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GURE for the DEAF !

Peok's Patent Improved Oushioned Ear
. Drums.
PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING,

" nomatter whether deafness is d by colds,
fevers, or injuries to the natural drums.
Always in position,but invisible to others and
comfortable to wear. Musio, conversation,
and whispersheard distinotly. We refer to
those using them. Send for illustrated book
of proofs free. Address, F. HISCOX, 853
Broadway N. Y 17y

[THE COMPLETE FERTILIZER,]
manafactyred - at the
Chemical Fertilizer Works, Halifax

W offer for the TwELFTH SEASON the

[ ted and reliable brand of Fer-

SUPREMA LEX BST.

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 4, 1890.

tiliger.
THE OLD STANDARD |  BUY NO OTHER !

JACK & BELL,

46 4m Halifax, N. 8.
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RIDGETOWN

THOMAS DEARNESS
Importer of Marble

and manufaoturer of

Monuments, Tablets,

Headstones, &c.
Also Monuments in Red Granite,

Positively Cures Diphtheria, Croup, Asthma,
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FAMILY PHYSICIAN,
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BRIDGETOWN, N. S,

Poretry.

[For the Monitor.]
The Mic-Mac.
Who can the history of this
Depleted race unfold ?
"Twould far outshine the simple tales
Historiahs have told.

Back in the dusky dell of time,
Athwart the centuries past,

We bend to list its parting chime
Now echo out its last.

Historians g'ra.sp with eager hearts
His last jeremiade,

But place no epitaph above
The sod wherein he's laid.

The sombre shrouds of scorn have clung
Around his sacred pall,

| And o'er his sepulchre we've sung

the men can’t go to work before to-morrow.”

# Let's see the colors again,” said Donald.

They all sat down and discussed a large
card bearing samples of paint colors which
had been about the hovse for more than
two years. Ellen had brought it home
from the store and said to her father,—

¢ Father, I want you to have the house
{ painted some other color than white. It
i has always been white, and I want a
change.” |

“ A change! And what do you want &
change for, I should like to know, Miss |
Highty-Tighty?” said the old man, ua:owl-|
ing at her.

+ Oh, because white is so startling—and
it isn’t artistic, and it isn’t fashionable any
mote—except at Pinebury. Folks here
don’t know how things ought to be.”

s Fashionable | roared the deacon.

back the paint wasquitedried. Noonewould
recognize * the old Dickcy place” in the
transformed mansion. But, as in all small
villages, everybody in Pinebury knew
everybody else’s peculiarities, they under-
stood just bow Deacon.Dickley felt about

. having his house painted any other color

than white, and curiosity was on tiptoe to
see how he would take it when he reached
home.

1t was late in the afternoon of a cloudy
December day when the deacon and
his wife, in excellent spirits, drove
up to their own door. Aunt Julia
had entertained them delightfully. It was
80 dark they could not see the house. The
boys had to bring a lantern when they
came to take out the horse.

The deacon was full of the news of his
trip. Aunt Julia was surely coming to the

her own provoking coolness, ** you will get
to swearing the first you know, and that
won’t do for a d it isn’t b ing
Beside, people get apoplexy if they get too
angry. Now, do calm down. I'll go and
write those letters, and then I'll pack my
things and be gone before night ; and—
and I'll promise never to disturb you any
move.”

Her voice trembled a little—was it * for
effect 7 the old man thought suspiciously
—but there was no fear, no protest. Truly,
this was a most delectable young person.
Deacon Dickley was dumbfounded by her
effrontery, but he recovered himself.
There was something more than he wanted
to say.

« And this house, girl,” he went on,
with a fresh accent of bitterness, ** this
houte is to be painted white to-morrow.

clearer, and one day when her mother came
to see her she was surprised to hear her
daughter say,—

« Mother, I have decided that 1 did
wrong two years ago ipgetting father and
you off, and then having the house painted
brown. I was very, very wrong. I have
been thinking it over, and I am just as
sorry as I can be, and I want to write to
father and tell him how I feel. Do you
think he would like that ?”

¢ Oh, Ellen 1" cried her mother, almost
transported with joy, *I'mn sure he would.
Thank the Lord, you've come to see things
so. I thought maybe you would when you
had a child of your own.”

«PeWitt and I are going to Aunt Julia’s
to spend Christmas,” pusued Ellen, and
1 think T will write the letter and post it
just as we go. I would rather not be here

The glory of his fall. « Jewhittaker hill—"

¢ Father, I call that swearing,” said
Ellen;3# I awish you wouldn't get mad
about it. I don’t like white houses. I
wish you would paint ours brown or dark
green, or something like that.”

« Brown ! Dark Green1’ gasped Deacon
Dickley ! *Is the girl crazy? I suppose
this is what comes of sending you to board-
ing-school ! I knew you'd get your head
cram full of notions there! You're cranky
—you're consarned cranky, and—"

“ Now, father, you're not talking right,

wedding. So was Joshus, the eldest son,
at whose home, about half way between
Pinebury and Aunt Julia's, they had stop-
ped both in‘coming and hi™going. What-
ever nervousness * the children " displayed
was quite overlooked in the general excite-
ment.

¢ They think Christmas is a famous time
for your wedding, Ellen. They won’t have
to give you but one present apiece this
year, they say,” the deacon continued.
Ellen laughed, but her laughter was un-
steady.

There will be six coats put on. Idon't
care if it cracks off forevermore! There
will be six coats put on, and this house
shall ‘be white! white! white! Do you
hear?”

The deacon was fairly thundering now.
Ellen clapped both her hands over her ears
In pretty dismay.

¢ Of course I hear, father { Don’t talk
8o loud! The neighborhood will know
your intentions soon enough without your
telling them to every passer in the steeet.
Everybody will be sorry, too, for the old

NI & CO.,

A“n BL 33[0 ". when father gets it—somehow. I'd like
bim to have time to think it oyer,” she .
added, flushing,

+ Very well,” said her mother, Hesitat- -
ingly. ‘I suppese it would be rather
hard for you to go to him right out, Do
as you think best.”

“ We are going on the tenth,” Ellen
went on. ** That is next week Wednes-
day. Aunt Julia wants us to make her &
good visit, and I have promised that we
would. I'll write then.”

AN HAVE USt

. Gray Granite, and Freestone.
Granville- St Bridgetown, . 3.

N. B.—Ilaving purchased the Stock and
Trade from Mr. O. Whitman, parties ordering
anything in the above line can rely on having
their orders filled at short notice. R

lnternational 535, Co.

OPENING OF THE DIRECT LINE.

Around his heart misfortune crept,
And with his iron hand,

He wrenched from out the
The love of fatherland.

heart that slept

His dying voice has echoed fast
O’er Scotia’s field and glen,
And in the dark and silent wood

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89. *Twill echo scarce again.

- Extension

But scorned in birth, in death unwept,
Through life by care oppressed,
Within his silent grave, methinks,
Now happy is his rest.

OoOF TIME

Is often usked for by persons becoming un-
able to pay when the debt is due. The debt
of nature has to be paid sooner or later, but
we would all prefer an

Extension of Time.

Puttner's Emulsion
OF COD LIVER OIL

WITH

Hypophosphites of Line aud Soda

may give this to all who are suffering from

Coughs, Colds, Consumption, General Debility,
i all wasting Diseases.

%ionm Children who otherwise would pay

t ebt very speadily, may have a long

EXTENSION OF TIME.

Try Puttner’s Emulsion

.~ BROWN BROS. & Co,

OHEMIST AND DRUGGISTS,

- CH

Halifax, N. S.

EAP

~—: FOR :—

CASH !

FLOUR,
OATMEAL,
FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,
GROCERIES,
STOVES, PLOWS,
HORSE CLOTHING,

Harnesses made to Order.|

REPAIRING ATTENDED TO
PROMPTLY.

N. H. PHINNEY.

Nov. 19th, 1888,

"B.B.B.

Burdock Blood Bitters

s a purely vegetable compound, possessing
regulating powersover all the organs

of the system, and controlling their secre-

tions. 1t so purifies the blood that it

CURES

All blood humors and diseases, from a com-
mon pimple to the worst serofulous sore, and
this combined with its unrivalled regulating,
gcleansing and purifying influence on the
gecretions of the liver, kidneys, bowels and
gkin, render it unequalled as & cure for all
diseases of the

SKIN

one to two bottles will cure boils,
pimples, blotches, nettle rash, scurf, tetter,
and all the simple forms of skin disease.
From twoto four bottles will cure saltrheum
or eczemsa, shingles, erysipelas, ulcers, ab-
soesses, ranning sores,and all skin eruptions.

NEW B

Having been thoroughly repaired, will
every TUESDAY and FRIDAY, directly
from Halifax. Returning: Leave

Commencing MONDAY, May
leave ST. JOHN for BOSTON via E
WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY morning,
For further information apply to

F. Crosskill,

BOSTON MONDAY and

ST. JOHN LINE — CHANGE OF TIME.

5th, one of the Palace Steamers of this line will
ASTPORT and PORTLAND every
at 7.25 Eastern Standard Time.

Agent, W. & A. R., Bridgetown.
OR ANY AGENT OF THE W. & A. RAILWAY.

Commencing Monday, May oth,

—__THE FAVORITE SIDE-WHEEL STEAMER —

RUNSWICK

ANNAPOLIS (calling at DIGBY
the arrival of the Kxpress Train
THURSDA Y mornings.

leave
after

MONDAY,

R. A. Carder,

Agent, Annapolis.
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LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE OELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chain Pump,

~—ALSO i—

FORCE PUME,
with Hose attached if required.

We are r;ynred to Manufacture
WOODE ATER PIPES for un-
derdraining or conveyiug water
=gnnder ground. Can be delivered

t any station on the line of Rail-
way. Send for Price List.

DOES CURE

CONSUMPTION

B P T T
In its First Stages.

Palatable as Milk.

Be sure you get the genuine in Salmon

An Ironical Horse.

I happened to witness an odd and inter-
esting sight in the horse line the other af-
ternoon, as I was taking a walk out over
the Mile Ground. A two-horse coal wagon
came along at a walk returning after dis-
charging its load, with two men on its high
seat, the driver and another. In a few
seconds I saw the second man rise to his
feet, turn around, take off his hat, swing it
over his head, cheering and yelling, as if
he had suddenly gone mad. Looking be-
hind to discover what was the object or
cause of these demonstrations, I saw that
the fellow was encouraging his horse, an old
chestnut nag that lingered behind with an-
other empty wagon. The sagacious beast
understood perfectly what was meant. He
threw up his head with a nervous jerk,
at the same time laying back his ears, as
much as to say, “Why can’t you lel me
alone?” But presently he reluctantly com-

But where are the graves of all his tribe?
Where sleeps the dusky brave?

No headstone lifts its silent form

To mark the Mic-Mac'’s grave.

The pearly mayflower bows its head
As o'er his grave it creeps;
But I know not when I may tread,
Where he forever sleeps.

Douvcras GouGH.
Bridgewater, May 14th, 1890.

«T don’t want to go away visiting now !”
exclaimed Deacon Dickley in a somewhat
petulant tone.

¢ QOh, yes you do too, father! It's past
Thanksgiving now, and Aunt Julia says its
the most convenient time for her, and
everything around the farm is just right.
I want mother to get rested before all the
excitement begins "—pretty Ellen Dickley
flushed, for she was to be married on Christ-
mas day—*‘and when you come home the
boys and I will have everything fixed beau-
tifully. Now you go right along.”
« Well, what do you say, mother
The old deacon’s tone was a trifle less
defiant now as he glanced toward his wife.
Mrs. Dickey smiled. She was a calm,
even-tempered woman. People said that
if she had not been she never could have
lived thirty-five long years with the old
deacon, Who was, in the vernacular of the
country round, ¢ dretful sot in his ways,”
and much given to what was called “‘sput-

9"

tering.”

His daughter Ellen had inherited much
of her father’s firmness of character, com-
bined with the steady-going efficiency which
had made her mother a notable house-
keeper. The deacon had always known
that Ellen was his match in persistency ;
and his love and admiration for his bright-
faced, only daughter usually made it pretty
certain that when they came into conflict,
especially if the conflict raged many days,
Ellen would come off victorious.

He did not want just now to visit his
wife's sister, Mrs. Julia Hillman, a well-
to-do widow, who lived thirty or more miles
away ; bat he saw that Ellen was deter-
mined, and that he should probably have
to yield, especially after his wife smiled.

« Julia’s been waiting for us a long time
now,” she said, tentatively.

«T don’t believe she wants to see us just
before Christmnas so.”

“Qh, yes, she does,” protested Ellen;
“ that's expressly what she says in her let-
ter. You know you don’t like to go visit-
ing any way, father. You never would
think it was any more convenient than it
is now. You can stay a full fortnight per-
fectly well. Donald and Bert can take
care of the stock just as well as you can,
and T shall have Nora Short to help me
about the cake and getting the house fixed
up. I mean to have everything looking
lovely, but you must give me time.”

« Well, father,” interposed Mrs. Dick-
ley, in her most conciliatory tone, ‘¢ I think
we'd better go—Ellen has set her heart oun
it, and she’s going to leave us very soon;
and she has got everything fixed—

and you know it,” expostulated Ellen, with
irritating coolness. *‘I'm not in the least
cranky. You are going to paint the house,
and I don't believe it will cost any more to

thousand times better.”
“Young woman,” said the deacon, deter-

very distasteful to him, “my father was
sheriff of the county for twenty-five years.
There was not & man in the State more
respected than he was. He built this
house. He painted it white.
he put a fresh coat of paint on.
died, and the house fell to me, I kept it as
near as I could just as he kept it.
pose to keep on in the same way.
to my thinking, is the only proper color for
a house, and you needn’t tease for anything
clse, for I won't have it.”

stronger. Young DeWitt Henderson, as

painted a dark green, with trimmings of
vermillion, much to the deacon’s disgust.

offensive to her eye. Her younger brothers
were enthusiastic for a change.
Dickley was infected with their spirit.

from New York every summer, paint their

not Ellen herself an artist—as was testified

frames upon the parlor walls? It was sur-

mony ; but he did.

the subject of painting the house ; but his

yield this cherished point.

Ellen, with tears in her eyes, sought her
mother after this interview.

«“Jt's a shame,” she declared. * Here
are all DeWitt’s stylish city relatives com-

have never been here before—-and the house

are plain, but I wouldn’t mind that—only
for this staring white house !

“Now, Ellen,” said her n;other. dis-
passionately, ‘‘as long as it can’t be done,
I wouldn’t fret any more about it. Just
think how much your father has done for
you! You have dwelt on this matter until
you are morbid. You’ve made a good deal
more of it than you ought to. All the nice
houses i town are painted white. It never
will occur to anybody that ours doesn't look
well enough unless you put the idea into
people’s heads.”

mined to end the controversy, which was |80 well,”

ment.
father had seen the house in its new dress
Ellen desisted for the time, but her|and was terribly angry.
desire to have the house painted anything|would not cry so unless the case was pretty
but white grew each day stronger and bad.

sobbed her mother.
But this did not make up to Ellen for{You knew how hard your father would
having her present home—the house where| take it! He is almost beside himself.
her wedding party was to be held—still so| What shall wedo? Oh, dear! Oh, dear!”

Ellen, with ever rising temper.
are not in the least to blame.
the whole thing, and paid for it with my
own money. The boys shall not be found
ing, and so many old schoolmates, who|fault with.”

cheerfully.
after yesterday's drive.”

*I'm glad it suits them, I'm sure,” she

said.

“ I'm afraid it's been too hard for you—

our being off just at this time,” said her
paint it green, or olive, than white—not mother, very anxiously. ‘‘You look sort
much more, anyway—and it would look a of pale and queer, Ellen. You feel all
right, don't you?”

“Oh, yes! I never felt better—I'm ever
cried Ellen hastily.
But the girl had undergone a strain, the

force of which she did not appreciate.
She was really almost exhausted by the
tension upon her nerves.
very year |to rise very early the next morning, but
When he|she lay awake nearly all night long and
then overslept wretohedly. She was awak-
I pro-|ened by hearing her mother sobbing beside
White, | her bed. It was broad daylight.

She had meant

She sat up quite bewildered for the moe
Then it all came over her. Her

Her mother

“ For pity’s sake, what does father say?

was to be expected, agreed with her ideas| What is he going to do, mother?” cried the
in this respect, and their new home was|frightened girl.

»

“ Ellen, how could you do such a thing
“How could you?

The girl sprang up, and began to dress

Even Mrs. | with trembling hands.

« What does he say, mother !” she asked,

Did not the Montmorencys, who came up|now thoroughly alarmed.

“Oh,” moaned the mother, ‘‘he says

house dark brown, with gables and trim- | you have deceived and insulted him. He
mings of every hue of the rainbow? Was | says you are no daughter of his, and that
not the country home of the Braton Spen-|you shall never be married from his house.
ningtons, in a neighboring village, colored | I'm going to get the minister to come and
dark red with olive trimmings and dashes }gee him, he talks so.
of yellow here and there? Did not all this | deacon in the church. I never saw him in
agree with Ellen’s arguments? And was|gych a taking, never

"Tisn't right for a

By this time Ellen’s spirit was roused—

by several flower pieces and landscapes|the very spirit of her father. She was her-
done in oils, and hanging in resplendent|gelf again.

* 8o that’s what he says, is it?” she ex-

prising to all the family that * father should | claimed. *‘ Nonsense! I'll talk to him
hold out so,” in the face of all this testi-|like a grandmother.
get-as good as he sends. Oh, dear! I
As the time for her wedding drew nearer, | meant to break it gently to him, and I went
Ellen ventured again to broach to her father | and slept over it.”

At any rate he will

I came in once, but you were sleeping

replies were even shorter and crustier than | so soundly I thought I wouldn't wake you
before. Even at this time, when his heart{up. Oh, your father has been scolding
was very tender toward her, he would not| those poor boys, I can tell you.”

“The idea of scolding them !” cried
“ They
1 planned

Ellen slipped quietly into the kitchen

would look so much better! Our things|and fortified herself with a little breakfast.
Then she went into the sitting-room.

Deacon Dickley sat in front of his great

oak secretary writing. A pile of letters
ready stamped and sealed lay beside him.

“Good-morning, father,” said Ellen,

“1 hope you feel quite rested

The old man wrote on for a momgent or

two as though he had not heard her.
Then he squared round suddenly, pushed
his glasses up on his forehead, and looked
his rebellious dauglter full in the face.

She had never looked so beautiful be-

house never looked so well before as it does
now, and I believe you think so, too, only
you are too obstinate to say so. There—
wait & moment,” she said, as the old man
was about to interrupt her, I want to tell
you my plans. I have had to make them
while you have been scolding me, but I
think they are probably the best I can
form. Ishall send word to DeWitt at
once that I am driven away from home,
and we will go up te the minister’s to-night
and be married. Fortunately, I have ano-
ther home very nearly ready for me, and 1
will go to it at once. Don’t find fault with
the beys. They are not in the least to
blame. I planned the whole thing, and
paid for it with my own money. I've had
at least tho satisfactien of seeing how the
house looked decently painted, and I've
enjoyed it very much. Good-by, father !”
With no kiss er shake of the hands, the
proud girl turned and ran up the stairs,
humming & tune. But, once in her own
room, she sank on the bed and related the
history of the interview with her father,
weeping upon her mother’s neck. But
when she had *“ rained her skies blue,” she
begged her mother never to tell how she
had cried ; and by night she had carried
out every detail of the programme which
she outlined to her father in the morning.
It seemed to Mrs. Dickley as though
“The solid firmaments were rottenness,
And earth’s base built on stubble.”
But she helped her daughter all she
could, promised to come often and see her,
and the next day Ellen was comfortably
settled in her own home, endeavoring to
forget in its attractions the one she bad
left; but the Christmas time came on in
gloom to all the Dickley family. They
had never passed such unhappy holidays.
In the town there was food for talk for
the whole season. Nobody quite under-
stood the case, and there were as many
versions of it as of the celebrated shooting
affair in the ‘‘School for Scandal;” but
everybody agreed that both Deacon Dick-
ley and his daughter had acted precisely
as might have been expected of such posi-
tive and inflammable characters. Still, it
did not seem possible that the old man,
wilful as he was, would remain permanently
estranged from his daughter, who was
known to be the apple of his eye.

The tenth of December came, and as
Ellen and her husband drove out of town
toward Aunt Julia’s home & messenger was
oarrying a letter as penitent and affection.
ate as the most exacting fatlier could re-
quire to Deacon Dickley from his long-es-
tranged daughter.

Scarcely had the Hendersons reached
their journey’s end on the following day,
after stopping over night at Brother
Joshua’s, as usual, when two letters arrived.
They were both brief but to the point.
One was addressed to Mrs. Hillman, and
was as follows :—

«Degan Sisten: — Prepare to spend
Christmas day with us. We shall sumly

expect you. Yours {raternally,
BERT DIOKLEY.”

The other lotter was addressed to Ellen.

« My Dear DavcHTER:—Your words
of penitence have touched my heart. I
freely forgive you, and beg in return that
you will forgive my far too great severity
to you. I love you more than ever. Come
home with your husband and child, and
spend Christmas with us. We shall expect
you two days before Christmas ; thus you
will have time to make your aunt a good
visit even if you do not spend Christmas
day with her. We shall confidently ex-
pecs you all.  Your affectionate fatker,
RoserT DicKLEY.”
It was very evident that the deacon counld
scarc ly wait until he should hold his
daughter to his heart in a long embrace of
forgiveness.
Of coufse there could be no refusal of
such invitations, and never was a Christ-
mas looked forward to with such joyful an.
ticipations by all concerned; and never
was Christmas so lavishly provided for.
Every shelf in the deacon’s house groaned
beneath the preparations for the Christmas
feast, and a wide branching spruce had
been elaborately decorated, loaded with
costly gifts for all, and stood, a miracle ef
beauty and generosity, ready to be unveil-
ed on Christmas eve.
But the strangest thing of all yet remains
to be told. The deacon was not to be out-
done by his daughter in magnanimity. As
Aunt Julia and DeWitt Henderson and his
wife canie in sight of the old Dickley man.
sion, on their way to spend Christmas
there, they all uttered startled exclama.
tions. Ellen was so overcome that she
very nearly awakened little Sylvia out of a
sound sleep. And it was no wonder ! The

But a year dragged on, and still no
reconciliation had taken place. Another
Christmas day came round, and the deacon
chose to celebrate in great style. He had
his five sons and their families at home
with him, and the big white house was full
to overflowing ; but there was a loneliness
through all. The old man did not attempt
to forbid his boys going to their sister’s
home, but he himself would not speak to
her. Yet the het-headed old fellow would
have given more for one kiss from his re-
creant daughter than for all the kind atten-
tions of the ninety-and-nine who went not
astray.

During the winter a little daughter was
born to Ellen, and she named it Sylvia, for
her mother. Everybody said the child was
the image of the old deacon. As it grew
the old man sometimes saw it out riding
with Ellen and her husband. He was fairly
hungry to see how the child looked, but
not for words would he turn his obstinate

dencon had painted his house a beautiful
shade of brown !

e ————

Tae OxLy WAY 10 BrcomMe A Carnl
TALIST.—Somebody must save money, and
the people who save it will be the capitale
ists, and they will control the organization
of industry aud receive the larger share of
the profits. If the workingmen wjl] save
their money, they may be not only sharers
of profits, but owners of steck and receiv.
ers of dividends. And workingmen can
save their money if they will It is the
only way in which they can permanently
and surely improve their condition. Leg-
islative reforms, improved industrial
methods, may make the way easier for
them, but there is no road to comfort and
independence, after sll, but the plain old
path of steady work and seber saving. If
the working people of this country would
save for the next five years the money that
they spend on beer and tebacco and base

e

1t is noticeable that sufferers from skin color wrapper; sold by all Druggisss, at
soc. and $1.00.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.

plied with his master’s implied request,
quickened his pace to the extent of a jog

old head toward her.
The months wolled by. It was nearly

“Fixed! Fixed togo to pieces !” storm-
ed the old man, discontentedly.

This was reasonable, but Ellen was not
in the mood to be affected by her mother’s

fore. Her cheeks were glowing, her dark
eyes, the counterpart of her father’s, spark-

ball, they eould control a pretty large share
of the capital employed in the industries

~——

DISEASES

Avo nearly always aggravated by intolerable
itehing, but this quickly subsides on the
removal of the disease by B.B.B. Passing
on to graver yet prevalent diseases, such a8
sorofulous swellings, humors and

SCROFULA

We have undoubted proof that from three
{o six bottles used internally and by outward
ﬂi&ﬁon (diluted if the skin is broken) to
' the affected parts, will effect & cure. The
W 4 mission of B.B. B. is to regulate the
ﬁ;:r, kidneys, bowels and blood, to correct
acidity and wrong action of the stomach,
and to open the sluice-ways of the system
to carry off all clogged and impure secre-
tions, allowing nature thus to aid recovery
and remove without fail :

BAD BLOOD

er complaint, biliousness, dyspepsia,sick

dropsy, rheumatism, and every

?dec of disease arising from disordered

ver, kidneys, stomach, els and blood.

We guarantee every bottle of B. B. B.

. any person be dissatisfied aiter using

. the first bottle, we will refund the money on

5 i pemnﬂlgorbylethr. We will

be glad to send testimonials and in-

' formation proving the effects of B. B. B. in

‘the above nam

$o T. MILBURN

diseases, on application
& CO., Toronto, Ont.

s Tﬂl subseriber offers for sale that very

A nicely situated property in MIDDLE-

ON, County of Annapolis, and Provinoe of

Novs Seotia, on the Post Road and in the

nediate neighborhood of Railway Station,
Post Ofice and Church

AT S R . S

DMEy

“THE BEST

sToVE

IN-
« THE woRLP"

bopisH

NORE [N CAKE THAN OTHER MAKES,
Bath Brothesr’ Livery Stable.

=

L
®-

trot, and was soon plodding along with his
head close to the tail-board of the first
wagon. This was a humorous display of
intelligence on the part of the horse, for
the appeal to which he responded was
really a form of irony, and an ironic meau-
ing is not one which we commonly expect
a dumb animal to apprehend.—Boston Post.
_—

Oh, What a Cough.
Will you heed the warning? The signal
perhaps of the sure approach of that more
terrible disease, Consumption. Ask your-
selves if you can afford for the sake of
saving 60 cents, to run the risk and do
nothing for it. We know from experience
that Shiloh’s Cure will cure your Cough.
It never fails. This explains why more
than a Million Bottles were sold the past
year. It relieves Croup and Whooping
Cough at once. Mothers do not be without
it. For Lame Back, Side or Chest, use
Shiloh’s Porous Plasters. Sold by Drs.
DeBlois & Primrose, Bridgetown, and Dr.
| Morse, Lawrencetown.
—e s

—The Supreme Court of the United
States has rendered an opinion sustaining
the l"fyofEﬂ d n'i.polyg-
amy law, in a suit of the church Latter-
day Saints against the United States, which
came on appeal from a decision of the Su-
preme Court of Utah in favor of the United
States. That judgment is affirmed.

What It Will Do,

1 to 2 bottles of B. B. B. will cure Head-
ache. 1 to 2 bottles of B. B. B. will cure
Biliousness. 1 to 4 bottles of B. B. B, will
cure Constipation. 1 to 4 bottles of B. B.

Passengers c'x‘)lnveyed to all parts of the coun-

-five acres superior

pple Trees of choice

“convenieptly divided

y, tillage and pasture lands. Is well
, has & commedious and thoroughly
‘woodhouse, barn, stables, eto.,

THAN WOODBURY.

trq.n,t r rates.
eams in waiting at all trains.

Single or Double Teams for Wedding
Parties Farnished nt Short Notiee
and Fitted up in Best Style,

Livery Stable opposite Rink.
W.C. BATH.

» - = H.8.BATH-

BRIDGETOWN.

B. will cure ia. 1to 6 bottles of
B. B. B. will cure Blood. 1 to6 bot-
tles of B. B. B. will cure Scrofula. In any
iueroliefwillbehnd from the first few
oses.

—If one wishes to take things easy when
one is old, it will be necessary to take
many things that are not casy when one is

young.

—This doing the right thing at the right

time is the secret of success.

It was plain that his wife was with
Ellen in the controversy, and, as he march-
ed off toward the barn, he felt convinced
that he would have to give up.

«T don’t see why you should want us to
go away just now,” Mrs. Dickey said to
her daughter as the old man disappeared.

«Qh,” began Ellen, a trifle confusedly,
“T want you to get a good rest, and then
father is only in the way while I am get-
ting things to rights, and I want the satis-
faction of arranging everything for my
wedding just exactly to please myself, you
know.”

By judicious management Ellen at last
prevailed. Her younger brothers, Donald
and Bert, who thought all she did was
right, were pledged to help her through,
and they did theirpart faithfully. Neither
they, nor the older brothers, all of them
married now and settled in homes of their
own, would ever have been as strong willed
and fearless as Ellen. The deacon recog-
nized this fact.

«Jt's a pity Ellen ain’t nothing but a
girl,” he had always said.

Ane now that she was about to marry
young DeWitt Henderson and liveona farm
only a mile or more from home, she would
never have a chance to show how smart
she was.

«If she had only been one of the boys,
and one of the boys had been a girl in-
stead I thought the crochetty old deacon.

No sooner had the carriage containing
her father and mother rattled off in the
distance than Ellen and the boys began a
most extraordinary pirouetting around the
sitting-room.

«] want the men to begin this very min-
ute ! said Ellen.

80 do I1” chimed in Donald.

But Bert, though the youngest, was the
most conservative.

+No, they might come back for some-

good reasonings.

she exclaimed peevishly.

“Yes, it will! Father might do it!"

steeled the stern old man against her.

led defiantly, her saucy red lips wore an ex-
asperating smile ; but all her charms only

“The very mention of it stirs your
father all up. Now do let the matter
drop,” her mother said earnestly.

Ellee wiped her eyes and ontwardly ap-
peared to succumb to the inevitable ; but
in her heart she was just as determined as
ever that before her wedding day came
round the old house should be painted just
as she wanted it to be. If it were once
done, she did not believe that her father
would do anything more than sputter for
awhile, and she felt quite equal to calming
him down. But times we over-estimat
our strength.

“ At any rate I've got along all right so
far,” thought naughty Ellen, as she saw
her father and mother drive off for their
two weeks’ visit to Aunt Julia's. “TI've
saved enough money from my trousseau to
pay for everything, and it is nobody’s busi-
ness. The house shall be painted.”

The study which she and the boys gave
the paint card resulted in confirming their
previous opinion. They had ordered the
house to be painted a beautiful light brown,
with darker blinds and trimmings, but had
told the painter that they might still change
their minds at the last moment. It had
all been done so quickly ! But they were
satisfied with their first decision. The
colors were artistic, yet not at all odd.
Ellen did not want to give her father &
greater shock than she felt would be ne-
cessary:

The next morning the painters began.
As Ellen saw them fairly at work her heart
beat hard at the thought of her temerity ;
but she was in for it now, and as the work

and it became plain—to ber
and the boys—that the change would be a
decided improvement, she felt better.

She hurried the men as much as she could,

¢ Good-morning !"” he repeated, angrily.

¢ Yes, you have done your best to give me
a good-morning, haven't you? How dare
you speak to me so, you impudent, deceit-
ful hussey? Do you see those letters?” he
asked, pointing with a shaking finger to
the pile of correspondence beside him.
¢ Do you know what they are? They are
notifications to all the people invited to
your wedding, so far as I know them, that
no such wedding will take place here on
Christmas day. There are some half a
dozen other people on the list that I don’t
know, and I would thank you to write to
them and tell them the thing is off, as soon
as possible.”

The old man emphasized these words as

though he were afraid his resolutionp would
falter if there was any delay.

“(Certainly. I won’t lose a minute, I

promise you,” said Ellen, calmly.

¢ And then,” went on the old man, hot-

ly, “I want you to understand that this
last headstrong piece of folly of yours is
the last straw ; you have opposed and tor-
mented me in my own home for the last
time. Neither of my five boys—thank the
Lord—ever dared to deceive me and trifle
with me as you have done ?”

Naughty Ellen smiled. It seemed as

though, to use the deacon’s own expression
in relating the interview afterward to his
wife, ¢ the girl was possessed.”

As he saw the mocking look on her face,

his voice grew hoarse and thick. By this

time he was in a towering passion.

« Yes, you can go!” he roared. “Go
as quick as you can | Take all your traps
with you, and never step under my roof
again! You are no daughter of mine now!
I'll leave you out of my will! I'm no mil-
lionaire but—" 5

thing,” he said, prudently. “It's lucky

and by the time her expected parents were

¢ Now, father,” interrupted Ellen, with

two years since Deacon Dickley and his
daughter, although their homes were
scarcely more than a mile apart, had “ex-
changed a word or even se much as a look.
Mrs. Dickley went back and forth be-
tween Ellen’s house and her own, but she
was forbidden to mention her erring daugh-
ter's name in her husband’s presence.
«“QOh, dear! Where will it all end?”
sighed the gentle mother. *‘If she had
stolen, or done the most wicked thing pos-
sible, her father couldn’t fiave been more
against her than he is! 1 heartily wish I
could make him feel about it as I do; but
I can’t. He says he is angry forever, and,
for all I can see, so is Ellen.”
But Mrs. Dickley was mistaken. The
cares and responsibilities of motherhood ex-
panded and developed Ellen's nature.
When she hung over the cradle of her child
she remembered how fond her father had
always been of herself. She thoaght of
the old song,—
“ Be kind to thy father, for now he is old.”
And all its words, long forgotten, recurred
to her mind as she rocked her little one to
sleep.
« How I should feel if Sylvia here ever
treated me as I treated poor father!” she
said to herself. ‘I have been a member
of the church for many years, and I have
pretended to try to do right ; yet how im-
pertinent I was to my father! What an
absard thing I did to tease him! What
did I care about those fashionable people?
They are nothing to me nor [ to them! I
don’t blame father for being angry with
me, but "—a little natural resentment ris-
ing in spite of herself—*‘he needn’t have
spoiled my wedding and turned me out of
his hotise as if I were a criminal! There
wasn’t any need of going so far as that!
| But father goes to extremes in everything.
Poor father !” '

Her conviction of ber own duty in the
matter, however, bezcame daily clearer and

by which they get a living, and they could
turn the dividends of this capital from the
pockets of the money-lenders inte their
own. There is no other way of checking
the congestion of wealth and of promoting
its diffusion so expeditious, so certain and
so beneficent as this. I wish the working

!people would try this,— Washkington Glade

.den, in the Forum.
il

—Here is an item from New York testi
fying to the appreciation of the country
weekly in the great citiest

It would do the hearts of country edltors
good to ride up town on the elevated cars
on the afternoon of Friday and Saturday
in any week in the year. On these two
days a great many business men give only
a hasty glance at the evening papers and
then immediately draw from a pocket &
copy of a paper that is in marked contrast
to the city paper, so far as type and gene
eral appearance goes. The type is invari-
ably larger and the displays of advertise-
ments and headings to news articles com-
monly coarser. The ink is not alwaye
spread evenly over the page. Nevertheless,
the business man opens the paper to a page
devoted to village news and reads every
line there. After that he not infrequently
reads the village advertisements and gives
abrief look at the editorials. The city man
used to live in the village where that papes
was printed, and he recognizes the names
of people there as old acquaintances, and
commonly old friends. The village paper
comes like a letter from home to the city
man, who was once a villager.

—————eeeee

Practical Pointers.

As a simple, natural laxative, stomachic,
blood, brain and nerve tonic, when taken
as directed, the value of Burdock Blood
Bitters cannot be overestimated, while as
a cure for oonstigotion, indigestion, liver
diseases, impure blood, sleeplessness, mer<
vous and sick headache, it s the best that |
money can buy.




