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POETRY. 

LITTLE AH SID. 

Little Ah Sid 
Was a Christian kid— 

A cute little cuss, you declare, 

With eyes full of fun, 

And a nose that begun 

Right up in the roots of his hair. 

Jolly and fat 

Was this frolicsome brat, 
As he played through the Jong summer day, 

And he braided his queue 

As bis father used to, 

In Chinaland, far, far away. 

Once o'er a lawn 
That Ah Sid played upon, 

A bumble bee: flew in the spring, 
‘“ Melican butterfly ! 

; Said he, with winking eye; 

“Me catch and pull off um wing.” 

Then with his cap, 

He struck it a rap— 

This innocent bumble bee— 

And put its remains 

In the seat of his jeans, 

For a pocket there had the Chinee. 

Down on the grass 

Sat the little sardine, 

In a style that was strangely demure, 

And said with a grin 

That was brimful of sin, 

Me crush um butterfly, sure.” 

Little Ah Sid 
Was-only a kid, 

Nor could you expect him to guess 

: What kind of a bug ‘ 
He was holding so snug ° 

In the folds of his loose-fitting dress. 

“Ki-ya! Ki-yipya!” 

Ah Sid cried, as he 

Rose hurriedly up from-the spot, 

“Ki-ya! Yuk-a-kan! 

D— —m um, Melican man— 

Him butterfly belly much hot!” 

SELECT STORY. 

AN UNBROKEN PROMISE. 
—OR— 

A CASTAWAY. 

PART 1. 
CONTINUED. 

CHAPTER VI. 

A MEETING BY DAYLIGHT. 

Her husband! “The mere sound of the 
word sent her thoughts into a different 
current. Philip Vane was still the prin- 
cipal figure, not as she had just seen him ; 

cold, sneering, practical and hard—but 

ardent, romantic and impassioned. Chep- 
stow Castle and the path along the wind- 

ings of the silver Wye, the young man so 

different in the polished ease of his de- 
meanor, aid the style of his conversation, 

even in the fit of his clothes, and his 
graceful negligent manner of carrying 

himself, from anyone she had ever seen 

before. The stolen interviews, the long 
walks, finally the quiet marriage, with 

a local fisherman and his wife as the 

only witnesses; all these scenes and imag- 
inations came floating across her brain 

and mysteriously served to still the storm 

which ‘was raging within her breast. 

Philip could not mean what he had said ; 

he could not think of. parting with her 

for three years! It was to try her, per- 

haps, that he suggested it; and she had 
fallen too readily into the trap. Perhaps 

she, too was to blame; her place was by 

his side, and she ought to have tried to 

fall in with his proposition for her going 

to London. She would agree to that now, 
she would tell him so to-morrow, and 

then then there would be no more ques- 
tions of her going abroad, and the old 

happy time of'two years ago, would come 

back again. And so thinking, Madge 
Pierrepoint fell asleep. 

These kindly feelings, these hopes for 
the future, had not passed away when 

Madge awoke in the morning. On first 
opening her eyes, indeed the sense of 
some impending calamity, which she had 

felt so strongly on the receipt of Philip’s 

, last: letter on the previous morning, 

haunted her again ; but when shé recol- 
lected her recent thoughts, and her deter- 
mination to submit herself to her hus- 
band’s wishes, so far at least as adcepting 
an engagement in London was concerned, 
she speedily got the better of her weak- 

ness, and had not much difficulty in 

persuading herself that a happy future 
was yet in store for her. So, full of hopes 

and anticipations, she started forth soon 

after she had finished her breakfast. She 

knew that at that time she need fear no 

interruption from Rose, who during the 
whole of the morning was busy with her 
various lessons, or from Miss Cave, who, 

after the ordering of her little household, 

invariably set forth to take her place in 

box office of the theatre, a position which 
just then claimed her attention even more 

rigidly than usual, as the season was about 

to terminate, and all outstanding accounts’ 
had to be carefully gone through. 

Madge knew, moreover, that at such an 
hour she should be able to walk through 

the streets without undergoing the severe 

scrutiny which was usually bestowed 
upon her. The good people Wexeter, 

though better bred than those of many 
other provincial towns, were yet human. 

Consequently, the sight of anybody whom 
they recognized as connected with the 

theatrical profession, when attired in 

ordinary costume, and proceeding through 
the streets in an ordinary manner, awoke 

in them an amount of curiosity which 
betrayed itself, even among the highest 

and most refined, in covert glances, 

amongst the less delicate, in prolonged 

stares, and amongst the boys, in loud 

shouts of recognition and war-whoops of 
a wild character, indicative of a desire on 

the part of the shouters to make an on- 
slaught on the persons observed, and to 
ascertain by pinches and other manual 
appliances whether they were really 
flesh and blood. Miss Cave, indeed, had 
a legend which she was accustomed to 
narrate on special occasions, setting forth 

that with the memory of her father, the 

actors bad been known as *lakers,” and 
that on any of them being recognized in 
the streets, the cry of “The lakers, the 

lakers!” would call forth the utterance 

of the ferocious hint to ““ smash their heads 
against the wall.” This, however, was in 

the dark ages; and now the recognized 
members of the company were only sub- 

jected to a great amount of staring and 
whispered observations, generally of a 
complimentary character. 

Even from -this torture—for torture it 

was to a sensative minded woman — 
Madge Pierrepoint was free during her 

early walk. It was a tacitly recognized 
tradition among the Wexeter people, that 

no one was to be seen in the streets until 
the afternoon. = The members of the 
cathedral, their families, and a few ladies 

old and young, regularly attended morn- 
ing service, before and after which the 
female heads of families might have been 

seen discharging their marketing duties; 
but the generality of these persons, con- 

stituting what was called society in the 
good old town, never appeared in public 

until after that meal, which by a polite 

fiction passed as luncheon, but which in 
most cases was understood to be dinner. 
Thus, when Madge reached the lane at 

the back of the Dumpington turnpike, 
she found the spot almost as much "de- 
serted as on ¢he previous night, scattered 

parties of working people in the distant 

1| into the little lane, her heart was beating 

fields being the only human creatures 
within view. . 

Eleven o'clock rang out from the cathed- 

ral as she arrived within sight of her desti- 

nation; and on hearing” the sound she 
quickened her pace; and when she turned 

fast, and her face was all aglow. She was 

compensated for her hurry, however, by 

finding that she was first at the spot ; and” 
it was not until after she had taken two 

or three leisurely turns up and down, re- 

covering her breath, that she heard the 

sound of wheels, and looking around, saw 
Philip Vane alight from a cab by the 

turnpike, and advance towards her. 

That Major Vane was not in a very 
good temper was evident from his first 
words. 

“You are going to tell me that I am 

late, I suppose,” he said; “but you need 
not, because I know it. Not that I over- 

slept myself, or anything of that sort. 
How anybody sleeps at all in that infernal 
hotel, is a matter of wonder to me;it'sa 

sin and a shame that a place like that 
shouldn’t have something better than such 
a pot-house for a gentleman to put up at.” 

“I wasn't going {fo say a word about 
your being late, Philip; I am only sorry 

to hear you ‘were not comfortable at the 

Half Moon. Everybody speaks so well of 

the house.” : : 
“It may be all very well for bagmen, 

and people of that kind,” said Major Vane 

with great disgust. 

“It has the reputation of being very 

clean,” said Madge. : : 

“Clean!” echoed the Major; “I knew 
vou would say that. When people can 

say nothing else for an inn, they say it’s 

clean. Just as when they can say noth- 

ing else for a man, they say he is good® 

natured. All I know is, the beds seem as 
if they were stufted.with potatoes instead 

of feathers; and they give you cotton 
sheets—cotton sheets, by Jove!” 

“Well, it was only for one night, Philip,” 

said Madge, soothingly. To-day you will 

be able to go back to your London lux- 
uries.” 

“My London luxuries— while you 

struggle on here! Is that what you mean 

to convey ? ”” said Philip Vane, looking at 
her sharply. : 

“No, indeed, I did not mean to convey 

anything of the kind,” said Madge quietly ; 
“I meant no sneer. And, indeed,’ she 

added, with a desperate effort at cheerful- 
ness, “I do not intend vou to enjoy those 

luxuries, if luxuries they be, much longer 

by yourself. I intend to come up and 
share them with you ” 

“The deuce you do!” said the Major in 
a loud key. “Oh, you have been think- 
ing over what I said to you last night, 
then?” 
“I have.” 

“What is the. result of ycur deliber- 
ation?” . 

“I will tell you, Philip; but before 1 
tell you let me say one word about my- 

self, about ourselves. + T have been think- 

ing a great deal, not merely about this 

one proposition, but about our lives alto- 

gether; and it strikes me that, for the 

last few months, there has been a sort of 
division between us; not expressed, in- 
deed, but nevertheless existing, which 

should not be. Our interests are one, and 

our great point in life should be to carry 

them out by working together loyally, 

and in unison. Do you follow me Philip ?” 

He was standing with his face turned 

towards her now, but with his eyes look- 
ing far away over her shoulder, swaying 

himeelf to and fro, and switching his legs 
with a small cane which he carried in his 
hand. 

“Oh, I follow you!” he said; “it isn’t 

time for me to speak just yet, while you 

are dealing in generalties. Iam waiting 
“until you come to the point, before I have 
my little say.” 
Madge winced as he spoke, but took no 

further notice. Then she proceeded : 

“I have no doubt that I have been very 
foolish. in allowing my fears to get the 

better of n'e, and in refusing to go and 
act in London. It must seem ridiculous 

to you that I should be wasting what re- 

mains to me of my youth and energy in 

playing to provincial audiences, and in 

earning so small a salary. I can fully 

understand that, from what you saw of 
me two years ago, you imagined that I 
should by this tire have made much 

greater progress, and been enabled to con- 

tribute much more effectiveiy to our in- 
come. You shall not have that cause for 

complaint any longer. I will not even 
refuse to appear in any style of character 

which your good sense and knowledge of 

the world may decide that I should under- 
take with a chance of success; I will give 

up any scruples of the kind which I have 
hitherto held, and if you will get me an 
engagement—and I am sure amongst all 

the people you know, there must be 
plenty who would be proud to oblige you 
—I will go to London.” 

ch You seem to have mistaken what I 

said to you last night ; there was no ques- 
tion of going to London in the matter.” 

“No, not in what you last proposed, I 

know ; but you have said more than once 
that you wished I would go to London, 

and now I am not merely willing but 

anxious to do so, Philip.” | 
“It seems impossible to get you women 

to be business like,” said Major Vane 
pettishly. “I took the trouble to come 

down here yesterday, bring you an offer, 
which I should have thought you would 

only have been too glad to have availed 

yourself of, and given me my reply at 
once. You demanded time for deliberation 

and I accorded it. Now, when you should 

communicate to me your decision; you 
branch off upon a totally different topic.” 

His tone was harsh and morose ; his man- 
ner half scornful, half savage. As Madge 

listened to and looked at him, all her 
recently fofmed reiolutions of submission, 

‘all her growing hopes for peace in the 
present, and happiness in the future, 
melted away. If such were to be the 
response to all her overtures of affection, 
they had ‘been made for the last time. 

Hurt, proud, and defiant, she threw her 
head back, and said with as much calm- 

ness as ghe could call to her aid. 
“Since you wish our relations to be 

merely on a strict business footing, you 
will find me prepared to meet your wishes 

so far. You ask me if will accept a three 
years’ engagement to travel with a theatri- 
cal company through America and Aus- 

tralia, you during that time remaining in 

England. Do I state the matter rightly ?” 
“With almost legal precision,” said 

Major Vane, with a sneer. 

‘“ Then to the proposition I answer, No, 

no, no! See here Philip Vane: I came 

to you this morning prepared to my best 

to set matters right between us; to meet 
you more than half way ; to give you if it 

were possible, even more freedom than 

you have now; and not to attempt to 
claim my position until I had made such 
a name in London as would render you 

not ashamed to ackowledge me. To this 
separation—for such the scheme really is, 

call it by what name you like—I could 

not have consented; but it might have 

been modified in some way, or if yon had 
been kind and gentle with me, I—God 
knows—I might have gone away. Bat,” 
she added, speaking slowly, and curling 

her lip, and looking him full in the face, 
“when you allow your hard bed and 

cotton sheets to influence your temper so 
far as to make you forget, not merely the 
regard due to me as your wife, but the 

respect which I should claim as a woman, 

distinctly refuse to accept this offer which 
you have made me.” 

“Oh, you do, do you?” said the Major 

slowly, giving his legs one vicious switch ; 

“don’t let's have any mistake about it 
this time; let me understand you quite 

clearly. You refuse?” 

“I do!” she cried, exaspérated at the 

mocking tone in which he spoke; “I do, 
and I tell you so plainly. Do you think 

I have been blinded by this pretext for an 

instant? Do you think that I do not see 

plainly enough that your object is to rid 
yourself of me, apparently for a time only, 

but really for ever?” 
“Well, and suppose it were?” he said 

quietly. 
“Suppose it were!” she echoed; “ well 

then, I tell yon plainly, I would frustate 

it. Do you hear? There is a devil I 

have in me, which, once roused, renders 
me a match for you, long-headed and 

crafty as yqu are.” 
“ Nice style of woman this, by George!” 

muttered Major Vane, low, but loud 

enough for her to hear. 
“If she is not a nice style of woman, 

she has only you to thank for it,” cried 

Madge. ‘‘ What she is, you made her; 
for what she will be the reeponsibility 

will rest on you. If you were a different 

style of man, I would speak to you ina 

different way. I would appeal to you for 

God's sake to remember what we are to 

each other, and to avert this ruin of soul 

and body which. is overhanging us by 

acknowledging me, and giving me a por- 
tion, a very amall portion of your life. 

But to you I simply say that I am your 

wife ; that I shall claim the position which 

the law will award me; and that any 

attempt of yours to disown or get rid of 

me will be fruitless and vain.” °° 

As she uttered these last words, she 
emphasized them by stamping her foot 

and throwing out her hand. It was a 

uatural movement with ker; but scarcely 

had she made it before she grew hot and 

flushed, knowing to what taunt she had 

exposed herself. Philip Vane was much 

too brutal to neglect such an opportunity. 

“Bravo, Bravo!” he cried, clapping his 

hands softly together. “Deuced good 

that! Always keep your energy for your 

peroration. You really have improved 
wounderfully ; and I am deuced sorry, for 

Wufi’s sake, that you decline to astonish 
—not the natives, but the colonists. Now 

to business. You have been.remarkably 

candid with me; I will be equally frank 
with you. In the first place, the fact, 

which you make such a point of asserting, 

and which you look upon as your trump 

card—that I am your husband—would be 

the very thing which would upset your 

apple-cart and ruin your play. I have 

only to prove that I am your husband, 

and the law, which you were good enough 
just now to threaten to evoke, will give 

me the power of forcing you to accept 
this very excellent offer, which you refuse 

so contemptuously.” 

“I don’t believe it.” 
“Exactly. I thought you wouldn't; 

and, unfortunately, it isn’t a question 

which we shall be able to bring to any 
issue, as I don’t intend to assert my con- 
jugal rights. You have happened to hit 

with remarkable dexterity the right nail 
on the head: I did intend our little sep- 
aration to be not merely temporary, but 

final. Oddly enough, I intend it still.” 

“You may intend it,” said Madge, 
bitterly ; “ but you cannot carry it out.” 

“There,” said the Major, giving his leg 

a few persuasive taps, “there we differ. I 
rather think I can. You are my wife— 
understand, I admit that at once. If, to 

speak after the pleasant fashion which 

you have adopted —if you had been 
another style of woman, I might have 

been more reserved, I might have intro- 
duced a little innocent deception into the 
matter; have told you, as they do in 

novels, that our marriage isn’t a legal one, 

either because the parson was a postman 
in disguise, or that I was a Quaker, while 
you were a Protestant, or some ingenius 
strategem of that kind. But with you I 

do nothing of the sort; I fully admit the 

legality of our marriage; while at the 

same time I bid you a respectful farewell.” 
‘“ What do you mean?” 

“Simply this: that by a method more 

speedy, more efficacious, and less expen- 
sive than any known to your friend the 

law, dissolve this marriage between us. 

And I will be generous enough to let you 

into my plan, which is as simple as it is 
excellent. From this day forth you will 

never look upon me again. I disappear— 

efface myself, as the French say. Don’t 
ask me how, because I scarcely know my- 

self. I may emigrate; go abroad, or join 

Wauff’s company as the Bounding Brother 

or something or other. I don’t know 
what I shall do; but I do know this, that 
you will never see me again. Listen now, 
Madge Pierrepoint,” said he, suddenly 

changing his tone ; for Madge Pierrepoint 

you are once again. I have been talking 
in a light tone; but I have meant every 
word I said—every syllable, by George! 
Our marriage is known to no one but our- 
selves; and when we decide upon ignoring 

it, is just as though it had never happened. 

I will never interfere with your plans and 
projects. I swear that. Buton your part 
you must leave me free. I need say noth- 

ing about that, however; for you will 
have no choice in the matter.” 

He wheeled round, and walked rapidly 
away without turning his head. Had he 

looked round, possibly he might have 
felt some touch of compunction or com- 

passion; for he would have seen his wife 
lying senseless on the ground. 

CHAPTER VII 

GERALD’S LUCK 

Tae Dumpington turnpike keeper-—a 

man naturally of a pleasant and social | 
disposition, and inclined secretly to re- 

pine at the dullness of the life to which 

circumstances had relegated him—was in 
the habit of killing time by gazing out of 
one or. other of the square panes of glass 

let in at either side of the toll house, and 
wondering what would be the next object 
likely to present itself for the relief of his 
monotony. The dust left by the passing 
by of a flock of sheep yet lingered in the 

air; and the turnpike-man had derived at 
least five minutes’ amusement in watch- 
ing the manner in which the sheep had 
at first blindly refused to go through the 

gate, dashing off in every other direction, 
sticking their heads into the hedgegrows, 

bleating in a remonstrating manner, which 

was ineffective, perhaps from being carried 
on in one note, notwithstanding the shake 
with which it concluded, and in seeing 
them finally, after having been run over 

by a very circus rider of a dog, being 
hustled through the gate ignominiously 

on three legs, the fourth remaining in the 

hands of the driver or his assistant boy. 
The turn pike-keeper, with these reminis- 

cences fresh in his mind, and a vacuous 
smile on his face, suddenly descries a new 
object of interest. 

This was a woman advancing slowly, 

and with wavering footsteps. Her .dress 

was covered with dust, and her hat was 

crushed and bent. When the turnpike 

man first saw her, her veil was off, and 

her head thrown back as if to catch the 
air; but as she approached, she pulled the 

veil over her face, and seemingly nerving 

herself for what she had to do, tried to 

steady her footsteps, and advanced with a 
swifter and surer pace. With more deli- 

cacy than could have been expected from 
him, the Robinson Crusoe of the highway 

gave up his first idea of addressing her, it 
being his custom, for the mere sake of 

I meet you on your own ground, and hearing the sweet music of speech, to 
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accost every passer-by, and did not even 

look after her until she was going through 
the gate, and some distance on the road 

to the town. Then, standing at his door, 

and scientifically, with his little finger, 
plumbing the depths of his pipe bowl 

preparatory to filling it anew, the worthy 

man muttered to himself: “She had a 

downer; she had; was all covered with 
dust, and went very shaky on her legs. 

Queer case that; respectable looking 

woman, too respectable for a tramp, but 
been on the drink like the rest of them.” 

That woman was Madge Pierrepoint; 
and after a cursory glance at her, most 

people would have been of the toll keep- 

er’s opinion. When she had passed be- 
yond the ken of such as might be within 
the toll-house, she threw back her veil 

and raised her head well aloft again, once 
more dropping in to the slow and waver- | 
ing pace. It was with difficulty, indeed, 

that she managed to make any progress; 
for her knees trembled beneath her, and 
her vision was was so dim and flurried as 

to necessitate her stopping after every few 
paces, and pressing her hands tightly be- 
fore her eyes. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 
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Sheffield, 

Fr. 21.— Rev. F. Clements occupied 

the Methodist pulpit last sabbath. 

Rev. Harry Harrison is spending a few 
days at home. 

Mrs. James Gilchrist is visiting her fath- 

er, T. P. Taylor. 
Miss Minnie Howie is visiting Mrs. P.X. 

Barker. } 

Miss Mary Perley is spending a few days 

with her aunt, Mrs. T. Bridges. 
Miss Louise Chase is visiting her sister, 

Mrs. M. Wasson. 

Mr. and Mrs. T. P. Taylor entertained a 

number of young people last Friday night. 

The reading circle, which met at Mrs. 
J. Bridges’ last week, was unusually large,. 

having a number of invited guests in at- 
tendance. 

George Jewett, who has been absent 

from school nearly three weeks on ac- 

count of sickness, is able fo be out again 

Miss Sarah Taylor is confined to the 

house with a sore foot. 
Mrs J. A. Venning is suffering from a 

severe cold contracted at the supper held 

in Maugerville last week. 7 
Mrs. William McLean is still very poorly. 

Quite a nea little sum has been for- 

warded to Rev.J A Mi'ligan, Newfound- 

land, by the Methodist folk, in response to 

the appeal for help made by that country. 
The Congregationalists are doing likewise, 

and will forward their offering to Rev. G 
Ward Siddall. ‘ 

: Upper Gagetown. 

FEB. 26.— Mr. and Mrs. A. Turney are 
getting better. Mrs. Turney has been 
sick for some time. 

Miss Ada Coy is quite poorly — Dr. 
Camp is attending her. 

The parish 8.8. convention is to be 

held here in the Baptist church on the 

afternoon and evening of Friday 22nd inst. 

A number of ministers expect to attend, 
and if the weather proves fine there will 

no doubt be a very large crowd. Rev. 
Mr. Lucas Field, secretary, is to attend. 

A number of our young men have re- 

turned home from the lumber woods. 

Joseph Coy, one of our citizens, aged 

91 years, was buried on Sunday, 3d inst. 

Isaac Gunter, of Jemseg, is stopping at 
the widow Chase’s, hauling hay and wood 
and doing chores. 

The usual amount of scow building, 

stream driving, fishing, etec., will be done 
here this spring. 

Amasa Coy expects to start his mill 

about the middle of March if the weather 
is warm enough. 

Enoch Currier intends to complete the 

work on his house as soon as it gets 
warm enough, 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 

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

BADLY SOLD. 

Lady — My father (this is between our- 

selves) cailed on your landlady to make 
enquiries about you. 

Gent (in a rage)— You musn’t believe a 

word she saye; the old hag tells a pack of 
lies every time she opens her mouth. 

Lady —Indeed? I thank you for the 

information. The fact is, she praised you 
- upto the skies. 

If a child is troubled with~a cough at 
night, Hawker’s balsam will soothe it in- 
stantly and enable the little one to go to 
sleep. A short course of the balsam will 
completely cure the cough. 

Miss Wahbash — Will I see you at the 
Thornborne’s masquerade tomorrow ? 
Mr. Beaconstreet — Yes ; I shall go as a 
monk. Oh, how lovely! And will a 
hurdy-gurdy man have you on a string ? 

How to Cure All Skin Diseases,” 

Simply apply “Swayne’s Ointment.’ 
No internal medicine required. Cures 
tetter, eczema, itch, all eruptions on the 
face, hands, nose, &c., leaving the skin 
clear, white and healthy. Its great heal- 
ing and curative powers are possessed by 
no other remedy. Ask your druggist for 
Swayne’s Ointment. 

I see, observed Mr. Chugwater, looking 
over his morning paper, they’re making 
another effort to put a tax on bachelors. 
Is that the single tax I’ve heard so much 
about? inquired Mrs. Chugwater. 

Deafness caused by catarrh is quite com- 
mon. Hawker'scatarrh cure will remove 
the disease and restore the hearing. 
— ; 

Mrs. Potts —I suppose you have a wife 
and seven children at home starving. 
Everett Wrest — O course I ain’t. Do you 
suppose I would be out workin’ sich 
weather as this here ef I had a family to 
support me ? 

Facial neuralgia is promptly relieved by 
a free application of Dr. Maning’s german 
remedy, the universal pain cure. 

Mrs. Bacon — It is terrible down at your 
boarding house. You can never get any 
hot water. Mr. Bacon —Only we have 
soup, my dear. 

A PUNY AND FRETFUL BABY. 
This is now quite unnecessary! Like 

many others, you may have your baby 
fat, laughing and happy, if you give it 
Scott's Emulsion. Babies take it like 
cream. 

Do you like golf ? asked the Philadel- 
phia girl. I'm really not sure whether I 

ever tasted any, gurgled the Chicago girl. 

A’ soothing, healing and perfect cure, 
Hawker’s pile cure. 

_ Hawker’s Balsam, a sure cough cure. 

V5 

THE oLD saving 

‘| our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
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WeakWomen Wiley's .. . EMULSION ... 
and all mothers who are nursing 
babies derive great benefit from 
Scott's Emulsion. This prepara- : 
tion serves two purposes. It 
gives vital strength to mothers 
and also enriches their milk and 
thus makes their babies thrive, ¢ 

Scott’s 

Emulsion | 
is a constructive food that pro- 

motes the making of healthy 

tissue and bone. It is a wonder- 

ful remedy for Emaciation, General 

Debility, Throat and Lung Complaints, 

Coughs, Colds, Anaemia, Scrofula and 

Wasting Diseases of Children. : 

Send for Pamphlet on Scott's Emulsion. Free, 
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. & $1, 

Throw Physic to the Dogs, 

Will. not apply to the 

Présent Day. 

ALONZO STAPLES, 
Druggist and Apothecary, 

——HAS IN STOCK— 

New, Fresh Drugs 

~—AND FULL LINES OF— 

PATENT MEDICINES. 

A CHOICE LINE OF HAVANA AND 

DOMESTIC CIGARS. 

And all requisites 

found in a First-class Drug Store. 

I 
pe Physician’s prescriptions com- 

| 

pounded with utmost care at all hours. 

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store. 

1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1895 
—AND— 

Country : Gentleman. 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES, 
DEVOTED TO 

Farm Crops and Processes, 

Horticulture & Frult Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying, 

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol- 
ogy, Bee slong Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter- 
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire. 
side Reading, Domestic Economy, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually eomplete, und much attention is paid to | 
the Prospects of the Crops, as throwing light upin 
one of the most important of ali guestions—When ; 
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberally Jllustrated | 
and by Recent nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is! 
$2.50 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Reduction 
in our 

Club Rates for 1895. 

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 ' 

10 

15 

do. do. Six Subscriptions 

do. do. Ten Subscriptions 

1%" To all New Fubsc: ibers for 1895, paying in 
advance now, ve will send the pan r Weekly, from 

without charge. B8pecimnen Copies Free. Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 

Albany, N.Y. 

PER S. 5. SARNIA, 
VIA HALIFAX, 

Just Received: 

3 ton Cable Chain, assorted sizes, 
8 Blacksmiths’ Bellows, Reversible pipes. 
3 Heavy Bolid box Rlacksmiths’ vices, 
3 Wrights’ best quality anvils. 
1 Cask Best Norway Iron Trace Chain. 

And for sale by 

PRICE 

| Snow Shovels 

"Tackle Blocks 

R. CHESTNUT & EONR, 

i OF ai 

COD = LIVER - OIL. 
. Gives Best Results. 

Purest and Best Materials 

used in Manufacture. 

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

No preparation equal to it, SOLD 

Everywher: ii 

The Best 

Preparation 
in the Market 

For Building up the System. 

JOHN M. WILEY, Mfuntaciurer 

196 Queen Street, Fredericton. 

me GRANBY = » t 
& "UBBERS 

we... GVERSHOES. 
Warm, 

Latest Styles. 

Perfect in Fit, 

Dry and Comfortable. 

Beautifully Finished. 

Always Satisfactory. 

Granby Rubbers Wear Like Iron. 
42*n 8 eol 

ARDWARE, 
IRON AND 
STEEL. 

Seasonable Hardware for Lum- 

bermen and Blacksmiths, 

Bar Iron 

Sled Shoe Steel 
Drill and Pevey Steel 

Steel and Iron Horseshoes. 

~ 

Horse Nails 

Horse Pails 

Shoeing Hammers and Rasps 

Narrow, Cut and 

Lance Tooth Saws 

Grindstones and Fixtures 

Blacksmith’s Coal 

Powder and Dynamite 
Rope, ete. 

For sale wholesale and retdil 

JAMES §. NEILL. 

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

LIND, 
LEEDING, 

TCHING, or 
| PROTUDIXG 

Can Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure. 

C. H. Address 

FREDERICTON. Box 38. 

~ 

SEND FR SAMPLE COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news. 

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 

ters, in both reading and advertising columns 

offering to the educited and intelligent public, the 

most instructivegnd entertaining selection of news, 

literary, political, “financial, art, music and general 

topics of the day and season, 

Daily Evening Transcript 
No funday Edition. 

Saturday Evening Transcript. 
Bixteen or more pages. 

Weekly Transcript. 
Fublished Friday's 

Address 

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO., 
324 Washington Ftieet, Boston, Mass 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter, 

TINSMITH, 
— 

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 and ¥echanical 

BELL HARGING. 

Speaking Tubes, etc. 

SEOVEL.S. 
6 Dos Long Handled Rteel Rhovels 

10 barrels Portland Cement 
75 kegs Steel Wire Nails 
15 bundles Bay Wire, 
25 kegs Bteel Horse Shoes 
40 dozen Narrow Axes 
3 caves Mortice Locks 
2 ¢“ Mineral Knobs 
4 “  Wrcught Iron Nuts 
lease Rim Locks 
1 ¢ Loose Pin Bolts 

25 boxés Steel Cut Tacks, put up in small 
wooden kegs, 

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

Just to hand, 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS 

Scales! S cales ! 

i 92 Bi Family Beales, 12 doz. Wheel heads, 
15 boxes Cut Tacks, 101oxes Wrought 

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

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

Facts! Facts! 

1 is false economy to refuse a good article and sc- 
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 helow 
which no good, henest materials can be Fought. If 
you pay less, you get loss, no use dodging the fact. 
We always buy the best and sell the best, we don’t 
believe in shnddy. We have just received one ¢ar- 
load of STOVES and we consider them THY BEST 
in the market of their kind, and we invite the pub. 
lic to look them over if they are in want. 

R. CHESTNUT & EONS, 

Farm for Sale- 
HE snbscriber’s Farm at Rt. Mary’s, near the 
Railway Station, containing 500 acres; 100 of 

which are under cultivation. 
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 

the premises, all in good repair. \ 
For further particulars spply to 

JOHN A. EDWARDS, 

Queen Hotel, 
F’ton, April 9, 1892, 

rand Remnant Sale 
— OF— 

WALL PAPER 
=AT— 

McMURRAY & Co's. 
\ 

— COMMENCING —— 

MONDAY NEXT, JAN. 28, 

5.000 ROLL 
—CONSIRTING OF— 

— IN 

un 

My 

QUANTITIES FROM 3 ROLLS TO 25. 

This Paper must be sold in order 

to make room for our New 

Stock to arrive Feb. 15th. 

McMURRAY & Co. 

IT wiLL 

COME 

AIBODY 
- 

Enjoy it! 

But you will 

Have to ANNOUNCE 

The "date. 

a 

Then when you 

do, have 

It Done NiceLy. 

WE REFER TO 

FINE 

JOB 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 

Xo 

INVITATIONS, 

Tags, 

Bill and 

Letter BY 

Eeadiugs, 

- : 

Which you will require, and ab 

"80 necessary to have print- 

ed gheaply yet in 

good order, 

Have it Done Attractive. 

SEND FOR PRICES to 

THE HERALD 

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


