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NOTCHES ON THE STICK. 

PATEERFIX TALKS ABOUT WELL 

KNOWN LITERARY PEOPLE. 

Porilon of a Poem by Buras Said to 

Have Been Given Mediumisticall
y— Prof. 

Roberi's New Book “ Earth's Enigmas’
 — 

Zitella Cocke's Verses of Southern Life. 

<All About Burns,” is the slightly am- 

biguous title of Dr. John D. Ross volume 

of collected pspers on a subjzct with which 

the public tecms never to weary. This 

book, which is published by the J. S. 

Ogilvie Publishing Co., is in evidence of 

the z>al and industry of its editcr, who has 

done so much to popularize the literature 

of his native land. Itis well and abund- 

antly i/lastrated,—having for frontispiece, 

a plate of Nasmyth's portrait,—is neatly 

printed, and sold at a price that makes it 

easily accessible to the general public, who 

buy cheap books, and read them as they 

run, or ride. A sketch of the great poet's 

life, written by the editor's brother, pre- 

fecas tha volume. Mr. Peter Loss secures 

out interest by the clear, succinct, direct, 

unambitious style in which his thought’s 

is clothed, and by the independenca of his 

thinking. 

Burns in a more favorabls light than some 

ot his biographers have done, and rejects 

some (erogatory matters sccep'ed hitherto 

as facts, as apocryphal, or at least not sup- 

Mr. Ross 

A 

ported by suflicient evidence. 

hes with conspicuous distincinzss set forth 

the poets «x'raordinary career, relating 

whatever will assist in a better concep‘ion 

He aims tc put the character of | 

ot the man, and the development of his | 

guccessive 

Oliphant, 
He Las de:l: with tte 

Mount 

genius. 

epochs—Alloway, 

I.ochleaf Mos-giel, Edinburgh, Ellisland, 

Dumfiries—in so disticctive, yet com- 

pretensive 2 manner, as to l2ave little con- 

fusion in the mind of the reader who is in- 

telligent and careful as to which an incident 

or poem belongs. The total cflect is [to 

heighten the respect cf the admirers of his 

oepiue, who might yct have b2en too much 

given to deploring his vices, fcr one who was, 

after all, as noble-spirited as illustrious. To 

Mr. Ross, Jean, the poet's wife—whether 

she be “bonnie” or no--is a worthicr 

heroine than ‘‘Higbland Mary.” He be- 

lieves in constancy, and a good homely 

virtue, of everyday wear, which Jean was 

known to possess. She wes the sober and 

blessed reality, of en unquestionatls au- 

thenticity ; while the Mary we know, or 

ttink we do, may be related to the domain 

of poetic shalows. Well, there is here a 

cer'ain mythical region wherein we tread 

rever.ntly and softly, and where is rcason 

for differecce of opinion. However, {or our- 

selves, while we cleave to Jean, we cannot 
reject Mery : she,tco, is a dear reality, and 
not merely a ‘‘d:pared shade.” To all who 
wish to be strergthen2d in this f.eling the 
article by Dr. Thecdire Wolfe will be 

grateful, 8s bringing abundant confirmation. 

There are several po-ms in th's volume, 
of varying degrees of merit : and one, 
“‘att;ibuted to Burrs,” which is only a 

clever imitation, in our judgment. It runs 

as follows : 

Lo! Calvin, Knex, and Luther cry— 

I have the truth—,and I—and I; 

Puir sinners if ye gang agley 

The deil will have ye; 

And tken the Lord will stand abeigb, 

An’ winna save ye, 

But, hoo'y, hooly! no’ sae fast; 

‘When Gabrie: shall blaw the blast, 

And heaven an’ earth awa’ hae passed, 

Tie lang syne saints 

Shall ad baith deil and hell at last 

Mere pious feints. 

The upright, honest-hearted man, 

Wha strives to do the best he can, 

Need neither fcar the church’s ban 

Nor heli’s damnation; 

For God will need nae special plan 

For his salvation. 

Ine ane wha feelsour deepest needs 

Recks little I oo man counts Lis beads; 

For righteousness knows nought o* creeds, 

Or sclem faces; 

But rather lies in kindly deeds 

And childlike graces. 

[cen never fear—wi’ purpose leaf, 

A head to think, a heart to feel 

For human woe and buman weal, 

Nae preachin’ loon 

Your sacred birthright eer can steal 

To heaven aboon. 

Tak’ tent o’ Tcuth, an’ heed th's well = 

The man who sins m2k’s his own hell; 

He'll find nae worse deil than himsel’; 

But God is stroneest; 

And when puir Luman hearts rebel 

He hauls oot longest. 

It is now some thirty years since Lizzie 
Doten, the poetic spiritualist and medium, 

published her volume of alleged communi- 
cations, from Shzkespeare, Poe, Burns, 

and others of the immortals, who. one and 
all, confirmed the doctrines of Spiritualism 

in the hesriiest end most unequivocal mar- 

ner. The sbove lin2s form a portion of a 
poem by Burns, which we are to unier- 

stand was mediumi:.t'cally given ; and any 
defect in tce same or abatement of poetic 

virtility must be attiibuted to the m2dium 

and not to the poet,—unless poet and med- 
ium shoul 1 chance to be the same persor, 

which we deem not unlikely. By one who 

accredits Izzie this may b> received as an 

original pcem by th2 great Scotchman, 
who did as well as he could under circum- 
stances of peculiar d&fficulty. Poems 

there are here, and genuine ones, as well 

as authentic,—such as that of Wallace 
Bruce,—*Will You Go To Th2 Indies, 

My Mary,”—wtich was read by the author 
at the unveling of the Fourth Panel of the 
Ayr Burns s‘atue, on the 21st. of August, 

1895 ; such, also, as ‘The Tomb of Burns,” 

by William Watson, the English poet. 
The reader will not tal here of the 

usual agrieable variety which Dr. Ross 

has hitherto presented in the successive 

volumes of ‘Burnsians,” ard in the 

‘Burns Scrap Book.” For the one who 

may delight in criticism, there are the 

estimates of Dz. Walter Smith, ot Edir- 

burg, John G, Whittier, Dr. James Adams 

of Glasgow, and others ; the taste of tke 

lovers of anecdote and reminiscence has 

been carefully consulted ; and for the 

multitude who delight in the fervid adula- 

tion of the annual orator, there is an 

abundant provision. Among tke best may 

be named Dr. Walter Smith's address, or 

the abstract, of it, and that of Rev. Burton 

W. Lockhart, reprinted in ProGress not 

many weeks ago. The volume closes with 

select quotations from a rumber of poets, 

great and small, who have sung in praise 

of the universal favorite. 
- * Es 

We take up ‘‘Earth’s Eni zmas,” by Prof. 
Charles GG. D. Roberts with peculiar avid- 

ity and expectancy, and we are more than 
gratified, not on the mere ground of partial- 
ity toward ore who has so patent a claim 
on our admiration and esteem. It not 
a book of philosophical speculation the 
reader bas betore h'm, but of tal &, imagin- 

ative and descriptive, of a high crler of 
merit, which soon justify tkeir somewhat 
peculiar title. These stories will be fourd 

of absorbing interest, but there is an abid- 
ing charm conferred beyond that of strik- 
ing incident and brisk narrative in the 
poetic glamor with which hs invests tc nes 
no other hand bas so well described as his 

own. The touches of local color, that cis- 

tinguish his sonnets and scveral of his well- 

known poems, are here found, with such 

is 

| felicity of diction as only possible to a 

i Sound of the Saws,” 

master of styl2. Prof. Roberts trings us 
into the most tender and sympethetic re- 

lations with our fellowmen, and even ‘The 
Young Raven's that call upon Him,” and 
the beasts of tke wilderness who “Do Seek 
Their Meat from Ged,” are not denied a 
tear of pity. Among the most notible of 

these pieces are those ertitled, “Within 
“The Butt of the 

Camp, «nd ‘At the Rough and Tumble 
Landirg.” Having ourself become some- 
what familiar with life in lumbering com- 
munities, and having frequented the mills, 
we are the belt:r p-cpared to testify to the 
minute fidelity of our author's description. 
The accuracy of his familiar eye is not 128s 
apparent than the literary skill with which 
he puts before us the matt rs of hisobszrva- 
tion. No on: who bad not lived in the 
open air, among the hills and beside the 
streaws, could paint nature as Professor 
Roberts dozs. That country which is 
dearer to us than all others, and which is 

one of the most beautiful on earth, that 
country which has become a favorite ground 
of poet and rcmances, has found in hiw, 

and will find for years to come, its ablest 

painter and bistorian. We welcome tlis 
volume to that corner of our library 1e- 
served for Canadian authors. 

x * * 

“A Doric Reed” is the title of the 
seccnd volume in Copeland and Day's 
**(aten Stop Series,” and, by its neat, un- 

pretertious garb of grey ,—Priscilla-like in 
modesty and plainness,—it predispotes to 
friendly con:ilera‘ion more tkan a more 

stowy dress might co. The lovers of 
verse simple, sincera, artistic and spon- 

taneous, will te gratified with tkese select- 
ed songs of Zitella Cocke, whose name has 
become familiar to all readers of contem- 
porary peridocial literature. This writer 
has little to do with the extravagant or ex. 

trardicary, th strains for no effect, deals 
with no subtlety, and attempts notliag she 
does not with scm2 degree of merit and 
success, accomplish. She is evidzntly 

geru'nely movad in the expression of her 
sentiments, and shows that the familiar, 

vet harmonious and bzau'i‘ul forms of art 

and nature hive made their impris-oin 

of her s' n‘iments, and th? rerders them 

again with individual power. ‘‘Sunrise in 
An Alabama Canebrake,” with which the 

volume opens, fo rich in living form and 
color, is th2 finest description of that pecu- 
liar Southern scecery known to us, since 

Lanier's “llymns of The Marshes,” to 
which Miss Cocke is not in the least in- 
debted, since &t time of writing she had not 

read Lanier. Certa'nly there can be fcund | 
no traces of imitation: 

“The lordly sun, rising from underworld, 

Shoots yellow beams aslant the tangled brake; 

Magnolia, with ber mirror leaves unfurled, 

Hath caught the glancing radiances that make 

Bright aureoles around her virgin bloom— 

A pale madonna, "neath har hood of green 

With unprofaned cheek and brow serene; 

The pines upon the uplands merge from gloom 

Of night, and with the dawn’s intenser glow 

Their serried lances bright and brighter grow 

The corquering light ever ascending higher 

Fills Alabama's stream with moiten fire; 

A myriad rays pierce down the wooded slop 2s 

Ti. forest vistas form kaleidoscopes ! 

The dogwood blossoms shine like stars of gold, 
Quick flows the ambe. of the tall sweet gum, 

And switter still the shifting colors come 

To tulip-tree and luscious scented plum, 

And sassafras, with buddings manifold 

“Tae yellow jiemioe and lush muscadine 

With crab and honeysuckle intertwine, 

And thousand odors sweet codfederate 

And clear cool air £0 interpenetrate 

That sky above and blooming earth beneath 

Seem to exhale a long delicious breath ! 

But hark ! wookpecker bgats his dali tattoo, 

The ## bird screams, lo# moans the shy cuckoo, 

Loud chirps blackbird, gently woos the dove, 

Till chains of melody Knk grove to grove; 

The rec-bird shows bis scarlet coat and crest 

And sound his bugle call, while from his nest 

In deeper woods the hermit thrush intones, 

With heavenly mind his morning orisons; 

Kingfisher like a spirit of the air 

His swift flight wheels circling with raigbow hue 

Ane here strikes in that multi-singer— 
the matician-admirable of the Southern 

forest; 
“See! a hawthorne fair 

Grows tremulous, for on her tender spray 

Sits nature’s poet, a romancer gay, 

Sweet mocking bird, singing, as he were fain 

To greet the sun with all that bird could say, 

Or think or dream within his tiny brain; 

Aron his throat o’e1flows with tuneful might, 

And straight upon a popular’s topmast height 

He flies, ard his full diapason souuds. 

From stop to stop, and now from side to side, 

He flings his clear toned dithyrambic rounds, 

Then, masterly, he runs the gamut wile 

Of his rare instrumental, till joy and hope 

And sweetest love speak from the wondrous scope 

In epic majesty, now soft, now strong, 

Agd lo! the air is throbbing with his song! 

The climax reached, from bough to bough he drops 

W th trailing cadences; then in a copse 

Relow=low, liquid warbles u'tering— 

He falls with palpitating breast and wing!’ 

Tkere is nothing in the volume so lux- 

uriantly descriptive. A writer in “The Bos- 

ton Cow iar,” who knows the locality, tes- 

tifies to the fidelity cf the deliceation. 

Fartier on we come upon a lively lyric on 

this songeter, in which his peculiarities are 

arily told in short lilting lives ; while “Tae 

Jay Bird,” and “The Hermit Thrush,” 

have th:ir measure of pleasant attention. 

We like these lines. 

“Far in remotest depths of forest 

Dwells a poet— 

His house in very heart of naturc— 

And I know it— 

By shying streamlets and the wildwood 

That lead to it! 

“A 1 ermit be, frm the world hiding; 

Like avchorite, 

In solitude of the The baid ;— 

With morning light 

Intones bis matins and his vespers. 

At fall ot night!” 

We have grace‘nl variety—domstic and 

love-lyrics, deinty ard delicate, like ‘My 

Marguerite,” ‘New Love,” ‘For Love's 

Sake,’ *Tae Idle Boy,” ‘D:throned,’ *When 

Polly Takes the Air’ ; lyrics of nature, 

briet and spirited, like ‘Wocd Violet,’ 

‘Pomegranitcs’, ‘The Solace of Nature’, 

‘A Rainy Diy’, ‘Tke Threshing Floor’, 

‘The Babbling Brook’; lyrics, with a 

Herrick-like brightness and cheerfulness, 

like, ¢'Tis Time We Two Were Maying’, 

‘Loye-Making in Hay-Making®, ‘Time Acd 

We’; bits of cl:ssic beauty, like the ‘Greek 

Mother's Lullaby’, ‘Gods of Hellas’; 

Pathetic touches, like ‘Two Maidens’. 

‘Hom:sickness’, *A Ministering Spirit’, 

‘The Blue and the Gray’, ‘Th: Dead 

Mother’, ‘The Dying Never Weeps'; his- 

torical ballads, such as, ‘My Great-Great 

Uncle's Wife®, ‘Miss Nancy’s Crown’, ‘On 

An O11 Cabinet’. We have read tke foliow- 

ing over and over : 
For Me. 

I would not say her form or face 

Possesses a surpass ng grace; 

And daintier hands than hers I trow 

Have soothed the weary, aching brow; 

And fairer cheeks and brighter eyes 

Have walked enraptured lover sighs ;;— 

Yet in those eyes one charm I see,— 

It isa lock of love for me. 

Her voice has not the wondrous power 

To lure, like perfume in the flower 

Nor word of hers e’er stirred the sense 

By its resistless elcquernce; 

Her smile only reveals the good, 

True heart of noble womanhood :— 

Yet charms in voice and smile I see, 

For both speak wealth of love for me. 

Bat nothing in the book, however, 

pleases better than some of the sonnets, in- 

spired by her admiration of several cf the 

great masters of tone and thyme— Chopin, 

Bich, Mozut, Schumann, Schubert, Men- 

dels on, Wordsworth—which in form are 

wrought as perfectly as anything she has 

written. Inh’ssoanet on the sonnet Words- 

worth his never yet bean rurpassed, 

though Gilder and otters have followed in 
crelitable emulation. That Miss Cocke is 
worthy, by comparsion, our readers may 

judge 

What isa sonzet ?=—Ay, a j:wel rare 

Within a crystal casket deftly caught,— 

A magic flate, whose fourteen stops are fraught 

With one divine and soul-entrancing air,— 

A wreathed shell, whose convolutions fair 

Are to such fl iwless symmetry enwrought 

I: ever wurmurs music it bath brought 

From deeps which many a wondrous secret bear,= 

A rerfect form and spirit, as the rose, 

Who stirs not from the confiaes of her thorne, 

Yet fills the spaces of the garden close 

With lucious scent and beauty ali her owp,— 

A captive nightingale in golden bars, 

Singing a song of rapture to the s'ars. 

Miss Cocke is a lady from th: South— 
that land becoming so fertile in literary 

and artisti: p2ople—-and her present resi- 
dence is at Buston. "The book is dedicat- 
ed to a deeply loved and lamented brother, 

the late John Binion. Cocke, who fell a 

vichm to political and racial prejudice; 

“whose nobility of soul,” his sister declares 
¢‘c:deared him to honorable men and true 

women.” Captain Cocke, whose knightly 
virtue led him into the paths where de2ds 

of violence sre secret’y done, has a fi'ting 

memor.al at the band of one who may yet 
rank first amoay tke woman-singers of 
America. The father of the poetess, as 
we are irformed, is a deicendant of the 

Capt. Cocke mentioned in Pepys Diary. 
Her mother’s family (Binion) is of Hugue- 
not descent. The present Lawrence Binion, 
(English poet), is of the same ttock. 

* . * 

In Pickards’ 

occurs the fo'lowing reference to one whom 

Canada names wich pride among her 
daughters: *‘Among the telegrams re- 
ceived on his last bitthday was one from 
tke Indian poctess of Oatario, E. Pauline 

Johnson, who said,—*Y our young Mohawk 
frien] asks for you tolay the Great Spirit's 
blissing.” Another dispatch was received 

from an Indian girl whom Whittier had be- 

friedded. Seven hundred students of Vas- 

sar college united in sending a telegram, The water edge.” 

Biography of Whittier 

and pupils of the Gloucester high school 
sent congratulations to our loved sirger, 

the wood thrush of Essex.’” 
* » * 

We have {rom a friend in Toronto a copy 
of ‘Saturday Night,” for Feb. 22ad, 1896 

which contains the list poem of Alexavder 
McLachlan, entitled,—‘‘Address to My 

Dog Yarrow.” It is a touching memorial, 

and derives a pathetic interest from the 
fact that i's gifted and worthy author has 
pasted within the veil. Here are a few of 

the stanzas: 

Our race poor Yarrow’s nearly ru», 

To nirple out beneath the sun 

We've baith eneugh to dae, 

For we hae baith grown weak and auld, 

Tho’ souple were we baith an’ yauld 

In life's young joyous May. 
+ * * . 

And mony a stroll we twa have had, 

Whose ve.y memory makes me glad. 

When woods were hanging green 

By mony a lonely, little creek, 

Nature's unt oden havnts to seek, 

Where man had seldome been. 

And well ye loved w.’ me to stray 

Through the rude forest's pathless way, 

When in the opening spring 

Tue birds from south rn climes arrive, 

And a’ the wild woods are alive 

W1' mony a happy thing. 

The wild gaese souzht O stario’s lake, 

The blue bird chattered in the brake, 

The squirrei on the bough; 

Ob, then your heart was full o’ glee, 

Happy as but a doz can be, 

How uniike what thoun’rt now. 

But, my auld frien; 1t gives me pain 

To be tauld we'll ne’er meet again 

Nor ken ocht o’ each other; 

I'il no gife up the hope that we 

In some shape may each other see, 

My dear dumb, faithfal brother! 

PATERFEX. 

THEY GOT THE LION. 

Exciti g Adventure of Two Colorado Minfrs 

inThelr Camp. 

“The mountain lion,” remarked an old 
m'nér som: time ago, ‘is becoming 

rare in the mountains of the west. 
When I first went seeking alter the 
gold and silver of Colorado those animals 
wera rather plentiful. They mat in pairs, 
and were common enough to make it haz- 

ardous for a man to walk in the valleys 
alone and unprotected, particularly after 
dark. I remember on one occasion having 
a slight adventure with a lion that almost 
scared me out of my wits. With a pal I 

was workiug a claim in the mountains near 
Ouray. Winter came cn, and one day, 
before the very cold weather set in, we 
went to the town to get supplizs, leaving 
our little cabin ou the mountain alone. 
It came on to snow soon after we 
got to Ouray, and we did not get a chance 
to go to the claim for fully a week. As we 
slowly climbed the hills I coticed the tracks 
ot a mountain lion leading toward our 
cabin, and when we reached the house 
found we had forgotten to close a window 
in the ¢ide. We had lost sight of the 
tracks, and the sight of the open window 
caused me to forget all 2bout the animal 
and its presence. I started for the window, 
and was about to put my head into the 
apartment when there came a terrible 
growl, and the next instant a great yellow 
body darted through the opening right 
over my back, its claws catching my buck- 
skin and ripping it open to my waist, turning 
me comp'etely over and into the snow. 
My ral whipped out his gun, and the in- 
fernal lien turned on h'm, making a tearful 
leap in his direction. Before he could 
shoo, tke beast was upon him, and seizing 
him as it te had been arat. I was on my 
feet by this time, ard drawing my revol- 
ver, I sneaked up and put a bullet right 
through his head. He dropped, and my 
pal drew bis breath freely once more. 
Nei her of us was hurt, but the lion's skin 
in another week was serving as a rug by 
my cot.” —New Orleans Times-Democrat. 

Her Majasty Against Wheelwomen, 

(Queen Victoria witholds the light of her 
countenance frcm the female bicycler. 
When the wheelwoeman passes the royal 
carrizg2 on the road the Queen {u-ns her 
bead and pays no attention to her salute. 

"OUR MAIL. 
Our mail 

brings us every 

day dozens of 

letters about 

Burdock Blood 

Bitters. Some 

from merchants who want to buy 

it, some from people who want to 

know about it, and more from 

people who do know about it be- 

cause they have tried it and been 

cured. One of them was from Mr. 

J. Gillan, B.A., 39 Gould Street, 

Toronto. Read how he writes: 

GENTLEMEN,—During the winter of 

1892 my blood became impure on account 
of the hearty food I ate in the cold 

weather. Ambition, energy and success 

forsook me, and all my efforts were in 

vain. My skin became yellow, my bowels 

became inactive, my liver was lumpy and 

hard, my eyes became inflamed, my appe- 

tite was gone, and the days and nights 
passed in unhappiness and restlessness 

For some months I tried doctors’ 

and patent medicines of every description, 
but received no benefit. Being advised 

by a friend to try B.B.B., I am glad to 

have the opportunity of testifying to the 

marvellous result. After using three 

bottles I felt much better, and when the 

fifth bottle «as finished I enjoyed health 
in the greatest degree; and have done so 
from that day up to date. Therefore I 
have much pleasure in recommending B. 
B.B. to all poor suffering humanity who 

suffer from impure blood, which is the 
beginning and seat of all diseases. 
J. GaLLan, B.A., 39 Gould St., Toronto. 

ANODYNE 

LINIMENT 
CURES 
CoLps 
CroupP 
CouGH 
CoLiC 
CRAMPSY/// 4 is ~~ 

All who use it are amazed at its wonderful 
power and are loud in its praise ever after. 

For Internal as much as BXternal use 
Originated in 1810 by an old Family Physician. 
Be not afraid to trust what time has endorsed. 

Eve Mothe snoula nave 1t 
ry r in the house 

for the many common ailments which will 
occur in every family as long as life has woes, 
Dropped on 4 rd suffering children love it, 
Do not forget the very important and useful 
fact, that Johnson's Anodyne Liniment cures 
every form of inflammation, Internal or Exter- 
nal. Itis a fact, proven by the investigations 
of medical science, that the real danger from 
disease is caused by inflammation; cure the 
inflammation and you conquer the disease. 

SON'S, 
Jot LINIMENT 
Could a remedy have existed for over eighty 

years except for the fact that it does possess 
extraordinary merit for very many Family Ills? 
There is not a medicine in use today which has 
the confidence of the public to so great an ex- 
tent as this wonderful Anodyne. It has stood 
upon its own intrinsic merit, while generation 
after generation have used it with entire satis- 

* faction, and handed down to their children a 
knowledge of its worth, as a Universal House- 
hold Remedy, from infancy to good old age. 

Our Book “Treatment for Diseases” Mailed Free. 
Doctor's Signature and Directions on every bottle, 
At all Druggists. I. S. Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass. 
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SP LENDIDp 
We NO 

“SPLENDID” 

All operations so simple that child can operate. 
Made with one, two or three burners. 

Roasting, Baking and Broiling can be done to perfection. 

Oil 
Cooking 
Stove 

Embodies the experl- 
ence and improve- 
ments of the past twen- 
ty-five years. 
Powerful 8-inch cir- 

cular burners. 
Wickseasily cleaned, 

removed or replaced. 
Brass reservoir loca- 

Rted so that it is impos- 
Bsible to hecome heated. 

No odor. 
aa Steelfopand frames, 

The McClary Mfg. LONDON, MONTREAL. . . 
TORONTO, WINNIPEG and 
VANCOUVER 
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Co., 

If your local dealer cannot supply, write our nearest house. * 
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CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES! 
Handsome and Comfortable; Well Constructed and 

Elegantly Finished. 

HERE ARE TWO DISTINCT STYLES. 

A Stylish Dog Cart. 
Will carry Two or Four with comfort. 

\ 

\z2 

ema 

Carriages built, 

NY 
rr 

Rides as easy as a cradle, 

| A | 
4
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The Comfortable Bangor Buggy. 

Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable single 
Not too heavy 

and as light as you want it made. 
For further Particulars and Prices inquire of 

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
Fredericton, NN. B. 

STEAMER CLIFTON. 
On and after Siturday, April 18th, the steamer 

Clifton wi'l commence her season’s sailings; leaving 

Hampton every Monday, Wednesday and Saturday 

at 5.20 a. m. for Indiantown and intermediate points. 

Returning sho will leave Indiantown same days at 

4p.m. 

ST. JOHN 

Conservatory « Music 
AND EINCUTION 

158 Prince William Street. 

Fall term opened Sept. 9th 1895, Branches taught : 

Piano, ¥iolin, Vocal Music and Elocution. Free 
classes in’ Harmony, Physical Culture and Singing 

. 
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