
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION.

LARGE STOCK OF
Blanket» from 50c. to 86.00; 
Far Robe». 87.00 to 814.00;

A Bait#. Sleigh Belle, Heavy 
Wool Lap Robe*, fine stock of 
Men’s Driving Gloves.

A Large Stock now on hand comprising
d Solid Nlekle Har* 
• and Silver Har- 

and

Nickle-Plated an
nesses. Rubber

, Team Harn
Team Collars.

A
*4,

I1 !
ill-

1
BlIW mV

The Secret of Dress
is cleanliness, and the secret of comfort is

PROPERLY LAUNDRIED 
Shirts, Collars and Cuffs,

which can only be procured at the

GLOBE
STEAM LAUNDRY

Repairing a Specialty *ei

W. D. LOCKETT,
Bridgetown.Agent,

CAUTION!
All persons indebted to the estate* of the 

late J. AVARD MORSE, either by accounts 
or promissory notes, are hereby notified that 
all payments of the same must be made to 
the undersigned, as no person has been auth
orized by them to collect said accounts or

E. BENT,
J. B. GILES, 

Bridgetown. March 10th. 1806.

^Executors.

CEDAR SHINGLES!
piOR SALE^at an eztremel^low flgnre, 100, 

GAFT. JOHN LONQMIRE.
Bridgetown. May 5th, 1896. tf

all kinds of job work neatly 
EXECUTED AT THIS OFFICE.

Harnesses! Harnesses!
#

To My Customers!
I wish that you would call and 

see my Millinery. I have a nice 
line of Goods, and Miss Newcomb 
is now at work doing her best to 
please both in price and style. 
My assortment of

Ladies’ Sacques
is the best that I have ever shown, 
ranging in price from $3 to $12.

I have also a fine line of
Capes, Cloth Capes, Fur 

Collars, Boncle Dress Goods, 
Plaids, etc.,

and in Gents’ Wear

Fur

A BIG RANGE OF CLOTHING.
Suits, Overcoats, Ulsters and Far Coats.
f^The prices are right, and quality first- 

class. Please give me a call.
Respectfully yours,

MRS. WOODBURY.
Kingston, Oct. 7th, 1896.

THE-%—

LIVING AGE
Founded by B. LUtell In 1844.

A WEEKLY MAGAZINE OF FOREIGN 
PERIODICAL LITERATURE

Giving yearly 3,500 double column octavo pages 
of matter (making four large volumes) un

equalled in qtplity and quantity.

Itl* Every Saturday ”4

Articles of Standard and Popular Internet.
contains

THE LIVING AGE embraces the pro
ductions of The Ablest Living Writers in all 

of Literature, including Fiction 
and Poetry, Art, Setence and Politics, His
tory. Biography and Discovery, giving an 
amount or reading vnapproachea by any 
other periodical in the teorld, of the most 
able Literary end Scientific matter of the day.

To still further enhance its value and cm- 
y, extend its scope and increase its usefnl- 
the publishers have arranged for the add!-

departments

tiemof
Several New Features for 1897.

THESE INCLUDE
1st The publication of occasional TRANSLA

TIONS of noteworthy articles from the 
FRENCH, GERMAN, SPANISH and 
ITALIAN REVIEWS and MAGAZINES. 

2nd. The addition of a MONTHLY SUPPLE
MENT containing three departments, 
viz.: READINGS FROM AMERICAN 
MAGAZINES. READINGS FROM NEW 
BOOKS. A LIST OF BOOKS OF THE 
MONTH.

The number of Nov. 14th, No. 2732, contains 
the opening chapters of a 
Mew Serial Story by,I van TourffenlelT, 

translated especially for The Living Age.
The same issue contains articles by 

Gladstone, Castelar, Prof. Flinders Petrie, 
and other eminent writers; 

Translations from the French and Spanish, 
with Essays and Reviews from the latest 

British Periodicals.
Also a Thirty-two Page Supplement as de

scribed above.

Published Weekly at $6.00 a year, free of 
Postage. Single number 15 cents.

TONEW SUBSCRIBERS for the year 1897, 
remitting before Jan. 1st, the weekly numbers 
of 1896 issued after the receipt of their subscrip
tions will be sent gratis.
The Best Home and Foreign Literature at 

Club Prices. For $7.76 the LIVING AGE 
and LESLIE’S WEEKLY.

For $8.50 The Living Age and Harper's 
Monthly; or lor $9.00 The Living Age and 
Century; or for $8.70 Atlantic Monthly, Harp
er's Bazaar or Harper’s Weekly: or for $8.00 
The Living Age and any $3.00 Magazine.

THE LIVING AGE CO.,
P. O. Box *306, Boston.

•• We must keep warm to day, If we starve 
to-morrow,” thought May’an. She needed 
the fire; she sewed every minute faithfully. 
There was no lack of work. Mrs. Barlow 
made clothe» for all the small male inhabi
tants of Chester. Some customers paid 
promptly, and some didn’t. People wanted 
so mnoh money for Christmas presents.

Four days after Christmas came a letter 
from Mrs. Barlow. Henry’s broken leg was 
only a bad sprain; he could be moved next 
week, and they would get home Thursday 
afternoon. She hoped they were good chil
dren, and that little Henry had not had an
other attack of bronchitis. May’an handed 
the letter to Jessie, and went back to her 
work.

“ Wednesday will be New Year’s,” re- 
“ Why can’t 'nemarked little Henry, 

oome then? Won't she be s’prised when she 
sees onr turkey, May’an?”

44 We can stuff the turkey Thursday morn
ing,” thoughtfully observed Jessie, patting 
the letter into its envelope, and clasping her 
hands over her knees before the fire.

44I think I can do it,” said May’an, prick
ing a row of holes in the table with her 
needle. “ There's all kinds of epioes in the 
box—we haven’t used any in six months.”

44 Pat plenty of nutmeg and ginger!” ex
claimed Henry.

441 think it should be parsley and sage 
and thyme and—onions and cracker-crumbs 
and—some other things,” hesitated Jessie.

May’an looked doubtful. "I might ask 
Mrs. James.”

44 Don’t ask her, May’an! Don’t ask her 
anything. She’s been in every day just to 
see what we have to eat. The turkey must 
taste good if we put in lots of good things— 
mustn’t it?”

441 s’pose so, Jessie!” May’an couldn’t 
say more with her mouth full of pins.

Thursday morning a consultation was held 
over the turkey. Everybody contributed to 
the stuffing, first with advice, then with 

materials. Into .the bread-crumbs
went ginger and cinnamon, nutmeg and 
ground cloves, besides the thyme, sage and 
parsley recommended by Jessie. Henry 
wanted to add a handful of raisins and cur
rants. May’an fejt that to stuff a turkey 
was a greater burden than to make trousers 
for the seven Turner boys.

44 It smells awful good!” cried little Henry, 
taking long sniffs with his hands in his pock
ets. He gloated over the turkey, poking its 
bones here and there, while he pondered how 
delicious it would taste when browned in the 
oven. He put a spoonful of vanilla in the 
stuffing when May’an turned her back.

44 It must be good.” declared Jessie paring 
apples for a pie, which was to crown the 
feast. 44 Don’t you think it will, May’an?”

I hope so, I’m sure!” May’an lifted her 
flushed face from filling the turkey. 44 Don't 
grate the nutmeg. Henry. I’ll get a needle 
and thread, and sew this up. Two o’clock 
is time enough to put it in, if the fire’s good. 
Mother won’t be home till five.”

It was a dull afternoon. Toward night 
began drifting lazily down. Henry 

divided his time between the windows, 
where he watched for the travellers, and the 
stove, where he could smell the turkey, and 
hear it sizzle. Spicy whiffs came through 
the door when May’an looked in, to see if it 
was browning evenly. May’an was getting 
dinner, her press board and needles for once 
out of sight.

44 Here they come, Henry,” called Jessie, 
from her corner.

Mr. Turner’s butcher waggon drove up. 
Everybody rushed to the door. Mrs. Bar- 
low got out first, looking tired and anxious. 
She smiled as her eyes rested on the rotund 
form and rosy cheeks of little Henry. A 
big man wrapped in a rough ulster was be
hind her. His hat and beard were powdered 
with the snow, which was now falling faster.

“Gently—gently, I reckon I must go slow,” 
said Uncle Henry. He took a pair of crut
ches from Mr. Turner’s boy, and, helped by 
everybody, managed to get out of the wag
gon and into the house.

“ Tell Mr. Turner to call to-morrow, and 
I’ll pay him,” he said. Henry and the boy 
carried in a small trunk, and set it down in 
the entry.

44 Ah, this looks like home!” exclaimed 
Uncle Henry.

He eat down before the fire, spread out 
his hands, and looked contentedly at the 
neatly laid supper-table, and Jessie reading 
beside the lamp. Mrs. Barlow went op- 
stairs to take off her bonnet.

44 We've got a turkey,” cried little Henry, 
prancing up and down on the red sofa. 
We’re going to have Christmas to night, 
Uncle Henry!”

44 You are, are you?” said Uncle Henry, 
grimly. 44 Christmas to over- long ago.”

44 Well, we’re going to have it, anyhow.
I got the turkey^and Mother’s come home!”
Mrs. Barlow bustled around in her old 

way, glad to be getting dinner again; she 
dished the potatoes, and put the pie in to 
get hot.

“We all stuffed the turkey, Mother,” 
called little Henry, telling about his wonder
ful prize. 44 We put in all the good things 
we could think of; didn't we, Jessie?”

“ There’s an odd smell about it, somehow. 
Come, Henry, let’s have supper.”

Mrs. Barlow was determined to keep 
things pleasant, and wait for Henry’s ac
count of the last two years. He had been 
very reticent while she nursed him, and paid 
out every cent so grudgingly that the was 
afraid he had hardly money enough to get 
home.

Uncle Henry cut open the turkey, and fell 
back in his chair.

“ Ginger!” he cried. 44 What did you put 
into this, children?”

44 Isn't it right,” faltered May’an.
44 We did put in ginger, and all kinds of 

spices! Ain’t it good?” asked Jessie, quick-
iy-

Uncle Henry shouted with laughter. He 
helped them all around to the spioed turkey; 
amid questions and exclamations from Mrs. 
Barlow, and awkward explanations from 
poor May’an, who was red and white by 
turns, and had hard work to keep from 
crying at Unole Henry’s merciless jests. 
Jessie heroically ate a small piece, and made 
np her mind to wait for apple pie. Little 
Henry was the most disappointed. He had 
expected great things of that turkey. He 
fretted and spluttered over the ginger-spioed 
slices, and burst into a frightened roar when 
he found them uneatable.

“Look here!” exclaimed Uncle Henry, 
laying down his knife and fork. “ Seems 
like as if nobody knows how to stuff a tur
key! I’ll do it myself!”

He looked around the table solemnly. 
Everybody stored.

“I started home with a little Christmas 
present for you, Mary—perhaps for May’an 
and Jessie too. I was so mad when I fell 
off chat oar, and had to send for you, that I 
wouldn’t tell you then. Thinks I, “4 I’ll 
wait till I get back to Chester, and we’ll 
have onr Christmas a week after date!’ ”

■Â4

charitable view of the circumstances, hot his 
resentment nursed over night, had grown give him two dollars for every white owl he’d 
into a passion when he set ont for the David ketch, an’ he’s got one now. He had two, 
homestead the next day. Mrs. Patten hot the other 
watched him depart with a sinking ÿeart.
Her eyes followed him down the road as be one?” asked the deacon, more for the sake 
went with great strides through the almost 0f saying something than he oared to know, 
unbroken snow. Then she dropped Into a 
chair by the window and watched for his 
return. Almost before she expected to see shouted the dèanon. 
him he came in sight. Mrs. Patten rose to 
her feet, shaded her eyes with her hand and M the look of amazement on the deaoen’e 
peered anxiously out at him as he approach- f*oe was followed by 
ed. He was empty handed. On he came, hastened to add, “It wasn’t eo bad. We 
stumbling along through the snow, pausing made believe it was turkey and—” 
here and there to turn back and shake his

in town told him he’dMrs. Barlow’s face grew red, as she looked 
steadily at the tablecloth. Was this the so 
lotion of Henry’s sulkiness? At the strange 
pause, little Henry ceased crying, and the 
girls looked in astonishment at this remark
able uncle s proceedings.

“ Now I’m going to stuff this turkey my
self!” repeated he. “The turkey’s a “left 
over,” and so are the presents—we’ll fill np 
one with the other!’’

He drew from hto pocket a formidable 
package of papers, and gravely placed them 
between the turkey’s drum-sticks. Then 
came three big bundles of bills, from three 
separate places, and were fastened in among 
the papers.

44 Now—pass around the Christmas turkey, 
and help yourself to the stuffing,” command
ed Uncle Henry, with a wave of his hand.

44 It’s a game—a game,” cried little Henry, 
joyously, reooving hto spirits. “ I want to 
take some, too!”

“ Mother first!” said Uncle Henry.
With trembling hand Mrs. Barlow drew 

out the papers. She looked at them in a 
dazed way, without speaking. May’an and 
Jessie, and then little Henry bimaelf, each 
took possession of one of the fat rolls.

44 There’s nothing left* for you, Uncle 
Henry !”

“ I’ve got the turkey, Henry, and that’s 
more than enough for anybody!”

44 Oh, Henry—Henry,” cried Mrs. Barlow, 
coming toward him with the papers in her 
hand. 441 never suspected it for a moment!”

“I knew you didn't,” replied Unole Hen
ry, putting hto arm around her. 44 I’ve done 
well this time, Mrry. That’s a deed of the 
Mary Ann Mine, and it’s paying me two 
thousand dollars a year. I came home to 
make Christmas brighter for you—you’ve 
made it bright many a year for me! Do you 
think you could make a good use of three 
thousand dollars—eh?” -

“ Henry—I can pay off the mortgage John 
worried about!” she cried, breathlessly.

May’an held up her roll “ This will pay 
the doctor’s bill!"

“ I can go to school two year’s more!” said 
Jessie.

44 And 1—hooray! I can buy another 
turkey!” shouted little Henry.

“ So you shall—the biggest one Mr. Tur
ner’s got; but we’ll let mother stuff it next 
time!” laughed Uucle Henry. He patted 
Mrs. Barlow’s head. She was quietly crying 
on hto shoulder.

44 We’ll shut up the tailor’s shop for the 
winter, eh, May’an?”

“Indeed, we won’t, Uncle Henry,” cried 
May’an, with decision. 441 like to make 
trousers, myself. I’d a thousand times 
rather do it than stuff turkeys, any day!”— 
Eva Lovett Carson, in the New York Inde
pendent.

44 For owls. A

’’and the child hesitated. 
44 Well, what did yon do with the other

“ We ate It,” timidly answered the child. 
44 Ate It! What did yon eat ’n owl fort”

44 ’Cause we hadn’t anything elan.” And

of disgust, she

Bat the deacon fled to the barn and re
clenched fist at the reoeedLig home of the mained there, till he saw the child, well 
Davids. He had started out fall of anger, Uden, leave the yard, 
he was returning in a towering passion.
Mrs. Patten sank back in her chair with a With all we’ve got to spars, here’s onr next 
sigh, her heart filled with forebodings as to neighbor satin’ 'n owL Ain’t fit for noth- 
what might have happened, when the deacon log,” and the deacon fussed around getting 
entered, closed the door behind him with a into hto storm coat. 44 I’m goin’ to hitch 
bang and threw himself into hto chair.

“Did you ever hear the like, mother!

right up an’ you’ll have to fly ’round, ’cause 
44 You need never say another word for I’m goin’ to bring every one of them Davids 

them Davids,” he gasped, straggling to re- right here to dinner. There ain’t no de
pendin’ on me no more, an’ there’s got te bn 

44 Now, father, whatever has happened, some one ’round that’ll look after things, an’
I’ve been tbinkin’ Ill have Dick 

“No nse getting excited! Them Davids do the choree. He’ll get hto meals here, an* 
have eat up my white turkey!”

44 Did they say so?” quietly asked, Mrs. by him, an’ well know whether onr neigh 
Patten. “If they did so, it wee because bor’e got things fit to eat, or satin* owls, 
there was a mistake somewhere, and if they Oogh! I’d rather eat y onr old dish rag, 
didn’t say so, how do you know they ate the mother. It would be jest as tender, an*

twice as good tastin’.”
44 Where’s the turkey for dinner?” called 

44 Can’t I see an’ hear?” And making an ef- Mrs. Patten, as the deacon was going ont 
fort to get control of hto voice he continued: the door.
441 jest got to the doer an’ was grin’ to knock
when, I see something white Mowin' ’round get any. But I'll get 
on the enow. It was feathers. I was so at the door when I go past,” and he started 
upset I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t for the barn mattering, 44 G 
expect they’d be so careless with their under- to be Christmas after alL” 
hand work. I jest stood there, an' then I 
heard the dtohee rattlin’, an’ one the girls Mrs. Patten in surprise as she looked down 
say, 4 Til have some more turkey, mother,' upon the big rueeet turkey she found nt her 
an’ they all laughed.”

44 That didn't make it your turkey, did It!”
“ Didn’t, hey! You wait. Pretty soon team, 441 never coaid eat a mouthful ef it. 

some one says, 4 How did you ever ketch it, It would just choke me. I said them Dav- 
Dick!’ an’ Dick says, 4 Oh, it went in the ids took it home an’ eat It an’ they're goin* 
shed behind the deacon’s barn and I knocked to do it.” 
it.over with a hard snowball, an’ before it 
knew where it was, it was cornin' home un
der my arm.’ Then the little girl «ays, 41 
wonder if that old dnffer has missed it yet,’ 
meanin’ me—Deacon Patten—that’s been Adhem, 44 but I’ve had some Utile experience 
helpin’ them for three yean. Me an’ old in the unexpected myself. I remember one 
dnffer 1” and the deacon’s voice rose higher instance which occurred onumy father's fores 
and higher till it ended in a shriek.

44 Now, there, there, father. Perhaps 
they did do all you say,” said Mrs. Patten, poverty-stricken hand, who hailed from the 
almost convinced against her wilL 44 But if respectable region of the country ’round
they did take the turkey you can just depend about. He had probably been brought up on

parched corn and maple syrup, and never 
“Need of itl Hein’t I elweya helped ’em hsd » Sundny enit In ale life. When h. 

an’ wouldn't I give 'em ill they felted fort” oime to nt, it iny rite, he wai almost bare- 
“ Taking thing» to them of year own free foot, and, as the day» began to grow drill 

will, that’s giving; bnt letting them have father took it upon himself to boy Zeko » 
what they come and aak for, that’s begging, pair of atout shoes. The presentation waa a 
for them. I know you’ve been good to them, sorrowful eeene. Zeke held the ehoea dk- 
So have the other neighbors Bat since this coneolately by the string which held them 
bad spell of weather we haven’t felt that we together, and tried to look grateful, with 
could go eo far, and perhaps the other neigh- alarming 
bora have neglected them, too. Then’s no 
telling how bad off they might be."

“ That’s no excuse for their steelin'.”

cover his breath.

there’s no use of you getting too excited.” an’

then we'll have a way to lend things home

turkey.”
“How do I know!” roared the deacon.

“Land ashes, mother! I clean forget to 
an’ throw it oat

It’s going

“ And now the white one, father!" asked

feet when the opened the door.
“No,” said the deacon, starting np his

DisappotnUd in ths 01ft.

“ I’ve never preached or taught," said Ban

in good old Ohio.
“ Zeke was a raw, very ungainly and vary

on it they had need of it."

The Deacon’s White Turkey.

“Well, mother, the big white turkey's 
gone,” said Deacon Patten as he took off hto 
great coat and sent a shower of snowflakes 
down upon the kitchen floor.

“ Gone,” repeated Mrs. Patten, setting the 
steaming coffee pot in her hands upon the 
supper table and looking inquiringly at the 
deacon. 44 Gone where?"

“Don’t know,” seating himself by the fire 
and kicking off hto wet boots. 44 Didn’t 
come ’round when I was feedin’ the rest. 
Looked high an’ low, but didn’t find no signs 
of it. ’Tain’t likely it would go off in such a 
storm when it had plenty to eat here. If 
anything had been ’round an’ took it the 
tracks are all hid by the snow. I allowed 
I’d kill it to-morrow, an’ hang it up for 
Christmas. I’ve set such a store by havin’ 
it then’t won’t be any kind of a Christmas 
without it.”

“ Perhaps it will turn up by morning. 
Come to supper father. ” And so the deacon 
seated himself before the steaming coffee 
and helped himself to the flaky biscuit and 
golden honey, the lost turkey was for a time 
forgotten. But the search was taken up 
again the next morning. After bringing in 
the milk the deacon returned to the barn and 
Mrs. Patten caught glimpses of him hunting 
as she passed back and forth before the kit
chen window, doing her work. Finally he 
left the yard and went out into the road. 
The housework was finished, a row of crisp 
pies on the pantry shelf told of Mrs. Patten’s 
deft handiwork, and she was paring potatoes 
for dinner when the deacon returned. Re
moving his wet garments, he seated himself 
hear the fire and slowly recked hack and 
forth, in hto chair, moodily holding hto head 
between hto hands.

“ Did you get the turkey back, father?” 
asked Mrs. Patten after an interval of silence.

“ No!” curtly answered the deacon.
Mrs. Patten looked surprised at this sharp 

tone and waited for him to speak again. 
The deacon gazed steadily at the floor then 
dropped his bands into hto lap and raised hto 
head.

“ Mother,” he said in a convincing tone, 
“ them Davids took that turkey.”

“ Why, father!” exclaimed Mrs. Patten, 
dropping her knife. “ ’Tain’t like you to 
speak so of anybody," and she leaned to the 
floor and took op the knife again.

“ Course it ain’t. Wouldn’t say such a 
thing if ’twasn’t so. You see, I thought 
I’d go down the road a piece and see if any 
of the neighbors seen the turkey, an’ when I 
got ’long by the Davids’ barn I thought I’d 
peek in an’ see if ’twas in there. Sere 
’nough there was a white heap on the man
ger.”

“ Snowdrift probably,” interposed Mrs. 
Patten. •

44’Twasn’t no snowdrift. Snowdrifts don’t 
flap their wings, I guess. While 1 was try- 
in’ to find a crack to get a square look at it, 
Dick David and one of the girls oome to the 
door on t’other side an’ Dick says, 4 Now, 
I’ll open the door a bit, an* yon put yopr 
head in an* take a look.’ Then he fussed 
with the door an’ after a minute the girl 
says, 4 Hain’t he a big fellow? But you 
ought to have a lock on the door, Dick; some
body might open it an’ let him get away;’ an’ 
then they fastened the door an’ went to the 
house. I knowed where my turkey was, 
right ’nough.”

“ Perhaps so—and perhaps they found it 
in their barn and shut it till they found 
where it belonged; and perhaps it isn’t your 
turkey after all.”

“Not my turkey! Whose to it then, I’d 
like to know? Everybody knows I raised 
the only white turkey in the country ’round 
this year, and everybody knows I was savin’ 
it for Christmas. Likely they don’t know 
where it belongs. It didn’t go there with#, 
out hands, neither.”

“ Now, now, father—”
44 Didn’t I see Dick David sulkin’ round 

my barn yesterday? What else was he after 
but my white turkey. Bat he won’t have it 
I’m going down there tomorrow an’ tell ’em 
I seen my turkey in their barn an’ oome to 
take it home. Yes I will!”

And he did. Gentle Mrs. Patten labored 
in vain to make the deacon take a

44 * Why, what’s the matter Zeke? Don't 
yon like your shoes?’ father asked, in real

Zeke’s face quivered, and presently44 Perhaps not, but we must remember its
the first time we’ve had any reason to think b«ke into a lubbering expression of woe. 
hard of them; and I never knew any good to

of epyin’ 'round after one’, neighbors, I «mid have went without ehoea, an' I'm 
and it ain’t like yon to do it, either.” suffering for a scarf pin.’ ”

44 Hain’t I a right to know where my things 
are goin’ to? Why, didn’t they take one of 
the russet turkeys. They knowed I was eight years’ hanging between life an» 
savin’ the white one. Jest wanted to be as

Yes, sir,' he said, gulping hard; 4 bnt

Heart Belief.

DEATH WITH ACUTE HEART DISEASE—
AND IN 30 MINUTES AFTER TAKING 
FIRST DOSE OF DR. AGNXW'S CUBS 
THE HEART RELIEF COMES—WHAT IT

mean as they could. Then eat it to-day, 
’cause they knowed I always sent ’em one for 
to morrow. But they’ve fooled themselves 
this t ime. They’ll not get another thing ont 
of this old duffer. Ob, no—”

The deacon’s harangue was cut short by a 
loud knock at the kitchen door. Mrs. Pat-

DID FOR ALFRED OOULDRY, W 
FORD, QUE., IT CAN DO FOR ANT SUF
FERER FROM THE SAME CAUSE.

441 had been suffering from acute heart 
trouble for over four years. When doctors 
had tried, and failed to give me rettsf, I pro
cured Dr. Agnew's Cure for the Heart. la

■

ten went to the door and opened it.
“ Morning, deacon,” said a cherry voice thirty minutes after the first does I had re

lief and although mine was a case ef long 
ight bottles effected a pemanent 

cure, and I firmly believe, after knowing 
what it has done for m*. that there to no

from the outside. 44 The folks are going out 
to dinner to-morrow, and I thought I’d oome Jnd^f i
and see if I could borrow your sled to haul ’ 
down Widow David's things to-night. The hopeless case while this great cure to to be 
women folk, hove . pile fixed for her." V4 1 <*eerfolly «notion the ose of mytee-

“No." growled the deacon, .Urting to- 
ward the door, “ you can’t have anything of 
mine to help folks that ain’t honest.”

“ Don't say a word about it father,” sup
plicated Mrs Patten, but the deacon brushed 
her aside and closed the door behind him 
as he went ont. A short time after, the 
man left the yard, following hto team on foot 
and Mrs. Patten knew the deacon had not 
shielded hto neighbor.

The Grandeur of a Church.

We should never think of complaining of 
the grandeur of a church. It cannot be too 
grand, too stately or too costly. At beat, it 
will bnt faintly express the glory of Him 
whose house it to built to be, and almost aa 
feebly the depth of gratitude which 
ought to entertain towards Him to whoee

r;
Patten.. It had been an abandoned bon» lnd„”1;°kt £. rCThlghwith coetiy 

for year., but the willing hands and the ltonM_ ribbed sod mmi .nth «.ring

gebittito£ °Ldl \tat branch and banting fiower. Letth.mil.
generosity, together with the work ri» ob- h^Îl ta dto

talaed, enabled the widow to eke out a living with .hadow. and bright with
and keep her houeehold together. But the tb. lendid dim wlth «a
heavy mow storm, had .tat off their neigh- brf(lbt witb ^ orÙMon; let It .peak of aw* 
bore and their offering, had been laid aride H>d myltery „d TMtnee> ud ^ ^ Md 
to .well the donation they were acou.tomed ^ ud bri((htnM,, toe. Let it be the 
tomakeonChrietma». Mm Patten thought beet we can rive, and the nobles, weoaudo, 
of her own put of that donation. There ud we .hell have ooly done what enlightened 
were the woollen stockings and mittens she 
had knitted for the children, a warm drees 
of her own she had fashioned over for Mrs.
David, a shawl she had added to the pile by Catarrh of Lon* Standing Relieved in a Few 
a little sacrifice. There were the vegetables
and some dalntle. .he had prepared for them Bot ^ tb„ ofonr own conn-
—all doomed, alas! never to reach the widow try, and prominent citizens like Urban Lippe, 
and her family. Then she thought of the M.P. of Joliette, Que., and other members 
deacon’, long lllne* in the spring, when her of Parllarowt, who h»vlngn»»dDr-Agnew’s 
neighbor’, ready autetano. and kindly .ym- ^^remedy tbey tave ever known, bta 
pathy brought both rest and comfort. Could people everywhere are expressing their grati- 
such Christian solicitude come from an un- ncation at the effectiveness of this medicine.

C. G. Archer of Brewer, Maine, says: “I
Christmas dawned cold and bright, a HTdav.^7

cheer-bringing morning to everyone bnt the time. About four months ago I was Induced 
deacon, who gloomily sat around in the kit- to try Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal Powder, and 
Chen. Finally acting upon Mm Patten’. w^rfol^yl tamuj
advioe, he started for the bun to eecnre » It „Uevw ^ ninatee. Sold by & N. 
turkey for dinner. A few minutes later he Wears.
landed in the middle of the kitchen with a *-------------
jump that sent the unbaked custard in Mrs.
Patten’s pie flying over the table.

“Mother,” he yelled, 44 the white turkey’s by an expedition fitted out by Mr. E. A. 
home! I seed it poke its head out from un- Fitrçerald, the explorer of the New Zealand 
der the barn when I was tryin’ to coax up Alps, which recently left England for Buenos 
th’ others. It’s got under there an’ been Ayres. A geologist, a surveyor, and a nat- 
drifted in an’ them Davids—”

But Mrs. Patten had succeeded in reaching with the Alpine guide, Matties Znrbriggea. 
him, and turning bis attention to the other Mr. Fitzgerald’s observations will be on ths 
side of the stove, where sat the youngest effect of the atmosphere of mountain heights 
David child holding a small basket.

“ What do yon want?” blurted out ths Mount Everest, in India, the highest mena- 
excited deacon.

“ Mother wants to know if yon’ll let ns to the top of Aconcagua, 
have a few potatoes for to-day, and well 
pay you as soon as we get some money.”

“ When will you get any money, I’d like 
to know!” demanded the deacon.

44 Dick's going to get some,” proudly an- everywhere, 
swered the child.

••Dick! What'll he get money torT

Christian judgment will justify.—Bishop 
Thompson.

Hours.

worthy heart?

»

;

—Aconcagua, the highest mountain * 
this hemisphere, to to be thoroughly explored y

t
uraltot form part of the expedition, together

Ion the human system, as he Intends to soak

tain in ths world, if he succeeds in getting

—Pnttner’s Emulsion of Cod Liver 00 
•till retains and justifies the good opinion of 
the best medical practitioners. Its virtues 
are attested by thousands of its patrons 1

—Mlnard’. Liniment Cure. Diitemper.
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* BARRISTER,1/

Woans
•n -, I

k Jewel. J
SOLICIT®».

4«■I MONEY TO LOAN ON BEAL ESTATE 
SECURITY.

Fire Insurance in BeMle Coipaiiei
8AJL.US POPTJLI RHP j-J.TTTM- A LEZ EST. 59

^Solicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank 
of Halifax, and Bank of Nora Scotia, 
Annapolis, N-8. IllyNO. 39.WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 23, 1896.BRIDGETOWN, N. S.VOL. 24.

Sasy to Take 
■Easy to Operate Holly and Mistletoe.

Said the holly to the mistletoe:
44 Of our holy tide what oanst thou know, 

Thou a pagan, thon 
Of the leafless bough?

My leaves are green, my scarlet berries shine 
At thought of things divine!”

To the holly spoke the mistletoe: 
said: 41 Yon never know you ■ ■ ■ " This 1 our hoHytide do know-
have taken a pill till It Is all .11 a Many a tremulous vow
over.” 28e. C. L Hood & Co., 111 Thrills my leafless bough,
Proprietors, Lowell, Mass. ■ ■ ■ And human love, I deem, may give some sign
The only pills to take with Hood's Of share in things divine!”

Are features peculiar to Hood's Pills. Small In 
size, tasteless, efficient, thorough. As one man

Hood’s
—^Edith M. Thomas.

A Christmas CaroLNEW
CRUCIBLE
KETTLES!

Most Scientific Cooking Uten
sil Yet Produced.

The frost gleams white on the house tops 
high,

And the olonda, they look like snow,
And the plumber man goes briskly by— 

Blow, little tin horns, blow!

And I view my cash with s secret sigh,
And I say to my soul, “Go slow!”

But the children oome, and I can’t look 
glum—

Blow, little tin horns, blow!

quite resigned to the rocket’s noise 
And the roman candle show;

It’s hands all around with the girls and 
boys—

Blow, little tin horns, blow!

8o I'm

—Atlanta Constitution.
.. .FOR SALK AT ...

Christmas Sleighing Song.R. ALLEN CROWE S. There’s s loving lure in the pine cone’s ember 
When the white frost etches the window 

pane;
There’s a lingering chasm that all remembs 

In the tender voice and the lifted strain;
Ranges, Cook and Hall Stoves,

Heaters of all kinds, Goal 
Hods, Fire Shovels and Fire But, despite the joys of the dear December—

The carol’s glamour, the Yule log’s 
plow—

I’d rather be where the night winds 
rally

And blow their bugles, a-ho, heigh-

Down the valley a-sleighing with Sally 
Over the crispy snow!

Setts, Lanterns, and all kinds 
of Kitchen Furnishings

at Lowest Prices.
R. ALLEN CROWE.

Forsooth it’s jolly under the holly
When the feet of the dancers trip in time, 

And there’s never a touch of melancholy 
When the fiddle follows the cello’s rhyme, 

But for all the fun and for all the folly,
And for all the hanging the mistletoe, 
I’d rather be where the night winds rally 
And blow their bugles, a-ho, heigh-ho, 

Down the valley a-sleighing with Sally 
Over the crispy snow!

Coal Hods 
for 25c. each

—AT—

W. A. CHESLEY’S, —Clinton Scollard.

Queen St. £etrri ptmture.Piggott Store,

FANCY HOLIDAY GOODS A Belated Christmas.
in Chinaware, White Metal Goods. Celluloid 
Goods, Stamped Mats, Games, Toys, Dolls, etc.

44 It does seem dreadful—dreadful !” sighed 
Utile Mrs. Barlow.

She tried to drink a cap of coffee, while 
she stroked Uttle Henry's hair with one hand 

1 and wiped her eyes with the other. She 
used her bonnet strings for the purpose, and 
never noticed it.

FRESH LINE OF

Groceries and Confectionery
Beet American Oil at 95e .

Tobacco, Pipe* and Cigar*. “ Don’t fret, mother, we’U get along,” 
comforted May’an. May’an! May’an was 
fifteen, tall and self possessed. She had m E S L E Y a helped in the tailoring business for a year.

_____________________________________ 44 Yes, dear, you’ll do your best—you and
- - Uni III TIIP Mini but she’s awful undependable. I

MMs H N THE I n' Henry, lying there with hto leg broke!”
“ Aren’t you glad you’ve got it?” abrupt

ly asked Jessie.
44 Yes, yes, child. Kiss me, I must go. 

There’s the whistle! Be careful ot fires; 
don't let Henry go out without hto scarf; and 
be sure ’’—but her last warning died on the 
frosty air, as Mrs. Barlow ran down the 
road to the depot.

May’an got the children off to school, 
cleared up the room, and eat down to finish 
little Harrison Turner's trousers. They 
were to be delivered, sure, that afternoon, 
and their unfinished state was one cause of 
Mrs. Barlow’s tears. There were plenty of 

We ere buying direct from Factory, end other MHSel. 0n hi. wsy home Henry K.t- 
can compete with any dealer in Nova Scotia. , ... , ...cham had broken his leg, and sent forty

miles for hto sister to oome and get him back 
safely. Henry was always a ne’er-do-well 
It was not likely hto visit meant more than 
a start on some fresh adventure; and she

N. B__Fleur, Groceries, Horse »“ juit beginning to pay up eld bill*. No
Cloth In* and Bells at very lew wonder her tern flowed!

N. H. P.

For 30 Days 
Great Bargains

—IN—

PIANOS, ORGANS,
— AND —

SEWING MACHINES.

iyCall or write for prices.

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.

May’an sewed steadily until twelve o’clock, 
only stopping to put coal on the fire, that 
her irons might be ready for pressing. The 
last button-hole was made in Harrison's

prices.
Lawrence town, N. S.. Nov. 24th. 1808.

HARD TIMES 
HIGH PRICES

trousers, and she was marking the crease 
down the front of the leg with a hot iron 
when the children came in from school.

“ I’m hungry, May’an!” Mow soon will 
mother get home?” shouted little Henry, 
leaving the door open as he rushed through.

44 Shut the door, Henry. I'll give you 
your dinner presently. Mother won’t be 
home for two or three days—not then, unless 
Uncle Henry to well enough to oome with

“ And won’t we have Christmas to-mor
row ?” demanded little Henry, in dismay.”

41 Certainly, Christmas. A good piece of 
corn-beef and potatoes for dinner. We’ll go 
out to night and buy greens for father’s pic
ture.”

Jessie came in softly, shut the door which 
Henry left open, and asked no questions. 
She knew why there was no turkey at Christ
mas, and why her shoes were patched so 
many times.

A comfortable Christmas dinner of beef 
and potatoes lacked sentiment, but satisfied 
Uttle Henry’s appetite. Mrs. Turner, the 
butcher’s wife, paid for work promptly, and 
had a generous heart as well.

44 Ef you've got any small turkeys left day 
aft morrer, Burton, ye might give them girls 
one,” she said to her portly spouse. 44 Mrs. 
Barlow’s a 44 member,” and them pants to 
more work’n I’d do myself for fifty cents!”

The day after Christmas the batcher re
membered her suggestion. He took down a 
skinny turkey that he hadn’t been able to 
•ell, and gave it, with a benevolent smile, to 
little Henry, when he came for a half pound 
of bacon.

44 It’ll keep ’till yer ma gets back, and ye 
can have a Chrtoemas dinner then,” he ex
plained.

Little Henry smiled delightedly into Mr. 
Turner’s broad red face, and concealed the 
turkey under his overcoat while he dashed 
home. He was so fat that when hto over-

—AND—

BIG PROFITS
f^arTt pxist

IN THIS TOWN

BECAUSE
I have got the goods and make the prices 
that save the people money.

Have you seen my New Stock? If not 
call and inspect>efore buying elsewhere.

SHEEHAN, The Tailor.
Consign 
your : : : : APPLES

...TO....

J. G. Houghton & Co.,A A
P P19 Eastcheap, London, E.C.,

PP I Temple Ct., Liverpool, 6. B.
Who will sell for the highest 

market prices, and give prompt 
returns.

ZySend a trial shipment and be 
convinced.

EktaLlisbed 51 years# 
Shipping Mark 3BE.

Represented by

L L
E E
S S

FRANK A. DIXON, 
WolfVille,

Who will give all information required.

GOOD WORDS yYJsr-fOkii
FROM

Old Students.
coat was buttoned np the turkey couldn't 
fall out if it tried. “Hooray! We’re going[No. 2.1

* » * The Mathematical Training alone 
I consider to be worth more than theooet of the to have Christmas when mother gets home, 
whole course.-^ aTONHB, I'„ got a turkey,”, he cried, throwing th,

bird on the table before May’an. 44 But ”— 
NOW te the time to enter. Time loot Christ- doubtfully—" I don’t believe you know taw 

_as week te mode up to the students. to cook It, May’an.”
tonna.coutKotatudr!eta; ateofordrcular.ot “I don’t think I ever did cook one," 
the Isaac pitman Shorthand. May’an laughed at the turkey and at Henry's
Oddfellow’S Hall, 8. KERR * SON. excitement. “ Bnt it can’t be harder than

anything else.* We’ll have'It the night 
mother gets home.”

May’an wrapped the turkey in paper and 
hang it in the woodshed. There was no 
danger it wouldn't keep. The 

Thousand Dollars^ Faor^ft,lc”j,araa°^,” ot bitterly cold; the coal vanished with alarm- 
Bridgetown, Oct. 86tii. 1888. “ 31 tf ‘ log rapidity.

aSSm.

$15,000 TO LOAN!

professional Carts.J

He E. UlLLIB. Frkd W. Harris.

GILLIS & HARRIS,
Barristers, - - Solicitors, 

Notaries Public.
Commissioners for the Province of New 

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

Halifax.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial Agency. 
General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In-

Members of the United States Law Association. 
Real Estate Agents.

OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA 800TIA BUILDING, 

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL. .

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

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

—Will be at his—
OFFIOB IN MIDDLETON, 

(Next Door to J. P. Melanson’s Jewelry Store) 
Every Tlxuroday.

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

—AGENT FOB—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
‘Money to loam on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.
I0VÂ SCOTIA PERSANENT BUILDING SOCI

ETY MO SAVINGS FUND 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.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at 
option of borrower, so long as the 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, Barristkr-at-Law, 
Agent at Annapolis.20 6m

LAND SURVEYING!
C. F. ARMSTRONG,

QUEEN'S SURVEYOR.
Address : MIDDLETON, N. S. 
Residence : Gates St.. NICTAUX. 3m

L. R MORSE, B.A., M.D., C.M.
OFFICE AT PRESENT:

RESIDENCE OF DR. MORSE,
LAWRENCETOWaN.

Lawrence town. April 20 th, 1896, tf

F. Æ>. Mi&jvms»
Barrister, Solicitor, &c.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.
Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange, 

Queen Street, Bridgetown. 31 tf

J. P. GRANT, M.D., C.M.
Office over Medical Hall.
Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10. 
Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. S. N. 

Weare will receive every attention. 3y

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER, 

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

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on Flret-Olaee 
Beal Estate. 44 ly

H. F. Williams & Go,,
Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

COMMISSION -
AND WHOLB8ALK DEALERS IN

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

and all kinds of Farm Products.

Special Attention given to 
Handling of Live Stock.

SAT Returns made immediately after dis
posal oj goods. 27 y

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor,

ROUND HILL, N. S.

1 R ANDREWS, M.D., C.M. 
Specialties

EYE,
EAR,

THROAT.
MIDDLETON.

38tfTelephone No. 16.

OR. IN. (i. B. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

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

A. A. Schaffher, M. D.,
LAWRENOETOWN. N. S. 

Office and residence at MRS. HALL’S, 
three doors east of Baptist church. 

Telephone No. 8k. 13 ly

James Primrose, D. D. S.
Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and 

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

Bridgetown, Sept 23rd, 1891. 26 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, 189L

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given 
to the collection of claims, and all other 
professional business. 51 tf

The Best Returns 
For the Least Money

ARB obtained from the
OLDEST, LARGEST AND MOST 
POPULAR CANADIAN COMP’Y,

Banada Assaranee Life
X com:

trAli persons in -’iriry btfore the tlst <y 
Dec., 1894,1rill obtain a full year’s prop..

S. E. MARSHALL, 
Nov. 28th, 1884. tl Agent, Middleton.
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