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~ OUR BUTTERMAN. 
Nell says I take too much interest in the 

affairs of the servants, and she is inclined 
to laugh at me for caring so much about 
poor Lizzie. But the story seems to me as 
pathetic as if the heroine sat in silk in the 
yarlor, instead of working in calico in the 
Kitchen. 

Before 1 adopted Nellie Hay, who is my 
niece, and was left an orphan about six 

years ago, I had lived alone for several 
years, and my servants were more to me 
than mere drudges to do my work. My 
husband died within one year alter our 
marriage, leaving me independently 
wealthy, but bitterly lonely. For a long 

time 1 rented the house we had fitted up 
with loving care, to strangers, but when | 

became a middle.aged woman, 1 took pos- 
session of it again. My brothers and sis- 
ters, with whom I had made a home, first 
with one, then another, were always kind, 

and made me happy and comfortable, but 
[ was glad to have my own home, even al- 
though it was a lonely one until Nellie 
came. 

Nellie is very handsome, very much ad- 
mired, and has a good income of her own, 
so we ‘‘receive,” and go about in the live- 
liest way, and Nell says I am the younger 
of the two. She certainly has a grand, 
stately way with her, that I could never 
assume, being a chatty old lady, fond of 
company, and Nell says “far too familiar 
with the servants.” 

Lizzie was our second girl, waiting on 
the door, taking care ot the parlors and 
dining-room, and being with us more than 
Jane, who is cook. 1 do not like a man- 
servant about, though Nell has urged me to 
have one, and we do not require more than 
two servants. I do not remember exactly 
when 1 began to notice that Lizzie always 
looked particularly nice on™ Thursday 
afternoon. She was very pretty, rosy- 
cheeked, with soft, brown eyes and a pro- 
fusion of waving, curling, brown hair, that 
would not be patted or coaxed into smooth- 
ness. She was always neat, but on Thurs- 

day afternoons I noticed that if she had an 
especially pretty apron or necktie, she put 
it on just about the time John Dilmore 
came. 
John Dilmore was the farmer who sup- 

plied us with butter and eggs, chickens and 
country produce of all kinds, and John was 
young and fine-looking. His father bad 
been my *‘butterman” for years, and after 
he died, John began to come in his place. 
[ knew little about him excepting that 
when I spoke a few words of sympathy about 
his father’s death, he told me they had lived 
alone since his mother died, but that he 

had inherited a fine farm, and hoped to 
make it as profitable as his father had 
done. 

So, wken I saw Lizzie lingering at the 
door when the eggs and butter were under 
discussion ; when I found her eating red 
apples and chestnuts that I had not pur- 
chased, I only smiled to myselt and won- 
dered what sort of a farmer's wife my pretty 
city-bred servant would make. 

Nellie, who was fond of sitting at the 
front-parlor window, was rather inclined to 
ridicule the whole affair, but I would not 

let her tease Lizzie. 
“He is a handsome fellow,” Nellie said 

to me one day, *‘but outrageously rude. 
[ never saw a man stare as he does. Prob- 
ably he does not often see a silk dress, for | 

mine seems to strike him with great admir- 
ation.” 

I would not let Nellie tease Lizzie, but 
I did let her see that I had noticed John’s 
attentions, and the child was evidently 
glad to speak about it. She was an inno- 
cent girl, not more than nineteen, without 
any relative but an aunt, who kept a small 
trimming store, and who had not been kind 
to her. She shyly admitted that John had 
told her a great deal about his farm, and 

had drawn from her the whole history of 
her own life. 

“He'll tell me what pretty lady ways I 
have, ma'am, and says he supposes 1 get 

them a-watching Miss Nellie ; and he asks 
me about the work I can do, and seems 

pleased when I tell him how good you are 
to me, and how beautiful Miss Nellie sings, 
and how we set the kitchen door open to 
hear her, and how I dress her hair some- 
times, and what lovely long hair she’s got. 
John thinks it is nice for me to be with real 
ladies like Miss Nellie and you, ma'am, 
though I hope I know how to keep my 
place.” 

She ‘‘kept her place” well in every de- 
tail of her duty, but it was easy to see 
that there was a little added importance 
in her manner, as John lingered longer 
and longer on the door-step and brought 
an offering of apples or nuts every week. 

“Those two will freeze stiff some day,” 
Nell said to me, as she watched them trom 

the window, ‘‘and decorate your f{ront- 

steps with statues from life of the ‘Rustic 
Lover’ or ‘Kitchen Romance.” Lizzie's 
nose is the most brilliant crimson, and if 

her heart ¢s warm, her fingers must be 
frozen.” 

Springtime came, and John had not 
asked Lizzie to be his wife, although 1 
looked every week for some confidence 
from her of that nature. 

It was in April when she came to the 
parlor one afternoon, when John’s snowy, 
covered country-wagon had lumbered down 
the street. She was blushing brightly and 
held a note in her fingers,which she handed 
to Nellie. 
From Mr. Dilmore, miss,” she said. 
“(vive it to auntie. Here's your butter- 

man’s bill, auntie,” Nell said, tossing it to 
me. 

“Bill! I never owed him a cent,” I 
said, wonderingly ; and then I took up the 
note with the sudden thought that, per- 
haps, he considered it respecttul to ask our 
consent before proposing to Lizzie. 
The envelope was thick, white and 

smooth, and directed in a firm; manly 
hand to— 

: MISS ELLEN HAY 

I said; and Nellie “It is yours,” 
opened it. 
She had not read more than half a 

page when she sprang to her feet in a 
fury. 
“The impudent scoundrel!” she cried. 
**How dare he address me in that style! 

He ought to be handed over to the police. 
Auntie, you had better dismiss a butterman 
who writes love-letters fo your niece I” 

Lizzie, who had been listening in won- 
dering consternation, gave a cry, and be- 
fore 1 could reach her, fell full length upon 
the floor in a dead faint. : 

“Little idiot I” Nellie muttered. 
“She is not!” I cried. “Poor child! 

She has.a heart, and this handsome farmer 
has broken it. But you do not mean that 
he has really written you a love-letter P” 

“Listen!” Nellie said; and while I 
worked over poor, unconscious Lizzie, my 
niece read Johd Dilmore's letter aloud. It 
was a manly, straightforward letter, telling 
her he had watched her at the window 
and knew from Lizzie what an angel she 
was— poor Lizzie !—and telling her his in- 
come and prospects. He had received a 
college education and his father had wanted 
him to study a profession, but he preferred 
the farm-life and home. 
The only wonder was that man who 

could write such a letter could wish to 
marry a woman to whom he had never 
spoken a word. 

It was a long time before Lizzie came 
back to consciousness, and when she could 
stand she said : 

“I will go upstairs, if you please!” and 
crept away in a listless, broken-hearted 
way that filled my eves with tears. 
What Nellie wrote to the address John 

Dilmore gave in his letter, I never saw, 

but it was effectual in driving him away, if 
it did not cure his love. 

Lizzie moved about, doing her work, her 
cheeks pale, her eyes heavy, but would ac- 

cept no sympathy. 
“I see now,” she said to me, ‘‘he always 

led me to talk about Miss Nellie, but I 
thought it was because he wanted me to be 
like her, and more of a lady. He is not 
just rough, like the grocer man and the 
butcher, but polite and nice, like the gen- 

tlemen who come here to see you and Miss 
Nellie. and I thought he wanted a lady- 
like wife. 1 was just a little fool, and I 
must get over it the best I can, but, it you 
please, ma'am, I'd rather not talk about 
it * 
The first Thursday afternoon after the 

delivery of the letter, she asked permission 
to go out, but when she found John bad 
not made his weekly calls, she seemed re- 
lieved and did not try again to avoid him. 
He never came to the house again, and I 
do not think Lizzie ever saw him. How 
he bore his rejection we never knew, but 
my heart ached for the girl who had loved 
and trusted him. 

I was glad when her aunt was taken ill 
and sent for her, and I bought all my but- 
tons and pins in the little store in which 
she took her aunt’s place. But she became 
whiter and thinner, and all her pretty 
blushes and smiles were lost in a sad, gen- 

tle manner that was new to her. 
“I have a woman to wait on my aunt,” 

she told me, ‘*while I am in the store, for 
we must have the money we make here to 
live on, but I take care of her at night.” 

In the early winter she began to cough 
badly, and moved so feebly about her little 
store that it was evident she would soon 
be compelled to give up the business. 

" 

tending her aunt. 
“Overwork!” he 

worry of some kind. 

| to the old woman. 

said, briefly, *‘ and 

You had better talk 
She has money enough 

| laid by to last the rest of her life, for she | 
| cannot see another spring, and she is kill- 

as busy nearly all night.” 
“‘But, Lizzie,” I asked, ‘‘can I do noth- 

ing for her?” 
“Not unless you can persuade her aunt 

to close the store and let the girl get some 
rest. I sce you are interested, so I tell 
you that the girl's trouble is mental. She 
drives herselt about to forget some sorrow 
that is wearing on her.” 

I nodded assent. 
“You know that ?”’ he questioned. 
“Te” 
“All you can do then is to try to save 

her strength by making her aunt listen to 
reason, and when the old woman dies give 
the girl a change of scene and climate.” 

jut the 
reason until she became so 
craved Lizzie's constant presence. 
the store was closed. 

It was too late In February, when I 
carried some jelly and fruit to the invalid, 
I found Lizzie had tainted at her post again 
and again, and been sent to a hospital, 
a hired nurse taking her place. She lived 
but a week later. 

“Jt is not the work, ma'am,” she said 
the last time I saw her, *‘that’s killing 
me, but the shame. I know I ought to 
stop loving him, and I can’t. I gave him 
all the love of my heart, and it wont come 
back to me. I'm glad to die, ma’am. In 
the grave I can forget, but I never can 
while I live.” 
“She passed away quietly they told me, 

the poor little child-woman, whose love 
was as strong and pure as it she had been 
the ‘‘lady” she strove to be for the sake of 
her faithless lover. 

ill that she 

Then 

Canes Must be in Style, 

The fashion of carrying a cane is now so 
general that it is deemed one of the essen- 
tials of a gentleman's outfit. A walking- 
stick renaissance has taken place within 
the last decade in this country, although in 
Europe cane-wearing has been prevalent 
for many years. There are now spring 
and fall styles in canes, as in clothing and 
furnishings. Thestyles of spring canes 
are in lighter woods and usually of lesser 
thickness. The most popular cane of this 
year is made of English ash mounted with 
silver cap on end of crook, plain or chased, 
and horseshoe nail of silver upon the body 
just below the turn. There is a ruby, 
pearl, or sapphire set in the nail head. It 
18 a very light, graceful and distingue walk- 
ing-stick—more especially so for summer 
wear. The wood, the bark being left on 
and unvarnished, is of a gray-mould green- 
ish hue. By use and age it attains a soft 
finish and becomes rich and dark in color. 
Another cane novelty is of African dog- 
wood, resembling in beauty of tone a piece 
of chocolate—a rare and costly wood. The 
finer examples are of the knob series, have 
the owner's name in single piece of silver 
wire entwined round the stick and fastened 
with invisible rivets. It is strong, prac- 
ticable and durable.— Home Journal. 

The Parson Wanted Him. 

“You may have your gun about you 
But I'll come by the evenin’ boat, 

To knock the devil out you,” 
The old subscriber wrote. 

But the editor's head was level 
He wrote—and the thing was so— 

“My mother-in-law knocked the devil 
Out of me years ago! 

“But I showed your note to the preacher, 
And he sends this word : “Come on!’ 

He has fifty men in his church, sir, 
That he wants you to work upon!” 

— Atlanta Constitution. 

Note paper and envelopes; 3x5, 8 and 10 
cts per quire, at McArthur, 80 King st.— 
Ask to see the goods. 

IN THE NICK OF TIME. 
“‘Have you the means to support a wife ?” 

was the question which practical old Mr. 
Worth asked me when I asked kim, some- 
what over forty years ago, for his daughter 
Effie. A 

I never thought ot that, and I'm quite 

sure Effie hadn't. How to keep the kettle 

boiling was a problem far too unpoetical 
to engage the attention of two young people 
wrapped up in the contemplation of each 
other. 

But the question only needed to be put 
to prove its pertinence. Mr. Worth’s for- 
tune was moderate; mine was nothing. 
At present, I was barely able to gain my 
own livelihood. To take a wife under such 
circumstances, I was at no loss to perceive, 

would betoken either unpardonable rash- 
ness or an indelicate willingness to pension 
myself on another's bounty. 
‘My resolution was at once taken. Stam- 

mering something in reply to Mr. Worth's 
question, I bowed myself out of his pres- 
ence and sought his daughter's. 
“Your father is right,” I said to Effie. 

when 1 had told her what had passed. 
“No man bas a right to take a woman 
from her home till he has another to offer 
her. Till I am prepared to do so, farewell I 

In the gold mines of California, then 
lately discovered, I toiled and roughed it 
with the roughest. Fortune, after many 
frowns, at length began to smile upon me; 
and I hoped soon to be able to return and 
claim, without humiliation, the prize for 

which, if I had not labored as long, I had 
at least encountered more of hardship and 

| danger than the young Israelite did to win 
the choice of his heart. 

[ carefully abstained from corresponding 
with Effie. To do so before the conditions 
were fulfilled which I had prescribed to 
myself I would have looked upon as a 
breach of faith. 
Through a friend, however, with whom I 

occasionally interchanged letters, 1 learned 
in time that Mr. Worth’s affairs had be- 
come embarrassed. He had even been 
forced to borrow money from an uncon- 
scionable old usurer on the security of his 
homestead, and the exacting creditor was 
threatening to turn him out of doors. 

| I could easily spare the amount neces- 
sary to avert such a calamity, but how to 
do so without wounding the sensitiveness 
ot Effie and her father was a question of no 
small delicacy. 

I wrote to my friend, inclosing a sum 
suflicient to buy in the claim against Mr. 
Worth, with instructions to take a blank 
assignment of the bond and mortgage and 
to forward them to my address, every pre- 

I went myself to the doctor, who was at- | 

ing her niece, keeping her busy all day and | 

“old woman” would not hear | 

caution being taken to conceal my name in 
the transaction. 
My instructions were complied with,and, 

| 
| 
| 

| 

| 

in due time, I received the papers: and, 

| my good fortune continuing, it was not 
| before I felt that I might present myselt to 
Eflie’s father, prepared to answer the 

| question which had so disconeerted ‘me at 

our last meeting. 
| Iwas on my way from the mines to San 

Francisco, whence I expected to sail for 
home by the next steamer, when, one even- 

| ing, I was overtaken by a stranger riding 
in the same direction. 

People do not stop for an. introduction 
under such circumstances. I think it one 
met his “dearest foe,” as Hamlet phrases 

it, in the heart of a wilderness, old feuds 

would be forgotten, and a friendly chat 
| would spring up. 

The interchange of a few questions and 
| answers disclosed that the stranger's desti- 

| nation and my own were the same, and we 

agreed to bear each other company. Be- 
sides the pleasure of companionship, the 

| stranger vuggested we should be more se- 
cure against an attack from robbers—no 
uncommon occurrence in that region— 
than if we travelled singly. 

It was some miles to the place at which 
we proposed camping for the night, and 
darkness had already begun to set in. My 
companion and I freely exchanged experi- 
ences. He, like myself, had been a miner, 
and we both bragged a little of our suc- 
cesses. The subject was an interesting 
one to me. It made me think of Effie, and 
I had fallen into a reverie when I was 
aroused by the report of a pistol at my 
side. 

I can only remember a sharp sensation 
of pain, and seeing, as I Taw | my head, 
the hand of the assassin—no other than my 
new companion —extended toward me 
with the murderous weapon in his grasp. 

I returned to consciousness to find my- 
self taken care of by some miners, who had 
found me and carried me to their tent. It 
was weeks before I was able to resume my 
journey, and months before the San Fran- 
cisco doctor would permit me to embark 
on my homeward voyage. 
My appearance had greatly altered. My 

face was bronzed by exposure and ema- 
ciated by recent illness—to say nothing of 
the change made init by a tull beard of 
many months’ growth. 

Few of my old acquaintances, I thought, 
would recognize me. I wondered if Effie 
would. I meant to take her by surprise, 
and try the experiment, at any rate. 

It was evening when I reached my 
native village. The old innkeeper, whom 
I had known from boyhood, received me 
as a stranger. He was an authority on 
local topics, and I could not forbear put- 
ting a few questions touching the matters 
uppermost in my mind. 
“Do you know Mr. Worth, who lives 

here ?” I began. 
“John Worth ? 

ter.” 
“How is he ? I inquired.” 
‘A leetle broke, latterly,” the old man 

answered. 
“And his daughter Effie?” I went on. 
‘A nice gal, Rfie—do you know her?” 

asked the innkeeper. 
“Slightly,” I replied. 
“She's agoin’ to be married to-morrow, 

said the host. “You've come to 'tend the 
weddin’, prob’bly.” 

“Married !” i exclaimed with a start 
which must have excited the old man’s at- 
tention, had his eyes been better—*‘to 
whom ?” 

“Well, he’s a stranger lately come to 
these parts—a Mr. Garth by name—a man 
of money, they say. Him and old John 
patched it up, somehow, between them, 
though they do say Effie was dead ag’in’ it 
at the start. You see it’s b’en whispered 
she'd a sort o’ likin’ for a young chap that 
went off to Californy ; but Effie’s a good, 
bidable gal, an’ obejent to her father.’ 

I resolved to be present at that wedding. 
I do not think I contemplated openly up- 

None knows him bet- 

braiding Effie, or making a scene; but a 

strange fascination possessed me to witness 
the perfidy of her on whose faith and truth 
1 would, till now, have staked my life. 
The ceremony, I learned, was to take 

place in the little church in which I had sat 
so many Sundays, thinking of Effie’s pretty 
face, and forgetting all about the text and 
sermon. I followed the crowd as it en- 
tered. I could not see Effie’s face, but ob- 
served that she trembled violently. 
She and the bridegroom, with their at- 

tendants, took their places. The minister 
advanced to speak the words which were to 
place an impassable barrier between me 
and my life's object. A turn of the bride- 
groom's head enabled me to catch a glimpse 
of his features. Ie was the some man who 
had attempted my life! However faithless 
Effie had proved, 1 could not look on and 
behold her bound to a fate like that. 

This must proceed no further!” I ex- 
claimed, advancing and facing the nuptial 
air. 
The dastardly assassin cowered as though 

he had seen a ghost. Ie may have thought 
me one, for he had lett me for dead that 
night. 

Effie’s face was as pale as death. Stretch- 
ing out her hands appealingly : 
“Oh, say vou have come to save me!” 

she eried, in tones that stirred my heart to 
its depths. 
“Save 

sternly. 
will?” 

“I am here to shield my father against 
one who has the power to drive him forth 
homeless in his ol age,” he answered. 

A few words sufficed to explain all. My 
murder, as the reader has surmised, had 
been attempted for the purpose of robbery. 
Fortunately I had but little money about 
me, most of my gains having been previ- 
ously forwarded to a banking house in San 
Francisco. I had with me, however, Mr. 

Worth's bond and mortgage already 
spoken of, and these fell into the hands of 
the robber, who having written his name 
in the blank assignment. presented himself 
as one who had purchased the claim; and 
seeing Liflie, he had offered to make her 
hand the price of abstaining from pressing 
his rights against her father. The villainy 
had the more readily escaped detection be- 
cause of the old money-lender’s death, and 

the absence of the friend through whom I 
had taken up the claim. 

I briefly recited the facts within my 
knowledge, and the would-be bridegroom 

you from what?” 1 asked, 

**Are you not here of your own 

was conducted from the church to a 

prison. 

The little church was the scene of a 

ceremony not long afterward which went 
off, I am happy to say, without interrup- 
tion, and at which 1 was also present— 

| though not as a spectator this time. 

Master Nicholson Johnstone, 14 Elliot 

row, was the successful competitor in His- 

tory Competition No. 14. A very large 

number of correct answers were received, 

which shows what a great interest the 

young people take in these competitons. 

It has been decided to discontinue them 

until after the holidays, when the boys and 

girls fresh and bright after their summer's 

vacation, will again have an opportunity 

to compete with each other, either in 

History or some other competition. The 

following sent correct answers to questions 

No. 1B, Nicholson Johnstone, 14 

Elliott row; Iva Thorne, Indiantown; 

Bertie Hegan, Wright street; Miss Lois 

Bain, Richmond street; Maud Kavanah, 

City road; Josie Bostwick, Wellington 

row; Nellie Flaglor, Carmarthen street; 

Mamie Appleby, Bloomfield; Gertrude 
Seely, Dorchester street; Agnes Blizard, 

Orange street; Maud Cline, St. James 
street ; Glafy’s McLauchlan, Orange street ; 

Mabel Robinson, Union street; Sadie El- 

liott, Wall street ; Edith Peters, Hampton, 

N. B.; Katie Newnham, St. Stephen, N. 

B.; F. W. Cappers, West End; Mabel 

Anderson, Princess street; W. IF. Benson, 

Chatham, N. B.: Percy Smith, St. Step- 

hen, N. B.; Pauline Estey, St. James 

street ; Jessie Lawson, West End; Ella 

Pitts, Brittain street: Walter Bailey, Duke 

street ; Mamie Trites, Petitcodiac, N. B.; 

Willie Raymond, Garden street; Louis 

Barker, Germain street ; Annie Anderson, 

Milltown, N. B.; Herbert Bingay, Yar- 
mouth, N. S.; Douglas Ghest, Yarmouth, 

N. S.; Miss Marion Belyea, Greenwick, 

Kings county ; H. Sundry, Dorchester, N. 
B.; Minnie Morris, North End; Nellie 

Johnson, St. George, N. B.; Miss Nellie 

Emery, Fairville; Edith Belyea, Green- 

wick, N. B.; Sandy Murray, Collina, Kent 

county ; Ethel Johnston, West End; Edna 
Ryan, Erin street ; Miss Pauline Johnston, 

Douglas Avenue, North End. 

Answers to History Questions, No. 18. 

1. Who was Joan of Arc, and how did she gain 
the name of “Maid of Orleans?” 

Ans.—Joan of Arc was a peasant girl, who lived 

in one of the villages of France. At the head of 
the French army, she entered Orleans, drove the 

English from before the walls, defeated them in 

several battles, and restored to the French king, 

the provinces he had lost. It was by these successes 

that she gained the title of “Maid of Orleans.” 

2. What was the great ambition of Henry V'? 

Ans.—It was to obtain possession of France. 

3. In whose reign was the woolen manufacture 
brought into England? 
Ans.—During the reign of Henry I. woolen mauu- 

facture was first brought into England. 

4. What did the Domesday Book contain? 
Ans.—It contained an account of every estate in 

England, with the name of its owner, and an ac- 

count also of the cultivated land, as well as of the 

rivers, forests and lakes. 

Pearl White Teeth are indispensable to a lady. 
Use Enamelline. 

2) ST. JOH 

STEAMERS. RAILWAYS. 

STEAMER CLIFTON. 
FPVHE above Steamer will make three trips a week 

during the season, leaving Hampton MON. 
DAY, WEDNESDAY, and SATURDAY morn- 
ings, at 5 o'clock; returning from Indiantown on 
the same days, at 4 o'clock in the afternoon, stopping 
at the usual landings. 

NEW BRUNSWICK AND NOVA SCOTIA. 

BAY OF FUNDY §. §. C0. 
[LiMiTED]. 

"CITY OF MONTICELLO,” 
RosBeRT FLEMING, Commander. 

\ 7 ILL, on and after 22nd June, and until 10th 
September, sail daily, Sundays excepted, 

from the company’s pier, St. John, at 7.30 a. m. local 
time, for Digby and Annapolis; connecting at the 
former with the Western Counties railway for Yar- 
mouth, and points west; and at the latter, with the 
Windsor and Annapolis railway, for Halifax and 
points east, returning is due at St.John, at 6.30 p.m. 

HOWARD D. TROOP, 
Manager. St. John, N. B. 

For FREDERICTON, Etc. 
NTIL further notice a Steamer of this Line will 
leave Indiantown for Fredericton and all way 

landings every morning at 9 o'clock. 
Returning, will leave Fredericton at 8 o’clock 

every morning. 
The Steamers of this line connect at Fredericton 

with Steamer Florenceville, and Railways for up- 
river counties. 

SUMMER EXCURSION 

Return Tickets will be sold on Saturday for any 
point on River, good to return on Monday, one fare. 
Passengers taking these steamers and returning 

same day are entitled to one fare. 

SATURDAY NIGHT BOAT. 

Commencing Saturday June 6 a steamer of this 
line will leave Indiantown for Hampstead at 5.30 p. 
m, making all stops; returning on Monday, reaching 
Indiantown at 8.30 a. m. Trip Tickets 50 cents. 

FARES 
To Oak Point, - - $§ .40 
To Hampstead, - .50 
To Gagetown, - - 75 
To Fredericton, - 1.00 
G. F. BAIRD, J. E. PORTER, 

St. John. Indiantown. 

International Steamship Co. 

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 

DAILY LINE (=) FOR BOSTON 
gi ge June 22, 
~ and continuing until 

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

DAY, THURSDAY, and 
SATURDAY mornings, at 
7.25, standard, for Eastport 
and Boston, TUESDAY and 
for Eastport and Portland, 

3. 

FRIDAY Morning 
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 information apply to 

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

New York, Maine, and New Brunswick 
STEAMSHIP CO. 

ST. JOHN AND NEW YORK. 
FPHE S. S. “WINTHROP,” oi 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 “ WiNTaroP” having been overhauled dur- 
ing the winter, now offers first-class acccmmodation 
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. 

A. & J. HAY, 
= DEALERS IN-— 

Diamonds, Fine Jewelry, American Watches, 
French Clocks, Optical Goods, Etc. 

JEWELRY MADE TO ORDER aud REPAIRED 

76 KING STREET. 

8. BR. FOSTER & SON, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

WIRE, STEEL 
and IRON-CUT NAILS, 

And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS, 
SHOE NAILS, HUNGARIAN NATLS, Etc. 

» N. B. 

FERGUSON & PAGE 
TERE te announce to their numerous patrons, 

that they are ready for the Spring Business. 

NEW GOODS 
—_— IN — 

Watches, Jewelry, Silver Goods, 
Plated Goods, Clocks, etc, 

The finest stock to be found in the [Maritime Pro- 
vinces at 

43 KING STREET. 

CANADIAN PACIFIC 
RAILWAY. 
THE ALL RAIL LINE 

— TO 

PORTLAND, BOSTON, NEW 
YORK, Etc. 

‘THE SHORT LINE 
| PO == 

Montreal, Ottawa, 
Toronto, 

| 
| 

po all points in Canada, 
| 
| 

| 

‘the Western States §"and 
Pacific Coast, ™* 

For maps, time tables, tickets, sleeping 
car berths, and all information, apply at 
City Ticket Office, Chubb’s Corner, or gil 
Station, St.John, N.B. 5) 

Q 

RAILWAY. 
FAST EXPRESS 
ST. JOHN TO ST. STEPHEN 

in 3 hours and I5 minutes. 

B
E
 

NEW PASSENGER CARS. After June 15th, 
trains will run as follows : 

Leave St. John—Express, cast side by ferry, 7.14 
a.m.; west, 7.30. Arrive St. Stephen, 10.45 a.m. 

Accommodation, east side by ferry, 1.04fp.m.; 
west, 1.30. Arrive St. Stephen 6.05 p.m. 

Leave St. Stephen—Express 2.45 p.m; arrive St. 
John, 6 p. m. Accommodation, 7.30 a.m.; arrives 
St. John, 12.15 p.m. 

EASTERN STANDARD TIME. 

Baggage received and delivered at Moulson’s 
40 Water Strect, St. John, N. B. 

FRANK J. McPEAKE, 

June 15th, 1801. Superintendent. 

Intercolonial Railway. 

1891—Snmmer Arrangement—1691 
N and after MONDAY, 22nd JUNE, 1801, 

0 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...... eseses1100 
Fast Express for Halifax. oooiaoieeinnraanaess 14.00 
Fast Express for Quebec, Montr 

Chicago, sesessssescccs oe 16.35 
Night Express for Halifax....ccoeniene. eesses 22.30 

A Parlor Car runs each way on Express train 
leaving St. John at 7.00 o'clock and Halifax 
at 16.45 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 exeepted)16.10 
Fast Express from Chicago, Montreal and 

Quebec. iiieninnns sossese sisssrsssseesese SBD 
Accommodation from Point du Chene......... 12.65 
Day Express from Halifax «oooveencncnnennn. 18.30: 
Fast Express from Halifax..... ssssssssssecscs SHIP 

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. BLL bas 
The trains ot the Intercolonial Railway to an 

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

D. POTTINGER 
Chief Superintendent. 

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

For ONE MONTH Only. 

A great reduction 
will be made in 

Hair 
Switches 

AT THE 

ST. JOHN 

AIR STORE 
113 Charles St. 
Opp. Dufferin Hotel 

Ladies’ and Gentsy 
FINE 

WIGS, 
at the 

AMERICAN HAIR 
a 

STORE, TiriAR- 

LOTTE STREET. 

Up one flight. 

FURNITURE. 
EDROOUM Suits, Parlor Suits, Lounges, Bed 
Lounges, Tables, Chairs, Bureaus, Bedsteads,. 

Matresses, Springs, Baby Carriages, etc. 14 
Prices low as any and on casy payment if desired .. 

F. A. JONES, : : 34 Dock Street. 

WHERE ARE YOU GOING TONIGHT? 
TO KERR'S! WHAT KERR'S? 

KERR'S ICE CREAM PARLORS, ON KING STREET. 
HE MAKES DELICIOUS ICE CREAM AND ICE CREAM SODA. 

a a - 

—
~
 


