Professional  Cards,
N. H. PHINNEY,

DIRECTOR OF
—Oratorio and Choral Music.—

TEACHER OF
Singing, Voice Culture, and Thorough Bass.

Dealer in Pianos and Organs, Write for
wholesale prices. H1ly

L. & deBLOIS, M.D,,
PHYSICIAN and SURCEON.
Office :—MEDIOAL HALL,
BRIDGETOWM, i . N. 8.

SATUS POPULI SUPREMA TLHX

ey

Jas. J. Ritchie, Q.C.,
Barrister E‘i_ Solicitor.

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE
SECURITY.

AGENT OF THE CITY OF
LONDON FIRE INSUR-
ANCE COMPANY.

& Solicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank

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

Notary Public, Real Estate Agent.
3. United States Consul Agent.
Annapolis, Oct. 4th, 1883—

W. G Parsons, B. A,
Barrister, Solicitor, Ete.

MIDDLETON, » . . N. 8.
#arOffice,—** Dr. Gunter” building.

J. B. KINNEY,
Architect and Civil Engineer.

])esl%ns, Plans, Specifications and Estimates
urnished torp:ﬁ classes of buildi

ﬂduxﬁs.
Office at residence of Wm. E. Reed, Bridge-
town, 11y

James Primrose, D. D. S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891 25

 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

NOTICH!
LAW OFFICE AT MIDDLETON

WILL BE AT OFFICE AT MIDDLETON
THURSDAY, 7th and 21st JULY
and every alternate Thursday thereafter, in

the office occupied by
ARTHUR W. PHINNEY, ESQUIRE.
Office open at 9 a.m.

J. M. OWEN.
49 tf

49 tf
Annapolis, March 7th, 1892,

DR. M. E. G. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the pub-
lic. Every branch of Dental Science
executed with skill, according
to the latest and most
approved methods.

Nitrous Oxide Gas and Other Anasthetics
used for
PAINLESS EXTRACTION OF TEETH.

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE:

Queen Street, - Bridgetown.

0. T. DANIELS.

DANIELS & MILLER,
BARRISTERS,
NOTARIES PUBLIC, Etc.

(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)

0. S. MILLER

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

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

EDWIN L. FISHER,

GENERAL INSURANGE AGENT,
AUCTIONEER,

AND

REAL ESTATE AGENT.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

October 19th, 1892

291y

BExecutor’s Notice.

All persons having any legal demands against
the estate of the late JOHN B. BROWN, of
Torbrook, County of Annapolis, farmer, de-
ceased, are hereby requested to render the
same, duly attested, within twelve months
from the date hereof; and all persons indebted
to said estate are requested to make immedi-
ate payment to
STANLEY BROWN,

Lxecutor.
Torbrook, Oct. 3rd, 1892. g i

27 261
NOTICH!

All persons having any legal demands
against the estate of the late GEORGE W,
HUDSON, of Phinney Cove, in the Town-
ship of Granville, County of Annapolis, are
requested to render the same duly atteste
within twelve months from the date hereof;
and all persons indebted to said estate are
raquired to make immediate payment to

EMMERETTA A. HUDSON,¢
Adniaistrariz,
Phinney Cove, April 30th, 1892. 61y

Administrators Notice.

All persons_having legal demands against
the estate of JOHN W. ACKER, late of Nic-
taux Falls, in the county of Annapolis, farmer,
deeeased, arerequested to render the same duly
aftested within twelve months from the date
hereof; and all persons indebted to said estate
are hereby requested to make immediate pay-

ment to &
Wu. J. H. BALCOM,
Administrator.
Nictaux Falls, August 1st, 1892, 18 6m

Administratrix Notice.

ALL persons having legal demands against
b the estateof the late ANSLEY ELLIOTT,
late of Port George, County of Annapolis,
Merchant, deceased, are requested to render
the same duly attested, within twelve months
from the date hereof; and all persons indebted
to said estate are requested to make imme-
diate payment to

ISABELLA M. ELLIOTT,

ANNIE B. ELLIOTT,

NOTICE OF ASSIGNMENT.

'OTICE is hereby given that JAMES 8.
McGIVERN, of Bridgetown, in the
County of Anm\?ohs, and Province of Nova
Scotia, Farmer, has this (las' assigned to me
all of his propcrt‘ﬁ in trust for the benefit of
his creditors, without preference.

The said deed contains a provision for the
payment of such creditors as shall sign the
said deed within sixty days, and also for the
pa,iyan‘licnb of such creditors as shall not sign
84

A dupli‘cabe of the said deed may be inspect-
ed and executed at the office of the under-
signed in Bridgetown, aforesaid.

GEORGE H. DIXON,
Assignee,

Bridgetown, Sept, 23rd, 1892.—26 tf
BY joining our
Army we can give

'AR M_Y M .E__ you steady employ-

sment the year round selling our choice
Nursery Stock, salary or commission paid
every week. Write at once and secure
territory.

~ALLEN NURSERY CO.,
25171 Rochester, N. Y.

VOL. 20.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY,

DECEMBER 7, 1892.

NO. 36.

of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia
Annapolis, N. 8. 111y

1892. NEW STOVES. 1892

I OFFER A LARGE AND SELECT STOCK OF

Ranges, Cook, Parlor and Hall Stoves,
All New in the Market.
Having Bought for Spot Cash, I am offering Stoves Lower

than ever before.
R. ALLEN CROWE, BRIDGETOWN.

Sept. 28th, 1892.—26

DR. J. WOODBURY’

EORSE EENENENT

IS INFALLIBLY THE REMEDY FOR

gorse Distemper, Coughs, Colds, Enlargement

of *the Glands, Affections of the Kidneys,
~—— AND FOR ——

BOG SPAVINS, STRAINS OF THE JOINTS AND

SPLINTS, CURBS,
TENDONS, BRUISES, ETO, ETO.
=r EAS NO BQU AL

25

PRICE CENTS PER BOTTLE Sold by all Druggists and General Dealers.
. T, SEEAFNER, PROPRIETOR.

ManvFAcTORIES at BOSTON, MASS., and MIDDLETON, N. S.

HEINTERRHTINAL BACK AND TILE O

HAVE NOW ON HAND A LARGE QUANTITY OF

Beautiful Hard-Burnt Brick,

which are manufactured by the most approved modern machinery, from a superior clay,
thoroughly mixed with sand; have smooth surfaces, square edges, and
") sITA D NTRR r \ T m N AN Al n
ARE GUARANTEED TO STAND THE WEATHER.
Qur selected stock brick will look as well in the front of a building as some
of the so-called face or repress brick, nor are they liable to chip or split with the frost.
So far as tested they have not shown any of the WHITE SUBSTANCE, which so
disfigures some brick buildings, and we believe them to be entirely free from this
ingredient. We aim to keep on hand a large quantity, so that the trade can always
rely upon being supplied with good brick.
Having a good wharf on our property and a siding of the W. & A. Railway, we
can ship either by vessel or rail.
For the information of builders we publish herewith a certificate from a well-
known architect. .
: i YARMOUTH, N. S., February 16th,;1891.
The Imternational Brick and Tile Company: ;

GENTLEMEN,—I took one of your stock brick promiscuously from a lot shown me and put
it to a severe weather test, having boiled it in hot water and put it out to be frozen at once,
and often in an open atmosphere, but have not yet seen the least change in the surface. I con-
sider them first-class in all respects. Yours truly, J. B. KINNEY, Architect.
Correspondence solicited.

HECTOR MAcLEAN, Manager.

. .  WOODBURY'’S

DINNER PILLS

ARE A SURE CURE FOR

INDIGESTION, in all its forms.

For the Removal of DYSPEPRIA, Chronic Diseases

of the LIVER, PILES, JAUNDICE IRREGULAR ACTION of the
HEART, Etc., Etc., these Pills are

EMPIZATICALLY TIE REMEDTY.

JOHN ERVIN, Secretary.

PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOX. Sold by all Druggists and General Dealers.

F. L. SHAFNER, PROPRIETOR.

MaxvuracTorieEs at BOSTON, MASS., and MIDLETON, N. S.

TEA. TEA.

JUST RECEAVED,
Direct from London, on Consignment,
25 Half-Chests Choice Quality
,BLACK TEA.

Parties wishing a good article at a low
price, will please apply to

Geo. E. Corbitt.

Annapolis, April 11th, 1892, 2 tf

CARRIAGES

CONSISTING

e

E%(ﬁ\ @R’S
enuy
é,? %

o IPFI
Eod Liver Oil Cream

e TN

HypopRaSPRITES

FOR THE CURE OF

CONSIUTMETION,

PARALYSIS, CHRONIC BRONCHITIS,

Asthma, Dyspepsia, Scrofula, Salt Rheum

and other Skin and Blood Diseases, Rickets,
Anzmia, Loss of Flesh, Wasting, both in
Adults and Children, Nervous Prostration,

ECONOMICAL IN USE.

One teaspoonful of Phospholeine being equal ip
autritive and blood-making value to ten times its
bulk of Cod Liver Oil, it will prove to be the Cheap-
¢st preparation in use.

Phosphkoleine is THE ONLY PREPARATION that
we know of which has efiegted actual cures in
bena fide cases of Consumption, Scrofula and other
Wastmg Discases.

I 18 0 PLEASANT that some mothers have to put
it out of the reach of their children to prevent thew
from drinking a whole bottle.

Aa~ See last and next issues for Certificate.

FOR SALE BY ALL DEALERS AT 50C. PER
i BOTTLE OF 60 DOSES.

FOR SALE!

HB FARM situated in Berwick, known as
1e

OF
Phaetons, Jump Seats,
OPEN AND TOP BUGGIES,
Democrats and Delivery Wagons,
ON THE CELEBRATED
DUPILEIX G EAR,
at prices that are WAY DOWN.

REPAIRING and PAINTING. All work
Warranted.

W. C. FEINDEL, MIDDLETON,
PALFREY'’S

CARRIAGE SHOP

—AND—

REPAIR ROOMS.

Corner Queen and Water Sts.

THE subscriber is prepared to furnish the
public_with all kinds of Carriages and
Buggies, Sleighs and Pungs, that may be
desired.

Best of Stockused in all classes of work.
. Painting, Repairing and Vanishing executed
in a first-class manner.

ARTHUR PALFREY.
Bridgetown. Oct. 22nd, 1890. 201y

NOTICE!
THE PACKET SCHR.
TEMPLE BAR,

will again, during the season of 1892, ply
between this port and St. John, N. B.
The subscriber will keep for sale as
formerly, LIME and SALT. Also CEDAR
SHINGLES in the different grades.
J. H. LONGMIRE, MASTER.
When schooner is not in apply to CAPT.
P. NicroLsox, Bridgetown, S
Bridgetown, March 28th, 1892,

G. O GATES,

PLEASANT STREET, TRURO, N. 8.

PRACTICAL MANUFACTURER AND DEALER IN

Pianos & Organs.

Manufacturers’ agent for Leading American

and Canadian Ipstruments. Tuning and re-

pairing a sg:cialcy. Old instruments taken in
r

Buchanan Farm,

containing forty acres in one block, very con-
venient to work, cuts thirty tons of prime hay,
one bearing orchard of fifty trees, and one of
seventy-five trees of three and four years’
planting. Also plum, gooseberry and currants.

The buildings are in good repair; there are
two wells of water, and a never-failing brook
on the premises; is within a_short distance of
station, steres, churches and school.

Also a wood lot with plenty of wood and
poles, about three miles distant.

_Terms to suit purchaser. For further par-
ticulars apply to

F. B. SANFORD,

On the premises,

—or to—

L. 0. NEILY,
30 tf Aylesford, Kings Co., N.S.

APPLE LHO—REN(:LAND.

Consignments solicited and Ad-
vances made. For quotations and further
information address

ALFRED W. OTIS,
Commercial 8§t., Boston, Mass.

52 tf

exchange new. Over twenty year's ex-

Branch Office at Portland, Me., during winter, | perience,

Cures Otners,
Will Cure You

FOR SALE!

A very fine thoroughbred Holstein bull, three
years old, sure stock getter. For further in-
formation enquire of W, E, Palfrey or C. B.
Whitman, Lawrencetown, or John Conlon,
Nictaux.

FOR SERVICE.

On the premises of C. B. Whitman, a thor-
oughbred Poland-China boar that has proven
himself one of the most valuable animals ever
impnru-d to this part of the province.

Fees $1.00, at time of service, 358

HERE IS A BARGAIN

HE subscriber is instructed to offer at
Private Sale the very desirable

Farm and Premises

sitnate in Granville and occupied by Archibald
Burns, The said farm consists of about 250
acres of marsh, cultivated lands, pasture and
woodland, There are three very fine bearing
orchards on the place, and two young orchards
coming into bearing. Plum and pear trees in
abundanee, and all kinds of shrubbery. There
is on the premises a house in excellent repair,
barn and outbuildings. Hay and stock can be
Purchased with the farm if desired.

To an early purchaser easy terms.

Most of the purchase money may remain on
mortgage.

That very excellent FARM property situate
at Arlington and formerly owned by Archi-
bald Burns, consisting of hay, pasture and
woodlands. Th is on the f-rt:mi\cs a good
cottage, new barn and outbuildings.

For further particulars apply to

0. T. DANIELS,
Barrister.

Bridgetown, Nov. 29th, 1892 35

R. D. TAYLOR.

DRUGS,
PATENT MEDICINES,
PERFUMERY,
TOILET SOAPS,

Hair, Tooth, Nail and Cloth Brushes,

DRESSING COMBS.
PARLOR GAMES AND STATIONERY,

FANCY WARE,
INCLUDING
TOILET SETTS, BISQUE FIGURES,
ROSE . BOWLS, &c., &c.

Shaffner Building,
BRIDCETOWN.

o

Ob’S

|
{

k
£
= E
¢

Pine|
Syrup. |

Rich in the lung-healing virtues of the Pine t
combined with the soothinq and expectorant |

properties of other pectoral herbs and barlks. |
A PERFECT CURE FOR :

COUGHS AND COLDS
Hoarseness, Asthma, Bronchitis, Sore Throat,
Croup and all THROAT, BRONCHIAL and
LUNG DISEASES, Obstinate co|'xfhs which
resist other remedies yield promp
pleasant piny syrup.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

b
]
y to this
PRICE 25C.: AND BOC: PER BOTTLE.

VALUABLE

Property for Sale

IN BRIDGETOWN.,

The subscriber offers for sale the house
and lots, with buildings, situate on the cor-
ner of Queen and Water streets.

The dwelling-house, a fine two-store
one, contains eight rooms, is supplied witi
water, electric lights, etc. Included also,
is the building formerly known as the Or-
gan Factory, and now used for the Electric
Light Station. This building is also two-
storey, with Electric Light Plant in the
rear, the front portion containing two fine
rooms, now used as barber and meat shops.
The building is 50 feet long, 35 feet wide,
and has woodshed in rear.

Also, the Electric Light Plant, consist-
ing of a new 55 h. p. boiler, 40 h. p. en-
gine, and one 350 light dynamo, all new
and in good running order, and now being
used for lighting of the town.

This is one of the most valuable proper-
ties in the town, and will be sold either
with or without the electric plant.

For terms and further particulars apply

A. E. SULIS.

Bridgetown, Oct. 18th, 1892. 29tf

FOR SALE.

That beautiful place, “ THORN COT-
TAGE,” situate at

Middleton Corner,

formerly owned by Fowler and Chipman,
containing 4 acres of good land, and also
Orchard, all in good state of cultivation.
AdSo, good comfortable House and other
Outbuildings, all in first-class state of re-
pait. 1f not sold will be rented Nov. 10th.
Will be sold at a bargain. Apply to
MILLER BROS.,
116 and 118 Granville St.,
Halifax

Loetry.

1 Can Walit.

In the bitter waves of woe,
Beaten and tossed about
By thewullen winds that blow
From the desolate shores of doubt.

When the anchors that Faith hath cast
Are dragging in the gale,

I am quietly holding fast
To the things that cannot fail.

I know that right is right;
That it is not good to lie;
That love is better than spite,

And a neighbor than a spy.

I know that passion needs
The leash of sober mind;

I know that generous deeds
Some sure reward will find;

That the rulers must obey;

That the givers will increase.
That Daty lights the way

For the beautiful feet of Peace;

In the darkest night of the year,
When the stars have all gone out,

That courage is better than fear,
That faith is truer than doubt.

And fierce though the fiends may fight,
And long though the nniles hide,

I know the Truth and Right
Have the universe on their side;

And that somewhere beyond the stars
Is a Love that is better than Fate.
When the night unlocks her bars
1 shall find it—and I can wait.
— Washington Gladden.

Select Literature,

Old Ladyr 7Pingree

It was almost dark at half-past four.
Nancy Pingree stood staring out of one of
her front windows.

Not a person was pass-
ing on the wide country road; not one
came up the old brick walk between the
dry phlox bushes to the house.

It was the same picture out there which
the old woman had looked at hundreds of
times before in winter twilights like this.
The interest had died away with the ex-
pectation of new developments in it which
she had in her youth. Nature to Nancy
Pingree had never been anything but a
background for life.

When she bad first gone to the window
she had said, ** I wish I could see somebody
comin’ that belonged to me.”

Then she simply stood thinking. The
tall, graceful, leafless trees arching over
the quiet snowy road: and the glimpse of
the clear yellow western sky through them,
the whole landscape before her, with all
the old lights of her life shining on it, be-
came a mirror in which she saw herself
reflected.

She started finally, and went across the
room with a long shamble. She was lame
in one hip; but for all that, there was a
Her
rusty black dress hung in straight, long
folds, and trailed a little. She held her
head erect, and wore an odd black lace
turban. She the
herself, with no pattern. It was a direct
outcome of her own individuality; perched
on the top of her long old head it really

certain poor majesty in her carriage.

had made turban

was—Nancy Pingre.

She took down a plaid shawl which was
hanging in a little side entry, pinned it
over her head, and opened the outer door
into the clear twilight. Straight from the
door on this side of the vld house, an avenue
of pine trees led to a hen-coop. Whatever
majestic idea had been in the head of
Nancy's grandfather, Abraham Pingree,
when he had set out these trees, it had
come to this.

Nancy went down between the windy
pines, over the crusty snow, to the hen-
coop. Shecame back with two eggs in her
hand. ** They’ve done pretty well to-day,”
said she to herself.

When she was in the house again she
stood shivering for a little while over her
sitting-room air-tight stove. She still held
the eggs. A question had come up, the
answer to which was costing her a strug-
gle.

 Here’s two eggs,” said she. ‘I could
have one boiled for supper. I kinder feel
the need of it too; I ain’t had anything
hearty to-day. An’I could have the other
one fried with a slice of salt pork for break-
fast. Seems to me I should reely relish it.
I s’pose Mis’ Stevens would admire to have
an egg for supper. Jenny ain’t had any
work this week, an’ I know she ain’t been
out anywhere to buy anything to-day. I
should think her mother would actilly go
faint sometimes, without meat an’ egg an’
sech hearty things. She’s nothin’ but skin
an’ bone anyway. I've a good mind to ker-
ry her one of the eggs. I would ef I didn’t
feel as ef 1 reely needed it myself.”

The poor soul stood there looking at the
eggs. Finally she put the smaller one in
a cupboard beside the chimney, and went
out of the sitting-room into the front hall
with the larger one. She climbed stiffly
up the stairs, which were fine old winding
ones. She knocked at a door on the land-
ing.

A thin pretty-faced young woman opened
it. Nancy proffered the egg. She had a
stately manner of extending her lean arm.

“ Here’s a new-laid egg I thought your
mother might relish for her supper, Jenny,”
she said. -

The young woman’s sharp, pretty face
grewred. *‘Oh, thank you, Miss Pingree;
but—I don’t think mother needs it.- I am
afraid—you will rob yourself.”

Nancy held her wide mouth. stiff, only
opening it a crack. when she spoke. I've
got plenty for myself, plenty. I shouldn’t
use this one before it spiled, mebbe, ef I
kep’ it. I thought p’raps it would go good
for your mother’s supper; but you can do
just as you like about takin’ it.”

The young woman accepted the eggs
with reserved thanks then, and Nancy went
stiffly back down stairs.

1 guess ef Jenny Stevens hadn’s took
that egg it would have been the last thing
I'd offered her said, she, when she was in
her sitting-room. ‘I don’t see how she
ever got the idea that I am so awful poor.’

She made herself a cup of tea, and ate a
slice of bread and butter for her supper;
she had resolved to save her own egg until
morning. Then she sat down for the even-
ing with her knitting. She knitted a good
many stockings for her friend’s family.
That friend came in at the side dcor pre-
sently. Nancy heard her fumbling about

in the entry, but she did not rise until the
sitting-room door opened.

Then, ‘Why, how do you do, Mis’
Holmes,’ said she, rising, in apparent sur-
prise.

‘I'm pretty well, thank you, Nancy.
How do you do?

“’Bout as usual.
an’ set down.

The visitor had & prosperous look; she
was richly dressed to country eyes, and had
a large, masterly, middle-aged face.

I just heard some sad news,” said she,
laying aside her shawl.

“You don’t say so!”

“0Old Mrs. Powers was found dead in
bed this morning.”

Nancy's fuce took on an anxious look;
she asked many questions about the sud-
den death of Mrs. Powers. She kept re-
curring to the same topic all the evening.
“Strange how sudden folks go nowadays,”
she often repeated. )

At length, just before Mrs. Holmes went,
she stood up with an air of resolution.
¢ Mis’ Holines,” said she, with a solemn
tremor in her voice, ‘I wish you'd just step
in here a minute.’

Mrs. Holmes followed her into the bed-
room, which opened ont of thesitting room.
Nancy pulled out the bottom drawer in a
tall mahogany bureau. i

‘Look here, Mis’ Holmes. I've been
thinking it over for some time, an’ wantin’
to speak about it; an’ hearin’ old Mis’
Powers was took so sudden, makes me
think that mebbe I'd better not put it off
In case anything happened to

Do take off your things

any longer.
to me, you’d probably be one to come in
an’ see to things, an’ you'd want to know
where everything was, se you could put
your hand on it. Well, all the clothes
you'd need are right there, folded up in
that drawer. An’ Mis’ Holmes you’ll never
speak of this to anybody?”

¢No I won'’t.’

«In this corner under the clothes, you’ll
find the money to pay for my buryin.” ['ve
been savin’ of it up, a few cents at a time,
1 calculate there’s en-
1 want to be put in
that vacant place at the end of Pingreelot,
an’ have a flat stone like the others, you
know. If Ileave it with you, you’ll see
that it's all done right, won’t you, Mis’
Holmes? I feel pretty particular about it.

this twenty year.
ough for everything.

I'm the last of the hall family, you know,
and they were pretty smart folks. It’s all
runout now. I ain’t nothin,” but I'd kind-
er like to have my buryin' done like the
others. I'don’t want it done by the town
an’ I don’t want nobody to give it to me. |
[ want to pay for it with my own money. |
You'll see to it, won't you?

«Of course I will. Everything shall be
done just a¢ you say, if I have anything |
to do about it.

Mrs. Holmes was rarely shocked or pain- |
fully touched; but the sight of that poor
little hoard of white clothes and burial
money called up all the practical kindness
of her nature. Every cne of Nancy’s wish-
es would be faithfully carried out under
her supervision. ‘

¢If they put the railroad they're talking
about through here, it'll make us rich
The Deacon says it will go through the
south part of this land. We'd have enough
money for burying and living too,’ said
Mrs. Holmes, as Nancy shut and locked
the drawer. ‘

¢1 ain't no stock in the railroad; all the |
money would belong to the Deacon if it |
was put through this land. I've got all
over carin’ for riches. All I want is to be
buried independent, like the rest of my
folks.’

¢ How’s the woman upstairs? asked Mrs.
Holmes, when she took leave finally. She
had three pairs of Nancy’s finished stock- |
ings in a bundle. |

* She’s pretty poorly, I think.
me awake most all the time.

Nancy did not go further than the sit-
ting room door with her departing visitor.
When she had heard the outer door close
after her, she went swiftly out into the
entry. She held the lamp in her hand, and
peered sharply into the corners.

¢ Yes, she did,’ said she, and took up a
good-sized basket from behind the door
eagerly. {

She carried it into the sitting room and
opened it; it was packed with eatables.
Done up in a little parcel at the bottom
was the pay for the three pairs of stockings.

This was the code of etiquette which had
to be strictly adhered to in the matter of

Nancy’s reciving presents or remunera-
tion. Gifts or presents openly proferred
her were scornfnlly rejected, and ignomin-
jously carried back by the donor. Nancy
Pingree was a proud old woman. People
called her ¢ Old Lady Pingree.’” She had
not a dollar of her own in the world, ex-
cept the little hoard of burial money. This
immense old mansion which had been the
outcome of the ancient prosperity of the
Pingrees, was owned entirely by Mrs.
Holmes'’s husband through foreclosed mort-

She keeps |

ages.

“You'd better foreclose, Deacon,” Mrs.
Holmes had said, ‘and make sure you've
got the place safe in your hands; an’ then
you'd better let the poor old lady stay there
the same as long as she lives. She needn’t
know any difference.”

Nancy did know a differenge. Down in
the depths of her proud old heart rankled
the knowledge that an outsider owned the
home of her fathers, and that she was living
in it on toleration. She let some rooms
upstairs, and received the money for them
herself. Mrs. H.'s benevolence was wide,
although it was carefully and coolly calcu-
lated. All Nancy had to live on was the
rent of these rooms, besides the small pro-
ceeds from her three hens-and her knitting
and neighborly donations. Some days she
bad not much for sustenance except her
pride. She was over eighty. :

The people upstairs were a widow and
daughter. The mother, after an absence
of many years and much trouble, had turned
back, of her nature, to the town in which
she had been born and brought up. All
her friends were gone now, but they bad
hired rooms of Mies Pingree, and Jennie
did sewing to support herself and mother.
She was & good daughter. They had a
hard struggle to live. Jennie did not find
work very plentiful; a good many of the
women here did their own sewing. She
could scarcely pay the rent of fifty cents
per week and buy enough to eat. Her
mother was sick now—in consumption, it
was thought. Jennie did not realize it.
She was not confined to her bed.

Jenny came down and knoclred at Nancy's
door the next morning. She had fifty cents
in her hand with which to pay the rent.
She always paid it punctually on Saturday
morning.

Nancy cast a glance at the money.
«How’s your mother?” said she. ‘I heer-
ed her coughin’ a good deal last night.”

“She ha.gu pretty bad night. I'm going
for the doctor, This is the money for the
rent.”

“Let it go.”

“Why, I owe it. -Ican pay it just as
well now as any time.

] don’t want it any time. I don’t want
any pay for this week, T don’t need it.
I've got enough.”

Jenny’s face was crimson.  “Thank you,
but I’d rather pay what I owe, Miss Pin-

»

«T sha'nt take it.”

Children Cry for

Pitcher's Castoria.

| was a little heaven of pride.

|

‘The two poor, proud souls stood con-
fronting each other. Then Jennie laid the
fifty cents on the window-seat. *‘You can
do just what you've a mind to do with it,”
saidshe. *‘Icertainlysha’nt take it back.”
Then she went out of the room quickly.

“Strange how she got the idea I was so
awful poor!” said Naney, staring at the
money resentfully. ‘I won’t tetch itany-
way. She’ll see it layin’ there next time
she comes in.”

The next time poor Jenny came in it was
indeed still lying there on the window-
seat, a scanty gile of wealth in five and ten
cent pieces and coppers.

But Jenny never noticed it; she had
something else to think of then. It was
very early the next morning, but Miss
Pingree was up, kindling the fire in her
sitting-room stove. Jenny ran right in
without knocking; she had a shawl over
her head. “‘Oh, Miss Pingee!” she cried,
‘‘can’t you go upstairs to mother while I
run for the doctor?”

Nancy drepped the tongs and stood up.

““Is she—" she began. But Jenny was
gone. When the doctor came there was
no need for him. Jenny’s mother was dead.
All that was required now was the aid of
some of the friendly, capable women neigh-
bors. Nancy went for them and they came
promptly, Mrs. Holmes and two others.

When they had done all that was neces-
sary they went home. Shortly afterwards
Jenny came into Nancy’s room; she had on
her shawl and hood. She had been very
calm through it all, but her pretty face
had a fierce, strained look.

“‘Miss Pingree,” she said abraptly, ‘“who
are the select-men?”’

““Why, Deacon Holmes is one.
do you want to know for?”

“I've got to go to them.
have to bury mother.”

““Oh!” cried Nancy, with two sharp notes,
one of pity, one of horror.

Suddenly at that Jenny’s forced compos-
ure gave way; she sank helplessly into a
chair and began to half sob, half shriek.
“( mother, mother! mother! poor mother!
To think it has come to this! To think
you must be buried by the town! What
would you have said. It’s the worst of all.
Poor mother! poor mother! () poor mother!”

‘“Haven’t you got any money?”’

“No. - Oh, mother!”

“ And there ain’t any of your folks who
could help you?” :

“We didn’t have any folks.”

Then she kept on with her cries and
moans. Naney stood motionless. There
isno knowing what a clash of spiritual
armies with trumpets and banners there
was in her brave old heart; but not a line
of her face moved; she hardly breathed.

“ Wait a minute, Jenny.”

Nancy went into _her bedroom and un-
locked the lowest drawer in the burean.
She took out all of her little hoard of money
except a few cents. She limped majesti-
cally across the room to Jenny.

““Here, child; there ain’'t any need of
your goin’ to the town. I've got some
money here that I can let you have jest as
well as not.”

¢*“Miss Pingree!”

‘“Here.”

““Oh, what do you mean?
take it? What will you do?
<1 shall do well enough.

I've got some more.”

When all of Jenny’s proud scruples
which this terrible emergency had left her
had been subdued, and she had taken
her departure, Nancy took up the fifty
cents on the window-seat. ‘‘Guess she’s
took this now, an’ more too,” said she,
with an odd tone of satisfaction. Even
now, in her splendid self-sacrifice, there
There was
no mistaking the fact that it gave her some
comfort in this harsh charity, which was

What

The town will

How can I

That ain’t all;

| almost like giving a piece of her own heart.

She inspected the neat appointment of poor
Mrs. Stevens’ funeral with feelings not

| wholly of grief at her own deprivation of

similar honors, nor yet of honest benevo-
lence. There was a grand though half-
smothered consciousness of her own giving
in her heart. She felt for herself the res-

| pect which she would have felt for an old

Pingree in his palmiest days.

As time went on she lost this, however;
then the humiliating consciousness of her
own condition came uppermost. She dread-

| ed to tell Mrs. Holmes of the change in her

resources, and now no vanity over her

| own benevolence rendered the task easier.

She simply felt intense humiliation at
having to confess her loss of independence.

However, she never regretted what she
had done. She grew very fond of Jenny;
indeed, the two had much in common.
They generally ate their simple meals to-
gether. Jenny had plenty of work to do
now; Mrs. Holmes gave her a great deal of
sewing. She often told Nancy how she
was saving up money to pay her debt; she
never suspected the real state of the case.
She had taken to thinking that Miss Pin-
gree must have wider resources than she
had known.

Nancy would have died rather than let
her know of the meagre sum in that con-
secrated corner of the bureau drawer. It
seemed to her sometimes that she would
rather die than have Mrs. Holmes know,
but that was necessary. Suppose she
should be taken away suddenly, what sur-
prise, and perhaps even distrust, would be
occasioned by the scantiness of the burial
hoard! However, she had not told her
when spring came. At length she set cut
after tea one night. She had resolved to
put it off no longer.

The cemetery was on the way, She lin-
gered and looked in. Finally she entered.
%'l jest look around a minute,” said sbe.

«] dare say Mis’ Holmes ain’t through |
| supper.”

The Pingree lot was almost in sight from
the street. Nancy went straight there.
The cemetery itself was a spring garden,
blue and white with Houstonies and violets.
The old graves were green, and many little
bushes were flowering around them. The

| gold-green leafbuds on the weeping-willows

_were unfolding.

The Pingree lot, however, partook of
none of the general lightness and loveliness.
No blessing of spring had fallen on that
long rank of dead Pingrees. There they
lay, in the order of their deaths, men and
women and children, each covered with a
flat white stone above the grave mould.

Tall, thickly-set evergreen trees fenced
in closely the line of graves. In the midst
of the cemetery, where gloom was now
rendered tender by the infinite promise of
the spring, the whole was a ghastly paral-
lelogram of hopeless death.

Nancy Pingree, looking through the nar-
row entrance gap in the evergreens on the
dark, tomb-like enclosure, had, however,
no such impression  She regarded this as
the most attractive lot in the cemetery.
Its singularity had "been in subtle accor-
dance with the Pingree character, and she
was a Pingree. At one end of the long
row of prostrate stones there was a vacant
place; enough for another.

Nancy began with this topic when she
was seated, a little later, in Mrs. Holmes’
Brussels carpeted, velveg-upholstered par-
lor. *I looked in the geaveyard a minute
on my way here,” said ﬁ, ‘““an’ went over
to the Pingree lot. I'd allers calculated to
have a stone like the others when I was
laid at an end there; but now I don’t know.
You remember that mouey I showed you,
Mis’ Holmes? Well, it ain’t there now; I've
had to use it. T thought I’d better tell
you, in case tyou would’nt know what to
make of it, if anything happened.”

Mre. Holmes stared at her, with a look
first of amazement, then of intelligence.
“ Nancy Pingree, you gave the money to
bury that woman up stairs.”

“ Hush! don’t you say anything about it,
Mis’ Holmes. Jenny don’t know the whole
of it.  She took on so, I couldn’t help it.
It comes over me that I hadn’t got anybody
to feel bad ef I was buried by the town, an’
it wouldn’t make =0 much difference.”

“ How much money was there?”

“ Eighty dollars,” said Nancy, with the
tone in which she would have said a million.

Mrs. Holmes was a woman who was sel-
dom governed by hasty impulse; but she
was now. She gm ed the strict rela-

tions attached to giving in Nancy’s case,

and boldly offered to replace the money
out of her own pocket. ~She could well af-
ford to do it.

Nancy looked majestic with resentment.
“No” said she. “ If it's got to be done by
anybody, I'd enough sight rather ’twould
be done by the town. The Pin, have
paid taxes anongh in times gone by tv make
it nothin’ more’n fair, after all. Thank
you, Mis’ Holmes, but I ain’t quite come
to takin’ money ount an’ out from folks yet.”

“ Well I didn’t mean to hurt your feel-

gs.”

“1 know you didn’t, Mis’ Holmes. You
meant it kind enough. We won't say no
more about it”

*Don’t you believe Jenny will be able to
pay {ou back some time?”

‘] don’t know. She says she’s goin’ to,
an’ I know she means to; she’s awful proud.
But she can’t save up much r child, an’
I shouldn’t wonder ef I died first. Well,
never mind. How’s the Deacon?”

“He's well, thank you. He’s gone to
the railroad meeting. Somebody was tell-
ing me the other day that Benny Field was
waiting on Jenny.”

“Well, I believe he’s come home with
her from meetin’ some lately: but I don’t
know.”

When Nancy reached home that night
she wondered if Benny Field were not
really * waiting on Jenny.” She found
him sitting witﬁ her on the front door-
step.

Before long she knew that he was.. Jen-
ny came to her one aftergoon and told her
she was going to marry Benny Field.
Nancy had previously received another
piece of inwl})igence on the same day.
Early that morning Mrs. Holmes had
come over with an important look on her
face and announced to Nancy that the new
railroad was indeed going to be laid through
the Pingree land.

*“ They are going to build the depot
down on the corner to,” said she; *‘and—
the Deacon thinks, seeing the property has
come up so much in value, that it isn’t auy
more'n fair that—he should make you a
little present.

I don’t want any present.”

* Well, I didn’t mean to put it in that
way. It isn't a present. It’s no more
than your just due. I don’t think the
Deacon would ever feel just right in his
conscience if he didn’t pay you a little
something. You know the property wasn't
considered worth so much when he fore-
closed.” :

“ How much did he think of payin’?™

¢ I believe he said—about two hundred
dollars.”

“ Two hundred dollars!”

Nancy had been full of the bliss of it all
day, but she had said nothing about it to
Jenny.

When the girl told her she was going to
be married, Isancy looked at her half in
awe.

«“ Well, I'm glad, I'm sure,” said she,
finally. *“I hope you'll be happy ef you
reely think it’s a wise thing to do to get
married.” Her tone was almost shame-
faced. This old woman, who had never
had a lover, regarded this young woman
with awe, half as if she had stetged on to
another level, where it would indecor-
ous for her to follow even in thought.

“J suppose I am happy,” said Jenny.
T never thought anything of this kind
would happen to me. There’s one thing,
Miss Pingree; I wouldn't think of getting
married, if I didn’t think I could pay up
what I owe you, if anything, quicker.
Benny says (I've told him about it: I said
at first I wouldn’t get married, anyway
till you were paid) that I shall have a sew-
ing machine, and I can have some help and
set up a little dressmaking shop. I ain’t
going to buy a single new thing to wear
when I get married. I told him I wasn’t.
I've got a little money for you now, Miss
Pingree.”

«Oh,” said Nancy, looking at her with
the ecstatic consciousness of her new wealth
in her heart, ‘I don’t wantit child, ever.
I'm glad I could do it for your poor mother.
I've got plenty of money. I wish you'd
keep this an buy yourself some weddin’
things with it.

Even Jenny’s pride was softened by her
happiuvese. She looked up at Miss Pingree
gratefully; she would have put her arms
around her and kissed her had Miss Pin-
gree been a woman to caress and she her-
self given to caresses. ‘‘You are real
good to me,” said she, ‘“‘and you were
good to mother. 1 do thank you; but—
but I should never take a bit of cumfort
in a new dress until I had paid you every
dollar of that money.

There was a beautiful clear suuset that
night. Nancy Pingree sat looking at it
from her sitting window. All her heart
was full of a sweet, almost rapturous peace.
She had had a bare, hard life: and now
the only earthly ambition, pitiful and mel-
ancholy as it seemed, which had kept its
living fire was gratified.

And perhaps that independent burial in
the vacant corner of the ghastly Pingree
lot meant more than itself to this olds
woman, whose great unselfishness had ex-
alted her over her almost cowardly pride.

Perhaps she caught through it more
strongly at the only real Fruspecc of delight
which all existence could hold for one like
her. Perhaps she saw through it by her
own homely light, the innocent City and
the Angel-people, and the Swéet Green
Pastures and gentle Flocks and Still Waters,
and herself changed souchow into some-
thing beautiful. Perhaps the grosser am-
bition held the finer one with its wings.

As she sat there, Benny Field came to
the door for Jenny. They were going to
walk.

Nancy watched them as they went down
the path. **I wonder,” said she, ‘*if they
are any happier thinkin’ about gettin’ mar-
ried than I am thinkin’ about gettin’
buried?”

in,

Catarrh in the Head

Is undoubtedly a disease of the blood, and
as such only a reliable blood purifier can
effect a perfect cure. Hood’s Sarsaparilla
is the best blood-purifier, and it has cured
many very severe cases of catarrh. It
gives an appetite and builds up the whole
system.

Hood’s Pills act especially upon the liver
rousing it from torpidity to its natural
duties, cure constipation and assist -diges-
tion.

—The personal column of a New York
daily contains this golden opportunity:—
«A well educated young man, of g
social position will marry an{ lady of means
who will provide funds for him to procure
a divorce from his present wife, whom he
cennot get along with.”

Blotches Cured.

DeaR Sirs,—-In 1890 my body was cov-
ered with blotches and I was at last induc-
ed to try Burdock Blood Bitters; by the
time I had used 3} bottles of it I was com-
pletely cured, and I cannot speak too high-
ly of it. MRS. CHARLES DESMOND,
Halifax, N. S.

—She—Promise me that if I die you will
never marry again. He—What? And let
people think that my dear little first wife
was such a terror that I didn't dare to?
Never.

—K. D. C. acts like magic on an over-
loaded stomach. Free sample, testimonials
and guarantee mailed to any. address. K.
D. C. Company, New Glasgow, N. S.

— 4T ear mamma, please give me another
candy. I've lost mine.”

«Why, where have you lost it?”

«In my stomach.”

—Buckingham’s Dye for the Whiskers is
a popular preparation in one bottle, and
coY:rs avee:;l‘{ a brown or black. Any per-
son can easily apply it at home.

B
—Minard’s Liniment for Rheumatism,




