
POETRY. 

IN CIDER-MAKING TIME. 

I like the balmy days of spring,when every- 

thing is new ; 

The skies seem melted up in dreams of ten- 
der, melting blue; 

The robin carols sweetly as he shows his 
crimson breast, 

And bluebirds swell the chorus as they 

build their happy nest, 
And scarcely have the ice-bound brooks 

their vernals chanting run, 

When golden dandelions smile their wel- 
come to the sun. 

But yet for me the time of year that seems 
in sweetest rhyme, 

Are those fair autumn days that come in 

cider making time. 

The summer work is over and the grain is 
in the shed ; 

The frost-kissed leaves are blushing in a 
flush of fairest red. 

Upon the clear, uplifting air their gladsome 

songs are borne, 

As huskers in the autumn fields are har- 

vesting the corn. 

And mystic voices whisper all among the 

forest irees, 

As ripened nuts are falling to the touch of 

every breeze; 

The woodland dells are echoing the soft 

and silvery chime, 

The fairy bells are ringing in the cider-mak- 

ing time 

That is the time the orchard in its praises 

deep and mute, 

Returns its thanks to nature in its red and 

golden fruit. 

The gracious meed of goodness and the 

grateful heart of praise, 

Seem woven in the offspring of the orchard’s 

harvest days. 

The scent of sweetest blossoms hide in ev- 

ery honeyed pore, 

The fragrance of the buds"of spring is pris- 

oned in each core. 

And all the gentle dews that came in sum- 

mer’s golden prime, 

Are flowing from the swelling vats in cider- 

making time. : 

And so I say that while I like the freshness 

of the spring, 

And latter on the pleasures which the sum- 

mer time may bring— 

And winter, too, which, though the skies 

are sometimes dark and drear, 

Is just the time to fill the heart and home 

with joyful cheer; 

Yet I insist that of them all, I like the seas- 

on best, 

That comes to man and nature as a sort of 

autumn rest; 

It seems to me there could not be a more 

delightful clime 

For anyone, than ours is in cider-making 

time. ; 

SELECT STORY. 

A LORDLY LOVER. 

By the author of ‘ A Mere Schooleirl, * The Ace 

of Spades,’ etc. 

PROLOGUE. 

Wrra the exception of her own younger 

sister Coral, she was the most lovely girl 
I ever beheld. I can fancy that I see her 

before me now as I write. For I was the 
wife of the rector of the parish, and of 

course, knew her well. Indeed, she was 
rather a pet of mine. 
Her face was almost a perfect oval,with 

a complexion of the purest pink and 

white. From her forehead she used to 
sweep away the soft masses of dark brown 
hair, little tendrils of which yet returned 
to stray about the fair skin, whilst heavy 

coils crowned the small head. From un- 

der the arched brows two big, lustrous 
eyes gazed out, brilliant with saucy light, 
upon the world. And her smile, display- 

ing asit did, rows of pearly, even teeth, 

was delicious, even to an old woman like 

myself. 

Little wonder then that it was rather 

too apf to turn the heads of the young 

men of her acquaintance. 

She was the daughter of people just a 
trifle above the ordinary working class. 

Her father was, in fact, a foreman at 

one of the great ship-building yards that 
gave wealth and importance to Rickton. 
Her mother, who had been a beauty in 

her day, too, was a well-meaning, respect- 

able little person, who honestly desired 
to do her duty by her beautiful children, 

but who, unfortunately, had but little 

sympathy, and was too fond of lecturing. 

And she herself, Olive Marsden, was a 
certificated teacher in the National school. 

It was upon the day she was twenty 
years of age, that she first told me of her 

engagement to Robert Cartwright. 

She had come up to the rectory to re- 
ceive my birthday wishes for her. And 

I was just writing her name in the book 

she was to carry away, when she whis- 

pered, with many blushes, the intelli- 
gence. 

To tell the truth, it surprised me. 

True, he was a tall, strapping fellow, 
with an open, honest face, keen eyes and 

a ready tongue. But he was not particu- 

larly well off, having a mother and an in- 
valid sister to support out of his earnings. 

And he was, besides, studiously inclined 
giving more heed to books and less to 

merry-making, than the majority of his 
fellows—a characteristic which I should 

have supposed likely to do him more 

harm than good in pleasure-loving Olive’s 
eyes. 

Still he was a steady, worthy man. Of 

that there could be no doubt. And, on 

the whole, the match was to be com- 
mended. 

So I kissed and congratulated the girl 
heartily enough. 
“And are you very fond of him, Olive ?” 
Some show cf hesitation, which might 

mean shyness, and might mean half a- 
dozen less satifactory things. 

“I think so,” she said, at last. 

“And I hope so, for both your sakes, 

my child. Robert Cartwright is not a 
man who would stand much trifling, 
Olive.” 

She did not answer for a moment ; then 
said— 
“I think Bert very clever, don’t you, 

Mrs. Dacre? I shouldn’t care to be a 
working man’s wife all my life. But en- 
gineers can rise to be quite rich and well 
off if they like—can’t they?” 
Again she had suprised me. I had not 

given her credit for so much foresight as 
to accept present poverty, for Robert, as 
I bave said, was poor, compared to others 
she might have taken, in the hope of fut- 

ure position and possible wealth. Pretty 

Olive Marsden was not without her am- 
bitions then. 

“Certainly. Let us trust that Robert 
will get on rapidly,” I returned. 

“I intend that he shall if he is to mar- 

ry me,” she answered, with a conscious 

little laugh, as she stood up; but mother 
told me to_be quick home, and I have 

some exercises to correct. Ah! how nice 
it will be not to have to teach those stupid 

children any more!”— for her school 

work, good teacher as she was, was one of 

Olive’s daily trials. 
So she walked away down the garden, 

and I stood by the library window, watch- 
ing her tall, lithe figure out of sight. I 

was glad that she was engaged. I consid- 
ered it well that so attractive a girl should 
be safely married, and yet, somehow, I 
was not altogether satisfied, for I could 

not be sure whether Olive loved her fut- 
ure husband. 

I shall tell her tale as I know it now, 

not as it reached me at the time—bit by 

bit ; and the first scene in the little drama 

was that which was to occur that very 

evening, before the close of Olive’s twen- 
tieth birthday. 

CHAPTER I. 

“ (G0OD-EVENING, Miss Marsden.” 

“Isn’t it glorious weather?” the girl 
answers, lifting her lovely eyes to the 

young man’s face, and then dropping 

them again quickly. Whereupon, of 
course, he stops, hoping to obtain another 

such bewildering glance. 
“I’ve just left Bert Cartwright,” he re- 

marks; “he got a nasty cut across his 

hand in the works to-day.” 
Olive Marsden starts a little and grows 

a trifle pale. But her voice is steady 

enough, and Dick Ainsworth gets tie 
glance he has been coveting, as she in- 
quires “ whether it is anything serious.” 

“Oh, no! It'll be all right in a day or 
two. What beautiful carnations you do 
manage to grow in your part of the 

country,” gazing first at the rich color 

in her cheeks, an then at the patches of 
deep crimson flowers which adorn the 

centre bed of the small, town garden. 
“I'm glad you like them. Will you 

have one ?” 

She laughs as she speaks, not affecting 

to misunderstand the double meaning of 

his speech ; then she stoops, and gather- 
ing a couple of blossoms, arranges them 

with one or two feathery sprays of green, 

and offers him the tiny bouquet. 
“You'll pin it in for me?” he returns 

holding the flap of his coat within her 
reach. 

She shrugs her shoulders— 
“Oh, if you like.” 

The opei. tion brings the two into very 
close proximity ; far too close to please the 

spectator, unobserved, at least, by «Olive, 

who is approaching them, and who draws 
in his breath and clenches his hand hard 

as he notices all the details of the little 

scene. 
“I thought you told me that you were 

going to the cricket field, Dick,” he ex- 
claims, gruffly, as he draws nearer. For 

all the attention he seems to pay Olive 

she might be miles away; and yet, in 
reality, he, in his jealousy, can see nothing 

but her uplifted face and the hands busy- 
ing themselves with young Ainsworth’s 

coat. 

“So I did, my dear fellow; but there’s 
no law against my stopping on the way, I 

hope?” 
Bert hits viciously at the dusty hedge 

with the walking stick he is carrying, but 
makes no other reply. 

“However, I must be off now. Good- 

bye, and thank you.” Dick raises his hat 
politely to the girl. “Ta, ta, old chap; 

hope you'll feel better when next we 
meet,” a mischievous smile giving piont 

to his words. 

Then he strides away, leaving Olive and 
her accepted lover together. 

“You rude thing, not even to wish me 

‘many happy returns’! Herel have been 
waiting at this stupid gate for hours,” she 
pouts, putting him in the wrong at once, 

after the manner or women. “Why are 

you so late, Ishould like to know ? Catch 

me waiting for you another night!” 
His whole face brightens and clears as 

if by magic. 
“Let me give you all good wishes now, 

my darling,” he says very tenderly. “And 

had you really come here to look for me?” 
For even yet he can scarcely credit his 

own good fortune. Even yet he doubts if 

his sweet dream of love is true, and that 
she has actually promised him his heart’s 

desire. He has longed for it for such a 
time. And it is so brief a space that he 

has been able to hug to his heart the 

memory of her low, sweet * yes.’ 
“Of course! Did you imagine that 1 

was standing at the gate to entice Dick 

Ainsworth?” 

But that is an unwise question, since it 
recalls the remembrance of his grievance. 

‘“ At least, you needn’t have given him 
a button-hole,” in an injured tone. 

“ Why not, poor fellow? Are you actu- 

ally jealous, Bert? You can have one too, 
if you like.” 

She raises those shining eyes, brimming 
with glee, to his frowning countenance. 

“Oh, how cross you are!” she says. 
“You shan’t have one of my pretty flow- 

ers after all! I keep them only for good- 
tempered men.” 

Whereupon she flits lightly up the 

white steps and enters the house. 
“Olive, Olive!” calls a voice from the 

sitting-room. 
“ Yes, mother.” 

“Is Mr. Cartwright there? Ifso, why 
don’t you bring him in?” 

The girl laughs out, in spite of herself. 

It might be well to punish this exacting 

betrothed by a display of dignity. But 
dignity is sometimes hard to maintain. 

So she gives up the struggle. 

“I'm not quite sure whether he is here 
or not,” she declares with a wicked con- 

sciousness that at any rate he is not far 

off. “And I don’t think I much care.” 
* Mrs. Marsden comes out into the small 

hall. Itisa comfortable little house, as 

indeed, why should it not be, seeing that 
its master must earn quite three hundred 

pounds a year. 

“How can you talk so, you naughty 

girl?” Then, catching sight of the young 
man’s moody features, as he stands upon 
the threshold, “come in Robert, come in. 

Mr. Marsden will be glad to see you.” 
He looks at Olive, who, however makes 

no sign. She is busying herself in taking 
off her hat before the glass hanging on 

the wall. : 

“I think I'd best be going,” he says, 

awkwardly enough. “I’ve got an engage- 

ment, and—" 

“That’s a story,” interrupts Olive, quite 

calmly, and without moving a muscle of 

her face. “Oh, Bert, what a wicked man 
you are! How do you ever expect me 

to belieye a word you say ?” 
With a sudden effort he throws off his 

ill-humor. : 
“ At any rate, all that I told you wai 

true,” he answers, catching her round the 

waist, quite regardless of Mrs. Marsden, 

who stands by and looks on, well pleased. 

“And you haven’t given me a single kiss 
tonight.” : 

“You don’t deserve anything so nice. 

Come and have some supper, and I'll see 

if I’ve got one to spare before you leave,” 

coquettishly. “There! Go on! Fath- 
er’s in there.” 

“1 can’t shake hands,” apoligizes Cart- 
wright, as he enters. “I cut a good, 

deep gash right across my fingers this 

morning. I doubt I'll hardly be able to 
do much for a day or to.” And he dis- 

plays his fist, enveloped in bandages. 

“Ah, I heard from Ainsworth that 
you’d hurt yourself,” remarks Olive. “I 

hope it isn’t serious.” 
“She might have inquired earlier. She 

couldn’t well help seeing the wrappings,” 

he meditates. Aloud, however, he only 

declares that it is “just nothing,” and 
makes a valiant effort to use the injured 

fingers in order to divide the meat upon 
the plate that is passed to him. 

“Let me,” exclaims Coral. “It hurts 
you.” 

For there are lines of pain upon his 
forehead, and the beef is being torn not 
cut asunder. 
He delivers it up with a sigh of relief. 
“I wish Olive were as kind,” he thinks 

to himself. 

And yet, when later on they are stand- 

ing together in the moonlight by the 

garden gate, that dismal slip of garden, 

which yet looks beautiful in these silver 

rays, he realises that he would not have 

her altered in any particular, even if he 

could. 
“Good-bye, my darling,” he whispers 

in her ear. 

She lets her head fali upon his shoulder, 
“Good-bye, Bert. What time will you 

be coming to-morrow ? ”’ 

“Much about as usual. If my hand 
won’t let me go to the works, I have lots 

of reading to get through at home. And 

it won't do for me to be idle now, you 
know,” smiling down at her, a proud, 
glad smile. 

“That is quite true,” she allows gravely. 

“And Olive, you won't flirt with other 
fellows now that you belong to me ?” 

His voice and look are imploring. For a 
moment she is touched and softened. 

“Why not ?” stroking his chin with a 
coaxing finger. 

Unhappily, tact is not Cartwright’s 

strong points, 

“ Because I am going to be your hus- 

band, and I will not allow it,” he says 
brusquely. 

In an instant she has jerked herself out 
of his hold, and put a couple of yards of 

garden path between them. 
“I ‘shall flirt when I like, how I like, 

and with whom I like,” she declares. “I 
am not your wife yet, Bert Cartwright, 

and if you don’t take care, perbaps I nev- 
er will be.” 

Then she runs up the steep, stone steps 

and slams the front door behind her. 
Robert is alone in the moonlight. She 
will not come out again now, he is very 

sure. So there remains nothing for him 
to do but to make the best of his way to- 
wards his own cottage. 

And as he goes along, he does not feel 

quite happy in spite of his glad hopes for 
the future. There is something disap- 
pointing about Olive, something that 

filled him with anxiety lest, after all, he 
should lose her. She is wayward and 
self-willed, and he scarcely knows how to 

manage her. Her parting words ring in 

his ear mockingly. Did she love him as 
he .loved her? He knows fall well that 
she does not, and perhaps never will, he 
tells himself bitterly. 

CHAPTER IIL 

THE next day it so happens that the 
squire, Sir Ralph Bailey, brings some 

guests of his to inspect the National 

school. 
“ Education is quite my hobby,” he is 

declaring fussily to Lady Ermyntrude 
Hamilton, as he leads her into the big, 

airy schoolrcom, where the girls are be- 

ing taught. “I see to all the details of 
the arrangement here myself, and I assure 

you that they are perfect—absolutely per- 
fect.” 
The visitors wander round the place, 

criticising the needlework, listening for a 
moment to the reading, and generally 

feeling bored. 

“Don’t see the fun of this sort of thing, 
do you?” whispers George Succors, of 
sporting tastes, to his friend and ally, 

Will Beaumont. “If the girls were a 
little older, you know——" 

Beaumont lifts his eye-glass, supercil- 
iously. 

“ Yas, just so; but as it is—. By Jove! 

though, there’s a pretty creature, the one 
talking to Rixon. Trust him to find out 

the beauties. She knows how to make 
the running, too. What eyes?” 

In truth, Olive looks and feels in her 
element. No working man this, but a 

real lord !—a gentleman with whom it is 

a pleasure to talk. How different from 
all her acquaintances, and she mentally 

compares the smooth, white hand, which 
has possessed itself of her pointer, with 
the rougher, coarser fingers of Bert Cart- 

wright, greatly to her lover's disadvant- 

age. I had no idea that anyone at all 
like you lived in this smoky place,” 
the earl is remarking softly to her, his 

bold, wide-open, black eyes scanning her 
exquisite form. “I have been staying 
here for three days, and ‘pon my word, 

until this minute, I've seen nothing worth 
looking at. Where have you been 
hiding?” 

“I don’t hide; I live in East Terrace,” 

she returns. “Those houses, you know, 

that look over the fields, down toward 
the railway, and are only built on one 
side of the road.” 

“I noticed them yesterday,” he deciares, 

“and yet I did notsee you. Were you 

out? I suppose you do go for walks 

sometimes, Now tell me which way are 
you most likely to take.” 

She understands him perfectly, and for 

an instant she hesitates. But the tempta- 
tion is too strong—to have an earl dancing 

attendance upon her. What noble lady 
could desire more ? 

“I am going across the meadows to 
Densbrook, this evening,” she murmurs, 
playing with the arithmetic she holds, 

and concocting the errand on the spur of 
the moment. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

SHE FOUGHT THREE BURGLARS 

Mrs. Scott Vanquishes the Robbers After 
a Hard Struggle, 

Three masked burglars entered the 
home of James Scott at Denver, Colorado, 

at 9.15 o'clock the other night. They 
went straight to Mrs. Scott’s room, forced 
the door, and beat her for over ten min- 

utes, but the woman fought all three so 
desperately that they were forced to make 

their escape without touching anything of 
value in the house. 

At 9 o'clock Mrs. Scott was alone in the 

house and in her room, at the head of the 
stair landing on the second floor. She 

had partly undressed, but wore her dia- 
mond earrings and a diamond breastpin. 

Her other jewelry were loose on the dres- 

ser at the foot of the bed. While sitting 

up in the bed reading she heard some 

person stumble on the stairs. She called 
out, *‘Is that you. Jim?” and right after 

the door was forced in by breaking the 

bolt and three masked men entered 
Mrs. Scott says: 

“1 said ‘ what do you want?’ For an- 
swer one man struck me on the head with 

a pistol. I started to get out of bed and 

one of his partners held me while he ran 

to the other side of the bed. The man 
holding me than struck at me with a bil- 
ly and kept pounding me on the head 

and arm until the blood ran down my 

face and neck in streams. T tried to catch 

one of them and managed to kick them 

away from the bed several times. The 
man with the revolver I finally got my 

hands on and I scratched his face with 
my nails, removing the skin from his 
cheek. 

“I tore his mask off and said, ‘I'll 
know you again.’ I realized that I made 

a mistake, for he began to club me with 

the revolver. In my desperation I got 

up, and the three of us fought about the 

room until we got to the open window. 
I yelled, ‘John, Charley,’ and told the 

men that I would throw them out of the 

window and kill them. I was struggling 
with one of the men near the window 

and screaming ‘ murder, when he looked 

around and saw that his partners had 

gone. He followed them, and the neigh- 

bors, who heard my calls, came in and 

found me lying on the floor bleeding from 

the cuts in my head.” 
Mrs. Scott is a powerful built woman, 

weighing over 200 pounds. She is about 
fifty years old. 

Heart Disease 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. 

- 

PRACTICAL CHRISTIAN WORK. 

We cannot always talk to people on 
religious themes — this may be neither 
practical nor expedient. But during the 

busy hours of the day we find opportunity 

for doing many minor kindnesses. We 
meet a friend on the street whose heart 

is heavy and we stop a moment to speak 

a word of thoughtful cheer, which will 

sing in his heart all day like the bar of a 

beautiful song. We ring a neighbor's 
door bell, as we return from dinner, to in- 

quire after his sick child; and there isa 

little more brightness in that sad home 
all the afternoon because of that gentle 

thoughtfulness. We walk a few steps 
with a young man who is in danger of 

slipping out of the way, and let fall a sin- 

cere word of interest, which he will re- 

member, and which even may save him 

from future peril. One man has had sor- 

row in his home. His face carries the 
marks of a sore struggle and inward pain. 

By a gentle beaming, a mellow speech, a 
warmer hind-grasp, and a thoughtful ex- 

pression of the sympathy and interest we 
feel, we send. him away strangely com- 

forted. Another is staggering under 
financial burdens, and a hopeful word 
gives him courage to stand more bravely 

under his load. 
One who goes intending to say certain 

things or carry certain blessings or leave 

certain impressions may fail. But going 

with a soul full of Christ, purity and love, 

with a heart sincerely longing to leave 
blessing, with a speech seasoned with 

grace and breathing kindness and peace, 

it is impossible not to leave heavenly in- 

fluences in every dwelling.— J. R. Miller, 

Db. D. 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 

Mgs. WinsLow’s SooriinG 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 crying with pain of Cutting Teeth, 
send at once and get a bottle of “Mgrs. 
WinsLow’s SoorHING 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 Stomach 
and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation. Is 
pleasant to the taste. The prescription 
of one of the oldest and best female phy- 
sicians and nurses in the United States. 
Sold by all druggists throughout the 
world. 25cts per bottle. Be sure and ask 
for “ Mrs. WiINsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP.” 

Only a cold in the head, neglected, pro- 

duces catarrh. Only twenty-five cents in- 

vested in Hawker’s catarrh cure will effect 
a speedy cure. Try it. 

A very vain preacher having delivered 
a sermon in the hearing of Rev. Robert 

Hall, pressed him to state what he 
thought of the sermon. Mr. Hall re- 

mained silent for some time, but this only 

caused the question to be pressed with 
greater earnestness. At length Mr. Hall 

admitted : “There was one very fine 

passage.” “Iam rejoiced to hear you say 
so. Pray, sir, which was it?” “ Why, 

sir, it was the passage from the pulpit to 
the vestry.” 

RELIEF 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. 

Little Roger had gone into the country 

for the first time, and his grandfather had 

taken him out to see the colt. 

There, Roger, said the old gentleman, 

did you ever see such a little horse as 

that? 
Roger never had, and his eyes shone; 

but there was one drawback. 
What's the matter with him grandpa? 

he said. He hasn’t any rockers. 

A dull sick headache in themorning, 
with a feeling of nausea will be promptly 
relieved by a dose of Hawker’s liver pills. 

Piles! Piles! Itching Piles. 

Symptoms — Moisture; intense itching 

and stinging: most at night; worse by 

scratching. Ifallowed to continue, tumors 

form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be- 
coming very sore. Swayne’s Ointment 
stops that itching and bleeding, heals ul- 

ceration, and in most places removes the 

tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 25 
cents. Dr. Swyne & Son, Philadelphia. 

THE COMPARATIVE DEGREE. 

Younglove (to his fiancee) — But, my 

love, you surely don’t mean to blame me 

for giving a farewell stag party to my 
bachelor friends ? 

The Adored One — No, T shouldn’t ob- 

ject to a stag party. But from all I hear 

Iam forced to conclude that it became a 

stagger party before it was over. 

A Boo~ 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. 

Piles are speedily cured by Hawker’s 

pile cure, a mild and always certain 
remedy. 

“Talking of killing that elephant in 
Central Park reminds me of a baby that 

was fed on elephant’s milk and gained 
twenty pounds in a week.” 

“ Good gracious, whose baby was it?” 

“The clephant’s.” 

A Graduate of Toronto University Says: 

“My children have been treated with 

Scott’s Emulsion from their earliest years! 
Our physician first recommended it and 

now whenever a child takes cold my wife 

immediately resorts to this remedy, which 
always effects a cure. 

Mrs. Wigglestein — Do you know, Jack, 

I think I should like to learn to play 
poker. It must be a fascinating game. 

Mr. Wigglestein— Great heavens, Ethel, 

don’t think of it for a moment. We can’t 
both afford to play. 

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. 75 cents. For sale by W. Carten 

and Alonzo Staples. 

Only a few weeks ago a lecturer at a big 
meeting gave utterance to the following: 

All along the untrodden paths of the 

future we can see the hidden footprints 
of an unseen Hand. 

If you suffer with neuralgia, bathe the 

parts freely with hot water and then ap- 

ply Dr. Manning’s german remedy, which 

is an infallible cure for this complaint. 

Consumption, 
The incessant wasting of a con- 

sumptive can only be overcome by 
a powerful concentrated nourish- 
ment like Scott's Emulsion. If 
this wasting is checked and the 
system is supplied with strength to 
combat the disease there is hope 
of recovery. 

Scott’s 

Emulsion 
of Cod-liver Oil, with Hypophos- 
phites, does more to cure Con- 

ee 
< 

i —————) EEE amin 

Wiley's ... EMULSION ... 
GR 

COD - LIVER - OIL. 
Gives Best Results. 

Purest and Best Materials 

used in Manufacture. 

: Best Value for the Money. 
PRICE 

SOLD 

Everywhere 

sumption than any other known 
remedy. It is for all Affections of 
Throat and Lungs, Coughs, Colds, Bron. 
chitis and Wasting, Pamphlet free. 
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. & $1. 

Fine Flavoring Extracts, — 

—PREPARED BY OURSELYVLS.— 

Iino Salud G:l, 

Lime Juico, 

Perfumes, 

Sponges, 

- 

Hair and Tooth Brushes in 

Great Variety. 

R. T. MACK & C0, 

(OPPOSITE CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON. 

1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1895 

Country Gentleman. 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES, 
DEVOT: D 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 Pouitry Yard, Entomol- 
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter- 
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire- 
side Reading, Domestic Econciny, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually complete, und much attentiwn is paid to 
the Prospects of the Cro: s,as throwing light upen 
one of the most important of all guestions—When 
to Buy and When to Sel. It is liberally Illustrated 
and by Recent nlirgement, contains more reading 
mates than ever before. The subscription price is 
$2.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our 

Club Rates for 1895. 

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. [0 

Ten Subscriptions do. do. [B 

I= To all New Fubsc ibers for 1895, paying in 
advance now, ve wiil snd the pap r Weekly, from 
our receipt of the remittance, to Januwy 1st, 1895, 
without charge. teen Copies Free. Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 

Albany, N. Y. 

PILES. 
Any One Suffering from 
Any Form of “PILES,” 

LIND, 
LEEDING, 

TCHIXG, or 
PROTUDIXG 

Can Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure. 

Address ©, H. 

FREDERICTON. Box 38. 

Scales! Scales! 
OXES Family Boats; 12 doz. Wheel heads, 

1 3 15 boxes Cut Tacks, 10 Loxes Wrought 
Iron Washers, 
10 boxes Wrought Iron Nuts, 
1 box Glazier’s Points, 
1 box Fell. e Plates, 
5b :xes Moulding Nails. 
Just received, and for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS, 

The Best 

Preparation 
in the Market 

ets Readily taken by Children. 
. No preparation equal to it, 

For Building up the System. 

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer 
106 Queen Street, Fredericton. 

Long Waist, 

Gorrect Shape, 
Best Material, 

Combined with the best: filling in 

the world, makes the ** Featherbone 

Corset ’’ unequalled. 

TRY A PAIR. 

date. 

CGCGRANDBY 

People of Goop Common SENSE usually appreciate a 
good article that is honestly made, well finished and up to 

This explains the great success of 

RUBBERS 

They Wear I.ike Iron. 

A SAW SCENE. 

When ours are seen, they're bought. 

And this applies to most of our stock of 

HARDWARE, ETC. 

You can see at a glance it is useless to 
search for better. The saws of all kinds 

make the dust fly, just as they should, 
and are easy to work. They chew their 

way into the toughest wood as perfectly 
as possible. Being perfectly tempered 
they keep a keen edge wonderfully. 

Don’t you need our 

CARVER and FORK 
to match. A matchless pair. They will 

outwear your days. Hardware of 
every kind, for you and 

all creation. 

JAMES S. NEILL. 

SEKD FOR SAMPLE COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news. 

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 

ters, in both reading and advertising c.slumns 

offering to the educated and mteliigent public, the 

most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 

literary, political, financial, art, music and general 

topics of the day and season, 

Daily Evening Transcript. 
No Bunday Edition, 

Saturday Evening Transoript 
Bixteen or more pages. 

Weekly Transoript. 
Published Friday’s 

Address 

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO., 
324 Washington Btreet, Boston, Mass. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Hitter 
Ne 

TINSMITH, 

Would inform the people of Fredericton 

and vicininity, that he has re- 

sumed business on Queen 

Street, 

Opp. County Court House. 

Where he is prepared to fill all orders in 

above lines, including 

Electrical and Kechanical 

BELL HANGING. 

Speaking Tubes, etc. 

FOUNDED 4. 0. NOED - OLBESy 
ice IN PuggLY 

g WOR THE 

Fredericton, N. B. 

ALSO AGENT FOR THE 

‘“Wost”’ Tyre Writer. 

GEO. L. WILSON, 
Barrister, Notary Public, ete. 

Office next door below J. J. Weddalls 
Queen St. Fredericton, N,. B. 

March 4, 1893. 

Farm for Sale. 
Ts subseriber’s Farm at Rt. 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, 

Fton, April 9, 1892, = 

A 

McMURRAY & Co. 
———Efave Just Received 

CAR LOAD 
Of eee 

WALL PAPERT, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian... 

American 

Makes. 
CALL and SEE the 

GOODS. 

Also a lot of 

REMNANTS, 
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods. 

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. No Agents. 

McMurray & Co. 
/ 

/ 

IT WILL 

COME 

IERIBODY 
{ i 

id 

/ «- 

Enjoy it! 

But you will 

ES Have to ANNOUNCE 

The date. 

Then when you 

do, have * 
Ir Done NICELY. 

WIE REFER TO 

FINE 

I0B 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 

edding 
inviTaTIONS, & 

Tags, 

Bill and 

Letter 

Headiugs, 
ny 

Which you will require, and al- 

so necessary to have print- 

ed cheaply yet in 

good order, 

Have it Done Attractive. 

SEND FOR PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

PRINTING AMD PUBLISHING (0, 
Fredericton, N. B: 


