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ALICE KIRBY.

Slip coftly, Nashwaak water,
Where thrushes sing and soar.
Slim alders bend to view thee,
Gilad brooks come hurrying to thee,
But brown-eyed Alice Kirby
Shall come to thee no more.

Still shine, as in a mirror,
Green pictures of the shore;
Where soft thy wave caresses
The willow dips her tresses;
But dream-eyed Alice Kirby
By thee shall rove no more.

Above thy sheltering forests
Their song the rain-birds pour;
Among the under-tangle,
The drowsy cow-bells jangle,
But soft-eyed Alice Kirby
Shall wander there no more.

Lurk still among the bushes
The ferns she hunted for,
Blue-vetch and pigeon-berry
Make all the stream-side merry,
But Alice—Alice Kirby
Shall gather them no more.

Slip softly, Nashwaak water,
Unruffled as before;
Thy woods know naught of sorrow,
No moan thy songsters borrow--
But ah! for Alice Kirby,
Who comes to thee no more!

—J. Elizabeth Gostwycke Roberts.

GROVER'S WHITE WARE,

Mrs. Thompson stood by the Kkitchen
table paring potatoes for dinner.  Some-
thing was evidently wrong with the little
lady, for there was an unmistakable air of
“*spite” mn the way she tossed the potatoes
in the pan ot cool spring water, waiting
there to receive them. It was sultry
weather ; and through the open window
came the sound of mowers whetting their
scythes, blended with the call of the robin
and the faint notes of the cuckoo in the
shaded wood. But it only irritated Mrs.
Thompson ; indeed, everything irritated
her that day. Looking out from the back
door might be seen a lovely landscape,with
broad reaches of meadow land, fringed
with graceful belts of birch, and softly-
rounded mountains lifting their velvety
foreheads to the white, fleecy clouds, that
went slowly sailing across the exquisite
ether like huge drifts of thistlesdown. But
this also irmtated her; everything could be
beautiful save her life, and that was cold,
and rude, and barren. At least Mus.
Thompson, in the plentitude of her present
unsatisfactory mood, was telling herself
that it was.

To begin at the beginning. Jane Law-
rence had been an unusually romantic girl,
and had gone for two years to a boarding-
school. She had always fancied she would
marry some famous artist or scholar, who
would take her to Rome or Venice, where
she might live ina perpetual dream of
beauty. She so low(l beautiful things!
Perhaps all women do; and that may be
the reason so many are found ready to
barter love for gold.

But, contrary to all her Proconccived
notions, she married Robert Thompson, a
plain, practical farmer; and instead of
touring it in Italy, she went to live at the
old homestead, which had been the home
of the Thompsons for generations. Dreams
and reality are so very different, you see.

lobert Thompson was a working far-
mer as well as a practical man, and all his
people worked. His mother had worked
in her day, his sisters had worked, he ex-
pected his wife to work. She took to it
gleefully ; she had not been brought up
with high notions by any means; and at
first the work did not seem so much. But
every experienced lady knows how the
work seems to accumulate in a plain far-
mer’s household as years after marriage go
on. There were plenty of men and boys
about, but onl_v one woman servant was
kept; and Mrs. Robert Thom grew to
find that she helped at nearly everything,
save perhaps the roughest of the labor.
Instead ot lounging in elegant foreign
studios, or gliding down famed canals and
streams in picturesque gondolas, she had
butter and cheese to make, and poultry to
rear, and dinners to cook in the long low-
ceiled kitchen, and the thousand and one
cares upon her shoulders that make up a
busy household. Quite a contrast, it must
be admitted.

With things a little different, she'd not
have minded the work so much; could she
have had nice carpets and tastetul furni-
ture, and books, and a picture or two, and
flowers. The home was so very practical,
and its surroundings were getting so
shabby. At first she had not noticed this
or cared for it, but every year, as the years
rolled on, made matters look dingier. Old
Mrs. Thompson had not cared to be smart
and nice ; Robert never thought about it.
And what though he had? It is only na-
tural for men to assume that what had done
for a mother would do for a wife.

The matter today, which put her so much
out, was this. A sewing club had recently
been established in the neighborhood.
There was much distress among the poor
laborers’ wives and families, and some
ladies with time on their hands set up a
sewing club, to make a few clothes for the
nearly naked children. The tarmers’ wives
had joined it—Mrs. Thompson among
others. They met at stated intervals,
taking the different houses in rotation;
dining at home at 12, assembling at 1
o'clock, and working steadily for several
hours.

It was surprising how much work got
done ; how many little petticoats and frocks
were made in the long afternoons. In less
than a month it would be Mrs. Thompson’s
turn to receive the company—for the first
time—and she naturally began to consider
ways and means. For they met for an
entertainment as well as for sewing—tea in
the afternoon, a grand meal later, when
the stitching was over.

What was Mrs. Thompson to do? Their
stock of plates and dishes consisted of a
few odds and ends of cracked delf that had
once been a kind of mulberry color. She
had long wanted some new white ware;
she wanted it more thanever now. Grover,
the keeper of the village crockery shop,
had a lovely set for sale—white, with a
delicate sprig of convolvuli and fuchsias,
looking every bit as good as real china.
Mrs. 'fhompson had set her heart on the
set, and that morning had broached the
subject to her husband. -

““What's the matter with the old ones?”
he asked.

“Look at them,” she answered. ‘They
are frightfully old and shabby.”

I dare say the food will taste as well off
them as off Grover’s set of white ware.”

“But there's not half enough. We have
as good as none left.”

«“Mother had some best:china. Where
is it?”

“That's nearly all gone. We couldnt
put the two on the table together.”

“Why not ?”

“Oh, Robert! Look at this.
shabbiest old-lot ever secn.”

“ "T'was good enough for mother.”

Mrs. Robert Thompson disdained to
make comment.

“You'd not have thaught of this but for
the sewing circle having to come here. If
they can’t come and eat from such dishes
as we've got, they are welcome to stay
away.”

There were tears in Mrs. Thompson's
eves, but she crowded them bravely back.
He took his hat to go out mowing.

“We really want the things, Robert.
Those at Grover's are very cheap. I can
get all I want for a trifle. Do give me the
money."”

“Girover'll have to keep 'em for us: I've
got no money to waste on fine china,” re-
turned the farmer. *‘By the way,” look-
ing back from the door, “Jones and Lee
are coming to give me a he]pin§ hand. 1
want to get the sonth meadow down today
if I can: it's a famous crop: so I shall
bring them in to dinner. Oh, and the
Hubbards want six pounds of butter to-
night : don’t forget to have it ready.”

Vith these words Mr. Robert Thompson
had marched off, leaving his wife to her
long, weary day’s work, darkened and made
distasteful #hy her disappointment. She
was both grieved and angry. It wasa
little thing, perhaps, but it is the little
things of life that delight or annoy.

‘Existence seemed very bare and homely
to Jane Thompson that summer day. With
her love of ease and beauty and symmetry,
how rude and coarse and hard looked all
her surroundings. It was only one long
monotonous round of homely toil, unre-
lieved by any of the little sweetnesses and

It is the

graces that might make even toil pleasant. |

She did not often think of it, but she re-
membered that day with the faintest little
air of regret, that she might have been
differently situated, and as she looked-u

to the pretty French cottage on the hill, |

embowered in a perfect forest of blossom-
ing vines, caught the cool gleam of urn
and fountain, something like a sigh trem-
bled on her lips.

**Squire Burnham’s wife does not have

to beg for a paltry bit of money to set out |

her table decently,” she thought, rebelli-
ously.

What business had she to marry Robert
Thompson, she asked herself, her slender
wrist beating away at the butter for the
Hubbards.
light in which Mrs. Thompson looked at
things today, she quite forgot the fact that
she had fallen in love with the
steady and good-looking young farmer,
ehoosing him in preference to Joe Burn-
ham, whom she might have had. Joe had
a patrimony of his own—200 a year at least
—and a good bit of land, which he rented,
and was called “*Squire,” as was his father
before him. He wanted to marry Jane
Lawrence, and she would not; hikes and
dislikes cannot be controlled, and she cared
more for Robert Thompson'’s little finger
than the whole of poor. undersized Joe.
'Squire Burnham found another wife, and
Mrs. Thompson this weary day, was furi-
ously envying her. Mrs. Burnham would
come amidst the rest of the sewing club,
too, and see the miserable shabbiness of
the mulberry ware, and the home generally.
The unfinished butter got beaten savagely
at the thought.

Robert Thompson was not an unkind
man, only thoughtless. He was a type of
a very large class, more especially farmers,
who do not feel the need of life’s rugged
pathway being smoothed with flowers.

Absorbed in his stock, his crops, his
money-getting, he did not realize how
monotonous was s wife’s life at home.
He had hisrecreations ; the weekly market ;
gossip with his brother farmers; politics.
She had nothing but work and care. He
did not realize the truth that the worn,
shabby home told upon her; that she
needed some brightening to come to it as a
yearning want of life, and so, as the vears
had gone on, she grew dissatisfied at heart,
hardly understanding what she wished for
or what she did not wish; the intensely
unlovely, prosy, dull life somewhat souring
her spirits. Now and again, when she
gave back a short or bitter retort, Robert
wondered ; she used to be so sweet-tem-

ered.

All through the long forenoon Mrs.
Thompson nursed her wrath. Robert was
selfish and unreasonable, and she did not
care who knew 1t.  She would not have the
sewing club at the farm, come what might.
The potatoes got boiled : the big piece of
beef was simmering on the fire. Betore 12
o'clock had struck she saw her husband
and his two friends coming through the
orchard, with red and hungry faces. Mr.
Thompson always wanted his dinner boil-
ing hot, and she hastened to lay the cloth
in the cool room of the kitchen. Frank
and Charlie, her two boys, came rushing
in from school, each trying to claim her
attention. She was tired, heated and very
CToss.

“Why isn't dinner ready?” demanded
Mr. Thompson, not seeing it actually on
the table when he entered. *‘I told you
we had no time to waste today,” he added
angrily, in his anger and hunger. *IfI
hadn’t an_vthin§ to do all the forenoon but
to get dinner, I'd have it ready in time, I
know.”

A bitter retort was springing to her lips,
but ere it could be spoi:cn Charlie clamor-
ously interposed, pushing his new copy-
book before her eyes.

“Look, mother! Iam going into sen-
tences now, like Frank. 1It's my first copy.
The master wrote it; and he said I was to

et it by heart, too, and always remember
it. Do read it, mother.”

Mrs. Thompson, with her arms full of
the cracked mulberry plates, paused a mo-
ment to let her eyes fall on the new copy.
A soft answer turneth away wrath,” was
was what she read. It was not that the
proverb was new; she had read it scores
of times ; but there was something in its
appropriateness to the present moment
that fell like a cool. sweet wind on her
heated pulses.

“I will have it ready in a moment,
Robert,” she said quietly.

Mr. Robert Thompson looked up.
Evidently he had not expected so pleasant
a reply.  If the truth must be told, he had
thought a good bit that morning about the
white ware. Not in the way of granting
it, but that she would probably %e sulky
over it when they got in to dinner.

It doesn’t feel here as it does in that

blazine meadow,” he remarked to his
friends, as they went into the cool north
room to dinner. ‘‘Folks that can keep in-
doors this weather have an easy time of
it; they don’t know what heat is.”

Mrs. Thompson wondered whether this
was a slap at her. Her face looked scarlet
enough for any amount of heat. Asto
sitting down with them, she had enough to
do to wait on her party. It was washing
day, and Mollie must not be called.

““This butter must have been kept in the
kitchen ; it’s like oil,” said Mr. Thompson.

“I took it out of the cellar since you
came in; I will go down and get you some
more, if you think I had better,” was the
reply, given pleasantly.

“Never mind. Well, T declare! Do
'ou call this meat boiled ?” went on Mr.
Thompson, as he began to carve. “‘It's
harder than a rock. It meat has to be
cooked pretty fresh this weather, it needn’t
be like this.”

“I've tried to have it nice, Robert,” she
said, trying to choke down a rising sob as
well as an angry word.

Mr. Thompson, aroused by a quiver in
the tone, looLed at his wite; his friends
looked at one another. She . sat down at

For in the green and gloomy |

honest, |

iength, but could not eat. Mr. Thompson
finished his meal in silence.

He was watching his wife's face: there
' was something in it that he did not under-
' stand—a kind of patient, hopeless look, as
|if she no longer cared to struggle onward.

The old mulberry ware di«{;%ook dingy

on the snowy white table-cloth ; almost too
bad for these chums of his to sit down to.
He wondered he had never thought of that
b(*‘foro. Robert Thompson grew thought-
' ful.
| He passed into the kitchen when they
were going out again—how hot and stifling
it felt with that big fire, as bad as the south
meadow. His wife had been in it cooking ;
that must have made her face scarlet In-
doors was not so comfortable a place after
all, if you had hot work to do, was the idea
that flitted through his mind. And perhaps
| the work was overmuch for his wife, who at
' best was but a delicate woman.

A fresh, cool breeze had sprung up from
' the south, as he went out, walking slowly,
' but the sun was burning hot still. Robert
Thompson waited to wipe his brows: and
in that moment the voices of his comrades

came toward him from the other side of the | - -
| carry out for a bit thatblessed proverb, ‘A |

' soft answer turneth away wrath!" she mur- |
“‘Robert, did vou ever before see |

hedge, where they stood in the little shade
it cast.

“*1 never pitied a woman so much in my
lite,” quoth one of them. “‘She works like
aslave, and does not get even a ‘thank ye’
for it from Thompson.
but uncommon downupon the work. Strong
as a horse himself, he thinks, I suppose,
women must be the same.”

| Jane Lawrence made a mistake when she

said ves to his asking,” said the other. |

+“Jones, she wasn't cut out for a farmer’s
- wife, especially one who keeps his folks to
'it likke Thompson does.  She’s over sensi-
tive—delicate ; any lady but she would have
turned long ago and bid him give her pro-
lmr help. He won’t make his money outof
ier many vears, if he don’t take better care
of her: she’ll run down fast. Awfully
changed she is: she looks as faded as the

old house rooms—and they haven't seen a |
{ Here is the result September 15, 1888: |

coat of paint since Grandfather Thompson’s
day.”

“«Ah, she'd better have took Joe Burn-
ham. The Lawrences used to have things
nice in their home, and she'd have got "em
so still if she’d married Joe. His wife’s
just gone out in her pony shay. 1 say,
Jones, I wonder whether Thompson's wite’s
ever sorry 7"

Was she? The unconscious comments
of these, his warm friends, came crushing
down on Robert Thompson’s heart and
brain like a bolt of fire.. That she rejected
Burnham for him he knew, when she came
home to the old homestead and took care
of his invalid mother. Tenderly had she
done it, too. Could she be wearing out
her life in hard work tfor him; she, the
mother of his boys: she whom Le loved
well, for all his churlishness? Robert
Thompson stole away: he could bear
his thoughts no longer, and he felt that he
could almost kill himselt for his blind heed-
lessness.

The afternoon wore on toward evening.
Mrs. Thompson had finished her indoor
work—the washing up of the dinner dishes
and the putting of the rooms straight—and
was going in with an armful of fine things
she had taken from the clothes line, when
the sound of wheels made her look round.

“I've brought that white ware, Mrs.
Thompson,” said the brisk voice of Grover,
springing from his cart and lifting down
carefully a large hamper.

“But I didn’t order it, Mr. Grover,"” she
rejoined, in rather a frightened voice.

“The master did, though. Mr. Thomp-
son came down this afternoon, and said tllx)e
things was to come up to you at once.
There’s the dinner set you admired and a
tea set as well Where shall I put 'em ?”

“Bring them in, please,” she answered,
rather faintly. He did as he was bid and
then drove off.

Mrs. Thompson sat down by the ham-
per of crockery and cried as if her heart
would break. They were magical tears,
too, for they washed all the weariness and
despair from her face and the shade from
her eyes and heart. She forgot that she
was tired or that the day was hot; she
only thought how kind Robert was, and
what a wicked woman she had been for
saying to herself in her temper that she'd
rather have had ’Squire Burnham. Then
she unpacked the treasures, pulling them
out from amid the hay, and singing softly
all the while. Oh, it was beautiful, that
ware! with 1ts clear opaque white, and
here and there a delicate tracing of fuchsia
or convolvulus.

Mr. Thompson came in and found her in
the midst. **What is it, Jennie ?” he asked
—the old fond name he used to call her.

“Oh, Robert!” taking a step toward
him.

He opened his arms and drew her close
to his heart, kissing her as fondly and ten-
derly as he ever had in the days of his
courtship. ‘I have been a brute, little
wife,” he whispered, huskily. ¢Can you
ever forgive me ?”

“Forgive you? Oh, Robert! I never
was so happy in my life! 1 have been to
blame. Iml)nave not been so patient and
kind as I might.”

“Yes, you have. You've been an angel
compared with me; but that is all over
now. 1 did not think, Jennie; I did not,
indeed.”

“But—Robert "

“Yqu shall have more help in the house
—another servant. We'll get her in, Jen-
nie, long before the sewing club night comes
round.”

| bygones, it you will.

S.

HAT SUSPICIOUS OLD LADY who was formerly so careful to CRITICISE, SCRUTINIZE,

PULL, STRETCH, and TURN OVER and OVER our boxes of (-, IKID (G LOVES,
has now fallen into the habit of leaving her spectacles at home, and trusting entirely

to our statement,

This is because the S. O. L. has found out for herself (just as all

other customers do), that the Gloves are really EQUAL to JOSEPHINE, and that this firm
do not misrepresent anything they have to sell, ‘
:#'See also our 55¢. CASHMERE HOSE selling for 36c¢c. a pair.
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- ““Oh, Robert, how kind you are!
as light as a bird.”
“And you are, almost,” he answered,
smiling a little sadly as he looked into her
cager face. “We'll all turn over a new

, leaf, Jane. Heaven knows I did not mean
 to be cruel.”

“Robert, you were never that.”
“Well—we'll let it be ; bygones shall be
A Oh, and I forgot to
say that I saw Leeds this afternoon. It'sa
very dull time just now, the poor fellow
says, without a job on hand: so I thought
I'd give him one. They’ll be here to begin
to-morrow morning.”

Y ou—are—not going to have the house
dorte up ?” she exclaimad in wild surprise.

*‘Every square inch of it. ~And, once the
painting ana that's finished, we'll see what
else we can do to make it look a little bit
brighter.” »

She hardly believed it; she burst into
tears. *‘And I have been so wicked!” she
cried.  ““Only to-day I had quite wicked
thoughts, Robert. I was envying Mrs.
Burnham ; I was feeling angry with every-
body. Itwas the discouragement, Robert.”

“Yes, it was the discouragement,” he

I feel |
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ORDER
YOUR
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[.e B. ROBERTSON,

AGENT FOR
M. FROST & CO'S.
CELEBRATED
NICKLE
AND WOODEN
CASES.

CATALOGUES
FREE.
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said, quite humbly. *“We will do better
for the future, Jane ; I'll try another plan.”

She cried silently for a minute longer:
soft, happy tears; feeling that light had
superseded darkness.”

He's a good fellow, |

“Yes, Bob's a sterling good fellow, but |

*And it has all risen from my trying to

| mured.
l such lovely white ware?"—The Argosy.

‘TQUITABLE TONTINE POLICY.

o
September 15, 1873, the EQurtasrLe Lire
| ASSURANCE SOCIETY issued a policy on the
life of a resident of New York thirty years
Cof age. It was a life policy, its premiums

' payable in fifteen annual payments, and on

' the Tontine plan. The total premium for

fifteen vears amounted to 85,364.
¥ EEe—

| A cash value of #6,567.70. This is a

| ¥ —

return in cash to the policy-holder of

8122.45 for each 8100 paid in premiums,

‘— < meEmER i

and is in addition to the protection fur-

nished to his family of 210,000 of assurance
I

He could have

This

would secure a return in cash to the policy-

holder’s heirs of £295.70 for each 8100

during the fifteen years.

taken a paid-up policy for £15,860.

paid in premiums.

—THE

Fqnitable Life Assurance Socisty

'Does a Larger Business,

Holds a Larger Surplus,

Gives a Better Contract,

Aud Pays its Losses More Promptly

THHAN ANY OTHER LIFE ASSURANCE
COMPANY IN THE WORLD.

A:M:E:R:1:C: A
A Journal for
AMERICANS.

AMERICA is devoted to the preservation of Ameri-
can institutions and the promotion of National
homogeneity,

AMERICA has the strongest list of contributors on
political questions of any publication in Amer-
ica.

For the next six months AMERICA: has secured arti
cles in literary cnticism, fiction.and poetry,
from such well-known authors as Bret Harte, J.
T. Trowbridge, W. Clark Russell, Edgar Faw-
cett; Brander Matthews, Andrew Lang, Maurice
Thompson, E. Heron-Allen, H. I. Boyesen,
George H. Jessop, Eugene Field, O. H. Rot-
hacker, Mrs. Burton Harrison and others.

JuLiaN HAWTHORNE writes its weekly literary
reviews.

Josepn HOWARD, JR., writes its weekly corres-
pondence from New York.

Frep. PERRY POWERS writes its weekly Washing-
ton letters, and

CLEMENT Scorr (of the London Zelegraph and edi-
tor of the Theatre) is its London correspondent.

Terms of subscription—One year, $3.50; 6 months,
#2; 3 months, $1. Payable in advance. (Liberal
discount to clubs.) Published every Thursday at
180-182 Monroe street, CHICAGO.

Aa-Send 10 cents for sample copy.

CAFE ROYAL,

Domville Buiiding,
Corner King and Prince Wm. Strests.

—_—

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
DINNER A SPECIALTY-
Pool Room in Connection.

WILLIAM CLARK.

JAMES S. MAY,

£ PEERLESS FOUNTAIN PEN

Has all the requisites of a

PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN.

ALwAYS READY TO WRITE.

A Free Frcw or INK.

8y A
PERFECT FOUNTAIN PEN in every respect.

FOR SALE BY

—— ALFRED MORRISEY,

b e a
Dispensing of Prescriptions.
Special Attention is Given to
this very important branch.

Medicines of Standardized Strength used. |

By this means reliable articles will be supplied, and
in each case compounded by a competént person.

B~ Prices low. &%

WM. B. McVEY,

Dispensing Chemist, 185 Union Street.

Ti'imksRetaileWhulesale?ﬁc—es |

R. O'SHAUGHNESSY & CO.,

Manufacturers of and Dealers in

Valises,

Trunks, Bags z

Fishing Tackle.

23 Germain Street,
ST. JOIHIIN, N. B.

GENERALAGENCY

FOR THE
Province of New Brunswick
OF
The Commercial Union Assurance Co.
(Limited), OF LONDONXN,
and Pheenix Insurance Co., of Brooklyn,
A. C. FAIRWEATHER, CHAS, J. TOMNEY,
Barrister-at-Law, General Agent. Sub-Agent.

BARNHILL’S BUILDING, ST. JOHIN, N. B

A NICE LOT OF

PERFUMLES,

In Bulk,

JUST RECEIVED AT

T. A, CROCKETTS,
162 Princess, Cor. Syduey Street.

W. ROBERT MAY.

JAMES 8. MAY & SON,

Merchant Tailors,

24 Prince William Street,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

P. O. Box 303.

Stock always complete in the latest de-

sions suitable for first-class trade.

rices subject to 10 per cent. discount

for cash.
W. WATSON ALLEN, CLARENCE H, FERGUSON

ALLEN & FERGUSON,

Barristers-at-Law, Solicitors,
Notaries Public, Etc.

Pugsley’s Building, Rooms 14, 15 and 16

Cor. Prince William and Princess streets.

A. & J. HAY,
76 King Street.

Spectacles, Watches, Clocks and Jewelry.

JEWELRY made to order and repaired.
_ WEDDING RIN GS guaranteed 18 K. fine.

DAVID CONNELL,

Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydney St

Horses Boarded on reasonable terms.
A%~ Horses and Carriages on hire. Fine Fit-outs

at short notice.

| except Saturday.

trial of this pen will convince that it isa ‘
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NEW BRUNSWICK RAILWAY.

Commencing Janwvary 7, 1889,

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

t8.40 a, m.—Express for Bangor, Portland, Bostou
and points west; for Fredericton, St. Andrews,
St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Presque Isle,
Grand Falls and Edmundston.

PULLMAN PARLOR CAR ST. JOHN TO BANGOR.
t3.35 p. m,—Express for Fredericton and inter-
mediate stationg. |,

18.30 p. m,—Night Express for Bangor, Portland,
Boston and poilits west ; also for St. Stephen, Houl
ton, Woodstoek; Presque Isle.

PULLMAN-SLEEPING CAR ST. JOHN TO BANGOR.

RETURNING TO ST. JOHN FROM

Bangor at +6,45°4, ., Patlor Car attached; 17.30 p
m.Sleeping Car attached.
f‘.nu‘vlmru at 1:15 a. m.; 12.00 noon.
Woodstock at $10.20 a. m.; 18.40 p. m.
Houlton at 110.15 a. m.; 18.40 p. m.
St. Stephen at 10.55 a. m.; 19.45 p. m.
St. Andrews at 19.20 a. m.
Fredericton at $7.00 a. m.; t12.50 p. m.
Arriving in St. John at 15.45; 110.00 a. m.; 14.00
p. m.
LEAVE CARLETON FOR FAIRVILLE.
18.25 a m,—Connecting with 8.40 a. m. train from
St. John.
13,20 p, m,—Connecting with 3.35 p. m. train from
St. John.
EASTERN STANDARD TIME
Traine marked t run daily except Sunday. jDaily
Y Daily except Monday.
F. W. CRAM, Gen. Manager.

| H. D. McLEOD, Supt. Southern Division.

A.J. HEATH,
Gen. Pass. Agent, St. John, N. B.

Intercolonial Railway.

1868--Winter Arrangement--1889

(‘).\' and after MONDAY, November 26th, the
trains of this Railway will run daily (Sunday
excepted) as follows ' — )

- TRAINS WILL LEAVE §T. JOHN.

T T e J R e 73

I« v i35 s v ab b dcosns v bessonans 11 20

F EXpress 0 BusseX..isvvcisisvssosccrssssbanss 16 35
Express for Halifax and Quebec....ovvninnana, 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 will be attached to the Quebee Ex-
press, and on Monday, Wednesday and Friday »
Sleeping Car will be attached at Moncton.

|

- TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT §T. JOHN.

' Express from Halifax and Quebec....vvune.... T v

| Express from SusseX..icieiteccseionssssennns s 55
Accommodation ecsceeescessncssssssssnsacnnas 13 30

| Day EZpresgcascas sescenriinneessoiieiinnnns 19 2v

Alltzeirz rv7 177 by Eastern Standard time.

|
! D. POTTINGER,
| Chief Superintendent.
| RArLway OFFICE,
Moncton, N. B., November 20, 1888.

|
|
|
|

Hotel Dufferin,

St. John, IN. B.

FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor.
ROYAL HOTEL,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

T. F. RAYMOND, Proprietor.

QUEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON, N. B.
J. A. EDWARDS -
FINE SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTION.
Also, a First Class Livery Stable.

Coaches at trains and boats.

Proprietor.

ELLIOTT'S HOTEL,
28 to 32 Germain %t, St. John, N. B.
MODERN IMPROVEMENTS.

Terms - - $1.00 Per Day.
Tea, Bed':and Breakfast, 75 Cents,
E. W. ELLIOTT .

Proprietor.

Best $1 bes;in the Maritime Provinces.
Hawarden Hotel,
Cor. Prince Wm, and Duke Sts.,

ST. JOHN, N. B.
WM. CONWAY .
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—$1 to £2.50 per (ln?‘.

. Proprietor

SIME, Proprietor

VICTORIA HOTEL,

(FORMERLY WAVERLY),

81 to 87 XKing Street
'ST. JOHN, N. B.

D. V. McCORMICK - - - Propritor.
ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS.




