
One would think we had had enough with his mother. He bound hi. mother in him in tether-i. case he came into the Lord Menvale .tood apart, turning the
.urpriae. for one evening, but .till another one way, nevertheless, for he .toted in hi. property. Yon .ee that letter lying by leave, of a journal whtch lay on a table
awaited u.. will that Olive (.he call, her •' Pusay ") her plate? It', in her mother-in law’, near the door. He wa« very pale, Inotic-

We had all laughed when Mr. Fro«t had .hould not marry under age without her hand writing. Ju.t note her face when ed ; and I thought I could gueea the eauae.
mother', consent, in which ca«e she won't .he see. it.” *=, too, had been deceived by Mr.. Vivian
marry under age; her mother has too much Thi. voluble lady had scarcely finished about thi. daughter, and hi. whole faith

speaking these last words when the door in his future bride was shaken, 
opened and Mrs. Vivian entered, followed 
by Lord Merivalo.

Mrs. Vivian was looking lovelier and voice the pent up anger of years. Before 
younger than I had ever seen her. She she utteted a word, I knew, I felt, that 
was wearing a pearl gray morning wrap- she would say before us all what she had 
per, which trailed in silken folds behind intended for her daughter-in-law’s earalone. 
her, making a gentle “ frou frou ” as she And so she did.
w'alked. All down the front of this robe “ So, Adelaide, you are unchanged, I 
little black crape butterflies (incongruous perceive,” she cried with withering scorn, 
idea !) were fixed, in token of mourning, “ You still cling to your vanity, and hold 
while upon the golden ringlets which on to a vanished youth at the cost of all a 
adorned her shapely little head the most woman should hold dear. Do not think 
coquettish of tidy widow’s caps sat jauntily, your words to your child—yes, your child 

I could not help observing during break whose first appealing cries stirred no 
fast how very attentive Lord Merivalo was mother’s response from you—do not think 
to the pretty widow. I ol>served, too, an those words deceive me any more than the 
angry frown which gathered for a moment false bloom on your cheeks—the false light 
on the lady’s white brow at sight of the in your eyes.”
letter which lay on her plate. She took it Here Lord Merivale stepped forward, 
up unopened, and put it into the pocket of saying deprecatingly :

“ My dear madam, I beg of you----- ”
When I was tying my bonnet strings in He was not allowed to go on. The irate 

my own chain bcr^lialf an hour later, I heard old dame meant to have her say, and went 
something about that epistle. Mrs. Vivian on, with a dignified wave of her hand to- 
had come to my door with her last night’s ward Lord Merivale and Mme. Laroche, 
gentle appeakfor admittance, and had seat- who was also about to interrupt, 
ed herself near my toilet table quite com- “ So, Adelaide, you will refuse your child 
fortably, this time unasked. nothing now, you say—well then, we will

“ I’ve had such a letter from that horrid go, Olive—your mother consents to your 
old woman, my mother-in-law,” Mis. marriage with Lord Merivale.”
Vivian complained. “ It will quite spoil Mrs. Vivian uttered a scream and fell 
my morning’s pleasure—she says she is back—into the arms of little Dr. Hauser, 
coming to Paris to see me about Pussy— who had just come in to look for Mr. Frost, 
she is going to bring Pussy—she may be in To say that that respectable old gentleman 
Paris now for anything I know, for her was staggered is literally true, for, in ad- 
letter is dated three days ago, and must dition to the mental shock of such an event 
have missed the post somehow. She is as a lady falling unexpectedly into his un
sure to make an upset between Lord Meri- brace, the feeble old man felt his physical 
vale and me—that is if she can—but he is strength very unequal to the task of hold- 
fond of me. Besides she says she had a ing up plump Mrs. Vivian, and Lord Meri- 
proposal for Pussy, most suitable in every vale came to his assistance just in time to 
way----- ”
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At the request of a friend we give below
.iiPyeara agP by thoTt! ÂTgua M.^idney! Then Lord Merivale apologised for .tart- horror of becoming a grandmother.”

I when he wa. quite young. Though they lin8 u8' with remarkable good humor, cou-1 Ho* old l= htt‘e °1,ve ' 1 m(|Ulrcd' 
The C,»..,-.round are extremely faulty iu rhyme, rhythm and «Bering what he had juet heard, anti, ad-1 Mrs. Ward laughed

| metre, and writteu,fore he had acquire, ? £ .he ‘1^ ^

di.e».et. Thi. infer- «art an. pole la mar e i ai y ' tin, and wanted hie old friends to join him probably become a baby again in time." 
KSarSS,e^ar$. 1‘te|r.p07S' hey "*to V Tin 1 i in an evening', entertainment-all of n,, if, I very much wanted to ask some more

Itself and not yet forgotten by we wouid so far honor him. "I have a questions, but Mrs. Ward began to show
m«i*,m“1USeed «T,*ïZ for" word aPthTy IppeaAdin the * Acadian decent »uit now," he added, with a comi-1 signs of sleepineses, so I got out my proofs
»*•. ^obnt2n p , • loi. ^ cal smile. Then he noticed me for the after all and went on correcting them till
street,Boston, Muu. j tC0r( ' 111 v-u • firat time. I had been partly sheltered Lord Merivale appeared with Mrs. Vivian
••Be.» Liver Pill Known.” | ' THK BURIAL SKETCH. from view by a large artificial palm which and Miss Jones. Then Alphonse, our

“There is a tear for all that die, stood upOiivthe grand piano. j «mall page boy, brought in a little supper
“A mourner o’er the humblest grave.” ‘*There-i*a lady hero I have not the tray. Mme. Sarah Bernhardt had sur- 

YRON* plesanre ef knowing,” said Lord Merivale ! passed herself, it seemed, as Theodore that 
to Madam Laroche, who had just entered night, and both his lordship and Mrs. Viv- 

“I had thought we were all ian were in the highest spirits. As for 
old friends ; kindly introduce me, madam.” Miss Jones, she sipped her coffee and said 

In a moment his lordship was bowing be- very little, but her eyes had an unpleasant 
fore me, and I had the intense mortification glitter in them, as if her presence had not 
of hearing myself described in madam's been so potent a preventive of the enjoy- 
voluble but not over correct English as ment of the other two as she had expected, 
“Mees Delaney, an English writer, ver’ 
celebrate, who is here only one week. ”

“ Please do not believe anything of the 
kind, Lord Merivale,” I exclaimed, feeling 
my checks grow hot from annoyance. “ I play- 
am an English scribbler, if you lik , but 
not at all celebrated.”

broken in on the silence, and that helped

it was the elder Mrs. Vivian who spoke, 
and there seemed to be in her face and
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Make New Rich Blood! I saw his corse upon the bier,
Ju death’s embraces lying,

And not an eye withheld a tear—
For all around were crying.

His parents wept in agony—
Grief’s blackest cloud was o’er them : 

Alas ! they wept to think that he 
Deserted earth before them.

His sister wept aloud and long,
As if her heart was breaking,

When tjie sad, sable, mourning throng 
Their farewell look was taking.

His brother w4fc>t, and heav’d a sigh, 
That indicated sorrow—

He w’ecps to-day—nor will his eye 
Be free from tears to-morrow.

the salon.

her peignoir.
■ not to say hoped.

Mrs. Ward and I went to our respective 
rooms soon afterward, leaving the others 
to their supper and their discussion of thpiTTTST ^BCBIYED:

UNEQUALLED FOR STRENGTH 
AND FLAVOR.TEAS AND COFFEES, In the course of half an hour 1 was not a

little surprised to hear a gentle tap at my 
door. I was even more surprised on open 
ing it to find Mrs. Vivian there, dressed 
in a white robe de chambre.

“May I come in, Miss Delaney?” she 
asked-in her pleading, childlike tones.

“ Why, certainly,” I made answer, “I 
hope nothing is the matter ?”

“ Oh, no,” she said, with a nervous little 
laugh, “only I feel I must have a talk with 
some one, and you are the only person I 
feel I can confide in here. I hope you don't 
mind ?” she added plaintively.

“ You must think it strange,” she went 
on confusedly, “ that I should have come 
to you in this way—when ”

“ When you have only known me a 
week, and when you have scarcely spoken 
to me during that time,” I hastened to put

SPICES, Warranted Pure.
CANNED goods of all kinds.

“ If you had lived here as long as the 
rest of us, Miss Delaney, you would have 
found out that we are all celebrated who 
reside at Madam Laroche's,” replied his 
lordship, with a fine smile.

I now regarded him more fully, and saw 
that he was still a young man. His ex
pression was particularly debonair. His 
eyes were blue, and his light brown hair 
waved on his high, white forhead. For 
the rest, he wore a mustache, and his lips 
seemed specially invented to smile pleas
antly.

I shall figure in this narrative merely as 
an outsider, and shall as far as possible re
cord exactly what I heard and saw of a 
romance in real life during my sojourn at 
Mme. Laroche's boarding house. The 
house was and is still situated in the Rue
-----------, which is near the Luxembourg
Gardens, and a very comfortable place it 
was, as hoarding houses go. Lord Meri
vale had, it appeared, made it a sort of 
headquarters for over ten years. Mr. Frost 
and Dr. Hauser had been there for fifteen 
years, while Mrs. Ward and Miss Jones 
had joined the circle seven years and three 
years ago respectively.

I got my first definite information about 
some of these habitues on this wise. Only 
Miss Jones and Mrs. Vivian seemed in
clined to accept Lord Merivale’s offer of a 
seat in his box at the Porte St. Martin.

He’ll weep for him, when in the field, 
Where long they toil'd together—

One bed they shar’d—one roof did shield, 
Them both from stormy weather.

Then think ye, that he can forget 
His partner, friend and brother?

Such friends are few—he ne’er can get 
While living such another.

The dirge was sung—the prayer was made 
The preacher’s sermon ended,

And to the tomb hi» corse was laid-*- 
But oh ! as it descended 

What wailing in the crowd was heard !
As “ dust to dust ” was spoken,

It seem’d as if that burial word 
The ties of life had broken.

Ere long his grave-sod will be green,
And grass grow rank above him—

A scanty space there is between 
Him and her who did lore him —

There let them rest, and mix their dust— 
(Such love death cannot sever)

For they at last will join the just,
And live in bliss forever.
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prevent an ignominious collapse.

“ À proposal for your little daughter !” I “Let us go, Olive,” cried her grand- 
cried with an incredulous laugh. “ Impos- mother.
oiblç. Why it savors of India. Your little “ First let me kiss my mother,” Olive 
girl is only 9 years old, isn't she ?”

“ She must be more than that,” admitted “ No, I won’t let you,” her mother fair- 
Mrs. Vivian reflectively. “To tell the ly screamed from the shoulder of Mr. 
truth I have quite lost the count. I was Hauser, where her blonde head now re
married when I was so young, and they posed, “ and you, Lord Merivale, never let 
took Pussy away at once ; they thought 
me too much of a child myself to care for a 
baby properly, I suppose. ” Here the pretty 
widow sighed. “ I can’t help wishing,” 
she went on, with a sudden outburst of 
confidence, “ that it might be all settled 
between Lord Merivale and me before I

BUY MY MAKE OF

Boots & Shoes said in a trembling voice.
h in.

Mrs. Vivian flushed under her rouge and 
said :

“ You see, Miss Delaney, we poor little 
ignorant women are half afraid of you 
learned ones, at first ; but when we want 
some one to trust we come to you.”

Now this was certainly an artfully 
turned compliment, and having uttered it, 
my fair visitor regained her equanimity 
and looked at me smilingly out of her large 
blue eyes.

“ And what great secret do you think me 
a worthy depository of?” I inquired, smil
ing myself.

“ Well, first of all I have a favor to ask. 
Will you be so very kind as to go with 
Lord Merivale and me to the Louvre to-

And you win never be annoyed by^customera gruinbUng 
°n w 1 io° reads^this wüf find ftto) his advantage to sec my

LATEST STYLES see your deceitful face again—go all of 
xcept gôod Dr. Hauser,” and then

Though they have borne his corse away, 
Ami to the grave oonsign’d him ;

Yet he has left in life’s pathway,
Two little ones behind him.

They’ve thirty months been motherless, 
And now their all is taken —

Oh ! Providence, their loss redress,
Oh ! leave them not forsaken !
Granville. Oct. 17th, 1825.

you
she burst into hysterical peals of laughter.

“ I think, Lord Merivale, that you have 
behaved very badly indeed to Mrs. Vivian,” 
old Mrs. Ward observed with asperity. 
“ We all thought you were paying your 
addresses to her. ’’

which arc considered superior to any in design and 
workmanship, and made of the best material the 
market produces. If our Traveller should not call 
upon you when you require goods, send for sample 
lots. Prices are Reasonable. All orders by 
mail or otherwise, will receive prompt attention.

/
am called upon to discuss this affair of 
Pussy’s with my mother-in-laW. If the per
son who wants to marry Pussy were only like 
Lord Merivale I would give my consent at 
once, for such a man would make her 
happy.”

“ I fear we are keeping Lord Merivale 
waiting,” I suggested, for I really felt I 
had nothing to say about “ Pussy’s affair.”

Of that morning’s visit to the Louvre I 
shall only record what has a bearing on 
after events.

Wc were in that gallery containing the 
collection La Caze, and were admiring the 
dresses in one of Watteau’s pictures, when 
Lord Merivale observed, “ When I look at 
these exquisite blues and pinks I always 
think it a great pity for women to wear 
black ”

“ And I am doomed to wear it !” sighed 
the widow.

“Not doomed,” rejoined Lord Merivale, 
“ and I venture to predict that an occasion 
may arise that shall demand the putting 
aside of this dismal garb.”

I was a few yards away by this time, 
looking at a Rembrandt portraitrbut I dis
tinctly-heard all they said

“ I suppose I must give up this dress 
some day—for Pussy’s sake,” Mrs. Vivian 
murmured.

As I glanced toward them I observed a 
glad light spread itself over Lord Meri
vale’s features.
“Yes, I was sure of it,” broke in the 

young man excitedly. “ You would do 
anything to add to your child’s happiness.”

“ Anything,” replied the widow fer
vently.

“ Bless you for those words,” said his 
lordship fervently, “ they give me courage 
to ask you to grant me a few moments 
alone with you this evening. I have a re
quest to make to you—and your answer 
will render me either the happiest or the 
most wretched of men.”

y Lord Merivale looked from one to another 
in a bewildered way. Then he asked me 
if I had shared in this delusion. I frankly 
admitted that I had.

“ It is a great pity—a great pity,” his 
lordship rejoined slowly. “ You see I 
wanted to win the mothei^B consent to let 
me marry her daughter. I must have 
bungled sadly, but I never dreamt of any
thing like this. I thought of Mrs. Vivian 
as Olive’s mother ; that was alL”

V At Last.

When on my day of life the night is falling, 
And, in the winds from unsunned spaces 

blown,
I hear far voices out of darkness calling 

My feet to paths unknown.

Thou who hast made my home of life so 
pleasant,

Leave not its tenant when its walls 
decay.

Oh, Love divine, oh, Helper ever present, 
Be Thou my strength and stay !

Be near me when all else is from me drifting, 
Earth, sky, home’s pictures, days of 

shade ami shine,
And kindly faces to mine own uplifting 

The love which answers mine.

JAMES T. HURLEY URLEY
BOOT AND SHOE MANUFACTURER, 

23 and 25 Chipman Hill, St. John, X. B.
Mrs. Ward pleaded headache and I an ob
ligation to correct some proofs. As re
gards the proofs, I soon made a resolve to 
sit up late to complete them in my own 
room, and thus get an opportunity to hear 
anything Mrs. Ward had to tell before^jfce^ Jones to accompany us if you will not, for”

(here Mrs. Vivian looked down shyly at 
her white hands in her lap) “I am too 
young to go about with a gentleman alone
—until—until-----’’ Here followed a pause
and to relieve her evident embarrassment I

morrow morning ? Y ou see he wants me 
to go, and I shall feel bound to ask Missl>. H. BANNISTER.'£ÏB.'

Era retired.
Mr. Frost and Dr. Hauser went to bed 

early, so it was not long after the depar
ture of Lord Merivale and the two ladies 
that Mrs. Ward and I were alone in that 
red velvet salon.

Everything seemed to be red velvet in 
that room that wasn’t gilt or mirrors. 
There was, however, one pre-eminently re
deeming feature in this salon—namely, an 
open English fire—a fact on which much 
stress was laid in madam’s advertisement.

Near this fire Mrs. Ward and I seated 
ourselves when we were left alone, and 
after I had paid some trifling attentions to 
the old lady in the shape of a foot stool and 
cushions, she began to give me the infor
mation my curiosity craved, without any 
overture on my part.

“ Lord Merivale. yon know, my dear,” 
she began (Mrs. Ward called me “ my 
dear” more to annoy Miss Jones than for 
any other reason, I believe), 
vale really was dreadfully short of money 
till he came into the title and estates, 
which nj one here ever thought he would, 
for there were two brothers between him 
and such happiness, as well as a father, 
whose vigorous tenacity of life was only 
equalled by his vigorous dislike of his third 
son, the present Lord Merivale.”

“ What made Lord Merivale take up his 
abode here in the first place?” I interrupted.

“The comfort—at the price,” replied 
Mrs. Ward briefly, with a pitying smile at 
the simplicity of my question.

“And Mrs. Vivian?” I put in interroga-

Optician, Yes, that was alL Lord Merivale had 
been staying at a friend’s country house 
where Olive Vivian and her grandmother 

also guesis, and he had fallen in love
—GRADUATE— said :

“Until you are formally engaged, you 
mean, is it not ?”

Mrs. Vivian covered her face with a tiny 
scrap of lace, presumably a handkerchief, 
and began to sob plaintively.

“ He began to love me when I was in my 
trouble—when my husband died,” she said 
between her sobs, “but he was poor then, 
and my income is small, and there was 
Pussy to think of—but now he is come 
back, and everything is possible, and Miss 
Jones will try and upset it all unless you 
help me.”

“And do you love him?” I inquired 
with interest.

Mrs. Vivian left off crying, mid clasping 
her hands tightly together looked at me 
mournfully, and presently said, with a sor
rowful shake of her blonde head, “ My 
heart is buried in Pere la Chaise ; it is 
Pussy I am thinking off—my sweet little 
girl whom my mother-in-law’s machina
tions have deprived me of. As Lady Mer
ivale I eould do so much for her. What 
mother would not sacrifice herself in such 
a cause ?”

“ Well, Mrs. Vivian,” I remarked medi
tatively, “it is scarcely for me to venture 
to give an opinion on such a delicate sub
ject, but if you do not love Lord Merivale 
do you not think you could find some other 
way of being of use to your little girl with
out sacrificing yourself ?”

“ But I like him very much,” the widow 
hastened to explain, “ and if we were mar
ried I should get to love him.”

The brass clock on my mantelshelf now 
struck a quarter to one, so my visitor rose 
to go, in a little flutter of apologetic words 
and gestures at having deprived me of my 
rest.

As she stood outside my door she whis
pered, “ Then you will go with us to the 
Louvre to-morrow morning ?”

“ Yes, I will go,” I replied. And then 
with another good night she disappeared 
down the gallery, and I returned to my 
seat by the fire to meditate on what I had 
heard.

with the bright young girl and she with 
him. Then the grandmother had told him 
thait, according to her son’s will, the con
sent of Olive’s mother must be obtained.

New York Optical College,
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I-have but Thee, oh Father ! Let Thy spirit 

Be with me then to comfort and uphold ; 
No gate of pearl, no branch of palm, 1 

~ merit,
Nor street of shining gold. “ And she will never give it,” the old lady 

had added, “she is too much afraid of 
having her own age guessed at if she has a 
married daughter.”

“ But she was always kind to me,” Lord 
Merivale had answered. “ I will run over 
to Paris and do my best to please her and 
then make my request.”

The result of this plan the reader has 
Olive Vivian did become Lady Meri-

Suffice-it if—my good and ill unreckoned,
And both forgiven through Thy abound

ing grace—
I find myself by hands familiar beckoned
^ lift t o my fit ting place :

Some humble door among Thy many man-

Some sheltering shade where sin and 
striving cease,

And flows forever through Heaven’s green 
expansions

The river of Thy peace.

A Beautiful Line of

vale.
And her mother?
She married Dr. Hauser within a month !JUST RECEIVED. “ Lord Meri-

There, from the music round about me 
stealing

I fain would learn the new and holy song. 
And fiud, at last, beneath Thy trees of 

healing,
The life for which I long.

—J. O. Whittier, in The A tlantic.

—Belgravia.
J. E. SANCTON.

You Don't Tire of Them.

There are some people of whom one never 
tires, no matter how often one sees them 

how intimate the associations may be. 
There is about them that air of perpetual 
charm and variety that makes them delight
ful companions. There is never any fear 
of finding them in a pet, nor a prey to some 
ill-humor wholly unreasonable and unex
plainable.

They are pleased when you are pleased 
and interested in what you have te say. 
They are so sympathetic that your ills and 
troubles become their own, and your friends
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On the way home Mrs. Vivian whispered 

to me, “ It is coming, dear Miss Delaney— 
to-night.”
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“ To think we all knew him when he was 
out at elbows,” exclaimed old Mrs. Ward.

“ Never exactly out at elbows,” correct
ed pretty Mrt. Vivian in her habitual soft 
tone.

“ Well, at all events, he had not a decent 
evening suit, as we all know,” put in Miss 
Jones (who was secretly believed to be the 
oldest woman in Mme. Laroche’s establish
ment).

“ And he occupied a little cabinet au 
troisième,” continued Mrs. Ward, “ and 
never drank anything but the vin compris 
of the table.”

“ Yet nothing is more sure than that Mr. 
Bernard is now Lord Merivale,” said Mrs. 
Vivian.

“ Then it is to be hoped he will pay 
madam’s account,” cried Miss Jones. “ He 
has never been out of her debt since I can 
remember.”

“ I have settled madam’s account, since 
that interests you,” said a cold, quiet voice 
from behind.

If a shell had burst in our midst we 
could scarcely have been more struck with 
consternation. It. was Lord Merivale him-

tively.
Mrs. Ward smiled grimly.
“ Mrs. Vivian,” she said, “is, I fancy, 

the cause of Lord Merivale’s coming here 
now. All of us noticed his kindness to her 
when Mr. Vivian died—not but what he 
was kind to anyone he saw in trouble.”

* ‘ He may also have the consideration not 
to forget the friends he had in the days of 
hie poverty. He may not have come here 
to see any one specially,” I ventured to re
mark.

“ My dear, you may be a writer, but 
don’t know the world yet,” was the

III.
At Mme. Laroche’s we lunched at 2 

o’clock. It wanted a quarter to that hour become so dear to them that not for the 
when I came down to the saloon after re- j world would they do anything to rob you 
moving my walking dress. I was not ajof them. Sometimes with these bright, 
little surprised to find madam there with ( sweet natures you find the added charm of

originality, aud when you come across such 
treasure it and preserve it as one of 

the pearls of your life, for seldom, indeed, 
are talent, originality and good nature 
found combined in one mortal frame. A 
nature that is so richly endowed is three
fold talented. It has the talent of mag
netism, the talent of keeping good-natured 
and the priceless talent of originality 
which, as Rudyard Kipling says, it is not 
the discovery of anything new, but is 
rather a new way of looking at old things. 
And that makes it all the more delightful.

DOES GUISE
i

CONSMMPïiOM (

(
( two strangers.

I was about to withdraw when madam’s 
shrill voice cried :

“ Pray do not go, Mees Delaney. This 
is Mrs. Vivian’s daughter and madam, her 
grandmamma.” •

I now observed the ladies in a bewilder
ed fashion. The prim old lady in the stiff 
black silk was only what one might have 
expected Mrs. Vivian, Sr., to be ; but 
could this tall, graceful young woman be 
“ Pussy ?” She looked about eighteen, and 
was certainly even better looking than her 
pretty mother.

That pretty mother entered, before I had 
got over my astonishment, and appeared 
to be struck dumb for a moment. But 
speedily recovering herself, she embraced 
her daughter rapturously, exclaiming :

“ And is my naughty, neglectful darling 
come at last to her mother ?”

Then turning to the old lady, she extend
ed both her bands—only one of which the 
grandmotherjtook—and cried in her joyous 
treble; “And you, dear Pussy’s grand
mamma, you are" not come to scold poor, 
silly little me, are you ?”

“ You know what I am come about,” an
swered the old lady severely, “ and I trust 
you will be sensible about it.”

The widow turned again toward her 
daughter and with one of her winning 
smiles said, “And'does my Pussy think 
her little mother could refuse her any
thing, with her child’s pretty eyes looking 
at her ?”

There was no answer to this appeal, for 
Lord Merivale came in just then, followed 
by Miss Jones and almost at once by old 
Mrs. Ward.

In its First Stages. ; 
Palatable as Milk.-

:
OATMEAL:

20 bbls SUPERIOR OATMEAL, Tilson’s 
Standard Brand.

A few bags MIDDLINGS left in Stock.
Grocery and Provision Supplies

constantly offhand.
Stock the best. Prices low.as the lowest.

(Be sure you get the genuine in Salmon 
, color wrapper; sold by all Druggis s, at 
Î 50c. and $1.00.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.
withering rejoinder. “There are kind- 

and kindnesses, and when a young 
is "Very kind to a pretty woman, well, 

it can have but one m eaning.”
“Then you think Lord Merivale has 

come awooing?” I inquired.
“Yes; and so does Miss Jones, or she 

wouldn’t have gone to the theater to-night. 
It must have cost her something, after her

nessesJ;

n.PALFREY’SP. NICHOLSON. We all breakfasted in the long dining 
at Mme. Laroche’s and at no fixedCARRIAGE SHOP room

hour. Alphonse brought a small pot of 
coffee for each of us as we appeared.

When I reached this room the morning

Bridgetown, Oct. 21st, 1890. 29 ly
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remark, being overheard, to accept 
tesy from hi. lordship.”

“ Yon think, then, that she went so as 
to give Mrs. Vivian an opportunity of go
ing ?” I asked.

“ Not a bit of it,” affirmed Mrs. Ward 
stoutly. “Miss Jones went out of pure 
contrariety. She felt sure those two would 
have preferred to be alone, so she went.”

“But," I exclaimed, “Mrs. Vivian surely 
would not have gone alone with Lord Mer
ivale to the theater."

“ There you betray yonr want of know
ledge of the world,” said Mrs. Ward 
fully. “ Mrs. Vivian would go anywhere 
with anyone if she had enough to gain. ”

“ Well, if she’s that sort of a woman it 
is perhaps a mercy she baa no child," I as
serted with some vehemence.

“ But she has a child—a little girl that 
her husband’s mother is bringing up in 
England. She makes a moan about this 
child every now and then, and says how all this time for nothing. From the time 
cruel it was of her husband to express a her husband died, and Mr. Bernard was so 
dying wish that theb child should remain kind te her, she made up her mind to keep

a cour-

REPAIR ROOMS. after the event just described, Miss Jones 
was just commencing breakfast.

“Good morning, Miss Delaney,” said 
Miss Jones as I entered. “ Yon are later 
than usual this morning. I suppose Mrs. 
Vivian kept you up late.”

“Oh, did she tell you?” I answered un. 
concernedly, as I seated myself at the table 
and rang for my coffee.

“She tell me?” laughed Miss Jones, 
“ she never tells me anything ! You ought 
to know that ; besides, she is not down 
yet, and won’t be till Lord Merivale’s step 
is heard on the stairs—then she will come 
down, and the two will breakfast together.”

“ You seem to be a walking catalogue of 
the concerns of these two,” I observed in a 
tone I meant to be withering. I suppose 
it was not, for Miss Jones laughed good 
humoredly, and said :

“ I’ve not watched Mrs. Vivian’s tactics

When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria, 
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria, 
When she became Miss, she dung to Castoria, 
When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

Oorner Queen and Water Sts.r
v „ , . ,, self who had spoken, and not one of "us

THPM all EdhTof Carriages and had seen him enter the "salon—not one of 
Buggies, Sleighs and Pungs, that may be 
desired.

Best of Stock used in all classes of work.
Painting, Repairing and Vanishing executed 

in a first-class manner.

Ÿt

us even knew that he was in Paris. Old 
Mr. Frost, who had been quietly playing 
cards in a distant warm corner with the 
equally aged Dr. Hauser, showed no sign 
whatever of having seen or heard anything, 
and caused an amusing diversion in the 
moment of silence which followed the

E IÏWË]
w

Sue Walked 52 Miles in 14 Hours. 
—Mrs. Alice King, a well known woman 
of New Bedford, who has a great penchant 
for long pedestrian tours, took it into her 
head to walk to Boston lately and despite 
the protestations of her friends started off 
through the terrible mud for the Hub, 
where she arrived fourteen hours later in 
fairly good trim. She lost her way once 
and but for that she said she could have 
covered the ground in twelve hours. The 
distance is fifty-two miles.

FRANK E. WDITO, ARTHUR PALFREY. 
Bridgetown. Oct. 22nd. 1890. 291y

DEALER IN

ADMINISTRATOR’S NOTICE.FRESH AND SALTED BEEF, LAMB, 
PORK, BACON AND VEGETABLES. “ tapage ”yby saying in his usual old gen

tlemanly tô 
four, and a pair, six. ”

Really these two old gentlemen were 
about the deafest mortals it has ever been 
my lot to know. Miss Jopes remarked to 
me irreverently that it was her firm opin
ion that when the hist trump sounded Mr. 
Frost and Dr. Hauser would remain in 
their graves, for they would never hear it.

“ Fifteen two, fifteeni
A LL persons having claims against the 

estate of the late William H. Nixon, 
deceased, of Nictaux Falls, transacted 
since September 1888, are hereby requested 
to render their accounts, duly attested to, 
within three months from date hereof, and 
all persons indebted to said estate r : 
quired to make payment to

SAMUEL NIXON.
Nictaux Falls, Dec. 16th, 1890. 373m

rpHE* subscriber has lately established 
-L business in the premises known as the 
PAYS0N PROPERTY, first door east of the 
Post Office, where he intends to conduct the 
Meat and Provision Business in the best style, 
and so as to meet the requirements of the 
trade in all particulars. By strict attention 
and by dressing the best of stock, he hopes to 
receive a liberal patronage.

team will run to Bound Hill 
and Granville weekly.

Bridgetown, June 10th, 1890e

Come one, come all,
Both great and small

Try Hagyard’s Yellow Oil, 
It stops the pains.
Of wounds or sprains,

That rest ana comfort spoilChildren Cry for Pitcher’s Castoria.10 ly

Jas. J. Ritchie, Q.C.,
v-ÿ; Barrister and Solicitor.<*estÆÊIfsir mmin\ MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL 

ESTATE SECURITY.
F THUS 1
Words

J

^3 7>/V AGENT OF THE CITY OF 
LONDON FIRE INSUR

ANCE COMPANY.

S-AXjTTS POPIJLI S'CTPEzETMLA lex: est. «■Solicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank 
of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia 
Annapolis, N. 8.NO. 48.WEDNESDAY, MARCH 4, 1891. IllyBRIDGETOWN, N. S.,VOL. 18.

BAY OF FUNDY S. S. CO,
(LIMITED).

Commencing: Monday. Oct. 6th,

THE S. S. “CITY OF MONTICELLO.”
R. H. FLEMING, Commander, 

will sail from the Company's dock, Reed’s Pt. 
St. John, every Monday, Wednesday and 
Saturday mornings, at 7.30, local time, for 
DIGBY and ANNAPOLIS, connecting there 
with the W- C. and W. and A. railways, re
turning same days, due at St. John ^about

HOWARD D. TROOP,
Manager, St. John.

J. S. CARDER,
Agent, Annapolis. 9 4m

EXHAUSTED VITALITY.
mHE SCIENCE OF LIFE,

- JL the great medical work 
wr of the age on Manhood, 

Nervous and Physical De
bility, Premature Decline, 
Errors of Youth, and the 
untold miseries consequent
thereon, 300 pages, 8 vo., ™
125 prescriptions for all diseases. Cloth, full 
gilt, only $1.00, by mail, sealed. Illustrative 
sample free to all young and middle-aged 

Send now. The Gold and Jewelled 
Medal awarded to the author by the National 
Medical Association. Address P. 0. Box 1895, 
Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H. PARKER, grad 
uate of Harvard Medical College, 25 years’ 
practice in Boston, who may be consulted con
fidentially. Specialty, Diseases of Man. 
Office, No. 4, Bulfineh St.

Executors Notice
A LL persons having legal demands 

against the estate of the late G ICO. 
REDO ATE, of Margaretville, farmer, de
ceased, are hereby . requested to render 
all accounts, duly attested to, within three 
months from the date hereof ; and all per
sons indebted to said estate are requested 
to make'payment within said time to 

WILLIAM ROY,
Sole Executor. 

Margai ..ville, Feb. 3rd, 1891. 44 13L

Bridgetown, Oct. 27, 1890, 

OPELEKA REMEDIES Co.:I
Sirs,—I sell more Opeleka 

Coügh Mixture than all other 
kinds put together. I a-sure 
you that it gives perfect satis
faction in every case.

Yours, Respectfully,

DANIEL PALFREY.
30 ly

BRIDGETOWN

MarbleÉIorks

THOMAS DEARNESS
Importer of Marble

and manufacturer of

Monuments, Tablets, 
Headstones, &c.

Also Monuments In Red Granite, 
Gray Granite, and Freestone.

Granville St„ Bridaetown, N. S.
purchased the Stock and 
Whitman, parties ordering 

anything in the above line can rely on having 
their orders filled at short notice.

T. D.

N. B.—Having 
Trade from Mr. 0.

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89.

Extension
OB1 TXIMGE
la often asked for by persons becoming un
able to pay when the debt is due. The debt 
ef nature has to be paid sooner or later, but 
we woufd all prefer an

Extension of Time.

Ruttner’s Emulsion
OF COD LIVER OIL

WITH

may give this to all who are suffering from 
Coughs, Colds, Consumption, General Debility, 
and all wasting

Delicate Children who otherwise would pay 
the debt very speedily, may have a long

Diseases.*

EXTENSION OF TIME.
4~ Try Puttner’s Emulsion

BROWN BROS. & Co.,
CHEMIST AND DRUGGISTS, 

Halifax, N. S.__________

New Stoves !
R. ALLEN CROWE

Having purchased the retail business of the 
BRIDGETOWN FOUNDRY COMPANY 
offers the largest stock in that line ever 
offered before in Bridgetown.

RANGES & COOK STOVES,
Parlor and Hall Stoves,

STOVE PIPE.
SHEET ZINC,

LEAD PIPING,
SINKS, OVEN MOUTHS, 

ASH PITS. PUMPS. 
MASLIN KETTLES

lanterns, granite iron ware,
STOVE BOARDS,

COAL HODS,
FIRE SET^S,

TIN WARE,
t

and all articles usually kept in a
FIRST-CLASS TIN SHOP.

O" Jobbing a specialty.
R. ALLEN CROWE.

216m.Bridgetown, Sept. 16th.1890,
/

■Regulates the Stomach, 
LiVerandBowels, unlocks 
the Secretions,Purifies the 
Blood and removes all im
purities from a Pimple to 
theworst Scrofulous Sore.
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-5- CURES •$-
DYSPEPSI A. BILIOUSNESS. 

CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE 
SALT RHEUAA. SCROFULA. 
HEARTBURN. SOURSTOMACH 
DIZZINESS. DROPSY 

RHEU/AATI SAY SKIN DISEASES
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