
POETRY. 

THE CANDIDATE. 

“Father! who travels our road so late?” 
“Hush! my child, 'tis a candidate; 
Fit example of human woes; 
Early he comes and late he goes. 
He greets the woman with courtly grace; 

He kisses baby’s the dirty face; 

He calls to the fence the farmer at work ; 
He bores the merchant, he bothers the 

clerk; 
The blacksmith, while his anvil rings, 
He greets, and this is the song he sings: 

‘Howdy! Howdy! how d’ye do? 

How is your wife, and how are you? 
Ah! it fits my fist as no other can, 

The hornyhand of the workingman.’” 

“ Husband! who is that at the gate ?” 

*“ Hide my love, 'tis the candidate!” 

‘Husband! why can’t he work like you ? 

Has he nothing at home to do?” 

“My dear, whenever a man is down— 

No cash at home and no credit in town. 

Too stupid to preach and too proud to beg, 

Too timid to rob and too lazy to dig; 

Then over his horse his legs he flings, 
And to the dear people this song he sings: 

‘Howdy! Howdy! how d'ye do? 

How is your wife and how are you? 

Ah! it fits my fist as no other can, 

The horny hand of the workingman.’ ” 

Brothers who labor early and late, 

Ask these things of the candidate; 

‘What's his record? How does he stand 
At home? No matter about his hand, 

Be it hard, soft, soit be not prone 

To close over money not his own. 

Has he in view no theiving plan? 

Is he honest and capable? He's your man! 
Cheer such a man till the welkin rings; 
Join in the chorus when thus he sings: 

“Howdy! Howdy! how d’yedo? 
How is your wife and how are you ? 

Ah, it fits my fist as no other can, 
The honest hand of the workingman.” 

SELECT STORY. 

A CRUEL WRONG. 
By the author of ‘ That Fair Face,’ ‘She Knew 

Best,’ etc. 

CHAPTER IV. 

CONTINUED. 

“Yes, try,” he whispered, softly, smile 
answering smile. 

Her answer was in her eyes, her lips, 
the clinging fingers, the sweet attitude of 

abandon ; she surrendered herself to him 
in all the beautiful self-abnegation of true 

womanhood. What wonder he pressed 
so rapturously the rosy lips again and 

again, that she hid her face in maiden 
modesty? All fear was forgotten in this 

strong lover's arms, there was no presenti- 
ment of coming ill, but it was to come just 
the same. : 

So the storm subsided; their hearts, 

bright as the sunshine, affianced lovers, 
they left the little hut, giving just one 

backward glance at it, as with his arm 
around her, they wended their way 

through the pearl bespeckled grass to- 
wards noble Kingscote. 

“Do not tell yet,” said Noreen, loosen- 
ing his arm from her when they were 
almost in sight of the house. There was 

a terrified expression about the dark 
eyes. What could she fear ? 

“Tomorrow, darling, all the world 
must know,” he whispered. “If possi- 

ible, I'll hide the gladness in my eyes to- 

night, even at the fancy ball, but I doubt 
capabilities.” 

She thanked him with a glance. Old 
Lady Decimer was first to espy them on 
entrance. 

“ Bravo, Sir Giles,” she exclaimed, “you 

are a true knight-errant. You have 
brought the stray bird back without wet- 

ting her wings. It would have been a 
sad ending indeed to a pleasant entertain- 

ment, had aught happened to the fairest 
flower of all.” 

Noreen blushed rosy red. More than 

one noticed the gratified expression in 
Sir Giles’ eyes at this speech, his rapid 
glance to the sweet face of his companion; 
amongst them was Denize, who, although 

surrounded by devoted lovers as usual 
was terribly angry. Noreen had drawn 

this one from her side. She flashed her 
bine eyes on her mother, who stepped 
forward, taking Noreen by the hand. 

She held the girl’s fingers in a firm clasp, 
Noreen could not have moved them had 
she wished. 

“I am so infinitely sorry, Sir Giles,” 

she exclaimed, in her loudest and bland- 
est tones, “you should have taken so 

much trouble about this child — she is so 

sadly headstrong and wilful and so ridic- 
ulously afraid,” all in the same breath. 
“I fear I shall have to punish her by 

leaving her home to-night, instead of go- 
ing to the ball.” : 
Noreen looked up with scared eyes. 

“No, no, my dear Mrs. Ardleigh, not on 
any account,” said Sir Giles, meaningly, 

and then he began to talk to Denize, who 
somehow had glided to his side. He felt 
he must be circumspect in order to win 

Noreen; mother and daughter were both 
against her; within earshot the uncle 
had paused in his conversation with an 

acquaintance ; he was frowning heavily; 
it seemed hard lines if the girl were por- 

tionless and an encumbrance, they should 
grudge her a rich marriage. 

CHAPTER V, 

SureLy there is no prettier sight than a 
fancy ball in good society; the gay min- 
gling of kings and queens, celebrated 
characters, patricians and peasants. We 

improve in these affairs’ too, day by day; 
each one, as it takes place, gathering ad- 
dition splendor and magnificence. 

This was the case at the Esmonds, ; the 

exclamation, ‘ Beautiful!’ came, with one 
consent, to every lip, as entering the 
grand, old mansion, they beheld a scene 
that dazzled them, with its costly decor- 
ations, its throngs of gaily-attired guests. 
Noreen had been snubbed unmercifully 

by Denize before setting out. She felt 
very small in the simple dress she had 

been enabled to manufacture, as she stood 
near her cousin’s radiant figure, yet for 
her age, as it would have been for the 

other’s, it was far better chosen, and, in 

spite of her cousin’s assurance to the con- 
trary, her glass had told her she would 

look very pleasing in her critical lover's 
eyes. i 
She personified ‘Priscilla, the Puritan 

maiden,’ that sweet character of Longfel- 
low’s delightful poem, ‘The Courtship of 

Miles Standisb,” her face a mixture of 
piquancy and innocence, was a charming 
portrayal of the poet’s ideal. She was all 

smiles, too; her cheeks would dimple 
whether she would or no. 
“What are you laughing at?” said 

Denize, snappishly, as they proceeded en 
route. “You made such an exhibition 
of yourself to-day. I should be ashamed 
to show my face, were I in your place.” 

“ Not many people will notice me, cons- 
in, beside you,” said Noreen, with a sweet 
little laugh. 

Denize, finding her shafts falling so 

flatly, got more vicious. 
“Don’t go making eyes at Sir Giles 

again, like you did this afternoon,” she 
went on, “because he’s only laughing at 
you, child. Probably you think he search- 

ed for you in the storm out of kindness; 

he did not, he went, thinking to please 
me. Mamma, you said you'd speak to 
Noreen, and make her behave more de- 

cently. Why don’t you ?” 
#1 prefer Noreen’s simple dress to yours 
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now, Denize,” said her father; “you put 
ten years on to your age by your love of 

finery.” 
“Her dress is suitable to her penniless 

condition, as mine is to mine, father. 
Mamma, didn’t you hear what I said?” 

“Yes, child, but I was thinking of 

something else. It is perfectly true. Nor- 
een, you must be more particular in your 

behaviour. Sir Giles is the last person 
to think of you, so don’t get silly ideas in- 

to your head; remember he is in love 
with Denize. You acted most shame- 

fully and ungratefully in detaining him 
so long from her side.” 

“1 am awfully sorry, auntie,” said Nor- 

een, laughing again, “ but indeed, it can- 
not be helped now.” 

They were quite aghast, and could not 
make the girl out; snubbing was quite 

lost upon her, nothing subdued her spir- 
its, nor took the contented look from her 

eyes. Whan at the entrance of the al- 

ready well-filled ball-room, the first per- 
son they encountered was Sir Giles Mass- 

inger, matters became worse. He bowed 

with grace to all, but instead of offering 
his arm to Denize, he asked for the hand 

of the young Puritan maiden, and away 

they went, whirling around the room in 
a most delightful valse. 

Denize bit her red lip and frowned, 
looking from one parent to the other 
with reproachfully flashing eyes; the 

beightened color, the glorious bright eyes 
suited well her queenly costume. Her 
coterie of admirers clustered around her, 

dubbed her radiantly beautiful, flattering 
her on all sides, eager for a smile from 

her lips, or a touch from her small fingers. 

Surely her path was one of roses!” 

What more could she desire? She want- 

ed everything, all to be at her feet ; she 
desired and determined to acquire the 

love of Sir Giles Massinger; he had no 
eyes but for Noreen. 

“How sweet you look, my darling!” 
he said, the mément he had her in his 

arms, “such a divine Priscilla! How 
came you to make choice of my favorite 
heroine? ” 

“Do you like it?” asked the girl, flush- 
ing up with delight. “I am soglad; I 
made it myself. I was forced to choose 

something simple, not having many ma- 
terials to make use of. It is hardly the 
dress to go with your Sir Roger de Cover- 

ley, is it?” 

“The contrast is excellent, and if it 

were not—. Ah! my darling! this is 
the happiest day of my life. I trust there 

are still happier for us!” 
She shivered in his arms, one of those 

strange feelings of dread coming over her, 

we cannot account for, when we seem to 
have our cup of happiness filied to the 
brim. 

“ What is it dear one ?” he questioned, 

seeing her cheeks pale, a distressed look 
come into her dark eyes. 

“I cannot tell,” she answered, “ for in- 

deed I am very happy. A strange fear 
seemed to oppress me. I thought of the 
storm and the woodman’s hut, together 
with my first arrival at my uncle’s house, 

when a child of two or three years old, in 
my nurses arms—that was also in a storm. 
It seems the great events of my life must 

all take place amongst the tumults of the 
elements, and I am so stupidly afraid. I 
think it is the dread that something 

worse will happen.” 

“Nothing sad will happen now, my 
love; Ishall always be near you. You 

will never be afraid again, will you?” 
“Ah, no!” she laughed happily, feeling 

the strong arms round her, meeting such 

true eyes looking into hers. 

She had no idea she was the talk of the 
room, as she danced with Sir Giles one 

dance after another; she was so unsophis- 
ticated, so very young. Her aunt had 
never told her what a very gorgon society 
is, that it does nof allow folks to be happy 
according to their own ideas of felicity, 

because she had never intended Noreen 
to enter society at all. Lady Massinger, 
at her son’s desire had done part of the 

mischief; Lady Decimer, in her spite, had 
finished it. 

Vainly did Mrs. Ardleigh try to catch 

‘her niece's eye; Sir Giles steered her so 
well, they never came in contact. After 
the third dance, throwing a fieecy wrap 
over the girl's shoulders, he led her out 
into the spacious grounds. 

“Let them hunt for us, Noreen,” he 

said. “You do not want to dance with 
any other fellow, do you sweet? I feel I 

should be miserably jealous to-night, did 
I see another’s arm around you.” 

She nestled closely to him in a rose 

arbor; a refreshing breeze lifted the sweet 
blossoms, wafting their perfume around 

them ; the silver moonlight shed her holy 
beams on tree and flower. 

“I would rather be with you,” she 

whispered. “It is to wonderful to think 
of what has happened today.” 
“To-morrow morning, sweet, I shall 

ask your uncle. He will not say me nay 
do you think ?” 

“They often — especially Denize, say 

they would like to get rid of me, that I 
am an encumbrance. Oh! but don’t you 

love Denize? Are you quite sure? It is 
not to late to tell her yet.” 
“You would give me up very easily, 

little one,” he said, drawing her closer; 
“but it will not do, you have promised to 

be mine, and must keep your word. Say— 
‘Giles, I love you,’ after me, or I shall 

think you regret, and want to pass me on 
to Denize.” 

“Giles, I love you,” she whispered. 

He kissed her fondly, rapturously. 

“Oh, my darling! if aught should hap- 
pen to divide us, could we live apart? I 

fancy I should find you at the uttermost 
parts of the earth I've taken you to my 

heart, you tender flower. It is for such 
as you, men have died—you hold my life 
in your hands.” 
. “Don’t —don’t, you frighten me! I 
seem to see faces mocking me, hear gib- 
bering voices around. What is it?” 
“Nothing but the sound of the water- 

fall, and the breeze playing in the branch- 

es, pet. We are alone, you and I, in love's 
young dream. ‘There’s nothing half so 
sweet in life’ as Moore says. Noreen, 
many and many a day, in the time to 
come, we shall look back to this night. 

May it be the unhappiest of our exist- 

ence.” 
“I love you, Giles—I love you! Please 

always remember it.” 
“ Am I likely to forget it? Oh! pretty 

little witch, that stole my heart, I love 

the thunder, for through the storm I won 
you. 

* * = % * * * 

If darkness can be felt, so also can si- 
lence. Noreen was only too sensible of 

that fact during her dreary drive back to 
the Ardleigh mansion, after the Esmonds’ 
fancy dress ball. Sir Giles had escorted 
her to the carriage, pressing her hand at 

parting. He said nothing to conpromise 
her, but his eyes were so truthful and 

expressive, it was scarcely possible for 
him to conceal the love he felt — the pro- 
prietorship he had as it were, in his dar- 

ling; also he showed extra affection for 
the whole party, seeing she belonged to it. 

Noreen’s rosebud lips were smiling, the 

soft love-light was in her eyes; as the 
horses started off, she looked for sym- 
pathy in her companions’. faces. They 
were cold and passionless ; no single word 

was spoken either of praise or blame, and 
yet she felt a sickening terror stealing 
over her, a something which went like a 
cold, head hand to her heart, clutching 
at it with cruel, icy fingers, making it 
ache — ache with such acute agony; 

never in all her young life had she ex- 
perienced such terrible pain. 

* * ET * * * 

“How dare you so openly disobey me? 
How dared you run after Sir Giles in 
that shameless manner, when I directly 
warned you of your unladylike conduct ?” 

Mrs. Ardleigh: had closed and locked 
the door, had taken a seat in Noreen’s 

room, beginning her tirade in this man- 
ner. 
The girl was still in Puritan costume, 

she had but thrown aside the quaint, 

little cap; her curly hair, a trifle ruffled 
and tumbled, made her look extra pretty. 

She confronted her irate companion with 

wide-open, astonished eyes, the girl's 
beauty evidently increasing the other's 
anger, so perfectly innocent, so free from 
immodest thought, was the freso, young 

countenance. 
“I, auntie ? ” she questioned, both sur- 

prised and frightened. “Oh, indeed I 

did not! Please do not scold me now, 
you will know all to-morrow, and will 

think very differently of me then.” 

Mrs. Ardleigh gasped for breath, then 

her wrath came out in full force. Was it 

possible this girl could be preferred be- 
fore her beautiful Denize? 

“Do you mean to insinuate that Sir 
Giles intends to marry you?” she ex- 
claimed, her voice hoarse with passion. 
“Vain, conceited fool, I can tell you he 
will never do that; there is too powerful 

a reason against such folly.” : 
“Oh, auntie! what can you mean?” 

Noreen’s eyes dilated, she clasped her 
hands pathetically ; cross words she had 
had at times, but never had ber aunt 

been furious with her before ; it was from 
Denize the cruel gibes had come, and 

only lately, since she had begun to emerge 
from childhood; she had little to com- 

plain of in earlier years. 

“Ah! now you own what you have 
been aiming at. Wicked, designing girl, 
to try and take your cousin’s lover from 

her. Shame, shame on you Noreen.” 
Tears welled up into the beautiful eyes; 

the girl sobbed pitifully. 

“He never loved Denize,” she said, in 
broken accents. “I have known him 
long, ah! longer than you think, auntie. 

I never told about it, for I thought there 

was no harm; but I know he loves me 
and me only. I was so happy just now, 

thinking of all that has happened today.” 
“Sir Giles proposed—he is coming to 

ask your uncle’s consent in the morning 3 
isit not so?” 

“Yes, auntie.” 
The words were very faintly spoken, 

almost indistinctly ; the poor child’s heart 
was in a tumult, and was choking her 

with its violent throbbing. Caroline 
Ardleigh heard them, however. 
Noreen had not noticed the sneer in 

the other's voice when she asked her 

question; she looked up through her 

tears, trusting now she would be under- 

stood. The storm of the elements had 
been cruel suffering that day, but what 

was that in comparigon to the human one 
that burst over her defenceless head after 
her admission of Sir Giles’ intentions. 

Caroline Ardleigh rose to her full 
height; taking the girl by the shoulders 

she shook her as if she would kill her: 
she was white with rage, trembling as 
though a mortal terror was upon her. 

“ Base-born wretch,” ehe cried, “I tell 
you, you must refuse Sir Giles’ offer plain- 

ly and decidedly; this folly must be put 
an end to at once.” 
“I love him,” said Noreen, all the hot 

blood in her face. . “ Why should I make 

him unhappy?” Then, as her aunt 

would have touched her again, her dark 
eyes blazed. With folded arms she gazed 
into the other's face unflinchingly, and 

the elder woman cowered before her. 

“Why do you call me base born?” she 
inquired, her noble head neld proudly. 

“ You have no right to do so; surely the 

Ardleighs are as good as the Massingers 

by birth?” 
“The Ardleighs are, but do you belong 

to the family ?” 
“Uncle was my father’s brother.” 
“A myth, a fallacy. You are a creat- 

ure reared on charity, a nobody’s child, 

probably a gpysy woman’s offspring, as 
Denize has more than once told you. 
Now, perhaps, you can understand how 

unfit you are to mate with a race like the 
Massingers ; remember they belong to the 

proudest family in the county. 
“He loves me,” moaned Noreen, her 

hand on her poor, wounded heart. “Oh, 
he loves me! Aunt, unsay those words, 
I cannot believe you. Tell me I have no 
money — anything, but, oh, not that— 
not that.” 
“The time has come to tell you the 

truth, when you put yourself before Den- 
ize—it were cruel kindness to keep it 
from you.” 

Again the girl moaned “he loves me, 
oh, he loves me!” There were no tears 
now, her eyes were dry and burning, her 
face colorless. Some griefs are too deep 
for tears. 

“Love! What is that?—an ihfatnation 
for the moment. Do you fancy you are 
the first giri he has loyed? Supposing 
even he married you out of pity, what 
would come of it? He would hate you 

you for bringing the first stain on his 
spotless pedigree.” 

Every vestige of color died from the 
girl’s lips ; a piteous, imploring expression 
came into her dark eyes, as she continued 

to look intently at the woman who had 

uttered such cruel words, words that 

echoed jarringly in her ears, and filled 
her with a miserable anguish. Could it 
be true what she had just heard? Was 
she unfit to become the wife of the man 

she so passionately loved, and must she 
give him up? Her dream of happiness 
seemed to slip from her and leave her in 

a maze of trouble and bewilderment. 

“ Please leave me now,” she said at last, 
her young face set and stony, I begin to 
understand ; only first let my—your hus- 
band, tell me what you say is true, then 
I will do the thing you wish.” 

CHAPTER VL 

A uicHET summer hat floating amongst 
the lillies, the tiny impress of small feet 

beside the river, which rushed with rapid 
current through the Ardleigh estate, 
passed Kingscote, onward, swiftly fleeting 

towards the sea, carrying all before it; an 
empty room—a bed unslept on. What 
might these signs portend ? 

Sir Giles’ splendid bay carried him as 
on wing to Noreen at as early an honr as 

he trusted was convenient after the fatig- 
ues of the previous day. His face was 

radiant, for he had small fear of his be- 
ing unsucessful. As to Denize’s implied 
impartiality, he looked gpon that as folly; 

she was an out and out flirt, probably 
tiying to amuse herself at his expense. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

HE KEPT HIS PROMISE. 

“Now promise me,” said Mrs. McBride, 
as her husband went to the banquet, “that 
you will turn your wine-glasses upside 

down.” 
“I promise you,” he replied. 

When he returned, Mrs. McBride was 

waiting for him, and her very first\ques- 
tion was, “Did you turn your wine-glas- 
ses upside down as you promised you 
would ?” 

“Yes,” was the reply, in rather suspi- 

cious tones; “I turned em upside down 
a dozen times or more, m’ dear.” 

The suffering caused by biliousness is 
removed at once by Hawker’s liver pills. 

A CAUSE OF DYSPEPSIA. 
JO 

Too close and steady mental application 

draws to the brain the nervouse energy 
that should aid the stomach in the work 

of digestion. The result is dyspepsia or 
debility of the stomach, the latter organ 

being unable to convert food into health- 

ful nourishment. Students or profession- 
al men who have become sufferers through 

this cause will find a most effective 
remedy in Hawker's nerve and stomach 
tonic, which being a powerful aid to diges- 
tion, is a perfect blood and flesh-builder 
and nerve and brain invigorator. It 

meets the case exactly, and more effec- 

tively than any other remedy. The price 
is fifty cents per bottle or six bottles for 

$2.50. In some cases a single bottle has 
produced marvellous results, but a longer 

course will have a more pronounced and 

lasting effect. Thousands have endorsed 
this great remedy. 

GOT IT ON THE NECK. 

Attorney —I insist on _an answer to 
my question. You have hot told all the 

conversation. Iwantto know everything 

that passed between you and Mr. Jones 

on the occasion to which you refer. 
Reluctant witness —I've told yon 

everything of any consequence. 
“You have told me that you said to him, 

‘Jones, this case will get into the courts 

some day.” Now, I want to know what 
he said in reply.” 
“Well, he said: ‘Brown, there isn’t 

anything in my business that I'm asham- 

ed of, and ifany snoopin’ little yee-hawin’, 

four-by-six, gimlet-eyed shyster lawyer, 
with half a pound of brains and sixteen 

pounds of jaw, ever wants to know what 
I’ve been talking to you about yon can 
tell him the whole story.” : 

RELIEF IN 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 relief and cure this is 

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

LATEST FROM PUMKINVILLE. 

Cousin Josh (on a visit from Pumkin- 
ville, relating the local news) — An’ we 

are gettin’ a new English church built. 
Gladys — Indeed? High Church or 

Low? 
Josh — Can’t say, yit; they're on’y put- 

tin’ in the foundations, so fur. 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 

Mes. 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 crying with pain of Cutting Teeth, 
send at once and geta bottle of “Mgrs. 
WinsLow’s SoorHING SYRUP” for children 
teething. It will relieve the r 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 reduees Inflamation. Is 
pleasant to the taste. The po 
of one of the oldest and best female phy- 
gicians and nurses in the United States. 
Sold by all druggists throughout the 
world. 25cts per bottle. Be sure and ask 
for “ Mrs. WiNsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP.” 

Mrs. Goandness— What a lovely new 
home you have! It appears to be per- 

fect in every detail. 

Mrs. Howlingswell — Yes, it is indeed 
very nice, and we enjoy its comforts, but 
the architect made one serious blunder. 
Mrs. G.—Indeed! What was it? 
Mrs. H.— Why, it is not arranged so 

the neighbors can see our elegant new 
sideboard from the street. 

A Boo~N 170 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. 

Fond parent — Goodness how you 

look, child. You are soaked. Frankie — 
Please, pa, I fell into the canal. “ What, 

.with your new trouserson?” “I did'nt 

have time, pa, to take ‘em off.” 

THEY DO NOT DESPAIR. 

An utter loss of hope is not characteris- 

tic in consumptives, though no other form 

of disease is so fatal unless its progress is 
arrested by use of Scott’s Emulsion, which 

is Cod Liver Oil made as palatable as 

cream. 

Sait Paddy (eating green corn 
for the firs§ time) — Be jabers! Oi wish 

whoiver sewed this corn on the cob had 
pulled out the bastin’s. 

Tommy has a pop-corn ball and a pen- 
ny ; Frank a bag of peanuts. 

Frank. “Let's play store! You buy a 
penny’s worth of peanuts, ’n ’en I'll buy 

a penny’s worth of your pop-corn; ‘n‘en 
you can buy some more peanuts, 'n’ I can 
buy some more pop-corn, 'n ’ you — 
Tommy. “Yes, but ( cautiously ), but 

who'll have the penny, when everythin’s 
e'tup? 

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. 

At a recent banquet in Denver, given in 
honor of the women candidates for the 
Legislature a local wag offered this toast.— 

“To the women of the Colorado: God 
bless ‘em. Formerly our superiors; now 
our equals,” 

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. 

Simkins — What are you raising a 

beard for in this weather? 
Tompkins — Oh, just to keep out of a 

scrape. 

HEART D1sEASE RELIEVED IN 30 MINUTES. 

— All cases of organic or sympathetic 
heart disease relieved in 30 minutes and 
quickly cured, by Dr. Agnew’s Cure for 

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

“Papa,” said Johnny Snaggs to his 
male parent, “animals don’t cry, do they.?” 
“No, Johnny,” 
“Then what gre these muleteers we read 

about ?” . 

a i i TE ESE ae SE —————— 

CONSUMPTION 
is averted, or if too late to 

avert it it is often cured and 

always relieved by 

Scott's 

Emulsion 
the Cream of Cod~-liver Oil 

Cures Coughs, Colds and 

Weak Lungs. Physicians, the 
world over, endorse it. 

Don't be deceived by Substitutes: 
Boott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists, 60¢. & $l. 

Paines Celery 

Compound. 

DR. WILLIAMS’ 

PiNK PILLS, 

GRODER'S DYSFESIA SYRUP, 

Hawker's Tonic, 

HORSEFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE, 

Burdock Blood 

Bitters, 

Hood's Sarsaparilla, 
—ETC.— 

Physicians prescriptions carefully com- 

pounded at all hours of the day 
or night. 

TELEPHONE Store, 28; 
= Residence 15. 

W. H.CARTEN, 
DRUGGIST axp APOTHECARY, 

CoRNER QUEEN AND CARLETON Sts. 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

1831 THE CULTIVATOR {894 

Country : Gentleman. 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES, 
DEVOTRD TO 

Farm Crops and Processes, 

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dalrying, 

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol- 
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter- 
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire- 
side Reading, Domestic Economy, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
uvusually complete, and mach attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crojs,as throwing light i 
one of the most important of all gquestions—When 
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberally 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. |B 

IZ" To all New Bubsc ibers for 1894, paying in 
advance now, ve will send the pap r Weekly, from 
our ipt of the itt to January 1st, 1894, 
without charge. Speci Copies Free. Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 

Albany, N.Y. 

PLES. 
Any One Suffering’ from 
Any Form of ¢ PILES,” 

LIND, TCHING, or 
LEEDING, PROTUDING 

Can Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure. 

Address CC, H, 

FREDERICTON. Box 38. 

Wiley's - . BMULSION ... 
OF 

COD - LIVER - OIL. 

Gives Best Results. 

Purest and Best Materials 

used in Manufacture. 
Best Value for the Money. 
ets Readily taken by Children. 
bit No preparation equal to it, 

PRICE 
SOLD 

Everywhere 

The Best 

Preparation 

in the Market 

For Building up the System. 

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer 

196 Queen Street, Fredericton. 

INSIST 
Upon having Featherbone Corsets. 

Refuse all substitutes. 

See they are stamped thus: 

NE ER RR REAR 

PATENTED SEPT. 3rd, 1884. No. 20110. 

NONE ARE GENUINE UNLESS SO STAMPED. 

Always to the 

This season’s 

Now that the public 

universal. 

GRANBY RUBBERS 
front. 

goods finer than ever. 

is familiar with the excellent Quality 

Style, Fit and Finish of the Granby Rubbers, the demand is almost 
Everybody wants them. Every dealer sells them. 

Granby Rubbers Wear ILike Iron. 

Direct from the 
manufacturers, 
and for sale 
low whole- 
sale and 
retail 

by 
JAMES S. NEILL. 

SEND FOR SAMP.E COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news. 

paper, free from ional and obj ble mat 

ters, in both reading and advertising c¢plumns 

offering to the educated and inteliigent 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 Transcript 
Bixteen or more pages. 

Weekly Transeript- 
Publizhed Friday’s 

Address 

ROSTON TRANSCRIPT CO., 
824 Washington Street, Boston, Mass. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter 
——AND— 

TINSMITH, 
a c— 

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 Mechanical 

BELL HANGING. 

| founoeo 4 0. 
17/0 A 

A > 

Speaking Tubes, etc. 

pe OLDESy 
ps IN reer 

bss FY 5 
Dose 

Fredericton, N. B. 

ALSO AGENT FOR THE 

“Yost’ Type 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. 

TT: subscriber’s Farm at ft. Mary’s, near the 
Railway Btation, containing 500 acres, 100 of 

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

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

JOHN A. EDWARDS, 

Queen Hotel, 
Fton, April 9, 1892, 

Eave Just Received 

A 

McMURRAY & Co. 

CAR LOAD 
ee OF 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian... 
—_— AND —— 

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 

RROD 

Enjoy it 4 

But you will 

ES Have to ANNOUNCE | 

The date. 

Then when you 

do, have x 
Jr Done NicEL¥. 

WE REFER TO 

FINE 

JOB WORM. 
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 

<i 

edding 
INVITATIONS, 

Tags, 

Bill and 4 
) 

Letter 

Headings, 

Which you will require, and al- 

80 necessary to have print- 

ed cheaply yet in 

good order, 

Have it Done Attractive, 

SEND FOR PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

PRINTING AND PUBLISHING C0, 
Fredericton, N. B: 


