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LETTERS AND A LESSON. 
Her ladyship sat up with a blank stare. 

Twenty minutes ago, being dressed in 
good time, she had come into that room 
with two letters in her pocket, and had 
unawares fallen asleep. Now, as she 
started up with the clang of the dinner bell 
in her ears, and dived into said pocket for 
her handkerchiet, no letters were there. 

*“What can that mean!” she cried, as she 
hurried up to her dressing-room. Augusta 
her step-daughter — the ‘*thorn in her side,” 
and but five years younger than herself— 
came, calm and scornful as usual, down 
the stairs. 

“I will join you in a moment,” said 
Lady Margaret, and she sped past her to 
her own apartments. No letters there; 
nor had she expected to find any. 
“You have not had—but of course you 

have not seen any letters, Simpson ?” said 
she to her maid, who came in to clear up. 

Certainly she had—two—which her lady- 
ship had left on her dressing-table, ready 
for the post, and she, Simpson. had given 
to the page for that purpose. 
Her mistress thanked her and went then, 

bewildered. 
The next day, toward evening Lady 

Margaret, who was the daughter of an 
impoverished peer and the second wife ot 
General Whyte, whom his brother officers 
had dubbed a ‘‘cantankerousold cuss,” 
was sitting in her sanctum, when her hus- 
band walked in* She rose affectionately, 
but he retreated. 

“Excuse me,” said the old soldier—he 
was forty years her senior, and had been 
away from home on business—*I have 
come twenty miles to ask you a question.” 
Ie laid a paper before her. ‘Did you,” 
he asked sternly, ‘‘write that letter ?” 

She grey white as she looked at it, but 
her glance was steadfast. “‘I did, said she; 
“‘but—" 

“Silence.” cried he. Dress, and come 
with me. The appointment shall be kept, 

but with a third party. /fle, of course, has 
the letter intended for me.” 

““ You forget,” said she, with dignity, 
that this gentleman was my mother’s dear- 
est friend, and as an elder brother to myselt 
until—" 

‘* Dress,” he said, as he strode towards 
the staircase. ‘‘I shall await you below.” 

Burton, the butler, came along as she 

was shutting her door. She pulled the old 
man in, and made a breathless communica- 
tion to him, upon which he ran down a 
back stair, clapped on a cloth cap, and 
dashed out of the house. 
Ten minutes or so after, the General and 

“ 

his wife came forth, and went down the | 
beech-walk towards the home wood, to an 
adjacent property. 
Two hours passed ere they returned. 

Together they entered the library. 
** You warned that man, of course,” 

said he; but no matter, I'll find him. I 
shall go back to town to-night, and leave 
England in a few days’ time. You will re- 
main here, I beg, for the present, making 

any communication intended for me to our 
solicitor. 
I go?” 

** Nothing,” answered she gravely, ** ex- 
cept to repeat that your suspicions are as 
unworthy of yourself as they are unjust to 
me.” 

** Bah,” said he. striding to the door. 
““No innocent married woman makes 
lovers’ appointments with a man who dares 
not show his face in her husband's house. 
(3ood-night.” 
He had inadvertently left the mischievous 

letter on the table, and she drew it from 
its envelope. 
“ My Dear REGINALD" (it ran)—‘‘ Meet me to- 

morrow, (same time and place as before,) and we 
will discuss the future prospect. The General is 
away, and the risk of discovery, therefore, so much 
less for both sides.—Truly yours, MApGE.” 

Yes, this was the letter she had written 
and carried in her pocket to the drawing- 
room—upon this she insisted—and had 
thoaght yay delivered hours ago to the 
enemy of her house, but the rightful owner. 
There was a strange mark, like a daub ot 
purple ink, on the covering, she noticed, 
as she put it into her pocket and proceeded 
to her own apartments. 

In the corridor her foot caught in the 
folds of a heavy curtain, and so dislodged 
a lady's handkerchief—a thing of lace and 
perfume. Across the embroidered initials 
was a stain, a purple mark like that on the 
miscarried letter, and as Lady Margaret 
examined the spot by the corridor lamp 
she changed color. 

*“ Why,” said she, smelling it, *¢ this is 
paint.” 

She reflected a moment, then hurried to 
the drawing-room and looked out of its big 
French window. A portion of the wood- 
work had become defaced, and was being 
painted, and was of the same color as the 
stains on handkerchief and letter. 
‘1 remember,” she gasped, ‘‘ that the 

window was ajar. Ah, 1t is hard to suffer 
in such a cause, but I will not be the first 
to speak.” 
A whole year passed. ‘‘ The (ieneral,” 

so people told each other, ‘“ was still in 
foreign parts;” the two ladies lived on— 
fighting many a silent battle—at the old 
country seat. 

Augusta was a zealous correspondent, 
but then her martial father had absolute 
control over her fortune, and could make 
her a beggar any day it she crossed him. 

Suddenly she had notice to write no 
more—his movements would be so uncer- 
tain, the General declared. As a fact, the 
death of a dear friend whose place was but 
four miles distant from his own, and to 
whose children he had been appointed 
guardian, made his return to England 
necessary, and he wished his presence there 
not to be known to his household. 
On the second evening after his arrival 

he went out at dusk into the park. 
Involuntarily he strayed towards his own 

estate; it is possible that he might have 
gone straight to his wife, if, as he paced 
about under the trees, he had not seen a 
man and woman, whose appearance brought 
him to a sudden standstill, come slowly 
across the park. He could hear only the 
mutter of voices, but she wore a sadly-fami- 
liar garment-—-a long silver-grey mantle 
with the white hood drawn over her face— 
and the man, like himself, was wrapped in 
a long great coat. 
They parted with lovers’ embraces that 

drove the old man mad, so that when the 
enemy came, whistling, his way he sprang 
like a wild beast upon him, and felled him 
with one terrific blow. 
Then he ran here, there, anywhere, and 

so found himself at his vg wr 
carriage was passing him, e t out 
of the range of its flashing lam ws p- 

A sweet voice that went to his heart spoke 
to the attendant ; then a man leaned out, 

Have you anything to say before | 

at sight of whom he started up. to look 
straight into the rebuking eyes of his wife, 
But the man! This was he whom he 

thought he had left there for dead, per- 
haps! Who, then, was the other ? Heaven 
help him now! 
The next day arose a hue and cry over 

the injured man. One of the farm laborers 
had tound him, and he was carried to Whyte 
House, where the General's daughter took 
speedy possession of him. For a week he 
hung between life and death; after that he 
rallied a bit. A reward for information 
had been meanwhile offered, and Augusta 
one morning sought out her step-mother. 
“Lady Margaret,” said she, ‘‘vou know 

more of this business than you admit.” 
Possibly,” answered her ladyship, ‘just 

as you know more of these two letters than 
you acknowledge. You should avoid wet 
paint, and be careful ot your handkerchief 
on these occasions. Be good enough to 
leave my room now; I am busy.” 
One fine October morning, a fortnight 

later, Augusta found her lover equipped 
ior a journey. He had some pressing busi- 
ness on hand, he insisted ; Burton would 
look after him, but go he must. 
On the evening of the second day he 

returned, exhausted, but exultant. He 
handed her a note from her father, in which 
he tormally consented to her marriage with 
one Reginald West, Captain, R. N. 

“Is my father in kEngland ?” cried she, 
overpowered. *‘What does it all mean?” 
“Have vou seen that before?” asked he, 

laving down beside her a horse-shoe scarf- 
pin ot antique make. 
“Many time,” answered she, “in my 

father's necktie.” 
“Exactly. I bave heard you speak of 

this article as an heir-loom. Well one of 
the gardeners found that near the place 
where | was struck down, and brought it 
to me. I could then put the awful suspicion 
I have had all along into words, and 1 have 
done so. The letter I bring you 1s the 
rice of my silence. Your fatheris in 
ingland, but unless he can effecta recon- 
ciliatien with her ladyship he will go abroad 
again. Ihave also seen Mr. West my 
guardian. and have heard from him of some 
misdirected letters, or trick, rather.” 

“It was an accident,” she blurted, *‘not 
a trick.” 
What did she know about it? he demand- 

ed, sorely afraid, man of honor as he was, 
before that cowed and cringing air. She 
must tell him at once, he insisted, or he 
would go straight to her ladyship. 

“I hate her,” muttered she, sullenly ;and 
I though she was writing to my father and 
your guardian about you and me, having 

| found us out herself, and I took the letters 
| from her pocket while she was asleep. 
| Then 1 was disturbed, and had only time 
to get them to her dressing table, and in my 
fright I put them into the wrong envelopes. 
This , 1 declare, I never meant to do. I 
would have confessed, only I hate her, and 

I am afraid of my father.” 
“Be good enough,” he said, aftera 

severe pause, ‘‘to explain to her ladyship— 
your father 1 will sce myself—tbat I leave 
here at once. As lovers we shall never 
meet again.” Nor did they. 

Later in the evening, as Lady Margaret 
sat alone, her husband walked in. 

“I deserve nothing,” said he, ‘and am 

come to ask all. You wrote that letter, 
not on your own account, but my daugh- 
ter's, and have suffered for her sins, my 
wife. I owed to both men what reparation 
I could give, and I have paid my debt. 
Until now I did not know that Captain 
West had returned from abroad; his uncle 
has told me. You guessed who had as- 
saulted the young man?" he faltered. 
“I did,” said she , ** Mr. West's carriage 

had broken down that night, and I was 
taking bim home in mine. Did she wear 
my cloak? Oh, no, hers has a white hood, 
and is of a greyish tinge, but is otherwise 
not like mine. Letme put the case clearly, 
Ronald. This young man’s ancestor ran 
away with your ancestress—a wife and 
mother—and there has been war to the 
knite between you since. What is likely 
to have occurred if—" 
« He'd have had a bullet into him,” cried 

the old soldier, grimly, ‘‘ and she would 
have been bundled out neck and crop.” 
“Ot course. Your daughter has had 

her lesson—let her alone,” said she. 
** But what—what—about me?” he whis- 

jens. creeping nearer. ‘‘I've had my 
esson too, Madge.” 
Well, she loved that peppery old husband 

of hers. 
* Profit by it,” she murmured, *‘ and— 

come home.” 

BOTH WITTY AND INGENIOUS. 

How a Parisian Jeweller Made a White 

Hair a Thing of Beauty. 

A French woman bentered about her be- 
loved Paris, told a story at a dinner table 
a few nights ago that is worthkeeping, says 
an Exchange. 

“] should like to tell you,” she said, 
“how a countrywoman of mine saw Paris 
give a rebuke twenty years ago. ‘It was 
just after the Franco-Prussian war, and 
teeling was ready to show itself anywhere. 
Mme. Von Konig was a young woman who 
ten years before had married a German 
army officer. Her heart was torn during 
the struggle, and while her aid went to her 
husband, her tears were shed for Paris. At 
a dinner party one night some one had the 
bad taste to speak of ‘‘conquered Paris.” 

“Paris may be conquered,” said Mme. 
von Konig, ‘but she still retains her ability 
to create a beautiful thing out of nothing.’ 
“The next day one of the gentlemen 

present sent her a single white hair, asking 
her what Paris could make of that. She 
sent it to a great French jeweller and told 
him of her challenge. 

“Presently there came back to her a 
device in gold and enamel. On a bed of 
sabres stood the Prussian black eagle, 
holding in its mouth the single white hair. 
Attached to one end of the hair were the 
arms of Alsace in delicate, tiny gold work- 
manship ; at the other, the arms of Lor- 
raine. Underneath was engrossed: ‘‘Al- 
sace and Lorraine; you hold them by a 
hair.” 

Origi of Ox-Tail Scup. 

During tbe reign of terror in Paris in 
1793 many of the nobility were reduced to 
starvation .and beggary. The abattoirs 
sent their hides fresh to the tanneries with- 
out removing the tails, and, in cleansin 
them, the tails were thrown away. One o 
these noble ars asked for a tail and it 
was willingly given to him. He took it to 
his lodgings and made (what is now famous) 
the first dish of ox-tail soup. He told others 
of his good luck, and they annoyed the 
tanneries so much that a price was put upon 
them. 

AUNT JOAN'S FIRE OPAL. 
One murky morning in November I was 

called into the manager's room of the Met- 
ropolis Bank, to find my Aunt Joan seated 
in front of the great box she was so fond of 
overhauling, with a number of jewel cases 
spread out before her. 
“Mrs. Letherby wishes you to take her 

jewels to Birmingham to be repaired by 
Messrs. Headcourt,” said Mi. Weymouth. 
“You had better change places with Mad- 
den to.night, and go down to Brading and 
Ashley's with the bullion.” 
“And take every precaution, Charles,” 

said my aunt, looking severely over her 
spectacles. **Mr. Weymouth has been ex- 
plaining to me what is done about the 
gold.” 

“Yes, sir; yes aunt,” said I flushing with 
pleasure. 
Here was a delightful break in the mon- 

otony of my existence! The tax on worn 
sovereigns is, as everyone knows, a nuisance 
to bankers, and our astute manager avoided 
sending his to the Bank of England by for- 
warding a large amount monthly to Bir- 
mingham, where the firm ot Brading and 
Ashley used it over the counter. Ten thou- 
sand pounds was generally the sum taken, 
and the junior clerks competed for the task, 
as it gave them a run in the mail, a holiday 
and the receipt of a guinea besides the hotel 
expenses. 
At midnight I was safely ensconced in the 

corner of a first-class carriage ; the porters 
had lifted in the heavy box containing the 
gold, and the valise with my aunt's jewels. 
The chief ot these was a handsome diamond 
necklace, with an enormous pendant, con- 
taining a very large flawless opal, with the 
red flame at its heart which gives these gems 
their uncanny appearance. Aunt Joan said 
this ornament was ‘‘priceless,” a figure of 
speech which meant that a jeweller had told 
her he could not get a necklace like it under 
en thousand pounds. 

I pulled my travelling cap about my ears’ 
tipped the guard, who assured me as he 
locked the door that no one else should get 
in, plunged my hands into my pockets, and 
dropped into a reverie. Of course I thought 
most of Caroline Lee, my aunt’s compan- 
ion, and the girl I loved with all my soul. 
I thought that perhaps this journey might 
be a step on the way to gain her. I would 
be so careful, so discreet, that the partners 
of the Birmingham bank should take spe- 
cial notice of me, 
My reveries turned to fantastic dreams, 

and I knew no more of the outer world until 
Aunt Joan's fire opal seemed to leap at my 
eyes, and for one brief, sickening second I 
saw a man with uplifted hand, from which 
blood was streaming, and was conscious of 
a crashing blow on my head ; and then came 
darkness, thick darkness, in which I sank 

and sank—. 
*¢ He must be asked no questions.” said 

a deep voice beside me. 
“Very well, sir, I will try to keep him 

as quiet as I can,” replied a woman's tone. 
The footsteps died away, and the rustle of 
a starched apron told me my nurse had 
seated herself. I remained quite still, and 
my dulled brain began slowly to work. I 
had a tearful pain in my head, one eye was 
covered with a bandage. It hurt me to 
look at the long white wall of the hospital 
ward ; and although I could lift the eyelid 
of my tree eye now, I dimly recollect hav- 
ing tried vainly many times before to opyn 
it. 

‘“ What has happened to me?” I said at 
last, 1n a voice which I could not recognise 
for my own. 
“You were injured in the train, and 

must stay here for some time,” said my 
nurse, a sweet-looking woman, with a firm 
mouth and coft grey eyes. ** I will tell yon 
anything you wish by-and-by.” she contin- 
ued ; ** but try and rest now.” 

I obeyed her then, and for many weary 
weeks after. Slowly I gathered what facts 
there were to know. My aunt's jewels had 
been taken out of their cases, and carried 
off, with the exception of one bracelet, 
which was found (covered with blood) on 
the floor of the railway caraiage. More 
than half of the gold was gone, and as 
£5,000 means over a hundredweight troy, 
the thief must have been a powerful man to 
burden lmmself thus. 
They believed that he had been hidden 

under the seat of the carriage when I took 
my place, and that, owing to my deep sleep, 
he was able to emerge with safety. At 
Brandon the train slowed, and he must 
then have taken the opportunity to get off, 
as his tracks could be followed on the 
whitened earth of a shed where he had be- 
taken himself to remove the traces of bis 
crime. 
An engine-cleaner found a sovereign be- 

neath one of the locomotives in the morn- 
ing, and some soiled clothes were left in a 
pail of red-stained water. Heavy footsteps 
could be followed a little way up the line, 
and down a bank, but in the field below all 
clue ended. 
No jewels were heard of, the cases bad 

been left in the carriage; and what with 
the darkness, and the time that elapsed in 
Birmingham before the horror-stricken of- 
ficials communicated with the police, and 
settled what to do with that which they be- 
lieved to be my dead body, the clever thief 
had plenty of time in which to efface him- 
self. 

I recovered at length. My aunt was so 
angry with me and the bank, that in spite 
of what I had suffered, she forbade me her 
house ; and finding from Caroline Lee’s dis- 
tress the secret of our love, sternly ordered 
her to give up all idea of marriage with 
such a ** blunderer” as she called me. The 
directors of the ‘* Metropolis” were kinder ; 
they gave me sick leave for four months, 
and then took me on again in my old post. 
Needless to say. I worked with a will, as 
soon as my health permitted ;: and that the 
hope of recovering my aunt's jewels was 
never absent from my mind. 

Five years went by. Caroline was still 
unmarried ; my aunt’s veto remamed in 
force, and my life was a dreary one, though 
occasionally brightened by a glimpse of my 
darling in the Park when she took the pugs 
for an airing, and in Bond street when she 
had to do my aunt's shopping. 

I had rigen mn the bank, and was now 
head clerk in the branch whence I had been 
sent that N ovember night to Birmingham. 
We were very busy ; important affairs were 
on hand, amongst them the amalgamation 
of the bank of frading & Ashley with the 
¢« Metropolis,” and the ter of the 
arrangements fell on Mr. eymouth, 

er in the city. As he could not 
leave town at this juncture I was commis- 
sioned to take down some important papers, 
and have an interview with the partners of 
the country firm. 

I found them very busy at the bank, pre- 

- 
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paring for the move into their grand new 
premises, the building ot which was in part 
the reason for the proposed partnership, 
the expense of construction having been so 
much greater than was anticipated. 
We are looking over the ‘dormant ac- 

count’ boxes,” said Mr. Brading, the senior 
partner in the old firm, as I entered. *‘I 
must ask you to wait a few moments while 
I finish th's batch.” 

I took the chair indicated, and watched 
the boxes of tiresome lumber from the 
strong room being catalogued. 
“What is this?” inquired Mr. Brading, 

as a box on which ‘John Iasluck” was 
printed was placed on the table. 

“It belongs to an account which was 
opened about five years ago,” said the 
clerk, referring ro a list in his hand. 
Nothing has been added to it since, and no 
cheque ever drawn. There is a deposit 
account of over five thousand pounds and 
this box, which is stated to contain valu- 
ables ; we made every effort to discover the 
customer without success.” 
“Take it back again,” said Mr. Brady. 

The clerk raised the box, which seemed 

heavy, and he caught the corner of it 
against the pile heaped on the floor. It 
{ell with a crrsh, rolled over, and, when 
picked up, it was found that the jar had 
caused its ill-made lock to open. 

“Better see it there is any clue to the 
owner inside,” said Mr. Brading, stooping 
over, and taking out a brown-paper parcel 
which he nnfolded. 
My instinct of curiosity impelled me to 

lcok also. 
‘(ood heavens !" I exclaimed, starting 

back ; Aunt Joan's fire opal !” 
It was true—wrapped in bits of stained 

canvas and rotten paper were my anut's 
treasures. 

I determined to be my own detective 
now, and to hunt up the man who had so 
wronged us. 

Aided by introductions from Scotland 
Yard to governors of prisons, and by access 
to all manner of police documents, six weary 
months of patient search resulted in the 
discovery that the **John Hasluck” who had 
opened the account at Brading and Ashley’s 
within five days of the robbery was none 
other than the notorious Jonas Hayden, 
who died in jail in Birmingham, having been 
brought thither, severely injured during a 
fight with the police, who caught him in the 
midst of a daring attempt to rob a house in 
a village twenty miles out of the town. 
A warden in the prison deposed to having 

given up a small pocket-book bequeathed 
to him by the dying man, which he said was 
“worth a fortune.” No one could decipher 
the entries in it, and it had lain untouched 
amongst other relics of prisoners at the jail, 
till the after light I brought rendered its 
contents clear. 
“John has luck! 5,000 g. J's. v. u. d. 

B. A. B. B,” soon read as ‘‘John Hasluck. 
£5,000 gold. Jewels, value unknown, de- 
posited at Brading and Ashley's Bank, Bir- 
mingham,” and this enabled us to read the 
other entries. We discovered that under 
the same alias he had stored large sums of 
money and many valuables in various banks 
in England and Scotland. No doubt he 
intended to gather his plunder, and settle 
down to a respectable lite, but the ‘‘one 
try too many” had ruined all. 
Aunt Joan was appeased at the sight of 

her diamonds, the bank gave me a hand- 
some douceur, and Caroline and 1 need no 
longer trust to chance meetings in the Park, 
as we look at each other daily across our 
dinner-table without let or hindrance, and 
are as happy as mortals can be on this 
puzzle of a planet. 

But I must confess that 1 have never been 
able to overcome my dislike to travelling at 
night. 

FACTS ABOUT CRUDE 

Sources from Which Manufacturers Obtain 
the Secretion. 

Musk in the raw looks a good deal like 
axle grease, and smells worse. The popular 
notion that the musk of commerce is ob- 
tained from the muskrat is a mistake. Ne- 
groes in the South do obtain a somewhat 
similar perfume from the muskrat, but most 
of the supply comes from the musk deer, a 
creature that is carefully reared in India for 
the sake of the secretion. The secretion is 
shipped in the crude state, and is used not 
only in the manufacture of the liquid per- 
fume sold as musk, but also in very small 
quantities to give strength and staying 
power to many perfumes made from the 
essential oils of flowers. Curiously enough, 
the blossoms of two native plants have a 
noticeably musky odor. 
One is the small, yellow blossom of a 

creeping vine known as the musk plant. Its 
odor is marked. and is counterfeited in the 
commercial perfume called musk. The 
other is the blood root. The pure white 
blossom of that early spring plant has a 
distinct though delicate musky odor. A bean 
known as the musk bean is a cheap substi- 
tute for animal musk. Civet is a greasy 
and intensely strong secretion of the animal 
of that name. As sold by the dealers in 
essential oils, it is yellow in color, and of 
about the consistency of honey. Like musk, 
it is not used at its full strength, but is 
diluted and dissolved in alcoLol or used as 
an auxiliary to other perfumes. 

PERFUMES. 

HOTELS. RAILWAYS. 

BELMONT 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 frec of 
charge. Terms—$1 to $2.50 per 2 

J. SIME, Propneur. 

QUEEX HOTEL, 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS, Proprie or. 

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

He™ DUFFERIN, 

<T. JOHN, N & 

FRED A. JONES, 
Proprietor. 

BArsex HOUSE, 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 
/ 

Most beantitully situated in the centre of the city, 
large, light, cheerful Sample Rooms, and a first-class 
Livery and Hack stable in connection with the bounse 
Coaches are in attendance upon arrival of all trains. 

F. B. COLEMAN, 
Proprietor 

i HOTEL, 

CONNORS STATION, MADAWASEA, N. B. 

JOHN II. McINERNEY, Proprietor. 

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

“ Vivat Regina.” 

Queen Elotel, 
HALIFAX, N. S. 

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

QUEXN 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 not in all Canala. 
The TUXHEN contains 130 rooms, and 
is fitted with all modern improvements, including 
bath-rooms and w.¢’s on every floor. 
The parlors a‘tract 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 yr of this Hotel. 

A. B. SHERATON, MANAGER. 

EXPRESSES. 

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. IL. R’y, Viger 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 Expresses 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. 

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 Apappolis and Charlottetown 
and Summerside, P. E. I., with nearly 600 agencies 
Connections made with responsible Express Com- 
pe covering the Eastern, Middle, Southern and 
Vestern States, Manitoba, the Northwest Territor- 

ies and British Columbia. 
Express weekly to aod 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. 

Do you Write for the Papers ? 
If you do, you should have THE 

LADDER OF JOURNALISM, 
a Text-Bock for Correspondents, Re- 

porters, Editors and General Writers. 

PRICE, 50 CENTS. 

SENT ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, BY 

ALLAN FORMAN, 

117 Nassau STREET, NEw YORK, N. VY. 

State where you saw this and you will re- 
ceive a handsome lithograph for framing. 

q ACE i ca nS ag NR Se 5 

[ntercolonial 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 

ond HallfX:vocvecccccccsssnsssncione 7.00 

Express for Bali. .cicoioccsssssiiosssoss 13.30 

Express for SusseXecee.ccee cossssssscscss- 16.30 

Through Express for Point du Chene, Que- 

bec, Montreal and Chicago.....eu... 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... cccececsssssccccons. 8.25 

Express from Chicago, Montreal, Quebec, 

(Monday excepted) ceeeeieecscanianns 10.25 

Express from Point du Chene and Moncton 10.25 

Express from Halifax, Picton and Camp- 

BRINN cs se salas sbbnso runes svanhisasi 19.00 

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

ANADIAN ~ 
PACIFIC HY 

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, 

DETROIT: CHICAGO. 
Every Wednesday at 8.15 p.m. 

— TO — 

Seattle, Wash. 
and points on the 

Pacific Cost. 
Every Saturday at 11.45 a. m, 

Via the “SOO 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, Ass’ Gen’] Pass. Ag't. 

MONTREAL. srt. Jonn, N. B. 

WESTERN COUNTIES RY. 
Winter Arrangement. 

On and after Thursday, Jan. 5th, 1893, trains will run 
daily (Sunday excepted) as fellows : 

LEAVE YARMOUTH: reve i apes at 
12.16 p. m; Passengers and Freight Monday, Wed 
nesdey and Friday at 12 00 noon; arrive at Annapolis 
at 5.25 p. m. 

LEAVE ANNAPOLIS Express daily at 12.25 p. 
m.; arrive at Yarmouth 

4.55 p.m. ; Passengers and Freight Tuesday, Thurs- 
day and Saturday at 7.30 a.m.; arrive at Yarmouth 
12.50 p. m. 

CONNECTIONS 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 of Yarmouth Steamship Co. for Bos- 
ton every Wednesday and Saturday evenings; and 
trom Bosten every Wednesday 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, 2 
Yarmouth, N.. General Superintendens. 

STEAMERS. 
—_—————e 

BAY OF FUNDY §. S.00., 1 
Proposed Sailing for March, 

UNTIL further notice the Steamer Bridge- 
water of this line will leave St. John 
every Monday, Wednesday and Saturday 
morning at 7. local time, for Digby and 
Annapolis ; sailing from Annapolis upon 
arrival of the Morning Express from Hali- 
fax, calling at Digby and due at St. John 
at 7 p. m. 

International 8. 8. Co. 
WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 

Two Trips a Week for Boston. 
- en Commenc Febru 6th. 

the Stanmore Sr tas Company 
% will leave St. Jobn for 

A port, Portland and Boston 
ev ursday ‘ Th 

J 5 paso Asics. co men i 

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

: Portland at 5 p.m., for 

47 Freight received daily up to 5. p. m. 
y C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 
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