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A BUNCH OF ROSES.

BY LIZZIE MAY SHERWOOD,

“It's no use, I can’t stand this any
longer., Here I am out of my teens;
with an average smount of common
sense, and yet father treats me as if |
were & mere child. He destroys my
individaality. I don’t kaow that I shall
ever bave a mind of my own, or apirit
enough to stand up for my right, when
I do get off for myself. He keeps me
so under his thumb, Thank goodness
he loses his power over me in another
year, but I won't stand it another year.

if 1 do.”

John Barton'’s fine face was fAushed,
and there was sn angry gleam in his
eye, and with clinched fists he paced
back and forth on the barn floc i

“It’s no use Lo speak to mother. She
can’t help it, and if she tries to inter-
fere she will only get berself into
trou! s abe has hundreds of times
Bomething's g ing to be done, and done
now, and 1 am going to do it.”

John drew an open letter from his
pocket. He bad read its conteny
pumber of times since he recelved
He read sgain

“prar Jons : Yours received. I'm
awful sorry for you. Bay, why don't
you ask the old man for your time,
and if he won's give It 1o you—sxii.
I'll get you a job in less than twenty-

four Bours aiwer you srrive, if ycu'll
come here.  Good pay, toc. You are a
fool to shut yoursel!l up in that one
horse town, I conld not stasd it two
months. Ccme to New York and find
out what real life s, When shall I
expect you! Have an engagement at
seven, Youirs in great haste,
HorAce.
To John Barton's crédit it must be
said that the first reading of this letter
filled him with indignation. ‘Old
man,’ ‘one-borse town,” ‘ask for my
time,” ‘skip.”. What does he takeme for
anyway ?” he muttered, thrusting the
letter in his pocket. “I'm fool enough,
but I'd be & bigger one to take Horace
Graham for a connsellor.” Neverthe
less by the time John bad reviewed the
words a half-dozen times they seemed
less objectionsble. Read now, when he
was smarting under & harsh, unjost re-
buke emphasized by a kick from his
father, to John's angry vision the letter
seemed a fortunate way of escape. And
80 the old story was repeated. A son,
the only child of his parents, stealing
forth into the night, a disappointed
father, a broken-hearted mother. Bor
row,anxiety and suspense brooding over
the deserted home nest
“Hello! it it sin’t Jobn Barton. I'm
awfully glad to see you,old fellow,”
ol Morucs G grasped John's
hand and shook it heartily. “You've
hit the pail square on the head by com-
ing row, John,” the young man rattled
on. ““Opeof the fellows ieaves tomor
row, and if the place isn’t already filled
I think I can get it for you. I'm pretty

good friends with thie boss, If you only |

had some experience you'd stand a bet
ter chance. You see we are in on
the largest grocery houses in the city,

snd we just have tohustle,” Glancing
<at his wateh he added, “Come up to my
den, John ; [ have only three quarters
of an hour for dinner and time flies
want you to feel at home, old boy, and
Pl be round sgain st six-thirt) We
are off then. Here's where 1 stay, 1
don't pretend to live,” Horace con
tinued, throwing open
doom in & long passage Way John's
juick eye took intheshabby furniture
the faded carpet, the dingy curtain, and
the one dirty window whose only out
look was the rear of a high brick build

haogep,” Horace said
I ecouldn’t Hve like
, but ‘one gets used to

roughing it in such a city as this,
Our pay is amall, and decest bomrd

high. One has got to be well dressed
anybow, then there are parties and
treats and & dozen other ways for a fel-

low to spend, and you've just got to
live cheap to make both ends meet.”

‘Of course,”” John sssented, *'Bat,
Horace, can’t you ‘let in some air
This is stifling.

Horace pushed .up the ‘window.

“Those lasy chamber maids don’t seem
10 know what airing & room means.”

Jobn went to the window, but, in-
stead of the cool, reireshing draught
he expected, he waa greeted with a pufl
af hot, dusty air, full of the odor of
fried ovions and boiled vegetables from
tite hot kitchen. Down in the alley
below some children with grimed faces
and soiled clothes were quarreling over
a bit of orange peel. John drew his
head in again, disappointed and dis-
gusted, but in that short moment his
thoughts had travelled the long dis-
tance intervening between himself and
the old home smong the hills. He
shw his own room, plain but peat as
wax. Hecould almost leel the cool
breeze, coming through the apple blos-
soms, 80 fragrant, so refreshing. What
would he give for & good whifl of it
now.

He was hungry, travel-worn, dis-
heartened, disgusted with the cowardly
course he had taken, and for the first
time in his life he was utterly, wretch-
edly homesick, i

“You won't have as appetizing a din-
ner, Jolin, as your mother and mine
can get up, and you must not be sur-

rised if a cookroach occasionally
ooks into your plate. You see I want
you to be prepared for the worst, but

ou won't mind it after a few weeks,”
Lonw said, laughing, as he led the
way to the dining room. “If we can
only get you s job. That is the main
thing now.” g

Jobn bad been in New York two
months. After many fruitiess attempts
he had succeeded in securing employ-
ment as packer in a large wholesale
warehouse. How hard he worked and
how thoroughly fatigued he felt day
after day as he dragged himself to and
from his oh gs. In all his life
he had never known anything like it,
even during the busiest season on the
farm. There, there were times when he

mates (for three others ccoupied his
room) and frequently joined them with-
ont & blush or the least h .

The Bible his wother ?I\‘e him last
Christm as, notwithstanding his promise
1o read & lew verses evexy day, was hid-
den away in the bottom of his trunk
He did not even care to recall the
sage written by her own tremb
fingers on the fy-leaf, “My, son, when
sinners entice thee, consent thou not.”

Yes, in those short weeks Jobn bhad
learned what Horace meant by “real
life.” He had proved Horace to be a
low, dissolute young man, unworthy the
friendship of respectable people, yet
possessing & magnetism and power
which. few could withstand. John-could
not, and he was drifting to ruin in con-
sequence. Would no hand be out-
stretched tosave in answer tos mother’s
prayer

One evening, late in June, John and
Horace, with two other young men as
reckless as themse!ves, were seated in
the park. Usually it was Horace who
wna the life of the group, but tonight
he was eclipsed by John, John was gay,

ost brilliant, His companions
hid not understand it, ani feared
brain fever.

John, if be chose, could have explain-
ed the mystery, He was about to make
bis first visit to s gambling saloon.
Many times before he had been urged
to go, but until now had resolutely re-
fused. Why he bad at last consented
bhe counld not tell. Never since he left
it, had the dear home and his mother’s

tient, loving face been so much in

is thoughts. He was uneasy and
troubled. He was trying to shake it all
off but was having poor success.

“Look st that beggar making this
glorious twilight hideous with her
wails. 8he'll have to skip if the cfficers
see her,”” H.race said, as a young girl
appeared, bare-headed and bare-footed,
yet with a sweet, sad face.

“Please buy my roses. So fresh, so
fragrant. Buy my roses?"

she was oppcsite the young men now,
and looking.np with a timid blush held
a bunch of roses towards them.

“0 go long and nu;F your howling.
Nobody wants your flowers. They're
nothing but wild roses anyway. You
better get out of this before the police-
man sees you.” Horace spoke and the
others lavghed. All but Jshn, His face
was pale, He was stravgely agitated.
The girl turned to leave. Jobn was on
his teet in an instant.

“Say, where did you find those in a
city like this,” he inquired excitedly.
“There are hundreds of them growing
inan old cellar ina field on my father's
farm.”

“My sunt, who lives in the country,
sent me & box full today. I was afraid
they would wither, and I want to sell
them to buy bread for motherand Char-
lie,” the girl replied, tears in her fine
eyes.

“You and your roses are angels of
mercy. God bless you; Give me a
{ bunch,” and Jobn handed the cbild &

dollar bill, *‘Never mind the change,”
he added, “take it to buy bread.” Then
turning to his companion he said,

Good-bye, boys, I'm - golog home.
You all better right about face before
it is too Inte. Thank God, those roses
have saved me! Good-bye.” And be
was gone. John did not stop until he
reached his hotel and had locked him-
sell in his room ; then he sat down, the
roses still in his hand. - He gazed at
them as if apellbound, snd many and
aried were'the pictures which passed
like & paorama io histhoughts. He
bowed his head, a few tears fell upon
the roses, and then in the language of
the prodigal he ¢« xclaimed, 1 will arise
and go to my Isther,

He glanced at bis watch, wrote a
hurded note of explanation to his em
ployer, sought his landiady, paid his
bills, packed his trunk, and in less

than two hours was on the train, whirl-
ing rapidly away from the new life so
full of temptation. 1. was sunset of

the next day when John stepped upon
the platform of the familiar way
station near his home. No one was to
be seen except a small boy who had
come for the village mail-bag.

“Hello, Jimmy. How's the folks,”
John said kindly, glad at lsst toseea
face he knew.

The boy started, he was too astonish-
ed to speak, then bbing upthe mail-
bag took to his heels, glancing back-
ward now and then as if fearing pur-
suit, and shouting to the few he
chanced to meet, “John Barton's come
back.”

Johm smiled sadly as he watched the
retreating figure. “Iwonder,” he said
with & sigh, “if my reception every-
where will be like that? Well, I
wouldn’t blame the neighbors to feel
shy of me.”

As he turned his steps homeward &
sudden idea seized him to cross lots,
thence to his father’s pasture; and, if
they bhad not already gone, to drive the
cows home for the: milking. He won-
dered if they would know him—Brindle,
Whitefcot and Bess, and Polly, the

oung heifer his fatber had given him,

{is heart beat faster as he leaped the
last wall. How dear the old scenes
were to him. He fel} like falling down
and kissing the earth.

The cows looked up & moment, thon
went on with their grazing, -all but
Polly. She studied the new-comer for
some minutes, then with a glad bellow
bounded forward. There were tears in
John's eyes as he stroked and petted
his favorite.

“You didn’t forget me, did you, Polly?
1 was a fool to leave you, but I’ll never
do it again, Polly—never.”

He walked by Polly’s side, the other
cows following, ene by one, in the well-
beaten path, under the oak, through the

ve, round the foot of the hill, scross

e brook, where of one acoord they
stopped to drink while Jobn crossed on
the old-log bridge, then into the meadow
lane. Who was that putting down the

ked intently, shading her eyes with
her hand. John could not wait ; lea
Polly he ran and clasped his mother to

ped
his “It's Ji John.
The Lowt ba posiead P
AJ::‘M ﬁm"ﬂ
8
after John's absence, His father was
would neyer John"l
mothex, had had. the t of the

farm. Good trusty hdm difficalt

to find. The exira oare m upon
er. Jobn noticed with how
tired and old she looked.

¥ “What a selfish dolt I was, and what

a wrong 1. have done you and
hg:r..‘ Can you forgive me ?”

“Yes, my son,” his mother raplied.
“You have done us s great wrong, &
cruel wrong, both in yourdesertion and
your c¢mtinued s e a8 to your
whereabouts. We have been 80
troubled, so soxious, but we have
rnyod without cessing, and bless the
Lord, He has b answered.”

“And, mother, the answer came in &
bunch of rcses, such as grow in the old
cellar yonder.”

Then in & few words Jobn told his
story. He did not spare himself or his
sins in the least. He omitted nothing.

“I bave come back a wiser boy, if not
& better, mother,” he said as they
walked toward the house. “I have
learned what & good home means.
have learmned to prize you as I never
did before, I have learned that my
boasted goodness was nothing but filthy
rage. It conld not stand the test, and I
am resolved to seek s higher, better
life, and with God’s help, by earnest,
active service in the future atone for
the past.” — Fzchange.

S -

MRS. BRONTON'S WORK.

—

BY BROWNIE,

‘“Kate, you make a fool of ycurself
over those boys,”” said Jane Richter,
with sisterly franknees, to her sister,
Mrs. Bronton, whom she was visiting,
as they sat before the parlor fire after
their return from prayer meeting.

“Do you think s0?" coolly replied
her sister.

“Yes, I do! Why, they seem to have
an idea that your chief business in life
is to look after them. What did they
want tonight ? They flocked around you
like 8o many blackbirds.”

Mrs. Bronton laughed softly as she
replied, “O, different things. Ned
wanted to bid me good bye, as he is
going away for the holidays; Joe was
asking about the lecturer who is com-
ing next week. The others had nothing
special, except Jack, He wanted me
promise to sttend the clesing exercises
of their school tomorrow. He thioks
m%-m have something extra good.”

“There it is!” exclaimed Mrs. Rich-
ter. They are constantly making de-
mands on your time. There's hardly »
day since I came that some of them
have not been here about something. I
don’t know how you stand it."”

“Hush, Jean ! you don't understand.
d like to have them come; I'm glad
they do make demands on my time;
not that I have any of that commodity
to spare,” Mrs. Dronton added, with &
smile,

8he paused & moment, then went on
carnesily, “Jeanie, for years I had felt
that I was almost & cumberer of the
ground. I longed to do something for
the master, yet thought I had no tal-
ents [ could use for Him, Nevertheless
the consciousness that I was doing noth-
ing made me unhappy. When I came
to this western village & year ago, our
Bunday-schoolsuperintendent saked me
to take charge of clses No. 2, which
was ocomposed of these lad who
troubled you so. I had plenty of ex-
cuses, but after careful thought and

rayer concluded to do my t. 1
new that to succeed I must under
stand the boys, and in studying them
Ilearned to love them,’

“Oh ! that's all right, of course,” in-
terrupted Jean, “but beoause you are
thelr Bunday-school teacher and inter-
coted In them in that way, it doesn't
necessarily follow that you are to keep
an ‘upnn house,” as the saying is, for
them.”

“There are other people only too glad
to do it. I tell you, Jean, you don't
know anything about it! In your plea-
sant country home you don’t see things
as we have them here. There families
are born, grow to manhood and woman-
hood in the same community; live
there twenty, thirty or fifty years.
Evm{body knows everybody else. You
are like one ﬂe.l family of brothers

i ere ‘are no strangers.

and sisters,
Your doors are all open to one another.

“Here all is different. We are all
strangers. No one has been here long
and nearly all have come for the sole
purpose of making money. In the rush
80 many forget that they owe anything
to anybody but themselves. Now here
are ‘my boys.” They are at an age when
they must be out. They can’t be
kept right at home, (with a saddened
voice) some of them I am afraid have
not very plessant homes in which to
stay. he saloon doors are always
open ; they keep ‘open house,” and you
may trust the evil one to see that boys
have invitations to enter, and are m:
welcome-and entertained when once
there. s are needed to take the places
of the older ones when they go down—
to drunkards’ graves. Then there are
other places, perhaps only a little less
vile than the saloon, to lure our boys
away. Even thestreet corner is no place
for them. There they hear oaths, vile
i‘okes and language of the foulest sort;
earning little, if any, good, and much
that is . Now, tel
little parlor & bett
than those

“Yes, certainly, so far as they sare
concerned, bg:dycur carpets. 1 know
you can’t aff £ New one every six
months.”

“No, of course not, but the lads are
careful not to carry in mud if they can
avoid it, and even if the carpets do
give ont & few months mnuthanth?
otherwise would, it can’t behelped. If
it is & case of carpets versus souls there
is no question as to which has the de-

n.” -

“Kate, you ought to take to the plat-

form,” interrupted her sistersomewhat

me, isn’t my

boys are not coritioal, and if they
uk’-'n an evening or Bunday-
afternoon learning & new song or
lln(hght:o‘ isn't it better for
i 10 the. = spend the
time ﬁ some g way or

ter place for them |

know they are welcome to the use of
any of my books, and some of the boys
enjoy them very much. To be sure,”
as she saw her sister glance toward the
case where scme of the bindinj
showed signs of handling’*the bool
will be more or less solled, but then
they were made for use. not ornament.”
“Well, please yoursel{, by all means.”
“But,” said Mrs. Bronton, ‘‘don’t
you think I am right "
"l’ex:’nynl" was all the response she

ved.

As the days went by, Mrs. Richter
watched “Kat<’s new fad,” as she term-
¢d her sister's interest in the score or
more young lads, who came in and out
with perfect esse and i om, 8.
Bronton was always interested in what-
ever pleascd them, Bometimes it was
guns; sometimes books ; sometimes one
thing, sometimes another; but let it be
what it weuld, they were sure of asym-
pathetic listener to their plans, and, if
netded, a helper in carrying them out;
and the interest she took in their every
day employments and pastimes made
them believe the more in her Sundsy
talks to them. They regarded her as &
loving friend, and she tried faithfully
to point them to Christ as & “friend
that sticketh closer than a brother,”
who was faithfol and true.

The visit came to an end, and the
sisters reparated, Mrs, Richter going
to her home ia the East, Mrs. Bronton
remaining where the Master had placed
ber, doing her work as best she could.
Five yeam ed befcre they met
again’ this time it was in the old
home, called there by the serious illness
of “mother.”

One day as they sat by the bedside,
Mis. Richter said, “Do you know, Kate,
I have often thought of those boys of
yours; those I thcught such & nuisance
five years ago. What became of them ?
Was your scheme & success, or did they
go to the bad in spite of all that you
could do?”’

“Well, I don’t know as I can tell you
what became of them all; Ned is one
of the teachers in our public schocl;
Joe went away to the city two years
ago, and holds an honorable poeition,
bcokkeeper, I believe, in one of the
leading mercantile houses ; two others
have settled down as respectwble ranch-
ers,’ serviog God as peaceably on the
farm as the others aré doing in the
school and at thé desk. Jack''—the
speaker’s eyes filled with tears, her
voice trembled —‘you remember Jack,
with corly brown hair and laughing
eyes? He was the darling of my heart '
Bat, although I could never complain
of his behavior, it seemed ax if I could
not lead him tothe Baviour. Heseemed
to thiok he was good encugh withoat
Christ. it ‘was until last winter,
when one evening, during our special
meetings, he came to me, and, taking
my hand, said to me, earnestly, ‘Mrs.
Bronton, 1 want you to pray for me; I
am going to be a better boy.’ The next
evening he arcse and made a public
conseeration of himself to God's ser-
vice, and from that time on was one of
our most earnest workers.

“One day in the spring he and an-
other boy were r,rouru( the river ona
‘jam’ when the young man lost his foot-
ing, and fell into the water benesth
The river wasswollen from recent rains,
the current was strong, and Jack knew
his friend could not swim. . Without a
moment’s hesitation he sprang after
him, Alﬂmn{lh he must have known he
was risking his own life in so doing.
As he renclied bis friend the drowning
man caught, him and the strcng current
oarried them both under & drift, and”
~her voice failed her, she could say no
more.

Presently, however, she went on, “1
visited the cemetery before I came
away. They have written on the stone
at his bead only his name, with the
date of his birth and death, and these
words, ‘He igave his life for another.”’’
~(Central Advocate,

e
POTATO BARRELS.

Annie and Minnie were the daughters
of & busy farmer. On that great farm
not only the farmer, but everyone else,
was as busy ss a bee—everyone, but the
two small daughters. Busiest of all
was the mother with her housework’;
Bobbie always tugging at her skirts,

the six months’ old baby.

“Why don’t you put those children
to work ?” the father would sometimes
rather impatiently ask.

Then the sweet indulgent mother
would reply that they help her
sometimes, and that it was easier to do
the work than to show them. One
bright, June morning, the hired man
drove up with a load of empty barrels
for use in the fall, when the potatoes
that were then quietly growing ont of
sight under the ground would be placed
in them and sent to market. Patting
the barrels in front of the house, he
went to his work in the fleld.

Annie and Minnie paid little ‘atten-
e e s
a tea party on the ith
dolls. with their own little
table and tiny set of dishes, they had
stzawberries and sponge cake to eat.

The dollies were behaving so well,
and they were having a most delight-
ful time when their father a; o

He looked at the barrels.

“That stupid John,” said he. “He
should have taken them to the bam.”

a I Yﬂl g0 ahead and fasten
open<he doors for,yon.”

What a ohtnq;:}nme over the pleas-
ant little faces | Before they had looked
sweet enough to eat—much sweeter
than the strawberries. Now look
sour—sourer even than the stra: es
before sugar was put on them. Annie
looked at Minnie, and Minnie locked

st Annie,
“Isn’t papa toomean?” asked Annie.
“As mean'as he csn be!” lg‘eod
- “He never wants 10 have the least
bit of fun!”

“No, he’s always setting us to work.
Only last night I heard him say to

" wak

“Bo do I. My back burts a little al-
ready, and I know it will make it worse
to those horrid barrels.”

“Well, anyway, we have it to do,”
grumbled Annie, moving unwillingly
down the steps. “It’s awful hot out
here. I 'most know we'll get sun-struck
and u;‘sx’l I suppose papa’ll be sogy

enough.”
l&ue was walking slowly around,
flwlng her hand on each barrel, ccunt

ng.
“*Bixteen,” she said with a long breath"

‘“eight times for you to the barn and
eight times for me,”

“Bixteen times,” corrected Annje,”
“for there’s back again, and up that
bill. It'll mcst kill us, [ know, I have
& notion not to do it.”

“I'll tell you what wemight do,’” said
little Millie, a amile creeping around
the corner of her mouth. “We might
pretend it was play. Yousee”—giving
& barrel & push "with her foot—*‘an
empty barrel isn’t really so heavy .un-
less you get to tbink so, and we,

an
‘Elny we are rolling hoops ; only it will

e more {un, becsuse the barrels will
make such a nice noise.”

A smile began to creep arcund Au-
nie’s mouth, too.

4 *t mivd doing it for fun,” she
said, “s’pose we try it.”

Roll, roll, roll, under the clierry trees
back of the hcuse, up the incline, into
the wide, sweet-scented barn, Back and
forth flew the little maidens, rosy,
laughing, full of fun. Almost before
they knew it thcss sixteen barrels were
in the barn, and papa was saying :

What good little girls I have today.
They deserve a hug and a kiss apiece.”’

“We'd like them, papa; but I'm
afraid we don’t deserve them,” said
Anuie, honestly ; “because at first we
hated to do it ; but then Millie thought
of doing it for fun.”

“That's right, little daughters ; take
things by the smooth handles when ycu
can. If you\have somethiog hard to
do, make the hegt of it, andit willseem
easier.” .

And with a bug and a'kiss for each,
the busy farmer went to the field, while
the chi{dren were soon seated at their
tea-party again happier than ever.—
Youth's Companion.
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Tue BusMer 8easoN.—Cramps, colie,
cholera morbus, diarrh dysentery,
and lcoseness of the bowels are cured
by Fowler's Extract Wild Strawberry.

The average speed of the transmis-
sion of earthquake shocks is nearly
16,000 feet per second.

As the name indicates, Hall's Vegta-
ble Bicilian Hair Renewer is a renewer
of the hair, including its growth, health
youthfal coler, and beauty. It will
please you.

Five hundred volts of an electric cur-
rent is considergd dangerous to human
life, but death depends |largely upon
phyrical conditions. «

The remarkable longevity of Cape
Breton people may largely be attributed
to a wholesome fish diet--the quines-
sence of which forms the basia of.
Puttner’s Emulsion,

It is said that dew will not form on
some colors, While & yellow board
will be covered with dew, & red or a
black one beside it will be perfectly
dry.

Do you feel the-first fluttering of In-
digestion? Don’t wait for 4t to become
chronfe.  Use K.D.C. L.D.C.. Com-
pany, Itd., New Glasgow, N. 5., Can-
ada, or 127 Biate St., Boston, Mass.

The statistics of life insurance peo-
ple show that in the last twenty-five
years the average of man's life has in-
oreased five per cent, or two whole
yeara, from 41.9 to 45.9 years.

Suaflerexs from dyspepsia have only
themselves to blame ljrthey fadl to test
the wonderful curative qualities of

1 Ayer's Sareaparilla. In purifying the | led

blood, this medicine strengthens every
organ of the body, and even the most

abused stomach is soon restored to| oV

healthy action,

Ina ton of Dead Sea water there are
187 pounds of salt ; Red Sea, 93 ; Medi-
terranean, 85; Atlantio, 81; English
Channel, 72; Baltic, 18; Black Ses, 26;
and Caspian Sea, 11,

No person ‘should travel without a | 1stJul

box of Ayer's Pills. As a safe and
speedy remedy for constipation and all
irregularities of the stomach and
bowels, they have no equal, and, being
skilfully sugar-coated, are t o
take, and long retain their virtues.

I was cured of a severe cold by
MINARD'S LINIMENT.

Oxford, N. 8. R. F. HEwsox.

I was cured of a terrible sprain by
MINARDS LINIMENT.

Frep Covrsox, Y.A.A.C.

Yarmouth, N. 8.

I was oured of Black sipelas b;
MINARD'S LINIMENT.uy ¢ "

Ingleaville. J. W. RuocrLes.

Hgttn

) Heart,
Nervous
Exhaustion

{Stomach
Trouble,

Rockland, Mass.
_ My daughter, Mrs, Mars, has been
Buffering from the above diseases for
years, and employed all the
Leading Physicians
in Rockland and specialists in Boston,
but got no relief. They sald it was
caused by a bad state of the
8he could not sleep nights; bowels

heart so bad
She has taken 4 ]

Skoda’s Dham%.

sleep M';.—;’m express my

K. D. C. the Household Remedy for
Stomach Troubles,

K.D, C. Pills Cures Chromic Comstipa-
tion.

b Modical Advice Pros, [J
SKDBA DISGOVERY G0., LTD., WOLFVILLE, M. 8,

Like a Miracle

Consumption—Low Condition

Wonderful Results From Taking

o3 L'

Miss Hannah Wyatt
Taoronto, Ont.

“Four years ago while In the old country
(England ), my daughter HAnnah was sent awsy
from the hospltal, in & very low condition
with consumption of the lungs and bowels, and
weak aotion of the heart. The trip across the
water to this country seemed to make her foel
better for n while. Then she began to get
worse, and for 14 weeks she was unable to get
off the bed. She grow worse for five montha and
Jost the use of her limbs and lower partof body,
and {f she sat up in bed had to be propped
up with pillows. Physicians

Said She Was Past All Help

and wanted me to send her to the ‘Home for
Incurables.’ But I said as Jong as I could hold
my hand up she should not go. We then began

Hood's*=»Cures

to give her Hood's Sarsaparilla. She Is getting

strong, walks around, Is out doors every day;
has no trouble with her throat and no cough,
and her heart seems to be all right again. She

has a first class appetite.  We regard her cura
a8 nothing short of a miracle.” W. Wyart,
Marion Street, Parkdale, Toronto, Ontario.

“Hood's Pills are purely vegetable and
perfectly harmless, Bold by all druggists. 25c.
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Intercolonial Railway.

18904 SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 1804

N AND AFTER MONDAY, the 25th June,
1804, the Trains of this Railway will ren
ly [Sunday excepted] as follows:
TRAINS WILL ‘LEAVE ST. JOHN:
ress for Campbeliton, Pugwash, Plo-
Exp: i W

tou ; 7.00
Accommodation for Pt dn Chene 1016
Kx; ORI .o o cin it n
Express for Quebee and Montreai | ... 1685

A Parlor Car rans ench way on express trains
alifax s

Jeaving 8 John at 7.00 o'clock and
70 cclock. Pamengers from St John for Qus:
bec and Montreal take through aleeping oars &b
Monoton at 1850 o'clock.

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT 8T. JOHN:
Express from Montreal and Quabec (Mot~

dayfexoeptoa, " 830
Express Jonoton ‘dnny{ sernin _BED
Aocommodation from P du Uhene 1285

xpress from Halifax, Plotou and Camp-
bellton ........... stsgassve: SRR
Express from Hallfax and Sydney . BB

S The Lrains of the Intercolonial Railway
are hantod by o from the locomot! ve, and
those between Halifax and Montreal, via Levis,
are lighted by eleotricity.

All trains are run by Eastern Standard Time,
D h"‘l‘lﬂ”tl’u(,
Genernl Maniges.
Ratlway Offioe, Moneton, N. B.,
20h Jane, 1984

Townl and A Rl

0 Trains will run dally (Bunday excepied)

LEAVE YARMOUTH —Express dally at £18 a.
m., rrive at Annapolis at 1'.5 wm. Passen:
Fifs and Froignt, Monday, Wednesday and

day sl 1145 & m ; arrive at Annapolis st
616, p. m.

LEAVE ANNAPOLIS—Express daily st 106
m; arrive &t Yarmouth 448 p. m.

- Freight Ty ; Thursday
and Salurday st 6.5 o m; arrive at
mouth at L10 p. m. dpdkohic

Flag Stations—-Tralns stop only when signais
Steamer City of Montieello leaves Digby for

Bt John as follow: une, Jel d A
dally (except Bunday), »nd after mnuzpugrfg:
every Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Sat-

Trains of Windsor and Annapolis Railway
loave Annapolia: Steamer EXpias orers Taay
day, Wedneaday, Friday an: Saturday at 1245
P m; Sxpress af 1245 p. m. - Passenge:
and mumfmx{u 5308 ms »

Sieamers of the Yarmouth 8. 8. Co., leave
Yarmouth for Boston every Tucsday, Wednes.
d};. Fr[dn{ an: Baturday ev

ternational steamerw: leave Bt. John, to
ly—overy Monda Wednesday and Pri.
day. Julv 3rd o Seplember 30ih, dally, ex-

Sunday.

Pacific Railway trains

John at 6.25 a. m., daily [E"nndw n].ncp.vl:dihln

7.15 p. m., daily for 7, Portiand and Bos-

ton, and 10.40 p. m., daily (Baturday e:

for uonlmll( and ‘all “parts of he- Dnted
Trains of Nova Scotia Central Railway leave

I T A

ves
daily [Bunday excepted] afte: arri
i rom Annlpflll], for 's‘.“r’..m%%‘f&%

‘burne and Eiverpool i
Yarmouth, N. 8 % mGGm.Em.

Save onn,g:.-.; i
i e - CALIO
R g i e e o)

N

-OLASS:

and Decorations.
Castle & Son,

Montreal, M

THE WALTI

There are days of de
Ia the season of 0
There nre wild, desp
There are hours of
There ars tims el 8
Wheu the tears re
B it the weitiog tim
Isthe her less 1im

Youth and love are (
Seeking things be
And the heart grow:
Ere it learns what
Far, be'ore the fruit
We must seo thet
Ani the waiting tin
Is the hardest tim

Loving ones, and lo
It is sad to watch
For ths light whose
Makes a runbow
It is sad to count at
All the hours to e
Ob, the waiting tim
Is the hardest tim

‘We can bear the he
Thrcugh the sudd
Beating back our gs
For & momsnt Iay
We may rise again
 None the weaker
But the waiting tin
Is the hardest tin

For it weara the eag
As the salt wayaes
And hope's gorgeou

bara,
Till its brightest |
Then, smid youth's
Silent snows begi
Oh, the waiting tim
Is the bardest tin

Yet at last we learn
That God knowet
And a silent resign
Makes the Spirit
For we know a day
For the changes
‘When our hearts wil
That he taught n

THE I

Tomdstools as

Walking in the v
a country friend 1
this “tosdstool” to
upon & cluster of f
a tree tmlnk, L,Illdl:d
apparently uphol
nidnned kid, thel
ing stuffed and tuft

hue.

“What would yo
quired.

“Those are toadst:
was his reply.

“Well, toadstools
about five pounds o
meat, for it is the
edible Boletus—Bol

A few moments
fore & beautiful »

ruuol of ldpure wh

eaf mould.
“And what is th
“I would certain
room,” was his ins
Tbll‘ mulhloom'
tempting e
Amlniu‘ Dl;mlbﬂl,
the mushrooms, &
violent and {atal o
; whose at

:P‘ouu ] Il))“l:;ll
L ko
in mﬁuke for mu
Nox are the poy
tests by which th
of the “mushroo
safety worthy of |
tion ; tests, for in
following: “Pleas
boiling with a sil
ing of the silves
peeling of the cap
frecture,” etc. 1
dame who was & v
as well as other to
d‘llllpcm%d toadstc
xules. Btrange to
good old age, and
tality chanced as
erosity.
How are these
tained by the facts
Many, s
delicious speoies
at all; others ob
blue or green or ta
on being broken,
amanits peels wi
accommodation v
seem to settle its
room,” has, more
viting odor and a
raw, and when oo
of its fatal resor
to eight hours afte
i" un!z;:.m:m vi
op:—absolutely
the proper m‘:i‘gel
administration of
mie injection in 1
deadly drug havir
discovered to be
dote to the aman
Pﬂnclple of Am
“A Few Edible T
rooms,” by W. I
Harper's Magazir
A Go
Thomas Carlyle
as & letter writ




