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PEOPLE’ BANK OF HALIFAX.
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A. paW. Barss, Agent.

P ERYTERIAN CHURCH—Rev. R
D. Ross, Pastor ——Service every Sabbath
at 300 p. m. Sabbath Schoeol at 11 a. m.
Prayer Mectirg on Wednesdayat 730 pm.

BAPTII'C HURCH—Rev T A Higgins,
Pastor—S8ervices every Sabbsth at 11 09
am and 700 p m, BSabbath School at 2 30
pm Prayer Meetings on Tuesday at 730
p m and Thursday at 7320 p m.

METHODIST CHURCH-—Rev M. Bur
gess, Pastor—Services every Sabbath at
1100a m snd 700 p m. ®abbath School
2t 930 am. Prayer Meeting on Thursday
atT730p m.

St FRANCIS (B. C)-~Rev T M Daly,
P.P,—Mass 11 00 a m the last Sunday of
each month, i

BrJOEN'S CHURCH  (English)—Mr.
Bent, Rector—8ervices next )_Sun
dayat 3 pm. Bunday School at 1 30 pm,

Sr. GEORGE'S LODGEA.F & A. M,
mects at their Hall on the second Friday
of each month at 73 o'clock p. m.

J. B. Dawvisox, Secretary.

_ “ORPHEUS” LODGE, 10 O F, meeils
in Cddfellows’ Hall, on Tuesday of each
woek, al 8 o'clock p. m.

WOLFVILLE DIVISION 8 or T meets
every Mondlay evening in their Hall,
anr’(’Block, at 7.30 o'clock,

ACADIA LODGE. I. 0. G. T. meets
every ®saturday evening in Music Hall at
.30 o'clock,

e ————————————————————

CARDS.

JOHIN' W. WALLACE,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
NOTARY,CONVEYANCER, ETC
Also General Agent for FIRE and
Lire INSURANOE.
WOLFVILLE N.S.

J. B. DAVISON, J. P.

CONVEYENCER,

FIRE & LIFE INSURANCE
ACGENT,
WOLFYILLE, N. 8.

B. C. BISHOP,
House, Sign and Decorative
PAINTER. °
English Paint Stock ¢ Specia’ty.
WOLFVILLE, N. 8.

Sept. 19th 1884

LICHT €@RAMAS!
Carefully bred from Firsr Crass
Stock. Trios, Pairs, and Single Birds
gor sale.  A. deW. BARSS.
Wolfville, Oct. 1st, '84

J. WESTON
MERCHANT TALLOR,

WOLFVILLE, N. 8.
Has a fine stoek of Cloths which wi

Select  Poetep,

“Our

Own.”

IfI had known in the morning
How wearily all the day

The words unkind

Would trouble my ‘mind

I said when you went away,

I had been more careful, darling,
Nor given you needless pain;
But we vex “our own”

With look and tone

We might never take back again.

For though in the g;ljet evening

You may give me the kiss of peace
Yet it might be

That never for me

The pain of the heart should cease.

How many go forth in the merning

That never come home at night,

And hearts have hroken

For harsh words spoken,

That sorrow can ne’er set right.

We have careful thoughts for the stranger,
And smiles for the sometime guest,
But oft for “our own”
The bitter tone,
Though we love “our ewn” the best,
Ah ! lips with the curve impatient,
Ah! brow with thatlook of scorn,
"T'were a cruel fate,
Were the night too late
To undo the work of morn.

Ynteresting  Story.
LADDIE.

CHAPTER V.

Eigbteen months bave passed away
since my story began, and it is no long-
er dull, foggy November, but May,
beautiful even in London, where the
squares and parks are green and fresh,
and lilacs and laburnums in bloom, and
the girls sell lilies of the valley and
wallflowers in the streets, and trucks
with double stocks and marcissus “all
a-growing and a-blowing” pass along,
leaving a sweet Teviving sccnt behind
them. The sky is blue, with great
masses of cotton-wool clond, and the
air is balmy and pure in spite of smoke
and dirt, and sweet spring is making
his power felt, even in the very midst
of London. It is blossoming time in
the heart as well as in the Kentish
appleorchards, and the heart cannot
help feeling gay and singing its happy
Jittle song even through its cares, like
the poor larks in the Seven Dials’ bird-
shops ruffling their soft breasts and
knocking their poor brown heads
against their cages in their ecstacy of
song ?

Dr. Carter had good ‘cause for hap-
piness that day, though, indeed, he
was moving among sickness and suffer-
ing in a great London hospital. He
had some lilies in his coat that Violet
had fastened there with her own hands,
and as she did so he had whispered,
“Qnly another week, Violet,” for their
wedding-day was fixed in the next week
—and was npot that a thought t,lmé
guited well with the lovely May wea-
ther, tomake him carry a glad heart
under the lilies? The wedding had
been long delayed from one cause and
apother, but principally because the
search for the old mother had been
altogether fruitless, in spite of the con-
fidence of the police.

“We will find \her first,” Violet
would say ; “we must find her, Lad-
die.” She &dopt,ed the old name quite
patarally. - “And thea we will talk of
the wedding.”

But time rolled on, days, weeks, and
momg till at last it was more than a
year ago that she had gone, and though
they mever gave up the hope of finding
her, or their efforts o do so, still it no
Jonger seemed to stand between then
and give a reason for putting-off the
marriage, but rather to draw them
nearer together, and give a reason for
marryiog at ence. But oo Dr. Car-
ter’s writing-table always stood the
pair of pattens, much to the surprise
«of patients ; but he would not have
them removed, and in his heart iay
the pain sad regret, side by side with
his pain and happiness. :

The doctors were making their

TR : :
was a very interesting case in the acci-
dent ward, over which much time was
spent and much attention paid. Iam
pot doctor enough to describe what the
nature of the case was, and if I were,
I dare say you would not care to hear ;
but it was a very interesting case to
doctors and nurses, and that means
that life-and death were fighting over
that bed, and science bringing every
reinforcement in ils power in aid of the
poor battered fortress that the grim
king was attacking so severely. An
easy victory on either oné side or the
other is very uninteresting to leokers-
on, though of thagjleepest moment to
the patient. And so the doctors passed
on, with hardly a word, by the two
pext beds, in one of which life was the
conqueror, hanging out hisiflags of tri-
umph in a tinge of coler-qjthe cheeks,
brightncss in the eyes, and vigor in the
limbs ; in the other death was as plain-
ly to be seen in the still form and white,
drawn face.

After the doctors and students had
passed by and finished their round, Dr.
Carter came back alone to No. 20. He
had taken deep interest in the case, and
had something to say further about it
to the nurse. He was a great favorite
with the nurses, from his courteous,
gentle manners, 8o they were not dis-
posed to regard his second visit asa
troublesome fidgety intrusion, as they
might have done with some, He had
not been quite pleased with the way in
which a dresser had placed a bandage,
and he altered it himself with those
strong, tender fingers of his, and was
just going off better satisfied when he
found the flowers had dropped from his
coat.” If they had not beem Violet's
gift it would not have mattcred, but he
did not like to lose what she had given,
and he lacked about for them. They
had fallen by some quick movement of
his on to the next bed, where death
was having an easy victory. The old

woman’s arms were stret~hed outside
the bed-clothes, and one of her hands,

with thé veins \standing up on the
back like cord, ‘had closed, perhaps
involuntarily, on the flowers, and lilies
and the dainty green leaf.

«Here they are| sir,” said the nurse,
“they must have ldropped as you turn-
ed round,”  And she tried to draw
them from the woman’s haod, but it
only closed the tighter. “She doesn’t
know a bit what she’s about. Leave
go of the flowers, there’sa good wo-
man,” she said close to her ear; ‘“the |
gentleman wants them.”

But the hand still held them.

“Well, never mind " Dr. Carter
gaid, with just a shade of vexation;
“let her keep them. - It does not mat-
ter, and you will only break them if
you try to gef them away.”

«“She’s not been conscious since they
brought her in,” the nurse said, “its a
street accident; knocked down by an
omnibus. We don’t know her name,
or nothing, and no one's been to ask
about ber.”’

The doctor #ill stopped, looking at
the lilies in the old hand.

“She is badly hurt,” he said.

The nurse explained what the house
surgeon had said: “‘Another day will
see an end of it. I thought she would
have died this morning when I first
came on, she was restless then, and
talked a little. I faney she’s- Scotch
for I heard her say ‘Laddie’ several
times.”

The word seemed to catch the oth-
erwise unconscious ear, for the old
womar turned her head on the pillow,
and said feebly, “Laddie.”

Aud then, all at once, the doctor
gave a ery that startled all the patients
in the ward, and made many a one lift
up her head to see the cause of such a
ery.
“Mother,” he eried, “mother, is it
you 7

Dr. Carter was kneeling by the bed,
looking eagerly, wildly, at the wan

rounds in the hospital with a erowd of

be sold Chesp,
| \

medical students about them, There

sadden frenzy. And then he calied
again—

“Mother, mother, speak to me!”

A childless mother near said after-
wards she thought such a ery wodld
have called her back from the dead,
and it almost seemed to do so in this
case, for the closed lids trembled and
raised themselves s very little, and the
drawn mouth moved into the ghost of
a smile, and she said—

“Eh, Laddie, here I be!”

And then the nurse came nearer to
reason with the madman.

«There is some mistake,” she said,
“this is quite a peor old wuman.”

And then he got up and looked at
her, she said afterwards, like my lord
duke, as proud as anything.” ;

“Yes,” he said, “‘and she is my moth-
er. I will make arrangements at once

for her removal to my house if she can |

bear it.”

Ab ! that was the question, and it
wanted little examination or experienee
to tell that the old woman was past
moving. The nurse, bewildered and
still incredulous, persuaded him not’to
attempt it, and instead, her bed was
moved into a small ward off the large
one, where she could be alone.

Love is stronger than death, many
waters canfot, drown it. Yes, but it
cannot turn back those cold waters of
death, when the soul has once entered
them, and so Dr. Carter found that
with allhis love ard with all his skill,
he could only smooth, and that but a
very little, the steep, stony road down
into Jordan.

He got a nurse to attend especially
upon her but he would not leave her,
and the nurse said it was not much

good her being there, for he smoothed |

her pillow, and raised(. her head, and
dampened her lips, and fanned her with
untiring patience and tendznem. Onee
when he had his arm under her head,
raising it, she opened her eyes wide,
and looked &b him.

«Ah! Laddie,” she said, “I'm a
bit tired with my journey. It's a
longish way frem Sunnybrook.”

«“Did you come from there "

“Yes, sure, I've never been such a
long way before, and T'm tired out.”

“Why didn’t you write ?” he asked

presently, when she opened her eyes
again,
«] wanted to give you a surprise,’
shesaid, “and I knew as you'd be
glad to see me any time as I liked to
come.”

And thenit dawned on him that
the past ¢ightecn months had been
blotted clean out of her memory, and
that she thought she had just arrived.
Then she dozed, and then again spoke, {
«“And so this is your house, Laddie? |
and mighty fine it is!” looking round |
on the bare hospital room; “And/T'm
¢hat comfortable if I waso't s¢” ®red,
but ']l be getting up when P'm rested |
a bip. Butit do me:good to see you |
when I opens my eyes. Tve been
thinking all the way how pleased you'd
be. All this she saida word or two
at a time, and very low and weakly, so
that only a son’s ear could have heard.

Asthe evening came on she fell a-
sleep very quietly, such a sleep as, if
hope had been possible, might have
given hope. Dr. Carter left the nurse
watching her and went away, got a
hansome and offered the man double
fare to take him to Harley Street as
fast as possible. Violet had just come
in from a flower-show, and looked a

flower herself, with her sweet face and
dainty dress.

«] have found her,™ Laddie gaid ;
“Come.” And she came without ask-
ing a question, only knowing from Lad-
dic’s face that there was sorrow as well
ay joy in the finding.

«She is dying,” he said, as they
went up the hospital stairs together,
“Can you bear it?”

She only answered by a pressure of
her hand on his arm, and they went on

ting by the bedside.

«She has not stirred, sir, since you
It

But even as she spoke, the old wo-
man moved, and opened her eyes, look-
ing first at Laddie and then on Vio-
let.

«Who is it ?” she asked.

And then Violet knelt down with
her sweet face close to the old woman’s
and said very softly? “Mother I am
Laddie's sweetheart.”
«Laddie’'s sweetheart !
oed; “he’s over young to be wed—but
there ! I forget. He's been a good
son, my dear, always good- to his old
mother, and he’ll be a good busband-
And you'll make bim a good wife, my
dear, won't you? God bless you.

And then her trembling hand was

the ech-

feeling for something, and Laddie
*her d put his own and
Violet's into it; two'}

ng, haod:, full
of life and health aad pulss wdel
the old worn, hard-worded hand gre
cold and weak with death. .
“God bless you, dears, Laddie and

his sweetheart: % But I'm a bit tired

”

DOW.
And then she dozed agsili, d the
two sat by in the dim quiet room, drawn
closer together and dearer to each other '
than they had ever been before in the

proscnce of the Great Angel of Death

who was 80 near the old mother now.

Asd very tenderly he did his work that

night! Only a sigh, and then a sudden

hush, during which the listeners' pulse

throbbed in their ears, as they listened

for the next long, drawn, painful, diffi-

cult breath that did come, and then the

weary limbs velaxed into the utter re-

pose.and atillness of rest after labor,

for the night bad come when no man

can work—the holy starlit night of
death, with the silver streak of the

great dawn of the Resurrection shining

in the east. 5'

For a moment they sat spell-bound

and then it was Laddie, he who had so

often faced death, who gave Way,

himself on the bed with an

throwing
#0h, mother,

exceeding bitter cry.
mother say you forgive me I’
What need for words ? Did he'not
kmow that she forgave him ? if indeed
she knesw that she had anything to for-
give. But she was “g, bit tired.”
Don’t you know when bedtime comes,
and the nurse calls the children, how
sometimes, they leave their toys, which
a few minutes before seemed all in all
to them, without a look, and the cake
unfinished, and are carried off with
their eyes heavy with sleep, too. tired
even to say good-night or speak a
pretty, lisping word of the play-time
past or the pleasure coming in the morn-
ing? And so it isoften with us bigger
children ; when the kind nurse Death
calls us at our bed-time, we are “a
bit tired,” and glad to go, too sleepy
even for thought or farewell.

They laid her by the old master in
Sunnybrook churctiyard, and the vil-
lage foiks talked long afterwards of
the funeral, and how Dr. Carter, he as
«ysed to be called Laddie,” followed
ber to the grave, “along with the pret-
ty young lady as he was going to
marry, and, bless my heart! wouldn’t
could have seen ‘'m? But she’s better
the poor old soul have felt proud if she
where she is, where there ain't mo
buryin’, and 5o pride neither.”

THE END.

]

During the late American cival war
it was considered nécessary in Cynthia-
na to keep a few soldiers at that place.
One night two of them hay pened to
stray into the church of the colored peo-
ple just a8 the minister -was concluding
an invitation to any whe were melined
to “come and join the chureh.” After
he bad finished, these two soldicrs got
up, walked forward, and presented
themselves for admission; whereupon
the or said, ““Breddren, dis 1s a
cullud church, an’ I dunno as I's any
*thority to take in white foiks.” At this
point an elderly uncle rose . in the con-
gregation, and ejaculated, “Take ’em in
Brudder Jilson, take ‘'em in ; dar skins
is white, dat's fact, but dac hearteis

white face. Was he mad ? The
surse thought he must be, and this a
{

B ]

to the quict room. There was a
shaded light buring, and the nurse sit-

jist as black as ourn, suab ?”
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