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FAY'S FLIRTATIONS. 

“] am tired of it, aunt, tired of it all! 

My very wealth is a burden to me! I have 

come down here to forget it, to for- 

get that | am an heiress, and only to re- 

member that I am once again the little girl 

who has spent here, in the old homestead, 
so many happy hours.” 
Thus spoke Fay Murdock, on the morn- 

ing following her arrival at Crow’s Nest. 

She sat where she had thrown herself, with 

languid grace, on the fauteuil at her aunt's 

feet. A pretty picture she made in the 

morning sunshine, as it played about her 

small regal head ; its auburn hair arranged 

so tastefully in dainty pufls and curls, the 

deep blue eyes with their thickly tringed 

black lashes now and again sweeping the 

exquisitely tinted cheek ; the red lips halt 

parted over the white, even teeth; the tall 

figure in its white wrapper, which to ignor- 

ant eyes appeared so simple a dress, but 

adorned with lace which mn reality repre- 

sented a full year’s salary for a poor man. 

Even the sun laughed at this young 

lady's promise to forget her wealth, but 

her aunt smiled as she answered : 

«I trust, dear, whatever has brought 

you, the happy days may come again. But 

you must expect to find Holbrook much 

changed, although Crow's Nest on our do- 

main remains the same. The opening of 

the mines has made a wonderful difference. 

All our old-time quiet has fled, and though 

the town has marveiously grown and im- 

yroved, I often sigh for the days gone by. 

by the way, the new superintendent dines 

with us tonight. He appears a gentleman- 

ly fellow, and your uncle says he is just the 

man for the place. Our interests, now, lie 

so largely in the mines, that we find it 

necessary to be polite to those having au- 

thority. If, however, you miss in him some 

of the polish of your city beaux, you will, I 

trust, pardon it.” 
«80 this is the fate to which 1 have con- 

demned myselt I” soliloquized Fay, a few 

hours later, as, attired in an exquisite din- 

ner toilet, she surveyed the result in the 

mirror opposite. *‘I said good-bye to so- 

ciety, and pined for a quiet, but, lo! I am 

to be called upon to entertain some coun- 

try rustics, who, of course, will fall in love 

with me at once, and whose devotions will 

prove particularly tiresome. If one must sub- 

mit to that sort of thing, I greatly prefer it 

should come from one in one’s own rank of 

life. Then, at least, 1t is properly done: 

but even for Death it is necessary to be 

adorned.” 
Thus, as in excuse of her toilet, with a 

half-sigh and a few last needful touches, 

Fay turned to descend the stairs. As she 

entered the parlor, she saw the stranger 

was already there, talkinglow and earnest- 

ly to her uncle. But the bow with which 

he followed the introduction was more 

stately than her own, and, to her utter 

amazement, he as quietly and as much at 

ease as though no radiant vision had daz- | 

zled his rustic eyes, immediately continued 

the conversation which had so engrossed 

him on her entrance. 
In the few minutes which preceded the 

summons to dinner, she had time to study 

him: but all in vain she looked for the 

signs of the country rustic for which her 

aunt had prepared her. Tall and straight, 

with a breadth of shoulder many an athlete 

might have envied ; a well-shaped, close- 

cropped head; eyes gray and clear; a 

mouth whose decisive lines the long, light 

mustache failed to conceal—Paul Revere 

was a study on which a woman's eye could 

scarcely rest without a passing glance of 

admiration. But Fay's lip curls as she 

turns away. The two seem antagonistic 

from the first. At dinner he talks, and 

talks well; but she is silent. When the 

dessert is brought on, the conversation 

turns, as is natural, on the mines. 

“There is a good deal of dissatisfaction | 

at authority among the men,” said Mr. Re- | 

vere. ‘and more drunkenness than 1 like 

to see. 1 don't want to be a croaker, Mr. 

Murdock, but there are some ugly men | 

among them to deal with.” 

«A little wholesome discipline, the dis- 

charge of one or two of the inciters to re- 

bellion, will soon put an end to anything 

of that sort,” answered the other, 

But the young superintendent only shook 

his head ominously, as the ladies rose and 

left the gentlemen to enjoy their quiet 

smoke. 
Fay was at the piano when they rejoined 

them. She had been singing, as her ad- 

mirers said Fay Murdock only could sing, 

the clear, sweet voice thrilling through the 

darkened room. A flash of triumph lit 

the blue eyes, unseen by him who called it 

forth, as Paul Revere crossed the room and 

stood bv her side—the rustic whose admir- 

ation she had prophesied to herself as 
weariness. 

“Thank you,” he said, when the last 

note died away ; but the tone which spoke 

the simple words was eloquent with 

meaning. 
“Another, dear,” her aunt pleaded. 

But, suddenly rising, Fay declared the 

interruption bad destroyed the inspiration, 

and throwing a light shawl about her 

shoulders, stepped through an open window 

on to the lawn. Surely he would follow 

her, but none the less no shadow but her 

own was reflected by the moonlight ; and 

when, a half-hour later, she re-entered the 

house, her aunt gave her the courteous 

good-bye message Mr. Revere had left for 

her ; but, with a light laugh of indifference, 

Fay declared she had forgotten his very 

presence, and proclaiming herself a con- 

vert to early hours, fled incontinently to 

her room. 
Meanwhile, with long, hasty strides, Paul 

Revere left the town farther and farther 

behind him. One corner of his moustache 

he held between his clenched teeth, and 

his head was bent low. 
“Fool that I am!” he murmured, with 

only the moon-rays as his witnesses. ‘Am 

[ again to be the dupe of a woman's smile ? 

It is only because it was like a waft of the 
old life across the barrenness of the pre- 

sent. The girl's beauty and her nameless 

race acted like liquor on my brain. And 
= voice—it needed only that to prove to 
me my folly. As though her every move- 
ment did not proclaim her a coquette. I 
muet not—will not—see her again.” 

» ® * - 

“Mr. Revere, you avoid me. Why is it? 
What have I done ? Uncle and aunt say 
you spend no more evenings with them. 
Am I the cause?” 
Thus spoke Fay, a few weeks later, in a 

chance meeting with the young superin- 
tendent, as she strolled home after a long 

solitary walk. 
“Do you really wish to know why I have 

not come ?” he answered. **Yes, you were 

the cause.” 

aE 

«I I” ghe replied, with seeming astonish- 
ment. **What have 1 done?” 

“Doubtless the thing is such an old, old 
story to your ears, Miss Murdock, its re- 

petition would weary you. Have you, then, 

missed me, that you seek to know the 
reason of my absence?” 
“My aunt and uncle wondered,” she 

whispered, half turning her head, that yet 

the man might see the wave of color his 

question had brought into her cheek. ‘Do 

not let them wonder longer, Mr. Revere.” 

she continued, with sudden frankness. 

“Come and see us. Will you not?” 
And it that minute's pleading hung Paul 

Revere’s fate. The flash ot triumph now 

“*had time for growing in her eyes.” No 
longer was there need to watch and wait. 

A month had passed since she had asked him 

would he come, and on no day since had he 

been absent. The time appointed for her 
visit'send was long past, yet still she lin- 

gered on. His eyes had long told the story 

of his love. His lips were silent. Notun- 

til they, too, disclosed it would her ven- 
geance be complete, the vow fulfilled, she 
had ‘sworn that first night he had let her go 
forth alone, nor stayed to whisper his 

“Good night.” She needed a summer's 

amusement, she said, and he a lesson. It 

would harm no one. 
But one day she thought differently ; one 

day when, abruptly, without a moment's 
warning, his lips told the long-delayed tale. 

She was sitting at the piano, her fingers 
listlessly touching the o— he standing, 

as on that first evening, by her side, they 

two only in the room. Suddenly he bent 

and looked into her eyes, while the chords 

erashed as he laid his strong hands over 

hers. 
“You have taught me to love you,” he 

said, abruptly. “‘For what reasons? Can 

you give me an answering love? Will you 

be my wite 
She looked startled into his face. It was 

white and drawn, and in that look she rec- 

ognized it was no idle plaything she had 

toyed with during these summer days. 

“Fay,” he continued, his voice softening, 

“once before I loved a woman, older than 

myself, who played with me a while, then 

laughed as she presented to me the man 

who afterward became her husband. | 

swore then never again to lay my love at 

any woman's feet; but, darling, with my 

first glance into your eyes that resolution 

fled. It lies there untainted, unsullied. 

Will you accept it?” 
“Did you not know I was to be married 

in the fall, and this”"—holding up a finger 
on which glittered a brilliant stone—*‘the 

pledge of my engagement?’ Fay answered, 

trying to speak lightly. 
| "One moment she almost shrieked aloud 

with agony, as the man’s grasp tightened 
on the hand he held within his own: the 

next he flung it from him as though it were 

| a viper, his face that of a fiend, as. silent, 

voiceless, he turned and left her to her tri- 

umph. But, as he went, she knew, too 

{ late, her heart went with him. She had 

taught him to despise her. For him the 

bitterness was over. She had taught her- 

self to love him. For her the bitterness 

| had begun. She had deceived him even in 

the last falsehood. No engagement bound 
her. She had but asked the question, 

wondering at his reply, but thought thus 

to evade she offer ot his love; and now— 

now she realized it all! Air! She must 
have air, or she would faint ! 

Stealing from the house she wandered on 
and on, throwing herself down in the 

| shadow of a hedge to sob out her wretch- 
Voices roused her; voices sup- 

voices which spoke 
edness. 
pressed yet ominous: 
his name. 

“J tell you I saw him a while ago rush 

from the house like mad, and down the 

road. He's sweet on the heiress! All the 

better. That look was never on a success- 

ful lover's face. We'll put a piece ot cold 
lead in him to end his misery, and then 

place the pistol in his hand. That'll be Ais 

| discharge, and a final one. Why shouldn't 

we? Didn't he give us ours with his cursed 

ways that woulan’t let a fellow enjoy even 
his glass in comfort?” 

Merciful heaven! Had she heard aright? 
And this horrible peril menaced him! 

«Hist, John: 1 hear the steps.” 

Aye, so did she. Not even time to warn 

him. She must—she must save him at any 

| cost. Nearer and nearer comes the firm 

manly tread she knew so well. She, too, 

| crouched down and glided toward him. 

Will there be time? Already he is within 

| range, already her keen eye has caught 

sight of the murderous aim, when she 

vaults forward and with a loud cry throws 
herself upon his breast. 
“Save and defend yourself! They would 

murder you !” 
But even as she speaks a pistol shot rings 

out in the still air; and with one cry: **My 
love! My love!” from her white lips, she 
sinks at his feet, her blood staining the 
ground on which she lies, the bullet intend- 

ed for his heart buried in her shoulder. 
The cowardly assassins already have es- 

caped ; as he, stooping, raises once more 

in his strong arms the slender form, and 
bears her swittly toward the house. What 
did her words mean ? This is the question 
which haunts him during the long, anxious 
days when she hovers on the borderland 
between life and death. Was it atonement 
which causes her to sacrifice her lite for his, 

or was it— He could not frame the word. 
Hope had been too ruthlessly shattered to 
permit it again to bloom. But there came 
a day when life gained the victory, when 
her first question was for him. 

“Paul,” she said, when he came forward 

to her side, “I did not know myself. Of 
course,” and here the sweet voice faltered, 

“‘you can never care for me again, but I 

wanted to tell you it was not true what 1 
said. No man holds my troth. I said it 

only to try you. I—I don’t ask you to 
love me again, but I proved my love, after 
all—did 1 not ?—and, dear, you will let 

that pled with you for my forgiveness.” 
Like the bursting of the sun, the clouds 

scattered on Paul's horizon, as he fell on 

his knees beside the bed where she lay, so 
white, the great blue eyes swimming in 

tears, as he held the frail form close to his 

beating heart. 
«What have I done to deserve such hap- 

piness ?” he murmured. ‘Fay, is it true ? 

My own, my darling, are you really mine ?” 

“If you will take me,” she answered, 

smiling through her tears, a rainbow 
prophecy of their future. —N. ¥. Ledger. 

Very Apt. 

I called her *“Pussie” while we did 

In courting days commune, 

Ne’er thinking that the same mightgbid 
To prove quite opportune. 

But Time's mutations proved that she 
The name did fitly match; 

For as my wife quite pointedly 
She came up to the sc atch. 

| “Man overboard !” was heard. 

AN ELEPHANT IN PLASTERS. 

First Dosed with Two Gallons of Whiskey 

and Five Ounces of Quinine. 

Queen Jumbo and Baldy, the elephants. 

attracted several thousands of x old 
and young, to the park yesterday. 
The day was cold and lowering overhead, 

while the earth was damp, but the children 
fondled their big friends as enthusiastically 
as ever, and expended all the small change 
to be had in corn and peanuts with as 

much abandon as though the sun had been 

shining. 
Queen Jumbo had a bad time a little 

while ago with the ‘‘thumps.” When a 

child sufters from the chills and then be- 
comes fevered and has lung trouble it is 
only pneumonia, but when an elephant 
suffers in the same way the trouble is 

“thumps.” 
Queen's huge bulk shivered and shook, 

and she whined complainingly until keeper 
Pett began to give her medicine. Lhe first 
dose was two gallons of whisky with five 

ounces of quinine, and he had much trouble 
in getting Queen to take it. The dose did 
little good, and Queen grew worse until 
“thumps” were plainly to be detected. 
Then it was a case of life and death, and 

the keeper set to work in a hurry. He 
built a big fire in the elephant house and 

hung blankets close to it until they were 
very hot, and then wrapped them around 
Queen. 

Another man put 100 pounds of strong 
English mustard into a barrel and mixed it 
with water, like any other mustard plaster 
is made. The mustard was then smeared 

on cloth and the monstrous plasters applied 
to Queen's sides. 
Soon her ladyship showed signs of un- 

easiness. She felt along her sides with 

her trunk, stepped about constantly and 

seemed to wonder what was the matter. 

As the mustard took hold more severely 

Queen tried to tear away the bandages 

and, when jabbed by the keeper's hook, 

she began screaming like a steam whistle. 

The plasters were left in position for 
three hours and then removed and Queen 

again wrapped in hot blankets and dosed 
with whisky and quinine. After a while 

she began to perspire, as elephants always 
do, through the trunk, and her keeper 
knew that she was saved.— San Francisco 

Examiner. 

An Elephant’s Memory. 

A gentleman who crossed the Atlantic a 
few years since on a German steamship 

found himself a fellow-passenger with a 
large elephant. The voyage was long and 
tempestuous. To while away the time, he 

often visited the elephant’s quarters,and at 
dinner filled bis pockets with tid-bits, 
crackers, or refuse from the table to carry 

to the sagacious quadruped, who soon 
learned to expect and fish his pockets for 
the same. At his coming she would throw 

out her trunk and show signs of gratitude 
and pleasure. But at length land was 
reached, and business cares left little time 
for thought of his compagnon de voyage. 
Several years afterwards some elephants 
were quartered in (Central Park.New York, 

for the winter, and several children of the 
household desired to visit them. He ac- 

companied them, and obtained permission 
of the keeper to go into the building where 
they were kept tied to heavy posts. As 
soon as he entered, one elephant at once 

became restless, threw out her trunk, tossed 
her ears, stamped her feet, etc. The 
keeper looked for a dog, and ordered her 
to be quiet, then asked the gentleman, 

“Have you ever had anything to do with 
elephants?” “No.” was the reply. Then 
his voyage was recalled. *‘That is it.” 
said the keeper; *‘you can go to her with- 
out danger.” It was the elephant that 
came over on the same vessel. The visitor 
went to Nellie, as the keeper called her: 
she became quiet and expressed her pleas- 
ure. From an apple-woman near he 

procured fruit and filled his pockets. She 
had not forgotten the old tricks, but dived 
down with her trunk, as in the old days, 

until every apple was found. The keeper 

said, “You can visit her at any time. She 
will never forget you.” 

A Man Saved by a Sea Bird. 

A vessel was ploughing through the 

waters of the South Atlantic when a cry of 
The man 

at the wheel brought the ship up in the 

wind and boats were lowered ; but by the 

time this was accomplished the sailor was a 
quarter of a mile astern. 

| 
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Are You Bivious? 
THEN USE 

ARSON 
PILLS. 

“Best Liver Pill Made” 
Positively cure BILIOUSNESS and SICK HEADACHE, 
all Liver and Bowel Complaints, Put up in Glass Vials. 

Thirty in a bottle, one a dose. They expel all impurities 

from the blood. Delicate women find great benefit from 

using them. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail for 

stamps ; 26 cts; 1% bottles $1.00. Full F free, | 

TS"POINSON & CO., 22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass. 

JOHNSON’S 

Anodyne Liniment. 

Ue ANY OTHE “je X 
For INTERNAL as much as EXTERNAL use. 

ORICINATED 

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

$0 take it for Croup, Colds, Sore Throat, Cramps, Pains. 

Stops Inflammation in body or limb, like magic. Cures | 

Coughs, Asthma, Catarrh, Colic, Cholera Morbus, Rheu- | 

matic Pains, Neuralgia, Lame-Back, Stiff Joints, St
rains, 

llustrated Book free. Price. 35 conts; six 82 00, Sold by 

iruggists. 1. S. JOHANSON & (0O., Boston, Mass. 
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The Cold. 
The disagreeable 

~ taste of the 
COD LIVEROIL | 

is dissipated in 

SCOTT'S | 
EMULSION 

HYPOPHOSPHITES ) 
OF LIME AND SODA. 

The patient suffering from 

CONSUMPTION. 
BRONCHITIS, COUGH, COLD, OR 
WASTING DISEASES, takes the 
remedy as he would take milk. A per. 
fect emulsion, and a wonderful flesh producer. 
Take no other. All Druggists, 50¢., 1.00. ) 

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville, ) 
Ln 

INSTRUCTION. 

The Silver Medal was award- 

ed to Miss E. M. Lawrence, of 

Hantsport. A Prize will be 

given each month for the best | 
Business Writing, 
SxEeLL's Business CoLLeGe, Windsor,N.S. 

| Lot 701720 
| ADIES and GENTLEMEN desirous of obtain. 
4 ing a thorough knowledge of Shorthand and 

y pe-writing and an acquaintance with the duties 
of a business amanuensis, should enter for our even. 
ing courses—in session every evening (Saturd 
excepted), Tto 9. Apply to - od gi 

J. HARRY PEPPER, 
Conductor of Shorthand Department, 

St.Joln Business College and Shorthand Institute 

Will reopen on MONDAY, JANUARY 4. 
WISH to thank the public for the generous pat- 
ronage received during seventeen years of faith- 

ful service. 

He kept up, however, and as [the boat | 
approached a big albatross was seen to 

dart at him, and the next moment to 

struggle ; then away went the bird, flap- 

ing violently, towing the sailor along the 
surface. 
The men had to pull hard to gain upon 

it, and then it was found that the sailor 

was uninjured and perhaps had beeu saved 
by the bird. 
He was almost exhausted when the alba- 

tross flew over him in evident cuiiosity ; as 
it passed he seized its teet. The bird,in its 

fear and terror, was strong enough to tow 

him along the surface at a rapid rate. 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

The greatest remedy for anger is delay. 
—Seneca. 

K. D.C. has proved itselt the Greatest 
Cure of the Age. Try it! Testit!! Prove 
it for yourselfand be convinced of its Great 

Merits!!! 

Apologies only account for that which 

they do not alter.—Disraeli. 

“The World Gone Mad!” Wanted— 

The world to regain its reason and dyspep- 

tics the use of their stomachs by the use of 

K. D.C. 

Cheerfulness, the character of common 

hope, is, in strong hope, like glimpses of 

sunshine on a cloudy day. — Joanna Baillie. 

At exhibitions in 1891, K. D. C. has 

been awarded a Silver Medal and five 

Diplomas—the highest awards for any 
medicine. 

Calamities that seem inenpparinhia when 

looked at from a distance lose halt their 

power if met and resisted with fortitude.— 

James Fenimore Cooper. 

Wanted— Dyspeptics the world over to 

test K. D.C. A free sample package 

mailed to any address. K. D.C. Com- 

pany, New Glasgow, N. S. 

Blessings may appear under the shape of 

ains, losses and disappointments, but let 

fi have patience and he will see them in 
their proper figure.—Addison. 

Gold! K. D. C. is “worth its weight in 

old.” Tryit! A free sample kage 

or to any address. K. D. Co 

pany, New Glasgow, N. 8. 
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I will gladly welcome in the future all who are 
willing to labor earnestly with me tor laying broad | 

and beep the foundations of usefulness and success. | 

I propose to devote to all such all my energies, skill | 

and experience. 
Send for Circulars. 
Oddfellows’ Hall. 

SAINT JOHN 

S. KERR 
Principle. 

Studio Building: 65 Prince William St. 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The aim of the school is to give pups a 
good training in 

DRAWING AND PAINTING. 
Pupils can commence at any time—week, 

month, or by the year. 

Princrear—JOHN C. MILES, A.R.C.A. 
AssistaNtT—FRED H. C. MILES. 

LF Send for circular. 

THE N. Y. SUN 
Has Secured During 1892: 

W. D. Howells, H. Rider Haggard, 
George Meredith, Norman Lockyer, 
Andrew Lang, Conan Doyle, 
St. George Mivart, Mark Twain, 

Rudyard Kipling, J. Chandler Harris, 

R. Louis Stevenson, William Black, 

W. Clark Russell, Mary E. Wilkins, 

Frances Hodgson Burnett, 

and many other distinguished Writers. 

THE SUNDAY SUN 
is the greatest Sunday Newspaper in 

the world. 

Price 5c. a copy. By mail $2 a year. 

Address THE SUN, New York. 

"DAVID CONNELL, 
Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydney St 

Horses Boarded on reasonable terms. 

Horses and Carriages on hire. Mine Fit-ovts 
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at short notice. 

No Deception, Gentlemen 
Wear TOOKE BROS." Suirts and Corrars and you can do anything with comfort. 

For SALE BY THE 1 EADING WHOLESALE AND Reta Houses TErovemoUuT THE DOMIN ON. 

4 ! 

Doves 10 

TOOKE BROS GREAT TRADE, 
TRIGK 
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Academy of Art. 

COLLEGIATE SCHOOL, 

INFIRMARY. 

~~ 

HEAD MASTER: 

Rev. ARNOLDUS MILLER, M. A.,—Cl
assics and | 

| Science. Toronto and Victoria Universities, Ont.
 

RESIDENT ASSISTANT MASTER: 

Mgr. JAMESC. SIMPSON,—Mathematics, G
erman. 

| 

| 

Provincial Certificate, Province of Ont. 
Late of | 

the Engineering Staff, Canadian Pacific R. 
R. | 

RESIDENT ASSISTANT MASTER: | 

Mr. ROBERT SIMPSON,—Enghsh 
and Classics. 

University of Toronto. 

FRENCH : 4 : 

CHARLES G. ABBOTT, Esq., B.A., 
Kings College. 
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ec GYMNASIUM” 

WRITING, DRAWING AND BOOK-KEEPING ° 
Mg. S. G. SNELL. 

DRILL AND GYMNASTIC INSTRUCTOR : 

SErRGT. A. CUNNINGHAM,—Late Instructor in 
Military Gymnasium, Halifax. 

TEACHERS IN P1ANO AND VIOLIN Music: 

Pror. W. H. WATTS. Miss N. HENSLEY. 
Miss KING. 

CorNET :—J. D. MEDCALFE, Esq. 

VioLix :(—J. W. S. BOULT, Esq. 

LENT TERM BEGINS JANUARY 10, 
Ba CIRCULARS giving full intormation, will bejsent on application to

 THE HEAD MASTER..&¢ 

JAMES JACK, - - 92 Prince William Street, St. John, N
. B 

The Remington Typewriter 

THE 
QTANDAR]) 

Type- 

Writer 
OF TODAY. 

SEND FOR 

CATALOGUE. 

© RAILWAYS. 

ANADIAN 
‘PACIFIC YY. 

Popular 
One Way 

Parties 
——T0 THE— 

PACIFIC COAST! 
URIST SLEEPING CARS leave MONTREAL 

(Windsor Street Station) at 8.15 p. m., 

Jan. 6 and 20; 
Fre. Band 17; 
Mar.2,168 and 30; 
April l8 and 27, 

1892. 

For further particulars enquire of Railway Ticket 
Agents. 

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

St. Joun, N. 8. 

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, 

ONTREAL. 

© STEAMERS. 

International Steamship ~Co. 

WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 
TWO TRIPS A WEEK 

FIR BOSTON. 
Cos CING Nov. 2, 

the Seamers of this 
Company will leave St. John 
for Eastport, Portland and 
Boston every MONDAY 
and THURSDAY mornings, 
at 7.25, standard. 
Returning will leave Boston 
same days, at 8.30 a. m., and 
Portland at 5 p. m., for Kast- 

. port and St.John. 

Connections at Eastport with stéamer for Saint 

Andrews, Calais and Saint Stephen. 
Freight received daily up to 5 p. m. 

>. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

WINTER SAILINGS. 
BAY OF FUNDY S. S. CO'Y. 

(Limited). 

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

ILL, on and after MONDAY, the 2nd da 

of November, sail from the Company's 

pier, Reed's Point, St.John, every Monday, Wed- 

pesday, and Saturday at 7.30 loca time, for Digby, 

and Annapolis, returning same days sailing from An- 

papolis upon arrival of the morning Express from 

Halifax, calling at Digby. 
These sailings will continue until further notice. 

Howarp D. Troop, President. 

Intercolonial ‘Railway. 
After O&. 19, Trains leave St. John, Standard 

Time, for Halifax and Campbellton, 7.05; for Point 

du Chene, 10.30; for Halifax, 14.00 ; 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), 9.85; 
Halifax, 19.20; from Point du Chene, 12.56; 

from Halifax, 22.80. 

FURNITURE. 

EDROOM Suits, Parlor Suits, Lounges, Bed 

p Lounges, Fables, Shapes, Buseans, Bedsteads, 

Prices Yow oo ony and A casy payment if desired. 

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