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THAT WALK THROUGH THE WHEAT.

Together we walked in the evening time;
Above us the sky spread golden clear,
And he bent his head and looked in my eyes,
As if he held me of all most dear.
Oh, it was sweet in the evening time!

And our pathway went through fields of wheat;
Narrow that path and rough the way,
But he was near, and the birds sang true,
And the stars came out in the twilight gray.
Oh, 1t was sweet in the evening time !

Softly he spoke of the days long past,
Softly of blessed days to be;
Close to his arm, and closer I pressed,
The corn field path was Eden to me.
Oh, it was sweet in the evening time !

Grayer the light grew, and grayer still;
The rooks flitted home through the purple shade,
The nits@ngales sang where the thorns stood high,
As I walked with him in the woodland glade.
Oh, it was sweet in the evening time!

And the latest gleams of daylight died;
My hand in his enfolded lay;
We swept the dew from the wheut as we passed,
For narrower, narrower wound the way.
Oh, it was sweet in the evening time!
ITe looked in the depth of my eyes and said :
“Sorrow and gladness will come for us, sweet;
Watogether we'll walk through the fields of life
Close as we walked through the fields of wheat.”

—ood Words.

LOST IN THE COMSTOCK.

They were talking about the recent min-
ing disaster at San Leandro that brought
the conversation around to mining acci-
dents generally, and finally one of the
party recalled the Comstock horror of two
vears ago, whena cave in the Gould &
Curry buried nine men alive.

“I had a pretty ugly experience in the
mines myself eight years ago,” said one of
the party, an ex-Nevadan.

I was a boy of fourteen or fifteen then,
with about as little sense of prudence as
most boys of that age, and I had a chum
about as old who was as careless as myself.

“We lived toward the north end of
Virginia City, and had a big back yard in
which we always planned our expeditions.
One day, in poking around that big yard,
we found near an old shed a big iron ring.
This was fastened to a heavy plank cover
that hid the mouth of an old shaft. This
cover was hidden by a couple ot inches of
dirt.

“When the first big excitement struck
the Comstock everybody went to digging,
and now the whole side of Mount Davidson
is as full of abandoned shafts as a Swiss
cheese is of holes. Within the town limits
all the abandoned shafts are filled up or
covered so as to keep belated pedestrians
out of them. The mine we discovered in
the corner of the yard had been too exten-
sively worked to allow of its being filled

up, and therefore had been covered up as |

described.

“We didn't lose much time in prying up
that cover and beginning the exploration
of what we found. The shaft was evidently
an upraise from some drift of the lower
mines, for it went down at an angle of
about an forty-five degrees. As soon as
we had descended fifty feet we saw that the
workings had been very extensive indeed,
for drifts and winzes went off from the
main shaft in every direction. We went
into several of these, hut always found our-
selves stopped by a cave, for the workings
were very old. Some shovels and picks
that we discovered were almost gone with
rust, and the timbers where they still stood
were bent and crushed and rotten. By
guarded inquiries we found that it was in
the ground of the Ophir Mining Company,
and a drift had probably been extended to
this place in an attempt to strike a ledge to
the west. We knew that the old workings
must connect with it somewhere, for the
air was good and there was a steady up
draught.

“Finally, the idea took possession of us
to go from our mine nto some of the work-
ing ones and come up that way.

“The Andes shaft was only a few hun-
dred yards from our mine, and we knew
they must be connected. We knew enough
about the mines to take what we thought
were suflicient precautions against getting
lost. The grain of the rock showed us the
directions as surely as a compass, so we
were not at all apprehensive. We thought
that we might be down for several hours,
however, and so took along a number of
extra candles and some lunch.

“Thus fixed we began to clamber down
the old shaft. A hundred feet below the
surface we found some more drifts, and
spent an hour or so in them, but all were
etk blocked with caves or else stopped
in the solid porphyry. So we had to go on
clambering down the incline.

“Ben was ahead, and I saw him stop,
and then he shouted back to me:

¢ «This is the bottom.’

“He stood clear of the walls and lifted
up his candle to examine the place.

««+This is the bottom,” he repeated.

““*Are you sure,’ I called back.

“Yes; I

I saw his candle disappear amid a
crash. qucglled to me that it was all
right and 7 ome down, and I cautiously
fo%lowed, though I could not see his light
anywhere. Soon I found out what was the
matter. The miners bad built a platform
across the shaft, probably to prevent things
from rolli_g down, and my companion’s
“#2ight had broken through the planks that
had been placed in position so long before.
He had only slid a few yards down the
incline, and, barring a few scratches, was
unhurt. A very little way below the old
platform struck the 200 foot level of the
mine and started off to explore the tunnels.
After following a crooked old tunnel we
came to a point where it forked.

“We entered the left hand tunnel, but
found that it extended less than twenty
yards. When we came to a standstill
against the wall of rock, Ben put his
candle close to the wall to observe the
grain of the porphyry. He made an ex-
clamation of surprise. By the grain of
the rock we had been travelling almost
north, when we thought we were making
good progress to the south. When or
how we had got ‘turned around’ we could
not tell, but there was no possibility of
doubt about it.

**We lost no time in retracing our steps,
but to our surprise, when we came to the
crooked tunnel again, we saw the mouths
of three drifts instead of two. We took
the tunnel that led to the right, and were
gratified to find that iv turned to the south
after a few yards. It ended n an incline
something like the one by which we had
entered the mine. Down this went Ben,
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|
|
|
|
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" direct him back with my voice.

while I waited above, so as to be able to
Soon [
heard him calling to me, and I followed.
“‘Look here,” said Ben. -putting bhis
candle close to a clammy timber.
“I looked and saw a chalk mark.

“*We've gone round in a circle some- |
wheel- |
had better |

‘There i1s the

We

how,’ said Ben.
barrow you fell over.
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follow our marks back and try it again, |

| some other time.’
| I was willing, and we walked back,

| occasionally stopping to see the marks on

|

the timbers.
' «¢I didn’t notice those things before,
' did you ?’ said my companion, as we passed
| half a dozen rusty picks that must have
' been lying there a decade, at least.
“] hadn’t noticed them either, and soon
we bumped our heads against an old lan-
| tern hanging from the top of the drift. We
' hadn’t met that before. Then we saw un-
‘ familiar things, and we noticed that there
| was water beside the old car track, while
' the drifts by which we had come were all
! dry as a bone. We looked at one another,

'and evidently the same thought passed
| through both our minds, but we kept on,

' and soon our fears were realized. The

| tunnel ended at what had been years be- |

‘ fore a cooling station, a place where the
| miners ate their lunch and

cooled off when they were working in the |

' neighboring drifts. - We had followed some

| one else’s chalk marks, and we had now no |

l idea of our whereabouts.
“*We can't get out the way we came,’
said Ben, ‘and no work is being done in

bound to run across some miners.” Then
we began trying to find ourselves. We

| took the nearest tunnel and followed it

| until we came to a shaft with ladders in it.
These ladders were crumbling, and had
evidently not been used for years. but we
were not heavy and they did not break.
Down we climbed to another level. This
we followed as before. Whenever we
came to shaft we threw a fragment of rock
down to ascertain how deep 1t was. Then
we would climb down as far as we could.
' We had just reached one level when a
rushing sound broke the stillness. The
noise startled us for an instant, but hurry-
ing ahead we saw hundreds of rats coming
out of a small tunnel, at the mouth ot
which stood a moldering old ore car.
“This cheered us, for we decided that
men must frequent some place near there
or the rats, which in the mines live on the
remains of the miners’ lunches, could get
nothing to eat. But though we hunted
until we had to stop and cry again we
could find no one. Down an incline we
went and struck a tunnel that bad evidently
been used more lately than the others. As
we turned into it we saw a spark away off.
Soon we saw that it was a candle carried
by a miner. We let out a shout, but to
our amazement and horror the miner
dropped his candle and ran as if forty
' devils were after him. We hurried after
him and picked up his candle, but he must
| have turned into some other drift, for we
| could not find him, and our weary search
' soon became as hopeless as before. We

|
' had by this time been in the mines a good

No matter which way we turned there were
the same dead cold walls of rock. The
passages were endless; they seemed to
lead nowhere. We passed several old
| cooling stations, and at last we got to one
and stopped. We were utterly exhausted,
and with all our misery choking us we
| swallowed some of our lunch, blew out our
candles and, holding each other's hands,
tell asleep.

“] remember that my last thought be-
fore I became unconscious was that a long
time afterward they would find our bodies,
and I think I even composed my face and
arranged my limbs so as to make a more
effective corpse. Nothing about this struck
me as being funny. Indeed, I fell asleep
crying. We must have slept a good many
hours, and my next recollection is of our
lying there together, sobbing, in the dense
darkness. Suddenly I became conscious
of a low, continued roar as of water run-
ning a long way off. My companion heard
it and we listened, dully wondering what
it could be. We finally lit a candle, ate
the last of our lunch and started to find
out. We had both been down the mines
frequently before and had no fear of the
darkness or the rats, so we went without
hesitation. It was not hard to follow the
noise. Along tunnels, down short up-
raises and up inclines we went until we
struck one corridor. We followed on to-
ward the noise. It was louder here, and
as we advanced it grew into a perfect roar
that filled the tunnel.

“Soon we ran into a wall of wood, from
behind which the noise came. We peered
through a chink in the plank partition and
saw a broad moving line. It was the cable
that hoists the cage, and that is what made
the noise. We watched through the chink
in the boards until we saw a cage loaded
with rock go up, and then began to think
how we could reach the point from which
the cage had started. We knew that we
were very far underground, for the rocks
that we threw down the frequent shafts
splashed in the water at the bottom, so we
did not attempt to climb to the top. It
was not long before we found a deep shaft,
and down that we clambered. As we
neared the bottom we heard another rumb-
ling—an ore car running along the tram-
way. We shouted as we went down the
ladders, and the carman answered our cry.
Soon we were standing by him, while he
looked us over with wonder.

«“Where are we?’ we both shouted, as
soon as we could speak. *This is the
fitteen-hundred-toot level of the Crown
Point,” he answered.

We had gone a mile and a half under the
ground and nearly a third of a mile down.
We were sick and bruised and hungry, and
our clothes were torn almost off’ us. It
was 10 o’clock in the morning when we
entered the old inchne, and it was nearly
4 o'clock the next morning when the car-
man found us. In no time at all we had
been fed and sent in charge of a miner on
the cage to daylight again.”—San Fran-
cisco Examiner.

’ many hours and had cried ourselves sick. |
1
|
|

It was Hay.

Wife (trom the other room)—*‘Dear, the
house must be on fire. I smell burning
cloth.”

Husband—*‘Reassure yourself, my dear.
It is only one of the cigars you gave
me.— Clothier and Furnisher.

Cold, cough, coffin is what philosophers term ‘‘a
logical sequence.” One is very liable to follow the
other; but by curing the cold with a dose of Ayer’s
Cherry Pectoral, the cough will be stopped and the

coffin not needed—just at present.

rested and |

the upper levels, so what we've got to do |
is to get down as far as we can, and we're |

An excellent Combination Bathing Suit,

' consisting of short sleeved Waist, Knickers,

and Skirt, is now being shown by Max-

cHESTER, RopeErTsoN & Avrnison. Ladies
' residing at the sca shore during the summer

months will find these garments supply

a much felt want.

These Bathing Costumes are made of

Woolen Jersey Cloth, which is the most

desirable fabric for the purpose, in fast
' color Navy Blue, and prettily trimmed with
white military braid.

They are in four sizes, Girls, Misses,
' Ladies, and large ladies.
Being woolen these suits are warm and
‘ do not cling to the figure when wet by the
water. The style and cut is the same as

| uow seen at the varions beaches and water-

ing places.

M. R. & A., St. Jonn.

THE PRINCESS LATOKA.

Marshall county, in the south of Mis-
sissippi, contains a pretty little town called
Holly Springs. In olden times—in the
glorious days before the war—it was often
styled the Athens of the South. Today,
though a dear little place, where a wealth
of flowers bloom and the far famed mag-
nolia trees lift aloft their stately blossoms
of snowy whiteness and tropical odors, it is
not what it was in the storied days of the
“Old South.”

Like many another place in the valley of
the great *‘Father of Waters,” this has a
history peculiarly its own. The woof and
warp of tradition lend acharm to even very
commonplace localities, and ever since the
time when the red man owned and loved
this vast region, there have been legends
and wonderful stories connected with its
fields and forests.

And this is the one which the stately old

trees that stand guard along the broad
walks ot Holly Springs whisper under their
breath to each other during the long moon-
lit nights when mocking birds sing and
| give voice to the shadowy spaces.
' A long time ago there lived where the
' town now stands a great Indian chieftain.
'He had his wigwam here, and hunted
through all the forests for the graceful
deer and huge bear that abounded. It
was a pretty wigwam the old chieftain had,
"all painted and ornamented with curious
devices drawn in red and blue paint by the
hand of the young princess, who, as she
grew taller and taller, was like a comely
plant—so the old father said—or like a
graceful young crepe myrtle trees that
stood about their home.

The days flew by and the young princess
was a child no lenger, but a rarely beauti-
ful maiden. Her hair was dusky, like the
blue black smoke that curled above the
wigwam, and it swept about her like the
clouds when a storm is gathering, but the
large, luminous eyes that rivaled it in color
were soft as the young rose, and full of a
light which seemed to attract like a magnet
all upon whom they rested. Her lips were
like the flash on the flame bush for color
and brightness, and her soft glistening skin
was as the chestnut when it is ripe and
ready for bursting.

Very, very beautiful was the young
Princess Latoka, still she knew 1t not.
Yet a day came when, going with her
father to the stream a few miles distant,
she gazed more and more upon the face
that looked back from its waters, and
wondered upon the change that she saw
there.

Then a time came when, as she wandered
under the grand trees, a new pathos seem-
ed to thrill in the notes of the mocking
birds that called to each other and made
much ado in the swaying branches. Even
the scent of flowers seemed changed in a
manner, to possess some new essence, but
she knew not what it meant, nor realized
that a sense of loneliness had come into her
life, that she longed for companionship,
and finding it not, felt as never before, the
all pervading loveliness of nature, and dis-
covered with it a mystical kinship through
the song ot the birds, and through the ex-
quisite fragrance of the flowers.

Now among the young braves who came
to her father’s wigwam, who had been wont
to come since first she could remember,
was the matchless Tullahoma, brave in
fight, skilled in chase, envied by all his
brothers, adored by all the maidens. She
could not look back upon a time that
Tullahoma was not known to her.

Now he, the fiery, the willful Tullahoma,
loved the maiden with all the power of his
untamed heart, and only a vow to the old
chieftain had kept him from telling her so
many moons ago.

«No, no,” the old man said ; *‘she is but
a blossom—Dbut a half blown flower; leave
her with me in peace for yet twelve moons.
When they have waned, if she will; thou
mayest take her to thine own wigwam that
she may be thy wife.”

So Tullahoma dared not tell in words
his love to the princess, but oftentimes she
tound his coal black eyes resting upon her
in so strange a manner that perforce she
would rise and leave his presence, would

o out to hold commune with the birds,
with the flowers, or to watch the far off
acure that was like unto some distant, ever
changing lake of rest.

She wondered, and could not explain,
that in these days she felt afraid of the
young chief. Something made her tremble
under his gaze ; something held her back
when she would have had speech with him ;
something drew her eyes away when she
would have lifted them to his face.

And now there came one day another
ﬁoung brave with a band of brothers to

unt in the rich forests about Latoka’s
home ; her father gave consent, and they
followed the game for many weeks ere time
for departure was arrived.

But the young chiet Paola, tall and
'supple ot limb, strong and graceful as the
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giant magnolias, soft of speech as the wind
when it kisses their snowy blossoms, he
found other game in the forest, in the wig-
wam where dwelt Latoka.

He came, and his eyes, dark and lumin-
ous as her own, rested upon her face, then
fell before its beauty: he lifted them once,
again ; her lips parted and she would have
spoken, but something—neither divined—
what—arrested speech; they both were
silent, but each looked at the other for the

space of a moment, then Paola turned from |
the wigwam and went away by himself into |

the forest.

Days passed, and coming and going he |
saw the maiden, and a great love and a |

masterful, grew up in his heart.

Now, one nightfall, when the young
moon had just lifted her crescent and tilted
it down toward the little path that led to
the home of Latoka, Paola drew near the
place and suddenly saw the maid standing
beneath a great tree; he could not know
between the night and her dusky tresses,

nor discern where her robes mingled with |

the shadows, the light was so uncertain;
but through a rift between the branches
came a silver shaft of radiance, and uplifted
to the heavens was her
glory of this light rested upon her counte-
nance.

In soft tones she communed with her
own soul, and like zephyrs fresh from j
mine vines were her murmured words.

Paolo, the proud, the noble, would not
spy upon her reveries, but silently drawing
near, stood before her in the Light and
looked into her upturned face.

One moment it was so; then he leaned
toward her and whispered, ‘‘Latoka,
come.

She gazed at him with a strange won-
dering luster in the marvelous eyes, just
for a second—then answered simply, *‘It
is the will of the great spirit, I come.”
With these words she paused, then he
drew her to his bosom and folded about
her the strong, brave arms that would
shield her now forever more.

So they stood, and a hfetime was com-

assed in the completeness of the moment.
They heard not, they saw not, they only
knew each the presence of the other.

But like a vile serpent came a wily crea-
ture through the darkness, two glaring
eyes rested upon the lovers, and quick as
thought a poisoned arrow entered their
paradise. Winged by the crafty Tulla-
homa, it flew on its mission, piercing two
hearts as one, and together they fell on
the cool mosses.

One moment gave them the life of love,
the next the life of death. . e
Great Spirit had loved these beautiful chil-

dren with a wondrous tenderness, and just |

where they fell his tears gushed forth in
two beautiful springs, whose waters soon
mingled in a clear and sparkling stream.
Then he gave command, and tall, graceful
holly trees, emblem of undying love,
started into being all aglow with berries,
blood tinted, like their warm drops that
had stained the earth.

And these trees grew beside the water,
and the placze was called Holly Springs by
the braves, who soon began to hold their
councils here. So they did until the pale
faces came, and then slowly the red man
wandered westward, leaving this legend to
tell itself in the whispering of the branches
and the murmuring ot the fountain that
still bubbles up near the center of town.—
Memphis Commercial.

Consumption Cured.

An old physician retired from practice, having
had placed in his hands by an East India missionary
the formula of a simple vegetable remedy for the
speedy and permanent cure of Consumption,
Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and
lung aftections, also a positive and radical cure for
Nervous Debility and all Nervous Complaiots, after
having tested ‘its wonderful curative powers in
thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make it
known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this
motive and a desire to relieve human suffering, I
will send free of charge, to all who desire it, this
recipe, in German, French or English, with full
directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail
by addressing with stamp, naming this paper.
W. A. NoYES, 820 Powers’ Block, Rochester, N. Y.

She Was Very Particular.

Amy—DMabel, there’s the telephone call.
Answer it, please.

Mabel—I can’t! Don't you see my hair’s
all down and I look like a tright.— Munsey’s
Weekly.
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NVERY HUMOR OF THE SKIN AND SCALP
h of infancy and childhood, whether torturing,
disfiguring, itcﬁing, burning, scaly, crusted,{pimply,
or blotchy, with loss of hair, and every impurity of
the blood, whether simple, scrofulous, or hereditary,
is speedily, permanently, and economically cured by
the CuTICURA REMEDIES, consisting of CUTICURA,
the great Skin Cure, CUTICURA SOAP, an exquisite
Skin Purifier and Beautifier, and CUTICURA RESOL-
VENT, the new Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest
of Humor Remedies, when the best physicians and
all other remedies fail. Parents save your children
rears of mental and physical suffering. Begin now.
i)olays are dangerous. ~Cures made in childhood are
permanent. 2

Sold everywhere. Price, CUTICURA 75c.; SoAP,
35¢c.; RESOLVENT, $1.50. Prepared by Potter Drug
and Chemical Corporation, Boston, Mass.

Send for *“ How to Cure Skin and Blood Diseases.”

#a~ Baby's Skinand Scalp preserved and &
F e _boautiﬁeal by CUTICURA SOAP. o

‘ Ruln;): pains, backache, and musculabr rheu-

matism relieved in one minute by the celebrated
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.
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 Ye Daintye Ladyes Please Take Notice.

RECAMIER crepnpari

PREPARATIONS!
THESE PREPARATIONS ARE FAMOUS

AS THE ONES

Endor=ed and Us=sed

— BY —

The Most Beautiful Women of Every Conntry.

VOLUNTARY TESTIMONIALS

From Mcesdames « o, ™3
ADELINA PATTI
BERNIIARDT,
LANGTRY,
POTTER,
MODJESKA,
CLARA LOUISE KELLOGG,

And tl

NICOLINT,

ousands of others.

What the Recamier Preparations are, and Why they are to be Used:

from the

which is the first of these world-famous preparations, is made fi
RECAM'ER CREAM I It is not a cosmetic, but an em i

recipe used by Julie Recamier. nt to
| be applicd at night just before retiring and to be removed in the morning by bathing freely. It will
remove tan and sunburn, pimples, red spots or blotches, and make your face and hands as smooth, as
white and as soft as an infant’s. Price $1.50. :
| RECAMIER BALM is a beautifier, pure and simple. l.t is not “ W hitewash, and .l‘“l},l\', mMos¢
‘ liquids, Recamier Balm is exceedingly beneficial, and 1s absolutely imper-
| ceptible except in the delicate freshness and youthfulness which it imparts to the skin. Price $1.50.
% RECAM'ER LOTION will remove fw:khw unx! moth p'i""l“'"‘ is \(mf"l;ii:u‘ :|m‘|- vv!‘liw;u-iv-'.ui t.w
| any irritation of the cuticle, and is the most delightful of washes for re
{ moving the dust from the face after travelling, and is also invaluable to gentlemen to be used after shaving.

Price £1.50.

RECAM'ER POWDER is in three ~I|;Axl:'s~\\'l|it¢'{ﬂwl),.:unl crea. It is the finest powder
e ————— ¢ ver manufactured, and is Jdelightful in the nursery, for gentlemen
after shaving, and for the toilet generally. Large boxes, $1.00; small boxes, 50c.

RECAMIER SOAP is a perfectly pure article, gu ll‘:\lltl'Q"lA free from :n.nim:ul fat. .'l’hi~ contains
f the healing ingredients used in compounding Recamier Cream and

many o

I.otion. Scented, 50 cents; unscented, 25 cents.

Read the following quotation from a certificate signed by three of the most eminent chemists in

America:

“The constituents of the Recamier Cream are well known remedial agents, and their properties are
fully described and authorized in the American and French pharmacopweias. They are combined in a way
which, while novel, is chemically correct, the resulting preparation being perfectly safe and beneficial for
the nses specified. Inthe proper sense of the word, Recamier Cream is not a cosmetic, but a remedial
agent for the skin.”

HENRY A. MOTT, Ph.D., LL.D.. ci
Member of the London, Paris, Berlin and American Chemical Societies.

THOS. B. STILLMAN, M. Sc., Ph. D,
Professor of Chemistry of the Stevens Institute of Technology.

PETER T. AUSTEN, Ph.D,, F.C. S,,
Professor of General and Applied Chemistry,

If your druggist does not keep the Recamier Prepartions, refuse substitutes.
or order yourself from either of the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manuacturing Company,
St. Paul street, Montreal, and 50 Wellington street, East, Toronto.

For sale in Canada at our regular New York prices; Recamier Cream, $1.50; Recamier Balm, £1.50;
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1.50; Recamier Soap, scented, 50c.; unscented, 25¢.; Recamier
Powder, large boxes, 81.00; small boxes, 50c. i

Rutgers College, and New Jersey State Scientific School.
L.et him order for you,
374 and 376
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A. G. STAPLES, - - - - 175 Charlotte Street.

Residence : 141 BRITAIN STRERT.

PAINTING

— IN —

All its Branches

AKING IT HOT FOR PRICGE SGALPERS!

Gennine Mark Down Sale to make room for laree Arvivals in July,

0.1 Fine Dongola Button Kid Boots, from $2.25 to $1.50; Child’s Heavy Leather Lace Boots,"size
7and 8, from 55c.; Child’s Oil Pebble Button Boots, size 5 to 10, from 60 and 70c.; Women’s
Buckled Walking Calf Shoes, from $1.10 to 85c.; Women's Fine Heavy Dongola Button Boots, from $2.50
to $1.75; Men’s Heavy Dress Boots, from $2.25 to 1.85; Men’s Fine Dongola Dress Boots, from $3.25 to
$2.75; Men's Fine Calf Shoes, from $2.00 to $1.55; Boy’s Suits, size 23 to 30in., from P. E. I. Cloth, from
£5.00 to $3.95 A very large stock of P. E. Island Cloths to exchange for Wool or low for Cash. We will
also trade Boots and Shoes for Wool, on the most advantageous terms.
Men’s Heavy All-Wool Working Pants, from $2.75 to $2.25.
Wool taken charge of at the S.S. landing or at the Depot. Parcels for patrons delivered free"ofgcharge
at Indiantown, or any part of the city.

20th CENTURY STORE, 12 CHARLOTTE ST.,,

Opposite and near the Market.
TRYON WOOLEN MFG. CO. OF P. E. L,

Proprietors.

J. A. REID,
Manager.

KERRS [oF CREAM PARLORS

ARE ALWAYS OPEN TO YOU.

DELICIOUS ICE CREAM

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

Come to KERR'S PARLORS, 70 KING STREET, nd bring your Friends with-you.

The Finest Confectionery always for Sale,
HUGH P. KERR, Confectioner.

WHOLESALE : Rerain:

8 DOCK STREET. | 70 KING NTREET.

m \ C. \ - ‘3':: ei;' 8 _[;8
DRAWN,DESIGNED & ENGRAVED. S

¢ ¥

SAMPLES & PRICES FURNISHED, CHEERFULLY.

JAMES S. MAY. W. ROBERT MAY.

JAMES S. MAY & SON,

Merchant Tailors,
DOOMVILLE BUILDING,

P. O. Box 303. ST. JOHN, N. B.

Stock always complete in the latest de-
signs suitable for first-class trade.
Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount

; -
BINDING!
7 E would remind our éubscribers that we have
‘ first-class facilities for

Binding Books, Magazines, Newspapers
and Periodicals of all Kinds,

in Styles to suit every taste. We supply all back
numbers, and complete broken sets.

Our long experience is guarantee that all such
work entrusted to us will receive prompt attention,

J. & E. McMILLAN,
BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS,
98 & 100 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET,

ST. JOHN, N. B. sor cash.




