TilE CONNER BALL-

BEARING - WASHER

will wash delicate lace
curtains without break-

¢7ang 'a  thread. The
heaviest clothing can
be washed as easily as
«ordinary clothes. For
-sale at the Eridge-

«town Hardware
Store. We also keep
@ supply of Tubs,
Wringers,Clothes
Lines and Pins.

K. Freeman

Victor
Talking
Machines.

‘We are agents for these
fine Machines and also “Vic- !
tor” records. Needles and|
accessorics always in stock.g
We kecp a Victor Machine

demon-

and will be glad to
Come in, |

strate it any time.
see ‘and hecar.

B

ROYAL PHARMACY

W. A WARFEN, Fim. B,

€ hemist, Optician and Stationer.

DOMINION ATLANTIC
RAILWAY |

vat D=

Steam hip Lines
=TO:
St. John via Digby
—AND—
via Yarmouth

Boston

“Land of Evangelize‘* Bouts.
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“Om and attér November 2, 1908, the
Steamship and Iramm Service on this |
Bailway will be as follows (Sunday !
sxcepted):

FOR BRIDGETOWN. |
f

Express from Halifax, ... 12.11 p.
Bixpress from Yarmouth,... 1.54 p.
Accom. from Richmond, ..5.20 p.
Accom. from Annapolis. ... 7.20 a.

Midlan

Trains of the Midland ~ Divisio
‘leave Windsor daily, (except Sunday
for Truro at 7.40 a. m. and 5.35 p.
m., 640 a. m. and 3.15 p. m., con-
mecting at Truro with trains of the
Intercolonial Railway, and at Wini-
@or with express trains to and from
-Halifax and Yarmouth.

.Boston Service

“Commencing Monday, Octoben 19th.
“fhe Royal Mail 8. S. Bosto

: n leaves

 Yarmouth, N. 8., Wednesday and |

Saturday, immediately on arrival of;

- express trains from Halifax, arriving !

in Boston next morning. Returning,

leaves Long Wharf, Boston, Tuesday
and Friday, at 1.00 p. m.

e

St JOHN and DIGBY

ZROYAL MAIL 8. 8. YARMOUTH.

Daily Service (Sunday excepted.) !
\Leaves St. John ............ ... 7.45 a. m|
~Arrives in Digby ..... 1045 a. o !

Leaves Digby same dpy after arriv-
express train from Halifax.

8. S. Prince Albert makes daily
¢érips  (Sunday excepted) between

and Wolfville, calling a
Kingsport in both directions.
P. GIFKINS,

EKentville.

General Manager,

m. |
m. |
m. |
m. |
i |
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MINARD’S LINIMENT USED BY
PHYSICIANS.

rS-bmethin'g for Nothing

is a revelation to housekeepers. Nothing
ASh like it has ever been made before.

It means less work, because it does not
get dull or brown, and' is so easily
applied.
It means less work, too, be‘ca}xse jns_L a
few rubs bring a bright, brilliant polish
that always looks fresh and clean,
It is cheapest, because you get a bigger
can for the money.

Wiy,

.
o
-z

e

If yourdealer does not handle “Black
Kuight” send his nante and 19¢ for
full sizzd can. 7A

The F. F. DALLEY CO. LimIted, Hamflton, Ont.

Right Now
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That new Overcoat or
that New Suit of clothes.
Come in' and " talk
it over with us. We
can suit you both as to
goods and to prices.

Don't wait. i
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“ONE TRUE FRIEND

vou?’

hand, ¥*Good night, Jack.’

Selected Story.

AND MARGOT!”

(‘Tit-Bits.")

‘Tom! Yes, I'm not mistaken! It is
you. Shake hands, old chap! How are
Tom Marlow,  slotiching moodily
alcng t{he Embankment, hands in
poekets and the burnt-out stump of a
cigarette between his lips, had to
stop, for the other had planted him-
self squarely in front and did not
move. But he gave no sign of pleas-
ure at the meeting. He was down ui
heel, and knew it. As if by instinct
his hand wandered to his coat collar.
which he turned up to hide the frayed
apology for linen underneath.

‘Hallca, Jack!’ he said.

‘And is that all the greeting vou
give an cld chum who hasn't seen
you for ages?” was the rejoinder.
#8till the same taciturn ¢ld Tom, eh?
Why, it must be seven or eight vears
since we met!’

‘Eight,’ said the scarecrow.

‘Ah! Time flies, and no mistake!
Well, what have you been doing =il
these years? You left the old ploce
because you'd got the scrivsline
fever, I remember.  Any luck?’

‘No. I-I gave it up some time ago.
Found it wasn’t my line!’

‘Oh!’

Jack Harland saw that the convel-
sation irked the other. His feet shui-
flel on the pavement, and his gaze
randered from side to side—anywhere
but in the face of the man who gues-
tioned him. There was an uncom’nrt-
able pause.’ 5

‘Well, IT'll be getting ony said Mar-

low, holding out half-ashameadly g |

‘What, gcing? Not yet, old felioy’
sure I've hardly seen you.' H
land laid a hand on his arm. ‘I say.

o
v

! Tom, vou'd mever guess it, but I'm a|

J. Harry Hicks, aueen st.|

SmEsaply of secordsonhand | o o o

For -a short time we will give
away with every pcund of ART
BAKING POWDER your choice
of an enamel preserving kettle,
wash bowl, onc Iarge' saucepan,
or two smaller ones, or a three
piece set, pudding pan, sauce-

pan and bowl. & & = =

MEN’S COARSE BOOTS

OUR FALL AND WINTER STOCK OF

MENS BOYS’ AND CHILDREN'S
BOOTS IS ABOUT COMPLETE.

You should have a pair.

Qur Boot Dressing is still cclling at mark down Prices.

BZ" Dont forget to ask for a Picture Ticket.

KINNEY'S SHOE STORE|z
MEN'S COARSE BOOTS

Stoves 1908 Stoves

The -Queen -still
leads. We have it!
Also Hall Stoves in
all the latest pat-
terns; parlor and]
heating stoves foré
ccal or wood at low-!
est prices.

Kitchken Cooks and
Ranges.

sjoog esieo) sfog

A

Hot Air Furnace
Heating and Pivmb-
ing a specialty.

Crowe

| must have.
{ take no refusal.’

| tatle in a

T th
| the

| knife ard fork half-wey th
| meal,
friend with hard, bright eyes.

Yes.

Fleet Street man myself now.
Assistant-sub on ‘““The Morning.’
Look here—come with me and have a |

a bit of supper. We've|
things to tell each other—!
Oh, but you

chat over

.

heaps* of

‘Well, really, it's very kind cf vc

The temptation was too
him to withstand Murther. Liankin
their arms, Harlard him off in
triumrh, and ten minutes later
were seated at opposite sides
quiet little eating-house cff !
Strand.

‘Jack, do you kmow you
my life to-night?’  Laying

sirong Io

bore
“n . !
-dCV |
oliia

've saved
down Lis

the
at Fkisl

The
food and the upaccustomed warmih |
of his surrpundings had locsened his|
tongue. ‘Yes; I mean it. l‘\vcntv:
times today I've asked myself wheth- !
er I should worry on any ionger, or |
drop quietly over the parapet of a|
bridge and add one more to the list
of London’s missing! I'm tirel of
this!’ He glanced wearily at hi :
threadbare clothes, indicating by al
gesture all that lay beyond. "Look at
me, Jack! I'm one of life’'s failures—
a derelict. I threw away happiness|
when I had it,  quarrelled with the
woman who loved me, as I verily be-
lieve better than all the world: and
this is the result. It was all my
fault. Margot was as true as steel;
and I g jealous fool who realized the
truth too late. Since then—' He
broke off abruptly. ‘Ah, Jack, it's an
easy road when you commence to o
downhill!’

‘My dear fellow, hush! Not another
word!’ Jack Harland's face was glow-

Marlow stared

acrcss

his

; ing as he stretched across to grip the

shaking hand. ‘I won't listen! I tell!
you the finger of Providence and smo-
thing else brought us two together'!
tonight. This is a turnine-poict in|
your life—a day never to be forgot- |
ten. We're going to wipe out all the!
past at a stroke; and start afresh
from this moment! Ng? Well, I say
yes!' Again that breezy, honest laugh
‘How cld are you, Tom?’

‘Thirty-two.’

‘And you talk of self-destruction!
Why, all the best years of life lie be-
fcre you! Rouse up, man; and shake
off that fit of the blues! Think of
that girl! Can't you see, can't you
realize that somewhere here in Lon-
don she’s weeping out her heart for
love of you—must be? Tom, I tell]|
you it's your one plain duty to seek
her out—aye, to-morrow, mnot a day!
later!—And = tell her humbly what!
you've told me. Do you think she’ll'
mind your shabby 'clothes, or taunt |
you with the mistakes of the past? Is|
woman’s love mno purer, no holier |
thing than that? Put it to the test, |
I say! One word, one kiss, and :.'ou’llI
be a different man, , a better and a |
braver for having passed through the |
fire! Say the word, Tom! You—you’ll |
pull yourself together and try afresh.:
for her dear sake?’

His voice broke on that word. Per-
haps till that moment he hardly real- |
ized himself ‘how earnestly he had]
been pleading, how near tears vrere3
to his heart. But his companion sat!
silent, unmoved; only the nervous |
twitching of the man’s fingers show-

appointment
stronger persomnality had wen.

| was slow, it was also, happily,
| He entered c¢n the du

i by the same genero
* | er did men work ha
| scientiously in the
: | e in this world.

Are

Pale, weak and nervous
people need a tonic that
will build them up and
make them well and
strong. Celery King is
the tonic that will do

I h n
these things. Largo I ﬁ
package 25 cepts, at deal. 88

ers or by mail. S. C. Wells & Co., Toronto.

)
ed that he had heard. That drawn-|
out pause; and then his voice came in
a whisper.

‘Jack, I can’t!” He was fighting
again for breath to go on. ‘It’s—it's |
geod of you to trouble about me; butf
it’s too late. I had ambitions rnﬂe.‘
and might have done bigz things: but |
that time’s gone. I'm beaten, strand- |
ed, a wreck with the big seas break- |
iag over and no hope of salvage. |
Soon they'll claim me for ever, It's'
Fate!’ ;

‘Nonsense!’ Still that buoyant tote,
the cheery optimism of the man Who’
will not know defeat. ‘Fate is man’s |
servant, not his master! Cheer up.
old boy! You’re going to do pig|
things yet! Look here! I know g man |
who wants a clerk. He'll give you
the post at a word from me; and 1f !
the salary isn’t large, it's better |
than nothing. Take it till something |
else offers. If you'll meet me here at |
nire in the morning we'll see about !
it. Now, where are you going o |
sleep?’

It transpired that a Rowton House
had keen his resting-place the last
few nvizl_)ts, and together they bent
their steps there. When Jack Har-
land finally set out for home, havine |
seen him safe inside, he had extract-
ed a promise that he would keep the
the morrcw.

on The

In such fashion commenced the re-
generation twhile brilliant ‘out-
of-collar’ Tom Marlow. If the prccess

cf ers

sure. |
ties cf
ship gained for him by Harlang

fivence clothed

the ¢

in gar
us

ents rros 1
and nev-
rder or more, con-

hapd

service of employ-

But it was after the nokinal 3a

| bors of the day had ceased that hij

most strenuous efiorts
forth. Night after right,
his little roof-garret,

slates between him and

were

perche
only

he

tke stars,

| teciled ty the aid of a smoky lamp at |

the novel which was now his cne coxn- |
cern. It was his last throw with F(‘T‘f
tune—the supreme encounter. ‘

On one peint he was adamant. Till |
it was written he would seek no sort
cf society; atove all, would nst move
a sclitary step in the direction Jaek
Harland most desired of him. He
steadfastly refused even to visit the
latter’s house or meet his wife.

‘No, Jack," he said, ‘it’s my whim:" |
you must humor me. You know what !
the poet says—‘‘something attempted |

]something done.”” I want to realize |

those words before I think of aught |
beside. I've failed so many times.i
and so miserably. If I can carry this |
through it will give me fresh hope. |
fresh confidence. I shall feel that If
can trust myself again, that life’s|
worth living after all. Apd after-|
wards, perhaps—’

And there,

| Renson

| men’’—eh?

| the

| ous.

| kingdoms, Tom.

is—the sign of my rebirth, arbiter of
my destiny to be. What will De the|
result? You know how I've built :.\nl
it, how much it means. It's my very |
best work; my life-blood. If it fails—§
but it won't. I refuse to think it.” !

‘Faill’ That deep growl but Dar-}
tially cloaked the sob hiding unr’ur—i
neath. ‘It can’t! 1 tell yon it's #oinz |
to be the success of the season—a |
trivthph. Haven't I read every cnap-
ter; and, to my sorrow, half tae|
novels born = this last twelvemontn?
0Old Renson is the man for this. Heg
scents . g gocd novel like.a terrier;
noses a biscuit. Shall I see him for|
you in the morning?’ |

‘Will you?” He smiled his than%s. ‘I
should be grateful. One word, thoagh |
Jack. I want it to—to stand or full!
on its merits. There must be 1o
pressure, no asking him to publish it‘
by way of favor. You understand?” = |

‘Scnny, just you don’t worry. He'll|
jump at it, I tell you—Ltoom it far
and wide, and be glad to zet the|
chance.’ i

And so it proved. Just a week
later Tom Marlow. received a ietter|
that sent him into the seventh '(*.L-av-l
en of delight. It was signed ‘Herbert !
Renscn’ in firm, bold characters; and |
offered two hundred pourds cash for
the book, with a royalty on every
copy sold above five thousand. A/
mist blurred his vision as he read.
Success had come. Jack Harland
bounced into the cffice that same
mornine to see him.

‘Oh, yes; 1 know all about it!’ he
burst out, shaking his friend's hand
as though he would wring it off. ‘Old
‘’phoned me this morningz.
Cute old bteggar, that! What did 1
tell you? Ccngratulaticns, my toy!
‘“There is a tide in the aflairs of
Now, lecok here, yvou her-
mit, you must really come to dinner
with me to-night in henor of the c-
casion. I'm your gcdfather in a liter-
ary sense, at all events; and I insist.
See!’

‘Very well. I am at your service. I
say, Jack, am I cn my head or my
heels? I hardly know!’

‘That’s all right. You'll get used to
I shall eall at
prompt. Mind

shall ¢nly have
’

it soon. your digginsgs
at 6.30
for I
hours.
Six-thirty came, and
it', to fird Marlow awaiting hirm in
:h"y of new_ clothes. A hasty
visjt td the tailor had worked wun-
ders. Ncne seeing the gmart, well-
groomed man acw  would have cun-
nected him with the shivering wretch
of six months before. Harland’s eves
betrayed his satisfactica.
‘How long have you been married
Jack?’ The 'bus had put them down:
and they were walking the last stace

you're ready

a couple £

G

Harland with

ne

| of the journmey. Tom Marlow’s voice

was a little wistful as well as curi-
‘I don’t think I've ever asked
you.’

‘Oh, about three years,” was the re-
ply. He laughed joyously. ‘And i've
got the best little wife in the tgree
Sounds a bit ey-
travagant, perhaps; but wait, and
you'll see for yourself. Here we are.
Come inside.’

He led the way to the drawinz-
room, and kissed his wife, who came
forward with a smile to welzome
them.

‘Nell—Mr. Marlow,’” ke said. 'Tom—
my wife.’

Tom Marlow found himself shakin-~|
hands with a queer semsation. it was
the first woman’'s hand :hat had

v B
‘““An army marches on its
stomach.” By that he meant
that half-starved men are not
strong enough to march. And
you know that. Half-starved
men and women are not stron

enough to work, or to play ang
be happy. VYou should also
know that Indigestion means
slow starvation. Morethan half
the people who soon tire and
become depressed, who feel
life a Burden and who go list-
lTesslytotheirday’swork, would
find life a dail{ song if they
set their digestion right with
Mother Seigel's Syrup — the
digestive tonic compounded of
roots and herbs, Take it daily
after meals and test it yourself,

v

AT )

Price6oc. 4 bottle, Bold sverywhere
A. J. White & Co,, Ltd., Mofitreal.

2t

SEIGELS

SYRUP

<8

passed, seeming but a moment, and
he and Harland were again alone.
Jack Harlard laughed heartily.

‘Of course I did!” he replied. ‘Mar-
got is my wife’s cousin—but you've
learned that already. I heard the sto-
ry lorg ago; and searched fcr yon
many times before that night. It was
hard lines to come across you in such
a frame of mind that I simply didn’t
dare tell the whole truth at .cnce.
Afterwards, of course, the fault was
your own—'

“Yes.” Tom Marlow wrang his hand
aflectionately. “Jack, you’re a good
sort,” he said.

When that fine novel, ‘Tribulation,’
took the literary world by storm a
few months later, the dedication
printed oprosite the title aroused the
curiosity of not a few people. ‘T'c one
trie frrzend and Margot!” it read”
This is its story.

b S
GOOD COUGH MEDICINE FOR
CHILDREN AND GROWN FOLKS

TOO. &,

‘““We could hardly do without
Chamterlain’s Cough Re edy.”’ says
Mrs. Flora Despain, of Bloyd, Ky.
“I found it to be so good for the
croup and have used it for years. I
can heartily recommend it for coughs
colds and croup in children and
grown folks, too.”” The above shows ,
the implicit confidence that many
mothers place in Chamberlain’s
Cough Remedy, o confidence based on
many years’ experience in the use of
it. No one need hesitate to use this
remedy for it contains no chloroform
opium or other narcotics and may be
given to a child as confidently as to
an adult. For sale by
W. A. WARREN, BRIDGETOWN;
E. ATLEE,

A,
ANNAPOLIS ' ROYAL,

i and BEAR RIVER DRUG STORE.

.

iy . CERT.AINLY CLOSE.

.

Halifax, Nov. 6.—Seventeen seats
in possession of the government, six-

with the half promise  touched his for many a month, and teen held by the opposition and three

that lingered in the lowered voice, it | brought sad memories. They chatted still to be counted. This is the situ-

bad to rest. Dark days there were, as
was bound to be, when the demon of
despair settled heavily on him and
gave ng quarter; and he would l.ave?
slipped with hardly a struggls into
the abyss but for the strong, helping
influence of the man who had plucked
him, single-handed, from its very
brink. That cheery comrade’s visits |
never failed to bring a breath of new |
lifc into the atmosphere of the littls
room.

‘Well, how’s the masterpiece now?’
he would ask, flinging himself int-
the one available chair. ‘Heroine
troublesome? Ch, that’s nothing!
Fault of the sex in general, my bov
They can’t help it, bless ’em. anv
more than we can give up tobacco.
It’ll all come right in the last chap-
ter, take my word for it. What dn/
you say to a walk?

And off they would go, Harland
chatting gaily all the way, so that
Tom Marlow returned feeling brignt
er and better, and ready for a tur-
ther tussle with the damsel of his
book and the trials of the world st
large. The weeks grew into months.
and ome wonderful night the busy
‘sub’ ran up the stairs during o hrief
respite from duty, té find his frisnd
actually idle. He stared. His pipe
W@s in his mouth, and he sat there
puffing out great clouds of grey smok
and gazing up at the ceiling, oliivi
ous to everything else in the worid
Harland coughwid, and then he was un
his feet in a second, stretching cu:
hawd to welcome him.

‘Jack, I never heard you!’ came the

a

for a few minutes, and then Mrs.
Harland, excusing herself, went out
of the room. His gaze travelling
roun@ the room, lighted next moment
on a photograph in a silver frame
which stood on a little table by the
window. He started violently and
rubbed his eyes. Impossible! An hal-
lucination, surely! Then he lcoked
again and his face went white.

‘Jack!” he whispered, hoarsely.

But there was no answer. Jack
Harland also had slipped away. Fas-!
cinated, he picked the photograph up!
4nd turned it over slowly dn his
hands as though it were some
mysterious object the like of which
was never seen before. Every drop of
blood drained away from his face,j
leaving it whiter than marble. There
was g noise of rushing waters in his
ears, the room swam round him, and
in another second he would have fal-
len. It was the noise of the opening,
door that saved him, bringing back
reality with g rush. He wheeled
round swiftly. And then—

Framed in the doorway she stood
for that instant like some sweet spir-
it-vision. As she advanced, gracious
and queenlike, that little smile part-
ing .her lips, something seemed to'
rise chokingly and break in his
throat. He knew not whether to
laugh or cry. -

‘Margot!’ It came at last—the pent-
up torrent of emoticn hreaking in a
single word,

‘Tom!”

And then, with a glad little eyl
she surrendered herself gemtly into

eager whisper. ‘It’s finished! Yes. I
wrote the last line an hour aro.
Look!” A strange light Rneered in
his eyes;  and his voice was tender
almost caressing, as'he turnad cver

his out-stretched arms; and the for-

lips remained unasked for the hest of
all possible reasons. {
‘Jaek, you kmew! You knew the

the closely-written sheets. ‘There it

whole of ‘the time!’ A whole hour had

bidding question that hovered on his "

ation in Newfoundland tonight amd
the closest election the colony has
ever known is still in the balance.
Not until tomorrow afternoon will
the result of Morday’s polling be
known but mo matter how the three
remaining seats go the margin be-
tween the opposing parties

next legislature will be exceedingly

| small. Bergeo, St. Barbe and Bay 8t.

George are states which have not yet
been counted. 2
. WHAT WOULD YOU DO?

In case of a burn or scald what
would you do to relieve the pain?
Such injuries are liable to oceur in
any family and everyome should be
prepared for them. Chamberlain’s
Salve applied on a soft cloth will re-
lieve the pain almost instantly, and
unless the injury is a very severe one.
will cause the parts to heal witheut
leaving a secar.’ For sale by
W. A. WARREN, BRIDGETOWN: A.
E. ATLEE, ANNAPOLIS ROYAL,
and BEAR RIVER DRUG STORE.

At the quarterly meeting of the
Middleton Board of Trade last even-
ing a resolution was passed protest-
ing against the new time table of the
H. & S. W. Railway and asking the
Provincial government to insist upon
the railway giving a daily mail and
Passenger service each way with pro-
per train connections with the D. A.
R. trains at Middleton. It was also
decided to call a public meeting on
Tuesday evening next of the citizens
of Middleton and the surroundin~
ountry and invite the Federal and

cal representatives of the countv

nd the Manager of the H. & 8.
ailway to attend the meeting 'if
they care®to do so to discuss the

matter with the citizens present.
e e

—!
"

Repeat it:—“Shilo,h‘s Cure will al
ways cure my coughs and colds.”
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