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POETRY.

THE OLD KITCHEN FIRE.

BY THOS. DONOHO.

Once more at tlie homestead, but I find not 
a trace

Of the old kitchen fire or the old fire place, 
They were here when I left, but now they 

are gone,
With the crane and the hooks that the kettle 

hung on ;
With the baker and spider and the pot that 

hung higher,
They were here when I left round the old 

kitchen fire.

Have they left any shadow or footprints be
hind

To show the direction their dwelling to find, 
Did they leave me a glimpse or sign of a 

spark,
Or snap of the fire, I can hear when I hark ? 
Which way have they gone I am here to 

inquire,
The way to my friends, round the old kitchen 

fire.

Were they compelled to retreat, like the 
-est of their race,

Being forced by the stove to give up their 
space,

Or did they go out like a match on a strike, 
On account of wet wood they didn’t quite 

like?
Whatever the facts, they are what I require 
To clear up the mist round the old kitchen 

fire.

But memory still clings to my old kitchen 
friends,

Who were warm to my feet and my cold 
finger ends ;

While young I felt large, though really quite 
small—

I kept growing larger while I kept growing 
tall ;

If wet by the storm I always grew dryer 
While 1 kept growing warm round the old 

kitchen fire.

How well 1 remember my short-legged days, 
And how cold I would get at my out-door 

plays,
And in company with playmates in cold, 

frosty weather
Would meet in the kitchen and there play 

together.
No matter how many, none need retire, 
There was plenty of room round the old 

kitchen fire.

My trundle-bed naps were here with me 
then,

They were here day and night to the year I 
was ten,

And the trundle-bed tells, with its short, 
narrow ends,

We were all very short, but the warmest of 
friends.

I,et it rain, let it snow, blow low or blow 
higher,

We were all snug and warm round the old 
kitchen fire.

When tired at night and in' bed I was laid, 
And mother was near so I wasn’t afraid, 
The thunder might clap, the rain it might 

spatter,
To me in my bed it didn’t much matter 
Whether the moon showed her face for the 

sun to admire,
Or the spark made a snap round the old 

kitchen fire.
I soon went to sleep, to wake in the morn, 
The same I have done sirice the day I was 

born,
To find it all bustle and the old fire hot, 
With the kettle a-boiling beside the old pot, 
The baker a-baking with the spider close by 

her,
In haste to get done round the old kitchen 

fire.

Where are they all now? they left not a 
track,

Or any guarantee they will ever come back. 
Not a track of a step, myt' a flash of a light 
To show their location—there is nothing in 

sight. /
.If yet on their journey they will some of 

thèru tire,
And wish themselves back round the old 

kitchen fire.

They tell me the mason has closed out the 
place,

Having put out the fire and bricked up the 
space,

And the stove moved in, and claimed as its 
right

To furnish the heat both day and by night, 
Saying the day of the fireplace was about to 

expire—
No more kettles and pots round the old 

kitchen fire.

If so my old friends were forced to retreat, 
Bidding adieu to old scenes we may never 

meet ;
But should it ever happen that we all meet 

again,
May it be with a record with never a stain— 
Bring in all the kettles, the spider, the 

fryer,
The baker and pot round the old kitchen 

fire.
—Maine Farmer.
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He came at last, walking with his 
sisters and two other men ; he passed 
Bonny twice without seeing her, and the 
third time one of the girls touched his 
arm and laughingly said something. At 
once he glanced in her direction and 
raised his hat; but just then Lenore said 
it was time to go home, so home they 
went, and Bonny did not see Alec Doyle 
again that day.

That evening on the common seemed 
so far away, it was like a beautiful dream, 
and she wanted—oh ! so much !—to see 
him, and to know that it was all real and 
true. But it ended in wanting—for that 
morning at least. Martha, the servant, 
awoke with a bad headache. Breakfast 
was late and afterwards Bonny found her 
spread out on the kitchen floor in a dead 
faint, and when she had been dosed with 
brandy and water, into which she had 
spread tears of pity, Lenore helped her up 
to her room, and told her to lie down for 
an hour. The work of the house had to 
be done, and the girls bustled to do it, 
while Mrs. Adair seized the opportunity 
of peeping and prying into all the cup
boards and odd corners, expecting every 
moment to alight on some instance of 
gross carelessness or deep deception, and 
grumbling incessantly about nothing. At 
half-past ten Ted Charteris drove np in a 
dog-cart ; he had come to take Lenore for 
a drive, and though Lenore declared she 
could not go, she was soon overruled when 
Bonny joined in on Ted’s side.

“Don’t be silly, Lenore. Of course 
you must go; Martha will be all right 
directly.”

And Lenore had said : “ Are you sure 
you don’t mind ? ” adding, with a little, 
trembling sigh, “ there are only two days 
more.

Bonny waved a farewell as they drove 
away, and went on cheerfully with her 
work, thinking she could get out for cer
tain by twelve, and have an hour and a 
half on the sands. At a quarter to twelve 
Martha appeared, looking very much 
better ; Bonny flew upstairs to tidy her
self and to get her hat, and came tripping 
down again, going straight to the sea
shore.

The time was so short she could not get 
far, and as she was retracing her steps she 
suddenly came iace to face with Alec 
Doyle. He had risen from behind an old 
sailing boat just as she had reached it; 
both started, and Bonny blushed all over 
hgr face. She was about to hold out her

(
hand, when a voice cried : “ Help me up, 
Alec ; I am positively stiff,” and the next 
second a woman was standing beside him, 
not looking at him nor at Bonny, but 
busily engaged in brushing the sand from 
her dress. Doyle just raised his hat to 
Bonny, and she passed on, but not before 
she had noticed that his companion was 
remarkably handsome, with a wealth of 
golden hair, like his sisters’, and a mar
vellous, pink and white complexion, and, 
the girl concluded, evidently related to 
him by the same tie.

Bonny’s thoughts were not of that 
woman as she went on her way ; she was 
wondering why \lec bad looked at her as 
he did. After that first surprised start, 
he had seemed, she thought, angry, and 
had given such a stiff, unfriendly smile 
that the girl felt almost as if he had 
struck her.

Dinner that day was a very quiet meal. 
Lenore was lunching with Mrs. Charteris, 
and Bonny appeared to have lost her 
tongue and appetite. Mrs. Adair, who 
was in an amiable frame of mind, did all 
the talking. She was going to pay calls 
that afternoon, she said, and wanted 
Bonny to go with her ; and the girl, feel
ing that everything was going against 
her, gave way without a murmur. At 
half-past three they set forth, but it was 
such a lovely afternoon most people were 
out—it was simply walking from bouse 
to house, and leaving cards, till Mrs. 
Adair began to lose her temper. She was 
fond of a chat and a cup of tea.

“I declare it is most annoying,” she 
cried, fretfully. “ Whose ‘ At-home ’ day 
is it, Bonny?"

“Why, mother, it is so nice finding 
them all out,” Bonny said, secretly hoping 
her mother would go home and leave her 
free for a ramble ; she stood in the road 
carefully shading herself with, the black 
lace parasol and playing with her tortoise
shell card-case.

“I believe Monday is Mrs. Quentin 
Graham’s day,” she said, then brightened 
up. “ Yes, of course it is ; I remember 
now. Come, Bonny, it is this way.”

“ Must I go ? ” Bonny inquired, without 
moving.

“ Of course you must. I declare you 
are about the most awkward girl to deal 
with that I know of,” and Bonny, with a 
suppressed groan resigned herself to her 
fate.

Mrs. Graham was the widow of an old 
sea-captain, who had been more noted for 
his infirmity of temper than anything 
else; but he was rich, and when he pro
posed to pretty Miss Pitman, the young
est of seven unmarried sisters, she accept
ed him right willingly, and linked her 
twenty years with his sixfv-three. Of 
course she had not cared for him, and he 
had ill-treated her; but after ten years 
had passed away, Captain Graham also 
passed away, and Mrs. Graham took a 
charming house in South Bay and set to 
work to make up for those past years of 
misery. She was still pretty, still fresh, 
still full of life and vigor. Lovers were 
plentiful, but once bit, twice shy ; and 
Mrs. Graham refused to have any special 
hat hanging up in her hall.

When the Adairs were ushered into her 
drawing-room, she was entertaining quite 
a throng of visitors. She welcomed them 
warmly, carried Mrs. Adair off to a par
ticularly comfortable seat, and Bonny 
sank on to an ottoman with a sudden 
catch of her breath, for there at the other 
end of the room, standing by the wide- 
open window, was Alec Doyle.

He had not seen her, and was apparent
ly engrossed with a pretty little brunette, 
to whom he was talking ; and Bonny, for 
the first time, experienced the horrible, 
gnawing, restless pangs of jealousy as she 
saw how he looked into the girl’s eyes, as 
she noticed the impressive way he was 
talking. She felt it would be unendurable 
to sit there much longer ; she longed to 
spring up and fly from the buzzing voices, 
the scent of the flowers, and, above all, 
from the sight of those two standing in 
the window.

Someone handed her tea and cake ; she 
took it and said “ Thank you,” but was 
hardly aware that she did so, and after
wards sat holding it in silent misery. She 
tried to keep her eyes away from the 
window. She fixed them on a palm 
standing beside her, and tried to feel in
terested in what was going on. Then 
she became aware that one of Doyle’s 
own sisters was sitting beside her, the 
one she had seen on the sands that morn
ing ; she was leaning forward chatting to 
two young men. Just at that moment 
Mrs. Graham came up and addressed her.

“ Now, Lydia, do sing,” she said with 
an imploring gesture and tragic wrinkling 
of the eyebrows. I have been talking all 
the afternoon and want a rest.”

“My dear Rose, after tea and plum 
cake ask for something more rational,” 
Lydia laughed.

“We join our prayers with Mrs. Gra
ham’s for a song and nothing but a song,” 
one of the men said; adding: “Your 
voice, under any circumstances, can be 
nothing but beautiful.”

“After that,” she laughed, “I can but 
do my best.”

She rose as she spoke, a tall, showy 
woman, perfectly dressed, and Bonny 
suddenly felt small, insignificant and 
dowdy, and wished she could creep out 
of sight.

Mrs. Graham laid her hand on her 
friend’s arm and drew her attention to 
Doyle.

“Do you allow that?” she said, look
ing very much amused. “They have 
been flirting outrageously.”

Then they moved away to the piano, 
where a little group of men collected and 
a good deal of laughing and talking en
sued, as Mrs. Graham’s songs were looked 
through.

“ Rosie, there is really not one to suit 
me,” Lydia exclaimed, and Mrs. Graham 
waved her fan at her.

“ You have never sung any, have you ?” 
she said. Then, with her assistance, a 
song was discovered, and Mrs. Graham, 
turning to her guests, said in a clear 
voice : “ Mrs? Doyle will favor us with 
‘ Good-bye, Sweetheart.”

Even then Bonny did not understand ; 
she only felt surprised at hearing her so 
addressed. Alec Doyle had turned his 
head, had looked towards the piano, and 
then straight at Bonny. Their eyes met 
for one brief second, and then he had 
folded hie arms and was standing staring 
at the floor as if he were intently listen
ing to the words that were being sung. 
When the rich voice ceased, there was 
quite a burst of applause, and Mis. Gra
ham, who had seated herself beside 
Bonny, said enthusiastically—

“ Does she not sing superbly ? Come, I 
must introduce you ; she is an old friend 
and you are my new little friend, or at 
least I hope you will be, for I have taken 
a fancy to you, Bonny. I wish you would 
run in sometimes and see me—I think 
we should get on well together.”

She was very kind and sweet, but 
Bonny was not responsive just then ; she 
did smile, it is true, but such a poor, stiff, 
piteous smile, as she thanked Mrs. Gra
ham. That little woman did not notice 
it. She was particularly nice and friendly 
to everyone ; each in turn was quite her 
dearest friend, and for the time at least 
she was sincere.

She forgot all about Bonny now, as 
people began to take their departure ; Mrs. 
Adair, on seeing a general move, rose 
also ; but the room was almost empty by 
the time she got a chance of wishing her 
hostess good-bye.

“ Cannot you stay a little longer ? ” Mrs. 
Graham said, with pretty effusion. “I 
have not been able to exchange six words 
with you. Well then, come in some after
noon when I am alone; I shall be so 
pleased to see you. I have been begging 
Mies Bonny to be more friendly." She 
turned as she spoke, and took the girls 
hand in hers. “ Lydia, I must introduce 
Miss Bonnie Adair to you.”

Mrs. Doyle looked up from a colored 
photograph sl)e had been examining, 
smiled, and shook hands, saying —

“Another friend, Rosie! You must 
not believe all her protestations, Miss 
Adair ; she is so terribly fickle. I used to 
believe I was her one and only friend, 
till I found out my mistake.”

“Bonny, don’t let her poison your 
mind against me,” Mrs. Graham implored 
laughing. “You must remember, ‘Cod- 
lin’s your friend, not Short.’ Where is 
that husband of yours, Lydia? I believe 
he is seeing Miss Jackson home. Really ! 
Ah! there you are, sir; I was just asking 
your wife what had become of you.” 
Then her bantering tone turned to one of 
alarm. “Good heavens! Quick, Alec, 
the child has fainted.”

Poor Bonny I That awful shock ! That 
cruel crushing of all her happiness, light
heartedness and hopes, had been too 
much for her, and she had staggered back 
against her mother, deathly white, with 
closed eyes. Doyle’s face was almost as 
ghastly as ’ rs, as he took her gently in 
his arms and laid her on a sofa by the 
window. It was over in a minute, that sud
den, blessed deadness to misery ; she sat 
up, looking with wide, dazed eyes upon 
the anxious feces bending above her.

“ Poor girl ! ” Mrs. Graham said tender
ly. “ Try to drink this dear ; it will re
vive you.”

She took a sip of the brandy and water, 
then put the glass down.

“ I can go home now ; really I feel 
quite well," she said, standing up and 
passing her hand across her forehead as if 
feeling still dizzy.

“Wont you rest a little longer?” Mrs. 
Graham questioned. “ I really think you 
had better, dear.” But Bonny seemed so 
anxious to go home, that they did not 
worry her to stay ; so she left, leaning on 
poor, frightened Mrs. Adair’s arm.

Doyle had kept in the background as 
much as possible ; she had not once 
glanced in his direction, and he was not 
sure if she knew that he was there. 
*******

A purple sky and a red, red sun, sink- 
frig fast behind the distant hills ; a moan
ing wind had risen with the tide, and 
now swept across the wide, solitary heath, 
rose and fell, and died away, and ever 
rose again, blending its shrill, sad sighing 
with hard tearing sobs that came from a 
bursting heart, a heart wrung with bitter
est anguish and immeasurable woe.

Poor Bonny Adair had crept away like 
a wounded animal, to hide herself and 
■her grief; she lay stretched on the damp 
dew-laden grass, with her face hidden in 
her hands, trembling, quivering with 
agony. She had not come there with the 
intention of giving way ; she had meant 
to be so brave, and had set forth from her 
home, with her undei -iip drawn in, her 
teeth firmly clenched, and the eyes, that 
used to be so fearless, wide open with an 
almost stony stare. On—on she had gone, 
over the wild, lonely common under the 
tender, evening sky, and the pain seemed 
to grow and grow till it became unen
durable, and she just flung herself down 
and gave way to her despair.

So Alec Doyle found her, and stood, un
noticed, listening to those fearful sobs— 
stood looking down upon her with keen
est remorse. He thought of how he had 
first seen her, how blithe, how heart- 
whole and happy she had been, and now 
—now she was lying there stricken by 
his hand. He had never been a good 
man—he had committed many sins, but 
he felt that the worst and cruellest thing 
he had done was when he played with 
Bonny Adair’s heart and love. Would to 
heaven he bad been different !

For the first time in his life he regretted 
that dark, blotted past of his ; he would 
have given half his life to have wiped out 
those stained and hateful pages, and 
would have laid down his life there and 
then to have restored to Bonny what he 
had stolen from her ; but regret was use
less, and as he realized the utter helpless
ness of it all, he flung himself beside her 
and poured forth a torrent of passionate 
pleading—self-reproach.

“ Bonny ! Bonny ! For Heaven’s sake, 
don’t cry like that ! Why did I ever 
come across your path ? What evil fate 
brought us together ? You, an angel of 
purity and goodness ; I, with my miser
able heart as black as hades ! Bonny, I 
did mean to go away ; I did mean to leave 
you before it was too late, but somehow— 
but, oh, child ! I did love you so ; I had 
not the strength of mind to tear myself 
away !”

He did not attempt to touch her ; he 
felt himself to unworthy too lay even a 
finger on her gown, and she never spoke, 
never raised her head—was silent, save 
for a long-drawn, trembling breath, that 
now and then made her quiver from head 
to foot. After a time she sat up, brushing 
her tumbled hair from her heated, tear- 
stained face, and Doyle’s own eyes were 
blinded with a sudden mist of scalding 
tears, and his voice was hoarse and brok
en as he said—

“ When I hurt you, little girl, I wound
ed myself—I had no idea how deeply, 
till I found you here. Is it any consolat
ion to you, to know that I am suffering 
too? And yet, oh, my love! I would 
that I could endure it all ! Is there any
thing I could do to make you smile again, 
to make you what you were? ”

Perhaps Bonny had had some idea of 
treating him with scorn, of letting him 
think she did not care—for she was not 
wanting in pluck or pride—but when he 
spoke like that, and she saw those sleepy, 
blue eyes dim with tears, she forgot her
self and her sorrow in pity for him.

“ I shall be ail right,” she said, softly, 
and then she shook out her damp, crump
led gown and shivered as the wind blew 
upon her. She held out her hand, and 
said, in that soft, voice, “ Good-bye,”

He took it in both his, and cried bitter
ly—

“ For ever and for ever?”
“ It is better so," she said, steadily and 

bravely, though she felt giddy and sick 
with pain ; then she turned away and 
left him standing alone in the fading 
light, watching her as she passed from 
him and was hidden from sight by the 
mists of evening.

CHAPTER IV.
Dark indeed, were the days that fol

lowed, but Bonny bore her trouble 
bravely and well, keeping it all to her
self, locking it in her heart ; and no one 
ever knew how she suffered, never knew 
that those wild spirits were forced and 
unreal, never guessed at the horrible, 
hard pain that was always there, hurting 
her cruelly always, wearing her life away 
with its persistent ache.

Ted Charteris went back to town, leav
ing Lenore for awhile disconsolate, but 
the future was so brilliant she could not 
feel sad for long. Every day, aye, and 
often twice a day, a letter would come for 
Miss Adair, and she would fly to her room 
with the precious missive, locking her
self in, so that no one might intrude. 
Lenore and her mother sat hour after 
hour, stitch, stitch, stitching, whilst Bon
ny, who did not excel with her needle,

would wander bff down by the sea or 
along the cliff.

So the summer faded, faded slowly ; 
leaves began to fell in showers from the 
trees ; the early morning air was sharp 
with frost, and the hedgerows looked 
bare and brown. Long ago the visitors 
had left South Bay, and the little place 
had settled down to its normal, sleepy 
condition. For weeks after that last, 
cruel interview with Alec Doyle, Bonny 
had been confined to the house with a 
cold, that had turned to a racking cough, 
and never seemed quite to leave her.

In the first week of November, Ted 
Charteris came down for a few days, 
bringing with him a friend. His people 
had gone to the south of France so he 
was at liberty to spend the entire day 
with Lenore, which he did; and the 
friend, who was a stranger to South Bay, 
fell to Bonnv’s share.

He was a little man, short and spare, 
with a plain but clever face, sharp brown 
eyes, and hair growing grey about the 
temples. He suited Bonny just at that 
time, he was so essentially matter-of-fect 
—hard, shrewd, and self-opiniated. It 
seemed to the girl he was the sort of a 
person she wanted to help her in that 
weary struggle to torget and cease re
pining ; she strove to imbibe his ideas, to 
look at the world with his eyes. Every 
afternoon the four would set out together, 
but very soon two would be in front and 
two behind.

“ I never thought Charteris would make 
such a fool of himself,” Dixon remarked 
one day, after watching the couple walk
ing on ahead. Of course, your sister is 
very nice and charming, but still a fellow 
needn’t walk hand in hand with a girl, as 
he was doing just now.”

“ I don’t see why he shoulâ’nt,” Bonny 
said. “He is dreadfully in love with 
Lenore.”

Dixon laughed.
“ You, of course, believe in the tender 

passion,” he said, with a flash of his hard 
bright eyes, as if he read her answer be
fore she gave it. “ You are young and in
experienced ; wait till you come to my 
age, and you will find that love is a myth 
—there is no such thing.”

“ I don’t believe that,” Bonny said with 
conviction.

“I don’t expect you to; knowledge is 
only gained by experience.”

“ Then you mean to say that those two 
do not love each other.”

“ Now—yes ; but wait until they have 
been married a year, they won’t be walk
ing hand in hand. When I say there is 
no such thing as love, I refer to the 
passions we read of—the love that lasts a 
lifetime, and all that twaddle, broken 
hearts, etc.

“ But you are only one person,” Bonny 
argued. “ You can’t speak for everyone.”

“ I may be only one person,” lie ad
mitted, smiling placidly, “but then I 
study every character I come across. I 
have lived thirty-three years in this world 
and have seen a good many marriages; 
those that seemed the most promising 
generally turned out the greatest failures. 
Where are those good people leading us 
to?”

“ Only across that field. We are going 
to show you such a queer little old church. 
It is a long way round by the road ; this 
is a short cut.

“But you think it’s rather foolish, after 
all the rain we’ve been having?” Mr. 
Dixon said, hesitating by the stile, which 
she had already mounted.

“I never thought about it,” she said, 
springing lightly to the ground. “The 
grass is quite short, it won’t hurt.”

“ Allow me to differ from you, young 
lady, but still, as I’m here, I mtst risk 
rheumatic fever."

He turned his trousers up above his 
ankles, and walked briskly across the 
damp turf.

Don’t jou think South Bay a lovely 
place ? ” Bonny inquired, after a rather 
lengthened pause, and was surprised when 
he replied, without a moment’s hesita
tion—

“ No ; I cannot say I do—at least, I have 
seen nothing beautiful at present. I have 
seen a small, badly-built pier, and a 
straight, loose gravel walk, which cuts 
one’s boots to pieces, called 1 The Parade ’ ; 
two very insignificant hotels, and that is 
all.”

“But the bay and the cliffs,” Bonny 
cried; she was going to add, “and the 
heath,” but that was a sacred spot to her; 
she could not bring herself to speak of it. 
“ And the view from here,” she went on, 
standing still and looking in the direction 
whence they had come. “ Look at these 
hills and woods, and that little village 
down among the trees.”

“Yes, I see it all,” he said dryly, as he 
surveyed the rich-tinted scene. “ But 
then anywhere you can see the same 
sort of thing ; it is the very commonest, 
most uninteresting type of English scene
ry. If you want to see beautiful things 
go to London, and if yon want a pleasant 
sea-side place, go to Brighton, or Hastings, 
or Eastbourne.”

“Then why did you come here?” 
Bonny asked, rather huffishly, as they 
resumed their walk.

“ Why ? Well, I thought I might as 
well run down with Charteris and see 
what sort of a place, the paradise he was 
always raving about, really was. I found 
exactly what I expected.”

“ Did you ? ” Bonny spoke disdainfully 
with her nose in the air, and did not 
vouchsafe another word till they reached 
the church-yard, where Ted and Lenore 
were making love over the low, broken 
stone wall.

“ It is open,” Bonny said, and straight
way stepped through the open door-way, 
and walked slowly up the shadowy aisles.

The light came, subdued and mellow, 
through the mullioned windows ; an old 
woman dusting the pews, curtsied as the 
girl passed by, but Bonny did not see her, 
there was a far-away, wrapt look in the 
sweet, bright face. The solemn hush of 
the quaint little church, seemed to lull 
for a time, that lasting heart-ache; it 
seemed to her, that after all, there might 
be somethiug finer, better than earthly 
love, and yet it was so far away, she could 
not grasp it ; only the dim light and the 
silence seemed to whisper of a ‘ place 
which passeth all understanding.’ Invol
untarily she clasped her hands, then sud
denly it was dispelled by the sing-song 
voice of the show-woman—

“Seven ’undred, sir. Just seven ’un- 
dred years, and it was built in the time 
of Stephen.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

DID NOT ADVERTISE.

A few days ago a Pittsburg citizen cut 
into a pound of butter which he had pur
chased at a grocery whose proprietor does 
not advertise, and found therin a small 
tin box, which contained a piece of paper 
bearing the following, written in a neat 
feminine hand :

“ I am a girl eighteen years, good-look
ing and an excellent housekeeper. Should 
this be found by some unmarried Chris
tian gentleman, will he please write to 
the following address,” etc.

The finder being a bachelor, decided to 
unravel the affair, and succeeded only to 
destroy*the romance. The girl who had 
written the note had died many years 
ago, leaving an aged husband and a grown 
family.

Cure that Cough, with Hawker’s Tolu 
and Wild Cherry balsam.

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 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 Stom
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces 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.” _______________

An Original Method.— In these times a 
man with a large family of daughters on 
his hands may profit by the following 
suggestion : An old lady who had several 
unmarried daughters fed them largely on 
a fish diet, because, as she ingeniously ob
served, “ fish is rich in phosphorus, and 
phosphorus is useful in making matches.”

Relief in Six Hours.—Distressing Kid
ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six 
hours by the “Great South American 
Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a 
great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain 
in the bladder, kidneys, back and every 
part of the urinary passages in male or 
female. It relieves retention of water 
and pain in passing it almost immediately. 
If you want quick relief and cure this is 
your remedy. For sale by W. Carton 
and Alonzo Staples.

SHE HIT ONE.

Mr. Sinks (after a little absence) — And 
so you shot a burglar while here and un
protected. You are a brave little woman. 
What became of him ?

Mrs. Binks — The other burglar carried 
him off.

Mr. Binks — Which other burglar ?
Mrs. Binks—The one I aimed at.

A POINTER FOR YOU.
The following letter from L. E. Rolston, 

of St. John, to The Hawker Medicine Co., 
explains itself: “ A short time ago I was 
suffering from a very severe cold, hoarse
ness and cough. I got a bottle of Haw
ker’s Balsam of Tolu and Wild Cherry, 
and it cured me in two days. I feel that 
every person should know of the remark
able virtues of this remedy.” Friends, 
have you tried the remedy referred to for 
that cold or nasty cough ?

A Desperate Man.— Mabel — Edith, I’ve 
got something to tell you that will astor 
ish you. Harry Prince proposed to me 
last evening. Edith — You don’t mean 
it ! Poor Harry ! When I refused him 
last autumn, he swore he’d do something 
desperate.

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 
3 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It removes 
at once the cause, and the disease immed
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 
benefits. 75 cents. For sale by W. Garten 
and Alonzo Staples.

Pat’s Perplexity.— Pat (just landed, as 
Chinaman passes) — Well, byme sowl, an’ 
it’s a great country. Shure an’ it’s a nay- 
gur wid yelly fever, begob !

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. War
ranted the most wonderful Blemish Cure 
ever known. For sale by W. Carten and 
Alonzo Staples.

O’Rourke — Teddy, me boy, Oi want to 
propose to Norah Shaughnessy, but Oi’m 
thot bashful Oi don’t know how to do it ! 
Gilligan — Mebbe if yez were to send her 
an anonymous letther, ’t would do.

"SATISFACTORY RESULTS.”
So says Dr. Curlett, an old and honorçd 

practitioner, in Belleville, Ontario, who 
writes : “ For Wasting Diseases and
Scrofula I have used Scott’s Emulsion 
with the most satisfactory results.”

Mamma — We are to have company at 
tea, and I want you to act like a man. 
Johnny — And must I say, like pa, What 
in thunder makes the pie crust so con
founded tough?

Itch, Mange and Scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion 
For sale by W. Carten and Alonzo Staples

La Grippe, Coughs, and Colds yield 
readily to Hawker’s Tolu and Wild 
Cherry Balsam.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript
A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 
ters, in both reading and advertising columns 
offering to the educated and intelligent public, the 
most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 
literary, political, financial, art, music and general 
topics of the day and season.

Daily Evening Transcript-
Ko Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-
Published Friday’s.

Address

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

1831 THE CULTIVATOR jggj

Country : Gentleman.
THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEVOTED TO

Farm Crops and Processes,
Horticulture & Fruit Growing:, 

Live Stock and Dairying:,

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol
ogy, Bee keeping, 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 upon 
one of the most important of all questions—When 
to Buy and When to Sell. It is liberally Illustrated 
and by Recent i nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
$2.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our

Club Rates for 1894.
Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 
Six Subscriptions do- do. |0 
Ten Subscriptions do. do. 15

15P To all New Subscribers for 1894-, paying in 
advance now, ve will send the pap.r Weekly, from 
our receipt of the remittance, t,o January 1st, 1894, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers,

Albany, N, Y.

Only a Step
from Weak Lungs to Con
sumption. from Depleted 
Blood to Anæmla, from Dis
eased Blood to Scrofula,from 
Loss of Flesh to Illness.

Scott’s
the Cream of Cod-liver Oil, 
prevents this step from being 
taken .and restores Health. 
Physicians, the world over, en
dorse it.

Don’t be deceived by Substitutes!
Boott 4 Bowne. Bellarille. AU DruuisU, 60c. 4,L

Sheet Zinc and Floor Sifters.
3 Casks Sheet Zinc, 3 casks Flour Sifters (patent) 

1 case Loosepin Batts assorted sizes.
12 boxes Family Scales, just right for this season 

of the jear.
1 case Sled-shoe Bolts.
6 boxes Wrought iron Nuts.
4 cases Carpenter’s Planes 
6 cases Barn Lanterns.
2 barrels Lantern Globes.
1 barrel Strop and T Hinges.

24 doz. Sheet-iron Pans for cooking stoves.
3 doz. Tin Boilers.
3 doz. Steamers.

Just to hand R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

SHOVELS.
rrsT receive.! 25 Bundles Steel Shovels long and 

short handles.
R. CHESTHUT & SONS.

VIGOR or MEN
Easily, Quickly, Permanently Restored.

Weakness, Nervousness, Debility,
and all the train of evils from early errors or

Wiley's... emulsion ...
-OF-

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

Purest and Best Materials pr#,na rntinn
used in Manufacture. preparation^

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

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

PRICE
SOLD

Everywhere

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

ater excesses, uic icouii» vi we* vw**v, mon. 
less, worry, etc. Full strength, development 
md tone given to every organ and portion of 
he body. Simple, natural methods. Imme- 
liate improvement seen. Failure impossible. 
2,000 references. Book, explanation and 
Drools mailed (sealed) free.

For
First-class
Footwear,
Faultless
Fit and
Finest
Finish, in
Foremost
Fashions, at
Fairest
Figures,
Find
Granby Rubbers 
and Overshoes.

Tlxoy wear lllxo Iron

ALL DEALERU SELL THEM.

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

B TCHING, or
LEED1NG, PROTUDISG

Can Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure.

Address C. H.
Box 38. Fredericton.

Snow Shovels.
Just to Hand.

IN consequence of the heavy snow storms we order
ed an extra 10 doz Snow Shovels. For sale low 

by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fitter^
AND

TUN SMITH,

WOULD inform the people of B'reder 
icton and vicinity that he has re 

umed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT ROUSE, _
where he is prepared to nil ail orders in 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

GEO. L. WILSON,
Barrister, Notary Public, etc.
Office next door below 3. 3. Weddalls

Queen St. Fredericton, N. B.
March 4, 1893.

Farm for Sale-
rnHE subscriber’s Farm at 8t. Mary’s, near the 
JL Railway Station, containing 500 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.

Steel Snks.
(Just to Hand.)

IDoz Steel Binks, wont crack with hot water like 
cast iron. Best made.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

THE AMERICAN----------------- -

$8 DOLLAR $8

Typewriter.

T
HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation 
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like a $100 instrument. It is the first of its kind 
ever offered at a popular price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made. It is not 
a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of real work. While not as rapid as the large 

machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least, as rapid as the pen, and has the 
advantage of such simplicity, that it can be understood and mastered almost at a glance. We 
cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere.

©acaca)—xx—©aiesaxD
Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and * 

marks, 71 in all.
Writes just like a $100 machine.
No shift keys. No Ribbon. Prints from 

the type direct.
Prints on flat surface.
Writing always in sight.
Corrections and insertions easily made.
Takes any width of paper or envelope 

up to 8yi inches. ,

Easy to understand, learned in five 
minutes.

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

order.
Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 

easily mastered.
More ,f margin play ” for the small letters 

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

QXCQXD3C:—XX—QXCaCOXD

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

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B

McMUREAY & Oo.
Have «Fixait Received----------------------

A CAR LOAD

WALL PAPERS,
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian
----------AND-----------

American 
Makes.
CALL and ^EE the 

GOODS.
Also a lot of

REMNANTS,
Which will be sold Low, to make room

for New Goods.

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of Ingrain paper 
with Borders to match.

EiF Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 
Variety at the Lowest Prices. 4 No Agents.

McMurray & Co.

'ATfP


