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TIT FOR TAT.

“Hullo, little girl! will you tell me the 
news? ,For I haven’t had time to examine the 
papers;

And I’m anxious to know how a tiny
The ubiquitous blot of political capers.

“Has anything happened that’s funny or 
queer?

Do you favor the party they claim is 
elected?

Are the words of the editor, think you, 
sincere?

Has the weather como around as the 
bureau expected?

“It is true Lobengula the king’s really 
dead?

Have the rogues of the ‘Lib.’ turned at 
last i n contrition?

And do you not fear you must stand on 
your headTo read with your paper in that strange 
position?”

Oh, css. f will tell oo the news,” she ex 
claimed;

And thus from the paper Inverted she 
read:

“The weeked old sparrow,
WIf his bow an’ his arrow,

Has shooted that poor little Cock Robin

An’en.” she continued, “the awfullest 
flag

Has happened; you never could guess, 
if you’d try;

Poor little Jack Horner 
He sat in a corner.

An' there wasn't a plum to be foun' in 
the pie.

“An* dis is the reason poor doggfe got 
none:

“ Old Towser,” she read, “was the vic
tim of theft—

Tause old Muvver Hubbard 
She went to the cupboard,

An' she eated, and eated, yll nuftin was 
left.

let the ravens Lave their way. They Godforsaken; and the now gentle 
recounted the adventures of the day spirit whose heart and purse have 
uproariously to the grinning frequent- made this so is silverhaired Aunt Mir
ers of the place. They drank and I andy, whose faith in practical piety is 
sang, and pressed drink upon their still abiding, and who steadfastly holds 
now terrorized companion. It had to her original conviction, based on
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Mamma—There, Freddie, you have 
taken the largest pear. Do you think it 
very nice?

Freddie — Yea’in; it's the only cno in 
the basket that is.

‘The people in the front room are 
making an awful fuss about the meals. 
What will wo do?’

Landlady—I’ll have Robbie.begin talc 
ing flute lessons to-day. **-«*•'

All Sorts

A kiss is like a bath.
That you take from the river;

You can take and take and take 
s And take ’em on forever.
And still there’s just as many

As if you hadn’t never
Took a one.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is the quickest cure 
for all blood diseases. Its effects are al
ways beneficial.

There is a big, fat girl clerk in a con
fectionery store on Ridge avenue.

‘What do you weigh?’ a fresh cus- 
asked her.

‘Candy, she sweetly replied.
‘You are so worried with business af

fairs these days, Billiger,” said Mrs. Me 
Swat, laying her soft hand on his throb
bing brow, ‘that I’m afraid even your 
home affords you precious little com 
fort.’

‘It does. Lobelia; itdoes*’ fervently re
sponded Mr. McSwat, gathering his prec
ious little comfort in his arms.

Buckingham’s Dye for the Whiskers 
can be applied when at home, and is uni
formly successful in coloring a brown 
black. Hence its groat popularity.

A man may be desperately in love with 
a woman, deeply interested in her, en
gaged to marry her, ready to form a life 
partnership with her. yet if lie looks her 
in the face like a man and asks how old 
she is she will tell him that it is none of 
his business.

To cure any scrofulous disease or hu
mor, try Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. It cleanses 
the blood.

TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN.
THE TRUSTEES of School district No. 

ll .pmshot Slicdiae, in the County of 
Westmorland, hereby give notice that they 
call in for redemption dubonturns, numbers 
eighteen, nineteen and twenty, issued, by., 
the saiil trustees under and by virtue of 
the act of the General assembly, Chap. 52. 
Passed on tin-tenth day of April, A. I). 
187u.

The Debentures will be paid at the office 
of the secretary of Trustees, W. 15. Deacon, 
Shcdian, N. 15.

Dated this 10th clay of July, 1894.
\V. A. Russicli., '|

O. M. Mm,an son. > Tit rims ns.
ClIAS. llARfEIl. J

PUBLIC NOTICE !
Edwin Svknck and Nklhon W. Tuck r.n 

of Botsford itr the County of Westmorland 
and Province of New Brunswick, doing 
business as Lobster Packers under the uâtiu 
and style of Spence and Tucker have this 
day ÀNSItiNEl» all their property 
eatate, and effects to me in trust for the 
benefit oftheiv creditors. The trust deed 
lies at the oflic.-s . of . G rant and Sweeney 
Moncton, and Mai rose, N. B., and all pait- 
ios wishing to shaic in .said Estate ate re
quired to execute the same within three 
months from this date.

Dated at Botsford this 17th day of July, 
A. D. 1894.
Grant k Swkf.NXY, >GEORGEOULTON, 

Solicitors. S Assignee
estate Spence k Tucker.

Notice of Co-Part
nership.

TUE public are hereby notified that wo have this 
fllleenth <lfl.Y of March, A, D., 1804, entered 

iin.i co-partnership and will do business at Bayfield 
Botsford, in the name and stylo of

CRANE & DOBSOfl.
A full stock of goods sneh as nro usually kept in 

a country store will he offered where inspection ol 
quality and prices is kindly invited.

Tho business lately conducted by Mrs. F. Crane 
having tyten purchased by us, all persons indebted 
to Mrs. Crane will please pay tho same to ns.

W. Leonard Crane,
W, Harvey Dobson. 

Bayfield, March 15,18»t. tf

A.small landed proprietor was taking 
a drive with his daughter and his in
tended son-in-law, -for the purpose of 
showing tho latter around the estate. 
The coachman drove at a smart pace. 
Johann.’ whispered his master in his 

ear, ‘don’t drive so fast, else the estate 
will look*so small.’

One Side of the I-ieture.
l() Woman! lovely woman! nature made

To temper man. We had been brutes 
without thee.

There’s in you . . . amazing bright
ness, purity and truth.

Eternal joy, and everlasting love.”—
Otivay.

To keep thy temper even and to soothe 
Thy Load aches, and thy Corns and Bun

ions too.
Wo recommend you try our PRUSSIAN 

OIL.
’Tis just the thing to banish Pains and 

Aches,
It’s good “from top to toe. ” Try it, 

you’ll find it takes.
Sold everywhere, large bottle. Price 25 

cents.
Mts. O’Brien—‘Good morn in’, Mrs. 

McCape. An’ phxvat makes ycz look so 
sad?’

Mrs. McCape—‘Sure, Dennis was 
sent to jail for six months.’

Mrs. O’Brien—‘Well, siiuie, don’t 
worry. Six months will soon pnsp.’

Mrs. McCape—‘Shure that’s phwat 
worries me.’

Gents Evening Wear.
Tho latest fashion notes *tatc that 

gents vests are provided with two pockets 
for «handkerchiefs this is very convenient 
in these days when “cold in the head” 
is so prevalent. But better still is to 
cure that disagreeable cold in tjie head 
bv tho use of Hawker’s Catarrh cure. It 
is safe, sure and effective and application 
pleasant and agreeable. Only 25 cents 
sold by all druggists.

Severe Headaches are instantly reliev
ed by laying on the forehead a piece of 
brown paper wetted with Dr. Manning’s 
German remedy, the universal pain cure, 
all druggists sell it.

A bad morning taste indicates bilious
ness Hawker’s liver pills are a certain 
cure and mild in their action.

J think I will take a holiday the 
next three weeks,’ remarked the -secre
tary and treasurer of a private company 
to the chairman thereof. ‘But you re
turned from one only two weeks ago.’ 
‘True; that Was my holiday ns secretary;
I wish to go now as treasurer.’

For Over Fifty Years.
Mrs. Winslow's Soothinu Syrov hns baeu usnd 

by millions of mothers for tholr ehildieii while 
teething. If disturbed nt night and broken of your 
rest by ft sii-k child suffering and crying with pain 
of Cutting Teeth send at once and get a bottle of 
Mrs, Winslow’s Soothing Syrup' forCklldren Teeth
ing. It will relieve tho poor little sufferer immed
iately. Depend upon it, mothers, there h uo mis
take nlxmt It. It cures Dfarhoea, regulates the 
8‘omneh and Bowels, cures Wind Colie, softens the 
Guuis and reduces Inflammation, and gives tone 
and energy to the whole sxstom. 'Mrs. Winslow's 
Soothing Syrup’for children teething Is pleasant 
to tlm taste and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurse in the 
United States. Price 25 cents a bottle. Bold by 
all druggists throughout tho world, lie sure and 
ask for 'Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup,

‘An’ little Boy Blue went wlf Little Bo- 
lady ttiafc lived in aTo see the old

with little Miss Netticoat 
In her white petticoat.

An’ the longer she.stocd, why, the short
er she grew.

“An’ Daffadown dilly has come into
An’ Tom, Tom, wif piggy is off on a

An, 1,11 tell oo a story 
Aliout Jack and Menory;

An’ now I dess, mister, my story is done.’
—Lippincott’s

Au Unhappy Exception.

The world is full of changes; there is no
thing here abiding;

All things are evanescent, fleeting, 
transitory, gliding;

The earth, the sea, the sky, the stars— 
where'er the fancy ranges;

The tooth of time forever mars—all life 
is full of changes.

Like sands upon the ocean’s shore that 
are forev er drifting.

So all the fading scenes of earth incess
antly are shifting.

Change rules the mighty universe—there 
is no power can block it.

There’s change in everything, alas ! ex
cept a fellow’s pocket.

| Aunt |
| Mirandy. J

fCOHCLUDKDJ

If the break fast had been a'stunnin 
banket,’ that dinner in tho great pavi
lion, with the melodious rattle anr? 
c’atti r about them, the band playing 
the n.ost enlivening music, and th« 
soft breezes stealing up from tho seu, 
was entirely beyond tbe powers of 
Mame and Sal and Chub to fitly praise.

But when done. Aunt Mirandy kepi 
her word in other notable respects 

She rode with them the raging tobog
gan. She had their picture* taken 
with her grinning charges hovering 
open-mouthed above and behind her. 
She raced with them upon scraggy 
donkeys’ backs. She penetrated with 
them tho lairs of the stuffed serpents, 
tho dens of the stuffy freaks and the 
stuffier fortune tellers. They tossed 
balls at impossible targets. They sway- 
ed in chariots of the mighty revolving 
wheel. Tnev made startling rushes on 
over-head wire railways, They re* 
poutedly paid homage to that most 
perennial and most entertaining of all 
trivialities, the mirthful tragedy of 
Punch and Judy. It seemed they 
would never finish with the merrvgo- 
roundx. In f^ct they indulged un
stintedly in every grotesque diversion 
of the seaside Babel; and as the light 
began to flare ou-.along this gayest and 
most cosmopolitan coast the world can 
show, they clambered back with the 
noisy l hrung upon the steamer’s deck; 
and, still stirred and enlivened by the 
music, tho songs, the almost Bacohtuv* 
alian revelries of the pleasure seekers 
about them, found tho return sail a.1! 
too short, and tho white disks in the 
'pires and towers pointing the hour of 
ten, when they again set feet upon tho 
streets of the great pity.

Babbling and chattering along togeth
er they at lust como to u broad 
thoroughfare, dazzlingly glaring in its 
innumerable light*, chokingly throng
ed with people uf strange faces manners 
and attire, and in its pandemonium of 
sights and uncouth sounds, almost an 
exact night picture, only in greater 
magnitude, of the distracting aggregat
ion of tenters’ dens they had left be.-ide 
the sea.

‘Hully gee!’ sighed Chub, ‘home’s de 
bes’ place after all!’

*Dey ain’t no hunkier one dan dis!1 
murmured Sal in s\ mpaihy.

‘You’re dead right, purds,’ cbimed 
in Maine, ‘de ol* Bow’rv gits over deni 
all!’

‘Why, is this the Bowery?’ e'ammer- 
ed Aunt Mirandy, experiencing her 
first sense of trepidation of the day, 

‘’Taint no udder!’ replied Chub 
proudiy and pettishly. ‘Sax', Aunt 
M’ranJy, ye ain’t goin’ back ’mong de 
nobs, ’thout seitin’ up cle wet?’

‘Without selling up tho xvet?’ horri- 
fiedly replied the old lady.

‘Yes, yes. yes!’ they importuned with 
4)gly and threatening persistence, push
ing ‘Aunt Mirandy toward a dark alley 
near. ‘No Boxv’ry ladies parts, ’thout 
doin’ the lucky!’

The instant the waifs had reached 
the famous and infamous thorough fare, 
the glare of the light*, the sight of 
their companions, the fumes from 
liquor dens, and all thaï subtle influ
ence which reaches its devilish clutch
es from the realms of vicious familiar 
association, had rehabilitated these 
things of the night with their savage 
na1 ures, and Aunt Mirandy suddenly 
felt that the tables of power arid auth
ority had been turned.

Overcome with dread and fear, she 
dare not resist. With a rush they car
ried her into a dimly-lighted groggery. 
Scarcely knowing what she did, she

scarcely touched her lips before 
everything seemed to whirl about her 
and her veins were on fire. She tried 
to speak; to plead; but she could not. 
She saw dimly and darkly, retain in « 
only some sort of consciousness that 
impish forms were dancing and cav 
oriing about her, embracing her in 
ogreish glee.

Those of the ravens’ ilk who sodden 
ly paw the rest saw a helpless old 
woman bundled along the loatheaome 
alleys where she had that morning 
come with such pride and sturdy pur 
pose, by three savage and relentless 
ravens that plucked and picked and 
plucked, until every article of value 
and shred of attire about her was gone, 
when the pitiful old creature, bare as 
when she entered the world, was 
hustled into a dark hallway and grot 
etquely robed in fluttering rags. Then 
they pushed and shoved and carried 
her to the corner of a respectable 
street where the ravens waited until 
they espied an officer and hailed him 
jocularly at a safe distance with,

Hi, copsy—you! De ol’jay’s name 
is Aunt Mirandy Trigtidy. Done’ 
card pinned on ’er evenin’ gown, dat 
tells wher’ de angel bunks. Take Vr 
dere. She’ll be wort’ a dozen bon 
ter ye, copsy!’

Willi which, and with wild yel!s of 
glee, they disappeared in the darkness 
* hence they came; and an hour later 
the perspiring policeman deposited the 
limp form of Aunt Mirandy in the 
arms of the horrified Triple bob Trig- 
tidy who, while his good wife moaned: 
‘Has it come to this?’ glared in con
temptuous incredulity at the honest 
officer’s tale and rewarded him for his 
merciful pains by slamming the door 
in his face.

It might have been the loss of blood, 
for few will admit it could have been 

twinge of quickened conscience 
which, a few hours later, brought 
Chub Slivers, partially sobered, to a 
sitting posture beside her prostrate 
companions where, over division of 
their spoils, in their drunken frenzy, 
they bad tigeriehly fought and fell.

‘Taint de dead hunk t’ing—-no, ‘taint 
so!’ she sniffed hoarsely.

She staggered to her feet and began 
fumbling about tbe pockets, breasts 
and clenched hands of Mame and Sal. 
Then she cleared her own pockets, and 
with deft touches xvent over each aiti 
cle, identifying it and calling it by 
name in her owh strange jargon.

‘She done de gran’ act—so she did!’ 
muttered Chub with a trace of indigna
tion in her lower tones.

Then she made a package of all the 
booty as best she could .

‘Aunt Mirandy gits dese traps,’ she 
said fiercely, shaking her swollen fists 
defiantly at her snoring companions, 
‘if Chub Slivers has ter do time!’

When she had arrived at the fine 
Trigtidy mansion, she hovered about 
it until the policeman on that beat had 
disappeared on his rounds Then she 
rang the bell stoutly and Tripieboh 
Trigtidy himself, wakeful from already 
experienced calamity and closely fol
lowed by his timid and apprehensive 
helpmeet, showed his head cautiously 
at a crack of the door.

‘Murder!’ he cried shutting the door 
fast as he caught sight of ChubS livers’ 
disheveled clothing, portentous package 
and gashed and bloody face.

The bell rang again with moreinsist- 
ive clamour. As he once more furtive
ly opened tho door for a cautious dis
tance he beard a window above him go 
up with a slam- A gray and scraggy 
head protruded.

‘Who’» there?’ its Voice huskily de
manded. *

‘It’s me—Chub Slivers, mum!— one 
o’ de mugses ns guv ye de knock-out 
drops an’ done ye hunk! Aunt Mir
andy, I’s come wid yer traps!'

Triplebob you there?5 
Ye-e-e-s, Mirandy.’

‘tiring the girl up to my room in- 
stanter, or or I’ll cut you off with
out a penny!’

In a moment mure the amazed Trig
tidy, his wife and the raven stood be
fore Aunt Mirandy, who sat bolt up
right in bed.

‘Fetch the Doctor! Bring my law
yer, too!' she shouted afier her nim
bly dcpirting brother.

*1 said I’d bring de duds.’ said the 
girl doggedly,’ if I had ter do time: 
an’ here dey is/

‘Bosh! Put ’em down an’ set down 
yourself!'

A physician was soon stitching and 
patching the ugly gashes on Chub Sli
vers’ hand*, neck and face; and Aunt 
hfirandy’s lawyer was beside her direc
tly unquestioningly obeying her im
perative behests.

‘Write a cheque for five thousand.
payable to the order of the----- Church
Extension Fund. I’ll sign it in the 
morning.’

The cheque was drawn as she dir
ected.

‘Now, Triplebob,’ she said sternly; 
•I’m going to cut you off—1’

Mr. Trigtidy turned pale and his 
wife wore the first hopeful smile her 
face had known fur years.

‘With only one-half of my property! 
foi Clara; for she’s the one you’ve let 
stand my domineerin’ all her married 
life.’

‘Oh, sister!’ and ‘Oh, Mirandy!’ came 
chokingly from their confused lips.

‘Oh, bother!' she returned stoutly 
‘That’s th’ way ’t’ll be. I’ll keep the 
rest. Now, everybody get out—but 
Chub Slivers. She and I’ll get out in 
the mornin’. You, Chub, go to bed on 
that sofy. I’ve had one day at reform
in’, hit or miss, and rather like it. One 
out of three ain’t bad! Chub, lock 
that door!’

And as tbe astonished group stole 
whisperingly in the hallway and Chub 
Slivers turned the key in the lock and 
skulked to the sofa, as bidden, the 
sturdy old soldier of the Cross turned 
on her pillow, muttered, ‘One out of 
three ain’t bad !’ for a litt e, and fin
ally sank into peaceful sleep.

Over against the bowery, at the edge 
of Gotham’s dreadful No-man’s land, 
stands a neat stone structure, where 
the young am! tbe all but lost among 
xvotnen are rescued and saved. At any 
lime of the day and night its welcome-

bitter experience, that there is a cer
tain and blessed percentage of con
summation in all earnest efforts in 
true reforms.

Deacon Puffer and 
the School fl/|a’anv

I’ve got togiLjparried ag’in, there's 
no ‘jffo ways about that,' said old 
Deacon Puffer to himself one morning, 
as he stood leaning against the road 
fence, ‘Everything about the house 
has been goin’ to rack and ruin since 
Betsy Jane died. Themt.to gals of
mine ain’t worth their salt. Two lazier 
critters never breathed. They don’t 
do nothin’ but dawdle abouti from 
mornin’ till night. They won’t churn 
’tain’fc a woman's work They w<at 
carry out the sour milk and empty it 
into the swill-barrel—’'.ain’t a woman’s 
work. They wo n’t xx ecd thegarden— 
’tain’t a xvoman’s, work. I’d like «o 
know vvliat7» xvoman’s work is if it 
ain’t to tend to things in and around 
the house. And then agin they’re 
just as wasteful as they can be. They 
use twice as much sugar and coffee and 
flour as there’s any need of. They 
don’t seem to haxe any idea of savin’ 
And tluir ain’t no use of my say in 
anything to ’em- Just us quick as I 
begin to p’ii.t out their faults to ’ 
they git up on their high heels and go 
to sassin’ me Yes, I’ve got to git mui- 
rieU ag’in. I’ve got to have somebody 
in charge of the house that’ll pay some 
attention to what I say, or I’ll end up 
in the poor house. And now who shall 
1 git? That's the question

Producing a huge plug of tobacco, 
the deacon gnaw ed off a liberal amount 
and chewed it meditatively.

‘There s that young gal I let the 
school to,’ he continued presently.

pres
ent her bill. Hei wages’ll belong not 

ing portals are open to the outcast and l0 Mias Pellew (there won’t be no Miss

don’t know as I can do any better than 
to git her. She’s big enough and stou‘ 
enough to do a pile of work, and as 
she’s poor, she of course knows the 
vaily of money and won’t be apt to be 
wasteful. To be sure she won’t be as 
handy about the house on the start as 
a country gal xvould be; but th«n she’s 
quick wittvd und’ll soon learn. I’ll 
look her over xvlien slid comes along 
and make up my mind whether I’ll 
take her or not.’

Drawing an old-fashioned silver 
watch from his pocket, he consulted 
its open face.

‘Half-past « iglit,’ he announced. ‘Its 
about time now she was along ’

He glanced down the road. *1 don’t 
see nothin’ of her. Mebbe shoe gone 
by No, there she comes now.’

Something white appeared in the 
distance, and soon resolved itself in<o 
a young girl of perhaps twenty summers 
She was talliah, with a willowy form 
and a refined, thoughtful faqe. She 
had one of thoto exceptionally sweet 
mouths which st em to say, ‘Como and 
kiss me,’ while the somewhat haughty 
eyes that looked out through her spec
tacles seemed to say; ‘D m’t you dare 
to even think of such a thing!’ Add 
to this that she had literary aspirations, 
and xvas in no wise disposed to under
rate herself, and you have a fair idea 
of Miss Maud Pellexv.

Good mornin’, Miss Pellew,’ calhd 
out the deacon as she came abreast, 

‘Good morning* Deacon Puffer,’ she 
responded in a voice low but clear as a 
bell.

•It’s a nice mo rilin’,’
‘Yes, very*’
‘On vour way to school,I s’poso ’ 
•Yes? .
‘How do the scholars behave?’
‘Pretty well.’
‘Have j"ou had lo lick any of ’em 

yit?’
‘No.
‘Wall, give it to ’em if they need it.’
‘I shall,’ saiii Miss Pellew, with de

cision .
‘it won’t do to let ’em git the upper 

hand of you, you know.’
‘Of course not.’
‘If you need any help keepm’ ’em 

straight, just Call on me.’
‘Thank you; but I doubt not I shall 

be able to keep them in proper subject
ion without any uesistunce,’

I ilon’t doubt it nuther. -You look 
as if you was purl y strong. They’ll 
have a purty big job on their hands if 
they try to run over you. I’ll bet on 
you single-handed agin the hull tchc-o! 
Hee,hee,ine!’

Miss Pellew smiled and passed oi 
Deacon Puffer looked after her admi

•My mind is made up—1 11 take her 
She’s bigger and solider than I thought 
she was. I tell-you them arms of her 
have got muscle in ’em. They’ll jut.1 
make a churn hum. And see her step 
off? Why the goes like a racer. 
Twon’t take her a day to do nothin 
’And what a good color she’s got» Her 
face ain’t a bit like city gal’s faces 
generally be. I tell you now she’s 
healthy. Prob'ly never xvas sick a day 
in her life. I shan’t have to be buy- 
in’ medicine for her every little while 
as I did for Bet»y Jane. Yes, I’ll take 
her, I’ll marry her just as soon as h 
school is through with, and that,11 be 
in a few xveeks. 1,11 stop lier whe 
she goes by to-night and talk it over 
with her. ’Twon’t do to put it off; 
she’s a purty gal and some une else 
may want her. Now that I think cn.t,
I believe I’ve heard say that she’s turn
ed the heads of half the young fellers 
in the neighborhood, and that some of 
enV are so far gone that they leave 
their work in the afternoon and go and 
set on the fence near the sohoolhouse 
so as to see her come out at 4 o’clock 
and mebbe have a word or two with 
her. Of course sich‘ stories as that 
don’t lose nothin’ a travtlin’ about, but 
then there must be a little something 
on the start to make ern’ out of. Yes, 
l'l) buttonhole her when she goes b y 
to-night.’

Shouldering a hoe, the deacon start
ed off toward his potato patch. ‘There’s 
one thing I didn’t think of at first,’ 
lie muttered as he hobbled along, ‘and 
that is if I marry her I shall get* rid 
of paying her for teaching this summer 
—that is, if I marry her right on the 
mirk before sl’e has a Chance to

Pellew then) but to Mrs Puffer, and 
of course I thall take charge of ’em for 
her, for I don’t believe in a woman — 
that itr a married woman—a carrying a 
pocketbook. There’s somethin' kind
er small and mean about sieh a pro
ceedin’. It looks just as if she wasn't 
willing to trust her husband to sup
port her. And it’s contrary to scrip- 
ter, too, as I explained to Betsy Jane. 
The Bible says that they twain shall 
be one fb'xh, they Mightn't to have but 
one pocketbook, and of course the man 
should carry that because he’s the head 
of the familx.’

Shortly after 4 o’clock that afternoon 
Deacon Puffer left his work and seated 
himself on a pile of boards by the road
side. Presently the teacher came a 
long.

‘Good afternoon, Miss Pellew,’ said 
the deacon.

‘Good afternoon, ILaeon Puffer.’ 
was the response.

‘Miss Pellew I want to have aleetle 
talk with you.’

The girl came to a halt.
Concluded Next JFcrL

FALSE STATEMENTS. 
Away With Them.

IT IS ONLY THE LEVER OF TRUTH 
THAT MOVES 1HE CHEAT WORLD

Statements tyade in Favor of Paine’s 
Celery Compound Always Ring 

With Honesty.

A MAKVELOU3 CUBE IN VIRDEN, MAN1-

False statements, like counterfeit 
coin, for a time will pass current and 
undetected.

The false statements made in connec
tion with a host of common medicines 
have duped and disappointed thousands 
of our suffering people in the. past, and 
the present time there are many who 
are being deceived from day to day. 
These worthless and deceptive medi
cines, with all their false assortions 
about curing disease, are now being 
posted on the bl-.ck list in all well-re 
gulated communities, and are can fully 
avoided and abhorred by the wise and 
prudent.

It is only the powerful lever of tru th 
that can mox o intelligent communities 
and peoples. This mighty lever is 
Paine’s Celery .Compound, an agent 
that has never had au equal in the his
tory of medicine for the curing of the 
sick and diseased.

Every statement made in favor of 
Paine’s Celery Compound, rings out 
with honesty and truth, Tho letters of 
testimony como from our own Canadian 
people, whonf doubters may interview 
<»r write to for particulars.

Paine’s Celery Compound has thou 
sands of records of victories over rheum
atism, sciatica, neuralgia, dypepsia, 
nervousness, headaches, sleeplessness, 
kidney and liver troubles, general weak 
ness and lost vitality.

The marvellous cure of Mr. James 
Leverington, uf Virdou, Man, by Paine’i 
Celery Compound, after tho failures of 
doctors and other agencies, should be 
sufficient proof for all fair-minded men 
and women who are honestly seeking for 
health, strength and new life.

Mr. Leverington writes as follows 
about his success with tho world’s best 
medicine:-—

‘I think it my duty, without solicita
tion from any one, to write in the 
tercsts of other sufferers, and give you a 
testimonial in favor of your (to me) al
most miraculous remedy, Paine’e Celery 
Compound. For more than a year [ 
wns suffering from the agonizing pains 
of aciktica; and after trying all that niedi 
cal skill could devise, and using many 
remedies, patient and otherwise, I con
cluded to try the Hot Sgrings of Banff, 
under the able superintendence of Dr. 
Brett*. I took the treatment thorough' 
ly and carefully f<>r six xveeks, and came 
home at the end of that time racked 
with pain and xvêighir.g 43 pounds less. 
At this juncture, v him hope had almost 
fled, I heard of Paine’s Celery Com
pound. It seemed suited to my case, 
and I sent to my druggist, Mr. J. W. 
Higginbotham, .of this place, and asked 
about it. He recommended it to me, 
and I took a bottle. I soon began to 
fuel better and after taking a second 
bottle I xvas a cured man and threw 
away my crutches.

T keep a bottle on hand in '•ase of any 
return of the comfSmit. I am noxv 58 
years old, and I feel fts'spry and healthy 
and free from pain as 1 ever, did in my 
life. I was born in Noifolk, England, 
and came to Canada when only three 
years old. I was brought up in the 
toxvnship of Cornwall, Ontario, and came 
to Manitoba eight years ago. Have al
ways been a farmer, and am as able to 
do hard work now hs ever I xvas.

‘With a heart, full of gratitude for the 
benefits derived from tho use of yo.ur 
remedy, and I wish to influence others 
who may sutler, I gladly and freely in* 
dite this letter.

‘Rev. Mr. Talbot, Methodist Minis
ter, of Elk horn, can confirm my state
ments, and will do so if xvritten to.’

Mr. Higginbotham, the successful and 
extremely popular druggist of Virden. 
vouches for Mr. Leverington’s state
ments, as follows: —

T have known Mr. Leverington for 
txvo years or more, and can confirm 
what he says in regard to bis cure by 
Paine’s Celery Compound. Ever since 
his cure he has been sounding its praises 
nnd he is a perfect enthusiast on the 
subject of Paine’s Cel cry Compound.
I believe him to bo thoroughly reliable.

Rheumatism Cur ed in ADAY.-Sonlh 
American Reumatic Cure, for Rheuina 
tism and Neuralgia, radically cures in 
to 3 days. Its action upon the syste 
is remarkable and mysterious. It 
moves at once the cause nnd tho diesac 
immediately disappears. The first dos 
greatly benefits. 75 cents. Sold by A

—George Kinnie, a brakeman on the 
Salisbury and Harvey railway, had a 
narrow escape from whit might have 
been a fatal accident on Thursday morn
ing, while crossing the Shepody river 
bridge. He looked out beyond the side 
of the car, when his head came in con
tact with the railing of the bridge, in
flicting a deep gash in his forehead. He 
xvas taken to Hillsboro, and necessary 
surgical aid supplied.

Two provincial cases were on the doc
ket in the divorce court at Boston on 
Wednesday last. Owen McNeil said his 
wife, Maria Jane, left him in Nova 
Scotia in 1885, and was now in Chicago. 
Divorce granted. Jane Carter nnd Thos 
D. were married at Yarmouth, N S Dec. 
26, 1874, and seven years ago went to 
Boston. In East Boston June started a 
boarding house, and she says 1 bonus 
never after worked. He loft her about 
four years ago. She was granted a di
vorce.

The leaves are turning on the trees,
The -iUtumn time is here;

There’s frost upon tho morning breeze, 
The autumn time is here;

The song-bird to tho southward flees; 
No more is heard the hum of bees;
We all catch cold and sneeze and 

sneeze,
The autumn time is here.
Tailor (to his apprentice, whom he has 

sent with a bill to a dilatory customer)— 
W ell, I guess he wasn’t pleased at the 
sight of you!

Apprentice - On the contrary, he in
vited me to call again.

draw the Mue

end have, like thousands of 
other people, to avoid all 
food prepared with it, this 
is to remind you that there 
is a clean, delicate and 
healthful vegetable short
ening, which can he used 
in its place. If you will

USE

instead of lard, you can eat 
pic, pastry and the other 
“ good things ” which other 
folks enjoy, without fear of 
dyspeptic consequences. De
liverance from lard liascome.

Buy a pail, try it in your 
own kitchen, and be con
vinced.

Cottoleue is sold in 3 and 
5 pound pails, by all grocers.

Made only by
iThe N. It. Fairbanks 

Company,
r Wellington and Ann

Z10KTREAL.

WOOD'S PHOSPHODINE.
The Great English Remedy.

Six rack ages Guaranteed to 
promptly, nnd permanently 
cure nil forms of Nervous 
Weakness, Einissions,8p*rm- 
atorrhea, Impotence and alt 
effects of Abuse or Excesses, 
Mental Worry, excessive use 
of Tobacco, Opium or Stimu
lants, which soon lead to In

firmity, Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. 
Hns been prescribed over 35 yenrs In thousands of 
cases; is the only Reliable and Ilonest Medicine 
known. Ask druggist for Wood's Phosphodlne; If 
ho offers some worthless medicine In place of this, 
Inclose price In letter, and we will send by return 
mal Price, one package, $1; six, $5. One will 
please, six will cure. Pamphlets free to any address.

The Wood Company,
. Windsor, Ont., Canada. 

Sold in Sack ville by Amasa Dixon 
and in Amherst by R. C. Fuller & Co., 
Druggists.

THE BEST
BLOOD
Purifier

AND TONIC
For Old and Young

TO

QUICKEN
THE

Appetite,
REMOVE THAT

Tired Feeling
And Make the WeaLf Strcu»

It enriches tho blood and invigorates 
every organ and tissue oi tbe body.

Ayer’s Sarsapari I fet
Cures others, will cure you

They had wandered into the conserva 
tory. The music came to them in faint’ 
rhythmic throbs.

‘I have had many men at my fejfl.* 
she xvas saying, carelessly, ‘but ia 
None of them met my requirements.’ •

He pondered. -
‘Have you tried corn plasters?' he 

suddenly asked. ‘I have known them 
to do ;tn?«tt ork xx hen tiio most skillful 
chiropudisthad failed.’

Nerves v
REGULATE and CONTROL

$ the Brain 
I the Stomach 
I the Heart 
% the Lungs 
I the Muscles 
I the Intestines 
t the Liver 
% and Kidneys.

WEAK NERVES 
ARE MADE 

STRONG
BY

HAWKER’S
Nerve and Stomach

TONIC.
It gives new strength and vigor to 
Nerves, Brain, Stomach, and Blood,

and all weakened organs.
All Druggists sell it. 50c. a Bottle, Six for $2.50. 
Mfd. only by Hawker Medicine Co. Ltd. St.John.N.B.

Mysteries of the
HOMAN

Tha latest discovery in the scienti
fic world is that nerve centres located 
in or near the base cf the brain con
trol all the organs of the body, and 
when these nerve centres are 
deranged the organs which they 
supply with nerve fluid, or nerve 
force, are also deranged. When it 
is remembered that a serions injury 
to the spinal cord will eonse paralysis 
of tbe body below the h jured point! 
because the nerve force h prevented 
by the injury from reaching the para
lyzed portion, it will be understood 
how the derangement of the nerve 
centres will cause the derangement 
cf tho various organs which they 
supply with nerve force; that is, when 
a uervo centre is deranged or in any 
way diseased il ia impossible for it 
to supply the same quantity of nerve 
force as when in a healthful condi
tion ; hence the organs which depend 
upon* it for nerve force suffer, and are 
unablo to properly perform their 
work, and as a result disease makes 
its appearance.

At least two-thirds of our chronic 
diseases and ailments are due to the 
imperfect action of the nerve centrez 
at the base of the brain, and not from 
a derangement primarily originating 
in the organ itself. The great mis-

! »nd not tho nerve «entres, which ar« 
the cause of the trouble.

The wonderful cures wrought bÿ 
the Great South American Nervine 
Tonic are due alone to the fact that 
this remedy is based upon the fore
going principle. It cures by rebuild
ing and strengthening the nerve 
centres, and thereby increasing the 
supply of nerve force or nervous 
energy.

This remedy has been found oi 
infinite value for the cure of Nervous
ness, Nervous Prostration, Nervous 
Paroxysms, Sleeplessness, Forgetful 
ness, Mental Despondency, Nervous
ness of Females, Hot Flashes, Sick 
Headache, Heart Disease. The first 
bottle will convince anyone that a 
cure is certain.

South American Nervine is with
out doubt the greatest remedy ever 
discovered for the cure of Indigestion, 
Dyspepsia, and all Chronic Stomach 
Troubles, because it acts through the 
nerves. It gives relief in one day, 
and absolutely effects a permanent 
cure in every instance. Do not 
allow your prejudices, or tho preju
dices of others, to keep yon from 
nsing this health-giving remedy. It 
is based on the result of years of 
scientific research and study. A 
single bottle will convince the mosttake of physicians in treating these 

diseases is that they treat the organs ! incredulous.
For Sale bv Amaea Dixon, Sackvllle, N. B.


