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THE BELLS OF LYNNE.

The night is falling, the north wind blows,
It bitterly blows over marsh and lea;

The ploughman clings to his cap as he goes,
And the curlew tilts in the spume of the sea.

But far and faint, and sweet and thin,

Oh, hear the bells from the old gray town,
The ancient, red-roofed cify of Lynne,

That lies where the winding hills come down!

As soft as the bitter winds are blown,

The smiting winds, from the fields of snow,
So often the bells of Lynne float down

To the dunes and the desolate wastes below.

As oft as the human heart is torn
By the pain of loss, by the strife of sin.
So oft are the bells of heaven borne
O’er the sobbing wastes, like the bells of Lynne.
—James Buckham, in the Congregationalist.

FOILED BY HIMSELF.

[Concluded.]

CHAPTER 1L

“Ilas Mrs. Crawford gone up-stairs to
her room yet?”. It was Mr. Barnett who
spoke.”

“No, sir.”

“Would you tell her, please, I wish to
see her here in the library ?”

“Very well, sir.”

The servant departed; and in a short
time Mrs. Crawford made her appearance.
It was now Monday evening, and on the
morrow the funeral of Mr. Monkton would
take place. As yet, the missing will had
not been found, although every likely and
unlikely place had been searched with the
exception of the bookcases in the library,
which Mr. Barnett was now engaged in ex-
amining. He had not up to this time men-
tioned to any one the fact of the will hav-
ing disappeared. But for alarming Miss
Aghloy, he would have taken her nto his
confidence.

“Sit down, Mrs. Crawford,” he said ad-
dressing that lady. “‘Close the door,

lease ; I do not want any one to hear what
am going to say.”

“Dear me, 1 hope there's nothing
wrong,” said she. ‘I was just thinking of
going to my bed. Miss Ashley is away
up-stairs to hers, and Henry Monkton to
his. What was it ye were wanting ?”’

“I will tell you directly. Has Miss
Ashley said anything to you about Mr.
Monkton’s will ?”

“No, and I didna like to speak o'it to
her, but ye'll ken all about it P

“Henry Monkton has not spoken about
it either, has he?” -

“Not to me; but I couldna hae tell'd
him onything about it. I dinna think he
has mentioned it to Miss Ashley. He is
maybe feared in case he hears that he'’s
no to come in for onything. He'll be
wanting to keep on hoping as lang’s he
can.”

The solicitor could not repress a smile
at this last sentence. *‘I will tell you why
I sent for you, Mrs. Crawford. I suppose
'ou are not particular whether you get to

ed for an hour or two yet?”

“Oh, no. If ye're wanting me, I can
bide up brawly.”

“] want you to give me a hand in look-
ing through these book-cases. 1 have had
some of the books down already. The
fact. is Mrs. Crawford, 1 can’t find Mr.
Monkton’s will ; and I have searched every
place that I can think of. I know he used
to keep it in this room.”

*‘Mercy on us! The idea o’ that! canna
find the will! Where can it hae gane,
think ye ?”

“I only wish I knew. It should be pro-
duced and read at the funeral tomorrow.
If I don’t find it, I will have to read from
the draft; but Henry Monkton will prob-
ably demand production of the principal.
It will be a fortunate thing for him if it
cannot be got.”

“Ay, I daresay; but we mauna let that
happen. Miss Ashley is left something in
it, I hope ?”

“She is left everything with the excep-
tion of some small legacies to the servants,
and an annuity to his brother suflicient to
keep him above want. You are remem-
bered in it also. But if the will is not
found, Henry Monkton will take every-
thing, as his brother’s sole heir.”

“%\'ill he, the vagabond! I wad be
vexed to see’t. Tell me what to do, and
we’ll begin at aince.”

“\Veﬁ, we will take down these books
one by one, and see if the will is not by
accident between the leaves of one of
them, or it may even be at the back of the
book-case.”

There was silence in the room for a con-
siderable time while the search went on.
Eleven o’clock struck. They were the only
two awake in that large house. Mr. Bar-
nett was the first to speak.

“Did Henry Monkton tell you that his
brother and he were on friendly terms be-
fore the death happened?” he inquired.
“He says he met him last Tuesday in town,
and that they spoke to each other; but 1
can’t believe it.”

“This is the first time I've head o’ that;
but I've spoken to Henry Monkton as little
as I could.”

“I asked Miss Ashley if Mr. Monkton
had mentioned it to her, and she said he
had not. He would surely have told her
if it had been the case.”

“It’s as likely to be a lie as no. 1 wad-
na trust that Henry Monkton nae farer
than I could see him. But what’s this n-
side o’ this big book? It's the will, I do
believe !

Mr. Barnett dropped the book he held
and crossed the room to the side of Mrs.
Crawford. *‘It is the will,” he cried joy-
fully. “Thank Providence! I was afraid
it was lost altogether. I ought to have had
you to help me sooner, I see. You have
been more fortunate than 1.”

“Last Will and Testament of George
Monkton, dated 5th April, 1881,” read
Mr. Barnett from the back of the docu-
ment. ‘It must have got there just as I
supposed.” He opened out the will and
glanced hurriedly over it, and as he did so
the expression of his face changed. ‘‘There
is some mistake here. This is not the will
I meant. This one was revoked by an-
other, executed some months later; in
August, instead of April, now that I re-
member, but in the same year. This should
have been destroyed long ago. I thought
Mr. Monkton had burnt it.’

*“And what's the difference between that
one and the other one ?” asked Mrs. Craw-
ford, not a little disappointed at hearing
the will found was not the ope sought for.

*“The legacies to you and to the servants
are the same. The difference is that Miss
Ashley, instead of getting the remainder,
gets only one-third. The brother succeeds

to the other two. This will was drawn out
and signed prior to the quarrel between
the brothers. The one I want was exe-
cuted after that time.”

“I would be very sick sorry to see him
wt onything ava, much less two-thirds.

e hae tand ae will at onyrate. The
other may not be far aff. ¢’ll finish
what we're at, I reckon. Is that will for
nae use at a’'?”

“In the event of us not finding the other
it will be. It contaias a provision for Miss
Ashley, which is one thing. If there
was no will, she woul(fog(:st nothing. If the
other is not forthcoming, we must act on
this one.”

“Do you think Mr. Monkton would ken
o’ that will being inside the book ?”

“No; I don’t think he would. That
book does not seem to have been disturbed
for a long time. He must have thought
he had destroyed it. But yet"—the solici-
tor stopped sﬁort in his speech as a sudden
thought struck him. *‘If it be true that
his brother and he had been friendly again.
he may have burnt the last will, intending
to make a new one; or he might be aware
of the existence of this one, which would
do perfectly well,” he said. ‘“‘He may
have even burnt the will on the evening on
which he died. Was there any appearance,
Mrs. Crawford, of his having burnt any
papers ?"

“I heard the housekeeper say he had
been burning some papers : but, of course,
they might be some auld letters or things
0’ no consequence.”

**Quite possible. We will not assume
that it is {)urnt yet, till we see.—There
goes twelve o'clock  Another twenty
minutes and we will have finished.—W hat’s
that P

It was a noise like that faint creaking of
a door, distinctly heard through the still-
ness of the house, seemingly coming from
one of the rooms on the floor immediately
above. Mr. Barnett and Mrs Crawford
both strained their ears to listen. For the
space of nearly a minute they heard noth-
ing.

“Perhaps it's Miss Ashley or the house-
keeper looking out to see if the Ball gas is
still lit, or if we are up-stairs,” Mr. Bar-
nett said. *‘I hope it is not that brother
spying about to see what we are after. If
he had happened to be outside this door a
little while ago, he might have heard us
talking of the will.—There it is again.
Some one is certainly awake up-stairs.”

Listening intently, they now heard a
slight sound, as of a footstep coming slowly
down the stairs, step by step. The foot-
step seemed too light to be that of Henry
Monkton ; it must be either Miss Ashley
or the housekeeper, Mrs. Bolding.

“They’re taking their braw time, who-
ever it is,” said Mrs. Crawford in a whis-
per. ““They have got to the foot of the
stair now. They're coming in here.—The
L(;r(l preserve us; it's Mr. Monkton him-
se ) !”

The door had opened, and a tall figure
in white walked slowly into the room.
Mrs. Crawford, almost fainting with ter-
ror, cowered down on the floor and clung
to the tails of the solicitor’s frock coat.
Both were on the opposite side of the
desk from the apparition, which advanced
with noiseless tread into the centre of the
room, and there paused, regarding them
with a flxed stare. It held something in
his right hand like a long blue packet.
Mr. Barnett, his blood freezing in his
veins, stood literally paralyzed and incap-
able of motion. He felt his hair rise on
his head. " For the space of one dread
minute he actually believed that the spirit
of his dead friend stood before him.
Then came a wild feeling of relief as he
recognized the apparition. It was not
the dead man in the spirt, but his brother
in the flesh, whom he beheld. It was
Henry Monkton in a fit of somnambulism.

There he stood, clad in nothing but his
long night-shirt, his feet bare, his eyes
wide open and unseeing, utterly uncon-
cious of where he was or in whose pre-
sence. It was the first time in his life that
Mr. Barnett had beheld anyone thus walk-
ing in their sleep. The sight to him was
something ghostly and terrible—a sort of
a life in death. What was the man going
to do? What was that which he held in
his hand?

Mr. Barnett stooped down and whispered
his discovery of who the apparition was into
the ear of the terrified Mrs. Crawford,
who quickly recovered from her fright, and
both together watched the movements of
the somnambulist, who seemed uncertain
what to do next. First he laid down the
blue packet he carried on the desk, which
the solicitor now saw to be a long envelope,
evidently containing something. From t%is
envelope the sleeping man drew forth a
document, which he opened and seemed to
glance over, after which he retolded and
returned it to the envelope. This ke laid
on the desk, left it there, and walked for-
ward to the fireplace, where he stood for a
minute or two leaning against the mantel-
piece, apparently wrapt in thought. Struck
by a sudden thought, Mr. Barnett bent
across the desk, took up the envelope,
drew out the document enclosed and hastily
scanned it over. A single glance was
sufficient. It was the missing will.

Quick as thought he snatched up the will
found by Mrs. Crawford, which was lying
beside him, thrust it into the envelope, and
slipped the newly discovered one safely into
his pocket. Next he leant over and softly
placed the envelope with its new enclosure
back where it had lain. It was but the
werk of a second or two; Mrs. Crawford
watching him the while with bated breath,
half suspecting what the envelope had con-
tained.

The somnambulist, after standing in the
same position at the fireplace for some
seconds longer, returned to the desk, took
up the will, went again to the fireplace, and
held the envelope and its contents above
the now burnt-out fire, as though about to
drop them into the flames which he
imagined he saw. Then he turned hurried-
ly and glanced towards the door, put his
hand containing the will behind him, as if
wishing to hide it from the gaze of some-
one, stood for a minute in that position,
and then slowly walked out of the room,
closing the door behind him. Mr. Barnett
darted after him and followed him cautiously
upstairs. He watched him until he saw
him go along the corridor and enter his
room in safety ; after that the solicitor re-
turned to the room below.

“Mercy on us! did ever any mortal see
the like o’ that ?” This exclamation burst
from the lips of Mrs. Crawford as Mr.
Barnett rejoined her in the library. The

ood woman had recovered the use of her
gue, and was inclined to laugh at her
recent fears. “‘I really thought it was the

dead man himsel’,” continued she. *Eb,

but he was awfu’ like him, though !—What
paper was that ye took ? Was it the will,
and had he got it after a’?"

“Yes; it was the will. Here it is, safe
and sound. He may do what he likes with
the one he has got. 1 will take care this
one does not fall into his hands again.”

‘P"l}ut how could he come to get it, think
ye

““That is quite easily understood, Mrs.
Crawford. Mr. Monkton must have had
it beside him the night he died, and it
would be lying among the loose papers on
the desk. His brotheér, hunting amongst
these papers on his arrival here, had found
the will, read it; and knowing that if it
were destroyed or put out of the way, he
himself would be heir to everything, rce
solved to repress it. I remember you said
' he seemed a little confused when you en-
| tered the room. You had proba ly dis-
turbed him while perusing the will. He
has had it in his possession all along  The
wonder is that he has not burnt it before
this. Perhaps he could not make up his
mind whether to destroy it or give it up.
I can undersiand now his non-interference
with things. He knew that the game was
in his own hand.”

“It maun preyed on his mind to a ter-

rible extent, though. That maun be what
- caused him to walk in his sleep.”
“No doubt. He seemed to be acting
' over again what occurred in this room when
'he tound the will.  You saw him look to-
' wards the door, as it he had heard some
| one coming, and then put his hand behind
' him, apparently to hide the will ?”

“Ay, he just looked something like that
| when I saw him the first day standing by
' the fire. I'll no forget what I hae seen this
'night in a hurry.—Ye're sure that’s the
right will now ?”

“Yes; there’s no doubt of it this time.
| It is dated 5th August, 1881, exactly four
' months to a day later than the other.”

Mr. Barnett’s supposition as to the man-
ner in which Henry glonkton had got pos-
session of the will was quite correct. He
had found it on Mr. Monkton’s desk
amongst the other papers: and after read-
ing it was unable to make up his mind
whether to destroy it or leave it somewhere
where it might be found by Mr. Barnett.
Mers. Crawtord had disturbed him in the
library before he had had time to read it,
hence he hastily folded it up and carried it
with him to his room till he could peruse it
at leisure.

Prior to his meeting with Mr. Barnett in
the garden he had, after much inward dis-
cussion, dertermined to destroy the will;
and as he knew the solicitor to be well
aware of its existence, he invented the story
ot having met his late brother in London,
and of having become reconciled to him, in
order to raise a belief in Mr. Barnett’s
mind, when he found the will not forth-
coming, that Mr. Monkton might have
destroyed it, intending to make a new
one. He was made aware of his bro-
ther’s visit to town on the Tuesday
through an acquaintance who had met him
coming from Mr. Barnett’s office.

About half an hour after Mr. Barnett
had retired to his room, Henry Monkton
suddenly awoke from the deep sleep into
which he had tallen, and sat up in bed un-
aware that he had ever left it. His room
was not quite in darkness, for a small flame
suddenly shooting up from the fire. dimly
lit the surroundings. The light attracted
his attention.

“I have been dreaming of that cursed
will again,” he muttered, trusting his hand
under his pillow to feel if the document
were safe. ** Fully fifty times have I re-
solved to destroy it, and as often something
has held me back. The fire is still burning.
I will be tormented no longer. This very
minute it shall be consigned to the flames ;
then surely I shall have peace. It is an
unjust wil)l. It should never have been
made. That girl, an utter stranger, to

et everything, and I nothing. Not while
live to prevent it."”

Not allowing himself one instant for re-
flection, he rose, and crossed the room
quickly to the fireplace.
still burning invitingly.
read the writing on the back of the envel-
ope, to make himself certain that it was the
one containing the will, then thrust both

With glittering eyes he watched the creep-
ing flame speedily devour them.

illuminated, and then came darkness. The
incubus was removed ; the will was gone
forever!

Mr. Monkton's funeral was over. Dust

final resurrection. The next act in the
will, an event usually looked forward to by
ea?er prospective legatees.

n the drawing-room, after the funeral

Mrs.

were assembled, Crawford,
son, Mrs. Crawford’s son Peter, who was a
clerk in the city, and Mr. Barnett. Several
of the principaf servants were also present.
Henry Monkton, in spite of his best efforts,
could not wholly conceal his agitation.
Miss Ashley appeared calm and composed.
She was thinking more ot the kind guardian
she had lost than of what he had left behind
him. Mr. Barnett, who had the will in his
pocket, now rose to speak.

“You all know, of course, that it is cus-
tomary for the will of the deceased person
to be read immediately after the funeral,”
he began, fixing his eyes on Henry Monk-
ton, who quailed under their keen glance.
“‘But before I say more, I wish to know,
supposing the principal will not at hand, if
I may be allowed to read from the draft
which I have here? Draft and principal
are precisely alike in substance.”

No one spoke for some seconds. No
one, indeed, had any interest to speak save
Henry Monkton. Miss Ashley was no re-
lation to the deceased, and Mrs. Crawford
and her son were but distant connections.

Mr. Barnett was about to resume when
Henry Monkton interrupted him. ““What
is the good of reading rom the draft?” he
said. ““We must have the will itself.
Where is it? Why bave you not got it ?”

“These inquiries, Mr. Monl:ton, you
are probably in a better position to answer
than myself. Have you no idea where
your brother’s will is?”

The question was put so direct that Henry
Monkton lost his temper. *‘What do you
mean ?” he said in an angry tone. *‘‘How
should I know anything about it? Itis not
likely I shall gain ;nything by it. You
would take care of that while
I'll bet.”

Mr. Barnett, without taking notice of this
innuendo, simply said: ‘““Then you know
nothing of the will?  You have not seen it "’

“No ; I have not seen it, if that will satisfy

framing it,

you: and now kindly proceed. 1 suppose :

the upshot of all this is that there is no
will P
*“Oh, no. You are mistaken ; tne will is
here all right enough,” Mr. Barnett said,
roducing it. **But I have to thank you
or its restoration, as well as for its dis-
appearance ; I only got it last night.”
enry Monckton amazed and confounded
at the production of the will, which he could
only conclude to be a later one than that
which he had burnt, had not a word to say
He was, however, at loss to understand the
last sentences uttered by Mr. Barnett. I
do not understand vou,” he said at length.
“I bave no connection with the will what-
ever. Ifit was ever lost, it is evidently
found again. Be kind enough to leave me
cutof the matter altogether ; ? know nothing
about it.”

“My friends,” said Mr. Barnett, *‘look
at this man. He comes down here pretend-
ing regret for the brother he has fost. and
with a lying story on his lips that his
brother and he, who for a very long tin e
had not spoken to each other, had become
friends again a week today—three days
betore that brother's death. He finds his
brother's will in the library, reads it, and
seemng that he himself is left almost nothing,
and that this innocent girl here inherits
everything, resolves either to destroy or
concel it. In his policy he does not as-
sume the mastership here; he interferes
with nothing, knowing well that he can
bide his time ; and this for the purpose of |
deceiving those around him into a belief |
that he neither expects nor desires to gain
anything by the death of his brother. He
mtended no doubt to counterfeit surprise
when no will was to be found. This will |
which I hold in my hand is the one taken |
from the library by that man. Up till last ;
night, at 12 o'clock, it was in his posses-

- some part at least of the solicitor’s state-

sion, at which time it found its way into
my own.” ’

Not one of the hearers was half so much
astonished at hearing this speech as was
Henry Monkton. Believing that he had
burnt the will which he had found, he was
amazed at what he heard. But he thought |
he saw an opening to prove the falsity of

ment.

“You will all observe,” said he, rising |
and gaining courage, ‘‘that this gentleman
nccuses me first of s.ealing my brother’s
will, then, apparently, of restoring it again.
This restoration, according to his story,
would seem to have taken place last night
at midnight. At that time I was in bed
and asleep: he, for aught I know, was the

same. | did not see him after dinner
vesterday. The whole tale is a base
fabrication.”

“It is true. I have a witness here.—
Mrs. Crawford will you kindly tell what
we both saw last night ?  Perhaps you will
convince him.”

“Deed, I'll soon tell, and no be back-
ward either,” said Mrs. Crawford ; and she |
proceeded to relate in detail what she had
seen : the white figure entering the library ;
her terror when she saw, as she thought,
the apparition of her dead relative; the
packet which it carried in its hand; how
the figure turned out after all to be Henry
Monckton himself, walking in his sleep;
and how Mr. Barnett had succeeded in
substituting the one will for the other.

The company heard the relation of the
story with amazement. As for Monkton,
he was simply stricken dumb. Every one
in the room turned to look at him; he was
pale as death. Aware that he occasionally
walked in his sleep, he had no doubt of the |
truth of what Mrs. Crawford had just nar-
reted, or of the fact that he had been
tricked by the solicitor. He did not speak.
Foiled by himself, by his own unconscious
act, he slunk out of the room, and shortly
after left the house.—Chamber's Journal.

Divorced from her Dead Husband.
The rare cermony of divorcing a woman

The flame was |
By its light he

envelope and its contents into the fire.

For some |
seconds the whole room was brilliantly |

had been consigned to dust, to await the

drama was the reading of the dead man’s |

Miss |
Ashley, Henry Monkton, Sir Andrew Daw- |

from her dead husband according to the old
requirements of the Mosaic law took place
at the B'Nai Jacob Synagogue. The
' woman was Mrs. J. Levin, whose husband,
' a peddler, was killed on June 27 by two
tramps. She had no children, and the old |
' law of the orthodox Jews is that in such a
' case the dead man’s eldest brother is to
marry the woman and raise up children in
' the name of the deceased. Mrs. Levin,

| or cash.

“however, did not desire to marry Isarel
Moses Levin, her husband’s brother, nor |
' he her. She had to be divorced, and as |

| there were not in Louisville two orthodox @ ¥

- Jewish rabbis, who were required to per- |
' form this ceremony, they were brought here

' from Chicago. The divorce took place in
the synagogue in the presence of a small
congregation that had thriftily been charged
25 cents a head.—Omaha Herald.

For cramps, cholera, diarrheea, summer
complaint, use Kendrick’s Mixture. Ken-
' drick’s Mixture, a positive cure in nearly
Sold hy dealers. 25 cents.

| every case.

Ought to be the Best Model.

-
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Herr Kutt (the barber)—Vell, young
mens! Vot shtyle do you vant your hair
cut?

‘Tommy Tomkins—Same style as yours !
— Puck.

The consciousness of having a remedy at
hand for croup, pnuemonia, sore throat, and
sudden colds, is very consoling to a parent.
With a bottle of Ayer's Cherry Pectoral in
the house, one feels, in such cases, a sense
of security nothing else can give.—ddvt.

Mrs. Wickwire - If woman were given
the credit she deserves. I don’t think man
would be quite so prominent in the worlds
history. .

Mr. Wickwire—I guess you are right.
If she could get all the credit she wanted,

Our Girls as Snccessful Women. l

A wealthy woman recently gave £200,- ‘ :

000 to establish a summer resort for poor |
mothers and their children. God bless |
her; this is only one instance among thou- '
sands where woman has conceived and ex-

ecuted grand ideas. Women are rapidly |
entering every branch of the useful |
arts, and aspiring to every money-making
employment. ** What shall we do with
our girls™ is no longer a mighty problem
for mothers and fathers to solve. Some
one has said *‘It takes a woman to set a
hen ;" and so it does. The most successful
poultry raisers are women. We have in
mind a woman who has for years raised
finer poultry and got more eggs from her |
hens at less expense, than her male neigh-
bors,—practical men too. Let your girls
engage in the poultry industry, as many
are doing. Give them a fair share of the
profits, and they will soon convince their
fathers that girls are mighty handy
sersons to have about the old home.
Vith the aid now offered any person can
make hens lay even in cold weather. Out
of twenty-four gold coin premiums offered
last winter for best results, one third were
won by the women who used Sheridan’s
Condition Powder to make hens lay. For
example Mrs. Henry Baker, Holliston, |

| Mass., won £10 and got from 18 hens dur-
ing the three months’ trial 1359 eggs: |

Mrs. L. J. Wilson, Northboro, Mass., got
3243 eggs from 100 hens. Mrs. Edwin

Brown, East Greenwich, R. 1., from 35
hens got 2454 eggs: Mrs. E. Bartley,

kreeport, Pa.. got 2029 eggs from 32 hens ;
Miss Ada L. Ross of Mt. Sterling, Ill.,
from 15 hens got 886 eggs; and Miss Mag-
gie Croushorn of Ottobine, Va., got 2000
eggs from 30 hens: each of the last five
ladies also won a £5.00 premium from 1.
S. Johnson & Co., 22 Custom House St.,
Boston, Mass. Every person who sends
this firm now $£2.20 for a can of powder,
and desires it, can have his name entered
as a competitor, if the premiums are again
offered. For 50 cts., they will send two
25 cent packs of powder; for £1.00 five
packs postpaid ; six cans for £5.00, express
paid: a large can of powder, also one
year's  subscription to  Farm-Poultry
monthly, both sent post-paid for £1.50.
Sample copy of paper Hets. Send stamps
I'estimonials sent free.—Advt.

“ What are you doing now, Gus?” said
one young man about town to another.
“Oh, I write for a living.” *“*On the daily
press?” ““No; I write to father about twice
a month for a remittance.”—Merchant
Traveler.

When You Need

An Alterative Medicine, don’'t forget
that everything depends on the kind
used. Ask for Ayer’s Sarsaparilla and
take no other. For over forty years this
preparation has had the endorsement of
leading physicians and druggists, and
it has achieved a success unparalleled
in the history of proprietary medicines.

“For a rash, from which I had suf-
fered some months, my father, an M. D.,
recommended Ayer's Sarsaparvilla, It
effected a cure. I am still taking this
medicine, as I find it to be a most pow-
erful blood-puritier.” —J. E. Cocke,
Denton, Texas.

“C. H. Hut, Druggist, Evansville,
Ind., writes: “I have been selling
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla for many yvears. It
maintains its popularity, while many
other preparations, formerly as well
known, have long been forgotten.”

“I have always recommended Ayer's
Sarsaparilla as superior to any other

preparation for rnrifying the blood.” —
G. B. Kuykendall, M. D., Pomeroy, W.T,

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,

PREPARED BY
Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass,
Price $1; six bottles, $5. Worth $5 a bottle.

STEAMERS.

FALL ARRANGEMENT.

NTIL further notice the above favorite steamer

will leave her wharf, Indiantown, every TUES-

DAY, THURSDAY aud SATURDAY, at 10 a.m.,
local time.

Afternoon Service.

for Oromocto every TUESDAY, THURSDAY and
SATURDAY, at 1 p. m.; returning leaves Oromocto
MONDAY, WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY, at 7.30

all intermediate Iamliug;. Runs on west side Long
Island. J. E. PORTER, Manager.

The Steamer “ Clifton”
will make her regular trips on

Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdays,

leaving HAMPTON at 5 o’clock, a.m., and INDIAN-
TOWN at 3 p. m. -~ a2
E”

\‘/'II.L LEAVE “HEAD OF BELLISLE,”

Steamer “BELLISL
every MON DAY, WEDNESDAY and FRI-

DAY morning, at 7 o’clock, for Indiantown.
Rotuming, will leave whart at Imh:\ptuwn every
TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATI RD.-\‘\‘. at
11.30 p. m. G. MABEE,
Manager.

NOTICE.

Bay of Fundy Steam-
ship Company.

OR the purpose of a General Overhauling pre-
F paratory to taking up the winter service, the

S. S. ¢ CITY OF MONTICELLO ™"

will be taken off the Bay Route for Two orR THREE
WEEKS, during which time the service will be con-
tinued by the

STEAMER *‘ DOMINION,”

d the days of sailing will be Monday, Wednesday
::d turd y:’md ﬁ':hom of sailing will be 7 A.M.

he'd be n the poorhouse.— Terre Haute
Express.

H. D. TROOP, Manager.

| Bangor at 16,00 a, m, Parlor Car attached.

i

. TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JORN.

For Washademoak Lake = Oromocto.

Steamer OSCAR WILDE will leave Indiantown |

a. m., calling at beautiful Gagetown both ways and '

YOR THE REMAINDER OF THE SEASON, ‘

NEW BRUNSWICK RALLWAY.

"“ALL RAIL LINE " TO BOSTON, &c.
""THE.SHORT LINE" TO MONTREAL, &c.

—_—

Commencing October 7, 1889.

PASSENGER TRAINS WILL LEAVE INTER-
COLONIAL RAILWAY Station, St. John, at
16.40 a, m,—Fast Express for Bangor, Portland,

Boston, etc.; Fredericton, St. Stephen, St. Andrews,

Houlton, Woodstock and points north.

PULLMAN PARLOR CAR ST. JOHN TO BOSTON.

. 17.00 a, m.—Aecommodation for St. Stephen and

intermediate points.

3.00 p, m,—Fast Express for Houlton and Wood-
stock, 5un|. via “Short Line,” for Montreal, Ot-
tawa, Toronto and the West,

CANADIAN PACIFIC SLEEPING CAR TO MONTREAL.

M,45 p. m—Express for Fredericton and inter-
mediate stations,

18.45 p, m,—Night Express for Bangor, Portland,
B(u‘tnl'l and points west ; also for St. Stephen, Heul
ton, Woodstock, Presque Isle.

PULLMAN SLEEPING CAR ST. JOHN TO BANGOR.

RETURNING TO ST. JOIIN FROM
Montreal, 18,30 p. m, Can. Pac.

Sleeping Car at-
tached. PNy

730 p. m, .\'h'n-l»i“g Car attached. ’12.20'

Vanceboro at 91.15, 10.55 a. m.; t12.10, t5.15p. m.

Woodstock at 16.00, 111.00 a. m.; 11.30, 18.20
p.m.

Houlton at 16.00, $10.55 a. m.; 112.15, +8.30 p. m.

St. Stephen at 19.20, +11.30 a.m. ; $3.15, $10.20 p.m.

St. Andrews at 16.45 a. m.
Fredericton at $6.20, t11.20 a. m.: 13.20 p. m.
Arriving in St. John at 75.45, 19.05 a. m.; $2.10,
t7.10, $10.20 p. m.
LEAVE CARLETON FOR FAIRVILLE.
t8.00 a. m, for Fairville.

: t.430 p. m,—Connecting with 4.45 p. m. train from
St. John.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.
Trains marked t run daily except Sunday. {Daily
except Saturday. YDaily except Monday.

il F. W. CRAM, Gen. Manager.
A. J. HEATH, Gen. Pass. Agent.

SHORE LINE RAILWAY!

St. Stepheﬁd St.John,

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

N and after THURSDAY, Ocr 8, Trains will

run daily (Sunday excepted), as follows :

LEAVE St. John at 1 p. m., and Carleton at
1.25 p. m., for St. George, St. Stephen and inter-
mediate points, arriving in St. George at 4.10 p.m.;
St. Stephen, 6 p. m.

LEAVE St. Stephen at 7.45 a. m., St. George, 9.50
a. m.; arriving in Carleton at 12.25 p.m., St. John
at 12.45 p. m.

FREIGHT up to 500 or 600 hs.—not large in bulk—
will be received by JAS. MOULSON, 40 WATER
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 received and delivered at
.\l('ﬂ LSON’S, Water street, where a truckman will
be in attendance.

W. A. LAMB, Manager.

St. John, N. B., Oct. 2, 1889,

1889---Summer Arrangement---1889

().\' and after MONDAY, 10th June, 1880, the
trains of this Railway will run daily (Sunday
excepted) as follows :—

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN.

Day Express for Halifax and Campbellton..... 7. 00
| Accommodation for Point duChene...oeeeven.s 11.10
| Fast Kxpress for Hallfax. . cccccccccssscccsscss 14.30
| Express for Sussex..... gerereesrescaaniananans 16.35
Fast Express for Quebec and Montreal........ 16.35

A Parlor Car runs each way daily on Express
trains leaving Halifax at 8.30 o’clock and St. Jolm
at 7.00 o’clock. Passengers from St. John for Que-
| bec and Montreal leave St. John at 16.35 and take
| Sleeping Car at Moncton.

| Express from Sus8eX.. ccceeecssscnssossccnans 8.30
| Fast Express from Montreal and Quebec...... 11.50
Fast Express from HaliffaX.eeieeeee-veaesnnnes 14.50

{ Day Express from Halifax and Campbellton...20.10
Express from Halifax, Pictou and Mulgrave...23.30
The trains of the Intercolonial Railway to and
from Montreal are lighted by electricity and heated
by steam from the locomotive.
‘ All treire trc1i by Eastern Standard time.
‘ D. POTTINGER,
| Chief Superintendent.
RamLway OFFiICE,
Meoncton, N. B., June 8, 1888,

BUCTOUCHE AND MONCTON RALLWAY.

3 ( N and after MONDAY, 10th June, trains will
| run as follows :—

No. 1. No. 2.

Lv.BUCTOUCHE. 7 30 Lv.MONCTON....18 45

E Little River.... 7 48 Lewisville ..... 16 49
| St. Anthony.... 8 04 Humphreys....16 53
| Cocagne ........ 8 20 Irishtown .... .17 15
Notre Dame.... 8§ 22 Cape Breton....17 25
McDougall’'s ... 8 38 Scotch Sett..... 17 383
Scoteh Sett..... 8 50 MeDougall™s ... 17 45
Cape Breton.... 8 58 Notre Dame....18 00
Irishtown...... 9 08 Cocagne...oeees 18 03
Humphreys .... 9 30 St. Anthony....18 19
Lewisville...... 9 34 Little River....18 35

AR. MONCTON... 935 AR.BUCTOUCHE.18 53
|  Trains will conncet at Moneton with I. C. R.
trains Nos. 9 and 2 to St. John and Halifax. Return-
ing will leave Moneton atter arrival of Nos. 4 and 1
from St. John and Halitax.
C.F.HANINGTON,

Moncton, June 9, 1889, Manager.

HOTEILS.

‘ ELLIOTT'S HOTEL,
28 1O 32 GERMAIN STREET,

ST. JOIIN, N. B.

Modern Improvements. TerMs, £1.00 per day.
Tea, Bed and Breaktast, 75 ets.

i W. E. ELLIOTT, Proprietor.

‘ I IOTEL DUFFERIN,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

FRED A. JONES,

Proprietor.

BELMO‘NT HOUSE,
ST. JOIIN, N. B.

The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op-
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station.
taken to and from the depot free of

«—$1 to $2.50 per day.
Tem—-R PR Pl

B
charge.

UEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON, N. B.
J. A. EDWARDS, Proprietor.

ine sample room in connection. Also, a first-class
FmeL.i:er‘y Stable. Coaches at trains u’id boats.

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




