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«IT COULD NOT HAPPEN NOW.”)

Ere eountry ways had turned to street,
And long ere we were born,

A lad and lass would chance to mcet,
Some merry April morn;

The willows bowed to nudge the brook,

The cowslipsfnoddedigay,
And he would look, and she would iook,

And both would look away,
Y et each—and this is so absurd—

Would dream about the other.
And she would never breathe a word

To that good dame, her mother.

Our girls are wiser now.

"Twas very quaint, ‘twas very strange,

Extremely strange, yon must allow.
Dear me! how modes and customs change!

It could not happen now.

Next day that idle, nanghty lass
Would rearrange her hair,
And ponder long before the glass
Which bow she ought to wear;
£ And often she’d neglect her task,
And seldom care to chat,
And make her mother frown, and ask,
“Why do you blush like that?”
And now she’d haunt with footsteps slow
That mead with cowslipa‘yellow,
Down which she met a week ago
That stupid, staring fellow.
Our girls are wiser now.
*Twas very quaint, ’twas very strange,
Kxtremely strange, you must allow.
Dear me! how modes and customs change!
It could not happen now.

And as for him, that foolish lad,
He’d hardly close an eye,
And look so woe-begone and sad,
He’d make his mother ery.
“Jle goes,” she'd say, “from bad to worse!
My boy, go blithe and brave,
Tast night I found him writing verse
About a lonely grave!”
And, lo! next day her nerves he’d shock
With laugh and song and caper;
And there !—she’d find a golden lock
Wrapped up in tissue paper.
Our boys are wiser iow.
"Twas very quaint, ‘twas very strange,
Extremely strange, you must allow.
Dear me! how modes and customs change!
It could not happen now.

—Frederick Langbridge, in Good Words.

THE LION LOVER.

An Arab Legend With a Moral.

«] killed the lioness,” said Gerard, ‘‘on
the 19th of July, and from the 19th to the
27th I hunted invain for alion. 1 wasin my
tent that night with eight or ten Arabs,
some of whom I had brought with me, and
others the inhabitants of the douair where
1 was. We sat there talking.”

““What about ?”

“Of lions, of course! When you are
lion hunting you never talk of anything but
lions. A young woman of his tribe was
the heroine.”

““And the lion the hero ?”

“Yes, a lion.”

“‘Let us have the legend, especially if it
is very terrible.”

“Terrible and philosophic. Arabs are
the best philosophers in the world—that is,
practical philosophers.”

*I am listening.”

““Well, then, some hundred years before
[ came to the tribe, there happened to be
in that very tribe an exceedingly disdainful
young girl, not disdainful because her
father was richer than the others, as her
father had nothing but hié tent, his horse
and his gun, but she was a great beauty,
and hence her disdain.

“*One day when she was cutting faggots
in a neighboring forest she met a %wn.
Her only weapon was a small hatchet, but
no hatchet nor dagger nor gun would have
been of any use . against such a powerful,
fierce and majestic lion. She began to
tremble in all her limbs and try to cry for
help, but could make no sound, and she
thought every moment that ,the lion would
make the sign to follow him, that he might
eat her up at his leisure in some favorite
epot, for Yions are not only lovers of good
cheer, but they might even be called
_ dainty. It is not enough for. them just to

feed, but they choose to feed under condi-
tions which please their senses and satisfy
the fine fibres of their organization.”

“That is all very true, my dear Gerard,
but you said something that I do not under-
stand.” Ala

““What was that?”

“You said she thought every moment
that the lion would make her the sign to
follow him.” ;

“Yes, I said so.”

‘“WellI” "~

“Ask Amida whether the lion takes the
‘rouble to carry off an Arab when he meets
him.”

Amida shook his head and raised his
eyebrows, as much as to say: ‘“‘He is no
such fool as that.” ‘

I insisted on further explanation, and
Amida made me understand by gestures
that the lion is a magnetizer, far stronger,
cven, than Mesmer himself. A lion looks
at a man, charms him, puts him to sleep,
makes him follow, and when the man comes
out of his sleep he is eaten up.

It will be easily understood why I felt 1
must get at the bottom of this tradition.

Amida then told us plainly that one day,
in company with a friend, %e met a lion.
The hon tried to fascinate both of them.
But the charm which worked perfectly on
his friend, only half conquered him, and
retaining some self-possession he did all he
could to persuade his unfortunate hypno-
tized friend not to obey the terrible hypno-
tizer, but neither prayers nor entreaties,
nor holding him by his burnous, were any
avail, The Arab traveled off, following
the lion. Amida, seeing this, half intoxi-
cated by the spell himself, halt inclined to
follow as he was, managed, however, to
turn the other way.

_This point being settled to my satisfac-
tion, and the truth of the legend admitted,
Gerard could go on. .

The young girl then, shaking and
trembling, stood still, expecting the ?ion to
make her the sign to follow, when, quite
the contrary, to her great astonishment
she saw the lion come towards her. He
smiled #t her, lion fashion, and made her a
bow, as lions bow.

She ¢ro¥sed her hands over -her breast
and said :

“My lord, what do you want of your
humble servdnt ?”

. The lion answered her quite as Voltaire's
Crosman might have done.

““So beautiful a person as you, Aissa,
can })e Jn'ly queen, not a servant.”

. Aissa was charmed by the sweet tone the
lion’s voice had taken in speaking to her,
and much astonished that so handsome a
lion, whom she did not know at all, and

who saw her for the first time she thought,
should know her name.
““How does it happen that you know my
name, my lord 7 asked the young girl.
““The air which is in love with you, and
which, after passing through your hair,

 carries i*s perfume to the rose, calls

‘Aissa’ ; the water in love with you when it
has bathed your lovely feet, trickles
through the moss of my cave, and calls
‘Aissa’ ; the bird that is jealous of you since
he heard you sing, sings no more himself
and dies o{ despair, murmuring ‘Aissa.’

The young girl reddened with pleasure,
Breten ed to pull her hair over her face,

ut in doing so it opened wider, so that
the lion could gaze at his ease.

Be the flatterer lion or fox, you see the
result is always the same, flatter he a young
girl or a cross.

The lion, who until then had hesitated to
approach Aissa, drew near, and as he saw
her grow pale at his terrible nearness, he
said 1n his most tender and anxious voice :

““What is the matter, Aissa?”

The young girl wanted to say, “‘l am
afraid of you, my lord,” but she did not
dare, and only said :

“I'he Tourages are not far off, and I am
afraid of the Tourages.”

The lion smiled, after the fashion of the
lions.

““When you are with me you need fear
nothing.”

“But,” said the young girl, ‘I shall not
always have the honor of your company.
It is late, and it is a long walk to my
father’s tent.”

“I will accompany you then.”

She accepted the offer, and the lion ap-
proached and offered his mane. The young
girl leaned on it, and they both set off side
by side in the direction of the tent of Aissa’s
father.

On the way they met frightened gazelies,
crouching hyenas and men and women who
fell on their knees.

But the lion said to the gazelles, ‘Do
not run away”; to the hyenas, ‘‘Be not
afraid”; to the men and women, ‘‘Rise,
for the sake of this young girl who is my
beloved, I will do you no harm.”

And the gazelles flew no longer, the
hyenas were not afraid, and the men and
women arose, and looked with amazement
at the lion and the young girl, and asked
each other, in the {un age of gazelles,
of hycnas,lor men, if hxs lion and this

oung girl were making a pilgrimage to
fecca t%‘ worship the tom'i') oiPMilixom%t.

In this way Aissa and her tawny com-
panion reached the douair. When they
were only a few steps from her father’s
tent, which was the g:st in the village, the
lion stopped, and asked, with all the cour-
tesy of an accomplished cavalier, permission
to kiss her. -

The young girl held out her face and the
terril;!e mouth of the lion touched Ajssa’s

ips.

rosy
'i‘ hen he signed her good-by, and sat |

| went back to the forest.
| ting down the first branches for the bundle

down, as though he intended to wait in !

should come to her before she entered her
father’s tent.

The young girl looked back two or three
times, and saw the lion still sitting in the
same place.

Then she went into the tent.

“‘Ah, here you are at last,” cried her
father. *‘I was getting uneasy.”

The young girl smiled.

I feared you had had some unfortunate
encounter. But here you are, and that is
proof that I am wrong.”

“To tell the truth, father, instead of an
unfortunate encounter I have had a fortu-
nate one.”

““What happened to you?”

“I met a lion.”

In spite of Arab impassibility Aissa’s
father grew pale.

“A lion?” eried he, ‘‘and he did not de-
vour you ?”

“On the contrary, he was most compli-,

mentary, praised my beauty, offered to ac-
company me home, and, in fact he has just
brought me back.”

The Arab thought his daughter had gone
mad.

“Impossible,” said he.

““Why impossible.”

“Of course it is impossible. Do you ex-

pect me to believe that a lion is capable of

any such gallantry as that ?”

*‘I can convince you of it.”

“How can you do that?”

““Come to your tent door and you will
see him sitting where I left him or on his
way back to the mountain.”

“Wait till T get my gun.”

““What for?” said the proud young wo-
man, ‘‘are you not with me ?”

Pulling her father by the burnous, she
took him to the door of the tent.

But the lion was no longer on the place
where she had left. She looked in the
direction whence they had come, but saw
nothing. . .

“Oh, you werc dreaming,” said the
Arab, going back to his tent.

“Father, I vow to you I was not.
see him yet.”

““What was he like ?” :

*He was about four feet tall and sever
long.”

“Well ?

“And a magnificent mane.”

“Well P

“*Shining eyes as yellow as gold.”

“What else ?”

“Ivory teeth, but—"

The young girl hesitated.

“But what?” repeated the Arab.

She lowered her voice.

“His mouth had a dreadful smell.”

She had no sooner said these words than
a terrible roar was heard behind the tent,
then another about five hundred feet off,
and then another, at least a quarter of a
mile away—

Then, nothing more.

There had not been more than a minute
between each roar. It was plain that the
lion, desiring to hear what the young lady
thought of him, had come behind the tent
to listen, and was going away horribly mor-
tified at. being enlightened in regard to
such a serious defect.

A month passed, and the young girl
thought no more of the lion, except to tell
her adventure to her friends. At the end
of that time some faggots were wanted, and

I can

.she went back to the same place with her

hatchet. She had cut a bundle and had
tied them up, when she heard a light sound
behind her and looked around. The lion
sat gazing at her about four steps off.

. “Good morning, Aissa,” said he, in a dis-
tant way.

*‘Good morning,” answered Aissa, tremb-
ling a little, for she remembered what she
had said about her protector’s breath; and
it seemed to her she could hear the triple
roar, which had followed her unlucky revel-

Dyspepsia

Is one of the most prevalent of diseases.
Few persons have perfect digestion.
One of Ayer’s Pills, taken after dinner,
or a dose at night before retiring, never
fails to give relief in the worst cases,
and wonderfully assists the process of
nutrition. As a family medicine, Ayer’'s
Pills are unequaled.

James Quinn, 90 Middle st., Hartford,
Conn., testifies : ‘I have used Ayer’s

Pills for the past thirty years and con-
dider them an invaluable family medi-
cine. I know of no better remedy for
liver troubles, and have always found
them a prompt cure for dyspepsia.”

Lucius Alexander, of Marblehead,
Mass., was long a severe sufferer from
Dyspepsia, complicated with enlarge-
ment of the Liver, most of the time
being unable to retain any food in his
stomach. Three boxes of Ayer's Pills
cured him.

Frederic C. Greener, of East Dedham,
Mass., for several months troubled with
Indigestion, was cured before he used
half a box of these Pills.

Ayer’s Pills,

PREPARED BY

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Sold by all Druggists and Dealers in Medicine.

ation. *“‘Good morning, my lord. Can I
do anything for your service ?”
“Yes, you can do me a service.”
*“What may it be P
“Come near me.”
Aissa went nearer, but felt very uncom-

| fortable.

“Here I am.”

“Very well, now raise youn hatchet,”

She obeyed.

“Very well, now give me a cut on the
head.”

“But, my lord, you do not think—"

“Yes, I do think, and I think much.”

“But, I shall hurt you.”

“What does that matter.”

Do you really wish it ?”

I really wish it.”;

The young girl struck conscientiously,
and the hatchet left a bloody line between
the lion’s eyebrows.

“Thank you, Aissa,” said the lion.

In three bounds he had disappeared into
the forest.

“And he never offered to walk home
with me today.” said the young girl, rather
hurt in her turn.

But she reached home without accident.
It is needless to say that this second ad-
venture was told as the sequel to the first;
but although there were many wise com-
mentaries, the intention of the lion re-
mained a mystery to even the talebs.

Another month passed. The young girl
As she was cut-

.

of faggots a bush parted in front of her

order to be quite sure that mo accident i and the lion appeared, not gracious, as he

was the first time ; not melancholy, as he
had been the second, but somber, and
almost menacing. The young girl wanted
to run, but a look from the lion made her
unable to stir. He drew nearer to Aissa.
She would have fallen had she tried to take
a step.

“Look well at my forehead,” said the
lion.

“But my lord must remember that he
himself ordered me to strike.”

“Yes, and I thanked vou for it. 1 ask
you to look at my wound.”

“] see it.”

*‘How does it look ?”

“Finely, my lord ; it is nearly healed.”

““That proves, Aissa,” said the lion,
‘‘that a wound to the body is very different
from a wound to pride; the former closes
sooner or later; the later, never.”

This philosophic axiom was followed by a

. . . s

iercing cry, and then nothing more. The
ﬁon had passed from platonic to carnivor-
ous love.

Three days later Aissa’s father searching
the woods for some trace of her, found near
some blood stains the little hatchet that she
used for cutting wood. But of Aissa nothing

more was ever heard.—Alexandre Dumas. |

A PARROT IN A BOARDING HOUSLE.

Its Remarks While a Hungry Boarder Was
Dining Caused Him to Settle and Quit,

&\ very garrulous parrot 1s owned by a
woman who keeps a boarding house in the
southern part ot Scranton. During meal
hours the talkative bird is not allowed to
stay in the dining room, for it makes so
much noise that the boarders can’t hear
themselves think, much less what one
boarder tries to say to the others. So, just
before the bell is rung, poll’s cage is hung
out in the kitchen, and, after the table has
been cleared off, it is put back again. Not
long ago one of the young men boarders
was unusually late to lus dinner. His ab-
sence at the regular meal had not been no-
ticed, and the mistress of  the house, sup-
posing that all of her boarders had dined,
ordered the girl to hang the parrot in- the
dining room.  The girl did so, and pretty
soon the belated boarder came in amF told
the waiter girl that he was uncommonly
hungry. He duplicated his first order and
took plenty of time to eat it, the girl stay-
ing in the kitchen when she wasn’t waiting
on him.

For 20 minutes the parrot kept as still
as a mouse. Then it began to screech
and yell at a great rate, and, when it had
got its voice in good working order it sang
out:

““John, come here! John, come here!
Fannie, come on up! Fannie, come on
u !77 .

John and Fannie are members of the
household, and the parrot, after having
yelled their names for a while, changed the
tone of its voice a little, stuck its bill out
of the cage, looked down on the solitary
feeder, and went on in this way :

“Say, let up! Say, let up! Stop, stop,
stop, stop, stop, stop! Let up, let up, let
up, let up! Say, let up! Say, let up!
Stop, stop, stop, stop, stop, stop! Let
up, there! Let up, there! Stop. stop,
stoE m

Poll kept this up for two or three
minutes, and then changed its tone again
and sang out:

“Go 1t, go it, go it, go it, go it !” for two
minutes more, when it gave another series
ot screeches and yelled :

“Do let up, do let up, do let up! Stop,
stop, stop, stop, stop, stop!” until it got
out of wind.

By this time the boarder was mad. .He
called the girl out of the kitchen and asked :

““Where's the mistress?”

“Down stairs, I guess.”

“Well, go'n tell her I want to see her.”

others by letter order
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The girl hurried down stairs, and pres-
ently the landlady appeared and asked the
boarder what he wanted to see her for.

“How much do I owe you?” he in-

“Why, you don’t owe me for a week
yet. 1'm in no hurry for the money.”

“Well, I'm in a hurry to pay you and
get out of here. I won’t stay in any house
where they put a noisy parrot in the room
to see how much 1 eat, and then yell at me
to stop. I won’t stand it!" {

“Why, my dear sir, nobody thought of
such a thing, and I hope you don’t think
they did. Ihad the parrot hung here be-
cause I thought everybody had been to
dinner.”

“] know better. She’s been yelling at
me to let up and to stop for the last ten
minutes. It's too thin, and I'll never eat
another meal in your house again.”

The lady said all she could to pacify the
angry and hot-headed boarder, but she
couldn’t make him believe that the parrot
had not been placed there to watch him,
and so she took what he owed her and let
him go.—New York Sun.

The Dozen Greatest Poets.

Perhaps I may now be permitted to re-
capitulate the list of a dozen English poets
whom I ventured to quote as the manifest
immortals of our British Parnassus. They
are Chaucer, Spenser, Shakspeare, Milton,
Dryden, Pope, Gray, Burns, Wordsworth,
C(l)'{eridge, 3yron, Shelley, Keats. It will
be noticed that there are thirteen names
here, and my reviewers have not failed to
remind me that 1t 1s notoriously diflicult to
count the stars. The fact is that Gray, the
real thirteenth, was an afterthought, and I
will admit that, although Gray is the author
of what is perhaps the most imposing single
short poem in the language, and a though
he has charm, skill and distinction to a
marvellous degree, his originality, his force
of production, was so rigidly limited that he
may scarcely be admitted to the first rank.
No doubt the explosive force which eggs a |
very great writer on to constant expression |
was lacking in the case of Gray, and I yield |
him—a tender babe, and the only one of |
my interesting family which I will consent ;
to throw to the wolves. The rest are in- |
violable, and I will defend them to the ‘
last.— Edmund Gosse, in the April Forum. |

Free Rum or Cider— Which? !

Whether the proposed constitutional |
amendment in Massachusetts against rum |
is also against cider, is being, as it ought, |
well agitated. We believe fruit-growers
feel about manufacturing a home beverage
somewhat like the woman whom the learned
Dr. Abernethy once remonstrated with for
mutilating her husband’s face and head with
her finger-nails in a family jar. Said the
worthy doctor, — *‘Madam, are you not
ashamed, treating the head of this family
thus °—in fact, your head, madam.” The
virago retorted fiercely, **Well, doctor,
if that be true, haven't 1 a right to
scratch my own head?” It seems to
us, prohibition advocates should  re-
flect that, so long as humanity is unfitted
to its surroundings and conditions of life,
so long will evil exist, and human beings
foolislﬁy try to ‘‘drown misery” with strong
drink. ~But increase human happiness by
every possible means ; lessen that mother’s
burden that she may bear more healthy
children; then ameliorate their hunger,
disease, and pain by better physical as well
as moral training, and you have plucked
out the most deadly fang of the monster—
intemperance, while farmers apd fruit-
growers are left to pursue their honest
calling. Acting on this precept, we would
go farther and proclaim that thousands of
tamilies are now suffering with troubles that
scores of persons have repeatedly tried to
relieve with strong drink. ‘‘Hotlemonade
with a stick,” *‘rock and rye” are familiar
recipes. Temperance people should teach
others to find some better remedy for hacking
coughs, bronchial irritations, catarrhal in-
flammations, rheumatism, and neuralgia
than whiskey. Said a well known Boston
merchant, recently, to a party of friends: |
] used to resort to whiskey when attacked
with rheumatism and neuralgia ; T could get
drunk, but I couldn’t cure neuralgia. But
I know a remedy —Johnson’s Anodyne
Liniment—that will fix it for me every
time.” Truly, it is the most certain remedy
known for any pain or inflammation. It is
used interna{ly as much as externally.
Many people do not know this. The manu-
facturers, I. S. Johnson & Co., Boston,
Mass., will send free to any one a pamphlet
telling how to use it. A teaspoontul, prop-
erly used, will accomplish wonders.—.ddvt.

«Ayer’s Hair Vigor is a most excellent
preparation for the hair. I speak of it from
experience. Its use promotes the %rowth
of new hair, and makes it glossy and soft.
The Vigor1s a sure cure for dandruff.”—J.
W. Bowen, Editor Enquirer, McArthur,
Ohio.—Adrt.

Vietoria Hotel.

D. W. McCORMICK,

: Proprietor. £ 7
QUEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON, N. B.

J. A. EDWARDS - Proprietor.
FINE SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTION.
Also, a First Class Livery Stable.
Coaches at trains and boats.

ELLIOTT'S HOTEL,

28 to 32 Germain _Sﬁgt, St. John, N. B. |

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS.
Terms - - $1.00 Per Day.
Tea, Bed and Breakfast, 75 Cents,

E. W. ELLIOTT

Proprietor

MBé;{gl"House in the Mariﬁrm; Provinces

Hawarden Hotel,

Cor. Prince Wm, and Duke Sts.,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

WM. CONWAY . . Proprietor

~ Terms, $1.00 per Day; Weekly Board $4.00.

BELMONT HOTEL,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op !

posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station.
Baggage taken to and from the depot free
charge.
Terms—g1 to $2.50 per day.
J. SIME, Propricior

Hotel Dufferin,

8 Yok, 3. B.

FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor.|

ROYAL HOTEL,
ST. JOHN, N. B.
T. F. RAYMOND, Proprietor.

~
NOTICE.
FPHE JEWELRY BUSINESS herctofore con-
ducted under the name of -
PAGE, SMALLEY & FERGUSON,-

will, after this date, be carried on under the name
and style of FERGUSON & PAGE. .
Dated at St. John, N. B., Feb. 15, 1889.
J. R. FERGUSON,
H. C. PAGE.
CARD.
FERGUSON & PAGE,

Importers and Dealers in Watches, Jewelry, Etc, Fine
Watch Repairing. Manufacturers of Jewelry.

43 KING STREET, - - - ST.JOHN, N. B.

THE PR VTAIN PEN

Has all the requisites of a

PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN,

A FReE Frcw oF INK. ALWAYS READY TO WRITE.

A trial of this pen will convinee that it isa
PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN in every respect.

FOR SALE BY
ALFRED MORRISEY,

eI s
JAMES S. MAY. W. ROBERT MAY.

JAMES 8. MAY & SON,

Merchant Tailors,

84. Prince William Street,
ST. JONN, N. B.

P. O. Box 303.

Stock always complete in the latest de-
signs suitable for first-class trade.

Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount
for cash.

EMPLOYMENT AGENCY,
115 Sydney Street, opp. Victoria School.

MRS. H. M. DIXON,

Stamping, Pinking and Fancy Work donc to order.

- 1 Grand

LESS FOUNTAIN PEN |

'NEW BRUNSWICK RAILWAY.
| e

Commencing Januwary 7, 1889,

| PASSENGER TRATNS WILL LEAVE INTER-
COLONIAL RAILWAY Station, St. John, at

18.40 a, m.—Express for Bangor, Portland, Boston
| and points west; for Fredericton, St. Andrews,
| St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Presque Isle,
alls and® Edmundston.
PULLMAN PARLOR CAR ST. JOHN TO BANGOI.
13.35 p. m.—Express for Fredericton and inter-
mediate stations,
18.30 p, m,—Night Express for Bangor, Portiand,
Boston and points west; also for St. Stephen, Heul
| ton, Woodstock, Presque Isle.

PULLMAN SLEEPING CAR ST. JOHN TO BANGOR.

RETURNING TO ST. JOHN FROM

| Bangor at 16,45 a, m,, Parlor Car attached; 17.30 p
| m, Sleeping Car attached.
' (':m(-(-horo at 11.15 a. m.; 12.00 noon.
| Woodstock at 110.20 a. m.; t8.40 p. m.
. Houlton at 110.15 a. m.; 15.40 p. m.
| St. Stephen at 19.55 a.m.; 19.45 p. m.
| St. Andrews at 19.20 a. m.
. Fredericton at $7.00 a. m.; 112.50 p. m.
| Arriving in St. John at ¥5.45; 110.00 a. m.; 14.00
| p. .
LEAVE CARLETON FOR FAIRVILLE.

18.25 a m,—Conneeting with 8.40 a. m. traia troumd
St. John.

13.20 p. m,—Conneeting with 3.35 p. m. traia from
St. John.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME

Trains marked t run daily except Sonday. {Daily

except Saturday. WDaily excent. Monday.
" F. W. CRAM, Gen. Manager.
H. D. McLEOD, Supt. Southern Division.
A. J. HEATH,

Gen. Pass. Agent, St. John, N. B.

NE RAILWAY !

~ SHORE L
St. John ana St. Stephen.

| SEni.
‘
!

EASTERM STANDARD TIME.

| N and after MONDAY, DEC. 31, Train: w! !

run daily (Sunday excepted), as follows :

.I LEAVE St. John at 7.24 a. m., and Carleton ..
| 17.45 a. m., for St. George, St. Stephen and inter-
| mediate points, arriying in St. George at 10.21 a.m. ;
| St. Stephen, 12,25 p. m.,
, LEAVE St. Stephen at 8.15 a. m., St. George, 10,22
' a. m.: arriving in Carleton at 12,57 p.m., St. John
at 1.12 p. m. : i

i FREIGHT up to 500 or 600 Ibs.—not large in buik—
| will be received by JAS. MOULSON, 40 WaATkr
| STREET, up to 5 p.m.; all larger weights and bulky
freight must be: delivered at the warehouse, Carle-
ton, before 6 p. m.

BAGGAGE will be rveceived and delivered at
MOULSON’S, Water street, where a truckman will

be in attendance.
W. A. LAMB, Manager.

F.W. HOLT, Supt.
St. John, N. B., Dee. 27, 1888,

Intercolonial Railway.

1868--Winter Arrangement--1889

( N and after MONDAY, Névember 20th, the
trains of this Raillway will run daily (Sunday
excepted) as follows :—

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN.

Day EXPressecsccscccccscsssssssssccscssesssss T30
Accommodatione.seeeesccsssesisniveccsvscsses 11 20
ExXpress for SusSeX..eeeseeeissecsssssisssnnens 16 35
Express for Halifax and Quebec....cccevvvnanss 18 00

A Sleeping Car will run daily on th 18.00 train to
Halifax., <

On Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, a Sleeping
Car for Montreal wilkbé attached to the Quebec Ex-
press, and on Monday, Wednesday and Friday »
Sleeping Car will be attached at Moncton.

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN

'
Express from Halifax and Quebec......co.oeee T 00
EXpress from SUSSeX...oceeereeteassasssssanas 8 85
Accommodationsee s «eveisresioansiorsaiceinans 13 30
Day EXpress.ccose ooesessesssssgesasssssccns 19 20

All trains cro 15z by Eastern Standard time.

D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superintendent.

RAiLwAY OFFICE,
Moncton, N. B., November 20, 1888.

- Dispensing of I Préscrintiuns. |

Special Attention is Given to
this very important branch.

Medicines of Standardized Strength used.

By this means reliable articles will be sup,.ed, and
in each case compounded by a competent ploson.
A%~ Prices low. &0

WM. B. McVEY,

Dispensing Chemist, 1856 Union Street.

Trunks Retaled at WholesalePries

R. O'SHAUGHNESSY & CO.,

Manufacturers of and Dealers in

‘Trunks, Bags ? Valises,
' Fishing Tackle.

=3 Grermain Street,

ST. JOHN, N. B.




