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PROGRESS SATURDAY, MARCH 30 1901

An Amateur
Detective.
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It was while I was employed as clerk by
a law firm in one of our eastern cities that
I took a prominent part in (fnnd opera
unexpectedly, for my name did not sppear
on the flaming posters of the company.
Yet I certainly received more attention
than any one else on the stage during m
brief and first and last appearance. It
came abeut in this way.

Avout ten o’clock in the forenoon of a
winter day I was called rather abruptly in
to the chief clerk’s room,

‘Here, Harris,’ he said, handing me an
envelope you will find an injunction and a
summons and complaint which you are to

serve on Madam Dill, who is sizging in

the grand opera bouse in B. She was
under contract to sing under ths manage-
ment of another party but has broken her
agreement.

‘We have commenced anaction against
her,’ be went on,’ and this an injunction re-
straining ber from singing for these other
people until this action is determined. You
will bave to take the train which leaves
here at a quarter past eleven, and be sure
to get service of her to day for she leaves
for Chicago after the performance to night.
Here is some money for your expenses.
You can probably get back this evening.’

Now I was a very fresh clerk, quite un-
used to serving writs, but I did not sup-
pose 1 should have any difficulty, and so I
took the papers and the money, pleased
with the chance for a days outing, and was
leaving tbe room when Mr. Orr called
after me, ‘Oh, by the way, Harris did you
ever see Madam Dill

‘No, but I have seen her pictures oiten
enough to recognize her.’

‘Very well; be sure you make no mis-
take,’ and away I went.

Alter a journey by rail of over a hun-
dred wiles, I reached B., found the hotel
at which Madam Dill was stopping, and
asked the clerk it Madam was in.

‘Yes, she is here,” he replied, ‘but she
won’t see any callers until atter four o’clock.

‘But I have important business with her ’

‘Can’t belp it, young man. Her orders
are that ehc must not be disturbed for any
cause before that time, and that setties it.

As it was no use to srgue the matter
further, I strclled about the city until four
o’clock, then went back to the hotel and
asked the clerk to send up my card to
Madsm Dill.

The clerk took my card, and ringing
up a bell boy, handed it to him. I waited
about ten minutes at the desk, and
was getting a little anxious, when
a tall, sleek-looking man approached me
and inquired, ‘Is this Mr. Harris ?’

‘That’s my name.’

‘I am Mr. Holmes, mansger for Madam
Dill. 1 bave charge of all ber business
matters, so she sent me your card. What
can I do for you?

Here was a pickle ! It I told this man
what | wanted he would try to prevent my
seeing the lady, and it I should net hand
the papers to her personally, it would not
be a legal service.

So I said, in the innocence of my young
heart, ‘I'm afraid you can’t do anything. I
am entrusted with a message for Madam
Dill, and no one else will do. I came down
from R. solely to see her.’

The manager’s face twisted into a know-
ing smile as he said, ‘Youdid? Well,
that’s too bad, for 1 fear you can’t see her.
I see you tra from Hoke & Spencer's P’

I could rot deny it, and 1 must have
looked very sheepish as I saw his exas-
perating smile and began to feel the diffi-
culty before me.

*You see,’” he went on, ‘your firm were
so kind as to write to us the other day,
although they neglected to say that we
should be favored with a call. How what
do you want, Mr. Harris?’

Inwardly I did not bless our chief clerk,
as he should bhave told me that they knew
we were after them. Seeing that conceal-
ment was useless, I tried a bold stroke.
1 remembered having heard that such a
course was often successful.

‘Mr. Holmes, I have some papers here
to serve on Madam Dill. One is an order
froin the court, and 1 am eimply the court’s
messenger. If I cannot see her quietly, I
must see her some other way.’

‘How, for example?’ said Mr. Holmes,
in an aggravating tone, twisting his glossy
mustache. He had evidently been in law-
suits before. ‘Are those all the papers you
have?’ he asked, as I did not explain how.

*Yes.’ I eaid, bolding them up. “This
one 18 the judge’s order, directed to madam.
It is my duty to see her, and if you pre-
vent it you are intering with the court’s
directions.’

I boped this might succeed, as the oily
Mr. Holmes was silent and looked per-
plexed. Ha contemplated the toe of his
patent-leather shoe and fumbled hie watch-
chain for several minutes.

Then he said: *If it’s an order from the
court, 1 suppose you will bave to see her.’

«Of course 1 shall,’ I said decidedly, very
much relieved.

‘But bow do I know that what you say
is trueP’ he eaid. ‘That paper may not be
a court order at all.’

‘See for yourself, I replied.

He beld out his hand indifferently for the
papers, but as soon as 1 let them go and
be had locked at them, he thrust them
into bis pocket, saying, with an air of re-
lief, ‘They do seem to be all right, don’t
they®

When I think about it now, I regard
myself as baving been that day the very
greenest law clerk I bave ever known. He
had bamboozled me as if I were a baby.
For an instant I did not kuow what to do.
1 was tempted to attack him and get my
papers back by force, for I was pretty
strong and athletic, but I remembered that
I was there to serve those papers, not to
avenge their seizure. I might get into the
hands of the policeif I tried to take them
from him by main strength, and be locked

up until next morning, when Madam Dill
would be gone. So I concluded to be
patient and try to outwit him, which may
seem as if a gosling should think of out-
witting & fox. But wonderful things are
wrought by patience in this stony world.

Laughing as if I thought his conduct a
good joke, I said, ‘Well, you are a cool
one, Mr. Holmes. I guessthe joke is on
me this time.’

He seemed glad that I took it good-
naturedly, for be joined in my laugh, drew
a cigar from his pocket, and lighted it
with the air of one who feels that he can
now enjoy himself.

‘You managed that about as well as
anytbing I ever saw,” I said. ‘I suppose
your business shsrpens your wits.’

*Yes, we do meet all kinds of people in
in our travels, and we do learn a thing or
two. Some times process severs are easy,’
said he, blowing a cloud trom bis lips and
lounging back comfortably.

It you humor a man’s vanity, heis apt
to ke you—I knew that. It was plain
that Mr. Holme’s weak point lay in his
conceit of his own smartness. [ listened
well as he went on to talk fluently of his
experiences, more and more mugnilying
Mr. Holmes in the stories he told as
gave no sigos of incredulity. Probably he
telt that I could not but share fully in his
exalted opinion of Madam Dill’s manager.

Finally 1 looked at my watch and said,
‘dear me,I did not know it was so late ! It
is after five, and the train leaves at six.
Those papers are useless to both of us
now, as itis quite evident that madam
means to deny herself the pleasure of my
acquaintance, so I wish you would let me
bave them. It would be decidedly un-
pleasant for me to explain to the firm why
I bave not got them, especially as [ shall
quite likely be pretty well scored for not
having served them.’

‘What’'s your hurry ? said he, looking
out of ithe window. ‘Why not wait until the
midnight train ? I am going to have a
party of {riends with me at the periorm-
ance to night, and would hike to have you
join us.’

Evidently be did not mean to entrust
me with those papers until Madam Dill
was safely out of the way, rightly guessing
that although the train might leave at six
I would not. It was still my intention to
terve the papers on the lady, and now I
thought 1 saw a new chance, fo I paused
as if in reflection, and then replied, ‘Well,
the midnight train will get me home pretty
early to wmorrow, but I should be glad to
see the performance, thank you. I guess
I’ll stay.’

Then he wrote me a pass to his box, and
handing it to me, arose and said, ‘I must
go now, but I shall expect to eee you this
evening.’

‘All right, I'll be on hand, but don’t
forget to bring my papers, so that I can
take them back with me. It would be a
bad job formeif I had te explain how
you fooled me.’

‘All right. 1 don’t want to do you any
harm, young man,” he said, very well
pleased with himself, and shaking hands
with me, he Jeft.

Five minutes later my plan was clear in
my mind. I hurried to the box office of
the opera house and bought a ticket for a
seat well up in front, in plain view of the
mansger’s box ; then I went to the office ot
a private detective whom I knew slightly,
and hired a man to sit in the seat—a large
red-headed man whom I had never seen
before. After transacting & littl2 business
with the justice of the peace, I went to
supper.

Mr Holmes and his friends were in their
places when I arrived at the theatre. The
curtain had just [gone up, and bis guests
were intent upon the performance. He
motioned me to a chair and introduced me
to ‘Mr Methong and Mr Basscl.” As he
did so I thought I detected a smile on
their faces. No doubt he bad been telling
them how he had outwitted me.

I glanced down into the parquet Yes
there was my big, red-headed man looking
at us.

I watched the performance until the cur-
tain fell on the first act, and then leaning
over to Holmest I said, Mr Holmes, I
wish you would let me have those papers
now. You might forget them.’

‘Oh, now, you don’t want them! They
are worthless. I think I will keep them as
a memento. Do youkknow Methong,’ he
continued, addressing his friend, ‘some
people got out one of those pleasing in-
junctions against Madam Dill, ordering
her not to eing for us, and sent Mr Harris
here to serve it. But he is a decent soit
of chap and had the good taste to submit
the papers to me for inspection. They
are disreputable documents, and I don’t
think madam ought to see them. Suppose
I keep them, Mr Harris P’ and he winked
at his smiling friends.

‘Well,’ I said, keeping my temper, and
I bad a good deal to keep just then, ‘it we
are supposing a case, let us suppose that
red headed msn on the end of the fourth
row down there. You see him, don’t you?
The big tellow.’

They all looked.

‘Suppose,’ I continued, ‘he had a silver
star under his coat, and supposing he bad
a paper in bis pocket directing him to take
from the possession of one George Holmes
certain papers claimed to be the property
of ‘said plaintiff Harris, and wrongiully
detained by said defendant Holmes P’ And
supposing he had also & warrant to arrest
one George Holmes for wrongtully detain-
ing property which did not belong to bim?

The manager’s biack mypstsche was
puckered up by a smile of incredulity. I
did not pretend to noticeit, but continued :

And since we are suppessng, let us sup-
pose I place my left hand on my chin, this
way, and you were all to look down at the
red-headed man.” They all looked again,
and as they did so he drew back his coat
for an instant. There was a gleam of
silver on his breast, and then it was cover-
ed again.

The sneer had left Holmes’s face, and
he and his friends looked startled.

‘Now supposing,’ I continued, ‘that that
bad really been a star, and supposing if 1

L

were to put my right hand on my chinit
would be a signal for the red-herded manm
to come up here and make & scene not on
the program. Supposing such were the
case, Mr Holmes, would you adviee me to
put my right hand on my chin P’

Mr. Holmes did not seem to enjoy my
joke quite so much as he had his own, but
he made a poor attempt at a laugh as he
said, ‘Oh, I should not care it it were
worth while, but I have consulted my at-
torney and have no fears of your action.
Here are your papers, if you feel so badly
about them. Tbey are defective, any way,
but if you wait until after the performance
I will introduce you to Madam Dill.’

‘Thank you. You are very kind. I
shall be pleased to meet madam,’ I said,
taking the papers and returning to. my
chair.

‘But,’ I said to myself, ‘I shall not wai
for Mr. Holmees to present me. If I do, he
will say how sorry be is to find that madam
Jeft after the close of the second act, very
sorry indeed.’

Such I knew would be the case, for the
reason of my Iate arrival was that I had
been watching the stage eatrance for the
arrival of Madame Dill, and had heard her
order her coachman to call for her at ten.
I guessed that their game was to get her
away and out of the state as soon as pos-
sible. I had therefore intended to make
some excuse for leaving at about balf past
nine if I got possession of the papers, and
wait for her at the stage entrance.

The curtain had just gone up on the sec-
ond act, in which the prima donna first ap-
peared. The audience eagerly awaited her
entrance. The orchestra broke into a
grand crash as the music rose to the climax.
The chorus swelled to a great wave of
sound which seemed to sweep the diva for
ward. A storm of applause broke over the
sudience as she entered. She was magni-
fl;ent as she stood bowing in her silks and
jewels, but I was not thinking of the beauty
of the scene.

I war thinking of Holmes. He had plant-
ed himself in his chair against the door
leading to our box, which was on the sec-
ond tier. His face wore an expression I
did not like Was he more atraid of our
papers than he pretended to be ? Did his
position against the door mean that I was
a prisoner until madam should escape ?

I looked over the rail of the box, which
overhung the edge of the stage. A brass
ornsmental rod projecting from the
front ot our box was about leve!
with its floor. From this ornament
down to the stage floor was seven or eight
feet. I was more interested in speculating
on the strength of the brass rod than in
the grand pertormance.

There was Madam Dill within a few
feet of me. I might never see her again.
In my pocket were the papers I was em-
ployed to serve. QOur box was very con-
spicuous. The service of those pepers
would mean the breakiog up of the per-
formance, for madam would not dare dis-
obey the injunction so long as it was in
force; but I had not been sent there to
witness an opera, and there was only an
unpleasant moment or two and less than
thirty feet between me and success. I
looked at Holmes. He was watching me I
rose asif to get a better view of the stage.
In an instant my foot was over the rail.
Homes leaped from his chair. My foot
rested on the brass rod, and just as the
mansger’s fingers touched my hand in a
vain grab at my wrist, I jerked it away
and leaped.

Mine was not an elegant entrance, but
it was effective. The applause had just
ceased and all was silent, waiting for
madam to begin, when I alighted upon the
stage with a resounding clatter. Not
pausing to see the effect of my sudden ap-
pearance, I stepped quickly up to madau,
handed her papers, and then hurried out
through the wings.

As I went out I glanced up at Holmes,
who was standing at the front of the box,
his face like a thunder cloud and bis lipe
moving. I waved him an adieu, but he
did not return it. I am afraid the manager
was angry.

A Professional Story-Teller,

A writer in the English Illustrated
Magazine listened to a professional story-
teller plying his calling in a Moorish
market. By half past six in the morning
the great square beyond the city gates,
where the market is held, was crowded.
Patient Arabs sat in front of their stock of
fresh vegetables and maize, or presided
over a supply of fruit. Beggars claimed
the attention of passers-by.

Presently, down the dusty road from the
interior came a man without whom the
market would be incomplete. He was the
story-teller. He paseed the beggars with
a simple ‘Allah will provide! that con-
vinced them he had no intention of sharing
the responsibility of providing, and made
his way to a corner beyond the circle now
occupied by a caravan from Tafilet.

There he seated bimselt comfortably on
the ground. Within five minutes there was
a circle of men and boys round him.

A brisk conversation ensued. The writer
gathered that they were giving the story-
teller directions concerning the tale they
wanted to hear. This is very often done.
The audience, knowing that the story-
teller lives by their support, is at times
very definite in its demands, and not in-
frequently a plot must be altered in
course of narration.

Soon the stery started, and no know-
ledge of Arabic was nesessary to under-
stand that the narrator was a man of parts
The audience was deeply moved, the in-
terest extending from the gray-bearded
veterans more than sixty years old to the
fifteen- year -old boy.

Later in the morning, when the sun’s

rays were nearly vertical and most of the
business was suspended, the story-teller
was still at his labors, and bis sudience
had grown until the enlarged circle was
four or five feet deep, the inner rings sit-
ting down, the others standing. Traders
bad left their stock in charge of children,
and beggars had fo-gotten their woes, and
were eagerly listening to the tale which one
who understood explained to be about a
beautiful princess, a wicked djinn, an old
husband and a young man.

The story appeared to be more engross-
ing than wholesome in tone. To the ex-
citement of his audience, to their cries of
pleasure, their constant smiles and occae-
ional jokes, the story-teller was to all ap-
pearance indifferent. He seemed to take
an intense delight in the development of
his romance, and never showed the slight-
est sign ot sharing the emotions of his
hearers.

ST. MALACHI'S PROPHRBCOUIES.

Btory of the Predictions About the Papacy
Made by Armagh’s Archbishop.

One ot the English magazines has been
explzining once more the oft-quoted pro-
phecies of St. Malachi, which have found
astonishing backing in history. St. Malachi
was, it appears, an Irishman. He distin-
guished himself in battle against the king
of Ulster in the twelfth century and was so
handy with the sword that they made him
Archbishop of Armagh.

Then he went to Rome and recived
bigh honors, going back to Ireland as the
Pope’s legate, on a second pilgrimage to
Rome he died in the arms of Bernard of
Clairvaux.

His prophecies all concerned the future
ot the Papacy and were handed down
orally until the sixteenth century, when
they were written. The Papal succession
has in many instances corroborated these
sayings of the Irish saint.

Clement XIII, was indicated by the
phrase, ‘Rosa Umbria.” He csme from
Venetia, which is the home ot this flower.
The place ot Pius VI. in the prophesied
line was filled by the deecription, ‘An
Apostolic Pilgrim.” No words could better
bave detcribed the man who was driven
from Rome and borne from prison to
priron until ke died in exile.

Next alter Pius VI, said Malachi,would
come & pope, whose fate lay in the words
‘Aquila Rapax.” Pius VII. certainly ful-
filled the prophecy, bring but wax in the
hands of Napoleon of the Emperial Eagle.

Pius 1 X , who saw the white cross of the
bouse of Savoy wave above the crossed
keys of the papal flag in Rome, was de-
scribed in the prophecies as he who would
‘bear the cross trom the croes,” and the
present pope was to come ‘as a light in the
heavens.” The pope bears the arms of bis
family, a silver star on a azure field.

Six more popes are fortold by Malachi’s
prophecy, their mottoes being, ‘A Burning
Fire,” ‘Religion Laid Waste,” ‘Intrepid
Faith,’ ‘Pastor and Pilot,” ‘From the Work
of the Sun’ and ‘The Fame of the Olive,’
and those who believe in the Irish Saint’s
foresight trust that the six popes will be
long lived ; for, said the archbishop, ‘in
the last persecution the pontiff of Rome
shall teed his flock amid sore persecution,
and at the sppointed time the city of the
Seven Hills shall fall, and the Judge shall
jud ge the nations.’

BOIIRIN.

Midgic, to the wife of Wm Hicks a daughter,

Halifax, Mar 20, to the wile of Dr Gow, a son.

Shubenacadie, Mar 4, to the wife of W Neil, a son.

Wezrtfield, Mar 5, to the wife of John Burns, a son.

Amherst, Mar 19, to the wife E H Mofiatt, & daugh-
ter.

Halifax, Mar 22, to the wife of R G Rent, & daugh
ter.

Lunenburg, Mar 9, to the wife of Alex Norman, a
son.

Midville, Mar 14, to the wile of John Arenburg, &
son.

Maitland, Mar 15, to the wife of Robt McKenzie, a
son .

Yarmouth, Mar 15, to the wife of C W Tappenden,a
son.

Moncton, Mar 21, to the wife of Chesley Rushton,a
son,

Luneuburg, Mar 15, to the wife of Titus Knock, &
son.

Kenlville, Mar 16, to the wife of Lindsay Hiltz, a
daughter.

Shubenacadie, Mar 9, to the wife of Wm Miller, a
daughter.

Burlington, Mar 14, to the wife of Willis Marsters,
a daughter,

Shubenacadie, Mar 7, to the wife of George Miller,
a daughter,

Bridgewater, Mar 15, to the wife of Maurice Walsh,
a daughter.

Windsor Forks, Mar 17, to the wife of Isaac Gorm-
ley, a daughter.

Conquerall Bank, Mar 17, te the wife of Capt Alton
Rafuse, & daughter.

AMLARRIED.

Calais, Mar 8, Wm. Porter to Mildred Webber,
Truro, Mar 14, David Lawson, to Lily Murray.
Lunenbarg, Mar 16, Henry Bolivar to 1da Colp,
Colchester, Mar, 7 Jas Graham to Christy Graham,
Wallace, Mar 12, Chester Palmer to Caroline King.
Po:t Elgin, Mar. 19 Stanley Allen, to Josie Parsons
Hants, March 14, Capt Jock Douglas, to Alice Roy.
Chipman, Mar 11, Somers Fiddler to Sarzh Thomp-
son.

—

Glace Bay, Mar. 4 George Hickman to Amelia
Hull.

Colchester, Mar, 18, Ernst McElmon, to Bessie
Reid.

St Stephen, Mar 18, Fred Grant, to Emma Frank-
land.

Murray kﬂu'bor Mar 14 James Bell, to Kosella Jane
Beck.

Princetor, Mar 7, Dr Jas Blenkborn to Mary Chad-

bourn,

Pogwash, Mar. 16, Gertrude Piers, (o Charles A
Wood.

Wilmot, March 12, Philip Hilton, to Mrs Christian
Munlig.

Cumberland, Mar, 12, Margarie Rindress,to Fred
Battye.

Folly Village, Mar 20, Norman Langille to Hattie
uﬂikle.

Melrose, Mass,, Mar 4, Joshua Westhaver, to Lot~
tie Ritchie.

Quincy, Mass, Mar 16, Ernest Inman, to Barbara
McFsdyen.

Sheffield, Mar 26, Dsavid W Burpee, to Bessie
Thom pson,

DIEID.

Halifax, Daniel Larisey, 58.

Halifax, Leo C McLellan, 3.

Lunenbury, Joseph Risser, 92.

Ha.ifax, Thomas Shortall, 86,

Calais, Mar 14, Mrs Chas Hatt 35.

Halifax, Mar 18, Eliza Woods, 50.
Kentville, Feb, 9, Annie Illsley, 15,
Amherst, Mar 20, Aubrey Bell, 16.
Oromocto, Mar 12, Miss M 8 Allan,

Oak Bay, Mar 18, Mary W escott, 62.
Hahfax, Mar 23, Robert Letson, 69.

Baillie, Mar 16, James Miiligan, 67.

Calais, Mar 11, Rhoda Munson. 60,
Amberst, Mar 18, George Rodger 66,
Cumberland, Mar 17, John Smith, 80,

Port Wms, Mar 18, Hannal Chase 52.
Amherst, Mar 17, Mrs Blenkhorn, 68.
Shubenacadie, Mar 17, Mrs D C Snide.
Yarmouth, Mar 21, Richard Trefry, 60.
Clark’s Harbor, Mar 19, Dora Swim, 11.

Old Perlican, Mar 11, Joshu s Burt Sr,

St. Jacques, Mrs Patrick Burke, 80,
Halifax, Mar 20, Maxim J Gaudet, 66,
Glasgow Scotland, Mrs Jamcs Stewart.
Glassville,Mar 8, Mrs Hector McIntosh,
Bridgewater, Mar 15, Wm Hubley, 73.
Queensport, N S, Mar 2, John Enler, 82,
Moncton, Mar 20, Donald McKinnon, 81,
Yarmouth, Mar 22, Harriet Landers, 72.
Csmpobello, Mar 10, Mary Farmer, 23,
Calais, Mar 17, Mrs Solomon Jordan, S1.
Musgrave Town, Mar 9, Jos Oldford, 66.
Halifax, Mar 21, Mrs Gabriel Pitcher, 34.
Richibuecto, Mar 17, James McDougall, 68.
Campobello. Feb 28, Herbert Miichell, 82.
Antigonish, Feb 20, Mrs Arthur Faitf 31,
Ashdale, Hants, Mar 13, Amy Parker, 28.

St Stephen., Mar 16, Joha McWilliam, 60,
Edinburg, Mar 1, Mrs Alexander Murray.
Colchester, Mar 16, Mrs Nathaniel Hughes,
Chocolate Cove, Mar 16, John Han:y, 58,
Woltville, Mar, 16, Blancho Weatherbe, 4,
Little Ridgeton, Mar 15, Mary Trainor, 18.
Shubenscadie, Mar 19, Mrs Daniel Snide, 32.
French Village, Mar 19, Mrs Peter Boutilier.
West Gore, Hante, Mar 16, James McPhee.
Richibucto, N B. Mar 12, Riceard Farrel, 29.
Robbinston, Mar 5, Benjamio Blackwood, 73.
Lunepburg, Mar 14, Mrs Edmunp Silver, 83,
Milltotown, N B, Mar 19, John McGarrigle, 86,
East Glaesville, Mar 10, Clareta May McBrine, &,
Musquodoboit Harbor, Mar 17, John Blakiey, 90.
Upp&r Stewiacke, Mar 14, Mrs Samuel, Creelman,

East Glassville, Mar 17, Delmsa Burns McBrinve,
16 mos,

Jeddore, Mar 24, Lrviois infant of Mr and Mrs J
Jennex, 4.

—

That Cutting Acid that arises from
the stomach and almost strangles, is caused
by fermentation of the food in the stomach.
It is a foretaste of indigestion and dyspep-
sia. Take one of Dr. Von Stan’'s Pineapple
Tablets immediately after eating, and it
will prevent this distress and aid digestion.
6o in a box, 35 cents.—16

RAILROADS,

CANADIAN

PACIFIC
LOW RATE.....

Settlers’
Excursion

BRITISH COLUMBIA AND
PACIFIC COAST POINTS.

gOne way secord class tickets good to start on
Tueadays March 22th, 19th, 26th, April 2and, 9th,
16th, 23rd, 30th, 1901.

RATE FROM S8T. JOHN, N. B.

To Nelson, B. C,
Trail “
Rossland -
Greenwood " .
Vancouver §t 8 ]
Victoria “
Seattle, Wash,, ¢

Equally low rates to points in Colorado, Utahe
Montana, Idabo, Washington, Oregon and Califor,
nia, For particulars of rates, train service, etc.,

write to
IA, J. HEATH.
;D. P. A.. C- Po Rl'
|St. John. N. B,

Intercolonial Railway

On and after MONDAY Mar. 1ith, 1901, trains
will run daily (Sundays excepted) as follows = 4

TRAINS WILL LEAVE 8T. JOHN!

Express for Point du Chene, Campbellton

ANA FAMIRE: 0000 100000° 90000000000060000008000s 7.0
Express for Halifax and Pictousss«+- eseseses, 12,15
Express for SuUSSEX. ot ceecscrtsmnceseriiirans 16.30
Express for Quebec and Montreal..vevasees,.. 17.00
Accommodation for Halifax and Sydney,.eeees 22.1)

A sleeping car will be attached to the train
leaving St. John at 17.95 o’clock for Quebec,and
Montreal. Passengers iransfer at Moncton. S

A sleeping car will be attached to the train
leaving St. John at 22.10 o’clock for Halifax.:

Vestibule, Dining and Sleeping cars on the
Quebec and Montreal express. 7§

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT 8T. JOHK

Express from BusseX cccscescccssvescsssccces ..830
Express from Quebee and Montreal.......... 12.40
Express from Halifax, Picton ard Point du Chene,
........................................... e+ 16.00
Express from Halifax and Campbellton.. .....19,16
Accommodation from Pt. du Chene and Moncton 4

................................... XL o

*Daily, except Monday.
All trains are run by Eastern)jStandard] tima
Twenty-four hours notation,
.D.J§ PngINGIB. :

en. um
Moncton, N. B., March 5, 1901 ;

ClTY TICKET OFFICE,
7 King Street St. Jm' N ‘a“'

™ m———




