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AFTER TEN YEARS,

OR SIGNING THE CENSUS PAPER.
By Mary Bradford Whiting.

My wife and I together sit,
;he en beside me lies,
e census sheet are fixed
he chxldren & curious eyes;
And o’er my heart and brain there rolls
A flood of memories,

Ten years since last I filled it up—
What changes they have wrought!

Small wounder that [ pause awhile,
And lose myself in thought

Of all the mingling joy and pain
These circling years have brought!

First eomes my names: a greater strength
Was mine ten years ago—

Upou the hair that once was black
'I"iere lies a touch of snow;

I’m ten steps nearer to the goal
To which we all must go.

Then comes the name of her I love:
Through shadow and through shine,

Through all the changes »f the year,
Qur hearts still more entwine;

Ah! God be thanked that I can still
Write down that name with mine!

Willie, my boy, ten yvears ago
A pany mite of five—

H W littie, !Lt [ thought to see
You here to« alive!

ii.'b'

Some joys l ve lost, but this [ have:
To watch you grow and thrive,

Nelly, my sunbeam, how your smiles
Have brightened all my way

Since first | wrote your name and age
L'pu thl~ self-sare (i AV,

Whil your mother’s lo vmg arms
Au k‘ yur old babe you lay!

Annie, another bome is yours;
But y Lhoug i we miss your f«ut,

I cannot 1«-1 an unmix: uifrnf
Before that vacant space,

For in vour husband’s love and care
You’ve found a resting place.

But as I lav the pen aside
The mother looks at me,

Ana points her trembling finger where
Quar Charlie’s name sheuld be,

VA'}, | 1n her sorrow-laden eves
Thé blinding tears I see.

Charlie, my dearest and my best,
Beneath th un-scorched sod

Of that far distant Transvaal plain
That once you bravely trod

You lie and slumber, and vour soul

1

Is with vour country’s God.

And when the next ten years have passed,
Upon another shore

}'.‘"']O )& Ul) (5 'i \rlll grant to me
To see my boy once more,

And in that first sweet glance forget
The grief that came before,

Who knows? The future none can see:
But though his course is run

I thauk the God who gave to me

A hero for a #on,
And pray that, when we die, our work
be A]Uilt‘.

M;x_\' all, like his,
nd though our paths go left or right
As on through iife we move,

Or though we live, or though we die,
We all are one 1 love;

Aud on that last great Nilln’)'l‘ihg l)a\_\’
We'll meet again above
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UNDER THE TRAIN.|

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

not a bit of use
attempt to
catch and chain the wind in its wildest
course, as to stay Abner Markley in his,
Eetter let him aloue,”

“Don’t alk husband. I must,
deed 1 must, His mother would have
tried to save my boy, 1n the same sitna-
tion, I know. It may be as you say, but
I'li try all the same; and if I fail—no,
vo, I must not fail; 1 can’t bear to use
that word, Well, I'll do my duty, and
trust to God for the result,”
Ruth Mild, as she wiped away the tears
that stole gently down her sweet mother-
ly face.

“You don’t think of the danger to our
own boy. If you bring him here, Ruth,
God only knows where it might end.
You forget.” And Abel Mild glanced
with an apxious eye through the open
door into the next rcom, where sat a little
waiden, the mirciature picture of her
wmother—fairer aud fresher in coloring
though,

“Oh, Abel ! that child, little more than

a baby!”’

“Im her sixteenth year, and he hand-
some enough to make a girl forget
wother, father, and tbe whole world, for
bim. Don’t do it, mother. Itisa her-
edicary sin, from father to son. Would
you see your child the wife of a drunk-
ard?”

A shiver, a little cry of terror, and for
s moment the sweet face paled. She hesi-
tated, and Abel Mild thought he had tri.
umphed.

“No.
—1 know.
‘even though He slay me.

“And offer your own lamb to the sacri-
fice!” Abel said in a tone that told the
dark forebodings that possessed his spirit.

Again she faltered, and leant, with her
head buried in her hands, as if praying.
Again her eyes were looking into Abel’s,
clear, and showing no doubts in her heart,

“He knoweth my heart—its weakness
and iis strength. He will not try me be-
yond my power to bear, If you love me,
Abel, say no more. Never before, in the
twenty years of our married life, have 1
murmured acainst your will. Now I feel
that [ am doing His,”” she said, raising her
eyes upward.

There was an expression on her face
wore beavtiful than Abel had ever seen,
even in those days when he thought there

hl'. :
it is no use, mother,

to try. You might as well

80, n-

God will spare me that, I trust
And so I will trust Him—aye,

r»

was not as lovely a face in the world—nn‘

expression so holy, so trusting, that Abel
went up to her, drew her head on his
bosom, and kissing her, said:

“May He you trust bless and reward
you, Ruth, my dear, geod little wife,
Forget what I’ve said, and go your way,
which has ever been the right one.”

“Thank you, Abel. You have made
me bhappier. And now I will ¢o. He
leaves his office at three o’clock, dines at
four, if [ start now, I will be there just
the right time. He will bhave finished,
and be in his room.

Abner Markiey, as Abel Mxld had said,
was handsome enough to win the heart of
any woman, He was sitting in his room,
as Ruth hoped to find him. And when
ke jumped up to welcome her, she thought
of her husband’s words,

“What an unexpected pleasure, Mrs,
Mild!” he said, placing her in the com-

answered |

| fortable chair from which he had just
{ arisen,
| “Yes? I’m glad to find you disengaged.
B! have another pleasure awaiting you.
Looking over my treasures I found
j this, and have brought it for you—to give
you, if you wish.”
She held toward him a little velvet case
' which he hastened to take and open.
Ruth Mild anxiously watched his face
i while he gazed on the miniature he held.
l “My mother! Is it? Yes, I know it!
|
|

Oh, thank you, my dear Mrs, Mild, How
very beautiful ! But I cannot re-
Here her eyes are so
{ laughing, her lips ready to break into
| I’m glad to have this to lock at;
| for always, when thinking of her, I can
( only call up a face, beautiful enough, but

very,
| member her thus.

| smiles.

| oh! sad, so very sad! her eyes looking as
| though they had shed oceans of tears.
And she once looked like this?”’

“Yes, mny boy. She sat for that in ker
wedding dress, a week before she became
vour father’s wife. 1 was her bridesmaid.
She the merriest girl in the
when your father won her from us,

was
carried her off to the city to live.”
“Mrs. Mild”’—he
beautiful picture to hers, and asked
terribly?

turned his eyes from
the
| -=*‘what changed my mother so
| Was my father not kind?”
She hesitated.
“Tell me—all. I remember nothing of
‘ f‘.thvr. [ have been told I was only five
years old when he died. Was it his
death—"’
“No, no; but—"
eak freely, M
“May 1?7 Well, manner of
your father’s death which broke her heart;
but it had been terribly wounded before,
Abner,
The good woman’s voice had sunk
low he had

words, and

rs. Mild.”

it was the

‘GS!

She was a drunkard’s wife.”

80
to lean forward to catch the
then back with a
wounded cry, which caused her to say:
“I've hurt you.
“Yes, yes. But go on.
Say it as you choose,” he

started

Forgive me.”
Teil me all.
said,

| back into his chair, and covering his face

sinking

! with one haud, the other still holding his
wother’s picture.

She talked on, picturing to him in gra
phic colors the young bride leaving them,
so happy, so trusting; of the first surprise
and wortification; the dreadful fears
when she was no longer surprised; then
the suffering all alone—she could confide
that sorrow to none; of hope entering her
heart again when she watched for the
“little one’s coming.”

The reformation which brought for a
brief time such holy happiness, as over
the little one’s—the baby boy’s—cradle
she stood with him she trusted in again—
again to be disappcinted On and on to
the violent death she told him, and then
Ruth Mild pleaded as only a mother can
plead. And when she finished by say-
ing:

“Yes, my boy, the last time we met, she
held you in her arms, and pressing her
pale lips to yours, she said:

*“‘Oh, Rath, if I could take my darling
with me, I would gladly, gladly ciose my
eyes to earth! But if 1 leave bim, shall I
ever find him again? Will he comel—
Oh God, will my boy come to me up
there?”’

Ruth Mild’s voice was trembling, scaree-
ly audible, as she repeated the dying
mother’s words,

Abner’s hosom was convulsed with emoe
tion He did not try to conceal it as he
sobbed forth:

“Yes, yes, mother, with God’s help I
will come to you.”

Ruth Mild had conquered. Abner
Markley became one of her household.
In every way she endeavored to hold him
firm. Little Alice, with her dove.like
eyes, was a source of deep and pure pleas-
ure to the young man. Sbhe was so dif-
ferent from every other girl he knew—so
gentle, so artless and childlike. Hours
that used to be spent in drinking and
club-rooms were passed reading to her,
telling of the wonders of the old world,
over which he had travelled, or in singing
with her,

Those were happy evenings to all,
Father Mild forgot his fears, as he watched
| the young folksand listened to the beauti-
ful music thev made—Alice at the piano,
Abner with his flute, and the old man’s
second self, young Abel, with his wviolin,
A year passed thus, bringiug Abner, as he
! felt, nearer to mother; The tongues of
many with their dark predictions had
ceased, and those who had trusted pro-
nounced Abner Markley saved,

“I wish I couid excuse mysel from this

village |

and |

party to-night,” Abner said. And little
Allie asked:

“Must you go?”

“I think so. I did not intead to. I'd
made up my mind to send an excuse, but
the Judge came into my room this after-
noon and insisted. You know he is our
chief, and it is a respect due him to accept
his invitation; but I will not stay long.
There are some pretty wild fellows going
—determined to have a ‘time,” as they
say; but I’ll slip from them, and hasten
back home to you, my little dove-eyed
darling Allie here. Sit up for me; I have
gsomething to tell you, and something to
beg for,”” he whispered. And then, as she
stood in the door, he said:

“There, run in out of the cold. I must
be more careful of you. Stop a moment,
Kiss me, Allie?”

She drew back. He knew that her
cheeks were crimsoned, although it was
too dark to see,

““Mother will not eare; kiss me darling,
I will tell her all to-morrow. Thank you.
Now run 1n,” bhe said.

And she daated off to shed a few happy
tears, and watch and wait for his coming,

“God bless her! | wonder if mother is
watching over us to-night? I wish she
were alive, to know my darling,”” Abner
said, as the door closed on Allie’s retreat-
ing form,

It was a brilliant throng that gathered
in the saloon of Judge Armstead. Abner
Mairkley was a universal favorite, and all
welcomed him warmly.

That party was decidedly the party of
the season. The music grand, the supper
a perfect success, How the wine spark-
led! And some of the women’s eyes
brightened, 1I'm soiry to tell, as they sip-
ped the tempting glass,

Abner Markley forgot for the time the
dove-like eyes of Allie, as he looked into
the bright, flashing black ones of a girl

influence he had known
when she

whose before.
And
champagne, saying:

“How can you resist? take it,”” he re-
}-]i\'d.

“I conld resist the wine, but not you.
And taking it from her, drained the glass
—another and another,

The hours passed on. Allie watched
and waited

Not until he bad placed his tempter in
her carriage did Abner start for home,
and then he had bis senses suflicient to
know he could not return to Allie as he
was.

In the gray light of morning, when hittle
Allie, had fallen
asleep with her pale face against the win-
dow, there came a slow, heavy tread along
the pavement, The door bell aroused her
a frightful dream., She
confused and terrified, to listen.

weary with watching,

from started,

Strange voices reached her ear, talking
in awed tones. She sped on to the pas-
sage to catch the words,

“Found dead on the track.”

Down the steps, with a wild ery, and be-
eide the bier she fell; her arms clasped
ahout the dead—her dead—she cried:

“No, no, not dead! Abner, speak to
Allie, your Allie. See; I’ve waited for
you as you bade me. Abper! Abner!—
Father, has he fainted?”’ turning her face,
with an appealing look, toward her father,
who, shaking his head sorrowfully, tried
to take her away.

“Dead!” she cried, in a tone that
brought the tears te the rough men’s eyes,
and they turned off as Abel Mild lifted
his child away and placed her in her
mother’s arms.

*“I do wish we had not had wines last
night,”” said Mrs. Armstead the next morn-
ing. while sipping her coffee.

“Why not?’ asked her husband,

“Why, did you not notice young Mark-
ley used considerable, and felt the effects
too? You know he had given it up for a
year. You remember I suggested we
should dispensre with it.”

“Nonsense! Give up a social custom
for the sake of one fellow who is too weak
to resist! I shall never do it.”

“Mother!” exclaimed Fred Armstead
rushing in—‘“Mother, Abner Markley is
dead!—found dead across the railroad
track. Coucussion of the brain, they
say.”’

Concussion of the brain, they say! Can
that decision of the physicians bring re-
lief to the conscience of those who placed
the wine before him, or of hers who held
it to his lips? It could not to mine.
There would be a constant, endless whis-
per of “murdered” in my ear, sinking to
the very depth of my heart., I would
sooner be the stricken little Allie, or Ab-
ner, cold and dead, than be either of the
hospitable hosts, who, for the sake of one
soul, could not give up a social custom, or
the vain girl whose thoughtlessness or in-
difference, to say the least, won him to
death,
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FREE SAMPLES! FREE SAMPLES!

Send for a Free Sampleof Catarrh-
ozone, guaranted to cure Catarrh
¢ ronchitis, Asthma and Hay
Fever.

In order that every sufferer in Canada
way test the marvellous curative proper-
ties of Catarrhozone we will mail free to
any address, a twenty days+ trial, sufficient
often to cure. Enclose 10c. for postage
and boxing, and address Polson & Co.,
King:ton, Ont,
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held to him a glass Uf% who,

” | thelr

| uncouth, aud

' One

| a8

“To Be or
.—Notto Be.”

That is the question that concerns every
mortal: ehether it is better to be half ill,
nervous, worn out, or to be well, strong,
cheerful and useful. The latter condition
aill be yours if you take Hood's Sarsapa-
rilla, America’s Greatest Biood Medicine,—
there is nothing equal fo id.

After a Cold ~*“] «was comgletely
run dowwn by a cold. My son persuaded
me fo take Hood’s Sarsaparilla and after
the use of tawo bottles I found I was
getting an appetite. When I had taken
three bottles I was cured.”” 1. P. Vernot,
117 Champlain Street, Montreal, Can.

NeverDisappoints

THE ABYSMAL DEPTHS.
BY A BANKER.

It is stated that if a large sheet of plate
glass were inserted in the bettom of a
vessel, the floor of the ocean would, with-
in certain limits of depth, be visible with
startling distinctuess,

And what a spectacle of marvellous and
exciting interest must that strange region
present, Now, perhaps, we pass over the
wreck of a Spanish galleon, the stout
timbers of which, after two or three
centuries, have at length given way, and
the interior of the old ship is exposed to
view; wedges of zold from Peru or Mexico
skeletons of men grasp-
cases probably .full of
nere the bony
in a death

scattered about;
ing iron-bound
rubies and precious stones;
remains of two forms locked
grip, who had perhaps been
the possession of some spoil; and here 2a
of those antiquated fire-arms

which had struck such terror and dismay

l in the breasts of those Peruvian patives,

with a vague and strange tradition

aud theology,
Horus,
down with

them with

Ezyptian civilization
Ox

(\‘.

thought that Osiris or some
other heathen deity had come
attendants to slaughte:
thunder and lightning.

Or now we pass over

mighty

of

the

the rocky lair

of those denizens ot

great

some
l‘(f(fp,
never come to the surface, hideous and

monsters which seldem or

whose existence, some

be

¢
Ul

even now, are inclined to sceptical,
perbaps is bringing
jiws, as food for bis uncanny and villain-

a siruggling young

in his capacious

ous-looking brood,
whale now in its death-throes, soon to be
devoured by this repulsive herd of grisly
while haif

eyes,

) E T
1i€t
bltdl

watching

menstrosities; another
reat projecting
as small footballs,
viciously for any which bas
temerity to approach this terribie den of

coiled up, its g
large
prey the
rapacious ravagers oi the deep.

But now, arrived in less profoandly
deep waters, we are passing over
pleasing beantifal and
nature-arvaying gardens, decorated with
the waving palm-like fronds of different
varieties of sea-plants of many diversified
colours and forms; large and gracefal
corals, some a brilliant vermillion with
branches outspread like the tail of a pea-

more

scenes; forests

cock, some a bright golden-orange, with
exquisitely shaped pendent terminals,

while others are moulded into all manner
of forms and designs, elegant vases and
tazzas, globular spheres, or ornamental
cups; with many hued anemcnes and other
beautiful and shapely sea-flowers; while

in and out of this marine bower of beauty

are sportively gambolling many varieties |

of the finny tribe, which play among the
undulating branches, and dart bither and
thither in search of food. /
But alas! ever and anon we continue to
pass over the rent and battered remains of
some gallant ship—merchantman, gone
down laden with the wealth of Ind; bat-
tleship sunk to the depths while engaged
in deadly fray; pirate, whose crew, dis-
guised in feminine attire, bad oftimes
lured its prey within reach, and then,
hoisting the fell black flag disfigured with
the weird symbol of death’s-head and cross
bones, had seized the uususpecting craft
and robbed and murdered all on board,
but at length meets its fate, and plunges

down to the bottom with all its murder-
ous crew and their ill-gotten gains; with

' many an emigrant ship, sunk down into

the briny depths with a great throng,
mostly newly-yoked in wedlock, going
forth full of hope and glad anticipation,
to fight the battle of life band in hand to-
gether on distant lands, but suddenly ar-
rested on the very threshold, and cut off
before they had scarce tasted its joys and
its sorrows,

And down there in the sunken depths
must all those whitened relics of humanity
rest until that great momentous Day when
the sea shall give up her dead. And then
will they whose mis-deeds have been
atoned for by the Redeemer, shine in glory
and be welcomed by the Great Judge;
while they who had sunk to their watery
grave unpardoned will receive the dread
sentence of condemnation, and to their
utmost consternation, be then and there
carried off ! :
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For nfants and Children.
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T. Jard:

DIRECT {IMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN 600DS,
' —AND—
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS
il

FLOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE.

THA, SUGAR, TOBACCO,

COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT,

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese,

PORK AND BEEF,
HAMS, OATS, BRAN AND SHORTS.

0

HARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARF
BOOTS AND SHOES

o

DRY GOODS.
Ready-Made Clothing, Scetch Horse Collars,
IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE,

NAILLS OF EVERY DESCRIFPTION LIME.

ingish House Coal.

Blacksmith's Coal

(=]

>HINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING,

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOQOD, LATHS, etc.

o

Kingston, Kent County, N. B
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