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1I'll heave you down,” sez I. And Tommy 
see that I meant it, and he off with his shoes 
and tuk them big brains of bis down into the 
well in a jiffy. He grabbed the cat, and the 
cat grabbed him, and it was jest about an 
equal thing by the time they got into day
light.

Tommy's face, looked like a map of Europe 
with the rivers drawn in red paint, and that 
cat was so full of lightning that it fairly 
hissed rite out of his fur.

Tommy had to lay by the biggest part of 
that day with his face smeared over with 
mutton taller, but by night he got round 
again, and got to cutting up his pranks as 
bad as ever.

Grandpa Bunker lives with me, and has 
for several years. He has been dying for 
twenty odd years with the consumption and 
the rheumatlz, but he don't seem any nigher 
to it than he was in the beginning, and I 
kind of expect that after I’m gone he’ll run 
the farm and keep it in the name. He’s aw
ful deaf, though, except when you're a-talk
ing about something you don’t want him to 
know about, and then he’ll hear the faintest 
whisper that ever was, and I’ve noticed that 
was a good deal the way with most deaf 
persons.

Grandpa has an ear-trumpet that he car
ries ’round, and as soon as Tommy spied that 
he seemed bewitched to holler into it. He 
shouted so loud that he nigh about blowed 
the top of grandpa’s head off, and the old 
man had to have his head done up in cotton 
batting and wet in sweet ile for two days, 
and he was mad enough with that boy to 
give him fits, I can tell you.

The next day after the cat catastrophe 
Tommy got grandpa’s trumpet and filled it 
with mustard seed and stopped it up, and 
grandpa had a caller—a woman that was 
picking up items for a newspaper—and he 
tuk his trumpet to hear what she sed and it 
didn’t seem to work.

“ Drat the thing,” sez grandpa, ** it’s got 
stopped up,” and he in with the end of his 
finger and poked out the wool that Tommy 
had stopped it with and clapped it to his 
ear, and the mustard seed began to run in 
like mad.

“ Thunder and Mars!” sez grandpa, boun
cing out of his chair, “ There's spiders in it, 
spiders, by jinks! an’ millions of ’em! Mary 
Jane! Mary Jane! you scald that trumpet 
out, it’s full of spiders!”

“Good gracious!” cried the woman, gath
ering up her note book and her pencils. “ I 
was told he was a man of temperate habite, 
and here he is in a fit of of jim-jams.”

“ Spiders!” yelled grandpa, digging into 
his ear and pulling out the mustard seed and 
stamping onto it as mad as could be.

“ Land sake!" sez I, “it is some of the 
doings of that boy, grandpa; do carm your
self and set down—you’ll bust your blood
vessels and jar all thet crockery off from the 
mantle-tree—and don’t get excited.

By this time the woman caller had got out 
into the road, and both of our dogs was to 
her heels barking like mad, and I expect 
Tommy put ’em up to it, for I seen him 
peeping out from behind the woodshed and 
grinning to hisself.

But when grandpa got it through his head 
that Tommy had been fooling with that 
trumpet he was madder than a broke-up set
ting hen, and, in spite of his rheumatiz, he 
gave the boy a walloping.

That Tommy kept me in a stew all the 
time. When he warn’t into one thing he 
was into another, and when he was out any
where I expected every minit that he would 
come in dead or mortally wounded, and then 
his ma would blame me.

For quite a considerable spell, Cap’en 
Grimes, from Milwood, has been coming 
over here and dropped in of an evening. 
The cap’en lost his wife nigh onto two years 
ago, and he’s got as purty a monument to 
her grave in the semeterry as is there, and it 
must have cost a good sum. He’s wore a 
weed onto his hat nigh about to the top of 
the crown; but lately he’s had it tuk down 
a couple of inches, and he seems to have 
kinder pear ted up, and takes an interest in 
the world once more. The cap’en is well-to- 
do, and his children is all growed up, and 
he keeps two horses and ten cows, and he’s 
a man that’s well-looking and he’s got a good 
character.

I don’t say that I’d marry him, but then 
there ain’t any knowing what I might do if 
he should set hisself to teasing of me. I’m 
naterally of an obleeging disposition, and I 
never did like to hurt anybody’s feelings.

Two or three nights ago, the cap’een drop
ped in as usual. He kept hie overcoat on 
and his hat in his hand, and sed he couldn’t 
stop a minit—just as he allers does when he 
comes in. He’s allers just agoing to go; but 
but he generally stays till eleven o’clock, if 
not later.

He sot down on the sofy and began to talk 
about the weather*—that’s one of his favorite 
subjects. There is a good deal to be sed 
about the weather, you know.

“ ’Tain’t so hot as ’twas yesterday,” sez 
he, crossing his legs and sticking his hat onto 
his knee.

“ No,” sez I; “it don’t seem to be.”
“ Day afore yes’day was a scorcher,” sez

early to-night to get a good start in the 
morning.”

Prue and Cherry looked at each other with 
sparkling eyes; this arrangement chimed in 
with their ideas exactly.

The household tyrant was more exacting 
than usual this evening, or so it seemed. 
The rooms already put in order for the city 
boarders bad to be gone over again with 
broom and duster; chickens had to be pick
ed and vegetables washed and prepared for a 
company breakfast; the silver was to be rub
bed up, and the old Indian blue china dust
ed anew before the weary slaves were allow
ed to cease work. And finally, when at 
last Aunt 'Stasia had disappeared into her 
room, like an antiquated spider in its hole, 
Cherry danced up to where Uncle Jonathan 
sat in his accustomed splint rocker, staring 
as hard at the empty chimney place as if it 
were full of blazing beech logs, and, taking 
his face between her two hands, kissed its 
wrinkled lines.

“The dresses are lovely, Uncle Jonathan!” 
she whispered.

And Prue, leaning on his chair, laid her 
fresh cheek against his hair.

“ Is the carpenter bench all right?” she 
murmured in his ear.

He nodded, while a slow smile crept over 
his visage.

“ But I dunno, gale, as its altogether right 
to deceive your aunt this-a-way!” he added 
soberly.

“ We’re not deceiving her,” said Prue.
“ She hasn't asked us a question about it! 
She has taken it for granted we would bend 
to her will.”

“ Wal, wal,” said Uncle Jonathan, still 
staring at the soot incrueted bricks of the 
chimney, “ it’s only natural you should want 
to go once in a while. Gala can’t be cooped 
up like young chickens in a pen, and you’ve 
worked like all possessed to help get ready 
for the boarders, that I’ll allow!”

Just then the creaking of Aunt ’Stasia’s 
shoes sounded a little nearer the bedroom 
door than usual. Prue and Cherry flew up 
the narrow wooden stairs like frightened i 
birds; Uncle Jonathan rose up and extin
guished the candle which still burned on the 
high mantle and the room was left in dark-

“ You haven’t lost it! screamed Aunt 
’Stasia. This is Buttonhall Farm—and I’m 
Mrs. Barton. It's all a mistake, my pouncin’ 
out at you, like a wild cat. My two neioea—”

“ Excuse me,” said the city gentleman, 
“ if I decline to discuss this mattes further. 
After the nervous shock which these ladies 
have received, they will scarcely desire to 
dwell under your roof. Perhaps the gentle
men,” turning to Allen and Harding, “can 
tell me of some place where they can be re
ceived, short of a second journey to Button 
Depot!”

Harding took off his hat. “ My mother 
will be glad to take them in, I dare say,” 
said he. “And it is not very far off. Let 
me show you the way.”

Aunt ’Stasia stood watching the retreating 
party until they were out of sight; then she 
turned savagely to her nieces:

“Mrs. Harding’s got away my city board
ers,” she snarled, “and it’s all your fault! 
Come into the house, you young minxes, and 
I’ll let you know what I think of yon!”

Prue drew herself up, whilst Cherry clung 
timidly to her arm.

“Aunt ’Stasia,” said she, “you must not 
address us in that way. We are no longer 
helpless and friendless. Mr. Allen has asked 
me to become his wife, and Calvin Harding 
has told Cherry, here, that he has loved her 
this long time, but that you never would 
allow him to come to the house and plead 
his cause. It is settled that we are both to 
be married on the same day next October, 
and from this day your tyranny ever must 
end.”

“Or,” interrupted Andrew Allen, brave
ly, “ we’ll marry them to-morrow!”

“I’m glad on’t from the bottom of my 
heart,” said Uncle Jonathan, still holding up 
his lantern like a single-eyed Cyclops.

“Come here and kiss me, gals!”
But Aunt ’Stasia, without vouchsafing a 

single word, walked grimly back to the house.
To lose, at*one blow, the city boarder, and 

the two faithful damsels who had served her 
so long, without price, was too much for her 
philosophy. Nor did it at all tend to console 
her when Uncle Jonathan afterwards re
marked:

“It’s all your own fault, Anastasia!”

we could, and I grabbed the cap’en by the 
coat tail, and he kicked oat at me jeet like a 
vicious colt, for he thought I was the ghoet.

“Let me alone, Sally! Let me alone!” he 
yelled back at me. “ I’ll have the weed put 
back as wide as ’twas before, and I’ll swear 
by the holy broomstick that I’ll never look 
at a widder agin ! Only let me alone, Sally !”

How fur we should have run I can’t say, 
but Deacon Roberts was a-digging a su liar 
for a new bouse, and that happened to be in 
our way, and as we didn’t turn out for any
thing and neither did the sullar, we went 
rite into it; and there we was.

When we come to our ourselves, we man
aged to get out, and we agreed not to say 
nothing about it, but that boy Tommy met 
us with a lantern, jest as we agreed, and 
we’d agreed, and sez he as cool as could be:

“ Here’s your hat, capt’in, and and you’re 
old enuff, both of ye, not to be scared by a 
boy dressed up in a white night-gownd. If 
I was a-courting a girl, I shouldn’t be bluffed 
off that way.” And he darted off a-whist
ling up the road.

The cap’en hain’t called here since, but 
I’ve sent that Tommy home. His brains is 
too active for these regions.

And I’m afraid the ca 
hurt that he won’t dare 
shall ride over to his place some day to awap 
a setting of eggs and see how he is.
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What Time 
Has Endorsed

There i* not a medicine in use today which possesses the confidence of the public to so great 
an extent as Johnson’s Anodynk Liniment. For more thau eighty years it has stood upon 
its own intrinsic merit, while generation after generation have used it and transmitted the 
knowledge of its excellence to their children as a valuable Inheritance. The best evidence of 
its value is the fact that in the state where it originated the sale of it is steadily increasing.
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Loving. Echoes.

Praise, and the world will heed you;
Blame, and it heeds you not;

For a word of praise in the memory.
Never to be forgot;

Or, if chiding be remembered,
It is only for its sting,

But loving words, like songs of birds,
Are forever echoing.

Look for the fragrant roses,
Not for the thorns and weeds,

For the crimsomky, when night is nigh, 
And the golden sun recedes,

Glistens the Starry Dipper,
Sparkles the Milky Wav,

Through midnight trees,
Glimpses of dawning day.

Kisses, but not upbraiding»,
The smile, but not tho frown,

For the love must be deep that afloat will 
keep,

If harshness press it down;
Like the falling dew* of summer,

Or the welcome autumn rain,
Kind words may flow from the lips, and go 

To the skies of the heart again.

since. I can most truly say that it has maintained its high standard and popularity from 
that time to this. JOHN B. RAND, North Waterford, Maine, Jan., 1891.

I have used your Johnson’s Anodyne Liai- This certifies that Dr. A. Johnson, whose 
meut for more than fifty years in my family, name is signed to every genuine bottle of 
Have used it for colds, coughs, sore throat, Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment, in the month of 
stings, cramps, sore stomach, rheumatism, Jan., 1840, first left at my store some of the same, 
lameness,colic, toothache, neuralgia, etc..and I have supplied my customers with it ever 
found it always good every way. I would not since, (over fifty years) with increasing sales, 
let my house he without it. I am a man 71 years I have used it In my family for sprains, coughs, 

Liniment is my family remedy, colds, lame back, and consider it the best. 
So. Robbinston, Me. Jabbz Knowlton, Newburg, Me.

the clear eye sees

old.
Cl

The Doctor’s Signature and directions are on every bottle, 
u can’t get it send to us. Price 35 cents; six $2.00. Sold by Druggists. Pamphlet free.
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Praise, and your friend will hear you, 
Blame, and he heeds you not;

For a word of praise in th 
Never to be forgot;

But if chiding be remembered,
It is only for a ati 

And loving words, ..
Are forever echoin
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—Julia May.
g-We are now making soft mud, sand-moulded Brick at the rate of twenty-five thousand

per day. About Amber.

At the present day the supply of amber is 
chiefly obtained from the dreary and desolate 
region of Sajpland, on the eastern Baltic, a 
strange, weird land of blowing sand, shifting 
sand-dunes, and poverty-stricken amber- 
hunters. It is a cold northern Sahara. The 
district produces absolutely nothing bat am
ber; vegetation it has none, and from Konigs* 
berg, its capital, to the end of the promon
tory scarcely anything subsists that a man 
could live upon. Its trade is all retrospec
tive ang geological. It lives upon the mem
ory of its Oligocène fertility. Most of the 
amber is obtained after stormy weather by 
men who wade in the water with long hooks 
in their hands, and Secure the lumps, tom 
up from the submarine beds, among the float
ing seaweed. Bat a considerable portion is 
also go t by diving. For the beds are almost 
all below sea level, and it is only after heavy 
storms that the precious resin is dislodged in 
any quantities. No wonder it seemed to 
earlier ages a gift from the gods, very mystic 
and magical. Konigaberg and Memel are 
the centres of the export traffic. The biggest 
lumps go direct to Constantinople, Mecca and 
North Africa, partly to be used up in Moham
medan ceremonies and partly to be carved 
into cigarette-holders, pipe-stems, and per
sonal ornaments. The smaller pieces are 
sent to Italy, where they are manufactured 
into beads and other gewgaws for the annoy
ance of tourists; while much is exported to 
uncivilized countries for the further adorn
ment of those dusky ladies so dear to the 
hearts of our Stevensons and onr Haggards. 
The lumps vary immensely in size; there is 
one in the Berlin museum which weighs fifteen 
pounds. At first sight, the ingenuous ob
server is apt to think no pine trees of our 
days produce such masses of resin. But then 
he should remember he is comparing a few 
hundred years of our cleared and stunted 
Europe with heaven knows how many ages 
of unbroken forest, and heaven knows what 
big groves of gigantic pine trees.

s
Early Autumn.

The country lanes are bright with bloom, 
And gentle airs come stealing through, 

Laden with native wild perfume 
Of balm and mint and honey-dew,

And o’er the summer’s radiant flush 
Lies early autumn’s dreamy bush.

In wav-side nooks the asters gleam,
And frost-flowers dance above the sod,

These Brick are 10 p.c, larger than any other 
made in Western Nova Scotia.

They are Hard, Straight and Square. No better 
in Canada.

YVe also have a stiff mud machine for making Wire Cut Brick, with a capacity of sixty 
thousand per day. These are smooth, hard and straight, and we make them this year half 
a pound heavier than usual. We have on hand five hundred thousand Wire Cut Brick left 
over from last autumn.

Our Brick are absolutely free from “white wash.”
Come and see us and get prices, and before concluding a purchase take a look at the 

buildings made from our Brick and compare with those made from stock obtained elsewhere. 
—the Moir Building in Halifax, built three years ago, and the County Asylum here, built 
last summer for instance.

While, lapsing by, the silent stream 
Reflects the hue of golden-rod,

That flower which lights a dusky day 
With something of the sun-god’s ray.

The grapevine clambers o'er the hedge 
In golden festoons; sumacs burn 

Like torches on the distant ledge,
Or light the lane at every turn,

’ ivy riots everywhere 
ood-red banners on the air.

In purple mist of fragrant mint 
Borders the fences, drifting out 

Of fostering corners, and its tint,
As half of cheer and half of doubt,

Is like the dear delightful haze 
Which robes the hills these autumn days.

And strange wild growths are newly-met;
Odd things but little prized of yore,

Like some old jewel well reset,
Take on a worth unseen before,

As dock, in spring a graceless weed,
Is brilliant in its autumn seed.

The cricket and the katydid 
Pipe low their sad prophetic tune, 

Though airs pulse warm the leaves amid,
As played around the heart of June;

So minor strains break on the heart, 
Foretelling age as years depart.

The sweet old story of the year 
Is spinning onward to its close,

Yet sounds as welcome on the ear 
As in the time of op’ning rose.

May life for all as swiftly wane 
As comes the autumn-time again?

—Dart Fairthonis in Harper's Bazar.

Address: BRIDGETOWN, NOVA SCOTIA
And
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Dr. J. oodbury’s With breathless delight and a multitude 
of shy precautions, Prue and Cherry dressed 
for their first fullblown party, each “doing” 
the other’s hair and adorning it with clust
ers of wild rosebuds and crimson clove pinks, 
and escaping down the sloping shed-roof 
skipped away under the starlight, restrain
ing their gay voices and sweet laughter, un
til two or three dew-drenched meadows 
should have interposed between themselves 
and the old peaked-roof farm-house under 
the button-ball trees. But watching their 
footsteps was a pair of gleaming, green gray 
eyes on which they had not calculated and 
Aunt ’Stasia drew back her night capped 
head from the pantry window with a subdued 
chuckle.

“They think they’ve fooled me, I e’pose” 
muttered she. “ But they haint They’ve 
got out all right, but they won’t get back 
quite so easy, I guess. And one thing’s 
dumb sartin—not a cent of the boarders’ 
money do they get! Sly, deceitful minxes, I 
do wonder bow they ever managed to lay 
bands on them rose colored gowns without 
me knowin’ of it!”

So there was one silver lining to the cloud. 
Aunt ’Stasia never suspected her husband of 
being an accomplice to these two young con
spirators.

“I’ll teach ’em a lesson,"said she to her
self, as she lighted the candle, got out her 
knitting, and prepared to await the course 
of events.

Eleven o’clock struck! Twelve! and still 
Aunt ’Stasia eat there, resolved to die sooner 
than yield to the drowsiness that weighed 
down her eyelids. At length she started up 
at the sound of footsteps on the rude plank 
bridge that spanned the trout brook at the 
foot of the lane.

“ There they come!” she said springing to 
her feet, and bundling a shawl round her 
head.

Her eyes could scarcely pierce the starry 
dark of the summer night, but there were 
figures coming up the lane and she could 
faintly distinguish the sound of muffled 
voices.

Creeping down into the shadow of the old 
smoke-house, Aunt ’Stasia there awaited 
her prey, and bounced ont upon them as they 
advanced.

“ Oh, ye’ve come, have ye?” she screamed. 
“You lazy, good-for-nothing tricky things. 
But I’ll teach you a lesson you never learned 
before. Get in there, quick!”

Opening the smoke-house door with one 
band, she used the other as a propelling force 
to push the amazed new comers into the 
dismal old place, turning the rusty key on 
its wards with a jerk, and then twirled 
around to confront their escort, a tall young 
man, who, having lingered to close the lane 
gate, was just making his way up through a 
forest of tall weeds.

Mrs. Bunker’s Nephew.

HORSE LINIMENT BY ELIZA STEVENSON.

It is two years ago this month since Nehe- 
miah Bunker, that was my husband, tuk the 
plurality into his sides and died, and left me 
alone, a widder woman with two children in 
this vale of sin and sorrow. - It don’t seem 
no longer ago than yesterday, but it’s sot 
down in the allmynack, and it’s outer his 
tombetun, which cost a hundred dollars, the 
date, June the 16th, 1886. Peas to his 
ashes. But that’s neither here nor there. 
’Tain’t about that I was going to tell you 
when I tuk my pen in hand.

Nehemiah died as peaceful as he had lived, 
and he said to me how lucky it was for me 
that he didn’t plant any more taters in the 
spring, because there’d be nobody to hoe ’em; 
an’ he said if he should die how lucky it was 
for him to die afore the tater bugs got plenty. 
And he said, with a sad smile, sez he, “ You 
know, Mary Jane, that I allers did hate that 
tater-bugging business.”

Wal, he left me with the farm and the 
critters, and I have managed as well as I could 
with Job Stevens, the hired man; but thero 
are times when I sigh for the presence of a 
kindred soul. No human critter ought to be 
alone, there are times when the society of a 
hired man don’t satisfy me; I want somebody 
that I can lay the blame onto when things 
go wrong, without his getting his back up 
and threatening to pack his trunk and go to 
work for old maid Jenkins, which has got 
her front teeth out, and not a spear of hair 
on her head but what’s bought.

I’ve had some loveyers since Nehemiah 
passed away from this mortal scene, but I 
ain’t the woman tfiat is ready to marry any
thing for the sake of being married, not by a 
long chalk. I want a man that don’t chaw 
nor smoke, nor drink anything stronger than 
cidar, and that’s keerful of his clothes, and 
that scrapes his feet afore he comes into the 
house, and that’s willing to do his chores and 
likes to go to meeting.

Last summer I got a letter from Sister-in- 
law Benton, that lives in Kingston, saying 
that her son Tommy was a little under the 
weather from too much study, and the doc
tor said his brains was a-growing too fast for 
his body. It’s awful unlucky to have more 
brains than there’s room for in your head, 
for ’taint a common disease, and the doctors 
hain’t learnt to treat it right yet.

Tommy is sixteen years old, and small of 
his age, and he has got reddish hair and a 
freckled face, and as mischevious looking a 
turned-up nose as you ever saw.

Mrs. Benton she wanted to know if I 
wouldn’t board Tommy a spell, and sort of 
peart him up on new milk and fresh air, and 
and she wound up in the letter by saying her 
dear boy wouldn’t give me the least mite of 
trouble, for he was as good as gold and be
longed to the Sunday-school and could play 
some onto the violin.

Of course 1 wrote back to her to let him 
come; but I didn't want him, for these ere 
city boys don't take to country manners, and 
I expected to have a time with him.

The first night he come he ate a whole 
mince pie and five doughnuts and four flap- 
jacks for supper, which showed that having 
too much brains don’t strike to your stomach.

Next morning he was up before anybody 
in the house, blowing the tin trumpet out of 
the kitchen winder, and he scared old Aunt 
Sally Walker across the street almost into 
fits with it—waked her right up out of a 
sound sleep, and she thought the last day 
had come.

When I called the cat to breakfast it 
was missing. Now, I’d had that cat for five 
years and I’d never knowed it to be absent 
or tardy to meals. I searched high and low 
for him, calling “Dicky! Dickey! Dickey!” 
till I was as hoarse as a crow; but no Dickey 
appeared.

Tommy, he sot there whistling and making 
a tail to a kite out of my religious newspa
pers, that I’ve saved up for Sunday reading 
when it rains so that I can’t go to meeting.

“ I wouldn’t strain myself any more call
ing of him, if I was you, Aunt Mary Jane,” 
sez he at last, “ for I guess he can’t come 
very well. He’s got other business, that 
oat has. He’s gone to sea in the well.”

I flew at that boy and grabbed him by the 
hairs of his head, and I tuk the poker to him 
and made him own up that he had blowed 
the trumpet at Dick and soared him so that 
he run up the chimney, and that Tommy 
had cotched him and put him to soak in the 
well.

I rushed out and peeped down in the well, 
and there, on the rock that had tumbled 
down from the curbing, sot poor Dickey with 
his eyes green as grass and me-you-ing away 
like all possessed.

“ You go down into that well and get that 
oat, you young scallawag,” sez I, “ or I swar

Is Infallibly the Cure for
Horse Distemper, Coughs, Colds, Thickness in Wind, 

Enlargement of Glands, Affections of Kidneys,
AND APPLIED EXTERNALLY

IT HAS 1TO EQ,TJjAIj.

In 1892 this Liniment had a sale of 25,000 bottles. 
Anyone who has ever used it would not- be without it for 

ten times the cost. Write to us for testimonials.

PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOTTLE Sold by all Druggist» snd General Dealers. JStltrt literature.
F. L. SHAFNER, PROPRIETOR.

Two Fair Conspirators.Manufactured at BOSTON, MASS., and MIDDLETON, N. S.

Senator Wilson’s Courage.

After Henry Wilson’s first election to the 
United States Senate, he gave his friends a 
dinner. The table was set with not one 
wineglass upon it

“ Where are the glasses?” asked several of 
the guests, merrily.

“Gentlemen,” said Mr. Wilson, “you 
know my friendship for you and my obliga
tions to you. Great as they are, they are 
not great enough to make me forget ‘ the 
rock whence I was hewn and the pit whence 
I was dug.’ Some of yon know how the 
curse of intemperance overshadowed my 
youth. That I might escape, I fled from my 
early surroundings. For what I am, I am 
indebted, under God, to my temperance vow 
and my adherence to it. Call for what you 
want to eat, and if this hotel can provide it, 
it shall be forthcoming; but wines and 
liquors cannot come to this table with my 
consent, because I will not spread in the 
path of another the snare from which I 
escaped.”

Three rousing cheers showed the brave 
Senator that men admire the man who has 
the courage of his convictions.

He afterward filled the office of Vice-Presi
dent of the United States.

“ How do I look, Prue, dear?”
“ Like a half-open rose-bud, Cherry. And 

is my dress becoming?”
“ Becoming! Oh, Prue, I never saw you 

look so well in your life. I only wish I 
could have your photograph taken just as 
you stand there. Oh, hush! YVhat’s that 
noise?”

“ Only Aunt ’Stasia brooming the cat out 
of the pantry! Quick, Cherry, let’s get the 
pink calico dresses off; she’ll be up here 
next.”

“ Prue, I’m afraid we are doing wrong?” 
hesitated pretty Charity Lee.

Her sister Prudence bit her lip; her amber- 
brown eyes flashed beneath their long, curl
ing lashes.

“ Wrong, Cherry? Is it wrong to try to 
look like other girls? to want, once in a 
while to get our necks from under the har
row? We came to Aunt ’Stasia because we 
were friendless orphans, and had no other 
relative besides her, and she has made wret
ched drudges of us. We have washed and 
scrubbed and mended and made for her— 
we’ve saved here the expense of a hired girl, 
and we’ve endured her scoldings and snubb- 
ings without a word. Uncle Johathan would 
take our part if he dared to, but he is in 
awe of his life of Aunt ’Stasia, and now that 
she has made up her mind to take city 
boarders, we shall be ground down 
than ever, and I’ve made up my mind that 
we will go somewhere and see something, 
with her leave or without!”

“ It’ll be without it,” said Cherry, with a 
shrug of the shoulders. “ I told you, Prue, 
that she would never consent to our going 
to Cis Allen’s party!”

“No matter,” said Prue, calmly. “Were 
going. We’ve picked strawberries on the 
sly, and Uncle Jonathan has sold ’em for us 
when he took the June butter and spring 
chickens to town, and he has bought us 
these cambric dresses—I wish, by the way, 
they weren’t so vivid a pink, but dear, old 
Uncle Jonathan did the best he could—and 
we've made them up at odd times; and we’ll 
have one delicious evening of being like 
other girls, if we never have another. And 
you shall dance tho Virginia reel with Cal
vin Harding.”

“Nonsense, Prue!” cried Cherry, turning 
pinker than the cambric dress which she 
was now folding away in the crippled bureau 
with the broken drawer handles which was 
all that Aunt ’Stasia allowed two girls in the 
way of ward robe accomodations.

“Let me see,” said Prue. “ We’re to 
come up to bed at half past eight. Aunt 
’Stasia don’t like us to burn too much oil, 
and she’s always glad to get us off early—”

“ Yes!” cried Cherry, clapping her hands.
“ And we’re to dress as softly as two little 

mice, and we’re to step ont on the roof of the 
shed and jump down on the carpenter bench 
that Uncle Jonathan is to leave out there 
by mistake; and its only half a mile to the 
Allen farmhouse if we go across the fields, 
past the grave yard and the old quarry pit 
And oh, Cherry! won’t it be delightful to go 
to a real party and dance to real music, and 
wear brand-new dresses, not Aunt ’Stasia’s 
hideous, dun-colored things made over?"

And the two bright-eyed young things 
hugged and kissed each other in an estasy of 
happy anticipation. Aunt ’Stasia’s shrill 
voice called op the stairs abruptly termin
ated their castle in the air.

“Prudence! Charity! Where be ye? What 
ye ’bout! There’s the cows cornin’ up the 
lane to be milked, and the table to set for 
supper, and a letter from the city boarders 
to say they’re cornin’ to-morrow morn in.” 
Step quick, now! We must all go to bed

MARK CURRY. A. S. CURRY. B. A. BENT.

CURRY BROTHERS & BENT,

Manufacturers k Builders.
PROPRIETORS OF THE

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory.
Question and Answer.

WThy does Hawker’s balsam cure coughs 
and colds?

Because it assists nature to throw off all 
inflamed and congested matter and soothes 
and heals the irritated organs of the throat 
and the lungs.

It contains balsam of tolu, extract of wild 
cherry bark, and with these a combination 
of other ingredients endorsed by the highest 
medical authorities on throat and lung dis-

The season of coughs and colds, bronchial 
and lung affections, is at hand. It is of the 
first im 
should
ment relief is needed. Hawker’s balsam of

pmg it with additional machinery for carrying on a general business in

Contracting and Building,
INCLUDING THE MANUFACTURE OF

Doors, Sashes, Frames, Stair Work, Mouldings, Clapboards, 
Sheathing, Flooring, Shingles, Laths, etc., and will constantly 

have on hand a full stock of Lime and all other Building Materials.
“ As for you, Calvin Harding,” said she, 

“clear off these premises, quicker’n a flash, 
or I’ll loose the bulldog! Ain’t you ashamed 
of yourself, teaching two gals to disobey 
their nateral gardeen? Eb? Ain’t you?

buildinffoTany0 kind put'up'let usTaow? aud’^'will'&bfeVou'a flgTjreVhatw’ilfsuit^tlie u want a

WANTED: -Seasoned Spruce and Pine Lumber. portance that every man and woman 
know where to turn for relief the mo-

“ Madam—” “ Yes,” sez I, “ that’s what I thought”
Then the cap’en sot still for full five minu

tes; then he began to twirl his hat round on 
his finger, and finally he lost his hold of it, 
and it went bouncing down into the fireplace 
and rolled up in the ashes. But he didn’t 
seem to notice it.

“ Mary Jane?” sez he, as excited as though 
a bee had stung him.

“ What is it?” sez I, thinging maybe he’d 
dropped a stitch in his back.

“ Mary Jane!” sez he, more fidgety than

Correspondence from all points respectfully solicited. “ Don't madam me,” cried the excited 
woman, “ or I’ll call Bose, and scat him on 
t’ye? Get off this place, I say!

“ Will you listen to me, my good woman? 
Or are you start, raving mad?

At this moment Uncle Jonathan made his 
appearance, carrying his lantern.

“What’s the matter, Anastasia?” he bawled. 
“ Is it chicken thieves or tramps? I’ve got 
the old musket here—shall 1 fire.”

And from the path under the apple trees 
two pink figures emerged, hurrying along 
like moving rosebuds, with a stalwart young 
man on either aide—Calvin Harding and 
Cissy Allen’s oldest brother Andrew.

“Ob, Aunt ’Stasia! Oh, Mrs. Barton!” 
they cried. “ What has happened?”

Aunt ’Stasia stared around at the 
now iradicated by the flicker of the lantern.

“ Didn’t I just shut you two girls in to 
the smoke-house? she stammered. And if it 
wasn’t you, who was it?”

Just then the rusted lock of the improvised 
prison-house gave way beneath the repeated 
jerks of the tall young man—the door flew 
open, and out rushed two screaming women.

“ Take ns away, Herbert! they screamed. 
The woman is mad! Don’t let her oome near

tola and wild cherry has stood the test better 
than any other remedy. Children like it, 
and will take it when other remedies are re-You Don’t M a Barrel jected. It has no equal as a remedy for 
coughs and colds. Be sure that you have it 
in yonr house, and in your satchel if you go 
abroad at this season. It is pat up in 25 and 
50 ct. bottles, and is manufactured by the 
Hawker Medicine Co. (Ltd). St. John N. B., 
and New York City.

OF MONEY WITH WHICH TO BUY A
What Paper is Made of.

Paper is one of the most lavishly used ar
ticles of modern times. The materials of 
which it can be made are almost as numer
ous and common as the uses to which the 
finished article is put.

There are something 
covering the making of 
manufactured under one 
leaves of trees, from hop-plants, bean 
pea vines, from trunks and stems of 
corn and every variety of grain, from moss, 
clover and timothy hay, and more than 100 
kinds of grasses, from i 
fibre, from fresh-water weeds and sea weeds; 
from sawdust, shavings and asbestos; from 
thistles and thistle down ; from banana skins, 
tobacco stalks and tan bark ; Jfrom hair, wool, 
fur, old sacking or bagging and from almost 
any other imaginable refuse.

White ” Sewing Machine.u
“ Well, cap’en?” sez L
And then he hopped up and grabbed me 

round the waist and sot me down onto the 
sofy beside of him, and I swar, afore-I could 
lift a finger to stop him, that man kissed me, 
and his breath smelt of doughnuts and cheese.

“ Land of liberty, Cap’n,” sez I, “ what do 
you mean?” And just then I heard a groan 
and we both of us looked up, and, my soul 
and body! there stood a great, tall, white 
figger right in front of bean poles flapping in 
the air.

“Lord Massy!” yelled the cap’en, struck 
all of a heap by the sight.

“ Gracious goodness!” sez I, “ ’tie an ap
paratus from the other world!”

“ Who and what art thou?” sez the cap’en, 
getting behind the sofa and shaking like one 
with the ager.

“ I am the spirit of your first wife,” sez an 
awful boiler voice, “ and if you have anything 
to do with that widder there, I’ll haunt you 
to your dying day,” and the ghoet made a 
dive at the cap’en.

The cap’en he jumped rite out of the win
der and smashed up two pots of geraniums 
that sot there and busted the bird cage, and 
I didn’t have any more sense than to toiler 
him, and my back has had the plumbago in 
it ever sence. We both ran as hard as ever

On the contrary, our prices are exception
ally moderate when you compare same with the 
results obtained in the use of the White.
IT’S BUILT WELL,

SEWS WELL,
Points that you’ll consider when you ceme to buy.

over 2,000 patents 
paper. It may be 

of them from the
stalks, 
IndianLOOKS WELL,

LASTS WELL.
straw and cocoanul

J. A. GATES & CO., - SOLE AGENTS, - MIDDLETON, N. S.
P, S.—Sewing Machine Findings, Needles and Oil always on hand.

In Your BloodANOTHER FIRE Is the cause of that tired, languid feeling 
which afflicts you at this season. The blood 

pure and has become thin and poor. 
That is why you have no strength, no ap
petite, cannot sleep. Purify your blood with 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla, which will give you an 
appetite, tone your stomach, ana invigorate

“ Who be you! demanded Uncle Jonathan, 
holding his lantern high into the air.”

“My name is Corliss,” stiffly explained 
the stranger. “ I was bringing my wife and 
sister, here, to board with one Mrs. Barton, 
at Buttonhall Farm—and we took a carriage 
at Button depot to drive across the country. 
But one of the horses fell lame, and the 
driver refused to go any farther, so we start
ed to walk—and we must have lost our way 
tor-”

is im
Insurance Company has opened an Agency in this town.

The “QUEEN,” your nerves. s-----
Hood’s Pills are easy to take, easy in 

action and sure in effect. 25c.so favorably known for prompt and liberal settlement of loss, has appointed

3VCH^. S. 3ST. WEARE —The apple contains a larger amount of 
phosphorus, or brain food than any other 
fruit.as their Agent, and he is prepared to accept applications on all classes of property at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. The Queen is backed by 640,000,000 
Of British capital, and does the largest business in the Province. -K. ». C. imparts strength to the

whele system. —Minard’s Liniment Cures LaGrippe.
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professional Carte*
I^BL Gillis. Fred W. Haï

^oillis & barris,
Barristers, - - Solicitors,

Notaries Public.
for the Province of NewCommissioners 

Brunswick.
idfcmmissionera for the State of Massachusetts. 
Agehts of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and 

Halifax.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial Agency, 
jlener&l Agents for Fire, Marine, ana Life In-
Members of the United States Law Association. 

Real Estate Agents.

OFFICE:
BAlfK or HOVA SOOTIA BUILDING,

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.

—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFICE IN MTDDLBTON,
(Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store)

Every Tlmrnday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent oj Spain. 

—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
«•Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.
ROVt SCOTIA PERMANENT 8UILDIRG SOCI

ETY *10 SAVINGS FORD OF HALIFAX.
Advances made on Real Estate Security 

repayable by monthly instalments, covering a 
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on 
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum.

of loan repayable at any time at 
option of borrower, so long as tho monthly 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, Barribtkr-at-Law,
80 6m Agent at Annapolis.

Balance

0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER, 

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.
(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on Flrat-Olaae
44 lyReal Estate.

H.F. Williams & Co..
Parker Market, Halifax, N.8.

COMMISSION - MERCHANTS,
AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples 
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and all kinds of Farm Products.

Special Attention given to 
Handling of Live Stock.

tS" Returns made immediately after dis
posal of goods. 27 y

A. A. Schaffner, 11. D.,
LAWRBNOBTOWN, N. S.

Calls received at Geo. L Bishop’s until 
_____  13 lyfarther notice.

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land. Surveyor,

ROUND HILL, N. S.

J. P. GRANT, M.D., C.M.
Office and residence at corner of Church 

and Granville streets, 
OPPOSITE VICTORIA HALL. 

orOrders left at the drug store will be 
attended to. 3 tf

G. O GATES,
PLEASANT STREET, TRURO. N. S. 

Practical Manufacturer and Dealer in 
'ianon db Organs.

Manufacturers' agent for Leading American 
and Canadian Instruments. Tuning and re
pairing a specialty. Visits Annapolis Valley 
twice a year. Old instruments taken in ex
change for new. Over twenty year’s ex
perience.

W. G. Parsons, B. A.,
Barrister, Solicitor, Etc.

MIDDLETON,
tf Office,—“ Dr. Gunter ” building.

N. S.

A R ANDREWS, M,D„ C.M. 
Specialties

EYE,
EAR,

THROAT.
MIDDLETON.

S8tlphone No. 16.

. M. G. 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 
.ranches carefully and promptly attended 
. o. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday 
*nd Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept 23rd, 1891. 25 tf

DENTISTRY.
DR, T. A. CROAKER,

Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,
Will be at his office in Middleton, 

he last and first weeks of each month. 
Middleton, Oct 3rd. 1891.

Optical Goods
—AND—

#

P. G. MELANSON,
of Middleton, has now on show tho largest and 
most varied line of Superior Spectacles and Eye- 
Glasses ever shown in Annapolis County.

His stock of Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and 
Silver-plated ware is second to none, and is 
^.arkea at astonishing low prices. Give him a 
call and verify the truth of the above statement.

Repairing a Specialty.

O. S. MILLER,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,
Real Estate Agent, etc.

RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given 
the collection of claims, and all other 

51 tfrrofessional business.

HIDES AND PELTS WANTED
TTTAtiNü^by the Bridgetown Larrigan Co., 
W a large number of Hides and Pelts, for 

which the highest 
Place o< delivery,—

market rates will be paid, 
the Murdoch Tannery.

W. H. MACKENZIE, Manager.
Bridgetown. OcL 10th, 188*. 28tf
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