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POOR DOCUMENT

KATE VALLIANT.
With :-the - Circus |

(Continued.)

‘There was a time when Fortune was
less kind to me that she is now, and at
the time I had to rely entirely on my
‘rush for my bread,’ Mr. Valliant said
airily.

‘I should think that a man who could
make a livelihood byhis painting ought t«
he ashamed of himself if he ever gave i1
up,’ Miss Dacres said uncompromisingly.’

‘T am such a man, dear lady, yet I am
not ashamed of myself, he replied. ‘1
dare say I shall resume what has always
been a favourite occupation of mine, in
my hours of leisure here; perhaps decor-
ate boudoir for you, Lucy,’” he said gal
lantly. :

‘There’s no room for & boudoir in this
cottage, Mr. Valliant, and Lucy and I are
too old-fashioned to feel the want of one.
We bave always lived in the way we
were brought up—meals in the dining.
room, and the rest of the time in the
drawing-room. What women want with
a boudoir Ican't imagine, if they’re not
doing anything they’re ashamed of.’

.‘I certainly should like to have yow
paintings on the wall of the room I sit ir.
most,” Lucy said bashfally, at which littlc
expression of sentiment Miss Dacres
snorted angrily and Kate laughed.

Lucy went on turning over the water-
color drawings, trying her hardest to sa)
something appropriate and appreciative
of each one. But asthey were chiefly
sketches of Italian and Scotch scenery,
with both of which she was unfawiliar,
the amiable task was a difficult one. At
length she came to something about
which she could find something to say.

‘What a handsome woman and wha
lovely golden hair! she exclaimed.
‘Who is it?"

Mr. Valliant looked disc ncerted for a1
instant, then he recovered himself, an
taking the portrait from Lucy’s hand, I
returned it to the portfolio; saying :

‘It's a sketch of a model who used 1.
sit to me in Rome. I didn’t know it was
there.’

‘And he doesn’t seem too well please:
to see it there,’ Miss Dacres thought, a:
she stretched her hand out and begge:
‘to be allowed to look at it.’

Mr. Valliant handed it to her with h:
courtliest air, but his courtliest air wa:
thrown away upon her. She was absor!
ed in the contemplation of the portrait.

‘Why look here, Lucy—only see, Dick
she cried, ‘only for the hair being lighi,
and the complexion fair, it might L.
Vallence; it’s exactly like her—exactly
I believe, Mr. Valliant, your Romu:
mode! is living with us as parlor maid’

They all crowded round Miss Dacres to
look at the wonderful accidental likeness,
and ‘one and all were compelled to adm1t
that it existed.

‘Your parlor-maid must be a handson:
woman. I wonder my artist’s eye hue
overlooked her. The fact is I have bee:
thinking too much of the mistress to give
even a glance at the maid,” Mr. Valliant
said jestingly; and then he was allowea
to put away the sketch of the Roman
model in his portfolio again, and to his
intense relief Miss Dacres suffered tle
subject to drop. i

By-and-by Dr. Dacres started on hi:
round, Kate went back to Blindon, an:
the two Miss Dacres walked honie.
escorted to their door by Mr. Vallian .
Vallence opened the door!

‘Don’t you see the likeness now, Nir.
Valliant?” Miss Dacres cried, and as
Vallence turned her face towards him,
and looked at him steadily, Mr Valliant
‘saw the likeness,’ and looked as if he
had seen a ghost.

‘These vivid accidental resemblances
are very startling, he exclaimed apolo-
getieally. ‘Thanks, no, I will not come
in now. I am quite a creature of routine,
and make a point of walking two or
three miles before dinner every day. 1
shall pay my respects to you to-morrow
morning.’

He shook hands heartily with Miss
Dacres, tenderly with Lucy, and took ofi
his hat with impressive gallantry as Le
retreated from tl.e doorstep;and all the
while Vallence, tlie parlor-maid, watched
him with an amnsed smile.

‘Ghastly like her,’ he muttered to liin-
self, as he walked away, ‘her expression
and sardonic smile are precisely simiiur,
only the other one had such angelic hair
that it would have redeemed the features
of a fiend. I'mglad this woman is dark;
if she had been a mixture of lilies and
roses, like the other one, I couldn’t have
stood it! I couldn’t have lived in the
place.

That night, in the simplicity of her
heart, which was overflowing. with hap-
piness, Lucy told Vallence of her engage-
ment.

‘I suppose you will stay here? she
added, ‘or do you think you would lik
to go with either Miss Dacres or me?’

‘I think the young new mistress will
rather choose her own servants, Miss.’

‘Then do you think either my place or
Miss Dacres’ will suit you, Vallence? My
house will be small, you know; I shali be
quite contented with the delightful little
nest Mr. Valliant has made for himself.’

‘I'll think about it Miss Lucy; perhaps,
if Mr. Valliant asks me, I'll go and live
with you.’

“Why do you look as if you thought he
wouldn’t ask you?

‘Because I think he'd rathier not see
my face about his home, Mam: he doesn’t
like it, I’m sure of that; but you ask him
if he does.’

CHAPTER XXVI.
‘SHALL IT BE 80?7

Mr. Valliant proposed and Lucy had
warmly seconded, the proposition of bav-
ing a double wedding. But Kate bad
stoutly resisted the idea.

‘There would be something unnatural
in it,’ she said, in answer to her father's
urgent plea that should be so. ‘If you
have any memory at all, it would ‘b2
painful to you, and to me it would seem
like a ghastly joke.”

‘That’s not atall & dutiful way of speak-

ing,’ her father told her; and Kate said
she was sorry, but stood to her opinion.
Eventually it was decided that the
elder couple should be married first. In
every way it was more convewnient, for
Lucy would then be able to go from her
brother's house, and Miss Dacres would
be free to make her arrangements for
her own futare less hurriedly.

It was the night before the wedding,
and Mr. Valliant was sitting in his own
little dining-room, reading the Times,
and thinking rather dolefully of the dull
days that were instore for him. The
mistake he had made in choosing the
less well-endowed sister was one that he
had not dared attempt to rectify. Lucy
and her hundred and fifty a year were
inevitable disagreeables that he had to
grin and bear.

‘After all, she’ll be able to pay her mest;
but if I'd known that would be all, 1
should have thought twice before I ham-
pered myself with such an uninteresting
woman, he was thinking, when a ring at
the bell disturbed him.

‘Some foolish message from Lucy pro-
bably,’ the bridegroom-elect thought, as
his servant ushered in Vallence, the
Dacres parlor maid.

‘What is it? A note? he asked lazily.
half turning his head.

‘Yes—of warning! she replied; and
something in her tone made Mr. Valliant
spring from his chair.

‘Who are you?’

‘Ah! you needn't ask; you know al-
ready, she laughed mockingly. ‘You've
halfremembered me half a dozen times.
A thought of me has flashed across you
oftener than you’ve liked, over and over
again, while I've been waiting on you at
table. I thought I'd give you a chance
of doing the manly and plucky thing, by
recognizing me and owning me; but you
wouldn’t take the chance. You've forced
me to come and demand to be told what
you mean to do.’

‘What 1 mean to do” he repeated
vaguely.

‘Yes. What do you mean to do for me?
You robbed me years ago, robbed me of
everything a man can rob a woman of,
and then you left me to fight for myself.
You were too poor to help me then, you
said; if | stayed with you, I should only
be dragged down with.- you. But you're
a flourishing gentleman now, and you're
going to marry a lady with money.
What do you mean to do for me?’

She seated herself opposite to him,
and leant her arms on her knees, and
fastened her ayes on his face hungrily.

‘I wonder I ever liked you, much less
loved you, Leonard Valliant, she went
on. ‘You’re a vain old fribble now, and
[ despise you—that I do—as much as ]
ever liked you. But I don’t mean you to
sit down 1n comfort till the end of your
days, and leave me to work for my liv-
ing.’

‘What can I do? he asked abjectly.

‘Maintain me as comfortably as you
live yourself,” she said bluntly.

‘I can’t do that. I haven’tthe means.’

‘Your wife as will be to-morrow must
do it then.’-

‘Her income is small, much smaller
than I fancied, he pleaded. ‘If I had
money, I'd give it to you gladly—’

‘To get rid of me? I believe youn.’

‘To make you happy,’ Mr. Valliant said
speciously.

‘You'd like {o cut my throat this
minute, if you dared,’ she said taunting-
ly. ‘You hoped I was dead, didn’t you?
Yet the day was when you thought more
of my golden hair than you’ll ever think
of the old maid you're going to marry.’

‘You were always such a yiolent tem-
per, you frightened me out of my love
for you, he said deprecatingly. ‘Be-
sides, you would have been wretched if
you had seen me steeped in poverty, as 1
should have been if we had married.

‘Don’t make excuses for breaking your
promise, you sceak ! she said contempt-
uously, ‘I only want to hear what youn'll
do for me now.’

‘Supposing I say—nothing I’

‘And supposing if you do, I say I'll go
straight te Miss Lucy Dacres, and tell
her all I know about you, and show her
some of your letters which I've kept.’

‘You won't do that, you’d gain nothing
by it; come, be sensible, Lily! We
rather dislike each other than otherwise
now, and we can’t do each other or our-
selves any good by meeting and wrang-
ling; let us part peaceably, and accept
my assurance that if I can do anything
for you, I will. =

‘That means you'll try and get me a
place, doesn’t it?’

‘Certainly I will, if you mean to leave
Dr. Dacres’ service.

‘Well, don’t want your good offices with
any one else, Mr. Valliant, but I've rather
a fancy for coming here to live, and see-
ing how things are going on.’

‘Here !’ to live here?

‘Why not? I could make myself very
comfortable,’ she said, sneeringly.

He got up, looking quite warm and
haggard.

“Woman ! what are you planning?’ he
said.

‘A life of ease in your house, sir; surely
that's not too much to ask for at your
hands. You needn’t tell me, Isee itin
your face that you hate me, but don’t you
make a mistake, it's not sentiment
makes me want to come here. You can’t
hate me worse thau I do you.”

She tried to speak sharply and vindic-
tively, but failed. Her voice softened
and trembled, and her face worked pas-
sionately, as an incredulous smile played
about his lips. ‘

‘My good woman, you deceive yourself,’
he said tolerantly. ‘If youcome here the
sight of my domestic felicity will be 2
continual still to you.” !
*And what will the sight of me’ be to
‘you?’ she asked.

He shrugged his shoulders.

‘Ah! You may try to pass it off in

that way,’ she said savagely, ‘and you |
may affect notto care about how I've
lived since we parted, or what I mean to |
do now; but for all that you're afraid of
me, Mr. Valliant; and as you're in my

power you'd better keep friendly with :
m3, and not thwart my little whims Oh! |

and you want to tell some of your lies to
your wife. Shall I let my hair grow
again, and do away with this black wig?
Oh! how I laugh to myself when I hear
Miss Dacres go on ahont my likeness to
your ‘Roman model.’

She had got up while speaking, and
taken of her bonnet. Suddenly she
snatched off the dark wig, and bent her
head towarda him.

‘The gold has turned to grey, you see,’
she said; ‘all its brightness is gone, 8o it
will never please your eyes again.
There, I’ve worried yon enough for once,
Leonard! Shake hands, and I'll go.’

He took herextended hand as if it had
been a reptile, and she grew fierce again
in an instant.

‘Don’t touch me as if [ was something
defiling,’ she cried. ‘I was good enough
till I knew you, and tr.sted you.’

‘My good woman, I can’t tell you how
deeply I regret that you ever did know
me.

‘Coward!’

She flung the word at him, then turned
and left the room, pressing her bonnet
on her head, and attempting to tie it as
she went. He seated himself at his
reading table again, murmuring:

‘What an unruly, unreasonable crea-
ture she has become, and how very plain!
The last person in the world I should
chocse for a handmaid. I really trust
she will think better of her determina-
tion to come and serve us. What a very
unpleasant page from the pastto have
turned over on the eve of my wedding.’
He tried to dismiss her from his
thoughts, but failed to do so entirely.
Not that he feared she would betray him
to Lncy, and avert the marriage. He
knew the woman too well for that. ‘She
likes 1ne too well to injure me,’ he 9aid
complacently. ‘Dear! dear! What a
pity it is these es are So ¢
He smiled at the idea, and going over to
his writing table made a clever little
pen and ink sketch of Vallence as a
barnacle firmly attached to himself as a
ship floating on a summer sea.

Pleased with the success of this little
artistic effort he made another, this time
representing the Dacres’ parlor mnsid as a
water lily, whose roots and spreading
Jeaves were impeding the progress of the
little boat in which Lucy and himself
were drifting along a river without a
ripple uisturbing the surface of its calm.
Having done them, and amused himself
with them for a few minntes, he threw
them on one side, and left them to be
used or abused by the servant, who col-
lected all such scraps for fire-lighting
purposes in the morning.

The remainder of the evening he spent
more profitably. Social life in Railham
had amused him from its novelty, and
out of the materials he had 2t hand, he
made rather an amusing little magazine
story. Inita highly idealized study of
himself, figzured asthe unconscious and
unintentional winner of the heart of a
rather realistically drawn Miss Gower.

By the time the story was finisbed he
had come to the conclusion that had he
pleased be might have married Nina,
and eventually been the master of Blin-
don! This possibility was bvorne in
upon him so strongly that in an unlueky
moment he wrote a brief postscript to the
story setting forth the death from poison
of his idealized-self’s wife !

‘Poor Lucy ” he said to himself compas-
sionately, ‘some men in my position
would rejoice in being rid of such a mon-
otonous woman by death, but I’m not
a bloodthirsty fellow, and though I mean
to insure her life, I shall never do any-
thing to shorten her days. Poor Lucy!
I hope that wretched woman will never
make it unpleasant for her.’

He made his MS. up neatly, and ad-
dressed it to the editor of a magazine in
which anything from his pen was tol-
erably sure of an immediate place.

Then he looked complacently at his
wedding garments and button-hole, and
wrote asweet note to Lucy as an accom-
paniment to the bridal bouquet which he
meant tosend to her the first thing in
the morning. When he had done all
this it was time to go to bed, as he de-
sired to look his freshest and best in the
morning.

Lucy had not spent the eve of her wed-
ding half so pleasantly or profitably. In
the first place her spirit was weighted by
the tradition that a lover, if residing in
the neighborhood, ought to spend at least
an hour of the evening before the happy
day with his betrothal. This Mr. Val-
liant bad not deemed it necessary to do,
and this Maria had commented upon his
not doing, rather strongly.

‘I con’t for a moment say that it would
have been seemly for him to have come
billing and cooing here continually, but I
think it would have been only decorous
on hispart that he should have shown
what would have been proper attention
cven from an octogenarian, on the eve of
his marriage to the lady who is to be his
wife,’ the eldersister remarked pityingly,
and as if the remark were wrung from
L:er by sympathetic outraged feeling.

‘Mr. Valliant is far from being an octo-
genarian, Maria,’ Lucy replied reproach-
fully.

‘Then his age can be no excuse for the
neglect, Lucy! No, it's useless your
shaking your head, and pratending not
to think anything of it, it is neglect, and
if you can’t excuse it on the score of age
and infirmities, there must be some
other reason forit. Perbaps his feet hurt

him. I saw yesterday that he could
tiardly hobble, his boots were so tight.’

To this Lucy bad no answer to make,
the fact being that his hobbling had been
painfally perceptible to her wistfully af-
ectionate eyes. She, however, had
attributed the defective gait to incipient
gout, and had forced herself to find com-
fort in the reflection that though a pain-
ful it was an aristocratic form of suffer-
ing.

But later on in the evening she had
Leen met by a more tangible difficuity
than this.

Vallence's services had been called for
several times, and no Vallence had ap-
peared in answer to thecalls. At length,
when she did appear, her manner and

it will be a lovely joke tocome here and appearance were 8o strange that Lucy’s
pretend I'm your humble servant; won’t‘former prejudices- arose against her in
you be ina fix when I am in the room, full ‘orce. She thought either the woman

had been drinking, or that the nervous
excitement from which she was suffering
was symptomatic of approaching mad-
ness.

With her mind filled with this idea, it
was not pleasant to have presently to
face and to respond to a proposition
made by Vallence herself.

This proposition was nothing less than
the startling and unexpected one that
Vallence should go into service witl
Lucy on the latter's return from her brief
wedding trip.

1t was startling, because when Lucy
had suggested the possibility a short
time before, Vallence had rather scoffed
at it, and since then Miss Dacres had
made her plans for the arrangement of
her future home, under the impression
that Vallence would certainly accompan)
her.

‘L thought Miss Dacres and you had
settled that you were going with her?’
Lucy reminded the woman.

‘We had, mam; but to-night I've set-
tled that I go with you !’ ~

‘You mean that you thought you
would ask her if Ishould hke it?” Lucy
gently corrected.

‘I mean’t what I said,’ Vallence replied
with sudden ferocity.

Lucy felt a momentary thrill of fear!
It looked more like the eagerness of hate
than the watchfulness of love, this desire
on the part of the woman to go with her!
The next instznt she felt inclined to
laugh at herself.

‘What had she ever done te exciteeven
a feeling of annoyance against hersell
in Vallence's breast? The woman had
never received anvthing but gentle words
from her lips, and kindness at her hands.
This more reassuring view of the case
baving struck her, shesaid cheerfully :

‘Wel!, Vallence, all I can promise now
is to consult Mr. Valliant; if be agrees—'

‘—He'll agree fast enough, Vallence
interrupted, and swung out of the room
ina way, that confirm»d Lucy in her
first impression, namely, that the woman
had been drinking.

Now, as may be supposed, to a lady
who had led such an uneventful life, this
event on the eve of her wedding-day
made an unpleasant impression. It re’
curred more than once when she stood
at the altar by the side of her showy
bridegroom, who looked quite beautiful
in his new clothes and apparent freedom
from care., It recurred to her again at
intervals during the week’s wedding
trip. And finally it recurred to her with
such uncomfortable vividness on the
evening of their return to Railham, that
out of the fulness of her heart she spoke
just as they were nearing their pretty
little house.

‘I haven't told you before, Leonard
but I'd better tell you now, inorder that
I may be ready with a decided answer,
but Vallence who has been parlour-maid
with s at my brother's for some time
wants to come and live with me now.

Mr. Valliant's face had been turned
away from his wife during this speech,
which he madeno answer. So present-
ly she gave him a little jog on the arm,
and asked :

‘Did you hear what I said, Leonard?’

‘Eh | what?’ he asked, turning his face
beaming with smiles in & moment round
to her.

Anyone who had seen that face black
with savage scowls just before, would
have been staggered at the rapid trans-
formation.

To be continued.

$3,500 IN REWARDS.

The Canadian Agriculturists
Great Half Yearly Literary
Oompetition.

The Fifth Half Yearly Literary Competition
for 1892, of THE CANADIAN AGRICULTURIST,
America’s old and reliable Illustrated Family
Magazine, will close June 30th, (all letters
bearing postmark not later than June 30th
will count, no matter where posted.) The
following splendid prizes will be given free to
persons sending in the greatest number of
words made out of letters contained in the
words “THE ILLUSTRATED AGRICULTURIST.”
& Everyone sendiug in a list of not less than
100 words will receive a valuable present of
silverware.

1st Grand Reward..... ........ $500 in Gold
2nd ¢ ¢ . Grand Piano,valued at $500
Srd SRS b $250 in Gold
4th = ** ‘. ......Organ valued at $300
5th * e aiiice .$100 in Gold
6th “  .Gent’sgold %atch fall jew-
elled.
th “ .....Ladies' gold watch full
Jjewelled.
8th-— ¢ f T R $50 in Gold
9th Sl .$25 in Gold
10 Rewardsof $10each................ $100

Next 20 prizes—20 Silver Tea Sets, quad-
ruple plate, warranted.

Next 50 prizes—50 Silver Dessert Setts, war-
ranted heavy plate.

Next 100 prizes—100 Silver Butter Dishes,
&c., warranted heavy plate.

Next 500 prizes consists of Heavy Plated Sil-
ver Kettles, Butter Dishes, Fruit Baskets,
Biscuit Jars, Sugar Shells, Butter Knives,
&c., &c., all fully warranted, making a
total of 689 splendid rewards, the value of
which will aggregate $3,500.

This grand Literary Competition is open to
everybody everywhere. The following are
the conditions :

1. The words must be constructed only
from letters in the words, ‘“The Illustrated
Agriculturist,” and must be only such as are
found in Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary, in
the body of the book, none of the supplement
to be used.

2. The words must be written in rotation
and numbered 1, 2. 3 and so on, for facilitat-
ing in deciding the winners.

3. Letters cannot be used oftener than they
appear in the words ‘“THE ILLUSTRATED AG-
RICULTURALIST.”  For instance the word
‘‘egg” cannot be used as there is but one ‘‘g”
in three words.

4. The list containing the largest number
of words will be awarded first prize, and so on
in order of merit. Each list as it-is received
will be numbered, znd if two or more tie, the
first received will be awarded first prize, and
80 on, therefore the benefit of sending in early
will readily be seen.

5. Each list must be accompanied by $1 for
six months subscription to THE AGRICULTUR-
ALIST.

The following gentlemen have kindly con-
sented to act as judges; J. G. MACDONALD,
City Clerk, Peterborough, Canada, and Com-
MODORE CALcutT, Peterborough.

Our Last CoMPETITION.—“Got $1,000

Brize allright.”—M. M. Brandon, Vancouver,

. C. “Thanks for $500 prize.”—G. W.
Cunningham, Donald, B. C. -“‘Prize received
0. K.”"—J. D. Baptie, West Superior, Wis.
‘@300 prize received. Thanks.”—@G. V. Rob-
ertson, Toronto: and 300 hundred others, in
United States and Canada.

This is NO LOTTERY—merit only will

count. The reputation for fairness gained by

THE AGRICULTURALIST in the past is ample

suarantee that this Competition willbe con-

ucted in like manner. Send 3c. stamp for
full particulars, to THE AGRICULTURAL-

IST, Peterborough, Canada,

et

NOTICE! ---

The Subscribers take pleasure
in informing their friends and
the citizens of Fredericton gen-
erally, that they have entered
into partnership under the
name of Keliher & Smith.
They have purchased the stock
in trade of Mr. William Cam-
eron, butcher and meat dealer,
and will continue the business
at the old stand, Queen Street.
Customers will find our stock
first-class, and we hope by
strict attention to business to
merit the patronage so liberal-
ly bestowed on our predeces-
SOT.

Sausages a Specialty.

JOHN KELIHER,

PELEG SMITH.
Fredericton, Dec. 10, 1891.

Royal
Hotel

Fredericton, N. B.

Mrs. B. Atherton, Prop.
Fredericton, N. B. July, 5th, 91.

R. C. MACREDIE,

PULMBER,

Gas and -:-

Steam

EFITTER,

Queen - - Street.
Opp. County Court House.

All Sizes. =

Harvey's

PHOTOGRAPHS.

=== All Styles.
164 Queen St.

Removal
Notice!

WE the undersigned desire to thank the
public for their patronage in the past
and inform you that we have removed our
workshop to the building purchased by us op-
}‘oeibe the Post Office, where we have i d
a

Parsons Pills

These pills were a won-
derful discovery. Un-
like any others. Omne
Pilla Dose. C

The circular around

n
ten times the cest. A
handsome illustrated
pamphletsentfree con-
tains valuable infore

B Co., 22 Custom House
Street, Boston, Mass.
=t *‘Best Liver Pill Known.”

Blood!

80 Pills In every box.
‘We pay duty to Canada,

Make New Rich

WHO WANTS THE SPLENDID

HOME-MAKER’ MAGAZINE?

N 9

The Frepericroy GLose will furnish this high-class magazine upom the follow-
ing terms :—

We will furnish the ‘Fredericton Globe’ and the splendid ‘Home
Maker’ Magazine One Year for Only $1.25.

This is an offer that should be accepted by every person who reads this paper.

This offer is made becanse we think it will get us many new readers; and, as
we wish to treat our old friends well, preseut subscribers can send $1.26 and
get credit for the ¢ Fredericton Globe’ for one year from the time they have
already paid for, and get the ‘Home-Maker’ Magazine one year, beginn-
ing immediately.

Remember $1.25 pays one year's subscription for the *Fredericton
Globe’ and the ‘Home-Maker'.

The Cash must accompany each order.

Address or call at
The ‘Fredericton Globe’ office.

o ool o——

Below we print the Prospectus of the ‘Home-Maker’ Magazine.

‘HOME-MAKER™ MAGAZINE
$2.00 per year; 20 cents a Number.

—~v G

CHEAPP IN PRICE ONLY.
: s

The ‘Home-Maker’ asks every intelligent man to become a subscriber
for himself and family, and every intelligent woman for herself, for the follow-
ing reasons :— .

1. The ‘HOME-MAKER’ is the only high-class magazine in
America at $2.00 per year.

2. It gives more for the money than any other magazine n
America. :

3. It gives the best —the best illustrations, the best writers
the best stories, the best poems, the best departments —and is
the only organ of the Federated Clubs.

4. Itisoriginal, bright, entertaining, valuable; every article
new and interesting; good for the whole family.

5. It satisfies the active intelligence of women. It is (“Gail
Hamilton’ says) “the best union of the practical with the intel-
lectual of all the magazines;” and its constant endeavor to keep
in touch with every issue that can interest its readers. Nothing
copied; everything original.

50 Cents For 3 Months; $1.00 For 6 Months; $2.00 One Year.
Sample Copies, 10 Cents.

ADDRESS,

THE “HOME-MAKER,”

UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK.

A New Stock of
STATIONERY

—— AND —

- School Supplies,

JUST RECEIVED.

W. T. H. FENETY.

286 Queen Street.

cilities for carrying on our business, and
will be pleased to see all our old customers
and many new ones.

Yours respectfully,

Kitchen & Shea.

BE A MAN

 Allmen can’t be
S Il Apollosof strength
/ and form, but all

may have robust
health and strong
nerves and clear
"minds. Our treat-
ment makes such
men. Themethods
are our own exclusively, and where
anything is left to build upon, the
VIGOR OF MEN ;3 cosity. auick-
ly, permanently
restored. Weakness, Nervousness,
Debility, and all the train of evils
from early errors or later excesses,
the result of over-work, sickness,
worry, etc., forever cured. Full
strength development, and tone giv-
en to every organ and portion of the
body. Simple, natural methods. Im-
mediate improvement seen. Failure
impossible. 2,000 references. Book,
explanations and proofs mailed
(sealed) free. Address,
ERIE MEDICAL CO.,
BUFFALO, N.Y.

FURNITURE

Repaired and Upholstered.
O— .
As House-cleaning time is approaching you will want your

#PARLOR 3% SUITS 3¢ UPHOLSTERED 3%

or Trimmed up. We can make them look as Good as New with
Very Little Expense. Easy Chairs, Lounges, and
All kinds of Furniture Upholstered.
B2 Old Hair and Flock Mattresses Renewed.

All Work done with Neatness and Despatch. <J

Bed-room Suits, Beadsteads, Parlor Suits, ete, Made to Ovder. Also
Hair, Flock, Flock-top and Excelsior Mattresses.
Wire Mattresses, Parlor Centre Tables, Hat Racks, Easy Chairs, Lou};}fs
and a Full Assortment of Common, Cane, and Perforated Chairs,
B Call and Inspect Our Goods and Prices. Our expenses are low
and we can SELL LOWER than any house in the trade.

W. E. MILLER & (0.,

165 Queen St, - Next below Ely Perkin’s.

Mar. 19—3m.

A. L. F. YANWART,
Undertaker § Embalmer,

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N.

Coffins ¢ Caskets,
FUNERAL GOOD_SEF_ ALL KINDS.

A First-Class Hearse in Connection.
the Country.

.«

Special Prices for Orders from
All Orders Promptly Attended to with
Neatness and Despatch,




