
g;:u&ed on account of its uwﬂ
value that its importation H dur-
ing the past quarter as compared with the

one

is in excess to the amount of
970,000 pounde.

—Minard’s Liniment cures Colds, ete.

to s
t himeelf. He said a cle spoke
to him on the subjeot, and this ht the
offence to his notice. He was five
shillings. :
—Never tell sll you know; for he
tells everything he knows often tells
than he knows. : ’

s




