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BOPP PPP INNNNN EN 

A Middleman. : 

FEET EEE aaa aad add 
William Hallett was a poor, commoa- 

place, newly married young man. He hd 
been living now for :everal months on a 

one hundred and fitty acre farm with a de- 
cent set of builoiogs and 8 small mcrtg- ge 

It wes late in November. The crops 
had bsen su csstully housed and by a 

little straining and pinching the annual in 
terest hod bien met. No pavment had 
been made on the main debt, but that was 

bardly to be expected the first year, which 
include d the exceptional expecdi ures of 

aying the parson and buying & load of 
itchen utensils. RPE 
Quite une xpectedly Wiliiam’s wife re 

ceived a b qu: st from an vncie who died in 

the West. It wes only one hundred and 
twenty-five dollars, but it seemed to ber a 
marvellously munificent nh ri‘ance, and 
she and William disposed of the money in 

a hundred different ways betore they finally 
decided it should go to the furnishing ot 
the front room which was now used as a 

8'orage-place for miscellaneous rubbish. 

How. ver, after the check h d been 
ceshed snd the bills lad away in the 

large Bible tbat used to be William's 
grandfathér's, and was alw ys kept on 
the top of the little sitting-ro m cupooard 

William spoke out in the dry voice com 
mon to m+n of bis lean, r+ rvous type : 

‘I've been thnkwing, M.tie we might 

do better than put all that money iato fur- 

nithing the front room.’ 
‘Now William ! 
This room's as good as you or I have 

been brought up to It's as good as our 
Leighbors have. What do we want to go 

and make a spread for, aw:y ahead of 

other folks, when we can’t sfford it—and 

have everybody saying that Bill Hallett 
pits on stuffed c!airs when he can’t pay 
his bills ? 

‘Why, William !" cried Mttie, flushing, 
‘how unreansonable you :re. [hat mon- 
ey is mine, and it [ chose to putic into a 

pretty parlor st I should like to know 
whose business it is ? It our neighbors 
prefer to go shabby wh n they can. fford 
to live better, why, let em. It'sno con: 
cern of yours or mine.’ 

‘It must do a woman lots of good to have 
a room full oi fine things which she doesn’t 
go into irom January to Decemb r, unless 
it 's to show it off to some n-ighbor that 
hasn’t got anytbing ot her own,’ said Wil- 
liam. ‘ 

Mattie’s lip twitched expressively ‘I 
knyw. You want to put the money iato 
an old cart, or an old cow. or something.’ 

- Well,” answered Will am dryly and un- 
sympathetically, ‘I mi hr do worse. But 
that isn’t just what I bave in mind.’ 

Atter a little silence Mattie asked st fily : 
‘Just what bave you in mind ? | should 
be pleased to know.’ 

illiam clasped his hands behind his 
trig black head and looked at his wife 
thoughttully. 

‘I'll tell you, Matt. I'd like fine things 
just as well as you—or ‘most as well—it we 
could afford ‘em. But I want to ge’ ahead 
a good deal more 'n Iwant io make a 
spread.’ 

“Of course you want to get ahead,’ s.id 
Mattie; ‘we both want to get shead. 
But [ can’ s e why you need to feel pul- 
led back or any way poo ee just because 
you can huve ycuc hour .urpished for 
nothing ’ 
But you see th res precious little chance 
of getting ahead on a arm anyway.’ reas- 
soned Wilham “Acres of tarm rsa e up 
to their chins in debt Whoever gets rich 
onaf.rm? Its dig, dig, dig, in ors aud 
out.’ 
‘Why ! do you want to give up the farm, 

William ?" 
‘No, I don’t want to give it up— not that. 

There ’'s a good deal about a tarm 1th tI 
Lke,—it dependence and room to fun 
round in. I never tLtoug!t I should like 
being mers:d in wita a lot of n-1ghoors.. 
No; I con't waut to leave the farm it I 
can get any mon-y out of i*. Bu ['ve been 
thinking, — what it [ sLould pu a stock of 
good into that fro: t room and carry on a 
Iittle store along with my ‘a ming ?’ 

~ SICK HEADACHE 
Positively cured by these 

| Little Pills. 
They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 

Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per 
sy fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi. 

"ness, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Veget=ote. 

Small Pill. Small Dose, 
Small Price. 

Substitution 

the fraud of the day. 

See you get Carter's, 

Ask for Carter's, 

Insist and demand 

Carter's Little Liver Pills. 

TORCH rt AT NA NE CO We ARE STI 5 TAI IA Bie 2 Se ns SOY 

‘It that isn't a scheme !" 
‘Well, now, ain’tit a good one?’ went 

on William, earnestly. ‘I've always thought 
I shou'd like a store. I had my head ex- 
amined once and the phrenologist 
satd I'd be a first-rate hand at 
trafficking. Of course I should carry 
on the tarm and when I was out in 
field you could slip in and wait on custom- 
ers. couldn't you P’ 

‘Oa, yes,’ laughed his wife. ‘I think 
that would be rather fine.’ 
g ‘And we don’t need that front room a 
it.’ : 
‘No-o,’” admitted Mattie, ‘we don't really 

need it.’ 
‘Ot course I should need more than one 

hundred and twenty five dollars, but I 
know well enough that Deacon Lincoln 
will let me have what I want and take 
security on the goods. I. should begin 
small.’ 
‘What would you keep?’ asked Mattie. 
‘O , molasses and cocfish and calicoes 

and such. ‘Then I should take eggs'n’ 
potatoes 'n’ wool 'n’ the like in exchange, 
and rend 'm off, and double my money.’ 

‘All the neighbors would buy their gro- 
ceries ot us,’ said Mattie, cheertully. 

‘Ot course. It's a na'ural center here 
at four corners.’ 

‘But after we've made money enough,’ 
said Mattie, ‘weil bave the furniture.’ 

‘Well, I guess! 
and build a store across the road and——' 

‘Oh I shouldn’c want a store across the 
road. It would cut off the view of the 
pond.’ i 

‘We'll anyway, we'll have a new store 
built somewhere, and a bay window put 
on to the house, and velvet chairs all the 
wav from the cellar to the attic,’ said 
William, gaily. 
So it was amicable decided that the one 

hundred and twenty five doll.rs should go 
into codfish and mola ses. By December 
the front room was fitted up with shelves 
and a home-made counter upon which 
were displayed halt a doz-n webs of print 
and a bux ot assorted jick-knives. Mattie 
went in every morning and re-arranged 
the calicoes, and William sat on a nail 
keg in the sun and whistled for custom -rs. 

Poor old Hephzibar Pyncheon was not a 
whit more agitated than Mrs. Hallett, when 
it fir t devolved upon her to messure off 
two and one-half yards ot print for a 
neighbor. 

‘it was for old Mrs. Wing,’ she explain- 
ed afterwards to William ‘You koow she 
was 50 good when we set up housekeeping 
— brought us up dougbnts and pies and 
ever so many good things. I couldn't help 
givirg it to hr.’ 3 

*All right,” said Williem. 
‘Mrs. Tobey was in this afternoon,’ said 

Mattie a few days later. ‘Sie bonght 
quarter of a pound of ta and .ome nut- 
megs’ 

"Which tea P’ 
‘The sixty-cent tea, only I left her have 

it at cos”, Jo—' 
‘Bur, that’s no way to do, Mattie.’ 
‘But, William! Mrs. 'obey bas such a 

bard time—so much sickness. 1 think it 
would be real mean to try to make any- 
thinz out ot her.’ 

William laughed. 
‘You're & preity hand to keep store, 

now, ant you ? Don’t you see 1t you sell tea 
to Mrs. Tobey for halt price, you've got to 
sell it to Mrs Harper and Mrs. Jackson 
and Mrs. Perkins and all the other women 
in town for halt price too ? They'd be mad 
a~ hornets if they thought you'd sell tea to 
Mrs Tobey cheaper'n you would sell it to 
them.’ 

‘But I asked Mrs. Tobey not to mention 
b) 

William lavghed again sgn ficantly. 
‘I know what you mean. You think 

women c.n't keep anything to themselves,’ 
s.id Mattie, with a flash of tears. ‘And 
you tuink it is all riglt tor you to wring 
money out ct anybedy you can get your 
clurches on.’ 
‘Whew !" said William. 
‘I know I'm not a bit business like,’ went 

on Mattie, brokenly, ‘and I suppose I 
mus:n't do any more as [ bave done. But 
I do wish people like Mrs. Tobey wouldn't 
come here to buy things, Williem.’ 

‘Somebcdy's got to have her money, and 
it might as well be us as anybody else.’ 
Oae evening abont the middle of, Feb- 

ruary they went over the accounts together, 
and William made an offhand estimate of 
what he had io stock. 

*Tbis is the meanest neighborhood in 
Maine,’ he burst out angri'y. ‘I'd lke to 
move cut ot it.’ 

‘So would I,” assent. d Mattie, vehement 

1’ 

ly. 
+All the neighbors would rather go by 

us clear over to Cooper's Mills and pay 
double for all they get,’ grumbled Willism. 

‘| know it,’ said Mattie Johan Perkins 
went by with his kerosene can in his pung 
his atiernoon, and John has pretended io 
think the world of you.’ 

William tossed bis nose into the air with 
ine xpressible disgust. 

“Talk's cheap. Ca‘ch me goirg to the 
grange so long's he’s chiet cook and boctle 
washer,” 

‘And I declare,” said Mattie, 'I don't 
feel a bit like going to Sunday school and 
sitting in Mrs. Pcrkios's Bible class, and 
seeing ber smile cn me as if she could «at 
me up, and then go right by week in and 
we: k out and never buy so much asa row o! 
pios ot us. And she’s had any amouwt of 
new things this winter.’ 
‘We won't go to meeting for a ft w 

Sundays, said William. ‘I guess theyll 
miss us ’ 

‘I don't believe there’s much real friend- 
ship in the world, anyway,’ sighed Mattie 
with profourd pessimism. 

‘Friendship ! mere troth and lather. It's 
evervbody for himself—deacons and all.’ 

‘Bat [ don’t see why everyone need to 
owe us such a spite.’ 

‘0Q?, they're a'raid we'll make some- 
thing. They'd rather go farther and get 
cheated than buy anything less we should 
make a cent. But they 
s ared it they only knew it.” 

‘I wish you'd been contented to farm it 
like other people and never taken it into 

We'll own the farm |. 

needn't be so 

your head that you were smart encugh to 
make money trading.’ 

‘Smart enough! how in creation did I 
know everybody'd turn against us so ? Be- 
sides, I should have made more if you 
badn’t been pussessed to give everything 
away,’ 

Mattie colorel and did not answer at 
once. 

‘It you only knew bow mean ani stingy 
I've felt ever since I asked tbat ragged 
hittle Hackett boy thirty cents for that 
speckled pair ot mittens, William, when 
his fingers were blue as whetstones snd. 
he'd hud to earn bis money betore and 
after school, you'd——' she caught her 
breath with a sob. 
‘Come, now, Mattie, [ don't blame you 

cn3 bit. love you for it, little wite. But 
I don't believe you were made for a store- 
keeper, and I dunno’s [ was. It’s kind of 
a mean business, anyhow.’ 

‘I w.s reading the other day,’ said Ma:- 
tie ‘that the old Romans ranked the farmer 
above the trader, because the trader gets 
all his living out ot eth-r people while the 
tarm-r does get at least a part ot his out ot 
the earth, and in a way that harm+ no one 
and makes the world fairer and richer and 
better. I though: then that I wished you'd 
close out the store— only we should feel 
cheap to begin a business and fl .x out.’ 

illiam studied the fire in silence. 
‘It you closed out the stor-, ycu cculd 

still exchange produce when anyone 
brought it along, William. 

Siul William mused. 
‘Even if it paid us to keep on,’ said his 

wite, earnestly, ‘it's dreadful to find we 
have no friends, dreadful to grow hard to- 
ward all our neighbors, as we are doing; 
to stay away trom church and feel as if all 
the town was in arms against us, William. 
If we can only sell out —even it we do lose 
a little—it you can get tne grocer at 
Cooper's Mills to take the goods off ycur 
hands—and not have it to botaer our heads 
about or vex our sou's ov.r I do think it 
would be best.’ 

Still William held his peace. 
‘I have seen so much this wiater,” went 

on Mattie, ‘how poor people are—how 
poor we may be—that I don’t feel just as 
I did about the tront room. If you close 
out the store, it dos:n’t seem to me to be 
the bes: taing to lay out the one hundred 
and twenty-five dollars, or what there is 
l-ft ot it, in pinsh and brussels while our 
nearest neighbor to the right bas hardly 
clothes enough to keep her warm and her 
nearest neighoor to the left has three little 
banies to go halt hurgry from morning till 
night. Oh, no, Wilham! [ don’t mean 
that we are to give money to them. We 
can't do that. Bu’ to spend it in fine 
things would look asit we weren't even 
so:ry for them. Wouldn't it, William ?’ 
‘Maybe 80,’ said Wilham, not pirtiular- 

ly touched. 
‘I think, on the whole, it you close out 

the s.0-e, I'd rather you'd pay all but 
fifteen or twenty dollars of what belongs 
to me, on the mortgage——’ 

‘Well done, Matt !" 
‘And the rest—you know how often 

you've wished you knew as much about 
farm ng as Joun Perkins, and thcught if 
you bad his books you could do so much 
b tter? See bim, Willam, and find out 
what bis books are, and get you some with 
the rest of the mon-y, with three or tour 
little books that I stould like to have, and 
take some 0° the pine shelves from the store 
aad make a bookcase for that corner Will- 
iam. I can stzia it to look like antique 
oak, and bang a pictura over it, and you 
can read the long eveniugs through and 
learn so much beto'e planting-time. vnd 
we can be so quiet and happy,and at peace, 
without any more thinking of who will buy 
and who won’t buy, Wilham ’ 

‘Matt,’ said Wuligdm, ‘you're the b ight- 
est and best wite man ever had !'—Fannie 
B. Damon 

(ured Weak Back for 25 Cts. 

For two ye rs I wis dosed, pilled, and 
plastered tor weak back, sc.ing urine 
avd constip «tion, without ben fit. One 
box ot Chase's Ki iney- Liver Pills relieved, 
three boxes cured. R J Smit h, Toronto. 
Oae pill a dose, p-ice 25 cents. 

‘A Cool On. 

‘He's a ¢)ol 'un,’ is the way the soldiers 
in a certan E glish r giment describe one 
of their offi cers, a young man whose self 
possession ia a time of danger saved his 
men from detest, snd probably from 
death. The circumstance which gave this 
officer his reputation is related by Rudyard 
Kipling in tte Westminister Mag: zine. 
He writes: A very young offi er, who 

BERDOG 

BLOOD 
D) 

BITTERS 

MRs. Taos. McCann, Mooresville, 

Ont., writes: *‘I was troubled with 

biliousness, headache, and lost ap- 

petite. I could not rest at night, 

and was very weak, but after using 

three bottles of B.B.B. my appetite 

has returned, and I am better than 

I have been for years. I would not 

be without Burdock Blood Bitters. 

It is such a safe and good remedy 

that I am giving it to my childrea, 

Buying, Feeding, 

General Care of the Horse. 

416 Octavo Pages. 

Surgeon. 

i The Public Displays Confidence in Our Care. 

MONSOON 
INDG-CEYLON TEA 

is free from the dirt, sticks and weeds which 
plays such a prominent part in making many 
teas cheap. 
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(JLEASON’S HORSE BOOK 
The Only Complete Authorized Work By America’s 

KING OF HORSE TRAINERS, 

PROFESSOR OSCAR R. GLEASON, 

Renowned throughout America and recognized by the United States 
Gove nment as the most expert and successtul horseman of the sge, 
The Whole Work, ¢ mprising History, Breeding, Trainiug, Breaking. 

She ny, Grooming, 

You will know all 

about a horse’ 
after’ you 
have 

read 

it. 

(Gleason 
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* Black Devil,” 

the man-eating 

stallion, at Philada., Pa. 

Doctoring, Telling Age, and 
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on the age of a 

horse - after 
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than the great 

P. T. Barnum, with 

his big show, ever did, 

173 Striking Illustrations’ 

Produced under the direction of the U. S. Government Veterinary 
In this book Pro-. Gleason has given to the world for the first 

time his most wonderful methods of training and treating horses. 

10.000 SOLD AT $3.00 EACH. 
But we have arranged to supply a limited number of cipies to our 

subscribers ABSOLUTELY FREE. First come, First served. 

OUR 
Offer 

one year 

Regardless of the fact that thousands upon thousands of these books have been 
sold at $3 00 each, we have by a lucky hit arranged to ana will for a iimited 
period send a copv free, post paid, together with The Progress for one year, on 
receipt of $2 00 the regular ye.rlv subseri tion rate. 
receive a copy of the book by sending $2.00 and have their subscription auvanced 

Old subscribers ean also 

had gone almc st straight from school to 
the army and th:nce to India, was leading 
h s company through a rocky pis+, on re- 
turning fecm a scouting expedition. They 
were beset by the enemy, who fired at 
them from behind tYe rocks and the men 
were growing very unstealy. Those in 
the rear began to be inpatient, and shout: 
ed to the m:n in front, ‘Hurry up! What 
are you waiting for there ? 
The voung cflicer answered quite coolly : 

‘Holl on a minute ! I’m lighting my pipe!” 
And be struck a match and lit it. Toere 

was a roar of laughter. and a soldier call- 
ed out, ‘Well, since youre so pressia’, I 
think [I'll have a p pe myselt.” And he. too 
struck ® match and began to smek-+. This 
bit of fun steadi-d the men and they came 
through in good order. 

Lo d Cele idge’ s Umbrella Dec isto. 

The law as to umbrellas was s-ttled once 

for all by Lord Coleridge in a leading 
English case. His lordship held : 

‘Umbrellas. properly considered, are a 

prt of the atmospherie or meteorological 

condition, and, as such, there can be no 

individuil property right in them. In 

Simps n vs. Thompson detendant was 

charged with standing on plaintift's front 
steps duriog a storm aud thereby soaking 
up a large quantity of rain to which plain- 

tiff was entitled. Bat the court held that 
the rain was any man's rain, no matter 
where it fell. It follows there‘ore, that 
the umbrella is any man’s umbrella. In 
all ages rain and umbrellas have gone to- 
getter, and there is no reason why Shay 
should be seperated in law. An umbrel 
la may, under certain circumstances—the 
 hief ot which is possessicn—take on tte 
attributes of persaual property, just as it a 
man set a tub and catch a gaaatity of rain 
water, tha’ rain water will be considered 
as his personal belonging while it is in his 
tub. Bat if the sun evaporate the water 
and it is rained down again, or it the tub 
be upset and the water spilled, then the 

attribute o! a personal ownership instantly 
disappears. So it a man hold his umbrel- 
la in bis hand it may be considered a 
personsl belonging. but the mom nt it 
leaves his hand ‘t returns to the great, 
general, in fivisinle, common stock ot um- 
orella«, whither the law will not attempt 
‘0 pursue it.’ 
So far as we know there has never been 

a successtul aopeal from this decise 
ion.—Chicago News. 

THE CURES GROW NUMEROUS 

SICKNESS OVERCOME BY MORIN'S 

WINE 

CRESO-PHATES 

All tha neighborhood of Mrs. Chas. 
F guy. living mn Qiebee, knows that she 
wis si k for a long time, and in spite of 
alt care and medicines taken, nothing 
would give her any relict. Sometimes 
she se: med to teel reliet, but immediately 
a'terwards the piins ia the stoma :h and 
sides came back and made her suffer 
agan. A scvere cough changed nto acure 
bronchitis. gave her much uneasiness. and 
s'e wis thinking that perhaps betore long 
she would n t be able to find any med: ine 
to reieve or cure her, when she read 
acci entally an advertirem n' of Morin's 
Creso-Phates Wine Although she had 
al e.dy speat much mon-y byiog m-di- 
cines. she ce:id d to take some more to 
save her lite. She bought one bottle 
ot this m: dicioe and atter using i’ for some 
days Mrs Faguy found with pleasure that 
ber cough was diminishing and that it was 
not so severe as before usiag Morin's Wine. 
Sie did not feel so muny puns and her 
breathing was much easier, her appetite 
got better every day She was very en- 
couraged ani decided to continue this 
medicine until complete recovery. She 
got ano:aer bottle and bad the best results 
irom it; the expectoration cam+ freely and 
without fa igue. her strength came back 
rapid'y and a tew days afterwards she was 
able to work as formerly. 
To day Mrs. Faguy is in perfect health 

and she bas no doubt that without Morin's 
Cresco-Ph_tes Wine she would not be alive 
now. 


