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POETRY.
THE GUESTS OF TIME.

—

See where the fingers of celestial light 
The curtains of the morning draw apart,

And, scattering the jewels of the night,
The New Year glory makes its jocund 

start !

And there where white tipped mountains 
pierce the clouds,

Or there, where purling waters lace green 
vales.

The newborn moments race in sportive 
crowds

And gaily mock the lost year’s echoing 
wails.

Yet they are children hearted who but feel 
The thrill of pleasure aud the living zest,

Nor hear a holy diapason steal 
To tell possession what wasonce possessed.

For, as the thing that men have lived and 
thought

Still mingle with the things they live and 
do,

The precious holdings that the old year 
taught

The heart must keep as sacred as thy new.

Tlie roses plucked when summer breezes 
played

Have perished but have left their perfume 
sweet

To soothe the weary who have wayward 
strayed

And bear the dust of sorrow on their feet.

Hushed are some lips that when the spring 
was young

Were swift with kisses and with whisp
ered jest.

Dumb are some voices that the birds out- 
sung,

And feet that never tired with running 
rest.

The New Year comes triumphant in its 
pride

And sings defiance to the world of care.
But let bold youth not wholly set aside 

The wangraybeard who served us passing 
fair !

For, lightly tho’ we speed the parting friend 
With heartier will to greet the coming 

guest,
We sometimes learn before the evening’s 

end
They quit us earliest who loved us best.

So drink the glass of gladness on its round 
In dear remembrance of the joys that 

were,
And let our laughter take melodious sound 

From sweet regrets that memory may stir.

The old year dies not, but within, the halls 
Where fancy holds ber fêtés finds constant 

place
And sits with kindred Where the firelight 

falls
To clothe with beauty each slow aging 

face.

There when we will we may his friendly 
smile

Invoke to light the glootn of some sad 
hour

And at his knees in reverie beguile 
Our souls from grim despair's despotic 

power.

Nay, bard, who sang so sadly of his death, 
The old year dies not, nor can ever die,

And, though we breath with joy the New 
Year’s breath,

Full oft the old shall claim a wistful sigh
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CHAPTER IX.
CONTINUED.

“ You shall not take it. Let me look 
at it first. No, I will not give it up.”

For he has caught her wrist, and with 
all his force is seeking to tear those weak, 
resisting fingers apart.

“Let me go,” she implores, utterly 
scared and frightened now. “You are
hurting me ! Let----- Oh, Mr. Gregory,
help me, do ! Don’t let him bave it ! It 
is Mrs. Gargrave’s brooch ! ”

In the utter panic which has over
whelmed him, sending self-control and 
prudence to the winds, the earl has abso
lutely forgotten they are not in solitude. 
Now he raises his head, and like a hunt
ed stag at bay, for an instant, a scarcely 
perceptible instant, meets the man’s gaze 
as he rushes to Olive’s assistance.

“ Let the girl be ! Phillips, it is the
very man we want. Arrest-----’’

But there is no time ao finish his com
mand. That the game is up and his sec
ret by some mysterious means discovered, 
the earl percieves all too clearly. With 
one strong, right-handed blow, he strikes 
to the ground the sergeant whose hand is 
already on his collar. Then he is off like 
the wind. And Olive, sobbing violently, 
with fear and pain, is left alone with one 
of the police officials. The other has 
started in hot but hopeless chase.

CHAPTER X.
Away, away! But little time for 

thought has he, yet, even as he tears 
along, Lord Rixon realizes that there is 
but a single chance for him now.

At Scarborough, The Fairy, dancing 
lightly on the rippling waves, is awaiting 
her owner. She is provisioned and ready 
to be off at any moment. Now he thinks 
of the pretty yacht, as men dream of their 
one haven of refuge, their one possible 
safety.

Straight as the crow flies,he makes for the 
Hall ; his own horses stand in the stable, 
his servants are sure to be about. It will 
be easy to find a mount which will take 
him to the station in time for the 10.30 
train, and the police will scarcely manage 
the distance soon enough to stop him. 
He has left his pursuer far behind.

He does not linger to utter a farewell 
to the host who will so soon understand 
the wrong that has been done him. He 
scarcely waits for the saddle to be securely 
fastened or to array himself in a huge, 
disguising coat before he turns the horse’s 
head towards Rickton. Everything de
pends upon the cast of the die. He dare 
not lose.

Nor does he. When the last train to 
Scarborough leaves the smoky town be
hind, it carries with it the Earl of Rixon 
and his fortunes.

That night there is an accident on the 
Great East Yorkshire Railway. The mid
night train to Scarborough comes into 
collision, just outside Whitby, with a lug
gage truck. The engine is thrown off the 
line, crushing in with horrible force the 
carriage immediately in its rear. It is a 
third-class carriage, more than half-filled 
with happy, holiday folks, intent upon 
losing no moment of such summer free
dom that they can command.

The disaster is a terrible one.
From amongst the wreckage are drawn 

wounded men, screaming in their pain, 
and frightened women, who burst into 
hysterical sobbings as sgon as they find 
thgfnselves into security. Taet of all, the 

■scuers come upon two bodies, lying in 
illness &n<f silence,, side by side, just 
1ère the hot steam of the engine is flll- 
[ the air with scalding heat and vapor. 
Dne of that couple, a man in light, ill- 
-ing tweeds, and with a happy, young 
e, now cold and still, is quickly identi- 
l.
It is my Jack! We were only mar- 
1 last week ! ” screams a girl, as they

lift ont the lifeless corpse and lay it ten
derly down upon the grassy embankment 
“ He is not hurt ; see how he smiles."

“ My child, he felt no suffering ; his 
death was instantaneous,” the doctor tells 
her gently.

But of his companion, no one seemed to 
know anything. The officials look with 
curiosity ujjon the passenger, wearing ev
ening dress under his long, thick overcoat, 
and with a pocketful of money, who has 
yet chosen to travel at midnight in a 
third-class compartment, and whose coun
tenance, even in death, wears such a 
scared, hunted expression. It is not un
til the police, despatched upon the first 
receipt of the intelligence, arrive from 
Scarborough, that the mystery is solved.

“ He hoped to elude notice amongt the 
crowd,” declares the sergeant, as he gazes 
into the white face and observes the hor
ror engraved for ever upon the features. 
“ See the coronet upon the handkerchief ; 
it is the earl of Rixon, Mrs. Gargrave’s 
murderer ! We were warned by telegram 
that he was in the express, and I came 
over to arrest him, only fearing lest he 
should have got off. But he has escaped 
us after all.”

Not escaped so entirely, however, as to 
save the honor of his name, or to leave 
the innocent to bear the burden of his 
guilt. For at Rickton, when some few 
hours later, the adjourned inquest is re
opened, all the truth comes cut at last.

It is a laboring man, dressed in his 
Sunday best, but whose stained fingers 
and pallid complexion, show the nature 
of his calling, who is the first to throw 
light upon the subject of Blanche’s death.

“ I were working on a movable platform, 
painting some o’ the girder underneath 
the Tay Bridge, on the marnin’ o’ Satur
day, July the ninth,” he explains, in 
broad Scotch accents. “ I heard the 
rumble of a train travelling along, and 
was happening to look up and watch the 
tops o’ the carriages passing, which was 
all o’ them that I could see.”

“ When something happened ? Tell us 
about it, please.” Dr. Rolf requests.

“ When a package, tied up in a ’anker- 
cher, strikes against part of the iron rail
ings up above, and then falls joost at my 
feet Of coorse I picked it up and opened 
it. Inside I found di’monds and a pistol, 
and a boodjet o’ letters, and as I thought 
most likely there was something wroong, 
I handed the package over to the police."

“You would say the bundle had been 
flung from the train, I suppose?”

“There wasn’t no other place it cud 
’ave room fra, unless it ’ad dropped from 
the sky,” the man replies.

That Lord Rixon had travelled by that 
train, is a fact easily proved by his ser
vant, who was in a carriage some distance 
behind the one occupied by his lordship. 
And then the guard is requested to stand 
up.

The corofier holds out to him a small» 
three-cornered morsel of cambric, with a 
coronet and the two letters ‘ R. R.’ 
marked upon it in indelible ink.

“Where did you pick this up7” he 
asks.

“ In the compartment as Lord Rixon 
travelled in on July the ninth,” he 
answers readily. “ I know it were that 
same carriage, for I was collecting his 
wraps and things, when I catched sight 
of it, and thinking it of no use, I put it in 
my pocket, to show the missus the pretty 
letters on it Then I forgot all about it, 
and never gave it another thought until 
Mr. Clark there,” pointing to a detective, 
was making enquiries, two days since, 
about the coach the earl occupied.”

“And that the piece of linen is the cor
ner at present missing from the handker
chief, in which the plunder was enclosed, 
there can be no doubt,” remarks the cor
oner, fitting the jagged fragment into its 
place.

After that there scarcely needs Olive’s 
testimony, delivered with quivering lips 
and downcast eyes, as to the discovery of 
the diamond brooch. No wonder that 
the poor girl trembles and looks ill. Not 
one moment of peace has she known 
since Mrs, Marsden became acquainted 
with t e fact of ber fresh delinquency in 
again meeting Lord Rixon.

“All very well to tell me it was for 
Bert’s sake. The police weren’t likely to 
depend upon a chit like you to save an 
innocent man. Besides, I daresay they 
knew all about it before,” the mother 
said, only this morning, as she surveyed 
during breakfast, the swollen eyes of her 
eldest daughter. “And now I shall have 
one of my daughters in a police court.”

“No, no, my dear. Tisn’t a police 
court, neither,” corrects her husband.

“ Then some other sort of court. What 
do I care ? Only I know that this ’ill be 
a blight on Olive for life.

Yet, even if that be true, the girl her
self scarcely regrets it, when at the close 
of the enquiry, she bears the verdict of 
wilful murder against the late Earl of 
Rixon pronounced, and sees Bert once 
more at liberty.

“ I may never be his wife, and perhaps 
they might have proved his innocence 
without me. Yet I did my best to help 
him. And, after all, without my having 
snatched up that brooch, it might have 
been much more difficult to get at the 
truth,” she meditates, during the walk 
home by Mrs. Marsden’s side.

That lady, having for once exhausted 
her stock of eloquence, is absolutely 
silent, and Olive makes most of the pleas
ant change, which, however, does not last 
longer than it takes to reach the little 
hduse in East Terrace, where a fresh sur
prise is already lying in wait.

In the front sitting-room a small, sandy- 
haired gentleman, with spectacles on his 
nose and a long, parchment envelope in 
his hand, has been seated for some few 
moments before their arrival. As Olive 
enters, be rises, scanning her lovely, 
troubled features curiously through his 
glasses, then he bows.

“Miss Olive Marsden?” he says, in
quiringly.

“Yes.”
Her tone is languid and uninterested ; 

she has scarcely spirit left to wonder what 
he can want with her.

“ I have hastened down to be the first 
to inform you of your good fortune,” the 
Scotchman tells her. “ The news o’ Lord 
Rixon’s death was in all tbo papers this 
morning, puir young mon! and I con- 
sideered it weel to carry out his weeshes 
by myself rooming and reading you his 
will.”

“ I don’t know what Olive should have 
to do with it,” interrupts Mrs. Marsden. 
“ She is a wicked, ungrateful girl to her 
parents, and ought never to have had any
thing to say to a bold, bad man like he 
was — the villain ! ”

“At least, madam, he has not been 
wi’oot some tooch o’ guidness to yer 
dichter, whativer she may have done.”

“Goodness, indeed!" with a scornful 
toes of the head.

“ Yes, guidness, madam, since he has 
left her a nice little fortune of a quarter 
of a million o’ mooney, and that on the 
one only condition that she is not to 
mairy a Mr. Robert Cartwright,” he re
plies.

* * * *

“Bert!”
It is two days later, and all Rickton is 

still gossiping as to the extraordinary and 
most undeserved good fortune that has 
befallen Olive Marsden; and Robert 
Cartwright, released from prison and 
cleared from all blame, is sitting at home 
in hie mother’s cottage, thinking. His 
head, buried in his arms, is resting upon

the table; all hope has gone from-hfez 
life.

For a dead hand has for ever separated 
himself and his love.

“ Bert!”
It is Olive’s voice, and as he hears it 

he shivers.
“ Bert ! dear Bert ! Won’t you speak 

to me?”
“ What’s the use? ” in a tone smothered 

by his cloth sleeve.
“ Because I want you to," she answers, 

with a little of the old imperiousness and 
a great deal of entreaty.

He can’t resist that, so he sits up.
“Well?”
Olive’s eyes fill with tears. Suddenly 

she puts out both her hands, thrusting 
them into his.

“ Don’t you love me still, Bert?”
“ Love you ? ” The man’s face is all 

one flush of scarlet passion, but he says 
no more than that.

“ Then if you love me, won’t you kiss 
me, Bert?”

He shakes his head.
“Oh, dear! and I thought you’d per 

haps be sorry by now that you said you’d 
never ask-----”

She cannot utter another word. Her 
sobs choke her. But her lover at length 
is fully aroused. He starts to his feet and 
faces her.

“ What is the good of my wanting 
you ? ” he inquires bitterly. “ There is 
all that wretched money between us 
now. Of course I was a brute that night ; 
of course I've been sorry for it ever since, 
and meant to beg your pardon the first 
chance I had. But where’s the sense of 
it, now?”

Then, very timidly, she lifts two big 
eyes, swimming with tears, to his, and 
her look causes him to fling both strong 
arms round the slender, yielding form.

“ Olive, you can’t mean it ! You don’t 
understand,” he cries. “ Would you 
take me,” in all my roughness and 
poverty, and let the riches go ? ”

1 Gladly,” she whispers. “What is 
Lord Rixon’s money to me? Bert, if yon 
really won’t ask me to marry you-----”

Who could resist that sweet, shy sug
gestion? He stoops and with his lips on 
here, says softly—

“ Well, my darling ? ” Whereupon she 
gathers up her courage.

“ Then I shall have to say, please be 
my husband ! For, Bert, I can’t live with
out you, dear.”

PROFITABLE SWINE RAISING..

THE END.

GLEANINGS FROM YORK.

Interesting and Spicy Gossip from Our 
Active Correspondents.

Death at Hawkshawi
There occurred at Hawkehaw, off the 

5th inst., the death of John B. Manuel in 
his 19th year. Deceased, whose sickness 
was brought on by a neglected cold, has 
been in failing health for two or more 
years. At the outset his friends felt no 
anxiety, but for the last year and a half it 
has been apparent that the disease had 
settled upon him. Johnnie, however, 
fought it manfully and determinedly, 
leaving nothing undone or untried, but as 
the sequel has shown, all to no purpose. 
During the long months of his illness, his 
patient, unmurmuring resignation to the 
Divine will, called forth the surprise and 
admiration of all who saw him, and 
brought to us the conviction that, in the 
furnace, he felt there was one near to 
him “ like the Son of Man.”

A short time before his decease, he 
made open profession of faith in the Lord 
Jesus, and with the members of hir huff
ily and a few members of the congregat
ion, took the symbols of the Saviour’s 
death. All present felt that the services 
were solemn and profitable.

The funeral, which took place on the 
8th inst., was a very large one. The re
mains were taken to Bear Island, and af
ter divine service, conducted by Rev. 
Wm. Ross, were buried in the church
yard there. We left the spot, feeling 
that one of our most promising young 
men has left us, for a land where his man
liness and promise shall find wider 
spheres of action and usefulness.

Lower Prince William.
Dec. 10.—There is a good deal of sick

ness in this locality, and Dr. Coy is kept 
busy.

Lee Courser is confined to the house 
with a severe attack of acute rheumatism, 
and Harry, who cut his leg some two 
weeks ago and got cold in it, is in a criti
cal condition. *

Arthur Crewdson has returned home 
from the woods with a cut foot.

Mrs. B. Courser is suffering from blood 
poisoning, caused by a pin scratch on her 
hand.

A. Jewett’s family are recovering from 
a severe attack of scarlet fever.

Messrs. Chase and Driscoll were in the 
village today, buying beef cattle.

Miss Lena Courser is ill with scarlet 
fever.

J. W. Smith and Mrs. W. Van wart, 
have fallen heirs to a fortune in Bangor, 
Maine.

Mrs. John Kitchen has returned home 
from a visit to relatives and friends in 
Boston.

Rev. M. B. Whitman has been engaged 
as pastor of the Baptist church.

Erockway.
Dec. 17.—Wm. Stewart one of the old

est inhabitants of Brockway, died Wed
nesday, the 12th inst., at ihe home of his 
nephew, Wm. Brockway. Deceased was 
born in Ireland, and was eighty-five years 
of age. The funeral service was conducted 
by Rev. A. J. McLean, and was largely at
tended.

The snow has all disappeared again 
leaving the roads quite muddy.

Miss Mary Little has gone to Oak Bay 
to visit her friend Miss Richardson.

Miss Annie McLay will continue her 
services in the school here during the 
coming term.

The recent moon light nights were very 
agreeable to the young folks who love to 
spend their evenings on their skates.

The acquaintances here jfGeo.R. Coop
er of Fredericton, regret to hear of his 
early death.

May the readers of The Herald all en
joy a very pleasant Christmas, and a hap
py New Year.

Lower Hayne»ville

Dec. 10.—The roads are yet without 
snow. Lumbermen are passing through 
here to their work in the woods, some on 
sleds, and others with waggons.

Leonard Burlock and Marven Brewer 
went through here today to their work 
on the Upper Keswick.

Miss Susie McKiel is still failing ; no 
hopes of her recovery.

Rev. Mr. Turner preached here yester
day. We were pleased to see the Misses 
Dora Whitehead and Mary Mitchell, of 
Staples’ Settlement, in the audience.

Our popular store-keeper, E. Reynolds, 
has put a new organ in hi» residence.

Miss Maud Allen, of Marysville, made 
a flying visit to her parents, a few days 
ago.

Miss Annie Webb went to Marys
ville today, expecting to spend the winter 
there.

Handly Chute cut his foot very badly 
one day last week, and Dr. Morehouse is 
tending him,

If a farmer grows butone lot of swine- 
each year, he should grow them with » 
certain market in view. If two lots, he 
should market twice a year. If spring 
pigs, they should go to market in the 
in the early fall, and the fall pigs the last 
of April, or early in May. The time of 
marketing a lot of pigs should be deter
mined by the time they are first counted. 
When the farmer waits to see what the 
market promises before be determines 
when the pigs shall be fattened, he is al
most certain to blunder in his time of 
marketing. As a rule he who gets bis 
pigs to market at tbe earliest possible 
time and sells at a given age regardless of 
the prevailing price, makes the most clear 
money in the long run. When a farmer 
plans to have his pigs mature at a certain 
age, he has made the main point towards 
having them in prime condition at that 
age, and when in this condition they 
should be sold.

Only by a well-managed system tan 
the best results be reached. If two litters 
are grown a year, spring and fall, of ne
cessity all must go to market at an early 
age, for it will not do to hold them till 
they are a year old, as it places too many 
on the farm at once. All careful swine 
raisers know that with the increase of 
numbers, the risk from disease is corres
pondingly increased. The well fatted 
hog of two hundred pounds weight, al
ways sells well in market, in fact, such 
an animal is the choicest buyers a greater 
part of the time. The trouble with farm
ers in producing this hog, Mes in the fact 
that they have not yet arrived at the be
lief that in general farm practice it is 
possible to reach this weight at six to 
seven months of age. Greater weights 
can be made with small numbers, but 
when a farmer puts off from forty to sixty 
or one hundred head, this is good weight 
for the age named.

The markets do not. call for a hog of 
this weight at one year old, but for a 
young hog at this weight af the earliest 
practical moment. Tbe March or April 
pig should be on the market not later 
than November 1st, the September or 
October pig, not later than June 1st, bet
ter the middle of May, as prices have 
ruled for a number of years. Haphazard 
work will not accomplish this, but a 
well-laid system followed to the letter, 
will do it. It is a fact that cannot be dis
puted that misfortune in swine growing 
comes most frequently to the man that 
has no definite system. With definite 
plans he falls into a line of better care 
and treatment of his swine.

For 20 Years Wiley’s ... emulsion ...

COD - LIVER - OIL.

the formula for making Scott’s 
Emulsion has been endorsed by 
physicians of the whole world. No 
secret about it. This is one of its i 
strongest endorsements. But the 
strongest endorsement possible is 
in the vital strength it gives.

ScotUs

imuision
nourishes. It does more for v/eak 
Babies and Growing Children than 
any other kind of nourishment. It 
strengthens Weak Mothers and re
stores health to all suffering from 
Emaciation and General Debility.

For Coughs, Colds, Sore Throat, Bron
chitis, Weak Lungs, Consumption, Blood 
Diseases and Loss of Flesh.
Scott 1 Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists- 60c. & $1.

Gives Best Results. The Best
Purest and Best Materials D , .

used in Manufacture. “reparation

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

i . No prenaration equal to it.
For Building up the System.

PRICE
SOLD

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacture!

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

The old saying’

Throw Physic to the Dogs,

Will not apply to the 

Present Day.

ALONZO STAPLES,
Druggist and Apothecary,

--------HAS IN STOCK--------

New, Fresh Drugs
—AND FULL LINES OF—

PATENT MEDICINES.

People of Good Common Sense usually appreciate a 

good article that is honestly made, well finished and up to 
date. This explains the great success of

Arq-Ery

They Wear I ike Ii on.

A LITERARY OPINION.

I have read your poem, young mao, 
said the publisher kindly, and I must say 
that afte£ mature reflection and in view 

; of the quality of the verge, it seems to 
me-----

Yes, yes — it seems — repeated the 
poet, breathlessly.

As I was saying, it seems to me that 
you ought" to make an excellent workman 
at almost anV kind of manual labor.

Hawker’s Balsattya aure cough cure.

A CHOICE LINE OF HAVANA AND

DOMESTIC CIGARS.

And all requisites 

found in a First-class Drug Store.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS

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

IN THE SLUMP.

Anxious Wife — George, what great 
thing was settled by this election ? 

Husband (sadly) — Me.

For your throat, when hoarse or husky, 
use Hawer’s balsam of. tulo and wild 
cherry. It affords prompt relief and 
leaves the voice clear and distinct.

Now, you young, scamp, said Blinks 
senior, as he led his youngster out into 
woodshed, and prepared to give him a 
dressing. I’ll teach you what is what.

No, pa, replied the incorrigible, you 
teach me which is switch.

Piles! Piles! Itching Piles.

Symptoms — Moisture ; intense itching 
and stinging! most at. night; worse by 
scratching. If allowed to continue, tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be
coming very sore. Swayne’s Ointment 
stops that itching and bleeding, heals ul
ceration, and in most places removes the 
Jumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 25 
cents. Dr. Swyne & Son, Philadelphia.

JUST1 Physician’s prescriptions com

pounded with utmost care at all hours. 

Opposite Randolph’s Flour Store.

1831 THE CULTIVATOR Jggg

Country : Gentleman.
THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEYO'PFD TO

Farm Crops and Processes,

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying,

Wh8e 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 An -wers, Fire
side Heading, Domestic iSeovuny, aud a summary 
of the News of the Week. It» Market Reports are 
unufcuaDy complete, and much attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the CroDS,as throwing light up- n 
one of tûemost important of all questions—When 
to Buy and When to Sell. It is liberally Illustrated 
and by Kecent i nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than e\er before. The subscription price is 
8*2.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our

Club Rates for 1895.
Two Subscriptions one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. |Q 
Ten Subscriptions do. do. 15

WITH A HAMMER 
AND SAW

In the house you can 
fix things yourself so 
that a carpenter will not 
be needed. Astonishing 
how easy it is when you 
have the right tools. 
Ah, there’s the nut in 
the shell — the BEST. 
Nails and Screws and 
small but penetrating 
Tacks, and all such 
Staple goods as hard
ware dealers ought to 
have ia here.

'z°ïÿg{£

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fitter,
TINSMITH,

Housewives, fortify 
your kitchens for the 
Winter with our Furn
ishings. They hint of 
home happiness for wise 
women. Trifles in cost, 
but great in results. 
You will be looking to 
the main chance—your 
own—by dealing with

JAM S S. NEILL.

ILES.
Any One Suffering from 
Any Form of “ PILES,”

 

BLIND,
LEEDiNG,

ITCHING, or 
iPROTDDIfiG

Can Find Relief and a 
Lasting Cure.

Address <). H.
Box 38. FbrdkricTOn.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

To all New Subscribers for 1895, paying in 
advance now, we will send Ihe part» r Weekh , from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1895, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER A SON, Publishers, 

Albany, N, Y.

Boston Transcript

IN EXECUTIVE SESSION.

The old parliamentarian did riot like 
the young man who was paying court to 
his daughter, and the next time he came 
to see her the paternal stepped into the 
reception room and asked him to depart.

But, sir — began the caller, in protest.
Your remarks, sir, he interrupted, as he 

held the door open, are not in ordtr. A 
motion to adjourn is not debatable, and 
the motion carried.

A little girl was overheard talking to 
her doll, whose arm had come off, ex
posing the sawdust stuffing. You dear, 
good obedient dolly, I knew I had told 
you to chew your food fine, but I didn’t 
think that you would chew it so fine as 
that.

A cheap and sure cure for cold in the 
head or catarrh ; a twenty-five cent box 
of Hawker’s catarrh cure.

A GENTLE HINT.

Jones (meeting Brown smoking) — I 
don’t like to see a man smoking on the 
street.

Brown — Why, what difference does it 
make.

Jones — A" great deal. It makes me 
want to do the same, and I haven’t any
thing to smoke.

Rub your rheumatic joints with Dr. 
Manning’s german remedy. The univer
sal pain cure.

WITH INVALIDS.

Yes ! with invalids the appetite is cap
ricious and needs coaxing, that is just the 
reason they improve so rapidly under 
Scott’s Emulsion, which is as palatable as 
cream.

THE CUT DIRECT.

Proud Mother — My dear daughters are 
so accomplished you know ; I assure you, 
we have spared no pains in that direction.

Second Proud Matron — Well, I really 
don’t blame you ; men naturally expect 
something of the sort wiien they can’t get, 
beauty.

A soothing, healing and perfect cure 
Hawker’s pile core.

By Steamer:
25 kegs Bteel Wire Nails,
2 b-ixes American Files, assorted;

25 boxes Narrow axes, Lumbermen’s Pride, best 
axes n Canada;

25 boxes Barn Lanterns, lutes';
1 cask extra globes to suit;

16 Steel Sinks,
1 box Drive Well Points 
1 box Wrought Iron Butts, e 
1 barrel V and Strop Hinges,*
1 case Loose Pin Puits,
6 cjsfs Rim and Mo tv-e Looks,
3 cases Rim and Mortice Knobs, only;
6 cases general Hardware, and for sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS, t

A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news- 
paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 
ter<, in both reading and advertising columns 
offering to the educated and intelligent public, the 
most instructive and entertaining selection of news> 
literary, political, flnaucLil, art, music and general 
topics of the day and season.

Daily Evening Transcript-
Ko Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-
Sixteen or more pages.

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

sumed business on Queen 
Street,

Opp. County Court House.

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

Elect! icai end Kectaaical

BELL HANGING.
Speaking Tubes, etc.

SHOVBLiS.

6T\CZEN Long Handled Fteel Shovels 
U 10 tarrt-ls Portland Cement 
75 keg* Steel Wire Nails 
15 bundles Hay Wire,
1;6 kegs Heel Hoise -'hoes 
40 dozen Narrow Axes 

3 c - ses Mortice Locks 
2 “ Mineral Knobs 
4 ** Wr uglit Iron Nuts 
1 case him Locks 
1 “ Loo'6 Fin Bolts

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

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

Just to hand.
R. CHESTNUT & SONS

Scales! Scales!
1 9 D°XE3 Familv Beales, 12 doz. Wheel heads, 
J JLl 15 boxe» Cut Tacks, 10 i oxes Wrought 
Ivon Washers,
10 ttoxes Wrought Iron Nuts,
1 box Glazier’s Points,
* box Fell- e Plates,
6 boxes Moulding Nails.

Just received, and for sale by
R. CHESTNUT A SONS*

Facts ! Facts !

It will

COME
A

-AND—

—WILL—

Enjoy

But you will 

Have to announce 

The date.

Then when yout 

do, have 
It Done Nicely.

Z

WE REFER TO

FINE

We are prepared to do 
fine prii ting of every 

description from a

CALLING CARD 

to a
THREE SHEET POSTER 

in several colors, and 

prompt in delivery of 
the same.

Weekly Transcript-
Published Friday’s

Address

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

IT is false economy to refuse a good article and ac
cept a poor < ne because of the low price. All 

goods cost money to produce. The better thegooed 
the greater the cost. There »re certain prices b low 
which no good, honest materials can be I ought. If 
you pay les-, >ou get loss, no use dodging the f ct. 
We alwa>s t*uy the best and sell the be>t, we don't 
>>elieve in shoddy, behave just received one car
load of STOVES and we consider them THE BJ<>T 
in the market of their kind, and we invite the pub- 
lie to look them over if they are in want.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Farm for Sale.

THE subscriber’s Farm at Rt. Mary’s, near the 
Railway Station, containing 600 acres, 100 of 

which are under cultivation.
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 

the premises, all iu good repair.
For farther particulars apply to

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
F’ton. April 9.1892. Queen Hotel.

WHY TAKE A

“SLOP” BILL
When you"can get one 

neat and attractive for 

the
SAME PRICE 

that it will cost you for 

onq gotten up in any 

shape.

McMURRAT & Co.
C»vo «Tust Hboelved-

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.

B2F Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 
Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents.

A CAB LOAD
------- OF--------

WALL PAPEBS,
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian...
■-ô-iTD-

McMurray & Co.

dor-

Wedding
INVITATIONS,

Tags,

Bill and.

Letter

Headitigs,^y

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

ed cheaply yet in 
good order.

Haïe it Done Attractive,
SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

flHTIIG Ul F111IG 11
Fredericton, N. B:


