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17, 1891. 

VINCENTS MISFORTUNE. 
I'd rather not tell the story, but I sup- 

pose I must, because you heard a garbled 
account of it; so I've got to tell it in self- 
defence. I assure you there was no row of 
any sort. People said all sorts of things, 
as they always do, and there was a scandal 
and a fuss, and the thing was a nine days’ 
wonder. You needn't grin like that, 
Pumper; I came out of it with clean 
hands. Oh, you've heard several versions 
of the story, have you? I don’t believe a 
word of it; you merely say that to draw 
me. You will have it. Well, then, here 
goes. 

Harry Vincent belonged to a fast set. 
There was nothing particularly bad about 
them, but they had more money than was 

ood for them ; if it had not been for that 
¥ think I would have seen more of Harry 
Vincent. We came from the same part of 
the country, you know; we bad known 

each other all our lives; we were both 
Magdalen men, and when I came up to 
Oxtord for the first time as a freshman, 
Vincent was already in his fourth term,and, 
of course, that made a considerable gulf 
between us. Vincent owed any amount of 
money at Oxford ; the tradesmen were only 
too glad to get his name upon their books. 
It did not matter very much, for Vincent's 
father was a rich man, and, as everybody 
knew, the chairman of the Great Wang- 
‘oodle gold mine. 

Then came the crash. The Wangdoodle 
gold mine turned out to be a swindle. Old 
Vincent fled to what is commonly known 

as ‘‘foreign parts,” and then, to put it 
shortly, the Assyrian came down. Vincent 
did not come back to Magdalen ; how could 
he, poor fellow ? 

I lost sight of Vincent for eight years; 
and, to' tell you the truth, though once 

upon a time we had been as thick as 
thieves, he had dropped out of my mind 
altogether, But I went to the Portico 
theatre one night, and whom should I see 
but Vincent. And where do you think 1 
saw him? Why, of all places in the world, 

upon the stage. I could hardly believe my 
eyes. I looked at Vincent. 1 stared at 
him through my opera glass; then I con- 
sulted my play bill. This is what I read: 
“Capt. Jack Strongitharm, Mr. Vincent 
Malet.” That settled it. Of course, Vin- 

cent Malet ; there could not be a shadow 
of doubt. I had heard of Mr. Vincent 
Malet before, as a young actor who had 
had a great success, principally owing to 

his good looks. He was supposed to be 
an Antinous, a beauty-man; one's sisters 
and one’s cousins and one’s aunts always 
raved about him—particularly one’s aunt. 
There could not be adoubt about it ; it was 
Harry Vincent. 

I was delighted to see him. I nodded, I 
winked ; but he took not the slightest no- 
tice of me. So, directly the curtain fell, I 
marched round to the stage door, and sent 
my card in to Mr. Vincent Malet. ‘Down 
in two minutes, sir,” said the stage door- 
keeper—who lived in little box which re- 
sembled a Punch and Judy show—after 
calling up the speaking tube and receiving 
his answer. 

There was a big swing door covered 
with oilcloth, above which was nailed a 
rusty horseshoe. It did not look very in- 
viting, that ‘‘fairy portal”; every now and 
again the door would swing open and some 
one or other would hurry out. With one 
exception, they all spoke to the door- 
keeper. The remark was always the same, 
“Any letters, Boult?” And he replied 
unctiliously, addressing them as Sir or 

Miss or Madame. Most of the people who 
passed out were shabbily and roughly 
dressed. I saw the popular favorite, Miss 
Lottie Thatterly. I did not think much of 
Miss Lottie Titterly in private life; she 
was pale, not to say flabby looking ; and 
her mouth was—well, it was not exactly a 
rosebud, and she must have left that arch 
smile of hers, which we all so much admire, 
upstairs in her dressing room. Then a 
gorgeous vision appeared. It wore a tre- 
mendous fur coat, which was flung open to 
display its huge shirt front, its diamond 
solitaire and its gigantic albert; it wore 
dress shoes and dove-colored silk socks, its 
wristbands reached to its knuckles. On 
its fingers sparkled valuable gems. Its 
hair was scanty, and its nose was aquiline. 
The doorkeeper bowed very low as that 
glorious vision passed out. ‘At last I 
have seen him,” [thought; ‘‘this is the 
man I have read about, the ‘patron of the 
drama’—probably a belted earl.” 
“Whe is that?” I asked the doorkeeper. 

“Him ?” said the man. “Why, that’s the 
guv'nor; that’s Mr. Belshazzar, our man- 
ager.” 

Just then Harry Vincent came down. 
He seized me by the hand and told me he 
was uncommonly glad to see me. ‘‘Let’s 
go and have some xf at Spagnoletti’s, 
old man,” he said. We went to Spagnol- 

etti’s. and over that supper we got as thick 
as thieves once more. I congratulated 
him on his success. 

“I didn’t think you had it in you,Harry,” 
I said. 
And then he told me that he had drifted 

into the theatrical profession because there 
was absolutely nothing else he could turn 
his hand to—partly that, and partly because 
he was in love with a very pretty girl. +I 
married her,” szid Harry Vincent with a 
sigh; *‘and we got £3 a week between the 
pair of us. We earned that £3 a week, 
and we had to work uncommonly hard for 
it. Now I get my £16, and I don’t let 
Hetty work now. She has her hands full 
with the children—five of them my 
boy. You remember Hetty Summerleigh, 
Jack?” 

Of course 1 did. I had seen her play 
Cordelia when Boanerges Bawler had come 
down to *‘star” as King Lear at our little 
theatre at Bury St. Edmunds. 

“It’s hard work to make both ends meet,” 
said Harry Vincent ; “‘but I've saved a little 
money in case of a rainy day, and now I 
think we are all right. Come and look us 
up at Balham next Sunday, Jack.” said 
Harry Vincent; and he gave me a card— 
“Mr. Vincent Milet, Palmerino cottage, 
Lath-and-plaster road, Balham.” 

I did go down to Balham. Harry intro- 
duced me to his pretty wife, his four small 
children and his prize baby. Harry Vin- 
cent and his wife were evidently very fond 
of each other, and pretty Mrs. Vincent was 
evidently very proud of her husband. 
“‘Harry has got the ball at his foot now, 
you see,” she said. ‘‘and all he has got to 
do is to go on kicking.” 

I did not see anything more of Harry 
Vincent. for three years. That was not my 
faulty but because my governor sent me out 
‘0 our Lisbon house under the pretext that 
ought to learn the business. When I got 

back to England I felt particularly bored 
one morning. It was a very fine day. “I 
can’t do better than look up old Harry 
Vincent,” 1 said to myself. So I hailed a 
bansom and drove off to Balham, and 
pulled up at the door of Palmerino cottage. 

I knocked, and Harry Vincent let me in 
himself. A blight seemed to have come 
over the place. The once pretty, though 
cheap, furniture now looked worn and 
riean, tne carpets were threadbare, the 
children looked pale and were shabbily 
clothed, the prize baby had grown into a 
weedy little boy of four, whose head 
seemed too big for his body. Poor little 
Mrs. Vincent had become a wreck, and 
there were great dark rings round her 
eyes. Harry, who used to be so particular 
about his dress, wore a shabby old tweed 
suit which was shiny at the elbows, and he 
was baggy at the knees, and he had on a 
air of slippers which were down at heel. 
regret to say that he also smelled of 

cheap tobacco. We had cold mutton for 
dinner and beer from the public house. 
During the dinner I noticed two very 
strange things. The first was that when 
Vincent answered me Le seemed to do so 
haphazard. I also observed that whenever 
Mr. Vincent addressed him she did so at 
the full pitch of her voice. After dinner 
Harry and I went out into the garden to 
smoke a pipe. 

“I'm out of an engagement, old man,” 
said poor Harry, with a dreadful smile; 
“Mr. Vincent Malet is “resting,” and I 

shall never get another engagement, Jack— 
I have become as deaf as a post. Itisa 
terrible misfortune,” he added, with a 
groan, ‘“‘and the doctors tell me I shall 
never get better—in fact, that I shall prob- 
ably lose my hearing altogether.” 
Of course I sympathized. I offered to 

help him. I could not do less. 
“It's no use, old man,” he said; ‘it’s no 

good my sponging on you. I've one com- 
fort left, though, and one comfort only. 
Thank God Hetty and the children are pro- 
vided for.” That thought seemed to give 
the poor fellow intense satisfaction. 

Just then Mrs. Vincent and her children 
came trooping out into the garden. Then 
Harry Vincent did a very strange thing. 
He kissed all the children, one after the 

other. Then he took his little girl upon 
his knee and kissed her again. ‘She's 
very like her mother, isn’t she, Jack,” said 
the poor fellow. She was a very pretty 
little girl of 7, and she was very like her 
mother. He kissed the child again with 
strange solemnity ; and as he did so the 
the tears stood in his eyes. “I mustn't 
leave you out in the cold, Hetty,” he said, 
“‘or you'll be jealous.” Then he rose and 
took his wife in his arms and kissed her re- 
peatedly before my eyes. 
“Now be off, all of you,” he said; I 

want to have a good, long talk with old 
Jack here.” 
Then he began to speak to me very sol- 

emnly. ‘‘Jack,” he said, “I want to ask 
your forgiveness; some day you'll know 
why. I can’t say any more now, old man; 
but I want you to say you'll forgive me,and 
that whatever happens, Jack, you'll try and 
think kindly of me.” 
He said the words in a broken voice, 

which was well nigh choked with emotion. 
Then he held out his hand. ‘Poor fel- 
low,” I thought, ‘‘this awtul affliction has 
unhinged his mind; it's no use arguing 
with a man in his condition.” I made up 
my mind to speak to Mrs. Vincent about 
her husband. and, of course, I shook hands 
with the poor fellow, and said that I would 
forgive him. 

Then we began to talk about old times 
and the old Magdalen days; but it is hard 
work talking to a man who is as deaf as a 
post. 
He saw that, too, poor fellow. ¢Jack,” 

he said, briskly. “I'm a bad companion ; 
let's have a turn with the foils.” He went 
into the house ; and he came back bringing 
a pair of masks and a couple of foils. We 
took off our coats and waistcoats and we 
set to with a will. 

I was no good against Vincent; he did 
pretty well as he liked with me: I could 
not even touch him. After a while I began 
to lose my temper, like a fool; Harry 
Vincent only laughed, and, forcing my foil 
from my hand, disarmed me, to my intense 
disgust. He picked up my foil. "*“Jack,” 
he said, ‘‘you had the sun in your eyes: 
that put you to a disadvantage.” 

I got my handkerchief from my coat 
pocket to wipe my face, tor I was out of 
training. As I did so, and turned my back 
on him for an instant, I fancied I "heard 
something snap, thou gh I hardly noticed it 
at the time. 

‘““Have at you, Jack!” he cried, as he 
thrust the foil into my hand and attacked 
me with great vigor. 

I was excited, and my blood was up. 1 
made a tremendous lunge in seconde; he 
did not attempt to parry it, but advanced a 
step, and I ran him right through the 
left breast in an instant. 

“Forgive me, old man,” cried Harry 
Vincent with an awful smile; ‘it wasn't 
your fault, I planned it.” 
Then he fell back upon the turf, and 

without another word died almost instant- 
ly. When I had turned to get my hand- 
kerchief he had broken the button from the 
foil with his foot. 

The jury brought in a verdict of *‘acci- 
dental death.” Vincent had insured his 
life the week before for £5000,paying away 
the last farthing he had in the world as the 
first instalment of the premium. At first 
the Indisputable life office refused to pay. 

I attended his funeral. 1 went to the 
actuary of the Indisputable, and I made a 
clean breast of the whole matter. 

Acting on the advice of their solicitors, 
the Indisputable life office paid up. 

That's the story. What do you think of 
it, Pumper? 
“Your friend was very fond of his wife 

and children.” I said dryly.—St. James 
(Fazette. 

The Kid and the Wolf. 

A wolf was one day standing high on the 
roof of a shed when a kid came trotting by. 
The wolf thought the kid would make a 
nice dinner. *“‘I think,” said the wolf com- 
placently, “that you may as well say your 
prayers.” “Come off de roof,” replied the 
kid jeeringly. At this the wolt abandoned 
the idea ot killing him. *‘A kid as tough 
as that,” he reasoned, ‘‘would certainly be 
very poor eating.” Moral: A judicious 
impudence is often useful in this wicked, 
wicked world. 

Mrs. Spendall—You look worried. Is 
it because you are so deeply in debt? Mr. 
Spendall (gloomily)—No. It's because 1 
can't get any deeper. 

THE OLD SETTLER 

Tells a Startling Story of a Sheep and a Wolf 

and a Wolf and a Sheep. 

“Do you ever remember a cat that raised 
squirrels’, gran’ pop ?’ asked Peleg. 
The Old Settler filled his pipe and lit it, 

and, lying back in his chair, beamed on 
Peleg and said : 
“No, sonny, I don't!” 
Peleg was disappointed, and as the Old 

Settler puffed away in silence, hope died 
within him. He was about to take up the 
paper again when the Old Settler said : 
“No, sonny, I don’t ‘member no cat th't 

ever riz a fam'ly o’ squir’ls. I don’t 'mem- 
ber no cat-squir’ls, but I ‘member a wolt- 
sheep, b’gosh, 'n’ a sheep-wolf, 'n’ I know 
w'at I'm a talkin’ about !” 
The Old Settler knocked some ashes out 

of his pipe. Peleg rested his elbows on 
the kitchen table and his chin in his hands, 
and, with his eyes fixed on his grandfather, 
waited. 
“Wen I were a boy,in the Sugar Swamp 

deestric’, Peleg,” the Old Settler, began, 
““wolfs was pooty nigh ez plenty in the 
woods ez chipmunks is now. I've had to 
get up many a night 'fore I were ez old ez 
you yet, 'n’ go out 'n’ shoot half a dozent 
wolfs or so in our yard ‘fore Ik'd get to 
sleep, they hollered 'n’ yelled 'n’ fit so. My 
pap, which 'd be your great-gran’pap now 
it he were on this side o’ Jordan, sonny, 
but he hain’t, though you'll see him one of 
these days if y’ behave yerself, 'n’ hear him 
playin’ on a harp, w'ich ’ll be wurth yer 
w'ile, b’gosh ¥ he handles it any way nigh 
like he usety handle his fiddle! Wull, he 
kep’ a good many sheep fer them days, my 
ol” pap did, 'n’ to keep em safe w'en they 
was pasturin’ somebody had to stan’ around 
em with a gun to plug wolfs ez they kim 
sneakin’ outen the woods on the lookout 
tor mutton. But for all the watchin’ o’ the 
sheep, ev'ry wanst in a w'ile some ram- 
pagin’ ol’ wolf ’d git in 'n’ grab a lamb or 
tear open a sheep. 
“One day pap were on the trail of a wolf 

nigh our clearin’, but she were a cunnin’ ol’ 
she one, 'n’ she give him the slip. He run 
ag'in her nest, though, 'n’ foun’ a suckin’ 
cub thar ez hadn't got its eyes open yit. 
Pap picks up the little wolf 'n’ lugs it "hum. 
He were gointer drownd it, but I took a 
sort o’ hankerin’ fer it, 'n’ pap let me hev 
it to see wat [ kd to to’ards raisin’ of it by 
hand. 
“The day afore pap gethered in the wolf 

cub one o’ our ol’ ewes had a lamb. The 
lamb were ez black ez the ace o’ spades, 
all "cept a band ez wide ez yer hand right 
around the middle of its body, 'n’ that were 
ez white ez anew snowbank. Wull, sonny, 
the day after pap lugged the wolf cub hum 
that lamb turned up missin’. Nobody 
hadn't seen it git away, but it were gone. 
I bellered wuss’n a weanin’ calf wen | 
heerd the porty lamb were gone, but that 
didn’t go tur to'ard gittin’ it back. We 
couldn’t git no trace of it, 'n’ natur'lly con- 
sider'd th’t some sly ol’ wolt had gobbled it. 
“Now w'at dy’ s’pose struck me, sonny, 

ooty soon arter that lamb turned up miss- 
mn’? Waull, I wan't havin’ su’prisin’ good 
luck a raisin’ 0’ my wolf cub by hand, n’ 
the chances was tht it were on the high 
road to kickin’ the bucket, we’en I happen- 
ed to think th’t the mammy o’ that missin’ 
lamb mowt jist ez well be helpin’ me out 
with the cub ez to be a blattin’ all day fer 
the lamb. So I run the sheep in from pas- 
tur’ 'n’ sot her to nussin’ the young" wolf. 
She objected like all possessed, ‘long at 
fust, but bimeby she got used to the ‘hun- 
gry little cuss,’n’ took keer of him, b'gosh, 
ez if he'd ben her own baby. Wat "do y’ 
think o’ that, Peleg? A sheep sucklin’ a 
wolt! Cats nussin’ squir’ls hain't much 
"longside o’ that, b’gosht’Imighty ! 

““Wull, sir, sonny, that ol’ ewe riz that 
wolf the slickist kind, 'n’ no two turkle 
doves never thort so much o’ one another 
ez they did. W’en the wolt were a year 
old, he were the biggest un th't anybody 
ever see in the Sugar Swamp dustric’. 
He were ez gentle ez any lamb, 'n’ took 
to runnin’ the churnin’ machine ez nat’- 
ral 'n’ ez willin’ ez any ol’ sheep ever did. 
W’en he wa'nt busy round the house he 
staid with the sheep in the pastur’, 'n’ 
many a prowlin’ wolt he necked 'n’ shook 
the daylights out of. W’en Brungup were 
’mongst the sheep we didn’t hev no tear fer 
em. That were the name I give the wolf 
—Brungup—'cause if I hadn't ’a’ brung 
him up, b'gosh, he wouldn't never ’a got 
up at all! 
“About the time Brungup got to makin’ 

hisselt so useful round our clearin’, folks 
got to tellin’ ota cur’ous sort o’ animal 
th't were bein’ seen here 'n’ thar bout the 
deestric’. It were alluz travellin’ with 
wolfs,but it wa’n’t no more like a wolf th’'n 
it were like a tagger. Fact o’ the matter 
were, it were ’ezac’ly like a big buck sheep, 
‘cept th't it had glarin’ eyes, 'n’ were 
fiercer 'm a wolf even! It were black ez 
the ace o’ spades, "cept a band around its 
body, ’'n’ that were w'iter'n the driven 
snow. Folks had worried 'n’ stewed over 
that wild buck sheep, keepin’ comp’ny with 
wolfs, 'n’ couldn’t un’erstan’ it, but the 
minute I heerd it spoke of I says: 

*“ “That’s our lamb, b’gosh, th't turned 
up missin’! 

“Course it were, Peleg! "Twere plain 
enough th’t the mammy o’ the wolf cub’'my 
pap lugged hum had jist slipped in 'n’ lug- 
ged away that lamb to take her cub’s 
place. She nursed the lamb ’n’ riz it, 'n’ 
the lamb nussed the wolf natur’ same ez the 
cub had took in the natur o’ the sheep. 'N’ 
thar were the cur’ous sarcumstance, sonny, 
of a wolf standin’ guard 'n’ pertectin’ shee 
ag'in its kind, 'n’ a sheep prowlin’ with 
wolfs th't were luggin’ away n’ eatin’ of its 
kind! 'Twan’t long ‘fore it were dis- 
kivered tht the wild buck sheep want 
only travellin’ with the wolfs, but were 
wuss th'n any wolf in cleanin’ out 
sheep pastur’s. The fierce wild buck 
'd come a-rearin’ ’n’ a-tearin’ inter 

In? a pastur’, 'n’ in less time thn 
it takes to tell it 'd butt half the 
flock to death 'n’ skeer the watchers 
away, 'n’ then the wolfs’d slide in 'n’ carry 
off the dead. People got so they didn't 
keer fer wolfs no more. It were the ter'ble 
wolf-sheep th’t sot ’em crazy. They hunted 
him n’ they hunted him, but he ripped from 
rood to pastur’, 'n’ nobody kd" git nigh 
im. He hadn’t never tackled our pastur’, 

yit, 'n’ it ’d ’a’ ben better fer him if he 
never had. One mornin’ I went out to see 
how Brung-up had got through the night. 
I didn’t see nuthin’ of him, but over at one 
corner o’ the lot I see the ol’ ewe th't had 
riz him actin’ kinder queer. I went over, 
‘0’ thar laid Brung-up deader’n a stun, ’n’ 
the ol’ ewe a lickin’ him 'n’ blattin’ over 
him the pitifullest kind. But m poor 
yd py wa'n't the unly thing the were 
dead. He had his teeth sot ciean to the 
gums in the throat o’ the ter'ble black 
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wild buck with the w'ite band 
around his body, 'n’ the wild buck were 
dead. Layin’ on him were a big she wolf, 
dyin’, with her throat all tore, 'n’ whinin’ 
over the dead buck, "n’ lickin’ 0’ him same 
ez our ol’ ewe were lickin’ poor Brungup 
'n’ mournin’ over him! The fierce wild 
buck had come in the pastur’ with the she 
wolf to kill 'n’ steal 'n” mebby help eat his 
own mammy, but Brungup were thar ’n’ 
he pertected the ewe, 'n’ killed his own 
mammy 'n’ the ewe's own son, 'n’ were 
killed himself a doin’ of it! 

‘Natur’ is queer, Peleg,” concluded the 
Old Settler, **but the queerest thing she 
does, b'gosh, hain’t the settin’ of an ol’ cat 
to nussin’ a passel o’ gray squir’ls,not by a 
durn sight !"— Ed. Mott 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

K. D. C. is a positive cure for Dyspep- 
sia or Indigestion in any form. 

Poverty compels a certain masculinity of 
vision in a woman. 
K. D. C. is guaranteed to cure any case 

of Indigestion, even of long standing. 31.8 
The first impulse of every strong nature 

is to conceal its suffering. 
K. D. C. positively cures the worst cases 

of Dyspepsia and Indigestion. Ask your 
druggist for it, or send direct to K. D. C. 
Co., New Glasgow, N. S. 
Many a so called follower of Christ fol- 

lows him only to stone him. 
K. D. C. relieves distress atter eating 

and promotos healthy digestion. 
Nothing is more disgraceful than insin- 

cerity.—Cicero. 
K. D. C. is the Greatest Cure of the 

Age. Its merits prove its greatness. 
All imposture weakens confidence and 

chills benevolence. —Johnson. 
K. D. C. frees the stomach {rom poison- 

ous acid and gas, and restores it to healthy 
action. 

The haughty are always the victims of 
their own rash conclusions.—Ie Sage. 
A FREE Sample package of lhe Wonder 

Working K. D. C. mailed to any address. 
K. D. C. Co., New Glasgow, N. S. 

The last pleasure in life is the sense of 
discharging our duty.— Hazlitt. 

K. D. C. is guaranteed to cure any case 
of Dyspepsia or money refunded. 
Labor is prior to capital, and is therefore 

entitled to the first consideration.— 
Lineoln. 

K. D. C. has proved itself to be the 
Greatest Cure of the Age. Try it! Test 
it. Prove it for yourselt and be convinced 
of its (Great Merits ! 
K.D. C. The only preparation of the 

kind in the market and is the Greatest 
Remedy for all forms of Indigestion. 

JONSON'S 
4NopYNE 

LINIMEN 
ONLIKE ANY OT py IS 

As much 

For INTERNAL as EXTERNAL use,  ° 
In 1810 

Originated by an Old Family Physician. 
Think Of It. {ire fonmare than Eighty 
ration after Generation have used and blessed it. Every Traveler should have a bottle in his satchel. 

Every Sufferer Im, Riqumatisn, Nervous Headache, Diphtheria, Coughs,Catarrh, Bron- 
chitis, Asthma, Cholera-Morbus, Diarrhea, Lameness, 
Soreness in Body or Limbs, Stiff Joints or Strains, 
will find in this old APOSTRe relies Pe speedy cure, 

ou ave Johnson's Eve ry Mother Anoayne Liniment in the 
house for Croup, Colds, 

Sore Throat, Tonsilitis, Colic, Cuts, Bruises, Cramps 
and Pains liable to occur in any family without 
notice. Delays may cost a life. Relieves ail Summer 
Complaints like magic. Price, 35 cts. post-paid; 6 bot- 
tles, ena LI. S. Johnson & dor =F ay 

CAUTION. 
BU a WIEN LABEL AND CAPSULE BEAR THE THES 

\ Hy EFIRM, CURRANTEED TO HAVE SEA i 
BEFIRE BOTTLING, AND TO BE A P¥C0 

SCOTLAND, AND, ENTIRELY y, 
NG aso 9 

Is the Finest Six Year old Whisky in the 
World. 

ALWAYS ASK FOR ISLAY BLEND. 
TAKEENOJOTHER. 

Sold by all the leading wholesale and retail dealers 

STEAMERS. RAILWAYS, 

Steamer Clifton 
Bp ey the 1st October, this Steamer 

will leave Indiantown Wharf at 3 o’clock, p. m., 
on Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdays. 

International Steamship Co. 

AUTUMN EXCURSIONS 
— TO —— 

Boston and Portland 

$5.00 1:2" $5.00 
Commencing SEPT. 16th, Tickets will be issued to 

OCT. 8th, inclusive, good to return 12 days from 
date of issue. Tickets on sale only at the office of the 
Company, Reed’s Point Wharf. 

ALSO 

Eastport and Return the follow- 
ing day, at $1.00, 

10 193i C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

International Steamship Co. 
—_— 

FALL ARRANGEMENT. 

THREE TRIPS A WERK 

FOR BOSTON. 
Bg op Semen Sept. 16, 

the S'eamers of this 
Company will leave St. John 
for Eastport, Portland and 
Boston every MONDAY, 
WEDNESDAY and FRI- 
DAY mornings, at 7.25, stan- 
dard. 
‘Returning will leave Boston 
same days, at 8.30 a. m., and 
Portland at 6 p. m., for East- 

port and St.John. 

8% On Wednesday’s Trip the Steamers will not 
call at Portland. 

Connections at Eastport with steamer for Saint 
Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen. 

Freight received daily up to 5 p. m. 

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

A WEEK'S HOLIDAY 
—T0 — 

BOSTON for $3.00 
HE Boston, Halifax, and Prince Edward Island 
Line of Steamships ofter a grand chance for a 

pleasant and rapid sea trip from the Nova Scotia capi- 
tal to Boston. Leaving Phelan’s wharf, Halifax at 
4 ocl’ock every Saturday afternoon,after the arrival of 
all the eastern bound trains, and Lewis’ wharf, 
Boston, at twelve o'clock every Saturday, on the 
arrival of all the morning expresses from Maine and 
New York. They offer an excellent opportunity of 
enjoying a full week’s holiday in the Hub of the 
Universe, and of returning home in good season to 
get back to business duties Monday morning. 
The palatial ocean greyhound, 

STATE OF INDIANA, 
2,500 tons, commanded by Capt. 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. I., calling at Halifax and 
Port Hawkesbury each way. 
The marvellously low rate ($3) from Halifax to 

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

AS. F. PHELAN & SoN, 
R. B. GARDENER, Man’g. Phelan’s Wharf, 
Lewis Wharf (Eastside) Boston. Halifax, N. S- 

Onthe Rhine of America. 
STAR LINE. 

FOR FREDERICTON, EIC. 
A 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, 

ANADIAN 
PACIFIC Ky 

Popular 
One Way 

Parties 
eeenTO THE =~ 

PACIFIC COAST! 
URIST SLEEPING CARS leave MONTREAL 
(Dalhousie Square Station) at 8.40 p.m. 

Oct. 14, 28; 
Nov. 11, 25; 

Dec. 9, 23, 
1891. 

For further particulars enquire of Railway 3 cket 
Agents. . 

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

St. Jonw, N, B. 

Intercolonial Railway, 

1891—Snmmer Arrangement—189] 
OF and after MONDAY, 22nd JUNE, 1891, 

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

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHY 

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL. 

Day Express for Halifax and Campbellton..... 7.00 
Accommodation for Point du Chenes........... 11.00 
Fast Exvress for Halifax. ....... $6beesvisesses 14.00 
Fast Express for Quebec, Montreal, and 

Chicago, ees casoesscsen seccsse $essssssssns 16.35 
Night Express for HAlifAXe.cccoooecreecencoss 22.30 
A Parlor Car runs each way on Express train 

leaving St. John at 7.00 o'clock and Halifax 
at 6.45 o'clock. Passengers from |St. John for Que. 
bec, Montreal and Chicago leave St.John at 16.35 
o'clock, and take Sleeping Car at Moncton. “13 
Sleeping Cars are attached to Through N ight Ex. 

press trains between St. John and Halifax. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN. 
Night Express from Halifax (Monday excepted) 6.10 
Fast Express from Chicago, Montreal and 

QBEIOC vo sve ins bod ins over vsbssss . 8.30 
Accommodation from Point du Chene « 12.66 
Day Express from Halifax v........ . 18.30 
Fast Express from Halifax...... woes . 22.30 
The Train due to arrive at St. John from Halifax 

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

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

D. POTTINGER 
Chief Superintendent. 

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

Bahy, Look at the Birdie! 
— 

They don’t have any such antics at ERB’S. It is 
taken so quick they think it is always taken. 

Everybody that wants PHOTOS should go to 

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

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. 

4 A. E. PORTER. 

New York, Maine, and New Brunswick | 28 CARLETON STREET, ST. JOHN. 
STEAMSHIP CO. 

ST. JOHN AND NEW YORK. 
FPYHE S. 8. “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), cn 
TUESDAYS, at 3.00 p. m., for Eastport and 
New York. 

The “ WINTHROP” having been overhauled dur- 
ing the winter, now offers first-class accommodation 
for Passengers and Freight. 
For further information apply to 

H. D. McLEOD, TROOP & SON, Agents. 
Gen’l Freight and Pass. Ag’nt. St. John. 

F. H. SMITH & CO., Gen. Manager, 
17 and 19 William Street, New York. 

Or at the Office in the Company’s Warehouse, New 
York Pier, North End. 

St. John, N. B., March 2nd, 1891. 

NEW BRUNSWICK AND NOVA SCOTIA 
BAY OF FUNDY S. §. CO., LTD. 

CITY OF MONTICELLO. 
Capt. RoBerT FLEMING, Commander. 

This steamer will, on and after the 12th Sept., 
and until the 15th November, sail from the Com- 
pany’s pier, Reed’s Point, St. John, at 7.30 local 
time, on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday; re- 
turning will sail from Annapolis, upon arrival of 
the Halifax express, due at 1 p. m., on Tuesday, 
Thursday, and Saturday, calling at Digby each 
way. . 
Travellers to Halifax will please take notice that 

by this route they can reach that city inside of ten 
hours, have a greater variety of beautiful scenery, 
the pleasure of a delightful sale across the Bay of 
Fundy, and choice meals served at reasonable rates 
on board the steamer. ’ 
State rooms at reduced rates. 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS 
aL i at ne 

SWANN & WELDON, 
Artists, 

PHOTOGRAPHERS. 
SITTERS ASSURED SATISFACTION. 

Pictures of every kind copied and finished 

in EVERY style. 

Narcissus Bulhs 
FOR SPRING FLOWERING. 

Poetics (SINEIE) most emetic; 35C. DET d0Z. 
Double Form of Poeticns «ve, $2.00 £100 

Also, Lily of the Valley pips, 10 ets. per doz., 
50 cts. per 100, 

Sent by mail, postpaid. 
Should be set in Sept. or Oct. Directions for sett- 

ing and care, with bulbs, if required. 

D. P. WETMORE, 
Crrrron, Kings Co., N. B. 9 26-2i 

AN ELEGANT LINE OF 
English, French, and American 

PERFUMES, 
IN BULK. 

All New Odors — Finest on the Market, 
— AT —— 

THOMAS A. CROCKETT'S, 
162 PRINCESS STREET, COR. SYDNEY, 

SAINT JOHN, N. B. 


