POETRY.

IT IS MORE BLESSED TO GIVE
THAN TO RECEIVE.

Giveas the morning that flows out ofHeaven,
/8ive as the waves when their channel is
riven,
Give as the free air and sunshine are given,
Utterly, fearlessly, recklessly give;
Not the waste drops from the cup over flow-
ing,
Not a faint spark from thy hearth ever glow-
ing,
Not a pale bud from the June roses blowing,
Give as He gave thee, who gave thee to live.

Pour out thy love like the rush of a river,
Wasting 1ts waters forever and ever
On the burnt sand, that reward not the giver,
Silent or songful thou nearest the sea,
Pour out thy love like the summer rain pour-
ing,
What though no bird through the pearl rain
be soaring,
What though no blossom look upward ador-
ing,
Look to thelife that waslavished for thee.

‘What though thy heart
and weary,

Laid on an altar all ashen and dreary,

Though from its pulses a faint miserere,
Beat to the soul the sad passage of fate ;

Bind it with cords of unshrinking devotion

List to the song of its restless -motion,

'Tis the stern hymn of Eternity’s ocean,
Hear, and in silence thy future await.

hould be wasted

80 the soft wind sheds its perfumed caresses
Evil and thankless the desert it blesses,
Bitter the wave that its soft pinion presses,
Yet'never it ceaseth to whisper and sing
What though on rocks thy tired bosom re-
poses,
What though hard hearts give thee thorns for
thy roses,
Sweetest is music in minor-keyed closes
Fairest the vines that on ruins will cling.

Soon will the day of thy giving be over,
Ere from the grass dies the bee-hunted clover,
Thou wilt have vanished from friend and
from lover,
What will thy giving avail in the grave—
Give as the heart gives when fetters are
breaking,
Life, love, and hope, all thy joy and thy
~ ‘waking,
Soon Heaven'’s river thy soul fever slaking,
Thou shalt see God, and the gift that He
gave.

SELKCT STORY
THEMISSING WILL

BY HUGH GONWAY,

AUTHOR OF ‘“‘CALLED BACK,” “DARK
DAYS,” ETC., ETC,

Cuthbert went to his room, raked to-
gether his smouldering fire, and for a loug
time sat thinking over the deathbed scene.
He felt truly sorry at the loss of a friend,
and, with all her peculiarities,a true friend;
yet, in his sorrow, he could not help wond-
ering what could be the contents of that
mysterious letter lying before him. It
must have been written when Mrs. Blatch-
ford was in good health, as the writing on
the cover was firm, and powerful. Well
he knew ‘hat plain but characteristic
handwriting —just the sort one would
have expected from a stern and strong-
minded woman. Butspeculation wasidle;
for some days he must remain in ignorance
of the wishes he had so solemnly promised
to see carried out; so he locked the letter
in his desk in company with the maltreat-
ed sermon, which Mrs. Roberts had picked
up and reverentially placed on the table;
iben, feeling worn out with the work of
the day, he went to bed and slept an un-
troubled sleep.

At an early hour next morning Mr.
Harding, solicitor, Lincoln’s Inn Fields,
learned that one of his best elients was
dead ; and by the first possible train he
made his appearance at Oversea. He
looked rather curiously at the curate, as
they met, and his manner was polite, if
not deferential. Cuthbert was glad to see
the legal adviser appear so promptly,
thinking his advent would shift all re-
sponsibility from his own shoulders.

“ And what day will you fix for the fun-
eral, Mr. Wrey ?” asked the solicitor, after
hearing what little there was to hear
about his client’s rather sudden death.

“ What day will I fix?”

“Yes. If youdon’t know it, I may as
well tell you that unless Mrs. Blatchford
has made a fresh will within the last few
months —a most unlikely event as we
were entirely in her confidence — entirely
—unless she has made a new will, you
are the sole executor.”

“ I am !”

“Yes, you; and I may add a beneficiary
to a considerable extent. Our client wasa
strange woman, Mr. Wrey — strange and
eccentric ; but perfectly sane— perfectly
sane.”

“No one who knew her could doubt
that.”

“No — fortunately, perhaps, for you—
no. The will is in duplicate. You wiil
find aone copy in her secretaire ; the other
is at our office. For form’s sake, you had
better ask her relatives, although they are
but distant ones.”

“I don’t even know their names, so
must leave it all to you, Mr. Harding.”

“ Then I will send you a list. Saturday
would suit me very well, if you wish me
to come down and pay the last tribute of
respect to my poor client —I may say
friend.”

“Baturday be it, if it rests with me,”
replied Cuthbert, who was longing to -be
alone in order to digest Mr. Harding’s in-
telligence.

What did it mean ? The lawyer’s enig-
matical and impressive words—the prom-
ise given to the dying woman, and in the
background that sealed letter ? He thought
about it long, earnestly, and anxiously. He
guessed that the dead hand laid some
heavy burden upon him, and he longed to
know what it might be, feeling that no
weight could be heavier than the suspense
he must endure during the five days which
must elapse before he could open that
mysterious letter. But again and again he
vowed, as a true man, he would carry out
in their entirety the wishes of the dead
woman, though he longed for the day to
come when he might set his mind at rest
a8 to what was required of him.

It came at least. He had followed Mr.
Harding’s instructions, and cousins bear-
ing the name of Blatchford, and cousins
bearing other names, assembled in Over-
sea. The rector, as was due to his richest
parisgoner, performed the ceremony,
which, for the convenience of those who
came a distance, was fixed as late as the
light would allow. Then the mournful
party assembled in the large dining-room
at The Folly, and Mr. Harding read the
will. It was short—very short. Ifany of
the hearers fostered hope, it only lived
though fifty lines of clerky writing on a
sheet of foolscap. The testatrix kept no
one long in suspense. A few generous but
not absurd legacies to old servants, a
couple of charitable bequests, and then—
whilst the most stoical of the relatives
held his breath or fidgeted in his chair—
the whole of the residue, real and personal.
to my friend, Cuthbert Wrey, clerk in holy
orders—he to be also sole executor. That
was all; too plain, too simple, not to be fully
understood by the most commonplace in-
telligence. There was no outward evidence
of disappointment, no outcry, no pass-
ionate orscandalous scene. No cousin had
been sanguine enough to think hischance
worth much, and each one had the con-

solation of knowing that if he got nothing,
hig kin were in the same plight. All had
been prepared for disappointment. For
many years Mrs. Blatchford had held little
communication with her family. She had
responded, as a duty, to any appeals for
assistance made by the most needy mem-
bers ; but no one had been foolish enough
to expect the reversion of any part of her
wealth, So, after all, the Rev. Cuthbert
Wrey was the most astounded of the party

He seemed dazed. He scarcely heard.
the lawyer’s whispered congratulations or
his old rector’s outspoken ones. He bowed
mechanically as the majorrity of the
cousins filed from the room. The very
magnitude of the bequest told him that
something lay behind the words of the
will. Had he been given five, ten, even
twenty thousands pounds, he might have
recognized it as an act of generous friend-
ship. But all —everything! The dead
woman’s last words rang in his ears; the
letter, lying in his desk at home, rose be-
fore his eyes. Whatever that will might
say, Cuthbert knew that its true meaning
lay in that sealed cover, and his only wish
was to get home and learn his fate. He
could bear the uncertainty nolonger. The
only persons left in the room were the
lawyer, the rector, and two little knots of
antagonistic cousins, who had recovered
from their surprise, and were conversing
in low but excited tones at opposite win-
dows.

“I feel bewildered,” he said, rising and
draining a glass of wine. “I mustgohome
and think it over quietly.”

“Quite right, my dear boy,” said the
rector, whispering as he shook hands.
“Don’t trouble about to-morrow: I will
take the whole service at the church, and
Tinley shall come round to St. Nicholas.”

¢I dare say you will run up to town and
see me next week,” suggested Mr. Harding,
“or, if you like, I will come down again.”

“Yes, yes; I will come up,” said Cuth-
bert.

Then he left the house, and walked
home to Marine Parade.

He went to his room, shut and locked
the door, then took out the letter. From
force of habit, he wheeled his chair round
to its usual position in front of the fire,
and prepared to set his mind at rest as to
the true value of the will which he had
so lately heard read. He had actually
torn the cover open—in another minute
he would have known all—when a temp-
tation rose, stood before him, and started
him in the face—a tempation so perfectly
organized, with each feature go sharply
and clearly defined, that it might have
owned a palpable and tangible form.
Should he destroy the unread letter?

Cuthbert Wrey, like every other son of
Adam, had many times in his iife been
tempted to sin, error, or folly. but never
as yet to commit an act which would in
his own eyes and in the eyes of the world
rank as base dishonor. His first sentiment
was that of surprise—surprise at such a
thought presuming to invade his brain—
s0, in scorn and anger, he bade it begone
and trouble him no more. But the
thought remained—it remained, and every
moment gathered strength, purpose, and
cohesion. It spoke with thrilling words;
it woke old dreams; it unfolded wings, and
bore him to the top of a mental mountain,
and bade him gaze on the future and the
glories thereof, whilst, like a strange rhy-
thm, the words of the will beat upon his
ears: “All my real and personal estate to
my dear friend, Cuthbert Wrey.” He sat
motionless, the half-opened letter in his
hand, in front of him the glowing coals,
which in three seconds could reduce the
paper he held to tinder.

The thoughts, the ideas, the visions
which crossed his mind during the hours
he set there, unable to do what was right,
and unwiling to do what was wrong, would
fillabook. He knew enough ofhis friend’s
affairs to guess that the wealth of which
she had to dispose was great. It was not
a question of a few paltry hundreds which
tempted him ; nor, to do him justice, was
it the possession of great riches. It was
the career those riches would open to him ;
for, althought not a brillant success in the
calling he had chosen, Cuthbert Wery
had not lost faith in himself or his talents.
It was not common greed that assailed
him, although the stake, he knew, was a
large one. He saw himself freed from a
profession for which he had no love; he
saw wealth open the doors of public life
to him, and the dream of younger days
realized. He even saw himself famous
and wielding power. Yes; from the pin-
nacle which commanded the future, the
winged thought showed him all this, and
more ; urging him, for the sake of these
things, to laugh at scruples, and to turn
his back on what men call honor. And
hour after hour he sat with beads of per-
spiration on his brow, the letter trembling
in his trembling hands ; whilst below him,
and so near, the fire threw out little spits
and darts of flame, as though urging him
to commit the secret to its keeping, and
let it be hidden for ever and ever in the
depths of its wicked red heart.

He yielded again and again in theory;
but he could not bring himself to do so in
deed. However the conflict might end,
there was one thing he felt he would not
do—he would not read that letter before
he destroyed it. Its message should perish
with it. If he committed crime, he would
remain in ignorance as to its extent and
influence on other people’s destinies. Only
if right and honor conquered, would he
read. So he sat on and on, making a good
fight—sat until the fire died out. He would
not trust himself to replenish it, and al-
most laughed as a fantastic thought came
came to him—how sullen and disappoint-
ed the half-burned cinders looked.

But the candles were living, and would
do the work equally well. With a great
effort of will, he rose and extinguished
them. Forsome time he sat in darkness;
then he found himself searching for his
matches. Too well he knew why he want-
ed them. He struck one with an unsteady
hand. It went out, but not before he caught
sight of his white changed face reflected
by the mirror.

“Shall I see my face like that all my
lifetime,” he muttered, “if I do this thing?”
He through the match-box from him.

Yet the letter was still in his hand. It
was as easy to tear it to pieces as to burn
it. Although still mistrusting himself, he
was growing stronger every minute. He
groped his way to the secretaire, placed
the letter in its former resting-place, turn-
ed the lock, and went to bed.

In the morning he was himself again,
but feeling—if the mind my be compared
to the body—as he had sometimes felt after
a hard bout of football at Rugby—although
rested and refreshed, with a sense of fati-
gue and recollection of a severe struggle
still lingering.

“T will never laugh again at old Luther’s
battle with the devil,” he said, almost
humbly. “I see how easily an imaginative
and superstitious man may believe in his
personality.”

Cuthbert Wrey never forgot that night ;
ever afterward he was lenient, perhaps too
lenient, with transgressors; but before he
condemned, he thought of that glowing
fire and the unread letter trembling in his
hand.

After breakfast he took the letter, and
ina calm business-like way sat down to
read it. It was something like he had an-
ticipated. It was dated some months back,
carefully worded and written :

“My pEaAR MR. WREY,— To-day I have
made my will. IfI judge you rightly, no
one will be more surprised than you at its

contents. I leave-it in trust. Years ago,
my son, my only child, left me—or I should
rather say I cast him off. The life he had
led amply justified this step. But he is my
son yet, I love him ; but I dare not leave
him money to work evil with. Where he
is I know not, baving neither seen nor
heard of him since we parted in anger.
He may be changed, or he may change.
If so—if you are satisfied that he is living
even the life of an ordinary man, the in-
come arising from my property must be
his. If he marries, or is married, all must
be settled on his children—all except five
thousand pounds, which I beg you to ac-
cepl as a token of friendship. Should my
son be dead before me, and leave no chil-
dren, take my wealth and use it as your
own, and may it bring you greater happi-
ness than it has brought me. I trust you
in this as few women of my age have ever
trusted a man. If I urged you to keep
faith, I should show doubt, and this letter
would be waste-paper. You will read this
after death, and will, I am pleased to
think, regret a little your friend,
“HoNor1a BraTcaFoRrD.”
“P. 8.—His name is Ralph.”

It was as he had imagined, coupling her
last words with the delivery of that letter
—she gave with one hand and took away
with the other. Knowing Mrs. Blatch-
ford’s character so well, he could read
plainly between the lines of that letter.
He could see the pride which had kept
her to the text, but not to the spirit of a
determination which she had vowed
should be irrevocable. However much
her son had wronged her, she had forgiven
him in her heart; but having sworn she
would not leave him a penny had in this
extraordinary way compounded with her
self-respect.

Although the passing dream of great
wealth must come no more, Cuthbert could
only feel thankful. He could with a clear
conscience accept the five thousand pounds,
the interest on which would give him
about double the income he now enjoyed.
He could free himself from his bondage,
and make a fresh start under easy circum-
stances. So he felt very grateful, and vow-
ed that the instructions that letter con-
contained should be followed to the best
of his ability. That Ralph Blatchford was
dead, never entered his mind. He wou!d
hear of his mother’s death, and make his
appearance — next week, next month, or
next year, according to the distance at
which his tent was pitched. Whether he
would: be fit to be trusted with the money
or not, must be an after consideration.
The decision would be a great responsibi-
lity ; but he hoped, after last night’s strug-
gle, to be able tojudge fairly. For himself,
he was now a free man, with five thousand
pounds; and Cuthbert went that evening
to the little galvanized-iron apology for a
church, and preached his last sermon with
a thankful heart.

After such a turn of fortune’s wheel, no
one wondered at his leaving his profession
immediately. Legal matters were settled ;
the will duly proved, and although caveats
were threatened by sundry relatives the
threats came to nothing; and Cuthbert
Wrey, to all appearance, stepped from s
curate’s stipend of one hundred and twenty
pounds into rents, dividends, and interest,
amounting at the least to four thousand
pounds a year; and as yet Ralph Blatch-
ford had made no sign.

By Cuthbert’s instructions, the notice of
Mrs. Blatchford’s death was inserted in
the newspapers of nearly every civilized
country. Then, as nothing was heard of
the wanderer, the notice was changed into
an advertisement requesting Ralph Blatch-
ford to communicate with Messrs. Harding
& Co., Solicitors, etc. Several impostors
responded to it, and told incredible tales,
but were in turn dismissed. So months
went on, and readers of newspapers in all
parts of the world found the repetition of
the same advertisement growing mono-
tonous and a trifle irritating.

Cuthbert meanwhile lived in London,
occupying inexpensive rooms, and deter-
mined to limit his expenditure to the in-
terest on the sum to which he was morally
entitled. He strove to keep himself from
building castles which might be shattered
at any moment. He had entered for the
bar, thinking that was the best opening
for his ambition. The few people who
knew him, and were acquainted with the
terms of the will, wondered at his mode
of life. 'Why should a man of his wealth
wish to adopt a profession? He told no
one, not even his solicitors, under what
reservation he held the property. He
worked hard, for it was his nature to do
so, and managed to live contentedly enough
for a year, willing to resign everything
when called upon so to do. Then, gradual-
ly, he began to grow unsettled. No word
or tidings came of Ralph Blatchford. An-
other year passed; and then, only then
Cuthbert Wrey thought—perhaps hoped—
that Ralph Blatchford was known not in
the land of the living.

After this, the advertisements appeared
at intervals only. Still Cuthbert feared to
enter into his kingdom.

“I will wait another year,” he said.
“Then I shall be a barrister. If he turns
up by that time, I will try and succeed as
an advocate ; if not, I must believe he is
dead.”

In due time he was called to the bar;
but never held a brief norappeared in any
court. Ralph Blatchford wasstill unheard
of ; and Cuthbert made up his mind to
use and enter into full enjoyment of his
strangely acquired wealth.

TO BE CONTINUED.
THREE MEN THRASHED.

Margaret Lane, 60 years old, weighing
175 pounds, and a giantess in strength
cleaned out the Mayor’s office at Gainsville,
Taxas. Several days ago her husband wass
fined by the Mayor’s Court. She called

‘at that official’s office and gave him a

terrible tongue-lashing. He ordered
policeman Robertson to arrest her, and she
knocked the policeman flat with a blow
on the nose. City Attorney Hall entered
and attempted to restrain the woman, but
slPe also floored him. The Major then
k a hand in the game, and she likewise
nocked him down. Then she waded in
and actually thrashed all three of them
and drove them from the court-room.
The men are badly disfigured about the
face. Mrs. Lane held the court for three
hours after she drove the officials out,
and only when she got ready did she
leave.

PORTUGAL NOT TO GIVE WAY.

A Lisbon correspondentsays: Mr. Mag-
mac, director of the Delagoa Bay railway,
has been here ten days trying to effect a
settlement of the railway trouble. He has
satisfied himself that the Portuguese gov-
ernment is determined at whatever cost or
hazard to keep the railway and its lands,
and to exclude England entirely from
Mozambique. The company claims £1,-
750,000. America’s claim on behalf of the
McMurdo estate is £760,000. In view of
Portugal’s deliberate attempt at forcible
confiscation. England and America will in-

sist upon ample compensation for their
outraged citizens.

THE CZAR THREATENED.

The czar has received a threatenibg let-
ter from a woman in St. Petersburg, who
gsigns herself Tchebrikova. The writer
says unless he modifies his reactionary

icy he will share the fate of Peter 111.,
g;ul I. and Alexander II. A copy of the
letter was sent to edch of the ministers at
the same time, The police are extra watch-
ful and conducting an active search for the
{)grsoagz' suapecte(f of being implicated in

e affair. :

HORRORS OF- WAR.

They Will be Exaggerated by the Adop-
tion of Smokeless Powder.

General Abbot, in his recent article in
the Forum on war under new conditions,
makes the suggestion that the spectacle
of battle will be more trying to the nerves
even than it is at presént. With the per-
fection and general adoption of smokeless
powder the curtain that has mercifully
hidden the shock of battle will be more.
All the agony, all the horror, will be
brought before the eyes of the combatants,
and will act most powerfully upon troops
drawn up in support of those actualy en-
gaged. “Experience has proved,” says
General Abbot, “that many men who fight
steadily in battle turn faint and sick in a
field hospital; how will it be when ,the
two experiences are to a certain extent
combined ?”

Heretofore the struggles in the arena
have been hidden from the supports by
the clouds of smoke. With smokeless
gunpowder in use, every individual strug-
gle will be plain to spectators whose nerves
have been worked up to a high tension by
the mere presence of battle. Again, the
smokeless powder gives no indication of
the presence of a concealed enemy. A
column on the march might have its first
intimate of the neighborhood of an enemy
when it was out in two by a volley of
musketry almost inaudible. Whence
comes the attack might be also difficult to
determine, for they are many magazine
rifles in Europe that fire a shot a second
with sufficent velocity to pierce an inch
and a fifth of steel at short range, and are
terribly effective at fifteen hundred yards.
Troops may be mowed down by the fire of
an enemy they cannot see and who after
his blow is struck gives no visible sign of
his whereabouts. What a terrible test it
will be of the nerves of men, to see their
comrades levelled in heaps by asilent blast
of death ! The liabiiity to such an experi-
ence is sufficent to affect the nervous
sensibility of nations.

Another agency of death as soul-shaklng
as smokeless and almost noiseless gun
powder is the high explosive, -whether
dynamite or gun cotton. So long as it
was supposed that special weapons were
necessary for the use of high explosives in
warfare, and that they would be neces-
sarily almost as dangerous to those who
served them as to those who faced them,
the employment of these tremendous agen-
cies waslimited. Italy and Germany have
demonstrated that charges of wet gun
cotton can be fired with safety from ordin-
ary service guns. Both powers have
adopted wet gun cotton for bursting charges
for shells, after trials that demonstrated
that forty-eight pounds of this tremendous
explosive could be fired with safety to a
distance of thirty-three hundred yards.
The French have gone even further than
this, firing a seventy-three pound charge
of melinite from a siege gun to as great a
distance.

All these horrors ought to frighten the
world into peace but will they? When
gun powder came into use there were men
who thought that the days of war would
go out with the bow and arrow.

CANADIAN AND AMERICAN WOMEN.

The American lady I met here, sail Mrs.
Kendal to the New York Sun the other
day, is the American lady I have met in
London, and knew before I came here. A
lady is a lady all the world over. Why, I
hardly realize that I am in America some.
times. Directly a lady opens her mouth
you can’t mistake her. You know that I
mean. That is the test. American ladies
dress much better than English ladies, or,
rather, much smarter. Rather too smart,
I think, in the day time. The different
cities have each a different and peculiar
type of ladies —I'm not going to compare
them —but in one thing theware alike,
kindness.”

‘“Is there as much wine drinking among
the ladies here as in England ?”

“Well, really I can’t say. I drink so
little wine myself that I never notice
much about it. It is only a little wine at
lunch on Sunday when I am not going to
play that I allow myself it at all. English
ladies usually drink a bit of claret at din-
ner, but there’s not so much drinking
among ladies as we hear of. I think one
of the most delightful things about the
Americans is their fun of good stories,
which they tell at lunch in such a quaint
way. Ihave a great many of these to
take back with me, and I doubt if my
friends do not think them the best souv-
enirs I have of America. )

“ And the Canadian women — they were
lovely to me, too. I liked the sleigh ride
and the show, and everything was so
picturesque. Some New York paper said
I deserved a set of sables for a little thing
I said, and — well, I bought some for my-
gelf in Toronto. They are beautiful, but I
think they make a person look odd, and
are not epecially becoming.” :

EDUCATION OF THE EMPEROR.

The Emperor attended a banquet at the
Kaiserhoff given under the auspices of the
Brandenburg Provincial Diet. In a speech
he said the Brandenburgers had stood by
his house in both troubled and joyous
days. It wasin the hour of need one learn-
ed to know true friends. He had been re-
proached with too much travelling, but he
advised all people to travel in order to
learn to judge men and things in a calmer
and cooler manner than they could at
home. “I have seen,” he said, “the starry
firmament at night on the high seas and I
came to very different thoughts. I have
learned to judge of politics from the out-
side. Over-hasty steps have thereby bega
prevented. I shall follow the traditions of
my grandfather, who marked out for me
the path I intend to walk. To him who
is with me I am grateful, and I shall know
how to cope with him who is against me.
If we are attacked a great and gallant peo-
ple will stand by my side.”

Another version of the emperor’s speech
says he threatened to crush any one op-
posing him.

As anplicable to the present situation,
the North German Gazette quotes aletter
from Count von Moltke, in which the
count says: “Every state requires a gov-
ernment corresponding with its peculiar
character. The constitution which in her
secure situation England has slowly evolv-
ed cannot be transferred to the continent.
France has tried all kinds and has failed
to arrive at a finality. Germany, a new
empire, is a parvenu intruder in the
European family. In the midst of our
mighty neighbors we need a strong mon-
archy.”

RUSSIAN AGENTS IN AMERICA.

The Russian Government has found it
necessary to take steps to falsify the arti-
cles published in American papers and
magazines about outrages in Russian pris-
ons. The government lately sent to the
United States fifty spies, or agents—thirty-
five women and fifteen men—charged with
the duty of mollifying the impressions
made on Americang by the articles and to
secure the passage of an extradition treaty
looking to the return to Russia of fugitive
political prisoners. Three of these emis-
saries have already reached America. One
of them, a lady, is giving lectures on Rus-
sia in Western States, and another is sim-
ilarly engaged in the South, while the
third, a gentleman, is in Washington,
cultivating desirable acquaintances and
occasionally writting newspaper articles.

‘When a man is lost in the woods, very |/

valuable information may be contained in
& small compasg,

NEWS AND NOTES

The man who owes the printer
And doesn’t want to pay,

Won't have to hustle for firewood
After the judgment day.

Prof. Loisette’s Memory system is creating
greater interest than ever in all parts of the
country, and persons wishing to improve
their memory should send for his prospectus
free as advertised in another column.

When it takes a young man half an hour
to put on a girl’s skates and she devotes
twenty-five minutes to tying his necktie it
is generally safe to regard himn asengaged.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from practice
having had placed in his hands by an East
India missionary the formula of a simple
vegetable remedy for the speedy and per-
manent cure of Consumption, Bronchitis,
Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung
Affections, also a positive and radical cure
for Nervous Debility and all Nervous Com-
plaints, after having tested its wonderful
curative powers in thousands of cases, has
felt it his duty to make it known to his
suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive
and desire to relieve human suffering, I will
send, free of charge, to all who desire it,
their recipe, in German, French or English,
with full directions for preparing and using.
Sent by mail by addressing with stamp,
naming this paper. W. A. NoyLes 194
Power’s Block, Rochester, N. Y.

A man must have a strong constitution
if he can go to bed after the lark and get
up with it next morning.

Apvice To MorHERS. — MRrs. WiNsLow's
SoorHINGg SYrRUP should always be used when
children are cutting teeth. It relieves the
little sufferer at once; it produces natural,
quiet sleep by relieving the child from pain,
and the little cherub awakes as “‘bright asa
button.” It is very pleasant to taste. It
soothes the child, softens the gums, allays
all pain, relieves wind, regulates the bowels,
and is the best known remedy for diarrhcea,
whether arising from teething or other causes
Twenty-five cents a bottle. Be sureand ask
for “Mes. WinsLow’s SoorHING SYRUP and
take no other kind.

Canary birds reach an age of from 12 to
15 years in the cage, but those flying at
liberty in their native islands reach a
much more advanced age.

Prof. Loisette’s memory system is creating
greater interest than ever in all parts of the
country, and persons wishing to improve
their memory should send for his prospectus
free as advertised in another column.

“Itis all over?” inquired a weeping
friend of an undertaker . whom he met
coming out of the house. “Oh, no,” re-
sponded the cheerful undertaker, “the
funeral takes place day after to-morrow.”

FOR RICKETS, MERMASUS, AND ALL
WASTING DISORDERS OF

CHILDREN )
Scott’s Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil with

Hypophosphites, is unequaled. The rap-
idity with which children gain flesh and
strength upon it is very wonderful, ““I have
used Scott’s Emulsion in cases of Rickets
and Marasmus of long standing. In every
case the improvement was marked,”—J. M.
MaiN M. D., New York® Putup in 50c.and
$1 size.

An Englishman has invented a desk for
persons travelling that is fixed in such a
way that it remains steady in spite of any
swaying of the boat or train.

)

Prof. Loisette’s memory system is creating
greater interest than ever in all parts of the
country, and persons wishing to improve
their memory should send for his prospectus
free as advertised in another column.

The man who is always talking about
his own virtues forgets that he is display-
ing a vice.

Prof. Loisette’s memory system is creating
greater interest than ever in all parts of the
country and persons wishing to improve
their memory should send for his prospectus
free as advertised in another column.

Women do not marry for money, but
they say it is easier tolove a rich man than
a poor one.

It is the opinion of careful observers that
the man who loses his head rarely lands
upon his feet. ;

The Socialist party of Germany numbers
now nearly a million adherents, not quite
one-fiftieth of the Empire’s population.

POWDER

Absolutely Pure.

This powder meve- varies. A marvel of puiity
«trength, and wholesomeness. More economical
than the o:rdinur. kinds, and cannot be sold in
sompetition ith the multitnde of low test, short
veight, alum or phosphate po ders. Soid only in
cins. ROYAl BARING POownrRR Co., 108 Wall-st ,
New York.

THE PRrEss

(NEW YORK)
FOR 1890.

DAILY. SUNDAY. WEEKLY.

The Aggressive Republican Journal
Of the Metropolis.

A NEWSPAPER FOR THE MASSES.
Founded December 1st, 1887.

LARGEST DAILY CIRCULATION OF ANY
REPUBLICAN PAPER IN AMERICA.

Tae PrEss is the organ of no faction; pulls no
wires ; hus no animosities to revenge.

The most remarkable Newspaper Success
in New York.

. The Press is now a National Newspaper,
rapidly growing in favor with Republicans of every
State in the Union.

Cheap news, vulgar sensations and trash find no
place iu the-coiumns of THE PREss. Itisan ex
pensive paper, published at the lowest price Ameri_
can Currency permits.

THr PRESS has the brightest Editorial page in

- New York. 1t sparkles witn points.

Tue PRi 88 BUNDAY EDITION is a splendid twenty
page paper, covering every current topic of interest.

Tar rr-88 WEERLY EDITION o ntains all the
g od things of the Daily and Bunday editions with
special features suitel to a Weekly Publication.
For those who cannot afford the DAILY or are pre-
vented by distancg fiom early receiving it, THE
WEErKLY is a splendid substitute.

As an advertising medium TaE PrEss has no
superfor in New York. It reaches an excelient
olass of readers. Ra'es very reisonuble. Full in.
formation upon application.

THE PRESS.

Within the reach of all. T he best and cheapest
Newspaper published in America.

Dally and Sunday, one Year, $5.00
4 2 o 6 months, 2.50
" " o one " 45
Dally only, one Year, = 3.00
“ **  four months, 1.00
Surigay only, * o9 2.00
Weekly Press, one year, 1.00

Bend for THE PrEss Circular with full particulars
and list of exee.ent premiums.
v Bamples free. Agents wanted
' Liberal commassions.
Address,

everywhere,

\ THE  PRESS,
} New York

MMURRA Y & CO.

Employs no Agents, but gives the
Large Commission to the Buyer, and
by so doing, can Sell you an

—~OR G A N—

L.

AT VERY LOW PRICES,

and on as easy terms as any other

company on the

‘!

—

INSTALMENT PLAN.

Call and See cur ORGANS and PRICES.

WE "SELL
THIS

for $18,

SEWING MACHINH

AND THE HIGHEST
CANADA FOR $27.50. AFTER USING THEM SIX

PRICE MACHINE MADE IN

MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED.

—-—0

CALIL AND

0

SEE THEM.

——WE ALSO SELL THE——

Celebrated “ White” Sewing Machine,

which took the First Prize Gold Medal over all others at the Paris Exhibition.

ROOM PAPER

prices never known in this City.

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS

Call and see the Stock and Prices.

We have much pleasure in stating that we have bought in the United States
before the rise in Wall Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will be in a position very shortly

to show the BEST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to
Brown and White, Blacks, Gilts, Granites, Engrain and fine Gold Papers, with Borders to match; and we will offer them at

UPWARDS;

e had anywhere, in

WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS;
GILTS FROM 20 CENTS UPWARDS.

To arrive this week from Montreal, 8000 Rolls (cheap) Wholesale or Retail.

McMURRAY & CO.

“Mt”!iu.'lt' e
il hﬂl'ldll!l\'ﬁlmnﬁﬁhnbdi Y

HERALD

U0 00K XD J0is PRINTING OFFICE,

Carner Queen and Regent Streets,

FREDERICTON, N.B.
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V' TENDALLS 9

The Most S8uccessful Remedy ever discov
ered, as it is ccrtain inits effects and dovs
not blister. Read proof below,

KENDALL’S SPAVIH GURE.

OFFICE OF CHARLES A, SNYDER,
BREEDLR OF 2

CLEVELAND BAY AND TROTTING BRED HoRrsrs.

ELMwoop, IrL., Nov. 2), 188,

Dn. B.J. KENDALL Co. ¥

sar Sirs: I have always purchased your Ken-
dall’s ?&avln Cure by the haif dozen bottles, 1
would like prices in larger quantity, I think it is
one of the best linimenta on earth.” I have used it
cn my stables for three years.
Yours truly, CHAs. A, SNYDER.

KENDALL’S SPAVId CURE.

BROORLYN, N. Y., November 8, 1688,
Dr. B. J. KexpaLL Co.

Dear 8irs : I desire to give you testimonial of my
good opinion of your Kendall'sSpavin Cure. I have
used ft for Lameness, Stiff Joints and
Spavins, and I have found it a sure cure, { cordl-
ally recommend it to all horsemen. -

Yours truly, A. H. G BERT,
Manager Troy Laundry Stables.

KENDALL’S SPAVIE GURE.

BANT, WINTON COUNTY, Otro, Dec. 19, 1888,
Dr. B. J. KENDALL Co. : ?

Gents: Ifeelit my duty to say what I have done
with your Kendall’s Spavin Cure. Ihave cured
twenty-five horses that had Spavins, ten of
Ring Bone, pine afflicted with 3ig Read and
sevea of Big Jaw, Since Ihave had oneof your
books and followed the directious, I have ncvel
lost & case of any kind.

Yours truly, AXDRFW TURNTR.

Hourse Luctor

'S SPAYIY CURE
KENDALL'S SPAY¥iH CURE
Prioe &1 per bottle, or six bottics for 85. All Drug.
ts] av. 't orcanget it 1or you, or it will be gent

1) .53 0n receipt of price by the proprie
. L. 23, & KENDALL Co., {iuubburgh Falls, Vt.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGHISTS
WHY L CU SHOULD USE

Scoit's Fmnlsion

w Codl L any D1 vus
HYPOPHOZPHITES.

ft i Palatzblya: 1225 .

It is three time: as efiicacious as plain
Cod Liver C:l.

It is far supcrior to all other so-called
Emulsions.

{t is a perfoct Emulsion, does not sepa
rate or change.

It is wonderful as a flach producer.

1t is the best remedy for Consumption,
Scrofula, B-onchitis, Wasting Dis
eases, Chronis Coughs and Colds.

8old by all Druggista, 50c. and $2.08

R

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fitter

AND

TINSMITH,

OULD inform the people of FKFredel
1icton and vicinity that he has re
sumed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE.

where he is prepared to fili a1l oraers iv
above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

YGUNG THEN
0D MEN

THE CELEBRATED DR. LE CARRON, OFf
PARIS, FRANCE, HAS ESTADLISHED AN
AGENCY IN TORONTO FOR THE S8ALE OF
HIS MEDICINES, WHICH ARE A POSITIVE
CURE FOR ALL CHRONIC AND PRIVATE
DISEASES OF LONG STANDING, ALSO
SUFFERERS FROM NERVOUS DEBILITY,
YOUTHFUL INDISCRETION, EARLY DECAY
ETC., SHOULD WRITE FOR INFORMATION.
CORRESPONDENCE CONFIDENTIAL.
ADDRESS ALL LETTERS TO
THE E. B. CRANE AGENCY

CAMERON PLACE, = ="> TORONTO.

Ui
e
e
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& Note.—This favorite medicine is put
up in oval bettles holding three ounces
each, with the name blown in theBlass,
and the name of the inventor, S. R. Camp-
bell, in red ink across the face of the label.,
Beware of imitations, refuse all substi-
tutes, ond yow will not be disappointed.

(Jamohell's (‘athartic (‘ompound
Cares (Jhronic (joustipation,
(ostivencss, an al (omplint

arising from a disordered state of the Liver,

Stomach and Bowels, such as

Dysvepsia or Indigestion, Bilious
{Jections, Headache, Heartburn,

Acidity of the Stomach, Rheumatism,

Loss of Avonetite, Gravel, Nervous

Debility, Nausea, or Vomiting, &c., &c.

Price 25 Cents per Bottle.
PREPARED ONLY BY

DAVIS & LAWRENCE (0. (Limited),

MONTREAL.

EXHAUSTED VIT

'l‘HE BCIENCE OF LIFE,

the great Medical Work of

the age on Manhood, Nervous

and Physical | ebility, Prema-

ture Decline, Errors of Youth,

and the untold miseries conse-

quent thereon, 800 pages 8 vo., i
125 prescriptions for all disens- el "
es,  Cloth, full gilt, only &1 00, by mail, sealed, U
ustrative simple rree t» all young and middle-aged
men. tend now, The Gold and Jewelled Medal
awarded to the suthor by the Nutiona] Medical Aseo-
ciution. Addiess P. O. Box 1895, Boston, Mass., of
Dr. 2. H. PARKER, graduate «t Harvard Medioal
C:llege, 25 years' practice in Boston, who may be
consultel confidentiall:. Speeinlty, Dideases of
Mun, Office, No 4 Bulfinch Btieet 78.48

Flour. Flour.

In Store and to Arrive:

83,500 Bple. Flour,
Including the following well known Brands,
Silver 8pray, Harvest Moon, People’s Dige
nity, Phenix, Stockwell, Goderich, Jubilee,
Gem, L.o, Diamond, Kent Mills. For sale
¥ !

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON
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