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PROGRESS, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 28, 1892. 

A LADY'S-MAIDS STORY. 
My lady was a fine beauty ; a great belle, 

indeed. She received many offers ; but she 
bad no thought of marrying till Lord 
Strange asked her. I didn’t believe she'd 

take him, but she did, though it couldn't 

have been for anything but his title and 

money, for though not so much older than 

she, he was very ill-favored, his face was 

all scarred up with a burn he bad got when 

a child, and he had as cross and jealous a 

temper as ever I saw. Besides that, one 

shoulder was higher than the other, and he 

had a withered limb which made him drag 

one foot when he walked, so he wasn't 

graceful, let alone being handsome. 

He was desperately fond of my lady. 

He was that jealous of her that he could not 

bear her to look at another man ; and to do | 

her justice, she honored him wonderfully 

in this respect. I don't believe any lady 

could have been more careful than she was 

in not doing anything to vex bim. 

One day, when my lord called at the 

house to see my mistress about some old 

family jewels he was having reset for her, 

there was a stranger with him, a dark, hand- 

some, foreign-looking gentleman, who 

looked at my mistress a great deal, and 

could not conceal how much he was struck 

with her beauty. 

I wondered at so jealous a man as Lord 

Strange bringing this handsome gentleman 

to see his promised wite, but I wondered 

still more at the way he looked at those two, 

and then he kept asking questions and 

looking at my mistress as she answered 

them, tor all the world as if he were trying 

to catch her in a trap. But that night my 

mistress told me the handsome stranger 

was only a new secretary my lord had got, 

and I concluded I had been fanciful in my 

imaginings. 
jut the next day Lord Strange came 

again and brought the handsome secretary 
with him, this time into my mistress’s own 

She must have beech surprised, 

She had learned 

boudoir. 

but she never showed it. 

already that ‘my lord liked her to take 

everything he did as a matter of course. 

The secretary's name was Vassilis, I 

found, and I took the opportunity to be in 

the next room, the door of which opened 

from the boudoir, and I kept it ajar enough 

I wanted to satisty 

He 

stared at my mistress worse than the day 

to watch what went on. 

myself, you see, about that secretary. 

before, and my_lord watched him and her 

in the same queer way. Lord Strange was 

not at all like himself—one minute too gay 

for him, the next gloomy and scowliug. 

He couldn't sit still even, but must go limp- 

ing around [the room and gnawing bis 

finger nails as he watched my mistress 

sideways. 

“There is mischief brewing somehow,” 

I said to'myself. 

You see, my mistress seemed so perfectly 

unconscious, either of my lord's strange 

manner, or Mr. Vassilig’ absurd bebavior. 
jut he wasn’t to blame. My mistress was 

so handsome it was no wonder he stared— 

and he a Frenchman, too. I don’t suppose 

he ever saw so beautiful a creature in his 

life before as my mistress was. She was 

so used to being stared at, I don’t suppose 

she knew anything about it half the time. 

I had been with my mistress a long while, 

and she knew I was devoted to her. 

Sometimes she would talk quite cosy-like 

with ‘me. Well, that night, when 1 was 

dressing her hair, she asked me if I ever 

noticed anything strange about my lord; 

and I said ““Yes, I have noticed it.” She 

turned right round and looked at me. 

“What have you seen, Annette ?” said 

she. 

“I think he's crazy with jealousy,” said 

I, “and that's what is the matter with him.” 

My mistress turned white as a sheet. 

“Oh!” said she *‘I never thought of that. 

I believe you are right, Annette. He does 

act like a person not in his right mind.” 

“Oh, I don’t mean that exactly,” said I. 

* I know what you mean,” my mistress 

said ; but I don’t think she did. 

The next morning, as she stood at her 

dressing-room window, she called to me, 

in impatience and dismay : 

““ Annette, here is Lord Strange and that 

Mr. Vassilis again. 1 suppose we are to 

have the same thing over again as yester- 

day. I want you to go down to the con- 

servatory, and stay there near the drawing- 

room door all the time. Watch Lord 

Strange_particularly, and tell me just how 

he looks aud acts.” 

“Twill,” I said ; and I went down to the 

conservatory at once and hid behind some 
of the big plants and my mistress came and 

looked at me and nodded and smiled ; but 

I noticed she was very pale. 

She scarcely looked at my lord and Mr. 

Vassilis when they came in, though she 

greeted both courteously enough in words. 

My lord sat down a moment, then muttered 

something, got'up and went out of the room 

abruptly. 
My mistress locked after him with anx- 

ious eyes. 

“He's going somewhere to watch those 

two,” I thought, and sure enough, in a 

minute” I heard his dragging steps coming 

behind me, and dodged back just in time, 

though I don’t think he would have known 

I was there if he had seen me, Le was look- 

ing so intently into the drawing-room. 

I looked too, and I saw my mistress, who 

had scarcely noticed the secretary before, 

eave her chair now and go near to him, 

peaking earnestly, and the French fellow 

— 

must needs lay his hands on his heart as 
answers her and look as excited as if it was 
something of importance. 

I thought for a moment my lord would 
leap in at them and tear the man in pieces. 
His eyes glared like a wild beast’s, and 1 
could hear his teeth grind upon each other. 

“It is true, then,” he muttered savagely ; 
“she does love that handsome scoundrel. 

Oh! but it shall cost him dear.” 

He stood there some moments longer. 

But my mistress had gone back to her chair, 

and presently my lord retraced his steps, 

and I saw him after a little enter the draw- 

ing-room by the same door he had gone 

out at. Ile was smiling in such a dread- 

ful kind ot way that it scared me even at 

that distance to see. | wondered how my 

mistress could meet it calmly. 

The two gentlemen went away, and my 

mistress called me to come to her. I took 
one step, caught my foot somehow, 1 don’t 

know on what to this day, and fell spraw- 

ling. That was the last I knew for weeks. 

I struck my head on a flower-pot as I fell. 

You can see the scar yet. I came near 

dying, they said. 
Well, almost the first thing 1 heard when 

I got to know anything again, was that 

Lord Strange had been robbed ot twenty 

thousand pounds’ worth of family jewels, 

and that he had accused Mr. Vassilis, his 

secretary, ot taking them. Mr. Vassilis 

was in prison, and was to be tried at the 

next assizes, which were almost at hand. 

It was my mistress who told me this, and 

she looked troubled and anxious. She was 

to be married in a few weeks, and the 

preparations for the wedding were going 

on as fast as possible; but she seemed 

worried and out of spirits for one so soon 

to be a bride. 
“Did you watch Lord Strange that day, 

as I told you, Annette?” she asked me, 

“or have vou forgotten all about it ?” 

No, I had not forgotten. Everything 

came back to me as she spoke. I tcld her 

all about my lord coming into the conser- 

vatory, and what he muttered to himself as 

he stood there. 

| brought him here, and I never spoke a word 

My mistress looked startled, but she 

could not understand it more than I ; nor so 

much, for I did bave my suspicions even 

then, though I did not dare tell them. 

“It is impossible that he could have been 

Mr. Vassilis,” she said, 

Why, I never saw 

till Lord Strange 

really jealous of 

“his own secretary. 

the man in my life 

to him that Lord Strange did not hear till 

that day, and then I only asked him if he 

thought Lord Strange was quite well. I 

began to think the man was crazy himself 

when he put his hand upon his heart in that 

absurd manner, and looked so excited.” 

My mistress was married at the appointed 

time, and Lord Strange took her away on 

the wedding tour. 1 was not sufficiently 

recovered to go with them, but I met them 

in London on their return, and went down 

to Castle Strange with them. Mr. Vassilis 

had been tried meanwhile, found guilty, and 

sentenced to transportation. He hung 

himself in his cell the day alter sentence was 

passed—made a rope out of the sheets of 

his bed to do it with. 

I heard at the castle some particulars of 

the robbery. The jewels which were miss- 

ing had been in town for some time to be 
re-set for my mistress. The day they were 

stolen Lord Strange had gone to the jewel- 

er who had them, and after examining the 

work so far as it was completed, had found 

all manner ot fault with it, and ended by 

ordering everyone to be immediately 

packed again in the box he had brought the 
jewels there in, and taken out to his car- 

He lett the establishment in one of riage. 

his well-known tempers. His secretary was 

with him. They entered his lordship’s 

carriage, and put the box of jewels on the 

seat between them. 

Lord Strange’s own coachman was on the 

box. They rode ten miles out to his lord- 

ship's suburban villa. From the park gates 

to the house it was about a thirty minutes’ 

drive by a winding road. When the car- 

riage reached the house there was no driver 

on the box, though there had been at the 

gates. Both Lord Strange and his secre- 

tary were inside, in a deep, drugged sleep. 
The box of jewels was gone. 

They found the driver in an insensible 
condition back aimost to the gates. He 

had not been drugged. He had been 

knocked off the box hy a heavy blow from 

behind, a blow with a club, which had only 
missed killing him. 

Lord Strange was the first to come to 

himselt after some hours. The last thing 
he remembered was drinking with Mr. 

Vassilis some wine, which must have been 

drugged. But by whom? Who beside 

themselves and the jeweler could have 

known they bad the jewels with them? An 

accident, as'it seemed at the time, revealed 

the fact that Mr. Vassilis had a bottle of 
morphine in kis pocket. 

&5 I'he secretary was still sleeping Either 
he had taken{more than Lord Strange of 
the drugged wine, or bad taken it later. 

Cord Strange at once boldly accused the 
uncon scious’ se cretary of baving first 
drugged bim, probably before they entered 
the gates,’ then climbed out and knocked 
the driver senseless on the way to the house, 
afterwards concealing the jewels or passing 
them to a confederate, and finally drugging 

The finding 
of the bottle of m.orphine on Vassilis was 
what condemned him. 

himself to_divert suspicion. 

The unfortunate 

moment it was shown to him, and when 

told what he was accused of, between hor- 
ror and weakness fainted, and lay uncon- 
scious for hours, in spite of every effort of 

the physicians in attendance to restore him. 

All this time Lord Strange limped back 
and forth, not far away, his ugly face dis- 
torted with rage and threatening, a fright- 
ful face to see. 

The footman whose place it was to be in 

attendance on my lord that day, but who 

had been left in London on what he himself 

considered a pretence, told me that he 

heard my lord mutter more than once in 

the days that followed, with the secretary 

‘raving in delirium : 

«I don't want him to die, curse him! I 

want him digraced. turned black with in- 

famy and sent to rot in a felon’s cell.” 

I said I bad my suspicions. Now, when 

I heard all these things, they grew stronger 

than ever. But I never dared utter them. 

I believed that, whoever else had got the 

jewels, poor young Vassilis did not take 

them. But I did not dare say so. I used 

to wonder sometimes if Lord Strange, or 

my mistress, ever thought of him. They 

were neither ot them happy—though my 

lord had got the woman he loved, and my 

mistress had got the title and riches she 

coveted. 

Eagar's 
Wine of 

Rennet. 

The two never quarreled. Bad-tempered 

as he was, my lord never showed his temper 

to my mistress. But everyone could see 

that they were neither of them happy. 

One day, when we had been at Castle | 

Strange some weeks, feasting and making 

pretense of being merry, the house full of 

company, my mistress asked her husband | 

to show her the muniment room. This | 

was the strong room ot the castle. | 

When my lord consented, instead of | 

taking any of her guests with her, she 

called me to attend her. She would never | 

be alone with her husband if she could help | 

it. 
My mistress examined all the curious | 

treasures of the muniment room eagerly, | 

and my lord, pleased at her interest, | 
showed her how to open the most secret | 

repositories there, and displayed their | 

costly contents. I don’t know how it could | 

have happened ; my lord must have made | 
the blunder himself, and opened a door he 
never would have had my mistress see be- 

yond, in his deliberate senses. 

I heard a sort of scream from my mis- 

tress suddenly. She was bending over a 

long ebony box, which was open, and Lord | 

Strange stood by, with such a face as I 

hope never to see again. Livid with | 
despair and horror, distorted with an ex- | 

pression more evil than I would have be- | 
lieved possible to a human countenance, 

he stood watching his wife. ~My mistress 

raised her head and looked at him. The 

truth had come to her at last. 

“These are the jewels you accused that 

man Vassilis of stealing!” she said, in a 

voice so changed I would never have known 

it as hers. ‘ 

“Yes,” my lord answered, an awful blaze 

in his eyes, ‘‘they are. The only crime 

that poor wretch was guilty of was being 
loved by you.” 

“Liar,” was all she said. 

Lord Strange took a letter out of the 

box and gave it to her in silence. 

I knew afterwards what it contained. It 

was an anonymous letter accusing my mis- 
tress of having known and loved Vassilis 

abroad. It must have been written in the 

merest malice by someone who envied Lord 

Strange for having won her, and who know- 

ing how jealous he was, played upon that 

weakness. 

My mistress read the letter through to 
the end before she looked up. Then she 

said, in the same terrible, changed voice: 

My lord, I never saw Mr. Vassilis but 
three times in my life, then you were with 

him. 1 never spoke to Mr. Vassillis in my 

life till you brought him into my presence.” 
My lord was a pitiable sight. He seemed 

to shrink and shrivel up under her looks 
and words, as though actual flames had 
touched him. Suddenly he fell upon his 

knees, and crawled in the dirt at her feet. 
“Oh! forgive me,” he moaned. ‘It was 

my mad love for you made me do it.” 
My mistress looked down at him with a 

sort of shudder, as if he had been some 
poisonous and loathsome reptile. 

“I will never forgive you,” she said 
slowly. “‘I will never spaak to you again 
if I can help it.” 
She took my arm and went away and 

left him. As we passed out of the door 1 
looked back. 

**Oh ! my lady,” I said, ‘‘there is blood. 

| He is dead, I am sure.” Even then she 

| or go. 

| Why should she? 

The Original al (renning ! 

[t makes a delicious Dessert or | 
Dish for Supper in 5 minutes, 
and at a cost of a few cents. 

This is the strongest prepara- 
tion of Rennet ever made. 

Thirty drops will coagulate one 
Imperial pint of Milk. 

of Imitations and 
BEWAR Substitutes. 

For SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND 
(GROCERS. 

Extracts from Letters: 

One says :—**I would not be without your Wine of Rennet in the house 
for double its price. I can make a delicious dessert for my husband, 

which he enjoys after dinner, and which I believe has at the same time 

cured his dyspepsia.” 

Another says :—*‘Nothing makes one’s dinner pass off more pleasantly 

than to have nice little dishes which are easily digested. Eagar's Wine of 

Rennet has enabled my cook to put three extra dishes on the table with 

which I puzzle my friends.” 

Another says :—*I am a hearty eater, but as my work is mostly mental, 

and as I find it impossible to take muscular exercise, I naturally suffer 

distress after a heavy dinner; but has been giving me a since Mrs, 

dish made from your Wine ot Rennet over which she puts sometimes one, 

sometimes another sauce, I do not suffer at all, and I am almost inclined 

to give your Rennet the credit for it, and I must say for it that it is 

simply GORGEOUS as a dessert” 

Another says :—*‘I have used your Wine of Rennet for my children and 

find it to be the only preparation which will keep them in health. I have 

also sext it to friends in Baltimore, and they say that it enables their 

children to digest their food, and save them from those summer stomach 

troubles so prevalent and fatal in that climate.” 

Factory and Ofice 18 Sackville Street, Halifax, N. §. 
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You can notice this by torchlight or daylight. 

And our 

THE PROCESSION COMES OUR WAY 
every time ; and the best dressed men in it 

Buy their Clothing at Our Place. 
Ce0 

cation Procession and you will see 

—0eQeC 
Keep a lookout for the fellows who march in the Ratifi- 

Ged 

Hundreds of Our Fine Suits. 

Overcoats and Ulsters 
and are worn by the elite gentlemen of the city. 

GREAT RANGE OF PRICES,——§4.75 to £18.00, 
Ce AT 00 

ER. NN . I.E TCITS, 
(The One Price Clothier), 

ROYAL 

St. John, N. B. 
CLOTHINGSTORE. 

— 

would not go back to him. But she let me 

He was dead. He had burst a blood- 

vessel in his agony of remorse, shame and 

despair. i : 

My mistress has never married again. 
She is rich enough. 

| Lord Strange settled a fortune on her when 

| they were married, and she has her title. 

| Besides, she detests the very name of love 

"or marriage.—Tit Bits. 

A Society Event. 

Bill Hucks, the item chaser on the Willer Crick 

Gazette, 

Was the likeliest hustier that old man McCray 

gemg could get. + 1. FLL @.  _WErLle RFID 

As a runaway reporter or a writer up of shows 

Bill never had an equal nor a rival, goodness 

+1 knows. 11 ‘9 ‘ac en 

So we sent him up an invite to a party Susie give, 

And he writ a piece about it that was fie, as sure’s 

you live. 

But all I kin remember is: “We hardly need to 

add, 

The guests agreed at leaving that a lovely time 

was had.” 

Oh, yes —now come to think of it her maw cooked 

up some cake 

And pies and floatin’ island truck that Susie helped 

to make, 

And they was picklelly, too, and beets and jell 

and jam 

And slaw and chicken salad and some sandwiches 

of ham. 

And them Bill said was ‘“viands,” which in writin 

up he owned 

“Made a tempting feast of good things and the table 

fairly groaned. 

And when the wee sma’ hours were come, we hardly 

need to add, 

The guests agreed at leaving that a lovely time 

was had.” 

Old Bill has gone from Willer Crick, the Gazette 

is no more, 

For old McCray he stole away to find the golden 

shore, 

And Susie has been married off for lo ! these many 

years, 

And some of them that eome that night have quit 

this vale of tears; 

But maw has in her scrap-book—'long with little 

Laury’s death 

And the pome about the baby and the accident to 

Seth— 

The piece about the party, and to-day it makes 

us glad : 

To read at Susie’s party that *‘a lovely time was 

Lad.” 
—Kansas City Star. 

It is difficult to understand the motive 
New Yorkers have for going to Europe to 
be married, save on the ground of economy. 
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TOO HIGHLY OF THEM. 

the smallest proportion possible of wate=, 

man denied having ever seen it before the 

leavers: 
oJuvenia; 

Marvellous Effect ! ! 
4 Preserves and Rejuvenates the Complexion. 

R. REDWOOD’S REPORT. g 

» D The ingredients are perfectly pure, and WE CANNOT SPEAK 

The Soap is PERFECTLY PURE and ABSOLUTELY NEUTRAL. 
JUVENIA SOAP is entirely frea from any colouring matter, and contains abut 

gation of the whole process of its manufacture, we consider this Soap fully wr to 
rank amongst the FIRST OF TOILET SOAPS.—T. Repwoon, Ph.D., F.LC.,, F.08 ; 
T. Horne REpwoop, F.1.C., F.C.8. ; A.J. De Hames, F.1.C,, F.CS. 

Wholesale Representative for CanadaCHARLES GYDE, 33, 8t. Nicholas 8t., Montreal, | 

From careful analysis and a thorough investi. 
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STEAMERS. 
- 

INTERNATIONAL S. S. CO. 
Three Trips a Week 

==X BOSTON 
Li further notice the 

steamers of vhis company 
will leave St.John forEastport, 
Portland and Boston every 

A Monday, Wednesday and 
B Friday mornings at 7.25 std. 

a Returning, will leave Boston 
4) same days at 8.30 a. m., and 

Portland at 5 p. m., for East- 
port and St. John. 
BA-0On Wednesday Trip the 

steamer will not call at Portland. 
Comnections made at Eastport with steamer for 

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

C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

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

during the season, leaving llampton MON- 
DAY,WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY mornings, 
at 5 o'clock; returning from Indiantown on the 
same days, at 3 o’clock int the afternoon, stopping 
at the usual landings 

HOTELS. 

| | smc HOUSE, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The raost convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op- 
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station. 

Baggage taken to and from the depot free of 
charge. Terms—@1 to $2.50 per day. 

J. SIME, Propriet«r. 

8 a HOTEL, 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS, Propntor. 

Fine sample room in connection. Also, a first-cl ss 
Livery Stable. Coaches at trains and boats. 

Queen Eotel, 
HALIFAX, N. S. 

WwW E have much pleasure in calling the attention of 
Travellers and Tourist to the fact that the 

QUEHXN has established a reputation for 
furnishing the best and cleanest vedrooms, and the 
best table and attention of any hotel in the 
maritime provinces, if not in all Canada. 
The HN contains 130 rooms, and 
is fi with all modern improvements, including 
bath-rooms and w. c's on every floor. 
The parlors attract a great deal of attention, as 

nothing superior in that line is to be seen in Cinada 
The cuisine has been made a specialty from the first 
and amply justifies its reputation. One visit wil 
satisfy any one as to the superiority of this Hotel. 

A. B. SHERATON, MANAGER. 

Ho DUFFERIN, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

FRED A. JONES, 
Proprietor. 

ARKERJHOUSE, 1T 1 Fi“ _ fie 
Rx hg IY : 

{ 77 FREDERICTON, N. B. '~ § 
2s am = GieeT 

Most beantifully situated in the centre of the city, 
large, light, cheerful Sample Rooms, and a first-class 
Livery and Hack stable in connection with the house 

oo — 

Coaches are in attendance upon arrival of all trains, . 

F. B. COLEMAN, 
Proprietor. 

ONNORS (HOTEL, 
17 

CONNORS STATION, MADAWASEA, N. B. 
Bree 

JOHN H. McINERNEY, Proprietor. 
BN a, © *ES3la 

Opened in January.” Handsomest, most spacious 
and complete house in Northern New Brunswick. 

STEAMERS. 

BAY OF FUKDY $.. C0, (LTD.) 
S.S. CITY OF MONTICELLO, 

ROBERT H. FLEMING, Commander. 

Sailings for November and December. 

From the Company’s Pier, Reed’s Point, St. John, 
every Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday at 7.30 
a.m., local time, for Digby and Annapolis. Return- 
ing same days. 

Passengers bv this favorite route are due at 
Halitax at 6.35 P. M. 

HOWARD D TROOP, 

President. 

RATLWAYS. 

Intercolonial Railway. 
After Oct. 17, Trains leave St. John, Standard 

Time, for Halifax and Campbellton, 7.00; for Hali- 
fax, 13.3v; for Sussex, 16.30; for Point du Chene, 
Quebec and Montreal, 16.55. 
Will arrive at St. John from Sussex, 8.25; from 

r Quebec and Montreal (Monday excepted), 10.25; 
from Point du Chene, 10 25; from Halifax, 19.00; 
from Halifax, £2.30. 

CANADIAN ~ 
7 9% * 

“PACIFIC Ry. 
WE ARE NOW RUNNING THE FOLLOWING LINES OF 

OUR UNRIVALLED 

Tourist Sleeping Cars 
West, from Windsor street Station, MONTREAL, 

as follows : 

Every Tuesday at 9 p, m, 
—_—T0— 

DETROIT GHICAGO. 
Every Wednesday at 8.15 p.m, 

—T0 — 

Seattle, Wash. 
and points en the 

Pacific Cost. 
Every Saturday at 11.45 a. m, 

Via the “S00 LINE” to 

. Minneapolis and St. Paul. 
Holders of Second-Class Passage Tickets to or 

through these points, will be accommodated in these 
Cars, on payment of a small additional charge per 
berth. Particulars of ticket agents, 

D. MoN (COLL, C. E. McPHERSON, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, Ass’ Gen’]l Pass. Ag't. 

MONTREAL. Sr. Jonn, N. B. 

WESTERN COUNTIES RY 
Fall Arrangement. 

RA 

On and atter Monday, 17th Oct., 1802, trains will run 
daily (Sunday excepted) as follows : 

LEAVE YARMOUTH Express daily at 8.10 a. 
m.; arrive at Annapolis at 

12.10p.m ; Passenger and Freight Monday, Wednesday 
and Friday at 1 45 p.w.; arrive at Annapolis at 7.00 p. 
m. Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday at 1.45 p.m.; 
arriving at Weymouth 4.32 p.m. 

—E s daily d . LEAVE ANNAPOLIS, ™>tr avg 2. 
4.55 p.m. ; Passenger and Freight Tuesday, Thurs- 
day and Saturday at 6.00 a.m., arrive at Yarmouth 
11.15 a.m. 

LEAVE WEYMOUTH Passenger and Freight 
; Monday, Wednesday and 

Friday at 8.25 a.m., arrive at Yarmouth at 11.154.m. 

CONNECTIONS At Annapolis with trains of 
Windsor and Annapolis Rail- 

way.; atDighy with SteamerCity of Monticello forSt. 
John every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. At 
Yarmouth with steamers Yarmouth and Boston for 
Bosten every Wednesday and Saturday evenings; 
and from Boston every Wednesday, and Saturday 
mornings. With Stage dail [oundiy excepted) 
to a from Barrington, Shel urne and iver. 
pool. 
Through tickets may be obtained at 126 Hollis St., 

Halifax, and the principal Stations on the Windsor 
and Annapolis Railway. J. BRIGNELL 

. d 
Yarmouth, N.S. General Superintendent, 


