Bafh Brothers’ Livery Stable.

LWERY BTABL &

Passengers conveyed to all parts of theegun-
try at reasonable rates.
feams in waiting at all tralns,

Single or Double Teams for Wedding

Parties Farnished at Short Notice | -

and Fitted uap in Best Style.
Livery Stable opposite Rink.

W.C. BATH. H.S8. BATH.

BRIDGETOWN.

BRIDGETOWN

THOMAS DEARNESS
Importer of Marble

and manufacturer of

Monuments, Tablets,

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

Granville Si.,__Bridﬁetowu, N &

N. B.—Having purchased tbe Stock sud
Trade from Mr. 0. Whitman, parties ordering
anything in the above line oanrely on having
their orders filled at short notice.

T.D.

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89.

Extension
oOF T"IME

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

Extension of Time.

1L ¢ e
Puttner's Emulsion
OF COD LIVER 0OIL
WITH
Hypophosphites of Line and Soda
may give this to all who are suffering from
Coughs, Colds, Consumption, General Debility,

and ail wasting Diseases.
Delicate Children who otherwise would pay
the debt very speedily, may have a long
EXTENSION OF TIME.

Try Puttner’s Emulsion

BROWN BROS. & Co,

CHEMIST AND DRUGGISTS,

Halifax, N. S.

OWLERS
cEXT:0OF ¢
SWILD »

YTRAWBERRY

DR. F

CURES

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

FLOUR,
OATMEAL,
FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,

GROCERIES,
STOVES,
HORSE CLOTHING,
Harnesses made to Order,

REPAIRING ATTENDED TO
PROMPTLY.

-f. H. PHINNEY.

Nov. 19th, 1888

PLOWS,

e B
SERS.FisES 08 LOSION BAT.
They are light in touch,
Unrivalled in tone,
Handsome in appearance,
Unrivalled in durability,
AND NOT EXCELLED BY ANY PIANO
MANUFACTURED in the DOMINION.
MILLER BROS,,
SOLE AGENTS,
MIDDLETON, N. 8.

NOTICH.

Pictures and Framing in variety,
Christmas Cards, ]
And Feancy Goods.

I am also seiling the Celebrated Raymond

Sewing Machine.
. JOHN Z. BENT,
Bridgetown, Dec. 1885.

J. ¥. OWEN,
BARRISTER - AT - LAW,

Notary Public, Real Estate Agent.
5. United States Consul Agont.
Annapolis, Oot, 4th, 1882—

O A X ID.
WoNE O ERSSTY T RS
STIPENDIARY MAGISTRATE, DISTRICT NO.2
Office in

LOCKETT'S BUILDING, BRIDGETOWN. .

Office hours, from 2 to 5 p.m.
April 2nd, 84. ) 51tf

Y- PRODUCE.

Apples, Piuams, Pears, Eggs, Butter,

echlp

VoL ®

SAT.US POPUILI SUPREMA LEX HST.

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 29, 1890.

NO. 30.

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL
BETATE BECURITY.

AGENT OF THE CITY OF
LONDON FIRE INSUR-
ANCE COMPANY.

4 Solicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank
of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotis
Annapolis, N. 8. 111y

BRIDGETOWN, N. S,

Pills

These pills wwere a won=
derful discovery. Un-
like any others. One
Pilla Dose. Children§|
take them easily. The
most delicate women
use them. In fact all§/
iadies can obtain very
great benefit from the
use of Parsons’ Pills.
One box sent post-
paid for 25 cts., or five
hoxes for $1 In stamps.

Parsons’

The circular around
each box explains the
symptoms. Alsohow to
cure agreat variety of
discases.

ten times the cost.
handsomo

it.
Co., 28 Custom Kouse

Street, Boston, Mass.
“Best Liver Pill Known.”

80 F*ills In every box. ) R
We pay duty to €anada.

Rich

Bload!

arnaLle

nal 5.5, Co.

THE DIREC

T LINE.

the International Steamship Compary’s stea
Annapolis every Thur: Y, P-1., :\fu.x' Arriv
turning, leave Boston, direct, every Monday

Excursion Tickets, $5.  Goed for

Commencing MONDAY, May 5th, one
DAY and FRIDAY morning, at
i September 13th, inclus
or Boston, din

WEDN
August 16th anc
John Saturdays at 6.25 p.m., |
For farther information apply to
F. Crosskill,
Agent, W. & A. R., Bridgetown.
OR ANY AGENT COF TH

leave ST. JOHN for BOSTON via EASTPORT

Commencing Monday, Sept: 29th,

mer for BOSTON, DIRECT, will leave
al of W. & A. Express from Halifax. Re-

morning.

Two Weeks from Date of Issne.

.ST. JOHN LINE — CHANGE OF TIME.

of the Palace Steamers of this line will
and PORTLAND every MONDAY,
7.25 Eastern Standard Time.

ive, the ‘ State of Maine ? will leave St.

ect.

R. A. Carder,
Agent, Annapolis.

E W. & A. RAILWAY.

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COWPARY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

M. M. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE CELEBRATED

Rubder Backet Chain Pump,

FORCE PUMP,
with Hose attached if required.

We are prepared to Manufacture
WOODEN WATER PIPES for un-
jerdraining or eomnveying water
inder ground. Can be deilivered
t any station on the line of Rail-
wAy. Semnd for Price List.

-+ will sell th
y owned by

LIAM S uated at
St. Croix Cove,

in this county.

» well-known

T”E WIL

with a twenty-acre the top of |
the mountai hom 1 lot is &}
Good Dwellin
sary Outbuildi ng
The pasture is well watered
never fails to supply water for the barn.
Particulars furnished on application.
GEORGE SMITH,
Administrator.
St. Croix Cove, Sept. 8th 23 81

THAI\'KINH a generous public for their

valued favors in the past, we take this
opportunity of soliciting a continuance of
their patronage.

—RECEIVERS OF—

Live Stock, Vegetables,
fact, everyth ing in the way of Countr
Produce.

FOSTER, FOSTER & Go.,

IDNINSTRATORS  NOTICE

LL persons having legal demands
against the estate of the late Moore
C. Hoyt, of Bridgetown, in th County of
Annapolis, deceased, are hereby requested
to render their accounts, duly attested to,
within six months from the date hereof; and
all persons indebted to said estate are re-
quested to make immediate payment to
GEORGE HOYT,
W. J. HOYT,
Administrators.
Bridgetown, Sept. 24th 1890. 6m.

EXECUTORS' NOTICE.

LL persons having legal demands against
A the estate of JOSEPH FADER, late of
Gates Mountain, in the County of Annapolis,
deceased, are herehy required to render the
same, duly attested, within six months from
this date, and al)l persons indebted to said
estate are required to-make immediate pay-
ment to

H.J. ANDREWS "
GYORGE A.FAD’ER, Executors.
Gates Mountain, March 29th, 1890. 52 tf

—-Poverty is uncomfortable, as I can
testify. but nine times out of ten the best
thing that can happen a young man is to
be tossed overboard and compelled to sink
or swim for himself. In all my acquain-
tance I never knew a man to be drowned
who was worth the saving. If the power
to do hard work is not talent it is the best |
possible substitute for it. ’l'l_\in;;ﬂ don’ti
turn up in this world ¢ill somebody turns
them up. A pound of pluck is worth aton
of luck. Luck isan gnis fatuus; you may

follow it to ruin but never to suncess,. —Gar-

soldiers.

ther ne Cds-i Eighteenth century.
d a pump time was a smoker,
volution the pipe was comparatively un-
known.
nor any one of the leaders of that period,
was a smoker.

87,500.
about to be amputated, called for his pipe

8

The Pipe in Europe.

Snuff was the first form in which tabacco

was used in Franco, and the pipe didn’t
{ make its appearance until the reign of Louis

XIV. At that time the French govern-

ment began to distribute pipes among the

Jean Bart was an - inveterate

| smoker, and the story goes that some Bour-
One Hundred Acres of Goed Land, | on princesses used tosmoke pipes. There

was very little smoking in Europe in the

No great man of that
During the French re-

Neither Robespierre nor Danton,

But when Napoleon’s army
returned from Egypt the pipe became fash-
jonable. Gen. Lassalle used to lead his
cavalry charges with a pipe in his mouth;
and D’Oudinot was the possessor of & splen-
did meerschaum which was presented to
him by Napoleon, and which was orna-
mented with stones to the value of about
Gen. Morean, when his legs werc

that he might smoke it during the opera-
tion, but how he enjoyed it history doesn’t
tate.—Petite Pressc.

ST R SRt

TREATMENT OF CHILDREN.—-Generally
speaking, it may be said that to strike a
child on the head with either the hand ora
book or a rattan is not a proper mode of
punishment. Theleast physiological know-
ledge ought to convince any parent or
teacher that a violent blow on the head of
a tender child may produce disturbance of
the brain leading to the most serious re-
sults. A smart box on the ear is liable, by
the concussion of the air upon the tympan-
um, to break the thin membrane, which is
wonderfully sensitive to the most delicate
vibrations, and permanently injure the
hearing. There are other organs that may
be injnred to the head. We should say
that any teacher who makes it a practice
to box or pull the ears of scholars, or cuff
their heads with the hand or with a book,
or who raps the skull anywhere with a
ruler or rod, should be discharged for want
of judgment and discretion, no matter what
other be his or her qualifications.

Tae NumBer oF OurR ANcEsToRs.—To
one who has not thought upon the subject
it is quite inconceivable how rapidly a per-
son’s lineal ancestors multiply every géner-
ation that he carries back the calculation.
1f one is asked how many great-great-grand-
fathers he had he will in all likelihood an-
swer, ‘“Two,” while in reality he hadeight
if there have been no intermarriages of re-
lations among his ancestors. In fact the
number of male ancestors doubles every
generation. Thus, every one has had two
grandfathers, four great-grandfathers, eight
great-great-grandfathers, sixteen great-
great-great-grandfathers ; and fifteen gen-
erations back he had no less than 16,384

field.

lineal male ancestors.—Exchange.

Portry.. &

always discover some evil, or think they
do. It was not long afterward that I saw
Mr. Richard walk up to the lunch basket

Pluck And Prayer.
There wa'n't any use o’ fretting,
An’ I told Qbadiah so,
For ef we couldn’t hold on to things,
We'd just got to let "em go.
There were lots of folks that'd suffer

This iufor- |
mation slone Is worth

tllastrated f
pamphletsentfree con- |
tains valuable infor- |

Along with the rest of us,

An’ it didn’t seem to be worth onr while
To make such a drefile fuss. A

To be sure, the barn was 'most empty,
A1’ corn an’ petaters sca'ce,

An’ not much of anything plenty and cheap
But water an’ apple-sass.

But then—as I ml«ll Obadiah—
It wa'n't any use to groan,

For flesh an’ blood conldn’t stan’ it ; an’ he
Was nothing but skin and bone.

But, laws ! ef you'd only heerd him
At any hour of the night,

A-prayin’ out in that closet there,
"T'would have set you crazy quite.

I patched the knees of those trousers
With cloth that was noways thin,
But it seemed as ef the pieces wore out

As fast as I set 'em in.

To me he said mighty little
Of the thorny way we trod,
But at least a dozen times a day
He talked it over with God.
Down on his knees in that-tloset
The most of his time was passed ;
For Obadiah knew how to pray
Much better than how to fast.

But I am that way contrairy

That ef things don’t go jest right,

I feel like rollin’ my sleeves up high
An’ gettin’ ready to fight.

An’ the giants I slew that winter

I ain’t goin’ to talk about ;

An’ I didn’t even complain to God,
Though I think that He found it out.

With the point of a cambric needle
1 druv the wolf from the door ;
For I knew that we needn’t starve to death
Or be lazy because we were poor.
An’ Obadiah he wondered
An’ kept me patchin’ his knees,
An’ thought it strange how the meal held
out,
An’ stranger we didn't freezc.

But I said to myself in whispers,
“ (God knows where his gift descends,
An’ 'tisn’t always that faith gits down
As far as the finger ends.”
An’ I wouldn’t have no one reckon
My Obadiah a shirk,
For some, you kuow, have the gift to pray,
And others the gift to work.
—Josephine Pollard, in Harper'.

Select Literature.

The Power of Jealousy.
It was Sunday, and I was walking home
from church with Rose Arthur, and we
were engaged. I had known her only a
few months, but I think if she had said no
instead of yes I should have died of it.
We had done our duty ; we had been to
church, and now I had coaxed her to go
with me into the woods, and we sat down
on & hellow log beside a great patch of vio-
lets that were in bloom there, and I told
her how I loved her, over and over again,
and how I could not understand what there
was in a big, rough fellew like me that a
pretty creature like her could care for, but
that I would do my very best to make her
happy all her life ; and she promised to
marry e in autumn.,

You see I wasn’t a pretty man. I was,
to make the statement short and true, as
ugly as beetling black brows and great fists
like sledge hammers and a thick nose and a
square jaw could make a fellow, and girl®
did not generally care for me.

And yet I was always kind toa woman,
young or old y couldn’t bear to see one im-
posed upon, and would have done anything
I could for the ugliest of them. My polite-
ness wasn't all for those I admired, but
women don’t care much for anything but
looks in a man.- They don’t care for any
one who isn't like a Christmas doll or a
wax figure in a barber’s window. That's
what I used to say to myself, and now this
sweetest, best, lovliest of all of them loved
ine. Why, I felt as if I must be crazy to
believe it. 'I asked her over and over
again, and I was too happy—too happy.
Yes, far too happy.

We were not a fine lady and gentleman.
Imade fireworks, and was considered good
at my trade and reliable, and was a fore-
man in one of the departments. I felt that
I could take care of a wife when I had one,
and Rose had come to work at the pretty
fancy work they put into the girls’ hands
some time before.

But she was a lady, if looks and heart
and manners are to be counted. And she
had a good plain education. So had I, and
I don’t believe that any of your stylish folk
were ever happier or more hopeful ; and
after the Sunday in the woods we set to
work with a will, looking forward to onr
little home more than most folks, perhaps,
for she was an orphan and so was I, and we
had neither kith nor kin on earth. And so
the time sped by and Fourth of July eame
close at hand and we were very busy at the
factory, and a nephew of Mr. Varden (it
was Varden’s factory we were working at)
came down to help. He was very hand-
some and the girls all admired him, and
even Annie said to me half a dozen times :

“Oh ! isn't he lovely, John ?”

And somehow I hated to hear her say it.
She wouldn’t if she had known what a jeal-
ous fellow I was.

To add to her savings Annie was doing—
80 she said —some fine embroidery for Miss
Lawrence, a very rich young lady in the
village, and had to go over and see her
about it of evenings. In ordinary times 1
could have gone with her but we were too
busy just this time. However, one day I
had an errand to do that took me out about
the time she started, and, wrong or right,
I meant to take a little more tiine and go
so far with her, and I waited behind a
church wall to see her come up, meaning to
have a little fun over it.

It was poor fun for me as it turned out,
for I heard steps and voices in & moment,
and peeping out saw Rose, indeed, but with
Richard Varden at her side. They seemed
to be talking very sociably, and they passed
me inagreat hurry. I was blind with rage
for a moment. Then I said to myself, after
all he may only have happened to be walk-
ing the same way, and, perhaps, she’ll tell
me about it, and [ went back to my work ;
but when I saw Rose, though I mentioned
Richard Varden, she did not say anything
of the walk.

: And so it came into my mind, being of a
i wicked, brooding nature, to watch my Rose-
. bud, as I had called her ; and as listeners
{never hear any good of themselves, so spies

Rose carried to the factory and slip some-

what it was —a letter. She laughed softly
to herself, wrapped it up again and slipped

the Lawrences and how they quarrelled,
years before, with the Vardens about a lit-
tle slip of dump land by the river, and how
bitter Grandfather Lawrence was over fit,
and how foolish the younger people thought
it.

One day I said :

“ You are well informed on these family
afBairs of the Vardens, it seems to me.”
And she answered :

“Ob, yes, Miss Lawrence tells me a
great deal.”

¢ Perhaps it s Richard Varden,"” I sald.
She only laughed, as if that were a great
joke. And so the Fourth of July came,
and we had a holiday. That day I waken-
edin a good mood. I said to myself:
“ Rose can't be deceiving me. She's not
that sort. I'll throw all my suspicions to
the winds. He may be in love with her,
but she will never encourage him. She
loves me, and if I ask her up and down
she’ll tell me all about it.” And so I went
to her early, and asked her to go with me
on a pleasant trip I knew we could take,
and spend day aund evening together.

“ We needn’t go home until 9,” I said,
““and we'll be very happy.”

I put my arm about her waist, and she
laid her cheek against my shoulder.

“I'm so sorry, John,” she said, *“But I
can’t go.”

“ Can’t go ?”’ I cried.

“ No,” said she ; “I am engaged for all
day—yes, all the evening, too.”

““What! You don't mean that ? sald I.
“* Yes,” she said, ‘““and it's an engage-
meut I cannot break.”

* What are you going to do? Whom are
you going with ! I asked.

“Can't tell you,” she eaid, laughing.
¢ After to-morrow you'll know.”

“‘ After to-morrow?”’ Irepeated. “What
if I say you must tell me now."”

T should say I wouldn’t,” ehe answered.
“ Very well,” said I; *‘I'll go alone.”

I turned from her without a kiss for the
first time since our engagement, and I went
away and hid myself where I could watch
her. Soon I saw a curious thing. Some
one carried a trunk to the door of the house
she boarded at, and I saw her speak to the
man about it. Then I watched her win-
dow from an- upper room of the factory.
She was packing the trunk. Then again I
saw Mr. Richard call a boy to him and
give kim a note, am{ saw him give it into
Annie’s hand. After that she let the cur-
tain down and I could see no more.

Mr. Richard kept about the place all
day, and the July evening was long and
bright. I watched him constantly. He
was arranging papers, seemingly fixing
matters as though he were going away. He
thought nothing of seeing me about, at
least he said nothing. At last he sat down
to his desk and wrote a letter, which he
set upon a rack, and then, his work being
over, he seemed to get ready to go away.

When he was gone I went to the desk.
The letter was addressed to old Mr. Law-
rence. The edgesof the envelope were not
dry. I acted like & madman, 1 know,
when I opened it ; but I did it, and this
was what I read :

My Dear Uxcre: I hope you will not
think me ungrateful when you hear I have
gone away tomarry some one of whom you
are sure to disapprove. We love each
other—that is my only excuse. RICHARD.
I sealed the letter again and staggered
down into the open air. It was quite dark
now, and the place was very empty. Most
of the people were away on visits or excur-
sions. There was only one thought in my
mind. That was to kill myself. I had a
pistol, and I found it and loaded it. My
intention was to go to that spot in the
woods where I had asked Rose to be my
wife and there kill myself ; but as I passed
out again I looked up. Mr. Richard had
returned to the office. Therc was a light
there, a swingiug lantern, directly over his
head. He had apparently come back to
make some alterations in his letter. He
opened it, added some lines, and sealed it
again. And now he was ready to finish
robbing me of the joy of my life, of she only
thing that seemed valuable to me on earth.

Satan took full possession of me. I felt
him enter into my soul. I lifted the pis-
tol and took aim at the handsome head on
which the lamplight fell so brightly. Not
good aim, though. The bullet missed its
mark and struck the swinging lamp. I
saw & great blaze spring up in an instant ;
the firework factory was on fire. The next
instant there was a horrible report. 1 was
hurled a long distance away, and came to
myself bruised and giddy, but able to rise.
All the place was full of people now. I
heard my name, and turned and saw Rose
at my side.

*“Oh ! thank God, darling!” she said;
“thank God! Oh! touch me, that I may
know you are alive! Oh, my love, my
love !”

She threw her arms about me.
her close. .

“But he is there,” she sobbed. * Mr.
Richard—obh ! he is there! and what will
poor Miss Lawrence do? They were to be
married to-night. They were to elope to-
gether. I was to hLe her bridesmaid; I
have been making her dress, for she did not
dare to tell anyone else. Oh, poor, poor
Miss Lawrence ! He must be dead !”

The truth rushed on me ; I saw all my
blind folly, remembered the feud between
the two families, and knew that Rose had
been helping Miss Lawrence to correspond
with her lover ; and I had murdered a man
who had done me no wrong. God knew
who else was about the place, with how
much crime my soul was assorted. Then a
great hope thrilled me.

* Perhaps he isn't dead,” I said. “I'm
going in after him. I'll bring him out alive
or die with him. Good-bye, dearest. If I
never see you again, remember I loved you.
I'm a wicked wretch, but I loved you.”

I put her from me while she screamed for
me to stay, and then I dashed into the
burning place.

4 Afterward they said it was a miracle.
Perhaps it was. The angels may have felt

I held

it under the silk handkerchief she wore!
about her neck. After that I had no momi been singed and scorched about LI.IG shoul- ' is like an old friend, and we cannot- bear
happiness, no more peace. I was always ders. As for me, I knew nothing for a'y) thought of cutting onedown. And yet
trying to lead Rose on to betray herself, | week, and I had some ugly scars about me o\ or g good of the houschold.
but she never seemed to dream 1 suspected | .
anything. She told me a good deal about

that it was well that [ should live to repent
1 found my victim

my sins a little longer.

very strong, very big, and he was slight
and slender.
They brought him to first.

that did not improve my looks; but Rose
séemed (o love me more for them, and Mr.
Richard hat hi- frir girl’s beauty gnite un-
altervd.

They cailed 1ae o hero, but it was only
while 1 aas too weak to speak that I per-
mitted 1. Que dey I made confession.
I called Liose ia iny bedside, and I called
him. I teld *iein all, and they forgave me ;
yus, they both forgave me. I think they
were angels, v

No one had been hurt but me, and there
was only some loss of mouey. :

“Jealousy Is insanity,” Mr. Richard
said, ““and 1 owe my life to you. Had I
been the scoundrel you thought me, 1
should have deserved death.”

As for Rose, she cried as if her heart
would break, pitying me. And I think
Satan left me forever then, and I have had
neither hate nor jealousy in my heart since
that day, and often I turn to that page of
the Bible on which these words are written :

“ Jealousy is cruel as the grave, and the
coals thereof are as coals of fire, which burn
with a most vehement flame ;"

and think how true it is, and how nearly
jealousy ruined all our lives, and how close
my soul has been to perdition.—Mary Kyle
Dallas in N. Y. Ledger.

Jenny Lind’s Grave.
BARNUM CORRECTS A FALSE REPORT AND
TALKS OF THE GREAT SONGSTRESS.

Phineas T. Barnum was looking over the
Auditorium building Saturday afternoon
when the writer encountered him with the
story written in England to the effect that
Jenny's Lind's grave is unmarked and
neglected, that her last days were shadowed
by the indifference of her husbaud, and that
she died broken hearted.

“Not a word of truth in it. It's false.
Ceontradict it at once. If you don't I shall
shall over my own name. It is unjust te
the dead—-it is not fair to the living. Bless
my soul! how do such things get into
print ?”

The smile ¢o familiar to the world van-
ished from the great old showman’s face as
he spoke.

1 was over in the old country recently,
as you know,” he continued, with a quiver
on his lips. “I went to Jenny Lind’s
home, and saw and talked with her hus-
band, Mr. Goldschmidt, and her daughter
and her granddaughter, and they with me.
As for the grave of the dear dead woman,
it is marked by a monument in the shape of
across. It is touching in its simplicity ;
but it is like her in that respect. It is
costly and mnique. The grave is strewn
with fresh flowers every day, and most of
these are sent down by the Goldschmidt
family.

“ There are a number of fine portraits of
the nightingale on the walls of Mr. Gold-
schmidt’s home and several fine
busts. Her memory is a perpetual theme
in that house. Mr. Goldschmidt is a thor-
ough gentleman, and talked with me about
his dead wife in the tenderest way. I am
sure he was sincere. And her daughter’s
voice was full of feeling when she spoke of
f poor mamma.’

“How could any one say that Jenny
Lind’s grave is neglected? and how could
any one say that she died broken hearted ?
Her whole lifc was a song. Her last days
were spent in ginging for indigent clergy-
men. She was the most charitable woman
that ever lived. I could make her cry in
two minutes by telling her a story of pov-
erty, and she always backed her tears with
a purseful of money. It is a mistake to
say the fame of Jenny Lind rests solely
upon her ability to sing. She was a woman
who would have been known and loved if
she had had the voice of a crow. She was
guileless, great hearted, and her beart beat
for the poor. She would have been known
and loved if she had never sung a note.
all the people with whom I have bhad rela-
tions as showman I became most attached
to her. It wasin 1850 that she came to
me. I bad uever seen her until I met her
on the vessel that brought her over. Dear
Jenny Lind’s name will live forever, and
that she was not loved to her last breath,
and that her memory fs not tenderly kept,
and that her grave is not covered daily with
flowers is not true. Not true, sir. I hope
the contradiction will be emphatic.”—
Chicago Tribune.

marble

His Day Off.

“ Where were you yesterday

“QOh, I took a day off.”,

“Just what does that mean, if you
please "

“Well, it means that whenever I am
feeling all criss-cross and everything goes
‘ contrary-like,’ when I get irritable over
trifles and my digestioa isn’t first-class, I
know pretty well that unless I stop then
and there something serious will be to pay
later, so I deliberately turn my back on
everybody and everything, leave all my

doing nothing for one whole day. You
have no idea the lift it gives a man, ‘when
it seems as if he couldn’t stand the strain

burden again.

gates of Gaza easily.

or drives him insane.

4

lessen that conti

nervous

year out.”
e s i

What is a Day’s Labor ?
secrete three and a half pounds of bile.

ensues ; if profuse, biliousness and
arise. Burdock Blood Bitters is
perfect liver

preventing mﬁ curing all liver troubles.

He had only |

of

cares behind me, and make a business of,

any longer, to let go his hold just as if he
never intended or needed to take up the
The day after, to his sur-
prise, he feels as if he could shoulder the
It's the incessant
grind, the day and night anxiety, the re-
sponsibility never dropped that kills & man
If he would let go
now and then, take off the high pressure,
i he
would be all right and find his work a
pleasure. Hard work is healthy, either of
muscles or brain ; the conflict is what we
all need but nobody can endure an un-
broken monotony and strain year in and

One day’s work for a healthy liver is to
If
the bile secretion be deficient, constipation
undice

most
rknown in medicine for

Too Near the House.

““ We set the trees too near the house.
| When they were small it seemed incredible
[ that they could ever shut us in and darken
our rooms as they do. Yet now each tree

Besides, it is not pleasant to have sun-down
come, in effect, to us half an hour before it
does to our neighbors. That beautiful
willow must be the first to go. It strikes
its roots down, under, or around the whole
house, and hunts out the well back of the
kitchen. This spring I took out a barrel-
ful of white sprouts it had sent into it to
get a drink. It will spoil the well if 1
leave 1t.”

This is a mistake very often made by
house builders, and the mischief is per-
ceived too late to remedy and save a fine-
growing tree. No house is healthy so shut
out from air and sunshine, however beauti-
ful it may look in tne hot days of summer.
The roots of growing trees, too, are very
injurious to foundation walls. Some one
has said that if New York was depopulated
for ten years it would become a thicket in
the midst of ruins, because of the encroach-
ments of the ailanthus and silver poplar
trees. They would increase so fast if left
to themselves that they would undermine
walls and upturn flag-stones and make
themselves at home in all the lower stories
of the streets where they now soabound.

Most people, in travelling over rocky re-
gions, have met with instances where a
growing tree, which had obtained a foot-
hold in some crevice of a rock, has plainly
kept on with its sapping and mining until
it has cleft off a large fragment of many
tons, simply by the force of the growing
roots. So do not plant your young trees
too near your ocellar walls, though the shade
might seem so pleasant for the windows
above. Be sure it will gend out an en-
croaching finger ar toe, which in time' may
crumble your well-laid stone and mortar.
But by all means plant the trees, and tend
them wisely and well, and if you own your
home your children and children’s children
may rejoice in the shadow of them.

AL

An Antidote for Fat.

Peter the Great was once travelling in-
cognito in a part of Finland, just conquered,
where he was executing some naval works.
He met an overfat man, who told him he
was going to St. Petersburg. “What for?»
said the Czar. “To consult a doctor about
my fat, which has become very oppressive.”
““Do you know any doctor there?” “No.”
““Then I will give you a word to my friend,
Prince Menschikoff, and he will introduce
you to one of the Emperor’s physicians.”
The traveller went to the Prince’s house
with the note; the answer was not delayed ;
the next day, tied hands and feet, the poor
man was dragged off in a cart to the mines.
Two years after, Peter the Great was visit-
ing the mines; he had forgotten the adven-
tures of the overfat man, when suddenly a
miner threw down his pick, rushed up to
him and fell at his feet crying: ‘Grace,
grace ! what is it I have dome?” Peter
looked at him astonished, until he remem-
bered the story, and said: ‘‘Oh, so that
is you ; I hope you are pleased with me.
Stand up. How thin and slight you have
become ! You are quite delivered from
your everfat ; it is a first-class cure. Go,
and remember that work is the best anti-
dote against your complaint.”
i

A Bible with a History.

Washington was a Mason, the master of
a lodge, and in that capacity laid the cor-
ner stone of the National Capitol at Wash-
ington with Masonic ceremony. The Bible
upon which he took the oath of office as
first president of the United States was
used at the corner stone laying of the
memorial arch in that city. There is an
interesting history concerning the preser-
vation of this book. When the gathering
took place at which Washington was to be
sworn it was discovered that no Bible had
been provided. One of the marshals of the
day was Jacob Morton, a gallant officer of
the revolation. He was a Mason and
master of St. John Lodge, whose place of
meeting was near by.

Every Masonic lodge is required by its
charter to have a Bible within its walls,
and Marshal Morton ran around the corner,

lodge room and brought the book to Chan-
cellor Robert R. Livingston, who was grand
master of Masons of New York at that time,
and who administered the oath to Wash-
ington. St. John lodge isstill in existence,
and has preserved the Bible as its greatest
treasure. It lies open always in the lodge
at the page whereon Washington rested his
hand as he solemnly swore to protect the
liberties of the COHHt!‘%‘-“\V. Y. Praie -

—The custom of advertising towns, or to
use an expressive term, ‘‘booming” them,
is on the increase. The plan is certainly a
good one, for if there is any virtue in ad-
vertising at all, as applied to individual
business, there must be when greater sums
are expended in the line of public develop-
ment. The West and South have demon-
strated beyond a doubt that it does pay.
In no instance has it been reported that a
town has Wwasted money whero it systemat-
ically set about attracting new industries
and people.

One of the latest converts to the doctrine
is Salt Lake City, which, with the fall of
Mormonism, is making rapid strides to the
front in the march of industrial progress
and socinl development. That city has
just raised $40,000 for advertising purposes,
all of which will be expended in Eastern
papers, a New York issue receiving $2,000
for a single page write-up. A Colorado
town of the size of Ware has done even
better than this, its business men having
raised $50,000 and hired an expert agent
to expend it. These are only two out of a
score or more recent illustrations of town
energy and business sagacity combined for
the furtherance of home interest.—Baugor
Journal.

~-From the Atlantie to the Pacific King’s
Dyspepsia Cuare is b ing known.
cently orders have been received from
British Columbia. It sells on merits and
is a positive cure for indig~ ‘i and Dys-
pepsia in all their forms.” S ud three cent

or package— King’s Dyspep-
sia Cure Co., New Glasgow, N.

“We made one mistake in setting out
in what seemed s red hot furnace, lying| .. ground,” said & friend who owned a
senseless on his face, I covered that face|, . ... house, with wide piazzes on three
thing into it folded in paper; and after-' with my own soft hat, and I dashed out| ... c: 214 an extensive lawn all about
ward, when Rose opened the basket, I saw again. I don’t know how Ididit. I was it.

found the janitor, secured the key to the

How to Get Rich.

SAGE ADVICH FROM RUSSEL SAGE,

Russel Sage carved out his own great
fortune of $50,000,000. He is s notable
example of a self-made man- He is believ-
ed to have had more ready money than
uny single individoal in the world. There
are larger fortunes than Mr. Sage’s, but
they are invested in securities, property
and business. Mr. Sage has large invest-
ments but so carefully selected that no
general financial disaster would make a dif-
ference of 10 per cent in them. The rea-
son that he keeps so much money on hand
is to accommodate men and corporations
that require loans. i

How to make money is a problem that
every man tries to solve. When Mr. Sage
was asked for his solution by the New
York Herald, he replied : ““I believe that
any man of good intelligence can aecumu.
late a fortuue, at least a moderate one, by
adopting three principle—industry, econ-
omy and patience. I place no reliance on
lack. A mind capable of directing one in
the right course makes success almost cer-
tain. A young man should start omt in
life trusting in God and resolved to attain
a position of self-dependence. He must o
conduct himself as to command the respect
and confidence of all with whom he comes
in contact. The way in which he is re-
garded by others will have a powerful “in-
fluence on his future. To disregard the
opinions of others would be to invite failure.
Without economy no man can succeed,
even if he should be placed in circumstan-
stances where there are large gains. His
gains would not be lasting, for he would
not be prepared to withstand reverses
which are likely to come to any onme. A
man must be ready for set backs. I seé
striking illustrations in Wall street of the
lack of foresight im men. Great displays
are made and when the course of specula-
tion changes to an adverse direction the
money that is needed to tide the specula-
tors over the trouble has been dissipated.
It is the careful, prudent way that makes
a man master of the situation—the con-
troller instead of the follower. This is true
not only in business, but also in politics,
religion, and every occupation in life.”

Kixp Worps ror INVALIDS.—Large-
hearted people are frequently telling us
how to care for our invalids ; and when one
has read all of the little attentions and
tendernesses in the way of constant care
and smiles and cheery words ; in the giv-
ing of light and air and sunshine, of - flow-
ers, of fruits, of delicacies, and all the
thousand and one little things that they
picture as being absolutely necessary if in-
valids are to live and breathe at all, one
cannot but call to mind the many thou-
sands of people who lie from year's end to
year's end on beds of suffering with only
the bare necessities of life ; to whom suffer-
ing is bread, despair is drink, and patience
is dessert ; to whom a kind word and a
cheery smile is like a God-given holiday to
louely child, and to whom a flower is a
glimpse of heaven. 0, God pity and cheer
all invalids who must lie within four walls,
and who may never be out in the fields and
woods ! But let those who suffer on beds
of down, with many comforts and many
riends, remember those who lie with bura-
ing heads and uncheered hearts in dark
rooms that know neither sunshine nor
smiles.

Doks HeE MeaN It ?—In his new book,
* Couversations in a Studio,” Mr. Story
touches upon a question that has,often
suggested itself even to the woman. It
is this: Why has it never occurred to
any woman to test the legal binding
force of the clause in the marriage com-
pact, “with sll my worldly goods I
thee endow?’' Now, if that stands
for anything at all, it stands for a clear
quit-claim from the bridegroom to the
bride—a deed given orally to be sure—but
given unmistakably and definitely and in
the presence of witnesses. And if the mar-
riage contract is binding in one particular,
it is binding in all. If it holds the man to
any of the obligations it enumerates, it
holds him also to this. Why does not
some one of that class of wives whose hus-
bands are niggardly or careless in supply-
ing them with money make a test case by
bringing suit against her husband for an
unlawful use of the worldly goods which
became hers in the marriage contract !

A HouxTer’s SToRY.—Next to fishermen,
hunters like to tell a good story. A party
of fox hunters at Walnut Grove, Ga., ree
late that they spied a fox running at break-
neck speed. The dogs gave it about two
hours’ chase, when the fox returned. to a
large log lying in the woods, and was seen
to go right on, making the ‘‘chase” three
different times. One of the party decided
to station himself at the log in ordet te
determine what the peculiar actions of
the fox meant. Shortly after he bad
taken his stand he saw the fox coming.
The fox leaped into the large end of
the log. Just as he jumped into the
log another fox was seen to come out
at the other end. On examination the
log was found to be entirely full of foxes,
sixteen in number. And when one would
jump in at one end he would punch ous
another, and thus force him to make the
race.

R

ReMovING A CINDER FROM THE EvE.—
The proper way to get a cinder out of the
eye, is to draw the upper lid down over the
lower, utilizing the lashes of the lower as &
broom, that it may sweep the surface of
the former and thus get rid of the intruder.
Or, gently drawing the lid away from the
globe, pass a clean camel’s-hair brush—or
a fold of a soft silk handkerchief—two or
three times between them. This proceed-
ure will, in nearly all cases, suffice ; when
it does not, the services of a physician are
necessary. It is a romarkable fact that
a very minute body will give rise to in-
tense ﬁaiu, and even after it has been ex-
tracted, the sensation remains for an hous
or more. After the intruder is out, gently
bathe the lids every fifteen minutes in iced.
water till the feeling subsides.—Ladied
Home Journal.

The People’s Mistake.

People make a sad mistake often with
serious results when they neglect a consti-
pated condition of the bowels, Knowin,
that Burdock Blood Bitters is an effectu
cure at any stage of constipation, does nes

warrant us in neglecting to use it at the
right time. Use it now. i




