THE CRITIC,

LYONS' HOTEL,
KENTVILLE, N, S.

(Olrectly Opposits Railway Gtation.

Extensive fwnprovemnents have just

completed in this bonse, which is conducted

on first class principles, and will be found

I)OGD

outside of the Queen or Halifax Hotels equn‘
to anyin the Province. Good Sawmple Rooms
and Livery  Stables-in coanaction. Also,
Billiaed' Rooms.

IN. McLEOD, Proprictor,

KENTVILLE, N. S.

BRITISH- AMERICAN HOTEL,

Within Two Minutes Walk of Poat Office,

DONCAN BROUSSARD, - Propricter,

HALIFAX, N, S.
I0I ON PARLI.E FRANCAISE,

A6 190 Couanile Streh

That s six doors south of Duko St,

MOIR,SON & CO.

stpresent aituated. They have imported

i:" aratus, and are maonufacturing on

o pre & choioe variety of Cakes, Pas-

tyy aud Onndles. ‘I'heés are good. lst, be-

?n of good workmanship. 2ad, because

the best materials are used, and 3rd, because
of constant hourly freshusss,

JAS. A. GRAY,
Undertaker & Embalmer,

239-241 GRAFTON ST.

(Coracc Jacodb.)
HATLIFAX.
TRLEPHONE ¢19.

Fresh and Salted Beef, Vegetables,
Mutton, Pork, Bread, &o.

J. A LEAMAN & G0,
Wholesale & Retail Victuallers.

AND MANUZPACTURERS OF

CANNED GOODS, BOLOGNAS, &0,
6 to 10 Bedford Row,
Xarantunep 1864, HALIFAX, N+ S

FALL-1891.

T.C.ALLEN & CO.
(24--GRANVILLE STREET--124

—ARE RECEIVING DAILY—
Blank Book3, Mamo. Books,
Exercise Books, Note Dapers,
Foolsosp, Envolopos, SchoolBooks,
Slatos, Pons & Poncils, Inkstands
Wnpping Papors, Fanoy Qoods, Xe,

Send for Quotations or Give Us a Call,

NEW GOODS JUST OPENED

FROM LONDON.

FREEMAN ELLIOT,

163 HOLLIS STREET.
Boys’ and Youths’ Nap Witney Reefers,
Boys’ Man-0"War Sailor Suits,
Flannel Bibs, Blue Sailor Collars, Cords and
Whistles, New Ties and Scarfs.

LONDON MADE WHITE SHIRTS.

ARE YOU A CRITIC?
THEN VISIT TUR

LONDON DRUG STORB, 147 Mellis Street

and your superior judgment will lcad you to
purchase

A Bottle of Choice Perfumery,

A Manijcure Sct,

A Glove and Handkerchief Set,

A Brush and Comb Set,

A Sbg\'mi Set, &c,,

A Pair of Spectacies, in Gold Trames, for your
mother-in.law, an

A Bottle of Nisbet's Cocoa Cough Cure, to stop
that Hacking Cough; prepared by

J. GODFREY SMITH, Disponsing Chemist,

Agent fur Pebble Spectacies, Opera Glasses,
Botanical and Miner's Glasses.
Night Clerk on the Picmises. Lelephone 513.

Nova Scotia Dye Works,
9 BLOWERS SuAlIFAX, N.S.

B. G. STREET,

Dyer anLCleanser.

Qentlemen’s Garmenis Cleansed,
Steamed & Pressed at Lowest Prices.

All Goodsfor Moarning Dyed at shortestnotice

REPAIRING DONE ox Tz PRENMISES.
Parcels sent for and delivered

e PROVINGE OF QUEBEC
LOTTERY.

BI-MONTHLY DRAWINGS IN i891

and 17 June, 7 and 21 October,
1 and 15 July, 4 and 18 November,
5 and 19 August, 2 and 16 December,
2 and 16 September,

3134 Prizes Worth 852,740,
Capital Prize worth $£5,000.

TIGKET, - - $1.00
Il TIGKETS FOR - - $10.00

AF ASK FOR CIRCULARS bt ¥
List of Prizes.

1 Prize worth 158,000, 400000000000es $16,00000
1 e e 5,000 0
1 ‘e " ,600
) S o 1,230,
2 Prizes ! 800,
s ' o 200,,.,..
25 (X ] “
loo ‘e (X}
200 " LX) . .
500 X (X} 10 .
APPROXIMATION PRI
l'lo LK) LX) 26
loo (¥ LN .
100 " (X}
999 .8 .
999 L] "
B184Prizes worth.eoeescoccesoaaas 852,74000

S.E.LEFEBVRE, Mansger,
81 St.JamesSt. Montrea) Canads.

ONE SEABIDE GRAYE,

Unmindful of the roses,
Unmindfu) of the thorn,

A renper tired reposes
Among his gathered corn;
8o might I, till the morn.

Cold as the cold Decombers,
Past as the days that set,
While only one remembers
And all'the reat forget-—
But one remenibers yet., L.
—ChAristina G, Rosseldd

————iy <l

AFTERWARD.

There is no vacant chiair, The loving meot—

A group unbroken—smitten. Who knows how?
One sitteth silent only, In his usual seat

Wogave him once that freedom. Why not now?

Perliapa he is too weary and needs resd,
He needed it too often, nor could we

Bestow, God gave it, knowlniz how to do 8o Leat.
\Which of us would disturb him? Let him be.

There is no vacant chair. If ho will take
The mood to listen mutely, be it done.

By his least mood we crossed, for which the heart must ache,
Plead not nor question ! Let him bavo this one,

Daeath is a mood of life. It is no whim
By which life's Giver mocks a broken heart,
Death {s life’s reticonce, Still audible to him
The flushed voico, happy, speaketh on, apart.

Theres is no vacant chair. To love is still
To have. Nearer to memory than to eye,
And dearer yet to anguish than to comfort, will
We hold bim by our love, that shall not die.

For while it doth not, thea bie cannot. Try !
Who osn put ont the motion or the smile?
The old ways of being noble all with bim laid by ?
Becauss we love he is. Then trust awhile,
—Eli:abeth Stuart Phelps.

————y ARG ot rmes

BOOK GOSSIP.

Mrs. Mary Hartwell Catherwood bas taken as the subject of her story,
¢ The Lady.of Fort St. John,” the important epoch in the history of Acsdie,
wheu Marie de laTour was left in charge of Fort St. John and bravely defended
it with her small garrison sgainst D’Aulnay de Charnissy until a trsitor
within her walls sold her to the cnemy. The bare historic facts bave been.
very much enlarged upon, and a considerable plot is made use of in: working
out the narrative. A number of interesting charactors are introduced who

ve life and color to the scene. Not least of thess is Le Rossignol, who,
although her introduotion is needlessly abrupt and unexplained, and whose
diminutive size and long flights on the Swan are calculated- to tax our
ctedulity, is.yet.made to.play an.importaut part in the.tale. The style in
which the book is written is quaint and attractive, and the dislogue is
interesting and bright. Some little slips in matters of- detail we obeerve,
such as the calling of the bit of ivory used in playivg the mandolin, a
“ disk.” We never heard of a circular plectrum.being-used for the purposs.
As far as the personality of tho heroino herself is concerned, we are amply
satisfied with the picture Mrs. Catherwood has made to live before us. She
is tho sweet, brave woman such as we have alivays thought of, womanly
with all her ability to command in time of war. A touch of pathos beside
the main tragedy of the story is given in the hopeless but pure love of
Edalwald de Born for bis lady. The death of de Charnisay in the quick-
sands, ss described by Le Rossignol, and his calling for help, ¢ until the
tide’s borses tramped him under,” is one of the finest pieces of writing in
the baok. For a story of which the key-note is tragedy, the filling in is
remarkably bright, but we canuot say that local color is one of its strong
points. The wonderful tides of the Bay of Fandy, of which everyone has
heard, are referred to & fow times, but otherwise thero is little to show where
Fort St. John was situated. By the way, as Le Rossignol was a womsn,
would it not have besn better to have given her the feminine, La Rossignol,
asa name? Taken 23 a whole the atory may be called decidedly good, and
it will doubtless find many sppreciative readers, especially in this part of the
world. It is not a great book, such as we would like to ses founded on some
incident connected with our history, but it is interesting and well written,
The dedication rather puzzles us, for the book is inscribed to * two Acadians:
of tho present day ; natives of Nova Scotie, who represent the learning and
gentle attainments of the new order : Dr, Jobn George Bourinot, C. M. G.,
etc., clerk of the Canadian House of Commons, and Dr. Geotge Stewart, of
Quobec.” Why are they Acadians? Dr. Stewart, editor of the Quebeo
Morning Chornicle, was born in Now York city in 1848, and sfterwards
removed with hiz parents to St. John, N.'B., where he was oducated, Even
thiz move would scarcely entitle him to bs called an Acsdizp, unless he
were of direct descent from thoso who were known as such in old time,
Dr. Bourinot, 8 Cape Bretoner by birth, comes nearor, but still we think it
a flight of fancy to designate him as an Acadisn,—although we are proud to
have his learning and gentle attainments referred to in the dedication. The
story is published in neat siylo by Me«srs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co., Boston.
It has been onse of the chief foatures of the Atlantic Afonthly duriog the
past year, and is consequontly well known to the readers of that excellent
magszine.

By all moans tho most fascinating nove: we bave read of lato is one with
a litle which sounds unfortunate—* An Utter Failure.” Mrs, Miriam
Coles Harris, author of * Rutledge,” is the author, and she has given us a



