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MEHSSHNGHR AND VISITOR.

DECEMBER 9-

HAVE FAITH IN THE BoOY.

Have faith in the boy, not believing
Thst he is the worst of his kind,

In league with the army of Satan,
And only to evil inalined ;

But daily to guide and coutrol him,
Your wisdom and pstience employ,

And daily, despite-disappointment
And sorrow, bave faith in the boy.

Have fatth to believe that some moment
In life's strangely checkered career,
Convicted, subdued and repentant,
The prodigal son will appear ;
The ga& in his oature rejacting
The dark and debasiog alloy,
1lluming your spirit with gladness,
Because you bad faith in the boy.

Though now he is wayward and stub

And keeps himself sadly aloof
From those who are snxious and fearful,
And ready with words of reproof ;
Have faith that the pnfer- of & mother
His wandering feet will arrest,
And turn him away from his follies
To weep out his tears an her breast.

The brook that goes dashing and danc-
in, ¥

We fnly not divert from his course,
Until the wild, turbulent spirit

Has somewhat expended its force ;
The brook is the life of the river,

And if we the future might scan,
We'll find that a boisteroys boyhood

Gave vigor and life %o the man.

Ab ! many a boy has been driven
Away from home by the thought

‘That no one believed in his ;oodnﬁﬁ\*

Or dreamed of the battles he fought ;
So if you would help him to conguer

The foes that are prone to annoy,
Enocourage him often with kindness.

And show you have faith in the boy.

Have faith in his good

“Jalivs 7"

“He does not know I'm going; and if
he did, I should tell him plsinly be was
not wanted at either Uphill or on the
way to it. Ducie thinks little of him,
uu{ irandfather Latrige makes his face
‘like = ‘stone wall when Julius talks his

“[‘hay don’t understand Julius. How
can they? Steve is their wodel, and
Steve is not the least like Julins.”

“] should think not.”

“What do you mean 7"

“Never mind. Good by."” !

She shut the door with more emphasis
than she was aware of, and went to ber
mother for some cordials and dainties to
take with her. As she passed through
the hall the Squire called her, and she
followed his voice into the small parlor, | the
which was emphatically “master’s room.”

“I have hnr bad news about the
Holler Scree ﬂock Charlotte, and | must
away there and see what can be done.
Tell Barf Latrigg it is the sheep, and he
will understand ; be was always one to

ut the dumb creatures first. The

indest thing that is in your own heart
say it to the dear old man for me ; will
you, Charlotte 7"

“You can trust to me, father.”

“ Yes, | know | can; for thut, and more
too. And there is more. 1 feel about
Stephen. Happen I was less than kind
to him the other day. But I gave you
good reasons, Charlotte; snd I have
such confidence in you, that I said to
mother, ‘You can send Charlotte. There
is nothing underband about her. She
knows my will, and she’ll do it” Eh'?
What 1" b

“Yes, father ; I'll be_square on all
four sides with you. But I told you
there had been no love making between
me and Steve.”

“Bteve was doing his best at it. ' De-
pend upon it, he meant love.making ;
and I must say I thought you made out
o

Believe that at last he'll prevail,
Though now he's forgetful and heedless,
Though day after day he may fall.
Your doubts and suspicious misgivings,
His hope and his courage destroy,
8o, if you'd secure a brave manhood,
"Tis well to have faith in the boy.
— Selected.

Selected Serinl
THE SQUIRE OF SANDAL-SIDE.

BY MBS, AME

E. BARR.

CHAPTER IV.
THUS RUNS THE WORLD AWAY .

Julius Sandal had precisely those
superficial excellences which the world
is ready to accept at their apparent
value ; and he bad been in so many
schools, and imbibed such a variety of
opiniots, that he had a meuntal suit for

|l occasions. “He knows about every.
thing,” ssid Sandal to the clergyman, at
the close of an avemng spent together—
an evening in which Julius had been par-
uculnrly interesting. “Don’t you think
80, Bir 7", i

The rector looked up at the starry
sky, and around the mountain-girded
valley, and answered slowly : “He has
great many ideas, Squire, but they are
second hand, and do not fit his intel
lect.”

Charlotte had much the same opinion
of the paragon, only she expressed it ina
different way. “le believes in every
thing, and he might as well believe in
nothing. Confucius and Christ are

ut the same to him, and he thinks
iggernaut only ‘a clumsier spelling of
& name which no man spells correctly.' ™

“His mind is like & fine mosaic, Char
lotte.”

“Oh ! indeed, Sophia, I don't think so!
Mosaics have s design, aud fill it. The
mind. of Julwus is more like that quilt of

s thousand pieces which Hrnnrlmaxhsr]

patched. There they are, the whole |
thousand, just bits of color, all sizes and
shapes, | would rather have a godd
square of white Marseilles.”

“1 don’t- think you ought to speak in
such a way, Charlotte. You can't help
sesing how much he admires you.'

There was a tone in Sophia's carefully |
modulated voice which made Charlotte
turn, and look at her sister. She was
mumg at her embroidery-frame, and ap
parently counting the stitches in the
rose-leaf she was copying; but Charlotte
noticed that her hand trembled, and
that she was counting at random.” In a

moment the veil fell from her eyes ; she |

understood that Sophia was in love with
Julius, and fearful of her own - influence
over him. She had been about to leave
the room;.she r.
and stood at it a f
ing the assertion

moments consider

“] should be very-sorry if that were
the case, Sophia

“Why 7

“Because | do not admire Julius in
any wsy. I never could aimire him. I |

don’t tto be in debt to him for even
one half-hour of imental affaction

“You hhom i n understand that,
Charlotte, i

it Lo pieces. Tl
opinions, Sophin

Sophia leughed softly Where are
you going 7 1 wee you have your bonnet
on

“I am going to Up-hill.  Grandfather

iatrigg had & fall yosterday, snd that's &
bad tuing st his age. Father is quits put
out about it.”

“Is be going with you 1"

“Hd was, but two of thelshepherds
from Holler Scree have just come for |
him. There is » wrong with
the flocks.”

him very well. Maybe I
was mistaken. Every woman is a new
book;, and & book by herself; and it isn’t
likely I can understand them all.”

“ Stephen is sure to speak to me about
your being so queer with him. Had I
not bejter tell the ttupit:f" v

“] have s high opinion of that way.
Truth may be M, but it can't be
shamed. However, if he was not mak-
ing love to Lou st the. shearing, won't
you find it » bit difficult to speak’ your
mind? ‘Eh? What?”

“ He will understand. "

“Ay, I thought so.”

“ Father, we have never had any
pecrets, you snd me. If [ am not to en.
cournge Stephen ige, do you want
me o marry Julius 1™

“Well, | never! Such s question!
What for 7"

“ Because, at the very first, I want.to
tell you that I could not do it—no way.
[am quite ready to give up my will to
your will, and my pleasure to your
pleuure

Cousin

Julius is a different
lhm ”
goxn get too far forward, Charlotte.

Julius has not said a word to me about
murrying you.”

“But be is doing his best at it. De-
Yend upon it, he means marrying; and

must sayil thought you made out to
understand him very well. Maybe [ was
mistaken. Every man is & new book,
and a book by himself; and it is not
likely I can understand them all.”

“Now you are picking up my own
words, and throwing them back at me.
That isn’t right. 1don't know whatever
to say for myself. Eh? What?”

“Say ‘dear Charlotte,’ and ‘good by,
Charlotte,’ and take an-easy mind with

ned to the window, |

you to Holler Scree, father. Asfar as 1
am concerned, I will never grieve you,
’ and npever dooexva you ; no, not in’the
least little thing."
| BSosheleft him. Her face was bright
| mth smiles, and her words had even a
| ring of mirth in them ; but below all
there was a stubborn weight that she
could not throw off, a darkness of spirit
‘ that no sunshine could brighten. Since
| Julius had come into their home, home
| bad never been the same. There was a
| stranger at the table and in all its sweet
| familiar places, and she was sure that to
| her he always would be

That is my duty; but to

‘Then he looked so queerly, and answer-
‘1 didn'l it, Dacie; I found it on
was qnlu curious, and
mtmutouk&hu one and the other
one if they bad been in the garden. No
one had been there; and, at the long
end, he said, ‘Make no more talk about
it, Ducie. There's fheni that go up and
down the fellside that no one sees.
lift the latoh, and wait not for the open
door, the King's command boiar r::
[ have had a memsage.” He fell an hour
sfterwards, Charlotte. He did not think
he was much hurt st the lhna, bnl he
got his death-throw, I know it.
“ 1 should like to speak lo hlm Ducie.
Tell him that Charlotte Sandal wants
his blessi
He wmtym‘ on the big oak bed in
the best room, waiting for his dismissal
in cheerful seremity. * Come here,
Charlotte,” he ssid; “stoop down, and
let me see you once more., My u;h(
grows dim. [ am going away, dear’.’
“Oh, grandfsther, is there anything [
un do for yau 7"’

“Be a good girl.. Be good and do

good. Stand true to Steve—remember
~true to Steve.” And he did not seem
inclined to talk more,
“He is saving his strength for the
Squire,” n(d Ducie. “ He has » deal to
88,
i I-‘nlhnr hopeu to be back this after-
noon

o Though it be the darkening when he
gets home, ssk him. to come at once,
Charlotte. Father is waiting for him,
and I don't think he will pass the turn
of the night.”

There were many subtle links of sym
pathy between Up-Hill and Sandal.
Death could not be in one house without
casting & shadow in the other. Julius
privately thought such & fellow-feeling »
little stretched. The L were on
a distinotly lower social footing than the
Sandals. Rich they might be, but they

were not written among the list of
-county families, nor had they even mar-
ried into their ranks. He ocould not

understand why Bar{ Latrigg's death
should be allowed to interfere with life
at Seat-Sandal. Yet Mrs. Sandal was at
Up-Hill all the afternoon ; and, though
the Squire did not get home until quite
the darkening, he went at once, without
taking food or rest, to the dying man.”

“Why, Barf is nurf{. the same as my
own father,” he said. And then, in a
lower voice, “and he may see my father
before the strike of day. I wouldn't
miss Barf's last words for a year of life.
% wouldn't that.”

It was a lovely night; warm and
sweet with the scent of Augunt dilies and
the rich aromas of ripening fruit and
grain. The great hills and the peaceful
valleys lay under the soft radiance of a
full moon ; and there was not a sound
but the gurgle of running water or the
bark of some solitary sheep-dog, watoh-

ing the folds on the high fells. Sophia
and Julius were walking in the garden,
both feeling the sensitive suggestiveness
of the hour, talkin, loflmzher on
topics people seldom di the
sunshine—intimations of lost powers,
prior existences, immortal life. Julius
was lesrned in the Oriental view of
metempsychosis. . Sophis could trace
the nxrd intuition through the highest
inspiration of Western thought.

“It whispers in the heart of every
shepherd on these hills,” she said ; “and
they interpreted for Mr. Wordsworth
the dream of his own soul.”

“l know, Sophis. I lifted the book
yesterday ; your mark was in it.” And

@ recited in a low, intense voice :

“Our birth 1« a sisep and & forgetting :

The soul that rises with as, our life's star,
Hath had elsewhere its solting
And cometh from afar
Not in entire rur.uruln«u
And not in utter naked
But trailin clond of glory .u.m - come
Fro od, who is oar hom

“0h, yu"‘ answered hophu, lifting
her dark eyes in s real bnlhnnum

“Though Inland far we

Our souls have sight nx u.m immortal sea

Wmm brought us hither,

And they wers both very happy in this
luxury of mystigal speculation. Eternity
was behind gs before them. Soft im
pulses from moon and stars, and from
the witching besuty of lnn-\ly hills and

Semething was said or done that put
them further apart every day. She could
not understand bow any Sandal could be
80 absolutely oul of ber love and sym
pathy. Who has not experienced these
| nvasions of hostile natures ?—alien
| voices, characters fundamentally differ-
| ent, yet bound to them by natural ties
which the soul refuses to recognize.

The sombreness of her thoughts af
fected her surroundings very much as
rain affects the stmosphere. The hills
lookéd melancholy; she was aware of
every stone on the road. Alass! this
morning she had begun to grow old, for
she felt that she "had & pasi—a past that
could never return. Hitherto her life
had beed to.day and to-morrow, and to-
morrow always in the sunshine. Hitherto
the thought of Stephen had been blent
with something: that was to happen.
Now, she knew she must slways be re
membering the days that for them
would come ho more.
reviewing even her former visits to ('p
Hill. In them also change had begun.
And it is over the young, sorrow tri
umphs most cruelly. " They are so easily
ded, so inapt to rest, 8o barassed by
#0 astonished st troubles they
ot comprehend, that their very
sens tiveness prepaes them for suffering.
Very bitter tears are shed before we are
t mly years old. At forty we have
) d to sccept the inevitable, aud to

|

Bhe found herdelf

soented ga ys, touched within
their souls some primal sympathy that
drew them close to that unseen bound
ary dividing spirits from shadow-casting
men. [t is true they rather felt than
understood ; byt when the soul has
faith, what matiers comprehension ?

In'the cold sweetness of the following
dawn the Squire returned from Up-Hill,
“Barf is gone, Alice,” were his. first
words."”

“But all is well, William."

“No doubt of it. | met the rsctor on

the hillside. “How is Barf? I asked;
snd he answered, ‘Thank God, he has
the mastery ' Then he went on with

out another word. Barf had last his
sight when I got there, but he knew my
voice; and he asked me to lay my face
against his tace. ‘I've done well to San-
dal—well to Sandal,’ he muttered at in
tervals. ‘ You'll know it some day
William." I can't think what he meant.
I bope he hasn't left me any money.
I could not takse it, Alice.”

“Was that al

“When Steve came in he said some-
thing like ‘Charlotte,’ and he Jooked hard
at me ; and then again, ‘I've done well
by S8andal.’ But .l was too late. Ducie
said he had been very restless about nds
enrlier in the afternoon; he was nearly
outside life: when I got there. We
thought he would speak no more ; but
about three o'clock this tnorning he
called quite clearly, ‘Ducie, the abbof's

¥ things possible which we once
would bresk our hearts in pwo.
s an air of

elr OWn grave

: and I can
ink what Ull do without father,
“ You hiave Steve.

d, Cbar

“1 wi that. 1 hesrd nothing of it. ‘He
moves in & great hurry
“ He always moves that way,
teve,
“How is grandfather
“ He has bad quite .a backening since
| yosterday mqm He lias got * the oall,'
| Charlotte. ve had more than one sign
of it, Just bdoro bé foll he went into
| the garden, sod t in with him L
npnl of Mmoquly " +Father,
| Inaked, m‘.mm,oupuumr
|

“The piant, Geraslum Robatianum.

does

Id have |
frosh

eross’ Then Ducie unlocked the oak
| chest thot stands by the bedside,’ and
| took from it an ivory crucifix. She
Lput it in his left han With a smile
he touched the Christ upon it; and so,
| tlasping the abibot's oross, he died.”

I “1 wonder st that, Williagz, A better
{ Church of England man was not in all
| the dales than Barf Latrigg.”

“Ay; but you see, Alice, thet cross is
older than the Church of Eogland. It
was given to the first Latrigg of Up-Hill
by the first abbot of Furness. Before
the days of Wyckliffe and Latimer, every
one of them, babe and hoary-head, died
with it in their bands. There are things
that go deeper down than creeds, Alice;
and the cross with the Saviour on it is
one of them. I would like to feel it
myself, even when I was past seeing it.
I would like to take the step betwm
here and there with it in my hands.”

in the cool of the afte: Julius
and the girls went to Up Hill.
& solemn cam about death ; and

They | linen cloth, and holding a plate of ever-

douk.hhdn 1o all sides of his

n every land wbm
he haa m;onrnod, the suj
ceremonials that attended it were lub
jects of interest to him. S0 he was
much touched when he entered the
, 000l porch, and saw the little table
n l A threshold, covered with a white

greens and a bandiul of salt. And when
Sophis and Charlotte each soattered s
little salt upon the ﬁ)mmd, snd broke
off & small spray of boxwood, he knew
instinctively that they were silently ex
qeﬂh‘ their faith in the preservation
the body, snd in the life everlssting;
and he imitated them in the simple rite.
Docle met them with a grave and
tender pleasure. “Come, sod see the
empty soul ease,” she said, softly;
“there is nothing to fear you.”" And she
led them into the chamber where it lay,
The grest bed was white s a drift of |
snow, On the dark oak walls there |
were branches of laurel sod snowberry.
The floor was fragrant under the feet,
with bits of rosemary, and bruised ears
of lavender, and leaves of thyme. The
casemients were wide open to admit the
fresh mountain breess; and st one M'
them Steve rested n the sarved chair |
that bad been his grandfather's and was 1
now hia own,
The young men did not know each
other; but this was neither the time nor
the place for social civilities, and they
only nh*htly bowed as their eyes met.
Indeed, it seemed wrong to trouble the
peaceful silence with mere words of |
courtesy ; but Charlotte gave her hand
to Stephen, and with it that csndid,
loving geze which has, from the eyes of
the b.gv , the miraculous power of
turning the water of life into wine. And
Charlotte pemlvod this, and she went
home happy in the happiness she had
given,

Four days later, Barf Latrigg was
hunad In the glory of the August

, the ladies of Seat-Sandal stood
with Julius in the shadow of the park
gates, and watched the long procession
winding slowly down the fell. At first
it was accompanied by fitful, varying
gusts of solemn melody; but as it drew
nearer, the affecting tones of the funeral
hymn became more and more distinot
and sustained. There were at least three
hundred voices thrilling the still, warm
air with its pathetic music ; and, as they
approached the church gates, it blended
itself with the heavy tread of thosé who
followed the dead, like a wonderful, tri-
umphant march.

After the funeral was over the Squire
went back to Up-Hill to eat the arvel-
meal," and to hear the will of his old
friend read. It was nearly dark when he
returned, and he was very glad to find
his wife alone. “I have had a few hard
hours, Alice,” he -said, wearily; “and I
am more bothered about Bart's will than
I can teli why.”

“I suppose Steve got all."

“Pretty nearly. Barfs married daugh-
ters had their portions long ago ; but he
left each of them three hundred pound-
a8 a will token. Ducie got
lhounnd pounds and her rightin Up Hﬂl

as long as she lived. All else was for
8teve, except—and this bothers me—a
box of papers left in Ducie’s charge.
They are w bo given to me at her dis
cretion ; and, if not given during her
lifetime or my lifetime, the charge re-
mains then between dw.e that come
after us. I don't like it, and I can't
think what it means. Eh? What?"”

“He left you nothing "’

“He left me his & He knew better
than to leave me money. But | am
bothered sbout that box of papers.
What can they refer to? Eh? Vrnt "

“I can make s guess, William. When
your brother Tom left home and went
to India, he took money enough with
him, but I'm afraid he got it queerly.
At sny rate, your 3‘ had some big
sums to raise. You wi st ocollege at
the time ; and though there was some
underband talk, maybe you never heard
it—for no one round SandalSide would

on a word likely to trouble the old
mro or ol!‘rnd Mistress Charlotte.

Now, t time Barf
[‘lﬂ‘. ‘dld -oll ;‘:&d?

“I think you may be right, Alice. I
remember  that father was a bit mean
with me the last year I was at Oxford
He would have ressons he did cot tell
me of. OUneshould never judge a father.
He is,often foroed to cut the loaf unevenly
for the good of every one.”

But this. new idea troubled - Bandal.
He was & man of supersensitive honor
with regard to money matters. If there
were really any obligation of that kind

grateful to Latri for being sile
about it. And still more the trans
of these papers vexed him. Ducie might
koow what he might never know,
Steve might bave it in his power to
trouble Harry when he was at rest with
his fore-elders. The subject haugted
and worried him ; and as worries are
never complete worries till they bave
an individuality, Steve very soon became
the personal embodiment of mortifying
uncertainty and wounded amour propre.
For if Mrs. Sanidal’s suspicion were true,
or even if it were not true, she was not
likely to be the only one in Sandal-Side
who would construe Latrigg's singular
disposition of his papers in the same
way. Certainly Squire William did not
feel as if the dead man had “done well
to Sandal.”
Stephen was equally annoyed. His
grandfather had belonged to a dead cen:
tury, and retained until the last his al-
most feudal idea of the bond between
his family and the Sandals. But the
present Squire had stepped outside the
shadows of the past, and,Stephen was
fully abreast of his own times. He un

papers related to, they wonld be a con-
stant thorn in Sandal's side ; and he saw
them lying between Charlotte and him-
self, & barrier unknown, and insurmount
able because unknown.

From Ducie he could obtain neither
information nor assistances “Mother,”.
he asked, “do you know what those
papers are about 77

“Ratherly.”

“When can you tell me ?”

“There must be a deal of sorrow before
I can tell you.”

“Do you want to tell me?"

“If I should dare to want it one min-
ute, I should ask God’s pardon the next.
When I unlock that box, Steve, there is
like to be trouble in gnnd.L {hthink

our
y tod':“dm" would rather the key

betwsen the two houses, he hardly ltg

derstood very well that, whatever these

“Don the Squire knowanything about

“Not he.”
“1f be aske will you tell him 7"
“Not yet. I1-—hope never.”

“] wish they were in the fire.”
“Perbaps some day you may put them
there. You will have the right when I
am gone.”

Then Steve silently kissed her, and

MUCH BETTER,

Thank You!

MONY
CHRONIC BRONCHITIS, COUGHS,
OOLDI. OR ANY FORM OF WAST-

went into the garden ; and Ducie hed
him through the wmdow and whispered |
10 herself, It is a bit h-.rd but it might |
be barder; and right n.lwny- gots the
overband st the end.”
(To be continued.)
-

What thé Wind Blew at Benny,

A THANKAGIVING STORY,

BY CHARLES N, SINNETT,
Benny Barnes stood by the window
tying knots in a piece of wrapping twine
until his sister e went out on an
errand, - Then he walked quickly up to
where his mother was M-mr

“ Don't you suppose | could be a boot

| bisok 1" he uko-y
“Why, what made you think of that 1"
said his mother.
“ Beosuse | heard some young folks
talking about helping others as they
came out' of the young people’s meeting
in the vestry up on the corner last nllﬁ(.
Some of them seemed discouraged
But An ie Ilioe said, 0 nice and pleas
" ant, © oan all dc some good before
I‘hmh‘iv\nl.' The wind seemed to
blow the words right st me. I must
earn Bessie some new things by Thanks-
giving. Bhe’s s0 good not to say any-
lhlq‘% about a better dress and shoes.”

‘ell, my boy,"” said the mother, “I'm
sorry 1 csn't get them for her. And
though it is good for you to think so
much about this matter, | cannot decide
the question at once. Take this sewing
home now, and I'll give you an answer
to-morrow.”
Bright and early the next day she
found time to whisper to Benny:

“[ have concluded to let you try your
Ehn if you will get Tom Conlin to keep
y you for a day or two.”

And away the boy bounded tofind the
bright, honest Irish lad who had once
lived beside him in a tenement house] |

1t did not take Benny lonﬁ to do his
work neatly and quickly. His cherry
face and polite manners won him many
customers.

Bliit one afternoon he came home hur-
ied

riedly.

“ Mother,” he said, “ I hardly know
what is the best way to do. -A boy
snatched away my best brush to-day. If
I take from our money to buy a new one,
I cannot get Bessie’s things for Thanks-
?1 ing. And I can't do nny(hm; with

{nrg Jones who took the brush.”
by do you think so, Benny 7"

“Because he has been saying thatl
felt too big to associate with common
folks. That was because I wouldn't swear
or say the mean things that he does.”

“ Well, | think that Tom can hel,
again,” said Mrs. Barnes, cheerfully.
“ He seems to know all the boys in this
part of the town.”

“ He does, indeed,” answered Benny
slowly. “But he don t like Harry Jones.
He blamed mee some for not snswering
back when he called me names. I'll ssk
him in, though.”

When Tom came he said abruptly :

“1 know what that fellow of s Harry
Jones has been after dom’ I mean to
‘wettle with that asme lad.’

Mre. Barnes quietly said

“ I want you lrn to Harry as kindly
as you oan. Tell him just how hard
Benny has been working, and that it is
almost Thaoksgiving. Let him know

bard wiy that he thinks we do, [am
sure that then he will be willing to do
right and f:n up the brush
Tom did not look s though he had
perfect faith in such a plan. But he
d .

on L
“I'll try, mem, the best that iver |

timid rap at Mrs, Barnes' door

“Good morning,” the woman said to
the ragged boy who stood there. “You
must be Harry Jones. Come in, won't

I oan't stop for thal,
s brush. I'm very sorry

“Thank you, Hurry."

The boy ssid timidly :

“I'd just like to. take a peop at little
Bessy that Benny's been lmrkm. lor o

“I'used to have a little Jeister,” whis-
pered Harry as he looked in at l e win.
dow to which Mrs. Barnes lud him. “She
looked some like her. Butahe is dead
now. And s0 is mother. Father went
away. I'm a bad boy. And nobody
seems 10 card.”

“But [ care, and so does your heavenly
Father,” said Mrs. Barnes.
“Mother told me about Him, He
helped her die happy.- She said | must
be thankful to Him. It's Him that hel;
ed your Benny not to answer back mu;g
And Tom-—he don't use his fists on me,
Boys can’t change that way without ‘ex-
tra help.”

up just then. “And it all began with
those words which the wind blew at me

ood.”

around the corner,
her dress and shoes for Thanksgiving,
and that day was s glad one for herself,
Tom, Harry and Beony.

fulness.— Morning Star.

biliousness.
perfect regulator of the Liver.

.
— According to English authority, the

Romana came.

ymxr eou‘h will

been awarded s sil:

both personall W the
| transition ﬁllod’ him with vague, m;mu.

*Death-feast.

that we do not feel® toward him in the)

oan. ¥
Esrly the next morning there was &

“That's 4p,” answered Benny, coming

80 hard from Angie Rice talking so

“I move that we all jin that society
that sets the wind anda ivery thing to
helping folks,” laughed Tom as he came

The motion was carried. Bessie had

The mother’s heart was full of thank-

- -

~— A jgloomy and irritable mood, Iack
of appetite, nausea, etc., arise from
Burdock Blood Bitters is a

word “dad” or “tad,” for father, is not
slang but pure Welsh, the language
spoken in Loudon before the Saxons and

i l‘a:egumlan by the forelock, and
ttner's Emulsion by the s nlul and
vuﬁ nngw r rosy

_.Atuhmﬁmnnlim K.D.C. hl
silver medal and five
diplomas—the highest awards for any

after they have tried

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

0f Pure Cod Liver Oil and

HYPOPHOSPHITES
Lime and Soda.—
IT I8 ALMOST AS PALATABLE
AS MILK., IT IS8 A WONDERFPUL
FLESH PRODUCKR, It is weed and
ondorsed by Physicians, Avoid all
dmbltations or substituiions, Seld by
all Druggiesn at 800, and $1.00.
AOOTT & RO WNE, Belloville,

INTERNATIONAL §.85. Go.

Winter Arrangement.

TWO TRIPS A WEEK

—OR —

BOSTON,

OMMENCING NOVEMBER 2nd,
Bteamers of this Omnp-ny will lelva

SAINT J OI—IN

—FOR—

Eastport, Portfand and Boston

—EVERY~—

MONDAY & THURSDAY

Mornings at 7.25 Standard.

Returning will leave Boston same days at
8.3 a. m., and Portland at 5 p. m., for East-
port and 8t. John.
Connections at Eastport with Steamer for
8t. Andrews, Calals and 8t. Stephen.
Frelght recelved daily up w0 5 p. m.
Through first and second class Tickets can
be purchased and Baggage checked through
from all booking stations of all rallways, and
on board steamer “Clty ot Monticello” he-
tween St. John, Digby and Annapolis. Also,
Freight billed through af extremely low rates.
©. E. LARUHLER,

Agent 8t. John, N. B
E. A. WALDRON,
General Agent,

Boston. J. B. COYLE

Manager Portland,

— .
INTERCOLONIAL BAILWAY.

91. Winter Arnn'gement. 92,

E’n ONDAY, the 10th 4
() of oc'm l: Qh “-m ren
y (Bunday e luphtl
’I‘l-I-l will leave I-lll .l
Day Expross for Halifax 4 Qampbe .06
{ooommod mn mm.nnc ene, {u‘.;
np.-...’ Bases:

pross for Qu-nu and Montreal, 4

A rlul OoAr runs emch on expross
uu-'p. ving BL John at ] o‘eluak’
Halifax cloak. Paase, [
John for Quebec and Novirenl Teave S Jobx

'olock, and take sleeping om: at
L John for Quebee and

0 b At 1685 o'cloek will run
o Mlnnu(m lrrl\ o at Montreal at 15.06

o'clook 8
Tratus -3:: ArvIn at Saint John,
Express from Bossex &30
oxpross ebec and Montreal
(exoopl M 9o 8,85
m Point du Cheve, 1)::
SAproas ..
ast e xprosd from
The wdv of the Iutereolonial Rallway to
and from Mon are lighted

treal and b.e
by slectricily, and he: y steam from
looomot! ve.

All Tralns are run by Eastern Standard
me.

D
Rallway Offos, Moneton,
-'Lh Oet., 1891

WESTERN COUNTIES mumv.
SUMMER AM GEMENT,
()NT&AN’?‘ ‘AF‘I‘ER MONDAY,

o+ 1861, Trafos will run as

follows
LEAVE v-rmoun-—lxpr-u Jatly mt s
arrive al 1812 n Passe
Vr " and  Froight, Muuniny Wednsaday and
rida: W p m, arrive at Annapolis
o, g 3 3 rlud!rﬁMh( Tuesday,
arrive

Annapolle-Exprom daily at 12 p.
m. ve at Yarmouth at

geriger aud Frelent, Tuesduy, Thirediy A

ll!lnlu:rdny #1810 & m.; arrive st Yarmouth
LEAVE Weymouth—Passenger and Freight

sdnesday sod Friday as 30

& m., Arrive at ¥ armonth at 1115 &

Connexions—at Auanpalls wiih nmuu of

ndsor & Annapolis Rallway. At by

daily with Steamer Oity of Monticelio frorm
and to 8t, John,

At nmiomn with stosmers Yarmouth
and Boston on every Tuesday, Wed-
nesday Pridns ant Baiy creatis: and
fro ton eve y Tuesdny, Wednesday
Friday and Satarday morning, With th‘o
daily (Banday sxoepied) to anc ‘from Barrt

helburne and Liver,

Yarmouth, N, 8,

| medicine,

DECEMBE

THE “8SW

The sweetest )
Is the spot whi
wee.

‘What is the trea:

Only a blue-eyed

Only & bundle of

Dropped in my
bove ;

above ;

A white winged,
ove,

Or, » bundle of m

Now creeping hey
Calling me hither
Playing with sun

ﬂoiling And teari
Falling and cry
breath,

Till mamma s
death ;
Laughing and &

play,

Hnin‘ s world o
Showing the dim

chin,
Whero frolic and
fo §
Asking for kisses
On cheek and o
blue ;
Ready for play wi
Ready for sleep
And the sweetest

ree,
Is the spot whi

Wee-—
My blue-eyed ba
My white-wingec
dove ;
And lcng may he
In bis mother's
breast.
—From

“THI

Chiidr

There are few
otherwise sensibl
judgment as in
play with little o
vncommon thing
toss & helpless lit
it trembles with ¢
matter of fact, tl
<hild is & very d
the child is two
exoeedingly liab
nerves and brai
tell how often fat
to the foolish fon
who inaists on
“notice.” Doub
knows of at least
able practitione
<question recent!
young mother to
a8 rouihh-, said :
case at prese
exactly opposits
year old, who is
only grandohild, |
death with brain
it possible_for it
does, the parents
bave learned & lo
got. The grandfs
of tossing the chi
bhe'oame howse,.
watched it, them:
was trembling
never realised th
it went into spas
Very little chil
to slesp as much
children should
monotonous live
TOAIOD & DUKS g
slightly phlegmal
ferred to & nervo
renon Such &
lollow the routiu

of the children.
hurried. When
80 to sohool, it is
time is valuable.
develop slowly a:
its life as delibers
unfolds its buds.
with the law of
either physical
ual growth,
Forced obildren |
they msy make
time, but it is at
foroe which oue
ined. Like th
ithouse, they dr
time, while their
the garden that
no such artificial
nataral period o
many parents
energies of their
foolish fear that
them dull heads ;
foolish than this
ine parents’ love,
ing to pose thos
puppets to fost
every mother an:
holiness of the t
in the care and
soul for which th
scodunt.—-N. Y.
How to

“Learn first,”
article to the , N
Journal, how to
table is better thi
dining room is la:
If not, then the ¢
sion table must
table is much mo
to seat people-at,
geation of the fan
.the Knights of t
few prominent sc
to the old fashior
Mrs. Astor, for ex
style of diningt
gold dinnerset
best advantage,
on the contrary, |
and the decorat
dinner are carr
shape more pronc
never be absent
No matter how b




