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POETRY.

THE FARMER.

I am out in the country now, where the
farmer tills the land ;

Where we find him at his best, with every-
thing on hand ;

His stalls are filled with cattle, his oxen big
and able.

With hay he filled his barns from the bot-
tom to the gable;

Yet he grumbles at his lot; helongs for

i something grand,

While the farm, it feeds his family as he
has fed the land.

His boys are discontented, and long to get
away

From theold farm homestead ; they do not
wish to stay,
After having seen the city, with its ever-
changing scenes, :
They wish to leave the homestead, if they
only had the means;

They do not stop to think, or seem to un-
derstand,

That the farm, it feeds the city, while the
farmer feeds the land.

Thinking they could dress so nice, and need
not soil their hands;

They could attend the concerts and listen
to the bands;

And ride in fancy carriages, behind those
fancy teams,

With nothing but pleasure and very pleas-
ant dreams; :

That such is aristocracy, not seeming to un-
derstand

That the farm, it feeds the city, while the
farmer feeds the land. :

But I say to the farmer, while I grasp him
by the hand:

“Your grasp is strong and friendly, you
are a tiller of the land;

You look so strong and rugged, it’s work-
ing on the farm;

You have good air and exercise, giving
muscle to your arm.

Here you are your master, all at your com-
mand,

While your farm, it feeds your family as’

~~ you have fed the land.”

It's the farm, it’s not the city, where we
find the rugged boys;

If they leave it for the city, they are the
ones to make the noise;

They are up in the morning—we find them
not in bed ;

As merchants or statesmen, they are stand-
ing at the head ;

And in morals orin temperance, they are
taught to understand

They must not be worthless while their
father tills the land.

Now, I say to the farmer boy, get up and go
to work ; )

Roll up your sleeves, turn up your pants
do not try to shirk;

There is lots to do now, while the city boys
are out; :

You can be earning while they must walk
about.

Just look around yourself, and I think you
will understand

That the farm, it feeds the city, while the
farmer feeds the land.

' SELECT STORY.
ZILLOH ST. CLAIR.

By the author of ‘The Gypsy's Revenge, A Woman
Scorned,’ etc.

CHAPTER.
A HOPELESS LOVE.

A quAinT, old garden, bright with roses
and flooded with the golden sunshine of
a June afternoon; and in the garden,
framed as it were, in a bower of roses,
was a picture, such as one hears of often
and sees but rarely—the face of a woman,
whose beauty is without flaw.

Had an artist wandered into that gar-
den on that summer afternoon, and seen
the girl sitting in her bower of roses, his
pulse must have thrilled and quickened ;
and he would bave told himself that such
a face, reproduced on canvas, would bring
him wealth and fame. It was a face
which, to see, filled the beholder with
glowing admiration, but it was not a face
easy to describe. The large, dark, lust-
rous eyes; the perfect curves of brow,
cheek and chin ; the masses of soft, dusky,
rippling hair; the richness of colouring of
the velvet skin; the ever varying charm
of expression. They defy description.
Suffice it then, that Zilloh St. Clair pos-
sessed, in figure that indefinable grace, in
face that marvellous charm, that one as-
sociates with Southern blood, and which
the colder, Northern beauties can so rare-
ly equal. Her father had been of Spanish
descent, and she had inherited his char-
acteristics rather than those of the sweet,
young English mother, who had died in
giving her birth.

There was some one looking up into her
face now, with eyes in which the light of
a deathless love was shining. A lad, who
was lying on the grass at her feet, to
whom her uncle was guardian. Zilloh
had spent all her life in the quaint, old
Hampshire Parsonage, which was her
uncle’s home; and when, three or four
years ago, Valentine had come to live
there as the pupil and ward of the Rev.
Timothy Irvine, she had learned to like
him as a brother.

But he was looking up at Zilloh with
the devoted gaze which is love’s most elo-
quent language, and his delicate, hand-
some face was full of pagssion and pain,
while hers wore a calm expression that
grew rather startled when he suddenly
said—

- “Zilloh, I must speak; I cannot keep
silence any longer. You know quite well
what I have to say ; you know I love you.
I have loved you, I think, ever since I
saw you, but of late—oh ! Zilloh, I wonder
if you can dream how I have grown to
worship you. Tell meis there any hope?
I don’t mean now,” he went on hurriédly.
“How can I hope that you can care for a
poor, maimed, wretched creature, such as
I? But in the time to come, I feel some-
thing within me that tells me I may yet
achieve things which would seem to
make me less unworthy of your love. I
am willing to wait—to wait, and breathe
no word of love until you bid me, if only
you will tell me that some day there may
be hope.”

The lad had spoken with the intense
impetuosity of youthful passion. He had
not risen from his position, stretched out
on the grass at her feet, but he had raised
himself slightly, so that his elbow sup-
ported him on one one side; and now he
ctasped both her handsin his as he looked
into her face with eyes of beseeching ten-
derness.

“Val, dear, I do love you,” replied the
girl ; “only—only it is not, it never can be
in the way you want. Don’t you know
that you have always been my brother?
Ob, be my brother, and let me be your
sister still ! ”

The lad’s face went deathly pale as she
answered him.

“ And will it never be different? A,
Zilloh, think—try dear, to understand
Jjust what this means to me!”’

“Val dear, I do know—I do under-
stand,” she said sadly; “and it nearly
breaks my heart to think that it is ] who

have to cause you all this pain. No |

brother could have been dearer to me
than you; oh, if only you could have
helped caring for me in that way! But I
must tell you the truth Val, it is the kind-
est, after all. You must not hope that I
can ever return your love, because I know
I never can.”
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She spoke with a seriousness that would
have convinced the densest of lovers that
his suit was vain. Valentine felt that all
hope was over, and for him the golden
sunlight turned to leaden greyness. What
mattered it that all around seemed to
breathe of happiness and beauty ? What
mattered it that the flowers bloomed, and
the sun shone and the birds sang? The
dearest hope, the sweetest thing in all his
life was dead—the hope of possessing
Zilloh’s love.

“We'll say io more about it then,” he
said quietly. “Only tell me one thing,”
he added suddenly; would your answer
have been different, if it hadn’t been for
my unfortunate affliction ?”

As he spoke Zilloh’s cheeks flushed too,
and she clasped his hands and held them
tightly, tenderly within her own.

“No, oh no, my poor, poor Val, don’t
think that,” she cried. “ We cannot rule
our own hearts, and fate has ruled it oth-
erwise; but if I could have loved you, I
should have been proud to love you as
you are. : ‘

“Tt is good of you to say that dear,” he
said gratefully; “and ineeed, no man—
not even the strongest and bravest that
ever trod the earth, could love you better
than I do, Zilloh. Some day, perhaps,
you may realize how much I love you,
how strong my heart is, let my body be
what it may.”

“Val, don’t. I know what you are,’
said the girl softly. “Who should know,
if I do not, how true, and brave and gen-
erous—"

“ Hush dear—never mind,” he gaid,
wincing as though her loving praise hurt
him. *It is not to be, and I must bear it
as best I can. I suppose time will teach
me patience, if it doesn’t bring me com-
fort.”

There was a silence of several minutes,
a painful, confusing silence for Zilloh ; as
for Valentine, he seemed absorbed in
thought, almost as though he had forgot-
ten her presence. But when he did at
length speak, his words showed in what
direction his thoughts had wandered.

“Zilloh,” he said huskily, is there any-
one else?” s

“You have no right to ask me that,”
she replied ; but she did not look at him,
as she responded, and the color deepened
in her cheeks.

“There is no need to ask, no need for
you to tell me,” he said calmly, “I see
it all new. Poor blind fool that I have
been not to see it long ago. Zilloh, it is
that Bruce Delmar.”

His last words seemed to have power to
wound and anger Zilloh. Her eyes flashed
and her voice trembled, as she cried—

“You have no right to speak like that
of him. Coming from you now it is un-
generous. Supposing it as you say; sup-
posing I did care for him, it is not like
you Val, to try to lower him in my eyes.”

Val scarcely seemed to hear her plaint-
ive reproach.

“Bruce Delmar!” he murmured in a
low, greived tone, “Heavén help you,
Zilloh!”

Again the girl’s cheeks flushed hotly.

“Hush ! Val, hush! or I must leave you.

I can bear much from you, more than I
would bear from anyone else in the world,
but even you must speak no word to me
against Bruce Delmar.”
- “So be it,” said Valentine, with the
calm dignity of one who is conscious of
none but true and loyal motives. “I obey
you, Zilloh, because in this you have a
right to command. But mark me,” and
the lad’s fair face assumed a look of stern
resolve, “if Bruce Delmar ever injures
you, he shall answer forit to me.” Then,
in a changed voice, a voice so calm and
steady, that one wondered at the firm
check in which he held his passion, he
added: “Now shall we go into the
house ?”

Zilloh assented, with -her eyes rather
than with her lips—indeed she was too
troubled and sad at heart to speak. She
rose; Valentine rose too, but slowly and
painfully, and supporting himself with a
crutch that had lain at his feet.

Yes, Valentine Grey was a cripple.
Years ago, when quite a child, he had
fallen out of a tree, and the result had
been such terrible injury to the spine,
that for many months, his life had been
despaired of ; and when atlast, the doctors
decided that the lad would pull through,
their verdict was grave and terrible en-
ough—he would be a hopeless cripple;
the injury to the spine affected the limbs,
and to the day of his death, so they said,
he would be unable to walk or stand up-
right without support. It was a grevious
affliction for a young man to bear, and 1t
seemed especially grevious that it should
have fallen on such a one as Val Grey.
One to whom nature had been lavish in
her gifts, and who, but for that falal acci-
dent, might have been a king above men.

Now as he stood leaning upon his
crutch, it was easy to see how grand and
noble the promise of his figure had been.
And the fine, intellectual face, combining
a man’s power with almost a woman’s
beauty ; sad it was that ill-health should
have paled the flush of early manhood
and sharpened the outline of those fine
features.. There was something intensely
pathetic in the sight of what he was and
what he might have been. Zilloh, as he
stood beside her, felt her heart touched
to its innermost depths, and her voice
held all the soft soothing, which only a
‘loving woman knows how to use, as she
placed his arm on hers, and said—

“Lean on me, Val dear.”

Val locked down on her—for he was
taller than she, in spite of the painful
stoop which afflicted him, with a gaze of
wistful yearning.

“Ah Zilloh!” he said mournfully, “if
it could have been otherwise —if you
you could have leaned on me, not only
with your arm, dear, but with your heart-

She did not answer him, not even by a
look; but he knew that her eyes were
filled with tears, tears that were shed for
him out of pity for his hopeless love.

No other word was spoken between
them until they reached the house, a
grey, old parsonage, about the walls of
which clustered the sweet June roses.
Then, as they stood for a moment in the
porch, Val took her hand and said :

“Never fear that I shall speak of this
again dear. I felt as though I must
speak this once, but now that I know my
fate, I haye only to find strength to bear
it. My heart has said good-bye to all
hopes of love thisday, Zilloh. Ah Zilloh!
my sister, my friend—and my love! Yes
my love; come what may, the one love
of my life! Heaven forgive me if I love
you too well, and Heaven keep you from
harm or wrong.”

He was gone, and had turned into one
of the rooms before Zilloh could reply ;
and she, agitated and confused, paused
only one moment in the porch, and then
hurried upstairs to the solltude of her
own chamber. There she seated herself
by the open window, and suffered her
tears to fiow unrestrainedly, while she
thought— .

“My poor, poor Val! go good as he has
always been to me; and I loved him so.
And to think that I should case hiw all
this pain ; as though he had not enough
to bear. My poor, noble Val !”

A few minutes she sat thus, lost in ten-
der pity for Val, and then her thoughts
changed their carrent, for a bright, happy
flush mantled her cheeks, a soft, dreamy
light suffused her eyes, and she mur-
mured ;

“Val wrongs him—he misjudges him;

he is unjust. Ah! but even Val must not

say one harsh or cruel word of him.

Here she drew from her neck, where it
had been hidden by her dress, a thin gold
chain, with a locket attached. In a
moment the locket was unfastened, and
her lips were pressed to the pictuied face
within, while her eyes held just that
same look of intense, passionate devotion,
which a few minutes before had lighted
up poor Val’s eyes, as he gazed at her.

CHAPTER IIL.
BRUCE DELMAR,

“THAT Bruce Delmar,” of whom Val
Grey had spoken so bitterly, was lying
stretched at full length vpon a sofa be-
side an open window, through which
roses peeped and nodded at him, while
he puffed lazily at a choice cigar, and
seemed to have given his mind over to
agreeable reflections. A very handsome
man was Bruce Delmar, handsome after a
fashion that seems to impel admiration,
even from those who are not predisposed
to be favorably impressed with him. A
splendid specimen of healthy manhood
he appeared, with his tall, broad-chested
figure, his muscular limbs and fascinat-
ing face. A widely different face, it was
to Val Grey’s. Val’s face was full of in-
tellect, refinement and noble feeling ; this
man’s face depended for its charm mere-
ly upon fine, regular features, splendid
red-brown eyes, tawny moustache and
bair, and a careless something about his
expression, which although mingled with
a distinct spice of overbearing haughti-
ness, and a hint of deviltry, yet held for
most people an irresistible attraction.

It was several weeks now since Bruce
Delmar had come to the quiet little vil-
lage. 'He'called himeelf an artist out on
a sketching tour ; he only worked at his
art very fitfully, oftener spending his
time in idle saunterings, or, as now, in
idle meditation. However, he seemed in
no hurry to depart, and Mrs. Stone, the
elderly widow, whose front rooms he had
taken, congratulated herself upon the like-
lihood of her retaining for an indefinite
period, a lodger who was “one o’ the best
paying gentlemen she’d ever set eyes on.”

Mrs. Stone came in now to bring a let-
ter which had just been left by the post-
man.  Delmar opened it leisurely enough
but as he read on, a flush rose to his face,
and his eyes held an excited sparkle in
their red-brown depths.

“Hum,” he muttered to himself in no
well pleased tone, “ this puts a-different
complexion on affairs. I shall have to
clear out of this if they are coming. And
then what about Zilloh ?”

. “My beautiful Zilloh !” he went on. “I
never dreamed it would be such a wrench
to part with her. Part with her! Heav-
ens! That’s just what I can’t do. And
yet how can it be otherwise? Itis im-
possible for me to stay here if they come,
and from what Jack says, they will cer-
tainly be here within a day ‘or two.
What the deuce possesses the old dowager
to come, I wonder? My sweet Zilloh!
Let me look at her face again, perhaps
that will help me to decide.”

He rose and threw off trom the easel,
that stood in a corner of the room, the
cloth that covered it. An almost com-
pleted tketch rested upon the stand, a
very simple sketch, but evidently drawn
by no unskilful hand. Merely a young
girl standing in a woodland glade, with a
bunch of bright-hued flowers in her hand.
The girl had the face and figure of a
daughter of the South. It was Zilloh St.
Clair.

Bruce Delmar stood for a minute or
two in earnest contemplation of the lovely
pictured face, with that softened, dreamy
light still in his eyes.

“ Was there ever such beauty as hers?”
he mused. “A king might be proud to
claim her as his queen, and yet I— Ah!
queen of my heart though she is, how
can I hope to make her really mine?
Were I free to consult my own heart,
Zilloh should be my wife to-morrow. But
where’s the use of wishing that? I might
as well wish for the moon. If I were
only what she thinks me—plain Bruce
Delmar, a travelling artist,” and here he
laughed scornfully, “it would be so easy,
but placed as I am—’’ Here he stopped
short and mused deeply, then, as though
impelled by some sudden resolution, said
aloud: “Heavens! I cannot lose her; in
one way or another, she must be mine. If
I take one course, half the world will say
I have been a fool ; if I take the other, all
the world will say I am a villain. But
villainy is forgiven far more readily than
folly after all. Come Bruce, my boy,
make up your mind which it is to be—
villain or fool ?”

* * *

* *

That same afternoon, it was the after-
noon following the one on which Val
Grey had confessed his love to Zilloh,
Bruce Delmar started on a stroll. He
had not yet decided the question that had
so disturbed his mind as he stood gazing
at Zilloh’s picture an hour before, and he
was still musing deeply upon it. As he
was passing through a shady lane, he
overtook Val Grey walking slowly and
painfully with the aid of astick. Del-
mar was in no mood to stop and chat
with anyone just then, least of all, anyone
from the parsonage, unless indeed it had
chanced to be Zilloh herself.

“ Good-afternoon, Grey,” he said, in an
off-hand manner, as he passed, a salutat-
ion which Val acknowledged by the
gravest of bows. In his heart he resented
the familiarity of Delmar’s mode of ad-
dress. Little as he had seen of him, he
disliked and distrusted him, and it was
from no spirit of mean, ignoble jealousy
that he told himself this man was not
worthy of Zilloh’s love.

Delmar’s quick strides had carried him
some little distance past Val, when he
heard a voice calling his name, and turn-
ing round a little impatiently, he found
that the youth was hastening to overtake
him, and that he held something white
and fluttering 1n his hand.

“Ah! my handkerchief. Thanks,T am
awfully obliged to you,” he said, as Val
reached his side, but he spoke confusedly
and there was a strange eagerness in the
manner in which he held out his hand
for his property to be restored to him.
He could not have seemed more eagerly
anxious if, instead of a simple piece of
cambric, it had been a purse of gold.

Val Grey, standing full in front of him,
and scanning his face with an earnest,
steady glance, kept the handkerchief
firmly held in his fingers, while he said
deliberately —

“ Are you quite sure that thisis your
property, Mr. Delmar?”

“Sure, yes; why of course—that is to
say——"" began Delmar, incoherently and
confusedly, and then he suddenly stopped
short, warned by the look in Val’s eyes,
that he had already discovered that
which he had been so anxious to conceal.

“Indeed ! ” said Val, his fine blue eyes
lighting up with scorn unutterable. *‘It
may be no business of mine, but to some
people, this would require an explan-
ation, Mr. Bruce Delmar.’’

*

[To BE CONTINUED.]

Rheumatism Cured in a Day,— South
American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma-
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to
3 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.

PERTINENT INQUIRIES.

Do you find it an effort to get out of
bed in the morning? Does your back
sometimes feel as if it would break?
While not too sick to work have you that
tired, all-gone feeling as though you might
break down at any minute? If so you
are suffering from nervous exhaustion,
and need a course of Hawker’s nerve and
stomach tonic and Hawker’s liver pills,
the greatest nerve restoring, health giving
and regulating remedies before the pub-
lic.

EXTREME ECONOMY.

Mrs. Corntossel had been to a Corcoran
art gallery. What did you think of the
statuary ? asked her hostess.

-Well, was the meditative reply, of
course. its mighty poor taste and sinfully
wasteful fur people ter overdress. But I
must say the ancients carrried economy
ter an extreme. :

ReLIEF 1IN 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 passipg it almost immediately.
If you want quick relief and cure this is
your remedy. For sale by W. Carten
and Alonzo Staples.

HE KNEW FROM EXPERIENCE.

Bobbie — Mamma, if I were to run
away to sea, would you feel very badly
about it ?

Bobbie’'s Mother — Why, of course, I
would, Bobbie. .

Bobbie (who had been on a yacht) —
Well, I don’t believe you would feel half
as badly as I would after I had been outa
little while.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

Mgs. WinsLow’s SoorHING 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 or:ce and get a bottle
of “ Mrs. WinsLow’s SoeTHING 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.” '

Really.— Ethel —He has known me
only two- days and put his arm around
me! Eva—You mean, I suppose, that
he has known you two days and only put
his arm round you.

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.

Impossible.— Mrs. A.— Do you notice
how attentive the Colonel is to Clara? I
think there must be something between
them. Mrs. B—1I don’t think there
could be anything between them, they
are too close together.

DON’'T WAIT FOR THE SICK ROOM.

The experience of physicians and the
public proves that taking Scott’s Emul-
sion produces an immediate increase in
flesh ; it is therefore of the highest value
in Wasting Diseases and Consumption.

SHE DIDN'T SCARE.

Marshall — What in the mischief is the
matter with you, Raymond ; been held
up by some highwaymen or have you
been in a railway disaster. ?

Raymond — Well, I can’t say I have
done either. Last night I just hid under
the bed to scare my wife.

HEART D1sEASE RELIEVED 1N 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.

In Mild Surprise.— Will you love me
when I’'mold ? simpered Miss Oldgirl to
her youthful intended.

Why, my darling, I do! responded he
in mild surprise.

Toothache that bane of humanity, is in-
stantly relieved, by rubbing freely on the
gum around the diseased tooth, some of
Dr. Manning’s german remedy, the uni-
versal pain cure. Sold by all druggists.

Purely Vegetable — Hawker’s
pills — a sure cure for biliousness.
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THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES,

DEVOTED TO &
Farm Crops and Processes,

Horticulture & Fruit Growing,
Live Stock and Dairying,

While it also includes all minor departments of
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol-
cgy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter-
inary Replies, Farm Questions »nd Answers, Fire-
side Reading, Domestic Economy, and a summary
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are
unusually complete, and much attention is paid to
the Prospects of the Crojs,as throwing light up'n
oue of the most important of all guestions—W hen
to Buy and When to Sell. It is liverally Illustrated
and by Recent ' nlargement, contains more reading
mater than ever before. The subscription price is

$2.50 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Reduction
in our

Club Rates for 1894.

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4
Six Subscriptions do. do. 0

Ten Subscriptions do. do. (5

135" To all New Fubso:ibers for 1894, paying in
advance now, we will send the pap r Weekly, trom
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1894,
without charge. Bpecimen Copies Free.  Addres

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

SEND FUR SAMPLE COPIES.

liver

Boston Transc:ﬁ:_t

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news.
paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat
ters, in both reading and advertising cvlumns
offering to the educited and inteliigent public, the
most instructive and entertuining selection of news,
literary, politicul, financial, art, music and general
topics of the day and season,

Daily Evening Transoript.
No Bunday Edition.
faturday Evening Transcript-
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-

I'ublished Fiiday’s

Address

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,

824 Washington Btreet, Bost,

, Mass,

Only a Step
tromo Weak Lungs to Con-
sumption. from Depleted
Blood to Anzemia, 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.

Don't be decelved by Substitutes!

Soott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggiste, 0c, & $L.

“THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE,

Is Happy, Fruitful Marriage.”

Eviry man who would know the grand
truths, the plain facts, the new discover-
ies of medical science as applied to mar-
ied life, who would atone for past errois
and avoid future pitfalls. should secure
the wonderful little book called ‘ com-
PLETE MANHOOD, and how to attain it.”

“ Here at last is information fyom a high

with this generation of men.”

The book fully describes a method by
which to attain full vigor and manly power.
A method by which to end all unnatural
drains on the system.
To cure nervousness,
despondency, etc.

To exchange a jaded and worn nature for
one of brightness, buoyancy and power.

Mo cure forever, effects of excesses, over-
work, worry, etc.

To give full strength, development and
one to every portion and organ of the body.
Ageno barrier. Failure impossible. 2,000
references. el
The book is purely medical and scientific,

lack of self-control,

men only who need it.

A despairing man, who had applied to
us, 8hron after wrote: ‘“Well, I tell you
that first day is one I'll never forget. I just
bubbled over with joy, I wanted to hug
everybody and tell them my old  self had
died yesterday and my new self was born
today. Why didn’t you tell me when I
first wrote, that I would find it this way ?”
Ard another thus: * If you had dumped
a cartload of gold at my feet, it would not
bring such gladness into my life as your
method has done.”

Write to the Erie Meprca. CoMPANY,
Buffalo, N. Y., and ask for the little -book
called * Complete Manhood.” Refer to this
paper, and the company promisses to send
the book, in sealed envelope without any

Wiley's ... EMULSION ... |IT wiLL

—F———

COD - LIVER - OIL.

medical source that must work wonders| -

useless to curiosity seekers, invaluable to |

Gives Best Results.
Purest and Best Materials

PRLCE

SOLD
Everywhere

|

used in Manufacture.
Best Value for the Money.
cts Readily taken by Children.

The Best

Preparation
in the Market

No preparation equal to it.

For Building up the System.

JOHN M. WiLEY, Manufacturer

196 Qucen Street, Fredericton.

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.

Mends Solid as a Rock.

YHIS preparation will mend an)thing that is
'I brokgn,]und will hol 1 like grim death, and is
p onounced by experts to be the greatest article ever
invented for the purpo-c. It will cement Leather,
Wood, Crockery, Glassware, Iron, and every thing
else. Grocker, o 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
Bulliud Cues as well-as for a thousand other pur-
poses. Auyone can use it. It is in liquid form,
and always ready for use, requiring no heating, but
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made
by East Mauvufacturing Co., buffalo, N. Y.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
8cle Agents, F'ton, N. B.
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A. S. MURRAY, Agenh
Fredericton, N. B.

A1LSO AGENT FOR THE

“Wost”’ '!'ypé Writer.

GEO. L. WILSON,

Barrister, Notary ! ublic, etc.

Office next door bolow J, J. Weddalls

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

marks, and entirely free, until it 18 well in-
troduced.

R. CHESTNUT & SON¥.

.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plunber, Gas Fifer

TINSMITH,

‘ OULD inform the people of Frede:
1cton and vicinity that he bas re
amed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE,

where he is prepared to fill au oraers in

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL- AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,

Speaking Tubes, &c.
Farm for Sale.

THE subscriber’s Farm at 8t. 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,

THE AMERIC

marks, 71 in all.

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

up to 8} inches.

answer all enquiries for further

Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and

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

Takes any width of paper or envelope

AN

$§ por.T. AR §§

Typewriter.

CACICY—HH—CIACIIC

Built solid
order.

easily made, .

w Takes good

ACIACIC—HH—ICICIC

information.

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.
ever offered at a popular priee, 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 parents and teachers everywhere,

It is the first of its kind.
While not as rapid as the large

We

Easy to understand, learned in five
minutes.
Weighs only four pounds, most portable,

Compact, takes up but little room.

and simple, can’t get out of

Capital and lower-case keyboard alike,

mastered. .

Moro *‘ margin play ” for the small letters
which do most of the work.

letter press copies.

Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address, on receipt of price, $8.00,

in registered letter, money order or certified check. = We guarantee every machine and are glad to

A. S NMURRATY,

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

McMURRAY & Co.

Eave Just Received ——

A

WA

CAR LOAD

— O

LL PAPERS,

And are now prepared to show’the largest
stock of Wall Paper infthe city, in

Canadian

e AU

American

Makes.

CALL and SEE the

GOODS.

Also a lot of

REMNANTS,

Which will be sold Low, to make room

for New Goods.

Fi B, Expeéted daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper
with BORDERS to match.
[= Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great

Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents.

McMurray & Co.

COME

RIBODI

Enjoy

But you will
¥

-

Have to ANNOUNCE

* The date.

Then when you

do, have

It DoNE NICELY.

WIE REFER TO

FINE

IO 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

PICNIC.2

Including
Bazaars
—AND—
Festivals.
4,

Will soon be here and it will -
be necessary to have your
bills printed cheaply

yetin good order,

Have it Done‘Att'ractive.

SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

PRINTING AND FUBLISHING (0,

Fredericton, N. B:




