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BRIDGETOWN, N. 8. -

Thursday.
ey
the United States.
r Agent of Spain.

10 loan on Real Estate seourity.

MONEY TO LOAN.

A PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-

[ AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.
e on REAL HeTATE SECURITY
F.ole by monthlg instalments, coveriog a
-;Wm months, with interest on
. y balances at 6 |ﬁr cent per annum.
s at any time at
of borrower, hly in.

BICYCLES FREE
Bl Wil Cive Foor Bicycles

two for Nova Scotia and two for New Brunswick and Prince Edward Island (Lady’s or
Gentleman’s Wheels, at option of the winners) for the

Largest Number of Welcome Soap Wrappers sent in up to and
including May 31st, 1897.

_The Bicyoles are the Celebrated *“Red-Bird” (new 1897 model) costing $100 each, re-
garded as the standard high-grade wheel of Canada.

Cut out the yellow square in centre of wrapper and send it in with your name and ad-
dress as collected—or keep together and send in all at.once at May 81st, next, Results will
be pnblished and wheels awarded without delay. Wrappers taken from dealers’ unsold
stock will not he counted. OQur employes and their family connections are barred.

The WELCOME SOAP COMPANY, St. John, N. B,

MANUFACTURERS OF THE
Famous Welcome Soap.

80 long as the -
m-ue paid, the amoe of loan cannot
ﬂ for.
e of 8 loans explained, and form:
Ollpvumtion%‘emtm np?gu necesaum y infor-
f on

J. M. OWEN. BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Apent at Annapolis,

LAND SURVEYING!

. C. F. ARMSTRONGC,
QUEEN’S SURVEYOR.

Appress: MIDDLETON, N. S.
RESIDENCE ; Gares 81., NICTAUX. 3m

8 . R MORSE, BA, MD, CIt

OFFICE AT PRESENT:
RESIDENCE OF DR. MORSE,

LAWRENCETOWN.

Lawrencetown, April 20th, 1896,

F, L. MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &c.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY 10O LOAN,

Office opp Cent: el
Queen Street, Bridgetown, '
TeLepnoNE No. 1L

J. P, GRANT, N.D., C.M.

Oflice over Medical Hall,

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.

Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. S. N.
Weare will receive every attention. 3y

0. 1. DANIELS,
RARRISTER,
TAW® PUBLIC, Etc.

(RANDOLPE'S ~ BLOCK:})
| Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

i
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Monsy to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y

H. F. Williams & Co.,

‘ Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

GOMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN
Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and ali kinds of Farm Products.
Special Attention given to
Handlicg of Live Stock.

@ Returns made immediately after dis-
nosal of goeds. 27y

3. WHITMAN,

am _ Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

A R ANDREWS, M.D, CM.

Specialties EAR,
l THROAT,

MIDDLETON.
‘Telephone No. 16,

DR M. 6 B MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

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

A A Schaffner, M. D.,

LAWRENCETOWN, N. 8.
Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S,
three doors east of Baptist church.
TeLEPHONE No. 8E.

- James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
wnid Tuesday of each week.

‘Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

JOHN ERVIN,
TER AND SOLICITOR.

' NOTARY PUBLIO.

mﬂmner and Master Supreme Court.
tor International Brick and Tile Co.
OFFICE:
‘0X Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

' S. MILLER,
ER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Estate Agent, ete.
 RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,
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and satisfactory attention given
af claims, and all other

, 51 tf
Best Returns
the Least Money

(URRY BROS. & BENT

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory,

~ BRIDCETOWN, N. S.
Contraciors and Builders.

A WORD IN THE EAR OF THE WISE MAN SUFFICETH.

There are many wise men in Annapolis Valley, and some of them have and others have not
caught on to our whisper of last spring that we had come to Bridgelown to stay, and asking for
their pat_ronage. ‘Well, we have been here a year, and have done $30,000 worth of business,
erecting buildings in Halifax, Windsor, Yarmouth, Annapolis, Bridgetown, Berwick, Aylesford,
:‘nd othe"l'-1 '.olwgm. and we flatter ourselves we have given satisfaction and carried out our obliga:

ions to the letter.

‘We have paid our factory help mulaﬂy evel:iy fortnight, thereby distributing over $4000.00 in
cash amongst the storekeepers in Bridgetown and vicinity during the past year. Our aim is to
double that this year, and we solicit the assistance of the public to enable us to Qo so.

‘We take this opportunity ef thanking those who have entrusted their work to our care, and
‘would ask for a continvance of their favors.

£47'W e are ready for 1896 business, and have just added to uurmplnnt a New Dry House
with all the latest improvements in a HOT BLAST DRY KILN, so that we can dry out
green lnmber in six days. We can now supply

Dry Lumber, Sheathing, Flooring, Mouldings of all kinds, Wood
Mantles, Counters, Store and Church Fittings, Sashes, Doors,
and Factory work of every description at short notice

We consider ours the best equipped factory in the Valley. We are all practical men, and give
our whole time and attention to our business. We are ready to handle any kind of building no
matter what its dimensions, and will attend to all orders for repairs, shingling and remodelling
houses punctually.

Plans, Specifications and Estimates can be had of us at small cost.

44" We have just received direet from British Columbia ome earload B, C. Cedar, and
on the way Whitewood and Quartered Oak.

On band: Shingles, Clapboards, Lime,
Nails, Paper, ete,, and a la: 'ge stoeck of

SPRUCE AND PINE LUMBER.

JORN £, SANCTON & SON

make no big splurge, but they are following the
procession and are

Selling at Redueed Prices

Cement, Plaster, Hair, Laths,

for the next Sixty Days.

Call and see what they can do in their line.
B RHES BLOCK.

BARGAINS! BARGAINS!

I intend'to sell out the balance of my stock of goods during
the next 90 days at prices to suit the times. I have no toys to
offer, but I have goods that people. want and may have at
amazingly low prices, such as a full line of

Boots, Shoes, Rubbers, Overshoes,

AND A LARGE LINE OF

Men’s Slippers, going at Cost.
Balance of Larrigans at 75c¢ per pair.

PLAIN AND
FANCY,

T have a few Parlor and Dining Room Pictures and a few
Mirrors in gilt aad oak frames.
I have also & number of Boys’ Suits, former price $4.50,

selling now, for $2.50.
A full ling of Xmas Candies, Nuts, Raisins, Currants, ete.

&rDON'T FORGET J. B BURINS.

STARTLING
INDUCEMENTS!

As the Spring Seasth is now rapidly a; proachinﬁ,
households in the towl, county and elsewhere who ha
their dwellings new agpointments in

FURNITURE ———

and it is to those thak the old and reliable Furnishing House, formerly J. B.
REED & SONS, and now under their management, wish to call attention by
acquainting them with the fact that for the next few weeks

I_I_l_rgalns of an Exceptional Nature In Parior Suits, Bedroom Suits,
Side Boards, efc., will be offered.

apything in the line of HOUSE FURNITURE who
call, will find that our stock is thorough .and com-

of the articles are offered at PRICES T CANNOT
TH SATISFACTORY. Call and inspect.

!“

doubtless there are many
ve decided upon placing in

All persons requiri
will take the trouble
lete, and that man

ROVE OTHER

Undertakin

at Hampton, under the
who will give every attent

Besides the usual complete stock:always to
be found in store at the establi on
Granville Street, a branch has

nent of MR. JOHN E. FARNSW!

ed
"'
ts of the public.
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Impormnt | thiele!

Sugar Not Injurious.

A writer in the Contemporary Review says:

“In corroboration of the fallacy of the
sugar and gout idea it may be mentioned
that the still more reprehensible dogma,
from a sanitary point of view, that sugar
roins the teeth is equally false. Indeed,
how the idea ever came into existence is a
mystery, seeing that the finest, whitest and
strongest teeth are found in the mouths of
negroes brought up on sugar plantations,
who from the earliest years upward consum-
ed more sugar than any other class of people
whatever, Those at all skeptical of the
value have only to look around among their
personal friends and see whether the sugar
eaters or the sugar shunners have the finest
teeth, and they will find, other things being
equal, that the sugar eaters, as a rule, have
the best teeth, The only possible way for
accounting for this libel against sugar seems
to be by sapposing that it originated in the
brain of one of our economically disposed
great-grandmothers at the time when sugar
was two shillings a pound in order to pre-
vent her children gratifying their cravings
for sweets at the expense of the contents of
the sugar basin.

Wonderful.

PILES CURED IN 3 TO 6 NIGHTS—ITCHING,
BURNING SKIN DISEASES RELIEVED IN
ONE DAY.

Dr. Agnew’s Ointment will cure all cases
of itching piles in from three to six night’s.
One application brings comfort. For blind
and bleeding piles it is peerless. Also cures
tetter, salt rheum, eczema, barber’s itch and
all eruptions of the skin. Relieves ina day.
35 cents. Sold by 8. N. Weare.

TEA! TEA!

Try a pound of the

Celebrated
Union - Blend
TEA,

the BEST 40c. TEA
in the market.

If you are not using it call
for sample and give it a fair
trial. Other Teas in stock.

",

Tartan Bilend, - 30c
Mormon Blend, 35c¢
Choice Saryune, 25¢c

FLOUR

—AND—

MEAL

I have a large stock of the
above, and will make the price
right. Give us a call before
buying.

JOSEPH I. FOSTER.

Bridgetown, Jan. 26th, 1897.

JUST RBECEIVED

By the undersigned,

ONE CAR OF

GOLDIE'S FLOURS

of the following favorite brands:

“BEST,”
“CROWN OF GOLD,”
“ SUN,”
“VICTORIA.”

oo kN BPOCK....

“FIVE LILIES,”
“FIVE ROSES,”
“KING OF PATENTS,”
“CREAM OF ROSES,”
“QUEEN CITY.”

Prices are Right!
Satisfaction Guaranteed!

W. M. FORSYTH.

Bridgetown, Feb, 19th, 1897,

A‘
Combination
Offer! _»

1 Toilet Case, 1 Picture Frame com-
plete for “The Orphan’s Prayer” or
any other picture about 16222 (or. we
will furnish picture),

Both for $1.50.

Thousands of the Toilet Cases have
been sold for §1.75 each, and a large
order now to fill in April at that
price. This offer is made to make
way for a new enterprise. Take ad-
vantage of it at once.

ABUNDANCE OF MOULDINGS
IN

S8TOCK.

House Builders!

Don't forget that we are here to attend to
your orders,

HICKS & SANCTON M'F'& 00,

but I sell the best suit
be got.in the county.

INKS!

| She

O wide expanse of waters gently heaving,
What mear these murmurings Iﬂm«
the shore?
Are they small wavelets, flow.and ebb, sore
grievio
That they may not as mignty breakers
roar?

The mighty tides are just as surely flow;
As if each wave came thundering to the

beach,
Ags if the wind, in tempest fury blowing
Tashed thee sofonstthrsnghont thy beund:
est reach.

O heart of mine, impatient of achieving,
Doet think thy fretfulness a lielp to thee?
Bethink thee of the strong though quiet
heaving
Of the sure ocean tides—and patient be, __
F. B Br

Every Year.

GEN, ALBERT PIKE.

‘“*You are growing old,’ they tell us -
Every year;

‘You are more alone,’ they tell us
Every year;

¢ You can win no new affection,

You have only recollection,

Deeper sorrow and dejection,
Every year.’

““ There come new cares and sorrows
Every year.’
Darker days and darker morrows
Every year.
The ghost of dead loves haunt us,
The ghosts of changed friends taunt us,
And disappointments daunt ue
Every year.

“Too true! Life’s shores are shifting.
Every year;

Old places, changing, fret us,

The living more forget us,

There are fewer to regret us
Every year.

‘“But the truer life draws nigher
Every year;

And its Morning Star climbs higher
Every year.

Earth’s hold on us grow slighter,

And the heavy burthen lighter,

And the Dawn Immortal brighter,
Every year.”—N. Y. Adv.

et Ziterature,

Nancy Gregg's Funeral.

Mrs. Knapp was standing before her paste-
board, making some of the mince pies for
which she was famous throughout the vil-
lage.

She had just taken three of them from the
oven, and the spicy, savory odor rising from
them filled the spotlessly clean and cosy lit-
tle kitchen.

““There-ain’t_guite enough left to make
another whole pie,” said Mes. Knapp, asabe,
deftly pinched together the edges of the one
she was making. “I believe I'll make a
nice little turn-over and take it to poor old
Nancy Gregg. Well, if there ain’t Nancy
herself coming in here! She can take the
turn-over home with her.”

Nancy had alwaye been slight, and she
was growing old. She seemed smaller than
ever, and her age was more evidently telling
on her, as she came up the frozen path.

The wind blew her garments around her
thin form, and locks of iron-gray hair strag-
gled under the shawl thrown over her head.

“ It’s too cold to stand on ceremony,” she
said, as she hurried up to the shining kit-
chen stove, and spread her hands out over
it. ‘“Ideclare if I ain't 'most froze. It's
awful nice and warm in here.”

““ Come round here and sit down, Nancy,
and put your feet up before the grate. I
was just saying to myself that I'd take this
mince-meat I've got left.and make you a
turn-over,”

“I’m obliged to you, Mary,” replied the
old woman, as she took the proffered chair.
‘“If everybody had been as good to me as
you’ve always been, I shouldn’t be miserable
as I am now.”

Her voice had a plaintive note, and a tear-
stood in her eye.

““ You've heard the mews, haven’t you,
Mary Knapp?” she asked, suddenly, with
averted face.

“No, I don’t know as I have, unless it’s
about their having the diphtheria over at
Deacon Baxter's.”

“No, it isn’t that.
+ “ You, Nancy?”

“Yes, me. I'm—I'm—Mary Knapp, I
am going to the work-honse.” '

““ Why* Nanay!”

“I am, Mary, I am?” The old woman
leaned forward in her rocking-chair, her el-
bows on her knees, and her face in her hands.
Then she lifted her head and said in a chok-
ing voice: ‘“Think of it, Mary Knapp!
None of my folks ever had such shame put
on 'em before. It doesn’t seem to me that I
can bear it. I don’t know what to do.”

“I'm dreadfully sorry for you, Nancy;
but if I were you, now, I'd try to make the
best of it. It's one of those things that
can’t be helped, and you know the old say-
ing, ‘ What can’t be cured must be endured.’
I've heard that Mr. and Mrs. Bates are real
nice folks and that they’re real kind to the
—the—"

““The paupers, Mary!” cried the old wo-
man with a wail and a sob. ** You mightas
well say it right out; I'm a pauper now!”

She drew her old shawl up about her face,
quivering and trembling with emotion, while
Mrs. Knapp wiped the tears from her own
eyes.

The villagers who chanced to be at their
front windows at about ten o’clock the next
morning saw a sorrowful sight. It was the
poor-farm wagon rattling along over the
frozen streets, and in it was Nancy Gregg.

Ezra Bates, the keeper of the work-house,
was driving, and by his side sat poor Nancy,
a picture of humiliation and despair. - It was
still very cold and the old woman was
dressed as she had been the day before; but
to-day & black crepe veil was thrown over
her bowed head, and no one could see the
tears running down her cheeks, or note the
tremulous quiver of her thin lips.

As the wagon was passing Mrs. Kpapp's
house, Nancy’s old friend Mary came run-
ning out, & shawl thrown hastily over her
head, to speak a word of comfort and cheer.
“Do you see!” said Mrs. Gregg, touching
the dingy crepe veil, *“ I'm in mournin’ for
Nancy Gregg. Her useless old body still
cumbers the earth but her heart and her
spirit are dead. I'm going to her faneral.’

Time was when Mrs. Gregg had not known

It's about—me.,”

| the need of a doliar, and when a husband

and sons had stood between her and want.
‘had seen thew dis one by one; and, &

fow :
M-,

Bub she no longer had the strength re-
quired for the work of weaving rag-carpets;
her sight had failed her, and her sewing days
were done. She could not support herself
by knitting, and at last there was nothivg
left for her to do but to be supported at the
expense of the ratepayers.

From the time of her arrival at the work-
house, Mrs. Gregg seemed to be a woman
without hope, and yet there were times
when she felt that the shame of being a pau-
per might be taken from her. ;

Those were times when she took from her
old hair-covered trunk & worn leather wallet
of a kind not often seen now.

The wallet contained nothing but & small

plece of writing psper, yellow with age and
almost ready to fall to pieces along the creas-
es where it had been folded and unfolded
aghin and again.
1 The poorer old Nancy had become, the
oftener had she taken this limp and folded
bit of paper from the purse that was once
her husband’s, and the oftener had she read
and re-read what was writtenuponit. And
this' was what she always read:

One year from date, for value received, I
promise to pay to Jason T. Gregg, the sum

of five thousand dollars, with iuterest at five
per cent, FRANK M. WARE.

The note was dated January 10th, 1865,
and it was on the tenth day of January,
1885, that Mrs. Gregg, in the secrecy of her
cold and cheerless little bed-room at the
poor-house, took out this note and read it
for perhaps the thousandth time,

““I don’t know why I don’t throw this in-
to the fire,” she said. “‘It's over-due long
ago, and Frank Ware has long since proved
that he is not the man to pay anytbing he
isn't forced to pay.

““ I've hoped for years that I might final-
ly get something from this note, given for
money my husband and I earned and saved,
dollar by dollar, but it's no use to hope so
any longer. I've written to Frank Ware
again and again, and I tried to collect it by
law before it ran out; but he had nothing to
pay it with then, and now, when he could,
he won’t pay it. I've heard that he has got
propecty now, and I think he ought to pay
me at least enough to keep me from being
what I've no need to be if I had my own.”

“I might as well burn the note and stop
hoping for what can never be—no, I’ll send
it to Frank Ware and tell him I'm in the
workhouse as a pauper, an’ he can keep the
note an’ put it where it'll remind him of
my shame and of his dishonesty every time
he looks at it.”

Filled with this new determination, she
went to Mrs. Bates and asked for writing
material.

‘I haven't written a letter for three or
four years,” she said, “and I never expect
to write another. 8o, if you'll let me have
a stamp for this, it'll be the last time I shall
ever ask for one.”

“ObNRY give you as many stamps as you
want, Nancy,” said the kind-hearted matron.

Daring the first ten years of married life,
Nancy Gregg and her mother had, through
industry and self-denial, saved five thou-
sand dollars with which to buy a small farm.
Not intending to use this money for as year
or two they had been induced to lend it to
Mr. Ware, who was then a prosperous vil-
lage merchant. He wanted the money to
increase his business. The investment
seemed a perfectly safe one, but before the
year went out, Ware had failed so disas-
trously that there was nothing left for his
creditors. He had gone away, and many
were the letters set to him by Mrs. Greggin
the days of her poverty and widowhood; but
for years no reply had come to her letters.

““And this is the last one I'll ever trouble
him with,” she said, as she slowly wrote the
following lines with a cramped and trem-
bling hand:

Mgr. FraNk Warg, Desr Sir:—I send
you this from the poor-house, where I have
been brought to end my days, which I don’t
think will be many, and I send you this to
let you know that I am here becanse you

on’t pay your debts. Isend you your old

Mrs. Gregg laid down her pen while she
sat for a in silent reflection, her el-
bow on the table, her chin in her hand.

There was an old leather-covered Bible on
the table at which Mre. Gregg sat. Her
eyes rested on the book when she put down
her pen. She drew it slowly towards her
and opened it at the sixth chapter of Mat-
thew. One of her fingers ran up and down
the yellow page until she had found the
twelfth verse. She bent low over the book
and read:

‘ And forgive us our debts as we forgive
our debtors.”

Nancy Gregg said the words over again
and again, elowly nodding her head to and
fro. Then she softly closed the book. Fin-
ally she took up her pen again and drew it
many times across the last lines she had
written. Then she wrote:

To let you know I have no hard feeling
against you now, though I have had in the
past, especially when I first came to the
work-house, But it's all right now, and in
this, the last letter I shall ever write to any-
body, I freely forgive you everything, and
wish you well. So no more till death,
. Nanoy GrEac.

Folding this letter, she put it and the note
into an envelope, and asked Mrs. Bates to
address it for her. When the letter had
been sent to the post-office, Mrs. Gregg said
to herself:

“I'm glad I didn’t write what I set out
to. Anyone old as I am ought aot to hold
spite against anybody.”

Three weeks passed and no answer had
come to the letter, Mrs. Gregg expected
none. She had determined to dismiss the
whole matter entirely from her mind and
had almost succzeded in doing so, when one
cold and snowy.afternoon, Mrs. Bates came
into the cheerless sitting-room of the poor-
house, and said:

“ Nancy, there’s somebody to see you
down in the parior.”

“To see me? Who in the world has come
to see me on such a day as this? Not Mary
Kuapp, or anyone from the village?”

“No; it’s someone I never saw before.”

% Why, I can’t imagine who it can be.”

She went hastily downstairs to Mrs. Bates’
parlor, and there came forward to ‘meet her
a tall, broad-shouldered and manly looking
young fellow about twenty-two or twenty-
three years old. As he came forward with
outstretched hand, he sald: “Is this Mre."
Gregg?”

“ Yes, sir, that’s my name."”

“] am very glad to see you. My name is
Sydoey Ware. I received your letter.”

+ Well, I—I—F'm sare you're very good,” | .

said Mrs, Gregg, still bewildered. * But of
ocourse I have oo legal claim on you.”

“But you have & meral claim on me, Mrs.
Gregg, and that is more binding in ‘my esti-
mation than any legsl claim could be,”

He drew out a purse as he spoke, and took
from it the faded and yellow sorap of paper
Mrs. Gregg had sent him,

“ The note,” he said, ** is for five thousand
dollars, with twenty years' interest at five

per cent.”
-

- - - - - »

Agsin the villagers saw the work-house
cart rattling down the street, and again its
occupants were Ezra Bates and Nancy
Gregg. ;

But old Nancy held her head now, and the
old black veil was gone. A smile was on
her face, and her eyes were shining. Again
Mrs. Knapp came running out with out-
stretohed hand.

“I've heard all about it, Nancy,” she
said, “and I'm s0 glad for you. I've just
been up to the little house that young Mr.
Ware has rented for you, and you've no ides
how nice and cosy everything is up there,
and I'm coming up again pretty soon to help
you get settled. You look very happy,
Nancy!”

*1 am,” said the old woman, with a child-
ish little laugh. ** It’ll be so grand to be in
a home of my own again; an’ I'm so giad to
know that there’s some honest folks in the
world yet. If there wasn’t, Mary Knapp,
I'd still be—be—a pauper.”

“ Gwine Back Home.”

As we waited in the L. & N. depot at
Nashville for the train, some one began cry-
ing, and an excitement was raised among the
P g2 A brief i igation proved
that it was an old colored man who was giv-
ing way to his grief. Three or four people
remarked on the strangeness of it, but for
some time no one said anything to him. |
Then a depot policeman came forward snd
took him by the arm, and shook him roagh-

“ly and said:

“See here, old man, you want to quit
that! Yoa are drunk, and if you make any
more disturbance I'll lock you up!”

“Deed, but I hain’t drunk,” replied the
old man, as he removed his tear-stained
handkerchief. “I'ze losted my ticket an’
money, an’ dat’s what’s the matter.”

“Bosh! You never had any money to
lose! You dry up or away you go!”

“ What’s the matter yere?” queried a man,
as he came forward.

The old man recognized the dialect of the
ner in an i and repressing his
emotions with a great effort he answered:

** Say, Mard Jack; ¥ze-binrobbed.”

“ My name is White.” %

“ Well, then, Mars White, somebody has
done robbed me of ticket an’ money.”

“ Where were you going!”

“ Gwaine down into Kaintuck, whar I
was bo’n an’ raised.”

* Where's that?”

‘““Nigh to Bowlin’ Green, sah, an’ when
the wah dun sot me free I cum up this way.

Hain’t bin home sence, sah,”

*“ And you had a ticket?”

“Yes, sah, an’ ober $20 in cash. Bin
savin’ up fur ten y’ars, sah.”

““What do you want to go back for!”

¢“To see de hills an’ de fields, de tobacco
an’ de co’n, Mars Preston an’ de good old
missus. Why, Mars White, I’ze dun bin
prayin’ for it fo' twenty y'ars. Sometimes
de longin’ has cum till I couldn’t hardly
hold myself.”

“It's too bad.”

“ De ole woman is buried down dar, Mars
White—de old woman an’ free chillen. I
kin 'member the spot same as if I seed it
yisterday. You go out half way to de fust
tobacker house, an’ den you turn to de left
an’ go down to de branch whar de wimmen
used to wash. Dar's fo' trees on de odder
bank, an’ right under ’em is whar dey is all
buried. I kin see it! I kin lead you right
to de spot!”

““And what will you do when you get
there?” asked the stranger.

““Go up to de big house an’' ax Mars Pres-
ton to let me lib out all de rest of my days
right dar. ['ze ole an’ all alone, an’ I want
to be nigh my dead. Sorter company far
me when my heart aches.”

‘ Where were you robbed?”

“Oat doahs, dar, I reckon, in de orowd.
See? De pocket isall cut out. ['ze dreamed
an’ pondered—I'ze had dis journey in my
mind fur y’ars, an’ now I'ze dun bin robbed
an’ can’t go!”

He fell to crying, and the policeman came
forward in an officious manner.

““Stand back, sir!” commanded the stran-
ger. ‘‘Now, gentlemen, you bave heard
the story. I'm going to help the old man
back to die on the old plantation and be
buried alongside of his dead.”

“So am I!” called twenty men in chorus,
and within five mioutes we had raised him
enough to buy & ticket and leave $50 to
spare. And when he realized his good luck,
the old snow-haired black fell upon his
knees in that crowd and prayed: 5

“ Lord, I'ze been a believer in You all my
days, an’ now I dun axes You to watch ober
dese yere white folks dat has believed in me
an’ helped me to go back to de ole home.”

And I do believe that nine-tenths of that
orowd had tears in their eyesas the gateman
called out the train for Louisville,
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A Preacher’'s Story.

LIKE OTHER MORALS HE FELL VICTIM TO
DISEASE—DR. AGNEW'S CATARRHAL POW-
DER WAS THE AGENT WHICH RESTORED
HIM TO HEALTH AND HE GLADLY ALIOWS
HIS NAME TO BE USED IN TELLING
THAT OTHERS MAY BE BENEFITED 700,

Hon. Geo., E, Foster, ex-finance
interview, warned

.

side is rushing in to take‘its place. |
risen and become chilled, the

has precipitated most of its moisture
form of rain, but carried the rest of is in high
currents back to the dark side and left 16
there in the form of ice. In time all the
moistare has thus been accumulated fn gla-
ciers on the dark side, and the light side has
become an abeolutely arid, sterile, s
desert. So it comes to pass that Venus
shows mone of the colors which Mars”and

other orbs display. She is s dreary bl

and white, underneath a yellowish

How did she die? Just as, it may be be-
lieved, many other worlds have died and

down to twenty-four hours. Millions of
years hence it will bave slowed down to 385
days and more, turning only once on itsaxis
for each revolution round thesun, One-half
of it will be a parched desert and one-half »
field of ice; and all will be dead. That I
one way in which worlds die.

The Horse in History.

In the southern districts of China horse-
shoes are made of cane or bamboo.

Historians believe that the horse was first
domesticated either in central Asiaornorthe

A Welsh law of the middle ages forbade
horses to be used in plowing, this agrioulturat

From this and two or thres other n
Arabiana are descended most of the |

Chimmra. \ :
Kmn&gmw-wu”
daya when Troy was besieged by the Greeks,
and Homer says the walls of Troy were
ered with sporting Trojans watching the




