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ALL AT HAZELDEAN. 
Three School Mistresses Whose Lives Were 

Tinged with Romance. 
ee 

MY PARENTS QUARREL. 

I was well aware that my father, who was 
a man of considerable literary ability, and 
mother had very early in their married lite 
had a serious quarrel. However, the re- 
conciliation that brought them together 
again must have been complete, for though 
they are both dead now, yet during the 
years | knew what it was to have them no 
days could have been happier or brighter 
than theirs. My father was possessed of 
independent means ; my mother, I believe, 
was poor and an orphan. The marriage. I 
learnt in after years, was strongly against 
the wishes of my father’s father: indeed, 
for some considerable period he refused 
either to see him or his wife, my mother. 
But the quarrel which cast a cloud over a 
happy lite was never told to me during 
their lifetime. 

It was only a few weeks ago that 1 found 
in the corner of a box a parcel which I am 
convinced now must have contained the 
story of their one great quarrel. Untying 
the string I found a copy of A Love that 
Lasts for Ever, a novel which had brought 
my father into prominence. My mother’s 
diary was there, too, some odd letters, torn 
and faded, and in the pocket of the diary 
an advertisement cut out of a newspaper. 
A few words in the aiary gave me the . 
and after several evenings’ labor I had fit- 
ted the dates together, and the whole thing 
lay before me, piece by piece, which told 
the story. They lie on the table betore me 
now. First there is a note evidently hur- 
riedly penned by my mother to my father. 
It reads: 
“You have deceived me. 1 found the letter lying 

under your blotting-pad on your desk this morning. 
Oh, Harry, Harry! But am going away—away 
where neither you nor anyone can find me. Good- 
bye.—Your broken-hearted wife, ADDIE. 

An advertisement follows this: 
EE A SCHOOLMISTRESS.—A lady is 

is required to take charge of a willage 
school. Age not more than 
and full particulars from Rev. Joseph W. 
The Vicarage, Hazeldean, Kent. 

The next link in the story seems to be 
provided from some pages out of my 
mother’s diary : 
“May 13th, 1847.—My sorrow is great, 

but everybody is so kind to me. I know 
he has cruelly deceived me. Who is this 
Agnes he wrote to? Oh to think that he 
should have used almost the same words of 
love to her as he often used towards me! 
I wish I could forget him, but I cannot. I 
see his face everywhere, and 1t is always 
looking at me. In the school-room when 
I am teaching the children; I cannot walk 
along the village street or cross the 
meadows without seeing him there. But, 
oh! at night, when I am alone in my little 
room and looking over the children’s copy- 
books, then he comes and speaks to me. I 
am weary tonight.” 

“June 10th, 1847.—I have been here a 
month—a long, long month. The summer 
is here, but all my sunshine is gone. I 
think the children are learning to love ma, 
and the villagers have all a kind word tor 
me. I write their letters for them some- 
times.” 
The other pages ran on in a similar 

strain, until August 3rd, when my mother 
writes: ‘I am going to the vicarage to 
tea tomorrow afternoon. This makes my 
third tea there since I have been at Hazel- 
dean.” 
By August 4th the story has grown con- 

siderably. The writing is rapid, and some 
of it is scarcely discernable. There are 
spots on the paper as though my mother 
had cried whilst writing it. She says: — 

“I have just returned from the vicarage. 
I can scarcely write, my hand is trembling, 
my poor heart is breaking. What does 1t 
all mean? Ilis father—Harry's father— 
my father. He was there. He lives here 
alone in the same spot that I do, but he 
does not know me; they do not know my 
real name here. I spoke to him—he spoke 
to me so kindly. [Harry's father! Harry's 
father! He asked me to go and see him— 
a widower, he said, and without a dear one 
in the world. I saw the tears in his eyes 
when he said that. His right hand 1s par- 
alyzed, he cannot use it, but he pressed my 
hand with the other. What shall I do? 
[let me think a moment! Shall I tell him 
who I am, or shall I try to win his love 
first? What would be the good, for Harry 
1s not with me now? I can’t write any 
more to-night.” 

‘*August Sth.— Mr. Oliver was passing 
by the school-house today just when I came 
out. Ile talked with me. If he only 
knew I was his daughter, would he speak 
to me then, I wonder? He wants me to 
go to his house tomorrow night to write a 
letter for him; his hand is quite powerless. 
His face looked paler than last night, and his 
voice trembled when he asked me. I said 
I would, and he seemed so relieved. How 
peacetul all seems tonight!” 

“* August Gth.—Ilarry, Harry, Harry! 
I have written to him — to my husband — 
written to him for his father. Ie wants to 
see him, he was his favorite boy; he wants 
to see his wife, for the woman his dear 
boy chose must have been good and loving. 
He told me all that I already knew, but I 
did not say a word. Will Harry answer? 
Will he reply by coming himselt ? Ie must, 
foritis an invitation from his father to ‘Come 
home again,’ the father who refused himand 
me. le must, he must, for 1t is written with 
his wite’s own hand—the wife who is wond- 
ering if there has been some great mistake, 
and who is longing to go home to him once 
more. How my father cried! le said, 
‘God bless you! when I had finished writ- 
ing to Harry, but he did not hear me say, 
‘God bless you,’ too, for I said it in my 
heart. Can I wait? I want the days to 
be but moments now.” 
Then my mother’s diary contains nothing 

more except two words written against the 
date—August Sth—but they tell every- 
thing : “‘Happy again.” It was leftto my 
father to finish the story, and he did so in 
that jolly and genial way of his which I 
often think over as I sit by the fire here, 
and in the clouds of smoke fromm my pipe 
look at the pictures ot the past once again. 

It was on a slip of paper torn from his 
note-book, and it reads as iollows :— 

‘August 9th, 1847.—Plot for my next 
story. A young married author. Ie is 
busily engaged on a novel he is about to 
bring out, entitled, ‘A Love that Lasts for 
Ever.” He has drafted out on a slip of 
paper a love-letter which the hero writes to 
Agnes, the heroine. The letter is very 
tender and passionate. The young married 
author leaves this letter on his desk. His 
wife finds it, and the foolish girl, without 
asking for an explanaticn, leaves him. She 

25.—References to 
Mackie, 

goes as teacher to a village school. Hero's 
father there. Hero's father has refused to 
see his son for marrying against his wishes. 
He suffers from paralysis in his right hand. 
He wants to see his boy again. Gets 
pretty young teacher—no other than his 
son's wife—to write. She does. Husband 
answers by coming down himself. His 
father seizes him by the hand, his wife 
anxiously and timidly waiting with tears in 
her eyes. Young author takes from his 
pocket a copy of his latest success— 
‘A Love that Lasts for Ever.” lle bids his 
wite turn to page 267. She, with trembling 
hands, does so. It is the letter, the very 
letter, the letter to ‘Agnes’  Finale— 
Husband, wife and father united together 
once again.’ 

I think that I am not far wrong in re- 
garding this as the true story of my parents’ 
separation and subsequent reconciliation. 

TWO SCHOOLMISTRESSENS. 

On April 16th—and I have only just this 
moment remembered that this was the date 
of my mother’s birthday—I told the fore- 
going story of “My Parents’ Quarrel.” 
This little story caught the eye of the vicar 
of Hazeldean, ¥nd recently I received the 
following letter from him : 

“The Vicrage, 
“Hazeldean, Kent, 

“Dear Sir,—I have read your story, and I 
thought perhaps it might interest you to hear an- 
other little anccdote connected with the village 
school at which your mother was for a brief period 
the mistress. That was in 1847, and some of her old 
scholars here are now getting onin life, with chil- 
dren of their own; but, from icquiries I have made, 
many of them remember her well, and one of them 
showed me the book your mother gave to each of 
the school children when she went away,all of which 
soe inscribed with her own hand. The story I want 
to tell yous of our late and present schoolmis- 
tresses, 1 shall be in town on Friday, when, if that 
day is quite convenient to you, I will call upon you 
and relate one of the happiest and homeliest stories 
of real life I have met with for some time. 

“Yours very truly, 
“E. LESLIE MACKIE.” 

Accordingly I wrote to the Rev. Mr. 
Mackie, and he has only just bidden me 
goed-bye, and I will now tell what I heard 
trom the minister's lips. 
The present vicar of Hazeldean is a 

young man of thirty, and has succeeded his 
tather, who died some two years ago, and 
who had held the living for twenty-three 
years. Mr. Mackie could just remember 
the late schoolmistress coming. His father 
was a most peculiar man, and when he 
advertised, twenty-three years ago, for a 
new schoolmistress, he stated that the 
applicant must be without encumbrances, 
as he considered that a woman either 
married or with children would not be 
able to give that care and attention to the 
scholars which she should, had she any im- 
portant domestic and family duties to 
occupy her mind. 
The applicant was a Miss Bunting. She 

came to see the vicar, dressed in black, 
and crape was conspicuous on her dress. 
She was very pretty, and remarkably 
intelligent, and easily got the post. She 
soon won her way to the hearts of the 
people of Hazeldean, and, indeed, her 
refined ways and striking face played 
havoc with the heart of a wealthy young 
gentleman farmer, and it was an open 
secret that he was in love with her. But 
she never encouraged his advances, gave 
up her whole thoughts to the school 
children, and it was noticeable that as year 
succeeded year, and the time of mourning 
must have long ceased with her, still she 
always dressed in black, very neat and 
very becoming, though after five years had 
passed away she allowed the crape to dis- 
appear. And the years flew by, ten, 
twenty vears, and although nearing her 
fiftieth year at the time ot thé vicars death, 
she still held the post. 
“Now, sir,” said the genial clegyman, 

‘as you know, educatianal requirements 
progress by leaps and bounds. It was a 
worry to me in one way. The methods of 
teaching today are not what they were 
twenty years ago. You must not think me 
hard- hearted, but the tact of it is I deter- 
mined in some way, and as kindly as pos- 
sible. to replace Miss Bunting by a younger 
woman. I had made up my mind to pro- 
vide her with a room and allow her a trifle 
a week out of my own pocket, though the 
living of Hazeldean is not a particularly 
wealthy one, 1 assure you. 1 broke the 
news as quietly as possible to Miss Bunting, 
and tried to instil into her mind that I was 
acting from purely conscientious motives. 
She cried very much and left the vicarage 
for her home. I put an advertisement in 
the papers. I met her a few days after- 
wards, and what a change! Whereas I 
thought it would almost break her heart to 
leave the children—I never saw her brighter 
or happier. She had actually cast off her 
black dress for one of a more happy color. 
Why, I could not understand. 

‘I had selected two of the applicants. 
One of them did not suit at all—her face 
did not suggest a love for children, and I 
soon bade her *Good-day.” I saw the 
se ond one—a Miss Monckton. She walk- 
ed into my study, and really she must have 
thought me quite rude. I stared at her for 
some moments, I could not help it. 

***Are you not a friend of Miss Bunt- 
ing’s? I asked. ‘Did I not see you here 
a month or two ago 

“+Oh, ves?" she replied; ‘I know her 
very well indeed.’ 

“ ‘And would you not feel very uncom- 
fortable, would it not interfere with your 
friendship, if you were to take her place? 
I asked again. 

*¢ *She knew you had written to me,’ was 
the reply, ‘and was very happy about it. 
She will now have her only friend in the 
world with her should I obtain the post, 
and—well, I am so fond of children. and 
Miss Bunting was anxious about that! 

“This settled it. Further inquiries re- 
vealed that Miss Monckton was a very cap- 
able young person, her manner was gentle- 
ness itself, and I engaged her, and she said 
she was Jeepsred to commence duties as 
soon as I liked. When she left my study 
I sat wondering. Where had I seen that 
same facc before ; those kind blue eyes and 
wavy nut-brown hair? It seemed to be 
some recollection of my early childhood, of 
somebody who used to play with me, and 
give me little presents, but, who—who I 
could not remember. 

““That same evening I was quietly sitting 
in my study preparing my sermon for the 
following Sunday. "The verandah doors— 
leading on to the lawn—were open, for the 
weather was much warmer, and the last 
rays of the setting sun came full into my 
room, and seemed to light up the place. In 
the light of the sunshine over the lawn I 
saw a figure coming towards the vicarage. 
It was the new teacher, Miss Monckton. I 
rose and beckoned her to come in through 
the casement door, and she saw me. I 
stood waiting to receive her. I knew the 
tace now well, and of whom it reminded 
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me. It was the very image of Miss Bunt- 
ing when she first came to Hazeldean. 
‘She had come on a strange. though 

happy, errand. She had heard of my offer 
of a room to the late schoolmistress, but 
they had decided to live together. I was 
not to think it unkind, bnt they loved one 
another very fondly, and they did not want 
to be parted now. I told her I thought it 
most kind of her. 

““ ¢It is not kindness at all, Mr. Mackie. 
she said, ‘and would you like to know why?’ 

¢ ‘Indeed I should.’ 
““ ‘Then,’ she answered, ‘listen. Many 

years ago two happy sweethearts married. 
After two years of a hfe that was always 
song and sunshine, a little girl was born. 
And the songs were more tuneful, and the 
sunshine became brighter still., Two more 
years passed away, and then, the music 
ceased and the sunshine went away. The 
tather ot the little one died. and a widow 
was left penniless. The mother knew not 
which way to turn, until at last she saw an 
advertisement for a schoolmistress, but the 
application of those with children could not 
be entertained. But she determined to ap- 
ply, and, as she looked so young, would go 
as one without ‘‘encumbrances,” and place 
her child in care of a sister in London. She 
got the situation. Whenever she had the 
time and the money to spare she would go 
to London and see her little girl, Marie. 
Little Marie was never brought to her, for 
the widowed mother was afraid. But when 
the child became a woman she would often 
go and see her mother ; but the secret was 
still kept, and no one knew. 

¢“ “The mother longed to be relieved of 
her secret and to ask forgiveness for de- 
ceiving the one who gave her the situation, 
but he died about two years ago, and now 
she needs to make no reparation. The 
mother, as atonement for her act, said she 
would spend all her days with 
the school children—but she saw her 
own child very often, and still none 
knew. Mother and daughter longed 
to live together again. Then what looked 
like a great trouble came, but in reality it 
was a release—it was the return of perfect 
happiness atter all. Oh! such happiness— 
far, far greater than you can know, for I 
was the little girl left to be cared for by the 
widow, and she was y 

“Just then a servant entered my study, 
and almost before she had time to tell me 
that ‘Miss Bunting’ wanted to see me, our 
late school mistress was in the room. The 
new teacher put her arms around her neck, 
and with pus 04 and tears said two words 
that told me everything. Those 
were, ‘My mother I"? 
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To Keep Off Mosquitoes, 

Lovers of Morpheus and others in want 
of a few bours of that nature's sweet re- 
storer, “‘balmy sleep.” will be glad to learn 
that the use of certain medicine has been 
found to effectually keep off mosquitoes. 
The idea was given me by a layman, and I 
experimented with it the same night, I 
had hardly got into bed when I heard the 
musical notes of my friends, the mosquitoes, 
buzzing around me. I quietly poured 
three or tour drops of oil of cloves on 
my pillow which had the effect of in- 
stantaneously dispersing the blood-thirsty 
gang who ceased their trouble for the 
night. I tried this for several successive 
nights with equally felicitous results, and 
enjoyed perfect, undisturbed rest. The 
same means were resorted to by my family 
and friends with similar gratifying results. 
— Indian Medical Record. 
A writer in the M. B. Druggist tells us 

how to laugh at the mosquito. lle takes a 
piece of camphor tully an inch square and 
half an inch thick; this he lays on the 
bureau— always exposed—in daytime, and 
on or near the pillow at night; bas two 
windows and door of the room wide open, 
no bars, and draft through. This is the 
only remedy he ever tried that afforded 
thorough relief. 

Drinking Ice Water. 

That cool rereshing drinks in warm weather are 
delicious is undeniable. That drinking ice water in 
copious draughts when a person is overheated is in- 
juriots, not to say dangerous is also undeniable. 
But that the free drinking of water in some form 
in hot weather must be avoided, is deniable, and is 
one of the greatest popular errors extant. When a 
person is perspiring freely from every pore, a vast 
amount of water is drawn from the body, which must 
be re supplied, or great injury is being done the 
physical health, and the foundation of some of the 
worst forms of Kidney disease is being slowly, but 
surcly laid. Why! someone will exclaim, that is 
just what causes kidney troubles, drinking water 
freely which contains so much lime. Wrong again! 
so long as the water drank is freely carried through 
the system, and converted in its passages to the 
naturally acid reaction of the urine and perspiration 
po danger can occur, by deposits of urea or lime in 
the kidneys and bladder; because they remain per 
fectly in solution, and are carried out of the body, 
instead of remaining in it. Literally they are wash- 
ed out of the body, by the copious Gratis of water 
(that most perfect of all known soulents,) same as a 
series of pipes are “flushed” with water to clean 
them. 
Do not drink ice cold water, but pure cool water, 

a little lemon juice will improve its effectiveness, 
Plain soda water with a little acid is also excellent. 

It from drinking too much ice-wator you have 
stomach cramps, or are “waterlogged,” as itis 
called, or are attacked with Cholera Morbus, Sum- 
mer Complaint, Diarrhea or Dysentery, do not re- 
sort to alcoholic stimulating drinks, which irritate 
rather than soothe and allay the inflammation which 
has caused the trouble; but adopt the practice of 
taking daily just before retiring, during July and 
August, one teaspoonful of Johnson’s Anodyne Lin- 
iment in a little sweetened water, which will pre. 
vent all such attacks and ill effects from ice water. 
In fact u little pamphlet sent {ree to anyone, by I. 
S. Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass., contains a vast 
amount ef information, about treating those sum- 
mer troubles, with Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment. 
It is marvelous how many complaints this old fash- 
ioned remedy will prevent or cure. 

Eagar's 
Wine of 

Rennet. 
ie Origizal and Gente! 

It 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. 

BEWAR 
For SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND 

- (GROCERS. 

of Imitations and 
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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 emabled 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 since Mrs, has been giving me a. 

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 8 dessert” 

Another says :—*‘I have used your Wine of Rennet tor my children and 
find it to be the only preparation which will keep them in health. I have 

also sent 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 Office 18 Sackville Street, Halifax, N. §. 

THINGS OF VALUE. 

An infallible characteristic of meanness 
is cruelty.— Johnson. 

Dyspepties lack strength. K. D. C. re- 
stores the stomach to healthy action, and 
gives the Dyspeptic strength. 

Misery acquaints a man with strange 
bedfellows.— Shakspeare. 

K. D. C. taken immediately after eating 
starts the process of digestion at once, and 
prevents all unpleasant symptoms of Dys- 
pepsia. 
Whenever luxury ceases to be innocent, 

it also ceases to be beneficial. —Hume. 
The best recommendation for K. D. C. 

is the cure it makes. It has cured suffer- 
ers from every stage of Dyspepsia. It will 
cure you too. 

Those who never retract their opinions 
love themselves more than they love truth. 
—Joubert. 
A free sample package of Wonder- 

working Dyspepsia Cure, K. D. C., mailed 
to any address. K. D. C. Company, New 
Glasgow, Nova Scotia. 

Other Cough Medicines have had their 
stay, but Puttner’s Emulsion has come to 
stay, because it is so nice and so good. 

When vou decide to be cured of <A 
sia try K. D. C. the King ot Cures. Free 
sample to any address. K. D.C. Com- 
pany, New Glasgow, N. S. 

A liar tells a hundred truths to one lie; 

he has to, to make the lie good for any- 

thing.—Henry Ward Beecher. 

Mrs. L. E. Snow, matron, Infants’ Home, 

Halifax, writes: **Puttner’s Emulsion has 

roved valuable in all cases of Pulmonary 
Complaints, for building up the system of 
our little ones. They otten ask for it,” | 

The careful reader of a few good news- 
papers can learn more in a year than most 
scholars do in their great libraries.—F. B. 
Sanborn. 
Edward Linlef, of St. Pe¢ters, C. B., 

says—**That his horse was badly torn by a 
pitchfork. One bottle of MINARD'S 
LINIMENT cured him.” 

Livery Stable men all over the Dominion 
tell our agents that they would not be 
without MINARD'S LINIMENT for twice 
the cost. 

Adversity is sometimes hard upon a man, 
but for one man<who can stand prosperity 
there are a hundred who will stand ad- 
versity. — Jane Carlyle. 
Pere IsLaxp Co.'s Grape Juice is in- 

valuable for sickness and as a tonic is un- 
equalled. Itis recommended by Physicians, 
being pure and unadulterated juice of the 
grape. Our agent, E. G. Scovil, Tea im- 
porter and liquor merchant, No. 62 Union 
street, can supply our Brands of Grape 
Juice by the case of one dozen, or on 
draught. 

It is possible to be below flattery as well 
as above it. One who trusts nobody will 
not trust sycophants. One who does not 
value real glory will not value its counter- 
feit.—Macauley. 

K. D. C. Co.—Dear Sirs,—I suffered 
from dyspepsia for five years, and during 
that time was hardly ever free from pains, 
depression of spirits, despondency, fretful- 
ness, aversion for exertion of any kind, 
gradual loss of flesh, good appetite, but 
unable to satisfy it owing to the pain caused 
by so doing, these were some of the symp- 
toms. About two months ago I was in- 
duced to try vour remedy, K. D. C., and 
was surprised at the results. After the 
second dose [ felted greatly relieved and | 
am now cured. I had tried several reme- 
dies previous to this without effect and felt 
when taking K. D. C. that it was only an 
experiment, and would prove useless like 
the rest, but am more than pleased with 

the results. 
Yours sincerely, A. RowrLEY, Tobac- 

conist, Kingston, Ont. 

The Rattlesnake’s Signal. 

The rattlesnake’s rattle is like the sound 
which would be produced by the rattling of 
a number of peas in a paper bag. This 
represents the slightness of the sound. We 
are accustomed to pictorial representations 
in which the reptile is made to look very 
angry and energetic, the tail erect in a 
manner to suggest a loud alarm. Accord- 
ingly, when one hears it for the first time 
one is surprised to find the noise so slight. 
The sound, instead, of being a rattle, is 
rather a tingle, and perhaps it has rather 
more metallic character than the notion of 
the shaking of peas in a paper bag would 
represent. But, slight as the sound is, the 
person who has never met one of these rep- 
tiles before, and who, without seeing the 
snake, hears for the first time among moun- 
tain rocks or prairie grass its delicate, yet 
wonderfully distinct warning, knows in- 
stantly who and what his neighbor 1s. 
— Quarterly Review. 

“WORTH A GUINEA A BOX.” 
A box of 

ECHAM’S 
PILLS 

constitutes a 
family medi- 
cine chest. 

ache, Wi 

Fullness, Swelling 
Drowsiness, Cold Chills, Flushings 
Heat, Shortness Breath, Costi 
Blotches on the Skin, Disturbed Sleep, 

Wholesale Agts, Evans & Sons, Ld, Montrea 
Covered with a Tasteless and Soluble Coating 

For sale by all druggists. 3 
1 

: STEAMERS. 

STEAMER CLIFTON. 
OF THURSDAYS the Steamer will make ex- 

cursion trips to Hampton, leaving Indiantown 
at 9 o’clock a. m. Returning will leave Hampton 
at 3.30 o’clock p. m. same day. Steamer will call 
at Clifton and Reid’s Point both ways, giving those 
who wish an opportunity to st p either way. 
Fare for the round trip, fifty cents. 5 Ne excursion 

on rainy days. 

INTERNATIONAL S. S. CO. 
DAILY LINE (SUNDAY EXCEPTED) 

==Z BOSTON 
"YOMMENCING Jury 4th, 
» and continuing until Sept. 

5th, the steamers of this Com- 
pany will leave St. John for 
Kastport, Portland and Boston 
as follows: Monday, Wed- 
nesdav, Thursday and 
Saturday, Mornings at 7.25 
(standard), for Eastport and 
Boston. Tuesday and Fri- 

5s d ry Mornings for Eastport 
and Portland, making close conuections at Portland 
with B. and M. Rairoad, due in Boston at 11 a.m. 
Connections made at Eastport with steamer for 

St. Andrews, Calais and St. Stephen. 
For further information apply to 

C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

~(LTD.) BAY OF FUNDY §.§. CO. 
)2 -. SEASON 18¢ 

The following is the proposed sailings of the 

S.S. CITY OF MONTICELLO, 
ROBERT H. FLEMING, Commander. 

MAY.—From St. John—Monday, Wednesday and 
Friday; Annapo.is and Digby—Tuesday, Thurs. 
day and Sararday. 

JUNE.—From St. John — Menday, Wednesday, 
Thursday and Friday; Annapolis and Digby— 
Tuesday, Wedn: sday, Thursday and Saturdays. 

JULY and AUGTST.—From St. John—Daily Trips, 
(Sundays excepted.) 

SEPIEMBER.—From St John—Monday,Wednes 
day, Tuursday and Friday; Annapolis and Digby— 
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday. 

Steamer sails from St. Joiw at 7.20 a.m, local time, 
return trip, sails from Aunapolis upon the arrival of 
the morning express from Halitax. 

Sed) Howarp D. Troop, President. 

Marvellous Effect ! 
Preserves and Rejuvenates the Complexion. 

R. REDWOOD’S REPORT. 
The ingredients are perfectly pure, and WE 

TOO HIGHLY OF THEM. 
The Soap is PERFECTLY PURE and 

JUVENIA SOAP is entirely 
the smallest proportion possible of 
gation of the whole 
rank amongst the 
T. HorNE 

ABSOLUTELY NEUTRAL. 
frea from any colouring matter, and contains about 
water. + From careful analysis and a thorough investi. 

process of its manufacture, 
FIRST OF TOILET SOAPS.—T. Repwoop, Ph.D., 

epwoop, F.I1.C., F.C.8. ; A.J. De Haves, F.1.C,, F.C.8. 

! 

CANNOT SPEAK 

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

—
 

RAILWAYS, 

ANADIAN 
PACIFIC 

One-Way 
Excursions 

TOURIST SLEEPING CARS, 
Will leave MONTREAL from (Windsor Street 

Station) for the 

PACIFIC COAST! 

Y. 

Wadnosday at 8.15 p-m. 

Minneapolis # St. Paul 

Saturday at 11.45 a.m. 

For particulars enquire of nearest Railway Ticket 
Agents. 

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

St.JonN, N.B. 

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen’]l Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL. 

Shore Line Railway 
ST. JOHN and ST. STEPHEN. 

NEW PASSENGER CARS! 

The Scenery of Mountain and Valley along 
this Road Cannot be Surpassed. 

Cool Resorts for Pleasant Out- 

FISHING. 

In the Lakes and Streams bordering on the Rail- 
way there is abundance of fish. 

PICNICS. 

Special inducements to Picnic Parties and Special 
Low Rates to parties of five or more, 

TheRailway has hired for the season the beautiful 
grounds of Dr. Reynolds, at Lepreaux. These 
grounds are not excelled by any in the Province fox 
Picnics. Tables, Swings, Stoves, a large building 
with good floor for dancing, abundant shelter in 
case of rain and other conveniences are provided 
free of charge. 

SCENERY. 

Every variety of sce nery can be found at Lepreaux 
—Mountains, Lakes, Cataracts, Inlets, Bays and 
Islands are seen in all their natural beauty and free 
from the intrusion of the crowd. Fishing,Shooting, 
Walking, Driving, Bathing and Boatmg can be en- 
joyed with a freedom and comfort which is the 
essence of true pleasure. 

SATURDAY EXCURSIONS. 

Tickets One Fare, good to return on Monday. 
Train leaves St. John, West Side, daily at 7.30 a.m., 
connecting with Ferry leaving East Side at 7.14 a.m 
Returning. leave St. Stephen at 1.30 p.m., arriving 
St. John at 5.50 p.m., Standard time. 

No charge for Commercial Travllers’ excess bag- 
gage. Baggage andFreight received and delivered 
at Moulson’s, Wa er Street. 
For special rates for Picnics and Excursiqns 

apply to G. G. RugL, Treasurer, No. 3 Fugsley 
Building, cor. Prince William and Princess Std. 

FRANK J. McPEAKE, 
Telephone No. 15. Superintendent. 

St. John, N. B., June 29. 1892. 

Intercolonial Railway. 
27, Trains leave St. John, Standard After June 

Time, for Halitax and Campbellton, 7.00; for Point 

du Chene, 10.30; for Halifax, 13.00 ; for Sussex, 16.35; 
for Quebec and Montreal, 22.10. 

Will arrive at St.John from Sussex, 8.30; om 
Quebec and Montreal (excepted Monday), « 4; 

from Point du Chene, 12.40; from Halifax, 1#.50 
from Halifax, 3.£5. 

WESTERN COUNTIES RY. 
Summer Arrangement. 

On and atter Monday. 27th June, 1892, trains will run 

daily (Sunday excepted) as follows: 

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

11.50a.m ; Passenger and FreightMonday, Wednesday 

and Friday at 1.45 p.m. ; arrive atWeymouth4.32 p.m. 

| LEAVE ANNAPOLIS irs. 3 y Lamont 
4.45 p.m. ; Passenger and Freight Tuesds” , Thurs- 

day and Saturday at 5.50 a.m., arrive at Y#r mouth 
11.05 a.m. 

LEAVE WEYMOUTH Passenger and Freight 
Monday, Wednesday and 

Friday at 8.13 a.m., arrive at Yarmouth at 11.054.m. 

CONNECTIONS A! Annapolis with trains of 
Windsor and Annapolis Rail- 

way.; at Digby with Steamer City of Monticello from 

ana to St. John daily. At Yarmouth with steamers 

Yarmouth and Boston for Boston every Tuesday, 

Wednesday, Friday and Saturday evenings; and 

trom Boston every Taoodss: Wednesday, Friday 

and Saturday mornings. ith Stage ed (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.S. General Superintendent 

WM. ROBB, 
Practical Collar and Harness Maers 
Keeps in Stock or make to order every re uisite for 

Stable or Road, at lowest possible prices. 

Personal and prompt attention given to gpair. 

204 UNION STREET. 


