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"Am I My Brother’s Keeper?”

There’s a storm abroad on land and sea, 
The stars are veiled, and in ecstacy 

The white snow whirls in cruel glee.
One breath from the north cuts icily !

Ah, the glowing grate is good to 
The silken curtains drawn oozily,

The shaded lights—a faint perfume 
Comes from the rarest plants in bloom.

1810.
There is not a medicine m use today which possesses the confidence of the public to so great 

nn extent as Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment. For more than eighty years it has stood upon 
its own intrinsic merit, while generation after generation have usca it and transmitted the 
knowledge of its excellence to their children as a valuable inheritance. The best evidence of 
its value is the fact that in the state where it originated the sale of it is steadily increasing.

I. S. Johnson, Esq. My Dear Sir:—Kif 
called at my store and left me some Jo 
since. I can most truly say that it h 
that time to this.

I have used your Johnson’s Anodyne Lint- This certifies that Dr. A. Johnson, whose 
ment for more than fifty years in my family, name is signed to every genuine bottle of 
Have used it for colds, coughs, sore throat, Johnson's Anodyne Liniment, in the month of 
slings, cramps, sore stomach, rheumatism, Jan., 1840, first left at my store some of the same, 
lameness,colic, toothache, neuralgia,etc..and I have supplied my customers with it ever 
found it always good every way. I would not since, (over fifty years) with increasing sales, 
let iny house be without it. I am a man 71 years. I have used it in my family for sprains, coughs, 
old. Johnson’s Liniment is my family remedy, colds, lame back, and consider it the best 

Thomas Clbland, So. Robbiuston, Me. Jabkz Knowlton, Newburg. Me.

The Doctor’s Si
u can’t get it send to us.
. Johnson & Co., 22

aee,

Consular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent oj Spain. 
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nas maintained its high standard and popularity from 
JOHN B. RAND, North Waterford, Maine, Jan., 1891.

“ Born to the purple ”—whence my right?
Is it well with my brother and sister to night?

In this “snowy dove cote ” my babies fair, 
Warmly cuddled ’neath laces rare, 

Strong-limbed and rosy, weary with play, 
Are sweetly sleeping the night away.

rapture of love I gaze on them there, 
My heart stands still with a fearful care; 

Is the sign on my lintel—the bloodstain 
there—

Will the angel of death heed the sign and 
spare?

Peace foolish heart ! —sleep my doves.
Safe in your snowy cots—sleep my loves.

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
iSTMoney to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.
As in

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI­
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

ature and directions are on every bottle.
Price 35 cents; six $2.00. Sold by Druggists. Psmphlet free.
Custom House St., Boston, Mass., Sole Proprietors.

gn

Advances made on Real EstaTe Security 
repayable by monthly instalments, covering a : 
term of 11 years and » months, with interest on 
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per 

Balance of loan repayable at any time 
option of borrower. «0 long as the monthly in­
stallments are paid, the balance of loan cannot

m.
at Do You Want Furniture?be called for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms 
of application therefore and all necessary infor­
mation furnished on application to

J. M. OWEN, Barrister-at-Law, 
Agent at Annapolis.

The storm is sobbing and shuddering round, 
The snow lies deep on the icy ground,

My hook is unread, my mind distrait,
In a sad unrest doth my soul abound, 

y chair to the fire bright— 
the little ones housed to-night? 

Winnie Beckwith C<

20 6m

Art allF. Æ. Miemeb» If you do, call at the old stand of J. B. REED & SONS, where you can in­
spect an immense and comprehensive stock of Furniture, and where you will be 
convinced that a little money will go far towards furnishing your house in all the 
latest, handsomest, and most approved designs.

I wish to call your attention to some of the leading lines, as below:—
Barrister, Solicitor, &c.

Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange, 
Queen Street, Bridgetown. 31 tf

SbtUct literature.
The Mystery of Sarah Briee.Hardwood Bedroom Suites in Elm, 7 pieces, from 

Hardwood Bedroom Suites in Oak, from -
$18.00 to $38.00 
$28.00 to $65.00

Parlor Suites in Plush, Broca telle and Silk Tapestries, $30.00 to $110.00 
Sideboards in Elm and Ash, for 
Sideboards in Oak, for -

J. P. (TOT, M.D., C.M.
BY FLORENCE HALLOW ELL HOYT.Office over Medical Hall.

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10. 
Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. S. N. 

Weare will receive every attention.
$12.00, $18.00, $22.00, $25.00 

$25.00, $32.00, $45.00 
All other lines at equally reasonable rates.

CHAPTER I
It was a bitterly cold afternoon, the day 

before Christmas. A black frost had gripped 
the earth for the last two weeks—a frost 
which following immediately a succession of 
heavy snow storms, seized on the soft, ac­
cumulated mass as it lay like a thick white 
mantle on the hills and heaped in the vàlleys, 
and forthwith turned it into stone.

Sarah Brice shivered and coughed as she 
stood outside her little front gate and waited 
for Reuben Turner to measure out a peck of 
turnips for her. Reuben was in a covered 
wagon on runners, and had on a thick, shaggy 
overcoat, a knit tippet and heavy woolen 
gloves. He didn’t feel the cold as Sarah did, 
in her thin cotton dress with only a rusty 
old black shawl over her head and shoulders.

“Fine Christmas weather,” Reuben said, 
as he emptied the measure of turnips into 
the basket she held up for them. “ Bluebird 
Hill was black with young folks a-coastin’ 
as I come along. Wonder half on ’em don't 
get smashed to pieces or crippled for life. 
But ’tain’t no use warnin’ em. You expectin’ 
Jim home for Christmas?”

A little spasm contracted Sarah's face. 
She compressed her lips and stooped to pick 
up a turnip that had fallen from the measure 
and rolled under a lilac bush close to the
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A. A. Schaffner, M. D., I am also selling a fine line of CABPETS at Halifax priées.
II. S. REED.

LAWRENOBTO WN. N. S.
Office and residence at MRS. HALL’S, 

three doors east of Baptist church. 
Telephone No. 8e GRANVILLE STREET.13 ly BRIDGETOWN.

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.
(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown. o q

«Money to Loan on First-Glass 
Real Estate. 44 ly

H.F. Williams & Co.,
0Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

My Fall Stock of Cloths and Trimmings are now in. They are the finest I 
have ever shown and at prices that defy competition for the quality. I have alsoCOMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALEKS IN

Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples 
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

^ind all kinds of Farm Products.

THE CELEBRATED “TYKE” AND “BLENHEIM” SERGES. gate.
“Not thia year,” she said.
44 Gettin’ too fine, Jim ia, I guess, to care 

about Rockford much,” said Reuben, gather­
ing up the reins. “ Well, it is dull here, 
there’s no discount on that; but Jimoughter 
get home oncet in seven or eight years, any­
way,” with fine sarcasm. “ Folks won’t 
recognize him when he does come. How’s 
old Ezra?”

the only place in Bridgetown where you can buy them.

The workmanship, fit, finish and style of every garment I guarantee to beSpecial Attention given to 
Handling of Live Stock.

first-class and second to none in the connty.

Call and Inspect Goods. It Is a pleasure for me to show them.
t3TReturns made immediately after dis­

posal of goods. 27 y
Dr. .1. Woodbury’s “Just about the same,” Sarah answered, 

and as Reuben started his horse she nodded 
a good-bye and walked up the little path 
briskly, carrying the basket in both arms. 
Her coarse shoes made a crushing sound on 
the frozen snow. She had shoveled that 
path herself when the snow had stopped 
falling. She had grown used to hard work 
during the last nine years. Before that— 
well, she never let herself think of what was 
before that if she could help it.

She went around to the kitchen door and 
held the basket against it with one hand, 
while with the other she turned the knob. 
But the door wouldn’t open.

She knocked, and there was the sound of 
slow, shuffling feet moving across the üoor, 
and an uncertain hand drew the inside bolt. 
It seemed to Sarah, waiting their in the cold, 
that the door would

J. B. WHITMAN, HORSE LINIMENTi Surveyor,
ND HILL, N. S. Is Infallibly the Cure for

Horse Distemper, Coughs, Colds, Thickness in Wind, 
Enlargement of Glands, Affections of Kidneys,

r. Parsons, B. A.,
ister, Solicitor, Etc.

DDLETON,
«■Office,—“Dr. Gunter” building.

N. S.
AND APPLIED EXTERNALLY

XT XTO EQ.TTAT,:A. B. ANDREWS, ED., Ci. 
penalties

In 1892 this Liniment had a sale of 25,000 bottles. 
Anyone who has ever used it would not be without it for 

ten times the cost. Write to us for testimonials.

EYE,
EAR,

THROAT. never open.
“ Why’de you lock the door, father?” ahe 

asked, as she pushed into the kitchen, a 
whiff of icy air coming in with her. “ You 
knew I was cornin’ right back.”

The old man, shuffling back to his seat in 
the old wooden rocker by the window, gave 
a little chuckle. His sunken month was

MIDDLETON.
PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOTTLE Sold by all Druggists and General Dealers.38tfTelephone No. 16.

F. L. SHAFNER, PROPRIETOROR. M. G. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST, Manovactdkkd at BOSTON, MASS., and MIDDLETON, N. S.

Offers his professional services to the public. 
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

curved into a sly smile, the wrinkles around 
his eyes deepened.

“ I didn’t mean no harm,” he said. Then 
he looked at the turnips. “ Didn’t ye get no 
apples?” he asked querulously.

“ Not to day,” Sarah rejoined, as she went 
into the little pantry. “ Apples next time, 
perhaps, father. ”

Old Ezra, with a frown between his brows, 
took a needle with a long thread from a cush­
ion on the window seat. The cushion was 
stuck full of threaded needles. There

James Primrose, D. D. S.
Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and 

Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr. 
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its 
K ranches carefully and promptly attended 
o. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday 

»nd Tuesday of each week.
Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891. 25 tf

was a
pile of narrow strips of cloth and flannel on 
a wooden chair beside him, and on the floor 
was a big ball of the strips which he had 
sewed together.

Sarah made braided rugs for the whole 
neighborhood. She utilized any old clothes 
her customers could spare. She 
idle, summer or winter; she was always 
ready for any sort of work. She had cleaned 
house, washed and ironed, weeded and hoed 
and dug; she had chopped wood and raked 
hay, and picked apples and cherries. She 
was a fine tailoress, too, and made overalls 
for the farmers and their hired men. Alto-

DENTISTRY.
DR. T. A. CROAKER,

MASK CURRY. A. 8. CUBBY. B. A. BENT.

CURRY BROTHERS & BENT,

Manufacturers k Builders.Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,
Will be at hia office in Middleton, 

he last and first weeks of each month. 
Middleton. Oct 3rd. 1891.

was never

Optical Goods
PROPRIETORS OF THE

—AND—

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory.
We beg to notify the public in general that we have recently purchased the premises on 
ville street, formerly known as the J. B. Reed & Sons furniture factory, and are now equip- 
it with additional machinery for carrying on a general business in

Contracting and Building,

New I'eweebf* gather she earned a good deal. Mrs. Shaw, 
who lived across the way, often remarked 
that she didn’t know what Sarah Brice did 
with all the money she earned. She 
heard of her spending any of it. But the 
work had told on her; she had grown to look 
very old and worn during the past nine years.

Mrs. Shaw’s house was a white frame with 
green blinds. It stood with one side toward 
the street, and the two windows of the sitting- 
room commanded a view of Sarah’s humble 
dwelling. Mrs. Shaw sat by one of these 
windows the greater part of each day, and 
she took a peculiar interest in everything 
that went on over the way. She saw 
things that excited her curiosity, and for 
which she found it impossible to find an 
explanation. She thought about it a great 
dead. Her sister, Ann Starr, lived with her, 
and it vexed her that Ann nfever cared to 
talk much about old Sarah. Everybody 
liked Ann Starr, though she was not con­
sidered very social.

Mrs. Shaw was tall and straight, with a 
dark, leathery face and thin lips. Her eyes 
were light blue, and her pale brown hair was 
drawn back straight from her high forehead 
into a knot at the back of her head. She 
was fond of company, and generally knew 
everything that was going on in the village. 
She was peering out over the green-house 
plants at Sarah when she bought the turnips.

P. G. MELANS0N, ping
of Middleton, has now on show the largest and 
most varied line of Superior Spectacles and Eye- 
Glasses ever shown in Annapolis County.

of Watches. Clocks, Jewelry and 
Silver-plated ware is second to none, and is 
marked at astonishing low prices. Give him a 
call and verify the truth of the above statement.

His stock
INCLUDING THE MANUFACTURE OF

Doors, Sashes, Frames, Stair Work, Mouldings, Clapboards, 
Sheathing, Flooring, Shingles, Laths, etc., and will constantly 

have on hand a full .took of Lime and all other Building Material!.Repairing a Specialty.
Our motto will be “give oveiy i 

building of any kind put up let us kn
good job.” We have come to stay, and if you want a 
id we will give you a figure that will suit the times.O. S. MILLER,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC, WANTED: -Seasoned Spruce and Pine Lumber.
Correspondence from all points respectfully solicited.

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S. Crocker’s Pickles !
Prompt and satisfactory attention given 
the collection of claims, and all other 

61 tf MIÆMM PICMJLMSprofessional business.
Prepared and put up At tlx©

SâHSDHL-SEH
BP our show cards tacked up on trees, fences 

out town and country. 
Commission or salary, 

and money

ANNAPOLIS VALLEY VINE6AB AND PICKLE FACTOBY
^employment11 
» per month and expenses, ai 
sited in any bank when started.

In Pure Older Vinegar. Five or Ten Gallon Kegs. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed.

Q. H. R CROCKER, Prop. South Farmington.

old man on turnips,” she said. 14 He looks 
for all the world like he was half starved.”

Ann Starr was cutting out a pattern from 
a newspaper. Her scissors squeaked a little 
as she out. She did not even look around 
as her sister spoke.

By the stove, warming her feet comfort­
ably, eat a woman who had dropped in to 
make a call on Mrs. Shaw. Her name was 
Eliza Lucas, and she lived in the city. She 
had come to Rockford to spend Christmas 
with a sister.

“ I seen an old man eettin’ by the winder 
as I come along,” she said. 44 Looked like 
he had on er apron ’n’ was a-eewin’.”

“Be does sew,” said Matilda; “be sews 
rag rags. He ain’t right in hie mind. I 
guess it’s all Sarah Brice wants to do to 
manage him sometimes. When they was 
livin’ up to the old place, ’fore Brice failed, 
they had a man to see to him. They was 
afraid he’d set the house afire or something. ”

44 They muster had money to throw away,” 
said Mrs. Lucas, who was fat and florid. 
She had turned up the front of her dress 
skirt, showing a black quilted petticoat.

“Oh, that weren’t nothin’ to it. They 
had a nurse for Jim till he was goin’ on nine 
years old, ’n’ kep' a cook besides. Joseph 
Brice had about the hull of the grocery trade 
here, ’n’ was called rich. Folks wouldn’t 
hardly believe when he died so sudden that 
he hadn’t left nothin’. Jim, he was about 
twenty then, V he went to the city ’n’ got a 
place in a store.”

“Do yon know where the store was? 
What street was it on?” Mrs. Lucas asked, 
as she pushed her rocker away from the stove 
and drew down the slyrt of her dress.

441 do’ know’s as I ever heard. Anyway, 
he ain’t ever been back here. Sarah, she 
had old Ezra on her hands, ’n’ she just took 
that house V has lived there ever since. 
She don’t get no help from Jim, I guess If 
he’s got up in the world he’d hardly know 
her now if he was to come back. She ain’t 
got a really decent dress to her name. And 
she used to—Ann, do you mind that dress 
she had the winter ’fore Joseph died? It had 
real lace on the neck and bead trimmin’

44 Yes, it is a risk,” she said, in a low voice.
44 Jim ain’t a-comin’ down for Christmas, 

I s’pose?”
44 Not this year,” answered Sarah, just as 

she had answered Reuben Turner.
“ Seems like ’most everybody in Rock­

ford’s got comp’ny this Christmas,” Ann 
Starr hastened to say. 44 They was Bayin’ 
down to Curd’s store this mornin’ that Mrs. 
Corey’s got the Governor’s wife stayin’ with 
her. Seems that they used to go to school 
together. Geoffrey Corey’s home, too.”

44 The Governor’s wife!” The words came 
in a strained, hoarse whisper from Sarah 
Brice. She put her hand to her side and 
leaned back in her chair. Her eyes were 
half shut and her teeth showed. She looked

found the little ditch on the other side of the 44 She can't be dead!” he said, with a sort 
boMd.idcw.lkwu full to overflowing. She „f gr0ln. “If .he b, I will never forgive 
held up her skirt, Mid stepped Hong through mywlI. Somebody bring the brandy, 
the .luh. The mow penetrated her worn, M»rU, ,top thlt KrMmu>g end rail mother; 
broken .hoe.; the had no rubber, bnt .he know whlt t0 do-..
kept on. She looked badly; her soft eyes 
glittered; there was a scarlet spot on either 
thin cheek. CHAPTER III

Sarah Brice became conscious of movementThe window where old Ezra eat opened, 
and .he heard him call to her in a .brill, *boat her- of the •oand of voice*. °f

rubbed; of having some hot liquid forced in­
to her mouth. She heard someone say:

quavering voice. She stopped and looked 
around.

« You get back in time to get my turnip. “ She’* comia8 *«•” “d •om<”ne elM *»• 
cooked,” he «aid. «wered: “I told you .he wam’t dead.”

Then came silence, oblivion.
When she regained full consciousness she

%

Sarah nodded and went on again. She 
met several people who spoke to her, but she 
looked at them with vacant eyes and made discovered that she was lying on a soft bed

in a pleasant room; there was lace on the 
pillow case which shrouded the pillow cm 
which her head rested; over her was a pale 
pink satin quilt, and a white cloth worked 
in pink flowers covered the little stand by 
her bedside.

ghastly all at once.
44 What ails you?” asked Ann, kindly.
“ Nothin’. I'm just a little tired, that’s

no response.
Mr. Corey’s house stood alone, almost at 

the end of the street It was built of red 
brick and was large and substantial. There 
was a wide porch in front, a conservatory on 
one side, and stables in the rear. There 
were lace curtains at all the front windows, 
and one pair in the parlor were drawn back 
a little, showing an onyx table with shining 
brass legs. There was a big pale blue bowl 
of flowers on it.

The great, 'square front yard waa full of 
smooth snow. There was not a track any­
where, but the brick walk from the front 
porch to the gate had been cleared. There 
was another walk leading to the back of the 
house, at which Sarah looked a moment; 
then she went up the steps to the front door.

She stood there several minutes before she 
ventured to pull the belt When the door 
opened, there came a rush of warm air, sweet 
with heliotrope and orlander, and the sound 
of soft music from a rear room.

The servant was an airy creature from the 
city; she had blue ribbons on her cap and 
her white lawn apron was trimmed with 
lace. She looked with perceptible scorn at 
the shabby gown and old black shawL Such 
visitors were rare indeed at Mrs. Corey’s.

“I want to see the Governor’s wife,” said 
Sarah, wringing her hands together under 
her shawl.

“ The Governor’s wife repeated the girl in 
the cap. Then she paused a moment to re­
cover from her surprise. 44 She’s at church 
with Mrs. Corey,” she added.

Sarah sighed heavily, her lips quivered; 
she half turned away, hesitated, and then 
looked with an air of timid appeal at the 
smart servant.

441 thought they’d be back by this time,” 
she said. “ I put off cornin’ till now a- 
purpose. Can—can I wait for her?”

“ Well, I don’t know; I’ll see.” The girl 
walked back to the door of the room from 
which the music came.

44 Mr. Geoffrey,” she said, “ here’s an old 
woman says she wants to see the Governor’s 
wife. Shall I let her wait?”

The music stopped with a final bang on 
the piano keys, and a tall young fellow of 
about twenty years of age came out into the 
hall. He had soft yellow hair inclined to 
curl, handsome dark blue eyes and a pleas­
ant expression. He was Geoffrey Corey, 
home from college to spend the holidays. • 

Sarah’s face changed as she looked at him, 
and her eyes filled with sudden tears. He 
reminded her of Jim. Jim’s hair curled in 
just that way, and he, too, had dark blue 
eyes.

“Why, of course you can wait if you want 
to,” the young fellow said, in the cordial, 
kindly way that had won him so many 
friends. 44 Here, go into the library,” open­
ing a door on his left. 44 When the Gover­
nor’s wife comes in I’ll let her know you are 
here, unless,” and he smiled a little, “I can 
attend to what you want.”

Sarah shook her head.
44 You couldn’t,” she said, “ but I’m 

obliged to you all the same.”
The library was warm and pleasant, against 

the four walls were well-filled bookcases, 
and there were busts on pedéstals and high 
brackets. The furniture was of leather. 
Sarah walked gingerly to a chair by the re­
gister, anxious to dry her wet shoes. She 
kept looking back to see if she made any 
tracks on the rich carpet. She felt relieved 
to see none. But her shoes were very wet.
She held her feet over the register; the warm 
air which came rushing up seemed to make 
her a little sick. She was nervous, and 
started at the least sound. Once she leaned 
her head against the back of her chair and 
moaned a little. But she straightened her­
self and tried to alter her expression to one 
of cheerfulness as she heard the sound of 
voices outside and the opening and closing 
of the hall door.

She shook from head to foot when someone 
brushed against the door of the library.
Was it the Governor’s wife coming in? 
Would she have courage to tell her why she 
had called to see her? And would it do any 
good?

She sat there watching the door, the poor 
thin face sharp and pallid with anxiety.
But the momenta passed and no one came.

Presently uame the sound of voices and 
footsteps in the adjoining room; chairs were 
moved, there was a clatter of china, the rat­
tle of knives and forks. Evidently the 
Coreys and their guests had begun their 
Christmas dinner.

“She don’t want to see me, I guess,” 
thought the poor old woman waiting in the 
library, 44or else she thinks it don’t matter 
how long I’m kept here.”

How they all laughed and talked! How 
happy they all were! And she—she who 
had once known Christmas joys too, sat 
there alone, hungry, uhhappy, forgotten !

It seemed a long time to Sarah before the 
meal was over, but at last she heard those 
who had partaken of it leaving the dining­
room, then merry voices in the hall.

She waited, still no one came into the 
library; still the talking went on in the hall.
She.stood it as long as she could. Then in a 
sort of despa ration she crossed the room 
and almost flung open the door leading into 
the hall.

The lady with the sweet face and gray 
hair was standing at the foot of the stair­
way talking to the young man with the dark 
blue eyes. They both looked around as they 
heard j the door open. Geoffrey said; “By
George ! 1 meant to tell you----- ” Then
stopped suddenly, for the wild appeal in 
that haggard old face, the dumb agony of 
those fixed and staring eyes, appalled him.

He stepped forward, but too late; old 
Sarah threw her hands out before her as if 
fighting against some strange darkness which 
encompassed her—the next moment she fell 
to the floor like a stone.

The girl with the bine ribbons Ifi her cap 
ran out from the dining-room, shrieked and 
threw her apron over her face; Mr. Corey 
came hastily from his little study next the 
conservatory, and he and Geoffrey knelt 
down beside the prostrate figure.

“She’s dead!” said Mr. Corey. “ Poor me* 
soul? Who was she? And how did she come me 
here?”

Geoffrey had turned very white.

all.”
•‘I guess you’ve got heart disease,” said 

Matilda Shaw bluntly. 44 You look just the 
way Reney Ford did. She was allers puttin’ 
her hand to her side jest that same way, and 
you remember bow sudden she went off? 
She was settin’ at the table a talkin’, Mis’ 
Lucas, ’n’ all to oncet she stopped ’n' shet 
her eyes. When they got to her she was 
dead.”

Mrs. Lucas looked properly shocked.
“We’d all ought to be prepared,” she said, 

sententiously.
A faint, forced smile moved Sarah’s lips.
“Oh, I guess I ain’t got heart disease,” 

«he said, as she rose and went toward the

There w%s a dazed, bewildered expression 
on her face as she went out. She moved like 
one in a trance. Her eyes had that fixed 
and glassy stare which sees nothing that is 
near. Mrs. Shaw called after her that if she 
was sick she must let them know; but she 
didn’t answer.

She felt dazed and bewildered; she didn’t 
remember what had happened until her eyes 
fell upon a crayon portrait which hung just 
opposite the bed. It was that of the young 
man with the dark blue eyes. Then Sarah 
knew where she was, and started up weakly, 
frightened at the thought of all the trouble 
she must have given.

“Ah, so you are awake,” said the girl 
with the blue ribbons in her cap, coming 
forward from a seat by the window. 
44 You’re feeling all right now, ain’t you?”
.“I guess so,” answered Sarah, turning 

down with a reverent hand the pretty pink 
quilt. 441 hope I ain’t worried you much.”

The girl yawned.
“ We all thought you was dead,” she re­

joined. 441 guess it was only being hungry 
mad* you fall over.”

“ How long’ve I been to sleep?”
44 About two hours. It’s five o’clock.”
“Five o’clock!”Outside, she paused at the gate, trembling. 

A sled, loaded with Christmas greens and 
drawn by two lean gray horses went creak­
ing down the street. Sarah waited for it to 
pass, but she did not look at it. The man 
who was driving stared at her, turning hie 

’round the bottom o’ the basque. She had a head after the sled had passed the gate. He 
black cape edge with fur, too, and a bonnet was stout and his shaggy coat made him look 
trimmed with black feathers. The dress- like a giant. His face was purple with the 
makers here didn’t do for her then. She hfcd cold, and he had his hands in his pockets, 
everything made in the city. And now look He was the Sam Bos wick of whom Mrs. 
at her! It’s my belief she ain’t bought a 
thing to wear since Joseph died.”

“ Her son had ought to be seen about it.
Why don’t her minister ’tend to it?”

“He don’t never go there, now. She 
wouldn’t have nothin’ to say to him if he did.
She’s closer’n wax for keepin’ things to her­
self. I’ll tell you something mighty curious, 
and if you c’n make head or tail of it, why, 
it’s more’n I can. Once every----- ”

44 Now, Matilda,” said Ann, speaking for 
the first time, “you better keep quiet.
There ain’t no use ’n tellin’ Mis’ Lucas that.”

44 Ob, yes, do tell me." Mrs. Lucas’s face 
betrayed the most eager curiosity. “I won’t 
breathe it to a soul if you don’t want me to.”

441 don’t see why I shouldn’t tell it,” said 
Matilda, defiantly. “I ain’t paid to keep 
my month shut, be I? It’s only this, Mis’
Lucas,” her voice sinking to a confidential 
whisper, “ every two months, as reg’lar as 
the time comes ’round, Sarah Brice goes off 
somewhere V stays all day.”

“For the land’s sake! Where does she go?”
441 wish you’d tell me. She starts off in 

time for the seven-thirty train, ’n’ she allers 
carries a big bundle along.”

“A bundle! Sells somethin’, I guess.”
Mrs. Shaw shook her head.
44 No, she don’t. I thought that at first, 

myself. But she allers brings the bundle 
back again. I wouldn’t think nothin’ of it 
if she didn’t go every two months to the 
day."

“ How long’s she been doin’ this way?”
“ Oh, years ’n’ years. Ann there makes 

out she don’t see nothin’ curions ’bout it, but 
there’s times 1 go ’most crazy thinkin’ on it.”

“ Ain’t ye never ast her 'bout it?"
“ Land, yes! But she won’t tell nothin’; 

she—there, sister, you’ve dropped your scis­
sors 'n’ they’ve stuck point down. That’s a 
sign comp’ny’s cornin’. Maybe it’s Sam Bos- 
wick.”

Ann gave her shoulders a little jerk as if 
annoyed, but said nothing.

“ You didn’t tell me you’d got a beau,
Ann,” said Mrs. Lucas.

441 haven’t; that’s just some of Matilda’s 
foolishness. ”

“ Don’t you believe her, Eliza Lucas; she

“ Yes. I gut you’d better have 
tea. I’ll get you some. Mrs. Corey said I 
was to let her know, too, when you waked 
up.”

44 No, I don't want to see Mrs. Corey; I 
want to see the Governor’s wife.”

44 Oh, she’s gone,” said Maria, cheerfully.
44 She had to take the four-o’clock train.
Mr. Geoffrey drove her down; he’s just got 
back,” and then, as she saw how ashen and 
haggard the old face grew in an instant, she 
added: “ Won’t Mrs. Corey do just as well?”

Sarah shook her head; she couldn’t trust 
herself to speak just then. She had slipped 
off the bed and was pinning around her the 
rusty old shawL She had already put on 
her shoes.

When she descended to the lower hall she 
met Mrs. Corey.

“ Are you going?” asked the lawyer’s wife.
44 Do you feel able to walk? I fear you are 
not in very good health.”

“ I’m so’e to be about, generally, ma’am.
I thank you kindly for all you're done for 
me. I didn’t go to faint ’n*----- ”

“ Yon haven’t given me the least trouble 
in the world,” Mrs. Corey interrupted. 
“Geoffrey—any eon—was altogether to 
blame. He forgot entirely that yon were in 
the library. It was a shame to keep you 
waiting so long; no wonder you felt faint.
You must let me give you a cup of tea and 
some Christmas dinner before you go.”

44 It don’t matter, ma’am. I’m obliged to 
you all the same, but I’m in a hurry to get 
home. I've left my father there all alone,
’n’ he frets when I’m long away. I ain’t had 
a Christmas dinner—what you’d call Christ­
mas -for nine years; I won’t miss it.”

“ Would you like me when I’m writing to 
the Governor’s wife to send any message for 
you?”

44 No’m. It ain’t anything I’d want let 
down in writin’; I’m obliged to yon, 
though.”

Mrs. Corey had to let her go. She 
watched her as she walked to the front gate, 
a poor, drooping, shabby little figure. She 
walked weakly; once she staggered a little, 
bnt she went on.

441 believe the poor old creature is half 
starved,” Mrs. Corey said to Geoffrey, who 
had oome behind her and was looking over , 
her shoulder.

44 Why didn’t yon make her eat something 
then?"

44 She wouldn’t.”
441 wonder what she wanted. Did she 

say?”
44 No, and 1 didn’t like to press her confi­

dence. Poor old soul! there is something 
about her that commands respect; she musk., 
have seen better days.”

44 She has. I asked about her at Curdle 
my way home from the depot ji 

now. Curd says she lives in a little house 
at the other end of Main Street, with an old 
father who is childish. Her husband need 
to be well off, but died suddenly nine yean 
ago, and it was found that he was insolvent.
She has had to support herself and the old 
man by working at anything she could get. 
Curd says she has a son who is doing wen in 
the city, but he never even writes to her.
Of course he doesn’t help her. It’s an ever­
lasting shame!”

Mrs. Corey smiled np at her handsome

Shaw had spoken, and he was taking the 
greens to Curd’s store.

When Sarah had crossed the road she 
stopped again. A sleigh drawn by two 
spirited black horses was approaching swiftly 
from the same direction as that from Which 
Sam Bos wick’s sled had come. The main 
street of the village Was long and straight 
with a gradual slope for a mile. One stand­
ing where Sarah did had an uninterrupted 
view of the street for a long distance.

The sleigh came on with a great jingling 
of bells. The negro driver wore a big black 
fur cape and a silk hat, and the two ladies 
on the hack seat had fur lap robes tucked in 
around them. One of them was Mrs. Corey, 
the wife of a lawyer who had retired from 
active practice on account of ill health, and 
made his home in Rockford the greater part 
of the year; and the other was & slender 
gray haired woman of about fifty years of 
age, wi.h a remarkably sweet face. There 
was a pink tinge in her cheeks from the keen 
air, and her dark eyes sparkled as she talked 
gayly to her companion.

Old Sarah made a little, impulsive move­
ment forward as the sleigh drew near; it 
seemed as if she would have called out some­
thing; but there was only a hoarse murmur 
in her throat which ended in a fit of cough­
ing, and the sleigh had passed before the at­
tack was over.

Old Ezra was still sewing his rug rags by 
the window when his daughter came in. He 
was a small, frail old man, and stooped 
weakly over his work, his thin white hair 
falling on his shoulders.

•* If you expect me to sew your durned old 
carpet rags, you’ve got to keep needles 
threaded for me,” he began, querulously. 
44 ’N* I ain’t goin’ to sew all night, either. 
You jest light the lamp if you want me to 
finish this ball.”

Sarah said nothing. She laid aside her 
old shawl and sat down in a rocker by the 
stove. She leaned her head back and closed 
her eyes; her breath came in slow gasps. 
Suddenly she broke into a fit of loud weep­
ing. She held her hands over her face and 
rocked herself back and forth in her chair.

Her old father stopped sewing and stared 
at her; then he began to whimper.

44 Ain’t you goin’ to give me no supper?” 
he asked, shrilly. 441 didn’t mean nothin', 
Sarah. I’ll keep on sewin’ all night.”

Sarah started up, wiping her eyes with the 
corner of her apron. The storm had ceased 
as suddenly as it had begun.

44 Don’t you mind me, father,” she said, 
in a broken voice, “ and don’t you sew any 

You’ve done ’nough for to-day.

A knock at the outer door which opened 
directly into the sitting-room, made them all 
start They were all three plain, unimagina­
tive women, but for some reason a thrill of 
superstitious expectation ran through them. 
No one arose. They were all silent for a 
moment, listening and looking at each other. 
Then the knock came again.

“ You go to the door, Ann,” said Mrs. 
Shaw.

Ann Starr rose at once and went and open­
ed the door. Sarah Brice stood on the stone 
step with a very small bottle in one hand. 
Her cape bonnet was one sided, and her old 
black shawl was askew. She drew back

store on

Come over here by the stove and warm your­
self; it’s cold over by that winder. I’m 
goin’ to get supper.”

She knelt down by the stove and began 
poking the fire. Then she went about get­
ting tea ready. It was a frugal meal, bread 
and butter and weak tea, but she made a

“You have a good heart, Geoffrey,” she 
said, tenderly. 44 Not many young men 
would take an interest in a forlorn old 
an with an imbecile father.”timidly when she saw Mrs. Lucas.

441 didn’t know you had oomp’ny,” she little porridge for the old man. He laughed 
when he saw her sifting the meal into the 
hot water, and smacked his lips.

44 We’ll have the turnips for our Christ­
mas dinner to-morrow, father,” Sarah said. 
She led him to his chair at the table and 
tied a towel about his neck, as if he had 
been a little child. He smiled up at her and 
chuckled when she handed him the bowl of 
sugar. He was always very proud when 
allowed to sweeten his porridge himself.

Sarah sat down at the table opposite him, 
but she could eat nothing, though she tried. 
She drank two cupfuls of the weak tea, 
though she didn’t use any sugar. She had 
learned long ago to drink her tea without it.

A strange excitement seemed to possess 
her as she moved about putting away the 
supper dishes when the old man had finished. 
She seemed to be thinking of something that 
completely absorbed her. When she put 
the saltbox into the kettle closet instead of 
on the shelf over the table, she didn’t notice 
it until her father called hei attention to it. 
He knew as well as she did where every­
thing belonged.

After she had got the old man off to bed 
she blew out the lamp and sat down by one 
of the front windows. It was dark outside 
and she could see nothing, though she could 
hear people pass. She sat there all night, 
like a poor, little old ghost, a red and blue 
blanket drawn around her. She had some­
thing she wanted to think about, and was 
afraid that if she went to bed she might fall 
asleep.

To be continued.
said.

44 Never mind, it’s only Mis’ Lucas; you 
come right in,” said Ann.

Sarah came in reluctantly. She sat gently 
down in the preferred chair, smiling faintly.

The sitting-room was warm, and comfort­
able with its ordinary furnishings such as 
are common in villages—its ingrain carpet, 
its big chest of mahogany drawers, which 
had stood in the same spot thirty years; the 
melodeon, on which Ann played by ear, the 
tall old clock with the moon face, and the 
big wooden rockers with the patchwork 
cushions. There was a wire stand before a

_ An Universal Need Supplied.

The need for a safe and pleasant cure for 
coughs and colds and one that children would 
take without coaxing or coercion, was met 
when Hawker’s balsam of tolu and wild 
cherry was produced more than thirty years 
ago.

Long before it was placed before the pub­
lic at large it had become a household t res­

in the houses of the citizens of St. John.
This remedy soothes and heals the irritated 

organs of the throat and chest and effects^ a 
complete cure of coughs, colds, bronchitis, 
influenza and like a (flections. It removes 
hoarseness at once, and is therefore a great 
boon to public speakers and singers. Child­
ren love it and many an anxious mother hails 
it as a priceless gift when the little ones are 
racked with a distressing cough. Hawker’s 
balsam of tolu and wild cherry is sold by all 
druggists and dealers at 25 and 50 cent bot­
tles, and is manufactured only by the Haw­
ker Medicine Co. (Ltd.), St. John, N. B., 
and New York City.

window filled with plants, most of them 
geraniums.

44 Mis’ Brice, I’ll make you acquainted with 
Mis’ Lucas,” Matilda Shaw said promptly, 
and both women bowed, while Mrs. Lucas 
said affably that she was pleased to meet any 
friend of Mis’ Shaw’s.

“I didn’t oome to stop,” said Sarah, depre- 
oatingly, “only to see if you had a little 
benzine you wouldn’t mind sparin’. I don’t 
want more’n a tablespoonful.”

44 No, we ain’t got a drop,” answered Mrs. 
Shaw. “We did have some, bnt Ann, she 
used it all up cleaning the carpet in the fore­
room. I’m real sorry we can’t oblige you. 
Now, surely, you ain’t goin’, Miss Brice? 
Why, you ain’t set a minute hardly.”

441 know, but I’ve got to go back; father’s 
all alone, you know.”

“ Well, I won’t try to keep you, then. I 
don’t wonder you feel worried when you leave 
him. I’ve often wondered, though, how yon 
daret to go off *n’ stay all day every two 
months. Seems like It'd be a big risk, with 
him the way he is.”

Sarah Brice’s soft withered face flashed. 
She looked steadily at the red and green 
carpet, and coughed a little.

—Three times as many American horses 
have been sold in England this year as were 
called for in 1894, and their average price 
at the ports of shipment has been $156. 
They are used chiefly for draught in London. 
There is a future for horses that are fine an­
imals and suited to commercial and military

A New Hamburg Citizen Released From 
Four Months' Imprisonment.

Mr. John Kock, hotel keeper, New Ham­
burg, Ont.: 441 have been a great sufferer 
from rheumatism. The last attack commen­
ced last October, and kept me in the house 
four months, when two bottles of South 
American Rheumatic Cure completely cured 

secured the remedy when I first 
heumatism it would have 

sufferings.”

CHAPTER II.
The weather moderated very much daring 

the night. In the morning it was clear, and 
the open fields with their hard glitter of ice 
shone and flashed in the sun. But by noon 
the ground was covered with melting mow.

saved m
pain

If yon an® 
do not delay,

= ?“10 '
or

professional Carbs. Jas. J. Ritchie, Q.C„
ft ' 4E. Gillis. Fred W. Harris. BARRSITER,GILLIS & HARRIS, m

—AND—Barristers, - - Solicitors,
Notaries Public.

for the Province of New
rs for the State of Massachusetts. 

G. Dunn & Co., St. John and
Halifax.

Agents of Bradstreet’s Commercial Agency, 
jteneral Agents for Fire, Marine, ami Life In-

5P SOLICITOR ! -I/,

oniiuissionevs 
Brunswick, 

"'■ommissionoi 
Agents of It.

m4
MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE 

SECURITY.

Members of the United States Law Association. 
Real Estate Agenta. — Fire Insurance inBeUabie CompaniesS-AXiTTS ZPOZPTTXjI STJŒŒ&HHULA T.-RT3T EST-

OFFICE;
BANK OF NOVA S00TIA BUILDING,

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.
^Solicitor at 

of Halifax, and 
Annapolis, N. 8.

lis to Union Bank 
of Nova Scotia,

AmragoVOL. 23. BRIDGETOWN, N. S. WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 1, 1896. NO. 40. Illy

SSSil
:v>

w

Hi

rs

m

X
" 

..-8

s

V.441
■ 4

■ /J;

/

&


