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LOVE’S COMING.

Love came to me in life o late

That Time had closed the outer gate—

So late it seemed the door was barred,

Bolts shot, and all house rough scarred

That owned my habitation gave no sign

For Love with all his power divine
Had come so late.

Itseemed that none would ever come
In answer to his knock, though some
Sweet thought stirred restless in my breast
Uneasy waked from its long rest,
So strange were such fair visitors that when
Love came and called, and called again,
It was at first in vain, for then
It seemed so late.

No chamber had my soul prepared

Against his coming, none had dared

Foretell his advent : it did seem

More of a sweet, unstable dream—
"y .fore his summons, sweet and clear, rang out
¥ Waking the drowsy-lidded rout

Of fancies, passion sweet, his shout

Seemed all too late.

No rich feast had been spread for him
All the guest-chamber Lights burned dim,
For few had come that way to claim
A resting place—e’en fickle Fame
Had fled long, long before Love came—
And yet the close gates opened wide
At his approach; bolts shot aside;
‘;‘11 the bright soul lights flamed, and loud
Mang out the welecome of the crowd,
My soul’s best ministry did welcome i)im,
Bright grew my dimmest, darkest dream,
For after all it did not seem
Love came too late.
—Richard K. Lyon.

Old Timothy Barnes told the story, while
we sat on the cliff overlooking the mine
and the gloomy wall of the prison. The
place is tull of sad histories, but none, I
think, so sad as the story of Phil, as told
us by the old Tennessee mountaineer.  Of
course old Timothy told the story in the
quaint dialect of his people, but I turn the
narrative into plain English.

“There never was a likelier girl than |

Phil,” he said. *‘My old woman and I
lived alongside of Hoover, Phil’s tather, in
a crack of Racoon Mountain. We knew
Phil trom the day she was born.

“We saw a heap of trouble on the
Raccoon, but the worst of the bad luck
always fell upon Phil. She was born to
trouble. The very day she was born her
mother died. That was the beginning of
the bad luck. She was a good woman,and
Phil took after her some. She had her grit,
and her cheerfulness of spirit; but for dar-
ing and recklessness Phil was her father’s
own daughter. She grew up as free as a
deer, and as saucy as a blackbird, and so
wildin her ways that my old woman allowed
it was a downright shame for a girl to fly
about so.

““When she was a year old, Hoover used

to take her to the timber, and set her in a f

lot of dry leaves whilst we were cutting
wood. She'd sit there and listen to the
birds till she learned all their tunes long
before she learned to talk. As she grew
up, she’d climb a sapling and imitate the
mocking-birds and crows till Hoover would
stop his work to laugh. She got way
ahead of her teachers, for there were turns
to Phil’s tunes that the old Tennessee mocker
himself couldn’t touch.
the bird’s did. She had only to pucker up
her lips and give a saucy chirrup, and away
down in the huckleberry thicket a mocking-
bird would sing back her identical note—
one as saucy and as sweet as the other!

“She had such a way of getting into |

everybody’s heart that you couldn’t help
loving her; and the way she loved her old
father was a lesson to some that have more
learning and less principle. She would
have died for him any day the sun ever
rose. She was always ready to stand
shoulder to shoulder with Hoover.

“So when Hoover started a still in Hide-
out cave it was all right to Phil, because it
was Hoover that did it. We argued

mightily against it, but it was no use.

Hoover’s wife was always against such
work, so my old woman went over and

besought Hoover not to do it on account of

Phil and his dead wife; but he was set
upon it, and my old woman pointed to Phil
sitting in a patch of sunshine on the door-
step, and burst out crying. Said she:

““Take her, Hoover, an’ kill her, an’
give her ter we-uns ter bury whilst she air
good an’ happy, an’ disgrace an’ trouble a'r
onknown ter her. She’ll live ter hate ye;
when she air ole enough ter onderstand
she’ll hate ye !’

“And that little girl rose up like a young
tiger cat, and fastened owe claw in my
wife’s shoulder, and laid the other on
Hoover's breast.

«“&it's a lie!” said she. ‘Hit's a lie,
father! I'll stan’ by ye'—she lifted her
hand, not knowing she was taking an oath
—*I'll stan’ by ve allus! .

““That was Phil’s oath, and she kept it
faithtully.

“The still was quick to come in favor.
The Racoon Mountain boys fairly besieged
that hole in the ground where Hoover made
wild-cat whiskey. Everybody was so taken
with Phil that nobody would have dreamed
of reporting Hoover’s unlawful still to the
authorities. And she was as peart as a bird
in a honeysuckle bush. She used to Wrag
mightly of her accomplishments in ’stilling.
She deT't know any better, poor little
motherless girl !

“One day she came to me with a saucy
little twinkle in her eye, and said she, “Tim,
did ye ever see a young buck limb a tree
back’ards P’

¢ ¢Get out, Phil!" said I.
tryin’ ter hector folks.’

“How she laughed !

¢+[ set a trap las’ night,” said she, ‘to
ketch the coon ez hev helped hisse’f ter my
backin’s lately. I shuk up the kaig, an’
drapped in a passel o’ hickeyes an’a shovel-
ful o’ ashes, an’ kivered it up keerful agin.
By the time the moon clomb the mount’n
here, came Woodpecker Batey, the red-
headed valley chap. an’ his gang. I came
on home and left they-uns ther’, an’ this
mornin’ the backin’s air gone, an’ the
Woodpecker air tryin’ ter climb a saplin’
back’ards I’

“Phil laughed until I thought she'd burst
her buttons off, but after a bit it turned
out that the girl’s joke didn’t have any fun
in it.

“The time we always dreaded had come.
Batey was the deputy-marshal, and he set
the bloodhounds on Hoover's track. The

‘Ye be allus

A faded and discolored beard is untidy and a mis-
fortune. It may be prevented by using Bucking-
bam’s Dye for the Whiskers, a never failing remedy
—Adot.

man was run down to destruction ina
single night.

“Such a night! It was along about
midnight when we heard a rattle of the
latch and some one calling, *Tim! Tim!
There’s trouble to the still

“Trouble at the still! We had listened
five years for that word.

“There stood Phil in her night-gown,
and her gun flung across her shoulder,
bcgg\ing me to come to the help of Hoover.

“My old woman reached out and
dragged the girl in, and pushed her upon
the bed.

««Set ther'!” said she. ‘They ben’t
goin’ to murdér you this night nohow !’

Quicker than a flash of lightning some-
thing went through the window. There
was a flutter of white in the moonlight, and
Phil was gone. I ran after her toward the

' still.

“It was almost as bright as day, and so
still that I thought Phil must have dreamed
there was a raid until I came in sight of
the cave. Then I saw what made me drop
down and hold my breath. A gang of men
with guns were making for the cave, and
in the Hideout’s black mouth, full in the
moonlight, stood Phil.

¢ «Halt!" said she. Then the men fell
back. ‘Halt! The man that comes a step
nigher dies in his tracks !’

“ ‘For heaven’s sake, little Phil " said 1,
| and I shut my eyes as a bullet went whist-
' ling by on its way toward her. There was
a scramble, and then all was still, and I
crept down to go to Phil.

““There was a scent of burnt whiskey and
a heap of white ashes, and the lantern was
left burning in a crack of the wall, but Phil
was gone. There was blood on the floor.
I snatched the lantern down, and followed
the red trail out of the back end of the
cave, for I knew she'd follow Hoover till
the last breath left her body.

“Qutside the cave I shut off the light
and listened. There was no sign no sound,
and I dropped down to peep through the
yellow se(s)ge grass.

«“All at once something took hold of my

They knew her, |

heart, and held it till I couldn’t move hand
' nor foot to go to her where she lay in the
tall, wet grass, her face turned up to the

| moon, and the blood showing on her white
| night-gown. I crawled around to that
' little bundle of white, afraid to touch it, it
' was so still and deathlike. Then I saw
"the blood on her throat,—a necklace of it
around the little bird-throat,—and then I
dropped my head and cried like a child.
 ‘Poor little Phil!” said I. ‘They
' might have shot you. and left the pretty
| throat.  Poor little bird! poor little
' motherless mocking-bird !’
] took the little brown hand in mine.
‘It was warm! The touch of it brought
the man in me back again, and I took the
baby in my arms and carried her to the
' still-house brook, and laid her down.
' Then I took the little head that had been
'on my knee, and ran my hand over the
' bare throat.

“ “Thank God !’ I said. ‘She has been
choked by a bloody hand, but the bird’s
throat is not slit.’

““All at once she opened her eyes.

“ “Tim,’ she said, *holp me up.’

*At the sound of her voice, so natural,

the man in me went off again, and I
crouched there by the embers and cried
like a baby. And that girl just rose up
and said :
.~ *“*Don’t stop to whimper, man! They're
"alter father, a-runnin of him down like a
deer. 1 crep’ through the grass to tell
him, but they shot me, an’ they'll git him
down to the laurel thicket ’less 1 kin git
ther’. I helt ’em—helt ’em at the cave’s
mouth tell he got out t'other way. An’
then they shot me. Quick! Holp me out
ter father !’

“‘Before I knew what she was up to, she
was out like a ghost amongst the shining
| laurel. 1 started out after her, but a rifle
' rang out in the thicket, and a man’s voice
'said, ‘Git back, else you're a dead man P
| And then all was still, and the moon
' dropped back out of the way of the young

day, and something told me that Phil’s
' good days were over.

“Back I went to the cabin, and it
wasn’t long before we heard—my wife and
| I, as we stood there listening by the open
' door—a rustling in the laurel just outside.
' Then Hoover rose up there like a shadow.

¢« *Hide me !" said he. ‘For the sake o’
Phil, hide me?!

“That one word was enough. My old
woman pointed to the roof-room, and when
| Hoover was up she dragged away the lad-
' der and hid it.
| ““Then came the men searching for him.
They looked everywhere but in the right
| place ; they did not think to look there,
for the ladder was gone. Before they
'went away they told me that Hoover had
shot Batey at the mouth of the cave, and
tha* the wound was mortal.

“Not a word about Phil. Had they
taken her? Not alive, I knew! It
seemed no time at all before we heard an-
other creeping sound in the bushes, and a
little creaking of the roof-room window,
and a low voice : ‘Father! father !’

“Then there was a sound of something
sliding against the cabin outside,and every-
thing was still.

“Presently the men came riding back.
This time they hunted the ladder out, and
climbed to the roof-room.

““There was no man there. But Phil lay
on the bed, as it sound asleep.

“* About sunrise she staggered down ; and
when I looked into her face I turned away
my head. It was like her dead mother’s
when she lay in her coffin.

“Betore I could turn around again, I
heard a gasp, and then a fall, and Phil lay
there in a dead faint on the floor.

“I don't need to tell you all that hap-
pened after that. It's enough to know
that Hoover was captured, and sentenced
to the gallows for killing Batey; but the
young lawyer that the court appointed to
defend him got up a petition, and sent Phil
to the governor with it. Her little, heart-
broken face touched more than the lawyer’s
words could; and Hoover's sentence was
changed to imprisonment for life.

“Then we tried to bring Phil back to
the Raccoon—back home.

¢ ¢[Home ?’ said she, ‘my home is "long
o’ father.’

<« «But he's a convict now, honey,’ said I.

««Hev a convic’ got no feelin’? she
said, ‘an’ hev a convic’s daughter no duty ?
No,’ she said; ‘he’s my father, right or
wrong. A girl hev no right to throw ofl

|
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her father, an’ I'll stan’ by that ole convic’,
Tim. till the term air expired.’

«So Hoover's lawyer fixed it that Phil
was to board near the prison, and Sunday
evenings the guards let her in to see her
father. The man sat down and cried like
a woman the first time he put on the prison
stripes. But Phil saw him, and she laughed
and said, ‘It fits too quick, father!” Then
she slipped out and sat down on a bench
in the prison yard, and cried as if her heart
were breaking.

«She was always cheering up Hoover,
but his was a life sentence, and the warden
said he was bound to die unless he got out
of that dungeon. He was always longing
for the mountain, begging even in his sleep
to go back to it.

“Finally they sent him to the branch

rison here in the mountain. Phil fol-
owed, though the lawyer fixed it up with
Hoover that she was to stay down there
and go to school. When he told her, she
swallowed back something in her throat
and shook her head.

«+] can’t, said she.
than to leave him.’

«‘She stuck to him. When she was ready
|to go the lawyer asked her if there was
i anything he could do for her She looked

up so pitifully, that I couldn’t keep my
eyes from watering, and said she, ‘Ef you
could make a convic of me, too, so’s |
could stay by him always ?’

“But she was not unmindful of the good
words given her, for when the lawyer asked
her if she ever needed a friend to let him
know, she saw the kindness of it. But she
didn’t know any fine way of saying so:
she just stooped down and touched his
hand with her poor lips.

“It was but sundown when they first
sighted the mountains.  The sight was
like medicine to Hoover; he cried like a
child getting back home. Phil let him have
his cry out; then she bent down and
touched her lips to the ring around his
wrists under his handcuffs.  And after a
while he dropped his head on the little girl’s
shoulder, and went to sleep.

«‘She was down at the prison constantly,
for Hoover was poorly.  She even begged
a job in the mines so that she could be near
him when he was able to work.

“That raised my old woman’s wrath.
“To think,” said she, ‘of that baby, that
skipped the mountain like a wild doe,happy
as a bird in the sunshine, a-burrowin’in a
hole of the earth! Hoover oughtto ‘a’
thought o’ Phil whilst he was tyin’ the rope
round his neck. A man hev the right ter
go ter the gallus ef he air minded ter, but
he hev no right ter drag his chile ter it

“One morning I went down to the stock-
ade to speak to the warden. Ile was not
in the office. Nobody was there, and the
stockade key was in the lock on the outside
of the gate. Only the sick were in the
stockade, and the prison doctor’s horse was
hitched closed by whilst the doctor went
down to see a wounded miner at the works.
The warden went with him, and forgot to
take the key.

I was ready to turn back when I saw
Phil crouched by the gate. She was ex-
cited, and suddenly it came to me that she
was tempted. There was Hoover’s chance!

“She would have lain down and died any
manner of death to give that old convict
one minute’s peace. And there was free-
dom—the key, the horse, and the unbroken
wilderness of mountains. How 1 felt for
the child, so beset by the evil spirit of
temptation and the good spirit of love !

““Three times she reached out her hand
and touched the key—then drew back and
held her hand fast behind her. Three
times, —then she flung her hands over her
ears and shot out down the mount, like a
deer before the hounds.

“Away from temptation! How I felt,
one minute hoping she'd do it, and the next
afraid she might. Oh,she was good blood,
for all her wild raising !

“The next time I saw her, looking like
a flower the rain had washed whilst it was
beating it, I said, ‘Blessed is he that over-
cometh I’ She looked at the blue sky, as if
she might have been searching for the Lord
Himself, and said :

«¢] be a convic’s daughter, but I be n't
a rascal.’

««Thank God! said I, to myself; ‘the
hand that visits the iniquities of the father
on the children, visits the virtues of the
mother on them as well.’

“That night I told the warden about it.
Said he, ‘She told me that she was tempted,
and asked me to forgive her.” I reckon he
did, for she came and went to the stockade

‘I"d ruther die

The system is rendered malaria-proof when the
blood is kept pure and vigorous by the use of Ayer’'s
Sarsaparilla. At this season, all should have this
admirable preparation at hand. Malarial poison is
harmless when Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is used.—Advt.

at all times. Hoover was growing worse
and worse.

“One day she came to me and said,
“Tim, ye hev always been a frien’ to we-
uns.’

“Said I, ‘I'm a better one today than
ever before, Phil.’

. 0 "Fhen,’ said she, ‘I want to ask a word
o' ye.

““Then she told me to go to Nashville
and tell the lawyer that she needed a
friend. I went, and he came straight back
with me. All day he and Phil sat by the
bunk in the hospital where Hoover lay
dying.

“That evening he went back to Nash-
ville, and a telegraph dispatch came to
Phil that he would be up next night. I
never saw Phil so worried. She was always
whispering to Hoover to ‘live till it came.’
Once the man cried out, ‘I can’t die an’ go
ter her with the brand o’ Cain on my brow.
I can’t.’

“ *Hit's a-comin’, father,” Phil told him ;
‘the pard’n air comin’. Ye must live till
the cyars comes.’

“She was terribly worried, going to the
door to listen to the train, then back to
cheer Hoover up. Once the prison blood-
hound howled, down at the stockade yard,
and she stopped her ears with her fingers
and hid her lla;ce In the coarse prison cover-
lid.

“She didn't say a word, but just crept
down there by the bunk to wait for the
messenger that would get there first, know-
ing that two were on the way—one coming
up the mountain on the breath of steam,
and one riding in on the breath of the
dying convict.

“The warden was there and Phil and I,
and a little black convict who had lost his
arms in the mme, and was afraid to go to
sleep on account of the dog’s howling ; and
the warden brought him into the white
wing of the hospital.

“It was an awful scene that the man’s
sin had dragged his innocent daughter into.
We sat there waiting whilst one messenger
was getting in ahead of the other. Hoover
was sinking fast. Phil was praying aloud
for the other messenger to get there, and
the dog was howling like all possessed, and
the little black boy was crying with fear.

“Then, down the mountain, sounded
the whistle ; the train was making the last
turn.

“Hoover rose up in bed. ‘Little Phil?
said he, and fell back with a moan.

“The dog stopped howling, and the
guard got up and went out. Phil bent
over the face on the yellow coverlid.

¢ «Father, the pardon air come” said |

she.

“There was no answer. A sweat stood
on Hoover's forehead, and his eyes were
fixed. One hand was tight down on Phil’s,
and Hoover was dead.

“Phil gave one little choking moan, and
rose as the lawer came in, and pointed to
the bunk.

“Too late! she said, ‘too late! He’s
dead

“She let them send her too school after
Hoover died, but she was sadder than ever.
She was a sort of a missionary to the men
at the prison. She never whistled again ;
the birds had 1t all to themselves. But
down at the stockade Sunday evenings, a
woman’s voice could be heard leading the
men in their singing :

«¢Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee,

E’en though it be a cross,
That raiseth me!

“We knew the weight of the cross that
had driven poor Phil nearer to her Maker;
we knew it !

I never saw her smile for three years. '
They couldn’t coax her from the prison, |

‘The |

either. -
“ My place air here,’ she said.
brand air on my brow, too.’

« «Visited on the child, the iniquity of |

the father,’ thought I.  But the cross was
too heavy. The little heart broke under
it. And when I saw her lying in her

coffin, with a bunch of June roses in her |
bosom, I was glad—oh, I was glad Phil |

was dead! And looking down at the
blessed baby, my old face all tears, ‘Little
girl,” said I, ‘rough clothes and unlikely
surroundings don't hinder the growth of
truth and virtue, for no truer heart ever
beat than the heart of the convict’s
daughter, little Phil."”—Youth’s Com-
panion.
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I IU.\IOI{S OF THE BLOOD, SKIN AND

SCALP, whether itching, burning, bleeding,
scaly, erusted, pimply, blotchy, or copper-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 S0AP, an exquisite Skin Purifier
and Beautifier, and CUTICURA KESOLVENT, 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.”

g% Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily &
e skin prevented by CUTICURA SoAP.  -@&f

a ‘Backache, ki(lnef' pains, weakness, and
i

rheumatism relieved in one minute by the cele-
brated CUTICURA ANTI-PAIN PLASTER. 30c.

DYSPEPTICURE not only aids
Digestion and cures Indigestion,
but positively does cure the
most serious and long standing
cases of Chronic Dyspepsia.

DYSPEPTICURE BY MAIL.
(Large size only.)

Dyspepticure will be sent by mail to those who
cannot yet procure it in_their own vicinity. Many
letters have been received from distant parts of
Canada and United States cn(}uiring how Dyspepti-
cure can be obtained; many letters have come from
nearer places that either have no handy store or
where the remedy is not yet well known. To meet
these demands and at the same time make Dyspep-
ticure quickly known in places where, under ordin-
ary circumstances, it might not reach for some con-
siderable time, the large ($1.00) size will be sent by
mail without any extra expense to the user. The
Post Office is everywhere, so none who wish the
remedy need be without it. Upon receipt of $1.00
by Registered letter or Post Office order, a large
bottle of Dyspepticure (special mailing style) will
be forwarded, postage pregnid, to any address.

CHARLES K. SHORT,
St. John, N. B.

Every Druggist and General Dealer in Canada
should sell Dyspepticure, as it is strongly demanded
from all directions. Wherever introduced it soon
becomes a standard remedy. The following Whole-
sale Houses handle Dyspepticure: T. B. Barker
& Sons, and S. McDiarmid, St. John; Brown &
Webb, and Simson Bros. & Co., Hsllfsx; Kerry,
Watson & Co., Montreal.
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| Horses Boarded on reasonable terms.
8%~ Horses and Carriages on hire. Fine Fit-outs
| at short notice.

' J. M. JOHNSON.] (J. E. MOORE,

JOHNSON & MOORE,
Boarding, Sale aud Livery Stabl,

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 N Q ILS
and IRON-CUT y
And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS,
SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NATLS, Etc.

A. & J. HAY,

——— DEALERS IN ——

Diamonds, Fine Jewelry, American Watches,
French Clocks, Optical Goods, Etc.
JEWELRY MADE TO ORDER and REPAIRED

76 KING STREET,

A..

9 CANTERBURY STREET,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

Electrical Expert, Contractor
and Manufacturer,

Complete Electric_Lighting Plants; Moters of all
sizes; Incandescent Wiring.

FIRE INSURANCE!

36 Years of uninterrupted Success.

THE PHENIX INSURANCE C0.

OF HARTFORD.
ESTABLISHED 1854.

1 solicit a share of your Insurance for this first-class
Company.

FRED. J. G. KNOWLTON,
General Agent,
46 Princess Street, St. John, N.B

ICE CREAM PARLORS

AND GET A

J. A. REID, Manager.

R'S i

ICE CREA M.

ALSO CHOICE ASSORTMENT OF

First-class Confectionery!
Cream Chips! Cream Chips! still in great demand.

7O KING STRIEET, (PPSITE VICTORIA HOTEL.

The Simplest, Most Durable,
Cheapest and Most Rapid
Type Writer

IN THE WORLD.

What SCHOFIELD & CO. say: We have much pleasure in stating that the Caligraph purchased
flice for several years, and is still in good order. We con-

REv. C. G. McCULLY writes: A point of special value in the Caligraph, resulting from the absence
ich original composition may be executed. From my experience,
using the Caligraph, composition soon comes to be executed with greater
So great do I deem its utility that I would purchase a machine every year

ARTHUR P. TIPPET & CO., Sole Agents.

American Hair Store,
TN 38 Charlotte Street,

Up one Flight.

JUST FINE!

An elegant assortment of

Braid Pins.

All NEW Designs.

10¢ts.

And Upwards.

Removg_l_ Notice.

We have Removed our place of
Business from 5 Waterloo

s T e

(Il CHARLOTTE STREET"

T. PATTON & CO.

THEADQUARTERS

——— FOR ——

ARTISTS' MATERIALS.

UPERFINE Artists’ Oil and Water
Colors, Sable and Hog Hair Brushes,
all kinds; Oil Sketching Paper, Prepared
Canvas, Academy Board, French Re-
touching Varnish, French Sketching Boxes,
Oil and Water Color Boxes, Sketching
Stools, Palette and Gilders’ Knives; also
a full supply of Aspinall’s Enamel.

J. & A. MocMILLAN,
| 98 & 100 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

<R W
S

<5\ BRICHTE . |
[ W sarEsT.

GARDENIA

ILLUMINATING OIL
Fo aminy V>

e AT iy w A

1 CARLOAD ABOVE

HIGH-GLASS OIL

NOW LANDING.

o A} (now due) to arrive Iper
O;)O l;];];s. Sch. Bess & Stella.
Although very much superior to any other Oil im

ported, prices are made as low as any. Send for
samples and price.

J. D. SHATFORD. _

Union City Hotel,
NO. 10 KING STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B..
Is now open to the Public.

N() better location in the city, only 4 minutes’
walk from the I. C. R. Depot and International
Steamboat Landing. Facing Market Square. Re-
member this building is on the corner of King
and Prince William Streets. NO BIG PRICES—
but good fare at moderate prices. Call on us and
satisfy yourself that we will try to make you feel at
home. Don't forget No. 10, “Blue Sign.”’
Permanent and Transient Boarders accommodated

at low rates.

A. L. SPENCER, Manager.

RUBBER SHEETING!

ALL WIDTHS.

LADIES’ RUBBER CLOAKS.

Ladies’ and Gents’, (iirls’, Misses and Boys

—— TENNIS SHOES. —

FRANK S. ALLWOOD,

179 UNION STREET.
sy~ All kinds of Ilg_rgy_;_re an«{_l{_llbber Goods.

50 CENTS A WEEK !

CARPETS, OILCLOTHS, LACE CURTAINS,

Mirrors, Pictures, Lounges, Hanging Lawps,
CLocKks AND WATCHES.

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

R R




