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David’s Baby
From the Independent.

' "He's jest a common-sized boy, ma- 
m"

This was the balding reply to Mrs.
\Viimot's question about the size of 
Mrs. Brown's boy. Mrs. Wilmot was 
the minister’s wife, and Mrs. Brown 
one of his outlying parishioners, a 
mountaineer from one of the steepest 
and wildest peaks of the RUlge. Her 
husband had died in the great snow­
storm of the past winter, and David, 
h r only boy, was her sole prop and 
stay. .Mrs. Wilmot thought a suit of 
c othes would not come amiss, even
if second-hand.

Bul what was “a common size” for 
boys? In Mis. Wilmot's experience 
iney were oL ail sorts and sizes. Her 
mind reverted to Richard , her long 
Livy, and his Aunt Helen’s frequent 
enueaty: 'Richard, my dear, un­
cross a few of your legs'” to Ro-bin, 
a head slioiter, who was now crumpl­
ed up in a heap over “Stories of Lion 
Hunting in South Africa,” and John,
. round roly-poly of a boy—and she 
i uked slightly perplexed.

' No'h, he ain't to say big, nor yit 
small ; lie's jest a common-sized boy,
I L'wixt and between."

Mr;, v'. iimot, in despair, went after 
tee clothes, and saw by the delight 
in his mother's eye, as soon as she 
saw them, that they might at least 
be worn by David.

"I'm mo’ than thankful, ma’am.
Her voice trembled, and Mrs. W iimot 
hastened to ask:

•'Haven’t you a little girl, too?”
• Thar's two gals—Lucy, she’s goin’ 

on seven, and the baby; the folks 
call her 'David's Baby,’ he’s so good- 
natured with her. 1 never see a box 
so tuck up with a baby befo’. She 
ain’t a mute of trouble when he’s 
’round;” and her hard-worked, thin, 
worn face looked quite illuminated by 
her smile of pride and delight.

am. let Uis book fall. “Are there 
j u.ars on Priest’s Mountain?" he 

it wed suddenly.
' Oh, nonsense!” said his mother;

Lut Mrs. Brown answered seriously:
"Bf it’s a mild winter, mebbe you . _ . _

won’t see one; but in a long freeze | woods a cloud was over the
they'll come right low down the 
mountain. They don’t gmerally at­
tack humans, the damage they does 
mostly is to young creeturs—pigs and 
eech things. I seed one myself; ’twas 
in the summer, too, three or fo’ years 
ago; and J. don’t want ter see an- 
v.her."

•'Tell me about it,” said Robin,
coming over to the ehair next hers.

’’Well, it was a long hot spell, and 
I'd gone out ter git blackberries. 
Aios’ of ’em xvas leetle and dry with 
the drought; but jest above my head 
<Jn a long ledge of rocks I see a ’big 
clump of briers, all hanging with 
berries, big juicy berries, es shiny ez 
silk. I kin see 'em now, ez pretty leiz 
any picter. I put my hand out to 
pull the nearest branch down, and 
then I heerd the growl—there ain’t 
much more unpleasant noises than a 
growl or a hiss, in the woods, I kin 
tell ye! Thar stood a big b’ar jest 
on ’tother side o’ the blackberries, 
showing his teeth in an ugly sort o’ 
grin. I didn’t stop to have no words 
’bout the berries—in fac', there was 
mighty few berries in my basket 
when I got home, I came so fast. Them 
xvas the finest berries on the moun­
tain,” she added, regretfully; ‘"big and 
shiny and sxveet-lookin’, and jest 
burstin' with juice; and I hadn't 
teehed ’em when I heard that growl.”

Would he have showed light if you 
had stayed?" inquired Robin, eagerly. 

Mrs. Brown’s eyes twinkled.
"I didn’t keer to argy a p'int with 

him,” she answered.
“What other wild beasts live near 

you?" pursued Robin, in a tone <of 
positive envy.

“Why, squirrels and 'possums and 
foxes, and wildcats—it do sound 
mighty lonesome to hear ’em cry! I 
■reckon the woods is right full ,o’ 
proxvlin’ varmints arter nightfall."

“But you haxe Dax-id to take care 
of you,” said Mrs. Wilmot.

“Yes'm; and he’s tolerable strong 
fur a boy. He can shoot, too, mos’ ez 
xvell ez his uncle. He’s been takin’ 
David out huntin' with him this spring 
and summer.”

A few weeks after this talk David 
bustled into the mountain cabin at 
“sundown” in great excitement.

“Hello, Sissv:"—to Lucy—“there, 
honey-”—to the baby, xvho xvas 
laughing and gurgling xvith delight to 
see him—"’Brother will take you in a 
minute—jest as soon ez he can wash 
his hands.” :

David Brown was a plain, freckle- ! 
faced boy, so tanned that his skin xvas i 
several shades darker than his flax- I 
en hair and pale eyes; but the sweet­
ness and good-humor of his homely 
face made it a pleasant sight to more 
than “David’s Baby." Everybody on 
the mountain liked David, from the 
gruff mountaineers themselves down 
to their curs that snapped and snarl­
ed at almost everyone else. As he 
whistled to the baby, who was noxv 
changing her rapturous noise to a

more imperative demand. Spot, his 
own “yaller dog," xvatched his every 
movement with his keen, blinking 
eyes, and the black kitten, a recent 
stray, rubbed Itself betxxcen his legs 
v. ith a satisfied purr, and glanced up 
into his face with its yellowish-green 
opals.

"You’ve got some nexxes, David,” said 
his mother, bringing out the meal and 
a sifter.

"You are the beatin’est one to guess, 
mother!" exclaimed David, admir­
ingly.

‘ I've got a job. Mr. Jones wants 
me to help drive his cattle doxvn to 
the station tomorroxv, and he'U give 
me a man’s pay if xve have ’em there 
on time and in good condition. Me 
an’ Spot'll do the job fine, xvon’t xve, 
young ’un?" and he held out his 
hands to take the baby.

"You set a lot o’ sto’ by that chile, 
David," observed his mother laugh­
ing.

“Yes'm. I set a lot o’ sto' (by the 
baby ar.d Lucy, too;” and he patted 
the older child’s head, as she flushed 
with delight. It xvas not David’s xvay 
to forget anyone.

“Mother, ’spose you take the child­
ren and go xvith me ez fur ez Uncle 
Martin’s? I don't like leavin’ you all 
—a passel o' xvimmen-folks," he said, 
laughing at the very small one on 
his lap—“by yo’selves all day; and 
mebbe I’ll be back late."

“I’d be powerful lonesome here.” 
ansxvcred his mother, ' that’s a fac". 
But If.xv would I know when you 
was 1 ::ick ?” she added anxiously.

“Why. I’d 'lowed on meet in’ you at 
the dividin’ fence ’bout du=-k. and 
totin' the baby fur you. An' the 
moon'd be up early; ef I get back 
sooner, I’ll come up ter the cabin!, 
but I’ll be shn’ ter be at the fence by 
nightfall, anyhow.”

Mrs. Brown enjoyed her long, neigh­
borly day, getting a nexv receipt from 
her sister Martha, and hearing old 
Mr. Martin say hoxv "pert" the baby 
was, anu Lucy as rosy as a peach 
blossom. As tor David, she never
xveaiiud of talking of him, and it was 
ready dusk before she xvas fairly 
started. The "dividing fence,” a
boundary line betxveen two large
tracts of mountain land, was often
used as a try sting place by others 
than lovers, and would save David a 
good many steps. __

She had wrapped up the "oaby xvell
from the night air, and Uncle Martin 
itad many jukes ox'er the huge knot 
in xvhich she had tied a bandana 
handkerchief at the back, "jest ez ief 
yer wanted ter tote it by a handle.” 
Boor mother! it she had only known 
the use iliat xxould be made o£ this 
but she did not, and went, on her x.^y 
doxvn the steep path in good spiiits.
Lucy following close behind.

As they reached the fence in the
moon,
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The Poets.

Mary in the Cave.
Little Child, Little Child, thy silken 

head lying
Betxveen my breasts,

Thou art ihe Promise to the broken 
reed of Israel.

Aly body cradled thee, my heart sung 
o’er thee.

Under the solemn witness stars alone 
I bore thee—■

Oh, what is this that I should be the 
nursing mother 

Of mv God!

Little Son, Little Son, I hear the cold 
winds crying

Around a tree.
And thou and I, xve twain carry a 

gruesome load;
Shut thy sad eyes, thy mother’s 

kisses falling
Shall hush to thee the piteous dead 

voic&s calling—
Oh, what is this that I shall pluck the 

nails from these sweet hands 
And baby feet!

Little Child, Little Child, the milk
dries on thy lips;

All in my bosom
Thy n. ked limbs lie warm upon my 

heart.
Breath to breath we sleep, the clamor­

ing world afar.
Thou and I. xve txvaln under the keep­

ing star—
Oh, what is this that thou are Son 

and Saviour,
My little child!

—omise D. Goldsberry, in the Inde­
pendent.

The Coming of the Storm.
What darkens in the wes-t?

(Hark how the gulls are calling!) 
The spread black hand of the storm 

That grows with the twilight’s fall­
ing.

What gathers in the east?
(Hark how the beaches rattle!)

The march of the columned clouds 
That gather to the battle.

Dark and slow, row on row,
The ranks of the east assemble," 

i And under their line the sea’s ranks
shine,

.ri xhe long shores quake and 
tiemble.

THeee Competitions will 
be conducted monthly dur­
ing 1867#

10 First Prizes, §100 Stearns’ 
Bicycle*, - - - - §1,000

25 Second Prizes, §25 Gold 
Watches, - - - - 625

Bicycles and Wafcches giv­
en each month, - - - 1,625

Total given daring year 
16iC................... §10.500

voap‘: itors
to save as 
‘many ‘‘Sun­
light" fiow 

Wrappers tis they n collect. 
Cut on the top portion c f each 
wrapper—that portion contain­
ing the heading 44 SUNLIGHT 
SOAP.” These (called “Cou­
pons”) are to be sent enclosed 
with a shedfc of paper on which 
the competitor has written his 
or her full name and address, 
and the number of coupons 
sent in. poetute paid. to Messrs. 
Lever Bros. Ltd., 23 Scott St., 
Toronto, marked on the postal 
wrapper (top left hand corner) 
with the number of the district 
competitor iiv-ea in. The dis­
tricts are as follows :

HOW TO 
OBTAIN THEM.

«4J..E op ouraior.

isma TM-S TOP PtMTIOM
onth dur- ld

vgursamk 
■Sas-MrA"

$1,625
Given 

Awayc*rH
MONTH IN

BICYCLES
ARID WATCH£S fob

SUNLIGHT
SOAP

WRAPPERS.

RULES. Every month
ing 1897, in each of 

the five districts, prizes will he 
awarded as follows :

The two competitor? who send 
in the largest, numbers of cou­
pons from the district in which 
they reside, will each receive, 
at winner’s option, a lady's or 
c-nts steams' Bicycle, value 
6100.

The five competitors who 
send in the next largest num­
bers of coupons from the dis­
trict in which they reside, will 
each receive, at winner's option, 
a lady's or gent s Gold Watch, 
value «j£5.

2. The competition xvfil close 
the last, day of each month 
during 1697. * Coupons received 
too late for one month's com­
petition will be put into the 
next.

» ui

mapeu
wrappers from unsold soap in 
dealers stock a-ill be disquali­
fied. Employees of Messrs. 
Lever Bros., Ltd., and their 
families are debarred from 
competing.

4. A printt ".=t of winners 
in competitor's district will he 
forwarded to competitors 21 
days alter each competition

MERCANTILE REPORTS. 

COLLECTIONS.
Personal attention given to sloxv pay account#

4 Wcctorn Ontxrlo, consisting- of 
1 Counties York, Simcoe and ail Countie#
—— ' th-_------------------The bicycles are the celebrated, closes.
2 CMCerto Ontario, coo#;»*»* of Stearns, manufactured by E. C. Stearns tui

Courue Ontario. MvsL-oU ,9 & C,n 8vr»,m« X V nd 1'nmntn. F- MeSSf». L6VM* BrOS. Ltd ,
Counties E. and N. of theu.-.

3 Proyiitc* of Quabao.

4 rrsvince of :*sw ltr*e.tewlelk

Onk° Each'wheel
makers, and has complete attachment,. ft," judjmer.f hui

iL is understood that aii who 
ccmi>eee a&ree to accept the

' Prnioe BdWtfiV. Uituvi.
% LEVER BKuS., LIT.,

3 SOOT7 STREET, TORONTO.

award of Messrs. Lever Bros., 
Ltd., as final.

162 U. James Street, Montreal*
26 Front Street Vu i t, Toronto

_______,_______________________ l____ >

Oil BRUSH FfiGTORY
London, Canada.

Ask for our Paint and 
) Varnish Brushes, which are 
fitted with Jenkins’ Patent 
Bridle Catch.

Tlios. Bryan
Send for Illustrated Price List 

xfc
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The

| Baby’s Digestion, *
Improper feeding is the cause ot 

indigestion. When this exists it is 
much better to adapt the food to 
an infant’s wants than to fill his 
stomach with nauseating medi­
cines. Mellin’s Food is readily 
adapted to meet the requirements 
of different children. Mellin’s 
Food is easily digested by a delicate 
child. Mellin’s Food prevents 
indigestion.

(ELLIN’S FÔÔDNtakès 1 
IMiik Like Mothers? Milk 1

My baby is 4 months old and he 
has been troubled with indigestion.
I found the condensed milk was too 
sweet, so I gave him Mellin’s Food 
and he improved at once. I shall 
always recommend Mellin’s Food 
as it did so much for my baby I 
can see him growing fat on iL 

Mrs. H. G. Morgan
East Whately, Mass.

| * '
Write te os (a postal will do) and 

we will send you a sample ot Mailin'* 
Food free el all expense.

DOLIBGR-GOODALE COMPANY
BOSTON, MASS. i ’

and it xvas quite dark; but she cou.d 
see a dim figure on the other side.

“David, have you been xvaitin’ 
long?” she called out, and handed 
the baby ox-er in a hurry, turning as 
she did to see xvhat xvas the matter 
xvith Lucy, for the child clung to her 
skirts in fright, and cried out that it 
wasn't David.

When, with some difficulty, she had 
lifted her over the fence, struggling 
and crying still, and had herself 
climbed over—Mrs. Brown was not as 
active as she had been—there was no 
one in sight.

“David!” she cried. he heard a 
rustling in the bushes; but the moon 
shining out at that instant showed 
the place empty. “David!" she cried 
again in terror.

Then he appeared just at the bend 
of the mountain path whistling cheer­
ily, and xvith Spot leaping and barking 
at ills heels. But where was the 
baby?

For he had called out to her to give 
him the child as soon as he had 
caught sight of her, and David was 
not given to fooling. he could not 
answer for her sobbing and crying.

Lucy tried to tell him the strangle, 
story. When she said “A big black 
shaggy man,” he threxv himself on the 
ground, examining every mark. Spot 
smelled, too, and his yellow hair be­
gan to bristle with rage and he groxvl- 
ed fiercely, for there xvere surely the 
recent footprints of some large ani­
mal.

“Mother, you run back and rouse 
the neighbors. Tell 'em to bring their 
rifles,” and, breaking off a stout stick, 
David dashed into the bushes. Spot 
springing in front and leading the 
chase.

Once David thought he heard a 
half-stifled baby's cry, and hurried 
faster. For a “common sized” boy, 
he was making good speed; but Mad­
am Bruin was on the home-stretch, 
and she knew it.

At last he caught a glimpse of a 
big, clumsy, dark form, trotting brisk­
ly along xvith xvhat seemed like a 
bundle dangling from its mouth. He 
xx als none too soon. The cave i*.i 
xvhich the little black cubs rolled 
about, impatient for their supper, 
xxtjs but a hundred yards or so »lis- 
tant. He thought she must be near 
home by her quickened gait, and he 
knexx-, if she ever got the baby inside 

I its black, yawning mouth, there 
xvould be no hope of bringing it out 
alive.

With the energy of despair he dart­
ed forxvard, and gave the bear a 
sharp blow over the nose With his 
long stick. Spot closed in at the 
same moment, yelping and snapping 
at her legs.

The huge bear, enraged, but not 
hurt by this simultaneous attack, 
dropped the baby and reared up on 
her hind legs, looking in the mingled 
moonlight and shadoxv so like a hu­
man figure that Dax’id did not wonder 
afterxvard at his mother’s mistake. 
She showed her sharp, xvhite teeth 
xvith a fierce snarl, and stretched out 
her forepaws for a grapple. She xvas 
near her oxvn babies now, and tine 
meant fight.

Dax'id looked at the precious bundle. 
It lay just under the creature’s ter­
rible claws, and to attempt to ’pick 
it up would have placed him utterly at 
the bear’s mercy, unless her attention 
could be diverted.

“At her, Spot; at her, good dog!” 
he shouted; and again he rained a 
shower of blows on her eyes and nose 
so quick and fierce that, blinded and 
confused for the instant, she backed 
a step or two, growling horribly.

Spot inflicted a sharp bite on her 
hind quarter, and she turned her 
head. It was his only chance. Quick 
as a flash he siezed the baby and fled, 
leaving poor Spot to receive a terri­
fic blow from the brute’s paw, at 
which he, too, broke and ran, the 
blood streaming from his wounds, and 
howling at every jump.

Half-xvay doxvn the mountain they 
met the Martins with dogs and torch­
es. The bear, after a fierce fight, 
was brought to bay and killed, and 
the poor little cubs taken captive.

Old Martin untied with rough but 
trembling fingers the knot he had 
laughed at—the knot which had saved 
the baby’s soft limbs from the bear’s 
teeth. David hardly dared to be cer­
tain that he had heard a cry in Ihia 
headlong flight; but when they had 
unxx-rapped fold after fold and un­
fastened the veil, there lay the baby— 
“David’s Baby" now, without doubt 
or question—as rosy and fresh as a 
flower-bud. its big blue eyes full of 
wonder and fright, bul ready to smile 
at the first sight of David.

David xvas more his mother’s hero 
than ever. She never told the story 
without adding:

"And he xvas jest a common-sized 
boy xvhen de done it!”

the whitesxvifit scud streams, 
foam gleams,

And fierce shall the onset be.
And God be his help that strives to­

night
With the armies of the sea!

Black ridges wit.h white, mad manes, 
Beaches that roar and rattle,

And a wind that ranges the wild sea- 
line.

Driving the waves to battle.
—Herbert Bates.

Fe;'.
There comes a ship to the long toon, 
To the lang, lang toon;

But nane is there the slcht to see, 
For a’ are sleepin’—a’ but me 

An’ the yellow mune,
My freen the mune.

This ship that comes to the lang toon. 
To the lang, lang toon,

Has ropes o’ siller an" sails o’ crape, 
An’ the skipper—oh! he has an un­

co’ shape
An’ a waefu’ froon.
1 fear the froon!

When a’ is still i’ the lang toon,
I’ the lang, lang toon,

Its mast comes round by the kelpies’ 
rock,

Whar e’en the sea-mexvs daurna 
flock,

And there is nae soun’—
There’s ne’er a souti\

An' whiles there's ane frae the lang 
toon,

Frae the lang, lang toon,
An’ xvhiles there’s ane, an’ whiles 

there’s twa
That gangs aboard, an’ the ship’s 

a xv a’ !
For the xvark is dune,
It’s oxvre and dune.

When mornin’ comes V the lang toon, 
I’ the lang lang toon,

There’s some that’s greetin’ for them 
that’s gane

Whar I can tell, an’ I aland1—
An’ the yellow mune 
My freen the mune.

—iNimmo Christie,

BRIGHTS
One of the Most Remarkable Cures 

of IT Which the History of 
fledicine Records.

Mrs. Frood, of Ren. rew, After Ailing for 
Thirteen Years, the Last Two Year# 
Seriously Slek, Is Restored to Malden 
Strength.

?ou zt l Wnard# Watideei Cur## Benwu •$»

Renfrew, Jan. 20.—Now, take the 
case of Mrs. Samuel Frood, of this 
town. She xvas ailing for thirteen 
years without knowing just where the 
difficulty xvas. During the last two 
years of her sickness, however, she 
xvas told by her physicians that she 
had Bright’s Disease.

A few years ago to tell a patient 
that she had Bright’s Disease would 
■be equivalent to offering prayer over 
the dying. This terrible scourge of 
mankind was long supposed to be in­
curable. No doctor thought he could 
restore the kidneys when they had 
gone that far to decay.

But ibis xvas before DODD'S KID- 
NEY PILLS xvere invented. Fortun­
ately Mrs. Frood tried the pills, 'and 
this is xvhat she says:

Dodds Medicine Co.,
Gentlemen:—About two years ago 

I xvas taken sick. I consulted doc­
tors. They told me I had a bad 
case of Bright’s Disease, and 
could not help me. I had tried 
ex’ery kind of medicine, but of no 
avail. My urine .was like brick 
diust, and it hurt me to pass it. I 
heard of DODD’S KIDNEY PILLS, 
and concluded to try them. I had 
been sick off and on for twelve or 
thirteen years, but about two years 
ago I grexv xvorse. I am complete­
ly cured, and I feel stronger today 
than ever.

MRS. SAMUEL FROOD, 
Renfrew, Ont., 

May 20, 1S96.
(Witness) Mrs. Leon Delair.

A box of DODD'S KIDNEY PILLS 
will be mailed anywhere on receipt of 
price 150 cents) if unobtainable at 
nearest druggist's, by xvritlng to j 
DODDS MEDICINE CO.. Ltd., To- ! 
ronto. Ont. Six boxes for $2 50.

Legitimate Mining
Speculative Mining.

To Mining Investors :
We invite your careful consideration for the prospectus 

of the Colorado Gold Mining and Development Company and 
its auxiliary, the Kootenay Exploration Company, Limited.

As you will notice by the plan presented, our proposition 
is purely a business one, w; confining our attention to word­
ing only such properties as have been sufficiently developed 
to show a profit over our original investment, and as we work 
collectively an unlimited number oi these claims, it gives us 
an opportunity of presenting an investment of unquestioned 
superiority.

The groups of properties now under 
control of these companies are the most 
important yet offered in the Dominion 
under one management#

There are many mining companies that have valuable 
properties, but have not the means to develop them, and it is 
this class only that we take up and work for the profit in sight 
If there is more beyond, we are so much better off but wc do 
not hazard our original investment, therefore, the element of 
loss, so prominent in the average mining venture, is practically 
done away with.

Another favorable feature is that every shareholder parti­
cipates in the profits in direct proportion to the amount invest­
ed, no stock being set aside for an officer or director, except­
as it is subscribed and paid for the same as by every other 
shareholder, and all are equal partners as their interests may 
appear.

This is worthy of the favorable consideration of the small 
investor, for until the Colorado Gold Mining and Develop­
ment Company was brought out never before did the small 
shareholder have an equal chance with the promoters of the 
Company.

The magnificent success achieved by the parent company 
during the past nine months is sufficient indication of what 
can be done on these lines under competent management.

We anticipate equally gratifying results for the Kootenay 
Exploration Company, Limited, and will be pleased to have 
you join us and receive your subscription for the number of 
shares desired.

Subscription books are now open at the office of Lowns- 
brough & Co., Bankers and Brokers, 22 King street east, 
Toronto, Ont., where J. Grant Lyman, Managing Director, 
will be pleased to receive your subscription. Price 10 cents 
per share, par value $1, full paid and non-assessable, being 
subject to no further call.

The price of these shares will be advanced to 20o 
on Jan. 31. All applications must show a postmark not 
later than Jan. 30,1897.

N. B.—The price of the Colorado Gold Mining and 
Development Company's shares are now selling at 50c. 

Correspondence invited.
EKES* ÂL HFÂ" \ni"r" iv,Brn INTENDING SUBSCRIBERS MAY. IF DESIRED. APPLY FOR SHARES THROUGHi MESSRS. FLOOD & LINDSAY, 410 RICHMOND STREET, OR JAMES MILNE, 88 DUNDA3 
W18TRE£^ LONDON, ONT. juti ti


