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PLUCK 
By JOHN STRANGE WINTER, 

Lucey rode out of the gates and turned his 
horse's head in the direct on of Gaystown, | 
without thinking of going near Barnard- 
wistle. It would have been of small use had 
be doe so, for Mrs. Arkwright was linger- 
ing at Scarborough for the last days of a 
late season, and if Arkwright chanced to be 
at home, instead of being out with the 
hcunds, he would be down at one of the 
mis, or at one of his pits, or somewhere or 
other where Lucy would have no end of 
trouble to find him. Moreover, he did not 
just then feel inclined for conversation, or 
for intercourse with any of his kind what- 
ever, 
However, although the doctors in Scot- 

and, Barnsbury and London, each and all 
advised that she should remain abroad, on 

the sun-steeped shores of the Meditteranean, 
for the whole winter, Olive Weyland, after 
she had been three months absent from her 
native country, and—it may as well be 
owned at once—after having heard from 
Mrs. Arkwright what regiment had taken 
up its quarters in Gaystown barracks, was 
seized with such a violent desire to return 
to Copplethwaite, that, at the beginning of 
December, her father and mother thought 
it would be best to bring her home, and did 
so—only, however, on condition that, should 
the keen air of that neighborhood prove too 
much for her, she would come away again 
without making any fuss whatever. And 
Olive promised. 

“I shall not be ill,” she declared. “I never 
was ill at home yet, and I shall not be 
ill now; besides, I am dying to be 
back again. I am sick to death and 
weary of foreign houses, foreign food, 
foreign tongues, foreign men, women and 
children. Let us go home.” 
Now, as this happened to be exactly her 

father’s opinion and state of feeling, he, too, 
said: 
“Let us go home.” 
80 home they went; and the first week in 

December found them again at Coppleth- 
waite, in every-day ease and comfort. 
So high did Olive’s spirit rise that, on the 

very first morning after their return, she 
went gayly to and fro about the old house 
singing, in her sweet lark’s voice, her old 
favorite: 

lo e ou 
pm eee a 
Aud, oh, how happily we'll live! 
But not in our alley. 

“She is much better for coming home; 
quite her old self again,” observed Murray 
Weyland to his wife, as the fresh notes rang 
through the hall 
“Oh, quite; she is much better,” Mrs. Wey- 

land agreed. 
Better for coming home? Not a shadow 

of a doubt about it. Olive did not feel like 
the same person; and indeed when, during 
the course of the afternoon, Lucy made his 
appearance, was so delighted to see him, so 
unreservedly glad and pleased at his pres- 
ence, theg poor Lucy felt a corresponding 
flush to that which dyed her chgeks flaming 
in his own, and, poor fellow, fondiy believed 
that the little plan for arousing her jealousy 
to which he had resorted the past summer 
had worked well—had, in truth, no: only 
«grown and flourished, but had borne fruit 
a bundred fold. 
“You have been ill,” he said, taking her 

hand tenderly in his, and altogether forget- 
ting to let it go again. 

“Ob, yes; very iil; awfully bad. I 
thought I was going to die one week,” try- 
ing gently to release her hand. 
“But you'wre better now?’—holding on to 

it like grim death. 
“On, yes, 'm better now; quite well, in 

fact”—giving her hand another little 
wriggle. 
Reminded of the hand, and that it was 

still in his possession, Lucy allowed it to 
slip from his grasp as far as the tips of the 
fingers; and then, by a bright inspiration, 
mad= a remark which justified him in keep- 
ing it for quite ten minutes longer. 
“But you'wre vewry thin,” he exclaimed, 

in commiserating accents. “Your hand is 
like a skeleton—nothing but skin and bone.” 
“Well, it is rather thin, certainly,” admit- 

ted Olive, looking down upon it with a com- 
ical air, and then laughing outright at the 
contrast it presented to his strong, well-cov- 
ered one. 
Lucy was just going to say, “I wish you 

would give it to me, thin or not,” when the 
door opened and the butler announced “Miss 
Smith;” so Olive withdrew her hand hastily 
from his, and he, instead of proposing, said, 
“Con-found!” to himself. 
We.l he might, for he knew Miss Smith— 

no one better, who did not live in her vicin- 
ity. And really for that afternoon any pri- 
vate conversation was altogether at an end; 
for Miss Smith, having caught Olive's hasty 
movement and the frown upon Capt. Lu- 
cy’s handsome face, smelt a rat, and stuck 
like a leech or a ferret, on the chance of 
finding out a fresh bit of news with which 
to go round the neighborhood the following 
day. 
A had reason for knowing Miss Smith, 

and for knowing that, if it were possible, 
Miss Smith would contrive to outstay him. 
He fairly groaned within himself when he 
saw the lavish afternoon tea which came in 
in Mrs. Weyland’s wake. How he would have 
blessed the sight of the dry bread and but- 
ter and thin, watery tea, it was so often his 
lot to meet with in the pretentious society of 
garrison towns. Alas! alas! the tea was 
fresh and strong, the cream of the thickest, 
the bread and butter looked delicious, and 
the cake had come from Buzzards. When 
Lucy saw it—the general appearance of the 
festive board. I mean, not that the cake had 
come from Buzzard’s—he gave up all hope 
of ousting the enemy. However, by dint of 
almost turning his back upon her, he did 
contrive to monopolize Olive; and Olive was 
nothing loath, 
“We are going to have a small—a vewry 

small—afternoon dance on Wednesday,” he 
told her, in a confidential tone, that was 
scarcely above a whisper. “You will bave 
the formal invitation to-morrow. You'll be 
able to come, I hope.” 
“Oh, yes, and be very grateful for being 

asked,” answered Olive, promptly. 
“It's a vewry small affair—only about 

forty,” he went on. “You see, so many of 
the fellows are away.” 
“Yes?” 
Olive's tone was distinctly inquiring. 
“Yes; about half, of course. And, by the 

by. Harkness—you remember him?” 
“Yes.” 
Olive could scarcely speak, her heart be- 

gan to beat so fast and hard. 
“Ah! well, he's away, too; been away 

thwree weeks or more,” 
“Oh, really!” 
It was well that conventionality came to 

her aid, as it had done before. Her tone 
was admirably indifferent; and, indeed, no 
one who heard it would have gathered from 
it that she took even a passing interest in 
that officer. And yet what deadly disap- 
pointment filled her heart! How utterly all 
the delight and glory of homeseemed for the 
moment to have died out! For the time 
Olive Weyland fouad herself “alone, and 
journeying in a land of sand and thorns.” 
Lucy's voice recalled her somewhat to 

herself, and helped her to throw aside the 
effects of her disappointment. 
“You will give me some dances?” he asked, 

very humbly. “They are all to be round 
ones. Shall we say three waltzes?” 1dok- 
ing at her imploringly. 
“For you to forget, as you did the last I 

promised you?” said she, with a laugh—a 
very shaky sort of laugh, but one bravely 
managed for all that. 

“Forget! Asif I could forget anything!” 
he began, passionately. 
“No! then vou didn’t forget them?’ think- 

ing the while how utterly he had been taken 
up, about the time of her birthday, with 
Evelyn Baumme. “That only makes it 
worse. By the by, have you heard that 
Miss Brumme is engaged?” 
Lucy laughed. 
“Yes; and to Jack Downe. He is quite 

the best fellow in the world; and how nice 
she is!” 
“Very!” - 
Olive thought he was uncommonly cool 

about it; but after all, perhaps Evelyn 
Baumme was not the “Sally” of whom he 
had told her. 
“And how is Sally?’ she asked. 
“Sally? 
Lucy positively started. 
“Yes; the Bally you were going to try 
gry upon. Don’t you remember? Did 

answer { I never aid Ip gave you that locket, 

“Nol” He had recovered himself b then, 
“But Pos mike give it to me now, My 

y A po § pe you know, 
get it the next time I to 

Gaystown,” Olive replied. “But you have not told me how is the fair Sally, and how you are getting on?” On, she ts all right, 1 think, now, and we ve 1 ’ 
arr Ppa to hear it” with a little sigh Own disappointment, 
Ob, that sigh! It went through Lucy's 

triumph, with a sensation that was half 
pleasure, half pain. I think if the redoubt- 

able Miss Sinith had not been sitting on the 
other side of the room discussing a certain 
matter of gossip with Mrs. Weyland, who 
was bored to death, but too polite to show 
it, Lucy would promptly, there and then, 
have taken the darling of his heart in his 
arms, and begged her never, never, neyer, 
so long as she should live, let him hear her 
sigh like that again. 

exceedingly hard, dry and (to Lucy) melan- 
choly and inconvenient fact—a fact as 
natural as life, and, like a nightmare or the 

linger no longer. 
“Disagwreeable old person!” he said with- 

in himself. It was just like his luck that 
she should have but five minutes’ waik to her 

should also have a man, one of his old regi- 
ment, and but passing through Gaystown 
with a stay of one night, dining with him 
that evening. On this account he was re- 
luctantly compelled to decline Mrs. Wey- 
land's invitation to remain for dinner at 
Coppleth waite. 
However, Mrs. Weyland—who was, as she 

and in truth would have liked him as a son- 
in-law—seeing his evident disappointment, 
asked him very kindly, indeed, to come the 
following evening; so that he took his way 
back to Gaystown barracks in a very jubi- 
lant frame of mind. 

But, oh for the crosses and mortifications 
of our poor human nature! When he reached 
Copplethwaite, at seven o'clock the follow- 
ing evening, he found the drawing room 
full of people, and away went his dream of 
a long and blissfully quiet evening with 
Olive, while Mr. Weyland dozed serenely in 
a big chair, and Mrs Weyland would cer- 
tainly remember an all-important letter 
which he must kindly post for her, which 
would not take ten minutes to write, though 
from experience he generally found it take 
at least an hour. : 
Poor Lucy! He was quite as disappointed 

for a few minutes as Olive had been the 
previous day. He hated dinner parties— 
those where he met the people he did know, 
and equally as much those where he met 
people whom he had never seen. He hardly 
knew which bored him the most wofully. 

Still, even if it was a stiff, stupid party, 
Olive was there; and Olive, who had recov- 
ered her spirits by the aid of a few scalding 
tears in the seclusion of her own chamber, 
and had immediately called herself not a 
few hard names for her folly, was looking 
lovelier than he ever remembered to have 
seen her, in a rose-colored gown, with a 
great knot of stephanotis bloom upon her 
bosom. 
He sat beside her, to®—that was no small 

favor. I fear his own young lady found her 
cavalier a not very entertaining person, 
for twice when she distinctly addressed 
him he answered, with studied politeness 
and that wise air of imperturbable delibera- 
tion which distinguished him—in- generat 
society, “Hr=yes!” and three times “Aw— 
no!” and once “I—er—nev-ah heard of it!” 
“An awful duffer!” said the young lady, 

who was of a slangy turn, to her sister, when 
discussing the party afterwards. “Very 
good-looking, and with lovely eyes, but such 
a duffer!” 
Oh! so taken up with Olive Weyland,” re- 

turned the sister with decision. “I was just 
opposite to you, you know; and really the 
way he looked at her now and then was 
quite too killing. I don’t think Olive cares 
a straw for him.” 
“Never could understand Olive myself,” 

said the young lady who had gone in to 
dinper with Lucy. “But I can quite under- 
stand now that Capt. Lucy really i¢ con- 
sidered the biggest fool in the army. I never 
sat next to him at dinner before; and really 
at dances, if a man waltzes well, you don't 
think about anything else.” 
However apparent the real state of Olives 

feeling might be to others, Lucy discovered 
nothing. He drove home with as gay and 
light a heart as ever beat beneath a manly 
bosom. He smoked two pipes before turn- 
ing in for the night—pipes which were so 
all-satisfactory that the tobacco which filled 
them might have grown in the fields of 
Elysium; for in the blue wreaths which 
went floating up, up, up, he saw fair and 
lovely visions of the long, long years which 
were to come—years in which there was 
much sunshine and but little shadow. 
Such shadows as there were only served 

to throw up into yet greater brilliance the 
bright colors and tints in which the chief 
incidents were painted. 
‘We have all had those fair visions at some 

time or other of our span—the span which, 
for so many, is made up chiefly of sordid 
and carking cares. They are very lovely, 
some call them castles in the air! 

CHAPTER V. 
AN AFTERNOON DANCE. 

Ido love nothing in the world go well as yon. 
—Much Ado About Nothing. 

She was his life— 
The ocean to the river of his thoughts— 
" . * * * . 

But she in these fond feelings had no share! 
Her sighs were not for him. 

—The Dream. 

Olive Weyland was dressing for the dance 
at Gaystown barracks. It is not often that 
I venture to describe a dress, because it is a 
process in which I donot excel. But I must 
attempt to describe hers, because it was so 
pretty; so—I beg you will not think me 
flippant, good reader—here goes: 

It was gray—a lizht silver gray—and of 
a soft, fleecy material, which fitted like a 
jersey or a glove. On the skirt were many 
rows of narrow silver braid; and the jacket 
was braided across the front, a la militaire. 
There were frillings of some soft gray 
diaphanous stuff at throat and wrists; and 
upon the waves and ripples of her golden 
hair rested a gray hat, which had a great 
many short ruffldd feathers (which Mrs, 
Winter tells me is called a “tip”), with just 
a touch of silver upon the extreme edge of 
the velvet brim. On the whole, though 
dainty, a trying dress, but one which 
suited Miss Weyland t> a nicety, or (to use 
the expression of one of the Scarlet Lancers, 
when she reached the mess room), “down to 
the ground.” 

“I think I shall do,” she murmured to her 
own image in the glass, when her maid had 
left her: “yes, I think I shall do.” And then 
she added, with a blush and a smile, a frown 
and a dimple, each fcllowing the other in 
rapid succession, “I wonder if he will be 
there? I wonder if he will have come back 
for it?” 
However, at the very first glance she gave 

round the room she discovered that Capt. 
Harkness was not present, So he had not 
thought the dance worth returning for. 
Now, as a matter of fact, Harkness had 

not so much as been told that the dance was 
being given, it being merely an informal 
affair, and scarcely standing in the light of a 
regimental entertainment at all. 
+ Whether, if he had known of it, he would 
have come back for it, is more than I can 
say; but, as he was in complete ignorance 
thereof, he was naturally neither present, 
nor to blame for not being so. 

But, be the reason of his absence what it 
might, Olive's afternoon began with a strong 
sense of disappointment; though, being a 
girl of good courage, she gathered up all her 
pluck and tried right valiantly to hide what 
she was feeling. 
Lucy asked her for the first dance—a 

waltz; so the soft gray gown and the scarlet 
Jacket floated away together. 
“By Jove!” muttered a big fellow standing 

by the door, “what a beauty old Lucy's got 
bold of! Preston, who's the girl dancing 
with Lucy?’ 

What a beauty old Luey's got hold of. 
“Oh, that's Miss Weyland.” 
“Weyland— Weyland. Where does she 

live? Who's her father?” 
“Lives a few miles away, and her fathem 

is great in coals, cotton, calico and other 
good things of the kind. They say it's one 
of the nicest houses in the neighborhood. 
She's a pretty girl, eh?” 
“Very! Jolly dress, too. Ah! 5 there, 

they've stopped. I'm going to get intro- 
~~ 

own door, and that he should not only have | 
five miles to drive back to the barracks, but | 

had always been, a very good friend to him, 

heart like a sword, though it was a sword or | 

But alack! alas! there sat Miss Smith—an | 

indigestion, not to be got rid of; and there, | 
too, did Miss Smith remain until he could 
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duced. 

Accordingly, he slipped across the room 
and murmured a request for an introduction 
in Lucy’s ear. 
Lucy turned with a slight start. 
“Oh, to be sure! Miss Weyland, allow me 

to introduce Mr. Hartog.” 
“May I have the pleasure of the next 

dance?” said Hartog, when they had ex- 
changed bows. 

“Certainly,” replied Olive, graciously. 
Then Lucy put his arm round her again. 

Hartog fell back a step or so, and the soft 
gray gown and the scarlet jacket were in a 
moment once more in the throng of dancers. 
“What a handsome man!” remarked 

Olive, suddenly, referring to Hartog. 
“Yes; and a good fellow, too. Like my- 

elf, he has the cwredit of possessing more 
inches than bwrains,” Lucy answered. “But 
he wreally is a good fellow—one of the best 
in the wregiment—and dances divinely. I 
dare say you'll like him tremendously, and 
will get along with him like a house on fire; 
only”—all at once assuming a very tender 
tone—*“only, don’t get along too well.” 

“I am not likely to do that,” said Olive, 
with a nervous laugh. 
She felt the closer pressure of the arm 

about her waist; and who can say what 
words might not have followed had not the 
music at that moment come abrupty to an 
end? And then Lucy found himself besieged 
for introductions to Olive. Before he could 
shake himself and her free of all the men 
who were anxious to know her, the band 
struck up again, and /Martog appeared with 

“Our dance, lieve?” 
He was one of those people who at times 

are capable of standing upon but scant cere- 
mony, and he certainly disposed then of the 
half-dozen men gathered around Olive with 
no ceremony at all. 
“Old Tony’s fit to back the whole of us,” 

said Miles, with a laugh, to Preston. “What 
a swaggering chap it is at times.” 
“Yes” 
Then, as Lucy turned away with his most 

listless air, asked inquisitively, 
“I say, Lucy, is Tony ‘gone’ on Miss Wey- 

land, do you think?” 
“Can't say, I'm su-ah,” returned Lucy, in- 

differently. “You'd bet-tah ask him, Old— 
er— Tony is—er—not a man who has secwrets 
or who genewally cares to conceal his feel- 
ings.” 
“They might say that of you,” put in 

Miles. 
“I dare say they do,” answered Lucy, with 

admirable placidity. “Every one knows my 
stowry. How I was—ar—awfully in love 
with a lady who—er—jilt-ed me; her name 
was Naomi—" 
But here he stopped short, for Miles had 

fairly bolted, and Preston, with a laugh, 
went after him. 
Lucy simply dropped his story, having no 

audience, and turned to speak to some 
ladies at hand. 

“I never feel so near manslaughter as I do 
when Lucy begins about that woman,” mut- 
tered Miles to Preston; “and it's always the 
same, in season and out of season: ‘I was— 
er—awfully in love with a lay-day, and she 
Jilt-ed me; her name was Naomi.’ And so 
he babbles on to the bitter end, if you'll let 
him.” 
Meanwhile Hartog and Miss Weyland 

were dancing. 
“I told them to play a waltz,” he said, as 

they went into the messroom. “Such a com- 
fort, having an informal affair like this, 
We can have what dances we like.” 
“But you are not going to bave waltzas all 

through, are you?’ she asked, smiling. 
“If you would promi e to dance them all 

with me I should try my little best to do so,” 
he replied. ‘‘But of course you are engaged 
for all the rest. Just like my luck never to 
have seen you before this afternoon.” 

“Well, I am engaged for a few,” said 
Olive, demurely. 
“Oh, only a few? Then Ishall beg for a 

few, likewise. Now, shall we begin?” 
Mr. Anthony Hartog certainly danced re- 

markably well; and Olive, remembering 
Lucy's rather enthusiastic description of his 
capabilities in that line—enthusiastic for 
Lucy, that is—acknowledged to herself that 
he was really the very best walizar she 
had ever danced with—strong, firm, light, 
easy. 
“Something like a waltz, this,” he maur- 

mured in her ear, as she arrived at the con- 
clusion. 

*Yes,” murmured Olive in reply; then 
added, rather more stiffly: “We go to- 
gether pretty well, don't we#” 
But Mr. Hartog made no reply, except 

that the hand holding hers clasped it a 
shade more closely, 
“What others?” he asked, with his brave 

air of composed possession, when the music 
ceased. “Let us arrange it now, won't you? 
or I shall have a dozen fellows tearing at 
me for introductions.” 

“lam engaged for nine—no, eight,” said 
she, looking at her fan, with its neat mem- 
orandum on the first bay “H : ow 
there to be?” GE res “About eighteen, I think. Suppose give m> all the rest? We peed <m ams them, you know; and nobody wil notica how long or how often we sit out.” 
Now, it must be remembered that Olive 

had been wofully disappointed by not find- 
ing Harkness among her soldier hosts; and 
being disappointed, and in a rather reck- 
less mood, did not care in the least whether 
she shocked Mrs. Grundy or not. There- 
fore, not caring, she agreed to give Hartog 
all the dances that were left—that is, about 
—well, 1 am really ashamed to tell how 

) many. 
The next dance and the next again she 

“got through,” with partners that were 
neither use nor ornament. Then Lucy a 
peared at her side, and announced that this 
was one of his, 

“I have not forgotten it this time,” he 
said, in an undertone, 
“No; the last was too shameful. I could 

hardly believe my own eyes when I saw 
You sailing off with Evelyn Baumme, in- 
stead of coming for me. It only shows how. 
little your best friends are to be trusted.” 
“But you may twrust me,” he asserted. 
“Oh, of course,” carelessly. 
“And how did you like Hartogz?” 
“Very well,” in a tone of complete indif- 

ference, 
“He dances well, does he not?” 
a yes—Dbeautifully.” 

oy Yar better than I do,” half regretfully. 
I never danced half so well as I should 

have liked; but so long as I do that, or any- 
thing else, so that it will please you, evewry 
one else's opinion may go to Jewricho, and —er—stop thewre,” 
Iam quite sure that if any one of the 

Scarlet Lancers had heard Lucy deliver this lengthy speech, or rather remark, im- 
promptu, straight out of his head, without 
any hesitation until he reached the very 
end, they would have believed he was fast 
getting ready for brain fever, or something 
serious of that kind. As for Olive, she 
laughed outright. 
“Pray, my dear Mr, Lucy,” she said, for- 

getting his rank in her amusement, “do not 
trouble to make tender speeches to me; it 
won't do. Yol see, I know you too well, 
and what all your pretty speeches are 
worth. I've heard too many rhapsodies 
about—well, shall we say Sally, for in- 
stance?” 

“Sally!” 
Lucy fairly started, but the start was fol- 

lowed by a laugh. 
“Come in here,” he said, opening the door 

of a room on the ab of the gorridor into 
which they had passed from the mess room, 

Jrand whichavas arranged as a drawing room. . 
“Wouid you like me to tell you,” he asked, 
“who Sally wreally is?” 
“Oh, of course. Who is she? 

minute,” Olive cried eagerly. 

[70 be Continued, 
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Legal Notices. | 

All unsettled accounts due 
unless settled betore the 1st October next, will 
be sued for without any further notice. 
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‘“‘Castoriais so well adapted to children that Castoria cures Colic, Constipation, lL recommend it as superior to any prescription Sour Stomach, Diarrhoea, Eructation, 
known to me.” H. A. Azcuzr, M.D. Kills Worms, gives sleep, and promotes di- 

111 Bo. Oxtord St, Brooklyn, N. Y Without injurious medication. 
THE CENTAUR COMPANY, 77 Murray Street, N. Y. 

Neguac N. B,, August 14th 1889. 

. . eed Caution & Notice 
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for Infants and Children. Thereby caution any and all persons against 
giving employment to my son, James Walls, a 
minor, without first making arrangements with 
me in reference 
responsible to 
And I further give noticethat I will not be 

respongible for any debts contracted hy the said 
James Walls. 

Chatham July 

thereto, as 1 shall hold them 
me for his wages. 

DULDEY P. WALLS 

23rd 1888 
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Railway as follows: — 

CHEATHAM TO FREDERICTON. FREDERICTON TO CHATIZAM. 
EXPRESS, FREIGHT. EXPRESS, FREIGH. 

Chatham 5 00 a m) 8 30am Fredericton 3 00pm 700am 
“ Junction 5256 * 940 © Gibson S05 7.10 * 

Blackville 62 0 Marysville $e 5 
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Cross Creek gin" Bo ER Doaktown 6 06 °* 11 85 ¢ 
Marysville 8 Be 500 * Blackville re" 120pm 
Gibson 10 30 *¢ 515 ‘“ | Chatham Junction 8 05 * 305 
Fredericton 1035 « 52 *“ | Chatham 830 “ $3 

N. B. The above Express TRAINS will run daily Sundays excepted. The Freieur TRa1Ns from 
Fredericton to Chatham will run on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays and that from Chatham to 
Fredericton on Tuesdays Thursdays and Saturdays. 
The above trains will also stop when signalled at the following flag Stations:—- Nelson, Derby 

Siding, Upper Nelson Boom, Chelmsford, Grey Rapids, Upper Blackville, Blissfield, McNamee’s, Lud- 
low, Astle Crossing, Clearwater, Portage Road, Forbes’ Siding, Upper Cross Creek, Cross Creek, 
Covered Bridge, Zionville, Durham, Nashwaak, Manzer’s Siding, Penniac. 
CON NECTIONS are made at Chatham Junction with the ¥, € RAILWAY 

for all points East and West, and at Fredericton with the 
N. B. RAILWAY for 8t Johre and all points West, and at Gibson for Woodstock, Houlton, Grand 
Falls, Edmundston and Presque Isle, and with the Union 8, 8. Co, for St. John, and at Cross Creek 
with Stage for Stanley. 

== RAILWAY 
— m— 

» 

SUMMER 1889. 

N and after MONDAY; JUNE, IOTH., Trains will tunon this Railway in connec 
0 tion with the Intbroolonial Rai why. daily, (Sunday nights excepted) as follows — 

GOING NORTH. 
THROUGH TIME TABLE) 

EXPRESS. ACCOM'DATION. 

{
4
 

LOCAL TIMER TABLE. 

No 1 Express. No.3 ACCOM'DATION 
Leave Chatham, 10.30 p.m, 1056 pm 

ood a June. 30 p.m. 106p.m. | Arrive Bathurst, 12.41 a.m. 4.55 
Leave “110 2 50 « *“  Campbeliton, 240 [7.40 
Arrive Chatham, 11.35 he 8.20 * 

GOING SOUTEL. 
LOCAL TIME TABLE. THROUGH TIMR TABLE, 
No. 2 ExpPRESS. N0.4 ACCOM’ DATION 

Trains leave Chatham on Saturday night to connect with Express going South, which runs throagh 
to St. John, and Halifax and with the Express going North which lies over at Campbellton. 
Soaps conn:ctions are made with all passenger Trans both DAY and NIGHT on the Inter- 

colonial. 
&F Pullman Sleeping Cars run through to St. John on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, and to Halifax 
Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays, and from St. John, Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays and from 

Haifar Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. EAE 
The above Table is made up on I. C. Railway standard time, which is 75th meridian time. 
A'l the local Trains stop at Nelson Station, boih going and returning, if signaled. 
All cignt for transportation over this road, if above Fourth (4th) Class, will be taken delivery of 

at the Union Wharf, Chatham, and forwarded free of Truckage Custom House Entry or other charges. 
Special attention given to Shipments of Fish 

SILVERWARE! 

Just Arrived and now open 

4 Cases direct from Manufacturers, 
——CONSISTING OF — 

Tea Sets, Sugars, Creams, Ice 
Water Pitchers, Fruit dishes, 
Cake-Baskets Cruets, Pickle 
Stands, Butter Coolers, 
Cai1d Receivers, Napkin 
Rings, Berry Spoons, 

A! 

CIRCULAR. 
Dear Sir,—We beg to inform you that we have 

sold the stook and good will of the business of 
the late J. S, MAcLeaN & Co-, to Messrs, Joux 
W. GorHaM and SHERBURNE WADDELL. who in- 
tend carrying on the businessat the old stand, 
“JERUSALEM WAREHOUSE,” as successors to J. S. 
MacLean & Co. 

making this transfer, 
doing what was contemplated by MR. MAcLEaN 
before his decease. 
From the long experience of these gentlemen 

with MR. MACGEAN in his late business, we feel 
eonfident in recommending them to your patron- 
age. 

In 

We 

GEO. CAMPBELL, 
J. C, MACKINTOSH 
E, P. T. GOLDSMITH 

Co-Partnership Notice. 

June 1st, 

JE beg to notify customers and the public 
generally that we have purchased from tne 

executers the stock and good will of the business of the late J, S. MacLEAN & Co., and will con- 
tinue as 
Merchants, at the old stand, 
house,” uuder the name, style and firm of, 

J. W. GORHAM & CO. 
Successors to J. S. MACLEAN & CO. 

Halifax, May 20th 1889. 

we believe we are 

are, Dear Sir, Yours truly, 

Executors of 

John S. Maclean 

Wholesale Grocery and Commission 
‘‘Jerusalem Ware- 

JOHN W. GORHAM, 
SHERBURNE WADDELL 

1889 

As 1 have now on hand = . assortment of goods than eve: before, comprisiy g 

Japanned, Stamped 
LL P-L. me] 

Plain Tinware 
would invite those about to 
and inspect before buying elsewhere, as 1 am nc & elling below former prices for cash. 

ThePeerless Creamer, 
ROCHESTER LAMP, 

The Success OIL STOVI, 
~—Als0 a nice selection of- 

Parlor and Cooking Stove 
vith PATENT TELESCOPIC OVEN 
the linin 

ven as is 

A. C. McLean, 

& of which can be taken out for cleaning 35 therebyy doing away with the removing of pipe or 

larger and better 

purchase, to call 

the trouble with other stoves. 

GRIND STONES 

Scythe Stones. 
Just received [from the Stonehaven Quarries 

252 GRIND STONES 
assorted sizes and of the best quality. 

17 Boxes Scythe stones, Mow 
er Stones, Oil Stones and 

which 

Ww 

GILLESPIE & SADLER. | 

———AND——— 

Axebitts, 

will be sold at lowest cash price. 

HOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

Carvers, Knives, 
Forks, Spoons 

&c. 

Quality Guaranteed Prices low. 

G. STOTHART. 
Jure 12th 1889. 

a —— 

New Goods! 

Grand Pisplay of New Goods at Albert Patterson’s, 

New Goods! 

“Crusader” and all other Leading Brands of Imported and Domestic Cigars. | 

The Finest assortment of Briar Pipes and Tobacconist” Fancy Goods ever shown in Chatham ; Fancy 
Cups and Saucers, Epergnes, Vases, Dresden China Card Receivers, Hand-Satckels, Purses, 

Fancy Papetries, Albums, Mouthorgans, ¥iolivs, and all kinds of Violin Fixtures. 
Jewelry, Silverware and Clocks, in all the Latest designs ; Monogram Rings, Wedding Rings and 

all kinds of Jewelry made to or ez and Perfect Satisfiiction Guaranteed. 

ALBERT PATTERSON, 
STONE] BUILDING, — — — — PALLEN;S CORNER 

——— — 2 —————— ———————— — 

Miramichi Foundry 
SAINI 

Pond’s 

ESTIMATES FURNISHED 

MACHINE WORKS 
CHATHAM MIRAMICHI W.B. 

Malleabl Irom, STEAMSHIPS 

Steam and Water Pipe TUGS, YACHIS, 

Tees, Elbows, Reducers, LAUNCHES 

Union and other Couplings, BARGES, Ete. 

Globe and Check Valves, Built and Repa red, 

General Iron and Brass Founders,Mi Il and Steamboat Buiders 

Manufacturers of Steam Engines and Boiles, Gang and Rotary 
Saw Mills, Gang Edgers, Shingle ana I.ath Machines, and 

Well-Boring Machines for Horse and steam power. 

Wisconsin . Patent Rotary saw Carriage a Specialty. 
CORRESPON\DENCE SOLICITED 

GEO. DICK 
Mechanical Sup 

WM MUIRHEAD, 
Proprietor. 

HALIFAX! 
MORRISON & MUSGRAVE. 

TEA, 

Tell me this | 

“Then I will. You are Sally!” B ANKERS { 

GENERAL MERCE ANTS 

AGENTS FOR WARREN & JONES TEA MERCHANTS, LONDON & CHINA. i 
a“ TOMKINS, HILDESHEIM &CO., LONDON. 

THE ARMOUR-C UDAHY PACKING CO., CHICAGO. 

Bank of Nova Scotia 
¢ wid Peoples Bank of Halif 

"” 

an 

—_—— 

COFFINS & CASKETS 
The Subscriber nas on band at, his [sho; 
superior assortm 

ROSEWOOD & WALNUT COFFINS, 

COFFIN FINDINGS 

which he will supply at reasonable rates, 
BADGES FOR PALL BEARERS also supplie 

WH. McLEAN, - Undertaker 

AND ROBES 

CEDAR SHINGLES, 
CLAPBOARDS. HEM 
LOCK 

PINE 

Dimensions 

BOARDS, 

rime Lumber 

NOW ARR 
SUMMER IMPORTATIONS. 

_SRNERAL SENS. - ttit—— — 

IVING 

— FULL LINE OF — 

SUMMER DRY GOODS 
Hosiery. 

Carpets, 

Cutlery, 
ENGLISH AND AMERICAN HATS, 

Latest Styles. 

J. B. Snowball. 
Chatham, - 1st, 1889. 

JOB-PRINTING 
= ~ Chatham, ADVANCE mms : 

Building, 

Havingcompleted the removal of the ADVANCE establishment 
to the old Methodist Church building, corner Duke and Cunard 
Streets, we are now prepared to execute all kinds or 

BOOK AND JOB-PRINTING 
in first class style. This establishment was the only one in the 
Province in a position to enter into competition with the city 
offices at the 

Dominion Centennial Exhibition 
at St. John, where it received a 

==MEBEDAL AND DIPLOMA == 
for “Book and Job Printing’ and “Letter-Press Printing.” This 
1s good evidence of the fine character of its work. 

We have also, constantly on sale a large line of blank-forma, 
such as:— 
RArLway SarpriNg RECEIPTS. 
FisH INVOICES, (newest form.) 

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS. 
DEEDS AND MORTGAGES. 
SUPREME AND CoUNTY UOURT BLANKS, 

SHERIFFS’ BLANKS. 
TEACHERS AGREEMENTS. 
SCHOOL ASSESSMENT FORMS. 

Erc; Etc, Erc. 
#2 Send along your orders, 

BB. EZ. SMITE, 
Chatham WN B. 

+=) 

Z 
of 

zg 
> 
« 

=£ 
C0 

ete, ete.. 

FOR SALE BY 

GEO. BURCHIL & SONS. 

The 

WOOD WANTED. 
Maritime Chemical Pulp 

Company, Limited, is prepared to 
contract for a supply of 

ROUND SPRUCE WOOD, 
in 4 feet lengths, delivered dur- 
ing the season. Apply at 

THE MILL. 
Chatham, 12th July, ’89 

PROVIIONS & GROCERIES, 
TO ARRIVE THIS WEEK 

ONE CAR OF FLOUR. | 
Oatmeal, Cornmeal, Beans, Peas 

Barley and Rice always in stock. 

Also a full line of 

Plain and Fancy Bisciuts, Can- 
ned Goods in variety, Teas 
a speciality from 20¢ 
upwards, 
Bethan dis. 
Cutlery, 

Glass aud 
Table 

Paints 
and Oils. 

All sold at lowest cash prices, 

Chatham, 

Alex. McKinnon. 
13th August, 1859. 

BRICKS | 
MIRAMICHI 

STEAM BRICK WORKS. 
The Subscriters wish to cal attsntion to th 

BRICK MANUFACTURED 
SUGAR AND MOLASSES, SPECIALTIES. by them, which are f laage size, 18 to] 

foot, and perfect in shape and hardness 
All orders attended to promptly. 
Brick delivered f. o. b. 

be got at the stores ofMr. W.S. | oggie, Chatham 

e” soli 

cars or at wharf, o can 

Mr. Wm. Masson, Newcastle. 

G. A. & H. S. FLET |_ 

prices. Wekeep everything to be found in suy first elass werehouse 
Don’t send away for goods. Our merchandise is As Good and Pricgs 
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Per Steamships “Ulunda” & “Demara,” 
(Direct from London, England,) and I. C. Railway. 

19 Cases and Bales of New Spring Goods! 
Ladies will find this a most desirable time to get seasonahle 

goods direct from the : 

WORLD'S EMPORIUM OF FASHION; 
for their Spring Sewing and Housefurnishine. We will show 
them on our counters extraordinary pretty goods. 
volume and variety. Everything rich and stylish Every 
department full up of the latest and best. We defy the keenest 
competition in Canada to produce such goods and at such low 
prices. Get samples, wash them, see how fast in color and 
measure the width, 

DRESS GOODS, 
Prints, Piques, Muslins, Cambries, Satin stripes and spots 
Washing Silks, Black Silks, Velvets, Plushes, New Dress 
Trimmings, Satins, Household Goods, Cottons, Flannels 
Window Curtains, Laces, Carpets, Oil Cloths, ; 

Hosiery, Gloves, Umbrellas, Ladies’ and 
Gents’ Underwear. 

Men's Ready Made Clothing and Furnishings. 
The shopping public sre respectfully iuvited tojexamine this enormous stock and compare 

in St John or Montreal 
Lower, You's <ery truly 

Se SUTHERLAND & CREAGHAN 

Immense 

- 

Haberdashery, otal. 

——


