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THE LATE CZAR'S PERIL. 
So far as | know, no outsider had ever 

been privileged to peep into the private note 

book of Strephon Demitritoff, the ‘‘doyen” 

of the St. Petersburg secret police bureau, 

an institution dedicated to the service of 

the Czar of All the Russias. It was, there- 

tore, with a feeling of intense satisfaction, 

not unmingled with awe, that I hung upon 

the utterances of my old friend, as he (the 

occasion being a cosy dinner at wy house | 

ia St, Petersburg) caressingly turned over 

the closely written pages of a little vol- 

ume. 

A remarkable man was Demitrioff, tall, 

thin, but tough and wiry, possessed ot a 

determined mouth, partially concealed by a 

stil. almost white military moustache—he 

might have passed any day tor a retired 

colonel of the Guards. His early training 

in the army was responsible for his up- 

right carriage, while his varied experiences 

as the foiler of many a deadly plot against 

t+ lite of his sovereign had endowed him 

with a quick and masterful eye and uafail- 
ing nerve. Formany years his efforts had 

been almost entirely directed towards the 

perservation of the life of the head of the 

state, and needless to say, the discoveries 

wale while so occupied were sufli ently 
numerous and startling, 

As a trusted agent of the Czar, his life | 
vmed with incidents made so significant 

¢ committed to any diary, so that the 

date carefully tabulated within the 

ers of the littie volume he held in his 

aT 

to 

( 

I 
tery and plot-loving public, were asnoth- 
ing compared to the astounding 
stored up in his retentive memory. 

| took it asa great compliment to my 
countrymen that he should confide in me. 

au alien. **Ah,” be said, “you are an Eng- 
lishman"—I was Scotch, but that is a de- 
tail—<and are to be trusted. I should 

not dare to unbosom myself to a Russian.” 

Now that the brave Demitritotf s no 

more, having ail to soon followed his royal 
master to the grave, and being mysell well 
out of the reach of the ‘double eagle,” I 
have no compunction in recounting here, at 

the risk of the columns being obliterited by 
tie Russian press censor, a few of the ex- 
sriences as related by my tend. 
A teature of his character was the grim 

Lumor he wound into the reminiscences 
with which be trom time to time favored me. 
I well remember the first of these, which, 

under the above heading and with assumed 
names, will’compromise nobody. 

Y es, he mused, Petrus Tritreff : a quite, 
deep young man that was, now: one of the 
most dangerous kind, mark you! Did he 
halong to any Nihilist society or associate 
himselt with the advanced Socialist party ? 
Not he. lle was too clever for that. His 
grudge against Alexander II. wis a 
privateone. A medical student, his bosom 

friend and colleague, Janos Smirtsky, had 
been condemed to Siberia on a trumped- 
up charge (for such cases do happen even 
in civilized Russia) of conspiring against 
the lite and well-being of the Czar. It was 
only too apparent at the trial that pressure 
had been brought to bear from beadquarters, 
and for some reason Tritreff got it into his 
haad that his friend, who was well connect- 
ed. was being mercilessly persecuted ut the 
instance of the palace autocrats, if not of 
the Iimperor himself. 

So, when Petrus heard Janos condemned 
for lite to the mines, and in due time saw 
him start, one of that wretched gang, on 
his long journey, he swore to avenge him. 

Now, ’etrus was a youth of parts; he 
L241 ideas, and it would not be his fault if 
some of the residents at the Winter ’alace, 

preferably the Czar himself, did not realize 
that even on this planet vengeance was 
sure 

Accordingly, Petrus said not a word to 
anyone : avoided those clubs and supposed 
secret societies which sought to compass 
collectively the fall of the monarchy, and 

d:ly completed bis studies. Mingled with 
these studies was the ever prevailing 
thought of how best to effect his purpose. 
At length he made up his mind. Learning, 
in quite a causal way, a fact not generally 
known, that the Czar bad a great weak- 
ness for a special kind of chocolate bon-bon, 
h: determined that through this apparently 
harmless medium should his triend be aven- 
ged. 
A little patient inquiry elicited the fact 

tl.at a box of these special chocolates found 
its way regularly cvery week to that part 
of the empire which the Czar happened to 
honor with his presence; and also that 
the makers of the precious sweets were a 
well known house in St. Petersburg famed 
for its confections. The death of his father 
a! this juncture furnished him with an ex- 
cuse tor learning his own livelihood, and 
on the pretence that he was left penniless, 

anl consequently unable, without capital, 
to benefit by his medical studies, he made 
it his business to get recommended by a 
tow friends to this highly respectable con- 
foctioner as an ineperienced but very will- 
ing volunteer. ‘Lv suca lengths will the 
f:oling of revenge bring a man. 

After careful inquiry—and you may be 
(juire sure the investigations by the police, 
who are always interested in such changes 
were most minute—the services ot Petrus 
wore accepted, and he set to with a wiil to 

master bis new trade. 
The privilege of making the Czar's 

sweets was accorded to a man who had 
been in the firm's employ for many years, 
and who was considered above suspicion. 
I+ was to this post that Petrus aimed to be 
anpointed. Not till then could he put in 
practice the pretty little plan he had 
matured tor changing the course of events 

a‘ the Winter Palace. 
To the ordinary mind bent on destruc- 

tion, accessibility to the manufacture of the 

roval comfits under such circumstances 
would suggest a strong dose of poison con- 
cealed under the chocolate enamel. Not 

go did Petrus view the matter. The use- 
fl arsenic, the strong and serviceable 
strychnine, did not commend themselves to 

tie young man's fancy. Besides the chance 

of a promptly administered antidote or 

emstic saving the sufferer and destroying 

th» would-be assassin’'s hopes, there was 

a lack of sensationalism in the attempt by 

such means. 
There must be no confusing tle issue 

with that of a temporary indisposition 

with which the public might be misled. 

No. the result must be something deadly, 

yet electrifying ; appalling, yet far removed 

from the commonplace ; and in this spirit 

did the genial Petrus strive to improve the 

shining hour. The bomb was Tritrefl's 

i>! - not the ordinary article with the fuse 

attached, or the clumsy mechanism which 

oquizes tc bz throwa at the subject £ig- 

yand, while of enthralling interest to a mys- | 

facts | 

nalled out for destruction. No, something 
' much more dainty and original. Not even 
| the most up-to-date Nihilist had so far 
aspired to fame by contriving a bomb 
' which could be ‘‘eaten,” and which in the 
act would destroy for ever the partaker’s 

| taste for the sweets of life. It was to be 
| left to Petrus Trntcil' to inaugurate the 
chocolate bomb by means of which the head 
of Alexander III. would be blown off his 
shoulders, in the midst of his courtiers and 

| guards, ere a hand could be raised to save 
| him. 

Two years had passed in his employer's 
| service before Petrus considered that his 
opportunity had come. In those two )ears 

| his expertness and assiduity had gained 
| him his master’s favor, and suspicion, if 
| any existed (and where does it sot exist in 
| Russia ?), bad been lulled. Petrus was 
| now competent totake the place of the 
| master workman who continued to make 
| weekly a fresh supply of the royal sweet- 
| meats, should he by any accident be un- 
able to attend to the important duty. 

Needless to say, there came a day when 
the faithful workman was absent from his 
post. Found ill in bed after an evening's 
harmless enjoyment in the company of 
Petrus, it may have been that the latter's 
knowledge ot drugs had something to do 
with his friend's indisposition; anyhow 
bereft ot the man’s services at the last 
moment, it fell that Petrus, with many 

' admonitions and supervisions, was ordered 
to prepare the box of sweets. lle had 
becn allowed previously to try his hand at 

| the important preparation, and kad suc- 
| cec ded so well that tke worthy proprietor 
| had ro fear ot a complaint trom his royal 
| master. 

With ill-concealed triumph Petrus buck- 
| led to his task, and, in the presence of 
| tasters from the palace, prepared his swects 
to everyone's satisfaction. Packed in a 
delicately-lined box, the oblong blocks of 
chocolate (about an inch long by half an 
inch broad) looked most temptirg to the 

| eye. Little did the supervisors realize that 
in one of the top rows of the box lurked a 
sweet that had been carefully prepared 
beforehand, and skifully substitued by Pet- 
rus for the real article. 

In his ch>mical 1esearches he had dis- 
covered an explosive of terrible power, 
capable of extreme concentration, and 
which could be stirred into instant and 
deadly activity by fusion with a particular 
acid. To this end, the interior of the choce- 
late had been carefully divided longitudin- 
ally by a thin wall of soit but impervious 
composition. On the one side ot this wall 
wus placea the explosive and on the 
other the acid, the union of which 
would produce such disastrous results. 
With crafty and far-seeing deliberation, 
Petrus placed the division lengthwise in and 
not across the sweet, and so insured the 
fracture of the partition and consequent 
explosion should the partaker elect to make 
two bites of the confection. Covered over 
with its coating of real chocolate, the deadly 
engine, as it lay snugly in the box, dified 
detection, and the moment that its victim 
discovered its unusual flavor, that moment 
would he cease to feel any other sensation 
on this earth. 

It was quite in keeping with Tritrcff's 
ingenuity that this promiscuous placing ot 
the fatal sweet in the box should entail 
a fair amount of uncertainty as to when its 
mission would be accomplished. It al- 

| forded Lim all the joys of anticipation, and 
| as he found it convenient to take a little 
| holiday as soon as the box was dispatched 
he hugged himself all the way to the Ger- 
man frontier with the thought that a big 

| sensation was in store for Russia in par- 
| ticular and the world in general. 
| But as he sat consuming numerous books 
| 

| 

| in the hotel of a fl urishing city cver the 
border, waiting, somewhat impatiently, for 

the denouement, and eagerly scanning the 
papers and telegrams, nothing happened. 
What could it mean ? But something had 
happened, and this is what it meant. lhe 
box had duly arrived at the palace, and 
after passing the customary inspection had 
found its way to the Czar's table. 

| On the third day after its receipt. seated 
on the terrace with a favorite bloodhound 
rolling in lazy enjoyment on the ground 
near by, Alexander, immersed in the peru- 
sal of private correspondence, and yet with 
his favorite sweets handy, mechanically 
stretched out Lis band towards the box and 
slowly conveyed the chocolate to his lips. 
A sudden movement of the dog attracted 
his attentior, and finding the animal gaz- 
ing expectantly at him, he, acting on an 
unaccountable impulse, arrested his hand 
and threw the sweet to the dog to#catch. 
The snap of the animals jaws over the tit- 
bit was followed instantaneously by a sick- 
ening report, and the Czar of All the 
Russias shivered as he gazed on the ran- 
gled remains of his saviour, and faintly re- 
alized his own wonderful escape. Of 
course, some of us were soon on the spot 
and the mysterious nature of the explosion 
investigated. 
Though pretty well accustomed to the 

various artifices of our bloodthirsty com- 
patriots, this incident opened up a new 
field. The strictest secrecy was observed, 
and no report of the occurrence got abroad. 
Meantime inquires at the confectioners 
elicited the fact of Tritreff’s absence, and 
though above suspicion in th: proprietor’s 
eyes, we of the police waited developments. 
I telt sure Petrus had a band in the busi- 
ness, (specially after a talk with the man 
whose place be filled, and who could never 
fathom the cause of his serious, though 
brief, illuess. I felt equally certain 
that ere lorg the wily Petrus would return 
to find out the reason of the apparent 
miscarriage of his little scheme. 
So we were ready for him when he 

appeared one day in disguise. Ie was so 
upset, poor man, at the failure of his plot, 
that in order to share at least in the merit 
accruing to such a daring emp. he con- 
fessed all to me. Much to his disgust, his 
confession was never made public (nothing 
encourages crime so much as publicity in 
these little matters), and he was sent to 
keep his friend Janos company for life on 
a totally different charge. And the Em- 
peror: well, somehow, after that little 
experience, he lost his taste for sweets; 
and until the day of his death the respon- 
sible officials dare not allow a chocolate 
to be seen in the palace. 

The Queen and the Old Sea-Dog. 

“Nigh on Sixty Years at Sea,” by Cap- 
tain Woolward, contains some excellent 
stories. One of the richest stories in the 
book relates to a friend of the author’s, 
who had the Queen as a passenger on 
board a Leith steamer early in her reign. 
Captain Sharp said to the Queen: “How 

| 

de do, marm? (ad to see you aboard,’ 

marm.” The equerries and ladies-in-wait- 
ing were horrified, and one of the former 
told him he had insulted the Queen, who, 
however, had shaken him by the hand. 
Lord Adolphus Fitzclarence had told Cap- 
tain Sharp that he must not put in at 
Lowestoft. The Queen asked Captain 
Sharp what he proposed to do. “Well, 

Your Majesty, I thought of putting in to 
Lowestoft, but that there Naval Lord of 
yours says no.” “Never you mind him,” 
says the Queen : ‘I came on board for 
vou to take care of me, and you had 
better do it.” <\We got comfortably into 
Lowestoft, and it did blow, by Jingo. 
The Queen sent to me, and said, “*You did 
right, you did, Captain Sharp, and I am 
much obliged to you.” To cut the story 
short, when sha lett the ship, the Queen 
asked what she could do for the captain, 
and the gallant captain asked for the purple 
velvet dress the Queen had worn on board, 

so that he might always have a cap made 
of a piece of it. The dress was already 
packed up. however, but she said she 
would have it sent : and she sent it 

THE SOLDIER'S LAST WORDS. 

““ Brethren, let us dwell together it har- 
mony and peace.” 
These are good words, always fit to be 

spoken, and they are especially fragrant as 
coming from lips which Death is about to 
seal for ever. 

We (uote the following from an Amer- 
ican newspaper: ‘Henry D. Lees, a prom- 
inent politician, while addressing a meet- 
ing at South Norfolk, on October lst, 
dropped dead from beart discase. His 
last words were, ‘Brethren, let us dwell to- 
gether in harmony and peace.” He was a 
well-known Grand Army man.” 
lad this old soldier fallen from a rifle- 

ball through the brain kis end could not 
have been more sulden. The paper says 
he died of heart disease. Is 1t likely he 
did? Not at all likely, inasmuch as real 
heart disease is a very rare malady. More 
pecple are killed by lightning than by 
that. True heart disease is a shrinking of 
the lining mem! rane of the heart caused 
by previous inflamma‘ion; the inflimma- 
tion being produced by rheumatism and 
gout, an the latter by the poisons gener- 
ated in the stomach by indigestion and 
dy:pepsia. As we bave said, this malady 
is very rare; a pe: son may have it and live 
to be a hundred years old. His heart has 
simply lost power to pump as much blood 
as it did once: that's all. lle must take 
life easier. 

But the ailment that goes /y the name of 
‘heart disease,” is quite another thing. 
Women can explain the difference even 
better tteax men. Read this for example: 
“When | was I7 years old, I seemed to 

lose my health all at once. It was in the 
summer of 1859 that I began to have spells 
of feeling faint and giddy. My tongue 
was furred, my appetite poor, aud after 
eating I had pain in the stomach, anc was 
all the time belching up wind. 1 was 
always tired and weak, and none the less 
so for eating; food didn’t strengthen me 
as it used to do. 
“One day, in the latter part of the follow- 

ing October, whilst in service at Mrs. 
Firth’'s Park Farm, Thornhill, I made a 
visit home. When I got there I had such 
pain and fluttering at the heart, I could 
scarcely stand. This frightened my moth- 
er, soshe got some of the neighbours to 
help me to the doctor's. He said, ‘Your 
heart is in an alarming condilion ; you 
will have to be careful. On mo account 
must you hurry or make any violent effort.’ 

The doctor's medicine did me no good ; 
I got worse, and gave up my situation. 
Soon afterwards I bad a nasty cough, end 
an irritation at the throat and chest that 
wouldn't let me sleep. I would sit up in 
bed till nearly daybreak, coughing and 
spitting, and was worse tired than when I[ 
went to bed. My legs trembled so with 
weakness I couldn’ stand or walk much, 
and bad to have help to wash and dress 
myself. Well, this 1s the way [ got on, 
month after month. One day mother 
thought I was dying, and ran and fetched 
Mrs. Senior, a neighbor. 
“The next January (1390) Mr. Kilner, 

of Messrs, Kilner Bros., Glass Bottle Man- 
utacturers, Thornhill, Lees, recommended 
me to the Dewsbury Infirmary, where I 
stayed six weeks: but the doctor's physic 
did no real good. I kept wasting away, 
and people said tkere was no chance for 
me to get well. 

“It was then I first heard of Mother 
Seigel's Curative Syrup. 1 read of its 
curiy ga case like m'ne—read of it in a little 
book. My Mother sent for the Syrup. 
She bought it of M. J. Day, the chemist, 
at Thornhill, Lees. The first tew doses 
made me feel better. TLe pain at my 
heart was easier, and my food agreed with 
me. So I kept on taking the Syrup and 
getting better. Presently I was strong 
enough to go to work. My colour came 
back too, and [ have been well and all 
right ever since. If we could have afford- 
ed it we should have put the particulars of 
my case in the newspapers. (Signed) 
Hannah Milnes, 18, Walker's Building, 
Brewery l.ane, Thornhill, i.ees, October 
12th, 1892.” 
Now what is the commonsense of Miss 

Milnes’ experience ? What was her ail- 
ment ? It was indigestion and dyspepsia. 
THe heart trouble was one of the symptoms 
of the stomach trouble. Virtually, this 
is the foundation fact about ‘*heart disease,” 
‘*heart failure,” and all other organic dis- 
turbances. Cure the cause with Seigel’s 
Curative Syrup and the results will pass 
away with it. 

A Tax Upon Beards. 

An Italian journal, in view of the finan- 
cial difficulties against which the Govern- 
ment is struggling, proposes a tax which, 
despite its seeming novelty, has precedents. 
It is a question of the tax upon beards that 
was in operation for a long time and under 
various forms in Russia. Peter the Great, 
knowing the attachment that his subjects 
had tor the hirsute adornment of the tace, 
introduced a tax upon the beard in his em- 
ire. The beard is a superfluous and use- 
ess ornament, sail he, and, starting from 
kis principle, he imposed a tax upon it as 
an article of luxury. This tax was pro- 
portional and progressive, not in propor- 
tion to the length of the beard, but to the 
social position of those who wore it. Kach 

rson when payis ¢ 1] ctax received a token 
which he had to cazry upon his person, for the 
guards were inexorable, and, always pro- 
vided with scissors, ruthlessly cut off the 
beard of those who could not show their 
badge. 

Catherine I. confirmed this tax. In 1728 
Peter Il. allowed the peasants to wear a 
beard, but kept up the tex for the other 

"assessed. 

| associated 

classes under the penalty of work on the 
galleys in case of non-payment. Czarina 
Anne rendered life still harder to bearded 
men, for not only were they obliged to 
pay the special contribution imposed upon 
them, but also had to pay a double tax 
upon everything else for which they were 

This tax was not abolished until 
the reign ot Catherine ITI. 

"THE NEW CZAR. 

some Interesting Facts Concerning Nic- 

holas II. 

Nicholas Alexandrovitch is by no means 

a robust young man. He is short and 
rather delicate-looking, with anything but 

the imperial bearing which has come to be 
with the Romanoff family. 

The Czar is a veritable Ajax of enormous 
size and strength. Ilis heart would pro- 
bably have gone out in sympathy to an 
heir who inherited the bodily qualities of 
his race, or would have forgiven his weak- 
ness of frame had it contained an imperious 
mind. Dut the Czarewitch had neither, 
and it is said to be only through the in- 
fluence of the Czarina that the eldest son 
has not been set aside from the succession 
in favor of his younger brother, Michael. 
However much the Czar may have 

loved his eldest son, he had no great | 
respect or adoration for him as a Russian 
emperor. Ile 1s a student, and Alexander 
I[I. thought that students are of small 
account in the world as compared to men 
who can bend iron pokers in their fingers. 
Nicholas Alexandrovich has studied all 
his life, because studying was bis only 
pleasure. Fear of Nihilists kept him for 
years almost a prisoner in the imperial 
palace and country place, where he grew 
up an innocent-faced boy with no k-ow- 
ledge of lite except what he gained 
through books and papers that had been 
carefully inspected before he saw them. 
The darker side of Russian history was to 
to him a sealed volume. 
Some five years ago the young prince 

started out upon hs travels. Ile went to 
Denmark, to England and to Germany: 
and the amount ot modern information that 
he managed tc imbibe and carry back to 
Russia set the teeth of the Czar on edge. 
The young man had brought back with 
him well defined and radical opinions and 
theories upon the questions and literature 
of the day. He had decided that the Jews 
were buman beings, and that.it was in- 
buman and ridiculous to persecute them. 
Worst of all, in the fsther’s eyes, he had 
become the dovoted friend and admirer of 
the German Emperor. 
Look upon Russia as she is to-day, and 

imagine a mild, very intelligent modern 
young min coming in to take the reigns of 
an almo:t absolute monarchy, a young man 
who has chosen as his wife a vivacious Ger- 
man girl with a keen sense of humor, and 
the daughter of an English mother. 
The new Czar is twenty-six years old. 

Ever since his boyhood Firope has been 
bury sel cting a wife {.c him. Heis to 
Ipglish 1n bis tastes. so fond ot his cousin 
the Prince of Wales that it was supposed 
he would select on: ot the daughters of 
that house, but ev n had inclination pointed 
that way the GGreck church absolutely for- 
bids the marriage of first cousins. 

OUEEN VICTORIA'S DOGS. 

She Has Some of the Finest in the World in 

Her Kennels. 

Some of th> finest dogs in the world are 
owned by Victoria, Queen of England. 

Her Majesty is particularly fond of eni- 
mals, and she loves every species cf rg, 
from the largest St. Dernard to tav ...; 
King Cuarles spaniel, which can be put 
into a coat pocket. There is a man at 
Windsor Castle who does nothing else but 
take care o the dogs, and the royal ken- 
nels there are of stone, and the yards are 
paved with red and blue tiles, and the 
compartments in which the little dogs sleep 
are warmed with hot water, and they have 
the freshest and cleanest straw in which to 
lie. There are fifty-five dogs in these ken- 
nels, and al nost all of them are acquainted 
with the Queen. She visits them often 
while she 1s at the castle, and she looks 
carefully after their health and comforts. 
The dogs otf Windsor Castle keep regular 
hours. They are turned out at a certain 
time each day for their exercise and sports, 
and they have a number of courts cen- 
nected with the kennels upon which they 
scamper to and fro over green lawns. 
There are umbrella-like affairs on these 
lawns, where thoy can lie in the shade if 
they wish to, and in some of them there 
are pools of water where the dogs can take 
a bath, and in which they swim and come 
out and shake themselves just as though 
they were ordinary yellow dogs rather 
than royal puppies. 
The Queen has her favorites among the 

dogs, and some of them became jealous of 
the attention she pays to others. Among 
those she likes best 1s one named “Marco.” 
"This is said to be the finest Spitz dog in 
England. It has taken a number of prizes. 
“Marco” is an auburn dog. His hair is 
ot tawny red. He weighs just about 
twelve pounds, and he has brighter ey s. 
quicker motion, and sharper bark than any 
other dog in the kennel. Ile is just three 
years old, and he carries his tail over his 
back as though he owned the whole 
establishment. 
The Queen's collies are very fine, and a 

number of them are white. Another little 
dog, an especial favorite with the Queen, 
weighs just seven and one-half pounds, or 
no more than the smallest baby. This is 
the Queen's toy Pomeranian **Gina,” who 
is one of the most famous dogs of the 
world. Gina came from Italy, and has won 
a number of prizes at the dog-shows of 
England. Gina is a very good dog, and 
sat as quiet as a mouse while her photo- 
graph was taken not long ago. 
Among the osher dogs ot the kennel are 

a number of pugs, and one knock-kneed 
little Japanese pug which the late Lady 
Brassey, the distinguished traveller, pre- 
sented to the Queen. 'I'here are big Ger- 
man dachshunds and little Skye terriers, 
and, in short, every kind of beautiful dogs 
you can imagine in these famous es 
I'he Queen names all the dogs herself ; and 
near the kennels is a little graveyard 
where these pets are buried when they die. 

Slightly Absent-Minded, 

A well-known professor bad taken his 
watch trom his pocket to mark the time he 
intended to boil an egg for his breakfast, 
when a friend entering the room found 
him with the egg in his , Marg upon which 
he was intently looking, and the “satch sup- 
plying its place in the saucepan of boiling 
water 

That snowy whiteness so sought for 
in linen can be had by washing it with Surprise 

Soap. You can't get it with common cheap soap no matter 

how hard you try. 

The peculiar qualities of Surprise Soap give the 

cleanliness, the whiteness and sweetness, without boiling or 

scalding the clothes. The directions on the wrapper tell you 

how it's done. Read them, they are short. You will find out 

then how thousands wash their clothes with perfect satis 

faction—you can too. 

SURPRISE is stamped on every cake. 
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Granby Rubbers 
Always to the front. 
This season’s goods finer than ever. 

Now :h.i the public is familiar with the excellent Quality, 

Style, Fit ace Finish of the Granby Rubbers, the de- 
mand 1s almost universal. 

dealer sells them. 
Everybody wants them. Every 

— ° 

Cranby Rubbers Wear Like Iron. 

Thackeray’s Complete Works—10 vols. 
Given for one new or renewal subscription and $2.90 additional. 
Thackeray's works, 

10 volumes, handsome- 2. 
ly bound in cloth,libr- |[(@& 

ary edition, with 177 
illustrations for $2.90 

is an unequalled offer. 
We do not think it will 
last long because our 
supply 1s limited, and 
we may not be able to 
duplicate our orders at 
the same figure. The 
retail bargain price is 
usually $6.00. The 
set is fisted at $10.00. 
Given tor one new or 
renewal subscription 
and $2.90 additional. 
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ENGRAVING. 

“PROGRESS ’ ENGRAVING BUREAU 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

© STEAMERS. 
| 

INTERNATIONAL §. S. C0, 
TWO TRIPS A WEEK 

FOR BOSTON. 
FURTHER N* 

this company will leave St. 

Portland and Boston, every 

Monday and Thursday 

Ly IN FEARAT ONAL» Returning will leave Boston 

Sas al Ors 
port and 8t. John. ; 
Connexions made at Eastport with steamers for 

Calais and St. Stephen. 
Freight received daily up to 5 p. m. 

C. E.LAECHLER, Agent. 

1894. SEASON 1894. 
ST. JOHN, 

CRAND LAKEand SALMON RIVER. 
And all intermediate stopping places 

VHE reliable steamer * MAY QUEEN,” C. W. 

BRANNEN, Master, having recently been 

thoroughly overhauled, ner hull entirely rebuilt, 

strictly under Dominion inspection, will, until fur- 

ther notice, run between the above-named Biases, 

leaving her wharf, Indiantown, every WE NES. 

DAY and SATURDAY morning at 7 o'clock, 

local time. 
Returning will leave Salmon River on MONDAY 

and THURSDAY mornings, touching at Gagetown 

Wharf each way. 
FARE—St. John to Salmon River o: 

RADZE.:crssssnnsssssssossns %1.25 
Or return tickets good for 39 
days, continuous passage. ...$2.00 

8 Fare to intermediate points as low as_by any 

other steamer. 
This “Favorite” Excursion Steamer can be cbar- 

tered on reasonable terms on Tuesday and Friday of 

each week, 
All Up FrEiGET must be prepaid, unless when ac- 

commnanied by owner, in which ease it can be settled 

for wn voard. 
All Freight at owner’s risk after being discharged 

trom steamer. 
Freight received on Tuesdays and Fridays. 

SPECIAL NOTICE—Until further notice we will 

offer inducements to excursionists by issuing tickets 

to all regular stopping places between St. John and 

Salmon River, on Saturday trips up, at one fare, 

good to return free Monday following. 
No return tickets less than 40 cents. 

~ TC. BABBITT, 
Wm. McMULKIN, Manager, 

Agent at Ir antown. 

Portland ut 5 p. m., for East- 

John for Kastport, Lubec, 

‘Yarmouth Steamship Go. 
# mornings at 7.00 (standard). 

same days at 3 a. m, and 

| UE 
TICE the steamers of | 

 STEAMERS. 

STEAMER CLIFTON 
will leave her wharf at Indiantown 

MONDAY, WEDNESDAY =.a SATURDY 
afternoons at 3 o'clock for ChapelGrove, Moss Glen, 
Clifton, Reed’s Point, Murphy's Landing, Hampton 
and other points on the river. Will leave Hampton 
Wharf the same day at 5.30 a. m., for St. John and 
intervening points. R. G. EARLE, Captain, 

—THE— 

(LIMITED.) 

The shortest and most direct route between Nov" 
Scotia and the United States. 

The Quickest Time! 
Sea Voyage from 15 to 17 Hours. 

FOUR TRIPS A WEEK 
from Ya mouth to Boston. Steamers Yarmouth 
and Boston in commission. 

One of the above steamers will leave Yarmouth 

-every Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday and Sa rday 

evening, after arrival of express from Halifax. Re- 

turning will leave Lewis’ Wharf, Boston, every 

Monday, Tuesday, Thursday and Friday at noon. | 

Steamer *¢ City of St. John” will leave Yar. 

mouth, every Friday at 7 a. m., for Halifax, calling 

at Barrington (when clear), Shelburne, Lockeport, 

Lunenburg. Returning will leave Halifax every 

Monday at 6 p. m. for Yarmouth and intermediate 

orts, connecting with S. 8. Yarmouth for Bestea 

on Wednesday. 

Steamer Alpha leaves St. John every Tuesday 

and Friday at 7 p.m. for Yarmouth. 

L. E. BAKER, Managing Director. 

STAR LINE STEAMERS. 
For Fredericton and Woodstock 

AIL STEAMERS, David Weston and Olivette, 

leave St. John, every day, (except Sunday) at 

9 2. m., for Fredericton and all intermediate land- 

gs, and will leave Fredericton every day (except 

Sunday) at 8 a. m., for St. John. Steamer Aberdeen 

will 1 ave Fredericton every TUESDAY, THURS. 

DAY and SATURDAY at 6 a. m., tor Woodstock 

and will leave Woodstock on alternate days at 8 a 
m., while navigation permits. 

CEO. F. BAIRD, 
Manager. 
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