Alse, Agent
and Accident Company, of London,

+
“ W

HATS & C
BOOTS and SHOES, |
ry vrare

TIN WARE, ETO,
EXTRA CASH DISCOUNT ON ALL
LINES,

Eggs for Goods or Cash.
Butterand all : in Exchange
: Nk:lvl‘(_lﬂx l't!lﬁ_ ay 2 BT,

GREAT REDUCTION.

The whole Stock of

W. W. SAUNDERS'’

will be sold at & Grest Reduction dur-
ing the Xmas Holidays, embrac.
ing the following well.
selected lines :

DRY GOODS,

HOSIERY, a Specialty,

HATS AND CAPS, BOOTS, SHOES AND
SLIPPERS, OVERBOOTS, RUBBERS
AND LARIGANS, GROCERIES
AND CONFECTIONERY,
CANNED GOODS, ES-
SENCES, ~ EX-

TRACTS,

AND PATENT
MEDICINES, large
stock of LAMPS, GLASS,
EARTHEN, STONE, TIN-
WARE, HARDWARE, AND
CUTLERY, 'AND A SPLENDID
ASSORTMENT OF XMAS NOVELTIES

Willlam Hart,

Assigoee,

DR. FOWLERS

AND ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS

AND FLUXES OF THE BOWELS

IT IS SAFE AND RELIABLE FOR
_CHILDREN OR ADULTS.

W. D. SHEEHAN,

The American Tailor.

Some of the reasons why my coats are the
BEST and MOST STYLISH CUT:

They always fit close to the neck, and
never drop down or rise up.

1.

2. They always fit into the waist with &
graeeful curve.

3. The shoulders never wrinkle, and always
improve on your actusal build.

4. Every garment is made on the premises
under my own supervision, by first-

class tailors.

{1 ENTLEMEN who have found difficulty in

being properly titted by thewr tailers,

will do well to call on me and I will guarantee
a perfeot fit.

| s SORE

FOR SALE it the DRUG :
CASTOR.IA. best Bpirits Nitre, Sulphurie
/" Acid, Enos FraitSalt, Plasters, Teaberry,
Tooth Powder, Pierce’s Medicines, full line,
Vasileres, full lines, Paine’s (Celery Com-
und, Riege's Food for infants, Laoctated
ood, Chloride Lime, Diamond and Electric
Dyes, Inseet Powders, Washing and Baking
Soda, Coppéras, Senna, Alum, Indigo, Nut-
megs, Aniline Dyes, Puffs, Toilet Powder,
Soap, Perfumeries, Lime Juice, Mack's Mag-
netic Medicines, Kendall’s Spavin Cure, Bur
dock Bloed Bitters, Standard Piano and
Organ Instruction Books, Sheet Music and

Blank Musie Paper and Books,
L. R, MORSE, x ».

Setember, 1888,

'EXHAUSTED VITALITY.

YHE SCIENCE OF LIFE,
the great medical work
of the age oun Manhood,
Nervous and Physieal De-
bility, ‘Premature Decline,
Errors of Youth, sad the
untold miseries consequent
thereon, 300 pages, 8 wvo,,
125 presoriptions for all diseases. Oiogh,l_hll
gilt, only $1.00, by mail, sealed. Illustrative
sample fres to all young and middle-aged
men. Send now. The Gold and Jewelled
Medal .warded to the author by the Nationsl
Medigul Assosiatipn. Address . 0. Box 1895;
Boston, 3ass, or Dr. W, H, PARKER, grad -
wate of Harvard Medical College, 25 years'
practice in Boston, who miy ‘be consulted son-
fidentially. Bpeeialty, Diseases of Man.
Office, No. 4, Bulfinch St.

a E The Schooner

“GRUSADE,"

1. S. CESNER,

“)'”LL make weekly trips between this
3 ¢t and St. Jobn during the sea-

son, ealling aleng the river.
Preights handled carefully,

LIME ALWAYS ON HAND.

Apply on board, or to
GEO. H. DIXON.

Bridgetown, May 27th, 1889, i
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CROSSKILL, Station Agent, Bridgetown, or to
E. BAKER,
Manager,
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OPPOSITE RINK

THE UNITED STATES,

Yarmouth and Boston

THE FAST STEEL STEAMER

ILL leave Yarmouth for Boston

Rranen
b

is Invited of our Terms and Prices. for
all Description of Work in

Mouments, - Tablets,

HEADSTONES, Etc.
Also, Curbing, Posts, Steps, Etc.
Drysdale & Hoyt Bros.,

"9 vamouts s 0§y

THE SHORTEST AND BEST ROUTE|
BETWEEN NOVA SCUTIA AND

The quickesi time omly 17 hours between

“YARMOUTH"’ [auperinr can be obtained.” * % * %

every

Wednesday and Saturday Evenings,

Railway. Returning, will

g between Nova

States. Fitted with Triple Expausion
nes, Electric Lights, Bilge Keels, eto.
The Steamer “ City of St. John™ leaves
Pickford & Black’s wharf every Monday, at

after arrival of the train eof the Western
Counties
Lewis’s Wharf, Boston, at 10 a. m., every
Tuesday and Friday, conneoting at Yar-
mouth with train for Halifax and Iutermed-
iate Stations. \

The YARMOUTH ecarries a regular mail to
and from Boston, and is the fastest Stezuuor!
Scotia and the United |

leave

En-

. m., for Yarmouth and intermedtate

; returning leaves Yarmouth

er information apply

A. CHASE, L.

Sect. and Treas,

Yarmouth, April, '89.

BRIDGETOWN

s Wow

every

to F.

KS

THOMAS DEARNESS,

and manufacturer of

Headstones, &c.

fmporter of Marble
Monuments, Tablets,

Also Monuments in Red Granite
CGray Granite, and Freestone,

Granville St Bridgetown, N. §.

N. B.—Having purchased the Stock and
. | Trade from Mr. O. Whitman, partieserdering
: ng in the above line danrely on having
their orders filled at short notice.

T.D.

“Bridgetown; March 19th, 89.

ey m" Lim "“a&‘i’bﬁ&"& TrAL s,
AS FOR EXTERNAL USE.
Sy ol gk In (e foc et 1t act
r‘g'ﬁ.v PHYSICIAN

BRIDGETOWN, N 8.

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE OELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chain .Pump,

e ALRO (=

FORCE PUMP,

with Hose attached if required.

wenre teo naineture
“'”Dl!!.wm P#Fl h:.-‘:;
rain r eo
r :n-.-:. (‘a:'b? zllvoM
any station on the line of Raill-
way. Sead for Price List.

‘““I heartily recommend PUT-
TNER'S EMULSION to all
who are suffering from affec-
tions of the Throat and Lungs,
and I am certain that for Wast-
ing Diseases nothing superior to
it can be obtained."

“1 have been suffering from Pulmonary
Diseases for the last five years, #* * # %
About two years ago, during an aeute period
of my illness, I was advised by my physician
to try PUTTNER'S EMULSION, I did s0
with the most gratifying results. MI’ suffer-
ings were speedily alleviated. added
several pounds to my weight in a short time
and began to recover strength. This process
| eontinues until life, which had been s misery
. to me, became once more a pleasure. Bince

then PUTTNER'S EMULSION has been my
only medicine. * % % #* As one who has
fully tested its worth, I heartily recommend
, it to all who are suffering from affections eof
i the Lungs and Throat, and I am certain that
! for any form of Wasting Diseases mothiog

i
i

ROBERT R. J. EMMERSON.
Sackville, N. 8., Aug. 1889,

Brown Bros. & Co.,
lllALIF.\x. NOVA SCOTIA.

N OTICH.

E ALL persons having any legal demands

dgainst the estate of the late OLDHAM
WHITMAN, of Bridgetown, deceased, are
roquested to render the sawe duly attested
within twelve months from the date, and all
parties indebted to sail estate are requested
to make immediate payment to the under-
signed.

EDMUND BENT,
Exeoutor,
M-rchwl}th. 1889.

Harry Moféan |

This fine horse, owned by Thomas Doran
Windsor, will make the season

of 1889 between

BRIDGETOWN & HORTON.

B will stand st Glencross’ Stable on
Saturday, 25th May, and remain until
Monday, at 10 o’clock, aud continue fort-
nightly through the season.
Thie horse weighs (1260 1bs.; is fine style
and aotion. Has a record of 2.46.
Further particulars will be given later.

THOMAS DORAN.
May 14th. tf

Farm jgr Sale

FYHE subscriber offers for sale that very

picely situated property in MIDDLE-
TON, County of Annapolis, and Provisee of
Nova Seotin, on the Post Road and in the
immediate ueighboghdod of Railway Station,
Telegraph Office, Post Office and Churohes,
consisting of about torty-five acres superior
soil, a thriving young orchard of about one
hundred and fifty Apple Trees of choioe

- CARD.

WG Parsons, B. A,

- Barrister, Solicitor, Ete.

mm“., - “v 8-(

leoted fruit, and oonveniently dli:“.:ll
into hay, tillage and pasture lands. wi
watered, has a eomu s and thoroughly

Terms easy.

in good ir.
o ’WOODBUBY .

JONATHAN

{1

3 2

5

STAMP

8@ Office in A, BEALS' STORE. 16 4¢3

with your name in
4 TNDIAN 18K 0 mark

de, an ‘e m

ds R T P

' Wan

prop Re4spley

And Fancy Goods,

o

I am also selling the Celebrated Raymond

Sewing Machine -

B ECTRAT, BN
%i %tfssza 3

| in a measire, happiness for hersslf.

finished house, woodhouse, barn, stables, ete., {

STIRLE

Y CARSTONE, |
By BLIZA ARGHARD.

t most of all_be bug; to his
letter that con “oﬁ;dﬂnm

| (coNTINUED.) ke A
1t may havo been because the CHAPTER XXIV,
of her thought still' ran on the AT LAST! i
$0 Bave written s0 lang dgo; it may havebesng " said Bhirley, “bow would it be if
of the !  sawi ] your father?” . :
of during ars of} WAnd it you did, Shirley? If he was a man
experience, but Bhlrl:: became above Wom I could not b proud of, I thank
went out above all to the ‘of L own ‘ ﬂ“ﬂl! 1 % h hhl‘ 2&:
s o s i s it v o7
9 s ' i ;

,gnnw No,

no, don’t tell
e i »‘ e A4

he was &
name,

honor-.”

“That would make s difference, Bhirley, I
confess it. I shouldn't mind it if my parents
had been poor. I despise the vulgar wealth
which in {:‘ur country sets itself up in the
place of yhood and gentlemanhood. If
my fathér was merely one of these vulgar
rich, then don’t memtion his name. But if
he is what you say! Tell me, SBhirley, who is
my father?

“‘He is & man you have seen.”

“You don't tell me!”

“You asked me once if I knew him. I said
I had met him. 1 did not tell you he was one
of my earliest friends.” »

“Now thas is interesting.”

“Robert, you are happy indeed. It is &
pity we couldn’t have the choosing of our
ows fathers. Talwayssaidit. If we could,
we'l all be happier and better looking. But
it you had the choosing of both your father
and your foster father, you couldn't possibly
hava done better for yourself than fate did
for you. Both are men for any boy alive to
be proud of, Robert, your father is Philip
Duunoray.”

At this the young man, who prided himself
on controlliug his emotions, walked ouce
acress the room and back. Then he stopped
and remarked merely:

“You don't tell me!”

“I have written him,” continued Shirley.
“He will be here to-morrow.”

Tie young man meditated. Then be said,

woman alike, .

She taught them to reverence nothing
merely because it is old.

She taught thom to look into the heart of
things, and ask: Are courage, will, intel-
power, the strength to achieve, quali-
ties that belong only to men}

She pointod out to them that the personal
feelings and emotions of man or woman count
for very little in the destiny of the race.
Greater than mans nature or woman's na-
tu: o is human nature, underlying all, holding
all in its grasp. She showed them how ab-
surd anatomical and physiological supersti-
tions concerning womans mind and body
have been taught by medical men through
hoary centuries. They stand only because no
woman contradicts them.

Out of the strength drawn from the bitter
cup she herself bad drained, though they
knew it not, she was able to tell them that the
individual happiness or unhappiness is a piti-
fully small thing. That the road to wise con-
tent was to lose sight of their own emotions
and sorrows in the culture of the mind, in
broad human interests. Then suffering will
no longer be the lot of woman.

She bade them, flinging away as far as
may be their personal hLopes, fears and dis-
appointments, to keep step with the grand

]

music of the onward cycles of time, kindy and condescendingly:

SL. told them to see to it that they didnot | «(pn the whole, I think I'll acknowledge
le like clods to be trodden under foot,or | pin, »
shoved out of the way, but that themselves B » - “ . @

be up and working for the progress of
womankind towards the light—womankind,
the laggard half of the human race. .
greater than passion and gratified petty am-
bition, yea, greater than love even, greater
than all, is this march of humanity into theé
light. .

Further, as they would find peace for their
souls, she bade them never lose sight of re-
solve, never cease to will and to aspire
Every steadfast effort that a woman makes,
every striving of the individual to become
freer and stronger, even throagh disappoint-
ment, sickness and weariness, brings a mo-
meant_ nearer the good time which is surely
coming for the sex. The woman's day is at
Land. It will be a brighter, happier day than
the ages have yet disclosed. Sbhe told them
to be sure of that. She told them of her own
unalterablé faith that thus the centuries to
come would develop a strong and splendid
race of women, fit mates for the kings among

Mis Simpkins was very ill. A
cams to say that it was the one desire of her
heas to see Shirley. Faithful as always,
forgetfu! of herself, remembering othbers,
Bhirey went. It was a gray, chilly after-
noor. She who bad been a ministering angel
to 8¢ many, shivered from head to foot as she
erossed the threshold of home again, passing
out of the cold and darkness into the warmth
and light

When Shirley came home, Miss Simpkins
was dead. Iler last look had been turned to
Shirley's face; she passed into the eteymal
silesce holding Shirley's hand. Tt seemed to
conforther. But Bhirley was unduly shaken.
The'years of tensely strained life had worn on
the fine strong organization more than ap-

peared.

She was cold all through, and could not
get warm. The glazing eyes of the dying
woman seemed to follow her, and fix them-
selves upon hers, turn which way she would.
It was a foolish, nervous impression, but she
eould not shake it off. Fresently, her teeth
chattered, and she sheok all over. She was
ina chill. She sighed and said:

“lam cold and tired. I am all gone to
pisces.”

Next morning she had-a fever, But it oo-
carred to nobody that Shirley was seriously
ill, and needed looking after. It had always
been Bhirley who looked after the rest,

In the afternoon, Philip Dumoray came.

Master and pupil were together at last,
with none to come between!

When he came, Shirley lay languidly
across by the fire, upon one of the low
couches where her mother had spent years
of ornamental invalidism.

it happened that none were by to question
the strangeness of his sudden arrival. He
lifted Shirley in his arms without a word,
and held ber in a mighty embrace. Only
death could take her from him now?

But of that hour of meeting, no record
move than this will ever be made.

After & time she slipped softly from his
grasp and lay back again upon her mother's
low couch. Her was clasped in his, &
smile of gladness bovered about her eyes and
mouth.

The door opemed, and Robert Dumoray
came and stood beside them. Shirley turned
from one to the other with the sweet, bright
look in her face. She had never looked so
beautiful, both of them thought.

“You have seen Robert,” she said to the
master. “He is the dearest to me of all the
brothers, and he is your son.”

She undid her fingers from the master's
clasp, and took Robert's hand and laid it
softly where hers had been. Bo they stood
with clasped hands, father and son. BShirley
laid her own hot, quivering hand upon their
two, her eyes turned upward to their faces,
still with the look of ineffable love and joy.
Her face was the face of an angel.

Then her eyes closed, her fingers slipped
away and fell across her breast, her breath
came in quick gasps. Both men, father and
son, sprang toward her. An unearthly fear
compressed the master's heart.

So she talked vwwith shem Ull their hearts
burned within them. Her voice had a note
like a trumpet ring: From that day on there
was for them no morve despair, no more look-
ing backward. Like her they st their faces
forward and pressed on. Women came to
her with tears in their eyes, they seut mes-
sages from half round the world, thanking
bher and blessing her for all she had been to
them.

Shirley the Poet became Bhirley the In-
spirer, the Comforter.

In giving bappiness to others she lost her-
self and ceased to think of her own sorrows
and disappointments. So_she found at last,

ot

She had somewhat of reward, the sw :
highest reward that can fall to mortal lot,
And yet—all that she had done and wrought
for others could not be accomplished without
some straining at thesilver cord.

“To him that overcometh all things shall
be given,” was said of old. Bhirley had over-
come; yet little had been granted her. It was
her nature to give out always more than she
received. 8o at last she bogan to be exhausted,
That was the pity of it. A sense of weariness
oppressed her, a distaste for even the daily
tasks ghe liked best. She said to herself once
more that she must have change, Her life
seemed wearing out.

Alas, alas! It was the helmet of iron press-
ing upon the golden hair. The iron pressed
at last upon the golden heart, too,

v » v . » .

One day, while she thus sighed for change,
Bhirley got a letter, It said:

“My wife is dead. May I come?

Once more,

“DUMORAY.”
‘)&t youth as she was, her heart

gave a wild bound. Bhe covered her face
with her hands, as had heen her wont in her
childhood when powerfully excited. Then
she laughed at herself in scorn, then she was
vexed at her folly. After all, was it still only
the same uncontrolled, passionate spirit of
oldi Was this all she bad learned in these
years of hard disciplinet

She shook her head impatiently, saying to
herself:

“Shirley Carstone, you are an idiot.”

Be sure the gray twilight is full of sweet
thoughts for her that night. The forlorn

wings would be free to fly at last. Was the ’ " »

light’ coming #ven to lmr? Were peace, joy “Good God!” said he, “she is {1l.

love to be hers too, even after all dmm yeum’ She opened her eyes and smiled faintly
1t seomed too good to be true. But there | back at him, Then she rallied and came to

was his letter. It was true. Yet even in | herself again. BShe lay there, with her cheek

that moment the supreme dream Qf ber life | aguinst his hand, and the look of a great,

flitted across her happified vision. The poem, | gweet content in her face. Indeed, it was

the poem! She would indeed write it now,
The toiling for others, the weary occupation
at tasks she disliked--that was over at last, at
last! Nothing would come between her and
her hopes.

Oneo again, as twice before, she thought of
the pride the master would take in his pupil's
work. A wave of happiness surged across
ber spirit. She said to Lherself;

“Highas he is, distinguished as he is, he
shall be proud of me¢”

It was like the sunset sun bursting glori-
omlz throggh a .mountum ot. clou«}

»

face of one who had not an earthly wish |
to be gratified.

“Yes,” said Robert, “Shirley is not well,
“She 18 a saint and a martyr, if there ever
was one on earth. But she shan't work any
more. I shall work for her from this on.
When she gets better. I'm going to take her
away, across the water to England with
Brownie and me. Shirley is ours, now.”

“No,” said his father, “Shirley is mine.”

But in the morning all these thoughts were
swallowed up in one supreme fear, She who
had never been ill in her life lay faint and
low and well nigh breathless.

A change had indeed come to Shirley,

Love, tender care, rest, hope, the brightest

*
llni::lh})e, a &htzdusandm mileuh awa ,a:: man
impatiently aw: 6 creeping e slow
footed days. He could scarcely keep himself
within bounds till the pokey United States
mail brought him a letter. He went off to

himself to read it when it came. He opened | bopes, all had come at last. Had they come
it with unsteady hands. It only said: too late?
“Come. SHIRLEY.” Word went.abroad that Shirley was dying.

Come! Only that one word,

How he would gather her to his heart and
hold her there forever! Her woman's
arms had upborne so mwuch, and so long.
Now his strong man's hands would hold hers,
and strengthen them and steady them  the
rest of the way. He would care for her as
no husband ever cared for wife before, be-
«oruse she had suffered so much. One of his
first hts, too, was for the poem. Above
all, she should write her poem at last, He
would uphold her and encourage her while
she wrote. No more weariness or se
tﬁ her, no more sorrow or lone

k ‘t?mwbmmm em
| He wbvm. |t §
starting an tunexpected bﬂﬂne-

him back till next day, Heswallowed his

T e R Ry yd g e
y morning. He

was stunned to read:

“There is great news for you. Ihﬂ'o1

'found your sons.” - .

The rest.of the letter léfs. no doubt of the

Shirley, the well beloved. Once more, even
as when Col. Carstone was stricken, a throng
pressed about the doors of the stone house.
Men and women and little children, the poor
and the lowly and the weak, came to the
stone house énd went away weeping and say-

m“‘We are losing our best friend!”

Within its walls Brownie, the wayward,
the self-indylgent and light of thought, flung
herself down and wept most bitterly of all.
Into the blameless, marvelous life had

JOHN Z. BENT.

5

that mow, But it be |-

e whem Ads ‘cowntrymien hold Digh' B [

* |noticed his

that S

NO. 2.

| grief that-not all, his long years of profes-
siopal treining eould control. The Presby-
tevian minister was there. e was very aged
now, and trembling and shadow like, He was
hep faithful friend. " For twenty years they
two had Leen brave comrades in good works.,
Was he to be left alone now?

His wavering fingers stroked the long,
shining hutr':l it lay kx:‘m the pillow,

they upon her
| head. Unconsciously be murmured thom
ing of brave old John Bunyan:

I

1
i
i

!
|
?

THE MINISTER'S BLESSING.
“‘The king whom you love and serve make
you as your father, and bring you where he

18 in !mwe.' Amen!”

Shirley seeme to be thinking of something
olse, She lgoko presently, but only those
nearest her heard what she was saying. BShe
was looking at Philip Dumoray. {{o istened
intently:

“I bave begun my poem. Won't you read
what I have written, and tell me what you
think of it to-morrow—when 1 am not so
tired, Mr, Morrison?’

“She thinks you are Mr. Morrison,” said
Harry in a ¢hoking voice. “She had a teacher
of that name once, long ago, and she was

very much attached to bim. Let her think
80, Mr, Dumoray, It pleases her.”
But he. the man who stood thére with

bréaking heart, watching with an awful fear
lest hisg'last, fairest earthly hope drift away
from him out upon the ocean of eternity—he
kuew better.

Her eyes turned once more to the sin
san. Her lips moved again, but those abou
her heard no sound. The master bent lower,
it haply he might catch a word. She seemned
to be repeating something, He listened with
tense ear. He heard her murmur a fngmont
of verse. He knew afterward that it was
from her uafinished poem, the last two lines

y thought seemed to be for
© which was not written.
That faint, fluttering breath, was it indeed
the last!

The master fell upon bis knees and buried
his face in the pillows beside her face. One
wighty sob broke from him as if his heart
was bursting, He lifted his head and said
brokenly:

“Would God I bad died for thee!”

Whatever might have been, was it never to
be! Whatever she bhad borme so in
silence, of disappointed hope, of heartache, of
pain and weariness, of sacrifice, yea, of mar-
tyrdom, was it over now?

CHAPTER XXV.
ADDENDUM,

After all Shirley did not die. Thank God
for that!

The beautiful spirit touched the border,
yea, even looked through the portal into the
beyond. But the love and outstretched,
clinging arms of hundreds of praying souls
brought it back to earth again.

Bhirley came back as one from the dead.
In June, when the bluegrass on the lawn
was brightest and the roses reveled in their
richest bloom, she was married to Philip
Dumoray. A long journey followed. They
sailed to isles of far southern seas, to lands of
palm trees and paradise birds, lands where
it is always morning.

Bhirley has not yet quite recovered. The
break down of her strength was too come
plete. And the poem is not yet written,
She speaks of it sometimes, and then the mas-

ter sa
“Shirley, dear, life is a . You
or any der could have written mmm‘mtor

than that.”

The master will into history as one of
the great men of his day. He stands among
men a knight without fear and without re-

proach. ise through suffering, tolerant to
all weakness but his own,

na adly toail
yet ﬁme and chivalrous and ly to
mankind, tender and helpful to the weak, te
women &nd to_children—who fa there like
m
In Robert Dumoray's house you will see a
cture. It shows you a splendidly beautiful
ace, full of inspiration and power, with &
look of unfathomable melancholy lingering in
g;eleyu They dravlv_y‘o:‘:;ﬁ a nnnqo'! ro-
tless magnetism, t Eray eyes,
follow you and look into yours, w{lcﬁcn{
way you turn, like those of a portrait by the
old Venetian. They haunt you forever. You
would say it is an ideal head if you did not

OW,

It is the portrait of Bhirley, the one Alice
painted. Above the picture hnp a wreath
Shroond willagure phiced e i pet gt

W Vi s on
head when she was ll)d. o

There are signs of late though that the los$
inspiration is returning. There are faint yet
clear hints that into the new life which was

ven her from the grave itself will come

and visions sweeter, grander than any
the old time knew. When these are fully
revealed the poem will be written,

Then too, where she so nearly failed t
her heroic unselfishness, others will win.

Even now it is not as though Shirley had
never lived. Her thoughts are working in
many brains, her strong, riuygin. words are
shay many a lestiny. et again there
will be brave women who succeed. The new
revelation will be, The kingly woman of
Bhirley's fancy, strong and shining and free,
ﬁh:‘bn olgoodmt ings.t.hehen.ldb. of the
perfect to race, will yet be realized
on earth. {)oubt it not, :

S

THE END.
The Lord Chancellor and the Ragamuffins.

One of the prettiest blendings of the
pathetic and the droll came under my
notice one summer Sunday afternoon in
London, M

Just ont of St. James’' Park, leading to-
ward the Houses of Parliament, is Great
George street, whose spacious old-time
mansions are now nearly all turned into
offices. One of them was empty, and on
its broad steps a group of ragged imps,
as grimy aud as happy as only London
Arabs can be on a sunny day, were hold-
ing high festival ; sad I observed that two
of the tallest (about 2 ft. 11 § in.) were do-
ng their level worst to set the fromt
door-bell a-ringing.

Across the street was a stately inhak-
ited house, and from its doorway there de-
scended a venerable man, whose bushy
silvery hair and deep-sunk eyes gave him
an air of unusual dignity. Lord Chan-
cellor Hatheway was an extremely short-
sighted, tholl_lrgh his insight was deeper than
ordinary. He went on his way a few
yards, then pansed, and turned again to-
wards the youngsters. Then he cautious-
{ly felt his way across the street, and
landed  in their midst before they had
They seemed too
not been
g:o babies to pack up from the retreat.

t theré was nothing of the stern 3 -
| ug r about the good old Chancellor
just then. O dear, no! He had heen
sumlu&ﬂ.nf on the sadness of those

arlings” inability to reach the bell that
would (no doubt) announce their pres.

P
to their tant
R o L BB
h(Jlimbo'-ll ‘Mw : ;"t&:‘ ua:nr '
or | i) .
s tor W Wl
afternoon.

scared to fly, even if there

J ked little imps
‘ th Yes. and what
do you tiink? :
arian, was on his way to his class
gare

‘Lord Hatherley; the then |

| The Studeénts Joke.

Not a great while ago, a party of half a
dozen Harvard students were in the bar.
ber's shop in this city, and after having
been beautified and adorned tousorially,
one of the number was struck with an idea.
It was communicated to his companions,
and without a disseating voice agreed to.
The proposition was nothing less than to
purchase the barber’s pole, which was done,
and a receipt taken. Then the young men
sallied forth with their striped and parti-
eolored soquisition. They had not gone
far, however) when they were overhuuled
by & policeman,

‘Hello, there ! what are you doing with
that pole
! That's our business.’

eht Well. FlLanake it

Qi i

They were murched straight to the nea
est station, and stood up in line before the
captain,
‘ What's the trouble, officer * asked the
captain.

‘ Stealing a barber's pole.’

The officer felt quite proud of his capture
and related with particularity all the cir-
camstances of his arrest. The captain
looked upon the offeuders and was about
to order them to be locked up for the night,
when one of the students produced a paper
and suggested that perhaps the captain
might like to look at that. The captain
looked at it. Then, turning to the police-
man, be said, ‘ Officer, you may return to
your beat.” A moment later the students
might have been seen filing out of the sta-
tion with their tonsorial standard held
proudly aloft.

They had not gone far, however, before
they were again brought to a halt by an
other officer, who, like his predecessor
wanted to know where they were going
with that pole. He was informed that
that was their business, and he in turn as-
sured them that he would make it his busi-
uess, which he did, by escorting ' them to
the self-same station they had just quitted,

¢ What's the trouble, officer ¥

‘ These .ellows have stole a barber’s pole,
and—'

‘Very well; you may return to your
beat.’

The captain smiled as he dismissed the
students. Hardly had he resumed his
wonted gravity of aspect before the door
opened and again entered a policeman, six
yotfug men and a barber’s pole.

And so it went on. Six several times
were the students and their barberous
property brought by as many different
policemen into that station, and had notan
officer been specially sent out to warn all
patrolmen under no circumstances to in-
terfere with six young men and a barber’s
pole, it is more than likely that that pole
and its beavers would have been brought
into that station as many times that night
as there were patrolmen in the district.

People who wondered what was the
cause of the hilarious laughter which pro-
ceeded from the usually grave and quiet
station, on the night in question, are now
fully informed of the same. —Selected.

e

A Capt. Kidd Story.

MYSTERIOUS STRANGERS CARRY OFF TREAS-
URES FROM A CONNECTICUT GRAVEYARD.

Ever since the recent heavy rains worl.ed
deep gullies in the old roads in the vicinity
of Lordship’s farm in this towaship and a
number of gold coins of ancient date were
found, there has been great excitement over
what is supposed to be a clew to Capt.
Kidd's buried treasures. Searching parties
parties have been organized and all the old
stories relative to the hiding place of the
wealth of the bold buccaneer have been re-
vived and have become the topic of con-
versation. The story that the old Johnson
vault in the Episcopal burying ground near
the village was made the receptacle of vast
treasures on the réturn of Kidd from oune
of his expeditions seemed to be the most
probable, and the strange performances
which have taken place there for a few
nights back strengthen the belief of the
majority of the villagers that a search is
being earried on, if really the treasure has
not been found and carvied away.

A few nights ago a cab was seen to drive
up to the gateway of the cemetery about
midnight, and two men left it and went
{nto the yard. They returned in about an
hour and drove away. No importance was
attached to this incident, but when  the
same thing was repeated the following
night, and it beca , the town was
all excitement. JI(u ors of y snatching
and of the disco of the treasure and
its removal by night were flying thick and

}fast. The cemetery was carefully searched,

the old vault being the thing of particular
interest. Nothing was discovered to
verify the suspicions, and it was determined
to form a vigilance committee and lie in
wait to solve the mystery.

The next night found twenty-five wait-
ing the mysterious cab and its occupants to
appear. At about the same hour up it
drove, and two men entered the cemetery
and were lost to view among the trees,

Not a man among the twenty-five lying
concealed in the bushes dared to move, and
in a short time the two men, possibly laden
down with gold and jewels, emerged from
the cemetery, and entered the cab. The
driver, who all this time had sat upon the
box as motionless as the marble post at the
entrance of the cemetery, whipped up his
horse, and disappeared in the darkness,

The next night fresh recruits were added
to the party, but the caband its mysterious
occupants did not put in an appearance.

A search through the cemetery failed to
show any signs of the visit. The rusty
fastenings of the old Johnson vault were in
the same position as they had been for over
200 years.

There is a strong belief among the older
inhiabitunts that the treasure has actually
been found and carried away in the cab.—
Stratford (Conn, ) Telegram. .
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good fitting pair of trousers.’ Farmer

gentle | Stubblefield (from Wayback Junction)—

* They feel all right in the seat, Bub ; buty’
seems to me, they don’t fit very snug under
the arms.'— Life, . ; ?

»ﬂ“(
t's Sunday-school, where he |
mﬁw o O s i
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The Old Doctors

Drew ‘blood, modern doctors cleanse it ;
hence the increased demand for Altera.
tives. It is now well known that moss
diseases are due, not 1o over-abundance
but to imparity, of th: Biowl; and l‘
is equally well attested that no blood
mediciye I8 8o ellicacious ay Ayer's
Sarsaparilla.

“One of wy children had a large sore
break out on the leg. We applied
simple remedjes, for a while, thinking
the sore would shiortly heal. But it grew
worse. We sought medical advice, and
were told that an alterative medicine
:e.l;g necessary. Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

Recommended

above all others, we used it with mar-
velous results. The sore lLiealed and
health and strength rapidly returned.”
~dJ.J, Armstrong, Weimar, Texas.

“I find Ayer's Sarsaparilla to be an
admirable remédy for the cure of blood
asés. T prescribe it, and it does the
work every time.” — E. L. Pater, M. D.,
Manhattan, Kansas.

“We have sold Ayer's Sarsaparilla
heére for over thirty years and always
recommend it when asked to name the
best blood-purifier.” — W. T, McLean,
Druggist, Augusta, Ohio.

‘“Ayér's medieines continue to be the
standayd remedies in spite of all com-

tition.” = T. W, Richmond, Bear
ake, Mich.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,

g PREPARED BY
Pr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass
Price $1; six bottles, $5. Worth $5 a bottle.

Familiar Sayings, and Who First Said
Them.

MEny o OUr COMMON  MAXINS, 50 LrTte
and pithy, are used without the least idea
from whose pen or mouth they first origin-
ated. Probably the words of Shakespere
furnish us with
maxims than any other writer, for to him
we owe, ‘All is not gold that glitters,’
‘Make a virtue of necessity,’ ‘Serew up
your courage to the sticking place,’ (not
point), * They laugh that win,’ * This is the
short and long of it, ‘ Comparisons are od
ious,” * As merry as the day is long,’ ‘A
Daniel come to judgment,” ‘ Frailty, thy
name is woman,” and a host of others.

more of these familiar

Washington Irving gives, ‘ The Alnighty
dollar.’

Thomas Morgan queried long
¢ What will Mrs. Grundy say ¥ while Gold
smith answers, * Ask me no questions and
I'll tell you no fibs,’

Charles Pickney gives ‘ millions for de

ago

fence but not one cent for tribute.’

‘First in war, first in peace, and first
in the
countrymen), appeared in the resolutions
presented to the House of Representatives,
in December, 1720, prepared by General
Henry Lee.

Thomas Tasser, a writer of the sixteenth
century, gives us, ‘ Better late than never,’
* Look ere you leap,’ and ‘ The stone that is
rolling can gather no moss.’

¢ All ery and no wool " is found in But-
tler's * Hudibras.’

Dryden says—* None but the brave ‘de-
serve the fair,” * Men are but childreun of a
larger growth,” and ‘ Through thick and
thin.’

* When Greek joins Greek then was the
tug of war,” Nathaniel Lee, 1692,

*Of two evils I have chosen the least,’
and ‘ The end must justify the means,” are
from Matthew Prior,

We are indebted to Colley Cibber for the
agreeable intelligence that * Pichard is him-
self again.’

Johnson tells us of ‘a good hater,” and
Mackintosh, 1791, the phrase often attri-
buted to John Randolph, ‘ Wise and mas-
terly imactivity.’

* Variety is the very spice of life,” and
‘ Not much the worse for wear,” Cowper.

‘ Man proposes, but God disposes,’ Thomas
A. Kempis.

Christopher Marlowe gave forth the in-
vitation so often repeated by his brothers
in a less public way, ‘ Love me littl., love
me long.’

Edward Coke was of the opinion that ‘a
man's house is his castle.” To Milton we
owe ‘ The Paradise of Fools,” * A wilderness
of sweets,” and ‘ Moping melancholy and
moon-struck madness.”

Edward Young tells us, ‘Death loves a
shining mark,’ and ‘A fool at forty is a fool
indeed.’

From Bacon comes ‘ Knowledge is power,’
and Thomas Southern reminds us that
‘ Pity's akin to love.’

Dean Swift thought that ‘ Bread is the
staff of life.’

Campbell found that ‘Coming Events
cast their shadows before,” and *’'Tis dis-
tance lends enchantment to the view.'

¢ A thing of beauty is a joy forever,’ is
from Keats.

hearts of his fellow-citizens’ (not

oy

Are Your Hens Healthy,

Owing to extreme heat, moisture, and
other causes, there has been much dullness
and disease among poultry the past svn ner,
and especially among chickens and youag
llets expected vo lay this fall and winter.
or this reason, it would be a great mis-
take to kill off all the old hemns when the
mounlting season is at hand and the hens
have stopped laying, got fat, and seem to
be eating their heads off ; because it is a
fact that a year-old hen, if properly cared
for and helped at the moulting season io
get her new coat quickly, so she can Le got
to laying early, will lay more and better
than young pullets, particnlarly if the
pullets are weakened by diarrhees, cholera,
gapes, etc. Many people have learned by
experience that Sheridan’s Condition
Powder given once, daily, in the food, will
supply the needed material ' to strengthen

and in sick chickens or moulting
hens and get them to laying earlier than
anyth else on earth. Mrs. Edwin
Brown, t Greenwichy R. L, says: ‘I

could not do without Sheridan's Condition
Powder when hens pre moulting. It isthe
only thing to keep them healthy. I use it
for gapes and diarrhceea ; for when chickens
are small they often droop and die. To a
pint of clabbered milk X add a teaspoonful
of the powder, mix well, and let the chicks
eat all they will once a day ; it does seem

to be just what t.ho¥ need, they soon be-
come so vigorous. Peovle huq ed at me
when I began to use s Powder,

and I had no idea I should win a premium.
‘ They laugh best whe laugh last,’” however.
I got more eggs than any of ?3 neighbors,
and some of them had over 100 heus. We
hatched 66 chickens from 77 eggs, obtain-
ed while forcing our hens to lay with your
powder; so you can see wWas - no
trouble about eggs hatching.’ I. 8. John-
son & Co., 22 Custom House Street, Boston,
Mass. (the only makers of Sheridan’s Con-
dition Powder), will send, postpaid, two
25-cent packs of Powder and their Poult.z
Raising Guide, for 60 cents. The boo

alone costs 25 cents. For $1.00, five packs
of Powder and book ; for $1.20, a large 2}
pound can (regular price) and book; six
cans, $5.C0, express pre-paid. Send stamps
or cash, Interesting testimonials sent
free ; also, for 5 cents, a sample copy of the

best Poultry paper published.

New Stvies o  PostaL Carps. —The
new postal cards soon to be issned will vary
in size. There will be three sizes when the
contracts are finally taken up—one a fine,
delicate card for ladies use, much smaller
than that now in eirculation and of much

finer lity: - Fivel qﬁkﬂd pﬁ:r
paper. “ﬁu bkmldhﬁ?md of the same




