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AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A GOLD PFEN.

¥From Stenographic Notes, Taken in a Lucid
Interval, by Casey Tap.

I am a poor, broken-down, forgotten
Gold Pen. The sands of my life have
about run out, and naught is left for me
but a low and narrow bed in the dust heap
of oblivion. Once I was as young and
cheerful as you, dear friend who may read
these memoirs, and life held before my
youthful gaze many a hopeful prospect and
roseate picture, but now—now all is over.
Knowing full well that the days of my use-
fulness are past, I am content to sit me
down and, with the events of my career
stretching in panoramic procession before
my failing vision, to calmly await my doom.

I was born in the bowels of the earth, ages
upon ages ago, beyond the memory of
weak, mortal man. [ first saw the light of
day in the presence of three weary, starv-
ing men—men who had left their homes,
their wives, their children and their friends
to follow the worship ot their idol, Mam-
mon. In the form of dust I lived five
years, passing from hand to hand—now in
the possession of some flashily-dressed and
blear-eyed bar-tender, tomorrow augment-
ing the slender board of an itinerant ex-
pounder of the gospel of our blessed
Redeemer—and so on.

Then I found myself in a large city.

Lotty edifices reared their noble fronts

-

way when they began to write for the
papers. Thus my weary life dragged along
for five more years, till my master obtaine
a position as private secretary to a lead-
ing statesman of our poor, suffering coun-
try, and it was in this service that my use-
fulness ceased.

My master had written a letter to a man
in Whaybakkh, reiterating for the seven-

sweeper-extraordinary ot the Whaybakkh
custom-house. The man at last grew
moody and sank into a gloomy train of
thought, and determined to interview the
Hon. Mr. Absorbent in person. He ar-
rived one day when my master was alone,
his master having adjourned sine die from
his arduous duties to a neighboring beer
garden to discuss Ireland’s woes through a
straw. Shoving a letter under my master’s
nose, the man from Whaybakkh ex-
claimed :

“Did you write that letter? Tell me
who wrote it ?"

¢‘]—that is—er—er—certainly—I wrote
it—at the request—you know—"

“No, I don’t know nothin’ erbout it.
Come here till I fold you to my strong,
manly bosom !” he shricked. O, come—
O, do!”

What happened then I hardly know, I
was flung rudely from my master’s hand |
and landed in an open grate near by.
Next day the janitor saw me shining in the |
ashes and rescued me, but alas! my days of |
usefulness were gone. I had become so
twisted and deformed during the melee, |
that I was destined to figure only as a
monument of past greatness., What be- |
came of my master, you inquire? Well, I
never did—know—for— certain— b—but—

towards the heavens, mile upon mile the
marts of commerce spread their dazzling |
displays, and the hum, and rush and roar |
of metropolitan life pervaded all, ¢’en as I
does the brooding silence o’erspread th(-‘
lifeless tracts and arid sandy wastes nt'i
Africa and Fredericton. 'Twas in the
midst of all this bustle that I assumed my
present form. I was packed into a box, 3
with many of my fellows, and sent to a
town, miles and miles from the big city. |
It was in this calm, semi-rural retreat that
I met my master. Full well do I remember
that day. It seems, after all, but yester-
day. Iwas lying in a glass show case
when a pretty and neatly-dressed young
lady entered the store, and blushing charm-
ingly said, ““I intend making a birthday |
present to a young—er—that—er—that is
—a—well, you know—a friend—a gentle-
man friend, and—and I would like very
much to have vour assistance in selecting a |
gilt.” My owner then showed her many
pretty trinkets—gold toothpicks that would
loosen the tecth of a handsaw, red-granite |
cufl buttons from the Eagle Rock quarry, |
scarf pins, ete., ete. until at last his eye '
rested upon the tray wherein I reposed.
““A gold pen,” said he, “would make a
very acceptable present, [ should judge.
Here's a holder, see? Everything com-
plete. Usual price is five dollars ’n’alf,
but secing that it's ‘you, Miss Wilkins, 1
Shall 1

will. let it go at five-forty-five.

wrap it up for you ?”
After some hesitation, the voung lady
purchased me, and at about 11:59 that
evening | was presented to the young man |
with whom I was destined to spend all my |
after days. The ensuing three or four days |
I was kept very busy indeed, and innumer-
able scraps ol paper were crumpled in my
master’s hand after receiving some such
¢+ Miss Wilkins,” ** Mary Wilk-
Zexe.” M. W

““The dew is onto the lea—

legend as

ins,” ¢¢Tubal O.
g b TN

dew-lea-lea—the dew is on the dew

Then I settled down to
Often I would lie

in my master’s writing desk for a week at a

untn'“ ete., ete.

the realities of this life.

time, and again, [ would be in constant use |
for three or four days without food or drink. |
My master was seeking the lunatic asylum
ria the poetry route. Twice every year, I |
remember, he would receive huge piles of
letters. and would sit down and make me
Most of the replies would
read as follows: ** Mr. Shiers, Dear Sir,—
Your favor of 1st received. As I cannot
at present liquidate the small obligation of |
which you speak, I beg you will kindly ex-
tend my credit a few weeks.  Yours truly, |
Tubal O. Zero.” (Note by stenographer
——but, never mind). One time he took |
me in hand and made me work about two
whole days writing a screed of some kind
for a humorous paper. I narrowly watched
his features during the ordeal, and could
soe in his countenance evidence -of
the varying emotions which were lacerating
his young soul. One moment a broad
smile would diffuse itself over his features,
and then he would suddenly stop writing
and resume a look of hopeless dispair.
Twice or thrice he threw me down with
what I took to be uncalled for earnestness,
and, lighting a Reina De Sewer, walked
around the room with his arms thrust deep
into his pan—trousers pockets. At the
end of forty-eight hours he tossed me reck-
lessly mto lis writing desk, exclaiming, |
«“Well, that’s all over, thank Heaven !” he
buttoned the lncubration up in his breast
pocket and went out.

About three weeks later, he came in
from the post-office with a Tpacket, As he
opened it and disclosed the contents to
view, I noticed a frowning shade of gloom
gather upon his brow, *‘‘Like beetling
clouds o'er summer sea.” Accompanying
the enclosure was a short printed note:
«“We return your MSS., ‘The Mother-in-
LLaw.’ not because it lacks literary merit,
but we are receiving from our regular con-
tributors vast quantities ot MSS. daily.
Try some local paper. Yours, Ed. of
Hee-Haw.”

That happcned ten years ago this month,
but it comes up before my fading vision as
though it were but yesterday, or night be-
fore last, at the furthest. Seizing the
printed form, my master thrust it into his
mouth and chewed it for about four minutes,
when with a violent ““wugh!” he expelled
it towards the cat lying lazily upon the
hearth-rug ,before the blazing kerosene
stove. Then, grabbing the pile of manu-
script, he viciously tore it into innumerable
shreds, and cast it into the waste-basket,

answer them.

{ —1 have—have heard

| butternuts made soft music on the white

| develops

muttering something about Nye and
Shakspeare being treated just the same

* * - * * *

Note by Stenographer—At this point the |
voice of his nibs, the Gold Pen, became so |
weak that I could not catch his words, and |
I turned towards him. His existence, filled |
with weary, thankless toil, had indeed |
ended, and the Gold Pen was no more.

THE REMAINS ARRIVED,

| And they were Found to be in a most Ad- |

mirable State of Preservation.

I wonder if ProGgress can stand another

story of the barber 1 have already men- |
tioned ? Because I have just thought of one |
that is worth repeating—so here goes.

A good many years ago, this versatile
gentleman was travelling in the United |
States, but whether it was for his health or |
merely in quest of suitable employment for |
a man of large mind and larger person-
ality, is a point upon which history is
silent. A well-known writer has immor- |
talized himself by saying that ‘‘travelling, |
like history, merely proves the extent to ‘
which two men can differ from each other |
—and both from the truth!” So probably |
our friend was merely taking a sort of |
modified grand tour, for the purpose of |
broadening his ideas, and thus extending |
his capacity for romance in relating his |
exploits. But **honi soit qui mal 'y pense.” |
He says he was fighting and—incidentally
—bleeding for the abolition of slavery and
other little abuses, which occasioned the

| great civil war, which was in reality such a

singularly wuncivil conflict between our
cousins across the border.
Our tonsorial friend cast the weight of

his influence and the might of his strong

| right arm in with the fortunes of the North,

which, though the fact has hitherto been
unpublished, no doubt accounts in a large
degree for the successful issue of the

| struggle, as far as the Northern army was |

concerned.

However that may be, certain it is that
the war came to an end at last, and though
war is lucrative enough in its way, we all
know that it does not make millionaires of
all private soldiers, and [ regret to say that
our barber had not had the forethought dis-
played by the immortal Artemus, who en-
listed as colonel of a certain regiment, so
at the end of the war our hero found him-
self, in the vulgar but expressive language
of the small boy, “*busted, and a long way
from home !” And under these trying cir- |
cumstances his heart turned, like that of |
the prodigal of old, to his ancestral halls in
the rocky fastnesses of Butternut Ridge,
where the corn and oil failed not and the

tecth of his father’s swine, *‘as they slipped

through their jaws when their edge grew

dull,” but how to get back he knew not. |
He could not beg, and to dig he was far |
too much of a gentleman. But adversity |
the intellect to a marvellous
degree, and at last a brightidea struck hin
and he acted upon it. He dispatched a
telegram to his devoted father which ran |

| somewhat after this manner:

To — ——, Butternut Ridge, N. B. i
Your son M. died here today; send money for
funeral expenses, and also instructions with regard |

to forwarding remains.

It was dated from the American town
which he was at the time honoring with his
presence, and signed with whatever name
occurred to him at the time.

The heartbroken parent responded, as a
parent should, that his dear son’s mortal
remains should be sent home at once. He
sent ams)lc funds for all contingencies, and
many telegrams were exchanged between
the kindly stranger and the grief-stricken
relative. The body was to arrive on a
certain day, and be met at the station by
the funeral procession, proceeding at once
to the village church, as it was some time
since death bad taken place. On the ap-
pointed day all was in readiness. An event
of this kind did not hap]wn every day, and
the village turned out almost to a man—
ay, and a woman, too. It was a fine pro-
cession and a long one, and the arrival of
the train was awaited with subdued pati-
ence. At last a far-distant whistle echoed
on the breeze, and all was bustle and ex-
citement at the station. Nearer and
nearer! The door of the hearse was
silently opened, and great tears started
from the bereaved father’s eyes, and ran in
little rivalets down his furrowed cheek.
So sad! So sad! to have have him come
back this way!” he murmured in a choked
voice. The train rushed into the little
station, it slowed, it stopped, and a rotund
and jovial personage stepped off the [l)]lat-
form of the smoking car, and approaching
the chief mourner with outstretched hand,
remarked :

«\Well, father, here I am!
to time, I see, and I am, too.”

Over all that ensued, I will draw a veil,
partly out of consideration for my readers’
feelings, but chiefly because, never having
heard, I really don’t know anything more
about it.

You're up

hundred-and-sixty-fourth time —a promise |
to obtain for him a position as official floor-

urday to attend the funeral ot their nephew, Percy
' H. Hanington.

| pathy of all their old friends in their bereavement.

Fill

| where she expects to spend the winter.

| sume his studies in Mount Allison university, Sack-

| week in Kent county, electionering.

| 8. H. White & Co.l

| the residence of Mr. W. II. White this evening,
{ when his daughter, Miss Laura, will be married
| to Mr. Clarence Spooner, editor of the Record.

| in Trinity church on Sunday evening, and has re-

| assist Rev. Mr. Willis.

| as skilled doctor in hospital, Boston, Mass.

| morning.

| Lower Norton in constant attendance upon his

| lage yesterday.

| Since then she has rallied.

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, JANUARY 25.

SOCIAL AND PERSO
[For ADDITIONAL SO.(‘:E_TY—NBW! SEE FipTH AND
Eweura  Paces.|

DORCHESTER.

[ProGRESS is for sale in Dorclhester at George M.
Fairweather’s store. |

JAN. 22.—Miss Hanington, who has been visiting
her sister, Mrs. E. V. Godfrey, went to St. John
Saturday morning.

Mr. B. B. Teed returned home from Cape Breton
Wednesday evening. *“Bifl”’ says that he had a
jolly time altogether, and that the girls down there |
are something fine.

There were no services in Trinity church Sunday,
owing to the absence of the rector, who is ill in
St. John with la grippe.

Messrs. R. W. Ilaniogton and C. 8. Hickman
spent Thursday in Memrameook.

Mr. and Mrs. E. V. Godfrey went to St. John Sat-

Mr. and Mrs. Hanington have the heart felt sym-

Hon. D. L. Hanington returned home from his |
election campaign yesterday morning.

Mrs. David Chapman went over to Amherst,
Saturday, to see her danghter-in law, who is quite |

Miss Godfrey left for Moncton Tuesday morning,

Mr. J. W. Y. Smith returned to Bishop’s college,
Lennoxville, Saturday morning, where he will
graduate next June.

Mr. Gilbert Dobson has so far recovered from a
severe attack of la grippe that he will be able to re-

\,'ill(-. Mr. Dobson will take the degree of B. A. in
June.

Miss Dibblee is again visiting ber sister, Mrs.
Geo. W. Chandler.

The many friends of Mrs. Arthur Armstrong in
this place, regret to hear of the sudden death
of her husband.

Murs. H. J. McGrath spent Saturday in Sackville.

Mr. A. D. Richard spent the greater part of last

Miss Sadie Foster has a young lady friend visit-
ing her.

Today Mr. J. W. Hickman took advantage of the
splendid roads and had his beautifully matched
span of bays, Vie and Fairy, out. |

Miss Lowerson is coming to Dorchester very soon ]
to make her friend, Miss Sarah Godfrey, a visit.

HorE.

SUSSENX.

{PROGRESS is for sule in Sussex by R.D. Boal and

For months I have been prepared tor an
immense Spring trade, and my intention is
to make my stock the most attractive in
price, variety, and value, of any that has
preceded it.  To do this T plainly under-
stand that I must offer only FIRST-CLASS
GOODS made by the most RELIABLE
MANUFACTURERS, and at prices that
will SPEAK MORE FORCIBLY than any

comments I can make.

The details of each department have been
carefully studied, and prices brought down
to a very fine point. Nearly all my Spring
stock will arrive during February when in-
spection and comparison will show you
MOST PLAINLY that my values cannot
be beaten. I have rearranged the depart-
ments in my Warehouse to enable me to
serve my customers better, and give all an
opportunity of inspecting my stock whether

purchasing or not.

HAROLD GILBERT,

JAN. 22.—An interesting event will take place at

Rev. Mr. Stewart will perform the ceremony.
Rev. Mr. Little, late of Lancashire, Eng., preached

ceived a unanimous call to become rector of the
church. Rev. Mr. Eatough, late curate of Trinity,
having resigned his charge, goes to Petitcodiac to

Miss Bessie Hazen left on Friday to take a course

Several of our people are suftering from influenza,
among them Miss Dodge, of W. U. Telegraph, and
Myr. Samuel Keith, of the 1. C. R.

Rev. C. T. Philips, of Woodstock, is visiting
friends in Sussex.

Mr. Wm. Morton, well known to many in Kings
county, died at his residence, Penobsqus, yesterday

Mr. Herbert Fairweather, of Moncton, is in Sus-
sex.
Mr. C. H. Fairweather, of this place, has been at

father, who is very ill.

Miss Lizzie Robertson has been quite ill.

Mrs. E. Hallett has rveturned from her visit to
Hampron. |

Dr. Deacon, of Milltown, N. B., is in Sussex
today, the guest of Mr. C. Spooner.

Mr. LeB. Tweedie, of Haumpton, was in this vil-
PATRICE. |
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TRURO, N. §. |

|
|
|

|

!
[ProGRESS is for sale in Truro at Mr. G. O. Ful- |
|

|

ton’s.]

JAN. 22.—The death of Mr. J. F. Blanchard, who | [

was o universally and widely respected, is much |
regretted.

Rev. Thomas Cumming, pastor of St. Andrew’s
church, accompanied by his brother, the Rev. Robt. |
Cumming, sailed on Saturday, from Halifax, in the
Sarnia, to be absent several wmonths, on ageur of
Palestine and the further East.

Capt. Hill, of the S.S. Halifax,spent Sunday |
here, the guest of Mr. and Mrs. T. D. l[zmsnu.

Mrs. Newcomb, from Kings county, is visiting her |
brother, Principal J. B. Calkin, and Mrs. Calkin, at |
Fern Hill. |

Mrs. Eldridge Smith is in River Philip, attended
the obsequies of her father.

The Rev. Mr. Murray, from Pictou, occupied the
pulpit of St. Andrews last Sunday.

Messrs. D. H. Muir, M. D., and Richard Craig,
are candidates for the mayorality.

Mr. John R. Coleman has returned from his home
in Grafton, Kings Co., where he has been for about
two weeks on sick leave.

Miss Lule Warrenton gave two recitals in the Y.
M. C. A. this week to appreciative audiences.

Mr. O. C. Cummings, left last week for England.

PEG.

|

AMHERST, N. S.

[ProGRESS is for sule in Ambherst at G. G. Bird’s
Bookstore.]

JAN. 22.—Mrs. A. S. Townsend, of Parrsboro, was
in town last week.

Mrs. David Chapman was summoned from Dor-
chester last Friday to the bedside of Mrs. A, A.
Chapman, who was dangerously ill with bronchitis.

Mrs. John Brown returned to ITalifax on Monday.
Col. Stewart, of Halifax, is in town this week.
Mr. and Mrs. Boggs are in town this week.

Dr. C. A. Black expects to sail from Halfax in
the Parisian, on Saturday, for London, where he
intends to take a medical course this winter. Mrs.
Black and son accompany him.

Miss Addie Purdy expects to leave for Germany
this week.

Mr. Alex. Wilson has returned to Pugwash, after
spending some days in town.

Mrs. W. D. Main had a very pleasant party on
OSCAR.

Wednesday evening.

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

[PrRoGRESS is for sale in Woodstock at Everett’s
Bookstore.]

JAN. 21.—Messrs. Bert Holyoke and Frank Grif-
fiths gave a small party in Cole’s hall on the 15th.
It was altogether informal and a very good time was
enjoyed. Dancing and cards were indulged in till
1o0’clock.

Mrs. Smith is home again after a lengthy visit
toNew York and Montreal.

Miss DesBrisay is visiting Mrs. Holyoke. Miss
Cadman also spent a few days with her.

Mrs. Brayley, ot Montreal, is visiting her sister,
Mrs. Smith.

Mrs. R. B. Jones was suddenly called to Digby,
to attend her father, who is not expected to live.

Mr. E. B. Jewett died on Monday after a short
illness, of congestion of the lungs.

La grippe has descended on Woodstock with one
fell swoop, and many are its victims. SPRIG.

RICHIBUCTO.

JAN. 22.—The Snow Shoe club had a tramp last
Saturday evening, after which refreshments were
served at the Union hotel.

Mr. H. A. Harding, of St. John, was in towr on
Friday last.

Mr. Warren McDermott returned to Welford, last

week.

Mr. E. L. O’Brien. spector of schools, arrived
last Saturday.

Miss Maud Grierson arrived here on Monday from
Dorchester, having been called home by the death
of her mother.

Mr. Wilmot Brown, of St. Stephen, reached here
on Monday. Rumor says Mr. Brown will assume
charge of the K. N. Ry., the former superintendent
having been misslng for the last month.

Judge Botsford, of Moncton, is in town, the guest
of Mr. Allan and Mrs. Hains. REGINA.

SACKVILLE.

[PrOGRESS is for sale in Sackvilleat C.H. Moore’s
bookstore. ]
JAN. 22.—Mr. Murray spent Sunday in Dorches-

ter.

Mr. Charles Fawcett went to Halifax on Satur-
day.

Mr. Ayer went to St. John on Friday.

Mr. J. W. Y. Smith, of Dorchester, spent a day in
town last week.

Warden Forster and wife were in town last week.

Capt. Frith Atkinson is home for the winter.

MiTTEN.

| ton, N. B.

HAROLD GILBERT.

SPRING, 1890.

BEDROOM FURNITURE, first floor
main building ; Brussels, Wilton and Axmin-
ster Carpets, 2nd floor from main building ;
Wool, Union, and Hemp Carpets, Matt-
ings and Art Squares, 2nd floor back main
building ; Tapestry Carpets, Rugs and Door
Mats, first floor new building in rear.

OILCLOTHS and LINOLEUMS, in
basement—patterns shown in rear of first

floor, main building. Curtains, Curtain
Poles and Draperies, second floor of new

building. Parlor Suits, second floor, new
' building. Rattan Furniture, Baby Carri-
ages, Fancy Tables, etc., first floor, new
' building.

54 King Street.

‘““MY PATIENTS
Have Always Been Benefitted
by ITS USE.”

Moxcrox, Dee. 6, 1887.
. M. Estey, Pharmacist :

Dear Sir,—For the past two or three |

vears I have prescribed your Cod Liver Oil
Cream in my practice, and have much plea-
sure in stating that my patients have always
been benefitted by its use. I consider it the

' best and most palatable preparation of its
Children will readily take it when |

kind. \

refusing other Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil.
Yours very truly,

[.. N. Bourque, M. D.

Ask your druggist for Estey’s Cod Liver
Oil Cream. Take no other. Price 50c.
yer bottle, or 6 bottles for £2.50. Prepared
only by E. M. ESTEY, Pharmacist, Monc-

Season !
SEASONABLE G00DS in STOCK.

MANTLE AND ULSTER CLOTHS ;
BEAVER AND CURL CLOTHS;

' MELTONS, FLANNELS, BLANKETS:

UNDERWEAR, CLOUDS, SHAWLS;
FANCY WOOL GOODS;
CASHMERES, MERINOS;

GLOVES, HOSIERY ;

RIBBONS, VELVETS, WINGS;
COTTONS AND SMALLWARES

ALSO

TO ARRIVE:

NEW SHAPES, BLK, PLUSHES

Wholesale Dry Goods and Millinery,
HALIFAX, N. S.

FLORENCE SILK MITTENS.

The: ENGRAVING
shows latest style Mit-
tens_made from

FLORENCE

KNITTING SILK,

lined throughout, wrist
and back, with silk.
They make a most
durable and fashion-
able article for Ladies’
Wear.

Sent to anty address
on receipt of $2. Col-
ors—black, navy blue,
and brown. Three
other patterns, $1.75,
$1.65, and $1.50 each.

FLORENCE HOME
NEEDLE WORK
1889,

contanis 96 pages, in-
structing you in Net-
ting, Knitting. Tattin
and Embroidery, eac
subject fully illustra-
ted, sent by mail for 6
cents in stamps.

CORTICELLI SILK C0.,§T. JOHN'S, P. .

A Number of Clearing Lines very Low.

SMITH BROS,,

New Year's Groceries.

wmeece AT

b
W. ALEX, PORTER'S.

| EW VALENCIA, Valencia Layer and London
| Layer Raisins, New Currants, Prunes, Figs,
| Dates, New Citron, Orange and Lemon Peels, Flav-

oring Extracts and Syrups of all kinds; choice Con-
| fectionery, Nuts, Fruits, etc., with a complete line
| of staple and fancy Groceries.

' Corner Union and Waterloo Streets,
And Corner Mill and Pond Strggts,

BONNELL & COWAN,

Fine Groceries

AND FRUITS.

77 Teas and Sugars a specialty.

200 UNION STREET, : : 8T. JOHN, N. B.

7 BoxyeLL's ExTra Live.

GROCERS.

Flour and Feed Store.

Wheat, Flour, Buckwheat

RYE, CORN, OATS, BRAN, SHORTS,

From the best mills. Always on hand.

R. & F. S. FINLEY,

Syvdney Street.

T OYSTERS

—FOR—

CHRISTMAS WEEK

Shelled to order and sent to any part of the
City, at 40, 50 and 60 cents per. quart.

| At No. 19 North Side King Spuare.

J. D. TURNER.

NEW YEAR'S GOODS.

|

A FULL LINE OF

Plush and Leather Goods

with Oxydised, Silver and Ceiluloid Fittings.

| DRSSSING CASES, ODOR CASES;

MANICURE SETS, CoLLAR and CUFF BOXES;
WORK BOXES in every variety, at

THOS. A. CROCKETT'S, 162 Princess t.

&&= A nice lot of PERFUMES, in iancy Boxes,
suitable for PRESENTS.

JAMES S. MAY. W. ROBERT MAY.

JAMES S. MAY & SON,

Merchant Tailors,
DOMVILLE BUILDING,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

P. O. Box 303.

Stock always complete in the latest de-
signs suitable for first-class trade.

Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount
for cash.

GENERALAGENCY
FOR THE
Province of New Brunswick
¥

(Limited), OF LONDON,
and Pheenix Insurance Co., of Brooklyn,

A. C. FAIRWEATHER, CHAS. J. TOMNEY,
Barrister-at-Law, General Agent. Sub-Agent.
BARNHILL’S BUILDING, ST. JOHN, N. B

The Commercial Union Assurance Co.

S. R. FOSTER & SON,

DAVID CONNELL,
Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydney St

Horses Boarded on reasonable terms.

GrorFFrREY CUTHBERT STRANGE.

' Out at Sea.

at short notice.

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

MANUFACTURERS OF

STEEL and

And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

IRON-CUT NAILS,

SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NATLS, Ete.

‘THE DELMONICO 25

Corner Germain and Church Streets.

Seats Reserved for Ladies.

; Vl‘IlE DELMONICO OYSTER CAVE, and
BUSINESS MEN’S LUNCH COUNTERS,
| Entrance Church street.
| Always the best the market affords, and everything
| in season. Oysters, Clams, Lobsters, Crabs,
Chicken, Quail, Pigeon, Duck,
Steaks and Chops.

Open from 9 a. m. to 1 a. m. Sundays, 5 p. m. till

| midnight. W. A. SHEPARD, Manager.

IT PAYS
"ADVERTISERS

P POSTED.

pays for a book of more than 200
pages devoted to Newspaper Ad-
vertising, and containing infor-
mation valuable alike to experi-
enced and intending advertisers.

oays for a year's subscription to
PRINTERS’ INK, a journal no ad-
vertiser alive to his own interests
can afford to be without.

Issued twice a month and con*
| taining articles bearing on every

branch in advertising ; in fact the
! trade journal of American adver-

tisers. A sample copy will be sent
for Five Cents. Address

GEO. P. ROWELL & CO’S
Newspaper Advertising Bureau,
10 Spruce St., New York. ;

ADIES and GENTLEMEN desirous of obtain:
ing a thorough knowledge of Shorthand an
T‘ype-writing and an acquaintance with the duties
of a business amanuensis, should enter for our even-
ing courses—in session every evening (Saturdays

excepted), 7to 9. Apply to
’ PPy TARRY PEPPER,

Conductor of Shorthand Department,
St.John Busincss College and Shorthand Institute

A. & J. HAY,

~—— DEALERS IN—

Diamonds, Fine Jewelry, American Watches,
French Clocks, Optical Goods, Etc.

JEWELRY MADE TO ORDER and REPAIRED

76 KING STREET.




