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BALLADE OF YE GENTIL MAYDK.

Shee was a mayde, a gentil mayde, 
H er heai le was softe and kynde, 
And yet shee lyked her horse’s tayle 
Cutoff behynde, behynde—
Cut off full shorte behynde.
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And then her sadylle galled his backe 
Whenever shee aid ryde.
O why not sit astryde?

Shee had a dogge, a lyttle dogge,
Shee hitchede him on a chayne,
Shee made him fatte, shee made him 

sikke,
And so he dyed in payne.
Alasl he dyed in payne.

Shee had a byrde, a yellow byrde, 
Lile-prisoned in a cage—
' Tin naught," sayth shee, “because you 

see
He was borne in that cayge—
Or caught at tender ayge."

And then this mayde ! This gentil 
mayde 1

She wore upon her hedde 
A hacte, the ornaments of which 
W ere bodys of the dedde!
Just fragments of the dedde!

The feathers of dedde byrds she wore, 
Tayles of the slaughtered beasts;
Their lyttle heddes her buttons were— 
Shee wore a score at leastc—
A score of deaths at leaste!

O gentil mayde ! O lovely mayde !
With my’de and tender eye,
Why is it for your pleasuring 
These lyttle ones must dye?
These helpless ones must dye!
-Charlotte PerkiusStetson,
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Unlocks all the clogged secretions 
OF the BOWELS, KIDNEYS AND* LIVER, 
CARRYING OrrCR A DUALLY. WITH OUT WE A KE N- 
IN O THE SYSTEM, A LL IM PU Rl T| EG AND FOUL 
HUMORS. AT THE SAME TIME CORRECT
ING ACIDITY OF THE STOMACH, Curing 
BILIOUSN SS, DYSPEPSIA, HEAD
ACHES, DIZZINESS, HEARTBURN, 
CONSTIPATION, RHEUMATISM, 
DROPSY, SKIN DISEASES, JAUNDICE, 
SALT RHEUM, ERYSIPELAS, SCRO
FULA, FLUTTERING OF THE HEART, 
NERVOUSNESS, AND GENERAL 
DEBILITY. THESE AND ALL SIMILAR 
Complaints quickly yield to the cura- i 
TIVE INFLUENCE OF BURDOCK BLOOD *

Notice o[ Sale.
To Sanford Grossman of Fairfield in llic 

Parish of Saekvillc in the County of 
Westmorland farmer and to all 
others to whom it ma# concern

Whereas Sanford Crossmau*of flip Parish 
of Saekvillc aforesaid in brder to secure to 
Samuel Sharpe of Point do Bute in said 
County ami Province, gentleman the pay
ment of the sum of one hundred and filly 
dollars and interest did make andtocxccute 
his certain Imlentuicof Mortgage they 
said Samuel Sliaipe beaiing date the tliil 
tcenth day of August A. D. 1887, and- du 
recorded i:i the registry office in and for the 
County of Westmorland hythe No. 51880 
folio 7 lihro 1( 5 of said records, and did 
thereby convey to the said Samuel Sharpe 
nis heirs and assigns certain lands and 
premises in the said Indenture Ôf Mortgage 
mentioned*and described as thereby bar
gained and sold subject to a certain proviso 
in the said indenture of Mortgage coutaiu- 
el lor the Redemption of the said lands and 
premises upon payment of, the said sum of 
on ■ hundred : -id fifty dollars and interest 
in the tiiavm r ,as therein provided, ami 
wherea. < mit has been made in the pay
ment of the principal money and interest 
secured in and. hy the said Indenture of 
Mortgage in the manner as therein protided 
an 1 the same remain due and unpaid and 

WHEREAS the said ‘amucl Miarpo has 
aim o the execution of the said mortgage 
bacome deceased having first made and ex- 
edited his last will and testament aud there 
bv appointed Alice Fin-man and Mju\ 
Hariii"!"ii executors thereof ami eonstitut- 
vd them legatees of all his estate and clfiets 
and Mary llarington lias renoun
ced her right to the executorship ol said 
wilt and letters testamentary thereof have 
heon granted to the said Alice Freeman
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Price GO eta, a Hoi He, Kohl by all Drnjr 
gists and gcueral dealers. Mauulnctured bytLu 
HAWKEIi MHlïïC : XZ3 CO., Limited.

Notice is luu hy given .liât under ami by 
virtue of the Power of Sale contained in the 
said Indenture of Mort-'ig.- and because do- 
lault In* been made in the payment of the 
nrinriu.il money and Intereat -lue thvrccn 

Mic Auction at or 
Saekvillc in the j 

County of Westmorland aforesaid on

Saturday, Inarch 17th,
A. D. 1891 at the hour of three o’clock in 
the afternoon, the following lands and 
premises mentioned and described in the 
said Indenture or Mortgage as follows. All 
that certain piece or parcel of laud and 

- premises situate lying and being in Fairfield 
in said Parish of Saekvillc and hounded ami 
described ns follows:—On the Noth west hy 
the road leading through Cherryborton to 
Dorchestor. On the Southwest hy lands 
of Captain William Buck and on the 
Southeast and Northeast hy lands of 
Samuel Grossman, being the land conveyed j 
by one George B. Horton to Priscilla Cross- 
ihati wife of the said Samuel Crossman hy 
deed bearing date the thirty first day of 
July A, J) 1879 and duly recorded in the 
registry office in and for the County of 
Westmorland hy the No. 39374 of said re
cords ami containing twenty-five acres the 
same being the lands and premises convoy
ed to the said Sanford Grossman hy the 
said Samuel Crossman aud wife and others 
by deed hearing date the first day of 
August A D 1883 and duly recorded 
the registry office in and for the County of 
Westmorland by the No. 45390 folio 682 
lihro O 4 of said record.}.

Together with all and singular the 
buildings, improvements privileges and 
appuvten ances to the sa kl premises bo-

itlii day oi
1893.

POWELL k BENNETT.
Solicitors for Alice Freeman 

Executrix and 1) V'illbur Freeman lier 
husband.

WE SELL
Fish,
Eggs,
Potatoes,
Lumber, Cordwood, 

Spiling, Canned Lobsters.

THIRTY VESSELS
150 tons to 400 to 400 tons 

reg. for coal and lumber.
GREAT BARGAINS

Write us for quotations, 
prices. " 
cd.

—Thomas Coates of Amherst is ship
ping some two thousand tons of, pressed 
hay to different parts of Nova Scotia 
and NVw Brunswick.

Consignments solicit-

--A -h >vi. mi of L>0 per cent was declar
ed lo h - Polders of Peliicudinc cheese 
f- to. j, and only for the failure of one 
"f ' «? customvrv. the dividend would 
hav, hetm 25 per cent.

hch cure ! m 30 minutes by Wool- 
f-" c s S:,ni; i y Lotion. This never fails. 
Sold by 1 Dixdn.

—Buctouclm is to have a butter and 
cheese factory next spring. A company 
has been formed for that purpose. Mr. 
Michael McLaughlin, proprietor of the 
Memramcook creamery has four men 
employed in storing ice to be used in the 
business. He expects a good patronage 
next summer.

longing or in anywise appertaining.
Dated this-14th day oi December A. D.

Boston Shipping Co.
3 Central Wharf,

Commission Dealers. BOSTON.

CAUTION
EACH PI .it It OI THE

IS] MARK ED

NOTICE.
Notice is hereby given that a Bill will 

be introduced at the next Session of the 
Legislature to amend chapter 29 pf the 
Statutes of 1886 an act respecting cer
tain marsh lands in the parish of Sack- 
ville.

ALBERT FAWCETT.
Sauk ville, N. B., Feb. 7th, 1894.

Myrtle Navy

Te> w> <ag/e'
IN BKONZE I.ETTEH8,

None Other Genuine.
an. 21 at, ’92.

— Mr. Herbert Coates of Amherst ie 
about to establish another Shoe Factory 
.n that town. He will manufacture in
fants and niiasna boots and shoes. Ten
s-art Ve l"Uld’ WiU b° cml|l"),cd for *

I SUFFERED for a long time with con- 
stipation.aiul tried many medicine* without 
success I then tried Burdock Blood Bit- 
teas and very soon had great relief' so I con
tinued its use and urn now completely cur
ed. Joseph Philliou, Quebec, Que

—The Dominion Bridge Co. have a 
contract to put a new iron bridge over 
the Nappan river at Nappan. Thus. 
Buhner will supply the wood. The 
bridge will be 16 fçet v-idQ and 80 fe<»

I HAVE BEEN greatly trouble with 
headache and bad blood for ten or twelve 
years. I started to take Burdôck Blood 
Bitters ia July, 1892, and now (January, 
1893, I m perfectly cured.

Hugh Drain, Norwood, Ont

— A St. John dispatch says: Dunn 
Bros., pork packers, have just imported 
a car load of dressed hogs from Ontarie. 
The best New Brunswick bogs eell to lo
cal packers here at 61 cents 5y the car* 
load. Owing to tarift* uncertainty trad
ers are only buying from hand to mouth 
and stocks are accumulating on the nack 
ers hands.

THE MARY MELIUS.
Flap! flap! flap!
I thought I was in the orchard at 

home. It was late afternoon; the 
sunlight flickering through the inter
laced boughs shadowed the leaves up
on iny face. A soft air, the breeze 
rising with the tide, flecked blades of 
grass across my check.

Flap! flap! flap1 That sheet might 
might get torn. Mother will think 
me careless if l don’t take- it down 
It is late for the clothes to be out 
anyway, but J was so drowsy! Ow! 
Some one pinched me; not mother, 
for she is never cross,

‘Mother!’
1 start up wide awke. her name 

upon my lips. I am on a ledge. Be
fore me a sheer precipice breaks down 
to the dark and heaving sea. Behind 
me slopes the brig’s deck—a steep 
incline washed by the waves. The 
masts are jagged stumps, tangled in 
cordage My eats are deafened In 
the roar of the sea, toy clothi.ig 
drenched with its spray.

On a pole thrust in a crack in the | 
wood is a white shiit. It flaps in 
the shrill wind piping across the deck.
I know now! [ am a wretched boy, 
a runaway from the kindest mçther 
and sister in the world—a dying waif 
on a shipwreck.

The love of the sea was bom in me. 
My grandfather buiit ships and my 
father, a sea captain was drowned off 
Hatteras. Mother wished to make 
me a lawyer, and I must begin by 
sweeping Judge Page’s office.

I lie on the deck, shivering, and 
last night comes to my remembrance 
1 was sent below, and I had crept up 
when the gale wan at its worst. Sea 
and sky were black as ink, and the 
waves hissed flashes of white as they 
pas*ed. Everything whizzed—ropes, 
waves, the spray from the son. The 
rattle of masts and spare was like 
thunder. We seemed to be flying 
through awful space at lightning 
speed, in a world where there was 
neither sky nor ccean.

‘Go below!’ yelled tihe captain, 
angry at my disobedience, and I went. 
He was annoyed when I crawled out 
of the hold, three days from Portland 
and threatened to send me back, but 
relented and has been like a father 
ever since.

In the cabin, guided by the ^ale 
light of the wildly swinging lamp, I 
crawled up the incline and found 
paper, pencil and an empty bottle., 
My heart was sore. My another 
might neveç know f; om my lips how 
Surry I was!

We we e in great danger. The 
livelong night the captain had wtaid 
on deck, and I could hear the Hharp 
tones of his voico in command high 
above the gale. 1 braced myself 
against the table and began lo write.

‘Thin i» to certify.’ I wrote, ‘that I, 
J<el Holbrook, net. 13’—

The I thought of the burying 
ground at home, where ihr stone 
raised lo my grandfather bore the in** 
script ion, ‘('apt t Joel Holbrook, 
aet. 72,’ and tin tew lines on oee 
side, ‘In mem..ry of Captain Joel 
Holbrook, son of the above, diowned 
off Cape Haiterus, aet. 43.’ Would 
i hey put on a new line in mcm-ity of 
the third Joel Holbrook, also lost at 
sea?

I bit my lips —I. would not cry— 
and went on with, my last words:

------«aet. 13, cabin boy aboard the
Mary Melius, tin,ber laden, bound for 
Havre, being of sound mind and 
bod\’—lhat seem<-d sufficiently legal 
for Judge P-tgt-’s office boy--‘and 
hereby in danger <#f ii e and limb, 
v rite these few in™ that I bhall pat 

in a boitte, hoping it will reach the 
eye of some passing mariner.

‘J. wish to tell my mother, Mrs 
Captain Holbrook of N’-quaiset, Me., 
hat I am sorry tnat 1 ran away, 

though I have had a nice time t-ilf. now, 
but in danger of death one’s uriim-s 
seem more awful, and being the only 
son of a widow I should have staid 
ashore. I hope my mo1 her will 
know I loved her very much and 
always shall, forever and ever 
Amen.

The words

gone, and in the black, black night I 
heard the sound of cataracts of surf 
beating along the shore. Then 
seemed that 1 was falling from the 
sky, and then I knew no more.

Now it was dawn, and we were 
clinging to the upper side of the brig 
like drowned rats. Dismasted and 
wrecked, the Mary Melius rolled like 
a log in the furious sea. Her cargo 
shifted, but being lumber it kept us 
afloat.

On that perilous edge were the 
captain, Gus Benedict, the second 
mate, Peter Jackson, the old conk, 
John Stinson and Jed Carr sailors 
from Nequasset, and a foreigner—I 
think he was a Corsican. We called 
him Tony. He was a black bearded 
man, who barely understood English 
Sky aud sea were a weird, cold gray. 
On the horizon the lifting waves 
mingled with the gray above until 
the whole world, except that small 
space above our heads, seemed one 
vast, heaving ocean. There was no 
sun, but as the day wore on a blur of 
yellow light glimmered overhead, 
soon lost in the clouds, which, black 
and torn, flew fast, driven before ihe 
angry wind like a flock of shelter 
seeking sheep.

A second storm was following close 
the one just past, but when I woke 
there was a lull, as if nature had 
wearied of her own fury. A few 
hours more, and the ledge where we 
clung would shine black and empty 
in the waves.

‘I guess you felt that pinch, Jo. 
said the second mate. ‘I can’t hold 
you any longer. My arm is cramped.

I raised myself and looked at him
‘I remember now you caught me as 

I was going out the cabin hatchway 
before 1 hit my head. Thank you ’

‘It wou:d have been Jxrtter, po 
little cl ap to V ie^ÿou go. Yu 
wouldn’t.^’^suLfljMml any more. But 
I thought of your mother.’

‘And my sister—-don’» forget her,
I shall tell her how brave your

For Over Fifty Years.
Mas. Winslow's Soothing Syrup lmn been used 
by millions of mothers for their children while 
teeth’ng. If distubed aft night and broken of your 
rest hy a sick child suffering and crying with naiu 
of Cutting Teeth send at once and yet a bottle of 
“Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup" for Children 
Teething. It will relievo ihef poor little euffeier 
immediately. Depend upon ft, mothers, there is no 
mistake al>out it. It cures Diarrhoea, regulates 
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and gives tone 
and energy to the whole system. "Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup" for children teetiiing is pleasant , w
to the taste and is tho prescription oi one ot the zagged down to the heart of a mighty 
oldest ami best female phy*ic«nns and nurses in the i mu v • , . , . , .
United States. Piico twenty-five cents a bottle. ! The brig reeled and toppled,
Bold by all drnp^l«fa fl,rAnalmnl H.« n>n.l.l n- 1 -- « — - »!»- . - s . . - .
sure and

arc graven onr. my 
memory, written as they wen* in euch 
peril and fear, euch pain of heart for 
my running away. 1 reâd them over 

hi le be gale Roared and the brig 
•eht-rl. Then, with tverabliug band 

1 added:
‘The eocond mate, Gus Beutdi'.l, 

Iras been kind to me because he says 
1 have sttch a nice sister. I hope 
Mary will thank him for me if he is 
saved, He is a brave man, and I 
hope Mary will forgive me the many 
times I have teased her. Capt. Brad 
ford of Nequasset is in command of 
this brig,-and tho crew are’—

I never finished the letter. There 
came a crash as if the lightnine zig-

a°d wailing voioi* sounded in the 
|clamor of the storm. The light was

I was dreaming of home when I 
woke.’

1 looked at the men, somber and 
wan as if cut from gray granite. The 
captain, growu suddenly shrunken 
and old, twisted his beard in his 
wrinkled hand. Jackson looked 
vacantly ahead Stinson and Carr 
were gloomy and silent, restlessly 
changing their cramped positions 
The foreigner prayed all the time in 
his native tongue, forgetting ir. his 
fright the few words of English he 
knew—of all us lonely human beings 
the most forlorn and pitifulr v

The second mate was the only one 
who kept alive the bright hopes of 
rescue. He had a fearless look in his 
big, dark eyes. His oiive skin was 
a a smooth as a girl’s, and around his 
forehead- the damp curls clustered 
He had no cap, and his flannel shirt 
was dripping wet. He cheered 
all, talking of home, singing a song 
now and then, and though we did not 
know it k< epiug us ad alive—-a task 
indeed, for, freezing, we wanted to let 
go and (deep.

The long hours passed, and the 
monotonous flapping of our signal of 
distress sounded over in our ears. 
The shrill wind hissed and stung our 
swollen faces, and ovr lips grew parch
ed and dry. Like o beaten brute the 
brig rose sullenly on the waves and 
plash « d backward, while the water 
gurgled in the hold with a curious 
hollow sound.

‘Drop that lingo!’ growled old Stin
son next the Corsican. ‘You can 
chatter like an ape for a week, but it 
won’t help you any.'

‘He’s saying his pravers in his own 
language,’ interposed the second mate. 
‘Let him alone. Think —lie can’t 
understand a word we say!’

‘He needs his prayers,’ sighed the 
captain. ‘A few more hours, by the 
looks of the sky, and we won’t any of 
us be here. To think mother wanted 
me to quit the sea, and I promised 
after this voyage, and this wreck’s 
half my savings. ‘Now Dick’s a 
captain ’ she says to me. ‘you ought 
to stay ashore ’ You know my boy 
Dick, Gus —captain of a ship, and 
only 21, He began like little Jo 
there, and worked his way up—no 
cabin window promotion for him.

It's mighty p easai t in the old 
town these September days,’ went on 
the captaii>, ‘ he trees all turning, the 
woods colored like a sunset! Hetty 
and Nell t'uï gathering leaves, pro-j 
hahly, never dreaming m those jæaee- 
fui woods of their old father hanging 
on the brink of eternity. They had 
my picture wreathed in leaves when 
I came homo last voyage, all pressed 
and varnished.

He paused and began again. 
‘Mother’s out on the front porch knit
ting, and the cals arc wandering in 
the flowerbeds that are gay with 
asters in purple and white 1 wonder 
if old Hally, the dog, is watching for 
the captain! Mothei says he does 
when I'm first away. Perhaps he’ll 
howl tonight, mournfullike, for dogs 
sometimes know when a friend’s dead 
and then mother will worry.

de rambled on, half to himself, 
speaking of the old town that most 
of us called home. 'I he Corsican, un 
heeding uh, prayed aloud, and I look* 
ed at the second mate—at his bright 
fearless eyes and smiling mouth.

‘When he is afraid,’ I said to my
self, ‘1 shall let go and sink down in 
the sea. I vm only a boy, and I am 
tired.'

‘What’s tho u^e? said Stinson sud 
deuly. ‘Capt’n, jest tell the folks, if 
you survive.’

He leaned over the edge, looking 
darkly into the sea, but the second 
mate caught his shoulder and there 
was for a moment an awful, voiceless 
struggle Then the older man sank 
down, panting and beaten.

‘You hav no right to give up,’ 
cried the mute. ‘It is cowardly 
the madness and weakness grow on 
us all. We might follow like a floe 
of sheen I’ll be the last to go. It’s 
loosing faith in the Almighty ’

I cried silently, hiding my face on 
mv sleeve. I loathed that desert sea, 
where there was no living thing but 
us few survivors—no bird nor glanc
ing gleam of sea monster in the 
waves.

Stinson and (Wr talked of the lout 
men—how ope passed like a flash
a white face for ^ moment against Lhe 
blackness; how <me cried for help, and
one- despaired an(l said he knew the

end had come, and how strange we 
7 of 16 should be saved.

‘When Dick, Captain Dick now/ 
muttered the captain, ‘was a bit of a 
boy, he took one of his mooher’s linen 
sheets and made a sail on a raft, and 
there I found him iu the pond below 
the hill. It was blowing sharp, and he 
coulln’t manage his sail, but he sings 
out when he sees me. ‘Don’t come, 
dad, I’ll luff her in a minute.’ He 
■vasn^ but 6 then—a born sailor, my 
boy Dick. Queer I think of him now 
all the time—feel as if he was near 
me. He might have gone down in 
the storm,’

We were silent for awhile, but I 
gave a sudden cry as a spiteful gust of 
wind seized our signal of distress, 
ripped it from tho stick and whirled 
it merrily into the sea.

‘A ship can sec us just as well/ 
said the mate cheerfully. ‘That is no 
loss. Keep up heart, Jo.’

Carr broke iuto a torrent of angry 
words against heaven and earth, but 
the captain silenced bim sternly, and' 
then the old man lifted his haggard 
face and prayed for help.

I had heard him in the prayer meet 
ing at home, but never such words as 
these. They gave us comfort. We 
said no more in bitterness, but waited 
the end in silence. He spoke of a 
bright tomorrow, but we did not ap 
ply it to a time on earth. Tomorrow 
the sea would sweep over the wreck, 
and we should lie below the robing 
waves, for night was coming, aud 
wind and sea were rising. Each 
lurch of the wreck nearly sent us to 
our refuge.

1 rose on my knees, cramped and 
tired, and turned for a new position 
My eyes sought the west for soon the 
sun would set. The dull, coppery 
glow there would be dark, and black 
night would come. I saw a ape« k,
1 looked again, and than I caught Gas 
by the sleeve and pointed. He turn
ed to look, and each somber face fol
lowed.

‘A boat could not live in this sea,’ 
said the captain, ‘and the ship must 
go pant us, even if she sees us. 
Don’t get up hope —there is none.’

‘There is always hope/ said the 
mate, and we watched the speck ad
vance. It was a ship —a grand, new 
vessel, for when she rolled I saw the 
burnished copper shine. She was 
scudding under bare poles, save a few 
rags of topsai s close reefed, and we 
knew the force of the gale by the 
swiftness of her appioach. The ma e 
stood up holding by my shoulder, and 
watched her. In a second more he 
had stripped off his shirt and 
swinging it in tne wind.

She has seen us?’ he shouted 
know it—she is steering this way! 
Keep up heart, men—rescue will 
come some way. We shall not be 
left iu midocean to die. They art 
steering right for the wreck. Whu( 
cun they mean?’

The captain rose to his knees a nd 
tottered to his feet, clinging to Stin* 
son’s shoulder.

“Let me look!”
We watched bim in silence. He 

had rescue'^men from wrecks—per
haps he knew some wav—but he 
shook his head sadly.

“T ere is no hope,” said he.
A Caldron of foam boiled under tl 

bow of the noble v< ssel as she spurned 
the waves beneath her, and clouds 
mist rose, hiding the men, who seem 
ed to be watching us. I saw ono fig 
ure that stood apart, that I guessed 
to be the captain. He had someth ing 
in his hand and flung it in midair. 
‘‘Get up, all of you?’ cried the mate. 
‘Steady and careful! They mean 
pass us cl se and fling each man a rope 
witha slipknot. I’ve seen it done to men 
overboard. He’s brave td try the risk 
—to come so near.

‘There is be* one way/ cried the 
captain, ‘but who would have thought 
of it or dared it? Steady, men, don’t 
let him fail Get up, Tony. Rescue 
catch the rope, slip it round you! Sec 
every man has a rope—seven noble 
fellows! Some would have left us t 
our fate in the teeth of a rising gab;
I could thank him—that captain — oi 
my knees.’

‘I’ll loo1 out for you, Jo.’ said the 
second mate, ‘if you miss your rope.

‘I won’t miss it,’ I said, ‘and you 
must save your own life!’

‘Slip it well over your arms, round 
your waist, then, cling fast to k.’

We stood waiting, and what wait
ing -one miss, and all alone would a 
man be on that wreck iu the awful 
sea? Or we might be battered to n 
shapeless mass against the ship and 
fall into the waves between, or some 
slight fault of the helmsman, and like 
our brig the noble ship would be a 
wieck, crash into the hulk of the 
Marv Melius and go staggering down 
with all the view.

One chance, and death in the wild 
night gale if one of those brawny arms 
failed in the throw and the coil of rope 
fell short!

High above us towered the ship’i 
bow—10, perhaps 15 feet away. I 
felt he stir of her coming, the rattle 
of the codage, the pent in air between 
the hulls—I almost said I felt the 
breathing of the ship.

Her broadside on, we were almost 
level, and now I saw across a boiling 
gulf of foaming water a face. It was 
ashy under the bronze, and the eyes 
seemed to burn. I saw a hand flash 
in air, and s mething pass like an uni 
coiling serpent, hissing, through the 
air. Then I clutched the rope and 
felt it cut me to my very vitals and 
flung myself forward.

A second over the whirlpool end 
th n the solid planks beneath my feet.

‘This lit'.lo chap’s ali right/ said a 
cheery voice, and the sailor, ashy no 
longer. wa4 bepding over me. I took 
his rough hand and k?s ed it. 'The 
rest/ 1 suhheil, \ire they all saved?’
A I.’ said th .* s c rid unite, ‘and one 

happy hoy sivii *ue his mother soon 
and uevi-r ruu away to sea again.’

Through the mists of mv tears I 
saw far behind a speck in the gloomy 
oepan, the wreck of the Mary .Melius 

Old Stinson sat on a coil of rope 
and laughed; he was hysb rical. Carr 
aud Jackson were telling the crew of 
the strange ship ot our disaster. The 
captain leaned against the ship’s rail 
hia-face hidden. I think he was 
weeping, for when tie turned his eyes 
were full of tears. The poor Corsican 
was hugging the strange captain, who 
was trying to escape.

I re
said 

came 
rope 
that

Strange captain, did I ea>? 1 
thought so at first, then I saw it was 
Dick Bradford!

•I thought I was crazy when 
cognized the ship, the Excelsior, 
our captain, ‘but when a man 
forward and took the coil of 
fiom a sailor and looked across 
gulf of foam with his mother’s own 
blue eyes I knew it was real and true 
aud my boy was trying to save his old 
father, as he had tried to save a strang
er, God bless him!’

* * * . * * *
It is a May day in the orchard. 

Above mo is a roof of flowers and 
sweetness. The trees my father plant
ed near a century ago are gnarled aud 
twisted and cling together. The wind 
comes from the harbor, ruffling my 
beard, which is white as the whitecaps 
on the waves.

Flap! Flap! Flap! An. I again at 
sea, or am I an old man dozing ashore? 
A disk? What’s that? I wake with 
a cry. A tiny sunbonneted figure 
ebraes down under the trees. Out ot 
the bonnet look the fearless brown 
eyes of the second mate, who has been 
asleep in the old burying ground many 
years. He was my sister Mary’s own 
true husband, and they loved each other 
tenderly, and she weeps alwa>s when 
she speaks of him. She is so old: it 
is quite a walk for her to come and 
visit me now.

‘Dranma says I can stop to ten, but 
you must only let me have one piece 
of cake and send me home early, and 
Dicky Bradford’s tumin too.’ I take 
her in my arms and open the gate for 
chubby Dicky Bradford, the third of 
the name. We old folks live more1 in 
the past than the present, and thi* 
whole afternoon I've been back half a 
<• utury, getting wrecked in the Mary 
Melius.

‘You come of brave folks, I>;. \ . 
Bia-’f-irvt,‘ 1 say, ‘.md I hope you’ll 
do them honor.’—Patience Stapleton 
in Youth’s Companion.

The Best Dressing 
AYER'S
HAIR

VIGOR
Prevents the halrfrotn 
Lucomiug Ihhi,'failed,

/ it; i r !»- 

3S?a audcolbr* ** to an .ut- 

period of,
life. It cares Itching humors, and keeps 
the scalp cool, moist, and healthy.

Ayer’s Hair Vigor,
Sold by Drugglata and rertumers.

gPOSESZyj
yE GREA

SH1L1 ■cure!
- Jbh CUfi£

zysys’i
, Coughs, Croup, Sore 

Throat» Bold by all Druggists on a Guarantee, 
For s Lame Side, Back or Chest Shiloh’s Porous 
Plaster will give greit satisfaction,—as cents.

SHILOH’S VITALIZES.
>%*•}

consider Ulteb&remedvforadeMUjÆ&vstm IcxrvsftV» i i|i in Tim Jilpilni l 
trout-. :tcscc:j. Price75cta.

OHILOtVsÆCATARRH
d%",. "" -REMEDY.
Hare you- -r • •‘.htsEeirèdv. Itwill 

positive;.. . you. rrivoeCetw.
This Injector tor .. ... =.ul I root mentis 
funtuned free. Rcraemiicr.rhu h’a Ueruediea 
aresoldonatruar-nutcoto tioîaaBoo.

—Wide attention has been attracted 
by the trials for offenses against the | 
election laws lately held in New York | 
andeBrooklyn. Several minor officials: 
have been convicted and sentenced' in 
New York for violations of these laws. i

Notice to Parents.
All parents are especially requested not j 

to neglect to give their children Hawker’s | 
Balsam of Toi u and Wild Cherry for Coughs I 
Colds, Croop, Bronchitis, lloaiscuess, In- | 
flueuza, etc. It is the children’s favorite 
and a sure Cough euro. Sold everywhere 
Price 25 and 50 cents a bottle.

— In the West India Islands, Nubia 
and the Soudan whistling trees are 
found, PecuVar shaped leaves with pods 
with a split or open edge, gives the wind 

chance.
Rheumatism Cured in a Dav.-South 

A merican Reumatic Cure, for Rheuma
tism and Neuralgia, radically cures in 1 
to 3 days. Its action upon the system 
is remarkable and mysterious. It . re- 
moves at once the cause and the dit^aae 
immediately disappears. The first dose 
greatly benefits. 75 cents. Sold by A.

»iwn

DR. WOOD’S

Norway Pine 
Syrup.

Rich In the lung-healing virtues of the Pine 
combined with the soothing and expectorant 
properties of other pectoral herbs and barks. 

A PERFECT CURE FOR
COUGHS AND COLDS

j Hoarseness, Asthma, Bronchitis, Sore Throat. 
I Croup and all THROAT, BRONCHIAL and 
I LUNG DISEASES. Obstinate coughs which 
{resist other remedies yield promptly to this 
l pleasant piny syrup.
‘ PRICE SBC. AUD BOC. PER BOTTLE.

1 ALL OAUOGISTe.

Truly Wonderful 
Statement !

Investigate It, by Writing to the Mayor, 
Postmaster, any Minister or Citizen of 
Hartford City, Indiana.

tXü

Hartford Citt, Blackford County, 
Indiana, June 8tb, 1898. 

South An^rican Medicin, Co.
Gentlemen : I received a letter 

from you May 27th, stating that you 
had heard of my wonderful recov
ery from a spell of liokneaa of lix 
years duration, through the use of 
Sooth American Nervine, and asking 
for my testimonial. I was near 
thirty-five years old when I took 
down with nervous prostration. Onr 
family physician treated me, bat with
out benefitting me in the least My 
nervous system seemed to be entirely 
shattered, and I constantly had very 
severe shaking spells. In addition 
to this I would have vomiting spslls. 
Daring the years I lay siok, my folks 
hid an eminent physician from Day- 
ton, Ohio, and two from Columboa, 
Ohio, to oome and examine

or walk a step, and had to be lifted 
tike a child. Part of the time I 
oould read a little, and one day saw 
an advertieemsnt of your medicine 
and eonolnded to try one bottle. By 
the time I had taken one and one- 
half bottles I eonld rise np and take 
a step or two by being helped, and 
after Ï had taken five bottles in all I 
felt real well.- The shaking went 
away gradually, and I eonld eat and 
eleep good, and my friend» oould 
scaroely believe it was I. I »m eur? 
this medicine is the best in the world. 
I belive it saved my life, I give my 
name and addreis, so that if anyone 
doubts my statement they oan writ* 
me, or onr postmaster or any oi titan, 
as all are acquainted with my ease. 
I am now forty-one years of age, 
and expect to live as long ae the 
Lord hae nee for me and do all the

They all said I eonld not tire. I good I oan in helping the suffering, 
got to having epelle tike spasms, and 
would lie oold and stiff for a time Will 
after each. At last I lost the nee of 
my bod v—oould not rise from my bed

Miss Ellin Stolti. 
a remedy which oan s fleet 

inch a marvellous oare as the above, 
core von ?

For Sale by AM ASA DIXON, Sackville, NB.


