Professional Cards.

JH. E. GiLuis. FrED W. HARRIS,

_@ILLIS & HARRIS,

rristers, = =« Solicitors,
Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of New
Brunswick.

Jammissioners for the State of Massachusetts.

Agents of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

Halifax.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial Agency.
Jeneral Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In-

surance.
Members of the United States Law Association.
Real Estate Agents,
; OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA S00TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

Weekly

SAT.US POPULI SUPREHMA LHEHX EST.

VOL. 24.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 17, 1896.

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL
SECURITY, .

Firelnxme@liﬂhﬂm :

£ Solicitor at Annaj to Union Bank
of Nova Scotis,

iy

JI M - owE N ’
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Stors)
Every Thursday.

gomui&r Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&&Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on' REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by monthly instalments, covering a
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum.

ance of loan repayable at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in-
stallments are paid, the ce of loan cannot
be called f

or.
Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
all inf

BOWKER’S

PURE, FRESH,

firound Bons

AND CHEMICALS.

This Bone is dried and ground daily, and is
much superior to most of the so-called pure
bone, which is made from weather-bleached
bones, or bones from which the glue has been
taken. Taking the glue from bone is like tak-
ing the cream from milk—it is the richest part.
This bone contains not only the glue, but all
the properties of Fresh, w ne, being
ground within twelve hours after the animals
are slaughtered.

ALSO THE CELEBRATED

STOCKBRIDGE MANURES.

g)ouble strength.) For Fruit Trees, Strawberry
lants, Potatoes, Onions, Corn and Cranberries,
for old and new bogs.

HUGH FOWLER,

General Agent for Annapolis County.

ota!)puoauon therefore and y infor-
S0 Triim{abed on SHaHoat

J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Agent at Annapolis.

L. R MORSE, BA, MD, CN

OFFICE AT PRESENT:
RESIDENCE OF DR. MORSE,’

LAWRENCETOWN.

Lawrencetown, April 20th, 1896, tf

F, L. MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &e.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.

Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange,
Queen Street, Bridgetown. 31tf

J. P. GRANT. M.D., €.

Office over Medical Hall.

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.

Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. 8. N.
‘Weare will receive every attention.

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

20 6m

Money to Loan on First-Olase
Real Estate. 441y

H. F. Williams & Co.,

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

COMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

- I;d all kinds of Farm Products.

g jal Attention given to
Handling of Live Stock.

& Returns made smmediately after dis-
posal of goeds. 27y

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

A R ANDREWS, M.D, CM.

EYE,
Spm:ialtiesI EAR,
| THROAT.

MIDDLETON.
Telephone No. 16. 38tf

DR. M. 6. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

A. A. Schaffner, M. D.,

LAWRENCETOWN, N. 8.
Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S,
three doors east of Baptist church.

TeLepHONE No. 8E.

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
.ranches carefully and promptly attended
o. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

DENTISTRY
DR. T. A. CROAKER,

Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,

Will be at his office in Middleton,
the last and first weeks.of each month.

Middleton, Oct 3rd, 1891,

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etec.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

131y

25 tf
®

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business. 51tf

The Best Returns
For the Least Money

ARE - OBTAINED FROM THE
OLDEST, LARGEST AND MOST
POPULAR CANADIAN COMPY,

(anada fs?n?anea Life

COMPANY,
& All persons insuring before the 31st of
Dec., 1894, will obtain a full year's profit.
: 8. E. MARSHALL,
Nov. 28th, 1894. tf Agent, Middleton.

Direct Evidence

‘tavor of the BANKS OR RED GRAVEN
b mldto:llﬁrbhl.more
enstein, 1 near neig!

1896! 1896!
SPRING!

The subscriber has now on hand a large and
complete stock o

Agrienltural Implements,

Buggies, Road Carts,
Pumps, Harnesses,
Team Collars,

PIANOS, - ORGANS,

Sewing Machines.

500 RODS WATER PIPE.
2 Carloads of Shingles

expected to arrive in a few days.
&& Will be sold cheap from car.

ORGANS "CLEANED AND REPAIRED.
WRITE FOR PRICE LISTS.

N. H. PHINNEY,

Manager for Annapolis, Queens and Lunen-
burg Counties.
Lawrencetown, N. 8., April 1st, 1896.

A SUPERIOR
ARTICLE

o

FLOUR, CORNMEN

Rolled Oats and Oatmeal,
Feed Flour, Middlings,
and Barley Chop

now in stock and for sale at A SMALL AD-
VANCE ON COST at the store in the

Masonic Buﬂﬂi&(}ranvﬂle Street

Ai.SO A NICE ASSORTMENT OF
Standard Groceries,

such as Tea, Sugar, Spices, Canned Goods,
ete., ete.

Soaps from 4c up.

Call and examine our stock.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

W. M. FORSYTH.

Bridgetown, April 1st, 1896.

SEASON OF 1896!

OVVNERS of valuable Mares wishing the
services of a particularly well-bred stal-
lion, will please take notice that

MAY PRINCE, 5096,

Standard under Rule VI, and
Registered in W.A.T.R.,
Vol. IV, will be at the
Stables of the

BRIDGETOWN DRIVING PARK

DURING THE SEASON.

May Prince is a chestnut horse, weighs 1200
1bs., and is the get of the very best strain of
horses known to turfmen, his sire being Ken-
tucky Prince; dam, Queen of May, by Hamble-
tonian 10.

For full particulars apply to the manager of

the track
W. F. CIBBONS.

Bridgetown, April 14th, 1896. 313i
ST JOHN
PACKETS

Commencing the 1st of April, 1896, the packet
schooners

Temple Bar and Crusade

will make regular trips between Bridgetown
and St. John. touching at all intermediate
ports on the Annapolis River when freight is
offered.

Any business entrusted to the Captains of
either will receive prompt attention, and
patrons may rely on having their requirements
sat sfactorily executed. S

Lime and Salt always on hand at the Bridge-
town warehouse at lowest possible prices.

St. John address: NORTHRUP & Co., South
Wharf. For further information apply to

CAPT. JOHN LONGMIRE,
2tf Bridgetown, N. 8.

for a copy ¢ of our des-
eriptive pam- phiet of farms

For o Sale.

ANNAPOLIS VALLEY

Real Estate Agency

MANAGERS:
JOHN FRVIN, Solicitor, Bridgetown.
W. M. ALCORN, Annapolis Royal.

New -Departure.

Having added a Boot and Shoe department
to our factory, we are now prepared to take
your order for a first-class pair of

Custom Made Boots or Shoes

at lowest prices. Quality good. Satisfac-
tion guaranteed.
£# Cash paid for Hides and Wool Skins.

Bridgetown Larrigan Co.
Dec. 11th, 1895. a7te

Portland Cement.

B The subscribers will have a car load of si

bls.
middle of April. This having been bought at a
low figure, and through rate of freight from
Antwerp to Bridgetown, we are enabled to
it at lower rates than it has ever been bought
for in town.

CURRY BROS, & BENT,
b1t

xty
Best Portland Cement landed here about |.

EVERY

TH
SEDULER

Have itinthe House

STRICTLY FOR FAMILY TUSE.

It soothes every ache, every lameness, every pain, every soreness everywhere, whether
internal or external, and in nine cases in ten speedily relieves and cures. Our good old
JOHNSON'S ANODYNE LINIMENT was originated away back in 1810 by the late Dr. A. Johnson,
an old fashioned, noble hearted Family Physician, to cure all ailments that are the result of
irritation and inflammation, such as colds, croup, coughs, catarrh, colic, cramps, chilblains.

Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment

Its special

rovince is the treatment of inflammation. Its electric ene:

everlastingly

T,
eradicates inﬁ‘;mmﬂcm without irritatiou. It is important everyone ihou!ﬂnderstand the
nature and treatment of inflammation. Send us at once your name and address and we will
send you free, our new illustrated book, ‘‘TREATMENT FOR DISEAsSEs.” This book is a very
complete treatise in plain language, which every person should have for ready reference.

The Doctor’s Signatire and directions are on every bottle.
If you can't get it send to us. Price 35 cents; six $2.00. Sold by Druggists. Pamphlet free.
1.’S. Jounson & Co., 22' Custom House St., Boston, Mass., Sole Proprietors.

(URRY BROS. & BENT,

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory,

BRIDGETOWN,; N. S.
Contractors = and = Builders.

A WORD IN THE EAR OF THE WISE MAN SUFFICETH.

There are many wise men in Annapolis Valley, and some of them have and others bave not
caught on to our wh!sﬁ)er of last spring that we had come to Bridgetown to stay, and asking for

their patronn‘fe. Wel
erecting buildings

we have been here a year, and have done $30,000 worth of business,
in Halifax, Windsor, Yarmouth, Annapolis, Bridgetown, Berwick, Aylesford,

and other towns, and we flatter ourselves we have given satisfaction and carried out our obliga-

tions to the letter.

‘We have paid our factory help re
cash amongst the storekeepers in Bri

ularly every fortnight, thereby distributing over $4000.00 in
gelown an

vicinity during the {mst year. Our aim is to

double that this year, and we solicit the assistance of the public to enable us to do so.
We take this opportunity ef thanking those who have entrusted their work to our care, and

would ask for a continuance of their favors.
& We are ready for 1896 business, and have just added to our
with all the latest improvements in a BLAS

lant a New Dry House

T DRY KILN, so that we can dry out

green lumber in six days. We can now supply
Dry Lumber, Sheathing, Flooring, Mouldings of all kihds, Wood
Mantles, Counters, Store and Church Fittings, Sashes, Doors,
and Factory work of every description at short notice.
‘We consider ours the best equipped factory in the \'ullog‘y. ‘\Ve are all practical men, and give

our whole time and attention to our business. We are rea:
matter what its dimensions, and will attend to all orders for repairs, shingling and remodel

houses puunctually.

0 handle any kind of buildinﬁxno
ng

Plans, Specifications and Estimates can be had of us at small cost.

24 We have just received direct from British Columbia eme earload B, C. Cedar, and
on the way Whitewood and Quartered Oak. y

On hand:

Shingles, Clapboards.

Lime, Cement, Plaster, Hair, Laths,

Nails, Paper, ete., and a large stock of

SERITTCH AND PINH IT.0MBHIE.,

. SCOTT & CROZIER,

MERCHANT TAILORS

BRIDCCHTOWIN, N, S,

+ Bangains 1n Clothing +

THAT CAN BE HAD IN THE COUNTY.

All Coods marked down to the very lowest price, and
satisfaction guaranteed to all who favor us with their order.

22 Call and inspect goods and you will be convinced that you can get better BAR-

GAINS from us than you can elsewhere.

A LARGE ORDER! OF

B Iy

HAS JUST ARRIVED.

WEDDING PRESENTS

never so beautiful or so low before.

We are overstocked with Watches, so
will make A BIG CUT ON THEM.
Call, get prices and examine them, and if
you want a good time keeper do not let

| WATCHES!

this ch go by.

JOHAN Eo SANCTON & SON,
Watchmakers and Jewellers.

STARTLING
INDUCEMENTS!

As the Spring Season is now ra;
households in the town, county an

idly aj proachinﬁ, doubtleas there are many
elsewﬁere who have decided upon placing in

their dwellings new appointments in

FURNITURE -———

and it is to those that the old and reliable Furnishing House, formerly J. B’
REED & SONS, and now under their management, wish to call attention by
acquainting them with the fact that for the next few weeks

Bargains of an Exceptional Nature in Parlor Suits, Bedroom Suits,

Side Boards, etc., will be offered.

All persons requiri

lete, and that man
ROVE OTHER

ything in the line of HOUSE FURNITURE whe
will take the trouble to call, will find that our stock is thoro
of the articles are offered at PRICES TH.
E THAN SATISFACTORY. Call and inspect.

h and com-
T CANNOT

Undertaking!

Besides the usual complete stock always to
be found in store at the establishment on
Granville Street, a branch has been opened

at Hampton, under the management of MR. JOHN E. FARNSWORTH,
who will give every attention to the requirements of the public.

Crocker’s Pickles

MIXED PICKLES

Prepared and put up at the

ANNAPOLIS VALLEY VINEGAR AND PICKLE FACTORY

in Pure Oider Vinegar.

Five or Ten Gallon Kegs.
Guaranteed.

C. H. R. CROCKER, Prop. -

Satisfaction

.’ South Parmington.

“*The Reaper.”

"T'was the golden flush of autumn,
And the moon shone bright and clear,
While the voices of the reapers
Echoed on the evening air

Where the moonbeams’ silvery lances,
Rest in bars of quivering light,

And the shadows’ gloom enhances,
By their rays so clear and bright.

What is this? Adown the roadway,
Clad in simple, raiment white,
See! a little child comes toddling;
Fearing not the shades of night.
As she nears, the coming reapers,
In their wonder, hold their breath;
As she asks in childish accents: —
Please to show me, Reaper Death.

Taus 1 heard dem say, dat Reaper
Death, had tut papa away;

An I fought at praps I'd find him
In de fields among de hay.

Buu the reaper answered, Darling,
Papa did not come this way;

But if your a good wee girlie

You shall see papa some day.

In the granaries of Heaven,
Where is stored the golden grain,
When God gathers in his harvest,
You shall meet papa again.

W"Sélm" giteiatm: i

The Sin of Liberty Fowler.

By Florence Hallowell Hoyt in Ladies’ World.

( Continued. )

CHAPTER V.

At five o’clock Mrs. Fowler, having dressed
herself for her journey to Eastwood, got out
the flour and a big yellow bowl to ‘“‘set a
risin’.” She had concluded that it wouldn't
do to wait until her return at midnight.
There was no telling in what condition of
mind she would be then. She was prepared
for most unusual experiences.

She was sifting the flour when Ida Hele
came in. The girl looked excited, and there
was a repressed eagermess in her manner as
she sat down by the kitchen table and drew
off her mittens.

] guess you ain’t heard the news, Mis’
Fowler,” she said.

¢ What news? I ain’t heard a thing.”
Mrs. Fowler stopped sifting and stared at
Ida.

“Why, about Mis’ Scudder. She’s awful
sick. They don’t think she’ll live till morn-
in’. The doctor’s been there twice a'ready.”

¢ What's the matter with her?”

“] d’know. She fell down in a kinder fit
just after dinner, I b’lieve. Ma’s gone out
there now to see if she c'n doanything. She
said she guessed Emmeline was about scart
to death, 'n’ needed some one else 'round.”

“ Well, I hope she's prepared.”

“Who? Mis’' Scudder? Oh, about her
soul, you mean. I d’know. I guess she is.
She’s always to church Sundays.”

Ida felt a sense of importance in having
been the first to bring the news. She
thought it was strange that Mrs. Fowler
didn't say something about Liberty and
Walter. Of course if Mrs. Scudder died
there would be no reason why, after a decent
period of mourning, Walter shouldn’t take a
wife home. Ida had heard a rumor that a
stock farmer from the next county had called
several times upon Emmeline, but she didn’t
believe there was *‘anything in it.” Em-
meline wouldn’t be likely to try matrimony
a second time. Every one knew how Henry
Morris had treated her. But Emmeline
would not stand in the way of Walter's mar-
rying, and she was fond of Liberty Fowler.

““ Perhaps Walter 'n’ Liberty ’'ll make up
if old Mis’ Scudder dies,” Ida ventured at
last.

Mrs, Fowler sighed. She lifted the bowl
of “risin’,” and carried it to the back of the
stove. There was a wooden stool there on
which she set it. She had to walk carefully
for the floor was worn and uneven. The
house was very old. The windows and doors
sagged, and the chimney leaned to one side.
But it was the dearest place in the world to
Lurella Fowler. She had lived there more
than thirty years.

¢ Say, don’t you think they’ll make up?”
persisted Ida.

“[ can’tsay. An’ weoughtn't tospec’late
on Mis’ Scudder’s dyin’. It ain’t right.”

“QOh, I guess she’s pretty sure to die,”
said Ida.

“Well, we've all got to go sometime,” ob-
served Mrs. Fowler, with the air of uttering
a new and uncontrovertible truth.

“That’s so,” assented Ida. She rose to
go. ““Liberty won’t be back till ten o’clock,
I g'pose,” she added.

¢ It'll be twelve to-night,” said Mrs. Fow-
ler.

““Twelve! For goodness’ sake!
goin’ to keep her till twelve?”

“She does writin’, I b'lieve, 'n’ I guess
she fixes the books up some evenin’s. I
don’t jest know what. Liberty ain’t one to
talk about her work.”

¢ Well, when she comes don’t you forget
to tell her about Mis’ Scudder. ’

¢ No; I'll tell her.”

Ida went out. At the front gate she met
Mrs. Doan and repeated her news.. Mrs.
Doan had already heard it, and Ida was dis-
appointed.

“I met Elias Tapper just now, 'n’ he'd
just come from there,” said Mrs Doan. “I
guess she ain’t goin’ to live. Elias says she
got all worked up about Emmeline talkin’ to
some young man at the spring house. He'd
been forbid the house, 'n’ Mis’ Scudder didn’t
like Emmeline’s goin’ behind her back tosee
him. That’s what brought on the fit, Elias
says.. Mis’ Scudder never could stand havin’
folks go against her rules 'n’ reg’lations.”

“I guess Emmeline’s sorry now she met
him,” said Ida. I wonder if ’twas that
fellow from Stenben County? You didn’t
hear, did you?”

¢ Elias didn’t say.”

“Well, I've got to go home 'n’ see about
supper,” said Ida. ‘Everything falls on
me when ma’s gone.”

She walked away, making a weak pretense
of not seeing & young man who was on the
other side of the street, and was smiling
broadly. He crossed over as she left Mrs.
Doan, calling out, *‘ See here, ain’t you goin’
to speak to a fellow?” and she stopped and
said, * Why, Joe!” as if greatly surprised.

T shouldn’t der if Ida ied Joe
Anderson,” thoughc Mrs. Doan, as she
walked along the little path which led to her
sister’s kitchen door. ‘I guess she likes
him. She smiled ’sif she did.”

Mrs. Fowler was. very quiet during the
trip to Eastwood. It was dark when they
reached there, and the poor little woman
clung to her sister’s arm like a frightened
child. : i

] do wisht you’d lemme go back,” she
said plaintively again and again. But Mrs.
Doan set her lips and paid no attention.

She walked about half way up the main

What's

street from the depot and then stepped into
a little fancy store, and asked the woman
behind the counter if she knew where the
medium lived. The woman stared at her a
moment before making any reply, a half-
smile on her middle-aged face.

“ Yes, it’s just in the next street,” she
said at last, ‘‘ Number 62, I believe. It's
a frame house 'n’ has a big porch in front.
You ¢'n tell it by a stone dog they've got
lyin’ clost to the porch. You're goin’ to one
o’ the dark circles, I guess?”

Mrs Doan nodded in the affirmative.
“ Have you been?”’ she asked.

“No; I don’t believe in it,” answered the
wotnan., ‘‘My husband says this man’s a
regular fraud, 'n’ that the real Spiritualists
ought to run him out of town. He jusu
brings discredit on the whole thing. But
he’s makin’ plenty o’ money, I guess, 'n’ if
folks like to be taken in that way, why, let
‘em, I say. I've heard it was a real inter-
estin’ entertainment, though, I guess you
won’t begrudge your money. There’s a
woman next door here who goes 'most every
night. She’s most crazy over it. My hus-
band, he tried to talk her out of it, but she
shut him right up.”

All the time the woman was talking, Mrs.
Fowler stared at her with wide-open, fright-
ened eyes. When they were in the street
again she clung to Eunice desperately.

““ Lemme go home, Eunize she whispered,
hoarsely., “I don’t want to go to that
place.”

*“Now, Lurella, you just hush,” command-
ed the elder sister. ‘‘ Now we've started,
we might’s well keep on. I guess we c'n
stand it if Mis’ Rudd '’ her sister did. For
the land’s sake don’t drag at my shawl that
way. You'll have it all off me next.”

They had no difficulty in finding the house.
There was a street lamp just in front of it,
and they saw the stone dog—broken and dis-
cclored by long exposure—lying by the
porch steps.

A dull, stolid-looking boy, with pale blue
eyes, opened the door for them and took the
dollar Mrs. Doan handed out gingerly. Then
he showed them to the door of the front par
lor. There were already fifteen or twenty
people in the room, and they all stared at
Mrs. Doan and Mrs. Fowler as they qdfetly
slipped into the nearest seats. The chairs
were ranged close together in rows, and a
heavy portiere hung over the folding doors
opening into the rear room. No one uttered
a word, but every head turned instantly
whenever the door of the parlor was thrown
open to admit anewcomer. At length about
forty people had been seated, and a little
clock on the marble mantel rang out eight
strokes; at the same moment the -stolid boy
came in and turned off the gas.

““Oh, Eunice!” gasped Lurella. * What
they goin’ to do?” She fairly shook with
fear.

““Hush,” whispered Mrs. Doan.
goin’ to begin, I guess.”

The folding-doors were pushed open, and
a mar’s hand drew aside the portieres, dis-
closing g room in which the most conspic-
uous object was a large reclining chair.
There was also a small table on which lay
two slates. In one corner of the room hung
a long curtain of black silesia which touched
the floor. Before this curtain hung another
of the same material, but only three feet in
length. Three chairs were ranged before
these curtains, standing together, so th?t
their sides touched.

The man who had drawn the portieres was
stout and well- dressed. He seated himself
on the middle one of the three chairs. His
head rose up behind the short curtain, his
body and limbs being covered with it. The
long curtain formed an effective background.
There seemed to Lurella Fowler something
ghastly in seeing nothing but that head
against the black silesia. She felt so nervous
that she would have screamed had she dared.

“Now if two of the audience will oblige
me by coming forward,” said the medium,
‘‘ we can begin the ceremonies of the even-
ing.”

Everyone looked at everyone else, but no
one moved for a moment. Then two women
rose hesitatingly and walked with an air of
embarrasment into the back parlor. One
was a stout old woman dressed in black, the
other a nervous-looking girl with light hair
and prominent blue eyes. They sat down
on the vacant chairs and put their heads up
under the curtain just as the medium had
done.

“ Now, if someone will start a familiar
hymn,” said the medium, *“ we can hope for
some manifestations. The conditions seem
favorable.”

There was silence for.a moment, then a
shrill, thin voice began the first stanza of
‘‘ Beautiful Home of the SouL.” Other voices
joined in, until nearly all present were
singing. But neither Mrs, Doan nor her sis-
ter opened their lips.

“It's

¢ And voices are drowned
In the roar of the tide.”

A sharp rap sounded through the room,
and some of the voices ceased suddenly.
But others—belonging to those who had at-
tended dark circles before —kept on steadily
to the end of the stanza, though the raps
came in quick succession, and the soft mel-
ody of a guitar was heard.

““ You will be favored to see about you the
hosts of heaven, and have speech of them,”
said the mediuwm, and immediately his face
became convulsed, his lips twitched, his eyes
closed, and he began to sigh heavily.

“ He’s goin’ off,” said a woman sitting just
in front of Lurella. Her tone was one of
great satisfaction.

A low, plaintive voice was now heard ask-
ing if the owner could come in for a few mo-
ments.

¢It's Idella,” said the woman who had
just spoken.

Mrs. Doan leaned forward.

¢ Wko's Idella? I've never been here be-
fore,” she said.

¢ A girl who died of a broken heart,” an-
swered the woman, who had a thin, dark
face and high cheek bones. ‘‘She gen’ly
comes first. Then old Rain-in-the Face has
him a spell.”

“ Who?” "

“Rain-in-the-Face. He’s an Indian. I
don’t like him much; he’s so noisy. Hush!
she’s sayin’ somethin’ ”

“ There’s a spirit here with long dark hair
and black eyes,” said the low, sad voice.
¢ She says her name is Mary.”

““It's my Mary,” said &« woman near Mrs.
Doan, sighing heavily. ‘‘It’s kind of her
to come. Has she any message for me,
Idella?” -

““She says to tell you she is happy and
you mustn’t grieve for her. Is there anyone
here named Stonebridge?”

“That’s my name said a little woman sit-
ting in the front row.

¢ There’s a spirit here asking for you. He
says he passed on three years ago.”

“There now! I guess you'll believe in
mediums after this,” said a sharp-featured

K. D, C. is a flesh produ t peo-
ploansniamestt. T _

woman who sat next to Mrs. Stonebridge,

The other put her handkerchief up to her
face and sobbed. Idella continued to scat-
ter messages, and several other women got
sobbing.

The stout woman sitting on the right of
the mediom began to twist and turn.

*There’s someone tapping me on the
shoulder,” she said.

There was just sufficient light in the back
parlor to show that the face of the girl on
the left of the medium was ghastly. She
was sighing and gasping. Mrs. Doan
watched her in some anxiety. She expected
every moment to see her fall to the floor in
a fit of some kind.

Then all at once there was the sound of
soft music, the tinkle of tiny bells, aud some-
thing rose slowly from behind the rear cur-
tain.. It was a figure shrouded in white,
with white arms crossed on its breast. The
head was bent forward, the eyes were
closed, a filmy scarf of white lace lay over
the luxuriant dark bair. The face was white
as the driven snow; it looked as if carved in
marble. It hovered for a moment above
the curtain, then sank slowly down out of

out to the farm. I believe she’d get better
right away.”

“I can’t ever marry you, Walter; you
ought to know that. I ain’t fit to marry
any man. It's good of you to ask me, but

”

““Oh, I ain’t doin’ it to be good,” inter-
rupted Walter, ““and I'm willin’ to run the
risk of marryin’ you—if there is any risk—
I guess there ain’t anybody else need care.” '

Liberty stood up. Coos

“You'd be sorry for it,” she said; *‘an’
I've done enough harm already. I can’t
marry yon, Walter.”

“If your mother get's well —"

¢ She ain’t goin’ to get well flashed out
Liberty. * How do you suppose I feel, sit-
ting by her bed day after day ’n’ seeing her
lie there like a dead thing? An’ knowing
it'’s all my fault! all my sin! That if it
badn’t been for me she’d be walking around
as well —"

“She stopped, struggling with the emo-
tion that overwhelmed her. Then turning
from him she began to walk toward the
cemetery gate.

Walter followed her, looking anxious and

sight. As it disappeared a wild, frenzied
shriek rang through the parlors, and Mrs.

staggered from her seat to thé"open
space before the audience. *‘Liberty? Lib-
erty!” she screamed. ‘‘ My child! My own
child! She’s dead!” and fell like a stone to
the floer.

The black silesia curtains moved suddenly
as if swept by a strong wind; there was a
startled movement of chairs, and many gasp-
ing cries of horror and fear, asa white figure
rushed forward and fell on its knees beside
the prostrate woman.

¢ Mother! Mother! Oh, mother! speak to
me,” moaned & hoarse, broken voice.

All was excitement. Some women cried,
othersscreamed. Then one of the half-dozen
men present turned up the gas in the back
parior.

The medium had sprung up, his trance
vanished; he rushed forward and laid one
band roughly on the shoulder of the kneeling
figure.

* What are you about?” he said harsbly.
*“ Go back behind that curtain, quick!”

But the girl did not obey. She lifted her
face, ghastly in its coat of chalk under the
flaring gaslight.

““Iv’s my mother,” she said simply, *“and
I've killed her.”

CHAPTER VI.

The foliage of the cemetery was very lux-
uriant, for it was early in June, and Nature
was at her best. Shadows of leaves danced
on the narrow walks; the fragrance of cedar
and flowering almond filled the air; there
was a strange, sweet peace and stillness over
everything.

In one corner of the cemetery, on a rustic
bench which stood before a lot containing
only two graves, a girl was sitting.

She was dressed in black; herchin wassunk
forward on her breast; her hands lay idly in
her lap. It was Liberty Fowler. She was
staring down at the grass at her feet; there
were dark hollows under her deep blue eyes.

She looked like the ghost of her former
self. Motionless as a statue she sat, un-
heeding the soft rustling of the leaves stirred
by the gentle breeze, hearing not the twitter
of the birds in the old trees.

A man came quickly along one of the
weedy paths, and paused beside her. She
looked up with no appearance of surprise or
interest; she didn’t speak.

He sat down on the seat beside her, and
took in a warm clasp one of the slender soft
hands lying in her lap.

““I've been hoping for the last week that
I'd get a chance for a quiet talk with you,
Liberty,” he said. ‘‘I went to the house
and your aunt said she thought you’d come
over here. So I drove right over. I can't
say I think this is a very cheerful place for
you to sit. I don’t believe it’s good for you
to come here.”

Liberty didn’t look at him. Her eyes
were riveted on the two graves. One was
that of her father, the other of a brother
who had died before she was born. There
were simple white slabs at the head of each.

“There’s no use in talking, Walter,” she
said, in a dull voice. “I'm not going to
marry you—not after what I’ve done.”

¢ don't care anything about that, Lib-
erty,” said Walter, taking off his hat, on
which there was a narrow band of crape.
“ You were forced into it. You just had to
doit. Iknow just how 'twas.” He fanned
himself with his hat. The day was warm,
and he had been walking fast.

‘It was a sin, all the same,” said Liberty.

“ Well, what if it was? I guess there’s
lots of folks done worse than just pretend to
be spirits.”

“That wasn't all. I let folks here believe
I was workin’ in the paper mills. I never
said so, bat I let ’em believe it.”

¢ Well, you would have worked there if
you'd got the chance, I guess. You tried
to get work there, I know.”

“ Yes, I tried; but they didn’t need any
more hands. And then, as I was on my
way to the station, I heard a little boy
screaming because he was afraid of a dog.
I found out where he lived, and I took him
home. It was that medium’s little boy.
The mother was kept busy tending to one
that had a low fever. The mediumn got to
talking to me; he said his wife couldn’t be
any help to him now. He asked me me if
I wouldn’t act as his assistant; he said my
face was just the kind he could fix up well
for a spirit; and he offered me ten dollars
a week.”

“ Well, any girl-in your place would have
taken it.”

Liberty did not seem to hear him. She
went on, still in that dull, slow voice:

“He used to get the names of all the peo-

ple in the mills who’d lost children; some he
copied out of the cemetery. He asked me
about them, what they'd died of, 'n’ how
long the’d been dead, and I had to tell him.
It just about killed me to do it; but I want-
ed to keep the place. I promised father I'd
take care of mother, and I didn’t want to
see her go to the poor-house. I couldn’t
——" Her voice broke; she stopped abrupt-
1y. .
I think you were real brave,” said Wal-
ter Scudder. “I don’t blame you—not a
bit. And it wasn’t your fault your motvher
went to that medium’s. Your aunt had no
business takin’ her there.”

Liberty’s head was bowed, the tears were
falling over her pale cheeks.

Walter cleared his throat and fooked
away, apparently absorbed in the movements
of a sparrow on the path. There wasalong
pause.

¢ She lies just the same way, Mrs. Doan
told me to-day,” he said at last, stealing a
hasty glance at the girl’s tear-stained face.

“ Yes, she hasn’t said a word that we
could understand—since that night.”

¢ And you're dependin’ on Mrs. Doan for
everything! Liberty, I wish you'd marry
me right off, 'n’ let me move your mother

dis d. His horse and buggy stood out-
side, not far from the gate. He had unfast-
ened the check-rein and the animal was crop-
ping the grass. She raised her pretty sleek
head and neighed when she saw her master,
She was an affectionate creature, and Walter
had owned her several years.

¢ Let me drive you home, Liberty,” the
young man said, pleadingly.

“No, I'd rather walk, thank you. It'd
make talk if we were seen driving together.
It’s a kind of disgrace now to be seen with
me.” The girl’s tone was bitter.

“1 do wish you'd make up your mind to
marry me, Liberty.”

She shook her head.

“I can’t do that, Walter. I broke off
with you because I knew I was goin’ to do
what you wouldn’t like, an’ I can’t marry
you now, it’s all turned out so much worse
than Iever expected. It wouldn’t be right.”

She walked away without giving him a
chance to reply, and Walter, after watching
her slight figure until it disappeared around
a bend in the road, got into his buggy and
drove off in an opposite direction.

It was three weeks now since that unfor-
tunate seance. Eastwood knew the pretend-
ed medium no more. He had packed up his
household goods and left town with his wife
and children the day following the expose.

The affair had created quite a stir. The
few Spiritualists in the town were justly in-
dignant; those who had been dupes were
angry at themselves for their credulity, and
ssid they would have made it ““hot” for
that man if he had stayed a day longer.
The daily paper of Eastwood had devoted
a whole column to the subject, and of course
everyone in Fairville knew the part Liberty
Fowler had taken in the affair. All agreed
that she had acted in a very extraordinary
manner. They said they wouldn’t have
thought it of Liberty Fowler, but it was
hard to tell what people really were. Those
who looked fairest outwardly were often the
very ones P d of the blackest hearts.
And it was quite evident that Liberty’s heart
was very black indeed. Some said they
were sorry for Walter Scudder. Now his
mother was gone he had no one to look out
chat he didn’t make a fool of himself. Of
course Emmeline wouldn’t say anything, no
matter what he did. Emmeline was too
meek for any earthly use. It was known
that she bad actually been to see Liberty
since that awful occurrence at the medium’s.
It was even told on the authority of Mrs.
Rudd, who had had it straight from Mrs,
Doan, that Emmeline had cried over Liberty
and had said she loved her just the same as
ever.

Liberty on her way home from the ceme-
tery met several people she knew, but not
one of them spoke to her. A cold nod was
all that was vouchsafed her, and one woman
actually crossed the street to avoid meeting
her. Liberty smiled bitterly when she saw
it. She had once sat up all night with that
woman’s dying daughter.

As she drew near home she saw her aunt
standing at the little gate. She beckoned
in an excited manner.

¢ She’s come to, Liberty,” she called out,
as the girl drew within hearing distance.
“ She’s come to, 'n’ she's askin for you. I
thought you’d never get here.”

( To be continued. )

The Advanee of Medieal Seieneo._

Dr Agunew'’s Successful Experiments in Heart
Disease and Catarrhal Trouble.

The world has been of the opinion that
where medical science can master such
dreaded diseases as diphtheria and hydro-
phobia, yet when the heart is affected there
is no hope for the patient save such as may
come from easing his condition. The dis-
coveries of Dr. Agnew have proven once
again that there seems no end to the m
bilities of science in its treatment of di
even heart disease.

In what is known as Dr. Agnew’s Cure
for the Heart is found a remedy that has
practically given back life to those who were
supposed to be beyond hope of recovery with
heart trouble. Ope of the virtues of this
medicine is its instantaneous effect upon the
patient. It would not be worth much other-*
wise, for with heart disease prompt action is
an absolute necessity. Mr, Aaron Nichols,
of Peterboro, Ont., writes this of Dr.
Agnew’s Cure for the Heart—‘‘ My wife was
troubled for 20 years with heart disease.
From the first tew doses of Dr. Agnew's
Cure for the Heart she obtained relief, and
continuing its use she has had more benefit
from it than from all the doctoring she ever
did. The remedy acts like magic on a 'dis-
eased heart.”

With everyone catarrh is a most unpleas-
ant trouble, and this is especially the case
with those whose duties bring them before
the public as preachers, ouseieu. Amol
the strongest evidence produced, tellin,
the peculiarly successful character of Dr.
Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder is that which has
come from prominent citizens, like the
Bishop of Toronto, the Right Rev. A. Sweat-
man, D.D., D.C.L.; from leading members
of the faculty of McMaster Hall, the Rev. .
W. H. Withrow, D.D., a representative
Methodist divine; Rev. Mungo Fraser, .D,
of Hamilton, a prominent Presbyterian, lmi
other public men. These gentlemen have
all, over their signatures, told of the thor-
oughly effective character of Dr. Agmew's
Catarrhal Powder in dealing with this very
prevalent disease.

Sold by 8. N. Weare.
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—1It is a habit, remarks a coatemporary
men all fall into, more or less, that of saying
the old days were the best days. There is
at least just as much goodness now as there
ever was and probably more. Whenagreat
calamity occurs, how quick the people are to
relieve distress! If the world were wh:l‘lx

iven to selfishness, it wonld not be mo
%y such happenings, nor should we have hos-
pitals, orphan ums, Red Cross societies,
or any of the modern institutions for mitigat-
ing human suffering.

—Taken in time Hood's sarsaparilla P
vents serious illness by keeping tho,bm) >
pureand allthe organs in a healthy condition.

—_————————— X

—Minard’s Liniment Cures Dandruff.




