
"You couldn't have left H here,” sai«l

I did," cried 
1 do ? It wan 

to Grandma

you to the

4 ГІЯІІККХЛ1.

A long cold journey through the 
A toil that Івнів till morning light,
A carclu! watch for shtithig cloud. 
Storm aecreta told in wliisjH r* loud, 
Thought* ul sumo comrade* who arc 

dead,
A «{ruggle with the m-aTor hrea.l 
Lessons in’patience, caution, strength 
Anil «light rewanl, perils#*, at length 

♦ Itrhinil.
A little fireside.bright міні warm,
A anug, safe nholterfroin the atorm,
The wile ivhoahield* her own fn >m Ida 
Swecl little от * win* Bfn hL my 
Kneeling heaide the mother'* eh 
And talking to her God 
Small comic 
Aim! all

Tom.
"Oh, I did 

l.yddy. "Oh,
the tidy Aunt Serena sent 
last CliriHtmae. I mint find it 

"1 gm*s von took it with 
la," *aid Tom.

No, 1 didn't ; I 
think anything alu 
olf to ace the rabbit*.

"Anyway, we'd better go hac-k and 
look." said Tuiji. ,

So they Went hack, 
xvaa not to l»t

what shall

here. I didn't 
when I started

hut the package 
Then Tom.sugҐ™

Killed that the wind might have blown 
it into the brook, and they walked down 
the brook for it. But they didn't find it."

u here around," said 
could haw соте 
, for |H'i»|ilr couldn

for
at I"It in■ iet lie «

Tom. "ХоІи*1у 
and picked ІІ un 
it ftam the roiul.

"The wind 
where," said Ncttii 
you're Bun- to 
whole field over."

"1 can never,. never t.ll-xbhu 
*i.l-bed l.yddy T

Vou won't have to tell lief, we’ll 
the tidy. Tom can take one aide the 
field. I'll take the other, and you 
take the middle—oh, there's the h 
It’* lutif-oast four Tom. we'll have to go. 
I'm so soh-y. l.yddy. I didn’t think,it 
wa* *o lab I hate to go off and leave 
you to do the h Hiking all by у ourself."

go home, too," snbbiil 
I ms said I must be back

email homirt* такії 
half empty L.

mg a»nnu
’ wn It awav 

“Donl'l cry, l.yddy 
Wi-’ll look thV

АгоиЯіІ.
God'* great,widew^li i wi-rhl ■ 
Ami Hi# clear star* above my 
A faint light i'ii a'siirging sea 
A few whom 1 truat, who trust in 
Men wb-- are at tin ir h< at utioat 
A little tight піні tested Inset 
A harvest free tur me to reap, 
Ami I.j6u*l work whileiitlii r 

Whin*
do пЛ rare to sneak 
wlieii I am weak, 

when 1 am strong.

Thoughts which.I 
A shrinking dread 
('*airage міні hopi 
A joy that often luma to song, 

sorrow no one knows hui I, 
prsycr on wings that reach llv aky 
littli wamitli alaive my heart, 

■Ido n

i'll
l-ybly
hi

"There goes the horn again ; come on, 
Nettie," said Tom. and they raced off as 
hard ns they con lei go.

the big tree ami §<>!>- 
bed- dismally lor a little while. Then 
she put cm her sunbonnet and turned her 
step* toward home. She thought she 

after supper and have 
As Nettie bail said, the 

|>ac kagi must Іи- in the livid somewhere.
The old clock in the kitchen tfa* 

striking five n* she reached home. 
Keziah Shelton was |ii*t leavifik, a bas
ket on her arm. Hh< had brought hack 

n* slir had washed for 
iiys grandmother. She* wa* altoul 
м ак, but l.yddy did liot stop. She 
i'I feel like talking to any onê just

1.1 del)
dial

Mil under

A crowd <■! pc'uple I H) mg nu 
In all my j»eril* on tin sea,
Wim know not they are lisherim 
l«1vitig my old life again '
They III*" toil ІІрМП the ill* p.
They RC^im-tinie* wnleh tv hlh-others 
They struggle for their bread, ami 
Send to the t 'Win- my sympathy.

would conic out

î.vïd
,k ..mini 
•iglit oydim,

Father watching me.
to the world imkn-.wi 

le lx oil the throne.

I do mil always 
Blit b. the sk i 
Wiiib I am

have a 
A j*«^ man 
Am I. but I 
And I shall sail away sunn" eight 
And reitvh me Father's hou*. in it 

\Iarianm far чіп oh її і

32
r grandmother wa* making biscuit 

i-i. ami there wn* а ваті--pan of 
..pple-eauce on the stove. The 
room wa* fragpmt with the 

on peel with which it wn* flavored, 
lake the eauee off the stove, l.yddy 

and set it out cm the window Iwlge 
to cool," said, her grandmother. "You’re 
real prompt about getting hack. I'm 
glad you've learned to їм1 no (larticular. 
Where’* the tidy ?"

f lust it," tri iiild 
Lyddy's Ii|*. but she had not the i 
age to utter them. Ami-besides, she wn* 

find the tidy after supper. Hhe 
d to look over the field ini

. -esliv hasn't taken the pattern 
she said hesitatingly, keeping 
turned from her grandmother 

The old la.ly was віїсті for sOBie time 
a. ! pouruittle l.yddy'* heartbeat *< 
loud that she fell eu re it must be heard. 
It was a relief to hear her grandmother 
*|m ak at last

"Very well, she *aid. "you can go 
r next day. 
let ntraight. 
bit <

l.yddy didn't have ally apj 
lu r «upper. She wa* longing to get 

; away to the meiulow to look for the 
I tidy, and conic! limite ot no 
I .4i,e broke a saucer when she 

her grandmother wash 
put the tumbler* on 
ol the cu|d.Mianl, and 

t niiiided and careli ** tin 
grandmother onÜk'd h

» to bed V

for Bllpl*

light

A Lost Tidye

iS ІЧІ onh* Mrs Is site ran taki tin mt-a

ai t" stay later'n 
\ till In- sure C ull ill

1
off!

Jane intend)- h by
ipled.

•Mr* 1-і 
olf yet,I declare, you're gt ttjng 

aildereil, l.yddy Jane, 
now "And don't

Sli

ng s if you mmx

N
Little I y.l 

' high road w

lam- held her 
out of the g ^

pap. і package 
.•I lull which her grai
misi'l to let 'Mr* la*

alter it to-nmiTiiw 
it- hold that і

l.yddy you'll «pill everv
■

і hitting at

grand rn 
old

the dishen, 
the wrong 
was so ab

at at length 
cr to go lip

spring wind id. 
her litnpli* r*in was
anil vi r> g' nil to her, hut she wan also І I 
very stru t Shi bail mid fashioned idea* I * 
■Imiit bringing nt> iJiililn 
she thougiil r.ycfdy- ilesei 
mi nt *lu 'did not sjuin I 

cyix * mile о. Mr*
Lyddy did liot • luIlu 1 
The t|«ul was Will abac

henni tl 
8ІОІІІІ \\ і ■ *. w

l.vdilc

її, and when I But but. not now 
n,ed punish o'clock,'"faltered I.yd 

tin-tod “Go straight along,. I.vdcly .
U alii * but kimw w I ml в last for уші, I guess 

lb. walk at #11 "But I wanted to lake.i little walk." 
I'd and a m int \ walk ' J gums you’ve bail walk?

І і dost li l*il al*. , 'iioogl. I or one‘«iterntxii:. Do вв 1 ану, 
br.x k in 'It -Sloan * | and see if you ciurt do it’thout looking

It

пні i.vddc eh
l.yddy had to give up all hope of 

Ixnts j looking fui the tidy that night, and 
Ion* - <*ri« d b.-r>i If to sleep, wondering if any 

r little girl had « ver been so wreteh-

au.l lbm
ling shingle
n wutinmall *1

ed as lier, 
j >Jie was up th<

minted a minute and tin a break, and *ti 
rail fence and Яррпwetted that she 

She thought there would he And lor 
flopping 'just it minute." wet me. 
slung). lor you," said‘Tom, bwt tidy, 

cc. and I’ll go below hen an' of the paper wl 
w4i;irf." she lilld.

't time, When, weary, and almuet sick 
yon wanted Ihi weight of the burden on her

lint i1, she entered the kitchen, her grand 
niothi r, who was busy getting break I 
rende . looked up in amazement.

ilia Jam Holden Where wn the 
hi been ? And 
at doyou mi 
eticll a state as

r he re. rind we'll show
• ■

l.yddy «until

tlmbr H.k. 
no harm ii 

:
“load up la 

lufid lyd.lv
"Wiî sh

taki' loin.*

Tin- (.

next morning at day- 
tn the house eo,sol'tly 

one heard her.

precious 
i a scrap 
ЧІ it did

lTttl.'

left!
was Rtirc i 
n hour ehc

in senreh ofX
В It not ho much я* 

deli had і

stay--I haven
What w

in a lew mimites; just 
n'l down. That won't

and 1-еі don't know what lie 1 
arth hnvface of the 

look at your dress Vi!•hl'fi
I.vddc had a ehanee t 

r children; so sfie put I min 
" stone under a big j ‘Tv.
I" load up the allingic. i *w<red I 
ir.fiHir load* to Tom’s і "For t 
•would let her stop. o' day ' 

now and we'll show yon the littli 
mis. d." hi said and started ,и*1у tell you 

w. l.yddy and Nettie ‘vco'm."

•> g- tting yon reelf into

tree, and b jusl" been taking a 
l.yddy, very humid) 
the law* ' A w 

Well, 1 do hoi

Walk," an
il If alk Th»

1 Ill-live I• you VC III* 
ever liml ' Did ahywhat w. promihi

Un the other side uf tl,( п)Єа 
a hell of «інші* and into, tl 
plunged and stipiHyl before an 
the trunk ..I which wit* holt, w 

“Look in there," lie said.
• look n I and gace a c

light Then jn n furry neat 
little brown ralibils, wlvei 
Opened yet,

"We fisu
Tom.

sense you I

SSZ
I you ever do Buell a thii 

Fvc .i mind
whip you well. (d> upstairs and change 
your stia'kmgs and put oh your Sunday 
*h.M*. Your fc-et are soaking wet I 

tnlofsueh doings iii all my life.' 
И but a long day that was to poor I.yd 

l> And during evi-ry hour of it, n< 
th what fu r hands were busy

f .1.n •

her
Hhe cc a* thinking bow will Was going il l 
eon!. ** to her grandnmUii r that she had 
l<wt the tidy.

said

Ihiwn wi ni l.yddj on her кінчи, and 
lifted the rabbit* mil uf their lust one by 
one, kissing and cuddling them It was 
fully fifteen minutes befnr. she could 
tear liersejtirwiiy from them. Then *h. 
n-nii'inlifTêtl her і rraml to Mrs. 1 «celle'* 
•' ■■ ' • ' . ;

"Oh, 1 ought not to ha ce staid sif.ong," 
she said. "And my |iHeKiig.with a 
look of dismay. "I left it under the tree 
by the brook."

‘Tlie package is safe enmigh, don’t 
worry," said Tom.

But Lyddy was апхіїмія, and hurried 
hack arms* the meadow so fuat that Tom 
and Nettie could )iardJyykc-cp up with 
her, and her consternation can he 
imagined, when she reached the brook 
and found the package gone

ut time you was gei 
Mr*. I.eslie'* ain't

d .о ft ці і o'ciiM k 
th meek оіччііепес, put 

U*>k her suii- 
HergnuidiitoUn r 

haaU- hack, and 
weak lone

ttin' ready

gritmlme
l.yddy rose win 

away her patchwirk 
Itonnct and wc*nt out. 
called after her to такі 
she answered "Yes'm," in a 
ofjoiee; and walked fast на long as She 
wa* within range of the kitchen win 
dow*. But when she turni*t a bend in 
the road she lagged along slowly, the 
tears running down her sad little face 
Of course she didn't go to Mrs bstie's • 
she sUipiMxl at the meadow ami hail 
amither *eareh for the tidy But she 
didn’t find it. She hadn’t ех|м-сІ4ЧІ to.

tl»t she would never

It?
*k.other said

She felt sure 
I see it again1

If

danger that Ezra would discover the 
comparative worth lees m s* of the 
biiltcme, ami si) his untmthfulm ss 
matte r would not be discovered.

l’resently Uncle Frank left hie scat on 
the porch where he had Ьсч-и sitting, 
hidden by the vines which climbed 
over it, and joincxl his nephew at thegnti 

"I wouldn t be a chore-boy for any 
said Ned.

been findin’ fault 
says, ‘Joe, you 

Course if do Dm! 
lie wouldn’t make 
do bird .has to have sla 
made no mistake 'bout 
the bc-st slave 1 can.’ 
corhc North, I

with
don’

vc slaves, and liai 
тс. I jus’ I 

An' den when I 
North, I get to workin" lor your 

ml I say', ‘I'll make them thar 
for I reckon

de Lord

you to be mars, 
slave. Reckon

An’Well, ao you haven’t brought the 
tidy this time, either," her grandmother 
said, when she fragged herself home 
він nit five o'clock, a lorlorn little figure 
with her while face sml troubled eyis.
"Mr*. їх-elle not done with it yet."

"No'm," faiteml Lyddy,
"H’ni, well, I'lLgo alt і r it myself to

morrow.”
These words struck terror to poor 

little l.yddy Jane's heart. Oh,she must 
tell, site would have to tell now. It 
would never do to let her grand mother 
gu to Mrs. Leslie's. But try an she 
would, she couldn't make the confession.
She foil cold all over at the very thought

1 he nezt morning she went to the 
spring-house to help her grandmother 
with tlh- churning. She liked to skim 
tlie milk, anil hail learned to do it very- 
well, hut to-day her hand shook, and she 
spilled a, whole skimmer of thick cream 
over the street.

If that is the way you're going to 
work, Lyddy Jane, you’d better go back 
to the house," said her grandmother. ' 
can't let you waste cream that way !”

"1 won't spill--" began I.ÿddy, and pigeons.
plump fell the skimmer into the Ned's face grew very red. 

pan of milk, splashing it in every direc "It wasn't my fault if he didn't 
lion, while l.yddy etarvd out of the win- how to make a good bargain,” he mut- 
dow with terror-stricken ey«. tered. "Every one muet look out for

"For the land's sake ' 1-у ilia Jane Hoi- himself in bargains." 
den, have you lost every raite o’sense "He simply took 
you evi-r had? What are you Blarin' at? value of the b 
Oh, it's Mrs Ін-elie coinin' to see about they were real."

tidy, I guess. I’ll lilld tu gu Up to "Well, so they win 
the I rouse a minute. You take this said Ned, smiling as lie rtmombeml 
towel ’n wipe up every drop o' tlcat what he had thought his clvvemi-e*. "I 
milk. I never seen such capers before." didn’t say they were real gold ;T only 

Then at last l.yddy found courage to aaiil real buttona." 
speak "It was the courage of sheer necis “You meant him to think that they 
ally.'* were real gold," said Uncle Frank, etem-

“(irandma, grandma," she faltered, ly. “It was just as much a lie ав if you 
weakly catching at the old lady'a dress, had said real gold. You. cannot call 
"1 -1'vc got something to tell you. Mrs. your hands clean, my boy, when you 
bilie hasn't had the tidy at all—I I stain them by cheating, mid the stains 
lost it." are upon your heart ns well ns your

"Let my tidy ? ”
“Yea Un. I laid 

under a tree in . _ 
while 1 sailed Іншім 
tie, and tin wind I

To Lyitdy's wonder the storm she had 
exiHvtod didn't break over her. Her 
grandtfiother look her by the hand very 
gently and lcft.thc spring-house, l^rddy 
wondered what was going to he done 
with her, 'but was too much frightened

Her grandmother went aenws the gar 
den, and opening the oulaiilcdoor of the 
atinre bedroom drew l.yddy in, міні 
closed the door again 

“Hit down," she aaid, and l.yddy aank 
into the iiearnt chair.

Нк grandmother о|м-ііічі the top 
drawer ol a cherry bureau in one comer 
of the room, and took out something 
w hich she laid in l.yddy'a lap 

It "was the tidy.
"(Hi, Grandma, how—Imw—" Lyddy 

couldn't finish tlie i|iic<slio|i, there was 
siieh a lump in her tunwt.

"Keziah found It in the 
she was ix un innover here to bring my 

ns,"sjdnhcrgrandmother. "Don't 
link you'll have saved yourself a 
>f wdrrv if you'd siHikc right on 

d tusl it, Lyddy Jane?”

I Is , Some 
і Ch ildren 
t Growing 
■°Too Farit

Dt
hr

Egpa, and 1 any 
fionlahe ub ecsxlns good ns l can, fo 

the bird's work, an' He want it 
up the right way.’ An’ when He 

в old Joey for something bt 
leap eaeii

thing.'
“Why ?" asked Uncle Frank.
"Oh, they have to do etivh rough, dirty 

work !" answered Ned. "Ezra's hands 
arc always dirty. I wouldn’ 
them for anything,” aiul he 
with a very ваІівПсчі 
hands, which 
smooth ae

this am
become listless, fretful, without ener
gy, thin and weak. Fortify and build 
them up» by the use ofbe

icthing better, 
Hie angele toit’ll

find me 
bordahe He set me at 
gan toeing:

a I) SCOTT’S
EMULSION

rimmin' these yor 
at." Then lie bc-t his own 

white andich were almost ae v 
if hi- had been a girl 
hanile are cleaner than yours, 

"eaid Uncle Frank,gravely.
ked

An- I »m a hosin'
While wi> praise de Lent.

" De Lord made de corn 
An- de Lord made de cotton,

“Ezra’s
to my mind," said 

"Why, what do 
Ned, opening hie eyes in surprise 

"1 think diehoucst bargain) 
one'* hande mo
Г.П

you mean ?" ae

OF PURE COD LIVER OIL AMD
НУР0РН08РНГТЕ8 

Of Lime and Node. 
Palatable ae W«l AS A PBKVE5TITS OB 
CUBE Of стене OB COLDS, fR BOTH 
THE OLD AND YOUMMT II UMEODAUED.
Oenulne made by Scott * В own*. Belleville. 
Salmon Wrapper: at all Drugglata, 60c, end

lest bargains stain 
lore than honeet work/' 

і uncle. “1 could not feel 
ids

Margaret etill stood at the w 
At length she eaid, “You’ve preached a 
good sermon, Joey,” and turned away.

The cloud hail vanished from her brow; 
tt was sunshiny within as well as with
out. Tlie children gathered about her 
and begged for a story.

When Tom came in from business, 
Margaret made the evening pass happily 
by listening to his account of the day’s 
doings at tlie store. Father came and 
found her bright and winning. As she 
entered her room that night, her mot 
paused a moment within her door. 
"What line come to my little daughter?" 
she said, as ahe drew the curly head to 
her shoulder.

"Mamma, Joey preached mo a sermon 
to-day. I was wanting to do something 
great, but I’ve decided that God didn't 
make a mistake when lie made me just 
here at home with you and the children. 
I’m trying to he the bc-st Margaret 
Simpson I can."

"And be sur 
said Mrs. Simpson, 
and Elizabeth study. They have 
own plare-s to fill, and cannot do 
work, nor can you do theirs. To p 
God, we must till the place He has g 
us, whether in our eye* it sести great 
or small. For Him we çan do Homing

as if my hands were clean, no matter 
how white they might he, if I had just 
been cheating a poor boy out of his

і

J,

your word for the

Medical Discoveryreal hutthat
the

Takes hold in this order :
Bowels,
Llvèr,
Kidneys,
Inside Skin, 
Outside Skin,
Driving everything before it that ought 
to be out.

I

e that home needs you," 
"Let Estelle sing

He went into the house-, leaving Ned 
to think about hia words.

Somehow Ned did not feel now as if he 
hud done a smart thing in getting the 
best of the bargain. As he looked at his 
hands, he fancied that lie could almost

I tl down a 
Mr 'Sloan's

minute You know whether you need 
it or not.

bold by every Draggtel, end manufeolured by
Donald Kennedy,

BAXSI'Bt, ВАМ.

with 'I от 
■lew it away sunn

see tin- stains upon t 
uncomfortable at the 
tin* stains 
At last he 
would rid

for Ezra

lnc?‘of

which were іцюп hia heart, 
e made- up his mind that he 
his hands from this last stain, 

went dowiylo tin- ham to hack

say," Ned bcgauT’niVvdg,, ' 
you about those buttons. They aren't 
real gold, they arc* only plated, and 
worth міннії twenty live cents. You 
keep tin- pigeon* ЦІЇ I send you the 
mom c lor them 

Then hr went hack 
І> made it all right wn 

■aid, " and 1 mean to kcc 
clean after this, sir."

“Don't forget the-stain» on у 
Nod,” said Uncle Frank, kindly 

iher to whom усні must tak 
xt n 111* for cleansing 

Ned had hern proud of his sharp bar 
gains, and it was no easy matter for him 
l<i remember hie new resolution to keep 
his hands clean ; but he did not give up 
trying, and wiivn he failed as hediu 
sometimes, he took can- to free hie 
bands from dishonest stains by confess 
ing his fault, and then he took his hi art 
stains tu In- washed away in the hliwsl 
of the I.anih of Gist.—Minnir K. Krn 

S. S. 7Vriles.

— Mr. Spurgeon published the follow- 
K advertisement forty years ago : "Mr. 

Spurgeon hc-gs to inform hia num- 
frii-nds that, after Christmas, he

Ш8 I 
C. H Intercolonial Railway.

1891. WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1892

/\N AND AKTKR MONDAY, Ih. l»ib day of 
IWI,'Uh< Tralas,wtll run Dolly

TRAINH WILL LBAVK HT. JOHN—

intends taking six or seven young gen
tlemen as day pupils. H>* will encieavor 
to the utmost to impart a good com- 
men ial ixlucation. The ordinary rout
ine will include- arithmetic-, algebra, 
geometry, and mensuration ; grammar 
and coni|Misilion ; ancient ami modem 
history ; geography, natural history, 
sstronomy, Scripture, and drawing. 
Iaitiii and the i-lcmenta of Greek and 
French if required. Tenns, £8 |ier an-

•4
1 cheated

Day Кіргмм for llallfas and Campballtoa, 7.6» 
ArfloeeudaUoe for Holnl da І'Ьмт, 10.60
Kail Каргам lur llallfas. ... 14.00
Kiprmv for S"»..., If jo
Ka«4 Kapii'M for yaelw- ami Montreal,

Frank 
Ezra,' 

p my ha.
’ he

A Car lor Car rune aarh way on ежрп-м train* 
leaving HI John at 7 M иЧ-lmrk and llahfa* at 7.1» 
o'clock ]'ам*п»*г* frmn Ht. John for Uaebec and 
Montreal leave HI. John at 16 66 o'clock, and take 
•leaping car at Moncton

Tn* lr*m leering Ht John for Ouelwe and Mon- 
tr*al on Saturday at 16 M o'clock will ran to deatlna- 
Won. arriving at Montreal at 1S.06 o'clock Sunday

our heart 
Rc

III. H,low will II

you think v)u'il have saved 
sight of wdn-y if you'd s|M)ka 
'n told me you’d lost it, 

"Yes’m," l.yddy sighi-d 
“Do усні know how 

>e told since d 
yddy.
Well,

TRAINS WILL AUKIVK AT ST JOHN-
Каргам from Hue*»,
Kaal Каргам Iron «uebac amt Moalraal (as 

Arrow modelled from
Day Каргам from llalifa*,
Kaet Каргам fro» Hallfaa,

nf the Inter. .0..II 1.1 Hallway to and 
from Montreal and qualm, arr lighted by el«4rtrUy, 
and heated by і teem from the locomotive.-

У J*
many storm 

Id siuct- day before yesterday ?" 
sighfil heavily. "No'm.”ÏL ,c“Well, you can ait here and count 'em 

up wliiUi I go'n' ajH-itk to Mm. belie. I 
shan’t whip you. You’ve had two days 
of aulid misery, 'll that's piuiishment 

Hut I want you to remem her 
one story often h-aila to another, and 
if усні never tell the first story 

tiierc-’U never be а неситі. I want you 
to be honest ff you can’t be anything 

' and she went out and сісеїчі the 
r In-hind her, leaving l.yddy alone in 

the darkened room to count the c.et of 
her lack of courage.—Sri.

by K.»l*ra Standard Time. 
I). POTTINOKR,

Chief Superintendent\Old Joe's Sermon. Hallway ois. a, Moncton,enough
%

in stcH.l fix.king from 
pretty room. With- 
orightly, the flowers 

their fragrance on the air, the birds 
sung theirs wee test songs, hi 
face was '^clouded. Ш 
small indeed to her, 
in her pleasant home. She thought 
enviously of Estelle Lawson, whose 
voice promised to bring her fame and 
fortune ; of Elizabe th Kellogg; who was 
going abroad Tor study ; of many others, 
who, it seemed to- her, were cluing, or 
would do great and wonde rful things.

She turned from the window to meet

Margaret Himpec 
the window ot her Is

m WESTERN COUNTIES RAILWAYout, the sun shone
îtrktht 21elec

WINTER ARRANGEMENT.a
ife seenuxl very 
the life she led iira

Offlrrr Л. II. Braley 
ot tlie Fall River Police 

Is highly gratified with Ilood's Sarsaparilla 
He was b.-iitly run d.icvu, had no appetite, 
what he «lid cat caused distress and he felt 
lirrdnll «hr lime. A few bottles of Пnod’s 
Sarsaparilla effected a marvellous change. 
Tbo distress in the stomach Is entirely gone, 
he feels like a new man, and can eat any
thing wllh" old-lime relish. For all of which 

he thanks and 
cordially reconi-

WIT1I ІНШ У.

I keep my Dolly so warm and nic 
This cloudy, stormy weather.

My Dolly and 1 arc quiet ns 
whenever we play together.

Ar\d yet we have the pleasantest play— 
Would you like to nek “What is it?” 

Why over and over, every dn\
My Dolly and I "go yisit."

LKAVK Y.rmoulh—Карті daily at 8.00 a. m., ar
riva at Annapolla at 1* noon. Paeacnger and 
Freight, Monday, Wednesday and Friday at 1.00 
p. in., arrive at Annapolla 8.48 p. в.
KAV K Annapolla—Kaptei. daily at 1.20 p. m., 
arrive at Yarmouth at 6.20 p. ni. Paaaenger and 
Freight, Tucedey, Thuraday and Saturday at 7.30 
a. m., ; arrive at Yarmouth 12.36 p. m. 

CONNKXIONH—At Anna poli» with traîna of Wlnd- 
ІЮТ A Annepoli. Railway. At Digby with Steamer 
City of Montioello to and from St. John every 
Monday, Wednesday and Saturday.
At Yarmouth with .learner* Yarmouth and Bueton 
for Horion every Wednesday and Saturday even
ing*, and from lkwtnn every Wednesday an«fSatur
day morning. With Stage daily (Sunday excepted) 
to and from Barrington, Shelburne and Liverpool.

I Through tickets may be obtained at 126 HoUia 
Street, Halifax, and the principal «talions on the 
Windaor A Annapoll» Railway and on board Steamer

J. BRI0NKLL,
Gen. Supt.

d trom the window to meet 
ei-t, pale face of her mother, anil 
mud to the request that she go 

hour with a 
Mrs. Simpson 

k you, dear," and sighed as 
ic shadow on her daughter's

went slowly down 
room. The childrc

to a herd of train- 
hielding her dolls

to ге8|юпа to me req 
into the nursery for an 
half-hearted “Yes’m.” 

id, “Than 
- noted th March mentis 

Sarsapertt
Is very lm|Hirtant that during the nionthu of 
fflwrch April itlay the blood Should be 
thoroughly purified and the system Vo given 
strength k> withstand the dchllll.-iUng effect 
of tho changing season. For tills purpose 
Hood's Santa partita рочхеячм peculiar mc-rit 

O Bret Spriag Medicine.
following, jnst 

demonstrates

Sometimes un "Towsc-r" we like to call, 
Or travel to see the kitty ;

Tie grandpa's farm just out in the hall, 
And tlie parlor is Boston City ;

’Tie mamma's house in the corner there, 
And then, when the lamps are lighted, 

My juipn’s At Home in his easy chair, 
ml Dolly and I arc- invited.
. S. IUi ткіпкі, in March

fa Ma

sunny roc
all in, Jack 
eel buffaloesluffalovs, Bessie shielding her dolls 

veil as she- could from the- oncom- 
of Ned's Indians, while little Nan,

Yarmouth, N. S.
suit It H th

oblivious to dangers real or imaginary 
lay on the floor aslec-p.

“A perfect bedlam !” thought Ma 
ret, and passed to the window 
looked out at did Uncle Joey who was 
trimming the border.

Id Joe was a friend to every one. 
arvt had known him from "baby 

As long ago as she could rc 
her, she had watchc 
liorders outside the

St. Nicholas Anril its wonderful blood
■ ■ .purifying powers INTERNATIONAL S. S. GO.Clean Hands.

*■(’. I. Hood & Co.. I»cc"It’s a bargain you won't gel 
a hurry, and if you're sharp y
^ Nfed Ho

СІСЄМ
is worth more

t.again m " (lentli-m.'ii : I hnvo Imd sail rhrnm f..r a 
numbef of years, ашНог the pastyonr 
my leg*, from the km-e down
krakra eut very
incdldnc for a long tt

WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

Mai1 Howell *|sikc- impatiently, as 
tin- chore-boy at his father’s house, 
by the gate, thoughtfully looking

boil І у. I took blood 
me wllh no good result<,

I finally rmi- 
try Hood.'s

<1 him tending the 
nursery window. 

Pretty soon he looked up, and surveying 
his work said, “A miglrty line boni an 

Mawgot. We done had jus' 
mke them thar ilaisii s

2 TRIPS A WEEKby tb»' gate, thoughtfully looking 
«Ur of cuff buttons that lay on his May в

K-traapsrilla. and before 1 had taken 
tic the Improvement was so marked that 
I roiitlniii'd until 1 h ut taken tiirvn bot- 

nocr hettvr than 1 have been

Піеу’г!' 
e tlx- b

real, went on Ned, eager to 
un. "Why, one of them 
than half a dozi n of _

. pigeons, and hen- you have' the 
chime, to gel the pair of them for less 
than half price

Ezra had come out the- loser too often 
in hi* dealings with Ned, to l«- willing 
to believe everything that hi- said ; but 
the buttons did look like ri al gold, and 

і- would be <|iiitc 
bis white- flint

311

nut ^rain to u 
come -mi.

Margarc і nodded in a listh-ss nianm r. 
Old Joe trimmcxl away for a few mo
menta, ami then aaiil familiarly, "Reck
on ye ain't fec-lin’ first rate, Miss Maw 
get, and if ye aiilt, I’m awful sorry

“I'm quite well, Joey," said Margan t. 
was- only thinking that son»- people 

can do such great things in the world, 
ami some never have a chance to do 
anything. Only think how Estelle sang 
last night She might sleep all the year 
anil sing just < me evening and ace< miplish 
wonderful things. It's wretched to live- 
only a commonplace lift-."

"Now, Miss Maw

BOSTON.ties, піні am 
In years. Tkr I u flu ns тії I inn lisa all l«-ft 
my leg and It Is entirely hcah-d. I have timt 
Mich hen

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
that I concluded to writ» till* volnn 
incut." F. J. TRMPI.K, Rtdgewny.

HOOD'S Pit LB acl*a»Uy. pmmpUjr and effl- 
vleelly on the liver ami bowel*. Real dinner pUL

/XOMMKNC1NU N0VKMRKR 2nd, 
of this Company will leave MAI

the Steenier a-*'li* :"•!!:

if they were 111 
to giVc- six of ! 
for them.

"Don’t paw them with 
hand* if you're 
said Neel, rudely, 
buttons over and t 
closely. "If y, 
inak.' a gcssl'htugam fi 
give them hac k to me."

"I’ll take them," aaid Ezra slowly,] 
cltfliiig hia hand over them. “ I'll have 
the pigeons in a basket ready for you to 
take borne with you to-iimrrow morning.’ 

lie jait Іін buttons in hia pocket, and 
ut down to tin- hami to do hi* evc-ning 

chores wont!, ring whether lie hiul really 
been c h. HUtl again in hia hargniii.ua he slavt 
"ad s0 oflc-n Ik-en before. Nrd aUssl at any slaves ? 
ti*e gate Itxiking after the retreating men?’ Atî’ as 1 lay 

gun- «if глга, with s triumphant smile the com begun a-whiaperin’, an' jpg’
'V5i.o3«.„„,V, him „,.,„,„«1 £Г 'toJS ChlPm‘n'e Reterlt

6®*! Family Flourt'made In C*n*d*.

u-l h,. wm pr,«,l ,.f abat he nmtidrrod to be cotton, mV man. to be man an’ х» і « H
H )-~>b.. there ... very Uttlo ЙГ-^.ІГьПйкЛіА.МЙ

Eastport, Portland M Wontail pigcxais
I

not going to take them/' 
as Ezra turn's I the 

mod tb-ni 
t eluirp enough to 
for yoursc-If, why

EVERY MONDAY --------
-------- AND THURSDAY

----get, when I was down
і-y, leaning on hie spade, 

under why the Lord hadn't 
me white and give- mo edication, 

an’ one night I wa* a lyin' out in tin 
cornfield an' the moon was a shinin' 
bright, au’ I aes to myself, What 
таксі you a alavc? Why wasn't you 

ага bum the

there a-thiiikin'.

MORNINGS, al 7J6 Slaada»

KeCurnlng, will leav# Hoatvu
and Portlaad ri 1 p. a* , for Kaalpori and SI

C. C. BICUARIlSâCO.
OsaUMnnn, - la driving over Піа aiounlaiua I took 

a aevere raid which ectiled in
causing ne Many ileeplwe i 
application of MIN 
ma thaï I fell talo a deep eleep, and complete ra

tion lh," said Joe- 
"I tufrd to wi

ba< h and kuine

AB1I-H LIN1MKNT an relieved Connsctlon* al Kastporl with St earner for MV
Andrews, Calais and St. Stephen

Freight received dally ap to 6 p. nтаки you a a I
bom the gen’leman an’ шага txi 

an’ what for did the’ hev 
Why wasn't wo all
as I 1

done Я. MoLaon. Through ft rat and eeroed-сіам UckaU can ha pur 
ehaaed and llaggag* eherked through from all Book
Ing I
City

nation» of alt railway», and on board
of Montioello between Bt JiAn, Digby, and

Alan, Freight billed through at «a
tramaly low ratM

I.A КГН l.KK, 
gent 81 Joha,

B. A. WALDB0N, 
General Agent,

j
Jf. A. CHIFHAN * CB„

Hand Central Wharf, HALIFAX, Ж. 6
J. B. C0YLK,

Manager Portl/*

f

March 80MESSENGER AND VISITOR6

March ЗО.
.% The Matter wluoh thu page oeuiaias ti 

.Vleoted from various aouroee, and wa ,
any Intelligent farmer or huaaa 
of thie «ingle page, fro* weak lo 

mg th* year, will be worth мviral time* 
, option pria* of I he paper

WAITlMi AW»*K.

Waiting alone in the night, 
Never ж star lo shine,

Never a heart-throb in the fight 
Close to this heart of mine. 

Waiting in cceary I*in,
Almost too weak to moan 

No loving hand to share the 
Waiting, alone, alone

Waiting, unable to sleep .
Tliro’ the long dragging hours, 

Thinking of graves where are huri 
All of life'sawectiit flowers.

'. aiming the frowning sky, 
Listening for some I aim call,

- .•ing and hflBitog П0 light, no ( 
Watting—and that is All.

Waiting on God in the night, 
Seeking His will and choice , 

Walking by faith, and not by eig 
Striving to hear Hie voice, 
tying to Hi
While the storms ne'er 

r beneath the cruel 
bird I

m to save

■a

ailing alone in the night, 
Facing the doubt and fear,

an the momiiHtii
St.

n glcaint as tl 
Steadily drucceth near. 

Wailing In «hiperate faith, 
Whether the heavens fallп'н

"t Urn—conic life or 
all in all.

'iirely the God of light 
Succor will send 1.1 me ; 

'landing slone in the frowning t 
l‘rôtilise of help 1 see. 

strong in Hie mighty power 
Failli can assurance trace; 

Trusting that God in the crucial 
Surely will give me grace 

—Vapt. H. AseUo C

THE HOME.

Чім AmnIi-'b « ml Чім Mary's

Moat young girla have amh 
am !.. vc to bakeoakeand nib 

Some of them go ao far as to lo* 
to make bread anil biscuit, w 
п-ally the most m-cessary art t 
and to bring to |>erfection, на і 
foundation of our needs in the 
Ivalthful and strengthening Cv

not always a pleasure to 
■ Iwn-maid to have some of the 
Indies come into the culinary 
ment “to do some baking.” Tin 
her .about” in many ways, for the 
remember where the sugar is I 
the flour barrel stands, and wl 
must be hindered, getting loge 
the ingredients of the cake, or*w 
they have decided to maki- thaï 
ing. Then they are not particule 
the table, which she is proud to 
white and free from stain. Th 
the milk on it, and break the 
such a way that the yolks bur 
and run down the side of the cal 
They scatter their flour all the w

c pantry to the oven.
“Ґ don't care how often Mi» 

eontes into the kitchen,” said P 
"but when Misa Mary comes, < 
me ! ” and the gopd, faithful 1 
threw up her hailus and shook lu 
“ When Miss Annie comes in, she 
a large newspapt 
table. She don't 
just goes to the pantry and f 
things out without any fuss. Sli 
spills nothing, and she 
sight of baking dishes, only ju 
she has to. There haint no ma 
cleared up after her. And Miss 
always so pleasant. If I don’t ha 
feel ‘comlortable as usual,’ el 
she’s very sorry, and fixes me son 
to take to help me feel bettei 
while she’s at work 
pretty story sbe’s b 
Annie never puts her face in 
chen door but what I'm glad to

“And Miss Mary ?”
“Well, now, I don't want t«» s 

thing agin Miss Mary. She’s 
good in her way. But its more 
lor her to paint them pretty 
plates and cups and saucers ai 
things. She painted 
Christmas, the prettiest sort of i 
yellow flowers on ’em. But Mis 
somehow, haint got a good r 
about common things. She alw 
gins, ‘Priscilla, where do you k 
sugar?’ and its Priscilla here at 
cilia there, until my other wot 
behind me, and I have to put 
she’s gone, to get ketched up 
And Miss Mary can't handle tin 
as she does ner paint brush 
daubs it all over 
don’t make no good coloring 
sometimes I find lumps of it 
chairs. And then she leaves 
pile of dishes to be washed up i 
away ! But then Miss Mary і 
good in her way, and I 
I’ll try to put up 
wish she was mon- I 
when she's in the kitch

want no

don’t use

she tells n

hole

e'it. Bi 
like Miss 
ien to WOI

The following incident is re 
Goldthwait's Magazine of a ceJ 
lion-tamer named Martin. It is i 
tration of what any one can disc 
himself or herself, by kindly 
domestic animals—aqy of which 
her kindness and also remember

When
who died lately, had retired to

tic celebrated animal

life, he made up his mind on 
pay a visit to his former large : 
rie, which he had not seen'iiryears. It was in 
started for that city from bis 
seat near Rotterdam. At four 
tho time for feeding, 
menagerie

He niingl 
until the au tin 
food, for which 
wild impati
ng In- began to cough. Suddi 
"limais stopped eating and li 
Tien they broke into wild howl 
'Gu tore at the iron bars so, thi 
• d’he timid visitors fled from t 
■ЧСгіо. The parrots, kangaroi 
can and monkeys began to sere 
rexem. The hyena and the 
how*!. In short, it was a perl 
lam

winter til 
was wrapped in a Ion 
[led with the crowd and 

ale had 
they were waiti 
. While they v

It was

-

='
?


