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TOM'S REFORMATION.

An overgrown boy of nineteen was com-
ing carelessly up the narrow path that led
to a rambling, weather-stained house in
the suburbs of a smill New England town.
His limbs were too large for his body, and
the eyes and ears, that were part of his
good natured face were entirely too large.
He seemed to bave grown in spots and
needed thaking briekly, like a bag of
apples, to settle compactly together.

A girl, some years younger, flung open
the rickety door at his approach.

«“What's the matter, I.'z? he cried in
sudden surpise, for her cheeks were wet
with tears and her eyas swollen with much
weeping.

‘A wild, ferce gleam in the dark eyes
scemed to scorch him as she answered in
low, intense tones, ‘Mother's dying! the
doctor siys so ; and this is a pretty bouse
to bave a funeral in! There’s Mis’ Thorn,’
waving her hand towards a house farther
down the street, ‘she can live an’ bave her
house painted, while mother, who never
bad no pretty thinge, has got to die. ()}x,
it's cruel ! it's c:uel ! and wringing her toil-
stained little hands in anguish, ske ran
around the corner of the house to sob out
h-r grief on the bosom of that other mother,
whose embrace we shall all share sooner or
later

Tom stood like one etri ken -dumb. In
all his lazy, selfish life the thovght had
never enterad his sluggish brain that their
mother wou!d ever Jeave them. The v:ry
foundation of the world seemed shaken.
He looked helplestly up to the lowering
sky.

The door opened again and the grave
old doctor caime out accompanied by a
neighboring woman.

‘Well, tir, you have got home, have
you ?" he raid sharply.

Tom had been off for a week’s idle plea-
sure, called fishing, with doubtful com-
panions.

“There's work kere for you; wood, water
and food are needed,’ he added, as he toss-
ed the weight into his buggy, the thud
seeming to emphasiz2 his stern words.

‘What ails her? do tell me?' gisped
Tom, clutcbing bis coatsleeve as he pre-
pared to follow the weight.

‘Hard work and poor pay. Anxiety
about you. Hope would have lighten-d
her 12ad,’ gathering up the lines. ‘She is
worn out, my boy,” he added more kindly.

“There is no disease. I shall call to-
morrow, Mrs. Jenkins.’

The woman looked curiously at Tom
Come in,’ she said.

His mother lay quietly sleeping ; a heavy
stupor of utter exhaustion. [ow poor she
was and how poor everything looked.

‘Do you think ske'll ever rouse up P’ he
askel brokenly.

“Yes, 1 do, I think she’ll come round
ag'in, and possibly, with good nussing an’
nourishin’ food she’ll git up ag'in.’

‘Do you really, Mis’ Jenkins ?’

,Why, yes, child, 1 do an’ I've set up
with ninety-eight sick fo'ks, nussed ’.even
wimmen, an’ laid out fiity-seven, an’--but
the sentence wae never finished, for Tom
ciught the waterpails from the tink &nd
was halt-way to the spring before she miss-
ed him. It teemed to him that water was
never so hiavy before. He rewembered
how his moth r had stooped lately—could
it be bringing so much water up thet steep
grada?

Then he took his ax2 and cut a coup’e of
armfuls of alders that fringed the pasture
nzar by, carrying them in to the woodbcex.

Liz was stirring up a johnny-cake for
supper, and made a contemptuous sound
with ber lips when saw the alders. ‘Nice
stuff to bake a johnny-cake with!' she
said; ‘I could get better wood than that
with my eyes shut up,” she con‘inued, as
he took his gun down from the do>r and
went out.

_ ‘Scems to me.your're kind o’ hard on that
boy, 'Lizabeth,’ said Mrs. Jenkins reprov-
ingly.

‘Hard, and he weighing a hundrcd an’
eighty ; an’ poor mother tuggin’ water to
do folks’ washin's, and sackin’ wood till she
drooped down.’

‘You've helped her a sight, child. I no
doubt you've done the greater part of the
luggin’ an’ sackin’ yourself, an’ sense all
must eat, somebuddy must work,” consol-
ingly.

As Tom stumbied blindly along in the
twilight's purplish hez3, the same thoughts
were peopling his brain. He was dimly
conscious of the fragrance ot ficld &nd for-
¢st, as he tramped through the frost-bitten
Jeaves and brakes to a growth of birches,
tha favorite roosting place of partridges.

No one but h's Msker knew the vow Tom
registerad as he watched for his game ; but
his face was as placid as ev:r when he re-
turn>d home with a plump bird.

‘Has Tommy come ?’ a feeble voice asked
from the bedroom.

He answered in person. How the faded
face on the pillow lighted up ! Ile knecl-
ed dowsn by the bedside, while she ecitly
patted his rougi brown hair and smiled cn
him as only 2 mother can.

‘My dear boy," she whispered. and
closed ber eyzs again from sheer wea inzass.

Muttering something about ‘the stores
being closed,’ he burried cff once more.

‘] didn't know't way in him to move 82
quick,’ exclaimed Mrs. Jenkins, wonder-
ingly. *Can move tast enough it he wants
to,’ answered Lz, grimly, looking up from
the pariridge plucking. I zzie's hands
were never idle.

‘For the land’s seke, what is that boy a-
doia’ now !' Mrs. Jenkins again exclaimed
ay later, by the clear moonlight, they saw
him put a lidder up against the houte and
climb up with a bucket in his band.

‘I don’ know,” in a tone that said she
did not care, returned the poor girl, who
hung over her mother with strained, watch-

ful eyes. ‘I wish't you'd come here Mis’
Jenkins, ’pears to me mother breathes
kind of short.”

‘No, I guess not! They ’most always
do—some—when they sleep go. She'll be
better very like in the mornin’.’ .

Scratch, scratch went the worn white-

wash brush Tom had begged or borrowed,
as long as the moon lent her rays to his as-
gistance, and again at the earlv morning.
They tound a supply ot good wood in the
kitchen, and a peck of potitoes on the
kitchen table. 2

‘I don’t belisve that boy has slept a wink
all night’

«Neither have I,) said Iz, asshe put
some potatoes on to boil. Her tace looKed
old and worn in the sunshine of a new day.
A brave west wind had leaped into life, in
tha dark betore dawn of the day, and swept
the clouds eastward. The dead leaves
were floating in the yard like tiny brown
birds, and the sun seemed to be pliying
hide and seek with all the dingy surronnd-
ings ot her home. A li‘tle ray ot sun-
shine and hope crept into her sore beart as
she went to the doorand called ber brother
to braakfast.

“Your ma took a little grain o' broth
las’ night, Tommy,’ said the woman kindly
as he came in. ‘I wouldn’c wonder it she
was & grain better today and eat some of
that partridge. A lttle brandy would
stimerlate her some, I sh'd syy.’

Tae boy fl 1shed botly, and laid down the
nicely-browned bit of fish he was about to
eat. ‘Joe was saying he'd like to buy my
brat. Do you—do you suppose be'd pay
down for 1t ?’ be stammered.

‘Why, ye-es,’ ciutiously, ‘it you didn’t
atk too high. My man always pays cash
down. You might ask him ; ’t wouldn't do
no barm.’

By noon Tom brought th? brandy, some
beel ex'ract, and a few other things the
druggist told him were ¢specially nourish-
ing
Joe Jenkins owned ths ‘Sylph.’ Tom
groaned aloud when he remembered bow
proud he was when he piiated ber white,
with a red stripe and the namo in black.
‘An’ 1 never thought how mother would
like things o’hern painted an’ fix:d up,’ he
said piteously, to bimself, as he resumed
the white-washing.

Izz'e made no r2marks wh>n she went
out to feed the hens and saw a gable end
and side of the houte glistening in snowy
whiteness, from a very liberal application
of the wash by an unpracticed band.

Tom hoped she would say it looked as
weli as Mrs. Thern's. She was thinking
too intently of the worn f)rm that swayed
and fell before th: washtub, with the
{oamy suds on the thin bands as sh: was
returning from the pastures with a sack of
dry limbs in her arms. ‘An’ hour off
pleasurin’, sh2 said with a dry sob.

By night the widow Wilccx's house

reslly rivalod the wipow Thorn’s in its

furious onslaugh on the rubbish in the
yard. 1.7z came out with her broom and |
began sweeping around the doorway. ;

‘Doctor says mother’s a little better to- |
day. If she should get well, how pleased |
sbe'd be! with a gl nce at the transtorm2d |
dwelling, while tears ran unh2eded down |
her cheeks, redd:ning her high cheek
bones and glistening on her longs lashes.

Tom’s face worked convulsivzly, but be
only pounded the gatepost into a semb
lance of uprightness and nailed ona few |
s'ray pickets

'Gain’ to whitewash the fence?’ she
asked, timidly, for she hardly knew her |
brother in this new, stranga guise.

‘Yes, I be.’

Mrs. Thorn made an errand to th» well
to interview the doctor as he passed home-
wards.

‘S:zems to me there’s queer doings up to
Mis’ Wilcox’s aint there? Pound:n’ and |
whitewashin’ when there’s sickness in the |
house ; what does it mean, doctor '

‘It 1s the outward expression of an
awakening soul; or rather,’ szeing the
mystifi :d expression on her face, ‘the re-
formation ot Tom Wilcox.’

‘I hope 't will last,” in a way that said I
know it won’t. *'I is time he give up card-
playin’ his time away an’ want to work.’

‘Who gives a whi:t party twice a year!
retorted Dr. Barry, as ve drove on. “‘If |
his mother lives it will,” h2 mused; ‘Goad
grant she may.’

‘Tom,’ he called, ‘your place looks rea!
well, ’c will suit your mother when sh2 gets
around again.’

Tom grasped the fence to steady him-
selt. It was possible, then! :

‘But I guess I wouldn’t do any more
pounding now. You might mak- her nerv-
ous. ‘l've got ten cords of hard wood to
saw and split. I'll give you a dJollar a
cord, or a dollar and a half and your din-
ners to saw, split, wheel in, and tier up in
my shed.’

‘Yes, sir; can I begin today ?’

‘Any time,’ smiling at his eagerness.

Tom tound other jobs. Miss Delaney |
South, who sold dry goods and milliaery in
her ‘front room,’ gave him a piece of bright
blue calico, flowered with orange,: slightly
faded in the tolds, for cleaning out her
cellar and back yard, and his sister made

pure whita surface, and Tom bad begun a l
|

| ingredient ”

a gay wrapper {rom it for the invalid, and |

full draperv curtains for the kitchen win-
dows, right mde out, giving the house a
festive appearance at least.

When the wood w s a'l in, Tom found
a job with the coalman, and ths first whole
barrel of flour, thit had been in the house
gsince its master died, was rolled into [the
back door bythe grocar, tha first day the
invalid was ahle to sit up.

It was a provd momeat for the childran
when they pushed her rocking-chair to the
blue draped window, and she looked out
on the neat yard, th: snowy paling, and
the L, whih was visible, as white and tidy
looking as the wido ¥ Thorn's.

‘What a comfort you are, Tommy,’ she
cried, *I never real’z:d before what a good
boy you was,’ ehe said with moist, hippy
eyes, ‘snd Lizzie isthe bes: dauzhter ia
the world.’

Iiz swillowed scmething hard in ter
throat. She was always second in her
mother's affactions. But Tom needed the
most love to keep bim straight, and she
impulsively drew the two dear faces to-
gether and kissed them. Wirh the protect-
ing instinct once aroused in Tom’s heart,
his old loutish ways feil away from him
like his poor companions, and when their
frail little mother first walked out, leaning
on his arm. Mrs. Thorn actually address-
ed bim as Mr. Wilcox. While Liz, with
the hard lines gone from her young face,
walkad behind, beaming with jry, and
planning how to get a shawl to match th?
gorgeous Wrapper.

THE VALLEY OF PAIN.

HOW ONE WOMAN MADE HER
ESCAPE. 3
A LIFE OF TORTURE CHANGED TO A
LIFE OF COMFORT AND HAPPI-
NESS BY KOOTENAY
CURE.

Of all the intense and persistent forms of
pain one can scarcely conceive of anything
more agonizing than Neuralgia. Its victim
is one of those that draws forth our sym-
pathy and pity as all efforts to effect a cure
with the ordinary remedies signally fail to
do anything more than give the merest
temporary relief. Unbounded joy should
fill the hearts of neuralgic sufferers at the
announcement that in Kootenay the ‘‘ new
is effecting miracles in the
way of banishing the excruciating agony
which has rendered their lives a curse,
serhaps for years.

Mrs. William Judge, of Crumlin, P. O,,
in the County of Middlesex, went before
C. G Jarvis, a notary public of Ontario,

1

{ and made a solemn declaration (so firmly

did she believe in Kootenay) to the effect
that for many years she was an intense
sufferer from Neuralgia. She says that

| the pains in her head and neck were so

she

severe her
reason.

She has taken Ryckman's Kootenay Cure
and willingly testifies it has been her salva-
tion, and believes that without it she would
now be in the asylum.

This lady has had the deep shadow of
suffering lifted from her life. She has
been transported from the Valley of Pain
to the Hill Top of Health—and all through
Kootenay.

Mrs. James Kenny, of 30 York St., Hamil-
ton, Ont., and many others testify under
oath how they were released from suffering
through the agency of Ryckman’s Kooteny
Cure.

FFull particulars of these cases will be
mailed you by sending your address to the
Rvckman Medicine Co., Hamilton, Ont.

The remedy is not dear, one bottle lasts
a month.

thought she would lose

W.aat he is Like,

Some Europeans who hava seen the
African King of Benin are reported to
describe this murderous sovereign, the
anthor of the recent massacre of English-
men, as ‘cordial, irtelligent and amaible.’
It was long ago remarked by an obeerver

of buman nature that ‘one may smile, and
smile, and be a villamn.’

and

but they don’t show it.
last longer.

Beware

you an imitation, be honest—send it back.
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Pearline.
out. They're brighter, fresher, more
cheerful than the women who have
spent twice as much time in the
rub, rub, rub, of the old way. Why
shouldn’t they be? Washing with
Pearline is easy.

V Lbok Around

see the women who are using
It's easy to pick them

And look at the clothes that

are washed with Pearline.

They're brighter, and fresher,
too. They haven’'t been
rubbed to pieces on the wash-
board. They may be old,

For clothes washed with Pearline

Peddlers and some unscrupulous grocers will tell you,
‘““ this is as good
FALSE—Pearline issr‘never peddled, if your

as” or ‘‘the same as Pearline.” IT'S
ocer sends
JAMES PYLE, New York:
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FROG CATCHING FOR MARKET.

Marvianders do a Thriving Business in
Capturing the Batrachians.

Within recent years a large trade has
grown up in Kent county in providing frogs
for the market, says the Baltmore Sun.
The catching of frogs for their legs has be-
come a business, and the financial returns
are rather hatdsome to the few engaged
in the industry. Along the small streams
tributary to the larger rivers the big green
or mottled black frogs may be found by
thousands under the tufts of flig or coaree
grass. One frog shipper has sent to the
Baltimore market hundreds of frogs’ legs
each season, and has so increased the
demand by the Kent product that he finds
it imposssble to meet th> requirements of
the trade.

Frog legs are consumed principally by
the patrons of the principal res aurants.
Frogs when cooked are a delicate white
meat, and much more tender than fried
chicken, very nourishing and easily digest-
ed, and are reconmended, when stewed, a3
one of the best dizts for invalids with deli-
cate stomachs. Oaly th2 hind legs and
quarters ar2 eaten, and they are sent to the
market ready skinned and salted for cook-
ing.

The market frog citcher's method of
capturing his game is to secure a small, flat
bottomed bo:t, eaty of minagement, and in

' the later alternoon, when everything is still,
- be noiselessly puth2s his li'tle craftalong
“the shora of ths small croeks

and coves.
The bull frogs, as th>y are commonly known
because of their d :ep resonint voices, are
found sitting i1 a ehallow pcol or
in the mud under tufts of heavy grass or
fl.g. The novelty and sport of capturing
this wilv game are worth a row of ten miles
on a hot afterncon. Two and sometimes
three crdinary #iz>d perch hooks are bound
together and baited with red flannel. The
hooks are attach:d toa line of about four
feet and the line is attached to along
tough angle rod. Approaching the game

noiselessly and with extreme caution, the
red flinnel is gently moved within a few
inch2s of the trog’s mouth. As quick as
lightning and with a sharp croak tne frog
dashes forward and swallows bait, hook
and all. Then follows as gimey struggles
as any sportsman cver saw with hook and
line.

The amateur frog hunter usually provides
himselt with a cat-and-rat r.flz, the shells
loaded with mustard seed shot, and shoots
bis game, but this is unsportsmanlike and
is only popular with the uninitiated. Mill-
ponds are favorite haunts, for the frog. and
on a clear night the deep roar of the bull
frog chorus may be heard for more than
a mile.

The old-time Kent County cook has
solved the mysteries of the perfect prepar-
ation of the frog, and those who do not
know how delicious frogs legs may
be made bhave many a dainty dish
in store for them. After skinning the legs
should be placed in cold water for several
house, then placed on a plate and salted.
In several hours more they are ready for
cooking. The legs of medium sizad frogs
are preferable, as the very large legs are
liable to be coarse in the textura ot flesh.
The most popul:r way in Kent to cook
them is by frying, but there other ways of
making dishes of them to please the pala‘e
of the most exacting epicure.

MUST BE DISSOLVED,

Kidney Disease Can Only Ile Cared by a
Remedy Which is in Liqu'd Form-—
Common Sanse of Sciencs,

For a disorderad stomach or sick head-
ache, pills and powders are not withou!’ ef-
fect, but when these same remedies are
said to cure kidney disease the common
sense of scienca rebukes the claim. This
insidious and growing disease will not be
driven from the system unless 8 medicine
is given that will dissolve the hard sub-
stance—uric acid and oxalate of lime —that
guve rise to the distress and pain thit is
common to all who suffer from kidn=y com
plaint. South American Kidney Cure is a
kidney specific. It dissolves these hard
substancss, and while it dissolves it also
keals. The cures effacted leave no ques-
tion of its merit.

Served Him Right.

The Pailadelphia Record tells how a
travelling man taught a cab driver of that
city a lesson about the importance of at-
tending to business.

The traveller approach:d the driver at
the Broad Str:et station, and asked to be
driven to th2 Contin2ntal Hotel. He was
quickly inside of tha carriig2, and the
driver was about to start when he got into
an argument with another driver about
working overtime. The argument lasted
nearly five minutes, and then the man who

had the passenger mounted his box and
opened the door with a merry ‘Here we
are, sir !'

To bis astonishment, there was no one

inside. Bewildered and disgusted, h2 drove
back to the station, and told one ot his
friends about the queer circumstance. On
Learing the story, the friend, who had wit-
nessed the whole affair, told him that the
man became disgusted at having to wait
while the two drivers argued, and getting
out, jumped into another cab, and wae
driven to his destination while the two men
were still quarrelling.

HAMILTON.

Restoration.

A Hamlton lady undergoes an exper-
ience and relates the bistory of a severe
trsl.

Mrs. James Graham, 280 James-Streat
north, Hamilton, wife of the well-known
grocer at that address. relates the follow-
ing circumstances. Mr. and Mrs. Grabham
bave resided in Hamilton for the past 14
years, and are very well favorably known.

Mrs. Graham says: ¢ Daring the six

months prior to taking Milburns’s Heart
and Nerve Pills I had a serious trouble
arising from the wrong action of the
heart. One of the symptoms was that I
could not lie on my left side, forif I did
so my heart throbbed so vislen‘ly as to give
me great pain. The smallest noise or the
g'ightest ¢xertion would stirt my heart
palpitating terrible. It was impossible
for m2 to go up ashort fligkt of stairs with-
out having to rest and regain my breath. I
was excessively nervous, and my limbs
would tremble as it with ague. My hands
and feet were unnaturally cold, and I suf-
fered from sharp pains in the back of my
bead. The slamming ot a door would
nearly set me wild. Frequently I would
wake up frightened, and then wis un-
able to get to sleep again. I lost flash
and became v2'y weak and despondent.
I felt miserable in mind and body.
“For six months 1 have been constant-
ly taking medicine, trusting that it would
help me, aund for a time was under
the care of a physician, but all the efforts
I made towairds a cure were of no avail.
My physician finaily told my husband,
*You know there is no cure for heart dis-
ease,” which made me more d:spondent
than ever.

“Six weeks ago I was induced to try
Milburn's Heart and Nerve Pills, and from
that time my restoration to health dates.
I have taken four boxes, which 1 bought
at John A. Barr’s diuz store, corner
James and Merrick streets. These pills
are the only medicine that has done me
any good, or given me any reliet. I am
happy to say that they proved that the
dcctor was mistaken in saying that heart
disease could not be cured. Since I
commenced taking Milburn's Heart and
Nerve Pills I bave been daily gettiog
tetter. Ican now go upstairs without
trouble and attend to my daily duties with
out the slightest distress, I have gained in
fl2sh, in healh and in strength. My blood
circulates more freely. Lying on my left
side causes me no 1nconvenience or pain
and I enjoy health and restful sleep. My
nervzs are strorg and vigorous, and there
has been such a radical change for the
better in my condition that I can say these
wonderful pills have practically made a
complete cure.

-I recommend them without the slight-
est hesitation to all suff:rers from similar
complaints. (Signed) Mra. Jas. Graham,
Hamilon, Oat.

A Trick that Failed.

The dishonest man is pretty sure to
overreach himself sooner or later, as in the
following story, borrowed f{rom an ex-
change :

In g hotel in Berlin there was a night-
watchman who did not take kindly to the
svstem, adopted a few years ago, requiring
Lim to go through the hotel at certain
hours and touch a set of electric bu'tens.

After much thought he rigzed up an

automatic arrangement on several of the
buttons, so that they would raport at certain
hours. Soor the button system got so
out of order that the minagement abolished
it, and a pedometer was given to the watch
men, which would register every step he
took.

All went well the first two nights; but
on the third morning the old man wis
missing. On search being made, he was
found sound asleep in the engine-room,
and the pedometer so attach:d to the
piston-rod of the engine that with every
stroke i: registered a step. It had been
travelling all night, and when taken _oﬁ 15
registered two hundred and twelve miles.

PILES CURED IN 3 TO 6 NIGHTS

e —

Dr. Agnew's Ointment will cure all
cases ot Itching Piles in from three to six
nights. One application brings comfort.
For blind and bleeding piles it 1s peerless.
Also cures Tetter, Salt Rheum, Eczema,
Barber’s Itch and all eruptions of the skin.
35 cents.




