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NOT FOR THE DEAD.

Not for the dead, O Lord, we weep ;
Untronbl_od is their rest, and decp;

For thém why should we mourh of «igh!
"Nea e in p they lie.
“He givgth His ‘sleep”

For tempted souls, for wand’ting ¢heep,
For those whose path is rough and steep—
For these we lift our voice on high;

Not for the dead.

For all who ’neath some burden creep,
‘Who sow the wind, the whirlwind reap,
‘Who lonely watch the days go by,
For hearts that bleed while eyes are dry—
For such, O Lord, our tears we keep;
Not for the dead.
—Anonymous.

OFF HENDRICK'S LIGHT.

It was a chill, foggy morning in Septem-
ber ; the sea rolled in against the rocks in
eat, sullen, gray waves, seething and
issing over the seaweed ; the light ooked
spectral and ghostly. I turned out the
lamp. Far in the east a rosy tint crept
into the mist. I went on the iron balcony
around the little tower. While I stood
there I thought of my dreary life—the only
son of a fisherman drowned off Seguin
light that flickered in the fog miles out to
sea. I grew up in that smal‘g village, went
to school until I was twelve, then began to
fish with the mackerel catchers. Like other
lads, I had hopes and ambitions for the
future ; but mother needed me ; so I workd
for her. Three years ago—I was 28 now—
I was appointed lighthouse-keeper on this
peak of land guarding the entrance from
the sea of the wide Sheepscot. I remem-
bered, with no pleasure, Kitty Robbins,
school-teacher over at the Bay. Mother
wanted me to marry her. I—well I only
wished to please mother; but, Kitty ought
to do better than marry a poor light-
keeper.

““Come, dearie; breakfast is ready!”
mother’s voice called, and I went down tb
the house connected with the tower by a
long, low shed. I look at mother; she
is worth a man’s best years. A tiny,
straight figure, quaint and trim, a blacx
gown, neckerchief as white as snow, a
white lace cap over her snowy hair, a pale
rose tint on her soft, wrinkled cheek, and
eyes as bright and blue as the sea. Women
age fast in our bleak life of early toil, and
she was 40 when I, the last of five children
—all dead but me—was born.

“There’s a speck out there like a boat,”
1 said, stooping to kiss her. “‘Before I go
to bed I'll look again. There was a nasty
sea last night.”

“The Lord pity the sailors at sea!™
quavered mother, thinking of that ship-
wreck off Seguin. She poured my coffee,
fidgeted about a while,
bedroom. She came back with her spy-

rlass.

“I'll just go back, dearie. T like to get
the mornin’ air from the tower, an' lawful
me! ef there should be a poor human crea-
tur’ adrift out there!”

Dear heart! 1 think ot her prayers and
long hours of watching nights when great
storms roar around our headland, where
the mist from the fretted sea is like a furi-
ous rain. She came back shortly, trem
bling with excitement.

“There is something white in the boat,
Gideon, like a woman’s scarf.”

I left my breakfast untasted, running out
to the shore with the glass in my hand.
The boat tossed and wavered like a live
creature on the foam-tipped waves, while in
the moaning wind a scart or some loose
drapery blew out like a signal of distress.
1 hurried to launch the big yawl that had
weathered many a sea. I was bare-headed
and in my shirt-sleeves.

‘‘Here, Gideon ; here I be!” There she
was—my mother. She had a shawl folded
over her shoulders and tied behind; over
her cap was fastened a bandanna handker-
chief. She held out my cap.

““You are not going,” I said, sharply.

“Yes I be, son; sum’'un’s got to steer,
as she falls off so, an’ sum’un must keep a
lookout for’ard.” She jumped into the
boat, taking the helm in her brown,wrinkled
hands. A fine, brave figure. I bent my
strength to the oars. It was a wildish pull;
for, though the wind blew on shore. it was
ebb tide, making a rough, choppy sea. I
wasted no effort to look ahead, and she
kept the boat steady, and 'so we soon
ganed on the speck.

We finally reached the ck, and it
proved to be an open boat. Mother fas-
tened the painter to it, and I did not turn
my head.

The wind freshening, I rowed hastily to
the shore. Our landing was a miniature
harbor, a tiny cove sheltered from the sea
by frowning rocks at either side. Here
was smooth water—onlya long, glossy roll.
I'stood up to look at the strange craft. It
evidently belonged to a yacht, was dainty
and trim, painted white, with Dolphin in
good letters on the side.

‘“Mother,” I cried hoarsely, ‘‘there is a
Wwoman in the boat !"

“I know it, but didn’t want to distract
You out there. Land me on the seaweed.

lrun and get the fire up. The poor
creetur’ may yet be alive.”

I'pulled the strange boat upon the sand,
and then with beating heart I stopped to
look, Under the seats of the boat, where

a riffle of water splashed to and fro, was a
Wwoman's figure, sEth, though tall, covered
with a cloak of golden plush—though then

did not know what the rare stuff was that
gleamed in tints, like light through a
coiored window. It was lined with soft,
white fur, now draggled and wet with sea
Water. Over the woman’s head was a fine
hace scarf, one end of which was loose, and

ad waved a signal of distress in the wind.
he was so still and white that I thought
er dead. I lifted her and carried her to
the house—she weighed no more than a
¢hild. Mother had the old lounge drawn
Close to the stove, and there I laid our
Strange guest.

“Hain’t she a pretty creetur’® cried
mother. *‘Some good man’s heart is sore
distressed this day.”
strAn lxo:u‘ later mother called me. The
. anger’s eyes, big and blue like her gown,

¢r¢ wide open, looking about her curi-

ous i'

anzl‘ IWas $0 cold,” she said with a shiver,
- had never heard a woman’s voice so
- ngely sweet. ¢“Tell me how you found

W%S’l Wwe told her of the speck on the sea.

. e mother dried the golden hair, the

kin (ﬁger reached up suddenly and drew the
" GY hand to her lips.

h od bless you, you pretty creetur’!”

ther, quite overcome. ‘‘An’ where

Crie mo

en went to hcr;

be your people now ? Grieving terribly, I
wel{ know.”
.bitterly.

said, quietly :

“Qut in the dark sea last night I saw
this t yellow eye. It gave me cou
and m I prayed for the first time in
many, many years. I was quite content
then, but, except for knowing you two
sood people, I would rather have been
ea .”

“But you are so young and talk that
way,” I said awkwardly. “‘Surely life has
not been so hard to you.”

“*As kind as the light to the little birds,”
she muttered, as a tiny black object struck
with cruel force against the glass. ‘It has
broken my heart. [ am not young, Mr.
Gideon ; i am as old as you, 28. Your
mother told me about you. Ah, it is worth
all to know her. The only spring of pure
water I have known in my desert.”

Marie—she would tell us no other name
—was at my mother’s side always, follow-
ing her about like a child. Mother seemed
bewitched as well. Seeing that Marie was

petting her like a baby.

So life went on until thanksgiving week,
when there was a vacation of a fortnight,
and Kitty Robbins came to visit us. The
big fisherman, her father, rowed her over,
and both he and Kitty, as I saw, looked
with suspicion on Marie. When he was

one Kitty came up into the tower, where
was cleaning the lamp.

““(zideon, s;iw isn't a good woman: her
hair is bleached,” she said. Kitty some-
how then looked sallow and homely; her
voice rasped me—the sharp nasal tones of
most New England women.

“It 1sn’t,” 1 said, coldly. ‘‘She has been
here since September, and the color is yet
golden.”

“Here all that time? Oh!” muttered
Kitty, going down the stairs.

I remembered the tone Kitty said <“Oh!”
in. A woman is foolish to show bad tem-
per, especially if she is not beautiful. I
was so unhappy that fortnight. Before

to the tower every night to sit with me,
Marie, like an exquisite picture, in the blue
gown, with her roseleaf skin, and her mar-
vellous eyes. After all the years my heart
go out to her. Marie! Marie! You were
so different, so utterly different, so foreign
to my life. You came to us from the sea—
the sea that had bereft me, vet given me
' my bread—you brought me something out

man. You gave me a soul. Deny it those
who dare. 1 was a clod before you came.
' T shall never, never be a clod again.

What Kitty Robbins told mother I don’t
 know, but into mother’s manner toward
Marie a chill crept, the coldness that comes
to all good women toward a sister who has

life-long friends, and the suspicions Kitty
planted in that kind heart lingered.. The
time passed painfully enough, Marie grow-
ing pale and silent, Kitty cold and proud,
rarely speaking to the stranger. I was
glad to see Robbins come and Kitty go
away, and it was only when the boat was
out of sight that I remembered that I had
not kissed Kitty good-by, and everybody
said we were to be married in the spring.

That night a cold, wintry wind howled
around the tower, buffeting the wet spray
in my face when I opened the door. I
stepped out. In the glare of light I saw
her—Marie—standing looking at the gloomy
sea.

“You will get your death,” I said, angri-
ly. “Come in.” I dragged her to the ;
chafing her cold little hands. She shivered
and coughed.

“I could see through the glass that you
and your dear mother had some trouble,”
she said quietly. “‘Don’t speak, Gideon.
You have ink and pens there. Will you
write a letter for me?” :

‘I never could. I had no education., I
write like a clown. Do it yourself; or,
rather, write no letter. You have said
often that you never wanted to leave the
island. You have picked out a spot near
the cove where you wanted to be buried—
that, when dead, you might still know of
our coming and going. 'We have told you
how welcome you are, and yet—yet you
talk of writing, which I know means to go

l“ﬁ”
“Men could never rule me, Gideon, you
least of all. Yon, a child iu heart and ex-
ience. You dear son, I wish]I had a
rother like f'ou, a big, strong, bearded
man who would protect me. ok at me
kindly, Gideon, out of those deep, dark
eyes where I can see your honest soul.
ity me. That letter is so repugnant, so
dreadful to me, that I wish your kind hand
to write it.”
So I wrote:

Robert Julian:

I am yet alive. Does this world still hold you in
its weary toils ? At the entrance to the Sheepscot,
‘where, wide and blue, with stormy waves and
treacherous reefs, it ends its life in the ocean, is a
frowning headland and a tower. In Hendrick’s
Head Light I have been living an enchanted life
since September—a priucess in a tower. I wait for

you.

One day a letter came for Marie, and
that night she came to the tower as usual
with mother. ‘‘Gideon,” she said, ‘‘read
the letter aloud; you and your mother
must know the worst of me.”

She stood away from mother’s chair,
holding a tiny hand between her face and
the lamp.

I have no right to read your letter,” I
said, rudely.

“Read it ! and I—I obeyed.

«“Dear Marie—I have been at death’s door 10or two
months, but am now recovered. IHe was unhurt.
1 shall come for you, weather permitting and breezes
favorable, the 20th of December. JULIAN.”

“Your father, dear?” said mother.

“No; I am an orphan. Six years ago |
was married to—to an Englishman. 1 did
not love him ; my father, who lived only a
year after my marriage, forced me into it.

My husband was twice my age. We were
unhappy. I reached the end of all suffer-
ing ; my heart became stone. When my

baby was three years old it died and I ran
away. How can I tell tf'ou? To be re-
venged on my husband I fled with the man
he hated—Julian, who has written me the
letter that Gideon holds.”

I dropped the paper as if 1t stung me.

“An(fyou,”lsaid angrily, ‘‘got me to
write to your lover.” Mother’s face grew
cold and stern. skl

“Was you meaning to go again with
him, this other one?” she asked.

“Yes; there was nothing else. I never
loved him. Hear me out. My husband

followed us, found us hidden in a quiet sea-

. FWR RN g g
son town. He offered me my choice of
eaths—he was very kind, vou see, for he
meant to kill us unseen at ,,IW
him to take me out to #ea in his yaclit, and
on some dark, tempestuous night to set me
adrift in the boat. Julian did not know
that I had seen my husband. I stole away
in the afternoon, we set sail, and oné night,
far beyond in, my husband set me
adrift. He inteaded that the sailors should
believe I had away mn my sleep in the
boat. He d buy belief.”
“The awful creetur'!” said my mother.
“No, I deserved it,” Marie went on
drearily. *‘Then he went back to kill Ju-
lian. So my life belongs to the man who
was wounded for me—he—he loves me.”
She turned toward the door, but I saw
tears in her beautiful eyes. “I have
brought shame on your honest roof, be-
trayed your generous hospitality. Oh, for-
give me! My punishment is bitter enough ;
for I love you, mother. Your good word,
vour faith and affection, meart more to me
than all else in life.”
She went quietly down the stairs,
ther had not stirred.

delicate, she made her daily concoctions, |

Kitty arrived, mother and Marie came up |

of the world barred to me, a simple fisher- |

fallen. Mrs. Robbins and mother had been |

“It's the Lord’s will,” sxid mother softly :
' “it's a skein we carn’t unravel.  She
' was drove to it by ways that we carn’t
- tathom.
‘““don’t you get set ag'in her, too. Let's
vou an’ me stem the world’s tide an’ treat
' her well. It won’t be for long, the sin an’
sorrer for her, for there is death writ in her
pretty face.” I fancied that brave, small
figure stemming the world’s tide. Pity for
a woman from a woman is, alas! so rare,
and yet so beautiful. ““If Kitty won't
come, she needn’t, Gideon. She is a good
girl, but narrer, an’ she couldn’t fall. We
must try to keep Marie to the end. We
fetched her out of the sea; we mustn’t let
her drown now.” .

and kissed my mother.

We could not persuade Marie, and,
though I knew she was wrong, I could not
condemn her determination to do her duty
to the man who had wrecked his life for
her. Alas, I envied him with a sullen
hate.

The morning of the 20th a neat yacht's
boat rowed out to the Light, and a sailor in
| trim uniform brought a letter to Marie.
“Let him come tonight,” she said, sadly.
| ““Is there anchorage in the river near,
' Gideon ?”

“A mile up,” I answered shortly. In |

| my wretched sleep—for I tried to lie down
| —I heard motherand Marie talking broken-
; ly. At last darkness came, and I, who had
 hid myself all day, went up to the tower.
' With beating heart I listened—listened for
' her light footstep on the stairs. At last
she came, the golden cloak about her
' gathering warmth and brightness from the
' light. She was very pale, her mouth
' drooping, her beautiful eyes so wofully sad.
“I chmbed up, Gideon, every step a
' pain. They have been my Jacob's ladder,
' bringing me to heaven and peace.
' been so—almost happy.
get me. When the great yellow eye flames
over the sea, you wiﬁ think of me drifting,
drifting in the darkness of sin and regret
as I drifted that night. Yon and your
mother will talk of me sometimes, pray for
me, pity me.” She covered her face, sob-
bing bitterly.

“Marie! Marie!” 1 cried; stay with
us to the end. You shall not go.”

“I must. Oh, the folly of fools who

aint sin so fair that we senseless moths fly
into its light as a release from trouble!
What 1s there for me but sin to the end?
I am a teint on every honest home. Do
not deny it; yougive me more pain. You
must marry the good girl from the Bay,and
make her and your mother happy.”

“I will not. You try to wring my heart,
Marie. You know I love one woman, one
woman only in all the world. I will not
lie to Kitty to please f'ou. Is that your
revenge—to make me love you and then to
toss me away for her to take the dregs?
Oh, I have heard of women of your world.
It is play for them to break a simple heart
like mine.”

“‘Bear with me only a moment,” she
cried, with quivering lips. ““You love a
g'uiltf' woman, forsaken by all the world.
Am 1 then so precious to you? No man
would dare marry me, when every day
might bring some one who knew. It has
been tried, and the woman has always
drifted back to sin. There were
too many who knew. It was a
lifelong battle with assassins. The day
of my tribulation”—her words, dear, kind
heart !—‘‘must soon be over. Pity me not
—blame me. Say you will make me hap-
py. Don't wring my heart by making me
see forever that my coming was a blight—
the ;vorld will say th&b—-ang some day your
motber, stung into anger by your misery,
will cry curses on me that 1 shall know 1{1
my grave.” She clutched my rough sleeves
in her trembling fingers. “‘For my sake
make the good girl who loves you haw
and your mother content. Gideon, I shall
not suffer long. See the light through my
hand ; it looks like a dead hand now.”

“Forgive me, forgive me,” was all I
could say.

“Then, dear friend, your mother has
promised me I shall have a resting place
out there where the light falls, where you
can look down on my grave and pity me.
Nights when you are alone my wraith shall
come and keep you company.”

That night she went away with Julian.

In the spring I married Kitty. I bave
tried to be good and kind, and she and
mother love each other. I myselt in the
years have won peace of heart from duty
faithfully performed, and the self-sacrifice
that no one but the martyr knows. There
is but one thing more.

It was a fogfy night in June, and fever-
ish and weary 1 walked the balcony to keep
awake. I had rowed Kitty over to the
Bay that afternoon, as her father was ill.
I walked up and down, thinking of her
memory—Marie. Behind me was the blur
of golden light, before me a thick gray.
The sea sobbed and seethed below, while
vibrating in the deadened air sounded the
solemn tones of the foghorn on far Seguin.

Then it was, framed in an aureole of
light, I saw her face. It was far away,
where I had first seen the drifting boat. I
saw her so distinetly that a great cry rose
to my lips: ‘““Marie!”

Mad with eagerness I ran into the tower.
Would she come back?  'Would that slight
figure with the wistful face come up the old
stairs to bid me once more farewell ? -

““Marie,” I cried, “if the dead come
back you shall come to me.” ‘

I prayed, I raved, I strove with that
mystery called death. In vain; only that
face in the fog. Not a sound of her voice,

a rustle of her gown, a touch of her hand.
I looked like a dead man in the morning,
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on a Simple Commission Profit, hence the secret of their VALUE.

L. & SMITH,

Kid Grloves « « « -« « « - TANT-MIEUX 4 BUTTON FRENCH KID GLOVE.

We have been appointed Agents for this CELEBRATED GLOVE. It is placed upon our counters direct from the manufacturing
tables of the Makers in Grenoble, France. All middle and between profits are dropped, and we offer you the Glove at First-Hands

Although little known in this market, their extreme low price, softness and remarkable elasticity have gained for them an unparal-
lelled hold, both in Europe and America. Our statement may be questioned, yet we write fearlessly the fact—they are in point of
actual wearing value egual to any Josephine Kid Glove ever made, whilst our price is only 64 CENTS A PAIR, every pair guaranteed,

Browns and Blacks, and are cut upon a scale of measurement slightly smaller than Josephine.
them postage or express charges PrRePAID to FREDERICTON, or any address in the Dominion.  Write for a pair and try them upon
| the reputation we have at stake, and you will find them all we represent. 5

FAIRAILIL, & SMITH, ST. JOHN, N. B.

We will send

Mo- |

Gideon,”” cried mother sharply, |

There were tears in my eyes when I bent |

I have |
You will not for- |

| and fell into a miserable consciousness that
- was not sleep or waking. Mother came to
| me at noon.

Gideon.”

**She has come!” I cried, mad with joy.
““She has come again !”
| **Ay, lad,” trembling.
' in her coffin.”

i With a wild ery Iran to the landing.
' On the point where a line of tireless break-
- ers marched in storm and sunshine there
| were four men carrying something. A fifth
followed. Mother canght my arm.

' ““Help me, son; Iam old and need youn,”
| she said. 1 sto ped and drew her arm
| through mine. \g hen we reached the point
 they had lowered the box into the grave,
| and stood with uncovered heads. The fifth
| man—and he had a kind, handsome face—
| came to me.

“I—I wanted to read a prayer,” he said
| brokenly; “but I could not. Will vou?
| From me it is mockery.”

' I took the book he handed me; but I did
' not know it then.

**No, no,” I'sobbed ;: “I loved her, too.”
Then it was my mother who knelt, whitest
' soul of all I ever knew. Oh, could all sin-
| ners, men or women, be sure that such an
| intercession would go for them to the great
| Pardoner of all wrecked lives! Could that
| pity be given to fallen sisters in the lite!
' Oh, mother heart! There is no taint there
- —only forgiveness and charity.

. The sailors shovelled the earth fast to
| the brink.
| eager to leave the spot.

*She wished no headstone,” said the man
- whom I intuitively knew to be Julian.  **She
' said you would know.” He turned tomother.
| I thank you, madam. May I Lave at my
| last rites a prayer like yours. We float
| lightly to the end that must come; only
} when we stand by this—a humble mound—
| do mother words comfort our hearts. Is
- there anything I could do for you?" he
went on, looking at me.

**Nothing from your hand,” I cried.

“*We both were hurt,” he said, slowly;
' “*but I fancy vou in the tower have tlie bet-
ter part. It—it costs me much to say it.
She never loved me; she might have loved
vou. Farewell!”

He went back to his world. I to the
tower. When Kitty returned. mother
must have cautioned her, for she has never
spoken of the grave to me. I give my duty
and affection to my wife. I am sure she
does not ¢nderstand. I am a better hus-
band than! most of our men; for she—the
woman Kitty hated—taught me, by her
Eracious presence and gentle ways, the

ttle courtesies of life that mean much to
wives and mothers.

At night when the lamp is lit, when into
the darkness off Hendrick’s Head Light its
friendly radiance guides sea-tossed marin-
ers in from the stormy ocean to harbor and
home, I give my love and thoughts to a
dead woman. I think my mother knows,
but something tells me she does not blame
me.—Drake’s Magazine.
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Are Your Pullets Laying?
This question is often asked at this season
by persons keeping hens: and the answer

is too often, ‘‘ No! and suppose they won't
lay until eggs get cheap next spring, just
my luck.” " It ought not to be your luck.
Pullets hatched in April last should have
commenced laying a month ago ; while May
and June hatches should be laying this
month. Itis not too late even now, to
force the early pullets to laying in a few
weeks. The late ones, even as late as July
and August can be brought forward, so as
to pay well, while eggs bring good prices.
Strictly fresh pullet’s eggs will probably
retail as high as 50 to 60 cents per dozen,
in Boston and New York markets, before
March 1st, 1889. Mrs. L. J. Wilson, of
Northboro, Mass., says: ‘‘ In past years, I
bave noticed when my pullets laid at all,
they would lay a litter and then, either
want to set, or mope around for ten days,
often for weeks doing no laying. Last fall
and winter there was no interruption of
their laying. The results were the best I
ever saw in an experience of eighteen years.
My thirty pullets were all just six months
old, when they commenced laying. I never
saw such return of eggs. In just cight
weeks after they commenced to lay, the
thirty pullets laid 1437 eggs; which I
ascribe to the use of Sheriden’s Condition
Powder, to make hens lay.” The new
and enlarged edition of the Ivzanncrs’ Poultry
Gtuide contains much information upon the
above subject. 1. S. Johnson & Co., 22
Custom House Street, Boston, Mass., (the
only manufacturers of Sheridaa’s Powder,
to make hens lay) will send a Guide post-
‘paid, to any address, for 25 cents in stamps ;
or two 25 cent packs of Sheridan’s Powder
and the book for 60 cents, five packs $1.
A large 214 pound can of the Powder for
£1.20 postpaid and the Guide free ; six cans
85, express prepaid. They will send a
testimonial circular free to any one.—Advt.

Where Stuff is not Needed.

Dressmaker—There doesn’t seem to be
stuff enough here to make a train three
yards long.

Society Belle—Dear me! How much
more is needed ?

¢ About half a yard.”

“Well, take it off the neck.”—Philadel-
phia Record. ,

A Roland for an Oliver.

Commercial Traveller (in a fascinatin
tone of voice, to pretty waitress)—Ste
-an’ baked potatoes, Mary.

Pretty Waitress (haughtily)—My name
ain’t Mary, Cul'liy.

Commercial Traveller—Well, don't get
ma%.about it, dear. My name ain’t Cully.
—TVme.

ashy and wan. I flung myself on my bezl_ -

“A boat has just landed at the cove,

Men’s
CLOTHING.

my Goods and careful buyers are

Pleased with Price and Quality,

To supply my customers with the BEST VALUE

| aim, and that my efforts in this direction have been
appreciated by the public is clearly proved by the
very liberal patronage which I have received dur-
ing the

They seemed superstitiously |

Past Three Years.

I have therefore confidence that in making the
usual

and Boys" p\LL AND WINTER

at the LOWEST POSSIBLE COST, hes been my |

Excellence and Economy distinguish all |

|

|
|

CLOTHING. London House,

RETATL.

We are now opening our

DRESS  GOODS,

WHICH COMPRISE THE

Leading Grades in the Paris Market.
SPECIATL.
We Will Continue to Receive
Novelties Weekly during
the Season,

Always having something NEW to offer
buyers at

LONDON HOUSE, RETAIL,
Ch:_n'lotvte Stre_c?.

NASAL CREAM.

A CURATIVE BALM FOR

Fall Announcement ;Cold in the Head, Catarrh,

:; Full and Complete Stock
FALL and WINTER CLOTHING
—FOR—

Men and Boys,

Buyers will fird my lines

UNEQUALLED IN THE CITY.
Low Prices and Good Value

Are guaranteed my customers.

INSPECTION OF MY STOCK IS RE-
SPECTFULLY SOLICITED.

WM. J. FRASER,

47 King Street.

One door above the Royal Hotel.
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.

Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount
for cash.

CHOICE

ENGLISH CHEESE.

| Case STILTON Cheese;

1

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 & CO.

Up-Town Store, 50 King Street.
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 Nﬁll;;ilsaho: ':nd Hungarian
Office, Warehouse and Ma’-nhc;ory:

GEORGES STREET, St. John, N. B.

| Catarrh Deafness
and Headache.

Price, Only 25 Cents a Bottle.

Prepared from original receipt by

R. D. McARTHUR,

No. 59 Charlotte street, opp. King Square.

“The Book of the Season?’

LOOKING BACKWARD
(2000--18837)

By EDW. BELILAMY.

FOR SALE BY

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

"The Cigar
LITTLE KING.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,

84 ---King Street - - -84

Beef, Mutton,
Spring Lamb, Veal,
Lettuce, Radishes, Celery and Squash.

SUGAR CURED HAMS.
Lard.

Bacon,

THOS. DEAN,

13 and 14 City Markel.

BUSINESS MEN,

CRUIKSHANK'’S DINNERS

Are the Best
83~ AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY.
The best the market affords always on hand

P. A. CRUIKSHANK,

49 Germain Street,
Opposite Market Building.

Havana and Domestic

CIGARS.

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

THOS. L. BOURKE,

11 and 12 Water street.

A. & J. HAY,
76 King Street.

Spectacles, Watshes, Clocks and Jewelry.

JEWELRY made to order and repaired.
WEDDING RINGS guarantecd 18 K. fine.

T. J3YMcPHERSON,

18’13,‘UN10N STREET,

GROCER.

&= FRUITS A SPEC;ALTY.» <&
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