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Home, but too weak yet to ventare out Come, 
I want to see you more than I can say. Your 
mere than brother,

To go to Lucien was to see Julia again, to 
place himself between her and that poor man, 
that man to whom be was bound by the ties 
of common danger and comradeship, whom 
beloved with a love passing that of women, 
and who was now chained down forever to 
his chair. What should he do? How escape?

After a long struggle with himself he de
cided to go. “I will see Julia,” said he, “and 
have an explanation. She will underhand 
that there must be nothing more between ns, 
not even a smile, a look, a clasp of the hand. 
Wrong as we were before, now it would be a 
million fold more horrible.”

So ho went to see Lucien. Noirville was in 
his room, and it was Julia who came to meet 
him. She sprung forward, her hands ex
tended. Almost a year had passed since she 
hod seen him. Her beauty was even greater, 
more dazzling than before, prouder and more 
imperious. But she loved Roger, and she 
grew soft and womanly in his presence. 
Roger bowed in respectful silence, not even 
offering his hand.

“Roger! Roger-!” she said. “How much I 
have thought of you. How much I have 
suffered.”

She checked herself suddenly at the expres
sion of unutterable horror depicted on his 
face. Then he spoke :

“Julia, we must bury the past, and may God 
pardon us. I am the friend, the brother of 
Lucien. Do you understand?"

And while she shrunk back suppressing her 
heart's cry for its breaking agony, he went in 
to Lucien. He was lying on a lounge, pale, 
thin, unrecogniznbe and almost without 
breath. His beard had grown. Two wooden 
legs had been adapted to his ÿaimed limbs. 
When he saw Roger his face lighted up, and 
his eyes filled with tears, and the men em
braced with full hearts,

“In what a state you find me, Roger,” said 
Lucien, "showing his wooden legs. “Dr. 
Champeaux told me all, and without you I 
should not be here to day, but after all what 
a poor service it was.” He sighed heavily, 
then said: “But I am very ungrateful If I 
had died what would have become of Julia 
and my children? Alive, even it I cannot 
plead longer, I can at least have an office for 
consultation, agd thus assure them their 
bread.” X

When Roger, seeing how wçak he was, 
wished to retire, Lucien opposed and bode a 
servant call his wife, and she came. *

“Here is Roger Laroque, whom we have met 
as friends before the war. I saved his life; 
he saved mine. I love him like a brother. 
Our families from henceforth, I hope, will be 
but one.” Julia bowed without answering. 
When Roger left she accompanied him, and 
at the moment ho was about to open the outer 
door she seized his arm with an iron grasp.

“So," she said, “you have not one word for 
me?”

He pointed silently toward the room where 
Lucien lay, then said:

“tn the name of pity, if not love for him, 
hush.”

But Julia seemed insane. Her anger grew 
beyond bounds.

“It is finished between us, then; all ended, 
forever!"
''“Roger, scarcely able to articulate, whis
pered hoarsely:

“If I knew some means of effacing, even at 
the most cruel sacrifice, the awful remem
brance of what exists between us I would 
take it at the cost of my life!”

“Roger! Roger!”
“But,” he continued, with profound sad

ness, “your duty is traced clearly, Julia. 
Lucien, mutilated, isolated, needs all your 
devotion, and so your fault will have been, in 
time, expiated. Forme, Ido not know how 
to expiate mine, and must bear its weight 
my whole life through.”

RAILROADS. for an important interview, at one of the 
great stores in the Louvre, at 2 o’clock. Al
ready the chain hung heavy on Roger, who 
now absented himself all he possibly could 
from his wife, so greatly he feared that she 
might divide something of his old relations 
with Julia. Julia's letter was so pressing 
that he did not dare to’disregard it. and he 
went to the place designated, where he found 
her a prey to poignant anxiety.

“Roger," said she, “if you do not save mo I 
am losbi”

When, the next morning, still a prey to 
anxiety, Larouette’s murder was not yet 
known, he went direct to his apartment in 
Rue Malesherbes.
their winter residence, there were a few 
valuable works of art, and Roger thought of 
selling them to assist him out of his difficulties. 
He was arranging this plan when the con
cierge came up with a letter and a package, 
which he said a beautiful lady had left there 
for him a few minutes ago.

One glance at the fine and delicate writing 
showed him from whence it came, and the 
letter bore the same perfume he knew so well 
He made on angry movement, yet opened 
the letter, which read:

“One who knows of your trouble, and whom 
you saved at another time, wishes to aid you 
now in paying you back. You will find in 
the package 100,000 francs. This is that 
pei-son’s revenge.”

With a trembling lwhd he broke the seal of 
the package, and he found he was not dream
ing; the money was there. It was thus nobly 
Julia revenged herself. Roger, in spite of the 
joy at his deliverance, felt his fault weigh 
still more heavily on his heart.

He burned the letter and put the money in 
his pocket and hastened to his shops, where he 
gave the money to his cashier, and then with 

, his heart lightened of the heaviest part of its 
load he tried anew to obtain the 50,000 more 
that were necessary for his next day’s obliga
tions. Bat nowhere did he succed. It seemed 
to him that an evil breath had spread abroad 
the report that he was about to fail So, as a 
last resource, when night fell, he went to the 
club.

There one player seemed to set himself dili ■ 
gently to work to play against him. He did 
not know him, yet there was a faint idea in 
his mind that he hod seen him somewhere, 
but he soon forgot that in the excitement of 
play. The only other thing that attracted 
his attention was that his friend the Baron 
De Cey, entering the room, came up behind 
Luversan, for it was he, and tapped him on 
the shoulder, saying: “You, my dear 
Roger?’ But Luversan tuntd and the baron 
saw his mistake and begged Luversan’s par
don, saying he had mistaken him for H. 
Laroque.

“You are quite excusable, sir. I have been 
taken for him before.”

Roger won, and as soon as he saw that he 
had gained wbat he so needed, resolved not to 
risk one franc of it, and be retired from the 
game and took the train for home, and it was 
tins night that his wife had heard him sing! 
And the next morning he was arrested.

The morning after his arrest he was brought 
before the judge. His reflections during this 
night were not pleasant, and he torturai his 
brain as to tow he could save himself without 
betraying Julia; for it was impossible to tell 
the truth. To avow that he had lent Julia 
this money was to avow all; to dishonor her; 
her unhappy and infirm husband 
and forever incapable of defending his honor. 
Lucien, his friend, his brother; and Hen
riette! Ho; at the price of his life he would 
not tell.

How, questioned by the judge on every and 
all points, he could only say:

“I am not guilty. There is a fatality 
against me. I can explain nothing more, as 
I hav.e already told you all I know. As to 

or the money I received, I can say nothing. 
You must believe what you will.”

“I admit for the moment the existence of 
that mysterious debtor/but how is it that 
Larouette’s rrfcney comes into his possession? 
One of you two, then, must be the assassin, 
and if you would not pass as his accomplice.
I beg you to tell his name.”

The insinuation of the judge struck Roger 
like the lash of a whip. Was Julia the assas
sin? But that idea appeared so absurd to 
him that ho did not entertain it a minute. 
And yet she had said to him that last day: 
“If ever you have misfortune remember I 
shall have had a hand in it”

“My debtor could not have done such a 
thing any more than I, and it does not con
cern you what the name is. I have always 
and shall always refuse to give it.”

“You destroy yourself.”
“That is between me and my conscience.” 
“There is another proof, of which we have 

not heretofore spoken, irrefutable, terrible 
and painful above all others.”

“Tell it to me. Perhaps I can refute that 
easier than I can the others.”

“You were seen at the time you entered 
Larouette’s house, an instant before the mur
der.”

“Who saw that?”
“Two witnesses; a woman and a little 

girl”
“A woman and a little girl! Bring them, 

then," said Roger, laughing, as if feeling re
lieved. “Let them see me and then say if 
they saw me commit this criine.”

“You shall see them in a few moments,” 
said the judge.

“At last I see one ray of hope,” said Roger, 
as they led him back to his cell.

“Bring in Mme. Laroque alone,” said the 
judge.

These two unhappy creatures, Henriette 
and Suzanne, had been ordered to present 
themselves at Versailles, and with all their 
remnant of strength they braced themselves 
for this new ordeal. Suzanne said: “Do not 
fear, mother; I shall remember.”

When Henriette appeared before M. Lig- 
nerolles, the judge, she seemed to not have 
one drop of blood lefj in her whole body. 
Her beautiful eyes were sunken, and at 
times she made gestures so wild that one 
might have thought her mad. A chair was 
given her and she sank feebly into it.

“My mission is a painful one, madame. 
You must know its motive; still, I shall not 
recommence the terrible interrogatory that 
you have borne already from M. Lacroix and 
of which he has furnished me the notes.”

“You could, then, have spared me this, as I 
do nothing but repeat that word for 

word.”

The eyes were hard, the nose larger, with 
narrow nostrils, the forehead lower and the 
eyebrows bushier.

Who was this man? Clever, sharp, with
out scruples, he began his career as employe 
in a commercial house. They saw him about 
the Louvre a year. Then came the war and 
he had disappeàrad. He had drifted from 
one army to the other, spying for French 
and Germans alike, for whoever paid him 
best, having one object in view—to get rich 
and to launch himself into a grand business 
as soon as peace was declared.

During the days preceding the battle of 
Culmiers, Rogers, then officer of the commis
sary, was following a road near the forest of 
Mnrchenoir, having been sent out with a small 
reconnoitering party, numbering about thirty 
men, commanded by a lieutenant. A peasant 
ran toward them and told them that a guard 
of Prussian infantry, composed of some 
twenty men, had just installed themselves at 
a farm about two miles further on, and were 
annoying the people. The lieutenant placed 
full confidence in this man, but Roger felt 
that he was not sincere, and watching his 
chance managed to get beside him, and, hold
ing a cocked revolver in his hand, said:

“If I find you have deceived me I will blow 
your brains out.”

The peasant, a great broad shouldered 
dark oomplexioned mail, said nothing, but 
looked at Roger as if he knew him. They 
reached the farm and surrounded it. After 
making a slight show of resistance the Prus
sians laid down their arms, and the French 
were so sure of their victory that they were 
tin-own off their guard, when, like a sudden 
burst of flame, the ceflars, the stables and 
bams poured forth 200 men, who surrounded 
the French in an instant Roger, furious, 
looked for the peasant who had led them into 
this trap. In the confusion he had escaped, 
but Roger’s keen eyes found him out and he 
sent a pistol ball into the traitor’s left 
shoulder, which, however, did no serious in
jury. Still it served to arouse a feeling of 
revengeful rage, but Roger, after firing that 
shot, managed to escape into the dense forest 
of Marcbenoir, and he at last reached his 
command.

Three days later the German army, beaten, 
had abandoned Orleans, and among the 
stragglers who gathered around the French 
army Roger saw the very man who had be
trayed bis comrades. He was dressed dif
ferently, had shaved off his mustache and 
imperial, but all to no purpose, and Roger at 
once seized upon him, and, in spite of every 
effort to escape, captured him and handed 
him over to the authorities. He was searched, 
and a large sum of German and French 
money was found concealed upon him, and 
though he made the most strenuous efforts to 
prove his inuocence he was tried and con
demned to be shot at daybreak.

His money was confiscated and he placed 
under guard, but when morning came he 
was gone. He had somehow surprised the 
guard and strangled him, and, dressed in the 
dead man’s hat and coat, made his escape, 
leaving these words on a scrap of paper 
pinned to the wall :

“To the sub-officer who caused my arrest 
and used his utmost efforts to hate me 
executed: My turn comes next. Remember!
Mathais Zuber.”

From this time on Mathais Zuber,
Luversan—no one knows which name really 
belonged to him—fostered a bitter hatred for 
Roger. He only had pierced his treacherous 
falsity, and through him the money for 
which he had sold his soul 
him, and he left destitute when he had 
dreamed such golden, ambitious possibilities, 
and, after the war was over, he had con
stantly watched Roger in the hope of some 
day getting liis revenge; and now he was 
séekiug an interview with Julia De Noirville 
td that very end.

“You wished to speak with me?”
“Yes, madame.”
“I am listening,” said she uneasily, as some

how the man terrified her.
In a few words, couched; however, in the 

most ceremoniously polite phraseology, he 
gave her to understand that he knew her 
secret regarding Roger, knew of the loan he 
had made her, and how Roger had broken off 
all his old relations with her. He made no 
secret that he hated Roger and wanted ven
geance, and he knew that Julia was only too 
anxious herself to be revenged. In vain she 
tried to deny. .She was obliged to bow her 
head.

“Well,” said she, “but wait two or three 
days. I will make one last effort, and if that 
does not succeed I will join with you.”

Julia saw Roger and said:
“Roger, are you determined to break my 

heart? I love you so much, Roger. No one 
can ever love you half as well. O Roger, 
do not cast me off like this.”

He looked at her pityingly, hut passed in 
silence on toward Lucien’s room.

“Roger, listen. One last word. If you 
force me, I shall hate you, and you will have 
everything to fear from my hatred.”

Roger, saddened and grieved, retired with
out one word. Eight days later Julia, her 
eyes flaming, said to Mathias Zuber: “I give 
you full liberty; revenge us both!”

He went to work first with Larouette, whom 
he knew, and it was through his advice that 
Larouette refused delay to Roger, and the 
same night Luversan,-or Mathias Zuber, 
went to Larouette’s house to rob him. Zuber 
knew that he resembled Roger, and thought 
if in the day a mistake in their persons might 
be made, in the night it would be still easier, 
so he copied Roger’s clothes, trusting to that 
to make the resemblance complete. He had 
not intended to kill Larouette, but during the 
old man's resistance his hat fell off, and so, not 
to be accused by the old man, who called his 
name, he had lost his coolness and shot him 

Months followed without bringing much ..
change in tho situation. In spite of himself, . Gn the night of this murder Roger, a prey« “ m» - e™—. “* ttS’Ksr&'srasss
wife, met frequently, at one house or the not bear to see his wife, whose father had left 
other. Lucien was as far as ever from re- him a prosperous business, which ho had fin
alizing the truth, and Henriette never sus- periled by his detire to grow rich faster than 
pecte<l it. Every time Julia and Roger met, the older man would have considered safe, 
when they could not speak, her eyes suppli- and, though Henriette was gentle and loving, 
cated him, but he remained inflexible. with such a cause for reproach might she not

Lucien’s health remained very delicate, and reproach him, and with justice? She was not 
had it not been for a few fortunate specula- strong, and the privations his bankruptcy 
tions-he made under the direction ot a broker would force upon her would be keenly felt, 
named Luversan he might have been in real and Suzanne, his beautiful little girl, where 
need. would be the means to rear her and educate

The war had been well nigh fatal also to her according to her rare intelligence? He 
Roger’s business, and it was with great diffi- could not face them while still under this un- 
culty that he could meet his obligations and certainty. At least let them have one more 
keep his business going until the summer of night of repose. So he wandered here and 
1872, when uur story opens. there in the woods near his house. Following ,

It was just at this juncture and under these a narrow bridle path he wandered blindly 
circumstances that Larquette claimed the j on, not knowing or caring where hq went, 
payment of the money which so distressed j He threw himself upon the ground, and the 
Roger to pay. more he tried to think of a way out of his

Wber; Larouette had come into possession troubles the deeper they seemed, until at last 
of his uncle’s fortune, one afternoon a young his heated brain could see no other way to es- 
man of 25 yeare or thereabouts—large, dark cape her merited reproach and the sorrow 
complexioned.with wide shoulders—presented aud disgrace of bankruptcy but by suicide, 
himself at the lawyer’s - house and asked to and filled with that idea he rose and stag- 
see Mine. De Noirville. He was the broker gerqd along down to the edge of the river, 
with whom Lucien bad had relatioi* in his where he stumbled and fell, hia pis- 
rcccnt speculations. Julia knew him by sight, tol, which he held in his hand, 
having met him before in her husband’s room, going off by accident. His hat 
And one day, while ho was waiting to be re- relied down, and to stop it he put his foot 
ceivetl by M. De Noirville, ho stood with his upon it, and then as he gathered it up, all 
back turned as she entered the room. |5he bent and dented, he laughed, as though the 
thought it was Roger Laroque who was accident had happened to another and he had
standing there, and sprang, forward, saying: seen it. The laugh, or the fall, or the pistol Francisco Chronicle.

“Roger, one word.” shot, had taken the desire for suicide, tor the
He turned, and she gave a cry of surprise, moment, from his mind, and he said to him- i..

It was Luversan. The same carriage of the self: “Roger, be a man. This is cowardly;” r 1 ne lei.tU-y magazine will.ncxt month 
bead, the same height end build, same beard and he went directly home, and the rest we : lor ont* "mom its history, print
and hair, but there ended tho resemblance, know, as regards what passed in that home. , Hull ten of -:>0,000 copies.

THEDeems.”
In that little apartment.I
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(ALL RAIL LINE.)

A RRANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in effect Oc-
A tober 24th. 1887. Leaves St. John Intcr-
«donial Station—Eastern Standard Time.
8.40 a. m—Express for Bangor, Portlan 1, Bos- 

• ton and points west, and for Fredericton, 
St. Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock 
Presoue Isle, Grand Falls and Kdmundston, 
with Pull nan Parlor Oar for Bangor.

3.45 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points.
S.30p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For Bangor,

Portland, Boston, and all points west, (except 
Saturday and Sunday nights), for Houlton, 
Woodstock, St. Stepuen, Presque Isle and 
Grand Falls, with Pullman Sleeping Car for 
Bangor.

ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.
5.46 a.m—(Except Monday Morning)—From Ban

gor, Portland. Boston and all points west, 
and from St. Stephen, Houlton and Woodstock, 
Presque, Isle and Edmundaton.

10.00 a.m—From Fredericton and intermediate 
points.
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SUNDAY READINGViJ v.

§1ÈI
A Published in the Maritime Provinces.

§ilFrom Bangor, Portland, Boston and all 
points west, and from Fredericton. St. 
Andrews, St Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, 
Grand Falls and Presque Isle.

iM4.10 p.i

F|3° Every Family should buy 
it and read it.H y

CABLETOS.
8.25 a. in—For FairyiHe. and for Banger and all 

pointa west., Fredericton, St. Stephen, St. 
Andrews, Houlton and Woodstock and points 
north.

S.30 Ji.m—For Fairville, and for Fredericton, and 
intermediate points.

ARRIVE AT CARL ETON.
10.10 a.m—From Fairville and Fredericton.
4.20 p.m—From Fairville and points west,

F. W. CRAM, 
tien. Manager.

J. F. LEAVITT, Gen. Phsa. and Ticket Agent.
St. John. N. B., Oetober'17. 1887.
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1Roger, if you do not save me l am lost" 
“What has happened?”
She told him that which we know, and 

when she had finished he said:
“So you are in debt 100,000 francs. Very 

well. I will give them to you, ouly the sum is 
so large for me to spare that it will take md 
fifteen days at the least to get it together. 
Will your creditors wait until then?”

“I think so, when I tell them they can have 
it then. But at least tell me, will it injure 
the prosperity of your business to spare this 
sum? I will not accept it if it does.”

“Bo tranquil on that score.”
“Betides, Roger, I only accept it as a loan 

to repay. I will be wiser hereafter. Since I 
have your love what else do I want? Is that 
not enough to fill my life!”

She left the store first for fear of observa
tion in so crowded a place. Yet, with all her 
precaution, a man followed her home, and 
when she had gone up stairs to her apart
ments he asked the porter who it was, and he 
answered readily and unsuspiciously, “Mme. 
de Noirville, the lawyer’s wife.”

Fifteen days later Roger gave her the 
money and she was saved.

Grave events took place in France at this 
time. War with Prussia was declared, and 
one day Roger Laroque and Lucien, to their 
great surprise, found themselves engaged in 
the same regiment, the Sixth cavalry. When 
Roger met Lucien bis first movement was to 
draw back, but Lucien held out his hand joy
fully, as if glad to see him there.

The life iu common, the dangers and diffi
culties surmounted together, the thousand 
painful incidents of the campaign, valiantly 
borne, brought them together in spite of 

.5 30 Roger, who felt his conscience prick him at 
every kind word and every grasp of the hand 
Lucien gave him.

Roger felt every day growing deeper in his 
heart a singular sense of need of repairing by 
some heroic action the wrong he had done 

Chief Sepcrindendent. Lucien, as far as it lay in human power, even 
with his own blood. But Fate was inflexible

_____  , and favored Lucien alone, for one day ma
_ reconnoisance Roger received a spent ball on

the head, which rendered him insensible. 
EMBETA tif Balls whistled around them, and as he fell 

those who saw him thought him dead. The 
1 dragoons were approaching and the French 
had to fly, but Lucien, who was strong, 
seized Roger and laid him across his horse, 
and spurring the poor creature followed bis 
comrades with his burden.

An hour later Roger regained conscious
ness and mounted his own horse, which had 
followed tiie rest in their flight Roger was 
somber and shamed and his brows drawn as 
he said:

EASTERN STANDARD TIME. y?U V ***** ,G<X^ 18 my witne8J
„ ............ .... _ < _ „ . that I stand ready to do for you as much and

ON AND AFTER SATURDAY, Feb. 5, Trains morp » 
will rnn daily (Sundays ezeepted), as follows;— . ... . ,
LEAVE ST. JGHN at 2.09 p. m„ and Carleton at ,lTI;uclen smlled a"d reached out lus hand: 

2^5 p. m., for St George, St. Stephen, and in- “I know you are, Roger. Let us say no more 
termediate points, arriving in St. George at aboutit This is common to warfare.”
5.14 p. m.; St Stephen at 7,42 p. m. Roger spoke uo more, but grew more and

more somber and melancholy, but his friend
ship for Lucien grew deeper and greater.

■> The 1st of September came. The battle of 
Sedan commenced with dawn. Roger and 
Lucien were iu the beat of it, when àn obus 
burst, crushing both Lucihn’s legs. Witness 
to this dreadful wound Roger with his troops 
were obliged to leave the battlefield with the 
other refugees, almost wild with grief and 
horror, and having before his eyes the specter 
of his dead friend.

Roger hid under the ramparts of Sedan, 
and fell asleep from fatigue and slept until 
evening fell, when he awoke and thought of 
Lucien. “Poor friend!” said he. “He died 
doing his duty; I must do mine. I will find 
him and bury him there, where he fell.”

He went out of the city, though broken with 
hunger and weariness, and with a stick for 
support took his way back to the battlefield. 
After a long search he found him lying upon 
the ground with both legs crushed. But 
Lucien’s heart still beat faintly in spite of bis 
horrible wounds. Then Roger had a hope. 
If it- were only possible to save him! He 
heard voices and called loudly, and in 
French he received his answer, and soon somo 
of the “Red Cross” society with a stretcher 
came. When he showed them Lucien 'they 
said:

“He is dying. It is useless to move him.” 
“But he is not dead.”
“We cannot save him. No one could; 

and there are hundreds of others who are 
wounded needing us now.”

But Roger supplicated them, and at last 
they placed Lucien on tho stretcher and took 
Mm to the surgeons, who looked at him and 
said:

“It is useless to spend our time with him, 
while we might save others. He lias but a 
few minuted to live."

Desperate, Roger took his way to asurgeon 
who lived in the city, and by dint of prayers 
gained permission to bring Lucien to bis 
bouse, and though he also considered the case 
utterly hopeless, promised to do all be could 
in the forlorn hope of saving the wounded 
man. Roger gave the doctor his own ntnl 
Lucien’s address and what money he had, 
and left. The next morning he was a prisoner 
and was taken to Coblentz, where he was 

DK-mn»vrTxrr. ,, kept for two mouths, when he escaped.
Md b.ut.s°t 1,0“nswpr-

at seven o’clock, due^at Indiantown about two p.m. and he tried to get into Pans to see his wife 
Fare one dollar. Freight? reduced to very low and child, but uselessly, so he joined the army
Emersion Tickets issued to Fredericton and all "“Ch WaR flgUtins f ^ A«ai? heA l*3 

intermediate stops on Saturday afternoons, good taken prisoner, und again escaped. After 
to return free on following Monday, but no return the commune he returned to Paris, and found 
tlN.eB!2fcot^tion™^de with New Brunswick his wife and diild well, though mourning him 
Railway for Woodstock, Aroostook, Edmundston, for dead. At once he telegraphed to Medan 
etc., and with Northern and Western Railway for to Dr. Champeaux, who answered: “Noir- 
Doaktcwn, Chatham, etc. yjRe out of danger; amputated both legs:

shall accompany him to Paris in a few days.”
Soon after this he received a letter from 

Lucien. “Dear friend,” it ran, “I never 
hope! to see you again I am at Rue do
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Richmond Street

R. W. McCARTY, Haymarket Square. 
JOHN GIBBS, Sydney Street
JAMES CRAWFORD, comer Duke and 

Carmarthen.
R. A. H. MORROW, Garden Street

JAMES CRAWFORD, Main Street 
Portland.

J. D. ROBERESON, Wall Street,Portland 

R. E. COUPE, Main Street, Portland.
ALBERT McARTHUR, Main Street,. 

Portland.

JAMES McKINNEY, corner Charlotte 
and St James Street

J. BROWN, Indiantown Post Office.

G. W. HOBEN, Union Hall, Portland 
WM. ROBERTSON, Exmouth street
E. WALSH, comer Clarence and Brus

sels streets,
D. J. GILLIS, Marsh Road.
KING & IRWIN, comer Princess and 

Charlotte street
THOS. L. DEAN, comer Duke and'Car- 

marthen streets.
RICHARD EVANS, comer Carmarthen 

and Brittain streets. *
L. E. DEFOREST, Coburg street 

' NEWS STAND Intercolonial Passenger 
Depot

W. MALONEY, comer Dnke and Sydney 
streets.

P. DAVIS, Mill Street

H. D. McLEOD, .. 
Snpt. Southern Divieion.

I

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY.
1877 SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 1887 I

nd after MONDAY, June* 13th 1887
ic trainsof this Railway will run daily 
y excepted) as follows:— was now

Trains will Leave St. John.
Day Exrirss TW

11 00IN.
16 35

for HautpaxAQcctbc . _ -22_15_
A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 22 15 train 

4» Halifax.
Ob TuMdfly,Thur9<layandS^UTda>', a Sleeping

Express, and on Monday, Wednesday and Friday 
a Sleeping Car will be attached at Moncton.

Trains will Arrive at St. John:
Express from Halifax A Qckbrc
Express from Sussex..............»...
Aocowo 
Day Exp

was taken from
8 3»

12 86DATION 
RK9S.. 18 00

All Tnuns are run by Eastern Standard Time.
D. POTTINGER,

Railway Ofpide,
Moncton, N. B., June 8th,71887.

a
%

»
: \ AF I

M Mem May. v,

ST. STEPHEN â ST. JOHN.

mm

m 1

LEAVE St. Stephen at 7.30 a. m.: 8t. George at 
KUM a. m.: arriving in Carleton at 1.00 p. m.; St 9John at 1.15 p. m.
Freight, up to 500 or 600 lb?.—not large in bulk 

—will be received by James Moclson, 40 Water 
street, up to 5 p, m.; All larger weight? and bulky 
freight mu?t be delivered at the Warehouse, 
Carleton, before 6 p. m.

Baggage will be received and delivered at 
Moulston’s, Water Street, where a.truckman will 
be in attendance.

J. N. GREENE, Eanager.
Bl W. HOLT, Superindendent.

r-
“Our families from henceforth will ht as 

one."
“Roger, do not leave me 

of love!”
“Adieu, Julia.”
“Roger, Roger. It is true then?”
“Yes; true, so help me God.”
“Very well, then. Now, listen 

Roger, I love you. It is my excuse, not my 
fault. But if you leave me this way, throw 
aside my love like an unworthy thing, I will 
never pardon you, and the day that mis
fortune falls heavy upon yon remember that 
I shall not be a stranger to its cause !”

without one word
FAIRVILLE.

STEAMERS. C. F. TILTON.

ST. STEPHEN.to me.

initial Steams! Co’y, C. H. SMITH & CO.

ST. ANDREWS.-----FOR----

BOSTON! JOHN S. MAGEE.

FREDERICTON.
W. T. H. FENETY.

CHAPTER VL---- VIA----

EASTPOBT AND PORTLAND.
WOODSTOCK.can

QOMMENCrNG MONDAY, MAY *9th, and 
until farther notice, Steamers of this line 

will leave Jofm every Monday, Wednesday 
FrldQy at 8 a.m., for Eastport, Portland 

and Boston; and every Saturday evening at 
7.30 for Boston direct.

K*turning, will leave Boston at 8.30 a.m, 
Monday, Wednesday and Friday, Portland at 5 p. 
m., same days, for Eastport and St. John.

Also leave Boston for St. John via Annapolis 
every Thursday at 8 a. m. ,

G. W. VANWART.!To be Continued.!
MONCTON.

NOT DECIDED.
“So you’ve gqt a wife,” said Jones to a 

newly married man.
“Don’t know, don’t know,” replied the 

man, with evident hesitation. “Some
times I think I’ve got her, and sometimes 
I think she’s got me- You see, I’ve only 
been married a few months, and I can’t 
tell just yet how tho blamed combination 
is going to turn out.”

WHAT DID SHE MEAN ?
‘Mith Tlnnith,” he asked, as he drew up 
his collar and adjusted his single eye 
glass, “do you believe in the Darwinian 
theory, believe that man is dethended 
from a monkey ?”

“No" she replied, surveying him from 
head to foot,,“I believe the very reverse.”

W. H. MURRAY.

SUSSEX.
H. A. WHITE.

HAMPTON.
Dn. MacPHERSON, .

ALBERT.

____________ ^ II. V. CHISHOLM. Agent

Union Line. L. M. WOOD,

CHARLOTTETOWN.
T. L. CHAPPELL.

FALL ARRANGEMENT.
/COMMENCING SATURDAY. OCTOBER. 1st.

tho splendid Steamer David Weston will 
leave Indiantown, for Iredericton, Gibson and 
Intermediate Stops, as follows, (local time), viz: 
on Wednesday and Friday mornings at nine 
o’clock, and on Monday and Saturday afternoons 
at five o’clock.

t EASTPORT.
E. 9. WAIDE.

SHEDIAC.
A PRACTICAL ATPLtCATiq^.

The two-and-a-half-year-old was watch
ing the fog effect the cold had on his 
roung breath, and tickled with it he was 
ireathing his lungs out.

“What are you doing that for ?" said 
his mother.

“I’m blowin’ the dust out of me.”—San

FRED. H. SMITH.

AMHERST.
G. F. .BIRD.

ST.2MARTINS.
M. KELLY.

R. B. HUMPHREY, Manager. 
Office atlWharf, Indiantown. YARMOUTH

8t John City Agency, 
at 11. Chubb A Co.’e, P. Wm. St. WM. BYRNE.

»
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