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

Notary Public, Real Estate Agent.
S, Unitod States Consul Agent.
Annapolie, Oot. 4th, 1882—

CURE ~- = DEAF !

Pock's Patent Tmproved Oushioned Ear
Drums

PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING,
no matter whether deafness is caused by ocolds,
fovers, or injumies to the natural droms.
Always in position, but invisible to others and
comfortable to wear. Musio, converaation,
and whispersheard distinotly. We refer to
those using them. Send for illustrated book
of proofs jree. Address, F. HISCOX, 8563
Broadway N. Y. 17y

SATUS POPUILI SUPRHEMA LEX BEST.

. N8,

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 29, 1890.

NO. 43.

CENTRAL BOOK STORE

DOLLS OF ALL KINDS

AND SIZES,
TOYS, ETC , ETC. . -

Fancy Goods,

IN PLUSH AND LEATHER.

B. J. Elderkin.

BRIDGETOWN

GAEAT REDUCTION.

The whole Stock of

W. W. SAUNDERS’

will be sold at a Great Reduction dur-
ing the Xwas Holidays, embrac-
jog the following well-
selected lines :

DRY GOODS,

HOSIERY, a Specialty,

HATS AND CAPS, BOOTS, SHOES AND
SLIPPERS, OVERBOOTS, RUBBERS
AND LARIGANS, GROCERIES
AND CONFECTIONERY,

. CANNED GOODS, ES-
SENCES, EX.

TRACTS,

AND PATENT
MEDICINES, large
stock of LAMPS, GLASS,
EARTHEN, STONE, TIN-
WARE, HARDWARE, AND
CUTLERY, AND A SPLENDID
ASSORTMENT OF XMAS NOVELTIES

William Hart,

Assigunee.

THE KEY TO HEALTH.

Unlocks allthe clogged avenuaes of the
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, carry-
ing off gradually without weakening the
system, all the impurities and foul
humors of the secretions; at the same
time Correcting Acidity of the
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dys-

a, Headaches, Dizasziness,
eartburn, Constipation, Dryness
of the Skin, Dropsy, Dimness of
Vision, Jaundice, éalt Rheum,
Yrysipelas, Scrofula, Fluttering of
the Heart, Nervousness, and
e simiias’ Commpiainta yield 4 the
other similar Complainta yie )
happy influence of %BJ)OCK

T. MILBURN & CO., Proprietors, Torontos

CHEAP

-, POR =

CASH !

FLOUR,
1 © OATMEAL,
. FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,
GROCERIES,
STOVES, PLOWS,
HORSE CLOTHING,

Harnesses made to Order.
REPAIRING ATTENDED TO
PROMPTLY.

N. H. PHINNEY.

Nov. 19th, 1888,

Farm for Sale

HE subseriber offers for sale that very
nicely situated property in MIDDLE-
TON, County of Annavolis, and Province of
Nova Scotia, on the Post Road and in the
immediate neighborhood of Railway Station,
Telegraph Office, Post Office and Churches,
eonsisting of about torty-five acres superior
soil, a thriving young orchard of about one
hundred and fifty Apple Trees of ochoice
gelected fruit, and oconveniently divided
into hay, tillage and pasture Jands. Is well
watered, has a commodious and thoroughly
finished house, woodhouse, barn, stables. ete.,
in good repair. Terms easy.
JONATHAN WOODBURY.

SPICES

Sec our (/(;11)1-(1))(’1‘(‘011
cuery package. /
SRR

Q
Askyour Groeer forthem
FOR SALE, ot the DRUG STORE.

ASTORIA, best Spirits Nitre, Sulphurie
Acid, Enos Fruit Salt, Plasters, Teaberry,
Tooth Powder, Pierce’s Medicines, full line,
Vasileres, full lines, Paine's Celery Com-
pound, Riege’s Food for infanmts, Lactated
Food, Chloride Lime, Diamond and Eleotric
Dyes, Insect Powders, Washing and Baking
Soda, Copperas, Senna, Alum, Indigo, Nut-
megs, Aniline Dyes, Puffs, Toilet Powder,
Soap, Perfumeries, Lime Juice, Mack’s Mag-
netic Medicines, Kendall’s Spavin Cure, Bur
dock Blood Bitters, Standard Piano and
Organ Instruction Books, Sheet Music and

Blank Music Paper and Books.

R, MORSE, x ».

LITY.

Setember, 188%.

EXHAUSTED VITA

HE SCIENCE OF LIFE,

. the great medical work
of the age on Manhood,
Nervous and Physical De-
bility, Premature Decline,
Errors of Youth, and the
untold miseries consequent
thereon, 300 pages, 8 vo., Wil
125 prescriptions for all diseases.
gilt, only $1.00, by mail, sealed. Illustrative
sample free to all young and middle-aged
men. . Send now. The Gold and Jewelled
Medal awarded to the author by the Nationsl
Medical Association. Address P. 0. Box 1895,
Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H. PARKER, grad
uate of Harvard Medieal College, 25 years’

ractice in Boston, who may be consulted con-

gdontinlly. Specialty, Diseases of Man.
Oifice, No 4, Bulfinch St.

H H BANKS,

PRODUCE COMMISSION AGENT,

Parker Market Building,
Halifax, N. 8.

~——ALL KINDS OF—

Farm Pronnce Soid on Commission.
: SRR,
W. G. Parsens, B. A,
‘Barrister, Solicitor, Eic.
Office in A A

Jf
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SmatLPacks 50

cine,
‘Worth its weight in
by mail. Ask your
once us. Take
elegantly illustrated copiyi:

{m‘l‘, \%'em-rnl s
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w hens), and two small

to make money with a
d Guide, $1.20. Sample pac of
‘pounﬂ e.?mrm 00. Send stamps or cash. ? S

sheridan’s Condition Powder

ghly éoneentrated. One ounce is
L‘m‘&'x” luw'lz ﬂ«";fx?.?.‘;’ {‘xib the}: tm’x!, once d‘aﬂ_\'. in small doses. Preveuts and curcs all diseases of hens.
»ld when hens are moulting, and to keep them heaith
tore, or feed dealer for it.

o will send postpaid
R SOULERY R A
Powder,
JOHNSON & CO.. 22 Custom-House Strect, Boston,
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worth a pound of any other kind. Strictly a
Testimonlals sent free

by mail as
G GUIDE” (price 25 conts; toll
of Powder for 60 cents; or, one large 2 14
cents, five for §L00. Six large cans, ex »::
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NE of the Fine Steamers of this Line will
Portland every MONDAY and THURSD
Returning, leaves Boston same days.

22 Connection made by Bay Fundy S. 8. Co
and SATURDAY from Annapolis.

Freight taken via St, John at
on Direct

For further information apply to

F. Crosskill,

Agent, W. & A. R., Bridgetown.

Commencing Monday, Nov. Tlth,

Z-The Direct Line from Annapolis to Boston is discontinued for the season.

OR ANY AGENT OF THE W. & A. RAILWA

leave St. John for Boston via BEastport and
AY MOBNING at 7.45 Eastern Standard

.’s Steamer every MONDAY, WEDNESDAY

about one-third (1-83) advance
Rates.

R. A. Carder,

Agent, Annapolis.
) 2=

The prospects for good crops of

JuUsSrE WEAT

ERINC !

the subscriber has

to enable you to gather it in good order with ease and rapidity.

hay are good everywhere, and

MOl WANT

1 AM JUST IN

20 Two-Hor

3 CARI.OAIDS,

CONSISTING OF

46 One-Horse Wowers,
75 Ithica Rakes.

All the Very Latest Improved.

RECEIPT OF

se NMowers,

The Mowers have the only perfect Ilo

Exchange made for old machines.

All Machines Warranted. Apply to

Agricultural Warehouse,

GEO. L. MUNROE,

Paradise.

JOHN I. NIXON,
Margaretvllle.

Annaj

Prices wighin reach of all, and terms as good as can be given.

A large quantity of EXTRA PIECES constantly in stock.
Tllustrated Catalogue furnished free upon application.

A. C. VanBuskirk, Man ufactuer’s Agent,

Or to the following Agents:—
S. D. R. RITCHIE,

_A. B. ARMSTRONG, Nictaux.

ating Bar Tilt of any manufacture.

Kingston Station, N. 8.

ALEX. TURPLE,
Granville Ferry.

ROBT. WILKINS,
Phinney Mt.

polis.

—_—
= WOODE ATER PIPES for un-
— ——gderdraining or conveying water

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE CELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chain Pump,

~—ALSO ;=
FORCEPUME,
with Hose attached if required.
We are prepared to Manufacture
under ground. Can be delivered

t any station on the line of Rail-
way. Send for Price List.

CCIENTIFICAMERICAN

ESTABLISHED 1845.

Is the oldest and most popular scientific ard
mechaniecal paper published and has the largest
circulation of any paper of its class in the world,

Best class Ve

o
. . Send for s imen

:t‘fgy. ce $3 a year. ;onr months’ tr?:l?ig.

MUNN & Aa

C0., PUBLISHERS, 861 Bmu_'.u-
ARGHITEGTS & BUILDER
Edition of Scientific American.
e OF Qb By and eity Testdenc
&'?.1: lﬁl?“;?l‘n‘:lb:l:ld ﬁt?oﬁogr the use of
0,

1
h as con! 'gﬁ.lcdl . Price $2.50 a year,
e O pla TN & 0., POPASHERS:

& Co., who

TRADE#ARKS.EN
1In case your mark is Pat~
d
ok R
N i
MUNN & CO,, Patent Solicitors.
GENERAL OFFICE: 361 BROADWAY, N. X,

LOOK HERE FRIEND !

DO you have pains about the ohest and
sides, and sometimes in the back? Do
you feel@ull and sleepy ? Does your mouth
have a bad taste, especially in the morning?
Is your appetite poor ? Ls there a feeling like
a heavy load upon the stomach? Sometimes
a faint all-gone feeling in the pit of the
stomach, which food does not satisfy? Are
your eyes sunken ? Do your hands and feet
become cold and feel clammy? Is there a
giddiness, a sort of whirling sensation in the
head when rising up suddenly? Are the
whites of your eyes tinged with_ yellow? 1s
your urine scanty and high coloked ? Does it

deposit a sediment after standing ?
f you suffer from any of these symptoms

USE SMITH’S CHAMOMILE PILLS.

Prepared only by
FRANK SMITH,

. Apotheca
St. .Stephen,pgl'. B. S

Price, 25 cents; five boxes, $1. If not kept
by your local dealers, we will sénd & box by
mail on receipt of price. 1y

Loeten.

The Hills of the Lord.

God plowed one day with an earthquake,
And droxe his furrows deep !

The huddling plains upstarted,
The hills were all asleep !

But that is the mountain’s secret,
Age-hidden in their breast ;
‘God’s peace is everlasting,’
And the dream-words of their rest.

He hath made them the haunt of beauty,
The home elect of his grace ;

He spreadeth his morning on them,
His sunsets light their face.

The people of tired cities
Come up to the shrine and pray ;
(God freshens again within them

As he passes by all day.

And lo, I have caught their secret !
The beauty deeper than all !

This faith—that Life’s hard moments,
When the jarring sorrows befall,

Are but God plowing his mountains ;
And those mountains yet shall be
The source of his grace and freshness,
And his peace everlasting to me.
—Rev. Wm. Gannet,
— e e

Cradle Song.

Sleep, Baby, sleep:
The twilight’s dewy fingers
Have gently closed the lids of weary day ;
A robin with her lullaby still lingers
On yonder maple’s topmost swinging spray ;
Afar and near the dusky crickets peep,
Sleep, Baby, sleep.

Sleep, Baby, sleep :
The blossom-bells are swinging,
Asleep, upon each bough and leafy spray;
The sleepless, vagrant brook is softly
singing
In duleet tones a dreamy roundelay ;
The yellow stars grow bright in heaven’s
deep,
Sleep, Baby, sleep.

Sleep, Baby, sleep :
The bird is lost in slumber,
The valley is us still as nuns at prayer ;—
The crystal dew forms rosaries without
number,
For nature’s use, and hangs them every-
where ;
A holy calm o’er all the world doth creep,
Sleep, Baby, sleep.

Sleep, Baby, sleep ;
Q’er yon blue, waveless river,
The silver moon her silent course doth take,
Within the tide her countless arrows
quiver,
And form a bridge that glistens in her
wake ;
Q'er all, the deathless stars their vigils|
keep;
Sleep, Baby, sleep.

Sleep, Baby, sleep ;
Somewhere upon the ocean
Thy father’s noble ship is nearing home;
Rocked gently by the sleeping waves’

slow motion,
Or fiercely tossed by mad waves white
with foam ;
0, God! in calm or storm, him safely
keep !—
Sleep, Baby, sleep.

—E. B. Lowe, in Home Maker.

Stleet Literature,

A Reminiscence of Early|
Washington.

BY MRS. E. D, E. N, SOUTHWORTH.
the man should do the blg

ge of a wicked, heinous f

A n his eye: that close as
Does show a mood of much trou

|SHAKESPEARE

‘Tommy Sparks ! you've lost the way!
¢Oh, no I haven’t, Aunt Drake ¥
¢I say you have ! This ain’t the Ni

road ! It is the old turnpike where the ped-

ew Cut

dler was murdered !’

¢Oh, no! Aunt Drake ! It's so dusty youi
can’t see ! Batit's all right! I know the|
road ! cried Cousin Tommy with a confi-
dent side long nod of his curly red head.

¢I tell you it is all wrong! Don’t I know?
This is the old abandoned turnpike, and
these are the very thick of the woods where
Fice and his gang prowl! And the nightis;
going to be as dark as pitch! And here’sa
storm coming up! There, now! I just
felt a spit of snow in my face !’

These were the words that roused me—
Dolly Phippard, a girl of fifteen—from a
comfortable doze on the bazk seat of our old
carry-all, as it slowly drew up in the dark-
ness of a deep forest, and they frightened
me half to death, for though old aunt spoke
with more annoyance than anxiety, yet
were her words alarming to say the least.
Let me briefly explain.

This was in the primitive period of our
national capital, when it consisted of a few
dwelling houses grouped around the prin-
cipal public buildings ; around the execu-
tive mansion and the departments in the
west, the Capitol on Capitol Hill, the navy
yard in the east, and the arsenal in the
south, with wide wastes of marsh lands and
scrub wood between each group. And when
Pennsylvania avenue was as ill-kept as a
country road, sparsely built up on either
side with assorted houses of one-story frame
to three stories of brick ; with narrow, un-
clean sidewalks and open gutters fringed
with coarse grass and rank weeks. - And at
the junction of 7th street was a large clus-
ter of low, open. cattle sheds called the
Marsh market. This avenue was muddy in
wet weather and dusty in dry.

The country around Washington was not
very thickly settled. The farms and plan-
tations lay along the banks of the river, or
near them, and the interior was still occu-
pied by vast tracts of forest.

Nearly all the land traveling was done on
horseback or in private carriages. All the
water travel was done by little sailing
coasters.

There was no organized police force. If
there had been Jim Fice and his band could
not have existed a week. They were aleg-
acy of the war just closed. While the
British forces under Gen. Ross were passing
through the lower counties of Maryland on
their march upon Washington they were
joined by a few fugitive slaves, who proved
very useful to them in guiding their forag-
ing parties to the best-filled ‘meat-houses,’
poultry-yards and gran:ries on the varioas
plantations, and, by so-doing, acqunired a
passion for pillage ind adventure. But
when the British troops withdrew ' from
Washington, they left the fugitives benind
them. The latter were afraid to meet their
masters, even if they had been willing to
return to work, which they were not. They
sought shelter in the depths of Prince
George’s forest, where the nocturnal out-
breaks and sudden attacks and depreda-

dwellings spread terror through the neigh
borhood.

villains than the negroes theinselves.
The leader of this band was one Jim Fice
often called ¢ The Fice —not at all the idea

tiger.

adventure the robbery and abuse of twe

popular fury to fever heat.
fiends if they had been caught,

reward.
organizations wus yet to come.

that demon-haunted district.
and she looked it.

shouldered, deep-chested and muscular,
without an ounce too much of flesh, erect

more concerned abeut Jim Fice than she
was about Dick Turpin.

We lived at that time in a large red brick
house surrounded by a luxurious garden
that occupied a whole city square, fronting
on New Jersey avenue.

Our honsehold consisted of Aunt Sukey,
Cousin Tommy Sparks and myself, Dolly
Phippard, and a family of negro seryants.
On the morning of the 23rd of December,
after a breakfast by candle light, we three
entered our old carry-all with our strong
old draught mare Kitty harnessed before
and our old yellow hair-covered trunk
strapped on behind, and started on our long
journey down into St. Mary’s county to
spend the Christmas holidays at the old
homestead, ¢ Greenwood,’ then occupied by
Aunt Sukey’s elder brother, Jack Green-
field. The sun was rising just as we passed
over the Eastern Branch bridge, and pro-
mised a glorious winter. A six hours’
pleasant drive brought us to Horse Head,
an old-fashioned tavern about eighteen
wmiles from the city. It was now 11 o’clock
and we stopped there to dine and to feed
and rest our mare. After two hours’ rest
and refreshment we prepared to resume our
journey.

Sukey to ‘put up’ there for the night,
travel in that district with no better pro-

tection that we had, especially in the even-

ing. But our intrepid aunt was resolute.

in the bottom of the carry-all, and we shall

| get to Spring Hill before dark and stay all

night there. Besides, 1 am not afraid! I
believe these stories about Fice and his
doings all exaggerated ! They may murder
a poor, friendless peddler, or maltreat two
poor, helpless girls, and they'll be burnt &t
the stake for it yet ! but they’ll never dare
interferc with ns ! Tommy Sparks, hurry
up! Make the hostler put the mare to the
carry-all! It's clouding over, and T should
not wonder if we should have snow ! said
our warlike relative with the air of a field
marshal issuing an order.
Cousin Tommy obeyed. What else could
he do? To argue the point with Aunt
Sukey would have been as uscless as to ex-
postulate with the gathering storm.
We re-entered our carry-all, Aunt Sukey
and myself occupying the back seat, and
Cousin Tomnmy perched on the front seat,
with the reins in his hands, the back of his
curly red head shining before us.
‘Keep to the New Cut road, Tommy
Sparks, and drive faster, or we shall not
get to Spring Hill in time, and Molly will
be sitting up for us.’
¢ All right, Aunt Drake,’ replied Cousin
Tommy, with that sidelong nod of his head
that was peculiar to him.
Spring Hill was a fine, breezy farm house
on the top of an elevation, from which it
was named, and it was the home of another
relative. The road after leaving Horse
Head skirted the edge of the forest, some-
times passing under the shadow of leafless
trees and sometimes out upon the open.
The light of the short winter's afternoon
was fading fast. The sun sank behind a
pile of clouds. Soon we could not clearly
see the road. Aunt Sukey and myself were
both tired. We ceased to talk to each
other and lay back in our seats. I think
we both fell asleep and slept for some time.
I know that I was dozing comfortably when
I'was suddenly roused by the voice of our
amnt erying sharply: ‘Tommy Sparks!
you've lost the way !’ /
¢ What is the matter, Aunt Sukey? I
faltered as soon as I could collect my facul-
ties, scattered by the fright.
¢ What is the matter? Why this block-
head has tfken the wrong tork and fetched
us right into the thick of the forest and
into a nest of runaway niggers, for what I
know ! angrily answered Aunt Sukey.
“Oh't ‘Lord Almighty, Aunt Drake !' now

and apprehension.
¢ T'll never trust such-a fool again even

claimed our aunt.

meekly replied Consin Tommy.

Oh, the idiots in this world !’

you. It serves me right !’
you wrong bu this once I

once if you tried ! Could you ¥
¢ Oh, Lord ! Aunt Drake!

Children Cry for

Pitcher’s 'oastorla.

the carry-all '

There were said o be two or
more white men among them—deserters jackass? Well, then, drive on. It'sno use|reality an old-fashioned loom. Between
' from the British army, and more atrocious stopping here all night with the snow fall- ' these coruers stood a common ladder lean-

A quick
prayer and a slow fire would have been their
But the age of detective police

fared Ladly with ¢ The Fice’ and his felluw;

Few women would have had the pluck of
our old Aunt Sukey—Mrs. Susannah Drake
—or dared to have started in a private con-
veyance on a forty miles’ drive through
But Aunt
Sukey wasa woman of indomitable courage,
She was the ideal Ama-
zou—the tallest woman I ever saw—broad

as a flag staff and bearing her sixty years
as if they had been but thirty. She wasno

The landlord tried to persuade Aunt

declaring that it was not safe for ladies to

‘ Tommy Sparks has got the blunderbus

cried poor Tommy in the depth of distress

to trundle a wheelbarrow ! relentlessly ex-

‘What do you want me to do,” Aunt
Drake? T'll do anything you tell me?

‘Don’t be a donkey ! Turn right round
and go back as fast as you can until you get
to the fork and chen take the other road!

¢« Aunt Sukey, I coulduo’t turn. here if it
was to save our lives. The road is that
narrow and the trees grow that close to-
gether ' said poor Tommy, almost crying.
¢ Then back the horse until you can turn,
you ass. Oh, what a fool I was to trust

¢ But Aunt Sukey, I have driven the mare
for you these five years past, ever since I
was fourteen years old, and never drove

¢No! and you couldn’t murder me but

¢ Hold your tongue and back and turn

- and it's up hill, too !’
‘ Was there ever such an aggravating

ing. Go on,I tell you! The road must
, lead to some place.’
1{ Tommy touched up the mare again and

{ branches of the trees on either side scraped

Only a month before this- night of our;against the leather curtaius,

| Presently the carry-all stopped, the mare

¢ We can’t go a foot farther ! Kitty's got

tle and got her head out of the thicket. It
was dark as pitch. We could scarcely sce
the difference between the falling snow aund
the leafless trees, yet we perceived that we
had driven into a sort of cul-de-sac, with a
close barrier of interlaced tree branches
across the road stopping our way. The
desperation of the case was that we could
neither go forward nor turn back,

‘Here's a pretty kettle of fish, Tommy
Sparks ! I declare to man you are the big-
gest fool I ever saw in the whole course of
my life !’ exclaimed our distracted relative.

“Deed, Aunt Drake, I couldn’t help it !
I didn’t know the road was grown up in
this way !’ pleaded the poor fellow.

‘ Hold your tongue and get out and push
on ahead. You can get through if the
mare couldn’t. And try if you can see any
house or barn where we may get under
cover. It will never do to stay out here
to be snowed up and frozen to death.’

“Yes, Aunt Drake,” meekly replied the
youth, as he got off his seat. Stooping
near the ground, pushing aside the branches
of the trees, he slowly made his way along
the choked road and passed out of sight,
while we sat shivering with the cold and
brushing off the snow that had sifted in
between the curtains of the carry-all and
half covered our cloaks and bounets.

It seemed a long time before our mes-
senger was heard craunching over the
frozen snow and breaking through the dry
woods on his return from his errand.

¢ Aunt Drake,’ he said, as he came up to
the side of the carry-all, ‘I saw a light
'way back in the thicket on the right side
of the road, and it seemed to come from
the window of a house, but there was no
path.’

¢ Then why didn’t you take a bee line to
it and find out what it was? sharply de-
manded Mistress Drake, still angry and
disposed to find fault.

¢I—I—1"'——began Tommy, but she cut
him short.

‘Help me out! Come along, Dolly!
We'll go to this house aud see if we can
get shelter.’

We got down in the snow, scrambled on
past the mare and through the obstructing
trees, and made our way to a clearer part
of the narrow road, and struggled on
through the blinding and distracting snow,
looking ont for the light. A little farther
on we came in sight of it far off, faintly
gleaming from the thicket on the right.
‘Come along! We'll take a bee line !
straight for that beacon,’ said Aunt Sukey,
valiantly.

‘But it might—it might ’'——began
Towmmy Sparks, cautiously.

* Might what, you simpleton " demanded
Mrs. Drake.

‘ Might be Jim
Tommy.

‘ Fiddlesticks ! Jime Fice’s hut, indeed !j
Jim Fice don't live in a hut near any rogd. |
He hides in a hole under the hills in O&e
deep of the forest and he wouldn’t be like
to show a light., Come on,’ sternly ordered
our aunt, as she turned sharply around and
pushed into the thicket.

Tommy followed, and I, in deadly doubt,
brought up the rear. This intrepid annt
of ours was a terror only less than Fice
himself. If any human being was likely
to lead us to death through defiance of
danger it was Mistress Susanah Drake.

4After scrambling through the woods,
tearing our clothes, stubbing our toes and
scratching our ankles and hands, we came
to a rough log cabin in the bush.

The hut had a low door and a little win-
dow in front, a steep roof, and at one end
a great, clumsy chimney. The light which
we had seen came through the window.

Aunt Sukey knocked at the door. Then
we waited, but no sound came from within.
She knocked again more loudly. But it
was not until after repeated knockings that
we heard a sign of life from within. At
last came the sound of a grumbling voice
and shuoffling of feet and the door was
opened.

There stood a man holding a flaring
tallow candle in a brass candlestick. I
thought he was the most forbidding-look-
ing being I had ever seen. He was tall,
gaunt, with a thin, red face, a bald red
head fringed around by ragged red hair at
the nape of his neck and a ragged red
beard on his chin. He was clothed in a
coarse red flannel shirt and brown cloth
trousers. He blinked at us with bloodshot
eyes, cautiously holding the door but half
open, and asked :

¢ Who be ye? What do you want: here?

‘We are travelers from the city. We
have lost our way and have been caught in
the storm, and we want a night's lodging,
and we are willing to pay well for the ac-
commeodation,” Aunt Sukey explained,

‘Pay well for it, eh? Well, then, I
reckon you'd better come in outen the
storm,” he said, opening the door and
making way for us to pass, then closing it
quickly, for the snow wus driving in.

We found ourselves in a large, low room.
The walls were' of thick logs with the
bark on; the floor was mother earth,
beaten hard and level ; the ceiling was of
rongh planks that shrunk apart, leaving
open lines between them ; the fireplace was
built of the rudest stone and without hearth
of fender or andirons. A dull, smoulder-
ing fire of heavy chunks threw a murky
|red glow over the place. In the corner to
the right of the chimney stood a large,
lowpost bed eovered with a dark quilt,
under which some one seemed to be sleeping.
In the opposite corner was a row of wooden
shelves, furnished with crockery, tin and
stone ware, and under the bottom shélf iron
pots and kettles, and so forth. At the
other end of the room, in oue corner, stood
a large spinning-wheel ; in the other corner

Fice's hut! gasped

“But I can’t, Aunt Drake. The road is'a machine that looked something like &

tions upon lonely travelers or defenceless | narrower than this for miles farther back, | bedstead, but more like the picture of a

guillotine I once saw in an illustrated his-
tory of the French revolution. 1t was in

ing against the wall and leading to a trup-
tdoor that evidently opened into the loft
‘above. A rickety old rocking chair in the

i . i : f

négro ruffian, for he was small, thin, black | we went on slowly and more slowly, the chimuey corner, a pine {able against the
: . ! . . . .

as jet, and crafty, swift and cruel as the|road narrowing and narrowing until the wall under the window, and a few three-

i legged stools completed the furniture.
¢ We left our horse and carry-all oui in

! the roud. We could not get them any far-

poor girls, weavers by trade, who lived to- | reared and Cousin Tommy wailed, really ! ther,” Aani Sukey explained as soon as the
gether in a lonely house and who barcly | wailed forth in his distress.
cscaped with their lives, had thrilled the
community with horror and indignation. | her head in the trees
And within a fortnight the murder and rob-| Aunt Sukey uttered an exclamation gfisit down till I wake up my old 'oman to
bery of a harmlcss peddler had raised the anger and disgust and we both stooped| "tend to you, aud then I'll go out with the
It would have | forward to look, while Kitty backed a lit-|young youth there and look arter your

{old man turned around from closing the
{ door,
1 ‘Couldn’t, eh? Well, I reckon not! Jis

| ereetur,’ said the old man as he moved off
toward the bed.

Aunt Sukey deposited herself in the
chair by the chimney corner, and I perched
myself on a three-legged stool, while cousin
Tommy stood and leaned agaiust the jambs
of the dvor, waiting to show our host the
way to the carry-sll, while the man Lin-
self was trying to rouse his wife from what
seemed to be a very deep sleep.

‘You sec she tuk a goodish dose of
laudamy for the toothache, bnt I reckon I
kin wake her,’ he explained, as he renewed
his efforts.

‘Pray, do not disturb her on any ac-
count, for we only need a night’s lodging,’
said our aunt,

But the man had already succeeded in
rousing the woman, who sat straight up in
bed, and, vhough still drowsy, nceded but
a few worde to enable her to understand
the situation.

* Gimme a pinch of Scotch snuff and TI'll
git right up,’ she said.

The man complied with her request, and
after several rcsonant sneezes she rose,
shook herself, and was ready to administe:
to our wants. As she had tumbled into
bed with all her clothes on, she did not
seem to think her toilet required atten-
tion. She was a small, thin, sallow woman
with jet black hair and black eyes, and
was clothed in a dark shirt and a striped
linsey sack.

But I scarcely looked at her. My at-
tention was taken up by the movements of
the man. He was preparing to go out with
Tommy Sparks by putting on a heavy coat.
Not mach in that. No, but it was a Brit*
ish soldier's cost. Too well I knew the
uniform. And this ill-looking man might
be one of the very deserters from the
British army who had joined Jim Fice’s
band of robbers and murderers. I hardly
dared to breathe my suspicions and, in-
deed, before I could collect my startled
faculties—startled and scattered by the
sight of the coat—the man had gone out,
carrying a lighted lantern and followed by
Tommy Sparks. I turned to speak to
Aunt Sukey, but she was listening to the
woman, who was saying: ‘I reckon us
you'd like some supper.’

¢ We would like a cup of tea, but [ hate
to put you to the trouble, when you are not
well, too,” said Aunt Sukey, apologetically.
‘Oh, that ain’t nothink ! I shili sleep all
the sounder when I git to bed agin,” she
replied, as she began to put the chunks to-
gether and pile on more fuel from a heap
under the shelves,

‘I'm down right mortified as I haven't
nothink better for you quality ; but "decd I
don’t feel that ekal to eoek a hot supper !
¢ Certainly you don’t ! and I fecel almost
ashamed to give you this much trouble,’
said Aunt Sukey, sympathetically.’

¢ Oh, that ain't nothink,” again repeated
the woman ; *I shall sleep like a top when
I go to bed agin.’

It was while she was making the tea
that we heard the footsteps of the man and
boy and the snorting and trampling of the
mare as they came breaking through the
brush. They passed on around to the rear
of the house, where we heard them at work
over the ‘ creetur.’

When they came in the tea was ready to
go on the table. And it may disgust you
to hear what a hearty meal we three made
of the coarse fare, but a twenty-mile drive
over rugged roads on a keen winter's day
and a fast of eight hours or more are better
appetizers than any amount of bitters and
sauces. So, in spite of hidden anxiecties
we cleared the platters.

¢ I reckon as how you quality would like
to go to bed now,’ suggested the sleepy
woman, yawning and gaping until she
showed all her teeth or want of teeth, as
we rose from the table.

Aunt Sukey thanked her and said that
we would, but I looked around to see
where our bed was to be found.

‘ Come along o’ me then,’ said our hostess
as she took up the candle and led the way |
to the ladder and began to climb it slowly
and carefully, holding on to the sides.
¢Good night, Tommy Sparks ! I forgive
you! I never let the sun go down on my
wrath. (All Aunt Sukey’s wrath had risen
after the sun had set, by the way.) Don’t
forget to say your prayers, Tommy Spurks!
And, mind you, be up early in- the morn-
ing! Do you hear?

‘ Yes, Aunt Drake ! Good-night !"
Fortified by this assurance, Aunt Sukey
climbed slowly up the ladder. I, after
bidding my cousin good-night, and wonder-
ing where he was to sleep, followed my
leaders.

Emerging from the trap-door, we found
ourselves in a long, low loft, whose roof of
rough planks met on a beam overhead and
sloped down to the eaves on either side,
where the shrunken floor let through lines
of fire light from the room below. From
the beam dangled ropes of onions, dried
apples, sweet herbs, and in their midst &
smoked tongue and ham. At the farther
end against the chimney, where there was
no fireplace, stood a low bedstead neatly
made up and covered with a blue yarn
spread. Against the sloping roof on the
front stood a large packing box turned up-
side down, and provided with a stone
pitcher and a tin basin, which did duty as
a washstand. There was no other furni-
ture of any description in the loft.

‘Now, I'll see if there’s any water in the
pitcher. ‘No, there ain't. T'll go and
fetch some,’ said the woman, as she set the
candle on the washstand and took the
pitcher and went down the ladder.

¢ Aunt,’ I said ic a little tremor, *I won-
der where Cousin Tomumy is geing to sleep.’

¢Idon’t know. I guess they will make
him a pallet on the floor down stairs,” she

‘I wish he could Le nearer to us,’ I
sighed, for I was very uneasy, I scurcely
knew why.

¢ What for? He conldn’t be any protec-
tion to us even if we wanted any, which we
don’t.’

¢I am not sosure of that,” Isighed agein,

The return of our hostess stopped further
talk.

I went and met her at the trap-door and
took the heavy pitcher from her hauds.
¢ Ar’ thar anythink else you waut? our
nostess inguired in a tired voice.
¢ No, thank you ! Cut we should like to
know where Mr. Spaiks is going o sleep.’

‘ You mean the young man down siaiis ?
Well, Le's gwine to sleep out in the shed
long o the ciectur.”
¢ But thal is dreadfal on such a night as
this too !’ exclaiined Aunt Sukey, joining
tie conversation for the first time,

‘ There's pleniy of clean straw and thick
blankets. I do the best I kin for youqual-
ity, ma'am, and I kin do no bLetter, no
ways. Iv's his doings! And without
waiting for further expostulation she begun
to go backward down the ladder, with her
hand stretched up against the trap-door
which she let fall slowly after her.

Aunt and I looked at each other. Even
stont-hearted Mistress Drake seemed sus-
picious and apprehensive. - And as for me,
I shrank in doubt and fear of that man at
the first sight of his evil face aud things
that had happened in the house since our
entrance bad increased my antipathy. Now
my dread of him almost amounted to horror.
¢ Aunt ! what object can that cld wau
have in sending Cousin Tommy out ef the
bouse to sleep ?” I inquired.

‘The Lord knows! Come, Dolly! Say
your prayersand get ready for Led | ITnever
was 80 wora out in all my life!” said my
aunt with a calmness that I could not help
thinking was assumed to reassure mc.

A few minuies after' 1 had blown ous the
candle and crept inwo bed beside Aunt
Sukey who was the first to lie down, I
found her fast aslcep, by her deep breath-
ing, not to say mild snoring. I knew then
that I must have beenwmistaken in, having
supposed her to be uneasy. And I won-
dered if suything on earth could frighten
our Aunt Drake.

( Coucluded in our next.)

—Don't call your boy in the morning
with a sudden shake and a lond voice,
dragging him out of some fairy land of
dreams to strain sleepy eyes open, with the
first iinpression on his drowsy senses of the
blackness of everything outside the dream
and the necessity or a.struggle to keep him
from falling asleep again. If need be that
he shall get up early, send him to bed early.
He can not sleep forever, any more than he
can hurt himself sleeping just as long as his
iwo cyes will remain closed. Let him sleep
till his sleep be finished; till he can’t help
waking up. The time will come soon enough
when all night loug he'll lie awake; or when
troubled dicams will rouse him at the cock
crowing, though he should not shat hiseyes
until after miduight. Let him wake vp
slowly, too, and never gel up till he's wide
awake. Though he be but two years old he
will be a happicr child all day for it; anda
happier man his life long, if through the
morning of that life he sleeps enough aud
wakens easily. Watch him some morning
while he is waking. Take time enough, for
he will be a good half hour about it, and it
will be a safe venture to say that nevir
again will you wake = child in the maruirg
unlcss the house is burning or some like
contingency. Nit by the bedside. Do not
take your eyes off or yon willi miss somes
thing. Two little arms are thrown up
above his head ; one little foot ountside the
blanket is crossed upon the other under-
neath. Heis flat upon his baek, his head
thrown over and nose tucked under his
nightgown sleeve, a picture of perfect ease,
with rosy lips pouting, and chably fingers
half clutched. Watch for the first sign of
Morpheus looseuing his grasp when the lit-
tle fingers slowly straighten, till rigid and
far apart each trembl=s toits tip; theundcr
lip quivers, and naked toes are stretchcd
just as far as the foot can carry them,
while he holds his breath for an insta:t,
and then with sach a long, comfortaile
sigh, turns upside down and is sound asleep
again, with the soles of his little feet turned
upward, and two little palms far apart upon
he bed.

Over and over again he will go throrgh
the motions, each time 2 little more of a
stretch than before, until his face is pucke
ered and wrinkled as it will be in three
score years and ten indelibly, and becoues
fairly purple with the straining. And by
and by his eyes will open just a bit, and fall
on you. Ah! the sleepy siile that only
uncovers the tips of the teeth, and the
whispered ‘Papa’ will well repay your
half hour of waiting, and when the drowsy
breath sweeps over the lids and shuts them
again the smile will remain. The heart is
too happy to sleep though she blue eyes
slumber.

————
CHRISTIAN REVOLT 1¥ AFRICA.— London,
Jan. 7.—Mr. Stanley has written a letter
to Mr. Druce, the son-in-law of Dr.- Liv.
ingstone, describing the expulsion from his
kingdom of Mwanga by a revolt of the
combined native Christians and Moham-
ians, and the sub t conversion of
Mwanga himself to Christianity, This
Mwanga was the persecutor who murdered
Bishop Hammington. Stanley says that
the fact that the native Christians had
grown strong enough to make a revolu-
tion in one of the most powerful of the
African kingdoms is one that if Living-
stone could have known it would have
filled his dying moments with content and
love. The most deadly persevutions—the
stake, the knife and the bullet—had failed
to shake the stausich fidelity of these Afri-
can converts.

AR DR
Little Luey's Luck.

‘I had a disease of the skin for which
Ma tried ~verything she could think of but
without effect, but the first bottle of Bur-
dock Blood Bitters I tried, I found relief.
It gave wme great satisfaction.’ Lucy
VENABLES, (age 11,) Boissevain, Man.

—It takes so little to make a child happy
that it is a pity, in a world full of sunshine
and pleasant things, that there should be
any wistful faces, empty hands or lonely
young hearts.

_Has convinced wany that (o use any of the
substitutes offered for the only surem
and painless corn cure is attended
danger. Get always and use none other
than Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor, at
druggists. :




