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The mw here st times when
theré u-n‘m but at other times
thers is.n0 suow on them.

Thie achool at Bunidntown hss not pro-
gressed any sinoe it was bullt;it Is stiil on
the same #pot where it was firs’ bullt.

Migs Lins Ooste gave a needle whist

porty toa few select friends this winter
so that.sbe would koow all what was
golog on. “he was golng to give a prize
oulﬂwwutth best sample of
dlework, bub she concladed she liked
the thimble 8o ‘well she kept It herself.

All had u pleasant time.

Iols rumored that Miss Ida Longwait
will be married next spring, but we doubt
it. 1ds bave glven out the impression
several times that she was going to be
married, but somehow or other the wed-
ding bells do nob ring for her. Ila says
she can get married whenever she wauts
to. ‘'We doubt that too.

Mingledarr has sent out invites for a
hooking party at her house next Wedaes-
day afternoon. Sevu%poople are invited,
and un- . dldn's _recelve {nvites’ ake
wad.

" bad a spell of tooth-
ache gne day last ww Rot her feet
wet ,ho 'utM h'tha creck to
see w

D-iQ  haso't had mnoh w do of
late f8 m-mma Hesays that unless

"lml,‘o where there
“XLet us all do what we.
For bis

| thea; she found; them done Zbrown. tlLe

oholr;.

Bluebérry j pp 19 yery
this winter:  Look out for spring posty:
We are pleased Lo see Phil Groan In our

mud-hauling or cutting wood this nlntu
but his appetite was good.

goingto the saw mill. He couldn’t geb
her £3 go nohow so Johny sat in the sle'gh
most all n'ght Inthe snow. Long to-
wards daylight the mare got hungry, and
when she turaed round and saw Johny
star.ing in on his second fig, she. got dis-
gusted and went home, But Johny says
he will sell her cheap because she's haid
04 tobacca,

Phemie Gloss had supper with the
Blaker girls on _Fyiday, they had corn ¢n
the coh.

Bob Sodry did not gs to town last week
and get drunk as usual, nu whiskey to be
got. He says Jenkins has the lid on
pretty tight; too bad, Bob.

Mré, Mdry Meaner, wife of Elder Meat-
er,met with quite a loss last week she put
fodr pics In the oven and then she forgot

next morning. The Elder feels very bad.|
Young girls should take' warning’and
don't forget their pies or their beaus will
have to go home huogry. ]
We coogratulate Miss Sophronia:
 Squele on being left a large sum of money
by her grand aunt in Eagland. She can
now: take lessons in voice culture and
-v’wmau;idse will have ashow in Lhe

/Old Mr, Geimé was' taken sick Lhe
other day. His daughter who is hom
 Leota & hoepitul told him it was apfipen

woel. has gob-a new hopder nt
e—I{.'s rumored iv's a gifl. ™

Na fleaths in our midst thie week but
the Wu very 616, we want warm
wedller It eepe tié iven 0 busy ousting |
woo ﬁuvhﬁ {about

| ohard denees’ whetiBe wass youngster:
| 3ot she said there was no. ¢uch rom-

‘Buttheold man sad he - gu
Aheold faghioned bel yache same
s lio used "fo'bive aboutan Robr alter
ywould ‘hop Jover the - neighbéi’s or¢

plainb as bellyache; that was vulgar,

| Mhe old mian' sald ‘he guessed he had
lo's of woney i -the  Bwvidgs Bank to
hive \ppendicitis, but that he would not
te_operatedl on exc:pt By a doctor who
'hadd blsown, appemlit cut ou'. His
Idaughter has ‘coasulted ‘s whole lot of
docmnhuv. thny all say that the old man

ds ncmm-m Wnrw
v £/ UNoLk EzZRA.

For many years it has been rgcognlzed by physf-‘
clans eferywhére thiat €od Liver OM and Ifon should

in combigatiop if

theothelihﬁlnﬂ

lg‘d to solve the problem

 little phosphorus ; the resultis

FER

which contains in ag elegant, “Ble and easily

digested emulsion Cod Liver Oil, Iron and Phospho
the exact constituents

;..m. ww“ww up the

A wr-vheaysvonth

%

. nlnl; v _30 of t‘l"
",' ge to say,, gl’ouil; /many - attempts have
m‘oﬁ'm “in ‘combining the
oil and iron until, quite’recently, a Canadian physi-
clan, after some years'of study and experiment, man-

~ No argument is needed to prove the value of such

?d%nwm-ﬁmcmh
dwmummm

pu!sible, as where one is
proba.bihty needed too,
otfier.

(e Ty

He then added just a

to Increase the

tomendﬂtismd

plebtital here'|

midst after bié severe illness fromindis-{1
position. ‘He was not able to do mueh}

Jiby Delong's mare baulked on hio jile)

“Well, Finnigan, my boy, whba.'s the
news{"

“And 1idn’t you hear abou! C'aney?”

“No! whai's the matter with hio.?”

“Mitter! surehe was finel $30 or 0
duys, this mcroing, for not beating a
policeman,.”

“Are you cr.zy, Finniga: ¢
ol mean. bhat I say. He wes overin
the (mw'.'%ﬂse and he got it into hie
head thdt there was no law against beat-
ing a ptliceman so he made up Lis mind
that he would settle an old seore he had
against Dionle, He knew it was Taes-
duy morning on the Main street when he
stdrted inon his' comtract, but he asked
what day ofthe ' week It was when he
came (oin the police statior; alss would
they kindly tell h'm whether it was be-
fore or after dinner, and what his full
name was and where he belonged. When
he came up before the magistrats he ar-
gued that there was no law nnakwt. beal
ing n poligeman,
pentiay; M. (

uncy,

MR.

and

would hale to disagree with youso 1.1
Just give you $30.00 or 30 days for not
beating the policeman., Next!'

“Well, Fionigan, I am resl sorry for
Clancy, tut it only reminds me that
times are nct like they were when we
were boys, Just think oftwo boys being
sent acio:s8 the water for beating an
Injun, and Clancy, soaked for not beat-
ing apolicemin! Sure, when we- were
boys we wcould almost as soon think of
buating a priest asa policeman und as

| for Injuns, — wouldn'v a fellow be a hero

if he shot half a doz-n of them every day ?
Why if unybody would even mention
putting a close on Injuns he
would be an enemy of individval liberty.
Dear old Tim O'Connelll I wasw’t called
after you, but away down inmy heart
ave garlands of honeysucklis and cauli-
flowers twined around your memory,

“As Tommy Moore says. ‘Fond men-
ory l:ri s the light of other |

season

days
t
wentle maun's health that”be
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“The w{pﬁo we saw be-
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pushed Shakespearc in between Burn:
and Moore.If he had said that Burnscam:«
Jjust mext to Moore I would have taken
my big stick acrcss and he wculdn’
preach a sermon for two weeks and then
it would be on pne of the penitential
psalms, Now back to Tim.

“Da you remember, Finnigan, when he
usedito supply us with the latest authen-
tie jaformavion concerning Deadwood
Dick at five cents a volume, and we learn-
ed to whistle a tuoe that comes in style
Just about the beginning of the dog days
becanse it made Tim evergetict We bad
two old table knives ground to the latest
pattern of bowie knifu used by, I)endv\ ood
Dick'and you had a horse pm,ol without
a trlgger. All we needed was the money
to pay our passage to Pictou so we could
walk out and join Deadwood' Dick who
would be delighted to furnish us with the
latest Implemer’u of destruction and
wouldn’t mind, provldlng a row Iojuns to

-

o or

"_‘_I_fjl bid _yom good ufternoon, Mr. Finai-

The Forest Fire

“The night was grim and sitill with
dread;
No star shone down fiom  heaven's
dome;
The anc’ent Tor:st clcs"d around
The settler’s lunely home.

hind the baskets arjund the mwarket we
losked vpon with eontempt as not belng
real Injuns. Anyhow: Deadwogd Dick
woulda’c $hcot a plucked Injun.
ave feathers on him.

“Will you ever forget the first Lime we
‘pled the wooden Injun on Hughes' por
aer. We both dropped on one knee jus
like Deadwood Diek would do, but we had
10 unerring rifle to speak ou*. You know
he rifle always speaks out in the dovel,

He must

Chere was no mistake—he wus genuing™="}

¢athers and all. ‘We could swear that he
1ad red paihit oo his ears—a sure sign of
trouble.

“Says you; ‘Tim he's treating us with
contempt. He kno s we're not loaded.’

“Says I Mike, let us go around the
block and get a squint at him around the
corner,’ and we did. You, having the
pistol, peeped first and _whispered back;
‘Hully-gee Tim; he's on wheels/

“Yes, Fioningan, we found out he was
only wood, and a big chunk of poetry fel
out of our lives.” . . .

“Doyou remember, Mc. Casey, when
you fell in love with the liltle wooden
squaw down in fronf of Riley's'on Queen
Street, und you used to wonder "if thete
was & real live ome just like her out
handy Deadwood Dick?”

“Finnigan, you jast distracted me from

something I was thinking shout. Wby
'don’t you talk about something sens(ble?

gan.”
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“There.came a glare thas it the norsh;

There came » wind sbas ronsed the
night; :

But child and father slumbered on,

Nor felt the growing l'ght.

“There came s nofse of fiylag feet,

With many a strange and “dreadtul sry

Aud sharp flames orep) sud lepped !hl‘
The red verge of the skv.

““There came & deep and gathriag rosr,
The father ralsed bl anxions huﬂ.

He vaw.the light, L'gbt &/ dewn of klged

That efzeamed ncross bis bed.

*“I6 }it the old clock on the wall,

It Lis theroom with eplendar wiid;
Lo lit the fair apd tumbled halr
D1 the still sleeping ehild.

“The sigzag fence, aad rede log bare,
The chilp-strewn yard and cobin grey,
Glowed crlmson in the shuddering glate
Of that aatimely day.

‘‘The boy was hurried trom his slogp;
The harse was bhurried trem his stsll;
Up from the pasture sleariag snme
The sattle’s frighteaed eall,

“Theboy was snatebed 1o the spddle
bow,

Wildly, wildly the tather rode,
nd-them- ewooped the perdes of
flame ®

Aund harried their abede.

“The scorching heat-was at sheir heals;

The - buge roar kounded them tm their
Alght,

Bed smoke and many & figiag keand

Flew o'er them throngh the aishs.

“And past them tied tha wildweed Semme—
Far-striding moose, and leaping deer;
And bounding panther, snd eeumiag
T welt

Terrible-ayed wiph fear.

“And oloser drew M fery death;
Madly, madly \he Maher vede;
The hores began %0 .heave and it

Beneath the double load.

“The ‘s woylk wag. mhlve sad

Bub his eyes grew temder with lefg
farewell,
He satd : *Hold fast to your seat, Bwest-
heart,
And ride old Jerry well’

“I muss go back. Ride on be the river,

Over the ford #nd the leng mash ride,

Straight 46 the bown.  And I'll mees
you, Sweethears,

Somewhsté on the ether side.”

“He alipped ftomd Ahe saddie. The bey
rode om.,

His band cluag “ ia the haass's mane;

Hie balr blew over She hozse's neak;

His small throst throbked wish paia.

“ ‘Fatber | Fathet ¥ bo asled alowd.
The'bowl of the fire-wiad aaswered him
With the biss of soaring Sames aad erssh
Of sbattering 1lmb oa limb,

“*Bat still the good horss guileped ea
With sinew braced ‘and sweagsh re-
newed,
T'hé boy came safe o the river foud,
And out of the deadly weed. -

“And now with his kinsfolk, lensed from
- fear,

At play in the heart of the city’s hum,

He #tops in his play to wonder why

His tather dous not ccme.”

v - Oharles G. D. Reberts.
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