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POETRY.

PICNIC TIME.

It's June again, and in my soul I feel the
fillin’ joy

That’s sure to come this time o’ year to
every little boy ;

For, every June, the Sunday schools at pic-
nics may be seen,

Where 'fields beyont the swellin’ floods
stand dressed in livin’ green;

Where little girls are skeered to death with
spiders, bugs an’ ants,

An'’ little boys get grass stains on their go-
to-meetin’ pants.

It’s June agin, an’ witl it all, what happi-
ness is mine—

There's goin’ to be a picnic an’ I'm agoin’
to jine!

One year I joined the Baptists, an' goodness
how it rained!

(But grandpa says that that's the way *bap-
tizo is explained.)

And once I jined the ’'piscopils an’ had a
heap ’o fun—

But the boss of all the picnics was the
Presbyteriun ! '

They had so many puddin’s, sallids, sand-
widges, an’ pies,

That a feller wisht his stummick was as
hungry as his eyes!

Oh, yes, the eatin’ that the Presbyteriuns
give us is so fine

That when then they have a picnic vou bet
I'm going to jine !

But at this time the Methodists have spec-
ial claims onme,

For they’re] goin’ to "give a picnic on the
21st D. V.;

Why should a liberal Universalist like me
object

To share the joys of fellowship with every
friendly sect ?

However their strict articles of faith else-
wise may be,

Their doctrine of fried chick’n is a sayin’
grace to me,

So on the 21st of June, the weather bein’
fine,

They're goin’ to give a picnic, an’ I'm goin’
to jine !
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CHAPTER XI.
FATHER AND SON.

Sir Geoffry, in particular, very much re-
sented the state of affairs at this dull
season of the year. Most of his club
cronies were away; it was next to im-
possible to get up a rubber; and even
the few friends admitted to the intimacy
of Wheateroft, were among the defaulters.
Cleethorpe was shooting in Scotland, and
Mr. Drage had gone away to attend a
church congress. Sir Geoffry could have
put up with all of this, if Mrs. Pickering
had been at home to -talk and read to
him, but she had asked for a few
days’ holiday, and of course he had not
dreamed of refusing her.

The instant she was gone, the old gen-
eral felt her loss. There was a letter
from Irving—a long letter, full of busi-
ness, which he would have liked to sub-
mit to her consideration, and in which he
would not stir without her advice. He
had grown accustomed to conmsult his
housekeeper in almost everything, and
to place great reliance on her judgment.

“ A wonderful woman, sir!” Sir Geof-
fry said of Mrs. Pickering to his friend
Cleethorpe, just before the gallant captain
started for his shooting-box in the High-
lands. “A -wonderful woman! Most
women have a knack of hitting tthe right
nail on the head, but this they do by ac-
cident, by intuition, as it is called, and
never can tell you why! Now, Mrs.
Pickering is always right, and can always
give you her reason for being so. You
did me an immense service, sir, wher. you
persuaded that lady to undertake the
management of my household.”

But Mrs. Pickering was /gone and had
taken her judgment with her, and Sir
Geofiry was left alone, to use strong lan-
guage at his loneliness and the dreariness
of his house, and to render the lives of
his servants almost insupportable, by the
variety of his orders and the caprices of
his querulous temper.

On the second night after Madge’s de-
parture, just at the that she was entering
the grounds at Hollycombe, Sir Geoffry
was seated at the window of the dining
room, looking out into the garden, and
wondering what he should do if chance
ever removed Mrs. Pickering from his
service. The mere idea of such a con-
tingency made him hot with vexation;
it was not like the same place without
her, and nothing seemed to go on rightly
in her absence.

“And yet}” said the old general to him-
self, “and yet I'm likely to lose her at
any moment. She’s a young woman still,
and a handsome woman, and attractive in
every, and is certain to be picked up soon-
er or later. .If I were a younger man my-
gelf, I should be only too glad of such a
wife, and of course there are hundreds
who have the same idea. Perhapsat this
very moment there is some confounded
fellow talking to her, and making up his
mind that he’ll ask her to marry him.
What’s that? ”

He started, and sbading his eyes with
his hand, peered out into the gloaming.

“I could have sworn I saw a figure,”
he said, turning back into the room, “but
there is nothing there. I’m nervous to-
night, and shall set the doctor’s warning
at defiance, and take a glass or two of
porl. Absurd to think that a man of my
figure, and withoat any hereditary tend-
ency to gout, should—"

He stopped, attracted by the noise
made by the opening of the door, and
looked in that directon. He saw the
door open, and a man’s figure enter the
room and advance quickly towards him.
For an instant the old general thought he
was attacked, and his hand closed upon
the neck of the decanter he was lifting
from the sideboard, as his handiest weap-
on of defence.

The figure, however, stood upright and
motionless before him. As far as he
could make in the dull uncertain light, it
was that of a tall, well-knit young man,
with a full and flowing beard.

Sir Geoffry eyed it for a moment in
silence, then he said: ‘‘Who are you
and what is your business here, sir?”

“I want to see you,” was the reply ; but
no sooner did the old general hear the
tones of the voice from which it was ut-
tered, than he relaxed his hsld of the de-
canter, and stepping a pace forward,
waved his hand toward the door.

“I know you now !” he cried, inn loud
and angry tones; “I canot discern your
features, but I recognize your voice !
How dare you insult me by your pres-
euce? Leave the house at once!”

“Father,” said the._young man sub-
missively.

“I have forbidden you ever to use that
word to me,” cried Sir Geoffry. “To
what am I indebled, sir, for the honor of
this visit? The last time I saw you, you
were full of your great career, and swag-
gered about not touching the money
which was your due. I presume that de-
lusion isat an end, and that you have
come to claim your rights? ”

“I have,” said Gerald, “but not in the

way you imagine. I have come to claim
my right to be regarded as your son; my
mother’s right to attonement for the grev-
ious wrong you did to her while living,
and which you have continued to her
memory. Oh, sir, I told you I would
make it the businees of my life to dis-
cover the real story of Mr. Yeldham’s ac-
quaintance with my mother, and to prove
to you that your jealous fears of her were
groundless. I can prove all this to you
now ; I have come here to do so.”

“It isalie!” cried the old man, stretch-
out his hands, and trembling with pass-
ion. * You have come here because yonr
funds are exhausted, and your creditors
refuse to trust you further! You can
have the money, gir; it is yours by right,
there is no occasion for you to descend to
such paltry subterfuge.”

“ Father, I implore—"

“I insist, Sir, upon your discontinuing
to address me in that manner,” said the
old man, ringing the bell. “Make your
application in a business way, through a
lawyer, and it shall be attended to.
Riley!” he cried to the servant, who ap-
peared at the door, “ what were you doing
to permit this person to make his way in-
to my presence? Show him out instantly,
and never give him admittance here
again.”

Gerald looked as if he would have
spoken, but the old servant touched him
on the shoulder, and sorrowfully preceded
him out of the rcom.

CHAPTER XII.
CONFRONTED.

THE room into which Madge was shown
was a good specimen of that apartment
which is called a library, and which is to
be found in the houses of all men of
means, though the use to which it is put
is extremely limited. Mr. Kaulbach, the
Anglicised German Jew, to whom the
villa belonged, knew nothing of literat-
ure; but he bought his books as be bought
his wines, horses, pictures, furniture and

other articles of luxury, from the man:

with the best name in the trade, and as
he paid a good price, concluded he had
been supplied with a good article.

Madge looked about her with interest.
Assuredly Philip Vane must have pro-
gressed in the world, as his present quar-
ters were infinitely better than any
which he had inhabited during her ac-
quaintance with him. She had a kind of
idea that Mr. Drage’s notion might be
correct, and that both Philip Vane and
the lady, his engagement to whom had
been publicly anncunced, were staying at
the same houte together, and in another
minute she would see him. He would be
called away from the side of the rich
prize he had recently won, to the pres-
ence of the woman whom he had so base-
ly deserted. How would he bear the
meeting, she wondered. He would be
savage when he saw her, more savage
when he knew the purpose for which
she had come. As yet, he had never
struck her. Oftentimes, in the old days,
she had thought that she could better
have borne a blow from his hand than
the scathing bitterness of his tongue ; but
that wes long ago when she was younger
and stronger. Now she began to tremble
at the mere thought of personal violence.
She .wished she.had allowed Mr. Drage to
accompany her; his presence would at
least have prevented Philip from indulg-
ing in any excessive outburst of wrath.
The servants were moving about in the
hall, and the doors of the room where
the company were still evidently assemb-
led at dinner were open; that was a point
in her favor, Madge thought; from a
sheer sense of decency, Philip would be
compelled to put some curb upon his rage.

Who would he imagine was his visitor ?
The name which Madge had given to the
servant was hers by right, but she
had never used it,and so long and so
completely had they been estranged that
her husband would probably not think
of her in connection with it. Upon that
utter oblivion of her, or, if that were
wanting, upon his fear of creating a dis-
turbance in his friend’s house, Madge
relied for her her interview with her hus-
band. The seeking of that interview
was voluntary on her part, had not been
decided upon until after full consideration
and discussion, and must be gone through
with now, even when she heard his steps
approaching the door.

Not his footstep. after all; but, by its
lightness and its fleetness, a woman’s.
Next moment the door opéned, and a
woman entered the room. A woman of
middle beight, but full and rounded fig-
ure, set off with flowing draperies and
clouds of delicate lacé. Queenly in her
walk and movements, and of a flashing
and disdainful beauty, with large, liquid
dark eyes, clear cut aquiline profile, mouth
undoubtedly small, but yet with full and
sensuous lips, and a mass of lustrous
black hair twisted into a coronet on her
head. She swept into the room, arrang-
ing the train of her dress with one hand,
and with the other motioning to Madge,
who had risen, to resume her seat.

“ Pray be seated,” said the lady, with a
pleasant smile, and in a rich full voice
“ you asked to see Mr. Vane, I believe?”

“I—I did,” said Madge, nervous with
surprise, and with her intuition of the
identity of the person addressing her.

There was a singular contrast between
these women. Madge pale as death, neat-
ly, almost primly dressed, nervous and
ill at ease; the other with a glowing
complexion, richly and tastefully attired,
and perfectly self-composed.

“I am sorry,” she said, “that you
should have been misled by the stupid
blunder of a servant. You were told that
Mr. Vane was stopping in this house,
but the fact is that he left here yesterday
morning, having been summoned away
by a telegram on business of importance.”

“Is this true ? ” said Madge, half invol-
untarily.

The lady started and looked amazed,
but said nothing.

“I beg your pardon,” said Madge, “I
did not mean to say that, I had no right
to say it. Will Mr.Vane be long away ?”

“I cannot say,” said the lady in an
altered tone, “nor can I continue to hold
a conversation with one who is a perfect
stranger to me. Perhaps,” she continued,
rising, “ perhaps you will leave your card,
that. Mr. Vane may have it on his re-
turn?”

“I have no. card,” said Madge firmly;
“but I gave my name to the servant who
showed me into this room.”

“The man made a worse blunder than
when he told you that Mr. Vane was
staying here,” said the lady with curling
lip, for he announced you as Mrs. Vane.”

“He delivered his message correctly in
that instance, at least,” said Madge, “for
that was the name I gave him.”

“You are a connexion of Mr. Vane’s, I
suppose ? ”

“ I am.”

“May I ask what connection?”

“I am Philip Vane'’s wife ! ”

Madge had steadied her voice for this
announcement, and spoke very quietly,
without the smallest trace of theatrical
intonation, without the slightest gesture,
each word clipping clearly and distinctly
out of her lips.

The words thus quietly pronounced
were not, however, without their effect;
the lady who heard them seemed to reel,
and leaned against the mantelpiece be-
before which she had been standing.
For an instant she looked across at Madge
dreamily, and with dazed eyes, repeating

the words she had heard, in a thick lo%'v

tone, “His wife, did you say— Philip
Vane’s wife ? ”

“I am Philip Vane’s wife,” repeated
Madge, in the same clear, merciless tone.
“You, I conclude, are Mrs. Bendixen, the
lady to whom, as the newspapers an-
nounced, my husband is about to be mar-
ried. I am sorry,” continued Madge,
changing her tone, “to be compelled to
interfere with your intended arrange-
ments, but you will see that the step
which you contemplated is impossible.
I am Mrs. Philip Vane, and however poor
my opinion may be of that position, I
intend to clain: and hold it for my own.”

As she spoke she drew herself up,
stamped her foot, and threw out her
hand with a gesture which was familiar
to her, and at which Philip Vane had so
often sneered. There was defiance in
that action, defiance in her kindling eyes.
defiance in her ringing voice. Mrs. Ben-
dixeg, now -thoroughly roused, leaned
forward, looking eagegrly at her visitor;
but she had miscaletilated the nature of
the woman with whom she had to deal,
for she said, half querulously, half
fiercely :

“How dare you speak to me in this
way! How dare you come into my pres-
ence! I know what the world is, and
what sort of lives men lead, and I dare
say you have been accustomed to call
yourself Mrs. Vane, and imagine that you
have a kind of right to do so; but of
course there must be an end of that now.
What do you look at me for in that way ?
Do you mean to say that you don’t
understand me?”

“1 mean to say,” said Madge, who had
lapsed into stone again, and sat with her
steady, cold pitiless gaze on the other
woman’s face, ““I mean to say you are
talking in riddles, and that if you want
me to comprehend you, you must speak
more plainly.”

“Then, I tell you,” said Mrs. Bendixen,
in a loud and’ shrill tone, which she
moderated, when she recollected the
proximity of the hall, where the servants
were still engaged —“then I tell you
that I daresay you may have called your-
self Mrs. Vane, because you were Mr.—
Mr. Vane’s Mistress; that he gave you
money, and perhaps kept a house for you,
and —and was fond of you! I know
such things go on, but,” she added, the
colour rising in her cheeks, and her eyes
flashing, “ there must be an end to all
that! You bhave doubtless come here to
ask for money? If so, you shall have it.
I will take care of that, but you must not
see Mr. Vane again, nor talk of yourself
ag his wife. You must not repeat that
wicked lie!”

She paused and leaned forward eagerly
to see the effect which her words had
created. There was anxiety in her eyes,
in the manner with which from time to
time she moistened her lips, in the irre-
pressible fluttering motion of the hands
which lay in her lap before her. By her
words she had tried to impresson her
visitor her own conviction of the truth
of her statement; but her look and her
involuntary action had the opposite effect.

“What I have said,” said Madge, still
holding her with her eyes, “is no lie,
but God’s truth! The lies which have
been told you in this matter have come
from him, not from me! I am Philip
Vane’s lawful wife! Of that fact I can
give you' proofs — but there is no need of
that,” she said, changing her tone, “I see
you know it now, as you listen to me.
Look at me! If yom really have such
a knowledge of the world as you profess,
you will recognize at once that I am not
of the stuff of which mistresses are made
—1I am Philip Vane’s wife! Do you be-
lieve me ?”

“I—1I almost fear I do,” said Mrs.
Bendixen, still bending forward in her
chair, and gazing at the pale, grave face
and neat figure before her. “ It matters
little to me whether you do or do not,”
said Madge, with a slight curl of herlip,
“the fact remains, and can be proved at
any moment. Now listen to me! When
you tried to persuade yourself that my
agsertion was a lie, and that I was—
what you said — you pretended to think
that I had come here for money. What
do you think, now, is the motive of my
vigit?”

“I — cannot tell,” stammered Mrs.
Bendixen, “unless it is revenge. You
seem a dreadfully determined woman.”

“DoI?” said Madge, as the faint glim-
mer of a contemptuous smile passed
across her face. ‘“I do not think that I
am dreadfully determined; I am per-
fectly sure that I have no desire for re-
venge. Revenge on whom? On you?
You have been passive in this matter;
your part has been merely that of the
dupe. On Philip Vane? One cannot be
revenged on the dead, and Philip Vane
is as dead to me asif I had seen him
in his shroud.”

“Oh, don’t talk in that dreadful man-
ner,” cried Mrs. Bendixen, with a moan,
then covering her face with her hands,
she added, “Oh, what do you want?
why do you come here?”

*“To save you from a worse fate even
than that which has befallen me. Not
that I care for you one straw; you are
nothing to me as he is nothing, and, so
far as I am concerned, you might both of

| you have gone on your way unchecked

and unwarned, but I do not choose to see
this erime committed where I have the
power of stopping it, and if it be stopped,
Philip Vane will have his own vanity to
thank and nothing else. That vanity is
over-weening; it led him to make public
his conquest. He announced in the news-
papers that he was engaged to be married
to you, and thus I heard of it.”

‘‘I don’t see what there was to induce
Mr. Vane to put it in the newspapers!”
moaned Mrs. Bendixen.

“Don’t you?” said Madge. “I do.
Your name, your position, and your at-
tractions are well known in the world to
which Philip Vane now belongs, and the
fact of having secured them, would tell
undoubtedly in his favor. He meant to
marry you as he previously married me
for the sake of living upou you. But his
last marriage would have proved infinite-
ly more successful than his first. You
were something to win; your beauty is
self-evident, your wealth and position
generally acknowledged. When he mar-
ried me, I was a poor actress in a country
theatre, with sufficient good looks to win
his eye, and a sufficient salary to keep
him in tolerable comfort. They must
have been poor enough, my appearance
and my earnings, for when he had once
possessed himself of both, they had not
enough attraction to induce him to ack-
nowledge me as his wife, and 8o soon as
he saw his way to effectually ridding him-
gelf, he deserted me; the ladder had
served its purpose, he could afford to kick
it down.”

“I am sure you judge Mr. Vane most
unjustly,” eaid Mrs. Bendixen, raising her
face from her hands. ‘“He is the most
generous of men. His affection for me is
quite disinterested, and it is too, too cruel
to speak of him in thig"Way.”

“ When you have known him as long as
I have known him, I will ask you for your
verdict on his character,” said Madge,
quietly; “ not that I expect that even
then you would say of him what I say,
for you would not have the cause.”

““You allow that,” cried Mrs. Bendixen ;
“that shows that he was not entirely to
blame.”

“It shows simply that you from your
plenty can give him all he longs for,

wealth, ease, luxury, the position in the

eyes both of men and women to which he
has aspired; while I from my poverty
could only feud off hunger and cold, could
only bar the door against the wolf, could
only find the platform whence he should
spring into competence, leaving me behind
him. He deserted me because I could do
so little, he will hold to you since you can
do so much.”

“ And he shall hold to me,” cried Mrs.
Bendixen, springing to her feet ; “ your
last words have thoroughly determined
me. See, here, woman. I believe all you
say. There is something in your voice,
in your manner, which prevents my dis-
believing it, much as I wish to do so.
But I tell you I love Philip Vane, love
him with a fervour which you, with your
pale puny passion, cannot for an instant
imagine. He has become essential to my
life, and I have never yet known what it
was to have one aspiration checked, one
wish thwarted. I have been married be-
fore, you know that. The man who took
me from a boarding-school to be his wife
gave me all that I then thought the
world contained, power, riches, admira-
tion. But it was not until I met Mr.
Vane, that I knew the happiness of lov-
ing and being loved. Ah, do not take
that happiness from me; do not,I im-
plore you, dissipate that dream! You
speak of\yourself as one .to whom the
pleasures of life are at an end, but in your
time you have enjoyed that greatest joy
of all. Why then grudge it to me ?”

“You are looking at random,” said
Madge, coldly, “and I am unable to follow
you. What influence can I have over
your future beyond pointing out to you
the impossibility of the course you pro-
pose to yourself to pursue? What would
you wish me to do?”

“To go away, anywhere, in any country,
to hide yourself, and never to come near
me again. The good luck which has at-
tended me throughout my lifetime has
prevented your sceing Mr. Vane today.
The dreadful secret which you have just

uttered is known to us alone. It must |/

never go further, nay, more than that, he
must never know that I am aware of its
existence, never be reminded of it him-
self. I will buy it of you at what price
you like. You have only to name the
sum, and it is yours.”

“Supposing I were to do as you ask,
how would your position be improved ?
You, with the gratified desires, and the
unchecked wishes of which you have
boasted, have purchased Philip Vane’s
love, or what is equivalent to it, and wish
to purchase my silence! Suppose I
agree, how is your position improved?
The world will believe you to be Philip
Vane’s wife, but you will know your-
self —”

TO BE CONTINUED.

THREE NOTED EPISCOPALIANS

Who Have Used Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal
Powders, and in the Interests of Suf-
fering Humanity Say How Much
it Has Done for Them.

In the ecclesiastical history of Canada
the names of the Right Rev. A. Sweat-
man, D.D., D.C.L., Lord Bishop of Tor-
onto, and Rev. John ‘Langtry, M.A.,
D.C.L., stand out prominent, and within
his own parish may be ‘added to these
the name of the Rev. W. R. Williams,
Dr. Langtry's popular curate. These gen-
tlemen believe in acting out the axiom of
the Good Book, that having learned of
that which has been a source of benefit to
themselves, it is their duty to tell the
good news to others. These three clergy-
men of the Episcopal church have each
used Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder and
found that for cold in the head and ca-
tarrhal troubles it is a great helper, and
over their own signature they have said
to the public that these things are so, that
others may be likewise benefited and
helped.

One short puff of the breath through
the blower, supplied with each bottle of
Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder, diffuses
this powder over the surface of the nasal
passages. Painless and delightful to use
it relieves in 10 minutes, and permanently
cures catarrh, hay fever, colds, headache,
sore throat, fonsilitis and deafness. 60
cents. Sold by W. H. Carten and C. A.
Burchill.

Albert Monroe, a new bicycle rider of
Kalamazoo, Michigan, made a 100 miles
run on Sunday against the advice of his
friends. On Monday he took a long ride
and ended -it at the railroad station. He
left his wheel standing against the station
and walked up the platform. His .face
was flushed, and his eyes seemed to bulge
from theirsockets. He wasbadly winded
and, seating himself on a baggage truck,
began to tell of the hundred miles he
had ridden the day before. He was in
the middle of his story when he stopped.
His head dropped forward, and before
those around him could support him he
had fallen to the platform and was dead.
At the coroner’s inquest, the doctor who
made the post mortem examination testi-
fied that Monroe had died from appo-
lexy, brought on by overexertion.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

Mgs. WinsLow’s SoorHING 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 geta bottle of “ Mgs.
WinsLow’s SoorHiNGg Syrup” for children
teething. It will relieve the r little
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it,
mothers, there is no mistake about it. It
cures Diarrhcea, 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 SyYRrup.”

About a score of soldiers were Jischarged
from the permanent corps at Stanley bar-
racks, Toronto, last week, accordance with
instructions sent from Ottawa. The men
have been deserting lately, and they were
told when they paraded, that if any one
wanted to leave, he need not go to the
trouble of deserting ;‘all he had to do was
to apply for a discharge. No. 2 company,
R.R.C.L,is reducedl to seventy-five, and
several men were discharged “from the

\cavairy.

Piles! Piles! Itching Piles.

Symptoms -4 Moisture; intense itching
and stinging: most at night; worse by
scratching. Ifallowed to continue, tumors
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, 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,

Andrew Lundstrom, a resident of South
Buffalo, N. Y., was found dead in a well
on William Muckler's farm Thursday.
Detectives arrested Richard Robingon, a

negro, who confessed his guilt. He said |

he bad quarrelled with Ludstrom and
hit him with a shovel. The blow killed
Lundetrom, and Robinson threw the
body in the well.

OPEN AS DAY.

It is given to every physician, the form-
ula of Scott’s Emulsion being no secret;
but no successful imitation has ever been
offered to the public. Only years of ex-

perience and study can produce the best.

WeakWomen

and all mothers who are nursing
babies derive great benefit from
Scott’s Emulsion. This prepara-
tion serves two purposes. It
gives vital strength to mothers
and also enriches their milk and
thus makes their babies thrive.

SCotts
Emulsion

is a constructive food that pro-
motes the making of healthy
tissue and bone. It isa wonder-
ful remedy for Emaciation, Cencral
i hroat and Lung Complaints,
gg:gﬁ: ‘(l;olds. Anaemia, gS':rofula and
Wasting Diseases of Children.
Send for Pamphlect on Scot?’s Emulsion. Free.
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Drugaists. 60c. & £1,

THE OLD SAYING

Throw Physic to the Dogs,
Will not apply to the

Present Day.

ALONZO STAPLES,

Druggist and Apothecary,

——HAS IN STOCK——

New, Fresh Drugs

—AND FULL LINES OF—

PATENT MEDICINES.

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

found in a First-class Drug Store.

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

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store.

1831 THE Cl{LT[VATOR 1895

D—

Country : Gentleman.

THE BEST OF THELR

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES,

DEVOTED TO
Farm Crops and Processes,

Horticulture & Fruit Growing,

Live Stock and Dalrying,

While it also includes all minor departments of
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol-
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter-
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire-
side Reading, Domestic Economy, and a summary
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are
unusually complete, und much attentivn is paid te
the Prospects of the Crops,as throwing light upon
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
mate: than ever before. The subscription price is
$2.50 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Reduction
in our

Club Rates for 1895.

Two Subscriptions in one remittance §4
10
I15

Six Subscriptions do. - do.

do. do.

Ten Subscriptions

&5 To all New Bubsc' Ibers for 1895, paying in
advance now, we will send the pap- r Weekly, from
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895,
without charge. Bpecimen Copies Free, Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, FPublishers,

Albany, N. Y.

Saws! Saws!

ASE Diston’s Cross Cut SBaws, 1 case Oak
1 Well Buckets, 2 cares Oak Kegs, five and ten
gallons each ; 3 boxes Doat Nails, 2 boxes Patent
Door Hangers, 250 bars Refined Iron, 35 bundles
Round Iron, 1 barrel Cast Iron Fittings for steam
or hot water, 10 boxes Blenkhorn’s Axes: Just
received at

R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

Wiley’s .

. BEMULSION ...

—_—OOF ———

COD - LIVER - OIL.

Gives Best Results.
Purest and Best Materials

used in Manufacture.
Best Value for the Money.

GtS. Readily taken by Children.

No preparation equal to it,

PRICE

SOLD
Everywhere

|

The Best

Preparation
in the Market

For Building up the System.

JOHN M, WILEY, Manufacturer

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

KKEEP YOUR FEET DRY.

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

WEAR GRANBY RUBEERS

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

THEY. WEAR

LIKE IRON.

I.ANIDING -

Timothy Seed,

Red Clover do.

Long Late
Clover do,

Alsyke
Clover do,

p&s= Write for Samples and Quotations.

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

< _—

Boston Transcri&t

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news.
paper, free from sensational and objectivnable mat
ters, in both reading and advertising columns
offering to the educited and intelligent publie, the
most instructive and entertaining selection of news,
iterary, politicul, finanecial, art, music aud general
topics of the day and season,

Daily Evening Transcript.

No Bunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript.

Bixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transeript-
Published Friday’s

Address

ROSTON TRANSCRIPT: CO.,

324 Washington]Btreet, Boston, Mass

BY RAILL.

ASHES assorted Tinware
25 Stove Boilers, round and oval}
12 dozen Bhee¢t Iron Oven Pans
Lumberman’s Tin plates
one pint Tin Cups
Large Coffee Pots for camp use
Tornado Oil Cavs, 5 gallons each
Tin Oil Cans, 1, 2,3 and 5 gallons
Enamelled Lined 8cotch Bowls
L ‘“ Brove Boilers, No’s.
8 and 9.

Enamelled Lined Bpiders
2 cases Granite Iron Ware, assorted
6 Parafine Oil Tanks, 60 gallons each
1 case Patent Flour Bifters,

And for sale by
R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

5

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plunber, Gas Fitr,

———— N ———

TINSMITH,

Would inform the people of Fredericton
and vicininity, that he has re-
sumed business on Queen
Street,

Opp. County Cout House.

Where he is prepared to fill all orders in

above lines, including

Electrical 2nd ¥echanical

'BELL HANGING.

Speaking Tubes, etc.
INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.

Mends Solid as a Rock.

THIS preparation will mend anjthing that is
broken, and will: hold like grim deathgand is
pronounced by experts to be the greatest article ever
invented for the purpose. It will cement Leather,
Wood, Crockery, Glassware, Irou, and everything
else. Grockery or Glussware mended with it will
never break In the same place, but
will be found stronger thsn before. 1t is of great
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on
Billiard Cues as well as for a thousand other pur-
poses. Anyone can use it. It is in liquid form,
and always ready for use, requiring no heating, but
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made
by East Maunufacturing Co., Buffalo, N, Y

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

Facts |

Facts!

I’I’ is falve economy to refuse a good article and ac-

cept a poor «ue because of the low price. All
goods cost money to produce. The better the goocd
the greater the cost. There are certain prices below
which no good, henest materials can be tought. If
you pay less, you get loss, ne use dodging the fuct.
We always Luy the best and sell the best, we don’t
believe in shoddy. We have just received one car-
load of STOVES and we consider them THE BEST
in the market of their kind, and we invite the pub-
lic to look them over if they are in want,

R.CHESTNUT & BONS,

Farm for Sale.

THE snbscriber’s Farm -at Rt. Mary’s, near the

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

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

For further particalars apply to

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen ;Hotel,

F’ton, April 9, 1892,

Lead Pipe.

Just Received :

6 COIDB LEAD PIPE, 2 barrels Pipe Fittings

in_endless variety; 1 box Globe Valves,
Btop and Waste Cocks, Hose Bibbs and Brass Fit-
tings; 40,700 foet Plain Iron Pipe, 15 dozen Bteel
Buow Bhovels, 4 boxes Mrs. Potts’ Bad Irons; and
for sale by

R. CHESTNTUT & SBONS,

Grand Remnant Sale

—OF—

WALL PAPER

s

McMURRAY & Co’s.

——COMMENCING——

MONDAY NEXT, JAN. 28,

2,000

QuANTITIES FrROM 3 ROLLS TO

—CONSISTING OF—

—N——

ROLLS.

25.

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

McMURRAY & Co.

IT wWiLL

°

COME

L1111 .

Enjoy it !
¥

¥

But you will
Have to ANNOUNCE
The date.

Then when you

do, have

S

Jr Done NICELY.

WIE REFER TO

FINE

IO WORK,

We are prepared. to do
fine printing of every ;
description from a i
CALLING CARD
to a
THREE SHEET POSTER
in several colors, an
prompt in 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.

g T
INVITATIONS,
Tags,
Bill and

Letter B

E»

Headingé,

Which you will require, and al-
80 necessary to have print-

ed cheaply yet in

good order,

Have it Done Attractive,

SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

PRINTING AND PUBLISHING (0,

Fredericton, N. B:




