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DON’T QUARREL WITH THE PAST.

Don’t pick a quarrel with the past,
My friend, whate’er you do.

Do not annoy it ; let it be,
And it won’t trouble you.

But if you plague it long enough, 
Sometime you’ll stand aghast

To see how ’twill avenge itself,
Don’t quarrel with the past.

Don’t pick a quarrel with the past,
My friend, but go your way ;

And if you must a quarrel have,
Come, quarrel with to-day ;

To-day is nearer to your size,
The past, a monster vast,

Invulnerable, and all untamed,
Don’t quarrel with the past.

Don’t pick a quarrel with the past,
My friend, for if you knew,

The past has other foes enough .
To fight and so have you.

But if you willfully persist,
You'll surely be out-classed,

And all your other foes will laugh,
Don’t quarrel with the past.
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CHAPTER VI.
CONTINUED.

“ She won’t leave, Muriel, while your 
uncle encourages her to remain. I think 
I am going myself, dear. Hush ! listen to 
my plan. I am thinking of hunting up 
her history—seeing what her character 
really is, and finding out what I can of 
h or past life. Do you know her address ? ”

“ I don’t. Does she ever write to them 
at her home. Morris was remarking, only 
the other day, that Miss Curtis never got 
a letter. I do not believe, auntie, that 
anyone could care for her. Morris hates 
her very name.”

“ Aye, we have reason to hate at Seville 
Towers. I feel sure there must be some 
hidden secret in her past that would set 
Lennox against her. I remember even he 
was amazed at her regret that he had 
done so much for her mother, but he for
gets that now. Oh, Muriel, my heart is 
broken. You must be a guardian to my 
children while I am gone.”

“ Auntie, I cannot hear of your going 
away. It is too dreadful. I will go, but 
first I will see uncle, and summon up 
courage to exhort him to throw off his 
mad infatuation. I will seek him now.”

Mrs. Seville sat so long alone, and her 
suspense at the result of Muriel’s errand 
was so great, that it seemed to her as if 
hours must have passed. Then the door 
opened.

“ All alone, Lottie?” said her husband, 
for he it was who had joined her ; “ you 
must be dull, dear. Will you have a 
chocolate, before I give them over to the 
children ? ”

She took one because he offered it; 
then he rang for lights to be brought in, 
and sat down to his newspaper. Though 
he was really no company, she was most 
grateful that he remained quietly with 
her ; it was more like old times. And he 
did not even seem restless.

“ By-the-bye, Lottie,” he said, after an 
hour had passed," Miss Curtis has decided 
to leave. She resents your dislike to her, 
and returns to her mother tomorrow.”

In a glad revulsion of feeling, which, in 
its unexpected suddenness, almost over
whelmed her with ecstasy, Mrs. Seville 
rose, and going to her husband would 
have kissed him, but with an action that 
bespoke loathing, he pushed her away. 
His expression escaped her, though she 
had to bend to his refusal to accept a 
caress which had once been most welcome 
to him ; but, in the joy of learning that 
Miss Curtis was about to leave, she scarcely 
heeded his mood. Once that siren was 
out of the way, all would come right 
again. Her husband’s inconstant tenden
cies would have no further temptation. 
Her happiness lasted till she got up stairs. 
She went as usual to kiss her children, 
then, passing on into Muriel’s room, she 
found her niece busily writing.

•‘I feared you were ill, dear, that you 
did not return to me. I have to thank 
you for the success of your errand.”

“ I never went, auntie. What do you 
mean ? Did you not hear of my good 
news ? Percy has written me a nice, fond 
letter ; I can’t quite understand it — it is 
so very different to his last, and he men
tions something about my dread of pov
erty ; if that is my only fear he thinks it 
is removed. I never dreaded poverty, as 
you known, and I never alluded to it, so 
I am asking him to send me the letter. I 
suppose nobody would try and make mis
chief between us, though it really looks 
like it. Anyway, I shall post this myself, 
and ask if he got my last ; he never al
ludes to it.”

“Your uncle’s conscience is at last 
awakening, then,” said Mrs. Seville ; “but 
I feel sick. The salmon we had at din
ner must have disagreed with me. I was, 
as you know, afraid of it. I must hurry 
to bed.”

The next morning Mrs. Seville was too 
ill to rise ; but though she was troubled 
with incessant vomiting, and the doctor 
was sent for, all her anxiety was as to 
whether Miss Curtis had gone. Her hus
band had left by an earlier train, so as to 
send Dr. Cresty from town. But he had 
never mentioned the subject before he 
started, not even to Morris. At about 
eleven, however, Mrs. Seville’s fears were 
set at rest. Miss Curtis, attired for her 
journey, knocked at the door.

“ I am sorry you are not well today, 
Mrs. Seville,” she said, airily ; and equally 
sorry that I have failed so utterly in giv
ing satisfaction. I was not suited to the 
place. Good morning.”

Wishing at the last to dispel ill feeling, 
Mrs. Seville said —

“ I hope you will find a situation more 
to your capabilities, Miss Curtis ; and if 
any recommendatton of mine can help 
you, apply and I will do my best.”

Miss Curtis, with a bow left the room.
“ I found this basin of bread and milk 

outside,” she said returning. “ I think 
Morris must have put it there. You look 
as if you were quite faint. May I bring 
it in? Perhaps she had been called 
away-----”

“ Who has carried off my tray ? ” called 
out Morris’ voice at that moment. “ I — 
oh, you have, Miss Curtis. Well, I don’t 
thank you. I had only just run for the 
brandy, and left the milk cooling.”

“ Miss Curtis is leaving us, Morris,” said 
Mrs. Seville, in a weak voice. Part on 
good terras.”

“ Not I, ma’am ! She is only going, I’ll 
be bound, just to suit her own conven
ience ; and though it falls in with mine, 
I’ve nothing to be grateful to her for in 
that."

“ What made you sweeten this bread 
and milk ? ” asked Mrs. Seville, irritably, 
when the governess had gone.

“ Sweeten it, ma’am ? Not I indeed ! I 
always consider milk is sweet enough 
without sugar. Perhaps cook did. You 
have not the brandy in yet. Try it now.”

But Mrs. Seville was not satisfied; it 
was still too sweet.

“ Perhaps it was not fresh milk,” said 
Morris. “ Leave it ma’am, and I will go 
for some more.”

She took it down stairs and emptied it 
away.

“Mind you give the mistress a fresh 
drop this time — new from the cow, cook; 
and don’t add sugar again,” she said.

“Teach your grandmother,” retorted 
cook, gruffly. “As if I’d put sugar in 
bread and milk for grown-up people. The 
children always like it, but I should not 
think of putting it in for the missus.”

Morris went hot from head to foot all 
of a sudden. A horrible fear had seized 
her. That Curtis creature was not to be 
trusted. Suppose she had put some pois
onous powder into her mistress’ lunch 1 
Not lemon-kali — that lemon-kali would 
always remain a mystery on Morris’ mind; 
for though she could not prove it, she felt 
certain that the errand to Alec’s cot, wh ich 
her vigilance bad frustrated, h id been too 
steathly and cat-like iu its cautiousness to 
have been undertaken merely for adding 
so simple a thing as lemon-kali — Morris 
knew better ; and people might try and 
laugh her out of her suspicions as they 
liked, it would never wipe them away, 
laugh as they chose. It might all have 
been cleared some day — and to think 
that perhaps she had lost a valuable 
chance of elucidation. Miss Curtis had 
certainly had time to mix in any powder, 
supposing she had it handy. Morris had 
thoughtlessly left the bread and milk out
side her mistress’s room door several 
minutes. Might she not attempt to injure 
one who bad all along seen through her 
incapabilities, and who had besides never 
hesitated to say so ?

“ I wish I had cut of my right hand be
fore I had been so impulsive and thrown 
away that mess,” said Morris, angrily to 
herself. “ Anyway, I’ve saved her from 
being poisoned this time ; and now that 
Curtis has gone — could she — ! ah I did 
she—is it possible that she gave her 
something last night ? ”

But Mrs. Seville, on being questioned, 
declared that she had eaten nothing from 
Miss Curtis’ hand ; moreover the doctor 
said Mrs. Seville’s attack was merely one 
of a severe kind of indigestion, and as 
Miss Curtis bad gone, Morris thought it 
scarcely worth while pursuing her inves
tigations. The days passed on, however, 
and poor Mrs. Seville’s bad symptons did 
not abate. Two more doctors were called 
in, and they each began to look grave. 
Her appetite grew smaller and smaller, 
and she grew weaker. Morris aided by 
Muriel, waited entirely on the invalid 
during Mr. Seville’s daily absence, but he 
was very attentive and frequently waited 
on her when at home. Gwen and Nora 
joined Alec at their aunt’s, and the house 
was kept quiet.

Mr. Rayner arrived one evening and he 
and Muriel mystified each other consid
erably at first, by carrying on a conversa
tion which seemed at cross-purposes, but 
by patience and care they got at last to 
see that they had been made the dupes of 
someone. As to whom that someone was 
they had no clue, and never rightly found 
out, though Mr. Rayner’s suspicions flew' 
to Edna Curtis, whom he had never liked.

An incident occurred the first morning 
after Mr. Rayner’s arrival. Mr. Seville 
did not come down until late, and Muriel 
looked over his letters to see if there was 
one for her aunt.

“ Really, Percy,” she exclaimed, in ex
citement, “ I am sure that this is Miss 
Curtis’ writing, but the postmark is Dol- 
lastone, and that is only six miles off. 
Besides, surely she cannot have the ef
frontery to write to him?”

“ Percy said “ No, I should not think 
so.” Nevertheless, he determined, with
out giving Muriel cause for uneasiness, to 
search Dollastone through. He was not 
satisfied about Mrs. Seville’s illness, and 
had thought her husband’s answers 
on the subject both vague and evasive.
Perfectly unconscious of Percy’s thoughts 

Muriel sp^ke out her own surmises.
“Uncle Lennox, amongst your letters 

there is one that is directed in writing 
exactly like Miss Curtis’. She can have 
nothing to bother about, can she ? ”

Mr. Seville muttered something indis- 
tinguishible, and swept all his missives 
from him. The action was not lost on 
Raynor, who, furtively watching, saw him 
single out the very envelope Muriel had 
been scrutinising and thrust it, in an un
derhand way, in his pocket, and then col
lecting the others, he asked Muriel which 
letter she had alluded to. Of course she 
could not find it, and her uncle laughingly 
declared she had the gift of second sight 
and saw objects double. But she persisted 
in her statement.

“ It was there, uncle. I am very posi
tive, because in looking closely for news 
of Gwen, my attention was particularly 
riveted on all the directions.

“ Go and make your aunt worse,” Mr. 
Seville said, frowning impatiently, “ by 
telling her this, and there is no know ing 
what harm you will do her. The doctor 
says any shock may finish her off.”

“ I shall not repeat anything that will 
make auntie unhappy,” declared Muriel, 
indignantly. It was not only that she 
resented the imputation against herself, 
but she was hurt at the grumbling and 
injured tone her uncle had used in men
tioning his wife’s illness.

“ I trust Mrs. Seville is better,” observed 
Percy Rayner, solicitously.

“ Indeed, I cannot say she is,” was the 
reply. “The doctors don’t seem to un
derstand her case, and I fear she cannot 
possibly last long like this.”

He rose suddenly and left the table.
“ Gone to read his letter,” thought Rey- 

ner. “ I do not like the look of things 
here, and yet, what can I do ? I think 
my first step is to go over to Dollastone 
and see if Miss Curtis is there. If she is, 
and still corresponding with Seville, why 
then I must get detectives in."

One glance at Seville’s letter would 
have enlighted him —

August 4th, 188—,
My Dearest Darling,— Don’t be angry 

with me for being impatient, but when 
am I going to see you again ? Is she not 
gone yet ? I thought to have heard from 
you long before this. Does the barrier 
still exist? Why do you not come to me? 
This suspense is hard to bear — hard for 
both of us. Be brave and put an end to 
it in pity for me.”

Mr. Seville read this strange missive 
through twice. It ended :

“ Your own devoted,
Edna.”

“ I will ! I will ! this delay is horrible,” 
he said, taking the letter and locking it 
up in his secretaire.

“ Any better this morning, Lottie ? ” he 
said, going upstairs to her bed-side, with 
a ghastly white face.

“No, sir, my mistress is not better,” 
answered Morris, “and something more 
ought to be done. There is radical mis
chief, and you ought to call in further ad
vice.”

“Oh, I am better, Lennox dear,” Mrs. 
Seville said, opening her eyes weariedly, 
and speaking in the feeblest tones. “ If 
only I could have a cessation of this 
dreadful sickness.”

“ Have you had your soda-water and 
milk ? ”

“ The mistress did not fancy it, sir.”
“ Then how could she expect to get bet

ter,” said Seville, angrily. “ I will fetch 
her one of those bottles from Viner’s.”

“ Never mind it now, Lennox ; kiss me 
dear,” urged Mrs. Seville, whose face 
looked more like that of a corpse, save for 
the wildly bright eyes, than a human
being’s. But he did not seem to hear her 
request.

With a sigh and a low “ he never seems 
to love me now,” she let her head sink 
back on the pillow.

She was not in bodily pain, however, 
just then, and the relief from it sent her 
into a doze. She was awakened from her 
peaceful slumber by a short command —

“Here Lottie, take this; it will ease 
your sickness.”

Mrs. Seville’s eyes turned towards him 
reproachfully, perhaps at being disturbed, 
perhaps at his peremptory tone; Morris 
tossed her head in displeasure, but did 
not dare to say anything further, and the 
next minute Mrs. Seville had weakly 
grasped the tumbler from her husband’s 
hands, and swallowed its contents.

“I should like my children — all—to 
come home, she said, as Morris took the 
glass from her.

“ Then they must be sent for,” he an
swered. He returned to his secretaire, 
and his hand trembled as he held Edna’s 
letter.

“I have done it now, for good or evil," 
he thought, recklessly, “and my mind 
misgives me. I feel sadly unhinged, 
though she cannot suffer more than she 
has done-----”

A knock at the door disturbed him.
“ My mistress’ face is wdrking much, 

sir,” said Morris, almost crying. “ It’s as 
if she were going to have a fit.”

“ I’ll start and fetch a doctor,” exclaimed 
Mr. Seville, rising.

Directly she had left the room, he col
lected a heap of things together and 
locked them up, believing Edna’s letter 
to be among them. In his flurry he did 
not notice that it had slipped on to the 
floor.

But when Morris went to the study 
again, her master had gone. Knowing 
him to be scrupulously tidy, she was sur
prised to see a letter lying on the floor. 
She stepped forward to pick it up, mean
ing to place it in a drawer, but the words 
‘ dearest darling ’ caught her eye. It was 
perhaps only a servant’s letter after all, 
and without mean "ng to do a dishonorable 
thing, Morris read it. To some people 
the expressions, ‘Does the barrier still 
exist ? ’ * end this suspense,’ might have 
been Greek ; to Morris it had but one 
dreadful meaning, she saw through it all 
clearly.

With eyes starting out of her head, and 
almost beside herself with excitement— 
so much so that she was unconscious of 
what she did — Morris flew up to her 
mistress.

“ Now who was right ? ” she exclaimed. 
Read that! She thought the dose she 
gave you was strong enough. My only 
mistake was I thought she alone was 
guilty, but they were acting together, and 
— good Heavens ! ”

She might well exclain. Mrs. Seville, 
with distorted features, was writhing in 
dying agony. Whether she had heard 
and understood Morris, it is impossible to 
know. When Morris afterwards grew 
calmer, she was inclined to the belief that 
Mrs. Seville was unconscious almost be
fore she had rejoined her, but not having 
in her excitement, looked towards the 
bed till she had thrown down the letter, 
she could not be positive on the point. 
One thing was certain — the deserted wife 
never knew the contents of Edna Curtis’ 
letter—she was dead ere it touched her.

CHAPTER VH.
“ I am certain she is quite, quite dead, 

my own darling. You must stay here 
quietly till after the funeral, and then go 
to London, where I will join you. We 
can get married in the great city, but our 
union will have to be kept a strict secret 
for a year; then, my pretty Edna, I will 
own you before the world. Are you not 
pleased ? ”

“I cannot see why there should be 
secrecy.”

“ Good Heavens ! don’t you ? But, in
deed, I do. We are treading on a glass 
plank at present, and if it break, we shall 
be precipitated into the deep waters. So 
far, there is no danger ; I have been most 
careful. The doctors will give their certi
ficate, and of course no one will ever sus
pect me, unless they get a clue to a motive.
That might arouse suspicion, and-----Oh!
Edna, you will have to love me very 
much. I have put my neck in danger to 
get you —already, when I think of it, I 
shiver with apprehension.”

“ Don’t be a coward, Lennox,” she said 
with a laugh.

“A coward,” he repeated, the first feeling 
of doubt as to the genuineness of her love 
for him flashing through her mind. “ My 
darling, no; but sooner than fall into the 
hands of men, I would destroy myself. 
See, I have a small bottle of prussiac acid 
with me that would — Hark ! what was 
that? I heard a knock.”

“ A caller on Mrs. Miller, probably. No 
one except yourself ever comes to call on 
me.”

“ And nobody knows me, so-----”
He had scarcely said this when the 

door opened and two policemen walked 
up to him.

“ Lennox Seville,” one of the men said, 
“ we arrest you for the murder of your 
wife.”

He started wildly, gasped for breath, 
and made a movement to go to Edna. 
His face was ghastly.

“ Oh, don’t come near me,” she said, in 
affected horror at the guilt of the man, 
whose hideous crime had been committed 
for her.

“Edna,” he cried, hoarsely. “Oh, 
Heaven, how soon my sin has found me 
out.”

He never spoke to Edna Curtis again, 
but turning to the men said, quietly :

“ Hou have come to take me ? ”
“ We have, sir, and if you’ll only be 

peaceable no one need guess our little 
business here.”

“ Stop him ! stop him ! ” shrieked Edna. 
The men looked towards her interroga
tively, and that delay gave him the re
quisite opportunity. “Take that phial 
away from him,” cried Edna. “ Oh, you 
are too late.”

“What’s he done, miss?” as Lennox 
Seville fell down.

“ You’ve killed him ! ” was all she said.
Lennox Seville was dead before assist

ance could arrive.
“This is what it has all come to,” 

mused Edna, as she stole away from her 
lodgings later in the day, fearing deten
tion and punishment. “Nothing ever 
prospers with me, and my hands had all 
but unlocked the golden gate of luxury. 
It will be well for me if I escape penal 
servitude. I must destroy my diary. I 
wish I had never gone near Seville Tow
ers, and that Lennox Seville and his wife 
were alive again, living in their fool’s 
paradise, with those wretched children of 
theirs. I shall have to be satisfied with 
Jim.”

******
Edna Curtis never got the chance of ac

cepting Jim Hare again. Great and un
expected honors had fallen to him. He 
had succeeded a distant cousin in his bar
onetcy, and was also a wealthy man. But 
before that happened, he had found out 
the error of his ways, and had returned 
his love to attractive Patty, who, with her 
mother, was living, through Mr. Seville’s 
bounty, in a small cottage farther away 
from London.

Needless to say, despite Edna’s fears of 
being brought to justice, she devoted all 
her energy to the task of transforming 
herself into Lady Hare. But fruitlessly. 
Jim had no notion of being burned a 
second time. Besides, he had seen Edna’s 
selfish nature, if he had had no further 
insight into her character.

Remorse, disappointment, and dissatis
faction gnawed incessantly at her. She

never knew a day’s peace nor a night’s 
proper rest, after the tragedy at Seville 
Towers, which created such a widespread 
sensation. The knowledge of her guilt 
and infamy weighed upon her mind, till 
she lost her reason and was at last carried 
off, a raving maniac, to an asylum.

Not many weeks after her incarceration, 
Justice sought to claim her as either the 
murderer of Mrs. Seville or as accessory to 
the fact. But she was beyond human 
justice then, though the fear of what evil 
she might have committed turned her 
mother’s hair white as snow. The officer’s 
charge coincided so exactly with Edna’s 
ravings, that Mrs. Curtis knew there was 
some foundation for the suspicion ; and 
she could only pray that Edna might die 
in the mad house wheie she was detained. 
To Lady Hare, however, Mrs. Curtis never 
breathed a word against her younger 
daughter. She neither wished to darken 
a life that was almost free from care, so 
bright was it, nor did she care to admit 
that her favorite child had turned out 
such a wicked woman. Truly, retribution, 
even on this earth, comes to all, and so 
Mrs. Curtis could not but admit ; for her 
pretty daughter, who might have married 
so happily, was never at rest — while her 
plain child scarcely knew a trouble. 

******
Seville Towers was shut up for a year. 

At the end of that time, Percy Reyer and 
his wife went to live there as trustees for 
the Seville children.

“ It looks as lovely a home as the heart 
of man could wish for,” said Muriel, lean
ing on her husband’s arm, “ but oh, Percy, 
when I think about dear aunt’s death, and 
that fiend in human form who blighted 
everything here, I feel as if I could weep 
for ever. And if I had only been guided 
by Morris, we might have — haye detect
ed — and-----”

“Don’t distress yourself, my sweet wife,” 
said Percy, kissing the upturned face that 
was so clouded at that moment. “ You 
were not to blame for anything in the 
matter. How could a girl of your years 
suspect such awful flendishness, and even 
if you had, what chances would your 
guileless nature have had in correcting the 
mischief? No love, the past is gone — 
don’t waste your time in grieving over it ; 
spend your energies in trying to bring as 
much sunshine as we can into the lives of 
your aunt’™ children. Of your uncle we 
won’t speak, dear.”

“ Oh, Percy. If he had never seen her 
it would all have been so different.”

“ We won’t speak about him, dearest.”
“Muriel ! Muriel ! may I have a peach,” 

shouted Alec, “ and will Percy reach 
Gwen and Nora one, too.”

Percy kissed his wife, and then ran and 
caught Alec by the hand to take him into 
the gardens.

“Ah, Master Alec will be spoiled yet,” 
thought Morris, who saw them. But in 
her heart she was glad it was so.

GIVE IT ONE TRIAL.
Are you “ all staffed up „ with a cold in 

the head? Hawker’s catarah cure will 
clear it out quicker than anything else 
you can use. A box cost 25 cents and 
will cure a whole fiunily. It is very sitn- 
ple and effective remedy and thoee who 
have once tried it will use no other.

Toothache is quickly cured by Dr. Man
ning’s german remedy, and universal 
pain cure. All druggists sell it.

Customer — “How soon can you cut 
my hair?” Barber—“John run, over 
and tell the editor if he’s done editin’ the 
paper to send me my scissors. Gentleman 
wantin’ for a haircut.”

Relief in Six Houbs.—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. Garten 
and Alonzo Staples.

Jones-Brown — “I’ve been stopping at 
a place in Chicago where it is $50 for fifty 
days.” Brown-Smith—“I’ve been stop
ping at a place there where it is $50 or 
fifty days.

Piles! Piles! Itching Piles

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

Reedley—Wh)’do you smoke contin
ually from morning until night ? Weed- 
ley—Its the only time i get. I sleep 
from night till morning.

A Boon to Horsemen.— One bottle of 
English Spavin Liniment completely re
moved a curb from my horse. I take 
pleasure in recommending the remedy, as 
it acts with mysterious promptness in the 
removal from horses of hard, soft or cal
loused lumps, blood spavin, splints, curbs, 
sweeny, stifles and sprains.

George Robb, Farmer 
Markham, Ont

Sold by W. Carton and Alonzo Staples.

Teacher (to class in grammar) — What 
is syntax ?

Johnny (who reads the papers) —Ten 
dollars or thirty days.

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 eeremov 
at once the cause, and the disease immed
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 
benefits. 75 cents. For sale by W. Garten 
and Alonzo Staples.
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without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Pabii.her«.
Albany, N, Y.

Coughing
leads to Consumption. Stop 
the Cough, heal the Lungs 
and strengthen the System
With

j Scotty 
I Emulsion
the Cream of Cod-liver Oil 
and hypophosphites. It Is 
palatable and easy on the 
stomach. Physicians, the 
world over, endorse it. *
* Don’t be deceived by Substitutes!
Boott * Bowse. BeUeriUe. All Druggist a. 60c. 4,L

Wileys... emulsion ...

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

Pure,! and Best Materials Preparation
used m Manufacture. ^ L V

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

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

SOLD

Everywhere

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript
A trustworthy, clean and Interesting family news

paper, free from sensational un-i « bjectionable mat 
ters, in both reading ami advertising columns 
offering to ti e e ’ucited utul 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-
TublUhed Friday’,

Address

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,
324 Washington Street, Boston, Mass.

ILES.
Any One Suffering from 
Any Form of “ PILES,"

 

Bund, 
LEERING, ITCHING, or 

PROTDDING
Can Find Relief and a 

Lasting Cure,
Address C. H.

Box 38. Fbedebicton.

White Lead.
JI 8T FKCKIVED ;

4rrON8 ELEPHANT BRAND Genuine White 
1 Lead.
2 barrels T and Hrop Hinges.
2 ** Barn door Hook and Eye Hinges
1 boxes Butt Hinges.
3 barrel Malle -ble Iron for carriage builders. 
200 kegs Steel <*ut N-rili'.
280 “ Wire Steel Nails 
1 carload Bar Iron.
1 «« Dry and Tarred Sheathing Paper.

26 barrels Roofing Pitch.
6 " Spirits of Turpentine.
6 " Lubricating oil.

10 “ Southern Pitch.
26 “ Portland Cement.
2 Carson's Anti-Corrosive Paint.

R, CHE8TNUT A SONS.

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer
196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.
Mends Solid as a Rook.

THIS preparation will mend anything that is 
broken, and will hold like grim death, and is

fnonounced by experts to be the greatest article ever 
nvented for the purpose. It will cemeut Leather, 

Wood, Crockery, Glassware, Iron, and everything 
else. Grockery or Glassware mended with it will 
never break In the same place, but 
will be found stronger than before. It is of great 
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on 
Billiard Cues os well as for a thousand other pur
poses. Anyone can use it. It is in liquid form, 
and alwa> s ready for use, requiring no heating, but 
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 
by East Manufacturing Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

, * R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Sole Agents, F’ton, N. B.

FOUNDED A O ç OLDEST „ f'ü. . mo. Purely K

Vi i ► 5
P won,

UN,OF ^ 
LONDON.X

R. C. MACREDIE,

AND

A. S- MURRAY, Agent,

Fredericton, N. B.

ALSO AGENT FOR THE

"Yoiit” Type Writer,

GEO. L. WILSON,
Barrister, Notary Public, etc.
Office next door below J. J. Weddell.

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

REFRIGERATORS.
JUST BECKIVKD:

AMERICAN manufacture, best made and all 
charcoal filled, several sizes in Pine, Oak and 

Ash, first class in every respect and guaranteed to 
do the work, and for sale by

R. CHESTNUT A SONS,

TIM SMITH,

WOULD Inform the people of Fredei 
icton and vicinity that he has rc 

amed business on Queen Street,

OPP CODNTY COURT HOUSE,
where he is prepared to till an oraera in

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,

Speaking Tubes, &c.

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

Railway Station, containing 600 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.

It will

COME
-AND—

—WILL-

Enjoy it !

But you will 

Have to announce 

The date.

Then when you 
do, have 

It Done Nicely.

THE AMERICAN

Typewriter.

T
HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation 
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like 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. While not as rapid as the large 

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. We 
cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere.

(D0XD2XC3—

Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and 
marks, 71 in all.

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

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 8yi inches.

•XX—(DaxDOO®

Easy to understand, learned in five 
minutes.

Weighs only tour pounds, most portable. 
Compact, takes up but little room.
Built solid and simple, can’t get out of 

order.
Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 

easily mastered.
More " margin play ” for the small letters 

which do most of the work, 
t. Takes good letter press copies.

3XC3XD0XD—XX—axDOXDOXD

Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address, on receipt of price, $8.00, 
in registered letter, money order or certified check. We guarantee every machine and are glad to 
answer all enquiries for further information.

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

McMURRAY & Co.
[ave «Tuat Received

r

American 
Makes.
CALL and SEE the 

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.

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

A CAB LOAD
------- OF--------

WALL PAPERS,
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian
-A3SriD.

McMurray & Co.

WE REFER TO

FINE

We are prepared to do 
fine printing of every 
description from a

CALLING CARD 
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.

J

-THE-

PICRIC £
Including

Bazaars
—AND—

Festivals,
Will soon be here and it will 

be necessary to have your 

bills printed cheaply 
yet in good order.

Have it Done Attractive.
SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

ri mi pu*
Fredericton, N. B;

X ---


