rowx, Oct. 27, 1890,

BRIDGE
OPELEKA REMEDIES Co :
Stis,—I sell more Opeleka
Cough Mixture than all other
kinds put together. [ a-sure
you that it gives perfect satis-
faction in every case.
Yours;, Respectfully,
DANIEL PALFREY.
301y
Mn)rofcssional cards.
0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, ETC.

BLOCK.)

(RANDOLPH'S
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown,

Money to Loan on First-Class
Real Bstate. 441y

7. M. OWEN, |
BARRISTER -7AT - LAW,
Notary Public, Real Estate Agent.

yp.United States Consul Agent.
Anunapolis, Oot. 4}&1 42:—-

W. G. Parsons, B. A,

Barrister, Solicitor, Etec.
MIDDLETON, N. S.

2@ Office,—** Dr. Gunter” building.

FREDERICK PRIMROSE, M.D.,

Physician and Surgeon.
Office: — MEDICAL HALL,
BRIDGETOWN, N, 8.

& Dentistry a Specialty.

L. G. deBLOIS, M.D;,

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON.
Office :—MEDICAL HALL,
BRIDGETOWN, N

C. E.BARNABY. ML

(GRADUATE oF HARVARD, 1872.)
Physician and Surgeon.

Office and residence in the house formerly
owned and occupied by Dr. L. G. deBlois.

S.

Special attention paid to Diseases of
Women and Children.
Bridgetown, Januar th, 1891. 3m

DENTISTRY.
JR. T. A. CROCKER,

Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,

naving fitted up rooms in ew residence at
MIDDLETON, may be found there from the
1st till the 9th of each month. Those re-
quiring the services of an expert Dental Sur-
¥eon can rely on thorough work and satisfac-
gion in eac ALL THE
Lat

M

and every instance.

T D AL
dleton, June 25th, 18¢ 121y

T H B
| GRAND GERTRAL HOTEL

(HEAD OF QUEEN STREET,)

BRIDCETOWR®M, N. 8.,

ST[LL

B

maintains the high reputation
enjoyed nnder the management of its
late proprietor, and patrons to the house
may rely on finding it t-class in all its
appointments, and charges most reasonable.

Good Sample Rooms. Teams convey
passengers to and from depot free of
charge.

G. LANGLEY, Proprietor.
29

Bridgetown, Oct. 22nd, 1890.

$1,000.00
GIVEN AWAY

——:BY :——

THE WILMOT CORSET CO.,

South Farmington, N. S.
For particulars apply to:
Mrs. H. D. Woodbury, Mrs. L. C. Wheelock,
C. H. Schaffner, R. D. Beals,
8. Harris & Son, 5. Ansley,
G. L Letteney & Bro.
Feb. 11th, 1891.

et

1y

~ BRIDGETO

M

. e
MarsLE

THOMAS DEARNESS
Importer of Marble

and manufacturer of

Monuments, Tablets,
Headstones, &c.

Also Monuments in Red Granite,
Gray Granite, and Freestone.

Granville St., Bridgetown, N. 8.

N. B.—Having - purchased the Stock and
Trade from 0. Whitman, parties ordering
anything in the above line canrely on having
their orders iilled at short notice.

T.D.

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89.

NEW LIVERY BUSINESS

HE Subscriber begs to
public_and the d
handsome Livery T s that he has opene
business in the Dennison Stables on Court
Street, where can always be obtained first-
class *‘turn-ou either in single or double
dparness, and at 5 that cannot fail to be
Jooked upon as most reasonable.
A nice lot of horses, perfectly kind and trusty
for even ladies to drive, together with new
and strong wagons, make the outfit the most
complete in the town,
WEDDING PARTIES A SPECIALTY
Trucking of every deseription will be care
tuklilattc ed to.
ordefs left-at the Grand Central Hote
will receive every attention.
. NORMAN E. CHUTE.
Bridgetown, June 4th, 1891. iy 9

* A COOK BOOK
; FREE

By mall o any lady sending us her post office
a 5 Vl'{u. ichardson & Co.y Montreal.

in
1

BRI

s
A. W. MOORE,

BRIDGETOWN, N, S,

Painter, Grainer and Decorator,

Fresco Painting in'all Branches.
Paper Hanging, Kalsomine, Marbleine,
Whitewashing, Coloring, Etc., specialties.

gar Ceilings thoroughly whitened and
cleaned without injury to Furniture or
Carpets.

Estimates given. All jobbing punctually

attended to.

Frank E. Vidito,

FRESH [AND SALTED BEEF, LAMB,
PORK, BACON AND VEGETABLES.
TBE subsoriber has lately established

business in the premises known as the
PAYSON PROPERTY, first door east of the
Post Office, where he intends to conduct the
Meat and Provision Business in the best style,

and so as to meet the requirements of t:he
trade in all partioulars. By strict attention

and by dressing the best of stock, he hopes to
receive a liberal patronage.

=My team will run to Round Hill
and Granville weekly.

Bridgetown, June 10th, 1890

“THE KEY TO HEALTH.

101y

Unlocks alithe clogged avenues of the
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, carry-
ing off gradually without weakening the
system, all the impurities and foul
humors of tho sicretions; at the same
time Correcting Acidity of the
Btomach, curing Biliousness, Dys-

psia, Headaches, Dizziness,
Heartburn, Constipation, Dryncss
of the Skin, Dropsy, Dimmess of
Vision, Jsundice, Sait Rheum,
Erysipelus, Scrofula, Tluttering ot
the H , Nervousness, and Gen-
oral Debiligy; all theso and many
other similar @gmpi: vield
happy influencé  of

BLOOD BITTERR.

T & C0..
300 "nlhr instruction, will work industriously,
how to earn Three Thousand Dollars a
Year in their own localities,wherever they live.l will also furnish
the situation or employ which you can earn that amount.
No money for me unless suc bove. Easily and quickly
ch district or county. 1

NMIIBUBY ey

A YEAR

ol
read and wri

rned. [ desire but one wo
havealready taught and pi
number, who are making

and SOLID. Full pasti
E.C, ALLEN, Box 420, Augusia, Maine,

New York.

Feb. 11th. 1y

DR. FOWLERS
i <EXT: OF o
“WILD*

I TRAWBERRY

CURES

HOLERA

fholera Morbus
OL:I1 C ¥~
IR AMPS

{IARRH(EA
| YSENTERY

AND ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS
AND FLUXES OF THE BOWELS
IT IS SAFE AND RELIABLE FOR
CHILDREN OR ADULTS.

Executors’ Notice.
-ALL persons having legal demands
' against the estate of JAMES G.
CHARLTON, late of Lawrencetown, in
the County of Annapolis, deceased, are re-
quested to render the same duly atttested
within twelve months from the date hereof ;
and all persons indebted to the said estate
are required to make immediate payment to
JOHN H. CHARLTON, )\
HENRY S. CHARLTON, f
Lawrencetown, March3l1st, 1891,

Executors.
tf

TIRED

How often we hear peoYllo say, *“I'm tired,”
and when they have really not done any thing
to make them feel so. It is not that they have
been working hard, but that

TIRED

feeling that they experience is caused by the
system being run down, and they require a good
bracing medicine to build them up—to bring about
the desired result they should take Estey's Iron
Tonio—~then that

- TIRED

fecling will soon pass away. It builds up the
system; strengthens the muscles; tones the appe-
tite, and makes you feel like & new person. Sold
by all dealers. 5

PALFREY'S

CARRIAGE SHOP

—AND—

REPAIR ROOMS.
Oorner Queen and Water Sts.
E subscriber is prepared to furnish the

H

T public_with- all kinds of Carriages and
Buggies, Sleighs and Pungs, that may be
desired.

Best of Stock used in allclasses of work.

Painting, Repairing and Vanishing executed
in a first-class manner.

ARTHUR PALFREY.
Bridgetown. Oct. 22nd. 1890, 201y

NOTICE.

£ The packet schooner TEMPLE BAR
will ply as usual between this port and St.
John, N. B,

LIME and SALT

constantly kept for sale.
J. H. LONGMIRE, Master.

A180—Schooner NANCY ANNA, W. R.
LONGMIRE, Master, will run on same route

When schooaers are not in port,
Capt. P. NICHOLSON,
Bridgetown, N. S.

wWply to

50 tf

This Wi’s Business |

The subscriber offers for sale a variety of

Single & Double-seated Carriages.

Also, the very popular

Unique Road Carts.

Pheeton Carts, for one or two persons.
Second-hand Carriages, in good repair.
And two Express Waggons.
All of which will be sold on the most reason
able terms. An inspection invited.
JOHN HALI

Lawrencetown, April 15th, 1801,

WE ARE PREPARED TI0 DO

IN ALL THE LATEST STYLES.

We have increased facilities for turning out

JOB WORK|::

FINE WORK

—such

|

e |
NOTE HEADS, ]
LETTER HEADS,

MEMO. HEADS, ;
BUSINESS CARDS, |
VISITING CARDS. |
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
PROGRAMMES,
CIRCULARS,
PAMPHLRETS,
TICKETS,
ENVELOPES,
ETC., ETC.

Choice Lines of

WEDDING STATIONERY

always on hand.

Estimates Furnished,
Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Orders from any part of the Country
will receive prompt attention.

Address,

“MONITOR” OFFICE,
Bridgetown, N. S.

PIANO & ORGAN TUNING.

_ Iam devoting my time to tuning and repair-
ing Pianos and Organs, and any orders sent to
me at Truro will receive my attention in my
annual turn through the province. Intending
purchasers will do well to communicate with
me before purchasing elsewhere, as I am wil-
ling to order for small commission.

4t G. 0. GATES; Truro, N. S.

BRIDGETOWN GROCERL.

TEAS AND GOFFEE

JUST RBXCHITV HD:

SPICES, Warranted Pure.
CANNED GOODS OF ALL KINDS.

BISCUITS, Fresh from the Manufactory,

SUGARS, MOLASSES, PORK, BEANS, TOBACCOS; PICKLES.

FR [J IT: ORANGES, LEMONS, and BANANAS.

UNEQUALLED FOR STRENGTH

y AND FLAVOR.

SYRUPS of all kinds,

AR TOW ST

GEO. H.

A SEs  TPRICTH

DIXOIN.

W. H. BANNISTER,

Optician,

~—GRADUATE—

New York Optical College,

"Hissed throughout the universe.

‘Tiu‘{“ 's a land where he will reign,

BILL HEADS, I

| tons indelibly stamped on my face? Am  ;

b |

Established 1873,

THE j WEEKLY MONITOR.

ISSUED ON WEDNESDAY,
At Bridgetown, Aunapolis Co,, N, §

M. K. PIPER, Proprietor and Publisher.

TerMS $1.50 per annum, if

id within three
months; if not, |

00,
ADVERTISING RATES,
One square, (1§ inches), one inscrtion, .
Twenty-five cents each continuation,
One square, one year, . i ... $10,00
Two squares, one year, 2 15.00
A liberal discount to regularadve ors, and
full information given on application.
Adver! rs are respectfully requestec
hand in their matter asearly in the week as
possible.
Copy for changes, to secure insertion, muste
in our hands not later than TukspaY NOON.

$1.00

JOR PRINTING |

plain and fancy, ex ted at short
notic W work, Wl pape nd reason-
able p Pamph for lodges, societies,
and catalogues, put up in any style required.

of all ki

News items from all parts of the County
respectfully solicited.
Births, deaths and marriages inserted free of
charge.
Address all business letters or correspond-
ence to * MoNtTOR” Office, or
R. S. MecCORMICHK, Manager.

Roctry.

The Thing Not Done.

It isn’t the thing you do, dear,
It’s the thing you leave undone,
Which gives yqu a bit of a heartache
At the setting of the sun,
The tender word forgotten,
The letter you did not write,
The flower you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghosts to-night.

The stone you might have lifted
Out of your brother’s way,
The bit of heartsome counsel
You were hurried too much to say ;
The loving touch of the hand, dear,
The gentle and winsome tone,
That you had no time or thought for
With troubles enough of your own.

For life is all too short, dear,
Aud sorrow is
For all our slow compassion,
T'hat tarvies u 0o late.

And it's not the rou do, dear,
It's the thing you e undone,
Which gives you a bit of a heartache

At the setting of the sun.

all too great,

u

-

God Will Conquer.
God will conguer ! it not
In the shadow of !
Plans of bravest men may fai
Blown like leaves before the gale ;
But the lightest word of His

bt

v thou

A pe t in Him
Is a phautom-taper dim.
t wage His war ;

brother-man

AT US POPULI SUPREMA LEX

NES

She coloured violently at the thought of
this abduction, looking suspiciously at the
knapsack. She thought he was daft, and
stooped and and picked up a fork that was

lying in the porch, with which she meant
- to prevent his nefarious designs, did she se:

WED

him open the flop of his bag.
““ But we are juuting."l’he said ; ¢ Maid-
{en, I am a painter.”
“ Well, we don’t want you—we're paint-
{ed all we require, and that’s yellow white-

| wash. So go away, that’s a good man.
“ (racious !” he said, rolling up

Then, sceing that he really fright-

his

| eyes.

don, Miss Martha ; but the truth is, I am
an artist, and an exceedingly tired one,
11 should like to rest here and have 2
But

| and
| glass of milk, if you can supply me.
if hospitality knows no place in your com-
position, give me the word and I will go.
And for Heaven's sake don't speak of pic-
tures, and don't say you like them, and
don’t ask me to show you what T can do.”

She was, more puzzled than ever; she
looked at him keenly, noting for the first
time that his face was pleasant to look
upon, but upon which were many marks of
old pain and sadder marks of old passions,
and the strange light of forced carelessness.

¢ T don’t understand pictures ; and you
are making fun-of me,” she said, softly ;
somehow or other all her anger and defen-
sive quality leaving her at the thought that
he laughed at her,

 Shade of Socrates forbid !” he ejacu-
lated devoutly ; *“ and the milk, Chloe,-
is the milk brewed ?”

“ You know my name well enough,” she
said deprecatingly; *‘ and if you turn your
head away, I'll get you a glass of milk.”

“ I won't turn my head away; it's the
best head I've got, so why should I send it
away ?”

“ You're laughing agaiv,” she said;

“but I don’t care. Look, now !

With & strange hobbling gait she crossed
the porch in front of him, laughing a little,
yet with burning face, and he saw that she

He did

not laugh this time, and she found herself

was lame—that she was a cripple.

{angry with him that he did not, and that

for the first time in her lifc she was asham-
She hurried into the
house for the milk and a morsel of bread,
He was looking

ed of her lameness.

and came out with them.
away from her out to the beautiful land-
scape, up to the fleecy clouds, and a help-
that

Then he turned and saw her, and

less look was on his face made her
took the refreshment from her hand.

¢ May I not come into the porch while I
regale myself.”

She nodded.

But he did not

to eat— he was looking far away.

Tom had made. attempt

And so

l his plan.

ited from Qi

|
n, or how, |
, |

)W

|
|
|

to Liberty !
ounced is else thy curse,—

|

lothed in justi pure from stain ;
Sin, adopted and baptized
Will not there be recognized ;
Quietness that land shall see
For Himself its peace will |

be.

e,

God will ¢
And to ¢
Sure to stri
Sure to win truth’s
Is the soul to him alli
He will conquer ; take his side !

- Lucy Larcom.

Take his side,
ride.

r down.
len crown,
1.

~ Ny .
Select Literature,
The Travelling Artist.
It was a sultry afternoon in the early
part of July, at a cottage which nestled
among the hills at Camberland. The sun,
which had been blazing down fiercely upon
tHe dusty roads and the heads of the field
laborers, had long passed its meridian, and
was sloping downward towards the summit
of a wooded mountain ontlined against the

clear sky.

Martha stood at the skylight window,
and as she gazed without, she beheld a man
approaching the house, carrying a bundle
on his back.

¢ Whenever I'm left alone it is always
this way,” she murmured to herself, and
she began to look about the room for im-
plements with which she might -defend
herself, in case the tramnp, as she took the
stranger to be, offered her any insult, or
refused to quit the premises. She had
watched him for more than half a mile on
the zig-zag country road, wending his way
towards her. ‘“Drat him !” she said, as
he put his finger on the latch of the gate.

Then she limped down stairs, and, on
reaching the porch called out, We don’t
want anything here; we don’t have any
dealings with tramps or pedlars.”

“ You are quite right not to have,’
said, as he laid down his pack ; ‘‘but have
you got any milk ?”

¢ This house ain’t no dairy,” she said ;
“and again I tell you we don’t want no
needles ; we don’t want no—"

¢ And again I say,” he interrupted, ““I
can’t help that, Felicia.”

¢ Mark you, my name ain’t Fleeceyou ;
it’s Martha.”

«“QOf course. Now, look here, Martha.
Do I look like a threadmonger? Are but-

»

he

the social pariah of tape? Pray, Felicia—
that is, Martha—youn wrong me.”

She wondered how, in all the world, he
had found out her name, and, what is
more, she felt that the name never sounded
80 nice before.

“ And you are not a pedlar 7’ she asked.

“I scorn the imputation,” he replied,
tragically lowering his brows.

“ And you ain’t a robber, nor nothin’ in
that line "

¢ Stop, Martha! I am a robber, a thief ;
I steal the whole country ; who knows but
when I go from here I shall have you with
me, say in my knapsack ?”

|she watched ‘him curiously and with a

strange, new feeling.

t is very peaceful here,” he said, soft-
ly ; ** is there never any sorrow, or trou
ble, or anxiety ¥’

* No,” she said ; we're always happy.”
f

*“ And you never dream of things that
cannot come to pass ?”

“ Oh, no; that would be very foolish
Aunt Maria says our minister said once
that our dreams show our wants, and hy
them shall our worth be reckoned.”

¢ And who is Aunt Maria ?”

““ She's my mother’s sister ; she brought
me up. I ain’t got no mother.”
¢ Neither have I, Martha.’
“J haven’t no father; my father died

’

ages ago,” she said.

“ And I haven't a father, either, Mar-
tha,” he said.

“Oh, my ! ain't that nice !” she cried.

“ Nice !” he echoed ; nice to be father-
Martha,
I am sensibly astonished at your awful-

less, motherless, Aunt Marialess ?

ness.”

“Oh, 1 didn’t mean that ; I mean’t it's
nice to meét someone that’s just like me.
Everybody almost I know has a mother and
a father ; and somehow Aunt Maria don’t
just secem to be what mother might have
been—your mother always knows what
you want before you tell her, you know.

““Oh, yes, Martha, I feel it borne upon
me that we are twins.”

“Oh, go along,”
awful funny.”

she said; “you talk

He seemed to see something in the face
that struck him —it was not her gray . eyes,
nor her pretty brown hair, nor her sallow,
but
look that he had failed to see in any other

fine skin, such as an artist loves; a
woman was there, and he could give no
namé to it, only that it puzzled him.

“ You had better drink your milk,” she
said.

““Thanks,” he said, and did as she ad-
vised.

*¢ Nectar !”
empty glass,

¢ More,” she asked, emiling and familiar.

““No,” he said ; ““I should insult the

he said,. handing her the

cow.’
She could not understand this, knowing

old Shorthorn’s predisposition

buckets and milking-stools.

to upset

“ But,” Le went on ; *“if you will allow
me to smoke a pipe, I shall be in Heaven.”

It was not in Martha to deny his angelic
tendencies, although she would rather he
had refrained from active celestialities.

“T fancy you don’t work very hord,”
Martha said, again suddenly ; your hands
are 80 white—whiter'n mine.”

** My colossal mind is my workshop,
Martha,” he said ; *‘ and that is not nearly
so white as my hands.”

I don’t just quite catch your meaning,
she said, puzzled.

“QOh, it’s such a dreamy place here,
Martha, that we musn’t try to catch any-
thing—measles or Cupid, which are synon-
ymous. Letus only live and look in pretty
places like this, without further responsi-
bility of changing the places. That’s Epi-
curean, Martha.”

¢“Fudge !” shesaid. Yetit was a pretty
place, and the trees, the birds, the sky,
and gentle winds of Heaven, did all they
could to make the inveterate mind of man

In an instant he was beside her, sitting|
i

ST,
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a soft garment; and

ing about her like

when he said her name ag

as one rudely wakened.
“Oh, I thought you never dreamed,” he

’ ain, she started

said.
I don’t dream ; but it seems somethin’s
the matter with me to-day,” she returned.
!« And with me,” he said. x
| ¢“Oh; itis the new scene with you,”
ghe went on ; * but everything’s old here
"to me.”
| “Should you like new scenes, Martha ?”’
« 1'd like the scenes the stories tell about
_handsome ladies and gentlemen in fine

1 to!ened the girl, he added, ** I beg your par-{places -good people that’s always good

;u,nd never do wrong, or if they do you tluvu’t
| mind it, and some sad ones as kind o’ like
their sadness.” ;

‘ But you won’t go into my part of the
world to find these pcople Martha ?”

“I don’t know where it is ; the story-
people seem to know.”

He was silent, and filled his pipe anew

“ Would you like to see over our place ? ;
she asked.

No,” he answered curtly ; then added,
 Are ypu all alone ?”

“Yes. Aunt Maria, she’s gone to Miss
Brown’s funeral
Her husband built this here

she died o’ gallopin’ con
sumption.

porch, he did. Aunt Maria always liked

by

the Browns al

pudding, she was. There’s sure to
good dinner at the buryin’
ways have good dinners when they die.
Aunt Maria is an old maid, and she would
be precious angry if she found you here.”
here. Aud
Martha ?”

she said ; *“why, I dou’t

¢ She shall not find me you

dislike men, too, I suppose,
“Oh my!”

know none—at any rate, I didn’t until you

came along a couple o' hours ago. But

the couple o' hours seews like a year.”

She was perfectly calm, not confused in
the slightest.

“ 8o the couple of hours seem likea year?
Have you gr

that the time dr

“ Oh, merey ! no. I wish you'd never

that is, I incan—"

20—~
Now she did blush

“ Suppose I'd stay ?” he said, looking at

her quizzically.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she faltered, draw-

H P |
1IDg LackK.
¢ aid, with a sigh;

““ these peac ul plac not for me; I

3 are
am one of the predatory ones of the earth.
1 I

But

You wouldn’t believe me if told you
tell
you

know the

was an Arab, would you?

are you always peacef But say

you are. How I should like to

story of such a one as you

-a

you teil me

your

down upon one of the rough chairs Uncle|o

name ?”
¢ Arthur Castle
the
| ¢ Story !
{ “Oh,y

{ could, then

4j You have it, Martha.
| And now ?
I can tell no story.”
ou are the ouly woman who n
fartha, tell me

to @

tall

as though yeu wers

ing

| A - \
{ you kuow, and begin it with ‘once on

| time,’ and all that and yet let it be about
yourself. Somehow, I rather feel that I

should like to hear you speak at some

length. Did any one cver tell you that
thing in woman " ”

“ No, never,” she said.

“Well, you have, you know ; so sit
down here and tell me all about Martha
Brookes, as though she were somebody
else.”

¢« Seems to me I can’t refuse you nothin’,
she said, confusedly, ““and I'll try. Bat
indeed there ain’t nothin’ to tell.”

But gunided

by him she seated herself

upon the upper step of the porch, he ar-
struck

of

She clasped her hands before her,

ranging ber so that a glint of light
upon her hair and lit up the depth
eyes.
looking up for inspiration.

‘“ Now,”

curiously as she sat there, he made up his

he said ;' and, watching her

mind for a rustic picture while she spoke.

“

“Once on a time,” she began,

was a young woman named Martha, et
hadn’t no mother, no father, no nothin’ but
1

her Aunt Maria, which she sometimes be-

Martha
was not always a nice young person, for

lieved was only her step-aunt.

her temper was that bad you wouldn’t
think, pamicularly when her Aunt Maria
called her Limpety-fetch-it, when she was
not tidy enough, and her aunt didn’t conse-
quently think very much of her; for her
aunt was a real good woman, a regular
church goer, and was a mission societyy
and vice suppression, and all those things,
and she often said but for Martha she'd
see her way clear. It'svery silly, isn’t it ?”

“Oh! well, go on,”

* Yen. Martha was
You see she didn’t know young people,

So often alone.
because she was—was a little lame, and
never played games and such, for the chil-
dren they langhed at her, for she’d look
funny skippin’ about ;- and so she got into
the queer habit of not goin’ with live peo-
ple, but goin’ with dead people.”

“ With dead people?”

“Yes. She used to goup to her room
and watch the sky, and think her mother
and father was up there a lookin’ down at
her, and so she quite got acquainted with
the people her father and mother knowed
in glory. So one nigh§—why it was last
night, Arthur Castle—one night Martha
she dreamed that she died herself ; maybe
Miss Brown was on her mind ;' and she
dreamed she went up to glory, and there
her mother and father just catched hold of
her, and she knowed that well, and they
put their arms around her real tight. Oh!
it’s awful nice to have people’s arms around
you real tight.

oy 61"

I mean people that you love. So all
the neighbors was there, too, and Miss
Brown she said, ‘Is this Martha? Why
she ain’t lame no longer.” And Martha she
said, ‘Good people, it’s me—just Martha.
I've always been.this way ; I've always
wanted folks to love me and like me, but

tender. Despite the strang of it all,
Martha seemed to forget that she did not
know him—seemed to think that she
had seen all this long ago, that it was
natural for him to be here and natural for
her to be beside him ; natural for her fo
watch the soft vapor from his pipe ascend-
ing and dissolving and fading away into
.the blue day. She never knew how long
she stood there rapt, a new quietness fold-

how they couldn't; and now I'm
dead and gone, I have got all I wanted
when I was alive, for my mother’s and my
father’s love it makes me in Heaven what
they would have made me on earth had
they lived.” So immediately Martha woke
up and knowed it was a dream. And that
day her Aunt Maria went off to Miss
Brown’s funeral, and Martha was up-stairs
a-thinkin’ of her dream, when she spied a

Miss Brown ; such a hand for Yorkshire|
u|eyes

tired of me, Martha, |

me ;|

ort of moral | #

y, what is your| iy

you had a soft voice, Martha, ‘ an excellent |

her|

there |

tramp coming from afar off —"
[ ¢ That's like the Pridigal Son, Martha,’
he interrapted. ”
“ Now, that's all my story,” she said.
Didn’t
Martha rather like the tramp that wasn’t

“ And so that’s all the story!

a tramp 7’

“ Maybe she did—how should 1 know?
There is many girls namned Martha.”

Her voice had grown querulous, and her
face troubled.

“And don’t you think Martha was
{sorry when the tramp that wasu’t o tramp
| left her ?” he persisted.

“ Oh, don’t, don't !” she cried, ia pain.
“Oh, why did you ask me to tell a story?

y 9

I didn’t mean nothin

“There! there! never mind,” he said
in a soothing voice so dangerous to feeling
like heér own present feeling. “T'll tell
you a story now, shall I?”

She did vot answer him, but sat there
with her eyes down,
“ Once on a time,” he said, * there was

He

a dreadfully conceited young man, and in

a young man who was an artist. was
his earlier life, and with much association
with other young men and much reading
he had made up his mind to conquer the

| world. But he had not gone very far when
| he wus conquered himself, and by what, do
you think, Martha? Why, by a pair of

Th de-
{ceptive eyes, but how was he to know

woin \ll‘-‘i L'}'(‘?'. 3¢ (.‘yua were
1 that ? They led him where they would,

and they d ved him. After they had
deceived him it scemed the devil came to
him, and the artist went about doing al
the harm ithat he could. Then even harm
became stale to him, and he tried to ecall
back that old spirit of ambition that had
once actuated him; but be

d.

his pack and went from land to land mak-

scarcely suc-

So about a year ago he took up

ing pictures, trying in all ways to forget

He

kuew

| what could never, ne forgotten,
he

him

was a weak man, of ¢ and

{it, but. knowing it oniy made the
He had sad £ it hs |

times of and
sunk down overpowered by the load of sin|

wilder.

and misery and memory he had carried eo}
All
He ate

| slept not last

the time up to this mernicg he|
|

he
|
wild |

| long.

| was sgo. nothing yest

r
1g,

up the old march again,

This mornit
|and sad, he t
{and at las e across a peaceful sort

fof saw au little
little

to the litile|

country, and afar
{ house—som he
| A

Something urge

raised har face and was looking
i yes shining.
of her hands, and

th his own.
taught him more

** This young »

he knew,

wn hie even knew,

and seemed in some inexplicable way to
lead him back to purity and truth, or it
1 newness of the

When |

h
hall always re-

the scene

may have he

| and e goes away

member her, her peace, her sad, lonesone
lot,

tty dream. Had he|

carlier in his life he |
fr

| dead people, her
| met this young woman
| might never have gone away n her|
ain ; for he was so tired of dissipation
nd f y-learned people, and it would

|
her |
< . {
rs, to make her fit to be his com- |

l
| have beenr his dear delight to teach
!m;my thir
ps, and in time she would

here !

panion, per

|
t 1

| have loved hLim, and—oh, there

{that's all. Iy story ends abruptly, too.|
| 1 1 1 ” |
| How strangcly T have been tall Y |
| P {

|
n, smiling tenderly butj

said, pulling ber haud away,

{ with w you have not talked|

| strange. Castle, dida’t (hiﬂ?
Martha never-like the young man? I)idn'ti
the young man never agk her this? Could |
{ not she have tried to ‘“9 clever and lcur:.‘;
| things he liked? Don’t you think that may |
be she’d have loved to do all he wanted her|
to? Don’t you think she knowed how dumb |
and stupid she was after she'd set her eyes|

on him, and in one hour maybe thought |
more of him than she did of all the wide, |

wide world? Suppose this Martha had |
[ been pretty, and clever, and good, wouldn’t
i the young man have stayed ?”

| “He had risen to his feet. He placed his
Hmm‘\ upen her drooping shoulder, looking
{kindly in her face.

T think not,” he said, * for all that was
past for him. Yet suppose he should say
to this Martha, ‘I am not sinless, but 1
want rest very much ; shall I stay, Mar-
tha? what would she have answered ?”

Should he stay ? Whatever was woman-
ly in asserted itself. She stepped
aside ; she seemed to have been in another

her

dream of dead people.
 Martha ought not to have answered
that question quickly,” she said, soberly.
“To be sure,” he langhed ; and [ have

been making a fool of myself, T suppose.

¢ QOh, well—now, see, the is sinking—|
. {
i thank!

you for your kinduess, Martha Brookes ;

1 bave a long journey before me.

and fave thee well, and if for ever, then
forever fare thee well !”

“(Good-hye ! she said, gently, and put
her hand out.

¢ Oh, shake hands?” he said. *‘Certain-
ly; b I hope your

Good-b
aunt will soon be at You are not

why not? ye!
home.
afraid to stay alone?”

“ No,” she said ; **I am used toit.
Mr. Castle——"

“Yes.”

“Do you think that whatever Martha
thought of the young man would always be
for his good? Don’t you think she might
even pity his sorrow ¥’

And

“Perhaps.”

¢ Yes, she would, Mr. Castle ; she would
—oh, she will always, always; she can’t
help it. And wouldn’t the young man try
to be happier for i

“ Tho young man will try to be better
for it—he swears that ; for he has seldom
met any one who cared for him disinterest-
edly, and the young man only knew Martha
a matter of a few hours, mind.”

“The few hours may be all Martha's
she said.

g

yu\rﬁ,"

He loocked at b r—shouid he stay? Did
this mean more than he had ever known?
“Goad bye, again,” e said, and stepped
out of the porch. She went beside him.

1 will go 1o the gate with you,” she
said, and he noticed how feebly she waiked.

Down the path of old-fashioned flowers,
sentimental country flowers, they went in
the mellow sunset, slowly, lost in thought,
loth (o go apart, bewildered and dreaming.
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She held the gate open for him. Should he
stay? One word would keep him, he knew,
and he was 5o tired of everything, his lite
had closed in upon him so early. Silently
she stood beside him, her hands res ing
upon the gate. He lingered !

*“ Would it make Marthba happy if the
young man were to—well, to stay with her
for ever?” he asked. i

*“It would make her happier to know
that he was made better through her lo—"

“ Through her what ?”

““ Well, her kind feeling for him,”

““ Could she have no stronger feeling than
kindness ?”” he asked, suddenly. And then
the foolishness of the whole thing flashed
upon him—he, the artist, the rich, cultured
man, the fashionable man about town, to be
standing here beside a rude country girl
with vulgar surroundings, san Aunt Maris,
and an uncle Tom, and who possessed a few
other negative attractions—he to talk sen-
timent, and with her ! With a light laugh
he pulled his hat over his brow. :

“Good-hye, finally, Martha Brookes,”
he said, cheerily, and went down the road.
All the same, though, after he had gone a
few yards he turned around and saw her
still standing beside the gate, her eyes fol
lowing him. Was she not a pure, swee
country; flower, as much as the little daffo
dils that sprang around his feet distorted
and plain by reason of choking earth, bus
bleoniing with as much mcaning as any of
nature’s flowers? And he had come across
the daffodils us suddenly as he had come
across her, and had alwuys spurned the
simple flowers before he bad gained the
artist’s insight. Should he stay, or go
out again into all the old trouble, and sad-
uess, and weariness, and pain ? Would he
be a better man? He would be a better
man remembering her.

Qiick as a flash he turned away, walked
rapidly down the road, turned once more,
waved his hand, paused for a second—
then on once more, never again to see her
in this life.

A ———————
Rife Shooting at the Paradise Range.

. The annual competition of the County
Rifle Association was held on the new rifle
range at Paradise on Monday and Tuesday
10th aud 1lth insts., and was participated
in by sixty members of the association.
The new range was highly approved of by
the competitors. The following isa list of
the prize-winners, the amounts won, and
the scores : —
First COMPETITION.

anges 200 and 400 yards. 5 rounds each.
Amt.
$4.00
3.00
2.50

Points,
Lt. A. A. Nichol, 69th, 42
Maj. J. O. Marshall, 69th, 40
Pt. Ed. Quinlan, 69th, 40
Capt. G. A. LeCain, 69th, 40
Sergt. F. Fitch, 69th, 39
Capt. G. D. Morse, 72d, 38
Sgt. B. W. Saunders, 69th, 38
Pt. Chas. Morse, 69th, 37
5 Adj. C. B. Cornwall, 69th, 36
Lt. J. H. Charlton, 69th, 36
Corp. A. Chesley, 72d, 34
Pt. Frank S. Morton, 69th, 33
Capt. E. F. McNeil, 72d, 33
Corp. Demill Ward, 72d, 32
Lt. J. M. Parker, 72d, 32
Pt. Elder Hutt, 72d, 31
Capt. D. Wade, 69th, 31

SecoNnD COMPETITION.
‘jompany Teams of 5, N. C. O. and men.
Ranges 200 and 400 yds. 5 rounds each.
e. Amt, 'oints.
$7.00 Capt. E. M. Morse, 60th, 179
2 6.00 Capt. John Morse, 72d, 148
3 5.00 Capt. A. Dodge, 72d, 148
4 4.00 L. W. Elliott, 69th, 132
5 3.00 D. Riteey, 72d, 95
Highest aggregate score, with similar rifle,
112, Lieut. A. A. Nichols; next 111, Sergs.
F. Fitch.
TaiRD COMPETITION.
Ranges 500 and 600 yds. 5 rounds each.
Prize. Amt. Points,
1 $4.00 38
2 3.00 32
31
31
29
29
29
27
26
26

1

2

.00
.00
.60
00

{

1

Sergt. F. Fitch, 69th,

Lt. A. A. Nichols, 69th,
Sgt. Malcolm Parker, 72d,
5 Sgt. B. W. Saunders, 69th,
P'r. Ed. Quinlan, 69th,

Pt. Elba Mcore, 69th,
Adj. C. B. Cornwall, 69th,
Capt. J. Buckler, 69th,
Lt. J. H. Charlton. 69th,
Pt. Elder Hutt, 72d,

Pt. Bradford Daniels, 69th, 24
Lt. J. H. Parker, 724, 23
Capt. G. A. LeCain, 60th, 23
Pt. J. Hammond, 69th, 19
Maj. J. O. Marshall, 69th, 18
Sgt. Geo. VanBuskirk, 72d, 18
Capt. E. F. McNeil, 72d, 18

Fourta COMPETITION.

Ranges 200 and 500 yds. 5 rounds each.
Prize. Amt. Points.
1 £4.00 Pt. Charles Morse, 69th, 42

3.50 Sgt. Geo. VanBuskirk, 72d, 42
3.00 Capt. G. A. LeCain, 69th, 40
2.50 Maj. J. O. Marshall, 69th,
2.00 Lt. A. A. Nichol, 69th,
2.00 Lt. J. H. Charlten, 69th,
1.50 Sergt. F. Fitch, 69th,
1.50 Corp. Demill Ward, 724,
1.25 Adj. C. B. Cornwall, 69th,
1.00 Pt. Elder Hutt, 72d,
1.00 Pt. Malcolm Parker, 72d, 32
1.00 Major C. Cole, 69th, 31
1.00 Sgt. B. W. Saunders, 69th, 31
1.00 Pt. Milford Vidito, 72d, 30
A match with the Martini rifle was also
held on the second day. Sixteen competi-
tors took part. Ranges 200, 500, and 600

2
3

6
7
8
g .
10

11
12
13
15
16
17

40
38
36
34
34
34
33
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| yards, 7 rounds each. The winners were:

Prizo. Amt.
$2.50
2.00
1.50
1.50
1.25
1.25
1.00
1.0
.00
75
75
50
50
50

Paints.
80
T4
74
73
67
66
66
65
63
61
56

Lt. J. H. Parker, 72d
Sergt. M. Parker, 72d,
Capt. LeCain, 69th,

Sergt. F. Fitch, 69th,

Pt. Ed. Quinlan, 69th,
Lt. J. H. Charlton, 69th,
Adj. C. B. Cornwall, 69th,
Sgt. B. W. Saunders, 69th,
Lt. A. A. Nichol, 69th,
Maj. J. O. Marshall, 69th,
Sergt. F. Poole, 69th,

Pt. Lenley Young, 69th, 55
Capt. McNeil, 72d, 54
Sgt. Geo. VauoBuskirk, 72d, 54
—————

Health in Herbs.

Health-giving herbs, barks, roots and -
berries are carefully combined in Burdock
Blood Bitters, which regulate the secre-
tions, purify the blood and renovate and
strengthen the entire system. Price, §1 a
bottle, 6 for $5. ~ Less than 1 cent a duse.
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—Minard’s Liniment cures Colds, &e.

. :

At a meeting of the parishioners of Holy
Trinity parish, Yarmouth, held on Wednes-
day evening, Rev. T. 8. Cartwright, D. D).,
of Patterson, N. J., was unanimously elec-
ted Rector at a salary of §1600. The Rev.
gentleman will officiate duriug the month
of September; after which he will return to
Patterson for one month. His duties as
Rector will begin in November.

SR

‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
‘When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
‘Whean she became Miss, she clung to Oastoria,
‘When she had Children, she gave them Oastoris,
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—After diphtheria, scarlet fevér, pm
monia, or any other severe illuess, there
no better tonic than Hood's S:
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of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia



