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A DELINQUEN? SUBSCRIBER.

BY RMMA BENNEIT,
It was u‘l{.h m:;‘mhz:“
July day. o wen
et e o o yior oo
u
.:Mc. Jobn Dame's farmbouss
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! Had anked one of | walk, The joe like many ooun-
:hc iln:-’hlunu for udlnl.;?ltnw try post-offices cooupled une :“:
miles d, who it 'was that lived in | store, and the m =
the olﬂ::hloud. tumbledown struc. | Ietters i his
ture that stogd on the rest, most | Welghed sugnr ae o private
unprofitable plece of land in the coun. | Bometimes one way
ty, the answer muha;;comop-omﬂ of the other u,.&m
g renteved the & 1
ﬁ :lmul twenty years ago now, sinoe | men were on um‘“&
John Dame had commenced ually | sod more were o ‘ur‘.
to fade out of the minds of b h- | counter, birrels " hwhh
bom, a8 an sotusl existence. Matildy | postmaster himeel! was » Eu:
oould have told you the exact date. on) s nm! 3, o far
Twenty yoars ago, oome the 21t of of ihie store, He glano
A t, sinoe Jobn got his stroke. Ider as she eni d
ups they bad exh ihets | nodded. *Good ' Miss Dame.
mpathy upon him that fatal day so “BIlL, just step inside .

. Sympathy seemas ever {0 par-
uh.:lotb- evanesoent nature of the
springtime blossom ealled sudden
into being, beautiful and tender whi
it Insts, but soon to die! John Dame's
pale face at the window, or his shrunk-
en form inthe wheeled chair, drawn
out on the narrow little h, had
zmw'n 10 be an 'mg:l.l‘.!. sight to ‘thde

ning farmers se 's wind-
Pm.l.!l—nghlan was something of & nine

d.d;;. wonder & few years before-—snd | Ing
el

ted little more thought of pity.

Bince the sun had slanted low enough
in the heavens to keep it from shin!
under cover of the porch into John
eyes, Matildy bad drawn him owt in his
wheeled chafr, He sat there with
closed eyes and head resting back. His
fwce was oalm with that enforced oalm-
nesy that years of lelplessness had
worn there, He was an old man now,

1 seveoty, yet, despite the lving
s:ux of the last twenty yoears, he was
almost childlike in his repose. Matildy
oame briskly around the corner of the
house, milk-pail in hand.

“I'm ', to get chores dome
early tonight. If you t anything,
Jast rap with this stiok. Ishan't be
goneé only & few minutes, anyhow.”

John nodded and ball opened his
eyes to gaso admiringly after her, aa
-go vanished at the end of \h:dpuroh.
He had riever got over wond nr al
her, that she was able to get alo
without bim, Matildy had besn sucl
» olinging, dependent sort of & woman,
He didut. understand that the very
nature that olung o him then wounld
oling to him now: Matildy was sixty.
five, but she was as smart wnd lively as
miapy & woman of forty, Since her
husband's misfortune Iwm{‘, yoars be-
fore, she had u:xp:mad e family,
yakiog garden, doing the faym ohores,
selling

and buotter apd cottage
cheese Amrlvln o town Adnrlnr{I e | Dear
or

summer, and dally dhpodn{ o
wares from house 10 house, It was her
activity that had kept them long 10
from the house. Tonight when she
bad finished the milking John heard
her come in the back door of the house
and begin setting the table for sapper,

“‘Matildy,” be oalled noftly. 7

Bne was at the door inan lnstant,
How patient, how unwearylog shé d
always been with him!

“Adn't It the night forthe papey!” he
seked wistfully.

‘“Lemmesee—yes, 'tis. Friday night,
of course.”

“¥You're too tired, ain't you, and it's

100 hot"'—he began hesitatiogly.
a ."'No, 1 ain't 100 tired,” she interrupt-
®d, ‘and it'll be- cooler after stpper,
I'll have you wipe the dishes ao 1 can
get started sooner, '

This was an (nnooent little fabries
tion of Matildy's to make him balieve
he was dolog her a groat service. In
those first awiul days and weeks, when
he would wear himself out with be
moaning his fate and great soby wonld
break from him to ses the hard work
that she did, and he helpless aa & child
ot hor side, ahe would strive to divest
the flood of his duyolr by saying

“Now see here, John Dame, none of
thisds golng to do any good, Talk's
cheap, anyhow, why don't you do some-
thing to help mé {nstesd of aking on
about things you can’t help. Juet take
hold. of this tows! and wipe these
dishes,” and she had wheeled his chair
up to the table ln s trice, John was
very clumay st first, but it delighted his
sout to do something, and Matildy bad
enlarged upon “the big belp iy "
sho -fﬁmu-‘ mind the wadhing, buf she
always did hate to wips dishes"—unti]
John had come Lo belleve that s long
as he wiped the dishes, the rest of
Matlidy's work was & comparstively

* light matter. Now agleam of plessure
shot over his pale fnoe, and be agaln
sank back and closed bis eyes

“Poor Jobn ' Matlldy sighed to her
solf “The - paper’s sboul the only
ploasure he gote out of life.”

Yea, poor John ! and poor Matildy!
Deaz, loving, unselfish old woman | Bhe
wase tired, and ‘1t was 00 hot, and the
walk 1o the post-office was & mile and &
half over dusty country ronds. It hard:
ly seemed to her that she could drg
her 'mﬁlnl all the way there, Bul
if it wou ﬂl\a.’uhu any ploasare, this
had been the supreme object in Ma-
tildy Dame's lle for twenty long

L
years—is it likoly that o walk of & moments the Hitle old house would be |

mile and & half would deter now ?

fbe hureled about the supper, and | hel

wiren they had dispatched it together,
she hastily “ploked up the dishes” and
rinsed them through the hot water,
while John seated at her side, dish-
towel o hand, wiped them carefully,
“IfI'd a thought aboutthe paper,’

she sald refloctively, “I might have sent
by Fred 'l'hamtglon. 1 saw him a driv-

. ing by with the bay colt "lovg in the
[ guess he was going to mill”

flern:
“Matildy, now i1 it's ng to be|him

o mush for e, the man inter
ry uuloui{— hurried
R:)‘:. shuoks " and Matildy gaily dhu

tied the strings of her checked sunbon-
net under her ohin, and m.ﬁ'&un

wn the vosd. As his
gy g s L B
km;t.u?l"vnu hmM’
Boveral times looked back fur-
over hex , but 1t ‘was not

she resched a :
that -h; mk down ut‘:uu‘-d ?p:-“:
:n o’nt nmm'm N

i1l pro: obc':d A letter f ot
Bi m S lor
Miba amer

iy 0.
"“But where's the paper? Didn't the

paper come !’ she inquired, fingering | ¢
dously.
! Didn't her come?” asked the d

man, “An; ou Missls Dame's
mu!" gfm t smong the
, many of whom wersé devour

master bad ali; out- of
::oh wrappers um loaned

om,

*No, her paper didn’t come,” the

master answered, ouln to the
and setf

molssses upon the counter.
1ot of them didn’t come this time.”
“John'll be »0" disappolnted I" and
Matildy's vohlu qulv...d‘.' ;WD:IM do
ou suppose had happen Vs always
lm nl;‘:hr Friday night.”
“P'rapr the letter tells somethin,
sbout i1," the man addressed as

saggested.

uﬂo postmaster shook his head ot
him over Matildy's shoulder, bul the
words were sald,

“Bare enough, maybe it does,” Matil-
dy sald sagerly, “I sin't no ides ‘who
14 can be froni,” and she nervously tore
off one corner of the envelope, ere,
Badlog 1t o the postmester. T nayor

ng it to the postmaster, *'
hmn*ht my glasses.”

“It’s address to Mister Dame,” the
mﬂfutn hesitated. Maybe he won't

o it

“John not, like ft—fudge!” said Ma-
tildy. ‘“‘Just read it, plense,”

’l’{u postmaster, still hesitating, fin-
ished tesring the envelope across. He
cleared his throat, glanced nervously
about the room, and 3
“Mr. Jobn Dame, Milbune Centre,—

Sir . "

Ho psused here, and glanced at Ma-
lid

"60 on," she sald impatiently. The
tmast gulped som .!' own in
is throat and continued his reading.
:’Fn task was evidently distasteful to

m.

““Weo have just purchased the Brigh-
ton News of ita former owners, and sre
golng over our mb.erw st with o
view to retaining onl subsoribers
whose wp«l are 10 the 1]
yeoar. e find your mwﬁt
twenty yeamr baok, and bave d -
tinued same. Upon receipt of arvear
age and one year's subseription in ad-
vanoe, we shall be pleased to put your
name again upon our list. We intend

to run our business on « striotly oash | b

basls, with pay in advance, in all
cases. &
Your truly,

"

The postmsster had read it alowly a¢
first, but 84 he went on with the read-
ing, be hurrded the words alter one an-
qthier, s0 Shey were sosrcely distin-
gulshable, But Matlldy undemtood
what it all mesnt, even though she did
nol osteh all the words. Bhe stood
there white and | ble. Her thin
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THE SECRET OF MINISTRY.

BY BOPHIE BRONSON TITTERINGTON.
Edith Bomers lay in her hammock
the troes. woft

t it
while without, in the sunshine, the air-
'ln'. q:l.:lcrd in the heat,

ors ;
lm‘n homsn standpolnt.

|

the
“What nuiz Roalls

Alterwards she realised that this
sohoal for her future work.

she labored
lm’. Master sent

the
not 1t by this nax
Iabor

- “The dear Lord
burdens ' on  him, cousin Hsuonsh.

old lu--.:;-nd suddenly Imwblu::.
“-aw apple, exposed (0 the
frost, with mn’lﬂtla iines fixed and
acoontusted. For & moment she stood
sllent, looking st the post

A fall from the bacl

turned forever. She was still
ister, but the ministry was o be

,_who
sirove to gase off into fnfinity, Th
she I:ld &ﬂl 1 “Thank you, &r. Il: frust

movs,  Goodwiight to you all” in-
cluding the several loungers, who were
immlq pltyingly.

“'Here's the letter,"” and the postmas-
ter followsd to the door, h-nal:. ft o
her

Poor old sonl! Completely sxhausted
of mind and body she érept slowly
along multering 10 hemell” broken
sertences a8 she went.

“The only pleasure John had in life

and § taken away from bim ! | off

What'll I tellhim? When hesoes I
haven't got it with me, he'll know
something Is the matter, and ‘twould
kill him 10 tell him. kl'le'- watched for
that paper every week for twent

now, ux‘:iuho'l vead {4 over and u!lz,.:;'
vertisements andall, until the next one
come. OJobu! John! What'll you
over do without it and the despair-
ing woman wrang her hands as she
sped along the dulonlnxm-d. The
way had seemed 50 long when coming,
uow i was %0 ghort--in such & fow

in sight, the would click, and the
ose, nt nm;- on the poroh

u&mu-" i st ol mooltght,
uein

stood ou au%:ﬁ- )
She followed beaten prh
to the poroh, o 1o _touoh of &
riaing breess the leaves over
bead and oast their reflections on the

stand her in good stead

Edith Bomers exerted on those who
:‘s’mo in contact with her beautiful

o, i
Al the time of our stor)

ave pexfect shade for her hammock o
the hot summer days ; was
::up » delightful room, with its win-
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ad become a Christian
dear old d:ﬁ.ol her onre-free
an the hard

erls pondered much over . Was it
altogether Edith's inflaence that made
the mhoM:Aun:ly soch happy, every-

d“%y," thought the ‘ﬁ“ woman,
“Cousin straine the milk and

‘56 whioh

Edith welcomed her with & hi
smile. 8he quickly peroelved that
oousin Hanoah had comw for » talk,

in the
hoase,

our father, too, for that
° m, but, someho:
the ness "t
ou folks one bit, How does it ba;
want you to tell me. I

& Christian, but my ion never
pad

me from g [t

Don't you remember the verse,

thy burden on the Lord, snd he will
e o e els T

for us, anx-
f0ua 1o 4o 1t It 1 oarrylog them our.
selves u;::&rlnn heart-weariness snd

t my housewo:
“But It doesn’t say, ‘Onst certain bur-
dens,’~it says, thy burdens.
& burden

Isn't the household work
Cousin Hannah " persisted Edith,

“Indeed it Is,” she groaned. “But I
think the real trouble is that when I
am at homte I oan't get time or chanoe
to pray. The Bible says ‘Enter into
thy closet,’ but I was that driven that
when I did -» minute to mysell, I
oo ¢ to get down-on knees,
b 1f I did kneel down my thoughts would

iy -u?whln about mym, and the
words 1 spoke didn’t seem to get an;

wen!

*'I have thought about it so much. You

know I oan’t kneel down to ’:{ﬁ“‘

gtml need God's help every ute,
o days it seems as if every bresth

matter,
w, the work and
seem to tell on

Scott’'s Emulsion

is Cod-liver Oil emulsified, or
made easy of digestion and as-
similation. To thisis added the
Hypophosphites of Lime and
Soda, which aid in’the digestion
of the Oil and increase materially
the potency of both, It is a re.
markable flesh-producer, Ema-
ciated, anmic and consumptive
persons gain flesh upon it very
rapidly. The combination is a
most happy one, :
Physicians recognize its su.
perior merit in all conditions of

wasting, It has had the en.
dorsement of ‘the medical pro-’

fession for 20 years,
Don't ba perruaded to take & pubstitute!
Sestt & Bownsy Bolloville, 506, and §1,
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oame, u‘
body, st her own request these words
were oarved on ) u?mph stone which
marked her grav
“Looking forward, straing the ey eeigh
e - ore oo bk
The Standard.
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& wm"&, pain remedies of
It

ghly Important That Every
Family Keep & Supply of

ADWAY’S

READY RELIEF.

A OURE FOR ALL

SUNNER - CONPLANTS

half 10 & beiepoonful of Read:
nal bomiler of watgn Peveated ua often e thg

- diseh continue and & gnnel
with Ar §
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860t por bottle, Ml by all Druguists.
B
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PILLS,
B ReibER R

SIOK MEADAUME,
FEMALRE COMPLAINTS,
RILIOUSNESW, ;
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Father—"Now, " see here!
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A Narrow Escape
Yook Poison by Mistake
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TRAINS WiILL LEAVE 8T, JORN,
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All trains are run by Kastern Standard Fiuss.
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