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DORA'S FRiL. 

BY MARY E. MOFFAT. 

* Come, Lora, the sleigh is at the door. 
Why, my child, what is this? What has 

happened ?” 

“Oh, mamma,” anda tearful face was 
raised from the cushions upon which 

Dora had thrown herself; “I had a dread- 
ful dream last night, and — and — I've felt 
like crying all day long, only I didn’t 
want you to see it, and so I tried to keep 
up.” : 

“ Why, darling, don’t you know dreams 
go by contraries? So dry your eyes, and 
I will help you on with your things while 
you tell me about it.” 

“But, mamma, it was so awful! You 
know its about time for Clinton to sail, 
and I thought he had been shipwrecked, 

and I saw him struggling in the waves, 
and I saw him go down — down —and he 
—oh, I can’t tell it.” 

In spite of herself, Mrs. Holmes’s cheeks 
blanched as she listened, but with a de- 
cided : 
“Do not give way to such folly, Dora!” 

she bathed her daughter's face with rose- 
water, and put on her heavy, fur-lined 
wraps. Then she enveloped her head in 

a soft fleece of knitted wool whose deli- 

cate pink made the sweet face, with its 
fair, rose-tinted complexion, look even 

more lovely as she kissed it, and said: 
‘There, Dora, run along and tell John to 

call for any schoolmate you would like to 
have accompany you. I have an engage- 

ment at the Dorcas, so I chnnot share 
your gleigh-ride.” 
“May I call for Annie, mamma ?” said 

Dora, timidly. . 
A sudden cloud crossed the handsome, 

haughty face, which but the moment be- 

fore had worn such a tender, loving ex- 

pression. It was followed by an instant 
of indecision, then a glance at Dora's tear- 
stained face caused her to say: 
“Well, Dora, Annie’s no favorite of 

mine, but if it will banish your 'unac- 
countable fancies, go for her.” 
“Thanks, mamma, and I'll crowd in all 

her little brothers and sisters, and try and 
forget my worry in listening to their 
talk.” 
“You are an odd little thing, Dora ; one 

wouldn’t think you were a child of mine 
unless they knew. I never saw the time 
that I'd’ be willing to drive through the 

streets with a sleigh full of shabby chil- 

dren.” 
Dora did not consider the Grahames a 

bit shabby, but she was too wise to say 
80, and thus no unkind feeling was left 
in her mother’s mind toward her, only a 

half-vexed, half-admiring thought at her 
queer ideas, ending, as all such criticisms 

invariably did, with a memory of the face 

which had been the love-light of her 
youth, and of which Annie’s was a soft- 

ened counterpart. 
That dear face was no longer near to 

smile upon her, and so it happened that 
for the sake of her dead husband she was 
as wax in the hands of his child, although 
naturally of an unbending, imperious 

nature herself, and little prone to do 

things which would create comment in 
her “set.” 

Many admiring glances were turned to- 

ward the handsome sleigh, with its costly 
robe, and only one sweet-faced maiden 
for an occupant, as the high-mettled 
horses came dashing through the streets 

to the “merry tintinnabulation of the 

bells.” 
But that was soon changed, and when 

next the musical chimes came within 

hearing distance, there was added to 
them an even more attractive sounding 
chorus, to those who love to listen to the 
happy voices of children. Looks of sur- 
prise, changing rapidly to smiles, greeted 

the merry group ; and youngsters in pass- 
ing, not knowing in what other way to 

show their great appreciation of such a 
“jolly racket,” mixed great soft snow- 

balls and threw them into .their midst, 

causing even more uproarious fun and 

jollity. Then they reached the broad, 

solitary country road, and Dora and Annie. 

no longer afraid that they would run into 
some one, or that they might be run into 
themselves, settled themselves down for a 
good old-time talk together; and so deep 

was the interest which invested their 
chosen topic — Dora’s brother, Clinton — 
that they were for a while oblivious to all 
other sounds as well as sights. 
The time had not long gone by when 

the Grahames had been in different cir- 

cumstances, and had lived near the 
Holmes’s residence. 

It was then that the girls’ intimacy 
had commenced, and Dora had become so 

fondly attached to Annie. That would 
have been well enough, but when Clinton 
Holmes began to devote himself to the 

gentle girl, and even after Mr. Grahame’s 
failure, had declared to his mother that 
be meant to marry Annie when he grew 

to be a man, the mother’s desire to have 
her only son make a far different match 

in that coming future, when she fondly 

hoped to see him rich and famous, caused 
her at once to conclude to part with him 

for a while, and send him to a foreign 

university to be educated. By that time 
all danger of having Annie for a daughter- 

in-law would surely be over. For how 
could she, growing up without advantages 
such as wealth alone can bestow) continue 

to attract a young man who had ‘seen the 
world, .and had been thrown into the 

society of the beautiful and high-born 
maidens who were its ornaments? Thus 

reasoning, she rested content, and pat no 

barrier between Dora’s friendship for 

Annie. “But now Clinton would soon be 
home, and the intimacy must come to an 

end,” were the thoughts in her mind, as 

she made ready for the weekly meeting 
of the society of which she was President. 

Some hours later Dora left the little 
Grahames at their door, and bore Annie 

off in triumph for the evening, with a 
parting injunction from Mrs. Grahame 

not to keep her late. 
The two girls ascended the steps, rosy 

from their ride, and with such beaming, 

happy faces that the servant who opened 

the door in answer to their ring hesitated 
to give the message she had been directed 

have . 
Dora to 

and read it tha. 
Then, without 

“It is so! Clinton 

shall never see him agai. 
exclaimed the agonized mothe. 
“No, Mrs. Holmes,” said Annie, 

had looked over the telegram, with a 1 

as white as Dora’s, but without for an in- 
stant losing the control of herself, “it 

does not mean that. As I understand it, 
there is a chance of some of the survivors 
being sayed.” 

“But think of it! To go down among 
all those cruel rocks! Oh,that I should 
live to see this day! My noble boy! And 

it was I, your own mother, who sent you 

to your death!” Then she turned sud- 
denly to Annie: “I cannot stand inac- 
tion at such a time as this. I must go at 
once to the shipping office and see if 

there is a belief there that — that —I can- 
not stop to go into particulars,” with sud- 
den vehemence. “Will you promise me 

to stay with Dora until {I come back? 
Dora loves you, and she will not miss me 
so much.” 
There was an unconscious pathos in the 

voice of the stricken woman and in her 
pleading look which went straight to 

Annie’s heart. She had never been drawn 
towards Mrs. Holmes, probably upon the 
principle that “like begets like,” and 
Annie had always been conscious of an 
indefinable something which had hereto- 

fore repelled her; but now all barriers 
melted before her pity, and almost before 

she knew what she was doing, she had 

laid Dora upon the couch, and, with a 
tender caressing touch, was smoothing 

Mrs. Holmes’s hair, and petttng her much 

as though she had been her own mother. 
“I will do anything you wish me to, my 

dear Mrs. Holmes. Tell me where they 
are and I'll get your hat and cloak and 
help you put them on.” 
She had been accustomed to perform the 

like tender offices for her own mother, 

and it now came like second nature to 
her to do the same for Dora’s. 

“You are a good girl,” said Mrs. Holmes, 
as at last she finished her kind ministra- 
tions, “ and I want you to keep up Dora’s 

hopes as you have mine. It isa blessing 
for the child that she does not fully rea- 

lize what is going on,” —for Dora was 
still in a half unconscious state, although 
low moans escaped her lips—“ and it is 
best that I should leave her before she is 

fully herself, or I might not be able to tear 
myself away, and I must or I shall cer- 

tainly lose my mind. 
Then pressing a kiss on Dora!s tear-wet 

face, she hastened from the room. 

Heart-rending scenes met her at the 
shipping office, and day after day they 

continued, until one after another received 

word of the friend for whom they were 
anxious and went away, either rejoicing 

or sorrowful, to their homes. Still no 
word came of Clinton, and at last giving 

up all hope that he had been rescued 
when the ship went down upon which he 

had written them he was to take passage, 
Mrs. Holmes left the city to return home; 
mother and daughter were once again to 

meet face to face —the only two left of 

the family. 
Annie’s sensitive yet self-contrelled 

nature again was called in play to comfort 
and console her darling Dora, and the 

mother whom she had learned to love so 
dearly of late. 

Forgetting all other duties she devoted 
herself to her friends during the weary 

hours of illness that followed Mrs. 
Holmes’s return, and when at last con- 

valescence followed, with what a tender 
thrill at her heart did Annie hear the 

feeble voice call her her “second 
daughter.” 
A few days after, the invalid put out 

her pale hand, and drew Annie's head 
down go that she could whisper in her 

ear words which at once filled her heart 
with pain and also with a solemn kind of 

joy: 
“1 sent Clinton away because he loved 

you as a little girl, and I did not want 
him to marry you when he grew up. 
Now, I am punished for my selfishness 
by losing him, and also by not having a 
single claim upon your love, which has 
grown go very precious to me that I dread 
to make this confession. But you must 

know the truth — then you can judge me 
accordingly.” 
“Ilove you as dearly as though you 

were my mother, Mrs. Holmes, for — for 
—?” And here the voice dropped, and 

the pale face flushed slightly, “I have 
loved your son all my life and shall be 
true to his memory until my death.” 
“Oh, Annie! oh, mamma, I’ve come to 

tell you —” 
“But I am before you! I won the race, 

Miss Dora! I'm here myself. Why, 
what is all this about? Why, Dora, has 

mother been sick ?” : 
Dora had sunk down exhausted from 

running. She had dreaded the effect of 

the sudden surprise upon her mother, 
and in her own delight and confusion 

had not thought to stop her brother’s 

progress by telling him of Mrs. Holmes’s 
feeble state, but had tried to reach her 

mother’s room first and prepare her for 
Clinton’s appearance. As might have 
been expected, his long strides had held 

their own against Dora’s excited run. 

But joy seldom kills. 
After the first happy greeting was over 

Mrs. Holmes drew Annie forward. 

“YT have two daughters now, Clinton,” 

she said. 
With a sudden light upon his face, 

Clinton encircled Annie within his arms 

and said: 
“May I not give my mother a more 

lasting right to call you ‘ daughter’ Annie? 
You were my first love, and I have never 

for an instant wavered from it.” 
And Annie answered, with a smile and 

blush : 
“Your mother knows my answer al- 
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of a coquette, you w 

the quiet happiness o. 
loves truly, entirely herself. 

late knowledge that the fatal cu, 
has ruined thousands, and tens of 
ands, is not strange to your lips, my he 
would be wholly yours.” 
“But, Margaret, your influence has such 

power over me ; under it, what can I not 

conquer? Blessed with your love what, 
might I not become?” 
The beautiful lips lost their firmness of 

expression, and quivered with strongly 
expressed feeling. 

“I have no faith in my power,” she 

said, sadly. “God only knows how in- 
tensely I pity you, but I should go mad if 

I were forced to pity my husband. I 
must esteem, respect, as well as love the 
man to whom I give control of all my 

future.” 
“Is there no hope forme?” he passion- 

ately exclaimed. “Are you so cold, so 
hard, that you deny me all trial —that 
you refuse to believe for you I could con- 

quer, would conquer, all that stood be- 
tween me and my dearest hopes of earthly 
happiness? Margaret! “Margaret! no 
human creature but yourself can save me. 
If you refuse to listen—to believe —I 
care not what gulf bears me to oblivion.” 
“I dare not listen to yeu,” and great 

tears rolled down her cheeks: “I dare 
not take upon myself such vows as bind 
our earthly fates, and feel in my heart 
how entirely we shall yet be separated in 

all true union. I must say to you I have 

no faith in the influence of any woman as 
opposed to the deadly infatuation of one 

who indulges in the appetite for strong 
drink.” 
“You condemn me, then, to ruin ?” 
“I condemn you to ruin! God forbid ! 

Harry Norton, it all remains with your- 
self. I cannot conceal from you that 1 

think you have a hard battle before you 
in life. To conquer that appetite — to de- 

termine that you will not yield, and to 
abstain from all that tends to tempt — to 
awaken desires for stimulants, no matter 

how weary, how worn you are with the 
struggle — demands the strongest will — 

the greatest self-sacrifice —the prayerful 
spirit—the Christian life. Are you 

capable of all this? If you doubt yourself 

at all, in mercy never tempt a woman to 
share a drunkard’s life —to behold her- 

self the mother of children who never 
know the beauty, the holiness, the pro- 
tection of home. You think I exaggerate 

your faults. You do not know all that is 
burned as with the stamp of fire upon my 
memory. The years roll back and I see a 
young, trusting, credulous girl, who knew 
neither herself nor her needs in life, wed- 
ded to a man whose earthly prospects 

seemed fairer than those of most men. 
But this girl, so innocent, lovely, and 
trusting, learned soon—ah! too soon — 
that her whole life was sacrificed to one 
whose taste for the accursed stimulus of 
liquor far exceeded his love for the 

woman he professed to adore. Year after 
year passed on, adding to this fatal taste 
additional strength. No caresses ofsweet- 

voiced, lovely little children — no delights 

of home were half so dear to this man as 

the one infatuation of his life. This girl, 
always mature in mind, and far his supe- 
rior in nature, left no means untried to 
save him. She was very attractive in 

manner, conversation and person,.and all 
her attractions were put in force to save 
him. She concealed his habit of intem- 
perance for years. She kept his faults to 
herself. She never breathed aught against 

him. Sheupheld him, strengthened him, 
couneelled him. Was unvaryingly kind 
and womanly to him. If woman’s infiu- 
ence could have saved him, he would have 
been saved. I have seen her home taken 
from her. Her children and herself 
wandering from one place to another, as 

she could best earn their support; and 
this man, seemingly devoid of human 

feelings, leaving her to her own resources, 
while wealthy relations cared for him. 
This woman was very near and dear to 

me, and nothing upon earth could induce 
me to put myself in subjection to the pos- 
sibility of such a fate. You have my true 
friendship, my best wishes for your wel- 
fare, my sincere prayers that you may 

conquer in this flery trial, but I dare not 
give you more. God gmly knows how 
hard this is- for me to giy to you. How 

willingly I would share‘your fate in pov- 

erty, in any ordinary frial of life; but I 
dare not, for my own soul’s sake, say I 
take your life, whatever it may be, for 
mine. And so, Harry; let us speak ofthis 

no more.” : 
She held out her hand.- He caught it. 

He drew her impulsively toward him. 

He held her for an instant closely. 
“ Margaret,” he said, “let me kiss you 

once.” 
And before she could reply, his burning 

lips touched her pure, cool brow. 
“God bless you, Margaret, whatever 

becomes of me!” 
In another instant he was gone. 
She passed through the garden walk, 

into the pleasant porch, and stood a 
moment before the open parlor window, 
where an old gentleman rested in an 

easy-chair. 
“It is a lovely night, father,” she said. 

“But I will go to my room, I believe. I 

am very .weary to-night. Good night.” 

“Good night, my daughter.” 
And Margaret went as usual with her 

statcly step to her chamber door; but 
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You were right, 
an, knowing himself a 

slave to intemperance, should ever tempt 

a woman to shat® its curse. What can I 
write you of mry life? Only that there 
are times when I am mad — when no 

reason remains to me —and then I come 
out of this valley of the shadow of death, 
and Isee you, strong, pure, so far away 
from me, your words come back to me, 
and I know you were right when you 

chose to walk apart from one so unworthy. 
Do not believe that I do not struggle, but 
a power stronger than I controls me. I 
can rejoice in your happiness, and I know 

that I was once blessed with your love — 
that my true self was once dear to you. 
But purity, rectitude, were dearer to you 

than aught else, and he who failed of 
these could not hold possession of your 

heart. That one worthy to be your guide, 
your staff through life has won you, 

awakens no selfish feeling in my heart. I 

have said that I can —1I do —rejoice in 
your happiness. ” 
Happy bride though she was, tears 

filled her eyes. She pitied him tenderly, 

and pitied him all the more because of her 
own happiness. 
The years rolled quietly on with her; 

children were given to her love and care. 

In the pleasant village home where her 
childish days were passed she lived the 
contented life ofa happy wife and mother. 

It was towards the close of a bright 
summer day that Mr. Eldon came slowly 
up the garden-walk, and Margaret, hasten- 
ing with tender welcome to greet him, 

saw at once, from his face, that he bore 
unwonted news. 

“ Margaret,” he said, “I wish you would 

come with me to see a dying man who 
wishes to bid you farewell. You have 

never forgotten Harry Norton. It is he.” 
It was not calmly she could think of the 

interview. Her hands trembled as she 
tied the strings of her bonnet; tears filled 
her eyes, and she leaned heavily on the 

arm of her husband as he related to her 
the story of his summons to the house 

where Harry Norton, feeling his days 
were numbered, had come to bid her 
farewell -— to die. | 

The setting sun was glorifying all 
things; the distant mountains and rivers 

were bathed in golden light. "They 
entered the chamber of the dying man. 

The same golden atmosphere filled it; 
from the open window came the soft sum- 
mer air, the glad notes of singing birds. 

“You are good as ever, Margaret,” 
Harry said, faintly, “to come, but I felt 
that if you wished me God speed, I 
might more safely cross the dark river. 

You cannot know — no one can know but 
its victims — the irresistible power of the 
disease which bears ine to my grave. It 
is a disease — a madness with some — and 

I have been one of those fated ones. IfI 
could say with supernatural power: 
Touch it not when first you feel the ac- 
cursed thirst, or you are lost! But who 

will believe me? God alone knows.” 

Long and tenderly Margaret and her 
husband talked with him, listened pity- 

ingly to his account of the struggles he 

had made so uselessly against what he 
believed firmly a madness, and soothed 

and comforted by them he passed quietly, 
resignedly, nay, thankfully, into the other 
life, the “great beyond.” 

KILLED BY ALBALROSSES. 

During the passage of a Nova Scotia 

barque, which is in Liverpool, a most 

extraordinary affair is reported to have 
occurred, showing alike the ferocious and 

dangerous proclivities of the albatross. 
The barque had just got out the of lati- 
tude where rough weather is always en- 
countered, and was sailing with a fair 
wind, when the cry of “ man overboard!” 
sounded throughout the ship. 
The unfortunate fellow was a Dane, 

one of the crew, and he was seenata 

short distance breasting the waves. The 
barque was brought round, answering her 
helm instantly, and the vessel was soon 

on her way to the struggling man. 
Suddenly two large albatrosses were 

seen to descend with an eagle like swoop 
and attack the poor fellow in a terrible 
manner. Both birds dashed at him, and 

to those on board the vessel it seemed as 
if they were endeavoring to gouge out his 

eyes with their hooked bills, while with 

their wings they kept beating the unfor- 
tunate man about the head. 
The sight was a terrible one, but did 

not last long, as the bark sailed over the 

course where the Dane had fallen over- 
board about seven minutes before, but he 

was no where to be seen. There was no 
doubt in the minds of those on board 

that the poor fellow was killed by the 
albatrosses, as he was a powerful swim- 
mer and secmed to fight desperately for a 

few mome:.ts with the ferocious birds. 

Moisten a handkerchief with Johnson’s 
Anodyne Liniment and inhale for wake- 
fulness. 
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pove the won- 
.nth century. Itseems 

.v uss been left to the gray bearded 
old man, Graham H. Hamrick, to discover 

something which has puzzled the brains 

of learned men and scientists for ages 

past. The discovery is the art of preserv- 
ing animal and vegetable substances so 
either may be kept without a sign of de- 

cay, decomposition or change, but in his 

efforts to solve this great problem he has 
become to be regarded by many people in 

this section of the country as some kind 
of being to be avoided, and there are 
many who will not go near the log house 

in which the old man has “live dead 

people” and aminals. 
Just how Mr. Hamrick conceived the 

idea that he could preserve animal and 
vegetable matter in its natural state he 
does not say ; but, after experimenting for 

years he became convinced that he had 
not labored in vain, and he declares, and 
his works prove, that he has the art per- 

fected. Until a short time ago his experi- 
ments in preserving or embalming had 
been confined to lower animals and vege- 

tables, and so successful had been his ef- 
forts that he determined to test the pro- 

cess on human bodies. 
He secured permission from the author- 

ities of the state hospital for the insane to 

experiment on two bodies. These were 
given-into his custody, and in one hour 

after he had them in his room he in- 

formed examination. The bodies were 
examined, and it was found that they 

had not been mutilated in any way, not a 
drop of blood had been drawn, nor an in- 

cision or puncture made in them. 
Since that time the two bodies have 

been continually exposed to the air and 
all kinds of climatic changes, but they are 

still perfect and lifelike. They are now 
in hisroom lying on a table, looking as 
natural as when living. The blood in the 

veins can be plainly seen standing out in 
bluish black lines where vessels are sup- 

erficial. 
In the same room are embalmed cats, 

dogs, fowls, rabbits, fawns and other 
things—all as natural as life. Sticking 

about in corners and on rough shelves 
these “ ornaments” give the room the ap- 
pearance of a museum. Those who have 

ventured into the home of the farmer 
have been amazed at the sight. Mr. 
Hamrick is plain and frank, with only a 

moderate education, but he has been too 
shrewd to give the slightest idea of his 

process. 
However, he does not hesitate to say 

that his process consists of applying a 
fluid, the ingredients of which can be 
found in almost any general country 
store, and that the whole thing is so 

simple a child could use it. This asser- 
tion is doubted by gentlemen who have 
given the matter years of careful study. 
He positively refuses to claim more 

power in his process than he can prove 
‘by past experiment to belong to it. 
The home of this queer old man is ever 

open to those who wish to visit him. 
There are those who dread him and his 
humble cabin because they fear the dead 
and on account ofhis association with the 
embalmed or mummified animals and 

bodies. It is almost impossible to get 
negroes to go near the cabin. 
The learned doctors of this country are 

not alone in recognizing him and his se- 

cret in a proper way. The Royal Scienti- 
fic association of France has made him an 
honorary member and given him a certi- 

ficate of life membership and a solid gold 
medal as a token of the esteem in which 
they hold him for making it possible for 

the people of this age no longer to speak 

of “lost art” of embalming. 

Mags. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has been 

nsed by millions of mothers for their 

children while teething. If disturbed 

at night and broken of rest by a sick 

child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth 

send at once and get a bottle of ‘Mrs. 

Winslow’s Soothing Syrup” for Children 

Teething. It will relieve the poor little 

sufferer immediately. Depend upon it 

mothers, there is no mstake about it. It 

cures Diarrhcea, regulates the Stomach and 

Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 

and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 

the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 

in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 

per bottle by all druggists throughout the 

world. Be sure and ask for “Mgrs. WIns- 

LOW’'S SOOTHING SYRUP. 

Lowell Courier: It may sound para- 
doxical, but when feathers are dear it is 
perfectly proper to say that down is up. 

“HOW TO CURE ALL SKIN DIS- 

EASES.” 

Simply apply “SwayNe’s OINTMENT.” 

No internal medicine required. Cures 
tetter, eczema, itch, all eruptions on the 
face, hands, nose, &c., leaving the skin 
clear, white and healthy.. Its great heal- 

ng and ‘curative powers are possessed by 
no other remedy. Ask your druggist 

for SWAYNE’'S OINTMENT. 

SCOTT'S 
MULSION 
9.€ Of Pure Cod 
Ay. Liver Oil and 

"7" HYPOPHOSPHITES 
k of Lime and 

AES Soda 

9 is a_ perfect 

Best Remedy tor CONSUMPTION, 
Scrofula, Bronchitis,Wasting Dis- 
eases, Chronic Coughs and Colds. 
PALATABLE AS MILK. 

Scott's Emulsion is only put up in salmon color 
wrapper. Avoid all imitationsor substitutions. 
Sold by all Druggists at 50c. and $1.00. 

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 

Wa. 
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POWDER 
PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST, 

CONTAINS NO 
ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES, 

or any injurious materials. 

E.W. GILLETT, "ate 
Mag’ of the CELEBRATED ROTAL YEAST CAKES 

ROOM - 
TR ARSENE Eat 30 

~——WE HAVE NOW IN STOCK OVER—- 

$0,000 Rolls Room Paper, 

And a large consignment of Fine Felts and Ingrains, with 

Borders to Match, now on the way from New York, 

which we will sell at Lower Prices than ever 

known in the history of Wall Paper. 

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK AND PRICES. <* 

M MURRAY é& CO. 
P. S.—On hand, a large stock of 

Pianos, 

ORGANS, 

-— AND ‘THE — 

CELEBRATED AMERICAN 

WHITE S. MACHINE, 
Which took First Prize, the Gold Medal, from all com- 

petitors at the World's Exposition at Paris. 

- 

Prices VW ery IuONA7, and if not satisfactory after using them three months, 

money Refunded. 

We Employ no Agents, but give the Large Commission paid Agents to the Buyer. 

{3 Call and see us or write for prices. 

M‘MURRAY & CO. 

CATARRH 
Sold by druggists or sent by mail, 50c. 

E. T, Haseltine, Warren, Pa., U.S.A, 

R. BLACKMER, 

PRACTICAL 

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER, 
HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF 

Wartuam WATCHES 
in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases.3 

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, etc. 
and everything usually found in a 
first-class jewelry store. 

A FULL LINE OF 

CILIOICIKIS 
Of the best makes. 

SILVERWARE 
In CASTORS, SPOONS, eto, of, the Finest 

Quality.c 

ENGRAVING 
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed. 

The Cheapest Place in the City for Fine Work 
and Fine Jewelry. 

One Door Below the People's Bank 

Carriage Bolts. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

5 Cr Ema pimgerisee Baie 
For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

5. L. MORRISON, 
Dealer In 

FLOUR, MEAL, 

TEA, 

COFFEE, 

SUGAR, 

MOLOSSES, 

TOBCCOS, 

CANNED GOODS 

SAND 

General Groceries. 

QUEEN STREET, 

OPP, CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON, N.B. 

JUST STORED: 

BROOMS, 

(Extra Values.) 

CODFISH, 

SPICES, 

Armour’s Canned Beef 

(Patent Keg Attachment.) 

COfree, 

Soaps, 

FOR SALE LOW. 

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON. 

Fresh GARDEN, 
FIELD, 

and FLOWER | 

if Lag SUBSCRIBER has just received his usual 
large Snuly of Garden, [Field and 

Flower Seeds for the Beason of 1890, imported 
direct from the now celebrated house STEELE 
BROS., Toronto, whose seeds gave such universal 
satisfaction last season. 
At the meeting of the Farmers’ Convention held 

in this City during the past winter, the President in 
the course of his remarks said that the Beeds ; 
by the Steele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other. 

ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF 

Beas, Peas, Beets, 

[arets, 
parsniss, Onions, 

and all small Beeds, either in bulk or in packages— 
Wholesale and Retail. 
My Onion Beed for this year is the finest I ever 

imported. 

Yellow Dutch Onion Sets. 
EF" 8pecial discount given to Agricultural Bocieties 

and Country Dealers. 

REMEMBER THE OLD STAND, 

GEO. H. DAVIS, 
Druggist and Seedsman, 

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS. 

FREDERICTON. 

AT THE 

C. GC GILL, 

PAINTER, 
House and Sign Decorator, 

Tinting in OIL or WATER COLOR. 
PAPERING and GRAINING. 

EXPRESSES and WAGONS Painted at 

Short Notice. 

SHOP AND RESIDENCE: 

59 Brunswick Street. 

TINSMITHS, - GASFITTERS, 

—AND—§ 

PLUMBERS 

ESTABLISHMENT OF 

NAILS. 
Just received: one car load, 

Cut Nails, 

Steel and Iron, 

100 Kegs Steel 

Wire Nails, 

For Sale wholesale and retail at 

NEILL’S 

HARDWARE 

STORE. 

BAR IRON 
Jugt Received : 

One carload Refined Iron, 
— AT | 

NEILL’S 

HARDWARE 

STORE. 

Tar Pitch & Oakum 
—AT— 

NEILL’S 

HARDWARE 
STORE. 

Rope. Rope. 

JUST RECEIVED: 
8 1 C ILS pure manilla rope. 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

LIMERICK & DUNCAN, 

YORK ST. FREDERICTON, N. B. 

T° would inform the public in general that 
ag will Sell heir Goods Cheaper 
an he Cheapest, and they carry a full 

ine of 

KITCHEN FURNISHING 

AND 

LUMBERMEN SUPPLIES. 

And guarantee all goods made by them to be 
thorough in bests vi Workman- 

ship. 

HOT AIR FURNACES fitted up in the 
most approved style. 

REPAIRING done in all branches with 
neatness and despatch. 

Telephone 166. 

WANTED 
RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice 
Nursery Stock. Complete assortment. 8plendid 
opportunity offered for Bpring work. My Bales- 
men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 per week. Fend for Proof and Testimoni- 
als. A good pushing man wanted here at once. 
Liberal Terms, and the best goods in .the ket. 
Write, R. G. OLYNE, Nurreryman, Perth, 

$50.00 IN CASH 
GIVEN AWAY. 

HE publishers of the FREDERICTON GLOBE will 
present $35.00 in cash as a first, $10.00 as second 

and $5.00 as a third prize, to be given to the persons 
sending in the largest number of words made up 
from the letters contained in the words ‘Fredericton 
Globe.” This offer is open to paid up subscribers 
only, and parties desirous of competing for these 
CasH PRIZES must send in their names and P. O. 
address, accompanied by $1.00 for one year’s sub- 
scription to the GLOBE. 
No letter in the words FRED RICTON GLOBE to be 

employed more frequently than it appears in those 
words. 
In case of a tiethe first sender will be entitled to 

the prize. Bend your list in early. 
Write on one side of the paper upon which you 

send )our list. Webster's Unabridged Dictionary 
will govern the contest. Address. 

CROCKET & MACHUM. 

Props. Fredericton Globe. 

Fredericton, N. B, P 0. Box, 315. 


