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Her Sister’s

Secret

I bad vowed never to enter the Dormers*
house again but when they sent word that
Maisie was dying [ went there as fast as a
bansom could carry me. We had always
been such friends,the child and I.

She was propped up in bed with pillows,
and her pretty tace was pale and drawn,
but she emiled when she saw me. I took
her wasted hand in mine, and kissed ber
cheek. :

‘I was sure you would come,‘ she #aid in
a faint, pleased voice.

‘Ot comse,* I enswered ; ‘of course, my
dear child.* She was only 14 *There's
no quarrel b tween you and me.* We had
remained good friends when the rest of the
family cut me dead.

‘We never have quarrels,‘ she said,
holding my hand tighuiy. ‘There is not
much time to quarrel row. You won't.
will you, Fred ¥ 1 shook my head. A
lump in my throat kept me trom speaking.
‘Promise me before I tell you sometbing.’

‘My poor little Maisie I’ I cried broken-
ly. *I promiete,” She bad been a pet of
mine since she was toddling baby and I a
big, awkward boy.

‘It is very eecret,’ she said in a slow far-
off voice. *‘My dear, it is only for Ired.’
Her mo‘her shook up the pillow and seems
ed unable to speak.

‘You know 1 would do anything for you,
little girl,’ I said eoothingly. Her bright
eyes brightened, and she nodded, but the
emile died graduslly away.

*Turn mwe over a little,” *he entreated,
‘and pull the corner ot the p»'low over my
face. I can’t tell you it y.u lock at me.’
So I turned her very gently, but she still
said notbing.

‘Well, May P’ I asked.

‘You used to be fond of me ?’

‘Il am tond of you. [ shall never bave
anyone to replace you dear.’

‘Suppore | had done something dreadful
—something that hurt you ?’

‘I should know that you could not help
it.’

‘Something mean ?’ ber voice almost
broke.

‘You couldn’t.’

‘Ah, but suppose I had P’

‘Then,” 1 said firmly, ‘J should know
that it was just a slip, like we all make—
like I make rometimes. I should not
blame you, little one.” I stroked her long
silky bair and thought bow I should mies
her [ bad pever tully realized betore how
fond I was of my fancitul little iriend.

*Will you promise to forgive me, dear
Fred ?’ she asged pleadingly.

‘It there is anytbing to forgive.’

“There is.’

‘Then, whatever it is I forgive you. So
you need not tell me now.’

‘I must,’ she said resolutely.
about you and Lucy—when you—

‘Yes ?” Lucy was ber elder sister. We
had been engaged.

‘You wrote her an explanation—a satis-
factory explapation.’

‘Apparently she did not think so, she
never answered the letter that [ have you
to deliver.’

*She never had it,” said Maisie with a

‘It 1s

sob.

‘Maisie!

‘I—1I kept it.” She buried her face in
the pillow. I was too astonished for

words, but I kept stroking her hair. ‘I
read it first. Then I burned it.’

‘But—why?’

‘Because I was a coward,’ she sobbed—
‘because I—oh* Fred, forgive me! Don’t
despise me more then you can help.” A
light flashed into my mind. I hent over
and kissed her cheek.

‘My little Maisie! I said tenderly. ‘My
poor, loving, little girl.’ You cared as
much as that for me?’

*I thought perheps, if you didn’t marry
Lucy, and we were good friends and I

rew up—oh, KFred. 1 shan’t grow up now!
%put my arws round her and held her
close to me.

‘If you get well, May,’ I said, ‘and grow
up, I shall like you better than anybody.’
She lauvghed faintly. 1 believe I always
did ’ I wiped her eyes.

‘I shan’t,’ she said. ‘So—you will like
her again, now, won't you?’

I besitated. My affection for Lucy died
a natural death. It hed never been very
deep. Neither, I fancied, bad hers for
me.

‘Time will prove,’ I said slowly. ‘I doubt
if she—’

*She doee,’ said Maisie.

‘Has she told you so ¥’

‘Yes’

I trowned.
about the letter
“Then I never will.
ing me to do so.’

‘I do not atk you to. I am not brave
enough.” She buried her tace. ‘I want
them to think well ot me,’ she cried pit-
eously, ‘when—when [—’

‘Ob, Maisie, don't!” The tears were in
my eyes.

‘But you will be good to ber? You
will make it up, won’t you? You need not
tell her about me—cnly say that you are
sorry and want to be triends. Then you
can be engaged sgain, and—and-—soms
day—"’ her lips quivered.

*Marry her ? She nodded. ‘But if I
no longer care for her? It I know that [
can pever love her as I could love? My
dear little playtellow and triend I am not
balf so tond of Lucy as I am of you.’

*Ah!"” She looked at me with big, deep
eyes. ‘I sm only a child. There are
different kinds of fondness, dear Fred.
The wistful affection in the child's face
touched me to the heart and I kissed her
frail hande.*

. ‘Get Dbetter little, one and see,’ I said
brokenly. Then we sat in silence for a
long time holdiog hands.

I am getting sleepy. Fred,’ she murmur-
od. ‘Kiss me.” 1 kissed her several

amee, and she went smilingly to sleep,

‘You have not told her—
She shook her head.
It 1s useless your ask-

with her cheek against my arm and ber
hand in my hand. Mrs. Dormer came in,
but [ sat motionless for an honur, until the
child’s grasp relaxed, and I could draw
mysclt away without waking her.

‘I sball come tomorrow morning,’ I
whispered. He mother nodded constrain-
edly, and I went out ontiptoe. Lucy met
me et the bottom of the etairs.

‘I have something to tell you,’ she said,
‘if you will spare me a minute.” I bowed
and followed her into the empty dining
room. She sank into zn arm chair by the
fireside, and I stood by the mantelpiece,
looking down upon her. It seemed strange
to me to be so near her and so indifferent
to the fact. For one thing was clear to
me-—if I bad ever reslly loved Lucy
Dormer, I did so no longer. We were
quite unsuited to one another, and if I
married her it would merely be a useless
sacrifice of two lives.

I treated you badly,’ she ssid abruptly.
I raised my eyebrows. After Maisie’s
confession there seemed to be no reason
for the admission.

‘There were things,’ I said, ‘that needed
explanation.’

‘Some things are beyond explanation.’

‘Perhaps they are better left so.

‘One can sk forgiveness.” There wag
a faint note ot entreaty in her voice. |
fidgeted impatiently with a litile ornament
on the mantcl she 1t It | asked ber for.
giveness she would give more.

‘If one desires torgiveness.” [ eaid at
length. It sounded brutal, but it might
avord worse things.

‘Uh !" she cried, ‘I do.’

*You " I said with astonishment. ‘You !
What bave I to forgive you P She toyed
with her bandkerchiet,

‘I thovght Maisie would tell you The
child alwuys was so tond of you.” She
knew.

‘Maisie bas told me,’ I eaid gravely.
‘Lucy, it is right to be frank. [ have dis-
covered that my little playtellow, child as
she is, hasthe best love that I can give to
sny one.* She locked st me in surprise.
Then she laughed scornfully.

‘I see,’ she said. ‘You want an excuse.
You wight invent one without taking my
poor litiie sister’s name in vain.’

‘It is no excuse,” [ said firmly. We
looked at one another for a minute in
silence.’

‘Then,’ she said. ‘I did wvot hurt you,
[ am glad. She stamped her foot pae-
sionately. ‘No, po, I am not. I am
sorry—sorry, do you hecar P I shrugged
my shoulders.

“T'vere is no more to say ?’ [ suggerted.

“Nomorefos:y,"” she echoed faintly
I walked to the door. ‘Fred! she cried
abruptly. ‘I must say it. Listen to me.it
you will not forgive ’

‘Forgive?’ I asked. Whst have I to
tergive P’ She looked at me in apparent
bewiiderment.

‘Do you know that I never told my peo-
ple ot your explanation ; that I let all the
blame reet on you?’

‘My letter !’ I cried. ‘My letter.’

“T'he letter you eent to Mazie.’

‘She geve it to you?’

‘Ot course she gave it to me , ’said Lucy
opening her eyes wide. ‘Why not P’

I ought to have known. DMy brave little
girl !’

‘Mazie told me that she never gave you
the letter, Lucy; that all the blame was
hers.” I walked to the window and looked
for a time in silence, broken by Lucy’s
sob’s.

‘She told you—that—just to screen me ,’
she said, brokenly.

‘Yes.’ I could not say more for the
moment. Presently I walked back to the
fire. ‘God biess her,’ I said softly, ‘Let
us say no mors about it, Lucy, and be
friends for her sake °’

Lucy wiped her eyes and looked into the
fire. Then she spoke with her eyes avert-
ed from me.

‘When we quarreled it was only what 1
bad for some time intended.’

‘Your reason P’ I said mechanically. I
did not really care.

‘Some else was a better match. I—I
did not like him so well.’ I bowed. It
was immaterial. ‘I knew that my people
would dieapprove of my breakicg our en-
gagement for this reason. They were
tond of you’

‘I was fond of them.” Their behavior
bad hurt and surprised me. In the letter
I had particularly asked Lucy to show
them my explanation, whether she accept-
ed it or not

‘Consequently I was glad, or thought I
was, when [ heard something about you
which gave me a chance to quarrel.’

‘It was false, as I told you in the let-
ter.

‘As you told me in the letter. Theretore
I did not answer the letter or tell my par-
ents, but let the blame rest on you.” Sie
shivered.

‘Do not trouble about it any more,” I
said, not unkindly. *The bitterness is over
now.

‘Yes,” she said, it is over.’ I refused
bim after all. You do not ask me why.
Perhaps you do not wish to know.’

I sheok my head.

‘I do not wish to know.” She nodded to

the fire. -But I forgive you, Lucy.” She
nodded again. There was nothing more
to say, since I could not say what

she wished. So I turned to go. But
there was & knock at the front door and |
heard soweone say, ‘The doctor.” So I
waited to hear what he pronounced.

Atter a few micutes he came down stairs
talking to Mrs. Dormer.

‘It 18 & natural sleep,” he snid. ‘The
pulse is steadier and the temperature more
normal The odds are still againet her,bat
there is hope.’

The tears came to my eyes at last and
Lucy ceme and put her hands on my
shoulder.

‘You can win her back to life, Fred,’
she said; ‘our little girl. Stay till she
wakes.” 1 bad already resolv d to stay.

I went upstairs and sat with my elbow
on her bed and my face on my hand,
watching my little favorite. Presen:ly ber
mother came and kneit beside me.

‘Lucy bas told me all, Fred,’ she whisp-

ered. ‘You—you will not tell the others P

‘I will not,” I promised.

When my little girl awoke she was not
looking toward me.

‘Better, dear P’ asked her mother.

‘Why, yes,” she laughed feebly. ‘It
must be Fred. Do you know, I believe be
would make me grow well if he were often
here with me.’

‘He will be, little sweetheart,” I said
softly. She turned to me with a happy cry
snd I whispered in her ear what I knew
and other things that were only for her
and me. They were the things that won
ber back to life, she says, when we talk
of such matters.

We do not talk of them very often for
Maisie is young and shy and still at school.
But ber people understand and leave us
alone together, and now and them our
thoughts peep out. I remember that they
did so on the night of Lucy’s wedding, for
she married the ‘better match’ after all.
Mauisie came to see me out, of course, and
helped me into my coat and tried laughing-
ly to shake me, and I put my arm around
her and kissed her several times, instesd
of the usual once and not quite in the usual
brotherly way.

‘There will be another wedding, one
day,’ [ said, ‘Won’t there, little sweet-

hear(?’
She buried her hesd on my ehoulder and
whispered. ‘I hope 0.’

Meanwhile people speak of me as a con-
firmed bachelor, aud laugh when I tell
them that I am waiting for ‘Miss Right’ to
grow.

But ‘Mise Right’ is 16 now and done
growing, and wears her bair up and her
dresses long, and our good nights are
steadilv growing lengthier and less frater
nal. Dear little Maieic!

A NEW MAN WITH A HOR,

He is in a Co-cperstive Scheme, and is Sore~
ly Troubled Also,

A man with an ex‘remely tired look came
into Chicago on a suburban train a day or
so sgo. It was & morning train, so Lis
apparent weariness atiracted some atten-
tion.

‘He bas done a day’s work already,’ ex-
plained an acquaintance, nodding towards
the tired man.

‘How does that happen?’ the man
addressed arked.

‘He belongs to the Longwood Co-oper-
ative Home Association,” was the reply.

*What ot it?

‘I guess you don’t know about the
Longwood Co-operative Home Associa-
tion,’ returned the man who was well
informed. ‘I tell you it’s a corker. There
have been co-operative concerns before,
but this beats them aill. I bave hesard ot
the people of a neighborhood combining to
establish one kitchen for all, and in some
cases, even a common dining recom, but at
Longwood they are beating the greem
grocers by raieing their own vegetables.
That’s why the man you raw was so tired.’

‘Working in the gerder?

‘That’s it exactly. It’s his turn and he
has bad to put in &n hour or so with the
hee before leaving for his office. Did you
ever toy with a hoe to any considerable
extent P’

‘No.

‘You should try it some time. Fora
man who is confined to an office all day it
13 splendid exercise. Just at the start it
way leave you somewbat limp for the rest
of the day, but in time you'll get used to
it, and you can always console yourselt
with the thought thbat it is doing you a
world of good. That’s what this man hzs
been telling himself. His back aches and
his arms are a bit sore, but he knows that
it will wear cff after a bit—probably next
fall when the garden has to be abandoned-
Still, they all tell me that the cooperative
seheme is a great success.’

‘All of them P

‘Ob, yes—not all at the same time, you
understand, but each in turn. You see,
they are divided into watches, as you might
say, and each watch takes its turn looking
after the garden. Thus it bappens that
every man has an occasional opportunity
to look on while the others work, and
when he is doing the spectator act he will
tell you that the plan is all that can be de-
sired. Indeed, I am informed tbat they
are already plarning a $10 000 club house
with a larger garden.’

‘The men P’

‘No o; I believe most of the enthusiasm
is displayed by the women at present-
And this ie strange, too, for it is the men
who are getting most of the healthful ex-
ercise. Still, so long as the men do the
work necessary to keep the garden going
and the women contivue to be satisfied
with each other’s culinary management the
scheme must be voted a genuine success.
But the real test will come later.’

‘When ¥

‘When the temperature gets up i the
nineties. I’'m watching for that with con-
siderable intereat. If the cooperative gar-
deners can weather a week or ten days of
top temperature I shall expect Longwood
to go thundering down the corridors of
time as the place where one of the great
problems of life was solved.’

‘But what will they do in the vacation
season ?’

‘Ob, they went be able to take any vacs-
tions away fro.n home. They wou'dn't

dare leave the garden. But as an experi-
ment it certainly is worthy of attention.
Don’t you think so ?

‘I think,” wae the answer, ‘that people
everywhere should keep their eyes on
Longwood.’

FRIGHTEN¥D HIS WIFE.

Forty Ceuts Almost the Caunse of & Oatas-
trophe.

Before Mrs. Browley was married. she
scc {fed at the misguided girls and women
who kept personal accounts. Her argu-
ment was that it you know how muck
money you had and it was all gone what
was the use of piling on the snguish by
baving your folly and extravagance in
black and white to stare you in the face,
especially as you had no more money at
the end of the month than you had without
an account book?

But since she has been running a house
she has achieved not one but nearly a
dozen account books. There is one de-
voted to the grocery man, another to the
butcher, personal accounts take a third,
and eo on till she spends nearly all her glad
young life balancing sums. It is a matter
of pride with ber that they shall come out
even, and go there was woe last month
when 40 cents retused to be accounted tor.
She sand Mr. Browley had & grave and
lentby discussion over the missing 40.
Each accused the other of frivoling the
sum away and neglecting to enter it upon
the proper book. ‘Suadries.” Mr Browley
insieted strenuously he was not guilty.
Mrs Browley looked pained and urged him
to coniess. He left for down town vowing
vengeance. It was late that afterpoon
when Mrs Browley was entertertaining a
room'ul of aristccratic callers that a tele-
graph boy appeared. The maid brought
in the fatal yellow envelope, and at once
the bride knew that her husband had been
fatally ivjured and was sending for her.
Some one revived her with emelling sslts,
8 lady in purple velvet farned her with a
bastily snatched lamp shade, and a thiri
visitor with more presence of mind than
the rest opened the telegram. The mes-
sage resd :

‘Honest, now, what did you do with that
40 cents ?°’

(n Exteruation,

A little girl between 4 and 5 yeers of
age came running in from sliding cne dey
and exciaimed to her motber: ‘Oh mamma
did you see me go down? I went like
thunder.’

To her mother’s astonished question a8
to whom ahe had beard eay that the little
one replied, ‘Well, msmms, you know you
said one dsy ‘es quick as lightning,’ and i*
always thurders after it lightens, doesn’t
it P

O e on ¥lia.
‘Oh, thisis too bad !
Whate the matter P
Delia Jones sent me & lovely book as a
birthday gitt and she forgot to take out
the card of the person who gave it to
her.

BOELIN.

Kings, May 2, to the wife J. Herbin, a son.

Truro, May 7, to the wife of 8, Fraser, a son,

Truro, May 4, to the wile of J. Taylor, a son.

Almot, May 9, to the wife ol W. Moore, a son.

Halifax, May 6, to the wite ot J, Graham, a son.

Hants, Msay 7, to the wife of &eo. Phillips, & son.

Hillsbarn, A pr, 28, to the wife of John Kay, a son*

Pictou, May 7, to the wile of Dx. ¥. Lavers, a son,

Hants, May 7, to the wife of Joha Connor, & daugh -
ter.

Halifax, May 10, fo the wife of G2orge Sullivan, a
son.

Colchester, Apr. 18, to the wile of A, Johnson, a
son,

Port Maitland, May 4, to the wife ot H, Porter, a
son.

Sheet Harbor, May 7,to the wife of Baker Holman,
a Son.

Lunenburg, Apr. 27, to the wite of W. Ward, a
daughter.

Clark's Harbor, May 6, to the wife of J, Kenney, a

daughter.

Dorchester, May 4, to the wife of 8, McIDougall, a
daughter,

Port Maitland, Apr, 30, to the wife of &. Goudey, a
daughter.

Windsor, Apr. 18, to the wile of Chas. Harris, a
daughter,

Cumberland., May 8, to the wife of W. Black, a
daughter.

California, Apr. 28, to the wife of J. McDonald, a
daughter.

Shubenacadie, May 9, to the wife of D. Crouse, a
daughter,

Gay's River, May 8, to the wife of J. futherland,
a dsughter,

Harrigan Cove, May 3, to the wife of A. Jewers, a
daughter.

Duflerin Mines, Apr. 27, to the wife of D. Brown, &
daughter.

Bridgewater, May 4, to the wife of H., Rawding, a
daughter.

Lunenburg, May 4, to the wife of E. Brulm, a
daughter.

Lunenbure, May 2, to the wife of D. Cook, a
daughter.

Digby, Apr, 28, to the wite of Rev, H., McLarrem
a daugnter.

Mecteghan River, Apr. 30,tothe wife of Hon. A.
Comeau, & son.

Harrisville, Apr. 30, to the wife of Rev, J. Cham-
pion, & daughter.

DA R IRITIERID.

Digby, May 6.h, Willard Ryan to Olive Marshall.

Brenton, May 7h, Charles Clarke to Jane Lea
Cann.

Pictoun, April 9th, Oxleum McIntosh to Ida May
Munro.

Liverpool, N 8, May 1st, Henry Last to Edith
Foener,

Liverpool, N 8, May 1st, Daniel Shrader to Rosie
hynot.

Falmouth, April 24th, Owen B Porter to Lillian
Starrett,

Salisbury, May 9, Amos McLeod to Alice Msud
Russel.

Moncton, May 8th, Ernest Seaman to Msud

Howler,

Ehclourve, April 24'h, Isnac G, Gouldon to Afgar
erin F1]- ;
Hepewell, May 8th, John James Robertson to Josie

Campbell,
8prinehill, Msy 1st, George Adams to Harriet
McAoney. /

Bridvewater, May 1th, William A. Lohnes to Mary
E Corkum.

Bro kl'n, N. Y., May 8 b, Walter Davie, to Laura
A. Dudmsn.

Carleton, N B, May 6th, Fred W Brownell to Annie
Eva tlarned,

St. Jobn, N. B,, May 6th, John Fairweather t
NellieDalla's. . ! ’ it

Brideewater, Mass., April 24th, B. R. Kinney to
Ntella D, Darkee.

Bome-ville, Muss., April 22th, Fred E. Bair, to
M. Essica Hames,

Waterville, Kings, May 1st, Ernest A Flrckwocd
to 1ds May Ward,

Windsor, N 8, Mayv 7th, Robert M, Cutler to
Rosina Maria Ouseley,

Upper Wood’s Harbor, N. 8,, May 4th, 8, F. Bran-
nen to Olive 8, Garron.

Upper Wood's Harbor, N. 8., May 2nd., George
Atwood to Lilla M Malone,

Cole Hurbor, Halifax, April 30b, Maypard A
Tulioch to Edith A Setile.

Lewis Mountain. West. Co., April 28ih, Bedford
Rodgers to Bessie E Steeves.

IOTIEZID.

Tida‘th, John Riley, 77.

Truro, May 9, John McHee.

Yarmouth, May 3, Elizs Perry,

Halitsx, May 8, John Foley, 75.

Haats, Mxy 2, Robert Cross, 102,

Halifsx, May 8, Elesnor Austin,

Halifs x, May 8, James Barke, 80.

Halil» x, May 6 Gilbert Shaw, 70.

Yarmontb, May 9, Geo Larkin, 69.

Moncton, N B, Ralph Faulka-r, 2.

Pictru, May 7, John A McDonsld,

Chathem, May 10, James Allan, 78,

VZl_Ldsor. May 9, Frank Hallett, 13,

Liyerpool, Msy 2, Fred Whynot, 12,
Yarmouth,May 3. Eliza Tooker, 86,
Colchester, May 8 Margaret Haley.

Digby, May 7, Fflie Gidaey, 15 mos.
Yarmouth, May 2, Hannah Bent, 80,
Baltimore, Msy 9, Thomas Foot, £0.
Bridgewater, Msy 2, Mrs E!f Eickle,

Halifsax, May 5, S8usan Robinson, 83,

Chicego, May 6, Jane Killam, 6 mos.

Moncton, May 9, Thelma Steeves, 17.

Fan Francisco, April 8, John Mosher.
Cornwsllie, May 1, Jane Thurlow, 45.

Amherst Shore, May 2, Ida Pipes, 21,

Halifax, May 12, M¢s Mary Payne, 88,
Springhill, May 4, Berth Spepce, 8 mos.
Chicago, May 6, Paulive Killam, 6 mos.

S#n Francisco, April 2, Jrmes Clune, 41,
Halifsx, May 11, Florence Wournell, 5,

Port LaTour, May 7, Orlando Taylor, 71,
Middle Stewiacke, May 4, John Teas, 88,
Cumberland, April 26, Jane Crawtord, 59.
Thamesville, Ont., Mary R'chardson, 88,
West Berlin, May 4 Mrs Geo Conrad, 73,
Yarmouth, May 9, Mrs Geo Melanson, 80,
Morctor, Mav 11, Duucan McDougall, 24.
Kings, Co., May 6, Adelaide Newcomb, €7.
Colchetter, May 3, Wiiliam * utherland, 80.
Colchester, May 6, Catherine Saunderson, 88,
Jollymore Settlement, May 7, James Ianis, 21,
Middlefield, April 30, Edger Joudrey, 1 mon h.
White Rock, Hauots, Mav 2, Jamwes Collins, 43,
North Sydney, May 5, Rena I. Wheatley, 8 mos.
New Haven, Conn., May 5, Elizabeth Boulton, 82.

Springhill, May 3, infant child of Mr and Mrs
Rorey.

Urbania, Haunts, May 8, infant son of Mr and Mrs
G-o0 Rose, 5 mos

RAILROADN,

CANADIAN
c PACIFIC |

MAY 24th, 1901l.

One fare for the round trip between all statiors in
Canada east of Port Arthur; Tickets on sale May
23 and 24th, good to return May 27th, 1901,

Special  Trains to Suburban
Points, May 24th, Only,

Lv. 8t.John 9.10am; Ar. Welsford 10.15a. m

Lv.8t. John 1,00 pm; Ar. Welsford 200 p. m

Lv. Welsford 11.25a m; Ar. St. John 12.85 p. m

Lyv. Welsford 5.55 pm; Ar. St, John  7.00 p. m
A.J. HEATH,

D.P. A,C. P. R,
St. John, N. B.

[ntercolonial Railway

On and after MONDAY Mar. 1ith, 1901, traina
will ran daily (Sundays excepted) as follows =

TRAINS WILL LEAVE 8T. JOHN

Express for Point du Chene, Campbellton

and HalifaXeeeoo., WU AN ARAIEL IS 00000, sis 7.0
Kxpress tor Halitax and Pictous++*+*eeurn..., 12.156
T T DT TR S e s L IS Sl 16.30
Express for Quebec and Montreal,....ceeee,.. 17 CO

Accommodation for Halifax and Sydney,.e.. .22.1)

A sleeping car will be attached to the train
leaving ist. John at 17.05 o’clock for Quebec, sud
Montresl. Passengers transfer at Moncton.

A sleeping car will be attached to the train
'eaving St. Jobn at 22.10 o’clock for Halifax.

Vestibule, Dining and Sleeping cars on the
Quebec and Montreal express,

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT 8T. JOKM

Express from SusseX.coeeeeesoees %s00sess eees.. 839
E‘lxpress from Quebee and Montreal...eeeeess 12.49
Express trom Halifax, Picton and Point du Cher

Express from Halitax and Campbellton.. ,..,.
Accomwodatiou from ¥t. da Chene and N "

ooooo M R N R R R RIS T I I T

All trains are run by Eastern Stan¢ »
Twenty-four hours notation,

D. POTTING: .,
Moucton, N.'B., March 5, 1901+

CJTY 11(b}7 C¥FICE,
T King Street St. Jonn, &N« B

Gen. M‘nm’l .“ :
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