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NOT AN ORDINARY MAN.
08CAR WILDE, THE POET OF THE
] * ' BEAUTIFUL.

Above 'the Level of Mere Versifieation,
but Lack Scope and Intensity. .

He was with us_once; and now, being
absent; and seen in-the long perspective, it
may not be amiss to call him again into
memory. Of late we gazed our fill upon
the lily-man, esteemed. the very prince of
dilettanteism ; we went our way, and made
our comment, as it suited us, upon the
phenomenon just passed. Perchance we
saw little deeper than contour and integu-
ment ; we may not have got beyond the
sunflower, .the - knee-breeches, and the
Adonis-locks, undreaming there ‘ was any-
thing beyond to arrive’ at: but, at- least,
we saw what it swas to be msthetic—to
make a boast of the beautiful—when quite
an accomplished man sets about the busi-
ness. ¢

Pro and..con, the :newspapers spoke
about him, and multitudes saw him chiefly
through their medium—or some phantasy,

" well-meant for him..: It-would appear that
the average journal finds difficulty in giving
us the exact trtth about iien and measures,
particularly when they cannot be cut and
squared-in the ‘bevel: of commonplace.
Certainly, Oscar Wilde and  friends, look-
ing in the pier-glass ot the public press,
must have woadered at . the distopting
power, ‘eommdh “ehough to n‘l.li‘rol's, by
which a very shapely head is elongated oy
narrowed down, till-the cyes are ready to
burst out. Mpa®Vilde.'it is necdless to
say, is neither a mollusk, nor a saurian,
nor a shaggy creature on all fours; but a
very human and shapely being, with the
right sort of flesh and bone, Im\.'ing a really
gentle  heart, with some ot the heart’s
nobler fire, and with a brain, having in it
some of the better sort of ideal furniture ;—
that he is a man, after all, with plenty of
frailty, 'tis true—with a few foibles, may-
be, that seem to have earned him the con-
tempt of people feeling themselves to be
peculiarly sensible; but yet not an ordi-
nary character on the town, as his lectur-
ing carecr bears witness.

Rut, turning aside from the dilettante

* and the lecturer, his principal claim on our
attention, after all, arises from his poetical
pretension ; and he has certainly given us
poems which discover something of the
genuine singing faculty, and which are
always above the level of mere vulgar
versification.  He does, indeed, sing about
himself, as our healthiest and grandest
poets do not; and that sclf is not the
amplest, and not the worthiest ; vet, with-
in the range he occupies, his art is usually
good. Art, and the spirit of the beautiful,
however, must win their way when attired
in modesty, with the reticent finger often
placed upon melodious lips: for, when in
the hurly-burly of the hread-and-butter
world, we do not hold out the delicate
nymph of’ song for:\ the vulgar to spit upon,
but think and sa;‘\of her, as did Gold-
smith— :

My shame in crowds, my solitary pride.
e belongs to the English school ot Pre-
Raphaclites in poetry, and. seeks his place
in the line that comes down from Keats
and Shelley, through Swinburne, Morris
and the Rossettis. There are ocecasional
these poets heard among the
verse, and also

echoes of
cadences of his
niscences of Matthew Arnold, especially in
*“The Burden of Itys” and in **The Garden
of Eros.” Sometimes he touches his harp

remi-

in an original and noble spirit, as in **Ave
which is, in some

Note where he sings of

Imperatrix,”
his finest poem.
England’s brave boys who have gone down,
in the wild night of storms, to their ocean
graves. Rarely does he “‘speak out strong
and bold,” as thus:

respects,

Go! Crown with thorns thy gold crowned head,
Change thy glad song to song of pain;

Wind and wild wave have got thy dead,
And will not yield them back again.

Wave and wild wind and foreign shore,
Possess the flower of English land—

Lips that thy lips shall kiss no more,
Hand, that shall never clasp thy hand.

What profit now that we have bound

The whole round world with nets of gold,
If hidden in our hearts is found

The care thiat groweth never old.

‘What profit that our galleys ride,
Pine-forest-like on every main?
Ruin and wreck are at our side,
Grim wardens of the House of Pain.
‘Where are the brnv‘c, the strong, the fleet,
Where is our English chivalry ? 3
Wild ghasses are their burial sheet
And sobbing waves their threnody.
O loved ones, lying far away,
What word of, love can dead lips send !
O wasted dust! O senscless clay !
Is'this the end Iis this the end!
Peace! peace! we wrong the noble dead,
To vex their solemn slumber-so;
Though childless, and with - thorn-crownzd head
Up the steep rond must Englaud go.

The following pictures of rural England
show lines and - tints of the true artist.
There is a luxury of color in these verses;
the full-freighted honey of Keats’ lines can
have scarcely greater -richness, while at

the eame time we are reminded of some of

Jean Ingelow’s pieces :

The blae-green bean fields yonder, tremulous
With the last shower, sweeter perfume bring

Through this cool evening than the odorous *
Flame-jewelled censers the young deacons swing,

When ‘the 'gr‘lyﬁ)rlc?t’ Tnlocks the curtained shrine,

*+ ~And makes God's™ Body fromi " tie dmmon fruit of

corn and vine.
- - * - » > -

)

And/lmck-dove' murmur, and the milkmaid leaves
Her little lonely bed, and carols blithe

To sce the heavy-lowing cattle wait,

Stretchiug ‘heir huge and dripping mpuths across

the farm-yard gate. /

And sweet the hops* upon the Kentish leas,

. And sweet the wind that lifts the new-mown hay,

And sweet the fretful swarms of grumbling bees
That round and round the linden blossoms play ;

And sweet the heifer breathing in her stall,

And the green bursting fig that hangs upon the red

brick wall.

And sweet to hear the cuckoo mock the spring,
‘While the last violet loiters by the wall.

He revels and luxuriates amid all fair
sights and sweet sounds, and his rich fruits
are sometimes brought incongruously to-
gether, and clotted into a preserve that
soon cloys the unpampered appetite. His
religion is the worship of whatsoever.is
beautiful; and hé' throws himself open ‘to
the'charm of every influence of light and

":il?adfé, of form or harmony. Christianity

afid Paganism ‘are alike beloved by him as
they disclose a treasure-house of varying
but beautiful 1deas, and they fascinate his
mind with delightful images and associa-
tions. But he is bourd by none of them
in obedience; he conceives himself as
having no mission on the battle-ground of
the present, amid the conflicting principles
and passions filling the sky with clamor;
he is the Apostle of Taste, preaching the
Gospel of the Beautitul, and exhorting us
to the attainment of wsthetic repose of

mind. Thus he declares himself in his

sonnet, entitled ¢*Theoretikos™ :

This mighty empire hath but feet of clay :

‘' Which spake of Freedom; O come out of it,
Come out of ity my koul, thou art not fit
For this vile traflic-house, where day by day

Wisdom and reverence are sold at mart,
And the rude people rage with ignorant cries
Against a herit:ge of centuries :

It mars my calm; whereof in dreams of Art
And loftiest calture I would stand apus
Neither for God, nor for his enemies.

We are silent before a sentiment such as
this, having ":ttle sympathy with it. The
quality of verse in which he most excels is
melody. For flexibility and harmony in
his use of English numbers he may stand
among the highest of that school to which
he belongs, and indeed compare favorably
with any minor poet of past or present.
We select a specimen—an adequate’one, if
not the best—{rom a
SERENADE FOR MUSIC.
The western wind is blowing fair
Aci the dark AEgean sea
And at the seeret marble s
My Tyrian galley waits for thee.
Come down! the purple sail is spread,
The watchman sleeps within the town.
0 leave thy lily-flowered bed,
O Lady mine, come down, come down!

¥ * * * * * *
O noble pilot, tell mz true

Is that the sheen of golden hair?
Or is it but the t: rd dew

That binds the passion-flowers there?
Good sailor, come and tell me now

Is that my la lily hand?
Or is it but the ning prow,

Or is it but the silver sand?

No! no! 'tis not the tangled dew,
"Tis not the silver-fretted sand,
It is my own dear lady true,
With golden hair, and lily hand!
O noble pilot steer for Troy,
(ood sailor, ply the laboring our,—
This is the queen of life and joy
Whom we must bear from Greceian shore

The waning sky grows faint and blue,
It wants an hour still of day ;
Aboard! aboard! my gallant crew—
My Lady, mine, away ! away!

» * * » x . .

You may search through many a volu.ne
of verse till you find any more mellifluous
arrangement of vowels and consonants
than in the above amorous and effeminate
ditty. Yet there is something brisk and
breezy about it, as well as beautiful. We
cannot fancy a musician who would have
trouble in marrying it to his music. On
the wholz, we can be  better pleased with
the mechanique and melody, with the occa-
sional beauties of description and felicities
of diction, in Oscar Wilde's verse, than
with much of its substance and meaning ;
and we think that, with all his fine talk of
Art and Beauty (though we deem some of
it to be fit and excellent), and his leaning
to intellectual repose, we shall hardly learn
from him their decpest and truest secret.
He lacks moral insight, spiritual strenu-
ousness, and a noble purpose in writing,
and joins in the common fault of today, too
much sensuousness. His exaltation of cer-
tain types is, to us, belittling, and minis-
ters to the narrow and vulgar in us. We
miss the universality and scope, the beauti-
ful intensity of such rich and gené¢rous
teachers as Wordsworth and Ruskin, if we
turn to him for guidance. Then he has
confessed, if confession were needful, a too
great bias toward mere self-enjoyment, and
has disclaimed the conflict of life, and dis-
.avowed the nobler motives. Nor will he
show us the beauty which is highest and
divinest, even moral beauty—the light the
soul strikes out in the swiftness of flying
upward—the flash, as of an archangel’s
wing, where beauty. and Flory are blent—
though we may listen to him never so in-
tently. There is more of beauty to the rapt
than to the sensuous soul. The Venus of
Milo may well deserve our praise, and win
our favor, it nature have made us fit for such
delights; but not to the Venus, though her
merits are percewved, shall we yield the
homage of our hearts; rather will we pause
before the rugged, sculptured face of
Abral,mn Lincoln, giving our assent, wor-
shipful and unreluctant, where shows the
Godlike, and discerning, amid its angulari-
_ties, lines of the subtlest and serenest love-
liness. Beauty rushes upon us in superior
and unexpected revelations, when on the
lowly-road of human’ duty; but gives her
tamer,delights, withholding . her raptures,
when men'will be always seeking to wor-
ship her in fier secluded vales and upon hér
lonely mountains.

ARTHUR JOHN LOCKHART.

OUR PRINCE OF POETS.

CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS, SINGER
AND TEACHER:

Descended on the Maternsl Side from an
A st of Influ-
ences in Early Life—The Abiding Effect
of His Work as Editor and "Instructor.

[The Magazine of Poetry for January.]

, Charles George Douglas Robérts was

THE LAST SWEET THINGS

IN EVERY KIND OF FASHIONABLE
FANCY WORBK. .

New_ Patterns for Sofs Cushions,
Tollet Sets,
as Told in the Ingleside Club.

The Ingleside club met last evening, at
Mrs. Waldo Brown’s residence. She

born Jan. 10, 1860, at the old parsonag

of Douglas, a parish on the east side of th

St. John river, only a few miles above
Fredericton, the capital of New Brunswick.
His {ather, the Rev. G. G. Roberts, had
been appointed rector of the parish soon
after his marriage with Emma W. Bliss,
one of that Loyalist family which traces its
descent through a line of lawyers back to
the Rev. Daniel Bliss, Emerson’s progeni-
tor and the first pastor of Concord. In
less than a year after the birth of their
son, Mr, Roberts was transferred to West-
cock, in Westmorland county. Here; in
that charmed land of wind and meadows,
and dykes and seafaring folk, which has
lent its enchantment of flying color and
bending grass to “In the Afternoon,”

hardly ted all the" bers would be
present, but when the hour came fifteen of
us were seated i our president’s cosy
library, anxiously awaiting the newest
ideas on fancy work.

Constance read to us what she bad
gathered about art needlework : **The taste
of the day in art needlework has become
more educated of late years, and it is fast
growing into a fine art,

‘A very pretty sofa cushion can be
made of pale greyish green satin, very soft
in tone, with a pattern of wild roses and
hawthorns running over it, worked in satin
stitch in delicate shades of red, pink, blue
and green—such as one sees on old china

CHARLES '

“Tantramar Revi

ited,” and many another

bit of inspired realism—

The long, strong wind, thro’ the lonesome golden
afternoon,

blew rough and blithe under the youngster's
hair. *‘Inspired realism,” indeed, is only
a make-shift term. There is a quality in
these poems and their fellows which touches
every-day things, pasture lands and fishing
boats,-and the common work of men, and
ennobles them —sets them in their higher,
more subtle relations with the beauty and
sweep and pathos of those shadows on the
face of Naturc which man calls life and
death.

In 1874, Mr. Roberts, pere, again re-
moved his family, this time to Fredericton,
where he undertook the responsibilities of
the rectorship, whose duties  he continues
to discharge. with an unfailing kindliness,
with a thorough goodness and gentleness
of heart that have secured a large share of
love among his townsmen.

Mr. Roberts, poet, entered the Collegiate
school in that town upon a two years’
course of preparation for college. Iis
only teacher up to this time had been his
father ; he now passed into the hands of
Mr. George R. Parkin, head master of the
school, (whose predecessor, by the way,
was Dr. Roberts, DProfessor Roberts’s
grandfather,) a teacher of remarkable
(uickening power, whose ideas on English
public school life and on **The Reorgani-
zation of the British Empire” we have just
been reading in T'he Century. Roberts
remained in this school until 1876. In
that year he won the silver medal of the
school for proficiency in classics, and
matriculated at the University of New
Brunswick, also in Fredericton. Here he
won a classical scholarship at the end of
his freshman year, a gold medal for Latin
prose at the end of his sccond year, and
graduated with honors in mental and moral
philosophy and pohtical ¢conomy, in June,
1879. Atthe end of his summer vacation af-
ter graduation he was placed in charge of
the Grammar school at Chatham, N. B. In
the summer ot 1880 Roberts’s first volume,
Orion, and Other Poems, was published.
Towards the end ot the same year, Dec.
29, Mr. Roberts was married to Mary
Isabel Fenety, daughter of George E.
Fenety, Esq., of Frederictou.

In 1881 Professor Roberts received the
degree of M. A. from his alma mater, and
in 1882 was appointed master of one of the
public schools in this *‘shadowy town of the
tall elm trees,” a position he retained for

plates.
‘A seat for a Chippendale chair is an
arrang t of peacock’s feathers, which

would work very well on dark blue cloth
or satin sheeting. The colors must not be
exactly brilliant. It can easily be made
by copying feathers placed in the proper
position. Covers for all chairs must be
worked on material 4 or 5 inches larger
than the design, which is to fit within an
inch or so the shape and size of the chair
seat, because it has to be drawn down all
around, and fastened to the chair with
a close row of brass-headed nails.
‘A very rich pair of slippers that I saw
recently was made of brown plush, with a
design of natural buttercups - worked in
silk. Dark green plush, with conventional
patterns outlined in gold, makes pretty
and effective blotters or albums

Eleanor’s report was on fancy bags:
“The India silk party bag for gloves,
shippers, ete., is very popular with Boston
girls. Sometimes it is highly ornamental,
when made of plush and ribbon, and
decorated with the owner’s initials. Satin
sheeting is also used for these party bags
and when worked with flowers and lined
with a contrasting shade of satin or silk,
they are even more serviceable than the
India silk or plush ones and quite as pretty.
The knitting bag is a very welcome present
to give old ladies as they can carry it over
their arms and thns keep their ball of wool
within reach and unsoiled. It can be made
of Roman or satin sheeting and lined with
quilted satin, To make up the bag cut out
two fiddle shaped pieces of material, length
17 inches, width of the lower end 8 inches,
at the top 4 inches. Shape and sew in the
lining to cach picce, then sew the two
pieces together, joining them across the
narrowest part and leaving an opening in
each side of 8 inches to pass the arm
through. At the narrow part of the bag
make a single box pleat and bring the 4
mches of material into a 2 inch space. Sew
a silk cord around the edges of the bag,
concealing the seams at the sides, and carry
it around the arm hole openings. A yard
and three-quarters is sufficient cord to use.”

Beatrice gave us some ideas about
toilet scts, satchets, etc.: “Pretty and
inexpensive toilet sets can be made of
strips of satin ribbon, about 2 inches in
width, joined together by fine torchon inser-
tion, and edged with lace of the same. I
saw a set the other. day, made with rich
vellow satin ribbon and white lace. and
thought it very delicate and pretty. Mats
or long bureau scarfs can be made accord-
ing to taste. Pin cushions are very large,
oblong in shape, and  ornamented with
handsome bows. Some prefer them made
in sachet shape, ; that is, three small bags
tied together, and faintly pertumed. A
useful article for a lady’s bureau drawer is
a piece of China silk, in any delicate shade,
cut the shape of the drawer, wadded and
scented with sachet powder. When laid
over the contents, it gives everythinga
dainty perfume. A new style for scent
sachets is round like a plate. The top is
covered by finely-gathered lace, witha
pretty bow in the centre.”

Lastly, Mrs. Brown told us the latest

a little more than a year. In December
of the same year, 1883, T'he Week was
started in Toronto,—a new departure in
Canadian journalism, whose subsequent
unqualified success in work of a high grade
gives interest to the fact that Roberts 'was
its first editor. His connection with it,
however, was not a long one; and in 1885
he was called to the chair of English and
French in King’s college, Windsor, N. §.,
where he now lives.

His sccond volume of verse, In Divers
Tones, n))peared in the first months of
1887.  Poems of Wild Life, edited by him,
has just been added to the series of Canter-
bury Puets, and a college text-book of
Shelley’s ¢“Alastor” and “‘Adonais,” with
critical introduction and notes, will soon
be in press.

Not to speak of the original work of
Prof. Roberts, it is safe to say that his
marked success as a teacher is due to an
unswerving and strongly individualized
energy of purpose, coupled with wide
sympathy and an unusually inspiriting
enthusiasm for literature, and directing a
penetrating critical faculty. He is a
strenuous lover of his native land (one
almost says, of his native soil), sturdy,

friend, and (if one may venture a hazard
opinion), but an indifferent cnemy. It is
upon the loyal, uncompromising and un-
uestioning patriotism of such men that
aunuda——t ¢ true Canada, mindful of her
history, loving her heroes, keeping .faith

Sweet is the swallow twittering on the eaves
At day-break, when the mower wiicts his scythe,

* Kent is the principal llop-m\ving county of
England.

with the greatness of her destiny, rests her
bid for fame and honor among the nations.

virile, patriotic, easy of approach, a good

fancies in tidies, l and piano scarfs:
““Tidies arc of all styles, shapes and shades,
and it is hard to report anything especially
new. Among some of the prettiest are
those of hand-painted scrim. ' China silk,
plain and flowered, seems to be more used
than anything for pine bags, etc. Tidies
of India silk with the threads drawn (same
as handkerchicfs are done) and knotted
with silk of a contrasting shade, are very
pretty. One that I saw was of apple green
silk and had five rows done on each end,
knotted with pale pink filoselle. It was
caught up near one end with a careless
bow of apple green and pink satin ribbons.
Hem stitching is very fashionable for fin-
ishing all kinds of fancy work, toilet sets,
tidies, etc. Mantel drapes are not so
fashionable as formerly. Instead, a scarf
is used, cither of plain plush, of some rich
shade lned with delicate satin, or of
flowered silk. Terra cotta lined with palest
pink, or moss . green lined with white, is
very effective. These scarfs are gracefully
draped across the front of the mantel.
Cop]per—culo;eq ,plush is a very fashionable
shade.  Ribbous are much used for
decorative purposes and are both fancy
edged and plain. Piano scarfs are made
ot felt, satin sheeting, plush, or fancy
colored scrim. Some are worked only on
the ends, others are worked in conventional

Evening

MOIRE FRANCAIS;

spots and stripes;
SEVENTY-TWO inca PLAIN NETS, in

COLORED and WHITE MECHLIN ;

Dress Wear.
NOW SHOWING :

THE LATEST COLORINGS in NEW FABRICS fur SEASON 1889,

ONGEE SILKS, SATIN DUCHESS, SATIN' MERVEILLEUX; PLUSHES,

TINSEL SPOT NETS, CHENILLE SPOT NETS, POINT D'ESPRIT NETS,

the new ahldea;

WHITE BEADED NETS, BLACK BEADED NETS;
WHITE BEADED LACE, WHITE and GOLD DRESS FRONTS;

BLACK, WHITE and CREAM FLOUNCINGS and ALLOVERS;
BLACK SILK GRENADINE, Stripes and Checks;
NOVELTIES IN HOSIERY, GLOVES; RIBBONS and LACES.

MANCHESTER, ROBERTSON & ALLISON.

EMERSON & FISHER,

occasion offers.

tomers who, during
have found us in 'such a so
store ‘has . presented while
have been in progress.

OUR IMPROVEMENTS ARE ABOUT  COMPLETE,

AND IN A FEW DAYS

We will be ready to extend a warm wel-

come to all our old Customers, and to as
mﬁ{ly new ones as may favor us with a
call,

We also beg to apologize to those Cus-
the past three weeks.
plight as our
e alterations

As an off-set, however, we will in ' the

future’ have a much better opportunity to
display our wares, an! wa think all our
Customers will appreciate the: greater com-
fort and convemence with which they will
be able to, inspect our large and varied
stock.

Stoves and Kitchen Hardware,

75 and 77 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET.

P. S.—Seasonable goods and specielties will be announced from time to time, as

and Fifty cents Pants.
Twenty-two Dollars—although we secll the

pants.
P. S.—Persons living in the country,
postal card, can have their name registered

letter or card.
% Look ror THE REp Ligur.

CORKSCREW SACK COATS,
PANTS and VEST (to match coat), and ONE pair of our Two Dollar
These goods are all first-class.

CLOTHING GIVEN AWAY FREE!

MARCH 6th,

“Oak Hall” Clothing Store,
No. 5 MARKET SQUARE.
SCOVIL, FRASER & CO.

WE will give away on the EVENING of WEDNESDAY, March 6, ONE of
our

ONE of our CORKSCREW

The suit is good value at
suit for Sixteen Dollars and Fifty cents.

All that is required of you is to call at OAK HALL CLOTHING HOUSE, 5 MARKET
Square (LOOK FOR THE RED LIGHT), any time not later than SATURDAY
EVENING, March 2, and register your name, and you will have a chance FREE OF
CHARGE (won't cost you a cent), of getting either the coat, the pants and vest, or the
No person can register their name more than ONCE.

by sending their name to us by letter or
and have an equal chance. But no two

names can be sent in one letter or card, the sender must ‘write their own name to thz
SCOVIL, FRASER & CO., No. 5 MARKET SQUARE,

—GO

FOR GOOD VAILLUK

S v
Union and All-Wool Grey Flannels; Ladies’ and Children’s Wove
Hosiery; Ladies’ Vests; Black and Colored Cashmeres;
Gloves; Jerseys and Jersey Coats, Embroidered
Cloth Table Covers; Gent's Ribbed
Shirts and Pants, etc., etc,,

=

P I T T S-’~ General Dry Goods Store,

'WATERPROOF COATS

With Sewed and Taped Seams.

We are now shoﬁg_(he Latest London
-Styles in

Gents’ Tweed Rubber Coats,
Made with above great improvements.

AL8S8O—A Full, Line of LADIE§ LONDON
CLOAKS in newest etyles.

ESTEY, ALLWOOD & CO.,

., 88 Prince Wm. Street.
DR. SCOTT’S
Electric Hair Curler.

LADIES who wish to quickly Bang, Crim[: or
Curl the Hair, by 8 new method, should have
one of these new iuventions.
For sale by
A. CHIPMAN SMITH & CO.,
Charlotte Street.

~ BUSINESS MEN,
CRUIKSHANK’S DINNERS

Are the Best
& AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY.
The best the market affords always on hand

P. A. CRUIKSHANK,

49 Germain Street,
Opporite Market Building.

Havana and Domestic
CIGARS..

I have a completc assortment now in stock; in

boxes and -boxes: 100,000 HAVANA and
DOMESTICS. T :
THOS. L. BOURKE,

11 and 12 Water si.vet

pattern down the centre.” IneNE.

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS

179 UNION STREET. 179
T™W EED JUST THE ARTICLE
—roR—

Tea and Coffee,

SWEET CREAM.

CAN BE IIAD EVERY DAY AT THE

Oak Farm Dairy Butter Store,

12 CHARLOTTE STREET.

"The Cigar
LITTLE KING.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,

84 ---King Street - - -84
S. B. FOSTER & SON,

MANUFACTURERS OF

STEE:;!STI’-OUT NAILS,

And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS,
SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NAILS, Ete.

8T. JOHN, N. B.
W. WATSON ALLEN. CLARENCE H, FERGUSON

ALLEN & FERGUSON,

Barristers-at-Law, Solicitors,
Notaries Public, Ete.

Pugsley’s Building, Rooms 14, 15 and 16
Cor. Prince William and Princess streets.

A. & J. HAY,
76 King Street.

Spectacles, Watches, Clocks and Jewelry.

JEWELRY made to order and repaired.
WEDDING RINGS guarantecd 18 K. fine.
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