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&  Pprofessional Cards.

"J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
O Ace in Annapolis, opposite Garrison gite
~WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocory Store.)
Fwvery Thursday.

C nsular Agent of the United Siates
Agent Nova Scotia Buslding Society. |
—AGENT FOB-—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

£4&rMoney to loan at five per cent on Real
KEstate seourity.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Eto.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Hsad of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Monoy to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, eto.
SHA¥NER BUILDING,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.
Ceomimissioner and Master Supreme Court.

Good Stock,

Meat Workmanship,
Up=to-Date Styles,
Prompt Erecution,
Reasonable Prices,
oatistaction to Patrons.

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

Rose annd Goderich,
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five
Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Crecam cf Wheat, White
Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,
Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.
Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

srBefore buying It would pay you to see our goods and get
our prices. Satisfaction guaranteed.’

e L. FICCIC Y.

f. A CROWE

Sanitary
Plumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

‘Phone 21

AU AN AR

Sollcttor International Briok and Tile Co.
OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8,

DENTISTRY!
DR. . 8. ANDERSON.

Qraduate of the University laryland.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

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 ocewpied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly astended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 189L

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

UNION BANK OF [IALIFAX
ncorporate s.l’soo’m
1,000,000
642,660

25 of

Capital Authorized, -
Capital Paid-up,
Rest, - - -
DIRECTORS:
WM. ROBERTSON, Wx. Rocng,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, J. 1 5
Geo. MirodeLrn, M.P.P. E.G.Sum
A. K. JoNES.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8,
3. L. THORNE, General Manager

(e Pring «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

€. N. S, STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Culiections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
spveial deposit.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-3 per cemnt

BRANCHES

Awaapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «

Bridgetown, N. S.—J. D. Leavitt, o

Broad Cove Mines, C. B.—R. W, Elliott,
aciing manager.

Clarke’s Harbor, N. 8.—C. Robertson,
manager.

Dartmouth, N. 8.—J. P. L. Stewart,
manager.

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

QGranville Ferry, N. S.—W. L. Wright,
acting manager.

Halifax, N. S.—W.

Kentville, N. S.—

Lawrencetown, N.
manager.

Liverpool, N.8.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.

Mabou, C. B.—J. R. McLean, acting

manager.
New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
B.—C. W. Frazee,

€. Harvey, Manager.
0. Robertson,” Mgr.
8. —F. G. Palfrey,

manager.

North Sydney, C.
manager.

Port-of-Spain, Trinidad—A. D. MoRse,
manager.

Sherbrooke, N. 8.—C. E. Jubien, Acting
manager.

St. Poter’s, C. B.—J. A. Irving, manager.

Syduey, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydoey Mines, C.B.—R. Creighton, acting
msnager.

Wolfviile, N. 8.—A. F. Little, manager.

¥armouth, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows, «

)SPONDENTS.— A e
aad Westminster Bank, London,

Ef;:g?f Bauk of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; -Nation of - Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
RBank, Boston; Royal Bank of Canada, St.
John: N. B.; Royal Bank of Canada, St.

Johe's, Nl

QYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

HES
STER STEWS AND LUNO
el SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
Oysters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
thalf shell.

Finest Lines

Wedding
Stationery.

Monitor = = =
Job Printing = =

CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
m?c‘i‘i’;‘é’mm always on hand.

T, J. EAGLESON,

¥ GRANVILLE ST, BRIGDETOWN

Department, « «

| out of the Maine hunting
| I know considerable of

AT THE GATES OF NIGHT.

There are twa gates that guard the
night;

The one where shadows creep,
And lullabies come crooning low,
Full-throated, soft and decp;
Where twilight reaches forth her
To all by Day oppre
And lulls them into happiness,
Serene upon -her breast:

ed,

And from that gate. all dark and cool

The night road stretches far;

By palaces of sweet content,

Where many dreamings are;

Where blind may «ce and
speak,

And sad ones laugh and sing,

Where hungered ones
eat,

The pauper be a king.

goes,
O’er vallev, plain and st
Along its sides, in grandeur rise
The citadels of sleep.
And many things thers |
And comfort us, and bless—
But best of all, the blossom fair
Of rich forgetfulness.

The other gate that puards the Night
The one that ends the way—
Has trumpeters that loudly call
Us forth into the day

And though we fear the foes
With bitterness and dread,

We know that throuch the weary hoars
The first gate is ahead.

Select iitrmtun‘.

of
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| A Strange Expsrience in the

Maine Woods.

I place this on record as the most
remarkable story that nas como

woods—and
stories of
were  not
would not
much for

ever

the
the Maine - woods. If it
vouched for &o eminently I
tell it. It would be too

| credulity and wouldn’t be worth the
| telling. 1

believe it, for I know the
men who tell it to me, even though
they cannot explain it. They believe
it and do not try to exj it, 4
they fecl they cannot. Here it fs.
the thing seems too much to believe,
then don’t believe it, But the facts
are just the same.

On the north side of Boarstone moun
tain, in the town of Elliotsville, in
Piscataquis county, Maine, lives Trus-
trum H. Brown, who calls himself
“The Mediator.”” Ho entertaina the
harmless vagary that he is the medi-
ator between God and man. For some
15 years since his retirement to the
wilderness of Northern Maine, he has
been writing what he calla a new Bi-
ble, and he has a masss of manu-
script piled a foot high. By the way,
1 hava examined the ‘‘Mediator's”
manuscript considerably, and it is far
from being balderdash. Mach oF his
writing éndicatis ceul thought and eon
siderable abillty. The "Mediatos™ i in
no senss of thd word a erazy man, {de-
spita his hallucination on the subject
of religion. o

Brown has a bit of & farm and rais-
es potatoes and vegetables enongh to
last him throwgh the winter. He traps
a little and hunts a Hit and never i=
hungry.

Early in December, just after thae
first snow of the season, he discovered
one morning the fresh tracks of a
moose near his house. By the manner
in which the creature’s feet had splash
ed into the snow, Brown saw that the
moose was a big one. In his capacity
as ‘“Mediator’”’ he asserts that there
are 10,000 spirits about him all the
time. . He alleges that he asked
of these spirits to tell him how big
the moose was and that the spirit
skipped along ahcad and then cama
back and rendered him the information
that the moose was none other than
the Ambajejas Glant that had -defied
the rifles of hunters for years. The
spirit further declared, so Brown avers
that the moose didn’t have mueh of a
start-

So the “Mediator” tied on his &now
shoes, grabbed his rifle and a bit of
a snack, and started away on the lopa
into the forest. This was early in
the morning. Woll, the “‘Mediator”
souffed along till ‘noon without com-
ing up to tha moose. But the tracks
still continued fresh and his spirit
guide, g0 he savs, kent breathing into
his ear that the animal was almost
within reach. He ate his lunch of
cold venison as he walked, for in a
stern chaso of a moose no time is to
be wasted. His keen woodsman’s eye
noted that the clouds hung low and
were massing darker and darker. Had
he not been confident that the moose
was just ahead of him and would yard
at the coming of night-fall, he would
have abandoned the chase.

At four o'clock it was dusk, and

one

still the splay iracks were streiching

arms

dugpb may |

may drink and |
| chested biseuit.

y that soothe |

Day |

on shead of him. Then he could ses
thom no  longer, and regretiully he
brought to in a ravine and abandoned
the chase for the night.

He had not reckoned on the long
pursuit and therefore he had not pro-
vided himself in the usual cautious
manner. Above all, he had not his

| wood axe.

Only a man accustomed to the woods
vealizes how serious an omission this
I'he "Mediator’” was able to col-
lect some dry kye limbs that had

or

’ dropped from the trees’ and he hewed

oli some low. branches with his hunt-
ing knife. He kindled a bit of a fire
at the foot of a tree.  He did not dare
to go to sleep for the cold was raw
and piercing. So-he stood and turn-
od himself before the fire like an ani-
mated spit, moving constantly-to keep
awake.

In the morning there was nothing
leit' of his provender except one flat-
Had he-not been un
duly fired with zeal to catch the moose

! he would have retraced his steps. But
All through the night the good road |

the animal had
and so on
come across the

he felt that probably
yarded a littie way whead,
he went. Ha did
trampled place where the moose  had
spent the night, and with its great
teeth had ripped off the twigs and the
bark. By the mighty reach the *‘Me-
diator”” saw that the animal was ‘a
monster, and on he drove cagerly in a
skurry of his broad shoes.
weather  spitit
joggled the overhead. The
snow commenced in the fine
driving flakes that indicate a protract-
ed storm. Then, and ~ not till then,
did tho roeckless hunter turn about.
Jut before an hour had  passed the
snow, driving faster and faster, cover-
ed his tracks. Night came on again.
Once more- he lighted his fire, and,
PodadBu )8 JO Juvm Joj Azzip
about it etruggling to keep awake.
The *Modiator” is nearly 70 years old
bHut his litho form & inured to hard
chips by many vears of woods life.
A less experienced +man or one with
less vitality must have succumbed.

The snow came down damp and
heavy, and the sagging bowghs were
kept dropping clumps on to his shoul
ders and back.

As the first lichtning that showed
that morning was approaching, he ate
the last crumbs of ‘his biscuit and
started away.  But the snow drove
hard in his face. He was weak with
hunger and sick for sleep. His limbs
were stifi and his whole body ready to
sink with fatigue. Accustomed though
he was to the woods, it is not sur-
prising that in a few hours he knew
that he -had lost his way. But still
he képt on, hoping that he might
Ccome across some llMll or water ]1)(\((
his chicf hope of rescue, or some log-
ging camp.

The snow ceased in the afternoon
but a sharp and driving wind succeed-
ed. It flung the drying snow and
shrieked with it through the trees and
clearings. The fine particles cut his
face lilkc the dust of a sand storm.
Few men have made a fiercer struggle
for life than he. It is probable that
partial delirium overtook#im, for he
insists that he could only hear
hiz spirit guides, but cotld see them
a3 they flocked about him and beck-
oned him on.

At Guek he wad (n o anty wholly
anknown. Yherd areiy snowntaine off
to the righ¢, boy he did not recog.
nize the peaks nor the surroundings.
About an hour after the dark came
down with the wind still driving the
snow into his eves, he came out into
a section that he recognized at last.
It was “The Gulf.” This is a canyon
about three miles long, through which
the west branch of Pleasant river rag-
es. The walls are precipices. But on
the north side skirts a wood road
leading to camps miles above, and 1n-
to this road the '“Mediator” stagger-
ed.

Now, he was desperately weak. But
he knew that if he could round the
foot of the canyon and seramble for
three miles up the side of the first
Chairback he would come to Long
Pond where there were camps.

1t was now a race for life. He put
his dear old rifle against a tree and
hung his cartridge box on a limb. He
then clinched the belt about his thin
waist and started. He was in a half
stupor when he came ~down to the
frozen ford at the foot of the canyon.
Bqt he knew that across the pond lay
Hall & Davis’ sporting camp, three
miles away. The wind was still driv-
ing the snow and he miscalculated his
route across. When he came to shore
ha peered in all directions and listen-
ed. There was no glimmer of light
anywhere, and no sound indicating
that any camp was ncar. His knees
were doubling under him by this time.
His strength was gone, his eyes did
not. want to stay open, and he gave
up. He stumbled and crawled up on
the ‘shore and fell across a lop. His
tongue was swollen in his mouth and
his throat was dry. He savs that he
tried to shout, but he could utter no
sound but a gurgling whisper. Then
he became unconscious.

Now comes the strange part of the
story.

There was at the Hall & Davis
camps atb that time a bunting party

of
Then soma

snow from
unkind
clouds

to come

i Ee
dea|

from the town of Dexter. Among them
were M. -E. Meigs, the leading :lothier
ofthe plage and Walter Abbott, one
of the proprietors of the large AbLo.t
woolen mill, . Mr, Meigs had been out
that day with the party and in try-
ing to cross the pond had frozen both
cars, 80 bitter was the cold. He
would have perished had not his guide
beaten him to make him walk. He had
degired to lie down and go to sleep on
the snow, and had bégged the others
to go away and leave him,

On this evening he was lying in his
bunk wondering whether or not he
was going: to be able to save his ears.
They were wrapped up and were ach-
inu'fcurfully, and Mr, Meigs wasn’t
taking the most active interest in out-
side matters, The others were playing
pitchnede before the fire. °

Suddenly Mr. Meigs raised himself
on his elbow and cried, ‘I hear some
one shouting for help-"

The others stopped their play and
listened. Beyond the moaning of the
wind in the chimnev and the sough of
the big trees outside there was no
sound, o

“Folks with
most anything,”
companions.

“But I certainly heard
shout,” persisted Meigs.

“Do you believe for a moment,” his
friend said, ‘“that a man with his
cars done up like a pound of pickled
tripe could hear a sound that we did
not?"”

The clothing man admitted that it
didn’t seem very probable, but still
he persisted in his opinion strenuous-
ly. At last one of the guides -went
to the door and shouted into the dark
night. There was no response.

“It couldn’t have been,” ha said, re
turning.

“L don't want to be stubborn in
this mattoer,” said Mr, Meigs, “‘but
do think we ought to make some in-
vestigation. 1 can’t go to sleep with
the notion that some poor cuss is out
there in the cold. Somehow or other
I can’t reason myseli out of the no-
tion that there is something the mat
ter outside, and I wish you would
look it up. 1'd go myself if it were
not for my ears.

After poking some fun at the persis-
tent man arguing from his nest in the
bunk, two of the guides went out.

“Of course it mav be that some one
has dropped into the water hole down
here a piece,”” sald one of them, ‘“‘but
as that's more than a mile away, it
don’t stand.to reason that you could
have heard any shouting with your
ears tied up in that fashion.

In the course of 15 minutes one of
the men came running back and those
in the camp heard: him oulling the
moose sled out of the lean-to.

“There is something the matter af-
ter all down at the water-hole,”’ he
cried to those within. “Ed was ahead
and he hollered back to me to bring
the moose sled.”

And in a lit¢le while they came tng-
ging into the camp a stiff ficure that
the cuides, as soon as the man was in
the lamplight, recognized as Mediator
Trustram H. Brown of Elliotsville.

At first they thought he was dead,
but they undressed him and set him
bodily into a tub of ice cold water.
They rubbed him with snow and after
some work he began to revive. Then
they poured whisky and brandy down
his throat, and at midnight he was
sitting up and telling his story.

In two days he was all right and
lively once more, and it may be stat-
ed here while I am on the subject of
recoveries, that Mr. Meigs saved his
cars

Now the “Mediator’’ swears that
the sound he emitted when he sank on
the log. was a whisper. Even a shout
as loud as a foghorn would have hard
lv been heard a mile away by men in
side a log camp heavily banked with
snow.

That the sound should have been
heard by a man with his ears frozen
and wrapped in bandages is more cur-
jous still. But for that 1 have author-
itv that cannot be disputed. Both
sides have told me their stories.

They do not try to explain it—nor
will 1.

3ut, as 1 remarked in the first place
I set this down not only as one of
the most remarkable stories of endur-
ance that the Maine woods have ever
reported, but as a mvsterv that is al-
most uncanny.—Forest and Stream.

e

frozen ears can hear
remarked one of his

s0omeone

LORD BERSFORD ON THE COLONIES.

In a discussion which followed, Lord
Charles Beresford took part. Some of
the points he made told very effect-
ively with his audience. After urging
British enterprise to organize a new
line of steamers to Canada, with
through railway connection (he at-
tached special importance to the con-
junction of the railways with the
steamship line), he went on to say
that if they were to exist as an em-

ire, they must study Colonial thought

: could not exist without the col-
1f it had not been for their in-
valuable aid they would not have e-
merged so satisfactorily from the
South African war. - The colonies sup-
ported the mother country, with their
best manhood and upheld her through
the war in such a way as to enable
the Old Country to finish it. The
time had arrived when it was impe»-
ative to take steps to bind the Em-
pire more closely to the Colonics in
view of the almost savage competi-
tion against them in all parts of the
world.

A Capital Cure for Sore Throat.

Is to wsa a gargle of a few drops of
Polson’s Nerviline in sweetened water,
and before retiring rub the throat and
chest vigorously with Nerviline. By
morning the soreness and inflammation
will have disappeared entirelv. Nervil-
ine drives away the pain and cures
sore throat and hoarseness quickly,
simply because that’s what it’s made
for. Buy a 25c. bottle from your
druggist today.

Dr. Hamilton’s
liver.

onies.

pills stimulate the

—————e

—There is one country in the world
where it is econsidered a crime to
smoke—Abyssinia. The law forbidding
tobacco dates from the year 1642. It
was at first merely intended to pre-
vent priests from smoking in the chur-
ches, but it was taken literally, and
nowadays even foreigners have to be
careful not to be seen” smoking.

In ‘every town :
and village

Conductor John Foster.

John Foster stood scowling down on
his wife. The face upturned to his had
a petulent child’s mouth, and the eyes
under  the‘eurly hair were those of a
child.

“Seems to me we've had about
enough of this,” said John, pulling on
his conductor’s cap. The eyes under
the shining visor were not much older
than those shaded by the yellow curls.
He bit his lip nervously.

“1 tell you we can’t afford it,”” he
said, raising hjs voice to enforce the
argument. ‘I don't see why this isn't
a good, comfortable kind of a house.
Anyway, it's got to do, and that’s all
there is about it.”

He jorked out his big silver watch.
“Whew!” he said.

“I don’t care—you might manage it
some way, John, yow know you u..
You just dent swp to think how 1
feol fibout it. Horrid little, cheap
house, and such a narrow street! 1f
I'd supposed you werg going to be
lika this"'—

He was hurrying toward the door,
and suddenly she pressed between it
and the boyish figure. Was he going
to forget—for the first time? He push
ed past her. She had put hersolf in
his way to fling out a parting taunt
he supposed. She stood in the door,
staring after his hurrying figure, the
petulent unkissed little mouth trem-
bling, though she bit her lip fiercely.

“*Hello, Johu!”’ cried the motor man
as he boarded the electric car. “‘Came
near being late this trip, didn‘t you,
That comes of being married—hard to
tear yourself gway, isn’t it?”’

John nodded gayly, but his eyes
shunned the motorman’s, He moved
his head restlessly, the frayced edgo of
his stifi collar adding to his discom-
fort. Bessie had thrown her arms
around the smarting neck just the day
before, he remembered—he seemed to
feel the pressure now. He rather wish-
ed he hadn't talked so.loud to her
just before he ran for his car, poor lit
tle -Bessie, but she was aggravaiing
sometimes.

He rang the bell sharplyat the next
corner. “‘Step, lively,” he called to
the two women waiting there, who
wiped their hot faces and stared at
him i exasperation. His voice sound
ed harsh to his own ears. He felt
vaguely that he had somehow changed
characters that morning—this first
quarrel with Bessie, and the sharpness
in his voice now! He was not in the
habit of telling women to ‘step live
ly.” That had been one of the don'ts
he had set for himself when he first
dogned the new blue suit with brass
buttons.

What a day that was, with the air
rising in choking waves from the necat
ed asphalt! People were especially try
ing, too, John thought. More women
than usual seemed to linger to ex-
change parting civi.ities with their
friends, and every now and then he
had to call out an cxasperating warn.
ing to ‘wait till the car stops.

A big man with a good-humored
red face joined him on the platform.
“Gay kind of life, ain't it?"" he said
genially. ““I used to be on one of the
horse-cars, years ago.”

“That so?”’ said John briefly. He
was trying to count his tickets and to
keep a sharp lookout on cither side
of the street at the same time.

“Gives a fellow a chance to study
human nature, don’t it?”’ continued
the friendly stranger. “‘Folks show
themselves out for what they are.
There's a stong glare for you! Why
didn’t she know enough to ring the
bell sooner if she wanted to get out
at that corner? Look at her? Pretend-
ing she's going to stow away the num-
ber of the car in her mem'ry so’s to
report you. That's an old dodge they
used to have when 1 was on.

“Yos,” said John resignedly, put-
ting away his tickets, “‘a good many
of 'em do that—always looking out
for some offence no matter how hard
you try.”

“And the way - the women get off
the car is a caution, ain't it?”’ contin-
ued the man. that old lady,
clutching the rear pole aad letting her
self down backwards. Looks like a
monkey, don’t she? When 1 got my
place on the road one of the first
things I did was to teach my wife how
to get off a car. She didn’t want to
practice before folks, so she tried it
with an old chair and the clothes
horse at home. It took time, but she
learned it, and now folks know her as
the woman who gets off a car the
right way. Pretty good, ain’t it?”’

; said John, and added, “my

“See

es,
wife knows the right way, too.’

“Married, are you? How long?”’

“A year,” said John briefly. He
was not serry when his companion
bade him good by at the next corner.

Somehow his thought was running
continually to Bessie. It was always
inclined to do that, but now an ach-
ing tenderness grew in his heart. How
sharply he had spoken, and what a
young, inexperienced little wife she
was, after all. He was glad when the
dinner hour drew near, for now he
would surely have a sight of her. She
nearly always managed to lring the
basket to the car herself, and though
there Was only time enough for a
smile .and a' word, that would be
enough. Ressie wodld understand.

A young girl with pretty hair and
eyes like Bessie's, boarded the ear He
shut her umbrella for her and put out
a helping hand when the jolting mo-
tion threatened to upset her. He wish-
ed he could carry a description of her
dress home to Bessie. He liked his
wife to have pretty things and her
tingers were wonderfully skilliul. He
was wondering myemmthat filmy sort of
stuffi was on the shoulders and collar
and while he was trying to“mekc it
the girl looked at him with a coquet-
tish smile. He turned away quickly
and she tossed her head till her cheap
little earring sent forth spurious spar-
kles in the sunlight.

His heart quickened its beating
when the corner was reached where
Bessie must be waiting with his din-
ner basket. Then came a shock of
disappointment. It was a neighbor’s
child who stood there. The word he
had planned to say that would con-
vey so much meaning to Bessie and
nothing special to the motorman and
passengers died awav on his lips. He
said ‘Thank you' to the little girl
and that was all.

He was feeling exhausted from the
heat, but somehow he did not want to
eat and not till he was near the wharf
did he open his basket. There was a
little sore feeling still that Bessie had
nos brought it herself—that she could
have cherished resentment so long.
The sandwiches looked unusually dain-
iy; Bessie had cut them into trian-
gular pieces. He swallowed them hur-
riedly with big draughts of the cold
coffee and gentle thoughts of the hands
tnat had made them. Quite at the
bottom of the basket was scmething
round and soft, an annle tart, and be-
side it a scrap of folded paper. He
glanced hastilv around. The motorman
was absorbed in his dinner, eating it
in great hurried bites.

John opened the little sheet and read

Dear John,—I wanted to bring this
two the car myself, but I've got to hur-
ry down town. Mrs. Smith has just
told me about some big bargains in
collars and things down on F street
and I'm going to hurrv down before
they’re all gone. I don’t want you to
wear those old smarting things an-
other day. I'll have fo send your din-

ner by little Nellie Barker, but it will
be just the same as if 1 Lkrought is,
won’t it? You're so good and I was
hoteful this morning, John,

Your loving Bessie.

Two men boarded the car just as he
finished. ‘‘Yes,” one of them was say
ing ‘‘perfectly well when she left home
and the heat completely prostrated her
by the time she pgot to the avenue
They hurried her into a drug store
and it looked first as if she was go-
mg to rally. Pretty little woman—
very.”

John listened with strained atten-
tion, It could not be possible that it
was Bessie, it was too unreasonable to
imagine that, Lut somehow the apple
tart was hard to swallow and his fin-
gers clutched the pencilled note tight-

y.

“Hushand’s in our department,” con
tinued the man, and John breathed
more freely. ‘“He's just knocked off
his feet by it. She didn’t last more'n
a minute after he got to her—queer
how he happened to be just going by
the drug store, wasn't 1t? There was
not more than a minute for all they
had to say to each other. Then she
just shut her eyes up and never open-
ed them again. Some of the crowd
didn’t have any more sense than to
stand gaping around. I got away’s
quick as I could.” He broke off rath-
er abruptly, and whistled to a news-
boy for the evening paper.

d'he yellow sun raps fell carclessly
on the willows across -the shore, and
gave a flecting beauty to the muddy
Potomac river, The warm breeze blew
a sickening, fishy odor toward the car
John made one more determined effort
on the apple tart, then pushed the re-
mainder of it in the basket.

“Not much on cooking ch?"’ it was
the friendly voice of a policeman at
John's elbow—a neighbor of his on
the little street that Ressie disliked.
“My wife didn't hardly know how to
boil the kettle when we were first mar-
ried. I had to take hold and teach
her, but she’s a first-rate cook now.”

The big jocular face and voice grated
on John's mood. “My wife’'s a good
cook, t0o,” he said stifiy. Then he
pulled the bell sharply and the car
moved out.

It was a forlorn part of the city
near the wharves. Slatternly looking
women were leaning from the windows
and hali-clad children playved or bick-
ered with each other on the street in
front. With a sinking of heart John
thought of the two more trips that
must be made before he could get to
Bessie. A superstitious fear of some
disaster in his absence seized upon him
How strange that this man should
have told his story just as he was
reading Bessie’s lester—his little Bes-
sie strugeling at the bargain counter
in the very hottest part of the day.
What if the heat had been too much
for her? The morning's quarrel was
so painfully distinct now—he seemed
to remember every sharp phrase he
had used.

A party of workmen boarded the
car. They had dinner pails and tools
in their hands and they dropped into
their seats too tired to talk. A worn
yvoung mother rocked a sickly babe in
her arms, and watched it with big,
apprehensive eyes. A breeze with a
little freshness in it blew from the part
of the Mall through which the car
passed and the mother held up her
babe eagerly that its pinched face
might get a little of the coolness. Now
and then the child sent out a faint
but piercing ~ wail, anf if one of the
passengers looked up with sharp an-
noyance, it faded quickly after a look
at the little face.

It was after dusk before he could
leave the car and go to Bessie. She
was watching for his coming in the
doorway and drew him eagerly in.
The home-coming! How sweet it was!
John's arms were tight about her and
the little head was crushed against
his breast.

“I was a brute.”J ohn began, and
“0! 0! she-cried indignantlv, ‘“when
vou know it was all mv fault.”

“You little story teller!” he said.
Such a foolish interchange of words,
yet they somehow seemed to disentan-
gle all the snarls of the dav.

“It’s a dear little house,”” Bessie
whispered, “I was hateful to talk so
about it."”

“We'll move into a better one just
ar soon as we can manage it,”” John
said, pressing her closer. :

On the small, rather narrow street
the ras lamps burned feebly. Under one
of them walked a bir man with a jol-
ly face. He was whistling and John
and Bessie. listening, caught a strain
of ‘Home Sweet Home.” It was the
jocular policeman hurrying to the
wife who had not known how to ‘boil
the kettle’ till he taught her.

ALMOST LOST.

But Saved Througha Letter from an old Ac-
quaimtance.

To the Editor ol the Monitor:—

I feel it a duty to let the public
know through your paper what a
close call I had and how I escaped.
I was engaged as brakesman on the
C. P. R., and contracted rheumatism,
which soon became chronic. I became
unfitted for work, and finally was un-
able to walk, in which condition I
was when a letter from a friend in
Winnipeg toln me of Dr. Clarke’s won-
derful Little Red Pills, and how they
bad cured several of his acquaintan
ces. -1 resolved to try them and it
was only after taking six bottles that
I began to improve. I am now, I am
pleased to say, as well as ever, snd
back at my old occupation. I believe
I would have died had it not been for
this marvellous medicine.—A. ¥. Wood
C. P. R., Montreal.

— -

Thos. F. Gallwan, Marbank, Ont.,
says: Your pills are giving good re-
sults. My case is one of exzema of 17
years standing.

F. H. Yaets, Marlbank, Ont., says:
I have had stomach twouble for over
two years, and tried diffcrent reme-
dies. Three boxes of Dr. Clarke’s Lit-
tle Red Pills did me more good than
anything 1 ever tried.

Peter D). McFadyen, Riverdale, P. E.
I., ‘writes: I have used your pills for
stomach trouble and found them a
wonder. Your catarrh cure is also a
nerfect cure.

Dr. Clarke’s Little Red Pills are a
ccrtain aure for rheumatism, asthma,
peralysis, eczema, coughs, backache,
indigestion, stomach and liver trou-
bles, female eomplaints, even when the
diseases have been standing for many
vears. Price 50 cents per box. For
sale everywhere. The Canada Chem-
ical Companv, Peterboro, Ont., will
forfeit $10 for any case that these pills
o not help.

Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Catarrh,
and Dr. Clarke’s Sure Cure for Ec-
zema, same price, 810 will be paid
tor any case they will not cure.

REEIEE SRR S il

People with Bad Breath,

Generally suffer from Catarrh and
should use Catarrhozone Inhaler four
times daily and be cured. The pleas-
ant scented catarrhozone vapor spreads
through every air passage of the
breathing organs, and reaches the very
root of the disease at once; it kills
the germs, purifies and cleanses the
mucous surfaces and eradicates every
vestige of catarrh in a short time.

Dr. Hamilton’s pills stimulate the

liver.

RHODES’ SCHOLARSHIPS,
Toronto, July 21--The strange omise
sion of Cecil Rhodes to provide sthol-
arships for the provinces oi Canada
other than Ontario and Quebec in his
Oxford foundation was brought up in
a letter from Lord Strathcona to the
Minister of Education announcing that
Ontario had a scholarship at its dis-
posal. In his letter, made public to-
day, he calls attention td ihe fact
that the trustees of Mr. Rholes’
will are desirous of making regulations
in regard to the matter by which the
qualifications of candidates are to be
ascertained. The trustees, il..lore,
desire: that. the Minister of Education
in each province give their opinions
with kregard generally to the election
of quabiying students. Lord Strath-
cona calls attention to the following
passage in the trustees’ letter to him,
which indicates a probability that the
other provinces mav be placed upon a
footing with Ontario and Quebec: “I
am aware that there are several prov-
inces not mentioned in Mr. Rhodes’
will but the trustees would like opin-
ions in the case of all the provinces,
as it is not improbable that in the fu-
ture it may be possible to establish
scholarships in, at all events, some of
those provinces."
L

WHY CANADIANS CUME.

The president of the Canadian Club
in Boston writes to warn Cauadians
against leaving their own counlry to
seek a living in the rcpublic. It 18 to
be supposed he did that very thing
himself at one period of his ¢xistence,
and if, as is probable, he has prosper-
ed since. it is just possible his view of
what constituted an opportunity fox
an ambitious Canadian may not be
quite the same as it was when he was
younger. Things are not what they
were 10 or 15 years ago, he says, and
undoubtedly there have been many
changes, even in that time. But there
are still opportunitics in the industri-
al world in the United States such as
lo not exist in Canada, and until
there has been a levelling up, and may
be even after that, there is likely to be
more or less movewent. There is not
much use telling a Montreal machinist
out of work that there is plenty of
land in the northwest. He does not
care whether there is much or little.
He would not know what to do with
it if it were just across the St. Law-
rence. He wants werk ac the thing
he knows how 1o ¢, and if he can’t
get work at home, he goes to the
States.

A S

SIK ROBERT BOND ON CONFEDERATION.

London, July 6—The Canada Club
dinner tonight was attended by the co-
lonial premiers now in London, and
many other distinguished guests. Lord
Strathcona and Mount Royal presided.
Premier Barton of Australia, in the
course of an address made the first
public reference to the plan for the
confederation of Newfoundland and
Canada mentioned in these despatches.
He said he hoped that all obstacles
in the way of Newfoundland joining
the Dominion would be removed. Sir
Robert Bond, prime minister of New-
foundland, replying, dwelt upon the
great strategic value of Newfoundland
which he said. stood as a sentinel at
the gateway to the internal waters of
Canada, He traced the phenomenal
recuperative  powers of the island,
and referred to its present prosperity
declaring the question of couniederation
to be one of terms.

“If,”” said Sir Robert, “the terms
are advantageous to the people. of
Newfoundiand, 1 shall feel it my duty
to lay the proposal before my people,
and, if neccessary, exert myself to
bring the confederation about. We are
not jealous of Canada.”

———

SCHOOL BOYS AS STREET CLLANERS.

A school principal in Passaic, N, J.,
has organized his boy pupils into a
street cleaning brigade. ‘‘He has so
roused in them the spirit of civie
pride,” says the Rochester Democrat
and Chronicle, ‘“that they -perform
their volunteer work industriously, en-
thusiastically and thoroughly.

“The boys have in charge a section
of the city consisting of eight blocks
and they go about their territory ev:
ery day gathering scraps of paper and
rubbish which are strewn about and
deposit them in = convenieut piles for
the garbage wagon. It is said that
after a trip by these youngsiers the
streets appear to have been cleaned as
if by magic, which is not credible in
view of the further statement that the
first afternoon’s work resulted in the
collection of a ton of waste stuff that
had been thrown about by careless

citizens.”’

The Indians of the lower Yukon
have discovered an immense petritied
ship near the Arctic Circle. They are
convinced that the ship is none other
than Noah’s Ark.

- e

Meesrs. C. C, Richards & Co.

Dear Sirs:— While in the country
last summer I was badly bitten by
mosquitoes—so badly that 1 thought I
would be disfigured -for a couple of
wecks. I was advised to try your lins
iment to allay the irritation, and did
so. The effect was more than I ex-
pected—a few applications completaly
curing the irritation, preventing the
bites from becoming sore. Minard's
Liniment is also a good article to
keep off the mosquitoes.

3o Yeours truly,
T — W, —Qlk

Harbor Grace, Nfild., Jan. 8. 1898.

Many a business man has come to
grief because he lacked a reserve of
capital, of discipline, or of knowledge
of his business. In pood times, when.
anybody could sell goods, he was all
right; but, when a panic came, and
his notes were refused at the bank, he
went down because he had no reserve
of savings or of character.

Shrewd business men are always on
the watch for cmergencies, financial
storms or panics; they know perfectly
that it takes another kind of ship-
timber to wrestle with the tempests
than it requires in fine Weather, when
there is no strain or stress. It is the
man who prepares for an emergency
who keeps his sails trimmad, and his
ship in order, that weathers the gale.

A pipeful of “Amber” Plug Smoking
Tobacco will burn 75 minutes.
‘“Test "it?"’

Save the tags, they are valuable.

Mr. Marconi, who is on hoard tha
Italian flagship ‘Carlos Alberto’ at
Cronstadt, Russia, has cabled to his
London office that he has receiv
wireless signals from the Cornwall sta-
tion, abour 1,400 miles distant, part-
ly overland. Complete messages were
received as far as Kkagen. Denmark, *
about 850 miles from Cornwall.

TO CURE ; coLD IN ONE DAY.
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets, A1
ists rofu Is

nd the money if it fails to cure
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