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GILLIS & HARRIS,
disters, = = Solicitors,
" 'Notaries Public.
Commissioners for the Province of New
»-unswick.
wmissioners for the State of Massachusetts.
ﬂxm R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

X,
nts of Bradstreet’s Commercial Agency.
W 'al Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In-

surance.
ubers of the United States Law Association.

Roal Estate Agents.

OFFICE:

- BANK OF NOVA SC0TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etc.

(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

oney to Loan on First-Olass
Bstate “4ly

. M. OWEN,

|~ BARRISTER - AT - LAW,

Notary Public, Beal Estate Agent.
3. United States Consul Agent.
Annapolis, Oct. 4th, 1882—

RS

. W. G Parsons, B. A,

Barrister, Solicitor, Ete.
MIDDLETON, - - o 5N B
garOffice,—** Dr. Gunter” buildEg.

J. B. KINNEY,
Architect “and Civi Engineer.

, Plans, Specifications and Estimates
furnished for ali classes of buildings.

Office at residence of Wm, E. Re{e(i, ridge- |
v

own, N. S

G. O GATES,
PLEASANT STREET, TRURO, N. 8.
PRACTICAL MANUFACTURER AND DEALER IN
Pianos & Organs.
Manufacturers’ agent for Leading American

and Canadian Ipstrum Tuning and re-

¥MMg a specialty. Visits Annapolis Valley

wice a year. Oid instruments taken In ex-
change for new. Over twenty years ex-
perience.

L R ANDREWS, MD, CH.

i [ EYE,
Specialties;  ©AR,
| THROAT.

MIDDLETON.
Telephone No. 16.

OR. M. 6. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

James Primrosé,‘IT. D. S.

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

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

38tf

25 tf

DENTISTRY.
DR. T. A. CROAKER,

Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,
#:il ba gt his office in Middleton,
' he iast an of each month.
Middleton

“The best test of any school
weceives from those who 1i
are in a position to judge of its me

Our local patronage is greater ths

ore.

‘We hold out no false inducements.

People judge of our institution by the breadth
and thoroughness of its courses of instruction,
and especially by the success of its uates.

For terms, ete., call at the Colle nd for

circulars to RER & PRI E,
St. John, B

 A.B. PARK
SOUTH FARMINGTON,

CAN SUPPLY
PAGE WOVEN WIRE FENCE
ALEXANDRA JAM SEPARATOR,
AND
THE STEFEL HARNESS,

For Farmers and Lumbermen, No Whiflietree.

THE POPUL/ OOR CATCHER

g2 All the above will b
turers pric

LAW OFFICE AT MIDDLETON

WILL BE AT OFFICE AT MIDDLETON
YHURSDAY, 7th and 21st JULY

every alternate Thursday thereafter, in
the office occupied by

ARTHUR W. PHINNEY, EsQUIRE.
Office open at 9 a.m.
49 tf J. M. OWEN.
Annapolis, March 7th, 18 40tf
e

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

_ Real Estate Agelnt, ete.
; RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
the collection of claims, and all other
srofessional business.

P. C. MELONSON,
PRACTICAL WATCHMAKER and JEWELLER
L aATDDILETON CORINER.

W ATRING punctually and thoroughly attend-
d to, and satisfaction in all cases guaranteed.

ve constantly on hand complete lines of
x Clocks and Jewelry.

B Cholon doweley,
BRIDCETOWN

HORSE LINIMENT

SATUS POPUII S

_ ! BRIDGETOWN, N. S.
Dr. J. Woodbury’s

Is Infallibly the Cure for

Horse Distemper, Coughs, Colds, Thickness in Wind,
Enlargement of Glands, Affections of Kidneys,

AND

APPLIED EXTERNALLY

IT HAS NO EQUAT.

In 1892 this Liniment had

a sale of 25,000 bottles.

Anyone who has ever used it would not be without it for

ten times the cost.

Whrite to us for testimonials.

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

F. L, SHAFNER, -

- PROPRIETOR

ManuFAcTURED at BOSTON, MASS., and MIDDLETON, N. 8

HATS |

place to get the

HATS

Every Chyistian wears a Hat on Easter Sunday, and the|

To

IL.argest Range,

——AND

THE—

T.atest

—1IS

AT—

A. J. MORRISON’S,

MERCHAN TAILOR -

MIDDLETON, N. S.

His stock of SPRING CLOTHS is complete.

‘.‘ Once a King.”
STEP
STEP

The Pride of its

The “WHIT

Friends !

| §
15 Per Cent | SEVERELY BU

DISCOUNT

—ON—

Men's Long Boots

FOR A FEW DAYS ONLY, AT

J. 1. FOSTER’S

JUST ARRIVED:

ONE CAR

Choice Family Flour,

including Vulcan, Acadian,
Delicate, Hornet, Five Roses.
Also Rose Bud Corn Meal, Feed
Flour and Middlings. Ocean
Flour always on hand.

TEA! TEA!

If you want a good tea call
and get sample of our blend.

arrive tll}i;_:;'cc](, a large
i supply of

3 0® ol ) D
| MEN'S PANTS
i‘t'mm $1.50 to $4 per pair.
i A CHOICE LINE OF
| Family Croceries
‘ ALWAYS ON HAND.
'1

Butter, ; and Beans taken at market

price.

JOSEPH 1. FOSTER,

GRANVILLE STREET.

“ Always a King.” ‘

” Triumphantly
Progresses !

The Enemy of its Competitors!

CINCINNATI, 1888.

PARIS, 18890.

YW orld’s Columbian Exposition, 1893.
Awarded the HIGHEST HONORS covering the essential and vital points claimed.

IT'S THE BE
JAS. A. GATES & CO., SOLE

Now is the time to order your Spring Suits.

T—Afirst,

last, and all the time.

AGENTS, MIDDLETON, N.S.

I have now

in stock some of the

PFPINEHST

that can be seen anywhere

CGOODS

T 1 1€

Call and see them.

Prices are Away Down!

I guarantee every garment to be a good fit, well-made,

and the best of trimmings used.

FRANK SCOTIT,

CUSTOM TAILOR, -

ROOMS OVER MONITCR

OFF

R. ALLEN CROWE.

Headquarters for

STOV s,

TIN W ARE,

——AND—

KITCHEN FURNISHINGS.

QUEEN STREET,

~ Carriages '
AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS!

As the season for Carriages, Road Carts,
and other appliances for the spring and
summer travel is again approaching, I take
the liberty of informing past patrons and
intending purchasers that I am in a position
to supply them with anything in that line
they may desire,and that I am also interested
in the sale of all kinds of

Agricultural Implements

trom the well-known firm of
BLIGH & PRINCE.

Mowers (single or double), Rakes,
Ploughs, Harrows, Forks, &¢,
Call and inspect. Prices as low as any or
all dealers.
‘W. C. FEINDEL.
Middleton, March 6th, 1894. 48 13i

$50 F_@__e_ward !

HE GAME SOCIETY being determined to
put a stop to th e unlawful
glaughter of Game are prepared to pay the

above reward to an, on Or persons vhg
siness mﬂuﬁon that m to thepe opnvietﬁ'olm

ty party or parties, viz., for

L
e Killing Moose or Caribou -

. Lout of se
than Tw

- - -

BRIDGETOWN

Box Factory,
8. F. and W. E. ROOP,

PROPRIETORS,
MIDDLETON, N. 8.

MANUF/ TRERS OF

Mouldings.
BOXES AND KILN-DRIED SHEATHING.

Boxes and Cases of all kinds made to order
at short notice.

Berry Crates of every description kept on
hand and made to order.

Berry Baskets, including Strawberry,
Grape, Plum and Peach Baskets. Also,
Shooks for same.

Having purchased a machine expressly for
making strawberry and grape baskets, we
are prepared to give better value at a cheap-
er rate. The fastening op these baskets is a
great imgl;ovement over the tacks.

Berr[vh x tacks in stock. Also crate and
box nails in all sizes. Crate hinges and fas-
tenings.

Turning in inll the latest designs. Newel

. posts a specialty.
Poz}nlbon!:e;hning and Matching done at all
times. 6m.

FOR SALE!

FIVE TEAM WAGON

t , the doetors
»ould not walk around
d of chairs to sup-
ted me for three

re was no hope foy
B B.and theysaid
began to take it,

(- uieed 1 felt great

ck Blood Bitters a
»od for children

3. JAMES CHASE,
Frankford, Ont.

=N~

UG AND FEED!

FLO
Five Roses Flour, =
Delicate Flour, = 25
Acadian Flour, = .90
Success Flour, « 300
Ansonia Flour, = 310
Extra Quality Feed, 1.45
Corn Meal, = - 280
Middlings, = = 120

$4.75

We have also a full line of
)CERIES, DRY GOODS,
BOOTS, SHOES, RUB-
BERS, CROCKERY.

Hardware, &c.

All of which we will sell very low, for
cash or trade.

V TIVELY will not be out-
done in the way of LOW PRICES by any
| firm in the Valley.

RMSTRONG.

March 14th, 1894,

Mothers:

suffering with weakness and
emaciation, who give little
nourishment to babies,should

i Scott’s
Emulsion

the Cream of Cod~liver Oil
and hypophosphites. It will
givethem strength and make
their babies fat. Physicians,
the world over, endorse it.

Dot be decelved by Substitutes!
sts, §0c. & PL.

|
|
1 HATS, CAPS,
|
l
|

Scott & Bowne, Belleville, "

Mill Owaer [leets VW..0:
Dangerous Accident.

AxNaroLss, N. 8., Jan, 10, 1804
B. M. Goldsmith, of the firm of 17,

& B. M. Goldsmith, mill owners heio. 6
with a severe accident recently. |
at work about the enygine when ¢
of hot water from an inch-and-a
off pipe struck him full in the
eyes. There were thirty pounds ol =
on at the time and the burn recei
a very severe one, It isrepor

an was called and no rel

ysa

1 who gave him s
The ¢ somethin:” |
to be a half box of Perking’ [n
Ointment. He used it at once wii
soothing effect. In t'ree days h
was entirely well and without eve
It is upderstood tha . Mr. Gold
writ'en a letter to the Groder
¢ o full particulars of his cur«

|\:u‘|_\ has purchased f -m D
who travelled this section f

Nothing To Do.

Nothing to do! Oh, folded hands,
Why will ye lie so white and fair,

When the busy world on every side
Calls for the labor, thy earnest care?

Nothing to do! There are tired feet
Walking with thee life’s weary road;
Show them the way in path so sweet
That leads to heaven, that leads to God.

Nothing to do but live in ease,
When thousands fall on every side;

You might have helped to bear the pain,
And breasted the swift and running tide.

Nothing to do! Thy days are light,
With golden eves and sunny morns;

You gather flowers, fresh and bright;
Some are tortured with cruel thorns.

Nothing to do! What will you say,

When the lord of the harvest asks of you,
« What gleanest thou in my field to-day?”

¢ Lord, there was nothing for me to do!’

e e

Spring Cleaning.

Yes, clean yer house, an’ clean yer shed
An’ clean yer barn in ev'ry part;
Baut brush the cobwebs from yer head
An’ sweep the snowbanks from yer heart.
Jes’ wen spring cleaning comes aroun’
Bring forth the duster an’ the broom,
But rake yer fogy notions down
An’ sweep yer dusty soul of gloom.

Sweep ol’ idees out with the dust
An’ dress yer soul in newer style,
Scrape from yer min’ its wornout crust
An’ dump it in the rubbish pile.
Sweep out the hates that burn an’ smart,
Bring in new loves serene and pure,
Around the hearth-stone of the heart
Place modern styles of furniture.

Clean out yer morril cubby holes,

iweep out the dirt, scrape off the scam;
*Tis cleanin’ time for helthy souls—

Git up an’ dust! The spring bas come!
Clean out the corners of tbe brain,

Bear down with scrubbin’ brush an’ soap,
Av’ dump ol’ Fear into the rain,

An’ dust a cosy chair for Hope.

Clean out the brain’s deep rubbish hole,
Soak ev’ry cranny great an’ small,
An’ in the front room of the soul,
Hang pootier picturs on the wall.
Scrub up the windows of the mind,
Clean up, an’ let the spring begin;
Swing; open wide the dusty blind
An’ let the April sunshine in.

Plant flowers in the soul’s front yard,
Set out new shade an’ blossom trees,
An’ let the soil once froze an’ hard
Sprout crocuses of new idees.
Yes, clean yer house an’ clean yer shed,
An clean yer barn in ev'ry part;
But brush the cobwebs from yer head
An’ sweep the snowbanks from yer heart!

—&8. W. Foss in Yankee Blade.

@imatixrt.

Uncle Amos's Gift.

In a retired part of the large railway sta-
tion five children were awaiting the train
from Boston.

“ The train must be late,” said Jamie, the
eldest, who evidently had charge of the lit
tle party.

“ What do you suppose he will bring us?”"
said the other boy, a stout little chap.

“JIf you've asked that question once,
Amos, you have five hundred times,” said
Jennie, the next older of the family.

« Well, I want to know,” said Amos. “I
thought when he brought us the puppy he
couldn’t ever bring us anything so nice
again.”

¢ Perhaps he won’t bring us anything at
all,” suggested Jamie, solemnly.

It was a painful idea, and before they had
wholly recovered from it the train came
rushing in. Then a bright-eyed little man,
with a well-worn satchel, came walking past
the group of children without appearing to
see them. Baby Mollie could not stand it.
¢ Uncle Amoth!” she implored.

“Say, Uncle Amos!” roared Amos junior.
“ We're all here waiting for you.”

¢ Uncle, dear!” called Jennie.

The oldest boy and girl stood smiling.
They saw through the joke. The little
bright-eyed gentleman paused abruptly and
looked about him.

«“Did anybody address me?’ he asked,
pretending surprise. Then the children fell
upon him in delight. Every one wanted his
hands, and there was not enough to go
round.

““ Well, well, well!”” said he, hugely en-
joying it. “ Why, I'm so glad you intro-
ducedyourselves! Nevershouldhaveknown
you! Jamie, grown so tall his coat can’t
keep up with him, and Belle a young lady!
I shall have to bring a bonnet for her the
pext time I come. That reminds me—"

Then there was a long suggestive silence
—the children hoping Uncle Amos would
complete the sentence. They did not wani
to appear too anxious. e always had
brought them something, and it was not
likely he had forgotten to do so this time.

Still it woald not do to ask. Jamie and
Belle and Jennie and Amos were too well-
mannered to,do such a thing. Mollie alone
could not contain her curiosity.

¢« Uncle Amoth,” she said sweetly, when
the whole family had been heartily wel-
comed by Mamma Butterfield at their mod-
est little home, *“ what did you bring uth
thith time?”

(. Mollie!” chorused the others, re-
proachfully.

* Well,” said Uncle Amos, who really
wanted to tell, ““it’s in a box and its com-

| ing by express. Now you may all have one |

question and opeguess apiece about it, and
then I shap tell you another thing till it

UTPREMA LEX HEST.
- WEDNESDAY,

MAY 9, 1894

Uncle Amos delightedly shook his head.
¢ Next!”

Belle was ready at once.
made of?”

“ Wood, brass, iron, steel and lots of
other things,” slowly enumerated Uncle
Amos.

Belle looked dismayed,
she hazarded at last.

¢ No, it isn't!” chuckled Uncle Amos.
“ Now it’s Jennie’s turn.”

Jennie took her time. She was trying to
think of a question which would make it
sure.

“Come, hurry up, Jennie!” prompted
Amos janior. * Ask something, quick?”

«Well,” said Jennie, desperately, ‘‘ what
does it smell like?”

“No smell to it. At least I hope there
isn’t, I forgot to find out if it was clean.’

Now here was an important admission,
What could it mean? All the children
looked anxious, but Amos junior propound-
ed his question before there was time tor re-
mark. “ How much did it cost?”

“ Why, Amos Butterfield!”

“I'm really ashamed of you!” said his
mother.

“ Well,” said Amos janior, contritely,
“he said we might ask any question we
chose.”

“It's all right,” said Uncle Amos. L |
paid two dollars for it. I'd just as lief an-
swer the question.”

“That doesn’'t make it any politer for
Amos to ask it,” said Belle.

T guess it's a sled,” said Amos, who had
wanted one all the winter before.

““No, indeed!” cried Uncle Amos.
Mollie, darling, it’s your turn.”

Mollie had been standing by, silently lis-
tening. She had not entirely understood it
all.

“ Ask one question, dear, and Uncle Amos
will answer it,” directed Jamie.

Mollie looked up with large, placid eyes
at her uncle. “ What ith it?” she asked
confidently. This was received with great
delight. With one voice all declared that
Uncle Amos was bound to answer. Uncle
Amos caught the child ap and kissed her
in glee. Indeed, he was rather glad to be
obliged to answer, for the secret was a bur-
den.

¢ Well,” said he, * it’s & hand-organ!”

The children shouted in delight.
Butterfield looked at him in dismay.

Tl tell you how I got it,” went on the
little gentleman. ‘‘I met a man on the
street who said it had been left with him
for payment of a debt. ' He didn’t know
what to do with it, and was almost ready to
pay a man something to carry it off. So he
eold it to me for two dollars. I knew the
children would have a good time with it all
summer.”

¢ And the neighbors?” said Mamma But-
terfield.

1 didn't think of the neighbors.”

“] don’t see how the neighbors can com-
plain,” said Jamie stoatly. ‘Mrs. Smith
owns four cats that keep coming over into
our yard, and she frets if Major chases them.
And Mr Jarvis, on the other side, plays the
cornet half the time.”

Surely there could never be a longer hour
than that hefore the arrival of the hand.or-
gan; but at last the express-waggon stopped
at their door. This was glory for the But-
terfield family, who lived in a very modest
block, and seldom had important packages
from anywhere.

Finally the large box was opea, and the
family gathered in delighted awe, while
Uncle Amos examined the precious instru-
ment.
did not smell, and the crank tarned easily.
It played five tunes.

“QOne apiece for us,” said Amos junior.
“ Ain't that lucky?” :

Jamie played first—the ¢ Carnival of
Venice.” Then Belle took her turn:
«“Grandfather’s Clock.” Jennie thenplayed
the ** Star Spangled Banner.” Next Amos
hilariously ground out ‘‘ Annie Rooney,”
and all wanted to help Mollie's chubby lit-
tle fingers on the ‘“ Sweet By and By.”

T call that a charming selection of mus-
ic!” cried Uncle Amos. The children unan-
imously Then they exchanged
pieces. Then each played through the whole
repertoire.

It's a well-made instrument said Uncle
Amos. Finally, Mamma Butterfield sent
them all off to bed. The next day was Sun-
day.

“Now, to-day,” said Mrs. Butterfield,
¢ we will let the hand-organ and the neigh-
bors have a rest.”

¢« But, mamma,” said Jamie, *‘ the minis-
ter's gone away, and there ain’t any Sunday-
school. I don't see any harm in playing the
**Sweet By and By,” even on Sunday.”

¢ Certainly not,” said Uncle Amos, “I
don’t see why playing the *‘ Sweet By and
By ” on a hand-organ isn't just as proper
as playing it on the organ by hand.”

This called forth applause from the chil-
dren, and indeed Mrs. Batterfield found it
hard to answer. She made one provision
however. The instrament should be played
only in the house with the doors closed, so
that there should be no collection of children
in the back yard.

So all day long the Butterfield children
played the ¢ Sweet By and By;” played it
and sung it, played it without singing it,
played all the verces, and then began again
at the beginning.

Unecle Amos was not a very good singer,
but * Tam ti tum, tum ti tum, tum ti cum,”
sang he, over and over, till Belle got him a
hymn-book with the words.. Thea who so
happy as that family?

The neighbors? Well, the lady that kept
four cats decided to go over to another
street and spend the day with a friend,
while the gentleman that played on the cor-
net often remarked to his wife; *“ Amanda,
I'd no idea these walls were so thin. Ifthis
thing keeps up we must move away.”

At sunset the younger Butterficlds went
to bed as usual; but they were told that
they might get up as early as thoy pleased.
So Amos janior put his hand to the crank
of the organ next morning as the clock
struck four.

T reckon,” said he, with satisfaction,
¢ that I shall have one whole hour before its
time to bring up the tubs for the washing.
I’ll have a little variety. We did the
+* Sweet By and By ” for all it was worth
yesterday.

So the cherry ¢ Carnival of Venice” peal-
ed out; then ** Grandfather’s Clock;” but the
“Star Spangled Banner” was rather his
favorite, and he settled to that. Strong
was Amos junior, and the crank went round
at a lively rate. The cornet-player opened
his sleepy eyes beyond the thia partition,

“What is it

“ An ice-chest,”

“Now,

Mrs.

It was nearly new, it was clean, it

agreed.

| and roused his wife.

* Amands,” said he, ‘* bas this thing been
going oh all night?”
“I dpn’t. kuow,” was the sleepy

¢ ‘ reply.
I guess so. Probabl. -
Vil

NO. 6.

gled Banner ” to the dismal ** Annie Rooney”
tane. I'll go in myself after breakfast and
settle this.”

So just as the Butterfields were deciding
who should wash dishes and who play the
hand-organ, the cornet man rapped.

« Come right in, Mr. Jarvis?” said Mrs.
Butterfield. ¢ This is my brother-in-law,
the one Amos is named for.”

“Happy to meet you,” said Uncle Amos,
shaking hands cordially. *Glad you came
over to enjoy the organ with us. Why
didn’t you bring over your cornet? We
could have quite & concert. We all sing,
you know. The ** Sweet By and By,” now,
is a nice tune. We practised it some yes-
terday, and got so we could render it finely.
Bring in your cornet, sir, and let’s all try
it together.”

 Well, I haven’t much time this morning,
faltered Mr. Jarvis much embarrassed. “1I
thought I'd drop in just u minute to—"

“ That's right!” broke in Uncle Amos.
“ Always glad to see lovers of mausic.”
“ Jamie, play * Annie Rooney” before the
gentleman goes. You know the words, Mr.
Jarvis. *Little Annie Rooney, she's my
sweetheart.”

So Mr. Jarvis listened patiently to the
tune, and went home somewhat shamefaced
to his wife.

« The Ratterfield children are so pleased
with that thing that I haint got the heart|
to tell ’em what a nuisance ’tis. Now you
goin by and by, Amanda. See if you can
get Mrs. Butterfield off by herself, and mlkeI
some regulation about time. Let 'em play |
every day except Sundays, but don't let ‘em |
begin before daylight nor keep it up after
dark. If it was a cornet, now, nobody
could complain; for a cornet is a genuine
musical instrument, and never disturbs any-
body. But you go in and see what you can
do, Amanda.

So Mrs. Butterfield and Mrs. Jarvis held
a conference, private and friendly, and a
time limit was laid on the use of the hand-
organ. Between seven in the morning and
six at night, unlimited action. Beyond
them, silence. The children kept this com-
pact honestly.

Soon after Mfs. Jarvis had gone, while
the * Carnival of Venice” was in full swing,
there came a ring.

«] could almost testify in court,” said
Uncle Amos, that whoever rang that bell
was mad. \

Belle tiptoed to look out of the window,
but drew back’ almost upsetting Jennie,
who was trying to look over her shoulder.

«It’s Mrs. Smith,” whispered awestruck
Belle.

“ Who's Mrs. Smith?’ demanded Uncle
Amos, impressed by the family dismay.

“She’s the one that keeps the four cats.

¢ Oh, that’s all right then,” said Uncle
Amos, relieved, *“ 1 always get along with
folks like that.”

« How do you do, Mrs. Smith?” h® remark-
ed to the sharp-faced woman before she had
a chance tosay anything. ¢ Pleased to meet
you, I'm sure. My niece has told me about
your beautiful cats.” Mrs. Smith locked
at Jennie suspiciously. :

“T'n very fond of cats, myself,” went on|
Uncle Amos. *I wish I was situated so I
could keep four myself. What color, now,
are yours?”

¢ Black, and malty, and tortoise-shell,
and alittle yellow one that Major always—

«1 want to know, now!” interrapted Ua-
cle Amos, enthusiastically. *They must
be handsome altogether. I wouder which
you prefer, now? I like malty cats myself.”

«1 don't like malty as well—-but T came
over to say—"

« Well, to be sure, its hard choosing be-
tween a malty and a tortoise-shell. Is your
tortoise a good breed?”

¢ There ain’t no better breed in the coun-
ty. Icame into—"

«How I wish I could see such a cat! He
must be a beauty. Couldn’t you bring him
in?” .

« He's down on the back fence now,” said
Mrs. Smith, unwarily; and- she and Uncle
Amos went down the yard together, and
stood out by the fence and had a half-hour’s
chat on the subject of tortoise-shells. Then
Mrs. Smith came in and looked at the hand.
organ. She brought the favorite Tabby in
her arms, and listened not unkindly while
Jennie played the shortest tune on the list.
Then Mrs. Smith took her departure.

“I'm sure the neighbors are real friend-
ly,” said Uacle Amos. ‘I think they're
going to enjoy the instroment soon's they
get fairly used to it.

But Uncle Amos's visit came to an end,
and the five childcen mournfully went to
the train to see him off. That very day a
great misfortune befel the family. Mamma
Butte rfield took cold.

At fiest this did not =eem very serious.
She took some hot lemonade when she went
to bed, and expected to feel better in the
morning. But in the morning she ached
all over, and the rubbing Belle gave her did
not make her feel any better.

Next day she was worse, and the doctor
said rhat Mrs. Butterfield had typhoid fever.

These were hard times for the little house-
hold. With Mamma Butterfield sick, who
was to bring in money to pay the rent?
Jamie hunted till he found a place in a store
at three dollars a week —better than noth-
ing. Belle was chief nurse, with Jennie to
help and keep house the best she could.

«“ And Amos,” ordered Belle, *‘ you must
look ont for Mollie.”

“Seems to me I might earn something,
too,” said Amos. *‘Ain’t the rent most
due?”’

 Yes, Belle sighed.” *‘ And there's mon-
ey needed for medicines and things. I'm
sure T don't*kagw how we're ever going to
get along. But you take care of Mollie,
Amos. That'll be a gredt-help,”

Amos took Mollie and went out™in-the
back yard by the hand-organ to do some
thinking.

Next morning he secretly borrowed -a
wheelbarrow of Mr. Jarvis, and, lifting the
organ on it, trudged away with Mollie and
Major at his heels.

They roturned towards supper-time, tired,
but in good spirits. Amos rumaged around,
gave Mollie her supper and put her to bed,
before the girls conld ask where she had been.
So he did next day, and the next. The
neighbors came in and sat up with Mrs.
Butterfield nights, and Belle and Jennie did
everything by day, while Jamie worked hard
in the store.

At last the doctor said that the patient
was likely to get well. There wasn’t a hap-
pier household iu the land than the Butter-
fields then. The girls cried for delight, and
Jamie went to work whistling.

Oune pleasant September afternoon,” when

‘lt i

stoutly. **T was just playin’ the hand-organ.
When I got tired, Mollie spelled me a little;
and when Mollie got tired, I made up my
jacket into a pillow and let her take a nap.
Major be begged a little. But all the ladies
would say, ** How cunnin’!” and then some-:
times I put him through his tricks and they'd
slmost always put something into the—"

Amos stopped. The look on his mother’s
face was more than he could bear. As for
Mollie, she set up such a howl that all at-
tention was diverted to herself. When she
was finally pacified, Mrs. Butterfield put out
her hand and drew Amos up close to her-
self. g :
“Now, my boy,” said she, 'tell mother all
about it. 8o Amos told.

«1 thought it was a pity if everybody else
was helpin’ snd me not, and Ldida’t see why
1 couldn’t take the hand-organ out and earn
some money. So I tried it. And Mollie
and me and Major, we had real good times.
Didn’t we, Mollie?”

Mollie nodded with emphasis. She was
ready to howl again if anybody scolded
Amos.

“‘Folks enjoyed the music,” went on Amos.
* The first day [ stayed out where the big
houses are, and almost everyone that went
past put something into the dipper.”

“So that's where the dipper went,”-in-
terposed Belle. *‘Ihunted all over the house
for it.” 3

* Finally one lady came out,” continued
Amos, “and gave me a quarter, and said
she didn’t think it was fair to stay so long
in one place. So I moved over to the oppo-
site corner. Then, after an hour or so, she
came out with another quarter and said the
folks further up the street would want to
hear it, so I went up there. Folks were
like that all the time, just as good! T've got
a lot of money,” he added, proudly.

“3o get it,” ordered Jamie.

S0 Amoa produced a handkerchief full of
coins. A few quarters, many dimes, a whole
pile of nickels and some cénts.

They all counted it up. There was more
than Jamie could have earned in a month.
Enough to pay the rent, enough to pay for
medicines, and a little more. Mrs. Butter-
field .choked a little. The money problem
had worried her sadly. :

¢ Children dear,” she said, *“ we will take
this money and use it thankfully. It was
certainly sent for us. But, Amos dear, I'd
rather you wouldn’t do it any more.”

So Amos didn’t put che hand-organ on the
wheelbarrow again. But when his Uncle
Amos heard about it all, he rubbed his hands
in delight.

“ Now, I want to know,” he said alound to
himself, I want to know if that organ
wasn’t a real nice gift for that family!”
—Caroline Hardwood Carland, in *‘Youth's
Companion.”
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My Toothache.

Is an exclamation beard every hour of the
day. Toothache is the the most common
ailment of young and old, and in the aggre-
grate inflicts more suffering than perbaps any
other single complaint. A one minute cure
is just what every person wishes to possess.
Nerviline--nerve pain cure—acts almost in-
stantly in relieving the agony, and a sample
bottle affords a quantity sufficient for 100
applications. 10 cents fills the bill. Pol-
son’s Nerviline is the only positive remedy
for toothache and all nerve pains. Sold by
all dealers in medicine.

The Editor's Dream.

It was one of those dreamy sultry days, so
characteristic of June. The editor zat list-
lessly among his exchanges, now dipping his
pen in the mucilage and mechanically wiping
in his hair, now gazing at the blue-hottle
fly which buzzed monotonously on the win-
dow, now seizing his scissors with deter-
mination, and letting them slip from his
fingers into the waste basket, now turning
again to the fly as it flitted away through a
broke;‘rule and was lost to sight. Slowly
his h dr:rpod forward uotil it rested on
the bundle of papers before him and becoming
obvliious to things about him, he seemed to
be borne away on the wings of a giant bot-
tle-fly, far, far beyond the fleecy clouds that
floated in the zenith, on and on until he
reached the gates of g beautiful white city,
where throngs représenting all nations of
the earth were moving in the ecstacy of joy.
Calmly he approached the keeper of the gate,
and, presenting his card, demanded admit-
tance to *‘ the Fair.” = * Mortal,” responded
a voice sweet as music, yet full of power,
*“ this is not a wicked city of the earth; thou
art at the gate of Heaven.” - Slight ubashed,
yet cherrily, the editor responded, ** You do
not deny the usual courtesy to the press. St
Peter, for he it was who guarded the gate,
extended his hand, and said, ** Welcome,
child ef the earth; thy trials have been many,
but thy reward is great, Long hast thou
labored for humanity, and many blessings
brought them, though they knew it not.
Enter thou into the joys of Heaven, but lest
lack of occupation make the lonely, sit on the
right of the portal for'a time and take note of
the disposition made by those who approach.
The editor had scarcely seated himself with-
in the walls when one whom he recognized
as having been a subscriber on earth ap-
proached. He had taken the paper three
years and witho:wying what he owed
marked it, * Ref .” He no soober saw
the editor than he hung his head down for
shame. Peter who knew him afar off,
branded upon his forehead the word *‘ Re-
fused,” and sent him to the hottest' place
known to men or angels. Next there camen
man who owed for subscription and changed
his address to avoid ﬂayment,. He could unot
look St. Peter in the face, and when he
asked that he might enter, the gates'closed,
and on them were written ‘ Not Here.”
Then there came a careless delinquent who
had taken the paper years and kept the edi-
tor from his due. St. Peter looked him in
the face and passed judgment. * Mortal,
thy sin is great, yet thine inclination good.
Thou mayest enter in the walls, but for the
first thousand years set type in the office of
the Celestial Post until thou hast learned that
on earth thy paper cost the editor labor and
money, that thereby thou mayest be brought
to know how grievous was thy sin.”
great guardian of the gate then turned to
the editor, who sat bewildered at this. dis-
play of justice, and said *‘ Mortal, thy work
is not yet done. Return to earth and write
what thou hast seen as a wlrné:g to man-
kind.” The editor awoke, rubl his eyes
and wrot< his dream.

Don’t Delay.

It ie your duty to yourself to iﬂ. rid
the foul neem?uhﬂon in your blood

spring. Hnod-hjmt the medi-
o?nn ou need to blood. Thas
tiredyg 'ud‘pumr eve!
in the spring is driven off by ood’s
pa:lnl:;th great spring medicine and blood
 pus 2

Hood's Pills become the favorite cathartio
them.

Mrs. Butterfield was for the first time sit- ||

ting up by the window, she saw a singular
procession coming down the street.
Jamie headed it, looking severe, s
N ‘ “, &




