TO A SOUBRETTE.

"Tis years, soubrette, since last we met,
And yet, ah, yet, how swift and tender

My thoughts go back in Time’s dull track
To you, sweet pink of female gender!

I shall not say, though others may,
That time all human joy enhances;

But the same dull thrill comes to me still
With memories of your songs and dances.

Soubrettish ways these latter days
Invite my praise, but never get it;
I still am true to yours and you;
My record’s made; I'll not upset it!
The pranks they play, the things they say,
I'd blush to put the like on paper;
And I’ll avow they don’t know how
To dance, so awkwardly they caper!

I used to sit down in the pit

And see you flit like elf or fairy
Across the stage, and I'll engage

No moonbeam sprite were half go airy.
Lo! everywhere about me there

Were rivals reeking with pomatum,
And if perchance they caught a glance

In song or dance, how I did hate ’em!

At half past ten came rapture; then
Of all thogse men was I most happy,
For wine and things and food for kings
And tete-a-tetes were on the tapis.
Do you forget, my fair soubrette,
Those suppers in the Cafe Rector,
The cosey nook where we partook
Of sweeter draughts than fabled nectar?

Oh, happy days when youth’s wild ways
Knew every phase of harmless folly!
Oh, blissful nights whose fierce delights
Defied gaunt-featured Melancholy!

Gone are they all beyond recall,
And I, a shade, a mere reflection,

Am forced to feed my spirits’ greed
Upon the husks of retrospection.

And lo! tonight the phantom light
That as a sprite flits on the fender
Reveals a face whose girlish grace
Brings back the feeling, warm and tender;
And all the while the old-time smile
Plays on my visage, grim and wrinkled,
As though, soubrette, your footfalls yet
Upon my rusty heart-strings tinkled.

—FEugene Field, in Chicago News.

FIGHTING A PANTHER.

“Europeans, and especially Englishmen
who have done India and Africa in search
of big game, are inclined to laugh at our
panthers. They appear to think that be-
cause the Buffalo is extinct, and the
orizzly has become a rarity, we have
nothing left in this country to afford
them exciting, dangerous hunting.

“Now all I can say is thatif they
wantrough-and-tumblc encounters, I
can recommend the Californian panther
to them with strong testimonials, and
they will not have to go far back to
look for him, either.”

The man who made this remark was
Mr. John Murray, of San Francisco, a
hunting enthusiast. As he lay backin
his chair, holding a cigar with his left
hand, he gave visible proof that he
had had a rough encounter of some
sort.

His right arm had been broken
and badly lacerated, and packed away
in splints, was hanging in a sling. His
left hand was covered with strips of
plaster, and the side of his face and
so much of his neck as was visible
showed the same signs of the surgeon’s
handiwork.

Mr. Murray had been away with a

friend, Halstead by name, on a long
hunt after deer in Mendocino County,
California, and had returned in a shock-
ing state of laceration. As soon as his
doctor permitted him to receive com-
pany he invited half a dozen of his
triends to dine with him, and talk over the
trip.
{)Ianging around the walls were many
trophies of the chase. Thrown over a
Jounge was an enormous panther skin,
which measured no less than six feet and
three inches from the point of the nose to
the tip ot the tail. This was the skin of
the animal which had occasioned Murray’s
remark, and as he spoke he turned and
gazed at it with an affectionate expression
that contrasted strongly with the sight of
the injuries he had received from the
animal’s claws and teeth.

“We did not begin hunting in earnest,”
Murray began, when he was urged to tell
his story, ‘‘until we got well into the dis-
trict, and had left even the log cabins and
dugouts some distance behind us. Charley
Halstead and I had with us my man Tom,
our three horses and a pack mule laden
yrith the tent, bedding, cooking utensils,
smmunition and the necessary provisions.

“We killed a few deer, a coyote and
some jackrabbits on our march, just to
carry us along, and at last we reached our
destination, and pitched our camp in the
loveliest spot you can imagine. There was
plenty of shade, good water, and a pros-
pect of game i profusion. We had ex-
cellent sport, indeed, and, but for my
accident, we should have been there still.

“Charley and I had been out on a trail
one day, and, meeting with our first poor
success, were returning home about an hour
before sunset. We had to pass through a
pretty thick belt of bush to reach the camp,
and.just as we struck a moderately thin
p#Ch in the middle of it, three fine deer
sprang up almost under our feet. I fired
both barrels, and brought down the leader,
while Charley emptied his Winchester atter
the retreating pair without success. We
were anxious to prepare the dead dear for
transportation to the camp as quickly as
possible, in order that we might not be
caught by the darkness, and both threw
down our rifles. We were about half done
{)reparing the game, when I heard a rust-
ing and crashing behind me, and, turning
my head, I saw some animal in mid-air
springing right for me.

«The natural mstinct of self-preservation
led me to throw myself on the ground as
quickly as possible, and as I did so I felt
the wind of the brute’s passing body liter-
ally raise my hair. It had missed me, but
it struck Charley, who was just by my side,
broadside on, rolled him over for several

aces, and dazed him so that he did not
now where he was or what had struck
him.

“It was a panther and as hungry and
wicked as a panther can be. He had evi-
dently been tracking these deer on his own
account, and when he found himself fore-
stalled, had worked himself up into a state
of frenzy and attacked us.

«Well, there lay Charley oa his face,
with the brute standing over him, and I
could see the blood staining my companion’s

brown hunting-shirt a darker hue where
the panther’s paw rested.

«I leaped to my feet, seized Charley’s
rifle by the barrels, and, swinging the stock
around, aimed a heavy blow at the animal’s
head. He saw it coming, and met the
attack with a quick turn and a snarl. The
barrels broke from the stock with the foree
of the blow, which struck on the animal’s
shoulder, knocking him sidewise upon his
back.

“*Quicker than a flash he rose and came
straight at me, open-mouthed ; but fortu-
nately he gripped my lose buckskin hunt-
ing-shirt in his teeth, instead of my shoulder
as he intended. At the same time one cf
his hind paws struck my thigh, and only
the stout buckskin prevented him from
rending the flesh from the hip to the knee.

“The force ot ls spring knocked me
down upon my right side. There he
pinned me. I could not get at my knife,
and poor Charley was only just recovering
his wits, and for a few miautes or seconds—
time goes slowly in a fix like that—did not
know what was going on.

“I slipped my left arm around the head
of the panther, and tried to thrust my finger
and thumb into his eyes. I succeeded but
partially ; and as the beast seized my arm
in his mouth, it gave me a chance to roll
over and try to draw my knife. But the
brute pulled at me so that in sheer desper-
ation | grasped his windpipe and closed
with him as one might with a man.

“It must bave been an exciting scene.
Charley said that at first I was at the top,
then the panther; and all the time he was
dancing around, looking for an opening to
shoot, and in his excitement trying to fit
Winchester cariridges into my rifle.

I yelled with agony, and my antagonist
howled and struggled. My clothes lasted

about a minute, then skin and flesh began |

to suffer. Charley threw the rifle down,
drew his sheath knife, and threw himself
upon the beast, stabbing him wherever he
got a chance, and once, poor fellow, put-
ting the knite point through my second
finger.

““All this inturiated the panther a thou-

sand-fold, and, turning short round from |

mes he threw Charley on his back and
commenced to worry him. This gave me a
chance to draw my knife, but I could only
use it in my left hand. My right arm
was swinging about like a pcndulum, and
rapidly turning me sick with pain.

I attacked the panther just the same,
and as [ gave him a thrust that sent the

knife through his shoulder, and then slipped |

off the Dbone, cutting its way out, we all
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three rolled down a pretty deep hole or
slide, where a great tree had been uprooted
years before.

**As we reached th2 bottom, the yelling
of the brute increased. As his grip relaxed
for an instant, Charley rolled out of his
embrace, and, steadving himself, sprang
back again and plunged his knife into the
panther’s heart. Then Charley literally
fell on top of us both, and, rolling off with
his head and shoulders under the animal’s
hind quarters, struck me a severe blow in
the temple with one of his heels.

“How long we lay there I do not know,
but it was dark when I recovered conscious-
ness. My first recollection was hearing
Tom’s voice calling my name. I called
back to him, but my voice sounded harsh
and strange in my ears. Tom heard it and
speedily came down the hole with a lantern
to see what was the matter.

““As soon as my eyes became accustomed
to the light, I saw Charley, covered with
blood, lying insensible under the panther.
The animal was stone-dead, his last living
effort having been to seize Charley’s foot
with his teeth. Fortunately he got his
heel crosswise among his teeth, which were
stuck fast in the solid leather of the heel.

“We pulled the carcass from off Charley,
and, after getting him back to conscious-
ness, found that most of his wounds were
superficial, except the first deep strokc_ of
the claw on the shoulder, and a contusion
on the side of the head received when we
all rolled down the slide.

«On examining the panther, we found
that a sharp root projecting from the bank
had impaled the brute through the loins,
and that he was actually skewered where
he was lying—a pretty fortunate thing for
us. as we were both disabled, and but for
that sharp root he must have finished us both.

«I was nearly torn to pieces. and had
my right arm broken in two places. It
turned out that Tom heard the shots, and,
as we did not make our appearance, had
rightly inferred, from the fussilade Charley
made emptying his Winchester, that some-
thing had happened to us. He luckily re-
membered noticing the hole some days be-
tore, and made his way to it as soon as he
saw the dead deer and the broken rifle.
But for that he would not have found us
until morning.

«“Charley and he rigged up a litter for
me between the two horses as soon as I was
strong enough to travel, and we got back
all right, though it took a long time to
cover the distance.

+If you think that panther’s skin does
not show much sign of punishment, just
turn it over, and count the knife-thrusts.
Fifteen! Yes, and several stabs in the
head that cannot be counted in. Big game
may be all very well, but a panther is quite
exciting enough for me."—Wilf. P. Pond,
in the Youth's Companion.

A gray beard on a man under 50 makes him look
older than he is. The best dyeto color brown or
black is Buckingham’s Dye for the Whiskers.
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¢« Beauty is Truth.”
“True Art is Beautiful.”

Artgi-lks.

These beautiful Fabrics are largely used
for DECORATIVE PURPOsES, especially for
Drawing Rooms.

India Art Silks,

32 inches wide.

In solid colors, comprising all the new and
varied tints and shades now in use for de-
corating and art work.

Singalese Art Silks.

In art shades. Printed in contrasting
tones of the same color; 82 inches wide.

Chinese Art Silks.

Printed in contrasting colors on Cream and
other light shade ground; 32 inches wide.

Siamese Art Silks.

The same as Chinese, but a different

design; 32 inches wide.

Milanese Art Silks.

Printed in a spray design of several colors
on light ground. Very effective for dra-
peries; in nine different art colorings; 32
inches wide.

Solid Color Pongee Silks.

22 inches wide; a great variety of shades.

Self-Colored Surah Silks.

22 inches wide; light and dark colors.

Art Fringes.

1% inch and 4 inch silk drops. Solid and
mixed colors in shades to match the India
Art Silks.

Tinsel SilkzChenille Cords

to match above.
MANCHESTER,
ROBERTSON,
and ALLISON,

MIGHT SUIT ST. JOHN.

Don't be Seen too Much on Promenades—It
Exhibits Poor Taste,

Among the various ““walks of life” from
which men choose their wives, fashionable
promenades are by no means the most
eligible.

' *I really think my daughter would spend
| her whole time in Fifth avenue it I would

let her,” said a mother in our hearing the
other day.

“Madam.” said we, ‘‘don’t let her.”

Fifth avenue is a poor school for girls
who expect to become wives. What sen-
sible man would desire to marry a mere
gadder and shopper? And surely no
young lady is ambitious of marrying a fool.

That a belle and a beauty should desire
to be seen and admired is natural enough,
but the prettiest thing in the world if con-
tinually on exhibition becomes an object
too familar to be much valued. A fair
creature, who divides her time between
studying the fashions at the millinery and
dry goods stores and sailing up and down
the sidewalk to display the same, is not
likely to shine in domestic life as the head
of the home department.

Young men, who are blessed with good
mothers and place a proper estimate on
home virtues and home comforts, are not,
as a general thing, eager to transfer the
butterflies of fashion, however beautiful, to
the matrimonial bower. Prudent bachelors,
who look before they leap and deliberate
before they pop the question—and really,
young ladies, men of this stamp make
the best husbands—are seldom seriously
attracted to the dashing creatures who are
always on parade, weather permitting.

Even your men about town have an idea
that a wife should be a home body and not
a street body, and when they propose to
settle down, after sowing their wild oats,
they prefer a quiet, dove like woman for a
mate to a being

gay of wing
As Eden’s garden bird.

To be an object of public admiration is
a delightful thing, no doubt ; but it is much
better o be an object of private affection.
One devoted heart is worth a million of
fascinated eyes, and to miss the chance of
a good husband and a happy home for the
sake of much eye worship and lip service
is a most unfortunate blunder.—New York

Ledger.

How Was She Concerned.

]\Ii§s Catch—You believe in Darwinism,
I believe—the survival of the fittest, the

doctrine of selection and all that sort of
thing.

Mr. Backward—Yes.

Miss Catch—Um—ah—well, how is it
that you don't live up to your belief and
select some one ?—Munsey’s Weekly.

He Liked It.

Sweet Girl—If it's just the same, Mr.
Mashuer, you need'nt trouble yourself to
call any more.

Masf‘l,uer (earnestly)—Oh, thanks; it's
no trouble at all—I like to call.—Ex.

“Qh, if T had only taken this medicine earlier in
life, what years of sufferng it would have saved
me!” was the touching explanation of one who
had been cured of rheumatism by the use of Ayer’s
Sarsaparilla. Scores of such cases are on record.
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Dainty Costumes Worn by Pretty New
York Girls This Season.

These are the days when the girl wants
a stunning racing toilet. Shall she dress
as her French sisters in masses of lace and
silk? If so let her take a_changeable silk
in which old rose predominates. Let her
have a vest or stomacher of white embroid-
ered in rose hued horseshoe designs.  Let
her wear white canvas shoes and carry a
sunshade of white lined with rose. Cream
hued silks trellised with brick, terra cotta
and all shades of red make gorgeous racing
costumes, and pongee gowns with brown
velvet jackets are also worn.

But if you desire to look like an English
woman you must wear a tailor gown of
gray cloth and a gray tulle bonaet and
carry a gray parasol. A dash ot violet
here and there makes the costume more
effective. 1 saw a beautiful girl driving a
spanking team the other day. Her gown
was of violet and gray—gray velvet sleeves
and silver trimmings, and a silver aigrette
glistened next a cluster of violets in her

smart gray cloth toque. You can’t be
amiss if you wear gray or mauve this
season.

A pretty costume for cyeling, hunting or
mountain climbing, did you say?  Well, I
beg and beseech you, my sisters, as many
as are here present, if you are going to the
mountains do not put on trousers. The
dress reform ladies are making a desperate
effort, I know, to lead you to adopt a
semi-masculine attire somewhat like a fenc-
ing garb. Don’t do it. Be girls even
when you are roughing it.  Have a plain
box plaited skirt of light weight check
serge, brown and white, with a box plaited
hunting jacket. Trim it with bands of soft
Suede leather. Wear Suede gantlets and
a tourist’s cap to match your cap and you'll
look like a lady, not like a What-is-it.—
Chicago Herald.

Queen Victoria’s Square Toed Shoes.

It is a pity that there are not more
mothers guided by the Queen’s excellent
example in the matter of squared toed boots
and shoes. Not only has Her Majesty
presistently worn this shaped chaussure all
through her own life, but she insists that
the royal children shall all be similarly shod.
It is nothing short of absolute cruelty 4o
imprison growing children’s feet in the un-
natural, pointed toed instruments of torture
that we have so long permitted to remain
the fashion, and there can be no doubt that
the children of unthinking and fashionable
mothers do suffer very grately from this
barbarous practice, but perhaps now the
fact is made known that not one of the
growing members of the royal family is ever
seen in anything but sensibly shaped boots,
it may induce the foolish women to make
their little ones comtorable now and save
them from much suffering in after years.—
Ladies® Pictorial. :

Chicago’s Idea of Art.

Charles Hutchinson, president of the
Chicago Art Institute, has just returned
from a visit to Florence, where he invested
£200,000 in old paintings from the collec-
tion of the late Prince Demidoff.  Rubens,
Rembrandt and Van Dyke are said to be
represented in the paintings purchased.

““What are the subjects of these pic-
tures ?” Mr. Hutchinson was asked.

“Now, you are going too far for a busy
man,” answered the enthusiast. “‘You
just wait and see. They are ‘corkers,’
every one of them.”—Despatch to the N. Y.

World.

No Wonder.

Mrs. Yerger—What makes you look so
sulky ?

Servant (scowling furiously)—No won-
der I look sulky. Here you are going out
again in that dress which you promised me
when you don’t wear it any more.—F£z.

Closed for Repairs,

Dixter—I sent my trousers over to the
tailor’s yesterday to be repaired.

Wixter—I wondered why I didn’t see you
on the street.— Clothier and Furnisher.

Cruel,
Elderly Suitor—I have spoken to your
mother, Helen and—
Helen—Oh, I'm so glad. Did she accept
you ?— K.

“
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X UMORS OF THE BLOOD, SKIN AND

SCALP, whether itching, burning, bleeding,
scaly, crusted, 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 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.; Soar,
35¢.; RESOLVENT, $1.50. Prepared by the Potter
Drug and Chemical Corporation, Boston, Mass.

Send for “ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”

&~ Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily @&
o= skin prevented by CUTICURA SOAP. &

m Backache, kidney pains, weakness, and

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

Wherever known

DYSPEPTIGURE

is already a Household
Remedy.

DYSPEPTIGURE

is fast becoming known

everywhere.

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS.

TREMOVAIL.

' JUDSON E. HETHERINGTON, 1. D,

N 1 BOOTS AND SHOES
CASH, CLOTHS, and BOOTS AND SHOES,
IN EXCHANGE FOR WOOL!
\" E are Manufacturers of 20 vears’ experience, and flatter t;u.r«'lws that we understand the require-
ments of the Workingman, and cater for his trade. We have a large stock of Tweeds, Blankets,

E. Island wool; felted and finished after the most ap-
exchanged for wool, or sold extremely cheap, for

Flannels, and Yarns, in Stock, made from pure P.
proved and scientific methods. These goods will be
cash at low prices. .

After 20 years fighting against shoddy cloth from Ontario we have succeeded in driving it almost en
tirely out of the P. E. Island market, and believe that if the workingmen of this locality will only give
our productions a fair trial they will also find it to their advantage to purchase honest goods, particalarly
when our prices are just as low as the inferior article.

We have on hand a very large stock of AMERICAN AND CANADIAN BOOTS AnD SHOES to
exchange for wool or cash at very modest prices. Purchasers will find it to their advantage to get our
prices before buying elsewhere.

A $2.25 Fine Dongola Kid Button Boot, ..for £1.50 | A 1.75 Fise Kid (ladies) Oxford Tie Shoe, for $1.45
A W “ bt e " for 175 | A 1.25 Real Calf ar o i e 00
A 4.00 French Process Hand Sewed Button Men's £2.50 Calf Bal. Boots, full finished, * 1.85
P00, ssssssssssecsssssssnsesses for 8260} % 1.20 Brogang,..cooeeeecesssassasnns “ 00
A 2.25 French Kid (ladies) Oxt’d Tie Shoe, ' 1.75 ' Children’s Shoe®, cccoee soossssce.cav.cnes 50c.up.
TRYON WOOLEN MFG. CO. OF P. E. L., J. A. REID;
Proprietors. Manager.

o 7
+i KERR'Su

ICE CREAM PARLORS

—— AND GET A —

DELICIOUS ICE CREAM.

ALSO CHOICE ASSORTMENT OF

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

7O KING STRICIT, (PPSITE VICTORIA HOTEL.

Telephone Connection.

N
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THOSE REQUIRING SPECTACLES I

J. W. RAMSDELL,

MANUFACTURKER,

Wholesale and Retail Dealer

—— [N =

HUMAN HAIR GOODS.

Ladies’ and Children's SHAMPOOING a
Specialty.

65 Carltte Strect §7. JORN,

FOR COMBINGS.

Consult D. HARRIS,
ENGLISH OPTICIAN,
53 Germain St., St. John, N. B.

NEAR MARKZ'.

MR. L. W. TITUS
prepared to receive Pupils in Vi )ICE TRAIN
ING, at his room,

~() Dorchester Street,

Is

My. Titus has been for the past four years a pupil
of Mr. GEORGE J. PARKER, the well-known Boston

Tenor.

GERARD G. RUEL,

(LL. B. Harvard,)

BARRISTER, Etc.

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

C. W. C. TABOR,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, &c,,
14 PUGSLEY'S BUILDINGS,

N. B.

CASH PAID

Union City Hotel, |

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

TO better location in the city, only 4 minutes’

r " ! !
S F- ’TO Ill\ . F & walk from the I. C. R. Depot and International
- | Steamboat Landing. Facing Market Square. Re-
rg r Y 1 member this building is on_ the corner of King
DR. H. P. TRA VERS. | tnd Prince William Streets. NO BIG PRICES—
” 4 . - % | but good fare at moderate prices. Call on us and
"N ~r | satisfy yourself that we will try to make you feel at
T)FJL FIS 1 s home. Don’t forget No. 10, “Blue Sign.”

| Permanent and Transient Boarders accommodated
at low rates.
]

Cor. Princess and Sydney Sts.

|

e s | REINOVAl Not1ce,

COBURG STRERT, |
ST. JOHN, N. B.

A. L. SPENCER, Manager.

1 -1

| i
‘ »
' We have Removed our place of

wisei siness from 5 Waterloo
JOHN L. CARLETON DR ;

AS REMOVED his Law Offices to No. 724
PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, (over office
of D.C. CLINCH, Blfnk«l'), St. John, N. B.

J. M. LEMONT,

Pl A OGS O ¢ o g 0.

“DAVID CONNELL, | pIRE INSURANCE!
Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydncy 81 s

Horses Boarded.on reasqnabh‘{ terms. '
i T T ekt PHENIX INSURANCE CO.
(J. E. MOORE. | OF HARTFORD.

J. M. JOHNSON.] [
ESTABLISHED 1S544.

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 IHorses to let.

s T

Il CHARLOTTE STREET,

|

36 Years of uninterrupted Success.

l I solicit a share of your Insurance for this first-class
'\ Company.

l FRED. J. G. KNOWLTON,

~ General Agent,

| 46 Princess Sireet, St. John, N. B

; -

i

A. & J. HAY,

w—— DEALERS IN——

S. R. FOSTER & SON.

|
|

MANUFACTURERS OF i

WIRE, STEEL NAILS,

and IRON-CUT

And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS,
SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NAJLS, Ete.

ST.JOHN. N. B.

Haying Tools
IN GREAT VARIETY.
For Sale by

J. HORNCASTLE & CO.,

Indiantown.

TW0 SECOND-HAND BICYCLES

In Good Condition—5%2 inch Wheels.

E. 8. STEPHENSON,
53 Smythe street.

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

76 KING STREET,

GAINT JOHN DYE WORKS,

84 PRINCESS STREET.

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

C. E. BRACKETT, Prop.
PRIVATE BOARDING.

RS. McINNIS begs to announce that she taken
Bl the very centrally located house, No.
Sidney street, and that after May 1st, 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.

For sale by

MISSES E. & S. WARRELL,
159 Union Street,
HAVE an Elegant and Fashionable Stock of

8% BioYCLE REPAIRING a specialty.

50 CENTS A WEEK!

CARPETS, OILCLOTHS, LACE CURTAINS,

Mirrors, Pictures, Lounges, Hanging Lawmps,
CLOCKS AND WATCHES.

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

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. & 8. WARRELL,
159 Union street, St. John, N. B.




