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W. A. CHUTE, High-Pressure«? i

BUILDING MOVER, f» 4 Living characterizes tlimu modem day*. 
Tim result in a fearful inenase of Drain 
un<l Heart IHaeaae» — General Ue- 
bility, lu no mu la, VarislysH, and tn- 
euulty. Chloral ami Mur| lii.t a iguivnt 
the evil. The lueùiciua beat adapted 
to do permanent good U A.ver'a Sar
saparilla. It purities, enriches, and 
vitalizes the blood, ami thus -rrongtliens 
every function and faculty cn ^he body.
“I have used Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, in 

my family, for years. I have found It 
invaluable as

BBAR RIVER, N. 8.
Woods

"DUILDINtiS of 
-D and Moved, by lend or 
taking down eklmnsys or disturbing tbs oe- 
supaats. Stranded Vessels, of all «less, 
•tided and ftoatad. Boiler- and engines, of 

al( description, hoisted in ana out of steemers, 
pishing them in ary position.

X am the only building mover in the Lower 
Provinces thoroughly fitted with the latest 
improvements. Having had twenty years' 
experience I oan guarantee satisfaction. 
With numbers of fine reoousmendatiwne.

Also, Agent for The London flu* ran tee 
end Accident Company, of Ltndon, England.

all descriptions Raised 
Weter, without 4Voli •*
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•PBBMA LEX EST.SAX.TJS POPÏÏLI A Cure
for Nervous Debility caused by an in
active lit er and a low stui e of the blood." 
— floury Baron, Xoiiia, Oliio.

"For some tiitiu I have linen troubled 
with heart disease. I not er fourni auy- 
tliing to help 'mo luuil I liegan using 
Ayer’» Sarsaparilla. -I have only used 
this mudicinc six months, hut it has re
lieved me from my trou hie, ami enabled 
me ,to resume work." —J. 1*. Carza.ictt, 
l'orry, III.

" I have been a practicing physician 
for over half a century, and during that 
time I have never found so1 powerful 
and reliable an alterative ami .blood- 
purifier as Ayer’s Sarsaparilla." — Dr. 
M. Maxstart, Louisville, Ky.
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Make
Sheridan’s Condition Powder

•aid be. I 41 don’t know what yon think 
I’m mafll of, mother.’

|red at her resentfully.
■plied the water from the tin basin, 
|lie soap back in the dish, 
lias you ain’t hart very bad 
|rned. • I’d like to know what 
h figure you’d out to the folk be
lt if I didn’t look out for you 
gou don’t have any more thought 
•are than as if they didn’t belong 
Now don’t etau’ round any longer, 

■f mercy sake» ! Your greatcoat 
Jtat are ou the settin’-rooni lounge, 
jlfcrushed ’em. Seems to me, the 
Npg now. ’
É bell had only just begun to toll 
Mm Goodell had left his own yard 
fairly out in the road. The long 
• «Sue sweet and clear through the

frosty air. It was very cold for the 
son, and there was no snow on the ground. 
The road was frozen in great ridges, The 
rough ground hurt the old man’s tender 
feet, and he stepped gingerly and toed in 
to save them. He was large and lumber
ing, and could not walk easily. The 
church was a half mile away, and the Em 
«remis1 a quarter of a toile away. Before 
he came to the Emersons’ he passed the 
house where the Lord sisters lived. It was 
a square white house with four windows in 
front. Two belonged to the sitting-room 
and two to the parlor. At each of the sit
ting-room windows a head with a black 
lace cap and spectacles was visible. The 
head was bent down in a peering attitude 
so as to clear the obstructions of the sash
es, the spectacles themselves seemed to 
•quint curiously.

The old man, passing close under the 
window, looked up and bowed gravely and 
stilly.

4 Always a peekin' !’ he thought to him 
self with » slow masculine disapprobation 
of curious women. Hiram had never in 
his life looked out of a window to see who 
was passing, so far as he could remember.

Down the hill, and iieyoud the Lords’ 
with no house between, was the Hornier 
sons'. That was a one-story house, large 
on the ground and very low. It had been 
painted white, hut it was very gray now, 
and the roof w as lurchy w ith loose shingles. 
In the wide side-yard were a straggling 
wood-pile and an old fann wagon. Hiram 
did not look squarely, hut he took it all in. 
As he panned he held up hie head quite 
high, and toed out firmly in spite of the 
frozen ground. He did not appear to be 
looking, but he saw quite plainly a figure 
come to one of the front windows, then 
start hack ; lie saw the from floor open a 
little way, then close with a jerk.

‘ They saw me coinin', an' went back,’ 
he thought to himself.

When he was well past the boas?, the 
door opened again, and an old man and a 
young woman appeared. They came out 
of the yard and proceeded down the street, 
behind Hiram, who clumped along with 
solemn deliberation. The bell had now 
nearly stopped tolling and the Emersons 
felt in haste. They sat well toward the 
front of the church, and were abashed 
when they went in, if it were lata. But 
they could not quicken their pace without 
overtaking Hiram, and they did not want 
to do that.

Foster Emerson had a weakly, nervous 
gait. He walked with alacrity, but when 
he swung himself forward, his knee ap
peared to weaken under him. It was al
most like a slight lameness. His daughter 
Fanny walked like him. She had a lovely 
color on her cheeks, that deepened as she 
went on in the frosty air. Her stiff black 
heaver coat hung straight half-way to her 
knees ; there were shiny lines around the 
seams, where she had tried to remodel it.

She held her hands in a small old-fashion
ed fitch muff, and walked soberly on be
side her father. Hiram in front of them 
never quickened his pace at all The bell 
had quite stopped ringing when they reach
ed the church, and there were no people in 
the vestibule ; even the sexton had gone

Entry. thinkin’,’ said she, • that it’s a judgment on 
him. ’ She and Hiram rather regarded all 
Emerson’s misfortunes as judgements, and 
there had been a great many of them. His 

I sou whom lie had depended upon for the 
support of his old age had died, his wife 
had been delicate, his stock had gone down 
with the cattle-evil, bis crops had failed 

a and his house was heavily mortgaged. Tills 
year the strain to meet the interest money 
had been terrible. It had been whispered 
about town that Emerson would fail to do 
it, and lose his place. But it had been 
done, although nobody knew with what 
difficulty. The Uoodells had speculated a 
great deal as to whether Emerson would 
pay it. One day Hiram came home with 
the news that he had.

every cent of her school money to pay in 
toward that interest. I don’t believe she 
nor her mother either have had a new dressNew Goods, He

The Witches’ Ride She for three years. ’
Mrs. Ooodell was still frowning. ‘Well, 

I dunuo, I'm sure,’ said she.
‘ Well, I duimo, neither, but it 

pretty hard lines to think of folks a sufferin' 
right amongst us Thanksgiviu’. I ain’t no 
idea ihey've got a turkey nor a puddiii’. 
Well, I dunno what folks can do. 
ain’t got judgment, they ain't, an’ I dunno 
whether it’s the duty of them that ha* to 
support them that hasn’t, or not. I know 
I can’t afford to. Well, I must he goin' or 
Rachel! ’ll think I’m making sugar.’

After Jane Lord had gone, tripping 
shivt-ruigly down the rued with the

andOver the hill rode Grandfathi 
Old Dobbin he drove in the us..,* v»y ; 
Grandfather aaid, 44 Whoa !” Old »)obbin 

looked back,
But kept straight on in th<- well-worn 

track,
With a knowing nod of his wise old head ; 
He is dreaming you see, it plainly said, 

lalig ! g'lang !” said Grandfather Grey ; 
Old Dobbin stood still,—the usual way.

‘7, -I
she seems

—AT------ kind
hindR. D. BEALSl little.^
for If men44G’ Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,toy*
fall------ Comprising ——

DRY GOODS,
zsZsinranY,

Ready Made Clothing,
HATS A CAPS,

an’Over the hills rode Grandfather G rev,
Till he came to a house that stood by the
A fine obfmansion, that seemed to say, 

With its wide-Hung doors and its merry
din,

To Grandfather Grey—‘‘Walk lit! walk

mermen er
Dr. J. C. Ayer It Co., Lowell, Mate.
Fries $1 ; six bottles, $4. Worth |5 » be. lie.

an'
beU'i

ind of say other kind. Strictly a 
is mi cure» ell diseases of heaeawlIs

Mo mother. Hiram sat near the window and
!•. he looked out.

my mites lisfcy.f- •HeYturn<5t'Hp"ltie rttfiV «1» He, »T 

guess he’s going up to see the Bends boy.’
’ I shouldn’t think he’d go off Thanks

giving Day.4
The Bern is house, low and red-painted 

with a smoking chimney, was visible up the 
road across a wide stretch of field. Hiram 
turned again to his paper; his wife rocked,

- with her feet cloee to the stove. Presently 
Hiram also arose, and prepared to leave the 
room.

• Where you goin’, father,’ asked* Mrs. 
GoodelL

41 ain’t goin’ far.’
But he didn’t return speedily. Mrs. 

Goodell went to the window and saw*a fig
ure that looked like his ploddiug up the 
road.

4 For the laud sake he ain’t goin’ up to 
the Bemises’, Thanksgiviu’ Day !’ said she,
41 should think they was all struck on tke 
Bemises. ’

She looked vexed and frowning. She sat 
down again. Presently the fire got low, and 
she went out for more wood. On her way, 
she stepped into the buttery and looked 
around.

‘ There’s that other chicken pie,’ said 
■he, ‘ and I could cut a plateful eff that 
turkey, and uohody’d know It, an’ there’s 
twenty mince pies, an’ ten apple, an’ eight 
•quash—no there ain’t—why I don’t see 
through it I knew there was twenty 
mince, an’ I can’t count hut nineteen, an* 
there ain’t but nine apple, an’ seves squash. 
For the land sake !’

She counted over and over again, but she 
could make no more of them. She could 
not account for three pies.
J 4 Well, there’s enough, anyhow,’ said she.

41 could carry ’em three or four, ’an a piece 
of my plum puddin’, an’ not miss it, I 
s’pose. I dunno. I dunno how they’d take

sugar,sentBOOTS and SHOES 4 It’s so,’ said be. ‘I got it from young John Ooodell, Mis. Geodell’s sou, 
Simmons, an’ hie Brother's in thé bank. He !ivetMfrs toVuWné

- He half-sighed unconsciously. He had an 
undefined feeling that this time the shaft 
of the Lord had missed his adversary.

41 spose it must be so then,’ rejoined his

*“85 55crai •si I he railroad connections were not very good 
and he could not reach home much before 
Thanksgiving noon.

The young man entered the kitchen door, 
aud a gust of fresh cold air came with him. 
He qat his valise down on the floor and 
•hook hands with his mother. He did not 
kiss her. The Goodell* were not demon 
strative among themselves.

4 Well, mother, how goes everything?’ 
•aid he.

wtt',Kir,7-5 a..
A welcoming voice, and the children’s 

shout.

ABest Groceries. ii.
•lames or

TIN WAR», ETC.
EXTRA CASH DISCOUNT ON ALL 

LINES.
1 o ztsr m i
1 TRIP PER WEEK. 1 wife.They drew him in 

With frolicsome dhi ;
They gathered about 
With laugh and shout,
Turned hu pocket inside out
For the apples and nuts that safely lay
For the bold little robbers hiddeu sway.

Eggs for Goods or Cash. She would not have recognized her own 
sentiments on the subject had she seen 
them. She was not a hard woman, hut 
like her husband, she had that grim clutch 
at a resentment, that came from her blood. 
Then, too, she was fond of money, and she 
dwelt constantly upon their toes. She 
liked nice things in her house, and nice 
clothe*, and she had (tinted herself defiant
ly ever since the affair of the woodland.
I could have a new black silk dress every 
year, and a new parlor carpet, if we hadn't 
been cheated out of eo much money,’ she 
was wont to say. She expressed her mind 
upon the subject quite freely to the Lord 
sisters. They had a shrewd way of lead
ing her on, and* Mrs. Goodell for all her de 
oiaion, had at times an innocent uncon
sciousness that she was being led. The 
Lord sisters, one or the other, or both, ran 
ever nearly every day, and sat down a few 
minutes for a little talk.

Thanksgiviug morning, some half an 
hour after Hiram had gone to church, Jane 
Lord came over. She brought a white 
howl. She wanted to borrow a little 
sugar ; she feared they had not enough to 
sweeten the cranberry-sauce.

4 I’m ashamed to come borrowing sugar 
Thauksgivin' moruiu’,* said she, ‘ but we 
didn’t neither of u* know how to go to the 
•tore, an' we didn’t think of its being quite 
so near out.’

4 You can have it jut a* well a* not,' said 
Mrs. («oodell.

After the bowl was filled with sugar 
Jane Lord sat holding it for quite a while 
She had something on her mind that she 
wanted to say, and she led up to it deli
cately.

* I see Mr. Goodell going to ineetin',’ she 
remarked after a little.

4 Yes, he went,, 4 returned Mrs. Goodell.
4 Well, there ain't many to go in this 

neighborhood, Thanksgivin’ morn in'. You 
have to stay to home to get the dinner, an' 
Rachel and me do. VVe ain’t neither of us 
fit to get it alone. Then there's the Emer
son*—I dunno but Fanny an' her father go.

41 dunno whether they go or not,’ said 
Mrs. Goodell in a stately aud indifferent 
manner. She was on her way to the 
oven with a spoon to baste the turkey.

Jane Lord sat holding the bowl of sugar 
and pursing her lips softly. She was 
sallow-faced and there was a sad droop to 
her features. Her voice was unexpectedly , 
quick and strident

•Speakin’ of the Emersons,’ said site, 41 
was down to Mis’ Silas Grant’s the other 
day, you know she’s Mis’ Emerson's cousin, 
and she was tailin’ me how dreadful bad 
off they was. They've had to rake an' 
■crape every cent they could lay their 
hands on, to pay that interest money, te 
keep a roof over their heads, an’—' Jane 
Lord lowered her voice, she leaned forward 
confidentially—* Mis' Grant said—I don’t 
■'pose she thought ’twas goin’ any further, 
hut I'm goin’ to tell you—that—sA« didn't 
b'litvt they had enough to eat f

Mrs. Goodell was down on her knees be
fore the oven, basting the turkey ; the savory 
odor steamed out into the

‘ Well, I wouldn't tell it if I was Mis' 
Grant,’ said she, 4 her own cousin, an’ Silas 
Grant’s rich. Why don’t she give ’em 
somethin' to eat ?’

* Folks ain’t always so fond of givin’,’ re
joined Jane Lord with asperity. ‘Ah’ 
there ain’t no use in givin’ to some folks. 
Foster Emerson's bound to lose every cent, 
an’ always was. He ain’t got no judgment. ’

Mrs. Goodell went back to the table with 
the spoon. She had resumed her indiffer
ent air. *

41 guess they’re got enough to eat,’ she 
remarked ; * you can’t make me believe 
they ain’t.'

‘ Mis’ Grant says they ain't, an’ what’s 
more—’ Jane paused a moment, 4 / know 
they ain't /’ added she impressively.

Mrs. Goodell stopped and looked at her. 
Jone continued with a sadly triumphant 
air. 41 was in there myself a few days ago, 
an’ I see a few things.’

•What?’

Butter and all Other Produce in Exchange
Nip taux Falls, May 8th, IT.

INTERNATIONAL S.S., Co.,SHUT REDUCTION. Suddenly hushed was the frolic and din, 
Only a murmur was heard within,
As Uncle Will and Grandfather Grey 
Talked of the wonderful news of the day. 
But three little maid*, us still as a mouse, 
Were stealing, a-tip-toe, around the house ; 
One took the reins, and one said, * I 
Will hold the whip, for Dobbin, you know, 
At the very best is dreadfully slow,'— 
While one sweet voice like a bird-note rang 
As away they clattered, 4 G’lang ! G'lang !'

‘ Pretty well,' replied Mrs. Goodell, look 
big et him with a kind of repressed delight. 

1 Father gone to church ?’
•Ÿes.’The whole Block ot
The son strongly resembled bis mother, 

hut he was better looking. A certain blonde 
harshness of feature that did not set well 
upon her, was quite attractive in him. 
People called John Goodell a very good 
looking young man. He took off his

W. W. SAUNDERS*

10STDInil be sold »t a Great Reduction dur
ing Ike Xmas Holidays, embrac

ing the following well- 
selected lines :

.1 ‘
In the keeping-room windows quaint and 

old,
Sweet-briers opened their hearts of gold ;
A sunbeam creeping across the sill,
By grandfather's chair at last stood still,
* Bless me ! how time ha* been slipping 

away ?
I must be going,' said Grandfather Grey.

So he rose and stood by the high-hacked 
chair,

And talked of happenings here and there,
At lust he subi, with u mild little laugh,
‘Like Dobbin, I'm getting too slow by liulf ;
I really must go.' He reached the wide 

door,
4 Why ! Dobbin has never run off before ;
I've owned him twenty years, to a day ;
What oan be the matter?' said Grandfather 

Grey.

His blue eyes a-twinkle,— laughed Uncle 
Will,—

‘ It muat he the witches ; the house is so 
•till.’

‘ Don't tell me you think, in the light of 
this day,

That still there are witches !’ aaid Grand
father Grey.

And he tried to look stern ; but the children 
would say

He never need try,—dear Grandfather 
Grey.

A merry laugh on the air rang out.
Came a clatter of hoofs ami the children’s 

shout ;
The old chaise rumbled adown the hill ;
•Glang !’ said grandfather ; old Dobbin 

stood still

over-
. co*t and hat and sat down in the kitchen 

with hi* mother, and watched her work and 
chatted with her. He had not seen her for 
some six months.

DRY GOODS,
HOSIERY, a Specialty,

HATS AND CAPS, BOOTS, SHOES AND 
SLIPPERS, OVERBOOTS, RUBBERS 

AND LÀRIGANS, GROCERIES 
AND CONFECTIONERY, 

CANNED GOODS, ES
SENCES, EX

TRACTS,
and patent

MEDICINES, large 
stor k of LAMPS, GLASS, 

EARTHEN. STONE, TIN-
ware, hardware, and

CUTLERY, AND A SPLENDID 
ASSORTMENT OF XMAS NOVELTIES

DIRECT, He inquired after the neighbors in a fur
tive fashion as if he were steppbig on de
batable ground.

1 How are all the neighbors getting along, 
mother ?' he asked. He picked up a raisin 
and put into his mouth with a careless air, 
and chewed it abeorhedly, but his face be
gan to flush.

‘ Well, I guess they’re gettin’ along 'bout 
as usual, his mother replied guardedly.

‘ How are the Lords f
' Pretty well, I guess. Jane was in here 

this momin'.’
* How arc—the Emersons ?’
4 Well, I dunno.'
The young man tried to speak in a jocu

lar way but his face was very red.
■ Well,’ said he, 41 guess I’ll find out. I 

thbik I’ll go down and call on Fanny 
day while I am here.’

His mother was stirring some butter into 
a dish of squash. She stopped short and 
surveyed him.

4 John, you ain't goin' down there, when 
yon know how your father an’ I feel about 
them Emersons?’

* I ain't been down there for quite a 
while, because I knew how father and you

, felt, mother.’
* Ain’t you goin' to keep on ?’
*1 don’t know.’
41 don’t see for my part what you 

in that Fanny Emerson, little thin, peaked 
nosed thing. There’s lots of girls I should 
pick out before I should her, if I 
young man. ’

John straightened back his shoulders. 
That hasn’t got anything to do with it, 

that I can see, mother,' said he; ’I don’t 
see why she doesn't look as well as the 
other girls. But we won’t talk any 
about it now. It's Thanksgiving Day, and 
I've oome home to have a good time ; we 
don't want to get to arguing over anything 
or anybody. Ain’t the turkey most done?’

‘ You aiu’t going down there to see her, 
John ?’

FROM

Annapolis
Fall Arrangement.William Hart, Until further notice one of the favorite Side Wheel Steamers of this Company will 

leave Annapolis every THURSDAY, p. in., directly after the arrival of the Halifax 
express, for Boston direct.

Assignee.

THE KEY TO HEALTH. FARE FROM ALL W. k A. R. STATIONS

0 OUSTS DOLLAR XjZEBSS it.’
Mrs. Goodell stood deliberating. Then 

she put a stick of hard wood in the sitting- 
room stove, packed a basket full of provis
ions, put on her thick shawl and hood and 
started. When she got to her own gate 
ahe stooped and looked up Hie road cau
tiously ; she had put on her spectacles, but 
she could see uothing of her husband or sou. 
Then she braced the basket against her hip, 
and went down the road to the Emettons. 
The Lord sisters were at the window, the 
saw them with a quick side-flash of her 
eyes, but she did not look up. She went 
straight on at a good pace ; the basket was 
heavy, but she was muscular. When she 
reached the Emersons she set the basket 
under a lilac-bush at the corner of the 
house, then she kept on to the side door. 
She stood before it aud knocked. She heard 
a step inside, then Mrs. Emerson opened 
the door. She was a stout woman with a 
pretty, childlike face. She flushed when 
she saw Mrs. Geodell, then she became quite 
pale. Mrs. Goodell herself was pale, and 
she looked scared, hut she spoke first.

4 Good afternoon," said she.
‘Good afternoon,’ returned the other 

woman with a kind of stiff timidity ; then 
■he added—4 won't you cerne in ?'

Mrs. Goodell stepped in. Mrs. Emerson 
led the way to the kitchen.

4 I’ll have to take you iu this way,’ she 
•aid feebly, ‘ there ain't any fire in the set- 
tin’ room. Fanny's in there now. Some
body same to the front door, I dunno who | 
I’m afraid they'll catch cold.’

4 I’d jest as soon go into the kitchen,' re
turned Mrs. Goodell, with anxious affabil-

than by any other route. somew

st. crozmsr IuIzkte:
m The Palaee Steamer "CUMBERLAND" or “STATE OF MAINE" will leers SL

Wednesday sed Friday morning.Joke for Boston via Esstport and Portland every Monday, 
at 7-45, Eastern tfindara time.

Tickets can be obtained from all agents on the W. A A. H.
W. H. KILBY, Agent, FKED. ( HOSSHILL. Agent, K. A.t'AKDKB, Agent
Commercial Wharl, Boston.

of theUnlocks all the dogged •
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, enny- 
ingoff gradually without weakening tbs 
system, all the impurities and fool 
humors of the secretions; st the same 

Correcting Acidity of the 
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dye. 
pepsin, Heaflaohon. Dierinsss, 
Heartburn, Constipation, Dryness 
of the Skin, Dropsy, Dimness of 
Vision, Jaundice, Belt Rheum, 
Erysipelas, Scrofula, Fluttering of 
the Heart, Nervousness, and Gen
eral Debility; all these and many 
other similar Complainte yield to the 
happy influence of BURDOCK 
BLOOD BITTERS.

Annapolis.W. Jr A. R. Bridgetown.
time October 2nd, 1889.

It is fifty years to a year and a day,
Since over the hills rode Grandfather Grey, 
And the witches ran off with his 4 one- 

hoss shay."INSPECTION"
oan see

is Invited of our Terms and Prices for 
all Description of Work in

£elrrt literature.

Down the Road to Em
ersons.

was a

tmurttW * CO., Proprietors.

Monuments, Tablets,Farm for Sale A THANKSUININU HTOBV.

4 I'm afraid you won’t get ready for 
ineetin' father, more’u nothing.'

Hiram tioodSfl was shaving around his 

mouth and could not speak. Not a mus
cle of his face moved, still he looked iras
cible. He stood before the kitchen-glass 
aud shaved cautiously and slowly. He 
was always afraid of cutting himself when 
he shaved *

Hiram Goodell was a very cautious man. 
His wife stood by and held his vest ready 
for him to put on. Her hands twitched as 
she watched him wipe his razor painstak
ingly with a bit of paper, and then hold it 
up to the light and squint at it, to see if it 
were clean enough. She felt like snatch
ing the razor and shaving him herself,

4 For mercy sake*, father, don’t be so 
long-winded !' she said. She was a sandy- 
haired woman, tali and broad-shouldered 
and lean. Her blue eyes were weak, and 
she narrowed them and wrinkled her brows 
when she talked. Hiram carefully scraped 
around his mouth and held his lips firmly 
pressed together. It was quite a time be
fore he spoke, and then the words came out 
with the added impetus of repression. 
41 wish you’d lay down that vest and go 
Tong 'bout your work, mother,’ said he, 
4 an’ not stan' there watcliin me.’

4 Stan’ there watchiu’ you—I’d like to 
know if you’d ever get anywhere, father, 
if I didn’t toiler you up. I’d jest like to 
know what you would do.’

‘The bell ain’t tolled yet.’
4 The bell ain't tolled yet ! That’s jest 

the way you talk, father. What if it 
ain't ? you can’t walk down there under 
twenty minutes, an’ you know it. An’ it's 
time for it to toll now. Tills clock's ten 
minutes fast. But there you stan’ as 
deliberate as if you'd got a week before 
you,’

The old man muttered something. His 
wife laid the vest on the table and the but
tons rattled.

* Well, you can swear if you want to,' 
said she, ‘ a man as old as you be an’ pro- 
feasin’ what you do.’

She turned herself about with a majestic

more
fTIHB subscriber offers for ssls that very 
A- i ieely situated property in MIDDLE- 

TON, County of Annapolis, and Provines of 
Neva Beetle, on the Post Road and in the 
immediate neighborhood of Railway Station, 
Telegraph OSes, Post Olfioe and Churches, 
eons ii ting of about lorfy-Bve mores superior 
soil, a thriving young orchard of about one 
hoed red nnl fifty Apple Trees of ehoiee 
•elected fruit, end conveniently divided 
into hey, tillage and pasture lands. Is well 
watered, has a commodious and thoroughly 
Subbed house, woodhouse, barn, stables, etc., 
in seed rep sir. Terms easy.

JONATHAN WOODBURY.

HEADSTONES, Etc.
Also, Curbing, Posts, Steps, Etc.

Drysdale & Hoyt Bros.,

41 tell you, mother, I won’t talk any 
more about it. Here's father coming.’

Mrs. Goodell dropped the subject then. 
When it came to argument with John, she 
never wished assistance from her husband.

in. She had always punished him herself when 
he was a little boy, Mid she had folt fierce 
at the bare idea of any one else touching

W. D; SHEEHAN, Hiram opened the door and tiptoed up 
the aisle ; his boots squeaked. The Emer
sons did not enter until he' was fairly 
seated in his pew. Then he did not appear 
to watch them, but he saw them quite 
plainly. He even noted a little red feath
er on Fanny Emerson's black straw hat, 
and wondered how much it cost. It was 
so bright he thought it must be expensive. 
The Emersons were now vary straitened in 
their circumstances, and the Goodell* 
watched them narrowly, and appraised 
jealously everything they had. There was 
a feud lietween the two families, a New 
England feud. There was no blood shed ; 
there would never be any breaking of or
thodox trammels, but the Goodell* and the 
Emersons had hated each other stiffly and 
rigidly, after the true manner of their Pnr- 
itan Mood,-for the last ten years. There 
had been a piece of woodland, whose pos
session had been been disputed. The 
question had been carried to law, anti Fos
ter Emerson had won the suit, while Hiram 
Goodell had to pay the costs, as well as to 
lose his claim. He liad considerable pro
perty, but he was close with it ; it was an 
awful thing for him to pay his hard earned 
dollars to the lawyers in addition to giv
ing up his own will. Hiram Goodell was 
a New Englander of New Englanders. He 
oould not carry on a Southern vendetta, 
but he could walk baud-is-hand with 
hatred with an iron grip. To-day he 
seemed as bitter toward Foeter Emerson as 
he had ten years ago. The one thing that 
could have served to ameliorate his wrath 
had apparently not yet done so ; that was 
Emerson’s ill-fortune. It almost seemed as 
if the law-suit had been decided unright
eously and so brought a curse with it 
Poor Emerson had the disputed woodland 
and bad luck had seemed to fly out of it hi 
hie face like a bird. The wood was stand
ing ready to be cut, when it came into his 
possession ; the week after, it had burned 
to the ground. In ten years time it had 
grown again, this winter he was to have it 
out, but the summer before it bad been 
burned the second time. Die Emersons 
had hard suspicions, but they never men
tioned them. Indeed they were not well 
founded. Hiram Goodell was not capable 
of setting fire to his enemy's wood. He 
would never think of snob a thing.

However, the night when the wood had 
burned, he and his wife watohed the red 
glare on the sky, and neither of them was 
sorry. His wife spoke with a certain stern 
triumph like the Psalmist, * I can't help

room.
The American Tailor.

Be me ef the reasons why my costs are the 
BEST and MOST STYLISH CUT :

1. They always fit «lose to the seek, sad 
never drop down or rise up.

1. They always fit into the waist with a 
grseaful curve.

S. The shoulders never wrinkle, and always 
Us prove on your actual build.

4. Every germent Is made on the premises 
under my own supervision, by first- 
el us tailors.

/"> BNTLBMBN who have found difficulty In 
vX being properly fitted by their tailors, 
will do well to call on me and I will guarantee 
a perfect fit. __________ _______________

him.
ity.OPPOSITE RINK, . . BRIDGETOWN, N. 8. Hiram Goodell had a sober air when he 

entered ; even the meeting with his son 
could not dispel it. He had walked home 
from church with a neighbor, and the two 
men who stood talking together for quite a 
little while at Goodell'e gate.

Presently when John left the room for a 
minute, Hiram turned to hie wife. 41 
come up the road with Abel Be mis,’ aaid 
he, 4 and he says the Emersons are in a bad 
box this time, an’ no mistake.1

•Jane Lord's been in here talkin' about 
it,’ returned Mrs. GoodelL 

4 What did ahe say P 
1 She thinks they ain’t got enough to eat 

an’ keep ’em warm. I dunno, but it does 
seem as if a mail might contrive to get 
along, an' have enough to eat, if he had 
any judgment at all.’

4 He ain’t got any— Foster Emerson never 
had a mite of jud 
When you going have dinner?'

4 Jest as soon as 
I want you to go 
me a pail of water before you take your 
boots off. ‘

The two women sat down in the large 
kitchen.

Mrs. Goodell noticed that there was no 
odor of Thanksgiving cooking in it, when 
ahe entered. Mrs. Emerson did not ask her 
to lay aside her hood and shawl. Both 
women were afraid to speak, and they 
hardly looked at each other. Still Mrs. 
Goodell had a distinct purpose In view and 
that gave her more aelf-possesaion.

4 It’s a pretty cold day, ain't it,’ said she.
• Yes ; it’s been pretty cold,' Mrs. Emer

son admitted shyly.
Mrs. Goodell turned her eyes on the 

other’s face. Mrs. Emerson’s hair was 
quite curly over her temples ; she used ta 
wear her hair in long curia to her waist 
when she was a little girl. Suddenly Mrs. 
Goodell remembered them and how pretty 
she had thought her. They had been 
schoolmates when they were girls.

‘Seems to me you look kind of pale, 
Nancy,’ said ahe.

Mr». Emerson looked at her—then aha 
put her hands to her face.

4 Oh Lois !’ she sobbed, 4 you dunno what 
I’ve been through lately !'

Mrs. Goodell sat immovable in her chair, 
but her eyes suddeuly became red.

4 Don’t take on so, Nancy. Mob be the 
worst of it’s over,’ said she.

(Concluded on fourth page.)

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,4

i (ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THIS CELEBRATED
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i
Ritter Bidet Chain Finm\ SALE at tie DRUG STORE. I

f'IASTORIA, beet Spirits Nitie, Sulphuric 
Acid, Kdbi Fruit fi&lt, Planters, Tiebtrry, 

Tooth Powder, Pierce’s Medicines, full line, 
Vasileres, full lines, Paioe’e Celery Com
pound, Riege’s Food for infants, Laetated 
Food, Chloride Lime, Diamond aud Eleetrie 
Dyes, Insect Powders, Washing and Baking 
Soda, Copperas, Senna, Alum, Indigo, Nut
megs, Aniline Dyes, Puffs, Toilet Powder, 
Soap, Perfumeries, Lime Juice, Mack's Mag
netic Medicines, Kendall’s Spavin Cure, Bur 
duck Blood Bitters, Standard Piano and 
Organ Instruction Books, Sheet Music and 
Blank Music Paper and Books

L B MORSE, s o.
Setember, 1888, _____________

k —also:—

FOBOB iFTTlVCF,
with Hose attached if required.

- V>

fe. we are prepnrea to mimtmuc 
Üb WOODKlt WATER PIPE* for 
r==Edei^lr«tnlnr or conveylsiS’ water 
gsssder ground. Con be deMreawd 
Heal any a talion on the line off Ball- 
gsr way. Mend for Price List.

it Well, I dunno.
4 Oh I kept my eyes open, an’ I see, It 

was supper time, an’ Mia’ Emerson, she 
wouldn’t aet about gettin’ supper ’cause she 
hadn’t nothin’ to put on the table, an’ she 
was ashamed an’ I wanted to borrow a 
spoonful of ginger, an’ I followed her into 
the buttry. • She didn’t wan't me to go, she 
kept sayin1 she’d bring out the ginger, but 
I was bound I would, an’ I did. Mis' 
Goodell it’s the livin’ truth, that there

i l ean ;
out to t

get it on the tabic, 
he well an’ draw

•* I heartily recommend PUT* 
TNER’8 EMULSION to all
who are suffering from affec
tions of the Throat and Lunge, 
and I am certain that for Wast
ing Diseases nothing superior to 
it oan be obtained.”

BRIDGETOWN *

The Goodells generally dispatched their 
meals quiokly. They were thrifty with 
time as with everything else, 1mt to-day 
they were a good hour at the table. There 
was plenty to eat ; all the homely richness 

wa’n’t enough in that buttry to feed a baby. ’ 0f the country Thanksgiving feast was 
41 guess she had some things pat away.’ eprwd out on the table. The turkey was 
No, she didn t. Mr. Emerson he oslled very large and brown, 

her out in a minute, jest before I went After dinner, Mrs. Ooodell cleared away 
home, an’ I jest slipped iu there again, an’ the table, and washed the dishes, then the 
I peeked in two or three jars an’ the flour family sat down together in the sitting- 
barrel— there wa n t nothin ! room. Hiram had his religious paper, John

a city one, that he had brought with him. 
Mrs. Goodell sat quite idle. She never 
sewed on Thanksgiving Day. Her con
science seemed to grow abnormal excres
cences in some directions, and this was one 
of them. From her childhood she had held 
the firm lielief that it was wicked to sew

EXHAUSTED VITALITY. Marble® WorksirnUE SCIENCE OF LIFE,
J- the great medical work (Xr JKL 
of the age on Manhood,
Nervous and Physic*1 De- ? 
bility, Premature Decline,
Errors of Youth, and the 
untold miseries consequent 
thereon, SfiO pages, 8 vo.,
125 prescriptions for all diseases- Cloth, full 
gilt, only $1.01), by mail, sealed. Illustrative 
•ample free to all young and middle-aged 

Send now. The Sold and Jewelled 
Medal awarded te the author by the National 
Medical Association. Address P. 0. Box 1895, 
Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H. PARKER, grad
uate of Harvard Medical College, 25 yesre’ 
practice in Boston, who may be consulted con
fidentially.
Office, No. 4, Belfineh St.

THOMAS DEARNESS,
Importer of Marble

and manufacturer of

441 have been suffering from Pulmonary air.
« a •

Irritable People.
People are often irrtahle by 

some exasperating skin disease which des
troys comfort good humor. Salt Rheum, 
nettle rash, erysipelas, pimples, scald head, 
etc., are of this nature, they arise from bad 
hload, and can be cured by using Burdock 
Blood Bitters according to directions.

reason ofDiseases for the last five years. *
About two years sgo, during en «eut» period 
of my Illness, I was advised by my physician 
to try PUTTNER’S EMULSION. I did so 
with tbs moat gratifying results. My suffer
ings were speedily alleviated. I added 
several pounds to my weight In 
and began to recover strength. This process 
continues until life, whlqh bad been a misery 
to me, became oooe mors e pleasure. Sines 

EMULSION has been my

41 wa’n’t sweat-in’. You say pretty hard 
things, mother.' The old man's tone was 
suddenly humble and conciliatory.

41 know what I hear. I’ve got ears.’
4 If it's got so anybody can’t speak with

out bein' told they’re swearing I guess I 
might as well keep my mouth shut all the 
time. I think you go most too far, mother.

Hiram now went to the sink and washed 
his faoe long and thoroughly ; his wife had 
turned the water into the tin basin for 
him. She eyed him sharply when he had 
dried his faoe on the roller-toweL 

‘ Stan’ round here, father !’ said she,
She dipped a corner of the towel in water, 

and gabbed energetically at his ears. The 
old man stood still with his faoe screwed 
up ; finally he made a break away from 
her i—

* As for etandin’ this, I ain’t goin’ to !'

men.
4 Well, it’s awful thinkin’ of anybody not 

havin’ enough to eat,’ said Mrs. Goodell.
She was frowning deeply as she went 

about her work again. Jane Lord contin
ued to expatiate upon the sad fate of the 
Emersons,

4 An’ that ain’t all,’ said she, eyeing Mrs. 
Goodell sharply. 4 They ain’t got enough 
to wear to keep ’em warm this cold weather, 
'cordin’ to my belief. Yon ought to see 
the clothes they have out on the line. Of 
all the patched-up flannels, an’ so thin yon 
oan see the light through ’em—an’ the 
olothee they wear outside ain't hardly 
decent. Mr. Emerson’s greatcoat is all 
threadbare, an' it’s a bright green across the 
shoulders, an’ Mis’ Kmeruon'a looks as ii it 
came over in the ark. An’ Fanny ain’t no 
better off. Mis’Grant says she had to take

Monuments, Tablets, 
Headstones, &c.

Also Monuments in Red Granite

a short time

Speeielty, Diseases of Man. Fine White Molasses Candy. - One 
pound of granulated sugar, one pint at 
golden syrup, boil until quite thick, then 
add one pint of Porto Rico molasses and 
four tablespoonfuls of vinegar, boil until it 
becomes brittle when dropped into cold 
water, remove from the fire and stir in 
quickly half a teaspoonful of soda and flavor 
with extract of lemon, pour into a large 
platter and work until white.

then PUTTNER’S
Or.r Granite. .„d Fr.-ton.. .".Â tJLtTSSS!

Granville St, Briiielm, N. S. h—-H. H. BANKS, the Lunge and Throat, sad I am certain that 
for anjr form of Wasting Diseases nothing 
superior ean be obtained.” * * * *

ROBERT R. J. BMMBRSON. 
Ssekville, N. 8., Aug. 1889.

on Thanksgiving Day. She did not talk 
much ; the two read, and she sat thinking. 
The sitting-room was scrupulously clean ; 
there was not a speck of dust anywhere. 
There was a fine gilt paper on the walls, 
and the woodwork was very white and 
gloesy. The fire in the air-tight stove 
crackled, the air was soft and warm. v 

About four o’clock John got up and left 
the room. Pretty soon he passed the win-

PRODUCB COMMISSION AGENT, N. B.—Having purchased the Stock sad 
Trad* from Mr. 0. Whitman, parties ordering 
anything in the above line oan rely on having 
their orders ffllsd st short notice.

T. D.
Parker Market Building,

Halifax, N. S. Ths Victor'* Crown
Should adorn the brow of the inventor ef 
the great corn cure, Putnam’s Painless Cons 
Extractor. It works quickly, never makes 
a sore spot, sod is just the thing yeo want. 
See that you get Putnam’s Painless Cent 
Extractor, the euro, safe and painless

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89»

------ALL KINDS OF------ Brown Bros. & Co.,
NOVA SCOTIA.

A COOK BOOK
Fan PUE Soli 01 Comatioi &ï*«a3§arKSSSt HALIFAX,

d*w.Children Cry for Pitcher’s Castorla. 41 wonder where John’s goin Y said his for corns.
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