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FAIR OF FACE AND FORM. 

Their History One of Hardship and Perse- 

cution—Palma’s Homes and People, Grand 

Masonry and Costly Ornamentations—A 

Great City of the Mediterranean. 

(ProGREss Special Correspondence.) 

The three principal islands of the Ba- 
learic group are, in size and importance 
respectively, Majorca, Manorca and lviza. 
The first is but 60 miles from east to west 

and 50 miles from north to south. Cab- 

rera and other lesser islets belong to the 

group but these are trifling in size, almost 

uninhabited and of little general interest. 

The population of the islands now exceeds 

300,000 souls. Majorica is by tar the most 

beautiful of all the islands, and as one at 

once falls in love with her capital city, 
Palma, and all her sunny-hearted folk, few 

who first land in Palma’s sunlit bay will 

care to seek adventure here beyond Ma- 

jorica's glowing shores. 
One of my first enthrallments here was 

by the water-carriers of Palma. They are 
not so naive as those of the Azores, so 

bold as those of Italian cities, so volup-™ 

tuous as those of Lisbon, nor so languor- 
ous-eyed and petite as those of Granda 
and Seville. But I could not help think- 
ing that here an artist would find hun- 
dreds of pertect models for a Rachel at 
the Well. Tall, lithe, slender but shapely 
maidens are these, and their dress, carri- 
age, features and ways constantly increase 
one’s admiration and interest. Had they 
been simply animal in their saucy beauty, 
one study of one group at one fountain 
would have answered even a sentimental 
traveler. 

But for days I found myself, against all 
apparent reason, drawn to this fountain 
and that, and making all manner of mental 
excuse for what my own judgment scourg- 
ed me with as an accusation of impropri- 
ety. Attempt as I might to study all other 
lowly, become interested in the majestic 
cathedral,or essay tramps into the interior, 
back I came to the fountains to contem- 
plate these fair maidens and endeavor to 
unravel the strange spell they bad cast 
upon me. In the first place, I never saw 
but one woman whose unrivalled art gave 
her the perfect carriage these women un- 
consciously own as nature's heritage. That 
woman was Sara Bernhardt. Added to 
this was a conscious dignity and a not coy- 
ish but superb and stately modesty which 
lent positive radiance to every movement, 
gesture or look. 

Their attire added a rare charm to all 
else. Their tiny feet were encased in 
dainty slippers. A skirt of loosely woven 
dark stuff fell in close and graceful folds 
about their long and shapely limbs. Over 
this lay a short napkin-like apron, spot- 
lessly white. A dark bodice low at the 
neck displayed exquisite shoulders and 
breast, and its sleeves stopping at the 
elbow, where an edging of white was seen, 
showed the lower halt of beautitully 
moulded arms. The head is bare. covered 
by a wealth of hair coiled low and 
heavily in the neck, giving in the sunlight 
the blue black lustre of the grape. "The 
forehead is strangely wide for the Latin 
type: and the eyebrows, which almost 
meet, have the low wide arch. The eyes 
are large, luminous, melting, sad; and 
never were seen eyelashes of such 
length and blackness on no other 
women. The nose is finely chiseled and 
the nostrils are thin and have a percep- 
tible tremor. An oval chin, dazzling 
teeth, a mouth that suggests the hot 
blood of the south, chastened by endless 
repression, with lips of crimson, complete 
a face of Madonna like depth and feeling. 
This face looks out of a filmy white ker- 
chief drawn close beneath the chin, with 
points fastened with a rose or trifle of 
jewelry to the hair at either side of the 
head ; while its longest point covers the 
neck and breast to the girdled waist be- 
low. 

In processions ot a dozen to a score 
wending their way to and from, or when 
loitering beside, the fountains, they form 
groupings against the quaint old walls be- 
neath the lonely palms, fit for Takema's 
master hand. Their burdens are never 
carried upon their heads. The bottom of 
the empty or filled ewer always rests upon 
the right hip, the handle against the car- 

In Palma and throughout the fair Ba- 
learic isles studies of the deepest interest 
are among the people themselves: and 
then among the lowliest of these. The 
city has few great lions for sightseers who 
are already familiar with the southern 
cities of Europe. If one has friends, or 
can secure them, it is true that there are 
no more beautiful and exquisite examples 
of the Moresque-Spanish interiors than 
can be found in Palma's homes. Indeed 
I have never seen in art, as representative 
of the patio or court of the Italian, 
Spanish or Moslem home, anything equal- 
ling the beauty of these open courts. 
The stonework, while never on so grand 
a scale, rivals 1n delicacy of texture, 
and richness of ornamentation anything 
to be found within the walls of the Alham- 
bra. 
The scenery of the bay, though not so 

noble as that of Naples. is far more win- 
some and enchanting. Then there is the 
ancient fortress, the Castle of Bellver, 
rising from one of the heights of the cir- 
cling shore. It is 600 years old, and its 
dungeons, patio and Gothic arched gal- 
leries are among the most interesting 
specimens of medieval architecture in 
Europe. Palma'’s cathedral, one of the 
most majestic in the Latin countries, was 
built more than seven hundred years ago. 
While the Lonja, built as an Exchange, in 
ratification of a convention between the 

| Balearic islands and the republic ot Pisa, 
| with its massive roof supported by but 
four slender fluted shafts, its floor of 
polished black marble, and its wonder- 
tully carved open-work galleries, is as 
unique and impressive a structure as the 

| traveler can discover among the storied 
| haunts of the two peninsulas. 

In pretty and comfortable diligences, 
upon the backs of mules or donkeys, or 
better still upon your own stout legs, the 
remotest portions of the island are reached, 
over roads that will rival England's, in 
scarcely more than a single day's journey. 
If you are simply a sightseer there is much 
to do and see within the little sea-girt 
spot. 

‘The alquerias, or country mansions near 
Albano, and at Bunola and Esporlas, with 
their splendid avenues, gardens and rich 
vestiges of Moorish architectural remains, 
are far more interesting than similar estab- 
lishments | have at any time come upon in 
Spain. The wonderful roadway from Pal- 
ma to Soller, is grander than any roadway 
in Italy, and halt the distance winds along 
and upon masses of mountainside masonry 
of tremendous thickness and height. Over 
near the eastern shore is Menacor, the 
second largest city of the island. A little 
distance to the northeast is Arta, and here 
entered by a natural archway 140 feet high 
are doubtless the most wonderful grottoes 
of the world; and at Alcudia is one ot 
the most famous fisheries of the Mediter- 
ranean. 
A visit to Valdemusa and its once famous 

monastery is worth a special trip to the is- 
land. With as magnificent surroundings as 
those ot Vallombrosa in Italy, a mountain 
chasm is bridged by the ancient pile in so 
extraordinary and picturesque a way as to 
seem ata distance like a gray old cloudkissed 
nest that has for ages defied decay and the 
battling of the rial tempests there- But 
the gray of real decay is upon all things at 
Valdemmusa ; in the gray old church and 
endless cells and cloisters ; in the gray old 
houses that nestle along the mountain side 
beneath it; and in the gray old folk that 
haunt the spot like wraiths of those who 
once were there. An indescribable sad- 
ness lingers about this splendid Majorcan 
relic ot monkish times and days. The rich 
of Palma come here in summer and live a 
gay mock conventual life. George Sand 
half a century ago passed the most dolorous 
winter of her life within these walls. With 
her was Chopin. Perhaps in these very 
cloisters was born the wild and inexpressible 
melancholy of the melodic creations of the 
waster’s later life. To me Valdemusa will 
remain more a memory of these two strange 
sad souls than merely a crumbling, deserted 
and majestic monastic relic upon the island 
mountains. 

But best of all in Majorca you will love 
the peasant folk of the island and the sun- 
ny setting in which you will everywhere 
find them. The three classes in Majorcan 
provincial life are the titled landholders, 
the farmers who rent their land from the 
nobility, and the common peasant laborers 
who toil in the fields, forests and vine- 
yards. The houses of the nobility are 
very fine and beautiful, and a large num- 

rier's breast, and her halt bared white arm 
is flung carelessly around the vessel just 
below its mouth. 

All inquiries regarding these beautiful 
water carriers of Palma brought from the 
netive population a shrug ot the shoulder 
with a contemptuous smile and the sneer- 
ing words, 

“‘La Chueta I” 
That meant “A little long-eared owl.” 

I could not understand why these radiant 
maidens could have so offensive a name. | 
followed some of them about the city and 
then to their homes. It brought me to a 
strange quarter where a strange people 
with kindly yet sad and smileless faces 
wro:ght in all labor with that patience and | 
diligence which characterize but one race 
of men. ‘This was in the **Chueta™ quarter 
of Palma, and this is the story of the folk 
that live within it: 
“Death to the Jews” was the brutal cry 

of all good christians in southern KEurope 
towards the end of the fourteenth century. 

In Palma they were persecuted with re- 
lentless tury, beaten with ¢rosses of wood 
the had been compelled to kiss, and their 

houses looted and sacked. During Pas- 

sion Week of 1435 they were so 
desperately baited that some Jews at- 
tached a slave whom they named ‘“*Jesus,” 
to a cross and mocked him in secret re- 
venge. Four of the Jews concerned in the 
affair were condemned to be burned to 
death. Their sentences were then com- 
muted to death by hanging on condition of 
becoming christians. As the fury of the 
christians seemed to promise the murder of 
all the Jews in Palma, not only did the 
tour condemned men embrace christianity 
but within two days’ time more than two 
hundred were baptized, and eventually the 
entire Jewish population followed their ex- 
ample. The descendents of these are the 
folk of the Chueta quarter. They profess 
christianity, though living wholly apart 
from the Majorcans of Palma. Many are 
rich ; most are artisans such as silversmiths, 
weavers of embroideries and the like; all 
are honest. cleanly and industrious. But 
their bearded, solemn men and these faces 
by the fountains, betray, if but faintly the 
memory ot those olden tragedies which can 
never be effaced from their inner lives and 

ings and granaries are reached. 

ber of servants are retained. Many of the 
middle class farmers each control trom 
500 to 2,000 acres of land. Such as these 
possess farmsteadings spread over acres of 
ground, all surrounded by vine-covered 
walls, and all possessing first the quaint 
court into which all the lLving rooms of 
the family enter, and behind this, the 
greater court, from which all the out-build- 

Many of 
these structures which formerly housed the 
country aristocracy, contain private chapels, 
or rather chapels into which a latticed gal- 
lery extends from the upper gallery of the 
court. 

In my trampings about the island I se- 
cured entrance to many peasants’ and farm- 
ers’ homes. From this I found that all 
methods of agriculture and homeside labor 
were of the most primitive sort, and that 
there were no idle folk in Majorca. Out- 
door labor of some kind is continuous the 
year round. All the women spin, knit or 
weave, and [ have never entered a peas- 
ant's cabin where mothers and daughters 
were not in some such manner employed. 
Hospitality is charming, naive and whole- 
hearted. The plate of figs,basin of almonds 

or basket of oranges with the wholesome 
wines.of the country are ever ready for the 
friend or stranger's coming. 
Som+how there grows upon one the win- 

some notion that yon have known all these 
lowly folk before. Surely they are an 
idyllic people in an idyllic land. Want is 
unknown; crime is unheard of. There 

are no politics in Majorca, and but one 
religion. All this in time may change. 
But as I know it, and you can know it, 

now, little Majorca, fastened in matchless 

beauty beneath a smiling sun, is the one 
land of plenty and content. 

Evcar L. WakeMaN. 

His Crazy-Bone. 

The man that struck his crazy-bone, 
All suddenly jerked up one foot 
And hopped three vived hops, and put 
lis elbow straight before him—then 

Flashed white as pallid Parian stone, 
And clinched his eyes and hopped again. 

He spake no word—he made no moan— 
Ile muttered no invective—but 
Just gripped his eyelids tighter shut, 
And as the world whizzed past him then, 

He only knew his crazy-bone 
Was stricken—so he hopped again. 

hearts. James Whitcomb Riley. 

PROGRESS, SA 
THE FIGHT OF 4A QUIET MAN. 

His Name Was Immaterial, and so it Re- 

mains Unknown. 

Near the Dells of the Wisconsin river 
stands this old house, once famous among 
the river men as a place of revelry, a har- 
bor for fugitives trom the pioneer justice 
of the time, and a place where physical 
prowess was the one sateguard of purse or 
person. A good many stories cling to the 
spot, and any good guide can tell of bat- 
tles that chill the blood of the summer 
tourist. For in the days when the Dell 
house was at its best great rafts of logs 
went down the river in charge of gangs of 
men who drank and swore and fought like 
all the pirates in Algiers. 
Once upon a time—so the guide will tell 

you—Bill Endsen came down with a ralt 
of pine from the upper woods, and, before 
pushing through the narrow gorge now 
called **The Dells,” he tied up at the 
Dell house and told his men they might 
stay over night. Among the crew was 
one Flintsore, a bully who had beaten halt 
the men in the party, and only waited 
a proper opportunity before tackling 
old Bill Endsen himself; and, although 
old Bill had tor years been called the best 
man on the river, he was afraid of the 

savage raftsman who fought so like a tiger 
and whose passion was never sated until 
his victim was unconscious. Bill had de- 
cided if ever trouble did arise he would kill 
Flintsore with an axe rather than meet him 
hand to hand. 

Sitting in one corner of the Dell House, 
when the noisy crew came laughing and 
swearing in at the door, sat a short, square 
man with a rather large bundle on the floor 
beside him. He paid no attention to the 
men, and at first they allowed him to pass 
unnoticed. But as liqnor stirred their 
blood they grew more boisterous and in- 
vited him to join them. He declined, and 
again they gave him some moments of 
peace. After a while the wildest rafter in 
the party came over to the corner and asked 
the quiet man what he had in his bundle. 
He declined to answer, simply saying it 
was his own and that he was taking it down 
to Madison. The rafter was angry, and he 
amused himselt by standing across the room 
and tossing empty whiskey bottles at the | 
motionless bundle. 
“You stop that!” yelled old Bill Endsen. 

“The man is not bothering us and we won't 
bother him.” 

**But we will,” said Flintsore, who had 
not yet seen so good an opportunity to 
quarrel with his rival. Words could but 
lead to blows with these men. They were 
unarmed and there was no chance for 
postponement. They stepped outside on 
the level, grassy plat of ground and en- 
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gaged in a battle which is still remembered 
by the pioneers. They rolled over the | 
ground ; they sent in heavy blows; they | 
kicked, wrestled, bit and gouged, till old | 
Bill was utterly beaten, and lay defence- | 
less against the brutal blows that fell upon | 
him. | 

Flintstone desisted at last, and the other 
river men took the victim to the river and 
washed his wounds. 
Then Flintstone went into the house and | 

approached the quiet man, who alone had 
not followed the fighters and watched 
them. 
“Now what you got in that bundle ?" he 

demanded. \ 
“No matter what I've got,” returned 

the short man ; it's none of your business.” 
“Then you get up and fight.” 
“Well, vou take an hour to rest up and 

I will fight you,” responded the quiet man ; 
and there was that in his eye which ot 
mised he would keep his word. “You 
take an hour to rest up. Then we will go 
in the cellar together, lock the door inside, 
and throw the key out through the bars. 
After that, God have mercy on the weaker 
man.” 

Flintsore was wild with delight. Here 
was a chance for two good fights in one 
day. He took a drink to his own good 
luck, and then stretched out on the floor 
and waited. 
When the hour was up the quiet man cast 

one long look at his still motionless bundle. 
stripped to his shirt, and led the way to 
the cellar. The basement was walled with 
rocks. The door was heavy and strong. 
The windows were barred with iron. The 
floor was earth. 
They locked the door, tossed the key 

out through the grating, and a moment 
later the crowding river men outside knew 
the fight had begun. They could see little 
through the bars. They pressed their 
faces against the windows, climbing upon 
each other for a vantage point, till the 
only air passage was choked, and the 
men inside fought in poisoned atmos- 
phere. 
They were there scarcely twenty minutes. 

Then the man who had been quiet came to 
the window and calmly asked for the key. 
Besides him there was not a sound in the 
cellar. He unlocked the door, and they 

crowded in. There, in the middle of the 
floor, lay Flintsore, bound hand and foot, 

gagged almost beyond the point of breath- 
ing, and stripped naked. The tough cloth- 
ing which bad covered him now held him a 
disgraced prisoner. When he had been 
freed the men asked him if he wanted to 
try it again. 
“No,” said he. “That man held me 

with one hand. He knocked me down 
whenever he wanted to. I couldn't touch 
him. And if I tried to clinch he downed 

ite and fell on me. My ribs are broken. 
My heart hurts.” 
The quiet man still sat in his corner. 
“Do you mind telling us who you are!” 

asked one of the raftsmen politely. 
“It don't make any differance who Tam.” 

said the man, **but, if it will interest you 

any, I will tell you I make a pretty good 
living as a fighting man. This little bundle 
you have asked about is my baby. My 
wite died up at Liston, and I am going to 
Madison to leave the baby with my mother. 
It any of you men want Bsn in boxing 
when I come back [ will accommodate you.” 

Bill Edsen and Flintsore are historical 
characters up and down the Wisconsin. 
But the man who was better than either of 
them is unknown to this day.— Chicago 
Herald. 

A Funeral in Florence. 

We wander on and cross the Piazza del 

Signoria (how white the great statues in 
the Loggia look in the evening light!) 
and reach the corner of the Piazza del 

Duomo. There is a little stir and the 

sound of the word *‘‘Misericordia.” At 

the corner of the Via de Martelli we stand 

and wait. Across the street comes a 

funeral, the solemn dome of the baptistery, 
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busy thoroughfare stop and uncover as it 
passes. 

First is the coffin covered by a red vel- 
vet pall and carried by six frati, then a 
dozen couples of them, their eyes gleaming 
in the circle of white around them, out of 
the blackness ot their mask-hoods. They 
carry their broad-brimmed hats in their 
hands; strange and weird they look, 
even more so perhaps because the ordinary 
lite of the city is flowing on around them, 
than as one imagines them going about 
their errands ot pity in the silence of a 
ry wots and. The last of the 
yrethren has already crossed the Via de Cer- 
retani, where advancing from the shadow of 
the baptistery, come three more black 
figures. The middle one bears aloft a crucifix 
ot gold gleaming on high, a long red pennon 
hanging limp beneath ; his companions on 
either side bear torches, whose flame 
throws a glare over the shrouded forms be- 
hind. The brethren pass,and some priests 
in full canonicals, touched with a gleam of | 
scarlet, bring up the rear. Another mo- | 
ment and the Brothers of Pity with their | 
still burden have disappeared, and the 
stream of life and business rushes on.jfj 
— - - — | 

| 

Whar 
Yo 

Baby sends a Valentine, 
Saying in it, **Thou art mine, 
All 1 want inlife is thee, 
Thou art life itself to me, 
Dearest friend of babyhood, 
How I love thee-Nestle's Food.” 
We will send to any mother 

samples of Nestle's Food free, 
on receipt of address. 
Thos. Leeming & Co Montreal. \ 
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KOFF NO MORE 

WATSONS’ COUCH DROPS 
WILL GIVE POSITIVE AND INST- 

ANT RELIEF TO THOSE SUFFERING 

FROM COLDS, HOARSENESS, SORE 

THROAT,ETC., AND ARE INVALUABLE 

TO ORATORS AND VOCALISTS. R. & 

T. W. STAMPED ON EACH DROP. TRY THEM 

Incorporated, 1887, with Cash 

Capital of $50,000. 

AND APPLIANCE CO- 

49 KING ST. W., TORONTO, Ont 
G. C. PATTERSON, Mgr. for Can, 

Mleectricity, as applied by the 

Owen Electric Belt and 
Appliances, 

18 now recognized as the greatest boon offered to 

suffering humanity. It is fast taking the place of 

drugs in all nervous and rheumatic troubles and 

will effect cures in seemingly hopeless cases 

where every other kuown means has failed. It 

is natures remedy, and by its steady, soothing cur- 

rent that is readily felt, 

POSITIVELY CURES 
THE FOLLOWING : 

Rheumatism, Sexual Weakness, 

Sciatica, Female Complaints, 

General Debility, Impotency, 
Lumbago, Kidney Diseases, 

Nervous Diseases, Liver Complaint, 

Dyspepsia, Lame Back. 

Varicocele, Urinary Diseascs, 

RHEUMATISM. 
It is certainly not pleasant to he compelied to 

refer to the indisputable fact that medical science 
has utterly failed to afford relief in rheumatic 
cases. We venture the assertion that although 
electricity has only been in use as a remedial 
agent for a few years, it has cured more cases of 
Rheumatism than all other means combined. 
Some of our leading physicians, recognizing this 
fact, are availing themselves of this most potent 
of nature’s forces, 

To Restore Manhood and Womanhood 
As man has not yet discovered all of Nature's 

laws for right living, it follows that everyone has 
committed more or less errors which have left 
visible blemishes. To erase these evidences of 
past errors, there is nothing to equal Electricity 
as applied by the Owen Electric Body Battery 
and Suspensory. Rest assured any doctor who 
would try to accomplish this by any kind of drug 
8 practising & most dangerous torm of charla- 
anism. 

We Challenge the World 
to show an Electric Belt where the current is 
under the control of the patient as completely as 
this. We can use the same belt on an infant that 
we would on a giant, by simply reducing the 
current. Other belts have been m the market for 
five or ten years longer, but to-day there are more 
Owen Belts manufactured than all other makes 
combined. 

g# Electric Insoles. Dr Owen's Electric 
Insoles will prevent Rheumatism and cure Chil- 
blaine god Cramps in the feet and legs. Price $1, 
y mail. 

Beware of Imitations and Cheap Belts. 
#87 Our attention having been attracted to an 

imitation of the Genuine Owen Electric Belt. that 
is being peddled through the country from town 
to we desire to warn tke public against 
such, 
Our Trade Mark is the portrait of Dr. A. Owen, 

embossed in gold upon every Belt and Appliance 
manufactured by The Owen Electric 
Appliance Co. 

p#~ Send for Illustrated Catalogue of Inform- 
ation, Testimonials, ete. 

THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT €0%, 
49 King St. W., Toronto. Ont. 

Mention this paper. Head Office, Chicago, 

* x KE x kK * 

1t and 

Do You intend to Build? 
Or make alterations in your house, if #0 send to us 

for estimate of Doors, Sashes, Balustirs, Rails, &e. 

Patt rn sheets of Mouldings mailed free to any 
address. wy 

making a fitting background to the prog 
cession, and all the passengers in the 

| The Hebrons grew at the rate of about 400 
| bushels to the acre, and Montanas fullv 

You are making 
A wrong impression 

Wherever you go. 

y 2 7 

THE HEEL OF 

\ 4 WZ ) 

THE GRANBY RUBBER. 

IMPERIAL SUPERPHOSPHATE. - POTATO PHOSPHATE. 
THE PRIZE CROPS, 1st Prize 
for Potatoes, $60.00, taken by 
8. C. Pickard, Sackville. 

This is to certify, that I the undersigned, 
assisted Mr. Lund to measure one acre of 
Potato l.and, and assisted Mr. Bowser in 
checking and weighing the Potatoes taken 
from said acre, on which we used 5 barrels 
of your Special Potato Phosphate only, and 
find the crop four hundred and thirty-one 
bushels, 27} 1bs., (431, 27). About 
three-quarters of the Potatoes were Beauty 
of Hebron, the remainder Black Montana. 

600 bushels to the acre. 
[Signed] C. PICKARD. 

Aflirmed before me this 13th day of Nov. 
1801, at Sackville. 

[Signed] CHARLES E. LUND, J.P. 

This is to certify, that I have this day parted off one acre from Mr. Charles Pickard’s potato field, and 
marked the bounds of the same for the purpose of a prize competition. 
Dated at Sackville, 26th Sept., 1891, [Signed | C. E. LUND, D. L. Suiveyor. 

SEND FOR CATALOGUE. 

Provincial Chemical Fertilizer Co., 89 Water St., St. John, N.B 
—— 
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The Travelers Insurance Company, 
OF HARTFORD, CONN, 

Is a leading Life Insurance Company, and issues Life and Endow- 
ment Policies, best in the market, World-wide and and non-forfeitable. 
Is also the original accident company of America, is the largest in 
the World, and only large one in America. 
The claim payments of this company FOR A SINGLE MONTH usually 

exceed the ENTIRE surprLUS of all other accident companies. 
Please note the fact when offered *‘cheap insurance,” that The 

Travelers pays claims, as cheerfully as it accepts premiums, without 
discount, immediately on receipt of satisfactory proofs. 

The Best is the Cheapest! Moral: Insure in the Travelers. 
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Famous Fiction by the World's Greatest Authors! 
A CHARMING SET OF BOOKS, 

EMBRACING 

Ten of the Greatest Novels Ever Writ 
BY TEN OF THE 

GREATEST AUTHORS WHO EVER LIVED! 
It you will study the biographies of the great authors of our day, you will observe that in most

 

instances their reputations were made by the production of a single book. Let but one work that 

is really great—one masterpiece—emanat2 from an author's pen, and th
ough his future efforts may 

be trivial in comparison, his name will live and his works be read long after the author has passe
d 

away. A well-known New York publishing house has issued in uniform and hand
some style ten 0 

the greatest and most famons novels in the English language, and we
 have perfected arrangements 

whereby we are enabled to offer this handscme and valuable set of bo
oks as a premium to our sub- 

geribers upon terms which make them almost a free gift. Each one of these famous noves was Its 

author's greatest work —his masterpiece—the great prod
uction that made his name and fae, ~The 

works comprised in this valuable set of books, which are published under the general nce of 

© Famous Fiction by the World's Grealest Authors,” are as follows
: 

EAST LYNNE LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET, 

By Mrs, Henry Wood. By Miss M. E. Braddon. 

JANE EYRE, VANITY FAIR, 

By Charlotte Bronte. By W. M. Thackeray. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN, THE LAST DAYS OF POMPEII 

By Miss Mulock. By Sir E. Bulwer Lytton. 

ADAM BEDE, THE THREE GUARDSMEN, 

By George Eliot. By Alexander Dumas. 

THE WOMAN IN WHITE, PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE, 

By Wilkie Collins. 
By Charles Reade. 

Each of these great and powerful works is known the worl
d over and read in every civilized 

land. Each is intensely interesting, yet pure and elevating in moral tone. They are published 

; 9 1some and artistic 
complete, unchanged and unabridged, in ten separate volumes, w'th very han 

covers, all uniform, thus making a charming set 
of books which will be an ornament to the home.

 

y » 3 ; > ity. Altogether 
They are printed from new type, clear, bold and readable, upon pape

r of excellent qual y 

it Ne delightful sei of books, and we are most happy to
 be enabled to afford our subscribers an op- 

portunity of obtaining such splendid books upon
 such terms as we can give. 

: o - p We will send the ten great nov- 
Our Liberal P remium Offer els above named, comprising the 
«plendid complete set of ‘Famous Fiction by the World's Greatest Authors,” also 

PROGRESS for one year, upon receipt of only $2.50, which is an advance of but 50 cents 

wer our regular subscription price,so that you practically get this beautiful set of books 

or only 50 cents. Subscribers desiring to take advantage of this offer whose 

‘erms of subscription have not yet expired, by renewing now will receive the books at 

nce, and their subscriptions will be extended one year from date of expiration. We 
vill give the complete set of books free to anyone sending us a club of two new yearly 

whscribers. This is a great premium offer—a great chance for our readers. Do not 

miss it. Perfect satisfaction 1s guaranteed. Address all letters. 
EDWARD S. CARTER, 

Publisher PROGRESS, 
St. John, N B 'K. Christie Wood-Working Co., City Road. 
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