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NEAT AND COMPLETE. 
THE FAVORITE STORE OF MESSRS. 

THORNE BROS. 

Furs, Robes, Hats, Caps, Etc., in Endless 
variety and Perfect Style at Reasonable 

Prices—Success Well Won by Fair-Dealing 

and Enterprise 

«What a magnificent stock of furs!” is 

the exclamation of every one who visits the 

store of Thorne Bros. In ladies’ furs, the 

firm are showing a fine assortment of seal 
sacks, which are still the favorites, being 

made of Alaska seal, London dye, close- | 

full and extremely handsome, though high 
in price. Muffs, collarettes, stole and 
nutria shapes, mits and gauntlets are 
shown in all the furs, while they have chil- 

dren’s muffs and sets in chinchilla, krim- 

mer and Astrachan lamb and British 
ermine. 

In gentlemen's furs, Bokhara and racoon 
coats deserve special mention, while in the 
stock of caps and hats the firm take a place 
second to none. The stock of gauntlets 

and adjustable collars, with cuffs to match, 

is equal to any in the city. Thorne Bros. 
also keep a line of goods in buck, kid lined 
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fitting, and clinging like cloth to the figure ; 
while their Astrachan sacks are like the 
seal in finish and fit, strong and durable, 

suitable for all weathers, and very reason- 
able in price. The firm have a full supply 
of fur-lined cloaks, both in imported and 
their own makes, with different colored 

striped coverings. Seal caps are in good 
demand with the gentle sex, and in these 
the nicest thing is a walking hat. Capes 
are somewhat in request, although boas 

have in great part taken their place, and in 

these latter Thorne Bros. show a fine 

assortment, the novelty in these being the 

Rocky Mountain bear boa, which is deep, 

DEAD AND ALIVE. 
Everybody called him Johnny. Ie was 

the sort of man whom his friends slapped 
violently on the back or dug playfully in 
the ribs at inopportune moments. Practi- 
cal jokers used to hide his hat and coat at 
the club—they were so greasy and an-| 
cient that it was impossible to make a mis- 
take—and leave him to wander home to 
Camden Town, bareheaded and scantily 
clad, at three or four o'clock in the morn- 
ing; when he fell asleep in an armchair 
after dinner, and snored in the repose of 
the weary or the inebriate—more frequently 
the latter, I grieve to say—his boon com- 
panions would blacken his face with a cork, 
or draw white figures on his clothes with a 
picce of chalk filched from the billiard- 
room. Johnny Shannon was a literary 
hack, an out-at-elbows Fleet street scrib- 
bler, who wrote well when he was sober, 
and respectably even when he was drunk. 
Had he lived in the days of Captain Shan- 
don, he would have written most of his 
articles, like that worthy gentleman, in a 
debtor’s prison, for poor , wea was al- 
ways hard up, always tormented by duns, 
always in dread of bailiffs, writters, and 
committals to Holloway jail for what is eu- 
phemistically termed contempt of court. 
le could turn his hand to pretty nearly 
everything in the literary line; he could 
write sporting articles, city articles, art 
criticisms, political manifestoes, paragraphs 
by the score ; he frequently wrote sermons, 
which he sold to stupid country parsons at 
five shillings apiece. He reviewed books 
on all manner of subjects, from Roman 
Pavements to Savories and Sweets; he 
could knock off ¢‘vers de societe,” and was 
by no means a novice at rhymed acrostics. 
And still Johnny did not prosper; what he 
¢arned one day he spent the next, and be- 
Ing blessed with a wife and three children, 
he found existence a very hard struggle. 
For as fast as he got a good berth he lost 
it. Editors fought shy of him, except as 
an ‘‘occasional contributor ;” they said that 
he could not be relied on; often he had 
missed a sub-editorship through his deplor- 
able weakness. He might even have at- 
tained to the dignity of an editorial chair; 
but no sensible proprietor would entrust his 
Paper to the charge ot a man who on press 
ho might be lying half-drunk, half- 
asleep, in the smoking-room of the Cherokee 
Club, with his face blackened and his 
clothes adorned with hieroglyphics in white 
chalk. The one post, however, which 

Johnny contrived to hold for a good num- 
r of years was that of art critic to the 

Tubthumper. The Tubthumper was not a 

and wool and their sleigh robes cannot be 

beaten for beauty and durability. Leaving’ 
the fur department the stock of stiff and 
and soft hats is very full, the firm this sea- 

son maintaining the reputation they have 

gained for gents’ head wear. They carry 

the best makes of English and American 

manufacture, being sole agents for the pro- 

vince for the celebrated Cooksie hat of 

London. 

After 12 years in the trade, the firm feel 

that they are better prepared than ever to 

meet the demands of their customers, 

the goods being right in quality and 
price. 

 — = 

lively journal ; it had a very limited circula- 
tion, and the amount of cash which Johnny 
received for his articles was to small. But it 
was eminently respectable, and his articles 
signed ““Morbidezza” had appeared for so 
many years that the signature acquired a 
certain weight in the artistic world. Mr. 
Shannon would have been grievously hurt 
had his connection with the Zubthumper, 
comparatively unprofitable as it was, been 
abruptly cut short. 
Now, although the ZTubthumper had but 

a small following among the public, artists, 
for some reason or another, valued its good 
opinion. So, in artist circles, Johnny was 
a welcome guest. At studio-views, when 
the host employed his wife and daughters 
—or somebody else’s wife and daughters, if 
his own were not sufficiently attractive—to 
flirt with the art critics, and ply them with 
tea and muffins, he generally gave Johnny 
Shannon a stiff brandy and soda in his own 
sanctum, and not seldom pressed upon 
him at parting a small souvenir in the shape 
of a drawing or study which he could not 
induce his dealer to purchase. It was a 
mere act of civility, ot course, and to do 
Johnny justice he vzlued the drink more 
than the sketch. Still, he could not very 
well abuse the man as an artist, whose hos= 
pitality had been so acceptable, and thus it 
came to pass that Mr. Shannon's notices 
were generally favorable. It also happened 
that he had quite a collection of drawings, 
studies and sketches presented to him at 
various times by genial artists who pos- 
sessed the right of appending to their names 
the magic letters R. B. A., R. W.S.,, R. 

I., A. R. A. oreven R. A. : 
Things were very bad in the Camden 

Town household. The bills waxed larger 
and laroer, as Johnny's credit waned. Mrs. 

Shannon wanted sea air, Jouiily Jullor was 

down with measles, and the baby threat- 
ened whooping-cough. Mr. Shannon him- 
self was doing badly ; he had lost the coun- 
tenance of several editors lately. The 
Tubthumper, it is true, remained faithful, 
but the Tubthumper paid little, and that at 

irregular intervals. It was a black look- 
out. 
“What the deuce is to be done?” said 

Johnny, hopelessly, to the wife of his 
bosom. 

«Sell those absurd drawings of yours,” { my pupils—Miss 

she suggested, in a querulous tone. She 
had been a pretty woman, but care had 

made her thin and angular, and had turned 

her voice shrill and her hair prematurely: 

grey. 
‘Hang it all, Hester! I can’t sell pres- 

ents !” 

of the moon lit up the cheerless, shabby 
room, revealing the threadbare carpet, the 
rickety chairs, and the white chalk-marks 
upon Shannon's seedy clothes. Through a 
thin partition he could hear a child whining 
in its sleep. 

“It seems mean, but I'll do it,” he re- 
plied.§,‘It’s precious hard I can’t get a de- 
cent berth, when one thinks of the idiots 
who scribble miles of stuff and are well 
paid.” 
And the next morning he sallied forth, 

armed with a good bundle of studies, 
sketches, ‘‘bits,” and so forth, the gifts of 
grateful or hopeful artists. Johrny was 
quite ashamed of his task. The creators 
of these things had been so polite, so gen- 
isl, it was like parting with old friends. 
But they were so valuable—of course they 
were! Three strokes of a brush by Sir 
Thomas Lofty, Mr. Dawber, Mr. Sandan- 
far, or Mr. Allbones were worth money. 
It was cruel to sell them, but he had no 
doubt of the result. 

“Well, dear, have you sold them ?” said 
Mrs. Shannon anxiously, when he regained 
his humble roof. 
Her lord's step, I regret to say was un- 

steady and his voice was slightly husky. 
He extricated a parcel from the pocket of 
his overcoat with difficulty, and threw it on 
the floor with an oath. 

“Sold them! No! They're not worth 
a mag. [showed them to Kleingeben, 
and he said that they would be dear at a 
fiver for the lot!” 

‘But, Johnny, dear, 1 thought they were 
worth hundreds!” she faltered. 

“I didnot!” he sneered. “Old Klein 
told me that they might be of value to the 
artists, because it would be worth their 
while to keep them out of the market. But 
no dealer in his senses would look at such 
rubbish, unless the painter happened to die 
suddenly. If I were to murder a few of 
these chaps their sketches might fetch good 
prices.” 

“Don’t talk so dreadfully, dear.” 
“Talk!” he cried, excitedly. *‘Talk’s 

not much good; but what, in heaven's 
name, are we to do? I've a good mind to 
hang myself. You and the kids would get 
on better without me.” 

After that night Johnny was seen no 
more in his accustomed haunts. The 
Cherokees concluded that he had ‘‘gone on 
the booze” for an unusually longer period, 
his editors grumbled and swore, and, 
finally, handed over his work to other men. 
At the end of a week a pale, tearful woman 
applied to a police magistrate to give pub- 
licity to the fact that her husband, John 
Shannon, had mysteriously disappeared. 
The magistrate and the press kindly prom- 
ised to assist her in finding him, and the 
Sp —-— of John Shannon, art critic 
and literary drudge, was speedily made 
public. “Drunk and tumbled into the 
river,” said one charitable friend ; ‘‘Bolted 
to escape duns,” ssid another ; *‘Poor devil ! 
wonder what has become of him?” queried 
a few—a very few. 

In three weeks the mystery was solved, 
for a corpse was picked up in the Thames 
which was universally declared to be that 
of the missing journalist. And then sud- 
denly his editors seemed to discover the 
loss they had sustained, or perhaps they did 
not care that their ge + should be buried 
in a pauper’s grave; whatever were their 
motives, they subscribed a sovereign or so 
apiece, and poor Johnny had quite a re- 
spectable funeral at Kensal-green. Having 
gone so far, it suddenly occurred to them 
that Johnny had left a widow and three 
children, who were in imminent danger of 
starvation. : 

“This is most unpleasant,” mused ha of 
the 7Tubthumper. **We shall have the 
woman round at the office wanting to bor- 
row money.” 

“Something ought to be done,” said the 
editor of the Daily Driveller, in a burst of 
enthusiasm. 
“Then perhaps you will do it,” remarked 

the chiet of the Weekly Reviler. 
“Let's ask Blatherum,” was the universal 

decision. Now, Blatherum was the art 
critic of the Parthenon, which, as every- 
body knows, is a very influential and supe- 
rior journal indeed. Blatherum wrote 
learnedly about ‘‘values,” “tonality,” 
“coloration,” *‘infinity of aim,” ‘‘opulence 
of line,” “‘rhythmic force,” and ‘‘balance 
of impasto.” And as nobody understood 
what he meant, he was generally accepted 
as a very great authority. 

“Well,” said Mr. Blatherum, ‘if any- 
thing has to be done—and of course it is 
very unpleasant that Shannon's family 
should have to go into the workhouse—the 
thing is an art exhibition.” 
“What do you mean?" said the 7ub- 

thumper. 
“Merely this, it would be a great thing 

to exhibit the devotion of editors to mem- 
bers of their staff; it would be a great 
thing to show that artists are fond of really 
honest, straightforward art criticism—suc 
as our late friend’s, of course! The dealers 

would be glad to help for the same reason.” 
“It's a great idea I” said the Reviler. 
“Who's to work it?" queried the more 

practical Tubthumper. 
“You leave it to me,” said Mr. Blathe- 

rum, “and I'll work the artists and the 
dealers; we'll get sketches from all sorts 
of swells, and press notices by the score. 
Oh, it will be a big thing!” 

“Dessay you'll make it worth your 
while,” nid the chief of the Daily 

Driveller. 
Mr. Blatherum was as good as his word. 

Of course his first task was to visit Mrs. 

Shannon. He found that lady melancholy, 
but apparently resigned. 

“It's very sad to break up our home,” 
she said, ‘‘but there must be a sale. The 

sketches, all of them presents, which poor 
Johnny valued so highly, must be sold at 
Christie’s.” 

«Nothing of the kind, my dear madam!” 
ejeculated Blatherum ; ‘‘they must be sent 

w ibe benetit Art Exhibition for sale 

there.” And he represented to her in such 
a convincing manner the commercial aspects 

of the enterprise, that she gladly fell in 
with his wishes. Blatherum had but little 
difficulty with the artists. : ; 
“Look here, my boy,” he said to Sir 

Thomas Lofty, ‘‘you remember that sketch 
you gave to poor old Shannon ?” 

“Blessed if I do!” replied Sir Thomas. 
“Believe I gave him something—h’m, think 

it was rather a promising nude by [one of 
Arabella Skumble— 

daughter of old Skumble—most charming 
irl”? 
“But you signed it, you know.” ; 

. «Dear me, dear me, so I did! Fact is I 

drew most of it, putin the foreshortening 
of the left leg. {ven a 

«Shannon's dead. you see. Mrs. Shan- 
non is very hard up; she's going to sell all “Why not? You sold my watch.” 

There was silence, and a sudden ray 

: ® 

the sketches by auction. Thought you 

would scarcely like that; fact is we were 
getting up a litle exhibition for the benefit 
of Mrs. S. and th kids. If you will con- 
tribute a sketch the other thing can go in; 
otherwise it will be sold at Christie's. 
People may say it 1sn’t yours. See?” 

In private life Mr. Blatherum talked 
quite like an ordinary human being, and 
Sir Thomas understood the situation in a 
surprisingly short space of time. 
“Ah, yes! Benefit for a deceased art- 

critiec—pictures contributed by eminent R. 
A.'s—great attraction. 
“Quite so,” said Mr. Blatherum. I 

think you have a szetch handy which vou 
might give away for such a noble object.” 

Sir Thomas had, and so had a good many 
other artists whom the astute art-crivic 
visited. ‘‘Nothing like establishing a pre- 
cedent,” he said to himself, after a dozen or 
more interviews. “Now if I get laid up 
you'll have to arrange a benefit show for 
me. If they don’t, begad, won't 1 let them 
have it when I get well! Really, Shannon 
did quite the right thing when 4 fell into 
the Thames.” 
As for the dealers, there was even less 

difficulty with them. The generosity of 
dealers is proverbial, and all the big men 
gave valuable pictures—which had been 
left on their hands unsaleable for years. 
So the Shannon Benefit Fund was organ- 

ized. The cash subscriptions were few, 
and they were not large in amount, for they 
came from men who were almost as hard 
up as peor Johnny himself hai been. But 
the number of pictures the committee re- 
ceived was quite surprising, and when Mrs 
Shannon's small collection was thrown init 
became necessary to hire a large gallery 
wherein to exhibit and sell them. The gal- 
lery proprietor let his rooms for a nominal 
sum—which was truly liberal, as at that 
period of the year there was absolutely no 
demand for it, and, of course his generos- 
ity was duly chronicled in the catalogue and 
in the newspapers. The Benefit Exhibition 
was a great success; there were pictures 
by R. A.’s which they would have been 
ashamed to hang up in their own kitchens ; 
there were works by outsiders, which 

would have been rejected even at the Acad- 
emy ; there were pieces of sculpture too 
terrible for words. But the works of art 
were gifts, so their purely disinterested 
donors were lauded to the skies by wily 
critics who thought that some day their own 
turn might come, and the good-natured 
yublic bought the rubbish at twenty times 

its value, just as people pay ata bazaar 
half a guinea for a pair of mittens which 
would be dear at sixpence. 
The committee were soon enabled to 

hand over to Mrs. Shannon £800 on ac- 
count. She was sent to Margate with the 
two younger children, while the eldest boy 
was dispatched to a boarding-school. 

Six months had passed since Shannon's 
dissppearance ; the grass was green on his 
grave, and the exhibition was on the point 
of closing, nearly everything having been 
sold, for such pictures as the public could 
not be induced to purchase were brought 
in by the judicious artists themselves. Mr. 
Blatherum, the indefatigable secretary, was 
seated at a table in the gallery, writing an 
article for the Parthenon, for business was 
slack. There was no one else in the room 
but a tall man in a grey overcoat, with a 
big muffler round lus throat, of whom 
Mr. Blatherum took no notice, for he did 
not look like a purchaser. It was getting 
dusk, close upon seven o'clock— closing 
time—and the art critic began to put his 
apers together with a view of going 
ome. 
Meanwhile, the man with the muffler was 

walking round the gallery examining the 
pictures with much interest, and now and 
then giving vent to a subdued chuckle. 
The first time that the sound broke the 
stillness, Mr. Blatherum paid no attention 
to it, but when it had been repeated three 
or four times he began to get annoyed. 
“Confound that fellow’s impudence!” he 
thought; ‘what the deuce does he find to | 
laugh at? And then he uttered a loud 
“Hem!” with a view of recalling the 
stranger to a sense of propriety. But the 
man with the muffler paid no heed ; he was 
engrossed with his task. He paused be- 
fore one of Sir Thomas Lofty’s contribu- 
tions, and sniggered audibly ; he passed on 
to a great work by Dawber, R. A., and 
laughed in open derision. 
“(ood Lord!” murmured Mr. DBlathe- 

rum, ‘‘perhaps he’s an escaped lunatic! 
I'd better call the commissionaire. What 
on earth is he going to do now?” 
The man with the muffler had discovered 

a bust of the late John Shannon, Esq., by 
a rising young sculptor, Mr. Thomas 
Trowel, to wit. It seemed to fascinate 
him ; he looked at it from every pot of 
view, chuckling all the while, and finally, 
as if to enjoy his mysterious joke the better, 
he sat down in front of it on a convenient 
chair, put his hands on his knees, and 
rocked himself to and fro in an ecstasy of 
merriment. Mr. Blatherun’s curiosity 
overcame his fears. 

“He's talking to himself. I must hear 
what he's saying.” And he" rose and 
stealthily approached the stranger on tip- 
toe. 

«Oh, this is toomuch !” gasped that pro- 
fane person. ‘Tommy Trowel as a scilp- 
tor! I owed him ten pounds; blessed if I 
ever pay him now. Some flat has bought 
this thing for fifty—and he never sold a 
bust before in his life! Ha! ha!! ha!!!” 

and he fairly roared. There was some- 
thing in the tone of his voice which made 

Mr. Blatherum start violently. The 
stranger turned at at the voice, met Mr. 

Blatherum’s eye, and at once exclaimed : 
“Why, Blatherum, old chap, how are 

you?” 
But the art critic's jaw fell, his face grew 

pale, and with a howl of terror he turned to 

fly for his life. The deceased Mr, Shannon 

grasped him firmly by the coat-tails. 
Don't be a fool! I'm not a ghost! I'm 

alive! Very much alive! Better than I've 
been for years!” And he dealt his former 

triend a sounding slap on the back. 
“You're not dead ?” gasped that gentle- 

man, ‘then what the devil have you been 
doing 

«+] had an accident,” said Mr. Shannon, 

“mighty bad accident. I've been in hos- 
pital for months with some infernal fever. 
Just out.” : 
“But why did'nt you write or do some- 

thing? It's really most inopportune your 
turning up like this, you know !” 

«Couldn't, my dear boy; was off my 

head, raving ; never even Saw a newspaper 
till yesterday. Didn't know anything about 
this show till today, when I went home and 

found that they'd sent away the missus and 

the kids. Came on here at once, and my 

stars, isn't it just a treat!” : 

«Precious lucky treat for you!” said 

Mr. Blatherum, by no means moliified. 
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10 BE WELL DRESSED, 
ONE HAS ONLY TO PATRONIZE THE 

MESSRS. MAY. | 

With Stock and Facilities all That Could be | 

Desired, They Can Safely Engage to Give 

Satisfaction to Patrons—The Popular Mail | 
Order Department. : | 

In all the various pursuits of the business 
community of this city no greater progress 

has been made than in the line of fine | 
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tables of Messrs. May's establishment are 
covered with the leading fabrics of the for 
eign markets, providing ample assortment 
from which to choose end this, with the 

ability of their cutters to satisfy the wishes 
- of customers, has made the firm a popular 
one among those who display good taste in 
their dress. The facilities of this house for 

the prompt fulfillment of orders are all that 
could be desired, the staff embracing some 

of the best workmen in the city, whose 

operations are all under the personal super- 

The firm offer vision of the proprietors. 
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tailoring. As one of the houses in this line 

Evy 

of business which has been foremost in pro- 

moting the standard of excellence in gentle- 

men’s attire, that of James S. May & Son, 

84 Prince William street, is of special im- 

portance, and is deserving of particular 

mention in a review of those places most 

desirable in St. John as purchasing points. 
This is demonstrated to the satisfaction of 

any one who carefully inspects their stock 

of all that is fashionable in the latest pat- 

terns, and realizes, from a practical test 

the exquisite fit and elegant finish of all 
garments leaving this establishment. The 

liberal inducements tor a cash trade and at 

no place in the city can a person be fitted 

out in a better manner for less money tham 

at their establishment. A special feature is 

their mail order department, and samples 

and safe measurements can be forwarded on 

application by addressing P. O. Box 303. 

The Messrs. May have the proud repu- 

tation of possessing one of the finest tailor- 

ing establishments in the lower provinces, 

and their trade is not mere’ loo! Lint ex- 

tends generally throughout New Bruns 
wick. 

“For goodness’ sake, don’t think I'm 
Wich. I" protested Mr. Shannon ; ‘‘but 
I really couldn’t help smiling a bit! You 
won't tell anyone now, will you? I thought 
I was alone.” 
And, on reflection, Mr. Blatherum con- 

cluded that he wouldn't. “For,” he said 
to himself, ‘‘nobody’s any the worse. The 
artists have got a thumping good adver- 
tisement, and everybody concerned is 
covered with glory. And the great thing, | 

after all, is that we've managed to establish 
the precedent!” 

{ 

The following was the sort of paragraph | 
which shortly went the rounds of the papers : 

MR. JOEN SHANNON — EXTRAORDINARY REAP- 
PEARANCE. — The numerous friends of Mr. John 
Shannon will be no less surprised than delighted to 
heor that he is alive and well, and that he returned 
to London two days ago in total ignorance of the 
facts that he had been mourned for as dead, and that 
the body of a man unknown had been buried under 
his name at Kensal-green. Mr. Shannon, it appears, 
went to Portsmouth on business on the night of his 
disappearance, and accidently fell into the harbor. 
He was rescued, but the shock and exposure, 
coupled with severe injuries to the head, brought on 
an attack of brain fever and other complications. 
Mr. Shannon was taken to a well-known hospital in 
that town, and for months hovered between life and 
death, being entirely unable to give any account of 
himself, or even to reveal his identity. Mr. Shannon 
is now restored to health, and is deeply grateful for 
the efforts of so many kinds friends to assist his wife 

and children—efforts which speak volumes for the 

kindly relations existing betweens artists and art 

critics. We hear that a complimentary dinner will 
shortly be given to Mr. Shannon a3 the Cherokee 
Club, and we are glad to be able to state on the best 

authority that he has accepted a permanent post on 

the staff’ of a distinguished eontemporaty journal. 

The latter statement, at all events, was 

true, and Mr. Shannon's merits were at 

— oe em 

length appreciated. ¢ k 4 

+I say, Blatherum,” remarked Mr. Chit- 

ter, art critic of the Daily Driveller, to his 

friend, one day, ‘what the deuce did Shan- 
non really do with himself while he was 
away ?”’ 

‘He was in hospital at Portsmouth,” re- 
plied Blatherum, solemnly ; ‘‘brain fever.” 

“Oh, ves; of course; but I suppose you 

noticed that he county-courted the Hyde 

Park Review last week, and recovered 

twenty guineas for some articles he wrote 
on the Paris Salon?” 

“Yes, I saw that; the H. P. R. never 

ays its contributors without an action.” 

“But how the deuce could he have writ- 

ten about the Salon if he had brain fever at 

Portsmouth ?” persisted Mr. Chitter. “I 

believe he was in Paris all the time !” 

«It's easy enough to write about the 

Salon without going to Paris,” replied Mr. 

Blatherum, sententiously. “I don’t know 

where Shannon went ; but he is a very clever 

man.”"— London Truth, 

Very, Very Singular. 

School ma'am—dJohn, I noticed in your 
writing last week that you spoke of your 
father and mother, together, in the sin ular 

number. You said, ‘‘their life.” oes 

the grammar tell you to speak in that way? 
Johnny Mulcahey—Well, when two peo- 

ple’s married ain't they made one, which 1s 
sing’ler—very sing'ler, ain't it? 

Millinery Sale 
— OF THE —— 

FINEST MILLINERY GOODS, 
~ «== AND —— 

SALE WITHOUT RESERVE. 

Trimmed and Untrimmed Bonnets and Hats 
AT UNHEARD OF PRICES. 

Those having not yet purchased would do 

well to vis: 

MME. KANE'S Store, 
205 UNION STREET, 

1888. FALL and WINTER 1686. 
Just Received per steamer “Damara”™ — 

LATEST LONDON STyLcESs 

Stiff and Soft Felt Hats. 
CHILDREN'S PLUSH CAFS; 

T. O’'SHANTER CAPS; 
HAVELOCK CAPS; ALMA CAPS; 

CORDUROY in all colors. 

Ladies’ and Gent's CLoTH CAPS in newest shapes. 

Ladies’ and Gent's GILLOV KS in Kid, Buck, 
Fur, Woollen, etc. 

ROBT. C. BOURKE & CO, 

Dispensing of Prescripisis. 
Special Attention is Given to 
this very important branch. 

Medicines of Standardized Strength used. 

By this means rcliablc atl! Pin? vplied, and 
in each case compounded by a competent posi. 

&%~ Prices low. .@% 

WM. B. McVEY, 
Dispensing Chemist, 185 Union Street. 

Oysters. Oysters. 
—IN STORE— 

65 bbls. Hand-Picked P. E. I ™ sis: 

10 kegs Pickled Pigs’ Feet, 
“Spiced Lambs’ Ton? ¢ 

—— FOR SALE LOW AT-—— 

J. ALLAN TURNER'S, 
No. 3 North side King square. 

OYSTERS delivered on the half shell. 
Orders for hotels and families promptly art: nde 

to and shelled to order. 

Low Prices. 
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