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The melancholy days have come, the.saddest 

of the year,
•Of cleaning paint and scrubbing floors and 

scouring far and near.
Heaped iu the corners of the room, the an

cient dirt lay quiet.
Nor rose up at the father’s tread nor at the 

children’s riot ;
But now the carpets all are up, and from the 

staircase top
The mistress calls to man and maid to wield 

the broom and mop.

Where are these rooms, those quiet rooms 
the house but now presented.

Wherein we dwelt, nor dreamed of dirt, so 
easy and contented 1

Alas ! they're all turned upside down, that 
quiet suite of rooms.

With slops and suds and soap and sand and 
tubs and pails and brooms :

Chairs, tables, stands are strewn about at 
sixes and at sevens.

While wife and housemaids fly around like 
meteors in the heavens.

The parlor and the chamber floors were 
cleaned a week ago.

The carpets shaken, windows washed (as all 
the neighbors know).

But still the sanctum had escaped—the 
table piled with books.

Pens, ink and paper all about, peace in its 
very looks—

Till fell the women on them all as falls the 
plague on men ;

And then they-vanish all away—books,paper, 
ink and pen.

And now when comes the master heme, as 
come he must o’nighte.

To find all things are “set to wrongs” that 
he has “set to rights,”

When the sound of driving tacks is heard, 
the rooms strange echoes fill,

And the carpet woman's on the stairs (that 
harbinger of ill).

He looks for papers, books or bills that all 
were there before,

And sighs to And them on the desks and in 
the drawers no more.

And then he grimly thinks of her who set this 
fuss afloat.

And wishes she were out at sea in a very 
leaky boat.

He meets her at the parlor door with hair and 
cap awry ;

With sleeves tucked up and broom in hand* 
defiance in her eye ;

He feels quite small, and knows full well 
there’s nothing to be said.

He holds his tongue, and drinks his tea, and 
sneaks away to bed.

PARDON'S ROOD LUCK.
Philosopher, tny that there i. no euch 

thing ». luck. A as Darwin thought dif
ferently.

“My lock exactly,” said he despair
ingly. “I might have known just how 
it would be.”

He sat on the old stone porch, staring 
out toward the sunset, his chair tipped 
back on its two hind legs, his hands 
thrust aimlessly into his trousers pock
ets.

It wsa cold enough to justify the 6re 
of beech logs that was b asing cn the 
hearth in the room inside, where Par
don was ticking up the red moreen cur
tains that she had just sponged and 
mended neatly ; but it was not an easy 
thing tor Mr Darwin to relinquish the 
habit of out-door lounging that had 
clung to him all the summer through.

“What is it, father ?" said Pardon, 
comiug briskly to the door with a tack 
hammer in one hand and a paper of 
tacks in the other.

“Jones has just gone by,” said Mr 
D irwiu. “He says the old cow lias got 
out on the railroad track again.”

Pardon bit her red under lip.
“I told you she would, father,” said 

she, “if you didn’t have those bars re
paired."

“And she's got run over,” dolefully 
added Darwin. “I'm sure I don’t know 
what we're to do without a cow. We’ve 
always put a lot of dependence on our 
milk. But I might have expected it. 
Luck has been sheer against me ever 
since John James died. A man with a 
house full of gals can’t expect to make 
no headway in the world.”

Pardon colored up.
“You didn’t expect your girls to mind 

the bars, did you, father ?” she asked, a 
little bitterly.

“I was calculatin’ to speak to Tim 
Parsons about gettin’ a new pair o’ posts 
put up,” sighed the farmer.

“Wouldn’t it have been a safer way to 
put them up yourself, father ?”

“I ain’t as young as I used to be,1’ 
said Mr Darwin, evasively, “And the 
rheumatics is twistin' me powerful these 
tint cool days."

“Then,” said Pardon, with a certain 
teach of daughterly authority in her 
voice, “you should come into the house, 
and not sit there,getting chilled through, 
and then find fault with your luck !”

Mr Darwin slowly rose and shuffled 
into the bright little keeping room, 
where Pardon had spread a neatly braid 
ed rug before the tire, and placed a 
broken-epouted pitcher of y elle w golden- 
rod on the table.

She looked after him with a sigh, 
half of impatience, half regret,

“I wish John James had lived !” said 
Mr Darwin feebly.

“So do I,” assented Pardon.
“Ain’t supper moat ready ?” said the 

farmer, looking discontentedly around.
“It will be in a minute,” said Par

don. “I had to split the kindling my- 
eelf for the kitchen fire, and Fanny has 
run to Mrs Merritt’s for a little 
meal to make some hot corn br<ad.

At the same moment Fanny returned 
—a slight, overgrown girl of fourteen— 
breathless with the haste ehe had made.

“Mrs Merritt is very entry,” said she, 
“but she hasn’t any corn meal in the 
house. ’ „

“That’s enourh 1" said Pardop, glow
ing scarlet to the roots of her hair. “I 
don’t blame her for getting tired of lend
ing things to us !"

“But,” added Fanny, “she sends a 
pail of Graham flour to make gems. In-, 
deed, indeed,. Pardon, she’s as kind as 
she can be 1”

Pardon laughed hysterically.
“I’m getting as hard and bitter as a 

sour persimmon,” said she. “Yes, I’m 
yery glad of the Graham flour. Father 
esn’t make out hie aupper without some- 
thing hot for a reliab, Perhaps some

day we can return Mrs Merritt’s kind
nesses, But, oh Fanny, have you 
heard ? The red cow got out of the pas
tor® this afternoon and ia killed on the 
track.”

Fanay burst into tears.
“Old Piakj !" she exclaimed. “Is 

there no end to our bed luck ?”
Pardon stamped her prettv, ill-shod 

foot impatiently on the floor.
“Luck !” «he repeated. “Don't nae 

that dreadful word ! I believe father 
would be a better and happier man today 
if it wasn’t in the dictionary at all. There 
••n’t any such thing aa luck. It’s si! bad 
management—shiftleeenees, the habit of 
Put|ing everything off until the last mo
nte' t.”

And then she cried, tco, poor little 
over-burdened Pardon.

She was tall and slender, with large, 
glittering hazel eyes, red brown hair, 
and one of those delicate complexions 
wheie the sun lays its touch in the shape 
of here end there a cluster qf freckles.

Fanny was dark, with Spanish eyes, 
fringed with long laahee, and hair aa 
black and luatroua as jet. Whatever elle 
fate had denied the Darwin girls, it had 
een generous to them in the matter of 

personal attribute».
They made their frugal supper of Gra

ham gems, a very little butter,the weak
est brewing of tea, and no milk at all, 
and then Pardon built up the tire,got her 
father the last week’s newspaper, which 
good Mr» Merritt had sent over with the 
tiraham flour, and then sat down in the 
back kitchen with Fanny to slice up a 
few late peaches for drying.

“For we have got to look after things 
very cloee this winter,” she said." Fath
er «eema to have no energy at all since 
John James died. I’m afraid it will 
end in the farm being told to clear off 
the mortgage.”

Fanny opened her big, black eye».
“But we must live somewhere, Par

don,” said ehe.
“You and I can go out to service,” 

said Pardon. “Aa for ’father, ’there ia 
the poorhnuse."

Fanny uttered a wail of despair.
“No, no, dear ; don't look an distress

ed,” «aid the elder sister, repenting the 
rashness of her speech. “I don't really 
mean it. I'm cross, that is all. IV» 
hard doing the work of hired man, ser
vant girl and housekeeper all in one. I 
shall feel better tomorrow after I've had 
a night’s sleep. I haven't got to get up 
early and milk poor old Pink any more.’

And once again the sisters mingled 
their tears.

“If father had only mended those 
bars,” said Fanuy. “It was ao un
lucky—”

But Pardon put her hand over her 
sister's lips.

“Not that word, Fanny.” said she. 
“Remember, it’s fotbidden.”

The two girls were washing up the 
breakfast dishes the next day in tile tem
porary absence of Mr Darwin, who had 
strolled off towards the post office to see 
if the mail was in, when Squire Etticg 
crossed the threshold.

“Father .ain't to hum ?" said he. 
“Well, I reckon I can talk things over 
just ns well with you, Pardon.”

“What things ?" said Pardon, dis
trustfully.

“That there skatin' rink, down by the 
lske,” said Mr Etting, “that John James 
built. It’s guiu’ to be a good hard win 
ter, if there’s any truth in signs, and I’ve 
a notion to buy the concern, just as it 
stands, and run the rink myself. The 
land belonged to your mother's estate, 
and I s’pose you and the gal here have 
the right to sell it.”

“Yes,” said Pardon, fixing her eyes 
calmly on the Squire's wooden visage. 
“What will you give for it 5”

“Wal, it ain’t wuth ao dreadful 
much," said the Squire, evasively. “Say 
a hundred dollars for the building and 
two acres o’ land.”

Pardon shook her head.
“I won't sell it for that,” said she, de

cidedly.
“1 dunno what you want to keep it 

for,” said the Squire, irritably. “Your 
father, he ain’t got the ‘go’ to run a 
skating rink "

“I know that,” said Pardon, firmly. 
“But I don’t intend to be ' swindled, 
all the aaire.”

The Squire stamped out of the loom 
in a rage. ■

“Then drive a better bargain with 
somebody else, if you can,” said he, 
viciously.

“Pardon, Pardon !” whispered Fanny 
close to her elbow, “call him back ! A 
hundred dollars ia a great—great sum of 
money

“No,” said Pardon, “I will not call 
him back. Let me think !”

“But what will father say ?”
“Father need never know, Fanny. It 

is aa Squire Etting says, the land is all 
that is left of our poor mother’s proper
ty. It is ours to sell ur to keep, as we 
please. The lumber alone for that 
building cost poor John James nearly 
9100. The Squire thinks he can safely 
cheat us, because we sre only women. 
But he will find himself mistaken ”

She put on her green gingham sun 
bonnet that afternoon and went ever to 
the Merritt farm. Joel Merrit was just 
driving in through the big gates with a 
load of wood.

"I'm so sorry," said Joel, courteously 
lifting hit cap. “Mother has gone over 
to a quilting bee at Mrs Dikes’. Won’t 
you step in and rest 1”

Pardon took off her green sun bonnet 
and fanned herself with it. Her cheeks 
were pink ; her lovely hazel eyes spark
led.

“But it Isn’t yonr mother I came to 
eee, Joel,” she said, “I wanted to speak 
to you !”

Joel jumped off the load, threw the 
reins on Old Sorrel’s back, and came up 
to her with a countenance of some sur
prise.

“Me?” 
little.

For of all created beings hé thought 
Pardon Darwin the most beautiful and 
winning

“Yea,” said Pardon, «till deeply ab
sorbed in her own plans and ideas. 
“How would you like, Joel, to go into 
partnership with me ?”

“With yon, Pardon ?"
He caught his breath.
“Yes,” frankly spoke the girl. “Of 

all our neighbors I think you are the 
moat honest and reliable. I've ltnown 
you ever since we were children togeth
er, and—”

“Say not another word, Pardon !”

joyously cried the young man, taking 
both her hands in hie, while Ilia whole 
face grew radiant. “Oh. you don’t 
know how proud and happy you make 
me ! For I've loved you this long time, 
Pardon, only I never dared to tell you 
eo ; and mother will be to gild to call 
you daughter ! Give me a kiaa. Pardon 
—my little shrieking love—jest one 
kits, ao that I may be sure I'm not 
dreaming !”

But to his great diemay Pardon strag
gled to free hereelf end began to cry im
petuously,

“I—I don’t know what you mean !” 
•aid she. “Let me go, Joel Merritt !”

“But, Pardon, you said yourself—”
“It waa the skating rink that poor 

John James built on Deep Lake !" falt
ered Pardon, on the verge of new tears. 
“I—I wanted you to help me tit it up 
and manage it this winter, I never 
dreamed of asking you to—to— Oh, 
Joel, what must you have thought of 
me ?" •

“Then you didn’t mean it, afeer all ?” 
•aid Joel, dropping his arms to his sides, 
and standing wilh a blank face before 
her. “You don’t care for me?"

Pardon steed silent » moment, twist
ing her apron airings, while the soft 
glow still burned on her cheeks.

A sudden light Hashed into Joel's sun
burned face.

“My own love t” he cried out, val
iantly. “I’ll take the akaiing rink, but 
you've got to be thrown into the bar
gain, too! Soy you’ll consent, Pardon!"

And at all events Pardon did not re
fuse.

“Eh !” said Asa Darwin, when the 
facta of thé case became patent to his 
rather dense understanding, “yonrg 
Merrill g. ing to finish up the rink be
fore frost comes ? And engaged to our 
Pardon, too ? Well, I declare that is a 
piece of luck !”

And thia’time Pardon took do except
ion^ o the obnoxious word.

Danger.*, CwuterfMta.
Counterfeit* are always dangerous, 

more ao that they always closely imi
tate THE ORIGINAL IN APPEARANCE AND 
name. The remarkable success achieved 
by Nasal Balm as a positive cure for 
Catarrh and Cold in the Head has ir- 
duced unprincipled parties to imitate it. 
The public are cautioned not to he de
ceived by noatruma imitating Nasal Balm 
in name and appearance, bearing auch 
names as Nasal Cream, Nasal Balsam, 
etc. Ask for Nasal Balm and do not 
take imitation dealers may urge upon 
you!" For sale by all druggists or aen* 
post paid on receipt of price (60c and $1 
by addressing Fulford|<VCc , Brockville 
Ont. tf

Our Vaurowver Csrmpssilnt.
From Esquimault, B. C., Mrs A. B 

Cameron writes that being very uiuen 
troubled with dyspepsia she tried two j 
bottles of Burdick Blood Bitters, which i 
give groat relief, and hopes ihat others ! 
may be induced to try it also and rseeivu I 
like benefits. 2 I

R. P.WSLKINSON&Co
Having just completed the purchase of the well-known hard

ware stock of IL W. Mt KENZIE, and thoroughly renovated the pre
mises are now prepared to fill all orders and requirements of the pub
lic in their line. *

Special attention given to Marine Outfits.
We solicit public patronage, and will aim to give perfect satis

faction.

________ R. P. WILKINSON & Co.

PUBLIC NOTICE.

llccrntrd Stomach

“For three years I was unable to work, 
suffering from ulcerated stomach. Medi
cal aid bavins: failed, I was told to try 
Burdock Blood Bitters, of which 7 bot
tles made a permanent cure. This was 
two years ago, and I feel that I have to 
thank B B. B for being alive and well 
today.” Mrs Hose Ann McCloskey.Mar
mora, Ont. 2

Golden Opportunities for K indu riot.
How lamentable that we should gu 

through the world so misunderstanding 
one another, letting slip golden opportu
nities for glimpses into others better na
ture,which might have knit our hearts to 
theirr forever in a brotherhood of love, 
and drawn the veil of charity over faults, 
which, in our blindness, seemed to us 
without a virtue to balance them.

In has been said that angels turn sor- 
rowingly away from this soul blindness 
of ours, and that friends laugh over the 
final fall of despair which our helping 
hand might at such moments have avert
ed.

Well for us all it is that He who is 
Himself without sin, more merciful than 
man, sees gathering tears in eyes that we 
deem hard and dry.

Half the blessing of existence lies in 
having friends whom we can know and 
understand ; who will reciprocate our 
friendships, and symp-thize with us in 
success and in trouble.

A young man named Robert Fisher, of i 
Kipper?, who has been employed as a j 
blacksmith by Mr Thos. Mollis, had his j 
leg broken above the knee, one ;Ly !ae! I 
week. He was passing a horse be;.?-* tr , 
ing to Mr Mulholiand when the bru’r ; 
euddeidy kicked him, with the abuy?1 re- | 
suit. He w.i6 removed to his father's j 
residence and we are pleased to tK* ab'e ; 
to state, that he is duiug as well as could I 
be expected.
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C\ P.H.BOOM 
TOWN PRGERTt£3~ FOR SALE. 

$100 AND UPWARDS
I have a large n urn her of Houses and Lots 

and Vacant Ivuid i in > • most desirable partsof the Town s WM <’I1K tl\
Now is the time to secure property before 

the Big Kush. The C. V. It. is coming sure, 
and in a short tim< p: ices will have advanced 
beyond the reach *f many.

Call and sec List and ib ices before purchas
ing elsewhere.

R RADCLIFFE,
Real Estate and (lent ?al Insurance Agent. 

Office West-St., third do«>r from Square. C. P. 
Ill Ticket and Tvk-gruph Uitiee. di-tf.

Another large consignment of 
Fresh Teas of superior quality.

In order to counteract the dis
honest practices perpetrated on the 
Public by peddlers and others, we 
are offering Special Inducements in 
Tea and Coffee, and solicit your pat
ronage.

Rees Price & Son
Kay’s Block, next Bank of Commerce, Square.

Orders by Telephone promptly attended to.
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The beat regulators tor the etimach 
and bowels, the best cure for biliousness, 
sick headache, indigestion, and all affec
tions arising from a disordered liver, are 
without exception Johnson's Tonic Liver 
Pills. Small in size, sugar coated, mild, 
vet effective. 25 eta, per bottle sole by 
Goode, druggist, Albion block, Gode 
rich, sole agent. [a]

Perhaps there is no sight more pathe
tic to people who are familiar with the 
various types of New York men than the 
old time bartender. Hit glory has de
parted. The public, and particularly 
men of refined tas‘es,have renounced him 
and he is either to be seen standing a- 
round street corners with an air of dis
content upon his face, or else he is en
throned in some small groggery on the 
east or west side, where he retails his 
grievances to a select few. The contrast 
between the old timer and the new is 
very strong. A few years ago before 
the system of checks, registers and simi-, 
lar contrivances had been introduced in 
in the city bars, men*who administered 
drinks to the public were influential and 
important. It was considered an honor 
by men about town to have their names 
uttered by these august functionaries, 
and the revenues of euch bartenders 
were usually very large. The type is 
familiar. The old time bartender was 
usually a very stout, red-f.iced and im
portant personage, with a waxed mous-, 
tache, heavy eyes and a conservative 
manner of speaking. He was not parti
cularly cleanly, and he never quite re
covered from tbe blow which was inflict
ed upon him by the mechanical register 
behind the bar. His successor is a keen 
alert and deferential young man, who 
wears a snowy jacket, and never . vent
ures upon sociability across the bar.
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SALT RHEUM, 
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And every species of iftssase arising 
disordered LIVER. KIDNEYS. &TOMAUT1 

BOWEuÔ OR BLOOD,

T. HILBURP & C(L Propr?£bna

ENVELOPES

Have You TUoagbt About It ?

Why suffer a «ingle moment when you 
can get immediate relief from all inter
nal or external pains by the use of Pol- 
aim’s Nerviline, the great pain cure. 
Narriliue has never been known to 
fail in a tingle case ; it cannot fail, for 
it i* * combination of the moat powerful 
pain subduing remedies known. Try a 
10 cent «ample bottle of Nerviline. You 
will find Nerviline a sure cure for neur
algia, toothache, headache. Buy and 
try. Large bottles 25 cents, by all 
druggists.

he repeated, reddening a Tolstoi may quixotic, but his is a 
quixotism. In a recent talk with a visi
tor to his country home the fsrmer shos- 
maker-novelist-aristocrat said, with an 
enthusiasm not to be assumed: Oh,yes, 
every dey, according to the aeaeon, I 
labor on my farm. I cut down tress, I 
chop wood, I mow. Ah ! and 1 plough. 
You do not know what a pleasure that 
is. You go along turning up the fresh 
earth, tracing the long furrowe, end do 
not notice that one hour, two, three 
hour* pea*. The blood coureee joyously 
through your veins, your heed is clear, 
your feet scarcely touch the ground, 
and how hungry you get, and how you 
sleep afterward* |

ENVELOPES 
HEADS

LETTER

OFFICE

Goderich Foundry and Machine Works,
RUNCIMAN BROS., - Proprietors.
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HCftoN Fqr*re$rx,->
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WK HAVE ON IIANI)

Merchants can aret heir Bill Heads, letter 
Heads. See.. &c. printed at this office for very 
little more than they generally pay for the 

ir, and it belns to advertise their business, 
and see samples and get prices.

PATENTS
CAVEATS. TRADE MARKS ANS COPYRIGHT

Obtained, and all business in the U.S. Paten 
Office attended to at MODERA TE FEES.

Our office is opposite the U. 8. Patent Of
fice, and we can obtain Patents in less time 
than those remote from WASHINGTON.

Send MODEL OR DR A WING. We ad
vise as to patentability free of charge ; and 
we make NO CHARGE UNLESS WE OB
TAIN PA TENT.

We refer, here, to the Postmaster,the Sunt, 
o Money Order Div„ and to officials of tne 
U. 8. Patent Office. For circular, advice, 
terms and references to actual clients in your 
own State or County, write to

c A.ftsow *ce®.
Opposite Patçet Office, Washington D. C SOU

A

|_£AVING RK-
FUKNISHKD 

my shop in the late# 
style, put in Three 
tew Barber Chairs 
two of them the cele 
brated Rochester 
Tilting Chairs, and 
hired a journey 
Barber, we are in 
position to do Bettor 
Work than hereto
fore.

Lady's & Children'! 
Haircutting made h 
peoialty on all day» 

except Saturday.
Razors and Scissor* 

ground.

West Street, two doors east of P.O„ Goderid^

FOR SALE :

Improved Land Rollers” - - Prioe $22-00.
HORSE POWERS, GRAIN CRUSHERS, STRAW 

CUTTERS, PLOW POINTS &c. ^
AT LOW FIG-TJFES !

.FLOUR MILLS BUILT ON THE LATEST IMPROVED SYSTEM.
Having made arrangements with the JOHN DOTY 

ENGINE & BOILER WORKS CO. T0R0NR0,
We are Prepared to Quote Prices to 

Parties in want of the same.
HEPAIES AND CASTINGS OB’ A. LB, KINDS


