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MESSENGER

AND VISITOR.

THE SNOWFLAKES'S POWER

“They deem us frail and tiny
but little worth,

We'll show the people differently that
live down on the earth !

Thus said the Queen of Snowflakes in
thedr convention hall,

When they resolved, their might to
prove, all from on high to fall

“They oame in groat hu,l..llmm they fell
for days u;u three .

They mantled all he
shrouded dile and lea

And then they rudely frollicked with
Nosthern Wind s0 bold,

Who roughly tumbled, drifting high in
every track and wold

"Twas thus the mighty steam homse,

u his iron track,
&-Hp‘:n his burden pull shead, or
h it back,
m e, uny nnn- flakes thus proved
l'?l
ln&c (] mm hoese for many
hour,
.uuy L. Faneher, in New York Ob~
morver .

and of

hilltops, and

m Di YIDIOI 8 CHOICE

BLANCHARD

BY MARY L.

Bhe thought she hadn’t any choice,

and sometimen she was very discontent-
o and \mhnppy b«.»unr she hadn't.

nsked ber about it, she

uﬂne told you that she hated her

home, despiscd Ju work she bad 1o do,

and really wouldn't care very much if

she never saw the baby again; that if

she oould have had her way, she would s

mever, never live in the country, nor in
wuch a speck of & house, where one
wouldn't stand up straight in the cham
e, except in the middle of the room,
even if one were only fourteen years
and not very large for her - age
either.
Moreover, if Berthia had hor way, she
would have no brothers, they were such
, sod her mother would have
phnk cheeks and wivy hair, silk dresses
and ri her father would wear
ﬂn{mn and & silk hat; and she,
Beeths, would have » plano, and &
moom all hor own, and then she
would go to school and become. lewrned
and accomplished and & gresx lady, snd
do lots of good in the world, and then
everybody would love her, and how

hgy she would bel
{ Berths was always awak-
hotn such dreams as these and

m to the stern realities of
m life, by her mother's
woloe, it was such & tired voioe, call-
ing her to come and take the baby, or
40 go for water, or to sweepthe kitchen,
or worse than all the rest, to wash the
Surnips and potatocs. It was such
dirty work, not fit for & lady, Bertha
lhnu't( and she slways did it -with o
woowl on her face that would have
been pretty had it been s plessant
fisoe.

“Mother,"’ she broke . out one day
she bad been ironing, and she always
falt ovoms ironing day-—"mather, don't
you think it's mean that we can't
choase where we would like to be bom,
et we're just pul here and have t

"

‘s mother did not snswer, but
her pale face grew a shade whiter and
, atid she sighed in a -more tired
than usual

was late in the afternoon of an
eaely spring day. The clouds hung
heavy lnprt‘bv- western sky, and the snn,
setting, cast a Turid red light
gh them, which made the dresry
Iandscape look weird and gruesome.
Bextha's mother shivered as she stood
Jooking out upon it.
*How fast the river is rising!” she
and added anxionsly, “I wonder
our father doesn't gome.”” And
mym baby cried and the mother
closed the door and went into the hed-

room with & weary sigh.

Boddenly a dull, booming sound
beoke the stillness, mingled with s
ﬁlﬁecrukhng noise, and then came

wild roar, swelling londer and louder.
aroar such as only the resistless power
of wildly rushing water can ever make,

The mother staggered to the door, the

beby crying shrilly in her arms. Ber-
tha was bi:-ﬁde her, with a white scared
face.

“What is it, mother?"’ she asked.
“The ice,” guped her mother. “The
ioe fs coming down the river, the dam
bes given away—the mill may go—
er!”” And thrusting the baby
Bertha'’s arms she darted away to-
ward the bridge a half a mile above
which, on the opposite bank of the
river, stoud the 1iu§«< mill that Bertha's
father owm-xli. The poor mother only
thought of the danger threatening her
‘usband and ber boys; she never real-
ized that she could in no way help
them, and that if she crossed the
stream she might never see her little
banangun A little grove of thickly
growing trees stood between the house
and the river, hiding mill and bridge,
and 80, happily the child left behind in
the doorway, could not see her mother’s

It was only a little mill, and it was
such a little stream of water
one would dream of danger frc
but the sudden coming of warm d-w
and heavy rains, after the winter, had
melted the deep snows, swelled the Iiulr
river, and now, with the sudden giving
out of the ice from the mill pund U“
little stream below the dam, which a
child could usually wade with safe
had swelled into a frightful torrent,

ing everything before it
ow fast it swelled.

Berths stood, heediess of the crying
baby, and gazed at the spot below the
grove where the river camic into view

, gazed with white face and wide
tened eyes. She saw & dark object
which looked almoat like some living
thing, go by, and down and out of sight
Then with & fearful crash of thunder
the rain bumt forth in torrents, and
with s ery of terror, Bertha shut the
door and crouched in the darkest comer
of the room, cuddling the poorbaby in
ber arms, more for f‘u own oot
than for the sake of the child.

Minute After ‘tinute passed. How
dark ft waa! How hard it rained!
Why didn't her mothier come?  Could

$TT5 11 spent for other Cures, $5.00
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it be that she was drowned in that aw-
ful flood? And, oh, where was her
father? If she only had some one to
speak to! But there was no near
neighbors on this side of the river, and
even in her fear, Bertha reme smbered
that she ought not to take baby out in
the storm.

Darker and darker it grew. There
was no sbund now but that awful roar
of waters, for even the baby had stop-
ped corying and fallen ssleep. The
stillness of the room seemed worve
than the roar without, and finally, un-
ble to bear it any longer, Bertha
sprang to her feet, seized an old shawl
of her mothers, and wnq\pmg the
baby close, darted out into the storm.

She could just see the path leadin
into the little e, but she had hard-
ly gone & half f dosen steps when she

woe. The

ped with a wild cry o
g\ waa shut off by the rushing water!
rtha turned and ran back, sobbing

wildly. Bhe was alone! There was
nobody to save her—nobody ! nobody !
Bhe man into the bouse, threw the door
to behind her, and with s cry of utter
desolstion, lmid the baby on the bed in
her mother’s little room, and threw
herself down beside the little one.
! she sobbed;

awful flood. Father is drowned too
and the boys, and we are all nlone"'
Even then she remembered how she
had spoken crossly to her father that
morning and had refused to share her
crocus {)humna with Ned, and as she
thought of these things the tesrs ﬁow
ed faster and faster, and she sobbed an
moaned until she was well-nigh e;-
hausted.

But by and bye, baby, who knew
nothing ¢f any trouble but hunger,
aronsed Bertha from her selfish grief,
She: got up, groped her way to the
kitchen, for it was quite dark now,
lighted the lamp, raked up the dying
fire, and warmed some milk for the
bhungry child, and then lay down

Her head ached dreadfully, and her
eyes were swollen and heavy, but_she
felt that she was too frig tened to
Once more she rose, thinking
she would try and reach Mrs. Stuart’s,
& mile and a half away, but at the first

glance out into the night and mm:y
trrtuumxe failed her, and she fl
again to what seemed the nearest ap-

wosch of comfort her mother's room,
rer mother’s bed, and the el
baby. After s long time, she fell

& troubled sleep, which lasted l(ngct
thun she. knew

And while these two children slept
in the deserted home, the wind blew
and the rain fell, and the pitiless waters
rose slowly sand surely, nearér and
nearer Lo the cottage door, where Bertha
would never again dream of learning,
anid grestness and bountiful deeds.

By and by the rain ceased and the
clouds werc swept away. Then the
stars came out’ in the clear sky and
shone as fpescefully on the scencs of
disaster, of ruined homes and wasted
farms, of lost and endangered lives, as
on scenes of safety and prosperity and
hope in other lnu’lu

ut still the water rose; it was over
the door-sill now; and as the sun lifted
ita face above the desclate scene Bertha
awoke and sprang up with the con-
sciousuens that something was wrong,
only to gnd herself nearly knee-deep in
whaler.

Then all the terror of that awful

pight came back, but with it came the
quick thought that she must save the
child. With the courage that is born
of sunlight she grasped the baby in ner
arms, it was awake now apd ocooing
good-naturedly, and waded through the
stream und (& the door, which had been
forced open by the water, Omly &
luh waste of water met her gaze, re-
lieved by nothing but clumpe of trees
standing here and there, hiding hap-
pily, from Bertha's eyes, the place
where the mill stood yesterday, where
alas, it did not stand today

Beyond the house was & level tmck
of several rods, now covered with water,
but beyond that, oh blessed'sigh! Ber-
tha could see the brown slopes of the
hill where she had so often pfny«l.

No longer a weak, frightened girl,
but a brave woman, ready to make a
hard fight for her life and her sister's.
Bertha sprung out over the steps care-
fully, that she might not fall, though
she knew every inch of the wny. The
water was almost to her waist. May
ymlr good angel guard you now, Bertha,
you cannot see the path, and there
arc holes into which you may step,
and rocks over M\lrh)un may stumble;
there are trees and  planks and all
kinds of debri: ﬂ(miugdlﬂwn thestream,
that they may strike you, and the baby

| again beside it.

is _chubby and too heavy for your
childish arms ; and the water is, oh, so
g[r«mg'

Not-more than ten steps and the

child staggers as her foot hits against
a stone ; then a plank that she had not
secn strikes her and she i almost
thrown from her footing ; but still she
struggles on. Gradually the ground
rises 8o the force of the water is lessen-
ed, but her arms are =o tired, her
slender form bends under its burden,
and she pants for breath! A little
farther" l}h r face is white, her knees
seem giving way beneath her, but with
one t effort she dashes forward, and
tossing the baby on the wet grass, falls
behind it faint and exhausted.

1o lies there a few moments pant-
in iwedless of the baby's eries or of
hier own wet and elinging garments,
heedless of everything except her utter

fello, there!”” The clear ringing
voice arouses her, and she lifts her
head to see & man running down the
gentle hillside toward her; and above,
in the road, & earriage with a lad and
little girl seated in it. It is Mrs. Stuart
and Katfe, the little girl whom Bertha
has often envied for her fine clothes
and beeutiful home, Bertha recogniz s
them and is on her feet before the man
hiss reached her.  She is stooping to
ick up the baby, but his long arms are
et her.

There, there, child, I'll carry this
littio one; run on to the carriage.”
And Bertha obeys

“My dear child, how wet you are! I

must take you home st once ; get right
in here It is the lady's zmt o voloe
that speaks.

K.D.C Puis Tone ana Regulate 1 he
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But poor Bertha hul gone through
too much.” #he «nly heam a ringiog in
her ears, sees the lady's extended hand,
and reaches her own to geasp it, then
everything turns black belere her eyes
and only John's strong arm, which
reaches her just in time, saves herfrom
falling.

They drive home rapidly, Bertha's
head on kind Mrs. Stuart's shoulder,
and no one speaks. At last Bertha
enters the beautiful house she has
longed to see, but she takes no note of
its uty, and is only conscious of be-
ing undressed by lonj(r hands, laid in
a white bed, and given some warm
drink ; then sleep comes and the tired
child forgets all her trouble for a little
while.

It was high noon when Bertha awoke.
The room was bright with spring sun-
shine and lovely flowers, and Mre.
Stuart was seated by her bedside.
a moment Bertha did not know where
she was ; then suddenly it all came
back to her, that terrible roar, the
darkness, the mgbl of agony, the strug-
gle thmugh the rushing water, and with
all, the thought of the mother and
father. As the memory swept over her,
the poor child burst into a passion of
tears.

Gentle Mrs. Stuart soothed her as best
she could, but it was of no use,the tears
must have their way; and when, at last,
spent with crying Ju lay back on the
pillows, her arms around the little sis-
ter who had been brought in for her
comfort, her bosom still heaved and oc-
casional tears forced their way from her

closed eyes to flow slowly down her
feverish cheeks.

Butanddenly there was a startling

ownstairs, the rushing of eager
feel. and the sound of many voices.
Mirs. Stuart started < for the door, but
Bertha had already sprang up and with
a wild ery of “Papa, papa !’ Lad reach-
ed the door and ed it,to meetsome
one rushing as wildly upstairs, and in

er moment the little girl was sob-

in her father’s arms, and listening
lo \e welcome news that mother and
brothers were safe and well, only: near-
ly crazed with anxiety for her and
baby.
& But with onek 5100)? look at Bertha's
ace, picke er up, great girl
that a{:r:lz and carried her thK(u

“You 've got & high fever child, and I
haven't any home to take you to,”” and
he turned to M. Stuart with great
tears in the honest blue eyes so like
Bertha's own. And then it was soon

that Bertha should stay where
she was for the present, she herself be
ing toe ill, and too happy, to object to

anything.
r. Davideon had left the mill with
Lis two sons just befose the ice came
down, and had reachéd the bridge just
in time to see his wife cross in safety,
before the foundation was washed
away and the bridge carried down the
stream, Together they had watched
the mill go, and from their safe point
on the high southern bank, had watch-
od the water rising higher, drawing
nearer and nearer to the spot where
their little cottage stood, watching it
in an agony of fear for the childre: nf:
alone there. But thers was nothin,
do hul watch, for, even if the boat qml
been at hand it would have been im-
possible 10 cross in the gathering dark-
ness amid the floating foo and frag-
ments of ruined bridges and buildings

All night they had wept and prayed
by turns, and, when morning dawned,
blr Davidson. leaving his wife in the
home that had sheltered them through
the long houms of darkness; had gone
in search of a boat. After long delay,
much difficulty and no little,danger,
he had finally reached the spt where
his home had stood only to find it
gone.  With o faint hope that Bertha
had left the cottage in the early even
ing; he had loff boat and walked to
Mrs. Btoart’s, and there to his great
joy be found the children safe and
sound. Now he would take the baby
who was as hearty as ever, not hurt a
bit, to its mother, and leave Bertha to
kind Mrs, Stuart’s care.

The first time that Mrs. Davidson
came to see her daughter, poor Bertha
did not know her, lf‘(.r she was very,
very ill; and the poor mother herself
was too weak to care for her. But the
new friends were very kind ones, snd
by the time Mr. Davidson, with the
help of his friendly neighbors, had a
little home ready for them, on the high
bank this time, Bertha was fairly well
again, and eager to go.

Bhe had been at home three days, the
three happiest days, it seemed 1o her,
she had ever known, when Mrs. Stuart
came te see her mother, and the two
had Alnn%lulk together,

When she had gone, M. Davidson
came to Bertha, where she lay resting,
for she was weak vet, and told her what
the talk had been about.  Mrs. Stuart
wanted Bertha. Her Katie was lonely
in the great house, with no playmate,
She had enough and tospare, and would
educate and care for Bertha as her own
child.

Mrs. Davidson told the story quietly,
and with no comment. When she
finished, Bertha sat up and?tnh her
her cheeks red and her eyes bright.

“Do you want me to go mother” Her
voice had a ring in it that the mother
did not understand; she thought Bertha
Was eager 1o go.

“You've always wanted such things,
she said, “and we can’t give them to
you. Idon't know what your father
will say, but I told Mrs. Stuart that
you would have to choose for your-
self”’

At last it had come, Bertha had her
choice, and in her own quick, decided
way she niade it

“Mother,”” her voice was earnest al-
most to harshness; “mother, I've be
mean, selfish, wicked girl, but I choose
my own mother, father and little sister
before all the fine things in the world.

And, mother, her voice broke a little on
the words, * If you will let me stay, I' 11
work 80 hard—and help you-— lf
won’t—grumble — mother! mother!
And then in each other’s arms, mq ,thvx
and daughler cried together.

It bas been a happy family sinee then
for all this happened four years ago.
They have worl to be sure;
Bertha has had to wash dishes, and to
scrub and bake and brew, and therc is
another baby, a chubby boy, for her to

love and care for. But she has been
h‘”‘i and she has never been sorry for
the choice she made that day.

Bertha in cighteen now, and a bright
pretty girl. Not an lgmmmt girl,
either, for she and Kate Stuart are fast
friends, and Katie’s library and even
Katie's piano are always at Bertha's
disposal.

And now, best of all, this coming
winter, Bertha is to have her heart’s de-
she in going away to school with

{atie. Mrs, Stuart is to send them, and
Bertha's mother isn't as tired as she
used to be.

When her father and the boys come
home from work and find Bertha’s hap-
py face waiting to greet them, one or
the other of them is sure to call out,
“Ar'n't you sorry you did not go to the
Stunrts to live?’” and Bertha's answer
is always the same, in the words she
found in one of Katie's books, “When I
sorry, I let co know. "— Interior.
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Lindia's Gingerbread.

“One cup of molasses, one of sugar, one
of butter, three of Bour,

Eggs, soda, Lublupoon ginger, half s
cup ol milk, which must be sour,”

rlmnu»d Linda Grah i ly stir

It certainly looked anything but

tempting, and the fumes which arose
from it caused Steve fo sneeze vio-
lently.

“1 meant totry a bit of that before I

went, but I guess I don’t want any,after
all,” he said, looking at the burnt cake
conte mplunnui\

Linda’s face grew palc at the words,
and she caught her breath with a gasp.
What if he had insisted on cutting it !”

Bomething in her manner aroused his
suspicions, and he turned from a fruit-
less search of the pantry and advanced
toward her. -

“I believe you have the gold in your
pocket !’ he said, nurlilv. “Just turn it
wrong side out, miss !”

Linda hesitated, for to her ears came
faintly the sound of approaching foot-
atgn. Grandpa was coming.

teve heard nothing. His gmxdi eyes
were watching the girl’s blanched face,
and the hesitation did not pass anno-
ticed.

He sprang toward her with sn_exul-
tant ejaculation, but before his hands
could touch her, Linda had made one
bound in thedirection of the door.

Before the would-be thief fairly real-
ized what had happened, the door was
lhrown wide open and he was confront-
ed b dpa Grak and the nearest

ring a dark mixture in the bi yellow
bowl, with a spoon as long at her own
slender arm.

Linda was all alone in the pleasant,
eupshiny kitchen, save for a great,
olden-coated bumble-bee, drowsily
ﬁnnring a fandango on the window-pane.
Grandma was ont making a call, and
grandpa had not yet returned from
town. There was not a living soul on
()n farm.

“Now for the ginger,” said Linda,
as bowl in hand, she started for the
pantry.

Suddenly her heart stood still; fer,
hnp¥i ming to glance toward the west
window, she caught a fleeting glimpee
of & man’s face peering in at her.

It vanished as qmcd} as it had ap-
peared, but not before Linda had recog-
nized the evil eyes of Bteve Pierce, a re-
cently discharged field-hand of grand—
father's.

A thrill of terror went over her, and
instinctively her eyes tumed in the
direction of a Japanese tea canister
which stood on the top shelf on the
left hand side of the pantry

She hesitated an instant, then canght
down the can and emptied its contents
into the ginger-bread, added the ginger
and hurried k to the kitehen.

Her hands trembled with repressed
excitement so that she was twice as
long as usual buttering the deep tin,

She tried to hum the ginger-bread
receipt, s her strained ears heard a
heavy step on the little porch. Then
the latch was lifted, and Bteve Pierce
entered.

“All alone, Miss Linda?’ he said
insolently. *Making eake for the old
folks' tea, ¢h ? Don't mind me; 1 just
want & peep into the P.mr\ there ;
then ¥'lI take myself off.

Lindia put the yginge erbread in the
oven and shut to the door ere shé could
trust her voice to speak ; then ahe faced
liu- intruder.

“What do you want? she asked,
with an odd cateh in her voice. “1look
for grandpa every moment, and he will
be very angry to find you here.”

“W llX he " naked &' fellow, mook-
ingly. “Well, I've an account tosettle
with him for turning me off without a
charncter. Do you know,” flercely, “I
can't get work'in this town, and I'm
nigh stirved 7

‘I will give you something to eat,”
said Lindia, looking relieved.

Ehe started toward the pantry; but
the man thrust himself in her way with
s sncering smile. g

“No, you don't miss,” he said. “I
sec through your little game, but it
won't do. lfm. a fancy for getting
my own ten—afmid you won't give me
the right kind, you see.”

He laughed loudly at his own wit,
and, pushing rudely by the girl, Laid
his hand on the canister with an air of
triumph.

le’] a's henrt geemed to leap to her
throat and choke her. Oh, if some one
would only eome was only a little
girl, and o tergibly (ng)mmd one at
that. Suppose Steve should suspect
that she had hidden the contenta of the
canister

An angry exclamation escaped him
when he found it empty. He turned a
savage look on the trembling girl.

“Where is the money your grandfa-
ther got for his wheat yesterday 7"’ he
demanded, advancing lhrustemngly to-
ward her. “Iknow he put it in'this
canister, for I saw him, and I've watch-
ed all da\ for a chance to get it. Come,
tell me where yon have hidden it, for I
won't leave the house without it.”

“You cannot have grandpa’s money,
Steve,” replied Linda, firmly, though
she was ln wardly q nkmw o If;ou are
hungry, I will give you food, hut the

3 Ihm no n%mmgn %
j is in the house,” he said,
And Linda realized that

hriﬂ)lemnv
she had made & mistake.

“It is safe,”” she declared,
cannot have it!"

“We'll sce about that,” he rejoined.
“1 intend to search the house, and you
must go with me. “I'll run no risks
in this ms atter,

“But my ginger-bread—it will burn!”

psted Linda faintly.
No matter; you ean bake another.
You will save time and trouble if youn
tell me at once where the money is,”
growled Steve.

Linda's cournge was rising fast. She
knew her grandfather could ill afford
to lose the sum of sixty-five dollars,

articularly now, when times were so
bard.  She was determined to protect
it at all h:\znnjs

Her heart serew lighter with every
step that led them away from the
kitchen, and presently Steve began to
note this.

“It is hidden in the kitchen,” he
angrily said. “All this time you have
been fooling me.” And he caught her
arm in a cruel g

Back to the l\lwg‘t'n they went, and
were greeted by the odor of nmmhmg
Fium-rbrend Not daring to hesitate,

nda sprang to the oven with a cry of
dismay.

“Oh, m{ﬁlmguukc' 1t is burned to
a cxhp‘ at will grandpa say

“and you
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neighbor, Mr Maxted, who chanced to
accompany him.

Although greatly terrified, Linds
kept her wnu nhnm her, and was able
to explain the state of affnirs
pty canister, lying on the
Steve had tossed it, attraot-
«d Mr. Graham's eye.

“Where is the money
asked, with some misgiving

A (rnunpbun smile curved the little
housekeeper s lips, as she glanced from
the discomforted figure of Bteve Plerce,
now lying tightly bound with grand-
ma's new clotgm line on the floor, to
the smoking tin on the table .

“I seasontd the gmxnr-hr-ml with
gold pieces this time, grandpa,” she re
p]l(‘d demurely.

Wise little woman,” he said, tend
erly. "l'hm can't ‘m ahead of you,

Linda?" he

can they? But this hus taught me s
lesson. Hereafter 1'll keep my money
in the bank.”

“I hope you will, grandps,” lsughed
Linda; as she turned the ginger bread
upside down and extracted the gold
from the bottom; “for I don’t like to
gild my molasses cake.”—Elsie Robert:
son, in Golden Days.
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Too lata for the Train.

It is impossible to “ catch & train’
when you are a minute too Iate, while
on the other hand “ catehing a cold ”
in almost impossible to avoid. If you
have “ caught & cold "’ obtain at once
a bottle of Hawker's Tolu and Wild
Cherry Balsam ; it will quickly put it
to flight. It is a certain cure for Coughs
Colds, Croup, Bronchitis, Hoarseness
and all throat and lung '.mublu. Bafe
and pleasant to take, sure to cure,
u[‘nld everywhere, 25 and 50 cents s bot-

For sudden colds, take Hawker's
Tolu and wild cherry Balsam. Itcures.

——

A number of negroes were fishing at
Galveston wharf, when a boy about
twelve fell into the water, and would
have drowned, had it not been for the
strenuous efforts of an aged negro, knovm
as Uncle Mose, to save him, A by-
stander, who admired the heroism
shown by Uncle Mosc, asked him, “Is
that your son To which the old
man replied : “No, boss; but he had
all de bait in his pocket!”—New York
Ledger.
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Berofula eradicated and all kindred
diseases cured by Hood's Sarsaparilla,
which by its vitalizing and alterative
effects, makes pure blood.

———-

I was cured of Acute Bronchitis by
MINARD’S LINIMENT.

Bay of Islands. J.M. CAMPBELL.

I was cured of Facial Neuralgia by
MINARD'S LINIMENT.

Springhill, N.8.  {Wx. Daxisis,

I was cured of Chronic Rheumatism
by MINARD'S LINIMENT.

Albert Co., N. B. |GEOoRGE TINGLEY.

SUNLIGHT

This world-renowned Soap stands af the
head of all Laundry and Household 8oap, both
for quality and extent of sales.

Used socerding to direotions, It doss away
with all the drufigery of wash
@ay. Try i8] you won't be disappointed.

SUNLIGET SOAP has been In use in’
Windser Oastle for the past 3 years, and lts
manufasturers have besn specially appointed

SOAPMAXERS TO THE

Awwrded 11 Gcld Madals

HAKDING & ANITH, Saint Johw,
Agonte T B fercsadcl

‘of Edmeston, N. Y.
Colorless, Emaciated, Helpless

A Complete Cure by HOOD'S
SARSAPARILLA.

This is from Mr. D M. Jordan, a re-
tired farmer, and one of the most re-
wpec ted citizens of Otsego Co., N. Y

" Fourteen years ags 1 had an attack of

el. and have aincs been troubled with my
Liver and Kidneys
gradually growing worse. Three years ago I
got down 30 low that K could semreely walk.
{inoked more like s corpae than a living helng,
Abpeilte mid for ¥ weoks I w

c 'as badly emacisted

Tluvl hiad B0 MOTG SOIOF thah & Meible stabme:

fe
Au il aithsidont, the muw ;mremvn o

y face. wind | begum te foek . After
l Tt takon threo lwuu eat anythiog
without hurting me. 1 got %o o Hangry

St 1wl to a6 u-— %y 1 Bave now

fully recovered, 4

Hood's Sau arllla

1 feol well and am well who know
e Rprvel (o s e s wolt® BN, Jomvax

HooD" - F|Lu are the best .n.qum Pille,
amulet digas adache and billossness.

:

Intercolonial Railway.

N AND Amlt lt)ﬂhA\ the Lith
l«hll lel: will

Dnily [numuy

TRAINS WILL M.A\E BT. JOMN:

l’xpm- t!r C nmsb'(}mn. Pugwaah, Plo-
rxpm. for Halifux :

Expross for Sussex
Exprees for Rﬁnldu Cheae, Q
Mantreal

A Parlor r-rm 1# each way 0B express traine
Jeaving &, John at 70 o'closk and ]
‘lllu‘
rea t mﬁ% cars st
Mm\dmx w130 rcloke & gt

John for Moncton every Raturiay Bighy

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN:

ydne;
yﬂm $ralod of the Intercclon

y steam from th n.'.?!
Mlﬂt Hall hxlndu t
mll‘hl;l‘;; 1l on real, vhh'll.k
All trains are run by Pmmnunmm

D X‘UI('!'!X\GE& [

Rallway Office, Moneton, N, B.,
Wth Bept., 1808,

Yarmouth and Amapolis Railway.

WINTER ARRANGENENT.

N and afler THURSDAY, 4th J %
9’“ Trains will run daily (Sunday exoept:

LEAVE YAR ARNMOUTH atBla
m. arrive -ﬂmo p.m.’ Passen-
F;m-y w12

it, Monday, Wedneaday and

P.m; arrive at Annapolis st

da-“-m Moo e arrtve ® Wmon
LEAVE ANNAPOLIS-Express da

sciigors and Freight Tocsd

ot 1256
hl’l\lesd\y'l‘hmpm
und& %“7 A m; arrive at Yar-

p.om; mlvan\nrmoutnlll.ﬁ)p. m.
1o ¥iag Stations—Trains stop only when signal-

Steamer nﬂmm leaves lw for Bt

John every Wi
Trains of Windsor and - Rallway
Joavo Annapolls: Ex Pas.
ra and gre o Ty wa

S-Lurd-y at B l.
Yarmoath, :Zr x‘}“m“” Very Wedhestiy ans
o every

Saturday ov

anmulnxml steamers leave Bt John for
Eastport, Portland and Boston overy Monday
ey

ific Rallway trains leave Sainy

Jobn at7.30 u. m., daily (Sunday
880 p. m., dally for Portiand and

10 ,auw y (Baturday excopted)
for” M Pud Tparta of the OBl
Staten o Gum

Trains & Bootia Cent way leave
Mmdlemn s lmnenhu ly ey mﬁ 5P
Davison’s Mai! ocgn Yarmouth
ly [Sunday nmpud] uuur me nﬂvu of !o.
§ Lratn from Annapolis, for Harrington,

burne and Liverpool
J. BRIGNELL,
. Yarmouth, N. & Gen. Supt.

Geo. F. Simonson

8 CO.

ARE RETAILING GOODS AT WHOLE-
BALE PRICES.
N 04, Letter. Foolscap and Legal Cup Papers,
over 80 varieties.
E\\ ELOPES, over 100 varieties and
sizes.

A(‘(;nL’NT BOOKS, Memo Books, Inks,

'Ll- AD PENCILS—4.000 Dozen; § cents
poe doz and upwards — greal variety
NDBLATE PENCILS, 5 cent
und upwnnn—rrul My -
POSKET ENIVES, sclsors, Rules,
ate

TTOILET BOAPS, Se Ixland Twine, Tisme
Pnpl 16, and u great variety of other nsefud

Send for Prices or Call and fee st

40 DOcK ST, ST JOHN, N. B.
WANTED |

Nova Scofia Stamps

far which I will pay the following prices:
One penny,...$ 1.50 | 2 centa......
Threepence.

... 405 cents....
.N  oenta.

One lhmhg
1 oembecseeneee
Stamps must be in good condition. K7 sm s

March 7

+,* The matter which this
earefully selected from vird
we guaraitee that,to any |
or housewife, the contenty of
from week 10 wook during
worth several times the sub
the pap

THE L TTLE BIR

It’s strange how little b
Can find it all out as t
If a feller does anything
Or says any thing that
They 1l look ‘at you just
Till your henrt in you
And then they know all
B

For a little bird ¢

You may be in the dfl\;l
Where nobody sees b
You may be all alone i1
You may be on the tc
You may be in the dark
Or out’in the woods a
No matter!  Wherever
The little bird tel

And the only contrivan
Is just to be aurg wha
8ure of your facts and
Sure of your work an
Be honest, be brave, an
Be gentle and loving
And then you can laug]
The little bird te

THE HC

A Matter of Com

There are ocertain
their number is growing
who consider that an
serve the complexion o
ravage of wrinkles is
evil one, and & wick
waste of time.

Tde folly of this b

frequently exploited.
that the woman who
keap her gown in pﬂ-f-
yet not seek to krvT
ravages of time t
that sll sorts of dangere
use, but there are als
yet valuable ones, and
them where they are
foolish concession to a
It is impcssible to find
which agrees equally
complexions.  That
man’s meat may be
vison.””  To some comn

ine is spothing and hes
is an irritant, when it s
used unless it is mixed
A cold cream, made
of almonds is more |
cious to heal the chafir
wind and cold, and to §
before going out on
day, as well as in ca
and other irritations
When the complexio
freshness and needs so:
preparation which wil
through the pores of th
is better than this sa
The ordinary cold er
purchased in drug st
Lm‘l Such animal fi
mutton tallow are p
they sink into the p
large them and thus
skin, in time, flabb;
wrinkles.

But emollients in th
almonds or cocoa butte
tablena ure,andlay as
over the surfacs of tl
and protecting it. Vas
be remembered, tends

wth of hair, and wh
or the scalp it should
to the face, as it is
much of the prevalent
fluous hair on women
A cold cream of oil
easily made at home,

Take four ounces of
half an ounce of whi
an ounce of spermacet
a cup, set the cup in b
let them Lraduuly 1
the back of the s
take half an hour
they are thoroughly 1
When this is done, adc
violet essence, or .of
water, and pour the lic
into a cov ered porcelal
in which you intend t«
the skin needs nutriti
application of this cre:
and face on retiring t«
efficacious.  The ski
washed with scrupul
warm water and aftery
skin in water as hot a

it with a soft, abs
‘old-fashioned damask
ether the best for 1
mokﬂuwk towel is toc
the cold cream, r
nkm with the hand.
every portion of this o
wuhc off with warm
by the application of a
water to give the skin
<old cream, also, befor
wind, to prewnt chafi
coming in from & wa
first to wash out apy d
the pores. This cold
healing ointment, whi
applied to any irritati
scalp.

The Ventilation of

The cupboard, so los
object of the housewif
ly necessary to a we
has at last found an e
ern hygienist, who ¢
stOwAWay laces as re
foul air. While it wo
to do away with suc

veniences, there is rea
plaint.

Where closets dre x
lated and are hung wi
or clothing which is d
ration, they are ce
wholesome adjuncts t
but the trouble is not
use aa in their abuse.
is taken off the body s
put in the wash, i
across & chair or in
where it will be open
possible to the sun.
the cl le or .
wently given in these:
an inexpensive, usefu
temporarily clothes v
Iation. Not only sho
taken to avoid any
aess md mould in )




