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POETRY.

DO IT NOwW.

If you have a kind word — say it,
Throbbing hearts soon sink to rest;
If you owe a kindness — pay it,
Life’s sun hurries to the west.

Can you do a kind deed —do it,
From despair some soul to save;
Bless each day as you pass through it,
Marching onward to the grave.

If some grand thing for tomorrow,
You are dreaming —do it now;

From the future do not borrow ;
Frost soon gathers on the brow.

Speak your work, perform your duty,
Night is coming deep with rest;

Stars will gleam in fadeless beauty,
Grasses whisper o’er your breast.

Days for deeds are few, my brother,
Then today fulfil your vow;

If you mean to help another;
Do not dream it —do it now.

SELECT STORY.
QUEEN OF HIS HEART.

CHAPTER 1.

CONTINUED.

Then she fell to dreaming—dreaming of
what? -Of a few softly spoken words at
the close of a small party ; of a few glances
that had seemed to mean so much, and in
reality meant so little. She had met him
in all about four times, and yet, somehow,
he had grown to be all the world to her.
Hé was so handsome, so charming, so
manly. It seemed impossible to Evelyn
that any woman could see him and not
love him. But he was not for her; she
must put him out of her thoughts—for-
get him.

But it was a hard task she had set her-
self. How could she forget him, when
his dear image filled her mind and heart,
and her one wish was to see him again.
She was not a coquette, and love meant

@ to her something sacred and serious, not a
mere pastime.

She took from a plush jewel case a
withered rose—a memento of that happy
evening. She would not think about it,

¢ but tore the shrivelled, yellow petals from
the dried stalk and, opening her window,
cast them out into the damp, misty air,
where they fluttered silently down into
the quiet street. That done, she turned
resolutely away, with the fixed determi-
nation to think no more about what
‘might have been.” She brushed out her
thick, red-brown hair, which she wore
puffed high at the back of her head, like
an old fashioned picture, and combed out
the soft curls with extra precision. \

It was a charming, fresh young fate
that the oval mirror reflected ; small and
pointed with pensive, dark brows, and
deep blue eyes, shaded with long dark
lashes; the light above toned her hair
into rich red gold. In repose she was too
pale, but at the least word the soft color
would flush in her cheeks. She was not
a beauty by any means; her own mother
considered her plain, but there was an
archness, an innocence, a refinement
about her that was better than mere
prettiness.

Downstairs in the drawing-room Mrs.
Palmer had dismissed her admirers and
was also looking in the glass, putting her
head first on this side, then on that,
taking a step or two back, smiling and
making eyes.

“This gown does not suit me,” she de-
clared, pettishly. “What a fool I was
to put it on; it makes the shouldere so
high and broad. I can’t think what
Elise could have been about. I believe
he’s in love already,” she went on musing-
ly, “and I do believe I hate the man, a
conceited, stuck-up old prude. Oh, Eve,
dear,” as the girl came in, “do you think
you can alter these sleeves for me, they
are frightful ?”

“Why, mother, I like them. I think
they suit you very well.”

“Do you?” she responded eagerly.
Mrs. Palmer prized her daughter’s opinion,
it was always so candid. “Do you really
think it suits me—the color and the tout
ensemble?”

“Yes, indeed I do.
nice this afternoon.”

The gentle praise raised Mrs. Palmer’s
falling spirits; she gave a coquettish
shake of the head, and sitting down to the
piano, played a waltz, stopping to say
with great decision—

“That man’s engaged.”

Evelyn was busy with some embroidery,
a piece of red silk ; she did not pause in
her work, though the colors seemed sud-
denly to blend together, and she made
two or three stitches wide of the mark.

“What man, mother?”

“Why that goody-goody old fogie, Sir
Ralph. I am sure he’s verging on fifty,”
the widow went on spitefully. “He’s
one of those young old men who never
look their age. And Eve, did you see
how horrified he seemed when you said
you had been running? He thinks a
a woman ought not to use either her
limbs or her tongue; a sort of extra
starched saint would suit him. I don’t
fancy we shall see him again ; I gave him
the hint. I've had enough of him.”

All this was said to a sort of running
accompaniment played by one hand at
the piano.

“And don’t you intend to leave Bright-
on??”

Evelyn’s face was averted, so that Mrs.
Palmer did not see the look of pain that
crossed her daughter’s face. She was too
vain and selfish to trouble about what
the girl thought or felt ; she only studied
self, and believed that Evelyn was too
strong minded to need protection or
sympathy like other girls.

“The truth is, Eve, 'm fixed here till
I get next quarter’s money. Those din-
ners ran up to more than I expected, so I
can’t afford to go till March. That is, I
can’t move en masse, but I intend to be-
gin a round of visiting next week. I
shall begin with the Dalrymples ; Colonel
Dalrymple is an M. F. H,, and they have
a charming house.”

But that visit never came off for many
reasons.

The next afternoon as Mrs. Palmer with
her party entered the Hove Rink, the
first person her eyes alighted on was the
tall stooping stranger' who had pursued
Evelyn; he was standing watching the
rinkers with his hands behind himn clasp-
ing a stick. The widow, in a flashy cos-
tume of red and black, claimed his atten-
tion, but only for gomething less than a
minute, for Evelyn, who had come with
the laudable intention of enjoying her-
gelf, followed close upon her mother. She
wore the same costume she had the day
before, navy blue braided in black and
trimmed with astracan; two other girls
and four young men were with them.

“Your man,” Mrs. Palmer observed, in
in a stage whisper, while she flashed her
eyes from his face to her daughter’s. She
meant nothing by the words; they were
merely an excuse for keeping up the ani-
mated appearance which she imagined
became her.

1 Evelyn glanced at him algo; until that
minute ghe had completely forgotten him,
but asshe encountered his interested gaze,
she turned hastily away, saying to herself
that she did not like the look of him.

“Dick, find out who that man is,” Mrs.

Palmer commanded, and five minutes
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later he had entered into conversation
with the stranger, who seemed as anxious
to strike up an acquaintance as Denny
was.

Evelyn was fond of rinking; the quick
movement, the whirr of the flying wheels,
the music, all had a charm for her. She
was a graceful skater, and as she skimmed
past the man, his eyes followed her with
unveiled admiration. Just then Mrs.
Palmer’s little feet became unmanageable,
«and after a brief struggle and a little,
frightened cry for help, she sank into an
elegant position at the feet of her valiant
Dick—whether by design or accident no
one knew. The tall stranger and her
boy lover rushed to the rescue, and be-
tween them escorted her to a chair.

“I am afraid y6u are very much
shaken,” the former said, courteously.
“Will you allow me to fetch you a glass
of wine?”

“No thanks; please do not trouble. I
shall be all right directly,” and she gazed
up into the odd looking face bent above
her with a faint smile.

“A cup of tea?” Dick suggested full of
anxiety.

“Ah! allow me to get you one,” and
without more ado, the stranger hastened
away.

Mrs. Palmer at once forgot her tumble,
and turning to her boyish admirer, with
a little sigh of satisfaction said eagerly—

“Who is he, Dick ?”

“In the army ; staying at ‘ The Grand ;’
a swell, I think,” poor Dick answered
bravely, and unflinchingly cutting his
own throat; for when the swell reappeared
Mrs. Palmer bestowed on him one of her
sweetest smiles, which caused the boy a
sickening pang of jealousy.

“It is most kind of you,” she said
gratefully taking the cup he offered her,
and then, somehow, they managed to
discover some mutual friend, whom both
had known long ago and had not met for
years, but who served as a sort of intro-
duction.

“It is odd that you should be acquainted
with the Gregs,” she said. “They are
connections of my late husband’s family.
Gregory Greg? Ah!he must have been
one of the sone. I mix them up so; such
a big family ; and I haven’t met them for
quite ten years.”

“No ?—I have quite lost sight of them,”
he replied, and then he won the widow’s
good opinion for ever. “How splendidly
your sister skates ! ” g

“My sister! People always make that
mistake. Evelyn is my daughter. Dear
girl, she looks old for her age; any one
would take her to be nineteen. Ah, I
was married long before I was that age,”
and Mrs. Palmer sighed softly.

It was a falsehood, but she had told it
so often she had grown to believe it was
true.

“Really!” her new friend ejaculated.
“You astonish me. I don’t like to doubt
a lady, but at the same time I can hardly
credit it. I imagined there was about
two years’ difference in your ages.”

“Well, I assure you it is true, and what
is more she keeps me terribly in order. I
know she will scold me dreadfully for
talking with you,” Evelyn’s mother added
with a babyish pout.

“Surely not,” he said, bending down
to look at the upturned face. “She could
hardly be so cruel. Will you not allow
me to call? You know I am a personal
friend of some of your own relations.”

“Yes, of course. It would be barbarous
to treat you as a stranger now, especially
after all your kindness. Do call; I shall
be delighted,” and after giving her ad-
dress, which he entered in a Russian
leather note book, she shook hands and
skated away.

“Eve, dear, I have made such a delight-
ful friend,” she announced, going at once
to her daughter. In a selfish way she
was very fond of Evelyn, but stood rather
in awe of her; she was go firm, so upright
both of which qualities the widow was
lamentably devoid. “He is an intimate
friend of the Gregs, your poor father’s
relatives.”

“I thought they were only distant con-
nections,” Evelyn said coldly, “and as we
never see them or hear from them, the
fact that that man knows them cannot
interest us.”

“That man, Eve! He is a gentleman,
a captain in some crack regiment.”

Evelyn lifted her eyes to the speaker’s
animated face, with one of her quiet
searching glances.

“What regiment, mother?”

“QOh, dear me, how tiresome you are,”
Mrs. Palmer cried peevishly. “As if I
could ask him a hundred and one ques-
tions at once. He is staying at thé ‘The
Grand,’ and a man could not do that un-
less he had money.”

“I hope—" Evelyn began, but Mrs.
Palmer cut her short.

“Yes, he is; I know what you are going
to “‘say, and he is coming to call. It is
rather hard if I cannot invite whom I
like to my own house.”

“ Mother, you will repent asking that
man, I am certain,” the girl said, earnest-
ly, but ‘mother’ only laughed lightly,
and Dick coming up at that moment
claimed her attention.

Two afternoons later, as the ladies were
seated by the drawing‘room fire taking
afternoon tea, a loud rat-a-tat-tat dis-
turbed the tranquil silence of the house.
Mrs. Palmer, after hastily arranging her
fringe, struck a becoming attitude, whilst
Evelyn .strained her ears to listen, her
heart beating in quick painful throbs.
Had he come back? In another minute,
perhaps, he would be in the same room;
she would again see the face that had so
fascinated her. Not till she thought he
had come did she know how she had
hungered and longed for him. What an
age seemed to elapse before the white and
gold door opened, and the voice of Cato,
the little page, announced shrilly, *Cap-
tain Gordon.” Mrs. Palmer welcomed
him with pretty effusion; Evelyn bowed
when introduced. The color had died
out of her face, leaying it pale and grave;
her mouth looked almost hard as she sat
staring steadily before her at the fire.

“You see I have availed myself of your
kind permission, Mrg. Palmer,” their visi-
tor said briskly. “I trust you are not
feeling any ill effects from your fall.”

“I had forgotten it,” the widow an-
swered lightly. “Fortunately, I am not
very heavy. You will take a cup of tea
of course? Cream and no sugar, I sup-
pose? If is quite gone out of fashion.”

“T believe it has, but I seldom touch it.
You know, out in India—" And then
followed some rather highly colored
sketches of Indian life.

The first call was rather a long one, but
Captain Gordon was very entertaining,
and the widow was truly sorry when he
said ‘ good-bye,” apologizing for the length
of his visit. He went away, leaving his
listeners impressed with the belief that
he was a wealthy bachelor strolling about
the world tired of everything, and was
delighted to have met two ladies so fresh,
80 original, so clever as Mrs. Palmer and
her daughter.

“Is he not delightful?” the little
woman explained enthusiastically almost
before the door closed on him.

“He is the most conceited man I have
ever met,” the girl said, with a contempt-
uous curl of her lip. “He could talk of
nothing but his adventures, just as if no
one else had ever been to India and
hunted big game. And, oh! his compli-
ments, mother! You must admit they

were excruciating.”

Mrs. Palmer tossed her golden curls,
and gave Evelyn a disdainful glance, as
much as to say, ‘ You do rot like him be-
cause he only noticed me.”

“I thought I should have said some-
thing rude once or twice,” the girl went
on scornfully. “He must have thought
us simpletons, mother, to talk as he did.”

“T admit nothing of the sort. Naturally,
as most of his life had been spent abroad,
his ways and manners must be un-Eng-
glish, but he is a perfect gentleman.”

Evelyn stuck staunchly to her colors.

“I don’t think he is, and if those are
Anglo-Indian manners, I don’t like them,”
but despite her opposition, the intimacy
between Captain Valentine Gordon throve
apace.

Hardly a day passed that he did not
call, either with tickets, flowers or bon-
bons. Evelyn rarely saw him; she dis-
liked him intensely, and to her idea he
did not improve on acquaintance. In ap-
pearance he was not particularly prepos-
sessing; a narrow foxy face, with small
light eyes close together; a heavy
moustache hid the mouth, that Evelyn
felt instinctively was hard and cruel; his
closely cropped hair was growing thin at
the top and bare about the temples; and
his skin was a network of wrinkles.

In her secret heart Mrs. Palmer neither
liked or admired him but imagined she
did both. She was really greatly flattered
by his obvious admiration for herself,
though at times she felt rather uncom-
fortable and doubtful when she found the
small sly eyes fixed on Evelyn, who was
never even civil to him—in fact she was
often downright rude, refusing to accept
any ¢rifling gift from him, and only speak-
ing when obliged, generally taking her-
self off the minute he arrived and spend-
ing the time with her young brothers and
sisters. Mrs. Palmer in no way objected
to this; she found the tete-a-tetes very
pleasant. And so three weeks passed by
and Sir Ralph Tempest did not return.

CHAPTER II

“Hg will never come again,” Evelyn
often told herself—that is whenever she
allowed her thoughts to dwell on the sub-
ject, which was not often. But she was
wrong. He did come again, and, as it
often happens, when he was not expected
and when she was not even thinking of
him. It was on a cold dull afternoon;
Mrs. Palmer had gone to an ‘ At-home;
and Evelyn, who had been kept in the
house by a bad cold, was curled up in a
big chair before the drawing room fire
deeply interested in one of Jules Verne's
novels. In the midst of a thrilling scene,
the sound of a gently given double knock
came to her, but she paid no heed and
had forgotien it before the door was
opened and someone entered —entered
quite softly as if to catch the girl un-
awares. She made a pretty picture with
her ruffled reddish hair showing in sott
little curle about the nape of her neck;
her head was bent over the book, which
was resting on the arm of the chair.
Then she looked up and saw him, and the
book slipped to the ground, her eyes of a
sudden grew soft, dark and misty; she
held out her hand at once and he felt it
tremble in his. :

“I never heard you come in. Did
Cato tell you mother was out?” she
asked, blushing slightly.

“Yes, and I must ask you to forgive me
for coming in unannounced.

He had taken a chair close beside hers,
and leaning forward picked up the book
she had dropped, and the girl let her
starved eyes rest on his. How comély he
was; so different, so entirely different
from Captain Gorden, she shuddered at
the very thought of that new friend of
her mother’s. Little did she guess of the
perplexing thoughts that were crowding
through Sir Ralph’s mind, as he turned
the leaves and talked of the tale she had
been reading. He was wondering all the
while if Evelyn Palmer was what she ap-
peared to be, or if she was vain, shallow,
and frivolous like her mother. ‘Like
mother, like daughter” How those words
troubled him —how they had troubled
him eversince he had known thegirl. He
longed to call her his own ; he loved her
as he had never loved any woman, and
yet he was afraid—held back by the fear
that she might grow like her mother.
He had gone up to town intending to put
an end to it; he had been so disgusted
with poor airy Mre. Palmer on that after
noon that he felt it would be intolerable
to be connected with her in any way, but
though he entered into every sort of
gaiety, Evelyn’s pure sweet face haunted
him always, till he felt he must see her
again, and g0 returned, determined to sift
her character to the very bottom.

There was a brief silence between them,
during which Sir Ralph looked tenderly
at the girl who attracted him in spite of
himself and that strange barrier of mis-
trust that rose between him and the wish
of his heart. The thought of Mrs. Palmer
repelled him when he would have told
the girl all that was in that heart. It was
cruel to judge Evelyn by her mother,
cruel and unjust, and afterwards he
bitterly regretted the doubt that had
caused him to hesitate as he did.

“Did you have a pleasant time in
town?” she asked speaking first and
blushing a little under his persistent gaze.

He shook his head, smiling at her.

“No, I cannot say it was very pleasant,
and am glad to get down here again. I
suppose you are looking forward anxious-
ly for the season ?”

“I don’t know,” she said, puckering
her brows. “Sometimes I think I shall
not like it at all, and at others I feel as if
I should enjoy myself immensely. I love
dancing, so I ought to.”

“Do you?” Then after a pause, “ Do
you know I should not like my wife to
waltz with anyone but me.” He had put
down the book and was staring before
him, stroking his moustache.

“That would be intensely selfish,”
Evelyn laughed, “unless you are very
first rate.”

“Do you think it is selfish,” he asked,
looking at her. ‘ Would you refuse such
a simple request?”

“T—I thought we were talking of your
future wife,” she faltered, growing crim-
son. “I don’t know what I should do.
I have never thought of it.”

He leant towards her and bent his
glowing eyes upon her; she looked so
guileless, so innocent in her confusion,
that he threw prudence to the winds.

“T wonder if you will care to hear all I
should like to say,” he began, speaking
softly, so softly that her heart throbbed
in a wild way, and her eyes drooped as
she answered, as lightly as she could—

“Is it something important ? ”

“Very to me, but to you—well, I am
rather in suspense.”

“Then had you not better speak and
make things certain ? ”” she said archly.

“ Evelyn, you must give me hope ; some-
times I have fancied that you cared for
me a little. Isit’so, dear, or am I wrong
in imagining that such great happiness
can be for me?” -

He had taken her hands in his, had
drawn her towards him. The girl felt
she was slipping into heaven, the man
was thrilling with his first love, when a
shrill babyish laugh without made them
start from one another; the door was
flung open, and Mrs. Palmer and Captain
Gordon came in, talking one against
another.

TO BE CONTINUED.

BLOOMFIELD RIDGE.

JuLy 1.—Robert MacKay of Camp-
bell, was visiting at Jas. P. Boies today.

George and Daniel Spencer have made
an improvement on their barn and out
buildings.

Our road master, L. A. Smith, has com-
menced work today with a large force un-
der statute labor. He intends doing it as
well as possible, Every young man should
do their road work, for they need it as
much as anyone to drive on.

Our esteemed school teacher, Miss M.
E. Parker, is giving up teaching, She
intends going to Boston to take charge of
a gchool there at a higher salary. She
will be missed very much.

All our young ladiesand gents drove
down to Boiestown yesterday, to see the
Foresters parade. In the evening rev. E.
Bell preached a Foresters sermon.

E. Bell has gone to P. E. I. on a visit
for his health. He left another young
man in his place.

Sandie Johnston has returned home
from Houlton, where he has been work-
ing the last two years.

Rev. J. McArthur, Presbyterian minis-
ter, preached yesterday to a large congre-
gation.

William McLellan has gone to Houlton
to work.

Bob. McNeill of Nashwaak, is here to-
day with his grey stallion.

David McLellan had his house, barn,
and other buildings, with all their con-
tents burned on the 24th. He had one
thousand dollars insurance on the build-
ings.

James McLellan of Taxis river, has re-
turned home from out west, where he has
been working for some years.

George W. Parker is doing some fine
painting on the new church.

Sanders Price has commenced to build
a new waggon house.

It is the talk that Miss Gertie Gilmore
of Stanley, has applied for our school.

Edith Spencer and Isabel Standish,
have gone to Ludlow to visit friends.

David Smith has a fine light grey colt,
which stands sixteen and a half hands
high.

The Lynch bros. have all their drivers
at the Barr, where the corporation com-
mences. The twitching drive has also
got to work with George Van Horne as
boss.

Mr. Richards has made a quick drive
of his lumber for the season.

Sauriders Price took the largest driye
out of McBean brook thisspring, The
like has not been done for many a year.

The ladies have started a sewing circle,
its object being a fancy sale, whlch will
be held later on.

PASSAMAQUODDY MURDERER.
Drives His Knife Into Another Indian's
Breast.

Pleasant Point is an Indian village sit-
uated about seven nfles from Eastport,
Me., and peopled by a remnant »f the
Passamaquoddy tribe.

There at 12.30 Wednesday morning,
Joseph Sopiel, a member of the tribe, who
had just returned from Bar Harbor, was
murdered.

The Indians were celebrating the fourth
and enjoying a costume dance. Capt.
Ross Francis, the murderer, was also in
and out of the dancing room, which was
in Edmund Francis’ house.

His wife, twenty-three years old, nearly
thirty years his junior, was present, and
being a good dancer, was apparently en-
joying herself, dancing much of the time
with Sopiel. This fact, the members of
the tribe say, excited the jealousy of her
husband, who proceeded to call Sopiel to
account before the whole crowd.

There- were some hot words, and then,
so the witnesses say, Francis swung his
strong right arm and buried his hunting
knife in the breast of Sopiel. The knife
entered the right side, glanced across to
the left side, and pierced the lower end
of the heart.

The stricken indian was carried to his
own home, a short distance away, where
inless than half an hour from the time
the blow was given, he died, without hav-
ing uttered a word.

After the stabbing some of the indians
sought to hold the murderer until an offi-
cer could be sent for, but Francis did’nt
propose to be interfered with, and flour-
ishing his deadly knife and a loaded re-
volver, he warned all to keep their hands
off him. The murderer escaped and is
still at large.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

Mgs. 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 ozce and get a bottle
of “ Mrs. WINSLO“ 8 SoorHING SyrUP” for
children teething. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about
it. It cures Dlarrboea regulates the Stom-
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and
gives tone and energy to the whole system.
“Mgs. WinsLow’s SoorHiNg 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 “Mgrs. WinsLow’s SoOTHING
Syrup.”
Abraham Lincoln

When leaving his home at Springfield, Ill.,
to be inaugurated president of the United
States, made a farewell address to his old
friends and neighbors, in which he said,
‘ NEIGHBORS GIVE YOUR BOYS A CHANCE.”

These words come with as much force to-
day as they did thirty years ago.

How give them this chance ?

Up in the Northwest is a great empire
waiting for young, and sturdy fellows to
come and develop it and “grow up with
the country.” All over this broad land are
the young fellows, the boys that Lincoln re-
ferred to, seeking to better their condition
and get on in life.

Here is their chance!

The country referred to lies along the
Northern Pacific R. R. ‘Here you can find
pretty much anything you want. In Min-
nesota, and in the Red River Valley, or
North Dakota, the finest of prairie lands
fitted for wheat and grain, or as well for di-
versified farming. In Western North Da-
kota, and Montana, are stock ranges limit-
less in extent, clothed with the most nutn-
tious of grasses.

If a fruit farming region is wanted there
is the whole state of Washington to select
from.

As for scenic delights the Northern Paci-
fic Railroad passes through a country un-
paralled. In crossing the Rocky, Bitter
Root and Cascade mountains, the greatest
mountain scenery to be seen in the United
States from the car window is found. The
wonderful bad lands, wonderful in graceful
form and glowing color, are a poem. Lakes
Pend d’ Oreille and Ceeur d' Alene, are
alone worthy of a trans-continental trip,
while they are the fisherman’s Ultima
Thule. The ride along Clark's Fork of the

| Columbia river ‘is a daylight dream. To

cap the climax this is the only way toreach
the far-famed Yellowstone Park.

To reach and see all this the Northern
Pacific railroad furnish trains and service
of unsurpassed excellence. The most ap-
proved and comfortable Palace Sleeping
cars; the best Dining car$ that can be made;
Pullman Tourist cars good for both first
and second class passengers; easy riding
Day coaches, with Baggage, Express, and
Postal cars all drawn by powerful Baldwin
Locomotives, make a train fit for royalty
itself.

Those seeking for new homes should take
this train and go and spy out tke land. To
be prepared, write to

CHAS. 8. FEE,
G.P.&T.A.,

advt. Sr. PAUL MINN,

WILL BE BURIED ALIVE.

Mindreader Seymour to be Planted in
Six Feet of Earth.

A despatch from Toledo, Ohio, says:
“Seymour, the mind reader, was in Tol-
edo yesterday on his way to Chicago,
where he is going to be buried alive after
the manner of the- Indian magicans who
say they can suspend animation by swal-
lowing their tongues and controlling the
heart and mind.

“My coffin has gone ahead,” said Mr.
Seymour. “It is a facsimile of the one in
which General Grant’s remains now rest
and cost $3,000. It io made in three sect-
ions, one fitting inside the other. I will
be buried six feet deep in this coffin.
Signals will be arranged so if things do
not go right I can communicate with
soldiers on the outside who will guard
the grave. Directly after I am buried a
crop of barley will be sown over the grave.
I will remain buried till the germs sprout,
grow, ripen and are harvested. Then the
disinterment will take place. I won't
come back fo earth until September 24th.
I am positive I can do it and the scientific
men who are assisting me are beginning
to think so too.”

CORNS! CORNS! CORNS!

Discovered at last —a remedy that is
sure, safe, and Painless. Putnam’s Pain-
less Corn Extractor never fails, never
causes pain, nor even the slightest dis-
comfort. Buy Putnam’s Corn Extractor,
and beware of the many cheap, dangerous,
and flesh-eating substitutesin the market.
See that it is made by Polson & Co.,
Kingston.

The First Patient.— Young Dr. Meyer
is sitting in a crowded tavern. Enter
Johann, hie servant, who says in a loud
voice, Oh, doctor, come home at once,
there’s a patient waiting for you. Then
he whispers into the doctor’s ear. I have
locked the front door so he can’t get
away.

THE BEST ADVERTISEMENTS.

Many thousands of unsolicited letters
have reached the manufacturers of Scott’s
Emulgion from those cured through its
use, of Consumption and Scrofulous dis-
eases! None can speak so confidently of
its merits as those who have tested it.

The Careful Wife—Why don’t you
eat your pudding ? Husband — I'm afraid
the pudding will put my stomach out of
order. Well, suppose it does. That’s bet-
ter than throwing it into the slop barrel.
Have some more.

RaeumaTisM Curep IN A Dav.—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.

Accounted For.—But you are not
French; you are Irish. I wanta French
nurse. Shure, mum, an’ oi’'m Frinch.
Nonsense. I can tell from your brogue
that you are Irish. Ah, mum, thot’s due
to me havin’ been unployed in Dooblin
for tin years.

F. G. BLackLock, of Cape Spencer light
station, tried all kinds of remedies for
rheumatism, that had left him almost un-
able to walk, and at last got Dr. Man-
ning’s German Remedy. . Before he had
finished a bottle he could walk without a
cane. This marvelous painkiller is a
positive cure for -rheumatism, Neuralgia,
Sprains, Strains, Bruises, Colic, Chills,
Cramps and all pains and aches, either
internal or external. An invaluable
household remedy. Sold everywhere.
Price 50 cents.

Harsh Treatment — Judge Duffy — You
have been up here twenty times for being
drunk. I'll have to punish you. O, yes,
nobody ever offers to reward me for being
sober, and I’ve been sober time and again,
but let me get drunk, and then I get it in
the neck every time.

Mg. Jor~ Nickerson, an Officer of the
International 8. 8. Co.;says: For years I
have suffered with Catarrh, and spent
hundreds of dollars on Doctors and Patent
Medicines until my case was pronounced
incurable. I was finally cured by
Hawker’s Catarrh Cure, which I consider
to be worth its weight in gold. I would
not be without it at any price.

In the Crowd.— Mrs. Tompking (on
parting from her pastor) —I declare, Dr.
Fourthly is as innocent as a child! Tom-
my— Well, he oughter be; dldn’t he
travel here fer half fare?

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.

Mr. Waite (trying to entertain his lady
love’s 6-year-old sister) — Do you know
who I am? Flossie— Yep. Pop says
_your Edith’slast chance.

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.

He Knew.— Miss Winterbloom (visit-
ing Mrs. Slimpson) — What beautiful sil-
ver you have, and so heavy too! Willie
Slimson — You’d think so if you had to
tote it over from the neighbors.

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.

He — Well, if you won’t tell me your
age, I'll ask your father. She — He won’t
give me away. He—1I only wanted your

ERIAL
BAKING

THE IMP3s

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.

Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,
Phosphates, or any Injuriant,

E. W. GILLETT, Toronto, Ont.

Tuke care that your drafts on
youy physical endurance don't come
back to you some day marked “no
Junds.” Take

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

OfPureCodLiver Oll&Hypophos hntes
to increase your energy and so e good
your account at the hmk of hkealth.

IT CURES
CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA,
BRONCHITIS, L'OUGIIS COLDS

and all forms of Wastin, 1;? Diseases,
Almost as Palatable as Milk. Be sure
you get the genuine as there are poor imi-
tations.
Prepared only by Seott & Bowne, Belleville,

Just Received:

Two dozen Grand Rapid Car-
pet Sweepers. For sale low

by
James 8. Neill,

DhUG STORE,

WIIL.EYXY'’S

DRUG

STORE.

196 Queen Street.
5 Gross HIRES’ ROOT BEER Daily expected.

Tust Receivwed;

LACTATED FOOD,
MELLIN'S FOOD,

JOHN M. WILEY,

BUTTER COLOR,
DIAMOND DYES.

Druggist.

THE

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
OB

INSURANCE COMPANY.

AssETs, 18T JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢

Assgrs IN CANADA, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,

Agent.

2 DI0RS BELOW PEOPLES BANK,

QUEENST. FREDERICTON.

Having severed my connection
with the firm of

DAVIS STAPLES & G0,

I purpose opening up business
on my own account on or about

NMay 1Sth,

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.

The SuLn.

During 1893 THE SUN will be of
surpassing excellence and will print
more news and more pure literat-

ure than ever before in its history.

7

The Sunday Sun

is the greatest Sunday Newspaper
in the world.

Price 5¢. a copy. By mail, $2 a year

Daily, by mail, - - = $6 a year
Daily and Sunday, by

majl, = = = = = = $8 a year

Address THE SUN, New York,

NEW SEEDS.

. T. WHELPLEY,

Has now on hand, a Large Stock

— OF —

Timothy Seed,
Clover Seed,
White and Black
Seed Oats.

—ALSO —

Bradley’s  Superphosphate,

In Large and Small quantities.

310 Queen Street,

I’*‘redericton.

Farm for Sale.

HE subscriber’'s Farm at 8t. Mary’s, near the
Railway Btation, containing 5G0 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,

Meat Choppers.

JUST RECELVED:

DCZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron,

best Meat Choppers in the country — well es-

tablished fact. The tinned is much better than the
Galvinized Iron. -

These Choppers are simple, easily taken apart and
cleaned, and will last a life time. Every family
should have one.

For sale by

R. CHESNUT & BONS.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fittel,

AND

TINSMITH,

OULD, inform the people of Freder
1cton and vicinity that he has re
amed business on Queen Street,

0 COUNTY COURT HOUSp,

where he is prepared to till au oraers in
above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

Soring - Delights

New and Elegant

PatternS

HOUSE
PAPERS.

EAILISS

BOOK STORE.

REFRIGERATORS,

JUST RECEIVED;
12 Refngemtors, the best value of any in our
market, in several styles and sizes, and Well
Finished. Expenence has t-ught us after handling
many other kinde, that This Make are away ahead
of anythiug yet. Please send in your orders.

R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

GLASS! GLASS'

Now landing per steamer direct from Antwerp.
400 BOXES Window Glass; 6 cazes Muslin Glass;
6 cases Coloured- Glass 2 cases Febbled
Plate Glass. For sale low by
JAMES 8. NEILL.

Per. Woodhoat Templar,

Just Received ;

3OBnreh Commou Whiting, 30.bbls Raw Linseed
0il, 10 bbls Boiled Lmseed Oil, 6 bbls Machine
Oil, 4 bbls Pure Wool Oil, 1 barrel each of Pure Lard
Fine Cylinder, Pure Olne, Castor and Needsfoot
Oils, 100 kegs Bteel Cut Nails, 1 cask Miners Bhov-

els, 1 doz. Long Handled lr:sh Bpades, 5 boxes Com- ,
mon Tin, 2 casks Bheet Zine, 2 casks Mixed Putty,’
5ton assorted Bar Iron, 3 bozes Cut Tacks, 3 cases
Common Pickaxes, 1 bbl T Hinges, 2 boxes Strap
Hinges, 1 case Augers aud Auger Biits, 1 bale Bal-
mon Twipe, 1 bale Gilling Thread. For sale low,

Ly
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

TR TR A

A

Makes.

CALL and SEE the

McMURRAY & Co.

—Eave Just Received— ———

CAR LOAD

SAESRCR ¢ U

WALL PAPERS,

And are now prepared to show the largest
stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian

—_— AND ———

American

Ed

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.

== Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great

Variety at the 'Lowest Prices. No Agents.

McMurray & Co.




