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Reliahle Foolwear

}—AND——

AT PRICES THAT
CANNOT BE DU-
[PLICATED.

.

©Our Stock of Boots and Shoes is Complete,
and the Quality is Unsurpassed. No
#lB8old Bankrupt Stock. . . .

BEGINININ

FRIDAY, FEB. 28TH,

WE WILL SELL GOODS AT

Rifialoualy Low Priveg

to MAKE ROOM for our Spring

Goods. A woman’s Felt Shoe tor
1.00, Usual Price, $1.503 Men’s Felt
3 ts at $1.50, Usual Price, $2,00;
» Women’s Every Day Shoes for $1.00,
Usual Price, $1,35.

CALL AND CET
OUREPRICES ! ! !

s and you will be sure of saving $ $§
by buying Y our'!Féotwear at OUR

- SPECIAL SALE -

We also have the most complete
stock of Al GROCERIES in town and
Prioes the Lowest.
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Bring along your trade.

| .0, ANNETT

THE GROCER.

THE  ENGAGEMENT
RING.

—e

BY MISS DORR.

R OROMBEGA, as everybody
Fe £ knows, is an aspiring village,
: with quite the airs of a city,
indeed, in the beautiful valley of the
& Kennebec, Tulip Cdttage, as every-
body may net know, was, a few years
ago,a very bird-cage of a cottage,
standing just without the village. The
little dwelling was painted drab, with
blinds and trimmings of a darker drab.
There was a trim little yard in front,
with flower beds that might have been
desigued to demonstrate.a geometricel
theorem, they were so quaintly exact
in shape; and all as neatly kept as
possible. Here crocuses heralded the
spring; and such tulips blossomed as
would have done the heart of a Myn-
heer good to see; and great golden-
oyed pansies blinked gravely at the
sun; and giants of the battle did battle
bravely for supremacy among the roses;
and gentleeyed daisies modestly
preached humility, as they have done,
for ought I know, ever since Eve sin-
ned by grasping arrogantly at forbidden
knowledge; and pompous dahlias, all
in gold and velvet, lifted themselves
:.ll‘:iw above their lowlier neighbors in
eir pride of stateliness; and many
another treasure, dear to the heart of
the florist, lived, and in its season
blossomed, in these quaintly-cat, many
tng!ed flowerbeds.
he cottage was only large enough
toafford a front entry, parlor, and
kitchen, with the necessary closets
below’ and three rooms above, cosey
Hittle rooms they were, too; with not
much to boast of in the way of height,
perbaps, and somewhat one sided in
appearance, on account of hav a
wall that maintained a bold pori;?ndi-
cular at starting, and half way to the
woeiling; but yielding to the force of
circumstances inclined abruptly, and
thenceforth followed the slope of the
zoof. I wonder how many a human
life might be represented by such a
wall! The whole interior of this ‘Lilli-
putian cottage was a six:leaved tract
mpon the grace of neatness, and pretty
Amy Home, its mistress, s marvellous
y fine'illustration for its front page.
i was a rose-lipped, fresh-taced girl
| with eyes that laughed, and brows
_ Ahat hinted archness, and was altogeth-
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"|'er 80 pr y that it was a pleasure just

to look at her. Atalevee in the vill-
sge, she'had lately won, by an over-
whelming majority, in a ballot for ‘the
prettiest, girl,” showing that the young
men adiired her properly, while  the
girls caressed, and perhaps envied her.
Thus her beauty and her cleverness—
for she had a cultivated mind, as well
a8 a fair fuce—made her a person of
considerable  importance  socially;
though she earned her living by teache
ing, and was often enough at her wits’
end to know how the new bonnet or
the tasteful wrap which Fashion de-
creed, anc her position in society de-
manded, was to be obiained without
taking the bread out of ner own -and
brother’s mouth.

And this brings me to say some-
thing of the brother, to whom, woman-
like, Amy sacrificed with fond idolatry
He was her hero, thongh of the * earth,
earthy, it must be owned. Bart Home
was two ysars younger than his sister,
and was about eighteen, a comely
youth of the Saxon type, fair-haired
and blue-eyed. He was generous by
impulse, and selfish by habit, seli-
willed, and yet easily led. He loved
his sister truly, but being accustomed
to her devotion to himself, thought it
quite & matter of course that her
wages should keep him, while his own
small salary as clerk in a grocery store
supplied him with such elegant indul-
gencies a8 he must have foregone
entirely, if he had borne his equal part
in the expense of their housekeeping.

Mrs. Barbara Ware, an aunt of the
brother and sister, had also a home at
Tulip Cottage. She had come thither
a year ago, on the death of her hus-
band, to whom she had been a second
wife. Mrs. Ware had a lite annuity
of a hundred dollars yearly, and chose
to live upon it with her young relatives
rather than with her husband’s child-
ren, who had offered her a’home. Her
face was battered and time,rusted, but
it was a good honest face for all that.
She believed in dreams, pared her
nailson Fridays to avert toothache,
and inverted her boots every night,
thereby securing certain exemption
from cramp. She loved the young
people in a hearty, undemonstrative
fashion, and scolded them, too, upon
occasions, with downright good will.

One afternoon—it was the last day
of her spring term—Amy had made
flying calls upon two or three acquaint-
ances on her way from school, and,
reaching home an hour past the usual
time, met & young man coming out
from the cottage, who with grave
politeness lifted his hat,and held the
gate open for her to pass. The gentle-
man had a grand face, crowned by a
massive brow; deep-set - eyes, which
looked slumberously quiet in their
depths, but were plainly capable of
lightning glances;a fine mouth, ex-
pressing firmness, and sweetness as
well; and was altogether, Amy thought
the noblest looking man she had ever
seen. Of course she wondered who it
was, a8 almost ony one but a Gradgrind
would have done. She had no idea
of asking the question, however, though
perhaps Aunt Barby, who looked
vastly consequential, expected it.

‘Hasn’t Bart come in yet? Amy
asked, irstead, picking up her tatting,
and working away at it with flying
fingers.

‘Oh, Bart, of coursel You neyer
think of auybody but Bart! was the
tart response. ‘No, he hasn’t come in.
It is enough to try the patience—of a
saint, waiting for you two!’

‘Have you learned that by experi-
ence? Amy questioned, with a laugh,

“Well! It tries mine, and that's ex-
perience enough for me. I told my
nephew, Robert Ware, today, he never
could have got that calm way he has
got, if it hadn’t been for keeping clear
of the girls; leastways if they're. all
like Amy Home.’

“You did ¢

“Yes. And he said be thought it
was highly probable, and he should lay
it by as a bit of wisdom for future
uge. He's a men worth a girl’s
knowing, though, Robert Ware is, and
a8 pleasant mannered with a battered
old woman like me, as if I was a queen
Itold him I hadn’t seen him half
enough. But he's got to meet a man
on business this evening, and to-
morrow morning he takes the early
to Boston,’ A
‘I shall not see hiw, then,’ thought
Amy, with a little sigh. But pre-
sently Bart came in ; and in talking
and laughing with him, over
their supper, which had awaited
his coming, she forgot—or very
nearly forgot, at least—her regret at
baving missed the acquaintance of
Robert Ware. When Bart had gone
back to the store, Aunt Barby - rolled
up her knitting work, and put on her
bonnet, saying she was going te spend
the evening with Mgr:. Dunning.
Amy, left alone, fidgeted with her
work a fow minutes, threw it down

to take up a book, but soon found she

had no more relish-—for
for work. 80 book and tatting were
allowed to lie 1dly upon her lap, while
she fell to considering whether she
dare afford herself a new dress out of
‘the money due for her last term of
teaching, This led to a close calcula-
tion of necessary expenses, at the
end of which she concluded- she - would
have to give up the dress.  And then
I'm afraid she lost somewhat of her
usual brave cheerfulness, "and got to
thinking that life jis but a weariness
at the best ; and a teacher’s life the
greatest weariness of all ; and if it
were not for Bart she could almost
wish thet—that—the wish that was
very near coming she would not admit
into-her thought at all—that life was
like a fairy tale, with a wonderful
godmother in it for herself, and a
brave prince to take her away from
her weary, weary toil, and give her
the right to share his own luxury
and splendor. Shehad just reached
this very reasonable climax, and was
laughing softly at her own foolishness,
when there came a knock at the door.
‘T wonder. if that 1sa stroke of the
fairy godmother’s wand ¥ she thought,
still laughing ; and, opening the door,
found herself face to face with Mr,
Ware.

‘Aunt Barby said’—she began in
her surprise, and stopped, confused and
olushing.

‘Aunt Barby probably said that I
had an engagement fer the evening,
and would not be able to come. But
the gentleman I expected to meet
failed to appear. Is Mrs. Ware at
home ¥

‘No, .bhe will be very sorry.’

‘That is unlucky. But I hope you
are going to let me come in and wait
until she comes ¥

‘I don’t know. I'm afraid it will
be inconsistent with a precious bit of
Aunt Barby’s wisdom which you have
laid by for tuture use,’

“You have heard of it then? But—
I beg your pardon—I think you are
confounding the future with the
present.’

‘If I were to remind you of the
same, twenty years hence, I suppose
I should still be confounding the
future with the present. But if you
choose to risk your equanimity by
coming in, I’ll try not to disturb it by
any very wild fights,’

Amy accordingly led the way into
the parlor. Then, having freshened
the fire by adding a stick or two of
wood—for the evenings were chill
yet—she brought the evening paper
and new magazine, and offered then: to
Mr. Ware.

‘If that means,’ he said, smiling
quietly, ‘that I am to spend the even-
ing in reading, I really hope you will
not insist upon it. Tf-you will kindly
permit it, I should infinitely prefer to
improve the time by getting acquaint
ed with the young relative of our
mutual aunt.’

‘I am sure we shall quarrel; but I
have no objection.’

And quarrel they did; but the
acquaintance seemed to progress very
auspiciously, for all that.

‘Land ! Robert ! if it ian’t you!' cried
Aunt Barby, in great astenishment,
when she returned later in the even-
ing. ‘I thought you couldn’t come.’

Robert again explained that the
gentleman had failed to meet his
engagement.

‘That’s as much dependence as you
can put on what folks say now-a-days.
Will it make any difference about your
going in the morning?

‘I shall not go in the morning.’

‘Well, then, you had better bring
your things right here. They charge
awfully at the taverns, I've heard say,
and I think it's an up and-down sin to
bhumor folks by paying such prices.’

Robert seemed greatly amused by
his relative’s peculiar notion of sin.

‘What do you say, Miss Home? he
asked. ‘Shall I take Aunt Barby’s
advige, or fall under her ban as an up-
and-down sinner?

“You must choose the least of two
evils, if you can. Aunt Barby will
never forgive you, if you slight her
ad vice, and I shall quarrel with you
all the time if you take it.’

‘The latter is an inducement which
I cannot resist. I think, Avnt Barby
I will come.’

So it came to pass that Robert Ware
was quartered in one of the chambers
with a slant in the wall. When, at
the end of a fortnight, he went away,
Amy had quarrelled with him to such
purpose that he found Othello’s occu-
pation would be gone, unless he secur-
ed the privilege of quarrelling with
her all his life, and Amy, who had
learned to know and revere the many
characters of which his face was the
unerring index, gave the promise
which he sought, and sighed no longer
for fairy godmother, nor for brave
prince,

It did not exaccly rain visitors at
Tulip Cottage, but the place certainly

gentleman.,

Robert Ware was scarcely gone, when
another gentleman appeared, being
brought to tea by Bart, and introduced
88 Mr. Morrison. There was a gener-
al effect of artaficial polish about thig
gentleman, from his black hair, shining
with pomatum, and his gleaming teeth,
which Amy suspected to be false, to
the lustrous gloss of his shapely ~boots.
His manner and ‘discourse aided, or
possibly’ created, this effect. Amy,
while pleased with his courtly grace,
and ready causerie, coumld not help
wondering why the easy ' descent to
Avernus should so frequently come
unbidden to her mind. She could
see that Mr. Morrison had already
gaiped a powerful influence over her
brother. The panyg this discovery
gave her made her awsre how much
she distrusted Bart’s new friend.
Unconsciously her manner assumed a
hanghtiness, which all the guest’s
polite deference could not overcome,

‘What ails you, Amy? Bart bent
over her to whisper. ‘You are as
stupid as a crow that does nothing but
crycaw !caw! And I want Morri-
son to admire you.’

‘Nonsense, Bart " Amy answered,
with deepening color, and, raising her
eyes, surprised & peculiar look upon
the gentleman’s face, which set her
wondering whether or not he had
divined the purport of Bart’s whisper.

‘Home !" said Mr. Morrison. ‘Do
you know that your sister reminds me
of the young Countess of Chedwig,
whom I knew when I was in England?
I have hardly ever “seen two faces
more alike. The countess was quite
the belle of the London season two
years ago, and I've seen half a dozen
fellows ready, if looks could kill, to
strike me dead, when she would put
her white hand upon my arm, and say,
‘Come, Morrison ! take me away from
all this glare, and blaze, and din.
Take me into the conservatory, where
the flowers live ; I am more akin to
them than to these,’ and so indeed she
was.’

‘How delightfully intimate you must
have been,’ said Amy, gravely. ‘And
did not the queenask your advice
upon some aftairs of state, and, to
reward your condescension 1n giving it,
offer you the hand of one of the royal
princesses? It seems to me that Ido
remember reading something of the
sort in the papers of that time.

‘I dare say it was some other gentle
man of my name, or one similar to
mine,’ returned the other with superb
coolness. But in his heart I am afraid
he was saying : = ‘Oonfound her! Who
would have thought such a posy faced
chit of a girl would be o sharp? She
shall pay for that derisive fling, if
Godfrey Morrison’s fascination has not
lost its power.’

For two or three weeks Mr. Morri-
son was always calling at Tulip Cottage
or pasging Amy's school house just
as the teacher was ready to go howme,
and so, of course, walking along with
her ; or meeting her in stores when she

was shopping ; or at moonlight sails
upon”the river, gotten up by the young
people of her set. This might, per-
haps, have gone on much longer, if
Amy had not very pointedly assured
him that, however well caculated he
might be to dazzle countesses and
people of that ilk, she feated his quali-
ties were much too shining to be ap-
preciated by a humble cottage girl like
herself. As this was uttered in
answer to an elaborate declaration of
love, I think the gentleman may have
been in a fair way of being convinced
that his boasted facination had lost
somewhat of its power.

But the attractions which had failed
to interest the sister were still all-
powerful with the brother. For what
purpose Godfrey Morrison bestowed
his friendship upon Bart Home, so
much his inferior in years and in ex-
perience of lifs, was best known to
himself.
that humiliation, through the brother
Amy g0 dearly loved, would be a very
convenient form of revenge upon her-
self.

‘Bart, dear,’ said Amy, one evening,
‘I'm afraid Godfrey Morrison is not
a safe companion for you ?

‘That is just like a woman, Always
trumping up some absurd scare for
fear a fellow will enjoy himself. What
is amiss with Morrison I should like
to know?

‘Do you yourself consider him a
person of correct moral principles ?*

Ware, if that is what you mean.’

‘I am sorry you don’t like Robert,
Bart.

‘Oh, I like him. He's a pattern
man ; that's what he is. I like him as
well as you do the paper pattern you
cut your new saoque out by.’

‘Unjust, Bart ! Robert is the truest
gentleman.’
‘Well, I never said he was not a

Tobe gure heis, AndI
wish all the chaps I am in with were

Perhaps he was thinking-

‘He isn’t & solemn prig like Robart |

:g_’d

reading  than | secemed to be getfing a slight sprinkle. | like him. ‘T wish T was like him. T
—I do, Amy,’ and, covering his face

with his hands, the boy burst into ®
sudden storm of tears.
‘Bart, dear Bart ! what isit? Any

hande and laying

shoulder. Are you in any trouble P

(Tobe Continued.)

Simple Remedies.

Raw egg for a cut.

Hot water for sprains,
Turpentin® for lockjaw.

Hot lemonade for colds.

Hot milk as a stimulant,

Salt water for falling hair.
Raw oysters for hoarseness,
Tar on sugar for weak lungs.
Quicklime in water for poison.

Sugar moistened with vinegar for higy
cough,

lious dyspepsia.

VIGOR

on) Restores natural
{ color to the hair,
and also prevents
| it falling out. Mrs.
E. W. Fenwick, of
4 Digby, N. 8., says:

“A little more |
than two years ago
=1 my hair
began
to turn

gra
4 and fall ~
out, Af-
ter: the -

use of .
one bottle of Ayer’s Hair Vigor my
hair was restored to its original
color and ceased falling out. An
occasional application has since kept
the hair in good condition.”—Mrs.
H. F. FENWICK, Digby, N. S.

“I have used Ayer’s Hair Vigor -
for three g'ears, and it has restored
hair, which was fast becoming gra;
back to its natural (!olnr."——}lg. V&
HASELHOFF, Paterson, N. J.

AYER'S HAIR ViGoR

PREPARED BY
DR. J.C.AYER & CO., LOWELL, MASS.,U.S. A
Ayer’s Pills cure Sick Headaches

3
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Cook's Cotton Reot Compound

Manufactured by The
Cook Co., Windsor, Ont.,
and Detroit, Mich., is the
only known safe, reliable
monthly medicine on which ladies
can depend in ‘‘?ke hour and lime
of need.” Every lady who reads
this is requested to inclose two post-
age stamps, with her address, for

K gaﬂnf»fc

angd full particulars, which we will
send by return mail in plain. sealed
envelope,

An old physician, 35 years con-
tinued practice treating diseases of
women, has charge of the office, and

can be consulte
person.

by letter or in

Address our main office :
THE COOK COMPANY,

Room 3—No. 253 Woodward Ave.,

Detroit, Mich.

§F" Cook’s Cotton Root Compound
is sold by all responsible wholesale
and retail druggists in the Dominion
of Canada and United States for One
Dollar per box.

Music am_l_ Fine Arfs

MRS. L. M. JONES

Having studied under Signor DeVescovi, Lond
England, begs to say she will receive pupil for i
struoction in Instrumental Music aecording to th
most approved method.

MISS GERALDINE JONES,”

Having studied at Wykeham Hall Toronto. unde
Dr. Carter, Professor of Musio givesinstruction
the Pianofort Organ, Singing, Harmony and Coms
position Also gives lessons in Robbin’s new Amesh
oan method and Classic Course

MISS LULU A. M. JONES

Having tudied with some of -the best masters i
Canada, will give lessons in the various branches of
Art. Oil Painting, Portrait, Figures, Pastels, Lande
scapes, Water-color Painting, Coloring Photogra]
Perspective Drawing and Practical Geometry,

ling in Wax, China and Pottery Pninbin%. Crayon
Drawing. Also wil give nstructions on th Hamp}
Violin and Guitar

ORTRAITS ENLARGED AND HANDSOMER

PNI HED IN OIL WATER COLOR & CEBA

THRMSS;

ded at hel
ts.oo-peouo.olg _ Prizes t‘yl_l,',y" permitt od

t ils.
“lu':‘ll: Rooms and Studio

Ountario Street

r Residenc]
Watford

asked, taking his head between heg -
it against hes -

Milk puddings and stewed fruit for bil§

¢S




