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POETRY.

WHAT IS DANCING?

It’s a keeping time to music
With a measured, rythmic grace,

It’s a huggin’ of your best girl 
A little ’round the waist.

It’s a steppin’ lightly this way,
And a whirlin’ round and round,

It’s a sidlin’ long of your best girl 
Scarce touch in’ of the ground.

It’s a Ringin' with the toes,
It’s a sighin’ with the head,

It’s a dingin’ out the heels
When you’d brighter'he to bed.

It’s a switchin’ off the dust 
From the other feller’s coat,

It’ a bowin’ low the head,
Like a fiiskv Billy goat, »

What is dancin’ any way 
But the antics of a calf,

Or the gambols of a donkey 
When he perpetrates a laugh ?

Oh yes ! dancin’ is a exercise 
That tonics up the blood ;

It sets the stomach workin’,
And liquidates the food.

It’s better than a plaster 
To strengthen up the back ;

It’s the very thing we country folks 
Have always had the lack.

So let’s “ go in ” for dgncin’,
With all our might and main,

No matter if we have the rheumatiz’. 
Or if we’re halt and lame.
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CHAPTER XII.
CORNERED.

“ Yere is de Chairman,? vere is de Gen
eral Manager ? ” cried Mr. Bolckoff, w ith 
more gesticulation.

“If you knew that, Mr. Bolckoff,” said 
Mr. Dossetor, “ you might have a chance 
of getting back a portion of your ten thou
sand pounds. Mr. Parkinson, you seem 
to have taken the trouble to make en
quiries in this matter ; there is no doubt,
I suppose, that Delabole and Vane have 
levanted ? ”

“ About Delabole not the slightest in 
the world,” hissed Parkinson from be
tween his gleaming teeth. “I went round 
to his rooms in Piccadilly this morning 
directly I heard this news. The hall- 
porter at the Chambers told me that Mr. 
Delabole had gone away in a cab last 
night, taking two pormanteaus with him 
He took no servants, but went alone. The 
cabman was directed to drive to King’s 
Cross, but that was of course merciv a 
blind ; no doubt by this time,” snarled 
Mr. Parkinson, dashing his hand upon 
the mantelpiece against which he was 
leaning, “he is safe across the Channel, 
with our plunder in the trunk.”

“Do you think he has carried off 
much? ” asked Sir Cannock Chase.

“ Everything that he could layy his 
hands on,’ replied Parkinson.

Mr. Bolckoff uttered a loud groan, and 
buried his dirty fingers in his stubbly 
grey hair.

“ When I say everything,” said Parkin
son, not heeding the interruption, “ I 
mean everything that is at the same time 
valuable and portable. His rooms—for I 
made an excuse to go up there to write a 
letter—are in much their usual state, and 
on enquiry at his stables, I found that 
his brogham and horses'are still there ; 
though we shall doubtless discover that 
they have been made away with for their 
full value. But, by what I learn from, 
two or three brokers who were employed 
by him, he must have sold out every 
scrap he held in every company with 
which he was connected and realized the 
lot.”

“ But if auf der Continent man muss 
den Poilzei telegraphiren und hef him 
cote and sent back,” said Mr. Bolckoff, 
nodding his head vehemently.

“Ah, to be sure ! ” said. Lord Balla- 
brophy, “ one could send after him—he, 
he—Pollaky, don’t you know ? and that ^ 
sort of thing.”

“ Do yqu imagine,” said Mr. Parkinson, 
quietly, “ that it would be polite in us to 
invite legal interference in our affairs? I 
will put it as delicately as possible, but 
don’t you think that in any investigation 
that may take place, certain revelations 
might be made—as, for instance, to the 
allotment and manipulation of shares— 
which might be more amusing t»the out
side public than to ourselves? Dqn’t you 
think we had befter leave it to that out
side public, who are pretty well certain 
to make a stir in the matter? Mr. Dela
bole is one of the cleverest of men, and 
would be the less scrupulous if provoked. 
Don’t you think we had better leave him 
alone? ”

“ Certainly, most decidedly,” said Sir 
Cannock Chase, adding in muttered tones 
as he looked across the table at Mr. Bolc
koff, “ Dam Stcopid foreigner ! ” With 
both of which sentiments the company 
assembled seemed generally to agree.

But Mr. Bolckoff was not to be put 
down by clamour. “ But of Fane,” be 
cried, “ you have bold me nichts of Fane !”

“ Mr. Vane left London three days 
ago,” said Parkinson. “It was stated at 
the last board meeting that he required a 
a few days’ absence, and so far evertliing 
was regular. It was understood that he 
was going into the country on business 
connected with his marriage.”

“Ach Gott! dat will now durchgfallen,” 
cried Mr. Bolckoff. “Yen Fane had made 
die Pendixen seiner frau, then could I 
my lost money have picked out of her 
fortune.”

“ That’s a contingency that is now 
scarcely likely to occur, Mr. Bolckoff, said 
Parkinson. “ When Yane hears the 
news of the smash here, he will doubtless 
postpone his ma’rriage until he has settled 
his affairs in such a way as to render Mrs. 
Bendixen’s fortune unavailable by his 
creditors. I went to his rooms too, but 
I found he had not been back since he 
originally started. It is probable, there
fore, that confidential as were the rela
tions between him and the chairman, our 
friend Mr. Delabole kept him in ignor
ance of the impending smash.”

* * * *

When Philip Yane found that Sir 
Geoffry Heriot, whom he had hitherto 
looked upon as likely to recover speedily 
from tlie attack made upon him. was ac
tually dead, wdien the sudden thought 
shot through his brain that he was a mur
derer, the shock was too much for him; 
and, as we have seen, he fell senseless) 
coming to himself only to find that his 
crime was shrewdly suspected hy Delabole 
and tcyhear the few short bitter phrases 
in which his quondam accomplice Sever- 
ered the connection between them, and 
expressed hie horror at the deed which 
had been committed. [Raising himself 
on his arm, Yane made an impotent at
tempt to delay Mr. Delabol’s departure, 
to implore him to be silent and secret, 
and to listen to such feeble explanation

as rould be offered ; but his voice failed 
him, and ere he could renew the effort, 
lie heard the slamming of the door, and 
knew that he was alone.

Alone and yet not alone. Rising to his 
feet and staggering to a chair, Philip saw 
before him the pallid cheeks and blood
stained features of the old man ; saw the 
eyes closing amj the thin wiry figure slip
ping from his grasp ; heard again the 
moan, the last sound he had heard* in 
that accursed place. He tried to Shut it 
all out from him, but it rose persistency 
before his view. He started from his 
seat and attempted to proceed with the 
packing of his portmanteau, but found 

rhimself ever and anon pausing in the 
midst of his work, and recalling some in
cident or occurrence of the previous 
twenty-four hours. The mud on his trous
ers and boots, which Delabole had not
iced—he must have got that in crossing 
the plantation and the lawn. The lawn ! 
He sprang up in guilv terror as he re
flected that, with the morning light, the 
track of his footmarks across the lawn 
would he revealed. The boots and trous
ers must be destroyed ; he would take 
them with him in his flight, and get rid 
of them on the first opportunity. In his 
flight! whither was that flight to be di
rected ? His plans must be all changed 
now ; the necessity for immediate escape 
was infinitely more urgent than it had 
been before, and the chances of obtaining 
funds less possible. He had relied on ob
taining a temporary loan from Delabole, 
but that, of course, was no longer to be 
thought of, and the funds which he had 
at his command were barely sufficient for 
his immediate wants.

Nevertheless he must fly, and at once. 
The dawning light showed him that a 
new day had begun ; before the end of 
which the murder would probably have 
been fully discussed ; all evidence possible 
to bear npon it duly sifted ; suspicion 
rightly or wrongly directed, and all the 
machinery of justice for the detection and 
the arrest of the criminal set in motion. 
The problem of his fate would be solved 
by the next four-and-twenty hours ; if 
before they had passed away he could 
contrive—following the route indicated 
by Delabole—to be well on the road to 
Bordeaux, wjth Spain, his ultimate desti
nation, almost within his reach, he was 
saved, If not—What is that noise in hie 
ears, as of tumbling table and smashing 
glass ? There it all floats before him 
again ; the book-covered walls, the large 
oasy-chair, the shaded lamp, and the fra
gile figure with the blood-stained brow. 
Will it never cepee to haunt him ? It 
fades—it has gpne !

Now he can'bring himself once more to 
think what steps it is absolutely necessary 
he should take at once. Money ; he 
must have money ; and he must divest 
his mind of all this unreal fantasy, which 
from time to time surges up into it ; he 
must shut out that horrible vision, which 
from time to time unmans him, and must 
make use of that common sense on which 
he has hitherto relied, and which has 
never yet failed him when anything of 
real importance was to be brought about. 
Money, where to get money for his im
mediate want, that must be his first de
termination. Now if he were only con
fident of his power over Mrs. Bendixen, 
the course -was clear. The time at which 
a clue to the identification ol Sir Geoffry’s 
murderer might be given, would depend 
entirely on Madge ; and if he judged her 
rightly, be was tolerably safe in her 
hands. The recollection of the tie exist
ing between them ; the remembrance of 
the old days, which now seemed so far 
distant, and which he knew—for his wife 
had often told him so—were surrounded 
by a halo of romance in her eyes ; more 
than all, as he thought, her horror while 
denouncing the murderer, to have at the 
same time to proclaim him as her hus
band—for all these reasons her lips would 
be sealed. No one could tell whether, in 
the hurry and confusion, she had recog
nized the man who had sprung past her 
and hurled her to the ground ; and from 
what he knew of Madge, she was just the 
woman to avail herself of such a plea as 
this, and to leave the direction of suspicion 
to other circumstances. There was no 
other evidence which he need fear, save 
Madge. His visit to Springside was en
tirely unknown, and the fact of the prox
imate smashing-up of the Terra del Fue- 
gos Mining Company, just announced to 
him by Delabole, instead of being, as it 
would have been at any other time, a 
source of rage and lamentation, was re
garded by him as rather advantageous 
than otherwise, inasmuch as it provided a 

sufficient excuse for the immediate 
flight which was absolutely necessary.

Now as to his power over Mrs. Ben
dixen. From what he knew, he believed 
it to be sufficient to induce her to brave 
all the frowns of society and to run away 
with him, provided only he had sufficient 
excuse for asking her to consent to such a 
step. The excuse again he finds in the 
ruin of the mine. If he could only see 
her, it would not be difficult to tell her a 
previously planned story, in which he 
couth represent himself as the victim of 
misplaced confidence in Delabole, and by 
which her sympathies could be aroused. 
That once done, the rest was tolerably 
easy. He knew Mrs. Bendixen’s jealous, 
passionate nature, and had little doubt 
about being able to mould it to his will ; 
but to achieve that result he must see her, 
and there was the difficulty. But one 
idea occurred to him. He must leave 
town at once by the very first train which 
would take him to Dover, and there was 
no reason why she should not come to 
him there, and give him an interview be
fore he started for France. If he could 
induce her to do this, he relied,upon him
self for carrying out all that he desired.

He finished packing his portmanteau 
in which he placed the trousers and boots 
which he had worn on the previous even
ing, and wrapping his dressing-gown 
round him, seated himself at the writing 
table. Instantly, between him and the 
paper which he placed before him, rose 
the dread figure of the old man as he had 
last been seen in life, and it required all 
Vane's- nerve to keep himself in the chair 
and stolidly and doggedly go through his 
appointed task. Even then his writing 
was weak and trailing, and nothing like 
his ordinary firm round hand ; he no
ticed this, but thought it not inconsistent 
with the anxiety under which he had 
explained to his correspondent he was 
suffering, and which induced him to im
plore her to come to Dover by the first 
train after the receipt of the note, and to 
meet him on the pier. When he had 
sealed this letter, he walked to the win
dow' and threw open the shutters. It was 
already morning ; the outlines of the op
posite houses stood outgiey find dim in 
the early light, and the black London 
sparrows were twittering blithely on the 
covered way. He had ascertained that 
the first train for Dover left soon after six, 
and had made up his mind to go by that. 
On starting a little later, it is true, would 
have reached Dover soon after ; but 
Yane’s chief anxiety was to be out of Lon
don ; and though he might linger on the 
road, he would be tolerably safe from re
cognition. Looking at his watch, he 
found that he would not have much time 
to get to the station ; and after a little de
liberation as to whether he should or 
should not enlist the services of the gale 
porter to carry his portmanteau, he deter 
mined to do so, and walking out, aroused 
that functionary from his slumbers, and 
brought him to the rooms. The man

seemed half asleep, but brightened up 
sufficiently to drink a glass of spirits 
which Yane presented to him, and then 
bore off the portmanteau on his shoulders. 
The one cab which was making Piccadilly 
pavement echo with its horse’s feet was 
then secured, and in it Vane drove off to 
the railway.

When he arrived at the station he 
alighted from the cab, but before dismiss
ing the driver he handed him the letter 
which he had written to Mrs. Bendixen, 
and giving a handsome gratuity, bade 
him take it ot cnee to its address. lie 
was hurrying into the booking-office, 
when he femnd the way temporarily 
blocked by a little procession of men 
who were conveying huge bundles of 
newspapers from the ponderous vans in 
which they had arrived, to the starting 
train. The newspapers ! He had for
gotten them. By this time the story of 
the murder must have arrived in town, 
and these newspapers were about to 
spread it broadcast through the country 
and the world ; what was known about it, 
what was conjectured, it was all impor
tant that he should know, and he felt 
half afraid to satisfy himself.

He took his ticket, and made his way 
through the crowd of passengers—who 
were mostly of the poorer class, for the 
train was tardy and cheap—to the book
stall. The bundles of newspapers had al
ready arrived there, and the smart young 
men behind the counter were opening 
and sorting them and slapping them 
down with refreshing vigor. As Yane 
appoached, he saw' one pf these young 
men select two or three contents-placards 
from one of the bundles, and after slink
ing them out and perusing them himself, 
proceed to hang them up in front of the 
counter. “ Murder at Springside”—there 
it was in large type, it " caught Philip 
Yane’s eyes instantly. He saw nothing 
else ; the rest of the bill was a blank to 
bim. “ Murder at Springside”—why were 
the letters printed in red, why—Steady ! 
Now his head was reeling, and unless he 
could put more control over himself he 
was lost.

He steadied himself with an effort, 
walked to the stall and purchased a news
paper, which he placed in his pocket, and 
hurried to the train. There was no diffi
culty in securing a first-class carriage to 
himself, and bidding the guard lock the 
door, he threw himself into one of the 
furthest seats, and drawing his travelling 
cap over his eyes, buried his face in the 
upturned collar of his coat, and did not 
move until the train was fairly in motion ; 
then he took the paper from his pocket, 
shook it open with trembling hands, and 
soon read as follows :—

“Murderat Springside (by telegraph(. 
Sir Geoffry Heriot, K.C.C., was murdered 
last night at his residence, Wheatcroft, 
near this city. The person apprehended 
and charged with the commission of the 
crime is a discarded son of the deceased 
gentleman, who, it is stated, has been 
heard to vow vengeance on his father. 
Circumstantial evidence against him is 
very strong. Greatest excitement pre
vails in the city and the neighborhood.”

“My luck again ! ” cried Vane, bring
ing his hand down upon the arm of thé 
carriage. “.The arrest of this man gives 
me another twenty-four hours to the good, 
and when I have once seen Esther, and 
arranged with her to join me abroad, I 
may snap my fingers at them. ‘The per
son apprehended and charged with the 
commission of the crime ; ’ by Jove, then, 
Madge must be loyal to me after all, or 
she would have denounced me at once, 
and never allowed this man—whoever he 
may be—to be taken into custody.”

He threw the paper down, and for the 
rest of the journey remained buried in 
thought. The train loitered along, stop
ping at ever little station, where porters 
came up and roared unintelligibly, where 
jolly Kentish yeoman, and red-cheeked 
Kentish lasses, looked in through the 
window at the solitary traveller, muffled 
in his wraps, who never looked up or took 
heed of aught that was passing around 
him. Now Folkestone, and then glirapes 
of the sea, calm and smooth and placid as 
a lake, with the sun, a great red globe 
of fire, shining'down upon it. Now Dover, 
and Philip Vane has his portmanteau 
taken to the cloak-room ; for he has been 
reflecting during the journey, and decid
ed, as he cannot cross over till the night 
boat, and as it is essential that he should 
not be seen at the Lord Warden, or any 
qtiier of the places in the town where he 
islmown, he must loiter about until the 
time for his interview withers. Bendixen 
on the pier, and afterwards get some re
freshment at a third-rate tavern.

Three hours at least must elapse before 
Mrs. Bendixen could arrive at Dover, 
even if she rose immediately pn the re
ceipt of her letter, and started by the 
next train ; three long hours'to be gotten 
through somehow. Under other circum
stances he could have employed them 
well enough ; he could have found friends 
stying at the hotels, could have watched 
the arrival and departure of the boats, or 
amused himself in a thousand ways. But 
now he must keep out of the chance of 
observation, and notwithstanding the 
comparative security which he felt since 
reading the newspaper paragraph, that 
horrible scene kept ever rising before his 
mind. He walked out to River—a pretty 
little village in the neighborhood, which 
he recollectdd having visited with a plea
sant party years before. Back into Dover 
and on to the heights, whence he saw a 
light thin vapour, like a filmy veil, rise 
from the surface of the sea, and gradually 
approach the town, which it finally en
wrapped, completely hiding it from his 
view. Back into the town again, where 
the streets were tolerably empty, the 
the promenaders having been driven in 
by the damp mist. There was a small 
knot, however, collected before a window 
in the High-street. Philip Yane, look
ing up, saw that it was a newspaper office, 
and that the people were reading copies 
of the latest telegrams, written on flimsy 
paper, and stuck in the window. There 
were two or three slips side by side ; me
chanically he ran his eye over them—the 
slate of the money-market and the price 
of stocks, the dissolution of the Spanish 
Cortes, the resignation of the Austrian 
Premier, the verdict and damages in a 
breach-of-promise case. What is this on 
the last sheet, which evidently has the 
greatest attraction for the by-standers? 
Philip Vane pushes among them and 
reads :

•‘The Springside Murder. Strong 
rumors are prevalent of testimony con
clusive as to the innocence of accused. 
Mr. L. Mossis here, engaged for the de
fence. The housekeeper has recovered, 
and will give evidence.”

As Philip Yane’s eyes lighted on these 
last words, the writing became indistinct ; 
he reeled heavily to one side, and would 
have fallen but for the strong arm of a 
friendly boatman, 'who caught hold of 
him, propped him up, and asked him 
what was the matter. Phillip Yane mut

tered something—that he was not well, 
that the mist had effected him.

“ No harm in that master,” said the 
boatman, “ it is but a sea fog ; gets down 
your throat and makes all damp and un
comfortable, but no real harm in it. 
Coming on thick though now, ain’t it? 
Won’t be able to see your hands before 
your face soon—getting pitch dark, that 
it is; and yet belike’three miles out at 
sea it is as clear as noon-day.”

“ Let us clear it out of our throats with 
a dram,” said Yane, for he felt the neces
sity of some such support ; and he and the 
boatman went into the nearest tavern, 
and swallowed each a glass of of brandy.

When they came out the boatman bade 
his companion good-day, avowing that 
the darkness of the fog had spoiled any 
chance of his getting a job, and that he 
should go home; while Vane made his 
way towards the pier, In the broad open 
space before him, just by the commence
ment of the pier, the air was lighter, and 
it seemed as though the mist were clear
ing off ; this effect, however, was but 
momentary, and as Yane ascended the 
steps a black mass of vapor, thicker and 
denser than ever, came stealing silently 
from the sea like a moving wall.

The half-dozen promenaders who had 
been tempted out again by the momentary 
gleam of sunshine, and were now hurry
ing back, gazed with curiosity at the man 
about to face such weather, and some of 
the young ladies tittered as Philip passed. 
Blacker and blacker still. He heard the 
rough voice of the coastguardeman ad 
dressing him as “mate”, and bid him be 
careful how he stepped, but he could not 
distinguish his frame. Below him he 
heard the voices of two or three sailors in 
the steamer alongside the pier, and he 
could just make out the outline of her 
paddle-box and her funnel ; still he 
pressed on.

“The housekeeper has recovered, and 
will give evidence.” That must be 
Madge, he thought, that must be the 
position she was fllling'at Wheatcroft, that 
was how she was brought into frequent 
communication with Drage, the parson. 
“ Would recover and give evidence.” 
Recover ! then she must have been ill, or 
hurt, or frightened, and that was bow the 
dead man’s son had been given into cus
tody unknown to her. “ Would give 
evidence ! ” That, connected with the 
rumors of testimony to establish the in 
nocence of the accused, means that Madge 
will state what she saw, and give the 
name of tbe man whom she recognized as 
the murderer. No time to be lost then. 
This interview with Esther Bendixen 
once rightly settled—What’s that? a huge 
block of stone, an iron crane, a windlass 
and—gently now, this mvtet be tbe end of 
the pier where the works are yet in pro
gress. Dark just here ; let him creep 
along the side of the wall, let him—The 
next instant he had caught his foot and 
stumbled, and was fighting with the calm 
placid water below. He was a swimmer, 
and coming to the surface again, had but 
little fear ; three strokes brought him to 
the great wall of masonry sunk in the sea, 
but it was cold and smooth, and slippery 
with shining weed which broke away 
under his hands. No chance for hand
hold or foot-hold either, no power of see
ing aught more than half-a-dozen feet in 
front of him. He shouted, but his voice 
fell flat and muffled on the heavy air, 
and he knew that his shouts could not be 
heard. He struggled again, but he was 
overweighted with his clothes, and his 
strength was failing. Let him keep his 
head now and made one more trial ; again 
the cold smooth wall and trailing, yield
ing seaweed ; then a conviction of the 
impossibility to fight much more, a few 
struggles, and one piercing cry.
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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 once and get a bottle of “ Mrs. 
Wins£ow*s Soothing Syrup” for children 
teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sfflferer immediately. Depend upon it, 
nrothers, there is no mistake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach 
and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inffitnjation. Is 
pleasant to the taste. The preemption 
of one of the oldest and best femaleyphy- 
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.”

Cholly Chumpey — I see that earrings 
are coming into fashion again. Have 
your ears ever been bored ? Miss Caus
tic— What a question ! Haven’t I often 
listened to your twaddle ?

Citticus—I wonder how it is that so few 
women stutter when they talk? Witti- 
cus—They haven’t time.

Don’t Tobacco Spit or Smoke Your Life 
Away,

Is the truthful, startling title of a book 
abput No-To Bac, the harmless, guaranteed 
tobacco habit cure that braces up nicotin- 
ized nerves, eliminates the nicotine poison 
makes weak men gain strength, vigor and 
manhood. You run no physical or finan
cial risk, as No-To-Bac is sold by Chas. A. 
Burehill, under guarantee to cure or mon
ey refunded. Book free. Ad. Sterling 
Remedy Co., 374 St. Paul St., Montreal.

Ah, said the jovial friend of the man 
with the valise, going foiHi little rest, are 
you ? No, was the reply, with a hurried 
glance at the time table, I’m going away 
on my vacation.

Piles ! Piles! Itching Piles.

Symptoms — Moisture ; intense itching 
and stinging: most at night ; worse by 
scratching. If allowed to continue, tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be
coming very sore. Swavne’s Ointment 
stops that itching and bleeding, heals ul
ceration, and in most places removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 25 
cents. Dr Swyne & Son, Philadelphia.

Teacher — If your .father was to hear of 
your bad conduct it xvould turn his hair 
grey. Bobby — I *beg your pardon, sir, 
my father hasn’t any hair left.

“SATISFACTORY RESULTS.”

So says Dr. Curlett, an old and honored 
practioner, in Belleville, Ontario, who 
writes : “ For w’asting diseases and scrof
ula, I have used Scott’s Emulsion with 
the most satisfactory results.”

Miss Cross—What would you do if you 
were in my shoes? Miss Sharp—Turn 
my toes out.

Highest of all in Leavening Power.—Latest U. S. Gov’t Report

A GREAT MEDICINE,
God-liver Oil is useful 

beyond any praise it has 
ever won, and yet few are 
willing or can take it in 
its natural state. Scott’s 
Emulsion pf Cod-liver Oil 
is not offensive; it is al
most palatable.

Children like it. It is 
Cod-liver Oil made more 
effectual, and combined 
with the Hypophosphites 
its strengthening and 
flesh-forming powers are 
largely increased.

Don't be perruaded to accept a eubstltute t 
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. 50c. and $t.

Wiley’s... emulsion ...

COD - LIVER - OIL.
Gives Best Results. The Best

Purest and Best Materials prpfta raa- n
used in Manufacture. ^reparation

Best Value for the Money. in the Market 
Readily taken by Children.

' No preparation equal to it.
Everywhere * For Building up the System.

PRICE
SOLD

It will

cojue
—AND—

The old saying

Throw Physic to the Dogs,
Will not apply to the 

Present Day.

ILOSiO STAPHS,
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.

Absolutely pure

i
Physician’s prescriptions com

pounded with utmost care at all hours. 

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store.

1831 THE CULTIVATOR

Country : Gentleman.
THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEVOTED TO

Farm Crops and Processes,

Horticulture & Fruit Growing:, 

Live Stock and Dairying,

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol
ogy, Bee keeping, 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 complete, and much attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crops, as throwing light up*n 
one of the most important of all questions—When 
to Buy and When to Sell. It is liberally Illustrated 
and by Recent • nlargement, contains more reading 
mater Jhan eter before. The subscription price is 
$2.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our

Club Rates foirtSgs.

TWO Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. |0 

Ten Subscriptions do. do. |5

To all New Fubsc-ibers for 1895, paying in 
advance now, ve will s^nd the pap»r Weekly, from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. Hpe.'iinen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers,

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturei
196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

Featherbone Skirt Bone.
For Giving

STYLE SHAPE
To

LADIES DRESSES.

A light, pliable,-elastic bone made 
from quills. It is soft and yielding, 
conforming readily to folds, yet giving 
proper shape to Skirt or Dress.

The only Skirt Bone that may be 
wet without injury.

The Celebrated Featherbone 
Corsets are corded with this mater
ial.

For sale by leading Dry Goods Dealers,
-■tw OTWB

Li ANDING.

Oatmeal.

Cornmeal.

For Sale Low.

R. C. MACREDIE,

if,

TINSMITH,

Would inform the people of Fredericton 
and vicininity, that he has re

sumed business on Queen 
Street,. * )

Opp. County Cout House.

A. F. RANDOLPH & SONS.
SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript

A trusfcworthj-, clean and interesting family news, 
paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 
ters, in both reading and advertising columns 
offering to the educated and Intelligent public, the 
most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 
iterarj’, political, financial, art, music and general 

topics of the day and season.

Daily Evening Transcript-
^ No Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-
Published Friday’s

Address

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

Saws ! Saws !
Albany, N. Y. fEWEL STOVES 

J AND RANGES.

1/\A8E Diston’s Cross Cut Saws, 1 case Oak 
V Well Buckets, 2 ca es Oak Kegs, five and ten 
«allons each ; 3 boxes Boat Nails, 2 boxes Patent 

Door tiangers, 250 ha>s Refined Iron, 35 bundles 
Round Iron, 1 barrel Cast Iron Fittings for steam 
or hot water, 10 boxes Blenkhoru’s Axes: Just 
received at

B. CHESTNUT & SONS. !

Just received for the spring trade.

I Q TEWEL Stoves and Ranges. These cele- 
lti U bra ted ranges and stoves we will sell dur
ing tbe nexc month, fitted up with extra mounting, 
nice holloware and heavy tinware, at reduced prices. 
We claim there is no stove in this market equal to 
them for cooking and economy of fuel. All the 
above have steel ovens.

B. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Where he is prepared to fill all orders in 
above lines, including

Electrical and Mechanical

BELL HANGING.
Speaking Tubes, etc.

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.
■i--------

Mends Solid as a Rock.

THIS preparation will mend an) thing that is 
broken, and will hold like grim death, and is 

pronounced by experts to be the greatest article ever 
invented for the-purpose. It will cement Leather, 
Wood, Crockery, Glassware, Iron, and everything 
else. Grockerv or-Glassware mended with it will 
never break In the same place, but 
will be found stronger than before. It is of great 
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on 
Billiard Cues as well as for a thousand other pur
poses. Anyone can use it. It is in liquid form, 
and always ready for use, requiring no heating, but 
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 
by East Manufacturing Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Sole Agents, F’ton, N. B.

Facts ! Facts !
IT is false economy to refuse a good article and ac

cept a poor cue because of the low price. All 
goods cost money to produce. The better the gooed 

the greater the cost. There are certain prices below 
which no good, honest materials can be bought. If 
you pay less, you get loss, no use dodging the fact. 
We always huy the best and sell the best, we don’t 
believe in shoddy. We have just received one car
load of STOVES and we consider them THE BEST 
in the market of their kind, and we invite the pub
lic to look them over if they are in want.

B. CHESTNUT & SONS,

Farm for Sale-
THE subscriber’s Farm at St. Mary’s, near the 

Railway Station, containing 600 acres, 100 of 
which are under cultivation.

There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 
the premises, all iu good repair.

For further particulars apply to
- JOHN A. EDWARDS,

Queen Hotel.
F’ton, April 9, 1892.

Coffee Pots.
WE have just received a lot of Coffee Puts, and 

after testing one ourselves in our own family, 
we are safe in recommending it and also in saying 

that there is no better way m the world of making 
coffee thnn by steaming it. By this process you se
cure all that is delicious- and beneficial, and reject 
the rank, injuri ns part. You can’t spoil your cof
fee ; no eggs are needed to settle it ; the coffee can
not boil ; all the fine aroma is retained.

Ladies, try one ; to be had at the store of
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

---- WILL—

Enjoy it !

But you will 

Have to announce 

The date.

Then when you 

do, have 

It Done Nicely.

7TB REFER TO

FINE
{

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
v

When you can get one 

neat and attractive for 

the
SAME PRICE 

that it will cost you for 

one gotten up in any 

shape.

THIS SPACE
BELONGS TO

ZMZclVCurray & Co.

watch it ...

s

do*

INVITATIONS,

I 5 endings,

Which you will require, and al
so necessary to have print

ed cheaply yet in 
good order.

Have it Done Attractive.
BEND FOR PRICES to

i THE HERALD

inn mil pi*
Fredericton. N. B.

p* -.


