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In this thrilling tale we are transported to Spain 

in the days of romance and superstitious beliefs. 

The spirits of monkish knights and nobles, slain in 

battle, throng round us on the haunted mountain; 

and, while the miduight bells are solemnly tolling, 

we watch with bated breath the punishment that 

overtakes the haughty and cruel damsel who has 

driven her lover to a terrible death. 

«Fasten the dogs, blow the horns to call 
the huntsmen together, and let us take a 
turn around the city. 

«Night is approaching ; it is All Souls’ 

Day, and we are on the Spirits’ Moun- 
tain.” 
“So soon !" 
If it were any other day but this, I 

would not give up hunting that pack of 
wolves, which the snows of Moncayo have 
driven from their dens: but it is impossible 
today. They will soon call to prayers 
at the monastery of the Knights Templar, 
and the bells will commence to toll for the 
dead in the chapel on the mountain.” 

“In that ruined chapel! Bah, you wish 
to frighten me !” 
“No, my lovely cousin, but you are not 

aware of all that has occurred in this coun- 
try, for it is only a year since you came 
back. Slacken your horse's pace, and I 
will tell you a story.” 
The pages were gathered in merry 

groups ; the counts of Borget and Alardiel 
were mounted on magnificent steeds, and 

they rode behind their son and daughter. 
Alonso and Beatriz, who kept on at some 
distance ahead of the cavalcade. Alonso 
went on as follows : 

«'I'his mountain, which is now called the 
Spirit's Mountain, formerly belonged to 
the Knights Templar who were warlike 
monks. After Soria had been conquered 
from the Moors, the king sent for the 
Templars to come from a distant land to 
detend the city on the side next to the 
bridge ; thus wounding the feelings of the 
nobility of Castile, who, as they had 

conquered the city, were capablelof detend- 
ing 1t without any outside help. 

“Therefore the knights of that new and 
powerful religious order and the noblemen 
of the city were on bad terms for several 
years, and finally this feeling deepened to 
a profound hatred. 
“The Tempiars had this part of the 

mountain set aside as a preserve for game 
to satisfy their wants and contribute to 
their pleasure ; while the nobles determined 

to organize a grand hunt in the enclosure, 
in spite of the severe prohibitions of the 

monks with spurs—as they styled their 

enemies. 
“The news spread fast; but the noble- 

men determined to carry out their purpose, 

though they knew that the Knights Templar 

intended, if possible, to put a stop to their 

sport. 
“The expedition was carried out, and 

they did not once think of the game, for 

they fought with one another, and many a 
poor mother had to mourn the loss of her 
son. Instead of a hunt, there was a fright- 
ful battle ; the mountain was 
corpses, and the wolves they desired to ex- 
terminate enjoyed a bloody feast. 

“Finally, the king interfered and com- 
manded that the mountain, the cause of so 
much misfortune, should be abandoned. 
So the monks’ chapel situated on the moun- 
tain, and wherein friends and enemies were 

buried together, gradually fell into ruins. 
“But ever since, on All Souls’ Eve, the 

chapel bell tolls for the dead; and the 
ghosts, enveloped in their shrouds, roam 

around through the woods and bushes, as 
though engaged in a fantastic hunting ex- 
pedition. The deer fly before them, bleat- 
ing with fear, the serpents hiss fearfully, 

and on the following day the footprints of 
the fleshless ghosts are seen on the snow. 
Therefore in Soria we call it the Spirits’ 
Mountain, and for that reason I have 

thought best to leave it before night sets | go)e heard as he galjoped off. 
in. 

Alonso finished his story just as the two 

young people reached the end of the 

bridge which extends to the city on the 

other side. The waiting for the rest of 

the cavalcade to join them, and all entered 

together the warm, dark streets of Soria. | 

The servants had just cleared the table, 

and a bright fire was playing in the Gothic 

fire place. shedding its glow on several 

groups of ladies and gentlemen, who were 

talking around the hearth, while the wind 
beat against the windows. 
Only two persons did not take part in 

the general conversation, Beatriz 
Alonso. 

Beatriz was watching the flickering 

flames, absorbed in her own thoughts, while 

Alonso was gazing admiringly at her blue 

eyes. Both had been silent for some time. 
The old women were telling blood-curd- 

ling stories about ghosts and spirits, while 
the church bells of Soria were tolling for 
the dead with a sad and doleful sound. 

“My lovely cousin,” finally exclaimed 

Alonso, breaking the deep silence, *‘we are 

soon to separate, perhaps forever. You 

do not like the arid plains of Castile, its 
severe and warlike customs, its simple, 

atriarchal habits, I know full well. I 
save heard you sigh several times, and per- 

haps it is for some lover you have left in 
your far-off home.” 

Beatriz made a gesture of indifference, 

and her disposition was revealed in the 
scornful curl of her lip. 

“Perhaps you are sighing for the pomps 

of the French court, where you have lived 

up to the present time,” the young man 

hastened to say. ‘Anyway. I foresee that 

I sha!l soon lose you ; and when we sepa- 

rate, I would like to have you carry away 
a remembrance of me. Do you remember 

when we went to church to give thanks to 
God for having restored your health,which 

you came to seek here? The jewel that 
fastened the plume in my cap attracted 

your attention. How well it would look in 
your dark hair, confining your veil. It has 
already been used for that purpose by a 

bride ; for my father gave it to my mother, 
and she wore it to the altar. Would you 
like to have it P" 

“I do not know how it is in your coun- 
try but in mine, if you receive a present, 

it’ is binding. Only on a holiday can one 

accept a present from a relative—who can 

even go to Rome without coming back with 

empty hands.” 
The scornful tone in which Beatriz pro- 

nounced these words disturbed the young 

man a little, but finally recovering himself, 

he said : 
«] am aware of it, cousin, but to-day is 

All Saints’ Day, and your nameday as well 

as that of others; so it is a fitting time to 

receive gifts, I assure you. Will you 

accept this from me ?” 
Beatriz slightly bit her lip, and extended 

Ler hand to take the jewel, without saying 

a word. 

strewn with | 

and | 

The two young people again remained 
silent, though the old women's voices could 
be heard as they went on talking about 
witches and ghosts, while the howling of 
the wind as it shook the casements, and 
the tolling of the bells, still continued. 

After a few moments, Alonso proceeded. 
“Before the end of All Saints’ Day, 

which is my nameday as well as yours, you 
may give me a souvenir without comprom- 
ising yourself. Will you not do so?” 
urged ~ Alonso, fixing his eyes on his 
cousin's, which gleamed brightly as a dia- 
bolical thought flashed through her mind. 
“Why not?” she exclaimed, carrying 

her hand to her right shoulder, as though 

seeking for something amid the folds of 
her wide velvet sleeve embroidered with 
gold. Then with a childish air of disap- 
pointment, she added : 
“Do you recollect the blue ribbon I 

wore today on the hunting expedition, and 
which you said was the emblem of your soul 
on account of its color?" 
“Yes, I do.” 
«Well, I have lost it. I have lost it, 

and I wanted to give it to yon as a sou- 
venir.” 
«Where was it lost?" inquired Alonso, 

raising himself in his seat, with an inde- 

scribable expression of mingled fear and 
hope. 
I do not know, perhaps on the moun- 

tain.” 
“On the Spirits’ Mountain?” he mur- 

mured, turning pale, and throwing himselt 

back in his chair. ‘‘on the Spirits’ Moun- 

tain!” Then he went on in a harsh, trem- 

bling tone: “You know, for you have 

heard everybody say so times without num- 

ber, that I am called the king of huntsmen 

throughout Castile. As 1 have not yet 

been able to try my strength in battle, as 

my ancestors have done, I have exerted, in 

that pastime of warlike sport, all the here- 
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Promptto act,suretocure 

fused tones, unintelligible words, and 
echoes of footsteps coming and going. 
Then followed the rustling of trailing gar- 
ments, half-suppressed sighs, and the 

labored breathing which one feels, with 

involuntary shudders, announces the pres- 
ence of something that cannot be seen, 
though its approach is felt in the darkness. 

Beatriz trembling thrust her head out 

from the curtain and listened for a moment. 
She could hear many strange sounds, but, 

ditary ardor of my race and all the strength 

of which I am possessed. The mat under 

your feet is the skin of a wild animal Islew | 

with my own hands. I know its haunts 

and its habits ; I have fought against them 

day and night, on foot and on horseback, 

alone and together with other huntsmen, | 

and nobody can say that I ever shrank 

from danger at any time. On any other 

night I would fly to bring you that ribbon, 

and would do so joyfully ; but tonight, yes, 

tonight—why should I hide it from you ?— 

I am afraid. Do vou not hear the bells 

tolling? The hour for evening prayer has 

struck at San Juan del Duero; the ghosts 

begin to emerge from their graves, curd- 

ling the blood of anyone who beholds 

them, turning his hair gray. or dragging 

him off in the whirl ot their fantastic dance, | 

as a leaf is swept along by the breeze.” | 

An almost imperceptible smile curled | 

Beatriz's lips while the young man was | 

talking, and she exclaimed in an indifferent | 

tone after he ceased, meanwhile stirring, 

the fire so that the bright sparks flew out: 

*Oh, no, indeed! How silly! Don’t 

think of going to the mountain now after 

such a trifle! On such a dark night, too, 

when the ghosts are abroad and the road 

is full of wolves!” As she spoke these 

last words she emphasized them so that 

Alonso could not fail to understand her 

bitter irony. 
As though mechanically, he arose, passed | 

his hand over his forehead as though to 

dispel the fear he felt mentally, but not in | 

his heart, and in a firm tone he said, | 

addressing the beautitul girl, who was still 

amusing herself by stirring the fire on the 

hearth : 
“Farewell, Beatriz, farewell! It I re-| 

turn, it will be soon.” 
Alonso, Alonso,” she said, turning 

around rapidly ; but when she desired to | 

detain him, or appeared to do so, the | 
young man had already disappeared. 

Soon after, the sound of his horse's hoofs 
The proud | 

beauty, with a radiant look of gratified | 

vanity lighting up her face, listened attent- | 

ively to the sound until it died away, | 

though the church bells kept on their | 

lugubrious tolling. 

An hour, two, and three elapsed, and 

midnight struck as Beatriz retired to her | 

oratory ; but Alonso had not returned yet, 

though he had plenty of time to go and 
| come back. 

«Perhaps he was afraid !” the young girl | 

exclaimed, closing her prayer book, after | 

vainly endeavoring to murmur some of the 

yrayers the church dedicates to All Souls’ 

i. for the spirits of those that have pass- 
ed away. 

After putting out the lamp, and draw- 

ing the silk curtains around her bed, she | 

fell asleep. But her sleep was restless and | 
uneasy. 
The postern clock struck twelve, and | 

Beatriz could hear its slow, sad strokes, | 

and halt opened her eyes. She thought 

that she had heard some one call her at the 

same time in a faint, suffering accent. 

The wind still moaned and shook the case- 

ment. 
«It must be the wind,” she said, putting 

her hand to her heart and trying to calm 

herselt. But her heart kept on beating 
wildly. The doors ot the oratory creaked 

noisily on their hinges. First one, and 

then all the doors that opened into her 

apartment, were opened and closed with a | 

harsh, sad sound, like a deep groan, setting 

her nerves on edge. 
Then a silence ensued, a silence full of 

strange sounds, the silence of midnight. 

There was a dull murmur of distant water, 

the barking of a dog in the distance, con- 

| 

| like dry wood or bones. 

yassing her hand over her brow, she 

Rotensd again, but all was now still and 

quiet. 
Her pupils were dilated and she seemed 

to see shapes moving around all over the 
room: but as she fixed her eyes more 

closely, she perceived that the darkness 
was impenetrable acd it was due to her 

imagination. 

“Bah,” she said, resting her lovely head 

again on the pillow, ‘can I be as timid as 
those poor souls whose hearts beat with 

terror under their armor on hearing some 

ghost story ?" 
So, closing her eyes, she tried to go to 

sleep, but in vain did she endeavor to 

calm herself. She again started up, pale, 
uneasy, and more terrified than ever. 

This time it was no illusion, the brocade 

| portieres over the door had rustled as they 

were pushed aside, and she could hear 

heavy footsteps on the carpet. The sound 

they made was dull and almost impercepti- 
ble. but continuous, and as they moved 

along she could hear something creaking, 
The footsteps 

drew nearer and nearer, and the prayer 

desk near her bed moved. Beatriz uttered 

| a sharp cry, and burying herself under the 

clothes, hid her head and held her breath. 

The wind beat against the casement, 

' while the monotonous flow ot the fountain 

' could be heard from afar, and the barking 

of dogs,us well as the church bells of Soria, 
some near, some farther off,while they sad- 

ly tolled for the dead. 
Thus the night passed on, and to Beatriz 

| it seemed as though it would never come 

to an end. Finally, the first faint rays of 

dawn lighted up the sky, and she opened 

her eyes and recovered her self-possession. 

After a sleepless night of terror, how 
beautiful seems the bright, clear morning 

light! 
She drew back the curtains of her bed, 

| and was about to laugh at her terror of the 

| previous night, when suddenly a cold per- 

spiration broke ouc on her forehead, her 

eyes seemed starting from their sockets, 

and a deadly pallor overspread her cheeks ; 

for on her prayer desk she beheld the blue 

ribbon stained with blood, the blue ribbon 

Alonso had gone in quest of. 
When the frightened attendants rushed 

in to inform her of the death ot Alonso— 

the first-born of the count of Alardiel— 

whose body, partly devoured by the wolves, 

had been found on the Spirits’ Mountain, | 

they found Beatriz motionless and rigid, | 

clinging with both hands to tho ebony bed- 

posts, her eyes starting from their sockets, 
her mouth half opened, her lips white, and 

| her body cold and stift, for she was dead! 

Beatriz had died ot fright! 

They say that, some time after this 

event took place, a huntsman, who had 

lost bis way and been obliged to pass All 

Souls’ Eve on the Spirits’ Mountain, told, 

on the day before he died, ot some of the 

horrible sights he had seen there Among 

| other things he said that he had seen the 

| fleshless bodies of the ancient Knights 

Templar, and the Soria noblemen, that 
were buried in the chapel, on the stroke 

of twelve arise trom their graves with a 

terrible clamor: and, mounted on their 

skeleton steeds, wildly pursue a beautiful 

woman. who—pale, with disheveled locks, 

and her feet bare and bleeding—was 

roaming around the unfortunate Alonso's 

tomb with wild and tearful cries. —From 

the Spanish. 

Show me the man you honor. 1 know 

by that symptom better than by any other 

what kind of a mar you are yourself. 

— Carlyle. 
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LOST AT SEA. 
Continued from page 9. 

The building was small and packed from 
pit to ceiling with an audience very char- 
acteristic of the locality. The scene was ef- 
fective and thrilling. Boys shouted, women 
in tears diluted with gin coursing down 

their taces wept aloud. I shed tears also 
but not from grief. The ridiculousness of 
the whole thing destroyed all idea of sol- 
emnity in me. 

After the performance I made my way 
to the stage and congratulated my compan- 

ions on their brilliant efforts. One of 
them, Sheilds by name, said to me, **Wil- 

son, I can get you taken on here if you 

would say the word.” I was sorry but 
other engagements would prevent. On 
Gordon's rrrival at Melbourne it was an- 
nounced, as I learned from a newspaper 

sent to me by Munro with a marked para- 

graph, that on a certain evening he was to 

appear on the stage of the Theatre Roval 
and deliver Brook's farewell mes- 

sage to his admirers in Melbourne 
where he was well known and 

where he was going under an engage- 

ment of a long season when lost. Gordon 

failed to appear. The report let him 
down easily. He was too overcome, the 

subject was too trying. Yes, the same old 
foe had got the advantage again. As to 
this message I never questioned the cor- 

rectness of it, but I think Gordon must 

have drawn largely on his imagination, as 
none on board at the last could count upon 

the next five minutes, or even if they had 

a hope that this one boat would get clear 

and survive, no one could hope for a 
chance, except those of the sailors who 

had possession of her. I saw Brooks dur- 
ing the last half hour of life. He was 
alone, leaning over a companion-way door, 
bare headed, swaying to and fro, 

gazing into space indifferent to the 

harrowing scenes around him, calmly 
waiting the end as if playing a 
part on a stage—the last grand act, the 
closing scene of all. 
There were messages received—they 

came as if were from the dead—messages 

that had been put in bottles and thrown 
overboard. There were three or four 

| picked up on the coast ot France. Some 

of the London papers insinuated they were 

forgeries, as they reflected on the owners 

and inspector of shipping that the ship was 
over-laden, hence their desire to suppress 

them. I never doubted their genuineness 

—for the reason that as several articles 

with the word “London” on one, also 

| the body of woman that had drifted 

nearly two hundred miles, why not 

| bottles. 1 was not aware at the time of 

any being thrown over though 1 did see 

some young men preparing a small keg for 

messages. This Re was never found that 
One ot the messages from a 

bottle was shown me in London by a gen- 

| tleman from his brother-in-law who assur- 

| ed me that he knew well the handwriting. 

| It was written with a lead pencil on a sheet 
torn from a pocket book. 

The body of the woman was proved to 

be one of the passengers of the London,by 

her name on the underclothing and an 

initial ring. Two men went over to France 

and identified the body as that of their sis- 

ter, had it removed to London and there 

interred. The total number lost in the Lon- 

don was 235 of which 160 were passengers. 

The three passengers saved are still alive, 

or were alive by last report from Australia, 

viz: Munro, in Ballarat, Maine in South 

| Australia, and the writer in Halifax. King 

remained a few months in London then 

went to Queensland and had a situation in 

a revenue cutter. There he died about 

ten years ago. Poor King was like many 

others in the world, he could not stand 

success. He was young, strong and healthy, 

so 1 fear that his success had something to 

do in shortening his days. 

Gordon ultimately went to San Francisco 

where death at last got the advantage of 

him. 
Noble old Capt. Cavassa, of the Italian 

barque! There is no one mentioned in 

these reminiscences whom I call to mind 

with more gratitude and affectionate re- 

memberance than he and his manly 

son (whose clothes fitted me so 

well), also his crew. When taking 

leave of them at Falmouth there was no 

way we could show our sense of ap 1ecia- 

tion of their kindness, not even thanks, 

which they would not understand. On our 

arrival at London I wrote to the Register 

General of Seamen, giving full particulars 

of our rescue. In a few days an answer 

was received from the president of the 

Board of Trade, Sir Emerson Tennent, 

stating that the board had awarded him a 

gold chronometer in recipro -ation for his 

humane services. 
With a suitable inscription it was pre- 

sented to him through the Italian minister. 

With the exception of those immediately 

interested, no one was moré pleased to hear 

it than J. E. WiLsox. 

That church is in a first rate condition 

where a long, dull prayer won'tkill a prayer 

meeting. 

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 opportuuity to stop either way. 

Fare for the round trip, fifty cents. Ne excursion 

on rainy days. 

INTERNATIONAL S. S. CO. 
DAILY LIN E (Suspay EXCEPTED,) 

2x BOSTON 
a Jury 4th, 
J and continuing until Sept. 

5th, the steamers of this Com- 
yany will leave St. John for 
astport, Portland and Boston 

as follows: Monday, Wed- 
nesday, Thursday and 
Saturday, Mornings at 7.25 
(Standard), for Eastport and 
Boston. Tuesday and Fri- 
day Mornings for Eastport 

and Portland, making close connections at Portland 

with B. and M. Railroad, 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. 
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BAY OF FUNDY S.§. 60.-(LTD.) 
SEASON 18902. 

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; Annapolis and Digby—Tuesday, Thurs- 

day and Saturday. 

| Thursday and Friday; Annapolis and Digby— 

Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursdav and Saturdays. 

JULY and AUGTST.—From St. John—Daily Trips,
 

Sundays excepted.) 

SEPTEMBER.—From St. John—Monday,Wednes- 

day, Thursday and Friday ; Annapolis and Digby— 

Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday. 

Steamer sails from St. John at 7.20 a.m., local time, 

return trip, sails from Annapolis upon the arrival ot 

the morning express from Halifax. 

Sg) Howarp D. Troop, President. 

FoR SALE AT 

Nos. 19 and 23 King Square. 

J.D. TURNER. 

'A Sewing Machine 
Civen Away. 

WE want Agents to canvass for 
« CANADA,” the only magazine pub- 
‘lished in the Maritime Provinces. 

The subscription price of **Canada” 
i& £1.00, and every new subscriber will 

receive FREE a beautiful oleograph 
picture, 17 by 24 in size. 

Agents will be allowed a cash-in- 
advance commission of 35 cents on 
every subscription obtained. 
Over and above the cash commission 

a New RAYMOND SINGER SEWING 
MacuiNg, worth £15, furnished by 

Messrs. Miller Bros., of Halifax, will 

be given to the agent sending the 

largest number of subscriptions before 
April 1st, 1893. 
A WEBSTER'S INTERNATIONAL DiIc- 

TIONARY, worth £10, will be given to 
the agent sending the second largest 
number of subscriptions. 
A prize worth £1.50 will be given to 

the Agent sending the largest number 
of subscriptions each month. 

«+(Canada” will be sent FREE, dur- 

ing the competition, to all who signify 

their intention to compete, and who re- 
mit 25¢. in stamps for outfit. No post 
cards. MarrueEw R. KN1GHT, 

Hampton, N. B. 

For THE SUMMER 
SEASON. 

P.E.L Oysters 
Raked fresh every 

morning. 

HOREHOUND 
AND ANISEED. 

ING COUGH: 
COLDS. 

OVER 40 YEARS IN USH. 

25 CENTS PER BOTTLE. 

ARMSTRONG & CO., PROPRIETORS, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

JUNE.—From St. John — Menday, Wednesday, 

~ E 

OVERWORKED BRAINS. 
Ministers, Students and others suffering from 

Nervous Debility, Mental Worry, Sleeplessness, 

Lack of Energy and Loss of Nerve Power, posi- 

tively cured HAzeLTON'S VITALIZER. 

Address,enclosing 3c. stamp for treatise J. E. 

HazeLToN, Graduated Pharmacist, 308 Yonge 

Street, Toronto. July 11, 1892. 

RAILWAYS. 

ANADIAN 
‘PACIFIC \Y. 

PASSENGER TRAIN SERVICE 
FROM 

St. John, 
In Effect June 26th, 1892, 

14.25 a. m.—*Pacific Express,” for Montreal, 
Ottawa, Toronto and all points West. 

16.25 a.m. “Yankee,” for Bangor, Portland, Boston 

and South and West ; Fredericton, St. Stephen, 

St. Andrews, Houlton, Woodstock and points 

North. 
$7.30 a. m.— “Accommodation,” for Fredericton 

and intermediate points. 

14.30 p.m.—*“Exopress,” for Fredericton,St.Stephen, 

St. Andrews, Houlton and Woodstock. 

14.45 p. m.—*“Suburban,” for Welsford and inter- 

mediate points; on Saturdays this train will 
leave at 1.25 p.m. 

*8.30 p.m.—* “Night Express,” for Bangor, Portland, 

Boston and South and West; daily, except 

Sunday, for St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock 
and points North. 

RETURNING, leaveFredericton,7.10,{10a.m., 14.20 

p.m; St. Stephen 15 35, $7.45 a.m., 110 p.m.; St. 

Andrews ¢5.%10,t7.20 a.m.; Houlton 17.15 a.m., 14.00, 

18.10 p.m. ; Woodstock 17.20 a.m., 14.30, 17.50 p.m., 

arriving St. John at *5.30, 19.30 a m., 112.50, $10 p.m. 

*Daily, tDaily SRoURS Sunday, Daily except 

Saturday and Sunday, ¢Monday and Thursday only, 

tTuesday, Wednesday, Friday and Saturday only. 

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

MONTREAL. St. JOHN, §. B 

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, "ir sv cB 
4.45 p.m.; Passenger and Freight Tuesday, Thurs- 

day and Saturday at 5.50 a.n., arrive at Yarmouth 

11.05 a.m. 

LEAVE WEYMOUTH 55 dcsday 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 

and to St. John daily. At Yarmouth with steamers 

Yarmouth and Boston for Boston every Tuesday, 

Wednesday, Friday and Saturday evenings; and 

trom Boston every Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday 

and Saturday mornings. 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. S. General Superintendent 

Shore Line Railway 
ST. JOHN and ST. STEPHEN. 

NEW PASSENGER CARS! 

The Scenery of Mountain and Valley alon
g 

this Road Cannot be Surpassed. 

Cool Resorts for Pleasant Out- 

ings, the Tourists’ Paradise. 

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 te 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 for 

Picnics. Tables, Swings, Stoves, w ~zge building 

with good floor for dancing, abuedant shelter 
in 

case of rain and other conveniences are provided 

free of charge. 

SCENERY. 

Every varicty 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 “py ler’ excess bag- 

gage. Baggage and Freight rg” Yived and delivered 

at Moulson’s, Wa er Street. 
For special rates for Picnics and Excursions 

apply to G. G. Rue, Treasurer, No. 3 Pugsley 

Building, cor. Prince William and Princess Sts. 

Ticker AGENTS: George Philps, 97 Prince Wm.
 

St., City; Jules T. Whitlock, Windsor Hotel, St. 

Stephen. 
FRANK J. McPEAKE, 

Telephone No. 18. Superintendent. 

St. John, N. B., June 29. 1802. 

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

Time, for Halifax and Campbellton, 7.00
; for Point 

du Chene, 10.30; for Halifax, 13.00; for Sussex, 16.
85; 

for Quebec and Montreal, 22.10. 

Will arrive at St. John from Sussex, 8.30; from 

Quebec and Montreal (excepted Monday), 8.56; 

from Point du Chene, 12.40; from Halifax, 18.30 

from Halifax, 8.65. 

| ICE: 
KEEP COOL #8 Wholesale and Retail, 

RDERS through Mail or Telephone prom tly 

0 attended to. Telephone No. 414. ce: 

Leinster Street. Parties going out of town, can 

bave Ice delivered at regular rates until their depa
r- 

ture and upon their return to the city. 

3 mos. MRS. R. WHETSEL. 


