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A SEA-SIDE EPISODE. 
“I thought you came to the sea-side 

for vour health,” said Mrs. Anstruther, 
looking at her niece, who was placidly 
working upon a strip of artistic embroi- 
dery and occasionally dropping her work 
to gaze from the window at the ocean, 
spread in majestic beauty, nearly at their 
door. 
“Well! Agnes Holt said with a 

half-smile, ‘‘certainly that was Doctor 
Maitland’s intention in sending me here.” 
“H-m! you look about twice as ill as 

you did a week ago. You eat less than a 
good-sized sparrow; you grow faint if you 
walk half the length of the beach. Why 
don’t you drive out any more. Why do 
vou never join any party of pleasure? 
You were improving unt last Wednes- 
day.” 

Here Agnes shuddered and lifted her 
hand, as if she would have stopped her 
aunt’s flow of words. But apparently she 
changed her mind, her hand dropped 
nervelessly at her side, the snow-white of 
her grave, beautiful face seemed to grow 
a shade paler, and she leaned her head 
wearily against the window-sill. 

Mrs. Anstruther had not noticed the 
half-attempt to check her, and went on: 

“It was Wednesday, wasn't it? Then 
you came in from bathing, looking as if 
you had seen a ghost I” 
“A ghost I" sighed Agnes, so low her 

words were unheeded. 
“You haven't had a shade of color in 

her face since! Why don’t vou marry, 
Agnes ? You certainly have offers enough, 
and your father does not stand in your way 
now. Of course, when you had all his 
cranks to humor you couldn’t marry, but I 
don’t see anything in the way now.” 
“Want of inclination stands very much 

in the way,” said Agnes, coldly, taking up 
the neglected embroidery and bending over 
it. 

“It is always just so,” grumbled Mrs. 
Anstruther. *‘The moment I try to have 
a little conversation with you you freeze 
right up! Now, there is Hiram Harding. 
What fault can you find with him? And he 
is devoted to you.” 
“Dear Aunt Louise—" Agnes began. 
“(Good gracious, Agnes, don’t address 

me as if you were writing a letter!” was 
the quick interruption. *‘I know what you 
are going to say. Will I please not talk 
of her lovers, possible or impos- 
sible? Well, I wont! But 1 must 

say, as I have said a hundred times before, 
I don’t see why you didn't marry Bert 
Marvyn. He adored you and you adored 
him. If your father’s cranks broke up that 
match, he was a greater idiot than even I 

gave him credit for being.” 
Then Mrs. Anstruther gathered up her 

fancy-work and went to jon the ladies who 
met on the porch every morning. Agnes 
remained alone. Her window in the pri- 
vate sitting-room of the boarding-house 
looked out upon the sea: but the tide of 
fashion never floated down so far, and dur- 
ing the morning hours there were seldom 
any passers-by. 

It was with a deep sigh of rest and 
privacy that Agnes heard her aunt wel- 
comed to the merry party on the porch 
at the other side of the house; and lean- 
ing her head back against the window, 
abandoned herselt to thought. Sad 
thought it must have been—very, very 
sad—for the large dark eyes, fixed dream- 
ily upon the ocean, were mournful and 
weary, the beautifully curved lips were 
folded softly, but like those of a grieved 
child. 
Upon her lap lay the gay-colored em- 

broidery, contrasting strongly with her 
heavy mourning dress and the pearly 
whiteness of her small, folded hands. She 
was very beautiful; but although less 
than thirty years had passed over her 
head, there was ever an expression of 

hopeless sadness upon the white loveliness 
of oa face and the dark splendor of her 
eyes. - 
While she rested, heeding nothing but 

her own sad memories, two men passed, 
sauntering slowly on the sands. One, tall 
and grave, handsome in a kingly, com- 
manding type, started as he passed the 
window, muttering : 
“Agnes Holt!” 
“You know her,” the other cried—*‘that 

beautiful woman, whose sadness makes 
my heart ache! Bert, you are as white as 
death! You promised me once to tell me 
what struck all your youth away while I 
was in Europe. Randolph's death crushed 
you for fa time, but you had rallied from 
that before 1 left. Bert, was it that 
lovely girl we saw just now, who was 
answerable ?” 
“Yes! I loved her! Ah, how I loved 

her, and she loved me! We met at Con- 
way, the summer you were abroad, and 
you know how fast friendship ripens into 
love, in daily, familiar intercourse. I can- 
not enter into details. Old as the wound 
is, I believe it will never heal. Her aunt, 
Mrs. Anstruther, was her chaperon, 
and - very gracious to me. She 
told me that her brother, Charles 

Holt, was ill with some mys- 
terious ailment the doctors could not 
find or cure. For her part, she thought 
he was only ‘cranky,’ but there was no 
doubt that he made his daughter's life one 
of complete slavery. She ministered to all 
his whims, and as one was never to leave 
his room, Agnes was a prisoner as well as 
slave. Still she knew that he loved his 
only child ; he had insisted upon her com- 

ing to the mountains for the summer, and 
she was certain that he would never oppose 
a marriage in which her heart was engaged. 
So I was very hopeful when Agnes begged 
me to let her break the news of our mutual 
attachment to her father before I saw him. 
She had confessed her love for me, her 
sweet face all blusnes. I tell you, Geof, I 
never had my heart so appalled as it was 
when I saw that ghost of Agnes Holt last 
Wednesday. Oh, I forgot you were not 
with me when I met her face to face for the 
first time in five years. Five years ago, 

that pale, grave woman was a brilliant 
beauty, full of vivacity, witty in conversa- 
tion, a superb musician, the belle of every 
circle she adorned. I thought myself a lucky 
man, as well as a happy one, to win the love 
so many craved. But a day after her re- 
turn to New York, she wrote to me. She 

wrote that she could never marry me; 
she implored me not to see her, not to try 
to shake a resolution that she would never 
break, and yet she assured me of her love, 
promising me that she would never marry 
another man, though she must never marry 
me. It was the most heart-breaking letter, 
‘written evidently under the pressure of 
agony and excitement. I wrote very ten- 
derly in reply, begging for her confidence, 

+ but assuring her she need never fear perse- 
I would not wring any 

woman's love from her. But her second 
letter only repeated her first. She loved 
me, would always love me, but she would 
never marry me. Well,” and a deep 
sigh shook the broad chest, ‘I have lived 
through it.” 

“It was dreadful,” said his companion, 
“and worse, coming so soon after Ran- 
dolph’s death. By the way, Bert, was 
there never any clew found to his mur- 
derer ?” 
“None.” 
“You saw the man?" 
“I was close to him. It was in a gam- 

bling saloon crowded with men. Poor 
Randolph was infatuated as lads sometimes 
are, by games of chance, and I had fol- 
lowed him there, hoping to coax him away. 
Some quarrel rose out of the game, Ran- 
dolph lost his temper, and called his op- 
ponent a cheat. The answer was a death- 
blow, with a heavy glass decanter. I do 
not think the man meant to kill him, but 
he reeled back into my arms. In the con- 
fusion several left the room, and nobody 
seemed sure as to who struck the fatal 
blow. But I am sure. 1 should recognize 
that face it I saw it at any hour, under any 
circumstances. But I never have. Where 
the assassin has hidden himself is a mys- 
tery to me, but it we ever meet I will 
avenge my brother, since the law could 
not.” 

There was a deep silence af:er this. Two 
such stories, two such bitter memories 
could not be lightly recalled or lightly dis- 
missed, and both Bert Marvyn and his 
triend Geoffrey Grafe were earnest men of 
deep feeling. 
“Do you knew,” said Bert at last, ‘that 

I have almost résolved to call on Agnes 
Holt. Her father is dead. It may have 
been some fancied duty to him that kept 
her from love and happiness, and his death 
may have set her free. There was no 
smile on her face when she recognized me 
last Wednesday, only a look of frozen hor- 
ror, as if I had been a ghost. But she was 
startled at seeing me so suddenly.” 
“You would be happier if you had some 

explanation of her strange conduct. 1 
would go.” 
“Now!” was the reply. ‘You will go 

with me, Geof, and if Mrs. Anstruther is 

in the room, you will coax her out of ear- 
shot ?” 

“Certainly.” 
But there was no one in the sitting-room 

when the gentlemen entered it. Mrs. 
Anstruther had gone for a drive, but Miss 
Holt was in her room, the servant said. 
Herbert Marvyn sent up his card, and 
walked aimlessly up and down, guessing 
something of the struggle for calmnsss 
Agnes was enduring before she could 
come down. 

Geoffrey seated himself at a table and 
opened a photograph album. The room 
was a private one, engaged by Mrs. An- 
struther for the season, and the album con- 
tained portraits. 

“This is good!” Geoffrey said, calling 
Bert's attention to a picture of Agnes 
Holt. 

But to his amazement, his friend with a 

deep, sobbing breath took the book into 
shaking hands, his eyes riveted upon a 

yw facing the one to which Geoffrey 
ad drawn his attention. 
“Geof!” he said, in a hoarse whisper, 

“It is he!” 
“Who, my dear fellow?” 
“This— this man! It is the face of the 

man who killed my brother !” 
“It is the face of my father!” 
They had not heard Agnes Holt come in, 

and started as the clear, cold voice spoke 
those words, slowly and distinctly, the 
words that were the key to all the mystery 
that had puzzled them. 

*‘He never meant to kill your brother,” 
she continued, as Bert Marvyn turned and 
faced her, ‘‘and the bitterness of his re- 
morse killed him. If revenge would com- 
fort you, you may be sure that he suf- 
fered more than it you had been able to 
punish him by the law. I, his constant 
companion, tell you solemnly and truly 
that he never for one waking moment for- 
got his crime, or ceased to mourn for the 
bright young life he had taken. He never 
left his room from the hour he returned 
after that fatal night, and he died a repent- 
ant, sorrowing man. It ever you have 
thought me fickle, dear friend, you under- 
stand now.” 

“I understand you now,” was Bert's 
reply. 

They stood alone, face to face. Geof 
had gone to the window and was staring at 
the ocean, his eyes strangely misty. 

“I shall not live long,” said Agnes, still 
in the cold, even tone that told of the strain 
of self-control she was enduring. *‘I have 
a fatal disease that will not torture me 
much longer. It will take a thorn from 
my heart, Bert, it you can say to me truly: 
‘I forgive your father.” ” 
There was a long silence, and then Bert 

lifted the two small white hands in his 
own, and, bending down, kissed Agnes 
gently, reverentially, on the forehead. 

“1 forgive your father,” he said, ina 
low voice. *‘God forbid that I should add 
one pain to your life. Can Iin any way 
serve you” 
“Only as you have comforted me. Fare- 

well, dear friend. When you hear, soon, 
of my death, be glad for me that the weary 
pain and loneliness are over.” 
One moment he held her to his breast. 

Once their lips met in a long, clinging 
caress. Then, looking up and seeing 
Geoffrey had vanished, Reet whispered : 

“Farewell! Will you send for me, if 
you can bear to see me again ?” 

**Yes,” she said faintly. 
He put her gently in a chair, pressed her 

hand and left her, half unconscious. Some 
chord of lite snapped in that hour of 
agony, for the next morning Geoffrey, 
coming early to his friend’s room, told him 
gently : 
“Agnes Holt died last night.” 

cution from me. 

Ask Your Friends. 

Who have taken Hood's Sarsaparilla 
what they think of it, and the replies will 
be positive in its favor. One has been 
cured of indigestion and dyspepsia, another 
finds it indispensable for sick headache, 
others report remarkable cures of scrofula, 
salt rheum and ather blood diseases, still 
others will tell you that it overcomes ‘that 
tired felling,” and so on. Truly, the best 
advertising which Hood's Sarsaparilla 
receives is the hearty endorsement of the 
army of friends it has won by its positive 
medicinal merit. 

Bibles, New Binding. 
store, King street. 

McArthur’s Book- 

HOW TO GET RICH. 

Henry Clews says the First Step is Hard 

Work, and Gives Some Examples. 

It does not require a genius to make 
money, says Henry Clews, the well known 

New York banker, in the Ladies’ Home 
Journal. The accumulation of wealth is, 

after all, an easy matter. It does not re- 

quire education, breeding, or gentle man- 

ners, and certainly luck has nothing to do 

with it. Any man or woman may become 

wealthy, if he or she begins aright. The 
opportunities for gathering the nimble dol- 

lar are very numerous in this country. But 
there are certain fundamental rules that 

must be observed. 

The first step to acquiring a fortune lies 

in hard work. I could give you no better 

advice than that given by Poor Richard, 

“Save something each day, no matter how 

little you earn!” Cultivate thrifty habits. 
Make your toil count for all that you can. 
Always save some portion of your wages, 
and then be on the alert for investment. If 
you do this wisely, your money will begin 
to accumulate, double, treble, and in a few 
years, perhaps, you may be a millionaire. 
Lay a good foundation for your fortune. 

Be brave, be generous, be helptul, be hon- 
est, do not overwork, keep in good health, 
cultivate your mind, be pure, and to these 
add thrift, and you need not fear. You 
cannot fail. 

Begin rightly. 1 would say to all 
fathers and mothers, teach your children 
the value of money. When they are old 
enough, make them understand the worth 
of a penny. From the childs savings- 
bank in the play-room to the millionaire’s 
bank account is not a long step. Itisa 
short and easy span. 
Keep a bank account. When you have 

saved one hundred, or two hundred, or 
five hundred dollhrs, look about for a good 
investment. Do not take up this or that 
scheme at a venture, but examine it care- 
fully, and if you see your way clear, put 
your money into it. Real estate is usually 
a good investment. More money has been 
made in real estate than you could 
estimate in a day. A first mortgage 
is, in nine cases out of ten, 
sate. But take advice on the subject before 
you invest. Go to some good conserva- 
tive man and get his views. I should ad- 
vise the same course if you should put 
your money in stocks or bonds, or railway 
shares. In fact, I should urge, before you 
invest a penny, that you get the best coun- 
sel on the subject to aid you in taking the 
right course. 

If your first investment prospers, by 
careful management, and by always being 
on the alert, you can increase your fortune 
by reinvesting your profits. 
The life of Commodore Vanderbilt af- 

fords singular scope for reflection on the 
immense possibility of a great business 
capacity to amass a large fortune in a few 
years, especially in this country. From 
being the possessor of a row-boat on New 
York Bay, he rose in sixty years to be the 
proud possessor of $90,000,000. William 
H. Vanderbilt, his son, obtained $75,000,- 
000 of this, and largely increased the for- 
tune before his death. 

It has been truly said that any fool can 
make money, but it takes a wise man to 
keep it. William H. Vanderbilt's ability 
was signally displayed in keeping intact 
this great fortune, besides adding easily 
once again as much more to it. [ make 
special mention of Mr. Vanderbilt be- 
cause he was not a speculator, in the true 
sense of that term. He was, first and for 
all time, an inventor. And every man 
has the privilege of walking in his toot- 
steps. i 

Daribus O. Mills is one of the most not- 
able figures daily seen down town in New 
York. He was born in a small town on 
the Hudson river some sixty years ago,and 
began life in very humble circumstances. 
His courage was equal to that of a Riche- 
lieu, and his caution, conservatism, energy, 
and industry, were all fully developed. He 
has always been dependent on his own ex- 
ertions, and has fought his way up in lite 
by sheer force of his own keen intelligence 
and undaunted enterprise. In the battle of 
life he has achieved signal success. He is 
worth about $20,000,000. 
John W. Mackay was born in the hum- 

blest circumstances in Dublin, Ireland, 
some fifty-five years ago. Coming to this 
country very early in life, he worked for a 
time on board ship. During the years 
that followed, in whatever occupation he 
engaged, he labored industriously and 
faithfully. He saved his money, and 
watched his opportunity, which so very few 
people do. te is now twenty times a 
millionaire, and all by reason of hard and 
continuous effort and thrift. 
The late James C. Flood was once a 

poor boy of New York city, and became 
worth more millions than can exactly be 
estimated. He made his money by shrewd 
and successful investment, and by the exer- 

cise of energy, self-reliance and thrift. He 
had a renfarkable rise, but showed himself 
equal to the surprising good fortune which 
attended his strange career. And that was 
no small thing. It is a great matter to be 
able to view one’s success without any un- 
toward feeling of exultation. 

George Peabody was a poor Massachu- 
setts bpy who, by hard industry, rose to be 
one of the great millionaires of his day. 
His fortune at one time exceeded $10,000,- 
000, and during his life-time he gave away 
more than $7,000,000 to charitable pur- 
poses. His millions arose from pennies,by 
the exercises of thrift, honesty and perse- 
vering effort. 
The lives of ali the men mentioned in 

this article are instances of what can be at- 
tained by any boy or man in Ameaica. 
They are eloquent testimony of the truth 
that industry, perseverance, honesty and 
thrift can accomplish anything. A man 
who is wise, careful and conservative, 
energetic, persevering and tireless, need 
have no fear of his future. But there 
is one other thing. He must have a 
steady head, one that can weather the rough 
sea of reverses, from which no life is alto- 
gether free, and one that will not become 
too big when success attends his efforts. 
Keep out of the way of speculators. Take 

your money, whether it be much or little, 
to one whose reputation will insure you 
good counsel. Invest your money where 
the principal is safe and you will get along. 
~-But don’t forget the acorns. It is from 

little acorns that great oaks grow. See 
that you begin aright early in life. Save 
your money with regularity. By so doing, 
you will more than save money; you will 
make money. 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

K. D, C. is a positive cure for Dyspep- 
sia or Indigestion in any form. 

If people do what is right, in time they 
come to like doing it.—Ruskin. 

K. D. C. is guaranteed to cure any case 
of Indigestion even of long standing. 

He must be an obscure and common- 

place person who has ne enemy. 

K. D. C. positively cures the worst cases 
of Dyspepsia and Indigestion. Ask your 
druggist tor it, or send direct to K. D. C. 
Co., New Glasgow, N.S. 

Men of character are the conscience of 

the society to which they belong. 

K. D. C. relieves distress after eating 
and promotes healthy digestion. 

All the reasonings of men are not worth 
one sentiment of women.— Voltaire. 

K. D. C. is the Greatest Cure of the Age. 
Its merits prove its greatness. 

Virtue and laziness may live together, 
but they are not usually on the best terms. 

K.D. C. frees the stomach from poisonous 
acid and gas, and restores it to healthy ac- 
tion. 

A man cannot learn to be wise any more 
than he can learn to be handsome.—!. W. 
Shaw. 

A FREE Sample package of the Wonder 
Working K. D. C. mailed to any address. 
K. D. C. Co., New Glasgow, N. S. 

Self-will is so ardent and active that it 
will break a world in pieces to make a stone 
to sit on.—Cecil. 

K. D. C. is guaranteed to cure any case 
of Dyspepsia or money refunded. 

Each suffering is a new flower added to 
the crown which is prepared for us in eter- 
nity. 

K. D. C. has proved itself to be the 
Greatest Cure of the Age. Try it! Test it! 
Prove it for yourself and be convinced of 
its Great Merits! 

I hate to see a thing done by halves ; if it 
be right, doit boldly ; if it be wrong, leave 
it undone.—Gilpin. 

It is necessary to raise one’s self again 
towards heaven when stricken down upon 
the earth.—Ozanam. 

K. D. C. The only preparation of the 
kind in the market and is the Greatest 
Remedy for all forms of Indigestion. 

Religion presents few difficulties to the 
humble. many to the proud, and insuper- 
able ones to the vain.—Augustus W. 
Hare. 

Do You See 
THE POINT? 

ALTHOUCH 
Originated by an Old Family 
Physician in 1810, Johnson's 
Anodyne Liniment could 
not have survived for over 
eighty years unless it pos- 
sesses extraordinary merit. 
GNLIKE ANY O THe 

As much 

For INTERNAL as EXTERNAL use, 
It is Soothing, Healing, Penetrating. Once used al (] 
wanted; dealers say “ Can't sell any others 

Should have JOHNSON’S 
Every Mother ANODYNE LINIMENT in the 
house for RY Colds, Sore Throat, Catarrh, Tonsilitis 
Colie, Nervous eadache, Cuts, Bruises, Cramps ni 
Relieves Summer Complaints like magic. Sold eve 
where. Price 35 cents, 6 bottles, $2.00. Exprcss 
Pamphtet free. I 8. JOHNSON & CO., Boston, 

Islay Blend 
Fst i Yet oi Vil 

orid. 

ALWAYS ASK FOR ISLAY BLEND. 
TAKE NO OTHER. 

Sold by all the leading wholesale and retail dealers 

STEAMERS. RAILWAYS. 

STEAMER CLIFTON. 
N THURSDAYS the Steamer will make excur- 

sion trips to Hampton, leaving Indiantown at 
9 o’clock a.m. Returning will leave Hampton at 
3 o'clock p. m. same day. Steamer will call 
at Clifton and Reid's Point both ways, giving 
those who wish an opportunity to stop either way. 
Fare for the round trip, fifty cents. No excursion 

on rainy days. 

International Steamship Co. 

AUTUMN EXCURSIONS 
ed 3 Ko 

Boston and Portland 

$5.00 "1:5" $56.00 TRIP. 

Commencing SEPT. 16th, Tickets will be issued to 
OCT. 9th, inclusive, good to return 12 days from 
date of issue. Tickets onsale only at the office of the 
Company, Reed’s Point Wharf. y 

ALSO 

Eastport and Return the follow- 
ing day, at $1.00, 

C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

International Steamship Co. 

FALL ARRANGEMENT. 

THREE TRIPS A WERK 

FOR BOSTON. 
OMMENCING Sept. 16, 
the S eamers of this 

Company will leave St. John 
for Eastport, Portland and 
Boston every MONDAY, 
WEDNESDAY and FRI- 
DAY mornings, at 7.25, stan- 
dard. 
Returning will leave Boston 
same days, at 8.30 a. m., and 
Portland at 5 p. m., for East- 
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port and St.John. 

8% On Wednesday's Trip the Steamers will not 
call at Portland. 

Connections at Eastport with steamer for Saint 
Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen. 

Freight received daily up to 5 p. m. 

C. E. LAECHLER, 
Reed’s Point Wharf. Agent. 

A WEEK'S HOLIDAY 
— PQ) —— 

BOSTON for $3.00 
HE Boston, Halifax, and Prince Edward Island 
Line of Steamships ofter a grand chance for a 

pleasant and rapid sea trip from the Nova Scotia capi- 
tal to Boston. Leaving Phelan’s wharf, Halifax at 
4 ocl’ock every Saturday afternoon,after the arrival of 
all the eastern bound trains, and Lewis’ wharf, 
Boston, at twelve o'clock every Saturday, on the 
arrival of all the morning expresses from Maine and 
New York. They offer an excellent opportunity of 
enjoying a full week’s holiday in the Hub of the 
Universe, and of returning home in good season to 
get back to business duties Monday morning. 
The palatial ocean greyhound, 

STATE OF INDIANA, 

2,500 tons, cornmanded by Capt. Doane, is the 
largest, handsomest fitted, and best sea-going boat 
on the route. She has first-class passenger accom- 
modation for 500, and cabin room for as many more. 
The old reliable and popular 

CARROL, 

1,400 tons, commanded by Capt. Brown, is, without 
doubt, the most widely-known passenger carrying 
steamship plying between New England and the 
provinces. 
These steamers make the through trip from Boston 

to Charlottetown, P. E. I., calling at Halifax and 
Port Hawkesbury each way. 
The marvellously low rate (£3) from Halifax to 

Boston is the cheapest of any of the lines running 
out of Boston, and the accommodation by the B. H. 
. ig - steamers is y, rt 

‘or freight or passage, a y to 
” . Jas B. PoELAN & SoN, 

R. B. GARDENER, Man’g. Phelan’s Wharf, 
Lewis Wharf (Eastside) Boston. Halifax, N. S- 

Onthe Rhine of America. 
STAR LINE. 

FOR FREDERICTON, ETC. 
STEAMER of this line will leave St. John, 

North End, every morning (Sunday excepted) 

for the Celestial city at 9 a.m. Returning, will leave 

Fredericton at 8 a.m. Fare, $1. 

Steamers of this line connect with steamer 

Florenceville and railways for up river counties. 

Return tickets, to return same day or by Saturday 
night steamer, Oak Point, 40c.; Hampstead, 50c. 

On the Romantic Blue, 
Belisle Bay steamer, Springfield, will leave St. 

John, North End, for the above place every Tues- 

day, Thursday and Saturday at 12.30 p. m., calling 

at all way landings; returning on alternate days. 

G. F. BAIRD, 
J. E. PORTER. 

New York, Maine, and New Brunswick 
STEAMSHIP CO. 

ST. JOHN AND NEW YORK. 
FPYHE S.S. “WINTHROP,” of this line will re- 

sume Weekly Service between St. John and 
New York as follows : 

Leave New York, Pier 49, E.R., on SATURDAYS, 
at 5.00 p.m., for Eastport and St. John; and 

Leave St.John (New York Pier, North End), on 
TUESDAYS, at 3.00 p.m., for Eastport and 
New York. 

The “ WINTHROP” having been overhauled dur- 
ing the winter, now offers first-class accommodation 
for Passengers and Freight. 
For further information apply to 

H. D. McLEOD, TROOP & SON, Agents. 
Gen’l Freight and Pass. Ag’nt. St. John. 

F. H. SMITH & CO., Gen. Manager, 
17 and 19 William Street, New York. 

Or at the Office in the Company’s Warehouse, New 
York Pier, North End. 

St. John, N. B., March 2nd, 1891. 

NEW BRUNSWICK AND NOVA SCOTIA 
BAY OF FUNDY §. 8. CO., LTD. 

CITY OF MONTICELLO. 
Capt. RoBERT FLEMING, Commander. 

This steamer will, on and after the 12th Sept., 
and until the 15th November, sail from the Com- 
pany’s pier, Reed’s Point, St. John, at 7.30 local 
time, on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday; re- 
turning will sail from Annapolis, upon arrival of 
the Halifax express, due at 1 p. m., on Tuesday, 
Thursday, and Saturday, calling at Digby each 
way. 
Travellers to Halifax will please take notice that 

by this route they can reach that city inside of ten 
hours, have a greater variety of beautiful scenery, 
the pleasure of a delightful sale across the Bay of 
Fundy, and choice meals served at reasonable rates 
on board the steamer. 
State rooms at reduced rates. 

HowArp D. Troop, President, St. John, N. B. 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS 

ANADIAN 
PACIFIC KY 

Fall Excursion 
— TO —— 

BOSTON 
From ST. JOHN and Stations on Main 

Line to and Including McADAN JC. 

) on sale Oct. 13th, TICKETS 735° ona 5th 
good going on these days only, 
and good returning until Oct, 
3ist, 1891, 

at $8.00 each. 
For further information enquire of Canadian Pacific 

Ticket Agents. 

D. McNICOLL, C. E. McPHERS{»N, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, Ass’t Gen’l Pass At 

MONTREAL. St. JouN, %, B, 

Intercolonial Railway, 

1891 Summer Arrangement—1891 
N and after MONDAY, 22nd JUNE, 1801, 

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 duChenes....ouuu.... 11.00 
Fast Exvress for HalifaX..coeeeeeeceenccrenes 400 
Fast Express for Quebec, Montreal, and *~ 

Chicago, «eeuess. essescsescessnensas cecses 16.35 
Night Express for HalifaX...oeeieeieenrnnnn. . 22.30 
A Parlor Car runs each way on Express train 

leaving St. John at 7.00 o'clock and Halifax 
at 6.45 o'clock. Passengers from |St. John for Que- 
bec, Montreal and Chicago leave St.John at 16.35 
o’clock, and take Sleeping Car at Moncton. 
Sleeping Cars are attached to Through Night Ex. 

press trains between St. John and Halifax. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN. 
Night Express from Halifax (Monday excepted) 6.10 
Fast Express from Chicago, Montreal and 

Quebec..... secssscsscssse ssssssssssssiees 8.80 
Accommodation from Point du Chene......... 12.66 
Day Express from Halifax «vvevvrinnnnnn.. vo. 18.30 
Fast Express from HalifaX....oeeeuna. cesses 22.30 
The Train due to arrive at St. John from Halifax 

at 6.10 o’clock, will not arrive on Sunday morning 
until 8.30 o'clock, along with the train from Chicago, 
Montreal and Quebec. 
The trains ot the Intercolonial Railway to and 

from Montreal and Quebec are lighted by electricity 
and heated by steam from the locomotive. 
All trains are run by Eastern Standara time. 

D. POTTINGER 
Chief Superintendent. 

RaAmLway OFFICE, 
Moncton, N. B., 17th June, 1891. 

Baby, Look atthe Birdie! 
They don’t have any such antics at ERB’S. Itis 

taken so quick they think it is always taken. 

Everybody that wants PHOTOS should go to 

ERB’S, 
13 Charlotte Street, - Saint Joku, N. B. 

Photography. 
~—————THE FINEST EFFECTS OF ———— 

ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY 
That has ever appeared in St. John was seen at the 
recent exhibition, and those were produced by 

CLIMO. 
This was the verdict by all who saw these skilfully 

wrought portraits. 

COPIES, GROUPS, AND LARGE PANELS 
AT VERY LOW RATES. 

85 GERMAN STREET, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

23 CARLETON STREET, ST. JOHN. 

SWANN & WELLDON, 
Artists, 

PHOTOGRAPHERS. 
SITTERS ASSURED SATISFACTION. 

Pictures of every kind copied and finished 

in EVERY style. 

Narcissus Bulbs 
FOR SPRING FLOWERING. 

Poticns (SIgle) mess. ctaiea, 35¢. por doz, 
Donbie Form of Poeticus «we, $2.00 2100 

Also, Lily of the Valley pips, 10 cts. per doz., 
50 cts. per 100. 

Sent by mail, postpaid. 
Should be set in Sept. or Oct. Directions for sett- 

ing and care, with bulbs, if required. 

D. P. WETMORE, 
Crirron, Kings Co., N. B. 9 26-2i 

AN ELEGANT LINE OF 
English, French, and American 

PERFUMES, 
IN BULK. 

Al New Odors — Finest on the Market. 
PARRA TE 

THOMAS A. CROCKETT'S, 
162 PRINCESS STREET, COR. SYDNEY, 

SAINT JOHN. N. B. 


