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AN INDIANS GRATITUDE. 
In the year 1840, a Scotch family left 

their home on the banks of the Tweed in 

bonnie Scotland, and emigrated fo Western 

Canada. The spot selected for their future 

home was almost a wilderness. There 

were only a few farms partially cleared, 

while the village near them consisted of 

two stores, a gristmill, sawmill and black- 

smith shop. There were not more than 

twenty families in the village. but they be- 

lieved that it would soon grow into a large 

town, for the land around it was rich, the 

water power abundant. When the Boyd 

family reached their new home it consisted 

of the parents and four children. Elsie, 

who was the eldest, was a bonnie lass of 

seventeen years. She bad hazel eyes and 

nut-brown hair which shone as it it had 

caught and returned a golden gleam of sun- 

light. Her complexion was like a blush 

rose. 
Mr. Boyd chose a portion of land about 

two miles from the village ; part of it with 

the house and stables was on the hilltop, 

while the rest of it was below them. They 

were obliged to stay in the village until a 

rough log-house was built for them, also a
 

stable. Although the house was a great 

contrast to the pleasant home they bad 

lett in Auld Scotland, yet it was a very 

happy tamily that knelt at the tamily altar 

that first night in * Rosebank™ to give 

thanks to their Heavenly Father for this 

resting place in the wilderness. From 

their front door they caught a glimpse of 

the Grande river, and a fuller view when 

wintry winds had robbed the trees of their 

foliage. In the autumn the woods were 

very beautiful. The purple beech, yellow 

ash and crimson maple contrasted finely 

with the different shades of green and 

formed a gorgeous picture. : 

The tollowing May atter the arrival of 

the Boyds, another daughter was added to 

the number of children. She was named 

May atter the month in which she was born, 

and a sweet May-blossom she truly was, 

with her flaxen curls and soft violet eyes. 

She was the pet of the whole family, and 

as her mother was not strong the especial 

charge of sister Elsie. 
One bright atternoon at the close of 

summer Elsie thought she would like some
 

fruit tor supper. Huckleberries were plen- 

tiful in the woods and she determined to 

gather a good supply. As the woods were 

marshy she did not take any of the children, 

but with a pail on each arm set off alone. 

There were not so many berries as she an- 

ticipated,so that it took her some hours to 

fill her pails. Feeling weary Elsie sat 

down on a log to rest. Taking a letter 

from her pocket she was lost in thought of 

the dear old home in Scotland and friends 

there. She started up at last to find 1t 

growing dark, at least in the woods, and 

hurriedly lifting her pails she was about to 

hasten homewards when a cry of distress 

reached her and caused her heart to beat 

fast. She thought at first it was the cry of 

a wild animal, and her fears rooted her to 

the spot, but another cry convinced her 

that 1t was a cry for help trom a being like 

herself. 
Naturally courageous Elsie followed the 

direction of the sound, and soon came to 

the edge of a pit dug to trap bears. DPeer- 

ing over the edge she saw a man leaning 

against the side. No response came to 

her question if he was burt. Fearing that 

the man was unconscious Elsie laid her 

hand on his face. It was quite cold. She 

ran to a little stream of water near by and 

dipping her handkerchief in it bathed the 

man’s face, A pair of dark eyes looked 

into hers, and a voice in broken English 

told Elsie that the man was an Indian. 

Yes, he was shot in the leg and unable 

to get out of the pit without help. Klsie 

procured a strong branch from a fallen | 

tree and with this tried to help the Indian. 

They were about to despair of success, 

when with a vigorous effort the wounded | 

man got his knee on the mouth of the pit. | 

He fell hack fainting as Elsie dragged him 

trom the edge. Again she applied cold 

water with good results. 

of berries she set them near him, bidding 

him eat. Gathering a pile of ferns she 

placed them under his head tor a pillow, 

then taking her handkerchiet, bound it 

around his bleeding wound. Seeing that 

his rescuer was not a spirit from the other 

world, but a fair maiden of the palelaces, | 

the Indian said: 

«s]t the white fawn would help her red 

brother, she must Lasten to her father’s 

wigwain and get assistance. Soon the 

wild beasts of the torest woula be pr
owling 

around and he could not detend himself 

very well.” 

Elsie started to go, when footsteps were 

hearc and a young man appeared in sight. 

When he saw Elsie hie exclaimed in sur- 

prise : 

«What in the world are you doing here ?”’ 

The girl soon explained the case. Ex- 

amining the Indian's leg George said: 

«We must get help at once and have him | of the child could be 

You had bet- | conveyed to your fa‘her’s. 

ter return with me, Ilsie.” 

Fetching a pail | 

ground for some weeks. The patient bore 
this sad news and the setting of the brok- 
en bone with the fortitude of his race. 

* - * * * * 

Weeks flew by and the Boyd family > 
quite intimate with their guest. hey 
could not readily pronounce his name, so 

called him Mohawk.after the tribe to which 
he belonged. No tribe of Indians was 
more intelligent. When they came from 
their home in New York state, they brought 
with them a complete church service of 
silver presented to their chief by ‘‘good 
Queen Anne.” Soon after their settlement 

in Canada the chief built a chapel and se- 
cured the services of a minister. The 
Mohawks were baptized and regularly 
married. while the childsen were taught to 
read. Elsie gave Mohawk a little Testa- 
ment and often talked to him about the 
lessons taught in it. He listened eagerly 

i and seemed interested in their family wor- 
ship. The young Canadian George dis- 
liked Mohawk and there seemed little love 
lost. 
When able to sit up the Indian would 

| cut and carve beautitul things from wood 
and fruit-stones. The children were all 
fond of him, particularly little May, who 
would sit on his knee for an hour at a 
time. As soon as bis parents knew of his 

accident they came to see him, laden with 
| venison, furs and baskets for the Boyds. 
| When able to move about with the aid of 
a stick Mobawk proposed returning home. 

| ‘I'he whole family regretted to have him go, 
| but were consoled with the promise of an 
| early visit. 

It is twilight and Elsie sits near the win- 
dow with her sewing. She gave a start as 
a hand was laid on her shoulder. She 
turned to find Mohawk and in his band was 
the little Testament she had given him. 

“Read,” he said, turning to the sixth 
chapter of Luke's Gospel. 

| Her hearer interrupted when she read, 
| “Love your enemies; do good to those 
who persecute you.” 

It did not seem right; his Indian nature 
could not understand. Elsie tried to make 
it clear. *‘Although it is not natural for 
us to love our enemies yet it is the divine 
law, and if we love our Heavenly Father 
he will make it easy for us to do this.” 
A paintul pause followed the lesson. 

Elsie rose to go into the other room when 
Mohawk detained her with a gentle hand : 

*] am going away,” he said, *‘I love the 
white fawn, and ii you will be my bride, 1 

will toil night and day so that you shall 
not soil your hands and you shall wear the 
richest of robes.” Elsie thought it best to 
let him have his sav ont, then she replied : 
“Mohawk, I love you as my brother. 

When a child I gave my heart to another, 
hand in band we roamed through my native 
torests. We gathered wild flowers togeth- 

er in the spring time. When we were 

old enough I promised some day to be his 
bride.” 

The Indian's face became sad, but draw- 

ing himselt up proudly he said, 
“It is well, the Great Spirit wills not 

that the white fawn should be mine,” and 

without a word of farewell he walked 
through the house and out at the front door. 

| As months went past and nothing was 
| beard from him ilsie hoped he had con- 
| soled himselt with a bride from among the 
dark beauties of his own tribe. 
Towards spring the gentle mother pass- 

| ed away to the Spirit land. Her family 
| did not realize how much they leaned upon 
her tor comfort and counsel until she was 

| gone. On her deathbed baby May was 
| given to Elsie as her special charge. 
| A tew weeks atter her mother’s death 

| Elsie visited her grave, intending to plant 
|a few flowers and shrubs upon it. When 
| she reached it she was surprised to find 

| Mohawk there before ber on a similar 
He had just planted a large rose- | errand. 

| bush at the head. It was covered with 
| white buds. He started as if caught in 
some guilty act, but when Elsie thanked 

' him with tears in her eyes, he said that 
her mother had been so kind to him that 
he wanted to show his gratitude in some 
way. He would not, however, visit Rose- 

| bank at present, he would wait until the 
| pain at his beart was all gone, then he 
would come.” 

| x * bd x 

| Another year has 
| and baby May is three years old. She is 

| 
I 
| | 

on a thorn bush near the river. Elsie at 
once recognized it as the one worn by May 
the day she was lost. It was useless to 
search further ; by some means the child 
had got down to the river, had fallen in 
and was drowned. George was the onl 
one who did not believe this. He oti 
thought Mohawk guilty, but respect for 
Elsie’s pale cheeks opt him silent. 
One day shortly after this George was 

gunning. He was in the act of loading to 
fire at a flock of ducks when a shot flew 
past him, and with such precision of aim, 
that several ot the fowls fell dead. Turn- 
ing, George saw Mohawk coolly reloading. 
Springing lightly from log to log George 
was soon at his side, and laying his band 
roughly on his shoulder accused him of re- 
warding Mr. Boyd's kindness by stealing 
his child. For a moment Mohawk stood 
speechless, then with flashing eye and erect 
form denied the charge. He said: 
“The paletaceis a liar; the Indian would 

scorn to do such a mean act.” 
No sooner had the words passed his lips 

than George sprang at him, and with 

a strong pull got him on to the ground. 

Only tor a moment, however; the Tana- 
dian’s strength was no match for the Indian ; 
a short struggle and George was down, 
Mohawk kneeling upon his breast. He 
expected no mercy. Indeed for a moment 
the savage nature seemed to triumph. 

with one hand he took from his belt his 
hunting-knite, opened it and held it sus- 

pended over bis prisoner. Then, glancing 
upwards, a soft light came into his eyes. 

He closed his knite and taking the 
hand of his enemy raised him from 

the ground. 
«Paletace,” he said, ‘a few months ago 

[ would have used my knife as freely on 
you as on the wild beasts of the forest, but 
the Great Spirit has taught me that it is 
wrong to take a brother's life. Go tell the 
white fawn that Mohawk will not rest until 

be find her sister.” With a bound or two 
he was out of sight. 
George was overcome by the Indians no- 

bility ot character and was convinced now 
that he did not steal the child. 

Returning to his parents Mohawk told 

them that he had a strong desire to see the 
great waters and mighty forests far away. 

He might be absent some time. 
The chiet answered, ** It is well ; my son 

is no longer a child; he is brave: let him 
0.” 

Mohawk held George's opinion that May 

had been stolen by a band of wandering In- 
dians. He determined to follow them to 
their home on Lake Superior. He tock the 
course of the river, inquiring at the vil- 
lages if the people knew of any encamp- 
ment near. Several Iriendly tribes were 
openly visited, but among the children there 
were none that resembled May Boyd. He 
had travelled a whole week, resting at night 

near the edge of a wood, making a fire lest 
any beasts of prey should be prowling 

around him. A second week found him 

footsore and weary. He had travelled far 
from home and had indeed seen great tor- 

ests and big waters. 
Several of the Indians whom Mohawk 

visited, althcugh seemingly friendly, yet 
regarded him with suspicion, Some thought 
him a government spy and they did not 

credit bis story. At last he reached Lake 
Superior. Alter two days journey by its 

shores he came to a white settlement. The 

prople residing here told hun of an Indian 
encampment a tew miles further. lle was 

warned to be careful, for the chief was a 

very sullen fellow and one that would visit 

with death any interference with him or 
his people. It was almost 
Mohawk saw the smoke of the campfires. 

He crept trom tree to tree until he came 
in sight of the wigwams. Not a man was to 

be seen. Groups of children played about 

and the old squaws sat at their hut doors 

smoking. Hope again sprang up in the 

Indian’s heart. Keeping in the shelter of 
the river's bank he was about to secrete | 

himself behind the thick bush which over- 

hung it, when to his surprise it proved to | 

be an entrance to a cave. He was still 

more surprised on entering it to find it al- 

ready occupied by a young Indian girl and 

child. Much alarmed the girl turned to 

| flee, when Mohawk 1 his native tongue 
told her not to fear. Lither the young 

wheeled its round | man's handsome face or musical voice 

calmed her fears. At all events she listen- 

a bonule, winsome, wee lassie, swilt on | ed as Mohawk told her that he was a 

ber feet, and full of talk and laughter | stranger, weary and hungry, begging ner 

| from morning till night. 
One afternoon Elsie let her little sister 

Becoming engrossed | play in the gardon. 
| in her work she forgot all about ber for, 

When she remembered she 
there 

| 
two hours. 
| went to the door and called **May ;" 
| was no reply and thinking she might be | 

‘| hiding so that her sister might have to 
| hunt tor her, Elsie went through the gar- 

| den, peering behind trees, bushes and 

| everything likely to afford a niding-place. 
| No May was there, nor in the hayfield, al- 
though Elsie hoped she had falien asleep 

| amid the tall grass. Then the barn was 
looked into and | searched. the old well 

every conceivable place, but not a trace 
seen. Stunned and 

terrified Ilsie sat down to think what she 

| had better do. Iler tather and eldest 

«No, George, | will stay here untill fa- | brother were assisting a neighboring farm- 

ther comes.” 

«Very little lcss if he died,” 

the young man, who had no love tor his 
the girl's dis- 
more gently, 

red brothers, but seeing 

tressed look, he rephed 

«Well, it you are determined 1 will haster 

as fast as possible.” 

The sound of bis quick, bounding stej 

was soon lost in the cistance. 

sie sat down near the Indian the moon had 

risen and was casting a silverly radiance 

all around. To while away the time anc 

to find out the depth of 

it the white tawn was afraid. 

«A little, but I have asked the 

Father to shield us trom harm.” 

“We know the Great Spirit too. He 

made the mighty forests, and big rivers 

He dwells in the happy bunting-grounds 
up yonder,” and the Indian pointed sky- 
ward. 

In spite of her prayers minutes seemed 
The stirring of a leat caused 

her to fear, lest it be some wild beast 
When at last lights 

gleamed in the distance. her heart bound- 
ed with joy. So greatly were her nerves 

shout in 
The party 

carried with them a litter made of boards 
On this they 

laid the wounded man and within an hour 
were within the walls of Rosebank. When 
the wound was examined the doctor said 
that the Indian would not put his foot to 

like hours. 

come to devour her. 

shaken that she could hardly 
answer to her father's call. 

and covered with fur robes. 

muttered | children were at school. 

her companion’s 

intelligence, Elsie talked to him. He 

spoke English very well, and asked in reply 

(reat 

The two younger 
in a tew minutes 

the latter would be at home and she would 
send them oft at once for her father. She 

er a mile from them. 

telling them what had happened bade them 
run every step of the way. In agony of 

1 

When Ei- | the woods or had been stolen by some wan- 

dering tribe of indians she searched again | 

» | the house and grounds but without results. 

Bitterly did she reproach herself for her 

carelessness, especially when she recalled 
her mother’s last charge. 

In a short time ber father returned with 

two or three men from the neighboring 

tarm. Ihe father thought that May had 
either strayed into the woods or had been 
stolen by the Indians for the sake of a ran- 

. | som. George Goodfellow now declared 
that he had tound the print of moccasins in 
the field next the woods. He believed the 

thief to be none other than Mohawk. lle 

whispered to Elsie that hoping to gain 
power over her he had stolen the child. 
The girl was indignant, she had more faith 
in Mobawk's noble nature than that. Every 
corner of the adjoining woods was searched. 

The party came home thoroughly fatigued, 
and with but slight hope of ever finding the 
child. After a few hours’ rest they again 
began the search. Several of the villagers 

had joined the party and in different direc- 
tions the road and woods for miles were 
Supe in arg " They hp still 

i inst hope, when one of the y 
roca. Fy op a little dreas that he had Et 

1 

not to betray him. 
She believed his story, and strange to 

sav, answered him in his own patois. 

“You may trust Minnehaha,” was all she 

said, and passed out. In an bour she re- 

turned with a piece of roast venison and 
corncakes baked on the embers. When 

he again assured her that he meant no harm 
to her people she told him that the men 
were all away on a grand hunting expe- 
dition and would not be home for some days. 

No, she was not a native of this tribe, but 
bad been stolen from the Mohawks when a 
child. 

He then told her that he was the only son 

of the chief of her tribe and said if she liked 

he would restore her to her people. She 

would not decide then but promised to see 

him next day. The sun was high in the 

heavens, gre she came. An hour before 

Mohawk had seen the squaws depart, laden 
witn baskets. There were several children 

with them.but none of them was May Boyd 

met the children at the toot of the hiil, and | 

y | mind lest her darling had wandered into | 

| A 5 

| hand the same child who was in the cave 

| the previous night. She was like any 
ordinary Indian child, dark hair, cut short 

| and a skin very unlike the pure white ot 
| Baby May. He noticed. however, that 

her eyes were blue. He had known 

| Indians to have the hair and skin of white 

children betore. Wishing to propitiate 
the nurse before he spoke to the child 
Mohawk praised the brightness of her eyes 
and glossy bair. He talked to her of her 
people Seeing the child gazing earnestly 
at him Mohawk took a toy from his pocket 

such as he used to make for the children 

at Rosebank. He said in English: 
“Does Baby May like Mohawk ?” 
The child started and turned towards 

him, and when he added, ‘Does May 

want to see klsie?” with a cry she ran 
to his side, “Take me to Elsie!" she cried. 

ber more toys. 

his hurt, rescue, and ot the kindness of 

the pale faces: 

and her griet when she was lost. 
The girl started when she heard that the 

child. 

dark when | 

When Minnehaha came she led by the | 

Seating the child on bis knee he gave 
While she played with 

these he turned to the frightened Minne- 
haba and in pathetic language told her of 

Then he told her of the 

mother's death, of Elsie’s care of the child 

child was stolen, and she understood that 

her charge was none other than the lost 

“(Go with us,” said Mohawk, “if your 

rents are gone to the spirit land mine 
will take you in, you shall be their child.” 

She consented for she dare not let the 
child go, while she remained. It was agreed 
to start as soon as the camp was asleep. 
The moon had risen several hours ere 
Minnehaha dare steal from the wigwam. 
She carried the sleeping child wrapped in 
a blanket. Without a word she motioned 
Mohawk to follow. They walked very 
fast until they reached the nearest white 
settlement. Some of the people were very 
kind, giving them shelter and food, and 
one man took his horses and drove them 
several miles on their way. They rested 
very little for the first few days. Mohawk 
carried May when she was tired. The 
fear of pursuit caused them to hasten on; 
then feeling safer, they halted at night. 
Mohawk was attracted to Minnehaha 

in spite of himselt, she was so pretty and 
graceful, enduring fatigue without a 
murmur, showing no sign of fear, even 
during the darkness of night. He found 
that he was fast forgetting thewhite fawn and 
thinking of the pretty Indian maiden thrown 
so unexpectedly upon his care. In 
much shorter time than it took him to go 
Mohawk returned. When he reached the 
settlement where his parents and tribe 
lived there was great rejocing‘over his 
success. The old chief with beaming eye 
expressed the pride and pleasure he had in 
his brave son. Minnehaba was welcomed 
as a daughter to their home. Mohawks 
mother soon removed the dye from the 
child’s hair and skin. Although her curls 
were cut off, she was still fair and bonnie. 

| All were ready to start for Rosebank. 
It was arranged that Mohawk should go on 
alone with May. but the child had become 
so much attracted to her dusky nurse that 
she retused to be separated. 
A day's journey brought the travellers in 

sight of the farm. It was late in the after- 
noon when May reached the house. Going 
round to the back door they saw Elsie 
through the window spinning. She was 
pale and thin and did not sing at her wheel 
as she used to. Opening the door Mohawk 
pushed the child forward. Elsie turned at 
the sound, stood for a moment as if spell- 
bourd, then, with sobs and tears, clasped 
her little sister to her heart. As soon as 
she had calmed down alittle May skipped 
trom her arms and taking Mohawk’s band 
led him forward. 
Mohawk’s eyes were glistening, and his 

heart rejoiced as tears of joy fell from 
Elsie’s eyes upon his hand, while the sister 
was asking where and how her lost darling 
had been tound. May skipped out to the 
gardens and soon returned with the shy 
Indian maiden. A few words explained 
who she was and at once Minnehaha felt 
herself at home. The more Elsie looked 
at the girl the more she saw to admire. 
She glanced at Mohawk ; his eyes express- 
ed a like admiration. There was great re- 
joicing at Rosebank when the tamily as- 
sembled at supper time. 

| Mohawk was the hero of the hour; he 
was loaded with thanks and praise. George 
(Goodfellow was manly enough to apologize 
before them for his unjust suspicions. It 
was a proud day for Mohawk, for even his 
enemies praised him. Minnehaha remained 
at Rosebank for a few months, then be- 
came the happy bride of Mohawk. At his 
father’s death he became chiet of his tribe. 
He was noted for his intelligence and up- 
right conduct, and did much to make his 
tribe the most enlightened and wealthy 
among the Indian nations. 

A Dug’s Memory, 

A gentleman who is a great traveller, 
and who is always accompanied in his 
wanderings by a bull terrier, to which he 
is much attached, arrived one day in the 
city ot Florence. His dog was for some 

| reason intrusted to the care of a porter at 
the station, and in the excitement of the 
crowd and under the unusval experience of 

| being separated {rom his master, who gen- 
| erally kept the animal with him, Bruno was 

| 

moved to make his escape. The most 
careful search was made, and before going 

| to his hotel the traveller went to the police 
station to notify the gens d'armes ot his 

| loss. It was more than an hour before he 
| reached his hotel. When he got there he 

| spoke of his loss, so that it anything was 
heard of the dog it would be understood 

| that the animal belonged to him. To his 
| astonishment the porter said : 
| “But your dog is here, sir. He came 
| beiore you, and we did not know to whom 
| he belonged.” 
| “The dog is here!” replied the gentle- 
| man. in surprise. *‘‘How came he here?” 
i *He ran in, sir, about halt an hour ago, 

| and after snuffing about the office for a 
| little while he ran up stairs. I gave orders 
to have him driven out, but the boys have 

| ’ 
{ NOW. 

The traveller, of course, went up stairs 

| at once, and there on the mat betore the 

| chamber numbered forty-four lay Bruno, 
who sprang up with the most frantic de- 
mons:rations of delight at finding his master 
again. The gentleman then remembered 

| that two years previous he had been with 
the dog in Fiorence, and had stayed at this 
hotel. He did not remember that he had 
occupied this particular room. but on refer- 
ence to the hotel register such was found 

| to be the fact. 

been busy, and be is up there somewhere 
§ : 

William's Creditors, 

| *+Come, William, give something,” 

{ said the deacon. 
| «Can't do it, deak,” said Bill. 

“Why not ? Isn't the cause a good one?” 
Yes, good "nuff, but I ain't able to give 

| nothin.’ ” 
| *‘Pooh! pooh! I know better. You 
| must give me a better reason than that.” 
| “Well, I owe too much money.” 

“Well, but William, you owe God a 
larger debt than anyone else.” 

““That’s true, but He ain't a pushing me 
like the rest of my creditors.” 

He Has Family. 

Mrs. Gabb—'*Yes, my daughter ap- 
pears to have married very happily. Her 
busband has not wealth, it must be ad- 
mitted, but he has family.” 

Mre. Gadd—**Yes, [ heard he wasa 
widower with six children.” 

WEATHER BULLETIN. 

Probabilities for Next 24 Hours, 

Saturday, November 17.—Very season- 

able weather. Raining and sleety. High 

winds, difficult to carry an umbrella. A 

Rigby Waterproof will be better to take 

with you today. Besides protecting you 

from the wet it will keep you warm and 
comfortable. 
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Thackeray’s Complete Works—10 vols. 
Given for one new or renewal subscription and $2.90 additionel. 

— TR 

Thackeray's works, a 

10 volumes, handsome- hv dl uo + : wait in 7 

ly bound in cloth, libr- A BE hed] | 2 

ary edition, with 177 rol SL Lo Gar = S EY | 

illustrations for $2.90 CERREERN LE Tae OR 
> — 

ARR REraa oY 
\ kl | is an unequalled offer. | 73H CTR 

We do not think it will |. | 
last long because out pe 
supply is limited, and 

we may not be able to 
duplicate our orders at 
the same figure. The 
retail bargain price is 
usually $6.00. The 
set 18 fisted at $10.00. 

Given for one new or 
renewal subscription 
and $2.90 additional. 

STEAMERS. 

INTERNATIONAL S, S. CO. 
TWO TRIPS A WEEK 

FOR BOSTON. 
UNE FURTHER N™ 

TICE the steamers of 
this company will leave St. 

John for Kastoort, Lubec, y #H<) hE 

9 5 a 2 {\ 

: RA EO Monday and Thursday 

same days at 8 a. m., and 
Portland at 5 p. m., for East- 

ohn. 

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, 
GRAND LAKEand SALMON RIVER. 

And all intermediate stopping places 

FIVHE reliable steamer * MAY QUEEN,” C. W. 

| BRANNEN, Master, having recently been 

theroughly overhauled, ner hull entirely rebuilt, 

strictly under Dominion inspection, will, until far- 

ther notice, run between the above-named places, 

leaving her wharf, Indiantown, every WEDNES- 

DAY and SATURDAY worning at 7 o'clock, 

local time. 
Returning will leave Salmon River on MONDAY 

and THURSDAY mornings, touching at Gageto
wn 

Wharf each way. 
FARE—St. John to Salmon River oz 

RADE. cesvsarsosssnss verses 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 vn ooard. 

All Freight at owner's risk after being discharged 

irom steamer. 
Freight received on Tuesdays and Fridays. 

SPECIAL NOTICE—Until further notice we will 

offer inducements to excursionists by issuing tickets 

to all regular stopping places between St. John and 

Salmon River, on Saturday trips up, at onc fare, 

good to return free Monday following. 

No return tickets less than 40 cents. 

C. BABBITT, 
Manager. Wm. McMULKIN, 

Agent at Ind'antown. 
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Portland and Boston, every | 

mornings at 7.00 (standard). | 

Returning will leave Boston | 

| 
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STEAMERS, 

STEAMER CLIFTON 
will leave her wharf at Indiantown 

MONDAY, WEDNESDAY ana SATURDY 
afternoons at 3 o’clock for ChapelGrove, Moss Glen, 

Ciifton, Reed’s Point, Murphy's Landing, Hampton 

and other points on the river. Will leave Hampton 

Wharf the same day at 5.30 a. m., for St. John and 

intervening points. R. G. EARLE, Captain. 

(LIMITED.) 

The shortest and most direct route between Nove 

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. 

One 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 S. 8. Yarmouth for Besten 

on Wednesday. 

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 

N AIL STEAMERS, David Weston and Olivette, 

leave St. John, every day, (except Sunday) at 

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

mgs, and will leave Fredericton every day (except 

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

will leave Fredericton every TUESDAY, THURS. 

DAY and SATURDAY at 6 a. m., for Woodstock 
and will leave Woodstock on days at 8 a 
m., while navigation permits. 

CEO. F. BAIRD, 
Manager. 
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