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CAPTAIN JOE AND JAMIE. 
A Story of the Tantramar Tides. 
How the wind roared in from the sea 

over the Tantramar dyke ! 
It was about sunset, and a fierce orange- 

red gleam thrusting itself through a rift in 
the clouds that blackened the ky, cast a 
strange glow over the wide, desolate 
marshes. A mile back rose the dark line 
of uplands, with small, white farm-houses 
already hidden in shadow. 

Captain Joe Boultbee had just left his 
wagon standing in the dyke-road, with his 
four-year-old boy on the seat. He was on 
the point of crossing the dyke, to visit the 
little landing-place where he kept his boat, 
when above the rush and whistle of the 
gale he heard Jamie's voice. He hurried 
back a few paces before he could make out 
what the little fellow was saying. 

“Pap,” cried the child, ““] want to 
get out of the wagon. 'Fraid Bill goin’ to 
run away. 

“Oh, nonsense!” answered Captain Joe. 
“Bill won't run away. He doesn’t know 
how. You stay there, aud don’t be fright- 
ened, and I'll be right back.” 

“But, pap,the wind blows me too hard,” 

piped the small voice, pleadingly, 
“Oh, all right, said the father, and 

returning to the wagon he lifted the child 
gently down and set him on his feet. 
“Now,” he continued, *‘it's too windy for 

you out on the other side of the dyke. 
You run over and sit on that big stick, 
where the wind can’t get at you, and wait 
for me. And be sure you don’t let Bill 
run away.” 

As he spoke the captain noticed that the 
horse, ordinarily one of the most stolid of 
creatures, seemed tomight peculiarly un- 
easy ; with his head up in the air he was 
sniffing nervously, and glancing from side 
to side. As Jamie was trudging through 
the long grass to the seat which his father 
had shown him, the captain said, ‘“Why, 

Bill does seem scary, after all ; who'd have 

thought this wind would scare him ?” 
“Bill don’t like it,” replied Jamie; “it 

blows him too hard.” And, glad to be out 
of the gale, which took his breath away, 
the little fellow seated himself contentedly 
in the shelter of the dyke. Just then there 
was a clatter of wheels and a crash. Bill 
had whirled sharply about in the narrow 
road, upsetting and smashing the light 
wagon. 

Now, utterly heedless of his master’s 
angry shouts, he was galloping in mad 
haste back toward the uplands with the 
fragments of the wagon at his heels. 
The captain and Jamie watched him 
flying before the wind, a red sceptre in the 
lurid light. Then, turning away once 
more to see to his boat, the captain re- 
marked, “Well, laddie, I guess we'll have 

to foot it back when we get through here. 
But Bill's going to have a licking for this!” 

Left to himself, Jamie crouched down 

behind the dyke, a strange, solitary little 
figure in the wide waste of the marshes. 
Though the full force of the gale could not 
reach him, his long fair curls were blown 
across his face, and he clung determinedly 
to his small, round hat. For a while he 
watched the beam of red light, till the 
jagged fringe of clouds closed over it, and 
it was gone. Then, in the dusk, he began 
to feel a little frightened : but he knew his 
father would soon be back, and he didn’t 
like to call him again. He listened to the 
waves washing, surging, beating, roaring, | 
on the shoals beyond the dyke. Presently 
he heard them, every now and then, thun- 
der in against the very dyke itself; upon 
this he grew more frightened, and called 

to his father several times; but of course 
the small voice was drowned in the tumult | 
of wind and wave, and the father, working | 

eagerly on the other side of the dyke, 

heard no sound of it. 
Close by the shelter in which Jamie was 

crouching there were several great tubs, 
made by sawing molasses hogsheads into 
halves. These tubs, in fishing season, 
were carried by the fishermen in their 
boats, to hold the shad as they were taken 
from the net. Now they stood empty and 
dry, but highly flavored with memories of 
their office. Into the nearest tub Jamie 
crawled, after having shouted in vain to his 
father. 
To the child's loneliness and fear the tub 

looked ‘‘cosey,” as he called it. He 

curled up in the bottom, and felt a little 

comforted. 
Jamie was the only child of Capt. Joe 

Boultbee. When Jamie was about two 
years old, the captain had taken the child 
and his mother on a voyage to Brazil. 
While calling at Barbados the young 
mother had caught the yellow fever. There 
she had died, and was buried. 

After that voyage Capt. Joe had 
given up his ship and retired to 
his father's farm at Tantramar. There 
Le devoted himself to Jamie and the farm, 
but to Jamie especially; and in the sum- 
mer, partly for amusement, partly for pro- 

fit, he was accustomed to spend a few 
weeks in drifting for shad on the wild 
tides of Chignecto Bay. Wherever he 
went, Jamie went. If the weather was too 
rough for Jamie, Capt. Joe stayed at 
home. As for the child, petted without 
being spoiled, he was growing a tough 
and manly little soul, and daily more and 
more the delight of his father’s heart. 
Why should he leave him curled up in 

his tub on the edge of the marshes, on a 

night so wild? In truth, though the wind 

was tremendous, and now growing to a 
veritable hurricane, there was no apparent 
danger or great hardship on the marshes. 
It was not cold, and there was no rain. 

Capt. Joe, foreseeing a heavy gale, to- 
gether with a tide higher than usual, had 
driven over the dyke to make his little 
craft more secure. 
He found the boat already in contusion ; 

and the wind, when once he had crossed 
out of the dyke's shelter, was so much 
more violent than he had expected, that it 
took him some time to get things ‘‘snugged 
up.” He felt that Jamie was all right, as 
long as he was out of the wind. He was 
only a stone's throw distant, though hidden 
by the great rampart of the dyke. But the 
Captain began to wish that he had left the 
little fellow at home, as he knew the lon 
walk over the rough road, in the dark | 
the furious gale, would sorely tire the 
sturdy little legs. Every now and then, as 
vigorously and cheerfully he worked in the 
pitching smack, the Captain sent a shout of 
precting over the dyke to keep the little 
ad from getting lonely. But the storm 
blew his voice far up into the clouds, and 
Jamie, in his tub never heard it. 
By the time Captain Joe had put every- 

thing in shipshape, he noticed that his 
plunging boat was drifted close to the dyke. 

' head of the bay. 

He had never before seen the tide reach 
such a height. The waves that were rock- 
ing the little craft so violently, were a mere 
back-wash from the great seas 
which, as he now observed with a 
pang, were thundering in a little 
further up the coast. Just at this spot 
the dyke was protected from the full force 
of the storm by Snowdon’s Point. ““What 
if the dyke should break up yonder, and 
this fearful tide get in on the marshes?” 
thought the captain, in a sudden anguish 
of apprehension. Leaving the boat to 
dash itself to pieces if it liked, he clam- 
bered in breathless haste out on to the top 
of the dyke, shouting to Jamie as he did 
so. There was no answer. Where he had 
left the little one but a half-hour back, the 
tide was seething three or four feet deep 
over the grasses. 
Dark as the night had grown, it grew 

blacker before the father's eyes. For an 
instant his heart stood still with horror, 
then he sprang into the flood. The 
water boiled up nearly to his arm- 
pits. With his feet he felt the great 
timber, fastened in the dyke, on which 
his boy had been sitting. He peered 
through the dark, with straining eyes 
grown preternaturally keen. He could 
see nothing on the wide, swirling surface 
save two or three dark objects, far out in 
the marsh. These he recognised at once 
as his fish tubs-gone afloat. Then he ran 
up the dyke toward the Point. “‘Surely,” 
he groaned in his heart, ‘Jamie has 
climbed up the dyke when he saw the 
water coming, and I'll find him along the 
top here, somewhere, looking and crying 
for me!” 
Then, running like a madman along the 

narrow summit, with a band of iron tight- 
ening about his heart, the Capt. reached 
the Point, where the dyke took its be- 
ginning. 
No sign of the little one; but he saw 

the marshes everywhere laid waste. Then 
he turned round and sped back, thinking 
perhaps Jamie had wandered in the other 
direction. Passing the now buried land- 
ing-place, he saw with a curious distinctive- 
ness, as if in a picture, that the boat was 

turned bottom up, and, as it were, glued 

to the side of the dyke. 
Suddenly he checked his speed with a 

violent effort, and threw himself upon his 
face, clutching the short grasses of the 
dyke. He had just saved himself from 
falling into the sea. Iad he had time to 
think, he might not have tried to save bim- 
self, believing as he did that the child 
who was his very life had per- 
ished. But the instinct of self-preserva- 
tion had asserted itself blindly, and just in 
time. Before his feet the dyke was washed 
away, and through the chasm the waves 
were breaking furiously. 

Meanwhile, what had become of Jame? 
The wind had made him drowsy, and 

before he had been many minutes curled 
up in the tub, he was sound asleep. 
When the dyke gave way, some distance 

from Jamie's queer retreat, there came 

suddenly a great rush of water among the 
tubs, and some were straightway floated 
off. Then others a little heavier followed, 
one by one; and. last of all, the heaviest, 
that containing Jamie and his fortunes. 
The water rose rapidly, but back here 
there came no waves, and the child slept as 
peacefully as if at home in his crib. Little 
the captain thought, when his eyes wan- 
dered over the floating tubs, that the one 

| nearest to him was freighted with his 
heart's treasure! And well it was that 
Jamie did not hear his shouts and wake! 
Had he done so, he would have at once 
sprung to his feet,and been tipped out into 
the flood. 

By this time the great tide had reached 
its height. Soon it began to recede, but 
slowly, for the storm kept the waters 
gathered, as it were, into a heap at the 

All night the wind raged 
on, wrecking the smacks and schooners 
along the coast, breaking down the dykes 
in a hundred places, flooding all the 
marshes, and drowning many cattle in the 
salt pastures. All night the captain, hope- 
less and mute in his agony of grief, lay 
clutching the grasses on the dyke-top, not 
noticing when at length the waves ceased 
to drench him with their spray. All night, 
too, slept Jamie in his tub. 

light across the marsh the strange craft 
drifted before the wind, never getting into 
the region where the waves were violent. 
Such motion as there was—and at times it 
was somewhat lively—seemed only to lull 
the child to a sounder slumber. Toward 
daybreak the tub grounded at the foot of 
the uplands, not far from the edge of the 
road. The waters gradually slunk away, 
as if ashamed of their wild vagaries. And 
still the child slept on 
As the light broke over the bay, coldly 

pink and desolately gleaming, Captain Joe 
got up and looked about him. His eyes 
were tearless, but his face was gray and 
hard, and deep lines had stamped them- 
selves across it during the night. 

Seeing that the marshes were again un- 
covered, save for great shallow pools left 
here and there, he set out to find the body 
of his boy. After wandering aimlessly for 
perhaps an hour,the captain began to study 
the direction in which the wind had been 
blowing. This was almost exactly with 
the road which led to his home on the up- 
lands. As he noticed this, a wave of pity 
crossed his heart, at thought of the terrible 
anxiety his father and mother had all that 
night been enduring. Then in an instant 
there seemed to unroll before him the long, 
slow years of the desolation of that home 
without Jamie. 

All this time he was moving along the 
soaking road, scanning the marsh in every 
direction. When he had covered about 
half the distance, he was aware of his 
father, hastening with feeble eagerness to 
meet him. 

The night of watching had made the old 
man haggard, but lis face lit up at 
sight of his son. As he drew near how- 
ever, and saw no sign of Jamie, and 
marked the look upon the captain's face, 
the gladness died out as quickly as it 
had come. When the two men met, the 
elder put out his hand in silence, and the 
younger clasped it. There was no room 
for words. Side by side the two walked 
slowly homeward. With restless eyes, 
ever dreading lest they should find that 
which they sought, the father and son 
looked everywhere—except in a certain 
old fish-tub which they passed. The tub 
stood a little to one side of the road. 
Just at this time a sparrow lit on the tub’s 
edge, and uttered a loud and startled chirp 
at sight of the sleeping child. As the 
bird flew off precipitately, Jamie opened 
his eyes, and gazed up in astonishment at 
the blue sky over his head. He 
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stretched out his hand and felt the 

rough sides of the tub. Then, in 
complete bewilderment, he clambered 
to his feet. Why, there was his father, 

walking away somewhere without him! 
And grandpapa, too! Jamie felt 
aggrieved. " 
“Pap !" he cried, in a loud but fearful 

voice, ‘‘where you goin’ to 7” : 

A great wave of light seemed to break 
across the landscape, as the two men 

turned and saw the little golden head shin- 
ing, dishevelled over the edge of the tub. 

The Capt. caught his breath with a sort of 
sob, and rushed to snatch the little one in 

his arms ; while the grandfather fell on his 

knees in the road, and his trembling 

lips moved silently.— Chas. G. D. Roberts. 

PECULIARITIES OF GREAT MEN. 

Recollections and Incidents Explaining the 

Why and Wherefore of Many Things. 

More or less sportive artifice enters into 

the parry-and-thrust of lawyers’ combats in 
court. Fancy the drollery of a man like 

Webster playing upon the word ‘‘doctor.” 
Daniel Webster, when in full practice, 

was employed to defend the will of Roger 
Perkins, of Hopkinton. A physician made 

affidavit that the testator was struck with 

death when he signed his will. Webster 

subjected his testimony to a most thorough 

examination, showing, by quoting medical 

authorities, that doctors disagree as to the 
precise moment when a dying man is struck 
with death, some affirming that it is at the 

commencement of the disease, others at its 

climax, and others still affirming that we 

begin to die as soon as we are born. 
“I should like to know,” said Mr. Sul- 

livan, the opposing counsel, ‘“what doctor 
maintains that theory.” 

“Dr. Watts,” said Mr. 
great gravity : 

“The moment we begin to live, 
We all begin to die.” 

The reply convulsed the court and aud- 
ience with laughter. 

Webster, with 

At the time when Napoleon was the most 
m— figure in Europe, one man at 

east was little impressed with his great- 
ness. The conqueror’s name actually slip- 
ed his mind, so slightly did his career con- 

cern the world that for the artist centred in 
his studio. 
Edgar Quiet relates that when he went to 

Germany he visited the old sculptor, Dan- 

necker. 
“We talked,” he says, ‘‘of art, and the 

sculptor was eloquent over his theories. 
Suddenly, wishing to fixa date, he stop- 

ped, reflected, and finally said : 
¢« +] think it was in the time of that man, 

—what is his name? you know the man; 
the one who has won so many battles. I've 
forgotten the name. You must know?’ 
“‘Are you speaking of Napoleon! I 

asked. 
«Yes, yes, that is it,” cried the artist, 

and went on with his interrupted statement 
without giving the incident a second 
thought.” 

Abraham Lincoln, says a writer, was a 
man, in fact, especially liable to legend. 
We have been told by farmers in Central 
Illinois that the brown thrush did not sing 
for a year after he died. He was gentle 
and merciful, and therefore he seems in a 
certain class of annals to have passed all 
his time in soothing misfortune and par- 
doning crime. He had more than his 
share of native humor, and therefore the 
loose jest-books of two centuries were ran- 
sacked for anecdotes to be attributed to 
him. Ile was a great and powerful lover 
of mankind, especially of those not favored 
by fortune. One night he had a dream 
which he repeated the next morning to the 
writer of these lines, which quaintly illus- 
trates his unpretending and kindly 
democracy. He was in some great 
assembly; the people made a lane to 
let him pass. ‘He 1s a common-looking 
fellow,” someone said. Lincoln, in his 
dream, turned to his critic, and replied, in 
his quaker phrase, *‘Friend, the Lord pre- 
fers common-looking people ; that is why 
he made so many of them.” He that 
abases himself shall be exalted. Because 
Lincoln kept himself in such constant sym- 
pathy with the common people, whom he 
respected too highly to flatter or mislead, 
he was rewarded by a reverence and a love 
hardly ever given to a human being. 
Among the humble working people of the 
south whom he had made free, this venera- 
tion and affection easily passed into the 
supernatural. A grey-headed negro re- 
buked the rash aspiration, ‘No man see 
Linkum. Linkum walk as Jesus walk— 
no man see Linkum. 

Thackeray looked in the glass and poked 
fun at himself and others with the utmost 
impartiality. His broken nose, his *‘gog- 
gles,” his pursed-up mouth, *‘those lue 
eyes with child-like candorlit,” indeed him- 
self we find cropping up in his drawings in 
the most unexpected manner, and in all 
sorts of compromising and ridiculous situa- 
tions. He was not over-considerate of his 
own feelings when, in America, as Trol- 
lope tells us, ‘*he met at dinner a literary 
gentleman of high character, middle-a ed, 
and of most dignified deportment. The 
gentleman was one whose character and 
acquirements stood very high—deservedly 
so—but who, in society, had that air of 
wrapping his toga round him, which adds, 
or is supposed to add, many cubits to a 
man’s height. But he had a broken nose. 
At dinner he talked much of the tender 
passion, and did so in a manner which 
stirred up Thackeray’s feeling of the ridic- 
ulous. ‘What has the world come to,’ said 
Thackeray out loud to the table, ‘‘when 
two broken-nosed old fogies like you and 
me sit talking about love to each other?’ 
The gentleman was astonished, and could 
only sit wrapping his toga in silent dismay 
for the rest of the evening. 

The Hired Man. 

I give my time, my song, my life to toil, 
My brow of bronze, my arms of brawn, are hers; 

For ber alone each willing muscle stirs; 
For her 1 gde the plow and delve the land, 

For her my brow is wet, my face is tanned. 
® Sweet labor, brown.-cheeked as the chestnut burs, 
Thy lightest law my Ingging spirit spurs, 

nd under heat and burden bids me stand. 
So, in thy name the old line fence I scale, 
Just where the whis ering maple shades the place; 

I mount the panel with the softest rail, 
And let the light winds fan my patient face; 

And there, where birds and moments idly flit— 
I sit, and sit, and sit, and sit, and sit! 

—Robt. J. Burdette. 

When the blood is out of condition disease is the 
inevitable result. Dr. Williams Pink Pills suppl 
the constituents necessary to enrich the blood an 
build up the nerves. ey cure suppressions, 
irregularities, — rr dg etc. Good for men an 
women, young and old. Sold by all dealers or sent 
on receipt of price (50c. abox). Dr. Williams Med. 
Ca ,Brockville, Ont. 

PROGRESS PICKINGS. 

The rose is red and the violet’s blue,and 
80 is a man whose rent 18 due.—Peck’s 
Sun. 

“I have a misgiving in this affair, as the 
father said when he gave away the bride.— 
Baltimore American. 

She—*Well, how do you feel this morn- 
ing?” He—*Thank you, like another 
man.” She—*I congratulate you.—Truth. 
He—*Whew! What weather! I'm half 

baked.” She—Why, that is just what 
papa said about you.”—Indianapolis Jour- 
nal. 
When the mercury of the thermometer 

is climbing up in the nineties it makes one 
sigh for other climes. — New Orleans 
Picayune. 
“They do say that he’s drinking himself 

to death on her account. ‘“‘Indeed! And 
at what bar is her account kept.”—Indiana- 
polis Journal. 

Cora (proudly)—*‘My new lover, Mr. 
Jimpson, has a stage air, hasn't he?” 
Dora—Yes, papa says he used to drive 
one.”"—Epoch. 
He (seriously)—Do you think your 

father would object to my marrying you ?’ 
She—*‘1 don’t know. If he’s anything 
like me he would.”—Brooklyn Life. 

“Ethel Goodbell brought home a lovely 
souvenir spoon with her from England.” 
“] know it; I saw her with him on the 

avenue, Sunday morning.”— Life. 
Little drops of water 
Tumbling on the sand 

Make hotel expenses 
Very hard to stand. 

—Washington Star. 

The Visitor (viewing the baby) —‘Do 
you think he 1s going to resemble his 
father?” The mother—*‘I shouldn't be 
surprised. He keeps me up all night.— 
Ex. 

May—*‘I wouldn't go down into a coal 
mine, as you did, for anything.” Belle— 
(sweetly)—**Of course not, dear; but 
you're not a minor, you know.”—New 
York Herald. 

Count Spaghetti —**Will-a-you not-a let- 
a me have one lock-a your hair?” Miss 
Nosense— **Certainly, count. Cut it your- 
self.” The Count dobsensindodly)— 
“Shampoo ?"—Brooklyn Life. 

Dr. Pringle—:*The trouble with you, 
Mr. Blubberton, is that you dont take 
enough exercise.” Blubberton — ‘Ah, 

doctah, that's vewy absurd, ye know. Me 
valet walks five miles evewy day of me 
life.”— Judge. 

S. Ponge—*‘Can you let me have £10 
fora week or so?” G. Enerous—*‘I've 
only got 89, but you can have that if it 
will do.” S. Ponge—**All right; I'll take 
that, and then you'll owe me £1.”—Har- 
vard Lampoon. 

She—*‘You know, Dick, that papa is 
not nearly as rich as he is repor'ted to be.” 
He—*+Oh, well, he is likely to make a for- 
tune before he dies. I shall have to take 
my chances like all the rest ot the fellows, 
I suppose.” —Puck. 
She—**Y ou pretend not to care for me 

now ; but yesterday at the theatre matinee 

you said I was one woman among a thous- 
and.” He—**Well, I was mistaken. The 
manager tells me today that there were 
only a little over 900.” 

Wickstafl’ (on stepladder, trying to 
hang picture)—*“This dictionary isn't 
enough. Isn’t there anything else you can 
give me to put on top of this ladder?” 
Mrs. Wickstafl'- “No ; there isn’t a thing.” 
Wickstaff' (brightly)—*‘Oh, yes, there is. 
Hand me the gas bill.”—Judge. 

The hide of the former Cincinnati ele- 
phant, Old Chief, which was shot last Feb- 
ruary, has been stuffed, and with the 

mounted skeleton of the brute, will be 
housed in a special building at the Cincin- 
nati zoological garden. The hide weighs 
1,100 pounds, and it has been stuffed with 
oakum. 

Simkins—¢*Hello, Timkins, old man, I 
hear you got the bounce.” Timkins— 
“Yes, the boss caught me smoking in 
business hours last week and fired me.” 
Simkins—*‘Too bad, but it proves the 
truth ot the proverb—‘where theres so 
much smoke there must be some fire,” you 
know."—Grip. 

She was trying to make him a christian 
As they walked together one summer day, 

And so she unfolded salvation’s plan 
And talked to him in a serious way. 

“You must love your neighbor as yourself,” 
She said, while blushes her fair cheeks wore; 

Then he squeezed the hand of the charming elf, 
And answered, “I do, and a good deal more.” 

Judge Q , who once presided over a 
criminal court ‘‘down east,” was famous as 
one of the most compassionate men who 
ever sat upon the bench. His softness of 
heart, however, did not prevent him from 
doing his duty as a judge. A man who 
had been convicted of stealing a small 
amount was brought into court for sen- 
tence. Ile looked very sad and hopeless, 
and the court was much moved by his con- 
trite appearance. ‘‘Have you ever been 
sentenced to imprisonment?” the judge 
asked. ‘“‘Never—never !” exclaimed the 
prisoner, bursting into tears. ‘‘Don’t cry 
—don’t cry,” said Judge Q-——, con- 
solingly. **You're going to be now !"—Ex. 
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STEAMERS. RAILWAYS. 

STEAMER CLIFTON. 
N THURSDAYS the Steamer will make excur- 

gion 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. 

NEW BRUNSWICK AND NOVA SCOTIA. 

BAY OF FUNDY 8. 8. CO., LIMITED. 

“CITY OF MONTICELLO,” 
RoserT FLEMING, Commander. 

y ILL, on and after 22nd June, and until 10th 
September, sail daily, Sundays excepted 

from the on ep pier, St. John, at 7.30 a. m. loca 
time, for Digby and Annapolis; connecting at the 
former with the Western Counties railway for Yar- 
mouth, and points west; and at Annapolis with the 
Windsor and Annapolis railway, for Halifax and 
points east. Returning, due at St. John 6.30 p.m. 

SPKECIAL, NOTICE. 
At the request of those who wish to spend Sunday 

in Nova Scotia, excursion tickets will be issued by 
the above steamer on Saturday, good to return 
Monday, at one and a third fare, during the months 

of July and August. 
Howarp D. Troop, Manager, St. John, N. B. 

A WEEK'S HOLIDAY 
— P() — 

BOSTON for $3.00 
rIYHE 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, commanded by Te 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. I1., 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. I. 
and P. E. 1. steamers is unexcelled. 
For freight or passage, apply to 

Jas. F. PHELAN & Son, 
Phelan’s Wharf, 

Halifax, N. 8S. 
R. B. GARDENER, Sar 
Lewis Wharf (Eastside) Boston. 

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 at8 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. 
A steamer will leave St. John, North End, every 

Saturday night at 6.00 p.m. for Hampstead and all 
way landings. Returning, due at St. John at 8.30 
a.m., Monday. 

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. 
For the fair Washdemoak Lake, the peoples’ 

old time favorite and right protector Steamer, 
Soulanges, will leave her wharf, St. John, N. End, 
every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday at 11a. m., 
for the Narrows, Washdemoak; returning due on 
alternate days at 1.30 p. m. Freight and Fare at 
the usual low rates. 

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

International Steamship Co. 

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 

DAILY LINE (ceria) FOR BOSTON 
CMMENCING June 22, 
and continuing until 

Sept. 12th, the Steamers of 
this Company will leave St. 
John for Eastport, Portland 
and Boston, as follows: 
MONDAY, WEDNES. 

DAY, THURSDAY, and 
SATURDAY mornings, at 

3 7.25, standard, for Eastport 
oC and Boston. TUESDAY and 

FRIDAY Morning for Eastport and Portland, 
making close connections at Portland with B. & M. 
Railroad, due in Boston at 11 a.m. 
FARES.—St. John to Boston, $4.50; Portland, 

$4.00. Return Tickets at reduced rates. 
Connections at Eastport with steamer for Saint 

Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen. 
A For further a apply to 

AECHLER, 
Reed’s Point Wharf. Agent. 

New York, Maine, and New Brunswick 
STEAMSHIP CO. 

ST. JOHN AND NEW YORK. 
rPYHE 8S. S. “WINTHROP,” of this line wili 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. 

SUNDAY TRAIN. 
SHORE LINE RAILWAY. 

EXioes TRAIN will leave every SUNDAY, 
MORNING for St. George, St. Stephen and 

intermediate stations, West Side at 8 a. m., con- 
necting with Ferry Boat leaving East Side at 7.39 
a.m. Returning, leave St. Stephen at 5 p. m.. 
arriving at St. John at 8.15 p.m. Standard time. 

TICKETS ONE FARE, good to return Monday. 
F. J. McPEAKE, 

Superintendent. 

"TORONTO'S 

Industrial Fair 

7 

IAGRICULTURALLEXPOSITION. 

CANADIAN PACIFIC RY. 
Excursion Tickets 

TORONTO : RETURN 
ar $20.00 61cm. 

ON SEPT. 13th to 18th INCLUSIVE; AND 

AT $16.50 EACH. 

ON SEPT.13thand 14th ONLY. All good for return 
passage UNTIL SEPT. 23rd, 1801. 

For further particulars enquire of Canadian Pacific 
Railway Ticket Agents. 

C. E. McPHERSON, 
Ass’ Gen’] Pass. Ag't. 

St. Jou N.B. 

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’]l Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL. 

Intercolonial Railway. 

1891—Summer Arrangement—1891 
N and after MONDAY, 22nd JUNE, 1891, 
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.s...... ot. 11.00 
Fast Express for Halifax...... Bh eo anene 0a eel 14.00 
Fast Express for Quebec, Montreal, and 

ChiCRZO, sss essscocscssssscosesccns PPI 16.35 
Night Express for HalifaXe.ooveaaenanns $ocoee 22.80 

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. cs ieeeasrccrscncsiacsssscnnnes sees 8. 
Accommodation from Point du Chene......... 12.56 
Day Express from Halifax «oooveeiainninanas 18.30 
Fast Express from Halifax..... PPR So 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. 

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

Shore Line Ry. 
"ST. JOHN AND ST. STEPHEN. 
Shortest, Quickest and Cheapest 

Route to St. Stephen. 

ONLY 3 HOURS and 15 MINUTES. 

Elegant Passenger Car, 
Luxurious Smoking Car, 

The road has lately been placed in fine condition, 
and the bridges replaced by new ones. 
FINE SCENERY .—The scenery of mountain and 

valley along this road cannot be surpassed. 

PICNICS. 
Special inducements to Picnic Parties and Excur- 

sionists. 

SATURDAY EXCURSIONS. 
Return Tickets at ONE FARE, good to return on 

Monday. Special lowrates to parties of five or more. 
The company has hired for the season the 

Grounds of Dr. Reynolds, Lepreant. 
The beauty and advantages of these grounds for 
Picnics cannot be surpassed. The Company have 
rovided and fitted up on these grounds, Tables, 

Swings, Stoves, abundant shelter in case of rain, and 
other conveniences. 

EXPRESS TRAIN leaves St. John (West side) 

daily, at 7.34 a. m., connecting with Ferry leaving 

East side at 7.14 a. m., arrives St. Stephen at 10.45 

a.m. Returning, leaves St. Stephen at 2.45 p. m. 
arriving at St. John, at 6 p.m. 

ACCOMMODATION TRAIN leaves St. John 
(West) at 2.30 p.m. (Ferry leaves East side at 
2.04 p.m.) for St. Stephen, arriving at St, Stephen 
at 6.056 p.m. Returning, leaves St. Staghen at 
7.30 a. m., arriving at St. Jehn at 12.15 p. mi" 

EASTERN STANDARD TIME. 

No charge for Commercial travellers’ excess 
b e. 
y ro received and delivered at Moulson’s 

Water Strect. : 
Company's office, No. 3 Pugsley’s Building. Tele- 

phone No. 18. : ] 

Ticket Agents—Geo. Philps, 97 Prince William 

street, St. John; J.T. Whitlock, Windsor Hotel, 

St. Stephen. FRANK J. McPEAKE 
Superintendent. 

HOREHOUND 
AND ANISEED. 

GROUP, WHOOPING COUGH, 
COUGHS AND COLDS. 

OVER 40 YEARS IN USE. 
25 CENTS PER BOTTLE. 

ARMSTRONG & CO., PROPRIETORS, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

For ONE MONTH Only. 
A great reduction 

will be made in 

Hair 
Switches 

AT THE 

ST. JOHN 

HAIR STORE 
113 Charlotte St. 
Opp. Dufferin Hotel 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS 

|


