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LINES TO MY BED. 

I am not fickle, good old bed of mine; 

1 am not changeful in my honest love ; 

Absent from thee, for thy embrace I pine; 
Warmer thy bosom than the brooding dove. 

My heart is never cold, old bed, to thee, 
As oft thy snowy sheets have been to me. 

What though I linger when the night is new, 
And loiter when the starry hours wane 

And midnight pauses ere I come to you, 

Throbs thy white breast with any counterpane? 

Too oft I am a truant from the nest 

‘Which oft my weary head with joy hath pressed. 

But, when the rosy-fingered hours of dawn 
Touch with prismatic colors all the sky— 

Ob, how I love thee ! When the night is gone 
How sweet upon thy restful heart to lie, 

And nap and doze and snooze till, peal on peal, 

Rings the third bell for morning's cheery meal. 

Al, then, how can I leave thee, gracious bed? 
Health, peace and quiet rest T find in thee: 

Wrath and defiance hurl I at the head 
That would pronounce divorce 'twixt thee and 

me; 

My love for thee, cold as the stars at night, 
Burns like the August sun at morning's light. 

—Robert J. Burdette. 

BARKER'S BORROWED BABY, 

“Well, this is a dull town!” seliloquized 
Dick Barker, advance agent, as he gazed 
lazily about the dingy reading room of the 
Grand Continental Hotel, and allowed the 
principal local paper to slip from his grasp. 
“It’s big enough to have some life,” he 
mused, ‘but it hasn't, confound it! I 
wonder what induced Sanford to order me 
to lay over here until the company arrived ? 
Pure cussedness, I guess. I never vet 
knew a manager to allow the man ahead to 
meet him in a place where a fellow could 
have some fun with the boys. Now, if I 
were only in » 

“Mr. Barker?” 
“Yes,” said Dick, turning around ab- 

ruptly. 
“A telegram for you, sir. The messen- 

ger's waiting to see if there is an answer.” 
“More orders I suppose,” said the agent, 

as he tore open the brown envelope. “I 
hope Sanfo hi has changed his mind.” 

ut there was no such luck for Dick. 
The dispatch read thus: 

Little Jessie has been taken sick. Find child to 
temporarily take her place. Don't fail. 

SANFORD. 

“Well, it's something to occupy my time, | 
CY 

anyhow. That's a consolation,” remarked 
Barker, as he put on his overcoat and 
started off on his errand. 

Naturally he sought the local manager, 
and asked that functionary for the address 
of the youngster who, in emergencies, es- | 
sayed infantile roles. There had been such 
a child in town up to last season, he was | 
informed, but she had bloomed out as a 
regular member of a company, and was then 
travelling. Couldn't the manager think of 
some other girl? After much deliberation 
he could. One of the stage hands had a 
little daughter who might be pressed into 
service. Was there any other? Not that 
he knew of. 

Securing the stage hand's address, Dick 
hurried off to mspect the youngster. He 
found her near her father's house, in the 
poses quarter of the town, and his face 
engthened perceptibly as she was pointed 
out to him. Instead of a girl of five or six 
years, he saw before him a rawboned. over- 
grown specimen of femininity, who looked 
to be fourteen years at least, although she 
was really a few years younger. 

There was no use wasting time in that 
direction, and Dick turned away, resolved 
to “hustle” on his own account until he 
got what he wanted. Keeping a sharp look 
out for all the children whom he might pass, 
he had almost reached his hotel, when he 
saw a pretty, black eyed bit of future 
womanhood run into the basement of a 
primly kept house. 

“There's a little lady,” he thought, **who 
would look the part, even if she could not 
remember a line. If I could only secure 
her I'd be satisfied: 1 wonder if they d let 
her go? Well there's no harm trying, so 
here goes.” : 

His knock upon the immaculate white 
door was answered by a vinegary visaged 
woman, whose expression betokened a 
chronic readiness for a passage at arms. 
Dick saluted the lady with a courtly bow. 
“Madame,” he began, “I've just been 

admiring your child—for the moment I saw | 
vou I knew b 

“She's not my child,” interrupted the 
woman with a emphatic compression of her 
lips. 

“Really, you surprise me!” said Dick. 
“The resemblance 1s so striking that, as 1 
was about to remark as you spoke, I would 
have sworn you were her mother.” 

This was so palpably a complimentary 
lie that even the advance agent blushed as 
he gave it utterance; but it was partially 
effective, for she of the vinegary visage re- 
plied, in a mollified mood : 
“She 1s my niece, and is here on a visit,” 
“Ah, then I would like you to codsidera 

proposition. I am the agent of the com- 
pany which is to play at the Opera House 
during the latter half of this week. We 
desire a pretty little girl to play a child's 
part. Your niece would fill the bill exactly. 
Would you do us the favor of permitting 
her to appear? She will be well paid.” 
“How dare you insult me?” ahnost 

shricked the woman. “My niece appear 
upon the stage? My niece take part 
mm such an abomination as a theat- 
rical performance, and associate with play | 
actors? Ah, the impudence of such people Wage, 

“Do not excite yourself, madam,” 
begged the thoroughly disconcerted visitor. 
“I'meant no offense, believe me. 1 beg 
Your pardecn, and will seek a child else- 
where,” 
“Yes, you better seek elsewhere,” scorn- 
fully rejoined the vixen. ‘Perhaps the 
play actress down at the other end of the 
street would loan you her brat. She's one 
of your kind.” 
With this parting shot the door was vio- 

lently banged, and Barker, who had 
reached the sidewalk in his retreat, drew a 
long sigh of relief, 
“Whew! But she was a Tartar,” he ex- 

claimed. “I thought she was going to 
stab me with that nose of hers. It's as 
sharp as her tongue, and that's saying a 
good deal.” 5 
Being of a plulosophical turn, however, 

the child seeker comforted himself with the 
reflection that the information concerning 
the material ‘play actress down the street” 
Was worth such a tongue lashing, and he 
Set out at once to locate the actress. After 
Some difficulty he found her in a small cot- 
tage, the entire aspect of which was clo- 
juent of poverty, and of that most distress- 

ful form of poverty which secks to hide its 
terrible extent even from the eyes of those 
who might lerd a helping hand. Although 
the mother had been attempting to do some 
work, she had been compelled to cast it 
aside. Disease had stamped its impress 
upon her so plainly that even the most 
casual observer could see that she was a 
very sick woman. As for the child, a 
bright girl of five, her face showed that pe- 
culiar precocity born of privation. 

Despite the want, evident in all the sur- 
roundings, the poor woman hesitated to 
grant Barker's request for the loan of the 
child. 
“She is my only comfort,” she said, 

sadly, “and I can’t bear to part with her 
even for a couple of hours. It would 
break my heart if she were not here when 
I should—should—should need her most” 
“We would require her for only a half 

hour,” urged the agent, ‘‘and, if you wish, 
we would have somebody remain with you 
in the meantime. If vou could let her ap- 
pear, I will gnarantee that the little one 

' will earn sufficient to buy a fine new dress, 
and, what-is more, you will place us under 
obligations that we will not readily for- 
get.” 
At the mention of the remuneration, the 

subject of the conversation opened wide 
her big brown eves in pleasurable antici- 
pation, and exclaimed : 
“Oh. do let me go, Mama! I won't be 

long. I'll come back just as soon as I get 
the money.” 
“Are you so anxious for the new dress, 

dear?” asked the mother, with a troubled 
look. “Would you leave mama alone for 
the sake of a dress?” 
The child hung her head, and her little 

lip quivered as she replied : 
‘Oh, it's not the r mao I want. It's the 

money. You know you ought to have 
wine, an’ beef tea, an’ med’cine and—and 
things, and you can’t get ‘em without 
money." 
Thus delivermg herself, the devoted 

voungster ran toward her mother, and 
buried her face in her skirts, to hide the 
moisture that was fast dimming the bright- 
ness of her eves. The poor woman's face 
became radiant as she clasped the girl 
hysterically to her bosom, and kissed her 
until she was forced by sheer exhaustion to 
desist. 

“There,” she said, soothingly, when she 
had regained her composure, ** don’t cry, 
Allie, and forgive mama for thinking that 
the fatal failing—vanity—which has made 
us both so wretched, had been transmitted 

‘to vou. Oh, you have made me very 
happy, dearest! and you shall go with the 
| gentleman where he wants you.” 
Dick, who had a heart as big as his own 
estimate of his abilities, was thoroughly un- 

'nerved by the scene. The lump in his 
' throat permitted him barely to -. out a 
fervent ‘“‘thank you,” and then 5 bolted 
cout of the house, vigorously using his 
handkerchief as he went. 
A couple of hours later found him again 

at the house, however, and in the greatest 
good humour. He carried a number of 
mysterious looking bundles, which he care- 
fully deposited outside the door before 

knocking. His knock was answered by 
| Allie, who seemed to be alone, and this 
fact apparently pleased the visitor. 

“Where's mamma ?” he asked. 
Sh!” continued the child, putting her 

tiny finger to her lips to make the warning 
more Impressive.  *‘She’s in the next 
room, asleep for the first time in ever so 
long. Oh, she was awful sick after you 
left, and I had to go for the doctor, and he 
scolded me for not coming to him before, 
and he gave her something to make her 
sleep, and he's coming back again, and— 
and—that’s all.” 

| Dick seemed to have some difficulty in 
preserving his.cheertul look but he did it. 
Collecting his parcels, he entered on tiptoe 
and in whispers addressed the juvenile 
nurse thus: 
“Now, Allie, I've come to teach you a 

part which you might have to play. You 
sce, vou are a little girl that comes to sce 
her aunt. Your aunt has not been feeling 
well and the servent goes out and leaves 
her all alone. 

good fun to play the part of servant, and 
npr a uice meal for your aunt, an give 
1er a pleasant surprise when she wakes up 

| from her nap. 
the pantry, and yon take out a jar of beef | 

Then you fine a broiled | | extract, like ihat. 
| chicken which only needs to be heated, like 

And then you rummage around and 
that sort. 

| this. ) ) 
| discever a bottle of wine, of 

So, vou think it will be | 

| 
Consequently, you go to | 

| 
| 

{After a while vou run across a lot of little | 
| . . a oe . 
delicacies and fruit like these, and you ar- 

viting—s0." 
As he spoke, the good Samaritan suited 

| the action to the words,and produced the 
| very articles that he had mentioned. 

“There you are,” he continued, as he 

finished his task. ‘Of course, when your 
aunt in the play comes out, you must help 

eat a great deal. Now, to do all that on 
the stage, you'll have to practice it before- 
hand, so I'll leave those things here and 
vou can practice with vour mama when she 
gets up. If all those things are not eaten 
when I come again tomorrow morning, then 

| I'll know you haven't rehearsed well. Do 
{ vou understand?" 

“Oh, yes, sir, I'll practice good.” 
“That's a good girl. Remember you 

must be dead letter pérfect in that scene 
and rehearse the husmess particularly.” 

This parting admonition was naturally 
not altogether intelligible to the child, but 
she promised to obey it just the same, and 
Dick took his leave. 

ker was ordered to produce the juvenile 
substitute. Instead of doing so, he pre- 
vailed upon Mrs. Sanford, the manager's 
wife, and, if the truth must be told, the 
manager's manager as well, to go with him 
to the cottage. 
bustling, consequential sort of person, who 

withal. 
tion, and the agent knew that if her sympa- 
thies were enlisted, the sick actress would 
find in her a friend worthy the name, His 
expectations were realized. Mrs. Sanford 
was not in the cottage ten minutes before 
she was performing tender womanly duties 
for the invalid, and within a half hour the 
two were on confidential terms. The ac- 
tress was still confined to her bed, which 
the dootor had imperatively ordered her to 
Keep. 

“Her condition is serious,” explained 
the physician to the voluntary nurse, ‘‘al- 
though it is not hopeless. She is suffering 
mentally as well as physically, and she has 
been so long without proper care and nour- 
ishment that we will have no easy task to 

range them on the table so they'll look in- | 

her eat the things and you must press her to | 

pull her through. Perhaps, if you could 
induce her to relieve her mind by talking 
of her troubles. her chances could be im- 
proved.” 
Good natured Mrs. Sanford soon acted 

on the suggestion, and so delicately and 
vet so effectively did she perform the task 
that the sick woman was induced to speak 
unreservedly of her misfortunes. Hers was 
the old, old story of an actress being cap- 
tivated by a worthless rascal who had mar- 
ried her to secure the means of leading an 
idle life. She had worked for him cheer- 
fully until their baby came, and a protracted 
illness ensued, which exhausted her savings. 
She had been a singing soubrette, but when 
she recovered she found that her voice, and 
consequently her occupation, was gone. 
Being no longer able to support her precious 
husband, that worthy deserted her in a 
strange town, leaving her and her baby to 
exist as best they could. They had man- 
aged to live for five years, through the un- 
— toil of the mother, who managed, by 
working from fourteen to sixteen hours a 
day with her needle, to earn barely sufficient 
to purchase the merest necessities of life. 

Such was her story. The rest was too 
apparent. * She had broken down under the 
terrible strain, and, although she had battled 
courageously against the terrible onslaughts 
of disease, her system was not strong 
enough to withstand the attacks. She had 
wasted away to a mere suggestion of her 
former self, and an insidious malady had 
gained so firm a foothold that nature had to 
succumb. 

“I think we can get along without Allie,” 
remarked Mrs. Sanford to the sufferer, after 
a long silence. ‘You would feel lonesome 
without her, and I'd rather cut out the 
are.” 

, “Oh, yon must let her appear,” was the 
answer. *‘The child is bent upon earning 
the money which Mr. Barker has practically 
om her already. It would make her so 
1appy to think that she could be of some 
material service to me, that I would not 
deprive her of the pleasure. Besides it is 
the only return we can make you for your 
kindness, and God knows it is a small ser- 
vice for so great a favor you have rendered.” 

So Allie was coached for her debut, and 
much to her surprise she was not required 
to eat delicacies herself, or induce her 
aunt in the play to eat them. She didn’t 
even have an aunt in the play, and she sus- 
pected tor the first time that Mr. Barker 
had been deceiving her. However, she ac- 
quitted herself creditably enough for so 
voung a novice, and she was the happiest 
child in town when she received y crisp five 
dollar note for services that were worth 
about one tenth of that sum. 

Mrs. Sanford had remained with the 
mother while Allie was gone, for the good 
woman played a part which only required 
her appearance in the last act, while Allie 
appeared in the prologue. On the second 
night the sick woman seemed improved, 
and all were overjoyed. That 1s, all ex- 
cept the physician who was thoughtful and 
non-committal. The crisis came on Satur- 
day evening. Allie, with her third crisp 
bank note in her little fist, was running glee- 
fully into the house when, child as she was, 
she had a premonition that all was not 
right. 
“+Quick, little one,” said the grave physi- 

cian, ‘‘mama wants to see you.” 
And he carried the wonderinng child to 

the sick bed. 
‘Speak to her,” whispered the doctor. 
«Mama I” cried Allie. 
The heavy eyelids opens, the lack-lustre 

pupils turned, a sad smile passed over the 
wan face, and the colorless lips were held 
out for a kiss. 
“Ah, my darling!” gasped the dying 

woman ‘‘I was afraid you would not come 
in time, but you are here, when—when I 
needed you most. Good night, good 
night I” 
With the last word, the final flicker of 

consciousness died oat, and within the hour 
the troubled spirit of the singing soubrette 
had made its final exit from this world, and 
its debut in the next. 

A Heartbreaking Discovery. 

Sweet Girl—Please look at this ring and 
tell me whether the diamonds are paste or 
not. 

Jeweller—Those are genuine diamonds. 
«Really 27 
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“A BIG OFFER.” 

G4 Tom TN REE 
C. Every Pair Equal to Josephine. 

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. There« 
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, 

GLOVE, 

Don’t allow your (reasonable) prejudice against cheap Gloves to prevent 
your discovering for yourself that our Glove is all we represent. 

The secreT is in the fact that the Glove comes direct from the TABLES of the 
MAKERS to our counters, and is sold upon a Stmrre Commission Prorrr. 

I# Sent postage prepaid to any address. 

FAIRAILIL & SMITH. 
Two Hundred Dollars in Gold. | 

We are authorized by advice received 
from I. S. Johnson and Co., Boston, to 
say that they have for three years offered 
poultry raisers, premiums payable in gold 
coin, for the best results obtained from using 
Sheridan's Powder to make hens lay. Their 
object has been to satisfy themselves beyond 
a shadow of a doubt, that the claim made 
by them that **Nothing on earth will make 
hens lay like Sheridan's Powder,” was 
positively true. The hundreds of testi- 
monials sent them from people who have 
used the Powder, prove the statement; so 
that it seems folly to again offer premiums ; 
but so many persons, ehpociull women 
who kept a few hens, have made such good 
showing in former trials, and been beaten 
by some one else by a slight fraction in 
average, that in justice they ought to have 
another trial. Johnson and Co. have de- 
vised a plan this vear, to overcome that 
trouble mm a measure, by offering twice as 
much cash and six times as many Gold Coin 
Premuims as last vear. The larger pre- 
muim is £50.00. Itis well worth trying 
for. If you miss that there are twenty- 
three more chances for some other premuim. 
But supposing a competitor did not get 
any premium, they would still have the 
astisliotion of getting a lot of eggs to sell 
ata good round price. The retail price 
for eggs in Boston and New York last year 
reached as high as 50 to G0 cents per dozen, 
It pays to use Sheridan's Powder when eggs 
sell for even 10 cents. One of the com- 
petitors last year wrote as follows: “fam 
well paid in egys without a premiwin. 1 
will cheerfully recommend Sheridan's Con- 

for egg production and all diseases of hens. 
I can now say confidently that it will beat 
anything I ever tried to make hens lay. 1 
was surprised at the end of eight weeks 
trial.” He was evidently satisfied, and well 
might he have been : for during eight weeks 
he got from 30 hens, 1420 eggs, which at 
the averages of prices above would amount 
to #65.08, 
Any person can compete. Johnson & Co. 

will send full particulars free to anyone, 
whether they order powder or not. 
For 50 cents mn stamps, I. S. Johnson 

& Co., 22 Custom House Street, Boston, 
Mass., will send to any P. O. address two 
25 packs, five packs for £1.00 ; or for 81.20, 
a 214 pound can of Powder sent postpaid ; 
six cans for £5.00, express prepaid. Send 
for full particulars.— det. 

Regard for Appearances, 

Mrs. Bliffers—An agent for a new bur- 
glar alarm was here today and I told him 
to call again when you were at home. 
Mr. Bilffers—Huh! Burglar alarm! 

There is nothing in this house to steal. 
“No, but when the neighbors hear we 

have fitted up our house with burglar 
alarms they will think we have something 
to steal my dear.”"— Philadelphia Record. 

Gibbon Explains. 

Tom Bighee (ferociously) — Hang it, 
Gibbon, I can’t see why you have adopted 
that idiotic way of carrying your umbrella ! 
You're jabbing everybody, back and front. 
Howell Gibbon—You can’t see, eh? 

| Why, its absolutely necessawy. I'd get 

“Yes, indeed, Miss, and very rare ones. | 
They cost a great deal of money.” 
“Oh, dear! And I wouldnt promise to 

be anything but a sister to him, and now, 
boo! hoo! he’s gone.” 

The Haughty Housewife, 

“Do you see how proudly that woman 
walks ?” 

“I do. Is she a millionnaire ?” 
“Oh, no. It would bother her husband 

to raise 500 in cash.” 
“But she can’t be proud of her beauty.” 
“n> 
“Then what is it 2” 
“She has made thirty tumblers of jelly 

this fali, and none of her neighbors has 
made over fifteen. She has a right to hold 
up her nose.— Detroit Free Press. 

A Difficult Literary Performance. 

Young Author (to friend)—I say, Fred, 
- did you read my last article in the Every 
Other Monthly ? 

. 

| 

Now, Mrs. Sanford was a | 

| 

| 

| 

| 

Friend (enthusiastically) —Yes, indeed, 
old boy; I read it through twice! 
Young Author—Oh, then you must have 

found it very interesting ? 
Friend—\ ell—er—no, not so much that 

but Fred Smith bet me 810 that I couldn't 
| vead it through twice, and I bet him $10 

- o | § ) d.—Life. 
Next day the company arrived, and Bar- | that I coul 4 

She Won and Yet Lost by It. 

“I wish my wife would buy or sell some 
oil,” said an Oil City man who had tried in 
vain to make a good turn in the market. 
“Why?” asked a friend. 
“Because 1 think she would hit it right; 

. | she's lucky.” 
was a terror to delinquent members of the | Giit 

company, but who was a kindly creature | 
Her word was lawin the organiza- | 

“How do you know she is?” 
“Because she once took a chance ina 

lottery and drew a fine prize.” 
“IWhat?” 
“Ne.” 

“Tell her never to speculate.”—0Oil (ty 
Blizzard. 

Her Usefulness Past, 

Blinks—Hold on! What's your hurry? 
Jinks—Nearly driven to death. Half a 

bushel of letters to answer this morning 
and no one to help do it- 
“What has become of that pretty girl 

tvpe-writer you had ?” 
“She's no use any more. 

got married 
“You don’t say so. 

marry ?”’ 
“Me.” 

She went and 

Whom did she 

| 

Havana and Domestic 

Cit in a horwizontal position.— Puck. 

the blawsted thing tangled in the skirts of 
my new English trousers if I didn’t carwy | 

| 
| 

CIGARS. | 
assortment now in stock, in 

100,000 HAVANA and 
a complete 

and half-boxes: 
I have 
boxes 
DOMESTICS. 
THOS. I.. BOURKE, 

Equitable Life 
Assurance Society, 

Condensed Statement, January I, 1888. 

ASSETS. ..ccvcveiese... 884,878,904 85 
LIABILITIES, 4 per cent. (6,274,650 00 

SURPLUS. ..ccieees....818,104,254 85 
New Assurance.........S138,023,105 ) 

Outstanding Assurance... 453,029,562 ) 
Paid Policy Holders in 1887 10,062,500 1 
Paid Policy Holders since 

organization .......... 106,610,293 i 
Total Income....... 23,240,849 2: | 

Premium Income. ........ 19,115,775 47 
Increase in Assets........ 8,868,432 09 
Assets to Liabilities, 127 1-2 per cent. 

On the less rigorous standard adopted by the Can- 
adian companies (which assumes that four and one- 
half per cent. will be realized on investments) the 
surplus of the Equitable is as follows :(— 
ASSETS...... oh Nw 0 49 CRN saan od ass 6h 284,278,004 85 
ESTIMATED LIABILITIES (4 1-2 

Per CeNtesescecsonnsrsenns Soames tbs 61,582,000 00 

ESTIMATED SURPEUS (41.2. ¢.) $22,706,004 83 

Percentage of Assets to Liabilities, 137. 
Tue VIGOROUS EqQuitaBLE.—Every year when 

The Equitable Life Assurance Society presents its 
big figures in the shape of a report, the remark is 
made that it will be Mupossibie to repeat the success 
—and then The Equitable proceeds not only to re- 
eat but to excel it. The results of the business of 
887 are hace uy enormous. The pivotal fact is that 

The Equitable has the largest surplus of any of the 
leading life assurance companies in the world, whe- 
ther gauged by percentage to liabilities or by the 
number of dollars and cents. Over eighteen millions 
are surplus, out of eighty-four millions of assets. 
This, too, is on the basis of measuring liabilities on 
the severest standard; that which assumes that no 
more than 4 per cent. will be obtained as interest on 
investments throughout the future. Every bit © 
income in excess of 4 per cent. will be clear gain to 
the policy-holder, over and above the assumptions. 
If interest on prime investments should fall to 3 1.2, 
The Equitable with its big surplus can stand it, 
when companies with relatively less would be em- | 
barrassed. 

C. A. MACDONALD, | 
General Agent. 

St. John, N. B. 

Overcoats. 

Overcoats. 

60 DAYN SALE 

—— Fe 

Mens, Boys and Children’s 

READY-MADE 

CLOTHING. 
CASH ONLY. 

A Golden Opportunity to Buy 

CLOTHING 

AT THE 

LOWEST PRICES. 

COMPLETE STOCK 

From which to Select. 

WM. J. FRASER, 
47 King Street, 

One door above the Royal Hotel. 

Trunks Retailed at WholesalePries 
R. O'SHAUGHNESSY & CO, 

Manufacturers of and Dealers in 

mm I ~ ) nC I'runks, Bags 
——AND—— 

Fishing Tackle. 

23 Germain Street, 
ST. JOIN, N. B. 

JAMES S. MAY. 

JAMES NS. MAY & SON, 

Merchant Tailors, 

S4. Prince William Street, 

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

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

Prices 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, t.John, N. B. 

HORSE BLANKETS, 
For Fall and Winter. 

Surcingles, Halters, Etc., 
—— A ——— 

ROBB'S HARNESS 

204 Union Street. 
SHOP, 

W. ROBERT MAY. | 

THE PEERLESS FOUNTAIN PEN 
Has all the requisites of a 

PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN. 
A Free Frcw oF INK. ALwAYs READY 170 WRITE. 

£3 A trial of this pen will convince that it is a 
PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN in every respect. 

FOR SALE BY 

ALFRED MORRISEY, 

104 King Street. 

The Cigar 
| 

LITTLE KING. 

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL, 

84 ---King Street - - - 84. 

AN ADDITION, 
———— 

‘MR. JOSEPH A. MURDOCH, 
Confectioner, 87 Charlotte Street, 

I EGS TO INFORM THE PUBLIC THAT 
lie will serve the 

Best Oysters in all Styles] 
in the PARLORS connected with his present 

Store. 

The patronage of the publicis respectfully solicited. 

PE Ye —— 

87 CHARLOTTE STREET. | 
a ERE oll) 

| Beef, Mutton, 

Spring Lamb, Veal, 

Lettuce, Radishes, Celery and Squash. | 
| SUGAR CURED HAMS. 

Bacon, Lard. 

THOS. DEAN, 

caging aang pie gon RVR SE Ck Mariel. 

COME TO BELL, 
KING STREET..2% 25-25 

BELL wants to see vou at 25 King Street, and 
show you the great bargains he is offering in 

Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines. 
Sole Agent for HEINTZMAN & CO.’s Pianos; 

STERLING and WM. DOHERTY & CO.’s Organs; 
NEW WILLIAMS and WHEELER & WILSON 
Sewing Machines. 

EZ It will pay you to see BEIT, at 
25 King street, St. John, N. B. 

BUSINESS MEN, 
CRUIKSHANK'S DINNERS 

Are the Best 

£3 AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY. 

best the market afi vays on hand 

P, A. CRUIKSHANK, 

40 Germain Street, 
Opposite Market Building. 

Talce Care 

OF YOUR FACE AND HEAD 

MCINTYRE 
~~ AT THE ~— 

ROYAL HOTEL BARBER SALOON, 
KEEPS THE BES 

Face and Hair Washes 
IX'THE CITY. 

| AF Sample bottles upon application 

Don’t fail to give them a trial. 

D. J. MCINTYRE - - - 36 King Street 

| Domville Building, 

Corner King and Prince Wim. Streets. 

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS. 

DINNER A SPECIALTY 

Pool Room in Connection. 

WILLIAM CLARK. 

| 16 King Street, 

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

| WEDDING RINGS guaranteed 18 K. fine. 

T. J. McPHERSON, 
1181 UNION STREET, 

| GROCEIR. 
|" FRUITS A SPECIALTY. 
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