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SAINT KATE. 

When little Kate Melville was about to 
become Mrs. Rupert St. Jermyn, she 
looked forward to a host of wifely duties 
that should go towards making for the 
braw, handsome laddie of her choice, an 
earthly paradise : as for herself she intended 
to reserve the right of darning all Rupert's 
socks —this little selfish gratification 
was one of the many bright anticipations 
that refused to be dimmed by the greater 
glories of new toilets, dining out, or sum- 
mers at Newport. 
What use to say that Rupert St. Jermyn’s 

relatives wondered—with high-held aristo- 
cratic noses and chiselled lips a-curve—at 
the folly of uplifting that little Melville girl 
to the throne that the lady of St. Jermyn | 
was from time immemorial known to 
occupy? Little use, indeed. And an 
Estelle, a Florence, two Arabellas and 
three Marys of quite distinguished families 
languisted, despaired, racked their brains 
and grew frantic over the news as the weeks 
rolled by and brought the wedding day to 
a little bride grateful and happy, to an 
idolized bridegroom, also grateful and 
happy, and to the dear five hundred 

assefibled guests in altogether different 
frames ot mind. ¥ 
And so, after the ordeal of the inquisitive 

gauntlet had been safely run, the rite was 
over and the carriage gained, Rupert bent 

junction,” says Kate, answering the last 

question first ; *‘and I'am not going alone.” 

“Then I am going with you ?” 
«No, sir, I believe not,” lazily drawing 

on the elfish gloves. 
“Who might it be then—a lady or gen- 

tleman ?” 
Unhitch Jetty and then I'll tell; and 

when the black pony starts briskly off | 

from the curbstone, Kate turns and says, 

«I hope he'll live to be a gentleman.” 
Poor St. Jermyn! Out from this dark 

cell crawls the demon of jealousy, glaring | 

and vindictive. Ha ! she” has not said who 

it was—a man though—this much she has | 

"admitted, growled the demon. 

vou not follow her fool—your Lucifer is a 

swifter traveller than her pony.” 

Saddle Lucifer I” he commands. 

Meanwhile Kate reaches the bare little 

cottage and finds the Philip she used to 

know grown tall, and oh, so thin! 

«] have come to show you my new 

| pony, Philip, and beg you to try the new 

over to where a little head rested upon his | y 
| know that if 1 could get out into the coun- broad shoulder and called her his ‘‘own”; 

and Kate surely forgot that the stiff white 

satin her new mother-in-law had presented | 

her with could rumple, for two shining 
white sleeves went up around Rupert's neck, 

as she whispered a happy little syllable | 
or two. 

“Kate, you hold the key to my heart,” 
said St. Jermyn, gravely, quite forgetting 
that there were two keys, and that the one 
he does not give her she will find before 
many days. 
And before many days she sees a shining 

corner of the key. The beautitul house 1s 

quiet at last. The corridors no longer echo 
the forced laughter of an Estelle or an 
Arabella, or any other whose hearts are as 
vindictive as their faces are smiling upon 
the little bride. Sweet quiet reigns; and 
now as St. Jermyn is to spend one blissful 
evening alone with her she brings out the 
blue satin-lined work basket containing 
half-a-dozen pairs of very new halt hose, 
and with a sigh of genuine happiness, pro- 
ceeds to mark them forthwith with shining 
strands of silken floss. 
“What are you trying to do, dear?” 

asks St. Jermyn. 
I am marking your socks, Rupert, one 

is so apt to lose them in the laundry——" 

yhaeton cushions—you will, won't you, 
Philip ih 
«Oh, thankee, thankee, Mrs. St. Jermyn,” 

cries the weary mother, with a cross baby 

under one arm, and a bundle of clothes 

under the other. 
**(C'ome, Philip, let us go belore the sun- 

shine leaves the tree tops. I want to show 

vou how the little hazel bushes have grown 
since you and I went nutting.” 

«Oh, the beautiful country! Kate, this 

noisome city atmosphere is kiliing me. 1 

try that 1 could get well,” says Philip's 
faint, longing voice. 

“Let us go and find a place, Philip. 

Get up, Jetty ig 

In another five minues Philip is being 

bowled carefully along the avenue that 
leads out upon the country roads. But at 

a sharp turn in the road a horseman dashes 

across their path and reins in a powerful 

animal directly in front of the astonished 
| pony, stopping it outright ponj} g g 

“Kate!” almost shricked the horseman. 
“Oh, what has happened, 

cries poor Kate. 
“What has happened, indeed? 1 find 

you driving about with a strange gentle- 
man; that is all! I must beg you to 
alight. sir!” says the demon in Rupert's 
stead as Luciter brings his master to 
where, close beside Kate, sits a tall, hand- 

some youth. **Alight, or I will drag you 
down!" 
Then the key that Kate has had but 

a faint glimpse of comes looming up in its 
ugly shape and the small hands ot Rupert's 
little bride take it prisoner. 

“Stay where you are, Philip!” com- 
mands Kate, coolly laying gloved hand 
upon the coat sleeve next her. 

“*One may be apt to lose them ; but not | 

a Mrs. St. Jermyn, so long as there are 
housekeepers or seamstresses to do their 
work. Put it up, Katie, while I am by.” 
And the poor little basket is banished. 

“Philip !”” shrieks the demon. 
As the name comes through the shut 

teeth, the sick lad, with a low moan, faints 

| away. 

*Oh, Rupert, here is the dearest little | 

song by Millard—open the piano for me | 

and I will sing it for you.” 
“Some other time, love: come talk to | 

me. 
There is a low cushion between gaslight 

and firelight, and here, book in hand, Kate 

seats herself. 

“The drollest article,” says she, ‘just 

listen, dear!” 
“You do not care then to talk to me?” 

gleam of an ugly key that opens the 

largest cell in St. Jermyn’s heart. 

The St. Jermyns are a proud people— 

and with the right kind of pride. ~~ And so 
when the highly-strung, sensitive youth of 

the present house fell to thinking of Kate, 

who lived in anything but an aristocratic 

neighborhood in anything but a stylish 

residence, mater and pater took counsel 

together, and, after some deliberation, de- 
cided to bestow their benediction and cer- 

tain real estate upon the little maid. 
“1 know my son,” said mater, “and 1 

feel assured that the child he loves will 
give him less cause for jealousy than any 
lady in our circle—aud you know to what 
great lengths Rupert's jealousy leads him 
“To blind and unreasonable fury, my 

dear,” acquiesced poor pater. 
When Kate's birthday comes around 

with the bright, faithful old sun that has 
kissed her pretty pink cheeks for exactly 
nineteen years, there are ever so many 
presents grouped about her breakfast- 

plate. Nineteen links of cold, with a pearl 

in each, from Pater St. Jermyn; nineteen 
yards of old point lace from Mater St. 
Jermyn : a modest little volume of poetry | 

“You have killed him, Rupert!” cries 

Kate. 
And Rupert. seeing the drawn lines about 

the sensitive mouth, the dull, half-closed | 
eyes and livid cheek lying against Kate's 
shoulder, believes her, and with a cry of 
horror, he puts spurs to Lucifer and is gone 
—with no thought of the little bride or how 
she may get home with Philip. 

But she does get home to the boy's 
mother, who comes with anxious heart to 

| receive the fainting invalid ; and Philip will 

And Kate, looking up, catches her first | not tell, when after a while his eyes unclose 
| and he finds Kate beside him, how the St. 

' Jermyn jealousy has done it all. 
It is within a week of Rupert's birthday, 

and Kate is busy at work making a loung- 
ing coat for her contrite hero. Many little 
quick snatches under table and bed does 
the poor coat get as the master of the 
house is heard approaching, and a flush 

will insist upon taking complete possession | 
| of her sweet face, while the tell-tale eyes 
strive bravely to hide their knowledge of | 

| any secret. 

from school friends with nineteen good | 
wishes written upon the fly leaf. 

there peeps a little note from Rupert : 

“As I cannot give you nineteen little 

ponies and phaetons,” the little note runs, | 

‘‘please accept from me one of each. 

Blessed be this day! R. 50 3.” 
What drives she takes to be sure before 

the month is out! Every school fellow 

whose name is between the brown bindings 
of her birthday book is taken an airing. 

From | 

“under her monogrammed breakfast-plate | 

| the door of his wife's room. 

But the demon does not let these little 

signs escape his great green eyes, and, al- 

though St. Jermon tries his best to choke 

the beast, it will rear its baleful head 

whenever a light footfall is heard in his | 

wife's boudoir and the locked door is slow 

to open. 

At last one day it happens that he 
springs lightly on the staircase and tries 

It is locked. 

Immediately there is the sound of retreat- 
ing footsteps, a window is raised and 
lowered, a light laugh rings in his ears and | 
then little red-faced Kate meekly unlocks 

the door. 

“It would seem that my presence causes 

vou a good deal of annoyance. Is my 
coming here an intrusion?” he asks, and 
his brows lower ominously. 
“No, indeed, my love; but is this your 

| . . 99 

| faith in me ? 

She knows 'it isn't just what Honora or | 
| power. 

Estelle “or Arabella would do, for these 

school friends are not of upper tendom by 
any means ; but her life is not run in their 

narrow grooves, and the dove-colored folds 
of silk sink contentedly down by the side of 

the brown delaine or checked gingham as 
the blue-ribboned whip urges the pony out 
along the country roads where the sweet, 

pure air can blow on the weary city girl's 
face beside her. 

“Oh, how nice it is to be rich !" cries one 
girl, whom Kate is just now befriending. 
“Very mice,” admits Kate. 
“If my poor brother could only ride out 

—rpoor Philip!” 
“Is Philip ailing ?” asks Kate remember- 

ing well the little fellow who was not so 
many years ago was ever her companion at 
school. 
“He is dying!” and the girl's sobs rob 

the day of its beauty. 
“Not that!” cries Kate. **Am I too 

late, then, to be of use to him?” 
«Oh, no, dear; come tomorrow if the 

day is fine, and mother will call you an 
angel from heaven.” 

The next day is fine and the phaeton is 
brought to the door at four o'clock. 
“Where goest thou, petite?” asks St. 

Jermyn, lounging up the walk to where a 
fairy figure stands arrayed in a most be- 
witching toilet. 

“I am going to drive, dear.” 
“Alone ? iy the way, love, do you 

think the phacton top will accommodate 
that high-crowned miracle of a hat you 
wear ?” 

“If it doesn’t the phaeton top must be 

altered—the hat dare not be lowered one 

inch—that is Mme. Chapeau’s strict in- 

I heard this window opened—ha! what 

is that ?” he eries. 

There lies a coat—a man’s coat—in a 

tumbled heap upon the steps without. The 

great veins on Rupert's forehead swell in | 

his jealous fury, his hands” clench, the 
muscles of his throat grow like iron, and 
in his madness his brain loses its reasoning 

Before the awful storm that follows, 
Kate does not falter, and when at last his 
rage has worn itself out and the poor un- 

fortunate can listen to her, Kate very 

gently and calmly tells him all about it. 
Mother Jermyn proposes, when the 

birthnight of her son has come in its sable, 

star-dotted mantle, to surprise him with a | 

masquerade. But Kate had been told of 

her scheme, and, thinking this an excellent 

opportunity for arousing the demon and | 

killing it, our heroine whets her knife and | 

prepares for the fray. 

The boudoir door is ajar when Rupert 
is about to enter. 

anese screen is placed. Rupert's eyes rest 
upon a very handsome man who stands 

before the mirror, evidently lost in admir- 

ation of his own charms, for he twirls his 

dark mustache as he hums a snatch of | 

Erminie or +h to smile at some pleasant | 

A high silk tile rests upon his | fancy. 
dark hair and his satin tie suggests the 
dude. In a shadowy corner by the open 
grate the lounge is wheeled and upon it 
reclines his wife, for St. Jermyn’s eyes are 
not long in discovering the little slippers of 
golden bronze lying just where the familiar | 
blue silk wrapper reaches the floor in shin- | 
ing folds. 

The man at the mirror suddenly lowers 
the gas jet to a subdued glimmer and turns 
and faces St. Jermyn. In a trice Rupert 
springs across the room, knocks down the 
screen, collars the object of his ire and pro- 
ceeds to cane him unmercitully with the 

Why do | 

Rupert 7 

It is evening. The | 
lights are burning above the dressing | 
glass and between the two a low Jap- | 

| light rattan stick he has snatched from the | 
| stranger's hand. 

“ Forbear!” cries poor little Kate, as 
the cane is broken across her shoulders. 
“I'm Kate—oh, Rupert, I'm your wife— 
and is this, then, your faith in me! Fare- 
well '—I'm going back to the home you 
took me from only a few short months ago. 
Good by, Rupert—I1'm going home 
Kate sobs and chokes and tears off the 

hat and coat and necktie—the mustache 
has gone long ago—and stands arrayed in 
the brown wrapper he knows so well. 

¢-No, you are not going, by heaven!” 
The strong arms gather up the poor 

little aching body and carry her into the 
next room where the broad divan is wait- 

"ing to receive her. There does the con- 
trite man kneel down beside his wife and | 

beg her to forgive him. 
And Kate—toolish little Kate—why she 

smiles her pardon through her tears, for | 

she knows the demon is dead. \And al- 

though St. Jermyn never guesses that his 
wife made a martyr of herself for his sake, 

vet he calls her ‘Saint Kate” to this day. 
And the demon is buried forever. 

PROGRESS PICKINGS. 

“This cigar isn’t the least artistic.’ 
“How so?” “Why, it doesn’t draw.”— 
Judge. 

Chiffey—*“What’s that 1 hear about 
young Checkerstripe ?” 
clothes probably.”—Harvard Lampoon. 

“Why don’t you and Charlie get mar- 
ried ?” We are too fond of each other. 
Why should we destroy our happiness ?"— 
Life. 

Tommy—Why do they call it Lent, papa? 
Papa—Because very few people pretend to 
keep what they know is lent, Tommy.— 
Puck. 

Teacher—* ‘Freddy, how 
divided ?”  Freddy—*‘Between them that’s 
got it and them that wants 
change. 

“Strange that Irish landlords are so 
nervous,” “I didn’t know they were.” 

“Why, yes; the leased thing worries 
them.”"—Puck. 

“Why good gracious, Cholly, what's the 

matter ?” “I'm the victim of a decline, 

old boy: she wouldnt have me."— Phila- 
delphia Times. 
Many persons admire the bouquet of fine 

wines, but almost any kind of hquor will 
make a nose gay if you use enough of it. 
—Boston Herald. 
He (a new acquaintance)—*‘1 don’t 
think anything of going two or three days 
without eating.” She—*Why, you must 
be a poet.”—Free Press. 

If a man is neither very good nor very 
"bad it is very good evidence that he has 
never at any time been greatly influenced 
by any woman.— Atchison Globe. 
Auntie—**Johnny, you never hear your 

papa use such language.” 
and 1 take mighty good care that he 
doesn’t hear me.”—Harper's Bazar. 

Girls, dress well, whate’er you do! 
It speaks, though you be mute; 

Then if men don’t follow you 
Why, they may follow suit. 

—Judge. 

Elderly aunt—My dear, I have just put 

Johnny—**No; | 

you down in my will for $10,000. Her | 

niece—Oh auntie, what can I say to thank | 

| you. How are you feeling to-day ?.—Life. 

A correspondent wants to know if *‘fits 
are hereditary.” Any small boy compelled 
to wear out his father’s old clothes could 
tell him they are not.—Indianapolis Jour- 
nal. 
He (awkwardly)—Ah, Miss Mabel, 1 

hope you understand my feelings! She— 
I'm sure I'm quite in the dark! He —Then 
(desperately) suppose we strike a match! 
— Life. 

Waiter (to happy-looking customer)— 
Well, sir, what is 1t? IHappy-looking cus- 
tomer (spontaneously )—Boy ; eight-pound- | 
er; finest in the land! Looks like me, too! 

—Puck. 

She: What are you reading? He: 

I was in London, but they told me it wasn’t 
proper.— Life. 

“Well,” remarked the boxer, as he 

walked the floor with his first-born, ‘‘some 
of my enemies have said that I couldnt 
put a baby to sleep. but I never believed it 
till now.—The Week's Sport. 

Howard—*I didn't get home till late 
last night.” Richard—*What sort of a 

hand did you hold?” ‘Just the nicest 
little hand you ever saw. It belonged to 
old man Goldroek’s only daughter.”—Free 
Press. 

Priest—** Well, Dennis, you're married, 
[ hear. I'm very glad of it. How do you 
and your wife get along together?” Den- 
nis—** Well, yer riverence, Oi t'mk we get 
along besht togither whin we're apart.— 

Boston Courier. 

She (waiting for him in the ante-room) 

—«And did you ask papa? He—*l 

did.” She—**And what did he say?" He 
—«Weally, Amy, I'd—I'd wather not 
arnswer. 1—1I belong to the church, don’t 

v' know."— Judge. 

“Did Philpot marry well? “Yes, In- 

deed. “He made £10,000 by the trans- 

action.” “Was his bride so rich? 1 

heard she was poor, but pretty.” ‘True, 

| but she had sued him for $10,000 for a 

breach of promise and he compromised on 

marriage.— Chicago Times. 
She was a maiden fair to see, 
As fresh and blooming as the rose, 

With beauty, grace and modesty 
As sweet as sugar, said the beaux. 

The youth was bold who won her hand, 

A circumstance which goes to show 

It is the man who has the sand 
Who gets the sugar here below. 

—Ex. 

| Smith (to Jones, who is about to lean 

over the rail of the steamship on the first 

day out)—What ! sick? Jones (feebly)— 

Yes. Smith—Too bad. Jones (with a 

sickly smile as he puts his head over the 

rail)— Well, I suppose we are all expected 

to give up something in Lent.—Ex. 
She sped along the icy street, 
A-coming out young bud; 

She slipped, alas! out flew her feet 
There was an awful thud. 

The man who helped her to arise 
Told me with bated breath, 

That the word she used, to his surprise, 
Means something after death. 

—Puck. 

«What if 1 were one of those husbands, 

' my dear, who get up cross in the morning 

and bang things about, and scold like any- 

thing, just because the coffee is cold? 

“John,” responded his wife, “I would 

make it hot for you.” As her words ad- 

mitted of more than one interpretation, 

John said nothing more about the coffee. 

“Tales of the Alhambra; did you ever see | 
it? She: No; I wanted to go there when | 

Chaftey—**His | 

is the earth | 

it."—Ex- | 
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Dont Give Up 
The use of Ayer's Sarsaparilla. One bottle 
may not cure “right off” a complaint of 

years; persist until a cure is effected. As a 
general rule, improvement follows shortly 
after beginning the use of this medicine, 

With many people, the effect is immediately 
noticeable; but some constitutions are less 
susceptible to medicinal influences than 
others. and the curative process may, there- 
fore, in such cases, be less prompt. Perse- 
verance in using this remedy is sure of its 
reward at last. Sooner or later, the most 

stubborn blood diseases yield to 

Ayer’s 
Sarsaparilla 
“For several years, in the spring months, 

I used to be troubled with a drowsy, tired 
feeling, and a dull pain in the small of my 

back. so bad, at tunes, as to prevent my 
being able to walk, the least sudden motion 
causing me severe distress. Frequently, 
boils and rashes would break out on various 

parts of the body. By the advice of friends 

and my family physician, I began the use of 
Aver's Sarsaparilla and continued it till the 
poison in my blood was thoroughly eradica- 
ted.” —L. W. English, Montgomery City, Mo. 
“My system was all run down; my skin 

rough and of yellowish hue. TI tried various 
remedies, and while some of them gave me 

temporary relief, none of them did any per- 
manent good. At last I began to take 
Ayer's Sarsaparilla, continuing it exclusive 

ly for a considerable time, and am pleased 
to say that it completely 

Cured Me. 
I presume my liver was very much ont of 
order, and the blood impure in consequence. 
I feel that I cannot too highly recommend 

Ayer's Sarsaparilla to any one afflicted as 1 
was.”—Mrs. N. A. Smith, Glover, Vt. 
“For years I suffered from scerofula and 

blood diseases. The doctors’ preseriptions 
and several so-called blood-purifiers being of 
no avail, I was at last advised by a friend to 
try Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. 1 did so, and now 
feel like a new man, being fully restored to 
health.”—C. N. Frink, Decorah, Towa. 

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla 
PREPARED BY 

DR. J. C. AYER & CO., Lowell, Mass. 
8old by Druggists. $1,six $5. Worth $5 a bottle. 

FOR ONE MONTH ONLY. 
A oreat reduction 

will be made in 

Hair 
Switches 

AT THE 

ST. JOHN 

HAIR STORE 
113 Charlotte St. 

Opp. Dafferin Hotel 

Ladies’ and Gents 
FINE 

LOTTE 

Up one flight. 

MAGAZINE. 

CANADA: 
A Monthly Journal of Religion, Patriotism, Science | 

and Literature, 

Edited by MATTHEW RICHEY KNIGHT. 

CANADA will number among its contributors 

Charles G. D. Roberts, Archibald Lampman, J. M. | 

Lemoine, James Macdonald Oxley, James Hannay, 

Arthur J. Lockhart, Thomas G. Marquis, Mrs. 8S. 

A. Curzon, Miss Mary Barry Smith, J. Hunter 

Duvar, Fred E.G. Lloyd, IH. L. Spencer, and many 

other well known Canadian writers. 
CANADA will contain the following departments: 

Our Contributors; 

Editor's Portfolio; The Editor's Table; Juvenile 

Canada; Record of Events; Olla Podrida. 

Only 50 cents a year; five copies to one address, 

$2.00. Canadian one and three cent stamps will be 

received in payment of single subscriptions. Send 

5 cents for sample copy. Address: “CANADA,” 

Benton, New Brunswick. 

B Packs of Cards, FREE. 
One Pack, May I.C.U. Home; One Pack, Escort; 

One Pack, Flirtation; One Pack, Hold to the light; 

One Pack, Our Sofa just holds two. One sample 

book full of Novelties, all FREE, it you send bec. 

silver, for postage. 

A.W. KINNEY, S. J.P, YARMOUTH, N.S, 

THE CANADA 
Sugar Refining Co. 

Montreal, ('mited 

We are now putting up, expressly 

for family use, the finest quality of 

PURE SUCAR SYRUP 

not adulterated with Corn Syrup, 
in 2 Ib. cans with moveable top. 
For Sale by all Grocers, 

R. B, 
GILMOUR & co, OPERA HOusg 

Ching, Glass 11812 Store 
Lamps, dor & Organs, 

2 and 10¢t, 

Mme. Kang, GORBE(| 

Fashionable g,,, 
Millinery 

Reasonap)e 

Olt & kitchen Shep | rlishings yy 

olid ang Antique 

PICTUR ; E Violins, ete 

| Prices, 

VY rm 
—— — 

| Te ll 
- <> 

STREET. | 

"THE NEW CANADIAN LITERARY 

Red Pencil and Scissors; The | 

FTOILLMAN « DUFFEILL. 

1891 PAPER HANGINGS. 1391 
No trouble 

Our New Stock is now complete in all grades. Call early, while the variety is large. 

to show goods. 

— 48 IRING STREET. — 

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE, 

60 Prince ‘William Street. 

Kindly remember us when you are selecting your purchases 
We have a very varied stock, at prices to suit all, of 

FANCY GOODS, CUTLERY, PLATED WARE. 
60 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET. We invite you to call and see our stock. 

Do You Want to Make Money? 
HERE'S A WAY. YOU READ THIS ADVERTISEMENT, IT WILL EXPLAIN HOW. 

T stands to reason and good common sense that the extraordinary growth of our business, during the 

past year, must be due to giving our patrons better value than they can get elsewhere. We expect to 

do a much larger trade this year and have according in store the largest and best assorted stock of Boots, 

Shoes, Cloths, and Clothing in this city. 

Only space to give you a small idea of the prices: All-wool P. E. Island Tweeds, 50¢., 60c.,,70c
., 80c. and 

{ up.; Union and half-wool P. E. Island Cloth, 40c. up.; Men’s P. E. Island Tweed Pants, £1.75, $2.25 up.; 

| Men’s Overalls and Jumpers, 65¢., 75¢., 8c. up.; Men's half-wool and all-wool Vests, £1.10, $1.50 up. 

| Men's very heavy half-soled Blucher Bal. Boots, $1.25 up.; Men's hand riveted Dress
 Boots, in calf, $1.55 

up.; Men’s very heavy grained Bal. Boots, only $1.75, worth $2.50; Boy’s very heavy tap soled Bal. 

Boots, only £1.10; Youths’ ditto, ditto, 95c.; Women’s Am. Kid Opera toe Button Boots,
 only $1.25 up.; 

Women's Dongola Kid, very fine Button Boots, £1.75 up.; Women’s hand-sewn 
and French process Kid 

Boots, $3.50; Women’s Oxford Tie Shoes, 8ic., £1.00, $1.25 up., extra value; Misses’ kid, calf, and 

grained Bal. and Button Boots, cheap; Children’s Boots, in all of the newest styles; Men's genuine hand. 

| sewen cordovan Bals., only £3.50. : Koko 

20TH CENTURY STORE, - - - - - - - 12 CHARLOTTE STREET. 
J. A. REID, MANAGER, TRYON MFG CO., Prov, 

WELL TRIEDIAND WORTHY OF CONFIDENCE. 
Persons of a Full Habit, who are subject to headache 

drowsiness, and singing in the ears, arising from too great a flow 
of biood to the head, should never be without them, as many 
dangerous symptoms will be entirely carried off’ by their timely 
use.’ 
For Females, from the peculiar affections that attend them 

W when they are arriving at maturity, and also at the decline, or 
“change of life,”” these Pills are truly excellent, removing all 
obstructions, depression of spirits, dullness of sight, nervous 

affections, blotches, pimples, and sallowness ot the skin, and 
give a healthy bloom to the complexion. 
What may seem almost incredible is the astonishing rapidity 

with whichthey cure diseases hitherto considered incurable. : 
Numbers of our first-class families keep them constantly on 

hand for the various ills of life, and rely on them implicitly.” 
They are sold with the understanding that they exceed their 

& recommendation, and are the best Household Medicine extant. 

Mailed to any address on receipt of price—25 cents per box. 

BUSINESS EDUCATION. 
EVENING CI.ASSES. 

Practical Instruction given in Book-Keeping, Arithmetic and Penmanship. 
Circulars mailed to any address. ADDRESS : 

ST. JOHN INSTITUTE of PENMANSHIP and BOOK-KEEPING, 
158 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET. 

J. R. CURRIE, Principal. 
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Side by Side walks “Progress” 
| WITH THE SWIFT GOING TIME. 

"We must keep pace with them. We're a little ahead if anything. 

The cheapest kind of advertising, is the kind that pays. 

Advertising in ProGress is cheap, for it pays; if it pays It 

costs nothing. 

“PROGRESS” GOES EVERYWHERE! 
To the Country People, 

To the City People, 

To the Rich Pcople, 

To the Poor People, 

TO all the People. 

AND ALL THE PEOPLE READ IT! 

NOTHING LIKE making your “Ads.” catchy. 

Make everybody look at them. Have them prominent. 

MOS : advertisers have made success by using illustra- 

tions and cuts in their “ads.” Do vou? 

MEN who advertise, and want good advertising, have 

original designs for their ““ ads.” 

We originate designs. 

Make wood cuts and electros, 

Reproduce, enlarge, and reduce engravings of all kinds 

“Progress” Engraving Bureau, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

LADIES 
INCREASE YOUR 

COMFORT BY WEARING 

FEATHERBONE 

THEY ARE MORE DURABLE 
THEY ARE MORE GRACEFUL 
THEY AREMORE STYLISH 

TRY A SAMPLE PAIR, THAN ANY OTHER CORSET, 

SOLD EVERYWHERE IN THE MARKET 

MADE ONLY BY. CANADA FEATHERBONE(LONDON,O. 
MANCHESTER, ROBERTSON &2ZALLISON, AGeENTsfrorR NEW BRUNSWICK. 
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