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THE ROCKF'WOOD REVIEW

The Early Bird, they say, gets
the start—gets ahead.

We are usually ahead in
NOVELTIES, NEW BCQCOKS,
'~ NEW MUSIC, SPORTING
GOODS, &c.

HaMmitocks are risen, selling at
cost.

JOHN HENDERSON & CO.

COLD IN THE HEAD
And Headache cured in 5 min-
utes. Catarrh cured in a week by
using Dr. Hunt’s Magic Snuff, 25
cents a Box. For sale at

WaDE’s DRUG STORE.

We don’t claim to be the only
Clothiers in the city, but we do
say we are the leaders.

GRAND UNION CLOTHING CO.
MONS. LOUIS ANDRIEUZ,

Graduate Liege Conservatory,
'TEACHER OF VIOLIN AND SOLFEGGIO.
286 Johnston St., Kingston.

LOOK AT HARDY'S

NEW
GUARANTEED KID GLOVES,

FOR $1.00,
With Lace Hook or some fastener.
They're the best we can get.

123 PRINCESS STREET.

THE STANDARD BANK OF
CANADA.

Special attention is directed to
the following advantages offered by
our Sav.ngs Bank:

Deposits of One Dollar and up-
wardsreceived,and interest allowed
at current rates,

Interest is added to the deposit
twice in each year, at thé end of
May and November,

Interest commences on the day
the money is deposited, and con-
tinues until it is drawn out,

W. D. HART, MaANAGER.

J. Routley,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL,
TOBACCO, CIGARS, CIGARETTES,

And all kinds of Br1AR and MEER-
scHauM Pipes, Fishing Tackle,
Guus. Rifles, Revolvers and Am-
munition,

173 PRINCESS STREET.
CALL ON

Gleo. Offozd,

For your BOOTS anp SHOES.
Largest Stock, Lowest Prices.

127 PRINCESS STREET.

Richmond
& Co.s

DRY G00DS, MILLINERY & CAKPETS.

118 To 120 PRINCESS STREET,
KINGSTON.
FaLL aND WINTER GooDs JusT
OPENED.
Largest Stocks. Lowest Prices.
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Wuen You WANT
REAL GOOD TEA AND COFIEE,
COME AND SEE US.
JAS. REDDEN & C0.,

J. UF. Powell,

PHOTOGRAPHER,
165 PRINCESS STREET,
CABINET AND CARD PHOTOGRAPHS,

At the Lowest Prices for Good

Work. .
Photographs of Residences a

Specialty.

The Finest Pianos at the Lowest
possible Prices, Sheet Music and
Fittings.

PIANO AND ORGAN TUNING,

International pitch if desired.
REPAIRING IN ALL ITs BRANCHES.

J. Reyner,
GOLDEN LION BLOCK, RINGSTON.

2. BRAME,

LEADING UNDERTAKER AND
EMBALMER,

251 Princess Streer, Cor, SyD-
ENHAM STREETS,

If you want to buy the Cheapest
and Best FURNITURE go to

H. BRAME.
The Leading House
FOR MILLINERY, MANTLES,

‘LADIEs AND CHILDREN'S UNDER-
) WARE,

HOSIERY, GLOVES, &c., IS

Spenece & Geo.,

143 PRINCESS STREET,
Next door to Standard Bank.

JAMES P, GILDERSLEEVE,
GENERAL INSURANCE AGENCY,
Fire, Marine, Accident, Guar-

antee, Plate Glass.

General Ticket Agency—

Rail, Ocean, Lake and River.
Ocean Tickets a specialty.

Notary Public, Issuer of Marriage
Licenses,

42 CLARENCE STREET.

" G. A McGowan,

MANUFACTURER OF

SHE, BANKER'S DAUGHTER AND
LA FLOR DE FRONTENAC
CIGARS.

211, 213,215 AND 217 BROCK STREET,
KiNGsyroON.

MoRae Bres.,

GOLDEN LION GROCZRY, KINGSTON.
For very fine Blends of
BLACK AND GREEN TEAS.
Fruits, CONDIMENTS,
FRESH GROUND COFFEES,
And the Largest Variety of

OLp WINES, BYANDIES, WHISKEYS,
Erc., Erc.

THE OLD GLASGOW WAREHOUSE
ON THE CORNER.

As a Dry Goods House was estab-
lished in 1842, the very name of
which is still a green spot in the
memory of the old fathers and
mothers of the city and eounty.
We have occupied the old stand for
about four years, and welcome all
seekers of good goods.at low prices,
to call and inspect our stock.

Our Ladies New Fall and Winter
Jackets, and Dolman Long Capes,
are especially nobby. Our Dress
Goods and Gents Furnishings are
a large feature of our Specialties.

CRUMLEY BROS,,
GLASGOW WAREHOUSE.
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CARR.-—On the 26th instant, at
Bridge Terrace, Gatehouse, Scot-
land, Mary Moreland, aged 69
years, relict of Michael Carr.

LOCAL ITEMS.

The Harmony Club gave Farm-
ers Mass in B Flat, on the roth and
12th inst.,, and scored a decided
success, when it is taken into con-
sideration that in this small city of
Kingston, no less than two musical
organizationsundertake the produc-
tion of Oratcrio. It would be bet-
ter if petty jealousies were forgotten
and forces joined. The good work
done in the Mass proves that there
is plenty of talent in Kingston, and
this Concert was a distinct advance
on those preceding it. On the first
night the Quartette was decidedly
“off,” but redeemed itself at the
second concert, The chorusonthe
whole wasexcellent, although weak
in tenors, and with sopranos, hand-
icapped by a pitch far too high for
the compass of many of the voices,
The Orchestra of twenty-two pieces
<did creditable work, and seemed to
find great favor with the twelve
hundred people wholistened. Miss
Daly, of Montreal, who took the
solos, did magnificent work at the
second Concert, and showed com-
mendable bravery at the first by
singing when suffering from a sev-
ere cold. Mr. A. Fiower March,
who conducted, must feel highly
gratified by the success of these
Concerts, and his industrious lieut-
enants, Mrs, English, Mr. Andrieux
and Mr. Harvey, are to be congra-
tulated on the results of theirlabors,
#s they are entitled to the highest
praise for the work done by the

KINGSTON, APRIL IST, 18g6.

No. 2.

Orchestra, It is questionable if
many appreciate how much of the
success of the Orchestra depended
on the generalship of Mr. Andrieux.

The Rockwood Minstrels bloomed
out on Friday, the 13th March, and
presented an attractive programme.
The Overture bristled with jokes,
jingles and jests, and the songs
were well received by an expectant
audience. Mr, Ed. Gilmour is im-
proving as a vocalist, and the old
reliables Messrs. Davidson, Shea
(Billy and Jack), Williamson and
Cochrane, are in common parlance
*'still in the ring.” What they un-
dertake they do well, whether it is
that one proclaims the fact that his
*Dad is Engineer,” or tells us that
the **Parrot said Come In,"” or asks
to ‘*Put him off at Buffalo,” or sings
of **Honey my Honey."”

The Burlesque on Tommy Atkins
was funny, but the honors rested
with the *‘Baby Elephant.” This
farce never grows old, in fact a
baby Elephant must necessarily be
of tender age. We have seen the
baby Elephant well done, but on
this occasion it was simply ‘‘out of
sight.” McCammon is a clever
endman, but it is as an actor he
particularly shines, Inthe Elephant
play he is inimitable. Cochrane
as P. T. Barnum was decidedly
humorous. Billy Shea, as a bad
boy, as funny as Billy alone can be.
Davidson and J. Shea first-class,
and Coxworthy the daintiest Rose
we have yet had.

Mr. Madill’s Clarionet Solo was
one of the hits of the evening,

Mr. Potter’s dancing was greatly
admired and enthusiastically en-
cored.
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Diep.—At Kingston, March 1st,
Mary Dennison, relict of the late
Jas. Dennison, aged 84.

BorN.—In Portsmouth, Feb, 23,
the wife of Mr, Jas, Denaison, cf a
son.

“0UR LITTLE ZROTRERS OF THE

Out of the North two wild birds

came— .
Out of the north where theice-floes

be,

And the desolateland, and the cruel
sea,

And the silent gulfs no man may
name.

Leagues of darkness and boreal
cold,

Ghastly glimmeroficelocked fiords,

And frost that cuts to the bonelike
swords.

Birds of the Northland swift and
bold,

Glossy of feather and strong of
wing, .

Tell us, what are the news ye bring.

What news of the captain and his
crew,

What of the ship in the ice held fast,

And the storm-worn colors nailed
to the mast;

Saw ye the lips that are frozen blue,

Where the yet inviolate billowsroll

Round the awful mystery of the
Pole? .

Small voyageurs of the gulfs of air,

Storm-vexed and thick with blind-
ing snow,

Whenalltheslumbering earth below

Heeds not stern March's trumpets

. blare,

‘What cheer, and whitherdo ye fare ?

What is the quest taat brings you
here,

Isit kindlier skiesand amplercheer?

Nay, butthe hearts of men are made

As cold as your Arctic atmosphere,

And hard by the keen demands of
trade, .

Fly away to your native haunts

again,
From the covetous eyes and the
greed of men,

Your glacier fields are bleak and
bare,

But not so ruthless and empty and
vain,

As the gentle faces of ladies fair,

Graceful, and smiling and debonair,

Who shreik at the sight of an in-
sect’s pain

Yet calmly wear such barbarous
things,

Dismembered bodies, and heads,
and wings,

(Christian mothers and maids and
wives),

That have cost a thousand innocent
lives,

So fly to your native North again,

From the covetous eyes of Chris-
tian men,

To thehome of the wolfand Eskimo,

And the land of immemorial snow :

For the bitterest storms of the po-
lar main

Are not so cruel and not so cold

As the laws of fashion, the lust of
gold.

A whir and flutter of wings that rise,

A glimpse of swift pinions as forth
they fare,

And the forms dissolve in the nor-
thern skies,

Adieu “little brothers of the air,”

K. S. McL.

A REMARKABLE CASE OF REFINE-
meNt.—There isinthis city a young
man who eats crushed violets and
wears azure neckties every time he
feels an attack of the blues approa-
ching. Once he awoke in the mid-
dle of the night, and rousing his
room-mate, said: “This is simply
agonizing.” *‘Whatis the matter?”
“Those two mosquitoes that are
singingintheroom.” *“Well, what
do you care, so long as they don’t
bite you?”” ‘“They are not singing
in harmony."”
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MARCH.

Now March has come in with a
merry blue sky,

Where light cloudslike long streaks
of snowy mist lie,

While the loud wind a strain of
wild music is playing, .
With athousand brown maple twigs

dancing and swaying.

The snow is like marble clean car-
ved in the sun,

Yet the bare roofs can tell how his
beams have begun

To-gather more strength; and that
Springtime must follow,

With bud and with blossom, with
robin and swallow,

There is hard frozen crust on the
snow, and it seems

Like a motionless lake with white

_ ripples and gleams,

There are patches of agate gray ice
on the ditches,

And these, with steep drifts, are
the little one’s riches.

The thick lower boughs of the
maples so tall,

Show the color of cobwebs against
a house wall

Of brick ; which the bright sun to
pink has been turning,

And red painted roofs next the blue
sky are burning.

The maples stang bare as that sun-
light pours down,

In their gray and their drab, and
their bare boughs of brown,

Sungilded and windtossed, but eve-
ning’s bright fingers

Will turn them to coral and flame
while he lingers,

He will go, they will change then
to ash hues and black,

And the stars will step out in their
silent, cold track,

And the wind with its rushes of
music so cheery,

Will perhaps fall asleep like a child -

that is weary.
D. W. K., March 1896,

Mr. John McManus was ill for
several days in March.

Coxey makes a sweetly pretty
Rose, and his voice is like honey.

Something that many people do
unwillingly, and others quite will-
ingly justnow—‘lose their giippe.”

The Rockwood Hockey Team
jurneyed as far as Brockville to
play Hockey, and gained some ex-
perience, but reached home alive.
The Brockvillians are enthusiasts,
and loyal to their players who do
not play hockey. Our boys can
now take part in the farce called
*Bruised but Cured.” The score
was 6 to 2.

If King Ben wishes to rule over
the principality of Hatters Bay, he
had better give us a decent street
carservice and treat usfairly. This
is a democratic age, and kings can-
not rule unless by tact and discre-
tion. Even if King Ben wishes to
break a lance with our Reeve, it is
no reason why the fight cannot go
on without unoffending villagers
being removed.

That Queens should win the On-
tario Hockey Championship was
not surprising, as in the West they
have not yet mastered all the mys-
teries of thisfine game. The Strat-
ford boys put up the best game yet
shown by a western team, but lack-
ed the combination so essential to
first-class hockey, and were not
speedy. As the captain of the
Rockwoods is one of the brightand
particular Stars on Queens, we had
to rejoice at thedefeat of Stratford,
although we are pleased that they
put up such a clean and good
game.

Mrs. Muirhead who kas been
visiting Rockwood, left for Tor-
onto on the 17th March,

La Grippe has played havoc with
the Nurses and Attendants of late.
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Ice Boating has been royal sport
this year, and so far Portsmouth
has supplied the most speedy flver
in the shape of the Defender. Not
only is the Defender the fastest
yacht under conditions that are
suitable for the best kind of ice-
boating, but our genial Reeve is by
long odds the best Skipper, and
can give the boys down town sev-
eral pointers about haundling the
tiller, A good boat is an excellent
thing, but of little use without a
level head to sail it. Let us hope
that Mr, Fisher will win the beau-
tiful trophy to be given to the fast-
est ice yacht,

Mr. Robert Harvey has com-
menced his Drgan Recitals in St.
Andrew’s Church, for the season
of ’g6, the first being given on the
22nd, Onthisoccasionseveral hun-
dred peopl. met in the twilight
lour, and then went forth full of
gratitude to the young artist, who
by his magic touch had enthralled
every listener in the beautiful
church. Itis a rare sight to see an
audience spell-bound even by the
power of music, but at these reci-
tals all are affected, and the hush
that falls even on the wagging
tongue of the society chatterer is
proof of the mystic power of the
organist. Mr. Harvey is modest
and unselfish, but we cannot refrain
from giving the me&d of praise we
feel due, and thanking him for the
good he is doing in the community,
by revealing to the masses the
beauty of the best music. The fol-
lowing selections were performed:
—Organ, Grand Chorus, Dubois;
Serenade. Zamoni, Pastorale, Whit-
ney; March of the War Priests,
Mend-:lssohn ; Song without Words,
Loeschorn; Love Song—Bohm—
Berceuse, Gounod ; Offertoirein G,
Welly. Mr. A, Flower March also
sang a selection from the Messiah,
and Dr. Clarke (Violin), and Mr,
Harvey (Organ), played an Andante

by Fesca, and the Simple Confes-
sion, by Thome,

ngstonigns. although loyal en-
ough to their city and institutions,
when .attacked by outsiders, are
sometimes blind to the excellent
qualities of some of the things they
pols{sess. IvaC

ow rarely a Concert is given in
the City Hall, and yet m%sicians
are agreed that this Hall is almost
an ideal one from the acoustic
standpoint, in fact it isquestionable
if there is another as good in Can-
ada. A great violinist who played
there a few years ago, said that
acoustically it was the mostsatisfac-
tory Hall she had performed in out-
side of Leipsic, the great Concert
gag of which city it much resem-

ed.

The great drawback is the wretch-
ed seating accommodation. Might
it uot be a good investment if the
City Fathers were to purchase com-
fortable but ch. . p seats, and boom
thetH?all as an ideal spot for Con-
certs?

WHICH OF THE ROCKWOOD SKIPS IS
THIS ?
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PEN DASHES.

A week or two ago, as a friend
of the writer was walking (and

accompanied by a small dog) along.
a piece of road having woodland
on one side and fields on the other,
he suddenly noticed an encounter
between too large dusky plumaged
birds, in tbe middle, on the road a
few paces ahead of him, and it soon
became evident that a large Hawk
had stricken down a ruffed Grouse,
and a sort of running and tumbling
resistance was made by the Grouse
to the Hawk's tenacious clutches,
The dog immediately attacked the
raptore, which soon fled in a rather
“ruffied-up” frame of mind to a
tree in the immediate vicinity, to
ruminate on the unexpected turn
of events, There was very little of
life left in the Hawk's victim when
picked up by the spectator of ihe
fray, so deeply had the Hawk talons
pierced the body of the Grouse; a
number of these *‘laggard™ Hawks
have been this year noticed in our
December woods, and these strag-
lers mostly stay with us after the
main body of their confreres have
migrated southwards, and it is be-
lieved that they chiefly depend for
sustenance on the capture of the
Grouse, which—thanks to the im-
proved proteciion now .afforded by
our game laws—have noticeably
increased in numbers during the
last two or three years. Theabove
episode is a cheap illustration on
the ancient art of falcony, and is
full of suggestiveness to those of a
sportive turn of mind. The haug-
hty physiognomy of the Hawk
indicates intelligent consciousness
ofitsfighting powers, and wherever
they have been occasionally trained
as pets, byour farm boys, they have
responded favorably to training.
An instance that came under the
cobservation of the writer, some
years ago, corroborates this assum-
ption.

Several young fledgling falcons
were taken from a nest and fed
regularly with appropriate food,
and they soon lost all appearance
of timidity when in presence of
their keepers, and being set at
liberty flew off to the bush, but
returned regularly at acertain hour
of the day to the feeding trough,
where a portion of relishable food
was always awaiting their arrival.
That their instincts and appetites
afforded the m:.n leverage and
inlets to their embryonic reasoning
powers was made evident, by the
celebrated experiment of Mr. Aus-
tin, the exhibitor of the ‘‘Happy
Family” — where hawks and ro-
dents, cats and sparrows were
induced to live amicably in the
same large wire cage, by furnishin
at all times an abundance of natura
food, and preventing the pangs of
hunger, and the attendant fierce-
ness and irritabilities averted from
being felt. This proposition had a
pertinent illustration within one’s
ken a few years ago, which we may
here narrate.

A neighboring farmer's son was
the caretaker of several young
hawks, which were confined in a
large wicker cage, and although of
different species, lived peaceably
together for a time. but at an un-
lucky juncture the boy was hurried
away by his father, to perform
some more urgent duty at early
dawn, (the hourat which the young
falcons had been accustomed to
obtain a good square meal). On
the young man's return to offer his
bird captives their belated meal,
he said he wassomewhat chagrined
to find that young FalcoNilvushad
anticipated his keeper’s services by
breakfasting on the corporeal part
of Falco Sparverious, which seemed
asomewhatcowardlyacton account
of the latter's diminutive size! Al
that there was left in evidence of
the bird *‘that failed to answer to
the number of his mess,” was the

/&M J:C'\""' L /FMQ‘O'
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peak, legs and indigestible feathers,

Vet however sanguinary the in-
stincts of birds and beasts of prey
may be, they show an intensity of
affection to their own progeny, the
old birds having been known to
face the deadliest dangers and risks
when incited by the hungry clam-
ours of their callow nestlings, but
their love seems to be very narrow
in its scope and range, and abjures
all tincture of cosmopolitanism, to
the pitiful appealing squeals of a
captured young turkey or wood-
chuck, they are stolidly deaf and
unrespousive. Thehousecatseizes
the trained and accomplished blue-
jay, or bullfinch, from its cage with
ruthless avidity, and makes a pre-
sent to the frolicksome young kit-
tens in their nest, of the victimized
bird or rodent, as a meat offering,
with many a *‘‘mew” of parental
solicitude.

Several young reprobategunners,
living about two miles from this
spot, about 23 years ago, kept up
an almost constant fusilade upon a
number of species of ornamental
birds, such as the larger Woodpec-
kers, Killdeer Plover and Meadow
Lark, and upon being remonstrated
with, on the scoundrelism of their
slaughtering the latter, only made
the excuse that the Larks “*when
cooked were as savory a morsel as
the Quail.” The result has been
that the plaintive carol of the
Meadow Lark is no more to be
heard in these parts.

Some "acquaaintances about here
go forth frequently into the ad-
joiningbush—*‘arabbiting.” They
possess a well trained ferret and a
fast running dog, and there 1s just
sufficient snow to make the rabbit
tracks plain and easy to follow.
‘“The bunnys” that they capture
are yet in good condition, as grass
and green food can beseen in many
places, abovethe snow. Aboutten
days ago, a full grown bunnies’
tracks were noticed that had de-

parted from the hollow at the foot
of alarge maple tree, up which it
had ascended, like a squirrel going
up the inside of a chimney. By
the help of long slender poles or
saplings, cut from the neighboring
thicket, attempts were made to
bring down the rabbit, but did not
succeed ; but when the first assail-
ants had failed and gone away, the
landowner came up, and interpret-
ing the marks on the snow around
the tree base, was encouraged to
make an attempt to seize the cap-
tive, in the tree’s inside, and soon
succeeded in theeffort. The furry
“1gitive proved to be a fine plump
specimen, and it was carried by
its captor to his household, where
fo1 half an hou. it was examined,
and admired and carressed, by a
number of the man’s children.
Soon afterward bunny was carried
back to the bush, and freely res-
tored, uninjused, to liberty, which
act of humanity seems worthy of
commendation. The gray rabbit
has quite a robust, resolute expres-
sion of physiognomy, and has to
depend on mental and bodily alert-
ness whereby to hold its ground.
We note that the ears are much
shorter than in the tame rabbit, or
in the Canadian hare, quite a num-
ber of which have lately been shot
around here.

Mr. Wm. Shae has purchased a
Rudge (Barnaby) bycicle, and is
practising daily in the Amusement
Hall, It takes twenty-seven laps
to the mile, and Mr. Shea claims
that our Chief of Police has timed
him with his stop watch, and given
the time as 1.59 2-5. Mr. Carr, of
Galsashiels, has invested in a *‘Gar-
den City,” and several other pur-
chasers will be mentioned when
the ice is out of the harbor.
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LEGENDS OF THE OLD NOBRSMEN.

(CONCLUDED.)

The Nisse corresponds to the
Scotch brownie, and no farm house
thrives unless 1t has its Nisse. If
he favor the maids and men, the
Kkitchen will be sweptand the water
will be brought in, andin thestable
the horses will be groomed and
perhaps fed. But woe betide the
servants who are not in favor! for
the Nisse can be just as busy put-
ting things into disorder, and can
punish them by placing 2ll sorts of
obstacles in the way of doing their
work.

The Neck is a river-spirit and is
also’ a musical' genius, he is repre-
sented as sitting on the surface of
the water, like a pretty litile boy
with golden ringlets, and a red cap
on his head, and he hasagoldharp
on which he plays, charming evéry-
thing in nature.

The Mermaids are Somet'mes
evil, sometimesgood ; they are very
beautiful and <it upon the water
combing their sea-weed hair with
goldei combs, or they are busy
driving their snow-white cattle to
feed on thestrands, or smallislands.
At other times they haunt the fires
of fishermen, cold and_shivering
maidens; they are then dreadeq, as
the fishermen know, they may be
enticed by their bheauty to the
dwellings of the mermaids, at the
bottom of the sea. People that are
drowned, are thought to have been
carried off by these bewitching
beauties of the deep.

The Norns are the Fates—Past,
Present and Future, aund they sitat
the foit of the wonderful Treé of
Life, Ygdrasil which figures so
extensively in Norse mythology,—
Itis an Ash tree, and the ash was
sacred to the gods; its roots are
deepdownin the kingdom of Death;
its trunk reaches heaven high, and
its branches stretch out over the
universe. The Norns constantly

water its roots; the Past and Pre-
sent sit spinning a web from east
to west, the Future tears asunder
the golden thread of life, which
was begun in the dawn and stret-
ched to the sunset. .

Once there was a Norwegian who
Had a wonderful mill, which would
grind out anything he commanded
of it. A sea captain hearing of its
magic powers, became desirous of
possessing it, accordingly he came
with his ship to Norway and by
some means won the favor of the
mill-owner and borrowed it. He
placed the mi'l in the hold of his
vessel, and as soon as he was out of

ort, commanded it to grind salt.
t forthwith began to grind salt
until it filled the hold, and the cap-
tain, not having learned from the
former owner how to make it stop,
it continned to grind until every
part of the vessel was filled to over-
flowing, with' salt. Finally the
ship .ank. The mill is still going
round and has never yet stopped
working. If you don't believe this
story, go and see for yourself the
meelstrom off the west coast of Nor-
way ; sorae peopie call it a whirl-
pool;, but itis really what we have
said, This is the true reason why
the sea is salt.

Balder the beautiful was the god
of the summer sunlight; he is re-
presented as being ever just, ever
kind, the favorite of all nature,
gods, and men ; so fair and dazzling
in form and features, that rays of
light seém toissueiromhim. Loke,
the wicked one, saw that no matter
what happened, Balder was never
hurt, and 1n fact it was a past-time
of the gods to have Balder stand
up in their meetings end serve them
as a mark, and they would hurl
stones and darts at him, but he
always remained unharmed. His
mother, Frigg, wife of Odin, had
once gone all over the earth and
exacted a promise from everything
in naturc that it would not hurt
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Balder, every metal, every wood,
every animal, every plant but one
small one which was overlooked,
and that the mistletoe which keeps
green through the winter. Every-
thing was only too thankful to give
its oath, for what would the world
be without the pure sunlight,
QOdin, ever since he drank from the
fount of wisdoni, knew that the
light must go out from Balder's
eyes, and that death and the {wi-
light of the gods must reign over
Asgard and Midgard, and this
twilight is the Norse Ragnarok,
the earth’s dark winter. He was
depressed at thethoughtof Balder’s
death, and as he went into Asgard,
he saw Thor and Balder engaging
in tests of strength. Another bro-
ther, Hodor, stood apart from in-
dulging in the sport, on account of
blindness. Loke, who had found
out about the mistl.toe, and had
some of the plant with him, said to
Hodor, **Why don’t you throw
something at Balder, and see if it
would not hurt him!" Hodor's
answer was, °*I can't see him and
besides I have nothing to throw at
him,” *Come then," said the mis-
chief-working Loke, ‘‘throw this
twig at him and I will guide youto
the place where hestands.” Hodor
did as he was asked. At once Bal-
der fell down lifeless, and the lam-
entations of the gods were loudaand
continued, but Udin knew better
than any one else what this porten-
ded ; on Midgard messengers were
sent to tell all natare to weep, men,
animals, the earth, stones, treesand
metals, and they were soon covered
with frost-tears, and the earth
enshrouded in gloom. Balder's
body was carried to his ship, Ring-
horn, and that was his funeral pile,
—his wife Nanna, heart-broken
from the death of her beloved was
laid beside him, and his horse,
fully caparisoned was also placed
upon the pile,and all were consumed
by fire after Thor had consecrated

it with his hammer, Mjolner,
After the death of Balder, Thor
thundered and stormed in grief for
his brother and Loke trembled for
Thor blamed him for the evil he
had done, so Loke changed himself
into a fish, hiding beneath the sea-
weed of the ocean, but Odin, the
all-wise and all-seeing, knew where"
he was, and with Thor spread a net
for him. Loke could not escape
for it was spread over allthe ocean,
and he had to come out of his
muddy hiding place to breathe.
Then they said, *‘Come back to
your own form,” and so he was
borne back to Asgard. The decree
of the gods was, ‘‘Let him be
bound.” So they took him to a
cavern and bound him to three
sharp pointed rocks placed in it,
then a serpent was placed above
him to drop venom upon him, but
his wife stood beside him and with
a cup caught the drops as they fell,
however when the cup was filled
and while she was emptying it,
some fell on Loke and he used to
shriek and writhe with pain; this
produced what men call earth-
quakes. Loke symbolises Fire;
there is still a saying among the
Norse that when the fire crackles,
Loke is whipping his children,

Thor was overpowered in the
final battle by the deadly poison of
the Midgard serpent with which he
had such a terrific battle. Now
comes the end ; the Fenris wolf and
Loke are freed from theirfetters,—
the gods, even Odin, are all dead;
the Frost giants are on the rainbow
bridge, the shining city of Asgard
is destroyed, Ygdrasil, the trec of
life, is in ashes; as the Norns fore-
told, the end has come, and the
Twilight of the gods, the Reign of
Darkness, rules.

In this one particular Norse my-
thology differs essentially from the
Greek,—the gods die. It was &
great factor for christian mission-
aries that they did die, for it made
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the dwellers in the Norseland much
more susceptible to receiving the
new religion in place of their paga-
nism. In the Greek myths, Prom-
etheus chained like Loke, goes on
forever suffering,—Ixion is ever
bound to the wheel,— Jupiter’s
thunderbolts never cease tobehurl-
ed, and we might prolong the list.
But with the Scaundinavians there
was ar end, and some assert, that
they like us, believed in a still
higher life than that of the gods,
Be that as it may, we cannot but
admire their noble rendering of the
works of God.

JoNATHAN,

“WESTWARD, HO."”

Some of you, will perhaps be
misled by the title of my paper. 1
am hot going to give a resume of
Kingssley's incomparable story, but
some recolléctions and impressions
of a trip which I made to the Paci-
fic coast, in the summer of 1893,

I left home on the first of July,
got into Toronto in the evening,
and after a few hours wait, left for
North Bay, where we arrived carly
the next morning. Here we again
changed cars. North Bay isa busy
railroad centre on the shores of
Lake Nipissing, which spread its
shimmering surface in the morning
sun,

We soon ‘‘got aboard the trans-
continental,” and off for the land
of the red man and buffalo, There
were not many in the sleeper, so I
soon made friends with two ladies,
Mrs. and Miss California, and later
in the day, through the gift of a
bunch of wild flowers, with Mr.
Ontario,

We were very much amused, at
the geographical knowledge dis-
played by a lady, who was sitting
nearus. The Portercame through,
and thefollowing conversation took
place: *Portah, Portah, where are
we now?’ He politely took the

map she was examining, and show-
ed her the veryspot. She thanked
him, looked at it, and said : ‘*Are
we in the United States?” With-
out the ghost of a smile, he replied:
*‘No, madam, this railway runs
through Canadian territory only.”

The country through which we
passed, was so different from the
cultivated farm land about home,
that it took all our attention. It
was wild, unfinished looking, unin-
habited ; giant boulders lying topsy-
turvy, everywheue ; scrubby veget-
ation ; it looked incomplete, untidy,
as if Dame Nature were houseclean-
ing, and hadthe furniture scattered
about, while she was resting, but
would get up and tidy things by
and by.

We crossed numerous fine rivers,
passed manifold mirror-like lakes,
and dashed through cuttings in the
solid rock.

The conversation of Mrs, and
Miss California and Mr. Ontario
was most charming; the former
told us all about their floweéry,
sunny home, and Mr. O, was the
most entertaining man I have evéer
met, with a marvellous fund of
anecdote, and courteous manners.

At Sudbury, we had an unusually
terrific thunder storm, which caus-
ed ‘*my courage to ooze out at my
finger ends,” and I thought what a
wounderful thing custom is, as I
stood at the car door with Miss
California, and watched the vivid
lightning, listened to the deafening
thunder and the pour of rain. Miss
C. who had never seen a storm of
this kind before, was in an abjéct
state of terror ; she asked me if we
often had such tertrible storms. I
hated her to go back to California
with the idea that there was any-
thing small about Canada, so led
her to believe that such manifesta-
tions of Nature were common, so
common as to excite small notice,
and that 1 was surprised at her
being alarmed, as I always under-
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stood that earthquakes were indig-
enous to the soil of her State,

She regarded me with a stare of
utter wonder, and said, *‘Earth-
quakes! what are they compared
wi h this?”

We rose early the next day to see
the curve at Jack Fish Bay. We
were now north of Lake Superior,
whose shore we skirted till we got
to Fort William, some time in the
afternoon. All day we had a mov-
ing, varied picture, of lake and
rock, and sky—charming vistas of
color and form.

We had to wait at Fr. William
for the steamer, and to fill up the
interim, Mr. O. got an order for us
to go through a greatgrainelevator,
three of which are built on the
Kaministigua, each will hold a mil-
lion bushels of grain—truly they
areenormous. The cars are loaded
and unloaded by machinery, We
got back to find the steamerin, and
our car full of new people, many
of whom were well known to Mr,
0., sowe filled up four or five seats,
and had a merry evening. Then
next morning we werein Winnipeg.
Here 1 regretfully bade good bye
to my kind car friends, as I got off
tospend aday. Idon’t know much
about this place, save that its main
street is wide, it has a fine hotel,
and handsome city buildings. It
poured rain all day, and they had
an earthquake, I think, but nobody
mentionedit. Ikaow thefloor rose
up every time I tried to walk, and
when I lifted my foot to meet this
rise, it ignominously sank away,
leaving me pointing outthepictures
on the wall with my foot.

I left next day and went as far as
Brandon, getting my first view of
prairie land. Brandon is prettily
sitnated on the slope of the Assini-
boine, and isalively go ahead place,
the centre of a magnificent grain
producing country. From here I
went south to visit some relatives
on a farm, where I remained some

days, revelling in the strangeness
of things. Fivst the prairie; how
can I tell about it! Its immensity,
one feels in the centre of an illimi-
table world; its loneliness, which
sounds unspeakable depths of sad-
ness, especially in the evening,
when the wind which moans unin-
terruptedly always, seems to gain
in weirdness and dreariness, as
**darkness falls from the wings of
night.”

The flowers, which nestle on the
earth’s broad bosom, would delight
the soul of a nature lover; the
prairie was literally covered with
‘‘all sorts and conditions’ of blos-
soms, the most conspicuous being
scarlet lilies, very much like our
cultivated amaryllis, jnst as large
and brilliant; then there is a blue
flower, whose blossoms are similar
in color, shape, and arrangement
to the campanula of our winter
window gardens, the roses! pale

ink, or deep red. I cau never
orget a drive we took over the
prairie, for nineteen or twenty
miles, one day. We started early
inthe morning; the roadsaresuperb
in dry weather, like driving over
rubber, no stones, and they wind
at their own sweet will all over,
We passed through acres of roses,
which were yielding up their ex-
quisite perfume, in response to the
imperious summonsof thesungod ;
the air was so pure, every sense
was alert to natures touches; hun-
dreds of gophers skurried out of
our way to the sides of the trail,
where they perched up in a most
absurd attitude of curiosity.

It seemed odd to my eyes to see
birds resting on the backs of cattle,
which went on calmly grazing,
taking no notice of their musical
attendants. On asking for the
reason of this novel sight, I was
told, that on account of the lack of
trees and fences, the birds have no
choice of a resting place, so the
cattle are g sort of Hobson's choice.
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My way further west was not so
pleasant, the sleeper was full;
amonyg the occupants were two
crying babies, who had evidently
made an arrahgemeont to take turns,
with the noble ambition of banish-
ing sleep. This scheme they car-
ried out with an attention to busi-
ness worthy of a better cause,

Together with a couple of girls
from New York, who were to me
guests like myself of my friend
Mrs. N., I got off at Medicine Hat
one rainy morning at daybreak,

This little town, situated in a
cup-shaped valley of the Saskatch-
ewan, was at one time a greatplace
for the Indians. In the severest
winters there is one spot on the
river which never freezes, this the
Indians thought the breathing place
of the Great Spirit, and the medicine
men of the various tribes frequently
assembled here to hold communion
with the god; this circumstance
coupled with the shape of the valley,
accounts for the name, so I was
told., Here we stayed twenty-four
hours, and then off west for the
mountains in a private car.

I said some time ago that ‘I was
off for the land of the red man and
the buffalo”; the red man we saw
in all his glory, one circus day in
the village, and all circus attractions
were as nothing, while we gazed on
gorgeous *‘Lo.” On>bravein par-
ticular won our hearts, he was so
unconscious of his grandeur, and
our admiring glances, so unassu-
ming in his manner, *‘yet even
Solomon in all his glory was not
arrayed” in such splendor, Let
me describe him,~he was tall, at
least six feet, his hair was partedin
the middle, and the portion on
either side in front, was braided
and tied with red yarn, the back
hair hung in straight bleck masses ;
down the part was a broad streak
of yellow paint, each cheek bone
was ornamented with adaub of red
paint, and his eyes were encircled

with outspreading rays of yellow ;
a couple of large pearl buttons in-
geniously fastened on with strings,
daungled from his ears; a blanket
with broad stripes of yellow and
red, covered his shoulders and
body, reaching the ground in

laces; his nether garments were
?ringed, moccasins adorned his
feet; altogether he was a most fan-
tastic object. yet he suited the
prairie and had a certain free dig-
nity, which he would assuredly
lose, were he garbed as a white
man,

The buffalo is almost as fabulous
a thing as the dodo, great heaps of
bones, piled beside the track, were
all that remained of the imm~=nse
herds, which roamed over these
plains, in the not far distant past.

The country between ‘‘The Hat”
and Calgary is monotonous in the
extreme and we were glad to reach
the latter place, where we made a
brief stay, This is the chief place
between Winnipeg and Vancouver,
is prettily situated, and has fine
stone buildings. We left just be-
fore lunch, tacked on the end of a
long freight train, Afterlunch we
adjourned to the cupola of the car
just in front. Here we were able
to see all about us, and away down
by the sky line, immediately in
front and to our left were the far
off Rockies,

If I could only make you see
them as we saw them that sunny
afternoon ; soft, indistinct, billowy,
etherial, cloudlike masses, with
ametliystine and opaline tints, ‘*now
pure as a dove’s throat, now warm
as a flame,” shimmering in a light
“mystic and wonderful”— rising,
spreading, growing, changing —
filling our souls with a delight so

eat as to be pain. Gradually the
ormless assumed form, and the
fairy-like unreality gathered shape,
and the majesty of the etermal hills
was before us,

(70 BE CONTINUED.)
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GRANDFATHER'S CORNER,

MY SCHOOLDAYS.
(CONTINUED.)

My experience with the next
teacher to whose care I was entrust-
ed was a brief one. A clever, fresh
colored, bright young fellow of
generousdisposition, great teaching
ability and amiable character ; who
won the .affections as well as the
attention of every pupil, within a
week after the opening of his school.
He had taught for about three
months when he was suddenly
stricken down by small-pox, a dis-
ease which even then was a scourge
of civiiized communities, and car-
ried off its victims in every rank.
After a fortnight's wrestle with
death he quietly succumbed, and
no man was ever so sincerely
mourned. His successor was a
genius, and wonderful to relate, a
practical and wonderful instructor.
Thomas Cooper, poet and chartist,
was no commop man. Born in
humble life, he worked as a shoe-
maker until twenty-three, in that
town of Gainsboro loved so much
and described so well, by George
Elliott, as St. Oggs on the Floss.
There he picked up a knowledge
more or less thorough, of Latin,
Greek, Hebrew and French, sothat
he fairly read and translated these
languages, and even when he was
conducting the school which I at-
tended, received instructions in
Italian while we boys were at play
atthenoonrecess. Ourschoolroom
was as attractive as our homes, for
its walls were decorated with num-
erous oil paintings, of small size,
executed by a Gainsboro lad, who.
another genius, had early burnt
out the lamp of life and left these
records of hislove of art and unflag-
ging industry. They were the
heads of the apostles and biblical
characters, and gave proof of won-
derfully strong artistic ability. On
brackets between the windows were

bustsof Milton, Shakespeare, Byron,
Cromwell, Cazsar and Homer, and
upon the walls opposite the light,
were numerous engravings, in cop-
per and steel, and colored litho-
graphs—then much more rare than
now-—and the purchase of them
must have absorbed the savings of
the struggling preceptor. A black-
board above the fire-place was the
first I had seen of this invaliabie
aid to teacher and pupil, and upon
1t wers conveyed to us lessons
which indelibly impressed them-
selves upon the youthful memory.
Our hours inschool were from nine,
a, m., to noon, and from two, p. m.,
to five, and the days never seemed
long, although the holidays, which
we had from three o’clock on Wed-
uesday, and the half-day on Satur-
day, were always welcome. At
four o’clock on winter afternoons,
school books were closed, and for
an hour our teacher read aloud
some interesting narrative, which
from his excellent manner and in-
telligent choice of subject, held us
truly spell-bound. Bonaparte'sun-
fruitful campaignin Egypt, and the
horrors of the retreat from Moscow,
were thus made known to us; the
graphic description from the pen
of a French servant, telling of the
mysteries of the Pyramids, was
made common prorerty ; the chang-
ing fortunes of the fateful day at
Waterloo were told in thrilling
tones ; and travels, adventures and
discoveries daily trod upon the
heels of the wonders of the prece-
ding afternoon. The beauties of
Milton, Shakespeare and Byron
were in turn presented to us. We
crossed the Sabhara, scaled the Alps,
followed Columbus across the At-
lantic, heard the jubilant death cry
of Wolfe, and stood by the rude
grave of valiant Sir John Moore.
The leaves of ancient history were
ogened to us, and we trod the soil
of Italy, entered the Roman Am-
phitheatre, fought at Marathon and
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with intense satisfaction witnessed
the discomfortureof Xerxes. And
we were taught the A. B.C, of
citizenship during our scholastic
course. A Mayor and Municipal
Council were elected for the boys
by the boys; by-laws for our man-
agement were passed; and then
even Courts were established for
the trial of minor offences. A row
in the playground was disposed of
before a tribunal in which the Mas-
ter became judge, and some of the
pupils acted as counsel, witnesses
and jurymen—the sentence being
{)roperly in the hands of the Bench.
I was too young to be a very active
participant in these formalities, but
have a distinct recollection of them.
We were made as familiar as boys
could well be with the various forms
of government, and while politics
were not openly taught, we were
strongly tinctured with the belief
that a free republic is infinitely bet-
ter than an unlimited monarchy.
Although full of nervous energy,
impulsive and positive in his opin-
ions, Cooper possessed wonderful
control over his temper, andseldom
exhibited its weakest side. Once
only did I see him lose ordinary
curb over it, and then he severely
chastised a lad who had, without
provocation, applied an opprobious
epithet to another. Once again I
witnessed the coming storm, but
then it was softened by a feeling of
regret which mitigated deserved
punishment on the part of an offen-
der. Alad full of animal spirits,
and the victim of an irresistible
feeling of drollery, took advantage
of the master's absence on one
occasion, bored a hole into the
plaster bust of Milton, near to tke
melancholy mouth of the great poet,
placed a short pipe in the aperture,
and decorated the neck of the
author of “‘Paradise Lost” with a
narrow blue ribbon, tastefully tied
into a fushionable bow, Need itbe
wondered that such a profanation

called forth ti.e lightnings of our
offended Jove? The hurricane
came, and the sinner quqiled before
it, but Humor pled with Mercy,
she prevailed over frowning Justice,
and with asmile, sad and forgiving
even if somewhat grim, the Judge
kindly warned the culprit never to
repeat such a desecration of the
memory of the highest and noblest
in England’s Pantheon. Ourwork
was not all play. Young as I was,
a place was found for mein a Latin
class, and my text-book wasagram-
mar which, from the first page to
the last, was written in the Latin
tongue. 1 was too young for the
work, even with English instruc-
tion, but in some fashion or other,
stumbled through translations of
Aisop's Fables before 1 left that
school. Ihad made fair progress
in geography, arithmetic and Lind-
ley Murray, when I bade farewell
to my teacher, and was placed under
other control.

To tell of Cooper’serratic career,
after he closed his Academy, let me
add a few words, Abandoning the
cane, he took up the pen. For
some months before he closed the
school-room door for ever, he had
been engaged as a local correspon-
dent of one of the oldest newspapers
in England, and by his trenchant
style and powers of sarcasm attrac-
ted the attention cf itseditor. For
ashort time he attempted trade,
sold leather, and lost money, but
he was not born to die a million-
aire, He entered intc an engage-
ment with the Stamford‘*‘Mercury,”
had a brilliant orening made for
him, but desired complete indepen-
dence not only of thought but of
action, and tbrew up his commis-
sion. Leaving the newspaper, he
started the world afresh, and opened
acoffee shopin Leicester, his native
town. Here he rapidly drifted into
political discussion, became prom-
1nent amongst the chartist stocking
weavers, lectured, and was wor-
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shipped by his hearers, A conven-
tion of working men was to be held
in Manchester, and he was selected
as a delegate. The country was
seething with excitement. A wave
of unreason swept over the artizans
of the old laud, and wherever a
match was applied a conflagration
followed, On his way to Lanca-
shire, Cooper addressed a crowd of
citizens at Hanley, in the Stafford-
shire Potteries, and his oration was
followed by the destruction of the
residences of the parish parson and
of the two other local magnates.
He was not actually present at the
riot, but was arrested and commit-
ted on a charge of inciting to arson,
and although he conducted his own
defence, was acquitted. He was
shortly afterwards tried for sedition
and convicted. His trial lastxd
several days, and his defence was
vigorous aud brilliant, if not effec-
tive. He -~as sentenced to two
yearsimprisonment in Stafford Jail,
and manfully served his term for
what he could not have regarded as
acrime. It was a time of trials
and convictions and punishment of
men who asked for a measure of
liberty which has long been accor-
ded to Canadians, and has been
largely extended to Englishmen.
Durinz the term that he was im-
mured in Stafford Jail, he was
afforded facilities for literary work,
and wrote a poem in the Spenserian
stanza, which is of remarkable

ower, and called forth high praise
rom even grudging critics. His
jail poem, *The Purgatory of
Suicides,” evinced vast literary
erudition and depth of thought,
and was speedily followed by other
work, in prose and verse. He
made the acquaintance of Jerrold,
Themas Carlyle, Bulwer, Dickens,
D. Israeli, and others whose names
are “‘Household Words,” But in
political and religious belief, alth-
ough a Methodist in carly life, he
was a heretic, and for years derived

aprecariousexistence fromLectures
on subjects which he viewed from
the ext~eme P adical standpoint, As
life sped on, his ultra views were
softpned, and although he remained
a Liberal in politics, he spent many
of the later years of his life in
*he enunciation of *“The Evidences
of Christianity,” using arguments
made stronger by his own experi-
ence. He died but a short time
ago, at a ripe old age, respected
and beloved by all who knew him,
Probably his life would have been
more happy, and his services to
mankind more valuable, had he
played throughout hisearthly career
the part of Dominie for which he
was so eminently fitted. .

GRANDFATHER,

(To BE CORTINUED.)
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THE COOL, COMFORTABLE,
STRAW AND YEDDO HATS,

T
Thos. ﬁ@illa
& Co.,

CORNER PRINCESS STREET,

CoMMAND ATTENTION.

GO TO
FRANK W. COATES,
JEWELLER AND PRACTICAL
OPTICIAN.

For First-Class WATCHES or Jew-
ELLERY of any description, or have
youreyes properly fitted for Glasses.
Examination free.

REPAIRING 4 SPECIALTY.

BANK OF MONTREAL.

CarrtaL—(including Reserve of
$6,000,000), $18,000,000.

In Savings Bank Department,
Deposits of $4 and upwards are
received, and Interest allowed at
current rates, (from date of deposit
to date of withdrawal).

Interest is added to the deposit
twice a year, on the joth June and
31st December.

R. B. CROMBIE, Manager.

BRITTON & WHITING,

BARRISTERS, &C.,
B. M. BrirToON, Q. C.,
J. L. WHiTiNg, B. A.

Offices, 69 Clarence St., Kingston.

W &ZE.
Eﬁkﬁﬁ@ﬂﬁlﬁﬁ-

Hardware,

TEE BEST IN TOWY,
115 PRINCESS STREET,
PHONE 438.

Canada Luife
HAosguranceo
Go.w.

IT LEADS ALL HOME COMPANIES.

IT LEADS

IN AGE, IN SIZE, IN POPU-
LARITY, IN ACTUAL
RESULTS.

J. T. WHITE, SreciaL AGENT,
Offlce, 254 Bagot St., Kingston.
Medical Examiner for Portsmouth.
Dx. C. X. CLARKE.

A, C, JORNSTON & BRO.,
IMPORTERS OF
FINE GOLD JEWELLERY,
WaTtcHEs, DiaMoNDps, &c.

In Thimbles.—We are showing
the Best Assortment. Other lines
of goods are better than ever.

Cor. Princess and W-%lington Sts.

J. S. SEINNER,
BARRISTER,
81 CLARENCE STREET, KINGSTON,
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JAMES REID,

LEADING UNDERTARER AND
EMBALMER,

Also the Best Assortment of

FURNITURE, gt the Lowest pos-
sible Rates. R. REID, Manager.

254 AND 256 PRINCESS STREET.

D0 YOU WANT A SHIRT?

The best value in the city can be
bought at

JENKINS,

174 WELLINGTON STREET,

EINGSTON'S GENTS FURNISHER.

BSteacy &
Steaoy,

IMPORTERS OF DRY GOODS,
106 & 108 PRINCESS STREET,
KINGsTON.

The best line of Cooking Ranges
in Canada is the SOUVENIR,
manufactured by the Gurney,
Tilden Co. Our price for this sup-
erior line of goodsis aslow asmany
inferior Ranges are sold at. Call
and examine these Ranges, and
read our numerous testimonials.

R. M. HORSEY & CO.,

PRINCESS STREET, KINGSTON.

R. MMeE'awl,

DIRECT IMPORTER OF DRESS GO0DS.

SiLxs, CLOAKING AND MOURNING
Goouvs.

130 Princess St., op. City Hotel.

& Btrachan,

BARDWARE, PAINTS, OIL, GLASS.
SoLE AGENT For

SPOONERS PHENYLE DISIN-
FECTANT POWDER.

WHEN YOU WANT
YOUR YARD CLEANED, YOUR ASHES
REMOQVED,

ORr ANY KIND OF CARTING Dong,

BING UP PHONE 133

for a Cart and Driver. Afl Orders
promptly attended to,

E. A Booth, jr.

Arways
GO TO CLARK WRIGHT'S

WHEN YOU WANT A STYLISH HAT!

A reliable place for Furs. Prices
reasonable,

MeXelves
& Bizrech,

PLUMBERS AND GASFITTERS.
HAPPY 'THOUGHT RANGES.

KINGSTON, PORTSMOUTE & CATA-
RAQUI RAILWAY.

WiNTER RATES WiLLBEAs FoLLOWS.

SINGLE.FARE, 50. 6 TICRETS
FOR 25€.
8 TICKETS WILL BE SOLD
FOR 25c.

GOOD) ONLY WITHIN THE CITY OF
KINGSTON, OR IN EACH MUNI-
CIPALITY.

School Children’s Tickets, 13
for 25 Cents.

K.P. &C.R.R.

S. OBERNDORFFER,
Wholesale Manufacturer of Finw
Cigars, Kingston.
SMORE FID0 AND FRESE.

Telephone, No. 278. Office and
Factory :—
89, 9I AND 93 PRINCESS STREET.




