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POETRY.

V,

MY SCHOOLGIRL SWEETHEART.

Up to the old brown schoolhouse that stood, 
on a hilltop high,

Each day we went together, my little love 
and I.

She was a winsome lassie, my sweetheart 
twelve years old ;

Blue were her eyes as heaven, shining her 
curls of gold ;

Light were her fairy footsteps, pleasant her 
sunny face,

Carrying youth’s predictions of woman’s 
coming grace.

Cheery, lovable,'modest, how can her charms 
be told ;

I was her schoolboy lover, sitting across 
the aisle,

Braving the teacher’s anger for a whisper 
or a smilé.

Many a red-cheeked apple or pear of golden 
hue

Quick passed in the hours of study, noticed 
by only two ;

I drew her sled in winter, and to her tiny 
feet \

I bound the flashing runners. Then o’er 
the frozen sheet,

We two woyld glide together, happy ’mid 
frost and cold,

For, was she not my sweetheart, my dar
ling twelve years old !

Grew there a springtime blossom, soon was 
the flower hers,

To her came summers glories, and when 
the chestnut burrs

Opened their lips in autumn, showing their 
treasures brown,

’Neath the tree sat my sweetheart—I shook 
the treasure down.

So passed the hours of winter, so sped the 
summer days ;

She has become a woman with gentle, 
graceful ways ;

I have attained to manhood, yet by our 
own sweet will, y

I am her own true lover ; she is my sweet
heart still.
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Gerald’s luck.

In these short intervals of rest, the 
recollection of what she had just gone 
through would come back upon her; the 
vision of her husband confronting her, 
with a sneer upon his lips, would stand 
out terribly distinct; some of his words, 
the cruelest and most bitter of them, 
would surge up in her ears. Then, know
ing that another instant’s abandonment 
of herself to such thoughts would cause 
her again to faint away, with one strong 
act of will she would dismiss them from 
her mind, and doggedly plod on her way. 
Later on she would think of all this, go 
through it bit by bit, sift out what it 
meant, and determine what she ought to 
do ; later on, when there was a bed near 
on which she could fall back and rest, a 
hand near to steady her, or to smooth her 
forehead, a voice to tell her that she had
been deserted-----No, no; that no one
must ever know. But she was weak now, 
and could not think it out properly. 
Only let her get home.

So on through the quaint old streets, 
quiet and deserted now ; for it is now one 
o’clock, and at that hour Wexeter dines. 
Only the verger, standing at the cathed
ral door, sees Madge Pierrepoint crossing 
the yard under the shade of the great 
elm-trees, and he does not recognize her. 
Her progress has been slow, but unwatch
ed; and at length she has reached her 
own door:

Madge longs for rest and quiet; but 
she is not to enjoy them yet. At the 
foot of the stairs she is confronted by Miss 
Cave. The old lady has just returned 
from a ldhg morning’s work at the box- 
office, having gone through all the ac
counts of the closing season, having paid 
away and received to the uttermost far
thing, and having been able to submit a 
very satisfactory balance-sheet to Mr. 
Dobson the manager. Naturally, there
fore, she is in good temper, and anxious 
to relieve herself, after the tedium of bus
iness, by a pleasant chat with her lodger, 
who is such a favorite with her.

“ Why,where have you been, my dear?” 
said Miss Cave, holding up her hands as 
her eyes fell upon Madge’s dust-covered 
dress. “Not been knocked down by one 
of those dreadful cows, surely ? ” the idea 
of being tossed, gored and trampled upon 
by errant cattle, ranking foremost amongst 
the old lady’s self-inflicted troubles.

“No, Miss Cave,” said Madge, with a 
faint smile, looking down at her dress 
and endeavoring to brush the dust off 
with her hand ; “ no, I have only been 
for a country walk, and, feeling a little 
tired, sat down in the hedgerow, with
out particularly observing where I placed 
myself.”

“Well, my dear, what do you want 
with taking long country walks, after all 
the work you have gone through, I can
not understand. I can’t say I think 
much of the country ; for what with the 
cows and the dust and the crowds of 
midges that buzz about you, it seems to 
be more pain than pleasure, taking it al
together Now, when I gof out of Wex
eter, give me the seaside, I say ; and talk 
ing of (hat, my dear, I have brought some 
news which I think will please you.”

“ Indeed, Miss Cave, and what might 
that be?”

“Well, Mr. Dobson is finely delighted 
at the success of his season—as well he 
may be, as being the best he has had the 
last three years. 5nd when he said so 
to me just now, I up and told him at 
once that it was all owing to you, my 
dear, and that he had had no leading 
lady here for years that was a patch upon 
you, and that you were as great a favorite 
out of the theatre as in it.”

“That was very kind of you, dear Miss 
Cave.”

“It was only the truth, Madge—there, 
I never called you Madge before, not be
ing given to use Christian names freely, 
as I find is the custom in music-halls and 
low places of that sort ; but as I am fond 
of you, I will do so now and in future—it 
was only the truth, Madge; and Mr. Dob
son agreed to it ; and then he asked me 
how I thought it would do if he was to 
take the Avonmouth Theatre for the 
short summer season ; that would take in 
the regatta, and the races, and the grand 
military review. ‘ Miss Pierrepoint would 
be new at Avonmouth,’he said; ‘and I 
think she would draw.’ I told him I 
thought so too ; but that he must give 
you better terms than you had here ; for 
there would be the expenses of moving 
for yourself and your sister ; and you 
would have, perhaps, tb dress a little more 
than you do here, it being a gay place. 
Dobson didn’t see it at first ; but I held to 
it. So finally he told me to talk to you 
about it, and offer you an extra pound a 
week.”

Miss Cave had expected that her an
nouncement would be received with 
great pleasure. She was disappointed 
when Madge, with a grave face, said :

“I am much obliged to you, dear Miss 
Cave, and to Mr. Dobson; but l‘ don’t 
think the offer would suit.”

“Not suit you ! You are too shy and

timid, Madge. You dislike going among 
strange people ; and perhaps you are afraid 
of the officers and flighty fellows that you 
have heard of in Avonmouth. Don’t you 
be afraid of them, my dear. Dobson 
wouldn’t think of going without taking 
me with him ; and I shall be sure to look 
after you.”

“No, indeed, it isn’t that.”
“ Indeed, what can it be, then ? Oh, I 

know—that young Hardinge.”
“ Mr. Hardinge? What about him ? ”
“Well, Dobson wanted him to go too. 

The Avonmouth Theatre has not been 
open tor two years now, and the scenery 
all wants looking after and touching up; 
and Dobson wanted young Hardinge to 
go off in advance, and get it ready by the 
time you came there ; but when he was 
spoken to this morning, he said he was 
very sorry he could not, that his engage
ment was up, and that he did not think 
there was any chance of his coming back 
to the circuit.”

“And what has that to do with me, 
dear Miss Cave?”

“Well, my dear, I have got eyes in my 
head, though they are not as bright as 
they were, and I can see that while that 
excellent young man is desperately in 
love with you, you have a sneaking kind
ness for him ; and I thought you might 
have set your horses together, and-----”

“ Mr. Hardinge hasn’t spoken to me on 
the subject, dear Miss Cave; and I assure 
you I have not the smallest knowledge 
of his movements.”

“ Well, my dear, no- offence. I won’t 
take your answer to Dobson just now, lest 
you might change your mind. Think it 
over, and let me know to-morrow ; and if 
I were you, I would lie down a bit after 
dinner and rest myself. You ought to be 
very brilliant to-night; for it is not only 
the last night, but Dunsany’s benefit; and 
he’s sure to have a big house ; for he’s a 
member of some order, and we shall be 
full of brothers, with aprons on, and 
green ribbons and tin thing-a-me-jigs 
around their necks.”

Then Madge, nodding kindly at the old 
lady,went upstairs, and, after looking into 
the sitting room to tell Rose to get her 
dinner by herself, as she felt too tired and 
unwell to eat, went to her own room, and 
locking the door, threw herself at full 
length upon her bed. There are some 
people upon whom any great grief has a 
stunning, overwhelming effect, so that it 
numbs their brain and paralyses their 
power of thought. Madge Pierrepoint 
was of these. With all the wish, she felt 
utterly powerless to deliberate what effect 
her recent interview with her husband 
onght to have on her future life, or even 
to recollect the details of that interview. 
It was all too sudden, too recent ; the 
weight of the blow seemed to have de
prived her of the power of thinking over 
what would be the result. She strove to 
rally, to collect her senses, to think it 
over; but all in vain. She lay in a dull, 
lethargic state, from which the recollect
ion of what Miss Cave had said about Ger
ald Hardinge roused her only for an in
stant. Then she relapsed, and, gradually 
losing consciousness, fell into a deep un
broken sleep.

In that state she remained, until she 
was roused by a loud knocking at the 
door, and Rose’s voice outside, telling her 
it was time for her to go to the theatre. 
At first she listened mechanically, with
out the power to move or speak, then 
muttering something sufficient to satisfy 
her sister that she had been heard, Madge 
struggled into a sitting position, and 
clasping her head with both her hands, 
strove to collect her scattered senses, and 
to comprehend what had been passing 
around her. It flashed upon her in an 
instant, the interview with Philip in the 
lane, the long, dreary walk back, with 
heavy heart and wavering footsteps, the 
talk with Miss Cave, and her mention of 
the Avonmouth Theatre. She recollected 
it all, but what would be the result of it 

. all was as far off as ever ; she had come to 
no decision, and she could come to none 
now. What she had to do now was to 
hurry off. to the theatre and to act. To 
act ! With the feeling of an iron band 
around her templès, and her heart throb
bing like a ball of fire.

Mr. Dunsany’s friends, who, as Miss 
Cave expected, mustered in large num
bers, were very much pleased with their 
evening’s entertainment, more especially 
when the hero of the night came on in 
the afterpiece, wearing in addition to his 
theatrical costume, the insignia of the 
Order of Friendly Brothers, to which he 
belonged, and interpolated in his dialogue 
many mystic allusions, only understood 
by the initiated. The audience generally 
was of a convivial rather than of a critical 
character, and more appreciative of the 
comic than of the tragic acting. It was 
agreed on all sides, however, that Miss 
Pierrepoint was “a fine woman,” and if 
she failed in impressing them as they had 
been led to believe, they laid it more to 
their own want of comprehension, than 
to any shortcoming on her part. >

As for Madge herself, she acknowledged 
afterwards she owed it entirely to the 
early training of her memory, and to her 
methodical practice of her profession, 
that she got through her part at all. She 
dressed herself in a dream, and in a 
dream she went through her various 
scenes, speaking when the cue was given 
to her, and not missing a word of what 
she had to say, “doing her spouting,” as 
Philip Vane would have called it, with 
due emphasis and intonation, but with 
eyes that were without fire, and gesticu
lations void of life or energy. How she 
got through it she knew not, but at last 
her performance came to an end, and she 
was led oh before the curtain by the/de
lighted Dunsany. Still dazed, she /was 
coming forth from the stage door, -When 
she was confronted by Gerald Hardinge, 
who took her hand.

Then she roused at once.
“Good-evening, Miss Pierrepoint,” said 

Gerald, very polite, and rather distant, 
for Gonnop, the hall-keeper, was stand
ing close by, and his ears were full-cocked ! 
“ may I have the pleasure of seeing you 
home? ”

Madge thanked him for his proposed 
escort, and they went out together.

When they were in the street, and out 
of hearing, Gerald turned to her and said :

“ Didn’t Rose give you my message ? ”
“ Certainly.”
“And you were going away without 

waiting for me ? ”
“ Not at all. I fully expected to see you 

where I did.” /
“Did you? And yet you looked as

tonished as though my presence had 
taken you quite tinawares. You have 
had that same strange look, however, dur
ing the whole evening. I was watching 
you from the wings while you were act
ing, and I saw it then. I see it now.”

“ Do you ? ” said Madge, trying to smile, 
but there was a leaden weight on her 
eye-lids, and the muscles of her mouth 
refused to move.

“Yes,” said Gerald, gazing into her 
face ; “ your appearance gives me the not
ion of some one who has been bewitched, 
or is under a spell.”

“ Break the spell, then, and exercise 
the demon,” cried Madge, striving against 
herself; “but don’t let us stand here in 
the middle of the street, glaring into each 
other's faces, or we shall excite the won
derment of the passers-by.”

“ No,” said Gerald ; “ let me take you 
home, I have lots to say to you.”

“ We won’t go to my lodgings, I think, 
Gerald,” said Madge, mindful of what 
Miss Cave had said to her in the morning;

“ let’s walk round the crescent, there is 
not a soul near, and you shall tell me all 
you have to say.”

“As you please," he said shortly.
“ Don’t be angry, Gerald ; I am sure I 

am right in what I am doing,” whispered 
Madge, laying her hand on his arm. And 
instantly he was tamed and happy.

As they turned into the crescent, the 
chimes of the cathedral clock rang out 
the four quarters, and the deep bell struck 
eleven. Listening to it, and looking up 
at the great yellow moon riding high in 
the sky, Madge recollected where she 
had been on the same hour on the prev
ious, and an irrepressible shudder ran 
through her frame. Gerald felt the vi- 
vation of the hand lying on his arm, and 
looked down gravely and earnestly at her.

“ What is it, Madge?” he asked. “ You 
trembled then from head to foot; there is 
something the matter with you. What is 
it? I insist upon knowing! ”

“ There is nothing wrong with me, Ger
ald, indeed,” said Madge ; “ believe me 
there is not. I have been working hard, 
you know, and I was perhaps overcome 
by the fatigue and the heat. But the 
season is over now, and I shall have rest ; 
at least until I go to Avonmouth.”

“ Oh, Dobson has made that proposition 
already has he?” said Gerald. “I knew 
he was going to, hut I scarcely thought 
it would be so quick ; however, you are 
not going to Avonmouth, Madge.”

“You are not, Gerald, I know."
“ Nor are you ! ”
“Are my future movements, then, to 

be influenced by yours, sir?”
“ I hope and trust so, Madge,” said the 

young man earnestly; “I devoutly hope 
and trust so.”

There was something in his tone which 
had more effect in rousing and fixing her 
attention than anything she had experi
enced within the last twenty-fonr hours- 
Up to this point she had been striving 
against an overpowering lassitude and 
want of energy, which still retained their 
hold upon her ; had been trying to laugh 
and make light conversation, as it were, 
for the mere sake of keeping herself up to 
the required pitch of answering her com
panion’s remarks. But his last few earn
est words had worked a charm. Her at
tention was aroused, and her interest ex
cited.

“ If that is to be the case,” said she, 
“ you must no longer talk in riddles, but 
speak out plainly, Gerald.”

“I want nothing better,” said the young 
man. “ I told Rose, last night, to let you 
know I wanted to speak to you on a most 
important matter.”

“ Yes, I recollect on making the appoint
ment, Rose told me that it was import
ant ; and it is important, is it Gerald ? ”

“ To me the most important matter in 
my life,” said Gerald, not looking at her, 
and speaking very low.

“ Tell me, then,” said Madge, in the 
same tone.

Under the fascination of that moment, 
with his low voice murmuring in her 
ear, her hand resting on his arm, in the 
full consciousness that he was devoted to 
her body and soul, the great mental 
agony she had just been laboring under 
melted away entirely for the time.

“ Tell me, then,” she whispered again.
“ Why should I tell you the first part 

of it again ? ” he murmured, “ unless, in
deed, you have the same gratification in 
hearing that I have in saying it. You 
know how I love and worship you, my 
darling ! How, since the-first hour I saw 
you, 1 have been your slave, never happy 
but when near you, and having no (jther 
thought but of and for you. You hear 
me, Madge?” )

She made him no answer, save what he 
might infer from the smallest pressure of 
her hand upon his arm.

“ I have said all this to you before, and 
you have listened to me and laughed at 
me, and while you half forbade me thus 
addressing you, let me go on, because you 
said it was idle talk. I told you then that 
the time would come when such talk 
would be idle no longer, when I might 
have the power of attaining such a posit
ion as would enable me to ask you to be
come my wife. You recollect all this, 
Madge?”

He bent his head and looked down at 
her. Her face was very white, and it 
was more by the motion of her lips than 
from anything he heard, that he under
stood her to assent.

“Do you recollect further what you 
said ? ”

“Ido."
“I recollect the very words: ‘You 

shall ask me when the time arrives, 
Gerald,’ you said, ‘ and I will answer you 
then.’ Madge, the time has arrived now, 
and I claim your answer.”

“Gerald!” said Madge, with a low 
cry.

“It has arrived now, my darling,” he 
continued, passing his arm around her.
‘ I am to remain a scene-painter and a, 
theatre drudge no longer. Listen, dear 
one ! For months past I have been work
ing in secret, and have completed two 
pictures, which I sent to London. Yes
terday morning I heard from the agent I 
had consigned them to, that they had 
been bought at the prices which I had 
fixed upon them ; bought,^the agent tells 
me, by some rich, eccentrid old man, who 
wishes me to come to London, and 
pledges himself to find sufficient com
missions for me to occupy my time for 
months to come. More than this, the 
agent advises me at once to come to town, 
and introduce myself to my patron, as, 
should he take a fancy to me, there is no 
knowing where the good results may end. 
When I got that letter Madge, my first 
thought was of you ; now, I said, I can 
ask her to be my wife ; now I can ask her 
to link her lot with mine, not as the ab- 
scure drudge of a country theatre, but as 
one who has a fair prospect of fame and 
fortune ; now I can offer her rest from the 
toil she has undergone, and freedom from 
the annoyances and insolences which she 
is compelled to put up with. Madge, dar
ling, I can, I do, offer you this now. 
What do you say in reply ? ”

She said nothing. He drew her closely 
to him, and bending down, noticed that 
her eye-lids'were closed, and when he 
pressed his lips upon her cheek, it was 
stone cold.

Gerald feared she had fainted, but im
mediately afterwards she half unclosed 
her eyes, and murmured in broken tones, 
“ I am very ill, Gerald ! Take me home— 
take me home ! ”

SENSATION AT ST. ANDREWS.

CHAPTER VIII.j
“ IN THE DEAD UNHAPPY NIGHT.”

In her room at last. Unseen by Miss 
Cave, who had remained at the theatre 
to settle accounts with Duusany, and to 
talk over the pros and cons of the sug
gested Avonmouth season with Manager 
Dobson. Scarcely seen by her sister Rose, 
who had been awaiting her arrival im
patiently, and who rushed forward, di
rectly she entered, to ask her what had 
been the purport of Gerald Hardinge’s 
communication, but whose love was great
er even than her curiosity, and who, on 
seeing that Madge was ill and suffering, 
at once consented to postpone her inquir
ies until morning.

TO BE CONTINUED.

“ In de case oh de trusted employe,” 
said Uncle Eben, “you kaint alius jedge 
by appearances. But you is sometimes 
’bliged ter fohm bery positive conclusions 
by disappearances.”

A Tailor Arrested on a Charge of At
tempted Bigamy.

A ripple of excitement pervaded at St. 
Andrews Monday afternoon when it 
leaked out that George Hood, merchant 
tailor, had been arrested, charged with 
attempt'to commit bigamy. The com
plaint upon which the warrant for arrest 
was issued was made by Leonard G. Chase, 
who charged Hood, being a married man, 
with attempting to enter into marriage 
with his daughter Ethel, who is a young 
lady about twenty-four years of age, and 
of prepossessing manner and appearance. 
The warrant was executed by Sheriff 
Stuart, who brought his prisoner before 
Justice C. E. O. Hatheway, who. after a 
short preliminary examination, remanded 
Hood to jail for eight days, with the 
alternative of giving bail. The bail was 
not forthcoming, and the prisoner, who 
denies the charge, was taken to prison.

Geo. Hood came to St. Andrews in 
August last from Edmundston, Victoria 
toria county, ostensibly with the intention 
of going to Lubec, Me., but as it now ap
pears, unfortunately for himself, decided 
to remain in St. Andrews, opening out 
his stock of cloths in the shop in the Mc- 
Cafferty house. He, it is said, made the 
acquaintance of Miss Chase at a dance 
held last fall in the syndicate building, 
and subsequently they fell in love with 
each other. It was said, however, by the 
knowing ones that Hood was a married 
man. He told some that his wife had got 
a divorce from him, and to others he 
denied that he was married. Married or 
divorced the intimacy continued, and 
culminated in an offer of marriage. Some 
time last December Hood got a marriage 
license from the issuer of licenses at 
Welshpool, Cambobello, and in the latter 
part of that month with his fiancee ap
plied to Rev.W.Comben, Methodist minis
ter at St. Andrews, to tie the knot. With 
the caution characteristic^ of that gentle
man, he, on finding that the wonld-be 
bride’s family were ignorant of the propos
ed marriage, and not being satisfied with 
the reasons given for such privacy, refused 
to officiate. Whether or not they succeeded 
in getting another parson to peform the 
ceremony cannot be said. Hood is a man 
of very quiet manner, thirty-four years of 
age. Four years ago he worked and did 
business on Grand Manan, residing on 
Woodward’s Cove with a woman who 
claimed to be his wife, and with them 
three children. Two of these children 
are at present living with Hood’s father 
at Lubec, Maine. Last December Seeriff 
Stuart had sent to him from a lawyer in 
Bangor, Me., for service on Hood, papers 
issued by the diverse court at Augusta in 
an action brought for divorce by Hood’s 
wife, one of the allegations being that of 
cruelty. The papers notified Hood to ap
pear at a court to be held in Augusta in 
January.' The papers, however, came 
into the sheriff’s hands too late for service, 
consequently the trial did not come off. 
Hood was aware his wife had applied for 
a divorce and decided not to oppose it. 
He took it for granted that she had got it. 
Leonard G. Chase only heard on Saturday 
last that matters between his daughter 
had assumed the phase they now do, and 
as the most effectual means to remedy the 
trouble resorted to the law. The outcome 
of the affair will be watched with interest. 
It is stated .that Hood was married in 
Nova Scotia, that there are four children, 
and that Mrs. Hood will appear in court 
as a witness. M. N. Cockburn, bar
rister, is looking after the interest of 
Mr. Chase.

A later despatch says that the bigamy 
case has fizzled out Hood was taken 
from jail and discharged for want of suf
ficient evidence,

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

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. 
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 Stomach 
and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation. Is 
pleasant to the taste. The prescription 
of one of the oldest and best female phy
sicians and nurses in the United States. 
Sold by all druggists throughout the 
world. 25cts per bottle. Be sure and ask 
for “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup.”

He : I tell you frankly, I don’t expect 
to love you so much afterward, if you con
sent to marry me. When my passion for 
you has cooled off and I get down to bus
iness, I expect to double my income.

She : Darling, I am yours.

“ He’s bilious,” your friends say when 
you are irritable. Take Hawker’s liver 
pills, they cure biliousness.

Father : Why don’t you work my son? 
If you only knew how much happiness 
work brings, you would begin at once. 
Son : Father, I am trying to lead a life 
of self-denial in which happiness cuts no 
figure. Do not tempt me.

Piles! Piles I Itching Plies.

Symptoms — Moisture ; intense itching 
and stinging: most at night; worse by 
scratching. If allowed to continue, tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerates, be
coming very sore. Swayne’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.

Friend from the next street (to happy 
father): Halloa, Jills, let me congratu 
late you. I hear that you have a new 
boy at your house.

Happy Father : By George ! can you 
hear him all that distance?

Safe and pleasant to take, sure to cure, 
Hawker’s Balsam tolu and wild cherry.

Little Ethel ; Why is it womens is al 
ways complainin’ about the hired girl ? 
Little Dot: Oh, that’s just so folks will 
know they can afford to keep one.

PARENTS MUST HAVE REST.

A president of one of our colleges says : 
“ We spent many sleepless nights in con
sequence of our children suffering from 
colds, But this never occqftf! now : We 
use Scott’s Emulsion and it quickly re
lieves pulmonary troubles.”

“ What on earth are you doing with 
that little watering can, Tom?”

“ Sprinkling the baby’s head so’s his 
hair will sprout.”

A quick and pleasant cure for coughs 
and colds is Hawker’s Balsam tolu and 
wild cherry.

Not only relieves, but positively cures 
catarrh, Hawkers catarrh cure.

Acquaintance : Mr. Bullion, let me in
troduce my friend Jones. I’ve just been 
telling him how you made you’re pile.

Mr. Bullion (slightly deaf): Glad to 
know you, Major Pyle.

Consumption,
The incessant wasting of a con

sumptive can only be overcome by 
a powerful concentrated nourish-, 
ment like Scott’s Emulsion. IfS 
this wasting is checked and the 
system is supplied with strength to 
combat the disease there is hope 
of recovery.

v*

ScotVs
Emulsion

of Cod-liver Oil, with Hypophos- 
phites, does more to cure Con
sumption than any other known 
remedy. It is for all Affections of 
Throat and Lungs, Coughs, Colds, Bron
chitis and Wasting. Pamfhut/nc.
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. BOc.&tl.

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.

AST’ Ph)'sician’s prescriptions com

pounded with utmost care at all hours.

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store.

1831 THE CULTIVATOR jggj

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, Beekeeping, 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 Crors.as throwing light upon 
one of the most important of all questions—When 
to Buj' and When to Sell. It Is liberally Illustrated 
and by Recent 1 nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
82.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our

Club Rates for 1895.
Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. |Q 

Ten Subscriptions do. do. 15

gg® To all New Pubsc iber* for 1895, paying in 
advance now, »e will 8*nd the pan r Weekly, from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publisher,.

Albany. N. Y.

Saws ! Saws !
Ini

Lf Well Buckets, 2 oa^es Oak Kegs, five and ten 
gallons each ; 3 boxes Boat Nails. 2 boxes Patent 
Door Hangers, 250 bars Refined Iron, 35 bundles 
Round Iron, 1 barrel Cast Iron Fittings for steam 
or hO’ wSter, 10 boxes Blenkhoru's Axes: Just 
received at

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Wiley's ... emulsion ...

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

Purest and Best Materials -r> , .used in Manufacture. -Preparation

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

sold 'll I No preparation equal to it.

Everywhere v V For Building UP the System.

JOHN M. WILEY", Manufacturer
196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

GRANBY RUBBERS
‘"’’ OVERSHOES.

Warm, Dry and Comfortable.
Latest Styles. Beautifully Finished. 
Perfect in Fit. Always Satisfactory.

Granby Rubbers Wear Like Iron.
42*n 8 eod

FEBRV-A-EVST,

1S95,

I

“When a Pant hunter, 
pantless, panteth for 
Pants,

He pants for the Best 
Pants, the pant mar
ket grants ;

He panteth unpanted, un
til he implants

Himself in a pair of our 
Good-fitting Pants.”

I

SOO Different
Patterns . .

From which to make your 
selection ...

Leave your orders now, and we will give 
them immediate attention.

G-ocd. GoocLs !

Xj©w Prices !

ANDERSON 
8c WALKER,

R. C. MACRED1E,

sr,
-AND-

TINSMITH,

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

sumed business on Queen 
Street,

Opp. County Court House

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

Electrical and Mechanical

HANGING-
Speaking Tubes, etc.

It will

COME
-AND-

-WILL—

Enjoy it !
But you will 

Have to announce 

The date.

Then when you 

do, have 

It Done Nicely.

Merchant Tailors.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript
A trustworthy, 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 relection of news, 
literary, 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 Ffcieet, Boston, Mass

CA
25 Stove Boilers, round and oval 

12 dozen Sheet Iron Oxen Pans 
25 ** Lumbèrman’s Tin plates
25 ** one pint Tin Cups
2 u Large Coffee P< ts for camp use 
2 “ Tornado Oil Cans. 5 gallons each 

12 ,r Tin Oil Cans, 1, 2, 3 and 6 gallons 
3 “ Enamelled Lined Scotch Bowls
6 “ “ “ Stove Boilers, No’s.

8 and 9.
3 ** Enamelled Lined Spiders
2 cases Granite Iron Ware, assorted f*>
6 Parafine Oil Tanks, 60 gallons e*ach ) 
1 case Parent Flour Sifters.

And for sale by *
R. CHESTNUT & 8*

6TVOZEN Long Handled Steel Shovels 
X) 10 barrels Portland Cement 
75 kegs Steel Wire Nails 
15 bundles Hay Wire,
25 kegs Steel Horse Shoes 
40 dozen Narrow Axes 

3 cases Mortice Locks 
2 “ Mineral Knobs
4 “ Wrought Iron Nuts
1 case Rim Locks 
1 '* Loose Pin Bolts

25 boxes Steel Cut Tacks, put up in small 
wooden kegs,

2 rolls Rubber Packing 
1 case Spiral Packing 
5 barrels Raw Linseed Oil 
2 ton Genuine Elephant White lead.

Just to hand,
R. CHESTNUT & SONS

Lead Pipe.
Just Receixed:

6HOILS LEAD PIPE, 2 barrels Pipe Fittings 
V in end ess variety ; 1 box Globe Valxes, 
Stop and Waste Cocks, Hose Bihbs and Brass Fit

tings ; 40,700 fact Plain Iron Pipe, 15 dezen Steel 
Snow - hovels, 4 boxes Mrs. Potts’ Sad Irons ; and 
for sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

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 thegooed 

the greater the cost. There are certain prices b^loxv 
which no good, honest materials can be bought. If 
you pay less, 3 ou get loss, no use dodging the fftet. 
We always buy the best and sell the best, we don’t 
beliex’e in shodd3\ We have just receixed one c.ir- 
load of STOVES and we consider them THE BEST 
in the market of their kind, and we invite the pub- 
lie to look them çvev if they are in want.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Farm for Sale-
THE subscriber’s Farm at Pt. 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 in good repair, 
r For farther particulars apply to

rton, April 0, 1892.

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen Hotel.

Grand Remnant Sale
— OF-

WALL PAPER
-AT-

McMURRAY & Go’s.
-C02v£3szrE2STCIlT<3-

!0MDAT HIXT, IM
—CONSISTING 0F-

§
-IN—

Quantities From Holm to

This Paper must be sold in order 
to make room for our New 
Stock to arrive Feb. 15th.

McMURRAY & Go.

WE 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 ip delivery of 
the same.

WHY TAKE A

“SLOP” BILL
When you can get one 

neat and attractive for 

the
SAME PRICE 

that it will cost you for 

one gotten up in any 

shape.

idon*
ujorgetiT

Wedding
INVITATIONS,

Tags,

Bill and ^

Letter

Headings,

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

ed cheaply yet in 
good order.

Have it Done Attractive.
SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD
IIIÎI16 llii ’*116

Fredericton, 1ST. B;

rW.J

v
• J- PWHiim -


