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THE THREE "“ROCKERS.”

‘““Three rockers together, a-rockin’ slow,

On the east piazzer, all in er row;
Where are the folks, yer want ter know?

mT  but the wind sighs low.
| “The ol bouse is gray with westher an' time,

The well cur® is m‘ green with slime,
Winders rattle an end rhyme;

Nobody's here, but the cheers rock slow.

It afn't Very long sence all in er row

Three sisters sat rockin® here to and fro,
Knittin®, tin® from heel to toe,

“Royal Hotel,

T.F.RAYMOND, Prop'r

: SAINT JOHN, N. B.

Victoria Hotel
(Formerly Waverley.)

1 to 87 KING STREET,

§T. JOHN, N. B.
D. W. McCORMICK, Prop’r.’

 CONTINENTAL HOTEL!

(LATE ROYAL,)

King Square, St. John, N. B,
. g0 m&‘wzﬂ prietor,

Thoronﬁkly renoyated and furnished. First-
«¢lase in all its intments. -
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American Express Co.

Sor allpoints in the Eastern and Southern States.
Branch offices in Summerside and Charlotte-
& klls‘.mmlut.n Express forw:
eceived weekly.
re or Goods in Bond Emptly
attended to and forwarded with despatch.
Special rates for Large Consignments and fur-
‘ther information on application to

AMES CE, J, R. STONE,
* Snumndone. : Agent.

TOLET.

Shop, No. 9 Canterbury St,
Lately Oceupied by
R. WELCH, as a Custom Tailor.
e i -Alao—- P
SHOP, 161 BRUSSELS 8T,
‘Sutable for a Jobbing Blacksmith or Horse Shoe-
ing. Immediate possession given. Rent
Tow. Apply to
A. G. BOWES & CO,,

. No. 21 Canterbury St.
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Refreshment Department, House ong,
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i 1d.
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'I.;%.%:f D\gau. Qﬂnlite Superieure, qts., pts. and
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‘Together with a well assorted. stock of other goods
W%‘l:h fre: confidently recommend to those re-
-quiring a pure article as being the finest brands
smported. F

HAVANA CIGARS,

‘M. A. FINN.
N, DAFORESY & HARCH

‘having secured the :;r‘vioe&of a Superior
e tter, : :

M WM. CHRISTIE,
.of Glasgow, Scotland, who has had ex-
perience in the Old Country as well as .

in the United States, are now
prepared to turn out

First-Class Work

h"the Branches of

TAIL ORING.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.

No. 42 King Street,
ST. JOHN, N. B

[T WILL PAY YOU

&
¥
.‘

To have your CLOTHES CLEANED snd DYED
at the St. John Dye Works.

\.C.E.BRACKETT & CO.

94 PRINCESS STREET.

‘Watchin' the bay where sails come and go. -
 arfter day,

“But while they watched Mandy whitened and
And Mercy into strange silences sank,

' And Marthy, she looked old and lank:

‘When will Joe come?’ an’ they rocked more slow.

‘“Then ther come er day when an empty cheer
Moved soft in the wind by the sister pair;

A year more parssed, and Mercy there

Sat ‘) hin® two idle r

“Three rockers together, a-rockin’ slow,
Not a soul in ther place to make 'em go;
Folks are dead, if yer want ter know,
An’ the lonesome sea is rockin’ Joe!™
—W. H. Winslow in Youth's Companion.

THE OLD ROOFTREE.

“Hello, Jim! Where have you been
lately?’’ shouted a broker the other even-
ing to a pprtly, finely dressed man in the

‘corridor of the St. James. The gentle-

man stopped, shook hands with his friend,
and replied, *‘I've been home to see my
old father and mother, the first time in
sixteen years, and,I tell you, old man, I
wouldn’t have missed that visitfor all my
fortune.’’

“Kinder good to visit your boyhood
home, eh?”’

“You bet.- Sit down. I was just think-
ing about the old folks, and feel talkative.
If you have a few moments to spare, sit
down, light a cigar, and listen to a story
of a rich man who had almost forgotten
his father and mother.”

They sat down, and the man told his

ry.

“How I came to visit my home hap-
pened in a curious way. Six weeks ago I
went down to Fire Island fishing. 1had
‘s Junch put up at Crook & Nash’s, and
you can imagine my astonishment when I
opened the hamper to find a package of
crackeérs wrapped up in a piece of news-
paper. That newspaper was the little
patent inside country weekly published at
my home in Wisconsin. I read every
word of it, advertisements and all. There
was George Kellogg, who was a school-
mate of mine, advertising hams and salt
pork, and another boy was postmaster.
By George! it made me homesick, and I
determined then and there to go home,
and go home I did.

“‘In the first place I must tell you how
I came to New York. I had a tiff with
my father and left home. I finally turned
up in New York with $1 in my pocket. I
got & job running a freight elevator in
the very house in which I am now a
partner. My haste to get rich drove the
thoughts of my parents from me, and
when I did think of them the hard words
that my father last spoke to me rankled
in my bosom. Well, I 'went home. g
didn’t see much change in Chicago, but
the magnificent new depot in Milwaukee
I thought was an imhprovement on the old

shed that they used to have. It was only | P!

thirty miles from Milwaukee to my home,
and I tell you, John, that train seemed to
creep. 1 was actually worse than a school
boy going home for vacation. At last
weneared the town. Familiar sights met
my eyes, and, darn it alll they filled with
tears. There was Bill Lyman’s red barn,
just -the same; but, great Scott! what
Were all of the other ‘houses? We rode
nearly a mile before coming to the depot,
through houses where only occasionally I

| saw one that was familiar. The town had

jwn to ten times its size when I knew,

it. The train stopped and I jumped off.
Not a face in sight that I knew, and I
started down the platform to go home. In
the office door stood the station agent. €
walked up and said: ‘Howdy, Mr. Col-
lins?
«He stared at me and replied, ‘You've
t the best of me, sir.’
“T told him who I was and what I had
been doing in New York, and he didn’t
make any bones in talking to me. Said
he: ‘It’s about time you came home. You
in New York rich, and your father
scratching gravel to get a bare living.’

I tell you, John, it/knocked me all in
a heap. I thought my father had enough

,| to live upor comfortably. Then a notion

struck me. Before going home I tele-
graphed to Chicago to one of our corre-
spondents there to send me $1,000 by first
mail. Then I went into Mr. Collins’
back office, got my trunk in there and
put on an old hand-me-down suit that I
used for fishing and hunting. My plug
hat I replaced by a soft hat, took my valise
in my hand and went home. Somehow
the place didn’t look right. The currant
busheshad been dug up from the front
yard and the fence was gone. the old
Jocust trees had been cut down and young
maples were planted. ~The house looked
smaller somehow, téo. But I went up to
the front door and rang the bell. Mother
came to the door and said: ‘We don’t
wish to buy anything to-day, sir.’

«Jt didn't take me a minute to survey
‘her from head to foot. Neatly dressed,
John, but a patch and a darn here and
there, hier ‘hair streaked with gray, her
; thin, drawn and w;lnkled.. ! Y:t ovc:;r

er eyeglasses shone those. good, honest,
benevolent eyes,-.I stood &taring at her
‘and then she began to stare at me. I
saw the blood rush to her face and with &
great sob she threw herself upon me and
nervously clasped about the neck, |
hysterically = crying: “‘It's Jimmy, it's
Jimmy.’ .

¢Phen I cried, too, John. I just broke
down and cried like a baby. She got me
into the house, hugging and kissing me,
and then she went to the back door and
shouted ‘George!

¢Father came in in a moment and from
the kitchen asked, “What you want, Car-
Nine?’

«“Then he came in. He knew me in a
moment. He stuck out his hiand and
grasped mine, and said, sternly, ‘Well,
young man, do you propose to behave
yourself now?

«‘He trfed to pnt on a brave front, but
he broke down, There we three sat, like
whipped school children, all whimpering.
At last supper time came and mother
went out to prepare it. I went into the
kitchen with-her.

¢ ‘Where do you live, Jimmy?' she
asked.

¢ ¢In New York,’ I replied.

¢ “What you workin’ at now, Jimmy?

« P myworking in a dry goods store.”

¢ ‘Then I suppose you don’t live very
high, for I hear tell o’ them city
what don’t get enough money to
body and soul together. So I'll just tell

sou., Jimmy, we got mothin’ but’ roast

ri
BUWLEXIUS UL BUPPEL. Ve Wil v UL duy
money now, Jimmy. We're poorer nor
Job's turkey.’

«I told her that I would -be delighted
with-the spareribs, and to tell the truth,
John, I haven’t eaten a meal in New York

 that tasted as well as' those crisp roasted

spareribs did. I spent the evening play-
ing checkers with father, while mother
sat by te ‘me all about their misfor-
tunes, fi old ‘white Mooley getting
drowned in the pond to father’s signing a
note for a friend and having to mortgage
the place to pay it. The mortgage was
due inside of a week and not a cent to
meet it with—just $800. She supposed
they would be turned out of house and

home, but in my mind I supposed they |

wouldn't. At last 9 o'clock came, and
father said: ‘Jim, go out to the barn and
and see if Kitis all right. Bringin an
armful of old shingles that arc just inside
the door and fill up the water pail. Then
we'll go off to bed amd get up early and
go a-fishing.’

« dgidn’t gay a word, but I went out to
the barn, bedded down the horse, broke
up an armful of shingles, pumped a pail
of water, filled the woodbox, and then we
all went to bed.

“Pather called me at 4:30 in the morn-
ing, and while he was getting a cup of
coffee I skipped over to the depot cross
lots and got gny best bass rod. Father
took nothing but a trolling line and spoon
hook. He rowed the boat with his troll-
ing line in his mouth, while I stood in the
stern with a silver shiner rigged on. Now,
John, I never saw a man catch fish like
he did. To make a long story short, he
caught four bass and five pickerel and I
never got & bite.

“Atnoon we went ashore and father
went home, whileI went to the post office.
I got a letter from Chicago witha check
for $1,000 in it. 'With some trouble I got
it cashed, getting paid in §5 and $10 bills,
making quite aroll. I then got a roast
joint of beef and a lot of delicacies and
had them sent home. After that I went
visiting among my old schoolmates for
two hours and went home. The joint was
in the oven. Mother had put on her only
silk dress, and father had donned his
Sunday go to meeting clothes, none %00
good, either. This is where I played a
joke on the old folks. Mother was in the
kitchen watching the roast. Father was
fut to the barn, and T had a clear coast.

dumped the sugar out of the old blue
bowl, put the thousand dollars in it and

placed the' cover on again. At last sup- |,

per was ready. Father asked a blessing
over it, and he actually trembled when he
stuck his knife in the roast.

« “We haven’t had a piece of meat like
this in five years, Jim,” he said; and
mother put in with, ‘And we haven’t had
any coffee in a year, only when we went
a-visitin’.’

“Then she poured out the coffee and
lifted the cover of the sugar bowl, ask-
ing as she did so: ‘How many spoons,
Jimmy?’ i

“Then she struck something that
wasn’t sugar. She picked up the bowl
and peered into it. ‘Aha, Master Jimmy,
playin’ your old tricks on your mammy,
et? Well, boys will be boys.’

“Then she gasped for breath. She saw
it was money. She looked at me, then at
father, and then with trembling fingers
drew the great roll of bills out.

“Ha! ha! ha! T can see father now as
he stood there then on tiptoe, with his
knife in one hand, fork in the other and
his eyes fairly bulging out of his head.
But it was too much for mother. She
raised her eyes to heaven and said slowly:
‘Put your trust in the Lord, for he will
rovide.’

“Then she fainted away. Well, John,
there's not much more to tell. We threw
water in her face and brought her to, and
we demolished that dinner, mother all the
time saying, ‘My boy Jimmy! My boy
Jimmy!

I stayed home a month. I fixed up
the place, paid off all debts, had a good
time and came back again to New York.
I am going to send $50 home ayery week.
I tell you, John, it's mighty nice to have
a home.”

John was looking steadily at the head
of his cane. When he spoke he took Jim
by the hand and “said: ‘“‘Jim, old friend,
what you have told me has affected me
greatly. I haven’t heard from my home
way up in Mainefor ten years. Im going
home to-morrow.’’—New York Sun.

A Joke on the Duke.

Duke Carl, of Wurtemberg, wasa great
hand at a practical joke in his younger
days. Once he called at a farm houseand
asked the farmer's wife, who was churn-
ing, for a drink of milk. She did not
know her visitor, but went away to fetch
the milk, when the duke seized a cat,
which was lying near, and threw it, to-
gether with ‘a ducat, into the churn.
When the woman returned, he drank the
milk and walked away. A year later the
same prince entered the house in different
dress, and again asked for a glass of milk,
and inquired whether some one bhadn’é
once secreted a cat in her churn. The
farmer’s wife laughed, and said: ‘‘Oh,
yes; and I’ wouldn’t mind his doing it
again at the same price.’’ ““Whatdid you
do with the butter yon were churning
then?’ : “Oh! T sent it to the palace,
where they take all my stufl.”—San
Francisco Argonaut.

A Writing Desk of Cannon Balls.

The twenty-fifth anniversary of Prince
Bismarck’s services in the government of
Prussia br t “him, among others, a
present of unusual weight from Lord
Ranelagh,-who is a great admirer of the
prince; “An iron present is the most suit-
able gift for the iron chancellor,’”’ he may
have thought.~ And there was delivered
on the festive dgy, at the palace of the
prince, a parcel of immense weight. To
iguess i)y its weight, says a contemporary,
‘it might have been Bismarck’s voice in
the council-of the powers, but it was not.
When ' the covers were 'removed there
stood a writing table of iron fashioned as
if made out of “‘real live cannon balls.”’—
Chicago Herald.

Improvements in the Air Brake.

Eighteen years ago, when the air brake
was tried, it required eighteen seconds to
apply it to a train 2,000 feet long. Four
years later the time was reduced four
seconds. - Recent experiments with the
air brake on freight trains show that it
can be applied to every car in a train of
that length running at the rate of forty
miles an hour, and that this train can be
stopped within 500 feet, or. one-fourth of
its own length, and all this without any
serious jolting.—New York Sun.

A gl i il
. Pleasures of Duty.

Busy Father—My daughter, I must
take an early train to-morrow, the alarm
clock is. out. of order, and some one will
have have to sit up so as to wake me.

Dutiful Daughter—1'll do it, pa. :

«My déar, you are a daily and hourly
blessing to me. Are you sure you can
keep awake?”’ .

«Qh, yes, George will be here to-night.”
—Omaha World.

CHANGE.

When we are gone,

The generation that comes after us .
will hr:;e far other thoughts than ours. Our
ns 3

‘Will serve to build their palaces or tombs.
They will possess the world that we think ours,
And fashion it far otherwise. —Longfellow.

A DREAMER OF DREAMS.

¢“Another one—the biggest on the

plate,’” modestly observes Mr. Cabot; and
his wife obediently places the largest and
roundest crumpet before him.
_ ““These are really very nice—almost as
good as if my mother had made them,"
continues the gentleman, with a twinkle
in his eye. z

Mrs. Cabot rises to the bait immedi-
ately, for this is an old, familiar griev-
ance. :

«I  think,” she replies, ‘‘that your
mother is the very worst cook I ever had
the misfortune to meet.”

“Your candor is only equaled by your
superior judgment, my dear,” says Mr.
Cabot, with pretended dignity, which can-
pot impose mpon his wife, and as they

both break into laughter she seizes an

orange from a dish of the golden fruit
and aims it at his head. He catches it
with the skill of a baseballist, tosses a
kiss in return with his fingers across the
table, and proceeds to remove the rind
and eat the juicy pulp. It need not be
remarked that the Cabots are a very
young couple. 1

Arven’t you almost through breakfast?”’
asks Mrs. Cabot; ‘‘you have sat here
nearly an hour, and I don’t see any signs
of cessation.”

“] am lingering over this pleasant re-
past,’’ solemnly, ‘‘because it will be long
before I ornament your table with my
presence again.”’

- «What do you mean?”’ i

“Got to go to New York to-night oa
biz,” briskly. -

Qh, dear! for how long this time?”’
disconsolately.

“It may be four yearsand it may be
forever,” chanted to the air of ‘Kathleen
Mavourneen.”’

“How silly you are!” \

«Perhaps I shall take you, if you are a

1 "

good gir:

O, oh! and the baby?’ delightedly.

¢Oh, harg the baby!"”’

“John Sebastian Cabot!!!”’

“] pnly meant,”” claborately explain-
ing, “‘that you could hang him carefully
up on a peg in your cedar closet, so that
he would be nice and warm and comfort-
ably out of the way until you come back,
Or—or—"' insinuatingly, ‘‘you might get
my mother to come and take care of him.”” .

“Yes, I guess so,’”’ scornfully. “And
find him full of paregoric and catnip tea
when I get back. No, sir! But if your
sister will stay here with him and the
nurse and never let him out of her sight
t(;r one single minute, why, I—I'll think
of it!”’

«Well, if T don’t get to the office earlier |

than this, my boss will give me the great
Americani bounce,’” says Mr. Cabot, and
rising, he leisurely seeks the hall. His
outer ¢oat is donned, his hat given the
very latest tip, his mustache receives
the correct twist, and he "walks down the
front steps, unfolding thesmorning paper
as he goes. A thought strikes him, how-
ever, and he looks back to see his wife at
the open door, distinctly pouting.

“What's the matter, Gladys!"’ ;

“Yon forgot something,” the pout wid-
ening to a smile.

“Eh? Oh!’ and he returns, takes her in
his arins apd kisses each soft cheek.

Virtué is its own and only reward in this |

case, for Gladys ungratefully remarks, as
she twists away from him: «“How your
old mustache scratches my face!””
A kiss without a mustache is like an
egg without salt,’”’ quotes he, and departs.
* * * * * *

They are a handsome young couple as
they promenade the deck of the New York
boat. John presents to Gladys, with un-
disguised satisfaction, several gentlemen
of his acquaintance whom he happens to
meet, and the little lady rather flirts with
one of them, Capt. Cochrane by name,
blonde by nature, and endowed by -his
fairy godmother with the gift of gab.

“No, Mrs. Cabot,” he says, later in the
evening—John has disappeared, being last
seen with an unlighted cigar in his hand,
leaving Gladys to the enjoyment of the
moonlight, the salt breeze, &nd Capt.
Cochrane’s society—‘‘I could love bub
once, should I love at all, but ah! when I
meet my ideal, I find her bound by chains
which I fear cannot be broken!” ;

“Gobdness! how did I get in as deep as
this?”’ reflects Gladys, but aloud she only
says sweetly, ““It is so li:hilly I must go to
my stateroom. Would you mind finding
Mr. Cabot for me?"’ :

The-captain regrets to lose his attent-
ive listener, but protests it is no trouble
to obey her commands. When John
comes strolling in, he finds Gladys not
soengaged in the mysteries of the toilette
but that she can rehearse the captain’s
tender looks and gestures for her hus-

‘band’s edification. Her recital is accom-
| panied by much laughter, notwithstand-

ing which Mr. Cabot. sits gloomily tug-
ging ‘&% his prized mustache, without a
smile; and he presently falls upon the fas-
cinating captain and metaphorically
smites him hip and thigh, giving most
unflattering accounts of his past and pres-
ent life. Gladys only replies, ‘I shouldn’t
think you would infroduce such & man to
me. Even your mother wonld know bet-
ter than that,”” and goes to sleep shortly,
quite satisfied with herself.

But -later she. wakes from a troubled
dream; so real that her face is wet, her
pillow is wét and the tears still streaming.
The wind and the waves outside tumultu-
ously eall to each other and the boat is
rocking. . Her baby, the round, soft crea-
ture that always sleeps next her heart,
where is he and how fares Le? Has
she not just seen him, a piteous,
woful sight, with blackened garments and
bleeding flesh? Did she not hear his
piercing cry, ‘‘Mammal” prolonged and
repeated again and again? She rises and
walks the narrow floor and sobs unre-
strainedly as her vivid dream returns to
her, with her face pressed into her hands.

] say—what’s up?’ comesina startled
voice from John, who, suddenly awak-
ened, rises on his elbow and anxiously
gazes at her distressed demeanor.

“I dreamed the baby was dreadfully
burned and was crying for me,” is all
that Gladys can answer, with gasps and
sobs interrupting.

Having imparted her grief causes it to
lose some of its keenness. John quietly
soothes her and eudeavors to induce her
to rest and sleepagain; but no more sleep
for Gladys. Her dream has quite unnerved
her.

«T am a faithless, unworthy mother!”
sobs she. <O, why did you ask me to come
with you and leave him?” ¢

«Because I am a miserable sinner, the
chiefest among ten thousand,” acknowl-
edged John promptly. “Now, bave a
little common sense, Gladys. You flirted
last evening—your conscience reproached

you’’—(Gladys ~ tosses her head)—*‘you
missed the baby and tried to make your-
self think you had neglected him—went
to bed very tired—and your nightmare
was the inevitable consequence. See?”!

“No, I don’t see,” stubbornly says
Gladys. “It was not a dream, it was &
vision. I saw him—saw my baby, John!
And I am going straight back to him as
fast as my feet can carry me!”

«] think you had not better try to walk
it,”” says John. “If you will wait till the
boat gets in I will pay your fare back on
the fast train. But perhaps you will
change your mind by morning.”

Deluded man! He can no more keep his,
Gladys from flying to her baby than he
can drain off Long Island sound; and with
many protests he seats her in the parlor
car, gives her a new book and a basket of
fruit, tips the porter—who thereafter
hovers about Gladys, becoming quite &
nuisance with his beneficent attentions—
and finally leaves her, for business is busi-

‘ness, and John cannot return with his

pratty little wife, much as he would like to.

‘How slowly pass the hours! How the
train drags and delays! Gladys hears one
gentleman say complacently to another:
“There is but one faster train than this in
the world!”’ and feels like answering him
wildly: “That is a falsehood—there are
none slower!”” When her patience is quite
exhausted and she feels that an hysterical
burst of tears is imminent the cars roll
slowly into the depot, and she bounds
from her seat, dropping her mnovel and
tossing back her soft curls, which have
escaped from their fastenings even as she
now escapes from her prison car.

She foots it ever fair and young;
Her locks are tied in haste,
And one is o’er her shoulder flung
And hangs below her waist. ;

Little cares she for discarded litera-
ture or disheveled tresses. She takes the
first carriage she sees, and tells the driver
impatiently to hurry. But he is evidently
in league with the railroad, for time lags
and eternity has commenced—it seems to
Gladys—before she reaches home. -

She opens the door with her latch key,
and stands breathlessly. No coo and gurgle
of baby talk, no laughter, no sound of a
lullaby, not even what would be welcome
now, a child’s scream of anguish. Any-
thing, anything but this dreadful, intense
stillness. ;

She dares not advance. Still standing
as if paralyzed, she does hear, a sound. It
is a step, and John’s sister comes tripping
toward her.

“Why, Gladys!” she says in utter
astonishment. ‘‘How came you back so
soon, and where is John, and why didn’t
you stay longer, and’’'— :

“Tell' me,” murmurs Gladys, ‘how is
the baby?"’

“Q, he's well. He’s asleep now.”

“Did he not get burned?’ she falters.

“Why, yes,’’ after. a surprised pause.
“He pulled my cup of tea over, and
scalded his arm slightly . He cried for
you a few minutes, but mother ‘came
right over and bandaged it with hamame-
lis, and now it is only reddened & trifle.”’

They have been moving toward the
nursery while speaking, and now stand

by the side of the flowerlike child.

“But how did you know about the acci-
dent?”’ asks the young lady.

Gladys bows herself over the dainty
crib; lighter thana snowflake falls, she
takes the sleeping child into her tender

_arms; his even breath stirs her hair; her

kisses like dew fall softly, softly upon his
silken head as she answers briefly: “F
dreamed it."”” .

“Well,” = contemptuously  remarks
John's sister, *“I don’t think such a dream
as that is worth having.”’—Eleanor W. F.
Bates in The American Magazine.

“ »

Leprosy Through Vaccination.

The British Medical Journal reports a
case of leprosy which is believed to have
been contracted through vaccination. A
physician living in the tropics vaccinated
his own: son with virus obtained from a
native child in whose family leprosy
existed. ‘At the time the virus was taken,
the child gave no evidence of being. af-
fected with the disease, althotigh subse-
quently it manifested itself in him. A
third child was vaccinated by the phy-
sician with virus taken from his own son.
Subsequently the son developed leprosy in
a mild form; but the child who was vac-
cinated with virus taken from him had
the disease in a most severe form, and
died fromit. The physician’s son is now

attending school in England, eminent

physicians having given the opinion ‘that
there is no danger that the other students
will contract the disease.—Science.

An Overstrained (;lvlllzatlon.

the‘international shorthand congress, de-
scribed the telegraph, the telephone, the
postal card and shorthand as nothing but
the signals of distress of an ov
civilization. This is an odd way of stat-
ing it, and would have been clearer had
he referred more specifically to the over-
strained operator. Still, life seems very
short and art or industry very longin a
big eountry such as this, with scant pop-
ulation and nearly all its material re-
sources undeveloped, and to make the
most of time onc must perforce employ
these ‘‘signals of distress.” After all,
these conveniences are all in the direction
of relief, and will in time be supplemented
by many other methods of sayving hands,
brains and hours.—Electrical World.

About Fifty Cent Cigars,

«This talk about fifty cent cigars makes:

me red,”” remarked a dcaler the other day.
“] have been in Havana, and I know
what I am talking about when I say the
very finest cigar made can be sold for
twenty cents at a profit. To make it cost
fifty cents you may wrap it in gold leaf,
tie it with silk or perfume the box, but
you can’t smoke the leaf, the silk or the
box. The cigar is what you're after, and
when you get the best you can’t get any
better. - That’s common sense, and to pay
fifty cents for a cigar is simply to be
cheated out of thirty cents and let the
dealer know that you are a snob.”’—
American Register.

A Timely Speech.

“They say that there was a great time
at Seacock’s last night when Miss Seacock
and Billhoover were married.”

“Yes, T was there. Had singing, danc-
ing, speaking and everything.”

““Who made the speech?”’

“Lawyer Grigsley. Me was very much
affected, and he said that to show how
sincere he was in his wishes for the young
people’s happiness he would pledge him-
self to obtain them a divoree at any time,
and it wouldn’t cost them a cent.”’—Ne-
braska State Journal.

Effect of His Song, I

Young Mr. Sissy (to his pretty cousin)—
I say, Maude, how did my song “Home
Again, from a Foreign Shore,”’ seem to
impress the company?

Pretty Cousin—Well, .some of them,
Charley, looked as if they were sorry that
you had got back,—New York Sun.

D
ed | manship Guarantee

1. G. BOWES & CO.

21 Canterbury Street,

DEALERS IN

Stoves,
Ranges

AND

 Heating Appliances.

HAS ALL THE
MODERN IMPROVEMENTS,

AND 18 :
Highly appreciated by all who'use its

—

i
CITY RECOMIMENDATIONS.

s

CALL AND SEE IT

——

p&=We make a specialty .g‘t
Stove Repairs.

THF “IDUCHESS” RANGE

~ ‘With the best
MOULDING ONLY.

On account of light expense I am pre«
pared to give lower prices on

Picture Framing,
oking Glasses,
Picture Moufdlngs,
Mirror Plates,
—and— é
Fancy Goods,
Than any other Dealer in the City.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. .
Call or write and gét our quotations on the above

W. BRUCKHOF,

102 KING STREET,

A FULL STOCK OF -

Harness of all Kinds,
WORKING OR DRIVING.
ALSO—

Of a superior make and quality. °
WHIPS, HORSE _BEUSEES, &c.
'T. FINLAY,

227 Union Street, St. Joahn, N. B.

PICTURES FRAMED

Over Mr. Clark’s Drug Store.

Haruess!  Harmgss!

HORSE COLLARS

J. D. McAvity,
89 BRUSSELS ST.,
DEALERSIN =

Coal and Groceries.

o Eyersbody says that MoAvity's Buttermilk is
; J. D: MoAVITY.
SAMUEL E.DAILEY,
@Gold, Silver and Nicke! Plater.

MANUFACTURER OF

FINE CA&.EAGE. SLEIGH AND HARNESS
s The Earl of Rosebery; speaking before | =

(- LW—PLAT

all kinds of METALS. EB »

0ld Table ware Repaired and Replated. Such as
Knives. Forks, Spoons, :

All Orders prom t‘lg attended to and Good Work-
242 Union Steet, St. John, N, B.

T OELE-
SCOTTISH UNION

& NATIONAL
INSURANCE Co.,

EDINBURGH.

CAPITAL, - - - - - $30,000,000.00
TOTAL ASSETS; - - - $35,338,362.46

Fire Insurance at Lowest Cur-
rent ;

D. R. JACK, Resident Agent.

. —OFFICE—
Room 3; Pugsley’s Building, Corner Prince Wm.
and Princess Streets.

PIGS FT. PIGS' FT.

Received this day from Boston:

For sale at 19, North Side, King Square.
J. D. TURNER.

WANTE D!

e e D

»10(') Boys

TO SELL

The Cazette.

10 Kegs Pigs’ Feet.
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