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SOME POETS OF NATUBE. ■battered, and m fine ompletelj pulver
ized. Yet though we have never learned 
to ride, we can 
maleficent, and we do (not look upon the 
moat accompli ihed rider as only gracefully 
diabolical.

m And when the robin plpsth clear 
It is thy venal acte I tear.

▲ad oft my Mood ігШ break la flame 
To think I hear the* speak my asm*.
▲ad see thy uce with gladness aUae
To find the J >y that once

Madame Laurier, who, by the elevation 
of her husband to the highest seat is the 
gift of th) Canadian people, (God grant it 
prove not too thorny and perilous 1) has 
had honor and notriety, if not greatness, 
thrust upon her and has already won the 
expression of much , esteem, not to say 
affection and admiration. There are the 
two types of womanhood ; the one who, in 
her own judgment at least, is fitted to 
shine, and hiving, in the possession of 
wealth and social prestige the 
display, earnestly covets and overtly lflbon 
for a supreme position ; and the other, of 
simple tastes and private loves and virtues, 
who is led shrinkingly forth to a position 
she never sought but will not fail to adorn. 
Of the two we know for which to give our 
preference. The villa in the little French 
town of Arthabukaville will always be the 
home of her heart to this childless yet child- 
loving chatelaine, with the “delicate feat
ures, clear blue eyes, silvery hair and fresh 
girlish complexion,” and to it she will re
turn in wish and fancy from the cares and 
gaieties of Ottawa. But the * quick French 
smile,” the “flashing expression of white 
teeth, and sudden dimples,” wHlJ be the 
outward expression of a nature that cannot 
fail to exert itself charmingly, whether in 
lofty circles or lowly, and to set a goodly 
fashion in any horns in which its possessor 
may be placed as mistress.

Wbca his gude bntidaword hs draw;
I needs
«кМ

Г the lamage* «h# bénie I aye ws« there
▲ad me

In this volume Of his collected poems I 
[Alexander Gardner, Paisley and London, 
1894] there are several groups of sonnets, 
mostly on Scottish subjects, but one alone I 
is in tiie tDoric, and should be selected, 
not only as most curiously consisting of I 
dialect, but as strikingly descriptive and | 
poetical:

IT IS THE EACT, Think as Yon Please g

asvi aw- iilillU1

ache, еіш joints and rheumatism. Yet the great majority 
I ■ r of internal inflammations make no ontalde show, for which
■ Ш w reason they arc often more dangerous than the external forma.

" Causes Every Known Disease!

he ag to the maire авее msir 
me by Ms aide: Wthat it is not altogetherРАвТОЖ I'M LU U££f ОГ ТМОМАШ

huтонімaor, тня pojvr.
Utela Kirkbride.”

He waa » Friend of Kngaae Field and 
Character Resembles that Feet—Mr. 
Fenety’s book OrtUeli 
as the First Lady la the Land.

There are always saddle- 
climbers who make both horse and rider to 
me, and there are children of folly to whom 
the bicycle is a terrible temptation ; but to 
the prudent and moderate the wheel doubt
less furnishes a most wholesome and 
hilarating method of locomotion. The St. 
Louis Christian Advocate indeed declares 
that the amount of energy expended in 
* century runs” if forced into the busin 
of sawing wood, would hi considered a 
sufficient cause for rebellion, and put an
archism to the root with an alirming in
crease. However, the fooliih abuie a good 
thing, we can but think of its recuperative 
value to the nerve-exhausted minister and 
teacher, on whom the gift of legs, which 
belonged to Wordsworth and Abaauer-

-Mdme. Linrlfr À ce

Sir Donald Smith, the distinguished 
philanthropist and millionaire of Canada, 
who has succeeded Sir Charles Tapper ns 
Canadian High Commissioner tc London, 
wisely administers his own benefactions, 
and does not adjourn that duty to the 
time of bis executors. In addition to his 
previous liberal gifts to ths cause of higher 
education, be baa now appropriated tbe 
princely sum of $2,000,000 to tbe founda
tion of a college for women in the city of 
Montreal. The entire 
for the good of “this Canada of oars,” is а 
noble shewing out of which an inspiration 
will be felt by other money-makers in the 
Dominion. This man of large thoughts 
and aims, as rich in inward gifts and varied 
experience as in material wealth, will be a 
representative at the Court of St. James 
fitted to honor both countries. He is a
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Gloahixg.
Tte humain whanp has gnsOÉl eerie skirl.

The fllcMerto’ goreoek tss Ms cover flows ;
Din dwtoes attest tte melM the wtn'aae town 

Cas sertmply gar tte u*y peat-reek play swirl 
▲bene tte herd's said Meld, or halflies dnxm 

The laleh ssep sabbin' o’ tte bum doon by.
That deaves the corrie wf he wilyart croon.

I wadsa toiler sic a g'dsk—set I—
Here, wf my my it os a* o Scotland's kills, 

Heather aUonr, and the miik Uft own a*
For foreign 1er lie or for песо sicht 

Eier bragged in sang; mair comble joy distills 
Fiae this ihsn gloWrin* on the tropic daw,'

This will be a Scotch nut for our Eng
lish readers, but the meat is sweet when 
they get it. Bladen of the letters of 
Borns will remember bis reference to the 
curlew (or wbaup) and the peculiar effect 
of ita cry upon his mind. “Rab Wanlosk,” 
brought up among the moors, has heard 
tbe same voice, and he has felt its power. 

“Fa* sweet is tte lilt o* the laverock 
Free the rim o* the clad at morn ;

The merle pipes weel in hie mid-day btel/
Is tte heart o'tte tendin' thorn;

The Mythe, btnld sang o' the mavis 
Bings clear in the gloaming shew ;

Bat the whoop's wild cry in the garly sky 
O' ths moorlan' dings them a*.
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i Diseases,” caused by inflammation. і.Т^Ю!Ю5її5:

us, was never bestowed. The ar
gument against the 
from the number of casualties does 
not seem to us a valid one ; albeit, one 
writer seems of opinion that it all the accid- 

Scotchman. as his name implies, sound in were M carefully chronicled as are 
mind and frame, and at eighty years is t*M>ee °* trolley-cars, the sum would be 
•tiU capable of being— surprisingly instructive. He says: “A

“The pillar of a people's hope." minis'er, still unable to account for the
The esteem in which he is held in Britain 01 b“ eocident'blcked OT” * cUS end

fractured hu skull. Two dlzsns of Athens,
Penn , started on Sunday from thst piece 
to Greet Bend,where the wife of one of them 
wee spending the rammer. They were rid
ing on e tandem bicycle. One received « 
compound frseture of the skull end died 
shortly efterwerd ; the »:alp of the other
wee torn from hie heed, end he w»i bedly ,n Outremont, a mbnrhen vQJage 
bruieed that there is no hope of hie recor- Mon,re*1’ “ ,he bom« of • poet whose 
try. Thera men weighed about two hand- chudhood w“ nonrished among Scottish 
red and ten pounds etch. Their machine Slenl *nd шшг1, All day he life clerking 
had no brake. They rode very fait to the in 1 office in the dty, ee did
top of a hill, and began to descend before Oharlea Lamb before him, in that immortal 
they had time to get the machine under Mub Lunnon, The India Hon* ; then 
control ; one leaped, the other waa d uhed st eveBin6 be geea home to wife, children, 
against the stonea." In this case the acrid- end *be mllse —be be not too weary—or 
ent was confessedly tho result ol careless- et lea,t to pensive memories in the garden, 
ness. When two people, weighing tiro Tbi' '» Robert Reid, or “Rob Wsnlock," 
hundred and ten ponnde eseh, tide np °* *be "Moorland Rhymes,” the author of 
hill and down dale, with no brake on their "KirM>ride,” a ballad of the covenant that 
wheel, an escape may be pronounced a ™ght b,Te “'ie6ed Motherwell himself, 
mirsde. It is as much the rider’e part to *nd ,ЬІСІ1 "ould bave endeared our poet 
know that hie instrument is properly equip- could he have known him. For nineteen 
ped, as it ia to know that the horse he is to ye,rs be h,e *ived ™ the Dominion, and ia 
ride can be driven with safety. No donbt Pr°bsbly anchored here for life ; and 
aome ore ao constituted that they cannot ride tl<m8h hil voice ie not absent from the 
rapidly down hill without, as the phrase cbo'r tbt* bfts the anthem of Canada’s 
puts it. “losing their heads,” when the im- pr*“e 'here are no sweeter notes altered 
pulse to jump Irom the wheel overpowers br any Scottish American than those which 
them. Nevertheless, we are ptrsuaded ce^ebra'e 'be charms oi his own Caledonia 
that if the real causes ol most-of the bicycle end 'b® scenes of his youth. Them he is 
Occidents, were known, carelessness or want eloqtleIlt’ *nd lhere ue '«are in his voice, 
ol eell-control on the part of the rider elien he ““в* of 
would account for most of th<m ; and thst 
the tggrega’e o! ferions dleaders, 
pared with those attributable to the troll 
or the railway, would be found small in-

CARRIAGES! putting 
might fee 
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ЇHandsome ftnd Comfortable; Well Constructed and 
Elegantly Finished.

HERE ARE TWO DISTINCT STYLES.
miy be witnessed by his prominence 
among the five hundred guests it the re
cent binqnet of “The Ancients.” He is 
not less esteemed in the United States, 
where sterling manhood never f»ils to 
•ecure estimation ; for he knows how to be 
в true Canadian, without fliogiog abroad 
mny red rag of prejudice or hostility. An 
editor of a leading New York journal thus 
voters to him :

I
;
,

I , <r'v"For whst's fat the lilt o' the laverock 
To touch ocht mair than the ear ?

The merle'e town craik in the tangled brake 
Can start nae memories clear ;

▲nd even the sang o' the mavis 
Bnt wakens a love-dream tame 

Toe tte whaap'e wild 
Like a wanderin' w

his all per 
thin pet va 
bimielf—i 
ita omime 
overturns 
turns aroi 
don’t love t 
have done, 
A dog at b 
out visitii 
animals eel 
from their 
both have 
and • las 
the dog 
iar with 
quietly und 
home, is ap 
in a strangi 
thing he do 
he must not 
containing 
home, but 
table of ver) 
house he ns 
it, and whei 
edge to rail 
and there is 

Then ags 
other f eopli 
and are quit 
you are to j 
petmiy obji 
and resent 
your dog m- 
sence and 
by tbraihing 
of bis own і 
fight in a 
citing, but it 
still, the 1: 
may be th 
whose price 
and then, to 
likely to be 
once who ha< 
so fond that 
where, one v 
cat, and a ra 
something to 
and with as 1 
mistrresa nev 
object to a vi 
many memori 
ant, of the hi 
darlings had : 
first intimatio 

-tress’ presenc 
U black, white, 

rifled cats di 
shelter, a sen 
stairs, and thi 
and his chum 
to tear up the 
their wild effc 
lure the terrifi 
tuary beneath, 
but there was 
the tircumstai 
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who never mal 
and his drawisj 
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he has a stand 
as welcome ai 
them his visits і 
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Now, Gladyi 
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friends.

cry on the breexe blawn by, 
rord fine heme."He bos hod eouDtlese adventures, and in early 

llSe lived at Hudson Bay, where he was familiar 
with all the wild scenes, beasts, and fur bringing 
aborigines by which that great Inland eea la sur
rounded. Crossing the Atlantic In the summer of 
1384, be sat »t the bead of a table at which were 
Dr. Robert Newton Young and the lev. 8. J. 
’Whitehead, tbe returning fraternal delegatee from 
the British Wesleyan Conference, «
■on, sod the irriter. Sir Donald w 
a talker that it was not uncommon for those near 
film to eit at table till the waiters requested them to 
disperse that they might make ready for the next 
meal. He was one of the chief projectors ol the 
great Canadian Pacific Railway. He is a stanch 
Presbyterian."

In tbe beautiful valley of the Wansbeck 
Northumberland, England lives a scholar
ly book-loving man to whom Nature and 
the Muse are dear. Mr. Thomas Hutch
inson to whom allusion bas been made in 
these columns, as the author of a biograph
ical essay on Burns,—ii master ol a school 
at Peaiwood, Morpeth, and is an apt pupil 
in another—a summer—school, held a- 
mong the dells and by the winding streams 
of his'oric Northumberland, where woods 
•nd flowers, and children, are his beloved 
teaehers. He was the friend of Eugene 
Field the lover and poet of children, whom 
in his spiritual traits he resembles not a 
little, and derived much profit and del'ght 
from the books and letters of that genial 
lamented man. Mr. Hutchmson is keenly 
intereited in life and letters on this side of 
the Atlantic, and has a con* tantly accumul
ating library of American books. He says 
“I am rather finiken in some of my bookish 
ways” For example I don’t care for Eng- 
glish editions of American authors. I must 
have the genuine Trans-Atlantic product
ion. And I may egotiatically say that I 
have a goodly number of aucb volumes.
I have not^et made a speciality (ss jou 
suggest I should do,) of Canadian poets’ 
but it may perhaps interest you to know 
that in my collection are ; Mr. Lijhthill’s 
Anthology ; ‘Orion’ and ‘In Divers Tones’ 
by Prof. C. G. D. Roberts ; ‘Low Tide on 
Grandpre’, ‘Behind The Arras’ and Songs 
of Vsgabond a : by Bliss Carman’, ‘Sea
ward: and ‘Launcelot and Gucnivere’ by 
Hichd. Hovev ; (Does he not err in class
ifying him with the Canadian>P) 'This 

' -Canada of Ours : by J. D. Edgar ; and 
•The Wster L:ly,’ by Frank Waters. His 
wealth may in this sort be eubetmtially and 
intrinsically increased, and indeed he does 
aspire to the possession of (he volumes of 
Duncan Campbell Scott, Archibald Limp- 
man, and William Wilfred Campbell ; For 
he stye, ‘they are three poets who have 
been strongly recommended to me, and 
-just such as I should delight in judging 
from the poems oi theirs that I have come 

▲cross occasionally. Miss Wethertid’s 
muse has also become au attraction to him 
-lor he enquires : ‘Is ‘The House of the 
Trees, Miss We:h«raid’s first volume?
The piecis you quote—particularly Pine 
Needles—are just splendid!” Mr. Hntchin- 
■on’s author of a volume of poems of Child 
fife, and varions publications beside. The 
following, so far as wa know, hss never 
been published elsewhere :

THI GROWTH OF LOVI.
We wsadered Thro* the wood, my wife and I,

And thro* the trees the sun shone on her hair,
Making a clearer, brighter sunshine there;

The birds were singing their glad songs on high,
The rivulet, aglow, letpt blithely by.

And wind end leaves made made In the sir;
• Upon the path ante hastened everywhere ;

▲nd cloudless gleamed above ns the bine sky.
We did not «peek,—thought» were to deep for words,

Bet seal Ml soul in silence closer drew.
•Till 'gainst oar hearts;we felt the heart of peace;
' -And sweeter than the singing of the words 
Oar speechlessnees was to ns, and we knew 

The blessedness of love and love's lnareaee.

"What tbochts o' tte long gray moor lan'
Start np when I hear that cry I 

Thd times we toy on the heathery brae 
At the well long ■} ne gone dry ;

And eye ee we soak* o’ the forties 
Thst happened aforetime there,

The whsnp's lane cry on the win* cam by 
Like a wild thing tint in the air.

-*An though I hoe seen mair forties 
Tuan grew in the fancy then,

And the gowdrn gleam o' the boyiih dream 
Has iH ped free my sober brain,

Yet—even yet—I/I wander 
Atone by the meorlan* hill'

The queer wild cry free the early iky 
Can tlrl my hearts still."

But time and space will fail us to cite 
such enticing examples 
“Enterkin,” “Necony,” “In The Garden, 
Outremont,” “The Hinmiist Crichton,” 
“Katie’s Well,” “To My Mother,” “Kil- 
meny’s Warning.” “Stormsted” “Wan- 
lock,” “Cameron's Grave in Atrsmoss,” 
and various of the poems we had marked 
and which gave us pleasure in the reading.

Robert Reid was born June 8th, 1850, 
in the little lead-mining village ot Wan- 
lock-head, in the northern portion of Dum
friesshire, and not far from Leadhills, Ram
say’s nitil place. He spent his boyhood 
amid the “lovely girdle ot green bills,” the 
subject of his sweetest songs ; but when he 
was fifteen years old ha left the moors and 
glens for Glisgow. In 1874 appeared his 
i‘Moorland Rbj mes,” “Never,"’ says Wil
iam Wye Smith, “was bock more aptly 

named. Burns was the poet ot the streams j 
and hills, and never opened his eyes bnt 
ha saw a lark above him or a flower at his

Judge Hendrick- 
as so interesting

V

A Stvlish Dog Cart.
Will carry Two or Four with comfort.

ot his verse as,

"Wanlotk, winsome Waolock!
The pride o' a the kintru is the A aid Gray Glen."

No wonder if it is pleasant in hisMi
eyes:

The glory of the world is on lhe hills that 
first we trod.

j

І
"Fair dawns the spring on Scotland, bonnie Scot

land!
While bill and lock, and mair and glen, avow its 

witching spell;
And blithely simmer opes its e'e on winsome mnir 

lend Wsnlock,
When bees begin to bum abuse the heather's 

buntin' bell;
And ob ! the fragrant autumn hills its rare jo wan

Wi* some sweet lass beside je, when the glosmln* 
haps the glen ;

Or nature's winter mantle sparkles wi' lie brightest

▲nd s' tse please the couthie folk—trig queans 
and cannle men,

O Wsnlock, lonesome Wsnlock,
Ilk season wears Its richest on the Auld Gray Glen."

“Kirkbride” is perhaps tbe piece by 
which be is best known, find for ns its 
charm is prevailing. The poet puts its 
sentiment into the lips of an o!d dying 
Covenanter, who is supposed to have sur
vived the persecution. William Wye 
Smith writes of it as being “one of the 
finest things of its kind ever penned,” and 
says : One of Reid’s ancestors, John Reid, 
was ousted from his farm and in danger, 
during the days of the Scottish Covenant, 
and the Covenanting blood asserts itself in 
the poem

"Вагу me in Kirkbride.
Where the Lord’s redeemed sues lie:

Tbe anld Kirkyalrd on the grey hillside,
Under the open sky;
Under the open sky 

On the brent o' tbe brass so# steep.
And side by side wi’ the banes that lie 

Btreikt there In their binmoist sleep ;
This pair due body maun sane be dust 

But it thrills wl* a stoan' o' pride 
To ken It may mix wi’ the great and Just 

Thsfrelumber in thee, Kirkbride 1

Mr. G. E. Fenety has given 
thoroughly readable hook in hi. “Lite and 
Times ol Hon Joaeph Howe,—and we own 
ouraelf partial to the aubject. It hie much 
the interest of agreeable after dinner talk 
“over thi walnuta and the wioe," when the 
good old times and the people we knew 
who distinguished them ira under dis
cussion. The author has an undoubted title 
to the thanks as well

it
lI

u The Comfortable'Bangor Buggy.
ta music in his ears.” Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable single

Bnt beautiful and to ba regretted at Carriages built. Rides as easy as a cradle. Not too heavy 
Scotland now seems to him, ha turned his and as light as you want It made 1
face to the Western world, coming to 
Montreal in 1877, where he hu since re
mained, engaging in mercantile pursuits.
“He married,” writes Mr. S.nith “ 'an 
Edinburgh lus,’ and they have a family of 
three children. . . Some years ago The 
People’s Friend said : 'After Hew Ainslie 
and Thomas C. Litto, Wsnlock ii beyond 
question the most gifted, rpontaneous, and 
intensely Scottish singer that the gold of 
America has yet tempted to leave his 
native shores.’ ” We may hope to hear 
many good things of “Rob Waulook,” for, 
in point of years, he is yet among the 

Patbrfex.

as patronage, of 
Maritime readers, lor having embalmed ra 
delightfully that lore which must, in some 
degree otherwise have passed away with 
himaelf.lt ia not a deli berately biographical, 
though the subject ia treated compendious
ly,—bnt a aeries of picture» drawn by the 
hand of one who knew and admired before 
he attempted to portray. The work» and 
word» of genial, nobly-apiritcd and various
ly gifted aubject are given, with all the 
front and side light» needful to a complete 
view, and in the familiar, reminiicantial 
etyle »o well railed to commend the book 
to a wide circle of readers. The portraits 
and illuatra'iona add much to the interest 
and value ol a work to which all reader* ol 
thia journal at least should be favorably 
predisposed.

For further Particulars and Prices inquire of

John Edgecombe & Sons,
Fredericton. N.
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PAT TV Я OLD AO В If T. ous effort produced another $200 snd es 

thst went into the prima donna’s possession 
the other foot went into her slipper. After 
the $800 had been collected, Franchi re
ported to the manager.

“You’re a wonderful man, Mapies 
he said. “Mme. Patti hu put on one 
slipper. She would not have done it 
any other man.1

Patti ou 
who vu

Giovanni Franchi’* Sbrewdneae In Her 
Service and Hie Death In Poverty.

Giovanni Franchi, whs was far many 
years Patti's manager and confidential teo- 
rotary, died several weeks ago at his home 
in Milan. He wu well known in this 
country, having accompanied Patti on 
many of her tours here. He was a shrewd 
old Itilian, who knew how to look out for 
the prime donna’s interest, and ha did this 
■o adroitly that ho left behing hîm g 
number of anecdotes.

Franchi wu in Philadelphia with Patti 
during a toar in this country with Col. J. 
H. Mapleson, who is now about to return 
here with an opera company. She always 
insisted on that clause in her contract which 
required that she receive in advance the 
$5,000 she got for every appearance in 
opera. It wu sometimes difficult for the 
managers to have this sum available, bnt 
when it wu not Patti refused to sing. On 
this particular night, some ten years ago, 
«be wu amopnood to sing in “La Trav- 
iata” in Philadelphia. Одіу $4,000 could 
raised, and she hid got that 
Either the large proportion of the amonnt 
due her er the Colonel’s evident desire 
to do the best be could warmed 
her into such a complacent mood that she 
consented to come to the threatre without 
the final $1.000 and dregs for her role. 
She put on everything but her slippers. 
She refused, moreover, to pot on those 
necessary articles until the rest of he 
ey was forthcoming. By dint of scurrying 
around and taking the box office receipts 
«round to her as fast u they camera. 
$800 more were secured. When she got 
it, Patti put on one slipper. More strenu-

younger bards.
forWe count our<elt among tbe loiterers in 

the Muse’s field, and would scarcely in 
thèse days have the heart to glein] 
few straws, but that a brother or sister 
with aims lull, will hail us now and then. 
So for shame, or in emulation, we wander 
over the sunset field, that our hands may 
not be altogether empty. There is one cry 
that always thrills when the had of song 
comes here on the verge of evening, it is 
that of Home, and of the days “departed 
never to return.” So it was we were started 
into “raplodh” rhyme, by the coming near 
of a Scotch britber, who sounded bis High
land pipe in our ear and to ths following 
effect :

Catarrh of Ten Years Standing 
Cured at a Cost of $2.40.

itgrew Franchi, and the old man, 
80 when he died, returned to 

Mdan to live. He made an exception to 
the saying that a man who lives in the 
neighborhood of money is likely to get 
rich. After his death not a cent waa 
found in his house. All that he owned 
was a small piece of property in Brescia, 
where he waa born. For eighteen years 
he was associated with Patti, and to hie 
judicious management is due much of her 
wealth acquired during that period. He 
waa the oldest of Italian impresarios?^*

REMARKABLE EVIDENCE OF WHAT DR. 
AGNEW’S CATARRHAL POWDER 

WILL ACCOMPLISH.“Little o’ peaee or rest 
Had we, that hoe ж ft en stade 

Wi’ oar face to the foe on the mountain’s crest, 
Sheddle oor dear heart’s btofde;
Sheddle oor dear heart's blade 

For the richte thst the Covenant claimed,
And ready wi' lift to ST ok' languife xode,

Gin he Kin*or Ms Kirk we blamed;
And often I thocht Is the dismal day 

We'd sever see Htoamto’ tide.
Bet melt like the cranreuch rime that lay 

I’ the dawin', ab

Catarrh that becomes embedded, as it 
were, in the system, is usually pronounced 
chronic and incurable. But that all de
pends. Henry W. Francis, an employe ot 
the Great North-western Telegraph Co., 
of Brampton, Ont., hid been greatly 
troubled with catarrh in the head for ten 
wars. He says, “I tried every remedy 
donag these years, and also called in the 
assistance ol doctor», bnt KWe or no bene
fit came to mo. I raw Dr. Agnew'a 
Catarrhal Powder advertised, and secured 
a sample, which gave such «needy relief 
that 1 continued the nae of the medicine 
op to four bottles, when I Ipond myself ab
solutely and completely cored. For' these 
four bottles I had to pay $2 40, where lor 
ten years I had been spending dollars 
upon dollars every year getting nowhere."

Another Week’s Sudden Deaths
If the situation were not so serions one 

might «ay in the matter of audden deaths 
Irom heart failure thst each week is» re- ' 

JS“k’r 0TW which hne preceded 
it. Then never wu • time when «renier 
nod existed 1er hoisting titered flag of
№od№m? t. hrap within 

convenient reach « bottle of Dr. Agnew'e 
Core 1er the Heart. With the a&hteat 
symptoms of heart trouble relief ia se
cured within n half ah hour of using this 
medicine. The ease of Mr. L W. Law, 
of Toronto Junction, who suffered irom 
smothering spoilt tor eighteen months, bo
urg permanently cured bj thia great modi-
thT'eroldte011* °* ,ke’““d* 01 iutM0”

Like mists that round a mountain gray 
Hbg for an hoar, then melt away,
So I and nearly all my race 
Have vanished from my native plane.

Each haunt of boyhood's loves and dreams 
More beautiful to fancy seems;
Yet If I to those scenes repair 
I find I am a stranger there.

O Acadie I O Acadie I
Where is thy charmed world for me?
Doll are the skies 'aesth which I range 
And all the summer hills are strange.

Yet sometimes I discern thy gleam 
In sparkles of tbe chiming stream;

ks thy haunting lore 
The surf-wreathed sibyl of the shore.

Yet fondly will mine eyei incline 
To Mil and stream that seem like thine;

Kirkbride.

'Hark! free the for Mil-tape,
And lafch free tee lonesome glen.

Some sweet psalm tune like a fate dow drops 
Its wild

and
doenthe win';

Its wild notesetoen tte win';
Wi' a Kent soon' owre my min;

For we sang4 on the mnir, a wheen hnntit 
Wi' oor lives in oor halin' long syne;
Bat never a voice can disturb this sang,

Were it Ctovertse in all Mi pnde,
For It's raised by the Lord’s aiu ransom'd throng 

Forgather'd obese Kirkbride.

unt.

CLEAN
TEETH1 heir Hit MortV. tones.,

Thti I «tons to hear .«tio,
AM Ikire—Юм tea blsdi McXlclatP. nag

Clear tottaa closla* strata;
Cl.ar ta the statin’«rata,

Fra. hb big hrari, bull rad tree;
It tt'i. mj aem] M ia day. brfara.

■The fichu am 
(sutures of man 
but though the} 
ing they are noi 
gown a dowdy t 
at loan, ia Iar h

The bicycle, to a generation madly bent 
on plenum, ia an admirably adapted inn- 

ay be said that the Sab- 
bath hi» hy it been not so much broken as

raaon-And
::and ii pure brenth obtained by 

oaing Adams’ Тити Гнити, 
t Take no imitations.
*ллалал^*і%^УУУі*Л\УУУУУ>ЛЛ
! “No," «aid Mr. Gobaof. “I neve 

mala hot one real baminjn my life. My
wife 1» 42, hat I found hsr marked *>wn to ІШ26."
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