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THE STRANGER ONTHE SILL.

Between broad fields of wheat and corn
Is the lowly home where I was born;
The peach tree leans against the wall,
And the woodbine wanders over all;
There is the shaded doorway still,

But a stranger’s foot has crossed the sill.

There is the barn—and, as of yore,

I can smell the hay from the open door,
And see the busy swallows throng,

And hear the pewee’s mournful song;

But the stranger comes—oh ! painful proof—
His sheaves are piled to the heated roof.

There is the orchard—the very trees

‘Where my childhood knew long hours of ease,
And watched the shadowy moments run

Till my life imbibed more shade than sun;

The swing from the bough still sweeps the air,

But the stranger’s children are swinging there.

There bubbles the shady spring below,

With its bulrush brook where the hazels grow;
"T'was there I fonnd the calamus root,

And watched the minnows poise and shoot,
And heard the robin lave its wing,

But the stranger’s bucket is at the spring.

0O ye, who daily cross the sill,

Step lightly, for I love it still;

And when you crowd the old barn eaves,
Then tHink what countless harvest sheaves
Have passed within that scented door

To gladden eyes that are no more!

Deal kindly with these orchard trees;
And when your children crowd their knces
Their sweetest fiuit they shall impart,

As if old memories stirred their heart;

To youthful sport still leave the swing,
And in sweet reverence hold the spring.

The barn, ttv t{oos, the brook, the birds,
The meadows with their lowing herds,
The woodbine on the cottage wall—
My heart still lingers with them all.
Ye strangers on my native sill,
Step lightly, for I love it still!
—Thomas Buchanan Read.

WARNED BY A VISION.

The Scotch express is speeding south-
ward. Sunlight gilds the autumn fields
into a golden glory and plays upon the fair
hair of the man who occupies the corner
opposite mine. Utterly undisturbed by its
persistency he reads his paper steadily,
paying no heed to beauties of landscape,
which wholly engross the other occupant
of the carriage. I am studying the faces
of my travelling companions with strange
eagerness. Why do they interest me
thus? Why do I note the straight features
of my opposite neighbor with such eager
interest? I mark the firm jaw, the rigid
set of the mouth visible under the long
mustache. I watch with unusual curiosity
till the sunlight slants straight across those
studious eyes, and with a frown the lids are
raised for one brief moment, and a blind is
hurriedly jerked down. Pale blue eyes,
strangely powerful through the intensity of
character they somehow betray—terrible
eves—too stern to yield to any pleading.

"hy cower so closely in my corner? | .
W hy do 1 o closely in my corne | don’t want it, but as I was such a fool |

' there was some huge workmen’s meeting in

What have they to with me? 7The sun-
light is shut out; he is again engrossed in
his paper; my other travelling companion
is still gazing out of the window. DBroad
shoulders, covered by the sort of black
coat which gentlemen don’t wear, incline

class.

As I note the striking form of his head,
which even immensely thick and by no
means short black hair fails to conceal, he
suddenly turns, and I see a pair of brown
eyes which seem used to command. They
meet mine with an honest, straightforward
look, though there are lines of stubborn-
ness and discontent about the mouth and
chin. But what are all these things to me?

The train is speeding on. My journey
will soon be over. 1 shall see these men
no more. Yet why do we stop at no sta-
tions? Why do 1 never hear a whistle?
Why is the train so noiseless? This is a
terrible journey. I never made one like it
before. It is like a nightmare, yet the
carriage is real enough. I feel the motion
of the train; I see the faces of these two
men with terrible clearness. I cannot turn
my eyes from them. Ah! A whistle at
last. We enter a tunnel. How dark,
damp and cold itis! I never thought a
tunnel terrible before. What is it? What
is happening ? Great heavens! What is
this numbing terror which ties me power-
less to my seat? 1 hear nothing. The
very train is gliding noiselessly along. Yet,
oh, God! what is this? Wae are out of the
tunnel. The sunlight is streaming in once
more and falls again on that fair head,
but It is no longer opposite to me.

It 1s the bending over tﬁe dark man,
who is lying motionless against the cush-
ions, his head flung helplessly back. The
fair man is feeling for something. Is he
ill? Is this fair man a doctor, and is he
feeling for his pulse? Ah! e rises
from %is stooping position. He has some-
thing in his hand, a packet of papers—and
the others? I seem to know what I shall
see. I sicken with horror. I recoil, but
something stronger than I forces my loath-
ing eyes to look again. No wonder he
lies so still, for, doctor or no, the fair man
has found his heart and probed it with

a dagger.
" Did I moan? Did I only move? The
IHe makes one threaten-

fair man turns.
ing step toward me. Some agonized
Ah! whatis this?

Yraycr half forms itself.
am sinking—sinking—sinking. Has the
earth opened to give me shelter ? Ias

“My ladi*—my lady! Do wake up! I
can’t finish packing till you're down, and
you know the luggage must go at 10.”

My maid’s voice. I did not know she
was with me. But where am I? Itis no
tightly stuffed cloth cushion in which my
throbbing head is buried ; no, it is soft as
down. It is down. I am in my own bed,
in my own room at dear Oakhurst. I have
made no journey, seen—nothing. Ugh!
I shudder as that ghastly picture again
forces itselt before me. A dream—can it
have been only a dream?

“Oh, my lady! Do rouse yourself. It's
past 8 and your tea is getting quite cold.”

Maclean has been with me since I first
came out—many years ago now. She
knows well enough that I hate cold tea,
and her device succeeds. I raise myselt
languidly and murmur, as I stretch out my
hand for my cup.

“Oh, Maclean!
ghastly dream.”

““Have you, my lady? I'm afraid you
did too much yesterday. You certainly do
look very white. 1 don’t know what Sir
Thomas will say if you look like that when
you get to Leicester. You must try ot
get some sleep in the train.”

I have had such a

Sign Writing done promptlg by Wilkins &
Sands, 266 Union street.

I shudder again as a figure, still with the
stillness that knows no waking, rises before
my eyes. But Maclean goes on:

“Sir Thomas is sure to be at the station,
and you must look well, my lady ; now, do
get up, or you'll have no time tor a proper
breakfast, and it's just food that you want,
I believe.”

The thought of seeing Tom's dear face so
soon does me good, so I yield to Maclean’s
entreaty, and get up.

Two hours later we were at the station.
St. Enoch’s Station, Glasgow, is hardly
the place to dream dreams or see visions;
besides, Maclean was right, I did want my
breakfast, and I feel all the better for it.
I am rather late—l generally am—and
have only time to give the guard Maclean’s
ticket and get into the carriage, where she
has already installed my wraps and travel-
ing baF. I always send maid and luggage
first ; I hate being bothered, and loathe
waiting about.

We are off. 1 cpen the newspaper, and
my eyes travel down the first u){umn with-
out finding anything to arrest them. What
a sunny morning it is; it will be frightfully
hot by and by. Really, the sun comes in
as persistently as it did in my dream.
Ugh! that dream. I raise my eyes. Good
heavens! am I dreaming again? In the
far corner, steadily reading the 7imes,
while the sun plays on close cut yellow hair,
sits the man of my dream. The glaring
light brings his features into prominence,
and not in the minutest detail do they var
from those burnt in upon my brain. \\'iﬂ
he look up? Shall f see those terrible
eyes, with the hard, cold light shining in
their blue depths? Yes, I
that I shall. The sunlight will slant across
his face, as it did in my dream, and force
him to look up.- Cold with terror, I watch
helplessly. The sun rays dip lower and
' lower, but, ah ! how slowly ! = At last, with
a frown he raises his head, and jerking
down the blind, resumes his reading. But
I have seen those chill, relentless eyes,
which seem to freeze my very soul. I mark
the white, nervous hands, and wonder

stupidly if the small bag contains that
dagger Where is its vietim? Bah! 1

am a fool. Because I happen to have a
nightmare about a fair man and then find
myself traveling with one whom my dis-
torted fancy clothes with his likeness, I
must needs imagine that my dream is to be
realized ; as if dreams ever were realized
—mine at least. I turn to my paper and
try to interest myselt in its columns. All

in vain; were my travelling companion a |

mesmerist he could not fascinate me more.
I don’t seem to fasinate him, however.
Except to {)ull down that blind, he has
never once looked up. I don’t believe he
has the vaguest idea that he is travelling
with a very pretty woman.

feel—I know |

Kilmarnock. I will change carriages. |
' “Guard!” No, I won't; 1 will not be |

a fool. If there is anything in it I'll see it
out. Anything in it! What rubbish! How
Tom would jeer at me! *Oh, guard, just
tell that boy to bring me sone fruit.” 1

as to call him I must say something. I
buy some rather nice looking pears, and on
we go again.  No sign of my dark friend.
| The fair one has finished the Z%mes, and is
'now deep in something else. He is rather

bolical fairness. Poor man, why should I
brand him criminal?  How Tom will laugh
when I tell him about it. 1 have pretty
well shaken off my terror, and, diving into
my travelling bag, I produce *‘King Solo-
mon'’s Mines,” and am soon lost to all
remembrance of time or place.

“Dumfries.” I look up languidly; no
one is likely to get in here. Oh, really,
this is too bad! A tall, broad shouldered
man, evidently not a gentleman, who had
been walking in the opposite direction,
turns suddenly. Why on earth is he travel-
ing first class! Good heavens! It is the
dark man of my dream! His hand is on
the door; his eyes meet mine with that
searching, straightforward look I remember
so well. I mark the lines about the mouth
and chin, the massive head, the long, thick
hair. 1 am sick and cold; I cannot move
—cannot raise a finger to warn him back."
The fair man reads on. The handle turns,
a bundle of rugs is thrown in, his foot is on
the step.

Something seems to  snap in my brain.
Clutching the sides of the carriage I try to
rise, and say feebly, brokenly :

“J—I beg your pardon, sir, but I feel
very ill, and—I—have sprained my foot,
and I must get out. Will you help me ?”

He raises his hat. :

“*Certainly, madam.
get you some wine or brandy ?
very white.”

““No, oh, no!” I exclaim with feverish
eagerness. “‘Only help me out.”

He looked surprised, but complies. As
I touch the platform some feeling compels
me to turn round. Those chill blue eyes
are fixed full upon my companion. I turn
sick and faint again, and cfing desperately
to the arm he has offered me.

“Where shall I take you?” he is saying.

““Anywhere, only away from that hor-
rible carriage,” I murmur hoarsely.

His look of bewilderment rouses me.

“Don’t think me utterly mad,” I say.
“I had a horrible dream last night. I was
traveling on this line. Two men were in
the carriage; one was that fair man, the
other—yourself. When we entered the
next tunnel he was opposite me; you were
in the far corner. When we emerged he
was bending over you, feeling for some-
thing” (my companion cast a searching
glance at me). *“‘Your head was thrown
back against the cushion; you were—
dead! Think me as great a fool as you
please, but, for heaven’s sake, don’t travel
with that man.”

“Train’s going.
your seats !”

The dark man again raised his hat.

“I thank you greatly, madam,” he said
gravely. *“‘You may have done me more
service than you know. I shall certainly
not travel with that gentleman, and I shall
take care never to put myself in his power.”

He put me into a carriage, springin
hastily into the next just as the train moveg
off.

When we got to Leicester, and I saw
Tom waiting for me on the platform, I all
but broke down, but just managed to save
a scene. Poor Tom couldn’t make out
what on earth I'd been doing to make
myself look such a wreck, and he was
much puzzled by my having no small
parcels. 1 explained that I had changed
carriages, which still further bewildered
him. The guard soon retrieved all my
belongings and when I saw the door of
that terrible. carriage filled by his burly

Ceiling Decoration a specialty of Wilkins
& Sands, 266 Union street.

But shall I not
You look

Take your seats—take

me to wonder why he is travelling first Igood looking, with a strange sort of dia- |

TROUSSEAUX

For Infants.

We have now in stock everything required
to dress an infant, including

LINEN SHIRTS, FLANNEL SKIRTS,
EMBROIDERED FLANNEL SQUARES,
FLANNEL FOOT BLANKETS,

COTTON SLIPS, NIGHT-GOWNS,

SOFT QUILTED MUSLIN BIBS, emb’d;
LINEN FEEDERS, RUBBER BIBS.

CAMBRIC and MUSLIN DRESSES.

A varied assortment of new pretty styles,
useful and dressy, trimmed with insertion,
Embroidery, Torchon and Valanciennes
Lace and Fine Tucks.

BABY BASKETS, BABY BRUSIES,
CHRISTENING ROBES,
SHETLAND WOOL SHIRTS AND

JACKETS, in celf and Fancy colors;
LACE and MUSLIN HOODS and BON.

NETS.

prices.
SOFT WHITE WOOL RIBBED VESTS,

with long or short sleeves.

MANCHESTER,
ROBERTSON,
and ALLISON.,

Novelties just received—at all

form, I took courage to walk past it, even
to look in. The fair man was gone. Had
he found his victim after all? No. There,
comfortably enjoying a huge pipe, and
looking as unconcerned as possible, sat my
dark friend, in the corner of a smoking
carriage. To Tom’s vast astonishment he
took off’ his hat as we passed.

“Who the deuce is that?” asked my
husband.

But I did not tell him until we had
driven off in the dogcart, for I would
not let Maclean hear a word of it. She
would lose all respect for the mistress
whose only superiority, to her thinking,
lies in her lack of superstition.

We spent the greater part of the winter
in town; being in the country only put
us both out of temper. It was maddening

' to watch the horses eating their heads

off, while Jack frost ruled the earth with
his iron sway. I took the opportunity
to lay in a stock of new gowns. One
must do something.

One Monday afternoon, the 8th of Feb-

' ruary, as I was on my way to my dress-

' maker’s, the carriage was stopped by a

|
|
|

ing, yelling crowd.
'out of huge square bottles, others were

workingman.
“Beg your pardon, ma’am, but you'd
best go home. There’s going to be rioting.”
I thanked him, but remembering that

Trafalgar square, I thought all the mob
would be in that direction and told the
coachman to drive on to North Audley
street. Scarcely had we entered it when
we found ourselves in the midst of a groan-
Some were drinking

smashing windows with those they had
emptied. Sheet after sheet of plate glass
shivered on all sides. By the pavement at
my left some men had seized a girl, quite a
rough creature, apparently one of them-
selves, but she was struggling hard to
get away, poor thirg, and no wonder,
for they were forcing raw meat down her
throat, others were ﬁicking about a whole
sheep, while some played football with
a round of beef. It was impossible either
to go on or to go back; we were hemmed
in. Ths horses’ heads were seized, the
carriage door flung open, rough hands put

in to seize my muff, the bangles on my

wrists, my very earrings.
““Shut those doors. %et o those horses,”
thundered a voice. A tall man, holding a
red flag, stands by the window. The dark
man of my dream, the man whom I had
warned, himself closes the carriage door as
he says with a bow: “One good turn
deserves another, madam. Pass on.”
Who was he? Who was the fair man?
And did they ever meet again? [ fear I

| shall never know.— London News.

BEAUTY
Skin & Scalp
RESTORED
by The :i:
CuTicurA
Remedigs.

TOTHING IS KNOWN TO SCIENCE AT ALL
comparable to the CuTICURA REMEDIES in

o
.-
o~

| their marvellous properties of cleansing, purifying

and beantifying the skin, and in curing torturing,
disfiguring, itching, scaly and pimply diseases of
the skin, scalp and blood, with loss of hair.

CuTicURA, the great Skin Cure, and CUTICURA
SoAP, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, prepared from
it, externally, and CuTicURA RESOLVENT, the new
Blood Purifier, internally, cure every form of skin
and blood disease, irom pimples to scrofula.

Sold everywhere. Price, CUTICURA, T5¢.; RE-
SOLVENT, £1.50; SoAP, 35¢. Prepared by the POTTER
DruG AND CHEMICAL CORPORATION, Boston, Mass.

Send for ¢ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”

& Pimples, blackheads, Izlmpp}:r ul_ld_m_l) oy
B~ skin prevented by CUTICURA SOAP. o

! I)lllfﬁ(ﬁiéfﬁ’ﬁiﬂ? and Weaknesses in-

stantly relieved by the CUTICURA ANTI-PAIN

PLASTER, the only pain-killing plaster, 30c.
DYSPEPTICURE
the Specific for Dyspepsia.

Thousands of bottles of DYSPEP-
TICURE have been sold during the
past few years without any advertise-
ment whatever. It is now well known
in nearly every part of the Maritime
Provinces, and many orders have been
filled for Quebec, Mass., and Maine.
DYSPEPTICURE not onlyaidsDiges-
tion, but positively cures Indigestion
and Chronic Dyspepsia ; this quality
of CURING the disease explains its
large and spreading salewithout having
been brought to the notice of the
public.

DYSPEPTICURE may now be
obtained from all Druggists. Price

r bottle, 35 cents and $1.00 (the
atter four times size of former).

An important pamphlet on DYS-
PEPTICURE promptly mailed, free,
to any address.

' CHARLES K. SHORT,
St. John, New Brunswick,

Come sleep, O <leep! the certain knot of peace,
The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe;
The poor man's wealth, the prisoner’s release,
The impartial judge between the high and low.
Sir P. SIDNEY.

Sancho P nza says:—*While I am
asleep I have neither fear nor hope, neither
trouble nor glory, and blessings on him
who invented sleep, the mantle that covers
all human thoughts ; the food that appeases
hunger; the drink that quenches thirst;
the fire that warms cold, the -old that
moderates heat; and lastly, the general
coin that purchases all things; the balance
and weight that makes the shepherd equal
to the king, and the simple to the wise.”

Blessed is the man and woman who can
enjoy the benefits and blessings of pure
sleep which fits them for the duties of life.

Unfortunately, there are thousands
throughout the land who know not the rich
blessings of refreshing and natural sleep.
They are victims of Insomnia and Irrita-
bility brought on in many instances by
overwork or severe mental strain.

Their bodies recciving no nourishment |
from sweet and strengthening sleep, after |

a time become used up and diseased. The
nervous system is completely disorganized,
and they become miserable wrecks tossed
about, on what is to them a dreary wilder-
ness. To the anxious and suffering now
floats the sound of sweet music, a voice that
brings peace and consolation; it tells of
wondertul cures effected by *‘Paine’s Cel-
ery Compound.” It tells of relief brought
to those who were in extreme suffering and
peril. and whose condition was considered
critical by doctors. This short article is
specially written and directed to hopeless
sufferers to give them hope and encourage-
ment.  They are asked simply to test this
great nerve restorer, “‘Paine’s Celery Com-
pound;” and to plant their faith in its
mighty healing powers.—Adet.

For cholera, cholera infantum, summer
complaint, cramps and pains in
bowels, there is no remedy that can be
more relied upon than Kendrick’s Mixture,
for children or adults.— Advt.

By All Odds

The most generally useful medicine is Ayer's
Pills. As aremedy for the various diseases
of the stomach, liver, and bowels, these
Pills have no equal. Their sugar-coating
causes them not only to be easy and
pleasant to take, but preserves their medi-
cinal integrity in all climates and for any
reasonable length of time. The best family
medicine, Ayer’'s Pills are, also, unsurpassed
for the use of travelers, soldiers, sailors,
campers, and pioneers. In some of the
most critical cases, when all other remedies
have failed,

Ayer’s Pills
prove effective.

“In the summer of 1864 I was sent to the
Annapolis hospital, suffering with chronie
diarrhea. While there, I became so re-
duced in strength that I could not speak and
was compelled to write everything I wanted
to say. I was then having some 25 or 30
stools per day. The doctors ordered a medi-
cine that I was satisfied would be of no
benefit to me. I«did not take it, but per-
suaded my nurse to get me some of Dr.
Ayer's Pills, About two o'clock in the after-
noon I took six of these pills, and by mid-
night began to feel better. In the morning
the doctors came again, and after deciding
that my symptoms were more favorable, gave
me a different medicine, which I did not use,
but took four more of the pills instead. The
next day the doectors came to see me, and
thought I was doing nicely, (and so did I).
I then took one pill a day for a week. At the
end of that time, I considered myself cured
and that Ayer's Pills had saved my life. I
was then weak, but had no return of the
disease, and gained in strength as fast as
could be expected.”—F. C. Luce, Late Lieut.
56th Regt. Mass. Vol. Infantry.

“Ayer’s Pills are

The Best

I have ever used for headaches, and they
act like a charm in relieving any disagree-
able sensation inthe stomach after eating.”
— Mrs. M. J. Ferguson, Pullens, Va.

“] was a sufferer for years from dys-
pepsia and liver troubles, and found no
permanent relief until I commenced taking
Ayer's Pills. They have effected a com-
plete cure.” — George W. Mooney, Walla
Walla, W. T.

Ayer’s Pills,

PREPARED BY

DR. J. C. AYER & CO., Lowell, Mass.

8old by all Druggists and Dealers in Medicine.

PHOSPHORIZED

MusioN

Puny, sickly, fretful children,are very trying
to the patience of all who have the care of them, and
in the majority of cases the fretfulness arises from a
weak and emaciated condition of the body, caused
by the drain on the constitution duriug the period of
teething, or the rapid growth of childhood; in such
case give Robinson’s Phosphorized Emulsion
according to directions, or the advice of your physi-
ciun. Price 50 cents and $1.00 per bottle. "All
Druggists sell it.

ONSUMPTION,
OUGHS,
OLDS,

CAN BE PROMPTLY CURED BY TAKING

Estey's Cod Liver 0il Cream!

It is the most perfect preparation of Cod Liver
Oil in the market. It is pleasant to take; safe and
sure in its action. It has received the unqualified
commendation of thousands who have used it. We
warrant every bottle sold, and will refund the money
paid for it if these statements are not correct.

It never Separates. Never Turns Rancid
and Never Disagrees with the Most
Delicate Stomach.

Children ask for it, and cry for more. Physicians
prescribe it daily in their practice. Ask your drug-
gist for Estey’s Cod Liver Oil Cream. Take
no other. Price 50c.; six bottles $2.50. Prepaid
only by E. M. ESTEY, Manufacturing Pharmacist,

Moncton, N. B. R. W. McCARTY.
Wholesale Agent.

the |

DON'T MAKE ANY

MISTAKE !
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WE ARE To
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There is only one Royal Clothing Store.
Only one WILLIAM J. FRASER

There’s where you can get suited, and find the
best goods at the Lowest Prices.

see youl.

show our Goods.

suit you.

malke the Prices Right.
To get your Order.

"T'o have you Bring your Friends.
To do Anything for Y ou we can.

Don’t try to turn Summer into Winter by wearing your January
'suit., No man should neglect to have a new suit when WM, J,
'FRASER is offering such Bargains. Don’t make any Mistake,

‘WM. J. FRASER, : : : Royal Clothing Store,

|
% (One Door above Royal Hotel.)

|

K™ Confectionery.

New and Specially Fine CHOCOLATES, CREAMS & CARAMELS
| CARNIVAL MIXTURE,

Cream Chips,

over 7,000 packages sold within
the last few months.

7 ASSORTED FRUIT AND LIME FRUIT TABLETS.

70 KING STREET,
Opposite Vicroria Horer.

BREAD WINNING MADE EASIER.

128 DOCK STREET,
' Opposite Barry & McLAvGnLaN's.

rPHE sturdy farmers of this country are cordially invited to call at No. 12 Charlotte Street,
and see our immense stock of Tweeds, Blankets, Flannels, Yarns and Boots and Shoes.
We manufacture our own Woolens and import eur Boots and Shoes from the best markets in the United

States and Canada; and to sell goods cheaper than we do is an impossibility.
stock for wool on the most advantageous terms for the farmers.

We exchange our entire

These cloths are not those CHEAP

| HOMESPUNS, but are the felted goods, made after the more scientific method and are quite equal to the

| same grade of Scotch in beauty, strength and fast colors,

We cater more particularly for the working-

| man’s trade because our domestic wool will not make cloth fine enough in texture and sufficiently soft to
Still we find here and there some of the highest digni-
| taries of this country and of the U.S. and some built, after the Oscar Wilde plan, of high grade sstheticism,

| the touch to please the @stheticin every particular.

| wearing our honest goods.

HEAVY ALL-WOOL TWEEDS, 50e,, 55¢., 65c., T5c., up;
UNION TWEEDS, 40c. up.; BLANKETS, $4.75 pair;
WOMEN'’S VERY FINE DONGOLA KID BGOTS, 81.75, £2.00, $2.25 to $4.00;

20th

Tryon Woolen M'f'g Co. of . E. L., Props.

MEN’S KIP AND CALF DRESS BOOTS, $1.15, £1.50 to £6.00 pair;
CHILDREN'’S BOOTS, 50c., 60c., Toc. to $2.; INFANTS’, 25¢., 35¢., 40c., 60 and up.

CENTURY STORE, 12 CHARLOTTE STREET, (nearly opposite the Market.)

J. A. REID, Manager.

rIYHE subseriber has for

of Ash and Walnut Seats,
suitable for use in school
rooms, churches or halls,
and will dispose of them
at a great sacrifice since
the building in which they

o
-~ GREAT
BARGAIN.

four, thirteen feet, and

fitted.
fectly fixed toiron stands,
and fold back convenient-
ly. Fiity of them are
eight feet in length ; forty-
six, twelve feet.

are at present is to be re- |

They |

sale a large number [

The seats are per- |

l

are in good order and well suited for any new |

hall either in city or country, needing comfortable
seats. For further information apply to

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,
St. John, N. B.

Step Ladders!
| CHEAP, STRONG axp DURABLE.
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Market Building, Germain Street.

CHOICE PERFUMES !

, IN BULK.
' Roman Frangipanni..........80c. per oz
Cashmere Bouquet...........80c. “

‘e

Corinne ¢4 CEESRR R R
Balmoral ¢ i Sy ks D ‘
Winona ¢ TR ¢

Lotus of the Ganges .........50c.
Ols BN oo oo 000assi o200,
RS R sosesasnesones A

JUST RECEIVED BY
Parlker Bros.,
MARKET SQUARE.

DR. GODSOE,
DENTIST,

Has Removed to

‘e

“

No. 34 SOUTH SIDE]

KING SQUARE,

' Over WaLter Scort’s Dry Goods Store.

ADIES and GENTLEMEN desirous ol obtain-

ing a thorough knowledge of Shorthand and

Type-writing and an acquaintance with the duties

of a business amanuensis, should enter for our even-

ing courses—in session every evening (Saturdays
excepted), 7to 9. Apply to

J. HARRY PEPPER,
Conductor of Shorthand Department,
St.John Busincss College and Shorthand Institute

DR. J. D. MAHER,”

DENTAL ROOMS,

City Building, Main Street, North End.
Gas, 3 Ether, Chloroform and Cocaine administered.

|

|
|

Removal Notice.

will Remove our Place of Business

from 5 Waterloo,

We
e § 0 B

Il CHARLOTTE STREET

As Early in May as Possible,

T.PATTON & GO.
Suburban Property for Sale.

Vl‘llE HOUSE AND PROPERTY in the Parish

of Rothesay, formerly occapied by HENRY
Titus, is offered for sale. Within two miles of
Rothesay station, less than half a mile from the rail-
way, with a splendid right of way to the Kennebec-
asis, about 200 yurds distant, this property offers
exceptional advantages to any person desiring to
pun-lum- a suburban residence. The house, which
18 quite new, well finished and roomy, is, with a
commodious barn and other outbuildings, situated
in a four acre lot which yields from three to four
tons of hay, and is studded with apple, plum and
cherry trees. There is also a small pasturage lot
adjoining. Beside these advantages the residence is
prettily situated near the corner of the road leading
tothe river and the highway. There is an excellent
well on the premises,

Price $1200. Further particulars, as to
terms, etc., can be obtained from
EDWARD S. CARTER,

ProGRrEss office.

E. T. STURDEE,
Mercantile Broker and General Agent,

OFFICES—SANDS’ BUILDING,

Prince William Street.

REPRESENTING

ST. LAWRENCE SUGAR REFINING CO,, L'td, Montreal,
DOMINION WIRE M'F'G CO., L'td, Montreal,
IMPERIAL PRODUCE CO., L'td,¥Toronto,

Telephone 407

' WOODWARD & CROFUT, CEREAL MILLS, Grand

Crossing, Il
AYLMER CANNING CO., Aylmer, Ont,

DOMINION PLATE GLASS INSURANCE CO., Montreal
Etc,, Ete, Elc.

SAINT JOHN DYE WORKS,

84 PRINCESS STREET.

Ladies’ and Gents’ Ware Cleansed or Dyed at
short notice., Feather Dyeing a Specialty.

C. E. BRACKETT, Prop.

CHAMPION SAFES !

BURGLAR PROOF.
Lowgst Prices! Best TErRuS.

Send for circular to

E. B. ELLIOT, 139 Granville St.,

HALIFAX, N. S.

J. M. LEMONT,

PIANO AND ORGAN TUNER,

FREDERICTON, N. B.

FIRE PROOF;

GERARD G. RUEL,

BARRISTER, Ete.

3 Pugsley’s Building, - - St. John, N. B.




