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A TOLL-BRIDGE TALE. 
“Abigail, thy father's joy,” my mother 

saith one morning, smoothing my hair that 

vexes me so sorely, for it will never lie 

smooth as a decorous maiden’s should. I 

felt a bitter pang in my heart when she re- 

peated the meaning of my name, for I knew 

full well that between my father and me a 

coldness was growing. Sad that it should 

be so in such troublous times, and after 

all my fifteen years of love and reverence. 

Yet, even my mother, though she always 

saith women should only think as the men 

folk direct, is in sympathy with our 

adopted country. Not my adopted country, 

for | was born in this dear land, and every 

breath I draw now is a prayer for her safety 

and triumph. Freedom is in the air here 

in this refuge for oppressed people. Have 

I not heard of Polish exiles in Dresden, 

and of French protestants seeking refuge 

in the same quaint town, and I am not so 

young but that I can see far ahead in the 

coming years and know that people from 

every country wili turn their weary feet to 

this safe asylum. 

I am old beyond my years, and I listen 

to the passers on the bridge when they 

talk to father or mother, when they take 

the toll, and I know these are dangerous 

days. I think long thoughts that keep me 

awake till cockcrow many a morning. 

My father looked at me keenly the other 

day and saith I am so quiet and sad I have 

lost all my childhood. 
v . * . Kl 

So this year of our Lord 1775, in the 

fair month of June, even our quiet town is 

bewildered and terrified by strange news 

from Boston, brought by the ships that 

sail up the wide Sheepscot to beautiful 

Westport, ten miles away. Our river, 

known as the Nequasset, is divided from 

the Sheepscot by a long island running 

away to the sea, but in places the land is 

low, and from our bridge I can see the 

masts of the ships and their white topsails, 

as they glide onward to the town. It 

seems a link to me with that mysterious 

world outside. When the tide runs up 

the Sheepscot, it runs down our river, that 

is navigable only for small boats, skows, 
or moving lumber rafts, and is 

beset with eddies and whirlpools. 
Our homs= is in a sightly place, sur- 

rounded by fair, green woods, close to 

the rippling stream, and on either side, the 

winding road goes into a forest that 

seemeth to me a very path into fairyland. 

It is shady and still, except for the song of 

birds, th murmur of the brooks, and the 

soft sigh ot the pines. Ferns grow high 

all around, wild flowers nod in the vreeze, 
and long rows ot golden-rod bend their 

soldierly heads before the sun. Over our 
cottage a woodbine grows that almost 

covereth our porch, and through my father 

is never tired ot telling of that beautiful 
England, 1 know my home is dearer to me. 
Once in unseemly anger I said to my 

father: 

‘It England be so much fairer and more 

glorious than our land why came you here 

at all?” 

would have kept at my post. Be prudent, 
for a prattling maid is a scourge to any re- 
spectable household.” 
They drove on, leaving me with flushed 

cheeks and rebllious eyes. As I went back 
I lifted the cat and held her to my face; 
there were tears on her grey fur. 

“Maltese Matty,” I cried, ‘‘because 
vs ancestors came from England, do you 
ove the bad King George? Are you not 
an American cat?” 

I laid her on the cushion and went within, 
where the cool, dark room soothed me. 
Over our home is the spell of my mother’s 
exquisite neatness. Our floors fairly shine, 
our mahogany furniture, brought from Eng- 
land, has a bright polish, and our windows 
are full of flowers, while folks say my 
mother's china is among the rarest in 
America. I tiptoed to the high mantel, to 
the long mirror, and pushing aside the 
brass candle-sticks, saw a round, rosy face, 
bright brown eyes, a pouting mouth and 
curly, rebeliious hair. 
“For a traitor maid you are rather well 

favore1, Abigail,” I said aloud, and then 
I blushed guiltily at my vanity and put 
the candlesticks back. Never until a 
month gone had I thought of my looks at 
all, and why 1 did now was that our near- 
est neighbor's son, John (Gardiner Tedd, 

the big, ungainly boy of Captain Todd, 
went on a voyage to Boston with his father, 
and told when he returned that I was as 
fair as Boston girls. 

I put on my pink and blue flowered 
own—and my mother fashions my cloth- 

ing so neatly | am the best gowned of all 
the maids in the village, nor does it vex 
me to know it. Though my father says 
I gawk at the other maids all the time in 
church, how can he see when my bonnet 
hides my face? The world is so beautiful, 

why should not we who are made to love 
color and brightness have it about us? 

I took my wheel and went out on the 
po. under the vines where Maltese 
Matty lay at my feet. Whir, whir, whir, went 
my wheel and twitter, twitter, twitter, echo- 
ed the birds in the old elm by the roadside, 
while the river danced and murmered in 
the sunlight. Now and then a passer 
called me to the bridge to gather toll, 
which I carefully hid away tor fear of 
thieves. As I sat there I heard a step and 
a shadow darkened the door, and then there 
came John Gardiner Todd, the ungainly 
son of our neighbor. 

“Well, Miss Tory, you seem to be all 
alone,” he said, picking up the cat and 
sitting down on the step. 

“I did not ask you in,” I cried angrily. 
“No: but this is a free country,” he 

answered. | saw that his voyage Lad 
bronzed him greatly, making a strange con- 
trast with his fair bair and blue eyes. He 
is so big he seems to dwart our very house. 
He hath outgrown his strength, his mother 

saith, tor he is only in his eighteenth birth- 
day. 

“I must work,” I said ungraciously. 
“I'he proper thing for silly maids.” 
So my wheel goes with a whirr, and the 

birds and the river sounds not an unpleas- 
ant rhyme as he sings. 

Suddenly he stops and looks tame. 
“If you were not a Tory maid,” then 

checks himself. 
“Why?” I asked quickly. 
“You might help the country that gave 

you a home. For whatever your father 
saith, he ill-fared in England, where some 
great lord cheated him out ot all his per- 
perp rty. Surely he should have no love 
tor kings.” 
“You know [ toid thy mother how my 

heart is,” I said anxiously. “Oh, forget 
my father, my idle talk. John, let me, a 
weak maid, it I may, belp my dear land. 
I never had ambition to be great and 
beautitul as noble ladies are, but when I 

read of Join of Arc my cheeks burn, my 
| heart beats fast, and I cry if only like her 

To turn his hot, quick anger, my mother | [ could do something to help a mighty 

saith, ‘My child, that was not courteous,” | 

and (with a sigh) ‘‘one must live, and it is 

over-crowded there.” 

“Then,” persisted I, ‘surely to the 

country that gives so dear a home as ours 
and room to live and be happy, should 

not my father give his strength and arm? | 

should he not become one of ber defenders, 

keeping her freedom, helping to relieve her 

from grevious tax and the rule of a king 

who only wants our gold ?” 

And for that speech was I forbid to go 

to Westport again, or to the village, and 

my father said sternly : 
“Thou has traitor blood in thy veins: | 

well for thee thou art not a lad.” 

* I cried, ‘I would be a 

I would 

“It 1 were,’ 

soldier, and fight for our land. 

be in Boston now, eager to show I was an | 

American, not a Britisher.” 

Verily but for mother’s interference my 

father would have boxed my ears, but 

trom that time his love for me is changed. 

He looks at me darkly, seldom +entures a 

caress, and my mother weeps often. 
On the 20th of June my father and 

mother were summoned some fifteen miles 

down the Island, to my Cousin Richard's 

home. He came from England with my 
father, and is now on his death-bed. He 

too, is a Tory, and is greatly attached to 
I have been often lett alone 

My mother kissed me 
my father. 

and I fear not. 
tenderly when she stepped in the shay; 

how fair and sweet she is, nothing will 

change her love, but my father looked at 

me coldly. 

“You will remain in the house, Abigail,” 
he saith, ‘nor spend your time in idle 
converse with other silly maids. Thy 
mother has set thee tasks, see to it that 
thou art not idle.” 
He kissed me, but without affection, 

and mine eyes were so dim with tears | 
could not see his face. As turned to go 
he called me back. He held my arm in so 

tight a grasp I must have screamed with 
pain, had I not been tull of the spirit of 

our age, when even maids were resolved to 

be brave. 
“Hast thou ever heard at night passers 

on the bridge, the clatter of many hoofs?" 
“I am not deaf, father, and surely so 

good a company of cavaliers passing would 
awake any one.” 

“Hast thou told of their coming ?” 
“You forbid me to go to the viliage, 

father ; who indeed should I tell ?” 
“See that thou art silent for thy life,’, 

" cause. 
“Women and girls cannot b: trusted,” 

he sighed ; *‘it is not their nature.” 
Again | grew angry and would not speak. 
“But,” he said slowly, as he rose to his 

full height and laid his great hand on my 
wheel to stop its noise, ‘‘thereis a story 
that the Britishers have been landing arms 
on the island, and the cavaliers that gallop 
across the bridge ot nights go to weetings 
there, and now this very night they are to 
move the ammunition and arms inland to 
secure hiding places. At 12, under a 
strong guard, the wagons will cross this 
bridge, and we cannot prevent, for they 
outnumber us three to one, and have all 
roads well patrolled.” 

“Well, what can I do?” 
“Nothing, if thy father is at home, for 

heis a Tory. It he were one of us he 
would cut the draw before they pass. 
Couldst thou persuade him ?” 
“As well move that old boulder in the 

| river.” 
“There is naught, then, but patience,” 

he said sadly, and went away, not know- 
ing my father was from home. 
Atdusk [ heard the sound of horses’ 

hoots on the bridge and a number ot gentle- 
men rode by. As [ stepped out for the 
toll one doffed his hat. 

** T'ay father, is he at hand ?” 
I told him of my tather's departure, and 

he and his companions coaferred awhile; 
then one qiite elderly man rode up to me. 

‘*See that thou sleepest well to-night, 
Mistress Abigail,” he said sternly, ‘- and 
that thou go not unto or near the village.” 
A younger gentlemen also rode up and 

looked at me with a familiar smile, at 
which I gave him such an angry glance 
that he turned away, saying with a laugh: 

«+ It is well she is on our side, or I should 
fear her.” 

I heard them talk as they rode on ofa 
meeting at Brookings woods, some miles 
away, and that they would return for the 
wagons at midnight. It grew very quiet 
atter the sound of their horses died away. 
Once in a while a frog croaked or a bird 
chirped, but at the last the crickets woke 
up and began their clatter, the ebbing tide 
grew noisy over the shallows and my heart 
grew lighter. 1 walked out on the bridge in 
the darkness, where the few stars overhead 
glimmered on the dark water, until I felt 

in some enchanted land, sky above and be- 
low. walking on a bridge of air. 
What could I do tor the noble cause, I, 

a poor weak maid? 1 had no gift, like 
Joan of Arc, heaven-sent and altogether 
marvellous. 
Soon [ felt the lighter resonance of the 

draw beneath my feet. I laid my hand on 
the ponderous machinery that moves the 
bridge, the great bolts and bars that, 
though my father isa great giant of a man, 
he finds difficult to move. Could I go 
and summon John Gardiner Todd and tell he said sternly, ‘‘and tell them I was sum 

moned out to my cousin’s. death-bed, or I + | him my father was from home? No, that 

were impossible ; the watcher beyond the 
bridge would stop my path. 1 sat down 
helplessly, my heart beating fast. 
How still the night was and so dark. 
It some one rode on the bridge and the 

draw lay open, would he not drown in the 
deep black water between where the tide 
swirled and roared ? 
Would I not be a murderer ? 

* But, cried my heart, horses see in the 
night. I have been told in the French and 
Indian wars the sagacity of these noble 
beasts saved many lives by knowing the 
presence of lurking foes in the forests. 

I am so weak, I said, and if the draw 
lay open would the Whigs know enough to 
seize the arms on the Island ? But again my 
heart said, they are eagerly watching for 
some ray of hope, and they would value 
the arms in their impoverished condition. 
Can they not cross the river first, having 
the boats and knowing its dangers best, 
and be sate with their prize before the 
Tories can prevent? While I thought I 
struggled with the machinery and there 
was a strange fascination in it. The 
sense of danger it discovered, the joy it I 
succeeded ; the feeling that grown men 
would praise me, and John be sorry he had 
called me a Tory maid. 
Oh, these heavy bolts, the crank that 

turned so hard and the creaking sound 
that might tell the watcher beyond the 
bridge and make him send a bullet at any 
moment. Suddenly, with a quick snap, 
the chain broke and slipped out of my 
bleeding hands, and whereas the draw was 
always opened slowly with caution, it now 
fell wide apart with a sounding crash, and 
at my feet yawned the great black gulf of 
seething water. I heard a shout and some 
one running on the bridge. 
Mad with terror, I stood one moment 

on the brink, and then, with a prayer to 
the Father I fell forward into the swift-flow- 
ing tide. 

For a moment I knew nothing only the 
roaring of water and darkness, then there 
awoke in me the strong instinct of a swim- 
mer for self-perservation. I blessed my 
father who had taught me to breast the 
waves, and I took up hope and struggled 
bravelv. The current dragged me bither 
and thither, great giant arms seemed 
reaching from the depths to pull me down, 
s‘range eddies and whirlpools turned me 
about and twisted my bands and feet, and 
as I strove to rise, monstrous weights 
seemed pressing me down. Once I saw 
the bridge far behind me as I was swept 
along, and heard a voice calling, “Who 
has done this,” and felt a bullet whizz 
along the water. ‘ken I gave up hope 
and let myselt lie quiet, a calmness com- 
ing like a child's going to sleep. *‘It 
means death and unconsciousness,” I 

murmured. Then a strong arm seized 
me and a kind voice said in a whisper: 

“Lae quiet and I will take you safe to 
shore.” 

I knew it was John, but how I never 
yet could teil. I sank again into that 
dream, and only came to reason when I 

heard a confused murmur of voices and a 
light flashed in my eyes. 1 was on the 
shore, and Captain Todd, his long, white 
beard sweeping my tace, was kneeling by 
me forcing something bitter and burnii g 
into my rigid mouth. 
“The arms are unguarded,” I cried. 

“I have opened the bridge ; the Tories are 
on this side.” And as I fainted again I 
heard the sound of other voices and the 
preparations for departure. 
When next I knew lite again I was lying 

in Mrs. Todd’s big bed, where the four tall 
posts took on strange shapes of demons 
and goblins and the curtains swinging in 
the breez: seemed vaporous wings. I 
screamed ; then into the darkness came a 
broad beam of gracious morning light, and 
Mrs. Todd stepped softly to the bed and 
kissed me. 
“Brave little Abigail,” she whispered, 

‘heaven be praised, you are well and 
safe.” 
“And what of the arms,” I asked ; ‘‘was 

my deed done in vain ? Oh, my father’s 
bitter anger.” 
“He shall not he told, only a few of 

the neighbors know thy heroism. 
*‘The Tories suspect scme man. The 

arms and ammunition are in our possess- 
ion, for the waggons were poorly guard- 
ed, the men overpowered and the prize 
secured, before the Tories could prevent. 
The draw-bridge being broken they could 
not cross. Surely the Lord is on our side; 
but let us pray, Abigail, the time may never | 
come when our men will be forced to take 
the blood of the British, and that all our 
troubles will be settled peacefully.” 
“And we give in to the king ?” I cried. 
‘Indeed not,” she said, sitting up very 

straight and defiant, **he gives in to us.” 
That atternoon when I went forth to re- 

turn to my home, Captain Tod: made me 
a courtly bow, and said many kind things 
of my courage, and that his son John was 
proud and happy that he had saved my lite. 
John accompanied me home, very reared 
lest I being still weak, should fall, and so 
gentle and kind in his speech that I could 
not resist saying : 
“You are very careful of a Tory maid, 

John.” i 

“A Whig hervine,” he answered ; ‘‘and 
some day that deed of thine will be known, 
and people will praise you far and near.” 
I being so delighted with his praise alone, 
said nothing at all. 

» - x x Ed Es 

Ah me, what dreary days followed, for 
though my father proved hisinnocence that 
night and his absence, Tory influence took 
the place of toll-keeper away and we lost 
our happy home. He suspected me, 
though he said naught, but often looked at 
me with frowninz brow. When war was 
upon us he went and joined the British 
army to fight against the land that treated 
him so well, yet as I grow older I can un- 
derstand his loyalty to the king. It was 
early taught him, and there was someihing 
brave and honorable in bis faith to his home 
country in the face of the bitter hatred of 
his neighbors and friends. 
When he was gone Mrs. Todd was very 

good to my mother and me, but for her— 
"onr neighbors disliking my father so in- 
tensely—we should have gone hungry many 
a day. There was one Sabbath at out that 
time that I shall never forget, and it was a 
great pleasure to me to have done a brave 
deed, tor we were almost persecuted by 
our neighbors then, for the Americans were 
victorious. It was atter the service, as the 
folks were about to go, when Mrs. Todd 
rose in her pew, a most uncommon thing 
tor a lady to do, and spoke aloud in meet- 
ing. She said would they listen a few 
moments to the story of a noble maid, and 
then went on and told how I opened the 
draw-bridge that night, and all the events 

| 

of my escape from death. I had hardened 
my heart from pride, and bore our neigh- 
bors’ coldness in silence, carrving my head 
very high, but now as on each face came an 
expression of tender pity and praise, my 
heart softened and my lips trembled. 

“See, on her hands are the scars yet,” 
cried Mrs. Todd, drawing me to her, and 
of a truth they were and will be all my lile, 
but the one who loves me best says they 
are noble wounds, like a soldier's in battle, 
and [ am so glad time has not erased them. 
Down the pulpit stairs came the old min- 

ister and blessed me, kindly patting my 
shoul fer, while my mother wept, and the 
people cheered me. There were many 
soldiers present that night I remember, and 
Captain Todd, looking very grand in his 
uniform, gave me his arm. I was glad 
John was not there for he was away fighting 
for us country. I should have died of 
shame under his eyes. As I left the church 
an aged man, too old for war, and he was 
very old, for men needed no urging to obey 
the battle call in those days, came to me 
and took my hand. 

“Let me kiss the band ot a brave wo- 
man,” he said, “I am glad I have lived this 
long— 90 years—for 1 have seen a true 
daughter of America.” 
Then I too wept, and leaning on the cap- 

tain’s arm, went to our home, where never 
again poverty threatened us or unkind- 
ness shadowed our days. 

Soon, however, griet came, for my father 
returned sorely wounded, and died in my 
mother’s arms, his hand in mine, forgiving 
me all, even though I told him tearfully of 
the bridge. 
“Thou art a brave maid,” he said, ‘‘of 

the new generation. 1am of the old. I 
only knew but to fight for my king in blind 
faith. I could not learn the lesson of free- 
dom, but I am glad others can, and that 
thou and thy children will live in a hap- 
pier world than mine has been.” 
Such dear lovers had they been, my 

father and mother, that she followed him 
in a week, dying so painlessly, so happily, 
that I thought her only asleep. 

“People do die of broken hearts,” 

said Mrs. Todd at my mother’s coflin. 
“Abigail, do not wish her back. They 

are together.” 
Ilow dreary my home was now, and the 

time so long. 1 tried te keep things as 
she would have had them, and taught a 
little school in our sitting home where our 
old furniture was. Round childish faces 
saw themselves mirrored in the shining 
mahogany dresser,bright young eyes gazed 
in awe at the pretty china, or watched with 
eagerness the solemn-faced old clock that 
pointed to the hour tc escape from tasks, 

and dimpled childish lips rippled into de- 
corous laughter when Maltese Matty, such 
an old, old cat, crept slyly into the for- 
bidden precincts ot the old school-room. 
As time went on the Todds moved to 

Boston and I heard seldom from them, 
once in a while ot John, that he was win- 
ning his way to a high position, well liked 
by our great Washington and the other 
generals. As I grew older, and folks set 
me down as one who would not marry, for 
I had refused some offers that meant good 
homes, they gave me the toll-bridge. Once 
again I returned to the dear old house, 
where all grew to look as it did in my 
childhood. I only missed my mother’s 
soft step and her gentle presence. And 
my father’s chair stood empty. How otten 
I knelt by it and prayed him to forgive 
me, and rejoiced that at the last he had 
smiled on me as he had when [ was a little 
child. 

= * * * * * 

So years passed and I was twenty-five, 
ten years from the time I had opened the 
bridge and saved the arms to the Whigs. 
I often thought of it when I walked out to 
the draw at night and listened to the rip- 
pling water, or watched the old man hired 
to tend it, slowly let the sluggishly-moving 
ratts go through. [I seldom heard from 
the Todds now, for they were grown old 
and their chiidren married and gone, and 
even the little ones I had taught were 
young men and maidens. 
One day, thinking of the past, I strolled 

to the old mirror over the mantel, remem- 

bering my girlish vanity that day so long 
age. I was taller now, and could see my- 

| self better as I pushed the candlesticks 
aside. My face was no longer round and 
rosy, but pale and grave. There were 
shadows in my eyes, but my hair was re- 
bellious yet and my lips had smiles. 
Though there had not been much sunshine 
in my life, I would not let myself grow sad. 

I sighed at the change and took my 
wheel out on the vine-shaded porch. I 
halt recalled old times as I looked at a de- 
mure descendant of Maltese Matty playing 
with my yarn. Mingling with the rippling 
of the river, the song of birds, the whir ot 
the wheel, I heard the sound of coming 
horse’s hoois. I waited until the traveller 
should reach the bridge, but no, he stop- 
ped his horse on the turf. Tnen there was 
a firm step on the gravel walk, a shadow 
across the sunshine at the door. I saw 
the glitter ot a uniform, a strange, bearded 
face with familiar eye:. I heard a voice 
that had been ringing in my heart all the 
long, long time, say : 

“* These weary years I have worked to 
be worthy of you, Abigail; am 1 too late?” 

[ stammered and blushed, but soon he 
knew he was not too late and 1 was proud 
and glad he had tried to give me a high 
position, not for liking for that, but that 
he so loved and respected me. Perhaps I 
wished I had donned a prettier gown or 
was a fairer woman, but now I know | was 
the only one he ever thought beautitul, 
and as his memory had always been in my 
heart so had my image been in his. It 
seemed to me as we walked on the old 
bridge at twilight that the river rippled a 
benediction on the future that lay before 
us. 

The Abode of a Minor Prophet. 

The new minister had arrived at 1):acon 
Clover’s house and was to remain a few 
days. When the evening was far spent, 
the dominie was escorted to his bedreom 
by the deacon, who said as he opened the 
door to the rather small apartment : 
“This, Dr. Fourthly, 1s the prophet’s 

chamber.” 
**Ah,” replied the clergyman as he sur- 

veyed its circumscribed dimensions, *‘it 
must have been one of the minor proph- 
ets.” 

Gipsies Should Study Law, 

Burglar Bill—**These gipsies don’t know 
anything. Oae of ‘em told Gory Gus that 
he'd die on the gallows.” 

Dynamite Dan—**Well, didn't he P” 
Burglar Bill—*Naw. He died of old age 

while waiting for a new trial.” 
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on Wash Day. 
Folly, thy Directions on the Wrappt™ 
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Ey Tre HOUSE, - 

Montreal. 
Prints, Etc., at Creat Reductions. 

French Dress Sateen, 17c¢. per yard ; 
Scotch Crepon Zephyr, (Gingham) 25c¢. ; 

Regular price 25c¢. 
Regular price 45c. 

French Colosed Lawn for Blouses and Dresses at 25c. per yard. 
Large assortment of Striped and Checked Ginghams for Dresses, 27c. to 40c. 
French Washing Cretonne from 25c. per yard. 
Butchers Linen for Ladies’ Costumes (all shades) - - - - - 
Cotton Frills for Dresses (all shades) - 
Light Cotton Challie, - - - . 

$1.25 
- - - - 28c. 
15¢. to 18c. per yard. 

Remants of Dress Sateen, Gingham and Print, 20 per cent. off and 5 per cent. off for cash. 

Hardware Dep’t—Novelties, Etc. 
Granite Ware, 
Wooden 
[ron " 

Wire Screens for Windows, 

Aspinall's Enamel, 

Water Coolers, 
Top Filters, 
Wire Dish Covers, 

Magic Ice Cream Freezers. 
Compleie Stock of Kitchen Utensils, 

5 per cent, Discount for Cash, 

Henry Morgan & Co. Montreal. 

@ 3 CURTAIN-POLES, LACES, SHADE PULLS. FRINGES. && 2@ 

) SUR ca ENZIE "248 ER & CO MBI NE ae 
TY | oo . pACTURERs 24 BAY S RELIABLE 

ATEST PRICES: RO cg v ESAL 
SENT oN APPLICATION - avo RETAIL DEALERS: 

am ——_— 

ARC 

YEs, 
o] Tell you, Children 

will grow up to have a 

clear and healthy skin, 

if they use 

"BABY'S OWN SOAP, 
and don’t you forget it and get 

some cheap substitute. 

THE ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO0., 
Manufacturers, 

MONTREAL. 

STEAMERS. STEAMERS, 

INTERNATIONAL S. S. CO, 
THREE TRIPS A WEEK 

FOR BOSTON 
Until further notice the steam. 
ers of this cerapany will leave 

b St.John for Eastport, Lubec, 
Q Portland and Boston every 

dq MOND AY, WEDNESDAY 

« 

#7 will leave Boston same days 
Y at8 a. m, and Portland at 5 

John. 
83-0n Wednesday trip steamers will not touch 

at Portland. 
Connexions made at Eastport with steamers for 

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

C. E. LAECHLER, Agent. 

1894.SEASON 1894. 

ST. JOHN, 
CRAND LAKEand SALMON RIVER. 

And all intermediate Ran Pa 
TE: reliable steamer “ MAY QUEEN,” C. W. 

BRANNEN, Master, having recently been 
thetoughly overhauled, ner hull entirely rebuilt, 
strictly under Dominion inspection, will, until fur- 
ther notice, run between the above-named places, 
leaving her wharf, Indiantown, every WEDNES. 
DAY and SATURDAY morning at 8.30 o'clock, 
local time. LR 
Returning will leave Salmon River on MONDAY 

and THURSDAY mornings, touching at Gagetown 

Wharf each way. 
FARE—St. John to Salmon River o: 

BREE «oc ncosns nangrsnhans se ®1.25 
Or return tickets good for 30 

days, continuous passage....$2.00 
ga-Fare to intermediate points as low as by any 

other steamer. 
This “Favorite” Excursion Steamer can be char- 

tered on reasonable terms on Tuesday and Friday of 
each week. 

All Up FREIGHT must be prepaid, unless when ac- 

comnanied by owner, in which case it can be settled 
for wn voard. 
All Freight at owner's risk after being discharged 

from steamer. 
Freight received on Tuesdays and Fridays. 

SPECIAL NOTICE—Until further notice we wil 
offer inducements to excursionists by issuing tickets 
to all regular stopping places between St. John and 

Salmon River, on Saturday trips up, at one_fare, 
good to return free Monday following. 
No return tickets less than 40 cents. 

C. BABBITT, 
Manager. Wm, McMULKIN, 

Agent at Ind'antown. 

| 
1} 

Hand FRIDAY morniogs at | 
725 (standard). Returning | 

p. m., tor Eastport and St. | 

STEAMER CLIFTON 
will leave her wharf at Indiantown 

MONDAY, WEDNESDAY a SATURDY 
afternoons at 4 o'clock for Chapel Grove, Moss'Glen 
Clifton, Reed’s Point, Murphy’s Landing, Hampton 
add other points on the river. Will leave Hampton 
Wharf the same day at 5.40 a. m., for St. John and 
ntervening points. R. G. EARLE, Captain, 

—THE— 

Yarmouth Steamship Co. 
(LIMITED.) 

The shortest and most direct route between Nova 
Scotia and the United States. 

The Quickest Time! 
Sea Voyage from 15 to 17 Hours. 

FOUR TRIPS A WEEK 
from Ya mouth to Boston. Steamers Yarmouth 
and Boston in commission. 

Ouoe of the above steamers will leave Yarmouth 
every Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday and Saturday 

evening, after arrival of express from Halifax. Re- 
turning will leave Lewis’ Wharf, Boston, every 

Monday, Tuesday, Thursday and Friday at noon. 

Steamer ** City of St. John’’ will leave Yar- 
mouth, every Friday at 7 a. m., for Halifax, calling 

at Barrington (when clear), Shelburne, Lockeport, 
Lunenburg. Returning will leave Halifax every 
Monday at 6 p. m. for Yarmouth and intermediate 
ports, connecting with 8. 8. Yarmouth for Besten 
on Wednesday. y 

Steamer Alpha leaves St. John every Tuesday 
and Friday at 7 p.m. for Yarmouth. 

L. E. BAKER, Managing Director. 

STAR LINE STEAMERS. 
For Fredericton and Woodstock 

AIL STEAMERS, David Weston and Olivette, 
leave St. John, every day, (except Sunday) at 

9 i. m., for Fredericton and all intermediate land- 

ngs, and will leave Fredericton every day (except 

Sunday) at 8 a. m., for St. John. Steamer Aberd en 

will 1 ave Fredericton every TUESDAY, THURS. 
DAY and SATURDAY at 6 a. m., for Woodstock 
and will leave Woodstock on alternate days at 8 a. 
m., while navigation permits. 

CEO. F. BAIRD, 
Manager. 

l 

5
 
B
e
 
a
 
S
l
 
2
 
4
 


