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89. [INIVERSITY "89. 
oF NEW BRUNSWICK AND ALL 

Colleges’ == Maritime Provinces 

‘The Plays of Moliere. .at Hall's Book Store 
The Plays of Racine. .at Hall's Book Store 

bn The Works of Corneille. .at Hall’s Book S. 
The Works of Chateaubraind..at Hall's 

Book Store 
Turrell’s Lecons Fraucaise. .at Hall’s Book 

Store 
Pujols French Claes Book. .at Hall's Book 

Store 
Grammaire Francaise par F. P. B...at 

Hall’s Book Store 
Le Luthier Pe Cremoue by Coppee..at 

Hall's Book Store s 
La Joie Fait Peurby De Girardin. .at Hall’ 

Book Store 
‘Causeries Avec Mes Eleves par Sauvear.. 

at Hall’s Book Store 
Saintsbury Primer of French Literature. . 

at Hall’s Book Store 

‘Spier and Surennes French and English 
Dictionary. .at Hall’s Book Store 

French Treser by De Porquet..at Halls 
Book Store 

Sequel to French Treser by De Porquet. .at 
Hall’s Book Store 

Elementary French Grammer-Duval..at 
Hall's Book Store 

In addition to the above, we have the fol- 
lowing— 

  

GERMAN BOOKS. 

Cooks, Ottos German Grammar. .at Hall's 
Book Store 

Key to the above. .at Hall's Book Store 
The joynes Otto German Course. .at Hall's 

Book Store 
Key to Ottos German Conversation Gram- 

~ mar. .at Hall’s Book Store 
German is yet in its infancy—When you 

want a book, order it of 

M §S Hall 
Next door to Staples’ Drug Store, Fisher's 

Building, Fredericton, 

~~ MANHOOD., 
How Lost How Restored. 
J UST published, « new edition of Dr. Cull 

¢) verwell’s Celebrated Essay on the radical 
cuer of Spermatorrheea or incapacity induced 
by excess or early indiscretion. 

The celebrated author, in this admirable 
‘essay, clearly demonstrates from a thirty years’ 
successful practice, that the alarming conse- 
quences of early error may be radically cured 
pointing out a mode of cure at once simple, cer- 
tan, and effectual, by means of which every 
sufferer, no matter what his condition may be, 
may cure hmself chiefly, privately and radi 
ally .i 

t=. This lecture should be in the hand 
youth and every man in the land. 

Sent under seal, 1n a plain envelope, to any 
.address, on receipt of fourcents, or two postag 
tamps. Address. 

THE CULVERWELL MEDICAL Co. 

41Ann 4536. New York N, O. P Y. Box 450 

'89 APRIL 89. 

New Goods! 
STOCK NOW COMPLETE. 

Ladies’ Dress Coods 
In Cashmeres, Delains, and other stuff 
— goods, in all desirable shades and 

  

  

      

  

  

: colours, at bottom prices. New 
: Prints, Ginghams, Peguas, 

Seersuckers, Hamburgs, 
Laces, Corsets, Hose, 

og, Gloves, and , 
Parasols. 

TA 
large stock 

of Mens,’ Youths’ 
and Boys’ Clothing, 

equal to custom made, 
and much cheaper. Mens suits 

from $5 to $15; Youths, $4.25 up, 
and Boys’ equally cheap. Also, Hats, 

Taps, Shirts, Drawers, Braces, and 
; UNDERCLOTHING IN GREAT VARIETY. 

Diagonial and Corkscrew Coatings, Canadian 
and Scotch Tweeds, a large stock and choice 
patterns. Prices lower than ever. Striped 
goods in Shirtings, Grey and White Cottons, 
Driees Cottonades, Table Linens, Tickings, 
Towelling, Swansdowns, etc. Table and Floor 

: Oil Cloths, Wool and Hemp Carpets, Trunks, 
15 Valises and Satchels. 

TRUNKS from 75 cents to $8.00. 

FZ Room Paper and Remnants of all 
kinds always on hand. 

OWEN SHARKEY, 
“(Sharkey’s Block.) 
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This hotel is situated a most central positi 

is ¢ position 
home 52) has all the modern improvements 

Telephone Connection, Electric Bells 
Yd      

. 

MUCH ADO. 

When you think of it, friend, the worries, 

The troubles that wear you out, 

Are often the veriest trifles, 
That common sernse would flout: 

They write the forehead w.th wrinkles, 

They bow the shoulder with care, 

Yet alittle patience would show you, friend, 

Just how their we.ght to bear. 

  

Ni 

It's somebody late to brealkfast 
And the coffee growing cold; 

It's a button that isn’t fastened, 
Or a string too slight to;hold; 

And time and temper are wasted, 
And fun is driven away, 

And all for the want of gentieness 

The home is spoiled for a day. 

And the children make a litter 
Of toys upon the floor, = y 

And Johnny forgets to wipe his feet, 

And Susie to shut the door: 
And who that hears you scolding, 

Which after awhile you'll rue, 
Would deem those heedless little ones 

Just all the world to you? 

’Tis well that God and the angels 
Know better far than we, : 

That our conscience and our conduct, 
friends, 

So seldom quite agree. 
'Tis well that the Lord is patient, 
And sees, not what we are, 

But what, at our best, we are fain to be, 
Unmoved by strife and jar. 

——— 

Ah me! for the little trifies, 
Of which our bitter grew, 

Of sorrow and trouble is often mixed, 
As weakly, witk much ado, 

We meet the smaller worries, 
That are quickly out of sight, 

When the sweep of a dark-winged angel 
Obscures our lives with night. 

—Margaret E. Sangster, in Ladies’ Home 
Journal. ’ 
  

THE YANKEE TEACHER. 

A Tale of Discipline That Ends 
Delightfully. 
  

school-teacher, eh?’ said 
“You'll see how soon we'll 

I’low Western 

“A Yankee 
Johnny Bligh. 
pitch him out of doors! 
men is good enough for us!” 

“John, don’t talk so,” said his stepmoth- 
er, a high-shouldered, freckled woman, with 
watery blue eyes and a chronic drawl. 
But she smiled as she said it, and a min- 

ute or so later the boy heard her telling a 

postage-stamp and a sheet of paper, “what 
a fine spirit our Johnny has.” 

“1 guess likely you behave yourself, 
Jack,’ said Gilbert, the big brother, who 
was mending harness out in the shed, when 
John began to air his boasts out there, ‘or 
else you'll get a first-class thrashing when 
you come back.” 
“We don’t want no Yanks foolin’ round 

here,” said John, sullenly. 
“Our folks was Yanks afore they was 

Westerners,” sagely observed Gilbert. 
“All the same, though, I wish Joe Holley’d 
got the place instead o’ this Rhode Island 
fellow. Joe’s a good neighbor, and he’s got 
a right smart o’ book learnin’.” 

“Gil,” said John, leaning both elbows on 
the shed window, “why don’t you go in for 
schoolin’?”’ 
“Reckon I’ve got enough to pass ina 

crowd,’ said Gilbert, boring a series of 
holes in a check-strap. 

“No great, though,” retorted John. “You 
can read—and you can write—and that’s 
about all.” 

“I’ve always had something else to think 
of when deestrick school was open,” said 
Gilbert, composedly. ‘Times has been 
brisk since father died. But we've pretty 
nigh squared up the work now, and if this 
Yank is pretty middlin’ smart, I may talea 

turn at my books some time In the winter. 

I've always thought I should like to see into 
what they call geomeiry. Joe Holley can’t 
teach that!” 

“No more can the Yank, I don’t reckon,” 
said disaffected John. : 
Evidently his theories and those of the 

new teacher came into active conflict, for 
the next day, the first of the school quarter, 
he came blubbering home at noon. 
“Teacher's took away my books, and 

won’t let me hev’ my dinner-basket,’: said 
he. “And I'm hun-n-n-gry!” 

“The poor creature!” whined Mrs. Bligh, 
instinctively cutting a gigantic wedge of 
pumpkin pie, and looking around for the 
cheese. 

“Don’t stop for that now, mother,” said 
Gilbert, setting his teeth together. “Come 
with me; John, We'll look into this busi- 
ness.” 
Never was mile more rapidly traversed 

than that expanse of dreary pines and sere 
grass that lay between the district school 
house and the Bligh farm. John, running 
with all his breathless might, could scarcely 

strides. 
Gilbert’s face was dark; his eyes sparkled 

ominously. John glanced at him now and 
then with scarcely subdued awe. 

“Gil's proper mad,” he said to himself. 
“And when Gil’s mad it means suthin’.” 
Arrived at the little red brick building at 

the cross roads Bligh pushed the door open 
and strode fiercely in. 
“Now, then,” said he, ‘‘what’s this about 

bullying little Jack Bligh? I'll know the 
reason of it, or I’11—7’ 

He stopped abruptly. Instead of the tall, 
ungainly Yankee whom he had expected to 
see behind the desk, a trim, pretty young 
girl, with jet-black hair and a complexion 
like a ripe peach, rose from the pedagogical 
chair. 
“Well,” said she, composedly, “what is 

wanting? Do you know, young man, that 
it is the custom in civilized countries to 
knock at the door before you come in? 
Children,” to the little flock, who, with one 

accord, had raised their heads, “all this 
does not in the least concern you. Mind 
your lessons. John Bligh, take your seat.” 

“TI won't,” blustered Johnny, emboldened 
by the presence of his tall brother. 
“Gimme my dinner-basket. Lemme have 
my books.’ 

“I want to know,’ began Gilbert Bligh, 
“what right you have—" 

Miss Root—‘“‘Emma Abigail Root” it was 
.in the school certificate—raised a warning 
finger. 

“Silence !”” she cried. “Leave this room 
at once! I will not have my discipline in- 
terfered with !’” : 
“I—won’t!” again bawled the belligerent 

Johnny. 
The children held their breath. 
Miss Root took in the situation at once, 

and briskly seizing the young rebel by the 
coat-collar, walked him into the book-closet 
and turned the key in the door. 

Gilbert advanced to rescue him, but while     
    

File 

he stood chivalrously unwilling to lay 
violent hands on a woman, Miss Root turned 
upon him and took him by the wrist, as if 
“he had been a child. 8% Shin 

“Did you hear ? 

neighbor who had ‘stepped in” to borrow a ¢ 

keep pace with his brother’s long, swinging | 

      

she, and put him out at the door without 

further ceremoeny. 
A thrill ran through the little audience. 

| The school-m@’am had triumphed over law- 
{ less Johnny Bligh, and afterward con- 
quered his big brother. Her ruie was 

| thoroughly established now; there would 

i be no further fear of revolt. 
Calmly Miss Root returned to the little 

wooden platform upon which stood her 

>hair.and desk. 

“Now, Peter Dorsey,” said she, ‘you may 
give me the boundaries of South Carolina 
over again.” 
And business went on just as it had done 

{ before. 
| “By George!” muttered Gilbert Bligh, 

| outside, “ain't she a plucky little thing? 
| Well, Isuppose I may as well go home. I 
{ reckon Jack will have to work out his own 
salvation for all of me. How those black 
eyes did snap, though” 

To Gilbert’s infinite amusement—some- 

what to his discomfiture - when he came in 
at night from a horseback ride to the six- 
mile post-office, he found Miss Root sitting 
at the domestic fireside. 

“Gil,” said Mrs. Bligh, uneasily, “here’s 
the school-ma’am—come to board out her 
week, It was Widow Dunn’s week by 
rights, but they've got the dumb-ager over 
there, and 'lowd they’d ruther she’d come 
here first. School-ma’am, this is my eldest 
son—or leastways my husband’s son. I 
never had none 0’ my own, but I set a deal 
o’ store by Gilbert and John.” 

Gilbert Bligh bowed rather awkwardly. 
Miss Root rose up and dropped a dainty 

little courtesy, like aslim young hazel-bush 

swayed by the wind. 

“I hope you don’t bear malice,” said she, 
half smiling, while a soft pink Hush rose to 
her cheek. “You see it was absolutely 
necessary for me to enforce discipline, and 
really you were sailing under piratical col- 
ors—now, were you not?” 

“I was altogether wrong,” said Gilbert, 
reddening also. “I beg your pardon.’ 
“Which John has already done,” said 

Miss Root, resuming her seat and her knit- 
ting work. “John’s not a bad fellow, after 
all, when once you appeal to his reason and 
common sense. We shall get along capitally 
after this.” 

“He hadn’t no business to sass the school- 
ma’am,’’ said Mrs. Bligh, who was bustling 
around to get out the best china for tea. 
“She sarved him right when she shet him 
up in the pantry where the slates and the 
big dictionary was kep’. And he won’t do 
it again; if he does, he’ll get a good latherin’ 
to hum, that I can tell him!” 

John, who was roasting red apples in 
the hot ashes, chuckled. He knew well, 
from long experience, that his step-moth- 

er’s bark was many degrees worse than her 
bite. 

‘‘Me and the schoolma’am are good friends 
now,’’ said he. “I axed pardon afore all the 
boys, and she promised to lend me ‘Master- 

man Ready’ to read arter I'm done my sums 
at night. And, Gil, she knows geometry 

and them things like a book. And she says 
she’ll show you without your goin’ to school 
and settin’ among the boys that is littler 
than you be.” ag 
Once more Gilbert colored, but Miss Root 

knitted quietly on. 
“T shall be glad to be of use,’’ said she. 
“I wonder where you learned all this!’ 

remarked the young man, awkwardly. 

“I am a graduate of Tassel College, in 
Rhode Island,” said Miss Root. “They lay 
special stress on mathematics there.” 

Gilbert sat down, staring moodily at the 
fire. Here was he, a strong, muscular giant, 
six feet high, and broad shouldered to cor- 
respond—there she sat, round, rosy and 
dimpled, a mere dot of a woman, yet how 
much more she knew than he did! 

“She must despise me,’ he thought, un- 
easily tugging at his rich brown mustache. 
“She can’t help it! Such a dumb-head as I 
must seem to her. Yet how pretty and 
soft-spoken she is.” 
Poor Gilbert! He was very wretched that 

Ral 
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and he did not. 

Yet what a vague happiness it was to be 
under the same roof with her! 

If Gilbert had only known it, he was fall- 
ing in love with Emma Root. 

The schoolma’'am stayed two weeks atthe 

Bligh farm, because the Widow Dunn’s 
“acer”? stubbornly held on, and toward the 

end of her sojourn -there came out one of 
those terrific rain-storms that sometimes 

  

after Miss ity 
“The red bridge foundations are pretty 
nigh washed away, and I'll have to bring 
her around by Piny Point.” 

“] ’low it's a good idear,”? said Mrs. 
Bligh, scratching her head with a knitting 
needle. ‘‘T'm glad you thought on’t it.” 

But either he had miscalculated old Sor- 
rel’s rate of speed over the muddy roads, or 
else the family clock was wrong; for when 
he reached the red school-house il was 
closed and locked and Miss Root was gone. 

He drove at railroad rate to overtake her, 
but just on the edge of the river he saw 

| that he was too late. 
The flimsy timbers of the bridge had given 

! way beneath her weight, and she was 
struggling in the black waters! 

“@Gilbert—oh, Gilbert—save me!” 
Through the rush of the swollen stream, 

the roaring of the wind, her frenzied cry 
reached his s. 
He flung off his heavy boots, his clinging 

coat and jumped into the river. And as he 
did so an odd fancy eddied across his brain. 

Geometry was of no use here. Mathe- 
| matics could be of no avail. It was a man’s 
i ‘strength, an expert’s skill, a hero’s heart 
that counted now. Yes, he was her equal 
—more than her equal—at last! 

“Is she dead? Emma! For Heaven's 
sake, speak!” 

“Dead!” grumbled old Abraham Gaylor. 
“No more'n you be. Look at the color. 
comin’ back into her lips. But I say, 
though, it was a narrow squeeze of it, one 
time. That current’s powerful strong, and 

the bridge timbers was sweeping down on 
ye like a thousand o’ brick. It’s a good 
thing ye knowed how to swim like an otter, 
Gil Bligh. Yes, you're safe at home! I 
brung ye both back wrapped in all the 
blankets my ole woman had. That’s your 
own firelight you're starin at.” 

‘After all, it -was only a drenching, a 
fright and a chill,” said Gilbert, that dusk, 
as they sat by the fire, when Mrs. Bligh had 
gone out to feed the late brood of chickens, 

and Johnny was in the shed trying to build 
a ship that should be like the one described 
in “Masterman Ready’s’’ fascinating pages. 
Emma shuddered. 
“I have been rescued from the veryverge 

of the grave,” said she, “and by you, Gil- 
bert. Gilbert!” looking wistfully up into 
his face. 
“Well?” 
“Will—will you teach me to swim? You 

are so strong, so noble, and I am so weak 

  

   

   
      

  

  
  

  

night, because Miss Root knew geometry : 

  

and ignorant. Oh, Gilbert, after this you 
will be my prince among men !”’ 
“Emma, my love, my darling!” | 
That was how it happened. There was no 

formal proposal nor acceptance—only these 
words—only a lover’s kiss, a shy girl's joy- 
ful nestling to the side of him whom she had | 
regarded as her heart’s master; and so they | 
were engaged. 

| 
| 

    

The people of Red Hollow expressed 
themselves differently on the subject. 

“Gilbert. Bligh hasn't no book-larnin’.” 
said Squire Peters, “and this young woman'’s 
a gradooate of Tassel College. Don’t see 
how slie came to fancy him.” 

  

“That don’t signify,” said Widow Dunn. | 
“He’s mortal smart, and owns a good patch 
0’ land right on the farmin’-flats; but I only 
hope they’lll ive happy together. If Iwasa 
man, I wouldn't dare to marry a gal that 
had put me outer the school-'us. She must 
hev a temper.” 
But neither Gilbert nor Emma had anv 

misgivings—and, after all, they were the 
chief persons concerned.—Saturday Night. 

ONE IN A MILLION. 

But the Man Afraid to Die Took It and 
Saved Monte. 

As we got down in the neighborhood of 
Cape Hatteras, writes a New York Sun 
man, it came on to blow great guns, and the 
seas were tremendous. The steamer pitched 
and tossed and rolled in a way to frighten 
every body, and about mid-afternoon a 
sleek-looking young man pitched across the 
cabin to the sofa on which I was sitting and 
asked: 

“Do you think we can pull through?” 
“It’s doubtful.” 
“Good chance of going down, eh?” 
“Best in the world.” 
“Well, I have a few dollars in counterfeit 

money with me—some that was passed on 
me—and I guess I'll throw it overboard.” 
He pitched across to his stateroom and 

probably got rid of it. In about half an 
hour he came for me again and asked: 
“What do you think of it now?” 
“She seems to be laboring heavily, and 

I’m expecting to hear that she has sprung 
a leak.” 

“Is that so? I have two or three packs of 
cards in my valise. That might count 
azainst me in the other world, and I guess 
I'll heave ’em out.” 

He was gone about a quarter of an hour 
this time, and as he staggered up to the . 
sofa again the steamer almost stood on | 
end. 

“It’s growing worse, isn’t it?’ he in« 
quired. 

“Much worse.” 
‘‘And we ought to prepare for death?” 
‘‘We had.” 
“I—1 believe I have two or three bogu 

bonds with me belonging to a friend who 
sometimes works a confidence racket. I 
guess they’ll have to go, t00.” 
While he was gone I shifted my position, 

and it was half an hour before he found 
me again. The steamer was rolling and 
pitching, and he was very white as he in- 
quired: 
“What are the chances now?” 

{ “One in a million.” Bo) 
I did not see him again until we were 

nearing Wilmington. Then I caught him 
trying to work the three-card-racket on a 
South Carolina planter, and I called him 
aside: cde ins 4 
“You seem to have recovered all your lost 

cheek, my friend.” 
“I have—yes.” 
‘While you thought there was danger of 

our going down, you were very penitent.” 
“Just so.” { 

“I thought you threw overboard every 
thing belonging to your profession?’ 

“Not quite. I was going to, but when 
you said we had one chance in a million, 1 
took it and saved monte, and if youll let 
me alone [ll pull fifty dollars out of that old 
cottonseed before we make the wharf.” -- 

THE soap weed is now being utilized for 
making soap for market. A factory has 
been started at Guthrie and Wichita, Kan., 
where the weed grows plentifully. The 
pioneers of the plains discovered its use 
forty years ago. root, without any 
manipulation, is an excellent substitute for 
a bar of soap. 
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SMALL fruits planted in furrcivs will not 
endure drought so well as those planted 
w ith the dibble. 5 

HIBERNIAN 

of 

BLUNDERS. 

and Conduct as 

  
Bulls 
Well as ; 

An Irishman, testifying in a police-court, 
was asked to explain why he had “shown 
the white feather’ on a certain occasion. 
“1 Tis better to be a coward for five minutes 
than dead all your life,” he replied. Another 

Action 
Spoken Bulls 

A Few 

    

    Irishman, while accompanying a tishing 
party, had a bad fall down a steep mountain 
slope. Picking himself up, he devoutly ex- 
claimed: “Glory be to God that I wasn’t 
walking back over the mountains a dead 
man |”? 
The humor of these blunders lies in the 

inability of the speakers to regard life as 
excluding death, and death as excluding 
life. But neithér of them is a nonsensical 
expression, on the contrary, each illustrates 
what an Irish writer says of Irish blunders: 
“They are frequently humorous hyperboles, 

and present very otten the : 
mode of expressing the sj 
An Irish peasanttalks of ¢ 

ness,” and says that ‘the water is dry in 
the river,’”’ and tells you that ‘‘the only way 
to prevent what's past is to put a stop to it 
before it happens.” He will contess, “I can 
always remember things in advance,’ or, 
“There I sat expecting that every moment 

would be my next,” and describe drops of 
rain as varying in size ‘from a shilling to 
eighteen pence.” 
These expressions are ‘‘bulls,”” but they 

are alse picturesque blunders such as could 
be made only by a peasantry gifted with wit, 

metaphor and ingenuity. “Even the cutters 

of turf and drawers of whisky are orators,’ 
wrote Maria Edgeworth of the Irish peas- 
ants, more than eighty years ago. 

A writer, on whose essay in the London 
Spectator we have drawn, points out that 

   

  

   

    

   
      

  

      

| there are bulls of action and conduct as well 
as spoken bulls. : 
An Irish lady, observing that her bed- 

curtains had caught fire, hurried away to 
fetch water. She caught up a can of water, 

and as she was about to pour it upon the 

flames remembered that it was hot water, 
and mentally decided that it could be of no 
use. An Irish school-boy placed a cup full 
of coffee on a sloping desk. Finding thatit 
everflowed, he sought to remedy his diffi- 
culty by turning the cup around. An 
Irish tenant wishing to raise the roof of his: 
cabin began by excavating the floor. 
An Irishman, on a gentleman saying to 

him: “How did you like that whisky, Pat?" 
at once replied; “Sure, your honor, it has 
made anothe® man of me, that other 
man would: {ka a glass, too.”” A temper- 
ance lecturer might make that bull do | 
good service in illustrating the fact that “the | 
first glass’ does the mischief, a 

fs 
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F JSEERY, M.D.,C.M. 
LICENTIATE OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE “or PHY 

CIANS OF EDINBURGH. 

LICENTIATE OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE OF 
GEONS OF EDINBURGH. 
LicexTiaTe OF THE FACULTY OF PHYSIOIAN 

AND SURGEONS OF (GLASGOW. 
SPT IAT CERTIFICATE IN MIDWIFERY, 

    

  

,. | —OFFICE FISHER’S BUILDING 

Fo McCausland. 
  

DEALER IN 

FANCY GOODS, &o., 

Oe a 

And done with Despatch, 

Cor. Queen & Carleton Sts. 

PLUMBING 
—AND— 

GAS FITTING 
—0 

  

  

orm the work satisfactory and promptly 

  

Hot-Air Furnaces &c, 

Tinsmith, Flumber, §c., 

WATCHES, CLOCKS, JEWELLRY 

Pricas tsuit the Times 

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY 

Tam in a position fo give "estimates on a 
lasses of plumbing and Gas-Fitting and to pes- 

{ make a specialty of fitting apjBath Rooms 

A. N. LaFOREST 
  

SUMMER 

\ Arrangem ent \ his     

    

FOR BOSTON, 

—F KH E— 

FROM 

Fredericton and St. John 

BOSTON 
And all poinis South and West. 

  

DAY morning at 7.25 standard. 

for Eastport and St. John. 

o'clock, for Boston direct. 

Stephen. ; 7 
gw Freight received laily up to 5 p. m. 

H. W. CHISHOLM, 

  

The Universiiy of 

MOUNT ALLISON COLLEGE, 
Sackville N. B.. 

James R. Inch, LL. D.;%Presidents 

rIVHTE University of Mount Allison Collega, 
1 with its associate Institutions, the Ladies’ 

College and the Mount Allison Academy, con- 
stitutes one of the most extensive, complete 

and thorough educational establishments in the 

Dominion of Canada. Students may enter   either as reguler Matriculants or as Specials who 

wish to follow chosen lines of study. Women 

are admitted to College Courses and Degrees 

the same conditions asStudents of the other sex. 

The domestic, and social arrangements are 

easant and the expenses moderate 

plea first term of STS Collegiate Year 1889-9 

begins en the 29th of August next, and the 2nd 

  

  . 1d of January, 1890. 

  

£ 

nor ug 10., 1889. 

INTERNATIONAL 
STRAMSHIP CO. 

Four Trips ajWeek 

Via Eastport d: Portland 

GREAT THROUGH ROUTE 

(\N AND AFTER MONDAY, April 29th, 
the Steamers of this Company will leave 

St. John for Bastport, Portland and Boston, 
! every MONDAY, WEDNESDAY and FRI- 

Returning, will leave Boston same days, at 

8.30 a. m,, standard, and Portland at 5.30 p. m, 

In addition to the above, a Steamer will leave 

St. John every SATURDAY EVENING, at /t 

Oonnectious at Bastport with steamer ‘Rose 

Standish,” for St. Andrews, Calais and St. 

Agent. 

Yoo. particulars address the President 

for at y   

F. J. McCAUSLAND 

} 

             

 


