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MEADOW-LILI ES.
Tall spikes of tawny bloom
Filling the dusky room
With whispers of a meadow cool and fair,
Of grass embowering deep
Your light that could not keep,
And her, the gentle maid who found you there.

Found you and carried you
In from the white and blue
Of summer skies that softly bent above you;
In a vase crystal-clear
Prisoned and gave you here
To one who well she knew would praise azd love
you.

Fair yellow lilies, tell
To one who loves you well,
Of all you saw in that broad meadow green;
What birds swept overhead?
What sang they as they sped?
What friends have paced those arching firs be-
tween?

Slim blue-beils, all the day
That gently toss and sway,
For what glad tidings are those wee bells rung?
Where did the clover find
A fourth leaf to its mind?
And what emall live things dart the ferns among?

Ah, Lilies! I can trace
In each small freckled face
More than your gold-dust tongues will ever speak :
And =o I &it and look
As in 1 magic book,
And ever find the knowledge that I seek.
EL1ZABETH GOSTWYCKE ROBERTS.

AN EPISCOPAL FIX.

A certain worthy prelate, who was the
bishop of X., and gloried in the fami-
liar patronymic of Smith, came up to
London during Christmas week to meet his
wife and daungter, who had been staying
in the South of France. It was an act of
devotion on his part, for he very rarely
visited the metropolis, and had not quitted
his diocese for years. He was a quiet,
mild, inoffensive old gentleman, of studious
habits and retiring disposition. The only
fault which his enemies could find in him
was a decided tendency to penuriousness,
and this was probably the reason why,
having to spend a night in town, he elected
to seek a bed at the house of a clerical
friend, instead of locating himself comfort-
ably in the palatial hotel annexed to the
railway terminus at which he alighted.

He had only discoved at the last moment
that he must reach London the day before
his wife’s arrival in order to be in time to
meet her the next morning, and, conse-
quently, he had omitted to bespeak his
iriend’s hospitality. He therefore took the
precaution to leave his portmanteau at the
cloak-room of the station, in case his un-
expected visit might prove inopportune.
He started off on foot, intending to avail
himself of an economical 'bus, and as he
walked along he passed the portals of a
modest Turkish bath establishment. Now
a Turkish bath was a luxury which the
bishop occasionally permitted himself, and,
feeling grimy and tatigued after his journey,
it occurred to him that he might do worse
than invigorate himself in this fashion. IHe
hesitated a moment as he glanced at the
unpretentious exterior of the building, but
it looked clean, and the price, as con-
spicuously exhibited, commended itself to
his frugal mind. He reflected that his
episcopal garb, being almost entirely con-
cealed by a long greatcoat, would probably
escave observation ; beside which, he was
hardly likely to meet an acquaintance in
such an out ot the way locality. He there-
fore yielded to his inclination, and was
shortly afterward disporting himself with
serene enjoyment in an atmosphere sugges-
tive of an overheated oven.

When the bishop returned to the outer
room to assume his habiliments, he found
that the individual who had occupied the
opposite couch had disappeared, leaving
him in sole possession of the small com-
partment. It may be explained that the
apartment was partioned off into half-a-
dozen open recesses like miniature horse
boxes, with accommodation for two persons
in each. There were three of these com-
partments on either side of the room, with
a passage running down the centre. The
bishop was rather relieved to find that his
companion had left him to himself, because
he could enjoy without constraint a quiet

siesta and a leisurely toilet. Attired in a
light but eccentric costume of bathing
towels, the bishop reposed tor half an hour
or 5o on a couch with half-closed eyes, in a
benign frame ot mind, and then, with a
great effort, he bestirred himself to dress.

When he came to look for his clothes,
however, he discovered that the garments
which lay huddled in a heap close to his
hand did not belong to him. In his dreamy
state the revelation dawned upon him im-
perceptibly, and only caused him mild
vexation. He concluded he had come into
the wrong compartment and had been re-
bosing on the couch of some other bather.
With some trepidation he issued forth into

¢ passage, peering into the adjoining
boxes, but without result. The upshot

was that he was suddenly seized with a

fearful misgiving, and peremptorily sum-

oned the attendant.

“Someone has taken my clothes,” he
exclaimed, with mingled horror and indig-
nation.

“Ain’t these yours, sir?” said the lad,
E:mtmg to the heap beside which the bishop

‘(} been reclining.

"No, sir; certainly not,” returned the
CLSh(]’(P sharply, eyein - with scorn a loud
i eﬁl ed trouser leg which dangled fantas-

‘¢aly over the back of a chair.

Lseed you lyin’ down by 'em this ’‘arf
QOUI: and more,” said the lad, probably re-
“iting the prelate’s tone.
arel Suppose I made a mistake. Where
instamy things? Send for the proprietor

antly I exclaimed the bishop, in a ter-
nible fluster,

.20€ lad retired with a grin, and the
bxzh&p f‘i"erlslgly adjusted hi%n!:urban_ and
vild ar;e S which enveloped him, with a

s empt at looking dignified. The
Emﬁl'I;tor, a rough looking personage,
inno:ené?, presently, with an air of injured
“R’]}at’s up, sir?” he inquired shortly.
have dil: Pe!'fectly”scqndalous.. My clothe:
he ag deappe"edz cried the bishop. ‘‘No,
dicateq emphatically, as the proprietor in-
the heap before referred to. **Those

Te .
Clerg;:n:::?,?' Certainly not. I am a—a
,,he}l“ﬁced a clergyman pass out, sir,

0 i i
y~sta)1; d: :ere in the bath,” interposed a

L1
Then my things have been stolen !” ex-

claimed the bishop, as the truth flashed
across ““Some rascal  has stolen
them " Vil

“There ain't no thieves in my establish-
ment,” said the proprietor, looking per-
turbed nevertheless.

“What am I to do?” cried the bishop,
his anger giving way to agonizing perplex-
ity. “I can’t wear those things. :

“Why not? A fair exchange is no rob-
bery,” said the proprietor, who apparently
had some suspicion on his mind as to the
bona fides of the bishop’s complaint.

I am not accustomed to be addressed in
that tone, sir; I am the bishop of X,” ex-
claimed the prelate, with all the dignity he
could muster.

But, almost before the words were out of
his mouth, he wished he had not spoken
them. They not only failed to produce a
desirable effect, but elicited grins of incred-
ulity from the bystanders. The fact is that
a bishop in a Turkish bath may easily be
mistaken for a meaner mortal. His ford-
ship’s personal appearance was neither im-
posing nor aristocratic, and, divested of his
shovel hat and apron, he looked exceeding-
ly commonplace. He instinctively felt that
it would be useless to stand upon his dig-
nity, and regretted that he had revealed
his identity to an unsympathetic audience.
He became painfully conscious of the ab-
surdity of the situation, and turned erimson
with humiliation and confusion.

“I don’t think that will quite do, sir,”
said the proprictor, noticing these signs.
““You had better look at them clothes again,
and I fancy you'll find they are yours after
all.”

With this ironical speech the proprietor
tnrned on his heel and walked off, glancing
significantly at the bystanders, as much as
to say that he had discomfited an unserupu-
lous imposter. The bishop had not the
heart #o continue the discussion, but retired

to his compartment and sat down sadly on-

the couch to reflect what he had better do.
The obvious course appeared to be to send
for the police, and to despatch a message
to his friend to come and identify him. But
this involved creating a disturbance and
exposing himself, for a time at all events,
to further indignity. Besides, he did not
relish the idea of being discovered by his
friend in a state of deshabille in a cheap
Turkish bath under such ludierous circum-
stances. On the whole, he preferred to
adopt the alternative of dressing himselt
in the thief's clothes, and driving to his
friend’s house in a cab. His attire would,
no doubt, excite surprise, but he would be
spared the humiliation of remaining an ob-
ject of ridicule and suspieion.

Nertheless, the bishop . shuddered when
he looked at the garments in which he pro-
posed to array himself. They consisted of
a suit of clothes of a loud pattern, very
much the worse for wear, a round hat—
familiarly known as a “‘billycock”—and a
massive ulster great coat of a strangely
dissipated and rakish appearance. After
an inward struggle, the bishop swallowed
his pride and s dignity at a gulp, and
hastily proceeded to clothe himself with
such articles as were absolutely necessary.
Unfortunately, he could not dispense with
the billycock hat, which was many sizes too
small, and sat lightl_v on the crown of his
head in a very ridiculous fashion. In like
manner the stranger’s boots cost him a
bitter pang, for they were in an advanced
state of decomposition, and looked really
disreputable. But he could not help him-
self, and, though a glance at the mirror
confirmed his worst apprehension with re-
gard to his aspect, he set his teeth firmly
and resolved not to be daunted.

There was an audible titter as he passed
along the passage toward the entrance, and
the proprietor, who received him at the
door, treated him with very scant civility.
This was galling enough, but when he got
outside into the street he was instantly

ounced upon by an individual who patted
im playiu{'ly on the shoulder and thrust an
ominous-looking document into his hand.

“What is this?” inquired the bishop
stiffly.

“You've only got to read it, and you'll
find out all about it. Here’s the original,
if you want to see it,” replied the man.

“But this—this is addressed to John
Richards. You have evidently made a
mistake,” said the bishop, glancing at the
paper.

**Oh, no, I haven’'t—not this time. I
watched you go in, matey. Considering
I've been waiting here for you over three
hours, you might stand a pint to show you
bear no malice,” said the man facetiously.

The bishop hastily put the paper in his
pocket and walked on, swelling with indiﬁ-
nation, but prudently smothering his wrath.
It was clear he was honestly mistaken for
the owner of the clothes he was wearing,
and it would be useless to argue the point.

Before he had proceeded many steps he
came upon a cheap hatter’s shop, the sight
of which sent a ray of hope through%ﬁs
breast. He would buy a hat and likewise
a presentable pair of boots, and, in short,

urchase a fresh outfit, so as to arrive at

is friend’s house looking at least respect-
able. He accordingly walked into the shop
and selected a sober, broad-brimmed hat
that fitted him. There was nothing Episco-
pal about it, but it was a great improve-
ment on the obnoxious ‘‘billycock,” which
he freely bestowed on the shopman. But
when he put his hand in his pocket to pay
for his purchase, he realized, for the first
time, the worst part of the mishap that had
befallen him. His watch and jewelry and
money had been carried off with his clothes
by the thief, whose cast-off garments did
not contain so much as a single penny piece.

“] am exceedingly sorry,” said the bish-
op, breaking into a profuse perspiration ;
¢but I have no money. I have been rob-
bed.”

“Oh! indeed, sir,” said the shopman,
lo«%’?g him up and down, unpleasantly.

es; but I hope you will trust me with
this hat. I pledge my honor you shall be
paid,” said the bishop earnestly.

““We don't take no pledges of that sort
at this establishment,” returned the man.

““When I tell you I am the bishop of
x.”___

‘A bishop, eh?” interrupted the man,
whisking the hat off the head of his
would-be customer with remarkable
celerity, and restoring it to its place
in the window: ‘‘I know your sort.
You look like a bishop, don't yer?
You'd better take yourself off, youn
feller, or I shall have to send for the police.”

For a moment the good bishop became
apoplectic, but he mastered his indignation.
It was not surprising, considering his ap-

arance, that the man should mistrust him,
and his lordship therefore took up his dis-
carded headgear and stepped silently into
the street.

It was obvious that he must present him-

self at his friend’s house as he was. He
hesitated a moment whether to return to
the station, and claim the portmanteau he
had left there. But it contained nothin

that would materially improve his outwa

attire, as he had only come to town for one
night ; and, besides, having learned wisdom
from bitter experience, he doubted whether
it would be given up to him. The ticket
was in the pocket of his clothes, and pos-
sibly by this time the thief had made use of
it. He therefore hailed a cab, and directed
the man to take him to his friend’s address.

He naturally felt very awkward and em-
barrassed when he reached his destination.
He was a sensitive old gentleman, and,
knowing too well that he cut an extremely
ridiculous figure, he dreaded the ordeal of
facing his friend. At the same time it was
a relief to him that he had arrived at the
end of his perplexities, for he would be able
to borrow from his friend’s wardrobe and
procure a fresh outfit befitting his rank be-
fore meeting his wife. He was obliged to
tell the cabman to wait as he had to borrow
money to pay him, and, as he stood on the
doorstep of his friend’s house he was pain-
fully conscious that the driver had misgivings
about receiving his fare.

To his great disappointment, the neat
maid servant who came to the door in answer
to his knock stated that her master was
away from home.

“Will he be back soon?” inquired the
bishop, eagerly, with his heart in his mouth.

““Not for a day or two,” returned the
girl, eyeing the visitor witha puzzled glance.

“Dear, dear, me!” exclaimed the bishop
in consternation. *‘That is extremely un-
lucky. Isyour mistress at home ?" headded.

“Well, yes, she is. What name shall I
say P inquired the girl, showing no inclina-
tion to open the door very wide.

“Will you give my compliments to your
mistress and say the bishop of X. would be
glad to speak with her?” said his lord-
ship benignly.

**The—the bishop of X.!” repeated the
girl, open-mouthed.

“Yes, my good girl; yes,” said the
bishop, crimson at her unatfected astonish-
ment.

He made a movement to enter the hall
as he spoke, but before he could do so the
door was slammed in his face. The bishop
raised his hand to the knocker with a furi-
ous gesture, but restrained himself with an
effort. It was not the first time his a{x-
pearance had caused mistrust, and, humili-
ating as the experience was, he reflected
that the girl had only done her duty to her

employers by making him wait on the |

doorstep instead of permitting him to enter
the house. His patience was speedily re-
warded, for a few moments later the door
was again opened, and the servant reap-
peared, followed by a lady who was evi-
dently his friend’s wite.
a polite bow, and took off his billycock hat.

**Mrs. , I presume,” meationing her
name.

“Yes.
the lady in a brisk, patronizing tone.

**I haven't the pleasure of knowing you,
——,"" began the bishop.

““No, you haven't,”
friend’s wife, with decision.

“But I know your husband. I am the
bishop of X.,"” said he, reddening slightly.
“May I come in and speak to you,” he
added, humbly.

“No. Certainly not! The bishop of
X., indeed !” seoffed his friend’s wife.

“Of course, if you don't believe me
,”" interposed the bishop, for the first
time losing is temper.

“Come! No impertinence, my man,”
said the lady, catching him up sharply.
¢‘Shut the door, Maria ; he is going to use
bad language.”

The unfortunate bishop wiped the per-
spiration from his brow with the cuff of his
coat and gasped for breath. Things were

dually looking blacker than ever, for, as
ﬁsﬂtriend was away, he did not know who
else to apply to. 'To make matters worse,
he was already in debt to the cabman and
had no means of paying him. The poor
bishop was seized with a kind of frenzied
nervousness, which did not improve his rea-
soning powers, In fact, his agitation was
so great he could not at the moment recall
to mind the address of a single acquaint-
ance in town. The truth was, he knew
scarcely anybody, though had he been
calmer, he might possibly have thought of
more than one source from whence relief
could be obtained. The only expedient,
however, which occurred to him was to
drive to a celebrated club of which he had
been a country member for many years,
though he had hardly ever entered its doors.
He thought it possible that the hall porter
might remember him.

Here again, unfortunately, he was dcom-
ed to disappointment, for the hall porter of
his acquaintance had been dead half a dozen
years. Driven by sheer desperation to
rack his brains severely, the bishop evolved
two imaginary addresses of friends, and
spent another hour or two in seeking them.
Meanwhile, the cabman was getting surly
and suspicious, and, on being finally order-
ed to drive toward the city, he growled
through the trap in the roof his fervent de-
sire to see the color of his fare's money.
The bishop took no notice of this imperti-
nence, or affected not to do so. Asa fact,
he was fairly at his wits’ end, and had only
bidden the man to drive him eastward, be-
cause he did not know what else to do.
Absurd and ridiculous as the situation may
appear, it was serious in all conscience.
For a respectable, steady-going prelate to
find himself drifting aimlessly about the
metropolis in a cab whieh he could not dis-
charge, friendless, hungry, overcome with
fatigue and agitation, and attired in a cheap
tailor’s suit belonging to somebody else,
which made him look like a provincial
comedian down on his luck, was an ordeal
of the most trying nature.

While the bishop was being driven down
Regent street. revolving in his mind a
scheme for obtaining a might’s lodging by
voluntarily handing himself over to the po-
lice to do what they liked with him, his at-
tention was attracted by a familiar face and
figure sauntering along in the full glare of
a brilliantly lighted shop window. The
bishop could scarcely believe his eyes, for
there was a rector from his own diocese,
minus his white tie, and with no sign of the
clergyman about him, strolling up the street
swinging a cane and staring in a decidedly
unclerical manner at every young woman
he met. The bishop had from time to time
received several hints that the conduct of
this divine was not always as exemplary as
it should be, and it now seemed to ﬂim that
there was some ground for the accusation.
The bishop’s cab happened to come to a
standstill just by the curb, in consequence
of a block in the traffic, and simultaneously
the volatile clergyman bestowed a most un-

interrupted his
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Every Pair Equal to Josephine.

Don’t allow your (reasonable) prejudice ag
vour discovering for yourself that our Glove is a(il we represent.

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

1% Sent postage prepaid to any address.

FAIRALL & SMITH.

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.

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,

There-

GLOVE,

ainst cheap Gloves to prevent

mistakable wink on a passing servant girl.

This was more than the bishop could stand.
- His righteous indignation completely oblit-
- erated all self- consciousness, and on the
spur of the moment he leaped from the cab
and confronted the unconscious offender.

*“Mr. Bands !what is the meaning of this?”
' he exclaimed, in his most portentous voice.

“*Bless my soul! Is that you, my lord?”
ejaculated Mr. Bands, falling back a step
or two, and staring in amazement.

“I observe you have abandoned your
clerical costume, Mr. Bands,” said the
bishop, with cutting sarcasm.

“‘So has your lordship,”said Mr. Bands,
perfectly unabashed.

““Good—good gracious! I—I forgot,”
exclaimed the bishop, suddenly growin
confused, and glancing down at himseﬁ'
with dismay. *I—I see you are astonished,
Mr. Bands.”

“Well, my lord, I should be if I were
not aware how misleading appearances often
are,” said Mr. Bands, sententiously.

*‘I—I assure you, Mr. Bands, that this
dress is—is
bishop, eagerly, and he hurriedly related
the misadventure that had befallen him.

“That is precisely my own case,” re-
sponded Mr. Bands, unblushingly.

The bishop started and looked very hard
at Mr. Bands, but the latter bore the
} scrutiny without flinching. Perhaps the
sudden recollection that Mr. Bands might

prove the friend in need rendered his lord- |

' ship extra charitable. At all events he
| merely observed :
““It is extremely awkward. I have nota

| farthing of money ; I can find none of my

friends, and have no means of getting other |

| clothes than these I stand up in.”
| *“You had better come with me, my lord.”
| said Mr. Bands cheerily. My tailor lives
, close at hand, and, on a word from me, he
' will be only too glad to let you have every-
l thing vou require.”
“Let us go, by all means,” added the
| bishop, with heartfolt thankfulness.
| *I think, my lord,” remarked Mr. Bands,
meaningly, when they were seated side by
side in the cab, ‘‘that, as appearances are
rather against both of us, we had better
agree to say nothing about this meeting.”
‘‘Perhaps so,” said the bishop.~ Ezchange.
r —
Odd Tastes of Miss Clayton’s Protege.

The small Ethiop who plays Cupid in
The Quick or the Dead at the Fifth Avenue
Theatre has made quite a hit. He takes a
philosophic view of his newly acquired artis-
tic eminence, and seems to be principally
interested in the problem ot the supper
which he is to get after the play. He takes
soused pig’s feet and ice cream and cake on
alternate nights. One evening Miss Clay-
ton offered to vary his bill of fare by bring-
ing him fried chicken and oysters.

*‘Huh!” he said scornfully, *‘I guess you
think I'se a cigarette dude, miss. Pig’s
foots good enuff foh any spectable nigger,
I done told you.”

He compromised for the occasion, how-
ever, by taking his pigs’ feet, ice cream and
cake together, instead of dividing the feast
over two nights and an attack of cholera
morbus nearly carried him off before morn-
ing.—New York Sun.

One Sweetly Solemn Thought.

The *‘thought reader ** placed his hand
on the man’s ?xcad, withdrew it, and struck
him a fearful blow in the nose. When the
man got out from under the chair, and
asked the reader what he hit him for, he
replied, ““Just as I placed my hand on your
head you thought I was a confounded fool,
and I don’t allow any man to think that, no
matter if he's as big as a house.”"—Texas
Siftings.

In Vino Veritas.

Mine host (the father of several marriage-
able maidens)—Ah! here comes the Bur-
gundy, gentlemen! T have had this wine
in my cellar since—— Johann, how long
have we had this wine ? '

Johann—We got it from your father, sir,
exactly three days after Fraulein Susanne
was born. It is now thirty-one years since!
—F'liegende Blatter.

The Calm Before the Storm.

Little Fred (to his nurse)—Mary, you're
a dandy kisser.

Mamma (reprovingly)—Friddie, dear,
you musn’t say that. It's slang.

Fred—Papa says it to her.

Mamma—I don’t think he will, dear,
after I speak to him about it.—7%e Car-
toon.

Sizing Her Up.

Mrs. Hard—Do have some cream, Miss
Sweetooth ?

Miss Sweetooth (hesitatingly)—Well,
just a little, Mrs. Hard. Only a mouthful.

Mrs. Hard—Bridget, fill Miss Sweetooth’s
plate up again.— Harper's Bazar.

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

THE HOUR OF SHADOWS.

Upon that quiet day that lies

ere forest branches screen the skies,
The spirit of the eve has laid :
A deeperand a dreamier shade;
And winds that throufol‘xatbe tree-tops blow
Wake not the silent gloom below,

Only the sound of far-off streams,

Faint as our dreams of childhood’s dreams,
Wandering in tangled pathways crost
Like w d truants strayed and lost,
Their faint, complaining 8 roam,
Threading the forest toward their home.

O brooks, I too have gone astray,
And left my comrad the way—

Guide me irongh aisles where soft you moan,
To some sad spot you know alone,
Where only leaves and nestlings stir,

And I may dream, and dream of Her.
~H. C. Bunner.
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Overcoats.
Overcoats.

60 DAYN SALE

i B

Men's, Boys and  Children’s

READY-MADE

CLOTHING.

CASH ONLY.

A Golden Opportunity to Buy
CLOTHING

AT THE

LOWEST PRICES.

LARGE, NEW

e AND e

COMPLETE STOCK

From which to Select.

WM. J. FRASER,

47 King Street,

One door above the Royal Hotel.

Tranks Retailed at WholesalePrices

R. O'SHAUGHNESSY & CO,,

Manufacturers of and Dealers in

Trunks, Bags  Valises,

e A N e

Fishing Tackle.

83 Germain Street,
ST. JOHN, 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.

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, ete.
Office, Warehouse and Manufactory :
GEORGES STREET, St. John, N. B.

HORSE BLANKETS,

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

Y, S—

ROBB’S HARNESS SHOP,
204 Union Street.

London House,

RETATL.

|
|
|

We are ncw opening our

FALL AND WINTER
~ DRESS GOODS,

WHICH COMPRISE THE

Leading Grades in the Paris Market.

|
|

| SPECIAL.

' We Will Continue to Receive
. Novelties Weekly during

| the Season,
|

Always having something NEW to offer
buyers at

'LONDON HOUSE, RETAIL,

Charlotte S_treet.
;NASAL

CREAM.

L A CURATIVE BALM FOR

|

|

Cold in the Head, Catarrh,
Catarrh Deafness
and Headache.

Price, Only 25 Cents a Bottle.

Prepared from original receipt by

R. D. McARTHUR,

MEDICAL MALL,

No. 59 Charlotte stroot, opp. Klug Squarce

“The Book of the Season.”

LOOKING BACKWARD
(2000--1887)

EDW. BELLAMY.

By

FOR SALE BY

ALFRED MORRISEY,
104 - - - King Street - - 104..

The Cigar
LITTLE KING.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,

24 --- King Street - = - 84

Beef, Mutton,
Spring Lamb, Veal,

Lettnee, Radishes, Celery and Squash.

SUGAR CURED HAMS.,

s Bacon, Liard.

THOS. DEAN,

13 and 14 City Market.

BUSINESS MEN,
CRUIKSHANK'’S DINNERS

Are the Best
&% AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY.

The best the market affords always on hand

P. A. CRUIKSITANK,

. 49 Germain Street,
Opposite Market Building.

Havana and Domestic

CIGARS.

I have a complete assortment now in stock, in

boxes and half-boxes: 100,000 HHAVANA and
DOMESTICS.
THOS. I.. BOURKE,

11 and 12 Water street.

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.
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