J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER - AT - LAW,

Notary Public, Real Estate Agent.
‘bnihd States Consul Agent.
Annapolis, Oct. 4th, 1882—

CURE ~- = DEAF !

Peck’s Patent Improved Oushioned Ear
Drums.

PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING,
no matter whether deafness is d by colds,
fevers, or injuries to the natural drums.
Always in position,but invisible to others and
comfortable to wear. Music, conversation,
and whispersheard distinotly. We refer to
those using them. Send for illustrated book
of proofs free. Address, F. HISCOX, 853
Broadway N.Y. 17y

(THE COMPLETE FERTILIZER,]
manufactured at the : 3
Chemieal Fertiliser Works, Halifax

mifor,

NO. 4.

Then Fred, assuming the pocit.i;)n of
Osceola, the Seminole, when he cries :

Blaze with your serried columns,
I will not bend the knee— &

looked for a moment up at the cornice,
while his brother stood in a receptive atti-
tude that reminded one of a school boy
about to get ten on his bare back.

N, 8,

We offer for the TWELFTH SEASON the
brated and reliable brand of Fer-

a
tilizser.

THE OLD STANDARD |  BUY NO OTHER !
JACK & BELL,
Halifax, N. 8.
In the Slave-Shed. G
From E. J. Glave’s profusely illustrated
article under the above title we quote as
follows: ““ These hungry creatures form

indeed a truly pitiable sight. After suffer-
ing this captivity for a short time they

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 30, "1890.

T dide’t think I should feel so bad
about leaving,” Cousin Mark went on.

 He is the wreek, you remember,” whis-
pered Jennie.

A long pause.

“f think I hear the baby,” exclaimed
Miss Kent.

SAT.US POPULI |
BRIDGETOWN, N. 8,
Lortry.

Give Us Men.
God give us men! A time like this de-
mands

b -
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an acid,  Don’t you think this sleeve
'@ little too long Miss Kent 1"
‘A:“No,tl!wrtheulm is off. But what
Was you saying, Miss Carlisle? The other
day. at Professor Boynton's I saw some
wonderful experiments,”
. “And did they succeed?’ inquired

Strong minds, great hearts, true faith and

lis. Worxs

THOMAS DEARNESS
Importer of Marble

and manufacturer of

Monuments, Tablets,

Headstones, &c.
Also Monuments in Red Granite,
Gray Granite, and Freestone.

ville St Bridgetown, N. §.

N. B.—IHaving purchased the Stock and
Trade from Mr. 0. Whitman, parties ordering
anything in the above line can rely on having
their orders filled at short notice. .5

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89.

Extension
OoOF TIME

Is often usked for by persons becoming un-
able to pay when the debt is dae. The debt
of nature has to be paid sooner or later, but
we would all prefer an

Extension of Time.

Puttner's Emulsion
OF COD LIVER OIL

WITH

Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda

may give this to all who are sufferieg from
Coughs, Colds, Consumption, General Debility,
d all wasting Diseases.
Delicate Children who otherwise would pay
the debt very speedily, may have a long

EXTENSION OF TIME.

Try Puttner’s Emulsion

-~ BROWN BROS. & Co,

~

OHEMIST AND DRUGGISTS,
Halifax, N. S.

CHEAP

~—: FOR :—

CASH !

'FLOUR,
OATMEAL,
FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,
GROCERIES,
 STOVES,
HORSE CLOTHING,

PLOWS,

.Harnesses made to Order.

REPAIRING ATTENDED TO
PROMPTLY.

N. H. PHINNEY.

Nov. 19th, 1888,

CURES DYSPEPSIA.
CURES DYSPEPSIA.
CURES DYSPEPSIA.

Mr. Neil MeNeil, of Leith,
Ont., writes:
DEeAR Smms,—For years and

ﬁuslsuﬂeredtrom dyspepsia
its worst forms, amf'e after

PROMOTES
DIGESTION.

to no purpo
by trignds to try
1did, and after uysing 5 bottles
I was completely ¢

'BU&C‘K Cures CONSTIPATION
[ajMeYeIsR Cures CONSTIPATION

se I was persuaded
B.B.B., which

Bi ﬁ?s Cures CONSTIPATION

Rapid Recovery.
Deas_Sms,—I have tried
our B.B.B. with great success
or constipation and pain

my head, The second dose
made me ever so much better.
My bowels now move freely
and the pain in my head has
left me, and to everybody with
%heB same di Irecommend

. B, B,
Miss F. Winraams,
445 Bloor 8t., Toronto.

Cures BILIOUSNESS.
Cures BILIOUSNESS.
Cures BILIOUSNESS.

Direct Proof.

Sins,—I wastroubled for five
ears with Liver Complaint.
used a great deal of medicine

whieh did e no ﬁl"f’ﬁlﬁ'ﬁil
was getting worse e e
unﬁf 1 tried Burdock Blood
Bitters. After four
bottles I am now well. Ican
alsorecommend it for the cure
of Dyspepsia.
¥ A. E. DEACON,
Hawkstone, Ont.

Cures HEADACHE.
Cures HEADACHE.
Cures HEADACHE.

A Prompt Cure.

DeAR Sins,—I was very bad
with headache and pain in my
back; my hands and feet
swelled so I could do no work
My sister-in-law advised me to
try B.B.B. With one bottlc
It{elc so much_better that 1
got, one more. I am now well,
and can work as well as ever.

ANNIE BURGESS,
Tilsonburg, Ont.

Cures BAD BLOOD. :
Cures BAD BLOOD.|

Cures BAD BLOOD.

‘Bad Blood &u ug:: !roxtx‘n
- wrong action ¢ maech,
Liver, Kidneys and Bowels.
3. B, m regulating and

trying all means in my power | ¢

like an

Pilla Dose.

great benefit

These pilis were a won-
derful discovery.
others. One

take them easily. The

ladies can obtain very

use of Parsons’ Pills.
One box sent Pos
d for 25 cts., or five
xes for §1 in stamps.
80 Pills in every box.
We pay duaty to Canada.

[nfernational 5.5, Co.

OPENING OF THE DIRECT LINE.

Une
Children

from the
t-

Parsons’ Pills

The_ecircular around
each box explains the
ptoms. Alsohowto

: Stree
*Best Liver Pill Known.”

lood!
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Commencing

Monday, May 5th,

—— THE FAVORITE SIDE-WHEEL STEAMER —

NEW BRUNSWICK

Having been thoroughly repaired, will leave ANNAPOLIS (calling at DXGB\.')
every TUESDAY and FRIDAY, directly after the arrival of the KExpress Train
from Halifax. Returning: Leave BOSTON MONDAY and THURSDAY mornings.

ST. JOHN LINE — CHANGE OF TIME.

Commencing MONDAY, May 5th, one of the Palace Steamers of this line will
leave ST. JOHN for BOSTON via EASTPORT and PORTLAND every MONDAY,
WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY morning, at 7.25 Eastern Standard Time.

For further information apply to

F. Crosskill,

Agent, W. & A. R., Bridgetown.

R. A. Carder,

Agent, Annapolis.

OR ANY AGENT OF THE W. & A. RAILWAY.

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE OELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chain Pump,

~—ALSO :—

FORCHEPUYME,
with Hose attached if required.

We are r#ared to Manufacture
ATER PIPES for un-

derdraining or conveying water

————under ground. Can be delivered

——=————nt any stationon th

lime of Ralil-

=~ way. Semd for Price List.

hands ;
Men whom the lust of office does not kill ;
Men whom the spoils of office do not buy ;
Men who possess opinions and a will ;
Men who have honor, men who will- not

lie;
Men who can stand before a demagogu#’ 5
And scorn his treacherous flatteries wi‘
out winking— i
Tall men, sun-crowned, who live above th

fo,
In ub%io duty and in private thinking.
. 4 —%r. J. Q. Holland.
Barbara.
Blithe was the youth. that summer day
:\l‘:;e om(:lte at thiribcmof carthy e
And be plied his pick with'a .merry clicl
"And ho whistled wnon in micth ; 1
And the constant thought of his dear one's

face
Seemed to illumine that ghostly place.

The gaunt earth envied the lover's joy
And she moved and closed on his head—

With ho one nigh and with never a cry
The beautiful boy lay dead ;

And the treasure he sought for his sweet-

heart fair

Crumbled and clung to his glorious hair.

Fifty years is a mighty space

In the human toil for bread,

But to Love and Death ’tis merely a
breath—

A dream that is quickly ?ed

Fifty years, and the fair lad lay

Just as he fell that summer day.

At last came others in quest of gold

And hewed in that mountain place,

And deep in the ground one time they
found

The boy with the smiling face ;

All incorrupt by the pitiless air,

He lay with his crown of golden hair.

They bore him up to the sun again

And laid him beside the brook,

And the folk came down from the busy
town

To wonder and prate and look ;

And so, to the world that knew him not,

The boy came back to the old-time spot.

Old Barbara hobbled among the rest—
Wrinkled and brown was she—

And she gave a cry as she fared anigh :

‘“ At last he has come to me !”

And she kneeled by the side of the dead
boy there

And she iissed his lips and she stroked his
hair.

““ Thine eyes are sealed, O dearest one !
And better it is 'tis so—
Else thou might’st see how harsh with me
Dealt Life thou couldst not know ?
Kindlier Death has kept thee fair—
The sorrow of life has been my share !”
Barbara bowed her aged face
And slept on the breast of her dead,
And the golden hair of her dear one there.
Caressed her snow-white head.
Oh, Life is sweet with its touch of pain,
But sweeter the death that joined those
twain.

—Eugene Field in Chicago News.

Select  Ziteratuve, -
Positive Miss Kent.

“] wouldn’t marry the best man that
ever lived !” And she meant it, or what
answers the same purpose, she thought she
meant it. After all, how few of us ever
really know what we mean. ‘I engaged
myself once, when a girl, and the simple-
ton thought he owned me. I soon took
the conceit out of him, and sent him about
his business.” The voice was now a little
sharp. What wonder, with so galling a

;
;
a
s

’

I take

50c. and $1.00.

color wrappers.

.. e S

I took Cold,
I took Sick,

I TOOK

~ SCOTT'S
EMULSION

RESULT:

My Meals,

I take My Rest,
AND I AM VIGOROUS ENOUGH TO TAKE
ANYTHING I CAN LAY MY HANDS ONj
etting fat too, ror Scott’s
gmulsion of Pure Cod Liver 0il
and HypophosphitesofLi
Soda NOT ONLY CURED MY
ient Consumption BUT BUILT
ME UP, AND IS NOW PUTTING
FLESH ON MY BONES
AT THE RATE OF A POUND A DAY. 1
TAKE IT JUST AS EASILY AS 1DO MILK.”

Scott’s Emulsion is put up only in Salmon
gold by all Druggists at

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.

meand
Incip-
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W. 0. BATH.

BRIDGETOWN.

Bath Brothesr’ Livery Stable.

Passengers conveyed to all parts of the coun-
at reasonable rates. -

'eams in waiting at all trains.
ble Teams for Wedding
Parties Furnished at Short Notice
and Fitted up in Best Style.

Livery Stable opposite Rink.

AvTHORS OF CELEBRATED Hymns. —It
is a question whether there are a hundred
persons to-day who know that the author
of *“ The Sweet Bye and Bye " is living in
an obscure Illinois town, and not aumid the
greatest luxury either. - Tens of thousands,
perhaps millions of Keo le, know the hymn ;
how many ever t ing of Dr. 8. Filmore
Bennett, its aged author? The hymn has

. brought him almost no revenue, and even

less fame. Mrs. Annie Sherwood Hawks

| is another instance, living in & small in-

terior New York town, compelled to resort
to her pen for a living ; yet. who has not
sung her world-famous hymn, ‘I Need
Thee Every Hour?” Prof. Gilmore, of the
University of Rochester, rarely receives
credit as the author of his well-known lines,
““ He Leadeth Me.” Fanny Crosby, she of
hundred hymns that are sung every Sunday
by thousands of lips, lives in a side street
in New York &ty, almost forgotten.
Although blind and helpless, she is happy
in the religion which fills her mind and
soul.— Philadelphia Times.

Goop ExoveH 1o BE TRUE.—A new
story of Abraham Lincoln is told by the
New York Herald. It is good emough to
be true. Secretary Stanton was once
greatly vexed because an army officer had
refused to understand an order, or, at all
events, had not obeyed. *‘I believe I'll sit
down,” said Stanton, *‘and give that man
a piece of my mind ” *“Do s0,” said Lin-
coln, * write him now, while you have it
on your mind. Make it sharp; cut him
up.” Stanton did not need a second invi-
tation. It was a bone-crusher that he had
read to the President. ¢ That’s right,”
said Abe, ‘‘ that’s a good one.” ‘Whom
can I get to send it by ?” mused the secre-
tary. “‘Send it ! . replied Lincoln, *send
it ! Why, don’t send it at all. Tear it up.
You have freed Kour mind on the subject,
and that is all that is necessary. Tear it
up. You never want to send such letters;
I never do.”

Struck with nghtnlnf.

Neatly describes the position of a hard or
soft corn when Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex-
tractor is applied. It does its work so
quickly and without pain that it seems
magical in action. Try it. Recollect the
name—Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor.
Sold by all druggists and dealers every-
where.

—There is an art in feeding, says the Wool
Grower, to make the feed spin out evenly
and uniformly and without waste, as the
wool is paid out from the spindle into a fine
and perfect thread. To cram the rack fall
even of the best of hay or to dash an uncer-
tain quantity of grain recklessly into the
troughs is not fi Grain- should be
given atnoon or night, not in the morning,
as then many sheep which require it most
are lacking in appetite. Coarse pi der,
as fodder and straw, ought to be given in
the forenoon, and that in small portions,
which will be eaten up clean and with keen
relish, ﬂ:::r are y made into e{muu
by too li feeding ; they will pick and
o whsad b Db S B

out an enough to one-
]t)hird of their number. = It is not true kind-
ness to animals to give them too much at
once, but the reverse.

= 3

Events.

R e Tt et me e e
a il sweats, in
st i BT s at
taking 's

11.8. BATH. | i

y! “No man shall ever tyrannize
over me—never ! What the mischief do
you suppose is the matter with this sewing
machine ?”

‘“ Annoyed at your logic, most likely,”
said my friend, a bright, young matron, as
she threaded her needle. *‘ My husband is
not a tyrant, Miss Kent.”

“T am glad you are satisfied,” was the
laconic reply.

It was quite evident by the expression of
the dressmaker’s face that she had formed
her own opinion about my friend’s husband,
and was quite competent to form and ex-
press an opinion on any subject. Miss
Kent was a little woman, fair as a girl and
plump as a robin. She was not ashamed
to own that she was forty years old and an
old maid. She had earned her own living
the most of her life and was proud of it.
She was a good nurse ; but stroke her in
the wrong way and you’d wish you hadn’t
in a much shorter time than it takes to
write it. Her views on all subjects were
strikingly original and not to be combated.
¢ What are you going to do when you
are old ?” persisted the mistress of the es-
tablishment.

¢ What other folks do, I suppose.”

¢ But you can't work forever.”

¢ Can’t say that I want to.”

““Now, Miss Kent, a husband, with
means, a kind, intelligent man——"

«“] don’t want any man. I tell you,
Mrs. Carlisle, I wouldn’t marry the best
man living, if he was as rich as Croesus,
and would die if I didn’t have him. Now,
if you have exhausted the marriage ques-
tion, I should like to try on your dress.”
There was something behind all this, T
knew well. My friend’s eyes danced with
fun ; and as Miss Kent fitted the waist,
she threw me a letter from the bureau.

¢« Read that,” she said, with a knowing
wink. * It may amuse you.”

This is what the letter said :

My Dear JENNIE: I shall be delighted to
spend a month with you and your husband.
There must be, however, one stipulation
about my visit—you must say no more
about marriage. I shall never be foolish
again. Twenty years ago I wrecked my
whole life. (Better embark in a new ship,
had'nt he? put in Jennie, sotte voce) So
unsuitable was this marriage, so utterly
and entirely wretched have been its conse-
quences, that I am forced to believe the
marriage institution a mistake. So, for
the last time, let me assure you that I
wouldn’t marry the best woman that ever
lived, if by so doing I could save her life.
Your old cousin, Mark LawsiNe.
4 Rich, isn’t he ¥’ said Jennie, and then
pointed to the chubby little figure whose
back happened to be turned.

I shook my head and laughed.

“ You'll see,” said the incorrigible,

‘¢ See what ?” inquired Miss Kent, quite

Jennie, demurely.
‘¢ Beautifully.”

Tue

¥

replied Miss Kent, perplexed.

“No! I always grow scientific when
talking about marriage, my dear.”

“ Bother !” - was all the little woman
said, but the tone was much better natured
than I expected.

The next week cousin Mark arrived, and

my life.”

would have been the last thing thought of
in cofinection with that gentleman. He
'tad Becepted the situation like a man, Jen-
nie told me, and for fifteen years carvied a
load of misery that few could have endur-
ed. Death came to him at last, and mow

will mine. I never yet botched a

I don’t think I quite understand you,”

I liked him atonce. An unhappy marriage]

_ “Oh, no,” said Cousin Mark. *You
are fond of babies, are you not, Miss Kent?”
No answer from Miss Kent.

be until I came to this house.”

* Oh, how lonely !”” echoed Jennie.

“ Now I must return to my business and
my boarding-house—boarding-house for a
man so fond of domestic life as I am, Miss
Kent.”

Just then we very distinctly heard a
little kind of purr, which sounded very
like a note of intense sympathy from Miss
Kent.

“I have friends in San Francisco, of
course,” said Cousin Mark, ** but no fireside
like this, no one to care for me if I am ill,

the poor fellow actually believed himself
an alien from domestic happiness.

Singular as it may appear, Cousin Mark
was the embodiment of good health and
good nature ; 50 perhaps, though he didn't
look it, and as rotund and as fresh in his
way as the little dressmaker was in hers,
As [ looked at him I defied anybody to see
one and not be reminded of the other.
True, he had more of the polish which
comes from travel and adaptation to differ-
ent classes and individuals, but he was not
a whit more intelligent nature than the
bright little woman whom Jennie deter-
mined he should marry.

“J was surprised you should think it
necessary to caution me about that, Cousin
Mark, cooed the plotter, as she stood by
his side, looking out of the window. *‘The
idea-of my being so ridiculous !” and in the
gsame breath, with a wink at me, ‘‘ Come,
let us go to my sitting room. We are
at work there, but it won’t make any dif-
ference to you, will it.”

Of course Cousin Mark answered, *‘ No,”
promptly, as innocent as a dove about the
trap being laid for him.

“This is my cousin, Mr. Lansing, Miss
Kent.” Mr. Lansing bowed politely and
Miss Kent rose, dropped her scissors,
blushed, and sat down. Cousin Mark

body to feel very bad if I die.”

““That'll fetch her,” said Jennie.

“ 1 wish that I lived in San Francisco,”
said Miss Kent, in a little quivering voice.
““You could call upon me at any time if
you needed anythiug.”

Jennie in convulsions.

* If you will go to California with me,
Miss Kent, I'll wait another week.”

“ Why, Mr. Lansing, what do you mean?
What would folks say,” she said.

“ We don’t care for folks,” said Mark.
“If you will go, we will have a house as
pleasant as money can make it. You shall
have birds and flowers and horses, and all
the scientific monthlies that you want,
deuced if you shan'n’t, and you shall never
sew another stitch for anybody but me.
Will you be my wife ?”

Just then Jennie and I stepped up an-
other peg, and there was that little old
maid, who would not marry the best man
that ever lived, hugged close to the man’s
breast who wouldn’t marry the best woman
that ever lived, not even to save her life.
We came away then, but it's my opinion
that they remained in just that position
till we rang the bell half an hour later.

“ How did you know ! I asked of Jen-
nie.

“My dear,” she answered, my whole

picked up the refractory impl ts, and
then Miss Jenny proceeded with rare
caution and tact to her labor of love.
Cousin Mark at her request read aloud
an article from The Popular BScience
Monthly, drawing Miss Kent into discus-
sion as deftly as was ever a fly drawn into
the web of a spider.
*“ Who was that lady, Jenny?”
Mark inquired in the evening.
““ You mean Miss Kent?” said Jennie,
looking up from her paper. *‘Ob, she is a
lady I have known for a long time. She
is making some dresses for me now.
Why
““ She seems uncommonly well posted for
a woman.”
Under any other circumstances Mrs.
Carlisle would have resented this, but now
she only queried, * Do you think so?” and
that ended it.
Two or three invitations to the sewing
room were quite sufficient to make Cousin
Mark perfectly at home there, and after a
week he becage familiar enough to say :
“If you are not too busy, I should like
to read you this article.”
“ Oh, I am never too busy to be read to,”
Miss Kent would say. * Sit down by the
window, in this comfortable chair, and
let’s hear it.”
After a couple of weeks, when the gen-
tlemen came in, hoarse, with a sudden
cold, Miss Kent bustled about, her voice
full of sympathy, and brewed him a dose
which be declared he never should forget
to his dying day; but oune dose cured.
After this occurrence Miss Kent was a
really wonderful woman.
Ah, what an arch plotter ! She let them
skirmish about, but not once did she give
them a chance to be alone together. Her
plans were not to he destroyed by prema-
ture confidences, until the very evening
preceding Cousin Mark’s departure for Cal-
ifornia. Then Miss Kent was very de-
murely asked to remain and keep an eye
on Master Carlisle, whom the fond mother
did not like to leave quite alone with his
nurse.
“ We are compelled to be gone a couple
of hours,” said she; *‘but Cousin Mark
will read to you—won't you, cousin !"
¢ Certainly, if Miss Kent would like it,”
replied the gentlemen.
The infant Carlisle, thanks to good man-
agement, was never awake in the evening,
8o the victims of this matrimonial specula-
tion would have plenty of time. The back
parlor was most in use during the evening,
and out of this room was a closet with a
large blind ventilator, and out of this closet
a door leading to the back stoop and garden.
Imagine my surprise when I was told that
Mr. Carlisle was going to the lodge, and
that we, after profuse warnings about the
baby, and promises not to be gone too long,
were to proceed to this closet overlooking
the back parlor by way of the back gate
and garden. In vain I protested.
““ Why, you little goosie,” laughed Jen-
nie, ““ there'll be fun enough to last a life-
time. John wanted to come awfully, but
I knew he’d make an awful noise, and spoil
everything, so I wouldn’t let him.”
The wily schemer took the precaution to
lock the closet-door from the outside, so
there was no fear of detection. On a high
bench, still as two mice, we awaited results.
Presently, Cousin  Mark, as if arousing
from a protracted reverie, asked. ** Would
you like to have me read ?”
*“ Oh, I am not particular,” replied Miss
Kent.
‘‘ Here's an excellent article on elemen
affinities. How would you like that?”
Jénnie’s elbow in my side almost took
my breath.

*Whom is it by !” she inquired.

Jennie exclaimed (clear in my ear):
““ That's to gain time, see if it ain’t.”

“It’s by a prominent French writer, I
believe,” answered Cousin Mark.

1 don’t think I care for a translation
to-night,” said Miss Kent. -

“Nor 1; not reading of any kind,” he
continued.- *“This is my last evening in
New York, Miss Kent.” ¢

Cousin

—t

““She’s as shy as a three-year-old colt.”

**X hope you've sujoged yowe : visit,’ she

li was upon human nature ; and let
me tell you, dear goosie, whatever else may
fail, that never does.”

“Why, Miss Kent, what makes your
face so very red?” inquired Jennie, upon
entering ; ‘‘and Cousin Mark how strange
you look ! your hair is all mussed up.”

“ And I hope to have it mussed often,”
said Cousin Mark, boldly. ¢ Miss Kent
and I are to be married, this week.”
Jennie laughed till her face was purple,
and when I went up stairs Miss Kent was
pounding her back.— Waverly Magazine.
S S SR SNSRI

Hypnotic Mysteries.

TWO BROTHERS SAID TO BE FROM DOWN
EAST IN MAINE.—ONE PLAYS MARVEL-
LOUS TRICKS WITH THE OTHER'S ANAT-
oMY.

A crowd of learned doctors had fun with
Walter Wakefield recently in New York.
Hypnotism was what they called it, but to
the ordinary Americaa unprofessional ob-
server it looked worse than seventeen
hangings, and is only equalled by a tor-
turing bee by a tribe of Apaches, as des-
cribed in the dime novel of my boyhood.
Yet Walter Wakefield, when he had awak-
ened from his trance or sleep, or whatever
it was, said he did not mind it a bit. In
fact, he rather enjoyed it.

Fred. J. Wakefield and Walter Wake-
field are brethren of twenty-five and twenty-
four years respectively who dwell together
in unity. They began thi& dwelling busi-
ness Down East in Maine, but removed to
New York a few months ago. The elder
brother is a sturdy chap with a determined,
straightforward way of carrying himself
and in evident p jion of a g will

“1 have been a very lonely man, Miss'
Kent,” Cousin Mark resamed, *‘ but I never !
realized how lonely the rest of my life must |

own were fuirly starting out of his head.
For a moment Waulter’s eyes returned the
gaze steadily but passively, then his eye-
lids began to flicker, then opened widely,
while the pupil became enormously dilated.
Suddenly the eyeballs rolled upward, he
began to tremble violently and then, as
the lids almost closed, the hypnotizer press-
ed them firmly down and they stuck there
as close as if held by Never-mind who's
patent glue. .

Mr. Wakefield, Jr., had temporarily re-
signed the custody of his own being.

His body was as limp as a dish-rag. He
teetered around on his feet and would have
fallen if his brother had not held him up,
and when the latter tossed his arms around,
over and under, about his head, behind his
back and up behind till his hand touched
the base of the skull, they flopped about
like a couple of bags of sawdust, as if they
were all joints—floppod as the arms of no
self-respecting man with real bones in his
body had a right to flop. Then Master
Fred, in whose hands the unconscious man
was like so much putty, stiffened him up
and began to play pranks with his joints
and bones. He put a knee on his chest,
gave a tremendous pull and push and the
poor fellow’s chicken-bone almost touched
his vertebrae. Then he twisted the arms
around till the shoulders were clean out of
their sockets, and laid them wrong side up
on his back, the inner side at the elbow
lying outward—a feat that would make
the snake man of Barnum’s“show green
with envy. He twisted the fingers into
outlandish shapes and bad fun with his
joints and corners generally. At last, to
cap the climax of this cruelty, he seized
the unfortunate young man by the head,

twisted it violently to and fro and pulled
it out of the socket at the neck. The head
fell over helplessly on to his chest and the
bones of the dislocated socket stuck up in

the air while he rolled 1he loosely hanging
head about in a mauner horrible to behold.

Having somewhat violently restored the
head to its proper place, and strange as
it may seem, it sprang back without any

apparent injury, the older brother invited
the medical guests to take hold and ex-
amine to their hearts’ content. The doc-

tors were not backward about coming for-
ward.

First they examined the eyes and found
them sightless, but the pupils were very
much dilated. A candle held close to
them did not produce any effect on the
muscles, and when Dr. Schloss pulled open

the lid and passed his finger somewhat
rudely over the surface of that very sensi-

tive organ, the eyeball, there was not the

slightest appearance of pain or even feel-

ing. He might have fingered a marble
without producing any more effect. Then
Dr. Schloss produced his heartshorn.

¢ If this don’t fetch him nothing will,”
he said. He uncorked the bottle and
placed it under the nose of the subject,

but the latter, instead of starting back or
showing any symptoms of distress, teetered

affectionately toward the fumes that uprose
from the powerful liquid. This satisfied

the doctors that the case was one of genuine
hypnotism. I should think it might. A
needle run through the arm produced no
more effect than the other affectionate
tokens of esteem ; but then, who minds a
little thing like that? No married man
certainly, He can pick them up off the
carpet any time with the soles of his feet.

The elder brother then blew violently in
the face of his subject, slapped him real
hard on the cheeks and by shaking and
shouting gradually brought him into the
world of sensations once more. There was
a return of the trembling symptoms, a

and power. Walter, the hypnotisce, ia of
more slender build, and seems born to obey
rather than command. His features and
manner betoken one of a yielding nature,
and if he were on ship-board you would
expect to hear him say, ‘‘ Aye, aye, sir,”
rather than * Get aloft, there, you lubber.”
According to Brother Fred's story, the
two were engaged in a discussion not many
days ago which ended in a hot dispute.
They were in their bed room at the [time,
and both were stripped to the baff. At
last the older brother got angry and seiz-
ing Walter by the arms, he looked him in
the eye and said :

¢ What makes you act like that ? I won't
have you make such a fool of yourself.”
All of a sudden the younger brother roll-
ed up his eyes and began to tremble. The
next instant he hung limp and unconscious
in the arms of his frightened brother.

Fred had a terrible time. He slapped
the other’s face, threw water over him and
began to think he was a goner, when the
other began to tremble ggain and soon came
out of what d to be a fainting spell.
“¢ Just before he lost consciousness,” said
Fred, “I felt an awful strange feeling come

n t or two of di and then the
young man who had been put through this
elegant ““ course of sprouts” was himself
once more. He had no idea, he said, of
the fun they had been having with him,
and beyond a little soreness in the joints
and in the needle and pin wounds he did
not mind the overhauling in the least.

After a short rest the doctors put up a
job on him. They told the elder brother
to put him about half way under the in-
fluence and then suddenly withdraw his
gaze. They wanted to note the effect.
This was done without apprising the vic-
tim. He was just beginning to roll up his
eyes when his brother, touched by a doc-
tor, looked away. Biff, bang! he went
over backward and his head struck the
floor like a cannon-ball. For a few mo-
ments there was a lively time. Water was
dashed over him, his cheeks were slapped,
the hartshorn was used for business and
something was injected info his breast to
start the heart going. He came to at last,
but the white faces of all concerned showed
how dangerous the experiment had been.
“I would not try that again for big
money,” said the elder brother. *‘When

over me—a sort of masterful feeling, as if
everything had to give way before my will,
and that is the way I feel every time he
goes under the influence.

“ Well, I know nothing about hypnotism,
but I kind of suspected something of the
kind, and we began practising, and the
firs thing I knew I was able to do almost
anything with him and cculd put him under
the influence whenever I wanted to. And
each time it was easier. Then Mr. Bern-
stein and Mr, Goldsmith got hold of me,
and it is to them that we owe our intro-
| duction to the doctors.” .
Having told this interesting story with
an ‘air of great truthfulness, Mr. Fred
stripped off the undershirt of his brother
and prepared for business. There were
some twenty doctors present. Some of
them did not wish to make kmown their
identity, but among the M. D.’s less
squeamish were Drs. Frazer, Wezelbaum,
Schloss, Martin and Robinson. Dr. Schloss
eame armed for bear, as he had made an
extensive study of bypnotism. abroad and
and was prepared to give fakes a warm re-
ception if the Wakefields should prove to
be anything but the pure quill. Among

seventeen foet into the air.

I looked away that time I thought my
eyes were coming out of my head. It was
a terrible sensation.”

Dr. Schloss told the young man that he
had succeeded in reaching the first stage of
bypnotism.—New York World.

i S L S
—*¢“Take no thought” in the Sermon on
the Mount is rightly translated, ‘‘ Be not
anxious,” It is a needful warning for
anxiety helps no man. It saddens the
heart, weakens the brain, unnerves the
band, consumes one’s vital powers. “No
profit canst thou gain by self-consuming
care.”

“ Fighty and six years have I served
Him and he has never done me but good
all the days of my life; and shall I now
renounce him in my old age?” Such was the
reply of Polycarp, the venerable Christian
martyr, who at the age of a hundred years
was dragged out to be burnt to death.
The heathen authorities urged him to say
but one word against Jesus, and he would
be released and forgiven by the Emperor ;

Now, why should anyone, young or old,
renounce the service of God, the love of
Christ, the allegiance due to the infinitely
good and holy one !

Mires Crry, MoNTANA, May 25th, 1888.

“OPELEKA" for Coughs atd Colds is
the best medicine in the world.

GEo. D. BryaN, Lumber Merchant.

Then Fred seized him violently by the
arms and looked him in the eyes until his

become mere skeletons, All ages, of both
sexes, are to be seen : mothers with their
babes ; young men and women ; boys and
girls; and even babies who camnot yet
walk, and whose mother died of starvation,
or perhaps been killled Ly the Lufembe.
One seldom secs old men or old women ;
they are all killed in the raids : their mar-
ketable value being very small, no trouble
is taken with them.

“ Witnessing groups of these poor belp-
less wretches, with their emaciated forms
and sunken eyes, their faces a very picture
of sadness, it is not difficult to perceive the
intense grief that they are inwardly suffer-
ing ; but they know too well that it is of no
use to appeal for sympathy to thewr merciless
masters, who have been accustomed from
childhood to witness acts of cruelty and
brutality, so that to satisfy their insatiable
greed .they will commit themselves, or
permit to be committed, any atrocity, how-
ever great. Even the pitiable sight of one
these slave-sheds does not half represent the
misery caused by this traffic—homes broken
up, mothers separated from their babies,
husbands from wives, and brothers from
sisters. When last at Masankusu I saw a
slave woman who had with her one child,
whose starved little body she was clutching
to her shrunken breast. I was attracted
by her sad face, which betokened great
suffering. I asked her the cause of it and
and she told me in a low, sobbing voice the
following tale :

“¢] was living with my husband and
three children in an island village, a few
miles from here. My husband was a hun-
ter. Ten days ago the Lufembe attacked
our settlement ; my husband defended
himself, but was overpowered and speared
to death with several of the other villagers.
I was brought here with my three children,
two of whowmn have already been purchased
by the traders. I shall never see them
any more. Perhaps they will kill them on
the death of some chief, or perhaps kill
them for food. My remaining child, you
see, is ill, dying from starvation ; they give
us nothing to eat. I expect even this one
will be taken from me to-day as the chief,
fearing least it should die and become a
total loss, has offered it for a very small
price. *As for myself,’ said she, ‘ They will
sell to one of the neighbouring tribes, to
toil in the plantations, and when I become
old and unfit to work I shall be killed.’
“There were certainly five hundred
slaves exposed for sale in this one village
alone. Large canoes were constantly arriv-
ing from down river, with merchandise of
all kinds with which they purchase these
slaves. A large trade is carried on between
the Ubangi and Lulungu rivers. The
people inhabiting the mouth of the Ubangi
buy the Balolo slaves at Masankasu and
the other markets. They take them up
the Ubangi River and exchange them with
the natives there for ivory. These natives
buy their slaves solely for food. Having
purchased their slaves they feed them on
ripe bananas, fish, and oil, and when they
get them in good condition they kill them.
Hundreds of the Balolo slaves are taken
into the river and disposed of in this way
each month. A great many other slaves
are sold to the large villages on the Congo,
to supply victims for the execution cere-
monies.

“ Much life is lost in capturing slaves,
and during their captivity many succumb
to starvation. Of the remainder, numbers
are sold to become victims to cannibalism
and human sacrifice ceremonies. There are
few indeed who are allowed to live and

prosper.”
Beauty Talk.

Many an ordinary locking woman would
be good looking if she knew how to dress
her hair becomingly. Those women who
find the small, high-crowned walking hat
becoming will also find it becoming to dress
the hair high. Gray hairis most always
becoming if worn pompadour. When this
style is too severe for the face, wave the
hair and then roll it ; if there is short hair
it may be curled about the face. Few faces
look well with the straight bang, and quite
as few with old close coil. One pretty and
easy way of doing the back hair is to comb
it rather low and make a French roll to the
top of the head, where it is pinned fast
Then take the end over the two fingers and
roll it into a puff and pin on top the head
The front hair may be waved, pompadoured
or combed with the back hair. Red hair
is very beautiful if properly dressed. Those
having it usually possess complexions of
great delicacy, but all colors are not be-
coming to them; black, brown, gray, very
dark blue and green, the latter almost
black, will be found to * set off” the hair.
Bright colors kill it and make the wearer
dowdy. To exemplify this, pluck a red
rose and lay it against any bright color,
the beauty of the rose is destroyed, while
a natural color will add to its beauty.
There are some possessors of red hair who
would be glad to change the color, Castor
oil cut with alcohol will make it almost
black in time ; it need not be used to ex-
cess, either, and the cold pressed oil should
be used, with a very delicate scent only.
Equal parts’'of French brandy and olive
oil will keep the hair from becoming gray,
and it is perfectly harmless. Those who
desire gray hair will find alcohol alone
excellent as a wash, and to stimulate the
growth it should be applied and followed
by a smart brushing till the scalp is rosy.
Bristle brushes should be used—never
wire. Tar soap is excellent to cleanse the
scalp, and it also promotes the growth.
Daily brushing for fifteen minutes will ren-
der the hair glossy, Well kept hair is as
necessary to persons of refinement as well
kept teeth.—Ez. :

' —The April Centwry contains some
¢ Suggestions for the next world’s fair.”
The fair in the next world will wear wear

wings, and lu,ggestiops offered them now
will be love’s labor lost.—Norristown

but the good old man answered as above, Henld,

Fank wiktie B & et & blood
winter leit a xmpure
2 .Wv t{;?d. reish o

to many people,
of energy, indig pation, bilious-
ness, etc. From one to four bottles of Bur-
dock Blood Bitters never fails to cure any
of the foregoing diseases

rl{ unlocking the
secretions and removing all impurities from
the system.
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