
POETRY.
THE BLESSING OF A SONG.

“ What a friend we hare in Jesus," 
Sang a little child one day ;

And a weary woman listened 
To the darling’s happy lay.

All her life seemed dary and gloomy, 
And her heart was sad with care ; 

Sweetly rang out baby’s treble,
“ All our griefs and sins to bear."

Sbe was pointing out the Saviour, 
Who could carry every woe ;

And the one who sadly listened 
Needed that dear helper so !

Sin and grief were heavy burdens 
For a fainting soul to bear;

But the baby, singing, bade her 
“ Take it to the Lord in prayer."

With a simple, trusting spirit,
Weak and worn she turned to God, 

Asking Christ to take her burden,
As he was the sinner’s Lord.

Jesus was the only refuge ;
Hpdxmld take her sin'and care;

And he blessed the weary woman 
When she came to him in prayer.

And the happy child, still singing, 
Little knew she had a part 

In God’s wondrous work of bringing 
Peace unto a troubled heart.

SELECT STORY.

QUEEN OF HIS HEART.
CHAPTER III.

CONTINUED.

Carlyle sank into silence: He was a 
good natured young fellow, ugly and 
clever, with his own way to make in the 
world, and a mother and sister dependent 
on him. Had it been otherwise, had his 
prospects been brighter, Evelyn Palmer 
was the girl he would have asked to be
come his wife ; as it was, he never spoke 

. of his love, or showed in any way how 
dear she was to him.

Now and then he would come down to 
Brighton from Saturday to Monday, 
would see her, would talk to her just as a 
friend and nothing nearer or dearer. As 
he sat quietly watching her, he noticed 
how changed she had grown ; there was a 
weary look in her blue eyes ; a downward 
curve of the lips. She looked ill and list
less as she gazed thoughtfully across the 

4 broad expanse of dazzling water; he 
wondered if it was the approaching mar
riage of her mother that was troubling 
her.

That gay little woman was strutting up 
and down in a wonderful costume that 
would have suited a young girl ; a large 
velvet hat covered with feathers was 
perched high on the golden curls. In 
the distance she looked lovely as a picture, 
but near at hand one saw that she was 
like a picture in more ways than one; 
but Mrs. Palmer was quite contented, she 
firmly believed that no human eye could 
detect the paint and powder.

She attracted a good deal of attention 
as she walked to and fro, and innocently 
took it all for admiration. She would 
have been rather surprised could she have 
overheard a few of the remarks made, not 
only upon herself but upon her cavalier.

No one liked the captafh, no one knew 
him, in fact no one would know him, 
though Mrs. Palmer tried vainly to make 
him popular among her friends. They 
all politely refused to have anything to 
say to him. It was all jealousy, of course. 
The widow was quite sure of that, and 
through it several quarrels took place be
tween Mrs. Palmer and her most respected 
and influential friends» People took the 
trouble to write to her, telling her Cap
tain Gordon was a mere fortune hunter, 
and that she would bitterly regret it if 
she married him, as he was known to be 
a thorough scoundrel and gambler, and 
would make her life a misery ; they said 
that he was not in the service; all of 
which letters she showed to the gentle
man himself.

“ Gamble ! ” he had cried. “ Why, Mab, 
I never touch cards. That’s rich ! And 
as to drinking more wine than is good 
for me, why you know I’ve only taken a 
little spirit lately because I’ve been so 
beastly seedy,’’ and he rushed off to get 
an army list that she might see his name, 
but he came back without it; he had 
ordered it as they had not one in stock.

The widow believed everything and 
gloried in anticipation of her coming 
triumphs and pleasures. That very morn
ing she had cut Sir Ralph. Lady Caro
line had written her what she considered 
an insulting letter, so it was impossible 
for her to know the nephew ; besides Val, 
for some estimable reason, wished her to 
drop the acquaintance ; it was not without 
some misgivings that she stared him in 
the face and passed on. He was thought 
so much of ; he was one of the very elite, 
hand in glove with all the swells. When 
she struck his name off her list, she felt 
she had closed with her own hand the 
gate that she had so hoped would some 
day admit her to the upper ten. Now 
the few she had known of that charmed 
circle were lost to her, and for a time she 
doubted if the county set to which was to 
be introduced would make up for this.

She had an uncomfortable sensation of 
having dropped the substance for the 
shadow ; but before they reached home 
the captain had scattered all her fears. 
He had talked of his friends, the earl of 
this and the duke of that, and the count
ess of somebody else, till Mrs. Palmer felt 
the gate no longer closed ; in fact it seemed 
to stand wide open with the creme de la 
creme all beckoning to her, and a pros
pect of royalty in the distance ready to 
receive her with open arms.

Evejy had no idea of the rudeness Sir 
Ralph had received at her mother’s 
hands ; they saw but little of each other 
now; the house was never free from 
Gordon’s presence. So it came about the 
widow never spoke of Tempest; besides, 
she imagined that her daughter, who had 
been just behind her, had seen ; but 
Evelyn had not, and for days she watched 
and waited, and waited and watched for 
one who never came.

He had said he should call at the first 
opportunity; but evidently the oppor
tunity did not occur, for day followed 
day, and week followed week, and Eve 
despised herself because at every knock 
or ring her heart would beat quickly and 
the color would flush her pale cheeks. 
She tried to put him out of her thoughts 
—to tear him out of her heart. And 
sometimes she would think that she had 
done so ; that she no longer cared ; that 
she had got over that first dull ache of 
indescribable agony. But the least thing 
would bring it back, despite her pride 
and will: a song he liked; the air of a 
waltz to which they had danced; any 
small thing that brought him vividly be
fore her would awaken the longing and 
pain ; and time alone could cure that.

Mrs. Palmer’s wedding day drew near
er; it had been fixed for the first of 
March. Çaptain Gordon had not been 
long a-wooing, and he did not want to be 
long a-doing He had hit on a charming 
country house in Leicestershire, and he 
and the widow went down to look at it. 
She was enchanted ; and the captain made 
speedy arrangements for renting and fur
nishing. Everything was to be done on 
an elaborate scale; they were going to 
keep a carriage and a couple of hunters ; 
and the bride elect was busy engaging

men and maid servants ; choosing furni
ture and ordering her trousseau. Captain 
Gordon was all that a lover should be ; 
always most attentive ; always filled with 
admiration for his fiancee; interesting 
himself in everything; even her paltry 
£400 a year, the capital of which he in
duced her to take out of the miserable 
three per cents., and let him re-invest for 
her. He could get her double the interest 
in safe stock, and called her solicitors 
thieves for having done what they had 
with the money.

The wedding was to be a very quiet 
affair; Mrs. Palmer would have dearly 
loved more show, but as all her friends 
had refused to appear on the occasion, it 
was impossible to have a breakfast or any
thing grand. The best she could do was 
to be married in an exceedingly hand
some travelling dress, and start on the 
honeymoon immediately after the service. 
No wedding presents arrived, no congratu
lations, and Mrs. Palmer panted for the 
time when she could show these narrow 
minded idiots what a mistake they had 
made, and what a very good thing she 
had done for herself.

The young Palmers were packed off to 
Cheltenham, and Evelyn went down to 
Grey Friars to await the return of the 
bride and groom ; she had begged hard to 
be allowed to live at Cheltenham with 
her brothers and sisters, for she felt it 
would be impossible to live under the 
same roof with Captain Gordon ; but her 
mother would hear of no other arrange
ments. The truth was, that even then 
sbe rather feared her future husband; 
and had it not been for what the world 
would say, she would have drawn back at 
the last. Evelyn begged her to do so; 
but poor little Mrs. Palmer, ever lacking 
in courage and firmness, could not bring 
herself to take so decided a step.

So the knot was tied, and Evelyn, with 
many misgivings, watched the couple 
drive away. All that was left her to do 
after the wedding was to finish packing 
and drive to the station ; so in less than a 
couple of hours she had turned her back 
on the little house in which she had been 
very happy and very miserable. She told 
herself she had lived through the romance 
of life within its walls, and what a pitiful 
little romance it was to be sure! She 
smiled sadly as she thought of it, sitting 
alone in the fly, which was quickly bear
ing her away from all associated with it.

She found that Grey Friars was really a 
fine old place, though Captain and Mrs. 
Gordon had not furnished it witt^ the 
best of taste ; it was very grand and rather 
gaudy, and not at all home-like, and 
would be still less so when Captain Gor
don reigned as master there. She dreaded 
the day that would bring him ; she hated 
the thought of being again in his presence; 
and was determined that when her mother 
settled down and she saw her fairly 
happy and comfortable she would leave. 
Six weeks went by, and there was no talk 
of her returning to England. The letters 
which came were few and far between, 
telling nothing beyond the gaiety Mrs. 
Gordon was indulging in.

It was a slow dreary life for Evelyn, 
till one bright morning things changed, 
and at last the stagnant monotony was 
dispelled. She was busily engaged in 
making a sketch from one of the windows, 
when the servant brought her a visiting 
card. Evelyn’s heart gave a great bound ; 
he had found her out and had come to 
her at last, and then her dazed eyes read 
‘ Mr. Carlyle,’ and she dropped the card 
as if it had scorched her trembling fingers. 
She did not go down to the drawing-room 
at once, but waited until she was more 
composed, and had overcome the first 
sharp pang of disappointment ; then with 
a smile of welcome for the old friend, she 
went down to Carlyle, who was eagerly 
awaiting her.

“ At length I have found you,” he said 
gladly. “ I had no idea you were leaving 
Brighton so soon.”

“Had you not?” she said, seating her
self in a low chair before him, and where 
the early spring sunshine glinted on her 
hair and lighted up her eyes till her 
fresh young beauty nearly dazzled the 
man, causing him to lower his eyes for 
fear they should tell too plainly the love 
and admiration he felt for her.

“ There have been a great many changes 
since we last met,” she went on more for 
something to say than anything else.

“ Yes, and for me as well as for you.” 
he replied. “My n ;le has died and left 
me £500 a year ; it is not much, but with
what I can add to it—I think-----” He
stopped, glancing nervously at Evelyn, 
who exclaimed joyfully—

“ Oh ! I am so glad ; and what a relief it 
will be to your mother, that you will no 
longer have to work so hard.”

“Yes, and they each have a legacy 
which will keep them in comfort, so I 
have only myself to think of. Do you 
think, Evelyn, I could marry upon what 
I now have?”

“Why of ceurse,” the girl answered 
innocently. “Unless she is very grand 
and extravagant.”

“I don’t think she is,” Carlyle said, 
blushing furiously. “She always looks 
lovely and fresh, and she is very sweet 
and simple.”

“Oh, Nigel I I am so glad you have 
found someone like that,” she cried with 
genuine pleasure, “ so very glad, for you 
deserve a good wife, and I know you will 
make her happy.”

“ I would try to,” he said in a low voice. 
“I would do my best, Evelyn, if you 
would only give yourself to me.”

“ Myself to you ! ” she echoed, her face 
growing as red as his as she realized the 
full meaning of his words. “ What made 
you think of such a thing? I am so 
sorry.”

“ Evelyn, do not say that," he pleaded, 
kneeling beside her and touching her 
hands. “Don’t say you are sorry. I 
have loved you always—ever since I first 
saw you, when you were a little girl with 
your hair down your back. Always, 
Evelyn. You have been my ideal, my 
one love ! ”

The earnest face all aglow with feeling, 
looked almost handsome. The deep voice 
shook, ever so slightly, as he laid bare 
the cherished secret of his heart. Evelyn 
was deeply touched ; she understood the 
full value of what he offered, but she had 
nothing to give in return, beyond a sister
ly affection.

“ Eve, dear, have you nothing to say?” 
he questioned, when she made no answer.

“Only what you ask me not to say,” 
she said regretfully. “ I wish I could say 
otherwise—I wish I could care tor you in 
this way. I respect and like you, but 
Nigel, I do not love you.”

“Might it not grow to that? I do 
not ask for much ; there is nothing about 
me to win a great affection from you, I 
know,” he said humbly; “but you will 
not be happy here I feel sure, and I would 
do my best to make you so.”

“I know you would,” she said, laying 
her hand almost caressingly upon his 
shoulder. “But Nigel, I once did care 
for someone, very much indeed—it hap
pened some time ago, and I have got over 
it, yes, quite over it—only it has left me 
horribly cold and hard.”

There was silence for a second or two ; 
even she had no thought how her words 
had cut him to the quick. Another had 
won and cast aside what he would have 
given half his life to possess—what he 
had longed for and thought of for how- 
many years? Yet he made no sign of 
the pain and disappointment he was en

during; the quiet‘Then I am too late, 
told nothing.

He left soon after, saying he would call 
the next morning before he went back to 
town. And when he had gone, Evelyn 
sauntered into the grounds. The unex
pected interview had upset and grieved 
her ; she was restless and unhappy ; even 
the glorious sunshine, and bursting buds 
of trees and flowers did not raise her 
spirits. She almost hated the glaring 
light of day ; a dull windy evening would 
have suited her mood better.

She bent her steps in the direction of a 
pine wood, and followed the narrow 
winding path until it brought her to a 
rustic stile which led into the road. She 
had barely reached it when the cheery 
notes of a horn sounded rich and clear 
above the distant lowing of cattle and 
bleating of sheep; the next instant a 
coach and four tore by, leaving behind a 
cloud of dust, which hung like smoke in 
the still warm air. The horses had passed 
Evelyn in a flash, but not before she had 
recognized the driver as Sir Ralph. He 
had not noticed her standing beneath the 
shadow of the trees ; but a pretty dark 
eyed dark haired woman had glanced 
down at her from her seat on the box be
side him. Who was she—that woman 
who was looking so supremely happy and 
contented ? while she, Evelyn, had caught 
her breath in a scarcely audible but in
tensely bitter sigh. She stood there long 
afterwards gazing down the road with 
dry aching eyes. Until that moment she 
had all unconsciously hoped against hope ; 
now she knew it was over—ended, and 
that the days which- would follow would 
indeed be dark and dreary.

The next morning Carlyle came to bid 
her good-bye. It seemed to the girl that 
in all the wide world he was the one 
person who cared for her ; and when he 
was leaving she felt that she was parting 
with her only friend.

“Good-bye, Evelyn. I shall miss my 
train if I stay longer,” he said, clasping 
her hand ; adding—“ You must try and 
forget what I said yesterday.”

“I do not wish to forget,” she said 
wearily. “It is something to know I 
have at least been loved once in my life.”

The soft breeze flapped the window 
curtain to and fro ; a peacock went scream
ing across the even green lawn, where a 
couple of gardners were working at the 
flower-beds ; and the girl’s eyes wandered 
restlessly away from the gaudy flowers 
and brilliant green turf to a dark belt of 
trees beyond and back again to Nigel’s 
face.

“Evelyn, if you would only give me 
the right to love and protect you,” he 
said huskily. “ I did not mean to speak 
again ; but you seem so lonely and miser
able, and you shut yourself away from a
love----- But forgive me, I am paining
you.”

“ You would not care to have me as I 
am,” she said gently.

“ Dearest, I love you so well, so desper
ately, I should be content if you only 
allowed me to love you, hoping that some 
day my great affection might win some 
small return.”

“ No, no ! it is too horribly selfish,” she 
urged. “ I should be taking all and giving 
nothing.”

“ You would give me yourself, Evelyn.”
“ And you really wish this ? ” she ques

tioned, turning her deep blue eyes full 
upon him. “You would be contented ? ”

“ Yes, love—quite.”
“ Then let it be so.”
He took her in his arms pressing her to 

his strong true heart ; and she passively 
yielded, after awhile drawing herseîf 
gently away.

“ It is a terrible bad bargain for you,” 
she sighed.

“ It is a better one than I ever really 
hoped to make,” he told her. “I felt 
your affection was purely friendly, but all 
the same I tried my luck. You have not 
repented already, Eve ? ”

“No—oh no!” she said hastily; “but 
do not think me unkind, if I send you 
away now—it is all so sudden. I should 
like to be alone.”

“You will have a week to yourself,” 
he said, not touching her again, but look
ing at her with all his great passionate 
love written on his face. “ I cannot come 
down till next week, and then it will be 
to stay for a few days; don’t think lam 
going to utterly sicken you with my 
society.”

He spoke lightly, but even then there 
was a touch of regret in his tones ; and 
when he had gone, Evelyn felt she had 
pained him with her coldness, and wished 
she could have been more responsive— 
could have looked a little glad when he 
said he was coming again, and a little less 
relieved when he bade her good-bye.

That evening she received a letter from 
her mother saying she and her husband 
would be at Grey Friars in a couple of 
days time. They would telegraph the 
exact hour of their arrival from London. 
"There was no expression of pleasure at 
the prospect of seeing her daughter again, 
no word of affection in the short hurried
ly written note—the first Evelyn had re
ceived in two weeks. For some time the 
house bad been in readiness for Captain 
and Mrs. tiordon ; the home coming had 
been deferred more than once, and Evelyn 
half hoped that such might be the case 
again, and believed it would be so when 
three days passed and no telegram came 
from London.

Each day had brought a letter from 
Carlyle, kind cheering letters, purposely 
made devoid of all sentiment; he also 
sent her a box of books, and a queer-faced 
sharp-eyed little terrier that at once 
attached itself to its young mistress. On 
the fifth day the long looked for yellow 
missive came. They were in London at 
last and would be at Grey Friars by 6 p. 
in. Evelyn ordered the dinner for 6.30 ; 
and having seen that all was right, put 
on her broad brimmed hat and went for 
a walk with her new friend.

It was close at hand at last that dreaded 
meeting with the cunning foxy-faced man 
who was her step-father, and whom she 
hated and mistrusted ; she walked quick
ly, lost in her own thoughts, which were 
anything but pleasant, when a shrill 
childish cry awoke her from her reverie.

She looked with a start in the direction 
whence the cry had come and saw a 
cloud of dust, a dog cart, a rearing horse, 
and a little figure lying in the road ; with 
all speed she ran to the spot, and lifted 
the child in her arms, sat down in the 
grass by the wayside, and carefully wiped 
the dust and blood from the little one’s 
face. The driver had quieted his horse 
by then, and leaving him to the servant, 
went up to the girl and kneeling down 
felt the child’s pulse; then, for the first 
time Evelyn perceived it was Sir Ralph 
Tempest.

A wave of color swept over her face, 
but she quickly forgot her own personal 
feelings in anxiety for the scrap of a boy 
she was holding, a dirty ragged little 
urchin, who lay with closed eyes, and so 
still the girl thought he must be dead.

“ You have killed him,” burst involun
tarily from her lips.

“No—no, Miss Palmer, not so bad as 
that,” Sir Ralph said hastily. “ The little 
fellow ran right before the horse ; he was 
knocked down but not trodden on; he 
has fainted from fright—see, he is coming 
round now."

“Do not be afraid,” she said in her 
sweet low voice, as two dazed eyes were 
fixed blandly upon her. “ When you are 
able tell me where you live and I will

carry you home.”
“ Yonder," the boy said, still staring at 

her, but giving a slight backward jerk of 
the head to where through the trees a 
thatched cottage was visible.

“ Then I will take you there at once.”
She raised him in her slender arma and 

prepared to rise, when Sir Ralph inter
posed.

“ I will carry him, Miss Palmer, he is 
too heavy for you,” but the boy settled 
the question by struggling to his feet.

“ I can walk,” he said, moving unstead
ily away. Evelyn turned towards Sir 
Ralph.

“ I will see him home, he seems nearly 
right again now ; there is no iurther need 
for you to stay.”

She looked him unflinchingly in the 
face, quite calm and self possessed. He 
was the embarrased one, his sunburt skin 
turning a deeper read—he was fiercely 
angry with himself that it was so — 
angry that he had neither forgotten nor 
ceased to care for this girl, who looked 
more bewitchingly lovely than ever with 
the bright June sunshine turning her 
hair to a ruddier gold, and showing the 
faultless fairness of her skin.

“As you are anxious for me to go, I 
will do so at once,” he said stiffly. “ This 
young urchin made me forget for the 
moment that we are strangers.”

“ It was your wish that we should be 
so,” she returned with dignity. “I do 
not drop friends quite so easily, and some
how, Sir Ralph, we were really growing 
to look upon you as a friend ; I own it was 
rather premature, for, after all, you were 
but an acquaintance." She bowed slight
ly, turning to walk with the child, but Sir 
Ralph followed her.

“ I think you forget, Miss Palmer that 
you and your mother cut me at Brighton.”

“ Oh, I did not intend fo cut you,” she 
exclaimed, looking distressed, “and I 
am sure my mother never did such a 
thing.”

“I can assure you that she did, and 
naturally after that I could not call. I 
am glad to hear I was mistaken with re
gard to you ; I have puzzled over it many 
times."

“ And I wondered why you did not 
come and see us.”

They were walking side by side through 
a dark green meadow, where lazy cattle 
pricked up their long ears as they passed 
by ; overhead the sky was serenely blue, 
and all around was the brilliant tender 
green of early summer.

Sir Ralph, as he trod the short springy 
turf where buttercups and daisies showed 
their white and yellow heads, felt the 
many doubts and misgivings which 'had 
so perplexed and worried him vanish, 
and all at once he seemed to realize that 
a pear of great price had been within his 
grasp, and he, doubting its value, had let 
it go; but now surely he had another 
chance.

TO BE CONTINUED.

ARE YOU DEAF
Or do you suffer from noises in the head. 
Then send your address and I will send a 
valuable treatise containing full particu
lars for home cure which cost compara
tively nothing. A splendid work on deaf
ness and the ear. Address : Prof. G. 
Chase, Orillia, Ont.—13 w.

First Fly — Will you marry me ? Sec
ond Fly — Alas ! I cannot. I am stuck 
on this paper.

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism 
and neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 3 
days. Its action upon the system is rç- 
markabe and mysterious. It removes at 
once the cause and the disease immediately 
disappears. The first dose greatly bene
fits, 75 cents. Warranted by Davies, 
Staples & Co.

Do you think that marriage is a lottery? 
Certainly not; are not love letters allowed 
in the mails?

English Spavin liniment removes all 
hard, soft or calloused lumps and blem
ishes from horses, blood spavin, curbs, 
splints, ring bone, sweency, stifles, sprains 
sore and swollen throat, coughs, etc. Save 
$50 by use of one bottle. Warranted the 
most wonderful blemish cure ever known. 
Warranted by Davies, Staples & Co.

That is what I call a great snap, mused 
the fox, eyeing the steel trap critically 
and passing on.

Itch, mange and scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. 
Warranted by Davis, Staples & Co.

THEY DO NOT DESPAIR.

An utter loss of hope is not characteris
tic of Consumption, though no other form 
of disease is so fatal, unless Its progress is 
arrested by use of Scott’s Emulsion, which 
is Cod Liver Oil made as palatable as 
cream.

Did he inherit any of his father’s good
traits? I knew-----Oh, yes, he received
his father’s entire fortune.

HOW TO CURE A CORN.

It is one of the easiest things in the 
world to cure a corn. Do not use acids or 
other caustic preparations, and don’t cut 
a hole in your boot. It is simply to ap
ply Putnam’s Painless Com Extractor, 
and in three days the corn can be re
moved without pain. Sure, safe, painless. 
Take only Putnam’s Corn Extractor.

Hawker’s Liver Pills cure all stomach 
ills. They assist digestion, regulate the 
bowels and liver, tone the stomach and 
purify the blood.

SEVERE ACCIDENT.

David A. Pinkney, of Bear River, N. S., 
seaman on the schooner Cathy C. Berry, 
fell from the poop to the deck of the ves
sel with his entire weight falling on one 
hand. The wrist was severely sprained 
and swollen that he was compelled to 
leave the vessel on arrival at St. John. 
He went to a drug store and got a bottle 
of Dr. Marr'ing’s German remedy. It’s 
application reduced the swelling and re
moved the pain in one day, though be
fore that he had been unable to open the 
fingers of that hand. He returned to his 
work on the vessel the next day.
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Just Received.
Two dozen Grand Rapid Car
pet Sweepers. For sale low 
by

James S. Neill,
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INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 
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LOST OR FAILING MANHOOD,
fimral and Narvoaa Diblllty,

Weakness of Body and Mind, Effects of 
Errors or Excesses in Old or Young. Robust, 
Noble Manhood fully Restored. How to 
Enlarge and Strengthen Weak, Undeveloped 
Organs and Parts of Body. Absolutely un
failing Home Treatment—Benefits in a day. 
Men testify from 60 States and Foreign Coun
tries. Write them. Descriptive Book, ex
planation and proofs mailed (sealed) free.

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo, A.Ï.

SCREEN_D00RS.
Just received from Boston.

5/"'1A8E8 Screen Poore and 15 cases Window 
VV Screens. For sale Low, by

JAMBS B. NE ILL

NAILS.
Just from the factory.

TOn Steel Gut Board Nails; 20 kegs
JLÙ V JX Iron Cut Shingle Naila. For sale by

B. CHBSrSU I A SONS.

WID EY^S

DRUG STORE.
196 Queen Street.

5 Gross HIRES’ ROOT BEER Daily expected.

T-u.st Received. ;

LACTATED FOOD,
MELLIH'S FOOD,

BOTTER COLOR,
DIAMOND DYES.

JOHN M. WILEY,

The Yost Typewriter.

"I"Tew machine,
\ EW MANAGEMENT,
\ EW PRINCIPLES, ir 
1 EW PATENTS,

.. 1 EW MEN,

EW LIFE,
EW BRAINS, 
EW METHODS, 
EW CAPITAL,

the Latest
T

and QEST.

y
WHAT MUST 80 1

bad alignment,
ILLEGIBLE WOHK,
FOUL INK RIBBONS,
BOTHERSOME SHIFT-KEYS, 
DOUBLE SCALES, etc.,

Are no 1 obérer to be tolerated or par 
doned. THE NEW TO^T has abol
ished them and no other machin- 
can retain them and live.

06066?

The New Yost the only Perfect Writing Machine.

ifl
\Z> &
-’«>1 ►' ç* * 5»
V ? À P# V

The Ribbon, the Shift-key and. other antiquated devices discarded.
,h„ ,Ty„ X?’L comMm.. the life long experience of the Inventor, G. W. N. Yost, who invented the “ Remington " in 1873, the “ Calieraph ” in 1880 an,
J:,® , , 1 , , . • the latest and beat improvements have been added during 18g*2, making the New Yost an ideal, perfect typewriter. The New Yost print

. tvP® ' ’t" w°rk is never blurred bnt is clean cut and beauti'ul. The alignment is absolutely pe feet and permanent. The paper feed U an idea 
success, the best ever applied to a typewriter. The line spacing absolutely perfect.

Send for Illustrated Catalogue to IRA CORNWALL, General Agent for the Maritime Provinces.
134 Prince William Streèt, St. John, or the following Agents :

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

To the Farmers G-enerally.

6C

You need not buy any Second rate Mow
ers this year, as we are enabled to sup
ply you with the Genuine Home-made, and 

Celebrated Walter A. Wood Tilting 
Bar Mower.

Prices low for 1893. Also Ithaca Rakes, 
with better wheels than any in the market.

WALTER A. WOOD
tilting bAü mower,
IJNEQUALLED FOR LIGHTNESS OF

QRAFT, SIMPLICITY AND DURABILITY.

McFARLANE, THOMPSON & ANDERSON.

McMURRAY & Co.
Cave Just Received

A CAR LOAD
------- OF--------

WALL PAPERS',
And are now-prepared to show the larges ^ 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, i^

Canadian
---------- ufa-lTZD-----------

American 
Makes.
CALL and SEE 

GOODS.
Also a lot of

REMNANTS,
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods.

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of Ingrain paper 
with Borders to match.

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

r

McMurray & Co,

— -V .... . -

999


