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Professional Cards

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR.

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in A lis opposite Garri
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)

Every Thursday.

gate..

>

Consular Agent of the United States. T3
Agent Nova Scotia Building Socieey.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Firo and Lifo Ins. Co.’s.

#arMoney to loan at five per oceut en Real
Estate security.

0. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

‘NOTARY PUBLIC, Eio
(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Hend of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olaess
Real Hatate,

O. S. MILLER,
Barrister, &c.

Real Estate Agent, etc.
SHA¥NER BUILDING,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

P

Prompu u‘n\i satisfactory attention given
to the collection of ciaims, and all other
professional businese.

DENTISTRY!
DR. F. S. ARDERSON

Greduate of_the University Maryland.

wn and Bridge Work a specialty.
ce nezt door to Union Bank.
ours: 9 to5.

James Primrose, D. D. S,

Office in Diug Store, corner Queen and
Granviile Streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fced Primrose. Dentistry in all its
.ranches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

P stown, Sapt, 23rd, 1891,

& ; 1. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

25 of

Leslie R. Fairn,
ARCHITECT.

Present P. O. address—
AYLESFORD, N 8

April 1st, 1003.—1y

PALFREY'S

CARRIAGE SHOP

—AND—

REPAIR ROOMS.

QOorner Queen and Water Bte.

HE subscriber is prepared to furnish ke
public_with all kinds of Carriages and
Buggzies, Sleighs and Pungs that may be
ot Stock used in all classes of work,
ln’:?g&ng, Kepairing and Vanishing executed
n ‘qrst-clags manver,
ARTHUR PALFREY.

UNION BANK OF RALIFAX

INCORPORATED 1836,

Capital Authorized, - $3,000,000
Capital Subscribed, - 1,336,150
Capital Paid Up, 1,336,150
Reserve Fund, 931,405
P

DIRECTORS:
Wi, ROBERTSON, President.
wu. Rocaw, M. P., Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, GEo. MrrcuerL, M. P. P.
E. G. SyITH, A. E. JONES,
(GEORGE STAIRS.

Head Offies: Halifax, N. S.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager,
C. N. 8. Strickland, Asst, Gen. Mgr
W. C. Harvey, = - Iuspector..

BRANCHES:

Anngpolis, Arichat, Baddeck, Barrington Pas
sage, Bear River, Berwick, Eridgetown, Clarke’s
Harbor, Dartmsuth, Digby, Glace Bay, Halifax.
Inverness, Kontville, Lawrencetown, Liver-
pool, Lockeport, Mabou, Middleton, New
Glasgow, North Sydney, Parrsboro, Sherbrooke,
Springhill, Syduey, Syduey Mines, St. Peter's,
Truro, Windsor, Wolfville, Yarmouth.

Port of Spain, Trinidad; St John, N. B.

CORRESPONDENTS:
of Toronto and Branches, Canada.
National Bank of Commerce, New York.
Mercl ants’ National Bank, Boston.
London and Westminster Bank, London, England

Special attention is directed to the
OO&PARAT[VE STATEMENT below,
showing the progress made by this Baunk
1n the past sixteen years, also the increass
of business in the last year.
STATEMENT
= 1887 1903]
500,000 $1,205,900
40,000 825,
2,401

1904

& $ 1,326,205
% 225?:# Fund, . 925,00
Deposits, -
Circulation,
Loans, 4697,809
P. D. Bills 1316
Liabilities, 8,115,850
Assets, - ,650

42

;.134‘9

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT.

est allawed at highest current rate
ngs ts and on Deposit

: pts, componnded hvif-vearly.

vegetables?
some better than others?

Flavor is the special

Why do ybu buy certain varieties
Is it not because you like the flavor of

The delicate, fragrant flavor of Red Rose Tea

REASON N°

WHY YOU SHOULD USE

Red Rose
Tea

Because of its Flavor.

of fruit and

quality which stamps one

brand of food product as superior to another, and is the
quality that always commands the highest price.

is

plantations,

you won’t forget.

the result of scientific study and methods on the tea
and in the tea testing and blending rooms.

It has what might be called a fruity taste—a rich,
ripe flavor that is very pleasing to the palate—a taste

The Blue Label is recommended.

T. H. ESTABROOKS, St. John, N.B.
BRANCHES : TORONTO, WINNIPEG.

Poetry.

Faith.

God holds the key of all unknown,
And I am glad;
If other hungg should hold the key,
Or if He trusted it to me,

I might be sad.

The very dimness of my sight

Makes nre secure;

Foy groping in my misty way,

I feel His hand; I hear Him say,
“My help is sure.”

-

Laus Mortis.
Nay, why should I fear Death,
Who gives us life, and in exchange
takes breath?

He is like cordial Spring
That lifts above the soil each buried
thing;—

Like Autumn, kind and brief—
The frost that chills the branches,
frees the leaf;—

Like Winter’s stormy hours
That spread their fleece of snow. to
save the flowers;—

The lordliest of all things—
Life lends us only feet, Death gives us
wings!

Fearing no covert thrust, :
Let me walk onward, armed with vali-
ant trust,

Dreading no unseen knife
Across Death’s threshold
life to life! i

step from

0 all ye frightened folk,
Whether ye wear a crown or bear a
yolk,

Laid in one equal bed,

‘| When once your coverlet of grass is

spread,

What daybreak need you fear?
The love will rule you there which
guides you here!

Where Life, the Sower, stun(_]s,_
Scattering the ages from his swinging
hands,

Thou®waitest, Reaper lone,
Until the multitudinous grain hath
grown.

Scythe-bearer, when thy blade
Harvests my flesh, let me be unafraid!

God’s husbandman thou art!—
In His unwithering sheaves, oh, bind
my heart!

&elect Literature.

LESSON.

OLD MBS. DALLYS

(By Sarah Barnwell Elliott, in Youth’s
Companion.) .

The farmhouse stood in the midst of
fields that on two sides spread as far
as the eye could reach, with here and
there a stretch of woodland, and here
and there other farmhouses, while the
red clay roads went straight away, or
zig-zagged at various angles between
the various fences.

From the mountains to the east this
valley looked a map of living color,
green in spring, or gold in summer, or
party-colored as now, when the au-
tumn' hues touched the woods and the
fields were brown from plowing, or
faded yellow with stubble; but always
it was full of color and repose.

The public road went by the house,
and there neighbors passed, and pack
pedlers, who sold many gorgeous
things and brought newspapers of age,
and sometimes of distinction; also
pedlers in wagons, who purchased
eggs, chickens, butter and the like, for
which they paid cash, and which they
sold at the railway station, where an
agent bought for distant markets.

0ld Mrs. Dally sat now on the piaz-
za, knitting, while on the steps at her
feet a boy was reading slowly from a
newspaper. Jim went to school in the
months when it was open, and this
painful reading was the result of his
labors. He paused to turn a page.

“Gee, granny!” he cried. “Look
here!”” and he scrambled to his knees
to lay the paper on her lap. “Them’s
the buildings we’ve been readin’ 'bout.
Ain’t they big? Gee!”

Mrs. Dally adjusted - her spectacles
and took the paper, the boy getting
on his feet to look over her shoulder.
“Js they dome finished a'ready?”’ she
asked, slowly.

Then Jim spelled, “‘A-c-c-e-p-t-e-d.
I dunno what that means, granny.”

“Me, nuther,” Mrs. Dally answered.
“What’s the nex’ word? It’s short.”

“P-l-a-n, plan.”

“Law, yes, chile!” and Mrs. Dally
nodded. “Plan; them’s the plan how

they’ll look. My gracious, but I'd
love to see ’em!" The pedler man said

things was comin’ from everywhars to
this centennial—somethin’. I've done
forgot the other long word. I wish to
gracious you an’ me could get to see
it!”’

“Clean over to Nashville, Gmm\.\'\!“

« 'Pig fur; but look, Jim, - all them
buildings is right white, an’ the man
said thar’d be such a lot o’ lights
that night’'d be turned to day.”

“All them white p’ints” stickin’ out
round the edges,” and Jim ran his fin-
ger across the picture, “must be the
lights. ‘Gee!”

“What you got, and a
young woman came out of the house.
“That must be what Luke told ’bout—
the big show over to Nashville,” and
she, too, leaned over the pictures.

“The centennial, the pedler man call-
ed it,”” Mrs. Dally answered. “T'd just
love to see it! I ain’t never seen
nothin’.”

“It’d be heaps o’ money,”” her daugh-
ter answered. ‘‘An’
goin’ to be tell nex’ year.
'bout it.”” Then she

mammy?”’

Luke knows
went

| house again.

“Aunt Sally don’t favor it much,”
Jim said, slowly.

“Aunt Sally ain’t been long marri
chile.” his grandmother answered, “‘an’

and what her old mammy thinks don’t
mean nothin’ now. Ole people ain’t
much ’count, anyhow.”
ed puzzled.

‘“But I favors the show, boy,”
Dally went on, more briskly.
fine! Jest look at all thcm posts!”
pointing to a row of stately Corin-
thian columns. “They runs plumb
roun’ that house! My gracious, but
I'd love to see it!

» 9

seen nothin’.”” Her look left the pic-

tures and went far afield for a little |

while, Then suddenly, almost with a
start, she came back to her knitting.
After that she continued to glance at
the pictures, but not as one secing
them, and she helped only mechanical-
ly when Jim turned the page.

to her knitting. “T must git these
socks done,”’ she said.
on the steps.”

The boy looked at her wistfully. Her |
sympathy had never failed before. She |
caught the look, nodded and smiled; |

then her needles flashed more swiftly
than ever.

The next morning, - when with
carliest light the farm was astir, Mrs,

Dally moved more briskly than usual, |

and in the spring-house busied herself

getting certain pats of ‘butter to one |
| joined in Israel's lazy laugh.

side. In the outhouses, too, she was
very diligent in
She got quite a basketful, and return-
ing, she met her daughter,

“Is them all the gigs?”’ mammy?”’
she asked.

“No, these is Brownie’s aigs, an’ the |

speckly hens’ an’ the black hens’ an’
the white hens’—jest my own hens. I
ain’t tuck none from yo’ hens; ard I'm
a-takin’ the butter from my cows, too,
Sally. I aims to sell it over to the
depot.”

“Clean over.to the railroad!
you goin’?
the mare, too.”

How’s

Dally hurried out to the spring-house.
The daughter

twisted her hair a little, and stuck the
comb in again. :

Jim was waiting in the spring-house,
holding a tin bucket. “Is you sho’
‘'nough goin’, granny?”’ he asked.

;&7 | into the station.
anyhow, ’tain’t | hivni

s | 8 npping
| the railway.

into the | 2 :
| reaching it.

it won't go up here

% A . | “Downs wanted twenty-five
she thinks jest what her man thinks, | i : bk 4

| eighteen cents for eggs.”

The boy look- |

Mrs. |
*It's |

| an’

No, I ain’t never |

Then |

while he gazed, she returned vigorously |

“You set down |

gathering up eggs. ‘
| down.
| boy, an’ see
| makes buyin’
| cents an’ my aigs fer ten.”

i tened
{ ’em!
Luke’s got the mule and |
| Luke broke the silence.
“’Tain’t too fur to walk,” and Mrs. |

yers

Don’t try cheap cough medi-
cines. Get the best, Ayer’s
Cherry Pectoral. What a
record it has, sixty years of

Cherry
Pectoral

cures! Ask your doctor if
he doesn’t use it for coughs,
colds, bronchitis, and all
throat and lung troubles.

«1 have found that Ayer's Cherry t?omnl

is the best medicine lulrcurlbo lor bron-
chitis, infiluenza, coughs, afid hard colds.”
e, I SDRRAN, M.D, thaca. N. ¥.

# h = Al“'l Moss,

or o
nchitis

“Gimme that bucket, boy, an’ you'll
see.” Quickly she packed the butter
in the bucket, covered it with a wet
cloth, and fitted the top in securely.
“Now git yo' shoes, Jim.”

Very soon the two emerged from the
house, followed by Sally. “If you'd
’a’ told Luke, mammy,” she rcmon-
strated, “he’d ’a’ left you the mare.
"Tain’t doin’ him jestice fer you to
walk.”

“Thanky, chile, but I'm not aimin’
to disfurnish Luke of nothin’. I'm
stout yit to walk, an’ we've got some
bread an’ apples to stay us. Farwell!
We'll be back sooner'n you think. If
Jack Downs comes along, you kin let
him have the balance of the aigs and
butter if you want to. Far'well!”

Tt was a long tramp to the station,
but Mrs, Dally and Jim stepped along
cheerily, Jim from time to time look-
ing curiously at his grandmother, who
seemed to have changed so much and
so radically. What ailed her? It was
almost noon when the station came
in sight, and Mrs. Dally paused. They
were on the edge of a wood, from
which a small stream flowed out to
the road.

“We’ll set the bucket in the water,”
she said, “an’ I’m most feard to look
in to see if it’s got sof’. An’ we'll eat
gome bread.” She put the bucket in
the deepest part of the stream and
drew from her pocket a pone of corn
bread.

“It looks right good,”” she went on,
breaking it, ‘“‘an’ yo’ apples is in the
aig-basket. Sally’s ’bout gittin’ din-
ner now.” They ate in silence after
this. Then Jim put on his shoes, and
Mrs. Dally investigated the butter,
finding to her joy that . it was still
firm., -

On they went, Jim munching an ap-
ple, and his grandmother seeming to
talk to herself, for she nodded now and
then and shook her head. As she near-
ed the station a voice hailed her:

“Mornin’, Mis’ Dally! What you do-
in’ so fur from home—walkin’?"

She looked “Mornin’
Israel!” ‘“What you

up quickly.
she answered,
doin’ so fur from home—nothin’?”

The man laughed. “Peddlin’, is
you? Luke *Smith takin’ too big a
share?”

“If vo’ was ’tendin’ to yo’ business,
Israel Pullen, you’d not have time to
bother 'bout other folks.
Jim.”

The man leaning against the hitch-
laughed again. Mrs. Dally
increased her pace and went quickly
She found that the
had a
She

Come on,

ing-post

uu(‘h( ﬁh()‘) across
was not long in
The agent was reading a
paper aloud to another man and did
not see her.

“Butter is going up,” he read. “But
vet,” he added.
cents his
last trip. I gave him twenty-iwo, and

“You kin have mine fer that,”” Mrs.
Dally interrupted. The man dropped
The other man laughed
and looked over his shoulder.

“I've got five pounds o’ butter, good
fresh,” Mrs. Dally went on, “‘en’
three dozen aigs; an’ Jim, here, gocs
to school; he kin do the figgerin’ fer

)

you.

“What’s your name, ma’am?”’
the agent came to the counter,
Dally, an’ ell the

”

knows me. s

the paper.

and

“Nancy valley

“F'll take your things, and it comes
to one dollar and sixty-four cents. Or
will you trade for anything in the
store?”’

“No, I’'m ’bleeged; I'm not tradin’.
Will you take all I bring?”

“1 will.”

“An’ gimme jest
Jack Downs?’”’

“Just the same.”

“Well, good mornin’!” and taking
the money, Mrs. Dally left the shop.

what you gives

| meeting Israel Pullen outside,
the |

“Been findin’ out how Jack Downs
makes money?”’ he asked.

“No; Pm wonderin’, Israel, why you
don’t find out?”’ and she and Jim turn-
ed away, while the men in the shop

Reaching the stream, Mrs, Dally sat
“I'm goin’ to count my money,
how much Jack Downs
my butter fer fifteen

“It’s a long ways to pack 'em, gran-
ny.”

“Maybe, but my ole foots ain’t be-
in’ used fer no6thin’ eclse jest nmow.
Laws-a-mussy!” drawing from her
pocket the pair of socks she had has-
to finish. “If I didn’t fergit
Well, they’ll keep.”
As they ate that evening
“It beats me,
“what you’s

supper

Aunt Naney,” he said,

t peddlin’ fer.”
looked after her, then |

took out her back comb thoughtiully, |

“Mongy,” Mrs. Dally answered.
“I g’pose you mean I ain’t turned

| over nothin’ from the crap; but thar’s

expenses.”’

“I don’t mean nothin’, Luke, but
what I says, an’ I'll be certain not to
gell nothin’ but what’s mine. The
crap goes to s'pote us all, an’ I ain’t
seekin’ to go back on our ’grcement;
but I’'m wantin’ a little 'money, an’
I'm a-goin’ to make it, that's all.”

“But folks’ll b’lieve—"

“Jest what they want to b’lieve,
Luke, nummine what you tell 'em.
Now I'm goin’ to bed,” and she went
through an open door into the next
room.

Days and weeks and months passed;
winter with snow and ice, spring with
rain and wind, but Mrs. Dally did not
falter in her peddling. Back and forth
she went to the railwag, with Jim al-
ways beside her, and with an cnergy
about her that was almost rough.
Sally cried secretly and Luke was un-
easy.
~ “If she’d tell us what she wants
with money I could git it,” he said.

“If she wants it so bad,”  Israel
Pullen answered, “she could take the
farm back an’ make it a heap easier.”

“‘She’s more’'n welcome. All I claims
is Sally an’ Sally’s share.”

“I heard the ole man lef’ it all to
Mis’ Dally.” ; : 3

Luke shook his
¢’pose that's so.

¥ “v.

‘shoulders,
She’s ;

ly things, an’
ain’t it?”’

“When a pusson gives me anythin’,
I says thanky. I don’t talk 'bout no
share. You've got a mighty easy
place, Luke Smith,” and Israel walked
slowly away.

that's Sally’s share,

June came, and the pedler, passing,
paused to tell of the glories of the
Centennial Exposition. He had gaudy
prints which he gave when the gift was
justified; but Mrs. Dally was not
tempted. Her eyes shone and she ask-
ed many questions. She gave the man
his dinner and he gave her a picture.

It’ll be ready by July, will it?”’ she
asked, and put the picture where Jim
had to stand on a chair to admire it.
Then she went away to her churning.

On the first day of August Mre. Dal-
ly and Jim were very glad to get
home. It was hot, and the station
had been like an oven, but Mrs. Dal-
ly’s spirits were unusually high. Reach-
ing home, she had found Luke leaning
over the gate, and Sally sitting on
the steps, holding her apron as if she
had been wiping her eyes.

“Waitin’ fer us, Luke?”’ Mrs. Dally
asked,

“Yes,
sump’n.’

“Well, lemme git in an’ set down.”
Luke stood aside, then followed to the
piazza. ‘“‘It’s been powerful hot,”
Mrs. Dally went on, taking off her
bonnet and fanning herseli with a tur-
key wing. ‘“‘An’ what’s Luke’s news?”’

“Nothin’ much, only if you ain’t sat-
isfied, we’s willin’ to pack up an’ go.”

“So that’s yo’ news! Well, lemme
talk, an’ don’t say nothin’, Luke an’
Sally. Fust, I ain’t never been outer
this valley. Gal an’ woman 1've Jived
right here; born an’ raised an’ mar-
ried right here. An’ my han's is al-
ways been full o’ work, so’s I ain’t
never had time to think ’bout nothin’
but gettin’ my work done. But cince
Sally an’ you’s runnin’ the place, an’
1 ain’t needed, I've donc got restless,

ma’am, an’ -to tell

»

you

an’ all my peddlin’s been to git mon-
ey to go. An’ to-morrow we're goin’,
me an’ Jim, goin’ to the centennial,
an’ I ain’t sayin’ how long we’ll stay.
I promised Jim’s mammy and daddy—
both died in these arms—that I'd nev-
er leave him, an’ I won’t.

““Yes, we're goin’,
is dead or married, an’ my ole man’s
gone, an’ settin’ idle I seem to see 'em
an’ hear ’em, an’ such a longin’ grips
me I can’t stan’ it! An’ I 'lowed if 1
had a fine show an’ strange folks an’
travellin’ on the train to think ’bout,
I'd not be so lonesome. Don’t say
nothin’, Luke and Sally, ’cause I done
bought the tickets. I ain’t seen noth-
in’ in all my life 'cep’ cattle an’ trees
an’ neighbors, an’ I'm tired!”

She flung her apron over her head,
and in:the astonished silence that fell
she rocked back and forth for a mo-
ment, then rose quickly. “I ain’t no
mo’ use, an’ I'm goin’ to git out fer
a while,” she continued, “

All my chilluns

‘cep’ if we
likes livin’ thar,” and she went into
the house.

Mrs. Dally and Jim sat on the steps
of a bhuilding. in the
grounds. They sat very
gether, as if to show that they did not
claim much room,

Exposition
close to-

and from time to
time, as they ate their corn ponme, they
threw wary glances at a policeman
frightened and bewildered
them by ordering them up from where
they had been sitting flat
grass.

They had arrived the evening before,
and had been taken to lodgings by a
kindly man, and later to the grounds,
where the display of fireworks had fill-
ed thcm with astonishment that a-
mounted to dismay, and instead of the
glory of the “New Jerusalem” that
Mrs. Dally had imagined, had seemed
far more the fires of the ‘‘Judgment
Day.”

Their lodgings had seemed dreadful
to them, too, and the food strange.
That morning the woman had demand-
ed her payment, and the amount had
made Mrs. Dally breathless. Now they
sat eating their bread silently, until
Jim said, “We ain’t seen all yit, graun-
ny.”

“An’ we never will,”” Mrs. Dally an-
swered. “But le’s. go an’esce all we
kin befo’ I settles things.”” Rising,
she took up her basket and her tur-
key wing. Slowly, - aimlessly. they
wandered in and out. of the buildings,
gazing about ignorantly, silently, un-
til they reached a structure that look-
ed cool and that seemed empty of peo-
ple.

“M-a-c-h-i-n-e-r-y,” Jim spelled, and”
an attendant translated, ‘“Machinery.”

“Kin I go in an’ res’?’” Mrs. Dally
asked. “I’'m that tired!” and gainine
permission, they entered as to a Laven
of refuge.

All about were engines of many
kinds, moving smoothly and smelling
of oil, but the chatter of the crowds
and the amused glances for the old
woman were absent, and there was no
policeman -in sight. ‘‘You kin go out-
side,” Mrs, Dally said to Jim, giving
him an apple, ‘“but don’t go fur,” and
the child went out of the door.

Mrs. Dally sat still for a time, with
her face fallen into lines of wearincss,
almost of despair. Then an object
caught her wandering glance—an old
spinning-wheel! - The nttendant saw
her start.

“You know spinning-wheels,” he
said. “Over there is all the machin-
ety that ever made cloth, frcm the
spinning-wheel to the latest inven-
tion.”

“Yes, sir,”” Mrs. Dally answered.
“Thanky, I know; you needn’t come,”
and she crossed the hall alone.

She looked at the old wheel wistful-
ly. It was just like her own that had
been her mother's and her grand-
mother’s.  She sat down close to it.
Her grandmother had been a great
spinner and weaver, and Sally was
smart about it, too. She could see
her own  mother sitting beside the
wheel as she first remembered her, al-
ways so busy, so cheerful, and when
old age came she had been so patient,
and she must have been lonely.

She, herself, loved to spin. Her
husband used to watch her, and her
little ohildren pulling at her skirts—

mehow she seemed to have deserted
an!' No—no—of course not! Her

who had

on the

pto the boy's e

head drooped, she closed her eyes—her
thoughts went on. Sally would be
sitting on the piazza now;

and Luke—Luke was a
spoke about going
been crying.
The steady
and the of the building
brought back to her the stream where
she and Jim always rested on their
way to the station. The sound of the
water and the coolness of the wood
seemed to be about her. Yes, Sally
would be on the piazza ahont this
time, and Luke down in the ficlds.
Sally had good child,—Sally
was her baby,—and she had made Sal-
ly- and Luke feel unwelcome!
She raised her head suddenly, and
turned the wheel with a quick spin.
“No handling, old lady!”’
attendant crossed to her.
Mrs. Dally

good
away, Sally had

coolness

been a

and the
almost sprang up.
“Here’'s a quarter if I've hurt any-
thin’,”’ she said, impatiently.

“All right, I don’t went your mon-
ey.”
fer somethin’ mo’,
granny?”’ aad Jim crept to her side.

“Is you payin’

“No, chile, but I’s found out some- |

thin’, an’ I'm goin’ home.”
“Is you granny?”’ A light sprang

plow. "Le’s go!”
There was not a glimmer in the east
when Mrs. Dally and Jim reached the

ond the |
other day when she had cowe home, |
boy— |

whir of the machinery |

“I’d. heap ruther |

Satisfaction

Is what every onc of our

customers express who use

Warren's Emu'sion
of Cod Liver 0il.

It's the highest standard

both as to materials and

mode of preparation.

Royal Pharmacy

W. A. WARREN, Phm. B,
Chemist & Optician.

home station, and the men suggested |

that they wait until it was light; but |

Mrs. Dally
home,”’
a little.

How fresh it was—the silent night
gray as
the familiar road,

declined. “I mus’ git

she said, and her voice broke

growing they stepped along
and the sound of
the stream that seemed as if il sang a

the
to

welcome.
old
drink.
“Ill tuck off my shoes,” and Jim
stepped into the water with a chuckle.

“Good, clean water!”

woman said, and stopped

On they went, the east shining dim-
ly, the earth all dewy frech, the shad-
owy woods beginning to show green.
“We'll git
said, walking on more happily than he

home fer breakfas’,”” Jim

had done since his grandmother had |

begun to peddle.

“An’ the victuals’ll be fit to eat,”
Mrs. Dally answered. ‘“I'm
hungry fer the fust time
BDought them tickets.”

Although the sun had not risen, it

was quite light when they turned the |

*“Thar 'tis!”
the old woman cried, her eyes shining
behind her spectacles. “An’ look how
purty the smoke comes out the chim-
An’ the ole gander a-
lookin’ through the gate—he’s lookin’
fer the the

old goose's a-comin’!”’

last bend in the road.

bly! thar’s

ole goose. I'm a-comin’,
ed almost hysterically.
Jim threw open the gate.. Sally ran
to in
and Luke,
the

be
trembling

to the door clasped

mother’s arms,
wonder-stricken, came in from

yard.

“Fer mussy sake, chillun, be glad to |

sce vo' ole mammy!”’ Mrs. Dally cried.
“We is glad!” Sally answered. ‘Pull

off yo' bonnet, mammy, an’ draw up |

yo' cheer.
1 was feared you
home agin.

time?”’

never -was

There was a moment’s silence; then
Mrs. Dally answered slowly.
was a powerful sight o’ strange folks
an’ a heap o’ curus things,”
“‘an’
sot the

in’ to

But it was all strange to me an’ Jim, |
an’ we didn't onderstand nothin’. An’ |

we didn’t seem to mean nothin’ to no-
An’ we didn’t seem to know
not one thing tell I come up
Then at las’

body.
nothin’,
on an ole spinnin’-wheel.

I knowed one thing—that I was jest a- |

longin’ an’ a-hankerin* to come home.,”
There was a
she paused for a moment.

“In all that place full,” she went
on, “that was all 1 knowed.
ed like I seen my ole mammy a-

Physicians tell us that all
the blood in a healthy
human body passes through
the heart once in every two
minutes. If this action be-
comes irregular the whole
body suffers. Poor health
follows poor blood ; Scott’s
Emulsion makes the blood
pure. One reason why

SCOTT’S
EMULSION

is such a great aid is because
it passes so quickly into
the blood. It is partly di-
gested before it enters the
stomach ; a double advan-
tage in this. Less work
for the stomach; quicker
and more direct benefits.
To get the greatest amount
of good with the least pos-
sible effort is the desire of
everyone in poor health.
Scott’s Emulsion does just
that. A change for the
better takes place even-be-
fore you expect it.
s We willsend you a
sample free.
Be sure that this
picture in the form of
a label is on the wrap-

per of every bottle of
Emulsion you buy.

Scorr & Bownz
Chemists
Toronto, Ont.

tsand $1.00
M

feelin’ |
since I |

and she laugh- |

her |

I've jest tuck up breakfas’. |

she said, |
at night I ’lowed they was aim- |
whole country afire. |

It ’pear- |
stan’- |
— | boats capsized, and the men swam and

Two Minutes

in’ by that wheel, an’ she was laugh-
| in’ at me. An’ my ole man was thar,
| too, lookin’ oneasy, an’ my little dead
| chillun a-pullin’ at my frock. All that
| set my heart a-grippin’ me here at
home had followed me, an’ my baby,
my little Sally,—I know I have hurt-
ed her feelin’s,—was thar, too,
me, an’ I riz right up
an’ I hopes glad,
She looked wistfully from
| one to the other.

on’
a-callin’

an’ come,
| chillun?”’

was

vou’s

“Co’se, mammy, we's glad, me an’
Luke!” And Sally poured her moth-
er’s cup of coffee, and Luke piled food
on her plate.

“Thanky, chillun, thanky, an’ don’t
you cry, Sally.
in’,

You ain’t done noth-
Only
onrighteous;

no mo’ has Luke.
| fer a while I was
but the good Lord

me, an’
rale
has done sot me
| straight now, when I don’t d’'serve ro
; sich mussy, an’ showed me what I is.
| The fust thing to
| this mornin’ was

say howdy to me
the ole gander, a-
{ stretchin’ his neck through the pate
| like he knowed a ole goose was a-com-
home, an’ that is what 1's p’inted
out to be, an’ I oughter found it out
| "thout havin’ to go galoopin’ cfi to no
| show! 1 had to laugh, but my heart
| was in my mouth. Now,” she rose
| and held up her right hand solemnly,
“‘witness all, that I never was so glad
| fer nothin’ in-all

| in’

life as fer you
1o

my
chillun an’ fer my home!
And the sun, striking over the mrgmA
| tains, flooded in at the door, filled the
old home with God’s own glory, and
shone reflected on the tired eold face.

“Yes,” dropping her hand on her
| daughter’s shoulder, “what i1s give to
| us, that is bes’ fer us. Amen!” And
| Jim and Sally and Luke were still as
if a prayer had been said.

comin’ |
Didn’t you have a good |

Take Notice

“Thar |

We publish simple, straight
monials, not press agents’
| from well-known people.

From all over America they testify
to the merits of MINARD'S LINI-
MENT, the best of Houschold Reme-

dies.
C. C. RICHARDS & CO.

testi-
interviews,

—————

“Let’s Have Christmas.”

catch in her voice and |

On December 22nd three pushboats,
| with a crew of seventeen men, were en
route to Pikeville, Kentucky, the boats
with ~freight. At the
mouth of the Beaver River, two of the

{ being loaded

| waded ashore with much of the freight.
| A jug of wood alcohol was one of the
| articles saved. It was dark, and the
| men were chilled and wet. Fires were
built and supper started. A man came
| along and sold them four bottles of
Moonshine whiskey. = They drank the
whiskey and wanted more. One man
said, “Let’s drink the alcohol.”
Another said, “It will kill us;
| the *poison label.”

Omne of the crew began mixing drinks
and said, “Come on, let’s have our
| Christmas now. If it’s poison, we will
| all die together.” They drank the
| stuff, and while at supper they became
violently ill, and thirtcen died.

see

Cured His Mother of Rheumatism.

“My mother has been a safferer for
many yecars from rheumatism,” says
W. H. Howard, of Husband, Pennsyl-
vania. “At times she was unable to
move at all. I presented her with a
bottle of Chamberlain’s Pain Balm,
and after 'a few applications she de-
cided it was the most wonderful pain
reliever she had ever tried, in fact,
she is never without it rnow, and is
at all times able to walk. An occa-
sional application of the Pain Balm
keeps away the pain that she was
formerly troubled with. For sale by
S. N. Weare.

-

Each one of us is bound to make the
little circle in which he lives better
and happier; each one of us is bound
to see that out of that small circle
the widest good may flow; each of us
may have fixed in his mind the
thought that out of a single house-
hold may flow influences which shall
stimulate the whole commonwealth and
the whole civilized world.—Dean Stan-
ley.

What is Dyspepsia ?

e

Qualms, nausea, longing for food yet
dreading to eat. You may have the
real thing, but Ferrozone will cure you
like it did S. D. Huntingdon, of Ham-
ilton, who says, “I frequently was at-
tacked with such acute dyspepsia that
1 thought it must be heart disease. I
used Ferrozone and got relief. I kept
on using Ferrozone and was cured.
My digestion is in perfect order and I
can eat anything to-day.” Nothing is
as pood as Ferrozone for dyspepsia
and those bothered with weak stom-
achs. Price 50c. at druggists.

—The C. P. R. Co. will add threc
steamers to their Atlantic fleet.

R A T

Mipard’s Liniment Cures Diphtheria.

WAR NOTES.
NO PEACE OVERTURES.

London, Jan. 3.—Baron Hayashi, the
Japancse Minister, said to the Asso-
ciated Pr

“] know nothing
proposals for peace overtures,
must come from Russia. 1 h
reports of President Roosevelt’s

about
They

whatever

to use his good offices for the

of the war, but go long as the views
of the Gov are un-
known, I do not see any opportunity
for mediation

2ussian srnment
the exercise of
the statement
on the subject as purcly conjectural.
The report that Japan will offer the
terms of peace is absolutely unfound-
ed.”

In all other well-informed quarters
in London the Associated Press re-
ceived the assurance that the talk of

or for

good offices. 1 regard

mediation is entirely premature.
WILL FIGHT TO THE BITTER END.
Montreal, Jan. 3.—M.
Russian Imperial Consul General for
stated that the
fall of Port Arthur was a mere inci-
dent of the war. It came sooner than
his advices led him to expect, but it
was regarded inevitable. Russia; he
said, would certainly prosecute the
wz - with unabated energy and would
occupy Manchuria north of Mukden
and hold it, that the country
traversed by the continental railway.

de Struve,

Canada, this morning

being

ussia would take the stand that any
advances for come from
He de-
clared emphatically that Russia would
fight to the bitter end and would un-
doubtedly

peace must
Japan, who started the war.

win sooner or later.

The Russians claim to see a blessing
in disguise in the fall of Port Arthur.
They say that the Ruscian Second
Pacific Squadron can now wait until
it is over
that General Kuropatkin will be able

vhelmingly reinforced, and

ole
without making

to manage his campaign with a s
eye to his own su
any false steps animated by a desire
to relieve General Stoessel.

A Serenely Happy Man

Is Mr. Thos. McGlashan,
Pelham, who was cured of
rheumatism by Nerviline, the most

rhcumatic remedy in the
““1 gufiered all manner of pain
for years,”” he writes, ‘“‘and Nerviline

of North

muscular

v suffer-
oints and
] . It's sure
25¢ for a large bot-

gs lasting r
er frcm lame b
swelled limbs u
to cure and costs
tle.
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The Oldest in St. John.
Gilbert Bent & Sons Have Done Busi-

the Same Stand For
Sixty-One Years,

ness in

On

years,

the same stand for
in the

which has continued

sixty-one
same line of business

to develop and
to year,
once having failed or found themselves

expand from ycar without
in a state of financial suspension, is
the boast of only one wholesale gro-
cery firm in this city, Gilbert Bent &
Son, the oldest established house of
its kind in St. John. The
business and the
experiences of its foun since the day
he landed in the Loyalist town is an
interesting one.

Gilbert Bent came to St. John from
Granville, N. S.. in 1843, and started
his business on the south side of Mar-
At that time the chief
business along this line was the river
trade, the produce being brought down

story of
the progress of the

ket Square.

There was as
much retail business done on the wharf
then ®is wholesale, but as the years
went by Mr. Bent concentrated his ef-

he river in woodboats.

forts along the wholesale line, and the
business to-day is the result.

In 1877 Mr. Bent’s sons, Gilbert O.
and F. G., werc taken into the firm.
The latter is now manager of the firm,
which has the confidence of the public
to the fullest extent.

This record is one of which Mr. Bent
may well feel proud.—St. Jobn Sun.
R T AR
Chamberlain’s Conzh Remedy Ab: ol
utely Harmless,
cinldren medicine

substances s

The fault of eiving
containing  injurious
sometimes more disastrous than the
i Every mother should know
amterlain’s Cough Remedy is
safe for children to take. It
contains nothing harmful, and for
cong he colds and croup unsurjass.
ed. Far Sale by S. N. Wea

discase.

Remarkable Eseape of a Press Feeder.

Sandy Hill, N. Y., Dec. 30.—John
Stockton, a press feeder at the Union
Bag' and Paper company’'s mill here,
had a remarkable from death
to-day. He v
press when

escape
cleaning the hig pulp
hands were caught be-
tween a six-inch roll and the felt-cov-
cred bed, and before the machine was
stopped his. entire body, with the ex-
ception of his feet, had passcd under
Under normal conditions the
bed is
quarter of an

the roll.

space between the roll and
I

scarcely more than a
inch, yet the physicians who examined
Stockton found that not a single bone
had been hroken, and they expressed
the belicf that he would recover.

S A

—An agreecable movement of the
bowels without any unpleasant effect
is produced by Chamberlain’s Stomach
and Liver Tablets. For sale by S. N,
Weare.

HEAE M T S

The curtain has been rung down on
the Doukhoboor agitation in Manitoba
and the Territories. Four leaders of
that famous uprising, fanatics who
were not amenable to have
been arrested as vagrants by the Win-
nipeg Police and are now awaiting
sentence.  Their names aré Metro
Svetlikoff, Tynwiy Lenow, Alexy Mac-
Hortow, and Nickolay Kuchtinow.
Compelled by extreme cold to seek
shelter, they became a nuisance at Im-
migration Hall and were turned over
to the police to keep them from in-

jury.

reason,

Minard’s Liniment Cures Colds, ete.




