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POETRY. 

THE FARMER'S BOW OF PROMISE. 

Most of the farmers toiled onward, 

In the old ruts day by day, 

Never thinking, never dreaming, 
There was another way. 

In oblivion were they shrouded, 

Dark the clouds above them hung, 

Till a few more brave than others 

Off their iron fetters flung. 

*“ We have made a stand for freedom, 

Will you join us,” was their cry, 
“Or will you linger back in serfdom 

Till the very day you die?” 

Then there was a slow uprising, 

From the east and from the west, 

Each one doubting in his weakness 

That 'twould all be for the best. 

But to-day there is no doubting 

Of the farmers in the fight, 

They say the Grange is their bow of 

promise, 
And that “right will win, not might.” 

Brightly doth this bow of promise, 

O’er the homes of farmers bend, 

Tinging all their clouds with brightness, 

Bringing beauty without end. 

SELECT STORY. 

SEVILLE TOWERS TRAGEDY. 
By the author of ‘The Gypsy's Revenge,’ "A Woman 

Scorned,’ etc. 

CHAPTER I. 

Parry Curtis was an attractive-looking. 

girl. Not, strictly speaking, pretty; far 

from that, according to beauty’s standard, 
but honest and straightforward-looking 
A girl, whom, from her very expression, 

you could trust; healthy-shinned, ami- 

able, with a medium-sized figure, trim 

and neat. She had soft, grey eyes, and 
her smile was very prepossessing; yet at 

twenty-two, Patty had never received 

one offer. 
The Curtis’ resided in Holgate Road, a 

little beyond North street, Pimlico. It 
was not a fashionable terrace by any 

means, but it was away from the shops 

by about a five minutes’ walk, and so 

Mrs. Curtis chose to call it aristocratic. 
Mr. Curtis was a third-rate clerk in a 

wholesale firm, and Mrs. Curtis, to ‘eke 

out a little,’ carried on, much against her 

husband’s desire, dressmaking for such 
classes as did not require the top of fash- 

ion. With her earningsshe first educated 

her two girls, and afterwards, when they 
had learnt as much as there was to be 
picked up at Miss Grindstone’s, which 

was little enough, she dressed them and 

herself in cheap, stylish attire, that 

is, as far asthe funds would allow, and 

to be strictly veracious, she and Patty, 
who worked for the money, came in for a 

less share than did Edna, the younger 

Miss Curtis, who was the beauty of the 
family. 

It must not be supposed that beca ase 
Patty had never had an offer, it necessar- 

ily followed that she had neverloved any 
man. On the contrary, she had felt vari- 

ous penchants at different periods of her 
lifc; but latterly they had merged into 

one over-whelming love for a handsome 
young artist, who, lodging some doors off, 

had managed through mutual understand- 

ing, to get an introduction. As she stood 

before her glass, surveying her tidy cos- 
tume of neat brown merino, set off with 
its snowy white collar and cuffs—her own 

getting up, and a pretty bow of bright 

blue at her throat, a smile overspread her 
features, She was thinking of Jim Hare, 

and her thoughts were pleasant ones; 

moreover, she was satisfied with her own 

appearance. 
“ Patty, Patty, where are you?” 

“I am coming mother,” answered the 

girl brightly, and suiting the action to 

her words, she ran downstairs quickly, 
and almost into the arms of a young man, 

who was waiting for her in the narrow 

hall. 
“Oh Jim,” she exclaimed, remonstrat- 

ingly, her face all blushes. 
He was a tall, dark young fellow, with 

olive complexion and jetty hair and eye- 
lashes. His face was a perfect oval, al- 

most too good looking for a man. But 

Patty did not think so. In her eyes Jim 
Hare was perfection. 

“Are not you glad to see me, Patty?” 

“Very; but surprised too——" 
“Did not Edna tell you she had asked 

me to call on my way to my skylight 

studio?” 
“Edna! 

for?” 
Mr. Hare turned towards the window. 

“IT cannot tell,” he answered slowly, “and 

she has gone out.” There was silence 

for a moment—Patty was deliberating. 

It was so strange of Edna to ask Jim to 
call, and then to forget it! How could 

she forget Jim? Ah! Patty thought she 

had solved the enigma. Edna had guess- 

ed her secret, and, anxious to do her a 
kindness, had asked Jim to call. 

“I am coming to-night, Patty,” the 

young fellow went on, after a briefsilence. 
“You are not angry.” 

“ Angry—indeed, no!” 

“Then do you care for me, dearest,” he 
whispered, with his lips close to her ear, 

for he was at her side again, and she 
trembled more than b.fore as she felt 

his arm stealing round her waist; “ You 

are not angry, Patty—will you be my—" 

“ Mother wants you in the sewing- 
room,” broke in Edna’s voice at that im- 
portant juncture. “Ah!—I hope I have 

not intruded,” she added, smiling at Jim, 
a little mockingly, as she paused in the 
doorway. 

Edna was aslim young woman, with 
very blue eyes, bronze-brown hair, and 

delicate, wild-rose cheeks, quite a beauty 

in her way. Though an artist, Jim had 

hardly ever noticed the fact, but in his 
gratitude at her diplomacy, and pleasure 

at being set at his ease again, he began to 

see that Miss Edna was really a most 

charming young lady ; and after an bour’s 

conversation, which slipped away like 

five minutes, and an afternoon which 

followed, spent in shopping (quite Edna’s 

suggestion), it dawned upon him that he 

had been premature in his offer to Patty, 
and that it would be well to ¢ look before 

he leaped,” and from that day, the Curtis 

domicile saw less and less of Jim Hare, 
though Edna managed to meet him fre- 

quently—only by accident, of course. 

A week passed thus, till Patty began to 

wonder if anything had happened to Jim. 

It never struck her that her sister would 

behave so treacherously, and having but 

little time at her leisure, she was not out 
to see. But suspense at Jim’s delayed 

proposal, at last got the better of her. 

She recalled his looks of love—his words 
that had nearly made her sure of becom- 

ing his happy wife, and feeling convinced 
that nothing but the most disastrous ill- 

ness could have kept him away from her, 

she donned her hat and ran down the 
road to his lodgings. 

“Mr. Hare! He is well enough miss,” 

answered the landlady. “What name 

shall I say, please?” 
“ Patty Curtis.” 

“Curtis! Any relation to the young 

lady who comes here to see him some- 
times? But no; you are not alike. She 

has got just the sort of a face that artists 
rave about. Selina—she’s my daughter, 
came across a little painting of her, rough- 

No, what did she want you 

i 

ly done, but there’s no mistaking it. Are 
you ill miss?” the woman added for poor 
Patty had gone white to the lips, and was 

trembling in every limb. 
“ Thanks, thanks,” she answered hast- 

ily; I need not keep you standing here 

any longer.” 
She never knew how she got home. 

She went into the house, going straight 

to her sister. 

“Edna,” she exclaimed chokingly, “can 

this be true that I have heard? While I 

was trying to account for Jim’s absence, 

wondering this thing, fearing that—and 

you knew it—you have been with him 

daily—you—" 
Edna laughed. 
« What harm is there if I have met Jim 

when I’ve gone out?” she said careless- 
ly. “It isnot my fault if he does wait 

for me, is it?” 
“Jim never does wait for you,” retorted 

Patty, her face deathly white. “I know 
how it has been, but I could have borne 

it if you had told me he was well, and— 

and—" 
“Patty, if I were you,” broke in. Edna 

complacently, “I'd not throw myself at 

Jim’s head. He does not care for it; 
he—2" 

“Oh come, Edna!” broke in Mrs. Cur- 
tis, a short stout woman, with a homely 

countenance, “that’s not Patty’s way, at 

any rate. I do hope you'll be kind, and 

not coax him away from her, because he 

was fond of her—I could see it.” 

“He is not fond now,” said Edna. 
Patty, beside herself with contending 

emotions, burst out of the house to try 
and walk off some of the mists that 
seemed to obscure her brain, and tried to 
think of some plan by which she might 

get things straight again with Jim. For 

she would not give him up to Edna so 

tamely. 
Alas for poor Patty! She had not gone 

far, when she saw Jim Hare approaching. 

She hastened her steps, eager to reach 

his side, but saw that he intended to 

avoid and ignore her. 
Sobs rushed into her throat. Jim run- 

ning away !—Jim who had always before 

hurried to meet her! 
He turned the corner of North street, 

and she lost sight of him. Her heart was 

as heavy as lead, but worse trouble was 
coming. She went on some way without 

looking up, for she did not care for per- 

sons whom she met to see tearsin her 

eyes; but happening to raise them, she 
thought she saw her father coming to- 

wards her in the distance. 
“Tears not only blind people,” she com- 

mented, lifting her hand and dashing 

them aside, “ but they distort objects. It 
is not likely that father would be out of 
Maylands at this hour of the day. He, 

but surely it is father.” 
And then, before she could run forward 

to meet him, a ghastly thing happened, 

something that held her rooted to the 

spot, with terror in her face. Her father, 
in his meek, quiet way, with head bent 

down, was walking leisurely along the 
pavement. As he passed a shop, a man 

rushed out and nearly knocked against 
him. He was pursued by another man, 

who carried a heavy hatchet in his. This 

was raised and cleft down on to the brain 
of the man who had rushed out. A sec- 
ond time the iron implement was lifted, 

but ere it could descend, Mr. Curtis, with |’ 

raised hand, turned to remonstrate. His 
remonstrance, if uttered, was ineffectual, 

for he but received on his own head, the 
fell blow that was intended for the other, 

and slipped to the ground. 
At that instant Patty’s tongue was 

loosed. An awful cry from her rent the 
air. She flew forward, and before the 

hastily collected crowd could close round 

her father’s prostate body, she was kneel- 
ing beside him. 
He was dead—dead in that second of 

time. She could not realise it. 
“ Father — dear father, speak!’ she 

cried. 
But Mr. Curtis would never speak 

again. The crowd knew it, and she 

would have to be told. Patty Curtis dis- 

covered, in one and the same hour, that 

she had lost both her father and her lov- 
er, the one by a strange and assassin 
hand, the other by subtle and strategic 

deceit, planned and carried out by the 

sister whom she had loved and trusted. 

CHAPTER II. 

“I trust Ernest Plaitt will positively 
take ‘no’ for an answer this time, at any 

rate,” observed Edna Curtis, discontent- 

edly. “How tiresome people can make 
themselves. He will persist in haunting 

me still.” ; 

She sank wearily into a chair, and with 
a peevigh, impatient look, picked up the 
skirt upon which her unwilling atteation 
had to be given. Great changes had 

come over the Curtis family with Mr. Cur- 

tis’ sudden death, and, if they wished to 

keep a roof over their head, they would 

all have to work. Patty was the most 
altered. People said she had felt her 

father’s death most. In one way, per- 

haps she had; she had witnessed it, and 

the shock had told greatly on her. 

Yet it was not altogether her father’s 
death that had brought so sad an expres- 

ion to her youthful face. She was secret- 
ly grieving over Jim’s faithlessness and 

Edna’s treachery to herself. 
“You might do worse than accept Er- 

nest,” said Mrs. Curtis with a sigh. “Few 

girls would have refused him in your po- 

sition, and there is Jim Hare. Can you 

not be satisfied with him ?” 
“ Has Jim pro—posed to—to Edna?” 

Patty asked tremulously. 
“He has Patty; I don’t see why you 

should not know it. I told Edna she 

should tell you.” 
“ Jim—pro—posed, and—you refused— 

him?” 
“Such a thing is possible, you see,” Ed- 

na responded, looking up with an un- 

pleasant smile, “we are not all in love 
with Jim Hare if you are.” 

“There is 10 reading Edna,” said Mrs. 
Curtis tearfully. “ What an unfortunate 

day it was for us when your father died. 
Just his luck to be killed by mistake for 

some one else. What we are going to do, 

year after year, I cannot think. Our only 

prospect of improvement is through 

Edna.” 
“I may as well tell you mother, that I 

am going to see Mr. Seville,” Edna said 
with slow distinctiveness. “Don’t look 

surprised,” she added. “It is nothing 

extraordinary, I have been several times. 
He is pleased to see me. He talks as 

though father’s sacrifice had been pre- 

meditated. He is going to do something 
for us, I don’t know what yet. Perhaps 

let me live at his pretty place, Seville 

Towers.” e 

“ He quite understands that with your 

father’s death, we have lost over a hun- 

dred a year?” 
“Trust me, I pictured our misery in 

dismal colors, and the fearful straits we 

are put to. Oh, I can forestall your 

question Patty. The reason I never told 

you about my interviews with Mr. Seville 

before, was to save you all suspense, but 
now that I have made a favorable im- 

pression—" 
“Is he smitten already ?” asked foolish 

Mrs. Curtis. 
“Mr. Seville is married,” interposed 

Patty with a sigh. 
“Mr. Seville married!” reiterated Ed- 

na sharply, “ and pray who told you so? 

I don’t beleve it for a minute.” 
“But I{feel sure it is true. I heard 

Mr. Bibby telling someone that Mrs. Sev- 

ille was too ill to come to him at the time 
of the accident.” 
“Oh, I don’t want to hear the domestic 

almanack of the Seville family gone 
through. - He asked me to go to-day, and 
if he had not,I am going. He is our 
gold fish, and we must get as much out of 
him as we can.” 

“I hope Edna may be successful,” ob- 
served Mrs. Curtis to Patty, when they 

were alone. “It is very good of her put- 

ting herself out for the family.” : 
Mr. Bibby did not'intend to let Edna 

have access to Mr. Seville, it being con- 

trary both to the invalid’s wishes and 

also to the doctor's commands. Edna 

was even more determined to have her 

way. 
“What do you mean ?” she demanded 

angrily. “I have come specially by Mr. 
Seville’s request. He knows what grati- 

tude is, if you don’t.” 
“You ought to know your own busi- 

ness best, miss, of course,” retorted Mr. 

Bibby nonchalantly, “ but if I were you, 
J’d<—there she’s gone. Tom,” to his man, 

show her in a room. She’s old Curtis’ 
daughter, and won’t go till she’s seen the 

master, that’s clear.” 
Meanwhile, Edna Curtis, with cool 

audacity, was surveying her surroundings, 

prying and peeping about over every- 
thing, but keeping her face towards the 
door, lest she might be discovered in her 

dishonorable occupation. 
“ Another letter from his dear wife,” 

she said, with a sneer, folding up one 

sheet and replacing it in its cover, and 
drawing out another; “and what have 

we here? A photo—goodness, what a 

fright! Is it—can it be Mrs. Seville? 

Great heavens! what fools men make of 
themselves. Fancy any man marrying 

an ugly woman of that sort. To trans- 
plant her might be easy if —” 
She thought she heard a footstep, and 

dropped letter and photo on to a card- 
tray. It was only a false alarm, so Edna 

quickly returned to her scrutiny. 
“So it’s true he’s married. Ugly thing, 

I hate you,” she said, thrusting the photo 

back into the envelope, and proceeding to 

read the’ letter, which certainly had 
been written for her eyes. 

“ Own darling Lennox.” So his name 
is Lennox, is it? —not bad. But her 
Lennox, indeed. Wisi I had been there 

before he became hers, she should never 
have had him. Six thousand a year if 

he has a penny, and a woman with a face 
like a baboon has the handling of it. 
Iniquitous! “Wants to see his dear 

smile at home.” Indeed, does she? 

“Sorry the baby.” which he never saw, 
“ig dead.” Simpleton; why, she ought 

to be glad. “Alec grows prettier and 
more winning every day —such a darl- 

-| ing, though I think he is puzzled about 
‘papa’ Gwenny and Nora are getting 

old enough for a governess, and, when 

you return, I think we must search out a 
school for Cardwell. I count the hours to 
seeing you, my loved Lennox, and if—” 

Edna’s smile, from being supercilious, 

passed into a most malignant one. She 

dropped the letter, and mused. 

“She wants a governess, does she? I 

have it then. Edna, my dear, if you 

work your cards with tact, you can yet get 
a footing into Seville Towers. A com- 

fortable home over your head and—" 
A slow, heavy footstep was head out- 

side. In an instant, as if the work was 

not new to her, Edna replaced letter and 

its contents into their proper place, and 

was sitting, in a nun-like attitude of 
patient waiting, on a chair near the fire- 
place, when the door opened, and Mr. 

Seville entered. 

CHAPTER III. 

Seated in the wide embrasure of a 
window in one of the drawingrooms of 

Seville Towers were the master and the 
mistress of the house. 
“Iam so glad to have you with me 

again, Lennox,” his wife was saying, her 

hand in his; “it has worried me dread- 

fully, this catastrophe of yours, and you 
know, dearest, what grief I felt because I 

could not come to you. Baby’s birth and 

death were but the outward signs of my 
anxiety. You think it wonderful, my 

husband, that you recovered, but you 
have a more patient spirit than I pos- 

sess, and bear separation better. How- 
ever, it is all past now, and you have only 
to take time to recover. I shall soon 

nurse you back to health.” 

“And business,” he added, quietly. 

“You must not forget, Lottie, that 

Danby, though an excellent substitute, 

pro tem, is not the master.” 
Mrs. Seville laid her hand on her 

husband’s mouth, kissing him. 

“You shall not think about business 

till you are better,” she said. 
She was a square-faced, broad-browed 

woman, of some forty years. Her features 

were all good, especially her eyes, yet 

somehow she left the impression of being 
plain. Perhaps this was owing to the 

fact that she not only dressed quietly, not 

to say unfashionably, but that she wore 
her hair drawn straight from the forehead, 

and plaited neatly at the back of her well- 

shaped head. Then Mrs. Seville was a 

most unselfish woman, and the time that 

many devote on themselves and their 
toilet she gave to those around. Self was 

never her first consideration. If plain, 
she had a very pleasing manner. Her 

husband, though in reality seven years 

her senior, appeared fully ten her junior. 

He was tall and sparely built, a great con- 
trast to her figure; his face was pale, and 

he would have been handsome, only that 
his chin receded to such an extent 

that there seemed positively nothing of 

it. A dark moustache covered a weak, 

indecisive mouth, but beyond that, taking 
his face altogether, it was good. He was 

selfish and exacting, but not unkindly, so 

long as all went well with him. If he 
had been the noblest of created beings he 

could hardly have been more worshipped 
and looked up to by his wife, and con- 

sequently through her by all the house- 
hold. 

“And what do you suggest about Miss 

Curtis, Lottie?” inquired Mr. Seville, 

anxiously, after a short silence. “We 

must not forget, after all, that we owe 

them a deep debt of gratitude. The at- 
tack that proved so disastrous to me, 

must have ended fatally but for Mr. 

Curtis’, to me, providential intervention. 
His life was taken for mine; unfortu- 

nately for him, he received the blow in- 
tended for me. The man owed me the 

grudge. I almost wish that he had not 
been too hopelessly insane to have the 
punishment he deserved,” he added, 
frowning darkly. 

Mrs. Seville’s face grew grave. She 

knew well now, by frequent repetitions, 

the ins and outs of the savage attack that 

had nearly killed her husband, and 

which had brought about, in his unknown 

mediator’s case, instuntaneous death. 
Well aware that Mr. Seville leant 

thoroughly on her wise judgment for ad- 
vice and counsel, at any rate in domestic 
affairs, yet unwilling to yield to his sug- 
gestion to bring another into the happy 
home circle to mar its privacy, she 

scarcely knew how to reply. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

Sunday Morning. —Wife—Come Robert, 

Why don’t you get up? Your breakfast 
was ready an hour ago, and its spoiled by 

this time. Husband —It is? Very well 

thenI don’t wantit. Call me in season 
for dinner. 

HOW KAFFIRS CROSS STREAMS. 

The Xaffirs are great swimmers. 
They can do things inthe water which 

other boys would 1 upon with aston- 

ishment. For examsle, a Kaffir boy can 
ford a stream, shoulder high, running as 

swiftly as if shot from a torrent. The 

way they accomplish the feat is this: 
Just-before entering the water they get a 

huge stone, sometimes as heavy as them- 
selves, and with help of a companion 

place it upon the head. A weight like 

this gives the boy balance, and he can 
keep his footing against the heaviest 

stream. If he were to drop the stone he 
would be so light the water would sweep 

him off his feet. And this is just one of 
the Kaffir tricks to accomplish things a- 

gainst tide and flood. 

ReLier IN Six Hours.—Distressing Kid- 

ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six 

hours by the “Great South American 
Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a 
great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain 

in the bladder, kidneys, back and every 
part of the urinary passages in male or 

female. It relieves retention of water 

and pain in passing it almost immediately. 
If you want quick relief and cure this is 

your remedy. For sale by W. Carten 
and Alonzo Staples. 

A POWERFUL AWAKENING. 

Next Sunday, brethern, said the pastor, 

I shall preach on the subject: “ What 
Your Neighbors Are Saying ‘About You.” 

It is recorded that the Rev. Dr. Good- 

man preached the following Sunday to 
the largest audience that ever assembled 

in the church, and hundreds were turned 

away. 

STUDIED TOO HARD. 

Many a young girl falls a victim to 

overstudy and is brought to a condition 
of nervous prostration bordering on com- 

plete breakdown of the whole physical 

gystem. Hawker’s nerve and stomach 

tonic, the result of years of careful experi- 

ment by its originator, is peculiarly 

adapted to meet such cases as this, and no 

household can afford to be without it. It 

restores nerve force, revitalizes the blood, 

builds up the whole system and makes 

the weak strong. It has no equal as a 

health restorative. Sold by all druggists 

at fifty cents per bottle or six bottles for 

$2.50. 

IT HAD STRUCK IN. 

I don’t sce how in the world you ever 

| got engaged to a red-headed man, Nellie. 
I didn’t. His hair isn’t red, it’s golden, 

and — and his pocket lining’s the same 

color, too. - 
Really? Oh, isn’t that just splendid! 

What a lucky thing you are! 

A Boon 10 HorsEMEN.— One bottle of 
English Spavin Liniment completely re- 

moved a curb from my horse. I take 
pleasure in recommending the remedy, as 

it acts with mysterious promptness in the 
removal from horses of hard, soft or cal- 

loused lumps, blood spavin, splints, curbs, 

sweeny, stifles and sprains. 

GeorGe Ross, Farmer 
Markham, Ont. 

Sold by W. Carten and Alonzo Staples. 

A little girl’s father had a round bald 
spot. Kissing him at bedtime not: long 

ago she said, Stoop down, popsy dear; I 

want to kiss the place where the lining 

shows. 

Regular Habits, careful diet and a 

course of Hawker’s nerve and stomach 
tonic for a few weeks will give you a new 

lease of life. 

YOUTHFUL LOGIC. 

Bert — I don’t see any use in this geo- 

graphy lesson. . Mattie — Why, you 

goosey, it’s of the greatest use. It tells 

and describes the country and all that. 
If we had no geography we'd get lost all 
over the world. 

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 

American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma- 
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 

8 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It esremov 

at once the cause, and the disease immed- 
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 

benefits. 75cents. For sale by W. Carten 

and Alonzo Staples. 

TOO SUDDENLY BROKEN. 

Is this the proprietor ? 

Yes, sir. 
Your men did a job of plumbing at my 

house last week. 

Yes? 
And there was a mistake in the bill. 

I hope not, sir. I — 

There was a mistake, sir, of $1 in add- 

ing up the figures. Here's the dollar. I 

always — good heavens! What's the 
matter? Boy, come here, quick! He's 

in a fit. 

A Member of the Ontario Board of 
Health says: 

“T have prescribed Scott’s Emulsion in 

consumption and even when the digestive 
powers were weak it has been followed 

by good results.” 
H. P. Yeomans A. B,, M. D. 

How long did it take you to cross tha 

ocean? asked Gus De Smith of a very 
aristocratic young lady from Europe. I 

was seven days on the water. Seven 
days? Why, when my brother went 
across it took him eight days. Probably 

your brother went over in the steerage. 
I was a first cabin passenger, she replied 

proudly. 

HEART D1sgAsE RELIEVED IN 30 MINUTES. 
— All cases of organic or sympathetic 

heart disease relieved in 30 minutes and 
quickly cured, by Dr. Agnew’s Cur. for 

the Heart. One dose convinces. Sold by 
W. H. Carten and Alonzo Staples. 

He —1 had a queer dream about you 

last night, Miss Louisa. I was about to 

give you a kiss, when suddenly we were 
separated by a river that gradually grew 
as big as the Rhine. She —And was 

there no bridge or no boat. 
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our receipt of the remittance, to January lst, 1894, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 
Albany, N, Y. 

you where to go when you can’t get there | 

Children 
who are thin, hollow=chest= 
ed, or growing too fast, are 

made Strong, Robust and 
Healthy by 

Scott’s 

Emulsion 
the Cream of Cod=-liver Oil 

It contains material for mak- 

ing healthy Flesh and Bones. 

Cures Coughs, Colds and 

‘Weak Lungs. Physicians, the 

world over, endorse it. 

Don't be deceived by Substitutes! 
Soott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. £0c. 421 

SEND FUR SAMPLE COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 
en 

A trustworthy, clean and interesti:g family news. 

paper, fiec frm tional an: « bjectionable mat 

ters, in bth reading and ahertising c:lumns 

offering to tte ¢ ucited and n.teliigent public, the 

most instru tice ud entertaining selection of news, 

literary, political, financial, art, music and general 

topics of the duy aud season, 

Daily Evening Transeript. 
bo Bunday Edition. 

Saturday Evening Transcript 
Bixteen or more p ges. 

Weekly Transoript- 
I'ubliched Friday’s 

—— 

Address 

ROSTON TRANSCRIPT CO., 
324 Washi Btreet, 

PLES. 
Any One Suffering from 
Any Form of ‘ PILES,” 

» Mass. 

LIND, TCHING, or 
LEEDING, PROTUDIXG 

Can Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure. 

Address C, M. 
FREDERICTON. Box 38. 

White Lead. 
JUST RECEIVED : 

4 1 om BRAND Genuine White 

2 barrels T and * trop Ringes. ges. 
2 ¢ Barn deo Heok and Eye Hinges 
1 boxes Butt Hinges, 
3 barrel Malle ble Iron for carriage builders. 
20C kegs Steel cut Nails, 
280 * Wire Steel Nails 
1 carload Bar fron. 

¢“ Dy nl Tarrel Bheathing Paper. 
26 barrels Kcofing Pitch. 
5 ¢ Bpirits of Turpentine. 
5 ¢ lubricating cil 
10 * Southern Pitch, 
25 ¢ Portland Cement. 
2 Carson’s Anti-Corrosive Paint, 

R, CHESTNUT & SONS. 

Wiley’ S .. 

Gives Best Results. 

Purest and Best Materials 

used in Manufacture. 

Best Value for the Money. 

= Readily taken by Children. PRICE 
SOLD 

Everywhere 

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer 

196 Queen Street, Fredericton. 

. EMULSION ... 
——OF—— 

COD - LIVER - OIL. 

No preparation equal to it. 

mm 

The Best 

Preparation 

in the Market 

For Building up the System. 

INSTANT 

CROCKERY MENDER. 
Mends Solid as a Rock. 

HIS preparation will mend anything that is 

Nokon, sid will hold like grim d
eath, and is 

p onounced by experts to be the gr
 article ever 

invented for the purpose. It will cement Leather, 

Wood, Crockery, Glassware, Iron, a
nd everything 

else. Grocker, or Glassware mended with 
it will 

never break in the same plac
e, but 

will be found stronger than before. 
1t is of great 

value for mending Furniture and cemen
ting tips on 

Billiard Cues as well as for a thousa
nd other pur- 

pos.s. Anyone can use it. It is io liquid form, 

and always ready for use, requiring no 
heating, but 

sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 

by East Manufacturing Co., buffalo, N. 
XY. 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

Sole Agents, F'ton, N. B. 

OLDEST 
¢FICE IN 

WER, 

A. S. MURRAY, Agent, 

Fredericton, N. B. 

ALLSO AGENT FOR THE 

“Yost” 

GEO. L. WILSON, 

Barrister, Notary I'ublic, ete. 

Office next door below J. J. Weddalls 

Type Writer. 

Queen St. Fredericton, N, B. 

March 4, 1893. 

REFRIGERATORS. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

MERICAN manufacture, best made and all 
charcoal filled, several sizes in Pine, Oak and 

Ash, first class in every respect and guaranteed to 
do the work, and for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SON®E. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Hitter 

TINSMITH, 

Whe inform the people of FKrede: 
1icton and vicinity that he has rc 

amed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE 

where he is prepared to till any oraers ir 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 

Speaking Tubes, &c. 

Farm for Sale. 
HE subscriber's Farm at ft. Mary's, near the 
Railway Btation, containing 500 acres, 100 of 

which are under cultivation. 
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 

the premises, all in good repair. 
For further particulars apply to 

‘JOHN A. EDWARDS, 
Queen Hotel, 

F’ton, April 9, 1892, 

marks, 71 in all. 

the type direct. 

Prints on flat surface. 

Writing always in sight, 

up to 8% inches. 

THE AMERICAN 

$8 po... AR $8 
Typewriter. 

HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation 
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like a $100 instrument. It is the first of its kind 
ever offered at a popular price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made. It is not 
a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of REAL Work, 

machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least, as rapid as the pen, and has the 
advantage of such simplicity, that it can be understood and mastered almost at a glance. 
cordially commend it to helpful parent. and teachers everywhere, 

Writes Capitals, emall letters, figures and 3 

Writes just like a $100 machine. 
No shift keys. No Ribbon. Prints from 

Corrections and insertions easily made. 

Takes any width of paper or envelope 

CACACI—HH—CACAAC 

, Built solid 

CACAC—HH—ICICAT 

Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address, on receipt of price, $8.00, 
in registered letter, money order or certified check. 
answer all enquiries for further information. 

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B. 

Easy to understand, learned in five 
minutes, 

Weighs only tour pounds, most portable. 

Compact, takes up but little room. 

order. 
Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 

easily mastered. 
More ‘‘ margin play ” for the small letters 

which do most of the work. 
Takes good letter press copies. 

We guarantee every machine and are glad to J 

While not as rapid as the large 

We 

and simple, can’t get out of 

Sin | WS) JU ATA 

McMURRAY & Co. 
Eave Just Received — 

A 

- 

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper 

with BORDERS to match. 

[== Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 

Variety at the Lowest Prices, 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

‘Canadian 

Makes. 
CALL and SEE the 

REMNANTS, 
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

No Agents. 

McMurray & Co. 

CAR LOAD 
—0F ——— 

AND ——— 

American 

GOODS. 

Also a lot of 

for New Goods. 

IT WILL 

COME 

LERTBODY 

Enjoy 

But you will 

P- 3 Have to ANNOUNCE 

1 J 
The date. 

Then when you 

do, have * 
It DoNE NICELY. 

WE REFER TO 

FINE 

JOB WORK. 
We are prepared to do 

fine. printing of every 

description from a 

CALLING CARD 

to a 

THREE SHEET POSTER 

in several colors, and 

prompt in delivery of 

the same. 

WHY TAKE A 

“SLOP” BILL 
When you can get one 

neat and attractive for 

the 

SAME PRICE 

that it will cost you for 

one gotten up in any 

IONIC 
Including 

Bazaars 
—AND— 

Festivals, 

Will soon be here and it will 

be necessary to have your 

bills printed cheaply 

yet in good order, 

Haye it Done Attractive. 

SEND FOR PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

PRINTING AND PUBLISHIRG CD, 

a 

Fredericton, N. B: 


