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4A FAREWELL. 

Gio, sun, since go you must, 

The dusky evening lowers above our sky, 

Our sky which was so blue and sweetly fair; 

Night is not terriblz that we should sigh, 
A little darkness we can surely bear; 

Will there not be more sunshine—by and by? 

(Go, rose, since go you must, 

Flowerless and chill the winter draweth nigh; 

Closed are the blithe and fragrant lips which 

made 

All summer long perpetual melody. 

Cheerless we take our way, but not afraid; 

Will there not be more roses—by ani by? 

Go, love, since go you must. 

Out of our pain we bless you as you fly; 

The momentary heaven the rainbow lit 

Was worth whole days of black and stormy sky; 

Shall we not see, when by the waves we sit, 

Your bright sail winging shoreward—by and by? 

(ro, life, since go you must, 

Uncertain guest and whimsical ally! 
All questionless you came, unquestioned go; 

What does it mean to live, or what to die? 
Smiling, we watch you vanish, for we know 

Somewhere is nobler living—Dby and by. 
— Susan Coolidge, in New York Independent. 

AUNT HOPES HIRAM. 

“The Lane” ran from one side of the 
village toward the river, and from it ran 
the road across the meadow and ford, then 
up and down, in and out past the hill farms 
bevond. 

This pebbly road was not unlike the bed 
of some mountain stream whose former 
power is gone, for it also no longer knew 
the full tide of life that had flowed over it 
in days before the railroad came. 
The railroad had at first cut and burned 

till many a mountain stream was dry, and 
then had puffed and steamed till many a 
stage-road was grass-grown: it had, more- 
over, led full many a son of the New Eng- 
land hills to the Far West. 

In the old days the restless boy would 
take his perhaps forbidden way toward 
Boston, where he would ship before the 
mast ; now he had but to seek the dreary 
brown station on the sandy hill, where he 
could step aboard the westward-bound 
train and rattle away toward the land of 
his vague day-dreams. 

But last in the scattered line of weather- | 

stained houses that fronted on the Lane 
stood one from whose doorway a boy had 
gone sullenly forth in those carlier days, 
when anger or ambition led eastward. 
And now, although the thirtieth spring 
since his departure was coaxing the ilacs 

into bloom about that same moss-grown 
door-way, his mother still watched and 
waited for his return. 

Thirty years is long to wait, and Aunt | 
Hope, as all the village called her, was | 
bent and gray, and leaned upon a cane | 
when she went to fetch wood from her | 

meagre pile. Yet she never mourned her 

boy as dead ; even the purple lilacs hung 

the decaying old house but in half-mourn- 
ing. 
At the east window Aunt Hope sat. day 

in and day out, braiding palm-leat hats. 
Ever and anon she would glance up the 
Lane with those faded blue eyes, that 

seemed strained from continual watching. 

Of late, too, she was often seen, with her 

apron thrown hastily over her head, watch- 
ing at the gateway, and sometimes at dusk 
a young man going down the Lane—per- 
chance to meet a young face—would be 
startled to see an old one peering at him, 

and to hear an eager but timid voice ques- 
tion, **Is that you, Hiram?” Then with 
sudden confusion and apology the old wo- 
man would turn and vanish. 

In spring sometimes the farmers, some- 

times their wives, came to order thats of 
Aunt Hope. v 
On one evening of this thirtieth Spring, 

when the moonlizhted night air was heavy 
with the lilacs odor, when the unfolding of 
leaves and grass blades was fairly audible, 
when at intervals a wakeful bird chirped in 
the overhanging elm branches, two women 

came out of Aunt Hope's by the kitchen 
door. As they passed through the lamp- 
light that streamed through the small-paned 
uncurtained east window you would have 
seen them to be mother and daughter. 
One was fair-faced and slight, the other 
had been so. They both wore shawls 
thrown over their shoulders, and the mother 
carried an empty basket. 

“Lindy,” said the mother in a tone of 
conviction, ‘‘she does look sights more 
peaked this spring. And she's so fretted 
tor fear she'll have to take something from 
folks as ain't kith nor kin. There's that 
nephew o hers livin’ in clover down to 
Boston, an’ he won't so much as lift his 
little finger for her. It does rile your pa. 
The little she’d want ain’t enough to make 
no great to-do about, anyway.” 
The daughter was peering down the 

silvery vistas of the Lane, but was roused 
by her mother’s riughteous indignation to 
answer in half remonstrance : 

“But you know, ma, when pa wrote him 
he was sick. Perhaps —" 
“Humph ! said he ‘couldnt be disturbed 

‘cause he was sufferin’ from heart trouble !’ 
Osserfication of the heart, I guess!” ejacu- 
lated the mother. ¢ Why, Lindy, when 
we wrote him ten years ago, after she'd 
had a spell o’ sickness, he would ha’ put 
her in the asylum ef everybody hadn't riz 
right up against it. Why, she aint no 
more crazy than I be. She just got into 
the way o’ watchin’ for her Hiram ter come 
till she can’t get out of it. We are all 
‘critters o’ habit,’ as your pa’s always say- 
in.” 

Linda's tone of reply showed her mild 
nature, and her words the ‘‘schoolin’” her 
father and mother had been proud to give 
her. 
“But she did talk more about him to- 

night than I ever heard her before, and 
kept going to the window. Her mind can’t 
be quite right, ma.” 

**She is straight about everything else, 
fur's I see. But she does look dreadful 
peaked this spring—real sort o’—well— If 
she only wouldn't be in such a stew to 
work, an’ would go to bed like folks! You 
can’t make me believe that any human crit- 
ter can rest easy in a rockin’-chair all night. 
It ain't common-sense that they can. But 
there ain’t no use talkin’, for it only gets 
her a-goin’ on Hiram. She can’t never git 
over it that she sided with his pa. Land, 
she couldn’t do no other way! ’Bijah May 
was terrible bumptious. When I said some- 
thing one time about her settin’ up, says 
she to me, ‘Mis’ Gyles, I must be up if 
Hiram should come suddin. Hiram’s bed 
is made up in there, an’ mine in the next 
room. When he comes I shall go ter bed, 
an’ not before,” says she, an’ she opened 

the door an’ there was Hiram's bed all made 
up nice as a pin; but I guess I told you 
about it.” 

“Yes, I remember,” Linda said, absent- 
ly, for as they walked along she turned her 
head from time to time and glanced anxious- 
ly down the lane. ‘Poor Aunt Hope I" she 
added, *“‘I wish she would let somebody 
make her comfortable. But isn't it past 
eight o'clock, ma?” The question was 
asked in the tone of one who fears missing 
an appointment. 

“Oh yes, I ruther guess it's gettin’ on to- 
ward nine, by the look o' the moon. Maybe 
you're expectin’ a Hiram too?” Mrs. Gyles 
added, in jocose half-inquiry. 

“Oh, don't, ma!" exclaimed Linda, as 
though the comparison suggested something 
painful. 
“Mercy sakes alive, Lindy, don’t be so 

tetchy! [ didn't mean nothing. Hiram 
Stearns ain't likely to spunk up, and good- 
ne s, Lindy, what is the matter? Ther’ 
ain't no tromble, is ther’? I know Mis’ 
Stearns is—" 
“Oh, no!” Linda interrupted, in a chok- 

ing voice; *‘everything is all right enough. 
But you know—well—I guess - must hate 
me !"” 
The mother did not put a protecting arm 

about her child, nor did the child draw 

nearer to her mother. Among the New 

England hills the reserve of the Puritan and 
the unconscious dread of many words are 
inborn. Nor would this decided woman 
have ventured, under ordinary ecircum- 
stances, to advise her daughter in regard to 
a love affair. She felt now that she might 
speak, yet she disguised her feeling in an 
indignant tone. 

“Well, vou needn't fret for fear Hiram 
Stearns will rise up against anybody. An’ 
I should hope, Lindy Gyles, yo1 wouldn't 
want to go where yer wa'n't wanted. Not 
that your pa nor I ever had anythin’ aginst 
Hiram. But he does take after his pa, who 

was real kind and clever—" 
Oh, ma!” broke in the girl, with some 

spirit, when her mother used the last word 
in its mild, New England sense, ‘I'm sure 
Hiram’s more than clever. Evervbody says, 
and pa says—" 

“Yes, 1 know, Lindy, your pa does say 
he's the smartest man in The Grange’: but 
he knuckles to Mis’ Stearns, just like his pa 
done before him. An’ she never could git 
over our sendin’ vou away to school last 
winter. Her family always was rampajus, 
and she stews enough to wear the legsoff 'n 
a cast-iron pot. Every hired man that lives 
there says that. There, I've been an’ done 
an’ said it, an’ I should like to know ef she’s 
been pitchin® into Hiram ?” 
*No—that is—Hiram didn’t say so; but 

he wasn't very talkative last night at sing- 
ing-school.” Linda spoke wearily, then 

added with less reserve, **I guess though 
he means to have a talk with her before 
long. I supposes he does think sights of him.” 

“Humph! thinks sights of him because 
he's herson. an’ not ‘cause he's himself. 
He's got his own life to live—we all have— 
an’ he just oughter stan” up an’ tell her so. 
Your pa says ef she was spoke as plain to 
once as she speaks to other folks, she'd 
come offen her high hoss an’ be kinder 
considerate. It's an awful thing for 
a person to have always their own way !” 

The pair had now reached their own home 
on the straggling main street. The girl 
paused with her hand on the latch, listened | 
a moment with nervous mtensity, then mur- | 

mured : 
“Youdon't suppose he’s come and gone ?” 
“Land, no, of course he hain't! He al- 

ways takes the ford road, an’ you'd "a 
heard his buggy ef he'd drove by when we 
was at Aunt Hope's. 
turned up to lender him a little; the men- 
folks are all ‘round now seein’ about pas- 
turin’ and changin’ work.” 

Miss Gyles said this cheerfully, and there 
was a decisive air about her, before which 
Linda was borne into the house. 

After the various kitchen clocks of the 
village had struck ten, nota light was visible 
save Aunt Hope's. Every one knew that 
“* Aunt Hope never put out her light in any 
sort 0’ season,” and this evening she might 
have been seen moving about in her low- 
studded kitchen instead of seated braiding 
at the east window. 

All her life Aunt Hope had known no | 

way but ‘-to love, honor, and obey.” She | 

had hidden her tears from her unrelenting 
husband after Hiram’s angry leave-taking ; 
she had obeyed a stern command, and had | 

never spoken to the girl, who, after sharing 
her waiting a short time, had married an- 

other admirer. Abijah May died, and then 

his wife was ruled only by an idea—the idea 
that Hiram would yet return. She had 

grown wizened and gray in its service, yet 
tonight a flush burned on either thin cheek. 
She drew a little black and white checked 

shawl over her bent calico-clad shoulders, 

and, talking to herself, went slowly out-of- 

doors: 
“I am beat out—moppin’ that last room 

give me a stitch in my side. But I must 

git me a little more wood. It's real chill- 
some, an’ Hiram may come in all tuckered 
out after ridin’ so fur in the cars. I didn’t 
tell Mis’ Gyles I'd been a-moppin’, she 
would ’a’ fumed so. An’ I didn't let on 
I'd heard from Hiram. I don’t see what I 
done with that telegraph, but I'm sure I 
ot it. Lemme see—It was yesterday. 
wor’, how took aback folks will be when we 
walk into meetin’ together—me an’ Hiram!” 
and the little sere figure trembled with 
noiseless laughter. She gathered up a few 
sticks and re-entered her house. Drawing 
her breath painfully, she sank into the 
straight-backed rocking-chair by thd win- 
dow. 
“Dear me, how fetched I be for breath!” 

she panted; ‘“‘but I kev cleaned up. I'm 
real glad Mis’ Gyles did bring in some 
victuals, ef I didn’t really need ‘em, for I'd 
like to get Hiram a real fillin’ breakfast. I 
guess Hiram will see that the folks as hev 
helped his mother is paid ; but I'll keep on 
braidin’ just the same. It does look slick 
here, if nothin’ more.” She glanced about 
the room with evident satisfaction. The 
newly mopped floor had a braided rug be- 
fore the cooking-stove ; there was a table 
Aghinat the wall and a splint-bottomed arm- 
chair near the stove. On a lamp-stand be- 
side the window stood the lamp, whose 
light, falling through an open door, illu- 
minated the fresh patchwork quilt of a 
neatly made bed. 
The clock on the mantle-piece was tick- 

ing toward eleven. 
“Seems like that clock said: ‘Hi-ram, 

Hi-ram,” mused Aunt Hope. Just then 
the whistle of an arriving train made the 
silent night air quiver. With both hands 
Jets to her heart, Aunt Hope started to 
er feet. She put her face against the 

window-pane, then drew quickly back. 
“What a fool I be! As ef 5 could fly 

ere co wo 

right down here in a minute! I'll just sit 
down an’ wait like folks.” 

She «at down, but it was of no use. 
Rising again, she started out to her old 
post beside the fallen gate. Before she 
could reach it a man’s step broke the hush 
that bad closed in behind the departing 
train. As the sound tell on the old wo- 
man’s listening ear she an out- 
spreading lilac branch for support. The 
steps came rap.dly on, and a tall, straight 
figure was passing up ‘‘The Lane” past her 
very gate. The old woman could not 
move her weak limbs. 
“Hiram! Hiram!" The longing, the 

despair, the hope of thirty years was in that 
cry. : 
He heard. It stopped him in his path; 

it stopped the rushing blood in his veins 
when he heard his name called like that. 
He knew it was a mother’s cry.  Throwin 
down the small bag he carried, he prices 
back into the yard; an old woman threw 
up her arms and fell unconscious against 
him. He lifted and carried her tenderly 
into the house, where he laid her on the 
bed which the light showed him. He 
quickly brought water from the pail that 
stood beside the cupboard door, yet hardly 
expected to sce the eyes open, although he 
wet forehead and lips. He laid his hand 
over the old woman's heart, and as he did 
so she moved and clasped it there with both 
her own. Her eyes unclosed, to gaze with 
the inspired look of realized hope into the 
face of him who bent over her. Her lips 
moved twice before she could speak; then 
she said. weakly, still clinging to his hand: 
“Yer knew yer ma's voice, didn't yer, 

Hiram, if yer had forgotten the old place ? 
I had a kitch—I couldn't git no further; 

"but I knew ef I could only call, ye'd know 
yer ma's voice. Blood is thicker'n water. 
Oh, how I be fetched for breath! An’ I'm 
mussin’ yer bed dreadful. I mus’ git up;” 
and she strove to rise. 
“No, no, you just stay still,” said the 

other, with gentle firmness.  **I guess Mis’ 
Gyles will come over and fix you up, if I 
run over—" 

“* No, no, Hiram,” she begged, “I don’t 
want nobody but you ‘round now. I'm 
comin’ out of it all right. Set down—set 
down by the bed. You don’t know how 
I've watched all these years an’ never give 

Something may have | 

| you up, just a-hopin’ to see yer settin’ by 
(my side again. I know yer glad to come 
back from yer wanderin’s—ef yer don’t say 

' much—men-folks don’t run on as women- 
| folks do—"" She closed her eyes a moment, 
then fixed them again on the sunburnt face 
| that did not move away. 

“I sided against yer, Hiram, an’ I don’t 
‘blame nobody for it,” she said. After a 
| few moments had clapsed she spoke again : 
“Yer eves are brown like hisn—like 
' hisn was when he was merried. When I 
meet him, I can tell him it’s all right, Hi- 
ram.” 

She said yet again, more feebly: “Yer 
may have regretted, Hiram. The Bible 
says: ‘Whatsoever a man soweth that 
shall he reap’: but yer can’t know what a 

| mother f=els. If veu had, you'd a’ forgot 
ver anger an’ come back, wouldn't ver, 
Hiram?” ; 
The brown eyes were full of tears. 

| “Yes, that's what I'd do,” he said, 
 hoarsely. “But you're gittin’ tired, ain't 

’ HRA) 
you: 

“No: I'm better, an’ I want to git up. 
\ Then a strange 

gray shadow crept over her face, and the 
| eyes grew strained in their gaze. 

“Is it mornin’, Hiram?” she whispered. 

I'm mussin® ver bed.” 

| 

| 
| v . 
| “No, not vet,” he answered, soothingly. 

| 
| 
He felt the frail fingers releasing his strong 

| ones. 
| gy guess it is mornin’, Hiram. It's all 
| bright outside the winder. I hear the birds 
| singin'—how ver curls shine! Sing too, 
| Hiram—sing, Hiram.” 
The words were scarcely audible, and he 
' could not see the old face plainly, for the 
"mist that rose before his eves. 
| +Sing,” Aunt Hope's lips breathed, and 
| with a. shaking voiee Hiram Stearns sang 
| what first came to him—a song the choir 
"was just learning from the “New Collec- 
tion’: 

“One sweetly solemn thought 
Comes to me o'er and o'er; 
I'm nearer my home today 
Than I've ever been before. 

“Nearer ny Father's house, 
Where the many mansions be; 
Nearer the Great White Throne, 
Nearer the Jasper Sea.” 

As he sang his voice rose stronger and 
| clearer, as though his soul had been temp- 
ted upward by that other one now seeking 
some one of those ‘‘many mansions.” 
To his young spirit, all hot and smarting 

from the sharp words of his jealous mother, 
had come a vision of the quick fleeting of 
the years, a vision of the pitiful waste that 
anger makes, and the pathos of mistakes. 
He could not have expressed his feeling, 
but it would infleuence his life. In the 
sight of Aunt Hope's darkening eyes he 
had been her own son returned, not 
another's. Hiram felt glad, as he laid the 
hand which still rested in his across the 
quiet breast, that she had called, that he 

had heard. He stood gazing a moment at 
her peaceful face, then turned, and, with- 
out locking the door, the young man left 
the house of death. 
The sun was rising; Hiram felt vaguely 

the beauty of his home hill-tops as he pass- 
ed out of the yard. His soul awoke at the 
morning light and song of this world as 
had Aunt Hope's when the light ot another 
dawned for her. 
With earnest face he walked across lots 

toward the Gyles homestead. He knew 
that Mrs. Gyles would be up; he hoped 
Linda would not be. As he walked he 
drew from his pocket a letter. It was ad- 
dressed to Miss Linda A. Gyles, Hillside, 
Mass. 
He looked at it a moment, saying slowly : 

‘She shall never know anything about it.” 
So he tore the joyless thing into fragments, 
which the light morning breeze chased away 
from his sight forever. 
On reaching the fence of the ‘‘home lot” 

he sprang over it just as Mrs. Gyles came 
out, pan in hand, to feed the chickens. 
There was a great cackling among these, and 
an exclamation of surprise from Mrs. Gyles : 
“Mercy sakes alive ! where did you come 

from, Hiram Stearns?” 
“Only from Aunt Hope's house. I was 

coming by last night and she stopped me, 
and I've been there till now—" 
“Then she’s—gone !" said Mrs. Gyles, 

in a hushed tone. She knew by his face, 
and asked no questions. ‘‘Poor old critter. 
I oughter have staid ; I kept thinkin’ of her 
in the night, and I had a feelin’ I oughter 
have staid. Why didn’t you come right 
over for me, Hiram? I s’pose you was on 
your way here?” 
He only replied: “Well, you see, she 

i ot it into her head I was her Hiram, and 
idn't want me to stir. I thought ‘twould 

do more hurt than good if I did—" 
“So it would ha'—so it would ha'!” 

Tears stood in the eyes of both, but Mrs. 
Gyles hastily brushed hers away, and only 
said: “I mus’ go an’ git Aunt Philindy 
an’ go right over. You go in and find 
Lindy—she’s sweepin’ the front room. 
She'll git yer some breakfast.” 
“No, thank you. I'll come over to-night 

may-be ; T must be going along home now; 
mother'll be in a worry.’ 
And so she had been, after his leaving to 

“go West, where he could make a home 
for Linda Gyles.” She had told him she 
could “run the farm alone”—that he had 
better go. But when he was really gone 
she seemed, as she said to herself, ‘‘to lose 
all her grit.” He had been her all—that 
was the trouble: she did not wish to share 
him with another. She would not even ac- 
knowledge this to herself, vet she knew 
there was nothing to be said against the 
girl he had chosen. Hiram’s almost word- 
ess anger and departure was something 
she could never have imagined, and it 
crushed her. Every train-whistle in the 
night made her shiver. She was a wiry, 
black-eyed woman, who moved with a ner- | 
vous quickness : but this morning her work 
“dragged,” and at six o'clock the dishes 
were not done. She had sat rigid and 
silent opposite the two hired men at break- 
fast, witha explaining Hiram’s absence. 
But now, in the midst of her dishwashing, 
a sense of her misery suddenly overpowered 
her. She sank into a chair beside the 
table, and burying her head in her apron, 
wept as only those do who seldom indulge 
In tears. 

She did not hear the opening of the out- 
side door. Hiram was Beside her: he laid 
his hand upon her shoulder. 

“I have come back, mother, to see if I 
can't at least go away peaceable.” 

“No, vou can't,” she cried, sharply, 
seizing his hand—*‘no you can't!  (H 
mus'n’t go at all; you can git her, if you 
want to, this very minute, but you can’t go 
West! If you do, I shall git to be just 
like Aunt Hope, an’ everything ’ll go to 
rack an’ ruin.” 

“(‘ome, mother, don’t take on so. If 
you want us here, of course I want to stay; 
but now I want to tell you that Aunt Hope 
is—gone! She stopped me last night, in 
her way, you know, and so I was there—" 

His mother looked at him solemnly. 
“] see how it was. She thought you 

was her Hiram. I know vou done yer best 
for her. Go hitch up, an’ I'll go down an’ 

help do what ther’s left to do.” 
3oth Mrs. Stearns and her gon Hiram 

were calm and reserved again as they rode 
up the Lane toward Aunt Hope's house.— 

. Isabelle Williams in Harper's Bazar. 

CHAMPION LAWN  TENNISPLAYERS. 

How Earnest Renshaw Won the Title from 

H. F. Lawford. 

The gentlemen's single-handed cham- 

pionship was brought to a conclusion yes- 
terday on the grounds of the All England 
Lawn Tennis club. Renshaw secured the 

first game by four strokes to two, obtaining 
the next after deuce had been called twice. 
The third game also reached deuce twice, 

and was won by Renshaw, Lawford losing 

two strokes by twice serving two faults. 

The fourth game was won by Lawford after 

one call of deuce, but in the fifth he man- 

aged to obtain one stroke only. Renshaw 

did no better in the sixth, but then led off 

London House, 
RETAIL. 

Gents’ 
Summer. Underwear, 

In fine makes of 

Cashmere, Silk, Merino and Balbriggan. 

HALF HOSE, 
In SILK, MERINO and LISLE. 

PATTERNS 

Summer Scarfs, Collars and Cus, 
LATEST STYLES. 

NEW 

Charlotte Street. 
JAMES S. MAY. W. ROBERT MAY. 

JAMES S. MAY & SON, 

Merchant Tailors, 

24 Prince William Street, 

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

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

Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount 
for cash. 

Prescriptions. Dispensing of 

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. 

ga Prices low. .@y 

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

MOSQUITOBANE. 
A Certain Preventive from the Bite of Black Flies, Mos- 

quitoes, Etc, Not Injurious to the Skin. 
No Unpleasant Odor. 

Prepared by A. C. SMITH & CO., St. John, N. B. 

TESTIMONIAIL. 

Camp Bur~st HILL, 
S. W. Miramichi River, July 9th, 1884. 

A. CarpMaN SMITH & Co, 
Dear Sirs,—We have much pleasure in certifying 

to the efficacy of your preparation of Mosquitobane. 
We have used others of acknowledged merit and 

have found none so effective in warding off the at- 
tacks of mosquitoes, black flies and other pests. 

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. 

~T. F. RAYMOND, Proprietor. 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
(FORMERLY WAVERLY), 

fRl to =7 King Street 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK - - - Proprietor. 

Hotel Dufferin, 

St. John, N. B. 

FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor. 

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

ST. JOHN, N. B. 
WAM. CONWAY . 

BELMONT HOTEL, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The most convenient Hotel in the eity. Directly op 

posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station. 

Baggage taken to and from the depot free 

charge. 
Terms—&1 to £2.50 per day. 

J. SIME, Proprietor. 

. Proprietor 

PARK HOTEL, 4 \ dy 

Having lately been REFITTED and FURNISHED, 
is 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, Proprictor, 

King Square, St. John, N. B. 

QUEEN HOTEL, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS - Proprieto 

FINE SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTION. 

Also, a First Class Livery Stable. 

ANT. 
Coaches at trains and boats. 

KING STREET RESTAD 
MR. W. A. LANG 

Informs his numerous patrons and the public that 
he has opened a 

We consider it invaluable to sportsmen and others 
who visit our forests and streams. 

Yours truly, Arex. II. Woop, 
Wn. MAGEE, 
Ww. F. BUNTING, 
C. A. ROBERTSON. 

in the succeeding games with four strokes 

to two, five strokes to three, four strokesto 

one. 
Of the twelve games in the second set 

two only reached deuce. Lawford secured 
the first two games with ease, Renshaw 

making one stroke in each. Renshaw won 
the third with a single stroke to Lawford’s 

credit, and Lawford took the fourth after 

Renshaw had made two strokes. Again 

Renshaw secured a game by four strokes to 

one, and then his opponent followed with a 

four strokes to two win. Deuce was called 

five times in the seventh game, which Ren- 

shaw added to his credit. With four strokes 

to two Lawford won the eighth, leaving 

Renshaw to complete the set by the suc- 

ceeding four games at four strokes to two, 

five to three, four to love, four to one. 

Renshaw served two faults in both the first 

and third games of this set, Lawford two 
faults in the fourth game. 
The third was decidedly tame, Renshaw 

winning six games to love. With a love 
game to start with, he only allowed his op- 

onent one stroke in the second game, two 

mn the third, one in the fourth, one in the 

fifth, and won the set and the championship 
by securing the last game after deuce had 

been called twice.— London Standard. 

Life Is So Lonely. 

“Yes,” he said, ‘life is so lonely.” 
«It is lonely sometimes,” she answered. 
“Wouldn't it be sweet to have a little 

cottage covered with ivy and honeysuckle 
and rose bushes?” 
“0! wouldn't it?" 
“And when a fellow came home tired 

from business to have a nice little wife meet 
him at the door with a kiss.” 

“Y-e-e-s.” 
“And then the summer nights, the 

windows open, the sunset just giving light 
enough in the cosy parlor, and—you—I 
mean a wife at the piano singing in the 
gloaming. It would be lovely.” 
¢¢J—think—it—would—be—nice.” 
“And then—" : 
At this point a careworn woman came 

around the corner with a pair of twins in a 
perambulator. A dead silence fell Npos 
the summer air for a little. Then they 
changed the subject.—San Francisco 
Chronicle. 

A Chance Not to be Trifled With. 

“Mr. Sampson asked me to be his wife 
last night, papa.” 
“And what did you say ?” 
“JI told him he must give me a little 

time, and he said I could have the usual 30 
days, or 5 per cent. off for cash, and then 
he topped and apologized. Whatam I to 
think of him, papa?” 

“Think of him?” shouted the old man. 
“That young fellow is full of business, and 
you can’t say ‘yes’ too quick !"—Grip. 

Old But Ever New. 

“Miss Clara,” he said, tremulously, “I 
want to tell yer—er—the old, old story 
—" and then for a moment his agitation 
got the better of him. 
“Go on, Mr. Sampson,” said the girl with 

shy encouragement, ‘‘never mind if it is a 
chestnut ; rhaps I've never heard it 
before.”—Drake's Magazine. 

“The Book of the Season.” 

LOOKING BACKWARD 
2000-18837) 
EDW. BELLAMY. By 

FOR SALE BY 

ALFRED MORRISEY, 

104: - -- King Street - - 104. 

GILBERT BENT & SONS, 
WHOLESALE DEALERS IN 

Flour, Teas, 

Fish, Sugars, 

Salt, Tobaccos 

And everything in the line of 

STAPLE GROCERIES AND PROVISIONS. 

5 6, 7 and § South Market Wharf 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

T. J. McPHERSON, 
181 UNION STREET, 

GROCER. 
Fo FRUITS A SPECIALTY. 0 

Havana and Domestic 

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

THOS. L.. 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. 

S. R. FOSTER & SON, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

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

Nails, ete. : 
Office, Warchouse and Manufactory : 

GEORGES STREET, St. John, N. B. 

THE LATEST 

SOCIALIST PUBLICATIONS. 
SEND FOR CATALOGUE TO 

The New York Labor News Co., 
25 EAsT FOURTH STREET, 

First Class Eating Saloon 
IN — 

TRINITY BLOCK 
where he will be pleased to see everybody. 

8% The coolest rooms, the choicest meals, au 
| the best attendance in the city. 

You can’t miss the place: 

04 King Street. 
R. J. LANG, Manager 

BUSINESS MEN, 
CRUIKSHANK’S DINNERS 

Are the Best 

£5 AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY. 

The best the market affords always on hand 

P. A. CRUIKSITANK, 
49 Germain Street, 

Opposite Market Building. 

"CAFE ROYAL, 
Domville Building, 

Corner King and Prince Wm. Streets. 

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS. 

DINNER A SPECIALTY. 

Pool Room in Connection. 

WILLIAM CLARK. 

Beef, Mutton, 
Spring Lamb, Veal, 

Lettuce, Radishes, Celery and Squash. 

SUGAR CURED HAMS, 

Bacon, Lard, 
— 

THOS. DEAN, 

13 and 14 City Market. 

CHOICE 

ENGLISH CHEESE. 

| Case STILTON Cheese; 

ii————————— 

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 of 
Table Jellies. 

FOR SALE AT 

GEORGE ROBERTSON & C0.% 
New York City. Up-Town Store, 50 King Street. 
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