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WAITING. 

Waiting in pain, and yet ’tis best to wait, 

For waiting lends a zest to all we win, 

And brings attainment with a fullness in— 

Like wine of grapes that come to ripeness late. 

We chafe at dull delay and chide the fate p 
Whose shuttles seem athwart our hopes to &pin 

The tissues of defeat. Then we begin 

To gauge the good we seem to miss—how great. 

Not half divine the first faint glimpse of land 
To eyes which have not ached with cheated watch, 

And hearts which have not prayed against despair. 
Wild storms and baffling calms make dear the 

strand 

Of Doubt’s dark sea, and, landing, first we catch 

The infinite joy of safe possession there. 

—William C. Richards. 

LITTLE MART DODSON. 

Among the Red Knobs of the Tennessee 
Valley, the people are mostly of the poorer 
class of small farmers. Along the railroad 
a “Red Knobber” is known by the purple 
hue of his boots, usually well stained by 
the hematitic dust of his patrimonial acres. 
Lying at the foot of the Chilhowee Moun- 
tains, the rocky fastnesses behind them 
were long the congenial sphere of the 
Moonshiner’s hidden toil and trouble. 

Little Mart Dodson had peddled *‘wild- 
cat whiskey” from the time he became able 
to take a three-gallon keg along the coun- 
try road after dark. He had been arrested, 
bound over before commissioners, tried, 
released or condemned so many times that 
the varied phases of Federal justice or 
leniency had long lost the spice of novelty, 
under a monotonous conviction of their 
tyranny and general futility as related to 
moonshining in general and Little Mart in 
particular. 
But one summer there came a lady and 

her daughter from Chattanooga to board at 
Hawk Cliff, a ragged spur of the Chilho- 
wees, where a mineral spring or two bub- 
bled out from beneath the precipices. 

Mrs. Baird needed some pure whiskey 
for medicinal purposes. Felloning the in- 
structions of the “Widder Green,” with 
whom they board, Agnes, the daughter of 
the former, let a bottle and some money 
one night in a cleft of a large rock, called 
the “Devil's Anvil.” On going back the 
next morning, she found the money gone 
and the bottle filled with ‘“mount’in dew.” 

“Little Mart air al’'ways up ter time,” 
said the Widow Green. “He gits to that 
thar rock every Chuesday night, ez regular 
as clock-wuk.” 
There was no society in a social sense at 

Hawk Cliff, and Agnes, a lively girl not 
vet out of her teens, when not reading to 
or waiting upon her mother, found herself 
at some loss to pass the time. There was 
no one to dress for or flirt with, and the 
country folk, ever suspicious of soeial supe- 
riority. were shy and evasive. She sought 
solace in long rambles over the mountains, 
and though warned against the danger of 
getting lost, ventured further and further 
with feminine perversity, until one day she 
found herself in that unenviable predica- 
ment. 
A thunder-cloud had veiled the sun, the 

blue sky was vanishing, and the very depths 
of the mountain seemed to moan softly, as 
though the earth was feverish and in dread. 
Agnes stood at the juncture of several 
winding ravines, all equally wild and mis- 
leading, with great forest trees frowning 
over her, and without a definite idea as to 
her proper course. 

““Wal, miss, air ye sure ’nuff lost, or 
what air the matter?” 
The sound of any human voice was wel- 

come in that solitude. Turning, she saw 
before her a short, stout, freckle-faced 
voung man, having a sack swung over his 
shoulder with a keg in each end of it. In 
a few hurried words she explained who she 
was, and that she was lost. 

“Yo're a good three mile from the Wid- 
der Green's,” he said, ““'n’ I was a-goin’ 
the yuther way.” 
Agnes 1nstantly suggested a pecuniary 

inducement as a reason for guiding her 
home, but the young fellow looked at the 
clouds and said, hurriedly : 
“You jest wait hyur a minute.” 
Then he disappeared round a huge bowl- 

der before Agnes could remonstrate. In 
two minutes he reappeared, minus his sack 
and kegs, with the remark : 
“Now, miss, we mus’ hurry ter git ter 

the Hangin’ Rock afore that shower wets 
us. 
They plunged into a wild gorge—the 

very one Agnes would not have taken if 
left to herself—and soon came upon a trail 
that wound here and there among the 
rigdes, over rocks, through pu, Wat 
brakes, and across several small brooks. 
The rain approached, and the guide kept 
increasing his speed until Agnes, panting 
and stumbling, was about to ask him to go 
slower. But at this juncture a sudden 
turn round a beetling crag brought them 
out on a rocky platform, fronting the valley 
lying along the foot of the mountain. 
Overhead the cliffs projected, so that 

they were sheltered from the drops already 
falling. The young man brought her a 
drink from a spring near by, and she sat 
down to survey in security the solid wall of 
gray rain now sweeping over the distant 
knobs and up the intervening valley. 

“I don’t believe I know your name,” she 
remarked, as he stood awkwardly gazing 
at her as upon a new revelation in the line 
of feminine loveliness. 
“I'm Little Mart,” he replied. 
“Oh, to be sure; you are the person 

put the whiskey in mamma's bottle.” 
“Wal, now, miss, I'd be a purty fool ter 

Own up ter sech as that,” he returned with, 
lowever, a very knowing look. 
“I suppose you are afraid of detection ; 

Yet yon need not fear me. But don’t you 
Wish you were in some nicer business? 
Have you ever thought of the trouble 
whiskey brings upon people 
Mart could not say that he had, yet for 

the first time he felt a vague shame of his 
Occupation, but said : 
“Pore folks has ter make money some- 
ow 'thout stealin’ it.” ; 
“Yes, but I would rather make it any 

Other way than by breaking the laws to sell 
People that which injures them.” 
Somehow Mart felt that the usual argu- 

ments in favor of moonshimng would not 
ave much effect on this refined, delicate 

gil, whose presence now beamed upon him 
dost like some angelic presence from an- 
Other world, 
i bg they chatted on, he with a growing 
- ie! discomfort and inferiority, and yet 
- Al strangely fascinated. He was ignor- 
uo and superficially coarse, yet he knew 
. at heart he desired to act right and be 
nest, only right and honesty had sudden- 

ly assumed a new and astounding phase in 
the light of her sweet presence and kindly 
remonstrances. 

The rain at length ceased, and they soon 
arrived at the Widow Green's. Agnes, at 
the doorstep, offered him a silver dollar, 

saying she knew she had put him to a good 
deal of trouble. Silver dollars were tempt- 

| ing, but he declined taking it, saying : 
“I reck’n I kin erbleege people ef I am a 

moonshiner.” 
«Never mind,” she said, with a reassur- 

ing smile, *‘you must take it just to _please 
me. Perhaps it will help you a little in 

tting better employment.’ 
The next day Little Mart returned for 

his sack and kegs, reflecting deeply. After 
getting them he went to the Hanging Rock, 
and theré kindled a fire with chestnut bark 

on the very spot where Agnes had sat and 
talked to him. Then he placed the sack 
and empty kegs thereon and grimly watch- 
ed them turn to ashes. As at last he turn- 
ed away he muttered: 
“Me 'n’ mother hev got to git our livin’ 

some yuther way after this.” dr 
That night his mother’s little cabin in the 

Red Knobs was surrounded by four deputy 
marshals, and Little Mart marched off, a 
prisoner of the United States, to Athens. 

Two months later, after his release from 

jail, he came home. only to learn that Mrs. 

Baird and her daughter had returned to 
Chattanooga. 

Little Mart felt disappointed. Tho igh 
he realized the nature of the social gulf be- 
tween them too well to hope to mingle 
much with people like the Bairds, vet he 

wished to see Agnes once more, and tell 
how her kind words and sweet smile had 
made another man of him. 
He secured work in the log camps in the 

mountains, and a few weeks thereafter went 

down to Chattanooga on a large raft of logs. 
Having then an idle day on his hands, he 
thought he would venture to call on the 
Bairds. 
He dressed himself in his best suit of 

homespun jeans, and soon found the house 

from the directions given him by the Widow 
Green. The imposing brick front and the 
aristocratic neatness of the sypronnggs 

rather daunted him, but he resolutely 

knocked on the door regardless of the pol- 
ished bell handle and boldly asked of the 

trim colored housemaid, who at length 

came, if he might see Miss Agnes, explain- 
ing also that **She 'n’ her mother knowd 
me in the mountains.” 
The servant surveyed him wepdegngy. 

vet after a moment's hesitation bade him 

follow her, and at once ushered him into 

the parlor where Agnes and another young 

lady, with two or three fashionably-dressed 
young men, sat talking and laughing to- 
gether. 
Agnes “had risen as the door opened. 

The contrast between her graceful, stylish- 
ly-garbed figure and Little Mart’s awkward 

pose, ill-fitting clothes, and rusty brogans, 
as he stood clumsily holding his broad- 
brimmed wool hat. was. as one of the 
young men whispered to the other young 
ady, ‘“Too utterly paralyzing.” 
Agnes recognized him nstantly, and col- 

ored with the reverse of pleasurable sensa- 
tions, as she said, carelessly : 
“Oh yes, you wish to see my father. He 

never transacts business at the house; you 
will find him at the office. Margaret,” to 

the servant, ‘‘show this—gentleman to the 

door.” 
Then she coolly turned away, and before 

Little Mart fairly knew what he was about 
he was walking down the street with his 
thoughts in a whirl and a dull pain at his 
heart. At the corner a gentleman stopped 
him. 

“Why, you are Mart Dodson, are you 

not? ‘This is fortunate, as you happen to 
be the very man I was wishing to see.” 
The speaker was the father of Agnes 

Baird, whom Mart had seen once or twice 

when Mrs. Baird and her daughter were at 
Hawks Cliff. Mr, Baird was largely inter- 
ested in the new iron industries then devel- 
oping throughout East Tennessee; and 
after dragging our half-reluctant hero into 
an office neaily as luxurious in its appoint- 
ments as the parlor from which he had been 
so unceremoniously dismissed, the former 
said to him: 
“Young man, you are in luck. Our 

mining experts have been investigating 
some of the iron deposits of the Red 
Knobs, particularly near Hawks Cliff, and 

they report some veins of unusual richness. 
The new road now projected from Cleve- 
land to Tellico will render some land there 
valuable. You and your mother have 80 
acres. Iam prepared to buy you out for 
a lump sum, or give you £5,000 for a half 
interest.” 

Little Mart gazed at Mr. Baird, half 
stupefied with wonder. Yet amid the tur- 
moil of his emotions came the thought that, 
if this were so, he would at last have the 
time and means to make a gentleman of 
himself, so that people would not want to 
turn him him out of doors for looking hike 
the clod he felt himself to be at present. 
There was some further talk, when Little 

Mart took his leave, promising to go im- 
mediately home, see his mother, look 
around a little and let Mr. Baird know. 
His native shrewdness did not altogether 
forsake him. If there was a fortune in 
their poor, worn-out farm, Little Mart de- 
termined that the Dodsons should have 
their share of it. He could then go off, 
get an education, see and mingle with the 
world, and if he ever returned show Agnes 
that he was really worthy of her first friend- 
ly interest in him, and when she ignored 
him at her own home she had done her 
better self, as well as him, an injustice. 

* * x* x * 

The new manager of the great Tellica 
company was in his private office. A lady 
entered, and he looked up from his morn- 
ing paper, then inquired briefly : 

“Well, ma'am, what can I do for you?” 
The lady pushed aside her veil. The 

manager looked at her closely, then rose 
and offered her a chair. He was short and 
stout, with a heavy red moustache, close 
clipped hair, and keen gray eyes. 
PN ou have advertised for a type-writer,” 

she said; “I would like to apply for the 
osition.” 
The manager still gazed at her curiously, 

but he only asked : 
“How long have you worked at type- 

writing ?”’ 
“I have only just learned it at the com- 

mercial school,” she replied, hesitatingly. 
“School type-writing, like school tele- 

graphy, doesn’t always answer so well 
without some actual business practice. 
However, perhaps we can get over that. 
But let me ask you a rather strange ques- 
tion. Do you remember getting lost once 
in the Chilhowee Mountains, and being 
brought home by a red-headed mountain 
boy, to whom you gave a silver dollar and 

. 

some good advice as to his ‘turning from 
the error of his moonshining wa? 
The lady’s amazement brought a good- 

natured smile to the manager's face, as he 
continued, pointing to himself : 
“You see the boy has not forgotten, and 

he still retains his red hair and freckles.” 
She now colored vividly under another 

remembrance, as she said naively, yet with 
some embarrassment : 

“I also remember being, I fear, very 
rude to that same young man on another 
occasion, but I was young and—and foolish 
then.” 

““And he was quite a bucolic scarecrow, 
and should have had better sense than to 
intrude where he did uninvited. I don’t 
blame you, Miss Baird. I might have done 
the same thing myself under similar circum- 
stances. Let that rest. You did me far 
more good than evil. The effect of your 
kind words and the memory of your en- 
couraging smile outlasted the influence of 
your after indifference. The desire to be 
some one, to make something of myself, 
implanted unconsciously by you, never left 
me. It was the turning pot of my life. 
See: 1 have even kept the dollar you gave 
me for good luck.” 
He exhibited it with a smile, whereat she 

again blushed slightly. Then continuing, 
he said: 
“Your father also made me the first 

money offer for my mother’s little farm, 
that has proved a veritable bonanza for me 
in more ways than one. I then resolved to 
try to make a man of myself, so that if I 
ever met you again you would not feel so 
ashamed of me.” 
“You have your revenge?” she said, 

sadly, ‘“‘Papa failed, and gradually wor- 
ried himself into the grave. Mamma and 
I are quite poor now - 

“Don’t explain,” interrupted Little Mart 
kindly. “I really feel that I owe to you 
far more than the giving of this position 
will ever repay. Your influence, unknown 
to yourself, sent me off to study, sharpened 
my wits, caused me to drive shrewd bar- 
gains, yet keep my hands clean, and persist 
until—well, until here I am.” 

It was difficult for Agnes Baird to realize 
that this alert, polite, well-dressed man—a 
partner and manager of a great iron indus- 
try, requiring large capital and hundreds 
of workmen—was the awkward vouth she 
had carelessly befriended, then ignored, 
only a few years ago. Such was the case, 
however, and it only remains to say that 
she obtained the position and that Little 
Mart—now Mr. Dodson to every one—re- 
maided such a good friend to her under 
these new relations that I would not be sur- 
prised to hear of another partnership being 
entered into by and by. A partnership, 
too, of the most endearing earthly nature, 
involving some change of name and other 
ma 4 future possibilities, — Balou’s 
Monthly Magazine. 

“NOT AT HOME.” 

Denounced as a Trickster and Cheat, but 

Declines Suppression. 

ciety life have been made the subject of so 
much pulpit and chnrch panies eloquence 
as the expression which heads this para- 
raph, says the Toronto Saturday Night. 
The latter, however, holds its own bravely, 
and in the language of the ring comes up 
smiling at the end of every round. 
“Not at Home” has been denounced as 

a liar, a trickster and a cheat, but *“Not at 
Home” declines to be suppressed, and 
holds up its much abused head as high as 
ever, 

Its uncompromising opponents denounce 
it unceasingly at our street corners, in our 
meeting places, and occasionally flirt with 
it at home. Another portion of the com- 
munity charitably alludes to it as a neces- 
sary evil. Then, again, there are others, 
and their number is legion, who stoutly 
contend that there is no deception in the 
matter. ‘‘Not at Home” is not used in 
its material sense, nor is it accepted as such 
by him or her to whom it is addressed. 
The expression is intended to convey the 
fact that the one called upon is not receiv- 
ing at that particular moment. Whether 
from absence, or being otherwise engaged, 
or from personal disinclination to receive 
the caller, does not enter into considera- 
tion, and this being the case, supporters of 
the phrase contend that the element of of- 
fence being withdrawn, the phrase 1s per- 
fectly permissible, They further claim, 
and with much show of reason, that the lit- 
eral truth in many cases would be too posi- 
tively brutal to be endured, and of the two 
evils, if ‘Not at Home” is to be eonsider- 
ed an evil, they decidedly prefer to choose 
the lesser. The question = always been 
a disputed one, although it must be admit- 
ted that its supporters have generally the 
better of the argument. But be this as it 
may, there are few of us, endorsers of it or 
otherwise, but have had occasion at one 
time or another in our lives to be thankful 
to the forgotten, but frequently honored, 
inventor of ‘“‘Not at Home.” 

Cruelty to Father. 

One of Jones’ peculiarities is never to ad- 
mit that he is feeling well. No matter 
what species of suffering you are undergo- 
ing, the form his sympathy invariably re; 2 
is this: 
The other day he came home sick—too 

sick to go down to his supper. So it was 
sent up to his room by Mrs. Jones, who 
had prepared it herself. Among other deli- 
cacies were six new laid eggs, boiled to 
suit him. One of the childred stayed with 
him and watched the egg-eating with inter- 
est. As Jones took vp the sixth and last 
egg, the little fellow reached out his hand. 

“‘Let me have it, pape.” 
Jones glared at the child, then he said 

huskily : 
“Take it, eat it, unnatural child, and let 

your poor sick father starve!” 
Tommy ate the egg. 

Presence of Mind. 

Jones had been spending the evening 
with a friend at the Sots of one of the 
latter's lady acquaintances. 
“What did you think of our hostess?” 

asked his friend, as they were coming 
away. 

“I had never seen her betore,” replied 
Jones, who never allowed himself to be 
taken at a disadvantage; ‘but she must 
have changed greatly.” 

No Doubt of It. 

“Js that a man or a woman out there in 
the water ?” asked Merritt. 
“A man, of course,” replied Cobwigger. 
“How do you know ?” 
“Why, don’t you see the head is bald?” 

Best makes of pianos and organs for sale 
or to hire, at BELL's, 25 King street. 

| his friend in the street. 

- gether. 
dot is produced according to the Morse 

namely—OUR 

C. 

“A BIG OFFER.” 

STAND UP! 
You people who WORK HARD FOR YOUR MONEY, and tell us if you can, where 

lives the man or woman who is not anxious to get the most in QUALITY and VALUE 
for every dollar they spend? Such people do not exist in this community. There- 
fore, we don’t BEG your patronage BUT DESERVE it, by offering you one of the 
most remarkable things in money value ever shown over a Dry Goods counter, 

TANT-MIEUX 4-BUTTON FRENCH K 
Every Pair Equal to Josephine. 

GLOVE, 

Don’t allow your (reasonable) prejudice against cheap Gloves to prevent 
your discovering for yourself that our Glove is all we represent. 

The secret is in the fact that the Glove comes direct from the TanLes of the 
MAKERS to our counters, and is sold upon a StmeLe Commission Prorrr. 

1%" Sent postage prepaid to any address. 

FAIRALL & SMITH. 

HE KNEW THE SIGNS. 

The 01d Gentlemen Had them Interpreted— 

What He Heard. 

A man walking up Broadway, below John 
street, Wednesday afternoon, on the east 
side, stopped suddenly on the lower side of 
John street and looked toward the top of 
the tall Western Union building diagonally 
across the street. Several other persons 
seeing him looking upward, stopped also. 
Soon a crowd had aathered on the corner. 
The crowd saw a man standing in an open 

window in the operating room Teaning far 
out and gesticulating with both hands. 

““Theman’s crazy!” said one in the crowd. 
“He's going to jump out!” said another. 
“I'll bet a dollar that there's a murder 

and he’s trying to call the police !” said a 
third. 

“It’s fire.” said a little excitable man: 
“why don’t some one send out an alarm ?” 
Meanwhile the man in the window moved 

his arms up and down rhythmically, not no- 
ticing the attention he had attracted. The 
most observing man in the crowd below 
noticed that the man in the window looked 
down toward the sidewalk opposite the 
Western Union building, and following the 
tip they saw a man who seemed to imitate 
the motions of the man in the window. 

“What's the matter with the men!” 
ejaculated a bank official who had stopped 

| and studied the situation for a minute. 
“If you understand telegraphy,” said a 

voung man in a slouch hat who had quietly 
watched the proceeding, **yvouwouldn’t ask. 
That chap in the window is telegraphing to 

If you watch him 
closely vou will see that he holds his right 
hand over his left hand, and that he occa- 
sionally touches his left with his right hand. 
Sometimes he keeps his left hand on his 
right hand for a brief space of time, and 
sometimes he barely brings his hands to- 

When his hands merely touch a 

system, and when he permits them to re- 
| main together for a period it is a dash.” 

Very few ot the phrases current in so- | “What is he saving to his friend ?” in- 
quired the interested offieial. 
“The conversation began in this way,” 

said the telegrapher : *W-h-e-n w-i-I-1 y-o-u 
g-e-t o-v-e-r t-h-a-t s-p-r-e-¢ a-n-d c-o-m-e 
t-0 w-0-r-k ?’ 

“Is that so?” said the old gentleman, 
“and what did the man say in reply?” 
“W-h-een 1 g-e-t g-0-0-d a-n-d 

r-e-a-d-y."” 
“Dear me!” said the good old man, ap- 

parently much distressed. ‘‘And what is 
the man in the window saying now?” 

“C-h-e-e-s-e i-t! T-h-e o-l-d d-u-f-f-e-r 
w-i-t-h g-r-a-y G-a-l-w-a-y-s i-s o-n-t-o 
u-s!” 
As the old gentleman raised his eyes to 

the top of the Western Union building the 
man disappeared, and the window was 
slammed down.— Sun. 

The Porter Gave Her Away. 

One of this year’s October crop of brides 
was just starting forth upon her bridal 
journey. Every precaution had been taken 
to conceal the fact that she was a bride. 
She wore a plain, black dress and a black 
hat. Neither her gloves nor her boots were 
glaringly new and unwrinkled. Much pains 
had been taken with the groom. The new 
silk hat on which his affections were set was 
sent away from him and he was forced to 
start in his last year’s Derby and carry his 
things in and old and battered valise. 

“] don’t think, Augustus,” said the bride 
complacently as they drove to the station, 
“that we could possibly attract the least re- 
mark. Nobody would notice me, and you 
positively look quite shabby.” : 
Augustus did not seem so elated at this 

assurance as he was expected to be, but the 
bride went on cheerfully : 
“Now when we get in the train you must 

make the valise very prominent. it looks 
so dingy. Put it where it's right in the 
way of my feet, and don’t seem to notice. 
And be sure not to help me off with my 
jacket, but let me manage the best I can 
by myself. And oh! you'd better go right 
out and buy a newspaper and read it atten- 
tively. Don’t forget now!” 

Augustus promised to remember all these 
instructions, but as they waited in the 
crowd to get to their seats in the train, in 
spite of their ostentatiously absent and in- 
different manner, every one gave them a 
second look. The bride observed this and 
was much annoyed, for she could not see 
why they should attract attention, But the 
mystery was solved when the attentive por- 
ter, who showed them to their seats whis- 
pered to Augustus: 

“Shall I brush de lady off, sah? 
rice on her coat!"—Evening Sun. 

Dere’s 

He Was Conscientious. 

Editor—You say you wish this poem to 
appear in my paper anonymously ? 
Vould be contributor—Yes ;: 1 don’t want 

any name to it. 
Then I can’t publish it. 
Why not ? : 
Because I am conscientious about this 

matter. I don’t want an unjust suspicion 
to fall upon some innocent person. 

She Was Sorry. 

Emma (to her intended)—dJust think, 
Charlie, Judge Soandso proposed to me 
yesterday. 
Charlie—What did you say to him? 
I told that him I was very sorry, but that 

I was already engaged. 

What Ailed Hannah. 

Fat Widow—Doctor, I want you to an- 
swer my question candidly. 

Doctor—Certainly, my dear madame. 
Well, am I in love, or have I only got 

fatty degeneration of the heart ? 

Overcoats. 

Overcoats. 

60 DAYS SALE 

—— QF ——— 

Men's, Boys and Children’s 

READY-MADE 

CLOTHING. 
CASH ONLY. 

A Golden Opportunity to Buy 

CLOTHING 

AT THE 

LOWEST PRICES. 

LARGE, NEW 

——— AND —— 

COMPLETE STOCK 

From which to Select. 

WM. J. FRASER, 
47 King Street. 

One door above the Royal Hotel. 

Trnnks Retailed at WholesalePrices 

R. O'SHAUGHNESSY & CO,, 
Manufacturers of and Dealers in 

Valises, Trunks, Bags 3 
——AND— 

Fishing Tackle. 

83 Germain Street, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

JAMES S. MAY. W. ROBERT MAY. 

JAMES 8. MAY & SON, 

Merchant Tailors, 

24 Prince William Street, 

ST. JOIIN, N. B. 

mn
 

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. 

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 

Cut Nails and Cut Spikes, Tacks, Brads 
Finishing Nails, Shoe and Hungarian 

Nails, etc. 
Office, Warehouse and Manufactory : 

GEORGES STREET, t.John, N. B. 

HORSE BLANKETS, 
For Fall and Winter, 

Surcingles, Halters, Etc., 
a A Tomes 

ROBEB’'S HARNESS SHOP, 
204 Union Street. 

MR. JOSEPH 

E PEERLESS FOUNTAIN PEN 

PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN. 
A Free FLcw or INK. 

I 

ALWAYS READY 170 WRITE. 

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

FOR SALE BY 

ALFRED MORRISEY, 

LITTLE KING. 

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL, 

84 ---King Street - - - 84 
AN ADDITION. 

A. MURDOCH, 
Confectioner, 87 Charlotte Street, 

EGS TO INFORM THE PUBLIC THAT 
Le will serve the 

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

Store. 

The patronage of the publicis respectfully solicited. 

87 CHARLOTTE STREET. 

Beef, Mutton, 

Spring Lamb, Veal, 

Lettuce, Radishes, Celery and Squash. 
SUGAR CURED HAMS. 

Lard. 

DEAN, 

13 and 14 City Market. 

COME TO BELL, 
E525 KING STREET... &y 

Bacon, 

THOS. 

BELL wants to sce you at 25 King Street, and 
show you 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. 
£5 It will pay you to see BIREI.I,, at 

25 King street, St. John, N. B. 

BUSINESS MEN, 
CRUIKSHANK’S DINNERS 

Are the Best 

8% AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY. 

The best the market affords always on hand 

P. A. CRUIKSHANK, 
49 Germain Street, 

Opposite Market Building. 

Take Care 
OF YOUR FACE AND HEAD 

MeINTYRE, 
w= AT THE ~— 

ROYAL HOTEL BARBER SALOON, 
KEEPS THE BEST 

Face and Hair Washes 
IN THE CITY. 

B= Sample bottles upon application. 

Don’t fail to give them a trial. 

D. J. McINTYRE - - - 36 King Street. 

CAFE ROYAL, 
Domville Building, 

Corner King and Prince Wm. Cireets. 

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS. 

DINNER A SPECIALTY. 

Pool Room in Connection. 

WILLIAM CLARK. 

A. & J. HAY, 
76 King Street. 

Spectacles, Watches, Clocks and Jewelry. 
JEWELRY made to order and repaired. 

WEDDING RINGS guaranteed 18 K. fine. 

T. J. McPHERSON, 
181 UNION STREET, 

GROCER. 
= FRUITS A SPECIALTY. = 


