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BABYHOOD.

Heigh ho, babyhood! Tell me where you linger;
Let’'s toddie hame again, for we have gone
astray—
Take this eager hand of mine and lead me by the
finger
Back to the loftus lands of the far away.

Turn back the leaves of life—don’t read the story—
Let’s find the pictures and fancy all the rest;

We can fill the pages with a brighter glory
That old Time, the story-teller, at his very best.

Turn to the brook where the honeysuckle, tipping
O’er its vase of perfume, spills it on the breeze,
And the bees and humming-birds in ecstacy are

sipping
From the fairy flagons of the blooming locust
trees.

Turn to the lane where we used to ‘“‘teeter-totter,”
Printing little foot-palms in the mellow-mould—
Laughing at the lazy cattle wading in the water,
Where the ripples dimple round the butter-cups
of gold.

Where the dusky turtle lies basking on the gravel
Of the sunny sandbar in the middle tide,

And the ghostly dragon fly pauses in his travel
To rest like a blossom where the water-lily died.

Heigh ho, babyhood! Tell me where you linger;
Let's toddie home again, for we have gone
astray—
Take this eager hand of mine and lead me by the
finger

Back to the lotus lands of the far away.
—James Whitcomb Riley.

A CHANCE WORD.

Myra Sydney was eitting in the window
of her little parlor watching the slow rising
of a storm over the opposite sky. Even
city streets have their opportunities. This
street in which Miss Sydney dwelt was in
the outskirts of a suburb, where building
lots were still generously measured. It ran
along the ridge of a slope, and Miss Syd-
ney’s house had the further advantage of
standing opposite a group ot vacant lots,
beyond which, above the roofs and chim-
neys on the lower streets, a line of blue
hiﬁs was visible, topped with woods and
dappled with cloud shadows.

Kfany an autumn sunset had she watched
from her front windows ; many a soft spring
ramn and whirling snowstorm. To some na-
tures there are both companionship and
compensation in the changeful aspects of
nature. Myra was one of these. She would
not have exchanged her little house with its
wide view for any other, however magnifi-
cent, whose boundaries were brick walls
alone ; and sky and sun and hill made for
the leisure moments of her busy life a per-
petual and unwearying feast.

The room in which Miss Sydney sat ex-
pressed its owner, as rooms will, whether
meant to do so or not. In no respect of
size or shape did it differ from No. 11 on
one side or No. 13 on the other, yet its as-
pect was anything rather than common-
place. The prevailing tint on wall and
floor was a soft olive, which made a back-

ound for brighter colored things; for the
old Indian shawl which did duty as a por-
tiere, for a couple of deep-hued eastern
rugs; for pictures of various kinds and val-
ues, and a sprinkling of bric-a-brac, odd
rather than valuable, but so chosen as tobe
in thorough harmony with its surround-
ings.

iﬂverything had a use No pitfalls
yawned for unwary guests in the shape of
minute tables, Queen Anne or otherwise,
laden with trumpery biscuit or Sevres, and
ready to upset with a touch. A couple of
short old-fashioned sofas flanked the fire-
place on either side, two or three easy
chairs and a firm-set low table, laden wit
books and periodicals, completed a sort of
circle where ten or a dozen persons could
group themselves round the blaze. Miss
Sydney herself, slight, vivid, simply dressed,
but without an ungraceful point or fold,was
in accordance with her room.

The clock struck seven. The black cloud
had crept to the zenith, and now a strong
gust of wind swept from beneath it, bring-
ing on its wings the first drops of rain. Miss
Sydney rose and shut the window. At that
moment the door bell rang.

““It’s two girls with a parcel, Miss Myra,”
said Esther, the parlor maid. *‘They’d like
to speak with you they say.”

Miss Sydney went out into the little en
try. The girls, about the same age, were
of the unmistakable shopgirl type. ‘‘You
are from Snow & Asher’s, I t-ﬂink P she
said in a courteous voice.

“Yes'm. Mr. Snow says he wasn't sure
which of the under waists it was you took,
so he sent both kinds, and you will try ’em
od, please ?”

““Certainly.

“Yes'm.”

Mies Sydney made what haste she could,
but before she returned the rain was falling
in torrents. “‘You must wait till it slack-
ens,” she said. ‘“You'll be very wet if you
don’t. Have you far to go?”

‘‘She has,” replied one of the girls with
an embarrassed giggle. “I'm pretty near
by, and the horse-car runs just in front
of the door. But Carry has to walk quite
a way, and her shoes is thin, too. She'd
better wait, I guess, but I must go, any-
way.”

Miss Sydney glanced at the shoes—cheap,
paper-soled boots with a dusty velvet bow
sewed on the toe of each, and she, too,
concluded that by all means ‘‘Carry” must
wait. “‘Come in here,” she said, leading
the way into the parlor. Esther had now
lighted the lamp. A little fire sparkled on
the hearth. Mx))'ra drew an easy chair close

Are you to wait for them?”

to it.  ““Sit down and have a thorough
warming,” she said. “‘It is a chilly even-
ing.”

“Yes'm.”

The girl thrust the velvet-bowed boots,
which gaped for buttons, out to the fire,
and, half from embarrassment, held up a
hand to shade her face. It was a small
hand with an ambiguous red gem on the
foreﬁn%&x;. The nails wereall bitten to the
quick, Miss Sydney observed.

The face shaded by the hand was not un-
retty. The brown eyes had a straight-
orward, honest glance, the mouth was ra-

ther sweet, there was that delicacy of model-
ling, just bordering on fragility, which gives
to the early youth of so many American
women a fleeting charm. It was a face
which softly banded hair and a low knot
would suit ; but, with the bad taste of her
class ‘‘Carry” had adopted the style of coif-
fure which became her least. the front
hair was an unkept tangle of ‘‘bang.” At
the back was a mass of jute switches,
braided and surmounted with a gilt comb,
and on top of the erection was perched a
straw hatgined with blue and ornamented
with a bedragged cock’s tail. The dress,
of cheap material, was blue also, and was

frilled and flounced into & caricature of the
prevailing fashion. A ruffle of soiled lace
surrounded the girl’s neck, beneath which,
over a not overclean muslin tie, hung a
smart locket of yellow metal—very yellow.
Bangles clinked round the slender ‘wrists.
tI)3eneatl.x the pufﬁ‘ed and ruffled skirt a shab-

petticoat o cotton peeped out.

’I’l;ough the weat erywas chill, gﬁe}:izrl wore
no wrap. Miss Sydney noted these details
in half the time it has taken to describe
them, and stirred with a pity which was half
indignation, said, “My child, how could you
think of coming out on such a day as this
without a shaw]?”

““I haven’t any shawl.”

“Well, a jacket, then.”

““I haven’tany jacket, either, that matches
this dress,” glancing complacently down at
the beruffled skirt.

“But you would rather wear a jacket
that didn’t match your dress than catch a
cold, wouldn’t you?”

‘“Yes,” admitted the girl, in a rather un-
willing tone. “‘But the only one I've got
is purple, and it looks horrid with this
blue.” Noting dissent in her companion’s
face, she added—*We poor girls can’t
have a wrap with every dress, like rich
ladies do.”

“No,” said Miss Sydney gently, ‘I know
it. I never attempt to have a wrap for
each dress I wear. I can’'t afford it,
either.”

, Carry stared. ‘‘How queer —" she be-
gan, then changed it to, ‘‘but you and us
are quite different, ma’am.”

There was something wistful in the face,
which touched Myra Sydney. ‘It will be
time wasted, I dare say,” she said to her-
self, *‘still I should like, just for once, to
argue out the dress question with a girl
like this. She is one of a great class, and
poor things, they’re so dreadfully foolish
and ignorant.” She made no immediate
reply to her companion, but rose and rang
the bell. “I am going to give you a cup
of tea,” she said. “Ifark, how it rains!
You can’t go yet, and you'll be less likely
to take cold when you do go, if you start
well warmed. Besides, I want to have
you stay. I should like to have a little
talk over this question of dress which is so
interesting to all of us women.” She smiled
brightly at her guest, who, as if dazzled,
watched the entrance of the tray with its
bubbling kettle, its plates of thin bread
and butter and crisp, dainty crkes ; watched
Myra measure the tea, warm the pot of
gay Japanese ware, and when the brew was
ready, fill the thin-lipped cups, and drop in
sugar and cream.

““How nice!” she said, with a sigh of
satisfaction. Her heart opened under the
unwonted kindness and comfort, and Miss
Sydney had little difficulty in learning what
she wished to know. Carry Thomas was
the girl’s name. She had lived ‘‘at home”
till two years ago. Did she like the city?
Yes, she said, she liked it well enough, but
it was not much like home to board. She
and another girl had worked at Snow &
Asher’s, had a room together out in Far-
well street. They had pretty good times
when they were not too full of work, but
in the busy season they stayed so late at the
store that they didn’t want anything when
they got home except to go right straight
to bed. They got 87 a week—more when
there was extra work to do.

““Can you lay up anything out of that?”
asked Miss Sydney.

“No, ma’am, nota cent; at least I
don’t. There's some girls in the store
that do, but they’ve got sick friends to
save for.” g

“Now,” said Miss Sydney, having thus
felt her way, ‘‘to go back to the jacket
question. As Itold you, I can’t atall
afford to have one for every dress.”

“Can’t you, ma’am? What do you do,
then ?”

“I buy one jacket which will do with
everything I wear.”

“But that isn’t a suit,” said Carry, doubt-
fully.

““No, but it isn't absolutely necessary
that everything should be a suit?”

*“The girls at our store think so much of
suits”—in a puzzled tone of self-defence.

“I know some people have a fancy for
them, and they are very pretty sometimes.
But don’t you see that they must cost a
great deal of money, and that working
people, you and myself, for instance, ought
to manage more carefully ?”

“Do you work, ma'am ?”

“To be sure I do. You look surprised.
Ah, you think that because I have a little
home of my own and live in a pretty room
I must be a fine lady with nothing to do.
That’s a mistake of yours. I work nearly
as many hours a day as you do, and earn
the greater part of my own income, and I
have to consult economy to keep my home
and make it pleasant, and among the things
which I can’t afford to have are suits.”

“I wish you'd tell me how you do,
ma’am.”

“I will, though I'm not in the habit of
talking quite so freely about my affairs, but
I teﬁ you, because it may give you an
idea how to manage better for yourself.
In the first place 1 keep to two or three
colors. I have a black gown or two, and
an olive brown, and this yellowish-green
that you see, and some lighter ones, white
or pale yellow. Now, with any of these
the same bonnet will do. The one I am
wearing now is black, with a little jet and
pale yellow, and it goes perfectly well with
all my dresses, and so does my black cash-
mere jacket and my parasol and gloves,
which are yellow also. Don’t you see that
there is economy in this, and that if I had a

urple dress and a blue one and a brown,
fshould want a different bonnet for each,
and different gloves and a different para-
sol ?”

“Why, yes, it does seem so,” said Carry,
drawing a long breath. “I'd like to do
something different myself, but I don’t sup-

ose I'd know how.”

“Would you mind if I told you what I
think ?” asked Myra gently.

“No’m, I'd thank you.”

““It seems to me that the chief trouble
with girls who work in stores is that they
care more for what they call ‘stylish,’ than
for being either neat or pretty. A young

irl can look her best in a simPIe dress, 1if
1t is well put on and becoming.’

“That’s what mother used to say. And
Mark, he always liked me best in a white
bib apron. To be sure he never saw me
in city clothes”—she stopped, blushing.

‘“Is Mark your brother ?” asked Myra.
Then she smiled at her own stupidity, for
such a deep blush as mantled in Cary’s
cheek is seldom evoked by the mention ofa
brother.

“No’'m, he’s just a friend. His folks
and mine live opposite.”

“In Gilmanton, and is he a farmer ?”

‘‘His father farms and Mark works for

him, but his time is out in the spring, and
then he calculates to set up for hmueff.”

“Does he ever come to the city P

“‘No, notsince I was here, but he speaks
of coming down toward spring, and that's
one reason why I like to ?ook as stylish as
I can, so's not to be different from the rest
when Mark comes.”

‘I think in his place I should prefer you
to be different,” said Miss Sydney, decid-
edly. “Now, Carry, don't be offended ;
what you girls aim at is to look like the
ladies who come to the shop, isn't it?—
‘stylish,’ as you would say P

““Yes, I s’pose it is,” admitted Carry.

“Well, then, I must tell you the plain
truth, you utterly fail in your attempt.
No one would mistake a giri, dressed as
you are at this moment, for a lady ; nobody !
—but,” disregarding the deep flush on her
companion’s cheeks—‘‘if I went into a
shop, and saw there a young lady as pretty
and as delicately made as you are, Carry,
with hair as smooth as satin, and a simple
gown that fitted exactly, and a collar and
cuffs as white as snow, and perhaps a black
silk apron or a white one, and with new
shoes and nice stockings, if I saw a girl
dressed like that with nothing costly, noth-
ing that any girl cannot have, but every-
thing fresh and neat and pretty, I should
say to myself, there is a shop girl with true
instincts of a lady. And Carry—don't
think me impertinent—if Mark came to town
and saw a girl like that among the crowd
of untidy, overdressed ones at Snow &
Asher's, I think the contrast would strike
him as it would me—agreeably !  *

Miss Sydney paused, half frightened at
her own daring. Carry looked steadily
into the fire without speaking. The rain
had ceased. Myra rose and threw back
the blind, revealimg the moon struggling
through thin edges of cloud. Carry fol-
lowed her to the window. Her,razeeks
were a deep red, but there was & frank and
grateful look in her eyes as she said: I
must be going now, ma'am. You've been
ever so good to let me stay. 1 shan’t for-
get it, and—I guess you are about right.”

““I wender if I said the right thing or
have done the least good ?” queried iﬁss
Sydney as she watched her guest depart.

It was some weeks before she had occa-
sion to again visit Snow & Asher’s, and
she had half forgotten the little incident,
when one day, entering the shop in quest
of something, her attention was attracted
by a face which beamed with sudden smiles
at the sight of her. It wasindeed Carry,
but such a different Carry from the drag-
gled vision of the wet evening! She still
wore the blue dress, but the flounces had
been ripped off, and the front was hidden
with a black silk apron. The tangle of
hair was smoothed out like ordinary waves,
a white collar with a knot of blue ribbon
was round her neck; one of the objection-
able rings had disappeared and so had the
yellow locket. So changed and so much
prettier was the little maiden that Miss
Sydney scarcely knew her, till blush and
smile pointed her out.

She waited on her customer with assidu-
ity and under cover of a box of ruffles they
exchanged confidences. Did Miss Sydney
think she looked better? She was so glad.
The girls had laughed at her at first, but
not so much now, and her room-mate,
Ellen Morris, had got herself an apron like
hers. Miss Sydney left the shop with a
pleased amusement at her heart. She meant
to go often to keep a little hold on Carry,
but circumstances took her off to Florida,
soon afterward, and it was late in April be-
fore she returned.

“That girl from Snow & Asher’s was to
see you about a week ago, ma’am,” said
Esther, the evening after her arrival. ¢I
told her you was expected Tuesday, and
she said she would come again today, for
she wanted to speak to you particular, and
she was going away. There she is now.”

Carry indeed it was with a steady,manly-
looking young fellow by her side.

It 1s Mark, Miss Sydney,” she said, by
way of introduction.  Later, when Mari
had walked over to the window to see the
view, she exclaimed further in a rapid un-
dertone—*‘he came down two months ago,
while you was away, ma’am. I came out
to tell you, but you was gone, and—day
after tomorrow I'm—going back with him
to Gilmanton. I told kim he must bring me
out tonight, for I couldn’t leave without
saying good-by to you.”

“You are going to be married ?”’

“Yes"—with a happy look--‘‘tomorrow
morning. And oh, Miss Sydney, what do
you think Mark says? He says if he'd
found me looking like the rest of the girls
at the store, with false hair and jewelry
and that, he’d never in the world have
asked me at all. And I did look just like
that, you know. It was what you said that
rainy night that made me change, and ex-
cept for that nothing would have happened
that has, and I shouldn’t be the girl I
am”—

‘“‘Bread on the waters,” thought Myra,
as a little later she watched the lovers walk
down the street. Such a little crumb, and
such wide waters, yet it has come back!
How impossible it seems, or would seem,
if one did not have to believe that what
we call chances and accidents are God’s
opportunities, by which He allows us to
lend a helping hand in His work, not quite
understanding what we do, but knowing
that through%]..m the smallest things end
sometimes in great results.—7he Congre-
gationalist.

A Nice Breakfast Guest.

The British consul at St. Vincent, the
other day, invited the African King Ja Ja
to join him at breakfast. He arrived at the
appointed hour, and was told to make him-
self quite at home. Opposite the African
monarch was a large ham intact. Ja Ja
quietly grabbed the knuckle bone and
placed the whole ham on his plate. He
then proceeded to demolish it, eating the
whole ham in a remarkably short space of
time, and afterward gnawed the bone. The
dignitied governor was horror-struck, but
was too well-bred to appear to notice his
guest’s formidable gastronomic powers.

But this was not all. Ja Ja next spied
a jar of preserves, and with a tablespoon
soon put it under his vest. The king asked
for ‘““more.” Another jar was produced
and disposed of. Still the king was not
satisfied, and 1t was not until he had eaten
four jars of preserves, in addition to the
ham, that the king breathed a sigh of satis-
faction, and smiling at the half-petrified
governor and his amused guests said :

“Rum, muchee rum.”

A bottle of good old Jamaica was pro-
duced, and the xing, with the help of a
large tumbler, wusued down his repast.
Just as the king ... preparing to ask for a
second bottle, t'.c  -cakfast party politely
adjourned.— Ezchange.

THE PROPER THING TO DO.

Lordlings and Snobs Slighted the Reporter,
but He Got There Just the Same,

Notice has been taken of the Duke of
Cambridge’s visit to Liverpool in 1855, but
one remarkable episode of that visit is now
nearly forgotten. A newspaper man who
was then in Liverpool gave a graphic de-
scription of it the other night. The Duke
of Cambridge, Mr. Cardwell and several
other distinguished men were to dine with
tbe mayor at the town hall. Their speeches
were expected to be of European import-
ance, and great interest attached to the oc-
casion. Owing to the great attendance the
mayor could find room for only one re-
porter. There was much protest on the
part of the press, but it was of noavail. An
expert reporternamed Murphy was selected
for the work, and arrangements were made
to supply all England with his report,
which he was to dictate, when the banquet
was over, to a dozen stenographers: but
Mr. Murphy had been treated with the ut-
most discourtesy by the town hall officials.
He was placed apart from the guests, and
was ecither supplied with a seat amongst the
pots and pans of the waiters, or in an or-
chestra occupied by the fiddlers.

_However, he took his revenge as well as
his notes. When he returned to the office,
where a dozen reporters were awaiting him
with breathless anxiety, he smiled be-
nignantly upon them and told them to go

ho_me. “Go home,” gasped a celebrated
editor, *‘what do you mean? Have vou
not got the report ?” “‘I have taken down

every syllable,” said the redoubtable
Murphy, ‘“‘here are my notes,” slapping
his pocketbook, ‘‘and here they remain. 1
have been grossly insulted, and not a line
of the speeches shall ever see print.” He
was as good as his word, and so far as Eng-
land and the world were concerned, the
great men at the town hall might have
uttered their words of wisdom, congratula-
tion, and warning in a thunderstorm from
the top of Snowdon.— Liverpool (Eng.)
Post.

IT NEVER RUNS SMOOTH.

An Unewected Obstacle That Interfered
/ith True, Youthful Love.

“What did papa say when you asked him
for my hand, l'aul " ’

‘‘He didn’t say anything, Annabel,” re-
plied the young man, nervously ; “*he didn't
sa{ a word. lHe just looked at me n a
cold, hard way, and got down off the high
stool and began to slide around the end of
the desk. That’s all he said and I came
awai;.”

‘‘But he would have spoken had you re-
mained, Paul.”

*‘I mistrusted that he would, Annabel,
and for that reason I fled. I am foolishly
sensitive, and cannot endure harshness.”

- ¢I fear, dear Paul,” said the girl tender-
ly, but with a weary sigh, ‘‘that you do not
love we ; that your heart has tired of me
and grown cold, or that you have no sand.
Pa is always on the bluff. He acted just
that way to Will Kilburn, and when he
came out from behind the desk Will landed
one on his neck and taught him some sense.
You weaken too easily, Paul. You have
more gu¥ than business.”

And rismg to her feet the girl passed
away from %is sight, a dreamy vision of
summer lovelmess and grace, fair as the
morning, and all that day the heaviness of
the young man’s keart threw a melancholy
cadence into his voce as he stood among
the threads and sung at intervals plaintive
snatches from the old, 5]d song, ‘“Ca-ish!’
— Brooklyn Eagle.

Don’t Kill the Old Hens.

When hens are sheddin% teathers thev
often stop laying and grow far. Most Pe(;‘
ple consider fat a sign of heallh, The fat-
tening of moulting hens, however, as with
some people produces debility ragher than
health. Many of the worst cases of roup
are contracted, while the hens are moslting,

The food of moulting hens, if large v
vegetable, is fat-forming, and not required
for growing feathers. Therefore corn-fed
hens get very fat. They need more mtrogen
and phosphate elements in their food when
moul[ting, which it not supplied they stop
laving, because the growing feathers have
used all, and left no nitrogenous matter to
form eggs. At this season, killing old hens
and relying on young pullets is a great
mistake ; where people have a few hens and
late pullets. Because, if properly fed, the
hens will have their new plumage and lay
well all winter; while the pullets, unless
specially treated, may not commence laying
until spring, when high prices for eggs have
fallen one-half. Again, an old hen’s egg
will hatch a more vigorous chicken than a
pullet’s egg.

John R. Jones, Suffield, Conn., a breed-
er of prize-winning mottled Javas, sayss

I find Sheridan’s Condition Powder fed
once daily in the food, very valuable for
moulting hens. I have used it two years
for exhi%ition birds. It assists in growing
new feathers, makes the combs a bright
red, and gives a rich gloss to the plumage.
It will also make hens lay and the eggs
hatch well. I find when other egg-foods
are used in quantities to force egg produc-
tion the eggs do not hatch.”

The above is the experience of many
people in using Sheridan’s Powder. If fed
to young pullets now as directed, they will
begin to lay before six months old. Com-
mence at once using Sheridan’s Powder.
It helps old hens through moulting, and
gets the ‘pullets in layini trim before the
sesson of high prices. Eggs will sell very
high this fall and winter. Therefore be
ready to get all you can.

I. S. Johnston & Co., 22 Custom House
St., Boston Mass., sole makers of Sheri-
dan’s Condition Powder to make hens lay,
will send to any address for one two cent
stamp, testimonials with full information
how to make a few hens pay well; also
how to obtain Sheridan’s Powder.—.Advt.

Bound to make a Sale.

Peddler—I am introducing a new kind of
hair brush which—

Business man (impatiently)— ‘I've no
use for a hair brush. Can’t you see I'm
bald ?”

Peddler—*‘Yes, sir.

Your lady, per-
haps—"

QL0 13 $¢an

~ ,»\.p‘-,pt
when she goes out.”
Peddler—*‘Yes, sir. Child at home,
probably—"

Business man—*‘ Only a month old.
Bald, too.”

Peddler—‘‘Yes, sir. You keep a pet

dog maybe—"

ﬁusiness man—*‘We do, but its a hair-
less dog.”

Pedcﬁer (desperately) — ““Can’t I sell

you a fly-trap, sir ?"—Chicago Tribune.

London House,
RETATL.

Jerseys - - - Jerseys.

We have received our

Fall Tmportation of Jerseys,

CONSISTING OF

Over 500 in Black and Colored,

In Low, Medinm and Fine Qualities.

A number of new styles will be found in
this assortment.

Stockinette Jackets,

For street wear. Plain and Braided.

B¥~ In ordering state Bust measurement and
length of sleeve.

Charlotte Street.
JAMES S, MAY. W. ROBERT MAY.

JAMES 8. MAY & SON,

Merchant Tailors.
84 Prince William Street,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

P. O. Box 308.

_ Stock always complete in the latest de-
signs suitable for first-class trade.

Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount
for cash.

Dispensing of Prescriptions.

Special Attention is Given to
this very important branch.

Medicines of Standardized Strength used.

By this means reliable articles will be supplied, and
in each case compounded by a competent person.

&%~ Prices low. 8¢
WM. B. McVEY,

Dispensing Chemist, 185 Union Street.

. MOSQUITOBANE.

A Certain Preventive from the Bite of Black Flies, Mos-
quitoes, Etc. Not Injurious to the Skin,
No Unpleasant Qdor,

Prepared by A. C. SMITH & CO., St. John, N. B.

TESTIMONIAL.

CaMpP BUurNT HiLyp,
S. W. Miramichi River, July 9th, 1884.
A. CaipMaN SMita & Co.,
Dear Sirs,—We have much pleasure in certitying
to the eflicacy of your preparation of Mosquitobane.
We have used others of acknowledged merit and
have found none o effective in warding off the at-
tacks of mosquitoes, black flies and other pests.
We consider it invaluable to sportsmen and others
who _vigit our forests and streams.
Yours truly, ALEX. H. Woob,
Wx. MAGEE,
Wx. F. BuNTiNg,
C. A. ROBERTSON.

“The Bouok of the Season,”

LOOKING BACKWARD)
(2000--18K7)

By EDW. BELLAMY.

FOR SALE BY

ALFRED MORRISEY,

104 - - - King Street - - 104.
JUST RECEIVED:

A CHOICE LOT
Havana Cigars.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,
84 ---King Street-- -84

Oysters and Fish.
IN STORE:
10 Bbls. P. E. I. Oysters;
2 bé

SHAD, MACKEREL, etc., etc.

J. ALLAN TURNER,

25 North side Queen Square

PARK HOTEL,

Having lately been REFITTED and FURNISHED,
is now open to the public for
sient boarders, where they 1 find & home with
every attention paid to their comfort.

TerRMS—$1.50 and 2.

E. H. WHITE, Proprietor,
King Square, St. John, N. B.

QUEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON, N. B.

J. A. EDWARDS - Proprietor.

FINE SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTION.
Also, a First Class Livery Stable.
Coaches at trains and boats.

ELLIOTT'S HOTEL,

28 to 32 Germain Street, St. John, N. B.

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS.
Terms - - $1.00 Per Day.
Tea, Bed and Breakfast, 75 Cents,

E. W. ELLIOTT Proprietor.

ROYAL HOTEL,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

T. F. RAYMOND, Proprietor,

"VICTORIA HOTEL,
(FORMERLY WAVERLY),

81 to 87 King Street.
ST. JOHN, N. B.

D. W. McCORMICK - - - Proprictor.

Hotel Dufferin,

St. John, N. B.

FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor.

Hawarden Hotel,
Cor. Prince Wm, and Duke Sts.,

ST. JOHN, N. B.
WM. CONWAY . . Proprietor

Terms, $1 Per Day.

BELMONT HOTEL,

ST. JOIIN, N. B.

The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station.
Baggage taken to and from the depot free
charge.
Terms—g1 to 2.50 per day.
J. SIMR, Proprietot

BUSINESS MEN,

CRUIKSHANK'’S DINNERS

Are the Best
&~ AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY.

The best the market affords always on hand

P. A. CRUIKSHANK,

2 49 Germain Street,
Opposite Market Building.

CAFE ROYAL,

Domville Building,

Providence River do.;
HALIBUT, HADDOCK, CODFISH. SALMON,

T. J. McPHERSON,

181

GROCER.

== FRUITS A SPECIALTY. W%
Havana and Domestie

CIGARS.

I have a completc assortment now in sgock, in
boxes and half-boxes: 100,000 HAVANA and

DOMESTICS,

THOS. L. BOURKE,

11 and 12 Water street.

UNION STREET,

Corner King and Prince Wim. Streets,

—_—

MEALS \cRVED AT ALL HOURS.
DINNER A SPECIALTY.

Pool Room.,, Connection,

WILLIAM v pic.

Beef, Mutton,
Spring Lamb, Veal,
Lettnce, Radishes, Celery and Squash.

SUGAR CURED HAMS,

Bacon, e Liard.
THOS. DEAN,
13 and 14 City Market.

CHOICE

ENGLISH CHEESE.

I Case STILTON Cheese;

I “ WILTSHIRE Cheese;
I “ Round DUTCH Cheese;
I “ CHEDDAR Cheese.

N. B.—Rhubarb, Jersey Sweet Potatoes,

Pineapples, Bananas, Oranges, Lemons,
Ete., Ete.

P. S.—COCA JELLY—the Queen o
Table Jellies.

FOR SALE AT

GEORGE ROBERTSON & 0.

Up-Town Store, 50 King Street.

A. & J. HAY,
76 King Street.

Spectacles, Watches, Clocks and Jewelry.

JEWELRY made to order and repaired.
WEDDING RINGS guaranteed 18 K. fine.

W.WATSON ALLEN.  CLARENCE H, FERUGSON
ALLEN & FERGUSON,

Barristers-at-Law, Solicitors,
Notaries Public, Etc.

Pugsley’s Building, Rooms 14, 15 and 16

Cor. Prince William and Princess streets.

S. R. FOSTER & SON,

MANUFACTURERS OF

Cnt Nails and Cut Spikes, Tacks, Brads

Finishing Nails, Shoe and Hungarian
Nails, ete.
Office, Warehouse and Manufactory :

GEORGES STREET, St. John, N. B.

S1G. GI0. B. RONCONI,

TEACHER OF

Vocal Cuiture and Throat Gymnastics

Specialty of Voice Placing and Dia-

phragm Breathing,
Address—Domville Building, first flat.

ermanent and tran-




