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never ihave fell .around their 
necks

Nor ever upon their tips,
The soft caress of a arni.

Or a kiss "with its s*«eet -eclipse,
I «do not know what 1 would do

* Mere thr bedtime trwps away,Prompt end setisfactorv attention 
.given to the collection oi claims, and 'V-d 1 almost dread ibe time to eoese

'When they’ll march So the grown-up 
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The troops of the night brigade ttihai 
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JCYRIJLLAT. DanielsT Although she was so unhappy, noBARRISTER, one was unkind to Cyrille. But the 
farm was a busy place, and there wasAST PUBLIC, file. little time to pause and say pleasantr UNION BANK BBHDBW6. things to the faunhaired 
who braided

little girl 
the mate that no one 

wanted, for Aunt Eunice had a wealth 
of strange and, many colored rugs she 
had made herself.

Head Of Qum Stag >{

But Cyrilla longed to be of some 
use, and in the intervals of braiding 
rugs she
and mittens. She looked ahnost with 
envy -at her cousin Flora» moving 
swiftly here and there all day long;

. for motion like that was impossible 
‘ to Cyrilla, with her lame and ceooked 

back.
Her vUncle Nelsoe lhad brought her 

home .when her mother died, and her 
Aunt .Eonice had made her welcome. 
But she knew it was an added burden; 

sand she tried eagerly to make the 
-burden >*8, loving everybody, and de
siring .feverishly to help her aunt 
about the work, and her uncle, whom 

-she adored, about the farm. They 
were fervent prayers she whispered in 
the meeting house, and bitter tears 
she shed, at home. Her arms were 
-strong; she could beat $ggs and chop 
^he mince.areat; but on «the whole she j 
felt ahe was useless.

The farm lay on the edge of the 
marshes behind the sand?d>ines. Some
times she heard at night stine roar of 
the distant -surf, but the Xoam of the 
^breakers and the glow of the light- 
ihouses were bidden by the dunes. Cy- 
icilla loved the summer colors of the 
.deep-green levels melting «to violet, 
the mist+s the ; little white «ails skim
ming through unseen channels, and 
.the gundalow iwth its da*k square 
■canvas above the load of «alt hay 
wincting up the vwtider stream .between 
tiae multitude of Ji ay cocks still wait
ing to lie brought {home.

In the tall 
reaches, rich 
And in the winter the frosty trime 
twinkled on the stubbSe. The wide ex
panse seemed to Cyrilla full of peace; 
yet nothing more treacherous or more 
cruel than the marsh.

A large part of her uncle's property 
lay in this marsh land* and every 
summer he brought off great boat
loads of hay that the teams hauled 
from the landings to the big barns,. 
She had gone down with Flora and 
the boys once when the men were cut-
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-GunsY
We are offering 
the balance of our 
single shot Iwer- 
Johnson guns at

she loved the tbroad 
with reds and browns.

$4.50 each
A complete stock of 

* ammunition on hand 
v also

English and Portland 
cement, selenite and 
calcined plaster always “Papa,”

geon’s petted daughter, "whet ie the 
appends* veriformis good for. anv- 
wayT 

"‘My dear,*'

asked the eminent sur-
u -Ask at right prices

ïl'fkman. answered the eminent 
surgeon, "the last one7!-removed 
good for that sealskin s&ck'.y.du are 
wearing," ' '*

THE BEDTIME) TROOP.

A scurry of feet on the bedroom stair 
A titter along the hall—

J And this is the charge of the eight 
brigade

To capture me, heart and alt,
And there « the Captain, Sleepy Eyes 

And there is Lieutenant Dream, 
While the only

, Dr, Saunders 
A DENTIST 

Cross 4 Bridge Work a special! 
PjU HESS EXTRACTION

WICE — lon^Btlltoy, ^«eeiSt

of love are theirs
ARTHUR S. BURNS, As into ™y lroart thcy ««•">•

D W,(f ’kA low, little laugh -as -th^ form in
line,

■> Robed in their' slumber .gowns—
No amor rude with its harsh in

trude,
No helmets that clank and frown; 

They come for the hug and goodnight 
kiss,

And unto «my heart they bring 
Thç song of the bedtime trompe of 

love,
With its .old, ineffable ring.

r
'----------- ,

DR. F.S. ANDERSON
Oretests si tbs University Mar,lent.

Crown
1 Office;
•Hours: 9 to 6.

j. j. amsan, a. c__ 1 sigh as 1 think orf the lonesemye folk 
In their fortresses alone,

'Where it««ver the «children charge with 
their cheer,

Where the bedtime song's -unknown; 
Who sit in their • childless realm aloof 

Nor *ver behold at all 
The Slcrpy flr’yes and the Golden 

Dream
Cone marching down through the 

hall.

Keith ffiuMdln*. Halifax.

Mr. Ritchie will centime to attend ti> 
sittings of the Courts in the Count}

All commuuieationa Item Annapolis C. 
clients addressed ta him at Halifax, 
will receive his personal attention.

O. S. MILLER,

Professional Cards POETRY

I H*

LA G RI PREno further question with him, but 
there were the men. “You and Dan 
might take part of the teams and hay 
and get back to the barns," he said.

“Not by a long chalk!" said Parks. 
“I guess we won’t leave all 
down there to swim out to sea."

“It’ll take the boys with it if it 
docs,” said John.

“1 don’t know,” said Mr. Nelson. 
“It looks now as if the storm was 
bent on mischief. Perhaps it'll need us 
all to get the boys off."

It was still early in the afternoon 
when they reached Black Creek; but 
the gale had brought twilight with it 
Instead of finding the tide falling, as 
they expected, they found the wind 
blowing rt in again at a rate which 
would flood the whole marsh island 
before morning and sweep the hay 
out of sight.

“Since we put our shoulders to the 
Mr. Nelson, "it doesn’t 

just the thing to look back."
“Guess we’ll have a try at it," said 

Mr. Parks.
The water was running in now like 

a mill-race, and when they had secur- j 
ed one load of the hay Mr. 
stopped. "We’ll let the rest go," he 
said, "duel set to with me and get : 
the boys and the steers off, and make | 
for home while we ran sec the way !
I know every foot of this marsh, but 
night and storm make a difference in 
your landmarks."

As soon as the boys had crossed 
the crunk,. Mr. Nelson on the upland, 
unyok'-d the steers, and let one' of 
them on the heaving ire by the bow. 
He was just within reach of the oilier ; 
bank when the weight of the creature 
crushed through the ice. Whirling his j 
axe to cut a way for the ox, Mr. 
Nelaon lost his balance, and found 1 
himself also in the freezing cold water j 
and quite out of his depth. But ; 
Parks seized the head of the axe he j 
held and dragged him ashore, the ox ) 
floundering after.

Hwire \was a dim moon behind the

ting the that** that grew twelve feet 
high, and low tides and strong sum
mer suns having made it dry under
foot. They had carried baskets of pies 
and cake; and all had floated home on 
top of the hay on the big gundalow, 
singing and calling, laughing and sil
ent, in the broad moon light. And at 
the landing her uncle had lifted her in 
his «arms and carried her home.

This year had been -a fine one for 
the grass; and a great deal of tiwt 
<*n the wait meadows had been left

This distressing and unfortunately very common malady 
easily takes rank among the very “meanest” of the diseases 
to which people living in this climate are liable.

La Grippe is no respecter of persons; it attacks the 
young and the old, the rich and the poor with the utmost 
impartiality.

Except in the cases where Pneumonia develops, La 
Grippe is seldom directly fatal ; the real danger lies in the 
after effects. Even when the patient has fairly well recov
ered from an attack (and it is very hard to tell just when he 
has fully recovered) the muscles are relaxed, the nerves 
unstrung, the heart and lungs weak, the throat and bronchial 
tubes irritable and tender and the whole system depressed, 
run-down and in no condition to resist the attack of any 
other disease to which it may be exposed.

This coomtion is fraeght with danger and demands instant ,
and intelligent attention, the system must be built up and 
restored to a normal and healthy condition—advice easy to 
give, often very hard to follow.

The appetite is liable to be poor and the digestion im
paired so that it is almost impossible to consume and digest 
sufficient ordinary food to do the work quickly and effec
tively. What is required is a concentrated food, palatable, 
easy to digest and containing the elements necessary to 
repair the waste which La Grippe has committed.

Just such a food is found in

that’s

>>

«looked on the staddles to be healed 
•off when the marsh should freeze ever.

“Well, wife,” said Uncle Nelson, one 
raw winter night, “I guess we’ll be 
going down to the Big Send tomor
row sunup, and bring, off «he salt 
hay. The cold spell has frozen tho 
marsh pretty stiff. There's a couple of 
dozen stacks waiting there. There’s 
been a little more sun today than I 
just like, and it’s setting in a bank 
of cloud with the 
south'ard. I guess 1 shan’t 'be any too 
soon.” .

“But, father, it’s going to. be melt
ing, I dpn’t believe the marsh will 
hold.’’

“Guess I’ll have to risk it. If the 
thaw gets bold, it’ll just flood the 

and sweep the hay out to

I

plow,” said {
wind to the seem

I
Nelson i

FERROL.

meadow
sea.”

* rscientifically prepared emulsion of Cod Liver Oil, Iron 
and Phosphorus, palatable, digestible and effective. 
FERROL contains just what the run down system needs 

• .and all it requires. Cod Liver Oil to restore the lost flesh 
and make what is left firm and healthy, Iron to enrich the 
impoverished blood and restore elasticity and firmness to 
the relaxed muscles, Phosphorus to tone the nerve and 
brain as nothing else wilL

Two or three bottles of FERROL, taken after the acute 
stage of La Grippe has passed, will do more to repairO 

® damages than ran possibly be accomplished in any other 
way. Try it and see

AThe day dawned mistily. “That 
ain't anything,” said Mr. Nelson to 
his men. "We'll got that hay off be
fore the thaw gets it off. 1 should 
sort of hate to see all that hay float
ing out into the buy.” And they ate 
their braakfatst hurriedly. Cyrille pour
ing the ooffoe, ami her aunt and Flora 
Irymg the cakes and stepping swiftly 
to wait sport ;theei.

Cyril la watched them all out of

i

“1
11I

sight, th*> .ton yoke of oxen, her uncle, 
and lib** men .and boys. As ho turned 
his nai^fc.ty .-shoulders, she 
smilr nmd

S. X. WEARE, BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

saw his
it he blue flash of his T'-dt

The wind rushed in as if it were go
ing to search the house; but she suc- 
ceeded in shutting the outer door be
hind her. Planting her staff and bend
ing her head as she had seen Flor«w 
doing—Flora, who was plainly going 
to spend the night with Mrs. Dunton— 
she struggled down the lane.

She was frightened; she had never 
been out on such a night before, 'the 
darkness was something you could 
touch. But her uncle was out there 
and the boys. It was slow work; she 
could hardly set one foot before the 
other. She fell 
rain had soaked to a sponge. She fell 
repeatedly, and sat till her heart 
would let her go on. She wanted to 
fly and she could only craw!.

She could

•looking back and laughing.
Poor

laughing. Sb« would like to go to ’1rs 
.Dunton’s, too; but of course that was 
not to be 

xn it tens and cocks, but it was not be-

eyvs, 
was no such manand thought thiTe 

as be iin .etll vtho. country round.
Tl»cy made quite a procession round 

the .turm of ;tiie old marsh road, be
hind the meeting house, through the 
bin di moods, and out upon the marsh 
Oyrilla took !her knitting to tile win- 
d«w., dithough *■ she could see nothing 
Wait tihe
«finie Flora and her

lit4ic Cyrille did not feel like

soud, and with the strange outlines of 
the steaming cattle and the men 
looming like giants through the dusk 
and mist, with the big stacks, the 

shutting lines of black 
and the

thought of. She had sent

cause she stayed away that she did 
not feel like laughing. She thought of 
her uncle and the boys.

"I don’t une what keeps vour uncle" 
her Aunt Eunice said, sitting down at 
last with her basket of darning. “He 
-ought to be home by now. I hope the 
.marsh hasn’t given away anywhere.”

"They’ll catah awful colds,” said 
Cyrilla.

"They don’t csatch cold se much,” 
«aid Mrs. Nelson. “But something 
must have happened. Why, see how 
-oajiy it's getting dark! And the 
storm’s grown worse instead of better 
I declare, I'm worried! ”

There was a long silence. It seemed 
as if the clock had never ticked so 
lend.

opening and
wrnbnr., .the -spits of rain, 
crushing and crackling and sobbing of 
tin* ice, i the scene had a certain hor
ror. But Mr. Nelson and Parks went

sôftÿv : thickening weather.
aunt bustled

aihout tfhc nionnng work. 
IWëm 'have a big baking,” said 

fcwnt HSunicr. "They’ll be hungry as 
banters when -Hrey get back.”

tt twa« -still ' wiery early in ttifcfSn- 
itaon -when the: men and teams reach- 
•wfl Blank GWek,

back together, the other steers in the 
kSSof the large stacks, pulled down 
some of the hay about them, and got 
hack across the broken ice with some 
difficulty. .Then, 
oxen, the party started for home.

!By this time the moon had set and 
tiie darkness was 
wild blasts blew out the flames of the 
‘lanterns, and rt «ns impossible to ne- 
Ight thorn. Heavily clothed as the 
men were, the long gusts of wind and 
tient cut through them piercingly.

Parks led the way with the cattle, 
and [Downs and Dawn took eaMi a 
boy in charge. Billy was crying, the 
rain and the tears 
tegpilther.

in the snow that the

with the rest of thea crooked little 
feet wide between 

’*h>' main roarfrh. and the upland where 
-ibc hay was-stacked. The tide 
nut. aati there»»as only enough water 
t« float the «ine that rose and tell 
with the.ebb. and? flow. Had the tide 
been full, there would have been black 
water in rthe t-ws) ; as it vr. the fad 
ihwt tberce was .not strong was cf ho 
-conanqueare.

si hundred
guess her way, too, by 

nothing but the ruts in the road. 
Never, never, had she been so impo
tent! Blown here and there, tumbling 
down, scrambling up, losing her 

^ breath, bruised and drenched, at Iasi 
she fell upon the meeting-house steps, 
and rested.

impenetrable. The

^They’ll be chilled to the bone when 
they do come,” said Mrs. Nelson. “I 
guess I’d better have things hot for The door of the old meeting housé 

waff never locked, Cyrilla pulled her
self up, turned the handle of the door, 
and went in. She knew- where the rope 
hung down in the middle of the broad 
aisle. She twisted her staff in the rope, 
and bent and pulled with her long 
arms—the only strong thing about 
her—and pulled again, and pulled 
with all her might.

Out on the tongue of the land in 
where Mr. 

stood shielding 
the young lads, a far, strange sound 
had come singing and swelling pn the 
wind.

"The old meeting-house bell ! ” cried 
Mr. Nelson. "There’s a fire somewhere 
I suppose. My land, it never did bet
ter work! Don’t you hear? Don’t 
hear it from the north-east? If that’s 
north-east, we’re on Barclay’s Point. 
Go slow boys! Just follow that 
sound—slow—slow—and 
in less than an hour!”

®ut Mr. “Nelson: thought rt unwier:to 
put his heavier cattle on the ice, and 
he -«vnt .mer only , two yoke of stuers: 

'with tleds. Then titey loaded the sleds 
and by the chains they had stretched 
across, the big «ixen on the other 
*trde ijpulled «over the loads.

-roàkr
miietl 'Mr. lU'elaon, «working with all 
his rraight-

Thflg- had. about half the hay across 
by the time jihe tide .flowing in again, 
had-so lifted, and broken the ice that 
it would bear no more. "We’ll leave 
Dilley sand Toro over there with the 
steers," said .their father, “and wVll 
eat our lunch and send theirs across 

<«n the «chains. \You . cats make believe 
it’s a -^ripwreeb” he «called to the 
boys as he sent the basket across, 
■".and this is tb** life-line! There’s a 
storm coming in, anyway, or I miss 
my guess.”

"And a pretty «big one,” 4>aid John 
Dcxens, “ce* I miss mine.”

"Suppose we can team this hay to 
the landing and be back for the rest 
when the tide fails, before (the snow 
gets here?”

"Looks more like t ain," said James 
Parks, “But I guess we can fetch it.”

“We’ll be back far you!” *hcir 
father shouted to the boys.

Mist was bow' drifting in raggedly 
from the sea; and by the time they 
had drawn the last qf the hay to the 
landing it had settled into a fine, 
stinging rain, slanting en a gale that 
had blown up last and furious.

“Well, 1 don’t like it,” said Mr. 
Nelson. “But there’s Billy and Tom 
left on the island. And if we don’t go 
back for the rest of the hay, some of 
us must go back for them and the 
steers. I gave ’em my word.” And Mr. 
Nelson’s word being given, jlbere was

washing his face them,” She built up the fire and then 
! set the teakettle forward. “We may 

as well get supper early,” she said. 
*“ not a Of light to «how .<Thejr,„ ^ Marly star,.«j. Where do
the wav. ’MVait here! cried Mr. Nelson .
"If there’s a way to find, I’ll find it,’ >’°u suPJ*>se they are? There s a hght
and He made off to the right. the *n Mrs' Brown 8 da.ry -they ve m.lked
«odfW, TnarSli giving way under his a^ady•Bell have some d.p-toaet,
fret. "I’m nearly played out.” he sa,d ! envwa>- 6bc sa,d’ hurr>'h,e about to 

break it!” diverse her mind. “He like» that. And 
scrambled eggs—well, I won’t scram
ble them till he comes; but I’ll break

| ’em into tii? pan, and you might be
j ber'ing <m up C>-rilla; your arms are

strv nger than mine.”
And although Cyrilla knew it was 

only to fill her thoughts for the time 
being, she beat the eggs with ” will.

“I declare, I hate to light the 
lamp,” said her aunt. “But I’ll havè 
to. The dark shuts down like a dish

Presently. all came to a stop. There

a go of H, boys!”

“bat ITB anàkc a way or 
He broke it, for in the next minute 

he had «stepped off the icy bank into 
the stream. But with a migjity plunge 
he made the bank again, and got 
back to lb* .others.

the middle of the marsh, 
Nelson and his men

“It’s hard,” he said. “If there was
only a glimmer to show the way!
There’s nothing to do but stand by 
till morning.”

They turned loose the cattle, which 
wandered off huddled together. They 
themselves got up in one of the sleds cox er*
but the storm Blew the tide higher. knoT;inS what’s becom*’ of -vour unc,e 
They were in water to their waists, and the bo>s th,s "eather. And Bil
and only by mein strength kept on ‘-V’B chest isn,t strong. I know what’s With the sound of the bell leading 
their feet and supported the fainting1 happened! They’re lost on the marsh! .them step by step, they crept on till

There isn’t a light in sight there, they passed th,e little wood and 
Tyjr i They can’t tell which way to go.”

! She fell into her chair and threw her

you

I can’t sit in the dark not
we’ll be safe

boys.
"Oh Lord upon the highway, and at last they 

stumbled into the wood-shed.
Eunice, who had recovered strength 
at the sound of the bell, threw 
the door of the great kitchen.

!

in heaven,” cried 
Nelson, “give us a glimmer of light, 
a sound, a way-mark!”

Aunt
apron over her head, and sobbed 
aloud.

Cyrilla sobbed, too; but her 
thoughts were seeking some way to 
help. If only she knew how to build a 
bonfire! But no bonfire would burn in 
these floods of rain, even could one 
be lighted for the wind. And then her 
thought touched another point—if 
they could not have a light to guide 
them, they might hear a sound that 
would help them. And she thought of 
the horn her aunt blew to call the 
men to dinner; but the storm would 
blow the sound back, and nothing 
would be heard.

There
to go out with a thaw threatening.” belU-but that was too absurd; it
8ald Mrs- NV,son- “It,s bound to “P would be no Better than the buzzing 
all when it begins easy. And you’ve of a flv And then suddcn)y another
got to go to the missionary gather- thought-if she could-if she dared' 
ing. Flora, if the sky falls, about she looked at her aunt. The poor 
that box for the Indians. Wrap up WQman racked feebly to and fro, all 
warm. You might take one of the the strength gone out of her. No, her
mince pies to Mrs. Dunton-----” aunt could not do anything. And

I couldn t manage a pic with my Flora was not here. Could she her- 
umbnella, mother,” said Flora. self? She who found it a

But presently Flora, in hei* water- aCro68 't^e room, could she go out 
proof and rubber boots, went plod- jnto % . storm? She edged her way
ding along the -way bent double with <he door, got a cloak in the entry, 
the gala, her umbrella blown* Inside1 and broomstick handle there for a 
out, but ^strengthening herself and*'’ staff.

In the farmhouse the day had closed 
drearily. Aunt Eunice and Flora had 
been busy all the morning with won
derful baking, and the house had 
been redolent with the steam of de
licious cooking. They had let Cyrilla 
«tone the raisins and pick over the 
cranberries; and then she had gone 
back to her window and shivered as 
she sawi the grey vapors gather and 
presently drop in rain, slanting be
fore the wind, and at last drive by 
a roaring storm.

“They’ll get wet,” said Cyrilla.
“He should have known better than

open

“Some of you,” she said, “must go 
and fetch Cyrilla. She’ll be ringing 
that bell till the break of day if 
don’t.

you
i,x

‘ Cyrilla!” cried her uncle. And ex
hausted as he had been the moment 
before, he was now filled with new
energy, and hastened out and after 
her, although the lonely. little church 
on the margin 
seemed so far

of the marsh never
away.

Don t you ever say you’re of no use 
again, my little dear,” said her uncle, 
lifting Cyrilla in his arms. “You’ve 
saved the lives of four men oed^vo 
boys to-night, and I don’t know as 
anybody needs to be more useful than 
that.”

was the old string of cow-

HEWSON
WOOLEN
MILLS

BHEUMA'rtc''PAINS RELIEVED,

B. F. Crocker, Esq., now 84 years of 
age and . for twenty years Justice of 
the Peace at Martmsburg, Iowa, says:
: I am terribly afflicted with sciatic 
rheumatism in my left arm and right 
rh!p- L bfva “«d three bottles of 
Chamberlains Pam Balm and it did r 
me lots of- good." For sale by W. A.
Warren, Phm. B.

labor to—the largest and test- 
equipped in this end of 
Canada. ioe
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