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RHODES, OURRY&Co.
AMHERST, NOVA SCOTIA.

Manufacturers and Builders

SCHOOL, OFFICF, CHURCH AND HOUSE FURNITURE.
Manufacturers of and Dealers in all kinds of Builders Material

Send for Estimate».

Comfort
IN CORSETS

Can only be obtained by wearing 
No. 391 “ Improved All-Feather- 
bone Corsets.” No side steels to 
break, hurt or rust.

TRY A PAIR.
All First-class Dry Goods Houses Sell Them,

/"> r\ r\

DON’T READ THIS-
When You’ve Printing to be Done

Send it to Another Town

Advertising 
Billheads 
Cards
Qance Orders 
Envelopes 
Fancy Work 
Gummed Labels 
Hand Bills 
Illustrated Giro’s 
Jar Labels 
Komic Ruts 
Labels
Mailing Wrappers 
f<ews Letter 
Our Prices Low 
Pamphlets 
Quick Work
(Receipts CO
Stateme nts 
Tickets and Tags 
Unexcelled Work 
Visiting Cards 
We ding Cards 
Xpress Prepaid 
Vou will find us 

! Zealous to please

All Sorts

TRAPPED.

It was rather startling to be awakened 
by the light of a dark lantern shining in 
one’s eyes, but Editha’s politeness did 
not desert her.

‘Won’t you sit down, Mr. Burglar?’ 
she said sweetly.

Unthinkingly he obeyed and met his 
doom.

For in another moment he was so en
tangled in the tidies, throws, ribbons, 
etc., with which the little willow rockor 
was covered that he could do nothing 
but sit still and glare at her as she step
ped over to the telephone and called the 
police.

A Boom to Houseman.—One bottle of 
English Spavin Liniment completely re
moved n curb from my horse. I take 
pleasure in recommending the remedy, 
as it acts with mysterious promptness in 

of hard, soft or

KJ J J W W W w

— There is a certain judge in Chicago 
who rather prides himself on his vast 
and varied knowledge of law. The other 
day ho was compelled to listen to a case 
that had been appealed from a justice of 
the peace. The young practitioner who 
appeared for the appellant was long and 
tedioui. Hi brought in all the elemen 
tary text-books, and quoted the funda
mental propositions of the law. At last 
the judge thought it was time to make 
an effort to hurry him up. ‘Can’t we 
assume,’ lie said blandly, ‘that the Court 
knows a little law itself?’. ‘That’s the 
very mistake 1 made in the lower court, 
answered the young man. .‘I don’t want 
to let it defeat mo twice.”

The prompt use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla 
will’ invariably cure all affections of the 
kidneys.

U. S. Tariff changes have brought 
about the cancellation of the reciprocity 
treaty between Spain and United 
States. This will materially affect 
the U. S. trade with Cuba.

PUBLIC NOTICE !
Edwin Spence and Nelson W. Tucker 

of Bots ford in the County of Westmorland 
and Province of 'New Brunswick, doing 
business as Lobster Packers under the name 
and stylo of Spence and Tucker have this 
day AS8ItiNRl> all their property 
eatate, and effects to me in trust for the 
benefit oftliuir creditors. The trust deed 
lies at the offices of "Grant and Sweeney 
Moncton, and Mai rose, N. B., and all part
ies \yishipg to shave in said Eatate are re- 

^..-'•'Tpnred to execute tlm same within three 
months from this date.

Dated at Botsfonl this 17th day of July, 
A. D. 1894.
Grant & Sweexxy» ) GEORGE OULTON, 

S ' Assignee 
estate Spence & Tucker.

Solicitors.

Notice of Co-Part
nership.

rjnHK public, are hereby notilied that we ltav.e this 
JL' fifteenth day of March, A. 1)., 1894, entered 

inp) co-partnership aivU will do business at liayfleld 
Botsford, in the unlive and style of

CRANE & DOBSON-
A full stuck of goods such as are usually kept in 

1 a country store will he offered where inspection of 
quality and prices is kindly invited.

TholvusincKH lately conducted by Mrs. F. Crane 
having been purchased by us, all persons indebted 
to Mrs. Crane will please pay the same to us.

W. Leonard Crane,
W. Harvey I>oJ»son. 

Bayfield, March 15,1894. if

the removal from horses _____
calloused lumps, blood spavin, splints, 
sweeny, stifles and sprains. George 
Robb, Farmer, Markham, Ont. Sold by 
A. Dixon.

‘It was a very exciting adventure., 
said Dicky Duddles. T was at my wits

‘Dour me,’- replied Miss ' Cayenne, 
‘what a short journey,’

Avoid the mood Byronic,
Dismiss dyspepsia fears;

Take Hawker’s Pills and Tonic,
And live a hundred years.

The sacl-eyed, soulful poet wrote 
An ode to tippling rills;

His readers found an antidote 
In Hiwker’a Liver pills.

A number of students were deep in 
conversation on Newfoundland dogs.

‘Yes, my brave Carlo once saved me 
in a terrible emergency. ’ •

‘Oil! tell us all about it!’
I sold him for 60 francs when I 

hard up.’

Neglect of the hair often destroys 
vitality and natural hue, and causes it to 
fall out. Before it is to late apply Hall’i 
Hair Renewer, a sure cure.

H'cks—The letter '*S,” being a dou 
ble curve, is the line of beauty.

Wicks—Especially when it has two 
vertical lines down the centré,' this way 

_ S
The cucumber crop is fleeting,

Green apples for no one wait;
Let us, then, be up and eating,

With a heart for any fate!
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, highly concen

trated, is the most ecc nomical blood 
I purifier that can bo used.

SIGNS OF THE TIMES.
A man is lingering at the gate—

Some tramp or burglar, maybe;
Oh, no, lie is a candidate —

He wants to kiss the baby.
The blight and sunny weather.

That daily wo behold 
The weather man produces 
By having storms foretold.

Eureka! oli! Eureka!

T seem to have been like a child play
ing on the sea shore, whilst the great 
ocean of Truth lay all undiscovered be
fore me.’—tiir Isaac Newton.

‘Why do you wait, dear brotliet !
Oh ! why do you tarry so long?’ 

Whilst thousand of your fellows have 
found out fora certainty that PRUS
SIAN OIL is the very thing they need 
for the quick relief of Rheumatism, 
Neurrlgia. Toothache Lumbago, and in 
fact for almost any kind of Pain, as well 
as obstinate Coughs and Colds. Don’t 
doubt avy longer. Use it- and prove it. 
Only 25 cents. Large bottle.

HeartDiseae Relieved in 30 Min
utes.—-All eases of organic or sympathetic 
heart disease relieved in 30 minutes and 
quickly cured, by Dr. Agnew's Cure for the 
Heart. One dose convinces Sold by A. 
Dixon.

Rheumatism Cured in aDay.-S onth 
American Reumatie Cure, for Rheuma 
tism and Neuralgia, radically cures in 
to 3 days. Its action upon the syste 
is remarkable and mysterious. It 
moves at once the cause and the diesa.” 
immediately disappears. The first doe 
greatly benefits. 75 cents. Sold by A 
Dixon

FREDA JOHNSON.

Out of the swirl of the seething f 
* ' *" ■ '* * ' nre,
_______ ____ flame,
Out of the hell of the rushing fli 
Out of the jaws of horror dire,
A slip of a girl with a baby came.
A slip of a girl with a chubby child,
A slip of a girl like a fragile flower,
A slip of a girl with a hero’s power, 
Speeding away on a race so wild.
Alone she was in a maddened throng, 
Running a race with savage death, 
Weary and faint, and scant of breath,
She bore her burden on and on.
Never a thought of selfish fear,
Comes to the fragile flower-like dear,
Tho’ the black smoke rolls and the hot 

flame swirl.
She staggers along with her brother 

dear.
Calm is the heart that love makes brave, 
Swift and beautiful its feet 
That run on errants love make» sweet; 
Strong are the arms that are strained to 

save.
At last! What joy her heart must 

know !
At last she stumbles into the pool,
Safe from the Arc in the waters cool,
She and her darling brother Joe.

Ah, little girl with heart so true. 
Speeding away from the fires fierce 

wave,
With never a thought but to shield and
Heaven be praised for such as you !
Thank God! Where passion's flame and 

flare,
Where clamorous self drowns out the
Where men grow devilish with despair, 
The flowers of love are blooming there, 
—Eva Donaldson, in The Chicago Inter 

Ocean, r

corrected her first crude ideas of again, not knowing what to make 
color. Ewe, living for art, pat her him.

The Little t 
American.

‘The only thing known about her 
with certainty/ said the paper next 
morning, ‘is that the wretched worn an 
was an asaociate of tho man Lam ins
ki, who is believed to have the real 
author of this atrocious outrage. She 
lodged in the same house with him 
in the Boulevard Sc. Michel; she work 
ed at the same studio; the relations 
between them are described as most 
cordial; and it is even said that she 
was engaged to be married to him. 
By this unfortunate disaster society is 
well rid*—but, there you know the 
way the papers talk about these 
things, and how very little reason

of

of

there is, as a rule, in all they eay 
them.

Let me tell you the blue story 
that sweet little American woman.

She was small and slight; one 
those dainty, delicate, mignonne 
New England girls, with shell like 
ears and transparent complexions, 
who look as if they were made of the 
finest porcelain, yet spring, Heaven 
knows how, out of rough upland 
farmhouses. It was in her yative 
Vermont that the hunger of art first 
came upon Essie Lothrop. You must 
know America to know just how 
came, seizing her by the throat, as it 
were, one day, among the cows and 
the apple harvest, at, sight of some 
early Italian pictures engraved 
magazine. From her childhood up
ward, to be sure, Essie had drawn 
pictures for her own delight with 
plain lead pencil; drawn the ducks, 
and the lambs, and the wild orange 
lilies that ran riot in the woods 
drawn them instinctively, without 
teaching of any sort, for pure, pure 
love of them. But these early 
Italian pictures, then seen for the 
first time, crossing her simple horizon 
on the hills of Vermont, roused 
fresh fierce thiill in that eager little 
breistof hers. She had heard of art 
from a distance, as a thing glorious and 
beautiful, which sprang far from New 
England. Now those four or fix- 
woodcuts in the magazine suggested 
to her mind unknown possibilities of 
artistic beauty. She said to herself 
at once, ‘I must know these things.
I must see them with my eyes, 
must live my life among them.’

From that day forth it became 
fixed idea with Essie Lathrjp that 
she should go to Paris and study 
painting. Where Paris was, what 
Paris could do for her, she only 
guessed from the meager details in 
her common school geography. But 
with American intuition she was 
somehow dimly aware that if you 
wanted an artistic education, Paris 
was the one right place to go for it.

Thenceforth, however, life meant 
but one thing to Essie Lothrop. She 
lived in order to work for the money 
which would take her to study art in 
Psris. She was 16 when the revela
tion came upon her; she was 20 when 
she found heiself, alone and a stran
ger, in the streets of the wicked, un
heeding city.

There was joy at Valentin’s the 
first morning when Essie made her 
appearacne. Slight, smiling, demure, 
with her American ease and her 
American frunknesc, she took the 
fancy of ull the men students at 
once.

‘She is good/ they said, ‘the little
one!’

When she dropped her brush, it 
was Stanislas Laminski who picked 
it up and handed it back to her. She 
accepted it with a smile the perfectly 
courteous and good-humored smile of 
the girl who had come fresh from her 
Vermont fields to that great teeming 
Paris, who knew no middle term be- 
tween her native village and the 
Boulevard St. Michel. Shb thought 
no evil. To her, these men were just 
fellow students, as the Vermont boys 
had been in the common school of her 
township. She took their obtrusive 
politeness as her natural due, never 
dreaming Jean and Alphonse could 
mean anything more by it than Joe 
and Pete would have meant in her 
upland hamlet.

Valentin approved of her.
‘That child will go far/ he said 

sometimes, confidentially, to Stanislas 
Laminski. She has talent do you 
see? Talent! nothing of course; but 
she will learn; she is plastic. There’s 
more originality in that child’s little 
finger than in all that fat Kerouac’s 
Breton body. Ah, yes, she will go 
far if you others leave her alone She

Lord Tuffautt—\ou have nothing to j is innocent, the little one; respect her 
grumble at; you wove a rich American ' innnnonnA ’ 
girl, I un impoverished English noble
man with a proud title. You bought 
me with your wealth! I was what you 
would call in shopping, a bargain 1 

Lady Tuffnut—Pardon me! Not 
bargain—a remnant.

head on one side and drank it all in 
eagerly. She was docile like a child; 
she saw these mbn knew more about 
it than she did, and she was anxious 
to profit, as far as possible, by their 
instruction. Laminski liked her; 
she was so small and so pretty. Like 

dainty little flower, Laminski 
thought to himself. With an artist’s 
eye, with a poet’s heart, how could he 
help admiring her?

One afternoon he walked home 
with her, and carried her things for 
her. At the top of the stairs she 
turned and took them from him, 

miling. ‘Will you come in and rest 
awhile, monsieur?’ she asked, with 
h r innocent frankness. Laminski 
hesitated. The others were not by. 
After all what harm? Why not ac 
cepe that innocent invitation in the 
spirit in which fhe gave it?

He stammered out a vague ac
quiescence. Essie flung open the 
door and preceded him into the room. 
It was a bedroom of the common 
Parisian Jack-of-all-trades sort, with 
the bed huddled away into a niche 
in the background and the rest of the 
apartment furnished like a salon. 
Essie waved him to ihe sofa. He 
seated himself on it gingerly, very 
close to the edge, as if half afraid of 
making himself too comfortable. 
Essie noticed it and laughed. ‘But 
why so?’ she asked merrily. Then 
her eye fell on an envelope on a tab'e 
close by. ‘Ah! a letter from Dicky!’ 
she cried, and took it up and opened 
it.

‘And who is Dicky?’ Laminski 
asked, gazing hard at her, inquiring
iy-

‘My brother/ Essie answered, de
vouring the letter. He tells me all 
about our farm and my father and 
the chickens/

The young man leaned back and 
watched her respectfully with a stifled 
smile till she had finished reading it 
She went through with it unaffected
ly to the end, and then laid it down, 
glowing. Laminski was charmed 
with so much simplicity.

‘Dickey tells me all about our pets 
at the farm/ she said, simply; and to 
Laminski the mere mention of the 
farm was delicious in its naivete 
‘He tells me about my ducks, and 
how our neighbor has broken his arm, 
and that Giddy, the servant” (at home 
she would have said ‘the hired girl/) 
•is engaged to be married.’

Then she felt amused herself, to ob
serve how formal all these domestic 
details of Vermont society sounded, 
even in her own ears, when one made 
French prose of them, But to Lam
inski, they were still stray breaths of 
Arcadia.

‘I suppose you Russians can hardly 
understand what America's like/ she 
added, after a pause, just to keep con
versation rolling; ‘but we Americans 
love it.’

Laminski started back like one 
stung. ‘Mademoiselle!’ he cried, 
angrily.

What have I donef Essie asked, 
drawing away in surprise. ‘What 
have I said? Why do you start? 
Surely we Americans can love Ameri- 
ca r

A la bonne heure!’ he answered, 
gazing hard at her in a strange way 
‘But why treat me like this? Why 
call me a Russian?'

•I thought you were one, from your 
name/ Essie replied, taken aback. 
‘Isn’t laminski Russian?*

‘Thank Heaven, no/ the dark 
young man answered with a fierce 
flash of the eyes. ‘I’m a Pole, mad
emoiselle, and, like all good Poles, I 
hate and detest Russia. Call me a 
Chinaman, if you will, a negro a mon 
kev; but not a Russian.’

But isn’t the Czar your Emperor, 
teu?’ Essie inquired, inocently. She 
was too unversed in European affairs 
to understand that a Pole could differ 
from a Russian otherwise than as a 
Californian differs from a New Eng
lander. VI

Laminski suppressed an oath. 
Then he went on to explain to her in 
brief but sufficiently vigorous tones 
the actual state of feeling between 
Poles and Russians Essie listened 
with the intent interest of the intelli
gent American, for, as n rule, with 
the average Yankee, you may feel 
pretty sure of finding that he is abso
lutely ignorant ef any piece of infor
mation you muy desire to impart to 
him. but eagerly anxious to know all 
about it. A groat desire to learn and 
capacity for learning coexist with au 
astounding want of information and 
culture

•Then you are a Catholic?’ Essie 
said, at last, after listening to his ex
planation with profound interest.

The young man gazed at her with 
an expression of amused surprise, ‘I 
am of whatever religion mademoiselle 
prefers/ he answered courteously— 
'except only the religion of the accurs
ed Russians.’

*1 don’t understand you/ Essie said, 
much puazled. Such easy-going gal
lantry was remote, indeed, from the 
sober, God fearing New England 
model.

Laminski smiled again. ‘Well, we 
advanced politicians in Europe/ he 
said, twirling his black mustache, 
'don’t as a rule belong to any religion 
in particular—unless it be religion of 
the ladies who interest us.’

Oh, how very sad/ Essie replied,

From that day forth it was the 
gossip of the atelier that Laminski 
had his eyes upon the little Ameri
can. He walked home with her daily; 
he took her to cafes mere reputable 
than was his wont; he escorted her on 
Sundays to the, Louvre and to Culny, 
The other girl students gave her dark 
hints at times, which Essie did not 
understand, of some mysterious dan
ger which they seemed to think lay in 
intercourse with Laminski, or, for the 
matter of that, with any of the other 
men who frequented the studio.

But the dark hints glided unnotic
ed past Essie. Clad ju hei triple mail 
of New England innocence, she never 
even guessed what the hinters were 
driving at. These men were gentle
men (as Essie understood tho word,) 
students of art like herself ; and why 
should a self-respecting girl be afraid 
or ashamed of accepting their kind 
escort to the cafe or the theater? She 
walked unharmed through the midst 
of that strange, unconventional Boho 
mian Paris, as unconventional as it
self, by dint of pure innate goo 
and simplicity.

The strangest part of it all was 
that the men themselves were silenc
ed by her innocence. ‘Chut! Not a 
word of that!’ gros Keronac would 
exclaim to the laughing group around 
him as Essie entered; ‘here comes the 
little one!’ and, instantly, a demure

wretches who maim and destroy iuno- ' taken out of the mine. The rescuing 
cent women and children? If their parties met many unparalleled sights ir. 
bombs only blew up tyrants—I don’t their search for the dead. Notwith- 

* — standing the enormity of the v.ork tho
aearcbeis continued their labors night 
and day for five days, when the last 
body waa recovered, that of Under
ground Manager Henry Swift, This 
made tho number taken out dead 121 
and with four injured wlio subsequently 
died made the awful total of 125 killed.

Mr. Swift’s body was found under 
three feet of rock, 500 feet from the 
place of the explosion. No man was^ 
taken out alive from the mine 2 hours' 
after explosion. The injured who re
covered numbered about 20.

The scenes at the morgue during 
those few days of search will never bo 
forgotten—mothers sen veiling for all . 
that was left of sons, wives for hus
bands, and children for fathers. Moans 
sobs and bitter wailings wore heard in 
the streets.

Tho dosing scenes of the disaster were 
as memorable as any. No one who saw 
will ever forget the sad funerals which 
began on, Monday and continued till 
Friday afternoon, when Manager Swift’s 
body was interred.

Tho distress owing to the loss of so 
many bread-winners was great, but the 
hearts and hands of the people of Nova 
Scotia and of Canada were opened and 
no less than $86,504 was subscribed.

silence fell on the^isy crowd; or 
they laughed after that, they laughed 
at something where Essie’s own silv
ery voice could join them msrrily.

‘As for Laminski, he is reformed,1 
Alphonse said more than once, with a 
shrug, “to Jules. ‘You would not 
know that man. Ho half forgets the 
Dead Rut, and hasn’t been seen for 
fifteen days at Bruant’s.’

Wha^wonder that Essie Lothrop 
fell in lov&vwith him? All mon are 
human, still more, all women. He 
was so handsome, so clever, so fiery 
so incompréhensible, so utterly unlike 
the young men in new England. That 
very incomprehensibility was a point 
in his favor. It appealed to woman’s 
love of the mysterious and the infinite. 
Besides, Alphonse Was right. Strange 
to say, Laminski meant it all for the 
good motive. Tho more be looked at 
her, the more vividly did he feel that 
fate, blind fate was drawing him a- 
gainst his will to marry her at church 
like any ordinary bourgeois

They never exactly arranged it. It 
grew up between them inpeiceptibly. 
As he painted her in her simple white 
robe as Ste. Genevieve, ip a fiijstorir 
cal composition he was working upon, 
they icimd tlu mselves addressing one 
another as Essie and Stanislas, pres
que sans le aavjor.

Once or twice a week, however, it 
was Stanislas’s way to go out at night 
to some mysterious meeting. On such 
occasions, Essie asked him what soc 
iety he frequented. Lamimski smil
ed a curiously self-iestrained smile, 
and answered in a somewhat evasive 
voice that he had something to 
with the Friends of Freedom. These 
Friends of Freedom were often on his 
lips. Essie didn’t exactly know what 
they were driving at, but she took 
their plan to be some benevolent 
scheme for emancipating the people 
of Poland by touching the hearts 
the Russian officers She fancied they 
disseminated humanitarian tracts, and 
in that bland belief she went on, un
concerned, with her painting at Val- 
entm’ri. It waa all very dreadful, no 
doubt, as Stanislas said, this Europ- 
<an tyranny; but, xvitli art at her door 
she couldn’t pretend to interest he; 
self in politics. Her hear1: was ab
sorbed in her work and in Stanislas.

By-and-by, while tis>io was still 
working at Valentin’s, and Laminski 
was vaguely reflecting upon the way 
and means by which at lust to marry 
her, all Paris was startled one memor
able morning by the terrible news

know about that; you see, I’m 
woman, and I never pretend to under
stand politics. America, of course 
is a free country’ (Essie really be- 
leived it.) ‘We have no tyrants. And 
if all you tell me about tyrants is 
true, l can almost understand how 
people who have lost their own fathers 
or sons by the despots’ c immands 
might do anything almost to get rid 
pf such wretches But this is a re
public, where people are quite free, 
and I don’t see why the Friends of 
Liberty should want to kill poor, help
less souls, sitting by chance at a cafe 

good folks who, perhaps, may hate 
tbo tyrants just a» they do, I don’t see 
the use of indiscriminate revolution ’ 

Stanislas ran his lingers gently over 
the smooth, bright locks. It was 
charming to hear her in defence of the 
bourgeoisie The difference between 
the natures took bis fancy, just as 
muon as it had taken Essie’s.

You don’t u riders‘.and these things 
ray child/ he said, fondling her affec
tionately. ‘By-and-by, when you’ve 
lived a little longer in Europe, and 
when I’ve had time to unfold my ideas 
to you slowly, you'll take a more 
sensible view of the matter. But, 
after aU, why discuss it? Sit down in 
your chair by my side here, little one 
and let me go on reading you I hose 
lines of Victor Hugo’s.’

fCOXTIN UtiD.j

IN ME.UOKIAIM.

The following lines ttpre read by the 
Right Hon. Sir John Thompson, by re
quest, at the unveiling of the Springhill 
monument on Tuesday, erected in mem
ory of the victims of the great coal mine, 
disaster at Springhill, February 21st, 
1891:
The brave who battle in their country's
Are lauded high; they have the world's 

applause:
Their sword, thus drawn, perchance leads 

on to fame
And many perish ere they sheathe the 

same.
But far more glorious ever, those who 

toil;
And those who labor 'neath the mother
For blessed peace doth in their heart of 

heart»
Bring sweet conuiq.tment, this true 

peace imparts.
This gift, to day—a worthy one indeed— 
A lasting record from each class and 

creed,
To those who on that sad eventful day 
Were from eur midst untimely torn

Nor here tny pen need trace and’ thus 
enrol,

And memorize each name on a scroll; 
hor sacred tijern upon that paneled

plan»
Are carved the emblems and xyMi long 

remain,

8 ust make yojrbjst endeavor.
Have faith instead of doubt; 

If times were good forever, 
What could you growl about?

Aft a
isn’t in

of
an anarchist bomb outrage. It was 
tho first that had taker place since 
Essio’s arrival; and it shocked and 
surprised per. To think people should 
act with such reckless folly!

At V&lutatin’s that day, when the 
news came W ull was hubbub and ex
citement. lAlphonse and the gtus 
Kerouac itère distinctly of the opin 
ion that government should do some
thing. Anarchists should be c ught 
and fried in butter. The Gascon sur* 
mined that it would not be a bad plan 
to cut them bit by hit into little square 
pieces in the Place de la Concorde, as 
a warning to others. Valentin him
self suggested, with grotesque minute
ness, that they might be utilized for 
purposes of artistic study, by slow tor
ture in ateliers, as models for gladia
torial pieces or Christian martyrdoms, 
Ouly Laminski held his tongue and 
shrugged his shoulders philosophically 
He appeared to bo neither surprised 
nor shocked at tidings of the outrage, 

He waa interested simply in the 
subsidiary question of what arrests 
had been made; and when the paper 
canra m—extra special, hot pressed— 
he glanced at it with some concern, 
read the names and descriptions of 
the three workmen “detained on sus
picion,” and lighting a cigarette with 
a monchalent air, went on with' his 
painting.

At homo at the Boulevard St Mich
el that evening, Essie spoke with some 
natural horror and loathing of this 
meaningless explosion

‘How detestable/ she cried, ‘to fling 
a bomb like that, in an open place

looking hard at him, pityingly. ‘But where you may injure anybody? So
perhaps you may see clearer in time.’

‘Perhaps.’ Laminski auswered, with 
a curious puckering of the corners of 
hie mouth ‘Though I hardly expect 
it.’

‘Will you take some tea?’ Essie 
asked, just to relieve the tension. 
For the first time in her life she was 
dimly aware of that barrier of sex 
which she had never felt with the 
young men in Vermont. But these 
European men are so strange and so 
different! They always make yeu 
remember, somehow, that they are 
men and that you are a woman.

‘Thank you/ he replied, ‘madem
oiselle is very good.’And he sat look- 

Essie prepared it.

wrong, and so sill\ ! I hope they Ve 
caught the wicked people who did it?'

Stanislas gazed at her with deep 
eyes of tender commiseration. He 
laid his hand on her golden head.

‘My child/ he uhed, caressingly, 
‘you don’t understand these questions 
of politics. How should you, indeed 
who are a pure daughter of the people 
a child of toil, born in a free land, 
from brave tillers of the soil, who cast 
off long since the rotten fetters of ty* 
ranny? It is otherwise in Europe. 
Here we have to tight a hard battle 
against the strong We must use such

The names of these, 
silent dust 

Are there inscribed
And read in light? and not to darkness
Their stainless merit marks this hallow 

ed lawn.

From this life gone to where the garner
ed souls,

Rest in an Eden while time onward roils; 
And here our tribute from a brother’s
Unveiled; is landscaped by fair courts

And with tins shaft, our hands and 
hearts we raise

To God the Father in eternal ptaUc,
And as we offer it to parent, brother,
Our duty ends—but still not all is done.
To us their memory is as fresh to day 
As when tho deadly, writhing, foe did
Our brother workmen who fell side by 
... side
In that dread hour and by that sulphur

ous tide
True chords of sympathy will ever blend, 
In sweetest harmony, until life’s end,
As toilers? worthy of a noble cratt 
While struggling with the waves 

life’s rude raft,
Do know that oxn on high, whose lamp 

serenely bright
Shall ever shine to guide us to the realms 

of light.
W. E. Hrpfbrnan.

Springhill, N. S., Septem her 11th 189.
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with reverential

FOR THE CtTRB OF
Catarrh, Scrofula, Bolls, Eczema, 

Carbuncles, Sores,
And all Other Skin Diseases.

EQUALLY EFFECTIVE IN

Rheumatism, Dyspepsia, Nervous Debility,
and all complaints originating in

Impure Blood.
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
Has cured other», will cure you.
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HEADACHEl

NEURALGIA !
IKaîAHTLY CîSID BY OKI APPLICATION OT

NERVOL.
26 cuts err Bottle, at all Druggists.
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NO HOPE
RECOVERY.

WEAKNESS,
KE aVGUSNESS, StrEEPGESSNESS.

A WONDERFUL CURE-
Mil. VAIL, the well-known Checks 

of tlu*T. C. II. Freight I)ep t., St. John 
N. B., m'hea the following statement,

Oc t. 1*2,1802.—Lust spring I was completely 
-nr. vow» ir -m the effects of overwork find an 
attack of tho Grip, l was weak ttpil ney*- 
eou > a,3u Lp4 to. appetite. COUtP NUT SLEEP 
sud it-it tire'll font! ? tried if..,;,
tors stivi various remedies true got no eêtfèr,' erjq 
ftatl to give mi x'-’ork. I became so watt 
nhd exhauster!that I had GIVEN UP ALL HOPE 
OF RECOVERY, « ht a I vs* advised to try

HAWKER’S
NERVE AND CTOIPOH TONIC.

I purchased 6 bottles and in a month*» "fibre 
after tivkiug 4 of them, had gained ifl Iba 
in weigh i. My appetite returned, I slept well
gre-v STRONG and VIGOROUS and am

Entirely Cured of Nervousness.
C am rti'-ngcr now thaw I Jiayc been for year 
ami van du i*iy -,vork xaitfinut fatigue uc era 
ha not ion. Vv anyone «altering tiom Weak
ness or exhaustion I heartily commend it as’it 
most iicstavatice Tonic, as it rff
stored me to f, inti tit arid strength, aller ai

Y.'ti aider;-c the above statement of Mr. Vail’s
cnee m we b»ve had % personal knowledge if 
and hereby do affirm his statement to be V 
every particular.
W- G. Robertson, Station Master, |. C.R. ) St, Ji>iis 
Fred E. Hannlngton, Ticket Agent, I. C. R, j N. B-
, Fur sulo by all Druggists and general 

dealurj at 56b, ’ a b^Uis; J bottles -rU •
Mum fact*: red by the

n.VVKEK MEDiCiNE CO., Limited, 
Sf. J-.kn, N. tf.

" HAWKEH’d TlviTTlLLS -ure Bilious Ills.»

innocence.
Laminski sat next her and painted 

by her side. He did his best to help
her. Often he pointed out to her since the first day he came to Paris, 

hen, things she did wero technically | ‘How innocent it iel’ he exclaimed,

poor arms as tyrants leave us. All is 
. _ fair in war, and it is open war now

ing on while Essie prepared it, between the bourgeoisie and tho
When it was ready he tasted it. ' Friends of Liberty. They would kill 

He had drunk tea in quantities when ( us if they could; we will kill them in 
he was a boy near Warsaw, but never return for it. You see, it is all a fair

field and no favor.’
But, Stanislas/ Essie cried, ‘you

It was on the afternoon of the 21st of 
February, 1891, that the people of 
Canada were inexpressibly shocked by 
the news that an explosion in the east 
slope of the mine at Springhill had re
sulted hi the loss of 125 lives; that 15 
or 20 others hud been seriously in
jured, and that the mine hue! been 
wrecked.

Shortly after the men had resumed 
work there was a terrific explosion, re
sounding like thunder through the 
mine. Those of the miners who were 
not instantly killed knew what it meant 
and tied for their lives and some es
caped. Many not killed fell victims to 
tho deadly choke damp. A number of 
miners. 600 feet from the explosion, at 
once felt the oppression of the damp, 
and instantly threw themselves flat 
their faces. They rostf and tried to 
force their way through tho gas, and 
many succeeded at last in reaching pure 
atmosphere. It was as sad a scene 
was ever witnessed in Canada at the 
pitmouth. Men wept like children 
tlmy beheld the wailings of those who 
refused to be comforted foi tho loss of 
those they knew to be in the cold em
brace of death. Wm. Reese and Ralph 
Turner were the first to go below to 
learn what they could do in rescue work. 
They discovered one or two injured, 
and came bade for help. Malcolm Mc
Kinnon, Alex. Chisholm, Moses J ones, 
Thomas Whittle, John Matheson, Jr., 
and some others joined them. Their 
labors were rewarded in bringing to the 
surface sixteen injured. John John
son, Julm Leadbeuto**, Charles Rennie, 
John Maffatt, R. \V; McDonald, Jessie 
Ormishaw, Daniel Murray and A. A. 
MeKerrou, joined in the noble work of 
saving their imtierilled fellows that 
fatal Saturday afternoon. At. 6 o’clock 
44 dead bodies and 16 injured had been 
brought to tho surface. Relief parties 
went down both the east and we«t 
slopes. It was a terrible undertaking J 
but nothing daunted the brave men ; 
Their bravery in going into the pit so j 
soon after the explosion is worthy of j 
the highest commendation. They had 

lofty motive, the saving of the liyea 
of their fellow men. Among the first 
volunteers to enter the east slope were 
Joseph Robertson, Malcoin Blue, Wm. 
Ray, J. Madden, lames Harvey, H. 
Blunt, J. D. Beaton, Wm. Murray, 
James Miller, George Morrison, George 
Oulton, C. H. Weller, Janies Lambert, 
Daniel O’Brien and Wm. McGillivray. 
Underground Manager Conway culled 
for volunteers, and lie, too. went be: 
low, accompanied by Assistant Manager 
Mclnnis. James Ferguson, Peter Shan- 
nahan and A. C. Ferguson. These are j 
but some of the heroic rescuers. Gbl- | 
era! Manager Cowans went* below, as ! 
did Underground Manager Hargreaves, | 
Cecil Parsons, and another of those un- 
doubted heroes was Rev. David Wright j 
of Spring Hill. By 0 o’clock Sunday j

Trull Wonderful 
Statement 1

Investigate It, by Writing to the Mayor, 
Postmaster, any Minister or Citizen o^
Hartford City, Indiana.

MHMM«ses.

Sk

, I . , . , . * ! ---- -------------- -- WYI-Iia »n, AJBOIV U|1CU) J VIA U1 OJiring mu. « V Vi'
wrong; set her right m her drawing, ae he tasted it, And Esiie stared don't mean to wy you approve ot these evening over 100dead bodies had

HaaTroKD.CiTY, Blackford Conuty, 
Indiana, Jour 8tb, 1893. 

South American Afedicii.e Co,
Gentlemen : I received a letter 

from yon May 27tli, stating that you 
had heard of my wonderful recov
ery from a spell of Bioknen of râ 
years duration, through the use of 
South Ambjiicah Nkiwink, and asking 
for my testimonial. I was near 
thirty-five years old when I took 
down 'with nervous prostration. Our 
family physician treated me, but with
out benefiting me in the least. My 
nervous system seemed to be entirely 
shattered, and 1 constantly had very 
•evore shaking spells. In addition 
to this I would have vomiting spells. 
During the years I lay sick, my folks 
had an eminent physician from Day- 
ton, Ohio, and two from Columbus, 
Ohio, to oome and examine me. 
They all said I could not live. I 
got to having spells like spasme, and 
would lie cold and stiff for a time 
after each. At last I lost the use of 
my body—could not rise from my bed

-V.
For Sale bv Amaea D xon, Sackvllie. N. B.

or walk a step, and had to be lifted 
like a child. Part of the time I 
could read a little, and one day saw 
an advertisement of your medicine
and concluded to try one bottle. _ By 
the time I had taken one and one- 
half bottles I could rise up and take 
a step or two by being helped, and 
after I had taken five bottles in all I 
felt real well. The shaking went 
away gradually, and I could eat and 
sleep good, and my friends could 
scarcely believe it was I. I am sure 
this medicine is the beat in the world. 
I belivo it saved my life. I give my 
name and address, so that if anyone 
doubts my statement they can write 
me, or our postmaster or any citizen, 
as all are acquainted with my case. 
I am now forty-one years of age, 
and expect to live as long as the 
Lord has use for me and do all the 
good I oan in helping the suffering.

Miss Elian Stolts.

"Will a remedy which can effeet 
such a marvellous cure as the above, 
cure you ?

H


