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THAT AROUSE THE INTER
EST OF 

THE INGLESIDE CLUB. 

The Prevailing Modes in Even
ing Dress, 

Fans, Gloves, Shoes, Outdoor Garments 

and Children’s Clothin
g — Condensed Re- 

ports from New York, London and
 Paris. 

Twelve of us girls and four married ladies 

have a literary club, called * The Ingle- 

side,” and for months past we have vetoed 

gossip and frivolous conversation, and 

have kept our forcheads ina continual 

pucker, as we pored over Browning or 

Emerson, or wrote essays on subjects 

allotted us. But we found lately that we 

should be getting sadly behind the times 

if we did not soon take interest in 

Dame Fashion. We have been to so many 

parties (both card and dancing) that we 

ind it difficult to get up new and attractive 

more 

costumes ; so, at the suggestion ot our 

president, Mrs. Waldo Brown, we decided | 

to give our brains a holiday, and agreed 

that five of us (one married lady and four 

girls) should send to the best authorities in 

the large cities, to learn the very latest 

capers in the world of dress. Last evening 

we met to report. 

The first paper was written by Phyllis 

and Jones. It was on *‘Evening Dress,” 

read as tollows : 

The prevalence of shadowy shades of 

green, of grey, and, above all, of wiite, 
with gold and silver seems to be accepted 

as a feature of ball-room dress. 

A charming dancing dress for a young 
lady is made of white crepe de chine, over 

white corded silk. The bodice of the dress 

was pointed back and front, finished with 

a 2-inch trimming of pearl, and the sleeve, 
which reached the elbow, was pufled and 

finished with pearl trimming. The long 
drepery was tucked near the edge. finished 
with a fringe, and heading of pearls, and 
was caught up slightly to show the under- 
dress of silk. 

A pretty and stylish dinner dress, of 
corded silk and velvet, in a pale shade of 
grey, was made severely plain in Directoire 

style, and finished with a train. The 
bodice was pointed, back and front. A 

succession of close full knots of velvet 
trimmed the skirt at the side. For even- 
ing wear, many of the Directoire gowns are 
filled up at the throat with a cravat of lace. 
These {rontlets, as they are called, are 

draped china silk, gauze, crepe or lace. 
They have a band passing around the neck, 

{ When Business Gets Dull. 

quite novel, and are made of folded or | 
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tively around, thus seeming to drape the 
shoulders. A cluster of shirring fifs the 

"cloak to the figure on the back and a high 

collar of plush finishes the neck. A handsome 
white coat of camel's hair beaver cloth is 

made to fit the figure at the back and loose 
in front, and is finished with trimmings of 
Alaska sable, extending up the back, 

around the neck and down the front in boa 

fashion. Another coat in the same shape 
is made of brocatelle in shades of mahogany, 
has large flowing sleeves, and is finished 

| with trimmings of Alaska sable. 

Mrs. Stone gave us the very latest ideas 

about children’s clothes: 

Children’s hats are French felts, soft 
flexible felts, clipped beavers, and various 

fancy turbans sad bonnets made to match 

their gowns and coats. Green felt hats are 

trimmed with clusters of black ribbon, and 

a bunch of black and green tips, and navy 

blue hats with bunches of blue ribbon striped 

with red. Red hats of clipped beaver, 
which are in special demand this season, 

are trimmed with bunches of black velvet 

ribbon and black tips. A little face trim- 
mimg of knotted ribbon usually finishes the 

under brim of these hats. Tam O'Shanter 

caps and turbans for school children, are 

made of cloth and frequently are shirred, 
or caught in some irregular, fanciful way 
over the crown, and finished with plain 

rim, or rims of fur to match the coat. 
Smock dresses are among the ra 

styles exhibited for children. A charming 
dress of red cashmere has the entire yoke 
drawn in diamond patterns in the close fine 
smocking. The yoke of smocking extends 

in three sharp points, back and front. The 
fullness of the waist is drawn into a belt, 
making a waist but a trifle longer than those 

drawn into the cuffs, by small rows of 

smocking, and the straight, round, full 

skirt is simply finished with a plain hem. A 

| stylish little dress, of copper brown cash- 

| mere, in Directoire fashion, is straight at 

| the sides and back, finished with a trimming 

| of copper and white passementerie down 
| 
| 

| 
the side of the skirt, and draped from the 
shoulder, diagonally, across the front to the 
waist line. 
Trimmings of black are a fancy of the 

season for children’s frocks and coats. 
Black and red, black and green, are con- 
trasts often used. Navy blue and red are 
pretty together, as are also copper brown 

and green. All children’s wraps have a 
slight pad at the tournure. IRENE. 

JOHNNY MULCAHEY 

Minds a Cobbler’s Shop and Advertises 

Our shoemaker’s a queer old fellar, an’ 

taking the place of a collar, with the front 
silk, or lace jalot, depending 
Others have merely the neck 

lace cravat, and are 
In soft 

white, black or 

of folded 
from it. 
band and full, short 
in cream or black lace. 
fronts are to be seen in 
any pale color. 
To wear with these Directoire gowns 

there is a becoming bonnet of soft felt, 
trimmed with loops and strings of watered 
ribbon. The shape is uncommon, with 
flowers beneath the raised brim, and the 
strings need not be tied under the chin 
unless the wearer chooses, as they are 
arranged to hang down the back, and not 
be conspicuous. 
The new Empire veils ave rapidly grow- 

"ary boys, and I must get somethin’ from 

the cobbler fur wearin ‘em out. 

silk these | 

| 

ing in favor, and are very warm and com- | 

fortable for driving, when made of gauze 

or tissue. Some have an elastic tied under 

the chin to keep them close. 

Following this description, Gladys Smith 

told us the latest notions in fans: 

Fans for evening are exceedingly beauti- 
ful this season. They range in size from 

21 to 13 inches long. Lovely fans, formed 

of two layers of white silk gauze, are painted 
with great clusters of white. and purple 
lilac, and have carved ivory sticks. a 13 
French landscapes after Watteau are 

painted on other fans, and still others are 

decorated with a medley of flowers and 

scrolls in old French pattern, and are 
mounted on iridiscent pearl sticks orna- 
mented in gold. Fans medium in size, 

| hers. 

mounted on sticks of fragrant iris or violet | 
wood, are a fancy of the season and are 

exceedingly dainty. 

Next Muriel Black gave us points on | _. 
| with: 

gloves and shoes: 

| on the 

There has been no great change in gloves | 
this season. Tan in different shades is still 
the reigning color for evening wear. A 
Mousquetaire Suede glove ranging in length 
from 12 to 18 buttons, is still the evening | 
olove. For theatre wear the Suede glove | 
1s shown in either buttoned or mousquetaire 
styles. They may be finished plainly, or | 
with four rows of stitching on the backs. 
Perfumed theatre gloves are a novelty of | 
the season, in mousquetaire gloves mm 8- 
button length. Street gloves are nmished 
with tour lines of chain-stitching on the 
back. All gloves for evening are made 
with plain backs, and any glove above X- | 
button length should be plain. 
The fashion in ladies’ shoes does not 

change so often as the fashion in male foot 

wear 

boots are smaller than men’s, and not so 
publicly displayed. For the street there 

1s not much change, except that the ten- 
dency of fashion 1s a little more claborate, 
and high heels threaten to come in again, 

although the majority of ladies, especially 
those of the best style, will adhere to the 
sensible walking shoe, with low broad heels. | 
Fancy gaiters will be more worn than us- 
ual, especially for carriage wear, and spe- | 
cial occasions. For evening wear and 
balls white kid, and indeed colored boots 
of many tints arc coming in again. 

It was arranged that I should report on | 
Outdoor Garments. 

enquiries sent to London, Paris and else- 

where would be answered too late, but 

fortunately I had an enormous mail, day | 

before yesterday, and prepared my report | 

that evening. 1 said: 

Leng, loose wraps of light weight, which 
cover, yet do not crush a handsome dress 
beneath, are preferred for wear, in going 
to and coming from afternoon teas and 
angre formal receptions. The Connemara 
«cloak has found special favor for this pur- 
pose, when made of soft, fine wool cloths 
an cream-white, pale tan, Russian grey and 
other colors. They are lined throughont 
with plush—in some rich red or green shade 
—and are finished with a hood also lined 
with plush. They are in shape, a circular, 
gathered on a'romd-yoke, from the edge 
of which falls the hood, which extends en- 

There are many reasons for this, | 

chief among them being the fact that ladies’ | 

I was afraid that my | 

| the rich old woman what lives next to Bill 

pa says what if it wasn’t fur me he'd fail, 

‘cause I wear out more butes than 10 ordin- 

Our shoemaker says what advertisin 

don’t pay and him and me don’t agree, so 

when he askt me and Bill to keep shop 

while he went visitin® with his family I thort 

I'd advertise as long as I'se in bisnes. 

He does a good bisnes though, ‘cause 

and has the roomitism all the time so’s she 

can't walk, sent for her butes, and I sent 

her the runnin’ shoes with spikes in ‘em, 

of last summer's frocks. The full sleeves are | 

yy —— 

THE ORIGINAL OF “SHE 
| 
| 

WONDERS SHE WROUGHT BEFORE 

A WHITE MAN’S EYES. 

Walking Downward Through the Air, 

Uniting Severed Limbs, Turning Enemies 

to Stone and Showing in Her Magic Pool 

the Faces of Persons Far Away. 

[R. D., in the Pall Mall Gazette. 

The psychological and psychical portions 
of Rider Haggard's She strike me as being 

not so much the creation of a vivid imagi- 

nation as the simple recital—or, perhaps 
one should say, the skilful adaptation—of 

facts well-known to those who penetrated 
the recesses of the West Coast of Africa a 

generation ago. Astounding, terrifying, 

and incredible as the powers of Ayesha 

appear to the casual reader, yet to the men 

who laboriously threaded the jungles and 

swamps of the riverain portion of West 

Africa, long before Stanley was thought of, 

they only seem like a well-known and 

familiar tale. The awful mysteries of Obee- 
yah (vulgo Obi), and the powers possessed 

by the Obeeyah women of those days, were 

sufficiently known to all the slave-traders 
of the West Coast to make the wonders 

worked by She seem tame by comparison. 

And, always excepting the idea of the re- 

vivifying and rejuvenating flame in the 
bowels of the earth in which She bathed, 

there is nothing but what any Obeeyah 
woman was in the habit of doing every day. 

| And the fact forces itself upon one that 
| She is neither more nor less than a weak 

water-color sketch of an Obeeyah woman, 

made white, beautiful, and young, instead 

of being, as she invariably 1s, or was, black, 
old, and hideous as a mummy of a monkey. 

This is not only my own opinion, but that 

of all the old comrades of ‘‘the coast” of 

thirty years ago to whom the subject has 
been mentioned. Though the Obeeyah men 

were, without exception, clumsy and ignor 

ant charlatans, and simply worshipped 
Mumbo Jumbo, the Obeeyah women were 

of a different creed : offered human sacri- 

fices, under the most awful conditions, to 

Satan himself, whom they believed to in- 

habit the body of a hideous man-eating 

spider; practised evocation of evil spirits ; 

and, beyond all dispute, possessed powers 

far exceeding anything ever yet imagined 

in the wildest pages of fiction. To even 

hint at some of these wonders would be to 

subject one to one of three alternatives— 

to be considered either menteur, farceur, or 

Sou. 

Well! in the interests of occult science I 

shall risk these kind imputations, and in a 

has witnessed them can easily believe in the 

fabled Medusa, and in many mythological 

| transmutations of which he read in school- 

There is nothing on record in the days. 

what the smart young fellar in the grocery | ancient myths of any religion that is not 

store's gettin fixed, ‘cause I couldn’ find { done by the Obeeyah of today. The 

So the smart fellar wanted his 

runnin’ butes, and ’cause the old lady had 

‘em | had ter send him the butes what the 

man with the club foot is gettin soles on, 

0's to not dissapoint him. 

I guess everybody wanted their butes 

that day, for young Miss Jenkins what ma 

says is puttin herself up to every young 

man that comes along, sent for hers. 1 

couldn't find em, so we sent her a pair 

what didn’t belong to anybody we know, 

‘cause they had humps on ‘em, which Bill 

said was fur corns and family bunyuns. 

When bisness got dull, 1 appointed Bill 

my advertisin’ agent, so he wrote a sign, 
a shutter, with the clean side of 

paint what the shoemaker paints soles 

EE LE EEE EE EE a ER 

Come everybody, 
BUTES 1; SOLD 

Here To Day Only Fur 
5 CENTS. 

Everybody go home and take yer 
butes ort. Ware rubbers till the 

Japinees wonder };  solds yer 
butes with leather what ain't stuffed 
with straw. 

One day only ter interdooce! 
Cum! Cum! Cum! 

I never thort advertisin® paid so well 

| afore, "cause me and Bill was awful busy 

' stown boots away, and the people said the 

| shoemaker must be crazy, but we said he 

what he’s doin’, and that settled 

We closed up early, and 1 let Bill 
put on the shutters, "cause I wus boss. 

I guess our shoemaker was surprised, 

and got mad "cause he wasn't used to so 

much trade, fur he come up ravin’ around 

pa and said he'd make him pay fur some- 

thin’. Some people ain't born fur bisness 

anyway, | think. 

| knew 

| them. 

JouxNy MuLCAHEY. 

“CANADIANS ARE WE.” 

[A TOAST FOR DOMINION DAY. | 

| Here's to the glory of the land that we name 

| The dear Land of Canada the Free, 
| Where our hope is, and our home, and our faith and 

our fame— 

For Canadians—Canadians are we! 

| Dominion is to us from Columbia's shores of bahn 

To the shouting tides of glad Acadie, 

From the laughing waves of Erie to the Arctic fields 

| of ealm— 

For Canadians—Canadians are we! 

Ileve the lily and the thistle, the shamrock and the 

rose, 

Ave at one beneath our goodly maple tree, 

From our union confusion shall come down about 

our foes— 

For Canadians—Canadians are we! 

Then, here's to our Land! Lundy's Lane—Chatean- 

guay— 

Would they win by bribe or battle? They shall 

sec 

Our Maple Flag forever proclaim our nation’s 

SWaYy— 

For Canadians—Canadians are we! 

— Charles G. D. Roberts, in The Dominion Illus- 

trated. 
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human mmagination— whatever philosophers 

may think—has not the power to create; 

powers—especially those of necromancy-- 
are absolutely possible; absolutely true; 
absolutely accomplished! From Moses to 
Bulwer Lytton; from Jannes to Jambres, 

of the Egyptians, to all the wonders of 

India, there is nothing—never has been 

anything—that cannot be done, and is not 

done, by the African Obeeyah. 

I remember, more than 30 

meeting an Obeeyah woman, some hun- 

dre !s of miles up the Cameroons river, and 

who had her residence in the caverns at the 

foot of the mountains. In 

parenthesis I may remark that I could not 

have existed there for one moment had I 

years ago, 

Cameroons 

not been connected in some way or other 

with the slave That by the way. 

Judge for yourselves, O my readers. whe- 

trade. 

ther She was not * evolved” from Sube, the 

well-known Obeeyah woman of the Cam- 

eroons, or from one of a similar type. 

Sube stood close on 6ft., and was sup- 

posed by the natives to be many hundred 

years of age. Erect as a dart, and with a 

stately walk, she yet looked 2000 years old. 

Her wrinkled, mummified, gorilla-like face, 

full of iniquity, hate and uncleanness (moral 

and physical), might have existed since the 

creation, while her superb form and full 

limbs might have been those of a woman of 

twenty-four. “Pride in her port and 

venom in her eye,” were her chief character- 

istics; while her dress was very simple, 
consisting of sharks’ teeth, brass bosses, 

and tails of some species of lynx. Across 
her bare bosom was a wide scarf or baldric 

made of scarlet cloth, on which were 

four rows of what appeared like large 
Roman pearls, of the size of a large walnut. 

These apparent pearls, however, were 

actuaily human intestines, bleached to a 

pearly whiteness, inflated and constricted 

at short intervals, so as to make a series of 

little bladders. On the top of her head 

appeared the head of a large spotted ser- 
pent— presumably some kind of boa con- 
strictor—the cured skin of which hung down 

her back nearly to the gronnd. Round her 
neck she wore a solid brass quoit ot some 

four pounds weight, too small to pass over 

her head, but which had no perceptible 
joint or place of umon. Heavy bangles on 
wrists and ankles reminded one somewhat 
of the Hindoo woman's; but hers were 

heavier, and were evidently {formed 
“trom the thick brass rods used in ‘“‘the 
Coast trade,” and hammered together in 
situ. Her skirt was simply a fringe of 
pendant tails of some animals—presumably 
the mountain lynx—intermingled with goats’ 
tails. In her hand she carried what seemed 

to be the chief instrument of her power, 

and what we in Europe should call a ‘magic 
wand.” But this was no wand; it was 
simply a hollow tube about four inches long, 

closed at one end, and appearing to be 

made of a highly glittering kind of carved 
ivory. Closer inspection, however, showed 

that it was some kind of reed about an inch 
in diameter, and encrusted with human 

molar teeth, in a splendid state of preserv- 

ation, and set with the crowns outwards. 

When not borne in the right hand, this 

instrument was carried in a side pouch, or 

case, leaving the open end out. 

Strange to say—this mystery I never 

could fathom—there was always a faint 

blue smoke proceeding from the mouth of 

this tube, like the smoke of a cigarette, 

though it was perfectly cold and apparently 

empty. I shall never forget the first day 

on which I asked her to give me a specimen 

of her powers. I had previously witnessed 

all the marvels of the Indian conjurers, as 

well as the ink mirror of the Arab dervishes. 

Therefore I quietly settled down to enjoy 

the performance without expecting to be 

astonished, but only amused. I was as- 

tonished, though, to find this six feet of hu- 

manity, weighing at least eleven stone, 

standing on my outstretched hand when I 

opened my eyes (previously closed by her 

command), and when I could feel not the 

slightest weight thereon. I was still more 

so when, still standing on my outstretched 

palm, she told me to shut my eyes again 

and reopen them instantaneously. I did 

so, and she was gone. But that was not all ; 

while I looked round for her, a stone fell 

near me, and, looking upwards, I saw her 
calmly standing on the top of a cliff nearly 
500 feet in height. I naturally thought it 
was a “double” —that is, another woman 

dressed like her, and said so to the bystand- 
ing natives, who shouted something in the 
Ephile language to her. Without more 
ado she walked—not jumped—over the side 
of the cliff, and with a gentle motion, as 
though suspended by Mr. Baldwin's para- 
chute, gradually dropped downwards till 
she alighted at my feet. My idea ‘always 
was that this tube of hers was charged 
with some (to us) unknown fluid, or gas, 
which controlled the forces of nature; she 

seemed powerless without it. 
Further, none of her ‘‘miracles” was 

strictly speaking non-natural. That is, she 
seemed able to control natural forces in 
most astounding ways, even to suspend 

and overcome them, as in the previous in- 
stance of the suspension of the laws of 
gravitation; but in no case could she 

BDF + SSIES. SESE I 

| 

and whatever you have read of magical | 1% the answer 

violate them. For instance, although she 

could take an arm lopped oft by the blow 
of a cutlass, and, holding it to the stump, 
pretend to mutter some gibberish while 
she carefully passed her reed round the 
place of union (in a second of time com- 

forthcoming work of professed fiction shall | plete union was effected, without a trace of 

relate the wonders of Obeevah. One who | P 
h 

revious injury), vet, when 1 challenged 
er to make an arm sprout from the stump 

of our quartermaster, who had lost his left 

forearm in action some years before, she 
was unable to do so, and candidly declared 
her inability. She said, “It is dead: 1 
have no power.” And over nothing dead 
had she any power. After seeing her 
change toads into tic-polongas (the most 
deadly serpent on the coast) I told her to 
change a stone into a trade-dollar. But 

was the same—:‘it was 
dead.” Her power over life was striking, 
instantaneous, terrible. The incident mm 
She of the three blanched finger-marks on 
the hair of the girl who loved Kallikrates, 
and the manner of her death, would have 
been childs play to Sube. When she 
pointed her little reed at a powerful war- 
rior, in my presence—a man of vast thews 
and sinews—with a bitter, hissing curse, 

The muscles he smply faded away. 
began to shrink visibly, and within 
three months’ space he was actually 
an almost fleshless skeleton. Again, in 
her towermg rage against a woman, 
the same action was followed by instanta- 
neous results. But instead of withering, 
the woman absolutely petrified there and 
then ; and, standing erect, motionless, her 
whole body actually froze as hard as stone, 
as we see the carcases of beasts in Canada. 
A blow from my revolver on the hand (and 
afterwards, all over the body) rang as if 1 
were striking marble. Until I saw this ac- 
tually done I must confess that I never 
really believed in Lots wife being turned 
into a pillar of rock salt. After it, I was 
disposed to believe a good deal. 
One ot the things which most impressed 

me was when she poured water from a 
calabash into a little cavity scooped by her 
hands in the soft earth. That this was 
nothing but water I satisfied myself by the 
taste. Telling me to kneel down and gaze 
steadfastly on the surface of the water, she 
told me to call for any person whom I 
might wish to see. And here a rather 
curious point arose. Sheinsisted on having 
the name first. 1 gave her the name of a 
relative, Lewis, which she repeated after 
me three times to get it fixed correctly on 
her memory. In repeating her incantation, 
a few minutes afterwards she pronounced 
the word *‘Louise,” though I dia not pay 
much attention to it at the time. When, 
however, her wand was waved over the 
water, evolving clouds of luminous 
smoke, and 1 saw distinctly reflected 
in it, after those clouds had passed away, 
the face and form of a relative of mine 
standing in front of an audience, evidently 
reciting some composition, I told her she 
had made a mistake. I did not acknow- 
ledge to having seen anything for some 
time, but at last 1 told her that it was the 
wrong person. Then, naturally, argument 
followed. Sheinsisted that I sail “Louise.” 
However, at last, 1 taught her the correct 
pronounciation of Lewis, and 1 saw the 
man I wanted, sitting with his feet above 
his head, more Americano, and calmly 
pufling his pipe while reading a letter. I 
need scarcely say that I verified the time at 
which these things occurred ; and in both 

instances I found them, allowing for the 
difference in longitude, absolutely and ex- 
actly correct. 

Space will not allow, or 1 could go on 
for hours relating the wonders I have seen 
Sube perform. And the most wonderful 
of all I have left untold, because they seem, 
even to myself, utterly uncredible. Yet 
they are there, burned into my brain ever 
since that awful night when I was a con- 
cealed and unsuspected witness of the awful 
rites and mysteries of the Obeeyah in the 
caverns of the Cameroons. 

NOW 

Evening Dress Wear. 
SHOWING: 

THE LATEST COLORINGS in NEW FABRICS for SEASON 1889. 
ONGEE SILKS, SATIN DUCHESS, SATIN MERVEILLEUX, PLUSHES, 
MOIRE FRANCAIS; 

TINSEL SPOT NETS, CHENILLE SPOT NETS, POINT D’ESPRIT NETS, 

spots and stripes; 

SEVENTY-TWO inch PLAIN NETS, in the new shades; 

WHITE BEADED NETS, BLACK BEADED NETS; 

WHITE BEADED LACE, WHITE and GOLD DRESS FRONTS; 

COLORED and WHITE MECHLIN ; 

BLACK, WHITE and CREAM FLOUNCINGS and ALLOVERS; 

BLACK SILK GRENADINE, Stripes and Checks; 

NOVELTIES IN HOSIERY, GLOVES, RIBBONS and LACES. 

MANCHESTER, ROBERTSON & ALLISON. 

DO YOU WANT 

THE LATEST AND BEST IN T 

A NEW RANGE, 
— on — 

Cook Stove? 

If so, we invite your attention 
to our Stock, which 

comprises 

Ei MARKET. 
We guarantee all the Goods we sell to be 

as represented, and 

OUR PRICES ARE LLOW. 
1%We solicit comparison of values from all interested in securing the best goods 

at the LOWEST POSSIBLE PRICES. 

EMERSON & FISHER, Stoves and Kitchen Hardware, 
75 and 79 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET. 

#7 STOVE REPAIRING axp JOBBING attended to promptly by competent men. 

ATTENTION! 

One and all, Attention! 
This is to you, Read! 

OAK HALL CLOTHING HOUSE, 
No. 5 MARKET SQUARE, (North Side, 

now open and is the best place in St. John to buy READY-MADE CLOTHING, 

GENTS’ FURNISHING GOODS, TRUNKS, VALISES, Ete. 

This is our third week open. Our goods are all new fresh stock. 

GENTS’ FURNISHINGS just opened to-day—Newest Styles, Latest Novelties. 

Please call and inspect our goods before buying. Remember the place! 

SCOVIL, FRASER & CO, - - - No. 5 Market Square, North side. 
:# LOOK FOR THE RED LIGHT. &: 

»# Watch for this space next week. 

FOR GOOD VALUE 
— IN —— 

Union and All-Wool Grey Flannels; Ladies’ and Children’s Wove 

Hosiery; Ladies’ Vests; Black and Colored Cashmeres; 

Gloves; Jerseys and Jersey Coats, Embroidered 

Cloth Table Covers; Gent's Ribbed 
Shirts and Pants, etc., etc., 

GO TO - 

P 1 T T SN ” General Dry Goods Store, 

A Model Newspaper. BU 
CL — (Page, Smalley & Ferguson, 

THE NEW YORK foe 1) 

MAIL AND EXPRESS. 
The Advocate of the Best Interests of the 
Home — The Enemy of the Saloon. 
The Friend of American Labor. 
The Favorite Newspaper of 
People of Refined Tastes 

Everywhere. 

The New York MAIL AND EXPRESS, the | 
favorite American newspaper of many people of in- 
telligent and cultivated tastes, has recently made 
some noteworthy improvements, materially increas- 
ing its general excellence. It is in the broadest 
sense 

A National Newspaper, 
most carefully edited, and adapted to the wants and 
tastes of intelligent readers throughout the entire 
country—North, South, East and West. It is a 
thoroughly clean paper, free from the corrupting, 
sensational and demoralizing trash, miscalled news, 
which defiles the pages of too many city papers. 

OUR POLITICS. 
We believe the Republican party to be the true 

instrament of the POLITICAL PROGRESS of 
the American people; and holding that the honest 
enforcement of its principles is the best guarantee of 
the national welfare, we shall support them with all 
our might; but we shall always treat opposing 
parties with consideration and fair play. 

AGAINST THE SALOON. 
The MAIL AND EXPRESS is the recognized 

National organ of the great Anti-Saloon Republican 
movement. It believes that the liquor traffic as it 
exists to-day in the United States is’ the enemy of 
society, a fruitful source of corruption in politics, 
the ally of anarchy, a school of crime, and, with its 
avowed Pecoens of seeking to corrupey control elec- 
tions and legislation, is a menace to the public wel- 
fare and deserves the condemnation of all good men. 

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPY. 

They are sent free to all who apply. 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES.—WEEEKLY, per year, 
$1.00; six months, 60 cents; threc months, 30 
cents. Dan: ¥ BE pe Pt six months, £3.00; 
three months, 81,50; one month, 50 cents. 
VALUABLE PREMIUMS are given to all sub- 

scribers and agents. We want a good agent in every 
town and village where we have not one now at 
work. Send for our SPECIAL CIRCULAR TO AGENTS 
and see our liberal offers. 

You Can Make Money 
by accepting our CAasg ComMIssioN offers or work- 
ing for our valuable and Spas remiums. Ad- 
dress the MAIL AND EXPRESS, New York City. 

Gold and Silver Watches, 

Fine Gold Jewelry, 
Silver and Plated Goods 

CLOCKS and BRONZES, 

Spectacles, Eye Glasses, Htc. 

43 King Street. 
JUST THE ARTICLE 

— FOR — 

Tea and Coffee, 

SWEET CREAM. 
CAN BE HAD EVERY DAY AT THE 

Oak Farm Dairy Butter Store, 
12 CHARLOTTE STREET. 

The Cigar 

LITTLE KING. 

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL, 

84 ---King Street --- 84 

S. R. FOSTER & SON, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

STEEL and N AILS, 
IRON-CUT 

And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS, 
SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NAILS, Etc. 

sT. JOHN, N. B. 


