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ark in the basement, Lean.
the wall stood a bioyole,
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dible,

1+ think the Lubricator asd
getting pretty. thick 7 mur
procket,

sd the Pedal ; the Lubricator
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nﬁﬁrl wedding, iy
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u were divorged from, It
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DAVISON BROS.,
Editors & Pmprlo!on,
. Wollville, N. 8

Legai Decisions
Auny peison who hku & paper m-

" ihan

TELEPHONE NO-. 38.

—THHE—

ioifvilie Clothing Co.

Best Assomd Stook of Cloths!

lxperleneed Vlorkmon,

and a Cutter of more tharough
Practical Experience

any Tailoring Fstablivh.

ment in Kings County.

W Can't we sell yow your
next swit?

NOBLE CRANDALL,
MANAGER,

‘| doesn’t he?"

L
alarly from the Post
ected fo his name or noﬂul‘u or whnhu
he has subsoribed or mot—is responsible
{ or the payment, -

2. ® persou orders his paper discon-
tinued, he must pay up all arrea; or
the pnblmm may ¢ ntinue to send 1t until
payment is made, and collect the whole
smount, wxwum the paper is taien fiom
the office or not,

8, 'rh-ooumnnn deotded um mml-
ing to take

A.H.WESTHAVER,
Watechmaker & Jeweller.

First Class Work at
short notice.

FINE REPAIRING A SPECIALITY,
A neat ll&le of anhel, Clocks, Jewel-

from the Post Oﬁe‘ or rmovln‘ and
leaving them wnuuod fue 18 prima facie
evidence of intentional frand.

Iry an t to select from,
Oall aud see him, CObarges
woderate,

TOST OFFICE, WOLFVILLE
Orrion Houns, 8.00 A, x. 1o 8.80 p. .
Mails wre made up ag follows ;
L‘or HANMX and Wisdsor clou ntu1o

Expnﬂ west ‘close at 9.50 a. m,
Express east close af 6 00 p, m
Kentville: close at 646 p m,
Guo, V, Banp, Post Master,

PROPLE'S BANK OF HALIFAX,
Open from 10 8. m, to 8 p, m,” Closed

L “ﬁ‘“,‘,ﬂl“_l{ﬁ:" M Kgent.
Churches. "
qumT CHURBCH~Bov, T. Trotter,
[{

vices ; Bunday, hing at 11
mmu-.bmwmmnum.

Bar-Satisfe given. or money re-
4

tarned,

BacksAche, FacerAche, Beiatie
Pains, Neuralgls
Pain in the Side, ate:
Promptly Belteved and Cured by

The “D. & L.”
Menthol Plaster

o on m _
.rr.':‘.’:sﬁﬁ:“.:u

DAVlS & LAWRP.NCE CO Lan,
prietors, MoxT!

Half ‘Hour pray
[T vicqanry Bunday, B > 78 A U Young
People's prayer-ueeting on mudny evens
ingat 7,80 o'clock and regular Church
pmy:bmnoung on Thuoreday evening at
7,30,  Woman's Mission Aid Boclety
meets on Wednesday after the first Buns
day in the Smt Sunday in the month at
3,30 p ., i

Cou 0BCON,

A BaW Banss }U'h“'

PRESBY'TERIAN CHUROH.:Rey, P. M,
Macdonald, Pastor. bt Andrew's Church,
Wolfville; Publio Worship every Bunday
at 11 &, m.andat? p, m, Bunday Bohool
at 10m, m, Prayer Meeting on Wodneldl!
at 7,80 p. . Ohalmers Churck, Lower
Horton : Public Worship on Sunday at 3
p. m, Sukday School at 10s. m. Prayer
Meeting on Puesday at 7,30 p, m.

METHODINT CHURCH--Rev, doseph
Hale, Pastor. Services on the Babhath
at 1} &, m, and 7 p, m, Sabbath Hchool
at 1% o'clock, Bnoon, Prayer Meeting
on Thureday wvewing at 720. Al the
sents are luo and -rg‘ngm welcomed at
all ke e i
at 3 p m on the Babbath, and praycr
meeting at 7 30 p m, on Wednesdays,

br JOHR'S K}HUBUB—HM] servioes
at 11 8.1, and 7 p,m. Boly()onulon
et aud 3d ak 116, By ;% uhnnauh-&

p.m,
KEV, KENNETH 0. RIND, Rector. ,

nqu W, ntorns
8, 4, Buthorford, }wm

Livery Stables!

Until further notice at
““Bay View.”

First-olass teams with all the season-
able cquipments,, Come one, come
alll- and you shall be used - right,
Beautiful {)ouble Tnma, forNupeoHl

P

Office Qentral Telephune

W. J. BALCOM,

ProrarETos,

Wolfyille, Nov, 19th, 1804,

EVERY FAMILY

SHOULD KNOW THAT

POETRY,

our Little Ceelle Gone to
Another dear Hitls one
Past the dark river ;

Two happy, bright eves

On earth olosed foraver

*- But brighter by far

Than the l|g§t of our »

Are tha‘glonu that gladden
That dear little one,

Am'y from the sing
the dark world and cold,
+ The Good Bhepherd calleth
The lamb to the fold,
Unsullied the apirit
ith aweht of sins hoavs By
How fit to inherit
The Kiugdons of Heaven |

The spirit departed,
How calm the repose ;
The Eda lily bloometh
ere faded the rose ;
But there is no death,
Only tnuﬂgunuon 3

“H’i? Nﬂﬂsu{fan.

n that faith
51urt'- sonsolation,
Not uem. not dead ;
gone to the gnver ;

Anit ng the weopers,

st uver the siver,
Oelxx gone by the llh

ay the bleased Bave trod,

To walk with the saints

In the City of God,

tiw Giver.

SELECT STORY

Talls the b Ranger.

CHAPTER X}LI]I.—-LonlnnueJ.
Arol ran up with balf a dozen plover
in. bis hand,

“Aren’t they pretty, Oonstance ? Tt
is almost & plty. to shoot such prety
birds, isn'¢ it ? May I have one of the
feathers, Mr Fenton 7

Rawson Fenton cut off some of the
wiog feathers,

“¥ou make me quite remorsefuly
Tord T, .nm-k.m.l-'h hosatd with o dmils

203210 WitA 3 5mA0,

“What will you do with: them ? Pat
them in your cap P ]
“¥es," snid  Arol, “No, I'll give
them ¢o Constance for her hat,”

“Then I must give you some more,”
eaid Rawson Fsnton, with a glance at
Oonstance's nale fage, “Will you pe
oept them, Miss Grahame ?"
“Mhanks T do not eare for them "
said Oonstance, “Oome, Arol;” and
the moment ho had leaped in she bow-
od wslightly to Rawson Fenton wsnd
diove vin

“He was very kind," said Arol,4ak.
iag off his oap and sticking the feathers
in it. ' “Is be an old friend of yours,

| Gonstance, dear 7"

A lump roso in - CUonstance's throat.

in-| Must she lie even to the child ?

~ YI—1 met him at the ball last night,”
dhie Baid painfally.
“0h, I thought he knew you very
well, beoauso I aaw him talking so-—eo
friendly to you while I was gone,” he
said ionocently, .
 “Take tbouhlhmmoiymuy,
Arol!" ghe exclaimed, almost dmvl:»
“l--! do not like them.,” -

- He whipped off hix cap, soatched llw
feathérs out and flung them in the road

; m‘hokotnrpﬁuu “her,

T am %0 sorry I put them in," he

{88id, *“¥ou are not angry, Constance | i

deur 7 and b nestled up o her,

8he pus hor dissngaged srm avound
him,

"No, 10, dnn"

| donkey's shoe.

No. 44.

t you’ve said that, I
that I don’t like him
he smiles so much,
b is so pale. Is he
ill, Consf

| its reflection startled ber as she saw it

in the ghu, startled and warned ber,
G glauvs ab e paie nee wouid teit
Rawson Fenton that she was afraid of
him, * She could not endure that. ‘At
all cost she wounld meet him wnflingh.
ingly, to outward show, at any rate,
Bo while she dressed she sohooled hor

how'n m a
VAR

8tie drove ou, sud presently
roached Mrs Margh’s. ‘The marquis’s
borse was tied to'the garden rail, and
the marquis bimself was leaning over,
amoking a cigar, and. talking with an
infantile Marsh — Hiy amile as he
turned to welcome CUonstance, seemed
to her like sunshine after rain—the
dawn of a bright @iy after a murky
gl

“Well, dearcst,? he said, coming and
bending over hery-his eyes, full of love,
dwalling upon her face, ““Ab, you look
all right now.” ;

“Yes, I am all right now,” she said
gently, and she felb ohianged in his pres-
énce.

“You bave just eome in time," he
remarked, ' “Thig little one was on the
point of crying beoause I bhad not
broaght the ‘booty lady’ with me ;" and
going to the railings he hauled the mite
over aud placed ilaughingly at Con-
stanoe’s feel,

“Halloo I" he exolaimed, pickiog
something up from the bottom of the
phaeton,  “What's this—a plover's
feather 7"

Qonstance’s face flashed and she bent
over the child,

#Yes," said Arvel, busily engaged in
hunting among thé varied concents of|
his pookets for a sixpence for Master
Marsh, which appeared to comprise
Oyorything from & piece of string to a
%5 ;  guess how we
@ot it, Unele WOET" X
“Plew up and caught one by the
tail 7' snomasted the marqnis,

“Well, I've heard you call Constavoe
an angel, bub T've never seen  her fiy,”
retorted AWl extracting slxpenco
from the indsssiibable heap im bis lap,
“No, you'd never guess-—would he, Con’
stange, dear 2 Tt was given to me—
by Mr Fenton."

The margiis nodded,

“Ab, yea; 1 8aw him with a gun,”
*Yeu, hegavame o wing for my cap,
but Constanga dido'e think. it suited
me, so L threw it away.”

“What base fogratitude,” remarked
the marquil, absently, as he leaned
againgt the gide of the phaeton, and
watched the lovely face of his darling-
“Well, perhape it wos,” admitted
Arol, 'Bub gou sco we dido’s either
of ug like My ¥enton, so—"'

The marquis Jooked up with & laugh.
“In—deed & Dear mel Oh; you
neither of you like Mr Fenton; is that
80, Constanoe¥"

Constance paiged lier head, but wich
ownoast eyeR;-mnd was silent & mo-
ment, Then i flashcd upon heér that
now was the i to tell him all,
8he looked Hp with half-eager,
half-apprehensiye cxpression in her
fovely eyes; @

#No, Wolfe—* 3¢ hegan, then sud-

denly Mrs Maysls voice oroened be-

hind them,

“Ho you be con see me, my lord !

And the prefty youhg lady too, Hab,

hah1” and she chi aud shook hex
head,  “That wer%eh a bad guess
o' mineg, sfter oll, Eord Woife, ~Bless | t
her sweet face! &, my lord, you a’
got & prize, you 'é¥y g the dear
young lady’s par But there, the
Bra) are's 'udy have the
butk:'hl:avur it Hﬁ\&be"tonnd and
you be a true 'ﬁkupem, Loxd
wdﬁ"l

| #Thank you h of ue, Mra
hingly, “You
‘our_wedding,

ag, and wo all
that,” wish a cous

~'The ehiance h

prove ber iasi ciy

B
they | over again, what had she to fear ? Was

3| poor Mr Fenton's disaster.”

| an end to the (
‘Her grace; mmsmm

hing ihat looked like
et all, she agked herself over and

it likely that Rawson Fenton would g
fo the marquis and say, “1 loved the
Woman you sre about to marry, and I
have persecuted her ?”7 No, he could
searcoly bo meaa enough to avow hif
own unmanliness, Besides, he had
some object in view in cultivating the
marquis’s  friendship—this political
business he was pursning; he would
scarcely tarn aside from it to wreak his
spite against her. He must know that
she was now lost to him forever, and
aocept the fact.

Yes, sho was wrong in being afraid
o i'm, and would be doubly wrong in
letting him see it.

Bhe dressed herself with more than
usnal care te-night, and bad the satiss
faotion of seeing that her face was less
pole a8 sho threw a last glance ab it be,
fore desoending, = He should not detect
by a ribbon awry how much his presence
affected her,

The guests had not arrived, and the
marchioness was alone n the drawing:
room when she entered.

“Did I tell you that Ruth was com.
ing, dear ?" she said, plecidly, looking
up ab the tall, graceful ﬁg{lf(t with
lovisg admiratidn, “How well youn
8re looking, to-night! Wolfe almost
thought of putting them off."

“I am glad he did not,” said Con
stance, erushing down the exaotly ub
posite thought, “Oh, yes, I am_ guite
well,” No, ‘you did not tell me that
Lady Ruth was coming.”

HWell- Constance, dear,” she ex-
claimed, bestowing s peoking kiss upon
them both, “Quite recovered ¥ What
& sensation you oreated last night. I'm
afraid you dido't see it all, aunt,”

“I heard of it," said the old lady,
with & smile.

#Quite a triumphant progress, I as.
sure you. Alithe rest of us ‘paled our
incffactual fires’ before her. By the
way, dear, I must.congratuiate yon
upon & most distivet conquest,”

“Yeos 7" mid, Constance, withont
looking wp from some Sowers she was
arranging in a vase

“Yee, quite a case of ‘I eame, T saw,
I conquered.” = I pever saw 4 man 80
badly hit, really. He scarcely took
his eyes off you while you were there;
and geemed quite disconsolate when
you had gone,"”

Constance smiled coldly.

“May one ask the pame of the up:
fortunate * map, Huth?” asked the
marchioness, serenely,

“Ob, yeoa;. it Mr
Fenton, who is going to dine here to-
night;”" she replied, “Can I help you
with those flowers, dear?”’ and she
moved to the table,

Constance had not sohooled Serself
'in vdin, and her eyes, as she raised
them: to the sharp ones bent on howy
were perfeatly calm and steady.

“No, thank you ; it is done now."

#*You don’t appear to bo much moved
by the tidings of ‘your victory,” said
Lady Ruth, “Really, I think you are
the least vain of any girl I know, my
dear,”

“Qonstance is vertainly no vain,” re-
marked the old lady, placidly,

“And it is to be hoped that Wolfe
has outgrown his jealonsy," said Lady
Ruth with a laugh, Do you remem-
ber how fearfully jenlous he used to be
a8 a boy, aunt 7"

“Wolfe has changed very m noh—for
the better,” said the marshionees,
glanoing ot Constance with tender
gratitude,

“Qh, yes, of course, Love i an ex-
cellent sohoolmaster,  Bus, etill, 1
don’t think we had better tell him of

was Rawson

Constanoe looked at her for . moment,
Did anything deeper than me:e obatter
lic behind Lady Ruth's words? BShe
Pui ihe Vague suspicion away Sem Ber
a8 too groundless and mptob nbla, and
the entrance of the duchess a1 1d & couple
of men whom the marquis | ad invited

hmht\um-en coi mplete prb

for ber last night’s dance, was all good
temper and amiability, and Constance
beard her laughing and talking with
‘Wolfe much more loudly than duchess-
s are popularly supposed to do.

SAN have mothen 9 ke ssked

ing to the marchioness, preseatly,

She looked rognd.

“No, dear, Mr Rawson Fenton.”

“One waits for royalty, opera  singers,
and finsnciers always,”

“T’ve beew so long out of the world,”
said the marchioness, with her ‘gentle,
depreeatory smile, “that I don’t know
who i8 great nowadays,”

“Well, Mr Rawson Fentos is, at any
rate, dear” eaid her gracs. “Hea is
one of those at whose smile monarchs
grow clieerful, and whose frown their
souls deprees,”

“Déar me,” romarked the marchion-
ess, that's very poetical, my dear, but
I don’t in the least know what you
mean,”

“Becauso be lends, or refuses to Jend
them money, dear,” reph"d the duchess.
“Mr Fenton goes in’ for foreign loans,
sad all that kind of thing you kovow.”
“My mother doesn’t know in the
least.” said the marquis, laaghiog, “Bo
coutent, mother, with the fact that Mr
Fenton is enormonsly rich, and that he
is, in consequence, enormously power
ful,”

The marchioness looked porfectly
content a8 she murmured, placidly,
“Dear me,”

“¥es," said the duchess. “He has
taken & small shooting-box near us; he
talks of buying Aspfill Oourt if he
wing the elestion, And they tell me
that since he has been down here they
have had to put on' an extra hend at
the telegraph office, Think of thati”
she langhed.
“Wogderful 1"
much amused,
“Men— elerks I suppose—come posts
ing down from London, sometimes two
or three times a day, to see him, exaotly |
as if he were & prince or an ambassador
and they queen’s messingers,” continu-
ed the duchess, “Do I exagerate, Nor
man 7 she demanded, laughingly tura.
ing to one of the gentlemen,

Oonstance stood beside the mareh
ioness listening silently, and Lady Ruth
toached hér on the arm,

“You really ought to be proud of
your latest conquest, dear,” she whis-
pered,

“Mr Fenton,” exelaimed the footman |
solemnly,

Ho entered the iuagnificent room,

said the- marquis,

air of refineraent and rank thao its
magnificence, as calm and self possessed
a8 if it were the one room in & but in
the bush, notwithstanding the sudden

all been talking abont him.

“1 beg your forgiveness for my un-

punctuality, Lady Meakespesre,” he

murmured, as he bent over her hand,

“Bat L' met with an accident on the

road,”

“An aooident I” exclaimed two ar
three voioes in chorous,

“¥en ; nothing of any consequence,”

he said, quietly, “Todeed, it was
rather amuging than otherwise, The
wheel éame off my brougham, It was
one I had hired at Berrington, and the
woirthy owner seemicd to consider ihai
» ne\v coat of paiot was all that was
neocossaTy to keep it together,”

¢And  you walked—from whero ?”
asked the duchess,

“I¢ turned over just outside the lodge
gates,” hesaid, looking round the foom
as he speke.

Then he saw Constance, and went up
to her,

“I trust you have recovered from
your last night's fatigue, Miss Gra-
hm ,"

Nothing could have beea more con-
ventiom] than the werds or the tove in
which they were spoken, and no one
noticed that she barely let her fingers
toush 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
TO0m.

Conatance’s heart eank s Rawson
Venton -ppmuhml aud offered her his
arm, The marchioness had ungnod

mwu-
lhuuﬁlnlplamlhhul"h

mare striking even by its indesaribable | *°

silence which told plainly that they had L
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ter the
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iginal

anoas
the hair in good condition."—Mrs,
H, F. Fexwick, Dighy, N. 8.

Growth
of Hair.

#Right years ago, I had the vario-
loid, and Fnsc my hair, which prevx-
onuly waé quite abundant, I tried

a variety of. reparatmua, but with-
out benaﬁcuS result, till I began to
fear I should be permum-ntly bald,
About six months ago, my husband
brought home a bottle of Ayer's
Hai \ igor, and I began at once to
u “In’a short time, new hair
beg: x "to appear, ‘and there is now
u\‘u prospect of as thick & growtn
hair as before my illness.”™
Mn A, WEBER, "ulymum St., huv
Orleans, La,

AYEr's HAIR ViGor

PREPARED BY

Bit. J. 6. AVER & G0 iL, WASS, U 3. A

dver’s Pills cure Sick Headache,

they sgated themselves, “1 haden op-
portanity of seeing it to advantage sa
1 walked up the avenne ; the.mcon was
shiniog,”

“Yeeo," said  Constavce;
aum,q,hr. before her.

““1 suppose it would be impossible to
fiod ‘o moro typical Koglish mansion
anywhere,” he coutinued, in the tone of
a man cnxl\awnn" to amuse his chance
telgiint b Ui,

“I do not know,” said Uonstance,
“You shonld see Glenlivet, the mar.
quis’s place in Scotland,” said Lord
Norman, who sat next. to Constance.
“Indeed | More beautiful than this 7
asked Rawson Feoton,

“Well, in a way, yes, It is built
entirely of stone, and is a céntury and
more older. They say itis the most
perfect specimen of castle architesture
left, You haven's seen it, Miss Gra-
hame ?"

Constance shook her head,

The marquis was not one to boast
of his possessions, Beyend alluding to
it onoe Lusuully as “the place up north,”

looking

‘\(.\1111 du t lhuu Jove me?” said &
young Quaker, “Why, Seth, We_are
commanded to love ane another.” “Ab,
Martha, bnt -1naf lhm feel what tha
ux].l Lalh “I ' hardly know

+ h. I have triad to
h(stuw my love upou all, but I have
sometimes thought that pzrhnps thoun
wast del!lg more than thy share,”

I see, Trempex, thnt you huva 8 new
errand boy at your oifice, ¥es,

boy he is, too; we call him the lue
dragoon, Because he’s such a warlike
fellow, I suppose? Hardly, it’s because
ho has to bo booted and spurred before

we can get anything ont of him.

Senator Waicot of Colorado is am-
bxd::ouv inedu:ﬁ ﬂu,v'g J'mh 8 razor
in hand, an te towa

the same time,—Detroit mp
nothing, We bave polmdmu in Nova
Hoetia who can walk rapidly in opposite
directions at the same iime.

Little Johnny Squanch--What is your
papa’s business ?
ittle Clarence Pensmith-~My papa {8
& poet,
ittle Johuny Squanch—Huh! That
ain’t & husiness—it is a disensq.

Bhe (looking out of a hlgh window -to
tha pavement halow)—Supposing Tshould
hlg what would you do |

oI should~~go into the next room
and telephone for an undertaker,

She—Was she stylishly dressed ?
He—Yes ; 1 suppose 0.
She—-Don’t you know {
He—Well, I neversaw a vostume like
it, before,

“B-%-y, let's git us one o them bi,
sickles,” “Gee, o8, yor loony ¢
want ter wear yenel( out s-ridin’ an’ a.
walkin’ at the same time ?”

Hoax—Does Billious know an;
about musict Joax—Noj he
kmow the difference between a ltrln.
ovchestra and a rubber band,

h"‘ r-(-“.-;[ don’t :l“ why "::am
those ridiculous eaves, Wi

have nothing N&u “'h“ Al
Do you fill your silk hat ¥

the ark two
dearest,

.,x m-nquh dmwd

Enmm:% t'nu

went with unh&f




