
© LITTLE WATTS. 
No matter how cold or stormy it was, 

Little Watts was always waiting for his 
papers, in front of the Daily Leader office, 
at half-past four in the morning. 

It was often stormy and always cold at 
that hour, in the thriving and populous 
Rock Mountain mining town in which the 
Leader was published ; and Little Watts 
lived a mile from the officein a poor 
wooden house near one of the great mines. 

I met him one morning hurrying down 
the stony, deserted, unlighted street. The 
wind was blowing keen and cold; the air 
was filled with fine, sleety snowflakes; and 
I thought, when I saw Little Watts, that 
the fates had not been kind to the boy. or 
he would have been warm and snug in bed 
at home at that hour. 

But the Leader was published every 
morning, and Little Watts had regular 
customers at whose doors he left his papers 
before he hurried away to the early morn- 
ing trains. 
He was only twelve years old, and small 

for his years; and he would never be much 
larger or stronger. A great hump be- 
tween his narrow shoulders told a sorrow- 
ful story of a fall down a long flight of 
tenement-house stairs, when he was only 
two years old. 

It was often my duty to count out to the 
boys the papers as they came from the 
ras This is how I happened to know 
ttle Watts. 
His name was Clarence, but I never 

heard him called by any other name than 
Little Watts. 

I remember when I saw the boy and 
heard his name for the first time. It was 
the first morning I gave the papers out to 
the boys. The Leader that morning con- 
tained one of the matters of important news 
that always increases the demand for the 
papers, and the moment the office door was 
open the newsboys came pushing and 
scrambling in, each eager to be first. 
Suddenly the largest of the boys—a low- 

browed, thick-lipped, stocky fellow—began 
to beat the other boys back. 

“(yit back, fellers!” he shouted. “Git 

back, I tell ye! ye're scrougin’ the life out 
o' Little Watts! Ye know he allus gits his 
papers first. a Git back, now! 

The other boys tell back, and out from 

among them came Little Watts, bearing 
evidence of having been pretty severely 
*‘scourged.” 

His hat had fallen off, and he limped as 
he struggled forward. The rough boy who 
had befriended him, in a way so surprising 
to me, found his hat and put it on the boy's 
head, while he said : 

“Aint hurt, are ye. Wattsy? No? 

Well, that's good. Git yer papers now, 
and light out, for they'll go like hot cakes 
this morning.” 
There stood, next to the house in which 

[ boarded, a small house containing two or 
three rooms, which had not been occupied 
for several weeks. 
One evening, as I went home, I saw 

cheap paper shades at the windows of this 
little tenement. Smoke was rising from 
the chimney. and on the step of the open 
door sat Little Watts, playing on a har- 
monica. 
The door was within three foot of the 

do, Little Watts? 
here ?7 

“Yes, sir.” 
“Then we shall be neighbors. 1 

next door,” 

“I'm glad of it, sir,” said Little Watts, 
politely. 
“You must come in and 

time,” I said. 
books, and you may use any that you like 
to read.” 

A small, thin-faced woman 
door, and looked inquiringly from me to 
Little Watts. 
He rose and said, “Mother, this is Mr. 

Hart of the Leader. You've heard me 
speak about him.” 
‘So I have,” said Mrs. Watts, quickly. 

“The Leader folks are real good to my 
boy, sir. He tells me about it, and I'm 
very much obliged.” 
The window of my room looked out upon 

the house which the Watts family occupied. 

sec me 

A day or two after their arrival I was sit- | Jor : : : 
: | stood a shining upright piano, with a stool 

| of crimson velvet before it. 
ting in my open window. The windows 
of the other i were also open, and 

through them came the sound of some one 
singing in a wonderfully clear and sweet 
voice. I laid down my book to listen. 
The words came distinct and beautiful: 
Flow gently, Sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise. 

Could it be Little Watts singing in such 
a voice ? While I looked and listened, I 
saw Little Watts coming from a well at | - 

bodily strength had been as great as the back of the house with a pail of water. 
I could not restrain my curiosity. As he 

came near my window I asked, “Who is 

that singing ?” 
“My sister Elise,” he answered, eagerly, 

his face beaming. 
“She has a wonderful voice,” I said. 
“Hasn't she though?” exclaimed Little 

Watts, with more enthusiasm than I had 
ever before seen in him. 

“Ind you ever hear any of those big 
singers?” he went on. 

wd {Vg 
“Can they sing any better than she 

can?” 
“Well, they are much older than your 

sister, and of course they are highly 
trained. How old is your sister?” 

“Sixteen.” 
Before many days I and others in our 

neighborhood sat in the scantily furnished 
living-room of Mrs. Watts’ house, and 
heard Elise sing. 

Mrs. Watts was a widow, and Elise and 
Clarence were her only children. A small 
wension partly supplied their wants, and 
Mrs. Watts and Elise took in plain sewing 
when they could get it; but Little Watts’ 
earnings from the sale of his papers were 
the chief source of income. 

It seemed to me that they might live a 
little more comfortably ; but one day Little 
Watts confided a secret to me. 
“We're saving for Elise,” he said. 

‘She's going to be a big singer some day, 
after she’s gone away and studied and had 
a chance. [’m saving up for that.” 

This was the reason why Little Watts 
wore such shabby clothes, and this was why 
their home was so poor and bare, and their 
table so scantily supplied. This was why 
Little Watts walked the streets in all kinds 
of weather, crying his papers at an hour 
when other boys slept. 
One, two years passed. I was still in 

the Leader office. Little Watts still came 
before daylight for his papers, and was call- 
ed Little Watts still, for he was not notice- 
ably larger or stronger than when I saw 

tJ 

street, and 1 stopped to say, ‘How do you | ens a terribly stormy 

Are you going to live | now. 

| ence with him before. 

live | the first one many a morning worse than 

some | 
“I have a good many | 
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him first. He still lived next door to my 
own home, and—Elise was going away. 

She had been singing in church choirs 
and at concerts, and some ladies who had 
become interested in her, but who were 
unable to lend her money for her study, had 
iven her a benefit concert, which the 

had widely advertised without 
charge on account of Little Watts. 
But most of the money that was to pay 

for Elise’s two years of study in the Last 
had been or would be earned by Little 
Watts. 

*‘But when I come back he shall work no 
more,” Elise said to me, with the tears in 
her eyes. “I shall earn it then, and he 
shall go to New York to study drawing and 
engraving. He's so eager to learn it, you 
know, but he won't say much about it or, 
even think about it until I begin to earn 
money.” 
"Quite a little company of us went to the 

station to see Elise off. Of course Little 
Watts was there. His large eyes were 
shining through their tears, and his white 
face wreathed in smiles, though I knew his 
heart ached with sorrow at the thought of 
two years without her. 

But the boy cried his papers just as 
loudly and cheerily as ever next day—the 
Leader in the morning, when day was 
breaking, and the 7%Ymes at night when the 
day was done. 

I often met him hurrying around the 
corners of almost deserted streets, or pay- 
ing a last visit to the hotels, where he 
hoped to sell another paper at an hour 
when all other newsboys had gone home. 

Every paper he sold counted, not for 
himselt, but for Elise. He and his mother 
lived upon the pension and her sewing. 

Every month a draft to the amount of all 
of Little Watt's earnings went to New 
York to Elise, and every week she wrote 
encouraging letters of what her teachers 
said about her voice, and of her hopes for 
the future. 

“I knew they'd have to say her voice 
wasn't anything common,” Little Watts 
said proudly to me, when the first of her 
letters came. ‘‘1 knew she'd astonish ’em !” 

Twice the mountains changed from green 
to white and from white to green. They 
were changing to white again when Elise 
wrote the letter that told when she could 
start for home. 

Little Watts brought me the letter to 
read. 

““I shall reach home about the last day of 
October,” she wrote. “You need not send 
me any more money—I am afraid you have 
sent me too much now. It is time for me 
to begin paying it back to you. You must 
be here next year, and I at home working 
and earning money for you. If I'mnot too 
tired, I shall sing for you and mother the 
very night I come—I'm so anxious to 
show you how well your money has been 
spent!” 
She was delayed a little, and came on 

the third day ot November. it was on the 
afternoon of the first day of that month 
that the man whose duty it now was to give 
out the papers said to me: 

Little Watts didn't show up for his 
pr this morning. It’s the first morning 
1e’s failed to come since I've been here. | 
wonder if he’s sick.” 
“Not that I know of,” I replied. 

morning, 

“Jt 

you 

“The weather has never made any differ- 
He's been on hand 

this. Poor little chap! How he's escaped 
pneumonia as long as he has is a wonder to 
me.” 
The sun had not shone for three days. 

First rain and then snow had {fallen arly 
all the time. A fierce, cold wind had 
swept down from the mountains. The 

| barren tc 1 ver seemed so gloomy came to the | barren town had never sceme gloom 
and cheerless and desolate to me as it did 
now. 
At noon I went to see Little Watts. Ilis 

mother came to the door and said, briefly 
and mn a low tone, for Little Watts was in 
the next room and the door was open : 

“He's real sick! The doctor is afraid it’s 
going to be pneumonia. I've tried to 
keep him in the last three days, but he 
would go out. You see why.” 

Her eyes were full of tears as she pointed 
toward the corner of the room. There 

“He made the first payment on them 
yesterday,” Mrs. Watts said. ‘Ie was so 
anxious to have them here tor Elise. 

“Well, he's a perfect little hero, Mrs. 
Watts,” 1 said, under my breath, but 
heartily. *‘I believe he will be able to 
fight off the pneumonia for the sake of 
Elise.” 

I am sure he could have done so if his 

the love that filled his faithful heart for 
Elise. 
He was worse the next day. 
“He’ll never be any better,” said the 

doctor in the afternoon, when I met him 
coming out of the shabby little house. 

In the evening Litdde Watts said in a 
whisper : 

“She’ll be here in the morning, won't 
she ?” 
“At eight o'clock,” I said. 
“Then I'll hear her sing again,” he an- 

swered. 
The wind died away in the night. The 

skies cleared; all the distant ranges, the 
nearer hills and the streets of the town 
were white with snow when the sun came 
out next morning. 

Elise came at eight o'clock. Little Watts 
pulled himself up on his pillows to meet her 
and welcome her. 
There was no sign in his eyes or face of 

sorrow in his heart at this ending of all his 
own hopes and plans for the future. He 
met Elise with a smile and with tearless 
eyes. For a moment she thought it must 
all have been a mistake about his being 
so ill, 
“Now go and sing for me,” he said, after 

a few minutes. 
They rolled his bed to the door that he 

might see her at the new piano. Elise sat 
before it with streaming eyes, and sang the 
little ballads and the old songs he had loved 
so well. 
“There was one,” he whispered, “about 

‘the shining shore,” and ‘My Father hath 
many mansions ;’ won't you sing that 
Elise ?” 

She sang it, with rambling voice ; and 
while she was singing, Little Watts looked 
up with wide-open eyes, as if he were gaz- 
ing at something wonderful that we could 
not see, and then sank back, his eyes clos- 
ed forever.—J. L. Harbour. 

Large assortment Picnic Prizes, at whole- 
sale prices at MeArthur’s Book Store King 
street, 

A QUEER RESULT. 

An Odd Fact About the Numerals Three 
and Seven, 

Mr. John W. Kirk, the white-haired 

veteran who was with Morse when the first 

working telegraph line was stretched, and 
who stood beside the great inventor when 
the first message was transmitted from An- 
napolis Junction to Washington, has made 
during his life a great many interesting 
calculations in numbers. The two most 
remarkable numbers in the world are 3 
and 7. 
“The numeral seven,” says Mr. Kirk, 

“‘the Arabians got trom India, and all fol- 
lowing have el it from the Arabians. 
It is conspicuous in Biblical lore, being 
mentioned over 300 times in the Scriptures, 
either alone or compounded with other 
words. It seems a favorite numeral with 
Divine mind, outside as well as inside the 
Bible, as nature demonstrates in many 
ways, and all the other numerals bow to it. 
There is also another divine favorite, the 
number three, the trinity. This is brought 
out by a combination of figures that is 
somewhat remarkable. It is the six figures 
142,857. 
“Multiply this by 2, the answer is 

286,714. 

“Multiply this by 3, the answer is 
428,571. 

“Multiply this by 4, the answer is 
571,428. 

“Multiply this by 5, the answer is 
714,285. 

“Multiply this by 6, the answer is 
857,142. 
“Each answer contains the same figures 

as the original sum, and no others, and 
three of the figures of the sum remain to- 
gether in each answer, thus showing that 
figures preserve the trinity. 
“Thus 285 appears in the first and 

second numbers, 571 in the second and 

third, 425 in the third and fourth, and 143 
in the fourth and fifth. 

“It is also interesting to note that taking 
out of any two of these sums the group of 
three common to both, the other three, 

read in the usual order, from left to right, 
will also be in the same order in both 
sums. 
“Take the first and second sums, for ex- 

ample. The group of 285 is common to 
both. Having read 285 out of the second 
sum, read right along and bring in the first 
figure of the thousands last. It will read 
714. All the others will read in the 
same way. 

“Again, note that the two groups of 
three in the first sum are the same as the 
two groups of three in the fourth reversed 
in order, and that the same thing is true of 
the second and third. The last multipli- 
cation has its groups of three the same 
as those of the original number, reversed 
again. 

‘“Examine these results again, and you 
will see that in these calculations all the 
numerals have appeared save the 9. Now 
multiply the original sum by the mighty 7 
—the divine favorite of the Bible and of 
creation—and behold the answer ! The last 
of the numerals, and that one only in groups 
of three—again the trinity ! 

142,857 
7 

“No other combination of numbers will 
produce the same results. Does not this 
show the imperial multipotent numeral 7 
and its divinity ?"— Boston Transcript. 

The Sorrel Hadn’t Forgotten, 

A young Atlanta lawyer has quite a fine 
trotter, which he bought recently from a 
Kentucky drover. It happened that the 
drover bought the horse from a Cincinnati 
street car company. Ie had seen him trot 
in the car, aud knew him to be fast. The 
young Atlantian who purchased him first 
tried him out at the Piedmont track, and 
found that he could go inside of three min- 
utes. 

There is another young man here who 
has a fast trotter, and naturally each elaim- 
ed his horse to be the fastest. As a conse- 
(uence there was a bet, and the two young 
men went out to Piedmont track one 
day last week to have a mile race for £50 a 
side. 
The Cincinnati horse was a sorrel, 

Georgia nag a bay. 
It happened that one of the friends of 

the owner of the bay knew of the past life 
of the sorrel, and knowing him to be the 
faster of the two decided to arrange a 
scheme to protect his friend. 

After two or three attempts the racers 
were given the go. The sorrel took the 
lead and kept it half way around. Then 

the 

the bay pulled up under whip, and both | 
horses broke. The bay lost by breaking, 
but the sorrel quickly got down to action 
again, and came up the home stretch fully 
three lengths in the lead. They came 
within forty yards of the string, and it 
seemed a dead-open-and-shut thing tor the 
sorrel, but suddenly a gong was heard to 
tap loudly right on the side of the track, 
and the sorrel stopped so suddenly that he 
almost threw his driver from the sulky. 
The bay won the race. 

While the sorrel was fast he had not for- 
gotten his training as a street car horse, 
and the scheme of the triend of the bay's 
owner worked admirably.— Atlanta Con- 
stitution. 

“+ Fashionable Colors in Horses. 

There is a fashion in the color of carriage 
horses. Once, many seasons ago, there 
was a rage for gray ; now gray animals are 
at a discount and are, as a = fy associated 
with wedding parties catered for by a livery 
stable. Light chestnuts had then "a turn, 
but they were found, like certain showy 
materials, not to wear well. One year 
roans were in fashion, and they were most 
satisfactory as to wearing qualities and 
also as to temper. Even now a well 
matched pair of red roans are looked upon 
as quite correct and very handsome, but 
the color of the season is dark bay with 
black points. Dark browns were in favor 
last season, and naturally, since horses can 
not change the color of their coats as easily 
as men and women, will be much used this 
year. Some good has certainly been done 
by the recent agitation against the bearing- 
rein, headed by the Duke of Portland. We 
have noticed lately that many coachmen 
have dispensed with it, and in the case of 
lady whips we have seldom seen it used. 
Once we saw the footman loosen the bear- 
ing-reins while the carriage was waiting, 
and so comparatively freed the horses’ 
heads for a while.— London Letter. 

Fellows’ Dyspepsia Bitters is highly re 
for Indigestion, Rocdache, Biliousnese, 

mended 
of 

PROGRESS PICKINGS. 

“I have a weight upon my mind,” 
I overheard him say. 

“That's Be * said she, “’twill keep the wind 
From blowing it away. 

“This liver is awful, Maud,” said Mr. 
Newwed. ‘I'm very sorry,” returned the 
bride. “I'll tell cook to speak to the liv- 
eryman about it.—Harper’s Bazar. 
As they stood on the beach where the wavelets 

pla, 
She laid her head on his satin vest 

And lifted her lips in a pouting way 
And—he did the rest. 

~Cape Cod Item. 

Poverty-stricken  Suitor — Be mine, 
Amanda, and I will treat you like an angel ! 
Amanda—I should think so! Nothing to 
eat, and still less to wear. Not me!— 
Figaro. 

A bachelor, upon reading that ‘“‘two 
lovers will sit up all night with one chair in 
the room,” said it could not be done unless 
one of them sat on the floor. Such ignor- 
ance is painful.—Ex. 

Jessie — “Did you get the marriage 
license, dear? Let me see it.” Harry— 
“You won't understand it.” Jessie— 
“Yes 1 will. ‘To whom these presents 
may come’—yes ; that is all right.” —Puck. 

Maud—*‘Aunt Celia Bates says it is 
very wrong for girls to sit on young men’s 
laps.”  Fred—**What does she know 
about it ? She's never had any experience 
except in the lapse of time.— New York 
Herald. 

“John, dear, I wish you had married the 
cook instead of me.” ‘‘Maud, dear, that’s 
a strange thing to say.” Butl mean it,be- 
cause then you would have had a wife who 
could be the boss of the house.” —Philadel- 
phia Times. 

Wollard—**What do you mean by telling 
the boys that you have had the lockjaw ?” 
Pollard—**Just a little joke of mine. You 
see, I couldn’ find the lock last night. and 
my wife gave me the jaw from the window 
above.”—Lowell Citizen. 

“So you proposed to her. Accepted of 
course?” ““Accepted! Why, she treated 
me like a dog.” “Allow me to congratu- 
late you, old fellow. I saw how she treated 
one the other day, and, by jove, how I en- 
vied that dog P"—New York Sun. 

“John’s mother lives with you now, does 
she not?" “Yes, and there's one nice thing 
about having my mother-in-law here. 
John never thinks of comparing my cook- 
ing with hers, for fear of having to eat one 
of her dinners.”—Harper's Bazar. 

Mrs. De Work—*I have trained my 
eldest daughter into a thorough house- 
keeper. ere 1s nothing she does not 
know.” Miss De Flight—‘“What a nice, 
handy maiden aunt she will make for your 
other daughters’ children."—New York 
Weekly. 

Abby (who is thirty) —How long will we 
have to wait for dinner? Hiram (who 
lacks decision)—About twenty minutes, I 
guess. Then I'll have a bottle of plain 
soda, and have it opened here. She—I 
should like to hear some thing pop, if it’s 
only a cork !— Life. 

Magistrate—*“What is the charge against 
this old man?” Policeman—*‘Stealing a 
lot of brimstone, your honor. He was 
caught in the act.” Magistrate (to pris- 
oner)—*My aged friend, couldn’t you 
have waited a few years longer.—Chicago 
Tribune. 

“I do hate to hear a man grumble all 
the time as that man is doing over there,” 

said a disgusted passenger to the conductor 
of the train. “My dear sir,” exclaimed the 
conductor in surprise, ‘‘you evidently do 
not understand the case. That man is 
travelling on a pass.”—Somerville Journal. 

He looked into her loving eyes 
And could no more resist her ; 

She answered him with sweet surprise, 
That she would be a sister. 

“Yes, that is what I need,” he said, 
And stooping, softly kissed her; 

“Whenever I'm inclined to wed, 
My wife must be assister.” 

‘A lion broke loose in a circus at Rock 
Island the other day,” remarked Mrs. 
Snaggs, who had been reading the papers. 
‘““That’s not the usual way,” replied her 
husband. “‘Isn’t it?” *No; the lyin’ 
generally breaks loose on the posters.” — 
Pittsburg Chronicle. 

‘So you are in the multiplication table,” 
asked little Joseph's father, who was in the 
clothing line. ‘“‘How much is twice two ?” 
“Six.” “What! Why, twice two are 
four!” “Yes, papa, but I said six so that 
afterwards 1 could easily come down to 
four,” replied the youth, with true business 
instinct.— Ex. 

Three tailors established themselves in 
the same street. The first wrote on his 
sign, ““The best tailor in this town.” The 
second adopted as his motto, “The best 
tailor in the world ;” but the third, who 
was the smartest of the lot, beat them all 
by putting on his sign, ‘The best tailor in 
this street.”—Ilx. 

“What has become of that crack pitcher 
of yours ?” was asked of the manager of a 
country ball nine.  ‘“He has gone camp- 
ing.” “I should hardly suppose you could 
spare him for that just now.” “We do 
need him, but he wanted to perfect himself 
in his profession. He said that the only 
thing he didn’t know how to pitch was a 
tent.— Buffalo Express. 

During a dense fog a Mississippi steam- 
boat took landing. A traveller, anxious 
to go ahead, came to the unperturbed 
manager and asked why they stopped. 
“Too much fog; can’t see the river.” 
“But you can see the stars overhead.” 
“Yes,” replied the urbane pilot, “but 
until the boiler busts we ain't going that 
way.” The passenger went to bed.—Ex. 

I Consult your physician. To any mother tending 
her address, and mentioning this paper, we 
send samples and description of Nestlé's Food, 

Thos. Leeming & Co., Bole Ag'ts, Montreal, 

STEAMERS, RAILWAYS, 

STEAMER CLIFTON. 
N TUESDAYS and THURSDAYS the Steamer 

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

on rainy days. 

NEW BRUNSWICK AND NOVA SCOTIA. 

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

“CITY OF MONTICELLO,” 
RoBeErT FLEMING, Commander. 

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

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

SPECIAL: NOTICE. 
At the request of those who wish to spend Sunday 

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

Howarp D. Troop, Manager, St. John, N. B. 

RR 

Onthe Rhineof 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. Bevarning, 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, 40¢.; Hampstead, 50c. 
A steamer will leave St. John, North End, every 

Saturday night at 5.30 p.m. for Hampstead and all 
way landings. Returning, due at St. John at 8.30 
a.m., Monday. 

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

John, North End, for the above place every Tues- 
day, Thursday and Saturday at 12.30 p. m., calling 
at all way landings; returning on alternate days. 
Steamer Soulanges, having been rebuilt and re- 

modled, is now the best excursion steamer on the 
river. Can be chartered every day at very low rates. 

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

International Steamship Co. 

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 

DAILY LINE (5:5) FOR BOSTON 
a 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 
FRIDAY Morning for Eastport and Portland, 
making close connections at Portland with B. & M. 
Railroad, due in Boston at 11 a.m. 
FARES.—St. John to Boston, £4.50; Portland, 

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

Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen. 
&% 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, 
y iy 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, a* 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. McLLEOD, 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, 1801. 

Photography. 

ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY 
That has ever appeared in St. John wus 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 & WELLDOK, 
Artists, 

PHOTOGRAPHERS. 
SITTERS ASSURED SATISFACTION, 

Pictures of every kind copied and finished 

in EVERY Style. 

ANDREW PAULEY, 
CUSTOM TAILOR, 

fe THE PAST NINETEEN YEARS CUT- 
TER with JAS, §, MAY & SON, be 

leave to inform the citizens of Saint John, and the 
public generally, that he may now be found at his 
new store, 

No 70 Prince Wm. Street, 
with a NEW AND FRESH STOCK of Woolen 
Goods, personally selected in British, Jereian, and 
Domestic makes. Suitable for all classes. pec- 
tion invited. Fit and Workmanship Guaranteed 
First-class, at 

70 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET. 

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY, 

TO THE 

NORTH-WEST. 
From all Stations on C. P. R. in New Brunswick, 

return rates Colonist Class to 

wooomix 1 $33.00 
BINSCARTH, .. .. 

REGINA,.. .. .. .. 

Yookaw, Ll $365.00 
rriser avierr, | $40.00 

To leave all points in New Brunswick, on 

AUGUST 10th, gBetumuet 
AUGUST 17th, gR¢turn ua 
AUGUST 31st. uns. 

Rates from all te on Intercolonial, Windsor 
& Annapolis, and Prince Edward 1sland Railways. 

$5 00 More than Rates 
1™ named above. 

Apply to any Ticket Agent Canadian Pacific, In- 
tercolonial, Prince Edward Island, and Windsor 
& Annapolis Railways. 
D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL. 

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

Str. Jorsx.  B 
of 

Shore Line Ry. 
ST. JOHN AND ST. STEPHEN. 

Shortest, Quickest and Cheapest 
Route to St, Stephen, 

ONLY 3 HOURS &ud 15 MINUTES. 

Elegant Passenger Car, 
Luxurious Smoking Car, 

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

valley along this road cannot be surpassed. 

PICNICS. 
Special inducements to Picnic Parties and Excur- 

sionists. 

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

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

Grounds of Dr. Reynolds, Lepreanx. 
The beauty and advantages of these grounds for 
Picnics cannot be surpassed. The Company have 
vey and fitted up on these grounds, Tables, 
Swings, Stoves, abundant shelter in case of rain, and 
other conveniences. 

EXPRESS TRAIN leaves St. John (West side) 
daily, at 7.34 a. m., connecting with Ferry leaving 
East side at 7.14 a. m., arrives St. Stephen at 10.45 
a.m. Returning, leaves St. Stephen at 2.45 p. m. 
arriving at St. John, at 6 p. m. 

ACCOMMODATION TRAIN leaves St. John 
(West) at 1.34 p.m. (Ferry leaves East side at 
1.04 p.m.) for St. Stephen, arriving at St. Stephen 
at 6.05 p.m. Returning, leaves St. Stephen at 
7.30 a. m., arriving at St. Jehn at 12.15 p. m. 

EASTERN STANDARD TIME. 

No charge for Commercial travellers’ excess 
baggage. 
Ramee received and delivered at Moulson’s 

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

phone No. 18. 
Ticket Agents—Geo. Philps, 97 Prince William 

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

St. Stephen. FRANK J. McPEAKE, 
Superintendent. 

Intercolonial Railway. 

1891—Summer Arrangement—1891 
N and after MONDAY, 22nd JUNE, 18901, 

( the trains of this Railway will run daily 
(Sunday excepted) as follows :— 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN 
Day Express for Halifax and Campbellton..... 7.(¢ 
Accommodation for Point du Chene...... sees ée 11.00 
Fast Kxpress for HalifaX.-coceeeeoscecccccsss 14.00 
Fast Express for Quebec, Montreal, and 

ChICASD, sooossse0rense sasssne cove sesins ns 16.35 
Night Express for Halifax...... Bahohiss sssses 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. ‘5 
Sleeping Cars are attached to Through Night Ex- 

press trains between St. John and Halifax. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN. 
Night Express from Halifax (Monday excepted)16.10 
Fast Express from Chicago, Montreal and 

QuebecC.ceccrscess. coseese ssssssesssescsse’ 8.80 
Accommodation from Point du Chene......... 12.56 
Day Express from Halifax ...... seessssess «.. 18.30 
Fast Express from Halifax. .c.ooeeeeensinne. 22.30 

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

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

D. POTTINGER 
Chief Superintendent. 

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

Far ONE MONTH Only. 
A great reaction 
will be mde in 

Hair 
Switches 

AT THE 

ST. JOHN 

AIR-STORE 
113 Charlotte St, 
Opp. Dufferin Hotel 

Ladies’ and Gents 
FINE 

WIGS, 
at the 

AmEerICAN HAIR 

STORE, CHAR- 

LOTTE STREET. 

Up one flight 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS 


