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to "Qàiet Honrs,” we bee* but leirned to 
epprtciste her more. We give one oi her 
recent pieoee, end one of her beet :

Ч****************

Notches on 
The Stick

Much in Little
«MPMteUy tone of Bood'e Me, 1er nomedb 
elne ever contained eo guest curative power In 
eo emeu epeee. They era e whole medicine

e malty.
Streese tty peel wee nseWeie
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The lo«r ol verse, who dietinguiehi 
occieionel lyrical felicity said the multi­
tude of fugitive effarions, end who seeks 
to redeem it from the fuetisn of the press, 
■will thunk us for clustering s few choice 
selections 
4sd not o 
beeutitul imegery, but also the enshrining 
of noble thought, will ndd to our apprecia­
tion That is vnlnsble sa li tern tore which 
etc may rend not once only with delight, 
but which we may again return to and find 
the pleasure renewed. The poems we are 
•bout to present are of the kind to put us 
in leva with the world of nature, with God, 
find our fellow-men,—yes and nur fellow- 
ore stores of the field and the wilderness 
also. It adds something to oar enjoyment 
of a poem, too, when we have personal 
knowledge of the author, and that favor­
able knowledge illumines and gives signi­
ficance to the writing. We can say that 
each one here mentioned, we have reason 
to regard in the light of personal friend- 
ship.

A lew weeks ago one of Maine’s truest 
lyrists died in the town ol Lincoln, where 
for years he had lived,—Henry Rind 
Edwards. At once a lever of books and 
of nature, his poems have a peculiar stamp 
« native m-bdy had fire, and excellent 
literary form. The following lyric is one 
of his best :

Hood’s
chest, always ready, al- m л _

the Morins with reluctant feet 
Toward this passion new and sweet.

Lored eo late, eaa years atone 
For the past wa lived alone ?

Hands and Ups hare touched and wed. 
Hands and lips will soon be dead 
Grasse* warins orerhead.

Yet, O Lore, thou west and art.
And shall be • changeless part 

Of my being. Glad and free 
Is oar nature’s harmony.
As when perfect chords agree.

Fast and future both are here 
Folded in the present. Dear,

Like a rose that paiteth wide 
Petals in the summer-tide 
When the bad is glorified.

Life was hidden in He breast 
Ere the fragrant lips contest;

Life remalneth,—though it Ue 
In the dost;—eternally,
Beauty was not bom to die.

When we leare the shadow-land,
Passing outward hand in hand,

Into summer and the son.
Where all restlessness is done 
And the perfect peace begun__

Will it matter that the years 
Dealt ns doubt and pain and tears ?

Death can only set ns free :
Wide and sweet to me and thee 
Opens our eternity.

if
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■ Pills№ «У» efficient, always sat­
isfactory; prevent a cold 
or fever, core all liver ills, 
sick headache, Jaundice, constipation, etc. *0. 
The only Pills to take with Hood’s Sarsaparilla.

. n" bis or her scrap-book. To 
rhythmical expression end

Ц:! Montoly.”for April, tint the followingia

"Glory Brae»."
"Only a penny slrl”

A child held to my view 
A bunch of ’’glory-roses” red 

As blood and wet with dew.

(O earnest little face.
With livide fight in eye,

Your reset ars too fair for earth.
And yoQ sessl of the sky 1)

,'
j

'

M»y they ope on the grand, i weet vision, and ûid 
the same jo vs be

On Heaven’s eternal mountains as down by Earth’s 
Pastob Faux.

I limp. u« being plaoed rapidly ïn «lié otter 
•tree*», »nd the city, with a conSnisption 
of 10,000 000 cubic meter, of gar, will J, ij 
have fivefold the light herienbafore obtain­
ed from 17,000.000. The 10,000 0Ô0 oil 
lamp, burned nightly in England cause 
800 deitha anna.Uy, and 168 fire, yearly 
in London alone.

i:Li II
"My beauties sir!” he said,

“Only a penny, tool”—
His face shone in their ruddy glow 

A Rafael cherub true.

"Yestreen their hoods were close 
About their faces tight,

But ere the ran was up, I saw 
That God had come last night.

"O, Sir, to see them then I 
The bash was all aflame;

O yes, they’re glory-roses, Sir,
Tuât is their holy name.

"Only a penny, sir I”
Heaven seemed across the way I 

I took the red, red beauties home— 
B «es to me for aye,—

For aye that radiant voice 
As if from heaven it case—

* O yes, they’re glory-roses, sir, 
Tnatls their holy name I"

!a
Hampden Cor., Мат 20th 1898.;

і si & Women Unjustly Treated
When Dealers Sell Them Com­

mon and Deceptive Dypa.
■ >

Benefit, of Conquest*.

The town of Bulawayo afford, a very 
striking illustration of British colonial en­
terprise. Only four years ago the site of 
it was in the heart of a savage district, 
only penetrable at tin momentary risk of 
life, and hundreds ot miles from the 
est fringe ot civilization. Now it is an Eng­
lish town ot between 8,000 and four 4,000 
inhabitants, connected by railroad and 
telegraph with the rest ot the world, ahd 
throwing ont new telegraphic lines of com­
munication in ell directions to interior 
points. The railroad itself is to be poshed 
forward at once still further into the heart 
of what was once called the Dark Con­
tinent, to the coal fields of the Zambesi. 
That it will insure a vast increase in 
growth and prosperity to Buluwayo 
can not be doubted. The mere differ­
ence per ton in the price of 
transport on goods coming from Chpe 
Town is about £100. The average cost 
of carriage lor goods from Cape Town , i« 
•bon, £16 a ton. It used to be from £100 
to £120. The develepement of trade will 
influenced, not only by the lemoned cost, 
but by the time required for .delivery. 
Goods forwarded by road before the- rail­
way was finished, and arriving alter freina 
were running into Bulawayo, bad. to be 
•old for something less than toe ébat of 
carriage. Already a considerable tiall'in 
prices has taken place, and as there are 
practically no customs duties in. Rhode»», 
it is expected that living in the neighbor­
hood ot Bulawayo wffl seen be' far cheaper 
than in Johannesburg. Just-’bakheidho

■

1-і There are thousands of women who have 
It is years behind, and the flowers are I heard ot the great saving that can be 

faded now. but in memory abides the sweet ??e0,ed bf h°me d/!ing ”>e”,the Di»»ond 
courtesy o. her who lentto my dcor, and fjZZZtZT* *° ^

into my hand, that fragrant bonqnet, Many of these women, thoughtlessly, 
which she bad plucked and arranged, and eimplv ask for a package of dye of the
-tLhnhu,eerx=ed7heaLr;‘ge e“Td: rud.l;thVXtZtoT,t,Tr 

pore and the gifted singer, who is unsuspecting customer some imitation or
known by many, who prize and bless her soap grease dye. worthless as coloring 
helplulneis, as ‘‘Uopeetili Farnham.” I agents, but on which they realize a large

profit.
* * m I Dealers who do this kind ot business are

The following line, are a response to a .tr4tine “d »etving their customers
r» ■* —■ hstjsi* “ “
ly personal, may be acceptable to some tomer to achieve success in her new work, 
readers. I The Diamond Dyes are the only dyes

that reputable dealers handle and sell. 
The wise merchant keeps a full stock of 

, Diamond Dyes, because the daily demand 
Thanks for jour sonar, my brother 11 have listened is so great tor these guaranteed and world- 

, famed coloring agents. The woman who
And dreamed the dre.m of yonr spirit th»u,h uses Diamond Dyes tor her first dyeing
- ù ”r7i°* operation will never use other nudtaü

h«Ml.mc« • “ OM ,h0 Bright, strong, clear, lasting nod l.shton-
But hr piths o, sweetness and ..r.ty, snd by D^dDyto 0bUined 0ПІУ Ь°Л0Ю 

waters bright and fAir: Гга- *.• j , . .
Ton hive tsnxht me the j oy of the fslihfal, the esr- ь. , . ol directions and card of 48colore 

n..t ОІ.11 thin*, pnra. ' free to any address. Write to Wells &
The plounrei that cannot parish, and the tnasnres | “ichirdeon Co., Montreal. P. Q. 

that ever are rare ;
The joy of the heart of nature, of valley and 

tain dome,
The wild, free joys of the woodland, and the tender 

jjyaofhome.
Thanks lor yonr song my brother 1 Yon turn my І *®° Уоа *’Р0ВЄ I Could see the seckretlij 

thoughts .w»7 of war V inquired Farmer Corntoaeel.
toy; “* 40 " а don’e "Plied the man whom bn

You bring back the sweet old visions of love and of I **ftd the corridor. ’It would
probably depend on who you are and the 
nature of your business.1 

M ’Well, who I am doesn’t mike so much 
I difference. But the nature of my business 

The ruddy bluff* and beaches, and the waves of the is important. Ef I can’t see him I’ll ‘hunt 
annoy b»y; I up the President an’ talk it over. But I

thought tt ’ud be only polite to see the 
Your genie-song sings Presto I and loi the vision is. I seckretary of war first.1 

here!

:■ near*

The Closing Year.
Af tin far away to the ever-eummer latitude 
The brightness and the bloom with the summer 

birds have flad,
And from Hope back to memory another year has 

sped;
Go dance we tonight the harvest dance of gratitude 
For all that is left to us above the silent dead ; 
Dance we tonight, for the viol rings cheerfully, 
Hope holds the Hew Year, and smiling cheers ue

Ґj!

I! l\ In the neighbor-towns of Dover and 
Foxcroft, Maine, are two sister poets, who 
add to their pure strains of song the in­
fluence of lives diffusive of good as banks 
of violets of odor. As the thrushes in the 
dells of the Piscatsqnis among kindred 
warblers, so. among the singers of her 
native State, we reckon Anna Boynton 
Averill. Her woodland lyrics are like a 
voice, now plaintive end joyous now, 
breathed ont ot nature’s heart. Her latest 
poem recalls Wordsworth’s on the Pet 
Lamb, and also some sweet verses of Mery 
Ho witt ; but rather by way of suggestion 
than by any imitation. The poem is in­
digenous end has the native color. It ap­
peared in the The Portland “Transcript:”

The First Sorrow.
O green and .went were the grsssra, end the water, 

were cool snd clear,
Where the little white lambs with their gentle dams 

roamed in tbe flower o’ the year.
Through all the tender blossoming May and the 

Summer's luscious prime
Till the leaves turned red and russet and gold In the 

ripening autumn time.

In the mossy hollows among the knolls, in the ce­
dar’s tnickest shade

They caddied at night beside their dams, sheltered 
and unafraid,

—The dearest pets that littla Beth loved I 
cent and mild,

So playful and so beautiful they won the heart of 
the child 1

Through the great barred gate that shut the lane 
ehe came each sunny day,

—Came calling "Nanny, Nanny,” to Join them in 
their play.

They loved the sound of her happy voice, and when 
Bhe came in sight,

They would run with j oyons Meetings and gambols 
of delight,—

To nibble her hands and snifl her face and 
about her free 

A merry group ol playfellows as sportive and glad 
as ehe.

Their breath wai .weet with the fragrance ol the 
honeysuckle low

That starred the fresh green pasture sod with bloom 
like drops of snow,—

And their fleeces, were white as the summer clouds 
that drift across the bine.

And ehe knew each meek Utile face aa well aa the 
baby’s face she knew;

And her father .aid,-Why, Utile Beth, hew hat 
your lambkins grow I

I wouldn’t love them over much, for soon they’ll 
have to go.

"Go where,” she wondered musingly, and loved 
them more and more.

Гот every day they aeemed to her more lovely thin 
before.

But Autumn came, and one sad morn the butcher’s 
heavy wain

With cage, high to hold the lamb, rolled np the 
pasture lane,

And round It surged the mother sheep with piteous 
Meetings loud,

As into it the Iambi were packed, a huddled, fright­
ened crowd.

And the batcher said,—"They’re beauties 1 The 
finest lambs I’ve found 

FromBowerbank to Garland, In aU the

They’d dress fall sixty pounds apiece, and only 
four months old !

“Good morning. Utile Bine Bye. I Are yon lorry to 
see them sold?”

For mate and whUe stood little Beth beside the 
batcher’s catt,

Bewildered, watching it.all, with life’, tnt ihadow 
on her heart.

Tha «liter, ringer, ot whom we spoke is 
Mr*. Nellie Wade Whitcomb, of Dover, 
Me., better known aa “Hopeafill Fare- 
ham”. Since the day when first we saw 
bar lines on the Piaentaqnia River, and since 
the days when we were fellow eonMhntwi

1 : : E
.

11
Bat calde nit the footstep i that thread the mazes 

fearfully,
And blame not the joyless hearts that turn back 

tearfully.
Tearfully to years and to friends that are gone.

'Faded lie the forest leaves on the frozen meidov- 
land;

8 imbre are the shadows o’er the once-smiling vale ; 
Low beat the mnffl id dram; wild dirges wail;
For weird^dim forms from ont the mystic Shadow-

Move to onr measure, and at our feasts regale.
Yet dance we tonight in onr tremulous security, 
Humble in our joyousness, hopeful when we weep; 
For only the tender heart can taste its joy in purity, 
And tearful eyes see clearer, in the lowering 

obscurity,
The stars tint shine eternal while the fragile 

flowerets sleep.
Low let the drum beat. Trill the music tenderly; 
Silent as the heart-throb bs onr tuneful tread;
For sorrow hangs above onr joy upon a brittle

And the fabric of onr happiness is fashioned ont so 
slenderly,

The heart that holds the most of love has ever most 
to dread.

Yet dance we tonight. And the sweeter for its 
rarity

The light upon onr lives that our unity will shed. 
Then dance we in kindly love that knoweth no 

disparity.
Welcoming the New Year in Faith, Hope and 

Charity,
Peace with the living, and tsars for the dead.

This may teem a little ont of season, bat 
1er all that it m»y do aa goof. We «ball 
long remember and cherith the kindly 
meaiage received Iront Henry Rind Ed­
ward, and the hearty eongi he hie sung.

Thunks for u Song.

u (To Db. Benjamin F. Liggett.)
t
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HAST WAI TO MHO WAS.

*%! He Came From tbe Country With Some 
Brilliant Ideas.

opening of the railroad butter ,«m fattf \2e
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poesy,
In a quaint old town that lleth afar by the summer

if Tha wharvei, the roof, and the .pire», I ice them 
in that day;; ;

& JCht coves, the lighthouse, the mountain, the steam 
er making the pier,—

;j I 'If it’s an appointment yon want the 
y I member of the house of representatives

While the halo of memory deepens through the I from your district------ 1
For °° Г*г: ‘I don’t want no office, I’m here to make

ТоаГпої.^: 1 ,0T,r' “d *• d"‘m aeuggeetion in the intereet. oi the human 

Though the world may scofl at the greybeard who I race* * want to talk about war.1

’Yon can get all the latest information in 
the newspapers.1

*1 don’t desire to get information. I’wish 
to give it. War has changed tremendous 
from what it used to be.’

•Unquestionably.1
‘It’s mostly a question of which has kthe 

most fightin’ material.1 
’Yes.1

Thanks for yonr song, my brother 1 Yon tell wh 
the scene is dear,

1

Among the poets ot Canada we have 
none who touches a profounder ethical 
chord than Theodore H. Band. Our ex­
cellent Doctor of McMaster is a teacher of 
the human heart, as well as a writer of 
purest classic verse : and now and then he 
gives the note of pathos, and in "Marie 
Depute,” for instance, of pre-eminent ten­
derness. His ’’At Minas Basin and Other 
Poems,” now in the second edition, is a 
valuable addition to our nascent literature. 
But it is from "The McMaster University

goes sighing bick for s maid :
Ah I bat we remember the longing of love for her 

draught divine.
Before the hoar 

mine I Th
And today we declare that on earth here, or in the 

heavens above.
There is nothing parer or sweeter than a woman’s 

perfect love.
So thanks for yonr song, my brother! May song 

and love remain,
As long as you see the sunshine or feel the touch of 

the rain;
Till life’s utmost hour may music in your inmost 

heart abide,
And the feet of a gentle woman go travelling by 

. üyoor side :
And when for us Time’s anthem is drawing to its 

close.
And the eyes of lover and singer shut in their long 

repose,

S'
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II NURSE’S STORY.frolic
that witnessed aloud,—Thou art 

on art mine I.0

Telle hew she was cured ef Heart aad 
Nerve Troubles.

- • ; . Ci 233:-

The onerous duties that fall to thé Ipf of 
» nurse, the worry, care, loco of sleep, 
irregularity of meals soon tell oo the /, 
nervous system and undermine the health.
Mrs. H. L. Menzies, a professional ' horse 
living at the Corner of Wellington - Stiff 
King Streets, Brantford, Ont,, atotto Jur

n
it іif■

‘And fightin’ material coeta money.*
‘That’s the great point.’
‘An’ the idea ie for each side to get off 

somewhere on land or я ex an’ ascertain 
which kin hold ont the longest.*

‘That’s it.*
•I e'pose there aint np way that war kjq 

be prevented fro» bein’., mprp or lee» hart 
borons, hat I'd. like to offer a logfieitiefi. 
Wae^yon ever down to' Swam|> Center !’’r

'Well, that there’s the most malirid»»- 
eat neighborhood in the geography. An* 
it oocnred to me that it*nd be a good idee, 
in case of war, to arrange it »o’« to march 
the opposin’forces down into Swamp Can­
tor an’ inetid of я hootin’ an* atabbin’ and 
inoouragin* toe promieo’one carryin’ of 
firearms, let ’em settle right down an’ see 
which side kin afford to buy the moat 
quinine. It’s jeet si reasonable to make 
the anpnly of quinine the teat aa it ii to 
make the (apply of gunpowder toe de- 
mdm* argument. It bring, it down to the 
boldin’ out qualities of the two partie», an* 
-•“le it may not show to much in the wsy 
o fireworks, it give» the soldiers more of a 
chance to git away alive after one aide or 
the other has give ont of ammunition.*— 
Washington Star.

Ltshta ol London and JPnrti.

Parti has about 600,000 eleotrie lights 
and London twice aa шапу.ЩМоге than
half of Berlin's .tree» are now lighted with 
»«" glow-light, perfootiy white, and five 
times as powerful a« the old dune, and tha
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І Special Combination і „.(.'А’'
THE MOST PROMPT,

Pleasant and Perfect Core 
for Congrhe, Cold*, hmtii... 
Bronchitis, Hoaraenens, 

Sore Throat, Croup, Whoop- 
Ing Cough, Quinsy, Pain la 

the Cheat and all Throat, 
Bronchial and Long Diseases.

onto ea tollows : “For the past threeуаагч

breath and palpitation of ’ th»'
Th. least excitement would mimant 
flatter, nnd fit night I even fo 
to slepp. After I got Milbarz 
Narre. Pilla I experienced 
find on continuing their use 
ment hae been marked until né 
symptoms are gone and I ant

Milbum’e Heart and Naryi 
Anaemia, Nervoneneee, Weak) 
lereheee, Palpitation, r“
Spells, DtzzinMa or any 
from Impoverished B1 
Serve, or Wrek Hoart.

country

- Leather Dressing 
^ Box Calf Shoes

.
і *

and
is clean to use, applied like brown shoe 
dressing, doe. not rub off or soil the 
trousers, keeps the leather soft and glove 
like, makes it waterproof and imparts . 
very rich and durable polish. OIL, the 
natural leather preserver, і» its principal 
Ingredient. Be sure it’» “Packard*».**
26 cents

1
The healing anti-consumptive virtues 
of the Norway Pine are combined 
in this medicine with Wild Cherry 
and other pectoral ЖеГЬо and Bal­
aams to make a true specific tor all 
forma of dlswe originating from colds.

t
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L H. PACKARD Д CO., Montrssl.

Price - 240. mid 50c. Laxa-Liver
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$100.2
IN

Prizes

■ ,
$ЯМЮ for best Essay. 7 
*2SjOO for beet Poem;
$25.00 for best Advertisement.

ON

Surprise Soap «
! pCGAV 001 *° exceed 300 words.

* way to use SurjMTse Soap for 
pACM not to exceed 5 verses. Subject 
* * when washed with Surprise Soap.
ADVERTISEMENT

v Surprise Soap, best for washing clothes.

Subject : The t 
washing clothes, 
ect : Whiteness

most satisfactpiy,

of white gotas
1 V'. rt

\.1 4І k 
!

CONDITIONS.—Eada poem, essay, or advertisement must be accompanied by 26 
Snrprlae Soap wrappers. Everyone sending in the 26 wrappers will receive a picture, 
Pilinagireceive the money prizes in addition,, 
Send in at any time. It will be kept on ffie! Address . ■

THE ST. CROIX SOAP NF6. CO., St Stephen, *‘b«
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