OLD AS THE HILLS.

BY KATE W HAMILTON.

Only the story in general; Mrs Mar-
tha was not so ancient, neither was she
very young, though she did r; mind one
of a fresh new barber-pole as she leaned
from the window, her head bound up in
a green veil to protect it from the ima-
ginary dust of an utterly superfluous
sweeping, and her straight form array-
ed in the brightest of striped prints.
The hair under the green veil was too
faded for youth, and over her face was
a network of lines, the footprints of
eountless worries, that spelled out her
name of Martha as plainly as any let-
ters eotild have done. The whole world
of human affairs was a great machine
to her. She fancied that her foot upon
the treadle wag all that kept it running,
and a Bingle false movement or slip of
her toe would send everything back to
chaos. Such aresponsibility of poking
up, oiling, screwing, and superintend-
ing was enough to tatoo any face with
care marks.

Tlie small kitchen oftho cottage did
not look altogether like the center of
the universe, but that mattered nothing
so long as it was that to her ; and the
particular perverse little cog that seemed
to be out of. order this morning was
Master Paul. That young naturalist
had, a half-hour before, been trying to
perch on the chicken-roost as his favor-
ite bantam did, and had endangered his
bones and damaged his brown linen suit
by a fall; but now he was engaged in
some mysterious agricultural enterprise
that quite baffled Mrs. Martha’s discern-
ment. There had been a deal of dig-
ging with her carefully polished fire-
shovel, which she had not discovered in
time to prevent; she had only witness-
ed the completion of the planting—a
great stamping down of earth with
Paul’s small feet around a highly-colored
verigated, and altogether singular-look-
ing cluster of foliage. But the final
ceremony of his appearing with the
watering-pot, and plentifully sprinkling
both his plant and himself, so far arous-
ed her anxious curiosity as to draw her
to tho scene of action.

It needed no very near approach to
astonish and horrify her. Her best
feather duster, kept sacredly for parlor
use, was buried handle downwards, only
a few inches of the soft, brilliant tips
remaining above-ground, and they for-
lorn and draggled from tlie refreshing
shower bestowed upon them.

“Paul Rivers, what on earth have
you been about now 1"

Paul leaned back, with two small
muddy hands thrust into his pockets
and surveyed his work with beaming
satisfaction.

“1 thpose I’ll raithe tlionie birdth of
paradithe,” lie explained.

Birds of destruction ! and you’re of
them yourself. | wish your father would
stop showing you pictures and telling
you stories of every flying beast and
creeping fowl, that’s what | do I” mut-
tered Mrs. Martha, wrathfully. “Here’i
soy best duster just ruined.”

“Don’t you mind, Cousin Martha. |
thspect | can pick enough featherth
from my birdth to make you a tliouth-
and dusthers,” urged Paul, consolingly :

But Mrs. Martha would none of such
comfort. She roosted up her brush with
indignant alacrity, and walked toward
the house with it, shaking out the sand
and straightening the drooping feathers
by the way. Paul followed her, remark-
ing rather despondently.

“1 don’t thee how nobody can raithe
anything if they can't have nothing for
fheed.”

“What is the trouble now, Paul 1"
questioned a face from the vine-shaded
piazza, and a face looked out from under
the swaying tendrils—a manly face,
boarded and mustachsd. but with high
brow and deep, dark eyes so like the
«hild’s that the relation was apparent.

“Trouble ? It’s nothing but trouble
all day long with him " responded Mrs.
Martha, promptly entering upon a re-
cital of this last affliction. But her
listener’s laugh was by no means sooth-
ing—how could he appreciate the value
ef a duster 1 and the exceeding gentle
ness of his rebuke to the little culprit
and the obliging readiness with which
he began to explain various processes of
bird-raising and taming exhausted the
good housewife’s last atom of patience.

“ Por pity’s sake, don't fill his head
with any more such stuft !” she burst in
upon Paul’s eager questioning. “ You’ll
have him trying to build a nest in the
tops of the trees next, or butting his
head off against the lence to see if he
ean’t be a wood-pecker. It’s all very
fine to tell him such nonsense and call
it natural history, but it’s another thing
to have the bother of looking after him
and keeping him from breaking his
neck with it, I can tell you !”

“You must be agood boy, Paul. 1
suspect you are a great trial to Cousin
Martha,” admonished Mr. Rivers, shak-
ing his head at the child. “ But if she
hadnt you she would be equally dis-
tressed over something else. She couldn’t
be happy unless she had something to
be miserable about,” he added to him-
self as he turned away and ascended
the stairs—a smile lurking in his eyes
and about his lips as he secretly wished
he had witnessed the agricultural ex-
periment, and could have made a sketch
of it.

“ A precious pair of them I” com-
mented Mrs. Martha, still aggravated
by that look of suppressed amusement.
“ The father will do nothing but read
old books with heathenish names, and
paint pictures of mauntains and rickety,
half-tumbled down churches ; and the
child is as full of ridiculous inventions
as a patent-office. There ; if that scar-
let tidy 1°d better bring itin; if he
should conclude to be a robin next, he’d
tie it on for a red-breast, | suppose, and
go hopping around the yard with his
mouth full of straws.”

In the light, pleasant upper room,
half studio, half library, the artist drop-
ped into au easy chair and surveyed the
picture on hia easal, the other pictures
on the wallsand the bosks in their easts,

with a glance that saw none of them,
and with the smile slowly fading from
his face. Poor little Paul ! this was not
just the sort of life for one like him.
Cousin Martha loved him—her nursing
of his croups and colds, her care of liis

jwai ..robe, and even her frequent scokl-

iings proved that, but it was an outside

love that never got near the soul of the
child. She was a scrupulously nice
house-wife ; the house was beautifully
kept, but it was no home. Paul Rivers
the elder sighed a little as ho reached
this thought that came often now. Only
a body of rooms with no home heart in
them ! It was different at that cozy,
Bunny little nook over the way, and the
musing eyes wandered in that dii‘ection,
as they frequently did of late, to catch
now and then the fluttering of a deli-
cate dress through the vine-leaves, or
the glimpse of a graceful figure in the
garden.

Little Paul had first established a
friendship with their neighbor over tlie
way. His small hands, pushed through
the fence for flowers, were generously
filled. His wise remarks and scientific
investigations, cautiously ventured be-
tween the pailings, received due atten-
tion, aud he soon found his way in at
the gate. The father followed—to
bring Paul hovre, at first, afterward to
stop and talk for a little of the child, of
flowers, and the books and pictures that
Mildred Grey also loved. Gradually
the talks grew longer. There was a
charm in the gentle womanly presence ;
the face, past its first flush of girlhood,
had gained in nobleness aud sweetness
more than it had lost in bloom, and the
frank, true eyes with the shadows of
some things accomplished and suffered
lying a little way back in them, were
more winsome than girlhood’s sparkling
brilliancy.

Little Paul's visits were finally unre-
strained. He came and went as suited
liis own capricious will, and Miss Grey
became tlie sympathizing confidante of
many of his grave ponderings and mar-
velous researches. One day the treach-
erous wind swept back the shading
leaves from the opposite portico, and re-
vealed the boy’s golden head pillowed
for its afternoon’s nap on somebody’s
arm. The artist father, unseen at his
window, sketched the white-robed figure
and the sleeping child ; but into the
first moment of satisfaction at his suc-
cess, flashed a sudden thought—a swift
pin and longing—that had never
wholly left him since. He fancied that
some figure sitting near him in his
studio, pictured it on his own moonlit
piazza in the evenings, and the whole
household seemed to grow sweeter and
brighter for the mere dream. It came
to him now. Ah 1 if it might be, how
the work and tho life would grow real,
and blessed, and' bright, once more !
Paper and pencils were scattered over
the table beside him ; he drew a fair
white page .nearer, and wrote a few hur-
ried lines—not with any definite inten
tion concerning them, but only follow-
ing out a vague impulse born of that
haunting fancy.

“ Mildred Grey, dear Mildred ! must
I watch you forever across the way, just
beyond reach of my life and home and
heartt W.ill you not come nearer 1 It
is love Tliave given you, dearest, not
friendship. | have learned to love my
neighbor better than myself; | want
her for my own—my wife.”

There 1the nameless dream was fairly
in words ; but he smiled a little sadly at
the absurdity of having so clothed it,
and suddenly closed liis portfolio upon
the unfinished note.

“No, no; | shall never write or
speak such words to her ! Her life holds
fairer possibilities than | can offer. It
is little Paul she loves, not his father,
and I must not mistake her kindness
nor risk the friendship so invaluable to
him, and so precious to me, for the faint
hope of gaining something dearer.”

He sighed softly—a sigh that ended
in another faint smile—walked over to
the easel, and took up his brushes, and
then, though it was not in the least a
sentimental or disconsolate thing to do,
he began to whistle—* Away dullcare.”

Mrs. Martha oaught the sound below
stairs, and accepting it as evidence that
the master of the establishment was en-
tirely unconcerned about the loss of her
brush and her various other tribula-
tions, pursed up her mouth still more
grimly as she went about looking after
all the wheels, pulleys, and shafts of
her universe. A knock on the open
door startled her. A tall, thin, green-
spectacled gentleman, with a large port-
folio vnder his arm stood bowing in the
door-way like a heavy-topped weed in
the wind.

“ Madam, | have here some beautiful
engravings to which | desire to call your
attention.”

It was an inauspicious moment. Mrs.
Martha was in no amiable liumor to
ward anything of that ilk, and frowned
as the case was opened.

“1 don’t want any,” she announced
shortly.

“But, madam, | wish to exhibit to
you some highly beautiful and interest-
ing works of art which ”

“The more artful they are the less |
like them. | don’t want to look at any
of them,” interposed Mrs. Martha.

The pictorial gentleman looked mild-
ly,embarrassed. He had a set speech,
well learned, and could not feel that he
had done his whole duty unless he re-
peated it from beginning to end in each
house. He shifted his position and
tried again.

“ Yes, madem, very true ; but then
these beautiful and highly interesting
works of art are so ornamental, and, |
may say, SO necessary in every house-
hold --—-- ”

“ Necessary | There’s altogether too
many in this house now/’ commented
the lady contemptuously. But just then
Paul drew near with intense admira-
tion in his eyes, and his presence sug-
gested to the agent another clause in
liis address.

“And not only ornamental and ne-
cessary, but useful; for the rising gener-
ation, madam, must be educated.”

That was too much for Mrs. Martha’s
endurance. She knew all about that
style ofeducation; it ended in tho plant-
ing of feather dusters.

“ 1 haven’t got any rising generations,
and if | had, I wouldn’t make lunatic
asylums of them by filling their heads
with such stuff. Can’t you undersland
that I don’t want any anyway V’ she
demanded with such unmistakable de-
cision that the tliin gentleman closed
his picture case with a snap that had
the suspicion of asnarl in it, turned ab-
ruptly on his heels and walked away.

Paul looked after him wistfully for a
moment as he went down the winding
walk, then suddenly scampered across
the grass, dodged under a Syringa bush,
and was mounted upon the fence, ready
to intercept him by the time he reached
the gate.

“ Thay, do you make loths of money
thelling pictureth I’ he questioned earn-
estly.

The martyr of fine arts gave the gate
a slightly vindictive kick, and resj ond-
ed sarcastically:

“Oh ! my, yes; it’s highly lucrative,
thisis ! A few more places like this
nice one, and 1’1l be worth my thous-
ands."

Paul’s dark eyes opened wide. He
did not understand any of it except the
“thousands,” but that was sufficiently
astonishing. He gazed after the depart
ing agent until he was out of sight,
then sliding down from his pose he
walked back to the piazza, and seating
himself upon the stops with his chin be
tween his palms, he settled into a fit of
meditation. It was a very long one—
nearly half an hour—only interrupted
once or twice by a chase for a butterfly
aud an inspection of a bird’ nest of his
own manufacture, to see if any eggs had
been laid in it yet. At last he started
up with the air of one who had arrived
at a satisfactory conclusion.

f thpect Il thell pictureth myself
and buy birdth ready laitlied.”

He trudged up to the studio to con-
fide this grand project to papa, but that
gentleman being in no painting mood,
had gone out for a walk, aud Paul found
the room unoccupied. He did not at
all fancy waiting an hour or two for his
father’s return. He looked from the
window, but there was no sign of liis
coming; he surveyed the pictures on
the easal, but it was an historical scene,
and held nothing that particularly in-
terested him except one unfinished
white cloud.

“ 1 gueth that’th a kite,” he commen-
ced, scrutinizing critically. “ Twould
look loth better with a tail to it, and |
don't tlispose papa’ll never think to put
any tail on.”

He picked up a brush with an intense
desire to add a beautiful red and green
streamer ; but as similar efforts at as-
sistance had been wofully unappreciated
in days past, he laid down the imple-
ment again with a i-igh, clasped his
hands behind him to keep them out of
temptation, and finally' turned away and
walked over to the table. A portfolio
with its collection of sketches lay con-
veniently within reach, and he secured
it at once. He had often been allowed
to look at its contents, and it was just
what he needed for his enterprise ; why
should he wait any longer 1

“ Papa tliells the big pictureth for
money, and I’ll thell the little oneth,
like the man,” ho decided, with a nod of
satisfaction. Then, as athought of some
possible objection flitted into the mind,
he added, with a reluctant generosity,
“1 thpect I’ll give papa thome of the
money, maybe—if | have much en-
ough.”

That wasjust and equitable, certainly!
He slipped the portfolio upder his small
arm, and departed with a clear consci-
ence. Once outside the gate his courage
slightly faltered. The world looked
large, and he resolved to make a first
attempt where he was acquainted, and
accordingly presented himself at Miss
Grey’s door.

“1’'m going to thell ever tho many
pictureth,” he announced.

The lady looked up from her letter-
writing, and laughed as she saw the wee
salesman. “ Indeedl Then I think 1
must patronize you. What shall | buy V’
she asked.

“You can have any of them for five
thenth,” and Paul deposited the port-
folio in her lap. She turned over the
sketches smilingly until, in among them,
her glance fell suddenly upon a bit of
writing, and a swift flush leaped to her
cheek as she lifted the paper with a
hand that trembled. The young art-
vender noticed neither flush nor tremor,
but it did occur to him that she was
studying one drawing a long time, and
he could not quite make out what it was
a picture of, either.

“ Paul, did papa know you were com-
ing 1 she asked, presently.

“No-0,” answered Paul, just a trifle
confused; “ cauthe | couldn’t wait all
day for him, tho I took it off the table
and come myself; but I’ll give him
some of the money.”

Then this was not intended to meet
her eyes yet. Had it been laid aside to
be completed some other time ? Searcely;
it was not the sort of message one would
write at different sitting like an ordin-
ary letter. Had he left"it unfinished
because he fancied that writing it at all
would be useless and hopeless1 It ex-
plained his slight avoidance of her
these last weeks—the almost impercepti-
ble constraint that had tinged liis man-
ner. And what should she do with this
tell-tale sheet? Send it back without
a word, and let the secret find other
voice or die in silence as the future
should determine? Something in her
Own heart cried out in swift rebellion
against that. Keep the paper1 That
would never do ! She glanced at the un-
suspecting child. How absurdly it had
all happened 1 A gleam of mischief
flashed over her face, and catching up
her pen, sho wrote upon the document
—*“ Read and approved then slipping
it into its place, she gave the portfolio
back to Paul.

“There ! I'll give you five cents for
one picture, but you may keep it for me
until I want it. And, Paul, | don’t
think you had better go anywhere else
with the pictures until you ask papa
about them. There are some that he
wouldn’t want sold. Take them home,
dear, andwait until he knows about it.”

After having so far yielded to im-
pulse, her womanly pride of course took
its revenge. She wondered how she
could have been so insane as to do such
a thing! What had possessed her 1 She
hurried to the door to call Paul back ;
but he was beyond reach of her voice,
and she sought her room again, smiling
a little, though tears of vexation stood
in her eyes as she caught sight of her
own crimson face in the mirror.

“Twenty-sight years old, and no
wiser than this! Mildred Grey, you
will never be afeminine Soloman ! Oh'!
dear I”

Meanwhile Paul, somewhat consoled
in his waiting by the profits already re-
ceived, nearly fell asleep on the piazza
before papa arrived; but he aroused
sufficiently to tell the story ofhis specu-
lations as far as developed.

“Tho Mith Gray bought one—only
in here yet-—and thaid | better wait till
you watli home,” he concluded.

“Very sensible advice,” said papa,
liftiDg his eyebrows at the magnitude of
the enterprise undertaken in his absence.
“And what drawing did MisG.ay pur-
chase 1"

“1 don’t know. You can tell it
though, 'cauthe her nam’th to it. | thaw
her write it.”

So Mi'. Rivers looked over the sketch-
es, one by one, until he saw something
that made him hurriedly drop the whole
porfolio and hasten down the walk aud
across the street.

“Well P exclaimed the astonished
Paul, “heth gone to thell her thome
too.”

The waiting was so long this time
that lie had ample chance for a full visit
to tho land of dreams; and Mrs. Mar-
tha’s tempiiug dinner waxed cold, unu
her temper warm at tuo delay. But the
loiterer returned with eyes too radiant
to noticesmall clouds in any horizon,
domestic or otherwise.

After—that—everybody knows what
came after that; how the white-robed
figure changed porticos, and the droam
grew to a sweeter reality. To be sure
Mrs. Martha, who had before been af-
flicted because she had so much to look
after, now became vaguely pathetic over
being laid on a shelf—put aside for a
stranger; but it was a comfortable,
easily managed trouble—a sort of pick-
led tribulation-—that could be so readily
bottled up and putout of the way when
it Wasnot wanted, and so easily warmed
over, and made as fresh as new when it
was needed, that it was really invalu-
able to her.

Just the old story, you seo—old as
the hills, and common as the daisies on
the hillside. Qet even the daisies are
new to each summer, the hills wear dif-
ferent colors & we look at thom through
different atmospheres, and the loving
/thought that winds fresh clouds about
their tops and cares for each daisy as if
it were the only one, makes this old
story of human hearts evermore sweet
aud new to each hi their turn.— Hearth
and Home. x

Sighas and Wonders for the Year
1874.

Whenever you seo a yung man
hanging around a korner grocery,
and drinking 3 cent gin every time he
kan git enny boddy tew ask him, yu
kan make up yiiro mind that ho haz
bin unanimously nominated for the
stait prison, and will probably git his
olokshun.

Whenever you see an old goose sit-
ting on a posthole, and tricing tew
hatch tho hole out, you kan cum tew
the konklusion that she is strictly a
one idee goose.

Whenever a forlorn kat gits under
yure windo, in a hot nite, and begins
tew holler, you may kno thft kat
wants sumthing—Killing, probberbly.

Whenever yu see a dog stop sud-
dintly, in the road, with a flee onto
him, and begin to flea round, and
round, after himself, until he falls
down, and rolls over, you will say
tew yureself, that dorff iz liko tbe
wicked, he fleas, when nc man per-
seweth.— Josh Billings.

Savannah, Ga., has a dry-goods
clerk that has been horsewhipped by
seven different women. He claims
to be the much sought-after inividaul
alluded in the Scripture : And seven
women shall .take hold of one man.

A few mornings ago at the Truro
express train was coming into one of
the stations on the line, a woman
who was standing on the platform,
took a fainting fit and fell against the
car. She was immediately thrown
off with great violence, having seve-
ral of her ribs crushed in by the blow.
At last accounts she was in a very
precarious condition.

Criminal, Secrecy.— The martinets
of the medical profession insist that it
is beneath the dignity of a regularphy-
sician to advertise. Ifamember of the
faculty should discover an absolute
remedy for any disease it would be a
breach of professional decorum to offer
the specific for sale through the journals
of the day. Scorning such prejudices
one of our leading practitioners is now
making known to the public through
the columns of over rliree thousand
newspapers, one of the most comprehen-
sive remedies for disease that has ever
assu’ged the sufferings of humanity.
Dr. Walker’s California Vinegar
Bitters, although comparatively a new
medicine, has already attracted the at-
tention of millions in both hemispheres.
It has been advertised through all the
channels accessible to advertising enter-
prise, and the resulthas been the preser-
vation of thousands of lives, and tire
prevention ofan untold amount ofphysi-
cal torture. Dr. Walker thinks that the
“ greatest good ofthe greatest number”
isthe true object of medical science, and
hence he steps boldly out of the con-
tracted circle of professional exclusive-
ness, and places his Great Restorative
within the reach of all. Its beneficial
effect in cases of chronic dyspepsia, bili-
ousness, kidney disease, gout, diseases
of throat and lungs, rheumatism, ner-
vous complaints, and all disorders of the
secretive and execretive organs, is be-
yond all estim ate.

We knew the fool would turn up
somewhere who would put his postal
card in a stamped envelope and mail
it that way. Covington, Ky., is res-
ponsible for him, and he thinks the
cards are a great convenience.

P I A N O S I

THE ««MATIIUSaSE”

Is endorsed by the most noted artists
of the day as the most musical and
durable Piano made, and in their dif-
ferent styles, from the little “ Hum-
ming Bird” to the “ Orchestral”
square grands, are suited to the Bou-
doir, Parlour, or Concert Hall.

THIS “FISCHER”

Is_a most desirable Parlor Instrument.
There are about 14,000 of them in use,
giving eminent satisfaction, and we
offer them, in all contidence as better
value than any other in tho market.
The Messrs. Fischer have over thirty
years’successful manufacture of this
of this Piano to refer to a guarantee
of its good qualities. No other Piano
lias gained the same favor in so short
atime in Canada as the Fischer since
its introduction by us.

PRINCE ORGANS.

52,000 now in use; no other reed in-
strumentever obtained the same popu-
larity.

We aro sole Agents for the above instruments, and
are in a position to supply Local Agents in every part
at tho Dominion at manufacturers’ lowest wholesale
prices.

All instruments warranted five years.
and’Retail.

&TAgents wanted in overy Town and County.

*ORRIS'& SOPEIi,
ADELAIDE STREET, r - TORONTO.
September 2,1873. d23

Wholesale

Ayer’s C tafj' Pectoral,

For Diwix x of tha Throat and Lungs, such as
Coughs, Colds, Whoopin'/ Cough, Bronchitis,
Aathma and Consumption.

The few compositions,
which have won the confi-
dence of mankind and be-
come household words,
among not only one but
many nations, must have
extraordinary virtues. Per-
haps no one ever secured
so wide a reputation, or
maintained it so long, as
Aylr’s Cherry Prctorat/.
It h«s been known to the
public about forty years,
b¥ a long continued series
of marvelous cures, that

have won for ita conlidence
in its_virtues, never equalled by any other medicine.
It still makes the most effectual ‘cures of Coughs,
Colds, Consumption, that can be made by medical
skill. Indeed the Cherry Pectoral has really robbed
these dangerous diseases of their terrors, to a great ex-
tent, and given a feeling of immunity from their fatal
effects, that is well founded, if the remedy be taken in
season. Everarfamily should have it in their closet for
the ready and promnt relief of its members. Sickness,
suffering, and even life is saved by this timely protec-
tion. Tlio prudent should not neglect it, and the wise
will not. Keep it by you for tlio protection it affords
by its timely use in sudden attacks.

ritsriRiit) 2y
Dr.J. O. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
PRACTICAL AND ANALYTICAL CHEMISTS.
Northrup & Lyman, Newcastle,

General Agents.
it5TSold by all Druggists and Dealers in Medicine.

April 16, 1873, <«
Two fUgliest Vieisnii
THE CELEBRATED
LITTLE SIMZER!

Tlie light-running and far-famed

The only Machines with two Grand,
Medals of Merit at Vienna.
Worked by liand or footon Patent Stand

R. M. WAKZILR & CO.,

270 Hamilton, Out

Sweet;, Pleasant & Effectual
Equally Adaptedfor Children & Adults.

OAUTIOSJ) 1

The public are hereby cautioned (hat a
preparation more recently introduced, under
the name of “Copland’s Sweet Castor Oil,”
contains 1)8?5<0£60F O 1?5 (see Canada
Wilson’s Castor Oil Emulsion is
guaranteed to contain no chloroform or other
injurious substance, and may be given to the

Gazette).

youngest infant with perfect safety.
Recommended by the Medical Profession,

and sold by the principal Druggistsin Ontario,

Quebec, P. E.

Brunswick, and Manitoba. Price 25c.

| HEEL E R

SEWING MACHINE

FRONT
368 feet,

DEPTII

307 feet.

5jsirge8t

Island, Nova Scotia, Now

Brow a, R outh & Co.,

WHOLESALE GROCERY

H M I L T O N
DIRECT IMPORTERS
_0l-

TKIS. *«l<**»>*  KtS.. 8

October 1, 1873.

AMERICAN HOTEL

IC»»C 8TKE6T WEST
as*, oW
Pf.OmBXOK.
GW K &itAi. ISTAGE

HAMfJJTOM, ONT.

OFMO tt

Grateful Thousands proclaim Vin -
egar Bitters the most wonderful lu-
vigorant that ever sustained tli“ sinking
system.

No Person can take these Bitters
ncoording to directions, and remain long
unwell, provided their bones aro not de-
stroyed by mineral poison or other
means*. vital organs wasted beyond
repair.

Bilions, Remittent and Inter-
mittent Fevers, which are so preva-
lent in tho valleys of our great rivers
throughout the United States, especially
those of the Mississippi, Ohio, Missourl,
Illinois, Tennessee, Cumberland, Arkan-
sas, lied, Colorado, Brazos, Rio Grande,
Pearl, Alabama, Mobile, Savannah, lio-
anoke, James, and many others, with
their vast tributaries, throughout our
entire country during tho Summer and
Autumn, and. remarkably so during sea-
sons of unusual heat and dryness, are
invariably accompanied hy extensive de-
rangements of the stomach and liver,
and other abdominal viscera. In their
treatment, a purgative, exerting a pow-
erful influence upon theso various or-
gans, is essentially liecossary. There
Is no cathartic for the purpose equal to
Dr. J. Walker’s Vinegar Bitters,
as they will speedily remove tho dark-
colored viscid matter with which tho
bowels aro loaded, at the same time
stimulating tho secretions of the liver,
and generally restoring the healthy
functions of the digestive.organs.

Fortify the body against disease
by purifying all its firidswith Vinegar
Bitters. NO epidemic can tako hold
of a system thus fore-armed.

Dyspepsia or Indigestion, Head-
ache, Pam in tlie Shoulders, Coughs,
Tightness of tho Chest, Dizziness, Sour
Eructations of the Stomach, Bad Taste
in tho Mouth, Bilious Attacks, Palpita-
tation of tiie Heart, Inflammation of tho
Lungs, Pain in tho region of tho Kid
ueys, and a hundred other painful symp-
toms, are tho offsprings of Dyspepsia.
One bottle will prove a betterguarantee
of its merits than a lengthy advertise-
ment.

Scrofula, or King’s Evil, White
Swellings, Ulfor.i, Erysipelas, Swelled Xeck,
Goitre, Scroluloiia luflammotions, Indolent
Inflammations, Mercurial Aflections, Old
Sores, Eruptions cl'the Skin, Sore Eyes, etc.
In these, as in all other constitutional Dis-
eases, W alker’s Vinegar Bitters have
shown their great curative powers in tho
most obstinate and intractable cases.

For Infl»nnnatory and Chronic
Rheumatism, Gout, Bilious, Kemit-
tentand Intermittent Fevers, Diseases of
the Blood, Liver, Kidneys ami Bladder,
these Bitters havo no equal. Such Diseases
are caused hy Vitiated Blood.

Mechanic.;* Diseases.—Persons en-
gaged in Paints and Minerals, such as
Plumbers, Tywo-settors, Gold-beaters, aud
Miners, as they advance in life, aro subject
to paralysis of tho Bowels. To guard
against this, toko a dose of WAIi.KEii’s Vin-
egar Bitthrs occasionally.

For Skin Diseases, Eruptions, T et-
ter, Salt-Rheum, Blotches, Spots, Pimples,
Pustules, Boils, Carbuncles, Ring-worms,
Scald-head, Soro Byes, Erysipelas, Itch,
Scurfs, Discolorations of tlie Skin, Humors
aud Diseases of the Skin of whatever name
or nature, aro literally dug up and carried
ont of the system in a short time by tho uso
of these Bitters.

Pin, Tape, and other Worms,
lurking in the system of so many thousands,
aro effectually destroyed and removed. No
system of medicine, no vermifuges, 110 au-
thebninitics will free the system from worms
like these Bitters.

For Female Complaints, in young
or old, married or single, at the dawn of wo-
manhood, or the turn of life, these Tonic
Bitters display so decided an influence that
improvement is soon perceptible.

Cleanse the Vitiated Elood when-
ever you And its impurities bnrstiug through
tho skiu iu Pimples, Eruptions, or Sores;
cleanse it when you find it obstructed and
sluggish in the veins; cleanse it when it is
foul; yonr jeelings will tell you when. Keep
the blood pure, and the health of the system

will ollgt. | | 1cDONAID & €O,

Druggists and Gen. Agts., San Francisco, Califoruia,
and cor. of Washington and Charlton Sts.. N. Y.

Sold by till Di-wggists uiwl Dealers.
H H
MANUFACTORIES
FRONT
526 i,3!
ILEPT.I
21;) ivo

in W orld.

BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT, U. S.

775,000 OS'

THESE CELEIUUTED MACHINES SOM

Tnall Parts of the World. An Increase of Saks UrprecedenieJ.

taken, or other high sounding_pretentions,
dece

Ftlon felt keenly, as having “ PAID TOO DEAIt FOR THE WHISTLE.”
would advise €hem to get the Improved Noiseless Wheeler & Wilson, and be safe.

To thoso,_and a.l others,
They last a lifetime.

A “llustrated Catalogue, giving particulars, sent post freo to any address.

A . W ALTON,
85 KingJSt. West, Toronto ;

Ha-=Uton,fMay.C,11872.

EUETftAL AiikM 7

54 James St. Hamilton ; it7 Sjark St. Ottawa.

d

DAVID McLELLAN & Oo,
Manufacturers, Importers and WhoUaa Dea n
GENTS’ FURNISHINGS;
TAILORS’ TRIMMINGS,
HOOP SKIRTS & BUSTLES
HAIR BRAIDSASWITCHES,
EDGINGS, LACES,
BELTS,
BACK COMB S
MAKING ST. WEST,
iX iT ,oiir o u t
Please tall and examina our sfeook. Letterj
promptly and oarefully filled.

LADIES’

G. BECKETI & CO.
HAMILTON, ONT,,

KAKUIAO1VSEBS
oP

STATIONARY

PORTABLE

STEAM ENGINES

13 0 x JL 'MS££ O !
AND '

. W AN11 L LS

Have tho following Engines ’ill ready
(or delivery:

8 H O U ttIfi-P O W IK 2*,

£3 “ w*
20 “

V.
30 “

Hamilton, April 15, 1873.

NORTH CAROLINA aud~VIR-
GINIA LANDS.

500 CHEAP IMPROVED FARMS A 200,000 ACRAif
OF VALUABLE TIMBER LANDS FOR SALE.

Persons desirous of visiting the above
states tfith the intention, if suited, of pur-
chasing timber, mineral, or improved farm-
ing land direct from the owners ab the pres-
ent very low prices, and not in the hands of
speculators, but must be sold at a great sac-
rifice, and parties wishing reliable informa*
tion about the climate, soil, products, &c.,
and tickets at reduced rates to visit th«
states,andfree transportation to seo the lands,
it wili be to their advantage to communicate
with the subscriber as he is well acquainted
with the above states and the mostdesirable
to settle in ; good -climate, fertile soil, and
advantages of railroads, navigation, and
other facilities for the bestmarkets. This ia
the best opportunity ever olfered to get a
cheap home and tho best climate in America.
Send for circular of lands and card.

S. 0. CASE, _
Southern Land Commissioner,
202 North John Street, Hamilton

THE OLD ESTABLISHED

Dundas Foundry&Fngine Works,
rHos. wiiT ok & co-,

MAN UFACTV RKfiS OF

STEAM g"CEKES* BOILERS.

. AND ALL KIND™ PPMACHINERY

THOIVIAS WILSOK, I.EX. BARRIE,

WALTER BASTABLIS BNeAN M'fARLANE

July 12, 1873. <5
rny

U;.don, Queb

TiiiM PIJBRLES LINE.

Composed »f the following first-class Iron
Steamships :
MEDWAY,
THAMES, DELTA,
SEVERN, NYANZA,

AMBASSADOR.

The steamers of this Line are intended to

sail during tho*Season of Navigation of 1873,

from London for Quebec and Montreal, as
follows:

SCOTLAND,

(Calling at Plymouth outward for Pas-
sengers.)
Saturday, 6tli Sept.
Nyanza Wednesday, 17th “
Thames . Saturday, 27th (t
Medway W ednesday, 8th  Oct.

And every alternate Wednesday and Satur-
day thereafter.
And from Quebec for
lows :

London as fol-

Tuesday, 2nd Sept.
Severn .Thursday, 18th “
Scotland. Tuesday, 23rd “ .
Nelta.. Thursday, 9th Oct.
Nyanza.... 21st “
Thames 30th “
And every alternate Tuesday and Thursday

thereafter.

11ATES OF PASSAGE

Quebec to London : -

Cabin ST

Through tickets from all points West at
reduced rates. Certificates issued to persons
desirous of bringing out their friends.

Through Bills of Lading issued on the Con-
tinent and in London for ail parts of Canada,
and in tbe United States to Detroit, Mil-
waukee, Chicago and other points in thfl
\West.

For Freight or Passage, apply to TEM-
PENLEY, CARTE!t & DRAKE, 21 Bilieter
Street, London ; ROSS & CO., Quebec, or to

DAVID SHAW, Montreal.
April 10, 1873. d267y

c T d/ edw ar o s

SAFES.

E.3. WARREN &Cb.’S

Counter and Platform Scales,
The Cheapestfirst-class Seale in Canada

A Good Assortment in Stock.
for Price Lists.

£-J. M COBE, "C3>-2KrX

»3 "Seiit

54 Front-St.

My ¥ 183

Toronto.

<XFCn

East,



