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Do You Think of Building
I manufacture every 
description of . . .

Building
Materials,

and will furnish prices 
and estimates.

Give Me a Trial Order.

A. A MABEE,
212 and 214 Main St.,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

Poetry. Humorous.

C-
A KINSELLA,

FREESTONE, GRANITE AND NIBBLE WORKS,
No. 112 MILL STREET,

Next to I. C. R. Station, St. John, N. B.
------ o------

Monuments, Tablets and Gravestones, Baptismal Fonts, 
Mantle Pieces and Plumber’s Slabs.

t^*Orders from the country promptly attended to. 
Satisfaction guaranteed.

E. C. LOCKETT, Agent, Gagetown, N.

CUT THIS OUT

And return it to us with a year’s subscrip
tion to The Queens County Gazette.

The Queeqs County Gazette,
Cagetown, N. B.

enclosed find $1.00 for which send me for one 
year The Queens County Gazette.

Name................................................................

°ost Office address..................... .......................................

ADDRESS,
JAS. A. STEWART,

Gagetown, N. B.

THAT JOB OF

You may need soon can be neatly and promptly executed at the office

♦ + + QUEENS COUNTY GAZETTE. * *
«■%-%Oood Type, Plenty of It, and Skilled Workmen handle Itlv%4

Established 1862.

John McCann,
Importer and Dealer in

GROCERIES, : FLOUR,
LIQÙORS, &c. 

Corner Main and Bridge Streets,
INDIAN TOWN, N. B.

Sawed Lumber

CROTHERS BROS.’

STEAM SAW MILL,
Upper Gagetown.

Local Sawiqg done ir\ First Class 
Shape aqd at Reasonable Rates.

150 CORDS 4-FOOT SLAB WOOD FOR 
SALE VERY LOW.

R. WOTTRICH,
Gun Maker,

MANUFACTURER OF

All Kinds of Sporting Goods.
Special attention given to Winchester 
Rifles and Revolvers. Also repairing of 
all kinds of Bicycles and manufacturer of 
Surgical Instruments and Trusses. Per 
feet fit of Trusses guaranteed. Made to 
order.

254 UNION STREET, ST. JOHN.

FORJ5ALE.
One Sable Island Poney, with or with

out sleigh and harness.
, JAMES FLOWER,

McDonald’s Comer.

T. E. RARITT & SON
Have for sale'atltheir'mills,

Gibson, N. B.,
DRY PLANED

Hemlock and Pine Boards

Plank and Scantling-.
Spruce and Pine Sheathing, 

x Shingles,'Pickets, etc.

FOR SALE.
""One Second Hand Connell Shingle 
Machine in good order. Price $100.00. 
Good Value.

NOTICE.
Nolice Is hereby given, that under au

thority of the Act 48 Victoria Chanter 36, 
the Rector, Church Warden!, and Vestry 
of Trinity Church, In the Parish of Can
ning, intend to offer for sale, at a time to 
be appointed, on or after Easter Monday 
next, a lot of land, owned by the said 
Corporation. Situated at Douglaa Harbor 
in the Parish of Canning, containing 200 
acres, more or less, hounded by Asa 
Balmain on the one side and John Allen 
on the other.

Dated the twelfth day of January, 1898.
(Signed)

R. W. COLSTON, Rector.
JAMES R. MILLER, i 
STEPHEN YEOMANS. /

Church
Wardens.

J.* R. *Vanwart, 
• GROCER,.

General Dealer in Flour, Oats, Feed,
Country Produce, Fruits, 

Meats, &c.
BRIDGE ST., INDLANTOWN,

ST. JOHN, N, B.

In Memoriam.

In memory of the late Mrs. J. A. 
Brown, who died at Great Works Maine, 
Feb. 3rd 1898, aged 27 years.
Dear Lottie, she has passed away 

From this bright land of ours 
To live I hope in brighter days 

In heavens un faded bowers, t

It was hard for us to be 
Bereaved from them we loved 

Her angel face we never shall see 
Until we meet above.

I
For seven long weeks she suffered 

In agonising pain
But never shall we with piling eyes 

Behold her moans again.

But Lottie, she has fallen asleep 
Asleep on Jesus breast 

Where she shall never be disturbed 
From her everlasting rest.

Our Heavenly father’s promises 
Are good and kind 

And he will care for the loved ones 
That she has left behind.

Death *ame and wrapped his garment 
Around her weak and fluttering heart 

.This is why we were loathe to part 
From them we love so dear.

Now she lays in yonder churchyard 
Beneath the cold, cold sod 

And angels bore her spirit home 
To mansions bright above.
Blessed are the "dead that die in the 

Lord.

MAXIMS.

I held him great who, for love’s sake,
Can give with generous, earnest will;

Yet he who takes for love s sweet sake 
I think I hold more generous still.

I bow before the noble mind.
That freely some great wrong forgives;

Yet nobler is the one forgiven
Who bears that burden well and lives.

It may be hard to gain and still 
To keep a lowly, steadfast heart;

Yet he who loses has to fill 
A harder and a truer part.

Glorious it is to wear the crown 
Of a deserved and pure success;

He who knows how to fail has won ' .
A crown whose lustre is not less.

Great may he be who can command 
And rule with just and tender sway;

Yet is divine wisdom taught 
Better by him who can obey.

Blessed are they who die for God
And earn the martyr’s crown of light;

Yet he who lives for God may be 
A greater conqueror in His sight.

A MOTHER’S PRAYER.

A woman sits at the fireside,
And rocks a babe on her breast,

Till the little one sleeps, then lays him 
In his downy cradle nest.

She softly kisses his sleeping eyes,
And kisses his forehead white,

And whispers low with a happy smile: 
“God bless my boy tonight!”

A woman stands at a cottage door,
And looks out over the sea;

“The sun sets red in a leaden mist,
It will storm to-night," says she.

“My sailor boy is homeward bound.
Oh, stay the tempest's might,”

And she turned away with an earnest 
prayer,

“God bless my boy to-night!”

And one in the bloom of womanhood,
At work with a happy smile,

Is packing a box for her darling,
And thinking all the while 

How proud and happy the lad must be, 
Her school-boy merry and bright,

When he opens tne box from home—she 
prays:

“God bless my boy to-night!”

A woman old, with failing eyes,
Reads the news from a distant camp, 

Where her soldier son is serving— - 
“The night’s are cold and damp;

A soldier’s life is too hard for roy boy”— 
His hair like hers is white.

But he’s still a boy to the mother who 
prays:

“God bless my boy to-night!”

A mother is reading a letter 
From one who is far away—

“How can our boys go wrong?” she says, 
“When trusting mother’s pray?

My wanderer says, ‘Your prayers for me 
Will keep me strong and right;’

I know he’s true where’er he be—
God bless my boy to-night!"

A mother sits in the gloaming.
With lifted, tearful eyes,

And empty arms; she dreams of one 
Beyond the sunset skies;

‘.‘Safe in the Father’s keeping,
In that blest land of light,

He waits for me, my angel babe—
God keeps my boy to-night."

And so from over all the world 
The mother’s prayers arise;

And who can tell the wondrous power 
That in that blessing lies?

And many tread the downward path;
Some walk in God’s own light;

But always loving mothers pray— •
“God bless my boy to-night!”

Richard—“Tom is not so bad a chap, 
after all. At least there's nothing mean 
about him.” Robert—“Oh get out!” 
Richard—“I mean it. He told me had 
a supreme contempt for the whole crowd. 
Now, isn’t that générons, when he really 
ought to keep it for himself.

The Widow Jones' Experience.

The widow .Tones felt happier than she 
had in some time. The morning was tine 
the birds were singing, all nature looked 
gay. Her two little grandson’s had been 
in the room and said get up grandma, 
grandma get up, breakfast is on the table. 
Surely, she though, this is a fine old world. 
Man alone makes it vile. After writing 
some letters, she goes down street, prom
ising to bring to the boys a sucker. Now 
a sucker is a piece of candy on a stick, 
and children use them something like the 
fisherman do their_bait, pell it out and in 
the one to see if he has a fish, the other 
to see how much longer it will last, or to 
anoint his face preparatory to enchasing 
with dirt. She did not think of her pro
mise till almost home. Now to go back 
without that healer of woes, or practical
ly speaking, collector of dirt, she dare 
not, so turned into a side street near. As 
she went up the steprf to the little store, 
she became aware that a man with a load
ed team of country produce was waiting 
to get in. He politely came forward and 
said he saw the storekeeper leaving an 
electric car as he came up the street, and 
the door would soon be opened. Well, 
she thought she would wait, for to disap
point children in her mind was an evil, 
and promises kept were better than 
promises broken even with little ones. 
“This is a fine day, I think we are- well
met,” said the man, coming a little near
er.

“Yes, said the widow, the day is fine.”
“You are a widow” said he, taking an

other step. •
The widow Jones looked him over, he 

seemed to be rational and sober.
“I am a widower, again he broke forth, 

I had a daughter keeping house for me, 
she got married last week, and so I am 
alone, (we are well met).”

Well’ the widow Jones thought, here 
is a case, if all the lone ones were hunted 
up, there would be a goodly number of 
them. The next question the lone man 
started with was:

“Where do you live?”
“Ah," said she, “my home used to be 

up in Surrey.”
“I have a house and farm,” he replied, 

“in the next county to that. Kings joins 
on to Surrey. Why cannot we join the 
farms together? You are alone, I take it, 
I think we are well met. I will dress 
you well and care for you.”

Well, she soliloquized, this a rare speci
men, again she heard, we are well met. 
I want a wife.

By tnis time thejio°r was open and 
the eyes of the passers on the street were 
on them. She went in and got the sucker 
feeling somewhat, like the widow Bump 
in Jnsia^Allen, as if there were thunder 
and lightning in the air. As she came 
out, he advanced and said:

“Think it over. I will wait an answer. 
We are well met.”

“Yes, oh yes,” said the widow, “I will 
think it over.”

She is still thinking it over and won
dering if yes, in that case, was affirmative 
or negative, and if he is looking for well 
met or sighing softly to himself.
“No one to love me, no one to address,
I travel alone through the world’s wilder

ness.”
E. F.

“I love all that is beautiful in Nature 
and art” she was saying to her aesthetic 
admirer. “I revel in the green fields, 
the babbling brooks and the little way- 
side flowers. I feast on the beauties of 
earth and sky and air. They are my 
daily life and food, and—•” “Maudie," 
cried out her mother from the kitchen, 
not knowing that her daughter’s beau 
was in the parlor. “Maudie’ whatever 
made you go and eat that big dish of 
cabbage and pork that was left over from 
dmner? I told you we wanted them 
warmed up for supper. I declare if your 
appetite ian’t enough to bankrupt your 
pa.” And she collapsed.

Metaphysical.—Bronco Pete (thought
fully)—“Wonder wot ever become uv 
Tarantula Jim?’- Grizzly Dan—“Wy, 
don’t you rememeber helping to lynch 
him last July?” Bronco Pete—W’y uv 
ourse I do!—but I wonder wot ever be 
come uv him finaly.”—

Reeenting It.—“Cyrus Winters»,” 
snapped the indignant wife, as the quar
rel waxed fiercer, “ you married me for 
my money, Mid you know it!" “’Tis 
false!” roared Mr. Winteraide, “I mar
ried you for your amiable disposition, 
you virago!"

A Slight Difference.—Diggs—“I just 
finished reading an account of how they 
burned heretics at the stake in ancient 
times. Such barbarism would not be tol
erated in this enlightened age." Biggs - 
No, indeed! The modem -heretic is let 
off with a roast in (he religious journal.

A recommendation.—Customer—“Is 
this the latest thing in sealskin?” 
Salesman (impressively)— “Yes, Madam. 
This is a pelagic sealskin.”

Browne—“Did you ever see a man 
who really wanted the earth?" Towne— 
“Oh, yes.” Browne—“Who was he?" 
Towne—“A first trip passenger un an 
ocean liner.”

“One great trouble wif folks,” said 
Uncle Eben, “is dat dey’s li’ble ter mis
take de smalles’ speck on ' dah serenity 
fob de p’int whah patience ceases ter be 
a virtue.”

A MONTE CARLO TRAGEDY.

An Incident Which Made Blsnwrok nn 
InvoUnrate Enemy to Gambling.

Prince Bismarck has long been an In
veterate enemy to the wholesale system 
of gambling, which is “preserved,” as 
it were, at Monte Carlo and similar es
tablishments on the continent.

His antipathy is due to a tragedy 
which was enacted under his very eyes 
at Baden Baden - more than 80 years 
ago. During the season at that place, 
which was of more than average bril
liancy, he would himself go into one of 
the gambling saloons, which was fre
quented by the highest aristocracy and 
the members of the diplomatic corps. 
Although he played little he would oc
casionally venture small sums. If he 
won, he would venture bis original 
stake again and again, bat if he lost at 
the first conp he retired from the table.

One day while Bismarck was stand
ing at a table a young man and a beau
tiful woman came in. He was a baron 
and had only recently married and was 
on his wedding trip with his bride. The 
man began to play. At first fortune fa
vored him, and he won.

Then his luck turned. He began to 
lose. With each loss he became more 
desperate. The beautiful woman by his 
side vainly strove to tear him away. 
The fever of gambling had taken hold 
3t his brain. The more the woman be- 
«ought the more the man ventured. 
Hundreds of francs grew into thousands, 
and thousands after thousands were 
raked in by the croupier. ,

The whole table was watching this 
fighter with fortune, and among them 
no one was more intent than Bismarck 
himself.

At last the gambler put a larger stake 
than ever on the table, and again he 
lost.

He rose and whispered a word to bis 
wife, and they left the room together.

Nobody in a gambling saloon heeds 
the mined man, and the game went on 
as before, less feverishly perhaps and 
without such large stakes.

Suddenly, without a moment's warn
ing, the report of a pistol rang through 
the room. Some people hurried ont. 
There on the ground lay the body of 
the mined man, a bullet wound in his 
head, from which a thin stream of blood 
was flowing. By the side of the body, 
distracted, almost turned to stone by 
the herrible situation, stood the beauti
ful young wife, now a widow.

Suddenly her restrained feelings over
came her, and with one wild shriek she 
fell by the side of the dead man. Bis
marck was one of the onlookers who 
had seen the result of the fearful trage
dy.

“This horrible business must stop,” 
he exclaimed. 1 >

It did stop. In the course at a few 
years every public gambling house in 
Germany was abolished. — Pierson’s 
Weekly. _______________

HOMEOPATHY.
Careeeastrueted Bishop Wilmer*» Appli

cation of It to HI» Work.
This is a story an Alabama man tolls 

me of Bishop Wilmer, and I hope yon 
won’t think it too section ah It happen
ed soon after the war. Bishop Wilmer 
had gone to a northern city to ask aid 
for a Confederate orphans’ home he was 
interested in. He hadn’t been north for 
several years, and his old friends gave 
him a hearty welcome. There was a 
dinner in his honor, and after dinner the 
bishop was begged to tell a story or 
two. The bishop said he hadn’t a story.

“But," he added, “I’ve got a conun
drum. Why are we southerners like 
Lazarus?”

The guests—they were all Union 
men, by the way—suggested many an
swers. The southerners were like Laz
arus because they were poor, because 
they ato of the crumbs from the rich 
man’s table; because—because of every
thing Anybody could guess.

“No,” said the bishop, “you’re all 
wrong. We’re like Lazarus because,” 
and he smiled blandly, “because we’ve 
been licked by dogs. ”

A roar of laughter went round at 
that, for the bishop’s utter unrecon
structedness was always one of hie 
charms. Everybody laughed but one 
mottle, faced man, who became very 
Indignant

“Well," he snorted, “if you think 
we’re dogs, why in—not earth—have 
you come up here to beg for our money 
—for the money of dogs?”

The bishop chuckled.
“My mottled friend, ” laid he, “the 

hair of the dog is good for the bite. 
That’s why I’ve come. ’’—Washington 
Post ________________

Stores His Silver Cheaply.
“As I am not keeping house I have 

no use for my silver, so I determined to 
put it where it would not be so liable 
to be stolen as in my flat” said a busi
ness man the other day. “Simultane
ously with this determination came the 
need of a considerable sum of money. I 
therefore put the silver in charge of a 
benevolent concern, which charges no 
more interest on the money it lent with 
Ihe silver as security, than a bank or 
than a safe deposit company would 
charge for storing the silver. I am con
sequently either paying no interest on 
the loan or getting my silver stored for 
nothing; I don’t exactly know which.” 
—New York Sun.

The Other Bellow.

“So you think Agnew is a pigheaded 
fool, eh? What has given you that opin- 
top of him?’9

“We talked for half an hour this 
morning and couldn’t agree on a single 
point”—Chicago News.

▲ naval battle between the Romans 
and Carthaginians off the coast of Spain 
in the first Punic war was lost by the 
latter because the galley slaves could 
not keep their seats when the ships 
rolled. ________________

The Indian population of the Domin
ion of Canada is said to be 138,000, of 
whom about 88,000 are Roman Cath
olics and the same number Protestants.

He—I am told that your admirers’ 
name is legion.

She (blushingly)—Oh, no; his name is 
Jones.

John G. Adam$.
UNDERTAKER

Funeral Director.
Caskets, in Brocade, Velvet, Broad 

cloth (Black or White), Rosewood, Wat 
nut. Oak, French Burl and Stained Wood, 
Highly finished in different Styles and 
Qualities, All Sizes, Prices Reasonable.

Polished Woods aqd Cloth Covered 
Coffins, Robes, Shrouds, and 

MOUNTINGS.

A FIRSTCLASS HEARSE
infconnection, with White or Black 

Mountings for Young or Old. 
Orders from the Country care

fully attended to at Mod
erate Prices.

Opp. Queen Hotel, Fredericton
Telephone^No. 26.

We Carry a Large Assortment of

PICTURE
G. T. Whelpley.

----- NOW IN STOCK—

Hungarian,
Prid of Manitoba, 
Jersey Lilly,
White Rose,
Peoples and t
Crown of Gold Flour.
CORN MEAL, OAT MEAL.

TEA
in 3, 5, 10 and 80 Pound Packages, at venr 
low prices. A good Tea at 18 cts a pound, 
or 7 pounds for 81.00. An extra good 
Block Tea at 25 cents.

-ALWAYS ON HASU-

Oats, Bran, and Middlings 
or Heavy Feed.

Bear in mind we buy for cash, and in 
large quantities, which enables us to sell 
at greatly reduced prices.

G. T. Whelpley,
310 Queen St., Fredericton.

James Stirling,
Manufacturer of Harness, St. John.

I have recently lrought out the stock of 
the estate of the late William Robbf con
sisting of

Harness and Saddles
of all kinds. Some great bargains wil 
now be offered.

My stock on hand is second to none In 
the city, to choose from. Working Har
ness, Light Harness from 814 and upwards 

KsT Give us a call.

JAMES STIRLING,
12 Charlotte St., - St. John, N. B

ESTABLISHED 1791.

A. CHIPMAN SMITH. 8TRUAN ROBERTSON.

Druggists and Apothecaries,
No. 1 City Market Building, Charlotte St.,

Saint Johnt N. B.

KEEP CONSTANTLY ON HAND

Firçe Drugs and Chemicals, Materia 
Medica, Druggists’ Sundries, 

Dye Stuffs, Perfumery, 
Soaps, Brushes, Combs, Etc., Etc.

St. John Weekly Sun.
4,992 Columns a Year.

16 Pages Every Week.

ONE DOLLAR A YEAR
Reliable market reports.
Full shinping news.
I ilmage’s sermons. 
t_t nies by eminent Authors.

, turf, the field and the farm. 
Despatches and correspondents 
From all parts of the world.

SEND FOR A SAMPLE COPY-FREE.

81.00 from.a new subscriber now will pay 
for the Weekly Sun till 31st December, 
1808.

Call and see our Type-setting Machines 
in operation. The greatest invention of 
the age.

St. John Daily Sun
IS A NEWSPAPER

First, Lust and all the Time.
2 CENTS PER COPY FIVE DOLLARS PER YEAR 

Ill quantity, variety and reliabllty of its 
despatches and correspondence, it lias no 
rival.

Using Mergentlielar Type-casting Ma
chines The Sun is printed from new type 
ever)’ morning.

Established In 1878, it has increased in 
circulation and popularity each year. 
Advertising rates furnished on application

address;
SUN PUBLISHING COMPANY, Ltd.

St. John, N. B,

Ï

5501


