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POETRY. 

BEFORE THE GATE. 

They gave the whole long day to idle laughter, 
To fitful song and jest, 

To moods of soberness as idle, after, 

And silence, as idle, too, as the rest. 

But when at last upon their way returning, 
Taciturn, late and loath, 

Through the broad meadow in the sunset 
burning, 

They reached the gate, one fine® spell hin- 

dered them both. 

Her heart was troubled with a subtle anguish | 

Such as but women know, 

That wait, and lest love speak or speak not, 
languish. 

And what they would, would rather they 

would not so ; 

Till he said — manlike nothing comprehend- 
ing 

Of all the wonderous guile 

That women won win themselves with, and 

bending : 
Eyes ot relentless asking on her all the 

while — 

¢“ Ah, if beyond this gate the path united 
Our steps as far as death, ; 

And I might open it ” — His voice affrighted 
At its own daring, faltered under his breath. 

Then she — whom both his fate and fear en- 

chanted 

For beyond words to tell, 

Feeling her woman’s finest wit had wanted 

The art he had that knew to blunder so 
well — 

Shyly drew near a little step, and mocking, i 
¢¢ Shall we not be too late 

For tea?” she said. “I'm quite worn out 
with walking ; 

Yes, thanks, your arm. And will you-- 
open the gate?” 

SELECT STORY. 

A SUMMER IDYL 

BY AGNES GIFFORD. 

Gwendoline met her aunt, Mrs. 

Newcombe, at the little station and 

drove her up in her own phaeton. 
‘Is any one here?’ asked Mrs. 

Newcombe as they “rolled along the 
hard white road between low green 
fields on either hand. 

‘I mean any one nice,’ specified 
Mrs. Newcombe with her soft little 
laugh. 

‘ Warfield is here — Edgar Warfield,’ 

said Gwendoline, flecking a fly off Jer- 

ry’s shinning coat with her whip. 
‘Ah! That is pleasant for you.’ 
‘Pleasant !” cried the younger lady, 

with a note of petulance in her voice, 
‘I don’t think so. It’s a bore.’ 
Miss Ventnor’s dark handsome face 

settled in moody lines. She looked 
like her mother. She had not taken 

after her father, who was a blonde. 

But her father’s youngest sister, the 
little widow was very like him. Mrs. 

Newcombe had a charming fairness 

and liquid eyes. She never looked 
worldly. 

‘Isn't he thought a good parti?’ 
she inquired. 

Gwendoline made another brusque 
movement with-her-whip. 

‘Oh, I suppose so. He's rich, if 
that’s what you mean. And he has no 

incumberance. No mother or sisters.’ 

Miss Ventnor laughed. ‘That ought 

to be a recommendation. A fellow’s 

family is dreadfully tiresome—an awful 
bore.’ 

A dog-cart, with a powerful horse 

harnessed to it, appeared ahead of 

them. As the gentleman who was 

driving it came abreast of the phaeton 
he raised his hat. 

¢ That's Edgar Warfield,’ said Gwen- 
doline a moment later. 

‘He is good looking. You are hard 

to please, Gwen.’ 
‘Oh, I don’t know. I might like 

him well enough as a friend if he would 

stop annoying me.’ : 

¢ Annoying you ?’ 
‘Oh, hanging around.’ 
Mrs. Ventnor was on the piazza of 

the cottage as they drove up. She 

followed her sister-in-law to her room. 
‘I’m awfully glad you have come, 

Pheebe. It will be a boon to Gwendo- 
line to have you. I wish you would 

talk sensibly to her, by the way. She 
is trifling with an excellent chance of 

settling in life.’ 
‘Do you mean Mr. Warfield?’ 

asked -Mrs, Newcombe, removing her 

dainty close traveling hat and long 

gauze veil before the toilet table. 

‘Gwendoline has been telling me 
about him.’ 

¢ What did she say ?’ 

¢ She said he bored her.’ 

‘Nonsense! He's only too fond of 

her. He's a very affectionate fellow, 

and he’s been desperately blue since 
the death of his mother, to whom he 

was devoted. He looks for sympathy 

from Gwendoline, and he does not get 

it. Silly girl that she is! You're 

looking very well, Phebe. Gray is so 

becoming to you. Now, Gwendoline 

can’t wear gray at all, Vivid, rich 

colors suit her style. Well, I will 

leave you to dress. We dine at 6.30. 

Probably Mr. Warfield will drop in 
this evening. I asked him. At din- 
ner Mrs. Newcombe was in gray again, 
the most delicate, pearly gray, against 
which her throat and face looked fair 
as a sea shell. Gwendoline, who was 
dressed in transparent black, had a 
bunch of red geraniums at her breast. 

‘You make a pretty contrast, 

smiled Mr. Ventnor, glancing from 
his young sister to his daughter. 
When they rose from table, where 

they had lingered, Gwendoline passed 
her hand through her aunt’s arm. 

‘There! I knew he would appear 
before the day was over, Miss Vent- 
nor murmured, impatiently. 

‘Who?’ 
¢ Edgar Warfield.’ 
And Mrs. Newcombe saw the young 

man's slight, well-built figure, in its 

quiet mourning clothes, approached by 
the carriage-way that spanned the 
lawn. 

‘You can’t run away now, Gwen,’ 
she said softly. “It isn’t decent. Be 
civil to the poor fellow, at least.’ 

She disengaged herself gently from 

her niece’s clasp. And after the for- 

mality of introduction had been fol- 
lowed by a few words between herself 

and the young man, she wandered 

a 

away with one of her sweet, indulgent 
smiles and re-entered the house. 

‘She’s a dear little - thing — my 
aunt,’ said Miss’ Gwendoline abruptly, 

following the little gray figure with her 

brilliant eyes. ‘Don’t you think she’s 
pretty?’ 

‘I don’t know. You can’t expect 

one to know,’ said Mr. Warfield with 
intention. 

‘I wish,” Miss Ventnor explained, 
knitting her fine brows, ‘that you 

would not say such ridicilous things !’ 
‘Do jou call them -ridiculous?’ 

asked the young man with a shade of 
pallor on his cheek. 

‘Yes,’ curtly. 

The young man looked down and 

traced a pattern on the gravel with the 
end of his stick. 

‘You are awfully hard on a fellow,’ 

he said in a moment without looking 
up. 

¢ Well, there is one thing,’ cried the 

young lady, ‘you can stsnd it. All 

men can.’ 

Her father’s voice was calling her 

from the house. Mr. Ventnor wanted 

some music. Gwendoline must sing 
for him. 

‘Come, Miss, I'll tolerate no shirk- 

ing,’ he threatened jocosely. 

¢ I'm not likely to shirk,” announced 

the young lady below her breath as 

she bent over the piano near which 

Mrs. Newcombe sat. ‘I'm too much 
relieved to be freed from our visitor 
for a while.’ 

‘Ah, my dear, you're a cruel girl. 

You're breaking that poor fellow’s 

heart,” murmured that httle widow. 

‘Not at all likely,” responded Miss 

Ventnor preluding brilliantly. 
Mrs. Newcombe had retreated to 

the embrasure of a window. Mr. 

Ventnor had epsconced himself in.an 

arm-chair, and Mrs. Ventnor sat, mur- 

muring in undertones to one or two 

neighborly neighbors of her own age. 
Mrs. Newcombe made a little kindly 
sign to Edgar Warfield, who stood 
vaguely near her, and he dropped, 

with instant gratitude, into a chair by 

the window. There was in this pretty 
woman’s soft eyes a look of under- 
standing the situation and an inti- 

mation of friendliness toward him 

which moved the young man deeply. 
Gwendoline sang song after song, in 

her full, rich voice, and Mrs. New- 

combe sat gently agitating her fan and 

listening with smiling attention. 
‘I know no one’s voice that charms 

me as does Gwendoline’s,’ she said, in 

a little pause, turning to Edgar War- 

field. 

He felt his heart warming to Miss 
Ventnor’s young aunt. 

‘Miss Ventnor’s voice -is  wonder- 
fully brilliant,’ he said, with a lover's 

formality.’ 

‘Yes, but it is not the brilliancy 

alone. That is a secondary matter, 

though it is the most obvious, perhaps. 
Gwendoline’s voice is full of feeling 
too. But it is like herself. The feel- 
ing is not flaunted on the surface.’ 

Edgar Warfield felt as though his 
wound was being touched by the 

gentlest, most healing of sympathetic 

fingers. His heart beat quickly. What 

a charming, speaking voice this young 
aunt of Gwendoline’s had, too. And 
how quaintly, delicately pretty she was. 

Her color had the charming daintiness, 

her face the facinating demureness of 
a young Quakeress. Or was it the soft, 

gray dress with the line of dazling neck 
showing above draperies of foamy lace, 

that made her lookso? Miss Ventnor 
called her ¢ Aunt Phebe.” The funny, 
old-fashioned name suited this exquisite 
little person, somehow. In. this light 
she scarcely looked older than Gwen- 
doline. But of course she must be. 
When the singing was over Mr. 

Ventnor proposed cards. Mrs, Vent- 

nor rapidly assorted couples, but 

Gwendoline, with a rapid counter 
manceuvre, headed her off, : 

‘I can only play with papa,’ she as- 
sertcd with decision. ‘No one else 

understands my play.’ 

‘Then will Mr. Warfield play with 
me ?’ said Mrs. Newcombe. ‘And in 
her charming glance and smile the 

grateful young man again read a full 
appreciation of the bearings of his 
case and an intention to befriend him, 
to help him on. Gwendoline, even 

-with her father’s vaunted understand- 

ing of her play, made a number of 
blunders in her characteristically reck- 
less fashion and talked a good deal in 

brusque, crisp phrases, throwing down 

her cards with her large, shapely hand, 

undisguisedly brown by exposure to 

the sun and air. 

But Mrs. Newcombe’s little white 
paw, which crept out, with a glisten of 
rings upon it, as gently as kitten’s, only 
played its cards to make tricks, and 
Edward Warfield, who was a methodi- 
cal and conscientious young man, was 
vaguely grieved and gratified; the 
former that the charming Gwendoline 
should be so carelessly indifferent to 
a good game of whist, and the latter, 
that he, with his partner's help, should 
be making so good a showing, 
On his way home that evening he 

said to himself that he hoped Gwen- 
doline’s aunt would remain with her 
some time. She might have an in- 
fluence. He had fallen in love with 
Mr. Ventnor’s beautiful daughter be- 

cause of that Diana-like independence 

which seemed to ask nothing of man, 
that brilliant, virgininal unconscious- 
ness, that air of never having bowed 

her stately young head to sacrifice or 

to sentiment, which sat upon her with 

so bright a radiance. But now he 
asked himself, with a sigh, whether 

the more conventional feminine charms 

and virtue did not make a girl more 
convenient and comfortable to get on 
with. Perhaps if Gwendoline could 

‘be softened a little — just a little — 
by the contagion of her young aunt’s 
delightful manner, it might be an ad- 
ded attraction to the proud young 

beauty. How very womanly Mrs. 
Newcombe’s manner was. And she 

looked so girlish, too. He remem- 

bered now that he had heard the 

Ventnors say that she had married 

very young, and that her husband had 

been a great deal older than herself. 

He had died, leaving her very little 
property, and she had never loved him. 

It was hard, Edgar Warfield’s manly 
and chivalrous heart felt, with a glow, 
that so kindly, so dear and sweet a 

little woman should have had to bear 

anything sad in her life. 

The next day Gwendoline had a 
letter from a friend bidding her come 

to make her a visit of some weeks. 
‘And she is going, my dear?’ cried 

poor Mrs. Ventnor, in dismay, to 

Phebe Newcombe. ‘Nothing I can 

say will keep her.’ 

‘Dear Gwen, what of Mr. War- 

field?’ asked the little widow of her 

niece. 

‘I imagine Mr. Warfield is able to 
take care of himself, is he not?’ ex- 

claimed the young lady. 
She left on the morrow and she was 

gone three weeks. On her return she 

learned that her young aunt’s visit was 

soon to draw to a close. 

¢ Mr. Warfield has been here a great 

deal,’ the girl's mother told her, ‘and 

if he has not decided long ago to dis- 

continue his attentions to you you may 

thank Pheebe for it. I think she tried 
to make him see that you would listen 

to reason some day. He was here 

again this morning. We did not ex- 

pect you, quite on this train,you know, 
as they started for a little walk—Phcebe 

and Mr. Warfield: Aren’t they coming 

up now?’ 
Mrs. Ventnor was near sighted, but 

her daughter was not. The latter 

glanced out of the window and saw, 

very slowly moving up the path, her 

aunt, with her pretty head drooped,and 
Edgar Warfield, with his head drooped, 

too. Asthey came in view of the house 
both heads straightened suddenly. 

¢ Isit they 2 "repeated Mrs. Ventnor. 

But Gwendoline had,apparently, not 

heard either question. 
‘And ‘so you are going away—to 

leave us?’ inquired the young lady of 

her aunt later in the day. 
‘Yes, unfortunately, dearest—to- 

morrow,” and Mrs. Newcombe passed 

about her niece’s arr, 
Gwendoline disengaged herself. 

‘We shall miss you.’ 

‘How shall we get on without my 

little aunt, Mr. Warfield?’ said Miss 

Ventnor to the young man within a 

few days. ‘I begin to think she was 

the sole attraction for you in our heuse. 

You have deserted us since she left.’ 
A color came into the young man’s 

cheek. 

‘Why, not at all, not at all | I—I 

assure you. I have had certain things 
on my mind of late. In fact, I think 

of going up to town to-morrow." His 
eagerness stumbled and grew lame. 

“Do you?’ : 

‘T'wo weeks later. 

‘My DEAR AUNT PH®EBE — When 

Mr. Warfield left for town he said,upon 

me questioning him, that he thought 
he might see you. What I am going 

to ask you—to tell you—to do is very, 
very delicate. I wonder if ever a girl 

was ' placed in such a predicament be- 
fore. But you know, that I am nothing 

if not fearless and independent. And 

I think that in this case the fearlessness 

will not be construed as boldness. It 

used to be admired. Briefly, the 
accompanying ring was given me— 

pressed upon me—weeks ago by a 

person whom I need not mention. He 

begged that whenever I could think 

well of what he urged upon me the day 

I tried this ring on my finger (in jest) 

I would send that ring to him. Noth- 
ing more. He will understand. I do 

not know his address just now. Perhaps 

you do. Will you re-address the little 
package, then? Yours, GWEN. 

‘My DEAR GWENDOLINE—I am af- 

raid there has been some great mistake. 

That is, I fear—I don’t know how to 

say it—but,perhaps he—I mean Edgar 

—forgot about the ring. The truth is 
dearest Gwendoline, we are engaged.’ 

A CINDER IN THE EYE. 

This -is the season of summer travel, and 

through the open windows of the car pours in 
a cloud of cinders from the locomotive —a 

needless nuisance, but in our country univer- 

sal. Having caught a cinder in the eye, it is 

possible that, by remaining quiet a while, it 

may be dissolved by the tears, and vanish ; or 
we may promote the flow of tears by attempt- 
ing to open the eye now and then, and cause 
the cinder to be carried off by them, We 

may also help the flow of tears by scizing the 

edge of the upper lid, drawing it away from 
the eyeball, and at the same time blowing 

the nose smartly, or we may pull the upper 

lid down over the edge of the lower, and, 

thrusting the latter up beneath it, make the 
lower eyelashes do service as a broom in 

brushing away the offending substance. If 
these expedients fail we have a sure one in 

turning over the upper lid and wiping off the 
cinder. This is easily done by a travelling 

companion. Take a pencil-case for a ful- 

cruni ; place’it parallel with the edge of the 

upper lid, about half an inch above it ; then. 
with the thumb and forefinger of the other 
hand, seize the upper lid firmly by its eye- 

lashes and free edge, and direct the person to 
look down, and, the moment the eyeball rolls 

downward, turn the lid quickly over the pen- 

cil. Do not wipe the delicate surface of the 
averted lid with the handkerchief more than 

is necessary. First find the situation ‘of the 
offending substance, which possibly may be so 

small as to be almost invisible ; then remove 

it with the finger or point of the pencil, with 
the handkerchief turned over the end. The 

cinder will generally be found at about the 

middle of the upper lid, not far from the 
edge. In case the foreign body sticks on the 
ball of the eye in front of the pupil, it may be 
wiped off with a bit of paper twisted to a 
point, or possible by a bit of soft pine wood 
(say the free end of a common friction match), 
If, however, it does not come off easily, surgi- 

cal aid must be sought as great harm may be 
done to the transparent point of the eye by 

the use of a sharp instrument in experienced 
hands. 

THE RAILWAY TRAVELER'S 

NIGHTMARE. 

The singular and various senses of words in 

the English language are seen in the following 
words and their meanings. A sleeper is one 

who sleeps. Therefore while the sleeper 
sleeps in the sleeper the sleeper carries the 

sleeper over the sleeper under the sleeper until 
the sleeper which carries the sleeper jumps 

the sleepér and wakes the sleeper in the 
sleeper by striking the sleeper on the sleeper 
and there is no longer any sleeper sleeping in 
the sleeper on the sleeper. 

Neuralgia is obstinate. Johnson’s 

Anodyne Liniment has cured many very 

severe cases. 

“NEWS.” 

The word “ news ” was not, as many 

suppose, derived from the objective 
new, but from the fact that many years 
ago it was customary to put at the 
head of the periodical publications of 
the day the initial letters of the com- 

pass, thus: 5 

8 

Signifying that the matter contained 
therein was from the four quarters of 

the globe. From those letters came 

the word “ news.” 
This is so neat that it is a pity it is 

wholly imaginary. It originates with 

an excellent weekly contemporary and 

is enjoying a large run in daily journals. 

The prosaic truth is that the “ news ” 
is a substantive formed of the adjective 
“new,” which is literally now. News, 

therefore, is simply that which is now. 
News was spelled originally “ newes,” 

which quite dispose of its adaptation 
to the four points of the compass. In 

middle English it was also pronounced 

in two syllables. It is the French 
nouvelles, the Latin novus, the sound 

of the v being that of our w. It has 

closely related kin in all modern lan- 
guages, running back to the Greek 

and Sanskrit, which is nu, our English 

now. “News” and “novels “ were 

at one time the same thing. In the 

seventeenth century Adams, author of 

the “ Devil's Banquet,“ says: “ Every 

novelist with a whiraligig in his brain 
must broach nev opinions.” The 

identity of new and now is a remark- 
able illustration of the uninterrupted 

or thoepic and orthographic chain oc- 
casionally discernible in language. 

Now used to be spelled ““ nou,” and 

was pronounced precisely like the 

Sanskrit nu, which it in fact is. *Jour- 

nalism, therefore, is the historical 

science of now as distinguished from 

the historical science of then. 
At least that is what it ought to be 

and what it is in a well conducted 

newspaper. 

TWO STOMACHS TO EACH. 

At the meeting of the Natural His- 

tory society. Dr. Thomas S. Stevens 

entertained and instructed the mem- 

bers by an illustrative paper on a rotifer 
—a microscopic animal that is among 
the rarest in the group, It was first 

discovered by a Russian microscopist, 

next found twice in Philadelphia, once 
in Illinois and some years ago in Tren- 
ton, It has not been discovered here. 

The creature ‘is unique in several 

particulars that would be of but little 
interest to the general reader,but which 
fill with inexpressible joy the heart of | 

the devoted misroscopist,who is happy | 
when he is prying into the little brain 

or the stomach of the animal. 
The little creature is blessed above 

the human beast in having two stom- 
achs, which it can fill with other ani- 

mals and apparently enjoy itself by 

digesting them, in spite of their wrig- 

gling. But in connection with one of 

the animals stomachs a discovery has 
been made in Trenton that has never 

before been made in any part of the 

world ; otherwise it would not be a 

discovery. This pouch 1s internally 

lined with a dense and woolly coating 
of vibrating hairs, These strange 

internal appendages appear to be un’ 

known in any other than the Trenton 

totifer, and are, therefore, of great 

interest in a scientific way. 
Another pleasing point — pleasing 

both to the animal and to the micros- 

copist — is that the rotifier has no 

means of seeking its food nor of 

creating currents in the water that 

shall bring food to its double stomach. 

It can only rest on a small leaf or 

other object, hold its mouth" widely 
open and wait for Providence to fill it 

by means of some wandering animal 

that shall blunder into the trap and be 

done for, because once in those jaws 
there is no escape. : 

SICKNESS AND STARVATION. 

There is a popular notion to the 
effect that a person is more likely to 

take a contagious disease when the 

stomach is empty. Although this fact 

seems to be well established by experi- 
ence, nevertheless it has never been 

established as a scientific fact until re- 

cently. Experiments which have lately 

been made upon pigeons,by two Italian 

physicians, demonstrate beyond any. 
reasonable doubt that hunger is favor- 

able to the activity of the infectious 

element, whatever it may be. Pigeons 

that have been starved were found to 

be very susceptible to the contagion of 
anthrax, although when well fed, they 

were not at all subject to this disease. 

It thus appears that hunger in some 

way lessens the ability of the body to 

defend itself from the attack of disease 
germs. Possibly this may be in part 

due to the fact that when a person is 
hungry there is no gastric juice in the 

stomach,so thatthe protecting influence 
of this digestive fluid is lost. Then, 

too, the lowering of the vital powers, 

as the result of hunger, lessens the 
resistance of the cells of the body in 
general. 

THE COREANS’ HAIR. 

The Corean wears his hair braided 

down his back, it being considered un- 

holy to cut it, or to even wear it 

loosely around the neck and shoulders. 
After he gets married, and not before, 

the law permits him to wear, it curled 

up on top of his head. To tell a 
married Corean that he ought to wear 

his hair down is equivalent to telling 
him that his wife is the better man of 

the two. 

PILES! PILES! ITCHING PILES. 

Symproms — Moisture; intense itching 

and stinging; most at night; worse by 
scratching. Ifallowed to continue tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be- 
‘coming very sore. SWAYNE'S OINTMENT 

stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul- 

ceration, and in most cases removes the 

tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 
ents. Dr. Swanye & Son, Philadelphia. 
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“THE CHARMED CIRCLE.” 

One of the most simple yet puzzling tricks 

which may be illustrated by the figures on the 
face of a watch is called ‘“1he Charmed 
Circle.” It is sometimes known as ‘The 

Mind Reader,” All the paraphernalia re- 
quired is a sheet of paper and a pencil. On 

the paper make a circle of the figures. 

The trick is to tell any number in the circle 
thought of by another person. - This is how 

it is done : After a number has been selected 
by your friend, ask him to add one to it when 
you strike the paper. Then you continue the 

striking and he the counting until twenty is 
reached. Then you will be on the number he 

has chosen. . 

Care must be taken, however, in hitting 
the figures to te sure that on the eighth stroke 

you touch twelve, and then move round the 

circle to the left, touching each number in 
regular order. It is an unfailing source of 
mystified amusement, 

It can be made more confusing by distribut- 
ing the first seven strokes around the circle 

on the eighth and proceed as directed. 

OBSERVE YOUR FINGERNAILS. 

Broad nails indicate a gentle, timid 

and bashful nature. 

Pale or lead colored nails indicate 

melancholy people. 

bitious and quarrelsome. 
Small nails indicate littleness of 

mind, obstinacy and conceit. 

Lovers of knowledge and liberal 

sentiment have round nails. 

Choleric, martial men, delighting in 
war, have red and spotted nails. 

Nails growing into the flesh at the 

points and sides indicate luxurious 
tastes. 

A LITTLE BABY MOON. 

A discovery more curious than any other 

yet made with the Lick telescope, which as 
all will recall, is the most powerful glass in 

the world, is the recent one of a new moon. 

- The early morning observers at Mount Hamil- 

ton, Cal., have lately kept a sharp eye turned 

upon the shadow of one of the moons of the 
planet Jupiter. This shadow seemed double, 
indicating that the tiny moon which cast it 

is also double. Since the first hint of the dis- 

covery many observations have been made 
through the Lick glass, all tending to confirm 

the original impression, to wit: That this 
particular satellite of the greatest of the 

planets is double — a dot of a moon revolving 

around the main moon. 

Mes. 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 omce 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 ‘Mrs. Wins- 

LOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP. 

SOME PRACTICAL HINTS. 

‘To CLEANSE porcelain saucepans fill them 

half full of hot water and put in the water a 

tablespoonful of powdered borax and let it 
boil. If this does not remove all the stains, 

scour well with a cloth rubbed with soap and 
borax, : 

ALuM water will restore amost all faded 

colors. Brush the faded article thoroughly to 
free it from dust, cover it with a lather of 

castile soap, rinse with clear water, and then 

alum water, and the color will usually be 
much brighter than before. 

That Helps to Cure 

The Cold. 
The disagreeable 

¢ taste of the 
GOD LIVER OIL 

is dissipated in 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 
Of Pure Cod Liver Oil with 

"HYPOPHOSPHITES 
OF LIME AND SODA. 

The patient suffering from 

BRONCOS Coven LLY, on WASTING. DISEASES, takes the 
remedy as he would take milk, A pere 
fect emulsion, and & wonderful flesh producer. 
‘ake no o 's AU Druggists, 50c., 1.00. 

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville, 

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST. 
Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime, 

Phosphates, or any Injuriant. 

E.W. GILLETT, Toronto, Ont, 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter, 
TINSMITH, 

whi inform the people of Freder 
icton and vicinity that he has re 

sumed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE, 
where he is prepared to till ai) oraers in 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 
Speaking Tubes. &e. 

WANTED 
RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice 
Nursery Stock. Complete assortment. Bplendid 
opportunity offered for Spring work. My Bales- 
men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 yer week. Send for Proof and Testimoni- 
als. - A good pushing man wanted here at once. 
Liberal Terms, and the best goods in the market. 
Write, R. G. OLYNE, Nurseryman, Perth, Ont. 

promiscuously, but do not fail to touch twelve | 

People with narrow nails are am- 

“August 
Flower” 
The Hon. J. W. Fennimore is the 

Sheriff of Kent Co., Del., and lives 
at Dover, the County Seat and Cap- 
ital of the State. The sheriff is a 
gentleman fifty-nine years of age, 
and this is what he says: ‘I have 
‘‘ used your August Flower for sev- 
‘eral years in my family and for my 
“own use, and found it does me 
‘‘ more good than any other remedy. 
“I have been troubled with what I 
¢ call Sick Headache. A pain comes 
‘“ in the back part of my head first, 
‘“and then soon a general headache 
‘‘until I become sick and vomit. 
‘“ At times, too, I have a fullness 
‘‘ after eating, a pressure after eating 
‘““at the pit of the stomach, and 
‘“ sourness, when food seemed to rise 
‘‘ up in my throat and mouth. When 
“I feel this coming on if I take a 
‘little August Flower it relieves 
“me, and is the best remedy I have 
“ ever taken for it. For this reason 
“I take it and recommend it to 
‘“ others as a great remedy for Dys- 
¢ pepsia,; &c.”’ @® 

G. G. GREEN, Sole Manufacturer, 

Woodbury, New Jersey, 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. 

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, ete., of the Finest 

Quality.c 

ENGRAVING 
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed. 

The Cheapest Place in the City for Fine Work 

and Pine Jewelry. 

One Door Below the People’s Bank 

vn PIS@©'S cURE FOR © 

3] THE BEST COUGH MEDICINE. 2 
fe] SOLD BY DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE. Bi 
VTC ONSUMPIION | © 

WILLIAM ROSSBOROUGH, 

~ MASON, 

Plasterer, - and - Bricklayer, 
SHORE ST., NEAR GAS WORKS, 

FREDERICTON, N. B, 

Z29~ JOBBING a specialty. 

‘Workmanship first-class. 

Prices satisfactory 

PROFESSORS 
—AND—~ 

TEACHERS 
ALL OVER THE 

MARITIME - PROVINCES ! 

Read this list of Books to be found at 

HALL’S BOOK STORE, 

Bully’s Psychology. 
Chamber's Mathematical Tables, 
Jones’ Course of Practical Chemistry. 
Palgrave’s Golden Treasury. 
Meiklejohn’s English Language. 
Lock’s Elementary Trigonometry. 
Descarte’s Discouise of Method. 
Walkers Political Economy. 
Trenche’s English Past and Present. 
Stewart's Outlines of Moral Philosophy. 
Murray’s Psychology. 
Wormell’s Dynamics. 
Peck’s Ganot Natural Philosophy. 
Trench’s 8tudy of Words. 
Arnold's Selected Poems. 
Carpenter’s Zoology. 
Daniell’s Principles of Physics. 
Tait's Properties of Matter, 
Cook’s New Chemistry. 
Myer’s Eastern Nations and Greece. 
8mith’s 8tudent Beries. 
Marshall’s Economies of Industry. 
Morris’ Historical English Grammar, 
Arnold’s Selections from Pope. 
Fisher's Theistic and Christian Belief, 
Mills’ Bystem of Logic. 
Rolinson’s Principles and Practice of Morality. 
Mills’ Political Economy. 
Locke’s Buman Understanding. 
Arnold’s Johnson's Lives of the Poets. 
Butler's Analogy. 
Bowne’s Metaphysics. 
Dana’s Text Book of Geology. 
Jevon’s Logic. 
Lamb’s Essays. 
Bacon’ Issays, 
Mill on Liberty. 
Clarendon Press Plays of 8hukespe:re. 
Dowden’s Bhakespeare. 
Brooke's Literature. 
Cowper's Task. 
Pope’s Essay on Mar, 
Gray's Lessons and Manual of Botany. 
Marsh’s English L nguage. 

. OPPOSITE NORMAL SCHOOL, 

FREDERICTON. 

GUNS, RIFLES, 
—AND— 

- REVOLV:RE. 

Just Received from Birmingham, | 
New York, Montreal and New 

Haven, 

6 Cases Guns, Rifles and Revolvers, 
As follows : 

Double Barrel Breach loading Guns, from $10 
upwards, 

Bingle Barrel Breach loading Guns, from $4 up, 
Marlin Magazine or Single shot Rifles, 

Winchester *¢ wo & 
Revolvers from $1.00 upwards, 
Cartridges Loaded or Blank, 

TEA. TEA. 

JUST RECEIVED: 

Direct frcm London per Str.. 

Damara. 

119 Packages Tea, 

IN HALF CHESTS, 

Caddies & Boxes, 
| Sg 

These Yeas are ¢f a Superior 

qualtiy and fine flavor. 

ALSO IN STOCK 

INDIAN aud CEYLOX TEAS of-tke finest 

quality 
- 

GC. . WHELPLEY, 

310 Queen St. Eredericton... 

Je ue 9th, 1891. 

Rifle and Revolver Cartridges, Chilled and ordin- 
ary shot, 

Powder—Hazard, Hamilton. Hall’s Guus Covers, 
Leggings, Game Bags, Cartridge Belts, and a 
large stock of other goods in this line to numerous : 
to mention. 

Wholesale and Retail; 
AT 

NEIL'S HARDWARE STORE. 

Refrigerators. 
AT COST 

To make room for other guods and save carrying 

over will sell what Refrigerators on hand at 

cost. 

NELLL'S ~ HARDWARE STORE. 

Flobert Rifles. 

ZAP 

NEI'L'S HARDWARE STORE. 
THE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

fi 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

Assets, 1st J ANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢ 

870,525.67 AssETs IN CANADA, orp 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip- 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent 

Relongs To 
ernest ———————— 

GFORGE H. DAVIS, pedi ASLUOS 2 | 
- Drupgist 
———— 

Carriage Bolts. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

I5 (a containing 10,500;Carriage Bolts 
and 9,000 Tire Bolts, 

For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

Measures. 
JUST RECEIVED : 

FULL stock of Wooden measures,in Setts. Half 
Bushels, Pecks, and Half Pecks. 

And for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

GREAT CLEARANCE SALE 

M‘MURRAY 8 CO. 
WILL OFFER THE WHOLE STOCK OF 

ALL PAPERS 
ESEE——— 

be 1 

In the Store lately occupied by MR. E. B. NIXON, 

AT VERY LOW PRICES, FOR ONE WEEK ONLY, 

COMMENCING 

MONDA MPT x, Ibn 14, 
IN QUANTITIES TO SUIT PURGHASERS, 

As the whole Stock Must be Removed at Once. 

Those Who Wish WALL PAPERS will find this 
the Place to SECURE BARGAINS. 

McMURRAY & CO. 


