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Srltet $ottrj[, the days when she herself had been 

Hiram had 
loved her then, there could bo no doubt 
of that. His looks had said it a thou 
sand times, and even if looks and tones, 
and signs and intimations had been all 
at fault, had he not “told her all hie 
heart,” in written language, strong and 
unmistakeable ?

and unseasonable. The young 
carried in one hand a valise and in the young and beautiful, 
other an odd-looking box carefully tied

next day's baking, and she darted away 
to look after the cook and th -tore- 
room.

The next evening Hepsey came into 
the long, bright parlor, dressed u her 
best black silk, a muoh-endnrin ' gar
ment, that had been turned and stiff, 
cned with gin ; but then black silk, 
like jead men, tell no tales—a -id she 

attractive with 
and her

"VEST ON EARTH!

AT VKftPKll.

Drear hath been the day, O Father,
And mine heart, by doubts opprest, 

Burdened with its weight ot sorrow » 
Sigheth for eternal rest ;

Blindly groping mid the shadows,
This, my staff, a broken plea,

Lu. 1 come as thou hast bidden,
' W urn and wearied, unto thee.

! Rear my prayer, 0 Father, guide me 
^ Through (his life by sin defiled,

_ From the paths that would mislead me
«<]MMrtBU»wdl»dspud«oelindroiiihs»| OMtwieciiTMOdl^OoiiWpMto^ Guide, and «ave thine erring child :

■ItMmpraHorto.BTpr-cripikm I §2” Wmî?'gSïïkEp, and promet»» dl- And help me, O my Father.
" H. A. AnaesB, M. D., | gestion. „ „ While in the body pen

Without injurious modlcatloo. i ln whatsoever state I ar
I Therein to be content.

L»| Not one burden less, 0 Father,

Would I ask that I should bear ;
■ Ask no respite, if thou wiliest 

| Other’s, burdens I must share :
I Ask no lifting of the sorrows,

Holy Father, thou slialt send,
... for strength, I plead, to bear them 
Bravely onward to life’s end.

WMseiup. i

CASTOR IA “Why, Fred Trscy, how do you 
do ?” exclaimed Mi* Hepsey, her eyes 
brimming over with welcome, and the 
youthful look flashing back to her face, 
giving a momentary glimpse of her de- 
ptMaMcshne* aüBAUom. ,

“She must have been a beauty,’ 
thought Mr Fred, setting himself on 
the back seat beside her, still carefully 
holding the odd looking box on his 
knee. “1 used to wonder at Stack- 
pole’s choice, but I can see how she 
must have changed.”

“Are you going back to Portland, 
Fred ?" asked Miss Hepsey, the care
worn look returning to her face.

“Yes; I’ve rtulicatcd three days, and 
that is all I can spare. I'm in Stack- 
pole’s store,” added he carelessly 
“Ahem ! 1 believe he is an old ac
quaintance of yours ? I happened to 
mention once that I had cousins at 
Pooleville and then lie asked mo if I 
knew a lady there by the name of 
Hepsibah Dillon.”

“Ah !”

<

I t

l
She would never forget that letter looked very sweet end 

for it was the last he ever wrote. Not her #mm blue ribbons

I The St. Croix
et. etey:

for Infante and Children.
face.for lack of response on her part. No, 

she had written immediately, and there 
had been no equivocation in her an
swer. She could repeat the sentences 
now, with every comma and semi-colon 
in its place.

And then the sweet expectation 
that had rested over her through days, 
and weeks, and even months, until 
hope deferred had made her heart 
sick 1 He never wrote again ; he 
never came ; and if her letter had said 
too much, or if he suddenly discovered 
ho had mistaken his own feelings, she 
never knew.

Mr Stack pole thought so wli> n he 
came in late in the evening. After a 
lew words with tho hostess, he j-lipped 
into a shadowy corner, and .ooked 
eagerly over the room until he saw 
Miss Hepsey sitting in a deep .window 
a little aside.

Then he stood gazing at her face as 
thougli he wished to read all that the 
past lost years had printed on it. 
There was a yearning look in his eyes, 
a look of long hunger satisfied at last.

Presently Miss Hepsey’s eyes, drawn 
perhaps by the magnetism of his, 
turned toward Mr Stackpolo’s corner, 
and fell upon the remembered foci- 
Instantly tho flame, long buried and 
smouldering in her heart, leap- d up 
into life again, burning in her cheeks 
and choking her breath. Poor Hep- 
soy 1 She did not understand that 
it was Mr Staokpolo's glance of earnest, 
love that had stirred the old pleasure 
and the old pain ; she blamed her 
own heart for it all.

“Hepsibah Dillon !” said she to her
self, severely, “this won’t do! 
thought you could bo trusted to meu1 
that man I If you are turning out as 
weak as a cobweb, go away !”

lr«c t.’tom ton*.
Ill Bo. Oxford Bt, Brooklyn, N. T.

The CenTAOB Compact, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.
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DIRECTORYThe Acadian.
But “But you are missed,” returned Mrs 

Pond, emphatically. “I ho£e you will 
think bettor of it and come down again 
presently.”

Then she disappeared, and directly 
reappeared at Mr Staokpole's olbow.

“You find those prints all you ex
pected, do you not, Mi* Converse ?" 
said she to the young lady in blue, 
who was now looking enthusiastic in
stead of forlorn.

“And Mr Stack polo,” she added 
carelessly, “you will find what you 
spoke of wishing to see, in tho little 
green study at tho head of tho stairs. 
You know tho room ; go right in.’’

Mr Stackpo'u scarcely waited for Mrs 
Pond to finish her sentence before he 
was pressing up the stairway like » 

who had heard a fire alarm from

rnbllshml on Fill DAY at the ofllre
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—OF THE—

Business Firms of
WOLFVILLE

The uTidenuenticmed firms will use 
you right, and we can safely recommend 
them as our most enterprisifig business

BORDEN, C. H.—Boots and Shoes, 
I^Hats ana Cape, and Gents’ Furnish
ing Goods.
DOIIDEN, CHAULES H.-—Carriages 
Band Sleighs Built, Repaired, and l’aint-

In the field of earth’s endeavor 
This the prize, I fain would win, 

Pity for another’s failure,
Charity for other’s sin ;

And, when life’s long race is ended 
And the goal of Heaven I see,

May I hear the call, O Master,
“Come, thou faithful, unto me.”

—Florence Hale.

Somewhat leu than a year after this, 
Mr Staokpole’s sister, Lucy, who had 
come to Pooleville on a visit, died sud
denly at Fred Tracy’s Uncle John's, 

A queer little sparkle shot out of and Hepsey was there with her good 
Miss Hepsey’s eyes. It might have sense, her good taste, her quiet nerves 
been pleasure, it might have been pain, and ready hands, when Hiram came 

“ Yes. He was very particular to to take his dead sister for her burial 
inquire just how you were situated.
And the other day I heard, through 
Martha Jane, that you were coming to 
the city, so I just mentioned it to him.
Shall 1 bring him around to call ?
Let’s see, I believe you will bo at Doc
tor Pond’s?”

plrt,prio,toIUln*n ""i lK rou.

àSsssa
on nil work turned ont

commn.lt,atlon» fr"m "" "
irtmtra upon tho top» "

«elicited, Tin1 
the Acadian

Stag.
ad Aunt Hepsey.

erv. Brushw, etc, etc.

in the ancestral tomb.
He came into the darkened parlor 

unexpectedly to Hepsey as she stood by 
the casket, putting rosemary and Per
sian lilacs in the still hands that had 
unwittingly done a grievous wrong.

Nothing passed between the two old 
friends but such looks of sad sympathy 
as strangers might give and receive 
above a bier, and then Hepsey, who 
was needed qo longer, went away, with 
her heart full of wounded love and proud 
regret.

This was twelve years ago. She had 
never seen him since. And now they 
would meet again. Well, what oared 
sho ? When a past event is dead and 
buried, why should its ghost walk ? 
There is always enough to do and bear 
in the living present. For instance, 
at this very moment she ought to be 
thinking out the plot of a new story, r 
Miss Hepsey’s facile pen was all sho 
°ould depend upon for the winning of 
her daily broad.

Before the oars stopped at Portland 
—long enough before—she had quite 
recovered her equipoise and made her 
entrance at Doctor Pond's with her us
ual gentle self-possession.
' “I am so glad,” said Mrs Pond, cor

dially, alter the first meetings were 
over, “ so very glad yon have come io 
season for my little social supper to
morrow 1 I was afraid Aunt Maguire's 
cold might detain you a day or two ; 
and your old friend Mr Stuck pole, is to 
bo hero.”

Miss Hepsy hung the tea-kettle over 
(he tire and sat down to think.

“Those hens I Can Cclinda bo 
trusted to let them out in the morning 
and hliut them up at night? Will she 
remember what 1 said about the setting 
hen, and the eggs in the yellow bowl ? 
No !’’ raid Miss Hepsey mournfully to 
her own thoughts. “If I conclude to 
go to Portland, I must just bid good
bye to my chickens before I go!”

“Hepsey,” said Aunt Maguire, put
ting her head in at tho door, “don't 
forget that gray flannel; but you 
mustn’t pay too much for it^ I’d rather 
go without.” Aunt Muguiro disap
peared, with her widow's cap tilted on 
the side of her pepper-and-salt curls, 
und her niece mused on.

But, fortunately, uddlcd eggs

ery, Glass, Cutlery,
BLACK ADDER, W. C.—Cabinet Mnk- 
**cr and Bepairer.
BROWN.
Unnd Farrier.

Newsy
of the county, or 
ot file ,l.y »«• '<’"V“Uy, „ 
name of the party writing for 
Burnt Invariably arcompnoy‘In 
cation, although th- munemny 
over a ftctlclou. .Ignatnro.

1,1,|rc«. all com,miration» to 
DAV1H0N BROS.,

Killtor* k Proprietor»,
Wolfvtllc ,N R. I

I
J, 1.—Practical Honw-Shoer

lx* wrlit n
his own box ; but ho feared all tho 
while he should open the door at tho 
top into dead space.

No, there she still sat in real, tangi
ble presence. Sho had thrown down 
tho story in despair and taken up a 
book of sermons that opened of itself to

HaLDWELL & MURRAY.----- Dry
^Gooda, Boots & Shoes, Furniture, etc.
n A VISON, J. B.—Justice of the Peace, 
1 'Conveyancer, Fire Insurance Agent
UA VISON

| * Gishcrs.
J)R PAYZANT & SON, Dentists.

“I—I—it is quite uncertain where 
I shall be. Some of tho time over at 
tho Cape, perhaps. But you—yes, 
you might call.»*

As Miss Hepsey delivered herself of 
this rather incoherent sentence sho 
twisted her fingers nervously, but her 
habitual) staidness and self-possession 
did not desert her. ln spite of her 
years of hardship and loneliness, she 
was a lady still, let the brown alpaca 
fade as it might.

At last, with the usual flourish and 
energetic crying out at tho horses, the 
stage drew up at the depot, and in five 
minutes Mies Hepsey was on her way 
to Portland and to her fate. The oar

And go sho did.
When Mr Staokpolo, as soon as ho 

oonld without rudeness, had made his 
way across the crowded room, where 
everybody insisted on spooking with 
him, and come to tho window-niche, he 
found only the curtain there, with the 
marks of Hcpsoy'e tremulous fingers 

its white folds. It was too tan-

BROS,—Printers and Pub-

legal Decision»
, Anv tviN-n who take* a p»p«r ™*’ 

i.i* fmm th- Post Office—whether dir- 2tri’,oSnhJeor»n«U.,F.or whether 
he bas rohMilbed or not-l» rc.pon.lhlo 

for tho payment.
, If, person order» 1,1» p»P«r disent,, 

tinned ho n..,*t p»V "P »" "tr, «rage», or
tho publisher mayeontlnnotoHen, litjn I
«.mont I» rondo. Mid collect the whole 
mount, whether tl„- torpor I» '«ken ftom 

the office or not.

nil .MORE, G. H.-Insurance Agent. 
YJ Agent of Mutual Reserve I und Life 
Associât ion, of New York.

this sentence:
“Wo »tiould interpret the conduct of 

our friend», not by wh«t it «celui to be, 
but by wlint from tiroir character wo have 

to think it ought to bo,”
“Wine-hearted preacher," thought 

Hepsey, cud railing her uy*s, 'looked 
into tiro luce ot' Mr Staokpolo, ■ who 
wus » tending before her.

“HepsibahI” said lie, softly1, holding 
his hand 1er Iror's. “Ah, Hcpsi-

L. P—Manufacturer of upon 
tabling.

“I will, 1 must see her," is id ho, 
and rushed book to Mrs Pond, who 
stood in smiling state, fluttering iror 
Chinese fan, as she put some stranger 
at ease in her great-hearted, motherly 
way, keeping at tho same time uo eye 
and car upon the entire company, hall I" 
ready to prevent with quiet adroitness 
any neglect or loneliness.

“Mrs Pond,” said Mr Staokpolo, 
abruptly, “I want to soo Miss Dillon—
I wish to speak with her."

For tho dropping of an eyelid Mrs 
Pond torgol her watch of hospitality in 
surprise at tho restrained oscitemont 
in his manner. She recovered herself 
in a breath, however, reading with 
quick insight the unexpected revelation 
written on his eager face, snd at tho 

lime discovering afar off in tiro

flODFRBY,
V*Boots and

TTAMJLTON, MISS S. A. Milliner,
-Eland dealer in fashionable millinery

ttAKHIR, O. Th—General Dry
“Clothing and Gents' Fur.mh.bg». ^ ^ ^ rf hm troubk„. She 
JJKUBTN, J. F.-Watch Maker and ^ ^ ^ n|f if Bern-

rTIGGlNsj w. J.— General Con, Deai- «rest had U,.d her, that a faded, brown 
Her. Goal always on hand.
T7ELl.Br, THOMAB.-Bootrod 
I” Maker. All ordeis in his line 
fully performed. Repairing neatly done.

MURPHY, 1. L-—
M Repairer.
DATRIQDIN, G. A.-Manufacturer 
I „f nil kinds of Carnage, and Tuun 

Oppoüite People a Bank.
BOCK WELL A CO.—Book - «ellcr».
H Station era, Picture Framer», and 
dealer, in Pianos, Organ», ac,inK

(J V.—Drug*, Fancy

gOOllH.
GOOd* were

ing to'1n»kem'nllw»^i«pe'r»'snd' periodicals

evident <• of intentional fraud.

PONT OFFICE, WOLFVILLE 

omc» lions», It.
are made up a. follow» : . ...

For Halifax and Windsor close at or,0
went close at 10.RB a. m.

out

was crowded that morning, ao Fred 
Traey with bin box, was obliged to take 
a «eat beside Miss Hepsey. Sho was 
a person given to thinking rather than 
talking, and his rattle of flippant com
monplaces, with its flavor of youthful 

There w.. Hirsu. Slackpolo, living egotism, was Looming decidedly tire 
three square, from the family she some, when he me.deet, ly remarked : 

w„ .bout tl, visit. She should meet "Htaekpele „ gomg to be murned, 
could it be avoided unless so they ,.y, to a Miss Cumberland, 

the daughter ot one ot tho richest men in 
tho city. 1 don't know, for my own 
pint, as there i» u word of truth in it, 
but that is the hi Ik among the beys.”

"Indeed P r plied Miss Hepsey,
feeling called „p„„ to speak, and M- K1*'1 th« h“'‘ ""

many timvn that day that the strange-
wearing off. “He drop- in

The old name that she had hardly 
hoard for yearH 1 The name ho had 
called lier by ; how it thrilled her, 
bringing to fall life again the buried 
shadowy host of hopes, and loves, and 
yearnings I They started up, sudden, 
uiilouked-fnr, und sublime, like the old 
dead limas thrown up in the great 
earthquake ; but not like thont, with
ered and past reviving.

Continued on Fourth I’age.

alpaca is no dress to mske sny im
pression in—only o dowdy impression 
—mid that upon this visit to Portland 
depended a great deal more than a few 

brood or two of

Shoe
faith-Mail»*

Cabinet Maker and yards of flannel 
chicken*.

or a
Express
Express uast close *t r> 10 p. m. 
Kontvllls close at? 1ft p m

Oan. V. lt.se, Best Master.
Harness.

peoi'LF.'n bank of Halifax.

( ! lourd on

A. nxW. IIahss. Air« nt.

him ; how
ahe ulwny* kept herself veiled to

Bhe trembled at the thought,
Open from *» a- m. to 'i p m.

Fatnrdsy at 12, noon. Mnr.hincH.
chin ?
but Ht the same t:me clod herself 1er 

Why did she cure for 
more

BAND, 
•* Goods, For Toilet Use.farthest parlor a lone young lady wlm 

needed her lestant attention.
"Certainly, Mr Staokpolo, o-rtuin- 

|y," said she, looking equal to the 
eo’njuuoliou of even the sun and me,in, 
if .lie should to undertake it. "But

t'hnrt’liea. Mr Stuck pole again ! Hepsey.,t m e 1 iiiiHirtcr and dealer trembling.
" HM'TKTCIimtcH-ne.TA llIccIh.. Hnrfwarc, Stoves, and Tin- ..... ,illg Hiram SUekpole any
IT* V,Pm ware Agent» for Fre»t ,tWood’s Plow». ^ Nutting? He surely
Pastor’s flMdr Cia* A Fraye' Mrcilnc on ^HAW. ,1. M.—Barber and Tol*r>- W|)|||(j „Ht Spi;ak Ui lift unless hIm; 
Tuesdays 7 IBs Prayer meeting, Ihur* Oco1|i4 fil,t givo M.ine sign of reeug-
‘‘îlllto'H.l' ’“vicc.-Nnnday Scho-d WALLACE, G. H.-Whelcsslc and 
.. as" fallow,.I ly Nervi,.- at :: .» ” IVInil Grocer.
Frayer M, et'nr, Fr‘,'«y i-v.-nlng at 7 so.

PRFHBYTERIAN ( lll'BL’H—llev. II 
,1 ft,». Bast,.r—Nervi,, , ve.v ...............

•t sen p. in
prayer Mwt*i (T

MFTIIOOINT CHCRCH-B"' Kr"l't1 
K.ieeVnr. Fiistor-Nervlees -very Nabhalh 
Hf unn a in mid 7 on pm. Nal.l slh Nehool
at S3" s m I'r.yer Meeting-mlbhradav

at 7 00 p m.

Ayer's Hair Vigor koops tbn halrsofl 
mid pliant, Imparts to It the lustre and 
freshness of youth, cause* it to grow 
luxuriantly, eradicate* Dandruff, euros 
nil sculp dlmiaso*. uiul is tho most cleanly 
of ul) hair preparations.

may I ask you to carry this book of AYER>8 «lïÏÏÜMl’M 
i,riot» to Miss Couverse, over tlioro by bald 1er ala yeata,dqrlnf sfhtob
herself In the bine dress, .......... .. to
her ,I,.yarn .be «.pie. Iron, the eld hmrH^. ^gmwi^^in^untl-
martera 1 offered t„ -bow ber/ wlffi *n“eï gr^of bT

Mr Staokpolo received tho book » ith _ Judson R. Chapel, Peabody, Ma*. 
p.„ive obedience, and M«I P.»dIff» HA|R U,.« ^5®#

ed on into tho great hall that divide d ^ rMtor<Ml to ft by tho use of
the two parle», and opening lo.o eacli Ajm's H.jr Viger^^ Mj- 

by wide folding d,»«, made will, them njjy* 
a grand saloon. She passed, witli orielwVeolor- As a

smile for one and a word for ...other, «bu.

mg also, an ni.yFeleo.m- wurnitl. of 
bidden lile am,a,g lie- raked-np emhera new was

quite frequently,'’ went on gull, less 
Mrs Pond, adjusting her eyeglasses, 
"He and tiro doctor are great friends | 
but if you will keli, ve me, I never 
knew till last night that you and lie 
had ever met. t was speaking inci
dentally of expecting a visit from you, 
and thon I turned to him, und said I : 
■Why, dear me Mr Steckpole, you 
Used to live in Pooleville 1 You must 
remember Iiopsey Dillon.' 'Certainly 
I do; wo were old schoolmates,’ said lie. 
And then when I wen I on to apeak of 
your literary sucocss—you kuuw I am 
rather proud of you, Hepsey—he aecm- 
cd to know all about it, aud rejoice in 
it a« much as I do."

“Indeed I” replied Hepsey, faintly.
,,Ye,,” returned Mrs Pond, "And 

Mr Steckpole is a man of such excellent 
taste that you may take hi» good opin
ion as a compliment. Though, as for 
that, complimenta are un new thing for 
you,” pursued Mrs Poud, to whom an 
author was an otyeot of peculiar inter
est. Even Hepsey's faded alpaca hold 
for her a certain charm, ti-etifyieg in 
its ailent way to the auperiotity of mind

of lier heart.
“Yes, he hits b.ivn known to look 

at her out of the It ft corner of his eye, 
l btiln ye, two or three time*, and I am 

hut lie wan won one» to pick 
up her ucarf win n she dropped it in 

and return it with a bow.

iiitim.
out (Minda 

through tiro open, in, low. "I'll watch 
el.ickina very paiticular, son 'I 

'em I'll telegraph-

“H,-| <*»y I” called

BURPEE-V“l"V,tm, „„Good», Millinery,
n.-,l Out"' For-

WITTER,
'* dealer In Dry 

Ready-made Clothing, :
anything lisppo.» to

8,1 try t" be ".»?■"
--That's right, dear, that s right, 

replied Hepsey. springing up with m. 
instinctive feeling that her thoughts 

would be seen if she did not hasten to 
in which hho

not *u
ni*h;ngs.

to till all orders ill Ilia line "f I».**»»»-

SaMinMi Me hoof nt 11 n. rn. 
on Wednesday »t 7 3** p m. tho store,

But really wlietlier tliore la aoytliing 
in this or not, I have always wondered 
why Staokpolo lias never married. IIo 
is certainly tlorn, stie in his tastes,’ 
pursued young Tiacy, who, quite 
like every other uian, had a grain of 
curiosity in his organisation, and, if lie 
had spok, n out all his mind, would 
|,ave gone on to "wonder" why Mr 
Staokpolo had not married Miss Hep
sey a doseri y,era before, While Miss 
Hepsey herself, «ith the tokens on her 
faoo of having come off victor in a groat 

battles of life, looked, without

J. B. DAVISON, J» F*
STIPENDIARY MABISTRITE,

CONVEYANCER.

INSURANCE ABENT, ETC,

olisnge the position 
thought them.

un-
c'HVtlCH. (Eplwojwd)Sr JOHN'S 

S«.|vlrcF on HMndnv next at 3 p. m. 
.tny Kvhool nt 2 p. m.

next morning the Pooleville 
, before Aunt Maguire’» 

tiro tipsy flourish that 
tho bunch ol

At *wcn leaving eomohow tho imprc*ion 
went of being everywhere at on™, and 
somehow dropping off so much of h,-r 
own vitality and poraon.lity tl.at 
seemed to foci her presence long after

é..i;pànu«^v«m'î !» J
K'î, At from itiriiV'-M ù‘ 1 

Fois, Milwaukee, WIs.

stage drew up 
doer a ith
wrought destruction to 
terns (Minda had brought from the 
river bank, planted under the t.aokrna- 

mother's yard, and

Ht FRANCIS (R- G )■ -«"»T « 
r. B.-Mss» 1 I 00 a TO the last 
Mi ll month

n aaonle. she had gone.
ln the farthest corner of tho great

WOLFVILLE, N. 8.
tack trie iu Mr 
oherirhed like a dauglitor. But *h»t 

the march ol a
LOIXI ÜXf* Fri*iÿNr. OEOBUE'N 

m,-,-t. at their Hall on the 
of each monlb at 1j «foVtok p. nn

.1 W. t.'aldwell, N-'ere.ary

troll, quite lost in the immeos-- space, 
or seeming to serve only as a «Und for 
statue -ad fragrant Honors, vis the 

And at its head, in » tiny 
that held only a little grate, •

many
replying, at the box on Tracy's knee ; 
the box that innocently hold the turn
ing of her destiny.

"'Engaged ?" thought 
not surprised. The only wonder is, as | 
Fred MY*, that auch a thing has never 
happened before.”

But all the same there was a sudden 
chill at her In-art, as if a black frost 
hid crept in upon some tender buds of 
hope tbit had k.pg been lying unde- 

At veloped slid uoeinipooled in the «hide. 
"Kogigcd I The girl is young, no 

doubt, and beautiful."
Then, as Fred Traey rattled on, to 

with the noisy wheels, Miss 
flew backward to

is a bunch of ferns to 
yellow eosoli and four gray horses ?- 
Everybody except the foolish Cclinda 
„„ that tin. toss was only a trifle, 
«hough site bewailed it all tiro morning, 

few tears off by

JOHN W. WALLAC"

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Ar0 7M ti y. CONVE Y A If CIS, ETt 

Also General Agent 
Lire Inhvrancx.

WOLFVILLE

Ayer’s Hair Vigor,
Sold by IlreetUU and Pllfum.»-

Paaraet ssrarr, prompt action, an* 
womlerf.ll curative properties, easily 
place Ayer's Fills at tiro heart ot the Hat 
of popular remedies for Hick and Nerv- 

Headaches, Constipation, and alt ail
ments originating in a disordered Liver.

Richmond, Va.

Ayer*» Pills,

suiroaae.

^Kmi^DlVlHlüNI Ht|.F * «^1 
evny Monthly croiiing In «***
WitU'r’s llloph, »t k-

■lie. “I am room,
long book-oaie, a writing UWf, und two 
or three ohaira, sat Mies Hope- v, try
ing, poor .oui, to lose hereell in an 
abaorbing story.

••Oh I hero you are. Coming down 
won?" said Mrs Pood, suddenly put
ting her head in at the door.

"Not again to-night, thank you,
will exouae toe. I am

for Fie* »nd
actually shedding a 
|„ rself in tin- summer-house.

Meanwhile the gray horaes and yel
low ooaoh pranced and bounded along 

tiro depot with Miss 
hand-trunk and somebody’s 

and Miss Hepsey,

N *
over matter.

Aud Hepeey, though usually very 
thy and sensitive on the subjectef her 
literary career, was very fcUd at that 
moment of diversion from tho inevi
table Mr Staokpolo, who started up at
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ACADIA 

at ;..(o eUtrok. fic-’fs on their way to 
Hepsey'» L | 
baby-wagon on top, 
in her faded brown alpaca, ma de, 
tiro post-office they stopped to take the 
mail bag »“<* » young man wearing a 
wid,-brimmed Panama hat and a suit
of linen, .month and freah whieh mad. tune
the brown alpaca look still more faded n

home «tuok /
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