FARMERS

Kings and Annapolis,

are respeétfully requested to send their

Berries, ~ Fuuit,  Butter,  Bgs,

AND OTHER PRODUCE, TO

JULTON, FOSTER & 00.,

COMMISSION MERCHANTS
Halifax, N. 8.
and Prompt

Who guarantee Best Prices

THE M. K. ELLIOTT

ELECTRIC BATTERY

IN A BOTTLE,

is not a Snuff, Liquid or Salve,
But a perfect Electric Battery,

which forms a

Speedy Cure

—POR—
Catarrh, Headacke, Neuralgia, Asthma, Hay
wesys . Fever, Cold in the Ilead, ete.

A, perfect Electric Battery in a Bottle.
A ocure guaranteed. Send for circulars.

Price, $1.00 per Bottle.
AGENTS WANTED. Apply to
H. FRASER,
Bridgetownys N. 8.
Several marvelous cures already made in
this town. Write for particulars.

New Goods,

R D, BEALS'

——Comprising —

DRY GOODS,
M TTsINERY,
Ready Made Clothing,
HATS & CAPS,
BOOTS and SHOES, .

Crocliery Ware,
SHELF HARDWARE,

~~“Best Groceries.
TIN WARE, ETO,

EXTRA CASH DISCOUNT ON ALL
LINES,

Eggs for Goods or Cash.

Butterand all Other Producein Exchange
Nictaux Falls, ng 9‘11.7’81.

EXHAUSTEDVITALITY.

THE SCIENCE OF LIFE,

the great medical work

of the age ' on ‘Manhood,

Nervous and Physical De-

bility,” Premature Decline,

Errors of Youth, and the

untold wiseries consequent

thereon, pages, 8 vou, 1

125 prwriptions for all diseases... Cloth, full
gilt, only '$1.00, by mail;sealed. THustrative
sample free to all young and middle-aged
men. 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, Speeialty, ‘Diseases of Man.
Office, No. 4, Bulfinch St.

THE KEY TO HEALTH.

13 h i
system, all the impurities and
humors of the secretions; at thoef satlg:

JoH

' of medicines

T

NSON'S

heria, Oroud, Asthma, Bronchitis, Neuralgia, F
mnll!‘?:u::was. Influenza, Hacking Cough, Whooping Cough, Catarrh. Cholera Morbus, Dysen-

tery. Chronic Di- >

arrhoea, Kidney i f )
Troubles, and

Spinal Diseases. L A 4
‘We will send free, -

postpaid, to all 3

who send their 7 {
names, an Illus-

trated Pamphlet

A MERRY

EJI—IRISTMA.S TO AIT. OUR PATRONS.

ETOWN. N. S., WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 19, 1888.

~— AND ~—

RITERNAL USE

ding at the

countaining infor-
mation of very
great value. Ev-
erybody should
have this book,
and those who
send for it will
ever after thank
their lucky stars,
that the money shall

All who buy or order direct from us, and req
be ded if not dantly fled

LTy

OPPOSITE RINK,

it it, shall ive a certifi
Retail price, 25 ots.; 6 bottles, $150.

—— derdraining

| INSPECTION

is Invited of our Terms and Prices for
all Description of Work in

Monuments, Tablots,

HEADSTONES, Eic.
Also, Curbing, Posts, Steps, Etc'.'l‘

Express prepaid to

any part of the United States or Canada. L 8. \JOENBON & 00., P. O, Box 2118, Boston, Mass.

FAMILY REMEDYLI'
EVER KNOYVN.

IMENT

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE CBLEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chaim Pump,

~—=ALSO —

FORCE PUMP,
with Hose attached if required.

We are prepared to Manufacture
WOODE ATER PIPES for un-
or conveying water
Can be delivered

nder ground.
the line of Rail-

¢t any station on
Send for Price List.

Drysdale & Ho»yt Bros.,

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

NO. 37.

SOUTH wmm
Machine WORKS !

J. . LLOYD, |
| ——Maoufactarer .ol--—

SHINGLE MACHINES, -~ =o' ' - '3
BOX BOARD MACHINES, .
CYLINDER STAVEBAWS, °

STAVE PLANBRS, 42 4+t

STAVE JoTN'TiRs, "'

HEADING ROUNDERS of nrlon‘lvylo.
BUZZ PLANERS, ETC, T1¥

1888.
In the Supreme Court,
Between BERIAH B. DANIELS, Pift,
—AND— /
NORMAN G.CHARLTON, Didt.

«A,” No. 237

TO BE SBOLD AT

Public Auction,

by the Sheriff of the County of Annapolis,
or his deputy, at the Court House,
Bridgetown, on

Wednesday, January 16th,

A. D. 1888, at 11 o’clock in the forenoon.

URSUANT to an order of foreolesure and
sale granted herein on the 4th day of
December, A. D., 1888, unless before the day
appointed for such sale the amount due to
the Plaintiff herein upon the mortgage sought
to be foreclosed together with the costs of
suit be paid to the Plaintiff or his soligitor or
into ocourt. -All the. estate,wight, title, in-
terest, olaim and equity of redemption of the
above named Defendant, of, in, to or out of
the following described lot, piece or parcel of

LAND and PREMISES,

situated in the township and County of Anm-
napolis and bounded e follows :—

Beginning at the south-east corner bound-
ary between the lands hereby agreed to be
conveyed and the lands of Hannah Charlton
at the main road as at present situate;
thenoe running westerly along the north side
of said road until it comes to a certain road
or wiy owned and occupied by Silas Marge-
son; thonce running northerly along the said
road or way us at present situate and de-
fined by the fence, across the brook five foet
to & post, which forms & part of the dividing
fence along the said way ; thence turning and
running east at right angles with the said
private road ten feet, taking in a water priv-
ilege, to a post as at present situate, being a
part of the fence of the herein conveyed land ;
thence turning and running northerly the
several courses of the curve in the said fence,
as at present situate and defiaed, until it
strikes the said line fence ; thence northerly
along said line fence to the corner boundary
between the lands hereby agreed to be con-
veyed and the lands of the said Hannsh
Charlton ; thence easterly along the line be-
tween the said lands until it comes to the
lands of said Ilannah Charlton; thence
southerly along the lands of the said Hannah
Charltoun to the place of beginning, contain-
ing three quarters of an acre more or less.

TFRMS.—Ten per cent. deposit at the time
of sale, remainder on delivery of the deed.

J. AVARD MORSE,
High Sheriff.
0.T. DANIELS,
Solicitors for Plaintiff.

Annapolis, Deec. 10th, 1888,

‘ THIS YEAR'S

MYRTLE

CUT and PLUG

SMOKING TOBACCO

FINER THAN EVER.
See

& B

i IN BRONZE
? on
|EACH PLUCand PACKAGE

5itdl

il ILARD FROM,

Axrticozisu Co.,
October 11th, 1888.
MESSRS. C. GATES, SONS & CO.,—

Dear Sirs,—I feel it my duty ‘to make
known to the world the wonderful things that
your medicine has done for me. For fifteen
years I was a great sufferer from indigestion
and dyspepsis, and, though during that time
L employed a *)hysi«inn and tried many kinds

found nothing that gave me
moge than temporary relief. I became reduced
fo.alinost & skeleton and thou, ht that death
®ust soonintervene and put an end to my
suffering—a deathly weakness would cften
seize me. By the advice of a friend I was
induced to try your

LIFE OF MAN BITTERS

~—AND—

ANTIGO!

AFPTOYNy

Pictorial Vrl-'-r'ft;evtry.

Loetry.

« Exactly,’ muttered Jim Denike, as he
again walked on. *‘ Maybe that'sa Christ«
mas present for him. I s’pose I am about

Christmas,

BY C, L. H.

Shake off the pressure of business,
Close up the office wnd store,

Lay aside work for a season,
Christmas is now at our door,
Happy young lips are proclaiming
Bright expectations in view ;

Claiin recognition from you.

b 1
Casf to the winds every selfish
Mis@rly feeling of gain;
Lot the heart’s noblest promptings
Justfor one day hold therein;
Make it the merriest Christmas,
Happiest, brightest of days;
Fill your own heart with the sunshine,
Till all shall feel warm in its rays.

M}ny a blossom is throbbing,

Weéary and sick at the core,

Held by successive misfortunes
Clo#sly te poverty’s door.

Open your eyes to the needy,

Open your purse to their aid,

Give them one day of glad sunshine—
Lift them up out of the shade.

Shame on the hoarder of riches,
@iving to Christmas no share,
Shutting his stony heart coldly,
Deaf to hnmanity’s prayer.
Happier the humblest boot-black,
Filled with the jolliest glee,
Sharing his two-penny purchase
With those who are poorer than he.

Well may he ;ity the miser,
Coldly encased in his pelf,

Slave to his ill-gotten tréasures,
Thinking of none but himself.

Never a warm ‘ May God bless you !’
Drops this glad day on his head,
Voices that shout * Merry Christmas!’
Fall on his ears as of lead.

H the dest hearts have long oherished

the worst boy in the village, but I'm goin’
to be liberal with what I've got.'

He was pretty nearly at his own gate
when a cerious but very pleasant voice
called him by name, and he said to him-
self:

¢« He's our minister, I won’t be saucy
to bim, He’s a real good fellow,’

Then he answered, cheerily :

+ How d'ye do, Mr. Knox ?’

* Pretty well, James. I bope you will
have a Merry Christmas.’

¢ Hope 0. If it comes.’

¢ If it comes. Won't it? Have you for-
gotten what it:meant?’

¢ No, I haven't forgotten, But jthen it
docsn’t come to some folks. I met little
Batty Perouse this morning, and he said
his mother said that their Christmas bad
conie to them migeady. All they were go-
jug to bave.

¢ Why, what did she mean ?’

¢ Batty eaid that che said it was in the
cradle, where it should bLe, and there
wouldn’t be any other kind for them.’

¢ | understand. Good morning, James.
Biggest sermon 1've had in a long time. I
must think about that,’

¢ Well, remarked Jim to himeelf, ¢ if he
understood it, it beats me, Batty seemed
to have some kind of a notion, though.
Guess 1'd better try him again, 1t's about
the baby, somehow .’

This he said he would ask his mother,
and his chance for it came at the dinoer
table. = It surprised him a little, she had
so much to say, but before sbe got through
with bim his fatber had a cougbing spell.
He was not suffering fiom a cold either.
At the end of it be said, in a busky
voice :—

¢ James, yougo over on the hill after
dinoer and cut a sled-load ot ever-greens,

« Why, father, we've enough, now, to

Select Z&i&amrc.

set up & Sunday- school celebration—’

t Doas T tell you, Bring a good load
right to the bouse, I am going 1o see
about some things.’

Story of Christmas.

BY WILLIAM O, STODDARD.

winter as that, Not in Perryville.
back in November it began to get ready
the storms.

McMunn's jewelry store.
figure 8's and great X's,
that the first thing a fellow did when
went to that pond was to sit down.

another, elegantly, instead of rushing

at a time, just as it should be, so that

before in a whole year.

to come. People saidso. Notasoul in

Perouse,

no reply made.

come o you, for you're a dog.
come to mother and the baby snd me,
we’ve ouly half enough to est now,

I met him in the village this morning.’

mother’s bad,

deal, Through some *very

had not seen any Christmas in the face
of eyes. in Perryville.
in it was & good thing to have around

the butternuts began to fall, There

too much.

dently in a deep study.

No, it bad never:before been quite such a
Away

It frose the mill pood,. snd
then there wag the finest kind of skating.
The wind blew off all the snow that fell
and left the face of the pond llke the gueat
pane ot plate glass in the show window of
1t stayed #0 vo-
til it was all skated Into spider-webs, with
Jim Dentke said

The snow storms came along ove after
and the sleighing was laid on. & few iuches

the roads were in first~rate visiting order.
Boggs, the barness mad, said that he sold
more bells during that December than ever
You could not
wake, anywhere, without bearing & jingle.
With such a winter, Chrismas was sure

the valley had a doubt of it except Batty
He did not eay a great deal
about It except to Puus, and as Puns bada
boue in bis mouth at the time, there wae

+ You see, Puns,’ taid Batty, ‘it can’t
1t can't

can't come to Grandfatber Sharin. You and

The great, hungry blue eyes of Batty
Perouse lacked the expression of quiet, un-
ylelding pride which some people said hie
They were a cbild’s eyes,
but they were inithe habit of sceing agreat
remarkable
things were all the while getting into bis
mind, and it was just so with his ears. He

Grandfatber Stario, nor had any other pair
Jim Denike bad
said that a face with that amount of frost

July, but it was too much aoy time after
was
not one grown up persou in-Perryville, who
bad not made the remark that Jim talked

A little while after his conversation with
Jium, Batty sat by the cradie and was evi-
There was a fire

Then he got up and put on his hat and
overcoat, and went off into the viliage,

Batty Perouse watched the baby faith-
fully until it woke up and crowed, and he
gave it the bottle of milk before it had
time to cry.

« You needn’t let it choke you,’ he said.
¢« Mother said it would choke her if she
draok any ot it. What I drank for break-
fast didn’t choke me. Guess she waso't
very buogry.’

Children who grow old too soon only
grew old in spots, and all the rest of them
stays young. Batty was old about some
thing and uot about sowe others, Wheo
bis mother came home in the middle of
the afternoon and said he might go out
for a play-spell, he and Puns went right
along, just as if they had a sled or some-
thing to play with, He therefore did uot
bear his mother tcll the baby so cheers
fully :—

1 ain glad there is one good man left in
Parryville. What a blunder I made about
Dr. Swmiles and bis wife.

Matters in the village had been going
right along, but Batty knew no more about
these than about his motber’s conversation
with the baby. He had not beard Mr,
Knox repeating here and there, his sayiog
about Christmas and the cradle, He did
not koow that when Grandfatber Starin
met Dr. Smiles he had been assured by the
doctor that no charge had been made by
him agsinst Mrs, Perouse.

+ Nobody must think so meanly of me
as tbat, said the doctor, warmly, ‘A
man who oppressed a8 woman in ber cir-
cumstances would bave to skip Christ-
mas.’

Grandiather Starin seemed to himself to
be hearing all the while, The frosty for-
rows in his face began to twist into an ex
preesion of defiauce. When a mao is in
the babit of baving his own way be will
have it, even if it costs him a little,

«I'll see ' be said, quite loudly.

After that he asked the minister Low
wany children be bad, aud he put the
same question concerning some of his
poorer neighbors. Tuen he warched reso-
lutely to the toy store and into several
other places where * bolidey goods’ were
sold.

« We’ll see atout it,’ be growled, through
his long, white beard, * I’ll have a Christ
mas in spite of 'em,ull if money will buy
one,

Some of the purchases be made were or
dered to be sent at once to this place and
that place, but there were several lots that

for

be

it,

all

for
1t

of

in

man is never more belpless than when his
hands are full.

¢ Guess you didn’'t raise ’em, Jadge.
Wish you a Merry Cbristmas,’

‘Raise 'em? ‘No, Merry Christmas,’
said the lawver, crustily. ‘I don’t raise
poultry.’

« Guess not, said Jim. ¢ Little
Perouse asked me what a fee was. He
+aid bis mother said you raised ’em. Real
fat ones, Were they fatter’'n them tur-
keys 7",

He received po answer whatever, but if

either of the turkeys bad been a brick he
might have had one, aud the lawyer’s face
was ¢ tarkey red ' as he walked on. Before
the sled was in Mr. Denike’s front yard,
Grandfather Starin had sbut his own gate
bebind him, He weot around to the side
door and that carried him past the sitting
room window, and somehow or otber he
stopped and looked in. It was a pleasant,
cosy sort of room, with a bright wood fire,
blazing in an old fashioned, open faced
¢« Frapklin stove,” Right in froot of the
fire sat an old lady and ber face had a with.
ered, worn-out look, but there was & faint
glow upou it that may bave come from the
hickory. She waa knitting and ber lips
moved as if she were singing something,
and her foot rested on the rocker of a
great wooden cradle.
« Sakes alive | She's crazy |' exclaimed
Grandfather Starin, and yet he walked
very slowly indeed to the side door and on
into the bouse. She heard his heavy feet
on the snow on the door steps, but be did
not hear her say :

¢ He's coming, Ob dear! If Hester’s
baby were here | [t's all I cav do/

«Maria,’ #aid he, as he walked in, * how
did you ever get that thing down out of
tbe storercom ? What did you do it for?

+ I couldp’t help doing it, somebow.
'Pears to me almost as if it wasn’t empty,
To-morrow's—’

There she stopped, but tbe knitting and
rocking went steadily on, Graodfatber
Stariu looked into the cradle for a moment
aod thea he turped silently away. It bad
been choked up with smail blankets and
such mat ers trom the storeroom, and the
fat little pillow was deuted, deeply dented
in the middle, as if a small bead bad been
lying there. Grandmother Starin had
done all that, saying to herself :

¢ Tbat's just the way it used to look
after I took her up. He can’t belp remem-
bering. Ob, bow I do wish Curistmas
would come again to this bouse !

The old man attended to his dutics es
usual, indoers and out, and theu he came
back to sit down and wait for supper. His
wife had gone into the kitchen to stir up
the ¢ help’ and take & look at the milk-
paus. While shu was tbere no less than
five different errand boys came to the
kitchen door with wrapped up parcels for
Squire Ster n, but sbe did not open ooe of
them. She did but turn them over and
draw her Lreath a little hard and say to
herself :

* There can’t be no Christmas in 'em, or
they wouldn’t ha’ cowe to this house. It's
mighty curious, though, and he doesn't
seem 1o want to eay anything.’

There be sat by the fire, grim and silent.
His boots came off, one by one, at long
intervals, and his slippers came on. His
wife bad put them there for bim and she
must have put something into them, for
his right foot crept out and out, until the
toe of that slipper rested upon the rocker
of the cradie.

¢ Now, I kind o’ wonder,’ he said to

himself. ‘A man's memory isn’t in his
feet. There's something the matter with
my memory,’ and the cradle began to
rock, slowly and gently asif it were tryiog
to stir bim up sod put him in mind of
something. Theu it stopped, and he arose
and looked over at a book, which lay upon
s round topped work-table where his wife
bad left her knittiog.
¢ What has she been readin’ of 7’
The spectacies she had dropped upon the
open page seemed to mark a place for his
eyes to begin at ; but once more the harsh,
boarse croak, without any words, arose in
the throat of Graudlather Starin

If the words the spectacles pointed at
could have found their way up—but they
could not—they would have been :

¢« Glory to God io the highest. Oa earth
prace, good will 10 men.’

At that very moment Jim Denike was
saying to bis mother:

¢« Do you suppose 1'm really the sassiest
boy in Perryville '

¢ 1 bope not, my son ; but 1 must say
you talk a great deal.’

¢ Things must say themselves, wother,
Little Batty Perouse, he's just like me.

Batty

Sl KSR ol PPPT I WPOT P ISP DD U

and after that there was some-more crubebs
ing, but it was very faiot. ‘He lay so-stiM
be hardly breathed, ‘for Jim Denikebad
told him that Santa Claus came in's sledgé
with bells, and you could hear him: if you
watched for him.  Pune was shut up away
baci in the kitchen, spd’'he was not..an
easy- barking dog anybhow. He:hadutorbe
set a golog. 1t grew eo still . that . Batty
said to himeelf, » it wdit
¢« If anykind of Christmes sheuld comg,
I could hear it:befors it got here,’
Batty 's mind was evidently in, a fever
on that subject,but his eyelids came. t
gether again after a while, Old ‘ﬁoo{)?g
arc apt not to sleep well, and Grandfather
Sterin bad more tronble than usual that
night, -He knew at what fime the moon
went down, by the cbange In the Kind "of
light that poured in. at his window but
it was a glorious night, even after ' only
the stars were left on duty. '
The winter was doing its' 'very  best ‘for
that Christmas, and’ Jim Deniké believed
that he bad done something; for he said
so. He c¢ame home from sompwhere. or
other very late. All the rest were in bed
and the parlor that contained the Christ-
mas tree was locked.. He went to his.own
room, next to that of his father and mother,
and all the while he was undressing they
could hear him chuckling outrageously.
¢+ ['m afraid he's been saucy fo.some ove,’
said his mother to berself, ‘I must ask
him about it in the morning.’
Another chuckle from' his room sounded
as if Jim was stuffiog & pillow ioto his
mouth and then all was still. il
It was 8o very still around tbe Starin
homestead that Grandfsther S arin said
it kept him awake, aod that it con-
fused his memory more than & good deal
of noise would have done.
Before five o'clock in the mofning—
Christmas moroiog—he gave the matter
up and sarose and dressed himself’ withont
saying a word to hia wife. He was always
an early riser, aud he was one of those
men who never tell why tbhey do anything.
He went down stairs to. fhe siiting - room
and raked the embers out of the ashes
and heaped up wood for a quick, hot “fire.
There was tbe cradle, and e looked into
it for a full mioute, but there was nobody
there. There had not been for nearly
thirty years, and o far as he knew there
never would be again. He shook his head
and looked as if he were shaking itat that
cradle in rome sort of defiance. His face
grew set and determined and he said :
« We will bave a Christmas, anyhow, if
money can buy one.’ '
Then be walked out into the Kitchen,
but he stopped there only long enough to
light another fire and to glance at the
wrapped up packages. He passed from
that into the open air; and wmebody could
bave helped looking away sl around the
the sky to see how uncommounly crowded it
was with stars, and bow with all their
might and main they were shiniog.
He went to the barn to take a look at his
well-fed stock. He patted bis great oxen,
three yokes of them, and threw'some corn
into their mangers. One stall was vacant
and his tect carried bim into 1t, without
any corn in his hands. He must have for-
gotten that there were no oxen there, - for
he said it was a queer thing to do, and
thus he added : :
« My memnory is failingme ? What have
I to do with that manger? It’s as empty
as Hester’s cradle.
There were no wasps astir in the barnin
winter, but' tomething must have stung
Grandfather Starin, for ~he: buiried out
right away. He muttered:
« Nobody did say it. Nobody.did say it,
but I heard : ¢ They wrapped Bim inswad-
dling clotbeés aud laid Him in & mapger' —
they made a cradle of it.’ ik
Clear and bright and splendid . was  the
winter sky above bim  and the white: up~
lands glittered with n‘ulf dreamy glory
and the morniog star shone, Iamp»like and
wonderful just above the horigon. It was
to the castward and, a8 be looked, it stood
exactly above a whiterroofed cottage away
down the road.
« No gir, exclaimed Grandfather Starin,
« No sir. Nobody did say it. What isthe
matter with my memory? Is i¢ asything
I read last evening. Nobody sawd it, but
I bheard it. ¢ And the star came and rested
where the young child lay’; but then,
that yonder star is only the morviag ster,’
That last word was followed by andther
his boarse c10:ks of something that refused
to be spuken clearly.  All tbe frost of the
winter morning seemed to be gatheripg in
his face. There was pooe in his feet, for
be walked ou aud oo, as it he were follow-
ing that particular star. He went qut at

were to go te his own house.

« I'll take 'em around myselt he said,
¢in-the morning. I'm goiug to have a
Christmas, I am I'

All that should have done bim some
good, and he said 8o, bot his face seemed
to grow barder and all the wrinkles to
freeze deeper until he set out for his own
bouse. He could not get there without

the 8kin, Dropsy,
Vision, Jsundice, Salt Rheum,
Erysipelas, Scrofula, Fluttering 6f
the Heart, Nervousness, and Gen-
ility ; all these :and

Gomplaints yield. j@the
Bt TRUOCK
BITTERS.

T. MILBURN & C0.; Proprietors, Toronto.

in the cook-stove near him, and that aod
Pune and the baby, were his only.company,
for his mother was over 10 the village doing
some plain sewing for the doctor’s wife,
and she knew that the doctor’s bill against
her would be a very long one. There was
& small parlor in front of the kitchen, and
a bedroom adjoining that, but when the
cottage planned itself, 1t had decided not

He says the queerest things.’

* Wbat doves he say ?’

+You can’t most always eay '‘em over
again. They're queer. Sound kindo'like
a picture of romething you never saw.’
+ Some swmall children are very odd,
James, They get over it as they grow
older.’ i
¢« It's curious, mother, Scems to me I

the frout gate and down the ro8d, and his
lips puffed out small, frosty clouds, to tell
bow hard he was breathivg,

The morning star grew brighter and
brighter and brighter at first, and then he
almost could not see it. When he stood
still yront of M8, Perouse's gate it was a
tull minute before he counld see anything.

' ’
Invigorating Syrup.
It built me right up, and after taking five
bettles I {elt suficient for my work and have
remaigfed so ever since, a period of six years.
T thank God that your medigine has been the
means of restoring my heaith. It has done
more for me than all the rest put together.
No ‘tongue ean tell its real worth. I would
recommend it to all the sick and aflicted.

This is the steamer that’s built aright,
That has been going day and night
Bringing goods from every clime,
Bought for cash in the nick of time,
To please the buyers at Sancton’s.’

SPLENDID !

—One of the—

Finest Stock of CLOTHS,

Fcr Men’s Suitings, to be found in the
Western Counties, is now shown by
JOHN. H. FISHER,
Merchant Tailor,
Bridgetown, N. 8.
Haying secured the services of MR. JOHN
GOLDIN, a strictly first-class workman in
every respect, and with an able staff of as-
sistants, I am prepared to turn out custom
tailoring second to none. Call and inspect.

NOTIEE!
9 LL persons having claims against the
estates of WM. A.{RICE, late of
Bridgetown, farmer, deceased, and NANCY
N. GREENWOOD, late of Bridgetown, trader,
deceased, are requested to render the same,
duly attested to, within six months from
the date hereof, &nd all persons indebted to
said estates will make immediate payment to
% ALFRED RICE,
Admr. Rice, Extr. Greenwood
Bridgetown, Nov. 10th, '88. 5it38

ity W

ZYiaoTICHE!
Pidtures and FPraming in variety,
Christmas Cards,
And Fancy Goods.

1 aw also selling the Celebrated Raymend
Sewing Machine
JOHN Z, BENT,

Yours very truly,
JOHN

DO YOU WANT
Bargains

IN CLOTHING ¢

IF 80,

Try the Subscriber.

J. TAYLOR.

JUST RECEIVED, A FINE STOCK
ENGLISH AND SCOTCH

Suitings and
Trouserings,

WHICH I WILL SELL FOR CASH AT
PRICES THAT WILL ASTONISH YOU.

OF

H.J. BANKS,

MERCHANT TAILOR,

Murdoch’s Block, Up Stairs.

USE

This 1

freight

That met the steamer at the dockyard

gate,

And carried the goods with lightning

speed
Till they thought
track, indeed,

it would jump the

To please the buyers at Sancton’s.

This is the horse,as firm as a rock,
That hauled the goods from the sea-

port dock.

for people who bardly bad any .’
before the right time,

pivces of bread.

wuch for him,
mon temptations,

noon,’ he said gravely.
home pretty soon after that.
bring any Christmas with her,
ike, he said it wouldn’t be bere till
morrow,anyhow.
going to bhappen to-morrow.
knows a8 much as that,’

sulted the almansc.

ster ot fourteen, with a

about to open.
aund icily up the street,

of voice :
+8quire 7’
¢ Well? What is it? Speak out !

Christmas if it got here ?'
+What of it? What do you mean ?’
« Well, you didn’t look as if you did.

never had one.
+ You impudent young: rascal ?'

to have any more rooms to use vp furniture

Batty was eatiog his dinner & full bour
There was 8 'won-
derful slice of cold meat between the two
It was not every day that
such a dinner was left where be could get
at it, and the elight and smell bad been too
He was ouly six years old
and had not learned to withstand uncom-

¢ I don’t believe the baby will cry until
¢ Mother, she’ll be
She won't
Jim Den+

Hedoesn't know what’s
Nobody

Jim may haye taken the general public
opinion for a guide, or be may bave con-
At all events he was
at that moment standiog in front of the
¢hoe shop with a pair of skates in his band.
He waaa fas, 108y -faced, black-eyed young-
large moauth,
Whenever his eyes begau to sparkle and
dance it was a sign that his wouth ‘was
They were danciug Dow,
as Grandfatber Starin canre marching stiffly
Said Jim, with
what for him was an uncommon solemuity

¢ Did you know that to-moriow would be

told Batty Peroyse, this moruing, thet you'd|

passing the cottage of Mrs, Perouse, and
just before he reached that, he all but
stumbled over asmall dog.

¢ The~the-cur!' he exclaimed, as he re-
covered his balance, aug Puns sprang
away with a little black and tan yelp. He
was entirely safe in & moment behind
Batty Peronse and looked outfrom his re-
fuge with & bark all ready to let go. He
would bave preferred the other sfde of the
fence, but:bad & deal of confidence in
Batty, Thatwas more than Batty bad in
bimself, for he backed off towards the edge
of the sidewalk and his eyes grew wider
as he looked up gt Grandfather Starin.

The old man paused snd looked down,
and & great hoarse croak came struggling
up to his bard mouth.. It tried twice and
tbe second time it sotinded like :

¢ Wish you Merry Ciiristmas I

Batty instafitly respondeéd :

¢ No, sir. It can’t come. We've got
ours. All that belongs to us, Father's
got the rest where be is. Mother said so.’

There came spother bharsh croak that
Batty could not understand, and thus the
old man walked on, Puns came ' around
o frout of Batty and began to look brave.

+ Jim Denike says there fsu't any Christ-
mas for him, Pung, Jim koows. 'He's
been to one. He said so, and he saw Saady
Claws.’.

At that very moment Jim was on his
way home from Sheaver’s woods with a sled
load of evergreens, At the top of the
hill Le bad paused until Deacon Travers
and his team shonld climb, past him, so
that he could ¢ coast it ' down tbe road to
1|the level, for there was not another team
coming. 5

* Wish you Merry Christmas,’ said Jim
and hig eyes had a twinkle in them.

to-

sever had just such a feeling about Chrixt-
mas, and I'm awful giad about those
greens.’

Grandfather Stario and sowe other peo-
ple may also have bad that sort of feeling,
but he did not say another word to his wife
about holidays or the cradle. He sat still
in his arm chair, after supper, until, at
last, he seemed to speak without intending
to:

¢ Maria, I'm getting old.’

« We are both getting old, Joha.’

¢« I believe my ‘memory is failiog me.
Here I've been a sitting and a trying to

*| briog up and to think over all about Dr.

Perouse and what he said and what he did.
1 can’t make it, somehow. He didn’t do
right by me, Maria, He was a dreadfully
bitter and obstinate man. I can't some-
how remember just how it was.'

The old man paused aod his wife’s fin~
gers dropped a stitch of her kaitting as she
responded in a low hesitating voice:

¢ He was set in his way.’

¢80 was Hester, She isn’t one bit like
you and me, She sided with her husband
from first to last. KEither he was wrong or
1 was wrong, and she’d ought to have seen
her duty.’

¢He was her husband.'

He sat still again, stroking his fall,
white beard and trying to remember, and
his foot again got upon the rocker, but
even that slow and gentle motion confused
him worse. Up to the hour when they
went to bed, a!l his memories played hide
and seek with him, and the thiogs he
wanted would not come up. Things he
did not want just then, came up in their
places. It was a very curious thing and
a dreadful trial to an old man who needed
to think up bis quarrels. He did not re~

‘at the star,

+ It isn’t 30,’ be said. .*Iain't 1 my right
mind. What ou earth can baye come over
everything 7' B §

There he stood and. looked, . and there
really was something: very. curious fo be
looked at. There was & heap of ever-
green on the doorsteps. A barrel of flour
stood & yard or so inside the gate, A bam
lay on the barrel and a big turkey, ready
dressed, seemed to he trying to hug  the
bam. Between tbe barrel and the doorsteps
lay a new sled, as if it were waiting for
somebody to’open the door and let it come
in, with some smaller packages that were
stacked upon it. The fore end of its run~
ners were pricked away up, like a pair of
eager dog's ears.

It was all too much for'the old man to
believe in, and he turned forasother look
Just then he heard some~
thing that sounded very much as if a boy
were trying to growl, “It was not exactly
so. It was ouly the disappointéd voice of
Jim Denike. I'bere hewas; crouchedbehind
a fence post and keeping down & shiver,

¢ You here ? , What are you here for, at
this time in the morning ?’

¢ Wish you -Merry Christmas, squire. I
got out of bed and came away up here, just
to hear what Batty Perouse would eay
when he saw them things., It's kind o'
spoiled now, but I'guess he’ll say Christ-
mas is come. I'm goiag home,'

«You ecan go rightalong.’

Jim’s ieeth shattered as be hurried away,
but between them they had .made some
noise and there was a small white figure at
the bedroom window, ' ' :

¢« Mother ! Mother! Ctiristmas hascome.
He ie¢'out there, now, stdhding at thegate.’

Mrs. Perouse took ‘one: hasty:look
through the frosted panes, but she did not
utter a8 word. She dressed Batty and.her-

(o s
W ARBORY &0

Bridgetown, Dec. 1885. :

o oo ) All spread out by a careful hand

w Midst novelties of our own dear land,
/

To please the buyers at Sancton’s.

Jim Denike dodged away out of the reach
of the uplified cane, and the Bquite stalked
on in silent but bitterly offended diguoity,
His youwg tormentor turned in the oppo-

* Chriskmas,’ grunted the deacon.

+You're the luckiest man aronnd here,’
said Jim. ‘Nobody else’ll have more'n
one Chrixtmag 8od you'll have two.’

peat to his wife any of tbe things be had
heard in the village and he  postponed
until morning saying anything about what
he bad done or meant to do with his purs

self ina wonderfully swift way, He hardly
kuew precisely bow his clothes got on.

¢« Mother was it Saody Claws 7

' Hush —sk-=gh ! Dan't spesk I

I‘\

ost, How Restored!

o\ We liave recently publisked &
W jon of Drs Culver-

M1°% Celebrated Essay |
{ (without

prmanent ow
b ] { - Debilityi-Méntal and
“~Physicial-Incapnoity, Inpediments to Mar-
riage, etc., resulting from excesses.
Price, in a sealed envelope, only 4
cents, or two phstage stamps.

The celebrated author in this admirable
Essay;clearly demonstrates,from thirty years’
sudoessfu} = practice, that alarming conse-
quences may be radically oured without the

gerous use of int 1 diei or the
use of the knife ; pointing out a mode of cure
at once simple, certain and effectual, by
mesns of which every  sufferer, no matter
what his condition may be, may cure himself
oheaply, privately and radically.
his lecture should be in the hands of
every youth and every man in the land.
Address, 2

The Culverwell Medical Co.,

\S
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e mn'gﬂ:(u'unht o |
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DI\
your Groeer fortheE.

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

Notary Pubiic, Real Estate Agent.
3% United States Consul Agent.
Annapolis, Oct. 4th, 1882— i

To Loan!

Money on Real ~Estate Security.
J. G. H. PARKER,

41 Anm §ti, New York.
Post Ofice Box, 450.

- Solicitor,
Bridgetown, Oct, 27th, "87. tf

This is the press of modern make,
Run with such speed the rafters shake

That spreads the

rovince

news in’ town and

And tells of what has been done of late
To please the buyers at Sancton’s.

Children Cry for

Pitcher's Castoria.

rite-direction, remarking :
¢ Guess I've given
present.

else, Hope it'll stick iuto him.

o danve sgain, Y

him a Curistmag
It's wore’n he's given aoybudy

doesu't care & cent if they staive, aud Dr.
Perouse was just as good & man as he s, ’
A few rods further on, Jum's gyes begsn

+Good morping ,, Dr. Swilgs,  Wish you
Merry Christmas, It's coming, tavmorrow.’
The bland fage of :the one physivian the

¢ What dg you meau, you—'

« Why, ‘?l ttle Batty Perouse says his
wother said you uever let go of anything
He|you once kot your hande ou. You must
baye stuck to atl the Christmas you had
last yesr, just &s you did of—'

.+ You saucy youog rtascal, exclaimed
the deacon, as he sprang from his sletgb,
put as his feet touched the snow there
wae a heaped up sled with a black-eyed
boy oo itiglancing away down the hill at

vitlage contained since the bankrup
death of Batty's father, beamed
volently as he responded : - -

tke family )
«Oune thing Iam glad of, doctor.’
¢ What is that, James 7'

ing.
worked out your bill

the sbirts fitted.’
« Hump | Good day, J

1 must spesk to my rife & this.’

very I'wﬂv

+ 1" wish you a Merry 'Coristmas, James.
The same to your tather and motber and

+ I met little Batty Perouse this morn-
He ¢aid his wmother bad almost
eaid she said
she could earn semething to eat, then, if

b8 train speed,

chases

Away down the road there was a light in
Mre Perouse’s window until about vive
o'clock. Sue had some sewing to do and
she wasreadfully tired when she lay down
with the baby Leside ber aod Batty in his
¢rib at the foot of the bed. Both of them
were'sound asleep, and she weut softly,
just before she lny down, and hung some-
thing at the head of the crib, It looked
like a pair of woollen stockings sod a pair
of mittens,

P

«He got her old house awful cheap,
said Jiw| a8 tho switt air made his cheeks
tingle.  He might as well have a Christ~
mas present of what some folks think
about it,’

Deacons Travers drove on, grunbling.

+ Justice 18 justice, I'd po idee she
bad #uy hard feelin's against me, and her
futher’s a rich man, too. Ricbern I am.)

Beyond the long slide at the foot of the
hill the sled-load of greens had to be
dragged, and Jim was & little out of breath

, I do declare] when he met Judge Peters, the lawyer,

carrying & huge turkey in each band, A

« I'm gled I can do that much., He will
gee them the first thing 1o the morning

Batty awoke, As soon as he looked at
the window and was sure about being
there, he knew he bad been dreamiog, He
tried ever so hard to remember what it iad
been about and the effort kept him awake,
All of it that he could get back was what
must have been a oy store & mile long.

¢« Yuess it was Christmas,’ be said, ¢ but
it won't come.'

‘Phen he thought he beard romething
eraioch, crunching upon the snow in front

of the house. ! Then 'some belle went by

Grandfather Starin must have h@diiwhai
Jim Denike had said, bat bis memory had
failed him agaio and be had forgotten it.
He did not supposy that anybody in the
nouse was up or bad seen him, and be
walked ou into the litte front yard aud read
what was written oo one thing after another,

+ I deelate | Mr. Kuox, Boggs, Deacon
Travers, Judge Peters, Dr, Swileg, Denike,
old Pat Githooly. No owmoe atall, What's
got hold of me ? There, nobody “said it,
but T heard it. . Had they: bronght gifts,
w0 d®and trankincense and myrrh 3—that's
it, gitts | - Hurrab for, Christmes! I dew
clare, I wish Maria was bere, . I'vo _never
even seen Hester's baby. Tt's an awfal
time. That there star kind o’ dazzles me.’

(Goneluded ow fousth page.)
.
Beyond blspm.e.

There is no befter, safer or more pleas
ant cough'remedy made than ‘Hagyard’s
Pectoral Baléam, - It cores Hoarseness,
Sora Throat, Conghs,-Colds, Bronchitis
aud all thepat and lung troubles,




