o

Professional Cards.

o e

’ H E. (;uu.s. :
GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, - =
Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of New

Brunswick.

Commissioners for the State of Massachusetts.
Ateﬁf:u-twt R. G, Dunn & Co., St. John and

ax.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial

oY
General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In

surance.
Members of the United States Law Association.

Kstate Agents,
OFFICE:

BANE OF NOVA SO0TIA BUILDING,

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL

Frrp W. HARRIS

Solicitors,

SAT.US POPULI

SUPREHMA LEX HEST.

VOL. 26.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 13, 1898.

- NO. 3.

S0

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATB
SEOQURITY.

Fir Casaance i Rl Compani

sarSolicitor at Anoapolis to Union Bank
of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia, An-
napolis, N. 8. 111y

LiciTos.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Office in A i ite Garri
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,

Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store
BEvery Thursday.

Qonsuiar Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fipe and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-

ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by monnhl¥ instalments, covering &
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum.

ance of loan repayabls at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the menthly in-
stallments are paid, the balance of loan cannot
be called for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of application therefore and all necessary infor-
mation furnished on application to

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

oy Lo MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &o. .

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.

Office ite Central Teleph Exch
Queen Street, Bridgetown. z— 31 tf
TELEPHONE No. 11,

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.
(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
' RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of ciaims, and all other
professional business.

J. B. WHITMAN, .

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

=*~A R. ANDREWS, M.D, CM.

. J EYE,
Specialties EAR,
[ THROAT.,

MIDDLETON.
‘felephone No. 16.

OR. M. 6. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

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

. James Primrose, D. D. S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

~ SOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court.
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

S8t

25 of

Gate.

Place Your Order Now

—FOR A

WELCOME BICYCLE!

A Guaranteed High-Grade 1898 Wheel for 200
“Welcome” Soap wrappers and $35.50 Cash.

Here is an easy way of getting a good Bicycle for very little money. Your grocer has the
famous old reliable “* WELCOME” Soap and specifications of the *‘ WEL-
COME"” Bicycle, or write us for particulars.

This is the most liberal Premium proposition ever offered to the public. Remember, we
guarantee the Wheel.. They are being snapped up quickly and the supply is limited.
PLACE YOUR ORDER NOW.

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

Oraad + Spring + Opeing

< op—

GENT’S WEAR!

The largest stock in the two Counties,
bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.

WE HAVE JUST OPENED

An end'ess variety of Spring Cloths

“St. John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department
to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

A. J. MORRISON & CO., MIDDLETON, N. S.

per S.8.

Every day a bargain day.

Buy Shocs when you need them.
for waiting till a *‘ bargain'’
7 them at a fair price if you
g 14
orice — proportion of
1p and profit, uni-

dy, dependable
and abovcboard,
Goodyear

.00 per pair stamped on sole.

¢«The Slater Shoe.”

= MONEFRE

= S .

KINNEY & SHAFNER, Sole Local Agents.

BRIDGETOWN

BOOT AND SHOE STORE!

i Men’s Rubber Boots,

Ladies’ Rubber Boots,

Boys’ Rubber Boots,

Misses Rubber Boots,

Children’s Rubber Bocots,
(AL, SIZES)

@VE&SE@ES for Men, Women, Misses’ and Childeen.

(AL, SIZES.)
#<=Don't forget the place.

MR R R VLR B A.COCERAN.

VILLE STREET.

SCRIBNER’S
MAGAZINE

For 1898.
A GREAT PROGRAMME.

The Story of the Revolution by Senator
Henry Cabot Lodge, to run throughout the
ear. (For the first time all the modern art
orces and resources will be brought to bear
upon the Revolution. Howard Pyle and a
corpse of artists are makinl; over 100 paint-
ings and drawings expressly for this great
work.)
¢t A T Mahan's “ The American Na
c.'i.u the Revolution,” to beillustrated by Clﬁ
ton T. Chapman, the marine artist; Henry
Fenn, and others.

mas Nelson Page’s First Long
Th?‘ovel. “ Red Rock—A Chronicle of Re-
construction.”

t work. (lllustrated by B. West Cline-
dinst.)

Rudyard Kipling,

Davis. Joel Chandler Harris, Geo,

W. Cable, and others, are under engage-

ment to contribute stories during 1868.
+ Robert Grant’s

Married
Philosopher.

o The Werkers * ina new fleld—Walter A.
ill tell his i ith o t:

rer, wil el experience w sweal
:%%% laborers and anarchists in Chicago.

be

Wyckoff, the college man who

(Ilustrated from life by W. R. Leigh.)

The Theatre, The Mine, etc., will
treated in ** The Conduct of Great Business”
geries (as were “The

jllustrations.

t Girls’ College - like the articles
l‘":n.“ Undergraduate Life “at Harvard,
Princeton and Yale,” and as richly illus-

trated. .
al Reminiscences by
P.Iém. ‘who has been in public life for forty-
five years.

¢
and ‘ The Seven Ages of American ‘Woman.

The full prospectus for
nu
% sion, postage paid.

Price, $3.00 a year, 25 cents a .

Mr. Page has devoted four
Kg:m to the story, and he considers it his

Richard Harding

0 “Search-Light Let-

ters >’ —replies to various letters that come
in consequence of his ‘‘Reflections of a
ag“ and “The Opinions of a

Wheat Farm,” * The
Newspaper,” etc., in '97), with numerous

Senator

p. Gibson will contribute two serial sets
* ‘of drawings during 88, ** A New York Day,"”

e "!43 in slmall bu:gl’:
2 es), printed in two_colors, wil

fo%pﬁyuxtralt)ions (cover and decorations
axfield Parrish), will be sent upon appli- F. L. MILNER,

(URRY BROS. & BENT,

Manufacturers
and Builders,

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Evangeline Sash, Door & Planing Works,

BRIDCETOWN, N. S.

Are ready for 1898 building operations, and are prepared to enter into contract for build
ings of every description, including excavation, heating and plumbing.

We manufacture Church, School and Office Furniture, Wood Mantels, Bank and Store
Fittings and building materials generally, and have a large and well assorted stock of
Fancy Woods such as Cypress, Whitewood, Quartered Oak, Ash,
Walnut, B. C. Cedar, Douglas Fir, etc.

Having two large Dry Houses, we can guarantee delivering Dry 8tock.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.
NOTICE OF ASSIGNMENT! | Bank of Nova Scotia

Notice is hereby given that John E. Sanc-
Capital, - - $1,600,000.00

ton and Jnma? Herbert ?;ancton of Bridge-
t f doi i der th:
own formerly doing business under the Reserve Fund, - $1.600,000.00

> | name of J. E. Sancton & Son, have by deed
of assignment bearing date February 17th
1898, conveyed all their book debts and
personal property to me IN TRUST to pay
the expenses in connection with the prepar-
ation and execution of said deed; certain pre-
ferential claims; and lastly all the other
claims against the said firm and individuals.
- | Said deed of assignment is now fyled in the
Registry Office, Bridgetown.

have engaged said John E. Sancton to
.| act as my agent in disposing of the said
property and collecting the book debts which
must be paid at once of which let all parties
concerned take notice and govern themselves
accordingly.

JOHN DOULL, President.
H. C. McLEOD, Cashier.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

Agencies in all the principal towns of the
Maritime Provinces, and in the cities of Mon-
treal, Toronto, Chicago, and St, John's, Nfid.

Correspondents in all parts of the world.

Do all kinds of banking business.

A Savings Bank Department

Trustee.

50 tf the Bridgetown sgenc&rwhere deposits will be

February 18th, 18%8. received from one dol! :ﬂwuds and interest
o

~ CHA
=

WNEW YTOREK.

RLES SCRIBNER'S SONS,

at the rate of 3} per cent. wed.
C. H. EASSON, Adgent.

NOTICH.

CAUTION!

We Want Reliable Men

in every locality, local or tra-
introduce & new

veling to

All persons lnvhﬁl demands against the
estate of Robert t.:ﬁ:lndolph, late of Law-
rencetown, in the County of Anna farmer,
d d, are d to render thesame duly
attested, within eighteen months from the date
hereof, and all persons indebted to said e-ug

are requested to make imwediate en
equested 10 DA k. FIrzRANDO.

Allp indebted to the estate of the
late J. AVARD MORSE, either by t
_or promissory notes, are hereby notified that

all psyments of the same must be made to
the undersigned, as no person has been auth-
orized by them to collect said accounts or

., E. BENT,
3B cxﬂm.}”’““‘m
Bridgetown, March 10th, 1896,

Lawrencetown.
Or BURPEE 8, FirzZRANDOLPH,
Admin y
Williamston,
Dec, 13th, 1897, i

has lately been established in connection with’

Loetrey,

Nobody appeared to pay the slightest at-
tention to his remark. Papa Trent was dis-
ssi litics with Grandfather. Mamma

Away.

I cannot say, and I will not say
That he is dead. He is just away!

With a cherry smile, and a wave of the hand,
He has wandered into an unknown land,

And left us dreaming how very fair
It needs must be, since he lingers there.

‘And you—0O you, who the wildest yearn
For the old-time step and the glad return—

Thinking of him faring on, as dear .
In the love of There as the love of Here.
Think of him still as the same, [ say,
He is not dead—he is just away.

—James Whitcomb Riley.

“Unto Me.”

A waif upon the cheerless, wintry street,
Breasting the driving snow, the scathing
sleet,

eet;
I heard a whisper: * Help her! Pity her!”
I passed her by!

A little lad, threading the city's way,
Guileless of heart, with pure and trustful

gaze,
Yet heedless of the countléss snares that
maze
Concealed. “‘Oh, speak to him!"” the whis-
per said,
I passed him by!

My neighbor lay upon a couch of pain;
Through weary days and sleepless nights in

vain

She longed for gentle ministry, for strain

Of soothing song, for breath of fragrant
bloom.

I passed her by!
And yet, *“Oh, bad T wealth beyond com-

pare,
Or noble talents, Lord, or genius rare,
Some glorious work how gladly would I dare,
To prove my ardent love for Thee!” I cried.
Mistaken I!

That night in dream my Saviour said to me,
*“ Thou lovest Me? Alas! how can it be?
Thrice bast thou passed Me by! Canst thou
not see
That, in the huamblest little one, Myself
Thou passest by?”

—Meta E. B. Thorne.

Tommy's “ Day Off”

¢ Botheration!” said Tommy Trent, as he
slammed the door very hard.

He was playing marbles with Jim Coe in
the front yard, and his mother had called
him in to amuse the baby a few minutes be-
fore school-time.

I wish a feller could do as he’'s » mine-
ter,” he continued, giviog a fling to his cap.

Mrs. Trent looked pained but made no re-
ply. The baby sat on the floor, with his
big blue eyes fixed upon Tommy.

“Who yer starin’ at?” ejaculated that
amiable young gentleman, contorting his
freckled countenance until he resembled a
Chinese idol. !

“ Tommy,"” said Sister Sue, who was writ-
ing her grammar exercise, **if you do mot
keep your hands out of your pockets I shall
sew them up.”

** The hands or the pockets?” queried the
incorrigible Thomas, withdrawing one grimy
fist in order to throw a worsted doll at the
baby.

 You're a dirty, bad boy!” retorted Sue.

*‘ You needn’t put on airs, and pretend to
be so orful good,” answered Tommy. *‘Jim
Coe and me, we seed you an’ 'Rier Mills—
There, you needn’t make eyes at e, neither.
Ve seed you eatin’ choklit kallermels behind
the blackboard yesterday, when you wuz
copyin’ sums.”

“] wouldn’t be a tell-tale,” said Sue,
loftily.

¢ (Children!” ‘said Grandfather Trent,
sternly, lowering the * Morning Intelligen-
cer,” and pushing up his spectacles.

Just here the baby put in a powerful pro-
test against the state of the domestic atmos-
phere. Mrs. Trent dropped her sewing to
pacify the child, and the school-bell began
to ring.
¢ You needn’t wait for me, Tommy Trent,”
said Sue, with rather suspicious sweetness.
“ Whose a'goin’ to?” replied Tommy,
catching up a dilapidated ** Greenleaf,”" and
a cracked slate, and scrambling over the
back of the sofa for his cap, which, when
last seen, was flying rapidly in that direc-
tion.

“Thomas,” said his mother, when he
emerged, with a very red face, *what is the
matter with you?” 4

“] don’t see why I can't ever do as I
druther,” grumbled Tommy, rattling the
door-knob. ““I never was havin’ enny fun
yet, but I had to quit and run errands, or
'tend the baby, or go to that mean old school.
I hate errands, and the baby’s a bother, and
I can’t bear school. Our new teacher's got
one glass eye; but he sees more with that
than most folks do outer two good ones, and
there ain’t no chance to sling paper wads.
Then I can’t never sit up nights, and 1 know
there’s apples and nuts just the moment yon
think I'm asleep; but I wuzzent. I peeked
through the stove-pipe hole. And then in
the morning everybody hollers at me to get
up. I wish I wuz big. Big folksdon’t have
to mind.” And Tommy kicked up the cor-
ner of the rug, by way of variation.

Mrs. Trent had been gazing thoughtfully
out into the garden. When Tommy ended
his remarks, there was a faintly perceptible
smile-about her mouth as she replied:

“Grown people do not always please
themselves, my son; but I am sorry that my
little boy has such a hard life. All over-
worked people should occasionally have a
day off, so I have decided that from supper-
time to-night until bed-time to-morrow night
you shall do nothing but ‘have fun.” You
shall sit up as late as the rest of the family,
tie abed in the morning, and stay home from
school. If you like you may throw' paper
wads at the chickens.”

Tommy looked puzzled.

“Do you really mean it?” he said.

¢ Certainly I do,” she replied.

Grandpapa’s eyes were twinkling behind
his paper. ;

“ How jolly!” exclaimed Tommy. * Hold
on, Snapperl” he cried, in the same breath,
as he saw one of the school boys passing the
house

There was a rush, a slam, and he was
goue,

“ What shall I do with him,” said poor
Mrs. Trent, turning tearful eyes toward
Grandfather.

I think, Car’line,” said the old gentle-
man, as he slowly polished his glasses on
his silk handkerchief—** I think you've fixed
him this time.”

1 hope 80,” sighed the weary mother.

% Now, said Tommy, that night at the
tea-table, after he had finished his fifth bis-
cuit and drank & third glass of milk—*now

I'm goin’ to have fun.”

Hungered, with pale, wan face and shoeless'
fi

Trent was listening patiently to an old lady
who had ‘dropped in’ to tes. Sue sat
twirling her napkin-ring in the absent-mind-
od manner which she sometimes adopteds
when she wished to impress her brother with
an idea of his utter insignificance; but Tom-
my was not easily impressed. As the family
adjourned to the sitting-room he went and
stood by a window. The old lady gsthered
up ber knitting and departed. Tommy re-
peated his remark; but with the same result
a8 before.

Sue had taken her history for half an
hour's study. Tommy felt almoet over-
powered by his new independence. What
to do with it he didn’t know. How be
wished Sue would ask him if he had done
his maltiplication sums, that he might with-
er her with a word; but no. Sue was rock-
ing backward and forward, tying her apron-
strings into hard knots, snd mauttering:
“ Amerion was discovered in fourteen hun-
dred and ninety-two—fourteen hundred and
ninety-two—and ninety-two.”

Tommy felt that each moment he stood
there idle he was losing dignity. Suddenly
a bright thought struck him. He would go
down to the village. Perhaps Sue would say
he’d better not go, and oh! the joy of walk-
ing away from under her very eyes.

It was raining fast as he slipped into the
hall, took his hat and umbrells, and returned
to the sitting-room.

“1 think,” he said faintly. Nobody
looked at him. He gathered courage. “I
think I will go down to the village.”

Unconsciously he imitated his father so
perfectly that the family nearly spoiled the
effect by a general burst of laughter; buc
Grandfather did not raise his eyes from the
s Life of William Pitt;" Mamma did not
lose a note in the lullaby she was humming
to the baby; Sue continned to discover
America in 1492; and Papa simply replied,
¢ Very well, my son.”

The truth of the matter was that Tommy
was & great coward and terribly afraid of
the *‘dark,” and there was not the least
danger of his carrying his threat into execu-
tion. The thought of opposition was all
that had braced him to make the venture-
some decision. How he wished that umbrel-
la back in the rack. He stood a moment or
two, quaking inwardly. Sue began to lock
sarcastic. She evidently thought he was
afraid. The idea was madness. He would
go into the hall, anyway. So he went, leav-
ing the sitting-room door open a few inches.
He heard Sue say:

* Paps, mayn't Tommy shut the door? I
feel a draught.”

¢ Close the door, Thomas!” said Papa.

Poor Tommy obeyed. How gloomy the
ball was! What was the tall dark thing in
the corner? Ugh! Tommy began to trem-
ble. Hark! he thought he heard Sue laugh.
That was enough. He hurried to the front
door, opened it, stepped out, shutting it
with all his might, and steod alone on the
wet, dark verandah, with the wind rattliog
the leafless vines, and the elma tapping the
roof with their long, bony fingers. He
thought how pleasant it was inside, and how
nice it had been to sit beside his father, with
his slate and book. No, he would not cry,
not for & hundred agates. Somebody came
up the path. It was Maria Mills, who had
agreed to spend the night with Sue.

* Why, Tommy Trent,” she said, * what
are you doing?"

“ Wanted to see if it was going to clear
off,” said Tommy.

He went in with Maria, and Sue asked him
what he saw ‘“‘down to the village.” She
bad not forgotten the * kallermel " story.

Perhaps it was his hearty supper or his
subsequent adventure; butsomehow Tommy
was very sleepy and the clock had only just
strack eight.  Mr. Trent brought out the
backgammon board for a game with his wife.
Sue and Maria were playing duets and the
grandfather nodded over his book. Tommy
thought he would make pictures on his slate;
but after delineating a few horses and dogs,
which ' looked like the sole survivors of a
long siege, the pursuit lost its charms. Why
would his eyelids draw together? Haesat up
very straight and winked fast. He even
pinched himself.

¢ Having fun, Tommy?" said Sue, whirl-
ing around on the pisno-stool; but Tommy
was fast anleep.

Next morning he awoke, and saw the sun-
shine falling across the floor and heard a
faint clatter of dishes. There was a pleas-
ant, savory odor of breakfast in the room;
but Tommy dozed, and woke, and dozed
again, until he felt quite ready to encounter
this weary world once more. The house was
very still as he went down-staite. The din-
ing-room was deserted. ' There was nothing
on the table but some work Mrs. Trent bad
been cutting out. The clock struck * ten.”
Tommy was tremendously hungry. He
could have eaten mackerel, which he partic-
ularly detested. Bridgst was it the kitch
paring vegetables for dinner. ~

*I want my breakfast!” snapped Tommy.

‘“ Hear the biy!” “exclaimed Bridget.
“ Thin why were yez not here to ate it with
the rist? Yer mar’s gone ridin’' wid the
babby."”

Tommy wandered into the pantry, and
was obliged to content himself with bread
and butter and a baked apple. He started
out to find a boy to have a game of marbles;
but there seemed to be a dearth of boys in
the village. How the time ‘dragged. He
ventured down to the post-office, and some
body asked him if he was ** playing hookey.”
He saw his Sunday-school h ing
and, turning a corner,-to avoid her, met the
carriage containing his father and mother
and the baby. \

“Oh! Papa, take me in!" he cried.

His father stopped the horse.

¢t What lazy boy is this?” said Mr. Trent.
¢ All respectable boys are in school.” Then
they drove on.

Tommy went toward home. School was
just out.

«Hello, Trent!” ‘cried several voices.
% You missed it this morning.’ Snapper got
» lickin’. He hollered awiet -

¢ Had a good time?” said Sue, at the din-
per-table. **Played marbles with Bridget
or the cat?”’

Tommy could bear no more.

“ You shut up!” he said. - ;

“ Thomas, leave the room!” commanded
bis father.

Poor Tommy! He hadn’t finished his
roast-beef and there was a delicious meringue
pudding in the near futare.

¢ Weren't you rather hard on the child?”
said Mamma.

% No, my dear; he was getting quite un-
bearable.”

Tommy longed to go to school; but he was
too proud. He spent most of the afternoon
on the side steps, the pangs of bis solitude
being somewhat soothed by am fmmm nse dish
of pudding which Sue bad pusieimed in &

| sudden momens of penitence,

Abcut four o’clock he disappeared. When
the supper bell rang, he took his place at
table, with a pair of very red eyes.

As Mrs. Trent turned over her plate she
found a tear stained, blotted, and dirty
piece of paper, which read thus:

“my Deer ma i think this Iz plaide Out.
idmtzer do 8z you druther i aint Had ne
Fun please Forgive me and i Will be a Betar
boy i woz goin To ask dyon do Suthin to su
but i Changed my mind She iz A brik.

“p. 8. ilike the baby kinder.

“p. s iHed jest as leaf go on erants ef
yeu want Eony rayzons.

“P, s idoant Want to stay A‘n{ from
Schule Eony moar, a fellar got Licl ed to
day and i Dident see Him.

P, 8. Wuz their Enny moar uv that
Pudin left this Noon.

your Lovin son
* tomas e Trent.”

¢
“Resurrected.”

It was the eve of Easter, Good Satarday,
83 they call it in Bethlehem, Pa., towercd
over hy the little Moravian charch., It was
a glorious Easter eve, calm an holy and warm
—warm as June a little further north. Tte
Carolina winds just blew enough to make one
person suiile at another when they met, just
enough to muke them feel buoyant and happy,
and good all over.

But Mary Tyler felt neither buoyant, nor
happy, nor good on that delectable afterncon,
neither buoyant, nor happy, nor good as the
shadows crept over the town and darkened
the little grey church, and hid the fences
across on the hills. She had gone about the
usual duties of the ordinary day. She had
not been to church where those other mothers
sat holding the remarkably good babies that
in this special village learn so early to mind
their manners. Last Eastertide things had
been Gifferent. Ah, but then Mary had her
baby! Now the baby lay under the green
graes in the graveyard, She had placed lilies
on the small round mound; yes, she had done

" that much, but she had not attended the

ceremonies of the poetical Moravian worship,
and could not follow along with thut uplifted
congregation that would sally out of the dark
portals of the old church, surge into the
graveyard and stand waiting for the dawn,
singing of the resurrection. She, and Pete
too, had done this last year, but things were
different, They had stood beside the old
people’s graves and sung of the resurrection.
The old people had not gone until they were
weary of the world, and until the world was
nothing but a trouble to them ; for the world
requires that people have teeth and eyes and
hearing to get along in it at all. The song
of the resurrection had seemed a glorious
thing in connection with the poor old mother
who had wept over the loss of sight and
hearing and teeth. But the baby—! Who
could stand beside a little bit of a grave like
that and be satisfied and thankful in regard
to the resurrection? Not Mary Tyler, cer-
tainly.

“ Why couldn’t the Lord a-taken her?”

Mrs. Tyler stood in the door of her little
cottage ; her eyes were gazing down the road
as she strained her ears to catch the sound
of a child’s voice sobbing.

“It’s Idy’s baby you mesn?’ Pete rose
from the wooden chair by the table and also
came to the door. *‘It’s hard for a little
child to have no mother.”

* No mother, and no one that wants it, no
one a-livin’ that wouldn’t be grateful if the
Lord hed a-taken it,” muttered Mrs. Tyler;
“but he sent for mine. Pete Tyler, I tell
you there’s some’n harder'n hevin’ no mother,
they’s little and they don’t know ; bat for a
mother to hev no child—"

Pete went back to his chair, for what
words of comfort could he offer? She
wouldn’t hear of going to church. She
wouldn’t listen to any talk of the far off
resurrection. She wanted her baby close in
her arms. She wanted its morning kiss, she
wanted to rock it to sleep at night.

0 Lord, give her back to me,” sobbed
the woman in the doorway. She had thrown
her apron over her head and was leaning
heavily against the frame. * Give her back
to me, Lord !”

“That ain’t a doin’ no good,” said the man,
soothingly.

¢ Lord, let me believe in the resurrection,”
cried the woman, hysterically ; * fer I quit
a-believin’ when I put the lilies on the grave.”

¢ Don't,” said Pete, huskily. * When you
hear ’em sirgin’ it’ll all come back.”

I ain’t done much good in this world,
but I ain’t done much harm neither,” con-
tinued the woman’s voice, with a plaintive
ring in it. *That little thing a-bawlin’
down yander would be glad fer to get to
heaven ; but my baby was content yer, a-
settin’ in my lap and starin’ at me hard.
Lord, take that 'n let me hev mine.”

¢ Come in, and shet the door,” urged Pete.

¢ The church bell is ringin’,” cried Mary,
dropping her apron and turning her tearful
eyes towards her husband. *‘ All them peo-
ple will come a crowdin’ up from the village.
They ain’t got no sorrow ; they kin set and
listen and believe ; but I can’t.”

She came in and then shut the door. She
went to work and cooked the supper. She
put it on the table and seated herself behind
the steaming teapot ; but she did not eat.

¢ Help yourself to a drop of tes,” said
Pete; “It’'ll make you feel better.”

Mrs Tyler shook her head.

“Let me give you a bit of the toast.
Folks must eat fer to live.”

] can’t eat,” said the woman. *‘Aftera
while vhe people will get out of their beds
and hurry 8o’s to be in time.”

*“Not until near morning,” said Pete,
reassuringly. *‘ The bell won’t ring no more
now till its rings fer—fer the resurrection.”

“Fer the hymn in the graveyard.” ac-
quiesced the woman. “ Pete, I'm gunno tell
you som’n. I'm gunno sit up all night and
pray, kneel there at the winder and look out
at the graveyard and pray. I'm gunno to
ask the Lord in the right sperit fer to let her
come back. Such things has been done—
the widder’s son was given to her, Pete.”

A dubious expression stole over Pete’s

never had auy real trouble befcre, only fruic
spoiled on her hands and the like. She had
been & good woman, too, and it seemed hard
that the Lord should try her beyond her
strength. It did seem awful to hear Mary
talking in that desperate fashion about giv-
ing the Lord a chance. How much better it
would be to stand by the lily-covered mound,
and bowing to the Almighty’s will be content
to wait. Life after all was short, and the
baby, why the baby had gone out of a heap
of trouble, not a douljt of it. A warm tear
splashed on Pete Tyler's rough cheek. She
was such a cunning little maid. If only the
old ceremonies were not altogether laid
aside, if only it were possible that a woman,
praying all night with her eyes upon a grave-
yard, counld cause the ressurrection of that
dainty flaxen-haired baby. With what an
amount of energy she had to pull his boots
across the floor in the evening, getting them
out of sight. How quietly she used tosit on
the stool at his feet and *“ fink !”

Mary Tyler turned the lamp dim before
she took up her vigil at the window. She
hid worked herself into the right spirit.
She was humble and submissive; she called
herself hard names to the Lord, but she
wanted her baby; more than anything on
earth or in heaven she wanted her baby.
She would be a model Christian womaa, re-
fusing to *“ jaw " with Peter even when he
was terribly out of humor, remembering the
best of men will lose their tempers at times,
and she would attend church every Sabbath,
rain or shine.

The view from the cottage winndow took
in a piece of the mooulit road, the glorified
old church and graveyard. The neighbors
had said that it was a pity Mary Tyler lived
80 near the graveyard. It kept her trouble
fresh. But she was glad asshe knelt there
praying that she was so very near. She
knew the exact spot where she must look to
see that little white-robed figure start for
home. When would it happen? How long

must she pray ?

The wind rose a little. The womanat the
window could see the branches of the pine
tree swaying over the lily-covered mound.
“Lord, i’s 12 o’clock,” She murmured;
won’t you let her come soon ?”

One, two, three—times the kitchen clock

ded. Was it p that the d
were only an hour apart?

¢ Four o’clock! O Lord, won’t you let
her come?”

After four o'clock a hopeless feeling set-
tled upon Mary Tylér. Her head ssok on
her hands; she had no more tears to shed.

¢ Juast for a minute, Lord,” she pleaded;
I won't ask her for alwaye. Just let me
kiss her good-by. She didn’t know I was
her mother, Lord, and she wouldn’t kiss me
go>d by. Let me set and hold her while the
people is singing of the resurrection and I'll
believe.”

Clear and peacefully the bell rang out.
The people crowded up from the village.
She knew how the procession filed from the
doors of the charch, the minister leading.
Yes, it was very beautiful. They were in
the graveyard, the dawn was breaking in
the east, men and women and children were
sioging. Her prayer had not been answered.

The clock in the kitchen struck five. Mrs.
Tyler raised her head from her nerveless
hands. She was going to look at the church
and that throng of singers.. She was going
to call out her unbelief in a loud voice. She
was going —Ah! what was i1?

Crossing over the graveyard, coming di-
rectly toward her cottage, was the litile
white-robed figare.

The woman rose, trembling, from her place
at the window. She went to the door of
the bedroom and called: ‘“Pete!”

Pete, whose rest had been broken, ap-
peared in answer to her call.

+¢ Pote, she’s comin’. I prayed all night,
Pete. I ast the Lord to let me hev her fer
a minute; I konew it couldn’s be fer always.”

* You've been dreamin’,” said Pete.

“Don’t you hear the noise at the door?
Go and open it. It’s our baby come to give
me good-by. (o and open the door, Pete.”
Bat even as she spoke she grasped his arm
and held him back.

¢ Mary, you shoualdn’t be praying fer sech
things; it wan't meant. You've went to
sleep; you've been dreamin’.”

“Lord, I believe in the resurrection,”
murmured the woman, reverently. *‘ Pete,
don’t you hear that?”’

¢ It’s nothin’ but the dog.”

I prayed all night, and now you will not
even open the door. O Lord, dear Lord, I
do believe in the resurrection.”

“Don’t you hear that noise at the door?
Something was pushing against it ” Tete
Tyler repeating that it was *‘’nothin’ but
the dog” advanced cautiously and turned
the knob. ¢“Jeff, we aint a gunno hev you
in yer,” he announced cheerfully enough;
and he uttered an exclamation, not of de-
light, but of sstonishment and terror; and a
little white-robed figure came unbidden into
the room.

She stood there, gazing about her as
though she did not see or understand. The
pretty yellow hair was all about the fair lit-
tle face.

“Lord, I believe in the resurrection,”
murmured Mrs. Tyler, huskily.

It was the man who never prayed for the
impossible, who went up to the child, and
catching hold of the little, damp robe with
his shakinghand, drew her to him. - ** Mary,”
he said brokenly, ** you ast the Lord to let
you kiss her. She’s come back fer her kiss!”

But somehow thc strange terror vanished
with the sense of touch; flesh and blood
were under Pete Tyler's fingers. He
reached across to the lamp and turned the
wick as high as it would go. *‘Yes, Mary,
you must kiss her and hold ber in your arms
jest for a little,” he said; then he scrutinized
the diminutive embodied spirit closely and
then he burst into a nervous laugh. ‘¢ Teck
yer hands away from yer eyes, Mary, and
quit,” he ordered; * ite Idy Wilson’s
baby, and she’s wanderin’ in her sleep.”

At this moment Idy Wilson's baby awoke,

perceived the unfamiliar surroundings and
d ing in a thoroughly hu.

sty

face. *“ There ain’t none of them cer
nowadays,” he said, hopelessly. ‘‘You'd
best go to bed, Mary, and ef you want to
pray, why in the morning'—"

“] won't hev nothin’ to do with the
mornin’. Ef the Lord don’t give her back
to-night, then I've quit believin’ forever. »

¢ When you hear the singin’,” repeated
Pete, with a sigh, “ you'll get over feelin’
that way.”

« Mebbe as I'll have her in my arms when
I hear the singin”.”

All the sadness had gone from Mary Tyler;
there was a jubilant light in her eyes,
& Mebbe when you come out from the bed-
room, Pete, you'll see me a cuddlin’ herlittle
feet up in my lap. Mebbe her head'll be
restin’ on my shoulder. Mebbe as she’ll be
singin’ to her baby doll. No, I ain’t quit
believin’ yet. I’ve give the Lord a chance.”

The man walked heavily across the floor
and ioto the bedroom. This mood was worse
than the other. People had always called
Mary Tyler » sensible woman; but she had

man manner.
©Git off them damp clothes and quiet
her,” said Pete.

Half an hour later Idy Wilson’s baby was
closing her big blue eyes right contentedly
as her small body grew more and more ac-
customed to the pitch and fling of Mrs.
Tyler’s favorite rock.

* Mebbe as we kin keep her?”

«] reckon 30,” answered Mrs. Tyler, con-
tinuing the rocking. * Pete Tyler, I would
not give her up for worlds; all the Wilson’s
in the universe couldn’t tear her from me;
not as they’d want to, dare knows. To let
the poor little mortal walk around in her
night gown like that! Give her back to
them Wilsens, never!”

Pete stood for a long time regarding his
wife and Idy’s baby. big blue eyes that
had been closing peacefully opened to their
widest and stared at him.

¢ Mebbe she’d like a baby doll fer to sing
to?” he asked hesitatingly.

A iﬂ)f woman’s eyes looked up at him
softly. % Mebby as she would,” said Mrs.
Tyler; * go and git it fer her.”

Potter’s Pink LinimentsoldatJ. I. Foster’s.

NEWS OF THE WORLD,

The second trial of Bram is expected to
cost the United States $50,000.

Thirty American pilgrims, who have been
to Palestine, attended the Pope’s mass last
week.

Michzl, the Welsh bicyclist cleared $25,¢
000 from his races on American tracks last
season.

The British revenue returns for the year :
ending March 27 show an increase of £2,.
664,119.

A bill providing Dominion officials salaries
be garnisheed for debt is before the house at
Ottaws.

The New York (‘hristian Herald announces
upwards of $79,000 of subscriptions for starv-
ing Cubans.

J. J. Corbett, the ex champion pugilist, is
a candidate for Congress from Harlem dis-
trict, N. Y.

Last year Canada exported to Great Bri-
tain 6,500,000 bushels of grain and 125,000
bargels of oatmeal.

Prince Edward Island is down in the Do-
minion estimates for $40,650 for harbor and
river improvements. g

There were twenty-one failures in Canada
this last week, against fifty in the corres-
ponding week last year.

It is said that seventy thousand Spanish
soldiers have been killed or wounded during
the present war in Cuba.

Cuban relief fund started by President
McKinley, Dec. 27th, with a subscription of
$5,000, amoants to over $30,000.

Ontario’s new license act will greatly de-
crease the number of licenses issued in the
cities and towns of that province.

Negotiations are in progress for the estab-
lishment of reciprocal trade relations be-
tween Canada and the West Indies.

A scientific exhibition from Sweden is en
route to the Klondike to obtain trustworthy
information about this new gold country.

Thirty-four election protests have beem
entered in Ontario, thirteen against Conser-
vatives and twenty-four against Liberals.

A severe earthquake was felt in California
of the 31st ult, 1t damaged the Ssn Fran-
cisco naval yard to the extent of $250,000.

Li Huog Chung has been invested with
full power to proceed to Port Arthur to de-
liminate the territory recently leased to Rus-
8la.

It is cfficially announced that a silver
standard or the reopening of the India mints
will not be considered by the Indian govern-
ment.

John R. Genlry, 2.00}, and Guinette, 2.05%,
have been matched to pace three races
tween September lst and Ogtober 15th for
$10,000.

It is believed that an area of ten thousand
square miles in the Province of Shan Si has
been conceded by China to a syndicate of
English capitaliste.

The Chinese garrisons were withdrawn last
week from Port Arthur and Talien-Wan, the
Russians landed and the Russian flag was
hoisted at both places.

Three trains arrived at Winnipeg in one
day last week with over 800 passengers
bound for the gold fields and to work on the
Crows Nest Pass Railway.

The Hon. R. R. Dobell left Ottawa a few
days ago for England to close up the Peter-
sen, Tate & Co. contract matter definitely
either one way or the other.

Emile Zola, the French author, who has
risen to such prominence in connection with
the Dreyfus case, is to come to America and
deliver a series of fifteen lectures.

The acnual report of the Maine cattle
commissioners, s!ates that 415 head of cattle
in the state were condemned and destroyed
because of tuberculosis during last year.

During the last twe months 5,379 miners'
licenses have been issued at the customs house
at Victoria, B. C., to men bound for the
Klondike. The charge is ten dollars each.

The French Court of Cassation has quash-
ed the sentence of one year’s imprisonment
and 1,000 frances fine imposed on M. Emile
Zola, but has not ordered a trial before an-
other assize

The Populist, Democrat, and free silver
Republican state committees in the United
States have agreed upon a common platform,
demanding the free and unrestricted coinage
of gold at the ratio of 16 to 1.

Prospecting after gold is very active just
now in Beauce, Que., especially in the valley
of the Gilbert River, where miners expect to
recover a great deal of alluvial metal between
the present and the autumn.

Boston women have rebelled against the
present strict enforcement of the ordinance
against the wearing of hats in theatres. A
petition has been rrelented to the Board of
Aldermen asking for its repeal. -

Yousouf, the Turkish wrestler, lost on &
foul to Ernest Roeber in New York last week.
Roeber fought shy of the Turk, who, in his
efforts to get hold of him, accidentally
knocked him from the platform.

The Canadian Pacific land sales in Mani-
toba for the past month have been the lar.
gest on record for years. Thirty-three
thousand acres were sold at a figure totalling
nearly a hundred thousand dollars.

There was a large exodus of French-Cae*
nadians at Woonsocket, R. I., last week.
Most of them were dissatisfied with the
lowered scale of wages paid in the mills, and
left for Canada to work their farme.

The British Board of Agriculture will take
steps to prevent the landing in England of
American apples which bave been refused ad-
mission into Germany, because the fruit is
alleged to be infected with the San Jese scale-

In the British House of Commmons last
week, Mr. Curzon said the government
would endeavor to secure the most favored
nation clause in the new treaties with Ger-
many and Belgium for the British colonies.

Owing to the scarcity of game and fish
this winter, the Indians of the Mackenzie
River District are on the verge of starvation.
The Hudson’s Bay Company and missionar-
ies have distributed food to prevent extreme
privation.

The New Jersey experimental station has
proved that sulphur used on cut seed pota-
toes prevents diseases andadds to the keepins
qualities. One half to two thirds of a poun
of sulphur to the bushel of seed is about the
right quantity.

Five hundred lives were lost at Shawnee-
town, IlL, last Sunday, by the breaking of &
dam situated about a mile from the town.
A stream of water from twelve to twenty
feet deep swept the streets, lifting the houses
from their foundations and ping them
away.

Spain’s steam fleet amounts to 420 ships of
560,580 gross tons. . Forty-five of these have
» speed of and greater than twelve knots,
and upwards of twenty of the largest and
best of the Spanish Transatlantic Company's
ships are constructed especially with the ob-
ject of converting them into men of-war.

Preferable to All.

Saulnierville, N. 8., April 1, 1898.—The
popularity of Hood’s Sarsaparilla as a blood
purifier and general tonic is due to the in-
trinsic merit of the medicine. Mrs. Frank
E. Comeau, of this place, says:—~ ‘I have
taken Hood’s Sarsaparilla as a blood purifier
and in case of weakness I find it preferable
to all others.” Its power to purify, enrich
and vitalize the blood makes it the ideal
Spring medicine.

—The frog keeps his mouth closed when
he is singing. He can sing through his
skin. He is provided with a pair of reson-
ant chambers like drums, and he makes his
music by snapping his muscles against the
distended membranes. Then he can breathe
through his skiu and supply all the wind
that is necessary without opening his mouth,




