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A SHEEP IN WOLF'S CLOTHING 
The pull is uphill for almost three miles | everything but our good names and the 

along here, and the horses plod along | clothing we wore, when, one day, 1 was 

slowly. The dust is just as deep; but now, 
instead of blowing off to leeward, as it did 
a while ago, it hangs close around the 
stage in a thick, dense, reddish-yellow 
cloud, almost shutting off the view from 
the passengers inside, it they cared to look 
out. But the beauties of nature hold their 
interest only slightly, just at present. The 
dust occupies their attention to a large ex- 
tent. It fills their mouths, and eyes, and 
nostrils, and clings to their hair and eyes 
in much profusion. It is disagreeable— 
very; and the man who has enough spirits 
left to try and keep up the conversation is 
voted an ass by Is fellow-passengers. 
They were all very friendly enly a short 
time ago; but they hate each other with a 
bitter hatred just now—all on account of 
the dust. Dust is a great destroyer of 
good humor. 

But there, a mile or so, the sun shines 
brightly on the canyon road, making it 
look like along, yellow ribbon; but just 
ahead the shadow of the mountain on the 
west, which seems to close the upper end 
of the pass, cuts the light off in an odd, 
abrupt way, and presently we shall be in 
comparative darkness, for the edge of the 

heavy timber is only a little distance be- 

fore us. 

Somehow, the dust doesn't rise very 
high, or else the driver and the passenger 
on the box don’t mind it, for we can hear 
them talking. Old Ben, through some un- 
seen but easily imagined influence, has re- 
laxed from his usual taciturnity, and 1s 
(quite communicative to the beardless, boy- 

ish-looking young chap who got on back 
at Alphena and is sharing the box with 
him. 
As the stage reaches the level and rolls 

into the shadows of the mountain and the 

tall pines, Ben points with the whip to the 
mouth of the narrow pass leading out of the 
canyon a quarter of a mile away, and re- 
marks : 
“See them two big rocks ?>—road runs 

b'tween em. Uh-huh. Wal, right thar— 
mebbe a couple rods 'r so fu'ther on—was 
whar I was helt up one day in th’ summer 
of "1h." 

“Yes?” 

voice, interrogatively. 
telling me about it ?" 

Ben chirped to his horses, spat impressi- 

vely and literally, and began: 
“Wal, 'twuz this a way. That mornin’ 

th’ ‘xpress box was loaded plumb tull 0’ 
hard stuff, th't hed t’ go through that day. 
Now jes'z luck’d hev it, one o’ th’ gyards 

said the passenger's pleasant 
“Would you mind 

~-we hed gyards them days—turned up | 
| medium height, and of a perfect, though missin’ ‘bout th’ time we was ready t’ s’art 

fr'm Eldorado in th” mornin’. Berry Me- 
Neill, th’ other gvard, goes arter im, an’ 
fin's Mr. Man laid up with a gash in th’ 
‘ead fr'm a beer bottle—be'n scrappin’ night 
b'tore. 

“Th’ agent an" me was thinkin’ pow'ful 
‘bout who we ¢'d git t’ take Hauser’s place 
ef he was sick, w'en hyar comes Mac, whist- 

lin’. 
‘ “Say, fellers,’ he, ‘Hauser SAVS got 

plunked with a bottle las’ night, an’ is lay- | 
in’ on his downy couch with a headache. 

Reckon I ¢'n go it b' my lonesome; I got 
Hauser's sawed-off’ gun.’ 
“*We both kicked a whole lot, but Mac, 

we'd made up his min’, an’ was boun’ t’ 
hev his own way ; b'sides, we didn’t hev' no 
one right handy t' go ‘long, so we hed t’ 

give in, an’ Mac, whistlin’ one o' his ever- 
lastin’ toons, piles up on th’ box, an’ we 
pulls out. They wa'n’t no passengers. 

“Wal, we kep’ our peepers skun right 
sharp, but ev'rythin’ went lovely till jes’ 

long ‘bout hyar. Then Mac ‘Ben, 
[ b'lieve they's some cusses layin’ fer us up 

Savs: 

b' them rocks—I think I seen a feller's 
head, jes’ now.” Says I: ‘Mac, y're tull 
o' hop. I seen it too, an’ 'twa'nt nothin’ 

but a hawk. crossin’ the road.’ 
I stirred up the critters a bit, howsom- 

ever, but jes'z we turned th’ rocks, some- 

body jumps out sr'm both sides an’ nails 
th’ leaders, ar’ they was so many guns 
starin’ intuh my face tht it 
ashamed o’ myself. Mac cut loose wi’ th’ 
sawed-off-shot-gun, an’ then begun wi’ th’ 
Winchester, gictin’ two fellers an’ skinunin’ 
up some more—but they was too dern 

many of em’ an’ they o'd shoot, too, so 

Mac he never got no chance t' pump 
gun dry. He oughtn’t t' hev’ shot, no- 
how, but he allus was a nervy cuss—more 
nerv'n sense. I usetuh say, ‘Mac—"" 

Half a dozen dusky forms leap from the 
roadside—the big cowboy who got aboard 
early in the afternoon, and has been dozing 
and swearing in “an uneasy way about the 

dust, is suddenly wide awake, and we. on 
the inside, get a good look at the muzzles 
of his two big revolvers—we hear Ben 
ejaculate, **Wal, this do beat hell M_—and 

then we are invited to get down into the 
road, where the pleasant-faced, boyish- 
looking young man, who get on back at 
Alpena, proceeds to business, and politely, 
courteously, but firmly, withal, relieves us 

of our spare change—and more, too. 

That is my part of the story. Of course, 
there were quite a number of other people 

present, including the youthful highway- 
man and his capable assistants, and they 

also have a claim on the above narrative. 

I did not mean that 1 owned it: what I 

tried to say was that that is the only one of 

the events from which comes this veracious 

tale that I took part in, and | think it has | 

been shown that my part was entirely a 
passive one. Perhaps we had better call 

that portion of the story the gentlemanly 

road-agent’s, because he got about every- | 

thing else there was to be got. The rest 

is Hallegan's. 
Hallegan and I were travelling together. 

and it was his foresight—-or, rather, 
odd notion of his—that enabled us to re- 
sume our journey to Denver after 
road-agent incident. 

in the form of a thin chamois insole, which 
he wore in his left boot, and which in 
addition to a card giving directions for the 
disposition of his body in case he should 
suddenly be called hence 
strangers, contained a fifty-dollar bill. It 
was an ordinary fitty-dollar bill, but when 
Terence flashed it before my dazzled eyes 
in the hotel at Meyrill that night, I 
quite sure that it was larger and more 
valuable than the opinions of a New | 

[.ead- 
could 

It took us to 
we 

England hired man. 
ville. anvway, and that was all 
reasonably desire. 

But for the rest of the story: 
It was about two years after the road- 

agent affair, in which we lost almost 

| ed me to hasten to that city, where I was 

that in depondent’s opinion he must have 
drawn a capital prize in the matrimonial 

lottery. - | 

walk outside the train inclosure, as he said ; | 

wait till you see her, and you'll be sure of 

—
 

, that an artist could desire. 

| the cigars 

made me | 

| watches. 

that | 

' on family escutcheon. 

| resemble 

the idea of there being any connection, 
however remote, between the stately crea- 
ture who had just lett us and the little 

story any longer than is necessary. 

an | 

the | 
This odd notion was | 

| the worry and disgrace, along with the 

while among | 
| mother and sisters to come to him. 

| and one of 
was | 

sister went. 

thunder-struck to receive Hallegan's wed- 
ding-cards. It was the first time I had 
heard from him for a year, and had any 
one else told me Terence Hallegan was a 
marrving man, I should have derided him: | 

own | her, 
peculiar chirography, directed to me an | 
but when Terence himselt, mn his 

envelope containing such startling news, 
all set forth in the highest style of the | 
engraver’s art—well, it was too much, 
and | went down into the camp, 
where surcease of sorrow was obtainable in 
(quantities to suit the purchaser, and where 
there were a full score of Terence’s friends 
and acquaintances to toast his memory and 
condole with each other. 

that hole he had been pegging away at, 
over on the other side of the gulch, and ex- 

citement reigned supreme. 
In the midst of confusion, telegrams came 

and went, flying—brought and sent by 
special courier to and from the oflice at 
Sunrise, nine miles away; and 
came one for him who sits here burning the 
nocturnal kerosene. It was from Ilallegan, | 
who was now living in Chicago,and summon- | 

needed to assist in closing a transaction in- | 
volving the sale of some mining property | 
in which Terence and I were interested. 
Terence met me at the station. He | 

looked remarkably well, even for a person 
whose health and spicits had always been 

of the very best, and I told him so, adding | 

He smiled happily and took my arm to 

“That I did—that I did, my boy; just 

a" 
He called a cab, gave the driver some 

brief instructions, and leaped in after me. 
We rode several minutes in silence; then | 
Hallegan turned to me in # rather em- 
barrassed way, and said, in a strained tone. 

“Billy, me boy—it's very near dinner- 
time at our house—and there's no time tor 
—explanations. Only—if you think you've | 
seen—my wife—if ber face is familiar— 
please don’t mention it, or act as though 
you noticed it. I'll explain after dinner. 

I acquiesed wonderingly, and wondered 
' yet more after I bad met Mrs. Hallegan, 
for 1 was quite positive that I had never 
seen her before, and there was ample op- 
portunity during the course of the excel- 
lent dinner we presently sat down to, to 
study her. She was slightly above the 

rather slight figure. Her hair and eyes 
were dark, setting off excellently her clear 
olive complexion, and her features were all 

She was hard- 
ly what one would call a beautiful woman, 
however. *‘‘Handsome” would be the bet- 
ter word—or, perhaps, “striking.” There 
was something about the firm set of her 
mouth when not speaking. and the strong, | 
rather masculine chin—in which, oddly 
enough, there was a charmingly feminine 
dimple—that caused this effect, 1 think. 

One would never have taken Mrs. 
gan for the daughter of the little, white- 
haired, sweet-faced old lady who sat op- | 
posite me, and whom she addressed as 

“mother.” 
No, I had never seen her up to half an 

hour ago, so I gave up studying her and 
fell to wondering what Hallegan was going | 
to “explain.” 

Dinner over, the ladies rose to leave us, 
smiling over the broad hint Terence had | 

just thrown out concerning a desire to | sobbing. I looked cautiously around, and 
smoke. As they reached the door, Mrs. | there. within two rods of me, was the | 

Hallegan turned and bowed mockingly to 
her husband, whose hand was just reaching 
for the bell. *‘I hope, Sir Terence, that 

may prove dry company.” 
Then, with a bright smile, she vanished. 

I flopped into my chair breathlessly. | 
Where had I seen that mocking bow? 
Then, suddenly, there came before that 
little scene in the mountains two years 
since ; the dust, the heat, the sleepy cow- 

boy inside the coach, the dapper little 
chap who so politely took our money and 

He bowed just that way when 
he finished his work and departed. 
brother,” I thought—*‘black sheep, blot 

How much they 

“Well, me boy ?" 
Hallegan was looking at me quizzically 

through the smoke, we having lighted our 
cigars meanwhile. 1 suppose I looked 
embarrassed. Of course it was all rot; 

rascal who engineered that hold-up ! 
Hallegan spoke : 
“Billy, me boy, I won't make a short 

You 
remember the little tellow who held us up, 
two years ago 

“Ot course I do.” 
“Yes, very likely. Well, I fancy I'd 

better begin at the beginning. 
“Three years ago, a young fellow named 

Wilson, who had been employed as cashier 
by the L.. and A. Stage and Express Com- 
pany, got into trouble over his accounts. | 
I'he manager— Robinson—charged him 
with a shortage amounting to several thou- 
sand dollars. There was an investigation, 
and. on the strength of certain circum- 
stantial evidence which need not be stated, 

as itis immaterial, backed by the testi- 
mony of Robinson, the manager, Tweedy, 
the superintendent, and Frank Robinson, 
son of the manager—who, by the way, had 
always been Wilson's bosom friend —the 
cashier was convicted on trial and sentenced | 

to a long term at Canyon City. Strange 
to say, he offered no testimony and made 
no defence except the plea ot ‘not guilty.’ 

“Well, it killed him. Inside of a year, 

hard work and close confinement—he had 
| never been very strong—had wasted him 
| to a shadow, and when, at last, he knew he 
couldn't live very long, he sent for his 

«His mother was too ill herself to travel, 
the sisters—a cripple—was 

obliged to remain with her, but the elder 

“*She found him dying—dying in prison. 
It was the first she had known of his 
trouble and, naturally, she was terribly 

| shocked. 
“He told her the true history of the 

affair—that young Robmson, between 
whom and himself had existed a sort of 

PROGRESS, 

And griet was | 
our lot, until the day Jewett **struck it” in | 

| only one road-agent—a little chap, but a 

one day | 

| ence what precautions the company took, 

| of hold-ups were successlully made—and, 

' concern, of course, but had always made a 

. suspect that the Robinsons had not run | 

| caught at Santa Fe. 

Damon and Pythias friendship, was the 
uilty one; and how, when some of the 

stockholders got wind of the shortage, the 
two Robinsons and Tweedy. who was a 
brother-in-law of old Robinson, had con- 
spired to shield the guilty man by sacri- 
ficing an innocent one, who would not de- 
fend himself. The confession made by the 
dying man was not altogether a voluntary 
one. His sister, who had known nothing 

except that he was innocent, caught a hint 

of the trath from him when he was raving 
in delirium —the rest she made him tell 

“After young Wilson's death, his sister 
went quietly to work to see what could be 
done to prove, her brother's innocence 
and to place the guilt where it belonged, 
but soon found that mothing could be 
proved. The Robinsons were too strong 
tor her. 
“About this time Mrs. Wilson and her 

vounger daughter were obliged to go south 
on account of ill health, leaving the elder | 
daughter, who was studying medicine, here 
in Chicago. Not long after this, tbe hold 
ups on the different lines of tbe L. and A. 
began. For the first few times, there was 

nervy— who got talked about by the papers 
a good deal ; but pretty soon there were 
others, until a band of about eight or nine 
had organized, under the little fellow’s 
leadership, and they made life a burden to 
the L.. and A. people. It made no differ- 

or how many guards it employed ; the road- 
agents were too smart,and the boldest kind 
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and, by Jove! it ‘busted’ the companys | 
» IT a | 

business. The L. and A. wasn’t a heavy | 

good deal of money. The frequent hold- | 
ups on its lines, though. proved a settler. | 
It wasn't long before nobody would ship or | 
travel over any of the LL. and A. company’s 
lines unless actually obliged to do so, and 
the company was kept pretty busy settling 
the losses of its customers. Then came | 

the crash, and somehow people began to | 

things as they should have been handled, | 
and the stockholders investigated. Old | 
Robinson died in disgrace shortly after- 
ward. The young man took a!l he could | 
lay his hands on and skipped, but was 

He's where he should | 
be at—at Canyon City. Tweedy got off on | 
a technicality. 
“About seven or eight months after we 

were held up,a stage full of fellows, inzlud- 
ing myself, were stopped and relieved one 

| atternvon, about ten miles from Milliken, 
| on the old Muleshoe Trail. The young 
| fellow was one 
| him in spite of his mask. There were 
| only four of the road-agents on this occa- 
| sion. 

“They pulled out leaving us orders not 
| to touch our arms (which they had stacked 
| on the ground) for twenty minutes, under 
| penalty of getting shot. But one of our 
party was a devil-may-care chap, and no 
sooner were the bandits gone than he 
walked right over to the pile otf guns and 

| picked his out, remarking thut he ‘didn’t 
| believe there were any road-agents around | 
just then.” And there weren't. 

«*Well, the result of this fellow's fool- 

| hardiness was that we concluded 
be money in our pockets to get on the trail 

after them, separating a little distance from 
each other. We followed them all the 
afternoon, but couldn’t find a trace. 

“*You know how the old Mule-shoe Trail 

18? 
the | ing to meet us on 

it was plain to be seen, so I quietly sneaked 

| hands. 

of the robbers—I knew | 

| beauty. 
| box door was gently opened and an 
known hand presented Rossini with this | 

it would 

Well, the driver had gone on, agree- | 
other side of the | 

up and requested him to throw up his | 

| the sight of a mouse ? 

“Her | 

| to interfere with Uncle Sam's mail. 

| caught, but they didn’t know any more 

“Did you ever hear a woman scream at | 
That's just the way | 

this young fellow screamed when he saw 
the muzzle of my gun—and I, as soon as 1 
saw the scared, tearful face turned to mine, 
knew as well as I know now, that the 
famous bandit known as ‘Foxey’ was only 
a woman. 

“*She seemed to trust me somehow, and 
pretty soon I had the whole story from her. 
Then I sat down and talked to her like a 
brother; and the result was that next day 
the road-agents missed their leader. and, 
inside of a fortnight, Miss Jean Wilson 
was back here in Chicago, at her studies 
again. 

“I need not say that this gertle bandit, 
who ruined the business of the L. and A. 
Company, took not one cent of the pro- 
ceeds, and never permitted any of the band 

The 
latter fact accounts, in a measure, for 
their success, for Uncle Sam is a bad man 
to interfere with. The former fact, I 
think, had to do, to some extent, with the 
strong hold which *‘Foxey’ had over his 
subordinates, although they must have had | 
a good deal of faith in his demonstrated 
ability as an executive. The band was 
broker up not long after ‘Foxey's' dis- 
appearance, and three of the men were 

concerning their mysterious ex-chief than 
did the public at large.” 
“And—and Miss Wilson is 
Hallegan's eyes twinkled: “Is waiting 

for us. let us join her,” he said.— Fz. 

” 

A Royal Betrothal. 

In referring to the death of the Grand 
Duke of Hesse, on March 13, an English 
paper gives the following extract trom the 

| Cure of the Age. 

(queen's diary, bearing on the betrothal of |! 

the duke to Princess Alice: ‘After dinner. 
whilst talking to the gentlemen, I perceiv- | 

"ed Alice and Louis conversing before the | 
fireplace more earnestly than usual, and, | 
when I passed to go to the other room, | 
both came up to me, and Alice, in much | 
agitation,said he had proposed to her,and he 
begged for my blessing. I could only squeze | 

» her hand and say ‘‘certainly,” and that we 
would see him in our room later. 
through the evening work as well as we 
could. Alice came to our room . 
agitated but quiet . Albert sent for 

| Louis to his room, went first to him, and 
| then called Alice and me in. 
' has a warm, noble heart. 
our dear Alice, and praised her much to 

| him. 

. + EN 

We embraced 

He pressed and kissed my hand, and 
I embraced him. After talking a little, we 

| parted, a most touching and, to me, most 

| sacred m®ment. 

We got | 

A MAGNIFICENT APRIL FOOL. 

Entertaining Chapter inthe Life of Maestro 
Rossini. 

A centenary is a very grand thing, no 
doubt; but few people hanker after it. 
If Rossini takes any interest in the thing 
just now he might request his admirers to 
‘whistle it easy.” Above the din of the 
orchestra we find some bass notes that the 
author of William Tell would perhaps like 
to have omitted. They inform us that the 
great composer was what the French call 
un homme de bonnes fortunes, or at least he 
imagined himself such. He was thoroughly 
convinced that he was irresistible among 
the ladies. As a New Yorker might say, 
vulgar but expressively, he was *‘stuck on 
himself.” He kept his pockets well 
stocked with billets doux, which he con- 
stantly exhibited to his less fortunate 
friends and acquaintances. Ina word, if 
the notes which his centenary have called 
forth are all in tune the great maestro was | 

from his | 

At Milan one morning just as he got out | 

an ass. Here is one of them 
biographer, Ettinger. 

of bed Rossini received the following note : 
A lady just arrived from 

fills the the maestro whose music 

would wish to see him this evening at the 
Scala, box 9, lower tier, to tell him orally 
what she dare not put on paper. 
The letter was written in a fine and ele- 

gant hand. There was a crest on the en- 
velope,and the whole affair was exquisitely | 
scented. 

* Another conquest!” sighed Rossini with | 
Just then | 

the door was opened and the tenor David 
an air of protound resignation. 

appeared. David was a first-class practi- 
cal joker. The composer and the singer 
chatted pleasantly for a while, after which 

the latter announced the news that the 
Ambassadress of France had just arrived at 
Milan. 

“Is she pretty 7" asked Rossini. 
“She is simply adorable,’ 

evening. 

the lower tier.” 
“Do you know the number ?” asked 

Rossini. 
«Number nine, [ think,” was David's 

i reply. 
That settled it. When David went away 

Rossini prepared himselt with a most 
elaborate toilet. He curled his hair, fixed 
himself up elabogately, put on his all- 
conquering trousers, and when it was time 
to start for the theatre he set off with a | 
light heart for box 9. He found it empty. 
But he waited patiently, or rather, im- | 
patiently. for the arrival of the expected 

At the end of the third act the 
un- 

note : 

My Dear Master: Madame the Ambas- 

sadress of France has charged the under- 
signed to offer you her apologies. It is 
impossible for her to come to the theatre 

for the following reasons: 
I.—She has not yet left Rome. 
Ii.—She will probably never come to | 

Milan. 
lil.—She doesn't exist. The ambassa- 

| - . . 

dor of France is a widower. 
| of those four road-agents, so we started | 

Halle- | 
Be good enough, incomparable maestre, g 

| to accept the assurance of the profound 
| esteem with which the undersigned has the | 
| honor to be 

Your devoted admirer, 
Primo APRILE. 

Rossini swore. 

David's notes were always out of tune with 
the great composer. 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

Men of culture are the true apostles of 
young road-agent, crying as it his beart | equality,—Matthew Arnold. 
would break. There was no one else there | » A stout heart may be ruined in fortune 

but not in spirit,— Victor Hugo. 
K. D. C. has proved itselt the Greatest 

Try it! Test it!! Prove 
it for yourself and be convinced of its Great 

Merits!!! 

A man’s mind is known by the company 
he keeps. —Lowell. 

Confidence is a plant of slow growth in 
an aged bosom.— William Pitt. 
“The World Gone Mad!” Wanted— 

The world to regain its reason and dyspep- 
tics the use of their stomachs by the use of 
hPL. 

Contentment with today’s lot makes can- | 
didacy for a better lot tomorrow.— Charles 
H. Parkhurst. 

At exhibitions 
been awarded a Silver Medal and five 
Diplomas—the highest awards for any 
medicine. 

Life is not so short but that there | 
is always time enough for courtesy. 
— J merson. 

Wanted— Dyspeptics the world over to 
test K.D.C. A free sample package 
mailed to any address. 
pany, New Glasgow, N. S. 

Everything a man parts with is the cost 
of something. Everything he receives is 

the compensation of something.—J. G. 
Holland. 

Gold! K. D. C. is “worth its weight in 
gold.” Tryit! A free sample package 
mailed to any address. K. D. C. Com- 
pany, New Glasgow, N. S. 

The heart is always hungry. No man 
lives happily alone. The wisest and the 
best is wiser ahd better for the friends be 
has.—Raswell D. Hitchcock. 

Nestlé's Milk Food for infants has, during 25 | 
Years, grown in favor with both doctors and | 
mothers throughout the world, and is now un-| 

| questionably not only the best substitute for | 
il mothers’ milk, but the food which agrees with | 
ilthe largest percentage of infants. It gives) 
| stren th and stamina to resist the weakening | 
effects of hot weather, and has saved the lives of | 
thousands of infants, To any mother sending | 

Naples, with | 
the intention of making the acquaintance of | 

entire | 
globe and carries his renown everywhere, | 

Juvenia 
Marvellous Effect ! ! 

Preserves and Rejuvenates the Complexion. 

DER REDWOOD’S REPORT. 
The ingredients are perfectly pure, and WE CANNOT SPEAK 

TOO HIGHLY OF THEM. 
The Soap is PERFECTLY PURE and ABSOLUTELY NEUTRAL. 

JUVENIA SOAP is entirely frea from any colouring matter, and contains about 
the smallest proportion possible of water, From careful analysis and a thorough investi. 
gation of the whole process of its manufacture, we consider this Soap fully qualified to 
rank amongst the FIRST OF TOILET SOAPS.-—T. Reowoon, Ph.D., F.I.C., F.CS8. ; 
T. Horne REpDWoOD, F.1.C., F.C.8.; A.J. De Haves, F.1.C., F.C.8, 

: Wholesale Representative for Canada—CHARLES GYDE, 33, St. Nicholas St., Montreal, 

oy 

"rephed David, | 
“and she is just crazy over your music. | 
Her very first act was to hire a box for this | 

1 I was at the theatre when her | 
attendent arrived and he hired a box in | 

The Celebrated 

ASK YOUR GROCER FOR | 

CHOCOLAT MENI 
Annual Sales Exceed 33 MILLION LBS. 

For Samples sent Free, write to C. ALFRED CHOUVILLOU, MONTRLCAL. 

THETCLYDE STEAMSHIP GOMPANY. 
New York. Charleston, S, C,. and Jacksonville, Fia,, Service. 

Ve \ 

Tri- Weekly departures between NEW YORK and CHA RLESTON, 8. C_ theSouthand 
La 

International Steamship Co. 

: wg . He was an April fool! | 

| Shoe—it is only three or four miles across. | [1c tried to laugh it off, but ever afterward 
“I was just about making up my mind | a 

| to join the other fellows, and bad stopped | 
| to think of the best way to cross the creek, | 
when | heard a queer sound, like a woman | 

CHANGE OF SAILINGS. 

Southwest, JACKSONVILLE, FLA., and all Florida Points. 0 

The fleet is composed of the following elegant steamers : “ ALGONQUIN” (new), “ TRoQ
uo1s,” “SEMI 

NOLE,” ** CHEROKEE,” ** YEMAssEE” and “ DELAWARE,” one of which is appointed to sail from Pier 

29, E. R. (foot of Roosevelt Street), New York, MONDAYS, WEDNESDAYS and _FRI- 

DAYS, at 3 p. m. 
v 

This is the only line between New York and Jacksonville, Fla., without change, 
Making clese connections at Jacksonville with F.C. & P.R.R., J.T. & K.W.R'y, 

& J., St. A. &H.R.R.R. 

CLYDE’S ST. JOHN’S RIVER LINE, 
amers “CITY OF JACKSONVILLE,” “ FRED'’K DEBARY,” ‘“ EVERGLADE," and 

't 3 p.m., except Saturdays, for Santord, Fla., and intermediate 
3lue Springs and Sanford for all points 

Comprising the elegant ste 
“ WELAKA,” leaving Jacksonville daily 

landings, making connections with all rail lines at Palatka, Astor, 

in Florida. 

Passenger accommodations unsurpassed, steamers being supplied with all modern improvements, steg. 

steering gear, electric lights, electric bells, baths, etc. The cuisine on the steamers of the *¢ CLYDw 

LINE?” is unexcelled by any other line, the table being supplied with the best the Northern and Southern 

markets afford. For further information apply to 

WM. P. CLYDE & CO., Cen’l Agts., 
5 Bowling Green. New York, 12 So. Wharves, Philadelphia, Pa, 

THEO. G. EGER, T. M., 5 Bowling Green, New York. 

R. F. ARMSTRONG, Halifax, N. 8S. C. F 7", JARVIS, St. John, N. B. 

STEAM ERS. RAILWAYS, 

ANADIAN WINTER ARRANGEMENT 
TWO TRIPS A WEEK DACIFIC HY. 

Popular 
One Way 

Parties 
TO THE— 

PACIFIC COAST! 

FOMMENCING Nov. 2, 
J) the 8S eamers of this 

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

Freight received daily up to 5 p. m. 
¢. BE. LAECHLER, Agent. 

OURIST SLEEPING CARS leave MONTREAL 
(Windsor Street Station) at 8.15 p. m., 

| (local time), i U 

| same days; sailing from Annapolis upon arrival of 

| the morning express 

in 1891, K. D. C. has | 

‘BAY OF FUNDY S.S. C0. (LTD.) 

S.S.“AT.PHA”> 
day of March, 1892, sail from the Company’s 

Pier, Reed’s Point, St John, every MONDAY, 

WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY, at 6.30 a.m., 

for Digby and Annapolis, returning 

| WH on and after WEDNESDAY, the 23rd 

from Halifax, ealling at Digby. 

ga These sailings will continue until further notice. 

HowAaArp D. Troor, President. 

INSTRUCTION. 

Beginner's Course. 

There is no failure in learning the Simple 

Wednesdays. 
DURING—— 

March, April and May, 
1892. 

For further particulars enquire of Railway Ticket 
Agents. 

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

St. Joun, N. B. 

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’] Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL. 

Intercolonial Railway. 
| Shorthand by mail. 
y 

' SxerL’s Business CoLLEGE, Windsor. N.S. 

| 
| 

- | 
K. D.C. Com- | 

| 4 ing a thorough 

her address, and mentioning this paper, we will | 
send samples and description of Nestlé's Food, i 
Thos, Leeming & Co., Sole Ag’ts, Montreal. | 

But don’t apply unless | 

ou are a good honest worker. After Oct. 19, Trains leave St. John, Standard 
i Time, for Halifax and Campbellton, 7.05; for Point 
| du Chene, 10 30; for Halifax, 14.0( ; for Sussex, 16.30; 

— ! for Quebec and Montreal, 16.55. 
Will arrive at St. John from Sussex, 8.30; from 

| Quebec and Montreal (excepted Monday), 9.35; 
from Point du Chene, 12.56; from Ilalifax, 19.30" 

wr 
| from Halifax, 23.30. REE ie. 

WESTERN COUNTIES RY. - 

ADIES and GENTLEMEN desirous ot obtain- 
knowledge of Shorthand and 

Type-writing and an acquaintance with the duties 

Bf amanuensis, should enter for our even. 

ing courses—in session every evening (Saturdays 

excepted), 7to 9. Apply to 
J. HARRY PEPPER, 

Conductor of Shorthand Department, 

St.John Business College and Shorthand Institute 

Winter Arrangements. 

On and atter Monday 18th Jan., 1892, trains will run 
daily (Sunday excépted) as follows: 

LEAVE YARMOUTH xpress daily at 8.00 a. 
m.; arrive at Annapolis at 

12 noon ; Passenger and Freight Monday, Wednesday 

and Friday at 1.00 p.w.; arrive at Annapolis 5.48 p.m. 

LEAVE ANNAPOLIS Express daily at 1.20 p. 
m.; arrive at Yarmouth 

5.20 p.m. ; Passengers and Freight Tuesday, Thurs- 

day and Saturday at 7.30 a.m., arrive at Yarmouth 
12.35 p.m. ’ 

CONNECTIONS: Annapolis with trains of 
Windsor and Annapolis Rail- 

way.; at Digby with Steamer City of Monticello to 

) anc from St. John every Monday, Wednesday and 

Saturday. At Yarmouth with steamers Yarmouth 

and Boston for Boston every Wednesday and Satur- 
day evenings; and trom Boston wy Wednesday 

and Saturday morning. With Stage daily (Sunday 

excepted) to and from Barrington, Shelburne and 

Liverpool. 
Through tickets may be obtained at 126 Hollis St., 

Halifax, and the principal Stations on the Windsor 

and Annapolis Railway. J. BRIGNELL, 

Yarmouth, N. 8. General Superintendent. 

= 
— 

AR. WILLIAM PRINGLE, the well known 

M Penman and accomplished Busi
ness ( ollege 

specialist, has purchased an interestin my b
usiness 

and will be with me after the first of July. We will 

then have the strongest possible combination of 

teaching talent, and expect to win success by de
serv- 

ing it. 
Notice is given thus early that those who are 

planning their summer work may know t
heir oppor- 

tunity. Send for circulars and samples of Mr. 

Pringle’s Pe hip io Pringle’s Penmanship S. KERR, Principal. 

Oddfellows’ Hall. od | JE 

French, German ANGUAGES Spanish, Malian 
Actually Spoken and Mastered in Ten Weeks 

without leaving your homes by Dr. Rosenthal’s 

Meisterschaft System. 550th Thousand Pupils taug
ht 

as if actually in the presence of the teacher. 

Terms for MASTERED: £5.00 for each Lan- 

| gnage. All questions answered and all exercises 

| corrected free of charge. Specimen Copies, Part], 

25 cents. Send for Circulars. 

THE MEISTERSCHAFT PUBLISHING CO. 

mie 0 WEEKS n Summer Street, 
Boston, Mass. 

Dropped into the machine at Crocket’s 
Drug Store. is the popular idea, when 
you want to get a Scent 

FOR A GENT. 
In other words you can get your 

Pocket Handkerchief perfumed, with- 

out any trouble. Try it when you 

call at 

CROCKET'S DRUG STORE 
Cor. Princess and Sydney Streets. 


