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A Spring Shower.

s
BY MISS PERRAULT.

Down the drops come, tinkle, tinkle,
With a sudden dash and u{rmkle,
Though as blue ag periwinkle

as the sky.

“‘Some mysterious hokus pokus,
Knocked about us and awoke us,”
Cries a little yellow crocus,

With a sigh.

There’s a roaring! there’s a clatter]'
There’s a smoky clash and spatter
Of the dust, as comes the patter

Of the drops.

Such a drencher, such a pelter,
Isit! yet when, helfer-skelter.

Everything has found a shelter,
g Then—it stovs.

SHIRLEY CARSTONE.

By ELIZA ARCHARD.

[Copyrighted by the American Press Association.]
<R [CONTINUED.]

" She bad in her nature that inexplicable,
wonderful human sympathy which unlocked
all hearts, young and old, which drew them

and held them bound to nvr forever. It was
magical, because it was genuine. Young and
old instinctively went to her as to aconfes-
sional, and told her their sorrows and their
sins.

It may have been because the undercurrent
of her thought still ran on the poem she was
to have writtenso long ago; it may liave been
because of the suffering and nbeds. she saw

nd learned of during those bitter years of

. ience, but Shirley became above all a

messenger of good to women. Her heart
went out above all to the toilers of 'her own
sex.
‘Women far and near, the aspiring and am-
bitious, the sick, the weary, the starving and
the heart sore, those who had broken their
wings against the solid walls that shut in a
woman’s life, these came to her, and they
poured out all their hearts to her, and be-
sought her to tell them what they might do.

As she grew older, and her vision gradually
took in all the round horizon of experience,
many things were clear to her that had been
dark before. It became clear to her ‘that,
limited only by the moral laws, freedom of
will is the greatest good for huranity, man
and woman alike,

She taught: them to reverence nothing
merely because it is old.

She taught them to look into the heart of
things, and: ask: Are. courage, will, intel-

the 1 to achieve, quali-

ties that beldng only to.men? - :

. 8he painted out to;them that the personal
feelings and erhotions of ‘man or woman count
for very little in the destiny of the race.
Greater than mans nature -or ‘'woman's na-
ture is'human nature, underlying all, holding
all inits grasp. 8he showed. them how ab-
surd anatomical and. physiological supersti-
tions .con ; woman’s mind and ' body

" children, home, all that men

«Hirhas he is, distingui he is, he | Still with the look of ineffable love and joy.
;e / s | Her face was the face of an angel.

shall be proud of me¢” |
It was like the sunset sun: bursting glori- |
ously through a mountain of cloud.
* * * * W *
Meantime, a thousand: milesaway, a man
impatiently awaited the creepi my the slow
footed days. He could )

mail brought him
himself to read it wh
it-with unsteady hands, I
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Come! Only that one word.

How he would gather her to his heart and
hold her there forever! Her weak woman's
arms had upborne so much, and so long.
Now his strong man’s hands would hold hers,
and strengthen them and steady them the
rest of the way. He would care for her as
no husband ever cared for wife before, be-
cause she had suffered so much. One of his
first-thoughts, too, was for the poem.” Above
all, she should write her poem at last. He
would uphold her and encourage her while
she wrote. No more weariness or self sacrifice
for her, no more sorrow or loneliness for
either, Light had broken for them both.

He hastened to begone. At the moment of
starting an unexpected businegs matter held
him ‘back till next day. He swallowed his
impatience, and waited. Another letter from
8hirley in the morning. He opened it and
was stunned to read:

“There is great news for you. I have
found your sons.”

The rest of the letter left no doubt of the

truth. Every point of information was supe
?lied, even to mention of the turquoise ring.
t was one he had given to Myra in the days
of their brief, foolish courtship. The unfortu-
nate woman had a passion for jewels, which
clung to. her ‘even in her c condition.
g‘oﬂmd doubt, then, she bad removed the
“children and her jewel box from the house
before she fired it. The burglar, Erowh’.n
there in the midnight, had taken both. It
was the ring which sealed the foolish engager
ment that at last made it possible to trace the

0, not a link was missing from this strange
story. Shirley did not say where his boys
were, -however. She merely told him she
knew where they were. Boys? Why, they
must be men long since.

AST settled himself in the train he was
half dazed with dwnﬂe and joy. He, the
ess - amo: men—wife,
old “dearest,
were to be his at last. ;Ina strange, happy
dream hé turned his face once more toward
Linwood. But most of all he hugged to his
heart the letter that contained only the one
golden word:
“Come!”

lonely and  kin

CHAPTER XXIV.
AT LAST!

“Robert,” said Shirley, “how would it be if
I knew your father?”

“And if you did, Shirley? If he wasa man
whom I could not be proud of, I would thank
you to leave his name unrevealed. Since my
ancestry is not what I thought it, let it go.
I shall néver seek to traceit out. - It mightn't
‘be pleasant, you know.” /
. “How would it: beif your father was an
American#”

“I.shouldn’t: mind that now, But.if he
wasn’t a gentleman? No, no, don’t tell me,
Shirley.”

-~ “But how would it be if he was a gentle-

more.
When she gets better Prh going to take her | §
‘away, across the water to England with

swallowed up in one supreme fear. She who
had never beenill in her life lay faint and
low and well nigh breathless.

Shirley, the well beloved. Once more, even

as when Col. Carstone was stricken, a throng
pressed about the doors of the stone house:
Men and women and little children, the poor
and the lowly and the weak, came to the
stone house and went away weeping and say-
ing:

the self-indulgent and light of thought, flung
herself down and wept most bitterly of all.

passed the music of the- poem which Shirley
bad never written, fine-run tucks, also forming deep cuffs,
to which full sleeves are sewed.

crept with awe stricken faces to thie room with
the western windows, out of which Shirley h
had gazed so often and so wearily, and longed
to fly away and follow the sun in his flight.
Shirley knew them all. The clear, great
brain never lost itself. Butf most of all her
eyes turned wearily toward the sky where
the western sun was going down. Clouds of g
gold and purple, of crimson and opal lay all
along the way, like unto the opening of the d
gates of the celestial city.

ones. Her glance wandered a moment, then
fixed itself on a little locked ebouly box, of
quaint, antique workmanship. It had been
her father’s.

moray. She spoke faintly and with diffi-
cul'y.

master,

grief that not all hig long years of profes-
sional training could contrpl., The Presby-
terian minister ‘was there. He wasvery aged
now, gnd trembling and shadow like. He was

Then her eyes closed, her fingers slipped

! away and fell across her breast, her breath | picture: It shows you a splendidly beautiful
came in quick gasps. Both men, father and
son, sprang toward her. An unearthly fear
compressed the master’s heart.

“Good God!” said he, “she is ilL.”
She opened her eyes and smiled faintly

back at him. Then she rallied and came to | ©
herself again. She lay there, with her cheek

aguinst his hand, and the look of a great,
sweet content in her face. Indecd, it was the painted.
face of one who had not an earthly wish left | of silver laurel leaves.

to be gratified.

“Yes,” said Robert, “Shirley is not well. | b
“She 1s a saint and a martyr, if there ever
was one on earth, But_she shan’t work any
I shall work for her from this on.

Brownie and me. Bhirley is ours, now.”
“No,” said his father, “Shirley is mine,”
But in the morning all these thoughts were | It

A change had indeed come to Shirley.
Love, tender care, rest, hope, the brightest

‘Word went abroad that Shirley was dying.

“We are losing our best friend!”
Within its walls Brownie, the wayward, |d

Into the blameless, marvelous: life had

One by one the friends who were the nearest

She turned her eyes back upon her dear

Bhe gave it ‘into the hands of Philip Du-

“There are some papers,” she said to the
The old doctor was beside her, dumb witha

women and t0
him$

face, full of inspiration and power, with a
look of unfathomable melancholy lingering in
the eyes. They draw you with a strange, re-
sistless magnetism, these dark gray eyes; they
follow you and look into yours, whichever
way you turn, like those of a portrait by the

would say it is an i
know.

Linwood villagers placed on the poet girl’s

inspiration is returning.
clear hints that into the new life which was |.

the old time knew., When these are fully
revealed the poem will be written.

never lived. Her thoughts are working in
mi
:Eﬁ.f)ng many a destiny.

revelation will be. - The kingly woman of
hopes, all had come at last. Had they come | Shirley’s fancy, strong and shining

too late? the brin,

ect
on earth,

moire antique and a little braid on the
corsage is the choice for white summer

mer. “Thosc of white India silk have in-
sertions of Valenciennes or guipure set
in the skirt and in the corsage

sagé of gilt orsteel galloon, or of hoth to-
gether, or else they have the new em-
breidery which is done in straw braid.
At one of the big dry-goods shops are

Jn gray braid, There is

from the braided wicths are cut the
jacket fronts and the collar and cuffs.

wool and crepons with wool and linen or
sizk finely wrought in silk dots come in
“Bring that,” she said-to Harry. pink, Suede, almond and pale blue shades

- and in the darker green, brown and gray
tints for street dresses.
| are made up charmingly with China silk.
4s, for example, a pretty gown has a
skirt of white

the short draperies being of gray-blue
crepeline. The bodice of cre
loose jacket front, 'the loose Fedora vest

is there Iike
In Rebert Dumoray’s house you will see a

1d Venetian, Theg haunt you forever. You
eal head if you did not

It is the portrait of Shirley, the one Alice
bove the picture hangs a wreath
It is the crown the

ead when she was 16.
There are signs of late though that tho lost
There are faint yet

iven her from the grave itself will come
reams and visions sweeter, grander than any

Then too, where she so nearly failed through
er heroic unselfishness, others will win.
Even now it is not as though Shirley had

any brains, her streag, rianing words are
et again there
be brave women who succeed.  The new

and free,

of good ti , the herald of the

%go the race, will yet be realized
ubt it not. -

THE END. AL |

Fashion Notes.

White blond-lace made over white

inner gowns.
Dinner dresses are made short for sum-

etween

White camel's-hair or crepeline dresses
ave. very slight trimmings on the cor-

retty cream-colored flannels that have
eep widths for the lower skirt braided
lain for the
raperies and the back of the bodice, but

Artistic crepelines of finely erinkled

These crepelines

ina silk which has little
: J':blue flower figure upon it. ' This is
id in very fine, loose plaits to the knee,

line has
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|GAZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5.
It has been the aim of the publisher of THE GA-
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man, & man of power, and name, and genius, | her fajthful friend. For-twenty -years they | of the silk. while the plain, close sleeves

cerning
bave been  taught by medical men through
shoary centuries.. They stand only because no
‘woman contradicts them.

Qut of the strength drawn from the bitter
cup she herself had drained, though they
knew it not, she was ablé to tell them that the
individual happiness'or unhappiness is a piti-
fully small thing. ‘That the road to wise con-
tent ‘was to lose sight of their own emotions
and sorrows'in  the culture of the mind, in
b buman inferests. Then suffering will'
no longer be the lot of woman,

. 8he .bade them, flinging away as far as
may be; their personal hopes, fears and dis-
appointments, to keep step with the grand
music of the onward cycles of time,

She told them to see to it that they did not
lie like clods to be trodden under foot,or
shoved-out of the way, but that themselves
be up and working for the progréess of
womankind towards the light—womankind,
the laggard half of the human race. For,
- greater than passion and ' gratified" petty am-
bition, yes)greater than love! even, greater
n all, is this march of humanity into the

light. 53

Further, as they would find peace for their
souls, she bade them neverlose sight of re-
solve, never' cease - to will \and ‘to aspire.
Every steadfast effort that a woman makes,
every striving of the individual to become
freer and stronger, even through disappoint-
ment, sickness and ess, brings a mo-
ment nearer the good time which is surely
coming for the sex. The woman’s day is at
band. It will be a brighter, happier day than
the ages have yet disclosed. She told them
to be sure of that. = She told them of her ewn
unaltérable’ faith that thus the centuries to
come would develop a strong and splendid
race of women, fit mates for the kingsamong
men.

8o she talked with them till their hearts
burned within them. Her voice had a note
like a trumpet ring. From that day on there
‘was for them no more despair, no more look-
ing backward. Like her they set their faces
forward and pressed on. Women came to
ber with tears in their eyes, they sent mes-
sages. from half’ round the world, thanking
her and blessing her for all she had been to
them.

Shirley the Paet became Shirley the In-
spirer, the Comforter.

In giving happiness to others she lost her-
self dnd ceased to think of heér own sorrows
and disappointments. So she found at last,
in a measure, happiness for herself.

Sife had somewhat of reward, the sweetest,
hi reward that can”fall to mortal lot.
And yet—all that she had done and wrought
for others could not be accomplished without
some straining at thesilver cord.

“To him that overcometh all things shall
be given,” was said of old. Shirley had over+
come; yet little had been granted her. It was
her nature to give out'always more than she
received. So at last she began to be exhausted.
That was the pity of it. A sense of weariness
oppressed her, a_distaste for even the daily
tasks she Jiked best. - She said to herself once
more ti e must have change. Her life

out.
Alns, alas! It'wasthe hélmet of iron press-
ing upon the golden hair. The iron pressed
at - npon‘the golfen he:rt, taoo&

*
One day, while she thus s‘ilghed for change,
Shirley got a letter. It said:
“My wife is dead. May I come?
“DUMORAY.”

Onece more, past youth as she was, her heart
gave a wild bound. She covered her face
with her hands, as had been her wont in her
childhooa when powerfully excited. Then
she laughed at herself in scorn, then she was
vexed at her folly. After all, wasit still only
the same uncontrolled, passionate spirit of
old? Was this all she had learned in these
years of hard discipliner .

She shook her head impatiently, saying to
herself: i

“Shirley Carstone, you are an idiot.”

Be sure the gray twilight is full of sweet
thoughts for her that night. The forlorn
wings would be free to fly at last. Was the
light coming even to her? Were , oy,
love to be hers too, even after all these years?

It seemed too good to be true. But there
was his letter. It was true. Yet even in
that moment the supreme dream of her life
flitted across her happified vision. The poem,
the poem! She would indeed write it now.
The toiling for others, the weary occupation
at tasks she disliked—that was over at last, at
iast! Nothing wo ! lcumne hetween her and
Ler hope:

Once

nriG

, she thought of
ke in his pupil’s

! across
1€

"place of ladyhood and gentlemanhood. If

one whom his countrymen hold high in {twohad been brave comirades in good works.
Was he to be left alone now?

honor.”

“That would make a difference, Shirley, I
confess it. I shouldn’t mind it if my parents
had been poor. I despise the vulgar wealth
which in your-country sets itself upin the

my father was merely one of these vulgar
rich, then: don’t-mention his name. But if
he is what you say! Tell me, Shirley, who is
my father?’

‘‘He is & man you have seen.”

“You.don’t teil me!”

“Youasked me once if I knew him. I said
I had met him. I did not tell you he was one
of my earliest friends.”

““Now that is interesting.”

.““Robert, you are happy indeed. It is &
pity we eouldn’t have the choosing of our
own fathers. Talwayssaidit. If we could,
we'd all be happier and better looking. But
if you had the thbosing of both your father
and your foster father, you couldn’t possibly
have done better for yourself than fate did
for you, Both are men for any boy alive to
be proud of. Robert, your father is Philip
Dumoray.”

At this the young man, who prided himself
on controlling his emotions, walked once
across the room and back. Then he stopped
and remarked merely:

¥You don’t tell me!”

“I have written him,” continued Shirley.
“He will be here to-morrow.”

The young man meditated. Then hesaid,
kindly and condescendingly: 8

“On the whole, I think I'll acknowled
him.”

® » » * * *

Miss'Simpkins was veryill. A messenger
came to say that it was the one desire of her
beart to see Shirley. Faithful as always,
forgetful of herself, remembering others,
Shirley went. It was a gray, chilly after-
noon. She who had been a ministering angel
to so many, shivered from head to foot as she
crossed the threshold of home again, passing
out of the cold and darkness into the warmth
and light.

When Shirley came home, Miss Simpkins
was dead. Her last 1ook had been turned to
Shirley’s face; she passed. into the eternal
silence holding Shirley’s hand. It seemed to
comfort her. -, But Shirley was unduly shaken.
The years of tensely strained life had worn on
the fine strong organization more than ap-

She was cold all through, and could not
get warm. The glazing eyes of the dying
woman seemed to follow her, and fix them-
selves upon hers, turn which way she would.
It was a foolish, nervous impression, but she
could not shake it off. Presently, her teeth:
chattered, and she shook all over. She was
ina chill. She sighed and said: ;

“Iam cold and tired. I am all gone to
piw"

Next morning she had a fever. But it oc-
curred to nobody that Shirley was seriously
ill, and needed looking after. It had always
been Shirley who looked after the rest.

In the aftgrnoon, Philip Dumoray came.

Master and pupil were together at last,
with none to come between!

When he came, Shirley lay languidly
across by the fire, upon one of the low
couches where her mother had spent years
of ornamental invalidism.

It happened that none were by to question
the strangencss of his sudden arrival. He
lifted Shirley in his arms without a word,
and held herin a mighty embrace. Only
death could take her from him now?

But of that hour of -meeting, no record
more than this will ever be made.

After a time she slipped softly from his
grasp and lay back again upon her mother’s
low couch. Her hand was clasped in his, a
smile of gladness hovered about her eyes and
mouth.

The door opened, and Robert Dumoray
came and stood beside them. Shirley turned
from one to the other with the sweet, bright
look in her face. She had never looked so
beautiful, both of them thought.

“You have seen Robert,” she said to the
master. “He is the dearest to me of all the
brothers, and he is your son.”

She undid her fingers from the master’s
clasp, and took Robert’s haid and laid it
softdy where hers had been. o they stood
with clasped hands, father and son. Shirley
1aid her own hot, quivering hand upon tleir
two, her eves turned upward to t' e

shining 'bair as it lay loose across the pillow,’
they rested in bé
head. Unconsciously he murmured the
ing of braveold John Bunyan:

on<upon her d

- | figures for combining with plain copper

THE MINISTER'S BLESSING.

“ “The king whom you love and serve make
yoilxl1 as your ather, l?.nd bring you where he
1s

Shirley seamed to be thinking of something
else. She spoke presently, but only those
nearest her She
was looking at Philip Dumoray.
i

ave my poem. on’t you
what I have written, and ‘tell me what you
think of it to-morrow—when I am not so

y

“She thinks you are Mr. Morrison,” said
in a choking voice. “She had a teacler
of that name once, long ago
very much attached to him.  Let her think
r. Dumoray. It pleases her.”

t he, the man who stood there with
breaking heart, watchin
lest his last,

Harry

80

Bu
with an awful fear
fairest earthly hope drift away
from him' out upon the ocean of eternity—he
knew better.

Her eyes turned once more to the sinkin,
sun: Hver lips moved again, but those abou
her heard no sound. Tbe master bent lower,
ply- he might catcha woi-ld. She see:lied

s % likenid

il th | amidst quantities of foliage, or else cream

to be repeating
tense ear.

heard her murmur a {:
of verse.. He knew afterward that it was
from her nnfinished poem, the last two lines
she had written,

Her last earthly thought seemed to be for
which was not written.
int, fluttering breath, was it indeed

The master fell upon his knees and buried

the

his face in the pillows beside her face. One
mighty sob broke from himas if his heart
was bursting. He lifted his head and said

“Would God I had died for thee!”

Whatever might have been, was it never to
be? Whatever she had borne so long in
silence, of disappointed hope, of heartache, of
pain and weariness, of sacrifice, yea, of mar-
tyrdom, was it over now?

—————— y
CHAPTER XXV. d
ADDENDUM. :

After all Shirley did not die. Thank God
for that!

The beautiful spirit touched the border,
yea, even looked through the portal into the
beyond. Dut the love and outstretched, b
clinging arms of hundreds of praying souls
brought it back to earth again.

Shirley came back as one from the dead.
In June, when the bluegrass on the lawn
was brightest and the roses reveled in their
richest bloom, she was married to Philip
Dumoray. A long journey followed. They | a
sailed to isles of far southern seas, to lands of

it is always morning.

Shirley has not yet quite recovered. The
break down of her strength was %oo com-
plete.. And the poem is not yet written.
She speaks of it sometimes, and then the mas-
ter says:

“Shirley, dear, your life is a poem. You
or any other could have written none greater
than that.”

The master will pass into history as one of
the great men of his day. He stands among
men a knight without fear and without re-
proach. Wise through suffering, tolerant to I
all weakness but his own, strong as a lion
yet gentle and chivalrous and kindly to all
innnkind, texder and helpful to the weak. to

to a cancer doctors’s operation when she
tried Burdock Blood Bitters, which effect-
ed a radieal cure. This medicine cures
brokenly: all blood diseases.

looking over a New Jersey paper, “that
Overdraft, the banker, is dead. He was

the American’s eyes.

that I have in this world I owe to that
man.

cures of deafness made by the use of
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil, the great house-
hold remedy for all pain, Inflammation

matism, Sore Throat and Croup, and is.
palm trees and paradise birds, lands where | useful internally and externally for all
pains and injuries.

and a half at a cat and a half under his
window and a half every night and a
half, how many will he kill in a week
and a half?

had three fingers frozen.

tried it with good results,
lain, Montreal, P, Q.

fare at the wrist and ‘display a full un-
der-sleeve of silk gathered into a cuff.

All the canvas stuffs are again import-
ed, some been given new effects by hav-
ing Paisley borders like those on the
broche shawls of that name. These come
algo on fine camel’s-hair for choice wool
dresses. Sometimes. the borderis only
an inch wide, but in other cases it is
deg{ enough to coyer all the lower skirt
of the gown 'and to make the small man-|.
tléor shouls worn with it.. There
are also Paisley cambrics of large broche

or ¥, or reseda wools for long cloaks
for driving or evening wraps.

The . newest decollete corsages from
Paris are apt to make one stare at first,
being nothing more tham mere corselets
with ‘a paif of straps. But in reality
they are n-t asbad as they look, for with
them comes a mass of tulic or gilk gauze
which renders them perfcctly modest
and proper. This gauze is draped over
the shoulders like a Marie Antonnette
fichu, and then the litte apology for a
bodice is put on, the drapery taking the
place of the upper partof the corsage and
the deep waistband and straps hold it in
place. Sometimes this tulle is spangled
with gold, steel or copper, and a g.ncy is
to have it of different hue from the dress;
a8, for example, an apple-green gown has
the tulle of pale rose; a blue one has
gauu of gold color, and & black gown is

nished with tulle the shade of a poppy.

Bonnets are now made of a light trellis
of silk-covered wire, and have no lining,
being covered entirely with small roses
mignonette, forget-me-nots, buttercup’
or daisies. Hats areZenormous, usually
of Leghorn, without facing in the flexi-
ble' brim, which is bent info gny shape
that -best suits the face of the wearer.
These are often trimmed with a cluster
of short, thickly carled yellow and white
ostrich tips, and wound about with two
or three yards of pale-yellow tulle, which
is crossed at the back and tied under the
chin in a huge bow. They are charm-
ingly bocomion& to dark, vivid-colored
brunettes. ers are adorned with
masses of white chrysanthemums, set

colored, half-blown roses, with many
loose and very natural-looking leaves.

A Lucky Eseape,
Mrs. Cyrus Kilborne, of Beamsyville,

Ont., had what was theught to be a can-
cer on her nose, and was about to-submit

G

“I gee,” remarked the Duke of Toronto,

our friend, was he not?” added the
uke, kindly, seeing the tears gather in
“Yee,” said the exile, “he was. All
I was his cashier.”
“Let’s go and liquidate,” said the dule,
reaking the long silence.

. . . - &W
From time to time we will publish short articles on

early History of the Province, with particular reference
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity.

SPECIAL ARTICLES.

Every issue will contain at least two special articles

dealing with some subject of timely interest. The con-
tributors to this department will be selected with a view
of obtaining those possessing the best
the work.

qualifications for

FOR WOMEN.

We will devote a considerable space each week to

the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler
Sex.

SERIAL STORIES.

Each number will contain an instalment of a Serial

Story by an author of reputation.

COMPLETE STORIES.

Arrangements have been effected by which an

interesting complete story is assured for each issue.

SPORTINC.

We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget

of the latest news of the different field sports.

NEWS SUMMARY.

Every week from this date we will furnish our

readers with a complete condensed repert of the news
of the week from all points. ¢

IN CENERAL.

Besrdes the features above outlined the publishers

of The Gazette are making arrangements for the in-

- troduction of several new departments, announcements

A Cure For Deafness.
There have been many remarkable

nd Soreness. Ysllow Oil cures Rheu-

>l

If a man and a han throws a bootjack

The Cold Dip.
Duyring the recent cold weather here I
We had some

Iagyard’s Yellow Oil in the house and I
Wm, Mack-

of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are -
completed. We intend to widen the field of The Gazette
so that it will be the best and most complete family
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this
community. :

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve-

ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely |
endorsed by the public of Saint John and the Province'
at large. The improvements in contemplation will
necessitate a larzely iner
large ad? " icte an

flay, and we expect
rence.




