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SOAP
ON WASHDAY

DIRECTIONS ON WRAPPER.

~

i

_J |

Flannels Shrink.

How can they help it?
use of shrunken Flannels ?
most undoubtedly.

cling closer together and ** shrink.”

clothing, must be elean.

cleansing properties beyond the common.

by following directions on the wrapper.)

Cotton Rots.

of free alkali, which is death to the fibre of Cotton, are for sale and used.
to it that your clothes are washed with a Soap that has been thoroughly tested and proven — a Soap witha

reputation.

All Goods

enough by half.

SURPRISE

MORAL:

Surrrise Soap and no other.

are affected.
do not be too ready to blame it to carelessness, but look to the Soap.

Insist upon it that your
clothes be washed with

Do you know why Cottons wear out so quickly and will not hold together?

not the fault of the Cotton (Cottons are even better than they used to be), but the
A great many imperfectly made Soaps full

fault of the Soap employed in washing.

Who has not had the uncomfortabl: feeling from
Ugh!
It is the rubbing of Flannels that causes the fibres to
Then, the less rubbing the less ¢ shrink.”
To avoid shrinking and have the clothes clean, use a Soap which has lathering and
(Most satisfactory results are obtained with SURPRISE SOAP

When goods (be it clothing or anything that is washable) are spoilt in the wash

by use of poor, imperfectly made Soaps than by any other means.
Look to it,

Soap saves an immense amount of labor by washing ; the ‘*Surprise ” Soap
has wonderful lathering and cleansing properties;

requires no boiling of the clothes or hard rubbing, only a teakettle of water ;
is guaranteed to contain no adulterations or free alkali;

has been thoroughly tested and proven;

makes the wash remarkably white and clean.

THE ST. CROIX SOAP MANUFACTURING CO.,

Who is to blathe for this? The Soap

But Flannels, as well as all

It is

This is why Cotton rots. See

More goods are ruined
People are not careful

ST. STEPHEN, N. B. |

and at the first sound of the organ I think
I should have sobbed aloud with loneliness
and the yearning for home.

I could always find my way well in a
strange place, so I turned my steps towards
the house where I had worked the day be-
fore, for somehow that piano drew me as
a magnet.

The whole place was very quiet; evi-
dently the at church.
There was not even a servant to be seen

family were all

about.

I glanced up at the scaffolding where 1
had been working, and my heart bounded
as | saw the window thrown wide open to
let in the soft morning air, for the day was
more like spring than winter. That open
window decided my fate in life. I climbed
up the scaffolding carefully and looked in.
No one was near and the piano was still
open. One moment I hesitated, and then
the instinct which was stronger than lite
itself trinmphed, and I stepped in.

I sat down at the piano, touching the
keys silently at first with lingering loving
touches, then I lost all prudence and began
to play. After that I forgot everything. |
was no longer a penniless exile painting
houses for my bread. I was at home
again. I was Max Rosenthiem the gold
medalist of the Leipsic Conservatoire with
a bright career before him, a golden
future stretching out before his boyish eyes.

How long I played I know not. My
very soul seemed to be poured out in the
music, and I could feel my own tears
dropping softly on my hands. At last I
began to sing in a low tone, I thought
when a slight sound attracted my attention.
[ looked up and standing in the doorway
was a lady listening quietly.

I sprang to my feet and dashed towards
the window, but the lady was quicker than
I, she signed to me to go on playing, not
to be frightened, and then she spoke to
me.

[ answered in German, and she smiled
reassuringly pointed to the piano and left
the room, returning immediately with a
stout German woman, who was her cook.

I told this woman my story, and she in
turn related it to her mistress. I had kept

and then he asked, with a su»mlulf
r
|

smile :
““Anything else ?”

“Yes,” I said proudly, “*I can sing.”

“You can, can

responded. l
“Well, I think, young man, you will l»vj
|

vou?” he

will |

York before

earn a dinner by playing and singing, |

some time in New you
unless you get a hand.organ and a monkey |
to help you. You look like an Italian, ;
anyway, though you do speak German so |
well. We've got no place in New York j’
for boys with long white hands, who can’t '
do anything but play and sing.” ’

“Where can I go to get work then?” I |
asked.

“I don’t know where you'd get it, I'm |
sure,” he said. ‘“‘But you had better try ‘
to get to Philadelphia.

. . |
Germans there, and they might help you.

|

There are lots of |

So he wrote the name “]’hil:ulvlphi:l."1

characters for me and |

down in English |

refused to take anything for my dinner be- |
cause he said my two marks would go but |
a short way towards taking me to my jour- |
ney’s end. ’

Then I thought I would sell my coat it |

was much warmer than it would have been '
|

in Germany at the same time of year so I |
would scarcely miss it, and if I looked very I
strange in my shirt sleeves I could not help
it. I must have some more money 80 |
found a shop that looked as if old clothes
might be bought there, and made the shop-
man understand that I wanted to sell my
coat. He offered me less than half what it |
was worth, but I took it and made the best
of my way back to the railway station. |
went up to the ticket window and showed

the paper to the youth who was selling the
tickets and then gave him all the money 1
had ; he shook his head and said something
and I made out that it was not enough. |
We both talked without knowing what
each other said, but at last he gave me a
ticket and I guessed that it must be just

as far as the money would take me. |
So, I took my place once more and
soon, very soon, it seemed to me the guard
took my ticket.
Shortly after that we passed a station

|
|
|

and once more the guard came into the

carriage and made me understand that he

wanted more money, I answered by shak- |

ing my head and turning my pockets inside

out. Then he went away, and when we
reached another station he made me get

I think he was sorry, but he could

out.
not help it.
It was growing dark now and I had no

prospect of my supper, so I went into the

|

waiting room at the station and lay down |

on one of the benches where they let me

stay all mght.
|

Very early in the morning I was waken-
ed by the sound of a train coming in. |
started up and seeing that it was going in
the direction I wanted, I got into a second
class car, and when the guard came for my
ticket I turned my pockets out again. This
one was not so kind. He stopped the train
and put me off, so I walked on till I came
to another station and there I did the same |
thing and with the same result.

All day till afternoon I was getting on
trains and being put off, and once I stole
an apple from the boy who sold them and

|
|
|
|

was put off sooner.
Late in the afternoon I got into a car
where there were a number of young men

[ violin

| meals into one.

'and as I ate I read it.

' wanted work, and though he looked very

' said he was very short of men, so he would

'mas Day! and at home.

' returned from dinner, and climbed up on

and when I turned cut my pockets as usunal
to show that I had neither money nor ticket

' one of them laughed and pointed to my

case. He said something to the
uard and I understood that they wanted
The one who had

or
o
me to play for them.
laughed gave some money to the guard and
signed to me to play. So I played for a
long time and then one took off his hat and

held it out to the others and they all

| dropped coins in it and gave them to me.

I took them thankfully, for had I not
carned them ? and then I showed my piece
of paper with ‘‘Philadelphia’™ written on it
and the one who had been kindest nodded

' and said “‘all right.”

When the train stopped next he signed
to me to come and I knew we had reached
Philadelphia. He took me to a small
tavern and managed to make me under-

| stand that my money would pay for supper

and a bed.

L.et me say here that I hope what I had
really did pay for the supper I ate, for I
think I managed to put that days three
It was late when I woke
next morning and the breakfast was long
over, so I paid what 1 owed and had a
small silver coin left.

Then I started out to make my fortune.

First I bought a small loaf of bread, and
went into one of the open squares to eat it.
A great many people turned to look at the
tall youth in his shirt sleeves carrying a
bundle and a violin case, but I did not
heed them. I sat down and took my loaf
out of the paper in which it was wrapped,
and then I started, for the paper was
printed in German.

I felt almost as if I were at home again,

The very first thing I saw was an adver-
tisement for young men to paint houses,
and the address was given.

I had never painted any houses myself, |
but I had seen men doing it, and it looked
very easy. So, by showing the address as
I went, I found the place, and to my de-
light, the man proved to be a German.

[ told him I bad lately come over, and

suspiciously at my slender white hands, he

give me a trial.

“You can go out with the others this
afternoon,” he said, ‘‘and work half a day.
Tomorrow will be Christmas Day, so there
will be no work till the day after. Christ-
No matter. All
that was past now—all days were alike to
me, and surely the blessed Christ Child
was as near me here as in my own country,
even now He might be bringing me gifts I
knew not of.

So I went out with the men when they

the scaffolding striving to conceal the
tremors I felt, grasping my paint brush
very hard, and watching my fellows as I
worked, so as to imitate them as well as
possible.

The work we were at that day was paint-
ing the outside of a large handsome house
in the outskirts of the city, strange to say
it was a wooden house, in this city where
nearly all were built of brick or stone. 1
learned afterwards that the owner suffered
from rheumatism, and thought all stone
houses were damp, but then I thought it
strange that where there seemed so much

CHRISTMAS EVE.

wealth the house shouid not be more sub-
stantial.

As my work brought me opposite a win-
dow I could not help glancing through it
into the room beyond ; it was an upstairs
drawing room, furnished with most exquisite
taste, and near the window, close enough
to set all my pulses throbbing, was a grand
piano standing open, and with the music
in the rack, as if someone had just been
playing.

I nearly dropped my brush. I had not
seen a piano since the day—years ago it
seemed—when I left the Conservatoire.

The quick tears rushed to my eyes at the
sight ; my fingers absolutely ached to touch
the'soft ivory keys, and it was with a strong
effort that I went on with my work.

That night the man they called the
““ boss ™ took me home with him to his
own boarding house, and lent me an old
coat. He was very kind and said 1 would
soon be able to buy a new one.

In the evening he took me out to see the
shops in their holiday dress, and they were
very beautiful. Everything spoke of the
holy season, and in spite of myself my eyes
would fill with tears of homesickness.

It was a beautiful city, so clean, and
after New York so quiet, and the shops
were alll so beautifully decorated with
evergreens.

The next morning the Christmas bells
were ringing when I woke, and all the
world seemed full of happiness and cheer.

Someone wished me *“ A Merry Christ-
mas " as I went down stairs, and I an-
swered with a Christmas wish in German,
and though neither of us understood the
other words we knew the meaning was a
kind one.

After breakfast I strolled out by myself.
I could not go to church because even if I

bad known where to go I was too shabby,

—

the certificate of baptism, which had served
me so well, carefully, and now I showed it

to the lady. o
She was a large minded

woman, and she believed me. 1 think she

saw that I was a gentleman, and she told
the cook to tell me to remain till her hus-
band came home, as he spoke German, and
could talk to me.

Meanwhile, I played and sang for her;
and when her husband came, he made me
stay to dinner, shabby as I was.

There 1s little more to tell.
has been too long already.

The blessed Christ clld had indeed
been bringing me a gift, the gift I most
longed for in the world, the career I had
chosen.

The friends I had found were not only
wealthy and influential, but far better, they
moved in the highest musical circles in the
city, and my future was assured.

f,n six months trom that day my name
was on handbills throughout the city, side
by side with that of Nilssohn, to appear
before a Philadelphia audience, at a grand
concert in the beautiful academy of music,
ot which the Philadelphians were so justly
proud “‘Professor Max Rosenthiem, of
the Conservatoire at Leipsic, baritone and
violinist,” the handbills said, and I sent
one of them home, for I knew how they
would smile to see me called ‘‘Professor.”
That was three years ago, and now I am a
naturalized American.

Next summer I am going home to visit
my people.

In the records of the war office my name
is written in red ink, according to the
custom when a man evades the conscrip-
tion, and the eyes of the government are
everywhere. So no sooner will I have
fairly reached my father's house and em-
braced my parents than a tap will come to
the door, and there will stand two gens
d’arme. They will enter quietly, and lay-
ing each a hand upon my shoulder, one
will say, ‘“Max Rosenthiem, you are my
prisoner !

And drawing out my papers of natural-
1zation, I will hold them out proudly and
answer, ‘“At your peril, then! I am a
citizen of the United States [

generous,

My story

MANCHESTER,
ROBERTSON
& ALLISON

UPHOLSTERY DEPARTMENT.

Portiers, Curtains, Table Covers,
REAL EIDER-DOWN QUILTS, Etc.

THE LATEST DESIGNS and COLOR-
INGS in PORTIERS and CURTAINS,
including Plain Centre with Diads, Cross
Stripes and All-over Patterns ; also, the
new ‘“Mecca” Fringed Portiers— the
Latest Novelty.

LACE CURTAINS, in Cream, White and
Colored Swiss Antique Lace Curtains,
Guipure d’Art Antique Curtains ; Madras
and Fancy Colored Curtains in great
variety. {

Table Covers, Table Covers.

TABLE COVERS in Brocetelle, Silk and |

other makes; also, Extra Size suitable

Real Eider-down Quilts and Sofa Covers,

A very desirable Christmas Present.

We have them in Turkey Chintz, Fancy |
Sateen, and all Satin Coverings.

EIDER-DOWN PILLOWS,
EIDER-DOWN. CRIB QUILTS. |

BED SPREADS

in Lace and Fancy Damask, with Plush |
Borders, Fringed.

BLANKETsi

in best English All-Wool and Union. |
Blankets in Canadian All-Wool and Union. |

BED COMFORTABLES with washable

coverings.

Take Elevator to Second Floor,

27 and 29 KING STREET.
SAINT JOHN

ST. JOHN, N. B.

The aim of the school is to give pupils a
good training in

DRAWING AND PAINTING.

| Pupils can commence at any time—week,
i month, or by the year.

Prixcrear—JOHN C. MILES, A.R.C.A.
Assistant—FRED H. C. MILES.

7 Send for circular.

FLORENCE SILK MITTENS.

The ENGRAVING
shows latest style Mit-
tens made from

FLORENCE

KNITTING SILE,

lined throughout, wrist
and back, with silk.
They make a most
durable and fashion-
able article for Ladies’
Wear.

Sent to an'y address
on receipt of $2. Col-
ors—black, navy blue,
and brown. Three
other patterns, §1.75,
$1.65, and $1.50 each.

FLORENCE HOME
NEEDLE WORK
1889,

contanis 96} pages, in-
structing you‘f: et-
ting, Knitting. Tattin
and Embroidery, eac
subject fully illustra-
ted, sent by mail for 6
cents in stamps,

CORTICELLI SILK CO., ST. JOHN'S, P. Q.
MOORE’S

Almond and Cucumber Cream,

—— FOR —

SOFTENING AND BEAUTIFYING THE SKIN,

It will cure Chapped Hands, Face and Lips.

It cools the skin when hot, dry or painful from
exposure to sun or wind, or heated by exercise.

t removes Tan, Pimples* Scaly Eruptions and
Blackheads, and keeps the complexion clear and
brilliant.

An excellent application after shaving.

PRICE 25 CENTS A BOTTLE.
Sample bottles, 10 cents.

DRUGGIST,
109 Brussels St. cor. Richmond.

Manchester, Robertson & Allison,

| Wholesaie Dealer in

Academyof Art.

STUDIO BUILDING : 74 GERMAIN §T.,

Wool Damask, Tapestry and various;
t

for Piano covers. ;

Prepared by G. A. MOORKE,

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS.

3k

'AFRIZE OF A CADDY OF CELEBRATED

» o'clock Tea

'will be given to the person that first

sends a correct translation of the

above hieroglyphics to

T. WILLIAM BELL.

Finest China Teas.

88 Prince William Street,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

IT PAYS
ADVERTISERS,

TO KEEP POSTED.

pays for a book of more than 200
pages devoted to Newspaper Ad-
vertising, and containing infor-
mation valuable alike to experi~
enced and intending advertisers.

oays for a year’'s subscription to
PRINTERS’ INK, a journal no ad-
vertiser alive to his own interests
can afford to be without.

Issued twice a month and con-
taining articles bearing on every
branch in advertising ; in fact the
trade journal of American adver-
tisers. A sample copy will be sent
for Five Cents. Address

GEO. P.ROWELL&CO’S
Newspaper Advertising Bureau,
10 Spruce 8t., New qu.

[ GREAT_EUROPEAN DYE

Unequalled for Richnoss and Beauty of Colorfng.

They are the oNLY DVES that

WILL NOT WASH OUT !
WILL NOT rADE OUT !

There is nothing like them for Strength, Coloring
or Fastness. , ’

ONE Package EQUALS TWO0 of any other Dye in the market,
If you doubt it, try it ! Your money will be re
funded if you are not convinced after a trial. Fifty-
four colors are made in Turkish Dyes, embracing
all new shades, and others are added as soon as they
necome fashionable, They are warranted to dye
more goods and do it better that any other Dyes.

Same Price as Inferior Dye, L O Ccts.
Canada Branch : 481 St. Paul Street, Montreal.
Send postal for Sample Card and Book of Instructions

Sold in St. John by 8. McDAIRMID,"and E. J.
MAEONEY, Indiantown. ac.td
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