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1 eame between the glad green hills
Whereon the summer sunshine lay,
And all the world was old that day,

As when the Spring’s soft laughter thrills
The pulses of the waking May :

You were alive; yet scarce I knew

The world was glad, because of you.

I came between the sad green hills,
Whereon the summer twilight lay,
And all the world was old that day,

And hoary age forgot the thrills
That woke the pulses of the May :

And you were dead—how well I knew

The world was sad because of you.

— Louise Chandler Moulton, in Seribner's Magazine.

FINDING THE “ALBIA’

«Thar it is! I've spent a month sarchin’
it, an’ more money than I could save in six.
I've toiled up an’ down that gulch till my
eves is blinded with the 'tarna rocks. All
kinds, jest a stickin’ out, tu ketch the sun,
‘coptin’ this kind as is wanted, an’isa
hidin’ somewhere. I gives it up. An’ef
any other feller ken fin’ it, he’s welcome,
savs Ned Clark !”

"Ashe spoke, he threw upon the counter
a bit of rock, looking sullenly at it, while,
one by one, the group of men around the
great stove in the middle of the store came
up and examined the small piece of beauti-
ful red quartz with gold fairly studding it.

No one made a comment, each laying it
down with a shrug ot the shoulders, until it
had passed through every hand in the store
except a young fellow’s, who, the first to
Jeave the stove, had stood silent until the
men were back in their comfortable quar-
ters near the fire and the rock on the coun-
ter. Then he approached, took it up, say-
ing slowly as if thinking aloud: ‘It is the
first pure red quartz I've seen in the camp.”

Oh, is it!” Ned Clark’s voice mocked
the quiet words, and Ned Clark’s ruddy
face was full ot open contempt.

The young fellow did not answer, gave
no evidence of having heard, just kept on
steadily looking at the quartz.

After a few moments’ silence Ned grew
impatient. ‘“Well, why don’t you speak ?”
he asked.

«] have nothing I wish to say,” answered
the other. His fair unbearded face looked
out of place among the sunburnt, heavily
bearded men, who, expecting amusement
“in Ned chaffin’ the youngster,” stopped
all conversation to listen.

«Oh!” sneered Ned, ‘‘p'raps thar's suthin
ver wish ter do ?” And spreading out his
chest, he laughed sarcastically at the strip-
ling, who, with the slenderness of youth
and of delicate build, appeared a child in
contrast with him.

“Yes, there is something I wish to do.
I wish to look for the ledge that rock came
from.” His voice was quiet and firm, his
hat well back on his bright hair, snowing
how very fair and young he was. Yet,
there was no lack of manliness, for he
looked unflinchingly back at the brawny
fellow trying to provoke his anger.

“Yer wants ter fin’ thet ledge? Yer
wants ter fin’ it, does yer? Yer wants the
moon, too! I spec’s yer'd cry for the sun,”
sneered Clark.

“My wants are nothing to you, Ned
Clark.” The young fellow’s face was red
now with anger. *‘You said any one could
try who wanted to. And I mean to try.
You have no right to these mountains !
You can’t locate a ledge before you find it.
Keep your bit of rock,” he tossed it back
on the counter; *‘I have eyes, and can re-
member what I've seen !”

*Oh, yer hez eyes, hezyer? Rale purty
eyes, too! An’a face like a gal's with a
sott, white skin! It's a pity yer mother
didn’t keep yer at home, ’stead of lettin’
ver run over these mountains o’ Nevada a-
spoilin’ yer beauty !”

“We can't help our faces, but we can
our manners, and if you dare speak of my
mother again, I'll strike you in the mouth !
said the voung fellow.

“Oh! yer'll strike, will yer! Thar!” Ned
Clark threw out his fist with a force that
would have levelled George Elmair, but he
was prepared. A quick side step, and the
blow x"elll harmless. No,so the well directed
one on Ned’s great chest, which in place of
angering, pleased him. *‘Ha, ha!” he
shouted ; **Gzeorge Elmair, yer hez knocked
the devil out o’ me. When I seed yer
a-pekin’ at that rock, I felt that contempt
for ver, as I would feel fer a gal masquer-
adin’ in pants! But, blame me, it yer
ain't a boy—and a fust class one, too!
Here’s my han’, an’ honest one though
rough. Take the rock, lad, an’ ef yer fin’
it, dern me ef thar’ll be a man in camp as
Il be readier ter say hooray than Ned
Clark !”

George returned Ned’s grip with one as
hearty, and then, without a word to the
men about the stove, went out, taking the
traill across the low Mhll that led to the
‘‘dug out” in the rocks where he was *‘cab-
mning.”
~ He was a boy and a young one, not hav-
ing yet reached his majority ; but he had
had a painful spot in his life that, but for
his mother, might have blighted all the
years he had to live. The mention of his
mother’s name before the crowd of rough
men, had set his heart throbbing, his lips
trembling. And here, in the darkness,
leaving behind him the light of the store and
the twinkling candles in cabin windows, the
tears came out.

They ran down his cheeks as he whis-

ered: “I'm a baby, and a girl. But how

do love her! I was thinking of her, al-
most in despair tonight, as 1 sat in the
store, only because I had no money to
waste for candles and firewood. And when
that man brought in the rock it seemed to
me God had sent him—if God ever does
send help to a fellow!! he continued,
sadly,

For he was almost in despair. The
blight from which his mother had rescued
him had fallen upon him through his own
fault, and she, to save him, had paid all she
had. ““The only son of a widow.” Words
$0 simple and full of pathos that they have

tome : ough ages, carrying

) own to us
with them the history of two lives. And this
Widow, this only son, were as dear to each
other, as necessary, as ever had been those
others in the scriptural story.

She had been too unselfish, this widowed
mother ; and he, such a bright, affectionate,
wilful boy, that while really needing great-
i;t‘control, he had seemed not to require

. Study came easy to him; success was a
nght. “A college education, and then a
rotession! This was the mother's dream.
d“ntlng herself, and keeping the stint hid-
en, that her boy might stand among his

- S—

rs, nor lack what they had in abundance.
ust the boy to win boys’ hearts and leadin
manly sports, George i}lmnir’s ears in col-
lege had been one scene of triumph, until
at last, at the very close, with honors still
warm on his brow, he did, what other
boys had done before, and what, alas!
they will hereafter do—‘‘he went on a
spree.”

Went on the spree with some other fel-
lows, full as merry, but not so innocent as
he. And for the result—not only aching
head and limbs, but papers forged !

How it happened he knew not, having
no memory beyond the hour of drunken
merriment, until after three days’ search-
ing his mother found him in bed, in a
strange hotel, his companions fled, and
under his pillow the notes that had been
advertised

An hour of agony, an explanation that
was no explanation, and then, with a
prayer to the God of the fatherless, just as
George was, his mother bade him dress
and come with her to the banker’s office.
Pausing first at her own bank, and drawing
out every cent, she hurried on, her feet not
seeming quick enough to carry her to save
her boy from dishonor. With her hand on
George’s arm, and in her bosom the book
containing her little all—the all that stood
between her and destitution—went that
mother to the rich man’s office, asking ad-
mission.

Treated most curtly, yet she had laid
down her money and stated her mission.
At first the offer was refused, prosecution
threatened, but she pleaded as a mother
can; then, as an intelligent woman, she
stated the many points in the boy's favor,
and the slight case that could be made
against him, that his only proof of guilt lay
in the unconscious possession of notes
which she herself had found. The rich man
finally considered, and, with the mother’s
thanks, accepted her money, opened the
door for her, and let her pass out, penni-
less, into the world.

There followed days of agony for George
—days when, between him and the despair
of his young heart, stood his mother, like
the angel he had called her, telling him
that suicide was cowardice, that she be-
lieved in his manhood, and looked to his
future as her sole hope.

Then, with the rashness of youth, he as-
serted that if a future was possible for him,
he must find it out in the West, among a
nobler class than in the eastern cities,
where friend was synonym with traitor.
The young fellow was so nearly broken-
hearted that the: mother yielded, sold her
watch and every trinket saved from the

wreck of past prosperity, and sent him off

loaded with her blessings and her love.

He knew she had obtained a position as
teaclier, but he did not know her last cent
was in his pocket, and that the only bit of
gold she owned was her wedding ring.

He knew she would be lonely for him,
but he did not know that under her smile
at parting her heart cried out in agony for
her only child.

No, he did not know this, nor -what she
would feel, when far away from her the
westward-bound train bore him and his
bright hopes. He only knew that he would
soon be back to her with a fortune, like
every fellow did who went West. Thiswas
George Elmair’s firm belief. when from a
forlorn little station on the P. R. he took
the stage to the great camp of Bellaire.
The mmers in their flannel shirts, and pants
tucked in boots, who sat with him on the
stage, - which, more. properly .defined, was
an old-fashioned ‘‘buckboard,” gave him
no more attention than a passing look. ““‘A
boy like a gal, wid a skin like a babby’s.
Wonder what he’s doin’ here!” said one
brawny fellow, who had nothing ot his baby-
hood about him—not a relic of 1ts purity to
judge from his broad jokes, at w iich his
companions laughed, sometimes clapping
him on the back with, ‘“Wal, Ned Clark,
but yer is good company.” I flatter my-
self better'n a baby who’s nigh ter cryin’
fer his mammy,” Ned Clark shouted, as
the horses ran down a little gulch, jostling
the occupants of the stage together. These
loud words reached George Elmair’s ears,
and made him concious that the sense of
desolation in his heart had somehow, despite
his self control, sent its expression to his
face.

He turned his head away, pressed his
lips together, wondered if man was the
animal who most delighted to oppress his
kind, and then, determining to give no
further cause for jokes to the man called
“Ned Clark,” began to observe more and
think less. The country through which
they were rapidly riding seemed a desert to
him, with its light, sandy soil raising in
clouds, and the heavy sagebush losing even
its ;frayish semblance to green, as the dust
settled upon it. The bushes, though, sent
up a pungent and rather pleasant odor,
and the soil was capable of cultivation,
as was evidenced by the large fields of
grain, and fine potato vines which called
“‘ranches,” were found at every streamlet.
What a relief these *‘babbling brooks”
were to the hungry valley, that swallowed
them up within its sandy depths!

How they spoke of cool and shady nooks
as they ran down from the great, pine-clad
mountains, that with their snowy crests
seat out here and there a great *‘‘bowlder”
to ‘‘show formation,” which, since the
miners had ceased laughing at him, seemed
their only topic of conversation !

The stage stopped at each of the ‘‘ranch-
es,” its passengers apparently well known
to the ‘‘fellers,” who would leave whatever
they were about, ‘‘jest ter give yer a shake,
Ned,” they said to the ruddy-faced, broad-
chested man. ‘‘Ned” seemed a hero in
these parts, but George, concluding he had
done something remarkable, was soon un-
deceived by a yonng Firl——the first stranger
to be 'pleased with him. She ran out to
the jbuckboard with a glass of milk as he
sat waiting.

" «Mother sez as she'll be glad ter hev yer
take this ; it’s so awfui dusty ter day,” she
said, holding out the milk.

“Thank you.” He gratefully accepted
the courtesy.”

Then she continued in the perfect frank-
mess common to the West: I say, ef yer
is a stranger to these parts, and hain’t got
no frien’s, yer'd better make up ter Ned
Clark. He’s orful good ef he has a mind,
an’ mighty mean et he ain’t. Why, he’s
jest skinned a greenhorn out o’ a lot o’
money, jest for a lark! An’ then"—with a
laugh, as if shé was telling a good joke—
‘“jest took all these fellows down ter Cali-
forny! Now money’s all gone, Ned's
back. So ef yer hez spar’ cash, jest look
out. An’ef yer is dead broke, tell Ned;
he’ll halp yer.”

The girl—and a pretty girl, too—told
the story with such evident relish, such
perfect 1gnorance of amy wrong on Ned’s

part, that the free, generous, wild West
eorge had been dreaming of began to
seem a place where man sinned and erred,
the same as in eastern cities, but without
shame or hypocrisy to hide his wrong.

The at mountains were, however,
great; they grew awful in their grandeur
as the stage, after rushing down a road so
grecipitous that George felt exultation

om the very danger, drew up at a store
where several men lounging roused them-
selves into something like life, when one
exclaimed : “Ned Clark, I'll be derned !”

“Yes, Ned Clark,” called out, this dis-
tinguished son of the camp, with a voice
that, despite George’s great inclination to
fight him, had a pleasant ring in it. *‘Ned
Clark, an’ ‘dead broke.” Ha, ha!” he
lsughed. ¢Californy’s the place to scatter
yer cash; but dern me ¢f Bellaire, pore as
it looks”—and the great fellow made a bow
to the few poor cabins that were all of the
“great camp of Bellaire,” as the news-
ra. rs had called it—*‘jest dern me ef

3ellaire ain’t the place to pick it up!” He

struck one hand into the other, looked
around to see who would negative his re-
mark, and, finding himself the admired
centre of a ring of fellows with slouch hass
and canvas pants, laughed once more his
““Ha, ha!”

George Elmair, in his eastern-cut clothes,
with his college clegance showing itself even
wmore than his surprise at the scene before
him, was bitterly smiling at his thoughts.
Was this to be the scene of his success.
How was he to make headway against such
rudeness, such roughness? He did not un-
derstand that, rude and rough as the men
were, had they known of his poverty and
his difficulties hardly one in the group. in-
cluding Ned Clark himself, but would have
extended his hand, and, calling him *“pard,”
Lmve offered him a share OF the best he

ad.

But they did not know this, and quickly
finding out he was no capitalist for whom
they could “‘salt a mine,” they concluded
he felt himself about them, and they hated
him for his reserved dignity.

“He's a settin’ hisselt above us,” the
loungers n the store said to one another,
and so the phrase spread to the whole
camp; even the girls—pretty ones, too,
grow up in the mountains !—turned up their
noses as he passed to and fro up gulches
seeking work, IHad the men been friendly
things would have been easy, and an ex-
perienced miner soon have given him prac-
tical lessons. But as it was, work was hard
to get. The gravel, as was called the
great bowlders of rock, with their cement
of sand and small stones, was not easy for
an inexperienced miner to move. And
although George Elmair swung the pick,
bringing its point down in better position
each day ; though, with his hands unused
to labor, he left the mark of his blood on
the hard wooden handles, and worked the
small rockers until the gold was caught in
the riffles, and his flesh seared with many
a deep cut the water leaves as its compli-
ments ; he could not pay the high prices
for meals at the ‘‘restaurant,” nor the
lodging house charge for a very hard bed.

So he withdrew more and more into
himself, found an unused ‘‘dug out” in the
mountains for a cabin, and buying a sack of
flour and a side of bacon with his last
silver, bravely started ‘‘cabining” for him-
self.

If he had had a companion to share his
hardship, he could have made light of them ;
but he was alone, and a lonely laugh
brought forth fearful echoes from that hole
in the rocks.

The contempt the miners felt for his
“edication and handsome tace,” he re-
turned for their ‘‘roughness, gambling and
drinking” ; and though his letters to his
mother were full of cheerfulness he loathed
openly committed sins of the mountain
camp, feeling with a shudder that from just
such, under a velvet covering, his mother
had rescued him.

Mother! It was the thought of her that
kept him from despair, kept him from - tos-
sin% his young life as a worthless gift back
to his Creator. What brave letters she
wrote! How she believed in him! He
must repay her. So he struggled on
aganst want and disappointment, until that
cold evening, shivering in his ‘‘dug-out,”
he had gone to the store, had seen the red
rock, and resolved to find the ledge.

George's pluck in hitting Ned had de-
lighted more than the great fellow him-
self.

“Here, lad ; here’s luck! Drink wi’ us
ter yer findin’ the red ledge,” had called
out several voices. And even though the
lad refused, the miners had all drunk to
him, wiping their mouths with the backs of
their lmngs, and calling him ‘‘derned
plucky.”

He was plucky, starting out the next
morning, walking up the gulch, keeping up
the gulch, keeping his eyes earthward,
picking up bits of the red quartz, which in
mining parlance is called ‘‘float.” These
“floats” persistently stopped at the foot of
one great bald peak, whose only ornament
was a dead cedar, which had gained for it
the sobriquet of ““Injun’s Arrow.” For its
tall, sharp spire struck out against the sky
like a giant's sharpened weapon. Nothing
had ever been found on this bald peak;
not even a bowlder broke its smooth surface
nor wild flowers which, during spring and
early summer, cover these monntains.
Alone, with its ‘‘Injun’s Arrow,” the head
stood for centuries.

“It is nothing but country earth, the
wash of some waves millions of years ago,
when these valleys were great seas,” said
George to himself, adding the miners’ be-
liefs to his own theories.

So he passed the bold peak, searchin
still farther up the gulch for the bits of re
float.

None could be found.

“Well, I'll try here, for it s nowhere else,”
he said, and began the ascent toward *‘In-
jun’s Arrow.”

He had walked a good distance, slipping,
falling and pulling himself up, before a bit
of the red rock ted his eyes, when, sud-
denly, after a backward look where the
valley hung with the morning’s mist, seemed
the land OF plenty and not a sandy waste,
he started forward again, and just at his feet
a great piece of the rock he was searching
la}i{befoxﬁk gam : -

e pi it up with a of joy. He
had noffelt 80 lfd since, ::y“strgke,” his
crew had won tﬁe college race.

For he was on the right track. He knew
it, and he would persevere.

He kept his resolution, though day after
day he would spend hours in searching,
and then, after ‘‘packing”—the western
term for carrying—whole sacks of rock
down to the spring, only tm& bits of the

red quartz would reward his labors.
His money was gone, his food was scarce,

“What Would be Nice”?
A PAIR OF

FAIRALL & SMITH'S

REMARKABLE (4¢,

Kid Gloves—

Equal to *Josephine.”

his strength failed fast: yet, panting, ex-
hausted, on he toiled. The whole camp
grew interested in'him. The men betted
on him, some even speculated whether it
would *‘jest be neighbor like to offer him
a loam,” but his proud bearing and reserve
made them “kinger *shamed.”

One day the maddest desire for liquor
eame to him. He felt if he had but one
drink to warm him he would be able to
find the ledge. But then the mother who
loved him rose in his thoughts; and weak,
shivering, wearied, he started once more
up the bald peak.

It was so high, there was no other peak
above it. It was so steep George Elmair
staggered under the small prospecting
pick with its hammer on one side, his only
weapon in this battle for success.

“I'll reach that arrow today,” he said.
“I’lreach it it it be only to die by it.”
And then he said ‘‘mother!” with a sob.

Then he was silent,searching in the loose
earth tor those specks of red quartz.

Midday found him near the *‘Injun’s Ar-
row,” but perfectly exhausted:; so ex-
hausted that he fell on his face, and at the
game time into a heavy, trance-like sleep.
He woke with a shiver. He had dreamed
his mother was calling, and he could not
find her; yet the sleep strengthened him,
for he saw the great dead cedar tree, and
said, **I'll reach you now.” Then his head
grew light; he began to laugh at money
and its power. = He began to fancy himself
a king. A king! He would at least have
a fire to die by. Pulling off some of the
cedar bark which still clung to the stump
of the *“Arrow,” he lit it, and soon had a
blaze worthy of a king. As the warmth
cheered him he grew more master of hime
self. The glorious view of mountain after
mountain range, the wide valley with its
sage-bush looking like verdure, the sky
with wonderful pellucid blue, and great
clouds moving in majestic grandeur; and
the air, the invigorating breath of God it
seemed, as George’s strength temporarily
returned. Yes; Nevada was a glorious
country.

The fire blazed on, crackling and sending
out its starry sparks like beacons to wel-
come wanderers, and still George
dreamed.

Presently his heart gavd a great leap;
he caught gis breath: :‘Vas he really mad,
or was that—-that rock- there, just under
the burnt cedar, his ledge? - -

. A moment more he was on his feet,
swinging his pick, and hitting at that bowl-
der with a giant’s strength. Great pieces
flew off, but the bowlder was firm, it was
no float. It was the ledge and—filled with
gold!

¢] proclaim thee ‘Albia,’ for my mother,”
shouted the young fellow, half crazed with

joy.

Then he built up the little piles of rocks
called ‘‘monuments,” and ‘located” his
find, proclaiming in his notice to whoever
might chance that way that George Elmair
had located this gold bearing ledge, which
shall be known as the Albia. That he
claimed 1500 feet north and south, 600 feet
east and west, with all the dips and spurs.
and all the advantages the mining laws of
Nevada allowed.

Then he added dates, put the paper notice
between the rocks, anj rushing down the
mountain side, burst into the store with:

“I’ve found the ledge.”

The men gathered around him; Ned
Clark gave him ‘‘a thousand jest down” for
one-third, and he sent for his mother.

Bellaire, however, did not seem a lonely
place to her when she saw her boy’s glad
face, and knew he had achieved success.

Yes, he had succeeded in more than find-
ing a fortune, for he had conquered himself.
— Belgravia.

Fancy Soaps,
——IN IMITATION CF——
ArrLES, WaLxvrs, ORANGES,
LEMONS AND STRAWBERRIES. Also,

Roses (Pale and Deep), MARGA-
RETTS, SUNFLOWER & DAHLIAS.

80 DOZEN JUST RECEIVED.

Will be sold low by the Dozen, or Box containing
three cakes each.

PEARs,

CHRISTMAS CARDS and goods suitable for
HOLIDAY PRESENTS now opening. Great
reduction on former prices.

R. D. McARTHUR,

MEDICAL HIALL,
No. 59 Charlotte street, opp. King Square.

DELICIOUS

HOT COFFEE

——— AND —

: CREA

Rowntree’s Elect Cocoa,

SERVED FROM CHASE]& SANBORN'S
FAMOUS COFFEE URN,

— AT —

GEORGE ROBERTSON & COS,

Up-Town Store - - 50 KING STREET.

GREAT

December Sale|

—OF—

MENS BOYS AND C
SUITS,
Overcoats,
Ulsters,
Reefers,etc.

Gentlemen’s Furnishing  Goods,

R e

' 8

DREN'S

THE WHOLE

STOCK

—TO BE—

Sold out by Christmas.

COME AND GET BARGAINS.

Royal Clothing store,
47 KING STREET,

One Door above the Royal Hotel.

WM.J. FRASER.
NOW OPEN FOR INSPECTION.

A COMPLETE STOCK OF

STANDARD WORKS,
BOYS’ BOOKS,
GIRLS’ BOOKS,
CHILDREN’S BOOKS,
CHRISTMAS CARDS,
BOOKLETS,
WRITING DESKS,
PORTFOLIOS,
ALBUMS,
BRASS GOODS, .
TILE WARE, ete.

J. & A. McMILLAN,

| 98 and 100 Prince W, Street, - - St.Jofn, N. B.

JAMES S. MAY. __ W. ROBERT MAY.
JAMES S. MAY & SON,

Merchant Tailors,

84. Prince William Street,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

P. O. Box 303.

Stock always complete in the latest de-
signs suitable for first-class trade.
rices subject to 10 per cent. discount
for cash.

HORSE BLANKETS,

For Fall and Winter,
Surcingles, Halters, Etc.,

e [ Tl

ROBB'S HARNESS SHOP,
204 Umon Street.

" 8. R FOSTER & SON,

MANUFACTURERS OF

Cat Nils aud Cat Spikes, Tacks, Brads’

Finishing Nails, Shoe and Hungarian
Nails, ete.

Office, Warehouse and Manufactory :

GEORGES STREET, t.Jobp, N.B.

Better than a Government Bond.

E Ql'l‘l’f)SE a special agent of the Treasury de-
.

ﬂmrnm-m should call upon you to-day, and say :
“The Government would ‘ik(- to sell you bonds for
any amount between £1,000 and £100,000, and if it
is not convenient for you to make the investment at
once, we will allow you to pay for the bonds in
JSifteen or twenty equal annual instalments.”

And suppose, in addition to this, the Government,
wishing to make this the most desirable investment
in the world, should stipulate, in the bonds, not only
to pay them at the end of the term; but, in case of
your previous death, to pay them to your family,
and at the same time release them from paying any
Surther instalments!

Would you not at onee close with such anoffer? And
yet this is, practically, what Thne EQUITABLE LIFE
;;\!SI‘KAN('E SocIETY OPF THE UNITED STATES has
done.

This may be a strange way of putting it, but
strange as 1t may seem it is nevertheless true.

EXAMPLE.

Policy, No.72,973. Endowment, 15 years.

L Issued July 20th, 1872, on the Life of S. C. L.

Amount of Policy, £10,000. Tontine Period, 15
years. Age, 40. Annual Premium, £694.90.
If after making the first payment the policy-

| holder had died, his representatives would have re-

ceived $10,000 in return for an outlay of only
$604.00.

If he had died after making his second payment,
they would have received $£10,000 in return for an
om]sy of £1,380.80; and so on during the fifteen
years. Ashe has not died, he has paid in all $10,-

75 ets. on the Dollar.

423.50, and may on the 20th of July ot the present
vear draw in cash $£15,253.70. This sum is equal to
| the full amount paid, and $4,830.20 besides, and is
| equivalent to 4’7 per cent. compound interest per
| annum.
| This is one of many policies showing what The

Equitable Society has actually accomplished.

THE EQUITABLE

exceeds every other life assurance company in the
following important respects. It has—
The Largest New Business.
The Largest Amount of Outstanding Assurance.
The Largest Surplus.
The Largest Total Income.

The fact that the Equitable has a larger sur
plus than any other Assurance Company
1s significant for it means

The Greatest Safety and the Largest Profit.

| CHAS. A. MACDONALD, Agent, St. John, N.B.
i E. W. GALE, Agent, St. John, N. B.

. A. W. MASTERS, Jr., Special Agent.

l A. C. EDWARDS & B. A. FIELDING, Joint
(f Gcn«{a] Agents for the Maritime Provinces, Hali-
ax, N. S.

MOORE’S
Almopd and Cucumber Crean,

—— FOR

SOFTi%ND BEAUTIFYING THE SKIN.

It will cure Chapped Hands, Face and Lips.

It cools the skin when hot, dry or painful from
(-Xfmsure to sun or wind, or heated by exercise.

t removes Tan, Pimplest Scaly |Eruptions aud
Blackheads, and keeps the complexion clear and
brilliant.

An excellent application after shaving.

PRICE 256 CENTS A BOTTLE.

Sample bottles free on application.

Prepared by G. A. MOORE,
DRUGGIST,
109 Brussels St. cor. Richmond.

A NICE LOT OF

PERFUMES

JUST RECEIVED AT

T. A, CROCKETS,
162 Princess, Cor. Sydney Streel.

THE PEERLESS FOUNTAIN PEN

Has all the requisites of a

PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN.

A FreE FLcw oF INK. ALWAYS READY TO WRITE.

A trial of this pen will convince that it is a
PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN in every respect.

FOR SALE BY
ALFRED MORRISEY,
104 King Street.

W. WATSON ALLEN.  CLARENCE H. FERGUSON
ALLEN & FERGUSON,
Barristers-at-Law, Solicitors,

Notaries Public, Etc.
Pugsley's Building, Rooms 14, 15_and 16

Cor. Prince William and Princess streets.

Tranks Retailed at WholesalePrices
R. O'SHAUGHNESSY & CO.,

Manufacturers of and Dealers in

Trunks, Bags § Valises,

——AND—

Fishing Tackle.

L3 Geermain Street,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

FOR THE

Province of New Brunswiock
OF

The Commercial Union Assurance Co.

(Limited), OF LONDON,
and Pheenix Insurance Co., of Brooklyn,

A. C. FAIRWEATHER, CHAS. ). TOMNEY,
Barrister-at-Law, General Agent. Sub-Agent. .

BARNHILL'S BUILDING, ST. JOHN, N. B




