NEW BUSINESS NOTICE.

Thas “Mreamicnr ADVANCE” is published at Chat-
ham, Miramichi, N. B, every THURsDAY morning in
time for despatch by the earliest mails of that

“{tulonnomy address in Canada, or the Onited
States paid by the publisher) atowr
DoLtaR A YEAR, payable invariably in advance.

Advertisements, other than yearly or by the sea-
son are inserted at eight cents per line nonpareil,
for 1st insertion, and thres cents per line for
each contin uation.

Yearly, or season advertisements, are taker. at the
rate of $5 00 an inch per year. The matter, if

is secured by the year, or season, may be
mﬂl under t made therefor with
the blisher.

'hr‘lllnmr Apvaxcr® having 1ts large circus
Iation distributed principally in the Counties of
Kent, Northumberland, Gloucester and Restigouche,
New Brunswick and in Bonaventure and Gaspe,

in communities engaged n Lumber-

ienltural pnrsmAt;,doﬂen

or inducements to sdvertisers. ress

“lemor Miramichi Advance, Chatham, N. B
Th

ARBLE_WORKS.

Subscriber has removad D8 works to the
gtl:eu he is prepared to execute orders for

Chatham,

TABLETS &
CEMETRY
WORK.

and TABLE TOPgE
le and FINE STONE

MONUMEKTS,
HEAQ-
STONES.

arall also, COUNTER
'.:i ot.hyar miscelaneous marb!

'o;:" good stock of marble constantly on hand.

EDWARD BARRY.

M

The address slip pasted on the top of this page has a date’
on it, if the date of the paper is later than that on the slip
it is to remind the subscriber that he is taking the paper with
out paying for it. See Publisher’s announcement on éth Page.
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D. G. SMITH, EETOR & PROPRIETO®R
TERMS—8$1.00 a Year, in Advance

GENERAL BUSINESS.

K. & R. AXES
MADE WITH FIRTH'S BEST ALE STEEL

ESPECIALLY FOR US.
NONE BETTER.
100 DOZ. NOW IN STOCK.

KERR & ROBERTSON,

WHOLESATLE HARDWARE,
S0 JOH N N, B.

MIRAMICHI
MARBLE, FREESTONE AND  GRANIE
WORKS,

John H. Lawlor & Co.,

PROPRIETORS.

a good steck of Marhle
always on hand.

Monuments, Headstones, Tab-
lets, Mantels & Table-tops,
Garden Vases; Etc,, etc.

CUT STONE of all descriptions furnished to
rder

CHATHAM N. B.

For Salo or To Let.

The Dwelling House and premises situate on St
John Street, hgl the Town of Chatham, near the R. C*
Chapel, lately occlupi;d by Bt s.lumer, E;sqw

d ther particulars, apply
To e N ek
Barrister-at-Law, Chatham.
Dated at Chatham, 24*h March, 1891,

Robert Murray,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Notary Pub ic, Insurance .Agent,

ETC’ ETC., ETC.
OEATEAM N B

G. B. FRASER,

ATTORNEY & BARRISTER NOTARY PUBLIC | yjosEPH M. RUDDOCK,

AGENT FOR THE
WORTEH BRITISHE

e

MEROANTILE FIRE INSURANCE COMPANY.

Warren C. Winslow.
BARRISTER
A.T'I‘OBNEY—A.T-LA.W

olicitor ot Bank of Montreal,
CHATHAM N. B

Important Notice !

Just entered at Custom Houses, Chatham and Newecastle, direct

from Great Britain, marked J, D. C. per SS. Demara from London;

SS. Assyrian from Glasgow; SS. Sardinian from Liverpool.

[I3 BALES AND PACKAGES OF MDSE FOR OUR FALL TRADE

Comprising 200 dozen Perrin’s Eglantine, Bretagne and Suade Kid

Gloves—special to our order from Grenoble, France—every pair guar-
anteed, 217 pieces of the latest designs in Fall Dress Materials, Shaded
and Shot Silks, Surahs and Velvets, the latest conceit in style, Ladies’
Coats, Mantles, Jackets, Fur Garments, Hosiery and Underwear, Cloths,
Clothing. General Domestic Drapery and Fall Dry Goods of every
description.

Carpets, Blankets, Window Hangings, Floor 0il-Cloths, &e., all

personally selected for prompt cash and suited for a first-class city trade,
which we venture to hope will soon be in order for the enterprising new
cities of the beautiful Micamichi river, Chatham and Newcastle,

Respectfully soliciting an inspection of our stock, which for volume,

variety and style cannet be excelled on this side of Montreal.

Get 3amples for Comparison.

Prices Lower than at any other place.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

J. D. CREAGHAN, CHATHAM & NEWCASTLE

Miramichi Foundry,

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS,

CHATHAM, N. B.

PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery of all kinds;

Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete.

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACIHINES, CAST-

INGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS,

IRON PIPE, VALVES AND FITTINGS

OF ALL KINDS.

TIN SHOP. DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISEED ON APPLICATION.

As IThave new on hand a larger and better
assortmens of goods than ever before, comprising

Japanned, Stamped
1

AN
Plain Tinware,

would invite those atout to purchase, to call and
t before buyiug elsewhere, as [ am now
selling below former prices for cash

The Peerless Creamer,

ROCHESTER LAMP,
SUCCESS OIL STOVE,

Algo s nice

of ———

PARLOR & COOKING STOVES
—— —WITH

PATENT TELESCOPIC OVEN.
the llnh:‘f of which can be taken out for cleaning,

therby deing away with the removing of pipe or
oven as is the trouble with other stoves.

A. C. McLean.

ATTENTION !

GREAT REDUCTION
IN PRICES,

DRY GOODS & GROGERIES

LOWER THAN EVER

AT

F. W. RUSSELS,

BLACK BOOOK.
ENGINE & BOILER FOR SALE.

1 25 Horse Power Portable Engine and Beiler in
gow order and ready for work. For information as
to price and terms, apply to

GEORGE STOTHART,
Chatham, N B

DRS. G. J. & H. SPROUL
SURGEON D_IBNTISTS.

Teeth extracted without pain by the use
Nitrous Oxide Gas or other Anmsthztics, .

Artificial Teeth setin Gold, Rubber & Celluloid
Special sttention given to the preservation and
regulating of the natural teeth.

Also Crown and Bridge work. All work
guaranteed in every respect,

Office in Chatham, Bexson Brock. Telephone
No. 53.

In Newcastle, opposite Square, over J. G
Kxraros' Barber shop. Telephone No. 6

FOR SALE.

Horses, Harners, Waggens and cart for sale For
o ly to
i F. W. RUSSELL,
Black Brook

MUSICAL INSTRUCTION

ON:
Piano and Pipe Organ.

Miss Carter, organist of 8t. Luke’s Church, Cha.
bam (Graduate of the Toronto College of Music) is
prepared to receive pupils for instruftion 'in the
wbove, in and advanced grades.

Terms on agpioldou at the residence of E. A.
Btrang, Esq., Duke Street, Chatham,

FALL STOCK !

GOMPLETE IN ALL DEPARTMNETS.

1
N

——EFULL LINES OF—

Dry Goods,

Grroceries,
Provisions,

Boots and Shoes,

| Hoslery,
Dress Goods,

IHaberdashery,

Carpets,
: Cutlery,
Hats,

Caps,
ete., etc.

HARDWARE.
Wholesale & Retaill.

|

J. B. SNOWBALL, GHATHAM.

Riramichi_Ddeance.

CHATHAM, N. B., - NOVEMBER 16, 1893.

TOM’S THANKSGIVING.

When the congregation sang the
grand chorus of “Praise God from
whom all blessings flow.” at the
close of the Thanksgiving service,
Farmer Ashford feltthat he had
very much to be thankful for. He
was “warm’” in this world’s goods,
and a big farm, sleek herds, fat
granaties and money at interest
made him notable among the rural
folk of his native village. Yet even
his wholesome piety could not with-
hold a deep sigh as his eyes scanned
the empty places in the family pew.
There were his son Will and his
handsome wife, who had come
home for the great feast of the year.

Will had been prosperous in the
great city and was all that a father’s
heart could wish—upright, highly
honored as man and merchant and
on the road to riches. There was
his adopted daughter Kate, a dis-
tant relative by blocd, who made
him and his wife almost forget that
they had buried all their own girls.
But the partner of his joys and sor-
rows for 45 years was at home
feeble from a terrible attack of ill-
ness, half blind and almost bedrid-
den. This Thanksgiving day
would be the first time she would
have sat at the table for six months.
The deep sore place, however, was
the thought of Tom, the son, who
had been away for ten years, a
wanderer on the face of the earth.
“Well,” said the farmer as they
jogued home, “do you know it’s
mor'n five years gone since we've
had a line from your brother,
though I try to think he is still livin.
Tom, though wild an onsteady, had
a warm heart, an ’pears to me he
would a-written to his mother,
who’s been pinin for him so long.
I tell ye, Will, twas less that fever
which left your mother so poorly
than her heart sickness for Tom,
dear soul. Oh, why did he ever
leave a good home ?”

Will had the cheerful optimism
which so often goes with an easy
life, and then, too, he was anxious
to comfort the old man:

“Don’t feel that way about it,
father, Tom will turn up all right
vet, and he’ll burst in on you some
day as lively as a cricket. There
never was a fellow better able to
take care of himself than Tom, if
he was a little wayward. He
always did like to do the most odd
and unexpected things. Why, do
you know, there was the captain of
one of the ships who was swept
overboard in a gale and thought t«-
be lost for seven years. He was
picked up at sea, and the ship
which rescued him was wrecked in
the south Pacific. The things he
went through before he got home
would almost make your hair stand
up. And the romance was, he
returned just in time to stop his
wife marrying another man—
pretty nearly an Enoch Arden
business.”

“Well, well” said the farmer, “I
wish we could make mother think
as you do,” shaking his gray head
sadly. “Thanksgivin always opens
up the old wound freshernever. I
sometimes almost hate to have the
plate and the cheer all set there
with nuthin but empty air in ’em,
but she will have it so.”

Kate had listened to these words
with ‘a throbbing heart. She
scarcely attended to the lively
chatter of her companion on the
back seat. She could have told
themn something which she fancied
might have shed a little light on
Tom’s sudden departure from kome
leng ago, but she was not quite sure,
and she had always recoiled,
too, with a maidenly shame from
speaking of such guesswork.

Tom had been the Benjamin of
the family, born ten years after
Will and when he was growing up
to manhood the elder brother was
plodding toward success in the big
city. Three girl children had been
swept away ultimately, and Kate
Sanhorn had grown up in the
family to fill a daughter's place
to the old people and that
of a sister to Tom. She was a
lovely girl of 17, the belle of the
countryside, at the time of Tom’s
abrupt leavetaking. She could
never forget what happened that
day. They had just returned from
the picnie, to which she had been
escorted by Seth Warner, who
owned the adjacent farin. Tom
said to her under the apple trees,
with a choking voice: “Kate, 1
hope you have chosen wisely, and
that you'll be very happy. But
you know I never liked him. I
may be wrong though. But don’t
keep it from father and mother.
As for me”—and the boy (he was
scarcely 20) turned away with a
grinding of his teeth and a catch of
the breath and strode toward the
bharn to finish up the evening
chores. The bewildered girl was
completely in the dark at these
words, and there was no chance to
ask for an explanation. Before
morning, Tom, who had sat silently
with a gloomy face and kissed his
mother over and over with unusual
tenderness for good night, had gone
away like a thief in the dark. It
had corne to Kate afterwards that
Tom had loved her with something
more than a brother’s love, and in
the light of that revelation her
innocent heart uncaged its own shy
secret. How could she even hint
the fancy and the wretched blun-
der it bred to those she so dearly
loved, whom it had perhaps be-
reaved of a son? She could only
grieve in secret.

Will, to divert his father’s mind
from a distressing subject, turned
to Kate and said laughingly:

«I suppose Seth Warner will be
at the house to-night. When are

you going to reward that poor
fellow for his devotion? A squire
faithful for a dozen years deserves
some reward in these fickle times.
I call that true love.”

“Yes,” said the farmer, “Seth has
served for Kate almost as long as
Jacob did for Rachel. He's one
of the best young men in the
village. I dunno what the church
would do without him A goed
farm, plenty of money, a kind
heart, an improvin conversation.
Kate couldn’t do better if she ever
wants to change her home, and
then it would be for only a stone’s
throw.”

“Father Ashford,” said Kate in a
low voice, with her pale cheek
burning red and almost angrily,
“when I leave you ’twill never he
to marry Seth Warner. He is too
good for poor me.”

#“Kate I won't have you satiriz-
ing Mr. Warner. You know he's
a great fridud of mine, and how
much I enjoy his pious words in
season and out of season. Why
he exhorts as much in private as
Parson Bates does in .the pulpit,”
said young Mrs. Ashford mis-
chievously.

The farmer glanced reproof at
his daughter-in-law, for he did not
like to have his favorite ridiculed,
but now they had driven to the
front door of the spaeivus farm-
house, and the keen eyes of the
old man noted a strange figure
standing at the parlor window.
The hired man, Gideon, came run-
ning out te take the horses, full of
excitement.

“What d’ye think, Mr. Ashford,”
the words tumbling from his
mouth, “there’s a man here with
news about our Tom ?” Gideon had
worked on the Ashford farm since
he was a boy and felt himself a
member of the family.

The scene that met them in the
parlor was indeed a surprise. Old
Mrs. Ashford, whom they had left
tucked up in an easy chair (she had
insisted that they should all go to
church and thatv Jane Maxey, their
neighbor, who was helping in the
kitchen, would look out for her),
was standing on her feet trembling
with eagerness. IHer eyes, that
could scarcely see, were bent on the
stranger with wide open, pitiful
intentness,

Oh, father, father! Tom is
alive and may come home at any
time. Thisis a gentleman from
the west and a friend of his, Mr.—
Mr—I dido’t quite catch the
name.”

“John Bowker, ma’am, is my
name, at your service,” said the
newcomer in a hoarse voice; per-
haps it was huskiness. And then
all plied him eagerly with~ ques-
tions. While the stranger’s an-
swers were apparently frank, Will,
shrewd man of the world that he
was, fancied a note of confusion in
the words. .

Could it be Tom himself mas-
querading ? But,no. This was a
stalwart giant, bigger than Tom’s
young promise. The shock of
black lccks lay low on the brow,
and the bushy beard grew to the
very eyes. And there was no
cadence of the past lurking in the
tones, so often the surest of detec-
tives.

Mr. John Bowker said he had
known Tom well in the mining
regions ; had seen him indeed only
two months ago in British Colum-
bia. Tom was heartily homesick
and had set his will on eating his
next Thanksgiving dinner at
home. “Seeing as now, ma’am,”
addressing bimself to the old lady,
who devoured every word, “he
knew I was a lonely body, and that
I was going back to God’s country
about the same time he says to me,
says Tom : ‘John Bowker, you must
eat your Thanksgiving turkey
with me and my folks. And ifI
ain’t there they’ll welcome you for
my sake.”

“An ten times welcome you are
for Tom’s sake, though he hain’t
here yet, for you bring blessed
news,” said the farmer, shaking the
other’s hand over and over.

Kate, burning with curiosity,
flitted in and out of the room, for
the culinary mysteries of a rural
Thanksgiving are too sacred to be
tampered with. Almost to the last
moment the Thanksgiving house-
wife ministers in person at the
altars where steam the fumes of
savory victims. Poor Kate had
been sadly divided between the
voice of the stranger and the claims
of the huge turkey sputtering on
the spit before the fire. At last
everything was ready, and she dart-
ed to her room to chauge her gown.

Who does not recail the homely
glories of a country Thanksgiving
feast—the golden brown turkey
proudly lying in state and reeking
with the most delicious odors;
the roast ducks bursting with their
own fatness, as if eager to be
eaten ; the chicken pasty, within
whose ample bowels the most de-
licious tidbits quiver in their own
jelly ; the luscious home cured ham,
checkered with islands of pepper
and spice ; the splendors of puinp-
kin pie, yellow as gold and piquant
with a flavor which Apicius would
have loved, and the mine of minced
dainties hidden beneath a flaky
crust! These have been embalmed
in song and story, entombed in
countless memories and countless
stomachs. Bottles of cider flanked
the profusion of good things on
Farmer Ashford’s table. Will had
brought down a case of champagne,
but his father shook his head and
said, I tell ye, son, these Frenchi-
fied things ain’t half as good as my
old Newtown pippin cider.”

As they stood around the smok-
ing feast the old man said to the
guest: “That place to my right
always remains empty for Tom.
Would he were now hece to fill it,
and mebbe he will before long.”

The stranger looked about the
table at each one, longest at the
mother of the house. He was
trembling like alittle child. With
a mighty voice struggling with its
sobs he exclaimed :

“T'hen let it be no longer empty,”
and tearing off the shock wig from
his head, “Mother, father, Kate,
Will, don’t you know me? I'm
home again, thank God !”

One may well dropa veil over
the scene. We suspect the turkey
got a little cold, but what mattered
that, for there are feasts of the
heart richer than any food fer the
body. Yetlater on Father Ashford
did confide to Tom: “This farm
has fattened many a fine bird, bat I
do think I never raised so tasty a
gobbler before. That there turkey
couldn’t a’ been beat] on the presi-
dent’s own table.”

After dinner Tom sat for a long
time by his mother’s chair, she
folding his hand as if he were a
baby, he telling them about life a
the wild west, Oftena look of
pain crossed his brow, and many a
thing he touched lightly. At least
so Will's wife fancied. That astute
lady whispered to her spouse, “I'm
sure there’s something between my
new found brother and Kate.”
“D’ye think so 2’ with a lift of his
eyebrows. “One can see it with
half an eye, you goose!” and Mrs.
Will crossed the room.

“Dear mother,” said she, “you’re
just tired to death with excitement
and need-rest.” This was indeed
true, though the thirst of that
maternal heart craved still deeper
drafts of Tom, and the latter carried
her up faintly protesting, to her
own room in his strong arms. The
same diplomat beguiled the father
away, and Tom and Kate were left
to themselves.

“Kate you're handsomer than
ever, though I usel to think you
the prettiest girl in the place,” and
the suffused cheeks and brilliant
eyes justified Tom’s opinion. “I
choke here in the house. Come
out under the apple trees.”

“Kate” as they stood under the
bare limbs, “d’ye remember ’twas
here I said almost my last words to
you, mad boy that I was? Why
didn’t you marry Seth ?”

“Because I never cared for him.”

“Never ?” said Tom he declared
to me that you and he were plight-
ed lovers, and that you didn’t wish
father and mother to know it at
present—that he was breaking
promise to tell even me.”

“It was false, false,” she said, with
indignation, “How could such a
thing be true when I—I"—Dbreak-
ing down and her eyes falling be-
fore the intense questioning of his
own.

“My God, is it—can it be?’
Kate’s figure trembled with a silent
assent, and he lifted her from her
feetand kissed her again and again
on the cheeks and lips. “And I
have lost years of precious life and
love fror that knave's wicked lie !”

“But Kate, my darling, I ought
to have told you all about mysclf
first, for I have not been a good
man. I came out to confess to you
what I could never tell that old
sweet saint and my dear father.
Hear me and judge me!

“I went west to the mining reg-
ions and plunged into any evil that
could drug memory, wandering
from one camp to another, with
various luck. Often plucked by
the ruffians that swarmed thick as
August flies, I finally grew as great
a blackguard as any of them.” He
felt the shudder of the woman he
held in his arms, but went bravely
on. “I wasashamed to write often,
and so my letters got few and few-
er. Islid into the tricks of the
gambler who plays for bread, for it
meant a heap less bone ache to hunt
the precious stuff atop than below
the ground, It was like strong
drink or the rotting of a ripe melon.
It wormed so deep into the grain
that I never thought what I was
till I got a letter from home.

“One night T was matched against
another nighthawk who preyed on
the camp. The stake was large,
and at last 1 swept the pile. My
opponent clapped a swift hand on
his pistol butt. But I was too
quick for him. 'Twas my life or
his. Ishot to kill ; but, thank God
the wound was not mortal. Half
mad with terror, I fled from the
accursed place and took the trail for
the States. After that, Kate, 1
dared not write home.” Towm could
not see her averted face, but could
feel the thrill of her beating heart.

“When I reached California, I en-
listed in the army, and it has made
a man of me. I might have got a
commission, but I ycarned for home
and for you, dear, though I vowed
no one should hear from me till I
had fully earned the name of an
honest man again.”

There was silence. Tow’s face
was pale and strained. The wait
was the suspense of one standing
for sentence. That sentence quickly
came. It was an arm thrown
about his neck and a long kiss of
perfect love and trust laid on his
lips.

The visit of Seth Warner that
night, who entered familiarly, not
noticing a stranger at first, brought
them an unctuous smile to oil the
greeting, which improved the oc-
casion :

“I trust that all are duly thank-
ful for the blessin’s of the year.”

“God has been very good to us,”
said the farmer. “He has brought
Tom back. He’s your old school-
mate, Seth.” The man turned pale
as Tom advanced, fascinated by the
glittter of an eye which held him
like that of a rattlesnake.

“What ! not shake hands with an
old friend ? Let me introduce you
then, in a new character,” said
Tom. “Look on him, all of you.
This is the lying cheat who nearly
ruined my life,” and he told the

story, detaining Seth with an iron
grip till ke had finished. Then he
opened the door, and the hypocrite
slunk away like a whipped dog.

“And see, father, wmother,” Tow
continued, with his arm curled
around Kate's waist, “here’s one
who has promised to be doubly
your daughter.”

The stars of Novemer never
breathed their silent benediction on
a happier rooftree than the Ashford
homestead on that Thankegiving
night.

ea——

G;ners.l News and Notes.

The New York San says the bat:le
agaiust a robber tariff is not yet won.

Hon Justice Taschereau, of thz Supreme
Cuurt, died at Quebee last Thursday.

Rurumarism Curep 1N & Day :—Sonth
Amernican Cuare for Raeumatism and Neu
ralgia radically cures in 1 to 3 days. Ita
acticn apon the system is remarkable and
mysterious, It rewnoves at once the caase
and the disease immediately disappears,
The first dose greatly benetits, 75 ceuts,
Warrauted by J. Pallen & Soo.

Mis. Margaret M:Laren died near Lon don,
Oat., on 9 h i st, aged 103 years.

Francis Parkman, the eminent historian,
died at his home near Boston on 9.h inst.

A Wonderful desh Producer

This is the ittle given to Scoits Hmul
sion of Cod Liver Oil by many thousavds
who have takeyit, It notonly gives flcsh
and strengrh b virtua of its own nutritious
properties, but creates an appetite for food,
Use it and try your weight. Scott's Emul
sion is perfectly palatable. Sold by all
Druggists, at 50c and $1.00

The New York Times intimates that the
big armored cruiser New York has been
badly coustructed and is unstable.

It is said thenew U, S. tanff bill will put
a duty on crude and refined sugar, as well as
increase the duty on whiskey.

Irci, oo human or animale, cured in 30
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion.
Wa rianted J. Puollen, & Son.

Franecis Weeks, the convicted New York
embezzler, has been taken to Sing Sing
prison to scrve his 10 years’ sentence.

Excrisn SpavIN LINIMENT removes all
hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blemishes
from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs, Splints,
Ring Bone, Sweeney, Stifles, Sprains, Sore
and Swollen Throat, Coughe, ete. Save $50
by use of one bottle, Warranted the most
wonderful Blemish Cure ever known.  War-
ranted by J. Pallen & Son.

The Eoglish jockey, Rowell, was thrown
in a burdle race at Auteuil, near Paris, l1st
Thursday, and soon afterwards died of his
injuries.

SHINGLE W0OD!

THE SUBSCRIBER

WISHES TO PURCHASE

a large quantiry of cedar shinge wood at the
Fuactory Chatham

JOHN McDONALD.

March 23rd, 1803,

COFFINS & CASKET®

— N —

Rosewood, Walnut, etc.,

Coffin findings and Rohes supplied at the very lowest
ates.  Pail Bearers’ outfit furnished. ¢

James Hackett, Undertak er
CHATILAM, N. B.

LONDON HOUSE

IIOUSEKEEPERS WHO WANT

A (GO0OD, RELIABLE FLOUR

TRY THE FOLLOWING BRANDS.

“Crown of Gold”
“Queen City”
“Neva”
“Monarch”
THE BEST IN THE MARKET.
R. HOCKEN.

LESS THAN $1

is the cost per week to use the

MICROBE KILLER.

The one Great Cause of its popularity is
that it makes no uufounded
pretensions, but

Performs all that is claimed for
it. By its use you not only

Treat
Treat
Treat
Treat
Treat
Treat

but cure Catarrh,

and cure Asthma,

and cure Rheumatiam,

and cure Bronchitis,

and cure Lung Troubles,

aud cure Skin Diseases,

Treat and cure Nervous Disorders,

Treat and cure Rectal Ailments,

But treat and cure all forms of chronic
digease when all else has failed.

Do not wait until too late,

For sale at all chemists.
Advice free from Head Office.

. WM. RADAM, MICROBE KILLER CO. 1T0.
120 King Street, Toronto, Ount.

E. Lee Street, Druggist, Newcastle N.
B., Agent.

HOUSE TO RENT.

A Furnished house in a good locality in Chatham.
Rent moderate, Possession given Ist November.
For further information apply at this office.

IMPROVED PREMISES

PR ¢ [m—

Just arrived and on Sale at

Roger Flanagan's

Garden, and Field Seeds,
Choice Timothy Seed, and Wheat,
Wall Papers, Window Shades,
Dry Goods,
Ready Made, Clothing,
Gents’ Furnishings
Hats, Caps
Boots, Shoes &ec. &e.
Also a choice lot of

GROCERIES & PROVISIONS.

R. FLANAGAN,

ST, JOHN STREET & WATER STREET.

J.C. RISTEEN & GO

| g
| %

v s

MANUFACTURERS

Doors, Sashcs,
Elinds & Mouldings,
Flooring, Sheathing
FUSSEE R W SR
KLL KIN3S CF STOCK FOR BUILDING.
ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON

APPLICATION

——— ALY - ——
SUPPLY SCHUCL CHURCH FURRITURE.
J. €, BISTEEN & Co.

No. 2, Queen &t,, Fredericton,

ALVE)%.: D;!ACKrH(JNON, :
WATER ST, CHATHAM.

Iam now prepared to offer my customers and the
public gencerally, goouds at

REDUCED PRICES

in the foliowing liues, viz 1 —

Mixed Candy, Nuts, Grapes, Lemons
Rasing, Currants, Citron and Lemon
Peel, Flavoring Extracts and Pure
tpices, and othor Groceries,

ALSO— —

A nice line of
gift cups & saucers,

Lamps, and a General
assortment of

Giass and Earthenware &c.

ALEX. MCKINNON,

December 13th 1892,

W00D-G00DS.

WE MANUFACTURE AND HAVE

FOR SALE

Mugs,

Laths,

Pailings,

Box-Shooks,

Barrel Heading,

Matched Flooring,

Matched Sheathing,

Dimensioned Lumber,

Sawn Spruce  Shingles.

THON. W. FLETT,

NELSON.

Z. TINGLEY,

HAIRDRESSER, ETC.,

HAS REMOVED

e = R B

SHAVING PARLOR

Benson Building
Water Street, - Chatham.
He will also keep a firsteclass stock of
Cigars, Tobaccos, Pipes,
Smnkers’ Goods generally.

F. 0. PETTERSON,

Merchant Tailor

(Next door to the Store of J. B. Snowball, Esq
CHATHAM N, B.
All Kinds of Cloths,

suits or single Garments.
pection of which is respectfully invited.

F. O.PETTERSON.

- QG

:ff[W‘LD CHERR)}\;
«\f COUGH SYRUP 1 |
\ Extract of Wildo(rﬁjé;]re)% it

Guaranteed to give satisfaction
or money cheerfully refunded.

PRICE. 25 CTS. PER BOTTLE,

Perfectly safe for the youngest iufunt,

Remember it is sold on a
guarantee

A G ) PR

MEZDICAL HALL.
: -

J.D. 2, i

1

» MACKENZIE.

n. 11 139

make good work
plate, cleaners, emer
tire proof.
9-21-93
W. MORICE & €O
: sackville Co. Westmoreland N. B
May 20 1803 ~ e

> e
o -

DERAVIN & CO
COMMISSION MERCHANTS.
S LR DR-W. T.

Cable £ddress: Deravin,

LEON, DERAVIN, Consular Agent for France,




