
—— 
7 18) 

I was N 
eartburn, 

it I could 

troubled 
e,. I remain 

nths, and trig 

of. At last ge 
about Burdoo 

ht I would 

se on finishj 

uld eat bette 

d before | 

Vas complete] 

00 strongly 

roubles to 

RATTAN, 

imony from 
’es the palm 
*ases of the 
s and Blood 

"BLOOD 
BITTERS, 
EE —————— 

S. S. G0, 
from 

ON 
the steamers 
Joha for Eas 
Boston eve 

AY, and FR[L 
lock (standard 
ery MONDA 
DAY morning 
t 6 p.m. 
ort with steaq 
nd St Stephen 
to 5 o clock, 

HLER, Agen 

\ 
hy 

————————— 

smiths, 

teal, 10 Bellow 
faglish Vices 
attern, 25Kegs 
0 Kegs Com. 
vdrons Black: 
rills Taps and 

y 
‘8 8, NEILL 

(TISING IN 
ITES A book 
ning catalo 
spapers, being 
he Amesicsn 
ember edition 
ular iss es of 
separate State 
e of the Amer 
owns only in 
papers having 
. This book 
will be sent, 
8, On receipt of 
orge P. Rowel 
t. New York 

nt 

RTS, 

riptic n 
owing 

KE 
wa 

RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 

A Day's Review, 

«Have you been happy this livel.ng day, 
Deur little maiden, at rest from play ? 

I 

“Tell me the tale cf the day just dune, 

Have you been happy from sun to sun ?” 

“It was most all lovely, m. mms,” she said, 

Hanging & little her golden head. 

“Except, when Tom was croes with me, 
Put I was cross with him first, you see— 

“But the rest of the time I think, was good, 

1 tried to do just as you esid I should. 

“I'm sorry the cross thing haprered so, 

To-morrow I'll be as good as I know.’ 

“Listen, my darling, with eyes so clesr, 
"The days are just what you make them, dear, 

“Be willing, lovirg and sweet an kind, 

Then the world’s full of sunshine 2s jou 
#_. will find. 
a 

“Now say your prayers and shut your eyes, 
Till another happy day shall rise.” 

— Chris. Standard. 
lp oc — 

Deeds, not Words, 

=] intend to be the matron of a 

hospital,’ said Ina, the eldest of the 

little Wrexhams. 

‘I mean to be a clergyman,’ said her 

next brother, Bob. 

‘How stupid !" broke in Hugh, a 

frank, handsome boy, about eight years 

old. ‘I mean to be a soldier, and fight 

battles.’ 
‘And get killed ? said his little sister 

Polly, in a somewhat awe-struck tone. 

Hugh haa the grace to blush. ‘Well, 

not exactly; but I might be wounded, 

and get the Victoria Cross.’ 

‘And what do ycu intend to be, my 

Polly 7" said Col. Wrexham, so sudden- 

ly that they started ; for they had 

imagined him taking a quiet doze 

behind his newspaper. He had not 

long returned from India, and they 
were all stall a little shy with him. 

‘Please, papa,’ said Polly, laying her 

hand timidly on his coat-sleeve, ‘I don't 

want to be anything but a plain lady, 

and stay at home.’ 

The colonel laughed and kissed her. 

Then he turned to Chris, with the 

abrupt manner that was rather alarm- 

ing. ‘What do you intend to be ? 

Chris was Hugh's twin, but he 

locked younger and less bright. At 

his father's question he blushed and 

hesitated; and, when the latter said 

kindly, ‘Would you like to be a soldier 

aleo ¥ he could only stammer out, ‘I 

ghould be afraid '— 

Col. Wrexham gave an impatient 

exclamation. There was something 

almost vexatious to strangers in 
Christopher's shyness; and Col. Wrex- 

ham was, to his grief, a stranger still 

to his children. Chris feared him too 

much to finish his sentence, and explain 

that he was afraid of not being brave 

enough for a soldier, a soldier would 

need to be so very brave, indeed. 

“The Wrexhams were staying in what 
they called the real country for the 

first time, and allowed to enjoy a truly 

delightful freedom. 

Hitherto they h&d lived with their 
grandparents in London; and, though 

they did go away sometimes, it was 

always to some big seaside place, where 

they were obliged to be as much under 

nurse's eye as in town, 

The day after their discussion as to 

what they were going to be Hugh and 

Chris, wita Polly and Nora (the 

youngest) in charge, started off to 

gather primroses in a lane not far from 

the' house. 

The little town children fcund it 

very pleasant in the lane, with its 

steep banks lined with primroses, and 

the blue April sky overhead. When 

they got to the end of it, Hugh wanted 

to go farther; but Chris maintained 

that they had promised nurse not to 

do so. 
‘What's nurse ?' said Hugh, grandly. 

T believe, Chris, you're afraid.” 
‘Yes,’ said the little girls : “Chris is 

afraid.’ 
‘No, I'm not'— began Chris; but a 

most awful sound in a field near them 

cut short his words. 
Hughetood his ground for amoment, 

listening; but, when the terrible noise 

came again, and this time nearer, he 

shouted frantically, ‘Run ! run! and 

dashed away up the lane at headlong 

speed. 
Chris could run faster than Hugh, 

though he was smaller. But he looked 

at the two little girls, and felt that to 

leave them behind to face this unknown 
danger was impossible. He dropped 

his basket, and, catching a hand of 

each, started running up the lane as 
fast as he could; but that was not very 

fast, for the children kept him back. 

They were crying piteously, and so 

blind with terror that they stumbled 
at every step. Also they were heavy, 

and Chris rather a slight little boy 

Meanwhile Hugh had reached the 

top of the lane, and rushed almost into 

his father's arms ; for Col. Wrexham, 

with Bob ans Ina, was just turning the 

corner at the top. 

‘What is the matter, Hugh ! Where 

are you going 1’ 

But Hugh could only gasp out, ‘The 

and saw Chris toiling up it, very white 
and breathless, but never relaxing his 
hold of the two hot, crying children 
he held by the hand. 

clatter of hoofs ; and into the lane, at 
the far end, with another blood-curd- 
ling bray, galloped a donkey. 

called out the colonel. 

donkey.’ 

glance at Hugh, who now, very red in 
the face, emerged from behind his 
father. 

Hugh, in rather a sulky tone. 

ham, rather sternly, as he stooped %o 

comfort the two little girls, who even 

yet could hardly be convinced that the 

fearful sounds had proceeded from 

Col. Wrexham looked down the lane 

Just at this moment there was a 

‘Don’t be frightened, children,’ 
‘It's only a 

‘Two of them !’ cried Bob, with a 

‘Chris was frightened, too,” said 

‘No doubt he was,’ said Col. Wrex- 

nothing worse than a donkey. ‘But 

that didn t prevent him doing his duty. 

Chris,” he went on, with a sadden 

change of tone that nearly brought 

the tears into Chris's eyes, ‘it was only 

a donkey, I know; but it would have 

been all the same if it had been a lion.’ 

For some time after the episode of 

the donkey, Hugh was rather silent as 

to his prospects as a soldier; but Chris 

and his father were not strangers to 

each other any more. —Golden Sun- 
beams. 
eal > I eee 

A Rainy Night. 

Who does not love to get up into the 
loft or garret and hear the rain patter 
on the big umbrella which we put over 

a houre and call a roof ? In a story 

which Elsie Locke tells in the Outlook 
two girls heard the rain patter over 

their or in a funny way. The best 
part of th story is dear Betty's way of 

Bless all the Bettys and Bens that 

learn to do that! Here is the story : | 

Betty and Dora were two little 

Colorado girls who lived in an adobe 

cabin—a queer-looking cabin, built 

partly below the ground, so that one 

had to go downthree s'epsto get into it. 

All around the cabin were great 

fields of alfalfa clover, as far as the 

little girls could see; and the only trees 

in sight were the cottonwoods growing 

along the side of a broad, muddy stream 

that the children called the river. 

One night Betty and Dora awoke to 

find it raining so hard that it had worn 

a hole in the miserable roof over their 

heals, and the rain was drip, drip, 
dripping in upon them in a very un- 
pleasant fashion. 

‘Oh dear! dear!" cried Dora. ‘I 

don’t like this; I am going to call papa,’ 

Betty pulled her back into bed. 

‘Stop, Dora,’ she whispered: ‘he is 

so tired making fences.’ 

‘I want to get into mamma's bed.’ 

‘O Dora! you don’t want to wake 

poor mamma, when she’s so tired tak- 

ing care of sick chickens !" exclaimed 

Betty. ‘I think it is rather jolly to 

have it rain in one's bed. Put your 

head under it. See how funny it feels!’ 

‘It's so wet,’ complained Dora. 

‘Never mind,” answered Betty, 

cheerfully; ‘let's play we are ducks.’ 

It was quite an entertaining play for 

a few minutes, and then Dora began 

to complain again. 

‘I's growing wetter; we cannot sleep 

here.’ 

‘Yes, we can'if we are ducks,’ per- 

sisted Betty; ‘ducks like water.’ 

It was not long, however, before the 

rain came dripping in so fast that it 

was too much even for Betty. 

‘We must call mamma,’ said Dora. 

‘No,’ said Betty. ‘I know what we 

can do.’ 

Slipping out of bed, she ran into the 

sitting-room to return with a big 

umbrella which she opened above their 

heads. 

Dora laughed aloud. 

‘An umbrella in bed !" she cried. ‘O 

Betty, how funny ! 

‘Now we are all right,” Betty whis- 

pered, in great glee. ‘Cuddle up closer, 

and we can hold it together. Just 

listen to the banging of the rain drops! 

‘But we are not ducks any more.’ 

said Dora. 

‘No,’ answered Bei!'y, we are toads 

under a toadstool, 1 guess.’ 

‘I think you are my brave little 
pioneers,’ said their father, coming in 

to take care of them. — Chris. Observer. 
J —— 

Master of Himself, 
ee —— 

In one of his charming lectures, 

Rev. C. O. Johnston tells the following 

story : 

A merchaut needed a boy, and put 

the following sign inj his window: 

‘Boy Wanted.— Wages, §4 a week; 

$6 for the right one. The boy must 
be master of himself.’ 

Many parents, who_bad sons, were 

interested, but the latter part of the 

notice puzzled them. They had never 

thought of teaching their boys to be 

mssters of themselves.j However, 

many of them sent their sons to the 

merchant to apply for the situation. 

‘Can you read ?' 

‘Yes, sir,” was the ready reply. 

‘Can you read this! asked the 

merchant, pointing out a cemtain pass- 
age in a paper. 

‘Yes,’ sir.’ 

‘Will you read it to me steadily, and 

without a break ” 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

Then the merchant took the boy into 

a back room, where all was quiet. and 

shut the door. Giving the boy the 

paper, he reminded him of his promise 

to read the passage through steadily, 

and without a bréak, and commanded 

him to read. The boy took the paper 

and brively started. While he was 

reading the merchant opened a basket, 

in which were a number of lively 

little puppies, and tumbled them 

around the boy's feet. The tempta- 

tion to turn and see the puppies and 

note what they were doing was too 

strong, the boy looked away from his 

reading, blundered, and was at once 

dismissed. 

Boy after boy underwent the same 
treatment, till seventy-six were thus 
tried and proven failores to inaster 
themselves. At last one was found, 
who, in spite of the puppies playing 
around his feet, read the passage 
through as he had promised. When 
he had finished, the merchant was 
delighted, and asked him : 

‘Did you not see the puppies that 
were playing around your feet while 
you were read ng ?' 

some folks, I fancy !' said the little girl. 

‘And she never punched nor pushed 

him, neither, though he wasn't very 

quick ’ she added, speaking to a tired- ! 

looking woman who stood by, smiling. 

‘No, dear,’ said she. ‘She has but one 

child at a time to put to bed.”—North- 
western Advocate. 

the other day, and found Mary on the 

floor with her farm-yard toys arranged 

in orderly array before her, he be- 

thought himself of a story he had read. 
Said he : 

big dog on shipboard.’ 

This pig and dog were once passengers 

they were doing ¥' 

: you will ? 
laughing trouble out of Dora’s heart. |- 

‘No, sir.’ 

‘Did you know that they were there? 
‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘Why did you not look t> see what 

‘I couldn't, sir, while I was reading 

what I said I would.’ 

‘Do youalways do whatever you say 

‘Yes, sir, I try to.’ 

‘You are the boy I want,’ said the 

merchant, enthusiastically. ‘Come to 

morrow. Your wages will start at six 
dollars, with good prospect of increase.’ 
How this incident points home t) a 

great neglect in the triining of our 

boys and girls;only one boy in seventy- 

seven trained to be a master of him- 

gelf. While everything else is looked 

after, physical health and general edu- 

cation, do not forget to teach each boy 

to be master of himself. 
gg _—- 

Putting the Baby to Bed. 

I wonder if any of our little people 

have seen a mother elephant put her 

baby to bed ? 

I saw it once, and it was such a 

pretty sight I should like to tell you 

about it. 

Mamma Elephant had her trunk 

around her baby’s neck, and seemed to 

be whispering and encouraging him, as 

he rubbed his head against her knee. 

He stood a moment, then raised his 

head, flapped his big little ears, gave a 

flict of his little cord of a tail and 

trotted off by his mother's side to the 

centre of the yard; there she left him 

and went to a pile of hay that stood in 

a corner ; this she took up, bunch by 

bunch, with her trunk, so nicely that 

she did not drop a wisp of it, and 
spread it around her child, who had 

not stirred from the spot where she 

had left him. 

When the hay had been all spread 

around the baby, the mother stepped 

into the centre and began to tread it 

down wi h her feet, the little one fol- 

lowing her motions exactly, till a per- 

fectly even space had been trodden 
down; then Mamma Elephant stepped 

out again, went to the further side of 

the yard and fumbled about the ground 

with her trunk. As she came back her 

baby flourished his small trunk and 

flapped his ears, making at the same 

time a soft grunting sound, as if he 

knew what was coming, and liked it. 

This time mamma stood outside baby’s 

bed, and, beginning with the back of 

his ears, blew a small cloud of fine dust 

into the folds of skin behind them; 

then into those around his legs and 

under him, till he was thoroughly 

powdered for the night. This done, 
she again put her trunk about his 

body, the little fellow dropped to his 

knees on the carefully irodden bed, 

and, after a few sott pats and a few 

soft grunts frcm his mother, he lay as 

a well-trained child of the elephant 
family should. 

The mo her's work, however, was 

not yet done. She took up delicately 

the hay from the edge of the bed and 

began tossing it lightly along his sides 

and up toward his back, till its ridge 
no longer showed, 

When all was done a small girl who 

was looking on heaved a great sigh, 

and, turning to me, said : ‘I would 

just like to know what they do it for 
So I told her, explaining the habits 

wild animals have of treading their 
beds, to make sure there are no snakes 
in the graas ; the necessity of dust 
powdering the young, whose skin is 
tender in the folds, and who are 

troubled by insects; the piling up of 
\s each boy -applied, the merchant 

bea t! the beast ! asked him ; 

‘My ! Don’t they know a lot! More'n 

ep S——— 
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A Clever Pig. 

When Jack entered the sitting-room 

‘Molly, that fat pig reminds me of a 

very clever one that got the best of a 

‘Tell me about it,” said Mary. 
‘Yes, I will. 1read it only yesterday. 

on the same ship, and became quite 

good friends. They used to eat their 
cold victuals off the same tin platter. 

They never quarreled cr fought, and 

the only thing that made any trouble 
between them was the dog's kennel. 

Mr. Piggy did not understand why the 

dog should have a warm, sheltered 

house to creep into out of the cold and 

wet, while he should have to slip about 

on deck in the cold. 
‘The kennel was not large encugh to 

hold both; and piggy seemed to think 

that, if he could get first possession of 

it at might, it should belong to him. 

If the dog found piggy in it, he would 

growl and show his teeth; but piggy 

would not come out. 

‘On a wet afternoon the dog conclud - 

ed to retire early, so he went to his 

kennel and curled himself down for a 

snooze. Piggy had the same mind; 

bat, when he got to the kennel, he 

found it already occupied. He gave 

a grunt of satisfaction. A bright idea 

came into his mind. He would play a 

trick on doggy. Trudging off to the 

place where their dinner plate was 

lying, he pushed it to a part of the 

deck where the dog could see it. Turn- 

ing his back to the kennel, piggy be- 

gan to rattle the empty plate, and 

munch as though he had a good meal 

before him. That was too much for 

doggy ! Piggy having a feast and he 

not there tc enjoy it? Never! Out 

he ran to the plate, and he had no 

sooner got his noss in it than piggy 

was off like a shot and safe inside the 

kennel. Wasn't that cute of him ? 

‘Yes, indeed. Did doggy get him 

out ¥ 

‘No, indeed; he could: not make 

piggy budge. That night he had to 

sleep on the soft side of a board, while 

piggy had his house all to himself.’— 

Youth's Temperance Banner. 

A Queer Nest. 

When little Marjory was five years 

old, Aunt Ruth gave her the dearest 

little pair of red slippers you ever 

saw. How pleased Marjory was with 

them, and how tightly she hugged 

Aunt Ruth, as she said, ‘I think you's 

the nicest auntie ever was, I do.” 

The next week mamma took little 
Marjory with her into the country to 

visit grandmother for a few weeks, 

and of course the new shoes had to 

go, tao. 

One day one of the little red shoes 

was missing. Grandma, mamma, and 

Marjory hunted everywhere, but it 

was nowhere to be found. 

Jat while Marjory was oat in the 

fields one afternoon, gathering flowers, 

and chasing the butterflies with 

Bowser, she heard a ‘ Tweet, tweet,’ 

and then a little brown bird flew right 

up from almost under her feet. 

Marjory stopped right on the spot, 

and she looked down, and what do 

you suppose she saw ! In a hollow in 

the ground was the little red shoe, 

filled with bits of straw and grass, and 

within were four tiny eggs. 

‘Why ee,’ cried Marjory, and then 

she turned and ran home as fast as her 

little feet could carry her, 
‘0 mamma, mamma, what do you 

suppose I've found ? I know youll 

never guess, so come with me quick, 

and I1l show you.’ 
Mamma was as much surprised as 

Marjory to find the little shoe in such 

a strange place. 
‘ Please, mamma, can't I have the 

egzs I" begged Marjory, earnestly. 
* Why, darling, how do you suppose 

poor little birdie wou'd feel if you 

should take away her eggs ! Leave it 

in the nest, dear, and by and by you 

will find four little baby birds in 

place of the eggs. Won't that be 

nicer ¥ 

Marjory thought it would, and so 

waited patiently for the little eggs to 

hatch, and sure enc uzh, in a few days 

four downy baby birds were opening 

their mouths wide for the food which 

the papa bird brought them. 

Marjory watched ‘her birdies’ grow 

day by day, until at last their little 

wings grew so strong that they flew 

the dry grass around them tn conceal 
tiem tr. m the pus:ible hunter. 

& Then mamma took awayfthe little 

weather-worn shoe, and now it stands 

(filled with straw and grass, just as 

the birdies left it) at home on Mar- 
jory's little aressing- case. — The Child s 
Hour. 

live many troops of monkeys, and the 

are caught by the natives who know 

their weakness. 

troops, led by 

——— ec ———— 

How Monkeys are Caught, 

In the woods of Central America 

following is an account of how they 

This region of woods is the paradise 

of the monkeys They travel in 

an older monkey. 
When the people receive information 
that the ‘trivelling monkey troops’ 

are near the village, they go to the 

woods in crowds to chase them. 

Their plan is very si mple. They 

cut a hole in a cocoanut large enough 

for a monkeys paw to enter The nut 

is then hollowed out, and a piece of 

sugar is placed in it. A piece of string 

is then fastened to it, and it is placed 
in the road of the approaching 

monkeys. 

It is well known that monkeys are 

very inquisitive. When they see the 

cocoanut on the grass they hurry to 

examine it. It does not take them 

long to find out that the inner part 

oontains a piece of sugar. One of the 

bollest and greediest sticks a paw into 

the nut to get the sugar, and grasps 

it as firmly as he can. But his fist is 

80 large that he cannot draw it out of 

the hole again with the sugar, to which 

he holds fast, cost what it may. 

The natives now pull the string 

until nut and monkey arrive in the 

vicinity of their ambuscade. In the 

meantime, the other monkeys wonder 

what is the matter with their comrade. 

They hurry to see where he is being 

pulled to with his paw in the cocoanut. 

They crowd round him chattering 

and gesticulating, and the natives who 

have a large net ready, cast it over 

them, and before they know it all are 

prisoners. They are sold to the em- 

ployes of the Panama Railroad, and 

reach the North American markets 

through commercial dealers. 

—ellll +t Pee 

All Sorts. 

A negro blacksmith at Kirksville is 

reported to have recently announced a 

change in his business as follows: 

Notis =De copartnership heretofor 

resisting between me and Mose Skinner 

is hereby resolved. Dem what owes 

de firm will settle wid me, and dem 

what de firm owes will settle wid Mose. 

If you have catarrh, don't dally with 
local remedies, but purify and enrich 
your blood with Hood's Sarsaparilla. 

A recent advertisement contains the 
following : If the gentleman who keeps 
the shoe-store with a red head will 
return the umbrella of a young lady 
with whalebone ribs and an 1iren 
handle to the slate-roofed grocer’s 
shop, he will hear of something to his 
advantage, as the same is the gift of a 
deceased mother now no more with 
the name engraved upon it. 

Miss Sawyer who is poor, was intro- 
duced at a lunch party to Miss Taylor, 
who is rich, and was coldly received. 
Miss Sawyer is bright and knows her 
own antecedents, and Miss Taylor's 
also. She was unabashed, and spoke 
cheerily : ‘I'm so glad to meet you. 
I've often wanted. It's so funny—my 
name is Sawyer and my grandfather 
was a tailor; and your name is Taylor, 
and your grandfather was a sawyer. 
Mine used to make clothes for yours, 
and yours used to saw wood for mine. 

Hagyard’'s Yellow Oil. 

Applied externally cures Sprains, 
Sruises, Cuts, Burs, Chilblains, Lum- 
bago and paia of any kind, Taken in- 
ternally cures Croup, Whooping 
Cough, Bronchitis, Sore Throat, etc. 
Price 25c¢, 

Scrofula Cured. 

P. Dubuc, Magog, Que., writes : *'I 
have used three bottles of B. B. B. 
for Secrofula, Impure Blood and 
Dyspepsia, and was completely re- 
stored to health.” 

Fagged Out.—None but those who 
have become fagged out, know what a 
depressed, miserable feeling it is. All 
strength is gone, and despondency has 
taken hold of the sufferers. They feel 
as though there is nothing to lise for. 
There, however, is a cure —one box of 
Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills will do 
wonders in restoring health and 
s rength. Mandrake and Dandelion 
are two of the articles enterirg into the 
composition of Parmelee’s Pills, 

The Brightest Flowers must fade, 
but young lives endangered by severe 
coughs and colds way be ei wes by 
Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil. Croup, 
whooping cough, bronchitis, in short 
all affections of the throat and lungs, 
are relieved by this sterling prepara- 
tion, which aso remedies rheumatic 

away and left their snug litt'e red 

house forever, 

Catalooye “swam 
IS READY FOR DISTRIBUTION 
We will be glad to tend copies of it and 
our Shorthand Circulars” to any addrese, 

Intending students will do well to enter 
as soon as possible, as our accomm >dations 
are likely to be taxed to the utmost. we 
EVENING CLASSES ncw in session 

S. KERR & SON 

Lrotessomyl Cards. 

DR. ATHERTON. 
Late Lecturer on rwgery. Women’ 

Medical College, Toronto, and Surgeon $c St. John’s Hospital for Women, Toronto 
has reswmed practice in Fredericton, NB, 

H. F. McLEQD. B, A. 
BARRISTER, 

CONVEYANCER &o. &e. 
Morey to J eer er Fes) Fatsre soersity 

Caxsiwurs Buitpise Ore. Orey 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

$18,000.00 a 
Low Interest and Easy Terms 
As Solicitor for several persons desiring 

to loan amounts of from $100.00 to $5000.~ 
(0 on first Mortgage security, I am pared to invest $18,000.00, gE 3 
desired. 

Also as Solicitor for The Relience Loam 
and Savings Company I will make loans 
to assist building or purchase of mir 
Principal and interest repayable in mon 
installments, Why pay rent when by this 
method the same money wil! in a few years 
make you owner? 

ARTHUR R. SLIPP 
P. O. Box 402 rrisber 
Fredericton, N. B. ”- 

D. M'LEOD VINCE, 
BARRISTER-AT LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, ete., 

WOODSTOCK N B 

VIRGINIA FARM FOR SAL 
800 Acres. Land layswell. Well watere? 
Large amount of hard wood timber: near 
railroad- Dwelling and outbuildings 
Price only F1vE THOUSAND DOLLARS, Good 
title. Write for free Catalogue. 

B. R. C1AP¥INs CQ). Ric hmond 

Manchester, Robertson 

«and Allison 
8t. John, N. B. 

Dry Goods, Carpets, Curtains 
Silks, Millinery, Furs, Cloaks, 
Dress Goods, Men's and Boys 
Clothing Gents’ Furnishings 

Our New Furniture Department contains 
an immense stock of 

Fine Furniture 
in Parlor Suites, Bedroom Suites, 

Tables, Sideboards, Rocking 
Chairs, Easy Chairs, Brass 

and Iron Bedsteads, 
and all kinds of Household Furniture 

at Lowest prices. 

— 

CLIFTON HOUSE 
Princess & 148 Germain Sts 

FAINT JOHN, N.B 
A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR. 

TRLEPHONE COMMUNICATION, 
HEATED By STEAM THROUGHOUT 

Dragon | Blend: 

—AND— 

Griffin Blend 

THEAS 
are unexcelled. Ask your Grocer them. Wholesale only by ~ 

A.F.Randoloh & Sop 

pains, sors. bruises, piles, kidney 
difficulty, and is most econowic. 
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