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a child, a boy, a youth, he grew, and frec from care..he h:ul 51‘.1 the bgau‘y
of his eatly yesrs, Thus another year rollod away in childlike happiness.

Again it is carly spriogtime, again the scenes upon the river are panor-
amic and beautiful.  With soms light work in hand, Magdalene sits in a
low rocker beside the Captain as he smokes aod dreams. Ife is uneasy and
restless now, 1le rises, paces to aod fro, and then seats himself aad takes
the strong womanly band. He cighs,

“\What isit Cap*ain? Why this heavy sigh 1" she asks.

He tries to form a scotence ; then he casts away his cigar and says, bro-
kenly : .

‘?‘\Vhy this day more thin another '

* What do you mean, Captain " she says with a pale face.

“ What is the malter to-day 3 Why do I feel so strangely > and he
lcoks eagerly into her face.

She neatly swoons with surprise.  Then in a trembling voice sbe says .

It is the auniversary of the day of your last wouod.”

1c rests his head in his hands and tesrs flow down through his fingers.
Mazdalene gaz:s at him and frecz:s into stone.  Then that which she has
feated has come upon h:r. Memory is struggling with the thick curtaios of
d'ssase, and, striving to rend them in orderto get a glimpse of the past,
Napoleon looks, and wiispers: ¢ How loog 1"

She whispers in answer, while her heart beats tumaltususly :

% Saven years to a day I

Then bis head sicks 1ower and tears fl)w in & copious stream. Is it
true that in seven years the entire personof man is cntirely made anew?
That every bone aund sinew, every cord and muscle, every drop of blood,
every particle of the sensitive braio and nerve is created anew in seven
years? That is a question that no moralist, no phy.islogist, ro theologian
can ever reconcile wih the existence of a soul and memory in mn
Where, then, arc stored the picturec of our mother's fice as we looked up to
it in our babyhood ? Where are kept the memories of a nusical voice that has
been silent in the grave a score of ycars 1 Where were the pictures of the vil-
lage green and shoutirg school-mates which now rise in the memory of the
cctogonarian as he dreams in his chair, resting his wrinkled face upon his
staffl. Avaunt, ye howliog, supeificial materialists! Ten times the brain
has cast its slough to mingle with the dust. Tea timss the heart hasrebuilt
its stout walls, and yet the old man io bis death b bbles as he feels with
trembling hande the pattera oo the bed.covering, and be babbles, too, of a
mother he knew only in infaocy. What then? D.seaso is the fog only that
shuta out the landecape for a time — disease is the cloud that shais out the
sun. Back of fog and cloud are the clear sky aund the sun, and b:hind the
raving of delirium aod the bibble of idiocy is the immortal soul—a prisener
in a tenament of clay, a watcher for the liftiog of the curtain, a watter for
the comiog of the turnkey health or the freedom of eternity. Sid comforters
are ye all who weigh, dissect, and analyze man, ang thea tell him he is an
carthly vessel, vericst clay ! Napoleon S.iih looks up sgain, and agaio
he asks:

“How long?" .

She clutches her breast as if to choke the struggiiag heirt within, and
whiepers in a choking voice:

“ Seven years.”

Tte curtain i3 lifted now. What will he sce behind it? He broods
with downcast eyes, while great soba heave his breast.  YWhat does he see
behingd the curtain?  Does he see a sweeot, girlish face with a wealth of
shiping bair! Yes. Whatelse? le sces an avgel of pity standing a tire-
less scoti- ~1 beside a tomb where a noble manhood is buried. He sces
long nighte, with dim, low-buroing lamps, waitiog for the diy. e sces
and feels now a soft hand 1aid on a throbbiog head and a soul lockiog out
of loviog eyes to watch the belpless sleep of an infant. le sces more than
this ; he sces a weak and trembliog form led through 2 mist of fzancics, led
over rough ground by a strouy hand, aad at last standiog in the sunlight of
life. He speaks:

“ How long did you sayi”

It is comiog now. Thne curae, the rejection, the bitter upbraiding, and
the search for the doll-fsced girl , bat sho will tura to God and prayer. The
voice is low and resigned now as she answers:

* Seven yearr,”

He gets up s'owly.  He looks upon her, then he drops upon his koees
acnd croeps to her.  llc takes that strong night hand aod kisscs it and sobs.

“Iam asoldicr. I will relieve the guard. You may come cff duty
and res’. Now, my love, this hind of mioe shail lead you over the
rough places of lifo. My eyes shall watch while yours close in sleep. O3,
my loic, my angel ! I have beea dreaming fur scven long ycars, butin my
dreams an angel-face bzat above me and so angel kissed my brow. I
have had a troubled slecp, but in my feverish elecp & cool hand pressed my
head back upon my pillow. I kissthat hand. I have bzen buiied in a
tomb, but an angel suog at its door and rolled away the stone of_dcath.
Will my life bs locg enduzh to prove to you that this is the real life and
the real love?!  Whea you doubt lay your head upon this bosom and sce if
cvery hiest throb is not yours and yours alone.  J ¢ff:r you a love as deep
and {rue as your own, Do you bezlieve we, my darliog, my angel 2"

“I¢ is too much. God is very, very good to me. Wil you koeel and
pray with me, my Captaio, my brave, once maze 1' she said; and they koelt
down tegether. . .

We leave them there where asylums for the weak and crring rear their
walls to fold in to a pew life the waste of socicty, you may sce their work
where the orce elave cons his book with laborious utterance, or the weary

Y CLEAR HAVANA CIGARS?

sailur finds a eslm harbor in age—io cvery good work the vast fortunc of
this loving couple is expended,

Taney showed me a letter from France a short time ago.
this:

It read like

Brixviiuies, France,
Dean Car1aix axp Mapan Syiru:

Oar boy, Napuleon Smith B.ckford, is growing to look so much like his
namesake that we write to ask when he shall come on that tour to the
Ubited States. You will be astonished at his wonderful similarity. He
has the chestnut curls and the acquilins nove, and, [ believe he will have
the carriage and phys'que of the Ciptain. You will love him!  Will your
yacht stop at Marseilles, or shill weexpsct you at Pari?  We shall make
the tour of the Uaited Siites naxt year, and if it will b: pleasaot to you
we would like our boy to remain uuntil then. Travel “will do him good.
Colunel Boh has been promoted, he is in good heslth, sod seods the en-
c'osed flower from his button hole. Cable us about the yacht. Aimsc is
so large and fat you would not know ber. Loveto alll

CuarL:s Bickrorp, General.

When they laid down the leitar Mazdslens said ¢

“If her boy looks any more 1.k:you, my Ciptain, than does Wash-
burne, our eldest, I shall bs astonished. Aimee, our baby, looks enough
like you to have been a boy. Well, aod Aimee is large and fat! Ah, my
Capusin, ars you not sometimes sorsy  you lost the beautiful gisl 7'

“ Never say it again, Migdalene. I weep when I think that a doubt
cin ett:r your mingd."”

And he 5e'z:d ker, drawing herto his koee and ki siog ber.

“ What a scene this is for a married couple of midd e age to b pr:sent-
iog 1" said the blushieg wife. I thiok so mystlf, so I leave them. You
asked me who was my frieod three hours ago, 1L: stoad at my deek, a tall,
hzodsoms min, with a sid:wise draop to his head, and a badge on his breast,
That was Napoleon Swuith. Tnit was my {riend’s story.
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** After suffering forabout twentyfiseyears i
from serofulous sores on the Jegs and arme, |
terving sarous medical coures without benefit,
I beggan to use Ayers darapanily, and a
wonderful cure was the rexults. Five bottles
sufficed to restore me to hoalth.” —=Banifada
Lopez, 3o; L Conmutenne st., Sun Antosw,
Texas

Catarrh

My daughter wacaffln iod € w ncaris avear
with Gitarch,  The physcians beings unable te
help hu. my paster rouemmended Asers
Kamapariila,” 1 folloned his advice. “Ihirec
nenthe of pegulir treatment with Ayer's
Narapinie and s’ Pl completely
restoral my daughter'shealth.” -Me Lovuz
Riclle, Little Canada, Ware, Mass.

| SULARS—Lnaf, Granulated, Porto Rico, Deme
rara and Refined.
FERRIS & LAWRY'S Hams and Bacon.
. I'u:e French Oils Sardines, Troufles,
etat I'ois, Champignons, Macedoines, Ac,
1.2 coby’s aad Crosse & Blackwel's Fickles.
.. Sauces--all kinds,
Keiller's Marmalade, Jams and Jellics,
Patted Meats—all kinds,

Huckin’s & Cowdrey’s Soups—rv choice.

Peek Freaas and Christie's lli?cuiu:;zd C:Il:c:s.
Liebig’s, Armour’s and Jchaston's Extracts Beef

Ana a full stock of all'kinds Choice Groceries.

Rheumatism
. Far several years, T was troubled with § __ . .
I, eing e o at ‘ Wines, Liquors, Ales and Portef,

two dcars, whenever 1 felt the effects of the ~ -
disease, Ihegan to take Aver's Saraparilla, TELEPHONE 243,
and have not had a xpell for a long timo"— — - _

L. T. Hambrough, EW Rug, Va. |
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For all blood discascs, the
best remcedy is

AYER'S
Sarsaparilla

Prepared by De. J. C. Aver & Co, Lowell, Maze
Sold by all Druggists, Frice $1 3 six bottles, §5.

Ourcs others, wil! cure you

ROBT. STANFORD,

TAILOR
156 HOLLIS STREET.
SPRING @0:DS NOW READY:

The excruciating pato of

TOOTHACHE s5gered.

By applying a few drops of

*“Ta Cadean”:nud " LaFlora® Inalst upon haviog thezo branda.

SCOTT’S CURE = RHEUMATISM.

Une ot two appicativns of SCUTT'S CURE
will entire'y cure those severe attacks of
Neuralgia that give such intesse pain.

Teatimonials have been received from far
nnd near to the cffect that Scott’s Curo for
Rheumatism isthe GREATEST DISCOV.
ERY ever yet known for Rheumatism,
Neuralgia, Cramps in tbo Limbs, Strains,
Spraina, Bruiser, Lamo Back, Sore Throat
and an Instant Gure for Tonthache.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.
Whsolesale. BROWN & WEHNR, SIMSON
BROS., FURSYTH,SUTCLIFFE & CO,

ARtixcron Hzicirs, Mass.,
Dear Sir, =1 have had Rheumatism in my arms
and hands for two years, have bren employed as a
book-keczer In Bastan far cight years. Attlimes !
could hardly usc my hande-to perform my duties,
1 purcnased a baitle ez SCOT1'3 Quae z.n Kaugte
suarsH, which catirgly Cyted me, 3
Yours with sucteds, LEXNNDER PRICE.
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A full line of Axivcut Pebble Spectacles, Rye-

glasscs, &t., n wend, Siver,

ickel, Alloy,
Adcmantine Steel and Valaanste.

Frames aclling
-toreat’y teduced prices, and fitted by aid of the
* Tester' to 3wt all sights, at

The Londen Drug Stere,
147 IOLILIS S8T.

J. GODFREY SMITH, Dispensing Chemist &
Druggist, Optician, Proprictor.
NISBET'S MILK OF CUCUMBER,
NISBETS ICELINE,

HISBET'S CASHMERINE, &¢:
Always I Stock.

Preseriptions Attended to at all Hoursy
TELEPHONE 189,



