POETRY.

WHOSL BUSINESS.

Is it anybody’s business
f a gentleman should choose
To wait upon a lady,
And the lady don’t refuse ?
Or to speak a little plainer,
That my meaning all may know,
Is it anybody’s business if a lady has a
beau?

Is it anybody’s business
If a gentleman should call,
The time he leaves the lady,
Or if he leayes at all ?
Or, is it hecessary that the curtains
should be drawn,
To save from further trouble, the out-
side looker-on ?

The subject of my query
Briefly stated, would be this:
Is in anybody’s business
What another’s business is?
It it is, or if itisn’t, I would really like
to know ; .
For I'm certain if it isn’t, some people
make it so.

A. M. N.

SELECT STORY.
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CHAPTER II,

“I shall not ask you if I may come,”
he said, easily, for you may be braver
than last night, and summon up sufficient
courage to say no.”

“I can’t forbid you to sit on the sands,”
Bonny said, blushing softly, “but I can
go away.” :

She felt rather vexed, for the girls and
man he had just left were watching her
from the distance ; then, while she spoke,
they turned and strolled off, one shrug-
ging her shoulders as she did so.

“Those are my sisters,” Doyle said “and
that reminds me I have never introduced
myself—Alec Doyle, at your little lady-
ship’s service. You, I know, are Bonnie
Adair, and live in a perfect nest of roses
up on the hill over there.”

“How do you know?” she asked in
surprise. “Do you know mother?”

“No, but I should like to, if she would
let me call. I was up early this morning,
and met a very talkative old woman, who
told me all I wished to know; and after-
wards I walked past your house, heard
you singing, and tried to catch a glimpse
of you, but saw only what I took to be
Miss I.enore, who looked at me so coldly
I turned and fled.”

“Did you see Lenore? Don’t you
think she is very pretty ?”

“ Pretty—yes; at least, I daresay she is,
but her’s wasn’t the face that haunted me
all night, and made me get up at six this
morning because I longed to see it again.”

“You are laughing at me,” Bonny cried,
indignantly.

But he looked at her with such grave
earnestness, that she felt compelled to be-
lieve him, and afterwards sat quite still
and silent, watching the ebb and flow of
the shining waves.

The sea washed up nearer and nearer,
breaking with a refreshing splash, and
gurgling back again through the loose
stones and over the wet, brown sands.
Most of the people had gone to the other
end of the beach, where a troop of nig-
gers were singing comic songs ; the twang-
twang of the banjos floated on the sum-
mer’s air, and harmonized with the chil-
dren’s voices and the music of the sea.
Overhead the deep blue sky was almost
cloudless, and over the calm waters two
white gulls were slowly flapping their
long wings.

“What are you thinking of, I wonder?”
Doyle questioned, picking up some of the
warm, eoft sand and letting it run through
her fingers on to her ungloved band.

Now, not for the world would Bonny
have told her thoughts, even had she felt
capable of bringing that confused, delicious
dream she had been indulging in down to
plain, outspoken English.

“What am I thinking of?”” she echoed,
looking at him, and then she dipped her
hand into her pocket and carefully brought
forth a small, oval box, with a picture on
the lid. “I was wondering if I should
offer you some chocolate nougat, or
whether I should go away and finish it
up myself,” and then she took off the lid
and held it towards him.

Those sleepy, blue eyes of his seemed
suddenly to blaze up as he just held box
and hand in a loose but firm grasp.

“You little coquette! How dare you
try to tell me such wicked stories? I
have watched you all the time, and your
thoughts were not of chocolate nougat.
They were big thoughts, Miss Bonnie
Adair, and, to judge from your expression,
very pleasant ones.”

“But you make a mistake,” she per-
sisted, disengaging her hand from those
strong but slender fingers. “If you wish
for the truth, the whole truth, and noth-
ing but the truth, my mind was a perfect
blank just then. I may have been asleep
and I have been told that I often have a
sublime smile when I was slumbering,
and look as if I were in a seventh heaven
of delight.”

“There was no sleep in those eyes,” he
said. “It is no use allowing your tongue
to tell fibs, when your face is so essenti-
ally truthful.”

“It is, isn’t it ?”” Bonny said, in the voice
of one who has a grievance. “Sometimes,
when I was quite alittle girl, I used to try
to tell stories, and I was always found out
at once. People used to look at me sharply
and say, ‘That’s not true, and then I
knew I was done for. It isn’t always con-
venient to have a truthful face. Now you
could say anything, and no one would
ever know what you really meant, or
what you really felt.”

“How unkind !” he said, reproachfully.
“You are a cruel little girl; but perhaps it
is just as well you should not read me, for
you might be very angry if you knew
how I felt now.”

“I don’t think I should,” she said with
great indifference, while all the time her
heart was throbbing with a pleasure akin
to pain.

“Then I will tell you,” he said, and a
thrill of passion seemed to run through
the words. “I feel that I would give
everything I possess just to hold that little
surnburnt hand in mine and kiss that
soft, pink palm as longas Iliked. Oh!
Bonny, Bonny! You are charming my
wits away. You set my brain on fire
with your lovely, refreshing innocence.
There, child I am frightening you with
my madness. Forget it and forgive me
for being such a fool.”

Before Bonny could turn her wide,
dazed eyes from his face, a long, curling,
wave dashed upon the sands, sprinkling
her dress and washing over her foot. They
both sprang up, and as they did so con-
fronted Mrs. Adair, who, looking very
warm and flurried, was clutching fat
Topsy in both arms.

“I called to you,” she =nid, severely. “I
saw what would happen, and now, I sup-
pose, you are drencheu — completely
drenched.”

“Why, no, mother, I am hardly damp,”
Bonny declared, feeling her skirts. “I
jumped up at once. This is Mr. Doyle,
the gentleman I told yoi was so kind

‘about my luggage.”

Bonny, not quite intentionally, had

———————

rather dilated upon that small service he
rendered her, and Mrs. Adair now took
the opportunity of thanking him for his
exceeding kindness. -She shook hands
with him too, but she had on what her
daughter termed her extra company man-
ners, which generally appeared hefore
strangers when she was put out. She had
a way of drawing herself up and look-
ing very stiff. On these occasions she
was always extremely gracious, but
not nice; in fact, most people found
her irritating. She was blissfully un-
conscious of this; she was a duchess at
times in her own imagination, and she
was a duchess on the morning she first
made Do, "e’s acquaintance.

“So very kind of you,” she said, lan-
guidly, dropping Topsy upon the sand.
“Bonny, that terrible dog has been fight-
ing again, or rather a dog fought him. He
would have been killed had not old Mr.
Jones and someone else separated them. I
really think they ought to muzzle the
dogs, but then South Bay is so behind the
times.”

“Don’t they muzzle them down here ?”
Doyle questioned, staring down at the fat,
astmathic pug, round which they were
standing. “He’s a fine old fellow,” he
taking the brute’s limp paw.

“If you had said ‘fat’ old fellow it would
have been nearer the mark,” Bonny re-
marked, digging the tip of her shoe into
Topsy’s fat back, and making him shift
his position uneasily.

“Why do you bring out a sunshade!”
her mother asked, as she unfurled a large
umbrella. “You look like a gipsy—and
no gloves. Bonny, when will you orow
wiser? Iam going now to Maple’s for
some flowers. Will you come with me ?”

Of course Bonny had to say “yes,” and
Alec found, a pretty, soft, little hand laid
in his for something less than a second,
while Mrs. Adair again thanked him for
his kindness to her little girl, and having
smiled a freezing smile upon him, left him
before he had time to say anything pleas-
ant. Bonny,looking down, just lightly nod-
ded her head, and without a word followed
her mother ; afterwaids they met him in
the town, walking with one of his sisters.
They seemed ve1 y much engrossed with
each other, and neither noticed Bonny,
who was patiently having her hair pulled
and her face scratched by the prongs of
Mrs. Adair’s umbrella.

This persistent little annoyance used to
irritate Bonny, but to-day she was bliss-
fully unconscious of the digs and scratch-
es; she was thinking all the time of
those passionate, hastily-spoken words, of
how those blue eyes had lighted up, and
the low, deep voice had such tones for her.

The world seemed very bright and fair
to the girl that August morning, as she
walked with her mother up the sun-baked
street, with its glaring white flag-stones
and gaudy-coloured shop awnings. Every
now and then one could catch a glympse
of that azure-tinted sea, whilst strolling
up and down the streets, and in and out
of the shops were girls in pretty, summer
costumes and men in flannels, till the
scene looked almost foreign with its
brilliant coloring and glorious sunshine.

That afternoon had to be devoted to one
of Mrs. Adair'’s ‘Athomes’ She insisted
upon holding one every Thursday, though
the afternoon would often go by without
a single cailer. Lenore and Bonny had
to givethemselves a brush up and sit in
state from three to five. Mrs. Adair would
trail about in black moire, and tell them
wonderful, oft-repeated tales of the con-
quests she had made in her youth, while
the soft air, laden with the perfume of
flowers and the fresh salt of the sea, would
come through the open windows, and
make them long to get away down to the
shore or roam far away through fields and
lanes.

This Thursday afternoon was different,
and Bonny considered it far worse than
any that had gone before.

Athalf-past two Ted Charterisappeared ;
and he and Lenore quietly walked into
the dining-room, listening to how Mrs.
Adair had really refused the son of a
noble earl, who had gone down on kis
knees to her, and afterwards had died;
and Bonny religiously brought out all the
remarks she always made for this parti-
cular story : ‘Poor thing!” ¢ Did he really ?’
“You were hard-hearted, mother,’ and so
on. But Lenore always had something
fresh and nice to say, seeming to take
quite an interest in it all. Now, this after-
noon, there was no sympathetic voice to
gloss over Bonny’s crude remarks; and
before very long, mother and daughter
began snapping at each other.

“He was so handsome,” Mrs. Adair
sighed; “he had black eyes and long,
curling whiskers—"

“How hideous!” Bonny burst out.
“Why didn’t you make nim cut them off ?”

“You talk of what you don’t under-
stand—it was the fashion of the day; and
he had lovely, glossy black hair.”

“Greased !” Bonny exclaimed, with ‘in-
finite disgust.

“Oh well, miss! you are so sharp and
80 clever, I shall say no more,” Mrs. Adair
cried, very much offended; and just at
that moment a loud peal at the door an-
nounced a visitor.

That afternoon there was a perfect in-
flux of callers; though they did not say
80, they one and all came to find out if it
was true that Lenore was engaged, for
Mrs. Adair had spent the best part of the
morning in spreading the news. Now the
unfortunate couple were overwhelmed
with congratulations, and everyone was
quite cordial and friendly, for young
Charteris was wonderfully well-connected,
and, of course, as the young people would
live in town, theirs might be a pleasant
house to stay for .a couple of days now
and then. That morning Lenore had
been formally received by Mrs. Charteris,
who hid her disappointment in the match
for her son’s sake, and tried to like his
future wife. It was not a very difficult
task, for Lenore had a most amiable na-
ture, which added to her refined beauty,
Mrs. Charteris soon learned to appreciate.

That evening Bonny avoided the cliff
and beach ; fearing that if she did meet
Alec Doyle, it would look as if she had
gone there with the hope of seeing him.
So she persuaded her mother to go on to
the pier with her, and listen to the band_
Mrs. Adair at first declared she was too
tired, but Bonny drew such a delightful
picture of how they would sit and watch
the people, that at last she began to feel it
would be rather pleasant aud refreshing
after the fatiguing afternoon she had gone
through, ®

The lovers had mysteriously disap-
peared after the last visitors had left, so
Bonny and Mrs. Adair walked slowly
down on to the parade, and made their
way to the pier.

They chose a quiet corner, with the
great, wide, restless sea spreading out be-
fore them, and where they could see the
pier-gates and all who came on. Mrs.
Adair was in her best temper and laughed
quite merrily at Bonny’s small jokes. In
the midst of their quiet, quizzing fun
Bonny caught sight of a party of four,
walking two and two, and a couple of
golden-haired girls and two tall, smart-
looking men; others joined them, and
they stood in a group at some little dis-
tance from the Adairs. Bonney began to
talk at random, because all her attention
was centered on Alec Doyle who, with one
foot on a seat, was leaning forward watch-
ing the crowd of boats at the pier-head.
He looked so handsome, so well made,
and altogether such a hero, that Bonny

felt the utmost contempt for all the other

men, and wondered what Lenore could
see in Ted Charteris. Then Mrs. Adair
said she was tired of sitting still, and
would like to walk up and down ; so off
they started.

Bonny felt her knees tremble as she
passed those good-looking, well dressed
people, from whom she kept her eyes
studiously turned. As they came back
they met Alec Doyle sauntering towards
them ; he at once raised his hat, and turn-
ing, walked beside Mrs. Adair, who, be-
fore five minutes had elapsed, thought
him a most gentlemanly and agreeable
man.

He had so much to say that was worth
listening to, and he was so considerate;
when Mrs. Adair thought she was tired
be found a snug corner for her, and stood
talking to her, while Bonny, of course,
sat beside her mother. Then Doyle
thought he was tired too, said ‘he had
been walking all the afternoon, and so
sat himself beside Bonny ; but still he did
not say much to her, though every now
and then the girl would meet a glance
that set her pulses throbbing wildly, and
brought the color to her face.

Ever after, Bonny Adair remembered
that evening ; remembered how the sun
sank in the west, and the moon rose up
above the sea, and poured down its pale,
cold light upon them; remembered the
very smell of the damp, cool air,—and
with the remembrance there always came
the sobbing refrain of a waltz the band
had played,—a plaintive, sorrowing air,
that died away in the evening stillness,
leaving them silent and thoughtful.

Afterwards Doyle walked home with
them, and thanked Mrs. Adair for her
invitation to call;she had turned to go
in, and Bonny was following when, the
sound of her own name just breathed
reached her; she paused and hesitated,
and he held out his hand again across the
gate, but Bonny pretended not to see it.

“Good-night,” she said, lightly, with-
out moving towards him.

“Shake hands,” he pleaded; “but she
only shook her head. “Cruel little girl,”
he said, softly. “I think you are a witch,
Bonnie Adair. I know you make wme
feel mad, and if I stand here watching
you in this ghostly light I shall do some-
thing desperate, so good-night.”

CHAPTER III.

AvL the next day it rained—rained in-
cessantly thropghout the day, throughout
the night; but by seven the next morn-
ing the sun was shining brightly, and
trees, shrubs and flowers looked fresh ard
clean after their drenching. The very
sky seemed a deeper blue, across which
billowy, white clouds were sailing. Bonny
was out betimes, looking the very incar-
nation of health and high spirits, but by
the evening the high spirits at least had
departed.

The whole day had gone by without
even a glimpse of Doyle or even hie
sisters. All the morning she had lain on
the sands, almost hidden from view by
gsome rocks that jutted out to the sea—
had lain with ever watchful eyes for one
who never came ; and when the afternoon
had passed Bonny told herself that he
had gone, and blamed and hated herself
80 because she had refused to shake hands
with him as he had asked ber. In the
evening, she wandered on to the common
and tried to make up her mind not to
think of him any more, but her heart
felt heavy and sore; he had gone away,
she would never see him again, and there
seemed nothing worth living for.

She walked with slow, lagging step and
bent head, so absorbed in her reverie
that she never noticed a man standing
on a rustic bridge spanning the little
rushing, gurgling stream ; but he saw her,
and stood watching her as she came to-
wards him, a slim, quaint figure in a limp
white gown, moving through the tall,
dark bracken and scented gorse. On she
came till close to him, and then sbe caught
her breath with a subcdued cry.

He saw the color ebb from her pure,
sweet face, and the bright eyes darken
and widen as they rested on him.

“So we do meet again,” Doyle said,
taking her hand in his.

“I thought you had gone away,” she
said simply, wondering at the sudden
faintness that had seized her and made
her feel so dizzy and queer; it was going
off again, but she leant against the bridge
feeling glad of her support.

“I meant to have gone away,” he said,
dropping the end of his cigar into the
water, where it fell with a fizz and was
whirled down stream. “I daresay Ishall
take my departure to-morrow. Tell me,
child. Have you thought of me at all ?”
he went on in that dangerously carressing
voice of his. “I could not see your face
just now, but somehow I have an -idea
you were not smiling. Were you not
éven sorry, when you thought I had gone
away?”

Bonnie answered ever o softly, “ Yes.”

There was silence between them for a
minute or so; not a breeze stirred the
leaves, or rustled in the long grass; and
when Alec Doyle spoke again, there was
an odd ring of regret and defiance in his
voice.

“Bonny, there was once upon a time,
a man who had travelled all over the
world, and on one of his journeys he saw
a gorgeous tropical flower, that seemed
to him the most beautiful flower he had
ever seen, and he wanted it for his own;
go he plucked it and carried it away with
him. Afterwards he grew weary of it,
its gaudy coloring tired his eyes,and he
found that its stem was covered with
thorns, and be wished he had passed it
by. Later on he found a lovely little
English flower, all freshness, sweetness
and delicate tints, that did one good o
look at, and he felt that he would have
bartered his soul for the possession of
that one frail blossom.”

“Then why did not he pick it?”” Bonny
asked, wholly mystified by this tale.

“Because there was a law that only
allowed a man to have one flower at a
time. But there! I’'m making a muddle
of it—I never could tell stories. But,
Bonny, if such a thing had ever happened,
would you have blamed that man for
breaking the law ?”

“] don’t see much harm in stealing a
flower,” Bonny said ; and Doyle laughed.

“What a child you are!”

Then he sighed ; and rested his head on
his arms, which were crossed on the rail
of the bridge.

“Why do you sigh?” Bonny ques-
tioned.

And he answered, bitterly—

“Because I am a fool, and want the
moon. Oh, Bonny! my life has been such
a failure. I thought I was such a pros-
perous, happy sort of fellow, and now I
find have never been happy, have never
known what true happiness was.”

He had raised his head and was staring
before him; in the misty, evening light
he looked so handsome and so miserable;
Bonny’s innocent, childish heart quivered
with pity.

“I am so.sorry,” she said tenderly. “I
wish I could do something to make you
happy.”

“You wish you could do what you and
you alone can do?” he asked.

As he put the question he framed her
face in his two hands, gazing down upon
it with those great sleepy eyes, then bend-
ing her head, pressed his lips to hers, and
the next second Bonny’s frightened face
was hidden on his breast.

“Bonny ! my little girl! my little love!

Oh! my darling! You haye stolen my

heart, Bonnie Adair; I can no more help
loving you than I can help breathing,”
he whispered, passionately, with his face
close to hers as he held her tightly pressed
in his arms.

The girl answered him never a word;
the joy, the perfect bliss of being loved by
him—her idol, her hero—was painful in
its intensity. She could only cling to
him, silent and trembling, while she felt
his beloved arms about her, and  his
warm breath on her cheek, as he told her
how he loved her—calling her his dar-
ling, his love, his sweetheart.

Bonny, in her ignorance, even felt it
was the supreme moment of her life;
nothing could ever quite come up to it.
Whatever happiness the future held in
store for her, could never rival those
priceless happy moments—all too short,
all too fleeting.

A sighing breeze swept across the
heath, making the harebells tremble and
swaying the tall ferns; it was then that
Bonny drew herself away from those en-
circling arms, and stood holding both
bands to her blushing face, which had
such a joyous light upon it. Doyle looked
at her, and then away with an impatient
movement, then once again turned to her
and again drew her to him.

“Bonny, you do love me? Say you
love me, little one. I want to hear you
say it.”

Bonny whispered something that was
quite unintelligible—at least, to any but
lover’s ears.

“And if I had gone away, Bonny,
and had never told you how terribly I
cared for you, would you have been
sorry ?” he questioned, raising her face
and scanning it anxiously.

The bright, clear eyes looked into his
with that wonderful, new, shy expression
as she answered ever go softly—

“I thought you had gone,” and some-
how, in those simply spoken words, Alec
Doyle knew what it would have meant
to her if she had really gone.

“ Whatever misery comes to us after-
wards, we shall have been happy,” he
said, with an odd, passionate defiance.
“Oh, Bonny, little sweetheart, would to
heaven I could spirit you away to some
enchanted island, where you and I could
live just for one another without another
soul to interfere between us. Just you and
I, Bonny, love, only you and I1.”

She could not understand all that was
passing in his mind, the dark thoughts,
the guilty conscience, which robbed that
interview of much of its charm for him.
She was only a simple country maid ; she
only knew that he loved her, and that
was all she cared for.

Twilight was giving place to night when
they began to wend their way homeward,
walking slowly and very close together;
every now and then the man would stop
to kiss the winsome- face, or the small,
soft hand he held. But though they
lingered on the way, the parting came at
last, and Bonny shut herself in her room,
and, kneeling by the window, tried to
think it over and realize it all. It was to
be a secret—a secret between them for a
time. Alec, with some hesitation, had
asked that it might be so; he offered no
reason and Bonny had asked for none.
He wished it, and that was all sufficient.
Yet she would have liked to have shared
her wonderful secret with Lenore, just to
have whispered into her ear that she had
a lover; but it never entered her head to
disobey Doyle in any one way. He had
gaid, let it be a secret, and so it should be
one.

The next day was Sunday. Mrs. Adair
seldom went to church. She said it made
her back ache, and her head ache, and it
gave her cold, and that the doctors said it
was quite the worse place she could go to;
80, instead, she read a chapter of the bible
at home, and idled away the rest of the
morning. Lenore and Bonny always
went, wet or fine, and this Sunday was a
brilliant day. A really hot, summer day,
when one could apparently see the heat
rising from the ground like a quivering
mist. In church it was almost unbear-
able.

Bonny breathed a sigh of relief when
at last, after a general stir, doors were
thrown open, and people thronged the
isles, politely elbowing their way out as
quickly as possible. She caught a glimpse
of Doyle’s sisters, looking very dainty and
cool in Indian silks, with tulle bonnets on
their golden heads. Ffhe saw, too, that
they looked at her with some curiosity,
then looked at each other and smiled—
Bonny thought in a conceited way.

It was the fashion at South Bay to
promenade on the Esplanade after cburch.
Bonny always enjoyed sitting in the
shade, watching the people strut up and
down in their Sunday best. Ted Charteris
was waiting for them in the church porch
and together they went on to the parade.
Of course he sat next to Lenore, and very
soon forgot his future sister-in-law, who
sat idly watching the gaily dressed stream
of human beings passing backwards and
forwards, and looking all the time for a
tall man with a bronzed face and golden
brown hair, the one man in the world
who had power to make her heart beat
with agitated throbs, whose glance conld
bring the tell tale color to her cheeks.

TO BE CONTINUED.

TWO SETS OF RIBS.

A Toronto gentleman states in connec-
.tion with the story of the negro who calls
himself the “ Ruling King ” that such a
character was in the city giving exhibi-
tions a month or so ago. He was a negro
of uncertain age and could do remarkable
feats with his body, but so far as the gen-
tleman knows he did not lay claim to any
supernatural characteristics at the time.
He could make his heart beat apparently
on either side of his breast, but the most
startling fact about his construction was
his apparent possession of two sets of ribs,
one set embedded in the tissues behind
the other pair. By a peculiar chest ex-
pansion this negro could make his rear
set of ribs fall into position between the
outer ribs and thus produce an impene-
trable breastplate of bone.

Here his feats ended. He exhibited
none of the prodigious muscular strength
of the “ Ruling King,” and was content to
hustle for the nickels without any ro-
mance about his heavenly or eternal
qualities.

It has been suggested that the African
gentleman now claiming to be busy start-
ing the millennial era is a negro who used
to give similar entertainments in the
newspaper offices twenty years ago, but
who told no romances. The * Ruling
King ” is a man of uncertain age, but as
he talks of being in the American war, it
is quite likely that he is the same man
who was astonishing select audiences in
1872,

Revier 1N S1x Hours.—Distressing Kid-
ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six
hours by the “Great South American
Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a
great surprise and delight on account of
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain
in the bladder, kidneys, back and every
part of the urinary passages in male or
female. It relieves retention of water
and pain in passing it almost immediately.
If you want quick relief and cure this is
your remedy. For sale by W. Carten
and Alonzo Staples.

Q.—How did William Rufus get red
hair? A.—He caught it from his crown,
which was eighteen carat,
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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 suffering and crying with pain of
cutting teeth, send at or.ce and get a bottle
of “ Mrs. WinsLow’s SoorHING SYRUP”’ for
children teething. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about
it. It cures Diarrhcea, regulates the Stom-
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and
gives tone and energy to the whole system.
“Mgs. WinsLow’s SoorHING Syrup” for
children teething, is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States. Price twen-
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug-
gists throughout the world. Be sure and
ask for “Mgrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING
Syrup.”

IT WAS ALL RIGHT.

Mother (anxiously) —I am told that
your husband plays poker every night at
the club, plays for money, too.

Married Daughter — That’s all right.

He gives me all his winnings —

Mother — What? Do you —

Married Daughter — Mrs. Nextdoor

makes her husband give her his winnings,
too, and then she gives the money to me,
and I hand her what my husband won
from hers, and so we both have twice as
much money as we would get out of them
otherwise.

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

BREAKING EVENTS.

The Nurse — The great event is over,
sir, and your wife is getting on nicely.
o Strazilek1 — Dell me qvick — I'haf a bet
mit mein bardner — is it a poy ?

The Nurse — Well, to tell the truth, sir,
it's twins — a boy and a girl.

Strazilski — Vot a narrow esgape! I
lose on von und vin on de udder. I al-
vays vas luggy in bets.

A GRANVILLE TRIBUTE.

Mirs. Benj. Weatherspoon, of Granville,
N. 8., writes thus to The Hawker Medi-
cine Co: “I feel it my duty to tell you
what your wonderful medicine Hawker’s
Nerve and Stomach Tonic has done for
me. I was thoroughly broken down and
after using one bottle was completely re-
stored to health.” :

Hawker’s Nerve and Stomach Tonic is
a perfect blood and flesh builder, and
nerve and brain invigorator, as well asa
valuable aid to digestion. Price 50 cents
a bottle, 6 bottles $2 50. For sale by all
druggists and dealers. If you are weak
and run down try this great health re-
storer. :

Wig Maker — I assure you once. more,
madam, that nobody shall ever get it out
of me that you are wearing false hair.
My business is managed on the principal
of absolute secrecy. For instance, there’s
the lady of privy councillor Muller who
has worn false hair for the last twelve
months, and I have never breathed it to
a living soul.

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

New Editor—1I thought you were a
practical printer. Old Compositor —Iam.
New Editor — You’ve set up interrogation
points where there ought to be periods.
Old Compositor — But I thought all your
statements were questionable.

MANY A YOUNG MAN.

When from over-work, possibly assisted
by an inherited weakness, the health fails
and rest or medical treetment must be re-
sorted to, then no medicine can be em-
ployed with the same beneficial results as
Scott’s Emulsion.

Adjuncts.— Mrs. Nuwife — What would
you suggest we have for dinner, lovey, be-
sides that pie I'm going to make?

Mr. Nuwife (saddened by experience)—
A kit of miner’s tools.

Children love it. Hawker’s Tolu and
Wild Cherry Balsam. A Sure Cough
Cure.

Phipps really raved over the play Jast
evening. I don’t understand what he
could see about it to —— That-was just
it; the hat that was in front of him com-
pletely shut off his view.

The popular Cough Cure — Hawker’s
Tolu and Wild Cherry Balsam.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcrigt

A trustworthy, clean and ioteresting family news-
paper, free from sensational and objectivnable mat
ters, in both reading and advertising columns
offering to the educated and inteliigent public, the
most instructive and entertaining selection of news,
literary, politicul, financial, art, music and general
topics of the day and season,

Daily Evening Transoript;
No Bunday Edition.
Saturday Evening Transcript.

Bixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transoript-

Published Friday’s.

Address

ROSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,

324 Washington Btreet, Boston, Mass.

1831 THE CULTIVATOR 1894

Country : Gentleman,

THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKL1ES,

DEVOTED TO
Farm Crops and Processes,
Horticulture & Fruit Growing,
Live Stock and Dalirying,

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, and much attention is paid to
the Prospects of the Crops,as throwing light ug'n
one of the most important of all questions—When
to Buy and When to 8ell. It is liberally Illustrated
and by Recent nlargement, contains more reading
mater than ever before. The subscription price is
i3;‘2,60 per year, but we offer a Bpecial Reduction
our

Club Rates for 1894.

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4
Six Subscriptions do. do. |0

Ten Subscriptions do. do. |5

%" To all New Fubso ibers for 1894, paying in
advance now, we will send the pap r Weekly, from
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1894,
without charge. Bpecimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & 80@, Pablishers,
Albany, N, Y.

s

—

Watch Mi?ht

1f you are losing flesh your
system is drawing on your
latent strength. Something
is wrong. Take

Scott’s
Emulsion

the Creaia of Cod-liver Oil,
to give your system its need-
ed strength and restore your
healthy weight. Physicians,
the world over, endorse it.

Don't be deceived by Substitutes!

Scott & Bowne, Belleville, All Druggists, 50c. & 81

Sheet Zinc and Flour Sifters.

Oasks Bheet Zinc, 3 casks Flour Bifters (patent)
1 case | oosepin Butts assorted sizes.

12 boxes Family Boales, just right for this season

of the jesr.

1 oase Bled-shoe Bolts.

6 boxes Wrought iron Nuts.

4 cases Carpenter’s Planes

6 cases Barn Lanterns.

2 barrels Lantern Globes.

1 barrel 8trop and T Hinges.

24 doz. Sheet-iron Pans for cooking stoves.

3 doz. Tin Boiler:.

3 doz. Bteamers.
Just to hand

SHOVELS.

UST received £5 Bundles Steel Bhovels long and
hort handles.
e R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

VIGOR o~ MEN

Easlly, Quickly, Permanently Restored.

R.OHESTNUT & BONS.

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

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Butfalo, N.Y,

Wiley's ... EMULSION ...

ki O s

COD - LIVER - OIL.

Gives Best Results.

PRICE

Everywhere

JOHN M. WILEY,

Purest and Best Materials

used in Manufacture,
Best Value for the Money.

cts Readily taken by Children.

x No preparation equal to it

SOLD

|

The Best
Preparation
in the Market

For Building up the System.

Manufacturer

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

They wear lilxe Iron.,

For

First-class
Footwear,
Faultless

Fit and

Finest

Finish, in
Foremost
Fashions, at
Fairest
Figures,

Find

Granby Rubbers
and Overshoes.

ALL DEALERYS SELL THEM.

PLEs.

Any One Suffering from
Any Form of ¢ PILES,”

LIND, TCHING, or
LEEDING, PROTUDIXG

Can Find Relief and a
Lasting Cure.

Address C, H.
FREDERICTON.

Box 38.

by

Snow Shovels.

3
* Just to Hand.

N consequence of the heavy snow storms we order-
ed an extra 10 doz Bnow Bhovels. For sale low

R. CHESTNUT & BONS,

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumher, Gas Hitter,

TINSMITH,

WOULD inform the people of Freder
icton and vicinity that he has re
amed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE, .

where he is prepared to fill al oraers in —

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.
GEO. L. WILSON,

Barrister, Notary Fublic, etc.

Office next door bolow J, J. Weddalls

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

Farm _for Sale.

THE subscriber’'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 in good repair.
For further particulars apply to

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen Hotel.
F’'ton, April 9, 1892,

Steel__Snks.

(Just to Hand.)
Doz Bteel Binks, wont crack with hot water like
cast iron. Best made.
R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

THE AMERICAN

§ Do AR §§
Typewriter.

HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation

marks (71 in all) on full width paper, justlike a $100 instrument.

It is the first of its kind

ever offered at a popular price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made. It is not
a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of REAL Work,
machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least, as rapid as the pen, and has the

advantage of such simplicity, that it can be understood and mastered almost at a glance.
cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere,

marks, 71 in all.

the type direct.
Prints on flat surface.
Writing always in sight,

Corrections and insertions easily made.
Takes any width of paper or envelope

up to 8% inches.

Writes Capitals, emall letters, figures and

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

CACACI—HH—CACIAC

Built solid
order.

easily

Takes good

ACACIC—HH—ICTITAC

While not as rapid as the large

We

Easy to understand, learned in five
minutes, -
Weighs only tour pounds, most portable.

Compact, takes up but little room.

and simple, can’t get out of

Capital and lower-case keyboard alike,

mastered.

More ‘‘margin play ” for the small letters
which do most of the work.

letter press copies.

Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address, on receipt of price, $8.00,

in registered letter, money order or certified check.
answer all enquiries for further information.

We guarantee every machine and are glad to

A. S. MURRIRRATY,

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B

EHave Just Received

APE
~ I"“ l
- ] = -

A

McMURRAY & Co.

CAR LOAD

(R, N 158

WALL PAPERS,

And are now prepared to show the largest
stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian

—_—AND ——

American

Makes.

CALL and SEE th¥

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.

[=" Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great

Variety at the Lowest Prices.

No Agents.

McMurray & Co.




