KS!1

Gﬂtheh

T 5 8 .g-ex..\ari

HONE st, unm n&nu-s,

V2ICEN 4

-

m

Vol IV. No. 29.

w
WWS&F&.WY APRIL 17, 1885.

Only 60 Cents per annum

%hi”“

2t the afice’
o0, K. 8.
m.-
BO CENTS Per Annum,
(ix apvawex)
CLUBS of ln in' advance $2.00

. Local at ten cents per line
‘wnless by special ar
tu-d-.m

R T

"Q““

“wm
cation, althoagh the same may be wri ta
ncnldu.-
Address all comunicatieas to
& DAVISON BROS,,
tuhnhhopﬁden.
Wolfville, X. 8.

POST ogﬁs, WOLFVILLE

Ormca Hoves, 8o x vo8r x Mails

are ma asfollews :

For Halifax: and Wisdsor close at7a
west clese aC1050 a8

m-‘“ﬂ Np =
Gn=hqh‘l-br

Gl M i
PEOPLE'S BANK OF HALIFAX.
Opeafrom9a m to2p.m. Closed on
Satardsy ai 13, nooa
A aW. Bansy, Agent.

e g - Heried evaty Sebaach
D.Rass, every bath
at 300 p. m. Sablath Scheolat It a m.
l‘ny« Iewq- Wmn I3 pm.

IAPTMC’!URCH——MTAIE@;
Pastor—Services every Sabbath at 11 00
wmandd ot pm.  Sabbath School at 2 30
pm Prayer Meetings on Tucsday at 730
.pnlmu‘lap-.

-METBODIST . m—ln_].lu
gess, Pastor—Services every -Sabbath st
1100amand 790 p m. s-u-n School

8 FRANCIS (& C)-New:T M Daly,
P.P—Mass 11002 m the last Sunday of
each month.

$r JOINS CHUSRCH (English)—Rev
C Bupges. Rector—Servicss next Sun

Mus;-.'&uhys:holnx 0pm, |

y&rmuhuuhyd!gn.

‘$r. GEORGE'S LODGEA. F & A M,
meets at their Hall on the, second !"nthy
of each month st 7§ o'clock p. m.

- 3. B. Danisow; Secretary.

“ORPHEUS” LODGE, IOOF, -eeu
in Cdifelfows’ Hall, on Tueday of
week, al Sp'clock p. m.

WOIIYILLIDITLSIO‘(SQT-@
Moaday eveming in their Hall,
'“l’lhel af 7.30 o'cleck,

2
Al LODGE. I. 0@ T.
evesing in Music Hall at
1.90 o'clock,

CARDS.

JOHN W. WALLACE,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
NOTARY, CONVEYANCER, ETC
Alw General Agent for Fizz and

Linl-rnn
WOLFVILLE l.t. 7

J.B.DAVISON.J.P.
CONVEYENCER,

FIRE & LIFE INSWRARGE

J. WESTQN
Merchant Tailor,

-7 aid, felt himself a very martyr.

Sustt | Budcy,

King Ajlilig Death.
I know &‘ £ £
The okt King AB of the Bass
Who foaght beyond the Irish sea
Aldqq.&l(})mngm clan.

The king was roated, In 3
He-umtdmhnehlw
,nun&l

“Look back :_the
The sayen, are they drawing neaz P

W
Dead clansmen’s hair
_¥ He beard the war shout 5 f

F The death-axy of&mnedm-.

The foes came darting from the height
Like pine-trsesdown & swoolen fali.

Like heaps of bay in flood, his dlan
Swept onor sank—he saw it all,

Andmake,"l‘hedngbtaufnﬂ:d,

Bat we still be saved b
MP the kg, ‘No snyo!

Manywplchcew

“No sin of theirs, but sin of mine,
t}‘orl was worst of evil ;
nrighteous, wrathful, hurli ¢ down

To death or shameall “kng things,

“Draw rein, and turn the chariot round
My face against the foemen bend.

When I am seen and slain, maybap
The slaughter of my tribe will end.”

They dtew and tarned. Down. came the

n‘l‘hq:kmgfoﬂ claven on the sod.
e siaughier then was and
King Autll won t.hep::f:?;f God,

M Sy,
| 'WIRED' LOVE.

A ROMANCE

oF
DOTS AND DASHES.

BY
ELLA CHEEVER THAYER.

“The oid, old story,”--in a néw, new wWay.

CHAPTER XI.—Continued.
Unconsciously the dreaded individ-
ual -favored -them,. shortly after, by

after her own har&—vapteel,bm

by the willing Joe, who argueéd m:.

no¢ romantic, ahd by Quimby, who
viewed the arrangement aS 'another

rival, and elamored wildly for'a “tele-
phone,” bécause” “snybody could use a
telephoue.” “But that,| as Clem&id,
was exactly what ‘théy did not want !
Cons:quently, Quizby, as he lent his
How-
meets i‘eyer; he was, by this time; “used to it,
you know,’—as he would have said—
baving viewed himself in that light
since his uawitting resurrection. of C.’
Sull, he sometimes fancied he saw a
dim light shining ahead through the
| gloom—a bope that Clem might be
fascinated by Cyn. Many were, Quim-
by argued, so why should not Clem be ?
_and certainly he talked with her_more
than he did with Nattie !

In Nattic’s room, they placed the
mstrumsnts on 2 smail shelf put up for

i{ the purpose, just outside her cioset, and

themos “aiody, 50 close to the wall that
it was pot wvoticeable, except to those
| who'knew;aad then into Mra. Simon-
sons apartment. Here, no conceal-
ment Was pecessary, as Mrs. Simonson
bad been informed of the plan, and, al

."; thouzh. tlpnbhlghﬁtbvuhof!us

Kling's wrath-would be pour
head, - should that ‘lady disegver the

ed on hexr
e s T =
“(” ¥ as
m;Qu-byadGlms room.
her the battery in taeir closet, fearing

lm»& Lﬂou-.sﬂ:,

all was finished, ndmy

WOLFVILLEN. 8.

leste being in the seoret ;

running a wire was sofid work, and

formidable * limk intheehsinofihiu;

Wgummm&*

bw ‘miw st et aherm

Clock we were intending to buy,™
“I—I beg pardon, . but I—1Idon’t
quite catch your meaning,” the martyr
replicd, in eviduat surprise.
“Why, Nat is w0 be our shrm
clock I explaiged Clem, . laugbwg.
“She is, from pecessity, an early riser,

our wire at precisely . six . thirty every
mming. and . coutinue calling uatil I
answer."

“I_certainly will,}, Nattie replied:
“But I will ventare to predict that
both you  and; Quimby will - privately
call we all sors of names, for doing it.
It wakes. petiple "m0 very oross to be

arcused  from a momsing map, you
know I*

“It dossn't. make me oros, J—I
mreyq,u—amllbegplpum!'
quickly  grolaimed Quimby,. who was
defighte’ with this idea of the alarm
“I will; repors him if he shows ' the
least symptom of growling, afler that
assertion I”.  Clem said to Nattie, some-
what to Quimby’s: internal agitation,
for, to tell the trath, he was not really
quite certain of being in a state of
rapture at six ghirty ' every morning,
even when: awoke by the clattor of a
sounder, of shish tue motive: power
was hus wnnamorata.

“And now, to christen our. wire!”
Nattie, who was in high spirits, said
gaily, -and she ran over o her room,
and a balf bour’s chat with ‘C’ followed
before she weat to bed. . For a week
after, however, she lived, as. it were, on
thorns, and came home jevery might
hauf expecting’an explosion.

None came, ‘however, . Miss Klings
‘eyes wers fot.a8 good as they once bad
been, . what with  their, Jong. service
mquwmwm,
looking  her npeighbors ;. the ball was

in reduced m—mu&e‘wmm&; of course, she heard
instraments were all ready, dnd they | the clatter of the sounder; but. this
| bad oniy beenr waiting for her absence, iNa&nexpmled on the score of “prac-
Clemn went to work. He was assisted | hee,

. spappishly, “l should think yeu would
! geb pragtice’ enough at the office,

! hide a blush, aware that ‘C’ and; she
| sometimes talked even into the small
; hours, in their 32al; doubtless, thas the
; new wire'should mot rust out for lack

| ot injure the. table”—which was the |

Having satisfied her on this. point; §
they -dpemed it expedient ot to show |-

alarm - ﬂamsi the | of distinguishing

{ datk ; she had- mo duplicate] key to
guing to, spend the evening(with fnends |

Nattie's alwaysjocked room; and the
wire,; \nestling close to. the wall,

Well Iunsure"axd}[mKlmg

without sitting up nights to do.it !*
At which Nattie tarped away to

of using.

But_this telegraphic arrangement
came hardest on poer Qnimby,. who,
between his jealousy when the two were
communjcating, his unability to under-

stand, what was being said, and the |

impossibility of sleeping with such a
clatier in the room, lost his appetite,
and invoked anything but blessings on’
the head of “that Morse man,” who
had made sach things possible.

€yn bad no intention of being . left
out in the ¢old, and making Jo jom
her, began the stady of telegraphy,
and the two hammered away incessant-
ly. Itbegan to be serviceable, about
this time, that Jo was very  willing to
be led sbout by the pese by Cym-
Why, was not so apparent; perbaps
because there was no romance in it.

Cyn learned the quicker of the two,
and she was soon able, slowly and cer-
tainly, to “call’ Nattie, ask her to
come over, or impart any little informa-
tion, but was always driven frantic by
the attémp to' make out Nattie's reply
however slowly written. Cyn tried to
induce Quimby to'overeome the hor-’

and I shall depend on her to call oun,

 angry Jook, the only ove om record

‘anything of a sentimental pature him-

"could not ascertain whether it was Cyn
or Nattie with whom Clem , was - “flurt-

pocket. to cool. It did oool, but he
sold the coat afterwards, to a boy at
the affice.

Next time, he forgot to grease his
hands, and’ stuck himself so together,
that they had the utmost dificulty in
getting him apart, but, as he said,

_ “It's no matter, I—Ithxt,
Jyou keow !” \o
¢ /He capped the climax; wavar\’by
accidentally dropping a large haydfal,
m,ontopodedeaM m
ntngtho Mbynﬂmghcw“go\
aod soak her ;" 'which,
although it wad what she eventu
did, was too much like a Gertain slang
phrase much in vogue, for human na-
ture w0 endure; and giving him an

ever given by ber to & man,
from the - room, and was secn
that evening.

Aftet this exploit, whenever molass-
es candy was on the programme, they
made a rule, that Quimby should sit
in the cornor, on the old familiar stool,
and not move uatil all was over—a rule
to which he submitted mieekly.

But bé was not happy. - In truth,
all his joys in thess days were mixed
with alloy, ‘bétween ‘the pointed monop-
oly of Celeste—who, of late, and &ince
she had given up every one else as hope-
less,” had devoted herself entirely to
him—and his secret jealonsy of Clem.
Strangely enough, with the exoep-
tion of Cyn, no one. was aware of the
exact state of his mind. Clem was as
unconscious  of it as'a child, for any
peculisrity in his behaviour was laid to
his well-known idiosyncrasies; Celeste
suspected he was in love, but was blind-
ly determined to believe she was the |
chief attraction in his eyes. Nattie, if
she thought-about it at all,’ imagined
he was -entirely cured of that former
“foolishness,” as’ she ed his one
sttempt to put his devotion o words,
And as for Jo, being so opposed to |

more

gelf, naturally he was ; muwilling to ob-
serve aoy indications, of the kind in
another, and any glaring revelations
that forced themselves on his motice,
be, in commonr with' Clem, decided was
“only Quimby’s way.”

Oh, Dear, no! Jo could see nothing
but plain, unromantic facts. It wasno
sentiment, or anything of the sorten
Jo’s part, of course, that made him
reproduce the handsome,  brilliant face
of Cyn, in so maty of his recens pic-
tures. < Oh; nol she was a good
“study,” that was all! - Nor that caus-
ed him to seek ber  company in prefer-
encé to all others, to listen entraunced
when she sang, and to be exceedingly
anfoyed—a rare thing once for good-
hamored Jo—when Clem was giving
more than his share of her atteation.
Againoh, no! €yn wasa fellow Bo-
hemian; a econgeuial, -that was all.
Neither in the least sentimental or jeal-
ous was Jo!

But for all that, and for some upef-
plaived . reason, he was mot quite so
even in his spirits as he was ‘woat to
be, sometimes being very happy, and |
then, - terribly depressed.  Did' he eat
too much, or toa little, which ? - For it
was not the firstJcommencement fir a
a first love—and of course it was not—
it must have beeu lua &igem that
ailed him!

Had Misy Betsey Kling known of
these little uneasy undercurrents amidst
the -gaiety that so snnoyed her, the
knowledge would doubtless have given
her much satisfaction, besides, possibly,
the inkling she could not now obtain
of what was “going on.” Tt wasa
source of great distress to her that she

ing.” For she was posifive he' was'
mlmgndttbmofmorthe

Fishblate—was having &' good time.
Nor could she get bold of anything
“dreadful,” which was the gretm dis-
appointment of all.

Oue night, however, listening at Ther
own door as Nattie bade Cyu “good
night,” over the way, Miss Kling
heud Clem call out from within,

thing that ‘'made her very hair
N%*de Tt s this: ¢
“Pleuv wak¢ me

;{nﬂe L
/ “Wnk"if'
thoou
she w her way

m. “Pretty goingson! and T know
1 heard that machine’ clatter when she
wap not in, ome day! Machines do
not clatter without a human agency
somewhere! There is something whong
here! and I will find it out, or' my
name is not Betsey ‘Kliag. ‘Wa.h'him
up,’ indeed1”"

e

CHAPTER XIL
CROSSES ON THE LINE.

Ithappeneddmnot.longsher(}yn
sang at & copoers. given in oue of the
principal halls of the city.. Of course,
-p;nyfmmﬁheﬂotelNomnsmd
ed. This party copsisted not only of
all the young people, but also included
Mr=. Sumonson.

Cyn made  great success, and was
encored every time she sang. Never
hndNnmenofnﬂymﬂned tae beauty
andbnhuncydhertrmd, as she did
upon that evening, Nor could she
fail to observe that Clem} to0, was

it lecause of this M;m

Nnhesﬁee?
Aafer(}eheu.dumdcuded!yn-
mu.;ﬂhdmboqlmm
in the party, would have ex-
ceedingly glum. As it was, “she, yxth
some difficulty, called up her usml
pa'mglplﬁefun’QOb’, :
“How can she appear before the
pnhi_icm!i&seemn unwomanly !”
*‘Charming, indeed |” replied Quim-
by, without the slighfest idea of what
she bad said, as his attention was eon-
centrated on Cyn, and his brain incap-
able of entertaining two ideas at onge.
Bat while acknowledging her attrac-
tions, Quimby preserved his composure,
arguing to himself in a common sense
way,
“Wlntmths use of a fellow falling
in love with l_gul that every other
fellow is sure to fall in love ‘with too,
you know ?” ;
Mrs. Simonson, good soul, , quite
swelled with pride in her lodger, and
by her behaviour created the impgess-
ion in the miuds of people sitting near,
thstahemt.beungersmother
And Jo—unsentimental Jo—was en-
tirely carried away. With the musio
of course, for music was art, ud!;n,
only in another branch, was his life and
work ; aod was not Cyn a beautiful
work of Nature, the mother of all
art ?
: “He'mlnivef'y'lncky man who
shali call pur Cyn his” whispered
Clem mJa, Aslhcameont,n answer
toanmoom.
. “Whas!” e)mhhad Jo, neangdy
that every one hnedio‘lnokuh-.
and Clem opened his eyes wide with
surprise. “Bah! Nonsense "

thennncnnndndwq_d-l-lbh.
and the close air ia the room made his
Bead ache; but he had been working
vuyhrd;ll&y,ndmurglm
dm'uqmlannl.
‘m- Clem Mnhgood
-J R TR :
e S g O

&

mnled into & new admiration. Was &

qm‘tefuugnnhhegtyme,ﬁuom "

And some 'nyoromar after this,

~
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