
POETRY. 
IF YOU WANT A KISS. 

There's a jolly Saxon proverb, 

That is pretty much like this: 
That a man is half in heaven 

When he has a woman's kiss. 

But there's danger in delaying, 
And the sweetness may forsake it ; 

So, I tell you, bashful lover, 

If you want a kiss, why, take it. 

Never let another fellow 
Steal a march on you in this; 

Never let a laughing maiden 
See you spoiling for a kiss. 

There's a royal way to kissing, 

And the jolly ones who make it, 

Have a motto that is winning— 

If you want a kiss, why, take it. 

Any fool may face a cannon, 

Anybody wear a crown, 

But a man must win a woman 

If he'd have her for his own. 

Would you have the golden apple, 
You must find the tree and shake it; 

If the thing is worth the having, 

And you want a kiss, why, take it: 

Who would burn upon a desert, 
With a forest smiling by ? 

Who would give this sunny weather 

For a dark and wintry sky ? 

Oh, I tell you there is magic, 

And you cannot, cannot break it; 

For the sweetest part of loving 

Is to want a kiss and take it. 
—Dr. Mary Walker. 

SELECT STORY. 

A LORDLY LOVER. 

By the author of ‘ A Mere Schooleirl, * The Ace 

of Spades,’ etc. 

CHAPTER VII. 

CONTINUED. 

“My bonny lass, this’ll be a sore trial 
for her,” he says tenderly, thinking of 

the bright eyes and soft lips which had 
bid him good-bye as he started on his 
way to the works this morning. At that 

time no rumor of Mrs. Gargrave’s mur- 
der had reached his home, nor had he 

received any summons to his present dis- 

mal duty. He, who believes Olive to be 

still engaged to Cartwright, wonders, with 
pity for his child in his heart, how she 

will bear the thought of this awful accus- 

ation overhanging her lover. 
The first witness called is Lord Rixon. 

When he rises from his seat and comes 

forward to face the coroner, a stir of some- 
thing like admiration runs through the 
court. He is a handsome man at all 

times, and today, with an unusual bright- 
ness in his eyes, but, perhaps with less 

color than usual in his cheeks, he looks 
particularly distinguished. 

As he passes the prisoner, he turns up- 

on him one careless glance, which, how- 
ever, seems to flash over his whole person. 

There he stands, his hands blackened 
and stained by toil, his hair looking this 

morning shaggy and unkempt, and there 

goes his accuser—debonnaire and aristo- 
crat. 

It is one man’s word against another’s. 
Who can doubt which will carry the 
day? 
“You were in the grounds last night at 

half-past nine, my lord?” asks Dr. Rolf, 

the coroner, when formal preliminaries 
are finished, and the earl had been pro- 

vided with a chair. 

“Yes; I was smoking.” 

“ And you heard a pistol shot ?” 
“Yes; it attracted me towards the spot 

from which it seemed to proceed. On 

turning one particular bend in the park, 

I saw two men stooping over a lady, who 
. was lying on the ground. They were 

both busily taking off her jewels, which 
one of them then put into his pockets. 

Of course, I made a dash, but I only suc- 
ceeded in capturing the prisoner.” 

Bert's face is pale, and his teeth are 
set. During the long hours of night he 

has had abundant time to realise all the 

difficulties of his position, but to hear 
this man swearing away his namo», his 

character, perhaps his very life, is almost 

more than he can endure in silence. 
“Had you noticed any disturbance be- 

fore the pistol went off?” 

“No, none. The evening was one of 
the calmest and most peaceful I ever rec- 
ollect.” 

“Would you recognise the other man 
if you were to see him ?”’ 
Lord Rixon pauses, then shakes kis 

head thoughtfully. 
“I fear not; he was off like a hare di- 

rectly I approached. I had not so much as 
glimpse of his features.” 

Thrt is the gist of the evidence he gives, 

nor do any questions put to him shake 
his testimony. At last he is politely 

thanked and dismissed, whereupon a man 
clad in the brown velveteen of an out 

door servant takes his place. 

“Yes, sir, my name is John Richard- 

son—Jack for short, and I’m head game- 
keeper to Sir Ralph Bailey.” he declares, 

in his loud, hearty tones. “I know Bert 
Cartwright well; him and me was boys 
together. 

“Did you encounter the prisoner upon 
the grounds of Sir Ralph at any time last 
night?” 

“Yes sir; it was when I was making 

my round of the park I came across him; 

lying flat upon the ground, he were, his 
face buried in his arms. He looked like 
a man in trouble,” he volunteers to add. 

““ Was the prisoner alone ? ” 
“ Yes, sir, quite.” 

“Whereabouts did this meeting take 

place?” 
“Behind the bushes, a’most close to 

where Mrs. Gargrave were afterwards 

shot,” he says, with evident unwilling- 
ness to make the admission. 

“Do you happen to recollect the hour ?” 
“ Perbaps a quarter to nine, sir—least- 

ways, it hadn’t gone nine o'clock, and I 

knew it had turned half-past eight, be- 
cause I didn’t leave my cottage till nearly 
that.” 

“Did any words pass between you?” 
“Not to say words sir. On’y I shouts, 

- ‘Hullo! who are you !” and he says, ‘Don’t 
shoot me, Jack ; I’m waiting for a lady,” ” 
replies the man, in the full belief that he 

is speaking accurately, “so I winked ard 
left him, thinking no harm, sir.” 

The last words came apologetically, 
and the man glances towards the broken- 

down figure of the equire, who, with his 

white, drawn face and bloodshot eyes, 
can hardly be recognised as the fussy, 

garrulous, little baronet of y@terday. 

He himself is the next person to be 
summoned, but the coroner only asks him 

one or two questions, tending to establish 
the fact that it was a frequent habit of 
Mrs. Gargrave to wander out after dinner 

- into the park. 

“She used to fancy she liked the cool 
air after leaving the dining-room,” the 

poor father says,with a catch in his voice. 

“So that anyone planning the robbery, 
might reckon with some certainty on 
meeting her in the grounds between nine 

and ten?” 

“Yes,” he answers in the same listless 

tone. 
The coroner turns to address the jury, 

There is a profound stillness in the room, 

as everyone listens for his first word. 
‘When suddenly the ‘prisoner speaks. 

“Can I make a deposition?” he in- 
quires, 
“You had better not. It can be used 

against you,” answers Dr, Rolf, scanning 

more attentively than he has hitherto 

done, the determined face and compress- 
ed lips of the accused. 

But his warning is disregarded. 
“I desire nothing but that it may be 

used,” the young man says. “For I am 

innocent, utterly innocent of the crime. 

The murderer stands there. Lord Rixon 

shot Mrs. Gargrave.” 

A wild sensation runs through the 

crowd. The silence seems to deepen, if 
that be possible. 

“I overheard them talking together. 

There was something said about some 

letters which ‘they appeared to have 

brought, in order to exchange. Then 

Mrs. Gargrave implored the earl not to be 

cruel to her, but to tell her that he loved 

her after all. And he—he mocked her, 
until she seemed to grow beside herself 
with auger. Just as he was moving off, 

she tore a tiny pistol out of her pocket 
and presented it full at his face.” 

“How dare you utter such lies? Will 

no one prevent this scandal, this malign- 

ing of the dead?” exclaims the tortured 

father at this point, rising from his chair 

and making a fierce rush at the prisoner, 
as though to silence him by main force. 

“Sir Ralph,I am bound to allow the 
fellow to speak,” exclaims the coroner, 
a distressed look crossing his face. 
With a moan of agony the baronet 

seems suddenly to collapse, sinking in a 
heap back again into his chair. There is 

a most painful hush. Then the lawyer 
nods to Bert to proceed. 

“Lord Rixon seized her wrist, bending 
it back until she was obliged, with a little 

scream, to give up the weapon. At the 
same instant, he pressed the trigger.” 

It is, atleast, a most startling story. 

For the instant even the coroner seems 
nonplussed, and scarcely to know the 
next step to take. ln the consequent 

pause, Lord Rixon rises, his face as un- 
moved, his bearing as nonchalent as ever. 
The mere aspect of the man goes far 

to allay the half-formed suspicions already 
at work against him. 
“I am sorry to have to bring any wom- 

an’s name into a case like this,” he says. 

“Unfortunately, however, it seems desir- 
able to prove that the prisoner may have 

reasons even stronger than a desire to 
clear himself, for bringing this unwar- 

rantable charge against me. He was, I 

believe, at one time engaged to marry 

Miss Olive Marsden, and he is I know, 
aggrieved that the young lady has seen 

fit to break off the match, owing to his 

insolence on one occasion, when he found 
her in my company.” 

The base words come out quite smooth- 

ly. If Bert has been pale before, he is as 
white as a sheet now, white to the lips; 
whilst the foreman of the jury has sprung 

to his feet, listening with staring eyes 
and open mouth to the insinuations 

which may darken the character of his 
favorite child. When the earl ceases, 
Cartwright can control himself no longer. 

“You dastardly coward,” he cries “to 

mention a girl in that way. If you could 
do that, you’d do anything. 

And indeed that the earl has done him- 

self no good by the revelation, is abund- 

antly proved by the scowls that adorn 

many hitherto, just merely curious faces 
amongst the spectators. Even the coron- 
er frowns. 

“I fail to see how this information bears 
upon the matter in hand, my lord.” 

The earl bows. : 
“I merely mentioned it to show addit- 

ional motive for inducing Cartwright to 

injure me if possible,” he answers. “If 

that is not needed, I regret that I troubled 
you to listen.” 

Whereupon he subsides again, a curious 
smile playing upon the lips which he has 

covered with his hand. In his heart the 

thought is passing, ‘I’ve paid you off my 
fine spy, more thoroughly even than if 

I had merely brought you to the gallows, 
I fancy.” . 

Nor is he far wrong. 

In another ten minutes, proceedings 

are, for that day, brought to a conclusion. 
There is an adjournment for a month, to 

give the police opportunity to hunt up 
further intelligence, as well as to trace 
the plunder, and, if possible, to obtain 
some clue to Bert's alleged accomplice. 

In the meantime, the prisoner is escorted 
back to jail. 

That evening, no town in England is 

without a placard, giving as many details 
as can be collected of the missing orna- 
ments; of which, however, the brooch 

found at Pompeii is the only one fully 
described. 

That evening, too, Lord Rixon leaves 

the hospitable roof to which his traitor- 
ous hand has brought such desolation. 

Already every other guest has departed 

and the great rooms seem lonely and des- 

olate. To the man who dines in solitude, 

with merely the memory of two blue 
eyes, now dim in death, and a guilty con- 

science to bear him company, they must 
appear oppressive indeed. But of his 
feelings upon that point, he gives no sign. 

It is not until the dog-cart is awaiting 
him, and his luggage is already being car- 
ried out, that the library door opens, and 

Sir Ralph appears. He has been shut 
up, alone with his grief, amongst his 

books, ever since the close of the inquest, 

and even Lord Rixon is moved to some 
slight compassion, as he percieves the 

lines that have, since yesterday, made 
the squire’s healthy face look at least 
twenty years older. 

“Good-bye, Rixon,” he says. “Don’t 
suppoee that I credit one syllable of that 
villains lies.” 

“Thank you, Sir Ralph.” He can ut- 
ter no more. 

“And, by the way, where are you off to 

now? You'd like to know if anything 
fresh comes out, £0 I'd better have your 
address.” 

“I should, indeed. There’s a bachelor 
party staying at my cousin’s place at Loch 

Trove. The fishing is rather good, and 
he invited me some time since, so I 
thought I'd look him up.” 

“Couldn’t do better; but I shall ex- 

pect you here to spend the night before 
this horrible inquiry commences. I shall 

be glad to see you then. Sometimes, do 
you know, I used to imagine that you 

cared for my poor girl, and that she rath- 
er returned the feeling. Don’t forsake 
me altogether, now that she has gone, 
Rixon.” 

By the time that Rickton station is in 

sight, the earl is wishing he had found 
means and opportunity for another intcr- 

view with Olive before his departure. 

Not but what she will be all the more 
pleased to see him when he turns up 

again, as he speedily decides, with that 

sarcastic smile of his just curling his lips. 
Perhaps it is as well that she should have 

time to realise the position in which her 
imprudence has placed her. His evi- 
deuce at the inquest will have been a rev- 

elation to her own people, and suppose 
they are hard upon her? It will but 
make the girl more willing to exchange 
the discomfot of her home for such in- 
ducements as he can offer. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

Ir is early next morning that a train, 

apparently without many passengers in 

it, is rolling heavily over the Tay bridge. 
The sun is shining as brilliantly as it 

has been doing now for nearly a week 

past ; the heat is intense, although July is 
scarcely yet well in; and farmers are be- 

ginning to talk contentedly of an early 
and abundant wheat harvest in the same 
breath that they grumble about the ef- 
fect of drought on the roots. 

Yet, in spite of he absolute lack of 
air under any circumstances, there is one 

first-class compartment of the train, of 

which both windows are tightly shut, 
while the bark-blue curtains, drawn to 

exclude the light, seem further to add to 
the stifling atmosphere. Of this, how- 
ever, the solitary occupant of the carriage 

never seemed to think. 

He is busy drawing out of the open 
dressing case on the seat opposite to him, 
a number of glistening jewels, that sparkle 
like drops of water as they meet the 

glance of a sunbeam, which has strayed 

through some crevice between the blinds. 

With them, entangled amongst the gleam- 

ing coils of the necklace, is a tiny, inlaid 

pistol and two bundles of letters. 

Drawing his handkerchief from his 

pocket, Lord Rixon wraps it about the 
shining mass, tying the four corners to- 

gether in hard knots, during which pro- 
cess some sudden alarming thought ap- 
pears to occur to him. Hurriedly he 

finds the scissors that form part of the 

case fittings; then a quick search ensues 

for the coronet and initials marked upon 
the hem of the handkerchief. He snips 

the piece off with one hand, while with 
the other he lets down the window near- 
est to him. 5 

There is not a second to lose; already 
the middle of the bridge is past, but even 
with his arm raised to cast away that 
odious package, he hesitates. 

For suppose, instead of passing between 
the girders and sinking forever out of 
sight in the deep, dark bed of the river, 

it should strike some single iron bar, and 

so be kept back from destruction ? 

Yet to rid himself thus securely of the 

hateful evidences of his crime is worth 

some risk, and it is now or never! In 
another half-minute the chance will be 

gone, 80, drawing in one long, deep breath, 
he hurls the parcel out of the window. 
Nor does his plan fail. 

He beholds the white ball, in its rapid 
flight from him, just graze the edge of 
one of the round rods; he could scream 

in his agitation, as for an instant he 
watches for the rebound, and expects to 
see it drop upon the bridge. But fortune 

favors bim. The impetus it has receiv- 
ed, is just sufficient to carry it through, 
then it falls, falls, falls! He can see it no 
longer. 

The affair has affected his nerves con- 

siderably more than did the commission 
of the crime itself. But that was done 

without premeditation. This effort has 
been the result of some hours of anxious 

thought. For with those incriminating 
stones in his possession, even Lord Rix- 

on, with all his nonchalence, could not 
feel quite safe. 

And they are are gone at last! The one 

means of proving Cartwright’s innocence 
is, the earl assures himself, at the bottom 
of the river. 

The train is entering the station. With 

a start Lord Rixon realises that it may 
be well, though where indeed can be the 

need of further precaution; to shut the 

dressing bag and open the curtains. Then 
as he is standing up, he calls the news- 

paper boy and buys an armful of literature 
to while away the rest of the journey. 

He will think of Blanche and her detest- 
able diamonds no more. 

The morning, which isso glorious in 
Scotland, has dawned quite as brightly in 
Rickton. But the golden sunbeams are 

totally unsufficient to bring any sort of 
light to the face of one, at least, of the 
dwellers of that smoky locality. 

“No wonder that your head does ache, 

Olive. Cried all night did you? And 
you did right so far! To have brought 

shame upon a household that has always 
been looked up to and respected.” 

“Mother, I haven't! What shame can 
there be? What have I done?” asks 

the poor girl, for the twentieth time. 

“ Engaged yourself to a murderer, first. 
Yes, I say you did, miss! He’s a murder- 

now if he wasn’t then. Don’t you be in- 
solent! And then go talking and flirting 
with a gentleman as you never saw be- 

fore in your life, just because my back’s 

turned. I, for one, am not surprised that 

Bert wouldn’t have anything more to say 
to you!” 

In answer to which tissue of contradict- 
ions, what can Olive say or do but give 
another of those woeful sighs that seem 

to come from the deepest depths of her 
troubled young heart. 
“Youd have been a deal better if 

you'd gone to the school as usual this 
morning, of course,” resumes Mrs. Mars- 
den, “Only your father, he’s so foolish, 

he spoils you dreadfully. If it hadn’t 
been for me trying to keep you a bit in 
order — but there, much thanks I get. 

However, as you have a morniug at home, 
you may as well go and practise your 

singing, instead of standing dawdling 
there.” 

The mere suggestion of such an occupa- 
tion is enough. It comes as the final 

straw to break Olive down. And without 
any warning she suddenly burst into sobs. 

“ As though I could possibly sing with 
all this trouble to bother me,” she mur- 

murs, piteously. “Oh, mother, you 
might be a bit sorry for me.” 

Mrs. Marsden is touched, in spite of 
her wrath. But soft kindness has no 
place in her creed. She turns her head a 

little to hide the tears in her eyes, at the 
same instant she exclaims: 

“Sorry, and so I am. Sorry that you 

should have disgraced yourself and us and 
all. And if you thought a little more of 

the sort of sorrow and a little less about 

the fine things that villain premised you, 
you'd be all the better, miss.” 

“He didn’t promise anything fine,” an- 
swers the girl, half indignantly. “Why 
should he? But he said that he loved 
me,” breaking into a little wail of misery, 
“and that’s more tban anybody else does 
now, it seems. Oh, how wretched Iam, 

I wish I'd never been born.” 

Whereupon she betakes herself to the 
solitude of her own room, there to dream 

away a few of the vacant hours in remin- 
iscences of the last few days of her life. 

And perhaps itis to her own surprise, 

that, ir spite of others filled with far 
greater excitement, those moments which 
most frequently recur to her memory are 
such as were spent before Lord Rixon ap- 
peared upon the scene at all, when Bert 

and she were tasting the first sweetness of 
a mutually confessed love. 

The same sort of agitation and worry, 
however, occurring, as it does, day after 
day, is not apt to raise depressed spirits. 
Besides all Rickton knows her story, and 
whenever she leaves the house it is to en- 
counter either the stare of insolent eyes, 
or else cold looks and averted faces. Old 
friends begin to shun her, and beautiful 
Olive, hitherto the admired and envied of 
all the girls in her own position, becomes, 
instead, an object of pity, or a mark for 
cruel taunting words. What wonder that, 
as one week succeeds another, she grows 
pale and thin, refusing to move out of 
doors, and shutting herself up in a shell 
of reserve quite foreign to her bright 
nature. 

It is not the most promising state of 
mind for any girl to reach that of utter 
lonliness and despair. Certainly not the 
best in which to receive such a note as 
that which a man, quite unknown to 

her, manages to slip mysteriously into 
her hand the next morning as she is re- 

turning from the grocer’s, whither her 
mother has hurriedly despatched her in 
spite of her protests. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

AT THE CIRCUS. 

The elephant hit the bars of the tiger's 
cage a whack with his trunk. 
What do you want? growled the tiger. 

I wanted to know, replied the elephant 

mildly, if you knew we had gone into 
‘winter quarters ? & 

Of course I do; what do you take me 
for ? 

Well, smiled the elephant, I don’t have 

to take you for anything, thank goodness; 
but if -I did, I suppose I'd take you for 

medicine, and he blew a trunkful of dust 
into the tiger's cage. 

A good travelling companion, Hawker’s 

liver pills, they remove all the evil effects 
of overeating or drinking, without dis- 
comfort. 

Reuier IN Six Hours. —Distressing Kid- 

ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six 

hours by the “Great South American 

Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a 

great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain 

in the bladder, kidneys, back and every 
part of the urinary passages in male or 

female. It relieves retention of water 
and pain in passing it almost immediately. 

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

and Alonzo Staples. | 

ON THE BRIDGE. 

Mrs. O’Dooley — Phwat does it say on 
the back o’ this binch we're sittin’ on ? 

Mrs. Mulgrew — It says For “Women 
Only. 

Mis. O’Dooley — Let us move on an’ ax 

a peeler to direct us to a ladies” binch. 

We're out o’ place here intirely. 

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 “Mrs. 
WinsLow’s SooraING 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.” 

A bad breath is one of the disagreeable 

symptons of catarrh. Hawker’s catarrh 
cure positively cures catarrh, thereby 
purifying the breath. 

A very small boy was trying to lead a 

big St. Bernard up the avenue. 
What are you going to do with that 

dog? asked a kindly gentleman. 

I can’t make up my mind, was the an- 
swer ; Not tell I find out whut the dog 

thinks o’ doin’ weth me. 

A Boox 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. 

IRRETRIEVABLY LOST. 

The sunny skies of Greece arched above 

them. : 
Maid of Athens, he cried tumultously, 

give, oh, give me back my heart. 

The girl grew suddenly very pale. 
Sir, she rejoined, with trembling voice, 

I have a confession to make. I cannot 

give you back your heart. I neglected to 
air it properly and the moths got in it. 

It was a terrible predicament, but there 

was no help for it. 

TESTING HIS HONESTY. 

Your druggist is honest if when you | 

ask him for a bottle of Scott's Emulsion 
he gives you just what you ask for. He 

knows this is the best form in which to 

to take Cod Liver Oil. 

Papa came down to dinner one day with 

a coat on much the worse for wear at the 
elbows. Ashe took his seat he apolo- 
gized for wearing so rusty a coat outside 
his study. 

“You see,” he said, “ I’m budding.” 

“I beg your pardon, papa,” replied lit- 

tle Marian, quickly, “ but things look the 

best when budding. I should say you 
were going to seed.” 

To relieve huskiness and dryness of the 
throat take a sip of Hawker’s balsam of 

tolu and wild cherry. It cleans the throat 
instantly. 

Rheumatism 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. 75cents. For sale by W. Carten 
and Alonzo Staples. : 

WASN'T WHOLLY CONVINCED. 

Waal, said the old lady, if the airth is 

reound and goes reound, what holds it up? 
Oh, these learned men say it goes 

around the sun, and that the sun holds it 
up by virtue of attraction, he replied. 
The old lady lowered her specs, and, by 

way of climax, responded : 
Waal, if these high larnt men sez the 

sun holds up the airth, I should like to 

know what holds the airth up when the 
sun goes down! That’s what's the matter! 

Piles! Piles! Itching Piles. 

Symptoms — Moisture; intense tching 

and stinging: most at night; worse by 
scratching. Ifallowed to continue, tumors 

form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be- 
coming very sore. Swayne’s Ointment 
stops that itching and bleeding, heals ul- 
ceration, and in most places removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 25 

cents. Dr. Swyne & Son, Philadelphia. 

He was a countryman, and he walked 
along a busy thoroughfare and read a sign 
over the door of a manufacturing estab- 

lishment: Cast-Iron Sinks. It made 
him mad. He said that any fool onght 
to know that. 

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. 

Lyersby was telling me that he had a 

dream that an angel appeared and told 
him that he would go straight to heaven 

when he died. Now, what do you think 
of that? Oh, that’s just like him — he 
couldn’t even dream the truth, 

/Nature dreads death, yet man by his 
disregard of the laws of health, courts its 
coming. A course of Hawker’s nerve and 
stomach tonic will speedily overcome the 
evil effects arising from an abuse of 
pature’s laws, 

Babies 
and rapidly growing children 
derive more benefit from Scott's 
Emulsion, than all the rest of the 
food they eat. Its nourishing 
powers are felt almost immedi- 
ately. Babies and children thrive 
on Scott's Emulsion when no 
other form of food is assimilated, 

Scott's 

Emulsion 
stimulates the appetite, enriches 
the blood, overcomes wasting and 
gives strength to all who take it. 
For Coughs, Colds, Sore Throat, Bron. 
chitis, Weak Lungs, Emaciation, Cone 
sumption, Blood Diseases and all Forms 
of Wasting. Send for pamphlet. Free. 
;cott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. & $1, 

Fine Flavoring Extracts, 

«~=PREPARED BY OURSELYV ES,— 

Fins Salad C:l, 

Lime Juice, 

Perfumes, 

Sponges, 

Hair and Tooth Brushes in 

Great Variety. 

R. T. MACK & CO, 

(OPPOSITE CITY HALL), 

FREDERICTON. 

1834 THE CULTIVATOR 1895 
—AND— 

Country : Gentleman. 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES, 
DEVOTHD 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 and An.wers, Fire- 
side Reading, Domestic ILiconcmy, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually complete, and much attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crops,as throwing light up'n 
one of the most important of all questions— hen 
to Buy and When to 8e’l Tt is liberally Illustrated 
and by Recent t nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 

.50 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Redaction 
n our 

Club Rates for 1895. 

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 | 

Six Subscriptions do. do. 

.do. Ten Subscriptions do. 

IZE° To all New Fubsc ibers for 1895, paying in 
advance now, v e will send the pan r Weeklv, from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 

Albany, N.Y. 

~ By Steamer: 
25 kegs Bteel Wire Nails, 
2 boxes American Files, assorted; 

25 boxes Narrow axes, Lumtermen's Pride, best 
axes 'n Cauada; 

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

16 EBteel Siuks, 
1 box Drive Well Points, 
1 box Wrought Iron Butts, 
1 barre) T and 8trop Hinges, 
1 case Loose Pin Butts, : 
5 cs 8 Rim and Mo tice Locks, 
3 cises Rim and Mortice Knobs, only; 
6 cases general Hardware, and for sale by 

R, CHESTNUT & BONS, 

House Painters. 

WH wish to discriminate in their purchases as 
well as in their speeches in favor of good ma- 

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

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

Wiley'’s ... EMULSION... 
Lp 

COD - LIVER - OIL. 

Gives Best Results. 

Purest and Best Materials 

used in Manufacture. 

Best Value for the Money. 
| Readily taken by Children. PRICE 

SOLD 

Everywhere 

The Best 

Preparation 
in the Market 

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

JOHN M. WILEY, Re 

106 Queen Street, Fredericton. 

People of Goop CommoN SENSE usually appreciate a 
good article that is honestly made, well finished and up to 

date. 

CGCGRANBY 

This explains the great success of 

RUBBERS 

They Wear I 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. 

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

LIND, TCHING, or 
LEEDING, PROTUDIXG 

Oan Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure. 

Address ©, H. 
FREDERICTON. Box 38. 

SEND FoR SAMPLE COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news. 

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 

ters, in both reading and advertising c.lumns 

offering to the educated and inteliigent public, the 

most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 

literary, political, financial, art, music and general 

topics of the day and season, 

Daily Evening Transcript. 
No Bunday Edition. 

Saturday Evening Transcript. 
: Bixteen or more pages. 

Weekly Transcript 
Published Friday’s 

Address 

BCSTON TRANSCRIPT CO. 
824 Washington Btreet, Bost; » Mass. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter, 
——AND— 

TINSMITH, 
es 

Would inform the people of Fredericton 

and vicininity, that he has re- 

sumed business on Queen 

Street, 

Opp. County Court House. 

Where he is prepared to fill all orders in 

above lines, including 

Electrical end Kechanical 

BELL HANGING. 

Speaking Tubes, etc. 

SEHOVEI.S. 

0 Fred Long Handled Rteel 8hovels 
10 tarrels Portland Cement 

75 kegs Steel Wire Nails 
15 bundles Hay Wire, 
25 kegs Eteel Horse Shoes 
40 dozen Narrow Axes 
3 cases Mortice Locks 
2 ¢ Mineral Knobs 
4 “ Wrought Iron Nuts 
1 case Rim Ta 
1 ¢ Loore Pin Bolts 

25 boxes Bteel Cut Tacks, put up in 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! 

] 92 BE ES Family Bcales, 12 doz. Wheel heads, 
15 boxes Cut Tacks, 10 loxes Wrought 

Ion Washers, 
10 boxes Wrought Iron Nuts, 
1 box Glazier’s Points, 
1 box Fellce Plates 
5 boxes Moulding Nails. 
Just received, and for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

Facts! Facts! 

1* is false economy to refuse a good article and ac- 
cept a poor one because of the low price. All 

goods cost money to produce. The better the gooed 
the greater the cost. There are certain prices b-low 
which no good, henest materials can be Fought. If 
you pay less, you get loss, no use dodging the foct. 
We always tay 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 invite the pub. 
lic to look them over if they are in wapt. 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS, 

Farm for Sale. 
Ts subscriber's Farm at Rt. Mary’s, near the 

Railway Btation, containing 5¢0 acres, 100 of 
. which are under cultivation. 

There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 
the premises, all in good repair. 
For further particulars apply to 

JOHN A. EDWARDS, 
Queen Hotel. 

F’ton, April 9, 1892. 

McMURRAY & Co. 
Eave Just Received 

A CAR LOAD 
COR 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian... 
—_— AND ——— 

American 

Makes. 
CALL and SEE the 

GOODS. 

Also a lot of 

REMNANTS, 
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods. 

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper 
with BORDERS to match. 

[== Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 

Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents. 

McMurray & Co. 

IT WILL 

CONE 

RBODT 

Enjoy it r 

But you will 

x 
RS 

Have to ANNOUNCE 

The date. 

Then when you 

ES do, have 

It. Done NICELY. 

WE REFER TO 

FINE 

JOB WORK, 
We are prepared to do 

fine printing of every 

description from a 

CALLING CARD ie 

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 

[] 

edding 
INVITATIONS, N 

Tags, 

Bill and 

Letter 

Headings, 

~~» 
N 

Which you will require, and al- 

$0 necessary to have print- 

ed cheaply yet in 

good order, 

Have it Done Attractive. 

SEND FOR PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

PRINTING AMD PUBLISHING cn, 
Fredericton, N. B:; 

— S—— 
"Samer 

i, ot 

Tr 


