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happy as a king. Seemed to me like 
there was a good breakfast 
house in the land, and not a sick child or
woman anywhere. It was a fine momm;

«And I says to my neighbor : that 
music, that is.’

“But he glar’d'mt me
cut my throat. .

“Presently the wind turned ; it begun
Uganda kind of gray™* 

came over things ; I got low-spmtod dj 
ectly. Then a silver rain began to fall.
I could see the drops touch the ground ;

flashed up like long pearl eai-nnga 
.nd the rest rolled away like round nv 
hies. It was pretty but melancholy. 
Then the pearls gathered themselves into 
long strands and necklaces, and then 
they melted into thin silver stream*, run
ning between golden gravels, and then 
the streams joined each other at the 
bottom of the hill, and made a brook 
that flowed silent, except that you cnld 

the music, especially when 
the batiks moved as the 

along down the valley. I ^ 
flowers in the meadow.

the birds

for he gave up hie work, took to drink
ing and carousing and spent his money 
freely and ill. ' Dr HÜ1, in whose 
hands his money was, cheated him ont 
of all tut a few hundred dollars. 
When he lost his property his sweet-' 
heart jilted him and people say it 
turned his brains a little, but I’ve 
always found him sensible enough.

“He never married but shut himself 
up in his little cottage with his books U 
and for a long time never had any
thing to do with anybody. He read 
all the time and people say that he has 
read about every book that has ever 
been written. Peor old man I he’s all 
broken down and still drinks more 
than is good for him at times, 
war such a gay, handsome lad in the 

old days !”
A MEMORY OF LONGFELLOW.

Aunt Patience ended with a little 
sigh. She put dewn her knitting and 
leaving me alone for a few moments 
returned with a glass of rich, sweet 
milk, asking roe as she took up her 

seen Mr

■'SCHOOLING FACILITIES.Met folks, 
since I can<|hc %taà\ ‘ “Why, they are just poor 

They’ve lived there 
remember. It’s not a bad place in 

but it’s auful lonesome in 
The road is all snowed up,

in everyiattf everHOMES FOR_THE PEOPLE.

“The earth is the Lord’s and the fullness 
thereof,”

Said God’s most holy word ;
The water hath fish, and the land hath 

flesh,
And the air hath many a bird ;

And the soil is teeming o’er all the earth;
And the earth has numberless lands ; 

Yet millions of hands want acres,
And millions of acres want hands !

ticFRIDAY at the office*; Published on 
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winter.
and after the first heavy storm it is as 
much as your life is worth to try to 
get to the village. So they’re caged 
up there till the spring thaw.”

“Don’t the children go to school ? ’ 
“Yes ; when they get old enough to 

their board they stop in the village
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Sunlight, and breezes, and gladsome 
flowers,

Are over the earth spread wide ;
And the good God gave these gifts to 

men—
To men who on earth abide ;

Yet thousands are toiling in poisonous 
gloom,

And shackled with iron bands,
While millions of hands want acres,
And millions of acres want hands !

Never a foot hath the poer man here,
To plant with a grain of com ;

And never a plot where his child may cull 
Fresh flowers in the dewy mom.

The soil lies fallow—the woods grow 
rank ;

Yet idle the 
Oh, millions o
And millions of acres want hands !

the following 
cens (plain and

earn
and go to school awhile in the winter- 
Madge was down last winter but she 
didn’t learn much ; my little sister can 
read better’n she can. She stopped at 
the Widder B.’s. The widder says 
she’d never take her another winter, 

slow and never opens her

some

arid he

ETONNES,
&c. sbê’s so

mouth to say anything. She’s awful 
poor company. But you just ought to 
hear her ting 1 She can sing just like 

a bird.”
One evening Tom took me to see 

“Aunt Patience,” a quaint, little gen
tlewoman with soft, brown eyes, and 
high, smooth forehead. She was the 
oldest lady in the village and knew the 
dates of all the marriages, births and 
deaths in the surrounding country for 

back. She told me the 
“Sher-

kinder see 
the hushes onB5ETING3,
music went 
could smell the 
But the sun didn’t shine, nor

it was a foggy flay, but not cold.
the little

poor man stands ! 
f hands want acres,

work again if I had ever 
Longfellow.

This question was asked me several 
times; all the people seemed very 
much interested in him and listened 
with delight to any anecdotes or stories 
of him. I could not find any one who 
had not read the story of “Evange
line” or had it recited to him ; 
the children were familiar with it 

The beautiful, pathetic idyl has 
found its way into the homes and 
hearts of all these people. Ia many of 
the farmhouses only two books are to 
be found—the Bible and Longfellow's

■agi ,.
“The most curious thing was 

white angel-hoy, like you see in pic-
.. .__ «hiMul of the musictures, that run aaeau ui

brook and let it on, and on, away out of 
the world, where no man ever was, cer
tain. I could see that hoy just as plain
as I see you, then the moonlight came, 
without any sunset, and shoneonthe 

graveyards, where some few ghosts lifted % 
their hands and went over the wall, and 

the black, sharp-top trees splen- 
with fine

Who hath ordained that the tew should 
hoard

Their millions of useless gold ?
And rob the earth of its fruits and flowers 

While the profitless soil they hold 1 
Who hath ordained that a parchment- 

scroll
Shall fence round miles of lands, 

When millions of hands want acres,
And millions of acres want hands ?

’Tis a glaring lie on the face of day— 
This robbery of men’s rights !

’Tis a lie, that the word of the Lord 
disowns—

Tis a curse that burns and blights ! 
And ’twill bum and blight till the people
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"vrssrïïïïdd» many years
story of Bip Van Winkle, or 
man Rogers” as she «died him, knit
ting quietly but rapidly all the while. 

the local van winkle.
“Mr Rogers, Sherman’s father, was 

a wealthy gentleman of Halifax. He 
retired from business and settled in 
the Cornwallis V alley, 
worked any himself but hired a min 

His wife
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Express east close at 5 2» p.

Post Master.
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'ETS
did marble houses rose up, 
ladies in the lit-up windows; and men 
that loved ’em, but could never get 
a-uigh ’em, and played on guitars under 
the trees, and made me that miserable I 
could have cried, because I wanted to 
love somebody, I don’t know who bet
ter than the men with thegjjStfs did.

«Then the son went dpwu, it-got dark, 
the wind moaned and wept like a tost 
child for its dead mother, and I coula a 
got up then and there and preached a 
better sermon than any Lever listened to 
Therhwasn t a thing in the world left to 
live fob riot a blame thing, arid yet I 
didn’t want the music to stop one bit.
It was happier to be miserable than to 
be happy without being• miserable. I 
couldn’t undersffed it. I hung my 
head and pulled,eut my handkerchief 
and blew my nose loud to keep me from 
cryin’. My eyes is weak anyway ; I 
didn’t want anybody to be a gazm at me 
a snivlin’, and its nobody’s business what

It’s mine. But t
mad as blazes.

PEOPLE’S BANK OF HALIFAX.
Open from 9 a.m. to 2 p.m. Closed on

Saturday at 12, noorn^ ^ >gent

making in our 
thing fresh and

He never
And swear while they break their 

bands,
That the hands shall henceforth have 
And the'acres henceforth have hands !

At 3W P * Sabbath School at 11 a. m. 
Prayer Meeting on Wednesday at 7 30 pm.

“Evangeline/*to take charge of the farm, 
had died young, 
bods and several daughters, were left 
in the care of their fa.'her and hired 
girls,—but they were left mostly with 
die girls as Mr Rogers was a sporting 

and seldom at home. So they 
have much of any bringing

HINC! his children, twoso
How “Ruby” Played.

y aTH.4 offDDJ A AT—JU a
PLAYING.

heard Rubinstein

Y. BAPTIST CHURCH-RcvTA Higgfoe,
Pastor—Services^

‘ Tuesday at 7 39
pm and Thursday at 7 30 p ».

MUSIC
ACCOUNT OF RUBINSTEIN 8l&tatsimi Stars.
“Jud, they say you 

play in New York.”
“I did, in the cool.’’
“Well, tell us about it.” ___
“What ! me ? I might as well tell you 

about the creation ef the world.”
“Come, now ; no mock modesty. Go 

ahead.”
“Well, sir, he had tMe 

gest, catty-corned est pi 
laid eyes on ; sometbiqj 
billiard table on three legs. The lid was 
hoisted, and mighty well it was. If it 
hadn’t been he’d a tore the entire inside 
clean out, and scattered 'em 
winds of heaven.’’

“Played well did he ?”
“You bet he did ; but don’t inter- 

When he first sit down he

Tie Lati ot Emplie. man
didn’tMETHODIST CHURCH-Bcv K Bar 

mss Pastor-Services every Sabbath at 
no# a m and 7 30 p m. Sabbath ochool 
at » 30 a m. Prayer Meeting on ibursday 
at 7 30 pm.

np.
the oldest child, was a 

and humored 
sent away to

A Summer Day’s Letter
— FROM—

grand PRE.

SMILING SSBiES MID IQCAl LESEMDS.
of “Boston Commercial 

Bulletin."

Concluded.
Tom repeated his request and hojfed 

that Mrs M. could spare Madge, as the 
berries were ripening so fast that they 
would lose a great many if they could
n0t“wL5elyes ; I guess I can let her hThand. His father saw him

She’s drttfufehi'Fless and not f and turned him out of doors to ng 
much good here. I’d rather do the him never to come near the bons 

work myself, if 1 am sick, than to see 
her sozzlin’ ’round half asleep all the 

time.”
“Come on, Madge, your ma says 

you may go. Hurry up and don’t 
keep us waiting all day !”

She reluctantly withdrew her lumin
ous blue eyes from some distant object 
at which she had been gazing indiffer
ently while hef mother was talking, 
turned them frill upon us and then up
on her mother, apparently waiting for

“Sherman,
very pretty lad, petted 
by every one till he was 
schapl in Halifax. When he left school 
and returned home he could not seem 

with his sisters’ and brother, 
hot-tempered lot and 

themselves all the

E! S. JOHN’S CHURCH, Wolf ville. 
Divjne Worship will oe held (D V) in 

the above Church as follows r- 
Sunday, Martins and oermon at 11 a m 

V Evensong and oermon at I p 
Wed., Evensong and Sermon at 7 30 pm

Tub Hail, Hokton.-Divine ^^ship 
will be conducted in the above Hall as

lamedest, big
ler you ever 
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to agree 
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quarreled among
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"mg news and 
comparison to 

supplied our 
î them depart 
who feel tuat

time. I do with my nose, 
some several glared at me 
Then, all of a sudden, old Rubin changed 
his tune. He ripped out and he rai’di^ 
he tipped, and tar’d, he pranced and he, 
charged like a grand entry at a circus.
-Feared to me that all the gas in the 
house was turned on at once, things got 
so bright, and I lift up my head ready to 
look any mari in the face, and not afraid 
of nothin’. It was a areas, and a brass 
band, and a big ball all goin, on at the 
same time. He lit into them keys like 
a thousand of brick ; he give ’em no rest, 
day or night; he set every livens’joint 
in me a goin’, and not bein’ able to stand 
it no longer, I jumped sprang onto my 
seat, and jest hollered :

“Go it, my Rube /”
“Every blamecÇ man, woman and 

child in the house riz on me, and shout
ed ‘Put him out ! put him out !’

« ‘pat vour great grandmother's griz
zly gray greenish cat into th- middle of 
next month!’ Isays. ‘Tech me if you 
dare ! I paid my money; and you jest 
come a-nigh me !’

“With that, some several policemen 
run up, and I had to slimmer down. 1 
But I would a fit any fool that laid banda 

for I was bound to hear Ruby

to the four“One day Sherman became angry 
with hie sister Martha and in a blind 

chased her with a largeSunday, Evensong and sermon at 3 pm 
Thursd’y Evensong and sermon at 7 p m 

J U Buggies, M A, Rector. 
Robert W Hudgell, 

(Divinity Student of King’s College).

rupt me.
’geared to keer mighty little ’boat play-
rf, and wisht he hadn’t come. Hetwee-
dle-leede’d a little on the 4pk, and 
twoodle-loodle’d some on the base—just 
foolin’ and borin’ the thing’s jaws for 
bein’ in his way. And 1 says to a man 

next to me, s’l : ‘What sort of 
fool playin’ is that V 
“Heish !’ but presently his hands 
menced chasin’ one another up and down 
the keys, like a parcel of rats scamperin' 
through a garret very swift. Parts of it 
was sweet, though aad reminded me of 
a sugar squirrel turning the wheel of 
a candy cage.

“ ‘Now,’ I says to my neighbor, be a 
showm’ off. He thinks he’s a-doin’ of it 
but he ain’t got no idee, no plan of noth
in’. If he’d play me a tune of some
kind or other I’d----- ’

“But my neighbor says ‘Hash !’ very
impatient.

“I was 
home, bein’ 
when I heard a little bird waking up a- 
way off ia the woods, anduatt sleepy-like 
to bis mate, andl b**ed up *nd see 
that Rubin was begriming to take some 
interest in his business, and 
gain. It was the peep of day. The light 
Lne faint from the east, the breezes 
Wowed gentle and fresh, some 
birds waked up in the orchard, then some 
more in the trees near the house, and aF
begun tingin’together. People began to

and the gal opened the shutters 
Just then the first beam of the sun fell 
upon the blossoms a leetle more, and it 
techt the rosea on the hushes, and the

but it does pay 
lines clean arid go-

again.
“I was a young 

husband alive, and my children were 
with me. I Uved down at Lower 
Horton, near the Gasperean river. 
One day, as I stood in the porch wad- 

bo dinner, I

ling daily and 
ibably never in 
ly as mw. We 
lansted) selling 
y in England.

Bt FRANCIS (R. c y-Rev T M Daly, 
BT the last Sunday of

woman then, my
p p_Mass 11 OU am 
each month. r

Bt GEORGE'S LODGE, A. F 1* A. kL, 
meets at their Hall on the second ,Friday 
o, each month at 7*

settin'
And he says,

common have been, 
what is home: ing for the men to come 

saw a man come 
grove and go

Just then John and Will came 
up, and I asked them if they knew 
who that fellow was, telling them that 
I had seen him every day that week, 
when the tide was out digging in the

out of the spruce 
down to the shore and

“ORPHEUS” LODGE, IOOF, mjfets
intddfcliows- Hall, on Tuesday of ^tch 

week, at 8 o’clock p. m.

WOLFYLLLE"DIVISION S of T meet* 
•veiy Monday evening m their Hail. 
Writer’s Block, at 7.30 o ciotk.

ACADIA LODGE, I. O. G. T. meets 
every Saturday evening in Music Hall a 
7.00 o’clock.

ah sale. Come 
ake you smile, 
the welfare of 

ieen enabled to 
Watch Making 
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dig.

y orders.
“No ; she ain’t ready. She can’t go 

back with you now, but the ole man s 
going down to the village to-night and 

he’ll fetch her.”
Tom turned the horse about and 

drove off with a parting injunction to 
and come, which she

mud.
“Will spoke up and said :

Why, mother, that’s Sher Rogers, 
father turned him out of

a i \
Since his 
doors, he has slept in the spruce grove 
and digs clams at low water for his 

Can’t I ask him to have dm-
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Life Insurance.
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the usuhl price 
to half past six 
get to Cnurch 

s spring bonnet 
r beloved pastor 
a great herb but

light also bring 
xt term in aboutj 
>e some kind of

just about to git up and go 
tfred of that foolishness,Madge to be 

apparently 
failed to answer.

“I’ll start her off,” said the mother, 
flinging a scornful glance at the girl, 
who was slowly rising. I looked back 
and watched her till we reached the 
wood. She stood perfectly calm and 

her beautiful round figure

sure
did not hear, or at least dinner. on me,

out or die. ^
“He had changed his tune again. He 

hog-light ladies and tip-toéd fine from 
eend to eend of the key-board. He 
played soft, and few and solemn. I 
heanl the church bells over the hills. 
The candles of heaven was lit, one by 
one ; I saw the stare rise. The great 
organ of eternity began to play from the 
world’s end to the world's end, and all 
the angels went to prayers. * • 
the muffle changed to water, full of feel
ing that couldn’t be thought, and began 
to drop—urip, drop, dnp, drop, dear 
and sweet, like tears of jo/ falling into 

Concluded on fourth page.

with us to-day ?’
“1 said ‘yes' and he called him in.
“Well, that invitation seemed to set 

the example, and after that the man 
lived about from house to house. He 
had read a great deal, was 
talker and people 
him as he was such good company. 
But by and by he took to drink and 
people wouldn’t have him round, so he 
decided to ge to work. He gave up 
drinking, worked hard and steadily 
and had begun to save money when 
his father suddenly died and left him 
a large amount of property.

“This sefced to he the ruin of him

ner

a ready more
glad to seewerelong as people 

clocks and jew-
motionlees, 
outlined against the dark hues of the 
gky, her head turned with the same 
indifferent way from her mother, who 
seemed to be scolding her seriously, 
judging from her excited gesticulations.

“What kind of people are they, 
drove slowly

WOLFVILLE, N. B. . Thennext door to the stirSept. 19th 1884
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Tom ?” I asked as we 
through the woods, fragrant with the 
frWn of hemlock and pine.

fairly blazed, the-birds tong 
split that little throat»; all the leave»S CO, -
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