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POETRY.
MEMORY'S PICTURE.

Only a flower-sprinkled meadow,
With a stream running down to the sea,

And a sweet, girlish face, half in shadow,
Is memory bringing to me.

Under the boughs of the beeches 
That rustle and sway in the breeze,

I hear once again the fond speeches,
Low mingled with murmur of bees.

The echo of vows softly spoken 
Comes back from that long vanished 

spring,
The faith and the trust never broken—

The bliss that love only may bring ;

The lillies that nod on the river,
The white clouds that slowly drift by ;

Though green boughs the sunshine a-quiver 
Like gold sifted down from the sky;

’fhe daisies that gleam mid the clover,
The buttercups flaming in gold ;

The birds on swift wing flying over,
The glory of woodland and wold ;

Before my eyes weary with weeping,
They passed in their glorious array ;

While here, mid youth’s ashes, I’m keeping 
Sad faith with that far away May.

But vain are all tears or regretting ;
The winter winds eeriely call,

As if chiding my soul for forgetting 
That this is what’s left of it all—

Only a flower-sprinkled meadow,
With a stream running down to the sea,

And a sweet, girlish face, half in shadow, 
That mem’ry is bringing to me!
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CHAPTER Vni.
“ IN THE DEAD UNHAPPY NIGHT.

In her own room at last, with the door 
locked, her hot, heavy clothes thrown 
aside, and a light dressing-gown donned 
in their place. There she is, seated at 
the dressing table, her hair thrown back 
over her shoulders, and her chin resting 
on her hand. The time was now arrived 
when she could think it all out, the time 
that she longed for during her weary 
walk homeward up the Dumpington road 
the time that she longed for as she lay 
prostrate, dazed and semi-conscious, upon 
the bed before going to the theatre. She 
could think it all out now—all—all. Why, 
good Heavens ! even since she was last in 
that room what a change had swept over 
the current of her life ! What a new 
vista for the future had been opened up 
before her 1

He did intend that the Australian jour­
ney should be merely an excuse for 
separation, not merely temporary, but 
final. When she taxed him with it, he 
acknowledged it She was glad she had 
been beforehand with him there ; that 
was one instance, at least, where the cun­
ning oh which he so prided himself had 
not been able to cajole or deceive her. 
What a moral coward he was ! He would 
have taken leave of her with fine prom­
ises and pleasant speeches, and let her go 
away ; and then, when he knew himself 
to be far beyond her reach, he would have 
let her know the truth, that he had de­
serted her and cast her off for ever. Not 
even then, perh; he might have al 
lowed her to go op wearing her life away
hoping against hope, and ignorant of the 
state of widowhood to which she had 
long since been abandoned.

Now she knew the worst. Come what 
might in the future, at least she would en­
ter it unprepared. He had spoken plainly 
enough, said in so many words, that mar­
riage was dissolved between them. He 
must have had that step in contemplation 
for some time past ; such a resolution was 
not taken an the spur of the moment. 
And as she passed in review the recent 
occasions on which she and Philip Vane 
had met ; the tone of the few short letters 
he had written to her, she saw clearly 
how he had, bit by bit, been loosening 
the tie—never very strong, save in its 
legality — which existed between them 
and preparing for the final rupture.

And now it had come. “You will nev 
er look upon my face again,” that was 
what he said. What bad she done ? Had 
she been so specially wicked, had her 
life been so specially happy, that she 
should be visited by an affliction like this, 
that \she should be forced to bear the 
brunt of the battle alone, quite unaided 
more than that, even havitig to succor 
and provide for one weaker and younger 
than herself without one friend to turn 
to in her extremity, without one living 
soul to speak to her a kind word, or to 
lend her a helping hand?

Gerald Hardinge ! As the thought 
flashed across her, the name rose simul­
taneously to her lips, and was spoken 
aloud. j

She raised her face from her hands, 
where, in the agony of her grief, she had 
buried it, and catching sight of its reflect­
ion in the glass before her, could not help 
noticing, all blurred and tear-stained as it 
was, the delicacy of its features, the 
sweetness of its expression. She peered 
at it long and curiously, as though it had 
been another woman’s face, now pitting a 
dimple with her finger, now tracing with 
her nail the track of a line or two which 
had already begun to appear near her 
eyes. Then suddenly pushing her chair 
aside, she rose to her feet and again mut­
tered aloud, “Gerald Hardinge!”

“ The last time that Gerald spoke to 
me,” she continued, pacing to and fro in 
the room, “ I listened to him carelessly 
and talked to him lightly. Knowing the 
barrier that existed between, there was 
no harm, I thought, in so listening, for it 
was a break in my dull and dreary life, 
and a pastime with me; and I knew that 
Gerald was too much of a gentleman to 
say anything that might not properly be 
said to—what he imagined me to be—a 
good and virtuous girl. Now that barrier 
exists no longer, and he must learn the 
truth ; I must tell him I am the deserted 
wife of another man, that the confidence 
and companionship which have hitherto 
existed between us must now be brought 
to an end, that the terms on which we 
have hitherto lived, were they to contin­
ue, would be dangerous to him and con- 
promising for me. Yes,” she added, after 
a pause, during which she had remained 
rapt in consideration, “ the retribution 
which Philip Vane will inflict upon me 
for refusing to obey his commands will be 
bitter indeed. He can disappear, ‘ efface 
himself,’ as he says, banish all remem­
brances of me, if it be not already ban­
ished, blot out all traces of his married 
life, commence a fresh career of dissipat­
ion, and look for a new victim to wheedle, 
and make use of and desert. He can do 
all ) this, for he will be free, wWe I must 
remain here, fettered and heart-broken 
and solitary.”

She flung herself prone upon her bed, 
and clasping her hands behind her head, 
lay there motionless for some time. When 
at length she raised her face from the 
pillow in which it had been hidden, 
there was on it a strange odd expression, 
such as those who were most intimate 
with it had never seen there. A bright 
scarlet patch burned on each of her

cheeks, there was a wild, restless look in 
hfer large brown eyes, and her lips, ordin­
arily so soft and mobile, were set and 
rigid.

“ Wh should I be solitary ? ” she broke 
forth, raising herself on her elbow, and 
gazing eagerly before her. “ Why should 
his be all the triumph and mine all the 
misery? Why, while he creates a fresh 
life for himself, should I settle down in 
apathetic wretchedness and dull despair? 
He said, truly enough, that our secret was 
our own, that our marriage was known to 
none but ourselves ; and that when he 
decided upon ignoring it, it would be just 
as though it had never happened. It was 
known but to ourselves and to two others, 
hired witnesses, whom in no human 
probability I shall ever come across. What 
is to prevent me, then, from shaking my­
self free from the shackles, and seeing 
whether in life there is not yet some hap­
piness instore forme? What is to pre­
vent? My conscience? Duty? The duty 

owe to Philip Vane would sit lightly 
enough upon me; and is it not his wish?
I will never interfere with your plans 

and projects, be they what they may ; ’ he 
swore tnat, and he will keep his word, 
only too thankful to lay hold of any act 
of mine which would tend to further es­
trangement and ratify the separation be­
tween us. ,

And here is Gerald, whose only 
thought is to take me to his heart, and 
make me his wife, who, hard-worked as 
he is at the theatre, has been devoting 
his extra hours in labor to gain a position 
which he could consider worthy to offer 
me, and who is steeped to the lips not 
merely in patient devotion to me, but in 
the desire to rid me of the burden which 
I now have to bear, and to render life 
smooth and easy to me.

“Gerald Hardinge’s wife! He asked 
me to become so at once, why should I 
refuse ? I am older than he is, it is true, 
and my youth has been passed in toil, 
and, to a certain extent in privation. 
But,” she added, stopping before the 
glass, and again surveying her features 
in it, “ I do not think I show the traces of 
it; I do not think, speaking dispassion­
ately, as Heaven knows I feel, there are 
many who are better or more attractive- 
looking, however much my beauty may 
have palled on Philip Vane.

“Gerald Hardinge’s wife! Could I re 
turn the love he gives me? My capa­
bilities of loving have not been put to 
any severe test ; it was that silly admir­
ation of a good looking face and specious 
manners which led me to like Philip 
Vane; the idiotic folly of a school-girl 
which raves about the color of a man’s 
eyes, or the shape of his nose; but 
doubt whether there was much question 
of love in the matter. I was sillily fascin 
ated by him in the first few days of our 
married life ; I remember I showed it as 
much as he would let me, but that is so 
far off that it seems like a dream. Since 
then I have been almost constantly separ­
ated from him ; and when we have met 
there has been no question of love be 
tween us, certainly none shown, even of 
regasd, on his part. I wonder whether 
I have ever possessed the faculty of lov­
ing, and if so, whether it has died out? 
I fhink I can answer jthat question,” she 
sâid, smiling gravely. “ Last night, when 
Gerald’s arm was round me holding me 
closely to him, when his face was bend­
ing close to mine, when I felt his soft 
breath on my cheek, and saw the love- 
light trembling and fading in his eyes, a 
shiver ran through me from head to foot, 
and my soul yearned towards him with a 
paskion hitherto strange to it. Ah, why,” 
she cried, clasping, her hands above her 
head, “ why should my life be solitary 
and blank? Why should this wealth 
of love which I possess be thus wasted 
Why should I not solace what remains 
to me of my youth, and give up such 
beauty as I still possess to him who 
prizes it so dearly ? I cannot, I will not, 
let slip this chance which is offered me 
so opportunely. I will write a line 
Gerald telling him that I accept his offer, 
and am only impatient to call myself his 
wife, and thus at the same time I will 
gratify my love for him, and my revenge 
on Philip Vane.”

The scarlet spot on her cheek burned 
more brightly than before, and the light 
was still in her eyes ; but the muscles of 
her mouth, instead of being rigid and set, 
were moving involuntarily, and her lips 
were full and humid.

She took her blotting-book and ink- 
stand from off the chest of drawers, ar­
ranged them on the table, and sat down 
to write. But her brain was too much 
excited, her heart beating far too quickly, 
to admit of her sufficiently steadying her 
thoughts ; and the next moment she was 
up and pacing the room again to and fro, 
to and fro. No reminiscences of past 
misery now ; all visions of future happi­
ness with Gerald! How handsome he 
was! how high-bred and gentlemanly 
he always looked ! Not even his coarse 
common painting-clothes could disfigure 
him. How softly he always spoke to 
her, and how he always looked straight 
into her eyes—not boldly, not triumph­
antly, but with a strange mixture of 
diffidence and love ! She recollected, too, 
the long clinging pressure of his hand. 
Ah, how she would love him, how she 
would make up for past years of coldness 
and neglect! She longed to have him 
there by her side, that she might tell him 
how warmly she reciprocated all he had 
said to her on the previous night. Un­
able to see him at that instant, she must 
write to him ; that was the next best 
thing she could do, and she would do so 
at once.

Seated at the table once again, one hand 
drumming on the blotting-book, the 
other idly stretched on the paper in 
front of her. How should she commence 
her letter to him? How should she end 
it? She knew that, she thought. She 
should put “your wife.” His wife? 
And then the pen slipped from between 
her fingers, and the other hand ceased 
drumming, and convulsively grasped the 
table.

His wife ? Not his, but Philip Vane’s.
That fact remained indisputable, not­

withstanding Philip’s repudiation of it, 
and in spite of all the sophistry which he 
had talked, and which she had allowed 
herself to be persuaded into accepting. 
Philip Vane’s wife, in the sight of 
heaven, and in the eye of the law. Philip 
Vane’s wife — that was her condition, 
only to be released therefrom by her own 
or his death.

Ah, what vague hopes she had cher­
ished of placing herself on an equality 
with him ! what fruitless boasts she had 
made to herself of claiming as much 
freedom in her future as he had insisted 
on his ! Were she .to take the step she 
had contemplated — were she to accept 
the position offered to her — the mere 
prospect of the expectation of which had 
filled her with happiness and joy inex­
plicable— what would be the result? In 
her own secret soul she would know her­
self, whatever she might pass for to him 
and to the world, not to be Gerald 
Hardinge’s wife, but his mistress, and to 
be Philip Vane’s wife still. Even if— 
looking at the happiness which such a 
prospect opened up to her, and contrast­
ing it with the certain misery of her 
future — misery embittered a thousand­
fold by the omnipresent recollection of 
what might have been — she could have 
stifled the voice of conscience, and clung 
to the chance thus offered, what guaran­
tee had she that Philip Vane might not

some day or other put in an appearance 
upon the scene, and seek to gain ad­
vantage by her default? He had sworn 
that he would not do so ; but she knew 
well enough that to such a man such an 
oath meant nothing; and then for the
mere passing gratification of two passions,"" You have not seen enough of the world

I have no doubt of your success in life, 
and I know that, should you continue to 
think as you do at present, your pleasure 
in that success would be doubled if it 
were shared by me. Should you continue 
to think ? Ah, that is one point, Gerald 1

revenge and love, she would have entailed 
misery not merely upon herself, but 
upon the boy who had offered his life for 
her disposal, and so frankly and loyally 
had placed his future in his hands.

Following out with strictest scrutiny 
her self-examination, Madge felt com­
pelled to confess that there were several 
reasons for giving up the step on which 
she bad so recently determined. The 
difference of age between them must not 
be lost sight of. It was enough now, 
while Gerald was under the influence of 
his boyish passion, and while she yet re­
tained enough of her youthful beauty to 
keep him in thrall, and to render her an 
object of admiration among his friends. 
But in a few, very few years’ time, she 
would have lost her bloom, and be ad­
vancing towards middle age, while he 
would yet be in the prime of early man­
hood. What should she expect then but 
what she had already undergone? Not 
that it was possible Gerald could ever 
treat her as Philip Vane had treated her 

he was too manly, too high-spirited, 
too tender-hearted ; but would it not be 
worse for her than anything she had yet 
endured, to see that she was merely toler­
ated by a man to whom her whole soul 
was given, and in whom the wild ardour 
of love had been superseded by a feeling 
of mere tenderness and compassion ?

No, no — a thousand times no! She 
could bear anything but that. Better 
pluck out this passion of recent growth, 
though she plucked out her heart and 
her life at the same time, than let it 
have a short season of bloom, and a long 
period of withering decay. The mirage 
was fast vanishing away, and again the 
long level sands of the desert of life 
which she was compelled to travel, with 
no well of hope, no oasis of rest and hap­
piness in sight, lay stretching out before 
her. The shining sands had to he 
traversed, and the bubbling fountains 
and the palm-trees’ shade had proved 
mere mockeries of mental vision ; so let 
her proceed upon her pilgrimage at once, 
and give up all further thought of those 
unsubstantial and impossible delights. It 
could not, must not be. And when 
Madge Pierrepoitit had once faced that 
fact, although in facing it she went 
through such mental torture as, since the 
world’s creation, has been suffered only 
by those white-robed few who sacrifice 
their all in all for duty’s sake, she deter­
mined on carrying out her resolutions, 
and came out of the conflict, worn and 
pale and haggard, indeed, but victorious 
and determined.

What was to be done? The proper 
course for her to pursue was, as she 
knew, to see Gerald, and tell him all. 
But that she could npt do. She dared 
not trust herself. Her courage was in­
sufficient, not merely to carry her 
through the story of her wrongs, but to 
bear up in what she kriew to be the un­
avoidable result, his appeal to her to 
throw her past life to the winds, and in­
trust him with her future. She dared 
not trust herself to see him again ; she 
must hurry away from that place, within 
the next few hours, in the early morn­
ing, and leave what she had to say to 
him in a note whichwould be given to 
Miss Cave. What Should she say in 
that note? Tell him the real state of the 
case, and appeal to his sense of honour, 
to his feeling of pity, not to attempt to 
follow her ? That would never do. 
Madge Pierrepoint’s experience of the 
world was not large ; but it was sufficient 
to tell her that when a man, and espec­
ially a young man, is madly in love, ap­
peals to such sentiments are generally,, 
made in vain. Such ar confession would 
probably act as a provocative to his pur­
suit, and that must be stopped at any 
cost Seeing Gerald under such circum­
stances as those, Madge would not have 
answered for herself ; and all the mental 
anguish which she had undergone, and 
the triumph which she had obtained, 
would have been in vain

After reflection, then, she came to the 
conlusion that there was but one way by 
which the end she sought for was to be 
obtained.

And that way was, to strike his kind 
and trusting heart a blow, which, coming 
from her band, would numb and para­
lyze its action, and prevent its ever again 
throbbing in response to here. She “ must 
be cruel only to be kind,” and must be 
content to pass as cold and heartless in 
Gerald’s eyes, rather than let him know 
her for what she really was. Knowing 
Gerald as Madge did, she never doubted 
for an instant that he would refuse to 
take from her lips any denial which was 
dictated by prudence or policy, and that 
the only method by which he could be 
restrained from further pursuit, would be 
by touching his pride. That must be 
done, no matter at what cost to her­
self; wittingly ^nd knowingly, she must 
degrade herself in the sight of the man 
who so loved her, and had just asked per­
mission to dedicate his life to her.

So she sat down to do it There, spread 
out before her, lay the paper, which was 
to have borne his summons to her side, 
whereon was to have been written her 
acceptance of his offer. She thought of 
all this, and the pen which she had taken 
up, dropped again from her fingers. Ah, 
surely the task was too cruel, the self- 
imposed burden too heavy for her to bear ! 
She could not do—she could not do it ! 
And Madge hid her face in her hands, 
and the bitter tears burst forth again. 
When the paroxysm was over, she rose 
and bathed her face, and once more re­
turned to the table. Then, stopping for 
some time to try and get more command 
over her trembling fingers, to try and 
still the audible beating of her heart, to 
try and find words in which her meaning 
might be, with as little harshness as poss­
ible, expressed, she wrote the following 
letter :
“My dear Gerald,

If you have ever had any kind feel­
ing for me, and I know you have, Gerald, 
you will need it all when you read this. 
What I write now I ought to have raid to 
you last night, if not before. No, not be­
fore, for up till last night I had only 
looked upon what you have said to me 
from time to time as so much boyish 
nonsense, not to be thought of seriously 
by either of us. 1 knew that most boys— 
don’t be offended, Gerald, there will come 
a time when you will consider youth a 
thing not to be ashamed of—that most 
boys admire women * older than them­
selves; and there was a greater reason for 
your liking me, as we have been thrown 
so much together, and there are not many 
people—in the company, at least, I mean ; 
with whom you have much in common. 
I have always, as you will remember, 
Gerald, endeavored to stop you when 
you were going to say anything definite 
to me ; I have always refused to give you 
any definite answer, on the plea that it 
would be sufficient to ask me for one 
when you were in a position to speak ser­
iously <to me. Last night you told me 
that time had now arrived, and it is my 
duty therefore to speak definitely to you.

“Gerald, I cannot be your wife! I 
must not even be to you what I have 
been—a chosen companion, a woman in 
whose society you have been happy ! In 
saying this, I am not hard nor worldly.

to know your own mind, and the woman 
whom you worship now, might seem very 
homely and very dull to you in a few 
years’ time !

“But my chief reason for writing to 
you is to tell you that I am no longer 
free, that I have for some time been en­
gaged to be married to a gentleman who 
now claims my promise. I ought to have 
told you this last night, Gerald, but I was 
overcome by the extra fatigue which I had 
undergone during the past week, and my 
dread of the annoyance which I knew 
my answer would give was too much for 
me, so I write it to you instead. You 
must try and not think very badly of me 
for not telling you before. I bad my 
reasons, reasons which I cannot explain, 
but may be able to do so some day. I 
am going away from this at once, and am 
to be married very shortly. Good-bye, 
Gerald ! God bless you I Most likely we 
shall never meet again, but I shall always 
think gratefully of the kindnes you have 
shown to me, and pray for your welfare. 
Once more, good'bye !

Yours sincerely,
Margaret Pierrepoint.”

It was finished at last, after many al 
terations and much delay. As Madge 
read it over she said to herself, “ this is 
doing evil that good may come of it ; may 
God forgive me this bitter, bitter lie ! ” 
Then she folded the letter, addressed it, 
shut it in her blotting-book, and went in­
to Rose’s bed-room.

The sun had risen by this time and was 
pouring in through the thin white cur­
tains. Madge stepped softly up to the 
bed, and could not help noticing Rose’s 
delicate beauty as she lay with her face 
upturned and her head resting on one of 
her arms.

“.Too delicate and too sensative to do 
much in the great battle of life,” said 
Madge, as she bent ever her. “ Poor 
little flower, it’s lucky she has me to 
stand between her and the rough wind 
outside. Smiling in her sleep, too,” she 
added, after a moment’s pause ; “ it seems 
a shame to rouse her from a pleasant 
dream to the dull realities of packing and 
departute, but the time grows short, and 
we have much to do.”

Then she touched her sister lightly on 
< the shoulder, and the girl awoke and sat 
up in bed, looking before her with large 
eyes full of surprise.

“ What is it, Madge? ” she cried. “What 
has made you awake so early ? Iam gen­
erally up long before you ; and your eye 
lids are all red and swollen too. I don’t 
believe you have been to bed all night. 
What is the matter? ”

“ No dear,” said the elder sister, quietly, 
“ there is nothing the matter, only you 
must get up at once and pack your own 
things, and help me to pack mine ; we 
are going away.”

“ We are going away ! ” repeated Rose. 
“When?”

“Now directly, by the seven o’clock 
train. We have scarcely time for our 
packing and our breakfast.”

“ But where are we going to, Madge, 
and why ?

“ I don’t know yet, dear, where, though 
probably we shall stop first at Springtide 
and as for why, Rose, the answer is, be­
cause I wish it.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

Don’t Forget
that when you buy Scott’s Emul­
sion you are not getting a secret 
mixture containing worthless or 
harmful drugs.

Scott’s Emulsion cannot be sec­
ret for an analysis reveals all there 
is in it. Consequently the endorse­
ment of the medical world means 
something.

Scott’s 
Emulsion

overcomes Wasting, promotes the 
making of Solid Flesh, and gives 
Vital Strength. It has no equal as 
a cure for Coughs, Colds, Sore Throat,

Wiley’s... emulsion ...

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

Purest and Best Materials __ j.*used Hn Manufacture. Preparation

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

sold ’ll | No preparation equal to it.
For Building up the System.

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer
Scrofula, Anaemia, Emaciation, an:l 
Wasting Diseases of Cmidfen. 

Scott & Bowne, Belleville. AM Druggists. B0c- & $1.

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

GRANBY RUBBERS
«"■- OVERSHOES.

THE OLD SAYING

Throw Physic to the Dogs,
Will not apply to the

1 Present Day.

Warm, Dry and Comfortable.
Latest Styles. Beautifully Finished.
Perfect in Fit. Always Satisfactory.

i t nmiiA run a tot Tin

Granby Rubbers Wear Like Iron.
42*n 8 eod

ALONZO STAPLES, Herring, R. O MACREDIE,

It will
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FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

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

THEY WERE RELIGIOUS.

Shopper — Have you any toys a child 
can play with on Sunday ?

Salesman — Yes; here’s a box of 
diers.

Shopper — Play with soldiers on 
Sabbath ! f

Salesn an — But these belong to 
Salvation Army.

Bol-

the

the

Consumption and lung troubles are the 
Cause of fully one-third of the mortality 
in America. Prevention is better than 
cure. If you catch a cold, take at once 
some of Hawker’s balsam of tula and 
wild cherry. It is a sure cough cure.

A Literary Gourmand.— Apprentice (to 
butcher) — Master wants three penny­
worth of ham, sliced, and would you 
please wrap it in the continuation of the 
story as you sent him the first chapter of 
with the sausage yesterday.

Plies ! 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.

ELSA’S DISTRESS.

Lady Visitor — Elsa, dear, you look the 
very picture of despair ! Something dread­
ful must have happened — what is it ?

Elsa — Ha ! just fancy, I hardly dare 
tell you. My intended, the wretch, has 
gone and joined — the Bachelor’s club.

The eight or smell of food sometimes 
sickens you, that’s because your bilious.. 
Hawker’s liver pills cure biliousness and 
all bilious ills.

Milligan-1- If-1 be afther leaving security 
equal ter what I take away, will yer thrust 
me till nixt wake ?

Sands (the grocer)— Certainly !
Milligan-r-Well, thin, sell me two av 

thim hams, an’ kape wan av thim till I 
come again.

PARENTS MUST HAVE REST-

A president of one of our colleges says : 
“We spent many sleepless nights in con­
sequence of our children suffering from 
colds, but this never occurs now : We 
use Scott’s Emulsion and it quickly re­
lieves pulmonary troubles.”

A Wag.— Young Lady —*If you will let 
me have those roses I will give you a kiss 
for each of them — but why do you run 
away, consin ? How rude of you.

Cousin —One moment; I am going for 
some more roses !

Druggist and Apothecary,

-HAS IN STOCK-

New, Fresh Drugs
—AND FULL LINKS OF—

PATENT MEDICINES.

A CHOICE LINE OF HAVANA AND 

DOMESTIC CIGARS.

And all requisites 

found in a First-class Drug Store.

Physician’s prescriptions com­

pounded with utmost care at all hours. 

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store.

CODFISH,

bacon.

TINSMITH,

1831 THE CULTIVATOR

Country : Gentleman.
THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEVOTED TO

Farm Crops and Processes,

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying,

Not what we say, but what the people 
say, that Hawker’s catarrh cure, cures.

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol­
ogy, Beekeeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter­
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire­
side Reading, Domestic Economy, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually complete, and much attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crops, as throwing light up<n 
one of the most important of all questions—When 
to Buy and When to Sell. It is liiievally Illustrated 
and by Recent nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
82.60 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our

Club Rates for 1895.

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. |0 

Ten Subscriptions do. do. 15

For Sale

"V ery Lo-w.

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

Boston Transcript
A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news 

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 
tore, in both reading' and advertising columns 
offering to the educ ited and intelligent publie, the 
most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 
literary, i>olitical, financial, art, music and general 
topics of the day and season.

Daily Evening Transcript-
Bo Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-
Published Friday’s

To all New Pubsc iber» for 1895, paying in 
advance now, ve will s»>nd the pan r Weekly, from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publisher,,

Albany, N. Y.

Saws ! Saws !
In-___V Well Buckets, 2 oa es Oak Kegs, five and ten 
gallons each ; 3 boxes Boat Nails. 2 boxes Patent 
Door Hangers, 260 bars Refined Iron, 35 bundles 
Round Iron, 1 ha-rel Cast Iron Fittings for steam 
or hot water, 10 boxes Blenkhorn’s Axes: Just 
received at

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Address

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

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

sumed business on Queen 
Street,

Opp. County Court House

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

Electrical and Mechanical

BELL HANGING.
Speaking Tubes, etc.

6TkOZEN Long Handled Steel Shovels 
JJ 10 barrels Pcrtiau-l Cement 
75 kegs Steel Wire Nails 
15 bundles Hay Wire,
25 kegs Steel Horse fboes 
40 dozen N arrow Axes 

8 cases Mortice Locks 
2 “ Mineral Knobs
4 “ Wrought Iron Nuts
1 case him Locks 
1 " Loose Pin Bolts 

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

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

Enjoy it Î
But you will 

Have to announce 

The date.

Then when you 

do, have 
It Done Nicely.

7TB E.EPER. TO

FINE

Just to hand.
ft. CHESTNUT & SONS

Lead Pipe.
Just Received $

6( OILS LEAD PIPE, 2 barrels Pipe Fittings 
' • in end ess variety ; 1 box Globe Valves, 
Stop and Waste Chicks, Hose Bibbs and Brass Fit­

tings ; 40,700 feet Plaiu Iron Pipe, 15 dozen Steel 
Snow hovels,4 boxes Mrs. Potts’ Bad Irons; and 
for sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Facts ! Facts !

/v 1 r

OASES assorted Tinware
25 Stove Boilers, round and oval 

12 dozen Shaft Iron Oven Pans 
25 “ Lumberman's Tin plates
25 ** one pint Tin Cups
2 “ Large Coffee P( ts for camp use 
2 ** Tornado Oil Cans 5 gallons each 

Vi *• Tin Oil Cans, 1, 2, 3 and 6 gallons 
3 “ Enamelled Lined Scotch Bftwls
£ •• ** Stove Boilers, No's.

8 and 9.
3 “ Enamelled Lined Spiders
2 oases Granite Iron Ware, assorted 
6 Parafine < -il Tanks, 60 gallons each t 
1 case Patent Flour Sifters.

And for sale by
B. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Fis false economy to refuse a good article and ac­
cept a poor < ne because of the low price. All 
goods cost money to produce. The better the gooed 

the greater the cost. There are certain prices b“low 
which no good, hmest materials can be bought. If 
you pay les*, you get lossrno use dodging the fact. 
We always buy the best and sell the best, we don’t 
believe in shoddy. We have just received one car­
load of STOVES and we consider them THE BEST 
in the market of their kind, and we invite the pub 
lie to look them over if they are in want.

B. CHESTNUT & SONS.

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

Railway Station, containing 600 acres, 100 of 
which are-under cultivation.

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

For further particulars apply to

F’ton, April 9, 1892.

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen Hotel.

Grand Remnant Sale
-OF—

WALL PAPER
-AT-

VMcMURBAY & Co’sl
-coivd:2ucB3^rci3iTa-

WOMBAT HSXT, IM
—CONSISTING OF—

5,000
—IN—

Quantities Fbom - 8 Idles to

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

McMURRAY & Co.

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, l

j£

•target^

Wedding
INVITATIONS,

Tags,

Bill and

Letter "

Headings,

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

ed cheaply yet in 
good order.

Haïe it Done Attractive,
SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

PEIITtlt 111 PE*
Fredericton. 1ST. B;

>


