
SUR RRS 

POETRY. 

SINCE - TIME BEGAN, 

My love hath set my heart aglow, 

They say she’s plain—I think not so; 

"Tis true her hair is fiery red, 

It flames and flashes round her head. 
She is not stately, tall or grand, 

But ah !she hath a perfect hand. 

Her nose is freckled, but her teeth 

Gleam whitely from their ruby sheath, 
I must confess—it makes me wince, 

To tell the truth, my darling squints. 
I do not care for that a bit, 

Because her ears are exquisite. 

J’ve scaled my fate—I've made my choice, 

Her feet are faultless and her voice 
Is sweet and low. Its soothing chime 

Fills my heart with summer time. 
I'm proud to walk with her I love, 

Her blue silk fits her like a glove. 

Now these are things I must admire, 

Altho’ her hair is red as fire. 
The tress she wove with cunning art, 

I wear it just above my heart. 

I love her, for I know that she, 
Since time began, was meant for me! 

SELECT STORY. 

A LORDLY LOVER. 
By the author of ‘ A Mere Schooleirl ‘ The Ace 

of Spades,’ etc. 

CHAPTER V. 

CONTINUED. 

Gratified ambition, contented pride, 
brilliant anticipations are crowding her 

mind, and she, silly fly, caught in the 

spider's subtle web, takes them for some- 
thing else far different. 

“Yes, I love you,” she shyly owns, as 
though he had asked a question, instead 

of stating a fact of which he was already 
. too confiident. “1 do love you.” 

He waits for no further permission. 

He takes her into his strong arms and 
kisses her. 

From behind the hedge a man, with a 
white, haggard face, and eyes: full of in- 

expressible pain, watches that embrace. 
“And he doesn’t care for her! He can- 

not love her asI have loved her. My 
Olive! my one little ewe lamb,” he moans 
incoherently, after they have passed on 

together and he isleft alone. “ And yet— 
oh, I cannot believe he would be so base. 

I wonder whether he would listen if I 

spoke to him. She is go. sweet and ten- 
der-hearted, it would kill her if he played 

her false. Surely he would let me tell 
him that.” 

A long pause, while he turns the notion 
over in his mind ; then the utter unselfish- 
ness of the man triumphs. 
“I can but try; he knows I love her. 

Surely he must admit that gives me some 
right to look after her. What does any- 
thing matter =o long as she is happy ?” 

So he rises and shakes himself, as tbough 
to throw off the overwhelming weight 
of care that is pressing upon him, before 

turning in the direction of the park. 
He will not go to the house and inquire 

for his rival, although by this time, he 
has discovered his name and title. In- 
stead, he will linger somewhere amongt 
the trees, trusting that a chance may 
bring the earl out into the air, and so af- 

ford an opportunity for the interview he 
seeks, yet so much dreads. That is the 

plan which he, in his ignorance of the 
future, thinks to be good. 
And thus it comes to pass that Bert, 

with fixed determination, places himself 
amongst the bushes that border a path at 
some little distance from the house, and 

sets himself to wait, with such patience 
as he can command, for what the next 
hour or so may bring. 

Then a gruff, “Hullo, you! what are 

you after here?” arouses him from the 
gloomy reverie into which he sinks, and 

Bert looks up to behold a gamekkeper, a 
particular chum of his own, regarding 
him with suspicious eyes. 

The young man laughs. 
“Don’t shoot me, Jack,” he cries, with 

pretended terror; “I want a word or 

two with somebody, and this seems my 
best chance to get it.” 

“Oh! If alady is in question—" 

Jack makes a comic grimace and goes 
off, before Bert can quite decide whether 
or not he shall correct the error into 
which he has fallen; and the incident 
soon passes off altogether from his-troubled 
mind, as he resumes his weary watching. 

Meanwhile, within the house, dinner 
is proceeding. The table, with its burden 

of plate and its huge blocks of glittering 

ice, looks invitingly cool this hot sum- 

mer’s night, and conversation is going on 
briskly. 
“It is just the weather for a water pic- 

nic; don’t you think so, papa?” Blanche 
inquires, whilst dessert is being handed 

round upon tiny silver dishes. “Lord 
Rixon suggests that we should visit Eaves- 

by Abbey to-morrow. What could be 
pleasanter than to row down?” 
How exquisite she is looking to-night 

in her black jet embroidered lace gown, 
with white flowers in her blonde bair, 

and magnificent diamonds upon her neck ; 
her dainty fingers toying with the purple 

grapes upon her plate. 
“You might send out a note or two, 

my dear, and ask the Firths and the Gor- 
dons to joi ’” he returns readily. ‘By 
thc way, Bla¥che, have you that engraved 

diamond brooch on tonight by any 

chance?” he questions, raising his glasses 
to inspect her. 

“Yes, papa, why?” 

“Just pass it this way, my darling, if 
you will. I have been talking of it to 
Lady Ermyntrude, who would like to see 

16. 
Mrs. Gargrave unfastens the pin of a 

small ornament upon her shoulder with 
a light laugh. 

“See,” she says, turning to the earl 

and displaying it, -“ this is the only one 
of my adornments which my father ever 

admires. I think it rather ugly, but it 

was found at Pompeii, and is supposed to 
be? immensely old, and, of course, there- 

fore very valuable.” 

He takes the jewel from her and exam- 
ines it carefully. 

“Seems to be scratched or something, 

isn’t it?” 

Proper connoisseurs call those scratches 
engraving,” she replies, looking around. 

“They form some Greek words, which 
mean ‘good luck.”” 

“At any rate, it would not seem to have 

secured that for the former owner, if she 
lived at Pompeii, he retorts,” passing the 

unreliable talisman on to his host. “ Let 

us hope it may prove a better safeguard 
to you.” 

She sighs, but says nothing, only bend- 
ing a little to dabble her pretty fingers in 
the rose-water that her finger-bowl con- 

tains, then, with a bow to Lady Ermyn- 
trude, she rises, taking the brooch from 

her father’s hand as she passes his chair, 

and restoring it to it to its former position. 
“I shall be in the grounds in half-an- 

hour,” she whispers hurriedly in Lord 

Rixon’s ear, as she leaves his side.” But 

for those thirty minu‘ to elapse, she 
has yet to wait, and, ah: what wretched 

work such waiting is apt to prove! 

For all her being is absorbed in one 
notion. She will make one final appeal 
to her lover before she will consent to be 
thus cast off. If that fail— 

CHAPTER VI. 

A scent of tobacco smoke servesas a 

guide, were any needed, to the spot where 
already the earl has stationed himself, 
according to appointment. Blanche nev- 
er guesses how her own appearance upon 
the scene causes dismay to the heart of a 

man clad in working clothes, who has 

been upon the point of emerging from 
his concealment and accosting Lord Rix- 
on; nor can she know that, when she 

speaks, every word will be audible to two 

pairs of ears. 
“So you have not kept me waiting. It 

is gcod of you to be punctual Rollo,” she 

says; the more thankful for this very 
small mercy, because she regards his early 

arrival as showing some eagerness for 

their meeting. 
For an instant Bert Cartwright hesi- 

tates. Shall he go away at once, now 
that this fresh complication has arisen to 
spoil his plans, or shall he stay and listen 
for such revelations as seem likely to be 

made? The position of spy ard listener 
is not to his taste; and yet, if this man 

be making love to two women at once, 

ought not he, for Olive's sake, to know it ? 

“For Olive’s sake,” he repeats again; 

and he stays. 
“I hate scenes,” the earl replies, with 

irritation. “Let us get this one over as 

soon as we can. You ought not to be out 
in that low dress without a shawl], either ; 

so there's the more reason to hurry.” 
“You know that the air never hurts 

me,” she says, with a half sob. “ How 

many times have you and I—” 

“Don’t trouble to wonder any more 

about it, then,” he interrupts. “Here 

are your letters; now, if you want to do 
50, hand over mine. Where's the good of 

farther palaver?” 

Her sobs grow louder and more dis- 
tressing; she seeks for a handkerchief to 

dry h.r wet cheeks, and as her hand en- 
ters her pocket, she encounters the touch 
of something hard and cold. She shivers, 

as if with a suddon chill, and draws her 
fingers away as though a snake had bit- 

ten them. 
Ate was not always a trouble for 

you to speak to me,” she wails, her 
self-control for the moment entirely leav- 

ing her. “Oh, Rollo, Rollo! don’t be go 

cruel to me. Tell me that you do care 
for me after all; say that you’ve only 

been acting like this to test my love, and 
even now I'll forgive you.” 

“ What a fuss you do make, Blanche! 

Come, let us have an end of this. Do you 

desire all the neighborhood to hear your 

lamentations?” 
But she is past heeding, for the instant, 

the mocking insolence of his words. 
With a quick movement she throws her 
fair, uncovered arms around him and 

buries her face upon his breast. 
“Rollo, dear Rollo, don’t, don’t talk so! 

1 ina lie 

With something very like an oath, 

however, he interrupts, pushing her from 
him. 

“How can you be so absurd, taking all 
the starch out of my linen with your idi- 
otic tears? I think, Blanche, you should 

have more pride than to go on like this, 

because a man tells you he has grown 
tired of you.” 

He has killed her vain, useless hopes 
now! Thus repulsed, she sees the dread 

truth at last. And drawing herself up to 
full height, she stands watching him as 

he brushes the wet drops from his clothes, 
the expression of disgust upon his face 

perfectly visible in the clear summer dusk. 
Again her hand has sought her pocket, 
and this time she does not snatch it away. 

“¢ Because a man tells you that he has 
grown tired of you,”” she says, echoing 

his exact words in a dreary, parrot-like 
monotone. “Tired! And once he swore 
that no love could ever be so lasting as 
hisown! Once he used to whisper that 

my kisses were his paradise, my arms his 
heaven. And I—fool !—fool that I was, 

actually believed him! No,”—as he be- 
gins to to move off, “ no, you do not go so. 

I have a present for you first. Take it.” 
She pulls her hand from the pocket 

now and raises it, pointing the tiny pis- 
tol, which all the time she was speaking 
her fingers were clutching, full at his 

face. 
The man shrinks and cowers. Now is 

her opportunity to pull the trigger. Does 
her woman’s heart fail her? Who can 
tell? For in another second the earl has 
caught her wrist and is bending it back- 

wards. The chance has gone. 
There is a rustling among the bushes. 

But that, at such a moment, is heeded by 

neither of the struggling pair. Then, be- 
fore Bert Cartwright can reach and divide 

them, there rings out a sharp report. 

When the smoke has cleared away, 
Blanche Gargrave is lying on her back 
upon the ground, while Lord Rixon, the 

pistol falling from his grasp, leans over 
her, touching her pulse, then examining 
the tiny hole, scarcely larger than a pin- 

prick, where the bullet has.entered the 
temple. 
Almost sick with horror, Bert, for the 

moment, remains motionless, watching 
the man before him. 

* She is dead—stone dead,” Lord Rixon 

mutters at last. “I have got more than 
full revenge for my black eye.” } 
Then a sudden thought seems to strike 

him, for he lifts his head and gazes 
round as though in fear. Not a soul is 

in sight, and, with a sigh of relief, he 
kneels down beside the motionless body. 

With quick fingers he unfastens the 

diamonds from her throat and ears, the 
brooches from her bosom and shoulders, 
afterwards drawing off rings and bracelets. 

All of these, with the two bundles of let- 
ters—his to her, as well a hers to him, he 

crams hastily into his pockets. For a 

moment, as he rises, he glances at the 
pistol, and is about to toss it out of 
sight. 

“Yet, no! It may be found ; and what 
common thief would be likely to do his 
werk with such a dainty toy ?” he ex- 
claims, loud enough for Bert to hear. 
And, finally, he thrusts the tiny, mur- 
derous weapon inside his waistcoat. 

Words and action seem to release Bert 
from the awe and dread which have hith- 

erto held the solitary witness spellbound. 

With a shout, he dashes from his hiding- 
place and springs upon the earl’ 

“You base wretch!” he cries, endeav- 
oring to seize him and throw him to the 
ground. “Murderer! Betrayer!” 

But, though unprepared for the attack, 
Rixon is not the man to yield at a word. 

Besides, his assailant must at least be 

two inches shorter than himself, and, al- 
though undoubtedly possessed of more 

muscle, has never learned wrestling in 

a scientific school. Bert's wounded hand, 
too, handicaps him severely. 

With a single dexterious twist of the 
leg, the earl succeeds in floooring his ac- 
cuser. Then, with his knee upon Bert's 

chest and his hand at his throat, he him- 

self raises his voice and shouts for aid— 
“Help! Help!” 

In the drawing-room the noise of the 
fatal shot has created some little commot- 
ion. 

“Poachers,” pronounces the baronet, 

who, howeyer, is quickly corrected by 
Succors. 

-“ Poachers don’t use pistols,” he says. 
“And that was the report of a pistol, if 

ever I heard one. Let's go outside and 

see if anything is wrong.” 
There, however, for the moment, all 

seems quiet enough. The air is full of 

sweet scents, and the song of the nightin- 
gale. Sorrow and death might indeed 

be far away, upon such an evening as this. 

Then, while still they listen, there 

arises the noise of ehouts, the sound of a 

struggle, and afterwards Lord Rixon's ap- 
peal for help. Almost before the words 

have died awsy, his friends, followed by 

several men-servants, are around him. 
“Hold him down,” he cries to some of 

them; as he lifts himself off his antagon- 

ist. “The infamous dog! Has he hurt 

Mrs. Gargrave? ” : 
Sir Ralph, his countenance almost as 

white as that of the dead, is bending in 

stupified grief over his beautiful daught- 

er’s form, fondling the white hands, so 
rapidly growing cold; and feeling, with 
trembling fingers for the beating of the 

heart. 
“Oh, she is dead!” he moans, in an- 

swer to that inquiry. “My little Blanche! 
What has done it? My sweet daughter!” 
“Yes, who has done it, and what has 

happened?” inquires Beaumont. “We 

are all in the dark. Can’t you help us, 
Rixon?” 

But the earl shakes his head. 
“I know nothing,” he protests. “I 

have only come up since hearing the pis- 
tol shot. As I turned the corner over 

there,”—pointing to a bend in the path 

at a distance of some few paces, “I saw 
this man and another stooping over Lady 

Gargrave, evidently robbing her. Of 

course I rushed to the rescue. But al- 
though I succeeded in capturing this 

fellow, the other made off. And he, I 

fancy, was the one who secured the booty.” 

Bert listens to the tale in dumb aston- 

ishment. That the man should have the 

audacity to tell it, absolutely silences him 

for a second. At present, however, no 

idea of danger to himself arises. 
“It is a lie,” he manages to articulate, 

after an instant, in spite of the rough 

grasp upon his collar which almost seems 

to stifle him. “It'salie. He murdered 

the lady himself and took her jewels af- 
terwards, I saw it done. Just go and 
search him. Prove what I say. I tell 

you he has the jewels and the pistol that 
killed her, upon him now,” the young man 

declares, earnestly, ag they allow him to 
stand up, in order more conveniently to 

get him to the police-station. 
But who is likely to listen to such a 

tale ? 

As the words faintly reach Lord Rixon, 

they remind him that it may be well to 

rid himself as speedily as possible of all 
those evidences of his crime. 

Up to her bedroom they carry the dead, 
unfortunate woman, passing through the 
boudoir on their way. Of all her dreams, 

who could have forshadowed such a re- 
turn to the pretty chamber, as this? 

And while they lay her upon the bed, 
and loving hands tend gently the beauti- 
ful wounded form, her murderer seeks 

the privacy of his own apartment. There 
he empties out the ornaments which are 
still scarcely cold after contact with 
Blanche’s warm flesh, the pistol which 

has done so cruel a work, and the letters 
which were the cause of that final, fatal 
meeting. 

They take so little space, those silent 
proofs of guilt. The dressing-case into 

which he crushes them, heedless of the 
fragile settings and exquisite filagree that 
enriches them, shuts quite easily. He 

turns the key in the strong lock, and be- 
lieves his secret to be hidden for ever. 

“It was a stroke of genius to think of 
the jewels. If I'd left them, where would 

my history of the robbery have been?’ 
he meditates, regarding the little key, 

which he is fastening to his watch-chain, 
with a cynical smile. “And really it 
might have been difficult to invent any- 

thing more intricate upon the spur of the 
moment. No; I’ve got out of that scrape 

well, I flatter myself.” 

CHAPTER VIL. 
THE inquest upon the body of Blanche 

Gargrave opens next day. 
It is held in the large dining-hall of her 

father’s house, where she has herself so 
often sat at the head of his table, radiant 

with life and beauty. Now she lies, quiet 
and at rest, upon her white curtained bed 

upstairs, whither the jurymen are taken 

to view the body, and where they enter 
with husbed, curious tread. 

“Poor child!” says one, himself well 
known as the happy father of two lovely 
daughters, “she’s had a short life and a 

sad one. A widow at twenty, and murder- 
ed before she be twenty-two.” 
“Aye, Marsden, I’m sorry for Sir Ralph, 

so I am. Think, if it ’ad bin your Olive.” 

The strong man shudders visibly. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

SOME VALUABLE HINTS. 

For the Care of the Aged. 

Many of us have the care of aged people, 

and whether they be parents or friends 
only, they need a great deal of care, and 
special care, too. The chief points to be 

considered for their comfort are moderate 
digestible food, sufficient warinth, and an 
even quiet life, free from trouble. 

The chief of the three is the food. 
While all fixed dieting is bad where it 

can possibly be avoided, a few hints can 
be given that may prove of value. The 
older a person is, after fifty, the less food 

he requires. Luigi Cornaro, who lived to 
one hundred, though of a feeble constitu- 
tion, took twelve ounces of solid food and 

fourteen ounces of fluid daily during the 

latter part of his life ; and his most severe 
illness was caused by his increasing his 
allowance, through the continual entrea- 
ties of his friends. 

Very little animal food is required, and 

though in many respects false teeth are a 

boon to the aged, they may lead to too 
great a consumption of animal food. The 
food of the nursery is the best in old age. 

Bread and milk isa capital diet. Milk 
agrees with nearly all. 

Hot milk with a little prepared food 

forms an admirable drink at night, and 
can be kept warm in a hot water jug 

covered with a cozy. Fruit is wholesome, 
if ripe or well cooked ; fat is also good, as 

cream or fresh butter. Warm food is 

very suitable, and all meals should be 
regular, and excesses avoided. 

As to clothing, it should be both warm 
and light. Fur is an admirable material, 
and the underclothing should be of wool. 

A sealskin waiscoat is useful, and the feet 

and hands should be well and warmly 

clad. An eiderdown quilt on the bed is a 
good covering, for no aged person should 

be suffered to get cold in bad. 
I will here specify some erroneous ideas 

current with regard to old people : 

1. That the aged require rich and very 
nourishing food. 

2. That early rising is good for them. 

3. That cold baths invigorate them; 
whereas, they are fraught with imminent 
danger, and are often fatal. 

4. That continual medicines and din- 
ner pills are needed to digest the food; 

whereas, instead, less should be eaten. 
5. That their rooms should be hot; 

whereas, they should be cool, but not 

cold — 65 to 70 degrees. . 
6. That a fixed diet should be rigidly 

adhered to; whereas, variety is often es- 
sential. 
Two o'clock a. m. is the hour when 

most deaths take place ; then the tem 
perature of the body is lowest, and its 
powers feeblest. The warmth of the 
bed is of great importance in old age. A 
warm bath should be taken every day, 
with plenty of pure soap to keep the skin 
supple and soft. It is better for old peo- 
ple, who have the opportunity, to winter 
in a warm climate, but if they cannot 
they should shut themselves up in a well- 
warmed house at this season. All habits 
of old people should be respected, and 
not lightly altered. . 
Whatever causes exhaustion should be 

forbidden. Early rising is therefore bad, 

PAY UP OR SHUT UP. 

A coinmittee of citizens visited the edit- 
or of the Weekly Wobble to know where 

the editor would be at in the approaching 
campaign : 

“We have come, sir,” said the spokes- 

man, sweeping his arm over his followers; 

“to know how you stand on the issues of 
the day.” 

“Well,” responded the editor, interrupt- 

ing the address promptly, “its none of 

your business. What I want you to know 
is how you stand on the issues of this 

paper, and I'll say right here that all of 
you owe for the last fifty-two issues. Now 
pay up or shut up.” 

Renter 1§ 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. 

Farmer Brunk —“Now, I've got you, 
preacher! You're the thief that's been 
stealing my chickens.” 

Preacher Shembones—“I ’low things 

does look ’spicuous, Brother Brunk ; but 

de fac is, I just ’spected some ob my con- 
gregation might be ’noying’ you, and I 
called ‘round to cotch ’em!” 

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 crying with pain of Cutting Teeth, 
send at once and get a bottle of “ Mgs. 
WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP” for children 
teething. It will relieve the r little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it, 
mothers, there is no mistake about it. It 
cures Diarrhcea, regulates the Stomach 
and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation. Is 
pleasant to the taste. The prescription 
of one of the oldest and best female phy- 
sicians and nurses in the United States. 
Sold by all druggists throughout the 
world. 25cts per bottle. Be sure and ask 
for *“ Mrs. WiNsLow’s SooTHING Syrup.” 

MANY HANDS MAKE LIGHT WORK. 

Tourist (in Utah)— “Polygamy is no 
longer practiced, I am told.” 

.Ex-Mormon (dejectedly)—" No, and its 
a shame. Only one wife! What good is 

one wife? Just a trial, that’s all.” 

“How 80?” 

“ Everything at sixes and seven. Noth- 
ing ever done. Buttons off, meals half- 

cooked — everything wrong. In the good 
old days we had one wife to sew on but- 

tons, another to darn stockings, another 

to boss the servants, another to do the 
shopping, and another to attend to the 

duties of society.. A man had some com- 
fort then.” 

To correct a sour stomach, or cure a 

sick headache, Hawkers liver pills are 
without ~n equal. 

A Boo~x 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. 

Westerner — There's one nice thing 
about the west. When neighbors can’t 
get along they don’t go on quarrelling for 

years as they do here. They just have 

one little spat, and after that there are no 
hard feelings. 

Easterner — That's remarkable. 
do you account for it? 

Westerner — Well, you see, after the 

spat, the one that’s alive ain’t got any- 
thing to feel hard about. 

How 

‘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 
nq other remedy. Ask your druggist for 

Swayne’s Ointment. 

Here is a story which Baron Dowse, the 

celebrated Irish judge once told: 
“I was down in Cork last month, hold- 

ing the assizes. On the first day, when 
the jury came in, the officer of the court 

said : 
“Gintlemen av the jury, ye’ll take 

yer accustomed places, if ye plaze.” 

“ And may I never laff,” said the Baron, 

“if they didn’t all walk into the dock.” 

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 

American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma- 
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 

3 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It esremov 

at once the cause, and the disease immed- 
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 
benefits. 75cents. For sale by W.Carten 

and Alonzo Staples. 

Teacher {in the geography class) — 

“Tommy, what is the easiest way to get 
to the Pacific coast?” Tommy—* Git a 

pass.” 

A Railway Manager Says: 

“In reply to your question do my chil- 

dren object to taking Scott’s Emulsion, I 
say No! on the contrary, they are fond of 

it and it keeps them pictures of health.” 

SILENT CONTEMPT. 

“Tm sorry,” said the rural justice, 
“but there’s no .evidence against you, 

and I’ll have to turn you loose, with just 
a fine for contempt o’ court.” 

“But, your honor, I haven't said a 
word. 

“Yes, but darned if you didn’t look it.” 

Business and professional men who suf- 

fer from tired exhausted feelings conse- 
quent upon ‘mental effort, will find in 

Hawker’s nerve and stomach tonic, a sure 

conserver of the vital energies, relieving 
brain tire, restoring nervous energy and 
muscular vigor, renewing the blood, re- 

storiug lost appetite and aiding digestion. 

Lieut. Winkle —Aw! Waiter ?-—Bring 

me, let me see—half a duck. And say, 
waiter, see that the other half falls into 

distinguished hands. 

HEART Disease RELIEVED IN 30 MINUTE'S 

— 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. 

A cynic says that women are like maga- 
zines: they must have a little romance 

and lots of padding to make them perfect. 

“I have spent thousands of dollars and 

been in the best hospitals of Europe and 
America under treatment for catarrh,” 

said a gentleman recently, “and have 

never received so much genuine relief as 

I have found from a twenty-five cent box 
of Hawker’s catarrb cure. 

a 

Coughing. 
For all the ailments of Throat 

and Lungs there is no cure so 
quick and.permanent as Scott's 
Emulsion of Cod-liver Qil. It is 
palatable, easy on the most deli- 
cate stomach and effective. 

Scotts 
Emulsion 

stimulates the -appetite, aids the 
digestion of other foods, cures 
Coughs and Colds, Sore Throat, 
Bronchitis,and gives vital strength 
besides. It has no equal as nour- 
ishment for Babies and Children 
who do not thrive, and overcomes 
Any Condition of Wasting. 

Send for pamphlet on Scott's Emulsion. Free. 

Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Deugglsts. 50c. & $1. 

Fine Flavoring Extracts, — 

~=PREPARED BY OURSELVES.— 

Fino Salad Oil, 

Lima Juice, 

Perfumes, 

Sponges, 

Hair and Tooth Brushes in 

Great Variety. 

R. T. MACK & CO. 

(OPPOSITE CITY HALL) 

FREDERICTON. 

1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1895 
—AND— 

Country : Gentleman. 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES. 
DREVOT+D TO 

Farm Crops and Processes, 

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying, 

While it also includes all mimor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Pcultry Yard, Entomol- 
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter- 
inary Replies, Farm Questions and An.wers, Fire- 
side Reading, Domestic Lconomy, ard 8 sammary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Keports are 
unasually complete, and much attention is paid te 
the Prospects of the Crojs, as throwing light up n 
one of the most important of all guestions—\ hen 
to Buy and When to Bel It is liberally Jlinstrated 
and by Recent I ulargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
$2.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our : 

Club Rates for 1895. 

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

% do. 10 

15 

do. Six Subscriptions 

do. do. Ten Subscriptions 

IZ" To all New Fubsa ibers for 1895, paying in 
advance now, +e will send the parr Weekh , irom 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. Njezimen Copies Free. Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 

Albany, N. Y. 

By Steamer: 

25 kegs Steel Wire Nails, 
2 boxes American Files, assorted; 

. 25 boxes Narrow axes, Lumtermen's Pride, best 
axes n Canada; % 

25 boxes Barn Lanterns, Jates ; 
1 cask extra globes to suit; 

16 steel Sinks, 
1 box Drive Well Points, 
1 box Wrought Iron Butts, 
1 ba-rel 1 and Btrop Hinges, 
1 cuse Loore Pin Buits, 
5 ¢i8 8 Rim and Mo tice Locks, 
3 ¢'ses Rim and Mortice Knobs, only; 
6 cases general Hardware, and for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS, 

House Painters. 

HO wish to discriminate in their purchases as 
well #s in their speeches in fuvor of good ma- 

terial, can do so hy ordering cur Elephant Brand of 
Paint, our superior oatside and inside varnish, nice 
Jipaus and our painters’ pure colors. These goods 
wih prove our claim of superiority and that at lest 
one brand of good paint material is still to be had at 

Gives Best Results. 

PRICE 
SOLD 

Everywhere | 

Purest and Best Materials 
used in Manufacture. 

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

, No preparation equal to it, 

Wiley's ... EMULSION... 
SEE 

COD - LIVER - OIL. 

The Best 

Preparation 
in the Market 

For Building up the System. 

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

date. 

GRANBY 

People of Goop Common SENSE usually appreciate a 

good article that is honestly made, well finished and up to 
This explains the great success of 

RUBBERS 

They Wear 1 ike Iron. 

WITH A HAMMER 

AND SAW 

In the house you can 
fix things yourself so 
that a carpenter will not 
be needed. Astonishing 
how easy it is when you 
have the right tools. 
Ah, there's the nut in 
the shell —the BEST. 
Nails and Screws and 
small but penetrating 
Tacks, and all such 
Staple goods as hard- 
ware dealers ought to 
have is here. 

Housewives, fortify 
our kitchens for the 
inter with our Furn- 

ishings. They hint of 
home happiness for wise 
women. Trifles in cost, 
but great in results. 
You will be looking to 
the main chance—your 
own—by dealing with 
us. 

JAMES S. NEILL. 

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

LIND, TCHING, or 
LEEDING, PROTUDING 

Can Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure. 

Address ©, H. 

FREDERICTON. Box 38. 

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 oc lumns 

offering to the educited and intelligent public, the 

most instructive and entertuining 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., 
R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 324 Washington Btreet, Boston, Mass. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Hitter, 
———AND—— 

TINSMITH, 

Would inform the people of Fredericton 

and vicininity, that be has re- 

sumed business on Queen 

Street, 

Opp. County Court House. 

Where he is prepared to fill all orders in 

above lines, including 

Electrical cnd ¥echanical 

BELL HANGING. 

Speaking Tubes, etc. 

SHOVELS. 

6 Di Long Handled Steel 8hovels 
10 tarrels Portlan'l Cemcat 

75 kegs Bteel Wire Nails 
15 bundles Hay Wire, 
45 kegs Steel Horse =hces 
40 dozen Narrow Axes 
3 cives Mortice Locks 
2 “ Mineral Knobs 
4 « a. Iron Nuts 
1case kim ks 
1 ¢ Loose Pin Bolts 

25 boxes Steel Cut Tacks, put up ia small 
wooden kegs, 

2 rolls Rubber Packing 
1 case Spiral Packing 
5 barrels Raw Linseed Oil 
2 ton Genuine Elephant White I ead. 

Just to hand, 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS 

Scales! Scales! 

] 9 OXES Family Beales, 12 doz. Wheel heads, 
15 boxes Cut Tacks, 10!oxes Wrought 

Iron Washers, 
10 boxes Wrought Iron Nuts, 
1 box: (+azie's Points, 
1 box Fellre Plates, 
5 boxes Moulding Nails. 
Just received, and for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

Facts! Facts! 

1 is falee economy to refuse a good article and ac- 
cept a poor «ne because of the low price. All 

goods cost money to produce. The better the goocd 
the greater the cost. Th:re are certain prices b-low 
which no good, henest materials can be Fought. If 
you pay less, ycu get loss, no use dodging the f-ct. 
We always tuy the best and sell the best, we don’t 
believe in shoddy. We have just received one car- 
load of STOVES and we consider them THE BEST 
in the market of their kind, and we iuvite the pub. 
lic to look them over if they are in want. 

R. CHESTRUT & BONS, 

Farm for Sale. 
HE subscriber's Farm at ft. Mary's, near the 
Railway Station, containing 50 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, 

Eave Just Received 

McMURRAY & Co. 

CAR LOAD 
“OF 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian... 
ear. 

American 

Makes. 
CALL and SEE the 

GOODS. 

Als + ¢t of 

REMNANTS, 
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods. 

P. 8S. 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. 

il 
& 

Enjoy it! 

Have to ANNOUNCE 

The date. 

¥ 

Then when you 

is do, have 

It Done NICELY. 

WI REFER TO 

FINE 

0B WOR, 
We are prepared to do 

fine printing of every 

description from a 

CALLING CARD 

to a 

THREE SHEET POSTER 

in several colors, and 

prompt in delivery of 

the same. 

WHY TAKE A 

“SLOP” BILL 
When you can get one 

neat and attractive for 

the 

SAME PRICE 

that it will cost you for 

one gotten up in any 

INVITATIONS, 
Tags, 

Bill and 

Letter 

Headiugsg» 

Which you will require, and al- 

80 necessary to have print- 

ed cheaply yet in 

good order, 

Have it Done Attractive, 

SEND FOR PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

PRINTING AMD PUBLISHIRG 
Fredericton, N. B: 


