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. -BABIES AND POBTS.
Some years since David Barker, a distinguished
poet in the State of Maine, on the birth of his
first child, wrote and published the following

pretty poem :

One night, as old St. Peter slept
He left the door of Heaven ajar,
When through a little angel crept,
And came down with a falling star.

One summer, as the blessed beams
Of morn approached my blushing bride

Awakened from some pleasant dreams
And found that angel by her side.

God grant but this—I ask no more—
That when he leaves this world of pain,

He'll wing his way to the bright shore
And find his road to Heaven again.

John G. Saxe, not to be outdone, in deeming
that injustice had been done St. Peter, wrote the

following as »
—St. Peter’s Reply—

~ Full eighteeri hundred years or more
I've kept my gate securely fast,
There has no “little angel” strayed,
Nor recreant thorugh the portals passed.

1 did not sleep as you supposed,

Nor left the gate of Heaven ajar,
Nor has a “little angel” left

And gone down with a falling star.

Go ask the blushi
If she don’t frankly own and say
That when she found that little bube
She found it in the good old way.

God grant but this—I ask no more—
That should your number still enlarge,
You will not do as done before,
And lay it to Old Peter’s charge.

DAVE THE HERO.

¢ Honeypath was a siding in the States,
where uccasional trains took water and passed
each other. Two or three log shanties, #ith-
out special pretensions to any architectural
dissimilarity, marked the site of the town,
distinguishing it from the vast area of im-
penetrable swamp that backed it, and the
arid waste of sandy bottom through which
the glistening polished rails of the grand
trunk line writhed and sinuated. Along the
glowing metal highway troops of both armies
passed and repassed, gazed at curiously by
the few old women and senile males left in
the village, but exciting no other emotion
than a blank curiosity that died out even be-
fore the white mist of dust stirred by the
soldiers’ feet had settled behind the retfeat-
ing bands.

Dave was a native of Honeypath, and liv-
ing with an aged tather in one of the shan-
ties. Sue dwelt with her mother in another
near by. Dave’s father was a hot-blooded
Southerner, whose patriotism answered to
the first call to arms, but Dave was timid,
fearful of the smell of powder, and refrainad
from action, preferring to suffer the op-
probrious epithets which were liberally be-
stowed upon him, and the contempt of the
county generally, to facing he knew not what
horror upon the battlefield.

Dave was simply a coward and accepted
meekly the obloquy which the condition im-
posed, not even the tsunts and cutting
sarcasm of pretty Sue Spivey being able to
rouse the instincts of battle in his craven
soul. ¢

Before the strife ended Sue’s mother was
gathered to her final rest, being put out of
sight in the little sandy graveyard, with only
the comment of two remaining meighbors.
And then Dave and Sue toiled early and late
in order to wring a living from the starving
acres.

One day Dave was working among the
young potato vines in an open arid field be-
hind the cabin, when Sue ran out to him in
troubled haste.

“Oh, Dave, I'm pow’tul skeered!” she
panted.

“*Skeered of what?’ he asked, without in-
termission of the bent labor.

*‘Some—some soldiers just went down the
road an’ they spoke to me—sassy like.” She
hesitated, and Dave looked up to see her
pretty face scarlet and her brows bent to-
gether in angry lines.

““Well, what did they all say?” he demand-
ed, in his accustomed slow drawl, after wait-
ing in vain for her to proceed.

“Thel ’'lowed they all was a-comin’ back.”

*“Who was they, enny how?”’ he asked un-
easily, his face blanching in anticipation of

theﬁrtial visit.
“They was Mosby’s men,

they was tive of 'em.”

“QOur fellers?” a little surprised and
straightening his back. ‘‘Come on back to
the house, Sue, and shouldering his hoe, he
trudged stolidly on before. ‘Don’t you be
skeered,” he continued, as they reached the
yard, *I reckon they won’t do nothin’.”

Of the two it would have been manifest to
the most casual observer that he was the
worst ‘‘“Ykeered,” but he walk on till they
reached’ the house, and Sue cried out:
“Yonder they come now—all five.”

Dave’s face blanched to a sallow whiteness,
but he pulled her quickly inside the door.

**What you gwine to do?’ Sue asked ner-
vously, keeping near her cousin; but he ap-
parently did not hear. He had taken down
arifle. -

““What you gwine to do, Dave?’ the gir]
persisted, coming closer and laying her hand
on his arm. Dave shook several cartridges
into the cyclinder of the rifle, and waited in

bride, and see

I ’lowed, an’
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touched him. ' Only a few more moments to
wait, and then the last act in the common-
place little tragedy. A loud pounding at the
rickety cabin door, and a derisive imperative
voice demanded:

“Hi, in there, open up, or we'll mak
splinters of yer -ol' door!” The threat was
garnished by several strong expletives and
accompanied with more vicious pounding.

Then for answer went the spiteful snap of
the rifle, followed by a surprised howl of
pain, more voluble profanity, and footsteps
in rapid retreat.

Dave went to the window, and through a
knot hole in the shutter reviewed the situa-
tion of the enemy. Then through the aper-
ture the rifle again spoke with decisive,
leaden emphasis, and when the smoke clear-
ed away the man inside beheld one of the
besiegers lying prone across the freshly hoed
potato rows, while another limped painfully
in the rear of the retreating trio.

In the short silence that followed the last
shot the arid topography of Honeypath seem-
ed to flash bofore Dave’s vision,each peculiar-
ity standing out strong and clear. The fine
white sand covered everywhere with fat-
leaved prickly-pear and cactus chat bloomed
perpetually in big buttered-colored flowers;
the bright, blazing sky, the heat that rose
up and hung heavily over man and beast, the
many insects that sat out in the furnace-like
sun, rattling shrilly with very joy. Then
the dense shade of the murky shadowed
swamp and the big scaly-backed scorpions
and dainty multi-colored lizards that played
an eternal game of hide and seek’ among the
rotting rails of the old snake fence.

The trio had disappeared into the swamp,
and Dave calmly refilled his rifle, waiting as
though lost in thought. Presently from the
rear of the cabin came the harsh command.

“You cowardly bushwhacker in there,
come out and fight like a man! If ye don’t
we’ll burn ye and yer shanty an’ the gal with

ye.
There was no opening in the rear of the

cabin, the logs were thick and the chinks
were well stopped with clay, so that Dave
could not return a leaden answer to this
brutal challenge. He fingered the rifle
nervously and looked at Sue.

Oh, Dave, don’t open the door,” she plead-
ed, meeting the earnest look bent on her
face from the brim of Dave’s frouzy slouch
hat, “I ain’t afeered to burn.”

His lips blanched, his knees were wobbly
with fear, but he had not forgotton one boast
of his poor, pinched life, uttered long ago:
““Toe purtec’ yo honah an’ happiness I 'ap
th'ow away my wuthless life.” He ut-
tered the words again monotonously, finger-
ing the rifle that was held limply in his shak-
ing hands.

In that moment Dave, who had all his life
long borne meekly the scorn and opprobrium
attached to the character—he whom hereto-
fore nothing could arouse to a sense of his
degradation—calmly arose to the very pin-
acle of heroism.

“I'm coming out,” he called, and shooting
out the bolt he stood on the cabin step be-
fore them.

““Fall back and give him a show: he’s com-
ing out, boys!” Sue clung to him pleading,
«Dave, don’t: there’s four toone. Don’t go.
But he pushed her gently back into the room.

*‘Bolt the door behind me !” he said, and
passed out.

Sue stood motionless in the centre of the
room watiing for it to begin. Dave pulled
the trigger of his gun and turned the corner,
and instantly four weapons barked out with
one voice.

Sue heard something heavy fall against the
side of the cabin, then instantly the sharp
clear utterance of a rifle answered the car-
bines again and still again. One carbine
only answered; then all was still; only the
fretful warbling of a wren in the nearby
Cherokee rose hedge breaking the tense sil-
ence of the drowsy afternoon hush.

Anxiety conquermg terror, Sue drew back
the bolt, throwing the door wide open. A
broad stream of yellow light and a rush of
heat met her, passing over a figure on its
knees that always trembled at the sight of
deep water. Dave was gasping his last breath.
Bleeding and shattered, he crept to her feet,
after the manner of a faithful dog, to die.

In the grave, gray eyes that were raised to
hers there was the light of the exaltation of a
passing spirit, triumphant over the shadow of
death which already darkened them. His
lips moved in the contortion of a smile that
broke into an articulate murmur.

“I done said that to purtec’ yo’ honah and
happiness [ would th’'ow away my wuthless
life— an’ I done hit.”

And Dave, with the crimson glory of his
“wuthless life’s” blood streaming from many
wounds, passed to the judgment reserved for
him from the beginning of all things.

The wren shivered out her fragmentary
song to heaven, the perfume of the Chero-
kee rose filled the air with the fading day,
and the setting sun, streaming through the
cabin door. touched the still figure of Dave,
wrapping him in molten splendor as though
mn the face of a dying god.

Poor Dave, though a coward all his life
long, he had earned the reward of heroism
at the very end. ‘‘Greater love hath no man

silence, app.rentiy not aware that Sus had

boosad .

y IFYOU
HAVE

WEAK BACK,
LAME BACK,
BACKACHE,

LUMBAGO OR
RHEUMATISM,

Doan’s KiDNEY PILLS

WILL CURE YOU.

DO YOUR HANDS OR FEET SWELL?
P SO YOU HAVE WEAK KIDNEYS. DOAN'S
PILLS WILL STRENGTHEN THEM.

HAVE YOU DROPSY, KIDNEY OR URI-
NARY TROUBLES OF ANY KIND? IF SO,
DOAN'S PILLS WILL CURE YOU.

SOMETHING WORTH KNOWING.

NBADACHES, DIZZINESS, FRIGHTFUL
DREANS, DISTURBED SLEEP, DROWSI-
NESS, FORGETFULNESS, COLD CHILLS,
NERVOUSNESS, ETC., ARE OFTENCAUSED-
BY DISORDERED KIDNEYS.

EVEN IP YOUR NENORY IS DEFECTIVR
YOU SHOULD ALWAYS RENMENBER THAT
DOAN'S PILLS CURE ALL KIDNEY TROU-
BLES, .AND EVERY DOSE HELP® THMR

QURE.
SOLD AT ALL DRUG STORES.

than this that a man lay down his life for his
friends.”

el

Listowel, Sept. 22nd, 1896.
Edmanson Bates & Co.,

Gentlemen,—I have pleasure in saying that Dr.
Chase’s Ointment, Pills and Catarrh Cure and Lin-
seed and Turpentine are selling well, and are giv-
ing every satisfaction. Many of my customers have
spoken highly in their praise. ours truly,

A. J. HACKIN G.
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Sawdust as Merchandise.

Sawdust as an article of merchandise 18 not
calculated to excite the commercial cupidity
ot ambitious merchants, yet, prosaic and
commonplace as is the commodity itself, it
affords a distinctive branch of trade, and
ranks as a thriving though limited offshot of
the larger industries. In Philadelphia, says
the Times of that city there are perhaps half
a dozen dealers in sawdus’, and they have as
much as they can do all the year round to
supply the demand.

These dealers obtain their supply mainly
from the lumber mills and packing box manu-
factures of the city but as these sources are
not always sufficient, they import quite a
quantity of sawdust from the southern lumber
mills, one firm alone getting as much as three
carloads a month in this way.

Sawdust reaches the consumer in bags,
which contain three bushels and weigh 45 to
#0 pounds each. The dealer’s waggon goes
over a regular route every day serving
its regular customers, and at the end of the
week collecting the empty bags. The
largest users of sawdust are the cold-storage
warehouses. each of which will take from 50
to 60 bags per week, and the large meat
houses, which use from 15 to 25 bags a week.
Next in order as consumers come hotels,
dry goods stores, office buildings, butchers
and Yrocery stores, fish and oyster markets,
icehouses and saloons.

Ordinarily, there are two grades of saw-
dust, fine and coarse. The former is mostly
used for smoking meats, such as hams,
shoulders and dried beef, and is obtained
from walnut’ brier root, cottonwood, red
cedar, oak, hickery and pine. The coarse
grade comes from yellow pme and poplar.
and is used for cleaning purposes and packing.

Sawdust is sold at retail from 15 to 20 cents
per bag, according to weight, and the price is
the same for all kinds except one. The ex:
ception is boxwood sawdust, which is very
hard to get, and brings as high as $2.50 a
bag when selected for packing purposes by
jewellers.

Common sawdust is used for packing some
kinds of bottled goods, such as ink, cologne,
pickles, shoe blacking, bicycle cements and
oils. It is used for packing eggs and also for
some polishing purposes, but the chief use of
large quantities of this material is in sweep-
ing floors. Great quantities are thus utilized,
and much is also spread upon floors, where it
lies for several days at a time before it is re-
newed. Sawdust for sweeping is usually
dampened a little, and it is not unusual to
clean carpets in this way. Hotels and large
department stores use great quantities for
such purposes, and expend perhaps $200 a
year on this commodity.

RUB_Y:_ LIPS

And a Clear Complexion the Pride of Wo-
marf--Have you Lost these Charms
through Torpid Liver,Constipa-
tion, Biliousness or
Nervousness.

Dr. Agnew’s Liver Pills will Restore them
to you—40 Little ‘‘Rubies” in vial
20 Cents.

A pleasure to take them. Act like a charm.
Never gripe. Pleasant laxative doses, and
a certain cure.

e

Painstaking.

“Henrietta doesn’t seem to believe any-
thing she sees in the newspapers,” said Mr.
Meekton, thoughtfully.

“It’s a good thing not to be too credulous.”

“‘Yes; but she goes too far. She can’t even
read the advertisement of a bargain sale
without going in person to find out whether
it is true in every particular.—Washington
Star,

1897.
AFTER 30 YEARS EXPERIENCE

We have completed and under construction the best lot of THRESHERS in the Dominien.
of Canada. Parties who contemplate purchasing this season had better leave us their ee-
ders as early as possible. We find the average cost of keeping twelve machines in repete:
(including teeth) for seven years, has been under $3.00 each per year. With the preseat
rices for oats, farmers’ cannot afford to purchase inferior Threshers that will cost $50 ee
360 a year to keep in repair. The best are the cheapest, and that is the kind v e make.
We also keep in stock in addftion to our No. Al., No. 10 and No. 6 CAST PLOWS,,
the Justly Celebrated STEEL PLOW No. 21, that took the medal in Chicage in 1898
This is proving itself to be *“THE PLOW?” for this county. Come and see it.
sm%In connection with our already complete line of CYL. PARLOR, and numerees
tterns of COOK STOVES, we are introducing a new Cook Stove, the ‘‘HONOGE.
RIGHT”. We would like your opinion of it.
Don’t forget that this is the proper time to procure a FURNACE.

" SMALL & FISHER CO. L'td.

Woodstock, N, B,

THE WOODSTOCK

WOODWORKING GOMPANY

LIMITED.
——MANUFACTURERS OF——
Church Fewss, Dooxss,
School Desliks, Windows,
Sheathing, Mouldings,
Shop EF'ronts, EFloox»ing,

And every variety of Finish for Houses and Churches.

Window and Door Screens,
INCREASED FACILITIES.

SHINGLES AND CLAPBOARDS FOR SALE.

VERY LOW

We are selling Fruit Jars very low. Why? Be-
cause we have a large stock of the following sizes:
Pints, Quarts and Half Gallons.

Our stock of Groceries is complete, and we make a
special effort to get the est Goods, so that we
can guarantee them.

Give us a call and we will give you good value.

We have them i

NOBLE & TRAE"TON,
TelQhone 42-2. 63 Main Street.

School Books

Are now in order. My stock 1s now

complete. Slates, Pencils, Paper, Scrib-

blers Finest lines of S:ationery. AR
New Canadian History for use in schools.

WW. . EVERETT, Woodstock.

Fruit & Canned Goods

Bananas Always Fresh, Pears and Peaches Daily Imported,
Wild Fruits in Season.

Everything scholars need.
the Latest and Best Novels.

Canned Beans, Pumpkins, Peas, Strawberries, Apples, Tomatoes,
Corn, Peaches, also, Fish and Meats.

All Groceries Fresh and at low prices for cash. Biscuits from the
Queen Biscuit Company, of St. John, Just Received.

C. M. SHERWOOD & BRO.




