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DOCKRELL'S DEPARTURE. 
Whatever else Dockrell intended to do, 

it was evident that he did not mean to go. 
Mrs. Rashleigh began to be alarmed. She 
had asked him down, to be sure, without 
specifying the exact day he was to leave; 
but now the last guest had made the last 
pretty speech, and the dog cart containing 
a lingering sportsman and his belongings 
was disappearing down the drive, and yet, 
by a blazing fire in the cosy study, she 
knew that at that moment Willoughby 
Dockrell was unfolding the morning's 
papers and lighting a cigar, with that com- 
placent smile which irritated her so much 
when she was not in the mood for it. And 
she was by no means in the mood for it 
today. It was not only that a fresh set of 
people were to arrive tomorrow, most of 
whom would by no means share her en- 
thusiasm for the poet who was now 
stretched at his ease in her favorite arm- 
chair, but that the party invited for the 

next few days was to Jackie a faithful and 
somewhat stolid admirer, Maj. Champion. 
Now, Mrs. Rashleigh was not of the order 
of women who are unhappy if they have 
not a second lover to play off on the first. 
Under such circumstances, she opined, 
both were apt to be fretful and unamusing. 
Mrs. Rashleigh, to be sure, had been a 
widow for exactly five years, so that it may 
be inferred that she knew something of the 
other sex. Young, cheerful, and well off, 
without being pretty, she was distinctly at- 
tractive, and, having the social instinct, 
her place in Blankshire was nearly always 
full. In London she was inclined to affect 
the “*smart intellectual set,” and she liked 
to be credited with ideas and opinions. 
Ideas and opinions were, perhaps, rather 

scarce in the circles in which Mrs. Rash- 
leigh usually moved. It was probably 
this which had made her seek the society 
of Dockrell, for the man, at any rate, had 
brains. But there were questions which 
she could not help asking herselt in her 
present uneasy frame of mind. Apart 
from a volume of poems which had made a 
certain stir, who and what was he?  No- 
body seemed quite to know, least of all in 
the rather fashionable set into which he 
had effected an entrance. He had a clean- 
cut face, plausible manners, and a pretty 
talent for giving the talk a neat and epi- 
grammatic turn; while it was certain that 
he had lived in Paris, in Rome, and in 
New York, and that he knew everybody a 
little and nobody well. If men, too, in- 
stinctively disliked him, it was notorious 
that for most women he had an irresistible 
attraction, so that one was apt to meet 
Willoughby Dockrell more frequently in 
inner drawing rooms than in the more 
breezy mental atmosphere of the clubs. 
But though Mrs. Rashleigh was fond of 
having long discussions with her literary ad- 
mirer, it by no means followed that she in- 
tended to continue those discussions for 
life, and during the last day or two Dock- 
rell had assumed an all-conquering air 
which was distasteful to her. It is always 
awkward for a hostess to have to tell a 

guest to go, and Mrs. Rashleigh racked her 

brains for an expedient as the hall door 
closed to on the last member of the party 
and she thoughtfully crossed the hall. 

«*Well, I shall have to tell Jack all about 
it when he comes tomorrow,” she said to 
herself at last, with a little sich of relief 

which a woman gives when she has deter- 
mined to transter her troubles to shoulders 
broader than her own. 
And meanwhile Willoughby Dockrell, 

having finished a second cigar was medi- 
tating on his plan of campaign. For near- 
ly thirty hours he would have his charming 
hostess to himself, for the young sister who 
was there to play propriety hardly counted, 
and he would surely be able to get her to 
drive or to ride alone with him that very 
afternoon. Thirty hours, he told himself, 

alone in a country house with a woman who 
obviously likes you, is worth thirty months 
of afternoon calls and dinner con- 

wversations in London. He 

glanced round the room. How 

delightful it all was; so cosy, so old- 
fashioned, with the air of having been al- 
ways just like that. . . . The leather bind- 
ings of the books were worn and mellowed, 
the gilt of the picture-frames was a little 
dim with age. A Romney and a Gains- 
borough—portraits of departed Rashleighs 
—gazed down on him from either side of 

the fireplace. A grand-uncle with dilet- 
itante tastes, who had made the “Grand 

Tour,” had brought back that Canova from 
Rome. Generations of gentlefolks 
had lived, and read, and chatted in that 
room. At his age, and with his tastes, it 

was all just what appealed to him most ; the 
sense of security, of rest, of long unchang- 

ing years. Willoughby Dockrell had been 
of late a frequent guest in English country 
houses, but no home that he had entered 
had appealed to him quite so intimately as 
this. A man of forty-five, who has lived 

in most of the capitals of civilization, gen- 
erally turns at last to some such haven. 
At forty-five, the boulevards of Paris, 
the clubs ot London, and the balls of New 
York may begin to pall. At that uncertain 
age when he is neither old nor young, he 
had begun to think that a man wanted a 
home, a position, and a wite. Now, all 
these things, he thought, were well within 
his reach. There were no children; the 
place was here for her life time, after 
which it would go to a distant cousin. As 
to that unpleasant affair in America—well, 
it all happened fifteen years ago, and New 
York is a long way from London, even if 
London is tolerably near New York. Only 
one man in England knew anything about 
the story of those bonds, and that man he 
was certain not to meet in a smart country 

house. And then Mrs. Rashleigh had said 
nothing in her note of invitation as to the 
length of his stay ; indeed, it had been a 
word or two only. Dockrell took the note 
out of his pocket, and read it with a curi- 
ously satisfied smile. 

“Can’t you come and see me in the 
country ?” it ran (and the fact of their be- 
ing no beginning was an important one in 
the eyes of such a student of femininity as 
Willoughby Dockrell). “I shall bave 
some nice people staying with me at the 
beginning ot the month. Could you come 
on the 3rd? We shall be able to discuss— 
Bourget—and lots of things! 

‘Ever sincerely yours, 
“Letty Rasen.” 

Well, he had come on the 3rd, and here 
he meant to stay—-to stay until he had made 
himself master of the situation. 

But the day dragged on, and he had 
never found himself alone with his hostess. 
The young sister—a girl of sixteen, was 
present at lunch, went out with them in the 
wagonette, and faced him at the dinner 
table, and not long after Mrs. Rasleigh re- 

tired to bed. The next day it was not 
much better, but early in the afternoon 
he did find her alone. Willoughby 
Dockrell was wo much of a diplo- 
matist to show his hand before he saw 
what his adversary was likely to play; but 
still, the time was short, his opportunities 
few, while the advent of a fresh batch of 
visitors might spoil the game completely. 
At the end of a quarter of an hour's talk 
Mrs. Rashleigh began to feel uncomfort- 
able, and more than ever was she resolved 
to tell Major Champion the whole story, 
directly he arrived. She got away, and 
shut herself up in her room until the first 
batch of her new guests were announced. 
“What, in heaven's name, is that fellow 

doing down here?” was Champion's first 
question, when he found himself at first 
alone with his hostess before dressing. 
She was silent for a moment, but she did 
not pretend not to know what he meant. 
“Well, you see, he goes everywhere; 

he's very clever, and a sort of celebrity in 
his way, and—and I wish I hadn't asked 
him !” 
“So do I,” said Champion, fervently. 
“But it’s not only his coming that’s the 

matter,” said Letty, incoherently; ‘‘but 

I'm sure he means to stay. Ie will never, 
never go.” 
“Oh, yes. he will. 

morning." 
“Jack, I can’t have it. I won't have a 

row in this house. Why, the newspapers 
will get hold of it, and—I shall never for- 

give you if you do anything horrid.” 
“I'm not going to do anything horrid. 

I shall just mention in the smoking room 
tonight that Jobson, the editor of the Kven- 
ing Telephone, is coming down here to- 
morrow for a day or two.” 

“But, my dear Jack, Jobson isn’t com- 

ing! I don’t even know him. How on 
earth will that help us ?” 
“Wait and see. If the thing works I'll 

tell you all about it. You're a ridiculous 
little person, you know, and utterly unfit 
to take care of yourself. You'd much 
better let——" 

““There’s the dressing bell, Jack; you're 
getting impossible. I shall send you away 
tomorrow, too.” 
And when, the same evening, as the 

ladies were going to their rooms, Mrs. 

Rashleigh saw Jack Champion walking off 
with Dockrell in the direction of the 
smoking-room, she felt a pang of com- 
punction at the innocent plot she had as- 
sented to in order to get rid of her brilliant 
guest. 

There were lots of letters by the morn- 
ing post, which came in while they were at 
breakfast, but only one for Willoughby 
Dockrell. He let it lie by his plate for 
some minutes, and then, asking permis- 
sion of his hostess with his rather over- 
elaborate manner, he slowly broke the 
seal. 
“What a bore !” he said presently, when 

he had laid down the note and deliberately 
resumed his breakfast. *‘I shall have to go 
to town this morning by an early train. 
Some bothering business which I can’t get 
out of.” 

Mrs. Rashieigh dared not look at Cham- 
pion, whose triumph now was complete. 
Both had seen that Mr. Willoughby Dock- 
rell’s letter was wallet-shaped, adorned 

with a silver monogram, and addressed in 

a bold feminine hand. The *‘business,” 

then, was a myth. And yet, woman-like, 
she felt almost guilty when the dog-cart 
was at the door and the last good-hyes 
were being said.  Dockrell, who for once 
looked red and flushed, seemed to avoid 
speaking to her alone. She murmured 
something about having the pleasure of 
seeing him down there on some future oc- 
casion. And yet, as they looked straight 
at each other with the final hand-shake, 
Letty knew that in all probability she 
would never see him again. 
“What does it all mean?” said Mrs. 

lashleigh, sternly, a few minutes later. It 
was in the sanctum, and there was no one 
there but Jack. It was a mere trifle, but 

it struck her that Major Champion did not 
lounge in her favorite chair, but stood 

tentatively at the fireplace, playing ner- 
vously with some tin-bronze cats clasLing 
cymbals, which she had brought from 

Vienna. 
“The magic name of Jobson worked the 

miracle,” said Champion, smiling. “‘Job- 
son knows something about your poet 
which makes it—well, inconvenient for 

them to meet. I told you he would go. 
Although the man has never been convict- 
ed, there's no moral doubt that he’s—well, 
a forger.” 

**(ireat heavens!” murmured Letty, as 

she thought of the intimate little notes she 
had written him, of the long confidential 
talks in London, of the still more compro- 
mising interviews down here. And here was 
Jack, who, whatever his faults, had clearly 

never comitted a forgery,but whom she had 
always snubbed! Mrs. Rashleigh crossed 
the room to his side. 
“How can I ever thank you?” she 

whispered, gazing at the half-moons on his 
necktie: 

**(zive me your hand.” 
Letty gave it, wonderingly, and he held 

it firmly in his strong grasp. 
“I am going to keep it, for always,” an- 

nounced Champion, gravely. 
“What rubbish you talk* Jack!" whis- 

pered the owner of the hand. But she did 
not take it away.— World. 

He'll go tomorrow 
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Courteous. 

Most of us are apt to omit toward those 
of our own family many of the outward 
tokens of respect that we habitually show 
to our less familiar friends and acquaint- 
ances. To this rule, as to all others, there 
are, of course, exceptions. 
Those who passs a certain house in a 

town not far from Boston on their way to 
business in the morning, often see what is 
to all of them a most beautiful and touch- 
ing sight. Down the front steps comes a 
gentleman about sixty-five years of age, 
but evidently hale and vigorous ; in the big 
bay-window can be seen his wife, a feeble, 
sickly lady supported on her crutches, 
watching her husband on his way. 
The old gentleman walks briskly on un- 

til he reaches the street corner some paces 
away ; then he turns, glances back, with a 
smile for the loving face in the window, 
throws it a kiss, and raising his hat in the 
most ceremonious manner, bows low and 
passes around the corner out of sight. 

Such things as this show that courtesy 
toward one’s own household is not quite a 
thing of the past, that familiarity does not 
always breed contempt. Well would it be 
for us all to heed the lesson! 

Why not have long selected Cane in your 
Chairs: Lasts longer, cheaper. Duval, 242 
Union street. 

A FIGHT IN THE DARK. 

An Orchid Collector's Frightful Struggle 
With an Anaconda. 

“I have spent halt my life in Brazil,” 
said Mr. Bentley, the orchid collector, 
“and Para was my headquarters for many 
years. Thirty years ago orchid collecting 
was a dangerous business, especially alon 
the Amazon. What with hostiles and wil 
beasts a white man ran considerable risks 
if he lett the settlements. At first I used 
to hire friendly Indians to go with me into 
the forests, but they were such a super- 
stitious lot that I found it more profitable 
to go alone. It used to make my hair 
stand on end to hear their yarns about the 
wild man ot the woods and the great swamp 
snake—talk about sea serpents, they are 
only eels to this monster with its three 
hundred feet ot snaky body. Every queer 
sound one hears in the primeval forest 
they attribute to one of these imaginary 
sources, and I've had a whole camp stam- 
peded, and lost a pile of money more than 
once by their refusing to go on, after per- 
haps a month of hard pushing through the 
bush, just because of some peculiar 
sound they deemed an omen 
of warning from those creatures. But I 
had a scare or two myself from snakes and 
the closest shave for my life right here near 
Para. When I first landed in the town it 
was only a little settlement, and snakes— 
big snakes—twenty feet long went streak- 
ing through the streets every day. The 
natives killed and ate them, and I don’t de- 
spise a mess of snake meat myself—it’s not 
halt bad when you get used to it. Time 
and again I've seen big anacondas and 
boas coiled round trees waiting for some- 
thing to come along, but beyond keeping a 
sharp lookout that they shouldn't catch me 
I never bothered them. But we came to- 
gether one day, and a nasty experience it 
was. You see, I had ridden out about 
twenty miles due west, following the river, 
but had found nothing new in the way of | 
flowers. Late in the afternoon I headed 
back for town, striking off on a fresh track 
through a forest tolerably free from un- 
dergrowth. The leaves lay several feet 
deep and were still dry underfoot, 
though the rainy season was commen- 
cing. More from habit than expec- 
tation I kept glancing up at the tree- 
tops, for that is where most orchids are to 
be found, and suddenly I spied a lovely 
mass of purple blossoms such as 1 had 
never seen before. 1 was off my horse 
and swarming up that tree in no time. A 
ship was sailing for England the next day 
and those orchids might mean a fortune to 
me. I dared not risk going back to town 
for help, for a **beat” in bulbs is worth as 
much as a *‘beat” in news. For halt an 
hour I slashed away with my knife, strew- 
ing the ground with roots, not even stop- 

ping to brush away the swarms of insects 
that tried to make a sieve of my hide. The 
next thing I knew was that my horse was 
straining wildly at his lariat, snorting and 

plunging in an awful fright.  Betore I 
could give a yell the lariat broke and off 
he went, tail and mane on end. Then I 

heard a queer rushing sound, like a strong 
wind stirring up the leaves, vet the air was 

still. It came nearer and nearer, and 
glancing downwards I saw the great shin- 
ing brown body of an enormous anaconda 
go whirling by not ten yards from where 
my horse had stood. I should be afraid 
to say how long I thought it was or how 
big around, but I was everlastingly thankful 
for being up that tree. It flashed by like 
the wind, passing close beneath me, scurry- 

ing, rustling and hissing along and disap- 
pearing into a swampy thicket about 300. 
yards away. I could trace its course by 
the waving reeds for quite a while. I 
would not have missed that sight for a good 
round sum, but the loss of my horse an- 
noyed me considerably. On foot, 1 could 
only carry a small bundle of orchids, and 
as they were very rare I wanted to ship a 
big load. Besides I was at least ten miles 
from town, it was getting late and 1t was 
not pleasant to think of spending a night in 
the woods with that big snake around. So 
I hurried down from the tree, gathered a 
good pile of the roots and set off’ home- 
wards. 
“You know how a tropical storm comes 

up. A small cloud appears on the horizon. 
In half an hour the sky is covered and it 
becomes dark as night. There's a rush 
and a roar ofwine, a lurid blaze, a burst 
of terrific thunder, and down comes the 
rain in floods. Before the blast the trees 
bent to the ground, great limbs came 
crashing down and I took to the swampy 
marsh or the river banks. I stumbled 
along as fast as possible, the livid flashes 
lighting my way, but my orchids soon 
began to feel heavy. Suddenly an 
extra brilliant glare showed me one 
of those low palm-thatched mud huts 
the Indian fisherman build along the banks 
of the river. Here's luck, I thought, for 
no one would be in there at that time of 
the year and I decided to go in, light a 
fire and dry off till the storm ceased. Inl 
went and as a flood of rain followed me 1 
quickly shut the door. Of course it was 
pitch dark inside and I began to feel for 
my matches. I remember thinking it 
smelt pretty loud in there, even for an 

Indian hut, and that as soon as I had a fire 
going I'd open that door again. The roar 
of the wind and the fierce rumbling bellow 
of the thunder made such a fearful uproar 
I could hardly have heard myself shout, 
but as I carefully unrolled the oilskin case 
that held my matches 1 distinctly heard a 
loud scraping rustle somewhere around me. 
Just then I got a match and thinking some- 
one might be in there I yelled out, “I'll 
have a light in a second!” and pawed 
around for" a dry spot to strike on. I 
scratched off the heads of two matches 
without getting a spark, then somehow 
I felt that queer creepy sensation coming 
over me that tells a man he is in 
danger from some malign presence. But I 
braced up and moved a little ways from 
the door to try another match. A splutter 
but no light, then something touched me 
and that peculiar scuttling sounded all 
around the hut. The place seemed alive 
with something uncanny—what it was I 
couldn't guess—what’s more I didn’t want 
to know. The door was behind me, some- 
where to my right. 1 sprang to where I 
thought it was, stretched out my arm, but 
too late. Two fiery eyes came right at 
mine ; I threw up my left arm to guard my 
face, it was seized as by a vise and I was 
jerked off my feet and thrown to the 
ground. I grabbed at the wm He throat 
and felt the horrible, cold, scaly hide of a 

snake. It was a monster, too, for I had 

hardly realized what a terrible foe I had to 

deal with when it litted me off my feet. 
But quickly as it moved I was a little 
quicker yet. I had hardly touched those 

slippery scales when 1 threw my legs 
around the brute’s neck and drew my 
knife. As I was carried off my feet and 
before it could throw its terrible coils 
about me, I had plunged my weapon three 
times into its squjrming neck. 
“The anaconda let go of my arm and 

tried to push me off by pressing its coils 
against me, but I hung on, stabbing away 
until torrents of blood loosened my hold 
and I slipped off. The struggle hardl 
lasted ten seconds, though it takes much 
more time to tell. When I fell to the 
ground I jumped up quickly to find the 
door, but the writhing, flopping monster 
seemed to fill the room. I reached the 
wall, but the large body squeezed me so 
that 1 was forced to get away; then I 
stumbled over another part of the brute 
and fell against the floor. Every rib 
cracked as a told of snake scraped over 
me and I thought all was up, but I strug- 
led to my feet and found a corner where 
flattened myself into as small a space as 

I could. The floor was covered with blood, 
the heat and stench was overpowering. 1 
had lost my knife and could see nothing. 
Cowering there in the dark I expected 
every second to be crushed. It was an 
awful experience. Sick and faint, I hoped 
the end would come quickly by some sud- 
den blow, for I was too weak to fight any 
longer. About to sink to the floor from 
exhaustion, I suddenly heard a loud crash, 
and fresh air rushed into the hut. By its 
frantic lashing and thumping the snake had 
burst open the door. 1 don’t know how 
I got out, but I never stopped running 
till I fell breathless among the reeds a mile 
from town. Nextday I got a party of men, 
and though pretty well used up, I went 
with them to that hut. The anaconda had 
died inside. My knife thrusts had nearly 
severed its head off and yet it had struggled 
about with fearful strength for I don’t 
know how long. We dragged it out, pulled 
it up to a tree limb and a man went up and 
slipped its hide off. It was a magnificent 
olive brown hue, beautifully spotted with 
black, and measured thirty-three feet in 
length by six in its widest part. I shipped 
the skin to the old country with those orch- 
ids and it brought me a pretty penny, but 
I don't care to make money that way.”— 
Free Press. 

The papers have lately mentioned how 
many prominent mines of the country were 
discovered by chance. There is a scrap to 
be added to the history of the Cortez 
mines. Simeon Wenban had run the Gar- 
rison Tunnel at great expense and was left 
a poor man, owing his creditors $150,000. 
There was not a pound of ore in sight 
whereby the debt might be paid. Asa 
last resort, with a forlorn hope, after the 
mine had been closed, Simeon Wenban 
drilled a hole in the hanging wall and 
blasted out a huge piece of rock, which he 
found to be almost a solid block of metal 
and part of an immense vein which had 
been paralleled hundreds of feet. This 
fortunate last effort marked a sudden 
change that seldom falls to the lot of man. 
It was Wenban, the poor man, the laborer, 
before the blast was fired ; it was Simeon 
Wenban, the millionaire, but a second 
thereafter. The first month's run of his 
little mill gave him $30,000, and ever since 
he has grown more wealthy. The mine is 
the best paying property in the state at the 
present time.— Central Nevadan. 

HAVELOCK MINERAL SPRING. 
T™F water of this Spring is becoming better 

known, and some wonderful cures have lately 
been made in cases of Eczema (Salt-rheum), and 
other skin diseases; also in the cure of chronic 
Constipation, and other derangements of the 
digestive organs, 
Where all other remedies have failed, this mineral 

water always brings relief and cure. 
Circulars containing certificates from physcians, 

and persons cured by means of Havelock Mineral 
water, will be furnished on application to the pro- 
prietor. 
In order to introduce this water to the public, 

Sample 5-gallon jugs will be sold for the cost of the 
jug—also in casks if desired—on applicationto 

hod RR - 
roprietor Mineral Spring, 

’ Bostock; N.B. 

P. S.—Arrangements can be made for the purchase 
of this Spring, or a part interest in same. 
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ISLAY & GLASG 

CAUTION. 
WHEN LABEL AND CAPSULE BEAR THE 
ERE CURRANT ECD TOWNE ET oN 

BOTTLING, AND TO Bg LED IN SCOTLAND, A) ENT 
FLAVOURING WED, 

Islay Blend 

Is the Finest Six Year old Whisky inthe 
World. 

ALWAYS ASK FOR ISLAY BLEND. 
TAKE NO OTHER. 

Sold by all the leading wholesale and retail dealers, 

MONEY 
about it before, how bright, active boys, in the city and count 

There are some places in New selves by selling ProGress. 

1s one of the things you want 
boys, and one of the things you 
can get if you will do a little work 
for Progress every Saturday 
morning. We have told you 

, make money for them- 
runswick, Nova Scotia, 

and Prince Edward Island where ProGress is not sold. We want boys in each of those 
laces to sell Progress. One of our boys sells over 810 worth of ProGress every 
aturday morning. Others sell $8, 86, 84, and down to $1 worth, and even less than 

that, but they all make money. The more papers they sell, of course the more money 
made. 

can order more if you want them, and the next week more. 
We do not care if you only order fwo copies at the start—the next week you 

To show you just how 
easy it is to get customers for ProGrrss, we will tell you this story: A little boy in 
Kingston, Kent county, sent to us asking if he could get some ProGress to sell. His 
father helped him along, by sending a note saying he would be responsible for what papers 
his boy received. We sent him five copies the first week, before the next week had 
passed we received a postal card from the boy asking for thirteen copies, and the next 
week he sent for eighteen copies. 
his list of customers has grown rapidly. 
18 papers-—-not much for a man, but a good deal to a boy. 

He has only been selling the paper three weeks, and 
He makes 24 cents every week selling those 

ProGress wants just such 
boys in very many towns and villages in the maritime provinces. We want them in 
such places as Marysville, Canterbury, Harvey, Centreville, Buctouche, Hillsborough, 
Chipman, Yarmouth, Kentville, Bridgewater, Lunenburg, Wolfville, and a score of 
other places that cannot be mentioned here. Send us a letter or a postal, and don’t 
forget to ask your father or some responsible person to send his name as a reference. 
Remember that you do not require any money to start. If you are the right kind of 
a boy you will pay us at the end of the month, and that will satisfy us. 

Address Epwarp S. Carter, Publisher Progress, St. John, N. B., for any further 
information. 

OEOEG CRORE 

WHITES, 
83 King Street, 

ICE CREAM, 

[ce Cream Soda 
CHOICE CONFECTIONERY 

OUT DOOR WORK NOW! 
Many persons who have been thinking of painting the 

exterior of their houses, should not think about it any longer 
but decide whom to give the job to, before the hot weather comes 

and the flies. 
We give careful attention to all outside orders, and execute 

them with all possible promptness. 

NOTHING LIKE making your “Ads.” catchy. 
Have them prominent. Make everybody look at them. 

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. 

HOTELS. 

I — STANLEY, 

ST. JOHN, N. b. 

TJ. M. FOWLER, 
Proprietor. Terms, $1.50. 

| | pps HOUSE, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op- 
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station. 

Baggage taken to and from the depot free of 
charge. Terms—$1 to $2.50 per sar 

J. SIME, Proprietor 

QUERY HOTEL, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS, Proprietor. 

Fine sample room in connection. Also, a first-class 
Livery Stable. Coaches at trains and boats. 

VY Rn HOTEL, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

___ D.W.McCORMICK, Proprietor 
JRIEAS HOTEL, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

T. F. RAYMOND, 

i DIOL DUGR he. oA 
amend HOTEL, 

28 TO 32 GERMAIN STREET, 

ST. JOHN, N. R. 

Modern Improvements. Terms, $1.00 per day 
Tea, Bed and Breakfast, 75 cts. 

W. E. ELLIOTT, Proprietor. 

Ho™™ DUFFERIN, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

FRED A. JONES, 

Proprietor. 

| SCREAM! 
LADIES, ATTENTION ! 

ICE CREAM! ] 

TE Subscriber wishes to inform his lady cus 
tomers, and the public generally, that he is 

now ready to fill their orders for Ice Cream, in any 
uantity desired. Vanilla, Lemon, Strawberry, 
ineapple, Ginger, Chocolate, Coffee, Almond, Pis- 

tachio, Tutti Frutti, etc. 
Prompt attention given to all orders sent to the 

Lorne Restaurant, 105 Charlotte Stree. 
T. C. WASHINGTON, PROPRIETOR. 

CAFE ROYAL, 
Domville Building, 

Corner King nd Prince Wm. Streets. 
MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS. 

DINNER A SPECIALTY 

Pool Room in Connection, 

WILLIAM CLARK. 


