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FAITH. 

1 heard the bluebird yesterday; 
‘ So now I know 
That winter hath an end, 
And underneath the snow 
The mayflowers wait, all patiently 

For syringe find Sawn, 
That after winter's night 

Will come the Easter morn, 

A CHANCE DECISION. 
ladies visiting Miss 

~ Annie Castleton, and the two young 
lady friends who were spending their 
vacation with her, formed a pretty group 
on the lawn in front of Mr. Castleton’s 
‘suburban residence that sunny autumn 
afternoon. 
A silence had succeeded an hour of 

merry chatter, and only the rasping call 
of the crickets broke the stillness. 
A solitary bicyclist flashed down the 

almost deserted street, raising his hat in 
smiling recognition as he passed. 
The young hostess raised her head 

‘slightly, but without changing her posi- 
tion, and followed his stalwart figure 
with wistful eyes as long as it was in 
sight. 

“Heigh-ho!” Minnie Ashton broke 
the stillness with a si “Leap year is 
nearly over, more is the pity! I wonder 
how many have taken advantage of its 
be and how many more will 

re it is over?’ 
Annie Castleton’s cheeks flushed, as 

she withdrew her eyes from the turn in 
the road where rider and wheel had dis- 
appeared, and glanced furtively at her 
companions to see if the direction of her 
gaze had been observed. 
With a sigh of relief, she decided that 

no one had been observing her, and 
turned to the speaker to ask, smilingly: 
“Why ‘more is the pity,” Minnie? 

“You,” with marked emphasis, “‘are not 
thinking of taking advantage of it?” 

‘“No,” replied Miss Ashton. blushin 
*‘I spoke thoughtlessly. Had 

given my words a second thought, I 
vhonld not have said that. The truth 
is. I was thinking of Charley Harris. It 
was seeing him ride by, I suppose,” she 
wided, half apologeticaliy. 5 
Again the color tinged Annie Castle- 

tou’s cheeks, as she looked keenly at the 
~ speaker; but Minnie's eyes met her own 

frankly and innocently. 
“Did you know Mr. Harris and Fan- 

nie Landon are engaged, Minnie?” she 
asked, quietly. 
Yes,” nodded Minnie; “that is, I 

have heard so, and it was of that I was 
thinking, wondering, if she had not 
taken advantage of leap year.” 
“Why? asked one of the ladies; for 

Miss Castleton did not speak. 
“Why?” echoed Miss Ashton, in a sur- 
i tone. ‘‘Because I cannot con- 

ceive that a man like Charles Harris can 
aged love a ghallow, conceited butter-. 
fly Ii e Fanny Landon—can you?” 

“She is unfortunate in having won 
our disapproval,” evasively replied the 
ady addressed. “I found her very 
pleasant.” 

“So did I,” responded Minnle. “She 
is in some respects a model, but she is 
shallow, just the same. She is pleasant; 
so is the froth of a syllabub, but one 
cannot live on froth. I am sure that 
she would break with Mr. Harris to- 
morrow, if she could make what she 
would consider a more eligible match. 
Don’t you think she would?” 
, “You are severe,” commented the 

y. 
“I am truthful,” retorted Minnie, 

but you evaded the question.” 
“To return to your first suggestion,” 

gaid the lady. who had observed that the 
hostess was ill at ease. ‘Do you seri- 
ously think that it would be well for 
ladies to take advantage of leap year?’ 

“Yes, i «l0,” replied Miss Ashton. 
“It migut cause a great many unéyual 

marriages, and secure good husbands 
for some shallow, conceited women,” 
5 1 the lady. 

iss Ashton smiled good-humoredly. 
“So it might,” she agreed, ‘in some 

cases; but a man would have no need to 
let his gallantry run away with his com- 
men sense, or be so bewitched by a 
preity face that he could not refuse to 
marry a woman who was not his equal; 
for he would have the privilege of 
refusing, if he wished. If he had not 
etamnina enough for that, he would de- 
serve to be tied for life to a woman 
whose choice would show that she had 
more sense than he did. It seems tome 
that in the case of an unhappy marriage 
the fate of the woman is worse than is 
that of the man. He has hopes and in- 
terests and ambitions outside of his 
Lome, but she has not. ‘lherefore she 
should have every opportnnity to make 
a wise choice. What folly it 1s, then, to 
Low to a custom that says you shall 
take the man that chooses you, no mat- 
ter what your own choice would have 
a , or you shall go unmarried all your 

e. 
“Novels and romances to the contrary 

. notwithstanding,” she continued, ‘‘there 
are few of usthat have more than two, 
or at the most three, offers of marriage. 
1 know a number of good women who 
have had but one, and several estimable 
women who have had none at all; bur a 
man may choose from the whole circle 
of bis feminine friends and acquaint- 
ances, and win the one of his choice if 
he can. What should you think of a 
lady who—supposing she went into a 
store to purchase a pair of ghoes, if the 
werchant, without looking at her feet, 
or asking what she would like, should 
hand out a pair, saving, ‘You can have 
these or none’—would meekly pay for 
them, take them away and actually 
wear them?” 

**Oh, ridiculous!” laughed one. 
“The illustration is, certainly,” re. 

plied Miss Ashton, *‘but the idea is all 
right. Of course it is custom only that 
has bound us; but what folly to follow 
it year after year making its bands yet 
harder for those that come after!” 
The young hostess looked at the 

speaker with approving eves, and the 
lady with whom she was conversing 
smiled over at her. 

“Almost thou persuadest me,” she 
said, lightly. “But,” she added, would 
not the knowledge of the existence of 
an affection that he could not return be 
a lasting a ra to a man who, because 
of some earlier attachment, an existing 
engagement, or for some other cause 
has been obliged to decline an offer of 
marriage from one whose esteem he 
valued?” 

*‘I do not think so,” replied Miss Ash- 
ton. “On the contrary, to any noble 
soul it would be—as it frequently is to 
a woman—a life long inspiration. There 
are few who donot feel at times that 
the whole world is against them. At 
such times the knowledge of such an 
affection, that chose its object from all 
others, and was strong enough to dare 
repulse to declare itself, would be a con- 
tinual help and comfort.” 
The conversation became more gener- 

al, and much more was said upon the 
subject. But this much of the conver- 
sation lingered in Annie Castleton’s 
mind long after her callers had de- 

She could scarcely have forgotten it, 
even if she would, for much that had 
been said appealed to her strongly. 
For years she had loved a man in 

every way worthy of her, but he seemed 
not to care for her except as a friend. 
She could make no sign. and he had 
wooed, and was about to be married to, 
another. 
And although Annie Castleton’s pride 

Errata her from giving any outward 
, she had reached that undesirable 

mental state when she felt—as Miss 
Ashton had phrased it—as if the whole 
world was against her. 
She could, therefore, endorse Miss 

Ashton’s assertion that the knowledge 
that some one loved us, even if thatlove 
was not returned, would be a comfort. 
dn mgs chosen el i 

worthy, per aps her yearning tender- 
— and pity for him would have been 

It might have been this, or rhaps it 
was the fact that she had learned to 
look upon her love—beirz hopeless—as 
tomething so entirely apart from either, 
that it could effect neither him nor her. 
self in the least, that lead her to do 
whata week before she would have 
thought impossible and unwomanly. 
She knew he was making a mistake- 

and in this belief she did not trust te 
own opinion alone—that the woman he 

n was no mate for him, and 
would make his life wretched. 
Annie and Charley had been friends 

and nig ge from early childhood; 
she knew he was a perfect gentleman, 
and that he would never, should they 
meet in the years to come, suggest, 
either by word or look, that he remem- 

what she might say. 
Would it be so very wrong for her to 

; those few words that could make no 
difterece to either of them then, but 

remembrance of which might be in 
o eppy future a help and comfort 
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She ponderad over the question long, 
and then let chance decide. 
Going, late, into the deserted parlor, 

she turned off the electric light, walked 
tothe bookcase in the semi-darkness, 
and took down a volume. She opened 
it at random, placed her finger upon a 
verse, and, still keeping the place with 
her finger, walked to the lighted hall and 
read from Browning: 
_. "Let us be unshamed of soul. 
— How is it under our control 

To love or not to love?” 

She had long contemplated a visit to 
some relatives at a distance, and her 
friends wished her to return with them. 
She made preparations to do so. 
The next day, after she had decided 

what she would do, she slipped out of 
the house before any one there was 
astir, and went for a spin on her bicycle 
—for she was an expert ricer. 
The sun had not yet risem, but she 

was often out at this hour; in fact, she 
preferred it to any other for riding. 
The roadsides, as she left the city be- 

hind her, were bright with golden-rod 
and asters, and a few late birds, were 
twittering cheerily; but she neither saw 
nor heard them. Her eyes were fixed 
upon the long stretch of road before her, 
but her thoughts were elsewhere. 
Five miles out, she wheeled slowly up 

a long hill, and at the top stepped from 
her wheel and looked anxiously down 
the long decline on the other side. No 
Jne was 1n sight. 

‘“Idiot,” she murmured to herself, as 
she turned once more in the direction 
she had come. 
But even as she turned she saw a 

bicycle resting against a low stile leading 
into the field, and heard a familiar voice 
call her name. It was the voice of Mr. 
Harris. 
“Come here,” it said, ‘‘for a moment; 

there will be a beautiful view of the 
sunrise from this hill-top.”. 
Miss Castleton obeyed, wondering 

why she felt so calm and yet so solemn. 
If she had not been so fully occupied 

with her own thoughts, she would have 
noticed the lingering pressure of her 
companion’s fingers as he took her hand 
to help her over the stile. or have seen, 
perhaps, the tender light in the eyes that 
gazed down at her as she walked by his 
side for a few steps along the narrow 
‘pathway to the place where he had 
stood. 

“It is beautiful,” she said absently. 
Then she was silent. Indeed she saw 

but little of the fair picture of field and 
farm and forest that was spread out 
before them. 

‘“ What is the matter, Annie?’ asked 
her companion, noting her abstraction, 
“I am going away, Charlie,” she 

replied, “and I came out this morning 
hoping I should see youn.” ; 
“Going away!” he repeated. in sudden 

consternation. ‘‘ Where?” 
“I'm going East on a visit,” she an- 

swered, “with the friends that have 
been visiting me. I shall not see yon 
again until after youn are married, and 
wanted to tell you that I hope you will 
be happy, very happy, for I—I love you, 
dear. I have love ou a long, long 
time. I think I shall be happier that 
you know it. Good-by!” 
She turned swiftly toward the stile, 

and would have left him, but he inter- 
cepted her. 
“Do you—you dearest of all women?” 

he exclaimed, rapturously. “Don’t you 
know I have haunted this road for over 
a week, hoping to see you, and knowing 
I had little chance of seeing you alone 
if I called at your home just now, and I 
wanted to say that same thing to you— 
that I love you, dear? I have loved you 
a long, long time?” 
“But your engagement!” she exclaim- 

ed horrified at the turn affairs had 
taken; for she had not expected this. 
“Was broken by her own wish almost 

amonth ago, dear, to my great joy, for 
it was a mistake, as I soon learned, for 
I never loved her as I should love the 
woman I want to make my wife—as 1 
love you dear. Come, look up, darling 
—the sun is rising for us now!” ; 
But it was something more than sun- 

shine that made the world seem so 
bright to those two as they rode back to 
the city side by side. 

THE IMPATIENT HEN. 

“There's Mother Dominique next door, 
Her darlings number twenty-four, 
And they've becn out a week or more, 
And now she wanders at her ease, dr 
As proud and happy as you please. Eg 

= “So stir your pinky little pegs, 
ny yellow-bills, come out and walk, 

Or else I'll doubt my eggs are eggs, 
And think they're but a lump of chalk." 

Then something rash and sad befell ; 
This old hen pecked each brittle shell, 
And, not so wonderful to tell, 
Her treatment, which was very rude, 
Killed on the spot her tiny brood ! 
And now, despisad by fowls and men, 
She lives a broken-hearted hen. 

This is the moral of my lay— 
To reap success in work or play, 
Why spoil whatever you've begun, 
Through eagerness to have it done ? 
Remember poor Dame Bartlett's fate, 
Don’t be impatient—learn to wait. 

MISS SYLVY'S WEDDING. 

“Impossible!” 3 
“What? I can't believe it!” 
“I never heern the like in all my 

life!” 
Such were the exclamations of three 

talkative women, as they met for con- 
sultation in my little front parlor, each 
one clutching a bundle upon which all 
Shest curiosity was, for the time, cen- 
tred. 

“All these goods are to be made into 
best ‘gownds’ and go-to-meetin’ dresses,” 
said Sarah, the eldest. Sarah was al 
ways called Sairy by her sisters, and 
they, in their turn, were respectively 
identified as Rushy and Harner, for Jer: 
usha and Hannah. They had spied out 
a handsome gray alpaca dress on my 
sofa, of such lustre and fineness that it 
challenged their united admiration. 
“Who's it for? Do tell us?’ asked 

Sairy. 
“Oh, I couldn’t; it's a secret,” replied 

I, shaking my head in a wise manner, 
and putting on my demurest counten 
ance. 
‘But just us; you might tell us. Dear 

me! we shouldn't go and buy any like it, 
for our yearly purchases are all made,” 
pleaded Rushy. 
“That alpaca wa’'n’t never bought here, 

never—why it’s just like a silk.” 
“No,” I made reply, ‘it was not 

bought here; it was ordered from New 
York.” 
This information seemed for a mo- 
1ent to take away their breath, and 

they sat looking at the goods as if lost 
in astonishment. 

“Well, I wondcr who it kin be for 7” 
queried Miss Hannah, solemnly. “It's 
nice enough for a wedding dress.” 

“It ought to be, for that's what it is, 
or will be when it’s made.” 
“You don’t say!” cried the three in 

chorus. “Who in the land is goin’ to 
be married, girls, that we know?’ askod 
Sairy, looking from one to the other o; 
her sisters. "Now, I do think you might 
Jest whisper it to na.” 

I knew that whisparing it to them 
would be equivalent to hanging up a 
ard in the public sqrare, informing the 

public generally of the contemplate: 
ceremony, o I kept my lips shut reso 
lutely. But my good resolution was 
suddenly broken in upon. The door 
opened, and in came a Dhittle elf, all eves 
and ears, with the messaze. 

“Miss Sylvy says she can't match the 
braid 'thout she sends to New York, and 
please give her a little bigger pattern.” 
In her small palm she held a s:aare 

bit of that identical alpaca, and my 
sinile, as my eyes met those of the 
anxious sisterhood, revealed what my 
lips had not told. Thereupon issued 
those ejaculations with which my story 
opens. 

“Well, if that isn't astonishment 
enough for one day!” exclaimed Sairy, 
drawing a long breath. “Sylvy Feather- 
stone! why she’s every mite a old as 1 
be. Ideclare I wasn't lookin’ for't. 
Before I'd be married when I'm old 
enoazh to be somebody's grandmother!” 

1 tnought of Sylvy—nobody called her 
Syivia in our town—and the contrast in 
the two women presented itself so forci- 
bly that it was with an effort I control 
led my expression. French bonnets or 
the mio:t jauuty of dress belongings could 
not lessen the elfcet of their homely fea- 
tures, while Syivy I'eatherstone was a 
gweet, little body, with laughing brown 
eyes, and a complexion almost as deli. 
cate as a young girl's, a gentle lady, 
whose sinile was worth waiting for. 

“*“Who is slie going to be married to?” 
asked Hannah, as the girl left the room 
with a generous fragment of the gray 
alpaca; ‘you might as well tell us 
now.” 

“Yes, I supposz I might—to a captain, 
John Seabright. - Did you ever hear of 
im?” 
“I used to hear of Jack Seabright long 

ago,” said Sairy, ‘but he was a wild 
piece; son of old Squire Josh Seabright, 
who died ten year back. Well, of all 
things, I can’t get over it—Svlvy Feath- 
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erstone going to be married? ~ Will it 
be at the house or the church?” 
- I did not know, so could not tell them, 
and not long after they left, to scatter 
the information as industriously as they 
could. 
That afternoon I carried the dress 

over to try on. -Sylvy’s little house 
stood at the base of Powder Horn Hill 

It was a tiny one-story domicile, sur- 
rounded by a lovely garden, while great 
elms and oaks shaded a natural avenue 
that led to it from the main road. 
As I entered, the savory smell of plum 

cake and other delectable viands told of 
the preparations going forward. Sylvy 
herself let me in. She looked nuncom- 
monly animated and lovely; her gentle 
eyes were as bright as diamonds, and 
her cheek wore the flush of youth. 
The captain was in the hall, hatin 

hand, just on the point of leaving. He 
was a handsome man, upon whom age 
sat but lightly, and, though his hair 
was silvered and his thick beard gray, 
yet in all his movements was the elasti- 
city of youth, and his happy face made 
one’s heart light to look at. 
“The dress does fit beautifully,” said 

Sylvy, as I turned her round and round; 
“but dear me, to think I should be go- 
ing to wear it!” 
“And why not you, pray?’ I asked. 

“I'm sure he’s as good as handsome,” 
“Yes, that he is,” she said warmly. 
“I have known him for thirty-two 

years; when I was a young girl of eigh- 
teen I was engaged to him. The course 
of true love never does run smooth, yon 
know. My father was a well-to-do 
man, and John was poor, so our union 
was not to be thought of then, and the 
marriage was put off year after year. 
“Then reverses came, My father’s 

business had been steadily running down 
and John’s father, through some lucky 
speculation, suddenly found himself the 
rich man of the place, so he would not 
hear to John's marriage, and, though 
John would have married me any mo- 
ment, I, too, was proud then, and re- 
fused. 

li “So John went to sea, and there was 
an old sweetheart of his who was 

wicked enonzh to write him that I was 
married. and for that reason he did not 
come home for ten vears, and when he 
did return, I had gone to England with 
Colonel Craik’s faiuily, as governess for 
little Florence, you know. When I came 
back he had gone again. 

““I'hen, 1 heard of the loss of his ship, 
with all hands on board. Wasn't it 
strange? Why, child, I mourned for 
him as if he had been my husband, ana 
[ never expected to sea him again this 
side of heaven. I bought this little 
place, hardly more than large enough 
for one, and settled, as I thought, for 
life. It used to belong {8 Miss' Phemie 
Milson, that independent little body, 
you know, who took in washing. 

“I had set up my little domici’s, and 
dug and planted my garden, and thought 
to end my days here with little Tilly, 
and had grown accustomed to my lot. 
“One night, as I sat before the open 

fire in this very room. I heard a knock 
at the door. It was raining hard, I re- 
member, and I had a queer loneliness of 
feeling, so I caught Muff up, who was 
purring on the rug, and opened the door 
with the cat in my arms. Somebodr 
stood outside, alarge body well wrappad 
up, whose face I could not sce, and a 
strange voice asked if Miss Phewie Mil- 
son lived here. 

“I replied ‘No, Miss Featherstone lives 
here now.’ 

““ ‘Can I speak to Miss Featherstone? 
he asked, as if he wanted to come in. 1 
trembled a little, for I was afraid of 
strangers who called after dark, but I 
was even too cowardly to refuse, and so 
I told him to walk in, and when he was 
just iuside the door there, he turned and 
said: 
“Why, Sylvy. don’t you know me?” 

and, oh, dear! J thought I shonld faint 
There stood Jolin, whom I had buried 
veaya and years ago. [I couldn't believe 
it for a long time, but it was John— 
and there's Sally baking the cake ia the 
zitchen this very minnte. 
“Things come round so strangely: 

don’t they. dear? Now, John's got the 
squire’s house—they always called his 
father the squire, yon know—aud he 
said in his will that if John ever came 
back—aunud he always felt as if he would 
—he was to have the honse. So we're 
to be married there. Just think, John 
almost insisted on my wearing white 
satin and a lace veil, just like a young 
girl, but I wouldn't, and I had my way 
for, you know, I'm nearly fifty years 
old.” 
“Nobody wonld believe it,” I said; 

“but what kept him all those years?” 
“It would :ake a book. dear, if I 

could tell you. Ti» was wrecked, us was 
reported, but escaped, and pent sone 
years on a foreizu island. i: has been 
all over the world since, never dreymen 
of coming home again, he sql, when all 
at ones the loagiaz came over iin to 
cevizit his native country, an i here he is. 
it's as good as a ro.uance, bul he is here, 
and, if nothiag happeas, why, we shall 
be married.” 
Tney were marrizl, and I was at the 

which took place in the old 
aquire’s mansion, Miss Syivy stood up 
in her gray alpaca, which looked as 
Qandsome and fitted as well as a silk. 
fhe old minister wio performed the cere- 
ony was ¢iznly years of age, and had 
known both bride and groom since they 
were little cLild ea. 

It was an old-fashioned wedding, and 
nearly all the town was there. They 
iad a great supper after the ceremony, 
and social amusements and games, in 
which the entire company took part. 

I am sure the bride and bridegroom 
were very happy, and as for Sylvy, 
though there were no superfluities of 
dress, and yet she lookel tie a young 
woinan, You never would have thought 
her to be over thiriy. 
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Bough and Ready. 

Bucolic wit, when it does blossom 
forth, is often very caustic. We were 
watching a tradesman’ boy pushing a 
beavily-laden carrier tricycle up a steep 
alil, when a pbilanthropic-loosing old 
gentieman called out: ** Hi! boy! push 
it from side to side, it'll go up ever so 
wueh easier!” Mach to the oid gent's 
surprise, the lad returned: "Not so much 
0’ yer bigomin’ advice, Give usashove!” 

Upholding the Faith, 

Sunday-School Teacher.—Tommy, I 
was shiocked to hear you swearing so 
dreadfully at that strange boy as I came 
in. 
Tommy—I couldw’t help it, ma'am. 

He wus making fun of our kind of 
religion, 

One Girl's Funeral, 
During the coastruction days of the 

Northern Pacific railroad many small 
towns were born that flourished until 
toe road was completed—then died. The 
iittie story followlag actualiy occurred, 
and made an Lopression cn me that 1 
shall never forget. To me there was a 
tine of sadness that went straizht to 
the heart. 1 occupied the exalted posi 
tion of justice of the peace. Nowa jns- 
tice of the peace ia Ifontana in the early 
dars was a bigger man than the chief 
justice of the United States is to day, 
and had a per etnal variety ehtertain- 
nent. He marries people. buries the 
dead, puts out fires, takes a drink with 
everyvoody, referess doz fichts, settles 
fainily rows, preaches, makes speeches, 
and must be ready forany kind of work. 
For this azyresation of duties he is 
called judge; but if he renders a wrong 
decisivn his name is Dennis, 
One cold morning I was waited upon 

by a delegation of gamblers and inform- 
ed that one of the girls was dead. They 
gaid she had passed in her checks during 
the night, and as she was the slickest 
girl in the camp she was to have a 24- 
carat send-off and no wistakes. I went 
around to ses the body to find out if pos- 
sible the cause of her death. I was satis- 
fiod that the girl had taken morphine 
and died fro: the efiects, and 0 1 ren- 
dered my decision, which satisfied all. 
I set the hour for the faneral, and re- 
turned to the cabin to prepare my re- 
marks. Theres was not a Bible in the 
camp, and so I kad to play it alone. It 
was a cold, stormy, Montana winter 
day, and that added much to the sad 
ness of the occasion. The grave was 
dug out among the pines, and a more 
Godforsaken plice it would have been 
hard to find, but it was the best we had 
or could get, 
The hour arrived, 

formed, myself in front of the pall- 
bearers, consisting of gamblers, with 
the body in a roagh pane box. Next 
came the girls of the town and the busi- 
ness mei in the rear. We wended our 
way slowly to the last resting place, 
where, alone and unknown. amid the 
rocks and pines, with the awful stillness 
of the mountains, ail that was earthly 
of that unfortunate girl would stay 
until the last day. 
No one could pray; no one could sing. 

I poured out my soul to my God in my 

the procession 

CHI ADVANCE. 
poor stumbling way—told Him all about 
it. We were unanimous in the beiief 
that she was more sinned against than 
sinning, and would He in His infinite 
goodness and loving kindness forgive her, 
wipe oat all the black spots on her soul, 
forget her past, and save her for her 
soul's sake? Would He suspend all 
rules, throw open wide the portals of 
heaven, have sweetest music played on 
a thousand golden harps, and bid that 
poor, tired, sin-stained soul enter the 
realms of happiness, purity and rest? 

It was our funeral, because everybody 
did all they could. There were but few 
of all kinds, to be sure, Lut human with 
souls to save. There are many of the 
old boys scattered through the North- 
west who will recollect that stormy 
Montana day, and how we knocked st 
eternity’s door for admittance for the 
girl's soul, and all will agree that our 
knocking was not in vain—that the gates 
were thrown open and forgiveness and 
rest came to her. —Orting Oracle, 

"THE DAYS THAT ARE NO MORE. 

Oh! to have lived when earth was young, 
And everything was charming, 

When bears and tigers were like lambs, 
And snakes were not alarming] 

When every day the sun shone out 
The whole world went a-Maying, 

And lovely maids on every hand 
Through forests dense were straying! 

Oh! to have known the peerless knights 
Who went out dragon killing, 

And who to succor innocence 
Distressed were more than willing! 

Oh! to have owned the purses which 
With gold were always glist'ning! 

Oh! to have seen the fairfes come 
To every baby’s christ’ning. 

Oh! to have been for one hour on 
A magic carpet sitting, 

And in the twinkling of an eve 
From land to land go flitting! 

Just to have once a giant seen, 
Though at a civil distance, 

And to a princess in distress 
Have offered some assistance. . 

Oh! to have had the lamps, the rings 
That friendly genii granted! 

Oh! to have met the fawns and swans 
Which always were enchanted! 

Oh! to have lived when beggar men 
Great kingdoms could inherit, 

When princesses could marry churls, 
And wishing was a merit! 

When peasant lads and monarch’s sons 
Were equally undaunted, 

When every tree and rock and stream ! 
‘Was by some fairy haunted, 

Oh! to have known the time when tears 
Were always turned to laughter, 

And grief to joy, and people lived 
Happily ever after! 

~New York Tribune, 
- 

.- THE KETTLE. 
—— 

There's many a houss of grandeur, 
With turret, tower and dome, 

That knows not peace or comfort, 
And does not prove a home, 

I do not ask for splendor . 
To crown my daily lot, 

But this I ask: a kitchen 
Where the kettle's always hot. 

If things are not all shipshape, 
I do not fume or fret. 

A little clvan disorder 
Does not my nerves upset, 

But one thing is essential, 
Or seems go to my thought, 

And that's a tidy kitchen 
Where the kettle's always hot. 

In my Aunt Hafttic's household, 
Though skies outside are drear, 

Though times are dark and troubled, 
You'll always find good cheer. 

And in Lier quaint old kitchen, 
The very hh iniest spot, 

The keitle'salways singing, 
The water'salways hot. 

And if you have a headache, 
Whate'er thie hour may be, 

There is no tedious waiting 
To get your cup oi tea, 

1 don’t know Low she Coes it, 
Some magic she has caught, 

For thie kitchen’s cool in surnmer, 
Yet the kettle's always hot, 

Ob, there's nanzht else so dreary 
In-any househo!d found 

As a cold and sulicn kettle 
That does not 1make a sound. 

Ard I think thet love is lacking 
In the hearts in such a spot, 

Or the keitic would be singing 
And the water would be hot. 

8 —Elia Wheeler Wilcox. 

THE MOVING WORLD. 

; Lirty horsepower petroleum engines without boilers are now in successful oper- ation, 

The new weldless chain has proven by ex- periments that its breaking strain is nearly double that of the steel of which it is made. 
Corn husks boiled in caustic soda are be ug used in the manufacture of paper. The husks are reduced to a spongy, glutinous vaste, wiich is subjected to heavy pressure, I'he gluten thus eliminated leaves an excel 

«nt fiber, 
A four wheeled wagon whose motive wer is supplied by a enzine engine has een satisfactorily tested in Germauy, Itis nlexded to carry passengers through city Lreets or country roads &nd can be ran at be rate of half a cent a niiie, 3 
Only four of the sarvivors of Napoleon's great army are still alive: Jean Jacques Sehatier, 102: Victor Baillod and Jean Bousset, 101, and Josenh Rose, 100, 
Enzineer in Chief Maolville savs that in 

the Olympia, Minncanolis. Columbia and 
New York, the United States has four craisers that for speed beat anvthing in the 
world. : pi 
Alumininm is now used instead of steel 

for the nails and heel plates of the German 
soldiers’ boots. The results expected are quicker and better marching. 
Fifteen years after they were lost in the disaster at [sandbhlwana, in Zululand, the colors of the Twenty fonsth regiment, the Bouth Wales Borie rers, have been re- 

covered. They come some way into the 
hands of a French nobleman, who has just 
transferred them to the British military attache at Paris. 

- 

In Portugal the tobaceo tax brings £900, - 
000, the land tax £700,000, 

In parts of Peru taxes are paid in eocou 
leaves and Peruvian bak, 
The soap duty in Holland brings $750,- 

000 a year to the government, 
Charles 11. farme 1 all the customs for an 

annual payment of £390,000, 
A hearth tax was formerly assessed in 

many cf the German states, 
The rate of taxation has nearly quad- 

rupied in France siuce in 1839, 
Male servants are taxed in Great Britain 

and several other countries, 

Richest Man in Prussia. 

The richest man in Prussia is Albert 
Hoesch, who owes lis wealth to his 
manufacturing establishments (iron and 
paper). His income is about §2,9J0,000 
a vear, and his taxes last year, wnen his 
wealth was rated half a million more, 
were $108,000, 

NOTICE OF ASSICHMENT. 
Thomas Leahy of Bathurst Viliage. in the County 

of Gloucester, in the Province of New Brunsv ick, 
Merchant, has assignéd all his estate and effects 
to me, the undersigned trustee, for the benefit of 
his creditors. 
The trust deed now lies at my oflice in the town 

of Bathurst. Creditors desiring to participate in 
the trust estate are required to execute the same 
within three monihs from this date, - 
= - at Bathurst, the 21st day of August, A. D. 
804, 

JNO J. HARRINGTON, 

Aberdeen otel. 
The bui'ding kncwn as the Muirhead stone house 

opposite the Pos: Office, Chatham, 

[OPENED APRIL IST, 1894.] 
is conducted as a first class hotel for the 
accommodation of permaungnt and transient guests. 
The Hotel is in the centre of the business portion 

of the town, near the Steamboat Landing. 
Gond stabling and yard room. 
Sample Rooms for Commercial Travellers. 
Hacks to and from all trains. 

A. J. PINE. 

WOooD's PHOSPHODINE. 

The Great English Remedy. 
= Six Packages Guaranteed to 

promptly, and permanently 

cure all forms of Nervous 

atorrhea, Impotency and all 
{ effects of Abuse or Excesses, 

A> pres » Mental Worry, excessive use 
So of Tobacco, Opium or Stimu- 
Before and After. lants, which soon lead to In- 
firmity, Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. 
Has been prescribed over 35 years in thousands of 

known. Askdruggistfor Wood's Phosphodine sit 

inclose price in letter, and we will send by return 
mail. Price, one package, $1; six, $5, One will 

CHATHAM, NEW BRUNSWICK. 
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CHATHAM, N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHOR: 
NEWSPAPER. 

PRINTED 
EVERY WEDNESDAY 

EVENING. 

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PATABLE IN ADVANGE. 
D.G.SMITH EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 

JOB PRINTING 
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, 
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE, 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

JOINT NOTES, 

DRAFTS, 
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS’ BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,— 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

THREE MACHINE PRESSES 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running. Equipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing office in 
the Province. 

The only Job-Printing off [AY 

ce out- 
side of St. John that was awarded 
both 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
—AT THE — 

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN 1883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

GRAND HOLIDAY SHOW. 
A PERFECT DREAMLAND OF CHRISTMAS GIFTS AND 

HOUSEHOLD NOVELTIES, AT 

J. D. CREAGHAN'S. 
Our stores at Chatham and Newcastle present a regular pareorama of 

Toys, Nie-Nacks, Notions, Japanese Goods, Silk Handkerchiefs, 
Mantle, Chair and Table Drapes, and goods suitable for Xmas 

presents, such as children dream about, ladies delight to 
select from and men purchase in order to make one and 

all happy and content this holiday time. We are 
opening this week a new lot of Ladies Dress 

Goods, Coats, Jackets and Furs, Boys 
Youths and Mens Clothing, Fur 

Caps and Gloves. Our prices 
always defy competition. 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL, 

J.D. OREACIELA NRT, 

GHATHAM AND NEWCASTLE. 
GEO. W. CUTTER.! ruRnAcES FURNACES, 

GENERAL INSURANCEAGENT FOR 

FIRE, LIFE AND ACCIDENT COMPANIES 
REPRESENTING : 

Travelers’ Life and Accident, of Hartford, Conn? 
Norwich Union, of England, 
Roya! Canadian, of Montreal, 
Loudon and Lancashire Life Assurance Com 

pany, of London England and Montreal, Que. 

OFFICZ—CUNARD STREET OPPOSITE E. A. STRANC 
CHATHAM, N, B 

Manchester House. 
XMAS & NEW YEAR 1894-1895. 

Our stock of generol dry goydsis full and com-- 
plete in every line and we have on hand all the new 
est goods for the Holiday season. 

W. § LOGGIE Co. LTD 
MANCHESTER HOUSE. 

FASHIONABLE ~~ TAILORING 
Made to order in the latest style 

Lacies Spring Jackets; 

Capes and Mantles; 
perfect fit guaranteed; men’s and boys work will 
receive special attention. 

Residence, Thomas Street, Newcastle N. B. 

S. H. UNDERHILL 
TAILORHSS. 

STORE TO RENT. 
The lower store in the Pierce Block lately occupied 

by R. Murdoch. Immediate possession given. For 
further information apply to 

J. J. PIERCE. 

500 CORDS 

Seasoned Hardwood, 
me 

The sabscriber has for sale on the line of 

C. E RAILWAY, 
00 cords seasoned wood, (split,) consisting of 

‘Maple, Yellow Birch and Beech cases; is the only Reliable and Honest Medicine | 
| which he will d i load | bs he offers some worthless medicine in place of thts, | ispose of in carload lots or more 

at 

please, siz will cure. Pamphlets free to anyaddress, $2.00 PER CORD, LOADED, 
The Wood Company, 

Windsor, Oat., Canada, 
Sold in Chatham, by 

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE, Dyuggist, 

freight rates from $3.00 to 10.00 rer car, 

W.R. McCLOSKEY, 
B2'estown, N. B. 

‘'WOUD OR COAL, 
WHICH I CAN FURNISH AT 

‘REASONABLE PRICES, 
STOVES 

COOKING, HALL AKD PARLOR STOVFS 
AT LOW PRICES. 

PUMPS, PUMPS, 
Sinks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamers the very best, 

also Japanned stamped and plain tinware in'end- 
less variety, all of the best stock which I wi:l 

sell low for cash 

A.C. McLean Chatham, 

— a——— 

MILL FIRE WOOD 
Please take notice that all payments for fire wood must be made to Henry Copp.foreman in charge or to my office Paymeuts nade to teamsters wi ot be recoguised 

J. B. SNOWBALL 

Z. TINGLEY, 
HAIRDRESSER, ETC, 

HAS REMOVED 
—EIS— 

SHAVING PARLOR 
Benson Building 

Water Street, . Chatham. 

He will also keep a firsteclass stock of 

Cigars, Tobaccos, Pipes, 

Smakars’ Grads ganarally 

ALEX. LEISHMAN 
Has been appointed agent for 

ROYAL INSURANCE CO OF ENGLAND, 

NORWICH AND LONDON CO OF ENGLAND, 

ONTARIO MUTUAL CO OF CANADA 

and hopes by strict attention to businees to merit a share of people's patronage, 

———— 

SMELT ~ SHOOKS. 
Smelt shooks on hand and for sale bv 

GEO, B 
Nelson, Dec. 220d, 1904; ” UBCHILL & SONS 

1, 1895. 

(BEST ABILISE £D 1852] 

THE GILLESPIE CHATHAM FOUNDRY. 
CEIATIZI ADE, - - EB. 

The subscriber havinz leased the above 

FOUNDRY AND MACHINE _ SHOP, 
is prepared to meet the requirements of Railway, Mill and Stéamboat 

owners and other users of Machinery, for ail work 
and materials in his line. 

IRON AND BRASS CASTINGS 
will be made a specialty. Stoves, Plow-¢ stings, ete, always in stock 
ORDERS IN PERSON, OR BY MAIL PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 

Estimates for work furnished on application. 

BEstablished 18686. 
DUNLAP ¢O0KE & CO. 
MERCHANT TZILORS, 

ins BIN Xen 

Dunlap Bros. & Co., 
AMHERST, N. S. 

Dunlap, McKim & Downs, 
WALLACE, N. S. GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO. AMHERST. 
AMHERST, N. S. N. S. 

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths inclndinz all the different 1 x 2 makes suitable fine tra e Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainabla, and the clothing oi his establishment has a superior tone and finish. All inspectio J 
CO SS ne 2 pection of the samples will convince you that 
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Stomach+ Liver Cure 
The Most Astonishing Medical Discovery of 

the Last One Hundred Years. 
It is Pleasant to the Taste as the Sweetest Nectar, 
It is Safe and Harmless as the Purest Milk. 

This wonderful Nervine Tonic has only recently been introduced 
into this country by the proprietors and manufacturers of the Great 
South American Nervine Tonic, and yet its great yalue as a curative 
agen’, bas long been known by a few of the most learned physicians, o 

who have not brought its merits and value to the knowledge of the 
general public. 

gestiv . dyspepsia, and diseases of the general nervous system. It is 
also of {Le greatest value in the cure of all forms of failing health from 
whatever cause. It performs this by the great mervine tonic qualities 
which it possesses, and by its great curative powers upon the digestive organs, the stomach, the liver and the bowels. No remedy compares 
with this wonderfully valuable Nervine Tonic as a builder and strength- 
encr of the life forces of the human body, and as a great renewer of a 
broken-down constitution. It is also of more real permanent value in 
the treatment and cure of diseases of the lungs than any consumption 
remedy ever used on this continent. It is a marvelous cure for nerv- 
ousness of females of all ages. Ladies who are approaching the critical 
period known as change in life, should not fail to use this great Nervine 
Tonic, almost constantly, for the space of two or three years. It will 
cairy them safely over the danger. This great strengthener and curs- 
tive ia of inestimable value to the aged and infirm, because its great. - energizing properties will give them a new hold on life. It will add ten. or fifteen years to the lives of many of those who will use a half dozen. 
bottles of the remedy each year. 

iT IS A GREAT REMEDY FOR THE CURE OF 
Nervousness, Broken Constitution, 
Nervous Prostration, Debility of Old Age, 
Nervuus Headache, Indigestion and Dyspepsia, 
Sick Headache, Heartburn and Sour Stomach, 
Yemale Weakness, Weight and Tenderness in Stomach, 
Nervous Chills, Loss of Appetite, ¢ 
Paralysis, ¥rightful Dreams, 
Nervous Paroxysms and Dizziness and Ringing in the Ears; 
Nervous Choking, Weakness of Extremities and 
Hot Flashes, Fainting, 
Palpitation of the Heart, Impure and Impoverished Blood, 
Mental Despondency, Boils and Carbuncles, 
Sleeplessness, Scrofala, 
St. Vitus’ Dance, Scrofulons Swellings and Ulcers, 
Nervousness of Females, Consumption of the Langs, 
Nervousness of Old Age, Catarrh of the Lungs, 
Neuralgia, Bronchitis and Chronic Cough, 
Pains in the ears, Liver Complaint, 
Pains in the Back, Chronic Diarrhea, 
Wailing Health, Delicate and Scrofulous Children, 

$n1mmer Complaint of Infants. 
All these and many other complaints cured by this wonderful 

Nervine Tonic. 

NERVOUS DISEASES, 
As a cure for every class of Nervous Disesses, no remedy has boen 

able to compare with the Nervine Tonie, which ig very pleasant and 
harmless in all its effects upon the youngest child or the oldest and must 
delicate individual.  Nine-tenths of all the ailments to which the human 
family is heir are dependent on nervous exhaustion and impaired diges- 
tion. When there is an insufficient supply of nerve food ia the bloed, = 
geueral state of debility of the brain, spinal marrow, ard nerves is the 
result. Starved nerves, like starved muscles, become strong when tha. 
right Kind of food is supplied; and a thousand weaknesses and ailments, 
disappear as the nerves recover. As the nervous system must supply sii. 
the power by which the vitai forees of the body are carried on, it is ghe- 
first to sutler for want of perfect nutrition. Ordinary food does not eon--. 
tain a suflicient quantity of the kind of nutriment necessary to epair- 
the wear our present mode of living and labor imposes upon the nerves, _ 
For this reason it becomes necessary that a nerve food be supplied. 
This South American Nervine has been found by analysis to contain the. 
essential elements out of which nerve tissue is formed. This accounts 
for its universal adaptability to the cure cof all forms cf nervous de-. 
rangement. 

"This medicine has completely solved the problem of the cure of indj- - 

JAS. G MILLER. *™ 

| = 2p 

CrRAwFroRDstYILLE. TaD., Aug. 20, '85. 
To the Great Souil American edicine Co. : 
DEAR GENTS: —] desire to say to vou that I 

have suffered for many years with a very serious 
disease of the s.omach and uerves. 7 tried every 
medicine I conld hear of, but nothing done me 
any appreciable good until I was advised to 
try your Great Sonth Am~rican Nerviae Tonic 
and Stomach and Liver Cure, and since using 
several bottles of it I must say that I am sur- 
prised at its wonderful powers to cure the stom- 
ach aud general nervci a system. If everyone 
knew the value of this remedy as I do you would 
not be able to supply the demand. 

J. A. 2arpEE, Ex-Treas. Montgomery Co. 

My daughter, eleven years old, 
or Chorea. 
vine and she is completely restored. 

+n 
——T greatest remedy in 

State of Indiara, — 
Montgomery Duis: § ’ 

symptoms and horrors 

culable value who is 

HARRIET E. HALL, of Waynetown, Ind. says: 
el, owe my life to the Great South American 
Nervine. I had been in bed ior five months from 
the elfects of an exhausted stomach, Indigestion, 
Nervous Prostration, and a general shattered 
condition of my whole system. Had given up 
all hopes of getting well. Had tried three doe- 
tors, with no relief, The first bottle of the Nerv- 
ine Tonic improved me so much that 1 was able to 
walk about, and a few bottles cured me entirely. 
I believe it is the best medicine in the world. 1 
can not recommend it too highly.” 

compare with South American 
cure Indigestion and Dyspepsia. 

dle aged. 

Which we now offer you, is the onl 
discovered for the cure of Indigestion, Dyspepsia, and the vast train of 

which are the result of disease and debility of the human stomach. No person can afford to pass by this jewel of incal- 
: affected by disease of the stomach, because the ex- perience and testimony of many go to prove that this is the oNE and 

ONLY ONE great cure in the world for this universal destroyer. There 
1s Do case of unmalignant disease of the stomach which can resist the wonderful curative powers of the South American Nervine Tonie, 

Rrprcca WiLgisox, €! Drownsvalley, Ind... 
says: “I had been in a distressed condition for- 
three years from Nervousness, Weakness of the 
Stomach, Dyspepsia, and iadigestion, until my 
bealth was gone. I had Leen doctorieg eon-. 
stantly, with no relief. I bought one Lottle off 
South American Nervine, which ore me more 
good than any $50 worth of doctoring T ever 
did in my Life. I would advices cvory weakly pers 
son to use this valualle 3 
few bottles of it has ¢ J 
consider it the grando~- f 

A SWORN CURE FOR ST. VITAS’ DANCE COR CHOREA. 
CRAWFORDSVILLE, IND., June 

r was severely a iicted with St. Vitus’ Danes We gave her three and one-half tues of South American Ner-. 
I believe it will cure every case of St. Vitus’ Dance. I have kept it in my family for two years, and am sure it is: 

the world for Indigestion and 
forms of INervous Disorders and Failing Health, from 

Dyspepsia, and for alk: 
whatever eause. 

Joun T. MisH.. 

Subscribed and sworn to before me this June 22, 1887. 
CHAS. W. WxieHT, Notary Publis 

INDIGESTION AND DYSPEPSIA. 
The Great South American Nervine Tonic 

y absolutely unfailing remedy ever 

Mes. ELLA A. BRATTON, of New Ross, Indiana, says: I cannot express how much I owe to the 
Nervine Tonic. My system was completely shat. 
tered, appetite gone, was coughing and spitting 
up blood; am sure I was in the first of consumption, an inheritance handed down through several generations. I n taking the Nervine Tonic, and continued its use for about six months, and am entirely eured. It is the grandest remedy for perv tomach and lungs I have ever He rn 

No remedy compares with SouTa AMERICAN NERVINE as a cure for the Nerves . pares with South American Nervine as a wondrous cure for the Stomach. No Rup Ls Nervine as a cure for all forms of failing health It never fails to It never fails to cure Chorea or St. Vitus’ Dance. Its build up the whole system are wonderful in thes extreme. e 
- . It is a great mg - pe aged oad i BF : 
you do, you may neglect the only remedy whic restore heal A i 

Nervine is perfectly safe, and very pleasant to the taste, Delicate ladles: ns ge Fo great cure, because it will put the bloom of freshness and beaut and in your cheeks and quickly drive away your disabilities and weaknesses. aban os = 

L.arge I6 ounce Bottle 
EVERY BOTTLE WARRANTED. 

SOLD BY DR. J. PALLEN & SON 
CHATHAM, N. B, 

to It cures the old, the Do not ne lpn, He, the mid. 
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