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POETRY.

CITY AND COUNTRY.

Come back to your mother, ye children, for
shame,

‘Who have wandered like truants for riches
and fame!

‘With a smile on her face and a sprig in her
cap,

Bhe calls you to feast from her bountiful lap.

Come out from your alleys, your courts and
your lanes, .

And breathe, like our eagles, the air of our
plains.

Take a whiff from our fields, and your ex-
cellent wives

Will declare ’tis all nonsense insurir= your
lives.

Come, you of the law, who can talk if you
please,

Till the man in the moon will allow it’'s a
cheese,

And leave ‘‘the old lady that never tells
lies,”

To sleep with a handkerchief over her eyes.

Ye healers of men, for a moment decline

Your feats in the rhubarb and ipecac line.

‘While you shut up your turnpike, your
neighbors can go -

The old roundabout road to the regions
below.

You clerk, on whose ears are a couple of
pens,

And whose head is an ant hill of units and
tens,

Though Plato denies you, we welcome you
still,

As a featherless biped, in spite of your quill.

Poor drudge of the city!
feels

With the burs on his legs and the grass at
his heels!

No dodger behind, his bandannas to share,

No constant grumbling, * you musn’t walk
there.”

How happy he

In yonder green meadow, to memory dear,

He slaps a mosquito and brushes a tear.

The dewdrops hang round him on blossoms
and shoots,

He breathes but one sigh for his youth and
his boots.

There stands the old schoolhouse, hard by
the old church ;

That tree by its side had the flavor of birch.

Oh, sweet were the days of his juvenile
tricks,

Though the prairie of youth had so many
“ big licks!”

By the side of yon river he weeps and he
slumps,

His boots fill with water as if they were
pumps,

Till, sated with rapture, he steals to his bed,

‘With a glow in his heart and a cold in his
head.

—Oliver Wendell Holmes.

SELECT STORY.
A LORDLY LOVER.

By the author of ‘ A Mere Schooleirl’ * The Ace
of Spades,’ etc.

CHAPTER II.
CONTINUED.

“ Densbrook ! Ah, that village all hid-
den amongst the trees, that nobody could
believe was so close to this odious town;
a wise choice,” he responds. “I presume
that ‘after tea’ means about six o’clock,
does it not ? and if—"’

“ Well, Rixon, and what do you think
of our mode of teaching? Have you any
like that in your part of the world?” de-
mands the squire, thrusting his -arm
through the earl’s and leading him off,
with a condescending nod to Olive.

Then he gathers his party together, and
in ten minutes the silks and laces have
vanished, and the soft tones of the visit-
ors are exchanged for the rough, north-
country burr of the scholars, as they re-
cite their final lesson.

How the next few hours passed Olive
scarcely knows. All her head is in a
whirl at the idea of what lies before her;
for that Lord Rixon intends to meet and
escort her on ber road she does not doubt.

-And if Bert should hear of it, what would
hesay? §

Of one thing, however, she is deter-
mined. She will go be the consequences
what they may. The only question is—
how to acomplish her purpose most easily.

“ Mother, I want to see Mary Gardiner;
I sha’n’t be long,” she says, putting her
head into the sitting-room about half-past
five,and then withdrawing it again hastily,
in sudden fear lest Mrs. Marsden should
remark that she has donned her best hat
for the occasion, and be thereby rendered
inconveniently inquisitive. What need
of such finery in which to call on Mary
Gardiner? But the mother, being ab-
gorbed in her knitting, and for the mom-
ent quite unsuspicious, does not look up.

“Is Bert Cartwright coming to-night ?
If so, you’d best be back in time, or he
won’t be suited,” she responds, in the
quaint idiom of the county.

“ Oh, I shan’t be late.”

And, therewith, the girl runs off, draw-
ing on the long, tan-colored gloves, which
form so admirable a contrast to the dark
blue of her cashmere gown, while the
jaunty, little sailor hat, with its narrow
brim and simple band of ribbon, exactly
becomes her fine coloring and chiselled
features.

The road in front of the house is, at
this hour, apt to be full. Men returning
from their work, take up most of the
pathway, and many a head and grimy
face turns to stare after the trim figure of
the pretty girl.

“She be Bert Cartwright’s sweetheart,”
she hears one man remark to his mate
as she glides by. ’

And even while a flush, half of pleasure
half of bashfulness, rises to her forehead’
she finds herself thinking of Lord Rixon,
and hoping that he will have the discret.
ion to await her advent in a spot more
likely to be free from observation than
this.

No more houses now; even the bare-
looking cemetery, with its rows of grave-
stones, is passed. Then she turns sharp-
ly to the left, and takes the way across
the meadows. Had she any recollection
when, this morning, she named her des-
tination, that the field path to Densbrook
happens to leau also very close to Sir
Ralph Bailey’s park gates?

“Where are you going to, my pretty
maid, my pretty maid ?” sings a rather
fine tenor voice, close to her elbow.

She starts and turns, for already those
same park gates are some half-mile be-
hind her, and she has begun to admit to
her disappointed soul that, most likely,
her walk is going to prove fruitless, and
that the earl will not come at all.

“Oh, how you startled me!” she ex-
claims ; then: “ What can have made you
choose this road of all others to-night, my
lord ? ” with coquettish sauciness.

“Ah! that’s my secret; and yet—I'm
not quite sure, I believe it’sa secret which
you share.”

He is staring at her again with those
bold eyes of his, that seem to look her
through and through. She has never
known a gaze like this, and somehow, she
cannot tell why, for an instant it turns
her cold. Then she summons up her
courage and meets it full.

“If you were to tell me first, then I
could let you know whether I'd guessed
it before,” very demurely.

He laughs aloud, a boisterous ringing
laugh.

“What a little witch it is,” he declares,
open admiration in his looks and manner.
“ But, I say, you don’t really want to walk
as far as Densbrook, you know; you’ve
got all you came for, now, haven’t you?
So suppose we sit here, upon this inviting
looking fallen tree; I'm too tired to move
an inch farther, I declare. Will you oblige
me ?” he concluded.

Earl though he is, however, he has gone
one step too far. True that she had got
all she came for, yet it is not for him to
say so; and, with a little haughty gesture
which facinates the man, she turns away.

I cannot stay ; it is growing late, and I
certainly intend to reach the village. I
—1I am going to see an old woman that
mother knows.”

“And I will call on Mrs. Green, too,”
she assures herself.

Lord Rixon is altogether astounded.
So ready as she seemed hitherto to meet
his advances, he lias not anticipated this
rebuff.

“ Oh, of course, if you are obliged to
—" he begins.

But she stops him with a good deal of
pretty imperiousness.

“I have said so ; good-night, Lord Rix-
on. Please don’t let me be the cause of
further fatigue to you.”

And before the earl quite understands
what is happening, she has left him, and
is speeding alone upon her way.

“ What a epirif the girl has!” he thinks
admiringly, as he gazes after her, “and
how pretty she is! I will find out where
she goes, and wait for her. I wonder if
she will be pleased to see me! Anyhow
I’ll take the risk. Women are not gener-
ally socavalier with me. The little thing
is eyidently accustomed to admiration,
and has a high opinion of her charms.”

CHAPTER III.

Mgs. Green is not destined to receive a
long visit that night.

Olive contents herself with putting her
head inside the cottage, and making two
or three inquiries after the ancient creat-
ure’s aches and pains. Then she turns
away and wonders which route she shall
choose for the way home,

“I do hope I shan’t see him again,”
she ponders, thinking of Lord Rixon.

And yet it is not altogether displeasure
that makes the breath come so quickly,
and the conscious color leap to her face,
when, by-and-by, she catches sight of a
man’s figure advancing slowly over the
grass to meet her; nor does the girl turn
away as Lord Rixon holds out his hand
to her.

“I beg your pardon,” he says,a new ac-
cent of respect in his tone, “I should not
have epoken so. Say you forgive me.”

“I'm afraid I was rude, too, Lord Rix-
on,” she murmurs, determined not to be
outdone in generosity. “We’d better for-
give and forget, as the children say.”

This is so satisfactory an arrangement
that matters settle down quite peaceably
between them. Nor, when the fallen tree
once more appears in sight, and Lord
Rixon again urges the necessity of a short
rest, does Olive object to the suggestion.
Is it possible she forgets that the hour is
considerably later now than it was when
before she made it her excuse for refusing.

“ How beautiful the moon looks,” she
says, as she arranges her skirt around her.
“Is not everything lovely in this silver
light light ?”

“ Everything,” drawing just a trifle
closer.

“Who could be wise enough to suppose
that a busy town was so close? And
such a dirty, unpleasant town, too,” he
continues ; “ so different to London, now.”

Olive sighs. :

“ Ah, how I would like to see London ;
it has been my dream the whole of my
life. The wide streets, with carriages
bowling along all day ; the grand ladics in
their lovely dresses; the fine buildings!
Oh, everything! I long to go.”

“I wish I could take you,” he answers.
“Perhaps some day—" A pause, dur-
ing which the girl can bear her heart
throbbing; then: “But you’d find it a
very different place to what you expect,
you know.”

“Should I? Are there not big shops,
and exquisite pictures, and theatres, and
concerts, and——"

“And dirt and smoke, and poor, wretch-
ed looking people. Of course there are,
child,” as he meets her look of surprise.
“No, I love London ; there’s no place like
it, in my mind. But even London is not
quite perfect.”

“ Anyway, I'd like to go,” she repeats.
“I’m so weary of the noise of the machin-
ery, which here, one never seems to lose,
and of the same people and same faces
day after day.”

“You must be! And yet I'm glad to
hear you admit it, for now I am sure that
the rumor I heard today about you cannot
be true; I was certain you had too much
sense. Bet your rector’s wife, Mrs, ——
what is her name ?”

“You mean Mrs. Dacre.”

“Yes. She was sitting next me at lun-
cheon ; we were all discussing the Nation-
al ‘school, and somebody happened to
mention the beautiful teacher. Do you
guess how interest:d I at once became?”

She casts down her eyes ; the dark lash-
es seem, in the evening light, to throw a
shadow upon her cheeks. The earl watch-
es her in silence for a moment, fascinated
by her lovliness.

“ What did they say of me?” she asks,
at last.

“Ah, I had forgotten of what we wege
speaking. They said many things; but
that which most struck me, was that you
were engaged to marry some clodhopper
or another employed in the works here.”

“Who told you?” in a stifled little
voice.

“ Mrs. Dacre, who seemed quite delight-
ed about it. I declared it was impossible,
that so much loveliness could not be
thrown away; upon which she flew to
arms in defence of the mnorth-country
workmen, and, if one might believe half
she said, they are the most intelligent,
courteous, artistic race on the face of the
earth.”

Again Olive sighs.

“I wish they were she murmurs,

“You will have other admirers,” he
goes on, in a careless tone. “As for this
fellow, whom already I hate, because the
mere remembrance of him has been
enough to make you sigh——"

But Olive starts, and with a sudden,
terrified exclamation stops him.

“Oh, hueh; hush! Here he is! What
can have brought him? And whatever
am I todo?”

Lord Rixon’s eyes follow hers, as she
gazes along the field path in front of
them. A man, with his arm in a sling,
has just crossed the stile, and is advanc-
ing with rapid steps. Evidently he has
seen and recognized Olive, at the same
instant that she caught sight of him, for
he leave the trodden track and makes
for the pair. Even at a distance they can
observe the determined look about his
mouth, and the frown that spoils the us-
ually frank, happy face.

“ Don’t you be frightened ; leave him to
me,” recommends the earl. “By the
way, what is his name? ”’

“Robert Cartwright. Oh, I wish I'd
never come,” eshe whispers.

“Poor, little, scared bird. Darling,
don’t tremble; I will take care of you.
Do you think this savage shall harm yon
while I am near?”

“He isn’t a savage,” she retorts, more
than half offened; but there ia no time

for more.

*Olive, Mrs. Marsden asked me to come
and look for you,” Robert says deliberate-
ly. She is getting alarmed about you.
Dan Wilson saw you turn up here about
half-past six; it is now nearly nine. Come
with me at once.”

His voice is stern, even harsh ; it rouses
Olive to anger.

“What right have you to order me
80 ?” she cries, whilst Lord Rixon liftsa
most unnecessary eyeglass, and after in-
specting the intruder from head to foot,
remarks—

“The young lady is under my protect-
ion. I will see thatshe returnsin safety.”

Bert has hitherto, taken no notice of
his rival; at the sound of his haughty,
half-mocking tones, however, he turns on
him like a lion.

“ And who are you?” he inquires, the
hot blood rushing through her veins, un-
til he feels almost on fire with fury. “I
don’t remember your face. You dont be-
long to these parts. What’s your name?”

“That is my business,” Lord Rixon
answers, calmly. “Yours would seem to
be to take yourself off quietly, without
further molesting Miss Marsden. Let me
recommend you to attend to it without
delay.”

Bert stamps his feet upon the dewy
grass, clenching his unwounded fist to-
gether in his passion.

“I’'m not going to leave her with yon,”
he returns, doggedly, then he lays his
hand upon Olive’s arm,and in spite of
his harsh words, looks into her eyes im-
ploringly. )

“Come,” he repeats, but very tenderly
this time. “I’ll see that they are not
cross with you at home.”

She is half yielding already. Why can
she so rarely hold out against her lover
when he pleads thus? Is it because deep
down in some almost undiscoverable cor-
ner of her wilful heart, there does exist a
root—not very strong or flourishing, but
which yet may bear flowers of passion
and of pain; of love for this handsome ar-
tizan, who cares so much for her? And
if so, will she crush and smother that
root until it withers and dies? Who can
tell? -

At the present moment, at any rate,
Lord Rixon’s laughter kills all relenting
feelings.

“You are really too kind,” he declares,
“but as I have already told you, it is to
be my privilege to escort Miss Marsden
home. I don’t suppose that her family
will be disposed to quite shut the doors
upon her, because she selects some other
companion than yourself—do you? ”

He has risen, and now offers his arm to
Olive. ;

“QOlive, cone,” begs Bert, once more.
“ You are going to be my wife; it is right
that you should do as I wish.”

Again he has touched a wrong chord.
With a gesture, haughty as an empress
could give, she turns finally away from
him.

“Do not be too sure of me, che says.
“Above all, don’t expect me to study your
desires yet.”

“Qliye, decide!” he commands hoarse-
ly. “Come with me tonight,or say good-
bye forever! I shall never ask you to
marry me if we part thus.”

“I would not take you after that for
anything ! she answers, recklessly.

And without another glance at him she
moves off, leaving him alone there, in
the moonlight, to bear his pain as best he
may ; whilst ehe, with the flush of excite-
ment rendering her more charming than
ever, walks homeward upon his rival’s
arm.

“ But—oh ! indeed, I almost wish I had
not done it,” she exclaims, once. “ Moth-
er will be so angry when she hears
about—about you ! ”

“Why mention me at all? Why not
say to her that you took a fancy to go
to Densbrook? It cannot be such a ter-
rible crime.”

“But Bert will tell if I do not. Then
it will be all the worse for me, don’t you
see?”

The earl takes off his hat, allowing the
cool, night breeze to stir amongst his
dark hair.

“I’'d wait until he did,” he replies.
“My own firm opinion is that he’ll not
trouble you in that or any other way
again. It is surely not likely, after what
has passed to-night.”

“1 don’t know,” she murmuis, hesitat-
ingly. Then, “but I must bid you good-
night, now. See, we are coming to
houses. It would be better that you
should leave me.”

Secretly she is hoping that he will in-

sist on taking her to her own door. Even
she dreams for a second, that he may

come in and show himself as her devoted
wooer before her parents and sistar. Who
could scold her—the future countess,then ?

But he makes no sign.

Instead, he just kisses her gloved hand,
gazing at her with that passionate, over-
powering gaze, to which by this time she
is becoming more accustomed.

TO BE CONTINUED.

KEEP THE_STOVE WOOD UNDER
SHELTER.

It is really surprising to observe how
many otherwise good farmers are careless
and negligent regarding the supply and
unprotected condition of the woodpile.
Stove wood, to be kept in good condition,
does mnot require an elaborate structure,
and those who in the past have made
woman’s life miserable by dispensing
with a wood house, will be surprised to
find how cheaply a structure 12x12, with
board roof, can be put up. If need be,
posts set in the ground can be used for
corner supports, and it is best not to have
a wooden floor. Fill in with earth, so
that it will always be dry and firm. The
lumber required will not exceed 700 feet,
with an average height of eight feet. It
is advantageous to make it larger than
this, as you will find it a convenient store-
room for many things. A considerate
farmer thinks it just as important to have
a good house for the wood as he does a
warm, dry stable for his horses.

WARMTH IN THE WINTER DAIRY.

Warmth is as necessary in a dairy in
winter ascold is in the summer. There
is no better winter dairy for a farmer
than a dry, well-lighted cellar half above
the ground, having double windows, a
substantial stone or brick wall, and a
plastered ceiling overhead. With a ven-
tilator passing into a chimney, and some
simple means for warming it, such a cell-
ar is unsurpassable for thisuse. It may
be heated in the simplest manner. A
sheet-iron pail half full'of wood coals
from a fire, a boiler of hot water, a small
oil stove, or asmall charcoal stove, will
be sufficient to keep the right temperature
during the coldest weather. A few red
hot bricks or blocks of iron, set on a flat
stone may be sufficient under some cir-
cumstances.

HE HAD A CHOICE.

Tommy (who lives on a plantation and
who has been praying for a little brother
or gister) —Seems to me the Lord isa
a mighty long time sending that baby.

Aunt — You must have faith, Tommy.
Which do you want most, a baby brother
or sister ?

Tommy — It don’t make any difference
to me, so it’s white.

In Wales appeared this advertisement :
Mr. and Mrs. Llewellyn Jones, having

cast-off clothing of every description, in-.
vite personal inspection.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

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

NOBODY HELPED HIM.

A story of Scotch honesty comes from
Dundee. A small boy had taken the
prize for an exceptionally well drawn
map. After the examination the teacher,
a little doubtful, asked the lad :

*“Who helped you with this map, Don-
ald?”

“ Nobody, sir.”

“Come, now, tell me the truth. Didn’t
your brother help you? ”
“No, sir; he did it all.”

Revier v S1x Hours.—Distressing Kid-
ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six
hours by the “Great South American
Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a
great surprise and delight on account of
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain
in the bladder, kidneys, back and every
part of the urinary passages in male or
female. It relieves retention of water
and pain in passing it almost immediately.
If you want quick reliefand cure this is
your remedy. For sale by W. Carten
and Alonzo Staples.

My friend, said the truly patriotic
citizen, you are becoming prominent in
in politics.

That I am, replied the local leader.

I trust you will adopt as your motto
the good old phrase, “ be sure you’re rights
and then go ahead.”

Not exactly, though you’re guessing
purty close. De motto of our association
is, “ Be sure ye get ahead ; ye kin make
it right afterward.”

Neuralgia and toothache are speedily
relieved by a free application of Dr. Man-
ning’s german remedy, the universal pain
cure.

Her husband.—And did you vote?
She — Yes, indeed ; and° when I wanted
to vote again, the horrid man at the box
swore awfully and wouldn’t let me.

“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.

One day the children were having an
object lesson on the blue heron. The
teacher called attention to its small tail ;
saying, The bird has no tail to speak of.
The next day she asked the scholars to
write a description of the bird, and a lit-
tle German girl wound up by saying,
The blue heron has a tail, but it must not
be talked about.

Do not trifle with a cough, Hawker’s
balsam will quickly cure it.

A Boo~N 1o 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.

WANTED TO BORROW.

Little Girl — Mrs. Brown, ma wants to
know if she could borrow a dozen eggs.
She wants to put ’em under a hen.

Neighbor — So you’ve got a hen setting,
have you? Ididn’t know you kept hens

Little Girl —No, ma’am, we don’t, but
Mrs. Smith’s going to lend us a hen that’s
going to set, and ma thought if you’d lend
us some eggs we’d find a nest ourselves.

Piles are speedily cured by Hawker’s
pile cure.

Hotel Clerk — We can give you all the
home comforts here.

Uncle Abner (from Squeehawket) —
Mister, I want more’n that, when I come
to a city hotel. I kin git home comforts
to hum.

A Graduate of Toronto University Says:

“My children have been treated with
Scott’s Emulsion from their earliest years!
Our physician first recommended it and
now whenever a child takes cold my wife
immediately resorts to this remedy, which
always effects a cure.

A FINE PROSPECT FOR ETHEL.

Is Ethel's husband as mean as they
say he is ?

Every bit. Why, he gathered up the
rice they threw at them the day they
were married, and told Ethel to keep it
until they started housekeeping. He
said it would do to make rice cakes with
their first breakfast in their new home.

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.

A PALPABLE MISTAKE.

Beloved brethren, remarked a country
minister at the close of his sermon, among
the pennies and two-cent pieces of last
Sabbath’s collection I was surprised to
find a gold coin of considerable value. As
there were no strangers in the congrega-
tion, it was evidently put there by mis-
take. By applying to the treasnrer and
proving property, the owner can recover
his money. Let us unite in prayer.

Nervous debility, general debility, then
consumption ; step by step, that’s the way
they go. Take a course of Hawker's
nerve and stomach tonic, the greatest
nerve and brain invigorator, blood builder,
appetizer and digestive aid ever discov-
ered, ere you, too, reach the final step.

Mrs. Grabb — Yes, my daughter ap-
pears to have married very happily. Her
husband has not wealth, it must be ad-
mitted, but he has family. Mrs. Gadd —
Yes, I heard he was a widower with six
-children.

HeArT Disgase RELIEVED IN 30 MINUTE'S
— 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.

Don’t Forget

that when you buy Scott’s Emul-
sion you are not getting a secret
mixture containing worthless or
harmful drugs.

Scott’s Emulsion cannot be sec-
ret for an analysis reveals all there
is in it. Consequently the endorse-
ment of the medical world means
something.

Scott’s

Emulsion

overcomes Wasting, promotes the
making of So/id Flesk, and gives
Vital Sitrength. It has no equal as
a cure for Coughs, Colds, Sore Throat,
Bronchitis, Weak Lungs, Consumption,
rofula, Anaﬁr_nia. Emaciation, and

asting Diseases of Chiidren.

Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. & $1.

Fine Flavoring Extracts,

—PREPARED BY OURSELVES,—

Fin» Salad 9il,

Limes Juice,

Perfumeos,

Spongesg,

Hair and Tooth Brushes in

Great Variety.

R. T. MACK & CO,

(OPPOSITE CITY HALL,)

FREDERICTON.
1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1895

Country : Gentleman.

THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES,

DEVOTED TO
Farm Crops and Processes,

Horticulture & Frult Growing,

Live Stock and Dalrying,

While it also includes all minor departments of
raral ioterest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol-
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter-
inary Replies, Farm Questions und Answers, Fire-
side Reading, Domestic kconomy, and a summury
of the News of 1the Weex. Its Market Reports are
upusually complete, und mach attention is paid to
-the Prospects of the Cro;s,as throwing light upn
one of the most importunt of ali guestions—W hen
to Buy and When to Beil. It is liherally llustrated
and by Recent nlargement, contains more reading
mater than ever before. The subscription price is
‘33.50 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Reduction
our

Club Rates for 1895.

Two Subscriptions in one remittance §4
Six Subscriptions do. do. |0
Ten Subscriptions do. do. |5
IZ5° To all New Fubsc ibers for 1895, anlng in
advance now, we will s-ud the pap r Weekly, fror
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895,
without charge. ®pesimnen Copics Five. Addres

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

PILES.

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

LIND,

TCHING, or
LEEDING,

PROTUDING

Oan Find Relief and a
Lasting Cure.
Address C. H.
FREDERICTON.

Box 38.

Scales! Scales!

] 2 BOXES Family Bcales, 12 doz. Wheel heads,
15 boxes Cut Tacks, 10 Loxes Wrought

Iron Washers,

10 boxes Wrought Iron Nuts,

1box Glazier’s Points,

! box Felloe Plates,

&b 1xes Moulding Nuils.

Just received, and for sale by

R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

Wiley's

.. EMULSION ...

B, S

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

PRICE

SOLD

Everywhere

il

The Best

Preparation
in the Market

For Building up the System.

JOHN M, WILEY, Manufacturer

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

Modern !

Featherbone Corsets must not
be confounded with those which
were made five or six years ago.
The Featherbone Corset of to-day
is as far removed from the old
style, as black is from white.

BUY A PAIR AND YOU WILL BE PLEASED.

People of Goop Common SENSE usually appreciate a
good article that is honestly made, well finished and up to
date. This explains the great success of

GCGRANBY

RUBBERS

"They Wear 1 ike Iron.

A SAW SCENE.

When ours are seen, they’re bought.
And this applies to most of our stock of

HARDWARE, ETC.

You can see at a glance it is useless to
search for better. The saws of all kinds
make the dust fly, just as they should,
and are easy to work. They chew their
way into the toughest wood as perfectly
as possible. Being perfectly tempered
they keep a keen edge wonderfully.

Don’t you need our

CARVER and FORK

to match. A matchless pair. They will
outwear your days. Hardware of
every kind, for you and
all creation.

JAMES S. NEILL.
SEND PR SAHPLE COPIES.

Boston Trémscri&t

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news.
paper, free from tional and objectiorable mat
ters, in both reading and advertising culumns
offering to the educated and intelligent public, the
most instructive and entertaining selection of news,
literary, political, financial, art, music and general
topics of the day and season,

Daily Evening Transeript-
No Bunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-
Bixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transeript-

Published Friday’s

Address

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,

324 Washington Btreet, Boston, Mass,

R. C. MACREDIE,

—

Plumber, Gas Fitter,

——AND—

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

Elect:ica1 énd Kechanical

BELL HANGING.

Speaking Tubes, etc.

| FoUNDED 4 0
/17/0. 4

N o

HLDU"EST

PURELYF '

Fy!EE IN
WOR(, THE

Fredericton, N. B.

ALSO AGENT FOR THE

‘“Wost” Type Writer.

GEO. L. WILSON,

Barrister, Notary Public, etc.

Office next door below J. J. Weddalls
Queen St. Fredericton, N, B.

March 4, 1893.

Farm for Sale.

THE subscriber’s Farm at Rt. Mary’s, near the
Railway Btation, 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 apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

Queen Hotel,

F’ton, April 9, 1892,

A

McMURRAY & Co.

Eave Just Received

CAR LOAD

BRI,

'WALL PAPERS,

And are now prepared to show the largest
stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian...

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 BORDERSs to match.

[= Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great
Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents.

McMurray & Co.

IT WILL

COME

RIBODY

Enjoy it !
¥

But you will
*

Have to ANNOUNCE
The date.

Then when you

*x

do, have
It Doxe Nicery.

WE RIFER TO

FINE

0B WORK,

We are prepared to do
fine priting 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 gotlen up in any

Wedding 4
INVITATIONS,

L.etter

H eadiugg,

Which you will require, and al-
s0 necessary to have print-
ed cheaply yet in
good order,

Have it Done Attractive.

SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

PAINYING AND PUBLISHIRG (0,

Fredericton, N. B:




