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LISBETH'S MISSIONARY.

““The butcher’s bill, papa !”

Outside, the locusts were piping shrilly
among the blue cups of the morning
glory vines; the bland September sun-
shine steeped everything in yellow
brightness. Within, the country par-
son sat at his desk with divers and sun-
dry sheets of sermon paper scattered be-
fore hifs, half a dozen reference book:
open at his elbow, and his head clasped
tightly between his two hands, after a
fashion which involved considerable
rumpling of his iron gray hair.

‘““Oh 7’ said the parson, letting hig
head, as it were, out of custody, and
coming slowly down from the world of
polemics, as he stared at the pretty,
slender girl in faded calico and washed-
out ribbons, who stood beside him with
an ominous looking piece of paper in her
hand.

““The butcher’s bill, papa,” said Polly
Fenn; ‘“‘and he’s waiting, please.”

“But, my dear’—the parson laid
down his pen, and took the bill into his
hand with a puzzled air—‘‘we’'ve had no
butcher's meat this month.  We have
striven to be in the last degree econom-
ical.”

“Yes I know, papa,” said Polly, knit-
ting her pretty brows; ‘“‘but we ordered
three pounds of beefsteak the day the
district missionaries dined here, and
there was the joint for that Sabbatarian
Society day, and the evening the bishop
was here—don't you remember ?”

I remember, my child—TI remember,”
said the country parson, with a sigh.
‘‘Hospitality is an agreeable duty, and
one that the Good Book enjoins upen us,
but it costs money Polly—it costs
money. Put down the bill, child, and
tell Neichbor Bristot {hat T will attend
0 4l il a7y Liaannid v vuind
Still blue-eyed Polly hesitated. ‘‘And
the grocer was here this morning, papa,
and the account has really mounted up
beyond everything. And he says that
he hopes you will please to settle up at
once, and that hereafter he has deter-
mined $ do business only on « strictly
cash Pisis.”
~THe Reverend Mr.
&ickly smile.

“Then I am afraid, Polly,” said he,
“‘that he won't do much business with
me. Forso long as the vestry are so
dilatory with their payments—"’

‘‘Yes, papa, that's just what I told
him,” said Polly; ‘“‘but he says that busi-
ness is business.”

*‘He is right, my dear,” said the par-
son, ‘‘and I am wrong; but it is through
no fault of mine, Now run away, and
leave me to my books.”

Polly Fenn silently withdrew, with
her pretty brows still knitted, as if she
were utterly hopeless «f comprehending
the problem of the wor. i's ways. The
butcher, white-aproned and burly, stood
at the door, a liv ¢
the fate which I .y
nor avert.

“Well; miss /" said the butcher.

“‘Papa will attend to 't at his earliest
convenienc, Mr. Biisket,” faltered Pelly,

“‘But his earliest
such a mortal long time a comin’, miss,”

’
t Ll

Fenn wsmiled a

ipersonation of
ald neither ignore

svenience has been

curling low over her forehead, intonse
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and me, two girls of nineteen and seven-
teen, that ought to be enjoying on--
selves and having a good time, and here
we are, washing and scrubbing, and
turning wretched rags of dyed silk, and
cleaning faded ribbons, and countin
every pound of rice and every potato!
Even these wild grapes, Polly, that you
and T gathered down by the edges of th:
swamp, we shouldn’t venture on the ex

travagance of preserving them, if Mrs.
Deacon Blodgett Fadn't offered to supp!.

the sugar on halves.: Oh, I do so hat
this life! Even DBrisket, the butche.

thinks he can insult us with impunity.”

‘‘Yes,” said Polly, thoughtfully,  *‘we
mustn’t order any more meat at present.’

“But we must live,” flashed out Lis-
beth.

“There is salt mackerel,” said Polly,
“and eggs, and vegetable soups, and
Mrs. Pullett always sends us a nice cut
of pork and some fresh sausages when
they kill their pig. Oh, we shall get
along somehow, Lisbeth; anything. is
better than debt.”

Lisbeth looked up with sparkling eyes.
“‘Polly,"” cried she, ‘‘why don’t they
increase papa's salary? Six hundred
dollars a year is a shameful pittance for
such a man as he 1s.”

Polly shook her head over the grapes.
‘‘Papa isn’t a young man any longer.
Lisabeth,” said she, ‘‘and he isn’t as
modern in his ideas as Mr. Crocus.”
‘“‘But he is such a learned man, cried
out Lisbeth, shaking the yellow mane
out of her ayes. ‘‘And his sermons—oh
Polly, they make me cry, they are so
deep and so solemn, and go down into
one’s heart so ! Six hundred dollgrs—4
year, Polly, for such work and study as
that !"”

““There is no doubt,” said Polly, sob-
erly, “but that clergymen are, as a gen-
eral rule, very much underpaid in this
country.”

“I shall never marry a clergyman,”
cried Lisbeth, with energy. ‘‘No, Polly
never! I'd marry a dust-man first?
For dust-men get their pay, and clergy-
men don't, and—"

Lisbeth stopped short, scarlet and
confused, in this rhapsody of hers, for,
chancing to glance up, she beheld in the
doorway a tall and solemn-faced young
man, with an umbrella in one hand and
a travelling satchel in the other.

‘“‘We don’t want anything, please,”
said she, jumping at ence to the con-
clusion that she beheld a boek agent, or
a vendor ef patent polish, or some such
itinerant tradesman.

‘I beg your pardon,” said the gentle-
man, apparently as much embarrassed as
was she herself; ‘‘I must have mistaken
the house. I was looking for the Rev-
erend Francis Fenn !”

‘‘My good gracious ! another mission-
ary,” murmured Lisbeth, sotta wvoce, as
Polly stepped graciously forward say-
ing:

‘‘You are not mistaken, sir; this is the
Please to walk into the parlor,
and I will speak to papa.”

The best room of the parsonage was
cool and dark, with green paper shades

house.

grumbled Mr. Brisket. ‘‘And times is
dull and I've ot notes to meet.’

“I'm very sorry, Mr. Brisket, but
“Tain’t no good standin’ here,” said
the butcher, irritably scratching his

head. *‘I might ha’ knowed what an-
swer I should ha’ got afore 1 crossed the
threshold.  But its hard on a poor mau, l
that's what it is, and them as calls them- |
selves gentry hadn't ought to eat if they |

11 call again this day week, |‘

can't pay.
miss, and then

And with this the butcher whisked |
himself away under the arch of morning-
glory vines, where the locusts were sing-
ing and the pink and purple cups swung
to and fro in the morning wind.

And Polly, with crimsoned cheeksand
heart beating with vague resentment,
turned back into the great sunshiny
kitchen, where Lisboth was swaying
nervously to and fro in the splint-bot-
tomed rocker, with a week-old news-
paper in her hand, her yellow hair catch-
ing the sunbeams like a coronal of gold
a8 she rocked.

‘‘Lisabeth,” said the eldest sister, aus-
terely, ‘‘are the wild grapes ready for
preserving !”

“Wild grapes !” repeated Lisabeth,
flinging the newspaper into the window
seat; “‘I haven't thought of them since
you weunt away. Oh, Polly, how I wish
we were rich !”

Polly advanced soberly to a flat wicker

A
tray of clustered grapes, full of subtle
perfume, and duste | over with pale pur-
ple bloon, and began to separate them
from their stems with deft, quick fingers.

*““Why *’ said she.

“I would go to New York and see
this new play,” said Lisabeth, still sway-
ing back and forth in the splint-bottomed
rocker. ‘‘Oliva was a country parson's
daoghter, and so are we. I should like
to see my own counterfeit presented
on the stage.”

*‘Nonsense,” gaid Polly. “‘You had a
deal better come here and help with
these grapes.”

¢Jt's such wretched business to be
poor !” said Lisabeth. She was aspark-

» | braided rug of party-colcred cloth laid

drawn down, a jar of fragrant dried rose
leaves in the fire-place, and a home
carefully down before the sofa to hide
the darned spot in the carpet.
‘‘Not that chair, please,” said Polly,
coloring up to the roots of her hair, as
the unwary stranger advanced toward a
certain corner; ‘‘the leg is broken, and
we've glued it, and I'm afraid it's not
quite safe. This one is better.”
While Lisbeth, hiding her face in her
apren, murmurs to herself, ‘‘Is there no
end to our humiliations ? Is our world
always to be full of glue and patches,
and mends and make shifts ?”’
‘‘Lisbeth,” said Polly, returning, ‘‘go
and call papa.”
‘‘It's another missionary, I'm sure,”
said Lisbeth, unwittingly pulling down
the sleeves of her brown calico dress.
““And 1 know he'll stay to dinner, and
he's got a hungry glare in his eyes, and
there's nothing for dinner but barley
soup and a cabbage. Oh dear!” witha
grimace which made Polly laugh ia spite
of herself, ‘I wish the race of mission-
aries was extinct.”
country parson looked mildly up
fr:::-;he second paragraph of his ‘‘Third-
ly”" a8 Lisbeth came in, smelling of wild
grapes, with an aureole of yellow hair
about her face.
“Papa,” said she, ‘‘there’s a gentle-
man in the parlor to see you, with a car-
pet-bag and a white neck-tie !”
““An !" said the clergyman. “A wvisi-
tor, I suppose. He is most welcome.
But T am just at present deep in the
thread of a complicated polemic theory.
Make my compliments to the gentle-

for a quarter of an hour or so.” And
the parson dipped his pen resolutely in-
to the time- stained wooden standish, as
if he was determined to settle the sub-
Jject at once.

““But, papa!” Lisbeth had caught at
his coat cuff to reclaim him temporarily
from the abysses of theological argu-
ment. 7

“Yes, my dear,” looking absently a!

ling little creature, after the humming
hird type of damsel. with yellow hair

her.

man, Lisbeth, and beg his indulgence

b shadl invite him, my dea-, st as-

hazel brown eyes, and a small red mouth | suredly.” burst of tears; never !
witle-dimples hovertngshylytwits neigh- | Lisbetli's countenance —felic—""But, Rul-tire=gounry—poarson—Libusell —pre-
borhood. “Just look at us, Polly, you |papa.” faltered she, ‘‘there’s nuothing (s ntly came to the rescue, with mild |

but barley soup.”

with, the go» 'd-
frahioned savce of weleome,  my dear,”
.aid the Rev.
sweot smile

Mr. TMoan, with 1 grave,
tfand T donbd not it will
salice.”

Lisbeth flouncea out of the room with
heightened color and guick. tinpatient
Lhreath. “Pap.s an an:¢l,” said she to
heis i, ‘‘but angels never were adapted
t,, get along in this work a day world.”
S"w put her golden head into the parlor
door for an instant. ‘‘Papa is wvery
busy with his “Thirdly,” said she, with
a roguish the deep hazel
eyes, ‘‘and he begs you'll be zood en-
ough to wait until he's through.”

The stranger bowed and locked more
embarrassed than ever, as he answered
—*‘Oh, certainly, certainly. I am in no
haste what ever.”

And Lisbeth went back to her sister.
“Polly,” said she, ‘“‘what shall we do?
Company to dinner, and notaing to give
them."”

‘‘But we must have something,” said
Polly. “Put on your things, Lisbeth.
Go out and buy a fowl, and a quart of
potatoes, and a loaf of bread. And stop
at Mr. Dakin's for an ounce of his best
t2s and a quarter of a pound of but-
ter.”

Lisbeth opened her eyes very wide at
this extravagant order.

‘‘Oh, you reckless Polly!” said she;
‘‘and where are all the funds to come
from 7’ - '

Polly sighed softly: ‘‘I shall have to
rake the dried-cherry money,” said she,
“that T was saving up for my fall hat
and gloves. But it isn’t much matter.
I dare say I can manpage very well with
the old ones for alittle while longer."”
‘*‘It’s a shame !" cried Lisbeth, vehem-
ently. ‘“And to think how you toiled
all those hot summer days to pick and
dry those black ox-hearts.”

““There’s no help for it, dear,” said
Polly, gently. ‘‘Get your hat on quick
—there’s no time to lose.”

‘‘But it isn't fair,” protested Lisbeth.
‘‘Why should all the travelling preach-
ers, and book agents, and mission col-
lectors come here and eat us out of
house and home ?”” Why don’t they go
to Mr. Crocus ?”

Polly smiled. ‘‘Because Mr. Orocus
doesn’t make them welcome, and papa
does,” said she.

“I do wonder,” cried Liabeth, impet.
uously, ‘‘if there is any other race of
men impoded wpon as country ininisters
are! Mark my words, Polly, I never,
never, will marry a—"

But by this time Polly had tied on
her sister’s straw hat, and twisted a
muslin scarf acrces her shoulders.
‘Do make haste, dear,” said she, in
accents of gentle entreaty, as she point-
ed upward to the clock.

twinkle in

when Lisbeth came flying back, with
yellow tresses streaming behind, and
market basket in her hand.
**There, Polly,” cried she, in the
clear, light voice of girlhood, as she de-
pusited a plump chicken on the table,
‘‘there’s your new hat; and there,” as
she laid down a pocket of groceries,
and here,” rattling
out the potatoes, ‘‘is my last chance for
a new blue neck-tie! And I 4o Lope,
Polly, that they'll give the missionary
the worst kind of a dyspepsia.”
“‘Lisbeth !"
“Well, but I do,” saucily retorted the
girl, as she turned to put away lLer hat.
““And--Oh, Pol-ly "
Polly turned around witk a start, at
the changed tenor of her sister’s voice.
““What is it, Lisbeth ? You're not ill ?”
Lisbeth, with a glowing face, pointed
to the little wooden cupboard in the
wall, which, extending through from
parlor to kitchen, in butler's pantry
fashion, was used asa genecral reposi-
tory for books and papérs. And then,
for the first time, Polly perceived that
both doors were slightly ajar.

“‘are your gloves;

“Polly,” muttered the giri, hoarsely.
‘‘he has heard every word ! He couldn't
help it.” And flinging her hat in one
direction and her scarf in another, Lis-
beth fled up the narrow wooden stairs
to her own room and threw herself, sob-
bing hysterically, upen the bed.

**‘It's my tongue.” sobbed Lisbeth,
‘“‘my wretched, chaltering tongue.
Papa always warned me against- giving
loose to 1t; Polly always told me it would
get me into treuble.- Oh; dear, dear,
what mast he think / how
look hum in the face
doleful regume,
face 1n the pillows and cried harder than
ever

It seemed an age to her, bLut it was in
reality little more than half an hour, be-
fore Polly came fluttering up the statrs,
like a sweetbrowed guardian angel

“‘Lisbeth,"” said she, ‘‘darling, don't
fret you meant no harm. Get up and
braid your hair. and come down stairs,
Dinner will be ou the table directly, and
papa 18 asking for you.”

Lisbeth sat up und pushed the damp
fringe of yellow Lair. wut of her
““I shall not come down, Polly.’

eyes,

Scarcely fifteen min:tes had <-lupaw1!

can [ ever
" And with this | ————————
Lisbeth baried her hot

“Never !" cried Listeth, with a fresh

nyes and a tirm, gentle voice.
*No member of my family must be
lacking in courtesy t. a guest,” said he,
taking Lisbeth gently by the hand; and
the poor child was led shamefacedly in-
to the kitchem, where the table was
spread, and Polly stood smiling at its
head.
“Mr. Vincent,” said the parson to
the tall stranger, ‘‘this is my youngest
child.”
“‘1 am the black sheep of the family,’
said Lisbeth, hanging her head, ‘‘and
I'm very sorry, sir, and I beg your par-
don.”
“‘Pray don't mention it,” sad Mr.
Vincent, in genuine distress at the sizht
oi the mortification of this yellow-haired
lassie with the deep hazel eyes, and tke
red, sensitive mouth.
And when dinner was over —and hore
let us mention that Mr Vincent ate and
drank with an excellent appetite, as if
no lurking shadow of the threatered
dyspepsia disturbed his digestion—and
the country parson had taken his guest
into the study, Polly put her arm round
Lisbeth's waist, and drew her out under
the morning-glory vines, where, by this
time, the blue and rose-tinted cups had
all folded themselves into tight little
parasolettes, and hidden behind the
leaves.
“‘Lisbeth,” said she, “I've got good
news for you.”
“Nothing can b& good news any
more,” said Lisbeth, with a fiesh burst
of tears. -
“Oh, but listen,” soothed Polly. ‘Do
you know who this Mr. Viacent is ?"
. ““A—missionary, I suppose.” And
poor Lisbeth spoke the word as if it was
a dose of quinine.
*‘No, dear, he's the-Bishop's secre:
tary. And he has heard of papa's learn-
ing and zeal and talent, and he has come
to offer him a pavish near New York,
with twelve hundred dollars—only think
of it, Lisbeth ! —twelve hundred dollars
a year, and an assistant. We shall be
rich, darling, and dear, dear papa will
have a little rest and ease in his old
age.” s
“It can’t be true,’ said Lisbeth, vag-
uely.
‘“‘But it 13,” cried Pelly; and then the
two sisters began to-cry and sob, with
happy incoherence, in each others arms.
* * * % * “
“Is it possible,” cried Polly Fenn,
“‘that it is a whole year since we came
to Mersham Rectory 1"’
It was a year. Once more the wild
grapes were scenting a'l the woods, once
more the golden-rod held up its torches
of flnme along the course of babbling
brooks, and Polly shaded her eyes with
one hand, as she stood in the doorway
and watched Lisbeth come lightly along
the garden path, with the yellow sun-
shine tangled in her hair, and an un-
wonted moisture in her deep eyes.
*“What have you done with Mr. Vin-
eent {"" asked Polly, demurely.
““He is walking cown by the falls
with papa,” said Lisbeth, coming up io
her sister’s side, and slipping one arm
through Polly's. “‘And, Polly—"
“Woell, dearest 7"
I —1 have somethinz to tell you.’
“Couldn’t I guess it 1" Polly,
**No, turn
your faco away—-I know 1t all, darling.

sald

laughing. Lisbeth, don't

H: loves you, and you have promised to

be his wife.”
“Polly,"”

you must be a fortune-teller.

said Lisbeth,” “I think
But, oh,
I am so happy ! and I can hardly believe
that it isn’t all a dream.”
‘‘But, Lisbeth—"
“Well 7"
“I thought you were never, never,
gouing to marry a—"
But Lisbeth's soft little hand pressed
over her sister's mouth, and her plead-
ingly uttered, ‘‘Please, Polly, don't,”
stonped the sentence ere it was finish-

ed.
And Polly was merciful, and didn't.

*+

Worse than War.

+“‘The throat has destroyed mere lives
than the sword,” by imprudence in eat-
ing and intemperance in drinking; but
when the health beeomes impared the
miserable dispectizmay find promptrelief
in Burdock Blood Bitters. It regulates
the bowels, acts upon the liver and kid-

all the secretions to a healthy action, (2

Times of general calamity and confu-
s.on have ever been productive of the
greatest minds. The purest ore comes
fromr the hottest furnaco; the brightest
flash from the darkest cloud.

Tllustrated F'loral Gruide !

For 1388 is an Elegant Book of 130 Pages,
twe Colered Plates of Flowers, and more
thaa 1000 Hllastrations of the choicest Flow-
ors, Plants and Vegetables, anl Directions for
growing. It is handsome enough for the Cen-
tre Table or a Holiday Present. Send on your
name and Post Office address; with 10 cents,
and I will send you a copy, paid. This
is not & quarter of its coet. It is printed in
both English and Germaa. If you afterwards
order seeds deduct the 10 cta.

VICK'S SEEDS are the
The FLORAL GUiDE will tell
and grow them.

Viek's Flower and Vegetable Garden, 13
Pages, 6 Colored Plates, 500 Engravings. For
0 oents in paper covers ; $1.00in elegant cloth.
In German or English.

Viek's Illustrated Menthly Magazine—32
Pages, a Colored Plate in every number and
many fine Engravings. Price $1.25 a year:
ffive Copies for $5.00. Specimen Numbers

t in the world.
ou how to get
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= 2rmers Attention!

Barbed Fence Wire contracted for ™ any quantiry at very lowest prices.

i SELL EITHER 2 OR 4 BARBED FENCE WIRE.
Wire and barb galvaaized after beng twisted which cannot scaleoff.

Use Baszed Wire for Fences.

| ITS- K WEDS-NO WISTE LAKDS.

For sale by

G. H. PARSONS,

CHEAP AARDWARE, GODERICH.

neys, purifies the blooa, and stlmulates - _

THE BEST REMEDY |

Diseases of the Throat and Lungs.
AYER’S In diseases of the

ulmonary o
K safe mc{ mlmlo
remedy is inval- |
,uable. AYER'S |,
CHERRY PECTORAL
is such a remedy.
It is a scientific
' combination of the

medicinal  princi-
CHERRY

ples and curative
virtues of the finest
drugs, chemicall

united, of suc

power as to insure
the greatest possi-
/ ble efficiency, and
uniformity of re-

PECTO

the foundation of all pulmonary diseases,

and is pted to patients of any age or
either sex. Being very p.ltuzle, the
youngest children take it readlli. In |
ordi Coughs, Colds, Sore Throat,
Bron::{uls. nfiluenza, Clergyman’s
Sore Throat, Asthma, Croup, an”
Catarrh, the effects of AYER'S CHERRY
PECTORAL are magical, and multitudes
are annually preserved from serious ill-
ness by its timely and faithful use. It
should be kept at hand in every house-
hold for the peetection it affords in sud-
den attacks. In Whooping-cough and
Consumption there is no other remedy

and is as cheap as its careful preparation |
and ﬁn; ingmdlelln‘u wl‘ll .i ow. Emi-
nent cians, knowing its composi-
tion, grgnc“ribe it. The test of half a |
cen has proven its certainty to care
all pulmonary complaints not already
beyond the reach of human aid. \

PREPARED BY DR. J. C. AYER & CO., |
Practical and Analytical Chemists, !
Lowell, Mass. i

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERS.

i
il

(This Engraviag represeats the Lungs in o healty stated
THE REMEDY FOR CURING

CONSUMPTION, COUGHS,
OOLDS, ASTHMA, OROUP,

All Diseases of the Throat, anud'
Pulmonary Organs.

BY ITS FPAITHPUL USE
CONSUMPTION HAS BEEN CURED
‘When other Remedies and Physicians have

failed to effect a cure.

, MrwISTERS AND

xcuu':ﬂ n:c:b" I::::;?ody who ‘3:.

never Ja
given it a o e B

As an EXPECTORANT it has no Equal

It is harmless to the Most Delicate Child.
It conteine ne OPIUM én any Form,

29 Direoti h bottl
a-For nlLo Eﬁ”xﬁ”"m’ g 2

SEEGMILLER
Chilled Plow
—AND—

AGRICULTURAL WORKS.

Having purehased the Goderich Poundry, 1
am fitting the premises for the manufacture
of CHILLED PLOWS and AGRICULTURAL
IMPLEMENTS on a large scale. Mill Work,
General Repairing and Jobbing will be con-
tinued. All work guaranteed.

Mr. D. Runciman is the only man authorized
to collect payments and give receipts on be-
half of the late firm of Runciman & Co., and
all persons indebted are requested to govern
themselves accordingly.

S. SEEGMILLER,
Proprietor.

Cord Wood Wanted

1600 C RDS OF WOOD.

Delivered at the lmilwn{ Station, for which
the highest cash price will be paid.

B
Do you think he'll stay to dinner

‘But you musf, dear: Jana wounld

acut for 10 cents ; 3 trial copics for 25 cents,
Address, 5
JAMES YIOK, Reohe Sor, V. ¥

JAS.-A. McINTOSH,
Sauare. Goderich

Nov. 74 1881 1834 -3m

erican illustratod weekly journals.
partisan position in politics, (13 adnirable il
wustrations, 1ts careiully chosen serials, short

HARPIER'S WEEKLY .
HARPER'S MAGAZINE... .. ..
HAKPER'S BAZAR................
The THREE above publications

e sults. It strikesat | Any TWOU above named .... ...
HAIU'I‘.:R:S Y()UN(') I’EQPLEV-;.‘
prompt relie and rapid cures, | HAKEEKS MAGAZINE !

1882.

Harper’s Weekly.

ILLUSTRATED.

Harper's I8 cokly s:n;;n at (he

0

head of Am-
by its an-

torivs, sketches, and rwms. coniributed by
he furemost arusts and authors of the day, it
arrics instruction and entertainment to thou

sands of American homes.

It will slways be the aim of the publishers

to make Hnrper's Weekly the most popular
and attractive family newspaper in the world.

HARPER'S PERIODICALS.

Per Year:

@ =T e
8 g88828

ARPER'S YOUNG PEO

PLEY
HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LI-

BRARY, one year (52 Numbers).....
Postage free to all subscribers in the Unated

| States or Canada.

The Volumes of the Weekly begin with the

, first Number for January of each year. When

| no time is mentioned, it will be understood

i that the subscriber wishes to commence with
the Number next after the receipt of order.

The last Twelve Annual Volumes of Har

PER'S WEEKLY, in neat cloth binding, will be
| sont by mail, postage
| of expense (provided the freight does not ex-
! ceed one do

, or by express,

r volume), for §7.00 each.

Cloth Cases for each volume, suitable for

efficacions, soothing, and helpful. i
~”Ipw prices are iniucemenu to try i’:?g‘u:, -.;'a}:c;ﬂll by mail, postpaid, on ro-
some of the many mixtures or syrups, Remittns Dol b by P o Oflow
made of cheap and ineffective ingredi- | Money Ordar of DISft, to avoldc anoeof oee.
ents, now offered, which, as they con- Newspapers are not to copy this advertise
tain no curative nn.lmne;, can afford muu hout the express or: of HARPER &

ly temporary relief, and are sure to ROTHERS.
3n 4 nrl'otbe patient. Diseases of the Address HBARPER & llc'r-:.m!.Y .
th and lungs demand active and New York.
effective ué.mcﬁ;; lnkd itis mgel:om P
experimen with unknown cheap
modicines, from the vat u::mg that }882, =
these diseases may, while so with, E
become deeply seated or lncux-abh:i Use arper -] m.
Avzr's Caxrmy PrcroraL, and you
may confidently ex; the best results. ILLUSTRATED.

It {l of acknowledged curative power,

“Always varied, always good, ll'?l im
pr;)’vlnx. ‘(;;unum l"l::ncm ApAM ri"
arper's Magazine, the most popular illus-
trated periodical in the world, ins its sixty
fourth volume with the December Number.
It represents what is best in American litera-
ture and art; and its marked success in Eng-
land - where it has already a circulation larg-
er than that of any English magasine of the
same class— has brough into its service the
most eminent writers and artists of Great Bri
tain. The forthooming volumes for 1882 will
in every respect surpass their predecessors.

HAR. ER'S PERIODICALS.

Per Year:

HARPER'S MAGAZINE............ $40
HARPER'S WEEKLY................ .. 400
HARPERSBAZAR.......... .. ........ 400
The THREE above publications ........ 10 00
Any TWOabovenamed .......... ..... 700
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE.. ........ 1 W
HARPER'S MAGAZINE ) 5 00
HARPE YOUNG PEOPLE { -*" ** "

HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LI-
BRARY, one year (52 Numbers).. 10 00
I'u.v!uu:'{frrr to all subscribers inthe United
States or Canada.

The volumes of the Magazine begin with the
Numbers forJune and December of eaeh year.
When no time is spec.tied, it will be under
stood that the subscriber wishes to begin with
the current Number,

A Complete Set of HARPER'S MAGAZINF,
comprising 63 Volumes, in neat cloth binding.
will be sent by express, freight at expense of
purchaser, on receipt of ;.3 5 per volume.
Ningle volumes, by mail, poalpald? 00, Cloth
eases, for binding. 50 cents, by mail, postpaid.

Index to HARPER'S MAGAZINE, Alphabetical,
Analytical, and Classified. for Volumes 1 to @0,
inclusive, from June, 1850, to June, 1880, onc
vol. 8vo, Cloth, $4.00.

Money Order or Draft, to avoid chance of loss.
Newspapers are not to eopy this advertise
ment without the express order of HARPER &
BROTHERS.
HARPER & BROTHERS,
New York.

SEEDS FOR 1882

Thanking the public for t favors, I take
leasure in stating that 1 have on hand a
stter stock than ever before of choioe
Wheat, Barley, Peas, Black and White Oats.
Tares, Clover, and Timothy: also Pea Vino
Clover, Alsike, Lucerne and Lawn Grass,

A first class assortment ef

FIELD, GARDEN and FLOWER SEEDS

selected with great care from the best seed

houses in the country. Call and see. We

keep the best and most geuunine seed we can
purchase.

COMPTON'S SURPRISE CORN,

The best fleld corn yet introduced. Ground
oil cake kept constantly on hand.

JAMES McNAIR.

79. Hamilton St.

CINGALESE
R

HAIL

RENEWER |

‘ The erowning giory of men or women 18
beautiful HEAD OF HAIR. This can only be ob
tained by using CINGALESE, which ha»
%oved itself to be the BIEST H AIR
ESTORER in the market.

motes a healthy growth of the hair, renders
soft aud silky, strengthens its roots, and pr )
vents its falling out, and acts with rapidity

RESTORING GREY HAIR™ "~
T0 ITS NATURAL COLOR.

Try it befor ,using any other. Sold by al
druggists. Priece 50 cts. a bottle. 1752.1y

For Sale by; J. WILSON, Druggist

$72 A WEEK. 212 a day at home easi);
made. Costly outfit fres Addrec
RUE & (o.. Angusta, Maine

Remittances should be made by Post Office .
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