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INTHE CITY OF THE DEAD 
PATERFEX TELLS OF A VISIT TO 

OLD MOUNT AUBURN. 

The Graves of Famous Men aud Women— 

Where Longfellow, Holmes, and Fanny 

Fern Sleep—Inscriptions From Different 

Tombstones—A Bigot's Eloquence, 

It was Hobson's choice; therefore, on 

one of the most calorific afternoons of mid- 

August we revisited the most famous 

burial-ground of the Pilgrim state,— 

Mount Auburn,—detcribed, by one now 

resting there, as— 
That unsightly grove. 

Once beautiful, but long defaced 

With granite permanence of ccckney taste 

And all those grim disfigurements we love. 

The general aspect of the place is the 
same as when twenty-four years ago we 

used to frequent it; but, of course, there 
is added interest in the accretion of il- 
lustrious graves,— dust that is as the dust 
of gold, shining amid our grey common 
ashes. We noted the excavation near the 
main entrance, where a larger and doubt- 
less more pretentious chapel, than the one 
now standing on the bill, is to be built. 
The one on the hill is a sort of echo- 

chamber, poorly adapted to its necessary 
use in the golemoization of the burial ser- 
vice. The intention is to remedy this de- 
fect in the new ttiucture. 

Putting ourselves under the conduct of a 

guide,—a lad who offered himself on our 
entry to the grounds, and who wes needful 

to a stranger in a cemetary so extensive, 

with walks too diverre snd numerous to 

ensure tke certainty of seeing what is most 

desirable in the briefett space and with 

least exertion,—we went attended, 

often in other year: we had wandered and 

not al- 

ways a perfect convenicnce ; but we must 

where 

meditated alone. Your cicerone is 

commend ours wko dealt quietly the re- 

quired information, and gave us silence 

and space for reflection. Sometimes your 
guide is so vo'uble in the utterance of his 

parrot-wisdom that you must patiently 
balance the impertinence ot his profes- 
sionalism, with your real need of him, aad 

the use he actually subserves. 

A few turns from that Egyptian solemnity, 

the main entrance, brought us to the grave 
of James Russell Lowell. This is one of the 
sombre spaces of this beautilul solitude. In 
the centre of this bit of sandy soil, sheltered 
by trees, but unvisited by the creeping 

infantile sunny grass, that universal cover- 

ing, lies the poet with his kindred. Most o} 
the graves are scdcded smoothly down 
(mouns nyt being allowed,—at most an 

oblong of leaves or blossoms to mark the 
spot exactly) ; but here, where I.owell lies. 
in the same grave with Lis wives, there is a 

rtdimentary mound. According to his 

directions, a plain grevish slab, moulded 

1aint old Colonial fashion, bas 

been set fo mark his restirg-plece. Here 

ot Maria White, the 

and most tenderly 

after the « 

also are the ashes 

poet's poet-wife, first 

loved ; she who was so ccmmented of her 

husband : 

t as all other wcimen are 

[3s she that to my soul is dear ; 

ITer glorious fancics come from far, 

Beneath the silver evening-star, 

And yet her heart is ever near. 

She doeth little kindnesses, 

Which most leave undone, or despise ; 

For nought taat seis one heart at ease, 

And giveth happiness or peace, 

Is low es'eemed in her eyes. 

She died sometime toward 18,06, and the 

same night a child was born to Longfellow. 

In the poem, “1h: Two Angels,” in which 
these corcurrert events are recorded, there 

18 this word of consolation to his friend : 

I'was at thy door, O friend, and not at mine, 

Loe angel of the amarantiilne wreath 

Pausing, cended ; and with voice divine 

Whispered a word that had a sound like Deat! 
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ie of the pcet, the essayist, the gentle- 

man and the sch:lar. Here amid these 

beautiful monumental slopes he rests, whe 

wrote ‘The Bigelow Papers,” “The Vis- 

ion of Sir Launfal,” “The Cathedral,” 

acd many a roble page beside of verse 

end prose. Honcr is his, where ever char- 

acter end genius are revered, or the ling- 

lish language is spoken. 

Not far away from Hosea Bigelow, on a 

slope “‘of green ascent,” surrounded by 

stately trees, yet not so closely as to ex- 

clude tke sun, we came upon the last rest- 

ing-place of the ‘‘Auotcrat.” The smooth, 
bright sod looked almost cheery in the 
alternoon sunshine ; and, midmost of the 
lot, on a clean white slab of marble, we 

read the name—never, surely suggestive of 

gloom—of Oliver Wendell Holmes. The 

grim and ghastly bangs not on his merry 

ghost, that we seem to sce, smiling before 

us. We are scarcely inclined to pensive- 
ness, as we deem we must be beside the 
grave of that humorously pathetic friend of 

humanity, poor Tom Hood, in Kensal 

Green. 

Sweltering onward, we traversed a ridge 

the back of which is bordered with shrub- 

and wbich otherwise 

commands a fine The scholar 

and literary lover, who would do reverence, 

can find interesting names here. Two lots 

in proximity, bold the dust of Motely and 

b:ry and low trees, 
outlook. 

with such members of their fam- 

land.” 
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He who has hung upon Motley’s rich pages, 

and the romance of Pontiac, need not grudge 

a few moments here, on the sultriest day. 

A step or two onward, and you will ask for 

longer delay. We came in front of a sar- 

cophagus-shaped block of gray sandstone, 

bearing the single, significant name of 

Longfellow. Beside this a latin inscription 

heralds, <The Lord of Light and Master 

of Love,” the inspiring source whence the 

minstrel of our household affections drew 

his quickening fires. Near by a flaglet 

dropped upon the greenward. It marks 

the spot where were deposited the cremat- 

ed ashes of the poet's soldier gon. Here, 

too, lies the idolized wife, who peristed by 

the devouring flame, and whose passiog 

left a shadow un the minstrels spirit from 

which he never wholly emerged. We could 

but not reflect upon thote widowed years 

when even his fame must bave seemed a 

wearicess. Beside the tomb of no other 

could we feel so deeply the emoficn of a 

friend. As Halleck said of Burns, so may 

we say of him: 

Praise to the bard! his words are driven 

Like flower seeds by the fir wind sown, 

Where'er beneath the sky of heaven 

The birds of fame have flown. 

Praise to the man! a nation stood 

Beside his coflin with wel eyes,— 

Her brave, her beautifel, her good, 

As when a loved one dies. 

And still, as on his faneral day, 

Men stand his cold earth-couch around, 

With the mute homage that we pay 

To consecrated ground. 

Aud consecrated ground it is,— 

The last, the hallowed home of one 

Who lives upon all memories, 

hough with the buried gone. 

Such graves as his sre pilgrim shrines,— 

Shrines to no code or creed confined— 

The Delphian vales, the Palestines, 

The Meccas of the mind, 

Walking some distance we crept up a 
little by-path into an enclosure, well fenced 

with trees and shrubbery, but also rimmed 

with iron. Within this bound much scho- 

arly eminence lies, and here we found one 

name sacred to universal science. Ons 

man lies here, with T' utonic bulk— a man 

of soul majestic, and calmer than that of 

Luther: and another with a head’ and 

and mind like that of an ancient Grecian, 

Lowell, imaging the first, writes: 

Him most I see whom we most dearly miss: 

I see the firm benignity of face, 

Wide-smiling champaign, without tameness sweet, 

The mass Teutonic toned to Gallic grace, 

The eyes whose sunshine runs before the lips. 

A rough granite boulder from his own 
Swiss mountains,—‘the pastures fair high- 
hung of viny Neufchatel,”—has not too 
d:eply cut on its gray front the name of 
Louis Ruvorrn AcGassiz. Near by, a 

weather-stained slab of msrble marks the 
grave of a President of Harvard college, 
the brother-in-law of Agassiz, and the 

friend of Longfellow, as well as of all the 

illustrious group at Bosten's Round 

Table.—Cornelius Felton. — 

After the good centurion fitly named, 

Whom learning dulled not, nor convention tamed, 

Shaking with burly mirth his byacinthine hair, 

Our hearty Grecian of Homeric ways. 

lacking a few tiny leaves growing at 

the side of the Agassiz boulder, and a pine 

tassel from the dwarf tree growing near his 

grave, we retraced the way and, crossing 
our pathway of approach, socn stood at the 

place where lies the eminent fragecian, 

Edwin Booth. Beside bim lies his wife 

Mary, wko died be fire him, and to whom 
he devoted two memorial starzis, inscribed 

on her store, which express Lis faith in a 

spiritual and eternal life life beyond this 
On one side of the tall arabesque slab that 
marks the actor's grave, are masks of the 

Comic and Tragic Muse, and tkese lices 

{ from the Mastir he delighted with such 

{ power to illustrate : 

I'he idea of his life shall sweetly creep 

Into your study of imagiration; 

And every lovely organ of his life 

Shall come apparelled in more precious habits 

More moving delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and prospect of your soul, 

Than whom he lived indeed, * 

This may become truth to the visitor who 

can recall many an ambrosial night when 

Bocth starred it before his eyes, in Lis ‘av- 

orite role of Hamlet, wherein verse seemed 

* no longer to ke airy thought, and sculp- 

tura to be dumb.” Oa the side facing tte 

grave we mark the actor's rame, and a me- 

tallic medallion po:trait set in‘o tke stone. 

On lower ground we pauted by the shaft of 
Charlotte Cusbman, and read her name up- 

cn the base, but could not see the appro- 
priateness of such a dull gray monolith to 

mark her resting-place. 
We found a large, bighly polished mass 

of red Scotch granite where lies John Pier- 
pont, the Federal-street preacher and 
Philanthropist, as well as the graceful poet. 
It is ameng all monuments one of the most 
substantial and enduring, and one of a 
pleasing appearance, as was the author of 

the poem we boys used to chant together at 

school : 

The Pilgrim Fathers, where are they ? 

The waves that brought them o'er 

Still rol! in the bay, as they rolled that day 

And break alone the shore, 

We turn to our Guide and ask him if he 

had ever read Pierpont’s touching lines 
concerning his son,— 

I cannot make him dead, 

His fair sunshiny head 

Scems ever glancing round my study chair. 

It did not however, appear that he knew of 

them, and we did not bother him with 

furtber recitation. 

One other grave touched us tenderly, 

and one with deepest reverence. In a 

corner of a large lot, the centre-piece of 

* Much Ado About Nothing Act lV. 

i foreign shore, but at the very gateway of 

which is a family monument; stands a 
graceful cross of snowy marble, wreathed 

with those children of the forest, in delicate 

sculpture, who gave their name to Fanny 

Fern,—a pame familiar to our youth. 

This is Robert Booner’s tribute to the 

sprightly, gifted sister of N. P. Willis, and 
the wite of James Parton, whose ‘Fern 

Leaves” were pressed for tte bherbariums 

of a generation back. Still they sparkle 

ard hold the dew, and bave much of the 

merit appertaining to ‘Rural Letters’ and 

‘Pencillings By The Way.” But surely the 

Pilgrim who has been drawn by leading of 

the heart to the shrines of Thomas Arrold 

snd Arthur Stanley, will not hasten without 

awe by that of Phillips Brooks. It is there 

the deepest chord that is in us may vibrate. 

We read his name cut plainly on the chaste 

tablet which records h's dates, with his 

pastoral offices and services. The turf cut 

trom the grave reveals a spare symbolic of 

bis amplitude whose mortal remains should 

occupy it, and give opportunity for the 

youth of flowers. Thisis a clerical family | 

two other preacher-brothers lie here, be- | 

side the father and mother; one being the 

Rev. Ar'hur Brooks, who died on ship- 

board, while on his return voyage from 

Europe. 

Her melancholy fate gives pathos to the 

manes of Margaret Fuller; otherwise her 

romantic career aud her heroic masculinity 

of spirit and intellect might inspire different 

feeling. Ranged with others of Ler kind- 

red, we found her grave, and stone with 

its prolix inscription. In this sylvan quiet- 

ude rest also tke ashes of her husband I’ 

Ossoli, and their child, fatally wrecked, on 

her home. We read the lines in her honor 

but did not transcribe them ; rather kad we 

found the appropriate ones of andor: 

Over his millions Death, has lawful power, 

But over thee, brave D’Ozsoli ! none, none. 

After a longer struggle, in a fight 

Worthy of Italy, a youth restored, 

Thou, far from home, art sark beneath the surge 

Of the Atlantic; on its shore; in reach 

Of help; in trust of refuge; sunk with all 

Precious on earth fo thee . . . a child, a wife | 

Proud as thou wert of her, America 

Is prouder, showing to her sons how hich 

Swells woman's courage in a virtuous breast. 

She would not leave behind her those she lov'd; 

Such solitary safety might become 

O:hers; not ber; not her who stood besice 

The pallet of the wounded, when the worst 

Of France and Perfidy assail’d the walls 

Of unsuspicious Rome. Rest, glorious soul, 

Renowned, for strength of g nius, Margaret ! 

Rest with the twain too dear !| My words are few, 

And shortly none will hear my failing voice, 

But the same language with more full appeal 

Shall hailthee. Many are the fons of song 

Whom thou hast heard upon the native p'a ns 

Worthy to sing of thee; the hour is come; 

Take we our seats and let the dirge begin. 

The medallion cut in the marble slab 

over the inscription, shows tte intellectual 

woman,—a tevere higk-born Cornelia, fit 

to be a Roman matron by adoption, and 

wi‘e of an heroic Italian noble. Near by 

a similir stone bears record of an uncle cf 

Margaret, who perithed in a cherge at | 

Chancellorville ; whose medallion shows a 

face interestingly like his famous niece, in 

its characteristic of dignity and nobility. 

In these grounds lie celebrated statesmen. 

We came in our roucd to Charles Sumner’s 

rest'ng place, snd ls substantial monu- | 

ment. This champicn of the slave, tke 

aus‘ere beauty of whose spirit made him 

the compsnion and friend of the b:¢t and 

greatest of bis contemporaries, compelled 

in spite of heat and weariness, to seek bis 

Tte words of Longfellow came to grave. 

us: 

Like Winkelried be took 

Into bis manly breast 

The shesf of hostile pears, and broke 

A path for the opprest. 

Six small stones, ranged side by side near | 

the monument, we undersiocd to mark 

graves of the statesman’s young children. 

We paused, in pissing, before the monu- 

ment of Rufus Choate. It is shaped some- | 

what like Longtellow’s, but it is emaller, 

and of krown sands!one. 

Other ghosts were beckoning, but ex- 

hausticn and heat ceterred us,* and the 

resting-places of Hon. Anson Burlingame, | 

first U. S. Mimster to China. Gaspar 

Spurzheim the phrenologist, Winthrop the 

statesman, the late Ex-Governor Russell, 

and others, rem: ined unvisited. We pasged 

tte statue of Hosea Ballou, the Universalist 

minister and the tounder of Ballou’s Mag- 

azine; and also the recumbent figure of 

Bowditch the geographer. The bronze 

statue surmounts a dark-hued monument, 

and is surrounded with instruments of his 

profession, books, globes, ma hematical 

implements. The old mans face shows 

sedate and kindly. 

At length we returned by the way of tke 

hill which slopes toward the gate at which 

we had entered, and by which we should 

* A friend, who surveyed our l'quescence, laugh 

ingly assured us we were furnishing a stew iustead 

of a dry roast, to the morquitoes that accompanied 

us about the grounds, and took occasion to sup 

while we were musing. 

 petire,—the bill on whose summit stand the 
chapel and the tower. This to us is tke 
most familiar portion of these grounds, 
where once we spent many solitary 
bours. We stood sgain to survey the 
scene, and objects casily visible,— 

looking 
Upon the glorious sky 

And the green hills around ;— 

the Franklin monument, and the Spbynx, 

that did rot front the chapel and propound 

to every coming train of mourners its stony 

mystic problem, in the years when we fre- 

quented the bill. The eye can rest upon 

no rood of ground, amid all these diversi- 

fied acres, that is unkempt and unshorn. 
Nothing unslovenly is to be seen, whether 

we look between the slopes for glimpses of 
the rising hills beyond the river, or down 
to yonder ‘‘cup-like hollow,” known as 

“Alice's,” where the fountain plays; from 

the summit of the round tower, whence you 

survey the land afar, down through ‘‘Con- 

secration Dell,” where Judge Story 

made his speech to the assembled city, 

on the day when the grounds were set 

apart for sacred use; and on to the 

wood-bordered marsh, mid which 

The Charles his steel-blue sickle crooks; 

everywhere the handiwork of the garderer 

is seen ; and. if taste does not everywhere 

predominate, attention and care do not 

fail to appear. 

We did not ascend tke tower, feeling 

unequal to so great exertion; we entered 

the chapel, which was easier. 

On my freme, 

At such transition from the fervid air, 

A grateful coolness fell, that seemed to strike 

The heart, in concert with that temperate awe 

And natural reverance which the place inspired. t 

We were seated, and rested while we 

gazed about us. Familiar looked the stone 

wal's, and the white statues, and the chan- 

cel with its window, and the potted palms, 

here perhaps, since the funeral day of the 

lamented Russell. These immaculate 

torus of Winthrop, of Story, of Ctis and 

Adams, that had speech for our boyhood, 

now scemed to address the man ; so that we 

arose refreshed, and, going down the slope, 

we dismissed our guide with the reflection, 

that with every inconvenience these hours 

in ‘Sweet Auburn” had been bapypi'y and 

profitably spent. 

“Slowly, pensively,” wrote Horace 

Greeley, upon visiting the shrine mcst es- 

tecmed by the patriotic American, ‘‘we 

turned our faces trom the rest of the mighty 

dead to the turmoil of the restless living; 

from the sub'ime repcse of Mount Vernon 

to the ceaseless intrigues, the petty strites, 

the ant-bill bustle, ot the Federal city. 

Each has its own atmosphere: London and 

Mecca are not so unlike as they. Tte 

silent, ensbhrouding woods, the gleaming 

magestic river, the bright benignant sky ;— 

it is fitting here amid the scenes he loved 

and hallowed that the man whose lie and 

character have redeemed patriotism and 

liberty trom the reproach which centuries 

of designing knavery liave cast upon them, 

now calmly awaits the tramp of tke arch- 

angel Thus may Lis ashes re- 

poss forever, that the heart of the patriot 

may be invigorated, the hopes of the 

philanttropist strengthened and his aims 

exalted, tke pulse of the American quick- 

encd and his aspirations purified, by a visit 

to Mount Vernon.” With such reflec- 

tions, and in such mcod we find ourself at 

evening, amid the lights avd noises of 
Boston, the hurrying throngs, and the 
disruption of the subway. Verily, we 

| mertals tor a little season make much 

ado, with our aims and pastions, and 

trumpery paraded; but in a little while 
ccmeth the long silence. and the gathering 

of our nobler powers in that place 

of the too often slighted invisible, 

Where beyond those voices there is peace. 
* * ES 

While foraging in a book-store on Tre- 

mont street the other day, we were ap- 

proicted by a seemingly intelligent and 

courteous mar, who engaged with us in 

convirsation. We pursued our quiet dis- 

course for some mirutes, passing from 

theme to tteme, until we struck upon cne 

which seemed like a powder-train leading 

to ccnvulsion and cetastrophe. Why should 

an Irishman or a catholic appear upon the 

mental tapis? Ile came, and could not be 

bsnished | Dilating upon triumphant Papal 

desigas, and protestants indifference, at 

once idiotic and cximiral, our interlocutor 
Jost his urbamty, his eyes beceme fierce, 
his voice shrill, his demeanor challenging. 

Finally ke stepped away from tke book- 

shelves beside which we had been idiing, 

occupied the floor, and addressed his single 

auditor, with an impetuous rhetoric worthy 

of an audience in Faneuil Hall, We: were 

glad of the entrance of the friend, who had 
left us to rummsge among books—an it- 
teresting occuption in which we were sadly 

and unprofitably hindered—which served 

as an occa‘ion for our going out, and 

broke the monologze that had become 
more than tedious. We walked away, as- 
suring ourself that Ruskin and Sidney 
Smith are not far wrong if they suppose 
the protestant bigot to be fearfully and 
wonderfully made. PATERFEX. 

t Wordsworth's Excursion. 
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Delicious Soups and Gravies . . . 

Many housewives do not know how conveniently 

these can be made, just think— 

One Tablespoonful of Johnston's Fluid Decf 

with vegetables wiil make a Quart of Strong Soup. 

One Dessertspoonful will make enough Rich 

Gravy for the dinner of an ordinary family. 

16 oz. Bottle, $1.00. 
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tury on the Littleton course. 

her cyclometer registered 203 miles. 
endured many bardships, especially on the 
last century. 
the Platteville road, and after making 113 
miles, she encount:red a rain storm. 

continued until she found herself pushing 
through isolated mud holes and immense 
stretches of water, which submerged the 
road in many places. 
was where her great pluck and endurance 
were brought into play. The distance was 

gladly 

| Rhinebart’s tlre punctured on the Littleton 

Johnson’s 
Anodyne 

Liniment 
It is the original. 
It is the best in use. 
It is unlike any other. 
It is the oldest on earth. 
It is superior to all others. 
It is the great vital and muscle nervine. 
It is for internal as much as external use. 
It is used and endorsed by all athletes. 

netrating Anodyne. It is a soothing, healing, 
It is what every mother should have in the house. 
It is used and recommended by many physicians everywhere. 
It is the Universal Household Remed from infancy to old age. 
It is safe to trust that which has satisfied generation after generation. 
It is made from the favorite prescription of a good old family fp i 

1 It is marvellous how many ailments it will quickly relieve, eal and cure. 

Our Book “Treatment for Diseases and Care of Sick Room,” Mailed Free. 
Sold by all Druggists. I. 8. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House Street, Boston, Mass. 

SHE RODE A DOUBLE CENTURY. 

A Denver Wheelwnoman Accomplishes a 

Remrkable Feat. 

Denver glories in many record-breaking 
wheelmen and also in one record-breaking 
wheelwoman, Mrs. Rinebart, a society 

beauty, who recently rode a double century 
in twenty and oce-third bours. The ‘Cy- 
cling West’ says thisis tke first time a 
wcman has made such a ride, that few men 
are able to accomplish the feat, and that 

no Coloradoan las ever done it. Mrs. 
Ricebart left her home in Denver Wednes- 
day morning a week sgo at 4:05, and com- 
pleted her first century over tke Evans 
courie at 12:45, or eight hours ard forly 

minutes for tke trip. After lunch and a rest 
of an hour, she started at 1:45 p. m. for the 
second halt of her ride. She rode to 
Platteville, thirty-six miles, and return to 

Denver, making seventy-two miles, and 

completed the balance of tte double cen- 
Wien she 

bad finisned at 12:45 Thursday morning 
She 

Before going fifteen miles on 

This 

The last thirty miles 

done in inky darkress. She was accom- 
panied by her busband, who would have 

relinquisted any glory to sit 
beside a fire in a comfortable home in pre- 
ference to braving the big electrical storm 
which swept over Denver on that night, 
sending sheets of rain in the faces of pe- 
destrians and covering the read with shim- 
mering pools of water, discernable only 
when a fl:sh of ligh*ning lit up tte road a- 
head- To make matters worse, Mrs. 

course, end she rode fifteen miles on a flat 
tire. To summariz2 the time and conditions 
of her ride, she made 203 mlles in twenty 
hours anb twenty minutes; rcde first cen- 
tury in 8:40, szcond in 10:40; fifty miles 
were ridden in rain, darkress and mud; 
she was alone for 172 miles of the trip; 
had only twenty-three miles of favorable 
wind, and rode fifteen miles on a flat tire. 
—Kansas City Star. 

A Kindred Foul, 

‘May I ask what sort of house you are 
traveling for ?’ inquired the passenger who 
was inclined to be sociable. 

‘I am not traveling for any house,’ ans- 
swered the solemn-looking passenger, 
somewhat stifliy. ‘I am the proprietor of 
the celebrated Varley Wax Works, now on 
a tour of the principal cities.’ 

‘Shake!’ rejoined the other, extending 
his hard. ‘I’m a sto:kholder ip a chewing 
gum tactory.’— Chicago Tribure. 
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WILL CURE OR RELIEVE 
INDIGESTION, FLUTTERING OF THE 
JAUNDICE, HEART, 
"_ERYSIPELAS, ACIDITY OF THE 

SALT RHEUM, STOMACH, 
HEARTBURN, DRYNESS OF THE 

=" HEADACHE, SKIN,’ 
BILIOUSNESS, DIZZINESS, 

QYSPEPSIA,  DROPSY, 
FX And every species of disease arising 

VER, KIDNEYS, STOMACH, 
BOWELS OR 
BLOOD, 

) 

© 
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TMi TORONTO. 

Cool Soda Water 
With Choice Fruit Syrups. 

Cherry Ripe Peach, 

Red Messina Orange, 

Strawberry, Raspberry, 

Lemon, Pineapple, 

OTTAWA BEF £ at 

CROCKETT'S DRUG STORE, 
Cor. Princess and Sydney Sts, \@ 

Steel Enamelled Ware 

“Crescent” 
“Victoria” 
Buy a lipped saucepan or any other kitchen 

utensil in either of these brands and we gua- 
rantee you have something that will not chip 
or burn. 

The Thos. Davidson Mfg. Co., Ld,” 
Manufacturers, MONTREAL. 

Spring Painting. 
That well-known Painterjand 
Decorator, 

Cornelius Callacher 
is prepared to take orders for 
Painting and Decorating. 
Work guaranteed to be satis- 
factory and prices reasonable. 

CoRrNELIUS GALLAGHER, 99 St. Patrick St: 

~ 

Gergquson Page 
41 KING STREET 

Have a large stock of Silver Novel} 
ties, suitable for small presents, 

For Summer Wear 
Belts, Buckles, Blouse Sets, Belt Pins, 

Garters, etc. 

For Dresaing Table: 
Manicure Sets, Button hicoks, Hair Pin 

Boxes, Brushes, Combs, Trinket 
Trays, Jewel Boxes, Dental Floss 
Holders, Perfume Bottles, Hand Mir- 
rors, etc. 

For Gentlemen: 

Brushes, Combs, Soap Boxes, Bag 
Tags, Key Rings, Cigarette Cases, 
Bicycle Tags, Match Boxes, Flasks, 
Pocket Knives, Suspender, etc. i 

Souvenir Spoons, etc. 

ga GIVE US A CALL &y 

Choicest Liquors. 

The very best brands on the market can always 

be obtained trom the undersigned. The finest wines 

and good imported Cigars. 

For Sale at Reasonable Prices by 

THOMAS L. BOURKE, 

Water] Street - ohn. 

— 

Tenders for Supplies. 
FPNENDERS will be received until FRIDAY, the 

28th day of August, inst, at noon, a the office 
of the secretary and treasurer, for supplying the 
Provincial Lunatic Asylum with the following 
articles for one year from the first day of Septem- 
ber next, viz :— 

BEEF and MUTTON # 100 Ib, of the best quality 
in alternate hind and fore quarters ; (quarters not to 
weigh less than 126 lbs. as may be required.) 
RICE, East India, # 100 1b. 
BARLEY, # 100 ib. 
OATMEAL, # 100 Ib, 
BROWN MUSCOVADO SUGAR, # 100 Ib, 
YELLOW REFINED SUGAR, ¥ 1b. 
YELLOW EXTRA C SUGAR, # Ib. 
GRANULATED SUGAR, ¥ 1b 
COFFEE, Green, ¥ 1b 1 
CQEvES Ground, ¥ Bb. os 

strong Congou, o 
CANDLES, MOULD, # b, 
SOAP, yellow, # 1h. 
SOAP, common, ¥ Ib, 
BEANS, ¥ bushel. 
OATS, ¥ bushel. 
CODFISH,  1(0 1b. 
MOLASSES. in cask, ¥ gallon. 
SALT, coarse, in bags. 
COTTONS, WOLLENS, etc., of British manu. 

facture at what advance on the net cost landed in 
St. John, original invoice and memorandum of im. 
portation charges to be given. 

COTITONS, WOLLENS, etc of Dominion and 
American manufacture, at what advance on net 
current cost. 

Drugs and medicines, according to specified list 

to be seen on application at secretary's office. ’ 

The SUPPLIES to be delivered at the institution 
in such quantities and at such fiixed periods as they 
are rcquired. 

ALL SUPPLIES to be of the very best descrip. 

tion and subject to the approval or rejection of the 
commissioners or their agent. 

Lowest approved Tender accepted. 

Securities will be required from two responsible 

persots for the due performance of the contract. 

R. W. Crookshank, 
Sec'y and Treasurer. 

St. John, Aug. 17, 1805. 
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