
JS

■

1
«
if;

•J
VS

GHIONEOTO POST, THURSDAY, MAY 33
An Independent BarberRHODES, CURRY&Co.

AMHEB8T, NOVA SCOTIA.
Ma$*uffadturers and Builders By EBME 8TÜÀBT

m

SCHOOL, OFFICE, CHURCH AND HOUSE FURNITURE.
ifi inutaeturers of and Dealers in all kinds of Builders Materia

Send tor Estimate».

mm

From Harper's Round Toile.

Here is an infcertainiog story about 
a Frenchman who was too proud to do 
things which were against his principes. 
The story is vouched for as an actual 
fact by the man to whom the incident 
happened. While travelling in Europe 
he stopped overnight at Caen, and 
noting that his hair was unduly 
he went to have it cut by the local bar­
ber. He told the barber to take off 
very little, but before the scissors had 
been at work many seconds he noticed 
a favorite lock fall on to the calico 
jacket in which he had been arrayed. 
Whereupon he reproved the barber for 
not following his instructions, upon 
which the man observed, in mingled 
tones of reproach and dismay.

“Monsieur must permit me to do my 
work in the way which seems best to me 
and what is more, I shall take off some 
more.”

“Notât all,” said the traveller; “I 
tell you I want very little taken off, and 
must insist upon your doing aS I direct 
you.”

The barber, however, was not to be 
put down in this way and said, “Mon­
sieur, it is possible that this is how 
things may be done in England, but 
here in France we are not slaves. I 
shall cut off as much as I please.”

Long Waist, 
Correct Shape, 

Best Material,
Combined with the best filling in 
the world, makes the “ Featherbone 
Corset ” unequalled.

A

Clubbing Rates.
The “1*081” and any one of the fol 

lowing will bo sent lu any address at the 
prices stated below :

Literary Digest 
X. Y. World (semi wcoklv)
Our Little Men and Women,

•Scientific Aine near,, 
Toron*o Mail (Weekly)

“ Globe “
“ Empire •' 

Montreal .8tar •' 
Witness

Graphic Amor. Edition) 
The London Nows, “ 
Review of Reviews,

8L20. 
8345. 
81.75. 
81 .75. 
81 .7.7. 
81-75. 
81.75. 
8175.

. NOTICE.
pother Undertaker.

- Having provided myself with a good 
heats ; and also a" complete assortment of 
Jirst class askvts and other fittings im­
ported from Ontario, I am now prepared 
in attend to all orders in that line of busi­
ness— roni ptly and at reduced rates. Or­
ders Toft at my residence or at Mr. -lames 
Wheaton's by telephone <-r otherwise will 
receive immediate attention.

A LBERT CHASE FAWCETT.
Upper Saekvillu, Feb. 27th 1895. 2m

For Over Ffty Years.
Mis Winslow’s Soothing Strop lias boon used 

by millions of mothers for their children while teeth 
mg. 1 f disturbed at night and broken of your rest 
by a child suffering and crying with pain of rutting 
teeth send at once and get a bottle of Mrs WineloWi 
Soothing Syrup for Children's Teething. It will re­
lieve the poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake about it. It 
eures liaihoca. regulates the stomach and Bowels, 
unies Wind Colic, softens the Gums and reduces 
Inllammation. and gives tone a ad energy to the 
whole system. Mrs Winslow’s Soothing Syrup for 
children teething is pleasant to the taste an is the 
prescription of one of the oldest and best female 
physicians and nurses in the United States. Price 
25 cents a bottle. Sold by all druggists throughout 
the world. Be sure and ask for Mrs Winslow's 
Soothing Syrup.

Property for Sale.
The subscriber offer# for sale her proper- 

ty situate on the Northeast side of Bridge 
Street, in the Parish of Sack ville and 
whereon she now resides. There is four 
acres ol laud in connection with the prem 
isc3 and a good house and barn thereon'.

Also a fifteen acre lot of marsh situate it 
Jolicuve Westmorland County.
^For terms of sale apply to the undersign

MRS. C aPT. TIMOTHY OUTHOUSE.
or A. W. BENNETT

Sack ville, May 8th 1895.

^OR REïi.

All Sorts

A man’s life might be more tolerable 
if he only knew how his married neigh­
bors could admire each other.

Mr. Figg—Ço you know, my boy, 
that it hurts me worse than it does you 
when 1 give you a whipping.

Tom—Honest paw?
“Yes.”
“Just gimme another lickin’ now, will 

you, paw?”
If afflicted with scalp diseases, hair 

falling out, and premature baldness, do 
not use grease or alcoholic preparations, 
but apply Hall’s Hair Renewer.

Robbins—Higbee is a genius.
Bradford—Can do anything, I sup*

Robbins—Yes, anything except mak­
ing a living.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla requires smaller 
doses, and is more effective, than other 
blood medicine.

“Were you ever up before me?” caked 
a Police Justice.

‘Shure I don’t know, yer Aimer. 
What time does yer anner get up?”

Ayer’s Pills art*palatable, safe for chil­
dren, and more effective than any other 
cathartic.

Captain Joie» R Hire, of schoorer
Lillian," siyra: “I was suffering with 

inflammation of the chest, brought on by 
exposure at sea. Took a good supply 
Puttner’s Emulsion, which perfectly 
cured me. It has given me a new set. «if

For Sale.
The farm known as thov Chi pm an Soars 
m in Miilgic containing twenty two acres

live!ling house and barn. 
! lé-

Also 
di

For Sale.
For sale low ten and a half acres marsh 

1 md in good condition with barn thereon 
ii u ite at Dorchester Cape, known as the 

Hackhouse niaish lot, also fifty acres Wood- 
* land. For terms &c. apply to

MRS CHARITY PALMER, or 
JOHN \. PALMER 

Ex’trs Estate of Uto 
E- C. Palmer

Notice of Sale.

That pleasantly situated
COTT J O E
on Main St witivu five minutes walk of the 
Colleges. -Possession given Juno 1st.

Apulv to
MR' D. CASEY.

May 8th ’95, or A. T, Fawcett.

Welsh and Ruth
,,1 all otherswl’ Welsh, his

. ■ , f.orn it may concern.
Auction * * here "ill l)e sold at

I V :, vpN- on MONDAY THE TWEN-
; ‘ , .YH DAY OF MAY A. D. 1865
II ,Ur of t iVo o’clock in the afternoon 
vl ,.:,t of the Post office in Port Elgin in
j„....muty of Westmorland and province
of New Brunswick the following piece, par- 
, ! or track of land bounded and described 
■is follows, viz—“Situate near Port Elgin a- 
I'.iiMs iid and bounded South Westerly by the 
, yuj loading from Port Elgin to Fort Monc­
ton North Westerly by lands of Andrew 
( i t, with a length of thirty two chains 
and fifty links thereon, from said road N- 
(iV.tiT E, to-the Gasporoaux River thence 
south easterly following the several courses 
<,! said river until it meets a line running 
ii i rail el to Andrew Grant’s south east hue 
a o«ve described, to a stake at the Fort 
Moncton road atorusaid having a roctangu- 
width between the aforesaid parallel lines 
of twelve rods, and eontainirtg ten acres and 
a half, and twenty six perches, be the same 
m j re or less; together with all and singular 
the buildings, improvements privileges, and 
appurtenances to the said land belonging or 
iu any wise appertaining; the said piece or 
parcel of land, being bounded and desenoed 
as aforesaid iu a certain indenture of mort­
gage dated the tenth day of August A I).
1891, and made between the said Alexis 
"Welsh and wife of the one part and Thomas
Hewson of the other part.

The above sale will be made under and by 
virtue of the power of sale contained in the 
above mentioned iudentureof mortgage which 
wa9 july recorded iu the office of the Regis­
trar of Deeds &c in and <bi the said county 
of-Westmorland by the No 53564, folio 94, 
libro Y5, records of deeds &c, on Sept 2nd 
1S91 as by reference thereto will more fully 
and at large appear

And the sat l sale will bo made because 
default ha boon made in the payment of 
the principal money and interest secured and made Viable f,y the said imlentu,e of 
mortgage.

Terms atid particulars made known at
tlie time of sale, o' "" »ppllo«tlon to the 
ivnlersigned solicitor.

Dated at Port Elgin aforesaid April 22nd
JSI>5' THOMAS HEWSON,

“Have you a choice fur the national 
flower?”

"Yvs indued."
“What . .1 ”
“Buckwlie it.'"
“Are iiiesu menus (hit are published 

in the daily papers any help | » you?”
“\es. 1 often have a real good meal

by leaving out oil the articles mentioned 
in them.”

You Don’t Ha vu to Sweat* Off. -Say* 
the >t. Louis Journal of Agriculture in 1 
eJitoml about No-To-Bacthu »amo’-9 , 
jo habit euro- "Wo kttO- ‘“l* ‘■°bec 
■ UTOthy Nq.To.Bm. • ■ 01 Mses
Louis ar-liitoct, .»»«». r1.0™"1 nt H. 
years; two bo- .uoked anil chow' J for 20 
smell ol t'-’ -es cured him so to at even the 
llatj *r' joacco makes him sic * ” No-To- 
8-' jul and guaranteed no *nre no pay. 

aid by Anrasa Dixon Boo1* fiee Sterling 
Remedy Co., 374 St. Paul St., Montreal.

“Has Scribbler been able to do more 
since be bought, a fountain pen?”

“Great Jupiter, yes. H bo wears very 
fluently now. •

Mike—How is yer couahiu, the thrcl 
ey car conductor?

James—Well, I dunno; he sthruc : 
laslit year an’ the year before an’ tbi i 
is his third sthrike, an’ begobbers, 
think lie’s out.

“How will you have your eggs cuok- 
i ed?” asked the waiter,

“Make any difference in the cost of 
’em?” enquired the cautious customer 
with the brimless bat and faded beard.

“No.”
“.Then cook ’em with a nine slice o’ 

ham,” said the customer, greatly re­
lieved.

MR JAMES HAMILTON, Spar 
miker, Paradise Row, St Jol m, writes: 
“I have been su fieri ng terribly, since my 
recent injury, from severe p ,in in my 
back and side. I used Pru Mian Oil as 
prescribed and it has given me the most 
wonderful immediate rel ief. It is a 
grand medicine and I coul d not praise it 
too highly and would adv faculty sufferer 
to give it a trial for whr.t it. i» recount- 
mended It is excellent.

Use it and prove it.
“Miss Sky lie appe *rs fo xve lost her 

attractiveness for gentle inen,n said 
one girl.

‘Oh, no,” replied the «other, “she 
didn’t lose it. Her father lot t it in Wall 
street.”

MR SAM \Yll'|(; j pi' ,,f Dart*
mouth, says: - -spring 1 l,:*d Lh-
g.inpc and lefr hlti wUh » very bad 
pain in ihe bieasi 1 got a 3**tile of
PniaHian 0ll rtnd took two doe es tu sugar 
and it r ^.oliipletely removed the pain and 
<ru,w’ . it altogether I can recommend 
l( 9 s the best thing I have ever weed.”

and so did all

Relief in Six Hours— Distressing 
Kidney and Bladder diseases relieved in 
six hours by the Great South American 
Kidney Cure. This new remedy is a 
great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving 

the bladder, kidneys, back and

W WOODBURY WELLS
S olic itor

pain in
every part of the urinary passages in 
male or female It relieves retention of 
water and pain in passing it almost im­
mediately. If you want quick relief and 
cure this is your remedy. Sold by i •

Banner Oatcake (in hotel)— D’ye call 
this ’ere rope a tire escape?

Bell Boy—Yassir.
Farmer Oatcake (resignedly)—Waal, I 

s’pose bangin’ is an easier death than 
burnin*

Checkerly (at the door)—Are you real­
ly sure that Miss Sweet isn’t at home?

Bridget (with honest pride)—If you 
doubt me word, I’ll usk her to come 
down, as she can inform yez that she 
towld mo to suy so herself.

“I would have you know, sir, that 1 
am a Londoner, as I was born in Lon­
don.” “But I, sir, was born in Cork, 
and I am a Corker!”

Heart Disease Relieved in 30 Min 
ltes—Dr Agnew’s Cure for the Heart 
gives perfect relief in nil casoa of Organic 
or Sympathetic Heart Disease in 30 min­
utes, and Hpoedily effects a cure. It is a 
peerless remedy for Palpitation, Short 
ness of Breath, Smothering Spells. Pain 
ii. Left Side and all symptoms of a Dis­
eased Heart. One dose convinces. Sold 
by A. Dixon.

Aristocratic Father— And your ancest 
ors?

Aspiring Youth - Oh, I have 
had a father and mother, 
their people before them

Coach (to College Athlete)—Yon r 
muscle seems to be flabby, and your 
whole system needs toning up. Are 
you drinking anything?

Athlete - Not a drop.
Coach—Then you must, be smokinu 

too much.
Athlete—No; don’t smoke stall.
Coach—Studying?
Athlete—Er—yes, a little.
Coach (indignantly)—You’ve got to 

stop that. Do you want to lose 
game?

-The dead body of Alex McKinley 
of New Ireland, Albert County was 
found in a field near Cardwell, Kings 
Co, Saturday morning, McKinley was 
instrumental in bringing to justice some 
violators of the Soott Aet and it is 
thought the man might have met foul 
play.

Visitor: “Now, I suppose you are 
a good little girl?”

Infant Terrible. “I must be. Papa 
always calls me a holy terror.

Mrs Stronguiind—The fact that many 
com pallies refuse to insure women is ai 
outrage. 1 heard to day of a town ii 
which there were sixty-two widows aim 
only fourteen widowers. What «• 
that prove?

Mr. S —That seems to prove that 
most of the widowers have run away 
from the widows.

-— CH/tPTBB HL M
Still, their first meeting alone, how 

sweet it was! They could not speak, and 
for a few minutes Doris cried a little as 
Felix gathered her to his arms and whis­
pered:

“Doris, my wife, It was for her—for 
Poland. Can you forgive me?*

“I am satisfied,” she said, 
not have it otherwise."

The next five years fled much more 
quickly, and still Doris wrote and wrote. 
She only asked for freedom, not for 
money or for lands, but n* answer came 

One day, however, the governor sent 
for her to his room, and she quiokly ap­
peared before him. She was so young 
still, only 29, and she looked younger 
and, oh, so beautiful! The governor won­
dered as he looked at her how she could 
live this life of hardship.

“Are you the wife of No. 99?’ he said 
roughly.

“I am the wife of Count Felix Kaplin- 
ski,” she said proudly, and never in the 
old days had she looked more beautiful.

“We have no titles in Siberia, but 1 
have a letter about No. 99, Our gra­
cious czar allows No. 99 to dwell un­
chained in a separate cabin. The settle­
ment is guarded, you know. Flight is 
impossible. Further, No. 99 will be al­
lowed to work in the forest instead of 
the mines."

Doris laughed, her joy was so great 
She knew too much about the mines.

“Thank you,” she said. “Doris, the 
wife of Count Felix, thanks you."

Doris had waited for him all day long, 
and she had sold her last ornament to 
buy him a feast 

Felix was coming home! Home! He 
had a home now! She clasped her hands 
over her heart to stop its beating. Then 
she knelt down and prayed. It was the 
first time she had prayed any words in 
all these long years. Before this she had 
knelt, and sometimes she had cried. 
Once or twice she had laughed, but she 
had never spoken to heaven till this 
evening when she was waiting for Felix.

Felix was coming home! He would be 
within these poor walls a free man, free 
to love her, to call her by her name, and 
she could kneel by him and kiss the 
wounds the cruel iron had made. She 
would comfort him, and she would be 
merry—oh, so merry! He would say 
her laugh was his sunshine. She would 
make up to him for his long suffering. 
Ten years, ten years! How many weeks 
was that? How much he had had to bear 
all that time! He had done it for her 
his other love, for Poland. Was not that 
enough? Felix was a hero. No, the word 
was too common to be given to such a** 
he. He had never flinched, never wavered, 
never once complained. He had loved 
her as truly as only Felix could love. He 
would be happy for half the 24 hours. He 
would be free.

He was getting too weary to smile. 
Oh, she would not mind ; she would laugh 
for them both! The settlement would 
call her the merry exile. They had done 
so before now, but they did not know 
her really. They could not guess all the 
joy that was in her heart today.

Then suddenly came the expected 
knock—a feeble knock, a knock as if a 
ghost had tapped with its shadowy fin­
gers, and Doris flew to the door, bidding 
herself be quiet for her husband’s sake.

"Felix, Felix, you are here! Come in. 
See, everything is ready for you, my 
darling. It is your bouse, our home. 
Look, isn’t it a palace?’

He entered slowly and stood on the 
threshold of the poor little place, full 
chiefly of the stove warmth, of the light 
from the small oil lamp and of the love 
of Doris.

Felix shut the door and slowly walked 
toward the armchair he saw placed by 
the fire. His once strong, fine, manly 
form was bent as if with old age. As he 
sat down he looked timidly round the 
room without saying a word. Oh, Doris 
knew, Doris knew! She had made friends 
with other exiles, other half released 
captives. That was the worst of all 
those long 10 years; they had made Felix 
timid—Felix, who had once had no power 
of understanding the Word fearl 

She knelt down beside him and began 
taking off his thick boots. Her fingers 
were hard now, for the Doris of old days 
could not have unlaced these strips of 
cowhide, but this Doris could do so, and 
she was glad of it—glad that she was 
strong as well as gentle, glad that she 
knew the meaning of work, of poverty 
and of sorrow. The Doris of 19 ouuld 
have had no part in the Felix that now 
sat beside the stove. She took his cold 
feet in her arms and rubbed them warui, 
and kissed them where the iron manacles 
had once galled, then hardened the fleslu 
Then she ran to fetch slippers and a rug 
and laughingly kissed each of his rough 
fingers, from which all manly beauty 
bad fled.

And Felix let her do it aH and said 
nothing, but Doris knew that he could 
not yet speak. He must have time to 
think.

Then she again rose and drew the little 
deal table close to him and ran singing 
into the tiny kitchen to bring him some 
of her famous soup, and on the table she 
laid two plates, and two wooden spoons, 
and some hot kwass and roasted potatoes 
long ago stored for this occasion. All 
the while she talked on—any wild rubbish 
that came into her head—and laughed 
over the want of some old luxuries.

“But look, my Felix. I have got two 
of everything, one for you and one for 
me, and what more can we want? Now. 
Felix, all is ready. Will you ask the 
blessing? Why, you—we haven’t sat 
down to such a dinner for—years, have 
we? Do you remember Lusklna, our 
cook? Clever as he was, was his soup like 
mine? 1 can compete with any one pow. 
Taste it, dear Felix."

He took a spoonful, then looked round, 
and then be took another.

Afterward Doris cleared away the meal 
and came and sat down by Felix closp 
beside him on a stool, and she put his 
hand round her neokand kissed It till the 

! kisses seemed to enter into his soul, and 
he returned the pressure, 

i Doris felt her heart beat wildly then, 
for Felix was beginning to live.

I Suddenly the cat, who had been sleep­
ing soundly, woke up and stretched him­
self and gazed curiously at the intruder, 
arching his back at him. The cat had 
been Doris1 only companion for so long
that it felt jealous of the stranger, and 
Doris explained the fact to Felix, and he. 
stooping down, lifted the animal into his 

*T would 1»P and stroked its warm coat.
“Is it your cat, Doris?” he said.
“No, no, Felix, not mine. It Is our 

cat."
“Our cat,” he replied. “Do you think 

they will let us keep it?’
Doris nearly cried at these words, but 

to prevent herself doing this she jumped 
up again and began preparations for go­
ing to bed. The big bed in the corner 
there, she had bought it little by little 
First the wooden frame, then the straw 
mattress, then the featherbed, all with a 
view to Felix’s first night at home.

“Felix,” she said, “Felix, my darling, 
you must come to bed and rest. Don't 
think of anything but what is for your 
good. You have been wanting rest a 
long time.”

“Yes, a long time," he sqjd.
Darkness fell on the settlement of ex­

iles, and the wide snow mantle over Si 
beria glistened in the moonlight. The 
great forest rested from its labors, and 
the rivers were silenced by the embraces 
of the ice maidens;

In the exile’s cabin the moonliglv 
passed in through a slit in the curtun 
and played upon the big bed’which Doris- 
had Sought piece by piece. It lighted u, 
the face of Felix and woke him. H 
looked around the room and noticed tin 
hanging lamp still burning, and the truti. 
flashed suddenly upon him. He was in i. 
home of his own. He turued in his bed 
and taw Doris, who had fallen asleep, 
and then Felix became conscious that 
she was firmly clasping one of his hands 

snored softly by the stove, ami 
at ioy entered into 
1 his wife softly by

The cat
he remembered. A 
his heart, and he 
her name.

“Doris!”
Doris did pot wake, for she had been 

so weary with work.
“Doris!” he called again and sat up a 

little to çaze on her face.
She still did not wake, and then tb<~ 

exile released his hand and slowly pulle< 
np his sleeve and with his finger traceu 
the tattooed letters on his arm.

“Doris,” he called again, and Doris 
started up.

“Oh, my darling, what is the matter?* 
she said. “You are at home. No one 
can hurt you."

“At home; yes—yes. Doris, my wife, 
look." He held his Dare arm toward her

“Yes, my Felix, I know it. It is tfao 
name of her whom you have loved so 
long—so long, all this time. You hav 
been so true—so true. Oh, Felix, there 
is no one like you in all the world I"

He put his arm around her and realize*'' 
that she was his. He had not realized iv 
last night, but now his heart beat fast 
and it seemed to suffocate him.

“Yes^elix, darling.”
“When I die, let them put your namo 

here on my heart."
He drew her shining head down upon 

his breast and gave a litt/o sigh—sued a 
•oft, happjjr, contented little siçhl

'If you please, your excellency,” said 
the head official at the fortress the next 
morning, “if you please, No. 99 died last 
night. They often do when they are 
liberated. It is best to keep them their 
full term."—All the Year Round.

The Cowardice of Courage

To Dye
Or Not to Dye
that Is the question : 
whether it is better 
to wear that faded, shabby 
dress and endure the scornful 
looks of all your well-dressed 
neighbors, or to purchase a 
package of Diamond Dyes 
and restore its freshness in 
another color — making a j 
new dress for ten cents.

Diamond Dyes art made for home 
use. Absolutely reliable. Any color.
Sold everywhere. 10 cents •1Pet*al|e;>,lC£,rec 

tiun Book and 40 «amples ol colored cloth, tree. Wx21* BKSuaoeoa Co., Montreal. F.Q.

SHE KNItLT DOWN RESIDE RIM AND BEGAN 
TAKING OFF HIS THICK BOOTH.

“It is very good, Doris—better than 
Lusldna’s soup.1*

“Didn’t 1 tell yon so. Felix?" and Do- 
laughed her ol I merry laugh, and Fei 
smiled. Ob, heaven, bow that smile tin. 
her good!

CHAPTER L
The officers of the Five Hundredth, 

after having been stationed a few months 
at Wharton, determined to give a ball 
<n the town hall which should eclipse all 
rhe balls ever given in that famous coun­
try town, eclipse even the dance given 
by the “girls of Wharton," which had 
been a very pretty affair, and which 
must have cost the poor chaperons a 
considerable sum of money. Captain 
Alan Fletcher had said the decorations 
were Al and the wine drinkable, and he 
was a great authority on both subjects. 
In strict privacy his fellow officers called 
him “Cocky," and between closed doors,
•’Cocktail,”' but in the mess room he 
was “The Calf,” which was merely a 
nickname of initials.

There were certain facts connected 
with The Calf which seriously disturbed 
he minds of a few of his friends, es­

pecially the «mind of Leigh Balfour, who 
had once believed in Alan Fletcher. He 
vas so bravo, so dashing and so hand- 
•orae that it was useless entering the 
.ists with Fletcher if he besto wed marked 
mentions on a girl. This was not a 
•oinmon occurrence, however, for the 
jap tain had more entrancing amusements
• Irnn flirting; he said girls were too easily 
aptivated.

Leigh Balfour was a good deal younger 
han his former friend and had but 
ttely added captain to. his name. He 
ad ceased to haunt the footsteps of his 
riend, and yet it was generally under- 
tood that Balfour did not easily give 
ip those ho cared about; usually he 
vould stick to them through thick and 

.liin.
It was hard that, just as Balfour had 

N'como intimate with the Adairs, The 
ulf should suddenly discover that Miss 

Ailair was quite out of the common, but 
rangely enough he made this discovery 

■muediately after the nows, which some- 
ow leaked out, that Miss Adair’s cousin 

.I died in Australia and had made her 
v.a heir.

Balfour had recognized the treasure 
hen she was poor, and he had fallen 

, sperately in love with that special 
ml of lovo which trembles to be found 

at but longs to declare itself, and which 
'irs so mui a to offend that it reaches 
.surd heights of self denial. Though 

I four bad not allowed Lela to dia- 
, >vcr his passion, through some mistake 
<« was found out in the all seeing eyes 

.1" Quickctt.
In ordinary talk they called him “Tom­

my” or “Quicksands," both foreign
• urnes to him, but of course applicable, 
.a the enlightened officers had given

• hom to him and not his godfathers and
idmothers, who naturally at that

,rly period of bis life could have known 
■ 'thing of his leading characteristics, 
his lynx eyed man discovered and dis­
used Leigh Balfour’s secret, and irnrae- 
itely there was a chorus of questions 
mi those Who did not know the divin- 
^ What was Mies Adair tike? Divinely 
ft. of course. Was she the girl with 

Australian cousin, and was Balfour 
viongly hit?

•I should think so,” laughed Quick- 
- n ls, enjoying Balfour’s discomfiture;

Mitti iy walked over me yesterday when 
I, was going in and liojras coming out." 

It waaat this rooriieot that The Calf. 
vi had been leaning out of the win- 

smoking, put his head in and
ht the last words.

, girl and Balfour, or Balfour and
l " A
■is stung Balfour more than all the 

I - or remarks, and there were hummer- 
I ..uie reasons for this feeling.

••Nothing of the sort, Miss Adair la
too nmIM* to flirt with me ot «87000

else.”
“A girl who won’t flirt I—end," eotto 

voce, “and who has money. Introduce 
ne," said The Calf.

Balfour did not answer for a moment.
He was going to say something which 
would considerably have widened the 
ireach between them, but Quicksands 

saved him from this misfortune.
"I will, Fletcher. I know her— 

slightly."
“All right. Well, come this after­

noon."
That was some time before the ball, 

and things had gone on from bad to 
worse for Balfour, but quite the con- 
t rury for Captain Alan Fletcher, from 
indifference to notice, from notice to ad­
miration, from admiration to love.

It must be remembered that Balfour’s 
brother officers called him coy, Quixotic, 
but they never doubted his courage—he 
bad given many proofs of it, and fur­
ther he had moral courage, too, because, 
as Orm said in private, he had given up 
Fletcher.

‘When, you know, his little failing 
grew apace, Fletcher was clrfVer enough 
,|p Jive two lives. By the way, Balfour 
iieard young Lord Staples had gone to 
the dogs; it was really all Cocktail’s fault, 
dut it’s true that the fellow has a strange 
power of fascinating men and women— 
till they find him out, He’ll most likely 
land his last fish”—i. e., Lela.

She was an only child, and lived alone 
with her mother. The story of the Aus­
tralian cousin was quite true. Tom 
Fielder had no very near relations, and 
Lela’s father had years ago, when he 
was hard up, lent him £5, so John 
Adair’s daughter should have that £5 
back again and a vast amount of Inter­
est with it.

“Oh, mother,” said Lela one day, “how 
long-Captain Balfour staid today. He 
is very nice, but I did want to get our 
captain to ourselves."

“Captain Balfour seems very fond of 
you. Lela, and he is a very nice fellow, 
very, but do be careful, my dear child.
Are you sure that"-----

“I always tell you everything, little 
mother, so I may as well own that just 
now Captain Fletcher made me an offer, 
and then—praise me and kiss me—I was 
so prudent that I said I would give him 
an answer the night of the ball,”

You do love him?*
'Yes—that is, if I know my own heart. 

He is so good, so gentle and kind, and 
he loves mo so much.”

The night of the ball came at last, 
and Lela' Adair was the envied beauty, 
but she was conscious only of one man’s 
admiration, and the slight flush of ani­
mation and joy added to her beauty. 
When Fletcher claimed the first dance, 
Balfour knew that Lela would marry 
him; he (Balfour) had no chance, but 
that was nothing compared to her hap­
piness, and the woman who gave herself 
to The Calf had not the remotest chance 
of happiness. But what could Leigh 
Balfour do? He could not go up to Lela 
and tell her that she was making a mis­
take; he could not even tell her what he 
knew—that Fletcher had given Lela’s 
name as security for his gambling debts, 
and that he had bet on her “yes” this 
evening. There are many things a man 
cannot do, and this was one of them.

Lela was all joy, and she was so light 
hearted that she was ready to enjoy her­
self immensely, but she did not mean 
Captain Fletcher to give out at the ball 
that she had said “yes.” So when he 
softly whispered words of love and 
asked her for her answer she smilingly 
said she would not tell him till the very 
last dance. It so happened that the 
ballroom was overheated and Lela a 
little overexcited, and just as Leigh 
Balfour came to claim her for his dance 
Lela Adair fainted right away. There 
was, of course, a fuss, a running for 
every imaginable liquor, but Mrs. Adair 
out short the commotion by saying that 
she would take Lela home, as their 
house was so near the town hall. And 
Lela, who soon recovered, made no ob­
jection.

At first Captain Fletcher was extreme­
ly annoyed. He had not had his “yes,” 
but he had as good as got it, and feeling 
thus reassured on certain little money 
matters he determined to cut the rest of 
the country maidens and country mam­
mas, and to retire with a few special 
friends to a private room of the Bush 
hotel, which joined on to the town 
hall and had a door of communication. 
Leigh Balfour, happening to be discon­
solately hanging about, became aware 
of this move and knew well enough 
what the result would be. However, 
Lela was gone, and—he was not 
brother officer’s keeper. So he sauntered 
on to the portico of the town lijiU to get 
cool himself, bodily if not mentally.

Presently, when ho was beginning to 
think that this wouldn’t do and that 
there were girls who expected partners, 
a carriage drove up, and who should 
step out of it but the Adairs, Lela look­
ing as happy and beautiful as ever.

“Mother, hero is Captain Balfour; how 
fortunate I Perhaps you would like your 
dance now? I felt so perfectly well that, 
as I had promised Captain Fletcher the 
last dance, I did not wish to break my 
promise.”

A sudden madness seized Leigh Bal­
four.

“Yes, this must ' be our dance, Miss 
Adair. Come into the cloakroom. Now 
I will find a nice seat for Mrs. Adair 
and come back for you. Supper is in 
another room tonight.”

When he returned to Lela, he placed 
her hand tenderly on his arm—he was 
not the least shy now—and walked 
hastily down a long corridor.

“I am bo glad of this opportunity," he 
began hastily, his words falling like a 
hasty shower. “I made up my mind to 
ask you tonight if you could ever—love 
me. I mean if you could ever put up 
with me, because of the love I have for 
you, because I worship you. I would 
die for you, Lela”— Lela could not 
stop him, though she tried. “I muet 
speak this evening. You must know 
what I have so long felt for you; what l 
would do for you. Yes, I must speak, 
and you must hear me.”

most as a brother. I—1 am almost en­
gaged to Captain Fletcher, but this is a 
secret at present, only I tell you to­
night."

“Oh, yes, of course," said Balfour, fall­
ing into bis usual quiet state, like the 
sudden calm after a storm. “I will keep 
your ser-ct, forgive me. I knew I had j 
no chai.co. But don’t leave me; come to j 
supper.” |

Ho was not really peaceful; he felt al- j 
most mad. He would save her in spite 
of herself. Lela hesitated; then, touched 
with extreme pity for him, she followed 
him.

“But is this the supper room?" she I 
asked as she saw her companion push 
back the swing door of the hotel.

“There is a quieter room in here. 
Come, you promised.”

He hurried her forward and tljen 
stopped suddenly in front of a door.

One could hear raised voices and 
laughter; then without ceremony Bal­
four flung open the door.

It was a strange sight which met the 
eyes of those within and those without 
that room. Within sat Captain Fletcher 
with flusl^ed cheeks and unsteady hand, 
dealing out some cards. His three com­
panions were even more strange in their 
manner and more dissipated looking 
than himself, and one was unmistakably 
drunk.

Lela recoiled in horror, but Balfour 
would not let her go as he said:

“Fletcher, are you ready to claim your
dance with Miss Adair, or are yea en­
gaged?’

The result was electrical. It was like 
the sudden explosion of a bombshell, and 
Captain Fletcher was far chough gone 
not to be master of his language. He

I

poured out a volley of imprecations 
against Balfour, and rising quickly he 
staggered toward Lela. Then he saw by
her face that the game was lost, and he 
muttered something about following 
Miss Adair to the . ballroom. The door 
was shut, the sceno was over. Leigh 
Balfour had done a plucky thing—he had 
saved her. But he knew—had known 
when the mad idea entered his head— 
how she would hate him for it, and ho 
recoiled mentally from what she and 
others would think of him.

When Captain Fletcher returned to 
his rooms, lie found a note for him; how 
sent ho did not inquire. It was short 
and in Lela’s handwriting:

“I promised you my answer tonight. 
It is‘No.’”

Though very hazy from the results of 
the eveuing carouse, Captain Fletcher 
took means to steady his mind and his 
hand. He knew all was up with him 
now, but he would have his revenge on 
Balfour and Lela. So he wrote these 
words:

My Darling—I am writing to say good by. 
An you gave mo np, life ia worlhlcsa to me. 
what you eaw was iv sudden madness. Cun 
yon doubt it? The crime is us bad in my eyes 
as in yonrs. and I must expiate liiin flirt and 
only fault, for it Is one which makes me un­
worthy of you—unworthy to pnpsesa the sweet­
est angel oil eurlh—Inn nt least Ivt me live in 
your remembrance. Bad a# tins orio full has 
made me. my honor remains and is dear to 
me. Miserable ami houelesa us I am, sliil I 
rejoice that I am not lialfnur—tho man who 
>etrayed his friend, and whose dishonorable 
conduct renders hvn unfit to associate wjtb 
gentlemen. In life unti death, yours.

He read over his letter and smiled. It 
was clever; it would not miss tho mark. 
As for himself, the game was plavod out. 
He was ruined, disgraced. Anyhow the 
disgrace should not be public on the 
morrow, for there should be no tomor-

This is it.
This is the new shortening or 
cooking fat which is so fast taking 
the place of lard. It is an entirely 
new food product composed of 
clarified cotton seed oil and re­
fined beef suet. You can see that

Is clean, delicate, wholesome, 
appetizing, and economical--as far 
superior to lard as the electric 
light is to the tallow dip. It asks 
only a fair trial, and a fair trial 
will convince you of its value.

Sold in 3 and 5 pound pails, 
by all grocers

Made only by
Tho N. K. Falrbank 

Company,
Wellington null Ann St*., 

UOSTREAL.

The Dcrcheter Hotel Company

Notice is given in the Koyal Gazette 
f an application for tbv incorporai ion 
f the Dorchester Hotel Co . limited.

The object for u hich tho incorporation 
ii sought id, tlie building, owning and 
controlling cf a hotel to be tveclcd in 
Dorchester, to be known ns the “Dor­
chester Hotel;” and for the . purchasing, 
acquiring, holding or transferring of 
real and personal estate in connection 
with the said hotel. The place of busi­
ness of the proposed company is to be 
in Dorchester and the whole capital 
stock ot company will be $15.000, $10,- 
000 of which have been subscribed. Tho 
names of the applicants me ns follows- 
John H Hickman, William Cucbrnliv, 
Geo M Fnivweather, Allan \Y Chapman, 
Albert J Chapman, Iiause \V Masters 
W Hazen Chapmen and Willard D Wil­
bur, all of Dorchester, in the county of 
Westmorland. The first .three name* 
are to be first or provisional direct -rs of 
the Baid company
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LELA RECOILED IN HORROR.
She fathomed then the dejKjk'Of hie 

secret; she unraveled themySWry of hie 
many visits, of hie silence, df hie words.

At last she got in a word.
“Oh, please, Captain Balfour, 4* leave 

off; you pain me. I thought of you al*

CHAPTER II.
Leigh Balfour’s rooms were below 

those of Alan Fletcher. The Wharton 
barracks were not very well built, and 
yreu could hear footsteps above you, es­
pecially if thb< owner walked up and 
down for some time, as Captain Fletcher 
did in tho smalllhours after the ball.

How Fletcher tramped above 1 Even 
now Balfour had a wish to run up stairs 
and ask his forgiveness—as if ho would 
get it! At last, wearied out, Leigh Bal­
four threw himself on his bed without 
undressing. He dozed off, but not for 
long, for all at onco ho was startled by 
tho sound of a report Balfour knew in 
a moment what it was, and without 
waiting to light a candle he rixhed up 
stairs before any one else had stirred. 
He took threo steps at a time till he 
reached the upper landing and groped 
his way toward Fletcher^ door. Before 
reaching it he called out:

“Fletcher, for heaven’s sake, where are 
you?”

He heard a muttered oath,. so he 
thought, and what sounded like, “I’ll 
do for you, too, if you come in.”

Balfour paused, all was dark. If he 
went in, he did not doubt that Fletcher- 
doubtless mad with drink—would fire at 
him in the dark, too, and—and— A 
crowd of thoughts surged up at that mo­
ment of time. Instead of rushing in, as 
was his first impulse to do, there came 
over him a moment of strange, unex­
plainable fear. He, who had never pre­
viously quailed before anything, now 
turned and rushed down stairs, calling 
out to some one at the bottom to go and 
fetch a doctor. The some one was Quick­
sands, who, in night attire and candle in 
hand, was asking what was the matter.

In his haste ho fell over a step, put out 
his light, shouting to Balfour to come 
to his rescue. Thus several moments 
were lost, and then a great flood of re­
morse filled poor Leigh Balfour’s soul. 
All fear was drowned; it had been but 
momentary. What had he done? Funked 
It! Oh, the shame that filled his brave 
soul! Without waiting to pick up either 
Quicksands or his light, he turned and 
ran again up stairs. Now, however, he 
was frustrated; several men and officers 
had arrived with lights, some one else 
had opened the door, and several hands 
were raising the fallen man, Blood was 
flowing profusely. It should have been 
stanched before, thought Balfour at 
once; he ought to have done it. The 
doctor was soop on the spot after this, 
but Captain Fletcher never spoke again, 
and as Balfour bent over him he said to 
himself that he had been his murderer, 

Of course this tragic end made a great 
sensation, but us far as possible all the 
details were hushed up. The episode at 
the ball leaked out, but tho past sins of 
the dead officer were passed over for the 
sake of the relations and of «'that poor 
girl.” Balfour went away on sick leave. 
He and Lela did not meet again, and 
neither did she write to him, so of 
course ho dared not write to her. He 
must be hateful in her eyes, and right­
fully so-r-if she knew! It was not the 
past he regretted, but it was that mo­
ment of cowardice that weighed so 
heavily on him. Suppose he had en­
tered at once, he might have saved him, 
and if he had been shot dead—well, was 
life at this moment a gift to t>e highly 
prized?

Soon after this the regiment was or­
dered abroad, and Balfour went with it, 
but everybody said that since that affair 
of poor Fletcher’s he was an altered man. 
Quicksands often remarked that it was 
ridiculous mourning for such a man a* 
that. He believed it was that girl Bair 
tour was hankering after. She ought to 
know, and if ever he had the chance— 
That yrM certainly unlikelv, for the 
Adairs had left Wharton and had burie4 
themselves abroad.

Tho Five Hundredth was quartered at 
Gibraltar, and after a time the rock 
seemed to them uncommonly small.

Bill Brown’.- » a‘>.vi hi h, v-
beiug bad boy ) >,m bo >zl <l b
legged Bartholmm vx l»r ham hy h 
ing Bernicu Üraham’f be.utiful b:iii.bo-i 
bonbon basket

Bernice, bvn g Bavtliulomew’s blether, 
became belligerent, because, lr fore 
Bill’s bad brothers broke Bernice’s heaiv 
tifnl ban.h"" bonbon lv,-l.( i, both bcoiu 
behaving badly by 1 ? n., a-inv Bartho­
lomew ’s Bible binding.

Both Browns being big babies boggled 
befo*•* Bartholomews.

“Best Liver Pill Made."

_ arsons’
Positively cure biliousness an<l sick headache, 
Ivor and bowel comnluiuis. Tb y excel alUiupui iUi'a 

from the blood. Delicate women find relief from 
using them. Price 26 cts. : live $1.im. Piimuhtct frte. 
1.8. JOHNSON & CO„22x .mtom House SUBoidon.

J_o<sd
First prescribed by Dr. A. Johnson, Family 

Physician. Its worth, merit, excellence, have 
won public favor in a way that is wonderful.

CROUP. My children are subject to croup. 
All that is necessary is to give them a dose, 
bathe the chest and throat with your Liniment, 
tuck them in bed, and the croup disappears as 
if by magic. E. A. Perrenot, Rockport. Tex.
----- ............ ne on (-very bottle.

ere. Price, 35 cc-— 
CO., Boston, Al

P fin iM-uae. "

Pills

no jzocior i niuaiuni biiu uum».»n. '’V' ',,"^7 lVrt'd Pamphlet free. Sold everywhere. Price, 35 cent», 
lix bottles, #2.00. I. 8. JOHNSON a C

Leave
Doubtful Seeds nlone. The best 
are easy to get, and cost uo- 
more. Ask your dealer for

FERRY’S, 
SEEDS

Always the best. Known 
, everywhere. Ferry's Seed 
/ Annual for 1893 tolls you 

_ what, how, and when to plant., 
f tient Free. Get it. Address 

D. M. FERRY & CO., 
Windsor, Ont.

Modern Science '
wins many victories. N.v.o Livre J 
glorious thou those over direful \ 
maladies. CAHP3ELL’3 WINS 9 
OF BEECH TREE CREOSOTE ^ 
has won many, over lontfVinmphatit \ 
Coughs, and other Bronchial and f 
Throat troubles, À

The ïïloïal Is—Try ii. - 5 
K. CAMPBELL & CO., Montreal, i

COMPOUND.
A recent discovery by anoli 
physician. Succestfwtiv 
monthly by thousands of 
Ladies. Is tho only perfectly 
safe and reliable medicine dis­

covered. Beware of unprincipled druggists who 
offer Inferior medicines in place of this. Ask fe* 
Cook’s Cotton Root Compound, to* no subft- 
tut* or Inclose SI and 6 cents in postage In Iet|W 
and wo will send, sealed, by return mall. FuUSMlli 
particulars In plain envelope, to ladles'. 
■tamps. Address The Cook Company, 

Windsor, Ont., C»n*4fc
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