POETRY.

SPEAK KINDLY.

;peak kindly, for our days are all too few

For any angry strife ;

"There is deep meaning, if we only knew,
In our brief life.

No nobler mission can be ours, if we
A pang can stay ;

Or if amid the rush of tears we see,
Wipe one away.

Speak kindly. Gracious words, God sent,
God given,
Are never lost;
They come all fragrant with the breath of
heaven.
Yet nothing cost.
Kind words are like kind acts; they steal
along,
Life's hidden springs;
Then in the darkest storm, some little song
The sad heart sings.

Speak kindly, graciously, for all around,
Are pains and smarts ;

The very air is full of moans and sound
Of breaking hearts.

Seek, seek to bind them up as once did he,
Thy gracious Lord ;

Then surely will his hand bestow on thee,
A bright reward.

SELECT STORY.
A TREVOR COURT TRAGEDY.

CHAPTER IIIL

FACE TO FACE.

CONTINUED.

SHE recoiled from him, and taking off
her fur mantle, fiung it to the ground.
Then with a sudden wrench, she broke
the slender gold chain from her reck and
threw it on the table.

“T have fallen low enough,” she replied
with a strangled sob, “ but yet not so low
as that. Farewell Philip. I am not
worthy to breathe a prayer, but I feel
that my wrongs will not go unavenged.”

He sought to detain her, frightened by
the look in her white face and glittering
eyes.

“Kathleen, stay! Listen, I entreat!
Have you lost all love for mesosoon? Can
you leave me in this way when I would
give my life to keep you? Forgive my
deception. For your sake I withheld the
story of my former marriage from you.
Why should you turn against me now?”

With a wild cry of anguish she broke
from him, fiercely pushing the doors of
the French windows apart, and ran out
into the night, little dreaming how terrib-
ly near its fulfilment her presentiment
was to prove.

CHAPTER 1V.
“ GREAT HEAVEN, YOU HAVE KILLED ME !”

TrE road to the court from Gately Regis
lay over a dip of the moor, some distance
from the hamlet proper. On the edge of
the farthest undulation stood one of the
dense pine woods so common in Level-
shire, and a wide path through this parted
midway, right and left.

The right-hand road was the carriage
drive to the front of Trevor Court. The
other, if followed for about a mile, ended
in a rustic gate opening into Horace Der-
ing’s grounds, the cottage being at the
west side of the wood, through which
there had been a right of way from time
immwemorial.

It was possible, however, to approach
either house without going-through this
wood separating them. The gardens be-
hind the rambling old Tudor manor bor-
dered on the moor, and were bounded
partly by a low brick wall, partly by a
thick laurel scrubbery closed in by iron
fencing.

There were two means of ingress to the
back premises. One, a small wooden door
in the wall, forming an angle with the
house. This enclosing on three sides the

quaint little Dutch pleasaunce opposite

the cedar room windows, and the maze-
like clipped shrubbery shutting it off on
the other. Of this door, Sir Philip Tre-
vor alone had a key,so the household
supposed.

The second was the white gate pointed
out by Job Hearn to hisstrange passenger.
This was the general way to the stables,
servants’ offices and back gardens. A
side path alsoled from it up to an entrance
in one of the wings of the court, used for
the admittance of visitors whose calls
were not one of ceremony, but business.

To reach the white gate before men-
tioned, it was necessary to keep round
the wood, outside the wall, when one
came to it and the iron palisading lower
down. At least this was the shortest way
especially at night. But there were half-
a-dozen winding paths from the gardens
and grounds emerging into the main path
through the wood itself, so that anyone
going to the court by one way could easily
leave by another, if they knew the intric-
acies of the place. :

Oliver West was well acquainted with
the house and its environs, and he now
proceeded to turn his knowledge to ac-
count. The walk over the the still, white
moor and the keen coldness of the air had
calmed his fever of rage and quieted his
nerves. He was able to pause and calcu-
late how best to take Sir Philip Trevor
unawares and force the truth from his ly-
ing lips; how best, too, to punish him for
his wickedness and treachery.

At one time he and Sir Philip had been
fairly friendly, drawn together by certain
congenial tastes; but this did not last
long. Oliver West, a close observer, soon
detected the false ring of the metal, the
shallow, unprincipied selfishness of the
man he had to deal with.

Ugly tales were whispered in the parish.
The old squire had been a reckless spend-
thrift ; the young one was worse, because
vnscrupulous and cunning, he strove to
mask the vices he had inherited.

Only one hope, a slender, despairing
one, remained to Oliver. Perhaps Mara-
quita was dead ; if so, though Kathleen
had sown a cup of endless sorrow for her-
self, her good name might be saved.

That she had gone through the form of
a marriage with Sir Phillip, he was sure,
from the plain gold ring he had seen
round her neck.

But why secrecy, if she was really his
wife?

The faint hope to which he had clung,
faded at the thought. Mechanically h%
took the way round the wood to the
white gate, As he passed along under
the wall, he saw, to his surprise, that the
small door in it was open. Knowing that
it was a private entrance only used by
Sir Philip, it struck him that the baronet
having left it unfastened, was probably
near at hand.

Oliver determined to see whither it
would lead him ; if to Sir Philip’s immed-
iate presence,so much the better, for it
was certain that-an interview would be
denied him if the baronet had the faint-
est idea of the nature of his errand.

But he was less familiar with this side
of the house than any other, and though
he could see a light twinkling through
the trees, the dense darkness of the shrub-
bery into which he plunged, misled him,

He turned down one path after another,
only to find himself more hopelessly in-
volved among the network of evergreens.

Suddenly a cry, or rather, a hoarse
scream of terror and anguish, fell upon
his ear, turni'.z him cold with dread.

“Help! Great Heaven, you have
killed me!”

The words came clear and distinct upon

the night air—in Philip Trevor’s voice.

Then a wild laugh, a crashing and
crackling of branches and rustling of leaves
as someone, breathless, panting, broke
through the bushes close to where Oliver
West stood paralysed, and rushed past
him.

“Stop? What devil’'s work is this?
Kathleen!”

The figure was that of a woman. He
put his hand and tried to grasp it as it
fled, but only succeeded in touching some-
thing dark and soft—a fur mantle, so it
seemed to him in the obscurity.

“Help! I am dying, come quickly!”
Once more the cry resounded faintly from
the house.

Oliver paused irresolutely, then ceased
his pursuit of the woman who had
wrenched herself from his grasp with a
startled shriek and disappeared into the
darkness of the laurels.

His professional instinct told him there
was no time to be lost. Though Philip
Trevof was his worst enemy, he could not
turn a deaf ear to hiscall now that he
was in dire extremity.

He felt his way to the gap where the
gap where the flying figure had burst
through the shrubs and saw the house
immediately opposite him across the strip
of lawn, the light from the open window
lying in a broad bar upon the path.

Another moment and he stood within
the 1oom. Too late. A horrible sight
met his eyes. Sir Philip Trevor lay back,
| half slipping out of an armchair by the
table, his face grey with the hue, Dr.
West knew meant death. A deep red
stain dyed his white shirt front, whence
the blood was slowly trickling on to his
low cut evening vest. What awful deed
had been enacted here? The doctor
raised the body in his arms and looked
for the wound. Life he saw, was already
extinct.

Ha! here it was. A small, deep gash at
the back of the neck—a stab which had
been intended to reach the heart by pen-
etrating a particular spot between the
shoulder blades.

But the knife, glancing aside against
the upper vertabre, had gone through
the side of the neck instead, accomplish-
ing its fell purpose none the less surely.

And then, with the strange inconse-
quence of thought, often peculiar to the
most terrible moments of our lives, a flash
of memory carried Oliver West back to a
certain day when he and a fellow student
stood in the fruit market of a small Span-
ish town, idly buying rosy-fleshed melons
and purple-tinted green figs from a black-
eyed Andalusian girl. The sun shone
with torrid, white heats on the plaza;
there was a sky of vivid cobalt, unflecked
by clouds; the picturesque crowd bar-
gained, chattered, laughed ; it seemed an
Arcadian picture from the ages of romance.

Then a cry, a hoarse murmur, the flash
of knives, as two men closed in deadly
combat, and in less time than it takes to
tell it, one lay dead on the ground, while
the other was hurried off in custody.
What for? “Quien sabe,” was the answer,
with a careless shrug of the shoulders.
Jealosuy, an ill-chosen jest, or an old
quarrel.

Such accidents were not uncommon in
the wild country about the Pyrenees.
Oliver West during his tour, witnessed
two of them, and in each case the wound
inflicted was the deadly ‘back thrust,’
which he afterwards learned was the sign
manual of the Spanish desperado.

The picture faded as suddenly as it had
arisen, Again he was alone with the
murdered man, whose fast-glazing eyes
seemed to follow him with a look of men-
ace and reproach.

Something glittering lay on the ground.
Oliver picked it up with a shudder. It
was a slender gold chain with a ring at-
tached.

A piece of evidence which confirmed
his awful suspicion that Kathleen Dering,
whom he had met flying from the house,
was guilty of the terrible deed. He put
it hastily in his pocket with a groan of
anguish. Washe not equally guilty? He
had meant well by his warning, but it
had goaded the unhappy girl to madness,
and in the agony of her despair and deso-
lation, she had killed the man whom she
had so passionately loved. At all costs
he must shield her, even at the cost of hi
own life, if necessary. :

This was the one coherent thought dim-
ly shaping itself in the turmoil of his
brain.

It was strange that the servants had
not been alarmed by the cry which had
reached him in the shrubbery ; but their
offices were some way from the cedar
room and the walls of the old house were
thick.

He did not know that Jenkins the but-
ler, was having a snug game of cribbage
in the harness-room with the coachman,
having bribed one of the maids to be on
the watch for Sir Philip’s bell, and to run
and warn him if she heard it.

Not that this was likely to happen, for
the baronet rarely rang for anyvthing, after
late dinner, unless there were guests in
the house.

The other servants had gone to bed.
Only Emma, the kitchen maid before
mentioned, sat witb her feet on the
kitchen fender, a yellow-backed novel in
her hand, and a glass of steaming whisky
toddy, a delicate attention on the part of
Mr. Jenkins, by her side.

“It’ll do you good, my dear, and keep
you warm while you're sitting up. A
drop of real ‘L. L., as I keeps in general
private for me and Sir Philip, though he
hain’t nothink such a judge as his uncle
was,” he continued musingly.

The book was entrancing and for a
time Emma pursued with breathless in-
terest the fortunes of Miss Violet Mont-
morency, the West-end milliner’s mantle
hand, whose beauty and virtue induced
the young and handsome Duke of Dash-
ington to lay strawberry leaves ahd for-
tune at her feet.

Then the letters danced before her eyes,
the lines ran into one another ; Miss Vio-
let and the Duke and other characters
were jumbled together in inextricable
confusion. The spirit, if weak according
to Mr. Jenking’ idea, had been strong
enough to cause a result unlooked for by
him. Emma’s head fell back, her lips
parted. The book dropped from her fin-
gers—she was fast asleep.

Oliver West, threading the long, dim
corridors with faltering step, looked in at
the door, but the candle had gutted out,
and the sleeping girl in the dark corner
escaped his notice. He went away, won-
dering if the house had become thoroughly
deserted.

Meanwhile the game in the harness
room went merrily. A bottle of ‘Kina-
han’ stood on the small deal table, glasses
and spoons clinked jovially, and a cloud
of blue smoke from the choice cigars Jen-
kins had surreptiously annexed for the
occasion, hung in the air.

Cards in hand, the men sat absorbed in
the game, a flickering yellow oil-lamp
shining down on them, and casting Rem-
brandtesque lights and shadows about the
room. The butler’s round, red face was
jubilant; a small heap of silver coins be-
side him, told why. The coachman
rubbed bis carroty head until his hair
stood up on end, and looked askance.

“One for his nob, that’s all Mr. Mimms.
Now we shall see. It’s your deal.”

Suddenly the door opened. A dark,
stern figure stood before them, at whose
pallid face they shrank back with fright,
hardly able to grasp the meaning of the
terrible words which fell on their ears.

>

“Come back to the house at once.
An awful thing has happened. Your
master is lying dead in the cedar room,
stabbed by some unknown hand.”

CHAPTER V.

WHO DID IT?

Tue next day all Gately Regis rang
with the news of the tragedy which had
taken place at the court.

Never within the memory of the oldest
neighbour, had an event caused anything
like the excitement felt among the inhab-
itants on hearing of the mysterious and
dreadful manner in which Sir Philip Tre-
vor had met his death.

“Who did it?” was on every tongue.
But conjecture and surmise were useless.
Dr. West was beset with eager question-
ers. People crowded to his surgery, and
followed him from house to house as he
went his rounds, his manner unchanged
gsave for perhaps, an additional shade of
taciturnity.

He had schooled himself for the part
he intended to play. That the miserable
woman he had loved so madly was guilty
he was certain. But her provocation had
been great, though he shuddered to think
of her crime. His should neyer be the
hand to deliver her up to justice, and
even had he known the dire consequences
of this reticence, it would not have
shaken his resolution.

“1 went to Trevor Court on a matter of
business, and seeing a light -tbrough the
open window of the room where I knew
Sir Philip usually sat, I dispensed with
the formality of ringing and admitted my-
gelf. I found Sir Philip Trevor lying dead
as I have described. That is all I can
tell you,” was the unvarying reply, and
no cross-questioning, however adroit, elic-
ited any more.

The police searched carefully about the
grounds and in the court itself, but not a
shred of evidence was discovered to throw
any fresh light on the mystery.

The shrubs in the Dutch garden were
broken in one or two places, but the doc-
tor explained this by saying that he had
taken a wrong turn in the semi-darkness
and had probably done it himself. The
snow had melted and no tracks were to
be seen. '

The servants testimony was also worth-
less, as indicating any solution of the enig-
ma. Sir Philip had risen late, had gone
for a ride, and then walked down to the
village, where he had been seen by sever-
al people, amongst others by Miss Plow-
man and Mrs. Reynolds. Subsequently
he had called at the cottage. This much
was elicited at the coroner’s inquest from
Ellen, the Dering servant, who gave her
evidence with a nervous trepidation,
strangely out of keeping with its unim-
portance. No, he had not been admitted.
Miss Dering was ill, in fact she had not
left her room since; the shock of hearing
such bad news had upset her very much.

Oliver West, standing by the wall with
arms crossed and head bent down, started
as he saw Ellen’s light grey eyes fixed on
him with a curious expression, half fear,
half curiosity.

In fact, though he did not know it,
more than one person in the room was
subjecting him to an intense though sec-
ret scrutiny. A word had been dropped,
a faint whisper only. The leavon, though
he knew it not, was already at work.

The coroner decided that it would not
be necessary to call Miss Dering. Since
her maid’s evidence proved that she had
not left the house since she returned from
the church on Ash Wednesday morning,
it was obvious that she could throw no
light on Sir Phillip’s subsequent move-
ments, at least none that could not be sup-
plied by Jenkins the butler, who took up
the thread at that point. His master
came in fo luncheon, had afterwards
written letters, smoked and read papers,
till time to dress for dinner.

The letters? They were unimportant,
Jenkins had noticed the addresses as he
put them into the bag. One was to Sir
Phillip’s tailor in town ; the other an en-
quiry about a horse advertised for sale.
His master had been speaking to Mimms
about it that very day. That was how
he knew. :

The servants generally considered their
time their own after late dinner had been
taken away. Sir Philip did not like be-
ing disturbed over his wine. Yes, it was
true that he (Jenkins) and the coachman
were having a friendly game of cards,
when Dr. West came and told them what
had occurred, but Emma Coleman, the
kitchen maid, had remained all the time
within hearing of the cedar room bell.

It had not rung; if so, she must have
heard it. The row of bells was just over
her head, where she had been sitting
reading in the servants hall. So Emma
Coleman said when called. Also that she
heard no cry or scuffling of any kind.

No stranger had been seen about the
court that day. It would be quite im-
possible for anyone to come in at the
back entrance without being seen from
the servants’ offices or stables.

To get to the cedar room it would be
necessary to pass through the house, un-
less anyone had a key of the door in the
garden wall. Sir Philip alone, so far as
the household knew, possessed one.
When the police searched the premises
after the murder, the door was found un-
Jocked and its key in the pocket of the
evening vest the dead man had worn.
This was strangest of all and seemed to
point to the fact that the deed was com-
mitted by some one around the place.

But there was no shadow of evidence
against any of the servants. Sir Philip
was, though a selfish and indifferent
master, not unpopular in his own house-
hold ; possibly because that as long as
things went smoothly, he let it manage
itself without interference.

Unwillingly, the coroner was obliged to
return a verdict of ¢ wilful marder against
some person unknown.” The baronet was
the last of his line, and though some re-
latives came forward and claimed the
personal property of the deceased, the
title was extinct.

The grand funeral, with its train of
mourning c¢oaches, and sable-plumed
hearse, was well attended. If there was
no one in the neighborhood who had
cared a straw about Sir Philip when liv-
ing, it would have been bad form not to
show him proper respect when dead.

Others came from curiosity, notably the
inhabitants of the village ; Miss Plowman,
Mrs. Reynolds and the rest. Horace Der-
ing was there too, his cynical, aristocratic
old face unmoved by shade of emotion,
but composed to a decent gravity; his
frock coat, faultlessly cut, was threadbare ;
his hat, with its mourning band rusty,
though carefully brushed.

Oliver West, who stood after the crowd
had dispersed, watching the gravediggers

finish their work, started as someone
touched his elbow, and found himself
face to face with Kathleen’s father, the
last person in the world whom he could
have wished to meet just then.

“You are looking ill West, and no
wonder! I only came back from town
last night ; but of course I have heard the
whole story—how you found the poor
fellow lying dead, and gave the alarm
and soon. Heaven bless my soul, sir!;
what are we coming to? A gentleman
foully done to death in his own house;
in the middle of a civilized, so-called
christian community, and no one can find
out by whose hand. This is the fruits of
your radicalism and socialism! What do
you think of it now, eh ?”

[To BE CONTINUED.]

OVERWORKED STUDENT.

Students, and especially those of weak
constitution, run a terrible risk in “ burn-
ing the midnight oil.” In how many
cases health is permanently undermined in
this very manner. Nature exhausted by
overwork, and no pains taken to restore
the lost energy. Itsgreat value as a nerve
and brain invigorator and health restorer
has won for Hawker’s nerve and stomach
tonic the name of the student’s friend. It
is sold by all druggists.

A newspaper cannot be run to suit the
individual tastes of its readers. It should
be treated as a bill of fare — you take the
things you like and leave the things you
dislike.

Rewnier 1N S1x 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 reliefand cure this is
your remedy. For sale by W. Carten
and Alonzo Staples.

HIS REVENGE.

Church Collector —Look here, Per
Jansson, are you aware you put a false
coin into the collection for the missions
last Sunday ?

Per Jansson — Well, yes. I did it on
purpose ; I did it to spite-those cannibals
who devoured a relation of mine — a miis-
sionary.”

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

Mgs. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has been
used by millions of mothers for their chil-
dren while teething. If disturbed at
night and broken of your rest by a sick
child suffering and 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 mistake about
it. It cures Diarrhcea, regulates the Stom-
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and
gives tone and energy to the whole system.

Mgs. WinsLow’s SoorHING Syrup” for
children teething, is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States. Price twen-
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug-
gists throughout the world. Be sure and
ask for “Mgrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING
Syrup.”

Judge (to prisoner) — We are now going
to read the list of your former convictions.
Prisoner — In that case, perhaps, your
worship will allow me to sit down.

English Spavin Liniment removes all
hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blem-
ishes from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs,
Splints, Ring Bone, Sweeney, Stifles,
Sprains, Sore and Swollen Throat, Coughs,
etc. Save $50 by use of oneé bottle. War-
ranted the most wonderful Blemish Cure
ever known. For sale by W. Carten and
Alonzo Staples. g

L

NOT ENOUGH FINGERS.

Teacher — But, Johnnie, what are you
doing with your shoes and stockings off ?

Johnnie — The book wants to know
how many four times five is, and I haven’t
got enough fingers, so I have to count my
toes.

NOT THAT KIND.

Scott’s Emulsion does not debilitate the
stomach as other cough medicines do;
but on the contrary, it improves digestion
and strengthens the stomach. Its effects
are immediate and pronounced.

Your time has come, grimly remarked
the errand boy, as he delivered a clock at
a customer’s residence.

Rbeumatism 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 removes
at once the cause, and the disease immed-
iately disappears. The first dose greatly
benefits. 75cents. For sale by W. Carten
andjAlonzo Staples.

She’s as pretty as a picture, said the
young man. Yes, replied . the young
woman, with a glance at her rival’s com-
plexion, hand painted, too. L

The torturing pangs of neuralgia are
speedily overcome by a free application of
Dr. Manning’s german remedy, the uni-
versal pain cure, sold by all druggists.

Little Emile (as his sister Elli enters
the room with an apple in her hand)—
Let’s play Adam and Eve, sis. Elli —
How? Emile— You tempt me with the
apple, and I eat it.

Itch, Mange and Scratches of every
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion
For sale by W. Carten and Alonzo Staples.

Many a poor devil who has the whole
world before him never catches up.

Sick Headache is quickly cured by
Hawker’s liver pills.
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Only a Step
from Weak Lungs to Con-
sumption. from Depleted
Blood to Anemia, from Dis=
eased Blood to Scrofula,from
Loss of Flesh to Illness.

Scott’s
Emulsion

the Cream of Cod-liver Oil,
prevents this step from being
taken and restores Health.
Physicians, the world over, en=
dorse it.

pon't ke decelved hy Substitutes!

Boott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists, 50c. & $L

VIGOR o MER

Weakness, Nervousness, Debility,
and all the train of evils from early errors or
later excesses, the results of overwork, sick-
ness, worry, etc. Full strength, development
and tone given to every organ and portion of
the body. Simple, natural methods. Imme-
diate improvement seen. Failure impossible.
2,000 references. Book, explanation and
proofs mailed (sealed) free.

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo, N.Y.
Sheet Zinc and Flour Sifters.

C+8K8 Bheet Zinc, 3 casks Flour Bifters (patent)
1 case |.ovsepin Butts assorted sizes.

12 boxes Family dciles, just right for this season
of the yeur.

1 case pled-shoe Bolts.

6 boxes Wrought iion Nuts.

4 cases Carpenter’s Plaues

6 cases Barn L uiterns.

2 harrels [.anteru Globes.

1 barrel Ktrop and T Flinces.

24 doz. Rhee -i «n tunx ior cooking stoves.
8 doz Tin Builer .
3 doz. Steamers,

Just to hand

SHOVELS.

UST 1eceive ! 5 Bundles Bteel Bhovels long and
short handles. |
R. CBESTNUI' & B)NB.

R. CHESTNUT & BONB.

Wii?é,y_’—s .

Gives Best Results.
Purest and Best Materials

used in Manufacture.
Best Value for the Money.

cts Readily taken by Children.

. No preparation equal to it.

PRICE

SOLD

Everywhere
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COD - LIVER - OIL.

IT WILL

COME

Preparation
in the Market

For Building up the System.

JUST RECELIVED :
35') (-.O[l.i Manilla Rope, 20 eoils Lath Tie, 20
: J coils Hemp Net Lines, 25 coi's Cluthes
Live Rope, 50 balls Mauilla Line, For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & BONS*

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.

Mends Solid 55 a Rock.

YHIS preparation will mend anything that is

l{)l'okfb)n,lf:ld will hold like grim death, »nd is
p onounced by experts to be the greatest article ever
invented for the purpose. 1t will cement Leather,
W ood, Cruekery, Glussware, Iron, and everything
else. Grociers ov Glassware mended with it will
never break in the same place, but
will be found stronger than before. 1t is of great
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on
Billiard Cues us well as for a thousand other pur-
poses. Amnyone can use it. It is in liquid form,
and alway s ready for use, requiring no heating, but
gets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made
by East Mannfacturing Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Sole Agents, F'ton, N. B.

| Foumoeo 4 0. golbesy | - (pf
/17/0. {Hipcz N PURELY F'. :
WGRLQTHE 7

A. S. MURRAY, Agent,
Fredericton, N. B.

ALSO AGENT FOR THE

s“wost’ Typpe Writer.

£0. L. WWILSORN,
Barrister, Notary lublic, etc.

Office next door below J, J. Weddalls

Queen St. Fredericton, N, B.
March 4, 1893.

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer | “YR“ I]Y
166 Qucen Street, Fredericton. |

R. C. MACREDIE,

Punber, Gas Fie

AND

TINSMITH,

Enjoy it

But you will

OULD inform the people of Freder
icton and vicinity that he has reo
amed business on Queen Street,

Have to ANNOUNCE

The date.

¥
~

Then when you

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE, %

do, have

where he is prepared to till an oraers it It DoNe NicELY.

above lines, including

BLECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,

Speaking Tubes, &e.
Farm for Sale.

THE 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,
ueen Hotel,
F'ton, April 9, 1892. i

WE REFER TO

THE AMERICAN
§ DponT.AR §§
Typewriter.

HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, justlike 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

L a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of REAL work. While not as rapid as the large
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.

R

FINE

JOB WORA,

cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere,

Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and 4

marks,l71 in all.

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

the type direct.
Prints on flat surface.
Writing always in sight.

Corrections and insertions easily made.
Takes any width of paper or envelope

up to 8% inches.

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

CATACI—HH—CACIAC

order.

i easily

Y
ICICIC—HH—ITITIC

answer all enquiries for further information.

A.S. NMURRAY,

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

Easy to understand, learned in five
minutes,

Weighs only tour pounds, most portable,

Compact, takes up but little room.

Built eolid and simple, can’t get out of

Capital and lower-case keyboard alike,
Mote ‘‘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 |

We are prepared to do
fine printing of every

description from. a

CALLING CARD
to a
THREE SHEET POSTER

in several colors, and

We

prompt in delivery of
the same.

WHY TAKE A

“SLOP” BILL

When you can get one

mastered.

neat and attractive for
the
SAME PRICE
that it will cost you for

one gotten up in any

McMURRAY & Co.

—EXEave Just Received——

/ \ P— (—‘ :
J__Tkj __r; " F 3

P. 8. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper

A

-

|

with BORDERS to match.

[ Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great
Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents.

McMurray & Co.

WALL PAPEKRS,

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

CAR LOAD

—QF ——

-

——THE—

PICNIC

Including
Bazaars

——AND—

Festivals,

Will soon be here an&it will

ANWD ——

American

GOODS.

Also a lot of

be necessary to have your

bills printed cheaply

yet in good order,
for New Goods.

Have it Done Attractive.

SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

PRINYING AMD PUBLISHING (0,

Fredericton, N. B:




