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THE #OUAR OF REFUGE.

| Not.a hand Nas Jifted the latehet

Sipeephe went out of the door—
shatll qross the threshuld,

Singe she can come in no more,

There is;xust upon locks and hinges,

* And ad blight on the gnllg

And silence faints in the chambers,
And waita in the halls—

Wit alt things have walted

Since she went, that day of spring.
Borne in her pallid splendour
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Tuesday at 715 ; Prayer meeting, Thurs
day evaning at 7 30,
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Prayer Meet!ng, Fricay evening at 7 30,

Agent,

PRESRYTEBRIAN CHURCH—Rev. R
D Ross, Pastor——Bervice every Babbath
at 300 p, m. Sabbath School at 1l a. m.
Prayer Meeting on Wednesday at 7 3¢ pm,

METHODIST CHURCH— Rev Fred'k
Friggens, Bervices every Babbath

at11 00 am and 700 pm, Sabbath 8chool
at 9 30 am. Prayer &uﬁn(m'l‘hlwy
at 700 p m.
aviman—
oy, JOHN'S CHURCH, (Bpiscopal)
Services on Bunday next st 8 p.m, Bun;
day School at 2 p. M.
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—OF THE—
Business Firms of
WOLFVILLE

The undermentioned firms will nse
you righs, and we can safely recommend
them as our most enterprising business
men.

BORDEN C. H.—Boots and 8hoes,

Hats and Caps, and Gents’ Furnish-

ing Goods,

BORI)EN, CHARLES H.—Cairiages
1nnd Sleighs Built, Repaired, and Paint-

ed

BlSHOP B. G.—~Dealer in Leads, Oils,

Colors Room Paper, Hardware, Crock-

ery, Glass, Cutlery, Brushes, etc., etc.
LACKADDER, W, C,—Cabipet Mak-
er and Repairer.

BRO\VN. J. I.—Practical Horse-Shoer
and Farrier,

CALI)\VELL & MURRAY. Dry

Goods, Boots & Shoes, Furniture, ete.
AVISON, J, B.—Justice of the Peace,
Conveyancer, Fire Insurance Agent,

DAV]S()N BROS,—Printers and Pub-
lishers.

DR PAYZANT & SON, Dentists,

("ILMORE, (. H.—Insurance Agent,
X Agent of Mutnal Reserve Fund Life
g
Association, of New York.
ODFREY, L.
Boots and Shoes,
HAMII.T« )N, MISS 8 A.—Milliner,
and dealer in fashionable millinery
goods.
'HA]HHH, 0. D.— General Dry Goods
Clothing and Gents’ Furnishihgs.

| TYERBIN, J. F.—Watch Maker and

Jeweller.
H IGGINS, W. J.—General Coal Deal-
er. Coal always on hand.
ELLEY, THOMAS —Boot and Shoe
Maker,  All orders in his line faith-
fully performed. Repairing neatly done.
URPHY, J. L,—Cabinet Maker and
Repairer.
ATRIQUIN, C. A.—Manufacturer
of all kinds of Oarriage, and Team
Harness, Opposite People’s Bank.
OCKWELL & CO.—Book - sellers,
Stationers, Picture Framers, and
dealers in Pianns, Organs, and Sewing
Machines,

AND, G. V.—Drugs, and Faocy
Goods,

P—Manufacturer of

LEEP, 8, R.—Importer and dealer
in General Hardware, Stoves, and Tin-
ware. Agents for Frost & Wood’s Plows.
SHAW, J. M.—Barber and Tobac-
'conist,
ALLACE, G. H.—Wholesale and
Retail Groeer,

WI’I'I‘ER, BURPEE.—Importer and
dealer in D ods, Millinery,

Ready-made Clothing, snd Gents' Fur~
nishings,

N, JAS—]
Wi.‘:ﬁ?n Woltville where he is
to fill all orders in his line of business,

J.B.DAVISON,J.P.

STIPENDIARY MAGISTRATE,
CONVEYANCER,
INSURANCE ABENT, ETO

WOLFVILLE, N, 8,

JOHIN W, WALLACE,
BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
NOTARY, CONVEYANCER, ETC
Also General Agent for .Fian and
Livn INSURANOR,

WOLFVILLE N 8

To dwell in the Court of the King.

With lilies on brow and bosom,
With robes of silken sheen,

And her wonderful frozen beauty
The lilies and silk between.

Red roses she left behind ber,
But they died long, long ago—
"T'was the odorous ghost of a blossom
That seemed through the dusk to glow.

The garments she left mock the shadows,
With hints of womanly grace,

And her image swings to the mirror
That was 80 used to her face.

The birds make insolent music
Where the sunshine riots outside,

exclaimed :

“Forgive me, i

tling; Wwhy, you
are trembling ? “Mow selfish of me to
bore you with thé! dismal story of my
life. There, kissme, love, and forget.

We will be happy #hile we may.”’
“Ab | Larry, ¥ ean’ forget; 1 foel
as if thn,lhudo.'l,d,.yonr life is creeping
¢ may eod

over mine, too.”
“NM&
very 800n, and when. it does we will

bury the pagt and begin life anew.”

“But it is such a hopeless task.
happened so long ago. Iwet' me see,
you were three years old when your—
when it was done, and now you are
twenty-three—twenty years ago! And
only one little clew to aid you. 0!

o | Larry, surely you can see how very

bopeless it is ?” \

1 have thought of all that a hun-
dred times, but it is only a year since
I began my search, and I am not yet
discouraged. 1 did not expect to suc-
ceed at once—you cannot understand

And the winds are merry and wantcn
With the summer’s pomp and pride.

But into thisdesolate mansion,
Where Yove has closed the door,

what 1t was to have a father and
mother murdered in eold”’—
“Your mother, Larry "
+“Well, it amounts to the same thing.

Nor sunshine nor summer shall enter,
Since she can come in no more,

— Louise Chandler Moulton.

Huteresting Storg_.——'
Where S_lg,go_ws Fall.

“It has been the hope of my life!
I have studied early and late, thatI
might the sooner complete my educa-
tion, I have avoided society and all
appearance of gaiety, that 1 might not
forget the solemn obligation that lies
upon me, I have carefully hoarded
up my allowance of money from child-
hood, that I might have the more to
spend upon my lifework, Io fuot, 1
have lived with but one object in view,
and I shall neyer rest until my work
is accomplished. Beyond that I have
never thought—that is,

pever until I
met you, my darling, and now with
your love to cheer me on, and the
promise of your sweet self, in the fu-
ture, when my task is done—what
more can I ask of fate? What sweet-
er recompence for my shadowed
lite 7

Slowly up and down the gravel path
they walked—the stalwart man, the
fragile girl.

The tall silver-leafed poplars, on
cither side of the pathway, stirred their
white leaves tenderly to and fro. The
fountain, in the midst of the grass plot
on the right, splashed softly, and the
arbor, covered with its mantle of white
rosca, arcse like & monument on the
left, and the whispering leaves seemed
bidding a sad farewell to the waxen
petals of the over-ripe blooms, as they
yielded up their perfume, and beneath
the weight of the evening, fell fluttering
to the ground,

And over all the beautiful moonlight
spread & silvery sheen—upon the agi-
tated face of the man, 88 he ceased
speaking and lifted 'his bat to brush
the heavy dark hair from his forehead
—and around the slender white-robed
form at his side it seomed to linger
lovingly—earessing the golden hair,
balt hidden with the lace scarf, and
making » blage of the diamond that
gleamed on one of the white hands
olauping the arm of her lover,

They had. stopped st Jast -and he
with his face uptumed was gesing
steadfast at the starry heavens, tryiog
to pierce the future, and ressoning
with & man’s blind faith in the "“why"’
and “wherefore”—that sinoe all things
must eod surely the shadows that had
darkened the morning of his life, must
pass away snd have & glorious after;
noon—a rosestinted evening. - But the
face of the girl at his side was upturn®
ed to his own, ndiboinﬁnlhfoitbol
& woman's unquestioning love shone
from her eyes, which looked not beyond
the shripe of her heart’s idol, for the
fulfilment of love's promiscs.
Suddenly upnoticed by either & tiny
cloud loomed up snd in & moment obs
soured the moon==the tWO faces were
darkened sud of one acoord: the two
watchers resumed sheir walk,
The girl withdrew ::r M:d from
her gom and trem-
tho arm of her gompanion, g
3 her - lover; wl:
seemed for the momenk oblivious
surroundiogs—he puuscd suddeoly
- fkly :- back to her

. ‘ Luﬂ tarned quiekly,

She died a fow weeks after my father's
murder, of a broken heart.”

“But your life? Was it nothing
that your aunt should blacken every
day's sunshine with a rehearsal of your
wrongs, and instill into you a desire
for vengeance until the very air you
breathe is tainted with fierce longing
for blaod—for human blood ?"'

“Brar!”

“Is it not so ? Perhaps after all he
is dead ; orif he lives, thinkwhata
life is his—haunted by the law, and
baunted by the remorse of a guilty
conscience,”

“But why should I show him mer-
ey ? He had no merey on my futher.
Thivk, Star, my poor father sitting by
his study-table reading, and a stranger

It|

er, whom she is wheeling up and down
the walk in his chair.

Suddenly the young face flushes.
Bhe has spied her lover in the distance,
and bending over her father she whis-
pers; ‘Larry is coming papa; T will
run and speak to him, and then come
back toyou.” And away she skips.

“You are ahead of time, you
paughty fellow; a whole half hour
ahead I

“Well, 8o I am; but time drags so
when I am away from you.”

“Ah| that comes of idlencss; but
1 must ran back to papa. I can’t
cheat him out of his airing, you
know.” You woo’t mind waiting iu
the library a little while, Larry 7

“Q,no! if T can’t stay here with
you. Impossible! so I'm goue. il
come to you in a half hour.”

Slowly Larry Barlow gaes up the
broad steps, and into the cool hall. He
pauses a moment in the doorway, and
looks backward down the shady walk.
He notes the graceful form, the flutter-
ing dress, and the gleam of golden hair,
as the sunlight falls upon it. As
though conscivus of his gaze, Star
turns, and lifting her finger-tips to her
lips, throws him a kiss, and he with a
gallant bow returns the salute, and
then passes on to the library.

He has been in this room many
times, wnd availed himself of Mr
Wayne's permissien to use such books
as he chose, and he goes now and me-
chanically opens one of the glass doors,
and reaching up takes down a book.

He knows not what, oares not, He is
unconscious of what he is doiog; he is
thinking of what Star said last night,
and wondering if after all he had not
missed in his unloved and unloving
childhood and youth, something for
which even a happy future could not
completely atone : the sweet spring
flowers of happiness, that bloom only
{n the maytime of life,

steps in at the open windew (he must
ave come in that way, or ¢lse some
one had seen him),
he steps in at the window, spriugs upon
my father #bd stabs him through the
heart, My poor fathor makes a fran-
tio clutch in_ his death struggle and
tears a portion of a leaf from a book
which the stranger has, Tt must have
been a book which he had with him,
because when my father was found
hours afterward, the piece of paper was
still in his hand, but no book was
found to which it could possibly be-
long.”
4Surely, Larry, there must have
been a motive for the deed. Was
nothing missing? And had your fath-
er no enemies 7"
“No, unothing was taken, My fath-
er had a large sum of moncy on his

person, Also 8 valuable * watoh and
other. jewelry, but they were undis-
turbed. And go far as was known, he
had not an enemy in the world.”

“Forgive me, Larry, but 1 cannot
help thinking that it would have been
better, far better, if you had been al-
lowed to forget that terrible time, and
grow up & happy thoughtless boy, en-
joying the hours as they went by, for
1 fear where experienoed detectives
Lhave failed, you will not succeed, and
besides, O Laxty, I fear for our future
happiness, if it depends_ upon the cer-
tainty of your sucoess,”

“\Well, dear, we will make & bargain,
Your father says [ canuot have you
until you are twenty, that will be two
years henoe—if up to that time T have
ot found the scoundrel, 1 will give up
the scarch and never mention it again:
You are very dear to me, darliugj 1
would -not -like to- make-you unhappy
for aimpment.”

“Phank you, Larry, yon:aré very,
very good.-to- me, bt let us go in a6W
for—gyou will think me foolish—1I foel
as though there Was & heavy. shadow
hovering over me, and coming down;
down"—

«From . where, Star? Look how
beautiful everything is in the moon-
light, Yes, we will go in and you
shall sing the bugbear away."

Tt is moroing and beneath the bright
June sunshine, the paplers show only
the o of their leaves, The
dow is rapidly drying on the tender
grass, and the arbor does not look so
ghostly as it. did last night, Birds
afe singiog werrily, and the fountain
glitters and sparkles. But fairest of
all is the sweet face of  Brar Wayhe,

and her low voice and happy lavgh

cud, enderly olwpiog ber o bis arsh

are like rave musio t0 her invalid fath-

As 1 was saying, |

His eyes are upon the book j he ie
tarning leaf after leaf, but he sees them
not until suddenly he draws in a quick,
deep breath,

What is this befure him?  Ouly the
(o page of the herbarium, and yet it
holds the fate of more lives than one.
Ouly the torn page of a book he has
pever seen before ; 4he upper portion of
a forn still clings to it ; part of a cap-
ital letter and after it the whole of the
letter W, part of a date, the last two
fizures of which are 56. He knows his
scarch is ended; he takes from his
notebook 8 picee of paper it com-
pletes the torn page, the stem of the
fern fits exactly to the upper part; the
Initials F. W. stand out plainly; the
date ivcomplete as is also the Latin
pame of the fern; “and still he gases,
his face white with a stony hotror,

He hears not when Star glides into
the room and ereeps up behind him,
her face beaming with mischicf; as she
peers over his shoulder to see what so
absorbs him. She sees the piece of
paper he is holding in place so care-
fully, she sees the terror on his face,
and there flashes suddenly over her
memory the time when quite a child
she had come aeross that bock and
asked her father some question about
it, and he had taken the book from
her, and murmuring something about
the “dead,” had Aent her from the
room,

Her eye caught the initials now,
F. W., and her stiff white lips framed
the words, ‘Frank Wayne," as she
sank forward, and with a despairing
moan went off inte & death-hike swoon,

And Lairy, startled and bewildered
for & mowent, realiged at Jast how
terrible was this uolooked-for success
of hbis lifework, Hao lifted the uncon=
soious girl in his arms, and held her &
moment, kissing her coldly, and mur-
muring inooherently, then laying her
on the conch, he carefully replaced the
fatal book on the shelf, and called 8
wervant sayiog Miss Wayoe way ill
and then he left the house,

He stopped on the yeranda - and
looked ‘t the old man. asleep in his
¢hair, The poor sightless eyes Were
cloged j the thin logks of white hair
lay softly on the suaken temples; very
eare-worn was the pale face, but &
peaceful smile hovered around the with-
eved lips,

And this was “his father's murderer,
Many times had he thought what he

would pay, whert

with the wretoh,—but not thua had he

he cama face to face | |

helpless old man whom he had learned
ta love—the father of his darling.

O God; why must an evil deed leave
g0 dark a trail behind? “God forgive
me,” he eaid, “but for ought that ]
shall do my father’s murder must re-
main unavenged.” And he past down
the walk and the birds sang, the fouu-
tain splashed and the roses nodded in
the-soft brecze; but to Larry Barlow
had come the bitterness of death.

Bis work was finished, his dream
of happiness was over, and the next
train bore him' away from the place
whither fate had lgd him,

There was no need to sce Star again,
He knew that by that one agonized
moan that she understood that between
them was blood—a father’s blood—no
word need be spoken—the shadow had
fallen and love and joy were over for
aye. Back to his childhood’s home
went the broken-hearted man, How
silent the deserted house! how grim
the face of the old servant who unbolts
the door! how ghastly the gloom with-
in ! Even in his agonizing sorrow the
stricken man feels a deeper pang, as he
wanders from room to room, until at

Jast he enters the room where his futh-|

or breathed hiis last, and throws him-
36'f into the very chair where his fath
er's fate eame upon him, wishing alas!
that death might come to him also.

The table is at his elbow and apon
it there lies u package. He reads the
address

“Po my dear
From his loviog
ered to him on
day.”

Ah! here was a message from the

son Larry Barlow—
mother—To be deliv-
his twenty-first birth-

dead, which he should have received
two years agoj but what matters it ?

Nothiog can matter much, now that|

lifs is over for him. But at last he
opened the letter, 80 faded, so feebly
written, and read, not because he had
any curiosity as to the contents, not
from love of the parent whom he scarce
ly remembers ; but from the desire to
forget even for a moment his mis-
ery.

“0 my son! forgive, forgive your
poor, weak mother, for the sin of not
confessing to the world, what she now
confesses to you,

“They say I am dying from grief of
your dear father’s death ; but, my son,
grief alone seldom kills; and I am dying
beneath the burden of the guilty sceret
which 1 am hiding, The night after
your father's murder, my brother, my
dearly-loved younger brother, Larry,
for whom you are pamed, came to wo
and told me, that he had killed your
father.

“Angry words had passcd between
them, and in-a fit of ungovernable tem-
per the deed was done,

“0! my son, much as 1 loved your
poor dead father, I could not see my
brosher perish on the gallows, and 1
gave him moncy to floe the country.
But no one ever so much as suspected
him. He is gone, I know hot where,

“The paper, which is supposed to be
aclew, was torn from the book of a
friend of your father's, Who visited us
years ago, and has becn among your
fathers papers ever gince. How~it
came to be in his hand at that terrible
time I know not. And now, my dear
son, I beg merey for"—

And here we leave the message from
the dead, as Lamy did. There were
mavy olosely-written pages, but too
long had they been delayed, and enough
had been fead to cause love aod hope
to revive and throbj and as fast a8
steam could take him, back to his loxt
darling be flies.

At last he reaches the gate, but what
is this winding down the pathway ?
A sombre procession. His heart is in
his mouth alnost; a8 he stands aside,
but a servant-whispers to him, “ltit
the old man, sir, found dead in his
chair on the veranda the very day you
left. We would have sent you word,
sir, but Miss Star is that orasy that
we ocouldn’t find out your address,
Poor young lady, she bas never seemed
right since you left  She sits all day
wringing her hands and talking of
shadows ; but now, you are come, wir,
she will be better, sure.”

* * *

Ten yeara  have rolled away. Tt is
anather night in Juue, and up and
down the -path. two forms are walk
ing.

The treca on either side the ath are
or now, .~ Tho silyer-lined leaves
ars thioker, but the fountain ou the

* X
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arbor on the left whiter perhaps, and
the waxen petals of the roses are fall.
ing faster in the evening dew, and all
the leaves are whispering very sadly.
But the two in the walk are passing up
and down, to and fro; and he with his
face upturned to heaven is wondering if
it be a just God who smites the inno-
cent with the heavy hand of afflictions
and crushes the weak beneath the uu-
merited burden of the guilt of others;
but she at hisside with her vacant face,
and dull eyes, from which reason will
never gleam again, asks io her plaintive
childlike voice: “The shadows, Larry,
are they falling 7 And over all the
moonlight falls like a shroud.

Advice ton ;(nlug Man.

And then remember, my som, you
have to work. Whether you haudle a
pick ora pen, a wheelbarrow or a set of
books, di
per, ringing an auction bell or writing
funny things, you must work. If you
look arotind you, son, you will see that
the men who are the most able to live

ring ditches or editing a 'pa-

the rest of their days without work are
the men that work the hardest,  Don’t
be afraid of killing yourself with work,
sn,
that.
on the sunny side of 30, They die
,ometimes, but it’s because they quit
work at 6 p. m, and don’t go howe until
9 m. It's the interval that kills.
work gives an appetite for meals; it
lend=stolidity to your slumber; it gives
the appreciation of a holiday.

It is beyond your power to do
Men cannot work so hard as that

There are young men that do not
work; my son, but the world is not proud
of them, It does not even know their
pames ; it simply speaks of them as
So-and-so’s boys. Nobody likes them,
nobady hates them; ths great, busy
world does not even know that they are
thete. So find out what you waunt to
be pnd do, son, and take off your coat,
and make a dust in the world: The
busier you are the lcss deviltry you will
be apt to go into, the sweeter will ba
your sleep, the ~brighter and happier
your hol days and the bottr satisfied
will be the world with you.—Burdette.

1 do not believe that
Ayer’s Sarsaparila has
an equal as & remedy
for Scrofulous Hu-
mors. It {8 pleasant
to take, gives strength
and vigor to the body,
and produces a more
permanent, lamnr, re<
sult than any medicin

ever used.—E.
Haines, No. Lindale, O«

1 have used Ayer's
Sarsaparilla, in my fam=
{ly, for Berofula, and
know, if it is taken
taithtully, it wil
thoroughly = eradicate
this terrible disease. —
W. F\ Fowler, M. D.,
Greenville, Tenn.

For forty years I
have suffered with Ery«
gipelas. 1 have tried
all sorts of remedies
for my complaint, but
tound no reilef uptil T
commenced using
Ayer's Sarsaparilla.
After taking ten bot-
tles of this medicine [
am completely cured.
— Mary €. Amesbury,
Rockport, Me.

1 have suffered, for'
years, from Catarrh,
which was so severe
that it destroyed m
appetite and weakened
my system. try-
v other remedies,
and getting no rellef, 1
began to take Ayer's
Sucgaparilla, and, In &
tew months, was oured.
—Susan L. Cook, 900
Albiny _ ut., Boston
Highlands, Mass,
e  Sarsaparills

rior to any blood
or that
over tried. I
taken it for Berof
Canker, and Ba
Rheum, and received
much benefit from it
It is , also, for a
wenlk stomuch.— Millle
Jane Peirce,

B o Muss.
Ayor's Sarsaparilla,
Pm“hyh.l.O.AwlOo«m.\l.M
Price 811 8ix bottles, 85,

Erysipelas,

Canker, and

Catarrh,

Can be
cured by
purifying
the blood
with

A
i lll’

expegted to find himj oot this' blind,

right splashes as softly as of ald; the




