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THE ACADIAN. ! “I do not,'pipped from her lips be
fore she <

its reflection startled her as she saw it for her last night’s danoe, was all good 
.. §•#* i8W ni Constant»

__ ' ' “•* U~.gui.uu,. yuugUuuu » Ulo paie fane would tell Heard her laughing «nd talking with 
“Well, now »at yoa’vo said that, I Raweon Fenton that ahe was afraid of Wolfe much more loudly than ditchers- 

don’t mind raAgthat I don't like him him. She could not endure that. At a are popularly supposed to do 
1 «'J ™“°h. ÿ-he smiles w much, all coat she would mast him u-flinch- “All here, aether ?'• he ashed, ta», 

doesn't he? And he is so pale. Is he ingly, to outward show, st soy rate, ing to the marohioness, presently,
kauoa ? So while she dressed she schooled hot* She looked round.

don’j know,” she answered, self into something that looked like “No, dear. Mr Rgwieo Fenton.” 
“D”'* 7, Kif-r«eesiuu and iudj&tuu». “Great men am privile*. ,1,'' sain the
aa wc don t citta of ns like him, dear.' After all, ahe asked herself over and duchess, with a good-natured smile.

She drove on, and presently they over again, what had she to fear ? Was 
reached Mrs Maruh's. The marquis's it likely that Rawson Fenton would go 
horse was tied to$he garden rail, and to the marquis and say, "I loved the

the marquis himself was leaning oyer, woman you are about to marry, and I said the marchioness, with her gentle, 
smoking u cigar, sod talking with an haie persecuted her ?" No, he oould deprecatory smile, “that I don’t know 
infantile Marsh. Hit smile as he scarcely be mean enough to avow hi6 who is great nowadays.” 
turned to welcome Constance, seemed own unmsnliness. Besides, he had
to her like sunshine after rain—the some objeet In view in cultivating the
dawn of a bright day alter a murky marquis’s friendship—this polities!
«ii»*». ■■BKlS' * business!» w»s pursuing; he would

“Well, dearest,!' he said, coming and icaroely turn aside from it to wreak his 
bonding over heryihis eyes, full of love, spite against her. He must know that 
dwelling upon her faoo. “Ah, you look she woe now loet to him forever, and 
all right now." aooept the foot.

“Yea, I am all right now," she said Yes, she wee wrong in being afraid 
gently, and she felt changed in bis prea- 0».' h'nt, and would he doubly wrong in 
cnee. letting him aee it.

"You have jnst «rate in time," he She dressed herself with more than 
remarked. “This liuloqne wee on the nsusl oare to-night, and had the satis- 
point of crying because I had not faction of seeing that her face was less 
brought the 'booty lady' with me and pale as she threw a last glance at it be. 
going to the railings he hauled the mite fore descending. He should not detect 
over and placed it laughingly at Con- by a ribbon awry how mnoh his presence 
rtaooe’s feel. affected her. .

“Halloo 1" he «claimed, poking The guests had not arrived, and the fill.” 
something up from the bottom of the marobioneas was alone in the drawing- The marchioness looked perfectly 
phaeton. “What's this—a plover's room when she entered. content as ahe murmured, placidly,
feather ?" “Did I tell yon that Roth was com. "Dear me.”
i Constance's face flashed and she bent ing, dear ?” she said, placidly, looking 
over the ehlld. ip at the tall, graceful figure, with

“Yes," said A sol, busily engaged in loving admiration, “How well yon 
hunting among the varied contents of are looking, to-uight I Wolfe almost 
his pookets for a oiipenco for Master thought of putting them off.”
Marsh, whiob appeared to oompriae “I am glad ho did not," said Con 
svorythiag from a piece of string to a stance, crashing down the exactly op 
donkey's shoe. "Yes; guess how we posite thought. “Oh, wal.sn quite she lauttiitd.

1'■ " ’ " " well. No, you did not tell me that "Wonderful !"
;ht one by the Lady Ruth was coming."

“Well, Constance, dear," she ex
claimed, bestowing a pecking kiae upon 
them both. “Quito recovered ? Whet 
n sensation yon created last night. I’m 
afraid you didn’t see it all, aunt."

“I heard of it,’’said the old lady,1 
with a smile.

"Quite n trieophaut progress, I as. 
sure you. All the rest of us 'paled out 
ineffectual fires’ before her. By the 
way, dear, I most -congratulate you 
upon a most distinct ooequeet."

"Yes ?” said, Constance, without 
looking up from some lowers ahe was 
arranging in a vase 

“Yer, quite a ease of 'I came, I saw,;
I conquered.’ I never saw a man no 
badly hit, really. He eoareety took 
his eyes off you while you were there, 
and seemed quite disconsolate when 

you bed gone."
Constance smiled ooldly.
“May one ask the name of the un. 

fortunate man, Rath V asked the 
marchioness, serenely,

"Oh, yes; it was Mr Rawson 
dine here to-
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Restore# natural 
color to the hair, 
and also prevent»Best Assorted Stock of Cloths! V2*

i ’ imiiii r
The Largest Staff of

Experienced Workmen,
and a Cutter of more thorough 

Practical Experience
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“One waits for royalty, Optra singers, 
and fiosnoiers always.”

“I’ve been- so long out of the world,”

“A little more 
than two years ago 

my hair 
began 

DMR9 to turn

use of
one bottle of Ayer’s Hair Vigor my 
hair was restored to its origin»! 
color and ceased falling out. An

•bout the 
I did,” he replied. “I g»iii 
y lawn, almost limitiez. p|| 
mi a board an’ stick it up in 
eld ’cros the road. Then I 
ithin e mlla>—"

3 responsiblein
i m party prior to lta insertion.

The Aoadias Jos Dbpabtmsmt Is con
stantly receiving new type and material, 
and will continue to guarantee satisfaction 
oa nil work turned ont,

NfW Immoeiffttiens from al! perte 
of the county, or articles span the topics 
oi the day are cordially solicited. The 
name of the ggrty writing for the Acadian

s’

«*•» »*r Tallowlt,, Ketebllsh-

meut In Kluge County.

r Can’t we sell you your 
next suit ?

raid, "thus tin't any 8iW

tin* Of fisbiu' Î ho demindsd. 
nod I know there'. 11 „

re, for I see a box of audhtu 
yesterday."
iu'vogot iniomeihiu'ibml 
nx" she raid reeisntily, 
t," he answered, "oui tbit 
“her, foi you know there! 
ive of them Up the road a 
July tiling that tinier hurt 
:e was the ’cool night!.' 1

“Well, Mr Raw*™ Fenton ia, at any 
rate, dear," «tld her grace. "He is 
one of thoee at whoae apilo monarohs 
grow eheerfiil, and who* frown their 
souls depress."

“Dear me," remarked the marehion- 
ess, that's very poetical, my dear, but 
I don’t in the least know what you 
mean."

km."—Mrs.A.....Ihair
H. F. Fenwick, Digby, N. 8.Address all comunications to

f Davison bugs..
Editors k Proprietors, 

Wolfviile, N. 8
GrowthNOBLE CRANDALL, 1

of Hair.MANAGER.■ «.égal Deoitiona
1. Any person who takes a paper reg

ularly from the Post Office—whether dir
ected to hie name or another's or whether 

vzu r. atraightlie, but we've HB he has subscribed or not-is responsible
ie if we no into the «Humer wB for the payment,

ley 'll firnl every. a. If a person orders his paper dlscon-
t «a advei tlnued, he must pay up all arrearages, or

-thus -qu i red himself with the publisher may continue to send it until
in . ,1 ,1 something about gg payment is made, and collect the whole

: amount, whether the paper ie taken hom
y newspaper. ■|_the «®ce or not.

3, The courts have decided that refus- 
ug to take newspapers and periodicals 

. t-om the Post Office, or removing and 
leaving them uncalled for is prima Jacit 

___ evidence of intentional fraud.
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♦iiipwiigqitow 
a variety ot préparation AK* Wro. -I 
out beneficial result, till I began to 
fear I should l>o permanently bald. 
About six months ago, my husband 
brought home a bottle of Ayer’s 
Hair Vicnr, and I began at once to 
use it. In a short time, new hair 
began to appear, and there is now

Mrs. A, WBBBB, rolymnia St., New 
Orleans, La.

“Beeauae be lends, or refuses to lend 
them money,dear,” replied the duchess* 
‘‘Mr Fenton 1

POETRY.A. H. WESTHAVER,
Watchmaker & Jeweller.

M
Ouf Little Ceeile Gone to the Giver.

Another dear little one 
Peat the dark river ;

Two happy, bright eyes 
On earth closed forever :

Bntbrighter by for jr-U
Than the liglit of our sop 

Are the glories that gladden 
That dear little one.

goes in’ for foreign loans, 
and all that kind of thing you kbow.”

“My mother doesn’t know in the 
least,” said the marquis, laughing. ‘Be 
content, mother, with the faot that Mr 
Fenton is enormously rich, and that he 
is, in consequence, enormously power-

-

First Class Work at 
short notice.

FINE BEPAIBING A SPECIALITY.
A neat like of Watches, Clocks, Jewel- 

lry ana Spectacles to select from. 
Gall and see him. Charges 

moderate.
Satisfaction given or money re

turned. 47
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irk in the basement. Lean- 
the walj stood a Lioyole. 

e fiound of conversation was

, Ihiuk lbs Lo&d :

Ii'm
BeSwlfil

mmSsSU
o

1Away from the sins 
Of the dark world and cold, 

* The Good Shepherd calleth 
The lamb to the fold. 

Unsullied the spirit

SaMST*""*
The Kingdom of Heaven I 

The spirit departed,
How calm the repose ;

The pale lily bloometh 
Where faded the rose ;

But there is no death,
Only transfiguration ;
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I eBtviUe close at «46 p ».
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..."Yes/’ enid the dnehese. "He has 

taken n small shooting-box near us ; he 
talks of buying Aspf.tl Court it he 
wins the election. And they tell me 
that since he has been down here they 
have had to put on an extra hud at 
the lelegrajih offioe. Think of that!"
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1 ! tawni»». awearaanm
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, Pain In the Hide, elet
Pîomptlv RsJIhvmi Hid Cnrod by

m. i. v. Attn â CO., LûwEU, itoSS., Ü .5, À

Aver*» Fills cure Sick EmImIa

fc ;

1j! The “D. & L.”
! > Menthol Plaster !

they seated themselves. “I had an op* 
portunity oi seeing it to advantage aa 
1 walked up the avenue j the mcon was 
abiding.”

<smokes and■ 1-h'i.t

V I spoke of tiro Oil. ■

È^timnur^"

IPEOPLE'S HANK OF HALIFAX. 
Open from 10 a. m. to 3 p. ». ClosedWhat

« “Tee,” said Constance, looking 
straight before her.

“1 suppose it would be impossible to 
bud a morn typical English mansion 
anywhere,” be continued, in the tone of 
a man endeavoring to amuse his chance 
tMMgWUV* Hi d«W*W4,

“I do not know,”
“You should see Glanlivet, the mar. 

quis’s place in Scotland,” said Lord 
Norman, who sat next to Constance.

“Indeed I More beautiful than this7” 
asked Rawson Fenton.

“Well, in a way, yea. It b built 
entirely of stone, ana is a century and 
more older. They say it ia the most 
perfect specimen of castle architecture 
left. You haven’t seen it, Miss Gra* 
ha*#?»

Constance shook her head.
The mai quia was not one to boast 

of his possessions. Beyond alluding to 
it once casually as “the place up north," 
he had not spoken of it.

Continued Next Week.

said the rnarqui*,
Ob, God, in that 

Ia the heart’s c id Oi“Flew up 
tp# sagge 

“Well, IV 
au angel, but 
retorted AfSl, extracting a sixpence 
from the indescribable heap ia his lap. 
“No, you’d never g a 
■taoee, dear ?** It 
by Mr Fenfoe,”

The marquis nod

much amused.
“Men— clerks I suppose—come post

ing down from London, sometimes two 
or three times a day, to see him, exactly 
aa If he were a prince or an ambassador 
and they queen’s inesm egers,” continu
ed the duchess. “Do I exigera tc, Nor- 
man ?” she demanded, laughingly turn
ing to one of the gentlemen.

Constance stood beside the march- 
ionew listening silently, and Lady Ruth 
touched her on the arm,

“You really ought to be proud of 
your latest conquest, dear," ahe whis
pered.

“Mr Fenton,” exclaimed the footman 
solemnly.

He entered the magnificent ro»m, 
mare striking even by its indescribable 
air of refinement and rank than its 
magnificence, aa calm and self possessed 
as if it were the one room in a hut in 
the bash, notwithstanding the sadden 
silence which told plainly that they hafl 
all been talking abutf tym.

“1 beg your forgiveness for my 
punctuality, Lady Brakespeare,” he 
murmured, as he bent over her h?*nd. 
"But 1 met with ao accident on the 
road.'»

consolation...... ■■ ■

BAPTIST OBCBCH-Bos. T. Trotter,

333KKS
o'clock and regular Church

! I DAVIS & LAWREMCB CO., Lid. the marquis.
nrd you call Oonitauoe
s never aeon hot fly,”3HE54wi

; vrot iLorlvBl-,
Only gone by the path 

That the blessed have trod, 
To walk with the sainte 

In the Oily of God.

in—la it proper to send eat _ i Proprietors, Mohtbsal.
'

3—You might send one to
a wen It

’ t-inbarrasing familial ity on 
u you meet again.

h did yon like best of m? 
j—Why the one on the first 
Let me aee. Which one w# j 
-Don’t you remember / The 
itioq mitki. ■■■■SjfflH

raveller—Cun I catch ÜM
'official (calmly)--That de- 

iow fast you can run. It 
inntee ago.

must be awful to bave the 
keep saying such things 
jmm fedidatc Yet,

og they didn't eay anything

said Constance.g mm %Livery Stables! ess—would he, Con 
was given to mo—

ing at 7,
prayer-meeting on Thursday evening at 
7.30, Woman's Mission Aid tiouiuty 
meets on Wednesday after the first bun-, 
day in the first Sunday in She n*«»»th at
3.30 p m. ■ jSELECT STORY.Until further notice at 

“Bay View." dcd.
“Ah, yes ; I saw him with a gun.” 
“Yea, he gave me a wing for my eap, 

but Constance didn’t think it suited 
me, eo I threw it away.”

FBEBBYTERUN OUUBOH..Rev. P. M.
Macdonald, Pastor, bt Andrew’s Church,
Wolfviile : Public Worship every tiuuday 
at 11 a. and at 7 p. m. Sundiy School 
at 10 a. m. Prayer Meeting on Wednesday 
at 7.30 p. m. ChalmePe Church, Lower 
Horton : Public Worship on tiunday at 3 
p. m. bundav tichoolatlOa. m. Prayer 
Meeting on Tuesday at 7.80 p. Bv

METHODItiT CHUBCH—Rev. Joseph 
Ilale, Pastor. Services on the babhath1 - 5|?d. m. .ud 7 y. m. «.Ubatb ticLoel cVERY FAMILY
« U o'clock, noon. 1'r.ycr Mating t SHOULD KNOW THAT
m 'll''"-!-- --""ix at ? *»■ *‘I tie I—WJagg T—T - ■ -
seats are free and stiaugerti welcomed at

n---"
at 3 p m on the babhath, and prayer 
meeting at 7 30 p m, on Wednesdays.

br JOHN'S CilLROll—Sunday services 
at 11 a. m. and 7 p,m Holy Communion 
l bt and 3d at 11 a. ui; ; *d, 4th ana oth at 

tiervieu every Wednesday at 7.3V

UfiV. KKKHKTH C. HIN1), Rector.
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Vole tie Banger. mriKUla» wama with Ql tie aeato,,. 
able equipments. Come one, come 
all I and you shall be used right.

Double Teams, for special 
ftp Telephone No. 41,

M

CHAPTER XXUL-C'nnfmW. 
Arol ran up with half a do*en plover 

in bis hand. , ) | ' |

“Aren’t they pretty, Constance ? It 
is almost a pily lo shoot such pretty 
birds, isn’t it ? May I have one of the 
feathers, Mr Fenton ?”

Rawson Fenton cutoff some of the 
wing feathers,
L' ‘:*°u make mo qoile remoreefuh 

Lord Laccebrcck,” he aïà with a smile. 
“What will you do with them ? Put 

I them )n your cap ?” ‘
“Yes,” said Arol. “No, I'll give 

them to Constance for her bat.” ^ 
“Then I must give yon some more/ 

said Rawson Fenton, with a glance at 
OoBetaace’a pale face. “Will you ao* 
eept them, Misa Grabame ?”

“Thanks, I do not care for them/ 
n*- said Constance. /’Come, Arol;” and 

t he hud leaped in she bow
ed slightly to Rawson Fenton uud

Beautiful 
occasions,
Office Central Telephone.

“What base ingr 
the* marquis, abse

ratitude,” remarked 
ntlr, as be leaned

against the aide of the phaeton, and 
watched the lovely lace of his darling- 

“Well, ||& it was,” admitted 

Arol, “But you see we didn’t either 
of us like Mr I

The marquis Moked up with a laugh- 
“In-deed l De 

neither of you like 
so. Couataucur 

Constance raici 
downcast eyes, « 
ment. Then it fl 
now was th#:|)teo

She looked up with a half-eager, 
half-apprehensive| expression in her 
lovely eyes.

“No, Wo 
denly Mrs 
bind them.

W. J. BALCOM.
Wolfviile, Nov. 19th, 1894.

“Martha, dost thou hve me ?’’ said a 
young Quaker. “Why, Seth, we are 
commanded to love one another.” “Ah, 
Martha, but dost thon feel what the 
world calls love?” “I hardly know 
what to tell thee, Beth, I hare tried to 

but I have

on, bo—”
:".rSX*oT^S.

Mrs B., sadly, U’l theouly 
etween us now.

m
ar me l Oh, you 
Mr Fenton ; is that m

-.3S
fioiug w my love upon all, but I 

times thought that perhaps thou 
was! getting more than thy share.”

beato
her head, but with 

d was silent a ma
shed upon her that 
a tell him all.I:=

Fenton, who is going to 
night,” sfie replied. “Can I help you 
with those flowers, dear*?’’ aod she 
moved to the table.

I aee. Tremper, that you have a new 
errand boy at yonr office. Tee, great 
.boy he is, too ; we call him the littia 
dragoon. Became he’s such a warlike 
fellow, I suppose? Hardly, it’s because 
ho has to bo hooted and sparred before 

get anything out of him.

« mil Mi'q. ti a. m. 
p.m.

“An aooident 1” exclaimed two or 
three voices in ehorous.

“Yes ; nothing of any eonseqnenoe,” 
he said, quietly. “Indeed, it was 
rather amusing than otherwise. The 
wheel eame off my brougham. It was 
one I had hired at Herrington, and the 
worthy owner seeeu d to consider that 
a ne\Y coat of paint was all that was 
neoosarty to keep it together.”

“And you walked—Trorn where?” 
asked the dnohese.

“It turned over just outaide the lodge 
gates,” he sa/d, looking round the room 
as he spoke.

Then he saw Constance, and went np

this tine done as ti e 
ïe latest styles, and most =>!'-

ct fita guaranteed. ,

________ Constance had not schooled Swrsdf
lfc—>’ ahe began, then end- in vain, and her eyes, as she raised
Marsh’s voice crooned be- them to the sharp ones bent on bflft

were perfectly calm and steady.
“So you be come tu see me, my lord ! “No, thank you ; it is done now."

And the pretty y&Wg lady too. Hub, “You don’t appear to bo much moved

foil” and she chuckled and shook her by the tidings of your victory,’’ said 

head. “That wersp’t such a bad guess Lady Ruth. “Really, I think you are
o' mine, after all, Lord Wolfe. Bless the least vain of any girl I know, my
her sweet face ! Ah, my lord, you a’ dear.” 
got a prize, you ’ev, begging the dear 
young lady s pardon. But there, the 
Brakcspeare’s ud always have the 
beat wherever it was to be found, and 
you be a true Brakespeare, Lord 
Wolfe.”

“Thank you 
Marsh, he responc 
must come and d

V we can

Senator Widest of Colorado » am-1 
bidexttouF. He can shave with a razor
in each hand, and write with two pane
the same time.—Detroit Journal That’s 
nothing. We have politicians in Hoyp 
Scotia who can walk rapidly in opposite 
direction a at the same time.

Kbüirotif. .
vf ;*%
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wSSSïw*'uïvVô u

rkTmd i
"He w.a very kind," nid Arol,tak. 

lug off fais oap and etleking the leathern 
in it. "Ia be an old friend of yours,
Constance, dear ?"

A lump rose in Conitanoe’s throat.
Most »Uo lie even to the child?

"I—I met him at the ball last night,’’ 

she raid painfully.
"Oh, I thought he knew you very 

well, because I saw him talking so-so 
friendly to you while I was gone," be 
raid Innocently.

“Teke those feathers out of your oap,
Arol I" she exclaimed, almost sharply. Hn

"l-I do not tike them." ,.dv ,,Bq1 -ou

Ha whipped off hie cap, matahed the , oj j,j, bc gett; 
feathers out and flueg them in the road he_,g Mme ,,9 ,

^‘^/Ztcltmin'-he1^”'
-id ' You are not angry, Constance 
de.vrn.ati.^.p  ̂ À. eh.no. h

She put her dtsang^vd arm a.onnd prov„ ic, jMi „h

......-- -
r.MTS'Bnl Ï-V

ÜT.
Little Johnny Squauch—What is your 

papa’s burinera ?
Little Clarence Pensmith—My papa is 

a poet.
Little Johnny 

ain’t a business—it

ofto sell two 
; X 50 feet, 
Ville, Nova —, “Constance is certainly not vain,” re

marked the old lady, placidly.
•'And it is to be hoped that Wolfe 

has outgrown his jealousy,” said Lady 
Ruth with a laugh. “Do you remem
ber liow fearfully jealous he used to be 
as a boy, aunt ?”

“Wolfe has changed very muoh—for 
the better,” said the mar.shionees, 
glancing at Constance with tender 
gratitude.

“Ob, yes, of course. Love xn an ex
cellent schoolmaster. But, etill, I 
don’t think we had better tell him of 
poor Mr Fenton’s disaster.”

Constance looked at her for a moment, 
Did anything deeper than mere chatter 
lie behind Lady Ruth’e words? She 
put ma vagué suspicion awa7 from her 
as too groundless and improbable, and 
the entrance of the duchess ai id a couple 
of men whdm the marquis 1 »d invited 
to make the party more ooi upleto pi.t 
an end to the discussion.

Her grace, .
r* •

mm
—

Bauaneh—Huh ! Th*t 
it is a disease-dob

WO]i.tfi were conveyed to the 
dated the 30U.

-ss®having been ^olifby

■

I building low) which wsf

leeds at Keatvtile.
HAVELOCK QPY, I 

BAaxisTsa,

She (looking out of a high window to
thttnflvementhfllnw)—SimnnUBPlRhoilld 
fall, what would you do 1 

He—I should—go into the next 
and telephone for an undertaker.

S3* 

bE« to her.
“I trust you have recovered from 

your last night’s fatigue, Mies Gra

bame ?”
Nothing oould have been more con

ventional than the words or the tone in 
which they were spoken, and no one 
noticed that she barely let her fingers 
touch his, or that the simple words, 
“Yes, thank you,” dropped like ice 
from her lips.

In the marvelous fashion which only 
women oan understand, the guests were 
paired off and marched into the dining- 
room.

Constance’s heart sank as Rawson 
Fenton approached and offered her his 
arm. The marchioness had assigned 
her to him l

“What a beautiful place this ia I” he 
non . the won» I «id « ihe marquis raid grow, and

BLrsash), b of ns, Mrs 
[hingly, “Yon 
our wedding,

She—Was she stylishly dressed?
He—Yes ; I suppose eo.
She—Don’t you know ?
He—Well, I never saw a cosinme like 

it, before.

“Ragsy, let’s git ns one o’ them bl. 
trickles.” “Gee, Frazzles, yer loony » 
want ter wear yeraelf out a-ridin’ an’ I 
walkin’ at the same time?”

Hoax-Does SUUcuh know anything 
about music 1 Joax—No j he doesn’t 
kaow the difference between a atring 
orchestra and a rubber band.

Mr Fussy—t don’t see wbv ton 
those ridiculous big sleeves," when you 
have nothing to fill them. Mrs Fussy— 
Do you fill your silk hat ?

Enfaïit Terrible-And did the, go into

ï£;B“"6

1 crooned the eld 
i make haete about 
ig too old. And

HE
! to Constance.

Wae it to 
«aeoeasv 

one with her

L
There will 

.look of best q
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