
POETRY.
A LESSON FROM THE DANDELIONS.

Happy little dandelions,
Smiling in the grass,

Looking up into my face 
So brightly as I pass,

What do you find to think about 
That makes you look so gay ? 

Everything looks blue this morning,
And I’m “ awful cross," they say !

“ Are you, my boy ? I’m sorry now,"
A dandelion said ;

“ I wouldn’t frown, you ought to wear 
A smiling face instead !

Every one of us, this morning,
When we saw the sun,

Sang a little song of praise,
A very merry one.

But when we wake, and, peeping out, 
Behold a stormy sky,

We close our eyes again, and think 
Of sunny days gone by.

We never watch, the frowning clouds,
We do not fret and sigh 

And talk about the gloomy day !
We only wait, and try

To think of all the pleasant things, 
and never mind the rain ;

For, if we wept the whole day long,
Our tears would be in vain.

No dandelion ever thinks 
Of being blue and sad 

Our hearts are just as sunny 
As our faces, little lad ! ”

Happy little dandelions,
Smiling in the grass,

Looking up into my face 
So brightly as I pass,

If pleasant thoughts make faces bright 
I’ll tell you what I’ll do ;

When I feel “cross" and “out of sorts,” 
Why. i’ll just think of you !
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CHAPTER II.
BRUCE DELMAR.

CONTINUED.

Delroar’s face blushed guiltily. For an 
instant he stood in silence, perplexed and 
chagrined ; but quickly recovering his 
self-possession, he tried to assume a care­
less air, as though the discovery were a 
matter of trifling moment.

“ Ah ! so that is what you are wonder­
ing about,” he said, taking the handker­
chief and slipping it into his pocket. Of 
course, the handkerchief isn’t mine-^I 
mean, of course, I’ve no right to that bit 
of foolery in the corner," he added, allud­
ing to an embroidered coronet worked 
above the name of ‘ Bruce.’ “It was 
merely for a joke that I ever had the 
thing.”

“ It is a joke that I intend to take in 
very serious earnest,” remarked Val, 
while the look of scorn in his eyes deep­
ened.

Bruce Delmar grew white to the lips.
“ Come Val, my boy," he said, with a 

sudden change of manner, and speaking 
in a friendly, pleading tone, “ don’t cut 
up rough, for upon my word, I’m bothered 
enough just now. You have become pos­
sessed of a secret, which I’d have rather 
have kept to myself a little longer ; but 
surely you don’t mean to betray me? 
There’s nothing mean about you, I know, 
nothing of the spy or the sneak ; you’ll 
keep the little secret you’ve accidentally 
found out, won’ you Val?”

He laid his hand on Val’s arm as he 
made this appeal, but the lad flung it off 
as though it had been a serpent, and faced 
him with eyes that were fairly ablaze 
with passionate wrath and scorn.

“I keep your secret,” he exclaimed. 
“ What do you take me for—as gieat a 
scoundrel as yourself? What does it 
mean when such men as you, aristocratic, 
white-handed men, who have coronets 
upon their handkerchiefs, come down to 
a little country place like this, and pass 
themselves off as humble painters? It 
means some deviltry, and it is deviltry 
that I will have no hand in. Who is it 
you are so particularly anxious to de­
ceive—who is it you most fear my de- 

- nouncing you to ? Is it Zilloh ? ”
The man’s face had grown livid with 

rage as the boy hurled forth his scathing 
invectives; a savage gleam shone in his 
red-brown eyes, the veins in his forehead 
swelled; his hands clinched themselves 
with a spasmodic movement, as if it was 
with difficulty he controlled himself from 
committing some act of violence.

“ What do you mean by prying into 
my affairs, you insolent young sneak ? ” 
he broke out fiercely. “What business 
are they of yours ? Are you in love with 
Zilloh yourself, may I ask ? Ah that’s it, 
upon my soul ! ” be went on with bitter 
contemptuosness. “And a pretty lover 
you are for her, aren’t you? Did you 
think Zilloh could ever care for you, you 
miserable, pale-faced cripple.”

Val winced as though beneath a blow, 
and indeed there was more of pain and 
humiliation than a mere blow could have 
caused him in that brutal taunt. Upon 
the subject of his lameness, he was pain­
fully sensitive, and hitherto it had never 
been made the occasion for a single cruel 
or taunting word. His guardian, the kind 
old rector, and Zilloh, loved him too well 
to let any work or glance of theirs remind 
him of his infirmity, and he had been too 
retiring to seek for friends away from 
them.

So now Bruce Delmar’s harsh taunt fell 
upon like a lash—a stinging, maddening 
blow, which he was powerless to return. 
A hot crimson flush swept across his face 
then retreated, leaving him deathly pale; 
his lips moved, but no words came. Fix­
ing upon his enemy a dark, quiet look, 
he turned away, slowly and calmly, and 
in a minute or two, was lost to sight.

Then Delmar began to bitterly reproach 
himself with his own stupidity.

“ Why didn’t I keep my temper, in­
stead of quarreling with that young idiot ?” 
he muttered. “ If I’d only been civil and 
conciliatory to him, I might have talked 
him into believing anything I liked to 
tell. One needn’t have been so sharp to 
have hoodwinked him; but as it is, I 
have just spoilt my own game. The 
young wretch will set the village on fire 
with his tongue before to-morrow’s here. 
I had better beat a retreat. But Zilloh— 
how can I leave her? How I love that 
girl ! What is there I would not do to 
win her?”

He paced up and down the lane, with 
an expression of fierce moodiness upon 
his handsome face, then presently an 
eager exclamation broke from him.

In the lane, not ten paces away, was 
Zilloh herself, coming towards him.

She was looking unusually beautiful as 
she passed under the arching trees that 
shadowed her path, and formed a fitting 
background for her face and figure. Her 
white dress was simply made, flowing 
round her in soft folds ; the wind stirred 
her dark curls, as she now came towards 
him with a free, light step a joyous smile 
on her red lips, a look of unutterable 
happiness in her sweet eyes.

CHAPTER III.
THE ELOPEMENT.

A hot flush rose to Bruce’s face for a 
moment, as he thought that she had

probably met Val Grey ; buta little con­
sideration convinced him that this was 
unlikely, as she was coming from an op­
posite direction to that taken by Val ; to 
make sure, however, he said, as he hur­
ried up to her and tenderly clasped her 
hand—

“Have you seen your young friend 
Valentine ? He has only just left me.”

“No I have not seen him- Which 
way did he take?” asked Zilloh.

Bruce indicated thediiection by a wave 
of his hand ; then he turned to the girl 
who stood in timid yet stately grace be­
side him and said—

“ Zilloh, I want to speak to you—want 
to speak to you very seriously indeed. 
Can you spare me a few moments darling?
I never dreamed of seeing you this after­
noon. Are you a witch, my queen—did 
you divine how badly I wanted you, that 
you should chance to meet me just at this 
moment ? ”

“Do you really want me Bruce?” she 
asked, her eyes dropping beneath his ar­
dent gaze. *• I had no thought of seeing 
you, but the afternoon was so lovely, that 
I felt I must walk through the lanes. 
Yon know Bruce, you told me only yester­
day that you should not be out all to-day, 
that you should be busy with your 
picture.”

“Ah ! and so I should have been mine 
own,” he responded fondly, “ if it had not 
been for something that has happened— 
a letter I have received. That is what I 
want to talk to you about, my sweet, but 
I don’t care to be interl-upted or intruded 
upon. Shall we go to that charming 
nook beside the old mill ? No one will 
disturb us there.”

Zilloh suffered him to lead her whither 
he would ; her mind was shadowed by a 
vague alarm ; his look and tone were 
more grave than she had ever known 
them, and she was oppressed with fears 
as to what this gravity might forbode. 
There was a seat at the foot of a tree be­
side the old mill. Bruce led her to it, 
and then flung himself down on the grass 
at her feet.

“ My own,” he began passionately. 
“ Ah ! if you only were my own ! I won­
der if you will care about what I have to 
tell you. Dear, I shall have to leave In- 
gledon to-morrow.”

“ Leave Ingledon !—to morrow ! ”
The Words fell from Zilloh’s lips me­

chanically, as though she had scarcely 
grasped at their full meaning. Slowly 
the color forsook her cheeks, her lips 
quivered, and into her beautiful dark 
eyes there stole a look of such fear and 
anguish that was more touching than 
tears. She loved Bruce Delmar very 
dearly, loved him with all the depth and 
intensity of devotion that a warm-hearted 
girl feels for the man who has been the 
first to open her heart to love. She had 
not known him many weeks, not much 
more than a fortnight, but he contrived 
to see her very often, and with natures 
such as hers, love is a plant of rapid 
growth.

Her unde bad met him somewhere in 
the village, and pleased with his artistic 
taste, had invited him to the parsonage. 
Then Bruce had professed to fall in love 
with the quaint, old, rose-covered house, 
and had begged permission to sketch it, a 
permission which was heartily accorded. 
This of course, meant more visits to the 
parsonage, and before long he had suc­
ceeded in obtaining a sketch of Zilloh 
herself. He belonged to a class of men 
who were as yet almost strangers in Zil­
loh’s limited world. Refined, polished, 
versed in all those little arts and courtes­
ies which are so dear to a woman’s heart, 
it was not long before he had won her 
love ; but—and this was something of a 
drawback to Bruce’s mind—he himself 
had fallen more deeply in love with her 
than he thought prudent ; more deeply 
than he would have cared to own. His 
was one of those natures that prefer to 
' love and ride away,’ but somehow, he 
felt that it would be a hard thing for him 
to ‘ ride away from Zilloh St. Clair'

Equally hard—harder even, would it 
be for her to part from him. He was the 
first love of her heart—the first, the last, 
the only love that heart can ever feel, she 
told herself, as with pale and quivering 
lips, she repeated his words, “ leave Ingle­
don to-morrow,” and realised what a 
dreary blank her life would be to her if 
he passed out of it.
. He on his part, was wondering in what 
words he could best speak that which be 
had to say, An instant or two, he lay at 
her feet in silence, watching her face; 
then he said in slow, lingering tones—

“ Zilloh, shall you care? Can you bear 
to part from me ? Darling,” with sudden 
passion, “ I cannot bear to part from you !”

Zilloh’s face was pale no longer; the 
rich warm color swept over it in a crim­
son flood, and her eyes drooped beneath 
his gaze.

“ Tell me, oh ! oh tell me, my darling,” 
he whispered, taking her hand and hold­
ing it closely between his own, •' tell me, 
can you bear to send me from you ? Only 
say the word, Zilloh, say you do not care, 
and I will leave you—aye, even though it 
breaks my heart.”

“ I shall not send you away ; you know 
I care,” murmured the girl in shy, sweet 
accents.

He showered kisses upon her hands 
with all that rapture of devotion which 
girls are so proud of in a lover.

“ But Zilloh',” he went on, in a graver 
tone, “ I have a secret to tell you—a con­
fession to make. Hear that first, and 
then you will understand why I must 
leave Ingledon, and why it lies with you 
to decide whether we are to part from 
each other for ever.”

The seriousness of his tone struck cold­
ly on her heart ; again that vague fore­
boding of ill oppressed her, and her voice 
was tremulous as she said—

“ Tell me—ah ! make haste and tell me 
what it is.”

“ My sweet one, it is not so very terri­
ble,” he said caressing her hand with re- 
assuiing tenderness. It is only that you 
have been mistaken in me, or rather in 
my name and rank. You think I am 
Bruce Delmar, an artist ; shall you love 
me less because m3' name is Bruce, but 
not Delmar, and instead of being an 
humble artist, I am a wealthy lord ? ”

“A lord ! ” the girl started away from 
him, and withdrew her hand with a 
startled glance into his face. “ A lord ! 
Then why----- ”

She had seemed about to pour forth a 
torrent of questions, tiut she suddenly 
stopped short, and her silence breathed 
more of suspicion than any words could 
have done.

It was thus that Bruce interpreted it, 
and he knew that he should require all 
the eloquence and sophistry he could 
command, to calm her doubts and fears.

“Do not be angry with me Zilloh,” 
he pleaded, rising and standing up before 
her in an attitude and with a look of hu­
mility mingled with deep respect. “If I 
have been in fault, heaven knows my 
fault has been through love of you. 
When I set out a month or so ago, to 
gratify a whim, I never dreamed ol what 
was to come to pass. My whim was to 
make a sketching tour without being en­
cumbered by any of the letters and tram­
mels that my rank impose. They are 
hateful to me and I longed to be free from 
them, at any rate for a time. I called 
myself Bruce Delmar, my life was that of 
a simple country artist, and I was happy. 
Then Zilloh, I saw you. Ah ! my darling, 
do you understand what that meant to 
me? I saw you—I loved you. I told

myself that, unless you could love me in 
return, life would have lost all its charm 
for me. I wanted to make sure that you 
did love me—for myself alone ; and can 
you wonder that I resolved to remain 
plain Bruce Delmar to you for a little 
time. There will always be Lord Bur­
leigh s, dear, as long as the world lasts, 
and I wanted to be a Lord Burleigh to 
you. Come Zilloh, smile—smile, my dar­
ling, and tell me I am forgiven.”

But Zilloh did not smile, she could not. 
That indefinable feeling of alarm and 
doubt was still pressing coldly upon her 
heart and it acted like a seal on her lips. 
It was as though all the brightness had 
gone out of her life, as though the sweet 
dream of love was over and here was the 
awakening.

Her woman’s instinct warned her 
against this man who had deceived her 
even though he might plead that the de­
ceit had been through love of her and 
eagerness to know that his love was re­
turned. He a lord. What did that 
mean? What but that a great gulf was 
set between her and him? Was she, the 
penniless, though well-born niece ofi^a 
country parson, a fitting mate for him, 
with his wealth and title ? Was it likely 
he would wish to make her his bride? 
And then, as she thought of this, a hot 
flood of crimson color surged into her 
cheeks, and her heart beat fa t and 
heavy, as a heart might beat when one 
suddenly finds oneself standing on the 
edge of some deep abyss.

Lord Bruce was quick to see and read 
the look upon her face, and he set him­
self to work to remove the doubts that 
had summoned it.

“You are angry with me,” he mur­
mured, in soft caressing tones. “ Are 
you angry because I seemed not to trust 
you fully—because I wanted to prove 
your love? Ah Zilloh! Iliad looked for­
ward with pride and joy to this moment ; 
don’t cloud its happiness now that it has 
come. Surely my Queen does not love 
me less because I chance to be a lord.”

“ And how is it you make this confess­
ion to me now ? ” asked Zilloh quietly. 
“Why have you chosen this particular 
time I mean ? ”

Bruce read mistrust in the ’question, 
and to himself he thought—

“Ah ! had that meddling young Grey 
been the first to gain her ear, it would 
have been all over with me. She would 
have known then that I was simply 
forced into a confession of the truth. Un­
less I can persurde her now, I may as 
well say good-bye to her for ever.”

Urged by this thought, he pleaded with 
her in language and with looks of seduct­
ive eloquence, such as he so well knew 
how to practise, and such as is so potent 
with a woman when wielded by the man 
she loves.

“ I have been upon the brink of. telling 
you for some days past,” he explained, 
“and now something has happened that 
compels me to put aside disguise. I have 
had a letter from a Iriend this afternoon, 
telling me that the Hon. Mrs. Pursey and 
her daughters are coming down here on a 
visit. As these ladies know me well, it 
would be impossible to remain in the 
neighborhood as Bruce Delmar. So, 
darling, I must go ; but need I go alone ? 
Zilloh — Swèet! won’t you come with 
me?”

“Go with you — what do you mean?” 
There was a look in her eye, a tone in 

her voice, as she demanded this, before 
which the man’s spirit quailed. He dared 
not then unfold to her the baseness of his 
heart ; he was awed into seeming honor, 
even thought that seeming made his 
guilt the greater.

“What should I mean, love?” he 
answered, tenderly. “ Don’t you know 
that I want you, that I must have you for 
my own sweet wife ? Will you have me, 
darling — will you be my very own, my 
beautiful queen ? ”

He looked at her with eyes that were 
alight with love ; he forced her to return 
his glance, and in returning it she re­
vealed only too clearly the secret of her 
heart. Its master-passion was love of 
him ; and before that passion, doubts, and 
fears and forebodings all cleared away as 
mists before the sun.

Bruce saw his advantage, and pursued 
it to the uttermost. In smooth, sophisti­
cal fashion he explained that his friends 
would be sure to set themselves against 
his marrying her, seeing that she had not 
a penny of fortune; consequently, he 
concluded, there was nothing for it but a 
secret, marriage, trusting to time to bring 
about his friends’ consent.

• “ But, sweet one, if you will really give 
yourself to me, it must be soon,” he 
pleaded. “ I cannot wait ; I love you so 
dearly — I am so madly jealous — so fear­
ful lest anyone else should see my price­
less pearl and win her from me. Darl­
ing will you be my wife to-morrow ? ” 

“To-morrow! Oh, Bruce, how could 
we? — it would be impossible,” she ex­
claimed.

“ Impossible ! Nonsense ! — nothing is 
impossible to Love,” he protested, with 
tender reproach. “ Ah ! Zilloh, if only 
you cared for me as I care for you, you 
would not be willing to keep us apart a 
single day.”

“ But Bruce, how----- ,” she began,
wonderinglv.

He stopped her questioning with a kiss, 
and said —

“How, sweet? — why, it is the easiest 
thing in the world. I have thought it all 
out; my plan needs only one thing to 
make it perfect — that is your consent. 
Listen, dear : this very evening you must 
go away — to London. I should see you 
off by the train, but should not accomp­
any you. It would not do for me to be 
missing at the same time as yourself; be­
sides, I have several things to arrange be­
fore I could leave here. But to-morrow I 
should join you, armed witli a special 
licence; we should be married at the 
nearest church, then go straightway to 
Italy or Spain, where we would stay until 
my family consented to receive my bride 
with all the honor that would be her due. 
What does my Zilloh say to my plan?” 
and again he looked into her face, with 
eyes alight with the fire of love.

TO BE CONTINUE!/.

HE DREW THE LINE-

Bobbie was at a neighbor’s, and in re­
sponse to a piece of bread and butter had 
politely said Thank you.

That’s right, Bobbie, said the lady. I 
I like to hear little boys say Thank you.

Yes, ma told me I must say that if you 
gave me anything to eat, even if it wasn’t 
nothing but bread and butter, but if you 
want to hear me say it again you’ve either 
got to put jam on it or give me some cake.

English Spavin Liniment removes all 
hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blem­
ishes from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs, 
Splints, Ring Bone, Sweeney, Stifles, 
Sprains, Sore and Swollen Throat, Coughs, 
etc. Save $50 by use of one bottle. War­
ranted the most wonderful Blemish Cure 
ever known. For sale by W. Garten and 
Alonzo Staples.

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

The Church of England rectory at Cam­
bridge, Queen’s County, was burned to 
the ground Tuesday morning.

WISER AND WEAKER.
When men compare the people of today, 

physically, with those of the past they say 
the present generation is weaker. When 
they compare achievements the conclusion 
is that the present generatin is wiser. 
And so they say each generation grows 
wiser and weaker than the last. If you 
are weak and run down try that great 
nerve and brain invigorator Hawker’s 
nerve and stomache tonic. It will build 
you up and make you strong. Sold by all 
druggists, fifty cents a bottle or six bottles 
$2.50
At Death’s Door — from nervous prostra 
tion. Cured by Hawker’s nerve and stom­
ach tonic.

First pretty darling — What would you 
like to be if you were a man, dear? 
Second pretty darling — I think I should 
like to be a parson. First pretty darling— 
A parson, dear ! oh, how dreadful ! Sec­
ond pretty darling— Oh, but fancy being 
able to talk for half an hour at a time 
without any one contradicting you, and 
then getting paid for it !

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

A young man fresh from college wore 
as a scarfpin a jewelled gold potato bug. 
One day he called the attention of an 
old German bookseller to it, asking, Isn’t 
that pretty .Dutchey? Ja ja was the re­
ply. Dot ish der piggest pug on der 
schmallest botato I haf efer seen.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil­
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at once and get a bottle 
of “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about 
it It cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stom­
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and 
gives tone and energy to the whole system. 
“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup” for 
children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen­
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug­
gists throughout the world. Be sure and 
ask for “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing 
Syrup.”

NOTHING LOST.

Teacher [to boy whose father keeps a 
corner grocery] —Johnny, if your father 
has a hundred eggs, and twenty of them 
are bad how many of them does he lose? 
Johnny — He doesn’t lose any of them. 
He sells the bad ones to the restaurant 
keeper to make omelets of.

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

O mamma, look here, said a little visitor 
in the country, who had got her eyes on 
a potato bug for the first time. What is 
it, dear ? A funny kind of fly with a ten­
nis blazer.

DON’T WAIT FOR THE SICK ROOM.
The experience of physicians and the 

public proves that taking Scott’s Emul­
sion produces an immediate increase in 
flesh ; it is therefore of the highest value 
in Wasting Diseases and Consumption.

Judge—Well, doctor, what is the con­
dition of the burglar’s victim ? Doctor — 
one of his wounds is absolutely fatal, but 
the other two are not dangerous and can 
be healed.

A Boon to Horsemen.— One bottle of 
English Spavin Liniment completely re­
moved a curb from my horse. I take 
pleasure in recommending 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.

George Robb, Farmer 
• Markham, Ont.

Sold by W. Carten and Alonzo Staples.

Are you sure your sister don’t like Mr. 
Finney? Little Tom —Certain of it. 
Why, when J^omes she’s so mean she 
won’t let him have a whole chair to him­
self ; she just makes him take half of hers.

Heart Disease Relieved in 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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Country : Gentleman.
THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEVOT I'D TO

Farm Crops and Processes,
Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying,
While It also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol­
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter- 
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire­
side Reading, Domestie Economy, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually complete, and much atlenthn Is paid lo 
the Prospects of the Cro| s, as throwing light up n 
our of the most important of all questions—\\ hen 
I» Huy and When to Sell. It is lllie allv Illustrated 
and by Recent nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subset iption price is 
82.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reductiou 
in our

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

To all New Rubsc ibert> for 1894, paying in 
advance now, we will send the pai> r Weekh , irom 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1894, 
without charge, Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 
___________  ______ ^ Albany, N. Y.

SEND FGR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript
A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news- 

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 
tern, in both reading and advertising o>Iumns 
offering to the eiuc.ted and intelligent public, the 
most instructive snd entertaining selection of news, 
literary, political, financial, art, music and general 
topics of the day and season.

Daily Evening Transcript-
>o Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Iransoript-
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-
Tublikhed Fiiday's

Address

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,
324 Washington Street, Boston,".Maes.

Paie Faces
show Depleted Blood, poor 
nourishment, everything 
bad. They are signs of 
Anaemia.

Scotty
Emulsion

the Cream of Cod-liver Oil, 
with hypophosphites, en­
riches the blood, purifles the 
skin, cures Anaemia, builds 
up the system. Physicians, the 
world over, endorse it.

Wileys... emulsion ...
-OF-

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

“tl. Preparation
Best Value for the Money. in the Market 

PRICE Readily taken by Children.
sold ’ll I No preparation equal to it.

Every where UV For Buildins UP the System-

JOHN M. WILEY, Man"fs£Luier
Don't be deceived by Substitotes!

Scott 4 Bowne, Belleville. All Druggist*. 80o-ASL

"THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE,
Is Happy, Fruitful Marriage."

Every man who would know the grand 
truths, the plain facts, the new diseuvei- 
ies of medical science as applied to mai­
led 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.

lo cure forever, effects of excesses, over­
work, worry, etc.

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

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

The book is purely medical and scientific, 
useless to enriosily 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 
babbled over with joy, I wanted to hug 
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 wrole. 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 Ebie Medical Company, 
Buffalo, N. Y„ and ask for the little book 
called “ Complete Manhood.” Refer to this 
paper, and the coinpan>' promisses to send 
the book, in sealed envelope without any 
marks, and ^entirely free, until it is well in­
troduced-

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.
Mends Solid as a Rock,

'TTRI3 prepirntion will mend anything that is JL broken, and will hoi I like grim de-itli, and is 
p ouoimeed bv exj-orts to be the greatest aiticle ever 
invented lor the purpo e. it wifi cement Leather, 
vt ood, Crockery, tilassware, Iron, and ever\thing 
else. Urccxer, or Glassware mended with it will 
never break in the same place, but 
will be found str ainer than before. It is of great 
value for mending Furniiive and cementing tips on 
Bil.'iud fîtes us well as for a thousand other pur- 
poses. Anyone can use it-. It is in liquid form, 
and ulwa>s re-idy for use, requiring no, heating, but 
seta quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 
bj' East Manufacturing Vo., buffalo, N. Y.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Sole Agents, F'ton, N. B.

A. S. MURRAY, Agent,

OLDEST

Fredericton, N. B.
ALSO AGENT FOR THE

"Yost” Type Writer.

GEO. L. WILSON,
Barrister, Notary iublic, etc.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fitter,
AND

TIM SMITH,

WOULD Inform the people of Predei 
leton and vicinity that he has re 

umed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE
where he is prepared to un an oraers in 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHAHICAL

BELL HANGING,
Office next door below J. J. Weddells

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

REFRIGERATORS.
JUST RECEIVED :

AMERICAN manufacture, best made and all 
charcoal filled, several sizes in PiUn, Oak and 

Ash, first class in every respect and guaranteed to 
do the work, aud for sale by

R. CHESTNUT & RONS.

Speaking Tubes, &c.

Farm for Sale-
THE subscriber's Farm at 8t. Mary’s, near the 

Railway Station, containing 6C0 acres, 100 of 
which are under cultivation.

There aire two houses, barns and outbuildings on 
the premises, all in good repair.

For farther particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

. „ Queen Hotel.F’ton, April 9, 1892.

THE AMERICAN

$8 DOLLAR 38
Typewriter,

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

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

eaxD0x£3—xx—©axDao©
Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and ^ 

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

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

up to &y2 inches.

Easy to understand, learned in five 
minutes.

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

order.
Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 

easily mastered.
More •' margin play ” for the small letters 

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

axDaxDOxe—xx—axeaxeaxe
Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address, on receipt of price, $8.00, 

in registered letter, money order or certified check. We guarantee every machine and are glad to 
answer all enquiries for further information.

A. 3METJ'Fl2r<A."7Sr,
Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

McMUREAT & Co.
-----------------------Haxro «Tust FLoooivodL-----------------------

A CAR LOAD

WALL PAPERS,
And are now prepared to showjjthe largest 

stock of Wall Paper injthe city, in

Canadian
------------A.£TID------------

American
akes.

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.

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

McMurray & Co.

It will

COME
—AND —

—WILL —

Enjoy it

But you will 

Have to announce 

The date.

Then when you

WE REFER TO

do, have 

It Done Nicely.

FINE

We are prepared to do 
fine printing of every 
description from a

CALLING CARD 
to a

THREE SHEET POSTER 

in several colors, and 
prompt in delivery of 
the same.

WHY TAKE A

“SLOP”BILL
When you can get one 
neat and attractive for 
the

SAME PRICE

that it will cost you for 
one gotten up in any 
shape.

Including

Bazaars

aVJT

----AND----

Festivals^
Will soon be here and it will 

be necessary to have your 

bills printed cheaply 
yet in good order.

Have it Done Attractive.
SEND FOR PRICES to

THE HERALD

Fredericton, N. B;


