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Established {808,

KELLEY & GLASSEY.

Successors 1o ALex. McLrop & Co.

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

HALIFAX, N. S.

WELSBACH INCANDESCENT GAS BURNER.

This Burner = . saves at least

a0 per cent. of - gas,givesapure
white light and
heat. Thelight

thereisnoflick-

no smoke, less
is steady and

er. A splendid
light toread by. The Company

lease these lights for 25 cts.

per month per light, and keep

them in repair. No expense to
the consumer over the 25 cts.
per month. A practical  de-

monstration will be shown

any person or who

will eall at the office, 16 UP-

PER WATER " ST., Halifax, N. §.
J. BSTES WILSON, Superintendent.

A. STEPHEN & SON,
FURNITURE, CURTAINS,

CARPETS,

Qileloth, Linoleum, Hearth Rugs,
Mats, Matting, Blankets, Quilts,
Counterpanes, Comfortables, &¢.

persons

OQurs is a large and complete collection, embracing all that is known in GOOD FURNITURE and
all m,_belongmzs Notzalone the most expensive surts, though we have the finestsr .bundance, but
all themoderate priced kinds, cheap as they can be sold by anybody.

Our 8tyles are Fully Up to the Times in Every Departoent, and Workinanshin Not
Excelled by Any. Comeo and 8co Us or Write for any Information Bequlrcd.p

A. STEPHEN & SON,

House F'urnishers,
[0] AND 103 BARRINGTON ST., HALIFAX, N, S.

MY EXAMINATION.

“ Study hard | study hard, Philip | and you'll succced. All things como
to him who waits,” so said 14y uncle, putting his hond out of o first-class
carringo window as tho train moved away from the platform.

“ Study hard 1" Yes, I would, but as to succeeding~—that was more
doubtful. :

For several long woary months I had been * cramming ™ for a horrid
examination, which when once passed was to securo a place for mo in an
offico truly after my own hourt, .

But, try as I might, every time I went up I failed. Only a few short
weoks ago I had tricd again and had been~-* plowed again.”

My good unclo did all he could to assist and encourage me excopt one
thing, and that was ho woulda’t 1+t mo have a ¢ coach.”

Ho ssid if I liked I could pass well enough without other aid than that
which could ba got by books, and so, to his mind, it would be uscless
oxpenso to employ a ¢ coach.”

When ho was s young man he had dono the samo with oase, and so
there was no reason why I shouldn’t.

One of his favorite wise precopts—and he had many of thom-—was that
what onoe man has done another can do. In fact, until the day on which I
tried to row wy unclo and cousins upon the Thamoes and upsot thom, that
was also one of my dearest maxims,

After seeing my unclo ¢fl to his little country home, I walked loisurely
out of the station towards my lodgings.

1 had scarcoly turned the corner of the street when who should T meet
but Dr. Graudenore, my old schoolmaster.

Now, though in days gone by I had not venerated him any more than
boysas a rulo do their precoptors, yet now that I had not seen him for
several months T felt that such a meeting might porhaps help to raise my
drooping spirits afresh for tho coming labor of crammiog.

To response to his inquiries I told him all about myself, and ho in
relurn communicated to mo all the news about the Intest readings and editions
of the Latin and Greek classics.

Also what he considered to be far more important than theso—that it
was reported that the wissing books of Euclid had beon unearthed in an
Alexandrian dust-heap !

When I told him 1 had como up to L ndon again to study for that
wretched exam,—J1 didn't say [ had done the sime thrico beforo—ho eaid
he could give mo somoe good advico, and tukiug out his pocket-book (the
very beok in wnich my name had more than once figured for an impositivn 1)
hie wrote out six short rules. :

 Follow these, Philip,” ho said, ** and you'll pass at once! Good-byo.”
So saying, ho was gone. I watched the good old man as he walked up tho
stieet, and inwardly wondered whether or no his tall form, healthy appear-
ance, and success in life wero due to the following out of these rules.

Then I turned towards my solitary rooms in Grinden street, and mentally
dotermined to put tha doctor’s advice into practico.

Arriving at number 29 I rang the bell, and after waiting five minutes—
a time long cnough in my consideratizn to justify lighting another cigsretto
—DMrs. Skigen, my landlady, appeared.

“ Oh ! Mr. Balliman,” sho began. *“there’s a letler for you upstaira.
Black-edged—no bad news I ‘ope, "thuugh we can’t nome of us be sure
what mayn’t "appen some day "

Without waiting for any further discourse upon the frailly of the flesh,
I mounted to my own sitiing roou.

The window of the room Jooked out on a busy thoroughfare, which did
not improve tho place for study.

On the tablo lay a letter with a deop black edge. I knew the writing ;
it was Mr. Balliman's.

0 Defore T go any further I must bricfly explain a little of our family
affaira.

Somo years previous o my coming to London, when I was a boy, my
father—Mr. John Westford—had died, snd soon after my mother had
married again ; this time to & Mr. Louis Ballimap, a small country wine-
merchsnt.

Whethier I was prejudiced or not, I do not know, but I took a dislike
to him tho first timo wo met, xnd that dislike never loft mo. Very possibly
it was not leagened by tho fact that ho would always have mse called by his
sarname instead of my own.

Now I was away from home Itook care to bo knowu only as “ Philip
Westford,” and not as * Philip Ballimav,” excopt of courso to Mrs. Skigen.
Thera is onoe other point to which I must refer without further dolay.

For eomo months I had been ongaged to a young lady of the name of
Mary Layman. She, poor girl, was worse offthan I was from a pecuniary
point of view—and I ast what other point of view have wo in this world ?

Mary Laymon was then working os a govorness in an aristocratic family,
and practically sho was—as what governess is nmot?—a alave to her
cmployers, who wero boths cold and proud peoplo of the world.

But to return to tho black-edged ouvelops addressed to ¢ Mr., Philip Bal-
liman, 29 Grindep strect, Bayswator, London, W.”

My step father was s dull man and did not often write, so I thought
there must bo something of importanco in the bulky letter.

Itran thus:—

“My Drar PuiLir,—You will I suppose be sorry to hear of the death
of your uncle, my brother, on Monday last at Falstendeon Manor. I had
hopes thet he—being without children, would not forget us in his will.

Ho;;"cvcr, I was wrong for onco in my oxpeclations, and he leaves us
nothing.

Ho might have helped mo to givo you a good start in lifo, but, as you seo,




