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WHENCE. 

Whence came the soft and milky corn, 

Enriching lowly valleys? 

Whence hawthorn blossoms that adorn 

Our lonely country valleys? 

Whence came the clouds that hang aloft 

O’er earth their grand pavilions? 

The herds on meadows and in croft,
 

That feed earth’s hungry millions? 

Whence came the flowers that fill the a
ir 

With perfume and with beauty? 

And whence came all things pure 
and fair, 

Which win men unto duty? 

Whence came their rays so swift and br
ight, 

On sea and land so glorious? 

And that unseen imperial might, 

Which makes man’s will victorious? 

Whence came the father-heart in man? 

The mother-heart in woman? 

The love throughout God's world-wide plan 

Which makes His children huma
n? 

Nr 
These never came; what we control 

1s good because ‘Lis given, 

And all made better to man’s soul 

Bv the sweet touch of heaven. 

— Charles F. Deems, D. D. 

FOREWARNED. 

, VENICE, April 15.—1 have been married 

~'fhree days and already my troubles are 

beginning. 
This morning when Leon kissed me some- 

thing sharp scratched my cheek—a hair, 

the hair of a growing beard. 1 loaded at 

my husband, and to my great surprise | 

saw that his face, usually so carefully 

shaven, appeared like a new mown field, 

and that his jaw was covered with a thou- 
sand little needles. 

“Leon,” I said reproachfully, ‘you have 

not shaved for two days.” 
He smiled (he has the most charming 

smile), threw his arm around me and said 
playfully : “Do I not please my little Vieto- 

ria like this?” 
“You certainly are less pleasing than if 

you were shaved; for you are positively 

ugly.” 
“You don’t mean it! now, really?” 

“Believe me, you are frightful.” 
“So, then, you married me for my good 

looks ?” 
“Why yes, partly. I should be mortified 

if my husband were not a handsome man.” 
Leon laughed, and picked up a little hand 

mirror that lay on the table. ‘I don’t think 
I look so very badly,” he said, ‘‘on the 

contrary, I rather like it. I see a very 
taking sort of fellow in this glass.” 

“I'am not of your opinion, and I hope 

vou will consider your little wife’s opinion 

superior to your own decision,” I said most 

caressingly ; and added: “go to the bar- 
ber's; please do, and oh! do go at once.” 

[ thought Leon would bound from his 
chair, seize his hat, and precipitate himself 
toward the barber's to come back presently 
smooth and fresh, kneel before me, and 

say: “My wife, you are obeyed !” 
But today Leon is in a most incompre- 

hensible mood, his eyes twinkle mischief, 

and I see an amused expression hovering 
over his face. 
he does not rush to the barber's, and he 
even goes so far as to say that he means 
to remain hke that for several days. 
“My dear! I do notin the least under- 

stand you!” I ery in amazement. 
“Yet it is very simple. 

won you by the qualities of my heart and 
mind, but it seems you only accepted me 
for my looks. I can’t bear the thought, 
and I'am going to put you to the proof 
to see if you can love me in this condition 
with my cheeks all rough. And now, 
sweetheart, get ready to come out and see 
Venice. Only look at the magnificent 
view from our windows. Yonder is the 
palace, over there the church. 1 shall be 
back in about an hour and expect to find 
vou ready. 
And he goes out. 
I follow him with my eyes in dumb sur- 

prise. 
What a change! 
We have only been married three days 

and already he refuses to grant one of my 
desires! Can he thus quickly forget all | 

I am so dizzy with joy. 
| feeling of victory or delight at his submis- 

Can it 

ever 

the attentive habits of courtship ? 
be true that the only time a woman 
has her own way is while she is engaged? 

| band loves me because he still considers Can it then be really true that marriage— 
even the happiest marriage—is merely a 
perpetual conflict between two natures? 
Who could have imagined this of a man 

who seemed so meek ? 
Frorexce, April 20.—While we re- 

mained at Venice I said not another word 
about the beard. I waited to see what he 
would do, thinking he would repent, that 
remorse would push him to the barber’s, 
but I waited in vain. Leon feels no re- 
morse ; his beard is growing with fearful 
rapgy ; his cheeks are rougher and 
rougher. There is no more doubt. Leon 
refuses to obey me. It is a manifestation 
of revolt. He is protesting against my 
power by allowing his beard to grow. 

Oh, Mina, my dearest friend, how wise 
you were to advise me to manage Leon, 
when you said he was not a man to bend 
the knee and bow the head before his wife. 
His polite serene manner hides a strong 
will, and Mina counselled me well when 

she said I must begin to control him from 

the first days of our engagement, so as to 
make it easieng” We thought a long, long 

time before deciding exactly how to begin. 
Mina tamed her own husband by inducing 

him to give up a habit he had of swinging 
his foot. She told him it made her ner- 

vous. It was like second nature to him, 

and often he would forget, but Mina had 

only to give him a look, and the foot 

stopped like magic. Thus she has come 

by degrees to make her husband understand 

her wishes by a glance, and has succeeded 

in getting him to do everything as she 
pleases. 

“But Leon doesn’t swing his foot,” I ob- 
jected, and she immediately replied : 
“He smokes, and you might make him 

give that up, or—wait, Victoria, I have an 
idea. Suppose you make him shave off his 
beard !” 

I was startled. What an idea! Leon's 
beard was a masterpiece, so silky, so be- 
coming to him. I like him even better with 
it than without it. 

“Don’t ask me to do such a thing,” I 
said indignantly. 
“Then you renounce the idea of ruling?” 
«J really don’t care about it. What dif- 

ference does it make ?” I answered. 
But Mina was not satisfied. She insisted 

that when a woman aspires to direct her 
husband she is not guided by a vain desire 
for domination, but by a wish to secure con- 

jugal happiness. She only wants her hus- 
band to remain under a beneficent influence. 

He does not take his hat; | 
find out his mistake. 

I thought I had | 
| it is taken off.” 

Besides,” observed Mina, ‘‘this would 

prove whether your bethrothed really loves 

ou.” 
Upon that I yielded. I begged Leon in 

a most insinuating voice to shave off the 

beard which I pretended not to admire— | 
| spots, These goods are most desirable as regards and he made the sacrifice. 

Just as we were getting into the tram for 

our wedding tour Mina said to me: “Take 

care that Leon does not come back with his 
beard !” 
How well she foresaw the future! 
Frorexce, April 21.—My situation is 

very difficult, and I don’t at all know what 
to do. There are three methods for a wife 
to force her husband to yield to her: a 
quarrel, tears, or the sulks. But I can’t 
decide which way to take; for my natural 
disposition leans toward none of these. 

What I should prefer would be to let Leon 

have his own way and wear his beard in 
eace; but Mina, Mina, Mina—I can see 

ier from here looking significantly at his 
face, throwing me a mocking glance and 

saying sarcastically : ‘“Ah, ah! so he wears 

his beard again, does he? eh, Victoria ?” 

And besides, I am afraid of losing my in- 
fluence over him, and to lose influence is to 

z x : 8 ata 2 AD 8c 

lose love. “He must yield, I keep Saying | «lowing in all the different qualities. 

over and over to myself as, after seeing the 
Madonna della Sacco we return to lunch at 

a German restaurant. At this moment I 

perceive a barber's sign, and stopping short, 
I say: 
“My dear Leon—" 
“What do you wish, my darling 7” 
“T haven't said a word about your beard 

since Venice. You wanted to know if I had 

married you for your beauty; I hope you 
are now convinced that I did not do so.” 

And 1 point to the hair-dresser’s. 
“I am too hungry just now, and we have 

not time,” he replies evasively. 

“But how can vou expect me to walk 
about with such a looking man?” 
“Nobody knows us. I travel incognito,” 

he says, laughing. 
This laughter, this trifling, exasperate me. 

“Now listen,” I say, ‘1 will not go into 
the restaurant with you until you are 

shaved.” 
Leon simply answers that he will have my 

lunch sent up to me. And he does it! He 

takes me back to the hotel up to my room, 

then goes down and sends up my lunch, 

which I have to eat alone. What a honey- 
moon! What a cruel disillusion ! 

Pisa, April 94.—The Cathedral, the 

Leaning Tower! does anyone suppose I 
have seen them? 1 have seen nothing. 1 
am So pre-occupied, so low-spirited that 

I look at things without perceiving them. 
But Leon is very gay; always kind and in 
good humor, and though I show a sulky 
face and give him terrible looks it does not 

annoy him in the least. He keeps on laugh- 
ing and talking, and is sometimes so droll 

that I laugh, too, in spite of myself. It is 
unfortunate that I am incapable of preserv- 

ing an angry air; my expression 1s usually 
serene and affable, and I have to make 

great efforts to look sombre and cross. | 

And Leon does not seem to mind it. When 
I am very gloomy he only says: “Don’t 

precious doll, pray don’t be violent!” it 

he thinks I am nothing but a doll he will 

Genoa, April 27.—When we arrived 

here this evening I refused to allow Leon 
to kiss me. 
“Always this beard ?” he asked. 

“Always, and always, and always, until 

I must have spoken with extreme energy, 
for my husband’s playful manner changed; 
he gazed at me gravely, almost angrily, as 
it he wished to read my inmost thought. I 

bore this gaze very calmly. 
Presently his face relaxed, and he smiled. 

“So you mean to keep on teazing till I 
shave?” 

“Decidedly and positively, I do.” 
“Perhaps then—we shall see.” 
“You will! Really? Oh, Leon.” 
“I made no promise.” 
“Tomorrow?” 
“Ill think about it.” 
I threw my arms about his neck and was 

glad to be once more at peace. 
I take this for surrender. It seems to 

me that everything is spinning around me, 
Oh, 1t is not any 

sion; but now 1 feel so sure that my hus- 

my wishes. I shall never abuse my power. 

1 will lead him with a delicate chain, and 

when we get home I will even allow him to 
wear his beard if he wants to. 

Nice, April 29.—Treason! 
He deceived me. 
This morning I sent him out to the bar- 

ber’s and he came back with his beard still 

on. 1 could not believe my eyes. 
“And your promise ?” 
“I made no promise. I said ‘perhaps’ 

and ‘we shall see’ to put you in good 

humor. I never meant to shave.” 
I stood stupefied. 
“I would be very happy to please you,” 

he said, politely ; “‘but I have had a touch 

of neuralgia, and I must let my beard grow 
to protect my face. 

1 stood immovable, staring in front of 

me, disappointed and mortified. 
“Come, Dolly, let's go for a walk.” 

“No.” I answered coldly; *‘I don’t care 

to go.” 
Well, then, au revoir.” And he went 

off with a swift, light step. 
So he deceived me! Deceived me shame- 

fully. Ah! how pleased he must be over 
his successful trick! 
When he returned he found my door 

locked. He knocked. 1 called Sionsh 
that my head ached and 1 wished to be 
quiet. He came back very late in the 
evening. He described all the beauty of 
the scenery, told me how he had passed 
the time, and said he had amused himself 

royally. 
I did not answer one single word. 
Nick, April 30.—How is this going to 

end? 
I cannot tell. The offence has been so 

serious that there can be no question of 

pardon. Until now I did not care about 

gaining a victory over him; but after what 

has passed, I feel that we must fight it out 

and determine once for all whose will is 
strongest. 

I decided to keep up my headache to see 

if he would not take pity on me; so far he 

has not seemed inclined to do so. I found 

it very dull alone in my room, while he was 

out all day and never came back till even- 
ing, when he appeared with an old lady of 
our acquaintance who always spends her 
winters here. She is the most tiresome 

erson in the whole universe. Leon met 

er table d’ hote and renewed her acquain- 
tance. She was delighted to find that I 

was here, and promised him to remain with 

"uninteresting talk. 

try to be disagreeable, you won't succeed.” longer? 1 fee! that I am giving out. Must 

When I grow indignant he exclaims: “My | 
"1 who chose to stay in-doors, and [ ought 

| not to leave my room without gaining some 

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, JULY 5. 

SUMMER, 1890. 
FISH NETS. 

M. R. & A. have opened a large lot of Fish Nets, 

Russian Nets, ete., in Black, both in stripes and 

style and price. 

WOOL GRENADINES. 
We have just opened a repeat lot of the above 

Grenadines in checks and stripes. 

Special lots of BLACK DRESS GOODS at 

special low prices. 

GINGHAMS. 
On our counters will be found a large assortment 

of the above fine Ginghams at wonderfully low 

prices. 

SHAKER FLANNELS, 
This season we have purchased a large consign’ 

ment of Shaker Flannels, consequently we are giving 

bargains. 

BLACK HENRIETTAS. 
These most desirable and effective Goods we are 

HOSIERY. 
Our immense stock of Hosiery is too varied to 

enumerate the different qualities, but our customers 

can rely on getting the right thing at the right place. 

Ln fact all our different departments are stocked 

| with all the latest Novelties of the season. 

MANCHESTER, 

ROBERTSON, 

and ALLISON. 

me so long as I was indisposed, so he was 

bringing her up to keep me company. 

«I shall take it as such a favor if you 

will stay with my wife,” said Leon. 

(The traitor ! he knows how stupid and 

prosy she is, and how I never could endure 

her!) 
«With all my heart,” she answered, in 

her most amiable tone. ‘I promise you I 

will come every day as long as dear Vic- 

toria has to keep her room.” 
“You are too kind, and Victoria will be 

so happy to have you. Won't you, my 

dear?” 
“Of course,” I answered stiffly, since 

bare civility obliged me to say something. 

“So now, I leave you withan easy mind,” 

said my husband, ‘for I know you have an 

agreeable and entertaining companion. 

Permit me to thank you once more, Ma- 

dame, for your great kindness. Bye-bye, 

dolly.” And as he left the room, he threw 

me such a look of wicked joy. 

Nice, May 1.—What a horrible day I 

have passed! To think that we are at Nice 

in its loveliest season and I am obliged to 

mope in my own room with an old lady who 

wearies me fo death with her incessant and 
Can I bear it much 

I surrender? It was I who began the war; 

concession. 
Nice, May 2.—The air is charged with 

electricity. This state of things cannot last 

much longer. The storm must break. Un- 

luckily Leon does nothing to provoke it. 

Nice, May 3.—I told my husband that I 

could not stay any longer at Nice and that 

we had better start for Paris! 
“But, my dearest, you have not yet seen 

anything of this beautiful place!” 
I thought I would frighten him, so I 

said, petulantly, that I did not care for 

Nice. 
Could any other man have decided to 

leave Nice without taking his wife for a 

walk on the Promenade des Anglais? Leon 

proved capable of it. He had the trunks 

strapped, and off’ we went. My heart was 

breaking at the thought of leaving this en- 

chanting country which it had always been 

my dream to see, but my pride had been so 

deeply wounded that I could not give up 

now. 
Paris, May 10.—Here I have not adopt- 

ed the tactics of Nice, for I learned there 

that I was the only sufferer. We go out 

together to visit the various sights of the 

city and its environs ; but there 1s a settled 

coldness between us; our relations are 

merely diplomatic. All the happy com- 
panionship is over. 

Panis, May 12.—We passed the even- 

mg at a place of amusement. Leon seemed 

to enjoy it vastly, for he will allow nothing 

to interfere with the pleasure of the wed- 

ding tour. His appetite is always good; 

he is perfectly contented, while I am in 
this wretched humor! 

I could not bear any more; my heart 

was overflowing and my self-control was 
rapidly giving out. 
“One of us must give m. Either he 

loves me or he does not.” And so I kept 

saying over and over to myself as we went 

up to our rooms, while Leon whistled a 

song very softly under his breath. This 

whistling annoyed me. It contrasted too 

painfully with my own mood and my 

misery. 1 felt tears running down my 

cheeks, and as soon as we reached our 

rooms the grief of many days threatened 
to choke me. 1 fell into a chair and began 
to cry and sob aloud. 

I don’t know how long I kept it up. All 

at once a strange sound struck my ears 

like some one breathing heavily in their 
sleep. 

It was Leon! 
I was indignant. While I was sobbing 

he had thrown himselt on the lounge without 

saying one word to me, and had fallen fast 

asleep. He could sleep! 
I made one bound and woke him. He 

opened his eyes, rubbed them, smothered 

a yawn and said: “What's the matter, 
dolly ?” 

“Give me the keys. I am going to pack 

up. I am going home,” I said in a firm 

voice. 
“But I do not mean to go,” said Leon 

quietly. 
“Then I shall be obliged to go alone.” 

«Alone? Just as you like.” He looked 

at me steadily and handed me the keys. 

Then he turned over. 
Yes; the monster actually turned over 

and closed his eyes. He was evidently 

bent on getting enough sleep. The bleod 

flew to my head. I caught his arm, and 
said in a trembling voice : 
“You shall not go to sleep! I will not 

permit it I” 
“But I am so sleepy.” 
‘So much the worse for you then!” And 

in despair I threw myself into his arms and 
cried sorrowfully: “Why don’t you love 
me any more? Oh! tell me why!” 

“Who ever said I didn’t love you?” he 
answered, gently. 
 ““*You know very well, so don’t pretend 
to be ignorant,” I returned, reproachfully. 

Leon was silent for some time then he 
said: ““Do you really mean this nonsense 
about my beard?” 
“Ot course. 

word from me and you cut it off. I was 
engaged then. Now that [am your wife 
and 1 beg the favor, you refuse me.” 

Leon sat up, and taking my head be- 
tween his hands, looked into my eyes. 

“It is really you who ask me todo this?” 
“Who else should it be ?” 
“Mina, RR suggested Leon, em- 

phasizing his words and looking at me 
searchingly. 
I was amazed. I felt my cheeks flam- 
ing, my heart throbbing. I tried to get 
away from him, but he detained me. 
“Take this letter, my darling—read it.” 
I read: 

“Bupa-Pesti, April 12. 
“Dear Friend : 
“You will be surprised to find a letter 

wedding journey. I would not interrupt 
vour happiness for a moment if I had not 
an important communication to make. 
Fortunately, I have your address. 
seeing you off, my wife Mina left me to go 
to see the Voglesangs. Discovering that 
she had carried off my office key, I also 
went there, and was shown into a parlor. 

mistress of the house; she was laughing 
heartily, and said she was curious to know 

whether you would come back with or 

without your beard. 
asked what she meant. Mina related that 
she had cured me of a habit of swinging my 

On hearing this I lost no time in rushing to 
the post-office to send this word of warn- 
ing, and now I am going home with the 
firm resolution to swing my foot as much as 
I please to manifest my independence. Let 
your beard grow. 

“Yours sincerely, 
“ARTHUR.” 

I was overwhelmed with confusion; but 
Leon was so genercus that he helped me to 
regain my composure. 
“Why should either reign supreme ?” he 

said. “‘Let us share the power— divide the 
crown !” 
“Oh, Leon!” 
Bupa-Pesti, May 30.—Mina and her 

husband called today for the first time since 
our return home. Oaq entering Mina kissed 
me and stood before Leon as if surprised. 
She stared at him for some time as if she 
failed to recognize him. 
“That cannot be your husband!” 
ol { Ba ; 
“I should never have known him with 

that half-grown beard. 
beard again, eh, Victoria?” she said very 
slowly in a stinging tone. 

“Precisely,” replied Leon. ‘During our 
journey I had a little neuralgia, and Vie- 
toria agreed with me that it would be much 
better to have my face protected.” 1 threw 
my husband a look of gratitude. How good 
and kind he always is! 
We sat down. Arthur began directly to 

swing his foot. Mina gave him significant 
glances. He took no notice, but continued 
bis gymnastics. Mina’s lip grew thin, her 
cheek pale. Still he perceived nothing, but 

went calmly on. : 
“Arthur!” she cried at last. “You make 

me nervous with your foot going so!” 
“I beg your pardon,” he answered courte- 

ously, stopping for a moment. And an in- 

stant after he resumed his favorite exercise. 
—N. Y. Voice. 

An Ominous Remark. 

“Gilad to see you,” said the cannibal. 
“Thank you for your kind reception,” 

returned the missionary. “I think we shall 
get on famously together.” 

“1 hope so,” observed the cannibal. 

“Your predecessor disagreed with me.” 
—N. Y. Sun. 

Rough on the Doctor. 

Ethel Reddy—¢“Mamma won't you please 

ask Dr. Dore to look at my little sick 
ducklings ?” 

Mrs. Reddy—‘‘No, no; runaway! Dr. 
Dore isn’t a bird doctor.” 

Ethel Reddy—** Well, papa said last 

night he was a quack doctor.”— Puck. 

UMORS. 

g 1 EOKIN 
ured by 

(uticura 
TY UMORS OF THE BLOOD, SKIN AND 

SCALP, whether itching, burning, bleeding, 

scaly, crusted, pimply, blotchy, or co yper-colored, 

with loss of hair, either simple, scrofulous, heredi- 

tary, or contagious, are speedily, permanently, 

economically, and infallibly cured by the CUTICURA 

REMEDIES, consisting of CUTICURA, the great Skin 

Cure, CUTICURA SOAP, an exquisite Skin Purifier 

and Beautifier, and CUTICURA RESOLVENT, the new 

Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of Humor 

Remedies, when the best physicians and all other 

remedies fail. CuTiCURA REMEDIES are the only in- 

fallible blood and skin purifiers, and daily effect 

more great cures of blood and skin diseases than all 
other remedies combined. 
Sold everywhere. Price, CUTICURA. T5c.; SOAP, 

35¢.; RESOLVENT, $1.50. Prepared by the Potter 

Drug and Chemical Corporation, Boston, Mass. 

Send for * How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 

fa Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily #4 

ke skin prevented by CUTICURA SOAP. fy 

pains, weakness, and Backache, kidney 
rheumatism relieved in one minute by the cele- 

i brated CuTICURA ANTI-PAIN PLASTER. 30c. 

DYSPEPTIGURE 
Is not a palliative but a 

CURE; it first relieves, 

then controls, and finally 

entirely subdues the ir- 

ritation and inflamation 

of the Stomach, that 

cause Indigestion and 

Dyspepsia. 

Formerly it only needed a | 

After | 

Mina was in the next room talking with the | 

Mme. Voglesang | 

shave off’ your beard for the same purpose. | 

20th CENTURY STORE, 12 CHARLOTTE ST. 

So he wears his | 

| 
| 

from me at the first stopping place of your | 

¢ i) : A 

PAINTING | DONE 
— IN —— 

All its Branches 

Residence : 

PROMPTLY 
PR, gh— 

A. G. STAPLES, - - 
141 BRITAIN STREET. 

INTERIOR 

DECORATION, 
&c. 

175 Charlotte Street. 

Kc. 

MAKING IT HOT FOR PRICE SCALPERS! 
Genuine Mark Down Sale to make room for large Arrivals in July. 

7 and 8, from 55c.; 

2.75: Men's Fine Calf Shoes, from $2.00 to £1.55; 

( 5.00 to £3.95 A very large stock of P. E. Island Cloths to exchange for Wool or low for Cash. 

0.1 Fine Dongola Button Kid Boots, from $2.25 to £1.50; Child’s Heavy Leather Lace Boots,"size 

| | 8, Child’s 0il Pebble Button Boots, size 5 to 10, from 60 and 70c.; 

| Bu oy Walking Calf Shoes, from $1.10 to 85¢.; Women’s Fine Heavy Dongola Button Boots, from 
£2.50 3 ’ 

5 

Women’s 

75; Men’s Heavy Dress Boots, from $2.25 to 1.85; Men's Fine Dongola Dress Boots, from $3.25 to 

Boy’s Suits, size 23 to 30in., from P. E. I. Cloth, from 
We will 

| algo trade Boots and Shoes for Wool, on the most advantageous terms. 

Men's Heavy All-Wool Working Pants, from £2.75 to $2.25. foot on purpose to get me under her do- | 
minion, and that Victoria had made you | 

| 
| 

Wool taken charge of at the 8.8. landing or at the Depot. 
at Indiantown, or any part of the city. 

Parcels for patrons delivered freefoffcharge 

Opposite and near the Market. 

TRYON WOOLEN MFG. CO. OF P. E. 
Proprietors. 

J. A. REID, 
Manager. 

es 

(ERRS [0 CREAM PARLORS 
ARE ALWAYS OPEN TO YOU. 

DELICIOUS ICE CREAM 
Nothing is so enjoyable on a warm day as an ice. . Served at any hour. 

Come to KERR'S PARLORS, 70 KING STREET, aud bring your Friends with;you. 
The Finest Confectionery always for Sale, 

HUGH P. KERR, CONFECTIONER. 
WHOLESALE : Rerarn: 

70 KING STREET. 28 DOCK STREET. 

DRAWN, DESIGNED & ENGRA 
SAMPLES & PRICES FURNISHED, CHEERFULLY. 

- 

g\ 
JED. 

AMERICAN MILLINERY. 
Great Bargains at American Millinery Store! 

MRS. L. B. CARROL 
NE the latter part of the Summer in New 

A York. She has marked down her entire 

Stock of Millinery to make room for Fall Goods. 

Customers will do well to call early and get Bar- 

gains, at 

149 Union St. &123 Main t., Indiantown. 

MISSES E. & S. WARRELL, 
159 Union Street, 

Hx E an Elegant and Fashionable Stock of 

MILLINERY on hand, selected especially 

with the idea of satisfying their customers. They 

design, manufacture and import the Latest Goods in 

their line, and always aim to give satisfaction. 
E.& S. WARRELL, 

159 Union street, St. John, N. B. 

~ DAVID CONNELL, 
Livery aud Boarding Stables, Sydney St 

Horses Boarded on reasonable terms. 

B&~ Horses and Carriages on hire. Fine Fit-outs | 

at short notice. 

GERARD G. RUEL, 
(LL. B. Harvard,) 

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

© (0. W. C. TABOR, 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, &c,, 

14 PUGSLEY’S BUILDINGS, 

JOHN L, CARLETON 
AS REMOVED his Law Offices to No. 72} 

PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, (over office 

of D.C. CLiNcH, Broker), St. John, N. B. 

DE NTISTRY. 
158 GERMAIN STREET. 

R. CANBY HATHEWAY, having spent the 

last five years in Paris, France, has returned 

to St. John with the intention of remaining per- 

manently, and has taken the house 158 GERMAIN 

STREET, lately occupied by Dr. MacFarlane. 
6—21—4i 
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CHAMPION SAFES 
BURGLAR PROOF. 
Lowest Prices! Best TERMS. 

| PROOF; 

Send for circular to 

E. B. ELLIOT, 139 Granville St., 
= HALIFAX, N. S. fs 
J. M. JOHNSON. | [J. E. MOORE. 

JOHNSON & MOORE, 

Boarding, Sale and Livery Stable, 
30 LEINSTER STREET. 

Dealers in all kinds of Horses. Good Drivers and 

Family Horses a specialty. Single and Double 
Teams and Saddle Horses to let. 

S. R. FOSTER & SON, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

WIRE, STEEL NAILS, 

and IRON-CUT 
And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS, 

SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NATLS, Etc. 

ST. JOHN, N. B. hb me 
Haying Tools 

IN GREAT VARIETY. 

For Sale by 

J. HORNCASTLE & CO., 

TO SECONDHAND BICYCLES 
For sale by E. 8. STEPHENSON, 

53 Smythe street. 

89 BicycLE REPAIRIN pa specialty. 

50 CENTS A WEEK! 
CARPETS, OILCLOTHS, LACE CURTAINS, 

Mirrors, Pictures, Lounges, Hanging Lawps, 

CrLocks AND WATCHES. 

F. A. JONES, : : 34 Dock Street. 

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. 

DR. W. H. STEEVES, 
DENTIST, 

4 WELLINGTON ROW, 

All kinds of Dental work done promptly and 

efficiently by improved methods. 6—21— 4i. 

J. M. LEMONT, 

PIANO AND ORGAN TUNE 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

Choice JERSEY BUTTER 
In Tubs of 20 bs. and upwards. 

PRICE 23 CENTS per b. 

Apply to J. H. KING, 
Smith’s Creek, 

Kings County, N. B. 

PRIVATE BOARDING. 
ME MCINNIS begs to announce that she taken 

the very centrally located house, No. I] 

Sidney street, and that after May lst, she will be 

able to provide a few permanent boarders with large 

and pleasant rooms. Persons visiting the city for a 

few days, and desiring quiet and central quarters, 

can be accommodated at moderate rates. 


