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POETRY. 

THE STOCKING SONG. 

Bupper is over, theshearth is swept, 
- And now, in the wood fire's glow, 
The children cluster to hear a tale 
Of the time so long ago. 

When grandmamma’s hair was golden 

brown, 
And the warm blocd came and went 

O’er the face that could scarce have been 

sweeter then 

Than now in its rich content. 

The brow is wrinkled and careworn now, 
And the golden hair is gray, 

But the light that shown in the young girl's 

eyes 
Has never quite gone away. 

And her needles catch the red fire's light, 

As in and out they go, 

With the clicking music that grandmamma 

loves, 

Shaping the stocking toe; 

And the waking children love it, too, 

For they know that stocking song 
Brings many a tale to grandmamia’s mind 

Which they shall hear ere long. 

But it brings no story of olden time 

To grandmama’s heart to-night — 
Only a parable, short and guaint, 

Is sung by the needles bright. 

‘Life is a stocking,” grandmamma says, 

‘** And yours is just begun; 

But I am knitting the toe of mine, - 

And my task is well-nigh done. 

‘With merry hearts we begin to knit, 

And the ribbing is almost play ; 
Some are gay colored, and some are white, 

And some are ashen gray. 

But the most are formed of many a hue, 
And many a stitch set wrong, 

And many a row to be sadly ribbed 
Ere the whole be fair and strong. 

There are long plain spaces without a 
break 

That in youth are hard to bear, 

And many a weary tear is dropped 

As we fashion the heel with care. 

But the saddest, happiest time is that 

Which we sigh for and yet would shut, 

When our Heavenly father breaks the 

thread 

And tells us our work is done.” 

The children come to bid good-night, 

With tears in their bright young eyes; 

While in grandmamma’s lap, with a broken 

thread, 

The finished stocking lies. 

SELECT STORY. 

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

Best," etc. 

CHAPTER VIII 

CONTINUED. 

To climb the rugged steps and turn the 

key in the rusty lock, was the work of a 
moment; he carried a lantern and held it 

high as he mounted the steep, spiral stair- 

case ; there was a ghostly clang about his 
footsteps as they echoed through the 

gloomy, vault-like corridors. 

Higher, higher he climbed, till he came 
upon the dark passage under the sloping 

roof, flanked by attic chambers, then, 

brave man though he was, he turned 
pale, for distinctly near him he heard the 

sound of a human moan, a low-drawn cry 

of agony. 

His heart stood still, his tongue clove 
to the roof of his mouth; he flung wide 

open the third door. Great heavens! 
what did he see in that darkened garret? 

On the floor, huddled together in a heap 

was a dark-skinned woman, who moaned 
feebly ; across her knees lay a girlish form 
in soiled white garments, a graceful figure, 

with sweet, dead-white face, that the 

closed eyelids, with their jetty fringes and 
blue-blask hair clustering round the 

marble brow, made still paler. 

His head was in a whirl ; sight failed 

him, but for that half-delirious moan it 
seemed his senses would have failed him 

altogether. He flung himself on his 

knees, he was wild with anguish. The 
dead girl's face resembled his young 
wife’s,whom years ago he had lain in her 

grave; the half-mad woman's, that of the 
faithful girl to whom the child had been 

entrusted. Was it not all to plain, his 

brother’s villainy? Too great a coward 

to commit murder, he had thrust them 
here to languish out a pitiful existence. 

Marchmont Ardleigh groaned in un- 
controllable agony, salt tears fell from his 

eyes on the tiny nerveless hand he held 
in his own. He would have called down 
bitterest curses on the wretched man, but 

the words died upon his lips; vengeance 
was in higher hands than his; retribution 

had come, only too justly,on the para- 
lysed creature breathing out his last mis- 

erable moments on his bed of down. 

* * * * 3 

Vaughan was beside himself with anx- 

iety ; he was fully persuaded, unless some- 
thing unforseen occurred, his beloved 
master, Sir Giles Massinger, would die. 

Blow upon blow seemed of late to have 
come upon this once lucky child of for- 

tune ; the last was the death of the beaut- 

iful gipsy girl, Zara, whom he had so 
fully persuaded himself was his lost Nor- 
een. 

She was laid in her grave amongst | 

the flowers, the graceful palm waving 
above her, the myrtle and arbutus, with 

their glistening leaves and fragrant blos- 
soms all around; deeply sorrowing, her 

friends had departed from the island. 
Only Sir Giles was left, growing paler 

and thinner day by day; he made no ex- 
ertion to live, he had no desire to return 

to his native land. Things were going 

on in this style, when one morning he re- 

ceived a telegram from his mother. It 
ran— 

“Return home at one. There is death 
at Ardleigh. News of Noreen.” 

He saw nothing but that one word, 
which burned into his brain. Her name 
go loved, so worshipped. His hands 
8hook as with palsy, his heart throbbed 

wildly as he sprang from his couch. 
“What does it mean? Surely she lis 

there,” he exclaimed, pointing towards 
the lovely cemetery. 

“I told you that was never Miss Nor- 

een, sir,” Vaughan answered respectfully ; 
“she’d have spoken some words of her 

native tongue before she died, had it 
been.” 

“Then this— what is it?” he said 

hoarsely, holding out the telegram, his 
finger still on that one name. 

“Don’t get excited, sir; it can only 

mean they’ve found the poor young lady’s 
body. But that’s a melancholy satisfact- 
ion.” 

“We will return home at once, Vau- 

ghan. There's a vessel departs for Eng- 

land tonight ; take berths at once.” 
“ Ah, sir! that’s spoken like yourself. 

A sight of the old home is worth all the 
foreign lands 1n the world.” 

CHAPTER IX. 

Tue lovely Kingscote woods were cov- 
ered with winter's rime; every branch 

and twig deliniated in nature’s diamonds, 

when Sir Giles entered his mother’s morn- 
ing-room. He had travelled with all 
speed to obey her summons and was eag- 
er for explanation. 

“My dear boy, how ill you look!” was 
her first remark. 

“Never mind me, mother,” he answer- 

ed with a short, weary laugh. “I want 

your news.” 

“Yon shall have it if you promise to 
take your breakfast, not without. 

He made pretence of enjoying what 
was set before him. 

Lady Massinger began— 

“Norris Ardleigh is dead and buried— 

you have heard that; also his brother is 

alive and returned home again.” 

“Geod heavens—no! His death must 
have been a great shock to you.” 

“In more ways than one. Oh! Giles, 

I wish I had never touched that man’s 
hand! Who would have given his smooth 
face credit for so base a nature?” 

Sir Giles tilted back his chair, regard- 

ing his mother with astonishment. She 
continued— 

“The colored woman is not dead. All 
these years he has had her incarcerated in 
a garret of the old, disused west wing of 

his own mansion. She has passed a mis- 

erable existence—fed on bread and water, 

taken to her by his own hands, when he 

thought of it—just as often forgotten ; im- 

prisoned because the faithfnl creature re- 
fused to pive up a treasure belonging to 

her nursling.” 
“ What was that?” 

“ A sealed bag of uncut diamonds, large 
and of the purest water, not to be opened 

till Noreen came of age. The woman 
concealed it, mistrusting Norris from the 

first ; she gave him only the golden nug- 

get, which was for the child’s mainten- 

ance during her minority. He guessed 
the woman's secret; she was drugged and 

robbed, and conveyed to her living tomb 

in the dead of night. Then came his 
sudden access of fortune. He had no 

scruples; looking upon the child as an 
orphan whom no one was likely to claim, 

he brought ber up-a a dependant, subser- 

vient to Denize, his own false heiress.” 
“This is a terrible story of a man so 

universally respected. How did you be- 
come acquainted with it?” 

“He confessed all before he died. His 
wife wrote for him—he attested.” 

“Then she knew of the crime?” 
“Undoubtedly.” 

“ And Denize ?” 
“Of late years, yes.” 

“What a trio! It is well that he is 
dead, or I should be tempted to punish 
him in my own way. They might at 

least have treated my poor girl better; 
they need not have grudged her my love.” 

“Denize had made up her mind to be 

mistress of Kingscote ; I foolishly fell in- 
to the snare and abetted her. You loved 

Noreen; after her cousin’s disappearance 
Denize dropped some remarks which 

filled me with a suspicion of foul play.” 

Sir Giles’ eyes dilated with horror, he 

grasped the table for support, leaning for- 
ware, he whispered hoarsely— 

“They did not murder her?” 

Lady Massinger shook her head. 
“Giles,” she said, and there was a 

strange tremor of eagerness in her voice, 
“if you could bring Noreen to me now, I 
I would joyfully welcome her as a daught- 

er. I would beg her forgiveness, that for 
an instant I preferred the cruel Denize, 

to one of her sweet character.” 
“Too late! too late!” he responded, 

huskily, “ we cannot recall the dead. The 

sea holds her in its arms, or she sleeps 
peacefully in hergrave at Los Palmas. All 

the same—she is lost to me. 

Lady Massinger looked hard at him. 
“Los Palmas, my dear boy! What is 

it you are saying?” 

She rose and went to him, throwing 
her around him in sweet motherly fasion. 

He told her of the Hungarian gypsy girl 
and his supposition. 

“No! no!” she exclaimed energetic- 
ally, then added, as she still kept one arm 

around him protectingly; “my boy, can 

you stand great happiness as you have 
born cruel sorrow ?” 

He started, growing red and pale in 

turns. Their eyes met; in hers there 
was an expression that stuck to his heart. 

“Mother, have you found her?” he 

gasped. 
“Yes, Noreen is found, Giles. She was 

almost dead when discovered, now she is 

rapidly gaining strength. She is a loving 
companion to her poor, crazy aunt, whose 

days are numbered, the light of her fath- 

er'’s eyes, the idol of the faithful creature 
whose life was almost sacrificed for her 

sake. Giles, she waits for you now; go 
to her, my boy.” 

And thus she quietly explained away 

all the strange mystery connected with 

Noreen’s disappearance, and her ultimate 
recovery. 

Very quietly his mother went from the 
room. 

* * * * * 

“ Noreen, Noreen, my little darling!” 

She flew to him hiding her flower-like 
face on his breast. 

“Father, Giles has come back to me,” 

she ejaculated. That was all, but it show- 

ed how eagerly she had been waiting for 
him, 

He pressed her soft lips with his own, 

unrebuked ; there was no fear now on her 
beautiful countenance. Together they 

walked towards the centre of the great 
morning room, where sat a stranger at a 

writing table. He was bronzed with the 

sun, for his adventures in foreign lands 
bad been manifold, laboring for his 
country as well as for wealth, yet it was 
plain he was an Ardleigh; he was Norris 
over again, only with type of physiogomy 
far more noble. 
Noreen was still clinging to her lover 

as the two men clasped hands; they gazed 
earnestly at each other. Her dark eyes 
full of love, noted the expression of satis- 
faction passing over each face as they sub- 
mitted to the scrutiny. 

“My daughter tells me who you are, Sir 
Giles; you are very welcome,” exclaimed 

the clder man. “Don’t rob me of my 
darling girl yet, Giles,” he went on ; “she 
is very young. After the sad doings at 
Ardleigh, we had better go away for 
awhile. Take him to Nadha now, my 
child. After all, she has been the great- 
est victim; her life has been one long 
sacrifice for your sake.” 
Dark-skinned, of nearly African type of 

countenance, Nadha’s face yet wore a very 
sweet expression. She was robed in rich- 
est silk, and reclined on soft cushions; 

golden ornaments she loved were about 

her arms and fingers; Noreen deemed 
nothing too good for her. She still suffer- 

ed from great weakness, but the doctors 
hoped for her ultimate recovery. 

Noreen threw her fair arms around her. 
“Nursie, this is my own dear lover,” 

she whispered. 

The woman shivered, for she pictured 

that terrible night,when fainting, Noreen 

had been thrust into the prison by her 
wretched uncle, when, with a harsh 

laugh, he had told ker to take her dead 
girl, and she had thought it was a corpse 
he gave her. 

“God bless you both!” she murmured. 

CHAPTER X. 

Five years of travelling in sunny lands, 
Sir Giles ever by his darling’s side, learn- 

more of her loving nature, seeing her 

grow daily more beautiful. It was a trial 
tor his constancy, but his love increased 

rather than diminished, watching her de- 

votion to her father, who had had so little 

of her society in all these years. 
They longed, yet dreaded, to return 

home once more. Marchmont Ardleigh 

loved the halls of Ardleigh, where his 

youth had been spent, but there was the 

memory of his brother and his duplicity. 
Noreen knew only too well of what he 

was thinking, when, after kissing her 
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fondly, he would turn away his head and 
stamp his foot impatiently. 
“Indeed, father, they were kind to 

me,” she would whisper, her soft cheek 
laid against his; it was only just at the 
last—ask Giles. Nadha forgives — she 
suffered most.” 

“This child is an angel, Giles. If I 
trust her to your care, you must be care- 
ful that she does not fly away.” 

“Trust me very soon,” laughed Sir 

Giles. “I really think I've served a long 
apprenticeship. #80 you have, my boy ; 
we'll ‘let the dead past bury its dead. 
There's happiness left in the world yet; 

the village bells shall ring out merrily 

for your wedding; Ardleigh has been shut 

up long enough. 

The village bells rang out right lustily be- 
fore the wedding ; they sent forth a joyful 

peal, when the bride and bridegroom 
elect entered the territory of their own 

domains. As the carriage passed the 

church, Noreen looked from the window. 
Right before her was the marble tomb, 

where slept her uncle and aunt, for Caro- 

line Ardleigh only survived her husband 
a few months. 

“We have heard news of Denize,” said 
Lady Massinger, later on, to Noreen ; they 

were sitting in the latter's boudoir, sip- 
ping chocolate, the girl divested of her 

travelling gear. 
“Oh, have you? Does she want any- 

thing? Isshe well?” 

“My dear child, what a lot of questions 

about a worthless object. She went off 
with Abel White, the gardener, as we sur- 

mised, the charming couple taking with 

them as much booty, in the way of jewels 
and money, as they could lay hands on 

with the proceeds, they, or he, I suppose, 
we must say, for it appears she’s found 
her master, bought a farm in the wildest 

part of Queensland. She was seen at the 
‘station,’ the only woman amongst a lot 

of rough men, waiting upon them, cook- 
ing their dinners, her husband taking her 

to task for her dilatoriness, laughing at 
what he called her affectation of fatigue.” 

“ Oh, poor Denize! ” exclaimed Noreen. 
“ What will she do?” 

“You are amply revenged, Noreen, and 
she has only got what she deserved.” 

“Dear Lady IMrssinger, I want not re- 
venge, I only care for love.” 

“You want the millenium, my dear, 

but that will not come yet.” 
The girl laughed softly. 

“I think it has come to me,” she said, 
her dark eyes luminous. 

* * * * * 

Such a bonny bride, such a proudly- 
happy bridegroom. The ancient village 
church was crowded to see the beautiful 

Miss Ardleigh married to the heir of 

Kingscote. It was in the time of roses; 
the church was a bower of scented blos- 

soms, the aisles a perfumed carpet for her 

dainty feet, and the frou-frou of her sheeny 
satin skirts. 

“My own love! yes, mine at last!” her 

husband whispered, as they left the 
church. 

Her eyes wandered to the marble tomb, 
whereon the roses lay in rich clusters, 

placed there by her hands the night be- 
fore. 

“Forgiven ? ” she asked, softly. 

“Forgiven now, dear, through the 
great love we bear each other; but, oh, 
my darling, let us put all thoughts of the 

past away from us. We have nothing to 

fear in the future. Noreen, are you glad 
to come to me?” 

“Need ] answer such a question ?” she 
replied, with a joyous little laugh. 

THE END. 

AMPLY IDENTIFIED. 

“I have no doubt, madam.” said the 

cashier, “that you are Mrs. Jykes, the 

person named on this draft, but the rules 

of the bank require that you must be id- 
entified by somebody known to us before 
I can cash the paper for you.” 

“I suppose I could go and hunt up 

some acquaintance,” replied the lady, 
“but I took it for granted you were suffi 

ciently familiar wiih my face to make 

such a formality unecessary. It has been 

in the public prints often. I am known to 
you by name, I presume, as a publicspeak- 

er and lecturer on social and political 
sub—" 

“I repeat, madam, that so faras I am 

personally concerned I have no doubt you 
are Mrs. Jykes, the well-known public 

speaker, but in business matters, as you 

must be aware, a banking house must be 

guided by established business prin—" 
“ When business principlesare contrary 

to established ruies of common sense,” 

interrupted the caller, impatiently, “what 

is the use of being guided by them? 
Bank drafts are drawn, sir,to facilitate the 

transaction of business. The theory is that 

banks are organized to serve as a means 
of promoting the rapid interchange of 

commodities, or rather the convertion of 

commodities into the circulating medium 
of the country, to the end that toil may 

meet its due reward without undue delay. 

But banks, sir, are conducted for the real 

purpose of enriching their proprietors. 
They are swift to take money in and slow 

to pay it out. They form but another 

link in the chain with which plutocracy 
is fettering the limbs of labor — another 

spadeful of earth on the mountain that 

crushes down into the ground the com- 
mon people! Banks, sir, are simply a 

part of the scheme through the operation 
of which the rich are growing richer and 

the poor are growing poorer. The mono- 
polists control the means of exchange and 

dictate to the workers the terms on which 

the workers may live. Like a hideous 
vampire the money power fattens on the 
life blood. of the people and——” 

“Madam,” said the cashier feebly, 
“ here’s your money.” 

THE PATRON'S PLATFORM. 

In view of the fact that the Patrons of 
Industry are to organize lodges of their 
order in New Brunswick shortly, their 

platform will be read with interest as 
follows : 

1. Maintenance of British connection. 
2. The 1eservation of the public lands 

for the actual settler. 

3. Purity of administration and abso- 
lute independence of parliament. 

4. Rigid economy in every department 
of the public service. 

5. Simplification of the laws and a gen- 
eral reduction in the machinery of gov- 
ernment. y 

The abolition of the Canadian Senate. 
7. A system of civil service reform that 

will give each county power to appoint or 
elect all county officials paid by them ex- 
cept county judges. 

8. Tariff for revenue only, and eo ad- 
justed as to fall as far as possible upon the 

luxuries and not upon the necessaries of 
life. 

9. Reciprocal trade on fair and equit- 
able terms between Canada and the world. 

10. Effectual legislation that will pro- 
tect labor, and the results of labor, from 

those combinations and monopolies which 
unduly enhance the price of the articles 

produced by such combinations or mon- 
opolies. \ 

11. Prohibition of the bonusing of rail- 

ways by government grants as contrary 
to the public interest. 

12. Preparation of the Dominion and 

Provincial voters’ lists by the municipal 
officers. 

13. Conformity of electoral districts to 
county boundaries, as constituted for 
municipal purposes, as far as the princi- 

ple of representation by population will 
allow. 

KILLS WITHOUT BITING. 

The cobra is believed to be the deadliest 
of all enakes. Ten thousand or more 

people lose their lives in India every year 
from its bite. This has gone on from 

time immemorial, and there appears to 

be no immediate prospects in putting a 
stop to it. Some of the peculiar characteris- 
tics of the cobra are that it rarely opens 

its mouth when striking, but actually 
gives a deadly blow without biting; it 
bites deliberately when in a state of ap- 

parent death from muscular contortion, 
and will then hang on like a bulldog, the 

venom flowing all the time into the 
wound in which its fangs are buried, un- 

til it drops at last from sheer exhaustion ; 
and it can squirt the venom from its 
fangs into a person’s eyes and thus blind 

him for a time at least. The cobra’s pois- 
on fangs project beyond the lower lip 

when it strikes, so that it can injure fat- 

ally without biting. 

For children’s coughs and colds Haw- 

ker's balsam of tulu and wild cherry is 
unequalled. It is the children’s favorite. 

She — Do you think the time will ever 
come when women will propose ? 

He—1I don’t see why it shouldn't. 
Suppose you proposed to me tonight and 

I said yes, what — 

She — Oh, Henry, this is so sudden? 

But never mind; it is just as well, and 
mother, I know, will be delighted. 

Revier 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. 

Colonel (to pretty nurse) — Whose baby 

is that — a pretty fellow ? Nurse — Why, 
sir, it’s your own little boy. Colonel —- 

Really ? My wife changes nurses so often 
that I don’t recognize my own flesh and 
blood. 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 

Mrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil- 
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth, 
send at once an! get a bottle of “ Mgs. 
WinsLow’s Soorw1NG Syrup” for children 
teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it, 
mothers, there is no mistake about it. It 
cures Diarrhea, 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- 
siclans 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.” 

I understand, said the detective, that 

you had a clew to the whereabouts of 
Crockles, the famous criminal ? 

Yes, replied the brother officer. 
slight one. 

What was it? 

A man came to me and said he was 

Crockles and wanted to give himself up 

because he was tired of eluding justice. 

What did you do? 
Nothing. He couldn’t prove his iden- 

tity. 

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. 
GEoRrGE Ross, Farmer 

Markham, Ont. 
Sold by W. Carten and Alonzo Staples. 

A 

Borax — My wife makes a little money 
go a long way these times. 

Samjones—So does mine, unfortunately. 

She's always subscribing for missions in 
Africa and Polynesia. 

THINGS TO REMEMBER. 

A cold in the head is the first cause of 
catarrh. 

Catarrh is an unhealthy disease and is 
often followed by consumption. 

Hawker’s catarrh cure positively cures 
catarrh, cold in the head and all catarr- 
hal troubles. 

Caller — Your master’s not at home, eh, 

Pat ? 

Pat —No, sir. He do be in th’ ould 
country these t’ree wakes, sor. 

Caller — Excuse me, Pat, but how is it 

that when your mistress is on this side of 

the water your master’s on the other, and 

vice versa? Is there any trouble between 
them ? 

Pat — None at all, sir; only they have 

agrade bechune em that they can live to- 
gither better whin they're apart. 

“How to Cure All Skin Diseases,” 

Simply apply “Swayne’s Ointment.” 

No internal medicine required. Cures 

tetter, eczema, itch, all eruptions on the 
face, hands, nose, &c., leaving the skin 

clear, white and healthy. Its great heal 

ing and curative powers are possessed by 

no other remedy. Ask your druggist for 
Swayne’s Ointment. 

What do you think of my new ball 
dress ? 

It seems to me more like a hunting cos- 
tume. 5 

I'd like to know why ? 

It is dear, and you are bare. 

Rbeumatism 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. 

His Wife — John, I hear that while I 
was away this summer you were out a good 
deal. John — Anyone who says that lies. 
I wasn’t out over $5 a night — er — what 
kind of a hat were you talking about ? 

A PROMINENT LAWYER SAYS: 

“I have eight children, every one is in 
good health, not one of whom but has 
taken Scott's Emulsion, in which my wife 
has boundless confidence.” 

{101d Wheeler — But why do you walk 
up this steep hill and push your bike ? 

Mr. Newman — Because the merciful 
man is merciful to his beast. 

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. 

Pater (entering suddenly) — What do 
you mean, sir, by thus embracing my 
daughter? Ethel, I am surprised. Ethel: 
(bravely) — So are we papa, dear ; so are 
we. 

Cause and effect; constipation is the 
cause of a host of diseases. Hawker’s 

liver pills cure constipation, thereby pre- 
venting its consequent ills. 
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WeakWomen 
and all mothers who are nursing 
babies derive great benefit from 
Scott's Emulsion. This prepara- 
tion serves two purposes. It 
gives vital strength to mothers 
and also enriches their milk and 
thus makes their babies thrive. 

Scott’s 

mulsion 
is a constructive food that pro- 
motes the making of healthy 
tissue and bone. It isa wonder- 
ful remedy for Emaciation, General 

Debility, Throat and Lung Complaints, 
Coughs, Colds, Anaemia, Scrofula and 
Wasting Diseases of Children. 
Send for Pamphlet on Scott's Emulsion, Free. 

Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. & $1, 

Fine Flavoring Extracts, — 

—PREPARED BY OURSELVES.— 

. 

Fiao Salad Gil, 

Lime Juice, 

Perfumes, 

Sponges, 

Hair and Tooth Brushes in 

Great Variety. 

R. T. MACK & CO, 

(OPPOSITE CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON. 

1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1895 

Country © Gentleman. 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES, 
DEVOTxD TO 

Farm Crops and Processes, 

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying, 
S 

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol- 
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse aud Grapery, Veter- 
iuvary Replies, Farm Questions und Answers, Fire- 
side Reading, Dcmestic Economy, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. 1ts Market lleports are 
unusually complete, and much attenticn is paid to 
the Prospects of th: Crops, as throwing light upen 
one of the most important of all guestions—When 
to Buy and When to 8e!l. 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 

our 

Club Rates for 1895. 

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. [0 

Ten Subscriptions do. do. [5B 

IF" To all New Fubss ibers for 1895, paying in 
advance now, ve will s«nd the pap r Weekly, from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. &j-esimnen Copies Free. Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishes, 

Albany, N. Y. 

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

LIND, TCHING, or 
LEEDING, PROTUDING 

Oan Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure. 

Address ©, MH. 

FREDERICTON. Box 38. 

Scales! Scales! 
19 BY Family Scales, 12 doz. Wheel heads, 

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

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

Wiley's . . EMULSION ... 
OR 

COD - LIVER - OIL. 

Gives Best Results. 

Purest and Best Materials 

used in Manufacture. 

Best Value for the Money. 
ets Readily taken by Children. 
bmi 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. 

COMFORT 
IN - CORSETS 

Can only be obtained by wearing 
No. 391 “ Improved All-Feather- 
bone Corsets.” No side steels to 

§ break, hurt or rust. 

TRY A PAIR. 

All First-class Dry Goods Houses Sell Them. 

2 

GrANBY RUBBERS 
Always to the 

This season’s 

front, 

goods finer than ever. 

Now that the public is familiar with the excellent Quality 

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

Granby Rubbers Wear I_ike Iron. 

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 a 

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. 
SEND FUR SAMPLE COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news. 

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 

ters, in both reading and advertising columns 

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 Transcript 
Published Friday's 

Address 

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO., 
324 Washington Btreet, B » Mass. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 
PE — 

Plumber, Gas Fitter, 
———AND—— 

TINSMITH, 

Would inform the people of Fredericton 

and vicininity, that he has re- 

sumed business on Queen 

Street, 

Opp. County Court House. 

Where be is prepared to fill all orders in 
above lines, including 

Electrica: end Kechanical . 

BELL HANGING. 

Speaking Tubes, etc. 

| FounoeD 4 0. cotbesy | 
1710. 4 (FICE py URELY He 

\\Me, S I" wong Te 
DIE 

LONDON 

A. S. MURRAY, Agent, 

Fredericton, N. B. 

ALSO" AGENT FOR THE 

“Wost’” Type Writer. 

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

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

March 4, 1893. 

Farm for Sale. 
TS subscriber'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, 

Queen Hotel, 
F’ton, April 9, 1892, 

McMURRAY & Co. 

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN 

EHave Just Received 

A 

WA 

with BORDERS to match. 

[= Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 

Variety at the Lowest Prices. 

CAR LOAD 
ae 

LL PAPERS, 
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. 

paper 

No Agents. 

McMurray & Co. 

IT WiLL 

COME 

\ERTBODY 

Enjoy it! 

But you will 

Have to ANNOUNCE 

The date. 

ZS 

Then when you 

do, have 

Jt Done NICELY. 

WE RIFER TO 

FINE 

J06 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 

the same. 

delivery of 

WHY TAKE A 

“SLOP” BILL 
When you can get one 

neat and attractive for 

the 

SAME PRICE 

that it will cost you for 

one gotien up in any 

INVITATIONS, 

Tags, 

Bill and 

Letter 

Headiugege 

Which you will require, and al- 

so necessary to have print- 

ed cheaply yet in A 

good order, 

Have it Done Attractive. 

SEND FOR PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

PAINTING AND PUBLISHING 
Fredericton, N. B: 


