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THE GREY FEATHER. 
‘Next, please.” 
The ticket clerk's impatience was ex- 

treme. Eric Stowleigh woke out of his 
reverie. 

‘Second return to Church Hough.” 
He scarcely glanced at his change, His 

eyes were following a woman's figure 
dressed in black, except for the grey feath- 
er in her hat. He lost her in the crowd on 

the down platform, and he was more than 

relieved. Scenes were a nuisance, and he 
had feared that he was tracked by a temi- 

nine malice that must cause one. 
The dread returned. At the last minute 

the carriage door opened. 
“That was the wrong side altogether, 

miss,” said the guard; ‘lucky you've 
time. There's room here.” 
The “Thank you” was lost in the bang. 

The girl's veil was three-parts down before, 
and she pulled it lower as Eric Stowleigh 
looked up from his newspaper. It struck 
him as a gleam of the old coquetry, that 

was absurdly out of place. The mood was 
the more likely to pass because the only 
other travellers in the compartment were 
an elderly lady and two children. Why 
not forestall the mevitable ? In his pocket 
was a letter hastily written, and not yet 
directed, and its terms left no loophole for 

misunderstanding. He drew it out. 
“| beg to give you this. It is my final 

answer,” he said. 
It was taken reluctantly, and with a stiff 

little bow. 
« An affectation of artless surprise—like 

her exactly!" he said inwardly, and his lip 
curled. With a furtive anxiety he watched 

the reading of his letter. Tame acquies- 
cence was the last thing he anticipated. 
But the girl sat rigid in her corner, and 

he was baffled. At the next station she left 
the carriage. It seemed as if she accepted 
the verdict. 

Ease of mind and pressure of care were 

to alternate. At Church Hough Station he 

took a cab, and instructed the driver to 

Woodlands, and as the rickety old vehicle 
deposited him he could have sworn that he 

caught a glimpse of Caroline Dennis cross- 
ing the avenue into the garden. She had 
only changed carriages! What did it all 

mean? If her object was revenge, and if 

she had access to credulous ears, his dearest 
hopes might suffer shipwreck. 
“Glad to see you, Eric. And, if I 

know my daughter, Ida will be glad too. 
But why did you not wire us? We'd have 
had Porter down at the station to meet 
you, that's all.” 

*+ | was uncertain about getting away an 

hour before I started. And to confess the 

whole truth, Mr. Bryant, I didn’t think of 

it. But I knew I might come to you when 
I could. And I want a day or two away 

from the bulls and the bears to clear the 
fog out of my brain.” 
« Ah! I suppose things have been un- 

commonly harassing of late. If your 
clients sell out of stocks that are shaky, 

they don’t know what to buy into that is 
safe; and it's ticklish business to advise 

nowadays.” 
“Very.” 
«I have a sister who will act according to 

her own light, and the result isshe has A t 

heavily. We are atraid its unhinging her 
mind.” She has gone uo to a son’s house to- 
day, and Frank will have a handful.” 
The proprietor of Woodlands sighed, but 

the next instant he put gloomy thoughts in 

the back ground. The door opened and a 

fair young girl entered. She smiled at her 
father, and crossed the room to his guest. 

“Welcome to Woodlands, Mr. Stow- 
leigh,” she said, simply. 
The greeting had a touch of constraint 

It was an eager, passionate look that the 
visitor poured into her eyes. A month be- 
fore, in a west end conservatory, he had 
offered Ida Bryant the royal love of his 
heart. He had called her out of a vague, 

girlish dreamland into womanhood. But 
uncertain of self she had bidden him wait 
till the new year came in. Time had run 
on, and he was there to learn his fate. Now, 

as he sought for his answer, it still eluded 

him. 
“Do you know what has become of Hood, 

papa?’ . 

“Hood? I don’t remember to have seen 
him since I came back trom Fidey. That 

was only halt an hour ago, but he should be 
busy enough now.” 
pa ¢“Yes, of course; but I can’t find him. 

Cook doesn’t know anything, nor Saunders. 
What's odd again is that my maid is miss- 
ing too, and that I hear that Saunders and 
cook were locked into the store-room for 
two mortal hours this afternoon. The key 
was turned on them by some accident, they 
supposed. It was only when the gardener 
came round to weed the east path that they 
mauaged to attract his attention. He let 
them out of durance.” 
Howard Bryant and the young stocs- 

broker exchanged glances. 
“Queer,” said one. 
“Villiany,” growled the elder. 
With a dark face and a frowning brow 

he went at once to his library. [His worst 
fears were verified. 
There was no outward sign of disturbance 

—nothing to give alarm. But he touched 
a spring, and sliding doors opened. A sale 
with the panel cut through wrung a sharp 
ery of dismay from his lips. 
“Robbed! ruined!” he gasped. ‘' My 

sister loses one way, I another. I had 

bonds for twenty twousand there. All 
one !” 
“But if they are not negotiable—" 
They are mostly bonds to bearer.” He 

groaned again. 
“What sort of a man was ITood—in per- 

sonal appearance ?” 
«« The butler? A red-haired, large- 

faced fellow, smooth - shaven, medium 
height, has a dent in the lower lip.” 
“AL!” It was an involuntary ejacula- 

tion. 
“What do you know of him, Stowleigh ? 

He had only been here seven weeks or so. 
His testimonials were first-class ; all forged, 

I dareay.” 
*] think that is very likely.” 
“Then you have some idea—" 
“A possible clue, Mr. Bryant; just that. 

It may turn out of little value.” 
“Go on.” 
It was a peremptory order. Time was 

passing, and the police were not yet sum- 
moned. Everything might depend on 
haste. 

Eric Stowleigh's pause was not due to 
his taking umbrage. He had turned half 
round to where Ida stood behind. She 
was white, frightened, contounded and had 

no words. Yet even in this moment of 
confusion she read and understood the 

appeal in her lover's eyes. He did not 
guess how well she understood. The light 

of a resolution, that in the sequel might 
cost him dear, was kindling on his face. 

“There is something I must get at first, 
if I can,” he said. *‘Immediately before I 
rang the bell and was admitted—I presume 
by Saunders—I saw a girl dressed in black, 
with a grey feather in her hat, go towards 
—as I should suppose—the back of the 
house. Did she come in, and do you know 
anything about her ?" 
He was watching Ida, and he wondered 

that her eyes drooped as she answered— 
“Yes, she came in. We do know about 

her.” 
“Then the way is clear. I can say what 

has become necessary. Do not be hard on 
me, | beg. 

Several years ago now 1 was a foolish, raw 
youth, and totally alone in London, a city 
of temptations to young men. I made 
some associates of my own sex, who were 
not ot the best type. What they really 
were was carefully hidden from me then. 
There was one man who had a sister. 
Dennis was the name. We were thrown a 
lot together, the girl and I, and it de- 
veloped into a wild sort of flirtation—noth- 
ing more. On my honor that was all.” 
“Does this concern the loss of my 

bonds ?" interposed Howard Bryant, fum- 
ing at what he thonght useless prolixity. 

“That remains to be seen. I may say 
at once that the sketch you have given me 
me of Hood, your missing butler, corres- 
ponds very closely indeed with Luke Den- 
nis, as I remember him. These are mat- 
ters that are not pleasant to me to recall 
here. I do not know what the result may 
be.’ 
There was a quiver in his vcice which Ida 

noticed, though she stood a motionless lis- 
tener. 

“ Very well, 1 beg your pardon, Stow- 
leigh. It’s the upset that's made me odd— 
not quite myself. Continue if you please.” 

* Certain facts were brought to my 
knowledge by a series of accidents, [ need 
not stay to explain how. But they astound- 
ed me. Luke Dennis was not merely a 
gambler but a thorough sharper. a com- 
panion of some of the cleverest rogues in 
town, and a receiver of stolen goods. 
There was no doubt about it. The evi- 
dence was overwhelming, and I have reason 
to believe that Caroline Dennis was a di- 
rect sharer in the guilt of her companions, 
and obeyed their orders implicitly. She 
was, in short, a decoy. Of course I broke 
with such a precious nest of rascals and of 
rascality instantly, and have loathed my- 
selt ever since for my folly and blindness. 
I heard no more of them until a month ago. 
Then I was followed in a public street by 
Miss Dennis—if that too, 1s not an alias. 
Twice she did me the honour of a visit, and 
she insi sted, though she knew it was a lie, 
that we were once engaged. In a weak 
moment I gave her money to get rid of 
her. That made it worse. Only this morn- 
ing I received a letter, the purport of which 
is an insolent demand for more cash, with 
the threat ot exposure if I refuse. She has 
my response now. I will not pay black- 
mail. Let her do her worst. By kb 

*“ But I could not see why the present 
was the season selected for the barefaced 
attempt. A reason exists, if she is known 
in this house. It my Luke Dennis is the 
very double of Hood as you describe him, 
Mr. Bryant, it is equally true that the girl 
in black whom you say you know—" 
«1 stated that,” Ida interposed. 
Eric bowed. 
«It is the same thing, surely ?” he said. 

“ Well, the girl with the grey feather is 
(Claroline Dennis.” 

** That would be your maid Nixon, then, 
Ida. Linked hands for my bonds! A neat 
scheme, and smartly put together. I see, 
I see.” 
The rugged features were shadowed by 

despair. 
** No chance,” he added. 
“ Yes; let Porter drive me back to the 

station, and I shall catch the up express. 
They will not have counted on my inter- 
ference. If the old burrow is resorted to 
I may close on their trail.” 
“But you have not dined. 

permit it.” 
¢* My dear sir, it will be my meat and 

drink to checkmate this vile plot, if that is 
possible. And you may be sure I shall not 
starve. It is detective work, and I shall 
get help by a wire to Scotland Yard.” 
The Woodlands coachman drove his best, 

and put Eric at the station entrance two 
minutes before the train came up. The 
same good fortune accompanied him 
through the whole chase. The clue was a 
ood one, and the young stockbroker’s 

first hand knowledge of his quarry led to a 
brilliant success. Two crestfallen individ- 
uals passed into police hands in a splendid- 
Ng cpp apartment of a Pimlico flat. 
hey were completely puzzled at the swift- 

ness of Nemesis. 
* Husband and wife,” said the sergeant 

who made the arrest, significantly; and 
we've wanted them both a long while. It’s 
a lifer for the man.” 
And so it proved. Eric Stowleigh had 

the pleasure to restore the lost parcel of 
bonds intact. And in his turn he was sur- 
prised. 

«+ It is odd that your maid was in London 
that day at that hour,” he said to Ida 
Bryant.‘ She must have left after the 
robbery, and come back almost immediate- 
ly. The object, I suppose was to set up 
an alibi, it suspicion fell on her.” 
“ You did not see Dennis at all,” was the 

gentle answer. *‘ It was the mistress, not 
the maid. We are of the same height and 
build, and I borrowed the dress, hat, and 

veil, and went up in the morning to see 
that aunt reached her destination safely. 
She would not consent to be accompanied, 
but she did not know my new maid. So I 
was in disguise.” 

“ And I gave youmy letter! Then, Ida, 
were vou angry?” 
1 was—but I am not now.” 
And Ida’s smile was a promise. —Cassell’s 

Journal. 

I cannot 

Cause of Death Uncertain. 

Diner. ‘‘How comes this dead fly in my 
soup?” 

Waiter. *‘In fact, sir, I have no positive 
idea how the poor thing came by its death. 
Perhaps it bad not taken any food for a long 
time, dashed upon the soup, ate too much 
of it, and contracted an inflammation of the 

stomach that brought on death. The fly 
must have had a weak constitution, for 
when I served up the soup it was dancing 
merrily on the surface. Perhaps—and the 
idea presents itself only at this moment—it 
endeavoured to swallow too large a piece 
of vegetable ; this, remaining fast in the 
throat, caused a choking in the windpipe. 
This is the only reason I ean give for the 
death of that poor insect!” 

THE FOUR PINS. 
The Count Bielski, a nobleman of Poland 

was a very ambitious man. His public ut- 

terances had displeased the government. 

He was arrested, condemned to imprison- 

ment for life and confined in a dungeon far 

under ground. IJe had no light and never 

could tell when it was day or night. He 

had no one to speak to, for no one was al- 

lowed to see him except the keeper of the 

prison, and he was not permitted to speak 

to his prisoner. He had nothing to do. 

Days, weeks, months passed on and he was 

still in his dungeon. He was never brought 

to trial and the unfortunate man was most 

miserable. He thought he would los his 

senses, for his reason began to give way. 

Feeling all over his blouse one day he 

found four pins and he actually wept for 

joy. Yet what could they be to him ? He 

took them from his blouse and threw them 

on the floor of his dungeon and then he 

went down on his hands and knees and felt 

all over the floor until he had found them. 

This he continued to do day after day, 

week alter week, month atter month, until 

the months rolled into years. But they 

were no longer weary years. He had now 

an object in life. He would defeat the pur- 

pose ot his jailers, who fondly hoped to 

make him insane. He would live now until 

he became an aged man, cheered by the 

companionship of his four pins. And then, 

when he had become too old to move about 

his narrow dungeon, he would be content 

to lie down with his four silent friends and 

die. 
In his dreams these pins would often as- 

sume familar shapes. Their heads would 

take on the likeness of his friends and his 

relation. They would talk and laugh with 

him. How happy were those dream mom- 
ents to the condemned. There was his 

dear old mother's face. How she beamed 
upon him! And there were his beloved wife 
and his two rosy cheeked children—they 

kissed their chubby hands to their father! 
His heart seemed bursting with joy. 
One night he had a fearful dream. He 

dreamed he had lost his pins! Oh, horror 

of horrors! The perspiration broke out in 
great drops upon his face, his arms, his 
breast. Thus he found himself when, with 
a hoarse cry, he awoke. Fe realized quick- 
ly that it was only a dream. His beloved 

companions were found in their accustomed 
ry What a sense of relief now filled 

is heart as he again betook himself to 
slumber. 
Ten years had passed, and the prisoner 

and his pins were still inseparable. His 

keeper, who never yet had spoken to him, 
was now regarded with a new interest. He 

feared that this man—hated as one of his 
oppressors—-had discovered his occupation, 

and that he would endeavor to deprive him 

of this solace. Carefully now he guarded 
his pins. 
One day he lost all his pins! He had 

scattered them, he thought, as before, but 

now they eluded his grasp. He carefully 

felt over every inch of the floor of his dun- 

geon. Again and again he repeated his 

search until he grew weary of the task, but 
not one pin could he find. 
As he lay angry and despairing on the 

stone floor he was aroused by the noise of 

the keeper removing the chains and bolts 
trom the door. Presently he entered, bear- 

ing with him the prisoners scanty supply of 

bread and water. By the dim light of the 

torch which he carried the prisoner fancied 

he could discern a mocking smile upon his 

face. This, then, was the cause. e had 

stolen his pins! He was now rejoicing at 

his discomfiture! He must have discovered 

them while the prisoner slept. Hate now 

filled the soul of the condemned. His oc- 

cupation had been stolen from him; but a 

new thought at once engaged his mind, dif- 

fusing through him a kind of mad joy. He 

would devise a means to torture, to kill his 

keeper. He knew that this man—the sa- 

tellite off an offensive government-despised 
him. He would be revenged. 

For a long time he gloated over his con- 

templated plan. How long he knew not. 

When suddenly a light shone before him. 

It came from the torch borne by the keep- 

er, who had returned. Placing his torch 

m a crevice in the wall he walked to the 

opposite corner of the dungeon from that 

in which the prisoner crouched, and, turn- 

ing his back toward him, began to fasten a 

chain to the wall. Ha! he was then to be 

chained to the wall. His blood boiled at 

this new indignity. He wished to attack 

the keeper at once, but he had no weapon. 

His eyes fell upon his hands. They were 

long and sinewy. He had once been a 

strong man, but long confinement and lack 

of nourishment had weakened him. The 

keeper was undoubtedly a strong man. 

All this while he remained with his back to 

the prisoner. It was plain he regarded 

him with contempt and did not fear an 

attack. He even hummed a fragment of 
an insulting song. 

Cautiously, slowly, like a cat approaching 
a mouse, the condemned moves upon bis 

victim. Rage lends him strength. With 

one bound he is on the keeper's shoulders. 

His long, bony hands meet like a vise upon 

his throat. Then a terrible struggle be- 

ins. The keeper tries to shake him off. 

eis a strong man, but he feels he has met 

his mateh. Then the keeper beats him 

fiercely upon the head and face with a bolt 
ot iron. The blood flows down his face 
and blinds his eyes, but he does not relax 

his hold. They roll upon the ground, the 

condemned uppermost. The keeper has 

managed to secure his dagger. He stabs 

the prisoner once in the breast. Then the 

dagger falls from his hand, his eyes and 

tongue protrude in a frightful manner, his 

face is a mixture of purple and red, blood 

trickles from his nostrils. He is dead. 

With a maniacal cry of delight the pri- 

soner staggers to his feet, blood streaming 

from his breast and head. He attempts to 

reach the door, but his strength fails him. 

He is mortally hurt. With a scream he 

falls lifeless across the threshold, striking 

his head upon the hard stone floor. 

But what of the pins ? The prisoner had 

been in the habit before lying down to sleep 

of fastening the four pins in the left cuff of 

his blouse. The fear of detection so oper- 

ated upon his mind that one night, in a fit 
of somnambulism, he had put the pins side 

by side in the edge of the garment, and 

there they were afterward found and com- 

mented upon by the authorities of the pri- 

son.—J. H. Kirwin in the Philadelphia 
Times. 

With Schiffman’s Asthma Cure. 

There is no wailing for results, Its action is im- 

mediate, direct and certain. A single trial convi
n- 

ces the most skeptical. Trial package free of drug- 

ist, or by mail, address, Dr. R. Schifimann, 
St. 

Paul, Minn. 

So pleasant to taste that patients want to drink it like cream. 

IN TWO LAYERS, like cream rising on milk, and readily reunites on shaking 

Beware of IMITATIONS which do NOT SEPARATE! 

50 cts. per Bottle. 
AT ALI. DRUGGISTS. 

EACAR’S 
PHOSPHOLEINE. 

A PERFECT 

Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil 
WITH HYPOPHOSPHITES. 

This Emulsion SEPARATES 

1 Man's Fine Black Suit,e.cceceanes $156.00 

1 do Tweed Suit,cceeeeecnees 10.00 

1 pair Men's Pants....coovvininiiinss 3.50 

1 do 40 dO seecccscscccsscsses 2.50 

1 do do do .eevcescccnncisnenns 1.50 

1 Man’s Light Overcoat,eee. cocveees 8.50 H 

1 Youth’s Suit,eeeeceecccccsccccoccnne 8 50 

1 Boy’s Knicker Suit (3 pieces)..... 6.00 | 

1 do do do do 2 do .... 6.00 { 

1 Child’s Kilt Ne Enea TRE 
1 do Sailor do 2 do ..... 2.50 H 

1 Silk Umbrella, ..ccoeveeessecace ane 3.00 I 

1Trunk,ceeeeee sossescssccscscascose 3.50 | 

BB Gusersiissrisnrsesnse es iver 2.50 | 

NEW ROYAL CLOTHING STORES, - - - 

ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS 
will be given away, as below, on the first day of March, at our New Royal Clothing Store, opposite Golden Ball Corner : 

1 Gladstone Bag,«ccveeivoioe virivnnes 3.50 1 1 Dress Shirtyececcceeiiicecnce venes 1.25 

OME Dv 65 ove ip wwe dbs ir ua tun DE | BU To HE Te RR DR ie 1.00 
1 @ G0 covestoscsscvsssssscosonns 1.75 1 pair Cuft Buttons......ocoveveninnss 1.00 

1 Silk Handkerchi:fy..oeeeeeciernces 1.00 | FEI sscsscvosenssocnesssdsvns savesate 0.50 

1 do dO es sececssccsccene 0.75 1 80 scvvicivoncecinnnsosnnsoscncses 0.50 

1 pair Suspenders, ...ccoeeececeiieesnes 0.75 | T1UO coceecoscevcnscocsscssnissssnses 0.35 

1 do 80 Gesviveniin ee ivane ve 0.50 ll 7 EROS 8 SRS SBR 0.25 
1 half dozen Collars,seeeceecescencnes 1.00 OT ERP CEE FOP OO A MN 0.25 

1 Hat ccoooeeessccssscccs noccscsscase 2.00 1 GD .cicovisiosceciavsoanist sore side 0.25 

1 G0 soessscscvicsocscscsosscossssons 1.50 1 Tam O'Shanter, (Girls).ceveeines. 0.40 

3 + AE SS SER TERR 0.50 Bay 5 © do 0: cidunnvives 0.40 

1 pair Gloves... ceeecececocasccssonss 1.25 | - or Bag, «cviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiin 0.35 

1 do FHoB8essnccconsssesnses sesso 0.40 PB Sheasveeuieatiinve ave id 09 

BBW iv dias Clas Shs ear a vs 02 I! $100.00 

R. W. LEETCH, 
It you want a chance (time is short) send in your name at once to above store. 

St. John, N, B. 

The Reason He Was Followed, 

He was going home to his wife and fam- 

ily. It was growing dark. His road trom 

the station was a lonely one, and he was 

getting along as fast as he could, when he 

suddenly suspected that a man behind was 

following him purposely. The faster he 

went the faster the man went, until they 

came to a churchyard. 
“Now,” he said to himself, *'I'll find out 

if he’s after me;” and he entered the 

churchyard. 
The man followed him. Vague visions 

of revolvers and garroters grew upon him. 

He made a detour of a splendid mausoleum. 

Still the man was after him round and 
round. 
At last he turned and faced the fellow, 

and asked— 
«What the dickens do you want ? What 

are you following me for ? ” 
«Well, sir, do you always go home like 

this? I am going up to Mr. Fitzalta- 

mount’s house with a parcel, and the porter 

at the station told me that if I'd follow you 

I should find the place, as you lived next- 

door. Are you going home at all tonight ?” 

—Tit-Bits. 

EXPRESSES. 

‘Canadian Express Co. 
General Express Forwarders, Shipping 

Agents and Custom House Brokers. 

Forward Merchandise, Money and Packages of 

every description; collect Notes, Drafts, Accounts 

and Bills, with goods (C. O. D.) throughout the 

Dominion of Canada, the United States and Europe. 

Special Messengers daily, Sunday excepted, over 

the Grand Trunk, Quebec and Lake St. John, Que- 

bec Central, Canada Atlantic, Montreal and Sorel, 

Napanee, Tamworth and Quebec, Central Ontario 

and Consolidated Midland Railways, Intercolonial 

Railway, Nothern and Western Railway, Cumber- 

land Railway, Chatham Branch Railway, Steamship 

Lines to Digby and Anappolis and Charlottetown 

and Summerside, P. E. I., with nearly 600 agencies 

Connections made with responsible Express Com 

anies covering the Eastern, Middle, Southern and 

Western States, Manitoba, the Northwest Territor- 
jes and British Columbia. 
Express weekly to and from Europe via Canadian 

Line of Mail Steamers. 
Agency in Liverpool in connection with the for- 

warding system of Great Britain and the continent. 

Shipping Agents in Liverpool, Montreal, Quebec 

and Portland, Maine. 
Goods in bond promptly attended to and forwarded 

with despatch. 
Invoices required for goods from Canada, United 

States or Europe, and vice versa. 

J. R. STONE, Agent. 

H.C. CREIGHTON, Ass. Supt. 

DOMINION EXPRESS 
COMPANY, 

(Via C. P. R. Short Line) 
Forward Goods, Valuables and Money to all parts 

of Ontario, Quebec, Manitoba, Northwest Territor- 

ies, British Columbia, China and Japan. Best con- 

nections with England, Ireland, Scotland and all 

parts of the world. 

Offices in all the Principal towns in New Bruns- 

wick and Nova Scotia. 

Operating Canadian Pacific R’y and branches, In- 

tercolonial R’y to Halifax, Joggins R’y, New Bruns- 

wick and P. E.L Ry, Digby and Annapolis, con- 
necting with points on the Windsor and Annapolis 

Railway. 

Handling of Perishable Goods a Specialty. 

Connect with all reliable Express Companies in 

the United States. Eight hours ahead of all com- 

peting Supeasscs from Montreal and points in 

Ontario and Quebec. 

Lowest Rates, Quick Despatch and Civility. 

W. S. HOOPER, Agent, 
96 Prince Wm. Street, St. John, N, B. 

NOTICE. 

TEE CONSOLIDATED ELECTRIC COM. 

PANY, (Limited will apply to the Legislature 
éf New Brunswick at its next session for the passing 

ot an Act empowering the Company to acquire by 

purchase or expropriation land for the purpose of 

providing a Public Park in connection with the 

Company’s Railway and to extend its electric rail- 

way to such park, (said Act to provide that the 

plan of such proposed park and railway extension 

thereto be approved of by the Common Council of 

the City of St. John;) and also empowering the 

Company to execute a mortgage on the property 

and franchises of the Company to and amount not 

exceeding $75,000, for a term of not exceeding 

twenty years and bearing a rate of interest not 

exceeding six per cent per annum, in order to 

complete its electrical gm oy and for other 

purposes and also to issue scrip or debentures to be 

secured by such mortgage. 
Dated at the City of St. John, the 9th. day of Feb- 

ruary, A. D., 1893. 

JOHN F. ZEBLEY, President. 

gh 32 STEAMERS. 

International 8. NS. Co. 

WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 

Two Trips a Week tor Boston. 

Commencing February 6th, the Steamers of this 

Company will leave St. Jobn for Eastport, Portland 

and Boston every Monday and Thursday morning 

at 7.25 standard. 

Returning, will leave Boston same days at 8.30 a. 

m. and Portland at 5 p. m., for Eastport and St.John. 

Ba Freight received daily up to 5. p. m. 

C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

BAY OF FUNDY 8. S.C0., Ll. 

8.8.CITY OF MONTICELLO, 
Capt. J. OAKES, Commander. 

Sailings for February and March. 

From the Company’s Pier, Reed’s Point, St.John, 
every Wednesday and Saturday at 7 a.m. local 
Ste for Digby and Annapolis. Returning same 
ays. 
Passengers by this favorite route are due at Hali- 

fax at 6.35 p. m. 
HOWARD D. TROOP, 

President. 

HOTELS. 

J— HOUSE, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The most 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 Sr 

J. SI , Proprietcr. 

QUEES HOTEL, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS, Proprietor. 

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

FT DUFFERIN, 

sT. JOHN, N. B 

FRED A. JONES, 
Proprietor. 

|} aaa HOUSE, 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

Most beantifully situated in the centre of the city, 

large, iight, cheerful Sample Rooms, and a first-class 

Livery and Hack stable in connection with the house. 

Coaches are in attendance upon arrival of all trains. 

F. B. COLEMAN, 
Proprietor. 

1% sand HOTEL, 

CONNORS STATION, MADAWASKA, N. B. 

JOHN H. McINERNEY, Proprietor. 

Opened in January.” Handsomest, most spacious 

and complete house in Northern New Brunswick. 

“Vivat Regina.” 

Queen Elotel, 
HALIFAX, N. S. 

WE have much pleasure in calling the attention of 

Travellers and Tourist to the fact that the 

QUEEN has established a reputation for 
furnishing the best and cleanest vedrooms, and the 

best table and attention of any hotel in the 

maritime rovinces, if net in Canada. 

The FN contains 1380 rooms, and 

is fit with all modern improvements, including 

bath-rooms and w.¢’s on every floor. 

The parlors attract a great deal of attention, as 

nothing superior in that line is to be seen in. Canada 

The cuisine has been made a specialty from the first 

and amply justifies its reputation. One visit wil 
satisfy any one as to the oT of this Hotel. 

A. B. SHERATON, MANAGER. 

KOFF NO MORE 

WATSONS’ COUCH DROPS 
WILL GIVE POSITIVE AND INST- 

ANT RELIEF TO THOSE SUFFERING 
FROM COLDS, HOARSENESS, SORE 
THROAT, ETC.,,AND ARE INVALUABLE 
TO ORATORS AND VOCALISTS. R. & 
T. W. STAMPED ON EACH DROP. TRY THEM 

RAILWAYS. 

Inercolonial Railway. 
1892—~WINTER ARRANGEMENT-—-1893. 

On and after Monday, the 17th day of Oct., 
1892, the Trains of this Railway will run 
daily--Sunday excepted--as follows : 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN : 
Express for Campbellton, Pugwash, Picton 

Sd HaMMX.ccccvicssscssncsscscsssoe 7.00 

Express for HalifaX...ooeiteeesrscscnnoes 13.30 

Express for Sus8eXeeee.eres secesccscscess 16.30 

Through Express for Point du Chene, Que- 

bec, Montreal and Chicago.......... 16.55. 

A Parlor Car runs each way on Express trains 
leaving St.John at 7.00 o’clock and Halifax at 7.00 
o'clock. 
Passengers from St.John for Quebec and Mon- 

treal take through Sleeping Cars at Moncton, at 
19.40 o'clock. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN : 
Express from SusseX.....ceeeeessrsesnsnnes 8.25 

Express from Chicago, Montreal, Quebec, 

(Monday excepted) .eeseeesass gos sssse 10.25 

Express from Point du Chene and Moncton 10.25 

Express from Halifax, Pictou and Camp- 
DOLION cece essesssierasssgossassastes 19.00 

Express from Halifax and Sydney. ......... 22.30 

ANADIAN 
‘PACIFIC LY. 

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, 
— To — 

DETROIT CHICAGO. 
Every Wednesday at 8.15 p.m, 

—T0 — 

Seattle, Wash. 
and points on the 

Pacific Cost. 
Every Saturday at 11.45 a.m, 

Viathe “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. McNICOLL, C. E. McPHERSON, 
Gen’]l Pass. Agent, Assy Gen’l Pass. Ag't. 

MONTREAL. St. JOHN, x. B. 

WESTERN COUNTIES RY. 
Winter Arrangement. 

On and after Thursday, Jan. 5th, 1893, trains will run 

daily (Sunday excepted) as follows: 

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

12.10 p. m; Passengers and Freight Monday, Wed 

sede and Friday at 12.00 noon; arrive at Annapolis 

at 5.25 p. m. 

LEAVE ANNAPOLIS tress uli: 
4.55 p.m. ; Passengers and Freight Tuesday, Thurs- 

ns and Saturday at 7.30 a.m.; arrive at Yarmouth 

.50 p. m. 

CONNECTION —At Annapolis with trains of 
Windsor and Annapolis Rail 

way. At Digby with City of Monticello for St. John 
every Wednesday and Saturday. At Yarmeuth 

with steamers fo armouth Steamship Co. tor Bos. 

ton every Wednesday and Saturday evenings; and 

trom Bosten every Wotnentay and Saturday morn- 

ings. With Stage daily (Sun ay 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, 

RU SR JEN ITB. A ARS CMC CRA Ca 

Y armouth, K. 5. General Superintendent. 

w
t
 


