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THE TRUE DELZEL 
They write the name **Delzel” now, but 

it was originally *‘Dalzel,” a branch of the 
Scotch Dalzels, of Forfarshire; a family 
who felt dishonor like a wound, and 
boasted that no meaner strain than their 
own had ever weakened the old Dalzel 
attributes. Early in colonial days a 
younger son had emigrated to the southern 
settlements, and being naturally prudent, 
as well as brave, had amassed great wealth 
and a vast estate. 

True, it had often been weakened by the 
subdivisions incidental to large families; 
but in 1825, Alexander Dalzel. the sole 
representative of the main line, was a 
wealthy and important man, of whom great 
doings were hoped, now that he had aban- 
doned his roving habits, married a beauti- 
ful wite, and entered the arena of politics 
and jurisprudence. 
The necessity for this course had come 

upon him suddenly, after a week of rain 
and ennui in London. He was near fort 
years of age, weary of every form of fami. 
ar enjoyment, and matrimony seemed to 
promise, at least, a change. Besides, he 
really bad a large remnant of family pride 
—he did not care to be the last of his race 
~—he would marry and have sons. He re- 
turned home, and meeting Lola Sheldon, 
a pretty New Orleans belle in her eigh- 
teenth year, he married her. Lola was 
winning and obedient; he grew every day 
more and more enamored of his young 
wife, and he was almost broken-hearted 
when, after a year of unbroken happiness, 
she gave birth to a daughter and died. 

It was almost with a feeling of resent- 
ment he heard of the child; he had no de- 
sire to see it. If it had been a son, there 

might, indeed, have been some consolation 
in the idea But the little girl was not 
welcome at the price he had had to pay for 
her, and she was placed with small cere- 

mony in the charge of Effie MacRae, the 
young wite of the head gardener, who also 
1ad just become the mother of a little girl. 

Effie was to bring up the child with her 
own until the unwilling father sent her fur- 
ther instructions. Then the Delzel house 
was closed, the servants hired out hither 

and thither, and John MacRae, his wife 

and the two infants alone remained in 
charge of the pleasant house and gardens. 
There was but a few days’ difference in the 
children’s ages, and there were, also,many 
points of resemblance in their appearance. 

Before they begun to walk these facts had 
begun to sow strange thoughts in Effie’s 
mind. Mrs, MacRae was a proud woman 

—*‘ane o' the Campbells,” as she continu- 
ally told both herselt and her husband— 
and the imperious, willful baby, which was 
so like herself, grew gradually in her eyes 
to be the most suitable heiress of Delzel 
mansion and lands. 
Weak as her husband was, he did not 

submit to the imposition without stormy 
Qro— but he both feared and idolized 
is wife, and had not the moral courage to 
oppose her first smal! beginnings of wrong. 
Betore the children were two years old, 

Effie’s own child was known to all around 
as Adrienne Delzel, while the real 
Adrienne bore the simple name of Jessie 
MacRae. 

In the children’s fifth year a circum- 
stance happened which still further bound 
Effie to the part she had taken. The 
father otf Adrienne suddenly returned, and 
coming unexpectedly in search of his child, 
found the two little girls in the midst of a 
quarrel. He watched them keenly, and 
seeing Effie’s child, with flashing eyes and 
commanding manner, completely humble 
her companion, he instantly decided that 
the queenly, black-eyed vixen was his own 
daughter. He called her to him, and 
learning that her name was Adrienne 
Delzel, he threw a gold chain and locket 
about her neck, and told her that he was 
her father. 
The child had been well prepared for 

this event. From her infancy Effie had 
privately told her wonderful stories ot a 
splendid papa who would come to see her 
some day; and the child was quite ready 
to welcome him. Many other little things 
conspired, after this, to bind the deception 
irrevocably. 
Ten years had passed away, and Effie's 

sin had not yet found her out  *‘God does 
not pay every Saturday ;” but now, for the 
first time, she began to perceive that she 
would not be always able to control events. 
Mr. Delzel came down to Delzel with Ad- 
rienne’s aunt, and Effie was required to 
give up her child to this lady's keeping. 
She cried and implored, but without effect ; 
it hrd been decided that it was time the 
young heiress should go to a fashionable 
school, and have fine masters and fine 
clothes. 
The pain of the separation was height- 

ened, too, by the child's manifest delight 
at the change. Eflie loved her daughter 
passionately, and it was worse than death 
to give her up to utter strangers, who were 

to train her for a life which would event- 
ually separate them still further. All she 
could obtain, however, was the promise of 
a letter once every three months, and an 
invitation to visit Adrienne at her aunt's 
house once a year. 

In the children’s sixteenth year two new 
complications arose. Jessie was wooed, 
and her affections won, by a young back- 
woodsman and hunter called Andrew 
Latta. Effiie had tacitly encouraged this 
love affair, but John, for once, defied his 
wife, and positively forbade the young peo- 
ple to see each other again. 

In the midst of this dispute Mr. Delzel 
suddenly returned to the house, bringing 
with him workmen and artificers of a 
kinds, and a large retinue of servants. 
Miss Delzel had finished her education and 
made a brilliant debut, receiving almost at 
her entrance into society the offer of an 
alliance whose wealth and position had 
filled her father and friends with pride and 
gratification. The Delzel home was to be 
adorned for her bridal, and for a few 
months of pane and preparation she was 
to queen it over her father’s house and the 
whole country-side. 

It was a lovely day in the early summer 
when Adrienne came home again. But 
the day had grown warm in its advanee, 
and the beauty was tired and cross. Effie, 
full of an unnatural exaltation which no 
one understood, was necessarily disap- 
pointed. Her very effusiveness was weari- 
some to the proud, tired girl, who, barely 
civil at first, became speedily bored and 
indifferent. Poor Effie! She came home 
from that first interview with a tide of 
mortified love and anger swelling in her 
heart. 
But she soon made plenty of excuses for 

her idol, and as the day cooled, went back 
to offer her services as maid. Adrienne 

| 

was good-humored now, but full of that 
insolence of youth and beauty, which is so 
overbearing when allied to wealth. 
“You good creature,” she said, *‘who- 

ever heard of such a thing! What a fright 
ou would make me! 1 have Franchette 
ere, who knows all the new modes and 

can dress hair to a marvel.” And Fan- 
chette smiled and bowed to her mistress, 
and looked at Effie with an incredible dis- 
dain. 

Evidently nothing was to be granted 
Effie on account of the past, nor was Adri- 
enne really to blame for her view of the 
case. She had only a vague memory of 
her first ten years, as of a very stupid time 
in which she had no fine clothes, no books, 
saw no company, and was alternately ex- 
travagantly petted and scolded by her 
“Mamma Ee.” She had quite under- 
stood, as she grew older, her aunt's view, 
that Effie had been exorbitantly paid for 
her care, and that really this sentimentality 
and writing and visiting were something of 
a bore. 

Consequently Effie’s continual pressing 
of her claims and attentions, her pets and 
angers and reproaches soon became a very 
serious annoyance at Delzel House. Adri- 
enne continally excused herselt through 
Fanchette ; and Fanchette took small pains 
to render the message conciliatory. The 
servants made unpleasant remarks; ma- 
dame, the aunt, scarcely returned her 
courtesy; even Mr. Delzel avoided her. It 
was all very bitter, far bitterer than any 
one but her own heart knew, and John was 

sulkily silent. 
Days and weeks of this mental irritation 

began at last to tell frightfully upon the 
once hale, positive woman. She had a 

constant fever; she could not sleep; she 
gave up gradually all her regular duties; 
she was sick—she was very sick; doctors 
were called, and John left everything to 
watch beside the moaning, wasting form he 
loved so dearly. 
One day, after a terrible night, Effie in- 

sisted upon secing Adrienne. John did 
not like to go for her; he doubted, indeed, 

whether she would come. The good doc- 
tor offered to make the request ; he believ- 
ed her visit to be the only means of preserv- 
ing reason—perhaps life ; he did not doubt 
but that Miss Delzel would cheerfully com- 
ly with Effie’s ardent desire. Not *‘cheer- 

fully,” but she did come, accompanied by 
her father, and Fanchette bearing he shawl 
and parasal. The dying woman took in 
the trio with a fierce glance as they enter- 
ed. 

“*Send her out!” she said, pointing to 
Fanchette ; “‘and come here, my child. 1 
want to whisper to you.” 

Adrienne demurred ; perhaps very natu- 
rally so. The fiery eyes, the haggard, hol- 
low face, the black, parched lips were ter- 

rifying. 
“So you won't come to your dying 

mother! Ungrateful girl, for whom I have 
lived a lie for seventeen years—for whom 1 
have sinned my soul to death!” 

Mr. Delzel now came close enough to 
Effie. 

“Effie MacRae,’ 
say more than this. 
Speak, woman !” 

“I mean nothing,” she answered, sul- 
lenly. “Will you come?” to Adrienne. 
The girl moved reluctantly toward her. 
She pulled the fair, young tace down to 
her own, and said, in a fierce, vibrant 
whisper: “You are my child! Hah! 
Hah! What will the old Delzels say ? 
Adrienne turned sick and faint, she 

stretched out her hands; but for once Mr. 
Delzel did not see her. He was pondering 
on what he had heard, and looking keenly 
at a fair, young girl, sitting with her face 
in her hands, gazing mournfully from the 

’ he said, ‘‘you must 
What do you mean ? 

open window. Then he turned to the 
trembling husband. 

“John,” he said sternly, ‘‘what does 

your wife mean ?” 
John was sorely tried. For many a year 

he had longed for an opportunity to ease 
his conscience. He oo do it now, but 

at what a price! Betraying his dying 
wife. He looked at the face dear to him 
from childhood, and stooping, said gently : 

‘Effie, my darling, the master wants to 
know what you mean ; will you tell me?” 

She gave him one passionate, entreating 
glance and shut her lips tightly. "So much 
and no more ; never again could she be 
persuaded to speak, and next morning 
speech was impossible ; Effie had joined 
the immense majority whom we call—the 
dead. Atter this event, John was abso- 
lutely non-committal, not the most subtle 
of Mr. Delzel’s questions moved him, and 
that gentleman was finally obliged to as- 
sure himself that Effie had been either 
sing or actuated by a spirit of revenge 
for Adrienne’s cold and contemptuous 
treatment of her advances. So he buried 
his doubts in his own heart, and gave 

Adrienne, with great pomp and parade, to 
her wealthy lover. If there had been any 
certainty that he was sanctioning a fraud 
against the dead and the living, Alexander 
Delzel was the last man to have done such 
a thing; but what had he but a dying 
woman's angry, fevered ravings, and a 
certain expression and attitude in a young 
girl, which truly resembled his dead wife's, 
but which might also resemble many other 
women’s ? 
John MacRae gave Jessie an inkling of 

the truth when Andrew Latta reappeared, 
but she preferred love and a home in 
Texas to the heirship of the Delzel name 
and wealth. 
John and Jessie disappeared very quiet- 

ly, and the years rolled steadily away. 
Many boys and girls played up and down 
the hills and gardens of Delzel, and the 
old place was alive with youthfull merri- 
ment and old-fashioned hospitality. This 
was especially so on Christmas day, A. D. 
1850; then every room was a blaze of 
light and fine dae and brilliant flowers 
and happy children; then there were 
music and dancing and feasting that 
brightened all the country-side for miles. 
Yet far away on the outskirts of a lonely 

Texas prairie, in a log-house far removed 
from any other habitation, a scene was 
transpiring which might or might not seri- 
ously affect the fortunes of every one in 
that brilliant Delzel mansion. 

In the large main room of this log-house, 
a room comfortably, nay, even handsomely 
furnished, were three people—an old man, 
calmly and peacefully awaiting the grand 
change, and a young man and woman who 
tenderly and solemnly watched with him. 
“There is a paper under my pillow, 

Andrew,” said the dying man. *‘That is 
it. Here, Jessie. When I am gone, while 
yet you think lovingly of me, you and 
Andrew read this together, and then do as 
pe think best with it. Don’t cease to 
ove me!” 
“Dear father, never.” 

fisher, under a crowd of sail, pursued the 

In a few hours John MacRae was 
beyond all human judgment, and Jessie 
and Andrew stood together over the 
blazing logs on the hearth, reading his 
late confession. Both remained silent 
for some time afterward, then Andrew 
said : 

“Jessie, darling, what would you like to 
do with this paper ? Will you go to your 
father with it? 
“Andrew, I knew these things when I 

married you. I preferred you then to rank 
and gold. How much more infinitely do I 
prefer you now! Have we not enough 
and to spare ? Will not our Phil be the 
richest stock-raiser in the state? Is not 
little Mary's fortune secured? Are we fit 
for fashionable life? Could we bear to 
leave this log-hovse which we have made 
£0 beautiful? And what good would it do 
make poor Adrienne and her children 
miserable? Andrew, my husband, we are 
wronging no one, not even ourselves. Let 
us burn the paper!” 
And Andrew, putting his arm around his 

wife and kissing her, threw the tardy con- 
fession of wrong into the blazing cedar 
logs. Without a tear, without a wish, 
they silently watch it disappear, and then 
with another kiss, that sealed and ratified 
their perfect satisfaction with their humbler 
lot, they turned back, with a smile, to the 
duties and loves of a busy and purposeful 
every-day life. 

A CLEVER “MIDDY.” 

How He Captured a Cargo of Soldiers and 

Handed Them Over, 

In the vear 1810, when a squadron of 
light frigates and sloops was blockading 
Corfu, the Kingfisher sloop, commander 
Iowel I'ritton, was stationed off the island 
of Fano, at the entrance of the north chan- 
nel of Corfu. At daybreak one morning 
(after a strong northwest wind had been 
blowing throughout the night) a fleet of 
trabaccolas, which had left Brindisi the 
evening before, was descried making for 
the channel, and chase was immediately 
given. The jelly-boat, manned by a young 
midshipman, a corporal of marines, and 
four boys, with a musket and a few cart- 

ridges, was lowered in passing to take 

possession of the nearest vessel, which had 
taken down her mainsail. while the Aing- 

remainder inshore. 
The youngster, on nearing the stranger, 

saw only a woman on deck, and she was 
making signs with her finger up, as if to 
preserve silence. His suspicions were 
aroused, although he had not the least idea 
what the action of the woman (which he 
had, as he considered, been fortunate 
enough to notice) indicated. He imme- 
diately boarded, and found, on looking 
down ihe main hatchway, that the hold was 
full of troops. To secure the hatch was 
but the work of a moment, and lowering 
the foresail, he placed a hand at the helm 
to keep the vessel in the through of the sea, 
increasing thereby the motion and the sea- 
sickness evidently prevailing among the 
troops below. In this situation he kept 
them till about three in the afternoon, 

when his ship returned, having been unsuc- 
cessful in capturing any of the others, 
when he was hailed by his captain and 
asked what the vessel was laden with. 

“Troops, troops !” was his reply. 
“Why, boy, who do you 

soldiers ?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“How many !” 
““] have not ventured to count them.” 
The crew of the cutter were soon on 

board and search made, when upwards of 
a hundred officers and men belonging to 
the 14th Regiment of the line, intended as 
a reinforcement to the garrison of Corfu, 
with part of a surgeon's staff, were dis- 
covered to be the cargo. The prisoners, 

all sturdy, young men, were soon removed 
to the Kingfisher, and after a fortnight’s 
passage, during which the sloop’s small 
crew of 75 officers and men were kept con- 
stantly under arms, they were landed 
safely at Malta. 
The most remarkable occurrence in this 

affair was that the lady on deck was the 
wite of the surgeon, and had accidently 
met the middy some months before while he 
was at Prevesa in a prize, to which place 
she had accompanied her husband and some 
French officers from the garrison of St. 
Maura on a shooting expedition, when an 
acquaintance and exchange of civilities,not 
uzcommon in those days, had taken place, 
and she stated she knew him directly he 
came on board the boat.— Heroes of Bri- 
tain. 

mean-— 

The Origin of the Pennant. 

The pennant dates back to the time when 
Van Tromp, the Dutch admiral, hove in 
sight of the British fleet with a broom 
hoisted at the mastheads of his ships. On 
its becoming known to the English that the 
broom signified the intention of the Dutch 
to ‘‘sweep the seas,” they at once hoisted 
the pennant as an earnest of their intention 
ty “whip the Dutch.” The pennant is 
hoisted on board a ship as the captain 
reads his commission, and remains at the 
masthead (replaced as necessary) till she 
is put out of commission, when 
it is finally ‘‘struck.” The length 
of the pennant varies; a short 
one is used when under sail or at night; it 
lengthens as the commission grows ; but the 
‘homeward bound” pennant—a thing of 
great solicitation—is made at odd t mes by 
signalmen ; consequently, the longer the 
commission the longer the pennant. I have 
a vivid remembrance of one over 100 yards 
in length hoisted upon receiving orders for 
home after five years. Upon sailing from 
the harbour (with a man standing on each 
royal truck) it waved majestically far be- 
yond the ship, with a gilt bladder at its 
end, amid the cheers and good wishes of 
those left behind. 

No Kiss. 

“Kiss me, Will,” sang Marguerite, 
To a pretty little tune‘ 

Holding up her dainty mouth, 
Sweet as roses born in June. 

Will was ten years old that day, 
And he pulled her golden curls 

Teasingly, and answer made : 
“I'm too old, I don’t kiss girls.” 

Ten years pass, and Marguerite 
Smiles as Wili kneels at her feet, 

Gazing fondly in her eyes, 
Praying, “Won't you kiss me sweet?" 

"Rite is seventeen today; 
With her birthday ring she toys 

For a moment, then replies+= 
“I'm too old; I don’t kiss;boys.” 

YOUR BOY OR GIRL 
WILL WANT 

WEBSTER'S DICTIONARY 
AND 

WILL WANT 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

We sadden as the sun sets. 
Age knows what is ahead; youth seeks 

it. 
Fellows Dyspepsia Bitters is highl 

recommended Yor ¥ iudigestion, Hisderhe 
Bilousness & ete. 
We sometimes forget in the ashes the 

glow and the warmth that preceded them. 
The last remedy for Summer Complaints 

is Fellow Speedy Relief, Speedy in result 
as well as in name. 

It's bad enough to bite oft more than 
you can chew, but it's worse to try to chew 
it. 

“It leads them all,” is the general reply 
of druggists when asked about the merit or 
sales of Hood's Sarsaparilla. 
The power to conquer temptation in- 

creases by the square ot the distance after 
the first victory. 
A Boox to all Housekeepers is anything 

that will save time and expense in cooking. 
Such is the Kerr Vegetable Soup Packet. 
It is cheap and delicious. 
Too many people let the thought that 

their neighbors are eating cake, spoil the 
taste of their corn pone. 

No Housekeeper who has once used the 
Kerr Vegetable Soup Packet, will ever 
again worry over the litter of preparing 
whole vegetables for soup. 

Every man in the world is loaded, and 
no one knows what mischiet he can cause 
until he lets himself go off. 

Baldness ought not to come till the age 
of 55 or later. If the hair begins to fall 
earlier, use Hall's Hair Rerewer and pre- 
vent baldness and grayness. 

Why do people try to find out what 
there is in the future for them? Isn't the 

present enough to drive them crazy ? 

If your little ones suffer with * snuffles ” 
Nasal Balm will give them relief Itisa 
certain cure for all forms of cold in the 
head or catarrh. Sold by all dealers. 
Try it. 

There was a good deal of the lover's 
grasp in the way the candidates shook 
hands with the farmers on election day. 

Pale, weak, and emaciated women and 

girls would soon disappear from the land 
if all would use Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, a 
specific for their peculiar troubles. Try 
them and be convinced. 

The Royal Belfast Ginger Ale is a de- 
licious and wholesome beverage being 
made from Wilmot Spa Water. Lime 
Juice and Pure Extracts, is gently purga- 
tive and helps the kidneys. 

Hale and Hearty. 

The Englishman says he ‘drinks hail 
and it makes him ail.” The Canadian 
drinks Puttner’s Emulsion and it makes 
him hearty. 

Tombs of Romeo and Juliet. 

Those who take an interest in the true 
and tragic history of the ‘Lovers of Ver- 
ona,” whose lamentable fortunes have been 
immortalized by Shakespeare, will, no 
doubt, be glad to learn some particulars 
respecting their tombs, especially that of 
Juliet. In 1888 M. Victorin Joncieres, 
the distinguished composer and musical 
critic, paid a visit to Verona, and he states 

that the tomb of Romeo's sweetheart, which 
is at the end of a garden in the old cloister 
of the Franciscan Convent at that place, is 
absolutely in ruins. Above in a kind of a 
niche in the garden wall, which is of brick, 
is a basket full of decayed and weather- 
stained visiting cards. Hanging on the 
wall near by the niche is a wreath with a 
card attached bearing the name of *‘Mme. 
Talbot Shakespeare,” whom Mr. Joncieres 
uts down as a descendant of the Bard of 
Avon. On the wall to the left is a portrait 
ot Friar Lawrence. Romeo is buried at 
Mantua, and it is said that his tomb is in a 
much better state of preservation tban that 
of his lady love. 1t is to be hoped that 
persons who take an interest in historic 
monuments will see to it that the memory 
of these two famous lovers is forever kept 
green. 

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 THER 
As much 

For INTERNAL as EXTERNAL uss, 
1t is Soothing, Healing, Penetrating. Once used always 
wanted; ond dealers say * Can't sell any other. 

Should have JOHNSON’f 
Ever y M oth er ANODYNE LINIMENT in the 
house for Colds, Sore Throat, Catarrh, Tonsilitis 
Colic, Nervous Headache, Cuts, Bruises, Cramps, Pains 
Relieves Summer Complaints like magic. Sold every 
where. Price 35 cents, 6 bottles, $2.00, Expross 
Pamphtet free. 1.8. JOHNSON & CO., Boston, 

B BERBINE BITTERS 
Cures Sick Headache 

ERBINE BITTERS 
Purifies the Blood 

ERBINE BITTERS 

PROCRESS. 
$3.75 FOR BOTH. 

Cures Indigestion 

ERBINE BITTERS 
The Ladies’ Friend 

ERBINE BITTERS 
Cures Dyspepsia 

ERBINE BITTERS 

Odorless, 
Porous, 

Rainproof. 
It is claimed by the in- 

ventor that Melissa is the 
only genuine odorless and 
porous rainproot cloth in 
existence. He wishes to 

CAUTION 
the public from being taken 
in by the plausible advertise- 
ments of some 

Unscrupulous Dealers 
throughout the country, who 
pretend to have just received 
consignments of odorless and 
porous rainproof or water- 
proof garments. A very 
simple test will quickly prove 
to a purchaser the truth or 
falsity of the claim. If you 
can breathe or inhale through 
the cloth, it is porous; if you 
cannot, it is air-tight, and you 
at once convict the dealer ot 
unscrupulous  misrepresent- 
ation. 

A similar test will prove 
whether a garment is odorless 
or not. Put it to your nose 
and, if it really is as repre- 
sented, there should be no 
smell whatever, and if it is 

not odorless you will at once 
detect the peculiar pungent 
smell of vulcanixed rubber, 
and again convict the dealer 
of attempting to deceive. 

You may be told that 
the smell of a rubber mackin- 
tosh will wear off’ in a short 
time ; but it will not. Every- 
one who has worn one knows 
quite well that the smell re- 
mains so long as the garment 
holds together, and that it 

gets stronger with exposure 

In a moist or warm’ atmos- 
phere. 

The only ‘genuine Porous and 
Ordorless Rainproof Garment in 
existence is ““ MELISSA,” dis- 
tinguished from ali others by the 
above Trade Mark. 

Melissa Mfg. Co., Montreal, 
J. W. MACKEDIE & CO., Montreal, 

Wholesale Agents for the Dominion, 

HUMPHREYS’ 
Dr. HUMPHREYS’ SPECIFICS are scientifically and 

carefully pre RE ; used for many 
S- in private yo with yp pe ed 

years us y the people. Every single Spe- 
Is a special cure for the disease named. 

These Specifics cure without d: ing, pure; 
ing or reducing the system, and are in fact and 
deed thesovereign remedies ofthe World. 

LIST OF PRINCIPAL NOS. CURES. PRI 
1 Fevers, Congestion, inflammation... 
Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colic.. 
'rying Colic, or Teething of Infants 
iarrhea, of Children or Adults. ... 
Ce Griping, Bilious Colic.... 
olera Cou 

Neura in, Toothache, Faceache. ... 
Braves . on, | (og ig Vertigo . 
yspepsia, ous Stomach......... ° 
u Rrosacd or Painful Periods. . 

% Wh tes, too Profuse Periods......... 
roup, Cough, Difficult Breathing. ... 
Hh Kueum, Erysipelas, Eruptions. 
gResmatigm, heumatic Pains.... 
ever and Ague, Chills, M é 

Piles, Blind or Bleeding = SPEER TR 
atarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head 
hooping Cough, Violent Coughs. 

General ebility, Physical Weakness 
dney Disease ............c..oovvnns 

fepyens Dobility eet aly 1 
rinary We ess, Wetting Bed. 

3 hr A of the on rt, balpitation 1 

Sold by Druggists, or sent postpaid on receipt of price. 
Di. HUMPHREYS’ MANUAL, (144 pages) richly bound in cloth 
and gold, MAILED FREE. 

HUMPHREYS’ MED. CO., 111 & 113 William 5t., NewYork. 

SPECIFICS. 
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Bahy, Look at the Birdie! 
They don’t have any such antics at ERB’S. It is 

taken so quick they think it is always taken. 

Everybody that wants PHOTOS should go to 

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

23 CARLETON STREET, ST. JOHN. 

SWANN & WELLDON, 
Artists, 

SITTERS ASSURED SATISFACTION. 

Pictures of every kind copied and finished 
in EVERY style. 

RAILWAYS. 

ANADIAN 
DACIFIC KY 

Popular 
One Way 

Sk Parties 

PACIFIC GOAST! 
URIST SLEEPING CARS leave MONTREAL 
(Windsor Street Station) at 8.15 p. m., 

Oct. 28; 
Nov. 11, 25; 

Dec. 9, 8, 
1891. i“ 4 

For further particulars enquire of Railway Ticket 
Agents. 

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

St. Jonn, N. B. 

Intercolonial Railway. 

1891—Winter Arrangement—1892 
N AND AFTER MONDAY, the 1h day of 
October, 1891. the trains will run daily (Sun- 

day excepted) as follows :— 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN 

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL. 

Day Express for Halifax and Campbellton.... 7.05 
Accommodation for Point duChenes.cvvve.... 10.30 
Fast Exvress for HalifaX..coeeeneecececsannns 14.00 
Express for SusseX.eeieeeeiiieniasnnss eeeees 16.30 
Fast Express for Quebec and Montreal ...... 16.56 

A Parlor Car runs each way on Express trains 
leaving St. John at 7.06 o'clock and Halifax 
at 7.15 o’clock. Passengers from St.John fqr Que- 
bec, Montreal and Chicago leave St. John at 16.55 
o'clock, and take Sleeping Car at Moncton. 

The train leaving St. John for Quebec and Mon. 
treal on Saturday at 16.55 o’clock will run to desti- 
nation, arriving at Montreal at 18.05 o’clock Sunday 
evening. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN. 

Express from SusseX..cceececccsscssssroscnss 8.30 
Fast Express from pe" and Montreal 

(excepted Monday)..eeeeeeesannans ssssee 9.86 
Accommodation from Point du Chene.soveeens 12.56 
Day Express from Halifax «.coovviniinninnnn. 19.20 
Fast Express from Halifax.....coo0vvivanns eee 22.30 

The trains of the Intercolonial Railway to and 
from Montreal and Quebec are lighted by electricity 
and heatec by steam from the locomotive. 

All trains are run by Eastern Standard time. 

D. POTTINGER. 
Chief Superintendent. 

RAmLway OFFICE, 
Moncton, N. B., Oct. 15th, 1801. 

STEAMERS. 

International Steamship Co. 

WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 

TWO TRIPS A WERK 

FOR BOSTON. 
(Bag ge Nov. 2, 

the Sieamers of this 
Company will leave St. John 
for Eastport, Portland and 
Boston every MONDAY 
and THURSDAY mornings, 
at 7.25, standard. 
Returning will leave Boston 
same days, at 8.30 a. m., and 
Portland at 5 p. m., for East- 
port and St.John. 

Connections at Eastport with stesmer for Saint 

Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen. 

Freight received daily up to § p. m. 

C. E. LAECHLER, 
Agent. 

New York, Maine, and New Brunswick 
STEAMSHIP CO. 

ST. JOHN AND NEW YORK. 
THE 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. 

WINTER SAILINGS. 
BAY OF FUNDY S. S. COY, 

(Limited). 

S. S. “City of Monticello,” 
RoBERT FLEMING, Commagder. 

ILL, on and after MONDAY, the 2nd da 
of November, sail from the Company’s 

pier, Reed’s Point, St.John, every Monday, Wed- 
nesday, and Saturday at 7.30 local time, for Digby, 
and Annapolis, returning same days sailing from An- 
napolis upon arrival of the morning Express from. 
Halifax, calling at Digby. 

These sailings will continue until further notice. 

Howarp D. Troop, President. 

Photography. 

ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY 
That has ever appeared in St. John was seen ai 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. 

OYSTERS! OYSTERS! 
Now in Stock for the Winter: 

1600 BBLS. Choice Prince Edward Island and 
North Shore 4 

OYSTERS. 
Wholesale and Retail. 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS 19 to 23 North Side King Square; J. D. TURNER. 


