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POETRY. 

MR. PETERS’ CITY RELATIONS. 

I don’t know how it is, but I don’t seem to 

get on well, 

With them o’ my relations that down in 

the city dwell— 
Except when summer's comin’, or when 

summer's really here : 

Them times they sort o’ treat me like as 

though they held me dear, 

"Nd through July ‘nd August, I most gener. 
ally sees 

A half a dozen of '’em here beneath my el- 

lum trees. 

But when it comes to winter, when there's 

nothin’ much to do, 

"Nd Igo down to see them in the town a 

week or two, 

You'd think the way they look at me,they’d 

never heard my name, 
Or that I'd brought upon 'em all, some ever- 

lastin’ shame. 

Why, 'long about last New Year's time, I 

happened in one night 
When they was havin’ dinner, and you'd 

thought I was a blight. 

My cousin's wife, she got as red as any 

healthy beet, 

‘When I declined some oyster cakes 'nd ast 

for solid meat— 

Though I remember mighty well at my 

place last July, 

She turned her back on roast corn’ beef 'nd 

made a meal on pie. 

’Nd just because I asta dude they had at 
there meal, 

If he was Mary Anne's young man, ‘ Maree’ 

began to squeal. 

It ain't thelr hearts that's wantin’, they're 
affectionate enough ; : 

They show that when they come to me 

when city heat gets tough, 

It’s in the brain—and after all, I ain’ a bit 

surprised. 

"By just one week of city life, I'm nearly 

paralyzed, 

Nd all their little queerneses had ought to 

be set down, 

I think‘ to that unnat’ral life they lead 

down there in town. 

—Carlyle Smith in Harper's Bazaar. 

SELECT STORY. 

A TREVOR COURT TRAGEDY. 

CHAPTER VII. 

FROM TRIVIAL CAUSES, GIANT ISSUES SPRING. 

CONTINUED. 

It was not long before she, as well as 

the rest of Gateley Regis, knew all. Sud- 
denly the news burst like a thunder-clap 

upon the village, that Oliver West had 
been arrested for the murder of Sir Philip 
Trevor. 

After the Derings had left the cottage, 
Miss Amelia Plowman engaged Ellen, 

their maid, as housemaid at the vicarage. 

She was incompetent and stupid; but 
with the instinct of a born scandal-mong- 
er, Miss Plowman knew that by pumping 

the girl, a good many trifling particulars 

might be elicited, toothsome and racy, to 
recount confidentially to intimates at 

* afternoon tea. Her manceuvre had a 
strange and startling result. 

Ellen’s manner was so odd that it at 
once attracted the notice of her lynx-eyed 
mistress. - She was distrait and forgetful 

by turns sullen or bursting into hysterical 
tears when rebuked. When anyone 

spoke to her, she started and turned pale, 
and ‘she did not eat enough to keep a 
sparrow alive’—at least, so the cook, a 

sour woman of forty, reported. Her ex- 
perience of ‘ young galls’ led her to think 
this an alarming sympton. 

“She sobs and talks to herself at night, 

so ds one can’t get a wink of sleep. It's 
my opinion there’s something on her 

, mind, and I sez to myself, m’m, as youn 
ought to know,” she added. 

Miss Plowman said nothing. But some 

days after, calling the girl into the study, 
she subjected her to a severe cross-exam- 
ination, backed up with hints of the most 

awe-spiring kind, of the fate awaiting 
liars and those who by concealing any- 
thing defeated the ends of justice. 
At first Ellen was obstinately dumb. 

Then suddenly she muttered, as she cast 
down her eyes and twisted her apron 
with hot, nervous fingers— 

“Do you mean as how they would hang 
me, if I know’d who killed somebody and 
didn’t tell of them?” 

“It is very probable,” said Miss Plow- 
man, who held the convenient doctrine 

that occasionally the end justified the 
means, and so quieted her conscience for 

this enlargement of the truth. “I cannot 

waste more time on you Ellen. However, 
you know best if you have anything to 
fear. If so, I advise you as a friend, to 
make a clean breast of it; discovery must 

come sooner or later, and then——" Tight- 
ly closing her lips, and looking as if El- 
len’s last hour had come, Miss Plowman 
left the room. 

Ellen could bear the strain no longer. 
That night, with floods of tears, and 
many incoherent, wild entreaties not to 
be given up to the police, she told her 
master and mistress of the words she had 
overheard Oliver West say, when trying 

to rouse Miss Dering from her swoon— 
his vow of vengeance againt Sir Philip 

Trevor, coupled with his threat to take 
his life. 

“Why did you not confess all this be- 
fore Ellen,” said the vicar sternly. 
Though a mild, absent-minded man, 

who rarely interfered in parochial squab- 
bles, and depreciated the meddlesome 
bent of his sister, he was roused from his 
apathy by so extraordinary a disclosure. 
“Because I dar’sent. My Aunt Han- 

nah, who lives long o’ Dr. West, she .and 
my uncle, when I told them, said I was 
making up a pack of lies—that I dreamed 
it, and nobody wouldn’t believe me if I 
spoke out, and I should very likely get 
into trouble for doing so. They threat- 
ened, if I said anything, they wouldn’t 
leave me a farden, and they’ve no child- 
ren and a good bit in the bank. Mother 
and father would ha’ limbed me if I got 
wrong with uncle and aunt—as it is they 
will, I expect. Lor! whatever will be- 

come of me? But I couldn’t keep it no 
longer,” the wretched girl whined abjectly, 
The vicar sighed. He had outlived 

the youthful illusions with which he 
came to Gateley Regis, his first and only 
parish ; and was only too well acquainted 
with the peculiar code of rustic morality. 

Contrary to his sister, who had voted 
the ‘doctor ‘a stuck-up popinjay,’ as soon 
as she discovered that, unlike his prede- 

cessor, old Mr. Berriam, he had a distaste 

for weak tea and scandal, John Plowman 

had always liked Oliver West. 
Not only liked, but respected him for 

his uprightness and candour, and the 

many secret acts of kindness and charity 
which had somehow come to the vicars 

ears, 

Elien’s revelation was a blow indeed ; 

but though again cross-examined and 

seriously impressed with the necessity for 
strict truth, he could not shake her testi- 
mony. 

In fact, as he sadly owned, the motive 
for the crime was only too clear. Jeal- 
ousy, which poisons the noblest natures, 
had driven Oliver mad—in a moment of 
passion, he had taken his rival's life. 
What had seemed strange at the in- 

quest was plain now. And eo, alas! was | 
his own duty ; the result of which is al- 

ready known. 

Before another night fell, Oliver West 

lay in prison charged with having com- 
mitted the murder at Trevor Court. 

CHAPTER VIII 

SENTENCED TO DEATH. 

“AND may the Lord have mercy on 

your soul!” 
The words in all their solemnity, fell 

terrible, awe-inspiring, on a silence the 

most profound. 
It was Ilford assizes, and the court was 

crowded with a dense mass of people, 
packed from floor to ceiling with human 
beings, their eager, excited faces all bent 

in one direction ; whose hearts throbbed 

with that strange cruelty and curiosity 
which, centuries ago, brought thousands 

to the amphitheatre to- see brave men 

butchered for a moment's sport. 

But this time, it was only one man up- 

on whom all eyes were turned. : 

The prisoner at the bar stood as though 
carved out of marble. His stern, acqui- 

line face neither blanched nor moved a 

muscle, even when the summing up of 

the judge showed all too plainly what 

‘the verdict must be. Only once had his 
strange, far-off gaze given place to a flush 

of recognition—an inexplicable expres- 
sion, fading as quickly as it came. 

It was when Kathleen Dering, the 

pale shadow of her former self, clad in 

deep mourning, stood in the withess box. 

A bitter pang passed through the heart, 
which for her sake, would soon cease to 

beat. Had his sacrifice been in vain? 

Not quite. The councel for the crown 

was chivalrous and impressible—a well- 

known admirer of the fair sex, though at 
middle age, a bachelor still. 

His cross-examination was courteous 
and marked by no unnecessary harrowing 

of the witness’ feelings; all it elicited, was 
the fact damaging to Oliver, that the two 

men had been rival suitors for her hand. 
Every word that Kathleen uttered, was 

drawn from her in terror lest she should, 

by some unconscious answer to this close 
questioning, help to imperil Olivers life. 

She suffered agonies of mind until they 
allowed her to go. 

After the doctor’s arrest, the will, dated 
the day of the murder, bequeathing all to’ 

Miss Dering, was found upon him. It 

was produced in court, where it deepened 

the adverse impression against the prison- 

er, as did the evidence, given unwillingly 
enough, by his servants, of the strange- 
ness of their master’s manner on the even- 
of the tragedy. 

Their attempt to screen Oliver, by try- 

ing to make Ellen suppress what she 
knew, also did more harm than good, and 
Robert's vehement assertion that he 

‘knew the girl was telling lies,’ availed 
nothing against Oliver's own statement, 

that he had really used the words repeated. 
The counsel appointed by the crown 

for the defence, groaned inwardly. His 

was a thankless task. Dr. West had re- 

fused to employ an advocate in his own 
behalf, and simply pleaded not guilty. He 

would give no particulars, he affirmed or 
denied nothing. The chain of circum- 

stantial evidence was never more firmly 
riveted about a man’s neck, and through 
the length and breadth of the land, for 

the case from its peculiar nature excited 
great attention, the belief was universal 
that Oliver West was the murderer of 
Sir Philip Trevor. 

The lame defence, that the prisoner 
had killed his rival in a fit of temporary 
insanity, fell to the ground. The will 

drawn up with terse simplicity, but abso- 
lute clearness, on the very day of the 

fatal deed, forbade that theory, which in- 
deed there was not a shred of truth to 

support. Hence the trial, as all foresaw, 
had ended in a verdict of ¢ guilty ’ against 
Oliver West. 

And of all the vast concourse who had 
assembled that afternoon to gaze on the 

shame and agony of a fellow creature, it 

was strange that none seemed so calm, so 
little moved as the prisoner at the bar. 

Did he even smile, sadly, as he bowed 
his head to the judges decree, without 

speaking ? 

Some thought so; others said that a 
look of relief, which was almost gladness, 
lit up the stern-lined face, as his glance 
fell for an instant on the opposite side of 
the court. Amongst others, Kathleen 
Dering sat there, her handkerchief over 

her eyes, as heavy sobs shook her frame. 
No one heeded her, the excitement was 
too intense. All attention was centred 

on the man who met his fate, well as he 
deserved it, almost like a hero. 
There were none present who forgot that 

moment, nor the strange scene which 
followed. 

The two wardens were about to remove 
the prisoner, when a shrill cry rang 
through the court—a cry which made ev- 
ery heart stand still—and even startled 

Oliver out of his icy calmness. 

“Stop ! in Heavens name, I implore you ! 
T he prisoner 8 innocent ! ”’ 

A noise was heard of tramping feet, 
cries and vociferations, penetrating above 

the hubbub of the crowd. The calls for 
order were in vain, and a man and wom- 

an, accompanied by a police constable, 

forced their way with difficulty through 
the mass. 

They handed a paper to the clerk of 
the court, who in turn gave it to Oliver's 
counsel. 

The judge then read it, during the si- 
lence now restored, for the multitude was 

speechlesss with curiosity as to what this 
by-play meant. 

The result was stranger than any of 

them dreamed. Fresh evidence had 
come to light regarding the tragedy at 
Trevor Court. 

The sentence on the prisoner was there- 

fore postponed until the matter had been 
thoroughly sifted. 

And with tbis, until the morrow, all 
had to be content. 

For the first time a look of terrible un- 

easiness displeased the prisoner's set 
calmness. Instead of being relieved at 
the unexpected turn matters had taken, 

he gave one swift, despairing glance again 
at Kathleen Dering. : 

What he saw, surprised him beyond 
measure, 

Instead of the hunted, agonized ex- 
pression of a criminal brought to bay at 

last, Kathleen looked almost happy ; the 
color had returned to her white, wan 
cheeks, and he could have declared that 

she smiled at him as he left the court. 
His brain was in a whirl. What could 

it all mean ? 
* * * * * * 

“(Call Lady Trevor.” 

Like an electric shock, the words vi 
brated through the densely-packed court. 

If the excitement had been great the 

day before, it was as nothing to what was 
felt now. An audible murmur ran 
through the crowd —every neck was 
stretched forward, every eye strained eag- 
erly to scan the features of the woman 

who stood arraigned, by her own confess- 
ion, as the perpetrator of the crime at 
Trevor Court. 
Lady Trevor? Who could it be? Sir 

Phillip’s mother had died years back ; his 

uncle had never married. 

The silent query on every lip was soon 

answered by the woman who stood there 
pale, defiant, gazing on the multitude 

with fierce, sunken, black eyes. She had 

been handsome once; but her features 

were coarse and swollen, and her com- 
plexion had the livid, unhealthy tinge al- 
ways telling its owh tale. 
“You are wrong there,” she began with 

a harsh laugh, chilling everyone with re- 

pulsion. “My name is not Lady Trevor, 

but Maraquito Lopez. Yes,”—as a look 

of surprise dawned on every face, and a 
gray-haired, shabby little man, who sat 

near her started and muttered something 
under his breath,—Lady Trevor is the 
name that I have borne for the last ten 

years. Even Dr. Bell, under whose 
charge I have been for so long, hears the 

truth now for the first time. I do not 
know that I should have ever told it, save 
for the accidental discovery that the only 

person on earth to whom I owe a debt of 
gratitude, was to suffer for my crime.” 

She paused for a moment. There was 
dead silence in the court. Kathleen Der- 

ing looked across at Oliver West. His 

gaze was fixed with intensity on the wom- 
an, Maraquita Lopez. As she spoke, a 

faint light struggled in on the darkness of 
memory. He believed that he had seen 

her before. 
“I will tell you the whole story,” she 

continued, in answer to the formal quest- 
ions of the counsel. “ When, long ago, I 

met and loved Philip Trevor, my husband 

Pepito Lopez, was still living, thongh I 

passed on the stage as a single woman. 

“We were only married for a few 
months, when I found out the brutal, de- 

praved nature of the man to whom I was 

pledged, and I refused to live with him, 

making him a handsome allowance out 

of my earnings to be silent as to the tie 
which bound us. He agreed readily 

enough, his marriage with me being from 

mercenary motives only. 

“Even when he heard indirectly of my 

infatuation for the handsome Englishman, 
whom I imagined the soul of honor and 

chivalry—blind fool that I was!—he rath- 

er rejoiced than not, as he made me 

double the hush-money I was paying 
him to keep out of the way. 
“I went through the form of marriage 

with Philip Trevor, as in the flush of his 

boyish passion, he insisted on it, and 

was almost happy for a time. Alas! I 
soon discovered that, though Sir Philip 
lacked outwardly the coarse brutality of 
Pepito, my second venture was little bet- 
ter than the first. The man who had 

been my ardent lover, soon became callous 
and cold. When his passion had burned 

itself out, he railed a hundred times at 
his folly in tying himself to a woman 
whose beauty was fading, who was his in- 

ferior in birth and education ; he tortured 

me in a thousand ways till my heart and 
brain were on fire.” 

She paused an instant, breathing heav- 
ily, her fierce eyes flashing in tumult at 

the memories that were recalled to her 
mind. 

“Alas! I loved him still. As a dog 
will lick the hand which beats it, I abased 
myself to the dust to retain his favor. My 

secret was my own, and I hugged it to my 

breast, fancying that as long as Philip 
imagined I was legally his wife, he would 
not desert me utterly. Vain hope! To 

drown my misery, I became slave to a 
vice which sapped my reason. Enraged 
by jealousy, and maddened by the stimu- 

lants I had long taken secretly, one day I 
attempted to stab my husband, for such I 

had ever regarded Philip Trevor. Pepito 
Lopez had been killed in a gambling 

brawl some time back, but as Philip never 
knew of his existence, this made no differ- 

ence in the relations between us. My 

rash act gave him a loophole he had been 
seeking for some time ; to release himself 

from my hated presence, though he could 
not sever the tie that bound us. When I 
came to my senses, I was wild with re- 

morse and shame. Phllip pretended to 
forgive me, and said he would take me to 
England, where we would begin a new 
life together and forget the past. By a 
stratagem, he induced me to accompany 

him to a house at Ilford, saying Trevor 

Court was not quite ready to receive us. 
Tired with my journey, I slept heavily, 
waking late the next day to find Philip 
gone, and myself in the charge of Dr. 

Bell, whom you see here.” 
All eyes were turned on the doctor, 

who, in answer to the counsel’s questions, 
took up the thread of Maraquita Lopez's 
story. 

“It is true that Sir Philip Trevor placed 

this unfortunate lady under my care, as 
she has stated. No, I am not a native of 
this place. I made the baronet’s acquaint- 
aintance through an advertisement, stat- 
ing that a medical man was required for a 

patient suffering from dipsomania, leading 
to occasional intervals of insanity. The 
terms offered were high, certainly,” with 

a slight cough of embarassment behind 
his dry, bony hand, “but not too high for 
the responsibility, a great one. Sir Philip 

required that I should take charge of the 
patient away from his own establishment 

but near enough for him to be aware at 
once, if necessary, of any change in her 
state of health, and to be sure of her safe 

custody. A house belonging to him, on 
the outskirts of Ilford, was furnished for 

us, and with the assistance of a respect- 
able, married couple, accustomed. to such 

cases, I there received Lady Trevor, for 
until to-day I always imagined my patient 
to be Sir Phillip’s wife. 

“ All went well, until one day, a highly 
important matter of business required my 

absence from home. My servants seemed 
thoroughly trustworthy ; there appeared 

no risk in leaving the patient for two 
days in their charge. It was a terrible 

mistake. Lady Trevor managed to elude 

their vigilance and escaped. They sought 
her in vain for the greater part of two 

days, trembling with terror at the thought 
of my wrath at their neglect, and were 
just aboutdo telegraph to me, when to 

their unspeakable relief she returned to 
the house, travel-stained, moody and 

silent, refusing to give any account of how 

she had passed the intervening time.” 

The doctor turned paler as he continued. 
“My housekeeper and her husband 

finally agreed to keep the whole thing a 
secret from me ; Lady Trevor they knew 
was safe. Regarding me as her jailer, 

she always maintained a cold, disdainful 
silence towards me; and as I knew that 

she cherished a revengeful anger against 
her husband, for having caused her in- 

carceration, I was somewhat surprised by 

the excess of agitation she displayed, 
when I acquainted her, as in duty bound, 

with his tragic fate. Her subsequent con- 
fession was, and is still almost incredible 
to me. That is why I brought her here, 

that its truth may be sifted, and an inno- 
cent man, if possible, cleared.” 

Dr. Bell sat down, and Lady, or rather 

Maraquita Lopez,was further interrogated 
by the counsel for the crown. A sensat- 
ion was caused by her pointing at some- 
one in the body of the court, who had 
slouched his hat over his eyes and shrunk 
back as far as possible as soon as he had 
recognized her. It was Job Hearn, the 

carrier, : 

“There isthe man who found me on 

the moor and took me to Trevor Court. 
I hid in the shrubbery, and seeing a light 
through an open window, I cautiously 
stole towards it. The servants were lay- 
ing the table for dinner ; I saw the glitter 

of the glass and cutlery, and an evil 
thought came into my mind. At last; it 
seemed an eternity, both men went out 

of the room together. I glided in noise- 
lessly, and snatching up a knife from the 

table, hid myself behind the tapestry. 
[To BE CONTINUED. ] 

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 Cure for 

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

Hawker’s Pills are an unfailing cure for 

biliousness and sick headache. 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 
‘Mes. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil- 
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at or.ce and get a bottle 
of “ Mrs. 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 Diarrhea, lates the Stom- 
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and 
gives tone and energy to the whole system. 
* Mrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING Syrup” for 
children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen- 
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug- 
gists throughout the world. Be sure and 
ask for “Mgrs. WINsLOWS SooTHING 
Syrup.” 

EVIDENT. 

A student at a medical college - was un- 

der examination. The instructor asked 
him: : 

Of what cause, specifically, did the peo- 

ple die who lost their lives at the destruc- 
tion of Herculanaeum and Pompeii ? 

I think they died of an eruption, sir, 
answered the student. 

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 imme« ‘ately. 

If you want quick relief and cure this is 
your remedy. For sale by W. Catten 

and Alonzo Staples. 

Youngster (aged five, to his sister) —1I 

know more’n you do. I know where all 

the places in the world are. Sister — Oh, 
Henry ! what a story ; you don’t. Henry 

—1I do then. They're in the Geography 

book and I'm sitting on it. ] 

LATE ENGLISH NEWS. 

‘Word comes from Liverpool, Eng., that 
the agents of the Hawker Medicine Co., 
of St. John, N. B, as a result of the intro- 

duction of the Hawker remedies in the 
neighboring cities and counties are over- 
whelmed with orders for fiesh supplies of 

these great health giving remedies. Their 
success in England is as phenomenal os 

in Canada. No greater proof of merit 
could be presented, to the public. 

PROVIDENTIAL. 

I'm sorry to hear, John, that you’ve lost 

your wife. But is it true you had no doc- 
tor? 

Aye. It cam aboot this waye: a fort- 

nicht syne, I was ill and gaed tae the doc- 

tor. He gied me a bottle, but when I wan 

hame I was better, so I didna use it. 
When the wife took sick, I gied her the 

draught, and she died by mornin’! Isn’t 
.it a mercy I didna tak’ it mysel’? 

A Boo~N To 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 Roes, Farmer 

Markham, Ont. 

Sold by W.Carten and Alonzo Staples. 

Ethel Blushed.— Tommy — Yes, cats 
can see in the dark, and so can Ethel; 

’cause wheh Mr. Wright walked into the 
parlor when she was sittin’ all alone in 
the dark, I heard her say to him, Why, 

Arthur, you didn’t get shaved today. 

OPEN AS DAY. 

It is given to every physician, the for- 
mula of Scott’s Emulsion being no secret; 

but no successful imitation bas ever been 

offered to the public. Only years of ex- 

perience and study can produce the best. 

A LONG-FELT WANT. 

Fakir — Here you are, gentlemen ; the 
greatest invention of the age. 

Passenger (stopping to listen) — What 
isit? : 
Fakir — A magnetized keyhole plate for 

steel key from a distance of two feet. All 
you have to do to find the keyhole is to 
take out your key and hang on to it. 

(Three men were injured in the crowd 
that gathered to buy). 

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 removes 

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. 

She (in affiright) — Oh, Tom, why do 
you make such awful faces at me? He 

(contritely) —I can’t help it, my dear. 
My eyeglasses are falling off and I don’t 
want to let go of your hands. 

1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1894 
—AND— 

Country : Gentleman, 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES, 
. DEVOTED TO 

Farm Crops and Processes, 

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying, 

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol. 
cgy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter- 
inary Replies, Farm Questions und Answers, Fire- 
side Reading, Domestic E » and a su 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
uuusually complete, and mach attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crops, as throwing light up: n 
one of the most important of all guestions—W hen 
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberally Illustrated 
and by R i nlar t, ins more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
$2.50 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Reduction 
in our 

Club Rates for 1894. 
Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 
Six Subscriptions do. do. [0 

Ten Subscriptions do. do. [5 
I" To all New Bubsc:ibers for 1894, paying in 

advance now, we will send the pap: r Weekly, from 
our receipt of the i , t0 J. v 1st, 1894, 

Bpecimen Copies Free. Addres without charge. 

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

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news. 

paper, free from tional and objectionable mat 

ters, in both reading and advertising columns 

offering to the educated and intelligent public, the 

most instructive und 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., 
824 Washington Btreet, Boston, Mass. 

front doors. It will attract an ordinary | 

oom == 

Physic: 
the ny over, endorse it; 
babies and children like the 
taste of it. Weak mothers 
respond readily to its nour- 
ishing powers. 

Scott's Pr ares Sat 

Emulsi BY ar A fo 

the Cream of Cod-~liver Qil, 
is the life of the blocd, the 
maker of sound flesh, solid 
bones and lung tissue, and 
the very essence ¢f nourishment. 

Don't bis daosiyod by Si 
Scott & Bowne, Bellovillo. All Druggists, (0c. & 81. 

VIGOR or MEN 
Easfly, Quickly, Permanently Restored. 

= — 

) THETRIUMPHOFLOY 
Weakness, Nervousness, Debility, 

and all the train of evils from early errors or 

later excesses, the results of overwork, sick- 

ness, worry, etc. Full strength, development 

and tone given to every organ and portion of 

the body. Simple, natural methods. Imme- 

diate improvement seen, Failure impossible. 

2,000 references. Book, explanation and 

proofs mailed (scaled) free. 

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo, N.Y, 

Sheet Zinc and Flour Sifters. 
Cass Sheet Zinc, 3 casks Flour Sifters (patent) 

3 1 case Loosepin Butts assorted sizes. 
12 boxes Family = cales, just right for this season 

of the year. 
1 case 8led-shoe Bolts. 
6 boxes Wroueht iron Nuts. 
4 cases Carpenter’s Planes 
6 cases Barn Lanterns. 
2 barrels Lantern Globes. 
1 barrel Rtrop and T Hinges. 

24 doz. Bhee'-ivon Yous for cooking stoves. 
8 doz Tin Boiler . 
3 doz. Steamers. 
Just to hand 

SHOVELS. 
UST 1eceive | 25 Bundles Bteel Bhovels long and 
short handles. 

R, CHESTNUT & 8)NS. 

R. CEESTNUT & SONS. 

Wiley's i 

CoD - 

Gives Best Results. 

Purest and Best Materials 

used in Manufacture, 

Best Value for the Money. 
1% Readily taken by Children. PRICE 

SOLD 

Everywhere 

. EMULSION ... 
—_— OF —— 

LIVER - OIL. 

The Best 

Preparation 

in the Market 

No ‘preparation equal to it, 
For Building up the System. 

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer 

166 Queen Street, Fredericton. 

INSTANT 

CROCKERY MENDER. 

Mends Solid as a Rock. 

YHIS preparation will mend anything that is 

1 gg on will hold like grim death, and is 

p onounced by experts to be the greatest article ever 

invented for the purpose. It will cement Leather, 

Wood, Crockery, (lassware, Iron, and ever) thing 

else. Grockers ov Glussware mended with it will 

never break In the same place, but 
will be found stromger than before. It is of great 

value for mending Furniture and ig tips on 

Bit'iird Cues as well as for a thousand other pur- 

poses, Anyone can use it. It isin liquid form, 

and always ready for use, requiring no heating, but 

sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 
by East Manufacturing Co., Buffalo, N. Y. 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

Sole Agents, F'ton, N. B. 

OUNDED A. OD OLDEST = if 
HE fice IN PURELY pit 
f WOR THE 

A. S. MURRAY, Agent, 

Fredsricton, N. B. 

ALSO AGENT FOR THE 

sew e 

“ost” Tyre Writer. 

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

Office next door below J. J. Weddalls 

Quern St. Fredericton, N. B. 

Mirch 4, 1833. 

REFRIGERATORS. 

MERICAN manufacture, best made and all 
charcoal filled, several sizes in Pine, Oak and 

Ash, first class in every respect and guaranteed to 
do the work, and for sale by 

R.CHESTNUT & SON®, 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter, 

- TINSMITH, 

WeuLp inform the people of Frede: 
wcton and vicinity that he has: re 

amed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE 

where he is prepared to fill au oraers in 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 

Speaking Tubes, &c. 

Farm for Sale. 
T=: subscriber's Farm at Rt. Mary’s, near the 

Railway Station, 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, 

F’ton, April 9, 1892. 

THE ARERICAN 

8 pon. AR §§ 
ESR Ih 

Typewriter. 
HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation 
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, justlike a $100 instrument. 
ever offered at a popular price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made. It is not 
a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of REAL WORK, 

It is the first of its kind 

While not as rapid as the large 
machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least, as rapid as the pen, and has the 
advantage of such simplicity, that it can be understood and mastered almost at a glance. 
cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere, 

marks, 71 in all. 

the type direct. 
Prints on flat surface. 

Writing always in sight, 

Corrections and insertions easily made. 

Takes any width of paper or envelope 

up to 8% inches, 

Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and 

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

CICACY—HH—CACIAC 

minut 

Built solid 
order. 

easily 

which 

WV 

ACACAC—IHH—ICICAC 

We 

Easy to understand, learned in five 
es, 

Weighs only four pounds, most portable, 

Compact, takes up but little room. 

and simple, can’t get out of 

Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 
mastered. 

More ‘‘ margin play ” for the small letters 
do most of the work. 

Takes good letter press copies. 

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

We guarantee every machine and are glad to 

A. =. RNMURIRAY, 
Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B. 

Eave Just Received 

A 

stock o 

McMURRAY & Co. 

CAR LOAD 
i OB 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

f 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. 

Queen Hotel, 

No Agents. 

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, 

McMurray & Co. 

HE 
—- 

IT wiLL 

COME 

LERTBODY 

‘Enjoy it! 

But you will 

Have to announce 

The date. : 

Then when you 

do, have 

It Done NickLy. 

WE RBFER TO 

FINE 

JOG 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 

PICNIC 
Including 

Bazaars 

—AND— 

Festivals, 

Will soon be here and it will 

be necessary to have your 

bills printed cheaply 

yet in good order. 

SEND FO R PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

PRINYTNG AND PUBLISHING (0, 
Fredericton, N. B: 

one gotten up in any 

Have it Done A tractive, ; 

i 


