POETRY.

PLAYING TEA.

In a quaint and dim old attic,
Fragrant with queer, withered herbs,
Joyous with the swift, wild-winged
And the songs of mating birds—
In a quaint and roomy attic.
Laughing in their merry glee,
Kate and Elsie sit together,
Sit together, playing tea,

Elsie spreads the oaken table,

("Tis the bottom of a chair.)
While Miss Kate with nimle fingers
Brushes dolly’s curly hair,

And puts by the wornh-out garments

For some others, fresh and new ;
Smiling all the while she chatters,

And keeps Tlsie chattering too.

But such bread is on their table!
“And such cake ! so sweet and light,”
Katie says, a queer smile wrinkling
Up her forehead white.
“What preserves ! and oh ! what butter!
May I ask its price per pound?”
“Forty-five,” the voice of Elsie
Ripples with a joyous sound.

“Torty-five I paidfor this, Kate,
Last week’s tasted rough and and old,

(Shut the window, please, dear Bridget,
Baby has a horrid cold.)

How's your children, Mrs. Loveless ?
Well and happy ? that is good ;

But I thought Frank had the measles,
So at least I understood.

JAre you going, Mrs. Loveless ?
You must come again some day ;
You will surely soon forget me,
If you stay so long away.
Now play you were hostess, Katie,
And I'll come and stay to tea;
I will now be Mrs. Loveless,
And you, Katie, shall be me.”

YearsHave passed ; within a cottage
Kate and Elsie calmly sit,

Each with one foot on a cradle,
As a baby's sock they knit.

And I smile as a quaint vision
Of an attic flits o’er me,

And I see these two young mothers
Once more children, *‘ playing tea.”
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Yes, that was how it must be managed;
the game of respectability was played out,
the news of the forgery and of his intend-
ed bigamy would be promulgated at once,
and there was nothing left for him but
flight. He would have time enough after
hisarrival in town to get together his
most valuable articles of property, and to
start by an early train or boat to such des-
tination as he might fix upon without his
flying visit to London being heard of, and
while his servants and people’at the office
would imagine that he was still absent on
a business tour, on which he was known
to have started. He would not see Dela-
bole, he would not see anyone ; the cause
of hig'flight would soon be perfectly ap-
parent, and his enemies might then do
their worst. Ie had sufficient money to
take him to a place of safety, and then he
would work the oracle with Mrs Ben-
dixen. Properly managed, his fate would
not be such ‘a hard one after all. But
what a difference one week, even a few
days might have made! Had Asprey’s
calculations Been fulfilled ; had Sir Geof-
fry died at the time the doctor predicted,
the forgery would not have been discov-
eled ; Madge could have been. brought to
terms ; and as Mrs. Bendixen’s husband,
he, Philip Vane, would have had wealth
and position, which were to him the only
two things worth living for! As that
bitterest thought of all, “ what might
have been” crossed Philip Vane’s mind
he stamped his foot with rage, thereby
awaking the commercial gentleman, who
struggling into a sitting posture, and wip-
ing the steam from the carriage window,
muttered, “London at last I’ and proceed-
ed to pick up his newspaper and get his
travelling rugs together.

London! Now Philip Vane must have
his wits about him, and be ready to carry
into execution all that he has determined
on. The porter who bustles about to get
him a cab, eyes him, as he fancies, sus-
piciousiy, and he bids the cabman set him
down somewhat short of his own house,
in order that the address may not be re-
membered. It is comparatively early,
not yet eleven o’clock, and being a bright
night the streets are filled with people re-
turning from the more sober entertain-
ments, or the votaries of Saint Monday,
who have been keeping their accustomed
holiday. When these latter gathered to-
gether in little chaitering knots, as they
do at almost every street corner where
there is a public house, Philip Vane looks
out of the cab window at them, wonder-
ing what they are talking about ; whether
perchance the news of the assault had al-
ready reached town, ,and whether he
might be the subject of their conversation.
Some of the small shops, at once news-
vendors and tobacconists, which are still
open, have the placard bill of the contents

.of the evening papers exhibited at their
doors, and Philip scans these eagerly, but
finds in them no cause for fear. As he
nears his home in the more aristocratic
part of the town, he leaves all the noise
and bustle behind him, and when the
cab stopped as directed at the corner of
the street, there was no one within sight.
Philip alighted, and taking his rugs in his
hand hurried to the Albany. He thought
it would be useless to attempt to shirk
the inspection of the gate-porter, but to
his delight that fanctionary had tempor-
arily yielded up his post to a deputy, who
unexcited by the novelty of his position,
had dropped off to sleep, so that Philip
passed by him and gained his chambers
unobserved. As he opened the door with
his latch key, he recollected that he had
given his servant a holiday, and he knew
that he was not likely to come across any-
one else, for the men holding chambers at
the same block were all out of town, and
their housekeepers were only visible in
the early morning.

Now then to work. In the outer hall
were two or three trunks piled on each
other. He selected the largest of these,
and dragged it into the middle of the eit-
ting-room ; then he paused, undecided as
to how he should commence his work of
selection. The rooms had been furnished
by a leading upholsterer, who had been
told to spare no expense, and as is usual
with such people, had rendered them
very handsome and eminently uninhabi-
table ; wood of the finest grain, velvet of
the softest texture, gilding of the bright-
est sheen were there in abundance, but
could not be taken away. They had cost
much money and must be left behind.
At one time he had a notion of dismant-
ling the shelvés %f the clocks, and the
china ornaments, and the valuable nick-

‘nacks which were strewn about them ;
but on second thought he determined to
leave them, fearing they would be missed
by his servant on his return, and thus
suspicion would be excited. Finally he
dregged the large trunk -back into the
hall, and fetching the portmanteau which

he ordinarily used, commenced filling it
with wearing apparel, carefully packing,
too, his splendid dressing-case with silver-
gilt fittings, and a quantity of plate which
he took from an iron safe in his bedroom.

He had opened the door of thie safe,
and was looking through a number of
documents, bills and other securities
with the intention of seeing which could
be made available in his flight, when he
heard a sudden knock at the door. Not
an ordinary knocking— quick, hurried,
but studiouely low, as though the person
knocking were fearful of attracting other
observation than that person whose at-
tention he was endeavoring to catch.

Philip paused in his task and listened ;
his heart beat so loudly that at first he
could not hear anything else, and after
the knocking had ceased, but a minute
afterwards he heard it distinctly. He
filled a wine-glass from a decanter of
brandy on the sideboard and swallowed
its contents, then he crossed the hall and
paused at the outside door.

“Who's there?” he asked, in a low
tone.

“1,” replied the well-known voice of
Delabole, pitched in the same key. “I;
let me in at once—most important!”

Vane opened the door, and Delabole
entered. He knew the way, he had been
there often before, and with his host fol-
lowing him, he rapidly crossed the little
hall and passed into the sitting room.
When he saw the half-filled portmanteau
and the room littered with clothes and
papers, he started back and turned quick-
ly round.

“Halloa!” he said, “so soon? I came
to warn you, but you seem to have heard
of it already.”

“ Heard of what?” said Vane, looking
bluntly at him.

Delabole’s face was pale; there was a
strained, worn look round his eyes, his
usual gorgeous shirt front was crumpled,
and his ring-covered little hands were
very dirty; but it was with something of
his old jaunty manner that he said,
“Won’t do, my dear Philip—things are
too serious just now for us too indulge in
such gaff. You must have heard the
news, or you would not be packing up to
cut and run in this way.” 3

“I have this moment returned to town,
and. I tell you I have heard no new®
whatoaver.”

“Well, then, not to keep you in sus-
pense any further, the short and long of
the matter is this: Late this evening,
after business hourggI received a private
telegram in cipher ?rom Garcia, the resi-
dent ‘engineer at the Terra del Fuegos,
and—" Delabole stopped and whistled.

“And —” interrupted Philip, who
scarcely had noticed the announcement
his companion had to make to him, so
great was his relief.

“And,” continued Delabole, looking
hard at him, “the water has come into
the mine, and it is all U-P.”

“That’s a bad business,” said Vane,
striving to lgok interested. “ What do
you intend to do?”

*“ Well, you are a plucked one, Philip, I
will say that for you,” said Delabole in
admiration. “You take this as cooly as
though it were a trifle, instead of mean-
ing tata to every sixpence you have got
in the world. To be sure there is Mrs.
Bendixen’s money in prospeet, but one
ought never to reckon upen that until
one has touched it. And you ask me
what I am going to do. I will tell you,
my dear Philip, in a word of four letter.—
bolt!”

“Leave England ?”

“ Leave England very much indeed for
a short time. I had always arranged
with Garcia that when this crisis hap-
pened—I knew it was always on the cards,
having been told so by old Prothero,
when he ceme back from his second visit
and sold his shares—I had arranged with
Garcia to let me have forty-eight hours’
notice before the news could reach the
city in the regular way. If he keeps his
word, and I have no doubt he will, the
interesting occurrence will not get wind
until Thursday morning, by which time
we—if you decide on accompanying me—
can be on the other side of the Pyrenees,
and well into Spain.” ‘

“Is there absolute necessity for your
going ?”

‘““Well, my dear Philip, when the T. D
F. bursts up, there will be rather a howl,
and it will probably, too, be better for me
to be out of the reach of certain speculat-
ive persons who may think they have
been defrauded of their money. What
an extraordinary fellow you are! You
must necessarily make yourself ecarce,
and yet you seem to be displeased with
the notion of my company, which I
thought would have afforded you the
greatest delight.”

“It is not that, of course; I should be
glad of your society, but it’s hard lines to
have to run away into hiding just now.”

“You can take Mrs. Bendixen with
you, my dear Philip,” said Delabole, sar-
donically. “She will not know that it
is anything more than a mere commere-
ial smash ; and she will be doubly anxious
to have the opportunity of concealibg her
own stricken deer. Besides, you might
have had to bolt in a hurried manner.
Oh, by the way, I have news for you.”

“What news?” gsaid Vane, starting.
“ More trouble ?”

“On the contrary,” said Delabole,
“good! Just before I came out, Asprey
enclosed me this telegram, which he re-
ceived to-night. Read it for yourself.”

Delabolee took an envelope from his
pocket and handed it to his companion,
who opened it eagerly, and spread out
its contents before him. But he had
scarcely glanced at the first word, when,
with a heavy groan, he fel! senseless to
the floor.

Delabole was a practical man; he
rushed into the bedroom, and emerging
with the water-jug, dashed a stream over
his friend’s face; then, dropping on his
knees beside him, untied his neckerchief,
unbuttoned his waistcoat and shirt, and
lifted up his hand that he might feel how
the pulse was beating.

What makes him drop the hand sud-
denly as though it been red hot, letting it
fall heavily on the floor? What makes
him bend over it again asit lies there
doubled up and shapeless, and peer cur-
1ously at the cuff and shirt-wristband ?
What made him shrink back, regaining
his feet with one bound, and looking
down with horror on the prostrate form ?

“He did it,” he muttered, “by the
Lord! What's this the doctor says?”
picking up the telegram which had flut-
tered to the ground. ***‘ Chenoweth,
Springside, to Asprey, Cavendish square
Sir G. H. is dead. Killed tonightin a
struggle. Particulars by post. Shall want
you at the inquest.” Killed in a struggle ;
and unless I am very much mistaken, this
is the man that killed him. What’s the
meaning of his falling into a fit when he
read that? What’s the meaning of those
stains on his hand and cuff and wrist-
band? That was where he was all this
dap, when he wonld tell no one where he
was going! And here are his boots and
trousers still cased with the heavy country
mud! What was the meaning of this
packing up, which I interrupted him in ?
his plate and papers, too, I sce, to take
with him. What did it mean but to bolt?
This is an infernal bad business,” he con-
tinued, dropping into a chair and wiping
his forehead. ‘I wish to heavens I had
not come here!”

At this moment Philip Vane opened
his eyes, and after gazing wearily around

him, gradually struggled into a sitting
posture.

“ Help me to get up, Delabole,” he said,
in a faint voice, *“(ive me your hand.”

“Not I,” said Delabole, drawing back
and plunging his hands into his pockets.

‘“ What's the matter? ” said Philip, still
faintly. *“ What has happened ?”

“This has happened, Philip Vane;
that I know where you were during’ this
day and what you did! Henceforth we
work separate and I advise you to keep
clear of me. I don’t pretend to be strait-
laced ; I am not particular as to how I get
my money 80 long as it comes, but I have
never gone in for murder yet, and I don’t
intend. And look here; you know I am
sound enough, but if you don’t want
others, who might not be so reliable, to
find out what I have found out tonight,
look to your coat-cuff and shirt-wristband,
and trousers, and boots, and be off out of
this place before the hue-and-cry is upon
you.”

So saying, without another look at his
companion, Delabole put on his hat and
strolled from the room, leaving Philip
Vane grovelling on the ground.

CHAPTER X.

THE LONDON LAWYER.

Tue rector stepped softly into the dark-
ened room, and closing the door behind
him, advanced towards the bed, and seat-
himself in a chair by its side. Madge lay
with her head propped up by pillows,
over which her long brown hair, here
and there clotted with a deep, dark stain,
and damp from the fomentations which
had been applied, lay streaming. Her
head was turning restlessly from side to
side, and a cry of agony, not sharp, not
broken, but one low-pitched, long-contin-
ued wail, in which her acute suffering
often expressed itself, broke from her lips.
At first she seemed not to notice that
anyone had entered the room, and it was
not until the rector had first lightly
touched her hand, and then taken it
gently between nis own, that she ceased
moaming, and calming herself by a great
effort, saw her friend seated by her side.
Even then she seemed either not to rec-
ognize. him, or to confound the circum-
stances under which he was present, for
she pressed the hand that was free, bard
upon her forehead, and . closed her eyes
again for some minutes hefore she spoke.

Then she said, ‘I know now why you
are here.”

“You sent for me,” said the rector, in
his gentlest tone; “you told the servant
you wished to see me.”

“Yes,” she said, “ I recollect it all now.
My mind is a little confused, I am afraid,
and when I first saw you sitting there
and holding my hand just as you used to
in theold days when I had the fever, I
thought that time had come back again,
and wondered whether all the ‘things
which have occurred in the interval bad
been seen by me in a dream. I wish they
had, oh, how I wish they had!”

“Your strength ie not yet sufficiently
returned to enable you to think, much
less to speak of anything which is certain
to excite your brain,” said the rector,
bending over her. “Margaret,” he ad-
ned, as if replying to an impatient gest-
ure on her part, “I must speak plainly to
you ; your state is most critical, and if you
excite yourself, your life, or what is per-
haps worse, your reason isin imminent
peril.”

“You mean that I shall go mad ?” said
Madge, turning her-eyes upon him and
clutching his hand. “If I do, it will be
from reference, not from speaking. You
have been often pleased to praise my
common sense, believe me, it has never
been more active or more capable of doing
me service than at the present moment.
I must know from you what has occurred
this night ; you must tell without attempt-
ing to suppress or disguise anything. Do
you hear me ? you must say ? ”

The rector hesitated a moment before
he ‘said, “ will you not wait until Dr.
Chenoweth, who is coming up again to-
night, has seen and spoken to you?”

“This is no matter for a doctor’s decis-
ion. You, best of all men in the world,
can judge how I can bear up against ill-
ness and trouble ; you alone in the world
know the story of my life, and what I
bave gone through. I tell youI must
hear of tonight’s occurrence at once and
from you!”

The rector bowed his head. “If I re-
fuse to ‘answer any question you may put
or stop in the midst of my recital, you
will understand, Margaret, that it is solely
on your own account.”

“I understand,” she replied ; then in-
voluntarily sinking her voice, she asked,
“8ir Geoffry—is he—is he dead ? ”

“He is.”

As the rector spoke, he felt a convul-
give thrill in the hand that lay within his
own, and the pallor of Madge’s face grew
yet more intense and ghastly, but she
evinced no other sign of emotion.

“Tell me all about it,” she murmured.

Again Mr. Drage hesitated, until
prompted by a nervous hand clasp.
“When the servants,whose attention had
been aroused by the sound of the struggle
and the crashing of the overturned fur-
niture and the broken glass, collected
their senses sufficienty to rush in-a body
to the library, they found a man bending
over fir Geoffry’s dead body, snd en-
deavoring to raise him from the ground
on which it lay to to the couch; your
presence on the spot was not noticed for
some moments, not indeed, until the man
had been secured and removed into the
hall.”

“Secured, do you say?” Is the man
then, in custody, and is he known? ”

“He was recognized by Riley on the
instant ; by a servant who had seen him
on the occasion of his previous yisit;
finally, by Captain Cleethorpe, who
spoke to you about him in the afternoon,
when you expressed your dread lest he
should come to—"

“Ah, my God !” screamed Madge, sup-
porting himself on both hands, and
drawing herself towards him. “ Of whom
are you speaking?”

“ Of Sir Geoffry’s son, George Heriot.”

But at that instant Madge’s strength®]
gave way, and she fell prone on her face
with outstretched arms, and hands work-
ing convulsively.

The rector gently raised, rnd laid her
back upon her pillow. He was about
to ring the bell to summon assistance,
when he saw her eyes open and her lips
move.

“ Stay,” she murmured, “for pity’s
sake. This is now a matter of life and
death, which must be talked out at once
between you and me alone; don’t fear
for me, I am strong enough; but I could
not let things rest thus, even if I knew
that to speak of them would kill me.
What proofs are there against this young
man ?” :

“Many and various, and most convinc-
ing. Riley, sorely against his will—for
hé is almost heart-broken gat the turn
which affairs have taken—will be called
upon to prove the original quarrel be-
tween the father and son, when Sir Geof-
fry told him that he.had discarded and ¢
disowned his son, whose name was never
again to be mentioned in the bousehold.
Riley will further prove that on a recent
occasion the young man came to Spring-
side to seek an interview with his father,
entered the house much at the same time
and in the same manner; and that he,
Riley, was finally ordered by the General
to show George Heriot the door, and nev-
er give him admittance again, C(lee-

thorpe, who had some slight acquaintance
with young Heriot several years ago, will
speak to meeting him in the afternoon,
and to the young man’s evident desire to
avoid recognition; and I should almost
think, Margaret, if you are sufficientiy re-
covered, that you will be calied upon
to state why you were so strongly anxious
that a meeting between the two men
should be prevented.”

“ All these facts that you have alleged.
will be taken as reasons and motives,
probable inductments for him to commit
the crime. What proof is there that he
did commit it?”

“As circumstantial evidence it can hard-
ly be stronger. Ile alone is seized upon
the spot immediately after the commis-
sion of the crime; the body of the victim
is in his arms; his clothes are stained
with blood. When you couple this with
the enmity known to exist between him
and the murdered man, with the fact of
his presence at the piace from which he
had been more than once ejected and
warned, with the fact that he evidently
shunned discovery and recognition—wit-
ness his behavior to Captain Cleethorpe—
however unwilling one may be to believe
in the exisience of such a monstrous
guilt, the charge seems to be impossible
of refutation.”

“The crime is one which it would have
been impossible for George Heri.i to
have committed.”

“One would think so,” said the rector,
“but still, sons have been——"

“It is not as a son that I speak of
George Heriot; it is of himself,” cried
Madge. “He is too gentle-hearted, too
brave, too noble to injure any human be-
ing, much less his father,whom he always
held in aftection and reverence, notwith-

received.”

“You speak as if you had known this
young man, Margaret, said the rector,
enquiringly.

“Then,” said Madge, “ I speak what is
the fact. I knew him intimately for two
years, saw him constantly, shared his
confidence, knew the inmost workings of
his mind, and never saw aught that was
mean or dishonorable. And he has been
arrested for this crime!”

“The evidence was so strong,” said Mr.

ble to avoid arresting him, even if the
expression of public opinion had not been
loud against him.”

“That evidence shall be overthrown ;
that public opinion turned in his favor,”
cried Madge.

““That can only be done by directly
proving George Heriot’s innocence,” said
the rector. “And who can do that?”

“T can.” said Madge, “I, who stood by
powerless, and saw the attack made upon
Sir Geoffrey, which I was helpless to pre-
vent; and saw my dear friend and master
struggling with a man, whose back was
then towards me, but whom I afterwards
recognized, when, after Sir Geoffry had
fallen prostrate, he ran past me and hurl-
ed me to the ground.”

“And this man was not George Heriot?*

“No, that I can safely and positively
swear.”

“Thank God” said the rector, rever-
ently raisng his hands, “thank God for
that! That our old friend should meet a
sudden and a violent death is in itself
awful enough, without the horrible idea
that he died by his son’s hand.”

““ What is the first step to be taken that
Gerald can be at once set free ?

“Nothing can be done tonight, Mar-
garet,” said the rector quietly, “and it is
absolutely essential that you should now
have thorough quiet, and not move until
you have been again seen by the doctor.”

‘“But am I to lie here while he remains
in pricon with this fearful charge hanging
round him; with the belief in his guilt
vet universal? Oh, it is monstrous to
think of such a thing! I cannot and
will not bear it!”

TO BE CONTINUED.

Heart Disease of Five Years’ Standing
Absolutely Cured by Dr. Agnew’s
Cure for the Heart—The Great
Life Saving Remedy Gives
Relief in 30 Minutes.

Thomas Petry, Esq., Aylmer, Que. “I
have been troubled for about five years
with severe heart complaint. At times
the pain was so severe that I was unable
to attend to business. The slightest
exertion proved very fatiguing and neces-
sitated taking rest. I tried Dr. Agnew’s
Cure for the Heart, and obtained im-
mediate relief. I have now taken four
bottles and am entirely free from every
symptom of heart disease. I hope this
statement may induce others troubled
as I was to give this most valuable
remedy a trial.” Sold by W. H. Carten
and C. A. Burchill.

She— Surely my dear, you will consider
the matter carefully before consenting to
Clara’s marriage to old Mr. Cashman.
He — Certainly. I shall have his books
examined by an expert.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

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

I think, said the unsophisticated man,
that Groggins must be quite a power in
city politics; I was passing his place yes-
rterday, and I noticed in big letters the
word “pull ” on his door.

Don’t Tobacco Spit or Smoke Your Life
Away,
Is the tratbful, startling title of a book
about No-To-Bac, the harmless, gtaranteed
tobacco habit cure that braces up nicotin-
ized nerves, eliminates the nicotine poison
makes weak men gain strength, vigor and
manhood. You run no pbysical or finan-
cial risk, as No-To-Bac is sold by Chas. A.
Burchill, under guarantee to cure or mon-
ey refunded. Book free. Ad. Sterling
Remedy Co., 374 St. Paul St., Montreal.
Hotelkeeper — What's the matter here ?
You're just raising the deuce. Waiter —
No, sir; I'just dropped the tray.

How to Cure All Skin Discases,”

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 cusative powers are possessed by
no other remedy. Ask your druggist for
Swayne’s Ointment.

Peddler — That little book on “ How to
Preserve the Hair” is the key to the en-
tire situation. Baldy —I am very sorry;
but I haven’t a single lock that it would
fit.

THAT PALE FACE.

For Nervous Prostration and Anwmia
there is no medicine that will so promptly
and infallibly restore vigor and strength
as Scott’s Emulsion.

standing the bad treatment he had re- |.

Drage, “that it would have been impossi-+

LOSS OF FLESH

is weakening. You cannot af-
ford to fall below your healthy
weight. If you will take Scott’s
Emulsion of Cod-liver Oil with
Hypophosphites of Lime and
Soda when your friends first
tell you you are getting thin,
you *will quickly restore your
healthy weight and may thereby
prevent serious illness.

Persons have been known to
gain'a pound a day by taking
an ounce a day of Scott’s Emul-
sion. This seems extraordinary;
but it is absolutely true.

Don't be persuaded o accept a substitute!
Scott & Bowne, Belleville,  50c. and $1.

THe oLD sAYING

Throw Physic to the Dogs,
Will not apply to the

Present Day.

ALONZO STAPLES,

Druggist and Apothecary,

——HAS IN STOCK——

New, Fresh Drugs

=—AND FULL LINES OF—

PATENT MEDICINES.

A CHOICE LINE OF HAVANA AND
DOMESTIC CIGARS.
And all requisites

found in a_ First-class Drug Store.

pe¥= Physician’s prescriptions com-
pounded with utmost care at all hours.

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store.

1834 THE CULTIVATOR 1895

—AND—

Country : Gentleman.

THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.'

DEVOTED TO
Farm Crops and Processes,

Horticulture & Frult Growing,

Live Stock and Dairying,

While it also includes all minor departments of
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol-
cgy, 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. 1ts Market Reports are
unusually complete, and much atteuntivn is paid to
the Prospects of the Crops,as throwing light upcn
one of the most important of all questions—When
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberaHy Illustrated
and by Recent I nlargement, containg more reading
mater than ever before. The subscription price is
$#2.50 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Reduction
in our

Club Rates for 1895.

Two Subscript.ions in one remittance $4
10
15

do. do.

Six Subscriptions

Ten Subscriptions do.  do.

%" To all New Fubsc ibers for 1895, pying in
advance now, we will send the paper Weekly, from
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895,
without charge. Bpezimen Copies Free, Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers,

Albany, N. Y.

Saws! Saws!

.

ARE Diston’s Cross Cut Baws, 1 case Oak
1 Well Buckets, 2 cares Onk Keys, five and ten
eallons each ;
Door Hangers, 250 bas Refined Iron, 35 Sundles
Round Iron, 1 tarrel Cast Iron Fittings for steam
or hot water, 10 boxes Blenkhorn’s axes: Just
received at

R. CHESTNUT & SBONS.

3 boxes Boat Nuails, 2 boxes Patent |

Gives Best Results.

PRICE

SOLD

Everywhers

)

Wiley'’s ... EMULSION ...

O i

COD - LIVER - OIL.

Purest and Best Materials
used in Manufacture.
Best Value for the Money.
Cts. Readily taken by Children.
No, preparation equal to -it,

JOHN M. 3 WILEY, Manufacturer

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

The Best

Preparation
in the Market

For Building up tl}é System.

KEEP YOUR FEET DRY.

If you catch cold now it will
hang on you all Summer.

WEAR GRANBY RUBBERS

They are the best and last longest.
Perfect-in Style, Fit and Finish.

THEY WEAR LIKE IRON.
(]

Keeping up
e cany

And increasing our stock. That is
what we are doing. We have,
just received and opened up

a Carload of

Bedroom Sets,
Sideboards,

Extension Tables,

Desks, etc.

Q

<

Also 8 crates of

CROCREBRY
| @2

Seasonable goods in all lines.

WILLARD KITCHEN & CO.
SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcri_p_t

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news.
paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat
ters, in both reading and advertising Golumns
offering to the educated and intelligent public, the
most instructive and entertaining selection of news,
iterary, political, findancial, art, music and general
topics of the day and season, 7

Daily Evening Transoript:

No Funday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-

Bixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transeript.

T'ublished Friday’s

Address

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,

324 Washington Ftreet, Boston, Mass

EWEL STOVES
AND RANGES.

Just received for the spring trade,

12 EWEL Stoves and Ranges. These cele-

brated ranges and stoves we will sell dur-
ing the nex¢ 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 ecomomy of fuel. All the
‘ above have steel ovens.

R. CHESTNUT & EONW,

GLASSWARE|

i

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 Cout House.

Where he is prepared to fill all orders in

. above lines, including

Electrical end Mechanical

BELL HANGING.

Speaking Tubes, etc.
INSTANT

‘GROGKERX_MENDER.

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. Grockery or Glussware mended with it will
never break in the same place, but
will be found stronger than before. 1t is of great
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on
Billiard Cues-as well as for a thousand other pur-
poses. Avyone can use it. It is in liquid fcrm,
and alwa)ys ready for use, requiring o heating, but
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made
by East Manufacturing Co , Buffulo, N. Y,

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

Facts! Facts!
is fulse economy to refuse a good article and ac-

T

]. cept a poor cme because of the low price. All
®oods cost money to produce. The better the goocd
the greater the cust. There are certain prices h-low
whieli no good, henest materials can be Fought. If
you pay less, you get loss, no use dodging the fuct.
We always buy 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.

R. CHESBTNUT & BONS,

Farm for Sale.

TEE subscriber’s Farm at ft, 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 «pply to

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen Hotel,

F’ton, April 9, 1892,

Coﬂ‘e_e Pots.

WE have just received a lct of Coffee Pots, and
after testing one ourselves in onr own family,
we are safe in recommending it and also in saying
that there is no better way iu the world of making
coffee then by steaming it. By this process you se-
cure all that is delicious and beneficial, and reject
the rank, injuri us part. You cau’t spoil your cof-
fee; no eggs are necded to settle it ; the coffee can-
pot boil ;- all the fine aroma is retained.
" LADIES, try one; to be had at the store of

R. CHESTNUT & BONS,

BeLbNecs TO

THIS SPACE

McMurray & Co.

... WATCH IT. ..

IT wiLL

COME

ABOD)

Enjoy it !

‘But you will
Have to ANNOUNCE

The date.

Then when you
Sof do, have

It DonNeE NICELY.

WE REFER TO

FINE

JOB WORA,

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

“fLOP” BILL

When you can get one
neat and attractive for
the

SAME PRICE

that it will cost you for

one gotten up in any

Wedding

IRNVITATIONS,
Tags,
13ill and

T.etter

I Iea(liugs‘

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

—_—

Have it Done Attractive.

S8END FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

PRINTING AMD PUBLISHING (0

Fredericton, N. B;




