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WEEN FATHER SHAVES HIS FACE.

When father shaves his stubby face
At nine on Sunday morn,

There always steals upon the place
A fecling of forlorn.

An awful silence settles down
Ou all the human race;

It’s like a funeral in town
When father shaves his face.

He gets his razor from the shelf
And etrops it up and down;

And mutters wildly to himself,
And throws us all a frown,

We dare not look to left or right,
Or breathe in any case;

E'en mother bas to tiptoe quite
When father shaves his face,

He plasters lather everywhere,
And spots the window pane;

But mm‘uer says she doesn’t care,
She’ll clean it off again.

She tries to please bim all she can,
To save us from disgrace;

For he’s av awful nervous man
When father shaves his face.

We try to sit like mummies there,
And live the ordeal through:
And hear that razor rip and tear,

And likewise father, too,

And if iv slips and cuts his chin,
We jump and quit the place;
No power on earth can keep us in

If father cuts his face.

WON AGAIN.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN,

“How could she have married him?
That stern, coid—"’

I was going to say something more, but
stopped. [ would not speak disrespect-
fully of him to his Lhousekeeper, although
I almost hated him, because of the change,

\he terrible change, I found in the child

“‘Rarely,” I answered; and then, lest
she should grow frightened with thoughts
of 8o stern a man, I said: ‘Mr, Hugh is a
great student, The lives and fortunes of
many depend on his thought and words.
It is not meet that a judge should be a
merry man.’ '

“This scemed to satisfy her a bit, and
with a knowing little look and a graver
air, she said:

“‘That is true. But some time, long
ago, when papa loved him, and he was
only Mr, Hugh, not Judge Archer, was he
not different, then?’

“‘Ob, yes, then he was as other young
men, But now he is five-and-thirty, you
know,” I answered; and could bave told
of one as young and beautiful as she hav-
ing won his heart, and then cast it aside,
to be worse than broken—hardened, and
filled with doubts, and trusting none; for
that it was that made him so.

“‘Then if once like other men, he shall
be again. I’ll coax back his smiles, and
make him love me, too. For I shall love
him because papa bade me to.’

“A letter from our ‘master,” as Clarice
laughingly called her guardian, told when
he would be home. ‘If the child has not
got pacified yet, keep her out of my way,
for mercy’s sake!” he wrote; and how mer-
rily she laughed about it,

“T almost dreaded his coming, Such a
change she bad wrought in the great, dark
gloomy rooms!

“She ransacked the store-room and
closets, trunks and boxes; found bright
covering for the old faded sofas and chairs;
brightened up the pictures, and brought
out ‘our master’s’ picture, hung it over
the mantel of his room, and decked it
with evergreens; brought forth number-

of my dearest friend. In form, features,

aye, in mind and hearr I met the change. |

|

passed since I saw her |

Sixteen years had

last, and then at fourteen Clarice was the

. : : _ '
loveliest, | ::',';hr‘ -&? “L\:(l]'?h‘f. and truly the ‘ and papers. It was no use, all I could
most bewite ;x‘x‘;; litile maid I‘ aver saw ?say. She woald do as she would
i“;);.:&fz‘ s“:;!t?i‘:,b,‘,l;: :‘I;Il“.\‘(‘,;f‘l}‘i,j;s};:}hliw\:l“lu ' “*tNow he will kx?ow where t:' fmd Jast
ol et n.hv--le.l e RIS R, what h.e W(lf:ts without 'tur‘\ulmg over
those of a sunny clime. Her mother was (.'V¢<I"\'lhlll‘.§ for one. Oh! they are ?H,
Frerch, hes 11 from the South of our  sight, Ny, alwa.ys. o ‘})’AIJ{E i
own Jand... I wiss oty the sra whedt: the And he wasa le.xwyer, too!’ she said, when
T P ) 5T T 1 she saw how frightened I looked

little Clarice’s mother went to heaven

home,

And when, f

Uv‘)' told me the child was fathe I'1L~>, too,

ur year: after, I came

and with bher guardians in the North.
And this man—mnow her busband—was the |
one her father left her to.

“*How could she have married him?”

again 1 asked, my thoughts going back to
a frank and noble youth who loved ler
well, I knew, and of the hope that filled
my own heart for his success.

“Ab! that’s what many before you have
asked,” said Margery Moore. “And now
But thei he was not
tad. 1
For
never a cross word has he ever said to me,
and 1've lived with him full thirty years.
I meaut to say so—so—still and strange.
Then it did not seem so wonderful.  She
could hawe liked—yes, loved him. I’ll
tell vou just bow it was, as near as I can.
Just thirteen years and a half ago wy
Mr., Hugh, called me into his
room. He was sitting, with an open let
ter in his hand.

“l saw directly something was wrong
with him. His eyebrows

I woander so myself,
guite so bad. No, I don’t mean

don’t know how I came to say it.

master,

were drawn

close together, his lips as tight as could be. !

“ ‘Margery,’ re said, ‘an old friend, one
that 1 loved, and one that has placed great
confidence in me, is dead. His only child,

a little girl, he has left to my charge. Do
you think you can take care of her? Caun

you attend to her wants uutil she is old
enough to be sent to school?

“‘Indeed | can, sit, and should love to
bave a child about the house,” I said
Then he looked a little relieved, and said:

““Very well. Ob, 7 dreadit. I sup-
pose we shall have nothing but whining
and crying for the next six months, until
Margery, you must
Take lots ot things thut |

she gets used to us.
go feteh her.
children like—a doll, toys, and sugar- |
plum-—to stop her erying and win her |
over, And [ say, Margery, the day before ‘
l expect you howe ! shall go off-—cnly for |
two or three weeks—travel a little until |
the child gets used to the place. I could |
uotl staud her fuesing arouund, erying for |
[ don’t know,
but she may need a nurse. Well, you
(Go as soon as you can, and
us talk uny more about the

her mother and father.

wili cnow,
don’t let
child.’

“The next morning he put a purse, well. |
And two days afte
| started te fetch the child.

“Well, you know what a surprise it was |
to me when I found her., I ueed not tell
you that if she h: d chosen she could have
“"hy she
could vot have lovea one who seemed so
worthy I can’t tell.”

“Ah, Margery, who can tell the why of
a woman’s heart?”’ |
full of regrets und sorrow,

“Yes, yes, you are right,”” said Margery, |
“I fear she h s pined for a brighter bom-
than ours. Mr., Hugh was absent, as he |
had said he would be, when I got bazk

again.
~ “How well I remember the look of sur. |
prise and disappointment on the child’s
face when 1 carried her to see the por. |
trait of her guardian hangiry in the great ;
hall.” |

“‘Does he never laugh?’ she a<ked.

“I shook my head. ,

“{Nor smile?” she continued, her great
eyes growing large:.

filled, in miy hands,

rewsained in & Southern home,

answered, my own

' days of her life,
' loved her, or whether he fearcd some one

 less little vases of flowers of her own work
and pretty things of china and marble,
and put them all in his room; and then,

| to my horror, laid her hands on his books |

“Then all the old silver was made to
look like new. And last of all, she coax-
ed me into a lot of unnecessary trouble,

| in the way of ‘uice things for supper that

: night.’

} “She was hid bebind the door of the

room she had made so beautiful, when he

entered, And I stood trembling in a far
corner, Round and round he turned.

Passed his baud across bis brow like one

only half awake.

“*Where am I, Margery? he called.

swer. In an instant, from behind the
door, guickiy came Clarice, and went

right up iv ‘our master’s’ side, saying:
“‘Won’t / do? Margerv is out some
where,’

“] had darted into the But
near enough to see and hear.
“How was!

eyes dancing with delight.

passage,

der dark
Her cheeks
brighter than auy roses I ever saw. Hes
hand was on his arm, and agaiu she spoke
| to him :

< t!'

beautifal she

.t me take your coat and hat.’
his fur gloves, and began rubbing his
. hands, anua saying:

“‘Oh, how cold your hands are! Mar-
gy! Margy! come help to get ‘our mas-
? ter’ warm.’
| “‘Who are you? he managed to say at

length,

( “Then such a merry, ringing laugh
;‘ sounded through the great room, and she
| said:
{ “*Your ¢hild, Clarice Gordon! A real
: good child she will be, and not cry a bit
i if you will only love her a little. See, 1
i am pacified!’

“There was such a merry twinkle in her

{

| eye, and remembering his words, he had
 to smile and asked, in a voice more like
' that of years gone by:

“‘How old are you, Clarice?

“‘Seventeen, almost. Come, say, are
you pleased or cross? Margery said you
would be just so—’ she put up and crossed
her little fingers, again repeating her in-
quiry.

“*‘I am pleased that you are bhappy,’ he

| said.

“And I knew, then, she had won her
way.

“Yes, be was pieased. He liked being
made so much of; liked having the beauti-
ful girl flitting about and ‘taking care of
bim,’ as she called her pretty ways.

“She threw wide open all the doors and
windows, and let the sunshine into the
house and into the master’s heart too.

“She coaxed him to take her about in

town, and among his friends, She had
young folks often at the ‘Grange;’ and
svon, of course, lovers enough, But she
langhed at them all, declaring she was

| going to stay with her guardian all the

Well, whether he really

might win her away, | caun’t tell. T only
know he came to me and teld me Clarice
was to be his wife, and she, hugging me
aimost breathless, said:

“‘Dear old Margy, you see mow I’ve
made ‘our master’ love me. Now is he
rot like he wsed to be, a little?’

“They were married and went away.
And I had things as I knew would please

her when they came back,
“Things for a while went on well
encugh, Sometimes he would get in his

old way; but she would win him from it.
But after a bit, these spells came closer
together, and always when she went from
home; then she seldom left him. But
folks all about liked her, and would come
to see her—old and young. After a little
~I knew just how it was—he was jealous
of everybody, and wanted to ecage the
beautifuy bird, to keep her to himself
alone. She tried hard enough to please
him. Only she could not be other thau
charming to all who came; and all kept
on coming.

“He grew worse and worse back to his
old ways. He pever chided, only by
looks, so cold and stern, When the baby
came I thought things would grow bright
again., Her heart was full of hope, 1
know. She was very ill. Pale faces and
avxious hearts were in the house that day.
Bat she lived. What for? I've often
thought. God forgive me. I’ve heard
her say, with her baby pressed close to
her bosom:

“*‘Oh, little one, why could not you
and I have goue to heaven?

“For a little after that baby came he
was kinder, and would sit in the nursery,
and seemed quite happy again., But
when the mother grew well aud could go
about again the old mood grew on him.
The baby was her comfort. And so things
went on until the little Pearl was three
years old.”

“Did he love the babe?”’ I asked.

“Oh, yes, he loved her; that Ifknow.
And she was wonderfully fond of him.
She was such a sweet winning child! And
sometimes with her sweet ways, she woulc
draw the two tcgether., Baby though she
was, she seemed to know somethbing was
wrong. The day before the was taken
ill, he came in with her in his arms.
Clarice came up, and putting out her

“I was trembling so I could not an- |

And 1 another iestant she had pulled off

hands, said:

“‘Come to mamma,’

“The babe siarted up, and was about to
spring to her mother’s arms when some-

| thing in his face made ber turn and look |
| doubtfal,
“‘Stay with me,” he whispered. ‘Come |
' to mamma,’ pleaded she,
| “From one to the other the sweet eyes

turned, and then with one arm still around
{hcr father, she leaned forward, clasping
| the other about her mother, ard lisped: ;
l “‘Pearl loves both—wants te stay with |
i both!’
|  “With all her little strength she dr w
| them together. Had she lived, she would
' have held (hem so, 1 traly believe.
| Well, you have ticard that, after a few
f hours’ illness, our darling went to heaven,
| Oh, then came this fearful change! If he
' had not alone npursed his sorrow but
| shared with her, I thiuk she could have
borne it With
never a word of love or sympathy, the
months and years have passed; and now,
at last, the end bas come, You have come
to take her from us, back to her own
sunny home. I shall never see her more,
I know., 1f she ledves, it will be for-
ever.”

“Margery,” I said, ““do you not see she
is dying here—starving?! [ must take her
to those who will feed her with the best

better. never a Caress,

of all food—sympathy and love. We will
bring back life and hope.”
Her physician  had advised travel,

change of scene. She insisted sbe was not
ill, and seemed careless of everything.
Not even the thought of revisiting the
home and friends of her childhood aroused
any interest, and he neither opposed nor
sanctioned the doctor’s advice,

Things were in this state when I found
Clarice. At length she agreed to go with
me,

“Shall I go?” she forced herself, from
the barrier of ice, to ask.

“As you please,” he awswered, ian a
voice that made me shiver.

Ah, he kuew well enough when she left
it would be forever! She could have
won him again, I am sure, Could the
wouuded heart have ceased its smarting?
[ knew what it was. I could solve the
mystery. Disappointed that her power
had so soon failed—mortified that she had
tried to win a love so short-lived, and
wounded to the very quick by his cold
indifference, she had drawn herself behind
a wall of ice. For nearly eight years she
had lived thus. And he had been disap-
pointed. He had expected the merry '
child to comtinue her luving wiles—on
and on, never growing less, although he
threw not a ray of sunshine on her path.
Caged, yet he expected her to sing as
when free, and taught by love.

She was ready to start. Like an auto-
maton, she had moved about making the
necessary preparations. Everything that
told of little Pearl was collected and
packed. , Only one—her picture, that
hung in his room. Could she leave that?
No; she must, she would take it. She
believed him away, purposely to avoid a
parting.

Creeping, fearful of even a remon-
strance from Maurgery, she entered the
room. All was quiet. Stepping on a
chair, she lifted the pictured angel. child,
and clasping it tightly to her bosom, was
turning to leave the room, when a hand
was laid not heavily, only firmly, on her
shoulder.

“You must not take that, Clarice,”” her
husband said.

“I must—I shall! She was mine.
cannot leave this,” she cried,

“I_ have nothiag else. Give me it!”
He took hold of the picture; she clinging

I

tightly, cried:

“Deride Not Any
Man’s Infirmities.

Tell him, rather, how o get vid of them.
Most infirmities come from bad blood and
are cured by Hood’s Sarsaparilla. Ewery
person who has scrofula, salt rheum,
humors, catarrh, dyspepsia or rheumatism
should at once begin taking this medicine
that the infirmity may be removed.

Weakness —*“ I have given Hood's
Sarsaparilla to my bay awhose blood wwas
poor. He aas wery weak, could not keep
warm, and suffered from pains in his
stomach. Hood’s Sarsaparilla made him
strong and well.”” Mrs. W. C. Stratton,
Thomas St., Deseronto, Ont. :

Hush!
Clarice’s eyes were lifted; her ear strained
to catch the sound. Her hushand’s face

A sweet, tiny voice was heard,

had lost its sternness. His bosowa rose
and fell convulsively.

“Pear] loves both; wants to stay with
both,” fell clearly, distinctly on the ear
of each. The mother’shold was loosened
and sobbing, she sank to the floor.

Had the angel-child’s spirit hovered
about them? Was her mission to unite
again the sundered hearts? Or, was it
only the well-remembered cryv of the
baby-girl that filled the ear, and entered
the hearts of both at that nioment? Who
knows?

Stooping, he gently raised her, bent his
head, and said, in a scft, low tone:

“Let ber be with both, Clarice, and if
our darling’s spirit hovers near, let her
find us not apart,”

It was little Pearl’s father that spoke
thus.

Won again- won forever—hack to love!
back to God! We weunt South together,
she, I, and the baby’s father. Rapidly
Clarice’s and returned,
“The effects of the warmer clime,”

bealth Spirits
her
I knew what it was aund

when

friends said,

thanked God, feeling sure that
’ ia)

blasts would burt her. There was warmsh
in the heart that was bound to shield her.
She has only the babe in heaven,

“Thank God for giving me littie Pearl !
Better to have had her taken than never
given,” she said—*‘“than never
known niy baby’s blessed influence.”
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DIAMOND DYES
Clothe Age and Un-=
sightliness with Life

and Beauty.

Do you ever try to dye over your faded
and unsightly garments? Tens of thou-
sands in Canada do this work successfully
and well. To those who have not tried
this work of true economy, we would
say, “there is money in it when yon do
the work with Diamend Dyes.” Old
dresses, suits, skirts, capes, jackets, blouses,
silks, ribbons, etc., can easily be renewed
and made to look as well as new goods at
small cost. Ten cents for a packaga of
one of the fashionable colors of Diamond
Dyes will save you several dollars. This
work of renewing and transforming cau
only be well done when you use the Dia-
mord Dyes. Ask your dealer for them;
take no common substitute,

-

A BATHURST MAN.
(Bangor Commerical.)

monotony the morning of March 6, when
it was learned that Andy Morrison had
committed suicide by cutting his throat,
He came here about 23 years ago from
Bathurst, N. B,, and has been embloyed
around Chesuncook aud vicinity ever
since, He had always been su%jaet to fits
of despondency, which finally developed
into insanity of a harmless type. A year
ago, being deemed irrespousibie, he was
placed in the state asylum at Augusta,
from which institution he was discharged
last September. After returning he se-
cured employment but he was not the

Andy of other days. Two or three times
tbrough the winter he has remained in

camp rolled in his blankets for.four or
five days, refusing to eat or even speak.

About noon the day before his death,
saying be felt unwell, he retired to his
room, requesting only to_be left alome.
Of course no suspicion was entertained
that he bad designs on his life. Some
time through the night he was heard to
leave the bouse, but it was supposed he
would return, In the morning the chore
boy while feeding the stock, found poor.
Morrison’s lifeless body under a pile of
hay, the throat cut from ear to ear, a
blunt jackknife, the tool used, laid nearby.
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The D. & L.
EMULSION |

The D, & L. EMULSION !
Is the bestand most palatable preparation of
Cod Liver Oil, agreeing with the most delicate
stomachs.
The D, & L. EMULSION
Is prescribed by the leading physicians of
Canada,
The D. & L.. EMULSION !
Is a marvellous flesh producer and will ~ive
you an appetite. 50c. & $1 per Bottle,
Be sureyou get | DAVIS & LAWRENCE

WONENTRITUIR NN NNy

R LRI NN, PO 3 279 T A s S i

“No, no. to me; give her to me!”’

I tie genuipe CO., Limited, Mootreal {

again in her Northern home ne chiiling !

|
to bave

Chesuncook was started out of its usual
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DIRECT jINPORTERS OF ua'Qau AND FOREIGN G0ODS,
—AND- X
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS
P 0N

"LOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE.

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO,

COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT,

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese,

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

0O
A

HARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARE
BOOTS AND SHOES

(=]

DRY GOODS.

Ready-Made Clothing, Sceteh Horse Collars,
IRONK, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE,

NAKLS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION ELEIME.

=]

ingish House Coal.

slacksmith's Coal

0
v

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING,

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOQOD, LATHS, etc.

(=}

Kingston, Kent County, N. B
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RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE— ’

Wine and Spirit Merqhants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS 1IN —

44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST.JOHN N. B.
Bonded Warehouse No. &
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BAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS.'



