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R D. BEALS!

e Comprising ———

DRY GOODS,
™LX

EXTRA CASH DISCOUNT ON ALL
LINES,

Eggs for Goods or Cash.’

Butter and all Other Produce in Exchange
Nbun; D‘ulh, May 9th, '87,

GREAT REDUCTION

The wbdle_‘titoct of

W. W. SAUNDERS’

w'll be #old at a Great Reduction dur-
iug the Xmas Holidays, embrac-
iug the following well.
solected lines :

DRY GOODS,

HOSIERY, a Specialty,

HATS AND CAPS, BOOTS, SHOES AND
SLIPPERS, OVERBOOTS, RUBBERS
AND LARIGANS, GROCERIES
AND CONFECTIONERY,
CANNED GOODS, Es.
SENCES, EX-

TRACTS,

AND PATENT
MEDICINES, large
stock of LAMPS, GLASS,
EARTHEN, STONE, TIN.
WARE, HARDWARE, AND
CUTLERY, AND A SPLENDID
ASSORTMENT OF XMAS NOVELTIES

Willlam Hart,

Assignes,

THE KEY TO HEALTH.

-

eral ty 3 and many
other similar Compll.inu K‘G% to the
happy influence

FLOOD RITTERS.

¥. WITRTRN & C0., Proprietors, Toronits

Farm for Sale

HE subscriber offers for sale that very
ricely situated property in MIDDLE-
TON, County of Annapolis, and Provinee of
Nova Sootia, on the Post Road and in the
immediate nsighborhood of Railway Station,
Telegraph Odfice, Post Office and Churches,
consisting of about torty-five acres superior
s0il, a thriving young orchard of about one
hupdred andi fifty Apple Trees of choice
selocted - fruit, and conveniently divided
into hay, tillage and pasture lands. [s well
watéred, has a commodious and thoroughly
finished house, woodhouse, barn, stables, ete.,
in good repsir. Terms easy.
JONATHAN WOODBURY

W. D: SHEEHAN,

The American Tailor.

Bome of the reasons why my coats are the

BEST and MOST STYLISH CUT:

They always fit close to the neck, and
never drop down or rise up.

They always fit into the waist with »
graceful curve.

The shoulders never wrinkle, and always
improve on your actual build.

Every garment is made on the
ugder my own supervision,
olass tailors.

GENTLEMEN who have fouad dificulty in

being properly fitted by their tailors,
wili do well to call on we and I will guarantes
a perfect fit.

FOR SALE at the DRUG STORE.

CAbTORIA best Spirits Nitre, Sulnk:rie
Acid, Enos Frait Salt, Plasters, T)
Tooth Powder, Pierce’s Medicines, full llno.
Vasilepes, full lines, Paine's Celery Com-
ound, Riege’s Food for infants, Laotated
Lcod Chloride Lime, Diamend and Eleetrie
Dyes, Tnsest Powders, Washing and Baking
Boda, Copperas, Senna, Alum, Indigo, Nut-
megs, Auiline Dyes, Puffs, Toilet Powder,
Sogp, Perfumeries, Lime Juice, Mack's Mag-
netie Medicines, kend.ﬂ! s Spavin Cure, Bur -
doek Blood Bitters, Standard Piano and
Organ Instruction Books, Sheet Music and
Blank Music Paper and l*« oks.
L R. MORSE, x p.

1.
2.
3.

4. Et.mil‘l

y first-

Setember, 1889,

EXHAUSTED VITALITY

FTUE SCIENCE OF LIFE,
the great medieal work

of the age on Manhood,
Nervous and Physical De-
bility, Premature Desline,
Errors of Youth, and the
untold miseries eonsequent ;
theyeor, 300 pages, 8 vo,, Wil z

125 preseriptions for all diseases. Cloth, full
gilt, only $1.00, by mail, sealed. Illustrative
sample free to all young and widdle-aged
men. Send now, The Gold and Jewelled
Medal awarded to the author by the National
Medical Association. Address P. 0. Box 1895,
Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H. PARKER, grad-
uate of Harvard Megical College, 26 years'

ractioe in Boston, who may be consulted eon-
xdutiu!ly 8p«iulty. isoases of ln.
Office, No. 4, Bulfineh 8t

H H BANKS,

- 'PRODUCE COMMISSION AGENT,

Pai-kor M«t Bﬂding.

| waip PER WEEK. l
INTERNATIONAL S.S., Co,
FOR

BOSTON,

DIRECT,

FROM

nnapolis.

fall Arrangement.

Until further notice one of the favorite Side Wheel Steamers of this Company _will
leave Annapolis every THURSDAY, p. m., directly after the arfival of the Halifax
express, for Boston direct.

FARE FROM ALL W. & A. R. STATIONS

ONE DOLILAR LLESS

than by aay other route.

B JOEDOY TN :

The Palace Steamer * CUMBERLAND™" or “STATE OF MAINE" will leave St
John for Boston via Eastport and Portland every Mondny. Wednesday and Friday morning.
st 7-45, Eastern Stindard time.

Tickets can be obtained from all agents on the W. & A. R,

W.H.KILBY, Agent, FRED. ( IOH“I( ILL, Ageunt,
Commercial Wharf, Boston. w. . R. Bridgetown.

Oclober 2nd, 1889,

R.A.CARDER, Agent
Annapolis.

INSPECTION

is Invited of our Terms and Prices for
all Description of Work in

Monuments, Tablels,

HEADSTONES, Etc.

Also, Curbing, Posts, Steps, Kitc.
Drysdale & Hoyt Bros.,

BBIDU ETOWN N 8.

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE OELEBRATED

Rubber -Bucket Chain Pamp,

= ALBO ——

OPPOSlTE RINK

FORCEPUMDP,

with Hose attached if required.

nll eture

| Over the hilt rode Grandfathe

THOMAS DEARNESS,
Importer of Marble

and manufutunr of
Monuments, Tablets,

Headstones, &c.
Also Monuments in Red Granite
Gray Granite, and Freeatone.

; |mAUIPAX,

"7 Children Cry for

““I heartily recommend PUT-
TNER’S EMULSION to all
who are suffering from affec-
tions of the Throat and Lungs,
and I am certain that for Wast-
ing Diseases nothing superior to
it can be obtained.’”

*1 have been suffering from Pulmonary
Diseases for the last five years. # # & #
About two years ago, during an unu period
of my illness, I was udvln‘ in
to try PUTTNER'S IIUL!IO!. dld
with the most ‘utimn results. )l{ lul\t-
ings were dily a ovhud
“n'd. ::l poll“ tre:
al gan to recover stren, process
contipues until life, which ad heen & uilOtJ
to me, became once more a pleasure.

t.h‘n ::I"r'rxlluf %luw A:m bo:n :u
on| . one who has
fully tum worth, [ heartily noon-nd
it to all who are suffering from afiections ef
thoLu’ond Throat, and I am ocertain that
form of Wasting Diseases nothing
npﬂ{n oan be ohulud." » Y 9w
ROBERT R. J. EMMERSON.
- Backville, N. 8,, Aug. 1889,

Brown Bros, & Co.,
NOVA SCOTIA,

to my weight in & uhott thn ;

gnmg;

The Wl;ohll' Ride

Y

QOld Dobbin he drove in the usi.« wey;

Grandfather said, ‘* Whoa !” Old  Dobbin
looked bwk

But kept ltrd‘ht on in the well-worn

track,
With a knowhg nod of his wise old head ;
He is dreaming you see, it plainly said,
"G'lgx g'lang ! said Grmdhther Grey;
Old Dabbin n.ood still,—the usual way.

Over the hills rode Grandfather Greg'
Till he came to a house that seood by the

way,—
A fine oldv mansion, that seemed to say,

M from the porch rang out,
eld tg whip, for Dobbin, you know,
A welo:miug VoI oe, and the children's
shout

They drew him in
With frolicsome din ;
The{ fntnered about
h and shout,
Turned h sket inside out
For the ap| rxund nuts that safely lay
For the bold little robbers hidden away.

Suddenly hushed was the frolic and din,
Only a murmur was heard within,

As Uncle Will and Grandfather Grey
Talked of the wonderful news of the day.
Bat three little maids, as still as a mouse,
Were stealing, a-tip-toe, around the house ;
One took the reins, and one said, ‘I

Will hold the whlp, for Dobbin, you know,
At the very best is dreadfull ulow, -
While one sweet voice like a bird-note rang
As away they clattered, ‘G'lang! G'lang !’

In the kelapiug-room windows quaint and

old,

Sweet-briers opeuul their hearts of gola;

A sunbeam creeping across the sill,

By grandfather’s chair at last stood still,
Klen me ! how time has been uhppmg

away ?
I must be going,’ said Grandfather Grey.

So he rose and stood by the high-backed
chair,

And talked of happenings here and there,
At last he said, with a mild little laugh,
‘Like Dobbin, 5 m getting too slow by half ;
I really must go. He reached the wide
door,

‘ Why ! Dobbin has never run off before ;
I've owned him twenty years, to a day ;
What can be the matter ¥ said Grandfather
“l‘('}’.

His blue eyes a-twinkle,~
Will,

‘It must be the witches; the house is so
still.’

‘Don’t tell me you think, in the light of
this day,

That still there are witches " said Grand-
father Grey.

And he tried to look stern; but the children
would say
He never need
Grey.

laughed Uncle

try,—dear Grandfather

A merry laugh on the air rang out,

Came & clatter of hoofs and the children’s
shout ;

The old chmiw rumbled adown the hill ;
‘Glang " said grandfather; old Dobbin
stood still,

It is fifty years to a year and a day,

Since over the hills rode Grandfather hrey.
And the witches ran off with his ‘one-
hoss shay.”

Stlm gttrmturc.

Down the Road to Em-
ersons.

A THANKSGINING STORY.

‘I'm afraid you won't get ready for
meetin’ father, more'n nothing.’

Hiram GoodSll was shaving around his
mouth and could not speak. Not a mus-
cle of his face moved, still he looked iras-
cible. He stood before the kitchen-glass
and shaved csutiously and slowly. He
was always afraid of cutting himself when
he shaved *

Hiram Goodell was a very cautious man.
His wife stood by and held his vest ready
for him to put on. Her hands twitched as
she watched himg wipe his razor painstak-
ingly with a bit of paper, and then hold it
up to the light and squint at it, to see if it
were clean enough. She felt like snatch-
ing the razor and shaving him herself,
‘For mercy sakes, father, don’t be so
long-winded !’ she said. She was a sandy-
bhaired woman, tall and bread-shouldered
and lean. Her blue eyes were weak, and
she narrowed them and wrinkled her brows
when she talked. Hiram carefully scraped
around his mouth and held his lips firmly
pressed together. It was quite a time be-
fore he spoke, and then the words came out
with the added impetus of repression.
‘I wish you'd lay down that vest and go
"long 'bout your work, mother,’ said he,
‘an’ not stan’ there watchin me.’

¢ Stan’ there watchin’ you—I'd like to
know if yow'd ever get anywhere, father,
if I didn’t foller you up, I'd jest like to
know what you would do.’

¢ The bell ain’t tolled yet.’

¢ The bell ain't tolled yet! That's jest
the way you talk, father. What if it
ain’'t ? you can’t walk down there under
twenty minutes, an’ you know it. An’it's
[time for it to toll now. This clock’s ten
minutes fast. But there you stan’ as
deliberate as if you'd got a week before
you.'

The old man mutteved something. His
wife laid the vest on the table and the but.
tons rattled.

¢Well, you can swear if you want to,’
said she, ‘ a man as old as you be. an’ pro-
fessin’ what you do.’

She turned herself about with a majestic
air.

‘I wa'n't swearin'. ' You say pretty hard
things, mother.” The old man’s tone was
o | suddenly humble and conciliatory.

‘I know what I hear. I've got ears.’

¢If it's got so anybody can’t speak with-
out bein’ told they're swearing I guess 1
might as well keep my mouth shut all the
time.. I think you go most too far, mother,

Hiram now went to the sink and washed
his face long and thoroughly ; his wife had
turned the water into the tin basin for
him. She eyed him sharply when he had
dried his face on the roller-towel.

¢ Stan’ round here, father I’ said she,

She dipped a corner of the towel in water,
and dabbed energetically at his ears. The
old man stood still with -his face serewed
up; finally he made & break away from
her :—

Pitcher's Castoria.

With ‘tti:l. wide-flung doors and its merry|

¢ As for standin’ this, T ain’t_goin’ to "

f‘j‘ ‘Bden's know what | you think
de of, mother.’

ptied the water from the tin basin,
he soap back in the dish.

you ain't hurt very bad,’

ed.  ‘T'd like to kmow what

ure you'd cut to the folk be-

if I didn't look out for you a
fou don't- have any more thought
bars than as if they dida’t belong
Now don't stan’ round any longer,
F mercy sakes! Your greatcoat
pt are on the settin’-room lounge,
wushed 'em. Seems to me, the
bg now.’
tbell had only just begun to toll
m Goodell had left his own yard

rly -out in the road. The loug
nne e sweet and clear ‘through the
frosty air. It 'was very cold for the sea-
son, and there was no snow on the ground.
The voad was frozen in great ridges, The
rough ground hurt the old man's tender
feot, and he stepped gingerly and toed in
to save them, He was large and lumber-
ing, and could not walk easily. The
church was a half mile away, and the Em
ersons’ a quarter of a wile away. Before
he came to the Emersons’ he passed the
house where the Lord sisters lived. It was
& square white honse with four windows in
front. Two belonged to the sitting-room
and two to the parlor. At each of the sit-
ting-room windows a head with a black
lnce cap and spectacles was visible. The
head was bent down in a peering attitude
80 a8 to clear the obstructions of the sash-
es, the spectacles themselves seemed to
squins curiously.

The old man, passing close under the
window, looked up and bowed gravely and
stifly.

* Always a peekin’ I" he thought to him-
self with a slow masculine disapprobation
of curious women. Hiram had never in
his life looked out of u window ta see who
was passing, so far-as he could remember.
Down the hill, and beyond the Lords'
with no house between, was the Emmer
sons’. That was a one-story house, large
on the ground and very low. It had been
painted white, but it was very gray now,
and the roof was lurchy with loose shingles.
In the wide side-yard were a straggling
wood-pile and an old farm wagon. Hiram
did not look squarely, but he took it all in.
As he passed he held up his head quite
high, and toed out firmly in spite of the
frozen ground. He did not appear to be
lookiung, but he saw quite plainly & figure
come to one of the front windows, then
start back ; he saw the front door open a
little way, then close with a jerk.

‘They saw me comin’, an’ weut back,’

he thought to himself
When he was well past the house, the
door opened again, and an old man and a
young woman appeared. They came out
of the yard and proceeded down the street,
behind Hiram, who clumped along with
solemn deliberation.  The bell had now
nearly stopped tolling and the Ewmersons
felt in haste. They sat well toward the
front of the church, and were sbashed
when they went in, if it were late. But
they could not quicken their pace without
overtaking Hiram, and they did not want
to do that.
Foster Emerson had a weakly, nervous
gait. He walked with alacrity, but when
he swung himself forward, his knee ap-
peared to weaken under him. It was al-
most like & slight lameness, His daughter
Fanny walked like him. She had a lovely
color on her cheeks, that deepened as she
went on in the frosty air. Her stiff black
beaver coat hung straight half-way to her
knees ; there were shiny lines around the
seams, where she had tried to remodel it
She held her hands in a small old-fashion-
ed fitch muff, and walked soberly on be
side her futher, Hiram in front of them
never quickened his pace at all. The bell
had quite stopped ringing when they reach-
ed the church, and there were no people in
the vestibule ; even the sexton had gone
in.

Hiram opened the door and tiptoed up
the aisle ; his boots squeaked. . The Emer-
sons did not enter until he' was fairly
seated in his pew. Then he did not appear
to watch them, but he saw them quite
plainly. He even noted a little red feath-
er on Fanny Emerson’s black straw hat,
and wondered how much it cost. It was
80 bright he thought it must be expensive.
The Emersons were now very straitened in
their circumstances, and the Goodells
watched them narrowly, and appraised
jealously everything they had. There was
a feud between the two families, a New
England fend. There was no blood shed ;
there would never be any breaking of- or-
thodox trammels, but the Goodells and the
Emersons had hated each other stifly and
rigidly, after the true manner of their Pnr-
itan bleadyfor the last ten years, There
had been a piece of woodland, whose poas
session had beem been disputed. The
question had been carried to law, and Fos-
ter Emerson had won the suit, while Hiram
Goodell had to pay the costs, as well as to
lose his claim. He had considerable pro-
perty, but he was close with it ; it was an
awful thing for him to pay his hard earned
dollars to the lawyers in addition to giv-
ing up his own will, Hiram Goodell was
a New Englander of New Englanders, He
could not carry on a Southern vandetta,
but he could walk hand-in-hand with
hatred with an iron grip. To-day he
seemed as bitter toward Foster Emerson as
he had ten years ago, The one thing that
could have served to ameliorate his wrath
had apparently not yet done 80 ; that was
Emerson's ill-fortune. It almost seemed as
if the law-suit had been decided unright-
eously and so brought a curse with it.
Poor Emerson had the disputed weodland
and bad luck had seemed to fly out of it in
his face like a bird, The wood was stand-
ing ready to be cut, when it eame into his
possession ; the week after, it had burned
to the ground. In ten years time it had
grown again, this winter he was to have it
cut, but the summer before it had been
burned the second time. The Emersons
had hard suspicions, but they never men-
tioned them. Indeed they were not well
founded. Hiram Goodell was not capable
of setting fire to his enemy's wood. He
would never think of such a thing,
However, the night when the wood had
burned, he and his wife watched the red
glare on the sky, and neither of them was
sorry. His wife spoke with a certain stern’

triumph like the Psalmist, ‘I can’ help

N() dl

thinlnn',' na.i(l uhe, ¢ thut it . judgment on
him.” She and Hiram rather regarded all
Emerson’s misfortunes as judgements, and
there had been a great many of them. His
{ son whom he had depended upon for the
support of his old age had died, his wife
had been delicate, his stock had gone down
with the cattle-evil, his crops had failed
and his house was heavily mortgaged. This
year the strain to meet the interest money
had been terrible. It had been whispered
about town that Emerson would fail to do
it, and lose bis place. But it had been
done, although nobody knew with what
difficulty. - The Goodells had speculated &
great deal as to whether Emerson would
pay it. One day Hiram came home with
the news that he had, ;
‘ It's s0,’ said he.. ‘I got Itfnn

He half-sighed unconsciously, He had an
undefined feeling that this time the shaft
of the Lord had missed his adversary,

‘I spose it must be so then,’ rejoined his
wife,

She would not have recognized her own

sentiments on the subject had she seen
them. She was not a hard woman, but
like her hushand, she had thas grim clatch
at a resentment, that came from her blood.
Then, too, she was fond of money, and she
dwelt constantly upon their loss. She
liked nice things in her house, and nice
clothes, and she had stinted herself defiant-
ly ever since the affuir of the woodland.
I could have a new black silk dress every
year, and a new parlor carpet, if we hadn't
been cheated out of so much money,’ she
was wont to say. She expressed her mind
upon the subject quite freely to the Lord
sisters. They had a shrewd way of lead-
ing her on, and* Mrs. Goodell for all her de-
cision, had at times an innocent uncon-
sciousness that she was being led. The
Lord sisters, one or the other, or both, ran
ever nearly every day, and sat down a few
minutes for a little walk.
Thanksgiving morning, some half an
hour after Hiram had gone to church, Jane
Lord came over, She brought a white
bowl. She wanted to borrow a little
sugar ; she feared they had not enough to
sweeten the cranberry-sance,

‘I'm ashamed to come borrowing sugar
Thanksgivin' mornin’,’ said she, ‘but we
didn’t neither of us know how to go to the
store, an’ we didn't think of its being quite
80 near out.’

‘You can have it jist as well as not,’ said
Mrs. Goodell.

After the bowl was filled with sugar,
Jane Lord sat holding it for quite a while.
She had something on her mind that she
wanted to say, and she led up to it deli-
cately.

‘1 see Mr. Goodell going to meetin’,’ she
remarked after a little,

‘* Yes, he went,, * returned Mrs. Goodell.
‘Well, there ain't many to go in this
neighborhood, Thanksgivin’ mornin’, You
have to stay to home to get the dinner, an’
Rachel and me do. We ain’t neither of us
fit to get it alone. Then there's the Emer-

sons—] dunno but Fanny an’ her father go.’

‘1 dunno whether they go or not,’ said
Mrs. Goodell in a stately and indifferent
manner. She was on her way to the
oven with a spoon to baste the turkey.

" Jane Lord sat holding the bowl of sugar
and pursing her lips softly., She was
sallow-faced and there was a sad droop to
ber features. Her voice was unexpectedly
quick and strident.

‘ Speakin’ of the Emersons,’ said she, ‘1
was down to Mis’ Silas Grant's the other
day, you know she's Mis' Emerson’'s cousin,
and she was tellin’ me how dreadful bad
off they was. They've had to rake an’
scrape every cent they could lay their
hands on, to pay that interest money, teo
keep a roof over their heads, an'—'Jane
Lord lowered her voice, she leaned forward
confidentially—* Mis' Grant said—I don't
s'pose she thought 'twas goin’ any further,
but I'm goin’ to tell you—that—she didn't
b'lieve they had enough to eat !

Mrs. Goodell was down on her knees be-
fore the oven, basting the turkey ; the savory
odor steamed out into the room,

‘Well, I wouldn't tell it if I was Mis'
Grant,’ said she, * her own cousin, an’ Silas
Grant’s rich. Why don’t she give 'em
somethin’ to eat !’

‘ Folks ain't always so fond of givin',’ re-
joined Jane Lord with asperity. ‘An’
there ain’t no use in givin' to some folks.
Foster Emerson’s bound to lose every cent,
an’ always was. He ain't got no judgment.’
Mrs. Goodell went back to the table with
the spoon. She had resumed her indiffer-

ent air.

‘1 guess they re got enough to eat,’ she
remarked ; ‘you can’t make me believe
they ain’t.’

‘ Mis' Grant says they ain’t, an’ what's
more—’ Jane paused a moment, ‘I know
they ain’t !’ added she impressively.

Mrs. Goodell stopped and looked at her,
Jone continued with a sadly triumphant
air. ‘I was in there myself a few days ago,
an’ I see a few things.’

‘What?

*Oh I kept my eyes open, an’ I see, 1t
was supper time, an’ Mis’ Emerson, she
wouldn’t set about gettin’ supper’cause she
hadn’t nothin’ to put on the table, an’ she
was ashamed an’ I wanted to borrow a
spoonful of ginger, an’ I followed her into
the buttry, .She didn’t wan't me to go, she
kept sayin' she’d bring out the ginger, but
I was bound I would, an’ I did. Mis'

Goodell it's the livin’ truth, that there
wa'n’t enough in that buttry to feed a baby.’

‘I guess she had some things put away.’
~ ‘No, she didn't. Mr. Emerson he calied
ber out in a minute, jest before I went
home, an’ I jest slipped in there again, an’
I pecked in two or three jars an’ the flour
barrel-there wa'n't nothin' I

‘Well, it's awful thinkin' of anybody not
havin' enough to eat,' said Mrs. Goodell,

She was frowning deeply as she went
about her work again. Jane Lord contin-
ued to expatiate upon the sad fate of the
anom.

" “An’ that ain’t all,’ said she, eyeing Mrs.
Goodell sharply. *They ain’t got enough
to wear to keep 'em warm this cold weather,
‘cordin’ to my belief. You ought to see
the clothes they have out on the line, Of
all the patched-up flanuels, an’ so thin you
can see the light through ‘'em—an’ the
clothes they wear outside ain't hardly
decent. Mr. lﬂm’l M is all
threadbare, an' it's a bright green across the
shoulders, an’ Mis’ Emeruon's looks as if it

better off, Mis’ Grantsays she had to take

came over iu the ark. ' A’ Fanny ain't o | dyy,
'IWMM‘I goin’, -th for corns.

every cent of her nchool money to pay in
toward that interest. I don't believe she
nor her mother either have had a new dress
for three years.’

Mrs. Goodell was still frowning,
I dunno, I'm sure,’ said she.

‘Well, I dunno, neither, but it seems
pretty hard lines to think of folks a sufferin’
right amongst us Thanksgivin’. 1 ain’t no
idea they've got & turkey nor a puddin’.
Well, I dunno what folks can do. If men
ain’t got judgment, they ain't, an’ I dunno
whether it's the duty of them that has to
support them that hasn't, or not. I know
I.can't afford to.  Well, I must be goin' or
Rachell Il think I'm making sugar.’

After Jane Lord had goue, tripping
3hlverm¢ly down the road with the uugar,

‘Well,

Slmmond, €a” Mle Trothers 1 thé {¥e 1

lhe ullmul connoctlonl were not very good
and he could not reach home much before
Thanksgiving noon.

and a gust of fresh cold air came with him.
He sat his valise down on the floor and
shook hands with his mether. He did not
kiss her. The Goodells were not demon-
strative among themselves,

‘ Well, mother, how goes everything ¥’
said he.

‘ Pretty well,’ replied Mrs. Goodell, look-
ing gt him with a kind of repressed delight.

. buther gone to church ¥

“Yes.’

The son strongly resembled his mother,
but he was better looking. A certain blonde
harshness of feature that did not set well
apon her, was quite attractive in him.
People called John Goodell a very good
looking young man. He took off his over-
coat and hat and sat down in the kitchen
with his mother, and watched her work and
chatted with her. He had not seen her for
some six months,

He inquired after the neighbors in a fur-
tive fashion as if he were stepping on de-
batable ground.

* How are all the neighbors getting along,
mother? he asked. He picked up a raisin
and put into his mouth with a careless air,
and chewed it absorbedly, but his face be-
gan to flush,

* Well, I guess they're gettin’ along "bout
as usual,” his mother replied guardedly,

‘ How are the Lords ¥

‘ Pretty well, I guess. Jane was in here
this mornin’.’

‘How are—the Emersons ¥’

‘*Well, I dunno.’

The young man tried to speak in a jocu-
lar way but his face was very red.

*Well,’ said he, ‘I guess I'll find out. 1
think I'll go down and eall on Fanny some
day while I am here.’

His mother was stirring some butter into
a dish of squash. She stopped short and
surveyed him,

‘*John, you ain't goin’ down there, when
you know how your father an’ I feel about
them Emersons?

‘I ain't been down there for quite a
while, because I kuew how father and you
felt, mother.’

* Ain’t you goin’ to keep on ¥’

‘I don’t know.’

‘I don’t see for my part what you can see
in that Fanny Emerson, little thin, peaked-
nosed thing. There’s lots of girls I should
pick out before I should her, if I was a
young man,’

John straightened back his shoulders.
‘ That hasn't got anything to do with it,
that I can see, mother,’ said he; ‘I don't
see why she doesn’'t look as well as the
other girls. But we won't talk any more
about it now. It's Thanksgiving Day, and
I've come home to have a good time; we
don’t want to get to arguing over anything
or anybody. Ain’t the turkey most done?'
‘ You ain't going down there to see her,
John ¥

‘I tell you, mother, I won't talk any
more about it. Here's father coming,’
Mrs. Goodell dropped the subject then.
When it came to argument with John, she
never wished assistance from her husband.
She had always punished him herself when
he was a little boy, and she had folt fierce
at the bare idea of any one else touching
him,

Hiram Goodell had a sober air when he
entered ; even the meeting with his son
could not dispel it. He had walked home
from church with a neighbor, and the two
men who stood talking together for quite a
little while at Goodell's gate.
Presently when John left the room for a
minute, Hiram turned to his wife. ‘I
come up the road with Abel Bemis,' said
he, ‘and he says the Emersons are in a bad
box this time, an' no mistake.’
‘Jane Lord’s been in here talkin’ about
it,’ returned Mrs, Goodell.
* What did she say ¥
‘ She thinks they ain't got enough to eat
an’ keep 'em warm. I dunno, but it does
seem as if & mah might contrive to get
along, an’ have enough to eat, if he had
any judgment at all.’
‘ He nin’t got any— Foster Emerson never
had a mite of jud t. Well, I dunno.
When you going t‘rhn:ve dinner ¥’

¢ Jest as soon w}\Q‘get it on the table.
I want you to go put tothe well an' draw
me a pail of water before you take your
boots off.’

The Goodells generally dispatched their
meals quiekly. They were thrifty with
time as with everything else, but to-day
they were a good hour at the table. There
was plenty to eat ; ‘all the homely richness
of the country Thanksgiving feast was
spread out on the table. The turkey was
very large and brown:

After dinner, Mrs. Goodell cleared away
the table, and washed the dishes, then the
family sat down together in the sitting-
room. Hiram had his religious paper, John
a city one, that he had brought with him.

| Mrs. Goodell sat quite idle. She never

sewed on Thanksgiving Day. Her con-
science seemed to grow abnormal excres-
cences in some directions, and this was one
of them. From her childhood she had held
the firm helief that it was wicked to sew

much ; the two read, and she sat thinking.

The sitting-room was scrupulously clean ;g

there was not a speok of dust anywhere. |V

There was a fine gilt paper on the walls, |

and the woodwork was very white and
led, the air was soft and warm. .

' Mwm‘mwm,w

‘x

|

The young man entered the kitchen door, |
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we been troubled
I never found any-
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guess he's going up to soe the Bemis boy.’

1 shouldn’t think he'd go off Thanks-
giving Day.'

The Bemis house, low and red-painted
with a smoking chimney, was visible up the
road across a wide streteh of field. Hiram
turned again to his paper; his wife rocked,
with her feet close to the stove. Presently
Hiram also arose, and prepared to leave the
room.

‘ Where you goin’, father,’ asked: Mrs.
Goodell.

‘I ain’t goin’ far.’

But he dido’t return speedily. Mrs,
Goodell went to the window and saw*a fig-
ure that looked like his ploddiug up the
road.

‘ For the land sake he ain’t goin’ up to
the Bemises', Thanksgivin' Day !" said she,
‘1 should think they was all struck on the
Bemises.’

She looked vexed and frowning.

down again. Presently the fire got low, and
she went out for more wood: On her way,
she stepped into the buttery and looked
around.
‘ There's that other chicken pie,” said
she, ‘and I could cut a plateful eff that
turkey, and nobody’d know it, an’ there’s
twenty mince pies, an’ ten apple, an’ eight
squash—no there ain't—why I don't see
through it. I kmew there was twenty
mince, an’ I can’t count but nineteen, an’
there ain't but nine apple, an’ seven squash.
For the land sake !’

She counted over and over again, but she
could make no more of them. She could
not account for three pies.
~*Well, there's enough, anyhow,’ said she.
‘1 could earry 'em three or four, "an a piece
of my plaum puddin’, an’ not miss it, I
I dunno. Idunno how they’d take

She sat

8'pose.
it.’

Mrs. Goodell stood deliberating. Then
she put a stick of hard wood in the sitting-
room stove, packed a Lasket full of provis-
ions, put on her thick shawl and hood and
started. When she got to her own gate
she stooped and looked up the road cau-
tiously ; she had put on her spectacles, bus
she could see nothing of her husband or son.
Then she braced the basket against her hip,
and went down the road to the Emersons.
The Lord sisters were at the window, she
saw them with a quick side-flash of her
eyes, but she did not look up. She went
straight on at a good pace ; the basket was
heavy, but she was nmscular, When she
reached the Emersons she set the basket
under a lilac-bush at the corner of the
house, then she kept on to the side door.
She stood before it and knocked. She heard
a step inside, then Mrs. Emerson opened
the door. She was a stout woman with a
pretty, childlike face. She flushed when
she saw Mrs. Goodell, then she became quite
pale. Mrs. Goodell herself was pale, and
she looked scared, but she spoke first,

‘ Good afternoon,’ said she.

‘Good afternoon,” returned the other
woman with a kind of stiff timidity ; them
she added—* won't you ceme in ¥’

Mrs. Goodell stepped in. Mrs. Emerson
led the way to the kitchen.

‘I'll have totake you in this way,’ -ho
said feebly, * there ain’t any fire in the set-
tin' room. Fanny's in there now. Some-
hody eame to the front door, I dunno who;
I'm afraid they'll catch cold.’

‘I'd jest as soon go into the kitchen,’ re-
tarned Mrs. Goodell, with anxious affabil.
ity.

The two women sat down in the large
kitchen.

Mrs. Goodell noticed that there was no
odor of Thanksgiving cooking in it, when
she entered. Mrs, Emerson did not ask her
to lay aside her hood and shawl. Both
women were afraid to speak, and they
hardly looked at each other. Still Mrs,
Goodell had a distinct purpose in view and
that gave her more self-possession.

‘It's a pretty cold day, ain’t it,’ said she,
‘Yes ; it's been pretty cold,” Mra, Emer-
son admitted shyly.

Mrs. Goodell tarned her eyes on the
other's: face. Mrs. Emerson's hair was
quite curly over her temples ; she used te
wear her hair in long curls to her waist
when she was a little girl. Suddenly Mrs.
Goodell remembered them and how pretty
she had thought her. They had been
schoolnates when they were girls.

¢ Seems to me you look kind of pale,
Nancy,’ said she.

Mrs. Emerson looked at her—then she
put her hands to her face.
¢Oh Lois !" she sobbed, ‘you dunno what
I've been through lately !'

Mrs. Goodell sat immovable in her chair,
but her eyes suddenly became red.

‘Don’t take on so, Nancy. Mebbe the
worst of it’s over,’ said she,

{ Con wluded on jowrth page.)

Irritable People,

People are often irrtable by reason of
some vxasperating skin disease which des-
troys oomz:rt« goodhl:.umor Salt Rheum,
netth ruh erysipelas, pimples, sca

ete., are of this natare, they arise fro:ﬁ
bloed, and can be enred by using Burdock
Blood Bitters according to directions.

Fing Waite Mouasses CAHDY.—OI:
pound of granulated sugar, one t
lden s rup, boi! until guite tl

“u‘id one 4 Iaoo

on Thanksgiving Day.. She did not talk m




