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. dressed in black. And 1 blinded him with 

NAOMI'S CAPTIVE. 
The blackbirds were whistling melo- 

diously in the bowery old orchard at the 
the back of the house ; the tiger-lilies and 
clove-pinks were in blossom under the win- 
dow, and far-off and clear, in the silence, 
you could hear the **swish, swish” of Abel 

and Matthew's scythes on the hill; and 
Naomi Russet, putting back the curls from 
her forehead, looked out on the sunny 
fields and sighed softly to herself. 

“Such a day for the Sunday-school pic- 
nic!” meditated she. “How I should like 
to have gone, it only I had possessed a 
dress fit to wear. I've never even seen 
the new minster yet, and I'm sure I could 
have played croquet as well as any girl 
there ; and the striped tents on the lawn 
would have been such fun. But I won't 
have Josie Merrill sneezing at my last 
summer's hat, and I think it would mortify 
me to death to hear Amabel Ryde laugh 
at my faded muslin dress. Ah!"—with a 
second deep sigh—*‘to think of all the 
berries I picked to buy that lovely rose- 
colored juslin, and how shockingly the 
colors washed out the very first time it 
went into the tub!” 
“Naomi !” screamed the shrill voice of 

her aunt Russet from the stairs above, 

‘are them tarts baked ?” 
‘Baked and cooling on the window-sill,” 

said Naomi with pardonable pride. 
“Twelve of them. Real beauties, too.” 
She looked with an artist's eye on the 

tender, dainty little tarts, where the deep, 
wine-crimson of the raspberries blushed 
beneath a delicate network of flaky crust; 
for Aunt Russet had ‘‘work-people” to 
board in the haying season, and these same 
sons of the soil had a very fair idea of what 
good board meant. 

“How's the custards?” said Aunt Rus- 
set. 

«Just gone into the oven,” answered 
Naomi. 

“Well, when they're done, put in the 
meat-pie,” directed Mrs. Russet. ‘And 
run out and pick the peas and look if the 
summer-cabbage is big enough to pull ;and 
mind you don’t forget to take a good-sized 
piece of pork out of the brine to cook with 
the boiled beef.” 

Naomi frowned to herself in the seclusion 
of the cool kitchen until her black brows 
nearly met. 
“Pork !" said she to herself in what 

would have been a soliloquy had she been 
dramatically inclined. **And peas! And 
bread to bake! Oh, dear, why wasn’t I 

born a lady. so that I might have been 
playing croquet under a striped tent, this 

morning, instead of cooking dinner for my 

aunt’s boarders!” 
And flinging a blue gingham sun-bonnet 

over her black curls, Naomi left the cup- 
custards beside the raspberry tarts and 
flitted out into the garden, here stopping 

to smell of a scarlet-velvet cluster of sweet- 
williams, there gathering a tuft of silver- 

green love-in-a-mist, until at last she set- 
tled down before the high hedge ot marrow- 
tat giants, while the pea-pods rattled 
merrily down into her tin milk-pan like a | 
shower of green hail. 

There 1s nothing in the occupation of 
vps, peas to forbid thought. And as 
Naomi worked on, she dreamed a bright, 

impossible dream, wherein she had escaped 
from toil, drudgery, all dwarfing details, 
and stretched the wings of her soul in | 
yo air. 

‘or Naomi Russet had been educated 
for a teacher. Her artistic nature had been 
cherished, her intellect had been fostered ; 
and then came death, poverty, desolation, 

and all her hopes had ended in her aunt 
Russet’s farm-kitchen ! 
And still Naomi did not despair. For 

the possibilities in youth's calendar are in- 
finite—and she was only eighteen! 
At length, glancing up from her swift 

occupation, she saw a tall figure stride 
down the sheltered lane that led to the 
kitchen-door, enter it, pause a second and 
glance furtively around, and then—oh, 
horror of horrors !—gather up all the golden 
custards, the circlets of wine-red rasp- 
berries into a basket on his arm! 
“It’s a thiet!” was the thought which 

flashed instantaneously through her brain. 
Dropping her pan of peas on the ground— 
for our little heroine was not deficient in 
the spirit of her revolutionary grand- 
mothers—she swung herself swiftly over 
the garden wall, and jumping into the low 

| end—who can tell ? 

kitchen window, had flung her shawl over 
the intruder’s head before he was even 

aware of her presence. Opening the cellar 
door, which was close by, she pushed him 

down the stairs, and then, drawing the out- 

side bolt, she paused for breath. 

“Aunt Russet!” she shrieked up the 
stairs, ‘‘come down quick with the old 
musket, and keep guard on this robber | 
until I call Mat and Abel from the field.” 
“What!” screamed Aunt Russet. *‘A | 

—robber an | 

“I caught him in the very act of stealing | 

my tarts and custards!” explained breath- | 
less Naomi. **A decent looking man, too, 

my shawl and pushed him down cellar!” 
“(ood land of liberty !” ejaculated Mrs. 

Russet, as she came stiffly down the stairs, 

carrying the old musket extended at arm’s 
length, as if afraid that it might take a 
fancy to explode prematurely. ‘Well, 
Meliss Megley did say something at the 
sewin'-circle, yesterday about there bein’ 
tramps around, but we live so kind of out- 
o’-the-way here that I didn’t trouble much 
about it. Run, Naomi, as fast as you can, 

for if he bangs ag'in’ the cellar-door while 
you are gone | know 1 shall drop down 
dead with fright !” 
Away sped Nzxomi, fleeter than any 

Atalanta, through the bloomy sedges, 
across the fallen tree which spanned the 
brown-waved trout-brook, and up the hill 
to where Matthew and Abel were cutting 
down long swaths of fragrant grass. 
“Boys!” she cried, breathlessly, “I've 

caught a tramp! Come! Make haste! 
He's down cellar! And your mother is 
watching the door with your father’s old 
musket. 

Abel dropped his scythe ; Matthew held 
his in mid-air, glittering and sharp, as if 
he meant to cut somebody’s head off. And 
then they started full run down the hill, 
with Naomi still leading the van. 

“Mother, give me the musket!” said 
Matthew, as he reached the cellar-door, 
flushed and out of breath. ‘Open the 
door, Abel! I'll soon settle this villain!” 
While Mrs. Russet got behind the stairs, 

and Naomi, thrilled with the righteous 
ride of conquest, stood at the locked 
itchen-door, so that the flying captive 

might be deprived even of that apparently 
impracticable means of egress. 

| is often handicapped by the deposit on it: 
| and the least exertion throws them into a 

'arily from certain constituents in the 

Slowly, cautiously, as befitted the stress 

Be rr wr - Be 

Sie dad Mae a -- Be WOMB 

FRITH RE APRA SOAR Pi NOE 

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 21, 1891. 

of the moment, Matthew Russet opened the 
door. 
“Now, then,” said he, ‘come out here, 

or I'll. know the reason—Why!” suddenly 
changing his tone, “it's Mr. Maddex! It’s 
the new minister! I beg ten thousand 
pardons, sir. 1° don't see how this can 
possibly have happened! Naomi, child, 
come here.” 
“Oh. no offense in the world,” said the 

tall, pleasant-looking culprit, emerging 
from the damp cell, with the plaid shawl 
picturesquely draped over one shoulder 
and the condemnatory basket still on his 
arm. ‘‘It was a little sudden, just at first, 
and I'm afraid the tarts that Mrs. Crum- 
bleton sent me for are crushed into ‘pi’— 
but there has evidently been a misunder- 
standing somewhere. No doubt, things 
can be explained satisfactorily.” 
“Mrs. Crumbleton !” echoed Mrs. Rus- 

set, “why, Mrs. Crumbleton lives in the 
next house. where there's a bay-window 
and three Gothic chimneys.” 

Mr. Maddex made a laughing gesture of 
dismay. 
“Then,” said he, ‘‘the mistake is mine. 

We didn’t have enough good things for the 
little folks’ table, you see, and so we all 
went foraging—the church-warden, Mr. 

Dale, the two Steelkirkes and I. And I 

was detailed in this direction where, un- 
fortunately, I was not quite sure as to the 
localities. Mrs. Crumbleton told me to 
come to her pastry-room and take posses- 
sion of whatever I could find. And I sup- 
posed I was acting up to the spirit of her 
behest. 1 am sure I beg pardon, if—" 
But here Naomi came forward, blushing, 

shame-faced, a thousand times more beau- 
titul, had she but known it, than ever she 
had been before. 

“It was all my fault,” she said nervously 
wringing her hands. ‘All my awkward- 
ness. Please, Mr. Maddex, forgive me!” 
The clergyman looked placidly upon her 

confused face. What a dryad it was, what 
a rose-faced wood-nymph, with rings of 
silken jet shading her forehead and deep 
eyes fringed with long, black lashes. 
“Do you suppose,” said he, pleasantly, 

“that I bear malice for the merest mistake 
in the world? We are friends ; let us shake 
hands upon it.” 
And then Naomi felt consoled. 
After all, the tarts were not injured, al- 

though the cup custards were badly dam- 
aged. Naomi and Abel walked as far as 
the highroad with the young clergyman,and 
they all got to laughing over the mishap of 
that morning, like three school-children. 
“The prettiest and most poetic face in 

the parish!” said Mr. Maddex to himself, 
as he pursused his solitary way toward the 
picnic-ground, after they had left him. 
“It was worth being shut down cellar to 
see the look of awe and self-reproach steal 
over the brow and lips! [I'll make a 
sketch of her, as soon as I can get to my 
study.” 
From which soliloquy it may be inferred 

that Mr. Maddex was not at all unfavor- 
ably impressed by the country maiden. 
And Naomi? 
“I never was so ashamed in my life!” 

she thought, as she picked up the emerald 
avalanche of pea-pods on the garden-path. 
“Nor yet so happy !” 

Poor, pretty Naomi! She had not yet 
learned that none of life’s honeyed draughts 
are entirely devoid of bitterness. And she 
did not know that she had taken Mr. Mad- 
dex captive twice that day—once in body 
and once iu spirit ! 

It was the beginning of a romance. The 

PUTTING ON FLESH. 

People Who do So Are Not to Be Con- 
gratulated. 

The undue accumulation of fat in the 
subcutanzous tissues and around the inter- 
nal organs is not only an inconvenience, 
but a’ diseased process. In perfect health, 
with proper diet and a reasonable amount 
of work, the percentage ot tat ought not to 
exceed about five per cent. of the body 
weight (Burdach), and more than this 
indicates a departure from the healthy 
metabolism of the organism. It shows 
that the constructed forces are working in 
a wrong direction, and the energy which 
is used in the useless storing up of fat 
leaves the other tissues and organs in want. 
Consequently the adult man or woman who 
is *‘putting on flesh,” is not generally to be 
congratulated. 

Fat people are less able to resist the 
attacks of disease or the shock ot injuries 
and operations than the moderately thin. 

In ordinary every-day life they are at a 
decided disadvantage; their respiratory 
muscles cannot so easily act; their heart 

perspiration. 
This last fact is curiously misunderstood ; 

it is almost universally looked upon as an 
actual ‘*melting” of the subcutaneous fat, 
and is considered to be nature’s method ot 
getting rid of the superfluity. But this is 
not correct, for in spite of its greasy ap- 
pearance, sweat only contains a trace of 
fatty matter, rarely more than 0.1 per 
cent, and this comes, of course, from the 

cells of the sudoriparous glands, and prim- 

blood. 
A person whose limbs and body are cov- 

ered with adipose tissue is in the position 
of a man carrying a heavy burden and too 
warmly clothed. How great this burden 
can become may be seen by the effects of 
a sharp illness, which sometimes gets rid 
of this abnormal material at the rate of two 
or three stone in as many months, or even 
weeks. It is, in fact, the exertion,causing 
increased circulation in the skin, and con- 
sequently increased filtration into the sweat 
glands, which makes the perspiration, not 
the dissolving of the fat, which is practi- 
cally untouched.—7"he Hospital. 

The Pedagogue’s Wooing. 

The pedagogue among his pupils had 
A maiden fair. 

He loved her; who would not? Her eyes were soft, 
And turned to his with saucy glance tull oft; 
And when his tiresome Latin put her out 
Her Jesty lips were all too prone to pout; 
He longed to kiss them—Ilove had made him mad— 

But did not dare. 

One morn he met her on the way to school, 
The hour was late ; 

But wait he would not, could not. Thus he sighed : 
“Sweet maid, I prithee, be my beauteous bride! 
Already hast thou marked, nor need I tell, 
That I have loved thee long and passing well ; 
Nor time nor absence can my passion cool; 

Let’s conjugate !”’ 

“Ah!” with arch modesty replied the fair, 
“That would be fine; 

But ’tis imposible, for, as thou know’st, 
Small stock of learning can thy pupil boast, 
The first declension now absorbs my thought; 
The verb I have not yet at all been taught, 
1 cannot ~~ 1 all I may dare 

s to decline!” 

THE WAITING JULIET. 
The house in question was what Peter 

the Scholar (who corrects my proot-sheets) 
calls one of the rusinurby sort—the front 
facing a street and the back looking over a 
turfed garden, with a lime-tree or two, a 
laburnum, and a lawn-tennis court marked 
out, its white lines plain to see in the star- 
light. At the end of the garden, a door, 
painted dark green, led into a narrow lane 
between high walls, where, if two persons 

met, one had to turn sideways to let the 
other pass. The entrance to this lane was 
cut in two by a wooden post about the 
height of your hip, and just bevond this, in 
the highroad, George was “waiting for us 
with the dog-cart. 
We had picked the usual time—the din- 

ner-hour. It had just turned dark and the 
church clock, two streets away, was chim- 
ing the quarter after eight, when Peter and 
I let ourselves in by the greendoor I spoke 
of, and felt along the wall for the gar- 
dener’s ladder that we knew was hanging 
there. A simpler job there never was. 
The bedroom window on the flrst floor 
stood right open to the night air; and in- 
side was a faint candle light flickering, just 
as a careless maid will leave them after her 
mistress has gone down to dinner. To be 
sure, there was a chance ,of her coming 
back to put them out; but we could hear 
her voice going in the servants’ hall as we 
_— the ladder and rested it against the 
sill. 

*‘She’s good for half-a-hour yet,” Peter 
whispered, holding the ladder while I be- 
gan to climb; ‘*but it I hear her voice stop, 
I'll give the signal to be cautious.” 

I went up softly, pushed my head gently 
above the level of the sill, and looked in. 

It was a roomy place, with a great half 
tester bed, hung with curtains, standing 
out from the wall on my right. The cur- 
tains were of chintz, a dark background, 
with flaming red poppies sprawling over it ; 
and the further curtain hid the dressing- 
table, and the candles upon it and the jew- 
el-case that I confidently hoped to stand 
upon it also. A bright Brussels carpet 
covered the floor, and the wall paper, I re- 
member—though, for the lite ot me, I can- 
not tell why—was a pale gray ground, 
worked up to imitate watered silk, with 
sprigs of gilt honeysuckle upon it. 

I looked round and listened for half a 
minute. The house was still as death up 
here—not a sound in the room or in the 
passage beyond. With a nod to Peter to 
hold the ladder firm, I lifted one leg over 
the sill, then the other, dropped my feet 
carefully upon the thick carpet, and went 
quickly round the bed to the dressing- 
table. 

But at the corner, and as soon as ever I 
saw round the chintz curtain, my knees 
gave way, and I put out a hand to the bed 
post. 

Before the dressing-table and in front of 
the big glass in which she could see my 
white face, was an old lady seated. 
Ske wore a blaze of jewels and a low 

gown, out of which rose the scraggiest neck 
and shoulders I have ever looked on. Her 
hair was thick with black dye and fastened 
with a diamond star. Between the two 
candles the powder showed on her cheek- 
bones like flour on a miller’s coat. Chin 
on hand, she was gazing steadily into the 
mirror before her, and even in my fright, I 
had time to note that a glass of sherry and 
a plate of rice and curry stood at her ¢lbow 
among the rouge-pots and powder puffs. 

While I stood stock-still and pretty well 
scared out of my wits, she rose, still star- 
ing at my image in the glass, folded her 
hands modestly over her bosom, and 

spoke, in a deep, tragical voice. 
“The prince !” 
Then, facing sharply round, she held 

out her thin arms. 
“You have come—at last ?” 
There was not much to say to this ex- 

cept that I had. Sol confessed it. Even 
with the candles behind her, 1 could see 
her eyes glowing like a dog's, and an 
uglier poor creature this world could 
scarcely show. 

‘Is the ladder set against the window ?” 
“Since you seem to know, ma'am,” said 
Lm.” 
“Ah, Romeo! Your cheeks are ruddy 

—your poppies are too red.” 
“Then I'm glad my color's come back; 

for, to tell the truth, you did give me a 
turn just at first. You were looking for 
me, no doubt n 

“My prince!” She stretched out her 
arms again, and, being pretty well at my 
wits’ end, I let her embrace me. It has 
been so long,” she said; ‘‘oh, the weary 
while! And they illtreat me. Where 
have you been all this tedious time ?” 

I was not going to answer that, you may 
be sure. By this, I had recovered myself 
sufficiently to guess what was near the 
truth—that this was a mad aunt of the 
family below, and that the game was in 
my hands it I played with decent care. 
So I met her question wit another. 
“Look here.” I said; “I am running 

a considerable risk in braving these per- 
secutors of your’n. Hadn't we better 
elope at once ?” 

“I am ready.” 
“And the jewels ? You won't leave them 

to your enemies. I supppose.” 
She turned to the dressing-table, lifted 

her jewel-case, and put it into my hands. 
“I am ready.” she repeated; *‘‘let us be 

quick and stealthy as death.” 
She followed me to the window, and, 

looking out, drew back. 
“What horrible, black depths !” 
“It's as easy.” said I, “as pie. You 

could do it on your head—look here.” 1 
climbed out first and helped her, setting 
her feet on the rungs. We went down in 
silence, I choking all the way at the sight 
of Peter below, who was looking with his 
mouth open and his lips too weak to meet 
on the curses and wondernment that rose 
from the depths of him. When I touched 
turf and handed him the jewel-case, he 
took it like a man in a trance. 
We put the ladder back in its place and 

stole over the turf together. - But outside 
the garden door Peter could stand no more 
of it. 

“I've a firearm in my pocket,” whis- 
pered he, pulling up, “and I'm going to 
fire it off to relieve my feelings, ii you 
don't explain here and now. Who, in 
pity’s name is she ?” 
“You mug— she’s the Original Sleeping 

Beauty. I'm eloping with her, and you've 
got her jewels.” 

“Pardon me, Jem,” he says, in his 
gentlemanly way, “if I don’t quite see. 
Are you taking her off to melt her or 
marry her? For how to get rid of her 
else —” 
The poor old creature had halted, too, 

three paces ahead ot us, and waited while 
we whispered, with the moonlight, that 
slanted down into the lane, whitening her 
bare neck and flashing on her jewels. 
“One moment,” I said, and stepped for- 

ward to her; ‘you had better take off 
those ornaments here, my dear, and give 
them to my servant to take care of. There's 
a carriage waiting for us at the end of the 
lane, and when he have stowed them un- 
der the seat we can climb in and drive 
off —" 

“T'o the end of the world—to the very 
rim of it, my hero.” 

She pulled the gems from her ears, hair, 
and bosom, and handed them to Peter,who 
received them with® a bow. Next she 
searched in her pocket and drew out a tiny 
kev. Peter unlocked the case, and, hav- 
ing carefully stowed the diamonds inside, 
locked it again, handed back the key, 
touched his hat, and walked off toward the 
dog cart. 
“My dearest lady,” 1 began, as soon as 

we were alone between the high walls, “if 
the devotion of a life a 
“Her bare arm crept into mine. “There 

is but a little time left for us in which to 
be happy. Year after year I have marked 
off the almanac; day by day I have watch- 
ed the dial. I saw my sisters married,and 
my sisters’ daughters; and still I waited. 
Each had a man to love her and tend her, 
but none had such a man as I would have 
chosen. There were none like you, my 
prince.” 
“No, I dare say not.” 
“Oh, but my heart is not so cold. Take 

my hand—it is firm and strong; touch my 
lips—they are burning —" 
A low whistle sounded at the top of the 

lane. As I took her hands I vg ed her 
back, and, turning, ran for my life. I sup- 
ose that, as I ran, I counted forty before 
er scream came, and then the sound of 

her feet pattering after me. 
She must have run like a demon; for I 

was less than ten yards ahead when Peter 
caught my waist and pulled me up on to 
the back seat of a dog-cart. And before 
George could set the horse going her hand 
clutched at the flap on which my feet rest- 
ed. It missed its grasp, and she never got 
uear enough again. But for half a minute 
I looked into that horrible face following 
us and working with silent rage; and for 
half a mile at least I heard the platter of 
her feet in the darkness behind. Indeed, 
I can hear it now.—Memoirs of aretired 
burglar. 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

The day will come when God will judge 
over again all those things that are judged 
amiss.— Bernard. 

Fellow's Dyspepsia Bitters is not a new 
remedy. It has been known in this country 
over filty years. 

The test of every religious, political, or 
educational svstem, is the man that it 
forms.— Amiel. 

“Listed,” as the brokers say, at a “100 
Doses One Dollar,” Hood's Sarsaparilla is 
always a fair eqaivalent for the price. 

Little minds are tamed and subdued by 
misfortune, but great minds rise above is. 
— Washington Irving. 
Other Cough Medicines have had their 

day, but Puttner’s Emulsion has come to 
stay, because its so nice and so good. 

The test of your christian character 
should be that you are a joy-bearing angel 
to the world. — Beecher. 
Do not drench yourself with vile drugs 

when so pleasant a remedy for kidney and 
bowel troubles can be found in the Wilmot 
Spa Springs Mineral Waters. 

“‘Home again,” said the Postmaster to 
the returning stamp clerk. “Yes, back to 
my old stamping ground,” and he took his 
place at the window. 
A clear delicious table drinking water 

is the Wilmot Spa Water, yet it cures 
many forms of stubborn diseases; Witness 
certificates ; send for pamphlet. 

“I never got near your factory” said a 
traveller to the manager of Kerr Evapor- 
ated Vegetables business ‘‘without taking 
a dozen packages to my wife who always 
wants it in the house.” 

Men and women prematurely gray and 
whose hair was falling, are enthusiastic in 
praising Hall's Hair renewer for restoring 
the colour and preventing baldness. 

Easy to use, pleasent and agreeable is 
the verdict of all who have used Nasal Balm 
and better still, there is no case of cold in 
the head or catarrh that it will not cure. 

Many women suffer in silence from the 
troubles peculiar to their sex rather than 
consult a physician. Let them try Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills and they will no longer 
feel life a burden. 

Do you want to make wash day a 
pleasure? Do you wish to keep your 
hands nice and soft? Then you will buy 
Lessive Phenix that is the new washing 
solutive that makes the water soft, and 
makes the white clothes whiter, and that 

cleans brass and glassware, and windows, 
and, in fact about everything. It won't 
cause injury to anything. After a few 
washings you will be astonished at the 
immense improvement in your clothes. 
Ask your grocer for ‘‘Lessive Phenix.” 

Are You Biuious? 
THEN USE \ 

ARSON 
PILLS. 

“Best Liver Pill Made” 
Positively cure BILIOUSNESS and SICK HEADACHE, 
all Liver and Bowel Complaints, Put up in Glass Vials. 
Thirty in a bottle, one a dose. They expel all Snpnases 

from the blood. Delicate women find great benefit from 
using them. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail for 
stamps ; 25 cts.; five bottles $1.00. Full iculars free, 

18 JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass, 

JOHNSON’S 

Anodyne Liniment. 

Ue ANY OTH 
For INTERNAL as much as EXTERNAL use. 

ORIGINATED 

By an Old Family Physician. 
Dropped on Sugar, Children Love 

to take it for Croup, Colds, Sore Throat, Cramps, Pains. 

Stops Inflammation in body or limb, like magic. Cures 

Co ey Asthma, Catarrh, Colic, Cholera Morbus, Rheu- 
matic Pains, Neuralgia, Lame-Back, Stiff Joints, Strains. 
ustrated Book free. Price, 35 cents; six $200. Sold by 

sts. 1. 8. JOANSON & CO., Boston, Mass. 

STEAMERS. RAILWAYS. 

steamer Clifton. 
OMMENCING the 1st October, this Steamer 
will leave Indiantown Wharf at 3 o’clock, p. m., 

on Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdays. 

International Steamship Co. 

WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 

TWO TRIPS A WERK 

FOR BOSTON. 
Ea Ee Nov. 2, 

the S eamers 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 steamer for Saint 

Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen. 

Freight received daily up to 5 p. m. 

C. E. LAECHLER, 
Agent. 

‘A WEEK'S HOLIDAY 
— To —— 

BOSTON for $3.00 
yg Boston, Halifax, and Prince Edward Island 

Line of Steamships offer 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 yg 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. 1., calling at Halifax and 
Port Hawkesbury each way. 
The marvellously low rate ($3) from Halifax to 

Boston is the I of any of the lines —— 
out of Boston, and the accommodation by the B. H. 
and P. E. I. steamers is po 
For freight or passage, apply to 

. J As. F. PHELAN & SoN, 
Phelan’s Wharf, 

Halifax, N. S- 
R. B. GARDENER, — 
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 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, aud New Bruuswick 
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. ~t. 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. CO'Y. 

(Limited). 

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

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. 

‘Chamois Skins! 
NEW STOCK. 

Large and Soft. Splendid Value. 

R. W, MCCARTY, - = Druggist, 
185 Un1ox StreET, ST. JOHN, N. B. 

Hotel and Farm For Sale. 
TEAS valuable property known as ‘“MORTI- 

MORE ARMS,” one mile from Weldford 
Station, I. C. R., and one quarter of a mile 
from the Miller Tanning Extract Company's 
Works. The house is one and one-half stories, 
with L, and contains 14 rooms. Large stable 
and convenient and ample outbuildings — all in 
good repair. A valuable vegetable garden on the 
premises. The farm contains 40 acres of land, nearl 
all cleared, and in a high state of cultivation, an 
produced last year 30 tons of hay, besides grain and 
vegetable crops. 

joining the above is a lot ot 48 acres, prin. 
cipally woodland. 
As a country hotel site, with a good farm attached, 

the above presents a chance rarely met. Terms 
easy. 
For furthr r particulars address : 

MRs. WILLIAM GRAHAM, 
Weldford, P. O., 

Kent Co. iN. B. 

ANADIAN 
PACIFIC RY. 

Popular 
One Way 

Parties 
cnaPO THE e— 

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

Oct. 28; 
Nov. 11, 25; 

Dec. 9. 283, 
1891. 

For further particulars enquire of Railway Ticket 
Agents. 

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

St. Jonn, N. B. 

Intercolonial Railway, 

1891—Winter Arrangement—1892 
N AND AFTER MONDAY, th & 
October, 1891. the trains will riz’ Nily (Sun- 

day excepted) agdollows :— 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN 
Day Express for Halifax and Campbellton.... 7.05 

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL. 

Accommodation for Point du Chenes..vvvuns.. 10.30 
Fast Exvress for HalifaX...oveevveennns. veess 14.00 
Express for SusseX.euieeereeeeasns sesscsncsee . 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 for 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..eieeeiriseeannns, cesece 
Fast Express from Quebec and Montreal 

(excepted Monday).cecececsecssssconsose 
Accommodation from Point du Chene......... 12.66 
Day Express from Halifax «.ovvvvvnniiinnnn, 19.20 
Fast Express from HalifaX.....ce0uuee eesesess 22.30 

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

All trains are run by Eastern Standara time. 

D. POTTINGER 
Chief Superintendent. 

RAmLwAy OFFICE, 
Moncton, N. B., Oct. 15th, 1891. 
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ahy, Look at the 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 Joh, 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 

i in EVERY style. 

THE CANADA 

SugarRefining Go 
(LIMITED). " 

MONTREATIL, 
Offer For Sale all Grades of Refined 

Sugars i Syrups 
Of the Well-known Brand of 

Certificate of Strength and Purity: 
CHEMICAL LABORATORY, 

Medical Faculty, McGill University. 

To the Canada Sugar Refining Company. 
GENTLEMEN,—I have taken and tested a sample 

of your “EXTRA GRANULATED" Sugar, and 
find that it yielded OO .88 per cent of pure sugar. 
It is practically as pure and good a sugar as canbe 

G. P. GIRDWOOD.Y 

: 
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