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MOSS. 

Strange tapestry by nature spun 
On viewless looms, aloof from sun, 

And spread through lonely nooks and grots 
Where shadows reign, and leafy rest— 

Oh, moss, of all your dwelling spots, 
In which one are you loveliest? 

Is it when near grim roots that coil 

Their snaky black through humid soil? 
Or when you wrap in woodland glooms, 
The great prone pine trunks rotted red? 

Or when you dim, on sombre tombs, 

The “requiescats” of the dead? 

Oris it when your lot is cast 

In some quaint garden of the past 
On some gray, crumbled, basin’s brim, 

With conches mildewed tritons blow 

While yonder, through the poplars prim 
Looms up the turreted chateau? 

Nay, loveliest are you when time weaves 

Your emerald films on low, dark leaves, 

Above where pink porch roses peer, 
And woodbines break in fragrant foam, 

And children laugh—and you can hear 
The beatings of the heart of home. 

—FEdgar Fawcett. 

A SHOCKING EXPERIENCE 

John Warner sat by his telegraphic table, 
a trifle pale perhaps, but seemingly cool 
and in no way disturbed by the extraordin- 
ary situation. The stranger, who wore a 
wide-brimmed hat and was dressed in 
the rough costume ot a frontiersman, 
leaned over the counter, his right elbow 
resting on it, which enabled him to hold 
the heavy six-shooter without a tremble. 
The six-shooter ‘‘covered” Warner. The 
following was the conversation that en- 
sued : 
“What time does the night express 

pass ?” 
«She’s due in about half an hour, but 

she is over an hour la‘e.” 
“An hour late, eh?” 
“Yes, besides she doesn’t stop here. 

You'll have to go to Bloomville if you want 
to take the express.” 
“But if you telegraphed to Bloomville 

for her to stop here she’d stop, wouldn't 
she?” 
“No, she wouldn't.” 
“Hasn't she ever stopped here ?” 
“Once or twice.!” 
“What made her?” 
“Orders from the train despatcher.” 
“Where does he live ?” 
‘Center City.” 
“Well, then, the messages from Center 

City to Bloomville must pass through this 
office, mustn't they ?” 
“Of course.” 
“All right. Then you could send a mes- 

sage from here that the Bloomville folks 
wouldn’t know but what it come from Cen- 
ter City, couldn't you ?” 

“I could, but I wouldn't.” 
“Oh, wouldn't you? Not if I asked you? 

Well, young man, I'll be plain with you. If 
you don’t send just what I tell you to, I'll 
send a couple of bullets through you. 
We've torn up the track just round the 
bend, so the train ’ll stop auyhow, and 
there will be an eternal smash. Now we 
don’t want to bother anybody. We just 
want a certain package that's in the express 
car. We know it's on this train. We ex- 
pect to have to kill the expressmen, for 
there will likely be an extra man to guard 
that package. It’s valuable, it is. 1f you 
don’t stop that train you will perhaps kill 
fifty oss. 4 and get shot vourself. If you 
do, the folks in the sleeping-car will 
never know anything's out of the way, and 
we will have the cash without any bother. 
Savey ?” 
«] understand. Let me think a mo- 

ment.” : : 

“Well, hurry up. There's no time to 
lose.” 

‘Is the track torn up now or are you go- 
ing to do it if I don’t stop the train?” 

*“The track’s torn up now.” 
“All right. I'll stop the express.” 
“Now, look here, young fellow. I want 

you to understand this. If you uc’ any 
fooling you won't catch us and you'll get 
shot yourself. Nobody can come here, for 
my friends are round this shanty and won't 
let anybody near here.” ; 
“Nobody comes here, anyhow, at night. 

Or in the daytime, either, for that mat- 
ter.” 

“All right. I want you to clearly un- 
derstand just the fix you're in. We all 
have fast horses, and even if you brought a 
regiment on that train they couldn’t catch 
us, and you would have a few bullets in 
you before I got on my horse.” 

“I understand.” 
“All right again. Then go ahead.” 
The operator put his hand on the key, 

but sat mia thinking, and did not press it. 
“Now, see here; you hurry up there. I 

don’t want any monkey business.” 
The operator turned so sharply round 

on him that the other instinctively raised 
his revolver a little. 

“Will you oblige me by keeping your 
cussed mouth shut? I'll start when I get 
ready, and don’t you forget it. I'm run- 
ning this machine, and don’t you forget 
that. 1f you don’t like it, shoot and be 
hanged to you, and then do your own tele- 

hing.” 
That's the way to talk,” cried the des- 

perado with admiration. “‘That’s busi- 
ness. Darned if ever I heard a man talk 
like that with a gun pulled on him. You 
go right ahead, and if you do this thing 
square we'll whack on the hy 4 It’s 
rather tiresome standing here, so I'll just 
take this chair inside. § won't interfere.” 

“All right,” said the operator, ‘‘make 
yourself at home.” 
Then he turned to the table and began 

telegraphing. 
«Klic-a-lick, klic-a-lick, klic-a-lick, klic- 

a-lick,” went the instrument rapidly. 
“What's that ?” said the desperado, for- 

getting his vow of non-interference of a 
moment before. ‘It seems to be all the 
same thing.” 

“Itis. I am calling the office at Bloom- 
ville.” 

“Klic-a-lick, klic-a-lick—chuck.” 
“There, I've got ’em. Now, don’t in- 

terrupt me. I'll tell you what is said when 
I'm through.” 
The outlaw leaned forward with a puz- 

zled expression, and doubtless wished he 
knew as much about telegraphing as he did 
about shooting. 

“Is Stevens there?” asked the instru- 
“Tell him Warner ment at Bloomville. 

wants him.” 
There was a pause, and then the instru- 

ment at the lonely way station answered. 
Warner rapidly rattled out the following 

message : 
“This shanty is in the possession of a 

villain, who has a pistol pointed at me 
while I work. I expect it is the Zama 
county gang that is round the place. They 
are going to rob the express. I'm sup- 
posed to be telegraphing orders for it to 
stop here. Now, can’t you make up a 
special there, and get the sheriff and a 
strong posse to come down and gather in 
the gang?” 

“I'll do it. There's a freight engine 
here now, and I'll put the boys in some 
box cars.” 
“No, don’t do that. Make up a train 

of passengers. Put a Pullman on behnd if 
you have it, and make it look as like an 
express train as you can. Then send her 
down on the time of the express, and hold 
No. 9 there till they get back.” 
“Good idea. Now what are you going 

to do? They'll shoot you.” 
“Can you make a connection with the 

town arc light and get them to put their 
full current on? I'll connect it in some 
way with the fellow here and he'll never 
know what struck him." 
“We haven't time for that. We would 

have to go down to the dynamo office and 
et them to turn off all the city lights and 

then make connections. It would take too 
long and it would burn out cvery switch- 
board on the circuit. But I can give you 
all the cell currents we have here and that 
will paralyze any rough from Zama and 
pfs kill him. Anyhow, you could get 
is gun before he recovered. When you're 

ready just call the office. Ground your 
current and I'll send it along on the big 
wire.” 
“Seems to take a lot of telegraphing to 

stop a train,” said the desperado uneasily. 
“It does. You see the train is behind 

time, and they don’t want to stop her. I 
told them there was a special that would 
pass her here. They want to know all the 
particulars. Now I'll have to move about 
a bit. I must cut off the wire to Center 
City. If I don’t, they may telegraph to the 
dispatcher’s office about that special and 
then it would be all up with us.” 

“That's right ; go ahead.” 
“Well, don’t let that revolver go off.” 
“It never goes off till T tell 1t to, and 

then it's sure death. As long as you act 
square it won't go off.” 
The telegrapher went to a drawer and 

took out a piece of wire, and to one end 
attached a pair of scissors. The other end 
he connected with the big wire from 
Bioomville. He fussed around the switch- 
board, and then took a pail of water and 
said: ‘‘Look out for your feet. I must 
damp down the floor, so that there will be 
no dust to interfere with the instruments.” 
“Water won't hurt anything outside of 

me,” said the man; “I'd hate to try it in- 
side, though.” 
Having wet the floor, the operator sat 

down to his table again. ¢Klic-a-lick” 
went the instrument. Next instant there 
was a blinding flash of greenish light in the 
room. The man started to his feet. 

““Thunder,” he cried, ‘‘what’s that ?” 
“You struck it the first time. Thunder 

somewhere.” 
“I'm afraid it will interfere with us. But 

I can fix it. Hand me that screw-driver, 
quick.” 
The screwdriver was handed, but all the 

time the pistol covsred him. The visitor 
was not a man to be taken off his guard. 
Warner worked with the screwdriver a mo- 
ment and then said sharply : ‘Gimme them 
scissors. Hurry up.” 
The outlaw reached for the scissors and 

the next instant with a yell he sprang to- 
ward the ceiling and fell in a heap on the 
floor. 
“Throw up your hands, you villain,” 

cried Warner, pointing his own pistol at 
him. 
The whole gang were induced to return 

to Bloomville with the sheriff shortly after. 
— Detroit Free Press. 

IT IS CAIN’S MARK. 

He Avers that His Brother’s Ghost Pulled 

His Hair Out, Hair by Hair. 

A few days ago Terry Shelton was 
brought from North Carolina to Georgia 
upon a warrant sworn out in Fannin 
county. As he boarded the car, having 
come several miles through the country, the 
idlers at the country station stared hard at 
the strange man and wondered who he 
was. The passengers looked once, and 
looked again, and wondered who he was. 
At every station as new passengers came 
in, they would stop, and stare and wonder. 
“Who is that man ?* 
“What's the matter with him ?” 
“Did you ever see the like ?” 
It was that way everywhere. The babies 

even seemed to understand that something 
was wrong and they stared too. 
Not once during the ride did the strange 

man leave his seat—never once lifted his 
eyes from the floor. His broad-brimmed 
hat was slouched down to his eyes, his 
hands thrust into the pockets of his blne 
jean trousers, and there he sat. 
The story was told here yesterday by one 

familiar with the details, a North Carolinian 
that has known Shelton for years. 
Terry and Tom Shelton, said he yester- 

day, were brothers. Their father was an 
educated man and a wealthy one, but he 
died in the war and the boys have been 
brought up by their mother. 

She was a horrible woman—a tigress. 
The property of the old man was squan- 
dered and lost, and the boys grew up vi- 
cious and uneducated. Tom was the elder. 
They both married, and lived on adjoining 
farms in Cherokee county. Their mother 
lived first with one and then with the other. 
The boys were hard workers and shrewd 

in a trade, so in spite of their dissolute 
habits they might be considered as well-to- 
do farmers. 
One day in '79 Tom went over to Terry's 

house, and while he was there they began 
quarrelling, The mother of the two boys 
stood in the door and watched. Sudden] 
both sprang to their feet, Tom with a knife 
and Terry with a pistol, and an instant 
later Terry had fired. The ball went 
through Tom's forehead, killing him in- 
stantly. 

Terry told this to the jailer. 
“I had an empty barrel in that cylinder, 

and thought that would be the next one to 
be struck. I intended to snap that at Tom 
to stop him, and then if he came further to 
kill him. I didn’t intend to shoot. It was 
a mistake, and I am not guilty of murder.” 
On the trial, however, the old woman 

swore in Terry's favor, put all the blame on 
the dead son, and as she was the only wit- 
ness Terry was acquitted. 

Three weeks later she came back to town 
and wanted Terry arrested. She said that 
Terry had provoked the quarrel, and that 

——— 

the murder was coldblooded. 
It was too late for that. 
Terry Shelton went to Alabama, then 

came to Georgia, and went back to North 
Carolina to escape punishments for crimes 
committed here. 

I saw him when he first came back to 
North Carolina. When he left his head 
was covered with a magnificent growth of 
curly brown hair. He was very proud of 
it, and even in jail used to keep it well 
combed. He had a thick, heavy beard and 
long moustache. 
When he came back there was not a hair 

on his body. His hair, beard and mous- 
stache were gone. There was no sign of 
eyelash or eyebrow, and his body was free 
from hair as the palm of your hand. 
The effect was startling. It would 

frighten you to look at him. The skin was 
natural and healthy in color and condition, 
but absolutely bare. 

I could hardly recognize him even after 
he had spoken to me. 
“Where is your hair?” I asked him. 
“I am marked,” he said quietly. 
“How do you mean ?” 
“By the Almighty, just as Cain was 

marked.” 
“Was it all taken out at once?” 
“No, it was pulled out, one hair at a 

time. It took eighteen months to get it 
all out.” é 
“One hair at a time,” I repeated afte 

him. 
“Yes, my brother's ghost did it. When- 

ever I sat down he sat behind me and be- 
gan pulling them out. When I went to 
bed 1 could feel him plucking them out one 
ata time. It lasted that way for eighteen 
months, and it nearly killed me. No way 
to stop it. I was absolutely powerless.” 
“Did you do anything for it ?” 
“All that could be done. The doctors 

say there was no blood disease, no skin 
disease. They tried everything they could 
think of to save my hair and to restore 
what was lost, but they did no good.” 
“Do you still do anything for it yet?” 
“No, it's God's own mark, and God only 

can take it away. Everywhere I go now 
people point me out. Those that know 
me tell their children that I killed my 
brother, and their children will tell their 
children’s children. Those that don’t know 
me stare and wonder. Somehow or other 
it makes people distrust me. It will be so, 
I ye until I die. It is Cain's mark.” 
— Atlanta Constitution. 

Revenge Is Sweet. 

“My dear boy,” said a mother to her 
son as he handed round his plate for more 
turkey, ‘‘this is the fourth time you've been 
helped.” 

“I know, mother,” replied the boy, ‘but 
that turkey pecked me once and I want to 
get square with him.” 
He got his turkey. — San Francisco 

Wasp. 

Indifference. 

Bolingbroke has just fervently proposed. 
Miss Steele—Do you play a good game 

of billiards ? 
Bolingbroke—Fairish. Why? 
Miss Steele— Run up and play me off 

with Dick Starr, will you? 1 kind of half 
accepted him last night.— Time. 

A Kentucky Idea. 

Teacher—Try to remember this: Mil- 
ton, the poet, was blind. Do you think 
you can remember it? 

“Yes, ma’am.” 
“Now, what was Milton's great misfor- 

tune ?” 
ie. was a poet.” — Kentucky State Jour- 

nal. 

Cause and Effect, 

He—I wonder what makes the flies so 
sticky, today ? 
She—I suppose it must be that new fly 

paper you bought.— Burlington Free Press. 

A SATLOR’S YARN. 

THE SAD PLIGHT OF THE SHIP GYASCUTUS. 

This was the tale that was told to me 
By a battered and shattered son of the sea— 
To me and my messmate, Silas Green, 
When Iwas a guileless young marine. 

"Twas the good ship Gyascutus, 
All in the China seas, 

With the wind a-lee and the capstan free 
To catch the summer breeze. 

"Twas Captain Porgie on the deck, 
To his mate in the mizzen hatch, 

While the boatawain bold, in the forward hold, 
Was winding his larboard watch. 

“Oh, how does our good ship head tonight? 
How heads our gallant cratt?” 

“Oh, she heads to the E. S. W. by N., 
And the binnacle lies abaft!” 

“Oh, what does the quadrant indicate, 
And how does the sextant stand ?”’ 

‘Oh, the sextant’s down to the freezing point, 
And the quadrant’s lost a hand!” 

“Oh, and if the quadrant’s lost a hand, 
And the sextant falls so low, 

It’s our bodies and bones to Davy Jones 
This night are bound to go.” 

“Oh, fly aloft to the garboard strake! 
And reef the spanker boom; 

Bend a studding sail on the martingale 
To give her weather room.” 

“Oh, boatswain, down in the for’ard hold, 
‘What water do you find?” 

“Four foot and a half by the royal gaff 
And rather more behind !” 

“0, sailors, collar your marline spikes 
And each belaying pin; 

Come stir your stumps and spike the pumps, 
Or more will be coming in!” 

Ny stirred their stumps, they spiked the pumps, 
ey spliced the mizzen brace; 

Aloft and alow they worked, but oh! 
The water gaine 

They bored a hole above the keel 
To let the water out; 

Bat, strange to say, to their dismay, 
The water it did spout. 

apace. 

Then up spoke the cook of our gallant ship, 
And he was a lubber brave; 

‘“1 have several wives in several ports, 
And my life I'd orter save.” 

Then up spoke the Captain of Marines, 
Who dearly loved his prog: 

“It’s awful to die, and worse to be dry, 
And I move we pipes to grog.” 

Oh, then ‘twas the noble second mate 
What filled them all with awe; 

The second mate, as bad men hate, 
And cruel skippers jaw. 

He took the anchor on his back 
And leaped into the main; 

Through Ren and spray he clove his way, 
And sunk and rose again! 

Through foam and spray, a league away, 
The anchor stout he bore; 

Till safe, at last, he made it fast 
And warped the ship ashore! 

*Taint much of a job to talk about, 
But a ticklish to see, 
d su’thin to do, if I say it, too, 
'or that second mute was me! 

fay hr od the wp hat was pod ra 
at modest and truthful son of the sea 

And I envy the life of a second mate, : 
Ly cp captains curse him and sailors hate, 

For he ain't like some of the swabs I’ve seen, 
As would go and lie to a poor marine. 

WOMAN’S WHIMS. 

Word comes from Paris that decided 
colors are beginning to be worn again 
quite extensively, the gray and black that 
court mourning brought in, being laid 
aside. 
Nowadays fashion is very exigeant as to 

les in boots and shoes, also stockings. 
They must be chosen with regard to the 
costume, with which they should agree in 
color or general effect, though for out-door 
wear plain buttoned kid boots are worn. 
The latest high summer novelty is paper 

underwear, whose material comes from 
China, and is said to resemble fine unlaun- 
dered linen—to be light, rough, elastic,soft 
—and so delightfully cool that the gos- 
samerist silk or linen is comfortless be- 
side it. 
The marriage ceremony of Mr. Whistler, 

the celebrated artist, and Mrs. Godwin, 
which occurred in London a fortnight ago 
or so, was witnessed by only six people. 
Mr. Whistler is said to have appeared very 
nervous, and the bride, whe was married in 
a travelling gown, seemed very happy and 
looked very pretty. 

Small bonnets, round toques and large 
round hats trimmed ready for use are sent 
out by Paris and London milliners for 
autumn wear. Felt and velvet are the ma- 
terials of which the new bonnets and hats 
are made, with elaborate trimmings of rib- 
bons, ostrich feathers, fancy feathers, birds, 
wings, ornaments of gilt and of silver, with 
jet of different kinds, and many very rich 
embroideries on cloth and velvet.— Har- 
per's Bazar. 

The younger members of Gotham society 
will be pained to learn that the cotilion 
balls which have been one of the pleasant 
series of balls of the winter season, will be 
given up next winter, says the New York 
Mail and Express. No satisfactory reason 
has been advanced as yet for this unfortu- 
nate decision of the lady managers. It has 
been stated, however, that an element has 
come into the cotilion subscription list that 
the lady managers do not approve of, and 
for this reason they have deemed it best 
that the cotilions should go the way of the 
old F. C. D. C.’s. 
Every cottage in Bar Harbor has some 

charming characteristic of its own, says the 
Bar Harbor Tourist. No two are alike, 
and there is no tiresome similarity among 
them. Individuality holds its own by virtue 
of position, construction and taste of the 
owner. One of the most beautiful fireplaces 
in any cottage in Bar Harboris the stone fire- 
place in the hall of the Stanwood cottage, 
now occupied by Col. Elliott I. Shepard 
and his family. But a still more distinctive 
feature is the beautiful oval window some 
eight feet in length in the hall, which as one 
approaches it gives to the beholder a Claude 
Lorraine landscape. 
The true inwardness of the Duke of 

Sutherland's disinclination towards another 
American tour appears to be that His 
Grace when last on this continent was ac- 
companied by a lady whose claim to the 
ducal strawberries has never been sanc- 
tioned by Mother Church, but who was 
nevertheless. received in one or two houses, 
until the turn came for Mr. Cassatt, a vice- 
president of the Pennsylvania railroad, to 
do the civil thing towards His Grace, who 

hn shareholder in Penn- 18, by-the-by, a 
sylvania stock. 
Other houses had received the duke’s 

travelling companion on equal terms, and 
somewhat naturally the vice-president of 
the Pennsylvania road had no hesitation in 
telegraphing his wife the news of the im- 

- to din- pending visit of the duke and 
ner. But Mrs. Cassatt is a Buchanan and 
a relative of the president of that name, and 
the reply she wired in response read: 
“Glad to 

stables.” 

The Queen and Her Cats. 

The big houses in London have lots of 
cats about them, which grow fat while folks 
are in town, and starve when they go out 

This has caused much dis- to the country. 
tress to members of the Animals’ Institute, 
particularly as even the aan cats were 
subjected to the same difficulty. But this 
vear it was humbly and loyally pointed out 
to the queen that her Windsor cats would 
starve while she was away, whereupon her 
majesty was graciously pleased to order 
them all put in baskets and taken along to 
Osborne with the rest of the court, which 
was done. This has become fashionable. 
Society papers solemnly inform us that 
prettily decorated cat-baskets are in great 
demand, and the happy pussies may be seen 
by dozens at the 4 stations, going to 
mountain or seashore just like anybody 
else.— Boston Herald's London Correspon- 
dence. 

Systematic Punctuation. 

In a Boston newspaper office, not long 
ago, the chief proof-reader had been greatly 
annoyed by an extraordinary use of com- 
mas that cropped out in occasional *‘takes” 
on his proofs, and finding that they occured 
regularly under a certain ‘‘slug,” he went 
to *‘Slug Fitteen’s” frame to expostulate 
with him. He found that the man was a 
new ‘‘sub,” who said he had come lately 
from Nova Scotia, and had learned his 
trade in a first class office in Halifax. ‘For 
pity's sake,” exclaimed the proof-reader, 
“what sort of a system of punctuation do 
they employ in Halifax?” The rule in 
our office,” replied the compositor, with a 
patronizing air, ‘‘was to put in about three 
commas to a line.”— Boston Transcript. 

A Suggestion. 

“Gracious! How well it is preserved,” 
said one travelling man to another as they 
gazed at a mummy in a museum. “‘It looks 
as if it might wake up and speak if you 
could only arouse it with some familiar 
words.” 
“So it does. Suppose you try it with 

that story you just told me.”—Merchant 
Traveller. 

A Misunderstanding. 

Mrs. Wellfixt (showing Aunt Japonica 
the new grounds)—That is the Lodge over 
there. 
Aunt Japonica—How nice it must be to 

have it so near! The one your uncle be- 
longs to is mor’n four miles from where we 
live, an’ sometimes it takes him all night to 
get home.—Judge. 

Left Alone in the World. 

Vagrant—I have no father or mother 
nor any relations at all to care for me. 

Philanthropist—Poor man, are they all 
dead? 
“No; they got rich."—Texas Siftings. 

see the duke, but the woman 
must not come nearer the house than the 

RETAIL. 

Jerseys - - - Jerseys. 

We have received our 

Fall Importation of Jerseys, 
CONSISTING OF 

Over 500 in Black and Colored, 
In Low, Medium and Fine Qualities. 

A number of new styles will be found in 
this assortment. 

Stockinette Jackets, 
For street wear. Plain and Braided. 

| #£@~ In ordering state Bust measurement and 
length of sleeve. 

Charlotte Street. 

"PHYSICIANS. 
We Have Just Received 

A FULL LINE OF 

JOHN WYETH & BROS.’ 

Compressed Triturates 

A. CHIPMAN SMITH & CO., 

Charlotte Street. 

W. ROBERT MAY. JAMES S. MAY. 

JAMES S. MAY & SON, 
Merchant Tailors, 

24 Prince William Street, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. P. O. Box 303. 

Stock always complete in the latest de- 
signs suitable for first-class trade. 

Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount 
for cash. 

Dispensing of Prescriptions. 

Special Attention is Given to 

this very important branch. 

Medicines of Standardized Strength used. 

By this means reliable articles will be supplied, and 
in each case compounded by a competent person. 

B&F Prices low. .&¢ 

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

“The Book of the Season.” 

LOOKING BACKWARD 
(2000-1887) 

By EDW. BELLAMY. 

FOR SALE BY 

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

JUST RECEIVED: 

A CHOICE LOT 

Havana Cigars. 
TAYLOR & DOCKRILL, 

84 ---King Street ---84 

Oysters and Fish. 
IN STORE: 

10 Bbls. P. E. I. Oysters; 

2 “Providence River do.; 

HALIBUT, HADDOCK, CODFISH. SALMON, 
SHAD, MACKEREL, etc., etc. 

J. ALLAN TURNER, 
25 North side Queen Square 

T. J. McPHERSON, 
181 UNION STREET, 

GROCER. 
FRUITS A SPECIALTY. =F 5 

Havana and Domestie 

CIGARS. 
I have a complete assortment now in stock, in 
boxes and half-boxes: 100,000 HAVANA and 
DOMESTICS. 

THOS. L. BOURKE, 
11 and 12 Water street. 

London House, "BELMONT HOTEL, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op- 
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station. 

Baggage taken to and from the depot free 
charge. 
Te 1 to £2.50 per day. 
os y J. SIME, Proprietor 

PARK HOTEL, 
Having lately been REFITTED and FURNISHED, 
i« now open to the public for permanent and tran- 
sient boarders, where they will find a home with 
every attention paid to their comfort. 

TERMS—£1.50 and §2. 

E. H. WHITE, Proprietor, 
King Square, St. John, N. B. 

QUEEN HOTEL, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

A. EDWARDS - Proprietor. 

FINE SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTION. 

Also, a First Class Livery Stable. 

Coaches at trains and boats. 

. ELLIOTT’S HOTEL, 
28 to 32 Germain Street, St. John, N. B. 

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS. 
Terms - - $1.00 Per Day. 

Tea, Bed and Breakfast, 75 Cents, 

E. W. ELLIOTT Proprietor. 

ROYAL HOTEL, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

E—. 

J. 

_T. F. RAYMOND, Proprietor. 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
(FORMERLY WAVERLY), 

to 27 King Street! 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK - - - Proprietor. 

Hotel Dufferin, 

St. John, IN. B. 
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FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor. 

Hawarden Hotel, 
Cor, Prince Wm, and Duke Sts., 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

WIM. CONWAY . 

Terms, $1 Per Day. 
BUSINESS MEN, 

CRUIKSHANK’'S DINNERS 
Are the Best 

£5 AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY. 

. Proprietor 

The best the market affords always on hand 

P. A. CRUIKSHANK, 
49 Germain Street, 

Opposite Market Building. 

CAFE ROYAL, 
Domville Building, 

Corner King and Prince Wim. Streets. 

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS. 

DINNER A SPECIALTY. 

Pool Room in Connection. 

WILLIAM CLARK. 

Beef, Mutton, on 
Spring Lamb, Veal, 

Lettuce, Radishes, Celery and Squash. 

SUGAR CURED HAMS. 

Bacon, Lard. 

THOS. DEAN, 

13 and 14 City Market. 

CHOICE 

ENGLISH CHEESE. 
I Case STILTON Cheese; 

I “ WILTSHIRE Cheese; 

I “ Round DUTCH Cheese; 

I “ CHEDDAR Cheese. 

N . B.—Rhubarb, Jersey Sweet Potatoes, 
Pineapples, Bananas, Oranges, Lemons, 
Ete., Ete. 

P. S.—COCA JELLY—the Queen o 
Table Jellies. 

FOR SALE AT 

GEORGE ROBERTSON & C0.S 
Up-Town Store, 50 King Street. 

A. & J. HAY, 
16 King Street. 

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

WEDDING RINGS guaranteed 18 K. fine. 

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. BR. FOSTER & SON, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

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

Nails, ete. 
Office, Warehouse and Manufactory : 

GEORGES STREET, St. John, N. B. 

SIG. GI0. B. RONCONI, 
TEACHER OF 

Vocal Culture and Throat Gymnastics’ 
Specialty of Voice Placing and Dia- 

phragm Breathing, 
Address—Domville Building, firs flat, 


