
6.

THE HURON SIGNAL, FRIDAY SEPT ►, i822

1 IV

!

44 WlM n«ck(4 tkal newer r*
C E. BLOOMFIELD, OF ATHENS, 6A., FEBBU- 

A»T«,ia*.
"Who plucked thnl flower r

Cried the gardner as he walked through the 
garden;

Hi» fellow servlet answered ; 1
“The Master/* . 1 Is » .

And Ü* gftrdner he|l bl^peace.
‘m - ilfflMTthat lli-rrr à* garder sold 

___; hé spied
A stalkj

There once hijl^tooi hie hope and pride 
A brief response his ooetlkle made—

“The Master; let the mat lift l«ge —sse.”
And from that moment held hie peace.
“Who plucked that flowerÎ"

In anguish deep, and dark and wild;
“I hare no more on earth to prise;

Who took my see, my darting child r 
While yet she speaks a calmness stills 

The wares of sorrow's sea; they cease—
“It is the Master; thus He wills.”

And the mother holds her peace.
“Who plucked that flower, my darling boy V 

The father says, in hopeless grief ;
'He was my light, my life, my joy;
There’s nothing now can bring relief.”

But lo, there shines from heaven alight 1 
Me sees and all his sorrows cease;

Tt is the Master—all is right-"
And so the father holds his peace,

“Who plucked that flower r the man of care 
Exclaims, when wealth eludes his grasp, 

And vanishes In misty air 
The prise he fondly hoped to clasp,

A voice fall gently on hie ear—
“The Master—let thy longings cease;

Wealth cannot buy an entrance here.”
And so the wot Idling holds hie peace.

“Who plucked that flower I’ve watched so 
long 7"

The aspirant for honor cries;
“With it, my hopes for fame were strong;

Witeoet it, all âûnbition dies.”
An answer comes—“Humanity 

Will bid all love of glory cease;
Tis the Master—yes, ’tls He,”
And so the murm’rer holds his peace.

’ ‘Who plucked that flower 7” we all inquire 
When disappointment is our lot.

And hopes are blasted as by fires- 
The future dark, the past a blot.

But when we list to Jesus’ voice,
Our murmuring» all quickly cease - 

“It is the Master”—we rejoice—
And all, submissive, hold our peace.

mum of my success, but because 
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MARY MOORE
A ricasaal Less Mery.

All my life I had known Mary Moore; 
all ray life I had loved her.

Our mothers were old playmates and 
first cousins.

My first recollections are of a boy iij a 
red frock and morocco shoes, rocking a 
cradle, in which reposed a sun-haired, 
blue-eyed baby, not quite a year old. 
That boy^was myself—Harry Church; 
that baby was Mary Moore.

Later still I see myself at the old 
school house, drawing my little chaise 
up to the door that Mary might ride 
home. Many a beating have I gained 
on such occasions, for other boys besides 
me liked her, and she, I fear was some
thing of a flirt even in her pinafore. How 
elegantly she came tripping down the 
steps when I called her name; how gayly 
rang out her merry laugh. No one 
but Mary could bring her heart so near 
her lips. I followed that laugh from my 
days of childhood till I grew an awkward 
blushing youth ; I followed it through 
the heated noon of manhood; and now 
when the fresta of age are silvering my 
hair and many children climb upon my 
knee and call me “father,” I find that 
the memories of youth are strong, and 
that even in gray hairs I am following 
the music still.

When I was fifteen the first great sor
row of my life came upon my breast. I 
was sent to school and was obliged to 
part with Mary. We were not t > see 
each other for three long years. This to 
me was like Ja sentence of death, for

But af-Mary was like life itself to me. 
ter all hearts are tough things.

I left college in all the flush of my 
nineteenth year. I was no longer awk- 
wark or embarrassed. I had grown to 
be a tall slender stripling, with a very 
good opinion of myself, both in general 
and particular. If I thought of Mary 
Moore, it was to think how I could daz j 
zle and bewilder her with my good looks 
and wonderful mental attainments, and ] 
never thinking she might dazzle and be- ! 
wilder me still more. 1 was a coxcomb,
I know, but as youth and l od looks 
have tied, I trust that I may be believed 
when I say that self conceit has left me 
also.

An advantageous proposal was made 
me at that time, and, accepting it, I 
gave up all idea of a profession, and pre
pared to go to India. In my hurried 
visit home of two days I saw nothing of 
Mary Moore. She had gone to a board
ing school, and was not expected home 
until the following May. I uttered a 
sigh to the memory of my blue-eyed 
playmate, and then called myself a ‘man 
again.

In a year, I thought as the vehicle 
whirled away from our door—I will re
turn, and if Mary is as pretty as she us
ed to be, why, then, perhaps I may mar
ry her.

And thus I settled the future of a 
young lady whom I had not seen for 
four years. I never thought of the jios-

tfc «4 of

the
.'of myself

taken place. Thf v . , 
murmured to eoyeelf and they shall 
out for themselves whether I am better 
worth ktviag than formerly.

I picked up |*my a token from that 
land of romance and gold,for the triende 
I hoped to meet The gift for Mary 
Moore I selected with a beating heart; it 
was a ring of rough virgin gold, with my 
name and her’a engraved inside—that 
was all, and yet the sight of the little toy 
strongly thrilled me as I balanced it on 
the end of my little finger.

To the eyes of others it was but a 
small plain circle, suggesting thoughts, 
perhaps, but its elegance of the beauti
ful white hand that was to wear it But 
not to me—how much was embodied 
there—all these delights were hidden 
within that little ring of gold.

Tall, bearded and aun-bronsed, I 
knocked at my father’s house. The 
lights in the parlor window, and the 
hum of conversation and cheerful laugh
ter showed me that company was as
sembled there. I hoped that sister Liz
zie would come to the door, and I might 
greet my family when no strange eye was 
looking carelessly on.

But no, a servant answered my sum
mons. They were too merry in the par
lor to heed the long one who asked for 
admittance. A bitter thought like this 
ran through my mind as I heard the 
sound from the parlor, and saw the half 
suppressed smile on the servant’s face.

I hesitated a moment before making 
myself known or asking for any of my 
family. And while I stood silent a 
strange apparition grew up before me. 
From behind the servant peered out a 
golden head, a tiny, delicate form, and 
sweet, childish face, with blue eyes, so 
like those of one who had brightened my 
boyhood, that I started with sudden feel- 
■n8l°f pain.

“What is your name, my pretty ?” I 
asked, while the wondering servant held 
the door.

“Mary Moore.”
“And what else ?” I asked quickly.
She lifted up her hands to shade her 

face. I had Been that very attitude in 
another, in my boyhood, many and many 
a time—and answered in a sweet, bird
like voice :

“Mary Moore Chester. ”
My heart sank down like lead. Here 

was an end to all bright dreams and 
hopes of my youth and manhood. Frank 
Chester, my boyish rival, who had often 
tried in vain to usurp my place beside 
the girl, had succeeded at last, and had 
won her away from me. This was the 
child—his child and Mary’s.

I sank, body and soul beneath this 
blow, and hiding my face in my hands 
I leaned against the door,while my heart 
wept tears of blood. The little one gaz
ed at me, grieved and amazed, and put 
up her pretty lips as if about to cry, 
while the perplexed servant stepped to 
the parlor and called my sister out to see 
who it was that conducted himself so 
strangely. I heard a light step and a 
pleasant voice saping:

“Did you wish to see my father, sir ? ’
I looked up. There stood a pretty, 

sweet-faced maiden of twenty, not much 
changed from the dear little aister I lov
ed so well. I looked at her a moment, 
and then, stilling the tempest of my 
heart by a mighty effort, I opened my 
arms and said :

“Lizzie, don’t you know me ?’
“Harry ! oh, iny brother Harry !” she 

cried, and threw herself upon my breast, 
and wept as if her heart would break.

I could not weep. I drew her gently 
into the lighted parlor, and stood with 
her before them all.

There was a rush, and a cry of joy,and 
then my father and mother sprang to
ward me, and welcomed me home with

| he went away, but his 
l the same as evor. It 

I that changea him. He 
.Vi***®-"
‘Aye, mother,' I answered, sadly, “I 

■ boy still.”

■he levece Cawghsawd Issrara*
Philadelphia, Jan. 1, 1876. 

Messrs. Ssth W. Fowls a Sons:
GjORUMSH—Miss 8. Bums, of Seven

teenth and Coatee SUteU, has long been 
■ ‘ and hoerae-

but

felt like
blessed
es I had
down the tilibor â my Upe and 
el quietly as I looked into Ms idl,' 
some face :

“You have changed, too, Frank,
I think for the better.”

“Oh. yés; thank you for the compli
ment,” he answered, with a hearty 
laugh. “My wife tails me I grow hand
somer every day.”

Hie wife ! Could I hear that name 
and keep silent still

“And have you seen my little girl 1” 
he added, lifting the infant in his arms, 
and kissing her crimsoned cheek. “I 
tell you. Harry, there is no other such 
in the world. Don’t you think she looks 
very much like her mother used to ?”

“Very much,” I faltered.
“Hallo ?” cried Frank, with a sudden

ness which made me start violently. “I 
have forgotten to introduce you to my 
wife. I believe you and she used to be 
playmates in your younger days Yes, 
Harry,” and he slapped me on the back, 
“for the sake of old times, and because 
you were not at the wedding, I will give 
you leave to kirn her once, bet mind, 
old fellow, you are never to repeat the 
ceremony. Come, here she is; I for one 
want to see how you will manage those 
ferocious mustaches of yours in the ope
ration.”

He pushed Lizzie, laughing and blush 
ing toward me. A gleam of light and 
hope almost too dazzling to bear came 
over me, and I cried out before 
thought, “Not Mary. ’

I must have betrayed my secret to 
one in the room. But nothing was said: 
even Frank, in general so obtuse, was 
this time silent. I kissed the fair cheek 
of the young wife, and hurried to the 
silent figure looking out of the window.

“Mary—Mary Moore !” I said in a 
low eager tone, “have you no welcome 
to give the wanderer ?”

She turned, and laid her hand in mine 
and said hurriedly—

"6‘I am glad to see you here, Harry. ” 
Simple words and yet how blessed 

they made me. I would not have yield
ed her up at the moment for an Empe
ror’s crown. For there was the happy 
home group and dear home tire side,with 
sweet Mary Moore. The eyes I had 
dreamed of day and night were falling 
beneath the ardent gaze of mine, and 
the sweet face I had so long prayed to 
see was there beside me. I never knew 
the meaning of happin“ss until that mo
ment.

Many years have passed since the hap
py night, and the hair that was dark and 
glossy is fast turning gray. I am now 
grown to be an old man, and can look 
back to a happy, and I hope a well spent 
life. And yet, sweet as it has been, I 
would not recall a single day, for the 
love that made my manhood so bright 
shines also upon my white hairs.

An old man ! Can this be so ? At 
heart I am as young as ever. And Mary, 
with [her bright hair parted smoothly 
from a brow that has a slight furrow 
upon it, is still the Mary of other days. 
To me she can never grow old or chang
ed. The heart that held her in infancy 
and sheltered her in the flush and beau
ty of womanhood can never cast her out 
till life shall cease to warm it.

! heart-felt tears.
t)h, strange and passing sweet is such 

I a greeting to the way-worn traveller. 
And as I held my dear old mother to 1113* 
heart, and grsaped my father's hand 
while Lizzie clung beside me, I Mt that 
all was not yet lost; and although anoth
er had secured life's most choice bless.

A Well “fnred" Editor.
At No. 80 King Street, East Toronto, 

Ont., are the editorial rooms of the 
Sunday School Manual, edited by Mr. 
Withrow, or 240 Jarvis street, in the 
same city. Conversing recently with 
several gentlemen,—one of them the 
representative of the largest advertisers 
in the world,—Mr. Withrow remarked; 
“As to advertising, I consider St. Jacobs 
Oil the best advertised article by 
far. It is a splendid remedy too. Be
sides the many cases of rheumatism it 
has cured right amongst us, it has ren
dered me the most efficient service in 
curing a severe soreness of the chest and 
an obstinate headache. It does its work 
satisfactorily. ”

; emu

wf H, during which 
no Mtnro of the complaint. 

For the good of suffering huinanity.Miaa 
Bums has requested me to lay the case 
before the public. Your* truly, T. D. 
McGnave, M. Ik, Druggist and Chem
ist, S. E. cor. Seventh and Wharton sta. 
60c and SI a bottle. Sold by all orug-

BOOTS AND SHBBB
In

Ai the Oldest EetaMllhed Shoe Store In Town,

and thi 1

FUNCTIONAL HEAT TROUBLES
J? are commonly the outcome of impaired 
general health from deprav d nutrition, and 
are peculiar to nervous, irritable tempera
ments. Palpitation, intermitting, or Irregular 
pulse, dilllculty of breathing and head sym- 
toma are reflex or sympathetic from stomach 
derangements, especially that form of dyspep 
ala with acidity or heartburn, flatulence, irre
gularity of bowels, high-colored urine and 
brick dust deposit . Many of these cases have 
been entirely relieved by the prolonged use of 
WHEELER'S PHOSPHATES AND CALI- 
8AYA fortifying the nervous system and re
storing the digestive appatus to its normal 
activity.

MJ

' ; f

MBtll

RHEUMATISM,
Keuratgia. Sciatica, Lumbago, 

Backache, Sore nett of the Chsst, 
Gout, Quine/, Sore Throat, Small- 

ingt end Sprains, Bum» and 
Scalds, General Bodily 

Pains,
Tooth, Ear and Headache, Frosted 

Feet and Earn, and all other 
Pains and Aches.

Vo Preparation on earth equals St. Jacobs Oil 
as a safe, awre, mitt*pirn and cheap External 
Baaedy. ▲ trial entails but the comparatively 
trifling outlay of 60 Cent», and every one suffer- 
Ing with pain can have cheap and positive proof 
of ite claims.

Directions in Seven Languages.
BOLD BT ALL DIUOGIBTB AMD DEALERS 

IB MEMOIRE
A. VO GELER <fc CO..

Bmlttmtort, JWA, V S. A.

I

, ^ »»■
r^JOHNSTON’S^V
SARSAPARILLA
ra comfir, mm

And for Purifying the Blood.
It has been in use for 20 years, and has

A TNT, PIMPLES ON THE FACE, 
IVSPEPSIA, PILES, end all Diseases 

.h it arise from a Disordered LVeroran 
rr.pure blood. Thousands of our best 

“•opto tako it and give it to their chil- 
,r-n. Physicians prescribe it daily. Those 
v lu use it once, recommend it to others.

Jt is made from Yellow Dock. Hondu
ras Sarsaparilla. Wild Cherry, Still ingia. 
s-»a:iJeiion. Sassafras, Wintervreen, and 
r :>:*r w -11 known valuable Roots and
I -rbs. It is strictly vegetable, and can- 
i.it hurt the most delicate constitution.
II ; ou * of tho best medicines in use for 

ftecu.ttincr the Bowels.
it .s sold by all responsible druggists 

at one dollar for a quart bottle, or six 
bottles for five dollars.

Those who cannot obtain a bottle of 
this medicine from their druggist may 
send us one dollar, and we will send ft 
to them.

W. JCSNSTCN à CO , Mmfrctnrtn,
Amhxrstburo Ont.

ing, many a joy remained for me in the 
dear sanctuary of home.

There were four inmates of the room 
who had risen en my sudden entrence. 
One was the blue eyed child whom I had 
already seen, and who now stood beside 
Frank Chester, clinging to his hand. 
Near by stood Lizzie Moore, Mary's 
eldest sister, and in a distant comer, t< 
which she had hurriedly retreated when 
my name was spoken, stood a tall and 
slender figure, half hidden by the heavy j 
window, curtains that fall to the tiooi.

When the first rapturous greeting was i 
over, Lizzie led me forward with a timid 
grace, and Frank Chester warmly grasp- 

sibility of her refusin/ me — never e,l „,y hand.
dreamed that she would not condescend i “Wecoiiie home, my boy,” he said in | 
to accept my offer. the loud, cheerful tones I remembered :

But now I know that had Mary met So well. ‘‘You have changed so that I i 
me then she would have despised me. never would known you; but no matter ! 
Perhaps in the scented and affected stu- about 4W; your heart is in the right 
dent she might have found plenty of place, I know. ”
sport : but as for loving me, I should “How can you say that he is cluing- 
perhaps have found myself mistaken. ! ed ?” said my mother, gently. 1 ‘To be 
India was my salvation, not merely be- sure he looks older and graver, and more

______ __________
=rMJ:DICIZVEl:

F&liniETiNALandit??.
^TTtEOWCSJ BEST AKOSl *UJByrJUWK Mir MCiHCii.

MY
Is nOF complete, and I take pleasure in informing mv customers that at no pre 

vious time have I had such a

Large & Varied Stock
As at present. I have raised the Standard of Quality and Lowered the Price tint 

it is a positive fact that no such value in foot wear can be got elsewhere.

CUSTOM WORK
of every grade still receives my prompt and careful attention, and will be ma eup 

in the moet approved styles by first-class workmen, »nd 
of the very best material obtainable.

At time of purchase if so desired.

LOWNIFG

Farmers and Mechank£I
Trovi !» your elves w.'i'i a M 1 : of PAIN-KTT.LF.R st tVi

of the when stonm- r com; iln'-'s r- si preva'n-t ; jt js a pr<>m;>'

cto. It inav save you days of sickness. y *1 w !l
fitvl it is mo-e vn]"nh'o tfia-i po'tl. T’e sure you buv V-c rc-mine 

/!/*/. 1 /’ ‘l ; /, > yvt/.I A iLLF.R, and take no otV r mixtu-e.

Coeocru, Ont., March 3, 1880.
1 have Icr.i m Tiçg IVny D.v!»* Ikon-Killer for the past six years, and have 

much pleasure iu i taring that its s .ie in that time has been larger tbau any other 
J'.tci t medicine that I lave on my shelve^ and in those years 1 have never heard a 
customer say aught hut woida of the highest praise in its favor. It is an article that 
seems to have combined in it all that goes to make a first-eUue family medicine, and 
sslong as I have a house and store. Perry Davis Pain-Killer will be found in both.

Yours, ic., J. E. KENNEDY.
Beware el" Counterfeit* sand Imitation».

Price 20c., 25c., and 50c, per bottle.

8EEOMILLBR

Chilled Plow
—AND—

AGRICULTURAL WORKS.

Having purchased the Goderich Foundry, 
am fitting the premises for the manufactur 
of CHILLED PLOWS and AGRICULTURA 
IMPLEMENTS on a large scale. Mill Work 
General Repairing and Jobbing will be con 
tinned. All work guaranteed.

Mr. D. Ruuciman is the only man authorise 
to collect payments and give receipts on be 
half of the late firm of Runciman <f* Co., an 
all persons indebted are requested to gover 
themselves accordingly.

8. SEEGMILLER.
Proprietor.

GODERICH BOILER WORKS.

Chrystal & Black.

TO MILL MEN and SALT WELL MEN

New B 31 LE R3 and 1 SLT PN8 manefac 
tured.on shortest notice.

11 l'unis of Repairing exeeuted under th 
personal supervision of the JIToprietors wh

ARE

Praciical Work me /; .
P. O. Box 108 1787

W. S. Hart & Co.
PROPRIETORS OF THE

Goderich Mills
fLATB PIPER’S.)

!îf*,!iL”,,.urVh*,r ,h»nk* to the public for 
the liberal patronage received during the past 
>ear, and to state they are prepared to d.

GHISTIN G
on the shortest notice, or for the convenience 
•f pa-ties living at a distance will exchange 

arista at their town store
ImaU W, M. Hilliard's,)

Masonic block. East 8t. Goderich.

High est price paid for when*

St. Catherin» Nineties,
RXTAMJHHKD IN 1836.

Having fully tested

MOOBE’S IAB1Y&BRIGHT0N
two new grapes. I unhesitatl advise mypatrons to plant them. You^lf not be dis
appointed. MOORE’S EARLY is the best 
very early black grape yet grown in Canada. 
It has stood thirty degrees below sero unhurt. 
BRIGHTON is a delicious red grape, ripening 
j uet after Moore’s Early. They are both large 
in bunch and berry, and vyry productive. I 
will mail both to any address, postpaid, on 
receipt of f 2. or either for $1. Agents wanted.

D. W. BEADLE,
St. Catherines, Ont.

i$ao-3m.

HARDWARE
-GO TO-

!M c KiEINIZIIlE
-TO BUY YOUR-

Farmer’s Hardware
-------- YOUR--------

Builder’s Hardware
-------- YOUR--------

KNIVES FORKS AND SPOONS,
in fact, everything you want in his line.

HE IS B0TJ1TD TO SELL CHEAP
This Spring and Summer. See liis FENCE WIRE, the best yet.

t77\

PLAIN AND FANCY PRINTING EXECUTED WITH

NEATNESS AND DESPATCH. AND AT LOW 

RATES AT "THE SIGNAL OFFICE.’

GET YOUR
PR IMTIMG

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION,

Pos ters, Circ ulars,Cards. &c
■i PRINTED; AT THEO I Fl Cl OF THE HURON SIGNAL

North Street, Goderich.


