
POETRY.
A DINNER AND A KISS.

“ I have brought your dinny, father.”
The blacksmith’s daughter said,

As she took from her arm a kettle 
And lifted its shining lid.

“ There’s not any pie or pudding,
So X will give you this,’1 

And upon his toil-worn forehead 
She left a childish kiss.

The blacksmith tore off his apron 
And dined in happy mood, 

Wondering much at the savor 
Hid in his humble food.

While all about him were visions 
Full of prophetic bliss ;

But he never thought of the magic 
In his little daughter’s kiss.

While she with her kettle swinging, 
Merrily trudged away,

Stopping at sight of a squirrel, 
Catching some wild bird’s lay.

And I thought how many a shadow 
Of life and fate we should miss,

If ulways our frugal dinners 
Were seasoned with a kiss.

SELECT STORY.

THE SILVER SHOON.
CHAPTER III.

CONTINUED.

“The little girl she picked up in the 
streets ? ”

“ Not exactly in the streets, Hetty ; the 
child belonged to some poor woman your 
aunt had been in the habit of helping, 
and when she died Elizabeth took the 
little thing to her own home.”

“ How strange ! I wonder what she is 
like?”

“You will know soon,” Mr. Clare 
added. “ As she is left to my guardian­
ship she must live with us.”

“How nice,” Hetty murmured, clasp­
ing her small hands. “When will she 
arrive, papa?”

“ To-day, most probably.”
While Mrs. Clare hurried off to pre­

pare a room for the new comer, Hetty 
amused herself by gathering flowers in 
the sunlit garden, beautiful fragrant roses 
and clusters of starry jasmine, destined to 
fill the many old fashioned bowls.

As she wandered among the bright 
blossoms, looking a dainty flower herself 
in her azure-hued dress, she suddenly 
came face to face with a tall handsome 
youth who had been apparently seeking 
her.

“I've been hunting exerywhere for 
you. What are you doing, Hetty?” he 
asked cheerily after the first greetings 
were over. “Have you forgotten yon 
promised to let me row you down river 
this morning?”

“ No, I have not forgotten ; but I am too 
busy to go now," she answered. “You 
must go without me to-day, Dunstan."

His face fell.
“ Oh ! come now, Hetty. You know I 

liate to be teased ; you promised, and I 
am not going to let you ofl so easily.”

“ But really I cannot go, Dunstan,” the 
girl went on more earnestly. “We ex­
pect a visitor to-day, and I am gathering 
flowers for her room.”

“ A visitor ! ” Dunstan echoed wonder- 
ingly.

“ Yes ; you don’t ask who she is. You 
are not so curious as you used to be.”

“Am I not? Only yesterday you told 
me I was too curious, when I asked you 
if you were very fond of me.”

“ That is different,” the girl answered 
turning aside to gather a lovely half 
opened rose.

“Is that flower for me?” Dunstan 
said tenderly.

“No” Hetty answered shortly.
But all the same she held the rose 

towards him ; and as he took it Dunstan 
bent to kiss the fair trembling fingers.

“ Thanks, oh ! my queen. Now tell 
me, like a dear child, who is this won­
drous stranger ?”

“ A ward of papa’s.”
“ Is she young—pretty ? ’’
“She is young; but as I have never 

seen her, I cannot say whether she is 
pretty.”

“ Is she coming to live with you al­
ways?"

“Until she comes of age or marries. 
Any more questions?”

“No—at least only one. What is her 
name ? ”

“Nora Clare.”
“ Hetty, could’nt you manage to spend 

an hour or two on the river? The boat 
is waiting, and I promised to stop at our 
place to pick up Cathy.”

“ Very well,” Hetty answered yielding 
to his entreaties; “but you must bring 
me back before luncheon.”

Leaving her dainty basket in the sum­
mer house, Hetty followed her companion 
down the green slope which slanted to 
the water’s edge. A tiny boat was rest­
ing motionless .’upon the silvery surface, 
attached to a drooping willow tree by a 
slender cord. Into this they stepped ; 
and in another moment a few vigorous 
strokes had sent it out in the centre of 
the stream.

“ Isn’t this better than standing broil­
ing in the sun on shore?” Dunstan asked 
triumphantly.

“ Ever so much better ! ” Hetty respond­
ed in a low dreamy tone, and she leaned 
back against the red cushions with a 
little sigh of utter contentment.

What a delicious morning they spent 
on the river’s calm bosom. Cathy, Dun- 
stan’s merry sister, joined them further 
down, and added to their enjoyment by 
their bright mirth. It was long past 
luncheon time when Hetty parted with 
her friends.

Still she did not feel very anxious ; Mrs. 
Clare was a tender indulgent mother, and 
her father’s absence would make it easy 
for her to slip in unnoticed. As she 
entered the cool house, she saw several 
trunks were piled in one corner of the 
hall, giving it a rather untidy air, and 
moving blithly towards the staircase with 
her strong arms full of wraps was her 
mother’s maid Patty.

“ Has Miss Clare arrived ? ” Hetty 
asked.

“Yes, miss, and Mrs. Clare has been 
asking for you,” Patty answered, and 
then Hetty noticed the look of suppressed 
excitement on the girl’s rosy face.

“ Where is she ? ”
“ In the blue room.”
Hetty waited for no more ; she flew up 

the broad staircase, and rushed rather 
abruptly into the room allotted to their 
guest. Her mother was there, but it was 
not upon her the girl’s surprised eyes 
rested.

Standing near the window with a ray 
of golden sunlight felling straight across 
her face was a young girl clad in deepest 
mourning ; the tall lissom figure still had 
something of a child’s grace about it, as if 
not fully developed into perfect womanly 
beauty; dainty white hands gleamed 
like snow against the blackness of her 
dress, and masses of soft golden hair fell 
in one unloosened shower down to her 
waist.

But it was her face upon which Hetty’s 
eyes lingered longest ; and as she gazed 
she drew her breath in a half unconscious 
sigh. Never had she seen anything 
half so lovely as those faultlessly chiselled 
features ; the transparent skin just touched 
by the faintest pink tinge ; and the change-
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fhl grey eyes glancing so steadfastly from 
beneath long black lashes.

A tremulous smile parted the delicate­
ly curved lips, and Hetty thought she 
saw traces of recent tears on her cheek. 
She looked at her mother, and Mrs. Clare 
turned in relief to greet her.

“ My dear, I wonder you left the house 
when you knew your cousin was to arrive 
this morning," she began reprovingly.
“ See after her now, she must be tired to 
death, and everything is strange to her 
eyes.” As she finished Mrs. Clare moved 
forward, and taking one of Nora’s listless 
hands in here, pressed it tenderly. “This 
is my daughter Hetty ; I hope you two 
will be friends.”

A smile which dazzled poor Hetty by 
its exceeding brightness, quivered for an 
instant over the girl’s sweet face.

“ I am sure we shall ! ” she said warmly. 
“I have heard your name from poor 
auntie, so I cannot look upon you as a 
stranger."

Mrs. Clare hurried off, suddenly re­
membering she had not put out clean 
damask for the table. Left alone Hetty 
moved to Nora’s side and laid a soft hand 
on the girl’s slim shoulder.

“ Would you like to change your dress ? 
Shall I tell Patty to bring up your trunks? 
I am sure you must be both tired and 
dusty.”

“ I am ; but it does not matter,” Nora 
replied wearily. “ I shall feel better when 
I have bathed my face.”

Patty was called and with ambitious 
eagerness waited upon the new comer; 
her hands trembled a little as she brushed 
out the long fair hair, and she lingered 
over the task as if it were one of love 
rather than duty.

Having changed her heavy dress for a 
thin silk one, Nora followed Hetty down­
stairs into the big dining room where a 
delicate luncheon had been laid.

“Welcome to Claremont, my dear,” 
Mr. Clare said kindly, as he rose to meet 
his ward. “I hope you will be happy 
with us.”

Nora smiled, but her trembling lips re­
fused to frame the words that came 
straight from her heart; seeing how 
moved she was the forebore to question 
her too much.

“How old are you, Nora?" Hetty 
asked later,-as they sat alone in the cool 
garden.

“ Seventeen,” Nora answered quietly. 
“And had you been long with Aunt 

Elizabeth ? ”
“ More than five years.”
Hetty was longing to ask more ques­

tions, but a shadow slowly settled on her 
companion’s face, which warned her to 
desist. In time she would learn all that 
was so strange and mysterious to her 
now.

“What is that beautiful place I can 
just see through the green trees? It looks 
like an old castle from here.”

“That is Winderfels — Lord Randall’s 
home.”

“ Is he a friend of yours? ”
“ Yes. His wife is one of the most de­

lightful women I have met with. She is 
beautiful as a picture ! ”

“ Have they any children ? ”
“One little boy; a sweet little child 

whom everyone adores."
“ Shall I ever know them ? ”
“ Why of course you will!” Hetty said, 

laughingly, gazing in quick amusement at 
Nora’s absorbed face. “You are one of 
us now, and all our friends must be yours.”

Nora soon became deeply attached to 
Hetty; but when strangers called at 
Claremont she either slipped unnoticed 
from the room, or else sat durably in a 
comer by herself.

One day however, as she walked to and 
fro by the river side, her favorite walk, a 
tiny boat suddenly darted towards her, 
and a man’s voice shouted—

“ Hallo, Hetty ! What little bird whis­
pered to you that I was coming? ”

The girl started and turning looked at 
the new comer. Her large screening hat 
half hid her face, but Dunstan saw with 
some embarrassment that it was not 
Hetty’s familiar form standing before 
him.

“ I beg your pardon,” he began in an 
abashed tone. “I made sure it was 
Hetty.”

“ No, it is not. Hetty is in the draw­
ing room entertaining some visitors,” 
Nora answered, amused at the confused 
look on the young fellow’s brown fece.

“ And you—you are not the ward, are 
you?” Dunstan asked curiously, gaining 
his insouciant air almost as quickly as he 
had lost it.

“Yes, I am the ward,” Nora replied 
laughingly. “ Has my feme even reached 
your ears ? ”

“Oh—Hetty told me you were coming, 
so I thought it might be you when I saw 
it was not she,” he muttered not very 
clearly. “ How do you do, Miss Clare?”

“I am quite well, thank you,” Nora 
answered; and, after a moment’s hesita­
tion, she held out a snow white hand.

Dunstan grasped it heartily, making 
her wince under the pressure of his strong 
fingers ; as he released her she looked up 
with a smile.

“You know my name — may I ask 
yours?”

“ Dunstan Lisle, at your service ; better 
known as Hetty’s shadow.”

“ Is that your boat ? ”
“ Yes. Would you—you won’t be of­

fended at my asking—would you let me 
row you a little way down the river? ' By 
the time we return, Hetty will perhaps 
be free ; and I daresay you have not seen 
half the beauties of our surrounding 
country.”

“ NI have been nowhere as yet. I 
should like very much to go with you, if 
you are sure I shall not be in the way.”

“ It will be an honor—a pleasure if you 
will really come."

Nora was simply delighted with the 
lovely views on both sides of the river ; 
her eyes lingered dreamily, rapturously 
upon smooth emerald meadows sloping 
down to the water’s edge, and now and 
then upon dense little bits of wooded 
glens from which white-walled houses 
rose.

She did not speak, and Dunstan was 
perfectly content to row in silence, find­
ing enough pleasure In looking at her ex­
quisite fece.

“ Do you not think we had better turn 
back?” Nora said presently, lifting her 
long lashes to look at him.

“ If you wish it.”
They soon reached the landing place, 

and as the boat touched the bank, were 
greeted with a merry shout ; looking up 
Nora saw Hetty standing beneath the 
willow tree, and beside her was a lady.

Osmond’s wife had scarcely changed 
during the six years that had elapsed 
since her marriage ; she seemed, if any­
thing, more bewitchingly lovely, the girl­
ish beauty having developed into ex­
quisite womanhood.

She made a charming picture in her 
rich amber-hued dress, with scarlet pop­
pies at her breast and in the shady hat ; 
the little child clinging to her hand had 
inherited his mother’s glorious eyes, with 
the glorious features of her father.

There was a shadow on Hetty’s usually 
bright face, and her greeting to Dunstan 
was full of constraint ; try as she would 
she could not throw off the sudden pain 
which oppressed her.

“ You are Hetty’s cousin, so I will take 
no denial,” Lady Randall said in her im­
perious manner, when the girl had ex­
cused herself from visiting Winderfels. 
“ You are sure to like the place, it is so

picturesque, and I know my husband 
will be charmed to welcome you.”

“You are very kind, but I do not go 
anywhere,” Nora answered.

“ That does not matter, you can make 
Winderfels the exception. I daresay 
Hetty has already told you that I have a 
passion for blonde beauties, so pray don’t 
deprive me of the pleasure of seeing you.”

Nora could not help smiling, but she 
was forced to give in. Who could resist 
Inez when she pleaded so sweetly, and 
yet with that little air of command that 
brooked .of no denial ?

“And now, Mr. Lisle, do you think you 
could row her home ? We walked here 
but I feel too lazy to return on foot? ”

“ I shall be delighted,” Dunstan hastend 
to reply, though he glanced rather wist­
fully at Hetty.

“Come Osmond,” Lady Randall said 
catching the child’s hand in hers. “ Good 
bye, Hetty—good-bye, Nora.”

The girls responded to her farewells, 
then watched her as she stepped lightly 
into the boat ; Dunstan would have lifted 
Osmond after her, but suddenly the child 
broke from him and ran towards Nora.

“Good-bye, pretty lady,” he cried in 
his piping merry voice. “ I like you.”

Nora kissed the beautiful baby fece.
“ Good-bye, little one. I am glad you 

like me,” she whispered.
The boat glided off leaving the two 

girls alorv m the slope ; and Nora with a 
little sigh linked her arm in Hetty’s.

“ Hetty, what is your brother like?”
“ Oh, rather thin and pale. He studies 

a great deal, and I imagine it makes his 
eyes bigger than his fece, that is why 
people call him picturesque, though for 
myself I think him dreadfully plain.”

“ Oh, Hetty 1 ” Nora cried reproachfully. 
“ Your only brother, too ! ”

“Well, what of that? Surely I can 
call him ugly, and yet love him dearly. 
We are immensely devoted to each other.”

“ When does he come home?”
“ Not until the end of November.”
“ That is a long while yet.”
“Not very long—the time passes so 

swiftly.”
Nora did not answer, but followed her 

adopted cousin into the house.

CHAPTER IV.
As Hetty had truly remarked, time 

passed swiftly away, and November set 
in with cold winds and unpleasant down- 
fells of rain.

The days were eagerly counted by 
Hetty, who looked forward with delight 
to having her brother at home; and 
Nora somehow caught some of her en­
thusiasm.

“ I believe I am as impatient to see him 
as you are,” she remarked one day to 
Hetty. “I wonder if we shall be good 
friends?”

, “Of course you will. He could not 
help liking you, especially after the glow­
ing descriptions I have given of you in 
my last letters.”

Nora blushed and her eyes drooped; 
but she did not speak of Roger Clare 
again, although her thoughts often wan­
dered to the grave student of whom she 
had heard so much.

Strangely enough in spite of the friend­
ly footing she was on at Winderfels, Nora 
had never yet come fece to fece with its 
master. Lady Randall she saw daily, 
and little Osmond was never so happy 
as when beside her; but Lord Randall 
nearly always happened to be absent 
during her brief visits.

“ It is curious, but Osmond is never at 
home when you call,” Inez said laughing­
ly one morning. “I believe he goes off 
just because he knows how I long to in­
troduce you two.”

“I shall see him some day I hope,” 
Nora responded. “ If he is anything like 
Osmond I arr sure we shall be friends."

“Indeed, Miss Nora; but I hope you 
will not win his heart as entirely as you 
have won my son’s,” Inez went on, “ be­
cause in that case I should be jealous, and 
jealousy is not a passion I should care 
about cultivating.”

They all laughed at this, but a rosy 
flush covered Nora’s fair skin.

To hide her confusion she drew Osmond 
closer to her and began talking to him, to 
his intense delight.

“So Roger arrives to-day?” Mr. Clare 
said a few days later at breakfast. He 
writes to say he will be here in time for 
dinner.”

*• How nice ! ” Hetty cried, jumping up 
to give her father a hug. “ I hardly 
thought he could get away so soon.”

The hours seemed to lag that day in 
spite of the many little things both girls 
did in preparation for the long absent 
brother. At last however evening shades 
began to fell, and Hetty hurried off to 
dress.

“ Make yourself look as nice as possible,” 
she whispered to Nora. “ I want his first 
impression of you to be a pleasant one.”

“ Which dress will you wear this eve­
ning, Miss Nora?” Patty asked, fixing 
her soft blue eyes on her young mistress’ 
pensive face.

Nora glanced carelessly towards the 
bed upon which lay spread her only 
black dinner dresses, one of dainty French 
lace, the other of rich clinging silk. A 
little perplexed frown knitted her brows, 
and she turned away dissatisfied.

“I think I ought to wear something 
fresher—lighter, in honor of Mr. Roger’s 
return. Those are both too sombre.”

“ Yes, miss,” the maid said quietly, and 
with a smile brought out robe after robe 
for Nora’s inspection, until she at last de­
cided.

Patty’s deft fingers soon arranged the 
shining golden curls in a thick coil. The 
dress she had chosen was of a pale silvery 
hue, a delicate Ottoman silk that fell in 
graceful folds about Nora’s slender form, 
leaving bare the snowy throat.

“ Shall I do, Patty ? ” Nora asked 
anxiously, as she gave a last critical 
glance into the tall mirror.

“ Miss Lenore, you are perfect ! ” Patty 
answered with feeling ; and there was a 
ring of soft tenderness in her voice which 
awoke a chord long since forgotten in the 
girl’s breast.

Her face paled a little and the hands 
holding her dainty feather-fen trembled 
with sudden emotion. Turning upon 
Patty, she looked at her long and search- 
ingly as if she would read in the girl’s 
pretty face that strange vague something 
so mysteriously stirred in her.

“ Lenore —did you say Lenore ? ” she 
said hurriedly. “ It is long since I have 
been called by that name—so long that I 
ceased to remember it was mine. How 
did you know—who told you ? ”

Patty lowered her head and her lips be­
gan to quiver ; suddenly she made a move­
ment towards her young mistress, and 
falling on her knees before her buried 
her fece in the shimmering silken robes.

“ Forgive me, Miss Lenore ; but I could 
not keep silent any longer. It was such 
joy to see you—wait on you ! Do you not 
remember little Patty—your sister as you 
used to call her ? ”

“ Patty—Patty ? ” Nora murmured ; then 
as her eyes lingered on the flushed face 
lifted,to her a low cry broke from her.

“ I remember. How could I have for­
gotten you so soon?’’she exclaimed full 
of self reproach. “ Patty, dear little sister, 
how is it I find you here and alone ? ”

“It is a long story, Miss Nora, darling! 
When Miss Clare parted us taking you 
far, far away I thought my heart would 
break. When Uncle Silas died three 
years ago kind friends found me this

place ; but I never dreamt it was here I 
should once more meet you.”

“ But why didfyou not let me recognize 
you sooner?” Nora asked, passing two 
loving arms around the girl’s neck.

“Because I was afraid,” Patty said 
humbly, a faint flush dying her cheeks. 
“ You were so changed, and seemed to 
have lost all memory of the past. How 
could I recall it without giving you pain ? "

“ I am not changed in heart, Patty. If 
I did not recognize you it is because you 
to have altered, and I remembered you 
only as a child.”

“ I saw that but it was sufficient joy to 
be near you, so I hid the truth. You will 
let me stay with you always?”

“ Always, Patty. Not as my maid but 
as a sister.”

Patty shrank back and a look of dis­
tress crossed her fece.

“ No, no, Miss Lenore. You will make 
me regret having betrayed my secret. 
There is a gulf between us which even 
love cannot bridge. I am only a poor 
girl whose father tilled the land, whilst 
you, as dear mother often told us, are the 
daughter of a gentleman rich and noble.”

“Of what use is it to be high born, 
when I do not even know my name ? As 
to my father he must have cared little 
since he could forget me all these years."

There was a ring of subdued bitterness 
in her voice which made Patty’s heart 
grow heavy ; bending her head she kissed 
the white hands resting so caressingly 
upon her.

“ Hush ! Miss Lenore. Do not blame 
him ; he may be dead.”

“ And it so why is it that I do not even 
inherit his name ? ”

The dinner bell rang at that moment 
putting an end to their conversation; 
Patty rose to her feet, and as she did so 
Nora folded her in a close embrace.

“ You will love me, Patty. If you will 
not let me call you sister before the world 
I may at least do so in secret,” she urged, 
ere she hurried from the room.

“ What have you been doing to your­
self, Nora?” Hetty asked as she entered 
the dining room. “ I never saw you look 
so pale nor so lovely.”

“ Thanks for the compliment, dear ; but 
where is your brother?”

“ He is here at your service, fair cousin,” 
a voice broke in just behind her, a voice 
that made her start guiltily and turn to 
face the speaker.

She saw a tall rather thin man whose 
shoulders bent a little through constant 
stooping over his books ; a pale delicate 
fece full of quick intelligence, lighted up 
by a pair of dark eyes that held Nora 
spellbound for a moment.

Hetty had said they were too big for 
his face. Nora almost laughed at her 
careless remark. Never in all her life 
had she met a gaze which had power to 
move her as this now fixed upon her, 
piercing to her very soul.

“May I greet you as a cousin? You 
are my cousin, are you not?” he asked.

But Nora blushed deeply as his lips 
touched her cheek and drew shyly back.

How pleasantly but swiftly the evening 
passed. Roger had so much to tell them ; 
gay descriptions of his travels both by 
land and sea, for he went everywhere to 
pick up the knowledge he craved to 
know.

His low voice fell like sweet music upon 
Nora’s ears ; there was not a more interest­
ed listener among the happy group than 
she, yet Roger rarely looked her way.

All the same that night when he lay 
down to rest the vision of a fece exquisite 
in its fair lovliness rose constantly before 
him, haunting him in his dreams.

Nora was in the breakfast room alone 
when he descended next morning ; tired 
out he had overslept himself, and they 
had not cared to awaken him.

“ Am I so late ? ” he asked brightly, as 
Nora gave him her hand.

“A little; but it does not matter.”
“ Then I am doomed to a solitary break­

fast for I know of old my father’s punc­
tual habits.”

Nora laughed; and seating herself at 
the table commenced pouring out the 
coffee with dainty grace.

“ Not quite solitary—I waited for you,” 
she said and the bright smile which 
lighted up his dark fece made her feel 
glad she had resisted Hetty’s piteous ap­
peal to accompany her to Winderfels.

TO BE CONTINUED.

THE USEFUL TOAD-

The toad is neither beautiful nor grace­
ful. His stomach is too large to get 
through the door of polite society, and 
yet Mr. Toad is the respected friend of 
everybody interested in agriculture. The 
farmers make friends with him and give 
him a home in their gardens, all because 
innumerable bugs and beetles that would 
otherwise destroy the crops disappear 
down that great throat and are never 
heard of again.

Did you ever see a toad catch and eat 
his supper ? If not, the next time you 
find one of these little fellows puffing 
himself out to the point of bursting and 
rolling up the whites of his eyes in a 
sleepish fashion, watch him. Sooner or 
later he will make a sudden hop and ap­
pear out of sight. Search awhile, and 
you will find him with his fat, chunky 
body flattened out so as to seem literally 
pasted to the ground. While you are 
still gazing in wonder there will occur a 
lightning change. He will launch him­
self like an arrow into a tuft of grass, gob­
ble up his prey in shape of some destruc­
tive insect and then quickly and meekly 
hop back on the walk the same rotund, 
stupid looking object as before. In this 
manner he not only feeds himself, but, as 
I hâve already told you, rids the garden 
of many insect pests.

Instead of being the stupid, slow mov­
ing animal many thoughtless persons sup­
pose him to be, the toad is in reality as 
cunning as a cat and twice as active. 
Therefore we say good luck to the toad. 
He is all right. Do not destroy him, but 
let him dwell in peace in your garden.

HE WAS CONVINCED.
A man in Nova Scotia was in doubt as 

to the genuiness of the reported cure of 
Mrs. Bernard Maguire and ex-councillor 
Lingley, of Petersville, Queens Co., by a 
course of Hawker’s Nerve and Stomach 
Tonic and Hawker’s Liver Pills. He 
wrote to Squire Lingley, and that gentle­
man promptly assured him that the tes­
timonials were genuine.

Something to Fall Back On.—Jack 
My darling, I want to tell you something. 
I have deceived you. I am not rich, but 
utterly penniless. Will it make any dif­
ference to you ? Ethel — Not the slight­
est, Jack. Jack — I am so glad, dearest. 
Are you quite sure it will make no dif­
ference to you ? Ethel — Quite sure. I 
can marry old Moneybags.

DAME EXPERIENCE
Has convinced many that to use any of 
the substitutes offered for the only sure pop 
and painless com cure is attended with 
danger. Get always and use none other 
than Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor, 
for sore producing substitutes are offered 
just as good as Putnam’s Corn Extractor. 
Safe, sure, painless.

Much Better.— How do you like your 
new lady help, Mrs. Todgers ? I should 
like her a good deal more, Mrs. Bodgers, 
if she was a little less the lady and a lit­
tle more of a help.

AbOPTS A YOUNG CARIBOU.

Some weeks ago a son of J. Francis, of 
Moro, saw what he supposed was a big 
rabbitt with a heifer in the field. The 
cattle were pastured in a back lot near the 
woods. The boy as he approached saw 
that it was not a rabbit. He easily caught 
the animal, which proved to be a young 
caribou, and carried it home in his arms. 
It was apparently a day old, and was 
weak and staggering. A nursing bottle 
was secured, and the little caribou was 
fed on milk. "Very soon it followed the 
boy around the room. It was allowed to 
nurse from a cow for some weeks, till it 
grew so boisterous, butting and striking 
its foster mother with its feet, that the 
fermer feared the cow might injure it, 
and now feeds it with milk by hand three 
times a day. All this time it has evinced 
a fondness for its first foster mother, the 
heifer. The little fellow is flourishing to 
all appearances. It is very tame and de­
lights to be led into the woods, where it 
will run and play. But at the slightest 
unusual noise it will immediately scamper 
home. It is a buck, and its horns are 
just coming through. •

WITH INVALIDS.
Yes ! with invalids the appetite is ca­

pricious and needs coaxing, that is just 
the reason they improve so rapidly under 
Scott’s Emulsion, which is as palatable as 
cream. _______________

When a preacher becomes a politician 
it gives the devil a chance to hitch his 
sled to the Lord’s chariot.

A COMFORT SOMETIMES.
When health is fer gone in consump­

tion, then sometime only ease and com­
fort can be secured from the use of Scott’s 
Emulsion. What is much better is to 
take this medicine in time to save your 
health _______________

Minister (to small boy) — Sonny, do you 
chew tobacco ? Small Boy — Sorry mis­
ter; I just put the last in me mouth.

ARE YOU DEAF
Or do you suffer from noises in the head. 
Then send your address and I will send a 
valuable treatise containing full particu­
lars for home cure which cost compara­
tively nothing. A splendid work on deaf­
ness and the ear. Address : Prof. G. 
Chase, Orillia, Ont.—13 w.

But, Emma, how can you prefer the 
plain and shabbily dressed Julius to my 
elegant and handsome brother? That is 
quite simple. Your brother is in love 
with himself and Julius with me.

Itch, mange and scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. 
Warranted by Davis, Staples & Co.

A farmer, who thought he knew the 
answer to everything, was asked one day 
by his little daughter: Father, when 
you’ve finished milking a cow, how do 
you turn it off? He has not answered 
yet. _______________

Hundreds of ladies in ill health have 
been or are being restored to health and 
strength by the use of Hawker’s Tonic. 
It has become the great and popular 
family remedy.

Old Lady — What time does the next 
train go to Yonkers? Ticket Seller 
Twelve o’clock. Old Lady —Dear me! 
Isn’t there one before that ? Ticket Sel­
ler (calmly) — Madam, there is never one 
before the next.

Ward off the Cholera by getting your 
system in healthy working condition. 
Hawker’s Nerve^and Stomach Tonic, with 
a course also of] Hawker’s Pills, will ex­
cite every organ of the body to healthy 
action and afford the surest safeguard 
against disease.

Aunt Hilda — Well it do beat all! 
These city people are the worst gadders I 
ever heard on. Mrs. Meadow — You 
have a niece there, haven’t you? Yes, 
and her card says she’s never at home 
’cepting Thursday.

English Spavin liniment removes all 
hard, soft or calloused lumps and blem­
ishes from horses, blood spavin, curbs, 
splints, ring bone, sweeney, stifles, sprains 
sore and swollen throat, coughs, etc. Save 
$50 by use of one bottle. Warranted the 
most wonderful blemish cure ever known. 
Warranted by Davies, Staples & Co.

Mistress -r How is it one never hears a 
sound in the kitchen when your sweet­
heart is with you of an evening. Servant 
Girl — Please, ma’am, the poor fellow is 
so bashful yet ; for the present he does 
nothing but eat!

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism 
and neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 3 
days. Its action upon the system is re- 
markabe and mysterious. It removes at 
once the cause and the disease immediately 
disappears. The first dose greatly bene­
fits, 75 cents. Warranted by Davies, 
Staples & Co.

Mother — What did young Mr. Tomp­
kins say to you Clara, last night when he 
was trying to button your glove ? Clara 
(sadly) — He said that the man who 
wouldn’t make a glove that wouldn’t 
button easier than that, ought to be 
hanged. Mother — Well, I wouldn’t 
waste any more time there.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil­
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at once and get a bottle 
of “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrvp” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about 
it. It cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stom­
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and leduces Inflamation, and 
gives tone and energy to the whole system. 
“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup” for 
children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen­
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug­
gists throughout the world. Be sure and 
ask for “Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing 
Syrup.”
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Baking
p0WDEfi
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ERIAL
BAKING

POWDERTHE IMP,
PUREST, STRONREST, BEST.
Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,

Phosphates, or any Iqjuriant*

E. W. CILLETT. Toronto! Ont.

Yes, but feed it with Scott’s Emulsion. 
Feeding the cold kills it, and no one 
can afford to have a cough or cold, acute 
and leading te consumption, lurking 
around him.

SCOTTS
EMULSION
Of pure Norwegian Cod Liver 

Oil and Hypophoephites 
strengthens Weak Lungs, checks all 
Wasting Diseases and is a remarkable 
Flesh Producer. Almost as Palatable as
Milk.Prep.red only by Soott ABowne.BelleTille.

NEW

DRUG STORE,
2 DOORS BELOW PEOPLES BARK, 

QUEEN STTFREDERICTON.

Having severed my connection 
with the firm of

DAVIS STAPLES & CO.,
I have opened up- business on 
my own account, in the store 
formerly occupied by the

CANADIAN
Express Company,
two doors below People’s Bank.

With my experience of twen­
ty-one years in the Drug Busi­
ness and being manager of the 
business of the late firm for 
thirteen years, I feel with every 
confidence that I can fully meet 
the requirements of my friends 
and the public generally.

Yours Respectfully,

ALONZO STAPLES.
April 29,1893.

Executor’s Notice.

VIGOR or MEN
El . Permanently ResM

lTHtTOUHPHOflCVT.

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

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo. N.Y.

DRUG STORE.
196 Queen Street.

5 Gross HIRES’ ROOT BEER Daily expected.

A
Just Received ;

LACTATED FOOD,
MELLIH'S FOOD,

BUTTER COLOR,
DIAMOND DYES.

JOHN M. WILEY,
THE

IVERPOOL AND LONDON AND 
GLOBE

INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip» 
tien at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES-

R. C. MACREDIE,

AND

TINSMITH,

WM. WILSON,
A. gent.

WOULD inform the people of Freder 
icton and vicinity that he has re 

nmed business on Queen Street,

OFF COUNTY COURT BOBSR
where he is prepared to mi all orners In 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHABICAL.

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

“Sling Delights”

G. T. WHELPLEY
Has now on hand, a Large Stock

NOTICE is hereby given that I, the undersigned, 
have been appointed Executor of the last will 

of the late John A. Morrison.
All persons indebted to such Estate will please 

arrange with me at once, and all persons having 
any legal claims against such estate are requested 
to hand the same to me duly attested to within 
three months from this date.

Fredericton. June 9, 1893.
FRANK I. MORRISON, 

Executor of last will of late John A. Morrison, 
jane 10

MIXED PAINTS
JU&T received several cases Ready Mixed paints, 

all of the popular colors in one and two pound 
cans, quarts, half and one gallon tins.

They are easily applied and dry quickly Very 
handy for house keepers who have painting to do. 

Call and get one of our sample cards.
For sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

I -----OF------

Timothy Seed, 

Clover Seed, 

White and Black 

Seed Oats.

-----ALSO-----

Bradley’s Superphosphate,
In Large and Small quantities-

310 Queen Street,

Fredericton.

Scales. Scales.
8/"NASE3 Counter Scales ; 3 cases Union Scales ;

VV 1 case assorted Weights ; 1 case Farmers 
Beams. Just received and for sale by

K. CHESTNUT & SONS.

SCREEN_D00RS.
Just received from Boston.

5/'^A8E8 Screen Doors and 15 cases Window 
VV Screens. For sale Low, by

JAMBS B. NEILL

Sheathing Paper.
Just to Hand.

1 OA "DOLLS Tarred Sheathing, 100 rolls Dry 
IvU XL Sheathing. In excellent order and low 
in price.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

New and Elegant

Patterns
-IN-

-AT-

BOOK STORE.
Farm for Sale-

THE subscriber’s Farrfi at Ft. Mary’s, near the 
Railway Station, containing 510 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.

BICYCLES
WE have several Bicjcles on hand from last 

year which we will sell at a Bargain to any­
one in want, ou Easy Terms. We prefer having 

some other goods, and ate reminded of the woman 
in Harvey Settlement, who is now living happily 
with her ninth husband, a convincing proof of the 
wisdom of the old injunction, ** If at first you 
don't succeed, try, try again.*’ Now this is our 
Last Try, and if not sold this month, we will either 
Auction them off cr send them to Newfoundland. 
Come early and get a bargain.

R, CHESTNUT & SONS,

McMURRAY & Co.
Cave Tuât Heoelved

A CAR LOAD
------- OF--------

WALL PAPERS,
And are now prepared to show the larges^ 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian
----------A1TD-----------

American 
Makes. v
CALL and SEE the 

GOODS.
Also a lot of

REMNANTS,
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods.

P. 8. 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.

McMurray & Co.
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