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— x TO DOUBLE ° 
| TRACK I. C. R. e Lanadqia 5 

Among the plans of Hon. H. R. Em- 

| merson, minister of railways and canals, 

f I for improving the I. C. R. and which will | A 

be of special interest to St. John are the| ® 
BY BARONESS ORCZY. double tracking of the road eastwards | R 

| from this city, which is to be commenced S ea Ol UHSINessS 
C2 Vad) | next spring and the proposal to estab- 

lish a frequent service of steam motor ) 
(Conclusion.) j ronised Mr. Jellyband’s coffee room, but| “Or maybe you've made friends with| cars to give increased facilities for eu- 

; “I do think father might get the beer | fishermen are known to be very thirsty |some of them French chaps ‘oo they do| burban passenger traffic to and from St. for' them,” muttered Sally, as Jemima, | people; the salt which they breathe ia,|say have come over here o’ purpose to John, 
& 3 

stalidly and without further comment, | 
toak a couple of foam-crowned jugs from | 
the shelf, and began filling a number of 
pewter tankards with some of that home- 
brewed ale for which “The Fisherman's 
test’ had been famous since the days of 
King Charles. “’E knows ‘ow busy we 
are ir: ere.” : 
“Your father is too busy discussing poli 

tics with Mr. ’Empseed to worry ’‘isself | 
about you and the kitchen,” grumbled | 
Jemimd under her breath. { 

Sally had gone to the small mirror | 
which hung in a corner of the kitchen, 
and was hastily smoothing her hair and 
setting her rilled cap at its most becom- 
ing angle over her dark curls; then she 
took up the tankards by their handles, 
three in each strong, brown hand, and 
laughing, grumbling, blushing, earried ! 
them through into the coffee-room. 
There, there was certainly no sign of 

that lwstle and activity which kept four 
busy and thot in glowing | 

kitchen beyond. i 
The coffee-room of “The Fisherman's 

Rest” is a show place now at the begin- 
ming of the twentieth century. At the 
end of thre eighteenth, in the year of grace 
1792, it las mot yet gained that notoriety 
and importance which a hundred addi- 
tional years and the craze of the age have 
since bestowed upon it. Yet it was ‘an 

the 

} old place, even then, for the oak rafters 
‘and beams were already black with age 

| tall backs, and the long polished tables 
i between, 

—as were {the panelled seats, with their 

on which inbumerable pewter 
\tankards haf left fantastic patterns of 
i many-sized rings. In the leaded window, 
{ high’ up, a mow of pots of scarlet geran- 
\ 

{ fine old dressents, the brass above the gi- 

{ gantic hearth, shone like gold and silver | 

tums’ and blue larkspur gave the bright | 
noter of color against the dull background | 
of the oak. : 
That Mr. Jellyband, landlord of “The | 

Fisheriman’s Riest” at Dover, was a | pros- | 

| perous man, was of course clear to the 

most casual observer, The pewter on the I i 

—ithe red-tiled floor was as brilliant as | 
the scarlet geranium on the window sill— 
this meant that his servants were goed 
and plentiful, that the custom was con- 
stant, and of that order whialy necessita- | 
ted the keeping mp of tl | the coffee-room | 
to a high standand of eleganke and or- 
der. 

As Sally came in, laughing ‘through her 

frowns, and displaying a row of ‘dazzling 
white teeth, she was greeted with shouts | 
and chotus of applause, 
“Why, here’s Sally! What ho, Sally! 

Hurrah for pretty Sally!” | 
“I thought you'd grown deaf in that kit- 

chen of yours,” muttered Jimmy Pitkin, 

as he passed the back of his hand across 

his very dry lips. 
“All oi’! all 01!” laughed Sally, as she 

deposited the freshly-filled tankards upon 

the tables, “wi what Bn ’urry, to be 

sure! Amd is your gran’mother a-dyin’, 
an’ you wantin’ to see the pore soul afore 

I never seeld such a mighty she'm gone! 
oe 

rusthin’!” | 

A chorus of good-humored laughter 

greeted this witticism, which gave the 

company there present food for many 
jokes for some comsiderafble time. Sally 
now seemed in less of a Trurry to get back 

to ther pots and pans. ‘A young man with | 

fair curly hair, and eager, bright blue 

eves, was engaging most of her attention 

and the whole of her time, whilst broad | 

witticisms anent Jimmy Pitkin’s fictitious 

grandmother flew from mouth to mouth, | 

mixed with heavy puffs of pungent ppd 

1 

co smoke. 
Facing the hearth), his legs wide apart, | 

e long clay pipe in his mouth, stood mine | 
host, worthy Mr. Jellyband, landlord of | 

“The Fisherman's Rest,” as this father| 
had been before him, aye, and his grand- | 
father and great-gramdfather too, for that 
matter. Portly in build jovial in coun 

tenance and somewhat bald of pate, Mr.) 
Jellyband was indeed a typical rural John | 
Bull of those days — the days when our | 

prejudiced insularity height, | 

when an Englishman, be (he lord, yeoman, | 

or peasant, the whole of the continent of 

Burope was a den of immorality, and the 

vest of the world an mmexploited land of 
savages and cannibals, 

There he stood, mine worthy host, 

was at its 

firm 

“and well set up on his limbs, smoking his 

long chunchwanden and caring nothing for 
nobody at home, and despising everybody 
abroad. He wore the typical scarlet 
waistcoat, with ehiny brass buttons, the 

corduroy breeches, the grey worsted stock- 

ings and smart buckled shoes, that char- 

acterised every self-respecting innkeeper | 
in Great Britain in these days—and while | 
pretty, motherless Sally had need of four | 
pairs of brown hands to do all the work | 
that fell on her shapely shoulders, worthy 

Jellyband discussed the affairs of nations 
with his most privileged guests. | 
The coffee-room, indeed, lighted by two | 

well-polished lamprs, which hung from the 
raftered ceiling looked cheerful and rosy im | 
the extreme. Through the dense clouds of 
tobacco smoke that hung about in every 
corner, the faces of Mr. Jellyband’s cus- 

tomers appeared red and pleasant to look 

at, and on good terms with themselves, | 
their host and all the world; from every 
gide of the room Joud guffaws accompanied 
pleasant, if mot highly intellectual, con- 

versation—while Sally's repeated giggles 
testified to the good use Mr. Harry Waite 
was making of the short time she geem- 

ed inclined to spare him, 
They were mostly fisherfolk who pat- 

0-0-0000 g 
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| tember, Mr. Jellyband?” asked 

| three 

| demmed to 

| ards of ale at 

| jump!” 

protested Mr.  Hempseed, ‘I dunno as I 
ever did.” 

ed in getting upon his favorite 
horse, and had no intention of dismount- 
ing in any hurry, 

when they are on the sea, accounts for 
their parched throats when on shore. | 
But “The Fisherman’s Rest” was some-| 
thing more than a rendezvous for these 

humble folk. The London and Dower | 
coach started from the hostel daily, and | 

passengens who had come across the | 

| Channel, and those who started for the 
“grand tour,” all became acquainted with | 
Mr. Jellyband, his French wines and his| 
home-brewed ales. 

It was towards the close of September | 
1792, and the weather which had been | 
brilliant and throughout the month | 
had suddenly up; for two days 

hot 
broken 

torrents of rain had deluged the south of: 
England, doing its best to ruin what | 

chances the apples and pears and late 
plums had of becoming really fine, self- | 

respecting fruit. Even now it was beat- 

| ing against the leaded windows, and tum- | 
making the 

in the hearth. 

a wet Sep- | 

Mr. Hemp~ 

bling down the chimney, 
cheerful wood fire sizzle 

“Lud! did you ever see such 

seed, | 

He sat in one of the seats inside the 
hearth, did Mr. Hempseed, for he was an| 
authority and an mmportant personage not 

only at “The Fisherman's Rest,” where | 
Mr. Jellyband always made a special se- | 
lection of him as a foil for political a 
guments, but throughout the neighbor | 

hood, where his learning and notably his 

knowledge of the Scriptures, was held in 

the most profound awe and respect. With | 
one hand buried in the capacious pockets | 

of his corduroys underneath his elaborate- | 

ly-worked, well-worn smock, the other 
holding his lomg clay pipe, Mr. Hempsead 
sat there looking dejectedly acrcss the 
room at the rivulets of moisture which 
trickled down the window panes. 
“No,” replied Mr. Jellyband, sententi- 

ously, “I dunno, Mr. "Empseed, as T ever 
did. Am’ I've been in these parts nigh on | 
sixty years.” 

“Aye! you wouldn't rec’lleet the first 
vears of them sixty, Mr. Jélly- 

band,” quietly interposed Mr. Hempseed. 
“I dunno as I ever see’d an infant take 

much note of the weather, leastways not 

in these parts, an’ I’ve lived “ere nigh on 
seventy-five years, Mr. Jellyband.” 

The superiority of this wisdom was so 
incontestable that for the moment Mr. 
Jellyband was mot ready with his usual 
flow of angument, 1 

“It do seem more like ‘April han Sep- | 
tember, don’t 1t?’ continued Mr. Hemp- 
seed, dolefully, as a ¢hower of rain-drog 3 | 
fell with a sizzle upon the fire. 
“Aye! that it do,” assented the worthy 

host, “but then what can you ’xpect, Mr. 
“Bmpseed, 1 says, with sich a government 
as we've got?” 
Mr. Hempseed shook his head with an 

infinity of wisdom® tempered by deeply- 
rooted mistrust of the British climate amd 
the British Government, 

“I don’t "xpect nothing, Mr. Je 
he said. “Pore folks like us is of no ae- 
count up there in Lunnon, I knows that, | 
and it’s not often as I do complain, But 
when it comes to sich weather in Sep- 
tember, and all me fruit a-rottin’ and a- | 
dyin’ like the ’Guptian mother’s firs 
born, and doin’ no more good than the 
did, pore deams, save to a lot of Jews, ped- 
lars and sich, with their oramges and sigh 
like foreign ungodly fruit, which nobody’d 
buy if English apples and pears was nice- 
ly swelled. As the Scriptures say—" 
“That's quite right, Mr. Empsced,” re 

torted Jellyband, “and as I says, 3 it can 

you ’‘xpect? There's all them Frenchy 

devils over the Channel yonder a-murder 

in’ their king amd nobili and Mr. Pitt 
and Mr. Fox and Mr. Burke a-fightin’ and 
a-wranglin’ between them, if we English- 

men should “low them to go on in their 
ungodly way. ‘Let ’em murder!” says Mr. 
Pitt, ‘Stop em!’ says Mr. Burke.” 

“And let murder, says I, and be 
em,” said Mr. Hempseed, 

mphatically, for he had but little liking 
for his friend Jellyband’s political argn 
ments, wherein he always out 

depth, and had but little chance for dis- 

playing those pearls of wisdom which had 

carned for him so high a reputation in 

the neighhourhood and so many free tank- | 

“The Fisherman's Rest.” 
’em murder,” he repeated again, 

don’t let's ’ave sich rain in Septem- 
that is agin the law and the 

Scriptures which says—"’ 
“Lud! Mr. ’Arry, 

"em 

of his got 

“Let 
det 
out 

ber, for 

made me] Ww you 

It was unfortunate for Sally and her 

flirtation that this remark hers should | 
have occurred at the precise moment when 
Mr. Hempseed was collecting his breath, 

himself of f inorder to deliver one of 
those Scriptural utterances which had 
made him famous, for it brought down | 

upon her pretty head the full flood of her | 
father’s wrath. | 
“Now then, Sally, me girl, now 

he said, trying to force a frown upon | 
his goed-humored face, ‘stop that fooling 
with them young jackanapes and get on 
with the work.” 
“The work's gettin’ on all ri’, father.” 
But Mr. Jelyband was peremptory. He | 

had other views for his buxom daughter, | 

his only child, who would in God’s good | 
time become the owner of “The Fisher- 
man’s Rest,” than to see her married to 
one of these young fellows who earned 
but a precarious livelihood with their met. 
“Did ye hear me speak, me girl?” he 

said in that quiet tone, which no one in- 
side the inn dared to disobey. “Get on 
with my Lord Tony's supper, for, if it 
ain’t the best we can do, and ’e not; 
satisfied, see what you'll get, that’s all.” 

Reluctantly Sally obeyed. 
“Is you ’xpecting special guests then 

tonight, Mr. Jellyband?”’ asked Jimmy 
Pitkin, in loyal attempt to divert his 

host’s attention from the circumstances 
connected with Sally’s exit from the 
room. 

“Aye! that I be,” replied Jellyband, 
“friends of my Lord Tony hisself. Dukes | 
and duchesses from over the water yon-| 

| 

then!” 

| der, whom the young lord and his friend, | § 
Sir Andrew Ffoulkes, and other young 
noblemen have helped out of the clutches 
of them munrderin’ devils.” 

But this was too much for Mr. Hemp- 
seed’s querulous philosophy. ’ 
“Lud!” he said, “what they do that | 

for, T wonder? 1 don’t ’old not with in-, 

terferin’ in other folks’ ways. As the 
Scriptures say—"’ 
“Maybe, Mr. ’"Empseed,” interrupted 

Jellyband, with biting sarcasm, “as you're 
a personal friend of Mr. Pitt, and as you 
says along with Mr. Fox: Tet ’em mur- 
der!” say you.” 
“Pardon me, Mr. Jellyband,” feebly 

But Mr. Jellyband had at last succeed- 

hobby- 

| —F 

| parently by 

{ Mir. 

make us Englishmen with their 

murderin’ ways.” 

“I dunno what you mean, Mr. Jelly- 
band,” suggested Mr. Hempseed, “all I 

know is—" 
“All IT know is,” loudly asserted mine 

host, “that there was my friend Pepper- 

corn, oo owns the ‘Blue-Faced Boar,” an’ 

as true and loyal an Englishman as you'd 
see in the land. And now look at ’im! 

made friends with some ©0’ 

agree 

them 
frog-eaters, ’obnobbed with them just as 

if they was Englishmen, and not just a 
lot of immoral, God-forsaken furrin’ spies. 

Well! and what happened? Peppercorn 

ups and talks of revolutions, and 
liberty, and down with the aristocrats, 

just like Mr. ’Empseed over 17 

e now 

‘eve! 
“Pardon me, Mr. Jellyband,” again in- 

terposed Mr. Hempseed, feebly, “I dun- 
no as I ever did—" 
Mr. Jellyband had appealed to the 

company in general, who were listening 
awe-struck and open-mouthed at the re- 

| cital of Mr. Peppercorn’s defaleations. At 
one table two customers—gentlemen ap- 

y their clothes—had pushed 
aside their half-finished game of domin- 
oes, and had been listening for some time, 
and evidently with much amusement at 

Jellyband’s international opinions. 
One of them now, with a quiet, sarcas- 

smile still lurking round the corners 

»f his ‘mobile mouth, turned towards the 
centre of the room where Mr. Jellyband 
was standing. 

“You seem to think, mine honest 
friend,” he said quietly, “that these 
Fréenchmen—spies I think you called them 
are 

mincemeat, so to speak, of your friend 
Mr. Peppercorn’s opinions. How did 
they accomplish that now, think you?” 

“Lud! sir, IT suppose they talked ’im 

over. Those Frenchies, I've ’eard it said, 
ave got the the gab—and Mr. 
"Empsced ‘ere will tell you ’ow it is that 

round their 

gift of 

they just twist some people 
little finger like.” 

“Indeed, and is that so, Mr. Hemp- 
seed?” inquired the stranger politely. 
“Na; replied Mr. Hempseed, 

much irritated, “I dunno as I can give 
you the information you require.” 

“Faith, then,” said the stranger, 

us hope, my worthy ‘host, that these 
clever spies will not succeed in upsetting 
your extremely loyal opinions.” 

for Mr. Jelly- 
He burst in- 

aughter, which 
who happened 

But this was too much 

to an wuproarious fit of 

was 

" 

band’s pleasant equanimity 

I 
echoed by those 
his debt. 

“Hahaha! hehehe!” He 
laughed in every key, did my worthy host, 
and laughed until his sides ached, and his 

soon 
to be in 

hohoho! 

eyes streamed. “At me! hark at that! 
Did ye ’ear im say that they'd be upset- 
tin’ my oninions?—Eh?—Lud love you, 
sir, but you do say some queer things.” 

“Well, Mr. Jellyband,”” said Mr. Hemp- 
sententiously, “you know what seed, the 

Scriptures say: “Let “im ‘00 stands take |- 
eed lest ’e fall.’™ 

“But then hark’ee, Mr. "Empseed,” re- 
torted Jellyband, still holding his sides 
with laughter, “the Scriptures didn’t] 
know me. Why, IT wouldn't so mu h as 
drink a glass of ale with one o’ them mur- 
derin’ Frenchmen, and nothin’ ’d make 
me change my opinions. Why! I’ve ’eard | 
it said that them froz-eaters can’t even 
speak the King’s Enzlish, so of course, if 
any of em tried to speak their God=for- 
saken lingo to me, why, IT sheuld ot 
them directly, sse!—and forewarned is 
forearmed, as the 
“Aye! my hones 

stranger cheerfuly, “I see 

saying goes.” 

friend,” assented the 
that 
ch 

you 

§ much too sharp, and a m or any 
{ twenty Frenchmen, and here's to your 
very good health, my worthy host, , if 

| you'll do me the honor to finish this bot- 
tle of mi with me.” 

“l am sure you'ra very polite, sir,” said | 
Mr. Jell , wiping his eyes which were 
still stre with the abundance of his 
laughter, “and I don’t mind if 1 do.” 
The stranger poured out a couple of 

tankards- full of wine, and having offered 
one to mine host, he took the other him- | 
salf 

Loyal Englishmen as we all ave,” he 

said, whilst the sam humorous smile 
played round the corners of his thin lips 

{ —“loyal as we are, wc must admit that 
this at least is one good thing which 

comes from France.” 
“Aye! we'll none of us deny that, sir, 

assented mine host. 
“And here's to the 

England, our worthy 
band,” said thc 
of voice. 
“Hip, hip, hurrah!” retorted the whole 

company present. Then there was a loud 

land 

Mr. 
rd in 
Jelly- 

best 
host, 

| clapping of hands, and mugs and tankards 

made a rattling music upon the tables 
to the accompaniment of loud laughter 
at nothing in particular, and of Mr. Jell; 
band’s muttered exclamations: 
“Just fancy me being talked over by 

any (God-forsaken furriner! —What ?— 
Lud love you, sir, but you do say some 
queer things.” 

“(To be Continued) 

Samuel Owen, of Fredericton, is in the 
city visiting friends. 
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7 clever fellows to have made | 

“ot | 

stranger ‘in a loud tone | 

Es | street 

Speaking yesterday Mr. Emmerson said 
both these important improvements wou'!d 

be started next spring. With regard to 
the ‘double track it would necesasrily take 

some time, but he hoped to see the rails 

Rothesay, even if Hampton 
could not be reached during the first year. 

| The motor car service would not be de- 
Pendent on the progress made in the 

double tracking but would be put in op- 
eration as early as possible. 
The cars would run probably as far as 

Hampton, and the minister laid stress up- 
on the point that it was his intention that 

the service should be frequent. He fore- 
saw, he said, a considerable increase in 
suburban traffic and a comsequent build- 

ing up of some of the favorite summer re- 
sorts along the line. It would also be 
possible, he pointed out, especially when 
the double track was well advanced, to 

as far as 

out local stops to take up passengers com- 

ing into the city or to set down outgoing 
suburbanites. The motor cars would 
handle all local traffic as far as possible. 
As 

R. J. Joughins, the superintendent of the 
mechanical department of the I. C. R.,, 
was now in France studying the systems 
employed there. It was generally conced- 
ed that France was easily first in this 
method of traction, and the minister in: 
stance1 the motor line from Paris to 
Orleans as about the most perfect in op- 
eration anywhere, 

Until Mr, Joughins’ return, he said, fur- 
ther details were not available beyond th? 

ma 

Se 

H. R. EMMERSON, Minister of Ry’s HON. | 

{ and that 

hauling a trailer. Mr. Emmerson added 
that the cars from St. John would be 
the first in wse on the I.-C. R. 

| derstood the C. P. R. ran motor cars to 
suburban points n 

they employed. 
| 

ing of these meetings wi 

road, he referred with satisfaction to the 
| interviews he had recently had in Mone- 
ten with 1 

| ments. He believed, he said, that the men 
| had learned from the conversations ti 

had held,what his aims we. e in the manag 
ment of ailway, and he had no hesi- 

| tation in saying that he himself had de- 
| rived great benefit from meeting them. 

In reply to a question the minister sai 
the work of rebuilding in Mone 

being rushed in a most satisfactory man- 

ner. The I. C. R. bad been fortunate in 
being able to let nearly all the contracts 
to one cont Some of the buildings 
would be completed this fall but there was 

d 
t 

“tor. 

an cnormous amount of work to be dome, | 

and among others the locomotive machine 
shop would not be ready until next year. 

Mr. Emmerson was told of the difficul- 
ties which had attended the city’s efforts 
to secure a new berth at Sand Point f 

accelerate the through frains by cutting | 

ed for some details as to the system | 
to be used Br. Emmerson replied that G. 

fact that the cars were driven by steam | 

He un-| 

Mr. Emmerson will receive a delegation | 

presentatives of all the depart-| 

Ior | 

| 

each capi would be ‘capable of | 

[| from the local freight handlers in his pri-| 
| vate car at 10 o'clock this morning. Speak- | 

1 employes of the | 

m was | 

| 
| 

{ 

[ | 
| 

| 
| 

next season's business, and the probabii'y | 
that the first crib might Te sunk this weck 

was mentioned. The minister spoke hope- 
| fully of berth and warehouse yet 

| being an accomplished fact. With two 
| good months still ahead, he said it was not 
| at all impossible that it would be ready. 

Referring to the visit of Hon. C. S. Hy- 
man to St. John, Mr. Emmerson said he 
had seen the mimester of public works as 
recently as Thursday last and he was then 
unable to fix a date for his arrival. ‘I 

| know,” he (concluded, “that Mr. Hyman 

{ds just as anxious to see St. John as St. 
John is to see him, and he will come as 

oon as it is possible for him to do so.” 
{ The minister of railways will leave for 
| Dorchester today, and tomorrow will pro- 
ceed to Montreal where he will meet the 

{ deputy niinister and .resume his ipspec- 
| tion of the canal system. 

| 
| 

| RECENT DEATHS 

1 
the 

News of the death of G. T. Flewelling 
{Oak Point. Deceased was one of the best 
known men on that part of the river. He 

owned a blacksmith shop in which he 
conducted a large business. He also was 

proprietor of a popular summer boarding 
House. Mr. Flewelling is survived by his 
wife and one child, three or four years 
old, besides a daughter by a former mar- 
riage. He was about 55 years old. The 
funeral will take place Tuesday at Oak 
Point. 

The death of Miss Mary (Maud) Bain, 
| | occurred on Saturday at the residence of 
§ | her father, Patrick Bain, 126 Pond street. | 

| Miss Bain was taken ill with typhoid 
| fever about three weeks ago, and was 

§ thought to be recovering, when menin- 
d | gitis Her unexpected death 

by a large circle of 

supervened. 
{will be mourned 

§ (friends, among whom she was held in 
{ much esteem. During her illness she spoke 
hopefully of being able to attend the 

| meeting of the A. 0. H. in Halifax, she 
[being an officer of the Ladies’ Auxiliary. 

¥ | Miss Bain is survived by her father and 
| mother, three brothers and two sisters. 
{ Much sympathy will be extended to them 
|in their bereavement. The funeral will 
| take place this afternoon from 126 Pond 

at 2.30 o'clock. 

Among the guests at the T.an«lowne 

{ House are Neil McQuarrie and daupater, 
of - Andover. Mr. McQuarrie, who is 
police magistrate at Andover, is an ex- 
member of the St. John police force. He 
joined June 26th, 1873. 

The Canadian 
Montreal but it was | 

not intended to use the same system as| 
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ful development has been brought about by doing a strictly cash business and giving the people 
better values than they had ever got elsewhere. 

We Will Give Exhibition Tickets, omic, mooav. win cach 
We are doing this as a means of introducing new customers to our stores, 

New Fall Suits, Overcoats and Raincoats. 
MEN'S FALL SUITS, $3.95 to $20.00 
MEN'S OVERCOATS, 5.00 to 25.00 

Men’s Raincoats, - - $7.50 to $16.50 |Boys’ 3-Piece Suits, - $1.98 to $8.00 
Men’s Pants, - - - 1.25 to 4.50/Boys’ 2-Piece Suits, - 1.85to 5.50 

Special All-Wool Scotch Knit Underwear, 50c. Each. 

J. N. HARVEY, CLOTHING aud FURNISHINGS, 
199 and 207 Union Street, : 

Opera House Block. 

3 s 
Wood's Phosphodine, 
The Great English Remedy. 
Tones and invigoratesthe whole 

8\0 nervous ye, makes new 
gti Blood in old Veins, Cures Nerv- 

ous Debility, Mental and Brain Wor 
pondency, al We 

# 

"ROYAL INSURANCE CO. | 
Of Liverpool, England, 

Total Funds Over $65,000,000 

MEN AND WOMER, 
Use Big @ for unnatural | 

discharges,inflammations, 
irritations or ulcerations 
of mucous membranes, 
Painless, and not astrine 

Guarantee 
not to stristure. 
Prevents Contagion. 

; THE EVANSCHEMIOALCO. gent or poisonous. | Sit orrhosis, Freese @ GINCINRATLO. PY gre a rah KAYE, TENNANT KAYE, Price §1 Poe os, WL ohot | SOs wih blcase T.B. A. 4 s | 3 hia i SN b i i by express, Jrosaid, fet | Agents, 85 1-2 Prince William St, pias pi. forgo hs Se en pared % 
Cizcular sexs on request | St. John, NB. A Bras prope = +d ond 

td. 

c
c
o
 


