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A Little Woman.

She stood at the bar of justice,
A creature wan and wiid,
In form too small for a woman,
In feature too old for a child ;
For a look 8o worn and pathetic
Was stamped on her pale young face,
It seemed long years of suffering
Must have left that silent trace.

“Your name,” eaid the judge, as he eyed
her
With kindly look, yet keen,
“Jg?—" “ Mary Maguire, if you please,
sir.”
*“ And your age ?” “'T am turned fifteen,”
*“ Well, Mary,” and thea from a paper
He slowly and gravely read .
* You are charged here, I am sorry to say,
With stealing three loaves of bread.

You look not like an offeader,
And I hopa that you can show

The charge to be false. Now, te!l me,
Are you guilty of this or no ?”

A passionate burst of weeping
Was at first her sole reply ;

But she dried her tears in a moment,

. And looked in the judge's eye.

“* I will tell you just how it was sir;
My father and mother are dead,

And my little brothers and sisters
Were hungry and asked me for bread,

At first I earned it for them,
By working hard all dsy,

But somehow the times were hard, sir,
And the work all fell away.

I could get no mere employwent ;
The weather was bitter cold ;
The young ones cried and shivered—
Little Johnnie’s but four years old—
So, what was I to do, sir?
I am guilty, but do not condemn !
I took—0O was I stealing 7—
The bread to give to them !”

Every man in the court-r.om
Gray beard and thoughtless youth,
Knew, as he looked upon her,

That the prisoner spake the truth.
Out from their pockets came kerchiefs,
Out from their eyes sprung tears,
And out from old, faded wallets,
Treasmes hoarded for years,

The judge’s face was astudy,
The strangest you ever saw,
As he cleared his throat and murmured
Something about the law.
For one 80 learned in such watters,
Bo wise in dealing with men,
He seemed on a simple question
Sorely puzzled just then.

But no one blamed him, or wondered,
When at 1ast these words were heard .
** The sentence of this young prisoner
Is for the present deferred !”
And no one blamed him, or wondered,
When he went to her and smiled,
And tenderly led from the court-room,
Himself, the ‘ guilty ” child.
—8t. Louts Presbyterian.

WATER.
A Childre;‘s Day Story.

BELLE V. CHISHOLM.

A CUPOF COLD

‘‘And whosoever shall give to drink
unto one of these little ones a cup of
cold water only, in the name of a
disciple, verily I say unto you he shall
in no wise lose his reward.”

This was che verse that Mr. Cline
announced as the text from which he
would speak to the children on the
following Sabbath.

Looking over the rowe of little heads
before him, he said: “You know, my
dear young friends, that next Sunday
will be Children’s Day, and that it be-
longs especially to you. I have told
you what I intend to preach about,
and I hope you will all begin to practice
the text right away. Lat every child
try to give at jleast one cup of cold
water during the week. Bring some
little friend to the church with you, if
possible.”

That was indeed a gala week in the
little village. Such delightful times
as the children had rehearsing their
pieces and practicing their beautiful
hymns! Saturday afternoon they all
went to the church to assist in decor-
ating it for the morrow.

“Only think, Madge Graham has
not succeeded in getting a single girl
to go with her to-morrow, and she is
the only girl in the class who has made
no effort to carry out Mr, Cline’s re-
quest. If I were in her place, 1 should
hate it awiully.”

This information Susy Lyman con-
fided to the girls on their way home
Saturday evening, not kaowing that
poor, sensitive Madge was within hear-
ing of her unkind remarks. Vexed
with herself and Susy, too, Madge lay
awake for several hours, wondering
what answer she could give her pastor,
should he ask what effort she had
made duriog the week to bring others
to Christ,

“I do wish I was like the other
girls,” she sighed, dolefully; “‘but
somehow I don’t have courage to speak
to people. I make up my mind I will,
and then when the time comes my
heart beats so fast and the words stick
in my throat so, 1 cannot utter a
syllable. I do hope I shall be able in
the morning to overcome my cowardice
for I would be so glad to take some
one to the church with me.”

This hope was realized, though in a
way altogether unexpected.

Just after breakfast, while she was
standing by the window watering her
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plants, old Tom Bryant came shuffiing
down the pavement and stopped at
the well to get a drink. A bright tin
cup was usually kepr on the pump for
the accommodation of thirsty passers-
by, but it was gone this morning, and
the cld man turned away much disap-
pointed. He was a chronic drinker,
and for the last two or three days had
been on a spree; and that feverish
thirst that almost consumes one when
trying to sober up, was upon him.

““Now he will go down to the saloon
and get something stronger, soliloquiz-
ed Madge, watching his slow move-
ments. But, instead, he seated him-
self on an old store-box at the corner
of the alley, and the wretched, for-
saken look on his face appealed power-
fully to the little girl’s heart. Hereto-
fore she had looked upon the old
tippler as a dreadful creature, to be
shunned and avoided under all circum-
stances, but his utter desolation this
morning made her think of the golden
text for the day: *‘I was thirsty and ye
gave Me no drink.” ‘‘Here is a chance
for me to give a cup of cold water,”
she said, as she ran to the cupbcard
for a glass. When she reached up for
the shining goblet, her eyes fell upon
a large, juicy orange which her father
had given her the day before. She
had heard that oranges would quench
the thirst of drunkards, and so, though
she was very fond of the delicious
fruit herself, she determined to carry
her present to poor old Tom.

Filling her glass at the pump, she
carried the pure, sparkling liquid to
the wretched creature crouching in
the corner, and passing it to him, said,
““There was no cup at the well when
you stopped for a drink, so I have
brought a glass of water, Mr.—Mr.
—Bryant,”

“Tom—old Tom Bryapt, you mean,”
gasped the friendless man. ‘‘Nobody
calls me Mr. now, and nobody gives
me cups of cold water, either. But I
am ever so much obliged to you all
the same,” he added, as he took the
glass from her hand and hastily swal-
lowed its contents. “‘That tastes
mighty good, I tell you, Miss. I was
dreadful thirety, but, thanks to your
kindness, I feel better now.”

““Here is an orange for you, too,”
said Madge, slipping the beauty into
his shaking hand. *It will put a good
taste in your mouth.”

Poor old Tom looked at her in
amazement for a3 minute, aud then
rubbing the tears from his eyes with
his coarse sleeve, he said: ‘I have not
cried before since my little girl died;
but I am not used to people being kind
to me, an old drunkard, and it breaks
me up altogetheér to have you talk nice
to me. It makes me feel like as if my
own little Mary had come back. She
always loved me—though God knows
I was not worthy of her love. I have
never had a friend since she went to
her mother, and that was nigh onto
ten years ago.”

“*Jesus would be your Friend if you
would let Him,” urged Madge.

“But I don't know anything about
Him. My wife used to read the Bible
to me, but since God tock her and the
little one from me, I have never open-
ed its lids. Yousee I thought it harsh
to take from a man all he had in the
world, and I have hardened my heart
80 against my Maker that He forsook
me, too,”

““He will forgive you if you ask Him
for pardon,” Madge whispered. *‘Come
to our children's meeting to-day, and
the minister will explain all about the
wonderful love of Jesus, who died for
us,”

**Where shall I go 7’ asked the old
man, eagerly.

““To the church,” answered Madge.
““Mr. Cline is going to preach a sermon
to the children, and it will be ever go
plain.”

“That would suit me,”
the old man.

““And the children are going to sing,
and oh, the church is all decorated with
the most beautiful flowers !” Madge
replied.

“*What's that for 7" asked the man,
wonderingly. ““When I used to go to
meetin’, posies were left outside.”

*“They didn’c have Children’s Day
then, but every year now on the second
Sabbath of June, the whole day is set
aparv for the children. The preachers
tell the story of Jesus’ Jove, and the
children all take a silver offering which
is to be used in starting new Sunday-
schools in places where the boys and
girls do not know about Jesus.”

““No doubt it’s very nice, very nice,”
said the old man.

““And yoa will be there, won't you?”
urged Madge.

“I think I'll go, little one— not to
hear the music or the preachin', but
because you have asked me. Kind-
nesses are not so plenty that I can
afford to throw them away,” he said,
as be shuffled away to put on his better
suit. “T’ll not disappoint you,” he
called back after he had crossed the

murmured
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And he didn’t, for he reached the
church full half an hour before the
people began to gather. Slipping
quietly into a back pew, he listened
eagerly to that sermon which, in the
hands of the loving Father, was des-
tined to change his whole after life.
Never before had he heard such simple
earnest preaching. He could under-
stand it, every word.

In the vestibule, when Madge came
out, he bent his head and whispered
in her ear:—

“I came, as I said I would, and I
am glad I did.”

*So am I,” answered Madge, softly.

““There are lots of cups of cold
water to be given in this world, and
no hands are too little to carry them,”
he said with a smile that brought tears
to the child’s eyes.

The good seed rown in old Tom's
heart had not fallen in stony ground,
for, poor and ignorant as he was, it
took root, and springing up brought
forth much fruit, as his after life fully
proved.

““Madge did more than any of the
rest of us, after all,” admitted Susy, a
few weeks later, when Tom signed the
pledge and made known his intention
of joining the church.

““It is not those who boast the loudest
that accomplish the most,” replied her
mother, gently. ‘‘Madge made her
offering unconscious of doing anything
more than her simple duty. If you
have an opportunity of presenting a
cup of cold water to a needy brother
sister, do so without stopping to in
quire whether or not you will be re-
warded. Jesus has declared ‘Whoso-
ever shall give a cup of cold water in
My name shall in no wise lose his

reward.’”
—— e —————

The Craving for Immortality.

That death does not end all—that
the grave is not the goal of hunanity,
but enly the gateway to a new exist-
ence of vaster range ; this is surely the
greatest discovery that the annals of
the word record. It is a discovery, or
a faith in immortality universal ? This
is a question which has been discussed.
The truth I believe to be this: The
longing immortality is, like the thirst
for knowledge or any other of the su-
preme wants mentioned to-day, native
to human nature ; but it does not fol-
low that in all ages, or n all coun-
tries, it must have been keenly felt.
An instinct may be native to the soul,
and yet long be latent ; we can tell
in what age, for example, and among
what race the passion for wislom first
arose. It is not so easy to %l where
the longing for immortality first de-
cisively asserted itself. It does not
seem, however, to have been in any of
the three historical peoples of anti-
quity already mentioned—the Greeks,
the Romans, or the Hebrews., His
torians speak rather of Egypt and
Persia—two countries lying on the
dim borderland between the bright
circle of civilization and the surrounding
continents of darkness—as the places
where man first came to full conscious-
ness of this demand of his nature.

But once having asserted itself, the
sense of this want can never die out of
the human soul, Now and then, in-
deed, men may be heard speaking as if
mankind might give up this hope, and
be perfectly content to die asa dog
dieth. In the same way, last century,
Rousseau and others advocated a re-
turn to a state of nature, in which
there would be no more curiosity for
knowledge or passion for wisdom than
in the minds of savages. 1:is just as
unlikely that the passion for immor
tality will die out of the minds of men
as that the intellectual thirst which
first grew keen in Greece will disap-
pear and trouble men no mwore. Aad
the calamity, if it wera possible, would
be an even more degrading one.

It requires, indeed, special experi-
ences thoroughly to evoke thislonging

v may be invoked by the sense of
the inequalities of this life, which a
more perfect world needed to redress.
Perhaps no one can feel the passion
for immortality fully who has not
kaown what it is to love intensely—to
love wisdom, or to love moral perfec.
tion, or to love another heart. It is
as your whole being goes out to an
ideal object that it becomes intolerable
to think that death is to interpose and
end the development which has pro-
mised to be so vast, but has only
commenced, Sometimes it is while
standing by a deathbed, on which lies
oue whose physical frame is woran to a
shadow and on the verge of dissola-
tion, but whose mind, instead of de-
caying with the body, seems only to
be disengaging itself from obstructivns
and beginning to expatiate in its na-
tive strength, that one is pierced with
the conviction that the spirit does not
die with the body. But perhaps the
most authentic intimation we receive
from immortality is from conscience-—
it is that dread of something after
death which accompanies che commis-
sion of crime, and gathers round the
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soul, as on the eve of dissolution it
looks back to the unpardoned sins of
a lifetime. In that dread hour men
know that they have not done with
their sins yet, but will have to face
them again beyond the veil.

Thus immortality is not only a great
hope, but also a great terror. We
passionately long for it, and yet at the
same time we recoil from it in guilty
fear. Who can reconcile this contra-
diction ? Our Bible gives the answer :
*“ Christ is made unto us redemption.”
He is both our rederption from death,
and our redemption from sin in one,
In him the great hope of immortality
receives its justification, and in him
the great terror is transmuted into im-

mortal joy. — Rev. James Stalker,
D,
——— - — — ——
I1l1 Temper.

‘“ Love is not easily provoked.” We
are inclined to look upon bad temper
a8 a very harmless weakness. We
speak of it as a mere infirmity of
nature, a family failing, a matter of
temperament, not a thing to take into
very serious account in estimating a
man’s character. The peculiarity of
ill temper is that it is the vice of the
virtuous. It is often the one blot on
an otherwise noble character. You
know men who are all but perfect, and
women who would be entirely perfect
but for an easily ruffled, quick-tem-
pered, or *‘touchy ” disposition. This
compatibility of ill temper with high
moral character is one of the strangest
and saddest problems of ethics. The
truth is, there are two great classes of
sins—sins of the body and sins of the
disposition. The prodigal son may be
taken as a type of the first, the elder
brother of the second. Now society
has no doubt whatever as to which of
these is the worse. Its brand falls
without a challenge upon the prodigal.
But are we right ? We have no bal-
ance to weigh one another’s sins, and
coarser and finer are but human words;
but faults in the higher nature may be
lees venial than those in the lower,
and to the eye of Him who is love a
sin against love may seem a hundred
times more base. No form of vice, not
worldliness, not greed of gold, not
drunkenness itself, does more to un-
christianize society than evil temper.
For embittering life, for breaking up
communities, for destroying the most
sacred relationships, for withering up
men and women, for taking the bloom
off childhood, in short, for sheer gra-
tuitous misery-producing power, this
influence stands alone. Look at the
elder brother, moral, hard-working,
patient, dutiful—let him get all credit
for his virtues—look at this man sulk-
ing outside his own father’s dcor.
‘*He was angry,” we read, ‘‘and
would not go in.” Look at the effect
upon the father, upon the servants,
upon the happiness of the guests.

Judge of the effectupon the prodigal,
and how many prodigals are kept out
of the kingdom of God by the unlove-
ly character of those who profess to be
inside ! Analyze, as a study in tem-
per, the thunder-could itself as it
gathers upon the elder brother’s brow.
What is it made of ? Jealousy, anger,
pride, uncharity, cruelty, self-right-
eousness, touchiness, doggedness, sul-
lenness—these are the ingredients of
this dark and loveless soul. In vary-
ing proportions, also, there are the
ingredients of sll ill temper. Judge
if such sins of the disposition are not
worse to live in, and for others to live
with, than sins of the body. There is
really no place in Heaven for a dis-
position like this. A man with such
a mood could only make heaven wmis-
erable for all the people in it. Except,
therefore, such a man be born again,
he cannot—he simply cannot—enter
the kingdom of heaven ; for it is per-
fectly certain—and you will not mis-
understand me—that to enter heaven
a man must take it with him,

You will see, then, why temper is
significant. It is not in what it is
alone, but in what it reveals. This is
why I take the liberty now of speaking
of it with such unusual plainness. Tt
is a test for love, a symptom, a revéla-
tion of an unloving nature at bottom.
It is the intermittent fever which be-
speaks the unintermittent disease
within ; a sample of the most hidden
products of the soul dropped involun-
tarily when off one’s guard ; in a word,
the lightning form of a hundred
hideous and unchristian sins.

Hence, it is unot enough to deal
with the temper. We must go to the
source and change the inmost nature,
and angry humors will die away of
themselves. Souls are made sweet,
not by taking the acid fluids out, bat
by putting something in—a great love,
a new Spirit, the Spirit of Christ.
Christ, the Spirit of Christ, interpene-
trating ours, sweetens, purifies, trana-

forms all.— Professor Henry Drum-
mond.

FE——D e s
God reaches us good things by our
own hand. — Ruskin,

e best Cure—

T

4 'l'hgrvzérst dinéué-bz&gegsia i

The Master Motive. |

‘ Great deeds are bern of greac:
motives.” Itis no less true that lit-
tle duties, persistently and faithfully |
performed, require the inspiration of |
some great motive. To save a child |
from a burning house, at the risk of |
one’s life, requires less true manhood }
or womanhood than to train that child |
patiently and unweariedly for God and |
heaven. To jump into the swift cur- |
rent and pull the drowning man to the |
shore is no such test of character as to |
attempt, patiently and persistently, to |

save the drunkard caught in the swift )

and circling eddies of strong drink.
For all such work there must be
some ‘‘master” motive to give
strength and courage and patient con-
tinuance in well doing.

There is only one such motive in the
universe of God—Ilove for Christ and
for the souls for whom Christ died.
It is because that which may live for-
ever in bliss or which may die the
second death, that which was worth
the agonies of Gethsemane and Cal-
vary, is not for us to disect and sneer
at, but for us to cherish and prize,
This makes a man willing to labor for
his fellow-men. This motive alone
makes the true philanthropist.

A banker knows a golden eagle,
though it is nicked, and hacked, and
covered with dirt, and does not throw
it away because it is imperfect, but
hoards it because it is gold. So the
christian does not pick out the motes
in another’s soul, and pronounce it
worthless because of them. He sees
through the motes and foul specks,
and they are as nothing to him, be-
cause God’s image is stamped there.—
Golden Rnle.
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Minard’'s Liniment for sale
everywhere.

‘““Maup 8.” ConpirioN PowbDERs
will cure roughness of hair in your
horses and put a glossy coat.

Just how an alterative medicine
cleanses the system is an open ques-
tion ; but that Ayer’s Sarsaparilla does
produce a radical change in the blood
is well attested on all sides. Itis every-
where considered the best remedy for
blood disorders.

You need not cough all night and
disturb your friends; there is no occa-
sion for you running the risk of co: -
tracting imflammation of the lungs or
copsumption, while you can get Bickle's
Anti-Consumptive Syrup. This medi-
cine cures coughs, colds, inflammation
of the lungs and all throat and chest
troubles, It promotes a free and easy
expectoration, which immediately re-
lieves the throat and lungs from viscid
phlegm,

That tired, langnid feeling and dull
headache is very disagreeable. Take
two of Carter’s Little Liver Pills be-
fore retiring, and you wi'l find relief.
They never fail to do good.

UNEQUALLED.—Mr. Thos. Brunt,
Tyendinaga, Ont., writes:—*‘1 have
to thank you for recommending Dy,
Thomas' Eelectric 0l for bleeding piles.
I was troubled with them for nearly
fifteen years, and tried almost every-
thing I could hear or think of. Some
of them would give me temporary
relief, but none would effect a cure,
I have now been free from the distress.
ing complaint for nearly eight months.
I hope you will continue o recommend
it."”

If the care of the hair were made a
part of a lady’s education, we should
not see so many gray heads, and the
use of Hall’'s Hair Renewer would be
unnecessary.

BABY FOUR WEEKS OLD

Distressing Skin Disease from Birth.

Cured In &5 Weeks. Made
Healthy and Beautiful by
Cuticura Remedies.

My baby boy had been suffering from birth with
The doctors called it

some sort of an eruption.

Make New. Rich Bloog!

These pills were a wonderful discovery. No othet
ke them in the world. Will positively cure or reliey
U manner of disease. The information arcund ey
0x i$ worth ten times the cost of a box of pills Fin
at about them, and you will always be tha ful, Ox
ILL A DOSE. They expel all impurities from the bloog
elicate women find great benefit from using ther
lustrated pamphlet free. Sold everywhere, or sent
il for 25 cts. in stamps ; five boxes §1.00. DR Lt
JHNSON & CO.. 22 Custom House St.. De Mags,

PURE PARIS GREEN.

Just received :
For sale low wholesale,

2,000
JAMES 8. NEILL,

HAYING TOOLS, de.

Just received :
I CAR Load Haying Tools;

1 Car Load Grind Stones.

JAMES S. NEILL,
SHEATHING PAPER.

Just received :

l CAR Dry and Tarred Sheathing
Paper.
JAMES 8. NEILL.

Canadian Pacific Railway

ATLANTIC DIVISION,

All Rail Ling fo Beston. &, T
Short Line to Montreal, &.

ARRANGEMENT OF TRAIN:
In Effect June 27th, 1892,

Eastern St;aard Time,

LEAVE FREDERICTON.

A. M. — Express for Fredercton
Junction,8t. John,and intermediate
oints. Vanceboro, Bangor, Portland,
oston and points west. St. Stephen,
St. Andrews, Houlton, Woodstock
and points north.

10.00 A M—For Fredericton Junction, St
~ohn and points east, McAdam
Junction.

4.70 P, M.—For Fredericton Junction, St

John, St. Stephen, St. Andrews,

Houlton ard Wocdstock.

RETURNING TO FREDERICTON,

Frem St. John 6.25, 7.30, a.m.; 4.30 p.m,
Fredericton Janction, 8.25, a m,
11.45, 5.55 p. m.; McAdam Junc.
tion, 7.00 10.00, a. m., 200 P mj
Vanceboro, 9,40 a. m.; St, Stephen,
5.35, 7.45, a. m.; St. Anc{)rews,

¢5.10, t7.20.

ARRIVE IN FREDERICTON.
9.25 a. m., 12 55, 6.40 p. m.

LEAVE GIBSON.,

6.50 A, M., — Mixed for Woodstock and
points north

ARRIVE AT GIBSON,

4.00 p. M.—Mixed from Woodstock, apd
points north,
¢ Mondays and Thnrsdays only.
t Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Frigays and
Saturdays only,
D. McNICHOL,
Gen, Pass Agt.
Montreal,
C. E. McPHERSON,
Asst. Gen. Pass. Ag't.
St. John, N,B.

READY MIXED PAINT.

BS. Pure Paris Green,

7.10

JUST RECEIVED,

ASES of the Paints; 1 barrel
Coach Colors; 3 cases Var

16

nishes,

The paints com
colors in one and ha
pints and half pints.

he coach colors in all the usual shades.

.The varnish in one aud half gallon tins,
different Qualities.

The above are from one of the best
manufacturers, who only make reliable

goods,
R. ()HES CNUT & SONS.
CANCELLED

CANADIAN POSTAGE STAMP

Bought in any quantity by
G.B.CALMAN, 299 Pearl St., New York

High prices paid for those used from
1850-1870 in Canada, Nova Scotia, New
Brunswick and Newfoundiand,
h§§mc‘l for card particulars
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NOTICE T0 FISHERMEXN

rise all the popalar
f gallon tins, quarts,

——

Just received direct from the manufae
turers
SCOTCH Salmon Flys, Trout Flys
) Reels, Rods, Casts, Fly books, Lacd
ing Nets, Gaff Irons, Snudes, Hooks, ¢
For sale, wholesale and retail at
NEILL’S Hardware Store.

eczema. His little neck was one raw and exposed
mass of rcd,p in. I AWN-I\IOWERS»
flamed flesh, His | 44 for sale low at
arms and across and NEILL’S Hardware Store.
under his thighs,
wherever the fat

pletely cured.

pink and white color.
be.
tone, vigor and strength.

that has been claimed for them.

WM. A. GARDNER, 184 E. 128d 8t., New York.

From the age of two months my baby euffered

flesh made a fold,
were just the same,
For four weeks after
his birth he suffered
with this eruption, :
and until I got Cu.

TICURA Remepies, | Pound for strengthening the nerves au
there was little slcep | muscles—It cures Piles, Burns, Scald
for any one. In five | Bruiges, Wounds, Sores, Salt Rheun
weeks he was com.

e
was nine weeks old February 1st, and you ought
to see his skin now, smooth, even, and a beautiful
He is as healthy as he can
The CuTictrA RESOLVENT has given him
I enclose his portrait.
Thanks to the famous CUTICURA REMEDIES. They
cannot be spoken of too highly, they have done all

~l?ates’s Nerve Ointmenl,

Is a very beautiful and efficacious com

Erysipqlag, Rheumatism, Hoarsenté
ronchitis, and all inflammations, interos
aod external,

Sold everywhere at 25cts.a box,
C. GATES SON & (0,
Middleton. N, 8.

with the eczema on her face and body.  Doctored | M

without avail. Used CuTicURA REMEDIES. Found
The child has
. We cheerfully

them in every respect eatisfactory.
now a beautiful skin and is cur

recommend th to all mothers.
Mgs. J. ROTHENBERG, 1663 First Ave, N. Y, 3 henyle.
JUST RECEIVED|:
o Cuticura Resolvent s b AORER
e new Blood and Skin Purifler, internally, and 1 C of ¢ '@ above, g
CUTICURA, the great Skin Cure, and CUTICURA powerful disenfectant destroy ™
Btmt:l, an ﬁanui;e Spkgd‘ll!unuﬂer. ext;irnally, 1::’. offensive odors instantly, Certain deist
stan relieve and a8 cure ever : us GF¥
hlx}no¥ of the skin, scalp ytnd blood,ywitr al:)e“a [:)f et:':: .e:: d hf:'h Prevents i:ont?:?& 0
bair, from infancy to age, from pimples to scrofula. premises. J ato.:h :h-pns afound Stablesy
Sold everywhere. Price, CuTicURA, 75¢. ; Soar, Sinks C- I;l ls ﬁ li’;g Cow Stables,
85¢.; RESOLVENT, $1.50. Prepared by the Por- d ol ess 'ools, Hog L'ens,
TER DRUG AND CHEMICAL CORPORATION, Boston, | #0 §M? :tfhth". ;_31“'- ian analy $0
=" How to Cure Skin Diseages.” 64 Or further .niormation
illustrations, and testimonials, mailed feee " R. CHEST & SONS.
BRSO
B‘BY’S Skin and Secalp purified and beautified
by CuTicura - Absolutely pure. IRON. IRON.
el Lo SR 2
Tn one minute the Cuti Anti- ars Refined iron.
l:glnml’l.kli?r reli:ev:: r‘b:dgum:.uc,n.?g. L075 Bundles. l
atic, hip, ney, c¢ . muscualar wer thap usual.
pains and w + Price, 30 cents. I R. CHESTNUTIT & SONS
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