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THEIR PUNISHMENTS. 
The Angelus bell rang from the 

Away tower of the old abbey. 

down the broad nave, quite dark 

5 ~ Was she 

wy 

to work, 

- He went hunting 

and deserted, a woman was praying. 
praying? Or was she 

merely lost in the intense melan- 
choly of the hour and place? 
Kneeling on the stone, she had 
fallen, her arms lowered, her hands 

erossed, in an inert and wearied 
attitude. 
Suddenly the silence was broken 
by the tinkling of a bunch of keys, 
which echoed through the church, 
while a voice cried out: 
“We close |” 

ing this, the lady rose hastily 
‘and withdrew, gathering about her 
waist as she went the long black 
cloak which covered her tall and 
slender figure. She left the church, 
and as she passed along the barrow 
streets of the village the few 
passers-by turned to look at her 

with actual curiosity, but yet with- 
out actual wonder. 
Every day at the same hqur for 

18 years had that lady been 
seen passing by, wrapped in her 
black cloak, her face covered by 
her thick, black veil. For 18 years 
her mysterious presence in that far- | P 
off valley had furnished a subject 
to the imagination and gossip of 
the inhabitants. And yet, little by 
litle, before that impenetrable 
mystery, imaginations had ceased 

tongues were now 
reduced to silence. 
Accompanied by her husband 

she arrived one evening, as already 
stated, about 18 years previous to 
the time we are describing. They 
had come alone, without servants, 
and with but little luggage. They 
had alighted at the hotel, where 
they lived for several months, 
while the house they had bought 
on the outskirts of the town was 
being repaired. It was a pretty 
cottage, surrounded by a fuli garden 
of roses 
From] the day they had settled 

in their modest abode they had led 
a very quiet life. They were 
known as Signor and Signora 
Nicolini, but on their silver plate 
there was a monogram bearing a 
crown. | 
The husband, a strong, tall man, 

with an almost athletic physique, 
appeared, at the time of his arrival, 
to be about 50 years of age, his 
wife net more than 25. : 
They were never seen together. 

or took long 
walks, always alone. She wan- 
“dered among the roses of her 
garden ; and every day, morning 
and evening, she went to the abbey 
and came back, walking with the 
same slow and mechanical step. 

y received papers, magazines, 
books, but never a letter. 

Both seemed sad, of a gloomy 
and desolate sort of sadness, which 
those who approached them felt 
themselves. Many a servant, in- 
deed, had gone away, unable to 
endure that icy atmosphere It is 
certain that they never wrangled 
nor spoke harshly; on the contrary 
there was always between them a 
dead silence, interrupted only by 
those short phrases which daily 
contact made necessary. 

Reaching the garden gate, as if 
fighting an inward repugnance, the 
lady stopped and passed ky. Then 
she turned back and again passed 
the gate. At last she entered. 
In the hall she found a servant, 

who, to the mute question of her 
~~ look, answered : 
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“Still in the same condition, 
Si ora.” 

he put her cloak and bonnet on 
a chair and went up stairs. There 
she stopped, hesitating again, before 
one of the doors on the first floor. 
Opening it rudely, she entered a 
large, dismal rom. Here on an 
iron bed, a bed befitting a soldier, 
lay her husband. 

Noiselessly she drew near, listen- 
ing to the sick man’s heavy and 
painful breathing, and, bending 
over him, she tried to see his face. 

Little by little her eyes growing 
accustomed to the darkness, she 
cold percieve his convulsed and 
livid features, his cheeks furrowed 
with red veins. His heavy eyelids 
were haif closed; his nose, drawn 
and emaciated, stood out above his 
olue, half-opened lips, from which 
came a short and whistling breath 
He was dying! ‘ 
A woman who had been watch- 

ing at the bedside had left the 
room as soon as signora had come 
in. And now the latter was alone 
with the dying man gazing on that 
human force that had held her in 
subjection so many years, and that 
‘was now fading away. This hour 
looked forward to for 10 years ; 
this hour longed for, prayed for in 
the silent revolt of her downtrod- 
den heart ; the hour of her liberty 
had come at last. 
~The lady seated herself and let 
her mind turn once more to the 

She was still beautiful, and with- 
in her heart sweet sentiments still 
could dwell. He, a stern and im- 
perious man, was born to lead an 
vic 4 to battle, rather than to live 
by the side of a delicate and sensi- 
tive woman. His age was twice 
hers and they had no children. 
She had no one on whom she could 
lavish her tenderness, she had not a 
single person to whom she could 
confide her dreams or illusions. 
Her mother had settled in a far 
away province, and her only sister 
was a nun. 
It was the old, old story. She met a young man. Their souls 

blended. At first it was innocent 
friendship ; then the storm of pas. sion. One day her husband op 1. surning home, had found them to, er ir hands clasped ! 

Oh, the terrible recollection ! 
The thought of it made the blood 

felt the same shame, the same ter- 
er heart, and she again 

ror, which had wholly overpowered 
“her before her judge's revolver and 
stern face. Everything had as- 

~ Sumed a strange rapidity. She had 
faced her husband crying : “Mercy ! 
oe | I will promise never to 
“See bim again.” Her husband had 
hesitated a moment; looked at 
ak Shbing them under the 

of contempt ; then, without 
ing his revolver, had_ dictated 
conditions - 

r n 9 2 on the Gospel, on your 

eternal life, that you will never see 
this creature again ; that you will 
obey me in all, and that you will 
accept the punishment which I 
may please to inflict.” 

In the anguish of her fear and 
love she had promised word, for 
what he had insisted upon. 
On a sign of her husband, the 

young man, humiliated and vilified, 
had departed, and her expiation 
had begun. 
Her husband had resigned his 

command in the army,and had 
gone to live on the mountain slope, 
assuming a false name, hiding his 
secret from all. Like two stones 
that fall te the bottom of the sea 
they had disappeared from society 
without leaving any trace. Twice 
a year she wrote to her mother; 
her husband reading all her letters, 
would mail them himself in some 
far-off place. Finally her mother 
had died and from that day no 
letters were sent. 

In that terrible isolation she had 
gone through all the stages of 
despair. For several days she de- 
clined to eat, wishing to starve; 
but her inexorable judge had said 
to her: 
“You are a Christian, you have 

romised to obey; therefore, eat.” 
And she obeyed, because even in 

her excuse of despair and revolt, 
even amid her thoughts of suicide, 
the idea of failing her promise had 
never crossed her mind. That 
promise was, in a certain sense, the 
supreme inheritanee of her love, 
the painful tie that bound her t 
the past. § 
As she had lived, hope alone re- 

band, after he had noticed her 
sweetness, docility and patience, 
would relent; and for many years 
she had observed his pensive fore- 
head day by day, hoping to see 
once a sign of forgiveness. 
He never treated her rudely, he 

never allowed himself to be want- 
ing in respect toward her, nor to 
speak to her a harsh or sharp word. 
Only once, having found her sob- 
bing in a fit of despair, he had said 
to her: | 
“My life is no better than yours, 

yet I have betrayed no one.” 
He had, in fact, sacrificed every 

thing—his ambition, career, family, 
pleasures—to bury himself with 
her in the same atonement. 
She had hoped, but in vain. 

Days, weeks, years had glided on 
in an inflexible monotony; self- 
control vanished; she became the 
sport of moods, according to the 
time and humor—now weary of 
life, now tormented by remorse, 
now irritated and full of hatred. 
How many a time she had said to 
herself: 
“He is old and I am young! he 

will die and I shall be free! ‘when 
shall T be free ?” 

- B * - 

And now he was dying. At 
this thought she felt a- strange, 
spirit-like feeling which startled 
her. At last she was about to be 
free; her own mistress; her actions 
free! her thoughts free—free to 
love and to be loved! 

Ah! the joy of escaping from her 
prison, of seeking other horizons. 
of grasping friendly hands! 
She felt a kind of intoxication 

in her brain. and rose, feeling the 
need to walk, te move; stillness was 
death, and she had enough of 
death, silence, coldness, solitude. 
And as the moon, which was 

high above the horizon, sent its 
pale rays through the window, 
she went to lean against the 
mantelpiece, seized by a kind of 
uneasiness. She turned her face 
to the mirror, and stood there 
looking at herself. 
She was still beautiful. 
Then her 

smile. Those who had known her 
would know her still. But who 
would still remember her? And 
what had become of her friends, of 
her acquaintances? 
And what had become of him? 

At this question she felt herself 
seized upon by fear; not that she 
would appear to him less handsome, 
or that “she had been forgotten. 
She feared that she might find him 
unlike the image he had left in her 
heart; that she might find him 
changed physically and morally, 
and not recognize him; that he 
would be a stranger to her. 
While she heaped such thought 

she saw before her, in the mirror 
feebly illuminated by the reflection 
of the moon, two dilated eyes gaz- 
ing on her like coals; being affright- 
ed by the gaze of the dying man, 
who seemed as if he wanted to 
follow her guilty reverie, turned 
with an irresistible motion, and 
went toward the bed, obeying, in 
spite of herself, a kind of imperious 
and magnetic call. 
Then it seemed to her asifa 

deep and desperate voice came 
from the face which was growing 
stonelike. 

“I have loved you, I have wor- 
shipped you all my life, and you 
have betrayed me. For years and 
years I have waited with a painful 
desire, a word that would put balm 
in my bleeding wound, but you 
have let me suffer. I was inno- 
cent, and shared your expiation. 
I took on me half of yeur punish 
ment, hoping that at least repent- 
ance would come to your heart; 
and lo! with a murdering wish you 
would like to hasten my death, 
and as you find it too slow your 
thoughts turn against your mar- 
riage vows. Foolish and faithless 
that you are! My death cannot 
free you! Did you not say ‘Never! ” 

She understood all this as plainly 
as if he had really spoken, and 
suddenly she felt the horror of the 
evil she had done. Yes, he had 
loved her, he had adored her 
always, before and after her guilt, 
and she had placed the coldness of 
her passive obedience over against 
that man’s passion. 

Then, before the terrible im- 
potence of that conscious agony, 
she felt that pity, together with 
remorse, was entreating her heart, 
and, being moved by an irresisting 
power, she bent over the dying 
man, stretched her arm to the eross 
that hung over his pillow, and with 
a low but distinet voice she repeat- 
ed her promise : 

“I promise I will never see him 
wm again ! 

The contracted face of the dying 

mained. She hoped that her hus- 

lips parted with a 
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man beamed with serenity, his eye- 
lids lowered over his dim eyes, 
while the only two tears which 
she had ever seen flowing from 
these severe eyes came down his 
cheeks, already cold. 

These two tears were to her like 
the baptism of pardon which wash- 
ed her guilt away, and a great 
eace desended upon her heart. 
She opened the window, saw the 

starry heavens among the snowy 
peaks,over which the moon shed its 
pale and serene smile: then lower- 

| ing her eyes to the deep valley, 
she saluted, as if she saw it for the 
first time, that prison where her 
life would be spent, She well 
knew that, to keep her promise, so 
that fate should not bring the lov- 
ers of former days together, it was 
necessary that she should remain 
exiled from all, unknown, forgot- 
ten, forever. 
The tomb which had opened for 

an instant, had closed forever, and 
closed in peace.—BostonTranscript, 
from the Italian. 

A HUMAN INCIDENT. 
BY MRS M. L. RAYNE. 

The feuds of civilization are as 
bitter and unrelenting as the war- 
fare of savages. But civilization 
restrains by the terrors of the law, 
and hatred of an enemy burns and 
seethes in the heart and escapes the 
period of suffocation, by an ebulli- 
tion of wrath in words that wound 
and sting, but do not slay. So 
to-day many a man walks our 
city streets with murder in his 
soul, but never seeks any outward 
expression, yet as surely kills as if 
materialized into a tangible form, 
and armed with a deadly weapon. 
But it is not the hated who is 
slain—it is the hater, who, harbour- 
ing this deadly presence, insures 
the killing of every good impulse, 
and the destruction of his own 
soul. Curses, like boomerangs, 
come back to him who sends them 
out. 

Joseph Downs was a carpenter, 
like that other Joseph whose Son 
taught the divine doctrine of for- 
giveness. And he, too, was ac- 
quainted with grief. His little 
daughter Muriel had gone home to 
grow up in the eternal youth of 
Heaven. It had well-nigh broken 
his heart, and for a while he had 
let material things go to follow 
with vain haste the little traveller 
on her far journey. We have all 
essayed that futile wall—a wall 
in which there is no door save the 
one that death opens. Through 
this Muriel had escaped—I use the 
word advisedly—escaped into the 
sunlight on the other side. When 
her father realized his own im- 
potency to bring her back, he took 
up the cross of life again and went 
to work. 

Said a great soul: “Work—it is 
better than what you work to get.” 

down her work. She knew that 
it was well with the child, and she 
kept her grief in subjection, and 
took up the next duty that lay at 
her door. That is the highest form 
of practical Christianity. 

* B * 

Joseph Downs went home from 
his work carrying a bundle of 
broken laths and white curling 
shavings, and threw them on the 
neat floor back of the stove with a 
sigh that was almost a groan. 
Muriel had always loved to play 
with the white, fragrant shavings, 
twining them in her fair curls, and 
now— 
“Simon Kent was here to-day to 

see you,” said his wife, as they ate 
supper. 
“Why didn’t he come where I 

‘was?’ 
“He left a paper—oh, Joseph, 

how can I tell you—it is the fore- 
closure of the mortgage.” 

Joseph Downs threw down his 
knife and fork and pushed his 
chair back from the table. 

“That's a piece of spite-work,” 
he said bitterly. 

“I am afraid so,” answered his 
wife, “and it leaves us without a 
home.” 

“I'm going to see him—I'mn going 
to tell. him to his face that he is a 
scoundrel!” 
As he spoke he mechanically 

picked up one of the white shav- 
-ings and curled it about his finger. 
When he rang the bell at the door 
of Simon Kent's fine house it still 
clung to his hand. It was there 
when he sat waiting in the square 
hall that was nearly as large as his 
whole house. And his enemy's 
little girl running through the hall 
on her way to bed stopped to look 
at the strange man and was attrac- 
ted to the pretty shaving. She 
had never seen one before. 

“Does your little girl play with 
that ?” she asked. 

“No.” 
“Why dosen’t she?’ with the 

cruel persistency of childhood. 
“I haven't any little girl.” 
“Are you too poor ?” 
“Yes.” Savagely. 
“Poor man ; I'se sorry.” 
She was a plain little thing with 

large eyes, that had a look of her 
father in them but her voice was 
heavenly sweet and full of compas- 
sion and Joseph wound the white 
shaving into a curl of her hair, and 
told her he would give her an arm- 
ful someday, and she went away 
with her nurse, a happy little soul, 
who had cast her mite of oil on 
troubled waters. 

There was a stormy interview 
between the two men, who had 
once been hoys together, one sue- 
ceeding in his chosen profession of 
the law, the other failing because 
times had been dull and his trade 
at a standstill. 
“Who says he failed ? I say it not. 
To fail is simply a means at hand 
To guide our feet to firmer land, 
Even though a carping world cry 

shame 
No effort be it nobly made 
Can ever a man’s true self degrade.’’ 
When the two separated the 

had told each other bitter truths, 
and Simon Kent had reiterated his 
intention to sell the house in or- 
derto realize on the mortgage 
The foreclosure must stand. 
The house in which Muriel was 

born, the house in which she died! 
His wife said little about it, but 
Downs knew she would never get 
over the blow. He had given her 

Muriel’s mother had never laid 

so little. She had worked and 
suffered and lost, ever since she 
had joined her lot with his. and the 
blow to his manhood was this; 
She had refused to marry him, 
He was doing well again when 
Muriel died, and after that he had 
neglected his business, and this 
was the result. The bitterest cup 
we have to drink are those we mix 
for ourselves. 

* - * * 

“Take care, Downs! If you 
should give the joist a touch with 
your elbow it would fall to the 
street. We musn’'t have an ac- 
cident of that sort on our hands.” 

* * * * 

It was the “boss” who was speak- 
ing, and Downs turned his head 
and his eye glanced to the street 
far below, and saw as in a dream 
his enemy walking briskly in his 
direction, and the next moment 
the devil of suggestion had put a 
thought in his head, that, carried 
out was to make him another 
Cain. : 

Yes, Simon Kent was at that 
moment taking the final step in 
the process that was to leave Downs 
homeless, and in a few seconds he 
would pass the exact spot where 
far above his head was poised an 
instrument of sudden and awful 
death. 

It seemed to Downs that here 
was the supreme moment of fate, 
when by simply remaining in a 
state of muscular insufficiency he 
would be relieved of the man who 
was bent on destroying him. 
At that moment, without an 

reason for so doing, since he did 
not know where Downs was em- 
ployed, Kent raised his eyes td the 
height directly above him, and saw 
the face of the man he hated. He 
knew nothing of hypotnic phenom- 
ena, nor dreamed that the intense 
gaze of the other man was focused 
on him. But in that one look he 
read his doom. 
Then he gave a great sigh of 

relief and passed on. 
Downs hadseen more than hatred 

in the eyes of hisenemy. A child's 
face, crowned with an aureole, had 
looked out for a swift passing sec- 
and, from the background of these 
hard eyes, and at the same time a 
voice breathed into his soul the 
simple litany of compassion, “I'm 
sorry.” 
That night when he went home 

his wife met him at the door. 
Isn't it good,” she said, I was 

afraid Kent was coming to order us 
out, but he says it is all right— 
that you are to have your own time 
to pay him, and that you would 
understand.” 
Downs did not tell his wife of 

hie temptation, and what saved 
him, and I think it was right. 
Confession may be good for the 
soul of him who confesses, but I re- 
gard it as an indulgence to condone 
sin. Kept between the man and 
his Maker it is a hold on him he 
cannot shake off. It is a safeguard 
and salutary. 

A Frank Witness. 

In Henry County, this state, 
some years ago, a young woman 
who was suing her former sweet- 
heart for breach of promise was put 
on the witness stand, and the law- 
yers, as usual, began making all 
sorts of inquisitive interrogatories. 
“You say,” remarked one, ‘that 

the defendant sat very close to 
you?” 

“Yessir,” was the reply, with a 
hectic flush. 
“How close?” 
“Close enough so’s one cheer was 

all the sittin’ room we needed.” 
“And you say he put his arm 

around your waist?’ 
“No, I didn’t.” 
“What did you say, then?” 
“I said he put both arms aroun’ 

me.” 
“Then what?” 
“He hugged me.” 
“Very hard?” 
“Yep, he did. So hard that I 

came purty near hollerin’ right 
out.” 
“Why didn’t you holler?” 
“Cause.” 
“That's no answer. 

please; because what?” : 
“’Cause I was afeerd he'd stop.” — 

Chicago Post. 

Chatham ¥. M. C. A. 

The Chatham Y. M., C. A. rooms are 
open from 9 a. m. to 10 p. m. on every day 
except Sunday. Strangers and visitors are 
made welcome. Boarding and employment 
found for young men making application. 
Rooms in Hocken-Mackenzie Block on 

Water Street. 
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“FPITZMAURICE” 
The above well known Clyde Stallion will travel 

during the coming season between Chathsm and 
Doaktown, also standing at Douglastown, Newcastle 5 
Nelson, Derby, Indiantown, Barnaby River, Black 
River, Bay du Vin and Richibucto. 
Terms made known by groom. 

GEO. E. FISHER, 
Woodburn Farm 

WANTED HELP 
MEN OR WOMEN IN EVERY locality (local or travelling), to introduce a new discovery, and keep 

our show cards tacked up on tress, fences and 
bridges throughout town and country. Steady 
emuvloyment Commission or salary $65 per month 
and expenses, and money deposited in any bank 
whe n started For particulars, write Tu WorcLr 
MepicatELEcTRIC Co, P O Box 921, Londen, Ont., 
Canada, 

WANTED.— Active, HONEST GENTLEMAN or Lapy 
to travel representing established, reliable house, 
Salary $65 monthiy and traveling expenses, with 
increase, if suited. Eaclose reference aud self-ad- 
dressed stamped envelope. 

THE DOMINION 
817 Omaha Building, Chicage 

WANTED. 
Immediately. Energetic man as salesman. No 

experience necessary. Special advantages offered, 
Write for particulars. 

BROWN BROTHERS COMPANY 
Torcuto, Ont, 

Paid Capital $100,000,00. 

Lime For Sale 
Apply to 

THE MARITIME SULPHITE FIBRE CO, LTD, 

ATHAM NEW BRUNSWICK. DECEMBER 12. 1 

CARRIACE AND 

CARRIAGES, 

895. 
ps0 A to 

CEH ATH AM 

OLEICH Works 

HARNESS AND 
FARM IMPLEMENTS 
OF ALL KINDS 

I wish to make known to the public in general that I have on hand 
the best stock of carriages and farm implements ever offered for sale 
in this country. They consist of the following : 

GPEN AND TOP BUGGIES of different styles, 
PHEATONS 
MIKADOS, 
JUMP-SEAT WAGGUNS, open and with tops, 
CONCORD WAGGONS, (one and two seats,) 
EXPRESS WAGGONS and a number of other styles too numerous 
to mention, 
ALSO TRUCK WAGGONS, (one and two horse,) 
I have both the IRON AND SKANE AXLE WAGGON, 
I have a SPECIAL LINE OF HARNESS MADE TO ORDER, 
I handle the world-famed MASSEY-HARRIS FARM + IMPLE- 
MENTS, 
I have always an ENDLESS SUPPLY IN STOCK suitable forthe 
different seasons of the year, 
I also keep THE DAISY CHURN on hand, 
I have a few SECOND-HAND WAGGONS for sale. 

I would ask intending purchasers and others to call and examine 
my stock, as 

iI Can Sell Cheaper 
and on as good terms as any other person in the County. 

| GUARANTEE ALL THE GOODS 
I sell to be first class, All goods sold by me proving defective in stock 
or workmanship will be made good 

FREE OF CHARGE AT MY FACTORY, 
St John Street, Chatham, N. B. 

Carriages made to order, 

Repairing and Painting 
executed in first class style and with despatch. 

Correspondence solicited. 

ALEX. ROBINSON 

AT LOW 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHORE 
NEWSPAPER. 

PRINTED 
+ 

EVENING. 

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PAYABLE IN ADVANGE. 
D. GSMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 

JOB PRINTING 
PRICES AND THE SHORTEST XOTICE 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

JOINT NOTES, 

DRAFTS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, 

MORTGAGES & DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE 

SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES, — 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

THREE MACHINE PRESSES 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running. |] 
that of any Job-Printing office in 
the Province. 

A
 Hiquipment equal to 

The only Job-Printing office out- 
side of St. John that was awarded 
both 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AT THER — 

DOMINION AND CENTENRIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN 1883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
or oN 

or Steel, are of the finest 
every respect. 

| so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted 

The undermentioned advantages -are claimed for MacKenzie’s 
spectacles. 

Ist—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they Assist and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes nuneces:ary, 
20d—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with 

an amount of EASE and CoMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle wearers, 
3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu- 

factnred especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARLES BARrDOU’S 
improved patent mathod, and is Purge, HARD AND BRILLIANT, gf not 
liable to become scratched. 
4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver 

quality and finish, and guaranteed perfect in 

The long evenings are here and you will want a pair of good glasses 
or no charge, 

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE, hatham N, B.,, Sept, 24, 1895. 

py 

EVERY WEDNESDAY 

CELA TIL ANT, - - wn. OE. 
m 1 = - = The subscriber having leased the above 

owners and other users of Machinery, for all work 
and materials in his line. 

IRON AND BRASS CASTINGS 
will be made a specialty. 

Estimates for work furnished on application. 

EC ———————— 

(ESTABLISHED 1852. ] 

THE GILLESPIE CHATHAM FOUNDRY, 

FOUNDRY AND MACHINE SHOP 
is prepared to meet the requirements of Railway, Mill and Steamboat 

Stoves, Plow-castings, ete, always in stock a, 
ORDERS IN PERSON, OR BY MAIL PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO 

JAS, G. MILLER. 

Dunlap Bros. & Co., 
AMHERST, N. S. 
em —— 

Dunlap, McKim & Downs, 
WALLACE, N. S. 
—_— 

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO. 
AMHERST, N. S. 

—A TN D— 

MHERST. 

N. 8. 

fine trace. Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainabla, his establishment has a superior tone and finish. All inspection of the samples the prices are right, 

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS, 

Established 1866. 
DUNLAP GOOKE & 00s 
MERCHANT TAILORS, 

This firm earries one of the finest selections of Cloths ioclndiny all the different makes suitable for 
and the clothing from 

will convince you that 

The Most Astonishing 
the Last One Hundred Years. 

It is Safe and Harmless as the Purest Milk. 

South American 

general public. 

gestiv i. dyspepsia, and diseases of the 

whatever cause. 
which it possesses, and by its great curative 
organs, the stomach, the liver and the bowels. 

ener of the life forces of the human body, 
broken-down constitution. 

remedy ever used on this continent. 
ousness of females of all ages. 
period known as change in life, 

cairy them safely over the danger. 
tive ia of inestimable value to the aged and infirm, because its 

bottles of the remedy each year. 

Nervousness, 

Nervous Prostration, 
Nervens Headache, 
Sick Fieadache, 
Female Weakness, 
Nervous Chills, 
Paralysis, 
Nervous Paroxysms and 
Nervous Choking, 
Hot Flashes, 
Palpitation of the Heart, 
Mental Despondency, 
Sleeplessness, 
St. Vitus’ Dance, 
Nervousness of Females, 
Nervousness of Old Age, 
Neuralgia, 
Pains in the Heart, 
Pains in the Back, 
Failing Health, 

Broken Constitution, 
Debility of Old Age, 
Indigestion and Dyspepsia, 
Heartburn and Sour Stomach, 

Loss of Appetite, 
¥rightful Dreams, 

Weakness of Extremities and 
Fainting, 

Boils and Carbuncies, 
Scrofula, 

Consumption of the Lungs, 
Catarrh of the Lungs, 
Bronchitis and Chrenic Cough, 
Liver Complaint, 
Chronic Diarrhea, 

$ammer Complaint of Infants. 

Nervine Tonic. 

NERVOUS DISEASES, 
able to compare with the Nervine Tonie, 
harmless in all its effects upon the youngest 

tion. 

result. 

essential elements out of which nerve tissue is formed. 
for its universal adaptability to the cure of all forms 
rangement, 

CrAwFoRDeTILLE. Tan., Aug. 20, "86. 
To the Great South Ainerican Medicine Co. : 
DEAR GENTS: —I1 desire to say to vou that I | 

have suffered for many years with a very serious 
disease of the s.omach and nerves. I tried every 
medicine I could hear of, but nothing done me 
any appreciable good until I was advised to 
try your Great Sonth American Nervine Tonic 
and Stomach and Liver Cure, and since using 
several bottles of it I must say that I am sur- 
prised at its wonderful powers to cure the stom- 
ach aud general nervols system. If everyone 
knew the value of this remedy as I do you would 
not be able to supply the demand. 

J. A. Harpeg, Ex-Treas, Montgomery Co. 

did in my life. I would a” 
son to use this valuah! 

few bottles of it has « 

consgider it the grand:- 

: CRAWFORDSVILLE, IND. My daughter, eleven years old, $x or Chorea. We gave her three and one-half 

Vitus’ Dace. 
‘he greatest remed 
forms of INervous 

State of Indiana, p 
Montgomery County, Jos ; 

Subscribed and sworn to before me this June 22, 1887. 
CHAS. W. WrigHT, Notary 

7 in the world for Indi 
isorders and Failing Health, from whatever cause. 

The Great South American N ervine Tonic 

it is Pleasant to the Taste as the Sweetest Nectar, 

All these and many other complaints cured by this wonderful 

A SWORH CURE FOR ST. VITAS’ DANCE OR CHOREA. 

Stomach#°Liver Cure 
Medical Discovery of 

energizing properties will give them a new hold on life. It will add ten 
or fifteen years to the lives of many of those who will use a half dozen 

Impure and Tmpoverished Blood, 

Scrofulous Swellings and Ulcers, 

Delicate and Scrofulous Children, 

I 1887. was — a ticted with St. Vitus’ Dance : j otules of South A vine and she is completely restored. I believe it will cure pc of Se. I have kept it in my family for two years, and am sure it is 
tion and Dyspepsia, and for 

INDIGESTION AND DYSPEPSIA, 

SOUTH AMERICAN 
4 on Poe 

: 8 IPE 
re 

. Hey * 4 Sy & We : 
i x : ! Q Ee - *» 

re ’ rs a Py Lf 
€ 24 & 
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This wonderful Nervine Tonic has only recently been introduced 
into this country by the proprietors and manufacturers of the Great 

Nervine Tonic, and yet its great value as a curative agent, has long been known by a few of the most learned physicians, who have not brought its merits and value to the knowledge of the 

"This medicine has completely solved the problem of the cure of indi- : general nervous system. It is also of the greatest value in the cure of all forms of failing health from 
It performs this by the great nervine tonie qualities 

powers upon the digestive 
No remedy compares with this wonderfully valuable Nervine Tonic as a builder and strength- 

and as a great renewer of a 
It is also of more real permanent value in the treatment and cure of diseases of the lungs than any consumption 

It is a marvelous cure for nerv- 
Ladies who are approaching the critical 
should not fail to use this great Nervine 

Tonic, almost constantly, for the space of two or three years. It will 
This great strengthener and cure- 

iT 1S A GREAT REMEDY FOR THE CURE OF 

Weight and Tenderness in Stomach, 

Dizziness and Ringing in the Earg, 

As a cure for every class of Nervous Diseases, no remssiy has been, 
which is very pleasant and 
child or tke oldest and must delicate individual. Nine-tenths of all the ailments to which the human, family is heir are dependent on nervous exhaustion and impaired diges- 

When there is an insufficient supply of nerve food in the blood, a, general state of debility of the brain, spinal marrow, and nerves is the; 
tarved nerves, like starved muscles, become strong when the. right kind of food is supplied; and a thousand weaknesses and ailments. 

disappear as the nerves recover. As the nervous system must supply alk the power by which the vital forces of the body are carried on, it is the first to suffer for want of perfect nutrition. Ordinary food does not con- tain a sufficient quantity of the kind of nutriment necessary to repair 
the wear our present mode of living and labor imposes upon the nerves. For this reason it becomes necessary that a nerve food be supplied. 
This South American Nervine has beca found by analysis to contain the 

This accounts 
of nervous de-. 

Repmcoa WiLxiNsox, ef Brownsvallew, Ind; 
says: *Ihad been in a distressed condigion for 
three years from Nervousness, Weakness of the 
Stomach, Dyspepsia, and fudigestion, until my 
health was gone. I had Leen doctorin 
stantly, with no relief. I bought one b 
South American Nervine, which done me more 
good than any $50 worth ef doctoring I ever, 

- weakly pers, 

JOHN T, Mism. 

ET 

great rg 
/ 

B 5 

g con- 
ottle on 

ea 

condition 
all hopes of getting well. 
tors, with no relief. The first bottle of the Nerv- Ine Tonic improved me so much that I was able to walk about, and a few bottles cured me entirely. 

tan not recommend it too highly’ 

SOLD BY DR. J. PALLEN & SO 

Which we now offer you, is the only absolutely unfailing remedy ever discovered for the cure of Indigestion, Dyspepsia, and the vast train of symptoms and horrors which are the result of disease and debility of the human stomach. No person can afford to pass by this jewel of incal- culable value who is affected by disease of the stomach, because the ex- perience and testimony of many go to prove that this is the oNE and ONLY ONE great cure in the world for this universal destroyer. There 1S 10 case of unmalignant disease of the stomach which ean resist the wonderful curative powers of the South American Nervine Tonic. 
+ LAxnre E. HALL, of Waynetown, Ind., says: | Mgs. ELLA A. BrATTON, of New Ross, Indfana, my life to the Great South American says: ‘I cannot express how much I owe to the Nervine. I'had been in bed for five months from Nervine Tonic My system was completely shat a effects of an exhausted stomach, Indigestion, érvous Prostration, and a general shattered | tered, appetite gone, was coughing and spitting 

up blood; am sure I was in the first 
of consumption, an inheritance han 
through several generations. I ge 
the Nervine Tonic, and continued its use for shot six Seenitn. Se am entirely cured, Jt 
s the gran remedy for perv mach 
lungs I have ever seen.” 0 re - No remedy compares with SouTa AMERICAN NERVINE as a eure for the Nervea, No 

of my whole system. Had given up 
Had tried three doe- 

I believe it is the best medicinegn the world. I 

com. pares with South American Nervine as a wondrous cure for the Stomach. No remedy ¢tompare with South American Nervine as a cure for all forms of fail It never 4 ps cure Indigestion and Dyspepsia. It never fails to cure Chorea or St, Vv tus’ Dance wers build up the whole system are wonderful in the extreme, It cures the old, the i the Sit dle aged. TItis a great friend to the aged and infirm. Do not neglect to use this precious boon; If you do, you may neglect the only remedy which will restore you to health. South Americas Nervine is perfectly safe, and very pleasant to the taste. Delicate ladies, do not fail to use this great cure, because it will put the bloom of freshness and beauty upon your lips and in your cheeks aud quickly drive away your disabilities and weaknesses 

Large 16 ounce Bottle, $1.00. 
EVERY BOTTLE WARRANTED. 
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