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POETRY.

NO TELEPHONE IN HEAVEN.

“Now I can wait on baby,” the smiling
merchant said,

As he stooped and softly toyed with the
golden, curly head.

“I want 0o’ to 'tall up mamma,” came the
answer full and free,

“Wif yo’ tclephone an’ ast her when she’s

* tuming back to me.

“Tell her I so lonesome 'at I don’t know
what to do,

An papa cries so much, 1 dess he must be
lonesome, too;

Tell her to tum to baby, 'tause at night I
dit so 'fraid,

‘Wif nobody dere to tiss me, when the light
bedins to fade.

‘

‘“ All froo de day I wants her, for my dolly’s
dot so tored,

From the awful punchin’ buddy give it wif
his ’ittle sword ;

An’ ain’t nobody to fix it, since mamma
went away,

An’ fore 'ittle lonesome dolly’s dittin’ thin-
ner ever’ day.”

“My child,” the merchant murmured, as he
stroked the anxious brow,

*“There’s no telephone connexion where
your mother lives at now.”

‘“‘Aint no telephone in Heaven ?” and tears
spang to her eyes,

“I fought dat God had:ever'fing wif him
up in the skies.”

SELECT STORY.
ZILLOH ST. CLAIR.

By the author of ‘The Gypsy's Revenge, "'A Woman

Scorned,’ etc.

CHAPTER 111

THE ELOPEMENT.

CONTINUED.

“But Bruce—dear Bruce,, she began
hesitatingly, fearful in her great love, of
wounding or displeasing him by seeming
mistrust, “ you don’t mean—you surely
don’t mean that I should have to go away
without telling, at any rate, my uncle
and Val?”

“Hang Val !'—what has he to do with
it?” exclaimed Bruce, with an angry
frown. “Darling, forgive me; I would
not pain you for the world; but young
Grey has nothing to do with this, and asto
your uncle—well, love, I must admit that
I certainly do mean that you would have
to go away without even telling him.
You see, my sweet,” he hastened to add,
“I know so well your uncle’s character.
He is so high-minded, so very noble and
honorable, that his consent to our mar-
riage would be as difficult to obtain as
that of my own people. He would never
allow it to be said, that he had schemed
to get a wealthy husband for his niece.
Can’t you understand what his feeling
would be on such a point? I can,and I
am quite certain that he would never give
us his consent. No dear; believe me, it
it is the only way—that which I have
sketched out for you. Oh, my love! my
love! is it that you don’t care for me?—
is it—" g

“Care!” She repeated the word with
an accent of tender yet passionate re-
proach, and in her dark eye was a look
that thrilled him with rapturous exhul-
tation. “Ah! Bruce, my only fear is that
I care too much!”

“Then trust me, will you my own?”
and he bent over her and pressed her
hand, and softly kissed hercheek. “Will
you, my own, my sweet? he pleaded
again, and in her silence he read consent.
Ah! foolish Zilloh!

She was young and this man had
known only too well how to twine him-
self around the innermost fibres of her
impressionable heart. When he pressed
her hand and kissed her cheek, and
pleaded with her so earnestly and tender-
ly to trust him, what wonder was it that
she yielded ?

“And now love, let me arrange things
for you,” said Bruce, when he was at last
assured of her agseht to his plans. “ You
must go to London, but of course, you
must have some friend with whom you
can spend the night. Now, I have often
heard you speak of an old lady—a friend
of your mother’s, I think you said, whom
you sometimes visit. Could you go to
her, Zilloh?”

“Yes, I think—I am sure I could,”
murmured the girl, speaking half hesitat-
ingly still. :

“Then dear, you must catch the very
next train, so that you may be in London
before dark; it is only a short journey,
but you must be very careful of yourself,
my sweet. I would not suffer my precious
girl out of my sight for one single mo-
ment if I could help it; but this will be
the last time, the very last. To-morrow I
shall have the right—and oh! how I
shall use it!—to be with you wherever
you go.”

“But Bruce, I must go home first,”
pleaded the girl, alarmed and troubled,
in spite of her love, at the haste which
marked all his arrangements. ‘“I must
just see my uncle once more, and Val,
and the dear old home ; I must say good-
bye to them, even though it be only said
within my own heart.”

" Bruce's face clouded unmistakably.

“My love, that is quite impossible,” he
said firmly. “If you are to trust vour-
self to me at all, it must be now. If you
fail to get away by the next train, the
whole plan must give way. As soon as
you are mine, you shall write to your
uncle ; bnt until then everything depends
upon secrecy, You must not even tell
your friend what is your real reason for
coming to town—not until to-morrow.
Do you mind so very much, my sweet?”
he asked, looking into her face with a
gaze of tender reproach. “If you do, I
will say no more; I will not urge you
against your will, even to secure my own
happiness.”

That seemingly unselfish reproach de-
cided her, as he, artful plotter, had felt
it would.

“I will do just as you wish, Bruce,”
she said softly. “ You shall guide me in
all things—guide me and guard me, too.”

“That is my own. true, brave girl,” he
exclaimed, drawing her arm through his,
and explaining that they must go to the
next town to take train for London. *Tt
ig scarcely a mile away, you know dear,”
he said; “and it certainly would not be
wise to book from here, where you are go
well known.”

Again a sense of unhappiness oppressed
her as she saw the need for secrecy. Hers
was a candid, open nature, hating the
very breath of deceit and duplicity, and
to her it seemed that acts which called
for concealment, must needs be wrong.
Her heart smote her, too, at the thought
of thus leaving her good old uncle, with-
out one word of explanation or farewell.
But notwithstanding these passing doubts
and misgivings, her lover’s influence was
too strong upon her just then, for her to
seek to break it.

Twenty minutes’ walk, mainly through
pleasant lanes, brought them to the stat-
ion at S—; and by that time Bruce had
laid out his plans in fullest detail. He
was torun up to town by the first train
in the morning (that same night he sec-
retly meant it to be) procure a special
license, and join Zilloh before noon at
the home of her friend in Kensington.

*
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| solemn words;

Then they were to be married at the
nearest church and depart straightway
for the continent. One stipulation, how-
ever, she had insisted,upon; she was to
write to her uncle, informing him of her
marriage, before she quitted England.

In a very few minutes he had conduct-
ed her to a first-class carriage, in whicii
she was the only passenger, he having
tipped the guard lavishly in order to se-
cure to her privacy and every possible
comfort. There was still a moment to
spare before it was time for the train to
start; he employed it in leaning agairst
the window of the compartment, murmur-
ing last instructions and tender last fare-
Suddenly she leaned forward and
said, in a voice which was thrilling in its
intense solemnity—

“Remember Bruce, I am trusting you
with all my heart. I am trusting you
with more than life. There isa provi-
dence above us which sees your heart at
this moment, and He will judge between
us if you deal treacherously with me.”

“So be it sweet. May Heaven reward
me as I deal with you.”

Those false lips neither paled or tremb-
led, as they took upon themselves the
the man’s heart was
black and hardened indeed, when know-
ing its own guilty secrets, he could yet
utter such words as those.

There was no time for more; the
whistle sounded, the engine moved slowly,
and in a few seconds the train had
steamed out of the station.

CHAPTER 1V.
STARTLING -DISCOVERIES.

AFTER that encounter with Lord Bruce,
Val walked slowly homeward, and found
in the library a note left by his guardian,
to the effect that he had been hastily
summoned to a gick person in the adjoin-
ing village, and did not expect to return
home before morning.

“ Where is Miss St. Clair?” he asked
of the old housekeeper, when he read
this note. “I must speak to Zilloh at
once,” was his inward thought; “now
that her uncle is away, I shall have
plenty of opportunity for a private . talk
with her.”

“Miss St. Clair is out, Mr. Val,” was
the unwelcome intelligence that met his
question.

*“Oh! very well. Please let me know
when she comes in,” he said, seating him-
self in an easy chair near the window—
ostensibly to read a book, really to muse
upon Zilloh, and to watch for her coming.

Hour after hour he sat there, straining
his eyes across the garden and along the
lane beyond, but his watch was vain ; no
Zilloh appeared in sight. .

The housekeeper came in, to ask wheth-
er he would not have tea.

“Miss Zilloh must have made a call in
the village ; she won’t expect you to wait
for her, I’'m sure.” .

“I really don’t want any tea, thank
you, Mrs. Morns,” said Val wearily. “If
you will bring me a cup here, I will drink
it, but nothing to eat please.”

He had his cup of tea, and resumed his
watch at the window. He felt strangely
anxious and uneasy ; a foreboding of com-
ing ill was settling coldly upon his heart,
and yet there was nothing very unusual
in this prolonged absence of Zilloh. It
might easily be accounted for, on the
housekeeper’s supposition, that she had
called-at a friend’s, and been persuaded to
remain through the evening. Val tried
to persuade himself that this was so, but
in vain; his heart refused to be con-
vinced, it would torment him with doubts
and fears, that weie all the darker be-
cause of their vagueness.

At length the sun began to set behind
the distant hills—and still no Zilloh.
Unable longer to endure the fever of sus-
pense, he rose, put on his cap, and went
out, leaving a message with Mrs. Morris,
that he had gone to meet Miss St. Clair.

When he had reached the village, his
first step was to call at the houses, very
few in number, where it \wwas at all prob-
able that Zilloh might have called. She
had not been seen at any one of them;
and Val, his heart growing cold and
heavy beneath the weight of sickening
fear, set his lips tightly together, and
made his way to Mrs. Stone’s, at whose
pleasant cottage, the artist stranger had
taken up his abode.

“Is Mr. Delmar within?” he asked,
his voice sharp and anxious, in spite of
his efforts at perfect calmness.

“Laws, no, Mr. Grey! That he isn’t.
He'’s left, and sorry I am to say it, for a
better lodger I never. had, most lib’ral
and—"

Val interrupted her flow of praise of
her late lodger with an imperative ges-
ture.

“Left! Where has he gone, Mrs.
Stone—can you tell me ?” he questioned
eagerly.

“No sir, I can’t; he just came in about
five o’clock, and said as how he’d heard
news that would oblige him to leave here
at once; and he packed up his things in
his portmanty, and paid me my money—
most lib’ral I must say sir, and he carried
his portmanty himself, wouldn’t let me
get a boy to carry it for him; and away
he went. That’s all as I can tell you sir.”

It was more than enough for Val.
White to the lips, his face had grown,
and with a hurried good-night to Mrs.
Stone, he turned away from the door,
anxious, if possible, to conceal his emot-
ion. A few paces he walked; then
stopped, leaned back against the trunk of
a tree in a sheltered spot, and groaned
aloud in anguish of spirit.

Zilloh gone!—and with him! That
was the thought that seemed to be burn-
ing itself into his heart and brain, to the
exclusion of every other. Gone with
bhim!—that man who had deceived her
as to his true rank,and who would no
doubt deceive her still. “ My poor dar-
ling!” he moaned. “Heaven help her.”

The first shock over, other thoughts
and feelings came. Was it yet too late
to save her? he asked himself. Might he
not even now, be able to follow—to find
her and bring her back. “I am wasting
precious time now ; I must act. Moaning
and lamenting her loss will not restore
her, and if she be really gone, I shall
have a lifetime before me to grieve in.”

A little reflection decided him what
course to take. He was not more than
twenty yards from the village station.
He went to it and put a few apparently
careless questions to the station master,
whose answers convinced him that neith-
Bruce or Zilloh had taken train from
there. It was what he had expected.
“They would of course book from S—,”
he mused. “Well I must go there, and
the sooner the better.”

As he was walking slowly along, sup-
ported by his stick, the sound of wheels
rapidly overtaking him, caused him to
look round ; the next moment a friendly
voice hailed him, and in- the occupant of
a dog cart, he recognized a friend of his
guardian’s, who was driving home to
S—.

“Are you going to the town Val?” the
gentleman called out. “Get in beside
me and let’s have a chat.”

Val was in no humor for the chat, but he
accepted the seat very gratefully. He
was feverishly anxious to reach the stat-
ion, where he felt assured be should meet
with some clue to assist him in his search.

Nor was he mistaken ; for when he had
been put down at the station by his friend
and had commenced an inquiry at the

booking-office, the clerk was prepared to
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give him just such information as he ex-
pected, yet dreaded to hear.

A young lady, answering precisely to
the description given by Val, had left for
London by the 4.30 train. He remem-
bered her perfectly; Zilloh’s was a face
and figure to attract admiration, and the
clerk had admired her too much to forget
her readily.

“There was a gentleman with her,” he
remarked. “He took a ticket for her,
and—"

“Went with her?” exclaimed Val, un-
able to restrain his excitement.

“No he didn’t’ go with her. He just
saw her to the train, and then went away
himself. But he’s gone to London for
all that; for an hour ago, he came in
again, and took another ticket, and I saw
him start by the ten past seven.”

“You are sure—quite sure it was the
same gentleman?” questioned Val, with
white lips.

“Quite sure, sir. I noticed him partic-
ularly when he was with the young lady,
and I knew him again in a minute.”

“At what time does the next train
start for London ? ” Val inquired huskily.

“In less than twenty minutes. Shall I
give you a ticket, sir?”’ asked the clerk,
suspecting a romance and secretly inter-
ested in it.

“Thank you—yes.”

He took the ticket, then walked across
to the nearest hotel and there wrote a
brief note to Mrs. Morriss, telling her he
had been called away on important busi-
ness, but would return in the morning.

“Do not trouble about Miss St. Clair,”
he wrote. “She has gone to 8S—-, and
is spending the night with a friend.”

“There ! that will perhaps keep people
from gossiping about her for just a little
while. But if I do not find her—if she is
really lost to us! Oh! my darling, to
think that it should have come to this—
you so pure and proud! And already I
begin to tremble at the thought of what
people will say of you, when they know
what I know now.”

CHAPTER V.
THE WOMAN WHO ASKED FOR LORD BRUCE.

At half-past ten that same night, Val
stood outside a noble mansion in P—
Street, the town house, as he had ascer-
tained, of Viscount Bruce.

When he reached London, he made
every possible endeavor to trace Zilloh or

,Lord Bruce from the station, but without
result. He could find no ofticial who
chanced to have noticed either of themn..

So now he had made his way to P——
Street, bent\ upon finding Lord Bruce—
upon confronting him face to face, and
wringing the truth from his false, black
heart. His lordship lived at No. 27, a
policeman had informed him ; and before
No. 27 he stood, just as the church clocks
were striking half-past ten.

There was no need for him to ring the
bell ; someone:was there before him and
had rung it, snd a tall footman had
opened the d in answer to the sum-
mons.

“No, his lordship is not in, is not in
town at all,” said the lackey pompously.
*Its not a bit of use your waiting.”

“It's false; heisin town. I've seen
him, not an hour ago,” exclaimed an ex-
cited voice, the voice of a woman. In-
voluntarily Val paused, feeling instinct-
ively that he must know more of this
late caller’s business with Lord Bruce.

“It’s not a bit of good your waiting,”
repeated the footman, with airy decisive-
ness. “His lordship isn’t in town, or if
he is, we don’t know it. He is not here
and we don’t expect him.”

With a deep-drawn sigh, the woman
turned away from the door as the foot-
man closed it; and then Val stepped
quietly forward and laid his hand upon
her arm. She started violently, and gave
a cry, a shriek almost, that showed how
terribly her nerves were unstrung, or at
any rate, that she was in a state of strong
mental excitement.

“Do not be afraid,” said Val, in his
clear, refined tones. “I heard you asking
for Lord Bruce just know. I too, am
anxious to find him, and I think we may,
perhaps, be of service to each other.”

The girl, for she was little more, Val
decided, when he looked into her face,
stopped short, and glanced at him with a
timid, hesitating and even susplcious
glance, But the face into which she
looked, was so0 open and candid, so truly
noble and trust-inspiring, that suspicion
fied in a moment, and she said, with in-
tense earnestness—

“If you know where Lord Bruce is,will
you tell ' me where to find him.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

STILL A SUFFERER.

Smith Mersereau will never Forget the
Newburg Disaster.

The Woodstock Dispatch recalls the ac-
cident on the C. P. R. near Newburg Junc-
tion last February by a reference to cne of
the unfortunate fellows seriously injured in
that mishap, now almost forgotten, except
by those who suffered. To Smith Mersereau
who now lies in a room in the Exchange
hotel at Woodstock, minus one leg, and
with the other only made anything but
useless through the indefatigable exertions
of his faithfui doctor, the time since the ac-
cident seems long and weary indeed. He
was injured in the collision. It was cold,
cold weather, and the poor fellow had to lie,
all crushed and helpless, until he could be
cut out of the wreck. Then he had to bear
the ride on the cars to Woodstock, and after
he got there the necessarily painful and
weakening surgical operation which, how-
ever, has been the means of his recovery.
Mersereau is an old railroad man, having
served some seven or_eight years on the
road. For a long while he was in charge of
all the water tanks along the road, and later
on was on the bridge repairs staff. He was
called from his regular work to go on the
wrecking train, on the 22nd of February
last, which got so seriously wrecked itself.
For weeks and weeks he was not able to
stir in his bed, and the doctor had little
hopes of his ultimate recovery. It is no
wonder that the poor fellow looks back to
those days with dread, and shudders as he
thinks of them. He has a wife and five
children living at Fredericton Junction, and
before his accident had a snug little home,
and was doing as well as any man in the
ordinary wear and tear of life could hope to
do. His wife has been to see him several
times, and he is pining for a sight of the
little ones. A few more weeks and he, in
all probability, will be in their midst again,
and although somewhat maimed and crip-
pled, it will be a happy reunion for the
father and his family. The people of Wood-
stock have done everything they could to
make Mersereau’s trying lot as comfortable
as possible, and he has nothing but good to
say of his treatment. The C. P. R. com-
pany, it is understood, have paid his bills
to date, and will no doubt see that an old
servant, injured for life in the service. will,
when he is able to get about, find work to
keep him and his family from want.

HeARrT D1sease RELIEVED 1IN 30 MINUTES,
— All cases of organic or sympathetic
heart disease relieved in 30 minutes and
quickly cured, by Dr. Agnew’s Cur: for
the Heart. One dose convinces. Sold by
W. H. Carten and Alonzo Staples.

The sharp, shooting, pains of neuralgia
are promptly cured by Dr. Manning’s
german remedy, the universal pain cure.

All druggists sell it.

COULD NOT BE MATCHED.

A well-known music hall comedian
once entered a hatter’s establishment in
Regent street to have his hat ironed.
While standing bare headed in the shop
a certain bishop came in, and mistaking
him for one of the assistants, handed him
his hat with the remark: Have youa
hat like that ?

The comedian took the hat, which was
of the shape usually worn by bishops,
and after turning it about and apparently
well-examining it, he handed it back.
No, he said, but if I had, I'd be hanged if
I'd wear it.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

Mgs. 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 orce and get a bottle
of “ Mrs. WinsLow’s SooTrHING SYRUP” for
children teething. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about
it. It cures Diarrhcea, regulates the Stom-
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and
gives tone and energy to the whole system.
“Mgrs. WinsLow’s SoorHING SyrUP” for
children teething, is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States. Price twen-
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug-
gists throughout the world. Be sure and
ask for “Mgrs. WinsLow’s SoorHiNGg
Syrup.”

AN OBJECTION.

Mr. Gotham — How do you like the
city girls ?

Mr. Spodunk — O, they’re all right to
look at, but I can’t say I get along with
them very well.

Mr. Gotham —I always find them very
JOIII\X;. Spodunk — Yaas, mebbe, but when
I see em all standing around in low-neck
dresses, I don’t seem to have nerve to
slap ’em on the back and joke with ’em,
as I do with the girls up our way.

A BooN 10 HorseMEN.— One bottle of
English Spavin Liniment completely re-
moved a curb from my horse. I take
pleasure in recommending the remedy, as
it acts with mysterious promptness in the
removal from horses of hard, soft or cal-
loused lumps, blood spavin, splints, curbs,
sweeny, stifles and sprains.

GEorGE Ross, Farmer
Markham, Ont.
Sold by W.Carten and Alonzo Staples.

Aunt Maria—I think you and Mr.
Mann ought to get along nicely together.
You know you both like the same people.
Matilda — Yes, and what is better, we
hate the same people. Just think what
nice long talks we shall have together.

Nervousness may well be described as a
national disease in this age of rush and
worry., Hawker’s nerve and stomach
tonic is the greatest restorer of wasted
nerve force.

Village Hotel-keeper —So you think
its queer so many ladies fall sick in this
small place; do you? Stranger — Yes.
Village hotelkeeper — Then you haven’t
seen the new doctor. He’s the hard-
somest man in seven counties.

AS OLD AS ANTIQUITY.
Either by acquired faint or heredity
those old foes Scrofula and Consumption,
must be faced generation after generation;
but you may meet them with the odds in
your favor by the help of Scott’s Emultion.

A Protest.— Bridegroom (at the altar to
long-winded clergymen)—Ach! Please
your reverence, cut it short ; I have taken
the carriage by the hour.

REevIEr 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.

An old couple were walking down
street the other day, reading signs, when
they ran across one which the old man
read thus: Johnston’s ShirtStore. Well,
I declare! exclaimed the old lady: I
wonder how he tore it.

Dr. Manning’s german remedy has
cured hundreds of cases of rhumatism
when all other remedies have failed.
Fifty cents a bottle. All druggists sell it.

Traveller — Now what oughtlittle boys
to say when a gentleman gives them a
nickel for carrying the bag? Small boy—
Tain’t enough.

Rbeumatism Cured in a Day.— South
American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma-
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to
8 days. Its action upon the system is
remarkable and mysterious. It esremov
at once the cause, and the disease immed-
iately disappears. The first dose greatly
benefits. 75 cents. For sale by W. Carten
and Alonzo Staples.
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THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES,

DEVOTED TO
Farm Crops and Processes,
Horticulture & Fruit Growing,

Live Stock and Dairying,

While it also includes all minor departments of
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol-
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter-
inary Replies, Farm Questi and Answers, Fire-
side Reading, Domestic Economy, and a summary
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are
uvusually complete, and much attention is paid to
the Prospects of the Crops,as throwing light upcn
oue of the most important of all guestions—W hen
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberally Hlustrated
and by Recent ; nlargement, contains more reading
mater than ever before. The subscription price is

.50 per year, but we offer a Bpeci?zl Reduction
n our

Club Rates for 1894.

Two Subscripﬁons in one remittance $4
Six Subscriptions do. do. = [0

Ten Subscriptions do. do. |5

135" To all New Bubsc-ibers for 1894, paying in
advance now, we will send the pap- r Weekly, from
our receipt of the remittance, to January lst, 1894,
without charge. Spesimen Copies Free. Addres

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

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcrigg

A trustworthy, clean and ioteresting family news.
paper, free from 1 and objectivuable mat
ters, in both reading and advertising ocolumns
offering to the educated and inteliigent publie, the
most instructive and entertaining selection of news,
literary, politicul, financial, art, masic and general
topics of the day and season,

Daily Evening Transcript-
Mo Bunday Edition.
Saturday Evening Transcript.
Bixteen or more pages.
Weekly Transeript-
Published Friday’s
Address e -

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,

824 Washington Btreet, .Bt_uwn. Mass,

Do You Cough?

It is a sure sign of weakness.
You need more than a tonic.
You need :

Scott’s
Emulsion

the Cream of Cod-liver Oil
and Hypophosphites,not only
to cure the Cough but to give
your system real strength.
Physicians, the world over,
endorse it.

Don't be deceived by Suhstitutes!

Bcott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 50c, & $L

«THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE,

Is Happy, Fruitful Marriage.”

EverY man who would know the grand
truths, tne plain facts. the new discover =
ies of mzdical science as applied to mai-
ied lifs, who would atone for past erro:s
and avoid future pitfalls. should secu-e
the wonderful little book called * ccM-
PLETE MANHOOD, and how to attain it.”

‘“ Here at last is information from a high
medical source that must work wonders
with this generation of men.”

The book fully describes a method by
which to attain full vigor and manly power.

A method by which to end all unnatural
drains on the system.

To cure nervousness, lack of self-control,
des} oadency, ete.

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

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

To give full strength, development and
one to every portion and organ of the body.

Age no barrier. Failure impossible. 2,000
references.

The book is purely medical and scientific,
useless to curiosity seekers, invaluable to
men only who need it.

A despairing man, who had applied to
us, 8)on after wrote: ‘*Well, I tell you
that first day is one I'll never forget. I just
bubbled over with joy, I wanted to hug
everybody and tell them my old self had
died yesterday and my new self was born
today. Why didn’t you tell -me when 1
first wrote, that I would find it this way ?”

And another thus: * If you had dumped
a cartload of gold at my feet, it would not
bring such gladness into my life as your
method has done.”

Write to the Erie “MEeprcaL CoMPANY,
Buffalo, N. Y., and ask for the little book
called ** Complete Manhood.” Refer to this
paper, and the. company promisses.to send
the book, in sealed envelope without any
marks, and entirely free, until it 1s well in-
troduced.

i

Wiley's ... EMULSION . ..

e

Gives Best Results.

PRICE

SOLD
Everywhere

)

JOHN

Laigpa

" COD - LIVER

Purest and Best Materials
used in Manufacture.
Best Value for the Money.
cts Readily taken by Children.
i No preparation equal to it,

- OIL.

The Best

Preparation
in the Market

For Building up the System.

M' WI L EY ’ Manufacturer

106 Queen Street, Fredericton.

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.

Mends Solid as a Rock.

HIS preparation will mend anything that is
T broken, and will hol-1 like grim death, and is
p onounced by experts to be the greatest article ever
invented for the purpote. It will cement Leather,
wood, Crockery, Glassware, Irou, and ever: thing
else. Grocher, or Glussware mended with it will
never break in the same place, but
will be found stronger than before. 1t is of.grent
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on
Billiard Cues as well as for a thousand other pur-
joscs. Auyone can use it. It is in liquid form,
and always ready for use, requiring no heating, but
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made
by East Mauufacturing Co., Buffaloy N. Y.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Scle Agents, F'ton, N, B.

[ Founoceo 4 o ¢ OLDESY . ‘
710 M pice qy PURELY
f WDRLQTHE Sk
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A. S. MURRAY, Agent,

ALSO AGENT FOR THE

“Ywost’ Typre Writer.

GEO. L. WILSON,

Barrister, Notary Fublic, ete.

Office next door be'ow J. J. Weddalls

Queen St. Fredericton, N. B.
March 4, 1843.

REFRIGERATORS.

JUST RECEIVED:

MERICAN manufacture, best made and all

charcoal filled, several sizes in Pine, Oak and

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

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Fredericton, N. B. |

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gag Hitter

TINSMITH,

WOULD inform the people of Frede
1ieton and vicinity that he bhas re
amed busizess on Queen Street,

0Pp «COUNTY COURT  HOUSK

where he is prepared to till an oraers in

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,

Speaking Tubes, &e.
Farm for Sale.

THE subscriber’s Farm at ft. Mary’s, near the
Railway Btation, containing 500 acres, 100 of
which are nnder 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,

marks, 71 in all.

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

up to 8% inches.

THE AMERICAN

§ pornLARSS

Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and 4

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

Takes any width of paper or envelope

SRR 25,

Typewriter.

CACICY—HH—CACIAC

easily made.

v
ACICIC—HH—ICITIAC

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. It is the first of its kind
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 WoRkK,

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,

While not as rapid as the large

We

Easy to understand, learned in five
minutes,

Weighs only four pounds, most portable.

Compact, takes up but little room.

Built solid and simple, can’t get out of
order. :

Capital and lower-case keyboard alike,
easily mastered.

More ‘‘ margin play * for the small letters
which 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.

. We guarantee every machine and are glad to
answer all enquiries for further information.

A .S MURIRAY,

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

&

UM

PE
. A At

McMURRAY & Co.

Eave Just Received

A

CAR LOAD

—0F ———

WALL PAPERS,

And are now prepared toJshow’the largest
stock of Wall Paper injthe 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

COMNME

LERIBOD)

-

Enjoy it !

But you will -

Have to ANNOUNCE

date.

Then when you
do, have

It DonNeE NICELY.

WE REFER TO

FINE

0B WORK

We are prepared to do
fine printing of every
description from a
CALLING CARD
to. a
THREE SHEET POSTER

in several colors, and
prompt in delivery of
the same.

WHY TAKE A

“SLOP” BILL

When you can get one
neat and attractive for

the
SAME PRICE

that it will cost you for

one gotien up in any

Including

Bazaars

—AND—

c

Festivais,

Will soon be here and it will
be necessary to have yoﬂr ‘
bills printed cheaply
yetin good order,

Have it Done Attractive,

SEND FOR PRICES to

* THE HERALD

PRINYING. AND PUDLISHING (0,

Fredericton, N. B:




