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Cowslips from a evon combe,
4 Mldlauil‘: tuz; afire—
uy my English posies,
Xnd I’1l sell you hearts’ desire !

Buy my English posies !|—
You that scorn the may
Won’t you greet a friend from home
Half the world away ?
Green against the draggled drift,
Faint and frail and first—
Buy my northern blood-root
And I'll knbw/yhere you were nursed !

Robin down the logging-road whistles,
“Come to me,”

Spring has found the maple grove, the sap
is running free ; :

All the winds o’ Canada call the ploughing

~ rain,

Take the flower and turn the hour, and

kiss your love again !

Bu& my English posies !—
*.  Here’s to match your need,
Buy a tuft of royal heath,
~Buy a bunch of weed
White as sand of Muysenberg
Spun before the gale—
Buy my heath and lilies
And 1’1l tell you whence you hail !

Under lhot Constantia broad the vineyards
ie—

Throned and thorned the aching berg
props the speckless sky ;

Slow below the \ylynberg. firs trails the
tilted wain—

Take the flower and turn the hour, and
kiss your love again !

Bu% my Euglish posies !—

ou that will not turn,

Buy my hot wood clematis,
Buy a frond o’ fern

Gathered where the Erskine leaps
Down the road to Lorne—

Buy my Christmas creeper,
And [’ll say where you were born.

West away from Melbourne dust holidays
begin—

They that mock at Paradise woo at Cora
Lynn—

'l‘hrough the Great South Otway gums
sings the great South Main—

Take the flower and turn the hour, and
kiss your love again !

Buy my Euglish posies |—
. ,~ Here’s your choice unsold !
) ay a blood-red myrtle-bloom,
Buy the kowhai’s gold
Fhing the gift on Taupo’s face
Sing that Spring, has come—
Buy my clinging myrtle
And I’ll give you back your home.

. Broom behind the windy town ; poilen o

.

; the pine—
Bell-bird in the leafy deep where the ra-
tas twine—
Fern above the saddle-bow, flax upon the
plain— .
Take the flower and turn the hour, and
kiss your love again !

' By my English posies !—
Ye that have your own
Buy them for a brother’s sake
verseas, alone, »
Weed ye trample underfoot -
Floods his heart abrim—
Bird ye never heeded,
Oh, she calls his dead to him !

Far and far our homes are set around the

e f.‘Seven Seas, ‘ i R

oe for us if we forget, we that ho y
these ! £y

Unto each his mother-beach, bloom and
bird and land— "

Masters of the Seven Seas, oh, love and

understand ! '“
; —RUDYARD KIPLING.

— . -————

Weman'’s Ways,

Been a-hunting all creation :
Fer them blamed old specs o’ mine,
Had’m here this very mornin’,
Sure as rain ’n barvest time.
~ Know | put ’em-—same as usu’l—
On the shelf there in the cup.
to goodness !
Can’t find nothin’
When the wimmen
Cl’ar things up.

clock or one-half of it, as mother used to
say, Mr. Harper béing the other half,
Poor Mr. Harper, she was so sorry for
him, because his little baby boy was dead.

She was at the foot of the long flight of
steps now ; the steps leading to father,
dear father, the town clock ; for, strange
as it may seem, thcre is in one of our
southern cities a town clock whose only
bands are human hands, and whose ma-
chinery is the muscle of a strong man’s
arm.

Anyone else might have thought the
long flight of steps leading to the tower a
tediousclimb in the heat ; but Barbay only
stopped a moment to look up. Sheloved
the long climb, because it took her always
nearer dear father and then it seemed =0
odd to be going up over the tops of the
houses and stores, and to look down every
little while through the funny little win-
. dows, and see the people growing smaller
and smaller until they looked like fairies,
then to look up at the beautiful sky and
wonder about the dear Heavenly Father
who loved everyone so dearly and who
watched over them always. Up higher
and still higher the little feet climbed, un-
til there was only a woodensdoor between
her and father. Softly she opened it and
peeped in.

“Bless my soul ar.d body !” said a pleas-
ant voice ; and the next moment Barbay
was in her father’s arms.

“ What brought you here this hot day,
sweetheart, and what’s in the bundle ?”’ he
asked, after she had almost smothered him
with kisses.

“ The dressmaker next door let me do
an errand and gave me this,”’ said Barbay,
taking up the bundle she had laid aside
and proudly displaying a big cantaloupe.

¢ And you prought it for father to look
at 2’ he said, with a twinkle in his eye.

“ For father to eat,” she said sweetly.

4 “You always remember yourold father,
sweetheart,” he said, lovingly. “Well, I
will try to manage one-half if you’ll at-
tend to the other. 1 could net possibly
eat move than that while you are here.
It would bhe so impolite, you know.”

“1f [ go away will you zat it all 7’ she
asked, dgain putting her arms around his
neck, hut-dooking into his face as though
she loved evéry curve and impress on it.

“I could not touch it, 1 would be so
disappointed,”’ taking off her hat and kiss-
ing her forehead. He always called her
his little sweetheart ; but everyone else
called her Barbay, a name she had given
herself when very little.

It was in a queer corner of astill queer-
er rcom in this tall tower that they sat
down by a narrow table pushed close to
the wall to enjoy their feast. :

A hanging cupboard, from which a
couple of spoons, some talt and a knife
were taken, suggested certain housekeep-
ing arrangements, while on the table were
pen, ink and paper, with a book or two,
evidently taken from the hanging shelves,
in another ~corner. Tndeed there were

only ¢ rners in which to bang things, for
the sides of the room were great windows
looking over the city iu all directions.
But the most curious thing in this curious
room was the great bell, reaching almost
trom the ceiling to the floor—a tongueless,

of any kind since the day it bad been
placed in position, many, many years ago.
Hanging in another corner was the iron
hammer that, guided by the hand of him
whe watched in the tower. struck on the
rim of the bell those clear, loud notes that
kept a record of the passing of time over
the alternately waking and sleeping city.

clapperless bell that had made no motion I

mother had made soft, comfortable cush-
ions. _

Suddenly she wondered what made her
feel so queer, and why she was on the
floor. She must have been asleep. She
picked herself up and wondered what
made her go to sleep all in a mwoment.
And, father, why he bad fallen asleep in
his chair, too. Dear father, he looked so
white and tired ; but then he had béen at
the town clock all day and all night, so
that Mr. Harper could be at home with
his little baby boy.

Would he sleep long and get rested, she
wondered. Before father canie, the town
clock had fallen asleep, and, failing to
strike the hour on time, bad been dis-
charged. It gave her such a happy, help-
ful feeling to think she was here now to
wake father intime. She was so glad she
had stayed. She would let him rest a few
moments Jonger, but it would soon be
time for the town clock to strike.

She stood at one of the windows, and
looked down, down on the busy city, then
up at the rapidly moving clouds, already
being kissed by the sun, as he bade them
a loving good night. She loved to watch
from here as his day’s work was done, he
slowly disappeared from vi-w, leaving
such beautiful and hopeful promises be-
hind. But better still she loved to be here
with father when he watched over the
sleeping city. Once she and motber had
stayed tilt they could hear him call out, so
loud and clear : “Twelve o’clock, and
all’s well !” ‘

Sometimes he was forced to rouse the
sleepers when a fire broke out, lest their
beautiful city should be damaged or des-
troyed. No wonder everyone loved the
town clock, who warned them of danger
and watched over them sleeping or wak-
ing. 5.

It was time to wake him now.

“ Father,” she said, softly, going to his
side. “ Father,” she repeated louder, as
he did not reply.

How soundly he slept. She called, call-
ed again and again, even shook him ; but

he would not wake. What must she do?
If she could not wake him the clogk would
not strike, and they would discharge him,
as they did the other man, and then what
would become of mother and the child-
ren :

With the tears rolling down her cheeks
she made one more agonizing cffort to
waken him, and then looked in helpiess
despair at, the clock and at the motionless
bell. Suddenly a thought came to her
that n%ade her start and tremble, Could
she? Dare she? She must try for dear
father and the mother and the children.

Climbing on a chair, she took down the
hammer, that felt so heavy, and then,
pushing the chair close to the great bell,
she climbed into it again, this time on her
knees, so she would be where she could
strike well. Her little eyes went up to
the clock, that still matked ene second of
the time. She was not too late.

Clang—c-lang—e-lang—c-lang—c lang
—c-lang—c lang ! %

The hammer dropped to the floor, and,
burrying her face in her hands on the rim
of the bell, Barbay caught her breath and
gave a terrible sob.

Had she counted right? It had never
sounded as before, It seemed as though
the first sound had deafened all the others
and would never stop. Did it sound so
to those who were listening? Did every-
body know it was not father! How

dreadful it all was ! Would they do any-
thing to father—or to her—if it was all

wrong !

‘of how she had tried to be the townjclock.

~wistfully.

sible,”” said the Mayor to the janitor.
“He is stunned, and may be so for hours;
but I thiuk he’ll come out of it all right.
I confess [ do not know what to do my-
self.”

“ Now,’” he said, turaing tec Barbay, who
was again leaning protectingly over her
father, “ who made the clock strike just
now 7"’

With a terrified look Barbay crept closer
to her father as she said :

“QOh, please, 1 can’t wake him ; and I
was afraid they would discharge him.”

“ Well,” said the Mayor, ‘‘ who made
the clock strike ?

‘ D]ease, please dou’t let them do any-
thing to father !’’ said Barbay, “I tried so
hard to do it right,”

She half sobbed out the last words, as
her head went down on her father’s
shoulder.

The Mayor’s eyes threatened to give
biwmn trouble, as he said kindly . 1

“gome here, little woman. Do net be
afraid. No oneshall do anything to your
father that vou do not like. Come and
tell me how you made the big clock
strike.”

Encouraged by his words and by the
tone of his voice, she loosened her hold of
her father and had soon given an account

“Did I count all wrong ?”’ she ask-d,
“Oh, it was so dreadful !’

The Mayor put his arm round her gent-
iy, and deew her to him, his eyes glisten-
ing and a lump rising in his throat, as he
thought of all she had gone through.

“ You are a dear, brave little woman,”
he said, earnestly, brushing her hair back
from her eyes. *Yes, you counted all
right, and everybody knew what time it
was ; but the old clock sounded as though
it was almost too weak and tco tired *to
strike, that was all.”

“ And they won’t discharge father ?”

“ No, he shall not be discharged ; but I |
think that we must see that he has a few |
days to rest before he goes to work again.”

“ ©Oh,” gasped Barbay—* oh, how beau- i
tiful! Then I don’t mind—no, I don’t |
mind all that dreadful part—I don’t mind :
anything ”’—and putting her head on the |
Mayor’s shoulder, she burst into tears. ‘

The next day the story was told all over |
the city of how the -tall tower had been |
struck by lightning, and the town clock |
had been stunned and unconscious for |
hours ; and of how Barpay, who had been
stunned too for a few moments, had tried
to be the town clock, so that her father, |
dear father, might not be discharged.—N. |
Y. Independent,

|
|
|
|
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A Voice From Virden.

GENTLEMEN,—[ have used Hagyard’s
Yellow Oil for the past ten years, and find
it a splendid remedy for colic, neuralgia, |
bronchitis, croup, pains in the back, ulcer- |
ated and sore throat, sprains, chilblains, |
etc., in fact we use it for aimost every
pain, aud it always relieves quickly. I
can safely say I Know of no other remedy
of the sort that can equal it. We always |

keep a good stuck in the house.

Mrs. J. L. MADGE.

Yirden, Man.
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A Comprehemsive Word.
“ What’s his profession 7"’ said the man
with a wide range of taste.
* Hels an artist.”

proved quite true, and believing that are- |
cital of the facts of the case woula be of
advantage to some one who might be |
similarly suffering, I asked permission to I
make them known, which was readily |
granted. The young lady is Miss H. M.
Gonyou, a general favorite among her ac-

quaintances, and it is thought that her |

I

was bronght on by hard study in school.” |

Miss Gonyou gave the following state- |
ment :—* All throu_h the fall of 1894 T}

had Leen feeling unwell. I did not speak
to anyone about it, for I was going to
school and was afraid if I said anything
about it to my parents they would keep

me at home. I kept getting worse, and

| promptly and for a longer or

at last grew so nervous that I could not |

l

hold my pencil. My right side was af-
fected most, though the trouble seemed
to go through my whole system.

uary [ was so bad that I had to discon- |

tinue going to school, and I was constant-
ly growing worse. I could not use my
bands, because I would let everything
drop, and frequently when I attempted to

walk, I would fall. My brother had been

| at his back

|
|

InJan- |

ailing for a long time and was then using |

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills and getting bec-
ter, so I thought as they were helping him

]

so much they would be a good medicine

for me. Before the first box was done |
was feeling much better, and after uvsing

the Pink Pills

health was fully restored.

for about a month, my

[t is now more

' chemists that a ‘ib\‘n- prepared spect ]

than a year since I discontinued the use |

of the pills, and I have not had the slight.
est trace of the malacy since. 1 am satis-
fied Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills saved me
from a life of misery, and I would strong-
ly recommend them for nervous troubles.

Dr. Williams’ Pink

Pills create new

l)luml, build up the nerves and thus drive

discase from the system. In hundreds of
cases they have cured after all other medi-
cines had failed, thus establishing the
¢laim that they are a marvel among the

triumphs of modern medical science,  The

repuine Pink Pills are sold oniy in boxes, |
g y y |

bearing the full trade mark, “Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills for Pale People.”

Pro-

tect yourself from imposition by refusing

any pill that does not bear the registered
trade mark around the box.
- e -
The Complete Angler.
“ What's a fishing rod ?”’

i
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result is not very apparent. The flood
which overtook the l“.):l‘. admi
Is evidently a part of the tidal
has overrun the whole Dominicn. Nothe

Iing succeeds like sucee 88, ana many

PEO~
ple make their party preferences in much
the same way as they select a horse to put
their money on for a race, they vote for

the party they expect to win, The person

| al integrity of Mr, Marchand is conceded

l)_\' (‘\'0-1‘)‘l’)4»(i)‘, ;nni hi~ n".u'ti-»ll of a
Cabivet from his ratner mixed following
will be watched with interest not unmixed
With such a strong party
there can be no

with aexiety,
excuse for
taking into the Government any of the
men whose names were preminently as-

trouble, as is not infrequently the c:m*,!“”u‘lmd with the discredited regime of

1891,
The Conservatives have
well relieved of responsibility ;

been pretty
they have
little to do but to retire gracefully and
shorter
period to perform the duties of a loyal
opposition faithfully. For the sake of
the party they might well wish their op-
pouents to stay in power long enough to
attract to themselves some of the leeche
that have beeu living on the Conservative
party so many years.

- 40> «

A SPECIAL WARNING TO
LADIES.

The proprietors of Diamond Dyes are
the only people mn the world that make
special dyes for coloring cottons and all
mixed goods,

It is now admitted by all the best co

;lll “'Hvll "uxul\ \\1“; not

-

mixed goods successfally,

When Diamond Dve Pink, Purple,
Orange, Garnet, Navy, Yellow, Blue,
Scarlet, Turkey, Red, Green, Curdinal,
Brown and Black for Cotton and Mixed
Goods are used, satisfaction 15 always
guarant ed.

] » 1 1 ] 3

Beware of the dyes that pretend

. « all w ] . l ] 44 ¢+) 4
('ll“l all wool coods and cotten with the

same package of dye.

¢

The verdict of millions on this continen

is, * Diamond Dyes are first and best.”

- AeP> -
Where Did He Get Them ?
The old man is favorite on

a great
Newspaper Row ; his only failing 1s that
he has asthma, which he has to drown out
occasionally.

Last week he started out to drown his
hay fever on pay day. When he left the
office he counted among his possessions
$25, his week’s salary. Just what hap-

| pened to him is a mystery, becamwse he

¢“Jt’s a handsome-jointed arrangement  never gained consciousness until he woke
| up in the station house the next morning.

' He searched his pockets ; they were emp-

your father holds out over the water.”
“ What’s a fishing pole ?”

“ It’s a long wooden stick your Uncle | ty.

Biil catches fish with.”
- a®> - -

100 per cent Better.

Eight o’cloek came, and the station

| keeper came to let him out, There was
| no charge against him ; he had only been

| locked up to slegp it off.

The station

Milbuin’s Heart and Nerve Pills are geeper called out Bolvs nawe, and then

city, town and village in Canada.
F.\ Abbey,

| curing heart and nerve troubles in #very | hegan to hand out things that had been

Mrs. | taken away from him when he was locked
» Ve . & .

Toronto, says, “ M lburn’s up, of which Bob had no knowledge ; first

Heart and Nerve Pills cured my busbu.nd ' his watch, then $37.50, half as much again
who had for fifteen years suffered with | as Pob had when he started out, then a

weak nerves caused by heart trouble,
was subject to pains in his head, dizziness,
fainting spells, sleeplessness, etc. He is
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now free from these troubles, and feels ! from,

He | new suit of clothes, an uwbrella, a box of

paper collars and a basket of grapes.
Bob is still wondering where they came
But he entertains the highest opin-

“ Yes, but what kind ? Does he dance, | 100 percent better than when he began ' jon of the polie department and the board
paint pictures or walk the tight rope 1’ | using the pills.”

| of publie safety.
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