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for Infants and Children.

uCastoris is so well adspted to children thas
Ir d1tas toany p p
kwown tome”  IL A. Amouzs, M.D,,
111 Bo. Oxford B%., Brooklyn, N. Y,

Kills Worms F'jml sloep? m: pm:nm-a-

on,
Wum injurious medication.
Tux Centavn Coupany, 77 Murray Street, N, Y,

The Acadian.

pablished on FRIDAY at the ofice
WOLFVILLE, KINGS CO., £
TERMS
$1.00 Per Annum.
(1IN ADVANOE.)
CLUBS of five in advance $4 OO0.

Local advertising at teo cents per line
very insertion, unless by special ar-
ment for standing notices,

for standing advertisements will
known on application to the
L und paymenton trancient u«lvvrthglng
must be guaranteed by some responsible
plrty prior to its insertion,

I'ho AoApiAN Jop DEPARTMENT I8 con-
stantly recelving new type and material,
and will continue to guarantee satisfaction
on ull work turned out,

Newsy commuaications from all parts
of the county, or articles upon the unp‘h-rx
of the day are cordially solicited. I'he
name of the party writing for the .\nAuuln
must invarinbly accompany the comn uni-
cation, although the same may be writt 'm
over a ficticions signatore,

Address all comunications to

DAVISON BROS.,
Editors & Proprictors,
Wolfville, N. 8

for
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Legal Decislons

1. Any person who takes & paperre
ularly from the Post OfMce- vwln ther dir-
ected to his name or another's or whether
he has subscribed or not —is responsible
for ot payereeb,

2, If aperson orders h
tinued he nuast pay up all mwu. ¥
the |.u|’y|inln:r may continue to SaE it |;nll :
payment 18 made, and collect |Ilu-, wfm 1,.
nmount, whether the paper {8 taken friom
the office or not,

3. The courts have decided Lhu} rn;fux-
ine to take newspapers and pe |:Im|||'ulr(
fron the Post Office, or removing and
leaving them uncalled fue 18 prima facie
evidence of intentional fraud

is paper discon-
ragos, or

ros I; OFFICE, WOLFVILLE

Oyeice Hovus, B 4. M
are made up a8 follows : ‘
i i Jose at 6,60 |

For Halifax. and Wivdsor close at 6.5 |

70830 v w. Mails |

«m
o xpross west close nt 10
i x press enst close at 4 50 p. m.

¢ ville close at 7 25 p m.
s V., Ranp, Post Master

30, m

Gixo.

PEOPLES BANK OF HALIFAX, ‘

Opendrom 9 &, m, to 2 p.m Closed on |

aturdoy at 12, noon,
"G, W. Mosno, Agent.

Chn

187 CHURCH—Rov T A Higgins,
. Sunday, preaching at 11
Sunday School at 9 30 a m
Walfl hour praycr meeting nfter M'lunlny
service every Bunday, Prayer nu-'"ln'x_t'm
Puesday and Thursday evenings at 7 30,
s free; sl are Surangern |
wiil he cared for by
Couin W Rosoo®, ) (1.0, 6rg
A kW Banss §

PAPT
Pastor—Bervioe
amand Tpoarg

welcome,

".HIT\V\' CHURCH—Rev, I
——Seryice every Sabbath

Lons wislo
D Toss, &Ml hoo! at 11 &, m l

at3 00 p.m. Sabbath * J
Prayer Meeting on babbath at 7 p. w
Wednonday ot 7,30 p. .

1 and

METHODIST CHURCH - Rev (\[““N
vick Jost, A, M., Pastor; Rev, W. l{_l
Assistant Pastor: Horton an

Preaching on Subbath at ii n
Sabbath School at 9 ".l; am
Gree chand Avon mllm'l\iu'«:llll pm
|'I‘lvvh|“;hlv:-l|ng nt v\]'ull\'ilh- on Lhursday
at Horton on ¥Friday at 730
lcomeat all the porvices

Furner,
Wolfville
mand 7 pm,

w730 p m;
pm, Btrangers we

sunday
&r JOHN'S CHURCH-—From Bundiy,
|nn-I 28th, through the months of Jull).,
August snd September, and up to Octo lu r
ath in the current year. T he regular
Bunday Fervice will be held ot 11 u,,l ln
Notice will be glven of any extra Kerv u.a
which may be held from time to time.
he sittings in this church w0 fr)eln.
Ktrangers and Visitors arcalways cordially
welcomed,  Rector, Rey, Canon Brock, D.
1. Resfdence, Rectory, Kentville, Wars
dens, Frank A, Dixon and Walter Brown,
Wolfyille,

EESUSAAS

¥r FRANCIS (B. ©)
£, P, —Mass 1100 & m the
“nch month

~Mev T M Daly,
last Sunday of

Masonic.
“Nr. GRORGIS LODGEA, F. & A. M,
moeta at thetr Hall on the #econd Friday

of ench month at 7§ o'clock p. m.
J. W.’(,’nldwoll, Bacrotary

W()III"\IVIV‘LI.AE l;l;lﬁﬁ)N # ov T meets

overy Monday evening in tholr Hall
Witter's Block, at 8.00 o'elock,

ACADIA LODGE,
every Baturday evening
at 730 o'clock,

T 0. G, T, meuts
tn Music Hall

DIRECTORY

—OF THE—

Business Firms of
WOLFVILLE

The undermentioned firms will use
you right, and we can safely recommend
them as our most enterprising business
men,
l)i)l(l)EN C. H,~Boots and Shoes,

YHats nmi Caps, and Gents’ Furuish-
ing Goods.

B(JIH)EN, CHARLES H.—Carriages
and Sleighs Built, Repaired, and Paint-

ed .
BI”\CK ADDER, W, C.—Cabinet Mak-
er and Repairer,

BROWN, J.
and Farrier.
ALDWELL, CHAMBERS & CO,—
Dry Goods, Boots & Shoes, Furniture,
AVISON, J. B.—Justice of the Peace,
Conveyancer, Fire Insurance Agent,
AVISON BROS,—Printers and Pub-
lishers,

I.—Practical Horse-Shoer

0
&e

D
0D

I)I( PAYZANT & SON, Dentista,

(ILMORE, (i, IL—Insurance Agent.
¥ Agent of Mutual Reserve Fund Life
Association, of New York,
G()l)l"ltl-lY, L.
Boots and Shogs.
ARRIE, 0. D.—General Dry Goods
Clothing and Gents’ Furnishibgs,
ERBIN, J. F.--Watch Maker and
Jeweller,
l] IGGINS, W, J.~ General Coal Deal-
er, Coal always on hand,
i' ELLEY, THOMAS,--Boot and Shoe
A Maker, " All orders in_his line faith-
fully performed. Repairing neatly done,

Ml'ltl'lly, J. L.—Cabinet Maker and
i
. A.—Manufacturer

Repairer,
PATRIQUIN,

of all kinds of Carriag
Harness, Opposite People’s Bank,
JOCKWELL & CO,—Book - sellers,
VStationers, Picture Framers, and
dealers in Pianns, Organs, and Sewing
Machines,
R,\Nh, a.
Goods,
ILEEP, 8. R.—Importer and dealer
in General Hardware, Stoves, and Tin-
ware. Agents for Frost & Wood’s Plows
JHAW J.
onist,

WWALLACE, 0.

Retail Grocer,
\vl'l"l'l’,l(, BURPER.—Importer and
dealer in  Dry Goods, Millinery,
Ready-made Clothing, and Gents’ Fur.
nishings.
“HI,S()N, JAS,—~Harness Maker, is
wtill in Wolfville where he is prepared
to fill all orders in his line of husiness,

Garfield Tea.

P—Manufacturer o1

V.—Drugs, and Fancy

M.—Barber and Tobac

H,—Wholesale and

iy s
Lopute
A NATURAL REMEDY!

Potent snd Fiarmless !

RESTORES THE COMPLEXION !
CURES CONSTIPATION!
HI8 REMEDY is composed

wholly of harmless herbs and ne-
complishes all the good derived from
the use of cathartics, without their ul
timats irjurious effeots.

Ask your druggist for 8 ¥REE BAM-
pre, Yor salo by

Geo. V. Rand,
Druggist,
WorrviLLe, N, 8,

POETRY.
There is no Death,
There is no death ! The dust we tread
Shall change beneath the summer
showers
To golden grain or mellow fruit,
Ur rainbow-tinted flowers.

The granite rocks disorganize,

And feed the hungry moss they bear ;
The forest leaves drink daily life

From out the viewless air,

There is no death | The leaves may fall,
And flowers may fade and pass away ;

They only wait through wiatry hours
T{e coming of the ﬁluy.

There is no death! An angel form
Walks o’er the earth with silent tread ;

He bears our best loved things away ;
And then we call them “dead.”

He leaves our hearts all desolate ;
He plucks our fairest, sweetest flow-

ers j
Transplanted into bliss, they now
Adorn immortal bowers,

The birdlike voice, whose joyous tones
Made glad these scenes of sin and
strife,
Sings now an everlasting song
Around the tree of life,

Where’er he sees a smile too bright,
Or heart too pure for sin and vice,

He bears it to tlhnL world of light,
To dwell in Paradise,

Born unto that undying life,
They leave us but to come again ;
With joy we welcome them the same—
Except their sin and pain,

And ever near us, though unseen,
The dear immortal spirits tread ,
For all the boundless universe
Is life—there are no dead.

SELECT STORY.
0ld Man Mixall.

BY HELEN FORREST GRAVES,
“So you've got back ag'in, Lo-i-sy I
suid Old Man Mixall.
“Yes, Mr Mixall,” #aid Louisa Hill,
“T'ac got back again,”

“Any news,

1
b

Lio-i-sy 77 cheerfully
piped the octogenarian, folding the
week-old newspaper 50 a8 to bring the
“Financial News” on a level with his
old steel spectacles.

Louisa shook her head,

“Well, T vam!” sid Old Man
Mixall, “Tt's Adam Put
ney always was as  queer as Sancho,

n shame |
and I do Wlieve he grows queercr every
year he lives,"”

Hall sighed coftly,
about her work of preparing

Louisa and
went
beans,

The worrow was bean-pickling day
at “Desparation  Hall,” and there was
at lenst a bushel of the leguminous
vegetables ready to be picked over and
stemmed,

The boarders at Desparation Hall
were partial to pickles as soon as the
cold weather get in, and the matron
was anxious to keep them satisfied and
happy.

Despartion  Hall was a long, low
ercetion of gray stone that had been o
soufl mill half a century ago, and was
now utilized for the accommodation of
the town poor,

Captain Elias Fotherindyke, a re®
tired sca captain, was at the helm of
this iostitution; and his wife, a thrifty
dame of many resources, aided and
And of
all the boarders, old Simon Mixall was
the cheeriest and most helpful,

“Can't I help-ye, Lo-isy ?” said he
laying down the paper, “'Pears (0
me yo've got a dreadful job there
with all them beavs, I'm awful sorry
'bout Adam Putney, I #'poso Peter's
clean out o' patience with him,”

The color mounted to
check,

sbetted him in every respect,

Louisa's

“Peter don't sny much,” answered
she; “but, of course, he's vexed,
But I tell him that the farm belong®
to Uncle Adam, and if his Uncle Adam
basn't o mind to sell to these railroad
people, he ean't be made to do s0,”

“An’ yo can't no ways bo married
without the money ?" wistfully spoke
Me Mixall,

Louisa shook her head,

“Peter has his mother and his lame
sister to support,” said she, with »
sigh.  “Woshall bave to wait, that's
ol

Old Man Mixall shook his head
over the emerald drift of beans.

“I'hold with the proverb,” said Le,
“that it's ill waitin' for dead men's
shoes,””  And the Putneys always wa®
o long-lived race,”

“He may live ag long as he wants
for all me,” observed Louigs, ]
don’t grudge him & moment of his Jifo

poor old man !”
“No, I don't believe you do,” kaid
Old Mao Mixall, “All the pame, it's

pretty hard on you and Pete, How's
Widow Bliven ? Aany better of the
rheumatiz? Me and Naney Bliven
we've danced many a Virginia reel
together in our young days, though
p'raps ye wouldn't thiuk it, Lio-i-sy,”

“She's a little better,” said Louisa*
“And the young folks are going to have
a masquerade frolic at the Lyceum to
carn money to paint the old Bliven
house aud re-shingle the roof before

fall sets in,  I'm going to borrow the
Quaker MMM”"Wcldon'l
grandmother wore when she was mar-
ried. It fits me exactly.”

“I want to know !"" ejeulated the old
man,

“And Pete's going to ask old Squire
Lomax to lend him the chest of Revolu-
tionary uniforms and things he's got
in the garret of the old house,” added
Louisa, “He's going to be ‘George
Washington,” ”

“I'd admire to sce him,” said Old
Man Mixall. “I wonder now if
Cap'n Elias would object to me goin’
down there and sccin’ you young folks
rigged up ?”'

“I'll ask him myselt,” said Louisa,
who liked the kindly old soul and
wanted him to have the siniple treat

“You see, 1 doo’t often ask for an
evening out,” said Old Mau Mixall,
“Not but what I'd like it oftener, but
if I ask, there’s furty others would
think they’d ought to go, too, an'l
don't want Cap'n Tlias to hev any
more trouble than's absolutely neces-
sary. But I would like to sce how
you look as a Quakeress, and I'm
mortal sure Petor Putney’ll muke an
A No. 1. Revolutioner 1"

And when the beans were all pre-
pared for the morrow's pickle, Old
Man Mixall strolled cheerily along the
front of Desparation Hall, tying up
some fat African marigold he had
planted, and placing new strings for
his scarlet runners
front of the winddws
Ruggles lay siok.

For the western light hurt her old
eyces, the
leaves waved in -the wind, she babbled
vagucly of Maine

to c'imb on, in
where old Aunt

and  when searlet-runnoer

the green forests
where she had been born,

“T jest wish 1 was wuth a_wmillion
dollars 1” said tho old philanthropist,
“I'd give Pote Putney and Lo i sy
Hill the finest farm in Middle County.
I don't see what possesses old Adam
to stick to his sony ficlds and mullei®
pastures so tight, when the railroad
people offer him five thoasand dollars
for 'om. Gucs
him about it, Lo ixy [Lill's too pretty
a gal and too geod o one to be kept
waitin’ until Pete can dig a home out
of the rocks for lier, Ttain'tno pa'tick®
ler fun that 1 know of, doin' house.
work at Desparation Hall,”

And

I'll go raound an' seo

K0, on the cvening of the

Widow Bliven's party,

magquerade

“1 ean’t go agin Giran’ther Putney.”

“And herc you be, poor'n Job's
turkey, holdin® on to the rockiest farm
this side o' Serape Mountain, all jest
for a consarned whim!”
Mixall.

“1 can’t go agin Gran’ther Putnuy,”
drearily repeated Old Adam, winking
his bleared eyes in the sunshine,

And Old Mixall, fairly out of
patience, got up and trotted down the
road, muttering unutterable things as
he went.

“Therc ain't such a dumb fool as
he in all the foolish ward at Despara-
tion Hall,” gaid he.

Aund it took a good deal of the
laughter and merrymaking at the
Bliven masquerade to erase the dis-
agreeable impression from his mind.

Old Man Mixall was favorite
everywhere, and the hospituble dame
in charge of the refreshments cheered
bim with hot coffee, newly browned
waflles, chicken salad and frosted cake,
before he went in to see the young
folks dance.

“That’s Lo-i-sy 1" he cried, shrilly.
“Ain’t she just as pretty as a pink in
that Quaker gownd and the scoop hat ?
And there's Pete Putney cuttin’
pigeon wings in old Squire Lomax's
Revolutionary toge, Wal, I never!”

And Old Man Mixall laughed until
he shook like a mold of jelly.

Jap'n Elias Fotherindyke was seri-
ously alarmed when his oldest boarder
did not return until the next morning.
“Why, I swan to gracious,” said he,
“I allowed suthin had happened t'ye!”

“No, Cap'n,” gaid the old man,
“nothin’ hain't happened, But Pete
PPutney, he axed ‘me, scein’ 1 was
comin’ right past the- place, to leave
his Revolutioner rig to Squire Lomax's ;
an’ when I got to Squire Lomax’s,
they axed me to stay all night
Dre tful sociable folks them Lomaxes "

And the Old Man Mixall went out
(0 water his marigolds and searlet run’
ners.

persisted

[

The sun was setting behind the te
mato vines in the back garden when
Louisa Hill came breathlessly up the
path,

“Oh, Mr Mixall,”" said she, “Peter
has just driven away! He has taken
me for a ride,”

“Ioh 27

“And what do you think ? We're to
be married next week 77

“I.—want-—to know 1"

“And Uncle Adam is going to sell
the farm to the Quantick Company,
and give the money to Peter, and he's
to live with us !”

“Wal, T declare!”

“Uncle Adam says he saw Gran’ther
Putoey last night a-scttin’ on the old
onk stump by the well, just at midnight,
And this time he was all dressed in the
suit he fought at Buvker Hill in—mas®
ket and cocked hat and all—and he

Old Man Mixall trudged around by
the Putoey Farm to
contemporary.

rec hin ancient

Old Adam sat warming his vencrable
bones in the sun,  Sunshine was
cbeaper than firewood, if less satisfac-
tory, and he returned his greeting,

“So ye won't rell the farm to the
Quantick  Company 7" said
sitting cheorfully down on the wooden
settee beside hin fiiend,

“I cun’t sell it,” said Putocy, drom.
ming hig wrinkled fingers on the win
dow will.

“Why can't you el it ?"

“He won't let me,”

“Who won't let you 7"

“My Grau'ther Putney,”

“Land alive, man, what ye talking
obout 7' eried Mixall,
Putney, he's dead
seventy years "

“I dream about him every night,”
said Adam Putney, in the same slow,
mechanical woy., “I gce him a-settin’
on the old oak stump by the wel,
Aud he's alway’s a-sayin’, ‘Don't sch
the farm, Adam? [ van’t go agin
him, can 17"

“Wal, I cale'late I should if I was
you!” declared Mixall, “Dead an’
buried folks hain't no business meddlin
that a-way.”

“I ocan't go agin him 1" repeated
Putoey, with the slow, scttled policy
of old age,

“But here’s your nephew, Peter, as
smart a lad a# ever stepped, and Lo-i-sy
Hill, the pretticst gal goin’, They’d
have money to go to housckeeping if

Simon,

“Yer Gran'ther
an' buried this

you'd listen to reason,”

Laye, says he, ‘Sell the farm, Adam—
gell the iarm,’ as distinet as cver yo
beard: anything in your life, And
Uscle Adam, it's o direct
message from his ancertor, and the
deeds are to be handed over to-morrow,
And we shall be happy at last!”

“Did—you—cver 1" said Old Man
Mixall,

“It was a dream, of course |

he . says

.‘ﬂlid
Louisa,

“Oh, of course!” said Old Man
Mixall,

But when she was gove to tell Mrs
Fotherindyke, the octogenarian walked
slowly out to his searlet runoers, and
laughed long and silently.

“1 hain’t outlived all my usefulnes®
yet,” aaid ko — Saturday Night.

‘Advlcevto Young Men,

Young man, if a fiiend axks you to
join a card party, where the etakes are
small, just enough to make it interest
ing, you know, don’t you do it.

There ere more gamblers in the
world now than can make s decent
living. You are under no obligation
to become one and of course you don't
want to deprive any wan of his means
of livlihood. To become an expert
gambler it takes a grest deal of patient
study and experience, - You have got to
give up reputation, home and heaven,
Den't you do it

If you oke invited into & saloon to
take o drink, don’t you doit. There
are really too many drunkards in the
world now ; too many dying every year;
too many broken and deserted hearthe

stones ; too many starving widows and

children; too many crimnals in State
prisons ; too many murderers being
hung; too much misery and shame and
sin on every side,  Don’t you d it,

That drink means very little (o your
friend or the saloon keeper, but it may
mean a great deal to you. It may
be the fiist step in a stairway that
always leads down, never up, und the
bottom is never reached.

It there are any vacancies in the
ranks of the drunkards you might be
exoused for becoming one, but really
the recruiting is going on so briskly
that good people the world over are
trying to put a stop to it.

That terrible army can do so well
without you that there is no nccessity
for you to join it, So don't tuke that
driok.  Don’t you do it,

If you are with some young men
who are depreciating the honor of wo-
men, and you are tempted to join
them, don’t you do it, Thiuk of your
mother and sisters and leave the crowd.
They can stain you, but you ocan't
stain  them; they
beyond redemption,

The young man who habitually
speaks lightly of women has found hi#
datz in o society not rceozniz:d ay
legal or respectable,

are soiled almost

If you value your cwn happiness
and the approval of your own con-
scienee, don’t join the gang. Don't do
it,

Ideals.

DY FRANCES E, WILLARD.

It is a beautiful idea—cntertained
often as a belief among children—that
with each soul He creates God
into the world an angel to be n guardian
to thut roul, And so, whether we
wake or sleep, whether we are merry,
or sad, the mild eyes of the angel ar®

always upon us, and its strong yeu

sends

gentle hand guides us away from dan:
ger and into pleasant paths,

Perhaps
there

is no one who has not at some
time been made happier by thoughts
of the possible angel whose work is to
drive away ill, We may not know the
fucts about this, which is now fancy,
until we enter upon that life for which
wo hunger, when all things will be
made plain, But surely this is troe,
that down the path of every life walks
an ideal being ; with every heart com
wunes a selfhood better than itself—-
the ideal into whoso stature it hopes to
grow. Always boyond usin our far-
thest reaching moods, always above us
in our most exalted states, that glorious
ideal still beckons to us, aud, by going
before, shows us where wo must walk,

Gvery regolve to be moroe true, more
studious, more courteous, isa renching
out of weak hands atep taken,
though by tottering feet, toward the
sclfideal which stands bufore vs with
outstretohed arms—ocven as a mother
might—and, clothed with all beauty
and brightoess, leads us oo, What do
wo love so tenderly as this sweety
shadowy self 7 Our thoughts are of it
in the still, sacred hours when toil i
over, It is what we love best in a
He was right whosaid : “Love
me, not for the sake of the man that [
am, but for the suke of the angel that
L will some day become,”

-1

friend.

The flowing drapery of ideal which
the poetic eye sves enveloping every-
thing real, gives to lifo its richnoss and
its joy.

“The possible beauty that underliss
The passing phase of the meanest thing"”
delights the eye keen enough to recog-
nize that beauty, Not that which is,
80 much as that which is to be, gives
pleasure to ug, Lt is n t this life we
are living now, but that life of futur,
years, which we fondly hope to lead,
that seems beautiful to us, Then we
shall have grown to more symmetrical
proportions ; then the scaffolding that
now surrounds the unfinished structure
of our character shall be taken away;
then we shall hold intercourse with
those who are akin to us by tics strong:
er even than blood ; then our culture
shall be complete; then we shall bo as
courteous a8 now we wish we wero,
wise a8 now wo are ignorant; noble as
the beroes of our dreams, Utopian
schemes these no doubt -are to somg
extent; yet are we not loftier in soul
beeause we cherislithem ? as tho arrow
goes higher for being aimcd at the sun,
although it cannot reach’ the mark,

And o it is not vain to commune
with one's best self—with the spirit

with which wo evoke in our homble,

pevitent  hours—in  the silence and
darkness of night, The talismanic
words which bring it to our side are
those “saddest of all,” “It might have
been,”

Whenever in sad sinderity we say,
“I might have been purer and truer,
more patient than I aw, more meet for
angels’ company,” then that self which
we are not, but shall be on somo glori*
ous, future day, stands by us; in her
pure, illominated face we see some
likeness to our own, and the voice is
sweet and tuneful in which shabids us
follow her up the sublime heigths of
self-renunciation, saying to our hearts !

“Beyond the Alpine summits of great pain
Lieth thy Ttaly,”

Have not all hours in
wemory 7 In the same proportion that
we approach the selves of our dreams,
The

past is irrcvoeable ; a thousand experi-

we such

we shall grow good and pure,

ences, mournful and sad, have taught
this, But before us streteh the
endless years of our life; which is a
unit, although the solemn river flows
between Here and There, Tt doth not
yet appear what we shall be when lifo
unconditioned by the senses shall endow
us,  Ouly of this wo may bo sure, if
we live rightly, the ideal self that walks
before and shall
merge itsolf into our own identity, when
Sin the fullness of time” fruition shall

us

us above us now

como to our importunate souls,

It iy, then, our work to assimilate
oursclves nctual to ourselves possible ;
not to Gabriel’s possibilities, not to 8t
John's, not to martyrs’ or apostles’, but
to the stature of' our own ; until in the
broad light of that life to which each
heartbeat brings us nearer, with the
noontide sun of eternity shining upon
us, ideal ond reality, shadow and
substance, shall at last be one,

Nature's Use for Dudes.

The profeesor of natural science at
Ann Arbor was disoussing the prooess
of fertilizing plants by means of insects
carrying the pollen from one plant to
another, and to amuge them told how
the old waids wero the ulumate cause
of it all, The humble bees carry the
pollen ; the icld mice eat  the humble
the field mice
humble bees and the less
But
cats dovour field mice, and old maids
proteet eats,  T'hercfore, the more old
waids the more cats, the fower field
Hence, old maids
are the cause of varicty in plants,

bees ;  therefore more

the

pollen and variation of plants,

fower

mice the wore boes,

Thercupon a sophomore, with a sin.
glo cye-glass, an Koglish umbrella, o
box coat, with his trousers rolled up ag
the bottom, arosc and asked :

“I ga-a-ny, professab, what is the
cause—anh—of old maids, don't you
know ?"

“Perbups Miss Jones can tell you,”
suggested the professor,

“Dudes 1" snid Miss Jones, sharply,
and without a moment of hesitation,

Minard’s Liniment cures CGarnet in

Cows,

Kvery time a man thinks of leaving
Satan's the

to double his wages,

servied devil promises

It is poor policy to hire a man to
wateh a bank who believes that stealing
chickens ia right,

A Great Evgl;t

In ono's 1fe Is the discovery of a remedy for
somo long-standing malady, The polson ot
Serofula 18 In your blood, Yo inherited i&
from your tors, WIII you 1%
to your oftapring? In the great msjority
of cngen, both Consumption and Catarrh orlge
Inato In Borofuls, It s supposed to bo the
primary soureo of many other derangements
of the body, Begin at once to cleanse your
blood with the standard alterative,

Ayer’s
Sarsaparilla

“For soveral months T was troubled with
sorofulous eruptions over the whole body.
My appetite was bad, and my system so
prostratod that 1 was unable to work, After
trylng soveral remedies In vain, I resolved
to take Ayor's Sarsapurilla, and did so with
wireh good effoct that less than one bottle

Restored My Health

und strongth, The rapldity of the oure as-
tonished me, as T oxpectad the prooess to be
long and tedlous.” — Frederico Mariz Fer-
nandes, Villa Nova do Gays, Portugal,

“For many yoars I wis a sufferer from
sorofuls, untll about three yenrs ago, when I
began the use of Ayer's Harsaparilla, since
which the diseaso has entirely disappeared.
A littlo ohild of mine, who was troubled with
the same complaint, has also been oured by
this medioine.”— H, Brandt, Avogas, Nebr.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

PREFARED BY

DR, J. 0, AYER & 00,, Lowell, Mass,
fold by Drugglets, 1,812 85, Worth $56a bottles




