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C. and W. and A. railways, retnrning same 
day, due at St. John about 7 p.m.
HOWARD D. TROOP,

Manager, St. John.
J. 8. CARDER,

Agent, Annapolis.
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ANCE COMPANY.

qat,TTf=t POPTjn STTPH/HEMLA. LBIX E8T. ^Solicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank 
of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia 
Annapolis, N. 8.
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A péculiar and pathetic incident occurred 
at au old lumber wareroom in Lawrence* 
burg, Inde, a short time ago.

Swallows had made a home of the dis
used building and a crowd of them were 
enjoying grand sport in circling about it, 
and in darting down the open-top chimney. 
One of them in the downward flight un
fortunately struck against the sharp point 
of a lightning rod projecting several feet 
above the chimney and was impaled, the 
rusty iron passing through the bird near 
one of its wings.

In vain did the creature flutter and strug
gle to free itself from the point of the rod. 
Its cries and exertions soon attracted a lot 
of feathered friends around it, but their
efforts could not release the poor captive, 
and the excitement and confusion of the 
birds as they circled and winged in wild 
alarm around their unfortunate companion, 
uttering loud cries of sympathy, attracted 
the attention of many passers-by, who 
watched them for hours.

Then the contemptible disposition of the 
English sparrow was manifested, as num
bers of them came to the scene. Watching 
an opportunity to dash at the wounded 
swallow, they would give it a cruel blow 
with hill and wing, and even attempt to 
drive away the mates and companions of 
the helpless bird. The exulting cries min
gled with the piteous notes of the sym
pathizing swallows, and frequent combats 
in the air between the contending tactions 
took place, while the indignation of many 
spectators was vented in curses against the 
cowardly sparrows. After several hours 
the struggles and cries of the impaled bird 
became feeble, and it finally hung limp and 
motionless against the rod that bad broken 
its flight and robbed it of life. Even then 
an occasional sparrow would dart against 
the dead body of the suspended bird and 
give it a pick or thrust with its bill.— 
Cincinnati Enquirer.

To Be a Good Teacher.

Good health is particularly necessary for 
the teacher, as the labors of the school-room 
draw so constantly and heavily on the 
vocal, mental, and nervous forces. Teach
ers need to be continually on their guard 
against anything which 
their physical well-being. This precau
tion has also a moral significance and im
portance.

Of course, the more liberal and thorough 
the education, the better the foundation on 
which the teacher’s work is based; but 
there have been many great scholars who 
have proved very poor teachers, for the 
possession of knowledge by no means im
plies the ability to impart it. It is safe to 
assume that natural talent in this direc
tion is the best possible test of the “ born 
teacher." In addition to what is usually 
included in a liberal question, a knowledge 
of the comparatively modern science of 
psychology is indispensable, familiarity 
with the laws which control the develop
ment of mind, the material upon which 
the teacher exclusively works. If she suc
ceeds in her work without this knowledge, 
her success will result “ more from good 
luck than good looking to,” or be the out
come of a happy intuition which, unfortu
nately, few possess. This branch of science 
has but lately been accorded its proper 
place in our curriculum, but every day 
strengthens its claim to be considered the 
corner-stone of every educational structure.

Martin Luther asserted in his cast-iron 
style of rhetoric, “ Unless a school-master 
knows how to sing I think him of no ac
count." Such a test would materially de
crease the number of pedagogues ; never
theless, it is true that such ability is of the 
greatest service to the teacher. The phy
sical benefit resulting from singing is suffi
cient reason for its use, even if no other 
existed ; but it is peculiarly valuable as a 
source of enjoyment to children, and a 
great aid in the preservation of order. 
Even a little knowledge of drawing places 
a mighty power in the hand of the teacher. 
Nothing so much helps to make instruction 
clear and impressive as simple and rapid 
illustntfion, particularly in the primary 
grades. At present these two accomplish
ments—improperly so termed, for they are 
really essentials—are required in most 
schools. The children of to-day, who arc 
the teachers of to-morrow, are receiving 
thorough instruction in these two matters, 
and experience proves that it is almost as 
instinctive for them to sing and draw as 
for a bird to fly.—Caroline B. Le Row, in 
Ladie*’ Home Journal.

bending, almost refused to do him that 
service ; but his soul knelt in the depths 
of that divine humility which asks no out
ward sign.

Upon the green sward, on either side of

the singers, why they sang Old China as 
though it were a sort of Christmas tune, 
so gladsome-Uke ande cheery. And, stran
ger still, he could hear the boys shouting 
in the play-ground just beyond his house, 
not thinking it worth while to stop their ' the garden fence, the two neighbors pros- 
sport, “because such a disagreeable old trated themselves. The evening breeze 
codger was out of the way," even long lifted gently the gray locks of their silver- 
enough to let the funeral go on. | ed heads, and, while the deacon prayed

Of course, this was only a vision. But ' aloud across the hills came the sound of 
it meant a good deal to farmer Belt It, the village bell. With slow and solemn 
illumined his darkened understanding as strokes the years of neighbor Green's life 
no human voice or argument could do. He 
had spent many an hour with the deacon ; 
when the farmer would swing the outer 
circle with what he believed was this 
“ clincher ” that the deacon never tried to 
oombat : “ I never could stan' the idee of 
this living in the gys-you-please style all 
yer life time, then*uying up a lot of relig
ious stock jest in time fer the rise. Kf I’m, 
goin’ ter ask the Lord ter make a good 
Christian outer me, I’ve got ter make a 
bargin with Him as will hold me clus an’ 
fast ter doin’ ’bout right every day. I 
don’t calkerlate that ef I should git down 
onto my knees an’ tell the Lord what a 
lot I think on Him, an’ how much I’m 
willin’ ter do fer Him, an’ then go out inter 
the barn an’ trade horses crooked, that 
He’d be fooled inter believin’ that I’d got 
religion. An’ it’s my opinion, Deacon, 
that the Lord ain’t a goin’ ter trust any 
man ter go inter heaven, an’ send him ter 
walk through the golden streets when He 
knows that afore he’d been there an hour, 
ner even half-an-hour, he’d be down onto 
his knees a team’ up the pavements an’ 
tryin’ ter stuff ’em inter his breeches 
pockets."

Still the farmer stood by the fence? and 
his silence and the frozen look upon his 
face forebode the deacon to address him 
further. The vision of that darkened room 
would not depart. It stood like an accus
ing angel, and burned letters of fire into 
the soul of its victim. His head dropped 
lower and at last rested upon his arms, 
crossed above the top rail of the garden 
fence. A strange tremor shook his frame, 
like the chill that forbodes sudden sick-
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Jortflbül The Philistines.
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Turning the leaves of the Bible 
And walking in Canaan’s land,

In the days of the olden story,
The days of the Lord’s right hand,

We find now the chosen people,
By the Philistines girt around,

Were now in furious battle,
And now as captives bound.

again, in sinful languor 
To tne Philistines lent an ear ;

And bowed in the groves of Baal,
To Ashtaroth bent in fear, 
irgetting the great Jehovah,
Who, out of Egypt’s coast,

With arm that was strong and mighty, 
Forth brought the ransomed host.

Turning the Bible pages,
With something like d

We cry, “ How weak these Hebrews,
And the thoughts of their hearts how

How little they knew of loving,
And how faint their trust in God !

No wonder He smote their folly,
The Philistines His rod."

But softly Conscience whispers,
As alone we sit and muse :

“ Have ye never chosen the evil,
When the good was yours to choose}!

Have ye never stood and listened 
To the charm of the tempter’s call?

Have ye never yielded your freedom,
To be of sin the thrall ?”

And lo ! os she speaks, the blushes 
Come hot to our checks, and fast ;

For oh ! the shame of the present,
Oh ! The mistakes of the past.

And “ The Philistines are upon us !"
How often must we cry,

When not our words, but our actions,
Our blessed Lord deny.

interfere with

were being measured off. The sound dis
turbed not the kneeling suppliants. When 
the prayer was ended, and the bell ceased 
tolling, farmer Bell said—

“ For life and death is it, Deacon ?"
“For life and death, neighbor Belt”
When farmer Bell aro*e upon his feet 

the twilight had shaded almost into dark
ness. His ear caught the sound of some
thing moving softly just beyond the russet 
apple tree by which he had been kneeling. 
He thought at first It must be Rover ; but 
he remembered that he left the dog chained 
in his kennel. It was some one weeping ; 
but it sounded more like gladpess than 
tears. It roused the old man, for he knew 
that it must be Mary. It was Mary.

After the supper had been cleared away 
and the last shining pail and pan for the 
dairy set to dry—these tasks had been hur
ried lest the oncoming darkness might 
force the wasting of a tallow dip, an ex
travagance that farmer Bell was wont to 
disapprove, Mrs. Bell sat down by the 
window to rest. Bitter thoughts would 
come in spite of her longing to be content. 
Bitter tears would start as she remembered

And

Monuments, Tablets, 
Headstones, &c.

Also Monuments in Red Granite, 
Gray Granite, and Freestone.
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able to pay when the debt is due. The debt 
ef nature has to be paid sooner or later, but 
we would all prefer an

■

Extension of Time.

Puttner’s Emulsion
OF COD LIVER OIL

the long, thankless, drudging years through 
which she had “ toiled without recom
pense ’’ to make Josiah Bell a rich man. 
She looked out upon the hills, watching 
the darkening shadows creep slowly to
wards their summits, and thought of her 
young life, and of the bright, happy youth 
that had been hers. She couldn’t help 
thinking how its light had been extinguish
ed jpst as relentlessly as the darkness was 
quenching the last bit of the day’s sun
shine.

She thought, too, of John, her precious 
boy ; %nd how his young, sensitive soul was 
going to be forced to grapple with work 
for which he had no heart, just because 
Josiah Bell- his father—her husband, was 
a tyrant and would have his own way ; 
just because money was his God, and he 
demanded that his God should be wor
shipped.

The thought would come—it was a wick
ed oue—“ What if Josiah Bell should die ? 
Then these broad acres would be John’s 
aud hers to do with as they pleased. How 
different everything could be ! They could 
have their way then, and there’d be no 
more drudgery for her and John. Ah ! 
John, her John, the dear, beautiful soul ”—

Just then the first stroke of the tolling 
bell fell upon her ear. It roused her to 
life—to herself.

“What is it? Who is dead? Who is 
the bell tolling for ? Can it be that Josiah 
—I’ve just been wishing it—Oh, my God, 
can it be that Josiah is dead ?"

She never thought of neighbor Green. 
She remembered that she saw her husband 
more than an hour ago, going down the 
garden path. Had he come in? If so, 
where was he ?

She flew to hie room. Perhaps he had 
gone to bed. He often did so earlier than 
this. He was not there. She ran to the 
porch, then to the stable, then up stairs 
and down, calling all the while yet hearing 
no return, only the echo of her own fright
ened voice.

Then down the garden path she fled nor 
stopped a moment, until, nearing the russet 
apple tree, she heard a voice—a voice in 
prayer ; and there, upon his knees—could 
she believe her eyes ?—she saw Josiah, her 
husband. Could it be possible ? Josiah 
Bell, whose will had never yielded either 
to the love of wife or children, giving up to 
God?

I

0
Turning the leaves of the Bible,

We take ourselves to prayer !
There is peace at the throne of mercy, 

There is strength and safety there. 
No other King can help us,

But the King whose own rig 
From the Philistines defended 

His people in Canaan's land.
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Hypophosphites of Line and Soda l Friendships of Girls.

If you write a letter to a man friend, 
don’t put in black and white that yon are 
“ hie forever,” or that you send a great 
deal of love, even if it be only in jest, but 
remain either “ very cordiaUy,” or “ veiy 
sincerely." Sincerity and cordiality are 
possible even with acquaintances that do 
not demand either love, or an affection that 
is to last forever. I wish girls knew how 
very ill-bred it is to give, or permit famil
iarities in word or pen from either men or 
women. Learn to keep you personal affairs 
to yourself. Learn to believe that your 
first name can only be used by those con
nected with you by ties of blood, or having 
the right given by a deep love. Believe 
me, you will never regret yourself respect 
as shown in this way, and you will never 
cease lamenting permitting a too familiar 
intercourse, that in the future will rise up 
before you like a skeleton at. a feast. A 
perfect friendship is like a rose, after the 
time of its glory is passed the leaves may 
be thrown into a jar, covered with spices 
and salt to bring oat the fragrance forever, 
and be a delight to yon wherever it is. A 
friendship that is too familiar may also be 
likened to a rose, but one that early loses 
its leaves ; they fall upon the ground and 
noone treasures them enough to gather them 
up and keep them as a memento of days 
that have gone by. For awhile there is 
a sickly sweet smell, and then they are 
blackened and discolored, and bo oder 
comes from them. Conclude then, in form
ing your friendships, to make those only 
that can, when time separates you two, 
make a pleasant memory for the future, 
and one that will not cause a blush to come 
upon your face.—Ladie*’ Home Journal.

may give this to all who are sufferiug from 
Coughs. Colds, Consumption, General Debility, 
and all wasting Diseases.

Delicate Children who otherwise would pay 
the debt very speedily, may have a long

Commencing Monday, May 5th
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Farmer Bell’s Bargain. The deacon questioned, “Are you ill, 
neighbor Bell ?"

No answer ; only a movement as of rais
ing his bowed head ; then it sunk again 
upon his arms.

“Do you feel a chill, neighbor? The 
air is damp. Will you throw my coat 
across your shoulders ?” urged the deacon 
very gently, at the same time taking the 
garment from a poet near at hand and 
spreading it protectingly upon him.

Still no answer ; only the voices of the 
evening birds, and the low music of the 
merry Kedron, a little, swift-flowthg brook 
that skirted the garden grounds.

The sun had sunk low in the west and 
touched with its last fiery gleams the 
summits of the Adirondacks, rising tier 
above tier along the easteiyi horizon.

At last, farmer Bell, as if rousing from 
deep sleep, raised his head slowly and 
turned toward the west.

Was it the light of the sunset that made 
his face luininoni, and smoothed from his 
countenance all the hard, bitter lines that 
the deacon had been wont to see there ?

“I’m a rough old feller, Deacon,” said 
he, speaking in a strange, hoarse voice, 
an’ I don’t suppose I ken make yer nnder- 
stan’ jest how I happen ter be fixed. Ye 
and I hev had a great many talks tergether 
’bout the way things ought ter be, and I 
alius got the best on ye in the argument. 
But sumthiii’ ye’ve said to-night has struck 
hum, Deacou—it’s struck hum."

“ Did ye ever hev a nightmare, Deacon, 
when sumtbiu' clutched ye and it wouldn’t 
let go till it bed crushed yer life and yer 
breath and yer strength ! I’ve bed such a 
one sense I’ve stood here. Ye see, Deacon, 
I’ve alius been a ‘ square ’ man ; I hain’t 
cheated nobody—no, never one cent. But 
Deacon, I ken see it now, I’ve cheated 
Mary an’ John, an’ most of all, I’ve cheated 
myself all along. I’ve cheated myself out 
ev the lovin’ that belongs ter a man in his 
family ; and, Deacon, the nightmare that’s 
been upon me—mebby its God that sent it 
—hes showed me that ef I should die ter 
day there ain’t a single heart es would 
mourn fer me, an’ there ain’t a single man 
er woman er child es wouldjremember any
thing good ev me.”

“ Ye’ve asked me a great many times 
ter try ter be a Christian, Deacon, an’ I 
told ye thet the kind o’ religion that folks 
was a gitten generally wouldn’t suit my 
case. But now I’ve come to thinkin’ if ye 
ken make out some kind of a contract— 
some sort ev an insurance—not that kind 
es is lookin’ fer a good chance in the next 
world, but one as will make me be lovin’ 
an’ tender an’ houist by Mary an’ John an’ 
all the rest, now, before 1 die, I want it. 
An’ I’d be willin' ter give a medder fann 
fer it, Deacon—a medder farm an’ more, 
yes—more, a deal more. Fer I hain’t done 
right by Mary. I’ve let her work jest es 
hard es if she’s a poor man’s wife. An’ 
Deacon, I’m ashamed ter remember how 
I’ve let that dear woman do my prayin’ fer 
me all the years senoe we’ve been husband 
an’ wife. Many’s the time I’ve waked up 
in the dead ev the night ter find Mary 
down outer her knees a prayin’ soft like 
an’ still. An’ I’ve heard her askin’ God 
ter bless her husband an’ lead him inter

ZtsrZEW BH,XJ2STSWIOIC^EXTENSION OF TIME.

Havi
fror/ Halifax. Returning : LeaveTry Puttner’s Emulsion BY MRS. A. O. 1ÆWI8.

Farmer Bell ate with a keen relish his 
supper of feathery griddle cakes, well 
sweetened with maple syrup. He didn’t 
notice that the table-cloth was snowy 
white, that the glasses and china were 
polished and lintless. He didn’t stop to 
tell poor, tired-looking Mrs. Bell that she 
was the best cook in York county. He 
knew it and boasted of it away from home ; 
but then it wasn’t his way “ ter speak out 
a praisin’ his own family.” Besides, the 
griddle cakes and Mrs. BeU belonged to 
him ; and he declared it as his policy 
“ ter keep only the very best ev every kind 
cr stuff, from the women folks in the house 
down to the primest pertater patch on the 
county roads.”

Farmer Bell took his hat from its peg in 
the entry-way and sauntered down the 
shady walk. At the foot of the garden he 
found his good neighbor, Deacou Bonus, 
attending tb the weeds and potato bugs 
just across the garden fence.

Although the neigbovs hadn’t met before 
for several days, there was no conventional 
greeting, not even a “ Howdy.” For far
mer Bell wasn’t in any way a conventional 
man. He claimed to be simply “square," 
and took pride in the sharp corners that 
stuck out on every side of his nature. He 
had no sympathy for any sensitive person 
who “ couldn’t stand the hard knocks they 
got round in his neighborhood." Yet, un
derneath all this rough masonry, inside 
which he encased himself, there was a soul 
that scorned every form of double dealing 
with God or man. He was just as “square” 
with one as the other.

He wasn’t a religious man. He seldom, 
if ever, went to church nowadays. “ For," 
he said, “ I’ll never make no truck an’ 
dicker with the Lord jest ter make sure 
’ev gettin’ inter heaven. In the end He’s 
likely to come out fust best. When the 
Lord calls I shall make it a pint ter be up 
an’ dressed. But He’ll hev ter fake me 
with my ev’ry-day clothes on. I shan’t 
hev on no Sunday fixings. I want ter pass 
fer jest what I’m wuth an’ no more. "

“Keeps yer purty lively, Deacon, a 
huntin’ them caliker-backs, eh ?”

“ Yes, rather,” replied the deacon, as he 
snipped at a vine where a strong army of 
the destructive beauties were huddled to
gether.

“There ain’t no calkerlatin’ on them 
chaps. They’re a nuisance created for 
what purpose I never could make out,” 
added the farmer, who went on to explain 
what he considered to be the best method
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A London Fog.

Very terrible are the London fogs, “the 
pe&soup fogs” of which one reads, and Mr. 
A. W. Bellaw has described one as he taw 
it. It is doubtful, however, whether all 
his statements can be literally correct.

It was the first real London fog we had 
seen. As London is a largo city, of course 
itvan afford to have good-sized fogs. It 
was so dark we did not get up till eleven 
o’clock. The fog was then very dense— 
and fuU of dents—where you would poke 
your head out of the window to see what 
was the matter.

Children below us were making fog-men, 
putting hats ou them and pipes in their 
mouths. Men had fun pressing it in their 
hands and fog-balling each other. Street 
cars had extra horses to assist in pulling 
through the fog, and they .would leave tun
nels along the route, down which one could 
look until it caved in. We heard it inti
mated that landlords stuffed their bed ticks 
with it, as it made soft, springy couches to 
rest upon, and better than straw and corn- 
cola. If you went to talk out of doors 
your mouth would fiU so fuU of fog that 
you could spit it out only with great diffi
culty. Merchants would sweep it off the 
sidewalks, and shovel it away high enough 
so that a man with a plug hat could walk 
under it.

A man fell out of the third-story window 
of his hotel by accident, but came down 
through the fog so slowly that his friends 
had to yell to him to hurry up—or down— 
as they were getting tired waiting for him 
and were afraid he would have to stay up 
there.

A reliable Englishman told us that a 
century ago, during a similar fog, the 
squadron hoisted anchor in the Thames and 
sailed up-town solely through the fog. He 
said to this.day that street is called “ Fleet,’ 
and in another street they stranded by the 
fog getting lighter, and in consequence the 
street was named “ The Strand." As I 
am on probation, I will not swear that this 
is altogether so, or more so.

R. A. Carder,
Agent, Annapolis.
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CASH ! Teetering in Meeting.NEW
Last season, during the Presiding Elder’s 

visit to Aroostook, says the Lewiston, Me., 
Journal, a grove meeting was held. The 
Presiding Elder occupied the pulpit and 
commenced to preach. As his discourse 
was very interesting, one young minister, 
Mr. W., who occupied a chair directly be
hind the speaker, concluded he could hear 

, better in the audience, so going down the 
aisle, he seated himself on one end of the 
plank. The planks were placed on the 
rests, but some one had polled this plank 
off from the rest at one end.

FLOUR, GINGER spume goods iOATMEAL,
FEEDING FLOUR,

CORMEAL,
GROCERIES,

STOVES, PLOWS, 
HORSE CLOTHING,

Harnesses made to Order.
REPAIRING ATTENDED TO 

PROMPTLY.

She knelt upon the grass ; but Josiah 
heard not the rustle of her garments, for 
his soul was uplifted in the first rapture 
of divine love. The bell tolled on, stroke 
after stroke, with solemn, measured sound, 
but each stroke for her was like the music 
of the heavenly hosts when the plains of 
Bethlehem resounded with the news of the 
Saviour’s birth.

“Are ye there, Mary ?"
A voice—not Josiah’s of this morning, 

yesterday, or of the long, hard, weary, 
grudging years of her married life—but the 
voice of the lover who had wooed and won 
her young heart and life.

“ Yes, Josiah," she answered softly. 
“ The tolling of the bell frightened me. 
You were gone so long, I was afraid—it— 
might be—be tolling—for—for—you.” She 
answered half apologetically and quite 
timidly, as had been her wont to address

PIECES PRINT AND AMERICAN 
CAMBRIC;

FANCY DRESS GOODS IN ALL NEW 
STYLES ;

BLACK HENRIETTA CLOTH ;
LACE CURTAINS, CURTAIN POLES, 

CRETON8, MUSLIN, TABLE 
LINEN, SHEETING, ETC.

HOSIERY, GLOVES, SILK, LINEN AND 
FANCY HANDKERCHIEFS, 
GENTS’ SCARFS, COLLARS AND 
CUFFS ;

TWEEDS IN OXFORD, CANADIAN 
AND ENGLISH ;

CORSETS IN 25 DIFFERENT STYLES ;
GLASS, CROCKERYW ARE, HATS, 

CAPS, BOOTS AND SHOES ;
BOOM PAPERS IN CANADIAN AND 

AMERICAN PATTERNS.

50

N. H. PHINNEY.
— MANUFACTURED FROM— Mr. W. leaned against a tree, and had 

closed his eyes for meditation, when » 
very heavy sister arrived and seated her
self on the opposite end. In an instant 
her eùd of the plank went down, when 
the young clergyman shot several feet into 
the air. The speaker turned red and chok
ed, but finally went on, while the audience 
almost burst, trying to hold its laughter. .

As soon as the exercises of the morning 
were over, the Presiding Elder approached

Nov. 19th, 1888.

00K HERE FRIEND!j M0TSHÏÏHyou have pains about the chest and 
sides, and sometimes in the back ? Do 

you feel doll and sleepy ? Does your mouth 
have a bad taste, especially in the morning ? 
Is your appetite poor? Is there a feeling like 
s heavy load upon the stomach ? Sometimes 
a faint all-gone feeling in the pit of the 
stomach, which food does not satisfy ? Are 
your eyes sunken ? Do your hands and feet 
become cold and feel clammy ? Is there a 
giddiness, a sort of whirling sensation in the 
head when rising up suddenly ? Are the 
whites of your eyes tinged with yellow ? Is 
your urine scanty and high colored ? Does it 
deposit a sediment after standing ?

If you suffer from any of these symptoms

The Best and Most 
Wholesome Beverage 
that you can get.

July 2nd, 1890.

Also a fine assortment of the
Best GBOOBRIB8.
Please note that our Goods are new, and 

have been meet carefully selected, and will be 
sold at a slight advance on cost. Give us a 
call and see that what wo say is true.

Promises.

The mother who will make a promise to 
her child which she h« not the .lightest IBrother W‘ “d »ith lffected ,everitY 
idea of fulfilling, is unworthy ol the name “*d = “ This won t do. When I go to your 
of mother. And yet how often is this11 feel mder obligation, to tell 

„ done, and how many Utile children are‘Y0" wlf" 1 “w YOQ *ftor “ mee‘™8 
• taught to think of a promise a, something with “°therbrother*Andhek.pt

his word.

of “ squelchin’ the derned things.”
The neighbors chatted about crope, the 

weather and politics, and just as all talk 
is likely to end, they fell to discussing re
ligion.

“ They say neighbor Green has got most 
through, Deacon, an* they’ve sent for Corliss 
ter come home from college.

“ Indeed ! Is it true then that we must 
spare him ? A good, Christian man. Ah, 
yes, neighbor Bell, there are few like him.
’Twill be pretty sad for the family to lose 
such a kind, indulgent husband and father.
Well, well, this neighborhood can’t afford the light. An’ Deacou, I’ve laid there jest 
to lose its best men. We haven’t many] like a great, lazy hulk when I knowed I 
like Brother Green ; no, not many.” And

13 3m him.
To arrive this week, one car of Black 

P. E. ISLAND MEED OATS, 
double screened. Please leave your orders 
early.

“ It was, Mary ; it was tolling for old 
Josiah Bell—a mean, miserable old tyrant 
as hasn’t been wuth yer worrin’ fer, an 
yer lovin’. Mebby ye haven’t any objec
tion ter havin’ a new husband—one that’s 
goin’ ter live fer ye an’ John an’ the rest 
on ’em accordin’ ter the contract I’ve made

USE SMITH’S CHAMOMILE PILLS.
I to be forgotten as soon as made ! How

often is the spirit of distrust and deceit in- _0ne of the deepeat 00,1 ^g, m y,, 
stilled into the Uttle hearts by the very world u at st_ Andre du p„irer, France, 
fact that mother's promises are of no so- which yearly prodncee three hundred thons- 

with the Lord. If ye hain’t sorry fer it, count, for she never keeps them. Md tonll_ The mine is worked with two
we’ll have a new weddin’ an’ the Deacon Teach a child to consider a promise as gj, on0 2952 feet deep, and the other
here shall tie the knot. something sacred and binding. A broken j 3053 The latter shaft is being deepened,

“ Here, Mary, give me yer right han’, promise is nothing more or less than a | Md will ^ the (our thousand feet 
an’ may the Lord hold me dus ter my bar- downright falsehood, and who could trust ' lcveL The remarkable feature in this deep

the person who has “ broken her word | mfoy the comparative low temperature
without some good or sufficient cause.” A experienced, which seldom rises above 
person should be very certain that ho 
fulfill a promise before making it. And 
after giving it should stick to it, even at 
the risk of a great sacrifice to himself.

“ I promised my mother that I would 
never gamble nor tpuch strong drink," 
said a gentleman in mV 
time ago. \

“ And have you always kept your prom- Ont. 
ise ?" asked some one.

“ Certainly I have,” the gentleman re
plied, “or how could I hope to meet my 
mother in that better land, knowing that 
I had broken the promise I made her ?”

If every man in this great world of ours 
would look at a promise in that light, if a 
pi omise would always be considered some
thing too sacred to be lightly given or 
broken ; there would be infinitely 
better, purer men and women among us.

imitation. —The largest and most valuable seam of
Is sometimes called the sincere form of flat- coal in the world is said to be the Ford pit 
tery. This may account for the number of at Stellarton, Nova Scotia. The seam is 
imitations of the original and only positive thirty-five feet thick, but of far greater 
corn cure—Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex- value to those suffering from indigestion or 
tractor. All such fail to possess equal dyspepsia in any form is King’s Dyspepsia 
merit, so when purchasing get the genuine Cure, the only preparation of the kina in 
“Putnam’s.” Safe, Bare, and painless.v the market. Cure guaranteed 
All druggists. | refunded.

7 G. H. 8HAFFNER.
South Farmington, April 21st, 1890.

Prepared only by
FRANK SMITH,

- Apothecary,
St. Stephen, N. B.

Halifax, June 8th, 1880.

LOOK AT THIS !
WATSON BATON & SON,

Price, 25 cents ; five boxes, $1. If not kept 
by yonr local dealers, we will send a box by 
mail on receipt of prioe._______ r

Oar own Country Produce Agents. 
TTTB are the oldest firm in the business in 
VY this City, and the only firm who con

fine themselves strictly to the handling and 
selling of our own country's production. All 
others are large importers of foreign produc
tions. Being so, who are the most likely to 
give general satisfaction ?

Ask Yourselves the Question,
Whenever you want to know prices current 

drop card of enquiry, naming articles, and we 
will answer at onee. Consignments solicited. 
We will use our best endeavors to please. 
Eggs from 14 to 15 cents.

All particulars answered by-letter, on ap
plication ; and by handbills, posted at public 
places and R. R. stations. Try us and be 
convinced. 10tf

gain !”
With bowed heads, and hands tenderly 

clasped, the old couple stood while the 
deacon leaned across the top rail of the 
garden fence, the tears streaming down his 
cheeks ; he invoked the blessing of the 

j Father upon the wait'*"" pair and the new 
life upon which they . -re about to enter.

The bridegroom’s lips touched reverently 
the fair, though wrinkled forehead of the 
bride, and, as they walked hand-in-hand 
up the garden path the holy stars looked 
down upon the new and true wedding.

THE

tfèlîFSs ortcr git down outef my knees beside her 
an’ do my share of the askin’, because I 
needed it a powerful sight mor’n she did.

“Au’ so, Deacon, when ye fix up the| 
dokiment, I want ye ter make sure that I 
bo bound fast an’ strong ter try ter make 
up ter Mary, jest the l>est that I ken, all 
that I’ve starved ont ev her life.

seventy-five degrees Fahrenheit.
the deacon’s face spoke the sincere sorrow 
of his heart.

Farmer Bell drummed a bit on the top 
rail, looked up and down the valley, and 
said nothing. He was thinking . what the 
deacon would probably have said bad he, 
Josiah Bell, been lying near to death, like 
neighbor Green. The thought wasn’t very 
pleasant. He knew very well that no one 
would think of calling him “a good Chris
tian man,” nor “a kind, indulgent husband 
and father.” For the first time in his life 
the truth forced itself upon him that there 
would not be much about him that people 
could praise, except, perhaps, that he was 
“square,” and owed no man a cent.

Then a vision of a darkened room, and 
people moving about softly, with drawn 
-faces such as are seen always in the house 
of death, came to him. There, in the 
front room, he, Josiah Bell, was lying, and 
the neighbors had come in to help at the 
funeraL Mary and John were there. 
But, somehow, there were few tears, if any. 
He could see the parson, too ; .but there 
was no ring of sorrow in his voice. And j

D. M. FERRY & CO. .
are the largest Seedsmen In the world. 

D. M. Fbkkt & Co's
The Sleep of the Just.

For sleepless nights depending on worry, 
vexation, indigestion, etc., Burdock Blood 
Bitters is a remarkably efficient 
have used Burdock Blood Bitters for sleep
less nights and now sleep well all night. I 
recommend it to all suffering from imper
fect rest. Geo. H. Shiel, Stony Creek,

Illustrated, Descriptive and Priced

m> annualfor 1890 will be mailed FREE to all ap
plicants, and to last season's customers, 

k It la better than ever. Every person A 
k using Garden, Flower or Field Æ 
^k Seeds should send for it. Address Æ 
^k D.M.FERRyiCO. 

^^WINDSOR. ONT.^^

“iThey are light in touch.
Unrivalled in tone, 

Handsome in appearance, 
Unrivalled in durability,

AND NOT EXCELLED BY ANY PIANO 
MANUFACTURED in th. DOMINION.

MILLER BROS.,
SOLE AGENTS,

MIDDLETON, N. 8.

presence a short

“ An’ now there’s one thing more—an’ I 
want this ter be the most bind in’ of all, be
cause ye know it’s Mary’s deepest hope— 
an’ that is, that I shan’t stan’ in the way 
of John an’ his hankerin’ after bein’ a min
ister. An’ I want the Lord ter get a strong 
grip onto my purse strings an’ not let ’em 
get shet np tight an kinder inter hard 
knots when the call comes ter help along 
his work.

“ Now, Deacon B jdui, do ye think ye 
can make out the dokiment in the right 
kind er fashion, an’ make it strong, Deacon, 
make it strong and bin din’ ?"

“ Thanks be to God, my brother ! The 
compact shall be written in letters of liv
ing light. Let us kneel, that God may 
place upon it his sacred seal."

The farmer's knees, so unaccustomed to

—At St Joseph, Mo., the other night, 
Mrs. John O’Meara, who weighs 190 fis., 
rolled upon her twin daughters white 
asleep and killed them both. The ltables 
were three months old.

It Saved His Lite.
Gentlemen,—I can recommend Dr. 

Fowler’s Extract of Wild Strawberry, for 
it saved my life when I was about six 
months olds, 
ily when required ever since, and it never 
fails to cure all summer complaints. I am 
now fourteen years of age. Francis Walsh, 
Dalkeith, Ont

arm for Sale Property for Sale. —John Harris, the largest man in Illi
nois, died Saturday night at his home near 
Tuscola. He was seventy years of age 
and his weight for many years was be- 
twen six and seven hundred.

We have used it in our fam-fflHK subscriber offers for sale that very 
nicely situated property in MIDDLE- 

IN, County of Annapolis, and Province of 
Nova Scotia, on the Post Road and in the 
umediate neighborhood of Railway Station,

;rgho?!bourr0rty0®r, barrister - AT - law,
a thriving young orchard of about one 
ked and fifty Apple Trees of ohoiee 
ited fruit and conveniently divided 
hay, tillage and pasture lands. Is well 
>red, has a commodious and thoroughly 
bed house, woodhouse, barn, stables, etc., 
sod repair. Terms easy.

JONATHAN WOODBURY.

The subscriber offers for sale the more

J. M. OWEN, Very Desirable Dweling House
pleasantly situated on the corner of

—Adversity is always hard to bear, but 
multitudes testify that it is the best friend 
they ever had. If we use adversity And 
reverses we are always profited; but if we 
allow them to use ns we are the victims of 1 
tyrants.

Granville and Park Sts.,Notary Public, leal Estate Agent.
^fl^United States Consul Agent. 
Annapolis. Pet. 4th, 1882—____________ _

opposite the Baptist Church, Bridgetown. 
For further Information apply to

Mrs. Ansley.SEND TO THIS OFFICE FOR BILL 
HEADS CARDS, TAGS ETC.

or money
13 2mJune 30th, 1800.
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