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NOT A SUCCESS. 

. flowers, engaged 

Clarence Northall’s black brow contract- 

ed as he turned carelessly toward Pierce 

Melton, leaning comfortably back among 

the carriage cushions. 

“Let me tell you, as a friend, that you're 

all wrong in the matter we've been talking 
about—wrong from to end. I 
may be mistaken, but I was certainly un- 

der the impression that I discerned some- 

thing of the Othella type of character last 
night, when all the innocent enjoyment of 

Miss Nina's evening was overclouded by 

the grave annunciation from Mr. Northall 

that he considered it a very improper thing 

for an young lady to waltz.” 

“Well, I don’t waltz myself, and who 

wants to see his fiancee whirling around a 

ballroom with the deuce only knows who?” 

Mr. Gray's conservatory was a pretty 
The afterncon sun was showering 

golden drops of light among the pol- 
{shed japonica leaves and clinging passion 
vines in this little section of the tropics 

when, had Mr. Clarence Northall been able 

totakea peep among its buds and blossoms, 

he might very easily have discovered *‘what 

Nina was doing.” : 
For she stood embowered in geraniums 

and Cloth of Gold roses, her apron full of 
in the important business 

of selecting a fitting bouquet for the even- 
ing soiree, while her cousin, Warner Gay, 
was standing half way up a little rosewood 

der, armed with a pair of garden 
scissors, clipping off blossom after blossom 
as she pointed them out. 
And Charles Browning stood beside her 

playfully commenting on her selections. 
“Now cut me that sprig of heliotrope, 

Warner,” said Nina gayly. “I’m particu- 
larly interested in that, for you know helio- 

is Clarence’s favorite flower.” 
a fotrope. eh,” said Warner, and deftly 

his scissors amid a thicket of 
stars he lightly tossed the purple 

plume of fragrance through the flowering 
ogy that interposed between him and 

“What a splendid chance for me to dis- 

y what little chivalry I possess!” said 

wning, stooping for the sprig ere Nina 

could recover it, and sinking melodramat- 

ically on one knee to present it. 1 

“Fair damsel, deign to accept the floral 

offering from the hand of one of the hum- 
blest of your adorers.” 
“What nonsense!” said Warner Gay, 

“I could have done better my- 
self!” 
It was nonsense—then why did Nina turn 

so suddenly pale and gaze with such mute, 
startled earnestness toward the door? 
Browning sprang to his feet in an instant, 

and turning just in time to catch a glimpse 
of Clarence Northall’s lowering brow and 
flashing eyes. 
“Come in, Northall!’’ he exclaimed. “We 

are having a tableau comique.” 
*Clarence!” appealed the soft, tremulous 

voice of Nina. ‘‘Heis gone—oh, do go after 
him and bring him back, Mr. Browning!” 
But ere Browning could reach the door 

Northall walked out of the house in a tu- 
mult of contending emotions, first and fore- 
most among which stood out the ‘‘green 
eyed monster.” 
“Don’t mind it, Miss Nina. Just let him 

alone until he is ready to apologize for his 
very absurd conduct, and then matters will 
be all right again.” 
So Nina sat down to her desk and wrote 

a little tear stained note that would have 
melted the heart of Gibraltar itself and 
dispatched it by Warner Gay. : 
Northall opened it, glanced over the con- 

tents and quietly laid it aside. 
“Come now, Northall,” said Gay good 

humoredly, “don’t keep up the farce any 
longer. Put on your hat and come round 
to our house. Nina's in the slough of de- 

» 

“I am very sorry,” said Clarence stiffly, 
“that it will be impossible.” 
‘When Pierce Melton lounged into North- 

all’s room as usual toward twilight to 
smoke a cigar, Clarence handed him asmall 
folded note. 
“What is it?” . 
“Only a few words to dissolve my en- 

gagemeny.” 
Meltol started from his chair, dropping 

both note and cigar in dismay. 
“Clarence Northall! you're not going to 

give up the sweetest girl in New York 
through a mere phantasy!” 
“Give her up? No,” said Northall, with 

a cold, sneering smile. “ButIam goingto 
teach her a lesson that she will not soon 
forget.” 
“If you do not give her up, what is the 

meaning of this note?” 
“Simply that it will do her good to fancy 

the engagement definitely canceled for 
awhile. When I think she has come to her 
senses, the matter is easily replaced on its 
old footing.” 
Northall calmly reached over and pulled 

the silken tassel of the bell. A servant 
answered the summons after a moment or 
two of delay. 
“Vance, take this nose to Mrs. Gay’s. 

There is no answer.” 
Two weeks crept slowly by—three, and 

at length the month came around with its 
beautiful crescent moon. 
“I think it’s getting to be high time to 

call around at Nina’s,” said Northall to 
himself. *‘She will be penitent and sub- 
missive enough by this time, I don’t 
doubt.” 
Nina came forward to greet him, looking 

exceedingly lovely, but her manner was 
strangely self possessed. Instead of burst- 
ing into a self convicted shower of tears, 
and pleading humbly for his gracious par- 
don as he had fully expected she would do, 
she quietly sat down and awaited his 
“lead.” 

Sa is a long time since we have met, 
bl 

“Yes,” she answered simply, with the 
black brown eyes fixed on his face. 
“Nina,” he said huskily, “I have come 

here prepared to forget the past and to 
overlook all minor indiscretions. My dar- 
ling, you are forgiven.” 
“Forgiven? I ask no such boon at your 

hands, sir. Your forgiveness is no longer 
a matter of moment to me.” 
“Ah, that belongs to the past,” said Clar- 

ence magnanimously. ‘We will allude to 
it no more.” 
Nina frigidly withdrew the hand he had 

ventured to take. 
“You are too late, Mr. Northall,” she 

said. “Your own act has long ago destroyed 
whatever faint vestige of liking I may have 
felt, or fancied I felt, toward you.” 
Sheopened the door of an adjoining room 
“Charles, w%ll you tell this gentleman 

that we are engaged?” 
Clarence Northall had taught Miss Nina 

Lenox a lesson, and she had learned but 
too quickly.—Boston Globe. 

An Application of It. 

Jim—Love laughs at locksmiths. 
Tom~—That’s wiN\t your fiancee said when 

I was holding her hand and saw that lock 
et you put on her arm.—Life. 

Until very recent times marriage among 
the Turcomans of Central Asia consisted 
in capturing a bride by main force. 

At the hour when fortune seemed most 
propitious there came to the little village 
one summer eve a visitor from the great 
town, a violet eyed damsel. with cheeks as 

as wild roses and clustering golden 
ks—a little entrancing vision all suffi 

cient to turn the head of every swain in her 
James Hardy, dark, handsome 

and graceful, fell at once a victim to her co- 
quettish wiles. And then, ah, sad the day 
and hour! John, too, was thrown in her 
way, being likewise enamored of her fas- 
einations. 
Susan Joyce, finding herself supplanted, 
oop ne. ogra of her puin, silently bear- 

e e torturing jibes of her re- 
lentless sister, who had bm had a lover and lost no chance to deride the weakness 
of those that yielded to the folly of trust. 
ing perfidious man. Between the brothers there never had been anything like real af- fection, though to all intents and purposes 
agreeing upon questions concerning their 
mutual welfare. The siren at first smiled 
equally upon them, driving both to the 
verge of madness with doubt and passion, 
James announced one morning to John 

as they loosened the oxen from the sled at 
the meadow bars, that he had won the 
promise of the blond beauty to be his wife. 
John turned pale with rage and jealousy 

and said nothing, but he went without de- 
lay to question her about the truth of the 
story. Learning the fact from her own 

he denounced her trifling as despic- 
le, like many another man forgetting 

his own infamous betrayal of innocent love, 
and concluding: 
“I doubt not you will have all the happi- 

ness you deserve. My revenge can wait, 
but remember that it will come when it is 
least expected and hardest to bear.” 
Then he bade his mother farewell, assur- 

ing her he would return a rich man. A 
settlement between the brothers had re- 
sulted in the knowledge that John would 

entire owner of the property at his 
mother’s death, but James was allowed the 
use of the place rent free, with the solemn 

— 

promiss exacted that the mother should be 
well cared for until the former's return. 
Then John Hardy set his face toward the 
new Eldorado of the west and was heard 
of no more until Mark Madison, in passing 
through the neighborhood a year after, told 
how “poor John Hardy had died at Black 
Cat canyon and was buried under a great 
rock at the mouth of the mine.” 
And now as Susan Joyce, 10 years later, 

came through the dewy meadow she saw 
smoke curling lazily upward from the 
chimney of James Hardy's kitchen, where 
she doubted not a goodly supper was in 
course of preparation, for Josephine was a 
notable housekeeper, though the neigh- 
bors called her proud and extravagant be- 
sides. : 
When the great railway was surveyed 

through the little farm its situation proved 
a key to adjacent land, and so was bought 
at a fancy price, exclusive of the little cot- 
tage, and James Hardy was thereby en- 
abled to build a handsome house for his 
stylish wife and furnish it to her satisfac- 
tion. 
But the aged and feeble mother was left 

in the old home, now almost a wreck, for 
the haughty Josephine had no desire to in- 
clude the queer old woman who had al- 
ready proved such a burden on her hands 
in the new plans, and James, seeing only 
through his wife's eyes, agreed in the con- 
clusion thas the place where she had lived 
so long would be the happiest spot for her 
declining years. 
Left to the half careless attention of a 

servant of the house, her condition, inci- 
dent to bodily infirmity and weakened 
mind, would have been pitiable in the ex- 
treme but for the unswerving devotion of 
Susan Joyce and a few kind neighbors who 
had known her in her happier days. Susan 
Joyce came through the garden gate that 
hung on one rusty hinge and stopped again 
when she heard that dolorous chant. It 
was not new to her, but always pathetic. 
The slight, swaying figure in the unsteady 
armchair, crooning mournfully to the baby 
on her breast—a rag baby that she always 
“sung to sleep” in the twilight and placed 
in her bed at night. 
There seemed to be such real comfort in 

the care of the rag manikin that Susan 
Joyce had not the heart to undeceive her 
even if it had been possible to do so. 
“John is asleep,” she would say, smiling 

vacantly. 
“Yes,” always answered Susan, thinking 

of that lonely grave under the great rock in 
Black Cat canyon. 
One balmy afternoon in June death, 

stalking abroad, found James Hardy in the 
full flush of manly vigor and straightway 
summoned him to the final bar ef account. 
“Heart trouble,” they called it, but no 

matter for the cause or name of his off- 
taking, Josephine and the twin boys were 
suddenly left alone. 
Fate seemed to have pooled with John 

Hardy to furnish the revenge he had wished 
and prophesied. He had not died at allin the 
canyon, as Mark Madison had said, that 
mendacious friend withholding the fact of 
the wanderer’s prosperity. 
“Mother,” said John Hardy, now rich and 

portly, “I have come back to you,” kissing 
her withered cheeks. 
Perhaps her poor dazed brain might have 

been better able to understand the quality 
of her good fortune had he been mom con- 
siderate in years past of her happiness. *I 
have never {forgotten my promise to see you 

at some future day,” he said to Josephine. 
“Try your luck at happiness in the cookery, 
where my cowardly brother and you con- 
signed our old and feeble mother. I was a 
dastard, Susan, quite as cowardly as my 
brother, but I want you now. I have truly 
repented of my infamy. Come with moth- 
er and me, and we will try to pull along to- 
gether in the pretty house that my brother 
generously provided for us.” 
Never quite did the knowledge come to 

the mind of the half imbecile mother that 
John of flesh and blood, her best beloved, 
had come back to her, and yet the little 
old woman crooned less dolorously as she 
rocked in her easy chair in the pretty bow 
window playing with her rag baby on her 
breast. 
Susan Joyce was a foolish woman per- 

haps to so easily condone John Hardy’s sin, 
but she had always loved him, he was re- 
pentant, and Sister Judith’s tonfue was 
so sharp!—Exchange. 

His Signs Misunderstood. 

“I would not have broken my pledge,” 
said a backsliding tippler recently, ‘but 
for an infernally stupid barkeeper. 
“The man was stone deaf,’ he continued, 

“and I bad grown tired of drinking sarsa- 
parillaand ginger ale. I wanted alemonade 
and tried to order it, but couldn’t make 
him understand. 
‘He talked to me in the mute language, 

and I tried to answer him and made signs 
of mixing a drink with a shaker. He nod- 
ded and smiled and made mea milk punch. 
“I didn’t want to hurt his feelings nor 

admit my inability to understand him. So 
[drank the milk punch and made more 
signs for a lemonade, but somehow or other 
I always got milk punches. That unset- 
tled me, and that is how I broke all my 
promises.””—New York Herald. 

THAT 100 FRANCS. 

My first wife and I spent our honeymoon 
traveling in Europe. We went the usual 
round and after several months of it found 
ourselves one day at Monte Carlo. We vis- 
ited the Casino, and my wife became so in- 
terested in watching the play that at last 
she said she would like to try her luck. 
“Very well,” said I, laughing, “I'll just 

time you and see how long it will take you 
to lose this.”” And I got a hundred franc 
note changed and placed the money in front 
of her. 
The hundred francs lasted exactly half 

an hour, 
A few weeks after this we returned to 

America, and a year later my poor wife 
died. 
Three years afterward I married my pres- 

ent wife. She had traveled extensively in 
this country, but had never been in Europe, 
and as she was anxious to go, of course we 
went. 
‘We happened to be in Nice one day, and 

Clara thought she would like to see Monte 
Carlo, as it was so near. We went. 
As we entered the Casino my former 

visit with my first wife suddenly recurred 
to my mind, and I was surprised to see 
Clara walk directly up to the same table 
at which my first wife had played. 
Clara began playing with a few francs 

which she took from her purse. She won 
steadily, and in half an hour left off play- 
ing and found she was the winner of exact- 
ly 100 francs. 
“This is certainly a remarkable coinci- 

dence,” I reflected. *‘How strange that my 
second wife should come all the way from 
America to win back the money which my 
first wife lost at that identical table just 
four years ago!” 1Itold Clara about it as 
we walked back to the hotel. She is in- 
clined to be superstitious, and I was not 
surprised when she said: 
“Something ought to be done with that 

money, John. It seems to me that it 
doesn’t belong to us, but to that poor dead 
girl,” and then she conceived the idea of 
sending it to some poor relation of my first 
wife. 
“As far as I know,” I said, “the only liv- 

ing relative is her brother Jack. You 
might send it to him if you like. Constance 
was very fond of him.” 
When we returned to New York and got 

settled in our new home, my wife asked me 
for Jack’s address. So, to please her, 1 
wrote to the lawyers in Boston who had 
settled up the Corey estate and obtained 
the address. Clara inclosed a $20 bill in an 
envelope and mailed it to Jack. 
Some years previously, when Jack Corey 

left Harvard and returned to his home in 
Boston, his father increased his allowance, 
which was already more than most youths 
of his years enjoyed, and Jack, who had 
been the leader of the fast set at college, 
was soon in a whirl of gayety. ‘Let him 
have his fling,” the old man said; ‘‘he’ll 
soon get tired of it and settle down.” 
From what I have heard I am inclined to 

believe that Jack was very well pleased with 
this arrangement. At any rate, at the end 
of a couple of years, when his father inti- 
mated to Jack that it was time he was 
thinking of “‘settling down’ and going inte 
business, the boy couldn’t see it in that 
light exactly. 
“Father,” he said, “what is the use of 

my going into business? You have more 
money now than you know what to do 
With, and I should only lose the capital 
you propose to put up for me.” 
But after his father's death Jack was 

very much surprised to find that there was little or nothing left after winding up the 
estate, and then he realized what an ass 
he'd been. He tried to get. something to 
do, but his father's old friends od d askance at him, and his gay chums in cox 
perous times passed him by with Aor 
nod. He fled to Chicago, presented his let- 
ters of introduction and was handsome] 
received. When these new friends Sad 
however, that he was in search of employ- 
ment, they failed to see him on the streets 
and when approached politely told him 
they could not assist him: “Please excuse 
me. Very busy,” ete. 
Jack’s funds ran low, his spirits kept 

pace, and it was obvious that something 
must be done. But Jack was easily dis 
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couraged, and 1 suspect, too, that an un- 
fortunate love affair had a very depressing 

infinence on his mind. It will hardly be 
believed, but he became so desperate that 

one cay, having come to the end of his re- 

sources, he actually determined to take his 

own life. 1le stretched himself on his bed, 
placed the “cold muzzle” of a revolver to 

his temple and cast a last look around. As 

he did so he noticed a letter lying on tl 
table within reach. The handwriting w.. 

that of a lady. To his astonishment he 
found the envelope to contain a £20 bill— 

nothing else. The postmark—New York— 
ave no clew to the sender. 
“Well,” said Jack, putting on his hat, 

«]’11 put off my departure for the present. 
I think a good dinner will be in order.” 

After the death of my first wife I had 
lost sight of Jack. I had written to him 
after his father died, but had not heard 
from him in reply, although Jack after- 
ward told me he had received my letter 
and answered it, but not hearing from me 
again thought I had “gone back on him,” 
like the rest of his fair weather friends, 
Well, after Jack “postponed the enter- 

tainment,’’ as he expressed it, he made the 

best of his way to a restaurant not far 

from his lodgings. 
As he was about to enter the place an old 

gentleman in front of him stumbled on the 
threshold and would have fallen heavily 
had not Jack promptly seized him round 
the waist and lifted him to his feet. 
“My dear sir,” said the old gentleman, 

“you have done me a great service. Will 
you join me at dinner?” 
“With pleasure,” said Jack. 
“My name,” said the old gentleman, “is 

Stanford.” 
“And mine is Corey.” 
“Indeed! Ionce had a great friend named 

Corey. Was at Harvard with him. Rem- 
son Corey.” 
“My father,” murmured Jack. 
“Bless my soul!” cried Mr. Stanford. 

“Glad I stumbled on you.- Hal! hal liter- 
ally by Jove! But how is your father, and 
what are you doing in Chicago?” 
Jack related his adventures. When he 

ha(W.nished, the old gentleman said: 
“Well, if you will call at my office, I'll 

see what can be done. There is a vacancy 
which you can fill, I think.” 

One day I met Jack on Broadway. His 
face wore its old time happy smile, and he 
looked well and prosperous. I took him 
home to dinner, and he told us his story. 
Then my wife related the story of the 
hundred francs. 
Mr. Stanford took a great liking to Jack, 

who has developed a wonderful aptitude 
for business, and I venture to predict will 
be a rich man in a few years.—Dowling 
Davies in Once a Week. 

The City Autocrat. 

Bridget—There’s a gentleman at the door 
wants to speak to the boss. 
Mrs. Thirdflat—Run, Robbie, quick, and 

see if the janitor will see the gentleman! 
Chicago Inter Ocean. 

A NIGHT OF TERROR. 

The following items appeared in the so- 

ciety column of the morning paper of Man- 

itou Springs, Colo., on July 2: 

“Mr. and Mrs. Harvey S. Trumbull and 

daughters are sojourning at the Manning 

cottage for the season.” 

“Mrs. Taylor of Pueblo and her aunt, 
Mrs. Tunnicliff of Kansas City, are the 
guests of Mr. and Mrs. Trumbull.” 
By the middle of the month this gay par- 

cy became familiar with the beauties of the 
surrcunding country. Manitou, shielded 
from every rough wind, lies nestled among 

the mountains like a babe in its cradle. 
The hangings of its cradle are in green 

and white. 

Mr. Trumbull was bookkeeper for the 
Hiawatha clubhouse. 
When the financial erisis came, he was 

ordered to draw all the firm’s money from 
the bank and deposit it in the safe of the 
clubhouse. This necessitated his sleeping 
on a cot beside the safe with enough am- 
munition to hold a fort. 
This unhappy maneuver made the ladies 

at the cottage very uneasy. Like a flock 
of sheep, each had drawn from the bank her 
account. 
That every burglar in Colorado knew 

each home to be a small bank, and that 
they would be invaded, was a fact no one 
had the courage to refute. With no man 
in the house, each woman considered it her 
duty to keep her nerve in a convenient 
place for immediate use. 

It would have been well had they further 
imitated their money matters and tucked 
their nerves under the ash pan. 
But Caroline Katherine, the elder daugh- 

ter of Mr. Trumbull, posed as a brilliant 
exception to the rest. 
“Why need she be afraid?’ asserted little 

Trot Trumbull as she and her brother fled 
across the hall one morning at 2 o'clock 
from a phantom thief. “If she’d just throw 
her name at a man, it would mash him like 
a club.” 

I forgot to mention that the cottage was 
a double house, and the other half was 
empty. 
Caroline Katherine slept in the rear room 

next to theempty half of the house. There 
was a great closet in her room, with a win- 
dow opening upon the porch. Thus the 
window of the closet and the side door of 
the empty house were adjacent. Every few 
nights the scene was repeated of Trot and 
Mrs. Trumbull fleeing in their robes de nuit 
to the protecting care of the two old ladies, 
or vice versa. 
Invariably they would shake Caroline 

Katherineand “in syllable fire” announce, 
“Some one is in the house sure this time!” 
And she as invariably settled herself for 
sleep with the remark, “It is nothing, 
nothing at all.” 
But somehow on the night of July 19 

her brave assertion did not produce the 
usual sleep. 
After lying quietly for about two hours 

she was suddenly startled by a step on the 
porch, quickly followed by what seemed a 
knock on a panel of her closet door. Al- 
though paralyzed with fear, a happy 
thought flashed across her mind. 
When the others had been prowling 

around at half after 1, Mrs. Taylor spied 
the bolt on this very closet and had said 
as she slipped it into place, ‘Why not lock 
this?” 
Knowing the intruder would have the 

door to break before reaching her, Caroline 
Katherine deliberately put on one shoe to 
the accompaniment of two knocks. When 
she had the othershoe on and started across 
the room as fast as her trembling limbs 
would permit, she heard a sound as of some 
one bracing himself and giving a mighty 
shove. : 
In another minute she was in the next 

room waking the old ladies with: “God 
bless you for locking that door! Bless you! 
Bless you!” 
As she struck a match a man’s voice out- 

side was heard to call “Pard!” Then all 
was still. 
Mrs. Trumbull and Trot immediately ap- 

peared and added their conjectures as to 
how many burglars there were, could they 
be armed, ete. 
Old lady Tunnicliff took the lamp and 

led them forth to battle—that is, they all 
marched in single file into the rear room 
and looked at the closet door, then hastily 
retreated to the music of Trot falling over 
a chair. 
At which all the ladies gave a loud 

“Hush!” as though the hero of the night 
were a corpse, 
At this point Mrs, Taylor was seized with 

an attack of asthma. She crept back into 
bed, and sitting bolstered by pillows 
wheezed and coughed enough to wake the 
dead. Caroline Katherine took her chair 
and placed it in the doorway of the two 
rooms, declaring she would not. take her 
eyes off that closet door. 

“It is just half past 3,” said Mrs, Trum- 
bull from the foot of the bed. *‘They have 
been around for two hours.” 
“Well,” said sensible old lady Tunnicliff, 

“I know a cup of tea would not hurt me, 
and it might do niece good. How about 
you, Mrs, T.?” 
“Oh, just the thing. My nerves need re- 

viving.” 
“Mamma, mamma, how could you?” 

called Caroline Katherine in a stage whis- 
per, ‘when he’s right here. I heard a 
sound.” 
Just the same, in a few minutes the alco- 

hol lamp had boiled them a nice cup of tea. 
After much discussion it was decided to 
drink the tea alone, as it was so far to get 
the crackers. No two could be permitted 
to leave the room alone. Old lady Tunni- 
cliff took a cup to Caroline Katherine in 
the doorway and persuaded her to take a 
few sips. Two bright eyes were riveted on 
the closet door as each spoonful went to 
her mouth. 
The weary hours wore on, broken only 

by the whispered tales of awful woe in 
which burglars and defenseless women 
were the only actors, 

Finally daylight dawned. 
changed sentinels, 

The post 
ped Mrs. Tunnicliff took 

the Guiles of watchman, while Caroline 
Katherine and Trot crept from the front 
ar or. They hast ened down the st reet. lock- 

ing back every step #8 they crossed the 

rustic bridge, reaching the Hiawatha just 

as their father was shaking off Morpheus’ 

influence. 

To their disappointment, he would take 

no other help than hisrevolver. Dut when 

once in the cottage Le needed a squad of 

police to help him to plow his way to the 

closet door. 
First his wife in terror, with her arms 

around his neck, implored him to get an- 

other man. ‘He will kill you ina minute!” 

Then his hands were grasped on either side 

with “Oh, Harvey, they may be armed!” 

and “There are more than cne!” and “There 

are a dozen!” 
Fighting them off, he rushed, pistol in 

hand, for the fatal deor. 

When, lo! it opened at Lis touch without 
unlocking. 

And when he zot there 

The cuploard was bare. 

— {'incinnati Pest. 

Hotels, 

ADAMS HOUSE 
ADJOINING BANK OF MONTREAL, 

WELLINGTON ST, - - - CHATHAM, N, B. 

This Hotel has been entirely Refurnished. 
throughout and every possible arrangement is 
made to ensure the Comiort of Guests Sample 

Rooms on the premises. 

TEARS will be in attendance on the arriv- 
als of al trains. 

GOOD STABLING, &C. 
THOMAS FLANAGAN, 

Preprie 

SRNR 

CANADA HOUSE. 
Corner Water & St. John Streets, 

CHATHAM 

LARGEST HOTEL IN CHATHAM, 

Every attention paid to 

THE COMFORT OF GUESTS. 

Located in the business centre of the town. 
Stabling and Stable Attendance first rate. 

WM. JOHNSTON, 
PROPRIETOB 

REVERE HOUSE. 
Near Railway Station, 

Campbellton, N. B. 
formerly the Urion Hotel, kept by Mrs. Grogan 

Comfortable accommodation for permanent and 
transient guests. Commercial Travellers will 

also be provided with 

Sample Rooms. 
GOOD STABLING on the premises. 

Daniel Desmond, 
Proprietor, 

Aberdeen otel. 
The building known as the Muirhead stone house? 

opposite the Post Office, Chatham, 

WILL BE OPENED APRIL IST 

by the subscriber as a first class hotel for the 
accommodation of permanent and transient guests. 
The Hotel is in the centre of the business portion 

of the town, near the Steamboat Landing. 
Good stabling and yard room. 
Sample Rooms for Commercial Travellers. 
Hacks to and from all trains, 

A. J. PINE. 

COFFINS & CASKETS 
SEAS Rd 

Rosewood, Walnut, ete., 

rates. Pall Bearers’ outfit furnished, 

James Hackett, Undertaker 
CHATHAM, N: B. 

DERAVIN & CO 
COMMISSION MERCHANTS. 

ST. KITTS, W. I. 

Cable Address: Deravin, 

LEON DZRAVIN, Coasalar Azaat for France, 
* — 

FURNITURE | 
Now on ,view at the Emporium, 

Muirherd Building) Entrance Water or 
Side Street door., 

PARLOUR AND BEDROOM SETS, FANCY CHAIRS 
COMMON AND OTHER BEDSTEADS, TRON 

SINGLE AND DOUBLE BEDSTEADS 

HAT RACKS, SIDEBOARDS, 

Extension and Other Tables, 
Mattresses assorted kiuds, 

Gall's Pt. Spring Do. 
Shipments to arrive 
every otherweek, 

Sales every Saturday, at my auction room in 
rear of the building 

Goods for Auction 
can be sent Friday previous or through the week 

ONE AND ALL GIVE THE SUBSCRIBER A CALL 

A uc tions attended to as usual 

WM. WYSE. 
March 14th, 1804 

TRUSTEES NOTICE. 
: Notice is hereby given that John Kenny of 
Chatham, in the County of Northumberland. baker , 
has this day assigned his estate and effects to the 
—, in trust for the benefit of his credi- 

rs. 
. The trust deed lies at the office of R. A. Lawlor 
in Chatham, N. B., for inspection and execution. 

JAS. F. CONNORS, Trustee. 
Chatham N. B. Jan. 13th, 1894. 

Coffin findings and Rotes supplied at the very lowest 

FURNITURE. | 
(kaown. as 

Chairs in perforated and cane seats, 

Times are Changing. 

Go there for Boots and Shoes. 

In Hams, Bacon and Poultry ; 

In Tea, Coffee and Canned Goods; 
In Molasses, Vinegar and Oils; 

In Flour. Meal, Hay and Oats. 

Aids AT 3 

Without his advertising the people now know that W. T. Harris’ 

store, Chatham N. B., for 

BLNIOLES BAIN) 
IS THE SPOT, AND RUBBER GOODS AS WELL; 

His goods are right and prices low 
And this you see when once you go. 

Go there for Ladies’ and Gents’ Overshoes. 
Go there for Ladies’ and Gents’ Moccasins. 
Go there for Boys’ and Girls’ Moccasins. 
Go there for Childrens’ and Infants’ Moccasins. 
Go there for Ladies’ Overgaiters and House Moccasins, 
Go there for Ladies’ and Gents” Slippers. 
Go there for Ready Made Clothing. 

In each he beats them all, 
And this you find when once you call. 

In Staple and Fancy Groceries he leads as well; 
In Candied Peels—Grange, Lemon and Citron ; 
In Pure Escences—Vauilla, Peppermint and Lemon ; 
In Fruits, Spices and Confectionery ; 

In Pork, Beef, Herring and Codfish ; 

OLIDAY PRICES. 
BOUND TO SELL, 

SHOBS MADE WITH FIRTH’S BEST AXLE STEEL, 
ESPECIALLY FOR US. 

NONE BETTER. 
100 DOZ. NOW IN STOCK. 

KERR & ROBERTSON, 
WHOLESALE HARDWARE, 

SIT. JOE NW. B 

glasses 

give satisfaction: 

Medical Hall 

LONG WINTER EVENINGS | 

Are coming and in order to spend the time profitably as well as 
pleasantly it is necessary to read a great deal more than in the summer 
months. To do so comfertably,a great many people old and young must 
wear spectacles. Don’t make your sight worse than it is by using cheap 

Mackenzie's are Absolutely the Best 
to be obtained and are fitted properly and 

No charge for Testing the Sight 
Hundreds are wearing Mackenzie's Glasses now and in every case they 

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE, 
- Chatham, 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM, N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHORE 
NEWSPAPER. 

E23 
PRINTED 

EVERY WEDNESDAY 
EVENING. 

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR, PAYABLE IN ADVANGE. 
D. G. SMITH, EDITOR & PROPRIETOR. 

JOB PRINTING 
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE ! 

e
r
 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, 
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE, 
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS’ BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES, — 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 
NOTES OF HAND, 

JOINT NOTES, 
DRAFTS, 

the Province. 

both 

MILLINERY |  MILLINERY . 
SPRINC OPENING! 

GRAND DISPLAY OF MILLINERY ! 
I'veg toinform my customers and the ladies in general, that [am prepared to show the largost 

assortment of selected and choice millinery tg be found on the North Shore, 3 
I would be pleased to have as many as possi Pr 

% bOS visit my Show Rooms on the afternoons of | “eer and Wednesday, April 3rd and 4th, whether prepar- ed or R—- place their orders, that they may see my display of French, ¥nglish and ie novelties. : = pie 
In addition to my MILLINERY Goops I j a full line of Ladies’ Underwear, Infants "Robes Oid Ladies _ the latest and most dugable Corsets ever worn. These goods Iwill gell g onal w= ell at reasonaple 
All mail orders carefully and promntly attended 

3 

THREE MACHINE PRESSES 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running. Equipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing o 

The only Job-Printing office out- 
sicie of St. John that was awarded 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AT THH— 

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN 1883. 

ce in 

Ord ers by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

to. Soliciting your patronage and : past favors, I remaig, nN 

JOSIE NOONAN. 
WATER STREET, CHATHA ua 

EE ——— 

FASHIONABLE ~~ TAILORI " 
Made to order in the latest style 

Laaies Spring Jackets, 

Capes and antles: 
perfect fit guaranteed; men’s and boy : 
receive special attention. jo Work will 

Residence, Thomas Street, Newcast' @ N. B. 

S. H. UNDE’ gaHILL 
T. ATLORHSS, 

HOUSE "0 LET.  
—
-
—
 

A desirable dwelling 
furnished, sitv.ate on § 
ten rooms, with barn 

house, furnished or un- 
st. John Street, containing 

«djoining. Apply to 

JOHN FOTHBR'RINGHAM. 

{ The best test of any school is the patronage it 
re« seives from those who live in its vicinity, sd 
ar e ina position to judge of its merits. 

Our 1 cal patronage 18 greater than ever before. 

t he success of its graduates 

For terms, etc., call at the 
circulars to 

KERR & PRINGLE 

Odd Fellows’ Hall. 

J : ok 

| SALT! SALT! 
For Sale in Bags or bulk by 

GEO BURCHILL & SONS, 

TYPEWRITER, &C. &OC. 
———ALSQ—— 

PANY FOR NORTHERN COUNTIES, 

OFFICE: 

BENSON JSLOCK 

We hold out no false inducements. People judge 

o ur institution by the breadth and thoroughness 

o four cowrses of instruction, and, especially, by 

college, orsend for 

St. John, N. B 

J. F. BENSON, 
AGEN T FOR “NEW YOST” TY PEW

RITING COM- 

/ 

0 

| 
CHATHAM, N B. De aR ep er Tl Na ar ma 

A third class female teacher for No. 
trict, Blackville. 

Underhill P. O Northd, Co. N. B 

PA PPh a 

. » A=] a aL] £ = 

WANTED. 
5 school dis- 

Apply stating salary, to 

N. N MOUNTAIN, 
See. to Trustees. 

ar AP gees 
” na , B 

=, § Amsoil 3 
LENA NEW 

.
 

“Yor must go te Bomaudn, I 

ou do not § will not be respunsis 

le for the conseguences,” ** Luft, 

doctor, I can afford neither the 

time nor the money.” “Well, if 
that is impossibie, try 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSIO 
OF PURE NORWEGIAN | 
COD LIVER OIL. 

I sometimes call it Bermuda Bot- 
tled, ard many cases of 

CONSUMPTION, 
Bronchitis, Cough 

or Severe Coll | 
I have CURED with it; and the) 
advantage is thai the mest sensi ) 
tive stomach can take it. Aagiiesr 
thing whieh commends it is fire ¢ 
stimulating properties of whe (ya) 
ophosphites whieh It contaivs, 
cu will find if for sale at yous | 

Pruggist’s, in Saimoen BM Eappes. Be ¢ 
sure you get the gontnine,” 

—
 

Dunlap Bros. & Co, 

Dunlap, McKim & Downs, 

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO., 

Established 1866. 
DUNLAP vOOKE & CO. 

MERCHANT TAILORS 
Se TN ire 

AMHERST, N. S. 

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS, 

AMHERST. 

AMHERST, N. S. N. S. 
This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths inclndinz all the different makes suitable for 

WALLACE, N. S. 

fine trace. Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainable, and the clothing from 
his establishment has a superior tone and finish. All inspection of the samples will convince you that 
the prices are right, 

THE GREAT SOUTH AMERIC 
[| RS ANT 

Stomach Liver Cure 
The Most Astonishing Medical Discovery of 

the Last One Hundred Years. 
it is Pleasant to the Taste as the Sweetest Nectar. 
It is Safe and Harmless as the Purest Hilk. 

This wonderful Nervine Tonic has only recently been introduced 
into this country by the proprietors and manufacturers of the Great 
South American Nervine Tonic, and yet its great yalue as a curative 
agent has long been known by a few of the most learned physicians, 
who have not brought its merits and value to the knowledge of the 
general public. , 

This medicine has completely solved the problem of the cure of indi- 
gestion, dyspepsia, and diseases of the general nervous system. It is 
also of the greatest value in the cure of all forms of failing health from 
whatever cause. It performs this by the great nervine tonic qualities 
which it possesses, and by its great curative powers upon the digestive 
organs, the stomach, the liver and the bowels. No remedy compares 
with this wonderfully valuable Nervine Tonic as a builder and strength- 
ener of the life forces of the human body, and as a great renewer of a 
broken-down constitution. It is also of more real permanent value in 
the treatment and cure of diseases of the lungs than any consumption 
remedy ever used on this continent. It is a marvelous cure for nerv- 
ousness of females of all ages. Ladies who are approaching the critical 
period known as change in life, should ndt fail to use this great Nervine 
Tonic, almost constantly, for the space of two or three years. It will 
carry them safely over the danger. This great strengthener and cura- 
tive is of inestimable value to the aged and infirm, because its great 
energizing properties will give them a new hold on life. It will add ten 
or fifteen years to the lives of many of those who will use a half dozen 
bottles of the remedy each year. 

IT IS A GREAT REMEDY FOR THE CURE OF 
Nervousness, Broken Constitution, 
Nervous Prostration, Debility of Old Age, 
Nervous Headache, Indigestion and Dyspepsia, 
Sick Headache, Heartburn and Sour Stomach, 
Yemale Weakness, Weight and Tenderness in Stomach, 
Nervous Chills, Loss of Appetite, 
Paralysis, Frightful Dreams, 
Nervous Paroxysms and Dizziness and Ringing in the Ears, 
Nervous Choking, Weakness of Extremities and 
Hot Flashes, Fainting, 
Palpitation of the Heart, Impure and Impoverished Blood, 
Mental Despondency, Boils and Carbuncles, 
Sleeplessness, Scrofula, 
St. Vitus’ Dance, Scrofulous Swellings and Ulcers, 
Nervousness of Females, Consumption of the Lungs, 
Nervousness of Old Age, Catarrh of the Lungs, 
Neuralgia, Bronchitis and Chronic Cough, 
Pains in the Hears, Liver Complaint, 
Pains in the Back, Chronic Diarrhea, 
Failing Health, Delicate and Scrofulous Children, 

Summer Complaint of Infants. 
th~r evaiz'nty etired br this wonderful 1 I's e) 

H dF vn oe 
Ad Vaidwiow . 

ANOervilide A ULiiC. 

RERVOUS DISEASES, 
As a cure for every class of Nervous Diseases, no remedy has been 

able to compare with the Nervine Tonic, which is very pleasant and 
harmless in all its effects upon the youngest child or the oldest and most 
delicate individual. Nine-tenths of all the ailments to which the human 
family is heir are dependent on nervous exhaustion and impaired diges- 
tion. When there is an insufficient supply of nerve food in the blood, a 
general state of debility of the brain, spinal marrow, and nerves is the 
result. Starved nerves, like starved muscles, become strong when the 
right kind of food is supplied; and a thousand weaknesses and ailments 
disappear as the nerves recover. As the nervous system must supply all 
the power by which the vital forces of the body are carried on, it is the 
first to suffer for want of perfect nutrition. Ordinary food does not con- 
tain a sufiicient quantity of the kind of nutriment necessary to repair 
the wear our present rode of living and labor imposes upon the nerves. 
For this reason it becomes necessary that a nerve food be supplied. 
This South American Nervine has been found by analysis to contain the 
essential elements out of which nerve tissue is formed. This accounts 

for its universal adaptability to the cure of all forms of nervous de- 

rangement. 
- J "na CRAWFORDSVILLE, TxD, Aug. 20, "8S. 

To the Great South American 2ledicine Co.: 
DEAR GENTS: —1 desire to say to vou that I 

have suffered for many years with a very serious | 
disease of the stomach and nerves. 1 tried every 
medicine I could hear of, but nothing done me 
any appreciable good until I was advised to 
try your Great South American Nervine Tonic 
and Stomach and Liver Cure, and since using 
several bottl=s of it I must say that I am sur- 
prised at its wonderful powers to cure the stom- 
ach and general nervoi 3 system. If everyone 
knew the value of this remedy as I do you would 
act be able to supply the demand. 

J. A. Harpig, Ex-Treas, Montgomery Co. 

A SWORN CURE FOR ST. VITAS’ DANCE OR CHOREA. 
CRAWFORDSVILLE, IND., June 1887. 

My daughter, eleven years old, was severely a 1icted with St. Vitus’ Dance 
or Chorea. We gave her three and one-half botues of South American Ner- 
vine and she is completely restored. I believe it will cure every case of St. 
Vitus’ Dance. I have kept it in my family for two years, and am sure it is 
the greatest remedy in the world for Indigestion and Dyspepsia, and for all 
forms of Nervous Disorders and Failing Health, from whatever cause. 

: Jorn T. MIsH.. 
State of Indiana, 

Montgomery County, } sid 
Subscribed and sworn to before me this June 22, 1887. 

Cras. W. WRIGHT, Notary Public 

INDIGESTION AND DYSPEPSIA. 
The Great South American Nervine Tonic 

Which we now offer you, is the only absolutely unfailing remedy ever 
discovered for the cure of Indigestion, Dyspepsia, and the vast train of 
symptoms and horrors which are the result of disease and debility of 
the human stomach. No person can afford to pass by this jewel of incal- 
culable value who is affected by disease of the stomach, because the ex- 
perience and testimony of many go to prove that this is the oNE and 
ONLY ONE great cure mn the world for this universal destroyer. There 
is no case of unmalignant disease of the stomach which can resist the 
wonderful curative powers of the South American Nervine Tonic. 
FRAN E. HALL, of Waynetown, Ind., says: Mes. ELLA A. BraTTON, of New Ross, TS— 

“I owe my life to the Great South American LD | express how much I owe to 
Nervine. 1 had been in bed for five months from re i gp gvstem was completely shat- 
the effects of an exhausted stomach, Indigestion, SEIEEG SWRE. dha hi and spitting 
Nervous Prostration, and a general shattered | tered, appetite gone, was coughing st condition of my whole system. Had given up | up blood; am sure I was in the ee — 
all hopes of getting well. Had tried three doe- | of consumption, an inheritance han a 

through several generations. I began taking tors, with no relief. The first bottle of the Nerv- = 
ine Tonic improved me so much that 1 was ableto | the Nervine Tonic, and continued its use for 
walk about, and a few bottles cured me entirely. | about six months, and am entirely cured. It 
I believe it is the best medicine in the world. I | is the grandest remedy for nerves, stomach and 
can not recommend it too highly.” lungs I have ever seen. 

No remedy compares with SoUTH AMERICAN NERVINE as a eure for the Nerves. No remedy com. 
pares with South American Nervine as a wondrous cure for the Stomach. No remedy will at all 
compare with South American Nervine as a cure for all forms of ha gy It never fails to 
cure Indigestion and Dyspepsia. It never fails to eure Chorea or St. as ance. Its powers te 
build up the whole system are wonderful in the extreme. It cures the old, the young, and the mid. 
dle aged. Itis a great friend to the aged and infirm. Do not neglect to use this precious boon; 
if you do, you may neglect the only remedy which will restore you to health. South American 
Nervine is perfectly safe, and very pleasant to the taste. Delicate ladies, do not fail to use this 
great cure, because it will put the bloom of freshness and beauty upon your lips and in your cheeks, 
and quickly drive away your disabilities and weaknesses. 

Large 16 ounce Bottle, $1.00. 
EVERY BOTTLE WARRANTED. 

SOLD BY DR. J. PALLEN & SON, 

ResEcca WiLgivsoy, of Brownsvalley, Ind, 
says: *Ihad been in a distressed condition for 

three years from Nervousness, Weakness of the 
Stomach, Dyspepsia, and indigestion, until my 

health was gone. I had Leen doctoring con- 
stantly, with no relief. I bought one bottle of 
South American Nervine, which done me more 
good than any $50 worth of doctoring I ever 
did in my life. I would oo - weakly pers 

son to use this valual’ 

few bottles of it haz 

cogsider it the grand 

} 
LS od ) 

SCOTT & BOWIE, Belleville, | CHATHAM, N. B. 

Toa 
Co.


