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AMERICAN BARON. 
(By JAMES DE MILLE.) 

Mrs. Willoughby looked at Minnie in 
silence, but said nothing. 

And then, yon know, he travelled with 

us, and papa thought Le was one of the 
passengers, and was civil; and so he used 

to talk to me, and at last, at Montreal he 

used to call on me. 

Where ? 
At your house, dearest. 

Why,how was that? 

You could not leave your room, dearest, 

80 1 used to go down. 

Oh, Minnie! 

And he proposed to me there. 

Where? Inmy parlor? 

Yes; in your parlor, dearest. 
I suppose it’s not necessary for me to 

ask you what you said, 

I suppose not, said Minnie, in a swe®t 
voice. He was so grand and so strong 

and he never made any allusions to the 

wreck;and it was—the—the very first time 

any body ever proposed; and so, yon 
know, I didn’t know how to take it, and 

I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, and 1 
couldn’t deny that he had saved my life; 

and I don’t know when I ever was so 

confused. It's awful, Kitty, darling} 
And then, you know darling, continued 

Minnie, he went away, and used to write 
regular every month. He came to see 
me once, and 1 was frightened to death 

almost. He is going to marry me next 
year. He used an awful expression, 

dearest. He told me Le was a struggling 

man. Isn't it horrid? What is it Kitty? 

Isn't it something very, very dreadful” 
He writes still, I suppose? 
Oh dear, yes. 
Mrs. Willoughby was silent for some 

time. 

Oh, Minnie, said she at last, what a 
trouble all this is! How I wish you had 
been with me all the time. 

Well, what made you go and get mar- 

ried? said Mianie. 
Hush, said Mrs. Willoughby, sadly, 

never mind. I’ve made up my mind to 
one thing, and that is, I will never leave 
you alone with a gentleman unless— 

Well, I'm sure I don’t want the horrid 
creatures, said Minnie, and you needn’t 
be so unkind. I'mr sure I don’t see why 
people will come always and save my 
life wherever 1 go. I don’t want them 
to. Idon’t wantto have my life saved 
any more. I think it’s dreadful to have 
men chasing me all over the world. I"m 
afraid to stop in Italy, and I'm afraid to 
go back to England. Then I am always 
afraid of that dreadful American. I 
suppose it’s no use for me togo to the 
Holy Landjor Egypt or Australia; for then 
my life would be saved by an Arab, or a 
New Zealander. And oh, Kitty, wouldn't 
it be dreadful to have some Arab pro- 
posing to me, or a Hindu! Ohl, what am 
I to do? 

Trust to me, darling. I'll get rid of 
Girasole. We will go to Naples. He 
has no stop at Rome; I know that. We 

will thus pass quickly away from him, 
without giving him any pain, and 
he'll soon forget all about it. As for 

the others, I'll stop this correspondence 
first, and then deal with them as they 
come.” , 

“You'll never do it, never!” cried 

Minnie; “I know yon won't. You don’t 
know them.” 
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CHAPTER 1V. 

IN THE CRATER OF VESUVIUS, 

Lord Harry Hawbury had been wan. 
dering for three months on the Contin- 
ent, and had finally found himself in 
comfortabie quarterson the Strada Nuova, 
from the windows of which there was a 
magnificent view of the whole bay, with 
Vesuvius, Capri, Baiae, and all the 
regions round about. Here an old friend 
had unexpectedly turned up in the per- 
son of Scone Dacres. Their iriendship 
had been formed some five or six years 
before in South America, where they made 
a hazardous journey in company across 
the continent, and had acquired a famili- 
anty with one another which years of 
ordinary association would have failed 
to give. Scone Dacres was several years 
older than Lord Hawuury. 

One evening Lord Hawbury had just 
finished his dinner, and was drawdling 
about in a listless way, when Dacres en- 
tered; quite unceremoniously, and flung 
himself into a chair by one of the win- 
dows. 

Any Bass, Hawbury? was his only 
greeting, as he bent his head down, and 
ran his hand through his flushy hair. 
Lachryma Christi? asked Hawbary, in 

an interrogative tone. 

No thanks. That wine is a humbag. 
I'm beastly thristy, and as dry as a 
cinder. 
Hawbury ordered the Bass, and Dacres 

soon was refreshing himself with copious 
draughts. 

The two friends presented a singular 
contrast. Lord Hawbury was tall and 

slim, with straight flaxen hair and flaxen 
whiskers, whose long, pendant points 
hung down to his shoulders. His thin 
face, somewhat pale, and an air of high 
refinement; and an ineradicable habit of 
lounging, together with a drawling in- 
tonation, gave him the appearance of 
being the laziest mortal alive. Dacres. 
on the other hand, was the very opposite 
of all this. He was as tall as Lord Haw- 
bury, but was broad shouldered and 
massive. He had a big head, a big 
moustache, and a thick beard. His hair 
was dark, and covered his head in dense, 
bushy curls. His voice was loud, h.s 
manner abrupt, and he always sat bolt 
upright. 

Anything up, Sconey ? asked Lord 
Hawbury after a pause, during which he 
had been languidly gazing at his friend. 

Well, no, nothing, except that I've 

been up to Vesuvius. 

Lord Hawbury gave a long whistle. 
And how did you find the §mountain? 

he asked, lively? 

Rather so. In fact, infernally so,added 
Dacres, thoughtinlly. Look here, Haw- | 
bury, do you detect any smell of sulphur 

about me? 

        
Sulphuf! What in the name of-=sul- 

pbhur! Why, now that vou mention it, I 
do notice something of a brimstone smell. 
Sulphur! Why, man, you're as strong as 
a lighted match. What have you been 
doing with yourself? Down inside, el? 

Dacres made no answer for some time, 
but sat stroking his beard with his let 
hand, while his right held a cigar which 
he had just taken out of a box at his 
elbow. His eyes were fixed upon a point 
in the sky exactly halfway bitween 
Capri and Baiae, and abont fen degrees, 
above the horizon. 

.Hawbury, said he, solemnly, after 
about two minutes of protentous silence 

Well, old man? 

I have had an adventure. 

An adventure! Well, don’t be bashful. 
Breathe forth the tale in this confiding 

ear. 

You see, said Dacres, 1 started off this 

mo: ning for a ride, and had no more in- 

tention of going to Vesuvius than to 

Jerico. ; 

I sliould hope not. What business has 
a feilow like you with Vesuvius—a fellow 

that has scaled Cotopaxi, and all that 
sort of thing. Not you. 

Dacres put the cigar thoughtfully in 
his mouth, struck a light, and tried to 

light it, but couldn’t. Then he bit the 
end off. which he had forgotten to do 

before. Then he gave three long, solemn, 

and portentous puffs. Then he took the 

cigar between his first and second fingers 

and stretched his hand out toward Haw- 
bury. 

Hawbury, my boy, said he again. 
All right. 

You remember the time when 1 got 
that bullet in Urngnay? 

Yes. 
Well, I had a shot to-day. 

A shot! The dence you had. Cool, too. 
Any of those confounded bandits about? 

[ thought that was all rot. 

It wasn’t a real shot, only figurative. 
Figurative! 
Y. s; it was a—a girl. 

By Jove! cried Hawbury, starting up 

from an easy posture which he had se- 
cure.! for himself after fifteen minutes of 

shifiing and changing. A girl! Yon 
Dacres, spoony ! A fellow like you, and 

agiri! By Jove! 

H.wbury fell back again, and appeared 

to be vainly trying to grapple with the 
thou ht. Dacres put his cigar between 
his I'ps again, and gave one or two puffs 

at it, but it had gone out. He pitched it 
out of the window, and struck his hand 

heavily on the arm of his chair. 

Yvs Hawbury, a girl, and spoony, too— 
as spony as blazes, but I'll swear there 
isn’ such anotber girl on the whole face 

of t'.2 earth; and when you bear in mind 

the fact that my observation, with ex- 

ten ‘vd view, has surveyed mankind from 

Chins to Peru, you will be able to appre- 
ciate the value of my statement. 

A'l right, old man; and now for the 
adventure. 

The adventure? Well, you see, I start- 

ed ir aride. Had a misty idea of going 
to Sorren to, and was jogging along among 

a million pigs or so at Portici, when 1 
overiook a carriage that was going slowly 

along. There were three ladies in it. 

The backs of two of them were turned to 

toward me, and I afterwards saw that 

one was old—no doubt the chaperon— 

the other was young. But the third lady 

Hav hury—Well, it is enough to say that 

I, w'0 have seen all women in all lands, 

hav never seen anything like her. She 
was on the front seat with her face turn- 

ed towards me. She was small, a perfect 
blonde; hair short and curling; a round, 

girlish face; dimpled cheeks and little 

month. Her eyes were large and blue: 

an: as she looked at me, I saw such a 

bewitching innocence, such plaintive en- 
treaty, such pathetic trust, such helpless, 

childlike—I’ll be hanged if I can find 

words to express what I want to say. The 

English language doesn’t contain them. 

Do it in Latin, then, or else skip the 

whole description. All the same, I know 

the whole story by heart. Love's young 

dream, and all that sort «f thing, yon 
know 

Well, continued Dacres, tlere was 

something so cor f.ndedly bewitching 
in the little girl's face that I found myself 
keeping at a slow pace in the rear of the 
carriage, and feasting on her looks. Of 
course I wasn’t rude about it or demon- 
strative. 

- 

Oh, of course. No demonstration. It's 
nothing to ride behind a carriage for sev- 
eral hours, ard ‘feast’ onesself on a pretty 
vir 's looks! But go on, old man. 

Oh, I managed it without giving offence. 
Yon see there was such a beastly lot of 

peasants, cows, dirty children, 
lazaroni, and all that sort of thing, that 
it was simply impossible to go any faster; 
so you see I was compelled to ride behind. 
Sometimes, indeed, I fell a good distance 
beiind. 

And then caught up again to resume 
the ‘feast’ 

Well—yes. 
But Idon’t see what this has to do 

with your going to Vesuvius, 

erg ey, 

It has everything to do. You see I 

started without any fixed purpose, and 
after I saw this carriage, I kept on in- 
sensibly after it. 

Oh, I see—yes. By Jove! 

‘And they drove up as far 
c uid. 

‘Yes? 

‘And I followed. You see, I had 

nothing else to do—and that little girl! 

Besiles, it was the most natural thing 
in the world for me to be going up; and 

the fact that 1 was bent on the same 
errand as themselves was sufficient to 

account for my being near the carriage, 

and woald prevent them from supposing 

that I was following them. So, you see 

I followed, and at length they stoppel 

at the Hermitage. I left my horse there 
and strolled forward without going very 

far away; my only idea was to keep the 

girl in sight. I had no idea that ther 
would go any farther. To ascend the 
cone seemed quite out of the question. 
I thought they would rest at the Hermi- 
tage, drink some Lacliryma Christi, and 
go back. But to my surprise, as I was 
walking about, I saw the two young 

as they   
| ladies come out and go towards the cone. 

        — . L . . -     

I kept out of the way, as you may sup- 
pose, and watched them, wondering what 
idea they had. As they passed I heard 
the younger one—the child angel, you 
know, my yirl—teasing the other to make 
the ascent of the cone, and the other 
seemed to be quite ready to agree to the 
proposal, 

Now, as far as the mere ascent is con- 
cerned, of course you know that is not 
much. The gmdes were there with 
straps and chairs, and that sort of thing. 
all ready so that there was no difficulty 
about that. The real difflculty was in 
these wirls going off unattended; and I 
could only acccunt for it by supposing 
that the chaperon knew nothing whatever 
about their proposal. No doubt the old 
lady was tired, and the young ones went 
out, as slie supposed, for a stroll; and 
now, as they proposed, this stroll meant 
nothing less than an ascent of the cone. 
After all, there is nothing surprising in 
the fact that a couple of active and spirit- 
ed girls should attempt this. From the 
Hermitage it does not seem to be at all 
difficult, and they had no iden of the 
actual nature of the task. 

What made it worse, however, was the 

state of the mountain at this particular 
time. I don’t know whether you have 
taken the trouble to raise your eyes so 
high as the top of Vesuvius.— 
Hawbury languaidly shook his head. 
Well, I supposed not: but if you had 

taken the trouble, yon would have noticed 

an ugly cloud which is generally regarded 

here as ominous. This morning, you 

know, there was an unusually large 

canopy of very dirty smoke overhead. 1 
knew by the look of things that it was 
not a very pleasant plice to go to. Bat 

of course they could not be supposed to 

know any thing of the kind, and their 
very ignorance made me rash. 

Well, T walked along after them 

nct knowing what might turn up. 

but determined to keep them in sight. 

Those beggars with chairs were not to be 
trusted, and the ladies had gold enough 
to tempt violence. What a reckless old 

devil of a chaperon she was, to let those 
girls go. So I walked on, cursing all the 

time the conventionalities of civilization 
that prevented me from giving them 
warning. They were rushing straight on 
into danger, and I had to keep silent. 

On reaching the foot of the cone a lot of 

feilows came up to them with chairs and 
straps, and that sort of thing. They em- 

ployed some of them, and mounting the 

chairs they were carried up while I walk- 

np by myself ata distance trom which 
[ could observe all that was going on. 

The girls were quite merry, appeared to 

be enchanted with their ride up the cone. 

enjoyed the novelty of the situation, and 

[ herd their lively chatter and their 

loud peals of laughter, and longed more 

than ever to be able to speak to them. 
Now the little girl that I had first seen, 

the child-angel, you kuow—seemed, to 

my amazement, to be more adventurous 

than the other. By her face you would 

suppose her to be as timid as a dove, and 
vet on this occason she was the one who 

proposed the ascent, urged on her com- 
panion, and answered all her objections. 

Of course she could not really have been 

so plucky as she seemed. For my part, 

I believe the other one had the most 

real pluck of the two, but it was the child 

angel's ignorance that made her so bold. 
She went up _the cone as she would have 
gone up stairs, and looked at the smoke 

as she would have looked at a rolling 
cloud. 

At” length the bearers stopped, and 
signified to the girls that they could not 
go any further. The girls could not 
speak Italian, or any other language ap- 
parently than English, and therefore 
could not very well make out what the 
bearers were trying to say, but by their 
gestures they might have known that 
they were warning them against going 
any further. One might have supposed 
that no warning wonld have been needed 
and that one look upward would have 
been enough. The top of the cone rcs 
for upward of a hundred feet above then 
its soil composed of lava blocks and asi. ex 
intermingled with sulphur. In this soi 
there were a million cracks and crevices 
from which sulphurons smoke was issn 
ing, and the smoke, which was but fain 
and then uear when they stood, grew 
denser farther up, till it intermingled 
with the larger volumes that rolled uj. 
from the crater. 

Now, as I stood there, [suddenly heara 
a wild proposal from the child-angel. 
Oh, Ethel, she said, I've a good mind to 
£0 up— 

Here Hawbury interrupted his iriend. 
What’s that? What was her friend's 

name? he asked with some animation. 
Ethel—odd too. Ethel, Wm. Ethel? 
Brunette, was she? 

Yes. 

Odd. too; infernally odd. But, pooh! 
what rotl Just as though there weren't 
a thousand Ethels! 

What's that you're saying about Ethel? 
asked Dacres. 

Oh, nothing, old man. Excuse my in- 
terrupting you. Go ahead. How did it 
end? 

Well, the child angel said, Ethel, I've 
a good mind to go up. 

This proposal Ethel scouted in horror 
and consternation. 

Yon mnst not—you shall not! she cried. 
Oh, it’s nothing, it's nothing, said the 

child-angel. I'm dying to take a peep 

into the crater. It must be awfully funny. 
Do come; do, do come, Ethel darling. 

O!, Vinnie, don’t c-ied the other in 

great alarm. And I now learned that 
the child-angel’s name was Minnie. Min- 
nie, she cried, clinging to the child-angel, 
you must not go. 1 would not have come 

up it I had thought you would be so. un- 
reas unable. 

Kihel, said the other, you are really 

selting to be quite a scold. How ridicu- 
lous itis for you to set yourself up in 

this place as a duenna! How can I help 
going up? And only one peep. And I 

never saw a crater in my life, and I'm 

dying to know what it looks like. I know 
it's awfully funny; and it’s horrid in you 

t> be so unkind about it. And I really 
must go. Won't you come? Do, do, 
dear—dearest darling, do—do 

Ethel was firm, however, and tried to 
dissuade the other, but to no purpose; for   

rer en — Ad ree 

at length, with a laugh, the childsangel 
burst away and skipped lightly up tle 
slope towards the crater. 

Just one peep, she said, Come Ethel, 
I must, I must, I really must, you know. 

She turned for an instant as she said 
this, and I saw the glory of her child-face 
as it was irradiated by a smile of exquis- 
it sweetness. The play of feature, the 
light of her eyes, and the expression of 
innocence and ignorance unconscions of 
danger, filled me with profound sadness. 
But there was I, standing alone, seeing 
that sweet child flinging herself to ruin, 
and yet unable to prevent her, simply be- 
cause I was bound hand and foot by the 
infernal restrictions of a miserable and 
senseless conventionality. Dash it, F say. 

As Dacres growled cut this Hawbury 
elevated his eyebrows, and stroked his 
leng pendant whiskers iazily with his 
left hand, while with lis right he drum- 
med on the table near him. 

Well, resumed Dacres, thie child-angel 
ran up for some distance. leaving Ethel 
behind. Ethel called after her for some 

time, and then began to follow her. 
Meanwhile the guides, who had thus far 
stood apart, suddenly caught sight of the 
child-angel’s figure, and with a loud 
warning cry, they ran after her. They 
seemed to me however to be a lazy lot, 
for they scarce got up as far as the place 
where Ethel was. Now, yon know, all 
this time I was doomed to inaction. But 

at this time I was doomed to inacticn. 

But at this juhcture I strolled carelessly 
along, pretending not to see any thing in 

particular; and so, taking up an easy atti- 

tude, I waited for the denouement. It 
was a terrible position too. That 
child-angel! I would have lzid down my 
life for her, but I had to stand idle, and 

see her rush to fling her life away. And 

all because I liad not happened to have 
the mere formality of an introduction. 

Well you know, I stood there waiting 

for the denoncment. Now it happened 
that, as the child-angel went up, a brisk 

breeze had started, which blew away all 
the smoke, so that she went along for 

some distance without any apparent in- 
convenience. I saw her reach the top; 
I saw her turn and wave her hand in 

trinmph. Then I saw her rush forward 
quickly and nimbly straight toward the 
crater. She seemed to go down into it 

And then the wind changed or died away 

or both for there came a vast cloud of 

rolling smoke, black, cruel, suffocating; 

and the mountain crest and the child- 

angel were snatched from my sigh. 
I was roused by a shriek from Ethel. 

I saw lier rush up the slope, and struggle 
in 2 vain endeavor to save her friend. 
But before she had taken a dozen steps 
down came the rolling smoke, black, 
wrathful, and solphurous; and I saw her 

crouch down and stagger back, and finally 
emerge pale as death, and gasping for 
breath. She saw me as I stood there; in, 

fact, I had moved a little nearer. 

Oh. Sir she cried, save her! Ob, my God 
she’s lost! 

This was very informal, you know 
all that sort of thing; but she had broken 
the ice, and had accosted me;so I waived 
all ceremony, and considered the intro- 
duction sufficient. I took off my hat, and 
told her to calm herself. 

But she only wrung her hand, and im- 
plored me to save her friend, 

And now, my boy, lucky was it for me 
that my experience at Cotopaxi and 
Popocatepeti had been so thorough and 
so peculiar. My knowledge came into 
play at this time. I took my felt hat and 
put it over my mouth, and then tied it 
around my neck so that the felt rim 
came over my cheeks and throat. Thus 
I secured a plentiful supply of air, and 
felt acted as a kind of ventilator to pre- 
vent the access to my lungs of too much 
of the sulphurous vapor. Of course such 
a contrivance would not be good for more 
thaz five minutes; but then, von know 
five minutes were all that I wanted. 

To be continued. 
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GUARANTEE. 

“This isto certify that we have given 
any dealer the privilege of selling (6) 
bottles Groder’s Botanic Dyspepsia 
Syrup for Five Dollars, ($5.00) and 
guaranteeing it to give satisfaction to 
the purchaser,and in case it does not,if 
he will return thesix empty bottles he 
purchased at one sale to the dealer 
who signs this contract,the dealer will 
refund the five dollars, and we agree 
to make good to the dealer the amount 
he pays out.” 

The Groder Dyspepsia Cure Company, Ltd, 
SAINT JOHN, NEW BRUNSWICK, 

CANADA. 

This is to certify I have sold 
or se six bottles 
roder’s Botanic Dyspepsia S at 

onesale. Signed pbs dt 
If the purchaser to whom the above dealer 

gave this contract will fill out correctly a 
statement of how the medicine effected him, 
and will testify it did him no good, by re- 
turning the six empty bottles he purchased 
at one «ale, the above dealer will refund the 
five dollars he paid for it. 

  

    
    

    

  

Parsons’ 

  

    
  These pills were a won- 

derful discovery. Un- 
like any others. One 
Pilla Dose. Children 
take them easily. The 
most delicate women 
use them. In fact all} 
ladies can obtain very |! 
great benefit from the 
use of Parsons’ Piils. 
One box sent post- 

d for 25 cts., or five 
xes for $1 In stamps. 

80 Fills In every box.     

  

The circular around 
each box explains the 
symptoms. Alsohow to 
cure agreat variety of 
diseases. This iInfor- 
mation alore Is worth 
ten times the cost. A 
handsome illustrated 
pamphletsent free con- 
tains valuable infore 
mation. Send for it. 
Dr. I. S. Johnson & 
Co., 22 Custom House 
Street, Boston, Mass.     

  We pay duty to Canada.     

Make New Rich Biood! 
““Best Liver Pill Known.” 

  

Low Prices. 

Attended To. 

  

FURNITURE. 
W* have in Stock a Complete Line 

of Household Furniture at Very 

pholsterin 
In All its Various Branches Promptly 

W.E.MILLER & CO 
155 Queen St, - Next below Ely Perkin’s. 
  

JUST RECEIVED! | 

Oysters ! 

Oysters ! 

Oysters ! 
  AT 

YORK STREET 

Restaarant 
00 

Oysters and Clam Chowders 
served at a minutes notice. 

Hot Lunches at all hours. 

Meals of all kinds Cooked to | 

Order. 

Persons desiring Board only 
would" find it to their Advantage 
to patronize us. 

    

The Restaurant is run on the 
European plan. 

Open every Evening until 
O'clock. | 

  

The Best Stock of 

UD ENED TEN EDEN EEX 

ILLINER 
NINTINTINT] IST, AC ANS 

  

to be found in the city 1s at the 

—
 M llinery Establishmen 

mah SE 

QUEEN ST. 
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W. A. LINDSAY, - - Manager. ‘Watche 

  
MISS HAYES, FJ. MCGAUSLAND, 

Fredericton, 
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Opp., A. F. Randolph & Sons. 
N.B, June 7. 

  

A New Stock of 

STATIONERY 
—— AND —— 

School Supplies, 
JUST RECEIVED. 

W. T. H. FENETY. 
286 Queen Street. 
  

A. L. F. YANWART, 
Undertaker 2 Embalmer, 

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N. B. 
  

Coffins £ Caskets, 
FUNERAL COODS CF ALL KINDS. 

  

A First-Class Hearse in Connection. 
the Country.   All Orders Promptly Attended to with 

Neatness and Despatch. 

Special Prices for Orders from 

  

All Sizes. 

  

Harvey's 
PHOTGGRAPHS. 

— 
- a ——— All Styles %&- 

164 Queen St. 

Royal 

Hotel 
Fredericton, N. B. 

Mrs. B. Atherton, Prop. 
Fredericton, N. B. July, 5th, 91. 

    

LATE IMPORTATIONS 
—JUST OPENED AT— 

OWEN SHARKEY'S. 
  

Ladies’ Dress Goods in (Cash- 
meres, Henriettas, 
ings, Velveteens, ete. 

Serges, Suit- 

Mantles, Fur Capes, Collars, Fur 
and Feather Boas. 

Cashmere Hose, Gloves, ete. 

Pantings, Overcoatings, Ulster 
Cloths, Men's Youths’ and Boys’ 
Clothing in Ulsters, Overcoats, 
Reefers and Suits, Shirts, Ties, 
Collars. Silk Handkerchiefs, Under 
Clothing and Furnishing goods. 

Carriage Rugs, Robes, Blankets, 5 
Camp Blanketing and Flannels, 
Tickings, Towellings, Anens, Grey 
and White Cottons, 

A Lot of odd Coats, Pants and 
Vests very Cheap. 

££ Remnants Always on Hand. 

  

R. C. MACREDIE, 
PLUMBER, 

Gas and -:- 

-:- Steam 
EFITTEXR, 

Queen - - Street. 
Opp. County Ccurt Ecuse. 

Constantly Receiving Fresh 
Supplies of Steer Beef, Spring 
Lam}, Calves and Mutton of 

The Best Quality, 
and keep constantly on hand 
Corned Beef and Pork, Ham 
and Fresh Eggs, all of which 
we sell at the Lowest Prices 
consistent with the Quality of 
the Stock We Offer. 

Send in your order for a trial. 

KELLEHER & SMITH. 
    

    

    
Laocoon in 

the coils of 
the fatal ser- 
pents was not 
more helpless 
than is the 
man who pines 
under the ef- 
fects of dis- 
ease, excesses, 

ie overwork, 
worry, efc. Rouse yourself. Take 
heart of hope again and BE A MAN! 
We have cured thousands, who 
allow us to refer to them. WE caN 
CURE YOU by use of our exclusive 
methods and appliances. Simple, 
unfailing treatment at home for 
Lost or Failing Manhood, General or 
Nervous Debility, Weaknesses of 
Body and Mind, Effects of Errors or 
Excesses in Old or Young. Robust, 
Noble Maxmoop fully Restored. 
Improvement seen the first day. 
How to enlarge and strengthen, 
WEAK, UNDEVELOPED ORGANS AND 
PARTS oF Bony. Men testify from 
50 States and Foreign Countries. 
Write them. Book, explanation 
and proofs mailed (sealed) free. 
Address 

ERIE MEDICAL CO., 

TIT   4 BUFFALO, N.Y,


