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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR.

AND:NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in A apolis, opposite i Gate.
Liiee o0 LZWILL BE AT HIS—
.’OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
; (Over Roop's Grooery Stere.)
1. mvery Thursday.

Gonsular Ageng.of the United States.
! Agent Nova Scotia Building Sotiety.
~~AGENT FOR—

Refiably Fire-and Lifo Ins. Co.’s
E:‘:‘gmxrtgyloan at five per cent on Real

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real 'Estate Agent, ete.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt add sacisfactory attention given
to the collection of claime, and all other
professional business.

DENTISTRY! ..
DR. F. 8. ANDERS@R.

Graduaté of the University lMaryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9t0 5 - 3

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 1sf, 1500.
CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W, HARRIS,
Barrister, “ - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

DR. M. G E. MARSHALL,
-~ - DENTIST,

2 ri¥ta be'at Avvapolis-the fAirst and second weeks
ever montd, and third and fourth weeks at

“Fores-Primross. D. D. 5.

w ... ;Officgdn Drug Store, corner Queen and
> 3E ville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
i Primrose.  Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. ce ‘days at Bridgetown, Monday
and day of each week.
5: griagetown, Séph. 28rd, 1801, 2 tf

"~ JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER -AND- SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Cour!
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:

Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8 | 2

UNION BANK OF HAEIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up -
Rest, o mdfell

DIRECTORS:
. ROBERTSON, Wa. ROCHE,
ot : President. Vice-President.
,Hox. RoBT. BOAK, J. H. Symons, Esq..
©C.C. BLAOKADAR, Esq. . W Tw G, Esq.
‘GEO. MITCHELJ. Esq., M.P.P.

e

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.
- B+ L. -THORNE,: General Manager.

: Collections solicited.
B Bifis 'of Exthangé bought and seld.
i Jfighest ¥ate allowed for money on
speecial deposit. 4 2

" .~Savings-Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per eent,
AGENCHIS:vr - -
. s:Annapelis, N.8;—E: D. Arnaud, manager.
éu‘ringtan Passage—C. Robertson, '«
Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
manager. .
Clarke’s Harbor, sib. to Barrington Pas-
sage.
%@r;moutb, N. S.—F. 0. Robertson,
mansger., . * -
Glaee Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
L‘Buuxille Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
“acting managen. :
.cKex‘:cvill:,gi./g.'—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawréncetown, ‘N. ‘8.=N. R. Burrows,

tingimansager. - . :
: ~‘ oLi&oﬁ.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
New Glasgow,-N.- 8.—R. C. Wright,

NBNAZEL,: - .. g
i .Nq.?tb;Sydney, C..B.—C.. W. Frazee,
(] SPTNEY o o’
g:er'brooke, N. 8.—W. R. Montgomery,

»
~ anager. :
St.,“Peter’n, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting

manager- > :
Sydney, C. B.—H.*W3J Jubien, manager,
Wolk{lle, N. 8.=J"T); Leavitt, manager.
GORRESPONDEN' T8.—
London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
bt Canads; Bank of New Branswick,
/St. John, N. B:; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.~ i

Progressive
Bakers

923 up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EDDY’S
~'BREAD
“WRAPPERS!

Manufactured solely by

“The £. B.EDDY Co.

HULL, Canada.

WANTED! WANTED!

5,000 Hides,
-15,000 Pelts;,, .

r #hich the &t pricen will be' paid,
ot Cash. Those havidg hides'to sell
please bring them to, the tannerys

w5 ]

R

Wik, Crowe & Company,

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

. \GyetER STEWS AND LUNOHES
v SERVED AT ALL HOURS,

; mwurymemk or half peck, or on

o T ot

e
e

PAIEF, BAGLESN,
QUEEN S1., BRIDGETOWN

: ’ e f
© 328,610

amitor,

SATUS POPULI SUPREMA LEX HST.

0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

Y Y T
NOTARY TT1 P
(RANDOLPH'S . BLGC B,
Head of Queon 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Estate. 441y

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY,

JULY 4, 1900.

NO. 15.

SEE

new and second-hand.

“CLEVELAND” AIM IS HIGE!

Nothing in the construction of the Cleveland
Bicyecles is left to chance.
of the making, in the littlest part of its mechan-
ism, perfection is the aim. You’ll find this
favorite machine for 1900 “goes the past one
better” in improvements, new features and
general equipment.

In the smallest detail

the hardened block pin which prevents
the chain from wearing.

the combined ball and roller bearings.

the dust-proof skeleton gear case.

the improved ball-head spokes.

the chainless models and the combined
coaster and brake.

- BICYCLES-

‘We carry a full line of chain and
chainless Clevelands in stock, and
will give you a right price for
cash or instalments.

¥&E>We also have some big bargains in other makes, both

JOHN LOCKETT & SON,

Bridgetown, N. S.

Yarmouth S.S8. Co’y, Limited
THE SHORTEST AND BEST ROUTE BETWEEN
NOVA SCOTIA and the UNITED STATES

4 = "Frips a

leave Yarmouth for Boston every TUE:
after arrival of the Express trains from Halifax.
Returning will leave

Ralll?‘ay for all parts of Nova Scotia.
Through tickets to all pointsin Canada and to

mouth,

For all other infi ini
way agents, or to
W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treasurer.

Yarmouth, June 19th, 1800.

tion apply, to D

.-8: and Royal mail carried on these steamers

Week = 4

Commencing June 26th, the fast and gaopular Steel Sbeaniers BOSTON and YARMOUTH
DAY, WEDNESDAY, FRIDAY and SATURDAY EVENING

Lewis’ Wharf, Boston, every MONDAY, TUESDAY, THURSDAY and
FRIDAY at 2 p. m., making close connections at Yasmouth with the Dominion Atlantic and Coast

New York via rail and sound lines.

Ask for and see that yon get tickets via the ¥Yarmouth 8, 8, Co. from Yars

Atlantic, Central, Intercolonial or Coas,
D. McPHERSON,
Manpager.

intend to conduct an

manship. Call and inspect

' 'NEW FIRM!
NEW GOODS!
To the People of Bridgetown and Vicinity:

Having purchased the Tailoring business
formerly conducted by C. McLellan, we

Up-to-date Tailoring Estaé)lishment.

All our work will be guaranteed as to fit and work-

our new stock, Tyke and

Blenheim Serges always on hand.

ROGERSON & MARSHALL

Murdéch’s Block, -

Granville Street.

GROCERIES
FRUITS
PROVISIONS

OHEAP AND GOOD.

Ferona,
Shredded Wheat,
Quaker Oats,
Grits,

Rolled Wheat,
Rolled Oats,

- Graham Flour,

Ralston Breakfast Food,

Hygenic Whole Wheat
Flour,

Arlington Wheat,

] Celebrated Swiss Food.

COOD VALUES IN TEAS.
“A-heavy stodk of Flour, Feed and Meal in Popular Brands.

--It is the unexpected that general-
ly happens. That which we plan for
and feel that we almost have a right
to expect often disappoints us, just as
the evils we dread and wear ourselves
out in fretting over generally never
happen. Good luck and bad Tluck,
happiness and sorrow, are all apt to
come out of a clear sky, so to speak,
and have apparently nothing to do
with our planning. This realization.of
abortive striving might paralyze effort
were it not for the fact that energy in
one direction ' produces results in
another; that is, an active, resolute
man finds his failures are only step-
ping stones, after all, to better devel-
opment, and, although. his original
plans may have failed, the stronger
and better pheenix rises from the ashes.
The chief factor in success undoubtedly
is not to become despondent, and not
to lose courage. It is a long lane
that has no turning, and sooner or
later the opportunity comesif we only
have the patience and courage to fvait
for it. A great financier in England
whose success came late in life failed
three times, and at fifty was forced to
go into hiding from his creditors.
That"he honorably discharged his
debts and died a very rich man was
only due to the Briton’s chafacteristic
of never knowing when he is beaten.

EE D L o

—1T assert, unhesitatingly and with-
out fear of successful contradiction,
that the use of cigarettes affects the
nervous system, weakens the ability of
the boy to resist temptation, and, be-
cause of this, he easily falls a victim
to those habits which not only destroy
the body, mind and soul, but irresisti-
bly lead him into a violation of the
laws of the state. I have talked with
many physicians on this phase of the
question, some of - them of wise and.
deserved reputations in their profes-
sion, and in not one instance was it
denied that the physiological effect
of cigarette smoking by young boys

.| was as I have stated.

—Army Doctor Barth, of Koeslin,
Germany, has discovered that singing
poseses health—giving  properties.
It intensifies, he says, the respiratory
movements thus rendering the lungs
capable of dealings with more air.
This increases and_strengthens the
action of ali the organs of the pody,
apetite and thirst increase, and the
more frequent movements of the dia-
phragm and the wall-of the abdomen
materially aid digestlon.

—The success of life is not to be
measured by the knack with which we
ply our trades and secure their emol-
uments, but by the amount of truth,
rightéousness, purity and generous

self-sacrifice which shines through our |

vocations. :

Ask for Minard’sand take no other.

Waiting for Mother.

The old man sits in his easy chair,
Slambering the moments away,
Dreaming » dream that is all his own,
On this gladsome peaceful day.
His children have gathered from far and

near,
His children’s children beside—

And merry voices are echoing through
The “The homestead’s” hall so wide.

But far away in the years that have flown
Grandfather lives again ;

And his heart forgets that he ever knew
A shadow of grief or pain.

For he sees his wife as he saw her then—
A matron comely and fair,

With her children gathered around her

board, 3

And never a vacant chair.

Oa ! happy the days of the ‘“Auld Lang
Syne,”

Of the years long slipped away !
And the old man’s lips have gathered a
smile,
Aund his heart grows young and gay.
But a kiss falls gently upon his brow
From his daughter’s lips so true;
“Dinner is ready, snd, father dear,
We are only waiting for you.”

The old man wakes at his daughter’s call, !
And he looks at the table near—
“There’s one of us missing, my child,” he

says,
“We will wait till mother is here.”
There are tears in the eyes of his children
then,
As they gaze on an empty chair;
For many a lonely year has passed.
Since “‘mother” sat with them there.

But the old man pleads still wistfully :
““We must wait for mother, you know !"”

And they let him rest in the old arm chair
Till the sun at last sinks low;

Then leaving a smile for the children here,
He turns from the earth away,

And had gone to ‘“‘mother” beyond the

skies.

Wite the close of the quiet day.

@

'Nough For Me.

(James Foley, Jr., in Bismark Tribune.)

“Sometimes [ think I'll thrash bim, good,
He needs it bad, I'm sure,
An’ sometimes —well, I b'lieve I would
’N then I can’t endure
T’ tech th’ musin’ little kid,
For when he smiles. y’ see,
He looks jes' like his mother did,
An’ that’s enough for me,

I guess-a hundred times or more
I've taken him inside

T’ bedroom there, an’ closed th’ door
An’ tried an’ tried an’ tried

T’ bring myself to strike him, onct,
Jes’ onct—an’ then I see

His mother’s smile on his wet face,
An’ that's enough for me.

First thing I know I'm sittin’ there
Pettin’ th’ little chap,

An’ strokin’ of his curly hair,
Holdin’ him in my lap,

An’ dreamin’ of her—seeing her

Jes' as she used to be,

An’ somethin’ makes my eyes ¢’ blur
An’ me cry silently.

He's got the same brown eyes she had
An’ the same silky hair, 3

Looks so like her, the little]lad
That—well, I jes’ don’ dare

Te lay a fiager rough on him,

'T"d almos’ seem as though

I was a’ bein harsh to her.

An’ 8o I let him go.

He ain’t & bad boy—no, he ain’t,
Jes’ mischievous, that's all.

In all his make-up th’ ain’t a taint
Q' meanness—an’ I call

T’ mind when things she nsed to do
Exactly as he does,

I thought was jee’ the cutest an’
‘Th, dearest ever was.

Y’ know, sometimes he’ll come to me
An’say tome : ‘‘Say, Dad,

Y’ ain’t goin’ to whip me, now, are ye !
I ain't been very bad.”

An’ then he'll twist, an sort o' smile,

My eyes get blurred an’ dim,

Th’ ain’t enough gold in th’ world

T’ hire me t’ tech him.

Folkd say I'm spoilin’ him—may be

Iam, But I don’v dare.

To tech him rough—he looks like she
Did, an’ so I don't care.

He puts his little rrms aroun’
My neck, an’ I can see

Her in his eyes, so big an’ brown,
An’ that's enough for me.

% Select Litevature,

No Room for Him.

By ErHEL F, HEDDLE,
I
1 think you’d better tell him, Hugh.”
I don't see that. You can tell him your-

self 1"
The younger brother moved away to his

own table, and began biting his pen sulkily.
Of the two, perhaps, he had the stronger
wiil; he had certainly the worst temper, and
the greater command of strong language.
Remembering these thing, Basil Northcote
walked into the outer room with a faint
shrug, and marched straight up to where an
old clerk, white-haired, and with a grey, fur-
rowed face, which was all a fine network of
wrinkles, was bending over a heavy ledger,
making careful entries therein. He was so
engrossed in his employment that the elder
brother had to say “Mr. Marks ! before he
turned round.

“I beg your pardon, sir.”

I wanted to tell you,Mr. Marks, that
we are making changes in the office; busi-
ness is bad, and we are doing with fewer
clerks. Iam very sorry, but I think you
had better leave at once.. A fortnight’s pay
of course,” and Mr. Northcote laid some-
thing in an envelope on the desk. ‘‘My
brother is going away on his holiday, and I
shall need very little help at present.”

He walked off, then, with the brisk,
elastic step of a man who has got over a dis-
agreeable daty. He went out of the office
into the street, which was full of radiant
spring sunshine, penetrating even down
here through the smoke begrimed buildings
on either side, and he bought a posy of prim-
roses from a girl at, the corner, and walked
off to have his luach with quite a satisfac-
tory glow. *‘Cut things down all round in
office, that’s what I said to the pater ! The
pater’s such a fool, keeps on old antedeluvian
dodos like Marks—extinot specimens of hu-
nianity—sort of worn-out human machines,
and pays them thirty shilling a week ! As
1 say, get a smart boy of seventeen and pay
him ten shillings.” He ate an unpsually
good lunch on the head of his having saved
a pound per week; he felt that he deserved
almost a bottle of champagne.

The old man left in the effice was staring
ing st the page before him, feeling as if some-
one had dealt him & nd‘fhn crushing blow.
It was almost a yur_y-’l’mo old Mr. North-
cote had stopped coming to the office, but
he had skaken bands with the old man be-

fore leaving. *‘You'll see me here very
often, Marks,” he said, “and I'll se¢ that
the boya do’ not forget you I” Bubdlte old
imadter had had.a stroke, and the-boys had

no use for Marks ! * He began to ‘take it in |

at last, and suddenly got up, feeling rather
faint and dizzy, as the solemn boom jof Big
Ben striking one seemed to fall upon his esr
with a crashing stroke. - At onme o'clock
punctually, Marks always went for his coffee
and bread und butter to one ef the mearest
“A. B (.t afterwards, for the little time
left, he was wont to stroll into one of the
“Meccas” to watch the others play chess,

His scheme of life was very simple; it con-
sisted chicfly of work, for Marks was most
useful, and people had & way of giviog him
odd jobs to do—he was always so good-
natured. But he had his pleasures too, and
the chief cne was to go out every Saturday
afteroon to Upper Tooting. His daughter
Ella was married to a city clerk and lived
there, and there were four rosy, bappy
children, to whom Marksjcarried every week
o little present. Ella and her husband were
in rather straitened circumstances and the
old man knew this. It was quite wonder-
ful, Ella often thought, how be seemed to
guess the little things she needed, and how
he managed to bring them with him in his
pocket. *‘No such fish as in the city,” he
would say; “nosuch fruit !” Howhe man-
aged to make his little income last as he did,
was often her wonder; ‘‘but father was such
a careful, unselfish old man,”

As Marks walked down the street to day,
everything seemed to strike him with a new
aspect. Hitherto he had felt himself a use-
ful atom of the mighty city, part of its com-
merce, and its progress, and its workmen,
and its power. He earned his bread here in
London; he could hold his head up with the
best. Money is power, and it was so sweet
to know that he could help his daughter
and her children. Today it was all changed.
He felt suddenly as if he had stepped out of
the busy throng; his place now would know
him no more. He looked with a kind of
scared glance at the ragged woman who was
offering matches to a passer. There wae a
kind of terror to him today in the sight. He
had always bought his matches from this
poor woman; she had no sure means of liveli-
hood; today, neither had he. The thought
came like-an adder sting. He went into the~
“A. B. C.” shop mechanically, and ordered
his usua] lunch, mechanieally, too, from the
sharp-featured, weary young woman in the
black gown, whose eyes had a way of soften-
inga little as she attended to Marks. He
was always so civil and courteous, and
thanked her so gratefully for her attention,
that she always felt less tired after he had
left the shop. Yet he almost started in the
middle of his lunch to-day, murmuring to
himself he had no business to be taking it !
A glass of mille would have been cheaper.
and then he wandered out into the suushine
again. [t was so strange to have a holiday
in the middle of the week. He felt that he
had no right to it, that he was a oulprit,
somehow he bad stolen it. Presently he
found himself before the Houses of Parlia-
ment, with the besutiful towers—they seem-
to be flecked with gold today—rising into
the blue sky. There were spring flowers
everywhere, and the busy rush of new life,
the beginning of the mighty tide and flow of
fashion and wealth, which one seems to feel
in the air at the dawn of the London season.
He wandered round and looked at the stat-
ues. Beaconsefild's strange face seemed to
look down sardonically upon his faded prim-
rose wreath. ‘“He went on working till
he was quite an old man !” Marks murmur-
ed to himself. ‘‘And so did Gladstone !
Lord ! he wae Prime Minister when he was
over eighty ! And there was Tennyson, too,
writing his loveliest poems up to the last!
And I am not seventy-four. There would
have been a lot of work in me yet, and no-
body ever yet found fault. No, not in
thirty-five years. I thought they'd have
let me go on at the office till the very end,
with even just a little salary; I'd have been
more careful, if I'd not thought that. I
could have done without a joint so often—
could have taken milk at lunch—I have
really been extravagant !” snd poor,
Marks leaned against the railings, sud-
denly . clasping his hands in a kind of
nervous wrath with himself. *‘Now I must
not tell Ella, for she’d be offering to support
me, and it’s hard enough to make things do,
as it is, at Upper Tooting.”

He wanfered away thenround the square,
observing the flaunting tulips in the plots,
and the sweet pinks and white spiky stems
of the hyacinths, with a kind of sad delight;
and then somehow or other he drifted home,"
walking because it would be sheer reckless
extravagance to take the 'bus at St. Martin’f
church as of old.

I

The weeks passed, and for a little Marks
went out as usaal on Saturday afternoons to
Upper Tooting. He said absolately nothing
about his dismissal to Ella. The children
had had measles, and there was a heavy
doctor’s bill and the medicines to pay for, and
Ella was very much immersed, poor girl, in
her own troubles; perhaps she was so ab-
sorbed that her eyes were not so keen as
usual to perceive the strange pallor of her
father's face, or his added nervousness, or
his curious sudden deep reveries. Some-
times, I am afraid, our own troubles hang a
kind of mist before our eyes; we are less
keen sighted than usual for the new sorrows
of other faces. She saw nothing wrong; he
came as usual, and of course ‘‘Father. was
getting old.” Little by little he had ceased
to bring anything to the children; and he
never spoke now, of the fresh of the

sweeping cloak, **but it don’t seem right !
It's true I've paid rates and taxes all my
life—and we'd a thirty-pound house when
Maria was alive—still, there is work in me
yet, and I do not feel it right to “eat the
ratepayer’s bread ! There must be some-
thing I can do, and yet there doesn’t seem
to be? No one wants me. There isn’t any
place for old men in the world, I think, 1
wish the Almighty had lefs  little Joophole
or license, as it were, that when there seem-
ed no place in the world, and when living
on meant living on other people, you could
just slip away, quiet like, so to say, doing
nobody spy harm ! But the Bible don't
say anything that you may. I've looked,
and it don’t !” 1

1t was bitterly cold in spite of the sun-
shine, and as it had been a night of storm,
it was very wet under foot. Mark’s boots
were very bad, and his coat was thin. His
overcozt had bad to go,~so-had & great

eyes. “I understood you were in the office.
I told them you were always to be in the
office. What is the meaning of this Marke!”
He pointed to the broom in trembling indig-
nation and angry interrogation.

“]—I was getting on in years, yeu see,
sir,” Marks said apologetically, *“and
smart boy ”—he broke off, as if not knowing
quite how to explsin—*I tried to get another
post, Mr. Northcote, I did indeed; but of
course my age was sgainst me, though I
think I was capable of a good deal still.
One gentleman told me his office was not &
philantbropic institution. And, of course,
sir, T look & veryold man ! There was noth-
ing else to do, Mr. Northcote, though I un-
derstand, of course, you can’t like to sce any
old employe of yours in such a position !”
Marks broke off with tbe painful color flood- *
ing all his face. He really felt that he owed
Mr. Northcote the deepest apology, and yet
how could he explain everything? He could
not dwell now upon the long weary ‘tramps,
the d spplidati the hopel
adverti ts, the inevitable * No !”

many other thiogs,—and the keen D b
wind seemed to shake him through and
through.

He wandered off presently to ove of the
benches. He was hungry, with a kind of
gonawing pang which was more a sort of
stinging want than & pain. And to think
that only a few months ago he would have
been sitting in an A. B. C. at this time,
haviog his beautiful hot coffee | He clasp-
€d his thin blue hands together at the very
thought.

Something attraoted his attention jast
then, and he looked around at the corner
of Parliament street. It seemed that an
old crossing sweeper had been knocked down,
and Marks rose mechanically and joined the
little crowd. In the old days he had alwaye
given this man his penny, and he got near
enough to him now to speak to him. The
man had injured his foot very badly; they
were sending for the ambulance to take him
to the hu.pital.

“It don’t matter much to me!” he said to
Marks dejectedly, leaning on the policeman’s
arm, “for I adn’t much strength left in me,
snd if I died to-night, I 'avn’t much o leave
in my will, savin’ my broom—and that's a
good one, for I bought it yesterday? Any-
body might bid for the crossing, teo, if they
liked. Who says ten bob?”

It was as if a sudden flash of light illumined
Mark’s brain, and he bent over and whis-
pered in the old man’s ear.

The other started, and gave a kind of sen
ile laugh before he let his head fall against
the policeman’s arm. ‘“All right!” he
said, *“I’m very willing! you can take your
chance! Bat it’s a turning up, ain’ it!”

And then presently the ambulance came,
and the crowd dispersed, and no one seemed
to notice that an old man in a shabby and
very shiny coat, with white bair fluttering
feebly in the breeze, was left standing by
the side of the muddy road, with the old
crossing sweeper’s new broom in his hand.

Marks was staring before him as if in a
kind of a dream; but the light came back to
his face presently, and he began to sweep
the crossing.

IIL

Mark’s landlady, by name Mrs. Sparrow-
hawk, was a good lady who lived up to her
curious patronymic with most people, but to
Mr. Marks showed a curious amiability.
Perhaps it was his gentle manner, modest
and courteous, sgainst which even a Spar
rowhawk was not proof; perhaps it was the
regularity of his small payment for bis one
tiny attic room. Yet Mr. Marks puzzled
his landlady a good deal. “I'd give a good
deal to know what his work is,” she would
remark to some of her friends; “I've asked
him more than once, but I gets nothing out
of ’im. ‘Business, Mrs. Sparrowhawk! he
says dreary-like, ‘that’s all’ ‘Well, it’s
business thst goes in for the ruination of
your boots;' but he just looks at me as if he
doesn’t 'ear, and coff he goes. Out in all
weathers, too, I sees, and 'im and old man,
and getting a churchyard cough!”

It was true Marke had rather a bad cough,
and the fact did not distress him at all
The chief thing was, that by reason of the
crossing he was able to make emough to
pay for the tiny room and fer the little food
that was necessary to keep body and soul
together. There was even enough to send a
stamp or two now and then to Ella for pen-
nies for the children. Ella wrote to him
now and said she really could not think why
he had changed ‘‘te such an outlandish
place,” and she thought his foot must surely

be healed by this time? To which her fath-

er sent tremulously evasive answers. He
really dared not go to Upper Tooting, even
if he could afford the fares. Tt weuld never
do for Ella to see hie present clothes!

It was nearly Christmas by this time snd
the mighty throng of Christmas purohasers
bad begun. London was full, and all day
long the traffic roared and raved about
Marke, a8 he stood on his crossing at the
corner of Parliament street. He was such a
quiet and obedient old man that the police-
man on his beat quite unbent towards him;
but Marks’ face had grown to take on &
strangely dreamy look, and he sometimes
thought it was a blessing that he really
seemed to hear the noise and the rush so lit-
tle. It was like & far-off sea roaringpis his
ears, that was all. A man can get accus
tomed to anything, he used to think, and
of course all this could not be for very long!
«I daressy Ella could have me buried by
her mother in the country, if it would not
cost very much.,” that was his constant

city fish, or the beauty of its fruit. Ells
only supposed, witha tired sigh, that father
had got “‘out of the way” of bringing little
things.

He had a little money saved, and he was
living on this. He had moved farther
north, and had taken one room. Towards
automn Ella noticed the shabbiness of his
coat, and remarked almost impatiently one
day, that he must really go to Hope Broth-
ers for a new one. The old man looked at
her almost vacantly, but he said nothing.
Ells decided that Tom must take him in
band, and make him buy a new coat; but
he forgot that, too, after a little. And
then one day Mr. Marks wrote to say that
she had hurt hia foot, and that he hoped she
would excuse him for a few week. Ella was
8o ill after the birth of a new baby at that
time, that she did not even answer the
letter; and somehow the ripples seemed to
closé over her father's head for some, time,
and she almost forgot him.

It was a brilliant day in early December,
and Marke was standing once more in the
square before the Honses of Parliament;
somehow the statues of the old heroes of
political life had a strange comfort and a
strange fascination for him, he could not ex*
actly have told you why. He had come to
his very last penny; wherever he looked
there seemed to be no light in the sky; he
bad wandered out just as usual, walking
with head bent, ‘‘to think things out.”

“F'd go to the workhouse,” he said to

before Benconsfield’s stately figure in its

‘himiself n6w, with his hande on the rajlings |

thought. It was such a very quiet, peace:
ful place!

The placid, absent-minded look waa in his
face on this brilliant December day; it was
very wet under foot, and London’s peculiarly*
greasy mud was splashed everywhere.
Marks had swept bis crossing clean, and his
thoughts were very far away from the swreet
and the traffic and the roar, when there was
a sudden block, and a handsome carriage,
with two beautiful bay horses, was drawn
up by the d of the poli 's fin

“JIsee.” The owner of the carriage leaned
back with a kind of groan. *“ Do not try to
spologize, Marks ! Some one owes un apolo-
gy, God knows ; bat it is not you! This is
my lawyer, Mr. Martin. He will call upon
you to-morrow. Give him your addrees.”
It was rather a long address, but the law
yer got it down In a neat little pocket-book,
and the carriage rolled off.

Marks went back to his position, wonder-
ing a little what the lawyer would have to
say to him. He was not blaming his old
master, or even the young men, at all; and
presently he wandered off into his reverie
again, thioking always of the stately groups
of pine trees, and of the quiet little country
churchyard, the place in which he had lefs
Ella’s mother, and the place in which, per-
baps, Ella would be able to send him !

He stayed at home next morning, much to
Mre. Sparrowhawk’s mystification, and about
half past twelve o’clock the trim, keen-faced
lawyer called. His communication, terse
and to the point, was as follows : Mr. North-
cote, senlor, had invested the sum of two
thousand pounds at five per cent. in Marks’
name; he would have the interest to live
upon for his life-time, and could leave the
principal to his daughter at his death. . Marke
sat and listened to this astounding plece of
news with widely open eyes, and then, to
the lawyer’s horror, he suddenly broke down
and hid his face in his handes.

“I'll be able to go out on Saturdays again
to Upper Tooting,” he was understood to
say in his shaking voice, ““and to take the
children toys again! It doesn’t sound as if
it could be true! God bless him! There
was never such kindness in the world !”

It all came true, however, as beautiful and
miraculous things have a way, sometimes,
of coming true, even in this sad world.
Marks went out to Upper Tooting in a new
overcoat which he had bought, not from
Hope Brothers, it is true, but from a very
respectable pawnshop, and he told Elia the
story of Mr. Northcote's generosity, and
Ella received him with open arms. She was
very delicate and ailing Lerself, and she
sobbed piteously when her father took off
his coat, and she could see how shrunken
and thia he was, and how very old he had
become.

But the whole story Ella never knew, and
she will never know. She will never know
who swept the crossing in Parliament Street. -
Her father thinks it wounld grieve her too
much. But he seemed to regain new life
and vigor at Upper Tooting, where he lives
now. He calls himself ‘*an idle old man,”
bat he is a very happy old man. Ella says
he is a8 geod a8 a nurse for the children.
“And in lusion I have pl e in
chronicling that the two brothers in Mr.
Northcete's office received, what they called
in privacy, ‘““a.good ballyragging from the
governor,” and sulked the whole day after
they heard of his ** ridiculous provision " fer
the old clerk. ** Goiog off his head, I should
say !” Basil muttered ; and he was so cast
down by the unexpected drain on the North-
cote coffers, that he denied himeelf his
choicest brand of wine for a week on the head
of it !

Salisbury Says Never Again.
Lord Salisbury, who was entertained at
dinner recently by the city of London
Conservative Association made an import-
ant announcement regarding the govern-
ment’s South African policy.
‘Some have used my name,’ said the prem-
ier, ‘‘in support of their ideas by stating
that I promised there should be no annexa-
tion of territory, no annexation of gold fields.
I never gave a pledge. I never meant to give
» pledge. (Loud cheers). I stated a simple
historical fact. We were accused of going
to war for lust of gold and territory. It
was one of those atrocious calumunies which
under the favoring influence of Dr. Leyds,
spread iteelf over the press of Europe. Noth-
ing could be more untrue. We went to war
to abate oppresesion of the Queen's subjects
in the Transvaal and because of our remen-
strances being met by an insulting ultimatum
to which, if the Queen’s government had
submitted, ber power, not only in South
Africa, but over her colonies and ‘depend-
encies would have been .at an end. We
were forced into war by the actiom.of our
opponents,
“To say that because we repudiated the
greed of territory we therefore bound "ours
selves never to annex any territory is a most
ridiculous misconstruction, I dwell on thie
point because this matter of annexation is
about to become a burning guestion.
“We have made a tremendous sacrifice of
blood and treasure in this conflict and the
only certainty of preventing a recurrence of
this fearful war is to insure that never again
shall such vast a lations of ar

occur and that not a shred of the former
d d of the republics shall i

(Cheering).
“We are not yet at the end of the war;
but I shall venture to lay it down as a
primary condition of any future settlement
that precantions will be taksn of sucha
character that sach a war will never occur
again. Of course, whai measures will be

ger just before him.  An old gentleman, very
white haired and shaky, was leaning back
languidly beside a trim, frock-coated man,
who seemed to have lawyer written in every
line of his keen batchet-featured face.

As the old man gianced about him wearily
his eyes saddenly fell upon the crossing
sweeper; they rested' a moment upon the
white face uncomprehendingly, and then
flashed into life. He sat up suddenly, say-
ing: “Good God! that's Marks! Marks, my
old clerki” and then be teuched his friend’s
arm. *‘Call that man here,” he said, imper-
jously, pointing to Marks. ** Bring him
here.”

In a few moments the policeman had sum-
moned Marks, who looked suddenly aroused
and startled when he saw his old maater, the
flash of shame or what looked like shame
rising to his face.

“I—1I hope I see you better, sir,” he said
pervously in the same 0ld gentle, courteous
.volce, “It—it is a pleasant day—over—
head.” o B

“What is the meaniog of this?” and Mr.
Northoote looked at the broom with flashing

y it is impossible at any t to
determine, because that depends largely up-
on the action and temper of those with whom
we have to deal. i .

“] have already intimated that their re-
sistance has gone beyond the limit to which
resistance could wisely go. It is not for us
to criticise their actions. in which they are
pleased teo call self-defence, but they have
acted-so that every bitterness created by the
war and every severance of classes and races
have been stimulated by every e they
bave taken and so they go on.

“It will also be our duty to protect those
native races who have been so sorely sfflict-
ed, and at the same tiwe l:lto o:nduo; :l'l“lix:

that, so far as possible, there s
Eol rxloﬂllﬁnn and that every one shall be
a happy member of the British empire.”

**Clrcumstances Alter Cases.”

In cases of dyspepesis, nervousness, oa-
tarrh, rhenmatiem, eruptions, ete., the gir-
cumstances may be altered by 'nrilym‘
and enriching the blood with Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla. Good appetite aad good digestion,
strong nerves and perfect health take the

ace of these diseases. Hood's Sarsaparilla
fAm.rio.‘t Greatest Medicine and the best
that money can buy.

Hood's Pills cure biliousness, sick headache,




