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do so as we are fully pr par-

JEWELLER

When Your Grocer Talks Price .
Ask Him About Quality

When He Talks Quantity :
Ask Him About Quality

We always insist that our goods shall be the
very best and exactly as represented. This will
be to our advantage as you will find by regular

trading here _
A visit to our China Hall will show you

something pretty and useful for a Christmas gilt.
Fine Dinner Sets and Bedroom Sets, our own

Importations.
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FAMILY GROCER,
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Just received 2 larze shipm:at of WINDD N GLASS, (a

We are headouarters for Locks, Hinges, Nails, Paints and
building Hardware. Save coal and keep your house¢ warm by using
W eather Strips around your doors and windows. Do you v-ant a

Lantera, Plow Limes, Work Basket,

Cross Cut Saw, Axes, Buck Saws,
Halters, Cow Chaias, Sceop Sllorels,r

or anything in the Hardware Line, EDWARDS is the place to buy.
Bast Goods, Lowest Prices.

sizes.
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was never prouder than the horse that is
"guresed from our Sabacrh SEock of fine

harness. We havemany styl2s in Coach,
Cart, light road and Track Harness and
farm harness. Oar goods are of Superior
workmanship, exquisite styels and fin'sh
ana made from the best Stock that money
.can buy. Our stock of fine Lap Robes and
Horse Blankets is complete.

i | , _ﬂREPAll[Nﬁ PROMPILY DONE
HERB.J.LITTLE, Mgt

Repairing Neat'y and Promptlydose . = Litile’s Old Stand

stablished 1390 70 ¥Telephone 4303 Main

W. F. DEVER & CO.
STOCK AND BOND BROKERS

Loeal Co 19 Welh:gto;:n-at East
Jas. H. Lennor

New York
Boston
Chicago &-
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s LE Sukie Blueskln
She fell in love wid me,
Ole Sukie Blueskin
She fell in love wid me,
Ole Aun’ Bukle Blueskin
She fell in love wid me,
An’ she axed me down ter her house

Ter drink er cup er tea."

So sang Black Ceesar, the wag of the
plantation, and then he procecded to
tell us about Aunt Sukle.

“] deg’ tell yo' wat—I tell yo' fo' er
fac’, by Jo! Ef I didn’t git in de lam-
mines' scrape er Crismus time! Dat
wus de time we an' dem w'ite boys
made up ter pllj"er projick on Un¢
ke an’' Aun' Sukle.

“Long time "fo' Crismus come Wwe
don't heah nuttin’ but ‘Sandy Claws,
Sandy Claws,’ f'om Aun’ Suokie. She
go pudgin’ erroun’ de kitchen sayin’:
‘Um-m! Won'er w'at ole Marse Sandy
Claws gwine ter fotch me Crismus.’
Den ef we git ter cuttin’ up de leases’
bit "bout de house she "low: ‘Bettub
min’ w'at yo' 'bout. Fuses fing yo'
know ole man Sandy Claws gwine ter
pars alon’ by 'n' nev’ so much es no
dice dem ole socks er yo'n. Won't
eben put er groun’ pea in 'em.’

S0 we all 'sidered an’ 'sidered, an’
lag’ we made up ter fix dat ole crittur
ap 'n good shape. We all know ole
Aun’ Sukie ain’ got no sense ter frow
'way nohow, so we 'cide we gwine ter
sca’ Aun' Sukie 'n’ Une’ Ike out 'n dey
seben senses.

“Two er free days fo' Crismus we
wus er settin’ on de fence, 'n’ ole lady
Sukie come by wid some truck ter
make de flah wid, an' den I sing dot
little song w'at a be’n singin’, an’ 1
kep’ on:

“An' it's w'at do yo' fink
Ole Sukie had fo' suppah,

An® it's w'at do yo' fink
Ole Sukie had fo’ suppah,

An' it's w'at do yo’ fink
Ole Sukie had fo' suppah—

Apple sass an' sparrer grass
An’ hominy an’ buttah.

“Well, snh, dat ole soul mos’ bad er
spazzum w'en she hearn us er singin’
dat song, an’ she rail out 'n' buse us
an’ "buse us an’ call us all kin® er bad
pames an’ freaten us wid ba'nts an’ I
dvenno w'at all

“One’ Tke, he Aun’ Sukie’'s ole man,
an’ he wuor de contraries’ an’ de spite-
fules’ ole nigger on de whole planta-
tion. He al'us er pokin’ erroun’ an’ er
grum'lin’ 'bout sumpin. He cculdn’
res’ easy less'n he studyin’ op some
kin' er meanness. | don’ see w'at mek
ole marse keep dat ole nigger 'bout de
place fo’ nohow, "case he ain’ fitten fo’
puffin’ but ter prowl erroun’ an’ bunt
hen-nesses, an’ w'en he fin’ one he al'us
tek toll out’n it He "casioned us ter
git er many er larrupin’, wid ’e ole
grumplin® ways, 'case marse b'lieve
ev'y wo'd Une’ Ike say, mek’ no dif-
funce how much de ole scoun’l stretch
de blankit. But we done made up our
min's ter git eben wid ole Aun’ Sukie
an’ Un¢ ke too, an’ we des tease dem
ole pussons twel dey mos’ have er fit

“Useter sing dis way w'en we see
Une' Ike er comin’:

“Big Tke, little Tke, ¥o' bettah go;
Sukie bake de ashcake slow,
Dat’s so;
Sukie bake de ashcake slow,
Too slow;
Big Ike, little Ike, yo' bettah gol

“Lo'd massy! Yo' des arter seed dat
ole contrary niggah w'en we sing dat
song. He look so vigus dat yo' fink ole

“LAWD EB MASSY, IEKE, HE'S coME["

Tomboy done got er holt er him, an'
w'en we see de ole man grab up er
bresh an' mek to’ds us we git "om dar.

“Wen Crismus time ’'gun ter git
close by, we all "gun ter fix up fo' dem
ole possons. Day nex' fo' Crismus
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I'il git uap on : .
Sandy Claws down des es sofl'ly.

w'ile we fixin' up de ole man Wwe all
sing some mo" erF dat song an’ lafl
‘bout how we gwinter do "em op.

“A'ter so long er time, wWe git every-
ing all right, an’ we start down te:l-
de quatahs. Unc’ lke 80 cu'lous an
't live in peace wid
de res’ er der niggers, an’ ole marse
ba’ ter buil’ "im er cabin "way off {om
de res’ weh de ole man could fuss ‘n’
qua’l des so much as he feel like. We
La' ter be mighty keerful gwine frough
de weeds, 'case we see er light in Unc’
Ike's cabin frough er hole in de chim-
bly. Any yudder time Aun’ Sukie done
be'n settin' by de flah er noppin’ an’
or' smokin' dat ole pipe twel de dead
hours er de night; but now she done
laid down, "case she "spectin’ ole Sandy
Claws, an' she heah ole mis’ say dat
he aln' gwine come home 'long as any
pusson "wake 'bout de house. She lay-
in' down, an’ done bad 'er bead kiv-
ered up wid de quilts. Unc Ike, he
settin’ up in de co'ner wid he shucks,
platin’ an ole hoss collar w'at he gwihe
ter sell- nex’ day fo' ter git de Crismus
dram wid An' he bad free big ole
nigg rkiller "taters roastin' in de ashes
fo' de brekfus.

«pun’ Sukie keep er sayin': ‘lke,
w'y don' yo' come ter bed? Domn' yo'
know hit's er gittin' late?

“Une Ike says: ‘Sukie, yo' des’ shet
ap yo' mouf. I know wat yo' studyin’
"bout, yo' ole foel. Yo' lemme "lone, an’
of yo' sleepy go ter sleep, I tell yo'.'

“Den 1 sorter hum low:

«paterroller, paterroller, let Ike pars,
Sukie cook slow, but she eat mighty fas’;

Sorry fo' lame nigger gets dar las’;
Do, Mistah Paterroller, let lke pars,
“Unc¢’ Ike, mus' er hearn me, "case
e stop right still an’ cock be yeah side-

ways an’ listen an' den mumull out
sump'n’ "bout ‘Ne’ min’, 1 git yo' sassy
rasc’ls yit. See 'f | don' tell ole marse.’

“pon’ Suokie say: “Wiat yo' er mut-
terin’ an’ mum’lin’ 'bout, Ike? 1 does
wish yo'd come on ter bed an’ quit stir-
rin’ up dem coals.’

“Une Ike say: ‘I's er-talkin’ ter my-
se'f, an’ "tain't none er yo' bus'ness.
Sukie, yo' de bigges' gump I evuh seed.
Yo' layin' dar finkin' "bout dat mess
‘bout Sandy Claws. Hain't I done seed
yo' ole stockin' bangin’ dar? Yo' fink
ole Sandy Claws gwin ter pay any
‘tention ter dat ole wool stockin'? No,
siree, bob! Ole mis' des' ruint yo', an’
yo' ba’kin’ up de wrong stump dis
time, fo’ sho’ yo' I8

“Bimeby de ole man git sorter ti'ed,
an’ he kiver dem taters up mighty good
an’ start ter bed. Den, a'ter de ole man
done laid down, be keep er-talkin’ *bout
crops an’ "bout "ligion an’ "bout anyfing
to’ ter worry Aun’ Sukie, who ain’
gayin’ noffin’ ’tall. A'ter long time
Une¢ Ike drops off ter sleep an’ 'gin
ter sno’, an’ den Aun’ Sukie rise up an’
look all ervoun’ des’ as cunnin'lack
an’ dem drap down lack she’s er
sleep.

“Iiey wus er little chunk er fiah w'at
kep’ er winkin' an’ er blinkin’ In de
bh'ath, but we done be'n er watchin’
frough dat hole twel we gittin' ti'ed,
an’ las’ I gon' ter climb up on de house.
{ clumb right easy up de co'mer an’
outer de aidge er de ruff, an’ f'om dail
[ eased erlong twel I got ter de chim-
bly. I got er straddle er de ridgepole,
an’ den I fix’ my ole Sandy Claws an’
'gun ter git ready fo' de cirkis. De
chimbly wus about er foot too low
down, so’s I ha’ ter let one foot res’ on
de chimbly an’ w'en I fotch de yudder
laig down I say ter myse'f:

“0Ole Sukie Blueskin

She fell in love wid me,
An' she ax’ me down ter her bouse

Ter drink er cup er tea.

“Down, down, down went de Bandy
Claws, breshin' de sut down, an’ des
as "e come Iin sight Aon’ Sukie squalled
lack er crippled coon, ‘Lawd er massy,
[ke, he's comel

“Des den de clof tetched de little
blaze er fiah, an' hit blazed way up, an’
hit stified me twel I los’ my holt, an’.
wid er clitter clatter, rip an’ ker blim,
[ landed down in de hot ashes, right
on top er de Sandy Claws an’ all mixed
up wid Unc’ Ike's taters.

“Yo' neber hearn sich er row "twix’

I

i

dis an’ jedgment Aun' Buokle she
sqoall: “‘Oh, marse! Oh, mistis! He'p!
He'p! De ole boy's come a'ter me an’
Ike An’ she went er spionin’ oot
frough de dead teaweeds. Unc Ike,
he done riz, an’ w'iles I scufliin’ wid de
Sandy Claws bhe got er ax handle an’
wus des er lambastin® me.

“A'ter w'lles 1 say: ‘Please, Unc’ ITke,
don’ hit me no mo'l Hit's Ceeze, Un¢’
Ikel Please don' hit me no mo'!" But
de ole scamp, gittin' madder dan evah
w'en he fin' out hit's me, kep' er peltin’
me an’ er sayin': ‘Yes, yo' rasc’l, yo'
done ruint my taters! Yo' b’en singin’
'bout me. I'll big Ike you! I gwine
little Ike you! I gwine Sukie Bloeskin
yoa?

“Bout dat time ole marse be come

“ "Wats de matitah, Bukie?
“10h, marster, de debble's in de house,
er ras’lin' wid Ike.)

A Eacy Description of an Old Time In- |1

stitution in Canadm.

School children of the twentieth
century may have the road to learn-
ing smoothed out for them. They
may be handled psychologically, and
not have their little meinories strain-
ed with tasks beyond their capacily.
But with all their advantages, Wwe
oldsters can aflord to pity them, for
they no longer have that instrument
of instruction and fearful pleasure —
the slate, writes H. F. U. in Toron-
to Star.

Modern educalionistis have con-
demned the slate as a dirty, noisy,
smelly institution, and have chucked
it out ignominiously. They are lor
seribbling books, than which noth-
ing stupider was ever invenied. One

of the favorite themes lor anybody
writing about the little red school-
house used to be the ""busy hum,"”
and of that busy ham, the click ol
the pencil against the slate, and the
scrunch of it when it came to a hard
spol, wers at leasl sevenly-live per
cent. ‘The rest of it consisted of the
whirring of the thought whecls and
the rapid, under-the-breath calcula-
tions of the pupils who wanied to
see if the ear agreed with the eye in
the answer. The hum was a natural
accompaniment of so much mental
industry, and the teacher that dared
to be annoyed by it was given short
shrift by the trustees. As well
might a boilermaker object to the
sonnd of hammering rivets, or the
factory boss to the jar of machinery.
In those days, it was considered
that every business had its small
volce just as bees buzz, flies drone,
~rickets chirp, frogs croak, and mos-
quitoes shrill. But now it's "Go to
the ant, thou sluggard. Don’t make
a row. Work like a nailer. DBottle
up your steam.’’ Even recess is an
orderly, disciplined thing, with no
joy in it. There is mno distinguish-
ing note of the schoolroom mnowa-
days. I1f a bad boy disturbs ihe
awful silence by dropping a pin, be
is kept in after four.

All this came in with the scrib-
bling book, which is cheap, clean,
but uninspiring. It is subject ta
daily inspection, and as marks of
erasure mean demerits for untidiness.
the schoolboy is at once deprived of
much entertainment that might re-
concile him to his hard lot. If the
teacher is a crank you can't WoITy
him by making a pencil scream, anc
certainly, in the olden times, that
delightful form of revenge keplt many
a boy in school when he might have
been playing hookey. And, then,
what a handy medium the slate was
for caricatures of the teacher, for
doggerel rhymes, printed in large,
bold letters that could be seen six
scats back! What fun it was o
raise a lavgh that way, and then,
with one lighthing stroke, to X~
punge the offence When the master
said, “Tommy, bring that here.™
And Tommy would go with a blank
tablet and a face shining with in-
nocency. Ah, yes, the slate was in—-
deed a fine thing for pictures and
lammpoons, and for the tender mes-

the boy would show chival-
rously to his little sweetheart across
the aisle! The scribbling book Is
no place for these stealthy pleasures
because the schoolma'am can keep
tab on every line in it.

And with the slate went a lot of
gear that a scribbling book knows
nothing of. There was the sponge,
for instance, mneatly tied to the
frame. And, best of all, the water
bottle, where little girls had a chance
to display the art feeling in the col-
for and fragrance of the cleansing
fluid. We look back twenty-{live years
and wonder at the splendid effects
produced by soap, water, cologne,
and indigo or cochineal shaken wp
and imprisoned in a common bottle.
Some of it looked good enough to
drink, and smelt good enough to eat.
Of course there were dirty Loys, even
in that golden age, who preferred to
us¢ nature’'s weapons—the salivary
glands and a coaltsleeve. But even
that was an indication of character.
It showed they didn’t care how they
got at a thing, and some of these
dirty urchins have since become mil-
lionuires. We can’t turn hack the
universe and have vyesterday, but
while the sun shines we give our
voice for slates as against scribbling
books,

The Lost Sixtecnth of a Second.

If one grain of sand on the shore
of the ocean were lost and scientists
were to spend years in trying to find
it, they would be attempting a task
resembling that to which leading as-
tronomers of England and France
are now devoting themselves. Omne-
sixteenth of a second is missing, and
no one can tell where it has gone.
Between the sun's time as recorded
at Greenwich and as understood at
Paris there is that briefl and seem-
ingly unimportant discrepancy. No
expense is being spared to trace the
missing fraction. A special building
has bheen erected at Paris, costly in-
struments installed, a corps of math-
ematiclans engaged and a process
that may take years to complete has
been commenced. The inaccuracy is
more important than will appear to
the lay mind. Longitude is calculal-

1ed on the basis of Greenwich Lime.

It dotermines the houndaries of many
countries. A slight variation of
time may change the nationality of
thousands of people. The pursuit of
the missing fraction of a second is
therefore of worldwide importance.
We shall all be much relieved when it
has been found, for then not a grain
of the sands of time will be missing.
—Toronto Mail and Empire.

The Smallest Vizsible Things

Few would guess that the
smallest things visible to the eye are
the stars. Yet Dr. Edward IdMvers
was no doubt correct in declaring
gsuch to be the case in his address
before the chemical section of the
British Association at Belfast. Great

many of the stars are in actusl
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_ The DENNIS .
 Wood and Iron Pamp; $

 for any depth of well
150 feet, and guarmtuupm;“_
faction. Mr. Dennis is i our

. employ and has charge of
, department of our gmum'nﬂ:

Orders for Pumps or repgipy
, 'will receive prompt attention,
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on specifications,
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