
-r • i /l

POETRY.

THE MAN TO KNOW.
Young man, the books will bid you read, 

The seers from Kant to Plato,
But get acquainted with yourself ;

You are no small potato.
And though you swing a blacksmith’s sledge 

Or dig within the trenches,
Hold up your head with those that sit 

Upon the highest benches.
Oh, read the sages of the world,

And let their wisdom win you ;
But get acquainted with youreW,

And find what you’ve got in you.

In modest arrogance of soul,
Make your own valuation,

Then slowly make the sluggard world 
Accept your estimation.

Go, get acquainted with yourself,
Before your leaf is yellow ;

You’ll find the man beneath your hat,
Is something of a fellow.

Then stir him up and prod him up,
Before his force has fainted ;

Go, get acquainted with yourself,
Then make the world acquainted.

Then trust the man beneath your hat,
And when you come to know him,

You’ll find a fellow fit to grace 
A novel or a poem.

Go, get acquainted with yourself ;
You’ll find that very few are,

For tasks for which you were designed,
A better man than you are.

Young man. the books will bid you read, 
The seers from Kant to Plato :

But get acquainted with yourself,
Your are no small potato.

—Sam. Walter Foss in Boston Globe.

SELECT STORY.

CHAPTER VIII.
CONTINUED.

So, feeling herself safe from that danger 
she crept to her old perch, and peeped in 
very cautiously, only raising her eyes an 
inch or two above the sill. Bertie was 
sitting in a big arm chair, his languid 
head supported by pillows and talking to 
his little nephew, who was on his knee. 
So she lowered her head until she was 
quite out of sight and listened.

“Uncle Bertie, is ’oo very ill7 When 
is ’oo going to get better? ”

“I don’t think I ever shall. Would 
Ernie be very sorry ? ”

The child’s arms were around his neck 
in a moment, and the soft cheek pressed 
his.

“ If ’oo go away, Ernie will cry.”
“You’d be the only one who would 

shed a tear for me,” said the young man, 
with a bitterness that struck to Janet’s 
heart.

Her eyes were overflowing, and she 
could not repress her sobs. Fearing to be 
overheard, she slipped quietly from her 
perch and returned to the wood, where 
she sat down under a pine tree and had a 
good cry. She felt hopeless of saving 
him. She could prove nothing. If she 
told what she had seen from the window, 
Sir James would simply deny it, and 
question the motives of her long and lone­
ly journey. Her only chance was to keep 
a vigilant watch and outmatch him in 
cunning.

When she returned to the window, the 
child had gone, and Bertie was quite 
alone. He was so near her, that by 
stretching out her hand, she could have 
touched his, which lay idly on the arm of 
the chair ; she noticed how thin and 
transparent it was.

She raised herself a little and tapped at 
the window. “ Bertie,” she called softly.

He looked up at the sound and saw his 
sweetheart’s face, very pale, but still the 
fairest in the world to him. Then his 
look of incredulity changed to one of 
rapture.

“Janet, my Janet ! is it you?”
“Hush! we must not be overheard. 

Open the window, and then we can talk 
in whispers.”

“ And then I can kiss you too,” he said, 
with a touch of his old brightness and 
fun.

He rose slowly and languidly, and un­
did the fastening. Janet twined her lov­
ing arms about his neck, and the lovers’ 
lips met in a long lingering kiss.

But even the exertion of standing for a 
minute was too much for him, weak as he 
was, and Janet saw that he rested one 
hand on the window sill to support him­
self.

He began an eager flow of questions, 
but she stopped him with a peremptory—

“Go and lie down again, or I won’t 
tell you anything.”

“You little tyrant ! ” he laughed, but 
he obeyed her, nevertheless.

“ You look terribly ill,” she said, invol­
untarily, as she watched him.

“ I have been, but your coming has put 
new life into me. Only ”—he lifted his 
hand confusedly to his forehead—“I can’t 
remember, I can’t understand how you 
got here.”

“I felt that you were in danger and 
wanted me, so I came away at once,” she 
answered, simply, passing over in those 
few brief words all her courage and mental 
suffering in undertaking such a journey 
on such slight grounds.

But her lover could read between the 
lines, and knew how deep must have 
been her anxiety on his account that 
could have urged her to such a step.

“ You’re the best and dearest little girl 
in the world, he said, huskily, “ and I’m 
not half good enough for you.”

“ Aren’t you? But then if you weren’t 
I shouldn’t care.”

He put his hand over hers and clasped 
it tenderly.

“And you mayn’t have to put up with 
me long. It does seem hard to die so 
young,” he added wistfully, “ but I can 
die happy if I can only live three weeks, 
so that I may attain my legal majority 
and make my will.”

“ You won’t die. I will save you,” she 
cried passionately.

“ Will you ? Love is strong as death,” 
he murmured.

Janet looked at him with glowing eyes.
“ And by its virtue I will snatch you 

back from the brink of the grave. I will 
keep such watch over you, that I will 
outwit his cunning and villainy.”

“Good heaven ! Janet, what do you 
mean?” He had grown very pale, and 
was looking at her with horror in his 
eyes. “You can’t realize what you im­
plied then. If I thought that — why, 
there would be no hope of escape for me, 
helpless as I am,” and he sank back in 
his chair trembling with weakness and 
agitation.

She saw that, broken down as he was 
by protracted and insidious illness, he 
was not fit to bear the shock of such news 
as she had to tell him. She must spare 
him at all costs, and take the whole 
burden upon herself if she wished to save 
him, so she answered evasively—

“ I mean that you have not had proper 
care and nursing, and that I must look 
after you.”

“ You startled me for the moment. Do 
you know, Janet, I can’t help thinking 
sometimes that my brother wants me»to 
die? If I shouldn’t live to make a will, 
he is my heir, and he has lost money, 
and is in great straits.”

“ You are weak and imagine all sorts of 
horrors,” she replied, cheerfully. “You 
mustn’t think about anything but getting 
strong and well, tor my sake.”

“I am so tired,” he said wearily ; “it

seems as if it would be so much more 
trouble to live than just to die quietly.”

“ But then you would break my heart,” 
she reminded him.

“ And I’d live for you, if not to outwit 
my step-brother. If he had no evil de­
signs, why should he, as he must have 
done, have suppressed both my letters to 
you ? ” he said, getting flushed and excited.

“He doesn’t think a penniless little 
governess a suitable match for the heir to 
a hundred thousand pounds. I’m afraid, 
Bertie, you are throwing yourself away ! ”

He laughed contentedly.
“ I don't think I shall ever regret it.”
So the two talked their fond lovers’ 

talk for a time, till at last Janet said re­
gretfully—

“ I must go now. I’m afraid of someone 
coming and discovering me here; and be­
sides, I must put in an appearance at my 
new lodgings.”

He sighed.
“I shall be most inclined to think it is 

a dream when you are gone. Give me 
one of those curls, Janet, so that I may 
look at it when I am alone, and know it 
is a blessed reality.”

He touched, as he spoke, one of the 
dusky locks that hung loosely about her 
forhead and ears. She smiled and blushed 
a little, and let him cut off one of the 
jetty ringlets.

He kissed it passionately.
“ Thank you, dear. I shall look at it 

all day and fall asleep with it in my 
hand.”

She smiled and said, “Now good-bye, 
my darling ! I will come again when it 
is dusk, and there is less fear of my being 
seen.”

He held her to his heart for a moment ; 
then she slipped lightly down and van­
ished into the forest. When she returned, 
under cover of the darkness, she heard 
voices, and guessed that Sir James was 
sitting with his step-brother.

Presently he came to the window, and 
she crouched down under a bush, her 
heart beating so fast that she thought he 
must surely hear it and discover her. 
But he stood looking out for a few minutes 
too wrapt in his own evil thoughts to 
hear or see anything.

By-and-by she guessed by his silence 
that Bertie was alone again ; so she crept 
back to the window. He was listening 
and waiting for her, for he had heard the 
slight rustle of her dress. He opened the 
window suddenly, and seizing her by the 
shoulders, held her fast.

“So I’ve caught you, have I? You 
little eavesdropper ! ”

“ Bertie, how you frightened me ! ” she 
cried, reproachfully. The suddenness of 
the attack had taken all the color from 
her lips, and she trembled visibly.

“ My poor little love, I am so sorry ! 
But you looked so abstracted and dreamy, 
I wanted to see if I could rouse you.”

“ Or prove if I were real—eh ? ”
“ Your little curl has shown me that. 

But, Janet, darling, is all this concealment 
and secrecy necessary? It seems to be 
putting you in a false position.”

“It is indeed. Your brother has al­
ways done his best to part us. If he were 
to discover that I am near you, he would 
take care we never saw each other again.”

“ I shall soon be out of his power,” said 
the sick man, more hopefully than he 
had yet spoken ; “ and then you and I 
can afford to laugh at his efforts to 
separate us.”

The little jug she had emptied the day 
before was standing on his table with a 
glass beside it. She guessed that it was 
of Sir James’ providing, and was at her 
wits’ end how to get possession of it with­
out opening Bertie’s eyes to the facts of 
the case. But her feminine cunning came 
to her aid.

“I’m so thirsty,” she said. “Please 
give me some of your lemonade.”

He filled the glass and brought it to 
her, and she saw that very little more re­
mained in the jug. As he turned his 
head away for a moment, she poured the 
contents on to the ground.

“ I don’t like it,”—she made a wry face 
as she spoke,—“ don’t drink any more of 
the nasty stuff.”

“ Now you speak of it, it has a peculiar 
taste. I think I will take your advice.”

“ Give me the jug and I will empty it 
out of the window.”

Having done which she chatted away 
gaily to allay his suspicions, if he had 
any. But she might have saved herself 
the trouble. Bertie was weak and languid, 
and was disposed to accept things without 
questioning.

So having ensured his safety for the 
present, she bent forward and took his 
face between her bands.

“ Good-night, my beloved ! And dream 
of me—dream that I am near you and 
watching over you ! ” She kissed him on 
the brow and lips and then left him.

But only to slip back again, when night 
had fairly set in, and the good peasant 
and his wife believed her to be sleeping 
soundly. There was a light in his room 
all night, so she could see everything that 
went on. Sir James crept in once, when 
Bertie was asleep, and smiled an evil 
smile when he saw the jug was empty, 
little dreaming of that silent watcher, 
whose strong enduring love had brought 
her across the sea to save her darling 
from his relentless enemy.

It was dawn before she left him, to get 
two or three hours’ rest, intending to be 
back at her post by the time he would be 
watching for her. He referred to her 
pallor, but she made some excuse about 
not having slept well, and changed the 
subject.

This went on for three weeks, and dur­
ing all that time she never slept more 
than four hours out of the twenty-four. 
She grew worn and haggard, and looked 
like a hunted creature by the end of it. 
She bad to exercise unceasing vigilance, 
for Sir James knew that time was very 
short, and meant to bring matters to a 
crisis. Generally she continued to dis­
pose of any drink of his providing during 
the night when Bertie was asleep. He 
spent a great part of his days as well as 
nights in a sort of heavy stupor.

She herself would bring him grapes and 
delicacies, bu in spite of all her care, he 
did not grow stronger, although he was 
no worse. But she was thankful for that, 
and bis twenty-fifth birth-day would re­
lieve him from Sir James guardianship ; 
until then, he was powerless. But poor 
Janet had left one thing out of her calcu­
lations. She did not realize how desperate 
the man was, and that he would leave no 
stone unturned to accomplish his evil 
purpose.

On the day before Bertie’s birth-day 
she felt perfectly worn out for want of 
sleep. She went home at ten o’clock, 
meaning to rest for a couple of hours and 
be back at her post by midnight ; which 
was the time Sir James generally chose 
for his visits. She threw herself on her 
bed when she got home, unutterably 
glad of the rest for she was aching in 
every limb. Then her tired eyes closed 
and she slept soundly.

When she awoke, the birds were sing­
ing and the sun was shining brightly, as 
if to do honor to Bertie’s birthday. With 
a cry of alarm and sickening presentiment 
of danger, she sprang to her feet and be­
gan to hurry on her clothes. And while 
she slept a terrible tragedy had been 
enacted.

“ It is your last chance. If he lives un­
til tomorrow, you are irretrievably 
ruined.”

An evil spirit seemed to whisper those 
words into James Tregarthen’s ear, as he

stood and looked down at his unconscious 
relative. If he lived twenty-four hours 
longer, he and his son after him would be 

ggers. He had always hated Bertie, 
hated him for the charm of manner and 
beauty of feature that made him a general 
favorite, because he could win without an 
effort the love he craved for in vain.

And soon he would be out of his way, 
the bright fair face would be lying six 
feet underground—he felt a savage joy at 
the thought.

This time, instead of putting a white 
powder to the lemonade as he had done 
before, he poured a few drops from a 
bottle into it, filling the room with a 
strong smell of kernels. So while Janet 
was sleeping quietly, that deadly liquid 
stood near him, ready to his hand if he 
should wake and feel thirsty as he gener­
ally did.

But Bertie slept soundly, too, although 
it was more like a stupor, and was rather 
weakening than refreshing. His eyes 
were closed when Ernie, who like most 
children woke early, came dancing into 
the room. Hè was always bidden to lie 
still and not disturb the house, but on 
this occasion the impulse to get up had 
been strong.

Uncle Bertie often woke as early as the 
child, and the little fellow and he would 
have a game together, or if he were too 
ill for that, Ernie would sit on his bed 
and prattle to him, always sure of a sym­
pathetic listener.

But when he saw that he was still 
asleep, he remembered how he bad been 
forbidden to disturb him, and began to 
play quietly by himself. For some time 
he stood by the window, watching the 
clouds move and the birds fly past. Then 
he found a walking stick in the corner of 
the room, and amused himself by pretend­
ing to ride it, and talking in whispers to 
his “gee-gee.”

But he soon got tired of that. A chair 
stood near the table, and climbing upon 
it, he began to investigate its contents 
with childish curiosity. Then the glass 
of lemonade attracted him. He felt 
thirsty and drank it at a draught.

Afterwards a felling of drowsiness over­
powered him, so he clamored on to the 
bed, putting his golden head down on the 
pillow beside the young man’s.

When James Tregarthen came in an 
hour later to gloat over his work, a shock 
went through him. There they lay to­
gether, the dead and the living. No one 
could tell at the first glance but that both 
were sleeping soundly, and might open 
their eyes again on this fair world at any 
moment.

But how pale he looked, his golden 
haired darling, almost as he might have 
looked if he were dead, his father thought 
with a keen shrill of agony at the mere 
idea of losing him. He could not bear to 
see him sleep any longer ; he laid his 
hand on the child’s shoulder.

“ Wake up, Ernie, my boy, wake up ! ”
There was no sign, no movement in re­

turn, and the man’s heart was aching for 
the sight of those bonnie blue eyes to dis­
pel the ghastly fear that was at his heart 
making him sick and cold. He fell on 
his knees by the bedside.

“ Ernie, my child ! For heaven’s sake 
wake up and speak to me ! ”

He lifted the little form in his arms ; it 
felt strangely stiff and cold, and the hand 
he put round his neck fell back a dead 
weight.

“ My own child, child of my heart ! ” he 
exclaimed, hoarsely. “ Look up ! Speak 
tome!”

And at that awful cry of anguish, Bertie 
opened his eyes and looked about him in 
a dazed way.

The sight of him, alive and well, roused 
the unhappy man to a frenzy.

“You are living still and my little son, 
my darling, is dead! He has died to 
save you ! ”

“ What do you mean, James? You 
must be mad ! ”

“ See here ! ”—he again lifted one little 
arm, which fell back as he loosened his 
hold and tried to rub a little color into 
the waxen cheeks—“he is dead. He 
must have drunk the poison I prepared 
for you ! ”

“ You would have poisoned me !” Bertie 
said, confusedly. “ What have I ever 
done, that you should seek to take my 
life?” j

“ I wanted your money. I was a ruined 
man, and only that could save me from 
beggary ; and besides, I always hated you. 
You have always supplanted me in every­
thing. Even my own child loved you 
better than me, his father, who wor­
shipped him.”

Bertie was still gazing at him with 
wide fever-bright eyes. He felt as if he 
were the victim of some delirious fancy. 
Meanwhile, the wretched man paced up 
and down with the little lad in his arms, 
calling to him frantically to speak to him, 
to look at him, and show him that he 
was not dead.

But its increasing coldness told him 
that it was a corpse he held in his arms, 
and that he would never hear that be­
loved voice again. He laid him gently 
down and even stooped to arrange a 
golden curl about the little white forehead.

Bertie had watched him all this time in 
a sort of stupor, not quite knowing if he 
were awake or •'dreaming. But as he 
looked at the empty glass, and remembered 
how it had been full the night before, the 
truth flashed upon him. As he had him­
self said, James Tregarthen had tried to 
murder his brother, and his sin had re­
coiled upon his own head.

Now he saw him put his hand in his 
pocket and draw out a revolver.

“ James, what are you going to do?” he 
cried aloud, in horror.

“ Find out for myself whether there is 
another world.”

Bertie, weak as he was, attempted to 
spring forward, but fell back, half fainting 
and paralyzed with horror. At that 
moment, James Tregarthen raised his 
revolver to his temple and pulled the 
trigger.

A servant who had been passing the 
open door, had seen the action and heard 
the explosion. She rushed in and stood 
aghast at the sight that met her eyes.

“.Help—save him ! ” cried Bertie, inco­
herently, then, overcome by all that he 
had gone through he swooned away.

Janet nearly ran from her lodgings to 
the villa, with that horrible fear on her 
that she may have come too late. The 
front door was open and the servants 
were gathered in a little group, talking to 
several peasants and a tall man in an 
official uniform.

She tottered forward, feeling sick and 
faint with a great fear.

“What has happened ? ” she gasped.
The tall man came to meet her.
“ Are you related to Mr. Tregarthen ? ”
“ I am his betrothed wife. Is he worse,

or-----” her lips declined to frame the
word ‘ dead.’

“ He is not,” the man answered, with 
marked meaning, “ although he is very 
ill.”

But it was lost upon Janet, since her 
one great fear was appeased.

“I must go to him. If he is ill, he 
needs my care.”

So they stood aside for her to pass, and 
she went to Bertie’s room. As there was 
no answer to her knock, she entered. He 
was lying back on the pillow, deathly 
white and unconscious. She gave him 
some brandy, and by-and-by he opened 
his eyes and looked round him shudder- 
ingly.

“ Oh, Janet, it isn’t—it can’t be true ! ”

“ What is not true, dear?” she asked, 
soothingly.

“That he has shot himself—I saw him 
do it, Janet.’”

“Hush, hush—it was only a dream ! 
You are weak and ill and have strange 
fancies.”

So presently he fell asleep with his 
hand in hers. She disengaged it without 
disturbing him, and crept iuto the draw­
ing room, where she found a doctor and 
two policemen.

There she heard the whole truth and 
her statements threw considerable light 
upon the mystery. She proved con­
clusively that Sir James had tried to 
murder his brother, and explained how 
she had frustrated him by throwing away 
the poisoned drink. It was clear enough 
that poor little Ernie had come by his 
death by drinking the poison intended 
for another, and his father had shot him­
self in a fit of despair.

When she had given her evidence she 
went back to Bertie. He was awake and 
conscious, but very very weak, and the 
doctor shook his head at such a complete 
failure of the vital forces.

“Janet,” he began eagerly, “there is 
one thing I want to settle. I can’t rest 
until it is done.”

“What is it love ? ” she asked, gentry.
“Send for a clergyman. If I die, U 

want to know that I made you my wife 
first.”

She thought he was wandering ; but he 
still persisted, and to appease him she 
wrote to the chaplain of the nearest town 
and gave the letter to a servant, with 
directions to take a carriage and lose no 
time in delivering it.

It was getting dusk when the clergy­
man arrived. He was a kindly white- 
haired old man, and this seemed to him a 
terribly sad ceremony. Generally a 
marriage was the occasion of so much re­
joicing ; but in this case, the bridegroom 
looked as he had one foot in the grave, 
and the bride was crying bitterly.

But he opened Jiis book, and soon the 
solemn words had been spoken, and the 
two who had suffered so much and so long 
were man and wife !

He shook Bertie’s hand before he left.
“ I hope you may soon get strong again 

and have many years of happiness to­
gether,” he said, cheerily.

“Will you add to your kindness by 
doing me one favor? I want you to sign 
my will,” Bertie urged, eagerly.

So he was propped up with pillows, 
and wrote, in a trembling hand—

“I give and bequeath every farthing I 
possess to my beloved wife, Janet Mary 
Tregarthen.”

He added his name and the date, and 
the old clergymen and one of the servants 
signed it as witnesses. Then husband 
and wife were alone.

He lay for a time without speaking, 
then he opened his eyes.

“Janet, love, are you there ? ”
“ My darling husband,” she whispered 

softly.
“I am so glad,” Bertie said, feebly. 

“ Whether I live or die, you are mine— 
my beloved wife.”

Then he grew deathly pale, and his 
head fell back. With a cry that rang 
through the silent house, Janet Tre­
garthen threw herself on his senseless 
body. t
*******

But Bertie did not die, although he was 
delirous for days, and did not fully re­
cover his senses until father and son lay 
in their graves.

After awhile his health improved rapid­
ly, and, thanks to his wife’s devoted care 
and good nursing, he outgrew his con­
sumptive tendency. He bought another 
residence in a distant county, and Tre­
garthen Manor was given over to the rats 
and ghosts. So many painful memories 
were connected with it, that they could 
not endure even the thought of living 
there.

But perhaps their eldest son—poor dead 
Ernie’s namesake—may. He is a strong, 
sturdy boy, and in all probability will 
succeed his father, and so do away with 
the fatal curse that has hung for gener­
ations over the Tregarthens.

[the end.]

THE PLATFORM OF BIGQTS.

The following qut étions will be sub­
mitted to candidates eligible for support 
of the members of the protestant pro­
tective association in all parliamentary 
elections in Ontario :

1. Are you prepared to do all you can 
to abolish separate schools?

2. Are you prepared to insist that sep 
a rate school trustees shall be elected only 
by ballot?

3. Are you in favor of placing every 
elector upon the roll as a public school 
supporter, subject to his right to appeal 
therefrom ?

4. Are you in favor of one qualifica­
tion for all teachers in public and private 
schools?

5. Will you insist that the same text 
books be used in all schools ?

6. Will you vote against granting gov­
ernment aid to any sectarian charitable 
institution ?

7. Will you vote that all institutions, 
whether public or private, ecclesiastical 
benevolent, shall be open to public i 
spection and all institutions receiving 
public or private aid shall be inspected 
annually ?

8. Will you oppose having any Roman 
Catholic emblems displayed in public 
school houses or having the Roman 
Catholic catechism taught in them during 
school hours?

9. Will you vote for having the Union 
Jack placed on every school house during 
school hours?

10. Will you insist that all real or per­
sonal property of every nature and des­
cription will, in the dominion of Canada, 
be subject to taxation ?

11. Will you pledge yourself to meet 
in caucus members of this order, and act 
upon the recommendations of such caucus ?

Amongst the questions to be presented 
to candidates for Dominion honors is the 
following, and answers solicited : Will 
you pledge yourself not to support any 
member of parliament for the position of 
premier of Canada who is a Roman 
Catholic ?

AROUND THE WORLD.

Rev. Dr. McKnigbt, principal of the 
Preebyterirn theological college at Hali­
fax, is dead.

After a long wait, the Chicago world’s 
fair stockholders are to be paid a ten per 
cent, dividend.

At Denver, Wednesday night, Henry C. 
Brown a millionaire aged seventy, and 
Miss Matthews aged 22, were married.

The barque Edith Palmer, owned in 
Dorchester, N. B., Struck an iceberg on the 
Grand Bank, a few days ago, filled and 
sank. The crew was saved.

Fifty-five new cases and eight deaths 
from scarlet fever were reported in Mont­
real last week. The previous week there 
were fifteen deaths from this disease.

The trial of Emile Henri, the anarchist 
who caused the explosion in the Rue des 
Bons Enfants and in the Cafe Terminus, 
was concluded at Paris, Saturday, the jury 
brought in a verdict of “ guilty,” and 
Henri was sentenced to death. The pris­
oner received the sentence laughing and 
shouting : “ Courage, comrades ! Vive
l’Anarchie ! ”

WESTPORT, N. S.
Capt. G. C. Haley, of the schooner Jes­

sie B., says, that for the last four years he 
had been a great sufferer from rheuma­
tism in hie knee, which at times swelled 
up and became very painful. He tried 
many remedies without success until he 
obtained some of Dr. Manning’s German 
remedy, which gave him almost instant 
relief. He also says : “I have used it 
for indigestion, flatulence, cold in the 
stomach, cramps, neuralgia, and in fact 
for almost every kind of pain or ache. I 
would" not be without it, he adds, at any 
price.” Dr. Manning’s German remedy 
is manufactured only by the Hawker 
Medicine Co’y., St. John, N. B., and is for 
sale by all druggists and dealers.

When Mr. Higgins asked you to marry 
him did you tell him that he must ask 
your mother ? I did, but he said she’d 
refused him long before he ever thought 
of asking me.

Relief in Six 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 relief and cure this is 
your remedy. For sale by W. Garten 
and Alonzo Staples.

Say, pa, asked Freddy, why is it that 
when you or uncle George tell a story you 
always get laughed at, and when I tell 
one I get a licking.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS
Mbs. 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 suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at once and get a bottle 
of “ Mbs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup ” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about 
it. It cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stom­
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and 
gives tone and energy to the whole system. 
“ Mbs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup ” for 
children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and liest female physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen­
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug­
gists throughout the world. Be sure and 
ask for “ Mbs. Winslow’s Soothing 
Syrup.”

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma­
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 
3 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It removes 
at once the cause, and the disease immed­
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 
benefits. 75 cents. For sale by W. Garten 
and Alonzo Staples.

A FOND MOTHER.

Dear me ! cried the nurse, the baby 
has swallowed my railroad ticket. What 
shall I do?

Go and by another right away, returned 
the mother, I’m not going to have the 
baby punched.

The ladies arc all delighted with Priest­
ley’s dress fabrics which are now sold by 
the better class of dealers throughout 
Canada. They have a fineness of texture 
and a softness and beauty of surface all 
their own.

Pertinent.— He (at 11.55) — I never 
wear a necktie two days in succession. 
She (glancing at the clock) — Did you 
bring another one with you ?

English Spavin Liniment removes all 
hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blem­
ishes from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs, 
Splints, Ring Bone, Sweeney, Stifles, 
Sprains, Sore and Swollen Throat, Coughs, 
etc. Save $50 by use of one bottle. War­
ranted the most wonderful Blemish Cure 
ever known. For sale by W. Garten and 
Alonzo Staples.

Reassured — Bride (exchanging bridal 
costume for traveling suit) — Did I appear 
nervous at all during the ceremony, 
Clara ? Bridesmaid (enviously) — A little 
at first, dear ; but not after George had 
said “Yes.”______________

KEEP THYSELF PURE.
The striking motto of the White Rib- 

boners relates to the realm of morals, but 
of no less importance is it that the motto 
be applied to the physical system. Haw­
ker’s nerve and stomach tonic and Haw­
ker’s liver pills are the greatest of all 
blood purifiers and health givers. Ask 
your druggist for them.

Johnny — Pa, did you know ma before 
you were married ? Pa (with a sigh) - 
thought I did, Johnny.

Itch, Mange and Scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion 
For sale by W. Carten and Alonzo Staples.

1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1894
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 Heading, Domestic Economy, and a t-ummary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Keports are 
ulusually complete, and much attention is paid to 
the Prospects of t he 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 than ever before. The subscription price is 
82.60 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our

Club Rates for 1894.
Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 
Six Subscriptions do. do. |Q 
Ten Subscriptions do. do. 15

gf” To all New Pubso ibert» for 1894, paying in 
advance now, we will s#*nd the pav r Weekh, from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1894, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publisher., 

Albany, N, Y.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript
A trustworth}', clean and interesting family news­

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 
ter», in both reading and advertising columns 
tnïering 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 Transcript-
ho Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript*
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-
P ublished Friday’s

Address

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

Loss of Flesh
is one of the first signs of 
poor health. Coughs, Colds, 
Weak Lungs, Diseased Blood 
follow.

Scott’s
Emulsion

the Cream of Cod-liver Oil, 
cures all of these weakness­
es. Take it in time to avert 
illness if you can. Physicians, 
the world over, endorse it.

th’} hi tiscetod by Substitutes!
Bco; t & livjwno, iielievillo. All Drujgists. COc. <fc ÇL

VIGOR or MEN
Easily, Quickly, Permanently Restored.

Wileys... emulsion ...
-OF-

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

Purest and Best Materials pr„na rafirm
used in Manufacture. ^reparation

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

— No preparation equal to it.
For Building up the System.

PRICE
SOLD

JOHN M- WILEY, Manufacturer

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

Cc$

Long Waist, 
Correct Shape, 

Best Material,
Combined with the best filling in 
the world, makes the “ Featherbone k 
Corset " unequalled.

INSTANT

CROCKERY
Mends Solid as a Rock.

ITHE TRIUMPH OFlOVEl.
Weakness, Nervousness, Debility,

and all the train of evils from early errors or 
later excesses, the results of overwork, sick­
ness, worry, etc. Full strength, development 
and tone given to every organ and portion of 
the body. Simple, natural methods. Imme­
diate improvement seen. Failure impossible. 
2,000 references. Book, explanation and 
proois mailed (sealed) free.

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo, N.Y.
Sheet Zinc and Flour Sifters.

3 Casks Sheet Zinc, 3 casks Flour Sifters (patent) 
1 case I oosepin Butts assorted sizes.

12 boxes Fam ly Scales, just right for this season 
of the tear.

1 case hied-shoe Boite.
6 boxes Wrought iron Nuts.
4 cases Carpenter’s Planes 
6 cases Barn Lanterns.
2 barre*s lantern Globes.
1 barrel Strop and T Hinges.

24 doz. Sheet-i*-on Puns for cooking stoves.
3 doz. Tin Boilers.
3 doz. Steamers.

Just to hand R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

SHOVELS.
ru8T leoeive 1 *6 Bundles Steel Shovels long and 
I short handles.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

THIS preparation will mend an\thing thit is 
broken, and will hold like grim death, and is 

P’ouounced by experts to be the greatest article ever 
invented for the purpose. It will cement Leal her, 
Wood, Crockery, Glassware, Iron, and evertthing 
else. Grockerx 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 alwa> s ready for use, requiring no heating, but 
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 
by hast Manufacturing Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

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

A. S> MURRAY, Agent,
Fredericton, N. B.

ALSO AGENT FOR THE

“Tost” type Writer.

GEO. L. WILSON,
Barrister, Notary Public, etc.
Office next door below J. J. Weddell.

Queen St. Fredericton, N. B.
March 4, 1893.

TIJN SMITH,
WOULD inform the people of Fredet 

icton and vicinity that he has ret 
amed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT BOOSE,
where he is prepared to nil au oruers li 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

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

Railway Station, containing 500 acres, 100 of 
which are under cultivation.

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

For further particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

rto.toiit.im. “*“■

THE AMERICAN

Typewriter.

T
HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation 
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like a $100 instrument. It is the first of its kind 
ever offered at a popular price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made. It is not 
a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of real work. While not as rapid as the large 

machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least, as rapid as the pen, and has the 
advantage of such simplicity, that it can be understood and mastered almost at a glance. Wo 
cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere.

(DOXDaxCO)—XX—(DQXDSOXC

Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and 
marks,171 in all.

Writes just like a $100 machine.
No shift keys. No Ribbon. Prints from 

the type direct.
Prints on flat surface.
Writing always in sight.
Corrections and insertions easily made.
Takes any width of paper or envelope 

up to 8Y* inches.

Easy to understand, learned in five 
minutes.

Weighs only tour pounds, most portable.
Compact, takes up but little room.
Built solid and simple, can’t get out of 

order.
Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 

easily mastered.
More “margin play ” for the small letters 

which do most of the work.
Takes good letter press copies.

0XDQXDQXD—XX—axCOXCOC

Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address, on receipt of price, $8.00, 
in registered letter, money order or certified check. We guarantee every machine and are glad to 
answer all enquiries for further information. >_

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

McMURRAY & Oo.
C»ve «Tuait Heoelved

ROOM

CALL and SEE the 
GOODS. v

f

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 Borders to match.

[EF3 Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 
Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents.

A CAR LOAD
•OF-

WALL PAPEHS,
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian
•-A-STD-

American
Makes

McMurray & Co.

9921


