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AN AID TO MEMORY. was attained. Then, how fair the journey | dwelling when they laid her — on the 
down the blue St. John, among the green | office lounge, they did not know. But they 

“While you're in the city, Ned, 
Won't you buy seme 50 thread?” 

Phyllis asks, and while I linger, 
Taking that which is the due 

Of him who wins the bread for two, 

She ties #ome thread aréund my finger, 
Adding: “Dear, lest you forget, 
1'il teach you memory's alphabet. 

“First, the thread suggests a string; 

Any string may be a measure ; 

We'll say a yard—the very thing— 
Remembering that will be a pleasure; 

A grassy yard (what's in a name?) 

Will make you think of lawn with ease, 
And lawn and muslin are the same, 
And muslin’s cotton, if you please. 

Now cotton wound, as I opine, 

Is nothing, after all, but thread. 
And fifty is your age and mine— 

I'm sure you can't forget it, Ned.” 

I answer her as best I may, 

But now within the shop I linger; 
What in the dickens did she say 

About the string around my finger? 

— Harper's Bazar. 

LITTLE MISS EUNICE. 
Little Miss Eunice had fallen heir to a 

fortune. 
Little Miss Eunice sat in the best room 

of a large hotel in the city of St. John, and 
thought over the events of the last few days 
in silent wonder. Justa week ago her 
life had been going on very monotonously 
in her lonely white cottage on the outskirts 
of the little up-river settlement which al- 
ways had been home to her. Pine Settle- 
ment, they called it, for here and there 
among the hardwood, between the houses, 
and along the village street, great pines 
reared their dark trunks and bent their 
heads before the clouds. Just behind the 
white cottage rose a grove of them, and 
here, in the long summer days when rheu- 
matism was a thing not to be thought of, 
and the very mosquitoes were lulled by the 
heat, Miss Eunice sometimes took her 
knitting and sat in the shade, while her 
thoughts went their own idle summer way. 
They were faithful thoughts, and seldom 

wandered far from home when memory was 
their guide. Why should they, since 
father and mother and two dear sisters had 
lived in this same. cottage, had worked on 
this rocky farm, and now lay, all, in the 
village ge close in the shadow of 
the sacred walls. 
There was much to think of when her 

thoughts went backward. How father had 
loved the little garden, so deserted now, 
that lay behind the grove, and how trim 
and flower-full he had kept it. He was 
always happy with his garden and his 
books—such beautiful books he had; but 
they were all sold (a little lump rose in her 
throat as she thought of it) to pay the doc- 
tor’s bills. There was one—a book of 
travels—that he used to read aloud in the 
evenings. She remembered the cover so 
well : brown, with a narrow line of gold 
near the edge. How she and Grace loved 
that book, and how they planned together 
over their work that they would some day 
see all those wonderful lands, and bring 
home strange and beautiful things. She 
even recalled, smiling, how they had saved 
their cents in a collar-box, for this delight- 
ful purpose of travel in a foreign land. But 
Grace always was a stirring one! 
Then Miss Eunice would click her 

needles more swiftly, and wonder if the 
foot was long enough on the sock she was 
knitting, and finally stroll back to the 
house. 
There always was much to banish re- 
_— for the neighbors were constantly 
applying to her for help of some sort, till 
Mary, her ancient handmaiden, demanded 
ironically if they thought *‘Miss Eunice 
had nothing to do but make their clothes 
and darn their stockings and take them 
jelly and syrup whenever their brats caught 
cold.” 
The day the letter came, though, the 

thick letter which made such a sudden 
change in Miss Eunice’s life, she had been 
knitting quite mechanically, sitting there 
under the pines, her eyes wandering now 
and then to the hazy cloud-crowned hills 
that marked the distant river's course. 
Why, it was just a week ago today, and 
now if she raised her eyes they would look 
through white lace curtains at a row of 
square brick buildings which were hideous 
to those same mild blue eyes. 
On that eventful Tuesday she had been 

looking, not back, but far away, thinking 
with a strange longing of the beautiful 
things which happen to people who do not 
live on a rocky farm in a back settlement of 
New Brunswick. Not that she would wish 
to live anywhere but in New Brunswick— 
Miss Eunice was a patriot in her quiet way 
—but how pleasant it would be to see those 
far countries of which she and Grace had 
pemand and dreamed. There was Italy,— 
ow delightful it would be to have lodgings 
there, and see the pictures and hear the 
fine music ; a spark of yellow light gleamed 
in the patient blue eyes at the thought. 
And then—for things do happen strange- 

ly sometimes—the letter came. Mary 
brought it to her, and stayed while she read 
it, and heard the news of the fortune, which, 
though small in reality, seemed fabulous to 
them, and shook her head over the mean 
old uncle who had hoarded it all his days, 
and wondered greatly when Miss Eunice, 
after carefully perusing the lawyer's epistle, 
clasped her thin hands with a look of rap- 
ture and said: “Now I will do it.” 
Greater still was her surprise when Miss 
Eunice announced her intention to travel, 
to spend the winter in Europe. No one 
from Pine Settlement had ever done such a 
thing before, it was unheard of! But Miss 
Eunice’s mind was made up; Mary should 
wake charge of the cottage, and she would 
£0. But first she must go ** down river” 
to St. John, to see the lawyer and make her 
usmess arrangements. And there were 

sundry quiet charities to settle about with 
the clergyman, and steps to be taken for 
Placing an organ in the village church. 
The neighbors had loved her all her life, 

had sorrowed in her sorrows, had stood by 
her when she was left alone, and now, what 
more natural than that they should rejoice 
vith her, one and all? No thought of 
mercenary gladness, no fear of false mter- 
Pretation of their sympathy, found place in 
- ir honest hearts, and Miss Eunice knew 
at their words of regret at parting would 

rey been just as sincerely spoken as if she 
ad lost instead of found a fortune. 

low strange it had seemed to say good- 
Ye to them all, to leave the white cottage 
oven for a few days, to drive away toward 
- shining river, losing all sight of the 
¢l-known ehimneys long before the water 

low islands with here and there a house and 
barn; past grassed banks sloping up to fer- 
tile farms, and these to wider hills ; past in- 
tervales fringed with alder and ruled with 
lines of plumey-foliaged elms; till at last 
the banks grew h or! more rugged, a 

th of the sea came through the summer 
stillness, and the rocky eity loomed in view. 

All through that voy. Miss Eunice, in 
a shady corner of the deck, busied herself 
with plans for the coming winter, and the 
plans grew more definite as the river neared 
the sea, till she almost saw the small apart- 
ment in Italy where she would at last live 
out a dream. 
Then the boat touched the wharf, and 

| Miss Eunice found herself passing between 
double lines of vociferous cabmen, all 
some bent on bearing her off, a willing 
or unwilling captive. She paused a mo- 
ment in bewilderment ; the next, she found 
her shawl strap and valise seized and herself 
meekly following a small dark man with a 
no ry manner, who politely ushered 
er into a coach and blandly asked : 
“Now, madam, where did you say ?" 
Miss Eunice did not remember saying 

anything, but she murmured: “New Vie- 
toria,” and then was whirled away over 
stony streets, round sharp corners, down 
precipitous hills, till finally the hotel was 
reached, and the rest she needed became 
possible. 
So it was that she was sitting at the win- 

dow, dreaming and planning. But when 
the clock struck three she rose, put on her 
bonnet and her most business-like air, and 
set out to see the lawyer in whose hands 
was her business. She was rather an un- 
usual figure as she went along the crowded 
streets, this little fair-haired woman in 
simplest gown of grey, with grey straw 
bonnet which had been the fashion when 
she was a girl, and grey knitted gloves, too 
large for the delicate hands. Yet she 
looked the lady that she was, in her home- 
made, out-of-date clothes, as some would 
give worlds to look it in their silks and 
satins. 
Many a one, after a glance from those 

innocent blue eyes, went on lis dusty way 
feeling as if he had been in the country, 
among ferns and forget-me-nots and all 
sweet, shy things for one happy moment. 
But Miss Eunice thought not of her own 

appearance, nor indeed, which was strange 
for her, of other people’s. She hava. 
noticed the shop-windows with their bril. 
liant goods displayed. Her thoughts were 
bent and settled on her plan. The office 
was reached at last, the datiby room where 
her father’s friend sat and moiled his life 
away among blue papers and red tape. His 
sreeting was warm and cordial, and brought 
[iss Eunice back to the humanities. 
The business was soon settled, for every- 

thing seemed very plain and simple. There 
was no will, and her right to the property 
was perfectly uncontested, she found. The 
only other relatives were here in St. John, 
the lawyer told her, but they were not so 
near of kin as she. Yes, he said, they 
must be second cousins of hers; a very 
clever young man and his sister, a cripple. 
The young man had come to him about it 
when the uncle's death was heard of, but of 
course he saw at once that her claim could 
not be disputed. A remarkably fine fellow 
he seemed, and very poor. 

Miss KEunice's interest was thoroughly 
awakened now. She inquired closely, de- 
termined to know all her friend could tell 
her of Malcolm, the clever cousin who was 
her next of kin, and the lawyer, warming 
with his subject, and forgetting the possible 
effect of his words on the singularly unsel- 
fish nature with which he had to do, drew a 
very touching picture of the earnest-eyed 
poe toiling all day in a foundry, then 
wrrying home to study, study, study, in 
the small attic room by the erippled sister's 
side. 

When he was done, Miss Eunice said, 
earnestly : 
“He must let me help him. He must 

have the education, the opportunity, that 
he needs.” 
And the lawyer answered : 
“My dear Miss Eunice, your whole for- 

tune would not more than give him that, 
and I fear you can scarcely persuade him 
to accept a present.” 

“Is he so proud?” Miss Eunice asked, 
wistfully ; and the lawyer answered, hesi- 
tatingly, that he would not call him proud, 
exactly, but very independent. And Miss 
Eunice said it came to the same thing. 
“But I must try to help him, somehow. 

I will think it over.” 
And think it over she did, all that even- 

ing and the greater part of the night, and 
when morning came her mind was made up. 

Immediately after breakfast she donned 
again the small straw bonnet, and turned 
her steps in the direction of the office. Her 
plans were not quite definite, but of one 
thing she was sure. The trip to Europe 
must be given up. And Malcolm was to be 
helped. The lawyer said it would take her 
whole fortune to give him the education he 
needed. Well! she would see. The lawyer 
should go with her to meet this struggling 
cousin. and between them they would per- 
suade him to be sensible and let her help 
him. 

She realized now how selfish her dreams 
had been growing; realized it more as she 
found what a pang it cost her to give them 
up. A faint flush crossed her clear cheek 
as she thought of it. When she put it 
fairly to herself, how much less important 
it seemed that she, with not a soul to share 
her pleasure, should visit Europe, see won- 
derful ruins and hear beautiful music (ah, 
she caught her breath there!) than that this 
young Malcolm should have the chance it 
was in her power to give him. 

After all a strange, home-sick feeling was 
waking in her heart; not so much for the 
white house among the pines as for the dear, 
vanished faces, the young, old voices that 
had talked over with her the beautiful foreign 
sights, which now she would not see. Her 
dreams of the day before, she saw looking 
back from this new standpoint, had been 
taking her heart and mind all away from 
her dear ones; yet she knew that no new 
lands could hold for her such friends as she 
had lost. She had lived mm the past too 
long for that. 

So, all through the noisy streets she 
fought the resolute longing with yet more 
resolute will. At last, still so absorbed she 
noticed nothing, her generous purpose fixed 
in her heart, she stepped upon the crossing 
before the lawyer's house, 
Then—there was a roll of wheels, a clat- 

ter of hoofs, a startl*d cry, a gathering 
crowd. 
How it happened none could tell. 

Whether that gentle soul took flight be- 
neath those iron hoofs, or lett its sha tered 

knew that round her mouth there lurked 
the faintest smile of sweet surprise. 

Little Miss Eunice had entered into her 
fortune !—J. Elizabeth Gostwycke Roberts 
in The Churchman. 

SAVE THE CHILDREN. 

Young Souls Need Choice Care and Keep- 

ing, as Well as Lace. 

As a general thing I don’t believe in ser- 
mons served as restaurants serve beef—in 
thick slices. I believe in teaching truths 
as one whips cream, a in the moral 
for flavoring. But I tell you there are 
times when I feel like mounting a pulpit 
and thundering with Calvin until the air 
emits sulphur. When I see the inhumanities 
racticed upon children, how they are neg- 
ected and unjustly punished, wrongly 
developed and spoiled by over-indulgence, 
I wonder what God is doing up in heaven 
that He sits patiently by and watches it all. 
If we wested our flower-beds as we treat 
our children there wouldn't be a blossom 
left in the world. If we served our meals 
as we serve our children there would be 
rampant indigestion and black-browed 
death at the heels of every one of us. Now 
and then you see a wise mother and sensible 
father, but the biggest half of humanity 
receive their children as the little captain 
yonder receives her Christmas doll; as 
toys to be dressed extravagantly, fed indis- 
criminately, and handled according to 
moods. We forget, half of us, that a little 
child's sense of injustice, and sorrow, and 
wrong, is compatible in development with 
the slow maturity of its body. What will 
seem a petty trial at twenty, is unalleviated 
woe at five. The possession of uncounted 
gold at forty will not be more precious than 
the possession, at three, of what we snatch 
from its hands without a word of apology. 
Take the time to explain to your little one 
why you deprive it of some cherished pos- 
session, ar you will save the little heart a 
vast amount of unnecessary aching. 

Don’t yank your little one over a crossing 
by its arm. If you cannot carry it, go 
slow, and try to remember its weakness. 
How would jyou like to have the museum 
giant come along and haul you across State 
street by your collar-bone? What would 
be a mere indignity to you is a positive 
cruelty to your child. Don't feed a little 
bit of a digestion with everlasting candy. 
If you must feed it sweets use a little mod- 
eration, and confine yourselves to the least 
injurious. Candy, as it is served by most 
confectioners, is too rich for the stomachs 
of adults, but it is absolute ruination to 
the chances of a child to start the race 
of life with a light-weight. Saddle the best 
horse that ever started with five hundred 
pounds, and how far would it hold 
out? You saddle your horse with worse 
odds when you start around the track of 
human life with a poor constitution. Let 
the baby drink concentrated lye and be done 
with it, but don’t give it tea and coffee. 
Wouldn't a dead baby be as well cff, pro- 
vided it went to heaven, as a 
dried-up wisp of nerves and irritability, 
a wizened little morsel of humanity, old be- 
fore its time, with a stomach like tanned 
leather and nerves like burning fagots? No 
matter what all the old women in the world 
say to the contrary, tea and coffee are unfit 
drinks for children, and tend to nervous 
precocity. Cultivate confidential hours 
with the boys and girls as they grow up. 
Encourage free chats about every event of 
the day, Never ridicule the most trivial 
confidence; never be in too much of a 
hurry to listen. Let the cake burn in the 
oven, the caller wait in the parlor, or the 
hour for some special appointment go by 
rather than bluff’ off your child when it has 
something to tell or any advice to ask. You 
will never regret a sacrifice made to help 
smooth the way for their inexperienced lit- 
tle feet. Keep the children off the street 
and away from indiscriminate companion- 
ships. If you have an heirloom of old lace 
in the family you keep it choice, but the 
heirloom of the delicate fabric of an immor- 
tal soul you take no thought of. You throw 
it into the defilement of the streets and ex- 
pect to return it to (God some day pure and 
undefiled. Young souls need watchful 
keeping and choice care, aswell as lace. 
Be a little less solicitous about the non-es- 
sentialities of life, the number of frills on 
the petticoats and the fashion of hats, the 
astries in the larder, and the bric-a-brac 

in the parlor, and spend time in fashioning 
your children's manners and their charac- 
ters. 

Never will the Nation emerge from its 
midnight of political corruption and indivi- 
dual worthlessness until we begin to take 
better care of our boys and girls. Such as 
have not judicious parents, such as are born 
in the abodes of squalor, and filth, and vice, 
should be cared for by the government and 
brought up, in spite of themselves, tobe a 
credit and support to the land of their 
birth, rather than a disgrace and perpetual 
expense. Until we can go further back, 
and regulate matters so that criminals and 
paupers shall not be allowed to propagate 
their species, we have no hope of salvation 
save through the better development of the 
children. And it behooves parents who 
have the means and the leisure to spend 
more time with their children, more 
thought on their development, and to grow 
more tender-hearted and just and wise in 
their dealings with them.— Amber, in the 
Horseman. 

HER HERO. 

“Have you ever ?” I asked. 
Of sweet Doll, as we basked 

In the flood of the moon's pale glory, 
“Have you ever met him 
Who quite suited your whim 
As the hero of your love story ?" 

“There's a man,” Doll replied— 
And I thought that she sighed. 
Though her lips wore a smile arch and gerry — 

“Who mizht do very well, 
If it weren't —don’t tell— 

[Le is 20 far above me—so very ! 

“le’s a little bit old, 
And they say that he's cold, 
Bui his face is that yound and that jelly 

I can scarcely conceive 
But they're making believe.” 
How I groaned as she told of her folly. 

“But his name,” 1 implored, 
Forsweet Doll I adored, 
And to think of her loving above her 

Was the bitterest blow 
That could fall, don’t you know, 
On a young and a passionate Jover. 

“As for that,” Doll laughed 
And I saw that she chatted 
With the sang froid of a romancer— 

“I've not heard, you sce, 
e's just known to nef 
As the man in the moon,” was her answer, 

— Time. 

Sewing machines of all kinds repaired by 
experienced mechanics Bell's, 25 King 
strect. 

Security to Policy Holders 

WESTERN ASSURANCE COMP ANY, IncorporatedZ1851 

- $81,775,317.81. 

E. L. PHILPS, Sub-Agent. St. John. R. W. W. FRINK, St. J ohn, Representative for New Brunswick. 
OTHER SUB-AGENTS IN ALL CITIES AND TOWNS THROUGHOUT THE PROVINCE. 

Better than a Government Bond. 
UPPQSE a special agent of the cogs de- 

ment should call "hea you to-day, an Lk 
“The Government would like 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 
Jurther instalments! 
Would you not at once close with such an offer? And 

yet this is, practically, what Tue EQuiTaBLE LiFe 
vp SOCIETY OF THE UNITED STATES has 
done. 
This may be a strange way of putting it, but 

strange as it may seem it is nevertheless true. 

EXAMPLE. 

Policy, No. 72,073. Endowment, 15 years. 

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

Amount of Policy, £10,000. Tontine Period, 15 

years. Age, 40. Annual Premiwin, 694.90. 

If after making the Arst payment the policy- 
holder had died, his representatives would have re- 
ceived $10,000 in return for an outlay of only 
2694.90. 
If he had died after making his second payment, 

they would have received £10,000 in return for an 
outlay of 1,380.80; and so on during the fifteen 
years. As he has not died, he has paid in all $10,- 
423.50, and may on the 29th of July ot the present 
vear draw in cash 815,253.70. This sum is equal to 
the full amount paid, and $4,830.20 besides, and is 
equivalent to 4!; 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. 
Tha Largest Total Income. 

The fact that the Equitable has a larger sur- 
plus than any other Assurance Company 

is significant for it means 

The Greatest Safety and the Largest Profit. 
CHAS. A. MACDONALD, Agent, St. John, N.B. 
E. W. GALE, Agent, St. John, N. B 

A. W. MASTERS, Jr., Special Agent. 
A. C. EDWARDS & B. A. FIELDING, Joint 
General Agents for the Maritime Provinces, Hali. 
fax, N. S. 

A NICE LOT OF 

PERFUMES, 
In Bulk, 

JUST RECEIVED AT 

T. A. CROCKETTS, 

162 Princess, Cor. Sydugy Street. 

i PEERLESS FOUNTAIN PEN 
Has all the requisites of a 

PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN. 
ALWAYS READY TO WRITE. 

| 

A Fre: Frew oF INK. 

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

FOR SALE BY 

ALFRED MORRISEY, 

al. 104 King Street. 

AN ADDITION. 

MR. JOSEPH A. MURDOCH, 

Confectioner, 87 Charlotte Street, 

EGS TO INFORM THE PUBLIC THAT 
he will serve the 

Best Oysters in all Styles 
in the PARLORS connected with his present 

Store. 

The patronage of the public is respectfully solicited. 

CL ——— 

87 CHARLOTTE STREET. 

COME TO BELLS, 
£525 KING STREET. @% 

BELL wunts to sce you at 25 King Street, and 
show vou the great bargains he is offering in 

Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines. | 
Sole Agent for HEINTZMAN & CO.’s Pianos; 

STERLING and WM. DOHERTY & CO.’s Organs; 
NEW WILLIAMS and WHEELER & WILSON 
Sewing Machines. 

Ba It will pay you to sce BI I.I,, at 
ie 25 King street, St. John, N.DB. 

GENERAL AGENCY 
FOR THE 

Province of New Brunswick 

or 

The Commercial Union Assurance Co. 
(Limited), OF LONDON, 

and Phenix Insurance Co., of Brooklyn, 

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

BARNHILL’S BUILDING, ST. JOHN, N. B 

ee FOR 

Sunburn, Tan, Freckles, and all Inflamed 
or Irritated conditions of the Skin. 

FOR SALE BY 

C. I. CLARKE........King Street. 

Germain Street, 

INVITES ALL THE LOVERS OJ 

CANARY BIRDS 

To give him a call. BEAUTIES $3 oach. 

HONEY and ALMOND CREAM | 

~ STOVES. 
COLES & PARSONS. 

We have just received another 
shipment of our famous 

elf-Feeding Stoves, 

“Art Countess,” 

which for beauty and heating 
qualities cannot be excelled. 

Persons wanting a first-class 
Stove would do well to call 
and examine our Stock before 
purchasing elsewhere. 

COLES & PARSON'S, - - 90 Charlotte Street. 

Encourage Home Manufacture. 

MARITIME VARNISH AND WHITE LEAD WORKS 
JAMES ROBERTSON, 

Manufacturer of all kinds of VARNISHES and JAPANS, WHITE LEAD, COLORED 
and LIQUID PAINTS and PUTTY. 

% Facrory— CORNER OF CHARLOTTE AND SHEFFIELD STREETS. 
ROBERTSON’S New Building, Corner Union and Mill Streets. 

RP py WILLIAM GREIG, Manager. 

"THE BELL CIGAR JACTORY 
ADVERTISES FACTS. 

Office and Warehouse: 

When we import 16 Bales of Tobacco we do not advertise “68 Bales.” 

When we make a 5 CENT CIGAR we don’t advertise it as “clear Havana "—but neither do we fill 

it with sweepings. 

A few weeks ago, we issued an invitation to the public to visit our factory and obtain proof of every 

statement we have ever made in print. Do our competitors dare to do the same? 

Established April 21, 1884, we have doubled our production every year, and today we 
are making better Cigars than any other factory in the maritime provinces. 

THE FINE HAVANA GOODS sent out by this factory are sold—and appreciated—in every part of 

thie Dominion, from Cape Breton to British Columbia. 

BELL & HIGGINS, 
ST. JOIIN, N. B. 

“ Cleanliness Is Next To Godliness.” 

The American Steam Laundry, 
LOCATED AT 

Nos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street, 
HAS THE 

Latest Improved Machinery, the Most Competent Help, the Most 
Efficient Supervision, and, therefore, Everybody says, 

DOES THE BEST WORK. 

Fredericton Agency: C. L. RICHARDS, Queen Street. 

7% GIVE US A TRIAL ORDER. _&3 

GODSOE BROS. - - Proprietors. 

Saint John Institute 
PENMANSHIP 

4 ND 

BOOK-KEEPING, 
CORNER KING AND GERMAIN STREETS. 

EVENING CLASSES In r©feinmanship and Book keeping. 

= Send for Circular. Address : 
J. R. CURRIE, 

Accountant and Penman, St. John, N. B. 

GUNS, RIFLES, REVOLVERS. 
July Q8th--Opening Today: 

4 (ases Single and Double Guns, 
Flobert Rifles, Revolvers, 

Breech Loading Double Guns, Ete. 

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE, 
60 and 62 Prince William Street. 

Family Washing Done Rough Dry 
20 CENTS PER DOZEN. 

UNGAR'S STEAM LAUNDRY - - 32 Waterloo Streete 
P. S.—Fy this we mean Washing and Drying only 

x! 


