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the child's ebeck With a trembling hand 
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not for my ludy’s own words,—*Y ou 
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wn gone, Nunnette, and you will tell 
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Eglantine ; it is a sore thing fo: a daugh 
wr 10 go against ber father's will, but 
the blsmwe wae uot all hers, and | had no 
vhoiee when one night she came to my 

is old enough to | 

told me that she was“going to leave her 
| father and be married to Captain Ber- 
| trand, that she pever could happy 
with any other, and then with tears and 

| kisses, and soft arths about my neck, 
| prayed me to go with her. I would have 
| been false to the promise | gave her 
| mother if I had let her go alone, so Fdressed 
| and went with them, though not without 
heavy misgivings, I will own, and saw 
them married at the priest's house—for 
your father was a Cathelic—and was well 

| on the road to Beam with them the 
| next morning before those behind us 
hal found it out,” 
“Was my grandfather very angry?” 

ly broke his heart, little one, 
A loved my lady as the apple of 

his eye. and he would not believe but 
that Captain Bertrand had cared more 
for the dowry than for the wife he had 

won. He sent back every letter my 
o him, unoponed, until ber hus 
iid gt her write no more. That 

only shadow, on their happiness 
Thou art like thy father, Miss 

tress Eglantine, with thy sunny temper, 
andl thy hot way of loving / hatever 

penalty ny y bad afterward to pay 
for her wilfulness, she was at least not 

nied in bin. He thought noth 
good for her It was not long 
to glease him, she gave up going 

haveh, and went to his. From 
ont my heart me. 

pandfather had never been much 
misgave 

Your 
of a churchgoer, and he would not let 
our pas Nismies talk much to my 
young Indy about her soul, but he came 
of staunch Huguenot stock, and my dear 
mistress, your grandmother, had had the 
blood of martyrs in bor velns, and would 
have died miserable if had thought 
lor darling would ever go to or the 
confessional. But my pretty mistress 
Iasghed at my soruples. To her, in her 
happiness, one religion was as good as 
soother and her husband's people ware 
groatly pleased, and after that talked no 
more about t mesalliance, but made 

hor one them. And then your 
father war summomed to Flanders 
and your little sister was born, and a 
now look ame into my lady's eyes which 
said lite ) co to be ul holiday 

The little one was scarce a month old, 

when one day, as we sat together in her 
chamber, she looked up at me suddenly, 

4 said 

Nunnetie, what if mother's religion 
wis the ouly true one, after all; have | 

1 my baby—have | endangered 

d only kiss her hand and weep, 
us not as brave to tell her the 
w | should have been, and she 

never broached the master again, but 
after that | began sometimes to miss my 
little New Testament, and to guess 
where it lind gone, and when the little 
one was old enough to lisp a prayer, 1 

| marked that my lady taught her, not the 
| Ave Marias of her husband's church, but 
| the words she had learned at her mo 
| ther's knee.” 
| Nannette had evidently forgotten her 
listener ; her needles were flashing fierce. 
ly in the firelight, her eyes were gazing 
into the glowing coals. 

“Try as we might, the matter“tould 
not be always kept hid, and it came in 
time to the ears of Mademoiselle Bert- 

rand, the captain's elder sister, and our 
little Mignonnett's godmother. She 
said nothing, but bided her time, and 
one day when my laby came back from 
a ride 'it was to find that Mademoiselle 
Jertrand had been to the chateau and 
taken her little niece away with her. 
And when our young madame hastened 
to her and demanded her child, she said, 
coldly, she had acted for the little one’s 
best good, and dare not return her to a 
mother who had proved so unfaithful to 

| her trust! or the first time in her life | 
saw my lady's eyes flash tire, as she said 

| she could write to her husband, and ob- 

tain a vindication of her rights. The 
letter went off’ that very night,"by the 
hand of a trusty messenger, but alas! 

| instead of the swift help she looked for, 
came back the heavy tidings that her 
lord had fallen in battle, and lay wound 

ed unto death in his tent, praying only 
to see her face once more. No more 
thought of little Mademoiselle Mignon- 
nette just then. As fast as post-horses 
could carry her, my lady travelled in an- 
swer to that call—Antoine, the captain's 
foster father, and 1, going with her, and 
taking what care we could of her by the 
way. But all in vain. M. le Captaine 
hud been dead twelve hours when we 
reached the eamp, and our madame fell 
to the ground, as though stricken with 
death herself, at the word. 

“For four days she lay upon her 
couch, neither speaking nor weeping, 
nor breaking bread ; but on the fifth, as | 

sat watching beside her, she opened her 
oyés and smd guiotly: “1 will live Nan 
nette, to save my little Mignonnette. 
T'ell Antoine to have the horses ready, 

we will start for Bearn to-morrow.’ But 
it was a week later before she was strong 
enough to undertake the journey, and 
then, travel with what care we might, we 
bad only reached Beaucaire when you, 
Mistress Eglantirie were born.” 

I'he purse paused for a moment to lay 
a caressing hand on the small head nest 

ling in her arm. 

It was the eve of the great July 
lodgings were not to be had in the 
for love or money; we thought 

ourselves fortunate to secure one of the 
booths erected in the meadows along the 
river's banks, and your mother counte.l 

it a happy circumstances, also, that the 
| people in the tents nearest us were from 
| the Levant, and knew no more of our 

language than was necessary for the pur 
poses of trade. They could not spy into 
our concerns, she said. There was no 
light in her eyes when she saw you, little 
one, as there had been when [ laid your 
sister on her breast. Alas! that the 
cowing,of so fair a face should bring so 
iittle joy. For she had come to a des 
perate resolve, Mistress Eglantine: you 
will ngver fs: hom its eost un:il you have 
held a babe of your own ig your arms. 

| “It is too late to save my little Mignon 
dette,” whispered my dy. as | watched 
beside her shat summer might. ‘Even 
if they take pity on my distress, and give 
her back to me, | muse train her in her 

| father's faith, or have her taken from me 
again, for good. But for this innocent 

| little soul there is yet time, Nannette. 
Do you remember the pretty cottage on 
the other side of Tarascon, where we 

| took shelter two days ago from the storu. 
| I'he saintly face of the young pastor, and 
| the tender eyes of the mother as she 
bent over her little ones, have haunted 
me ever since, I am sure, for Christ's 

Fair 

town 
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bedside, all dressed for » journey, and | babe left at their door—all the more, one 
that was given them to train in the right 
way. My husband's people shall never 
know of the little one's existence, and 

“Jt was a sad blow to me, Mistress 
Eglantine, and it took me more than one 
night to see the right of it, for the 
tauch of the rose-leaf hand on my cheek 

had bewildered my conscience, and it 
seemed a disgrace, too, to cast my lady's 
babe on the world like thaty “But my 
lady's will was adamant, and saw at 
Inst | was ‘endangering the lite I cared 
for most in the world, and yielded —and 
talked Antoine round too,—no easy mat 
ter; but after he was once convinced 
that our young madame’s life hung on 
the issue, he was as true as steel. So 

at the end of the week we took our de 

parture from Beaucaire with the pleas 
ure-seekers ; but while my lady and I 
travelled slowly to Anduse, Antoine 
turned back ovet the bridge of boats to 
Tarascon, and passing through the town, 
reached the hamlet where the pastor 
lived, as the summer dusk was falling 
We had put a purse of gold with you in 
the basket, little one, and robed you in 
folds of finest 

Indy pinned a 
wool and linen, and my 

ste upon thy breast, say 
ing thou wert of gentle and stainless 
blood, but giving no name, and praying 
pastor Chevalier and bis wife to bring 
thee up in the faith which thy unhappy 
mother dared. not teach thee, Thou 

| shoul Jest think of this sometimes, Mis 
tress Eglantine, when thy aunt tries to 
teach t what is right, and the pastor 

sols thee the long tasks in the cate 

chins, which thou dost think so dull 

“1 do think of it, Nannette—only the 
| oatechism is 0 hard 10 remember 

| Please go on; tell me Antoine 
watched through the hedge until they 

[heard me cry, and came out into the 
| pooh, and how Rene was the first to 
| open the*basket, and how my sunt took 
{me up in her anus and kissed me, and 
how uncle Godfrey said God had given 
me, in place of the little daughter they 

| had lost, and how they called me Eglan 

Low 

tine, because the vine was in blossom on 
the pr 
“You mind we rt of the story 

well enough yourself, Mistress Eglantine 
there is more than one oan tell you that 
tale. | thought it was about your mother 
you wished to hear 

“ Indeed it is," peeping round to print 
a kiss on the averted face. “I will be 
good, and ask no more qustions if you 
will tell the rest.” 

But Nannette was gazing into the 
fire, her usually busy needles motionless 
in her han There was always some 
thing awesome to Eglantine when Nan 
nette's hand were still 

“ Please go on,” she whispered. “ My 
mother was very ill at Anduze, was she 
not?” 
“Nigh unto death, mademoiselle. The 

figs had fallen, and the grapes were 
ng on the hillsides when we reached 
earn, and then it was only to meet sor- 

row upon sorrow. Mademoiselle Bert- 
rand had placed her little niece in a 
convent as soon as she heard of M. le 
Captaine’s death, and in vain my lady 
appealed from her to the convent, and 
from the convent to the cur#, and from 
the cure to the prefect. They either 
could not, or would not help her. There 
stood the king's edict, that permitted 
even children of tender years to choose 
the faith in which they would be reared, 

and this Mademoiselle Bertrand claimed 

my father could not help me ifhe would.’ { 

i] life was token, She showed no anger priests do anything to my uncle ; he has 
to those who had so sorely wronged her, 
but it was only the suffering of the poor 
and sick in the hamlet that fully roused 
her. To them she was an angel of mercy 

especially the mothers, who knew her 
story, loved her, and many un hour would 
she sit in their lowly cottages, with their 
little ones on her lap, or round her knee, 
It was one day that summer, after she 

bad helped a young shepherd's wife to 
| nurse a feeble baby back to life, that [ 

| found her weeping bitterly, and the cry 
on her lips was not for Mademoiselle 
Mignonnette, but ‘ My baby! my little, 
lost, unnamed bal A heart may count 
something of the cost of its gifts before 
hand, little one, but it is not until after 
ward that we wholly tell the price. I 
think it was not the first time your 
mother had cried out for the child she 

had put from her, though she had never 
let the word escape her until now. And 
I spoke out square and strong: ‘Thé 
little one is rosy and well, madame. 
Antoine saw her this spring when he 
was in the Cevennes, where pastor Che. 
valier and his wife. are living now. She 
is the darling of the whole countryside, 
Antoine heard, and the pastor and his 
wife love her as their own flesh and blood 

and have planned to marry her te their 
only son, when in grown ; but you 

have only to speak the word, my lad 
she 

you have gold to pay them for their | 
trouble. fut she would let say no 
more, Mistress Eglantine, ‘My heart 
shall break before fatter the word,’ she 

said who am I, Nannette, that | 
should take an innocent soul to train 
for God?" And she dried her tears at 
once, and would never reopen the sub 
ject. But that full there came to the 
chiasteau a young priest, with a face likes 
st, John 
be has since come to be a great preacher, 

but then he was still at his studies. He 
was a distant kinsman of your father's, 
and had beard of my lady's trouble ; it 

was not many days Lefore he had won 

from her the whole story, for he had a 
gentle, kindly way about him, little, 
one, which made even the most timid 

ready to put their trust in him. My 
lady told him everything, saying what 
had happened at Beaucaire, and he 
comforted her like a young brother. He 

bade her think no more that God had 

forsaken her, but believe that he was a 

tender Father, who had only suffered 

| these trials to couse upon her that He 
might draw her nearer to Himself. 
told her that it was God himself, not 
her child, for whom her heart was truly 
hungering, and that He alone could 
satisfy her. But he reminded her, too, 

| that the little one was still in the Good 
| Shepherd's keeping, though removed 
| from Bers, and that if she would only 

trust Nim, He would give His angels 
charge ‘concerning the little feet that 

| they should never go astriy. And he 
spoke/of the love and sympathy of the 
Lord’ Jesus, and the joy of following in 

the prints of those blessed feet, until his 
| own face glowed like an angel's, and my 
| 1ady’s caught the reflection. Sometimes 
| he added learned words of the perpetuity 
of the Church, and the sacredness of its 

| ordinances, but to these she only lis 
tened absently, though she liked well 
enough to hear of the holy sisters of 

| Port Royal, and a little hook by M. 

| Pascal, which he lent her, she said, 
| react like the words of one who had seen 
| God face to face. But after all, it was 
| the saintly beauty of M. Fenelon's own 

M. Fenelon was his name, and | 

He | 

her little niece had done. and though | life, and the plain tokens of his near 
my lady knew a toy might have tempted | walk with God—more than aught he said 
the baby lip to utter the ave which was | —that set my lady's heart at rest. It 
all that would have been considered nec- | would take a wiser head than mine, mis 
essary, she had no proof, no redress. It | tress Eglantine, to explain how one so 
had been hard enough to be simply sep- | good and pure can remain in the Church 
arated from the little one, but to think | of Rome, but no one could live in the 
of her behind convent-bars, fretting her 
timid heart out among strangers, neglect- 
ed, perhaps ill-used—it was more than 
any mother could have heart to bear. 
For she was such a gentle child, our little | 
mademoiselle, with none of thy dash and 
sparkle, Mistress Eglantine, but with | 

lowing, nestling ways that crept round 
one’s heart unaware, and an angel face 
that was like her mother’s, and yet not | 

like, It seemed to have so little in com- | 
mon with this world of ours. 

“ When at last the truth dawned on 
your mother she took to her chamber, | 
and gave way to such comfortless grief, | 
that M. Bertrand at last became uneasy, | 
and sent for the cure. He was an old 
man, and seemed really toushed by my 
Indy's despair. He told her that it was | 
because of her Huguenot leanings that | 
the child had been taken from her, but | 
that if she would reassure the Church as 

to her attachment, he would use his in 
fluence to have the little one restored. 
I think your mother had anticipated this 
for she said at once she would do any 
thing, suffer anything that he would dic 
tate. She had veen only feeling after the 
truth, littie one, she had not found it, 
and it was a sore test. In any case, con- 
science and mother-love had been on the 
same side, but now there was a strife be 
tween the two, and the human love was 
the stronger. God is pititul : I think He 
will not judge harshly where he had given 
80 little, but from that hour there was a 
broken-hearted look in my lady's eyes, 
which told me she felt she had turned 
her back upon the light, and must hence 
forth walk in darknsss. 

“They were heavy days thut followed, 
sweetheart: I like not to dwell upon 
them. Our young mwuame was worn to 
a shadow with prayers and pilgrimages ; 
but when in the early spring she ven 
tured to ask for an interview with Made. | 
moiselle Mignonnette, Father Joseph | 
con‘essed that the child had been re- | 
moved to a distant convent, and that it | 
would take time to have her brought | 
back. I think my. lady's heart misgave | 
her from that, but she redoubled her | 
penances and fasts, until the year was | 
gone, and the Christmas snows lay white | 

upon the hills, and Father Joseph could | 
no longer conceal the truth, and told her | 
that the bishop had decided to train the | 
little demoiselle for & nun, snd her | 
mother must resign all hopes of ever | 
seeing her again. My young madame | 
was borne fainting from the confessional | 
where the fatal word was spoken, and | 
many a time in the sore illness that fol. | 
lowed, I hoped God was going to take | 
her out of this troublous world. But He 
is wiser than we, Mistress Eglantine, 
though we would often mar His counsels 
if we hal the power. When the winter 
was ended, and the gentians began to 
purple in the sheltered places, my lady 
came forth from her chamber; but 
though she took her old place in the 
house, there was a spirit. in her face, 
and a nowelessness in her step, which 

sake, they would receive even a nameless tol! that some link between her and this | 

house with M. Fenelon, and hear him 
| talk, without seeing that he at least wor- 
| shipped God in spirit and in truth, and 
walks with unspotted garments even 
where Satan's seat is. There would be 
none of these harsh edicts against the 
Protestants if he had his way, and I have 
heard the pastor tell that when he was 
appointed chief of the mission to St. 
Etoile, last year, he was bold enough to 

| tell his majesty that he would go only on 
condition that no force should be used. 

“Little wonder that a bruised heart 
like my lady's surrendered itself to his 
guidance. ‘If I am doing wrong, God 
will be pitiful to my weakness and ignor 
ance,’ she said one night, when I was 
helping her to undress. -¢] have not 
much longer to live, Nannette, and for 
those few months I can but wait quietly 
where | am. God knows my heart; He 
sees that it is only to Him [ look, only in 
His cross I trust. Once I thought that 
could only find God through my mo 
ther's Church; now 1 know the way is 
not this creed, nor that, but Himself.’ 
“(Will madame then send for her 

youngest daughter, and leave the little 
one to be reared in the fuith in which she 
herself is content to die ?’ | asked. She 
gave me a strange 
‘Never, Nannette,’ she answered. ‘Jam 
not strong nor brave like others, but I 
would be broken upon the wheel before 
I would bid my little one leave the 
blessed home in which she has found 
shelter, for the snares and perils of this.’ 
And then she put her arms about my 
neck, and laid her head upon my breast, 
ns she used to do when sha was your age, 
Mistress Eglantine, and @ad something 
to say she would not speak aloud. 
‘There are not many like M. Fenelon,’ 
she whispered ; ‘none should know that 
better than you and I, Nannette. If [ 
have found the light at last, it has been 
through a weary and winding road, and 
more than once I have come near miss- 
ing it altogether. Would you have me 
take the li tle feet from the plain path, 
and the happy daylight of the open 
Bible, to grope their y through the 
night that [ have known can hope 
for my little Mignonnette, because I 
gave her the best | had when she was 
taken from me, but I could not pray for 
the other, if | put the stumbling-block in 
her'way.’ And though she was afterward 
induced to write to M. Chevalier, and bad 
occasionally secret letters from him and 
his wife in return, she held firm to her 
purpose not to look upon thy face, nor 
et thy father’s people suspect thy exist 
ence. Bear this in mind, my little one, 
if thou art ever tempted to part with the 
pearl purchwsed for thee with such bitter 
pain. And who oan tell through what 
straits thou mayest have to keep it, by 
the time thou art a woman grown—if the 
edicts grow much harsher. Even now 
the pastor walks beneath the edge of an 
avalanche, and the least incautious step 
or word may bring it down upon his 

“My grandfather will not let the 

look, sweetheart. | 3 

promised me over and over id hat, 
said Eglantine, lifting ber head p: ly. 
“He would promise you the crown dia- 

monds, if you asked him, madomoiselle ; 
be knows not how to say you nay. But 
that is quite a different matter from get- 
ing them, You have far more to hope 
for from M. Chevalier's prudence, than 
from your grandfather's interference. 
M. Laval is not that anxious to be out of 
favor with the Jesuits himself; no one 
need be who has an eye to court favor or 
public preforment. But dry your ayes, 
my little lady, Your father's daughter 
may see & danger, but she should never 
fear it. It was your mother's wish that 
you should net be brought up, as she 
was, in ignorance of the perils about you 
She made your grandfather promise that 
when at the last she sent for him, 
touched by his loveliness and distress, 
and remorseful for the sorrow she had 
caused him, she confided to him the 
secret of your birth, apd the names of 
those who had taken you in. She hoped, 
she said, that some day you might make 

up to him for the disappointment she 
had caused, but she bade <i never for. 

get the debt he owed to pastor Chevalier 
and his wife, and not to take you from 

| them, without their consent, Above all 
she made him promise to let no hope of 

j | worldly advantage tempt him to betray 
the secret to her husband's people, or 

| come between you and your marriage 
with Master Rene, if your heart was set 
that way, when you were grown. Hark, 
Mistress Eglantine ; is not that the sound 
of wheels on the road without?! Who 

| ean be arriving so late this February 
| night | ded 

The little girl Lad turned her head 
and was listening, 

“It is M. Henri's voloe, 

| springing up, and overturning a ¢ 
| on her way to the door. The old & 
| shook her head, as she folded up her 

| knitting, and prepared to follow. The 
| tears had yamhbol from the warm young 
cheek, like raindrops from an April 
rose 

orled, 
ket 

(n be continued.) 
-- 

Your Friend Committed Suicide. 
| You never suspected it, one of his 
| friends dreamed of it, he did not know 

it himself, but it is exactly what he did, 
nevertheless, Do you remember his sal 
low complexion ? 
be used to complain of headaches and 
constipation?“ I'm getting quite 

| bilious,” he said to you one day, “ but | 
guess it'll off. I haven't ne any 
thing for it, because [ don't believe in 
‘dosing.’” Soon after that you heard of 
his death. It was very sudden, and every 
ome’ was greatly bo’ at Jf he had 
taken Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Purgative 
Pellets he would be alive and well to-day 
Don’t follow his example. The “ Pellets” 
are easy-to take, mild in their action, 
and always sure 

ACKNOWLEDGED A Surkrion.—Norah 
An’ has your mistress good taste? Brid 
ot : (Food taste, is it? Faith, her dresses 
ook better on me than me own do. 

BRISTOL'S 

Sarsaparilla. 
The Great Purifie 

— OF THE — 

BLOOD AND EUMORS 
NESTLE'S FOOD 

TRADE 
MARK. 

dS ESPECIALLY SUITABLE 

FOR INFANTS IN HOT WEATHER. 

It requires no milk in preparation, and is 
very effective in the prevention of 

CHOLERA 
INFANTUM. 

Ziemssen's media of the Practice of 
rdicine, Vo Le yn: “IN CAsEs oF 

CHOLERA TNPANTUN NESTLES MILK FOC 
18 ALONE TO BNR RECOMMENDED. Be 

the gastro-intestinal disorders to which | 
fants are so subje 

senting arly” the nourishing prop 
cow's milk {n a digestible form. Cow's 
produces a coagulated mass of ¢ 
cheese, which the Immature 

GEterly UNABLE TO DISPOSE OF 
This 1s one of several reasons whi infants’ 

food requiring the ADDITION of cow's milk 
FATL ax a dlet In hot her. 

Cyclo 
LV 

astric Julce Is 

Pamphlet, also sample, on application to 
THOS. LEEMING & CO., Montreal. 

Do you recollect how | 

)D | Telephona 

How to @ure 
SKin & Healp 
DISEASES 
>with the« 
@UTICURA 
EMEDIES. 

jc yi bot mf yrecan 3 FORMA or 

{nfangy 10 Gil age: &rS spredlly, scone: are a 
nanently cured by the CUTI 
, when all othef remodies 

mically a 

0 great Skin Ogre, and Curr 
te Bkin Be. 

d Purifier, inter 
nally, gure every form of skin and blood di 
cane Ples Lo mero 
Hold everfwhere. Price, CoTiouna, 7 

Sor, Se. ; Wesorvexr, $l. red by 
the Porren Dave ann CHEMicar Uo., Bos 
TON, Mass 
Send for * How 10 Oure Skin Diseases.” 

happed and olly $8 
tit RH 

Sv Timpies black ho ad, 
k UA BOAR. | 8 skin prevented by Ci 

Relief In ono minute, for all pains and 
wonknosses, In CUTIOURA ANTI- PAIX 
Laster, the only patn-kilfing plaster 
o 

ryan 
BAPTIS] 

‘BOOK ROOM 
HALIFAX, N. 8, 

RENEW | RENEW ! 
FOR 

4th Quarter, 1889. 

| ORDER EARLY! 

| ORDER NOW ! 

| 
[ LIST. 
BAPTIST TEACHER, 

BAPTIST SUPT. QUARTERLY 
SENIOR QUARTERLY, 

ADVANCED QUARTERLY 
| INTERMEDIADE QUARTERLY, 
| PRIMARY QUARTERLY 

PICTURE LESSON QUARTERLY 
BIBLE LESSON PICTURES, 4c, &o., &¢ 

| PAPERS 

| BUNLIGHTS, REAPERS, 
YOUTHS' TEMPERANCE BANNER 

OUR YOUNG PEOPLE, 
WATER LILY, 

| OUR LITTLE ONES, 
| GOOD WORDS, MY PAPER, 

GOOD CHEER, RAYS OF LIGHT, 
OUR OWN PAPER, SUNSHINE 

Also, English Papers, &a., &ec,, &e. 
Poloubet's Notes, 158, 

|” Nemd for List of Prices. 
| 
| 

B. 4th Quarter b begins OCT, 6th. 

OAINE'S CELERY COMPOUND, 
WARNER'S CURE, 

EXTRACT of COD LIVER. 
‘Wholesale and Retail. 

| 

I 

|S. McDIARMID, 
(Successor to J. CHALONER, 

49 King Street, St. John. 

Patent Travelling Caps. 
JUST RECEIVED, ONE GROSS OF 

BLACK SILK TRAVELLING CAPS 
with Patent Air Cushion. 
wil und & great comfort in resting 

pesd while travelllog. 

EVERETT, 
11 King Street. 

Child’s Carriage Rugs 
in assorted colors and very handsome 

©. & E. EVERETT, ll King St., 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

J. CHAMBERLAIN & SON, 
Undertakers, 

Wareroom, Office and Residence : 
| - 146: M1uL Street, PorTLAND, N. B. 
| _#®~ Orders from the country will receive 
special attention. Satisfaction guaranteed. 

‘oramunieation night or day. 

GOOD NEWS. 

KIRKPATRICK 1s still at the old stand, 

No. 7 KING STRERT, 5 
Giving the people the full value of their 

money ly CLOTHING. We keep all Biss 
and qualities of Men's and Boy's Clothing 
at lowest prices in St. John. We also make 

CLOTHING TO ORDXR. 
Special discounts made to Olergymen. 

Please call and examine our large and 
varied stock. 

DID YOU . 
Aecure one of the PRIZES offered for the 

: Wrappers of 

Woodill's German Baking Powder? 

IF NOT 
Read this offer for New Brunswick, ope 

wotll August Slat : 
00 for the greatest number; 

* wecond; 
“third y 

" fomrth 
vane 
“sixth 

If you do not capture the $8 you must 

# BLAME YOURSELF. 
WwW nD AN, 

fax, N. 8. 

SEPT 
— 

THE WIND A 

You ask me for 
ears have evel 

A sweeter than 
trilling of a bi 

Than lapping of 
roof at night, 

Than the sighir 
yonder mount 

And I téll you 
never quite so 

As the murmur 
wind across tl 

ave you watol 
» sunlit sea of 

Ere yet the roa) 

fill thé creak 
Have you thou 

ost, and the } 
Were but the g 

year's bread | 
A precious thin 
moil of the sl 

Just waiting, gr 
storms went 

Oh! have you 
Him who lov: 

And listens, th 
but a " 

And then, thi 
what symphe 

As the music 
wind across f 

*1t hath its dul 
lullaby, 

Where the on 
neath the m 

It hath its He 
Heaven's th 

That He who » 
feed His ow: 

And, though 
countless h 

The Maker's 
Father's dea 

That atom is a 
child to me 

He cannot | 

through all 
Y ou wonder, ¥ 
nothing hall 

Beneath the 
ross the v 

Nargaret E 

1 

Trout 
ny 

L 

1 was sittin 
my face red 
with passion 
piece since 1 
pew day. T 
school with | 
served them 
ble—all the 

cook. | rev 
seemed to gi 
with all orde: 
all into disor 
band had w 
particular in 
exactly at or 
I went dowr 
selecting th 
“ Do, Bridge 
Brown must 
The rema 

the rememb 
thick break 
my mind, aff 
mental infle 
really distur 
get's mind, f 
unhappy sts 
made no ans 
habits when 
“Did you 

patience wit 
Red-arme 

with a i 
pertly, “ Ye 
Ps Then wh 
I spoke?” 
ugly habit t 
when you a 

known that 
I left the 

and remain 
Several tin 
things were 
that Bridge 
When it wa 
fire was all 
an hour wa 
dreaded, w 
five minute 
the table, r 
at all read) 
“Confour 

dinner reac 
the hour pt 
out of all p 
ties. | can 
And say 

his overcoa 
I did not 

about the 
room and ¢ 
was tried b 
becoming ¢ 
was that 

change for 
servant in 
ered soul 
than all } 
oughly dis! 
man, | dre 

childishne 
with her 

considerat 
And yet w


