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THE TONE OF VOICE, 

1 is ot 90 much what you sey 
As the manrer in which you say it 

11 16 not 90 much the language you nee 
As the tones in which you convey it 

“ Come have! * 1 sharply cried, 
And the baby cowered and wept; 

+ Come here! 1 oooed, and be looked and smiled, 
And straight 10 my lap he crept 

The words may be mild and fair, 
And fhe tones may pierce like a dart 

The words may be soft ax the summer air, 
And the toss uray break the heart 

Por words but come from the mind, 

And grow by study and art 
ap forth from the tuner self, 

wate of the heart 

THE "CRAP" MONEY 
HY FRANK W. SWETT 

* Pears now like hit's gwyn' be er 
crap year—mellerin’ weather 'n 

’ rain ‘nough ter keep der groun' from 
crispin’. Ef hit keeps on like dis, we 
kin shorely pay fer de lan’ come nex’ 
cr 7 mebbe hev sompin’ lef’ fer or 

muel. 
“'N what's bit all point Sh 

Looisy. The girl spoke evently, 
and with the slow, soft deawl peculiar 
10 the Georgia cracker. “You uns wuk 
harder’n ary man roun’ hyer—harder 
'n de plantation niggers derese’ls. 'N 
what's hit ‘mount tex? Dey hes aspen’ 
in’ money 'n goes ter cirouses 'n hes sto’ 
truck ter eat, whilst we-all jos’ stick ter 
pones 'n grits 'n—wuk.” A 
“But hits ter pay fer de lan’, Loolay," 

said the old man eagerly. “Arter hit's 
done paid fer, we kin hev mo’ spen’in’ 
money. Th'll be no mo’ rents—ner 
sheers. 'N we's de on'y pore fambly 
woun' her ex ar almin’ ter own lan’ jes’ 
like de quality fo'ks. I'm a wukin' fer 
youall mo'n fer mywse'f, Loolty; fer 
you 'n Betty 'n Molly. I'd like ter hev 
re ekal ter de bes’ uv 'em. Bat ef hit 

be mo’ ‘pleasan’ like ter hev sto’ 
things, we mout spen’ some o' de lan’ 

thet way.” 
The girl made a quiek, impatient 

movement. 
“Taint de sto’ things I ker fer,” she 

“I aint arter sech truck. said sharply. 
Bat I "low Tate everything roun’ hyer; K 
hit's so triflin’ ‘no ‘count. We-all are 
poor ign’rant crackers, 'n we caynt he’p 
ourse’fs. Gettin’ lan’ aint a goin’ ter 
make weuns quality. We mus’ hev 
Parnin’ 'n manners 'n know ‘bout things. 
Bat we-all caynt I'am, fer thes no skewls, 
‘n no one ez "ll show us.” Here she 
peused, and dug her bare feet in the 
sand. After a moment, she went on 
more slowly, and with a side glance at 
her father: “You 'n Betty 'n de neigh- 
bors "low ez I'm lazy 'n triflin’ ‘case 1 
don’t he’p 'n de fiel’s 'n roun’ de house. 
But I don't keer. 1 don't keer fer de 
lan’, I don’t keer fer wuk, 'n I "low ex I 
don’t keer fer anything ner anybony.” 
“Looisy!” There was a wistfulness 

and entreaty in the voice, bul not a 
shadow of regiroach. 
The girl hesitated, and a slight finsh 

t into her sallow face. 
“Bebe I don't mean hit ' that 

way,” she said, doubtfully. “You are 
better 'n mos’ fo'ks, daddy, 'n 1 reckon 
1 does keer fer yo some; 'n 1 ‘lows | 

keer fer de birds 'n woods. They hes 
some meanin’ to 'em. Bul ‘oep'in’ fer 
these, 1 "low ex livin’ aint no gret.” 

“You're outén sorta, Loolay, 'n need 
‘stractions. B'posen ye go 0 de 
settlement "long o' Betty 'n n he'p 
kerry niga? Mebbe hit 'd make ye feel 
mo’ peart 

But she shook her head decidedly 
“I hate the settlemint!. De boys call 

me Wil’ Oat, 'n Oracker Comit, 'n fling 
things arter me. Bat | "low thet I gin 
‘rally fixes 'em,” and she gave a harsh 
little laugh, in which was » trace of ex 
ultation. “You all kin tote de sigs. 1 

recon I'll go fishin’ down de creck 
The old man watched her uneasily sa 

she passed through the truck-patch and 
out across the fields to where an irregu 
lar line of willows marked the location 
of the creek. As she made her way 
down between the ‘long rows of cotton 
and tobacco, which still sparkled with 

dew, her cheap calico lost itself in the 
richer hue of the growing plants. The 
sun had scarcely yet reached the tops of 
the willows, and some of its sparkles 
were caught in the tangles of the girl's 
golden hair, and sent back into the 
patient eyes of the old man. 

“Poor little gall” he said, softly. 
“Poor little gal! ez haint ary man ter b " he'p'n show ‘er. 'N hit's jes’ now ez 
she needs er stronger han’ ner mine—er 
knowin’ han’, like er women's, ¢2 mout 
lead 'n shapen 'er. Looizy's difrunt 
from Betty 'n me; she cayn't ‘be driv. 

he's wil’ 'n sassy, like de neigh- 
bors , but seems like I cayn't bring 
myse'l ter be ha'sh. She like her maw 
wuz, 'n hit's de mounting blood that 
makes her fitified.” 

Not until the figure was lost in the 
dull green of the willows did the old 
man “turn away Then he hurried 
briskly toward the cabin, as though to 
make up for lost time. 
For Andy Hopkins was a surprise to 

that neighborhood of indolence. He 
was a worker; a man who labored 
through the mere love of toll. But the 

early years of bis labor had been with 
out ohject, and his industry had been 
lost in the shiftlessness of many rels- 
tions. It was only when he married, 
Iate in life, that he became ambitious of 
owning land. His wife was a bright, 
energetic mountain git, who had the 

and GQ 
which be lacked. A two-mule farm was 

3 they hoped 
soon changed for a frame 

“house. But the house pever came. In- 
stead, there were sickness and bad crops 
and poor markets. 
The years went by, and he was left 

with the little ones 0 look after, Each 
“crap” had lessened the mortgage, but 
not much. The whole amount was but 

'w sullen at an; that seemed 
© advice. e helped him 

in the field, but not often. She preferred 
10 roam the woods or wander up god 
down the banks of the creek. The cabin 
was left entirely to the care of patient, 
even-tem Betty. Even the cooking 
was shifted to the uncomplaining sister. 
But Andy was hopeful. 
“Hit's de oneasy blood - thet's a wuk- 

in’,” he said. “Looizy aint like  we-all, 
Bhe hez her sheer 0’ mounting blood. 
She'll come round’ all ‘right, arter er 
while. But she mus'n’t be driv.” 

year the iit rer ge unusu- 
ally promising. e crops were 
doing well, and the truck patch 
never looked more flourishing.. There 
had been showers to keep Se gree 
moist, but no heavy rains to damsge 
the g plants. Andy worked 
early and late, and every day made him 
more confident that “de crap” would 
not only finish paying the me , but 
would tis) purine s mule. 80 far he 
had been, obliged to ‘““changé wuk” 
with a renter “for de loan ob er muel 'n 
plantin’-time.” 
But now there seemed ber 

of a plentiful harvest. 
multitode of hens seemed determined 
10 do theft share ic pec the 
season perous, made the morn- 
ing Novy ioioen with their vooifer- 
ous oacklings. 

It was late in the afteypoon when 
Loolsy returned from the creek. As 
she approached the oabin, she saw a 
sipange Leam move AWay, one of 
the two men who ooou; the whgon 
she ized aa the sett ds x 
Wondecing what could have ccoasioned 
is visit, she hurrded forward and soon 
reached the cabin. ( the door; 
she almost stombled over y, who 
was | ing on the floor sobbing bitterly. 
Bat 1 uy soarcely notiowd her. She 
was Lop. at the motionless figure on 
the b 
“What fs bit?” she ssked in a sharp 

whisper. 
“Pap's dove smasht awful I" walled 

Betty. “What shell wedo! What shell 
we do!" 
The on the bed turned hl 

and tried to raise itaelf, but sank 
with a groan. In an instant she was by 
his side. 
“What fs it, daddy? she asked, 

softly, as she smoothed hep hair 
back from his face. “Kin I he'p ter 
raise ye, er—er pd ;: 
Andy looked - up, 

faoped, “hit—bit aint nuthin’ 
er de pain 'n—'n fer losin’ de crap.” 
He tuoned his head so that he could 

look out of the window. The truck- 
patch and part ‘of the cotton-field were 
visible. After sa moment he went on 
wistfully: “Dey looks mighty nice, 
honey ; like’s ef dey'd ben keered fer. 
Bat dey’ll hatter go, I reckon. 
neighbors ar right, much triflin’ cayn’t 
be "pended on fer wuk. Sides, we aint 
de money ter git help.” 

“But what is de matter, daddy ; how's 
ye hu't?™ 

Andy motioned ruefully toward the 
foot of the bed. 

“Hit's jes't one fut,” he said, with a 
rg “only one. But de doctor "lows 

it are plumb bad, 'n that] am ter 
truckle right hyer on dis bed fer de 
Lord knows how long.” | 
“Pap war a-grabbin’ fer—fer er pick: 

aninny es war crawlin’ 'n de road,” said 
Betty between her sobs, “’'n—'n de run- 
erway hosses stompt ‘im. Nig-nig-ers 
shouldn't be 'owed ter hev young uns 
'n de road.” 
“'N war de pickaninuy saved 7" asked 

Loolsy, eagerly. 
Her father nodded. 
“De chile warn't ter blame,” he said, 

“'n 1 couldn't he'p a grabbin’. 'N 
shorely de young un’s wuth more 'n 
hit’s cos’ me. I ain't a-muttern’ gin de 
bu't 'n de pickaninny, but I do mos’ 
p'intedly hate ter lose de crap 'n not hev 
money fer de lan’. Ef on'y I could hey 
de hat 'n be able ter wuk jes’ de same.” 
He paused to catoh his breath, and 
looked up anxiously into her face, “’N 
bit'll come bardes’ on you-all,” he went 
on regretfully, “a-tendin’’'n s-frettin’ 'n 
kevin mo’ wuk, Bat I caynt he’p hit, 
Loolsy, not jes’ now.” 

“Never min’, daddy, hit'll come roun’ 
all right,” she said quietly. “Jes’ you 
res’ easy 'n don’ worry. We-all kin 
look arter things.” 

“'N—"n ye don’ feel hard on me fer 
gittin bu't? I war studyin’ how t' 
make things mo’ plessan’ like, 'n hyer 
I've done make 'm wuss. Hit'll be mo’ 
wuk, Looizy, honey, but I recken ye’ll 
hatter he'p Betty, now 'n agin. Dey’ll 
be de hens 'n pigs ter look arter,’'n de 

housework-wuk 'n de tendin’. We'll 
hatter be clost, but I reckon de hens'll 
"bout gin us er livin'” 
He looked up anxiously, but some- 

thing in her face brought a quick smile 
10 his lips, and he sank back with a sigh 
of relief. 

“I done tole ye not to fret, daddy,” 
she suid softly. ‘Jes’ you res’ easy 'n 
‘pend on we-all ter look orter things. 

fer yo' hu't; I'm glad on hit” a 
slight flush creeping into her face. 
“Hit's wuth morn all de lan’ ’'n de 
craps in de worl’. ’'N I’m gladder ’case 
hit's er darkey es cayn’t Py back. Ye 
‘member, daddy, how 't I dragged Mis’ 
Kate's little boy outen de hoss-pond 'n 
dey "lowed I done saved his life, ’n how 
dey sen’ me er dollar by dere coachman 
‘neaild I war er good gal. 1 wer thet 
mad I could er flinged de boy back ’'n 
watched 'm drown.” 

“I b'leeve ye did fling de money ’n de 
ar's: face,” said Andy, smiling a 
at the look of scorn and disgust on 

oi, 
Litt! 

As the night came on, his foot grew 
more painful, and at times he was de- 
lirious. 3 
ul after 

to & quiet 

Wha's Loolzy 1” he when “ 'r s Selling 

4 bed wl his a approached the 

ct | the 

her face. “But we mus'n’ keep hard 
feelin’s, Looizy ; likely dey meant hit | drowsil; 
Fl right.” 

“I dn’ know. She done took some 
*n bacon 'nlef’ fo’ sun She 
mebbe she 'd be roun’ t, 

’'n mebbe she would n't. I axed her t’ 
he’'p me fus, but she "lowed es me’'n 
Molly could look arter de chores 'n 
house-wuk.” 
The old man sighed. 

for better things from Looizy. 
Mebbie she'll he'p ye termorrer,” 

length. he at “ Looizy aint feelin’ 
right peart, lately, 'n—'n she fergets. 
Ye mus'n czoss, honey, when she 
dus kem roun’. She aint like we-all, 'n 
hez right smart temper.” : 
Boon after, the doctor came and dress- 

ed the wound. After he the old 
man spent the time in ng the 
clock and listening for the footsteps of 
his wayward girl. But the hours went 
by, and she did not appear. The old 
man grew restless and uneasy. “Pore 
little gal!” he muttered more than 

Bp rd ws A ’ fer that she n't ferget. 
cayn't b'leeve es she don’ keer.” 

the meantime a half girl 
was toiling slowly back and across 

tobacco field. The rows were Jong 

day she worked, not ng to eat 
or rest, and only ng when the 
shadows mide it hard ish 
the ground between the rows, 
she looked back at her work. 

“Bix rows done hoed,” she ssid aloud ; 
“hits er day's wok. Bot | wr 
plumb X 
Th the hoe across her shoulder, 

and molasses uy the 
Her father was weight 

drowsily, and listening to the of 
Molly, who sat on the beside him 
28 vy entered, he looked up 

ufo qui 
“Ye've been er long time,” he said. 

We've ben lookin’ fer ye right smart.” 
“lI war busy,” she abewered, “’'n 

couldn't spar’ fer dinner. Arter 
this I'll try "n be roun’ come noon. But 
Bbow've ye ben all day, daddy 1 

“Tol'ble peart!” Then as she 
down beside him, he reached out and 
took one of her hands in his and looked 

What 
ing ber too harshly. 
closer and noticed that it trembled, as 
though with pain. He raised it to the 
light. 
“Why, Looizy”—and there was won- 

der pe § dismay in the voice—*“yo’ han's 
all solid blister 1” 

“Hit’s on’y "case dey aint usen ter de 
wuk,” she answered ve “I've ben 
thet lazy my hans ar act’ally gettin’ sof’. 
Er few days 'n de fiel’ 'n dey’ll make 
good han's fer wok.” ¢ 
“’N—'n ye've ben a wukin’ 'n de fiel’ 

all day,” he said slowly, “’n I a lyin’ 

He bad been | bo 

I've two dollars ¢z de boy gin me 
fer de melons. Dey’s nice n 
lowed dey’d be roun’ 'n see y 1 ter- 
a Dey’s campin’ up to Long 
on’.” 
The next morniog, as Looizsy was on 

her way to work, she was met by several 
8. 

“hiss Louise, I reckon” said one of 
them, raising bat. 
“Looizy, dey call me,” was the quiet 

ell, 1-1 th sister i —I1 suppose that queer 
of yours has told you about our raiding 
the melon patch ”” hesitating and color 
ing a little as he spoke. “Bot I assure 
ou we meant no real harm. If we had 

the facts in the case, we would 
never have entered the field. Somehow 
melons and apples have always seemed 
different from other y. How- 
ever,” a quick, frank smile coming into 
his face, “that isn’t what we’re here for. 
We wish to and make some 

ents for the future. You see 

and you for ey one we take. 
We want a lot, there is another 
crowd of boys coming down from Au- 
gusta next week.” 
“Augusty ™ looking up ‘quickly, “I 

low thet's whar dey hex Sows, bee 
gals, | mean © 

ones, I be- are several 
Heve,” he answered, looking si her with 
much interest. “Do you think of go 
ing ™ 

Ne-no! I jes’ axed. I reckon you 
kin hev what melons you want, o 
uns ar glad ter sell em.” And prices 
were soon agreed upon, and lived up to 
by the boys. 

Before the melons were gone Andy's 
foot had so much improved that he was 
able to hobble out to the fields. 
on his cane and assisted by Loolsy, he 
eR ay from one field to another. 
“Hit's er good crap,” he “ex 

good ex I ey Se Th 
mos’ly eared, terbacco good, n scarcely 
any bumble-bee cotton 'n de whole fiel’ 
Icayn’t hardly b’leeve es how one gal 
haz done hit all. Bat you kin res’ now, 
Loolzy, honey ; I "low I sh’ll hire he'p 
ter harves’ de crap. De melons hev 
done right well, 'n we-all kin spar’ de 

ey. 
“I reckon dey’ll hatter be some he’p 

ter barves’ de crap,” was the answer, 
“but I low ez I'll wuk "long uv ’em. I 
don’ min’ de wuk like I uster.” 

e afternoon, a few months later, 
Andy called the girls into the cabin. 
C ry biter strong-box in the corner, he 

ita Ens mi heavy with 
silver and . These he 
emptied u the table and divided 
into two 

“Hit's de mos’ crap-mon 
ever had ter oncet.” he 

we-all have 
“ef hit war 

byer 'n misjudgin’ ye! But ye mus'n’ | made by er Now this,” ting to 
do bit, Looizy, honey; hit's too hard. | the larger pile, “is for de lan’. tl 
Hit'd be wuk fer er man ter keep | pay hit all up, cl'ar. ’N this,” tou 
sech er big crap Joie Ef ye ’low on | the other pile, “is for Looizy ter go ter 
he’pin’, ye mout arter de truck- | skewl up 'n Augusty. er talk 
patch. et’d be mo’ easy, ’n hit’d gin | 'long o'de boys ez bou; de melons, 'n 
we-all gyarden stuff ter eat "long o’ de | dey tole me 'bout zy axin’ arter de 

Ne ot zy shook her head. 
“I'm de oldes’,” she said, “’'n mus’ 

look arter de man’s wuk. Ef Betty 'n 
Molly hev time from de hopse-wuk, dey 
mout he’p 'n de truck- . I reckon 
Ikin take car’ de fiel's.” 
Then, g to Betty, she added 

briskly : “Ar them grits mos’ ready? 
I ’low I'm mons’rous hungry.” 
After supper she offered to sit up 

with her father, but both he and Betty 
objected. 

“Ye're plamb beat out,” said the latter, 
“‘ 'n cayn’t sca’cely keep yo’ eyes open. 
1sh'll sleep hyer on de floor, 'n ef pap 
wants anything he kin call me.” 
As the weeks went by, Looizy’s hands 

became ‘accustomed to the work, and 
the blisters oc, popes ‘When she had 
finisived hi © tobacao, she went to 
the cotton-fi From here she went 
to melons. This was to be their final 
hoeing, and she had to be careful not 
tob: the runners, which werealready 
covering the ground. It took her near 
ly two weeks to do the work to her satis- 
action. Then she went to the corn-field 
In the mean-time, Betty kept up the 
housework. 

Molly took it upon herself to provide 
the table with berries or some other 
delicacy from the pastures or truck- 
patch. But she always insisted on 
spending most of the forenoons in the 
field with Looiazy. 

Each night the girls told their father 
of the day’s work and made plans for 
the morrow. And listening to their 
talk and watching the new interest that 
was coming into Looisy’s face, the old 
man grew less weary of his enforced 
idleness. 
As the spring days lengthened into 

e grad d the use 
of his foot, and at last was able to hob- 
ble about the cabin. 
One day Looizy came in with a glow- 

ing face. 
Do melons ar ripenin’,” shesaid, “'n 

dere’s goin’ ter be er powerful lot— 
more'n we-all ever had afore.” 
“Den ye’d better go over t’ ole Thomp- 

kins’ arter er, 'n_hev him come 
roun’ 'ith de waggin. He'll be glad to 
sell de bes’ ’f "em on sheers.” 
A alli fo later Looizy reported that 

thieves: entered the field the night 
before and taken some of the melons. 
That re the She Was “pra Bev- 
eral days passed, more of the mel- 
ons were missed. + h 

“I wouldn't keer so ef dey warn’ so 
clar,” Looizy, “but dey jes’ 

picks de bigges’ ’n bes.” 
Late that night she was awakened by 

a small figure at her bedside. 
is it, Molly?” she asked, 

y. 
“I've done cotohed ’em,” was the 

answer. “Arter you-all war 
jes’ orep’ outen the cabin ’n hid 
em IR. MW ses d MOF 

n War 

skewl. Arter thet I went 'n seed de 
sto’keeper down t’ de settlement, 'n he 
gin me pints. This money ’Il pay fer 
skewhin' ter nex’ crap, 'n by thet time 
th’ll be mo.’ Looizy bo'd "long o 
her Aun’ Lizy ez lives 'n ty. Ef 
I'd er foun’ out 'twar skewlin’ ¢z ye 
war wantin’, I mout er he'ped ye afore, 
Looizy, honey.” 
The girl had listened with a glowing 

wonder in her face. Several times she 
essayed to speak, then rushed from the 
cabin. § | DF vend 

“Poor little gal I” said the old man, 
“I didn’ know ez she keered so much.” 
— Romance. 

~ . 

I Must Obey My Father, 

One beautiful spring day, several hun- 
dred years ago, a farmer's boy was sit- 
ting on a stone near a ploughed field, 
herding his father’s cattle, In his hand 
he held a stout stick, while at his feet 
lay his obedient dog, Max. The field 
had just been sowed with grain, and his 
father had given bim orders to keep 
good watch and not let any thing pass 
overt. 
The boy was a bright, manly little fel- 

low, and his name was Herman Billings 
and the field he had been set to guard 
was in faraway Germany. At that time 
there were soldiers in every part of the 
country, and while Herman sat there 
keeping his lonely watch, he saw a com- 
pany of them approaching him. They 
were all gaily dressed, and the little boy 
was greatly pleased with their appeas- 
ance. One of them, who seemed to Le 
the leader, interested him more than 
the rest, and he wondered if he were rc- 
Iated to the emperor, because, as he 
imagined, his noble face looked like 
pictures which he had seen of the great 
man, . 

“Let us go to that house and buy some 
milk for our dinner,” Herman heard this 
man say, pointing, as he spoke, he turn- 
ed bis horse from the highway, as if to 
start across the field, as that was the 
nearest way. “Come, boys, follow me,” 
he called out, pleasantly, as he urged 
his horse up the steep bank and prepar- 
ed for a lively canter. “Here are plenty 
of cows, and I know the good house- 
wife will not refuse us a bowl of rich, 
sweet cream ; 80 come along.” 
Herman sprang to his feet when he 

saw that the man was really in eornes:, 
and, pointing to the beaten road, said 
pleasantly but firmly : “Your way lies 
there, sir. My father told me not to let 
any one cross the field, and I mnst obey 
my father. You see, sir, the fi 
just been sowed, and it would fojore the 
geal very much if you should ride over 

“And pray, who are 
Annes 

you, that would 
teach us m: and lay down laws for 
us ?” said the talf stranger, with a great 
deal of dignity. 
“My name is Herman Billings, and 

 $his land i. Ts 
oe 4 ‘He bei 

oe recmatug, So bap m7 cps ee s on 
posts comiy went ay ghed 
field. No one, not even the emperor, 
must cross it, he sald, and I will not 
allow you or any other man to trample 
it, if I'can help it.” 
The rider looked very sternly at the 

. | that he obeyed his father so implicitly. 

eld has | 

for a few minutes, and then said, in | 
a firm voice. “Iam the emperor, you 
rash boy. Btand aside, and let me pass ! 
My word is law, and my subjects must 
know that T will not be dictated to by 
any one. 

“I can well believe you, sir, for you 
surely look like the picture which father 
bas of the emperor,” ied Herman 
“But no, that cannot be, either,” he rea- 
toned, “for our Em Otto 
would not try to make a boy his 
father. He always tries to do what is 
right, but it is not right for even an em- 
peror to tram dowa a fi 
which aipoor farmer has just sown.’ 
Here two or three soldiers sprang for- 

ward to seize the bold boy and B os 
him for speaking in this way to the em- 

! He fa 
peror, but the emperor out 

“Stop! Don’t touch the hoy 
right. IfT want loyal subjects, I must 

King—the g of be loyal to m; kings 
Zand he would not Sticker pie n es; ov 
subject were I to 0) y 
destivying their A gf 

he took the travelled 
in a round-about-way to Herman's 

yp Eni hen went 0 
had finished his watch by the wayside, 
he found the emporer and his friends 
sitting around the table 
and milk —all that they would 
mother to prepare for them. - As soon 

where they w the emperor took him 
, turning to his father, 

“Mr, Billings, I want you to send 
your son 0 me—4o my pose. A 
who will not disobey father, 

up 80 nobly for what is right, has 
the elements of a good character in him 
and will make & good 
me because good ; hoo ” 
Bo Herman went to live with the em- 

peror, where he received all the benefits 
of & good education. After his school 
days were over, he went into the army. 
Here he rose step by step, and was ad- 
vanced from one place to another, until 

hich ho was sppotated the grand duke w) © WAS AD) 0 e. 
How glad that boy must have been 

El
 

ES
 

But there are who have 
thorns in their hearts, because of the 
way they treated thelr parents when 
young.—Selected. 
— me i 

— Read the follo testimonial of 
rs. Demand McGuire, Petersville, Q. C., 

Bhe says ; “I an glad to to the 
benefit I received from Hawkers 

‘onic and Pills. At the time I 
to take them my system was complete- 
ly run down. I had no appetite. My 
nerves had got in such a state that the 
tot cree Saat, I was also 
troul at es with very severe pains 
in my side, and in 

of grain | 

Unlike the Dutch Process 
No Alkalies 

Other Chemicals 
are used in the 
preparation of 

W. BAKER & C08 

which {s absolutely 
pure and sofuble. 

| 1t has moro than three times. 
the strength of Cocos mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or 
Sugar, and 5 far more 6co- 
less than one cent a oup. 
nourishing, BAMILY 

Sold by Grocers everywhure. 
'W. BAKER & 00., Dorchester, Mass, 

Intercolonial Railway. 
1893. SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 189% 

WAND Aer RA Sumeisomny 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN 

iy
 

The train leaving Halifax for Montreal on Satur- 
day at 13.00 ) via Quebec, will run to destina- 
tion on Sunday. 
ing Halitke ak T300 o'chck; has Berl Brecnins o 
Cars attached for 84 John and Montreal, © 78 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT HALIFAX. 

Express from Be. John (i 5% 
Express from Traro (ds 

Express from Bt. John, 

from neuralgia of the head and face, as 
well as other troubles. Twice I went to 
a doctor, but his medicine did me no 
good. Nor did patent medicines that 

tried, until I was advised to get Haw- 
ker's Tonic and Pills and I can truly 
say that as soon as I 
I) to get better. It is now over a 
ear, and I have been better ever since. 
© Pills are the best I have ever used. 

Mus. BErnarp McGUIRE, 
8ince writing the above, my husband 

and a number of my friends ave used 
Hawker's Tonio and Pills with the same 
good results. Mzs. B. MCGUIRE! 

1 hereby owiify So the above is cor- 
rect. Lixarxy, J, P, 

thropy. 
To the Editor of the Messenger and Visitor: 

Please inform your readers that I will 
mail free to all sufferers the means by 
which 1 was restored to health and 
manly vigor after yesrs of suffering from 
nervous weakness. I was rob) and 
swindled by the quacks until I nearly 
lost faith in mankind, but thanks, to 

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 

N and after MONDAY, 3 traing 7 ahammar 
Ad J YARM poss balay 88.10 am; 

and Freight, Monday, W and 
ri 6 8 Annapolis at 7.00 p. m. 

arrive at Weymonih ate 

ATR AAI Sm 102 
y, Thursday and Saturday at 5.60 

a mn. arrive at ¥armonth at 11.06 & 
LEAVE WEYMOUTH and Freight, 

Monday, Wednesday and Friday at 81 H 
arrive af Yarmouth af 1.06 a.m oo" 

tickets be obtained at 126 Hollis 
Windsor & Ansiapolis Rallway, Me 
Yarmouth, X. 8, ar Supt. 

heaven, I am now well, vig and 
strong. I have nothing to sell and no 
scheme to extort money from anyone 
whomsoever, but being desirous to make 
this certain cure known to all, I will 
send free and confidential to anyone full 
particulars of just how I was cured. 
Address with stamps : 

Mz. Ebwap MARTIN Lhepirrg 
P. 0. Box, 148, Detroit, Mich, 

Minard’s Liniment for sale everywhere. 

Mr. Harvey Heed 
Laceyville, O. 

Catarrh, Heart Failure, Pa- 
ralysis of the Throat 

“I Thank God and Hood's Sarsa- 
parilla for Perfect Health.” 

“Gentlemen: For the benefit of suffering hu 
manity T wish to state a fow facts: For seveal 
Jeans Thave suffered from eatarrh and heart 
allure, getting sp bad I could not work and 

Could Scarcely Walk 
1 had a very had spell of paralysis of the throat 
some time xgo. My throat seemed elosed and 
1 swallew. The doctors sat it 
was caused by heart (allure, und gave mediciie 
whieh I took according to directions, but it did 
not seem to do me any good. My wife u 
me 1 try Hood's Sarsaparilia, telling me of Mr. 

Joseph C. Smith, wlio had been 
At Death’s Door 

WANTED | 

Nova Scotia Stamps 
for which I will pay the following prices: 

20 
The Stamps must be in good condition. If on the 

savelope ten per cent. more. 

Stamps now in use not wanted, 

ApvREmas— 

F. BURT SAUNDERS, 
P. 0. Box 809, ST. JOHN, N. B. 

FALL--1893. 
UR TRAVELLERS are no 

( complete lnesof = © 0" O° Be road with 
DRY GOODS, 

MILLINERY, and ' 

SMALLWARES 
YOR THE COMING FALL TRADE. 

‘We réspectfully ask all wholesale buyers td look 
over our Samples before placing orders elsewhere, 
as wa feel assured that it will be to jour advantage 
10 do so. 

DANIEL & BOYD, L™ 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

NEW GOODS 
Gentlemen's Department, 
27 King Street. 

Long Scarfs, Silk Handkerchisfs, Made-ap A yy Rar 
IN BTOOK: 

All-Linen Oollars styles 
pe Forma ad TAL BR 

Manchester, Rorsn & Alls, 
ht was entirely cured by Hood's 

An to Ae MT 
Sd gon tah 
lent. 1 thank God, and % 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
a or es Tce ore 
HOODS PILLS do not purge, pain or gripe, 

bat set promptly, Sastly and eficlently, Be. 

8p. m. ati do uo 

OUR COUNT 

Our country! —'tis a glorious la 
With broad arms stretched fn 

The proud Pacific chafes her str 
She hears the dark Atlantic n 

And, nurtured on her ample bre 
How many a goodly prospect | 

In Nature's wildest grandeur d 
Enamell'd with ber loveliest 

Rich prairies, deck'd with flows 
Like sunlit oceans roll afar; 

Broad lakes ber azure heavens ¥ 
Reflecting cloar each tremblin 

ty rivers, mountatn-b 

Beneath their sheltering bran 

And cradled *mid her clustering 
Swoet vales in dream-like bea 

Where love the air with music. 
And calm content and peace | 

¥or plenty hers ber fallness po: 
In rich profusion o'er the lan 

And, sent to seize her generous 

There prowls no tyrant's hire 

Great God! we thank thee for § 
This bounteous birthland of ¢ 

Where wanderers from afar ma 
And breath the air of liberty! 

Sill may the flowers untrample 
Her harvests wavy, har cities 

And yet, Ail] Time shall fold bi 
Remain earth's loveliest para 

—WiLsaAx 

THE HO 
Kind Siater 

“Here comes mamma,’ 
“0, mamma, must I sa 

sweets for Grace 1” 
“I think a good little si 
“But Grace did pot | 

hers ge ae oH 
“Did she not? How 

that?” 
“I did not like it at all 

to make her not like it, t 
think she was mean.” 

“Dear, dear, and is ms 
have two mean. little girle 

J looked at her mo 
was quiet & minute. Th 
threw her arms around 
said, “No, no, mamma de 
not have any mean lit 
I expect Grace forgot ; an 
give her some of my swee 
she will not ever forget ay 
Her mother smiled. “ 

the way to mak her remer 
“And Iam so glad that 
two kind little girls.” 

Never Solled Hu 

We could not help o 
elderly gentleman conver 
a dozen yi college | 
day. He 

h 
some of them prayed th 
earnestly than ever, for ¢ 
pure heart. 

—————— 
A Wonderful ¥ 

An aged German wome 
a Bible that belonged | 
mother, a native of Bohe 

the people should be 
priests came to search he 
she was busy preparing 
got a minute's warning o 

“and she had just time to | 
Bible, and wrap it careful 
in the centre of s mass 
then place it in the warn 
the dough was baked i 
bread, with this Bread of 
centre. The priests nev 
looking into the oven an 
the loaf; and so the pr 
has come down to our 
happy our times, when 
Bible in the greatest a 
perfect liberty, and ind 
couragement, to read ita] 

A Pretty Little 

The New York Ledyg 
exhibit at the Fair that s 

grandma. 1 
Fol ible plotices; sad sk 
to have been a blonde 1 

1] such as you have ypes, a J! 


