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MY OLD RAG DOLL.

Last night I searclied the garret for a long- 
forgotten book,

As I pried and peered about down in a 
dusty nook

I found what made me all at once forget 
wlmt I was after,

And filled my eyes with springing tears, 
and stirred my voice to laughter.

And up I took it wonderingly, with cob
webs, dust and all,

And held it close against my heart—
My old rag doll.

Oh, dear forgotten childhood’s joy ! Oil, 
precious, long-lost treasure !

I cannot tell why such a pain was mingled 
with the pleasure ;

I cannot tell j’ust why the tears fell fast from 
eyes bent over

That dusty, dear old-fashioned thing—I 
only know I love her!

I only know that Polly in her little ragged 
shawl,

Is mine once more—is mine again—
My old rag doll.

Dear relic of my childhood—of that happy, 
happy time

When life meant play and sunshine, and 
every joy was mine ;

When care was all unknown to me, and 
very bright tomorrow

Was but an echo of today ! There rarely 
came a sorrow,

But when my fair horizon was stirred by 
sudden squall

There was naught that gave me comfort 
like

My old rag doll.
The old, familiar, dirty face, with features 

done in ink,
And the little faded ribon tied with many a 

childish prink ;
And the dusty plaid merino of the little 

time-worn gown,
And the tiny knitted stockings o’er the 

shoetops slipping down—
There on the garret floor I sat and brooded 

o’er them all,
And longed for that sweet childhood with 

> My old rag doll.
And though I am a wdraan with a woman’s 

work and care,
And though I look each morning for the 

silver in mp hair,
And all my golden childhood is but a happy 

dream,
Somehow today its perfect joys a little near

er seem,
Since I found her in the garret with the 

cobwebs, dust and all,
That dearest relic of the past,—

My old rag doll.
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CHAPTER VIII.
TIIE NEWSPAPER PARAGRAPH.

The discovery which Madge Pierre- 
point had made — that Gerald Hardinge, 
who had been so madly in love with her, 
and George Heriot, Sir Geoffry’s discarded 
son, were one and the same man — not 
merely rendered her more than ever de
sirous o( effecting a reconciliation between 
parent and child, but sent her thoughts 
wandering back to those old times, from 
dwelling on which she had hitherto suc
cessfully tried to preserve them.

In her reminiscences of the time passed 
at Wexeter, Philip Vane played no con
spicuous part. On her first arrival at 
Springside, Madge had been accustomed 
to think of her husband with feelings of 
horror for his misdeeds, and of affright 
lest he should again appear before her. 
As time wore on she made acquaintances 
in the new place of her sojourn, and bus
ied herself iirtheir society and in her em
ployment, so that her opportunities for 
self communion were few, and when her 
mind turned upon Philip Vane she found 
herself thinking of him as of a night
mare under which she had once suffered, 
and the influence of which had not en
tirely passed away.

But now, when in any such leisure mo- 
. mente as she could steal for herself (and 
they were but few, for with her return Sir 
Geoffry had resumed his old habits, and 
was eager as ever for her companionship) 
she sat musing over her life in Miss Cave’s 
lodgings, only one thought in connection 
with Philip Vane crossed her mind, and 
that was one of pity for any woman whom 
he might have married. For he must 
have married again; she had little doubt 
of that; he had hinted as much in their 
last interview. Well, what was ithat to 
her ? The idea did not cost her the small
est emotion of any kind. So that he kept 
clear of her, nothing that he did could 
have the slightest influence upon her, and 
she dismissed him from her thoughts as 
though he had never been.

But Gerald ? The sight of the sketch, 
and its association with the scene which 
he had painted, had brought about a re
currence of those feelings with which she 
used to regard him, softened and purified, 
perhaps, although, in good truth, there 
was little need for it, by time. She loved 
to think of him, bright and high-spirited, 
taking his work as though it was a pleas
ure, and ever ready to break off to do her 
some slight service, to give a drawing to 
Rose. Gerald’s honor had been a con
stant subject of laudatory talk, not un
mixed with astonishment, to his impe
cunious and somewat shifty companions. 
Poor as he was he had never been known 
to borrow a farthing, and generally man
aged to help those whose need was great
er than his own. So tenacious was he of 
his self respect, that it was with great dif
ficulty he was ever induced to enter a pub
lic house., Clever, brave—Madge remem
bered howon the occasion of a picnic, he 
had jumped into a lock on the Wex, and 
saved the life of a child which had fallen 
overboard from the boat—handsome and 
energetic, he had all the qualities which 
parents were usually so proud to see in 
their childred. What could have caused 
this severance between Sir Geoffry and 
his son? It must have been a bitter 
quarrel, and one which, Madge thought, 
as she scrutinised the old mao’s features, 
and marked the hard look in his eyes 
and the severe lines round his mouth, 
one which would be hard to heal.

When she at first heard of the state of 
affairs from the sufficiently reticent Cap
tain Cleethorpe, she had determined on 
doing her best to effect this reconciliation, 
but she hesitated now. Would it not be 
thought, when it camp to be discovered— 
as it would, as it must—that she and Sir 
Geoffry’s son were old acquaintances, that 
her motives were more open to a suspic
ion of selfishness, and that her exertions 
had really been made for the purpose of 
of bringing her old lover back to her feet?' 
Would Gerald not think so himself? He 
was generous she knew, but she also 
knew that he was rash and impulsive, 
and, from the glimpse of his behaviour at 
the mention of her name, which Rose’s 
letter had afforded her, she imagined 
that he still remynbered her abrupt de
sertion of him with bitterness. More
over, the mere fact of there having been 
any previous acquaintance between them, 
would render it doubly hard to deal with 
Sir Geoffry, who, notwithstrnding his un
doubted regard for her, was as wrong
headed and as likely to jump at false con
clusions as any of his neighbors.

It seemed as though she were destined 
to be self-reliant and self-contained 
through life. At each crisis of her career 
(and there had been times when, on the 
steps then taken, her whole future rested) 
she had always had to depend upon her 
own judgn ent, and in this last strait 
there was no one to whom she could ap
ply for counsel.

Captain Cleethorpe,always kind, always 
gentlemanly, and désirions of advancing 
her interests, was nevertheless unpractical 
and rather slow of comprehension. Mr. 
Drage, with the influence he had recently 
acquired over Sir Geoffry, would be the 
best man to aid her in her purpose, but 
he would then think that on the former 
occasion of her confidence with him, she 
had only told him half her story ; nor 
did she believe that he, good man though 
he was, would be particularly anxious to 
aid in introducing into the tatnily circle 
at Wheatcroft, a young man, who had 
onje been passionately devoted to the 
lady then acting as housekeeper there.

And that comprised her list of trust
worthy friend ; she had numerous ac
quaintances, pleasant people enough in 
their way, wishing her well, kind and 
neighborly towards her, but not people 
whom she could consult in any matter of 
business, much less intrust with an im
portant secret such as this. Madge felt 
that, in any other matter, Sir Geoffry 
himself would have been the best person 
to appeal to, and indeed, at one time she 
had made up her mind to tell him frank
ly of the discovery which she had made 
by means of the sketch, and of the cir
cumstances under which she had met 
his discarded son. But, on further 
thought, Madge determined to alter her 
plan of action, and resolved to sound Sir 
Geoffry before taking any definite steps.

An opportunity for so doing, came un
expectedly. One morning, Captain Clee
thorpe arrived at Wheatcroft earlier than 
usual. There were few days on which 
the captain failed to put in an appearance 
for a chat with Sir Geoffry, generally 
bringing with him the latest gossip from 
the club, or some Indian journal with 
news of perso ms or places known to the 
old general. But on this occasion, the 
breakfast things were still on the table 
when the captain was seen cantering up 
the avenue. Ordinarily, if his first en
quiry were not for Mrs. Pickering, he in
variably took an opportunity of seeing 
her on his way to Sir Geoffry’s sanctum ; 
but on this particular morning, though 
the door of her room was open, Captain 
Cleethorpe merely nodded to her, kindly, 
but hurriedly, and passed- on to the 
library. In the passing gldnce she thus 
had of him, Madge noticed that there was 
a worn and anxious look in his face, and 
that his manner was preoccupied. Sir 
Geoffry speedily joined the captain, and 
they were closeted together about an 
hour. In the conversation carried on be
tween them, their voices ran high, and it 
was evident that some matter of moment 
was under discussion. Madge, who had 
been rather frightened at these outward 
signs of a storm, was pleased, when the 
discussion was at end and the two gentle
men emerged from the study, to see them 
shake hands in their t$4ial friendly way 
at the hall door ; but Captain Clee'thorpe’s 
countenance still bore a distressed look, 
while Sir Geoffry was flushed and agitated.

When the door was dosed, add Captain 
Cleethorpe had riddeif%way, the general 
turned back into the house, and asked 
Madge to send him a glass of wine. 
There was something in her look which 
caused him to say :

“ You are surprised at such a request 
from me, Mrs. Pickering, and with good 
reason, seeing how utterly unused I am to 
touch anything before tiffin? But the 
fact is, I have been rather upset by the 
news which Cleethorpe brought me, and 
the conversation which it led up to.”- 
1 “No bad news concerning yonrelf,- I 
hop^Sir^Geoffrey ? ” asked Medge, vra’o 
was burning with curiosity to know what 
had occurred; having a faint idea that 
the Captain’s visit might have had some 
connection wfiJR Gerald.

“ No, not fn the least, neither concern- 
ine me nor you. Mrs. Pickering ; so for 
the matter of tMe!-don’t see’why I need 
have taken any interest irvdt. The fact 
is, that Cleethorpe, who-gWth'e best-heart
ed fellow in the wofltlp^s come to me 
about his servant Cooke,» tall, red-haired, 
well set-up man, most respectable in his 
position of life. Ttis-ÿooke has a son, 
who is an office lad with Drew & Dean, 
solicitors in the town, and it appears that 
of late he has fallen into bad company, 
neglected his duties, and was yesterday 
detected in some petty embezzlement.”

“How dreadful, for his "father!” said 
Madge, involuntarily.

“ Exactly,” said -Sir Geoffry, bitterly ; 
“ that’s just what I said to Cleethorpe. 
He came here in a highly nervous state, 
as you must have noticed, to try and en
list my sympathies for the youth. Drew 
& Dean, are, it appears, agents for my 
London solicitor, and the Captain had a 
notion that, if I were to plead with them 
for the boy, they might be induced to 
forego the prosecution upon which at 
present they have decided.”

“And did you consent to plead for the 
boy, Sir Geoffry ? ”

“ Most positively and decidedly not,” 
said the old man, promptly. “The youth 
lias committed a crime, let him take the 
consequence of it. Yes. I see you look 
horrified ; 1 have no doubt it is very, 
wrong, and I feel certain that if Mr 
Drage were here, he would endeavor to 
show me, etc. But in matters of this 
kipd, there is a touch of the pagan in me, 
and I hold to my text.”

“ But for the sake of the father ? ”
“Ah, there your woman’s wit divines 

what Cleethorpe had not the sharpness 
to perceive ; for the sake of the father, 
many persons might be induced to act as 
Cleethorpe asked, which is no more nor 
l^ss than of ‘ doing evil that good may 
come of it,’ but I say no. This man’s life 
has been for the last dozen years a hard 
struggle, during which he has had to 
deny himself not merely the comforts, 
but almost the necessaries of life, for the 
sake of rearing in respectability this boy, 
in the vain hope that he should find a 
comfort in him in his age. This hope is 
now blighted, the boy must expiate his 
crime ; the man must cauterize the wound 
which lias been made in his heart, and 
must place his affections on something 
else.”

“ Are you quite able to judge in such a 
matter, Sir Geoflrv ? ” asked Madge, look
ing at him earnestly. “ Recollect the re
lations between the two; recollect that 
you are recommending a father to sit in 
judgment on his son. If you were in 
that poor man’s place, could you—would 
you do the same ? ”

“ If I were in that man’s place, I could 
and I would,” said Sir Geoffry, .firmly.

And Madge knew her employer suffic
iently well to be certain that any attempt 
to plead Gerald’s cause, or any proposition 
for a reconciliation between him and his 
father, would be at that time ineffectual. 
Moreover, within a very short time of 
Captain Cleethorpe’s memorable visit to 
Wheatcroft, an event occurred which gave 
Madge but little time to devote to other 
people’s troubles, and induced her to con
centrate all her thoughts and energies on 
a subject with which, as she imagined, 
her happiness was intimately concerned.

As has previously been stated, it was 
Madge’s practice to read aloud to Sir 
Geoffry on such evenings as he did not 
go to the club, or entertain friends at

dinner, passages from books and journals 
with which Wheatcroft was always liber
ally supplied. The old general had had 
little time for reading in his youth, and 
the works of those authors who had 
come into vogue while he was in India, 
were perfectly fresh to him, and from 
many of them he received great delight. 
For home politics, for what was passing 
in the great world of London, he cared 
very little ; but he was always keenly 
alive to anything bearing on the service 
in which his life had been passed, and to 
all news from India. Sir Geoffry had 
very little sense of humor, and his favor
ite journals were remarkable for the cop
iousness of theirenformation, rather than 
for their wit; but probably nothing in the 
world had ever caused the general so 
much amusement, as to listen to Madge’s 
reckless pronunciation of the Ilindostanee 
words and Indian proper names with 
which her reading was studded. A hearty 
laugh during the whole course of his life 
had been almost unknown to him, and he 
was far too well bred to let any woman, 
whatever might be her position, have an 
idea that she was exposing herself to 
ridicule; but he suffered a martyrdom in 
repressing his smiles, more especially 
when Madge, trying, in order to please 
him, to get up a fictitious interest in the 
budget through which she was wading, 
would ask the meaning of some of the 
woids through which she had so abomin
ably mispronounced.

One evening, Sir Geoffry, who had ex
perienced rather an extra amount of en
joyment from Madge’s mistakes, hearing 
her voice suddenly break and stop, looked 
up, and was surprised to find that she had 
fallen back in her chair while still tightly 
clutching the newspaper which she had 
been reading. The old general jumped to 
his feet and hurried across the room, in
tending to summon assistance ; but before 
he could reach the bell, Mrs. Pickering 
had sufficiently recovered to sit up, and 
to beg him in a low tone to take no fnr-_ 
ther notice of her indisposition, which 
had almost passed away.

“Passed away ! ” echoed the General, 
taking her hand kindly between his own ; 
“an attack like that, under which you 
completely collapsed for a moment, does 
not pass away so quickly. I am afraid 
you have been over-exerting" yourself, my 
dear Mrs. Pickering, and that I have 
been over-exacting in my demands on 
your strength.”

She said, “ No,” that it was nothing be
yond a little faintness, which might have 
been caused by the heat of the room. 
She had not been well for the last few 
days ; but she was perfectly ready to go 
on reading.

This, however, Sir Geoffry would not 
hear of. She should certainly„knock off 
reading for the night, and he would ad
vise her to get to bed at once. He wished 
her good-night, and trusted she would 
not attempt to rise unless'she felt herself 
perfectly recovered the next morning.

“Very extraordinary man that,” said 
the old General, as he closed the door be
hind her; “never seems to eat anything 
and drinks as little as though she was a 
Scotch griff. It is perfectly plain to me 
that she wants more nourishment. I 
must get Budd to prescribe stimulants 
for her ; perhaps if they are ordered by 
him, she may be induced to take them. 
By the way, what was that very inter
esting paragraph she was reading when 
she was taken ill ? ” pursued Sir Geoffry, 
picking up the fallen newspaper, and 
looking at it through his double glass. 
“ Something about exchanges, I think— 
no, no, this was it,” and he read the fol
lowing paragraph :

“ We understand that Mrs. Bendixen, 
widow of Andreas Bendixen, Esq., late 
senior partner in the well known firm of 
Bendixen & Kaulbach, of Calcutta and 
Shanghai, is about to be married to Philip 
Vane, Esq., formerly of the army, but 
well known of late in the city in connect
ion with several successful financering 
operations. The marriage will take place 
at the beginning of next month. Our 
Indian readers will not need to be re
minded of the vast wealth amassed by 
Mr. Bendixen, a large portion of which 
was bequeathed to bis widow.”

“ Bendixen,” muttered the General to 
himself; “I recollect him in Calcutta ; a 
man of my own age, I should think. I 
didn’t know his wife ; I suppose he mar
ried after he came home. Philip Vane, 
known in the city ? I wonder if old Sam 
Irving knows anything about him ? ” 
Then the General sat down and tried to 
continue the perusal of the papers, but 
soon found himself dropping to sleep ; 
and after a good deal of nodding and 
starting; he went off to bed.

About an hour afterwards, when per
fect quiet reigned throughout the house- 
Madge opened the door of her bedroom, 
stole quietly down the staircase into the 
library, and possessed herself of the news
paper, with which she returned in the 
same stealthy manner. Once in her own 
room again, she lit a candle, threw a 
heavy cloak on the floor along the door, 
so that no chance rays might penetrate to 
the landing, and wrapping her dressing 
gown pound her, sat down to read.

So she was right in her supposition 
that her sudden illness had not deceived 
her, but it had been caused by what she 
had read. There it was plainly visible 
before her burning eyes, “Philip Vane, 
formerly of the army ; ” there could be no 
doubt about it. He must have either a 
high opinion of her power of endurance, 
or an utter contempt for her, when he 
could sanction the insertion of this para
graph ! She could understand the an
nouncement well enough when the cere
mony had been performed ; but to have 
it bruited about beforehand, when there 
was a chance of interference, was very 
unlike Philip Vane’s usual discretion. 
Ah, she had forgotten—she, the only one 
woman, except the bride, interested in 
the intended marriage, was also the only 
person acquainted with the fact— a rev
elation of which would render the mar
riage impossible, and her antagonism was 
apparently despised. Let Philip Vane 
have a care ; for if heVere about to take 
this step reliant on her tolerance, or de
fiant of her opposition, most assuredly he 
had miscalculated the depths of her re
sentment.

He should not be suffered to carry on 
matters thus, with a high hand, without 
her making some attempt to check him, 
that she was determined. The old defiant 
spirit which at one time had been in the 
habit of obtaining occasional dominion 
over her, seemed once more aroused, and 
she felt that it would be impossible for 
her to submit herself quietly to the insult 
thus brought under her notice. More
over, it was her duty to prevent this 
woman, whoever she might be, from be
ing thus sacrificed. Yes, she would act, 
and act at once.

What steps should she take ? She 
must have advice on this point, and for
tunately she was enabled to command it. 
Mr. Drage was acquainted with the fact 
of her former marriage, and to him she 
would appeal, telling him what news she 
had so strangely heand, and asking his 
advice as to what would be the best course 
for her to pursue. Thinking it over fur
ther, she admitted to herself that Mr. 
Drage’s counsel was only required on a 
lesser point. That she would make some 
move in the matter, that she would assert 
herself and not merely threaten, but 
carry out her vengeance if this marriage 
were proceeded with, she had determined. 
Anything that Mr. Drage might say iu

opposition to this decision, would be in 
vain; all she wanted of him was advice 
as to the best steps for her to take. Thus 
firmly resolved, Madge fell asleep and 
dreamed a pleasantMream.

The next morning, Mr. Drage was in 
his study, looking through some notes 
for a sermon which he intended to write, 
when Mrs. Pickering was announced. It 
was not unusual for Madge to call at the 
rectory to spend an hour with little Ber
tha, when lier duties took her into the 
town ; but Mr. Drage never saw her un- 
ex|>ectedly, or even heard her name men
tioned, without signs of painful emhar
assment. Accordingly, he advanced with 
flushing cheeks to greet his visitor.

“This is very kind of you, Mrs. Picker
ing,” said he, with outstretched ^hand ; 
“ you never forget your old charge ; I am 
sure she will be delighted to see you.”

“ I have not come to see her this morn
ing, Mr. Drage; my visit is entirely to 
yon.”

“Tome?”
“ Yes, you, and you alone of all people 

in the world, can give me the advice 
which I require.”

This exordium was anything but cal
culated to allay the fee tor’s perturbation.

“You recollect a conversation which 
we had some time since, Mr. Drage, a 
confession which I made to you?”

Mr. Drage bowed in acquiescence.
“ Last night I received information by 

the merest accident, through the medium 
of a newspaper paragraph, that my hus
band-----”

“ Was dead ! ” cried Mr. Drage, bending 
eagerly forward.”

“ Was going to be married again ! ” said 
Madge.

CHAPTER IX.
SPRET.E INJURIA FORMAS.

The revelation which Mrs. Entwistle 
made to Gerald Hardinge of the relation
ship in whifch she stood towards him, was 
as gratifying as it was unexpected. For 
not only was he fond of the woman to 
whom he owed his position in life, with 
that real affection which, springing from 
gratitude, is one of the purest of human 
passions, but, worldly philosopher as he 
was, he found in the announcement a balm 
for certain stings of conscience which had 
occasionly pricked him.

The fact was, that of late there had ris
en in Gerald Hardinge’s mind a doubt 
whether the easy and luxurious life he 
was then leading, provided for by one on 
whom he had no claim of kinship, was 
either an honorable or desirable one. It 
was all very wrell at fisrt, when the cir
cumstances were widely different. Then, 
smarting under a sense of degradation at 
his treatment by Madge Pierrepoint, he 
cared little what became of him; and 
when he found that the patron by whom 
his earliest pictures were bought, and to 
whom the London agent introduced him 
immediately on his arrival, was an old 
lady instead of an old gentleman, as he 
had been led to believe, he felt it matter
ed but little for whom he worked, so long 
as he received adequate remuneration. 
The use to which the money thus acquir
ed was to be put, varied according to his 
temperament. At one time he determin
ed to spend it searching for Madj^ and 
inducing her to reconsider her cruel de
termination ; at another, he would finally 
decide to abandon any further thought of 
his quondam sweetheart, and only hope 
that some day, seeing him in his glory, 
she might be able to form some idea of 
what she had lost by her treacherous con
duct.

TO BE CONTINUED.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth, 
send at once and get a bottle of “ Mrs. 
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup” for children 
teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it, 
mothers, there is no mistake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach 
and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation. Is 
pleasant to the taste. The prescription 
of one of the oldest and best female phy
sicians and nurses in the United States. 
Sold by all druggists throughout the 
world. 25cts per bottle. Bg sure and ask 
for “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup.”

The Ox : I see you’re getting down to 
your proper level. They sell you by the 
pound now, same as they do the rest of 
us.

The horse : That’s all right. They 
don’t work me up into imitation butter, 
and that’s more than you can say.

The season when catarrh is most trouble
some is now upon us. This irritating and 
troublesome disease yields at once to ti e 
marvellous power of Hawker’s catarrh 
cure, which will effect a complete cure in 
even the most obstinate cases.

Jedge, said the colored witness, I wish 
you please, sub, make that lawyer stop 
pesterin’ mo! But he has a right to 
question you. That may lie, jedge, but 
I’se got a kinder rattlin’ in my head, en’ 
ef he worry me.much fust t’ing you know 
I’ll tell de truth ’bout dis matter.

Piles! Piles! Itching Piles.

Symptoms — Moisture ; intense itching 
and stinging : most at night ; worse by 
scratch ing. If allowed 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 iu most places removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 25 
cents. Dr Swyne & Son, Philadelphia.

Twenty-five cents worth of Hawker’s 
catarrh cure may save you many dollars. 
It cures cold in the head instantly.

The Judge : I will sentence you to 30 
days in the workhouse and a bath.

Woeful Smithers : Say, Jedge, couldn’t 
you make it 60 widout de wash ?

Use Dr. Manning’s german remedy for 
pains and aches. It is the best pain kil
ler you can get.

Tommy : Do you say your prayers 
every night? Jimmy: Yep. Does your 
maw say hers? Yep. And does your 
paw ? Naw. Paw don’t need to. It’s 
almost day when he gits to bed.

AS OLD AS ANTIQUITY.
Either by acquired taint or hereditary 

those old foes scorfula and consumption, 
must be faced generation after generation ; 
but you may meet them with the odds in 
your favor by the help of Scott’s Emulsion.

Lady — Does your brother work ? Lit
tle Tom —Nope. Lady—He doesn’t 
work ? What does he do ? Little Tom- 
Just talks. He’s a lawyer.

Have you got “ the sniffles ? ” Haw
ker’s catarrh cure clears the head like 
magic.

Little Johnny — The teacher said today 
that we belong to the animal kingdom. 
Do you believe boys and girls are animals ? 
Little Ethel — Boys is. _

Coughing.
For all the ailments of Throat 

and Lungs there is no cure so 
quick and permanent as Scott’s 
Emulsion of Cod-liver Oil. It is 
palatable, easy on the most deli
cate stomach and effective.

Ejmujston
stimulates the appetite, aids the 
digestion of other foods, cures 
Coughs and Colds, Sore Throat, 
Bronchitis, and gives vital strength 
besides. It has no equal as nour
ishment for Babies and Children 
who do not thrive, and overcomes 

Any Condition of Wasting. 
Send for pamphlet on Scott's Emulsion.Free. 
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. & $1,

Wiley's... emulsion ...

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

Purest and Best Materials pr<ar._
used in Manufacture. IT reparation

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

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

PRICE
SOLD

Eyeryihers

The OLD SAYING

Throw Physic to the Dogs,

Will not apply to the 

Present Day.

A pleasant cure for coughs and colds, 
Hawker’s balsam.

ALONZO STAPLE!
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.

?

pisgf Physician’s prescriptions com

pounded with utmost care at all hours. 

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store.

1831 THE CULTIVATOR

Country : Gentleman.
THE BEST OF THE!!

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEVOTKD TO

Farm Crops and Processes,!

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying,

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol-, 
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter
inary Replies, Farm Questions und An.-wers, Fire
side Reading, Domestic Economy, and a summitry 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually complete, und much attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crops, as throwing light up u 
one of tQe most important of all questions—\\ hen 
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberally Illustrated 
and by Recent 1 «largement, contains move reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
82.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
iu our

Club Rates for 1895.

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. 10 

Ten Subscriptions do. do. 15

To all New Fubso ibers for 1895, pi) ing in 
advance now, ve will s*nd the pat" r VVeekh , from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishes,

Albany, N. Y.

Saws ! Saws !.
IrtAHE Diston’s Crosi’ Cut Baws, 1 case Oak 

V Well Buckets, 2 cases Oak Kegs, five and ten 
gallons each ; 3 boxes Boat Nails. 2 boxes Patent 

Door Hangers, 2.">0 have Refined Iron, 35 bundles 
Round Iron, 1 ha ret Cast Iron Fittings for steam 
or hot wate", 10 boxes Blenkhorn’s Axes: Just 
received at

R. CHESTNUT & 80S8.

JOHN M. WILEY, ManMfact"rei
196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

KEEP YOUR FEET DRY.
If you catch cold now it will 
hang on you all Summer.

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

THEY WEAR l IKE IRON.

x_.

Timothy Seed,

Red Clover do.

Long Late
Clover do,

Alsyke
Clover do,

fiST Write for Samples and Quotations.

A. F. RANDOLPH & SONS.
SEliD FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript
A trustworthy, clean and*interesting family news

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 
ters, in both reading and advertising columns 
offering to the e-iuc .ted and intelligent public, the 
most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 
literary, political, financial, art, music and general 
topics of the day and season.

Daily Evening Transcript-
No Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-
Published Friday’s

Address

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,
324 WasliingtonfcPtieet, Boston, Mass

BY RAIL.

OASES assorted Tinware
25 Stove Boilers, round and oval 

12 (tozen Sliet t Iron Ox en Pans 
25 “ Lumberman's Tin plates
25 ** one pint Tin Cups

\ 2 “ Luge Coffee Puts for camp use 
2 ** Tornado Oil Cans, 5 gallons each 

12 tr Tin Oil Cans, 1, 2, 3 and 5 gallons 
3 “ Enamelled Lined Scotch Bowls
6 “ “ “ Stove Boilers, No’s.

8 and 9.
3 ** Enamelled Lined Spiders
2 cases Granite Iron Ware, assorted 
6 Parafine Oil Tanks, 60 gallons each 
1 case Patent Flour Sifters.

And for sale byè
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

R. C. MACREDIE, .

-AND-

TINSMITH,

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

sumed business on Queen 
Street,

Opp. County Court House.

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

and Mechanical

BELL HANGING.
Speaking Tubes, etc.

SHOVELS.

6TXOZEN Long Handled Steel Shovels JU 10 barrels Portland Cement 
75 kegs Steel Wire Nails 
15 bundles Hay Wire,
25 kegs Steel Horse Shoes 
40 dozeu Narrow Axes 
3 cases Mortice Locks 
2 “ Mineral Knobs 
4 ** Wrought Iron Nuts 
1 case Rim Locks 
1 “ Loose Pin Bolts

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

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

Just to hand.
R. CHESTNUT & SONS

Lead Pipe.
Just Received :

epOILB LEAD PIPE, 2 barrels Pipe Fittings 
V in endless variety ; 1 box Globe Valves, 
Stop and Waste Cocks, Hose Bibbs and Brass Fit

tings ; 40,700 fact Plain Iron Pipe, 15 dozen Steel 
Snow rhovels, 4 boxes Mrs. Potts’ bad Irons ; and 
for sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

FactsJ Facts !
IT la false economy to refuse a good article and ac

cept a poor one because of the low price. All 
goods cost money to produce. The better the gooed 

the greater the cost. Tin re are certain prices b low 
which no good, honest materials can be bought. If 
you pay les-, you get loss, no use dodging the hot. 
We always t uy tile best and sell the best, we don’t 
believe in shoddy. \\ e have just received one cir- 
load of BTOVKB and we consider them TH k BUST 
in the market of their kind, and we invite the pub
lic to look them over if they are in want.

B. CUBBTfiUT & BOSS,

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

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

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

For further particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

. , Queen Hotel.
F’con, April 9, 1892.

Grand Remnant Sale
—OF-

WALL PAPER
-AT-

McMURRAY & Go’s.
----------COIMIlhÆBZbTCI^T®-

0KDAY NEXT. JAN.
—CONSISTING OF—

5,000
Quantities Fboh 3 Rolls

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

McMURRAY & Co.

It WILL

COME
—AND—

-WILL-

Enjoy it !

But you will 

Have to announce ^

The date.

Then when you 

do, have 
It Done Nicely.

WE TO

FIXE

1

We are prepared to do 
fine priij tin g of every 

description from a

CALLING CARD 

. 1 to a

THREE SHEET POSTER 

in several colors, and 

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.

m

Wedding -
INVITATIONS,
<

Tags,

Ball and.

Letter
V-

Headings,

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

ed cheaply yet in 
good order.

Haie it Done Attractive,
SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

11 m pi*
Fredericton, N. B;

f

^


