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RIP VAN WINKLE.

By WASHINGTON IRVING.

A POSTHUMOUS WRITING OF DIEDRICH
ENTCEERBOCKER.

By Woden, God of Saxons,

From whenco comes Wensday, that is Wodensday,

Truth is a thing that ever I will keep

Unto thylke day in which I creep into

My sepuichre. —Cartwright.
Whoever has made a voyage up the

Hudson must remember the Kaatskill

mountains. They are a dismembered

branch of the great Appalachian family,

and are seen away to the west of the

river, swelling up to a noble height and

lording it over the surrounding country. |

Every change of season, every change of
weather, indeed every hour of the day,
produces some change in the magical
hues and shapes of these mountains; and
they are regarded by all the good wives,
far and near, as perfect barometers.
When the weather is fair and settled
they are clothed in blue and purple and
print their bold outlines on the clear
evening sky; but sometimes, when the

rest of the landscape is cloudless, they |

will gather a hood of grave vapors about
their summits, which, in the last rays of
the setting sun, will glow and light up
like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains |
the voyager may have described the |

light smoke curling up from a village
whose shingle roofs gleam among the
trees just where the blue tints of the up-
land melt avray into the fresh green of
the nearer landscape. It isa little vil-

lage of great amtiquity, having been | geat from morningtill night, just moving |

founded by some of the Dutch colonists
in the early times of the province, just
about the beginning of thé government
of the good Peter Stuyvesant (may he
rest in peace!)and there were some of
the houses of the original settlers stand-
wi a few years, built of small
pught from Holland,
s and gable fronts
it eathercocks.

In-~that : e, and in one of
these t;;z houses {(which, to tell the pre-
cise ,~was sadly time worn and
weatherbeaten) there lived, many years
sinee, while the country was yet a prov-
ince of Great Britain, a simple, good

of the name of Ri
Van Winkle. He was a descend-
ant of the Vam Winkles who fig-
ured so gallantly i the chivalrous days
of ‘Peter_ Btuyvesant, and accompanied
him fo the. siege of Fort Christina. He
T h . but little of the mar-
tisl cha of his tors. ve
observed that he was a simple, ﬁgd
natured man; he was, moreoxi]er, a kind
hbor, and an obedient, henpecked

husband. Indeed, to the latter e
stance might be owing that meekness of
spirit which gained him such universal

ity; for those men are most apt |

to be obsequious and conciliating abroad,
who areunder the discipline of shrews
at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are
rendered pliant and .malleable in the
ﬁe? furnace of domestic tribulation,
and a curtain lecture is worth all the
sermons in the world for teaching the
virtues of patience and long suffering.
A termagant wife may, therefore, in
some respects, be considered a tolerable
blessing; and, if so, Rip Van Winkle
was thrice blessed.
Z Certain it is, that he was a great favor-
ite wongoall the good wives of the vil-
liage, who, as usual with the amiable
sex, took his part inall family squabbles,
and never failed, whenever they talked
those matters over in their evening gos-
5§p1n , to lay all the blame on Dame
Vv Winkle. The children of the village,
too, would shout with joy whenever he ap-
. assisted tit t}l::zir hspoxts,
playthings, t!
fly kites and shoot marl;llgs, and told
them long stories of ghosts, witches and
Indians. Whenever he went dodgmg
about the village, he was surrounded by
o trog) )91’ them, haniing on his skirts, |
clam! on his back, and playing a |
thousand tricks on him with impunity: .
and mot -n .dog would bark at him
throughout the neighborhood. |

The great error Rip’s composition
was an insuperable aversion to kinds
of profitable labor. It could not be from
want of assiduity or perseverance, for he
wonld siton a wet rock, with a rod ag
long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and
fish all day without a murmur, even
though he should not be en ed b
a si
in%h piece on (llus shoulder lfor hours to&
gether, trudging through woods an
swamps, and % and down dale, to
shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons.
Ho would never refuse to assist a_neigh-
bor, even in the roughest toil, and was a
foremost man at all country frolics for
husking Indian corn or building stone
fences. The women of the village, too,
used to employ him to run their errands,
and to do such littie odd jobs as their less
obliging husbands would not do for them;
in a word, Rip was ready to attend to
anybody’s business but his own; but as to
doing family duty, and keeping his farm
in order, he found it impossible.

In fact, he declared it was of no-use to
work on his farm; it was the most pesti-
lent little piece of ground in the whole
country; everything about it went wrong,
and would gowrong in gpite of him. His
fences were continually falling to pieces;
his cow would either go astray or get
among the cabbages; weeds were sure to
grow quicker in his fields than anywhere
else; the rain always made a point of set-
ting in just as he had some out door work
to do; so that though his &:;t‘rimoninl
estate had dwindled away under his man-
agement, acre by acre, until there was
little more left a mere patch of In-
dian cord and potatoes, yet it was the
X&rjt conditioned farm in the neighbor-

|
i

His children, too, were as ragged and
wild as if they belonged to noboc{ . “His
son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own
likeness, promised to inherif the habits,
with the old clothes, of his father. He
was genemui seen trooping like a colt at
his mother’s heels, equi in a pair of
his father's cast off galli ins, which
he had much ado to hold up with one
hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad
weather.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of
those happy mortals, of foolish, well
oiled dispositions, who take the world
easy, eat white bread or brown, i
over can be got with the least thought or
trouble, and would rather starve on &

nny than work for a pound. If leftto
ﬁm:e‘ self he would have whistled life away
in perfect contentment; but his wife kept
continnually dmmnq in his ears about
his idleness, his carelessness and the ruin
he was bringing on his family.

Morning, noon and night, her tongue
was incessantly going, and ovel
he said or did was sure to produce a tor-

ent of houschold eloquence. Rip had
out one way of repl‘v)ing to all lectures of
the kind, and that, by frequent use, had
grown into a habit. He shrugge& his
shoulders, shaok his head, cast up his
eyes, but said nothing. This, however,
ways provoked a fresh volley from i
wife, so that he was fain to draw off his
forces, and take to_the outside of the
house—the only side which, in truth, be-
longs to a henpecked husband.

So tha! he was fain to draw off his forces.

Rip's sole domestic adherent was his
do, Q’w’olf, who was as much hen ed
as‘lz\is master; for Dame Van Winkle re-
garded them as companions in idleness,
and even looked upon Wolf with an evil
eye as the cause of his master's going 80

enr to | and the still

!

courag | a deep mountain glen
lo-nibble. Hé would carry a fowl- ‘

which- |

2 astray. True it 1is, in all
ints of spirit befitting an honorable
og, ho was as courageous an animal as
ever scoured the woods—but what cour-
| age can withstand the ever during and
all besetting terrors of a woman's tongue?
The moment Wolf entered the house his
crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground
or curled between his legs, he sneaked
| about with a gallows air, casting many
| a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle,
| and at the least flourish of a broomstick
or ladle he would fly to the door with
yc%ping precipitation.
imes grew worse and worse with Rip
Van Winkle, as years of matrimony
rolled on. A tart temper never mellows
with age, and a sharp tongue is the only
edge tool that grows keener with con-
stant use. For a long while he used to
console himself, when driven from home,
by frequenting a kind of perpetual club
of the sages, p:ililosn hers and  other idle
personages of the village, which held its
sessions on a bench before a small inn,
designated by a rubicund portrait of his
majesty George III. Here they used to
git in the shade, of a long, lazy sum-
| mer’s day, talking listlessly over
village gossip or telling cndless
gleepy stories about nothing. But it
| would have been worth any statesman’s
money to have heard the profound dis-
cussions which sometimes took place,
when by charice an old newspaper fell
into their hands from some passims trav-
| eler. How solemnly they would listen
to the contents, as drawled out by Der-
| rick Van Bummel, tho schoolmaster, a
dapper learned little man, who was not
to be daunted by the most gigantic word
in the dictionary; and how sagely they

| often
|

somo months after they had taken place.

The opinions of this junta were com-
pletely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a
| patriarch of the village and landlord of
the inn, at the door of which he took his

| sufficiently to avoid tho sun and keep in
‘ the shade of a large tree, so that the
| neighbors could tell the hour by his
| movements as gccurately as b;

| 8 , but smoked his pipe incessantly.
| His adherents, however (for every great
man has his adherents), perfectly under-

| stood him and kEnew how to gather his |

| opinions. - When anything that was read
or related displeased him, he was ob-
served to smoke his pipe vehemently and
to send forth shorf, frequent and angry
puffs; but when ?eaaed e would inhale
the smoke slowly and tranquilly and
emit it in tand placid clouds, and
sometimes ing the pipe from his
mouth, and letting the fragrant vapor
curl about his nose, would gravely nod

liold the unlucky
by his terma-
suddenly break in

From even this strong
Rip was at length.
gant wife, who'w
upon the
and c:llxlafﬁhe members
was personage, Nicholas
Vedder hi , sacred from the daring
ight with encouragin,
of idleness. .
Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to
despair, and his only alternative to es-
cape from the labor of the farm and the
clamor of his wife was to take gun jin |
| hand and stroll away into the woods. |
Here he would sometimes seat himself at
the foot of a tree and share the contents
[ of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he
sympathized as a fellow sufferer in per-
secution. ““Poor Wolf,” he would say,
| “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; |
but never mind, my lad, whilst I live |
thou shalt never want a friend to stand
by thee!” Wolf would wag his tail, look
| wistfully in his master’s face, and if
| dogs can feel pity I verily believe he re- |
| ciprocated tho sentiment with all his
| heart.
| Inalong ramble of the kind, on a fine
autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously
scrambled to one of the highest parts of
| the Kaatskill mountains.. He was after |
his favorite sport of squirrel shooting,
_thso&udos ha::a echfoe;i.and re-
wit] a ‘reports of his 4
ng and fatigued, he threw hinﬂle!;f
in the afternocn ona green knoll
with mcuntain herbage that |
d the brov¥ of a precipice. From |
between the treeshe could |

\ woodland. Hosaw at a |
lordly. Hudsén, far, for be- |
ing on its allent but ma- |
| jestic course, with the Yeflection of &
urple cloud or the sail of a 1a, g bark |
gere and there sléeping on its glassy
bosom, and at last losing itself in tho |
blue highlands.

On the other sk

{ (Iechoed
.

co

Cro.
an
_overiy
a m..2 TIC!
istance tha

fow him, oV

de he looked down into
, wild, lonely and
shagged, the bottom filled with frag-
ments from the in;\ﬁending cliffs, and
| scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of
| the setting sun. Ior some time Rip lag' |
| musing on this scene; evening was grad-
ually advancing; the mountains began to |
| throw their long blue shadows over the
| valieys; he saw that it would be dark
long before he could reach the village,
and he heaved a heavy sigh when he
thought of_encountering the terrors of
| Dame Van Winkle, i
| 7"As he was about to descend he heard
|a voice from a distance halloo-
ing “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van
| Winkle!” He looked around, but could
see xothing but a crpw winging its soli-
| tary flight across the mountain. He
thought his fancy must have deceived
him, and turned again to descend, when
ho Lieard the same cry ring through the
| still evening air, *‘Rip Van Winkle! Ri
Van Winkle!"—at the same time Wol
Lristled up his back, and, gwing alow

| growl, skulked to his master's side; look- |

ing fearfully down into the glen. Rip
| now felt a vague ap] ion stealing
| over him; he looked anxiously in the
same direction and perceived a strange
figure slowly toiling up the rocks and
bending under the weight of something
| he_carried on his back. He was sur-
Prised to see any human bem%mtlns
| fonely and unfrequented Flace, ut sup-
Fosing it to be some one of the neighbor-

hood in need of his assistance he hastened
| down to yield it.

On nearer approach he was still
more surprised at the sin, ty of the
stranger’s ap ance, e was a short,
square built old fellow, with thick bushy

| hair and a grizzled beard. His dress,
was of the antique Dutch fashion—a

cloth jerken strapped rouad the waist— |

several pair of breeches, the outer one of
| ample volume, decorated with rows of

buttons down the sides, and bunches at
He bore on his shoulders a
full of liquor, and

the knees.
| stout keg, that seemed
made signs for Rip to approach and assist
| him with the load. ough rather shy
| and distrustful of this new acquaintance,
| Rip complied with his us alacrity,
and mutually relieving each other, they
| clambered up a narrow gully, apparently
| the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As
they ascended, Rip every now and then
| heard long rolling peals, like distant
| thunder, that seemed to issue out of a
deep ravine or rather cleft between loft
| rocks, toward which their rugged pat
conducted. He paused for an instant,
but supposing it to be the muttering of
oné of those transient thunder showers
which often take
heights, he proceeded. Passing through
the ravine, they came to a hollow like a
. small ampixitheatre, surrounded by per-
pendicular precipices, over the brinks of
which impending trees shot their
branches, so that you only caught
glimpses of the azure sky and the bright
ovening cloud. During the whole time
Rip and his companion had labored onin
silence; for thox:ﬁh the former marveled
greatly what could be the object of car-
rying a keg of liquor up this wild moun-
tain, yet there was something strange
and _incomprehensible about the un-
known that inspired awe and checked
familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new ob-
jects of wonder presented themselves.
On a level spot in the center was a com-
pany of odd looking personages playing

| at nine pins. They were dressed in a
quaint outlandish fashion; some wore
short doublets, others jerkins, with tong

knives in their belts, and most of them |

had enormous breeches, of similar style
with that of the guide's. Their visages,
too, were peculiar; one had a large head,
broad face, and small piggish eyes; the
face of another seemed to consist entirely
of nose, and was 8!
sugar loaf hat, set off with a little red
| cock’s tail. They all had beards, of vari-
| ous shapes and colors. There was one
who seemed to be the commander. He

would decliberate upon public events |

i t a sun |
| dial. It is true, he was rarely heard to |

his head in token of perfect approbation. |

of the assemblage |
all to nought; nor |

Xlace in mountain |

urmounted by a white |

! was a stout old gentieman, with a
weather beaten countenance; he wore a
laced doublet, broad belt and hanger,
high crowned hat and feather, red stock-
ings, and high heeled shoes, with roses
in them. The whole group reminded
Rip of the figures in an old Flemish
painting in the parlor of Dominie Van
Schaick, the village parson, and which
had been brought over from Holland at
the time of the settlement.

‘What seemed particulariy odd to Rip

dently amusing themselves yet they

most mejancholy party of pleasure he

the stillness of the scene but the noise of
the balls, which, whenever they were
rolled, echoed along the mountains like
rumbling peals of thunder.

As Rip and his companion approached
them they suddenly desisted from their
play, and stared at him withsuch a fixed

couth, lack Iuster countenances, that his
heart turned within him and his knees
smote together. His companion now
emptied the contents of the keg into
large flagons, and made signs to him to
wait upon the company. Ho obeyed
with fear and trembling; they quaffed
the liquor in profound silence, and then
returned to their game. |

By degrees Rip's awe and apprehension
subsided.
eye was fixed upon him, to taste the bev-
erage, which he found had much of the |
flavor of excellent Hollands. He was
naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon
tempted to repeat the draught. One
taste provoked another, and he reiterated |
his visits to the flagon so often that at
length his senses were overpowered, his
eyes swam in his head, his }10.’111 gradu- |
ally declined, and he fell into a deep |
sleep.

On waking he found himself on the
green knoll from w he had first
seen the old man of tl e rubbed
his eyes—it was a b norning.
The birds were hopp twittering
among the bushes, and the eagle was
wheeling aloft and breasting the pure
mountain breeze. ‘““Surely,” thought Rip,
“T have not slept here all night.”  He re-
called the occurrences before he fell |
asleep. The strange man with the keg
of liquor—the mountain  ravine—the
wild retreat among the rocks—the woe-
begone party at nine pi he flagon
—“QOh! that wicked flagon
| Rip—*‘what excuseshall I make to Dame
| Van Winkle!”

‘ He looked round for his gun, but in
| place of the clean, well oiled fowling
| piece he found an old fire lock lying by
im, the barrel incrusted with rust, the |

|
|

!

this . terrible virago, who |

He found an old fire lock lying by him.
lock falling off and the stock worm
eaten. Ho now suspected that the grave
roysters of the mountain had put a trick
upon him, and having dosed him with
liquor had robbed him of his gun. Wolf,
too, had disappeared, but he might have
strayed away after asquirrel or partridge.
He whistled after him and shouted his |
name, but in vain, the echoes re-
peated his whistle and shout, but no dog |
was to be seen.

e determined to revisit the scene of |
the last evening’s gambol, and if he met |
with any of the party, to demand hi
dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he
found himself stiff in the joints, and
wanting’ in his usual acti L t
thought Rip, “and if this frolic shoufd |
lay meup witha fit of the rheumatism, I |
shall-have a blessed time with Dame Van |
Winkle.” With some difficulty he got |
down into the glen; he found thﬁaﬁ‘ﬁy |
up which he and his companion as-
cended the preceding evening; but to his
astonishment a mountain stream was
now foaming down it, leaping from rock
to rock, and filling the glen with bab-
bling murmurs. e, however, made
shift to scramble up its sides, working
his toilsome way through thickets of
birch, sassafras and witch hazel, and
sometimes tripped up or entangled by

the wild grapevines that twisted their | §
fondril

coils and fendrils from tree to tree and
spread a kind of network in his path.

At length he reached to where the |
ravine had opened through the cliffs to |
the amphitheatre; but no traces of such
opening remained. The rocks presented |
a high impenetrable wall, over which the
torrent came tumbling in a sheet of
feathery foam, and fell into abroad, deep
basin, black from the shadows of
the surrounding forest. Here, then.
g)or Rip was brought to a stand.

e again called and whistled after his
dog; he was only answered by the caw-
ing of a flock of idle crows, sporting
high in the air about a dry tree that |
overhung a sunny precipice; and who,
secure in their elevation, seemed to look
down and scoff at the poor man’s per- |
| plexities. 'What was to be done? The
| morning was passing away and Rip felt
{ t‘amisé:fd for want o]f hi(.}s brealﬁ'ast. ]lie

ioved to give up his dog and gun; he
“ grreaded to%neet Iixis wife,gbut it would
| not do to starve among the mountains.

Ho shook his head, shouldered the rusty
| firelock and with a heart full of trouble
| and anxiety turned his steps homeward.
|~ As he approached the village he met a

number of people, but none. whom he
| knew, which somewhat surprised him,

for he had thought himself acquainted |
with every one in the country round. |
| Their dress, too, was of a different |
fashion from that to which he was ac- |
customed. They all stared at him with |
| equal marks of surprise, and whenever |
they cast eyes upon him invariably
stroked their chins. The constant recur-
| rence of this gesture induced Rip, in-
voluntarily, to do the same, when, to his
| astonishment, he found his beard had |
| grown a foot long!
| . He bad now entered the skirts of the
village. A troop of strange children ran
| at his heels, hooting after him and point-
| ing at his gray beard. The dogs, too, |
not one of which he recognized for an
old acquaintance, barked at him as he
assed. The very village was altered:
it was larger and more populous. There
were rows of houses which he had never
| seen before and those which had been
| his familiar haunts had disappeared.
| Strange names were over the doors—
| strange faces at the windows—every-
thing was strange. His mind now mis-
gave him; he began to doubt whether
both he and the world around him were
not bewitched. Surely this was his na-
tive village, which he had left but a
day before. There stood the Kaatskill
mountains—there ran the silver Hudson
at a distance—there was every hill and
| dale precisely as it had always been—Rip
was sorely perplexed—*‘That flagon last
night,” thought he, ‘has addled my poor
head sadly!”
It was with somc difficulty that he
found the way to his own house, which
| he approached with silent awe, expect-
ing every moment to hear the shrill voice
of Dame Van Winkle. IHe found the
| house gonme to decay—the roof fallen
| in, the windows shattered and the
| Goors. off tho hinges. A balf
starved dog, that looked like Wolf,
was skulking about it: Rip called
| him by name, but the cur snarled,
showed his teeth and passed on. This
was an unkind cut indeed. ‘‘My very
dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten
me!”

He entered the house, which, to tell
the truth, Dam Van Winkle had always
| kept in neat order. It was empty, for-
lorn and apparently abandoned. This
desolateness overcame all his connubial
fears—he called lovally for his wife and
children—the lonely ¢hambers rang for
| a moment with his voice, and then all
| again was silence.
| "He now hurried
| to his old resort, the vi

forth, and hastened
llage inn—but it

was that though these folks were evi- |

mainta.ined t_he gravest faces, the most |
mysterious silence, and were, withal, the |

had ever witnessed. Nothing interrupted |
| stead of a scepter, the head was deco-

statue like gaze, and such strange, un- |

| stead of the accustomed phlegm and

| broad face, double chin and fair long
| pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco smoke,

He even ventured, when no |

{manded in an austere tone, ‘‘what
| on his shoulder, and a mob at his hei‘ll_:,

| what dismayed, “I am a poor,
| man, a native of the place, and a

| who u

| &

| of time, ant
| not understand: war—congress—S!
| Point!—he had no courage to ask after

{ wilderment the man in the cocked hat |
| his name?

| wit's
| somebody else—that’s me yonder—no—

| my gun,

| &

| “hush, you little

| alittle girl.”

too was gone. A large, rickety, wooden
| building stood in its place, with great,
| gaping windows, some of them broken,
and mended with old hats and coats,
and over the door was painted, “The
Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.”
Instead of the great tree that used to
shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of yore,
there now was reared a tall, pole;
with something on the top thatlooked
lite a red nightcap, and from it was
fluttering a flag, on which was a.sin-
gular assemblage of stars and stripes—
all this was strange and incompre-
hensible. He r ized on the sign,
however, the ruby face of King George,
under which he had smoked so0
many a peaceful pipe, but even this was
| singularly metamorphosed. The .red
coat was chariged for one of blue and
buff, a sword was held in the handin-

rated with a cocked hat, and underneath
was painted in large characters, Gen.
‘Washington.

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk
about the door, but none that Rip recol-
lected. The very character of the people
seemed changed. There was a ' busy,
bustling. disputatious tone about if, in-

drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain
for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with'his

instead of idle speeches, or Van Bummel,
the schoolmaster, doling forth the con-
tents of an ancient nevwspaper. In

of these, a lean, bilious looki fellow,
with his pockets full of handbills, was
haranguing vehemently about rights of
citizens—election—members of congress
—liberty~—Bunker's Hill—heroes of '76—=
and other words that were a ;
Babylonish jargon to the bewildered Van

W}nhkle. . p
© @] ance of Rip, with hislong,
grizzledp ﬁard, his rusty fowling piece,
his uncouth dress, and the army of
women and children that had gathered
at his heels, soon attracted the at-
tention of the tavern politicians. They
crowded round him, eyeing him from
head to foot, with great curiosity. The
orator bustled up to him, and Vi
him partly aside, inquired, ‘“on whic
side he voted?’ Rip stared in vacant stu-
})idity. Another short, but busy little
ellow pulled him by the arm, and rising.,
on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, “whether
he was Federal or Democrat.” Rip was
equally at 2 loss to comprehend the ques-
tion; when a knowini: self im t
old gentleman, in a sharp, cocked hat,
mado his way through the crowd, put-
ting them to the right and left with his
elbows as he passed, and planting him-
self before Van Winkle, with one arm
akimbo, the other resting on his cane,
his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating,
as it were, into his very soul, de-

brought him to the election with a

and whether he meant to breed a riot in
the village?”

«Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, some-’

?uiat
oyal
subject of the king, bless him!” -
ere a general shout burst from  the
bystanders—*a Tory!' a Tory! a spy! &
refugee! hustle him! awﬁ% with him!”

It was with great difficulty that the
self important man in the cocked hat re-
stored order, and having assumed a ten-
fold austerity of brow, demanded again
of the unknown culprit, what he came
there for, and whom he was seeking.
The poor man humbly assured him that
he meant no harm, but merely came
there in search of some of his neighbors,
to keep about the tavern.

“Well, who are they? Name them.”

Rip bethought himself a moment, and
inquired, “Where is Nicholas Vedder?”

ero was a silence for a little while,
when an old man replied, in a thin,
iping voice, “Nicholas Vedder? Why,
e is dead and gone these eighteen years!
There was a, wooden tombstone in the
churchyard that used to tell all about
him, but that's rotten and gone, too.”
‘““Where’s Brom Du 3
““Oh, he ;vtegxt off to thearmy in the
inning of the wiir; some" sa wds
ltﬁed at’ the_storming..of o s
foot of Antony’s Nose. Idon't
know-he neyer caime bax %
““Where’s Van Bummel, school-
master?” 4

«“He went off to the wars, too; was a
great militia general, and is now in con-

at hearing of

ress.”

Rip's heart died awa{l

these sad changes in his home and
friends, and finding himself thus alone
in the world. Everyanswer puzzled 5
too, by treating of such enormous lapses
d of matters which he could
Yy

re friends, but cried out in de-
Does nobody here know Rip Van
inkle?” |
«Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two
or three. “Oh, to be sure! that's Rip
Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the
tree.”
Rip
part o
tain; apparen

any mo

ips 6¢

looked and beheld a precise counter-
£ himself as he went up the moun-
tly as lazy and certainly as
ragged. The r fellow was now com-
pletely confounded. He doubted his own
identity, and whether he was himself or
another 1aan. In the midst of his be-

1

demanded who he was, and what was

“God knows,” exclaimed he at his
end; “Im not myself —I'm

that's somebody else, got intomy shoes—
1 was myself last night, but I fell aslee]
on the mountain, and they’ve chan;
and everything's changed, and
T'm changed, and I can’t tell what's my
name or who I am!”

The bystanders began
each other, nod, wink si ificantly, and
tap their fingers against t eir foreheads.
There was a whisper, also, about secur-
ing the gun, and keeping the old fellow:
from doing mischief; at the very sug-
estion of which, the self important man
th the cocked hat retired with some
jon. At this critical moment a

now to look at

wi

B B

the eariiest accounts of tie province.
Peter was the most ancient inhabitcnt of
the village, and well versed in all the
wonderful events and traditions of the
neighborhood. He recollected Rip at
once, and corroborated his story in the
most satisfactory manner. He assured
the company that it was a fact, handed
down from . his ancestor the historian,
that the Kaatskill mountains had always
been haunted by strange beings. That it
was affirmed that the great Hendrick
Hudson, the first discoverer of the river
and country, kept a kind of vigil there
v twentieyears, with his crew of the
-moon, being permi

keep a guardian eye upon the river and
the great city called by his name. That
his father had once seen them in their
old Dutch dresses playing at nine pins in
a hollow of the mountain; and that he
himself had heard, one summer after-
noon, the sound of their balls, like distant
peals of thunder.

To make a long story short, the
company broke up, and returned to
the more important concerns of the
election.

to live with her; she had a snug,

well furnished house, and a stout cl

lected for one of the urchins that used to
¢limb upon his back. As to Rip's son
and heir, who was the ditto of himself,

ployed to work on the farm, but evinced
a hereditary disposition to attend to any-
thing else but his business.

Rip now resumed his old walks and
habits; he soon -found many of his for-
mer cronies, though all rather the worsc
for the wear and tear of time, and pre
ferred making friends among the rising

eneration, with whom he soon grew
to great favor.

Having nothinﬁ
ing arrived at that hnp{)y age whena
man can do nothing with impunity, he
took his place once more on the bench

a chronicle of the old times ‘‘before the
war.” It was some time before he could
get into the regular track of gossip, or
eould be made fo comprehend the strange

torpor. How that there had been a
mohﬁona{gewar—that the country had
thrown off yoke of old land—and
that, instead of being a subject of his
majesty George the Third, he was now a
free citizen o

fact, was no politician; the changes of
of states and cm%ires made but little im- |
pression on him; but there was one species
of despotism under which he had long
groaned, and that was—petticoat gov- |
ernment. Happily, that was at an end; |
he had got his neck out of the yoke of
matrimony, and could in and out |
whenever he pleased, without dreading
the - tyranny ' of - Dame Van Winkle.
‘Whenever her name was inentioned,how-
ever, he shook his head, shrugged his |
ghoulders, and cast up his eyes; which
might pass either for an ession of res-

‘{fmm to his fate, or joy at his de- |
[verance. {

He used to tell his story toevery stran- |
r that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. |
® was observed, at first, to vary onsome |
ints every time he told it, which was
oubtless owin%ag; his having so recently
awaked. Itatlastsettléd down precisely
to the tale I have related, and not a man, !
woman or childin the neighborhood but
knew it by heart. Some always pre- |
tended to doubt the reality of it, and in-
sisted that Rip had been out of his
head, and that this was one point on
which he always remained flighty. The’
old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost
universally gave it full credit. Even to
this day they never hear a thunder storm
of a summer afternoon about the Kaats-
kill but they say Hendrick Hudson and
his crew are at their game of nine pins;
and it is & common wish of all henpecked |
husbands in the neighborhood, when life
hangs heavy on their hands, that they |
might have a quieting draught out of |
Rip Van Winkle's flagon.

suspect, |
er by & |
iin; the note, , which-he |
had appended to the tale,shows that itis an abso- |
lute fact, narrated with his usual fidelity.

“The story of RipVan Winkle may seem incredi-
ble to many, but nevertheless I give it my full be-
1ief, for I ksow the vicinity of our old Dutch set-
tlements to have been very subject to marvelous
events and appearances. Indeed, I have heard
many r stories than this in the villages
along. the Hudson, all of which were too well au-
thenticated to admit of a doubt. I have even |
talked with Rip Van Winkle myself, who, when 1 |
last saw him, wasa very venerable old man, and s0
P ly rational and on every point
that I think no conscicntious person could refuse
to take thisinto the bargain; nay, I have seen a
certificate on the subject taken before a country
justice, and signed with a cross, in the justice's |
own handwriting. The story, therefore, is beyond |
the possibility of doubt.” |

Youthful Wisdom vs. Mature Humility. |

Reporter (to successful author)—What |
was the title of your first book, Mr. |
Wiseman?

Aunthor—“‘Gems of Thought.” That
was published twenty-five years ago. I
was only a young man then.

Reporter—Are there any co
book in the market now?

Author (fervently)—I trust not.

Reporter—What is the title of your
latest work, Mr. Wiseman, that has had
such a tremendous sale?

Author—*The Humble Suggestions of
a Learner.”—Chicago Tribune.

pies of that

: Overworked Husbands.
Tired Wife—William, T wish youwd |
bring up a scuttlo of coal.
Husband—There, that’s the way with |
women; always expecting a man to do
half a dozen things at once. Can’t you

Tm buﬁ
“Yon didn’t seem to bedoing anything
exc:gﬁng rummaging around. I haven’t
asked you to do anything for about three
weeks, and then I told you I'd like to
have the legs of my sewing chair made
shorter.”

precipitati
fresh comely woman passed through the
throng to get a_peep at the graf' bearded |
man. She had' a chubby child in her |
arms, which, frightened at his looks, be-
gan to cry. ‘Hush, Rip,” -cried she, |
fool, the old man won't |
hurt you.” The name of the child, the
air of the mother, the tone of her voice,
all awakened a train of recollections in |
his mind. i
“What is your name, my good wo- |
man?”’ asked he. i
«Judith Gardenier.”
«And your father's name?”
“Ah, r man, his name w V
Winkle; it's twenty years since he wen¥
away from home with his gun and never |
has been heard of since—his dog came |

as Rip Van |

| home without him; but whether he shot |

away by the

himself, or was carried
1 was then but |

Indians, nobody can tell.

Rip had but one question more to ask;
but he put it with a faltering voice:

«Where’s your mother?’ |

Oh, she too had died but a short time |
since; she broke a blood vessel in o fit of
passion at a New England peddler.

There was a diop of comfort, at least, !
in this intelligence. Tho honest man
could contain himself no longer. He |
caught his daughter and her child in his
arms. “I'm your father!” cried he— !
“Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip |
Van Winkle now! Does nobody know
poor Rip Van Winkle?”

All stood amazed, until an old woman, |
tottering out from among the crowd, put |
her hand to her brow, and peering under |
it in his face for a moment, exc aimed:
«Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it
is himself. Welcome home again, old |
neighbor. Why, where have you been |
these twenty long years?”

Rip’s story v«
twenty years huid been to him but as one
night. The neighbors stared when the{
heard it; some were seen to wink at eac!

{
|
|

other, and put their tongues in their |
self important man in |

cheeks; and the
the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was
over, had returned to_the field, screwed
down the corners of hismouth, and shook
his head—upon which there was a gen-
eral shaking of the head throughout the
assemblage.

It was determined, however, to take
the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk,
who was seen slowly advancing up the
road. He was a descendant of the his-
torian of that ni

ing!
[ I %\nvc been trying co

3 soon told, for the whole

ame, who_wrote one of |

«Well, I'm looking for the saw.”—
Philadelphia Record.

Nipped in the Bud.

Miss ‘Chancelor (who is about to give
an entertainment)-—Good afternoon, Mr.

py (who has known her for two

never called)—Good afternoon,

r. How well you are look-

Hope you had a pleasant summer.

hard to find a

chance to call on but—ahem—
ahem—

Miss Chancelor—Oh, of course, I un-
derstand, Mr. Sappy: the weather has
been g0 wretched for the past two years,
has it pot? Good afternoon.—Harper's

azar.

you,

The Popular Craze.
to bosi)—ls your ma in, sonnyi
op; she’s gone to the walkin'

Agent—Big sister?
Boy——Ncﬁ;;g she's there, too. They're
all there, even-down to the cook.

Agent—Why didn’t you go?

Boy—I was left home to tako care of
| the house, I suppose they think the
| house would go to the walking match,
| too, if there wasn't somebody to watch
| it.—Now Vark fo-
|

Agent

Intended of Course for Little Necks.

A new style of collar is called the
Clam. "—Haberdasher.

“

to do at home, and be- |
at the inn door and was reverenced as |

one of the patriarchs of the village and |

events that had taken place during his |

the United States. Rip, in |

Going Down HilL

Little Bobby—Don’t you want to take
me ug to the toboggan slide with you
wﬁe Jay,kl\lr.l.links‘.*

r. Jinks—I never go to any toboggan
slide, Bobby: never even saw a bo%)og-
gan.

Bobby (a trifle nonplussed)—That’s
funny; 1 heard pa say something about

ur going down hill at a furious rate.— |

0]
’g‘exas Siftings.

A Suspicious Wife.

T tted in this way |
to revisit the scenes of his enterprise and |

Rip's daughter took him home |

hee
farmer for a husband, whom Rip reczf- |

seen leaning against the tree, he was em- |

Wife (at hotel)~What ha
doing in that room, John?

Husband (confusedly)—Oh-er-two or
three gentlemen called to see me on busi-
ness, and they were shown in there.
That's the ante-room, my dear.—New
York Sun.

She Forgot Nothing.

Mrs. Anglomaniac (to butlzzl—Mat-
thew, his grace, the duke of tweedledum,
dines and sleeps here to-night. I want
everything in the most correct English
way.

Matthew—Ho, yes, hindeed, mum.

Mrs. Anglomaniac—Serve tea in the
drawing room at 5 and dinner at éight-

ve you been

breakfast to-morrow, and serve cold
game pates from the sideboard.
Matthew—Ho, yes, hindeed, mum.
Mrs. Anglomaniac—And,
that the weather is foggy.
grace to feel entirely at home.
Matthew—Ho, yes, hindeed, mum.—
New York Sun.

Unprofessional.

“If yoa really want to know which of |
you i3 the better man why don’t you |
meet in some room in the presence of |
a fow friends and settle the matter? Why |
not quit blowing and go to fighting?”’ |

«Sir,” replied the great man, with |
lofty scorn, “I am a professional prize i
fighter!”--Chicago Tribune. |

5 - — i
ADVICE TO MOTHERS.

Are you disturbed at night and broken of your
rest by a sick chitd suffering and crying with |
pain of cutting teeth? If 80, send at once and get
a bottle of Mgs. WINSLOW'S éno'm'nq SYRUP FOR |
CriLbrex TreTmING. Its value is incalculable.
It will relieve the peor little sufferer immediately. |
Depend upon it, mothers, there is nomistake about |
it. It cures dysentery and diarrhoea, regulates |
the stomach and boweles, cures wind colie, softens |
the gams, reduces inflammation, and gives tone |
and energy to the whole system. MRrs. WINSLOW’S |
S00THING SYRUP POR CHILDREN TEETHING 18 pleas-
ant to the taste, and is the prescription of one of
the oldest and best female nurses and physicians |
in the ted States, and is for sale by all

druggis?sUirl‘ll\‘cmgbnut the world. Price 23 centsa |
bottle. {
L e
There is a town in Pennsyvania called |
Bruin. How can the people bear to live |
there?
5 IR
A walr.’___ ot
Three days With @ very severe attack of |
diarrheea 'and vomiting. Nothing bene- |
fited me -until my  neighbor, Mrs. Dun-
ning, recommended Dr. TFowlers Kxtract |
of Wild Strawberry, and_rought me a/
half bottle, which she had in her house. |
In three hours the vomiting was stopped,
and I was able tosit up by night. 1|
would not now think of using any other |
medicine.” Columbus Hopkins, Hamil- |
ton, Ont.

e |
Poverty 1s a cure for dysnepsia. Most |
of us take the melicine in advance. |
et -

Constipation, |
is nearly always induced by neglecting |
to keep the bowels regular, andisalsoa |
frequent sequal to dyspepsia or indiges- |
tion. Regulate the stomach and bowels
by using Burdock Blood Bitters, which |
is certain to promptly relieve and miti-
mately cure the worst cases of constipa-
tion.

o

A smart hotel clerk op-town refers to
to his army guests as “ war roomers.’

e
Tried and Proved.

«I have used Dr. Fowler's Extract of‘
Wild Strawberry for summer comp}amt, i
and have proved it, after a fair trial a |
sure cure, both in my own case and‘
others of the family.” Lauratta Wing, |
New Dundee, Waterloo Co., Ont. |

i
|

-~

The fashion papers are all talking now
f the clothes of the year,
e

A Terrible Ten Years.

Mrs. Thomas Acres, of Huntley, Ont.,
suffered all the tortures of liver complaint
for ten years. Four bottles of B. B. B.
entirely cured her, making her like a
new woman again, after other medicines
had failed to relieve her.

|
|
|
{
|
|
|

(o)
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When a switchmen strikes, does he
strike with a switch?

| John, Calling at Eastport
and-thirty o’clock. Have no napkins at i
|
!
Matthew, see |
I want hit |

|

§ ERSROEE LIS

i

Burdock
BLooD
T

WILL CURE OR RELIEVE
DIZZINESS.
ROPSY
FLUTTERING
OF THE HEART,

ACIDITY OF
THE STOMACH,

OF THE SKIN,
species_of disease
dered L. INEY!
A CH, BOWELS oizgfgop. i
Propristors

| T MILBURN & C0. ™"fbmwo.

| HEARTBURN,”
' HEADACHE,

_ STEAMERS.
mational Stamship Co,,
Winter Arrange- |

|

|
3 |
TWO TRIPS A WEEK |
|
|
|

&

AND AFTER MONDAY, Dec. 17th, and |
) until further notice, Steamer CLEOPATRA |
will leave Saint John every MONDAY Morning |
at 8 o’clock (Local) for EASTPORT, and thence
o BOSTON, direct: and the Steamer CUMBER- |
| LAND will leave St. Jobn every THURSDAY |
‘ Morning at 8 o’elock (Local), for Eastport, Port- |
and and Boston. |
) AND_ will |

Returning, the Steamer CUMBERL
leave Boston e\'erﬁMondny moroing for St. John, |

| via Portland and Eastport; and the CLEOPATRA |

| will leave Boston every Thugsday morning for St.

only,

H W.CH ISHOAL,\!

gent,

THE NATIONAL

|
22 Charlotte St. i

N |

Choice P. E. ISLAND and BUCTOUCHE |
OYSTERS served in all Styles and

shelled to order. |

CHOICE LLUNCHES i

Served at all hours. Dinner from 12 till 1‘

2 o’clock. |

CIGAR COUNTER, SHOOTING ]

GALLERY, BILLARD and
POOL TABLES.

Telephone Communication.
TRUSTEE'S NOTICE
.
NOTICE i!.hereblw; given that Thomas E. Borke, |
\ * of the City of Portland, School Teacher, has |
this day made an assignment of his estate to the i
undersigned trustee, in trust for the benefit of his |
creditors, who may exccute the Trust Deed with- |
in three months from this date. The Trust Deed
now lies at the office of Currey & Vincent, Chubb’s |
rner, St. John, rristers: for inspection and |
execution. No g:aferencea |
Dated November 14th, A. D,
JOHN

CUBRREY & VINCENT,
Solicitors.

A. B. SMALLEY,

WATOHMAKER and JEWELLER

eoTEy

i

|

N,

., 1888,
L. CARLE
Trustee.

Saint John, N. B.
EDWARD F.LAW
Watchmaker and Jeweller.

For Thirteen “years Watchmaker at the late |
SHEFFIELD HOUSE.

A full line of

CLOCKS, WATCHES, and JEWELLRY, |

at reasonable prices.

No 3 Coburg Street (near Union). ,
Saint John, N. B.

)|

NOTICE.
The New Brunswick Coffin |
and Casket Factory, 167 |
and 169Brussels 8t.,

i eeps a large stock of Coffins and Caskets |
on hand to select from, also, I have
lately added Children’s Enameled
White Caskets finely finished.

Price List on.application.
W. WA . SON.
P. 8,—Sole manutacturer of the

Double Washboard.

We have been running extra time to]

supply the demand for this article. |
wWow. |

R. & F. 8. FINLEY,

DEALERS IN
Crushed Corn and Oats,

|
|
l

Yo
Whooping cough, croup, sore throat
| sudden colds, and the lung troubles pecu-
lar to children, are easily controlled by
promptly administering Ayer's Cherry
Pectoral. This remedy. is safe to take,
certain in its action, and adapted to all
constitutions.
R g ’

We all get the wives that were intend-
ed for us says a social philosopher. He
will allow us to remark, however, that
the man who elopes with another man’s
wife gets the wife that wasn’t intended
for him.

e
A Plnin Statement.

All poisonous waste, and wern ou
natter ought to escape from the system
through the secretions of the bowels,
kidneys and skin. B. B. B. cleanses,
opens and regulates these natural outlets
for the removal of disease.

e
Sister Portia Owen was the subject of
an address by James Farmer to the chil-
dren of Welchpool, Campobello, on the
28th ult.
oo

A Severe Attack.

Miss Bella Elliot, of Pontypool, Ont.,
writes—“My brother and 1 were both
taken ill with a -~ severe attack _of
diarrhoea, having tried other remedies,
we tried Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry, which gave immediate re-
lief.

RN e
Messrs. Chaudler & Co. are pushing
the construction of the Springhill and
| Oxford railway. The track is laid with-
| in one mile of Oxford.
s PUPRE

When the blood is impure, thick, and
sluggzish, or thin and improvished, there
can be no health. Withthese conditions
all the functions of the body are impair-
ed, and the result is.a variety o
| ous complications. The
| Ayer's Sarsaparilla.

Buckwheat Meal, Flour,
Oats, Feed, Corn Meal,
Oat Weal and General
Giroceries.

No. 12 and 16 SIDNEY STREET.

N,

S. R. FOSTER & 8O

MANUFACTURERS OF

Cut Nails & Cut Spikes, Tacks,
Brads,

FINISHING NAILS;

! Shoe and Humgarian Nuils, &e.
Office, Warehouse and Manufactory:

GEORGES STREET, - - ST. JOHN, N. B.

|
ISR

i
|

'E. LEONARD & SONS
|gteam Engines and Boilers
for all purpcses.
| WOODWORKING MASHINERY, TUR-

| BINE WHEELS.
Dodge Wood Pulleys ete.

\

IVTERCOLONIAL

| Trains will Leave 8t. John

| EXPRESS FOR %ussux,

| Bxpress, and on Monday, Wed
|\ Sleeping Car will be uttnehed“:gdﬁ‘t;l:?tgn.

Trai

i larLwarv Orrio

i
o

| LEAVE ST.

B

RALLWAY

1888 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1889.

N{;‘nd x‘ufte'r llf)htThl}A{‘ilNovenber 26th,
e trains ol is i i
(Sunday excepted) as follows::“y Wil i aaly

SXPRESS FOR

or HaLn & Quesxe...
A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18.00 traim

| to Halifax.

On Tuesday, Thursd

. and Sat i
>ar for Montreal will PR g et

e attached to the Quebes
dey

Exprrss rroM Su:
ACCOMMODATION .
Oy Express...

All Traine are run by Eastern Standard Time.
D. POTTINGER,
. Chief Superindendent,
Moncton, N. B., November 20th, 1888,

|
\ E

New Braswick hailway Go'y.

(ALL RAIL LINE.)

AHRANGEMEN’[‘ OF TRAINS: in effect
Jan. Tth, 1889, Leaves St. John Tnter-
colonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.

8.40 a. m—Express for Bangor, Portlan

E ; 1, Boston
n‘l‘nda points we&t;ll;tzr Fredericton, St. Andrews,

St. » Presque
Isle, Grand Falls and Ed dston.
Buffet Parlor Cnr?‘c')\r Bnn?:: Bie T MISe

3.35 p.m—For Fredoricton and intermediate points.
8.20 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—F Blng s
ﬁurtlmd, Boston, and ;oin{s ;en‘:;lllou}m;,
sle, I-

¥oodstock. St. Stepuen, Presque
man Sleeping Car for Bangor. 2

ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.

5.45 a.m—(Execept Monday Morning)—From Bun~
gor, | onlnfed,lBosto‘nv lgd y‘ointu west, St.

P 1

and Edmundston. Eindag Lne

10.60 n:mbn—From Fredericton and intermediate
oints.

4.00 p.m—From Bangor, Portland, Boston and
oints west, Fredericton. St, Andrews, St.
Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Presque Isle
and Grand Falls.

LEAVE CARLETON.

8.25 a.m—For Fairville, Bangor aud points west
Fredericton,St. Stephen,Ste Andrews, Houlton
and Woodstock and points west.

3.20 p.m—For Fairville, Fredericton. and inter-
mediate ponts.

ARRIVE AT CARLETON.

10.10 a.m—From Fairville, Fredericton &e.
4.10 p.m—From Fairville and points west.

H. D. McLEOD, F. W.CRAM,
Supt. Southern Division. Ger. Manager
A. J. HEATH, Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent.

5

e s oy 3
.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

ON AND AFTER MONDAY, Dec. 31, Traine
will run daily (Sundays excepted), as follows;—
JOHN ut 7.24 a. m., and Carleton at
m., for St. George, St. en, and in-
mediate points, arriving in St. George at

E. m.; St. Stephen at 12.25 p. m.

8t. Stephen at A.15 a. m.; 8t. George at
10.22 a. m.: arnving in Carletoa at 12.57 p. m.; &t
John at 1.12 p, m.

Freight, up to 500 or 600 1bg.—not large in_bulk
—will be received by Jaxgs MouLsox, 40 Wuter
Street, up to 5 p. m.; all larger weights and bulky
freight must be delivered at the Warehonse,
Carioton, before 6 p. m.

Baggage will be received and delivered at
MovuLsox’s, Water Street, where a trackman will
be in attendance, %

H. LAWRANCE STURDEE, Recciver
. W. HOLT, Superindendent.
t. John, N.

Dee.
W. M. CALDWELL, M. D,
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON.

Office and Residence
LANCASTER ROAD,
Fairville.

7.45 8. m.,

) 1

G T WHITENECT,

157 Brussels Street.

HOUSE, SHIP, SIGN, AND
DECORATIVE PAINTER.

Paper Hanging, Gilding, Whitewashing,
Kalsomning, Glazing, Ete.

Telephone Communication with all the Leading
ouse:

McLEOD'S TONIC COUGH CURE.
MORE TETI MONY.

Haxover Sr., St. Jony, Oct. 20, 1888.
Mg. McLeop.

Your TONIC COUGH CURE has given
me great relief. The severe attacks of
COUGHING and ASTHMA, to which 1
have long been subject, most invariably
guccumb to two or three doses of your
cure. 1 cheerfully recommend it to all
persons afflicted with severe coughs.

Yours truly, :
MARY THOMPSON.

SOLD BY
S McDATRMID,

Corner King and Germain Streets.

SAINT JOHN OYSTER HOUSE.
No, 5 KING SQUARE (North Side).
Christmas Oysters, Valley Cider,
Lambs Tongues, Pigs Feet.
Delivered to any part of the city and
Portland free.

Telephone orders promptly filled.

Fami'y trade solicited.
Satisfaction Guaranteed

CifAS. H. JACKSON,

| GHOICE PERFUMES

Just received a full assortment
Iy
Lubins, Atkinson's, Gosnells Eot,
in small bottles.
—ALSO—
A complete stock of first quality of

PERFUMES IN BULK.

SAW AND PLANING MILL
| outfits furnished.

| New and Second hand Machinery
in stock.

f danger- | g2 yater St., - St. John, N. B.
best remedy is |

| GEORGE H. EVANS, Representative.

Prices low.

'WILLIAMB. McVEY
CHEMIST,

185 Union St., St. Johu, N. B.




