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" Barristers, = =

FrED W. HARRIS.

GILLIS & HARRIS,

Solicitors,

> Notaries Public.

-

Commissioners for the Province of New

Brunswick.
Sommissioners for the State of Massachusetts.
of R. G. Dunn & Co,, St. John and

Agents of Ermdm-eet‘s Commercial ney.
seneral Agents for Fire, Marine, an: Life In-

surance.
Members of the United States Law Association.
Real Estate Agents.

OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA SO0TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

4
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J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Next Door to J, P. Melanson's Jewelry Store)
Bwvery Thursday.

Consuiar Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

#ar Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by monthl instalments, covering-a
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the n\onthfy ‘balances at 6 per cent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in-
u&llmenu are paid, the ce of loan cannot

be called for.
Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of nypllcaﬂojn Lgderetore and all n‘e;esmry infor-
f hed on !

J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

"1, P. GRANT, M.D., C..

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.
Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. S. N.
Weare will receive every attention. 3y

A. A. Schaffner, M. D,

LAWRENCETOWN, N. 8.

Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S,
three doors east of Baptist church. 131y

0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Etec.
(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen 8t., Bridgetown.,

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y

H. F. Williams & Co.,

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

COMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN
Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and all kinds of Farm Products.

Special Attention given to
Handling of Live Stock.

&5 Returns made immediately after dis-
posal of goeds. 27y

J. B. WHITMAN,

TLand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

G. O GATES,
PLEASANT STREET, TRURO, N. 8.
PRACTICAL MANUFACTURER AND DEALER IN
Pianos o Organs.
Manufacturers’ agent for Leading American
and Canadian I“I-Jlst.ru!%qn_t; A'l‘u.nin ¥ al‘z%u re-

iri cialty. isi nnapolis ey
mrcxgxaa esupl? 5 Olyd instruments takeu in ex-
Over twenty years ex-

change
perience.

W. G Parsons, B. A,
Barrister, Solicitor, Etc.

MIDDIETON. .. . - N&
£ Office,—** Dr. Gunter” building.

A R ANDREWS, M.D., CM.

s I EYE,
Spm:lallmsI EAR,
\ THROAT.

MIDDLETON.
Telephone No. 16.

DR. M. 6. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.

James Primrose, D. D. S.

corner Queen and

or new.

38t

Office in Drug Store,
Sranville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
. ranches carefully and promptly attended
o. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

- DENTISTRY.
DR. T. A. CROAKER,

Graduate Philadelphia Dental College,

Will be at his office in Middleton,
he last and first weeks of each month.
Middleton, Oct 3rd, 1881

Optical Goods

~—AND—

NEW Jﬂwmar.
P. G. MELANSON,

of Middleton, has now on show the largest and
most varied lineof Superior Spectacles and Eye-
Glasses ever shown in Annapolis County.

His stock of Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and
Silver-plated ware is second to pone, and is
marked at astonishing low prices. Give him a
call and verify the truth of theabove statement.

Repairing a Specialty.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, -etec.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
the collection of claims, and all other
rrofessional business. 51tf

HIDES AND PELTS WANTED

ANTED by the Bridgetown Larrigan Co.,

a lu‘ie number of Hides and Pelts, for
which the highest market rates will be paid.
Place of delivery,—the Murdoch Tannery.
W. H. MAcKENZIE, Manager.

Bridgetown, Oc’. 10th, 1894, 286L

It positively cures croup, colds,
lame back, chaps,
bruises, strains, sprains,

It is the best.

It is the oldest.

It is the original.

It is nnlike any other.

It is superior to all others.

It is
is
is
is
is
is
is
is
is

It is

It is

for internal as much as external

a soothing, healing,

{)&ﬂetratiug
what every mother sho

uld have

used and recommended by many

made from the favorite prcscript‘
marvellous how many ailments i

If you can't get it send to us. Price 35 cents;

used and fully endorsed by all athletes.
loved by suffering children when dropped on sugar.

the Universal Household Remedy
safe to trust that which has satisfied

1. S. Jounsonx & Co., 22 Custom House St., Boston,

Safe, Soothing, Satisfying

coughs, colic, sore lungs, kidney troubles,
chilblains, earache, headache, toothache, cuts, bites, burns,
stiff joints, sore muscles, stings, cramps and pains.

the great vital and muscle nervine.

use.

Anodyne.
in the house.

Wi,
Men, S
physicians everywhor%”r

from infancy to old age.
eneration after generation.

jon of a good old family physician.

t will quickly relieve, heal and cure.

The Doctor’s Signature and directions are on every bottle.

six $2.00. Sold by Druggists. Pamphlet free.
Mass., Sole Proprietors.

We are now making soft mud, sand-mould
per day.

made in Western Nova S

in Canada.

thousand per day.
a pound heavier than usual.
over from last autumn.

Our Brick are absolutely free from “ white

buildings made from our Brick and compare wil

e B L

INTERNATIONAL BRICK AND TILE GOY,

ILIMITTHD.

ed Brick at the rate of twenty-five thousand

These Brick are 10 p.c. larger than any other

cotia.

They are Hard, Straight and Square. No better

We also have a stiff mad machine for making Wire Cut Brick, with & capacity of sixty
These are smooth, hard and straight, and
We have on hand five hundred thousand Wire Cut Buick left

we make them this year half

wash.”

Come and see us and get prices, and before concluding a purchase take a look at the

th those made from stock obtained elsewhere.

—the Moir Building in Halifax, built three years ago, and the County Asylum here, built
last summer for instapce.

Address: BRIDGETOWN, NOVA SCOTIA.

Enlargement of Glands,

Dr. J. Woodbury’s

HORSE LINTMENT

Is Infallibly the Cure for
Horse Distemper, Coughs, Colds, Thickness in Wind,

Affections of Kidneys,

AND APPLIED EXTERNALLY

TT FAS WO EQUATL.:

Anyone who has ever used it

In 1892 this Liniment had a sale of 25,000 bottles.

would not be without it for

ten times the cost. Write to us for testimonials.

F. L. SHAFNER, -

Maxuracrurep at BOSTON, MA

PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOTTLE Sold by all Druggists and General Dealers.

. IfROPRIETOR.

SS., and MIDDLETON, N. 8.

Poetry.

Her Year in Heaven.

It is a year to-day we said,

Since she was numbered with the dead;
A year that we have been alone,

R bering her slightest tone

And listening vainly for the fall

Of her light feet along the hall;

A year that we have daily seen

Her vacant chair. Yet all serene

The summer days move grandly by

In pomp of royal pageantry.

The morning with its crystal bars,

The purple midnight gemmed with stars,
The sunset with its glories bright,

The lake beneath the moon’s calm light;
With all these charms around us spread,
We pity her for being dead.

We laid the form we cherished so

Out where the fair, meek daises blow,
And planted héart’s ease o'er her breast,
The symbol of her peaceful rest;

And wrote the name so often said

On gleaming marbls at her head;
And sun and cloud and moon and star
Alternately her watchers are.

And yet, we say, she is not there,
But has her being other where,

So far remote from mortal eyes

We know not where her heaven lies,
And, ah, the silence! echoing back
But our own cries! We see no track
To vhe far skies, no faintest trace
That leads to her new dwelling place.

We ask each other day by day,

How fares she since she went away?
What does she do at morn, at eve,
To-day, to-morrow? Does she grieve
That we her pleasure may not share?
Or has she dearer comrades there?
Or does she wait—seeing the end—
With patience infinite, and send

Us loving thoughts across the space
That hides from us her bappy face,
And, knowing that we love her still,
Yield trustingly to God’s wise will?
Perchance her raptures are so sweet,
Twelve months have passed with pinions

fleet,
And she has had so blest a year
She pities us for being here.

Select Literature,
Wounded.

 Down to the banks of the Thames slopes
the lawn at Woodland, the residence of Mrs.
Christopher Lane, widow; and beneath the
shady lines, on what is termed the *“ croquet
ground,” far enough away from the geranium
and verbena beds to do no mischief to them,
stood a party of four, mallet in hand, on a
certain summer evening not long ago.

“ Well,” said Carry Lane, * we had better
make haste, and choose sides, or we shall
| not have time for another game before we
‘ are benighted.

I With a clever stroke of her mallet, Carry
|
|

sent her croquet ball bounding to the spot
where Mr. Hale, the curate, stood talking
with Major Warden of “the Blues,” and
Miss Holroyd, who like himself, were guests
at Woodland for the evening.

He gave a brisk jump as the ball came
with full force against his ankle, looking
around hastily at the pretty culprit, who
laughed quietly beneath the shade of her
dainty little hat and plame. Her bright
young face radiant with bloom and happi-
ness.

* You're a hard enemy, Miss Carry,” he
said, coming toward her, ‘‘so if we are to
choose sides I shall have you on mine.”

“Very well,” said Carry, no way dis-
| pleased, *let us begin at once. Come Clare
| and Major Warden.”
| * So_ the battle began in real earnest—Clare

| Holroyd and the Major on one side, Carry

MARK CURRY.

A. S. CURRY.

B. A. BENT.

CURRY BROTHERS & BENT,

Manufacturers & Builders.

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory.

Granville street, formerly known as the J. B
ping it with additional machinery for carrying on

Contracting a

Doors, Sashes, Frames,
Sheathing, Flooring,
have on hand a full stock of Lime

‘We beg to notify the public in general that we have recently purchased the premises on
B. Reed & Sons furniture factory, and are now equip-

a general business in

nd Building,

INCLUDING THE MANUFACTURE OF

Stair Work, Mouldings, Clapboards,
shingles, Laths, etc., and will constantly

and all other Building Materials.

Our motto will be *‘give avery man a good job.” We have come to stay, and if you want a

building of any kind put up let us know, and we will give you a figure that will suit the times.

WANTED: -Seasoned Spruce and Pine Lumber.

Correspondence from all points respectfully solicited.

ally moderate when you

IT"S BUILT WELL,
SEWS WELL,

P, S.—Sewing Machine Findings, N

on Don't Neod

2 Bael

OF MONEY WITH WHICH TO BUY A4

«“ White” Sewing Machine.

On the contrary, our prices are exception-

compare same with the

results obtained in the use of the ‘White.

LOOKS WELL,
LASTS WELL.

£ Points that you’'ll consider when you ceme to buy.

J. A. GATES & CO., - SOLE AGENTS, - MIDDLETON, N. S.

eedles and 0il always on hand.

ANOTHE

so favorably known for prompt and lib

MTH B DN

as their Agent, and he is prepared to accep

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.
of British capital, and does the

R FIRE

Insurance Company has opened an Agency in this town.

The “QUEEN,”

eral settlement of loss, has appointed

WEARE

t licati on all of

PP Pproj at
The Queen is backed by m.o&:xoo
largest business in the Provinoce.

-

Lane and the curate on the other. Report
said this young curate from Thamestown
was courting pretty Carry Lane. Perhaps
he was. At all events Carry knew best,
and no one had any right to set reports going
until they were confirmed. But if it was
true, then the curate was a man of good taste,
and he might have gone very far before he
would have found a prettier wife, or a warm-
er heart than this little Carry Lane's.

The other girl formed quite a contrast to
her. Carry was all brilliancy and color,
with richly tinted cheeks, sparkling roguish
eyes, and jet black hair: but Clare Holroyd
was fair, wonderfully pale and fair; it was
only now and then that a faint, soft tinge of
color would come into her cheeks and light-
en up her deep grey eyes. Her hair was
very beautiful. It formed quite a glory
around her pale face; such real, bright,
waving, gold-colored hair. A little rare
smile would sometimes part the delicate lips,
and linger there awhile, and then it was you
would call Clare Holroyd very lovely. She
was tall and slender, and on this evening her
dress was all white. Carry Lane had placed
a bit of bright scarlet geranium in the golden
hair, which formed a fitting contrast.

Carry Lane had been telling the curate all
about Clare Holroyd, for that young lady
had only recently arrived on a visit to some
friends at Thamestown, and was not known
in the neighborhood. She had just passed a
season at London, where Carry said she was
raved about. People called her a flirt, but
Carry couldn't see it, unless that careless,
half-absent way in which she allowed the as-
sidous major to arrange her croquet ball,
watching him with a look of calm indiffer-
ence in her beautiful eyes, and sometimes
that rare, sweet smile on her lips might be
called flirting.

The Major was a sincere admirer of Miss
Holroyd’s, but Carry denied there being
anything in it.

The curate shook his head and was not so
sure.

The game proceeded very slowly owing to
the repeated bad strokes on the part of the
major, and a slight absence of mind on the
part of the curate. Presently.there came
out of one of the parlor windows which
opened upon the lawn, a tall, handsome old
lady, to look at the players.

T have just left my invalid to himself a
little while. Poor fellow! I wish he was
able to be out here,” she said, esconsing her-
self in a garden chair under the lime trees.

¢« JInvalid—aw! said the major, arranging
his tawny moustache. *Who is he, aw,
Mrs. Lane. ““He is a sort of connection of
mine—Captain Challoner, of the —th, just
home from India, where he was wounded in
the arm during the mutiny; He is recover-
ing from that, however, though the arm is
still in a sling; but he is suffering from
frightful depression and weakness after an
attack of brain fever. I got him here as
soon as I could for a change of air. His is
rather a romatic story.”

« Like to hear it, aw,” mumured the ma-
jor, indefatigably stroking his moustache.
« Before he went to India,” said Mrs, Lane,
¢ his mother told me, he met at a friend’s
house in London, a young lady—she did not
mention'the name—to whom he became at-
tached, and in course of time engaged. The
wedding day was fixed, and everything ar-
ranged, when suddenly to the surprise of all,
the engagement was broken off. The young
lady went to Brighton, and Charlie Challoner
to India. No one knew exactly how it was,

but Mrs. Challoner thinks it was because the
girl flirted with other admirers, and Capt.
Challoner grew jealous; so they gquarreled,
and however the girl may have felt after it;
I know he has never got over it, and that is
just what is keeping him weak and depressed,
and I much fear he will never be any better.
He has only been away from England a year,
and here he is a perfect wreck. It ia pititul
to see a fine, handsome young fellow like that
as weak as an-infant, hardly able to move
from the sofa, and so listless and indifferent,”
sighed the kind-hearted Mrs. Lane.

«He is such a downright good fellow, I
don’t know how any girl could have quar-
reled with him,” exclaimed Carry enthusias-
tically. 5

The curate looked around somewhat quick-
ly. Washe growing suspicious? Carry pre-
tended not to see the look he bent upon her.
But she did see it, and she felt rather pleased

word he spoken, but there was no sound of
love or forgiveness in the tone. It nearly
broke Clare’s heart.

« Hush!” repeated. ** He is your husband
now, Lady Fairfax. Do uot prove your
trath to me by being false to him. It is too
Iate now.”

““ Who told you I was married?” she cried
with a breathles gasp.

A bitter smile curled his lips as he replied:

“ You forget that the English papers tra-
vel to Indis, and though they may not al-
ways be the bearer of pleasant things, at
least theyare truthful. Itwas throngh them
that I learned that Clare Holroyd was mar-
ried at Brighton in January last to Sir Phil-
lip Fairfax, the owner of Duneden Hall,
Staffordshire, the—"

The greatest fool in London,” he would
have added, in his bitter scorn, but he

than otherwise.

“The girl must have been & heartless co-
quette, for I do not believe he would have
given her up on any slight provocation,” and
yet I vhink she could not but reproach her-
gelf for her conduct if she saw him now.”

“ Aw,” said the Major, *“ Quite r tic.

hecked himself, sinking wearily back upon
his couch.

There came a light over Clare Holroyd’s
face—the old, glad light which left it when
Charlie Challoner went away so suddenly to
India. It came back now, slowly but surely.
Standing here before him, with her hands

Shall we, aw, see this hero?—this, aw—

¢ Please, don’t laugh at him, Major War-
den,” cried Carry, “you would give your
eyes to be half as handsome.”

Again the curate looked uncomfortable,
but Carry relieved him somewhat when she
added—

T have an idea he is still devoted to this
girl, whoever she may be. I have watched
him gazing out of the window with such a
far-away look in his eyes, as if he were
thinking of her and better days.”

* Aw, shall we, aw, see him to-night?”
asked the major again.

*Perhaps we may induce him to come
into the drawing room after tea.”

“Ton’t you feel interested, aw, and cur-
jous, Miss Holroyd,” asked the major, going
up to where she stood.

She was pale at all times, but at that mo-
ment, Clare, Holroyd’s face wae ghastly.

¢ My dear, you are cold,” said Mrs. Lane.
*(arry, you must leave the game and come
into the dining-room; there is a small fire
there, and we will have some tea. Come
Clare, I cannot allow yon to catch cold on
my lawn or you will not be allowed to come
here again.”

Mrs. Lane arose, took the young girl's arm
and led her to the house, the others follow-
ing slowly.

An hour afterward, when the twilight
mingled with the moonlight, and cast shad-
ows upon the stone balcony outside the li-
brary window, Captain Challoner rose up
from the sofa, where he had been lying all
the forenoon, and, with a wavering step, he
began to pace the room. He was growing
weary of that tedious confinement, day by
day, and he struggled hard against the weak-
ness which overcame him. His left arm was
bound up in a sling; with the right he stea-
died himself in his walk, holding on by the
table, the bookcase and chairs.

Mrs. Lane had called Charles Challoner a
handsome man, but strictly speaking, he was
not so—never had been. It was a fine noble
face—one you could trust in, one you might
like to have near you in time of danger,
doubt, difficulty, or trial. There was intel-
lect in the broad high brow. There was
tenderness and truthfulness in the large
brown eyes, which at times seemed to be
looking *‘far away,” as Carry Lane said,
and there was a brave firmness in the mouth
and massive chin.

Presently Captain Challoner stopped in
the middle of his walk. His ear caught the
sound of music in the drawing-room across
the hall. He stood a moment to listen.
Young sweet voices sang ‘‘ Annie Laurie.”

Slowly he staggered back to his sofa again,
carrying a horde of half forgotten memories
—memories which had gone to India a year
ago with him, followed him all through the
scenes of war and death, and returning home
again only to be banished by fever and un-
consciousness, Back they flowed with dou-
ble force as Annie Laurie broke the stillness
around.

“Her song? her song!” he murmured.
T hoped I had forgotten her.”

The poor wounded hand struggled hard to
cover his face, but only the right hand was
was able to perform its work, and the man
who had once been strong and brave groaned
in anguish—perhape for his helpless state,
but methinks it was more at the memories
which the old song recalled.

T could have borne it all, had she not
married him—married that fellow—that
fool!” he groaned.

Ah, there was a wound in Charles Chal-
loner’s heart far deeper than that in his arm
—a wound which time did not heal.

The opening of the door caused him to
look around. Then, trembling, staggering
and ghastly he rose to his feet. Was it the
ghost of his former love that came to him
there in that moonlight silence, robed in
white, with a pale, beautiful face rivaling
her dress; a moment she paused, then, with
outstretched hand Clare Holroyd came to-
ward him.

¢ Captain Challoner,” she said, ‘I heard
you were here, they told me you were ill
I am come to see you to say I wronged you
once in my cruel foolishness. Butnow I ask
you to forgive me.”

Broken, disjointed, and almost incompre-
hensible as was her speech, he understood it.

1t was no ghost then; it was really Clare
Holroyd—his first, his only love. And the
face he had wearied and pined to see was
now there at his side, and the moonlight
playing upon it and upon the soft golden
hair—Clare Holroyd, more beautiful than
ever, because of the pride, the hauteur that
was gone, the gentle humility which had
come.

Captain Challoner saw the danger and re-
membered she was another man’s wife. He
recovered himself in a minute. He took the
outstretched hand, felt the slender fingers
clasp his own, then carelessly, coldly, let it
go. And Clare stood there looking at him,
with a yearn of sorrowful pity in her face;
she could see how sick he had been, how
weak he was, and when her eyes fell upon
the poor, helpless, wounded arm, great tears
swelled iato them.

How different from the Charles Challoner
of old! Brave, bright Charles Challoner,
who had gone away and left her because she
had flirted with Sir Philip Fairfax, instead
of being contented with his honest love.

#Qh, Charlie, Charlie, forgive me; say
you forgive me!” she cried, in a low, sweet,
plaintive voice, forgetting all else but the
memory of the old truelove. *‘ Charlie, you
should never have gone away without a word
that time. I know that 1 deserved it, but I
was true to you, indeed I was. I never
Rl :

“Hush!” said he.

Cold, stern and proud the soldier threw
her hand from his arm. It was the first

—K, D, C. im to the
paris strength

lasped close together, trembling with a
strange, new agitation, she questioned him:
¢« If—if I had not married, could you have
forgiven me, Charlie? Could you have loved
me?”

He looked up at her. ‘Was she trying to
tempt him? Why was her voice so sweet,
her tone so gentle?

“ Speak—tell me!” she cried, ‘‘but for
that you could have forgiven me?”

1 could,” he replied.

The light on the girl’s face was creeping
down to her heart as she seated herself on
the sofa beside him. The twilight had died
away in the clear moonlight.

There was no need of gas to reveal these
two faces to each otber. Clare’s was not
pale now; it was burning with a beautiful
color.

¢ You had better leave me now; I am not
quite strong yet,” he said with an effort.

He was right; the old wound was opened
afresh, and the pain seemed greater than
man could bear.

“1 know it,” she answered. ‘‘In ome
moment I will leave you if you wish it. I
want to ask you another question. Captain
Challoner, do you remember my aunt and
cousins in Harley street? I think I intro-
duced them to you once.”

He bowed his head.

“ You remember the girls,” she continued.
¢ There were four of them—Grace, Mary,
Julia, and Clare.”

«] never knew their names,” he replied.
] only saw them once—the day I met them
in the park. I think you introduced Sir
Phillip Fairfax to them at the same time.”

He spoke somswhat sharply, and with &
weary impatience.

Clare’s voice.frembled as she said:

] did; and four months after he married
the youngest girl, my cousin Clare. I am
Clare Holroyd still.”

Then she rose up from the sofs, and he
sat there alone. The moon passed behind &
cloud, and there came intense darkness and
silence in the old library at Woodland, bat
it was only for a minute. Then the clouds
were gone, and there came floating into that
stillness a wonderful light, which found its
way into the soul of the wounded soldier.

¢ You will forgive me now,” said Clare,
you will tell me so before I go. [t will make
me feel happier, much happier, to know that
I am forgiven. And may Heaven grant you
health and strength that you may recover
from your terrible illness and be yourself
again.”

He tried to raise himself, but he bad al-
ready tried his strength to the utmost; and
now, when his great joy was streaming into
his soul, when the old wound was healing,
he felt how miserably weak and helpless he
was to battle even against that unspeakable
joy. He looked up at her standing there
in her beautiful young strength before him,
one earnest, yearning, hungry look.

Clare saw the look. She saw the weak,
vain effort to rise, and with a womanly ten-
derness she knelt down at his side; two
warm round arms were about his neck, and
as he caught her to his breast, she heard the
deep gasping sobs which rent the once strong
brave man’s heart.

¢Charlie, my own, my darling, don’t,
don’t!” she said—and burning, passionate
kisses were pressed on the pale, thin face,
over which the pent up tears fell.

How strong she was in this hour of ter-
rible weakness, and how successfully at last
she soothed away the bitter sobs. With all
the power of his right arm he held her young
sweet face raised to his, her golden hair
falling loose upon her shoulders, and her
lips now and then returning the caress upon
them. Clare Holroyd made her peace with
Charlie Challoner.
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The Acadians.

The story of Evangeline is in mind, and
we read from the poem as we ride along, and
our hearts are touched with pity for the
poor Acadians turned out of house and home,
taken away from their beautiful land, and
driven into exile. There are places from
which one might be exiled with equanimity.
Acadia is not one of them.

The offence of the Acadians was their
nationality. They were loyally and aggres-
sively French. Forty years before their
exile France had made a treaty with Eug-
land and delivered up this peninsula of Nova
Scotia into English possession. It belonged
to England. But the people who were thus
disposed did not concur. They refused to be
Anglicized. They declined to take an oath
of allegi They embi d and end
gered the lives of the English garrison at
Annapolis Royal. Whatever they could do
against their governors they did. And the
situation became intolerable. France and
England were fighting at Fort Duquesne and
elsewhere, and the Acadian farmers were
‘sending their sons to join the armies of the
French. It seemed essential to the success
of the English arms on this continent that
there should be a peaceful possession of
Acadia. And when milder measures failed
the English adopted that expedient which
the story of Evangeline had made one of the
best known incidents in the history.— Pités-
burg Despatch.

Make Yoursell sm

ol e g g g
typhoid fever, an tent cou
colds. Thﬂ!'ﬂ]l attack the weak and run
down system. They can find no foothold
where the blood is kept pure, rich and full
of vitality, the appetite good and dﬁﬁm

i s, with Hood’s Sarsaparilla, one
true blood purifier.

Hoop'’s P1LLs cure liver ills, constipation,
biliousness, jaundice, sick headache.

—He—I love the country, where everyth-
ing show smacks of freshness.

She—That may be, but freshness can gain
8o smacks here, *

The Demon Violin.

Crazy Paolo they cslled him. Wine,
whisky, s little food and a night's lodging
constituted his hire at Hooley's to bang the
miserable pisno and plsy his violin—the
violin so_carefully locked in his case.

He had finished » harrowing popular air
at the piano for the ieth tive

time and stopped to take a drink from the
glass at his elbow. Three or four big, hulk-
ing men near by stood looking at him stupid-
ly from under their broad felt hats. The
poker chips clicked at the gaming tables.
Reagan, in response to an order, brought in
a tray of liquors and cigars.

Paolo reached for his case and almost rev-
erently took out his violin. A little prelim-
inary tuning, and iv went to his shoulder.
The bow was drawn over the strings, but so
softly that mone save himself heard the
sound. Again it glided over the instrument
and then it began to wander back and forth
—now slowly, now swiftly, now tremulously.

As the truant bars of favorite operas, sad
nocturnes and gay gavottes poured into his
yearning ear, his face lit up with strange
joy. The vacant stare of the men near him
changed to a dull curiosity. But the music
was all for himself. It was only a moment’s
delicious communion with his violin he was
having. Too well he knew that the next
would bring a command to play some horri-
ble song or dance. But the poker chipsstill
clicked, the men about him said nothing,
and Paolo continued to play for the single
auditor—himself.

With the music his thoughts uuconscious-
ly went back to Italy. He and the violin
had never parted since leaving the little
Palermo home. The old mother and father
had gone long ago; the father had left him
all he had—the wonderful violin.

Ah, that was good of his old father, but
Giovanni did not think so. Where was
Giovanni? A wild boy was Giovanni. He
did not like the father’s violin. It was the
demon of the family; Giovanni said it had
brought and would bring nothing but mis-
fortune to them. The old father had done
nothing but play it, and he had lived in dis-
tress, died in poverty. It would have been
better had he left Paolo his curse than his
violin.

As for Giovanni, he would have none of
music. He would go away, anywhere, and
he would become rich somehow. Yes, that
was what he said. But Giovanni was not a
ic 1 t smile stole over
the lips of the pitifal wreck. Demon? Mis-
fortune? Slanders on his dear violin! Had
he not played to applauding thousands in
Rome—in London—in New York? She had

and &

‘come to hear him, it was true, but was it

the dear violin’s fault that the dark eyed
actress, whom he married, deceived him and
ruined his life?

« Here! Paolo, you dago! Wake up
there and play us something lively,” came &
rough, good natured voice from behind the
clouds of tobacco smoke.

Just then a man came swaying into the
room, a reckless, drunken determination on
his face to assert himself in some boisterous
way. He heard the command, looked sul-
lenly toward the piano. Suddenly he seized
the violin, tore it from the players hands,
and swinging it about his head bronght it
down upon the piano, smashing it to pieces.
With a shriek like that of a wild and wound-
ed animal Paolo gave a bound and caught
the man by the throat. It wasall overina
moment. They were grappling on the floor
together; the man, drunk though he was,
felt the hands strangling him were those of
a maniac. He managed to reach his pistol.
No one saw exactly how it was done, but the
pistol was discharged, and Paolo arose to his
feet. The other was dead!

The pistol shot, not the struggle on the
floor, instantly brought every ome in the
room up standing. They gathered excited-
ly around, but Paolo, with a wail of grief,
flung himself upon the piano and pressed the
shattered violin to his heart. He kissed it
and talked to it caressingly, pleadingly. It
did not seem that he knew he had killed a
man. He only knew shat his violin was
dead; that it would speak to him no more.

Soon the room was crowded, for the news
had spread quickly. The dead man ‘lay
stretched upon the floor, and the crowd
gazed morbidly at him and then at Crazy
Paolo hugging his violin. Presently the
sheriff bustled in, and all made way for him.
He picked up the pistol and laid it aside.
Jim Reagan was the first to speak:

¢ Crazy Paolo killed him, but in self de-
fence.”

“ That's what he did, sheriff,” came the
popular western phrase in unison from the
crowd.

¢ Who is he?” asked the sheriff, bendi

There are very few people, especiallyamong
the agriculturists of Kent County, N. By,
who do not know Mr. H. H. Warman, the
popglar agent for agricultural machinery, of
Molus River. A Review representative was
in conversation with Mr. Warman recently,
when the subject of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
was incidently touched apon. Mr. Warman
said he was a staunch believer in their cura-
tive properties, and to justify his opinion he
related the cure of his sister, Miss Jessie
Warman, aged 15, who he said had been
« almost wrested from the grave by Dr. Wil
liams' Pink Pille.” Miss Warman had been

suffering for nearly a year with troubles fn.

cident to girlhood. She suffered from severe

« A Picture of Health and Activity.”

and almost constant headaches, dizziness,
heart palpitations, and was pale and blood-
less, and eventually became so weak and

iated that her p hought that she
was in consumption, and had all but given
up hope of her recovery. Her father, Mr, -
Richard Warman, who is a well-to-do farmer,
spared no expense to procure relief for the
poor sufferer. The best available medical
advice was employed, but no relief came, and
although the parents were almost in despair,
they still strove to find the means of restor-
ing their loved one to health. Mr. Warman,®
like everybody else who reads the news-
papers, had read of the many marvelous cures
effected by the use of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills, but like some others, looked upon these
stories as *‘ mere patent medicine advertise
ments.” However, as everything else had
failed he determined that Pink Pills should
be given a trial, with a result no less mare
vellous than that of many other cases related
through the press. Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
have completely cured the young lady, so
that in & few months, from a helpless and
supposedly dying girl, she has become a pic+
ture of health and activity. The Warman
family is so well known in this part of the
country that no one would think of dispating
any statement made by any of its members.
Mr. H. H. Warman, on account of his busie
ness as salesman for agricultural machinery,
is personally acquainted with nearly every-
body in the county, and we feel assured that.
any enquiries made of him concerning the
statements made above will be readily an-
swered.

The gratifying results following the use of
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, in the case of Miss
Warman, prove that they are unequalled as
a blood builder and nerve tomic. In the
case of young girls who are pale or sallow,
listless, troubled with a fluttering or palpita.
tion of the heart, weak and easily tired, no
time should be lost in taking a course of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, which will speedily en-
rich the blood and bring a rosy glow of health
to the cheeks. Theyarea specific fortroubles”
peculiar to females, such as suppressions, ir-
regularities, and all forms of weakness. ' In
men they effect a radical cure in all cases
arising from mental worry, overwork, or ex-
cesses of whatever nature. X

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are manufactured
by the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont., and Schenectady, N. Y., and are
sold in boxes (never in loose form by the
dozen or hundred) at 50 cents a box, or six
boxes for $2.50, and may be had of all drug-
gists or direct by mail from Dr. Williams’
Medicine Com pany at either address.

The Porte Replies.

Constantinople, Oct. 10.—The Porte's re-
ply to the joint note of the six powers,
tive to the recent rioting here, has been
made public. The government enumerates
the steps that were taken to maintain %
and declares that Mussulmans were not the
aggressors in the rioting. It fucther says
that A killed inoffensive Moham-

over the prone figure.

** Stranger,” some one volunteered.

The sheriff threw back the dead man’s
coat and started to search his pockets. He
soon held up an envelope and read aloud the
name in the address:

¢ Giovanni Legardi”—

Paolo stood beside him and snatched the
envelope from his hand. One glance at the
name and a wild glare at the crowd that
seemed to last a minute. The pext instant
he was on his knees, holding the face of his
brother close to his own and seeming to look
through it. Slowly he rose to his feet with

despairing moan. Suddenly his eyes be-
canie riveted upon an object. Before even
one of the spellbound crowd divened his in-
tention the forgl::ten pistol was in his hand,
and another bullet had claimed a life. Crazy
Paolo fell heavily to the floor, his
thrown about his victim.

The fall shook the fragile building. The
ruined violin dropped from the piano and lay
beside the brothers.
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Save Your Child.

Do not let your child suffer with a severe
cold or a racking cough.

Hawker’s balsam will effect a complete
cure. Children like it and will even ask for
it. It is endorsed by physicians as a safe
and reliable remedy. Heads of families
should be sure that a supply is alwaysin the
house.

It cures coughs and colds, and throat and
lung ey sy Teacoel
and heals the irritated organs, and the child
e
able to sleep y. Itisa
sure cure for and is s e &
- ity t«umbllc P ma:d ings I‘tl.

as stood the test of over thirty years, an
has no rival in its field. o

Hawker's balsam of tolu and wild cherry
is sold by all dr ts and dealers, and is
manufactured onlo{n y the Hawker Medicine
gio. (Ltd.,) St. John, N. B, and New York

ty. ;

Population of the United Kingdom.

In 1894 the ulation of the United
Kingdom, g to the trar-Gener-
al’s return was 38,777,154, England and
Wales having 30,060,763, Scotland 4,124,-
691, and Ireland 4,590,700. The birth-rate

in. and Wales was the

on record, 29.6 per 1000 less than

the mean for the last ten ; the @eath-

rate (16.6 1000) was the lowest on

record, 1.5 per 1000 less than the pre-

vious lowest rate, that for 1888, and 2.6
lower than the ten-year average.

medans, and that in certain cases the Mo-
hammedans bad to defend themselves against
their attacks. The reply denies the reports
that the government forbade the sending of
plies to the A i who had
refuge in the churches, and declares that the
refugees will soon leave the churches and
return to their homes, and the city will re-
sume its normal aspect. It announces that
the government is about to open an inquiry
for the pm;’pm of discovering the guilty
persons, and r ds the dipl to
their good offices with a view of
order, especially as the intrigues of
cause fears that more serious outb
occur in the capital.

Upon receipt of reply the representatives
of the six powers met at the residence of M.
Cambon, the French ambassador, to consider
the attitude of the Porte as exemplified in
its note. It is the belief that the note will
not satisfy the diplomats. The mee!
discussed how best to clear the ch of
the refugees who refused to leave unless they
were formally assured that they would not -
be molested. It was thought that
the best means to effect this object would be
to have the dragomans of the several embas-
sies assist in clearing the churches and con-
duct the refugees to their homes. The police
say that one hundred Mussulmass have been
arrested for taking part in the rioting.

The presence of the British fleet at Lemnos,
at the entrance of the Dardanelles, continnes
muu mxi:lty to tlllo Sulunf’h;“nd he has

e a second ap] to Sir Currie,
the British :mb-up:.dor, to secure tpbn with-
drawal of the British wanhlgl. Thus far
his appeal, like the first one, has been with-
out avail. This leads to the belief among
the foreign residents that Great Britain in-
tends to persist in her demands, even though
the olheu)oweu should declarfe themselves
r satisfi v::ih ithe“ounoulimn;l the Porte

a8 Announs tself as to
make. This evening the plan of m
sadors to have their dragomans assist in pro-
curing the evacution of the churches by the
refugees was put into-effect, ::d the churches
in t e

tators
ey

relug
of the incentives to further trouble has been
removed.

Berlin, Oct., 10.—A Constantinople de-
spatch to the Tageblatt says that the Sultan
bas given orders that no resistance - be
offered to the British squadron if it essaysto
pass the Dardanelles.

—D. M. Johnson, ., M. D., Port
Hawesbury, certifies: *¢ have nuti Puit-
ner’s Emuision with great satisfaction ;i
OodLivergii:iuol:lle:hfo:‘I

as so disgu the oil that patients

refuse to take %t." .

~—Minard’s Liniment Cares LaGrippe.




