POETRY.

THE TELEGRAM.

“Is this the tel'graph officc?”’
Asked a childish voice one day,

As I noted the click of my instrument
With its message fro.. i away.

As it ceased, I turned—at my elbow,
Stood the merest scrap of a boy,

Whose childish face was all aglow
With the light of a hidden joy.

The golden curls on his forehead,
Shaded sweet eyes of blue,

As if a bit of the summer sky
Had lost in them its hue.

They scanned my dingy office,
From ceiling down to fioor,

Then turned on mine their eager gaze,
As he asked the question o’er.

Is this the tel'graph office ?
‘It is my little man,”

Isaid. “Pray tell me what you want;
T'll help you if I can.”

The blue eyes grew more eager,
The breath came thick and fast,

And I saw within the chubby hands,
A folded paper grasped.

“ Nurse told me, that the lightning
Came down the wires some day,

And my mamma's gone to heaven,
And I'm lonely all the day ;

For my papa’s very busy,
An’ hasn’t much time for mc;

So I fought I'd write her a letter,
And I’ve brought it for you to see.

I’ve printed it big, so the angels
Could read out quick the name,

And carry it straight to my mamma,
And tell her how it came;

And now, won’t you please to take it,
And frow it up good and strong

Against the wires in a funder shower,
So the lightning will take it along ?”

Ah ! what could I tell the darling?
For my eyes were filling fast—

I turmed away to hide the tears,
But cheerfully said at last:

“T’ll do the best I can, my child,”—
"Twas all that I could say.

** Fank you,” he said; then scanned the

sky :
“ Do you fink it will funder to-day ?”’

But the blue sky smiled in answer,
And the sun shone dazzling bright,
And his face, as he slowly turned away,

Lost some of its gladsome light.
‘‘ But nurse,” he said, *“if I stay so long,
Won’t let me come any more;

So good-bye ; I'll come and see you again,

Right after a fander shower.”

SELECT STORY.

rein at Olive Grove, but late as it was, his
mistress was up, and on hearing that he
had returned alone, she gent for him.

“Where is your master, Carl?” she
asked, a shade of anxiety on her face.

For answer, Carl simply presented the
letter that had been entrusted to him.

“Stay here until I have read it,” said
Zilloh, as he was turning to leave the
room ; and she tore open the letter eager-
ly, all unconscious of the bitter blow it
would deal to her. Lord Bruce had writ-
ten—

“ DEAR ZILLOH,

It must seem a very cruel thing I have
to say to you, but our conversation of yes-
terday has convinced me that the sooner
it is said the better. No good can be
done by further keeping up the deception.
You are not my wife—never have been,
for when I married you, I had a wife al-
ready. I know you will think very
harshly of me, and you will find it hard
to belleve that I have done whatI have
because Iloved youso dearly. I could
not bear to lose you ; and remember, that
even now, it is not my wish that we
should part. I shall always care for you,
and your future, do what you will with it,
shall be my constant charge. I shall
write to you again, making some definite
arrangement, in a few days.

I can’t expect you to forgive me now,
but I hope you won’t be too hard. I, of
course, know that I have done very
wrong, and that you might if you chose,
make things unpleasant for me, but for
our child’s sake, if not for the sake of all
the love there has been between us, I
think you will forbear from that.

Good-bye, try to think leniently of me.
I still love you far too well, to think that
this parting should be forever.

Yours always,
; Bruce.”
~Zilloh had read this cold, callous epistle
with kindling eyes and flushing cheeks ;
again she read it, and yet again, and then
the fire in her eyes was like a scorching
flame, while her face had grown white
and rigid as marble. She sprang up from
her seat,and was hurrying out of the
room when, seeming to remember the
presence of Carl, she stopped before him,
and as though seized by a sudden thought,
demanded—

“Do you knowwhat this letter con-
taing? ”

His dark, refined face was quivering
with some strong emotion; even her eye
could hold no more of indignant fire than
was aflame in his. His answer, spoken
in low, stern tones, was brief, but it spoke
volumes—

“Signora, I know the writer of it is a

ZILLOH ST. GLAIR.

By the author of ‘The Gypsy's Revenge, "A Woman

Scorned,’ etc.

CHAPTER VIIL

LORD BRUCE AND HIS SERVANT,

CONTINUED.

The Spaniard, who wasin the act of
quitting the room, obeyed the behest im-
mediately, and a strange look flitted
across his face, as he saw what it was that
And yef it
was a simple object enough ; only a young
woman, very pretty, and neatly and
quietiy dressed, who was crossing the
road as though to enter the railroad stat-
ion. The railway station was precisely
opposite the hotel, and the young woman
paused at the entrance in a hesitating
faghion, thus enabling the two men at
the hotel window to see her face distinct-
ly. It wasa fair face, English evidently,

had so disturbed his master.

with blue eyes and rair complexion.

“You see that girl, Carl,” said Lord
Bruce, still in those quick, agitated tones.
““She is evidently going away by tmain;
I know her, and should like to know
where she is going. Slip across to the
station and keep your eye upon her.
Find out where she takes a ticket for—
that is what I want to know. You un-

derstand ? ”

“Certainly,” said the Spaniard, his
dark face alight with intelligence, and he

left the room as he spoke.

Five minutes later, he returned to

make his report.

“She did not go away by train after
“I saw
her come out of the station again; what

all,” began Lord Bruce eagerly.

have you learnt Carl ?”

“That she is staying at a small inn
just round the next corner. That she on-
ly arrived here to-day and will probably
leave early in the morning. I learnt this

from the landlady at the inn.”

“Yes; and what else?” questioned

Bruce, impatiently.

“I heard her ask one of the porters in
the station when the next train would

start to Alento.”
Alento was the village where Lord
Bruce had made a home for Zilloh.

“Ah! you heard that?” he exclaimed,

suddenly jumping up from his chair.
“There is not a train to-night, is there,
Carl ?”

“So the porter told the young lady;
she seemed anxious to get there, and
asked at what time the first train would

start in the morning.”
“Thank you Carl; you may go,” said
Lord Bruce, after reflecting a mement or

two on this, as it seemed to him, most un-

welcome intelligence.

Carl bowed and retired. Lord Bruce,
left alone, began to pace up and down
the apartment with quick, agitated steps.
“Well here’s a pretty state of things,” he
muttered. “Nell here and Zilloh there;
upon my soul, I feel almost distracted be-
tween the two of them. To bolt, seems to
me the only way out of the difficulty.”

He sat down, mused deeply for some
time; then rang for writing materials,
and commenced to write a letter. What-
ever the contents of the letter, it cost him
considerable trouble in its composition.
He wasted two or three sheets in unsatis-
factory attempts, and it was fully an hour
before it was sealed and ready to send.

Then he rang the bell for his servant.

“Carl,” he said, “I want you to exe-
cute a little commission for me, and a
great deal depends upon your care and
discretion. I am called away from Spain
on very important business. I have
written a letter to your mistress, explain-
ing this, and I want you to ride home
with the letter at once. And Carl, if it
should happen that that young woman,
whom you saw at the station, should
come down to Olive Grove, do your best
to prevent her from seeing your mistress.
Take care to answer the door yourself,
and make some pretext, no matter what,
for refusing her admittance. If you can
manage this for me, you shall be well
paid for your services. Do you under-
stand me ?”

A deep flush rose to- the dark face of
the Spaniard, a curious light gleamed in
his eyes, but he merely answered “ Cer-
tainly,” in that calm, yet keenly intelli-
gent way of his; and his master, after a
few more instructions, dismissed him.

“Here is something for yourself, Carl,”
he said, pressing some money, several
gold coins, into his hand.

The Spaniard did a strange thing after
leaving Lord Bruce. He went out of the
hotel and walked straight down to the

seashore, half-a-mile away, and deliber-
ately threw that money into the sea.

CHAPTER VIII,
BETRAYED,
It was late that night when Carl drew

villain ! ”

In his face she read sympathy and
pity, but the was not in the mood to need
sympathy just then; the longing of her
heart was hotter and fiercer—it was the
longing for revenge.

“Where is he? Tell me—only tell me
where he is,” she said, in low hoarse
tones, that wild light in her eyes growing
wilder.

“Lady, why should you seek him?”
said the Spaniard, gravely and sadly.
“Of what use to pursue him? He is
worthless, let him go!”

She turned upon him, quivering from
head to foot with passion,

“Do not dare to dictate to me; obey
me, that is enough for you. Tell me
where he is—Carl, tell me where he is,
that I may kill him!”

She had breathed out those last fearful
words in an intense whigper; it seemed as
thcugh her wrongs had turned her brain.
She was no longer the sweet, generous,
noble Zilloh ; she was a wild, fierce being,
looking like vengeance persouified, beaut-
iful still, but with something akin to
murder in her heart. The sweetest, gent-
lest, noblest of women change their very
natures under bitter, grevious wrongs, and
what wrongso bitter or so grevious as
that which had been worked on Zilloh ?

Carl ‘did not answer that wild, mad
outbreak ; or not in words. He stood in
a listening attitude, for a moment or two.
A child’s plaintive cry sounded faintly in
the distance—it was to that he listened;
and then, without a word to his unhappy
mistress, but casting upon her a deeply
compassionate glance, he quitted the
room, returning, however, the next in-
stant with little Leila in his arms. She
was in her nightdress and had just awak-
ened from sleep ; her pretty cheeks were
flushed, her short curls tumbled, and
when she saw her mother, she stretched
out her little arms with that eager, con-
fiding gesture, which in young children is
inexpressibly touching.

Carl laid the child on Zilloh’s arms,
saying, very quietly and simply :

“The signora forgot; she forgot little
Leila. Let hissins be what they may,
she could never harm the father of her
child.”

Simple as was that little speech, it suf-
ficed to change Zilloh’s mood. The fierce
light died out from her eyes, and was re-
Y placed by a look of sad, yearning tender-
nees; her beautiful features lost their
rigidity, her lips trembled. She looked
upon her child, and tears came hot and
fast, tears that said the momentary mad-
ness was over. Let her wrongs be what
they might, she could never forget that
he who had wronged her, was her child’s
father. Not by her hand; should they be
avenged.

She stretched out her hand to Carl, and
murmured brokenly—

“May Heaven bless you for your good-
ness to me Carl! You have been more
than a servant; you have been my faith-
ful friend.”

“Dear lady, it is what I have tried to
be,” he answered, and the flush that
mantled his dark face, betrayed how
deeply he felt her praise.

CHAPTER IX.
NEMESIS,

A SURPRISE—a surprise that was a great
shock, greeted Carl the next morning.
His mistress had gone, taking her child
with her. None of the servants had seen
her; she had gone before they had arisen,
and there was no clue by which to trace
her movements.

In a moment there flashed across Carl’s
rcind the fearful thought that she had
gone in pursuit of Lord Bruce, gone per-
haps, to wreak vengeance which last
night, she had seemed to abandon.

“Heaven spare her from that!” he
cried in despair. “Oh that I had told
her all last night! I must follow her;
Heaven grant that I may not be too late!

Urged by this terrible apprehension, he
left a hurried message with the servants
in case Zilloh should return, and then
took train for L——, the town at which
he had left his master on the previous
evening. As he expected, he found that
Lord Bruce had started for Paris; but his
enquiries at the hotel, elicited something
else—the fact that a lady had already
called there to make enquiry about their
late visitor.

“What was she like—could they de-
scribe her to him ?” Carl questioned eag-
erly. But no, they could not; she had
been thickly veiled, and they had not
taken especial notice of her.

Some instinct seemed to tell him it was
Zilloh, and warned him to follow her be-
fore she rcached Lord Bruce.

* * * * * A
It was the evening of the next day
when Carl arrived in Paris, and he quick-
found out at which hotel Lord Bruce was
staying. Inquiry there, however, simply

-v

out for the evening; to one of the the-
atres, the porter believed. He found,
moreover, that he was still passing as
Bruce Delmar.

There was nothing to do, Carl decided,
but to watch about the hotel until he
should return; it was already past the
ti:ne for the theatres to close, and the
probabilities were that he would soon ap-
pear. He did appear, sooner even than
Carl expected. Round the corner of the
street he came, humming a lively tune,
and all unconscious, poor, blind, guilty
wretch, that Nemesis was at hand ; that
his last hour on earth had come !

See!—a woman was stealing after him
with quick, gliding steps. Carl’s quick
eye detected in a moment; detected too,
that she was most certainly bent on pur-
suing him for some settled purpose. She
was at too great a distance for him to rec-
ognize her, and indeed, she was too much
enveloped in hood and cloak for either
form or features to be distinguishable;
but some instinct seemed to warn him it
was Zilloh ; and his heart felt cold as ice
with the haunting dread that pressed
heavily upon it. In one moment, that
horrible dread was turned into still more
horrible certainty ; for the report of a pis-
tol rang out on the still . night air; there
was a flash of light, a heavy thud, and
Carl rushed to the fatal spot to find Lord
Bruce dead—shot through the heart!—
and the woman gone! She had turned
and fled with the speed of a greyhound
and was lost to sight in the darkness.

Bewildered, stunned almost, with the
horror that had fallen on him, Carl stooped
over the prostrate form upon the ground,
and felt, but all in vain, for some faint,
lingering sign of life; then obeying a
strong, sudden impulse, he picked up the
pistol which had done the deed, and
which lay on the ground a few paces
away. He was hastily thrusting this into
the pocket of his coat, when a sirong
hand was laid upon his shoulder; and
stunned and dazed though he was, he yet
dimly comprehended that he was under
arrest on a charge of murder.

CHAPTER X.
CARL IN PRISON.

IN his narrow cell lay Carl, the sus-
pected murderer. The evidence against
him seemed very strong; he himself ad-
mitted that he had been in the murdered
gentleman’s service, but suddenly assum-
ing arange reserve, farther than this
he refused to say. :

The people at the hotel identified the
body simply as a Mr. Delmar, of whom
they knew nothing beyond the fact that
he had arrived there on the same morn-
ing. He had brought no luggage with
him, and there was upon him no papers,
by which his family and position might
be traced. The only person who could
have disclosed the true identity of the
deceased, was the man charged with his
murder, and he chose to remain obstin-
ately silent.

A fortnight had passed. Carl was
committed for trial, although, according
to the prison doctor, there was little like-
lihood of his living to pass through it.
He was seriously, dangerously ill; tie
damp cell had caused him to take a ter-
rible chill ; fever had supervened, and the
doctor shook his head whenever he came
to look at him, and usually remarked to
the warder at the close of his visit—

“There’ll be no need for a trial there,
he’ll be gone to his last account long be-
fore the judges sit.”

The autumn sunlight was streaming in
upon the poor prisoner, as he lay stretched
out at full length upon his narrow pallet;
the fever had passed away, and it was
only weakness that ailed him now. Only
weakness, but it was a weakness that was
very near akin to death.

“ It will soon all be over,” he was think-
ing to himself. “Ah! if only she could
_have come to me once again. Only once,
only for one moment to see her dear face,
and then I should die happy. Will she
ever know how much I loved her? Will
she ever dream what I have done for her
dear sake? And they would have me
speak,” he went on, in languid, dreamy
musing, “they wonder how it is I do not
tell. No; let it die with me, it is better
80. Let it be once known that it was
Lord Bruce who was murdered, and sus-
picion must attach to her. Ah! Zilloh, my
darling! my poor, misguided love! Heav-
en help me now to save you from the con-
sequences of—"

He stopped short and shuddered visib-
ly ; and before the shudder had subsided,
a key turned in the lock of the door, and
there entered & kindly-faced man, a Rom-
an Catholic priest, who had more than
once visited the prisoner, and had always
abjured him to confess anything that he
might know of the mysterious crime of
which he was suspected.

There was a look of gratification now
upon his benevolent countenance ; and he
seated himeelf beside Carl and said, in
kind and friendly accents—

“(Carl, I bave brought you good tidings;
I have come to tell yeu that you are free,
not only from bondage, but free also from
suspicion. The woman who committed
the murder, has made a full confession.”

“Merciful Heaven!” exclaimed Carl,
starting up in spite of his weakness. “Has
my sacrifice been all in vain ?”

“It has been in vain Carl,” said the
priest, somewhat sternly, * inasmuch as
that your attempt to defeat justice and
screen the guilty, has utterly failed.
Providence will not permit such things
to be, even from the most noble motives
of self-sacrifice. But the guilty creature
whom you have tried to spare, is beyond
the reach of human laws. She is dead!”

“Dead!”

Carl repeated that one awful word in a
low, dazed tone; then with a groan of an-
guish, flung himself back on his pallet
and covered his face with his hands.

“I am sorry for you, my son,” gaid the
priest, evidently moved by his distress.
“It would have been better, far better,
for you to have opened your mind to me,
but I forbear to reproach you. No doubt,
that poor, unhappy woman was very dear
to you, dear - evidently, than life itself,
since you were ready to risk it for her.”

“Life! she was a thousand times dearer
to me than my.life!” exclaimed Carl, in
faint and broken accents. “I would have
given a thousand lives, had I possessed
them, rather than have seen her suffer.

TO BE CONTINUED.

GOT EVEN WITH THEM.

There is a good story told of the Duke
of Northumberland, who, in spite of his
vast wealth, is very unaffected and sim-
ple in his life. Whenever he travels on
the local railway he usually takes a third-
class ticket, to the indignation of the of-
ficials. Upon a day they determined to
break him of this frugal habit, and filled
his compartment with chimney sweeps
carrying bags of soot. When the Duke
arrived at the destination he to>k the
sweeps to the booking-office and bought
them each a first-class ticket back again,
and put each in a first-class carriage, sacks
and all.

Inquiring Son.— Papa, what is reason ?
Fond Parent — Reason, my boy is that
which enables a man to determine what
is right.
Inquiring Son — And what is instinct ?
Fond Parent— Instinct is that which
tells a woman she is right whether she is

or nof.

elicited the intelligence that he had gone |-
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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 once and get a bottle
of “ Mrs. WinsLow’s 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 Diarrhcea, 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. ﬁe sure and
ask for “Mgs. WiNsLow’s SooTHING
Syrur.”

Young Lady (in music store)— “ Have
you ‘A Heart That Beats With Love?”
Clerk (blushingly) — “ No, miss ; I would
consider it highly imprudent at a salary
of twenty-one marks a week.”

A Boox 10 HorRSEMEN.—One bottle of
English Spavin Liniment completely re-
moved a curb from my horse. I take
pleasure in recomwnending the remedy, as
it acts with mysterious promptness in the
removal from horses of hard, soft or cal-
loused lumps, blood spavin, splints, curbs,
sweeny, stifles and sprains.

GEeorGe Ross, Farmer
Markham, Ont.
Sold by W. Carten and Alonzo Staples.

Grateful Customer —I am glad to see
you keep your hands as well as your
razor scrupulously neat and clean. Ton-
sorial artist — Yes, sir. 'We’re obliged to.
A barber unever can tell when he’s in
danger of catching the measles or some-
thing of that kind from a customer.
Shampoo, sir ?

TOO MUCH WORK.

That faint all-gone feeling at the pit of
the stomach is caused by indigestion.
Nine-tenths of the cases of indigestion are
caused by mental strain, overwork, worry,
irregular meals, etc. Its certain cure can
only be effected by regular habits and a
course of Hawker’s nerve and stomach
tonic the great nerve and brain invigor-
ator and a perfect stomach tonic and aid
to digestion. All druggists sell it, fifty
cents a bottle.

He — You may not believe me, Laura,
dear, but I assure you I never loved be-
fore. She — Oh, I do believe you, Fred
I noticed it the krst time you kissed me.

ReLier 1N S1x 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. Carten
and Alonzo Staples.

A Stiff Neck caused by contraction of
the muscles, through cold, is effectively
cured by Dr. Manning’s german remedy,
the universal pain cure. Try it. All
druggists sell it.

How was it discovered that the prisoner
was a woman disguised as a man? She
was placed in a chair with a tidy on the
the back, and sat for fifteen minutes
without displacing it.

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

Irate Passenger (scrambling into a
Broadway car that did not stop) — Sup-
pose I'd slipped and lost a leg, what then?
Conductor — I guess you wouldn’t have to
do any more jumping then. We always
stop for a man with crutches.

FATAL RESULT.

Sickness generally follows in the path
of neglect. Don’t be reckless! but pru-
dently take a few doses of Scott’s Emul-
sion immediately following exposare to
cold. It will save you many painful days
and sleepless nights.

A hearse was returning empty at a
fuarious gallop. A street urchin who stood
in the way was grazed by the wheel and
thrown to the ground.

The young rascal sprang up in a jiffy,
and shouted in a tone we will not attempt
todescribe: Say, guv’nor,are yer loading
up again on the way ?

HEeART Disease RELIEVED 1N 30 MINUTES,
— All cases of organic or sympathetic
heart disease relieved in 30 minutes and
quickly cured, by Dr. Agnew’s Cur. for
the Heart. One dose convinces. Sold by
W. H. Carten and Alonzo Staples.
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Barrister, Notary Fublic, etc.

Office next door be'ow J. J. Weddalls

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

REFRIGERATORS,

JUST RECEIVED:

MERICAN munufacture, best made and all

charcoal filled, several sizes in Pine, Oak and

Ash, first class iu every respect and guaranteed to
do the work, and for se by

R. CHESTNUT & SONE.

For Building up the System.
R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumher, Gas Fitfer,

Is Happy, Fruitful Marriage.”

TINSMITH,

OULD inform the people of Freder
weton and vicinity that he has re

1 Every man who would know the grand
amed business on Queen Street,

truths, the plain facts, the new discover-

ies of medical science as applied to mar-

ied life, who would atone for past errors
and avoid future pitfalls. should secure
the wonderful little book called *‘com-

PLETE MANHOOD, and how to attain it.”

‘‘ Here at last is information from a high
medical source that must work wonders
with this generation of men.”

The book fully describes a method by
which to attain full vigor and manly power.

A method by which to end all unnatural
drains on the system.

To cure nervousness, lack of self-control,
despondency, etc.

To exchange a jaded and worn nature for
one of brightness, buoyancy and power.

To cure forever, effects of excesses, over-
work, worry, etc.

To give full strength, development and
one to every portion and organ of the body.

Age no barrier. Failure impossible. 2,000
references.

The book is purely medical and scientific,
useless td curiosity seekers, invaluable to
men only who need it.

A despairing man, who had applied to
us, soon after wrote: *‘ Well, I tell you
that first day is one I'll never forget. I just
bubbled over with joy, I wanted to ilug
everybody and tell them my old self had
died yesterday and my new self was born
today. Why didn’t you tell me when I
first wrote, that I would find it this way ?”

And another thus: “ If you had dumped
a cartload of gold at my feet, it would not
bring such gladness into my life as your
method has done.”

Write to the Erie Mepicar CoMPANY,
Buffalo, N. Y., and ask for the little book
called * Complete Manhood.” Refer to this
paper, and the company promisses to send
the book, in sealed envelope without any
marks, and entirely free, until it 1s well in-
troduced. -

OPP - COUNTY COURT HOUSE

where he is prepared to fill au oraers in

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,

Speaking Tubes, &e.

Farm for Sale.

HE subsecriber’s Farm at ft. Mary’s, near the
T Railway Btation, containing 5¢0 acres, 100 of
which are under cultivation.

There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on
the premises, all iu good repair.
For further particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen Hotel,

F’ton, April 9, 1892,

THE AMERIC

AN

=== "

§ pornT.ARS$S

Typewriter.

HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figzures, and punctuation

marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like a $100 instrument.
ever offered at a popular price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made.
a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of REAL WoRK,
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.

It is the first of its kind
It is not
While not as rapid as the large

We

cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere,

Writes Capitals, emall lette
marks, 71 in all.

the type direct.
Prints on flat surface.
Writing always in sight,
Corrections and insertions

Takes any width of paper or envelope

up to 8% inches.

Writes just like a $100 machine.
No shift keys. No Ribbon. Priunts from

CACACI—HH—CACIAC

rs, figures and T 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.

Moro ‘‘margin play ” for the small letters
which do most of the work.

Takes good letter press copies.

easily made.

i
ACICIAC—HH—ICTITAC

Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to imy address, on receipt of price, $8.00,
in registered letter, money order or certified check.
| answer all enquiries for further

We guarantee every machine and are glad to
information.

A.S MMURRAY,

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

McM

Variety at the Low

URRAY & Co.

Eave Just Re_ceived——

A CAR LOAD

—— OF ——

WALL PAPERS,

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

Canadian

RO Y, S

American
Makes.

CALL and SEE the
GOODS.

Also a lot of

REMNANTS,

Which will be sold Low, to make room
for New Goods.

P. 8. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper
with BORDERS to match. £
= Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great

No Agents.

McMurray & Co.

est Prices.

IT WILL

COME

LERTBODY

Enjoy it !

But you will
Have to ANNOUNCE

The date.

*

Then when you
do, have

It Done NicELy.

WIE RIFER TO

FINE

JOB WORA,

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

SE )

PICNIC

Including

Bazaars

A
S
ON

=—AND—

Festivals,

Will soon be here and it will
be necessary to have your
bills printed cheaply
yetin good order,

Have it Done Attractive.

SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

PRINYING ARD FPUBLISHING (0,

Fredericton, N. B:




