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E
PRENT.
" “Will you ever be done collecting,
Prent?”’

‘‘Oh, I hope so, Nell. I think I'll get
through the best of it today. I expect to
bring you home $20,000 to-night."’

“Hush!" she said. ‘‘You're foolish to
talk so. I wish you were well out of the
business, Prent.”’

“Pshaw, Nell!'” he answered, ‘‘there’s
no danger. I'd like to leave it in Bath &
Westbury’s safe in Caramore, but Bath
told me yesterday they wouldn’t haveany
more. There’s been a safe robbery down
west, and they’re afraid. Idon’t blame
em, though ”

‘“Where are you going $oday?"’

“I'm going south, through Dixon and
Camthorp to Shore, nnd then west by the

gouth country road to Seaville and Plum-
ley, and then home by Caramore. Itis a
long pull, but I haven’t much work to do,
and I guess Driver’ll do it by dark.”

He got up from the breakfast table and
prepared to go out.

¢‘Well, don’t-be rash, Prent.”

“Oh, I'll Jook out. Don’'t you fear.
Good-by, Nell.”

She saw him ride brown Driver through
t.he ga,to and trot away down the south

; At 12 Prent rode ont to Shore, and held

on east along the wide South pike; at 2
he was in Seaville Center: In Plumley
he was delayed. To get home by dark he
should have been at Caramore by half
past 4. The sun was low on Three Pine
hills when he rode up to Bath & West-
bury’s general country store. He hitched
Driver to a post, went in and warmed his
hands at the stove.

“_gvenin’, Broom," said Bath.

He beckoned and passed through to the
back store. Prent followed and shut the
door behind him.

‘“‘Broom,’’ says Bath, ‘‘you’'ve got fo
take that money along with you, an’ all I
got to say is the sooner you get shet of it,
the better for you.”

‘“Why, what's to pay now, Bath?’
asked Prent.

‘‘There was two regular sporters stopped
at Jim Crickett’s last night. They come
2& different trains, didn’t know each

er at all, at first, but got very thick
afore the night was out. The first one
gave his name as William Paddlebox, and
when the other fellow saw it on the book,
ke put his'n down James M. W;
beam. Last week, too, there was a tel-
low in here pretended he was agent for a
Bellamy tobacco company. I asked him
some quizzing questions that showed he
wasn't up to the tobacco - trade at all, I'd
be swore.. I saw him examine the lock of
the north door, and walk all around the

building when he went out. . I'm. mighty |

mistaken 4f somebody ain’t broke into
before long. : Leastways, you must take
that plchge out of our safé to-night. I've
changed off the small money for you and
got it into as small bulk as I could. And,
look here, Broom," he added, ‘‘the money
being in our safe’s been talked of over to
‘Wimble’s, and it's no more’n right you to
drop in there md happen to menﬁon its
- Deen took out.'’
‘‘Well,"’ said Broom, “4f yousayso. I
don't want you to run any risk by me."’
These were one or two persons in the
store ‘as he passed throngh, took the
ge from-Bath, and buttoned it nnder

“You ought to be:mod Btoom," Bath
whlspe

Prent opened his coat a little way; the

utt of a pistol showed on his left breast.

e stepped over to Wimble's hotel, bought
a at the bar. 'Wimble came up.

‘How do, Broom? Comin’' over t’' the
faffle to-morrow? Lem me. git you a
ticket, only a dollar?'’

‘No, guessnot,’” says Prent. ‘“Got to
go ¢’ the city."

“Going to take them ten thousan’ Ben
Bath's got in his safe o’ your'n?"

‘‘Bath hasn’t no ten thousand nor ten
cents of mine,"’ said Broom.

He went out and started on. The sun
was set. He had nineteen miles todo yet.
He kept Driver going smaxfly, though he
began to lag a little with long day 8
tramp. Theroad lay north, through level
waste plain lands, covered wi wi
pines, scrub oak, qndsmauermattedunder-
growth. The road is asi o wagon track
cut down: throu?h the
into the white, fetlock .deep sand under-
neath. It was & ¢ ride enough.
Broom kept his horse at a steady pace,
urging him now and then 4 little faster.
Nell would be looking for “him now, and
eighteen miles with a tired horse between
them yet. Four miles of -the same mo-
notonous waste; then, far away across the
level, he caught sight of ‘the buildings of
Camarack station on the line‘of the rail-
way. He heard the whistle of a train
coming west, and presently saw it roll in
and stop. It moved off, hissing and clang-
ing, just as he came up. Crossing the
track, he was hailed by a man he knew.

“Hello Broom! hold on.”

. He stopped and the man came out.

“Look here, Broom," he said; ‘“‘half an
hour aggo“got this telegram. What the
deuce it mean?’ It was dated,
‘‘Half past six, Brammerley,” ten miles
west on the line. ' It was addressed to
Henry Tarlow, and read thus:

‘“‘Prentiss Broom will pass through
C——about 7. Tell him this: Don’t go
begond Brame'’s to-night.”

It was signed ‘‘A Friend.”

“I don't; know what it means. Good
night, Tarlow, I've got fourteen miles be-
fore me.”’

He rode on, keeping Driver well up to
his work. W% five miles to Squire
Bramc's tavern; five miles of the same
dreary waste u.round and the same clog-
ging sand under foot. The road bent
more to the west now; it was fast growing
dark,

Two miles short of Brame's he caught
sight of a wagon also going north. He
pushed the brown ahead to overtake it,
and coming up recognized the sturdy per-
son and gray hair of the stout old squire
himself. The squire was a fast friend of
Prent’s, and he was glad enough to see
him jogging hom :

‘‘Hold up, sqtmre " he called. What’s
your hurry?’

“Whoa, Bill,”” answered the squire, in
his hearty voice, “Well, now, if it ain't
Prent Broom.'’

“Give ’s a ride, square.
saddle all day."

He dropped off Driver and got in with
the squire.

“I want some advice, square,’’ he said.
“Look here—or hold on; you can’t see it
now, but I’ll tell you what'’s in’t.”’

He read and explained the message.

‘* ‘Don’t go beyond Brame’s to-night,’ ’’
the squire rcpeated. “Well, that's good
advice anyway, Prent. How much have
you got on you?”’

‘‘Nineteen thousand dollars and odd.”

“Whew!" the old man whistled. ¢You
better take g_friend’s advice. Don’t go

I been in the

surface soil:

beyond Brame’s fo-night. Your horse 1s

tired, too.

‘“But I've got to go home.
alone.”

“Then you better leave the money with
me."

“No, no, square, I ain't going to get

you into any trouble like that. And, be-
sides, I'm going to town with it in the
morning. I won’t lose sight of it any-
way.”’
‘‘Well, Prent, if you won't do that, I'll
tell you what. Put up Driver at my
house. I'll put your saddle on to my roan
mare, Skylark, and she’ll take you that
nine miles in forty-five minutes easy. Slip
that package under the seat here. You
get on to Driver and ride in slow. I'll
cut round by Big Pines:and come in on
the otberroad. I'll stow the money under
the saddle for yeou; it 2l be safer there,
Come, tumble out, Whoa, Bill.””

“‘Good, square, F'll do it, and:thankful.
I'm blest it you ain’t the cleverest old
trump that’s gomg

‘‘Oh, sof' soap’s cheap, Prent. None o'
that sort.

. He whipped up his horse and skurried
away through the sand. Prent came
among the hills now; the land was much
better; the sand and scrub pines and oaks
dropped behind. There were cultivated
fields on either hand, here and there
a house. He came to the Big Pines cross-
road, and could :dimly see BHl’s fresh
tracks turning off to the “léft.” He held
straight on a mile, over the Maddon hills,
and so down to where the road ends at the
broad middle pike. ' Then:west half a mile

Look how he hangs back.”
Nell’s all

{ to :the little hamlet .of Filmore, with

Brame's tavern in the center. As he rode
up to the door old Brame came out of the
courtyard at the left, He tame up.

‘‘How do, Prent?* hecalled, in his loud,
cheery voice. ‘‘Glad to see ye. Where y’
bound now? Been rather givin'-it to
Driver, ain’t ye? Have him rubbed down
and eat some oats *fore y’ go on.”

There were several idlers hanging about.
Broom took his cue. He said nothing
about the roan mare.

‘“Well, square, guess I will come in a
bit,’’ he said.

The hostler - took away Driver to the
stable. They went in.

“‘Come inside and havea bite,’’ saysthe
squire.

And Prent followed him through the
bar into an inner room.

‘‘Prent,?’ said the squire, “I:den’t like
the looks ot things at all. There’s been a
stranger here to-night in a buggy. He
was dressed in the best; had a beaver on,
and leg o’ mutton whiskersand long hair.
Looks amazin’ like a swell parson, only
parsons don’t gin’ally sit in hotel pa.rlors
and smoke cigars, with their legs on to
the table, and drink no end of brandy hot
and hot. He went off just now. Isay I
don't like it, Prent.”

*‘Can’t help it, square,’ Isaid. ‘‘I must
go on.”

(There—it's out at last. So, gentles, by
your leave, we'll drop this round about
third person for the downright first. My
name is Prentiss Broom).

‘'Well, it you must,” he said; “look
here.”

He showed me a'pad of tow cloth, made
up to fit under a saddle. It was stuﬂ.'ed
with wool; he ripped ome side with his
knife and showed me.

‘“Now, I'll put the money in place of
this wool. - Don’t fear, No ope can hear
or see us here: Your saddle is worn thin;
this will fitunder it prime. I'll fix it my-
self. Let me seé your arms.”

I showed him my pistol, Colt's make,

X barrels.

“Al charged #” he asked.
I nodded. :
He examined it carefully, nipple and

‘You'll do, I guess,’’ he said. ‘‘Prent
m,’’ he asked seriously, ‘‘there’s one
word I want to say to you. It's one thing
to be brave, and another to be rash.
‘When "you turn off the pike to-night put
Skylark into a run, and give her her head.
Don't stop her for man or devil till you're
safe home. If any one tries to stop you
drive her abt himi and fire. If anything
serious happens let the mare go and give
in. She’ll- bring the money to me if she

can.

‘“Now, sit down and eat; I'll have the
mare round in five minutes.’

I mounted her 4t the door. Old Brame
whispered:

““Take care, Prent,
Nell.”

“Good night, square,” I called, and
started down the pike. It was a mile to
the fork where our Hilbury road turns
north. ' Skylark is a flery beast, powerful
1n” breast-and ‘quarter, lithe of l.imb and
flank, a long, small head and ears, quick,
br!‘ht eyes and a very deer to run. I
trotted her ahn-ply down the pike, she

e‘? “ to the fork, we
turned it sharply. I chirruped to her,
broke her up and gave her her head. She
shot away north like a flight. I just
guided her, kept the bit in her mouth and
let her run. " S8oon she settled down to a
long, low, rmlnr lope that was very easy
riding, and dropped the miles behind like
a swift gliding panorama of night in the
lonely hills. Up hill, along the level, down
the long -decline, through the level
meadows and pasturé lands, up' again
breezily, striding, striding—ever the same
long, easy, bounding lope.

There was Jason’s place now, up on the
slope of Kinnel hill—seven miles more to
Nell at ‘Sicklefleld. I thought of her
watching for mi#, ‘anxious enough, I knew.
I whistled to the mare. She leaped to it
gayly, and we' whirled along, down the
long mile that skirts round Kinnel hill
and the Elder swamps, on again north
over Harmony flats, till we struck the hills
aga(i]n at Nine Mile rock, on the Joram
road.

80 we held on through - the. Brandon
hills, keeping the long, low, flying lope.

Leaving the hills, the road dips down
into Treacle hollow, and runs a straight,
smooth mile, through thick, dark woods
of hickory and ‘oak.” I felt a little anx-
ious about this mile of gloom ahead. It
was not just the‘road one would choose to
ride on a dark night, with $20,000 in
notes and bonds. I tappéd up the mare,
and we¢ dashed down the slope and into
the wood’s black shade. She was a brave
horse as ever trod or tramped, tlat fiery
roan mare, Skylark. I let the rein hang
loose. - She doubled her neck, sprang out,
and galloped fierce as fire. I kepta keen
lookout, though -I might have saved my
pains. It was dark as the pit in that
close grown tunnel of shade. Once out of
this gloomy hollow, I should not fear.
There were only two miles of the open
high road beyond, with houses scattered
every little way. We tramped along
through the hollow; I kept the mare
up to her best. The long level slipped
behind. The woods began to thin
and lighten a little. A little fur-
ther on we struck a slight ascent—the
foot of our Hilbury hills. A minute
more and we should be clear of the woods,
and safe. I felt the ground steepen under
us. - Skylark slackened her pace. The
road was steep before us; I had ridden
her hard, up hill and down. I felt safe
now. I didn’t care to urge her. She
labored up the ascent, breathing quick
and hargd. b

and remember

....A bright glare flashed in myeyes! A

crash in the bushes—the mare shied and
plunged. A man’s form, dimly seen, was
hanging by her bits. I strick my heels
in her flanks, drew my pistol—fired. The
mare was plunging wildly; I was blind
with the glare in my eyes—I missed. I
felt myself grasped from behind, drawn
heavily backward. I felt the mare going
from under me. I kicked at her furiously
~—flung the pistol at her head as I fell.
She snorted and plunged, made one great,
frightened leap high in the air, flung the
fellow that held her heavily into the fence,
and shot away up the hill.

As I fell the light glanced one side from
my face and showed me the man who
held me full and plain. Tall and light
made, with small, white hands, pale
face, black, silky side beard and mus-
tache; keen gray eyes, thin lips and per-
fect teeth, long hair, glossy and jet
black. e was dressed in fine black cloth,
linen spotless and unruffled, and a high
silk hat. Isaw the light glance from his
polished boots, from a diamond ring on

his hand. He had a cigar in his fhouth,
There was no passion or excitement in his
face. He looked as cool, as fearless, as
devilish as ever ‘T hope to see the face of
man, as he dragged me back and threw
me on the ground—held me down by the
throat.

“Jiber!” he called. ‘‘Quick, will you!*

I did not fight. The mare was off with
the money. I knew there were two others
at hand. I was unarmed. I knew they
could quiet me quickly enough. I knew
that that cold, white, cruel fade above me
would kill me without remorse if it came
to need. I thought of Nell, and lay still.
The man called Jiber came crashing out
with his dark lantern in his hand. He
wore a slouched black hat, was roughly
dressed—altogether a commoner, rougher
man than the other, with a cunning;
sneaking face, written all over in strag-
gling characters with his proper name of
thief. He lighted ‘an open lantern and

set it on a stone. The third robber crawled "

up out of the bushes and ttones where
the mare had thrown him. The others
called him Chisel. He wore a cap and a
suit of dark gray coarse cloth. I did not
see his face.. He plainly studied to hide
it—kept it in the shadow or turned away.
He seemed younger than either of the
others—not stout, but. lithe and quick as
8 cat.

It was only a minute’s time .from the
first flash till [ was lying quiet on my
back in the road, with that white faced,
jeweled devil holding me down, and the
others kneeling by us. They called him
the parson. They called the rough one,
with the brutal face and slouched hat,
Jiber, and the other Chisel, as I said.

*‘Chisel,”’ he said—his voice was clear
and calm—‘‘Chisel, hold the lantern.
Jiber, cock your pistol. Put it to his
head. Are you ready?"”

‘‘We'ro ready, Parson.” -

It was Jiber who spoke. The other
held the lantern between my face and his.
Jiber cocked his pistol, examined the,cap,
and put the muzzle close to my head. i
felt the cold iron touch my skull. A
strong, convulsive shiver went through
me, shook me from head to foot. I knew
there was little danger—that it was not
to their interest to peril their precious
necks. But I saw the ruffian’s villainous
face, and I knew that a single twitch of
the brutal fellow’s hand was all that
stood between me and the awful mys-
tery beyond. In broad day, when there
is no present danger, when life swells
strong in pulse and limby when the
pale horse gallops far off beyond the sun-
set hills of hope, I take as calm a view of
that certain but shadowy consummation
as the rest, I suppose. But when the

grisly phantom comes quite close—when
you eel his terrible numbing touch and
his blasting breath on your cheek—well,
“not all the preaching since Adam ha.s
made death aught but death.”

“If he makes any trouble, Jiber,” the
parson said, ‘‘blow out his brains.”

He loosened his hold. The tramp of
the flying mare had died away over the
hills. I had not §5 about 1me. I lay
quite still. The parson searched me thor-
oughly. He took my pocketbook, took
out the money and threw away the book.
His face grew terrible to see when he be-
gan to be convinced that I had pot the
bonds about me. He pulled off my boots,
examined the lining of my cap. He gave
up the search. He turned to Jiber.

“Could he have thrown away the pack-
age?”’

“Didn’t throw away nothin' arter I
blinked him, 'cept it was his shooter,”
answered Jiber, doggedly.

The parson turned to me.

“Get up,” he said.

He spoke as he might to a dog he had
kicked. That woke the devil inme. I
lay still and glared back at him. I saw
his perfect teeth set hard between his
thin white lips.

He took out a pistol, cocked it.

“Look here,’’ he said, ‘‘where is the
money?”’

I sat up and gave him stare for stare.

‘“What’s that to you?”’

One second I thought he would kill me.
Then he governed himself and turned
away. Hespoke to Chisel apart; then he
turned back to me.

“‘Look here, you what’s-his-name,’’ he
said, ‘‘three miles from here there’s a
little house, at the fork of Carrom lane
and the south road. There’s a little
woman in that house to-night, and she’s
a handsome little woman, and she’s all
alone.”’

He saw me shudder. I had forgotten
Nell for one moment. He went on:

“I'm going to ask you some questions.
If you answer square, all right. If not,
we tie you up, carry you into the woods
and make her a visit. Do you under-
stand?"’

¢I understand,’”” I said. He went on:

‘‘Last F: rlday night you put $10,000 in
Bath & Westbury’s s'v.ie, in Caramore.
You put in more on Monday. You was
to have taken it out to-night. Where
is it!”?

“I haven’t seen a dollar of it since Bath
put it into the safe,”’ I answered.

I had not. I counted it over to Bath
when I left it. He made a package of it
for me. I saw only the wrapper. Was
it, morally, a lie? Well, as you will. Dr.
Johnson held that one might be justified
in denying the authorship of ‘‘Junius,”
whether he wrote the letters or not.

“You say you did not take it out of
their safe to-night?”’

(tYes.H ¢

I did not. I took it out of Bath’s hand.

He turned to the others—talked hur-
riedly apart. I made out that they did
not know the roads across the plains.
They had, without doubt, come out from
the city on the middle turnpike. The
parson turned to me.

“I have a wagon close by. You must
drive me to Caramore. Will you promise?'’

“I'1l drive you,” I said.

I did not say where or how.

‘‘How far is it?"?

‘‘Seventeen miles.’’

He turned to the others.

“Bring out the horses.””

He held the lantern—stood by me care-
lessly, turning his pistol in his hand,

They led the horses out of the wood
through a length of fence thrown down.
Jiber brought out a buggy with a fine
black mare before it. Chisel led out a
stout bay cob and leaped lightly into the
saddle.

““Get in,’’ said the parson.

I stepped in—took the reins.

He whispered to Jiber, then he jumped
in.

“Drive on,’* he said.

“Not if that man stops behind.”’

‘““What do you mean? Look here,
ycung man, I'll have no trifling. How
can he go when you have his place? Jiber,
make straight for the castle. Tell the
king. If we're not in by 7 come to the
cave. The word’s ‘Mavoureen.’ Now,
sir, drive on, or I'll drive you home.”’

‘‘Get up,’’ I said.

I knew what I had todo. I made my
plan. I sent the black mare down the
road at a swinging gait. She was a bzau-
tiful mare—coal black, graceful, spirited,
yet nowise nervous or flighty. I never
saw a better to trot and endure. She
took a long, smooth, rolling stride, with-
out jerk or break, never spurting or flur-
rying, except at any steep rising ground,
which she always took with ashort, quick
charge below, and passed with a strong
swing. After a mile or two he spoke:

‘“How quick can she make it?"’

‘‘Seventeen miles? Two hours.”

I knew she could do it in half an hour

ess, ,

He looked round—a sneering, scornful
glance.

“I've driven her nine miles,in half an
hour. Shake her out.”

“I quickened her pace. We made a
four minute gait on the levels. He leaned
back and smoked his cigar. I watched
him askance. You could read nomore in
his face than in this blank page before I
scrawl it over. Chisel galloped the bay
close behind.

“Can.you strike the Caramore roal
without passing Brame's tavern?’

llI can. ”

‘‘How much farther?"’

“"Half a mile longerto the Ocean road.”

*PDo it,, then.”

I couldn t have asked for a better
chance. The straight road to Caramore
runs past Brame’'s door. You would
strike the Ocean road at Bradley’s, four
miles north of Caramore. By turning off
to avoid the squire’s, you must take the
Lindesley road, which 4s half a mile
longer to the Ocean road, but strikes it
ten miles northeast of Bradley s at Look-
out hill.

‘We took the Lindesley road, swept. away
east, the black mare trotting smooth and
square, the bay horse galloping close be-
hind. - We had the wagon cover up; the
parson leaned back in his corner and
smoked. When one cigar burned short
he lighted another and smoked on.
did not turn my head or eyes, but I
watched him all the while. Though
he appeared so careless, I felt that he
watched my every motion. I saw that he
Enew nothing of the roads. I made up
my mind how I should drive, and drove
on steadily. I knew that any hesitation
would betray me. I took every turn and
corner as certainly as if I had been driv-
ing my own brown Driver home, instead
of this wild robber’s race across country,
with that lie faced, fine clothed villain for
my companion, and the end of the jour-
ney less than an hour off, but God alone
knew what or where!

We sat and whirled on in silence. I
kept the mare at a steady, rolling pace,
never slackened for rise or descent. As
we skirted round the base of Lookout hill
and turned south at Kerrimain mill, he
took out his watch, knocked the ashes off
his cigar and held the spark close to the
crystal. 1t was 11:30. We curved round
to the east and turned the corner sharply
to the right.

¢“Is this the Ocean road?”’

LsYes.!Y

We bowled away down it. I had my
mind made up. At Browner's Fork the
Shore road splits off and bends west. The
angle at the junction is so sharp, the two
roads so nearly alike, that no stranger
could say which was the straight road and
which the branch. When we came to the
fork I held the mare’s head west and took
the road to Shore. He seemed to doubt
me here. He put his head out and looked
down the other road. Turning again, he
eyed me keenly. I chirruped to the mare
and we swept ahead.
¢ “Is this the right road?’ he said, his
eyes upon my face.

““This is the right road.””

Right, yes—but hardly for Caramore.

‘““Where does tl:e other lead?’

I felt that defia:ice was my only course
now. I pulled up the mare, faced him
full and square,

“I’1l drive the other road, if you like.””

“Get up!”’ he called to the mare.- ‘Let
her go, do you hear?”

He glared at me flercely; his hand leaped
up to his breast, lifted the flap of his coat.
Dimly I saw the hilt of a sheath knife un-
der the fold.

‘“Young man,” he said, ‘‘if you play me
false I'll put my knife through your
heart.”

I gave him no answer. I gave him
glance for glance, turned my facé and
drove on. I understood him. He had
made sure of finding the money upon me.
Failing that, he had thought that I might
possibly drive him right. There was little
danger to him at least, and it was his
only chance. Ie knew that the money
would be put beyond reach to-morrow, if
he should not get his hands upon it that
night. But he was a fool for his pains for
all that.

I knew I could not deceive him much
longer. Hewas plainly suspicious now.
The mare was beginning to fag a little.
She kept her long, rolling gait well up on
the levels yet. But she had not the same
grit at taking the hills, and she shambled
a good deal going down. I saw that she
was tired, that only her tireless mettle
kept her legs up to the pace, and I hated
to force her on. But I saw no way outi of
it yet; so I kept her up to her work. I
struck in for Burrow Flat. If you have
ever driven through that region, you
know what a labyrinth of roads and lanes
centers and diverges at Burrow’s. They
cross and wind and interlace in every way,

and at all sorts of curves and angles. I |

struck for this point, in through Bracken
Hollow, and then southwest by Poulter’s
blacksmith shop. I knew every turn and
lane, and I wused them with all my
skill. I curved this way and that, wound
and crossed till I had twisted him out
of all sense of direction, edging round all
the while farther and farther west and
north. At 12:30 we struck the Caramore
road at last, and rolled along it, heading
for home.

The parson was plainly uneasy; I heard
the bay horse still galloping behind. The
mare was getting much distressed; her
breathing sounded plainly, quick and
hard. ‘‘Is this the Caramore road?® His
face had a bafiled, murderous look.

“This is the Cammore road.”

‘“‘How far is it now?"”’

‘‘Four miles and a half.”

Four miles and a half behind!

He leaned forward and looked in my
face. Igave him back as good. Again
his hand stole back to his breast.

“You said it seventeen
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Bleeding at the

Morbus, Dysen-

Oures Diphtheria, Omp,mu & s

Lungs, Hoay Oouh. Cough, O

tery, Chronic Di. conmnlnu; infor.
arrhoes, Kidney mation of very
Troubles, and great value. Ev-
Spinal Diseases. erybody should
‘We will gend free, have this book,
postpaid, to all and those who
who send their send for it will
names, an Illus- ever after thanlk
trated Pamphlet their lucky stars.

All who huy or order direcs from us, and request it, shall receive a oerﬂﬂcate that the money -m
be

if not ab tisfied. Retail price, 25cts.; 6 1 P

any part of the United States or Canada. 1. 8, JOENSON & CO., P. 0- Box 2118, Bo-mxnu.

THE
MOST WONDERFTUL
FAMILY REMEDY (1 E
EVER KNOWN. .=

AGBOWES & Cp.,

21 Canterbury Street.

S
= 2

SOLE AGENTS IN ST. JOHN FOR THE DUGHESS RANGE.

=Call and examine it

AU 21 Cmterbury Sregt, corner Ghureh
ARPETS

L ANDLL

House-Furnishing Goods.

Skinner’s CarpetWarehouse.

MY FALL STOCK

IS OPENED AND RE_ADY FOR INSPECTION:

As I buy from Manufacturers only, Customers can
rely on getting First-Class Goods at the Lowest Prices,

A0 BSECEIN N Y.

FURNITURE

PARLOR SUITS
HAIR CLOTH, TAPESTRY, RAW SILK, BROCATELLE MOHAIR and SILK

BEDROOM SETS:

BIRCH, ASH, CHERRY, WALNUT and MAHOGANY
Cheffoiners, Wardrobes, Bookcases and Desks, Music Cabinets,
Sideboads, Hall Racks, &c., &c. Rattan and Reed Chairs,
Carpet Rockers. Also, a complete assortment of

. HEAP GO

CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE.

JOHIN WEHEITI'H,

93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

BOOTS, SHOES £ SLIPPERS

FRANCIS &EVAUGHAN

19 KING STREET.

Are now Showing a Splendid Assortment oi

Liadies’ and Gents’ Boots and Shoes,

In all the Leading American Lines.
ALSO THE BEST SELECTED STOCK OF

Boys', Youths', Misses’ and Chlldrens Boots

To be found in the City.

FRANCIS & VAUCHAN,

Furs. Furs.

MENS FUR C%ATS, FUR_LINED COATS, CAPS, COLLARS, CUFFS, GLOVES,
C,

LADIES, SEAL SACQUES, ASTRACHAN SACQUES, FUR LINED CIRCU
ﬁ‘}’?TSS AED CAVENDISH MUFFS, COLLARS, BOAS, CUFFS, GLOVES,
C.

MEN’S, WOMEN’S, AND CHILDREN’S IMITATION FUR CAPS, all
Sizes and Prices.

SLEIGH ROBES, IN BEAR, WOLF,
WOLF, &c.

The Largest Stock we ever had, and as large as any other house in the City.
Call and Examine. ‘

D. MAGEE S SONS, |/

7 and 9 MARKET SQUARE

RACCOON, JAP BEAVER, JAP




