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WRITE FOR SAMPLES and PRICE LISTS (SENT POST FREE) and SAVE FIFTY PER CENT.

ROBINSON

BELFAST,

& CLEAVER

IR: LAND,

And 164, 166 and 170 REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.,

IRISH LINEN & DAMASK MANUFACTURERS.

AND FURNISHERS 10

H. M. THE QUEEN,

Members of the Royal Family, and the
Courts of Europe.

Su ply Palaces Mansions, Villas, Cottages, Hotels, [

Railways, Scesmsh p«, I1stitu ions, Reeiments an1 the

(General Public, direct with every cescription of

EMPRESS FREDERICK,

Husehold L.inens

From the Least Expensive to the FINEST in the WORLD,

Which being woven by Hund. wear longer and re ain the Rich Satin appearance to the last. By
obtaining direct u ) interms dinte profi 8 are saved, and the cost i+ no more than that usvally

charer d for common-powe: loom goods.

Il'iEh Linen° Real Irish Liien She: ting, fully bleached, two yards wide

46cts. per yard;

¢ 21 yards wide, 57cts per yard, Roller Towelir g, 18 in. wide. 6cts per yard.
furplice Linen, 14ccs. per yard, Duters from 78¢'s, per drz. Lineu Glsss Cioths, $1.14 p.r
dogen. r;pe Linens and Linen Diap:r, 17¢ 8. j er yard. Our Special Soft Finished Long Cloth

from 6¢'s. per yard

(ttes $12 00 (see | st).

(P.ease mention this Psper )

I —

*i.h N pkine, 702ts. per doz. Dinner Napkins,

Il'lBh DamﬂSk T&b o} Llnﬁﬂ + $1.32 per doz Tab'e C.oths, 2 yards square, 60:ts
23 yards by 3 vards, $1 32 each Kitcten Table Clothe, 23cts esch. Strong Huackaback
Towels, $1 08 per doz. Monoerams, Crest3, Ccat of Arms, Loitials, &c , woven or eambdroider-
ed. (&pecial attentionto Club, Hotel It:r Me:s Oﬁie&'a). . St - it i

. . Fine qoant mecloty Bodies, w (4] pure linen fron LY

Matcli 1e88 Shll‘tS cufts, 8.52y he half doz. (to me vsure 48cte. extr1). New Designs in
our Speci+]1 Indiana Gsvze. Oxtord svd Un-brivkab'e Flanne s for the Season. Old Shirts
made good a: new, wi'h best materia's in Neckbwnd«, Cufts, &1_‘;: Fr%n's,btc;r 23 36Rth:ihslf-dnz.
3 1 3 1 . *The Cambrics of Robinson and

Irish Cambric Pocket-Han Kerchiefs: iy 5 “mes % Sovitee
fame."— The Queen. *“Chespest Handkercbhiefs I have ever seen.”— Sylvia’s Home Journal
Children’s, 80cis, per doz.; Ladies’, b4ct<. per d.z,; Gen'lemen’s, T8:us. per do0z, HEM-
STITCHED, — L 40i- 8*, 68cts. per dcz ; *ve tleman's, 94cts. p«r doz,

Irish Linen Coliars and Cuffs:

er doz. ( UFFS.—For Ladies or Gentl-men, from $1.42 per doz. “Surpliz+ Magers to

estminister abbey” and he Cathedral and Churcnes1a tbe Kingdom * Chewr [rish Lin:a
Collurs, Cufts, Shirts, &c., have the merits of excelience and ¢ w.hsp 1838 l” iO’gurt Circular.

1 . A luxury nov withia the reach ot al des' Cremises

Il’lﬂh Uﬂdﬂl‘(}lOthllle « trimmed  Embroitecy, 4Tct. Nightir-sse«, 84us. C vn-'

binatinns, 94¢:8. Ind a or Colonial Outfi.s, 840.32 ‘ridal [rounsseanx, $2580 L[aats’ Ly

CcLLARS—L vdies’, from 84cs. per doz ;
rientl- m-1’« 4='ola, uil ne vesc shap-¢, $118

N. B.=To prevent delay all Letters, Orders and Irquiries fcr S:mples should be a idressed

Robinson & Cleaver,
BELFAST,IRELAND.

A PICTURE ON A TREE.

Explanation of a Former Slave of the
Tragic Death of her old Master.

Near the terminus of one of the Wash-
ington lines on the Tenallytown road is a
buge chestnut oak tree, which away back
in slavery days just before the civil war
became very famous. At that time it was
on the property of a landowner nsmed
Clagett, the owner of many slaves, to
whom he was at times most brutal. One
evening Clagett left his home, after high
words with bis wife, and on the back of a
very spirited borse started for the village,
some two miles distant. It was in Sep-
tember, and a heavy rain hal drenched the
land, the road was heavy with mud and the
foliage that fringed in on either side made
it very dark.

When midnight bad come without
Clagett's return his wife, alarmed at his
absence, had the carriage brought out,
and, with her maid and driver, proceeded
along the road in search of him. As they
reached a corner of the wood at the end of
their property something which rendered
the horses very uneasy was discovered
through the darkness, lying at the foot of
the chestout oak. The object turned out
to be the bodies of Clagett and bis horse,
the heads ot each dashed to pieces by the
torce of a collision with the oak tree, which
was spattered with their blood.

The bark of a chestnut oak is almost
peculiar, being full of twists, cross sections
and knots, making as a whole a mosaic of
extraorodinary design, and an imaginative
eye can readily trace upon its surface any
outlines that best pleaes the tancy. The
silbouette of tha bodies of the man and the
horse with a full view of the injured fore-
heads of each was distincty pointed out by
neighbors and slaves to every stranger
coming that way. The notoriety grew so
unpleasant that the tamily wished to have
the tree removed, but it was, unfortunately
for them, a boundary-line tree and there-
fore could not be cut down.

A tew weeks after the death of Clagett a
house servant, a banesome mulatto girl of
17, who gossip said was the daughter of the
dead man, disappeared, and though every
device known to law and personal interest
was resorted to, no trace of ber was dis-
covered. The famuly asid she had been
sold into Georgia because of ber supposed
relationship to tbe dead man. The
family finslly removed north, and the
chestnut oak with its history was the sole
reminder of the accident atter the close of
the war, and it has stood in face of storms
and changes ever since.

Near this old tree and also near the rub-
urban road terminus a northern capitalist
interested in the railroad ¢nterprises has
bought a fine place. One day recently he
told his wife the tradition of the chestnut
oak tree and expressed regret that no one
pow living in the vicinity knew snytbing of
it beyond hearssy. His wife remarked
that their cook. whom they had brought
down from the North, was born somewbere
in that part of Montgomery county, she
understood, and, perhaps, might krow
sometbing of the story ot the tree and its
crushed victims. But when the cook,
Rose, was asked, she raid she knew noth-
ing ot such au event; didn’t remember,

ever to have heard of it. A few evenings
later, however, Rose came to the library

door after dinner and said she would like :

to speak to the gentleman and his wife.
She seemed embarrassed but they question-
ed ber kindly and she finally said :

‘I've got a confession to make, sir, or
maybe il's more what you'd call a state-
ment. When you asked me last week if I
knew anything about the story that & man
and horse had been killed by running
againat a chestnut oak tree, years and
years ago, out here in Montgomery county,
I told you no, I'd never heard of it. That
wasn’t the truth I did know all about it ,
but for the minute I dreaded to acknow-
ledge it and bring the matter fresh to my
mind, alter all this time, and ncw that I'm
an old womsn. I was born a slave, as
you must know, sir. I belonged to
the man that was killed I had
been brought up as a house servant, and
as my mistress was a good woman and
kind to every oae I had but little cause for
complaint. Master was a heavy drinker
and I think cruel by nature. When he
was deep in his cups he would for the
slightest cause tiec some uafortunate man
or woman to a tree in the back yard with a
cord that at times cut through the skin at
the wrists and kept them there for hours at
a ttme. When he passed them or thought
of them he would give them some slashes
with his whip that cut sharply and would
lay open the skin and start the blood.

‘My aunt, a field hand, bad been strung
up since noontime on the day he was kill.
ed, all the upper part of her body being
exposed to the rain and wind, and she was
chilled through and through and very sore
and wretched. Mistress went out at dark
and releasedjAunt Aun with her own hands
and helped ber to the quarters, where she
applied some soothing lotion to her

‘wounds and some soft words to her poor

heart. Whean master had discovered what
his wife had done he was furious, and,
rushing at her, after abusing her in awful
language, struck ber in the face with that
cruel whip which was forever in his hands.
Then he tore out the door and ordered his

mettlesome horse to be saddled, saying that
he was no longer master ot his own house he
would go the the village tavern. He rode
off, and we never saw him alive again.

About six weeks after he was buried,
my mother, who was aleo a field hand, sent
word to meet her down by the gate atter
supper. Mothe¢r's manner scarred me.
She said she bad a secret to tellme . [
thought perhaps we were all going to be
sold, and asked her if that was it. She
said no but she could keep her secret no
longer ana thought she ought to t:ll 1t to
me.

‘It seems when she saw how terribly her
poor sister bad been mangled by master’s
whip, beard bim curse his wite and saw
h m strike ber, she made up her mind that
she would be avenged on him in some way
it she lost her life by it. When she heard
bim order bis horse and say where he was
going she seized a sheet from the wash and
rdn out to the coruer of the road by the
big wood. By a cut across the fields it
was only a third of the distance tbat it was
along the highway. She was just in time
and as he came galloping along at full speed
she threw the sheet over her, ran out in
front of the horse and ecreeched. There
was a yell, a fearful crash and all was
quiet. She fairly flew back and resumed
her place in the cabin, without her ab-
sence having been noticed.

‘I dian’t mean to kill him,’ she said. ‘I

only wanted to do him some t harm,
but I ain't sorry he’s dead. Rose,” she
went on, ‘that man was your father.’

‘Well, sir, I didn’t want to hear any
more. Atter that, [ knew I never could
stay in that family, and two nights after I
made my escape. After a wbile, I went to
New York, and there 1've lived ever since.
I never thought to come back to this part of
the country, but when you asked me to I did
it, and supposed all that old story was long
ago forgotten. My old mother soon after
I ran away, I heard, so I never took any
more interest in the place. It's funny you
should bave asked me about that tree first
thing, and I'm glad to tell all the truth I
know about it now.’

Rose’s employer says he is going to have
a substantial rail put around that chest-
put-oak to protect it from relic hunters,
and then. have a white board with black
letters giving the facts as recorded here,
and soon, no doubt, it will be a place of
great interest to outing parties.

ANECDOTES OFRUDYARD KIPLING.

He canjAmuse the Chinese and Soothe an
Elephant.

‘1 have been much interested in the ar-
ticles regarding Rudyard Kipling’s know-
ledge of engineering, shipbuilding and
other technical topics published in the
papers,’ said a well-known business man
of Manhattan the other day, ‘and [ have
begun to believe that he knows almost
evervthing that is worth knowing.

‘I was was walking down the main street
ot Brattleboro, Vermont, one day, and saw
Kipling coming toward me.

‘He was dressed in a bicycle suit, and
came swinging along at an easy gait. Just
ahead of me there was a little Chinese laun-
dry, and the Chinaman was standing in
the doorway. When Kipliog reached him
he addressed the Chinaman in Chinese,
and began a rattling conversation with him
in that language. The Chinaman gave a
gasp of surprise, but answerod him, and in
a few minutes Kipling had him smiling from
ear to ear, and both of them were jabber-
ing away in Chincse faster than a horse
could trot.

‘I understood afterward that every time
Kipling came to town he stopped for a
chat with the Chbinaman. The Celestial
would never tell the wondering neighbors
what Kiplingjtalked about, and when he
was asked only replied: ‘Him welly gleat
man.’’

‘One afternoon we went together to the
Zoo,’ says an American friend of Kipling,
‘and while strolling about our ears were
asssiled by the most melancholy sound I
have ever heard,—a complaining, fretting,
lamenting sound, proceeding from the
elephant house.

*What’s the matter in there ?* asked Mr.
Kipling of the keeper.

‘A sick elephant, sir,” was the answer.

‘Mr. Kipling hurried away from me in
the direction of the lament, which was

growing louder and more pitiful. I fol-
lowed and saw him go up close to the
cage, where stood an elephant with sadly
drooped ears and trunk. In another mom-
ent Mr. Kipling was right up at the bars,
and I beard bim speak to the sick beast in
a language tbat may have been elephantese
but certainly was not English.

‘Instantly the whinning stopped, the ears
were lifted, the monster turned his sleepy
little suffering eyes upon bis visitor and
put out his trank. Mr. Kipling began to
caress it, still speaking in the same sooth
ing tone. After a few minutes the beast
began to answer in a much lower tone of
voice, and evidently recounted his woes.
At last, with a start, Mr. Kipling found
bimselt and his elephant the observed of
all observers and beat a hasty retreat.

‘What language were you talking to
that elepbant%‘ I asked, when I overtook
him.

‘Language ? What do you mesn? he
answered with a Jaugh.

*Are you a Mowgli P’ [ persisted. ‘And
can you talk to all those beasts in their
own tongues?” But he only smiled in
reply.’

She Knew.

She: ‘You look very disturbed.’

He: ‘l am. While I was on my way
here 1 lost a valuable ring.’

She: ‘Good gracious! How did that
happen?’

He: ‘I don’t know. I put it in my
pocket betors 1 came out, and when I got
here it was gone.’

She: ‘Was it a diamond?’

He: Ob, yes—a eolitaire, three and a
ba'f carats, and a perfect stone in every
way.’

She’: ‘Oh, well, I wouldn’t reget it! You
may find it, you know. But it youdon’t
ther-’s no use crying over it.’

‘He: ‘Tha\’s true. Bat I needed that
ring, and I may bave a of trouble to re-
place it.’

She (smiling) : ‘Nonsence. If she isa
sensible girl she will tell you she can get
on witbout it.’

He: ‘Do yo really mean that?’

She: ‘Why, of course!’

He: ‘Then, darling, will you be mine?’
(Suddenly displaying the ring.) I did not
lose it. It was only to test you.’

She (falling into his arms) : ‘Yes, dear.’
(Aside.) ‘AsitI didn't know what he
kept bis left hand in his pocket for!’

‘Bridget, what is that ehild crying so
wildly tor?’

*Sure, mam, he’s just drinked all his
soothin’ syrup and ate the cork, and I
don’t know now what ails him. unless it’s
the bottle he wants to swallow !

There are no day scholars in the sehoo
of experience ; they are all boarders.

A M ther’s Reflections.

When the evening winds awaken
Solemn music mid the leaves,

Gontg dreams the lonely woman
Sitting underneath the caves;

Faces damp with farewell kisses,
Hidden long ago from sight,

Smiled, as they have smiled in childhood,
Round her koee again t>-night.

First among her earth-lost treasurcs
Comes the form of biby Belle,

With her violet eyes, and ringlets.
Where the sunlight seemed ‘o dwell.

Two brief years this lovely flower
Budded in the mother,s sicht,

Then the white-robed angel bore her
To the fields of fadeless light.

To her side, with beyish quickness,
Now a graceful foot:tep springs;
Like a strain of silvery music
Willie's happy laughter ring:.
'Tis a face with genius glo ving,
And the mother’s eyes are dim,
Thinking of the brilliant future
That her fancy formed for him.

Thinking of her bitter sorrow
On that briv ht October day
When he slept upon her bosom,
And his song was hushed for aye.
Now another in the twiligqt
By the mother seems to stand,—
May, w'th grave and gentle manners,
Last of all that household band.

For eight bright and happy summers

She had watched the roses bloom,
But the ninth their velvet petals

Shed their fragrance round her tomb.
O, the void left by the dear ones

Who had made existence sweet—
Never sound of childish voices,

Never sound of childieh feet !

But the lonely mother looking
Upward, to the world of stars,

Bees the faces of her darlings
Smile from Heaven's golden bars !

Thovgh her earthly hopes were fleeting,
And have left her ore by one,

She has learned to say, with meeknes,
‘Not my will, but Thine be done !’

Then and Now,

While the amber light is streaming
Softly down the monntain side,

Iam dreaming, sadly dreaming,
Of a summer that has died ;

Then thy face, love’s depths reveallng,
With a holy radiance shone,

And thine eyes, in mute appealing,
Found an answer in mine own.

Now the yeilow leaves are lying
Where thy form is laid to rest,
And the antumn winds are sighing
Mournful psalms above thy breast.
Now the lids, so pure and snowyv,
Hide the splendor of thine eyes,
Never here to show their glory,
Though unsealed in paradise !

Then the summer flowers were sweeter,
And the skies more brightly shone,
While the golden hours were fleeter,
With the 1.ve-light round us thrown;
And our joyous hearts unheeding
Never shade of coming gloom,
Little thought that path was leading
To the portals of the tomb !

Now a marble, here abiding,
Shrouds the beauty of thy cheek,
And the dust of death is hiding
Lips that nevermore may speak;
Till thy voice, with angels’ blending,
Tuned to songs of desthless love,
In triumphant strains ascending,
Swells the joyous choir above.

Rudyard Kipling to ““Fighting Bob.”

Rudyard Kipling has presented Captain Robley
D. Evans with a set of his works and a letter con-
taining these verses:

Zogbaum draws with a pencil,
And I do things with a pen,

But you sit up in & conning tower,
Bossing eight hundred men.

Zogbaum takes care of bis business,
An I take care of mine,

But you take care of ten thousand tons,
Sky-hooting through the brine.

Zogbaum can handle his shadows,
And I can handle my style,

But you can handle a ten-inch gun
To carry seven mile.

To him that bat shall be given,
And that's why these books are sent
To the man that has lived more stories
Than Zogbaum or I'could invent.

Song Shovold Breathe,

Song should breathe of scents and flo wers;
Sfong should like a river flow;

Song snould bring back scenes and hours
That we loved—ah, long ago !

Song from baser thoughts should win us;
Song should charm us out ot woe;

Song should stir the hesrt within us,
Like a patriots frendly blow.

Pains and pleasures, all man doth,
War and peace, and ill, and wrong—

All things that the soul subdueth
Should be vanished, too, by song.

Song should stir the mind to duty,
Nerve the weak and stir the strong;

Every deed of truth and beauty
Should be crowned by starry song !

THINGS OF VALUR,

Some Ec¢yptian boats made of cedar, prebably in
use 4 £00 years ago. have bren found buried near
the banks of the Nile, and furnish an interesting
proof of the power of that wood to withstand the
rsvages of time.

Cholera and all summer complaints are so quick
iatbeir action that the cold hand of death is upon
the victims befrre they are aware that danger is
pear. If attacked do nnt delay in getting the

roper medicine. Trya doze of Dr. J. D Kellogg’s
ngente]’v Cordial, and vou will get immediate re-
Mef. It acts with wonderful rapidity and never
fails to effect & cure.

Fourteen children in t°n vears have fallen to the
lot of a couple in New York. There have been four
pairs of twins,

Use this rafe, pleassnt and effectusal worm killer,
Mother Graves’ Worm FExterminator; ‘nothing
equals it Procure a bet le and take it home.

The boves of an average man’s ske¢lston weigh
20lb. Those of & woman are probably 61b. lighter.

Have yon tried Hol oway’s Corn Cure ? It has
no equal for removing these troublesome excres-
ence, a8 many have testified who have tried it.

The smallest salary paid to the head of & civilized
Gonvernmenrt is £3 a vear tn the President of the
Republic of Andorra in the Pyrenees.

Try It.—Itwould be a gross injastice to con.
found that standard healing sgent—UDR. THoMAY'
k OLECTR ¢ ©I1L with the ordinary unguents, lotions
and salves. They are oftentimes inflammatory and
astringent. This oil 18, ¢n tue contrary, eminently
cooling and soothing when app.ied externsily to
{eln (vie psin, and poweriully ‘remedial when swal-
owed.

The children of the blsckest Africans are born
whitish In » month they becoms pale yellow; in
a year brown; at four, dirty black; and at six or
seven, glossy olack.

In many tie digestive apparatus is as delicate as
the mechanism of & watch or scientific 1nstrument
in wuich even & breath of air will make a variation.
With such persons disorders of the stomach ensue
from the most trivial causes snd cause much suffer-
ing. To tnese Parmelee’s Vegetable Piils are re-
commended as mild and sure.

The Sweedish bride fi 1s her pockets with bread,
which she dispenses to eversone she meets en her
way (o church, every piece sie disposes of avert-
ing, &+ she believes, a misfortune.

A Maaic PiLL —Dyspepsia is a foe with which
men are constantly grappling but cannot extermio-
ate. Subdued, and to all appearances vanquished
in one, it makes its appe rance in another direction

In a Pennyslvania marriage the other day the
bride was 100 years old and the groom two years
older. Both were wealthy. The lady, a cousin of
Abrabam Lincoln, has eleven children of & formr
marriage still living.

Baby . ..

KNOWS A GOOD THING
WHEN HE SEES IT.

MADE BY
THE ALBERT TOILET SOAP CoO.
MONTREAL,
MAKERS OF THE CELEBRRATED

ALBERT TOILET SOAPS.

Printing!

Do ycu need any, or are you
satisfied with what you already
have ?

Our printing is always satis-
factory—what we do, we do
well—we give good paper,
good ink, good presswork and
strive to have it suitable tc
your particular business and
we give good measure too.
no matter what printing you
need. See us first.

PROGRESS JoB PRINT.

We will send you
estimates and samples,

HOTEL®,

m DUFFERIN

This popular Hotel is now open for the
reception of guests. The situation of the
House, facing as it does on the besutiful

i Square, makes it & most desirable
place for Visitors and Business Men. It is
within a short distance of all parts of the
city. Has every accomodation. Electric
cars, from all parts of the town, pass the
house every three minutes.

E. 1xROI WILLIS, Proprietor.

Ll o o

Lo o o

QUEEN HOTEL,

FREDERICTON, N. B.
A Epwarps, Proprietor

Fine sample rooms in connection. Firi claw
Livery &table. Coaches at rains sz’ doals.

OYSTERS FISH and JANE
always on hand. in sease

MEALS AT ALL HOURS
DINNER A SPECIALTY

CAFE ROYAL

BANK OF MONTREAL BUILDING,
56 Prince Wm. St., St. Jobhn, N B,

WM. CLARK, Proprietor,
Retall dealer in ...
CHOICE WINES, ALES and LIQUORS.

Victoria Hotel,

81 to 87 King Street, St. John, N B,

Electric Passenger Elevator

and aliModern Improvements.

D. W. McCORMACK, Proprietor,

Spring Lamb and Mutton. 3
Kingston Kings Co.,N. B. Veal.
Cumberland Co., N. S, Beef.
Turkeys, Fowls and (Geese.

Ham, Bacon and Lard.

Lettuce, Radish, and all Vegetables.

THOS. DEAN, City Market.

Miss Jessie Campbell Whitlock.

TEAGHER OF PIANOFORTE,
ST. STEPHEN, N. B,

The' Leschetizky' Method’'; also **
" tor beginners. X " Systhe
Apply at the residence ot

Me. 1. VHITLOCK
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