all deseription, hoisted in

M """'f'i'.’u | ;ofb Lower
10

R e e win S

pro ’ -~ g ¥
riegoe” I L
¥ saberd §n Hi
44 and.

-
¥ - i ‘ '
| Ay, ©

R Ster aabld
3o By
5? e
o014 Lt b

PRY" . DU
IMEX T TIND T ER W,
Ready Made Clothing,
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TIN WARE, ETO,
EXTRA CASH DISCOUNT ON ALL
LINES,

“Higgh #F'Goods of Cash,

Butterand all Other Produce in Exchange
Nictaux Falle, May 9th, '87,

CRENT RE

= 1
The whale Stock of' LA

W. W. SAUNDERS’
mll_be xld at a Great Reduction _dur-
s o waIUR

w5 & I
selected lines :

DRY GOODS,
- H’Dﬂ?l,Y, a Specialty,

HATS AND CaPs, BOOTS, SHOES AND
SLIPPERS, OVERBOOTS, RUBRERS
AND LARIGANS, GROCERIES
AND” CONFRCTIONERY,
CANNED GOQDS, ES-
SENCES, EX-

TRACTS.

AND BATENT
MEDICINES, large
stock of LAMPS, GLASS,
EARTHEN, STONE, TIN-
WARE, HARDWARE, AND
CUTLERY. AND A SPLENDID
ASSORTMENT UF, XMAS  NOY ELTLES;

“'William "Hart,
Assiguee.

.

DR. FOWLERS
+EXT:OF ¢
‘WIL

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 reasbns why my coats are the
BEST and MOST STYLISH CUT:

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

They always fit into the waist with a
graceful curve.

The sheulders never wrinkle,’and always
improve on your actual build.

Every garmeunt is made on the premises
under my own supervision, by fipst-
chaes twilors.

( { ENTLEMEN who have found difficulty in
X being properly fitted by their tailors,

wili do well to call on we and I will guarantee

a perfeot fit.

FOR SALE 2t tie BRUG STOR.

(" ASTORIA, best Spirits Nitre, Sulphurie
_/  Aeid, Enos Fruit Salt, Plasters, Teaberry,
Tooth Powder, Pierce’s Medicines, full line,
Vasileres, fall lines, Paine’s Celery Com-
yound, Riege’s Food for infants, Lactated
i-‘wd,Chluride Lime, Diamond and Eleetrie
Dyes, Ingect Powders, Washing and Baking
Soda, Copperas, Senna, Alum, Indigo, Nut-
megs, Aniline Dyes, Puffs, Toilet Powder,
Soap, Perfumeries, Lime Juice, Mack’s Mag-
netic Medicines, Kendall’s Spavin Cure, Bur
doek Blood Bittegs, Standard Piano and
Organ Instruction Books, Sheet Music and
Blank Musie Paper and Books.

LR MORSE, x p.

2.

Setember, 158%.

 EXHAUSTED WIT

rl\ HE SCIENCE OF LIFE,
the great mediosl work
of the age on Manhood,
Nervous and Physiesl De- ;
bility, Prematurg Decline,~ &
Jrgogs of  Youth, and the
. -ugéoldmiseries consequent
% h on, Boo pPAges, 8 vo., W 7 7
%125 prescriptions for all diseases. _Cloth, full
gilt, only £1.00, by mail, sealed. Hlustrative
sample free to all young and middle-sged
men. Send now. The Gold and Jewelled
Medal awarded to the author by the National
Medical Assaciation. Address P, 0. Box 1895,
Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H. PARKER, grad
uate of Haryard Medical College, 25 years’
practice in Bdston, who muy be consulted cou-
fidentially. Specialty, Diseases of Man.
Office, No. 4, Bulfinch St.

At Private: Sale},
Valuablz Pmne@n Graaville St.

FYYHAT very superior and substantially
built. Two Story:Dwelling, with Garden,
containing § nore of land, well stocked with
Apple, Pegr and. Plawm Trees ; also Stable,
Carriage and " ;Ilomﬁ in good repair.

Immediat P e
Apply to xE L.
Lewis A. Dickie.

Bridgetown, Jan. 30th, 1889.

L BANKS,
PRODUCE cqnjumzon AGENT,
Parker Market Building, * -

., . Halifa, N, 8.
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OATMEAL,
FEERING, FLOUR;
“CORMEAL,

: L= 9" GROCERINS™ °
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HORSE CLOTHING,

Harnesses made to Order,
[ REPAIRING ATTENDRD -TO
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Nireet, :
*Best Liver Pill Known.”
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. Tablets,

HEADSTONES, Etc.
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Hoyt Bros.,

BRIDGETOWN, N &

LAWRENCETOWN
PUBP GOMPANY,

1880.) !

(ESTABLISHED

]

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE CELEBRATED

Rebber Bucket Chain  Puap,

~—ALSO —

U M | 'THE SHORTESTVAND BEST
: FORCE oy P’i BETWEEN NOVA SCOTIA AND

with Hote attached if required. |

We nre prepared to Manufseture
WOODEN WATER PIPES for un-,
derdraining or comveying water
under ground. Can be delivered
At any stationon the line of Rail-
way. Send for Price List.

nationsl

S0 U,

g =

Anna

F O R

BOSTON,

DIRECT,

b

oM

polis.

A

21st,

summer

Comme JUNE

neing FRIDAY,
BRUE\'S\VICK)’

direct.

than by adly

the
* having been thoroughly overhauled and fitted, will leave Annapolis every
Tuesday and Friday p. m., directly after the arrival of the Halifax express, for Boston

FARE FROM ALL W. & A. R. STATIONS

ONE DOLILAR ILESS

rrangemeinit.

favorite Side Wheel Steamer “NEW

other route.

The Palace Steamer “ CUMBERLAND’

ing at 7.256 Eastern Standard time.

W.H. KILBY, Agent,
Commereial Wharf, Boston.

June 25th, 1889.

A. R.

ST. JORIN " dINH.

John for Boston via Eastport and Portland, every Monday, Wednesday and Friday morn-

Tickets can be obtained from all agents on the W. & A. R,
Y‘El‘:'. CLBMKILL. Agent.

' or “STATE OF MAINE” will leave St.

R. A. CARDER, Agent,

Bridgetown. Annapolis.

o

e

BRIDGETOWN

-~

&

THOMAS DEARNESS,
Importer of Marble

u:‘ E‘Lnufututef of
Monuments, Tablets,

Headstones, &c.
Also Monuments in Red Granite

Gravile St, Bridgetown, . 3.

o

b TP i " I‘_ "5&
N/ Whving puiep
Trade from Mr, O, Whitman, parties ordering
anything in the above line ean rely on having

their orders filled at short qnt}p. |
“Bridgetowny Marcly 19th, 89. _
name in

BUBBER STAMP 512 ey
ting s k

, and INDIAN ll;itwll;:.
ts. = o
ke o5

B g Ay s 0. BT

d_the Stook Add

. D.

Gray Granite, and Freestone.

| selectod fruit,

Penipie Bar

Capt. Longmire.

Yl‘ll[s well known packet schooner will
regularly between ST. JOHN
BRIDGETOWN during the season.

Apply on board to
I CAPT. J. LONGMIRE.

| SALT and LIME ALWAYS IN STOCK,

ply
and

When vessel is notin
PETER NICHOLSON,
Bridgetown, March 12th, 1889.

Farm for Sale

i HE subscriber offers for sale that v

! nicely situated property in MIDDLE-
| TON, County of Annapolis, and Province of
&wtmw:& Post Road, and, inthe
immedis ; orhoed of Railway Statiop
legraph Office, Post Office -!d %hure g:
conzisting of about torty-five acres superior
soil, a thriving young orchard of about ome
hundred and fifty Apple Trees. of choioe
and conveniently divided
into hay, tillage and pasture lands. Is well
watered, has & commodious and Wmn‘h

fin house, woodhouse, stables, ete.,

in good repair. Terms easy.
. JONATHAN WQODBURY.

port, apply to CAPT.
i

N0 TISTE! N0 SMELL!
NG MAUSER!

PUTTNER'S EMULSION

of COD LIVER OIL with Iypophosphites
Iargely prescribed by

and Pancreatine is

physicians for
Nervous Prostration, Wast-
ing and Lung Diseases.

PUTTNER'S EMULSION

has_especially proved eflicacious .in cases of
’0“4‘ and delicate childremy and those who
are groing fast, for WOMEN who ave
debilitated, cansed by nursing, family cares,
over work, or troubies peenliar 10 their sex.
For invalids reeovering from sickness it is of
the greatest benefit.

Puttner’s Emulsion is sold everywhere for
50 eents.

Brown Bros. & Co.,

CHEMISTS, HALIFAX, N. 8.

0 vansiooras s-co'

ROUTE

THE UNITED STATES.

The qdickest tidie only 17 hours between
Yarmouth and Boston

THE FAST STREEL STEAMER {

“Y ARMOUTELY |

‘ TILL leave Yarmouth for /Bosten every

“'rrlnrvr]u_y and .\'rlllu"lﬂ.[l El‘ﬂu'n(/r,
after arrival of the train of the Western
Counties HRmilway: Returning, will leave
Lewis’s Wharf, Boston, at 10 a. m., every|
Tuesday and Friday, connecting at Yar-
mouth with train for Halifax snd Intermed-
iate Stations,

The YARMOUTH carries a regular mall to
and from Boston, and is the fastest Stéamer
plying between Nova Scotia_and the United
States. Fitted with Triple Bxpansion /-
gines, Electrie Lights, Dilge Keels, ote.” ™"

The Steamer *“City of 5t. Joha'" lewes
Pickford & Biack's.whaef @very Monday) at
10 p. m., for Yarmopth and intermedtate
ports; returning leaves Yarmouth every
Thursday, at 8 a. m.

For all othet information: apply ite: &.
CROSSKILL, Station Agent, Bridgetown, arfo
W. A. CHASE. L. E. BAKER,

Seet. and Treas. Manager.

Yarmouth, April, 59,

NORE [N CAKE THAN OTHER MAES

=  The Schooner

D “CRUSADE”

I. S. CESNER,

WILL make weekly trips between this
ort and St. John during the :ea-
son, calling along the river.

Freights handled earefull;.

LIME ALWAYS ON HAND.

Apply on board, or to
GEO. H. DIXON,
Bri‘.lgitgln‘{ ME’}:“.!]‘, 18¢9. if

O NOTICHE.

ALL persons having any legal demands

against the estate of the late OLDHAM
WHITMAN, of DBridgetown, deceased, are
roquested to render the saue duly attested
within twelve months fromn the date, and all
parties indebted to saii estate are requested
to make immediate payment to the uander-

signed.
EDMUND BENT,
Executor,
M'E?‘LIZ,“" 1889.

Administration Notice,
ALL persons having any legal demands
against the estate of the late Al
Marshall, Esq., of Clarence Centre, deceased
are hereby required to render the same duly
attested, to the subscriber within six months
from the date hereof, and all persons indebted
to the snid estate are required to make im-
mediate payment to the undersigned.
ALBERTA A. MAgllALL. '
Sole Administratrixz.
Clarence Centre, July 3rd, 1889. 6m

CARD
W. @. Parsons, B. 4.,
Barrister, Solicitor, Eic.
MIDDLETON, - - N. 8,
s~ Office in A BEALS'STORE. 16 tf
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T'm the fatherloss, ol on the
e Moll plays she's m-;&mother.
b

the church steps an’ I card
e TRt v
ple comes along and.drops  pepnies

Wi was goin’ tc )
?,ﬁ‘"‘" iyl g gdiencid

bsedly.  “Say, gimme some

il show ‘Yol a circus trick.”

uared off and lowered his
, ax; il about to butt into the

. goat fashion. He wonid

‘ 8 50, but the wiry little

AT 4 a

hesak

: a hyena in
the meantime, till all the windows in the
peighborhood were vaised 1o see what the un-

| earthly noise was about,

“There,” said Mis’ Simpkins, “I'll teach you
to sass me, yow little rip)”

He ate ravenously the breakfast she gave
him presently.

“Land sake!” sald she to Jim Sweet, “jist
look at that child eat! He' got aface for all
the world like a starved young pigeon. He
ain’t a bad lookin’ young *un éither, if he was
cleaned up, with them blue eyes. If that
hair was waslied out and combed, *twould be
as yaller an’ shiny as Pet Carstone’s. Looks
as though bis folks might ha’ been some-

What the child bad told Mis' Bimpkins was
absolutely all that could be found out about
him. He was nobody™ child. Nobody could
tell whence he came. He hung about the
grocery for two days. Mis' Simpkins fed
him. On the third day, she turned from
waiting on & customer, and eaught the dirty
little hand of this terrible infant thrust
into the tobaccd case. He was stealing her
best ten cent cigars.  She pounced upon him
and threw him outof the shop in righteous
wrath.

“You little riprobate! EfI had the lines
around your neck, I bet ye'd stretch 'em!
Lemme kitch you in this store agin!®

The chikl ran off inall haste, and disap-
peared around the corner. In spite of Mi¢’
Simpkins be had abstractes ope of the cigars.
He was minded to learn to smoke. He
wandered out into the.country. He went a
long way, so as to he sure he was out of the
sight of the village, and the hawk eye of Mrs.
Simpkins. Then he )it the cigar, and still
wandered farthér and farther.  He did nos
know where he was going, and did nos :lnk
about it. Little Rip put the yoll of be-
tween his lips, and puffed away bravely,
S g and taking long steps, as he had
%g men do. Shortly be began to feel
Vi sad, but he kept stoutly on, with a de-
votion worthy of a better cause., The mail
carrier pased by in his buckboard way

“"Twas the most rediclous sight I ever
seen,” said he alturwards. “Thar wus the little
cuss, lettin’on he wus smokin'. The cigar
bad a great Bng ash onit. He clitched it
between his fingers, jess so, like he'd seen big
follers do. Ile was desput around the
gills and so sick he but thar he
cocked his mite of a head up and went oun, a8
big as Gineral Jackscn.”

But at last there came & moment when
even little Rip's giant will gave out.  Hislegs
failed him. He felt sure he was dying, with
that awful feeling in his stomach. He was
only a baby after all. He crawled to the
roadsido and lay down beside a huge stone,
He groaned and cried bitterly, as many a big
boy would like to do, but doesn’t dare, when
he smokes his first cigar.

* & - - » *

That same afternoon Col. Carstons said to
Sam:

“Bring but Ulysses. I must break that colt.
It's going to be atough job, too. But Il
give him a lesson this afternoon.”

The children's pet had grown a magnificenit
animal. He was a splendid sorrel, with a
thin, quivering nostril, an arched neck and a
flashing eye. The colonel eyéd him closely as
Sam led him from the stable.

Mrs. Carstone came out with her baby in
her arms to see him mount.

“Take care, Tom, dear,” said she.
looks wicked.”

“I mever yet saw the animal I couldn't
master. And ‘a man who can manage a
horse can always manage a woman. They're
mueh alike, You must pet and master them
at the same time. The man who can' do that
is always a very good fellow, too, I've
noticed, eh, wife?”

He patted the horse on the neck.

“Ho, Lys, ho,ho. ' You Jook a little ugly,
but we'll soon take that out of you.”

The beautiful creaturé shied and reared,
but Col. Carstone at length got wpon his
back, and was of. He was a famous horse-
man, and an enthusiastic lover of horses, ' Of
the colt Ulysses he had great expectations.
The animal had proved unexpectedly hard to
train, however. He behaved r!ghtcn‘lﬁ{
that aftcrnoon though, and His master
him farther than he had meaut to do, be-
yond the village, on the State Line turnpike.
It was on this road that poor little Rip had
lain down, sick emough to die. He was a
queer sight lying there curled around like a
caterpillar, and making the outlandish,
groaning noise he was,

The horse saw him and. shied desperately.
His master spurred him on., He refused to
budge forward a step, but turned half around
backwards, and danced with rage and terror.,
The boy saw the rearing, plunging horse, and
started to run. This affrighted the beast
still more, The colonel’s bleod was up.

“Stop where you are, you imp of Satan,”
he roarcd at the boy. The horse became al-
most unmanageable even for his practiced
hand

“Ill break you: of this nonsense, or I'li
break your neck,” he said between his teeth.
But he was entirely steady and cool toward

the horse,

“Come, Lys,” he said, encouragingly,
“come I He pressed the spurs into

creaturd’at the same time.

In three seconds it was over.

The animal gave a snort of fury. He
reared perpendicularly in the air, and fell
over backwards. The colonel, presérving
still his presence of mind, had barely time to
free his foot. He was flung viclently upon
his head into the broken stone of theroad.

The horse's neck was broken. i

“He

L got drunk ap’ forgot me,” said
' gt " s
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up to the house, quick”
1t was her or Tom calling. She gave
i start. “Was 1t really g-owfng dusk? She
(o

mem r mother met her
“ug the porch.
" “Where. have you been all this time?” she

asked. Then, without waiting for an answer,
she ran on;

“Your father rode the sorrel colt away this
afternoon, He has pot come back. I'm
afraid something has happened to him. What
shall I do?”

Bhirley gatbered herself up, Her heart
gave a bound, and then stopped with an awful

stillness. <

“Which way did he go?” she asked.

“Towards Linwood.”

“Where's Sam?”

“Sam has goue to a negro wedding, and
won't be back to-night.”

The c.h;lldrcn gathered around while shey

X yd watched Bhixley with frighm
g eyes. It was Shirley they all
self in a moment, the good, brave daughter
again.

“Get the pony, Tom, and come with me,”
she said.

Shie went to the stable and saddled Penel-
ope, Ulysses' mate. In five minutes she and
Tom werc on the road to Linwood. Through
the gathering gloom they sped like the wind,
By the light streaming from the window th
discerned a group of persons at the door u;
Bimpkins' grocery. A small boy was telling
something  to the rest, throwing his arms
about in excitement. 1t was the baby tramp,
little Rip. Shirley heard these words:

“He spoke to me sassy, and lte says, ‘Stop,
there, you little'devil." Gee! but he said i$
sassy. Then he kicked his heels into the
horse's sider, an’ he spoke to him like he was
the boss, and told him to go on, But the
horse shook his head to tell him he wouldn’t,
Then the horse jumped on his hind legs like
this, and fell over. The man was throwed
out into the road. The horse didun't get w
again, and the man didn't get up again,
:’ehey‘m layin’ out there in the road yet, you

L 144

Shirley listened with pale lips. “It is my
father!™ sbo exclaimed. “Where was it,
boy

“Out there,” said the child, jerking his
thumb over Lis shoulder.

“It's out on the State Line turnpike.
Tom, quick.”

She was off again, like the wind.

“Good Lord, "twas Col, Carstone!” ex-
claimed Mis' Simpkins, “What if sho goes
out alone in thedark and finds her father
dead? Men! follow her quiok!”

Frieadly souls, half a dogen stalwart men,
pursued the girl as rrpidly as they might on
forseback. A wagon was hastily got in read-
{ness and sent after.

Never again had Shirley a ride like that.
She was a strong, hopeful girl, and always
fooked at the bright side. But now she was
overwhelmed with an awful presentiment of
something, she knew not what. From the
first moment she expected the worst.

Four miles ont from Linwood the State
Line pike passed through a wide, lmely val-
fey, wooded at the sides and fringed with a
dense, damp undergrowth of bushes. It was
the middle of June. The sky wasovercast
with blackness so that scarcely astar shone,
Yet the valley was lit by ten wmillion lamps.
An. iapumerable swarm of fireflies danced
above the undergrowthh. The damp air was
pne glow of intermitting, phosphorescent
nlight. Never before, or afterward, did Shir-
ley seo fireflies in such a gleam of splendor.
In after years she nover looked at one of
these light bringing creatures that it did not
recall that night.

Into the heart of this valley, into the black-
ness set off by millions of infinitesimal, flick-
ering stars: into the loneliness and silence,
Bhirley and ber awed young brother rode.
They saw two motionless, formless objects
lying dark against the dim, white turnpike.
A nameless terror clutched their young hearts
with an icy hand, Tom gave a cry which
was echoed back from the hillsides.

They dismounted. The friendly riders that
gallopéd up a little later found Shirley sitting
in the middle of the lonely road with some-
thing in her lap, unknowingly swaying back
and forth, and moaning:

“0O my father! My father!”

Little Tom stood close beide her, holding
the horses, and weeping bitterly. It was a
sight to weaken the stoutest heatts. .

And still the myriad lireflies danced up and
down, and gleamed through the blackness
with theéir quivering, weird sparkles.

It was the thoughtfulness of little Mis'
Bimpkins that sent the doctor down the road.
He examined the cold, senseless form.

“He is not dead,” he told them. ‘‘He is
still breathing! Lift him into the wagom
There! Careful! Get back and give him
air. Bhirley, get in, and hold your father’s
head on your'lap. Jium Bweet, lead her horse
and mine. I will go in the wagon, t00.”

So, through the darkness, the mournful
train headed toward the stone house. Gentle
and kipdly, if rough bands, laid Col. Car-
stone in his own Dbed that night. Iis wife
wept and moaned as one bereft of her senses.
It was Shirley who directed tho men where
to place him; Shirley who took the doctor’s
directions and listened to his verdict; Shirley
who sat beside her father’s couchand watched
with sharpened eyesight for sign of returning
sonscioushess.

The patient had suffered concussion of the
brain, and was in a state of stupor. How
severo the injury was could not be as yet
ascertained. All night Shirley sat there. At
daylight the rustie neighbors and people
from the village pourgd into the house. The
porch was full of them. They gathered in
the broad hallways and peered over ome
another's shoulders through the door and
windows. Here was an event, something out
of the usual. They were mnaking the most of
it, like a Fourth of July or a suicide, There
was nobody to keep them off.

As the sun began to climb the heavens, the
injured man stirred fuintly. The first row
of the gaping (vew reported the fact duly to
the row behind, and so the report spread
through the rarks. Struggling on the out-
skirts was tow-headed Ilughis Carter, little
Mis’ Simpkins' nephew. ﬁnﬁ worthy dame
was unable to be present in the of
affliction at the first stréak of dawn,bom to
being “stuck at home” by the necessity of
opening the grocery. But she hounded Sim
Bimpkins out of bed an hour earlier than
usual, stationed bim behind the window with
tho box of blacking and the two clothespins
In it, and was off with celerity to join her
neighbors at the stone house. Hughie, at the
steps, saw her afar off, coming up the path.
Straightway he sung out the news to her, at
the top of Lis piping voice:

“Aunt Sal! Sa-a-y! Aunt Sally! Aunt
Bal-l! He's a-comin to!” :

The patient beard it, . He opened his eyes,
saw bis faithful daughter, and then turned
them slowly about the room. He looked
about the room, and saw that he was there in
his ownbed. Then he perceived tho gap-
ing crew at the door and windows. He

|

Come

|growned. He turned his questioning eyes on
Shirley.

These be the first words he spake
returning to consciousness. Let them be

recorded: ¥
“Why is the house filled with this ungram-

mind, consequently
and konest. He scanned

ignorant and _ _persons
habitually hold their mouths open,” said be,

j “Shirley! Sbirley! Whereareyoun? Como‘

. | Tiere is not & tragedy in-life but has its |

" NO. 16.-

'amuvitions cntirely, . He was her counselor

and confidant in all things. All things! Per-
haps there was just one little corner of her
heart that she kept veiled from him. Per-
haps,” too, this adoicd and adering fathey
knew more even abeut that little covner than
Bhirley thought fér. !

There was something peculiaily Leantiful
and touching in this love bétween father and
daughter. They weré much alike. They
were of stroug, intense w.ture, hoth, so that
far more than tuo commeon tie between pareut
and child Lound them together, to begiil
But there was also superadded to this commnon
tic an intellectual goodcomrndeship lacking
between most fathers and daugbters. They
were very near to each other and very much
to cach other.

“Imean to study and practice writing for
two years, papa)’ said Biirley. When [ am
18 I shall Legin my poem. It is to be all
sabout women. I won't have a man in it, ex-
copt only just enough to hang the plot on.
| F'm tired of reading about men and fighting
Women have been sfighted in histery and
poetry sinco the ‘world bc®an,  ‘Moderate
bonoi's are suitable to women,’ says Tiberins.
It shall be so no mere. I will not have it sd.
The hero of my poem shall be a woman.”

8o the girl read and pondered, and dreamed
the days away. The poem took shape. Her
beroine should be a kingly woman, such as
the world never saw before, but should see
many a time hereafter, in the coming ages.
Bhe should be & woman, strong and shining,
bBead and shoulders above all the rest, like
Agamemnon, king of men. Hawthorne along,
of all the writers Bhirley read, had felt the
thrill of her heroine’s coming presence. Hes-
ter, in the “Scarlet Letter,” heard her od-
vancing footsteps:

At sorme brighter period, when the world should
be ripe for it. in Hesven's own time, & pew truth
will be revealed, in_order to establish the whole
relation between man and woman on a surer
ground of mutual happiness. * * * The angel
and apostle of the coming revelation must be a
woman indeed, but lofty, pure and beautiful, and
wise, moreover, not through dusky grief, but the
etheresl medium of joy.

As Bhirley read and thougbt, she was led
on to look deeper into the currents of human
existence, It came to her that her imagina-
tion would create a beautiful life that should
be an eternal benediction to womankind.
Women, the weorld over, would read the
poem, and this heroine of hers should be an
inspiration to them. The toilers, the troubled,
the beart Lnvken, the weak among women
should gather suength and hope from her
pages. Her poem—hers—Shirley’s—should
sing a strain of lofty music that would ring
around the werld.

And thent

Youth is strong and fiery and elastic. Her
thoughts suddenly dived down inte the veiled
corner of her heart. And they sang a song
that to her ear wasassweet as that which
should echo round the world. They sang
this:

Perhaps the master will hear it foo, and
comeé back!

CHAPTER VIIL
A CHANGE.

Shirley became impatient to begin her
work.

Col. Carstone seemed to get well, and
for a time appeared quite the same. DBut
after a month or two, it became cvident he
was not the same. He had been an unusually
calm, self controlied man before the accident
that befell him on the State Line turnpike.
Especially, though by nature quickly angry,
he hod had his temper singularly well in
hand. Shirley noticed that be had become
unaccountably irritable. The slightest eause,
a trifle, threw him into an uncontrollable rage.

The first time she observed this they were
riding together in the Lttle light carriage.
Her father was driving. A Loy started up
before them in the road, then slunk to one
side. He was the forlornest tatterdemalion
of a child, a mass of rags and dirt. He was
a picture to excite profound pity, being
stunted and starved looking, with stooping
shoulders and narrow, hollow chest. He bad
large blue eyes, that looked glassy above
his thin cheeks. But they were shifting
furtive eyes, as if wont to glance from
side to side, looking for a blow from behind,
or for something to lay hands on, and make
off with. He was a wee, hungry faced creat-
ure.

{That? That's the little devil that lost me
the sorrel colt. Get out of the way, there,
you!”

Col. Carstone gave the child a cut across
the poor little shoulders with bis whip. The
shild eried with pain.

“«Why, father!” said Shirley.
you do that®

“Let him keep out of my sight, then.”

In all his life he had never spoken so be-
fore. She said nothing; not a word till they
reached home. Neither @id the colonel
But Shirley straightway gathered up some of
Percy’s clothes, a basket of the food that is
dear to the appetite of a boy, and went back
to the road, and found the half starved creat-
ure, and fed and comforted him. 'Twas
poor little Rip, the baby tramp. She inter-
ceded with the local authorities for him. He
did not belong to Linwood parts, or indeed
anywhere else.

“We can do nothing for him. He's none
of ours,” they said.

“But you can't turn him out to starve, can
you?” she asked.

They “reckened” they couldn’t do that,
hardly. So after some delay, and much
hemming and hawing, Rip, Nobody's child,
was sent to the county poorhouse. There he
had food and shelter, such as they were. There
wo leave him, for the present. But he will
come in again. Though he did not belong to
Linwood, he belongs to this story.

The brief fit of anger which surprised
Shirley so that day in her father was enly
the first of many like it. He who was wont
to be tho sweetest, merriest of men to his
family became a torror to them at times,
What had come over their father? Ho re-
alized the chango himself, at times, and

the forgiveness. and forbearance of
his wifo and daughter in a humble way that
brought tears to their cyes.

He was not well in other respects cithar.
He dragged lis limbs with a sense of pain and
heaviness, thougzh he went abeut the mil and
farm still, and followed the old ways. One
day he sat in the porch with tho children and
their mother, looking out at the peaceful
valley below. A sudden gust of wind blew a
speck of something into his eye. Tho speck
proved to be a poisouous gnat. It blinded
him. Tho eye becamo presently so swollen
and painful that it was necessary to shut out
she light.  Shirloy bound a bandage ahout
the wounded cye.

“Stop, Shirley,” said he “den’t cover up
both eyes!”

“f dide’t papa; I only bound up the right
sye.”

yl'lo passed his hand across the left eye to
make sure. Ho opened and closed the lid
several times.

Then he sat in utter silence a moment.

“God help me!” he said at length, “I am
going blind in my left eye!”

It was too wrue. The sight of the eye was
all gone but the faintest glimmering of a gray
like twilight. He was unable to distinguish
ono object from another with that eye. Other
signs of failing powers followed. His

*How could

 people and events became confused
' He forgot sometimes the names of his
and called one by the name of an-
‘other, A pain in his head troubled him.
With o sinking heart the faithful daughter

to see such symptoms of dscay in this man of
and brain. At last the girl

“What a pitiful looking child,” said Shir- |

had been clear and powerful. Now he lost

watched these signs It was unutterably sad -
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ears with

“What inthander you talkin® aboutt” re-

plicd Sam, with an indignant aid. ‘He had

| boavd Col. Carstone say that and thonght
it sounded high toned.

That thero wnight be no possibility of mis-
undersianding. Mis' Simpkins came out flat
footed with tho question:

“Boss goin’ crazy, sin’t het”

Sain flaved up mightily. The honor of the
Carstone family hung upon him. He felt
tho respousibility of the oecasion. He an-
swered:

“Goramitey, Mis' Simpkins! Linwood
people’s a pack o’ pe’ white trash, da’ts what
dey ar’. Folks what'’s got plenty'brains don’t
gocrazy. It don’t runin der families. It's
only yer po’ trash dat loses der mins, an’ dey
lose 'em huntin’ arter other people’s business,
I speets to hyar dat all Linwood’s moved
into de loonattic asylum: befo’ long. Yah!
yah!” Witha twinkle of white teeth, and &
bobbinz of gray bhead, Sam turned his back
on Linwood.

But he looked very grave when noxt day
Cul. Carstone said he meant to statt that
afternoon to the city. A look of intelligence
passed between Shirley and the old servitor

“Papa,” said Shirley, “don’t you think Sam
had better go with you?” It irritated him.

“I think,” he answered, “that I am still
eapable of taking care of myself.”

“Oh, well, no offense, Col. Carstone,” said
Shirley, lightly. She thought to soothe his
wounded pride. “It will be a relief to you to
get away from taking care of the trouble-
some pack of us here.”

Her father’s brief anger was over. He
turned his eye upon the group (et gathered
to see him off, the handsome, merry children,
the beautiful, elder daughter, and the tender,
pretty mother of them all: He glanced from
one to another with a look of love and pride.
Then he kissed them, one after another,
which was a work of time, there were so many
of them. A new baby had taken the-place
of the old one. There were always babies in
the stone house. The father kissed the tiny
newcomer last of all. Then he placed it in
Shirley’s arms, not his wife’s. And he said:

“Take care of your mother, Shirley. Take
care of them all.” y

Those were his last words to them.

He descended the hill with his slightly
dragging gait, and they saw him no more.

In many a duy the colonel had not felt so
well as he did next morning., A sense of ex-
hilaration and a feeling of youth and lightness
lifted him quite beyond. the gloom that had
oppressed him for weeks. Ho was passion-
ately fond of music.’ In earlier days he him-
self had been an amateur singer of no com-
mon ability. A famous prima donna was
singing in opera in Chesterton this very week.
On the evening of that day “Norma™ was to
be given. It was one of his old favorites.
Tender memories were joined with it for
bim. It was ata performance of ‘‘Norma” he
first met his wife. Through twenty-five
years of happy life that night smiled back on
him.

What a lily of a girl his Alice was then,

in her white dress and white gloves, with
| lowers in her bair. Not at all like Shirley.
| Their daughter was of a stronger mold—and
| he was glad of it, perhaps, but if ever there
| was a flower maiden on earth, his sweet Alice
| had been one. If ever wile was faithful,
| tender, and levely, the flower maiden had
{ been so te him. How happy, thrice happy,
!'she had made him. His lot had béen blessed
| above that of common men. He smilad as he
| thought of all this.
The airs in the fine old composition were
| Col. Carstone’s especial favorites, and they
| ‘'were enchantingly sung. Helistened like a
| bird to catch each golden note, and smiled
| with exquisite bappiness; as the sweet, well
remembered strains floated to his ear.

It was the opening of the season. The
audience was a brilliant oné. Hundreds of
refined and cultired musical people had gath-
ered to give warm greeting to their prized
singers. The ladies were in light, flower-like
dresses, fairly rivaling the loveliness of na-
ture’s own blossoms, likewise scattered there
in profusion. The lights shene likestars. The
air was sweet with perfume and melody. The
scenc was like a fairy garden. Not one who
was there ever forgot it.

Inone of the pauses of the noble musiv a
hush like the breath of might fell on the great
audience. They were stilled till almost a
heart beat could be heard. :

Into the midst of this exquisite silence, after
this strain of celestial melody, a hlood-
curdling ery broke. A man was seen to fall
forward. It wasCol. Carstone. He had been
stricken dead in one moment.

Examination revealed that he had received
a fatal brain injury from the fall in she State
Lino road months before. The wonder was
he had lived so long.

They took his body home to the stone house.

Death had conquered. Never again would
the busy brain work and the strong arm ' be
lifted to protect his own. Never, though
they die of hunger, or be driven out homeless.
Though their innocent blood cry to heaven,
that which lies there in the coffin will not
hear.
Yet Death, the vietor, lnid his hand lghtly
upon the dead man. The marble like cCoulste-
nance. took on a beauty, a nobleness, yea, a
majesty, that glorified it beyond any comeli-
| ness the face of the living man ever wore, It
| was so grand a beauty that even therustic
neighbors noted it, and spokeof it yearsafter-
ward. Whatever was good in his habtire
lay revealed, undisturbed longer by passion
or weakness. Death the Destroyer was Death
the Beautifier, : oo

So Thomas Carstone slept wlg‘ 8 fathers.

“Well,” said Mis' Simpkins, “he an in-
surance of $10,000 on his life, and everything
comfortable about him. He was prepared to

come that said to Shirley: ;
“Take care of your mwther, Shirley.  Take
carc of them all.

CHAPTER IX.
FALLEN FORTUNES.
It was a rainy day. Smoke was
making its way out of the stone
ney, like a boy sent to school against his will.
A year has passed since the
last chapter. Not much bad happened to
people in that year. Yet it had been en
to change the destiny of some
life. It had brought
house. ‘The ‘death of

Shirley was the head of the family. From
ber . mother.down to. the S-yearwold Harry
all leaned upon ber, and Jooked to her to tell
them what fodomext. - -, ;. i




