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@he ﬁtadum,
Pnbushed on FRIDAY at the office,
‘WOLFVILLE, EING'S CO, N. B.

TERMS:

80 CENTS Per Annum,
(N ADVANCE.)

QLUBS of five in advance $2.00.

Local advertising at tes cents per line
for every iasertion, unless by special ar-
rangeméut for standing otices.

Rates for standing advertisements will
be made kmown on application to the
office, and payment on trancient advertising
must be guacanteed by some responsible
paity Prior to its insection.

The Acasiax Jop Dsraxrumsr is con-
stantly receiving’ mew type and material,
and will continue to guarantes satisfaction
on all work turned dut. |

Newsy communi: as. from all parts

of the county, or arl the toples
ot the day are cordi salicited. The
pame of the party writing for the Aoapiax
must invariably s>company the communi-
cation, aithough the saiae may be written
over a ficticious sigmatnre.
Address all comunications to
DAVISON BROS,,
Editork Proprietors,
Wolfville, N 8.

POST OFFICE, WOLFVILLE

Orrica Hours, 8 4. To8P M. Mails
are made up asfollows : '

For Halifax and Wiedsof close at7a
-
Express west clese at 10.50 a. m. :
Express east close at 520 p. m.
Kentville close at 73" p m.

Gao. V. Baxn, Post Master.

' ‘PEOPLE'S BANK OF HALIFAX.

Open from 9 & m.to2p.m. Closed on
Saturdsy at 12, nooa.
> € A.peW. Bazss, Agent,

PRESRYTERIAN CHUR('H—Rev. R
D. Ross, Pastor——Service e very Sabbath
at 300 p. m. Sabbath Schoo! at 11 a. m.
Prayer Meeting on Wednesdayat ¥ 3¢ pm.

BAPTIS C CHURCH—Rov T A Higgins,
Pastor—Services every Sabbath at 11 09
am and 700 p m, Sabbath School at 2 30
pm Prayer Meetings on Tuesday at T30
p m and Thuriday at 730 p m.

METHODIST CHURCH-—Rev M. Bur
gess, Pastor—Services every Sabbath at
l‘l 00a m and 700 p m. »abbath School
at 930 am. Prayer Meeting on Thursda
at730pm. 2 - s

Sr FRANCIS (R.¢)--Rev T M Daly,
P. P.—Mass 1100 a m the last Sunday of
each month, ;

8r JOHN'S CHURCH (Englhh)—RM
J O Ruggles; Rector—Services every Sua
dayat 3 pm. Bunday School at 10°am,

Sr. GEORGES LODGEA. F & A. M,
meets at their Hall on the second Friday !
of each month at 7} o'clock p. m.

J. B. Davisox, Secretary.

“?RP!TEUS” LODGE, 10 O F, meets
in Cddfeliows’ Hall, on Tuesday of each
week, at 8 o'clock p. m.

WOLFVILLE DIVISION S or T meets
every Mondsy evening in their Hall,
Witter's Block, at 7.30 o'clock, 5

ACADIA LODGE, L O. G. T. meets
every Saturday evening in Music Hall at |
73030 clock. |
S —————————————————

CARDS.

JOHN W. WALLACE,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
NOTARY,CONVEYANCER, ETC
Also General Agent for Firx and |
Lirs INsURANCE. C
WOLFVILLE N. S.

J. B. DAVISON, J. P.

CONVEYENCER,

FIRE & LIFE_INSURANGE
AGENT

’

WOLFVILLE, N. 8.
B. G. BISHOP,

House, Sign and Decorative
PAINTER.
English Paint Sieck & Specia’ty.
- WOLFVILLE, N. 8.
P.0.BOX 0. Sept. 19th 1884

LICHT BRAMAS!
Carefully bred from Frest Crass
Srocx. Trios, Pairs, and Single Birds
for mle. A. deW.BARSS,
Wolfville, Oct. Tat, '84

J. WESTON
MERCHANT TAILOR,

 WOLFVILLE, N.S.

‘«You'll come to-morrow then;” light

| a girl of eighteen. If I were to write

-| make much difference, if you rise from

Select  Poelry,
TO-MORROW.

& words lightly said,
ly she waved her little haund, gayl
T Jebared hishead. s

«You'll come to-morrow then,” and the
man on his errand went, -

With tender prayer on heait aad lip,
yeton his work intent.

The woman & moment lingered; ‘‘would
he tura for a parting look ?”

Then with a lialf smile and half a sigh,
her household burthen took.

»
«You'll come tomorrow then?” and
. 'when the morrow broke,

Pale lips in the erowded city of the

“railway accident” spoke.

As man in s stranger's home, in
eath’s dread quiet lay,

And & woman sobbed a full heart out

in a cottage & mile away,

So lightly oar thoughts leap onward,
50 lightly we hope aud plan,

While fate waits grimly by aod smiles,
to watch her playtoing—man—~

Disconnting the dim, strange future,
while his dum ey<s cannotsee |

What a swuzle flying hour brugs;
where the nexu step may be. i

And love floats laughing ouward, and {
; at 0.8 side  glides sorrow.
W hile men _‘“ﬂ women between them l
waik, and say, “We'll meet co-morro wl' |
— All the Year Round.
e ————————— SR
Interesting  Storg,

LAD_I_)IE.

cHAPTER 11— Continued.

He Lad becn used to say that his
p ofession was his lady-love, and he
bad looked on with wondering,  credu-
lous cyes at the follics and excesses of
young lovers; he was inelined to think
it was & mild form of mania, snd’ re-
quired pLysical treatmeat. Aad so he
reached five-and-thirty unscathed, aud
glightly contemptuoas of others less
fortunate than hime:lf : When, one cay,
a girl's blue eyes, locking shyly at him
through dark lasnes, brought him down
once aud forever from his pedestal of
fancied superiority, snd bofore be
couid coltec: his arzuments, or reason
himeelf out of it, he was past cure,
hopelessly, hulplessly, foolishly in love.
They bad been engazed for two days;
it was two days since tbis cléver young
doctor, this rising, successfal man, with
such stores of learning, such a solid
intellect, such a cool, calm brain, had
stood blushing and stammering before

down the words' he said, you would
thipk my hero an idiot pure and simple;
the most mawkish and feeble twaddle
of the most debased of penny periodi-
cals was vastly superior to what Dr.
Carter stammered out that day. But
is not this generally the case? Beau-
tiful poetical love-scenes are ficquent
in plays and books, but very rarein
real lifs. There1s not one love-scene
in & thousand that would bear beiog
taken down in short-hand, printed in
plain, black type, and read by critical
eyes, through commonplace spectacles.
Nevertheless, the feelings are no doubt
sublime thoogh the words may be rid-
joulous. He was quite another man
altogether (happily for him) when he
went to Sir John Mcredith, and told
him plainly thathe wad' no mateh for
his danghter as far as birth went.
«“My good fellow,” the sensible little
baronct answered, “there are only
about ten families in England that can
put their pedigree by the side of the
Merediths, and it don’s seem to me to

the ranks yourself, or if your father or
er-did it.” -

] gan searcely claim even tobea

gentleman,” the young man went on,

feelingpretty sure of success by that

time.

! Violet Meredith, But as the scent of

not another word ! I respect your can-
dor, and I esteem you very highly as
an honest man—the noblest work of
God, you know, eh ?—though I'd like
To hear any one say that you were nat
s gentleman as well. There, go along!
shake hands! God bless you! You'l
find Violet in the drawing-room. B8ly
little puss ! but I saw what was com-
ing—aod mind you dine with us this
evening at seven sharp—old-fashioned
folk, old-fashioned hours.”

I think the wary baronet also res-
pected'Dr. Carter's income, and esteem-
ed very highly his success, and having
weighed the advantages of family and
birth against success and income, had
found that the latter were the most
substantially in the worldly scales.

And so Dr. Carter was dreaming
rosy dreams that evening in his quiet
room, a8 was fit and proper, after twe
days’ wandering in fairy-land grith

the violets had led- him to think of the
giver, 8o it drew his thoughts away
from her again back to sprinz-time
many years ago at Sunnybrook, and
the bank where the earliest violets
grew in the sheltered lane leading to
the Cro2t Barn. Did ever violets smell
g0 sweet as those. He femembered
one afternoon after school, going to
feteh the milk from the farm and the
scent luring him across the little ran-
let by the side of the path, which was
swollen into a small, bounding brook
by the lately thawed - soow. He set
down the can softly before he made the
venture, and Dr. Carter laughed softly
to himsclf to think how short and fat
the legs were that found the little
stream stch a mighty stride. He was
busy diving for the flowers ameng the
layerspf dead elm-leaves, which the
blustering autumn winds had’ blown
there, when a sound behind him caus=d
him to look round, and there was the
can upset, and.the young forhound
quaciered at the Croft licking up the
white pool trom the pebbles. In his
anger, and fear, and haste, he glipped
as he tried to jump back, and went full
l4nzth into the stream, and scrambled
out ina sad plight. and went home ory-
ing bitterly, with a wet pinafore. and
dirty face, and empty milk-can, with
the cause of his mishap, the sweet vio-
lets, still cldshed unconseiously in his
little seratced hand. And his mother
—ah! she was always a good mother !
He could remember still the comforting

.the brick path from the door at home,

feeling of mother’s apron wiping away
the dirt and tears, and the sound of her
voice bidding him “Never mind! and
hush up like a good little Laddie.”
His heert felt very warm just then
towards that yther of his, and he
wade up his mind that, cost what trou-
.ble it might, he would go down and see
her before he was married, if it were
only for an hour of two, just to make
sure that she was comfortable, and not
working about and wearing herself out.
His conscience pricked him a little at
the thought of what a pleasure the
sight of him would bave been to the
old woman, and now year after year
had slipped away without his going
down. But siill a comforting voice
told him that he had been substantially
a good son, and it was accident and not
intention that bhad kept him away.
“Anyhow,” he said to himself, “another
month shall not pass without my seeing
my mother.”

At this moment the deferential man
knocked at the door and aroused Dr.
Carter to the consciousness of how far
his wanderiug thoughts had carried
him from his consulting-room and Med-

“What is it, Hyder ?”

«Please, sir, there’s some one wishes
to see you. Itold her as it was too
late, and you was engaged very partic-
alar, but she wouldn’t be put off nohow
m'r.'7

“What is her name ?” ,
There was a slight smile disturbing

Has a fine stoek of Cloths which will
be sold Cheap.

“Not another word; my dear boy ;

he dusually ‘ucruffied serenity of Mr.

S

Hyder's face, as if he had a lingering
remembrance of something amusing.

«She didn’t give no name, sir, and
she wouldn't say what she wamted,
though I.asked if & message wouldn't
do; but she said her business was t20
particular for that, sir.”

«“What sort of a person is she ?

The coroers of the man's mouth
twitched, and he had to give a little
cough to conceal an imcipient chuck-
la,

“Beg your pardon, sir! She.appears.
to be from the country, sir. Quits &
countrified, homely, old body, sir.

Perbaps tue odor of the violets
add the country memories they bad
called up made him, more_amiably in-
clined ; but instead of the sharp, de-
cided refusal the servant expected
“Tell _her it§is long past my time for
secing patients, and L am busy, and
ghe must call azain to-morrow,” he
said, “Well, show her in,” and the
man withdrew in surprise.

“Countgified, homely, old body.”
Somehow the description brought back
to his mind his mother, coming down

with her Sunday bonunet on, and her
pattens in her hand, and the heavy-
headed double sticks and columbines
tapping against her short petticoats.
The doctor smiled to himself, and even
when he smiled the door was pushed
open, and before him he saw, with a
background of the gas-lit hall and’ the
respectful Hyder, by this time devel-
oped into an uncontrollable grin, his
mother, in her Sunday bonnet and with
her pattens in her hand.

CHAPTER IIL

Reader, think 'of some lovely picture
of rustic life, with tender lights and
pleasant shadows, with bard lines sof-
tened, and sharp angles touched -into
gentle curves, with a background of
picturesque, satisfying appropriateness,
with the magic touch that brings ouf
the beauty and refinement and elegance
of the scene, which are really there,
‘and that subtly tons down all the rough-
ness and awkwardaess, and coarse.
ness which are also equally there. And
then, imagine it, if you can, with glar-
ing lights and heavy shadows, deepen-
ing, snd sharpening, aad hardening
wrinkles, apd angles, and lines, exag-
gerating defects ; bringing coarseness,
age and ugliness into painful promin-
ence, and taking away at a sweep the
pretty, rural background which might
have relieved and soothed the eye, and
putting & dull, commonplace, incon-
gruous one in it8 place. It wa s some-
thing of this sort that happened to
Joha Carter that night, when the pic-
tare he had been painting with the
sweet lights of love and childhood’s
fancies, and the tender shadows of
memory throwing over it all soft tones
of long azo aud faraway, an every-day
fact in his present London life.

1 amglad to. write it of him, that
for the first minute, pleasure was the
uppermost feeling of his mind. Fiist
thonghts are often the best and pur-
est. He started up saying, “Mother ?
why mother " in the same tone of
glad surprise as he would have done
fifteen years before if she had come
unexpectedly into the shop of Martel ;
he did not even thiok if the door was
closed or what Mr. Hyder would thick,
hedid not notice that she was crumpled
and dirty with travel, or that she put
her pattens on his open book and upset
the glass of violets ; he just took hold
of her trembling, hard-worked hands,
and kissed her farrowed old cheek,
wet with tears of unutterable joy, and
repeated, “Mother! why mother!”

I am glad to write it of him, glad
¢that she had that great happiness, re-
alizing the hopes and longings of years
past, consoling in days to come when
she had to tarn back to the past for
comfort, or forward to the time of per-

what they will of the disappointments
and vanity of the world, when hope is
real:zed, desire fulfilled ; but it is just
for a moment, no more, just & foretaste
of the joys that shallbe hereafter, when
every moment of the loog years of eter-
nity will be still more full and perfect,
when we sirll “wake up” and “be sat-
isfied.”,

She was clinging meanwhile to his
arms sobbing out “Laddie my boy, Lad-
die,” with her eyes too dim with tears
to sed his face clearly, or to notice now
tall, and grand, and handsome her boy
was grown, and what a gentleman.
Presently, when she.was seated in the
arm-chair'and had got her breath again,
and wiped her foolish old eyes, she was
able to hunt in her capacious pocket for
the silver rimmed-spectacles that had
descended from her father, old Master
Pallen in the almshouses, and that Lad-
die remembered well, as being keptin
the old Family Bible, snd brought out
with great pomp and ceremony on Sun-
day evenings. 1 must _have & good
look at you, Laddie boy,” she said,

And then I think her good angel
must have spread his soft wings be-
twesn the mother and son (though to
her mind it seemed only like another
tear dimming her sight, with. & rain-
bow light on it), to keep her from see-
ing the look that was marriog that son’s
face. All the pleasure was gone, and
embarassment and disquiet had taken
its place. ‘“However did you come,
mother 27 ho said, trying his best to
keep a certain hardoess and irritation
out of his voice.

«T come by the train, dear,” the old
woman answered, “and it did terrify
me inore nor a bit at first, 1'll not go
for to deny ; but, bless youl I soon
got over it, and them trains is handy
sort of things when you get used to ‘em,
I was a good deal put to though when
we got to London station, there seemed
such a many folks about, and they did
push sud huiry s body so. I don’t
koow whatever I should adone if &
gentleman bado’t come and asked me
where I wanted te get to. He wasa
tallish man with ‘whiskers, a bit hke
Mr, Jones over at Martel, and I dare
say you knows him; but he were ter-
rible kind, however.”

John Carter did not stop &0 explain’
that there were many tallish men with
whiskers in London.

«Why didn you write and say you
were ccming ?’:b‘ !

“Well, there! - I thought as I'd give
you & surprise, and 1 kuew as you'd be
worrying about-the journey and think-
ing as I'd not be able to manage; but
I'm not such a helpless old body after
all, Laddie.”

«“Who have you left in charge of the
cottage ?”’

“Why, ['ve giveit up altogether.
Farmer Harris, he wanted it for his
ghepherd, and he give me notice.
That's why I come all ona sudden
like. I says to myself, says L, Lad-
die’s got a home and & welcome for his
old mother, and it's only because he
though&aﬁ was pretty nearly growed
to tae old place, and couldn’t bear to
Jeave it, that he ain’t said as I must
come and keep house for him long ago.
But, bless you! I've been thinking #o
of the pleasure of seeing you again that
I've presty nearly forgot as I was leav-
ing my master’s grave and all.”

“And when mus: you go back ?”

To be continued.

SoEEE L T
The weakest goes to the wall.
Words are the money of fools.

A soft answer turneth away wrath.

As thy days, so sball thy strengt h be.

Tli habits gather by uoscen degrees.

I'l blows the wind that profits nobody

The noblest mind the best content-
ment has.

Where passions incréase, complaints
multiply. :

Beforé man made us citizens, great

Nature made us men.

Take care to be an economist in pros-

fect satisfaction, There are those ex-

quisite moments in life, let people say

ity ; there is no fear of your not
teing cae io adversity.




