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ON THE BLUFF. 

O grandly flowing River! 
O silver gliding River! 

Thy springing willows shiver 

In the sunset as of old; 

Thy shiver is the silence 

Of the willow-whitened islands, 

While the sunbeams on the sand bars 

Fill the air and wave with gold. 

O gay, oblivious River! 

O sunset. kindled River! 

Do you remember ever 

The eyes and skies so blue 

On a summer day that shone here, 

When we were all alone here, 

And the blue eyes were too wise 

To speak the love they knew? 

0 stern, impassive River! 

O still unanswering River! 

The shivering willows quiver 

As the night winds moan and rave. 

From the past a voice is calling, 

From heaven a star is falling, 

And dew swells in the bluebells 

Above her hillside grave. 

—John Hay. 

CAUGHT BY THE TIDE. 
The Bay ot Fundy is known the world 

over for its tremendous tides. 

of the great estuaries about its head—such 

as Shepody Bay or the mouth of Tantramar 

—there is a rise and fall at spring times, | 

At low water, there- Hand abundant, of over seventy feet. 
fore, there are miles of red flats, acres upon 

acres of gray-green beach, or wild steeps 

of sandstone and slate, where at the flood 

a a full and heaving sea. 
Many strange phenomena arise in con- 

nection with these mighty tides. There 

are harbors on the Fundy coast which, at 

low tide, contain literally no water save a 

few detached puddles or a rivulet that 

could not float a dory. At such times 

these harbors are but vast, desolate, 

gleaming basins of red mud; and the 

In certain | 

wharves of the villages scattered about | 

their rims, perched high on the ruddy 

look as it anything like a ship would be to 

them the most unexpected and impossible 

of visitors. 
But when the tide turns, then the deluge! 

pp and perhaps a mile from any water, | 

The ocean seems to empty itself into the | 

bosom of the land, and what seemed, a few | 

hours before, like inland communities, are K ; he | 
‘a liberal vein of milky or gold-bearing 

swiftly transformed into bustling seaports. 

Yachts, ships and steamers swarm in on 

the flood, and hasty ferries dart between 

the opposite shores. The wharves, for a 

little while, are in a state of feverish 

activity. Then, as suddenly as it came in, 

the sea drops back, and the life of the 

villages goes with it. 
In spite of these violent fluctuations of 

the water-level, and the shifting of the hour | 

of high-water, there are comparatively few | ¢ 
| that my last torch was dying out. 

accidents along these tidal coasts. Both 

men and the dumb brutes become so ac- 

customed to the tide that they calculate 
upon it almost instinctively. 
Even the pigs learn all about it. These 

creatures follow the ebb, and feed luxur- 

jously on the stranded shell-fish and such 

delicacies which they then pick up. When 

a mile or more from safe uplands. Sud- 

any change in the water-level, the whole 

herd turns tail and scurries up the shore 

with wild squeaks and gruntings. Pres- 

ently the incoming tide is seen careering 

after them ; but they are never caught, by 

any chance. 
For myself, though I have grown up by | » ! I 

these shiiting seas, and have loved and been | was full, and from the noise outside I knew 
' there was an on-shore wind blowing, rais- 

familiar with their splendid turbulence, ] 

have had but two adventures for which the 

tide could be held directly responsible. 

Once, when I had taken a city friend out 

shooting over the flats, the enthusiasm of 

the sport beguiled us into forgetfulness. 

The plover and curlew and snipe were so 

unwary and so innumerable that we delayed 
our return to the uplands till the flood had 
got well under way. 

At first, in our consternation, we started | 

to run: but the mud was sticky, our long- 

legged boots were like lead upon our feet, 

the undertaking. 
Fortunately we were both strong swim- 

mers. We made for a ledge of rocks that 
rose some feet above the surrounding flats. 
These, at high tide, would be buried under 

fifty feet of Fundy’s waves, but they were 
kigh enough for our immediate purpose. 
“As we gained them, the water was already 
gliding about our feet. Climbing the rocks 
we sat down, and had a few minutes in 
which to regain our breath. 
Then we thrust our guns securely into 

crevices of the rock, that the currents might 
not drag them away, and undressed our- 
selves to the shirt and drawers. Our shoot- 
ing-coats, our ammunition, our well-filled 

game-bags we grudgingly offered up to the 
sea-divinities : and when the tide had once 

more overtaken us we plunged into it and 
struck out bravely for shore. 

It was a longish swim, but the current was 

now our ally. We struck shore a little 
a)®e the village where I belonged, and 

in our very scant apparel we sneaked home, 
by the way of all the back lanes and shady 
2overts we could command. 

This experience, though unpleasant and 
costly, was not very thrilling. But my 
experience in the old North Joggins quarry 
was thrilling enough to delight the most 
adventurous. 
Some three leagues below the Minudie 

village, where my boyhood was passed, 
there was a deserted freestone quarry. I 
had heard vague reports of it, as having 
furnished, for a short time, stone of an 

admirable texture and appearance. Then, 
it is said, some fatal defect had been found 
in the material; all demand for the stone 
ceased, and the quarry had been abandoned 
after heavy loss. 
The stone had been cut below high- 

water level, and I how know that its flaws 
were due to its being impregnated with salt 
and moisture, but at the time of which I 
am writing there seemed to me to hang a 
glamour of mystery and romance about the 
deserted workings. 
At last, one September day, when I had 

tramped far afield in search of partridges, 
1 came out unexpectedly upon the sea- 
shore. I tound myself on a high and beech- 
crowned bluff, which I at once recognized 
as Snowdon’s Point, the place of the old 

quarry. Partridges I had found none, and 
my enthusiasm for gunning was on the 
wave. The tide was at ebb. I forgot 
partridges, and resolved to explore the 
romantic ruins of the quarry. 
The bluff, though Tigh and hold, was 

very soallow—that is to say, it sheered in- 

' the removal of the stone 

land almost as steeply as on its seaward 
face. Clambering down the rocks to about 
half-tide level, I rounded a weedy crag and 
found the mouth of the quarry yawning 
before, low-arched and broad. Some heavy 
tamarack timbers bolted to the rocks, rem- 
nants of platform and derrick-staging, 
showed that man’s hand had here been at 
work. But his traces were fast being 
erased by the eating currents, or obliter- 
ated by masses of kelp and dulse. 

I should have mentioned . that before 
descending to the beach I had supplied my- 
self with rolls of birch-bark from the forest, 
to serve as torches. One of these rolls, 
wound ey to make it last, and thrust 
into the cleft end of a bit of sapling, I soon 
had occasion to light, for daylight failed 
me as I penetrated the quarry. The wet, 
dark rocks, and palls of weed, seemed to 
soak up the sunlight with supernatural 
avidity. 

It was a weird and fascinating cave, run- 
ning far into the hill, with a gradual ascent 
which must have been intended to facilitate 

Here and there 
the lurid light of the torch flashed blood- 
red on shallow tidal pools, where colorless 
anemones unfolded and eyeless forms of 
strange sea-life crawled sluggishly. Now 
and then the oozy weed-mantles on the 
walls gave forth a gleam as of amethysts 
and rubies, and swayed stealthily as some 
startled crab withdrew behind their coverts. 
As I wandered further in and higher up 
the slope the animal life became less varied 

and I moved on more 
rapidly. 

Presently I came to a terminal chamber, 
whether or not the only one I did not 
know. The further wall of this chamber 
was a slope of soft clay, and the floor was 
muddy with earth that had apparently 
fallen from the roof. Satisfied with my 
explorations, I was on the point of turning 
back, when, across one wall of the chamber 
I noticed a whitish gleam which attracted 
me. 
A close observation showed me that on 

this side the freestone had been quarried 
out to where it was bounded by a fissure 
filled with clay. The action of the tides 
"had dissolved away this clay, and revealed 
the face of a shoulder ot whinstone. I 
remembered that on the island slope of the 
bluft there was a considerable out-cropping 
of this same whinstone ; but what drew my 
attention now was the fact that across the 
dark surface of the rock there straggled 

(quartz. 
Was it possible I was going to discover 

a gold mine? Such things had happened, 
indeed! I had studied mineralogy during 
the past vear in college, and knew some- 
thing worth while of prospecting. And 

| this part of the world was not without its 

paying gold-fields. 
I was scrutinizing the vein eagerly for a 

sign of the yellow metal, when [ noticed 
\ This I 

heeded but little, for the path out was 

| simple and direct, and plenty of matches 

the tide is ready to turn, the herd may be | 

denly, before the spectator’s eye can detect | hideous of death-pits. 

were in pocket in case I should need a 
light, but suddenly I remembered the tide. 

With the last flicker or the torch I 
glanced at my watch. My heart came into 
my throat as [ saw it must be past half- 
tide. In all probability I was already 
trapped, caught helplessly in this most 

Scratching matches 
tremblingly as 1 went, I stumbled madly 

down the cave, and in a few moments the 
"sound of thundering waters reached my 
ears. Still I ran on, and presently 1 met 
the daylight, carried deep into the cave by 

‘reflection from the heaving surface. 

| 

currents 

I was too late. The mouth of the cave 

ing a surf which would make utterly hope- 
less any attempt to escape by diving and 
swimming. Supposing I should succeed 
in so long a dive as would be necessary to 
-arry me beyond the cavern’s mouth, the 

aud breakers outside would 
straightway shatter me on the rocks. 

I retreated up the cavern, numb with 
despair. 
By the time I had regained the teiminal 

chamber I had regained also, to a certain 
extent, my presence of mind. Iam not of 

and we soon perceived the hopelessness of | the temperament that can give way to de- 
spair, under any circumstances, and now 
1 resolved to make a sturdy fight for life. 

I could perceive that this chamber was 
within reach of the tide, but whether or not 

the tide would fill it entirely I could not 
tell. In the chance that it would not lay 
my hope. 
Up the clayey slope of the end wall 

I made my way, digging foot-holes with 
the muzzle of my fowling-piece. As I 
ascended the soil grew more friable, and 
when I reached the roof of the chamber I 
tound it would come away almost by 
shovefuls under the combined attack of my 
gun-barrel, used as a pick, and my desper- 

ately energetic hands. The earth fell all 
about me, half-smothering me, and soon I 
had worked myself upward and forward till 
I was several feet above the level of the 
ceiling. Here, as I could tell by the dry- 

‘ness of the soil, the highest of the flood 
would not reach me, and exultantly I 
stayed my delving, and rested. 

Presently I noticed that the heat was 
growing oppressive. My clothes were 
"drenched with perspiration, which kept 

streaming from me as if 1 were still at 
severest labor. I caught the furtive creep- 
ing and lapping and whispering of water, 
and knew that now the tide was relentlessly 
filling the chamber whence I had just made 
escape. 
The heat grew more oppressive, and 1 

felt some difliculty in breathing, and sud- 
denly a new horror flashed upon me. Was 
I to be suffocated ? 

I suppose, looking back upon the epi- 
sode, that I need have been in no serious 

alarm on this score. It was the extreme 
compression of the air that was troubling 
me, in reality. This I never thought of, 
but fancied 1 was using up all my oxygen. 
It was a pardonable error, for under the 
thrilling and appalling circumstances a 
boy of eighteen could hardly be expected 
to reason like a man of science. Unable 
to endure the misery of suspense with inac- 
tion, I betook myselt again to my digging, 

and drove my improvised pick into the 
soil with fierce resolve. 
The falling earth dropped now, with 

hollow, mocking echoes, into the stealthy 

tide that was dogging me. The sound 
made my flesh creep. I could almost feel 
the chill fingers of the tide reaching up into 

Have we any truly great men at the present day? 

Some doubt it, and ask to be shown the modern 

Washington, Franklin, ov Webster. However this 

may be, of one thing we are sure, there never was a 

greater blood-purifier than Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.— 

Adet. 

NEW DRESS GOODS. 

A large assortment of Fancy 

Wide-Wale Serge, Herringbone 

Stripe Serge, Foula and other 

Novelty Dress Stuffs for early 

Fall. 

We especially ask your atten- 

tion to the New Fancy Dress 

Serges. They are the latest 

novelty in Solid Color Dress 

Stuffs width 42 and 52 inches. 

In all the fashionable colors and 

black. 

Manchester, Roberston & Allison. 

my stifling niche and plucking me down. 
I thought of my body washing blindly 
against those sightless walls, and at fast 
being sucked down, down the long passage, 
by the sullen ebb, and out into the lonely 
eddies of the open bay. All the time, 
however, my arm was not unstrung, and I 
toiled on with excellent results. 

Presently my gun barrel caught against 
something tough, which I found to be a 
tree-root. At this, which seemed to be a 
message from the outer world, my heart 
bounded, and my spirits rose in con- 
fident hope. 
My prison had seemed like a grave in 

the innermost bowels of the earth, but now 

I telt myself in actual communion with the 
free and laughing leaves which this root 
was nourishing. I followed up the com- 
forting message for a space of three or four 
feet, to its junction with a larger root, and 

then struck off a little to one side, that I 
might not come beneath the tree itself. 
By this time, in spite of my new enthusi- 

asm and sanguine spirits, the heat and 
toil were telling upon me. I grew so weak 
and dizzy that I had to pause and rest 

every other minute at least. My mouth, 
gasping wide ns was as dry as chips, 

and my eyes felt unnaturally dilated in that 
thick darkness. 

Suddenly, as I rested in my burrow, I 
thought I ‘caught a new sound. Surely it 
came not from the caverns below me, but 
through the earth above my head! I 
listened with my whole soul waiting upon 
my ears. Yes, it was the tinkling of a 

cow-bell, dim and mufiled, but not to be 

mistaken. My pick was plied desperately 
for a stroke or wo, and then went through 

a piece of turf into the dear air of heaven. 
My hands tore a wide opening, and a 

breath of wind blew in upon my face, with 

the rustling of leaves, the calls of birds, 
the blessed music of the cow-bells near and 
distinct. 

In another moment I was out of my 
dungeon, and lying on the green turf under 

a beech-tree. The roar of the waves came, 
softened by distance, over the hill-brow, 

and the late afternoon was the utter reali- 
zation of peace. 

In my exhaustion I fell asleep, and when 
I woke, refreshed, the new moon was hang- 

ing in the sky. 1 picked up my faithtul 
fowling-piece, and descended the beech 
glade to a still pool which I saw gleaming 
in the moonlight. Here I took a bath, 
after which, in my young energy, fortified 
by some biscuit and cheese which I found 
in my pockets, I felt quite equal to my 
long tramp homeward.—Charles G. D. 

Roberts, in the Youth's Companion. 

Ice Water.—Doctors Disagree. 

A celebrated physician says “All ice-water drink- 

ing is bad,” also that “a severe blow upon the body 

just over the solar plexux,” (which in good United 

States language means an important portion of the 

nervous system located just back of the stomach,) 

twill cause almost instant death,” and he further 

says “the sudden shock caused by a deluge of ice 

water into the stomach has exactly the same effect 

upon the solar plexus as the blow, and may cause 

sudden death by its action upon it and through that 

on the heart.” “Another equally celebrated physi- 

cian says, “Any diction which unqualifiedly say that 

cold drinks are bad and hot drinks are good must be 

absurd” and further “cold water stimulates gastric 

secretion; therefore do not smile at your friend be- 

cause he thinks a half-glass of ice water before eating 

gives him an appetite and helps his digestion.” In 

continuation we will say, drinking ice water in 

copious draughts when over-heated is injurious, if 

not dangerous, that is undeniable. But that the free 

drinking of water in hot weather must be avoided, 

is the deniable, and is one of the greatest popu- 

lar errors extant. When a person is perspiring 

freely, a vast amount of water is drawn from the 

body, which must be resupplied, or a great injury is 
being done the physical health, and the foundation of 
some of the worst forms of Kidney disease is being 

slowly but surely laid. Do not drink ice cold water, 

but pure cold water; a little lemon-juice will im- 
yrove its effectiveness. Plain soda water with a 
ittle acid is also excellent in hot weather. If from 
drinking too much ice water you have stomach 

cramps, or are o VIRESIGRE as it is called, or are 

attacked with Cholera morbus, Summer Complaints, 

diarrhea or dysentry, do not resort to alcoholic stim- 

ulating drinks, which irritate rather than allay the 

inflamation which has caused the trouble; but adopt 

the practice of taking daily just before retiring, 

during July and August, one teaspoonful of John- 
son’s Anodyne Liniment in a little sweetened water, 
which will prevent all such attacks and ill eflects 

from ice water. In fact a little pamphlet sent free to 

any one by I. 8. Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass., con- 

tains a vast amount of information about treating 

those summer troubles with that good old household 
remedy .—Adot. 

It All Depended. 

Mother—I am going out, Mamie, and I 
want you to be a good little girl while I am 
gone, and I'll bring you home a paper of 
candy. - Now, are you going to be good? 
Mamie—Yes, I suppose so; but can't 

tell how good 1 ought to be unless 1 know 
how big that paper of candy is going to be. 
— Texas Siftings. 

Did you notice that fine head of hair at church 

last Sunday? That was Mrs. B——. She never 

permits herself to be out of Hall's Hair Renewer.— 

Advt. 

GOOD HOT WEATHER DRINKS. 

Iced Tea is the Best Beverage that Can be 

Prepared. - 

Iced tea is the best hot weather beverage 
that can be prepared. Plenty of ice is 
needed and it should be cracked rather 
than erushed. If hot, freshly made sou- 
chong is served, have lump ice to save 
replenishing the supply. 
Cut the lemon in quarters and after 

squeezing the juice and scraping out the 
pulp, if preferred, lay aside the rind, as 
the oil gives the beverage a better taste. 
The best authority on ‘‘tea cups” insist on 
having the sugar and lemon in the glass, as 
they have cream for coffee, and pouring the 
tea over it, thereby producing a better 
chemical change and a smoother tasting 
drink than can be obtained by reversing 
the order and putting the acid in the tea. 
Plenty of sugar is needed, plenty of ice 
and a generous supply of juicy lemons and 
tea ad lib. 

Since the ice weakens the drink it is 
necessary to make the tea stronger than 
usual, and in lieu of the displacement of ice 
only half fill the tumbler with the liquid. 
Mixed tea of green and black with a small 
quantity of the fragrant orange pekot, 
makes the ideal tea cup. 
To avert family jars and table confusion 

the mother who 1s fortunate enough to have 
a large circle in her dining room is advised 
to dot the board with small bowls of lump 
ice and patties of lemon. There is no 
objection to having the quartered fruit and 
cracked ice in the same dish and in the 
presence of thirsty humanity it is an ad- 
vantage. If there are not big sisterns and 
teapots in abundance use chocolate jugs, 
caraffes or china pitchers, fill them with tea 
and put them within easy reach of the 
thirsty bread winners. 

Ice cream is a very delectable dish for 
young people, but it must be *‘fixed” if you 
expect to feed it to men with a tobacco 
taste in their mouths. If you make it your- 
self stint the sugar supply and serve it with 
sliced fruit. Water ices are more to the 
masculine palate. Raspberries are rammy ; 
blackberry ice has a sort of cherry bounce 
flavor that is grateful to the lordly taste, 
and lemon and orange ices are always 
palatable, provided the sugar supply is 
limited. 
Men must drink weather like this, and if 

there is nobody to tempt them with iced 
tea, cold buttermilk, frappes. lime juice or 

frozen bouillon, they will gulp down the 
pos of the bar. Ergo, fair woman, 
earn to mix home drinks. — Fz. 

Expert on Beauty. 

There is a great deal of sham; writes 
Eugene Field, in all the show of affection 
that has been going on at Berlin between 
the Emperor William and his uncle, the 

Prince of Wales. It is pretty well known 
that the two have an ill opinion of one 
another. Wales hates Berlin because he 
regards it as a vulgarly democratic town, 
and he has always looked upon William as 
a boor. As for the young Emperor he has 
been taught by Bismarck to regard Eng- 
land as a nonsensical little patch wholly 
unworthy of consideration, and he has been 
heard to remark that the Prince of Wales 
was simply a petit maitre and a flaneur. 
Wales was accompanied to Berlin by 

his second son, Prince George. After they 
had been there two days the son broke out 
suddenly one day with, ‘Father, have you 
seen a pretty girl since you came here?” 

“That's a curious question,” replied 
Wales. **How came you to ask it ?” 

“Well, I fancied you'd be on the look- 

out,” said George, “and I wish you'd tell 
me it you see one, for I've got tired of 
hunting for them. Your judgment in that 
direction will do well enough for me.” 

Depended on the Result. 

Passerby (to Tommy, who has just been 
fighting) —Wouldn't your father whip you 
if he knew you had been fighting ? 
Tommy—Well, that depends. If the 

other boy whipped me pop would whip me, 
too; but if I licked the other boy pop 
would just say, “I wouldn't fight if 1 were 
vou, Tommy."— Lippincotl’s. 

Full of Promises. 

“Don't you think young Reginald De 
Jones a very promising youth?” Very. 
I'm his tailor.”—-Dry Goods Chronicle. 

FANTILE> 
Ciscils 

DISEAS2\@ 
(ut + CURED BY 

AVERY HUMOR OF THE SKIN AND SCALP 

‘J of infancy and childhood, whether torturing, 

disfiguring, itching, burning, scaly, erusted,{pimply, 

or blotchy, with loss of huir, 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 

ears of mental and physical suffering. Begin now. 

clays are dangerous. Cures made in childhood are 

permanent. 
Sold everywhere. Price, CUTICURA T7dc.; SOAP, 

35c.; RESOLVENT, $1.50. Prepared by Potter Drug 

and Chemical Corporation, Boston, Mass. 

Send for “ How to Care Skin and Blood Diseases.” 

gu Baby's Skin and Scalp preserved and -&g 

ed beautified by CUTICURA Soar. oy 

KRMiney pains, backache, and muscular rheu- 

matism relieved in one minute by the celebrated 

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 rg rion. 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 prepaid, to any address. 
CHARLES K. SHORT, 

i: 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., Halifax; Kerry, 

Watson & Co., Montreal. 

CASH, CLOTHS, an 

3 

AND SHOES, BOOTS 
IN EXCHANGE FOR WOOL! 

WE are Manufacturers of 20 years’ experience, and flatter ourselves that we understand the require- 

ments of the Workingman, and cater for his trade. We have a large stock of Tweeds, Blankets, 

Flannels, and Yarns, in Stock, made from pure P. E. Island wool; felted and finished after the most ap- 

proved and scientific methods. These goods will be exchanged for wool, or sold extremely cheap, for 

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 wili also find it to their advantage to purchase honest goods, particularly 

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. 
prices before buying elsewhere. 
A $2.25 Fine Dongola Kid Button Boot, ..for $1.50 

‘ ‘“ A 350 ¢ “ “ ’ for 1.95 
A 4.00 French Process Hand Sewed Button 

BOO, sss ccsssissssnisessssossses for 3.256 
A 2.25 French Kid (ladies) Oxf’d Tie Shoe, ** 1.75 

Purchasers will find it to their advantage to get our 

A 1.75 Fine Kid (ladies) Oxford Tie Shoe, for $1.45 
A 1.25 Real Calf od ‘“ ““ Tat 90 

1.86 

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

Men’s $2.50 Calf Bal. Boots, full finished, * 
ww 1.20 Brogans,...cccoeeccocsessssccs “ 00 

’ Children’s 8hoes, ccccco cesevicce. ino sone 50c. up. 

J. A. REID, 
Manager. 

ICE CREAM PARLORS 
AND 

DELICIOUS 
ALSO CHOICE 

GET A 

ICE CREAM. 
ASSORTMENT OF 

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

70 KING STREET, PPOSITE VICTORIA HOTEL. 
Telephone Connection. 

B= 

0 CATALOGUE a 

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

= 

Consult D. HARRIS, 
ENGLISH OPTICIAN, 

53 Germain St., St. John, N.B. 
NEAR MARAZI. 

"MR. L. W. TITUS 
prepared to receive Pupils in VOICE TRAIN | 

ING, at his room, 

70 Dorchester Street, 

Mr. Titus has been for the past four years a pupil 

of Mr. GEORGE J. PARKER, the well-known Boston 

Tenor. 

GERARD G. RUEL, 

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

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

14 PUGSLEY’S BUILDINGS, 

ST. JOHN. 

DR. H. P. TRAVERS, 
DENTIST, 

Cor. Princess and Sydney Sts, 

JUDSON E. HETHERINGTON, M.D, 
Homeopathic Physician and Surgeon, 

44 COBURG STRERT, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

JOHN L. CARLETON 
AS REMOVED his Law Offices to No. 722 

PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, (over office 

otf D.C. CriNcH, Broker), St. John, N. B. 

© J. M. LEMONT, 

PIANO AND ORGAN TUNER, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

~ DAVID CONNELL, 
Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydney SI 

Horses Boarded on reasonable terms. 
8% Iorses and Carriages on hire. Fine Fit-outs 

at short notice. 

J. M. JOHNSON. (J. E. MOORE. 

JOHNSON & MOORE, 
Boarding, Sale aud 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 
and IRON-CUT NAILS, 

And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS, 

SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NATLS, Etc. 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

Haying Tools 
IN GREAT VARIETY. 

For Sale by 

J. HORNCASTLE & CO., 
Indiantown. 

TWO SECOND-HAND BICYCLES 
In Good Condition—52 inch Wheels. 

E. S. STEPHENSON, For sale by 
53 Smythe street. 

8% BicycLE REPAIRING a specialty. 

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

Mirrors, Pictures, Lounges, Hanging Lamps, 

CLOCKS AND WATCHES. 

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

| 

JW. RAMSDELL, 
| 
| 

MANUFACTURER, 

Wholesale and Retail Dealer | 

HUMAN HAIR GOODS. 
Ladies’ and Children's SHAMPOOING a 

Specialty. 

65 Charlotte Steet ST. JOHN, N.B, 
FOR COMBINGS. CASI 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’ 

LIN 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 vou feel at 

home. Don’t forget No. 10, “Blue Sign.” 

Permanent and Transient Boarders accommodated 

at low rates. 

A. L. SPENCER, Manager. 

Removal Notice. 

We have Removed our place of 

Business from 5 Waterloo 

wm T() 

Il CHARLOTTE STREET. 

T. PATTON & GO. 

NX 150 

CARDENIA 
ILLUMINATINC OIL 

We aa 

| 1 CARLOAD ABOVE 

HIGH-CLASS OIL 
NOW LANDING. 

550) B BI.S. (now due) to arrive per 
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. 

A. & J. HAY, 
«= DEALERS IN —— 

Diamonds, Fine Jewelry, American Watches, 

French Clocks, Optical Goods, Etc. 

JEWELRY MADE TO ORDER and REPAIRED 

SANT JOAN DIE WORKS, 
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 

N the very centrally located house, No. 7 

Sidney street, and that after May 1st, she will be 

able to provide a few rr 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. 


