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1. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER - AT - LAW,

Notary Public, Real Estate Agent.
. Unitod States Consul Agent.
Annapolis, Oct. 4th, 1882—

 CURE «- = DEAF !

Peok’s Patent Improved Cushioned Ear
: Drums.
_ PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING,

[TEE COMPLETE FERTILIZER,}
manufactured at the

Chemieal Fertilizser Works, Halifax,
N, 8,

the TWELFTH SEASON

We offer for the
b d and reliable brand of Fer-

above

no matter whether deafness is d by colds,
fevers, or injmies to the natural drums.
Always in position,but invisible to others and
comfortable to wear. Musie, conversation,
and whispersheard distinctly. We refer to
those using them. Send for illustrated book
of proofs free. Address, F. HISCOX, 853
Broadway N.Y. 17y
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tiliser,
THE OLD STANDARD !  BUY NO OTHER {

JACK & BELL,

46 4m Halifax, N. 8.

BRIDGETOWN

i

THOMAS DEARNESS
Importer of Marble

and manufaoturer of

Monuments, Tablets,

Headstones, &c.
Also Monuments in Red Granite,
Gray Granite, and Freestone,

ﬁr&nvﬂle St Brigetown, N. §.

N. B.—Having purchased the Stock and

* Trade from Mr. 0. Whitman, parties ordering

‘anything in the above line can rely on having
their orders filled at short notice. o

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89.

Extension
OoOF TIMHE

Is often usked for by persons becoming un-
able to pay when the debt is dae. The debt
of nature has to be paid sooner or later, but
we would all prefer an

Extension of Time.

Puttner's Emulsion
OF COD LIVER OIL

WITH

Hypophosphites of Line and Soda

‘may give this to all who are suffering from
Coughs, Colds, Consumption, General Debility,
L and all wasting Diseases.
Delicate Children who otherwise would pay
the debt very speedily, may have a long

EXTENSION OF TIME.

ry Puttner’s Emulsion
BROWN BROS. & Co,,

OHEMIST AND DRUGGISTS,
Halifax, N. S.

CHEAP

=—; FOR ==

CASH !

FLOUR,
OATMEAL,
FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,
GROCERIES,
STOVES, PLOWS,
HORSE CLOTHING,

& Harnesses made to Order.

REPAIRING ATTENDED TO

PROMPTLY,
N L] H -

PHINNEY.

Nov. 19th, 1888,

Mr. Neil McNeil, of Leith,
Ount., writes:

Dear Sms,—For years and

ears I suffered from dyspepsia
z: its worst forms, and after
trying all means in my power
to no purpose I was persuaded
by friends to try B.B.B., which
1did, and after using 5 bottles
1 was completely cured.

Rapid Recovery.
Drar Sres—I have tried
our B.B.B. with great success
¥or constipation and pain in
my h The second dose
made me ever so much better.
My bowels now move freely
and the pain in my head has
left me, and to everybody with
the same disease I recommend

B.B.B.

Miss F. WiLriAMs,

445 Bloor 8t., Toronto.

Cures BILIOUSNESS.
Cures BILIOUSNESS.
Y Cures BILIOUSNESS.

Direct Proof.

Sirs,—I wastroubled for five

ears with Liver Comp!
¥uaed a great deal of medicine
which did me no good, and I
was getting worse all the time
until I tried Burdock Blood
Bitters. After taking four
bottles I am now well. Ican
alsorecommend it for the cure

of Dyspepsia.

¥ A. E. DEACON,

Hawkstone, Ont.

Cures HEADACHE.
Cures HEADACHE.
Cures HEADACHE.

A Prompt Cure.

Dean Srrs,—I was very bad
with headache and pdn‘?n my

; my hands and feet
swelled so I could do no work.
My sister-in-law advised

tr

I {elt s0 much_better that I

got one more, - I am now well,
can work as well as ever.

ANNIE BURGESS,
Tilsonburg, Ont.

Cures BAD BLOOD.
Cures BAD BLOOD.
" Cures BAD BLOOD.

- Bad Blood may arise from

Parsons’ Pills

The_circular around
each box explains the
symptoms. Alsohow to
cure a great varie
diseases. This infore
mation alone is wol
:e- times the cost, A

an

Co., 89
Street, Boston, Mass.
*“Best Liver Pill Known.”

[nfernational 5.5, Co.

ICHANGE - OF - TIME !

0

Time. Returning, leaves Boston same days.

and SATURDAY from Annapolis.
Freight taken via St, John at

For further information apply to

F. Crosskill,

Agent, W. & A. R., Bridgetown.
OR ANY AGENT OF THE W. & A. RAILWAY.

Commencing Tuesday, March 1lth,

NE of the Fine Steamers of this Line will leave St. John for Boston via Eastport and
Portland every TUESDAY and THURSDAY MORNING at 7.45 Eastern Standard

Connection made by Bay Fundy S. 8. Co.’s Steamer every MONDAY, WEDNESDAY

about one-third (1-3) advance

on Direct Rates.
Z&rFare from Bridgetown to Boston, 1st Class, $6.00; 2nd Class, $4.50.

R. A. Carder,

Agent, Annapolis.

==
|=———Jderdraining or comnveying water

e

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP GOMPANY,

(ESTABEISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE OELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chaim Pump,

~—ALSO :—

FORCE PUMEP,
with Hose attached if required.

We nre*r;p-red to Manufacture
WOODENR ATER PIPES for un-

under ground. Can be delivered

=—nt any station on the line of Rall-

way. Send for Price List.

CHronic CouaH Now!

For if you do not it may become con-
sumptlry;‘i. For Consumption, Scrofula,
General Debility and Wasting Diseases,
there is nothing like

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

Of Pure Cod Liver 0il and

HYPOPHOSPHITES
Of Isizme and Soda.
It 1s almost as palatable as milk, Far
better than other so-called Emulsions.
A wonderful flesh producer.
SCOTT’S EMULSION

wra; . Be

is put up in a salmon eolor pper. e
Sold by all

sure and get the genwine,
Dealers at 50¢c. and $1.00.
SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.

OMEy

‘THE BEST %

s-roVE

IN.
.
. THE woRL? .

bopisH

MORE N CAKE THAN OTHER MAKES.

The Religion We Want.
We want a religion not merely of creeds
but of conduct ; a religion that softens the
step and gives gentleness to the voice, that
checks the impatient word and hasty re-
buke; a religion that is respectful tosuper-
iors, courteous to inferiors and considerate
to friends ; a religion not merely for the
church and the Sabbath, but that lives in
the family and keeps the husband from
being cross if his dinner is late, and the
wife from fretting if the husband sometimes
forgets the scraper and the door mat; that
keeps the mother patient if the baby is fret-
ful, and can amuse and interest the child-
ren as well as govern and instruct them ;
that cares for the comfort and welfare of
servants as well as pays them; that pro-
jects the honeymoon into the barvest moon,
and makes the happy home like the eastern
fig tree, bearing at once the beauty of its
tender blossoms and the glory of its ripened
fruit. *‘I would not give much for that
man’s religion,” said Rowland Hill, ‘‘ whose
very cat and dog are not better for it.”
Ever christian should so live as to be able,
with the good Methodist brother, to say:
“If you don’t believe I am a christian, ask
my wife.” We want a religion not merely
for the prayer meeting and the public pro-
fession; but for the home, for the counting
house, for the marts of business, for the
entire life—one that shall smooth the rough
places of the world, and makes daily life
brighter and better, cherishing the spirit of
Heaven here, and so preparing for Heaven
hereafter.
S it
Have You Thought About It ?

Why suffer a single moment when you can
get immediate relief from all internal or
external pains by the use of Polson’s Ner-
viline, the great pain cure. Nerviline has
never been known to fail in a single case ; it
cannot fail, for it is a combination of the
most powerful pain subduing remedies
known. Trya 10 cent sample bottle of
Nerviline. You will find Nerviline a sure
cure for neuralgia, toothache, headache.
Buy and try. ge bottles 25 cents, by
all druggists.

—Up to the fifteenth year most young
people require ten hours, and until the
twentieth year nine hours sleep. After that
age every one finds out how much he or she
requires, though as a general rule, at least
six to eight iours is necessary.  Eight
hours’ sleep will prevent more nervous
derangement in women than any medicine
can cure. During growth there must be
ample sleep if the brain is to develop to its
ful extent, and the more nervous, excitable

LOOAL and TRAVELING SALESMEN
WANTED

to represent us. Exolusive territory. Un-
equalled facilities. Success assured. High-
est peroentage ; or salary and expenses paid.
Experience not necessary. Write for terma.
E. C. SELOVER & CO.,
NURSERYMEN, Geneva, N. Y.
Nov20 5m

wrong action
Liver, Kidneys and Bowels.
B. B. B, by regulating

blood, removing

Ex

all
pimple to a

NURSERYMEN,

Money for Alll

WANTED—A energetic man or men,
to sell our Fruit T'rees, Roses, Shrubs, Orna-
menms‘ etc. PERMANENT EMPLOYMENT.
Write at ence for termg and secure choice of
territory. Wesell only first-class stock. Hand-
some outfit free. Ad 1

SEND TO THIS OFFICE FOR BILL
HEADS, CARDS, TAGS ETC.

a child is the longer slecp

if its intellectual progress is
Eremtute standstill, or

short at an early age.

r pr
it should get,
not to come to a
its life to be cut

e
Living in a Fool's Paradise.

Many neglect slight symptoms of disease
hoping that nature will restore health.
True, nature will aid, but she must also be
aided by using Burdock Blood Bitters,
from one to two bottles of which is sufficient
to cure any ordinary case of impure blood,
constipation, dyspepsia, liver complaint,
kidney complaint, debility, etc.

—To think kindly is good, to s
kindly is better, but to act kindly is best.
Let warm, loving light shine on all arouud
you, and you will never lack friends.

—Let no one be discouraged because his
time is fully occupied. An industrious
man’s odd ‘minutes are worth' more than a
lazy man’s all day.

Poctey.

Sometime.

(Lillian Gray.)

Sometime we shall know why
Our sunless mornings change to noons of
rain ;
And why our steps are shadowed so by

pain.
And why we often lie

On couches, sewn with thorns of care and
doubt ;

And why our lives are thickly hedged
about

With bars that put our lofticst plans to
rout.

Sometime we shall know why
Our deares hopes are swept so swiftly
away,
And why our brightest flowers first decay ;
Why song is lost in sigh.
Why clasping fingers EHY 50 soon apart—
Estrangement, space and death rend heart
from heart,
Until from deepest depths the teardrops
start.

Sometime we all shall know
other, aye, as we ourselves are
known ;

And see how out of darkness light has

rown.
And He—who loves us so

Despite our wilfulness and blind complaint—

Will show us how His kind and calm re-
straint

Can mould a human soul into a saint.

Each

Sometime our eyes shall see

The silver lining to the darkest cloud,
While silvery echoes follow thunders loud.
Sometime our hearts shall be
Content, forgetting all our restless mood,
And knowing everything has worked for
good--

The how, and when, and why, be under-
stood.

 Select Liternture, .

“Only John,”

It was with feelings of rebellion and
wounded pride that T perused Aunt Kate’s
letter. The letter contained an invitation
for me to spend the winter with her, in
London. This would have been delightful,
if I had not known why she invited me.
When she was with us, in the summer, I
had overheard her say to mother, one day :
‘It seems to me that Bessie is looking
pale and thin.”

““Yes,” mother replied; ‘“she worked
too hard in the spring, helping Alice to get
ready to be married. She is not so strong
as the other girls.”

““ She reads too much,” said Aunt Kate,
curtly. ‘‘How old is she, by the by
“ Twenty-two September,”
mother. *‘Only a year and a half younger
than Alice.”

Tt is time she was looking round a lit-
tle, then. She must come to me next
winter. She is not so pretty as the rest of
your children, Mary ; and she will never
look any better than she does now. Still,
perhaps she may manage to do quite as
well as Alice has done.”

My aunt conscientiously believed it to be
her duty to find suitable husbands for her
only brother’s six daughters.

She had never quite forgiven my father

o

in said

for marrying my mother, and settling down
as a poor country parson, in a little ‘‘out-
of-the-way ” place in Cumberland, called
Winsted—when he might have had Julia
Sears, her dearest friend, and twenty thou-
sand pounds besides.

For the first few years after his mar-
riage, she entirely ignored the happy pair,
but when they named a little baby, Kath-
erine Vane Hamilton, after her, her feelings
towards them were softened, and she came
After that, as
the rest of us appeared, we were each con-

to see her little namesake.
sidered by her to be a dire calamity. Six

girls! What under the sun was a country

minister, with a low salary, going to deo

with six girls? If only “half of them had

been boys, they could have helped their

father on in the world. Nevertheiess, she

made up her mind that she would do her

duty by us. She had no children of her

own, and she was very wealthy,

So, from my earliest childhood, I remem-
ber being under the supervision of Aunt
Kate. She visited us for a few weeks, reg-
ularly, every summer ; and some time dur-
ing the visit we were inspected generally—
in regard to our education, manners, health,
clothes and future prospects. These in-
spections were anything but agreeable to
me, and I always rebelled, often declaring,
with angry tears, that I would obey no one
but papa and mamma.

Our mother, who was one of the sweet-
est, tenderest and most sensitive creatures,
must have suffered a great deal at the
severe, though perhaps just, criticisms
made upon these occasions. Dear, kind,
little mother ! How often she would come
afterwards to those of us who had been
hurt, and lovingly soothe and calm our
wounded spirits, telling us that Aunt Kate
‘“ meant all right,” but that she was a lit-
tle peculiar, and didn’t understand chil-
dren very well. She knew that ‘at heart
Aunt Kate wished to help us, and share
the responsibility and expense of our bring-
ing up ; and so she was able to forgive this
disagreeable mode of procedure.

When Aunt Katie’s husband died, she
sent for Katie, my oldest sister, to come
and stay awhile with her. This was the
first time that any of us, excepting father
and mother, had ever visited her. Her
husband had been for many years an in-
valid, and that was one reason, I suppose,
why she did not care to have us children
there.

John Vane, the nephew, and only sur-
viving relative of Mrs. Vane, took up his
abode with them at the time of his uncle’s
first stroke of paralysis ; attending to all
business affairs, and assumed all the duties
which would have devolved upon a faithful
and obedient son, had Mr. Vane possessed
one.

In time Aunt Kate, as well as her hus-
band, came to depend upon him for every-
thing. He was to inherit the bulk of the
property after Aunt Kate’s decease. It
was his uncle’s wish that he should con-
tinue to reside thiere as a son of the family,
and manage everything, as he had done for
80 many years. This was the most that I
knew of him before my visit. I had heard
him spoken of so often by Kate and Alice
as “Only John!” that I had scarcely
formed an opinion about him at all.

After Kate’s initiatory visit, and after
Aunt Kate found that a young, happy girl
in a house brightenéd it not a little, she,

?

sent for her quite often, and when her own
time of mourning was over, introduced her
into society.

When Katie was happily and success-

vigit her, and now that Alice was married

_also, it was my turn, Aunt Kate thought,

to be steeggdinto a safe matrimonial har-
o e stealely

This was what vexed me. To beinvited,
specially and only, that I might have a
chance of getting a husband, as I learned
from the conversation I overheurd, made
me angry. I do not say that it was not a
benevolent plan on the part of Aunt Kate ;
yet it was none the less mortifying to me.

At first I declared I would not go to
Aunt Kate'’s ; but Alice, who was home on
a visit, would not hear of such a thing.

“Why, Bessie,” she said, ‘you silly
ehild! You will have a splendid time.
You will drive in the park every day;
shop in Bond street and Regent street;
and go to parties, concerts, theatres and
operas. You've no idea how nice it is.
And then, Aunt Kate’s house is delightful,
and you can have it all to yourself. There
is no one but John Vane there, besides
Aunt Kate, and he won't disturb you at
all ; you will only see him at meal times.
Besides, Bessie, you're not obliged to like
any one Aunt Kate picks out for you, if
you don’t want to.”
All this seemed plausible, and the whole
family— father, and my
younger sisters, Clara and May (Dora was
only a baby still, and could not understand

mother, two

my trials) joined with Alice, saying that I
must go, that T needed the chaunge, and
laughed at me for thinking of giving up a
visit to the great metropolis, on account of
that tacit understanding on the part of
Aunt Kate.
So I wrote and accepted the invitation,
saying that I should be happy to come and
make her a quiet visit, on the condition
that it should not be expected of me to do
as Katie and Alice bad done, and that my
aunt should make no attempt whatever to
arrange a match for me. It was rather
daring for me to write such a letter, but
neither my conscience or pride would allow
me to go without doing so.
Aunt Kate received me cordially. The
house was delightful, as Alice had said.
While we were talking in the boudoir at
the back of the large drawing-room, before
going up-stairs to take off my things, we
heard the front door open, and shut again.
“John, is that you?” said my aunt,
looking round. “‘This is my niece, Bessie.”
I looked up, and bowed to a tall, broad-
shouldered man of about forty years of
age, with large hands and feet, black hair,
slightly sprinkled with gray, and a hand-
some, and I thought, rather remarkable
This was what I took in at the first
I afterwards discovered that he

face.
glance.
had a pair of the keenest, most searching
dark-blue eyes that I ever beheld in my
life. It was useless to try to avoid them,
or to hide anything from their gaze ; they
would fathom it out somehow.

He came into the room and put out his
hand, and before releasing mine, said,
looking down at me with a. quizzical ex-
pression :

8o you have come here, I suppose, to
get a husband, too?”

This was too much, after all my scruples,
and the stipulations I had made in my
letter to Aunt Kate. My face flushed
scarlet. I snatched my hand away, and,
drawing my petite figure up ta its utmost
height, looked him directly in the face,
saying, in tones I meant to be particularly
freezing :

“ You are entirely mistaken, Mr. Vane,
I came here simply to visit my aunt, and
not for the object of which you speak,
Indeed, the subject is not to be considered
at all, and Aunt Kate understands perfectly
well the conditions on which I came,”

“I beg a thousand -pardons, Miss Ham-
ilton,” he said with a low bow and an
“ My curiosity led me to
I wished

amused smile,
make that unfortunate remark.
to see if you could maintain your princi-
ples as heroically in reality as you do on
paper.

What did he mean? Had Aunt Kale
shown him my letter? My cheeks were
burning hot and I felt the tears coming, as
they always did, when I was very angry.
So I hurried out of the room, and followed
Aunt Kate up-stairs.

““ Nobody but John Vane!” What were
Katie and Alice thinking of to speak of
this man in that insignificant way? In-
deed, he promised fair to prove a very
powerful ** somebody,” if the beginning of
our acquaintance was to decide his charac-
ter. At least, he bad affected me so far
as to make me hate him at this first inter-
view.

“ Aunt Kate,” said I, as we entered my
room, which was a delightfully pleasant,
sunny one, ‘“did John Vane see the letter
I wrote you ?”

“Yes, dear. I thought it would be
pleasant for him to know something about
you before you came; and as that was
quite a characteristic letter, I handed it to
him when I had read it. He seemed as
much amused as I had been. I think he
is inclined to tease you a little, Bessie;
and he certainly will if he sees it annoys
you.”

““But, Aunt Kate, I think it was very
unkind of him to say that to me especially
after he had seen a letter which was ixn-
tended to be strictly private toyou.”

“Well, you musn’t*mind him, child.
He only said that to see how you would
take it. And, Bessie, I wish to say that,
although I admire your independent spirit,
I hope your natural good sense will soon
conquer those silly notions of yours, and
that you will see how much better it will
be for you to make the most of the oppor-
tunities offered you. Kate and Alice are
both settled in happy comfortable homes
of their own, and there is no reason why
you should not be, too,”

I drew a long hreath, from the depths of
my despair. It was useless to try to make
Aunt Kate understand my feelings in this
matter, so I went up to her, and putting
my arm round her neck, kissed her cheek
twice, saying, at the same time :

“Oh, auntie ! please let me have my
own way in this "

She smiled rather grimly, and smoothed
her collar, which I had rumpled in my im-
pulsive caress. Just then the gong sound-
ed, and put an end to our conversation.

The first few weeks of my visit p

&

fully married, Aunt Kate invited Alice to :

{ shopping, aunt copsidering it necessary to
make many additions to my_wardrobe. I
enjoyed the noise and bustle of the crowd-
ed streets, having had so, much quietness
all my life,

gether ; much better, indeed, than I ex-
pected. He seemed to want to make
amends for his introductory speech.

It wus Aunt Kate's custom, after dinner,
to bestow herself comfortably upon the
sofa, and be read to sleep.

“Don’t you want to take a nap, too,
Bessie ?” she asked, on the day of my
arrival, as she was getting ready for her
siesta.

*Oh, no; I never sleep in the evening,”
I replied ; and seated myself in a low rock-
ing chair, with my erocheting— one of those
soft, airy, Shetland shawls, which I was
making for Aunt Kate,

son from the table, and began reading, in
a low, expressive voice, selections from In
Memoriam. 'Then he turned to The Lotus
KEaters, that sleepiest, dreamiest of poems ;
and before he was quarter through it,
Aunt Kate was fast asleep. When he
heard her deep, heavy breathing, he laid
the book down.

“ Oh, you are not going to stop there?”’
I exclaimed, in a disappointed tone.
““Shall I go on till I put you to sleep,
too ?” he said, pleasantly.

““No; but I must hear the rest.”

So he took up the book and finished the
poem ; and then we talked about Tennyson
and Browning, and discussed book after
book, and different characters of fiction,
till an hour and a half passed, and Aunt
Kate awoke.

The same thing happened every evening.
About ten minutes of reading would make
my aunt sleepy ; then John Vane and I
would talk.

I wondered over and over again why he
had appeared such an inferior person—such
a nonenity—-to my two sisters.

‘“ Perhaps,” I said, ‘‘ they had not seen
8o much of him as I did.”

He did not talk much himeself, however,
but he had the power of making others talk.
Sometimes, when I was discoursing with
all my mind, heart and soul upon some
subject in which I was intensely interested,
I would catch an amused, gratified expres-
sion in his eyes which was perfectly exas-
perating, and it would occur to me that he
had roused me up in this subject for the
sake of hearing me talk. Of course I al-
ways relapsed into silence, and made up
my mind that I would never talk to him
again ; but the next time I should be
drawn into the conversation so deftly and
skilfully, that before I realized it, I was
‘“ holding forth ” as“earnestly as ever.

I always had very decided opinions of
my own in regard to a great many things,
and John Vane was not long in finding out
all my strong and weak points. He knew,
after a very little while, just where to at-
tack me in order to bring out what was
best and worst in my composition.

I came to think, under his variable treat-
ment, that he was the most agreeable, and
the most disagreeable, man I had ever
met. He bad the power of making me
happier, and also more miserable, than any
one else I ever knew.

Aunt Kate did not take much notice of
our quarrels ; but she said two or three
times that she was very glad I argued so
much with John, for it stirred him up, and
made a little variety in his monotonous
life ; she thought it amused and entertain-
ed him. He was very kind, too, and
thoughtful towards Aunt Kate—always
looking out for her comfort, and anticipat-
ing her slightest wish. I liked him for
this. After a while he began to do a great
many little kindnesses for me, too; but I
was never allowed to acknowledge them,
or thank him in any way. I sometimes
wished that he would never be kind to me,
as he had it in his power to make me so
unhappy at other times. On the whole,
John Vane was an enigma to me.

One evening, at an ‘“‘at home” at Mrs.
Denver s, I was introduced to a Mr. Aspin-
wall, whom I took to be a boy of eighteen,
and treated as such, though he really was
a year my senior. He listened to what-
ever I said with unbounded interest and
admiration, always seconding it with
“ Exactly,” and *‘ You're quite right,” and
1 think so myself;” but he seemed in-
capable of putting forth any ideas of his
own.

1 had begun to find entertaining him
quite burdensome, when Aunt Kate came
up, and said it was timetogo. He escorted
us to the carriage, and before shutting the
door, asked if he might call upon me.

I was quite taken by surprise, and won-

with him ; but before I could collect myself
to answer properly, Aunt Kate leaned for-
ward and said, in her pleasant tone :

¢ Certainly, Mr. Aspinwall, I hope you
will call upon Bessie. We shall be delight-
ed to see you. Good-night,” and we drove
off.

After that, he haunted us, or rather me.
We couldn’t go anywhere—-out shopping,
to the theatre, or to drive in the park, but
what he would appear and join us. I was
nearly bored to death. There was nothing
the least bit interesting about him. But
his father was a very wealthy man, and
the only child —which seemed to make him
illustrous in Aunt Kate's eyes.

Finally, when I could not stand it any
longer, I began to snub him, and to have
a headache when he called, as I could not
very well be ‘“ out,” or *‘ engaged ;” but it
did not seem to make any impression upon
him whatever. He would take no offense.

At last, one morning, towards the close
of my visit, Aunt Kate called me to bring
my sewing into Ber room, as she wanted to
talk to me a little while.

We were going to a reception in the
evening and I was to wear a lovely, light-
blue silk, which she had bought for me;
so I took that in to sew some new lace in
the sleeves. She began, in a very calm,
moderate way, with :

‘“Now, Bessie Hamilton, I wish you
would keep your temper for once, and hear
what I have to say, without flying off into
tantrums, before I've half finished. I
want you to look at it in a cool, reasonable
way. ”

“Very well, auntie,” I said, laughing,
though I apprehended what was coming.
“I will try and keep my temper, if the

bject be a r ble one.” ;

very pleasantly. Aunt and I rode out
nearly every day, and did & great deal of

¢ Bessie,” she went on, seriously, *‘ you

know just as well as I know, that Law-

John Vane and I got on quite well to-

John Vane took up a volume of Tenny-:

dered instantaneously what I should do|

rence Aspinwall is in love with you, and
that all this snubbing and *“ beating about
the bush ” means one of two things. Either
you are silly and affected, like the majority
of girls, and do not wish to show yourself
too much pleased with his attentions, or
else you are foolish, I would almost say
' insane enough, to reject this splendid offer,
just becanse he is not intellectual, or hand-
some, or something else, enough to suit
your school-girl fancy.”

’ It was easy enough to say I would keep

my temper beforehand. The question now
:wns, how to let as little as possible burst

out.

So I said, as calmly, but as decisively, as
I could :

‘¢ Aunt Kate, it is neither of those things
you have mentioned. I do not like Mr.
Aspinwall; and that is the simple and only
reeson. If he owned the whole of England,
it would make no difference to me. 1
never should marry a man I do not love.
I will never marry for money!” and I
closed my mouth very firmly.

* That all sounds well, Bessie ; but you
have too romantic ideas. Ialways thought
you read more than was good for you.
Supposing you don’t love him now, you
would after a while. Wiyes always love
their hushands—some more and some less.
At any rate, you would get on as well as
most married people in the world, and a
great deal better than if you marry on
nothing but love. Ihope you will think
the matter over very seriously before you
are called upon to decide it, and not throw
away this golden opportunity. It will be
a fatal mistake if you do.”

I rushed back into my own room, threw
myself upon the bed, and cried as hard as
I could cry. Here [ was in the midst of
the difficulty I had tried so hard to avoid.
Aunt Kate was managing and manceuvering
me into accepting Mr. Aspinwall. I wished
I was safe at home again, in the little
peaceful, quiet cottage.

I dl:cadcd to offend Aunt Kate, after all
she had done for us; but it could not be
right for me to sacrifice my whole life to
please her. My own father and mother
would never have required such a thing of
me--never.

In thinking of them, I suddenly started
up, with the idea of going home. No one
had any right to hinder me. I would go
to this horrid reception, because I had
promised, and then to-morrow I would re-
turn to my parents.

John Vane did not come home to dinner,
and I was very glad, for my eyes, red with
crying, would never have escaped his notice.

After dinner Aunt Kate advised me to
lie down and rest, until it was time to get
ready ; but I was so thoroughly home-sick
and miserable that I could not rest.

I had a habit while at home of playing
on the piano alone in the dark, and I had
kept up the habit while here at Aunt
Kate’s. Whenever I was troubled and
disturbed in any way it quieted me. So I
thought I would play for a while.

First I played some of Mendelssohn’s
songs without words —the saddest and ten-
derest ones ; then fragments from various
things, most of them in the minor key ;
and then I extemporized.

My home-sickness, my longing, my dis-
appointment, my despair at the crisis that
was approaching, and my utter helpless-
ness, rose before me, and I ‘suppose, must
have been expressed in my music, as I
passed from one chord to another, changing
from key to key, with only here and
there a scrap of broken melody.

After awhile I began thinking of John
Vane, and wondering if he should miss me
when I went home. If only Mr. Aspinwall
had been more like him—or if only John
Vane had been different himself—er if only
he had been the ane who loved me.

And so I wandered on, and at last closed
my meditations with an adagio from one
of Beethoven's sonatas, which expresses
disappointment, sad longing, despair, and
patient resignatioa, if ever they were ex-
pressed in this world.

When I had finished, I leaned my elbows
upon the piano, and my face upon my hands.

Suddenly a voice said, tenderly and low :

“ That is a very pleasant little story you
have been telling to yourself in the dark.”

I started at the voice, and saw John
Vaue leaning upon the piano, close beside
me. Had he been in the room all the time ?

*“ What story do you mean?” said I,
trying not to appear disconcerted.

Then, before he had time to answer, I
cried, angrily :

‘ Have you been here all the time I have
been playing ?”

“Yes; just behind the curtains there,

where 1 have been every night you have
played to yourself here in the dark.”
I was furious for a moment. Could he
have understood what I played? No! It
was impossible! So I said, in an injured
tone :

“You did very wrong to listen, when
you knew I thought I was alone.”

“I knew it was wrong, but I could not
help it. I should have kept still to-night,
and you never would have known, but for
your little story. And you think I didn’t
understand it ?”

“How could you?” I replied. “I do
not play stories. * Of course I play in sym-
pathy with my mood when I'm alone cr
supposed to be.” |

““Yes, but there was a story, and I've a
great mind to tell it to you or else you
won’t believe I heard it.”

*“ Well, what was it ?” said I, desper-
ately, yet curious to know how much he
had really made out.

““ There was once a little girl, who was
away from all her family and those she
loved, and in the midst of a big, heartless
place. She was just as homesick as she
could be, and heart-sick, too. She would
give anything in the world to be back
again in the home nest, and safely shelter-
ed there. There was a great trial looming
up before her, and heavy clouds were set-
tling all around her. Somebody wanted
her to do something, against which her
soul revolted, and she did not know how to
get out of the difficulty. She had such a
tender little heart, that she did not like to
pain anybody. She was wicked enough
to wish to die, and so be released from all
that was troubling her so sorely. Wait a
minute,” he said,’as I was about to ex-
claim. “It is true, and you know it.
Well, then there was somebody else mixed
upin all these trials and troubles—some-
body whom she did not know whether to
hate or to love—"

At this, I sprang from the piano stool

and confronted him with eyes blazing with
wrath,

“ You have no right to understand me .
like that,” [ cried, passionately, *‘to in-
terpret my playing, and read my thoughts.
Indeed, I do know whether to hate or to
love you—and I hate you most decidedly,
and with my whole heart, and I wish 1 had
never—never, seen youn.”

I was going to say more—though I don’t
know what T was going to say, for I was
too angry to think—when he took both my
hands and made me look straight up into
his face, saying :

“ My darling ! Why i8 it that I have no
right to understand you! How can I help
it, when I love you more than all else on
earth? And now you say you hate me ut-
utterly. Tell me, Bessie, that it is only
because you are angry with me, and that
you will give me the right to understand
you, and to love you, always.”

I was stunned and bewildered, and could
hardly believe what I heard ; but when he
put his arms around me, and folded me
close in his embrace, I burst into tears —tLe
whole scene had been too much for me,

‘T ought not to have startled you so,”
he said, after a while, smoothing my hair
back softly ; but when I saw how very
sad, sorrowful, and utterly disconsolate you
were, I longed to comfort you, and take
you right into my heart, where you really
belong. My heart you can never—never
leave any more.”

“But what will Aunt Kate say?’ X
asked, starting suddenly from him.

‘‘ Sure enough—I have upset her plans
for you, entirely, haven’t I? But perhaps
you had rather have Mr. Aspinwall, after
all. I never thought to ask you. He is
much younger than I, you know, and—"
““How absurd ! You know I wouldn’t
rather. But what shall we do about Aunt
Kate? I can never tell her in the world.”
At this moment my aunt called from the
foot of the stairs :

““ Bessie ! where are you?
get ready.”

I trembled violently; but John whise
pered, with a parting embrace :

“T’ll arrange all right, darling! You
run along, and leave the whole thing to
me.”

I was nearly dressed, just pinning the
roses into my hair, when Aunt Kate
knocked at the door. She came in and sat
down in her heavy black silk and diamonds,
and looked at me, with a singular expres-
sion. I could not tell from her face how
she had received the news. At last she
spoke.

““ Bessie Hamilton !” she said, you have
done well. You have outwitted me entire-
ly. I never would have believed this could
have happened, before my face and eyes,
and I not to have known of it. However,
I am very glad.”

““ But, Auntie, it was as much of a sur-
prise to me as to you. I didn’t dream that
he cared for me in the least,” said I.

“I was in hopes that he would like
Katie, and talked to him about it; but he
would not listen to anything of the kind,
He was barely civil to her. He se med to
like Alice a little better ; and when you
came and he seemed so much amused by
you, I thought of course that he regarded
you as a child ; there is so much difference
in your ages. But I am glad he has found
some one at last.”

And so it was all settled very satisfac-
torily. We went to the reeeption, which
was one of those crowded, crushed, heated
affairs. Everybody said it was splendid,
and I suppose it was; but I was so thore
oughly engrossed with my own happiness,
that I could not think of much else.

The next day Mr. Aspinwall called, and
I was thankful that Icould tell him of my
engagement, and ask for his congratula-
tions, and so be spared the pain of hearirg
and rejecting the offer he had come to make,
He was very much surprised and disape
pointed, and took it quite hard. But I
tried to make it as easy as I counld. I
thanked him for all his kind attentions,
and hoped I should meet him again, when
I came back.

He said: “John Vane is a lucky fellow
and shook hands with me, and went away
bravely and courageously, showing more
character than I thought he possessed.

In a few days 1 was whirling over the
country again, this time to my home. It
seemed as if the train could not go fast
enough, I was so impatient to see them all,
and tell my news.

They all received me with open arms,
Alice was there. She had come, just to
hear about my visit. When I was released
from their embraces, and allowed to sit
down and breathe, they all said :

“ Why, how much better you look !”
When Alice interposed: *‘ Something has
happened to you. Bessie, are you ene
gaged ?”’

““Yes,” tragically. ‘I am engaged.”
The girls clapped their hands, apd
danced round the room for joy. At lest
one said :

“Is he rich ¥

¢ Yes, he is rich.”

#Is he handsome ?” said another,

% Yes, he is handsome,” said I,

¢Is he good 2"

¢ As good as gold.”

*“Well, who is he? Tell us quickly,
Who is it?”

I looked from one anxious face to ane
other, waiting to see the full effect of my
words, and then said, quietly 3

“ Only John !”

It is time to

Left a Legacy.

Last winter left a legacy of impure blood
to many peosle, causing ti feelin{a, lack
of energy, indigestion, ipation, bilious-
ness, etc. From one to four bottles of Bure
dock Blood Bitters nevef fails to cure any
of the foregoing diseases by unlocking the
secretions and removing all impuritics from
the system,

———ete.

BerrER LATE THAN NEVER.— Mme,
Tacon, the venerable governess of little
King Alfonso of Spain, has just receiyed the
title of Countess of Peralta from the queen
regent, as a reward for her devotion to the
child monarch during his illness. The new
countess is over 70 years of age, and has been
in the service of the royal household for
more than half a century. She acted as a
verness to all the children of queen Isa-
lla, including the late King Aﬂomo XII,
—New York Tribune.

FreerorT, FEB. 22nd, 1880,
J. H. PuLLes, Esq.,

Dear Sir:—We have found your “OPE-
LEKA” Mixture the best to use
and to sell of any we have kept in our

.

stock. It has given universal satisfaction.
5 B. Havey,




