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T ВВГОШ RAILWAY
3KNGER TRAINS WILL LEAVE INTER 
>LONIAL RAILWAY Station, St. John, at
10 8. m.—Fast Express for Bangor, Portland, 
m and points west; also tor Fredericton, St. 
•7е» St-Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Presque 
Grand Falls and Edmundston.
WTLLMA* PABLOB CAB ШТ. JOHN TO ВОвТОМ.
W a. m^T-For Bangor and points west, Feeder- 
8t. Andrews, St-Stephen, Houlton and Wood-

Ito sta2m?XPre** for ^re*1*oton an(1 inter- 

IOto «.—Might Express tor Bangor, Portland, 
n and points west ; also for St. Stephen, Honl- 
Yood stock, Presque Isle and Grand Falls.
tXKAX SLKBPme CAB ST. JOB* TO BAXOOB.

HSTURMIMG TO ST. JOB* PBOM

Ййгйй1" Car ‘tt*Cbed 1 ,7-3°l>-
ICC boro at 1Г1.15; fll.15 a. m.; 2.21 p. m. 
odstock at f7M; flOAO a. m. ; fS.OO p. m. 
ilton at fT.IO; flO.30 a. m.; f8.l0 p. m.
Stephen at f»A0 a. m.; f 12.30; f«A5 p. m. 
Andrews at f7.00 a. m. 
dcricton at f6.00; fll.30 a. m,; f3.50 p. m. 
iving in St.John at 1Г5.46; f8.30a. m.; f2.25;

LEAVE CARL ETON FOB FAIRVILLE.
0 Ж m.—Connecting with 8.50 a. m, train from 

0 p, m.—Connecting with 4.45 p. m. train from

EASTERN STANDARD TIME, 
ns marked f run daily except Sunday, 
t Saturday. ITDaily except Monday.

F. W. CRAM, Gen. Manager. 
McLEOD, Supt. Southern Division.

A. J. HEATH,
Gen. Pass. Agent, St. John, N. B.

fDelly

;ercolonial Bailway.

I-Soimer АггаврепИШ

THE

:olDDial Express Company
(Limited).

irds Merchandise, Money and Packages ol 
escription; collects hills with Goods, Drafts, 
id Accounts.
ng daily (Snnday excepted), with Special 
fers in charge, over the entire line of the 

ial Railway, connecting at Riviere du2
idian Express Company,
>ints in the Provinces of Quebec and Ontario 
Western States, and at St. John with the /

irican Express Company,
.ints in the Eastern and Southern States, 
i offices in Snmmersidn and Charlottetown, 
European Express forwarded and received

turc Goods or Goods in Bond promptly 
to and forwarded with despatch.

1 rates for large Consignments, and further 
ion on applieatii 
BYRCE,
Superintc

J. R. STONE, t

PARK HOTEL,
fttcly been REFITTED and FURNISHED, 
ten to the publie, for permanent and trail 
rders, where they will find a home with 
ention paid to their 
—81.50 and $2.

comfort.

E. H. WHITE, Proprietor,
____ King Square, St. John, N. B.

J EEN HO TE L, '

FKEDEKICTON, N. B.
EDWARDS - Proprietor.

SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTION. 
First Class Livery- Stable, 
s at trains and bouts.

UOTT’S HOTEL,
2 Germain Street, St. John, N. B.

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS.

its - - #1.00 Per Day.
*ea, Bed and Breakfast, 75 Cents.

ELLIOTT . Proprietor.

lFE ROYAL,
Domville Building,

Kin and Prince Wm. Streets.

SERVED AT ALL HOURS.

DINNER A SPECIALTY. 

Pool Room in Connection.

:lliam CLARK.

YAL HOTEL,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

RAYMOND, Proprietor.
’"TO ВIA HOTEL,-
(formerly waverly),

o 87 King Street
ST. JOHN, N. B.

ІсСОВШСК - - - Proprietor, 
warden Hotel,
rince Wm. and Duke Sts.,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

DONWAY . . Proprietor.
irms, #1 Per Day.

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, JUNE 30.
IN A PAM COUNTRY. v stranger їжу gasping feebly, 

stored consciousness.
4‘What is the matter with yon?” she 

asked, crisply.
He looked up at her, standing straight 

and tall in her white dress.
“I've eaten nothing for 48 hours,” he 

said quietly.
Speech and voice were clear and soft. 

Miss Allison found herself conscious of a 
glimmer of friendly interest.

“Can you get into the house?” with 
matter-of-fact coolness ; “I will find you 
something to eat.”

He raised himself weakly as she went 
away. Miss Allison, looking up presently 
from her struggles with the cooking-stove 
fire, found him standing in the doorway re
garding her out of hollow, sunken eyes. 
She had lighted a lamp, and Tom’s revolver 
lay within reach.

A faint smile crossed the man’s pale lips. 
Miss Allison saw it, and a little flash of 
temper sent color and light into her checks 
and eyes.

“I need accounting for?” answering the 
flash.

“You do, certainly,” sharply. “There’s 
bread and a glass of wine beside you. 
Drink it and lie down till this coffee boils.”

He obeyed her. When Miss Allison 
went to him presently with her coffee, she 
found him asleep. And from the wounded 
arm a dark stream dripped slowly.

Miss Allison set down her tray, and 
turned faint and sick. Then she roused 
him gently.

“Look at your arm. What is the mat-

os for. I dodged the mob and took to the 
timber. I never knew what became of the 
other man.”

“I suspect he is the one I helped out of 
the state the night I left you alone, Molly.”

Some weeks later Rob McKenzie was 
going through the ceremony of fitting a 
diamond solitaire on Miss Allison’s left- 
hand index finger.

“Oh, the beauty ! Where did you get 
it?”

“I brought it with* me,” coolly.
“Upon my word,*Rob McKenzie! And 

you took this for granted ?”
“I made up my mind one night in Sep

tember, between here and theMississippi 
River, that I would marry Molly Allison if 
I could get her, and I did my best:”—Pleas
ant Hours.

but with re tire discovery of Tom’s blander. His face 
was in strong relief as, with one hand, he 
did his work slowly and awkwardly.

“You are sure you can use it?”
Somehow there seemed a curious change 

in their relations.
The swift ponies knew the firm little 

the reins. The trail was 
r, and the five miles van-

For bitter bread and wine made salt with team 
The wanderer lavished all hie golden store,

And waking dreamed he passed through plenteous 
years-

Until he dreamed no more.

Then, weak and weary, but himself, he saw 
Surroundings speaking Famine gaunt and grim, 

And such bright scenes as Memory’s pencils draw 
Rose up in mind to him.

smooth as a 
ished behind them. In the clear darkness 
of the west burned a low, red light.

“There’s your train. Tie station is just 
ahead. I shall wait here till I see that you 
get away.” It was the first word that had

“Though here I want, my father’s servants feast t 
To him I’U go and all my sins condemn,

And own, ‘I am less worthy than the least :
Make me as one of them !’ ”

E’en as he went, the father's arms he met ;
And ere his piteous tale was quite began,

In his own office he by Love was set—
No servant, but a son !

She pulled her horses down to a walk.
“I hope,” forcing herself to improvCthe 

occasion, “that you won’t do it again.”
“Get caught for a horse-thief?” pleasant

ly. “I certainly shall try to avoid it.”
It did not sound penitent. Miss Allison 

experienced a revulsion of feeling.
“You had better get down here,” she 

said.
He alighted slowly and with difficulty. 

Then he turned towards her, and she saw 
his face pale in the shadow of Tom’s 
slouched hat. »

“I do not want you to think that I do 
not know that you are saving my life, and 
that not one woman in a thousand would 
have hail the nerve to do what you have 
done.” There was no question of earnest
ness in his voice now.

“I hope you’ll mend your ways
“Will you tell me your name ?” 

ing her speech.
“Mary Allison.”
“Thank you.” He turned and took a 

few steps away. “Excuse me,” diffiden ly, 
forgetting his abandoned character, tie 
was at her side again. “Have you—have 
you”—desperately— “any money?”

“Very little”—quietly. “Take this, 
then,” dropping a purse into his hand. 
“And I wish you’d tell me,” with a sudden 
impulse, 11 did you take the horse?”

“Upon my word, no.”
She bent towards him.
“Good-by,” putting out a bare white

He took it with frank earnestness, held it 
a brief minute, and then the darkness swal
lowed lum up.

Miss Allison sat and waited. The low 
rumble grew more and more distinct—the 
red light came sliding towards her out of 
the gloom with an awful unswerving cer
tainty in its advance. She saw the pause— 
the signaling swing of the conductor’s lan
tern as the scarce checked motion began 
again, and turned her horse’s head towards 
home.

If Miss Allison lives a hundred years, she 
will never forget that drive. Now that she 
was tree from the companionship of a des
perate character, and behind a pair of thor
oughly broken, swift-paced horses, with 
Tom’s revolver really loaded beside her, 
and not one chance in ten thousand of 
wanting it, she was frightened. The air 
was full of starshine ; in the east a faint 
white glow just indicated the coming dawn. 
The awfulness of the night oppressed her 
beyond endurance. She cried all the way 
home, sobbing convulsively while she un
harnessed her ponies and restored every
thing to order ; after which, with her cold 
little feet in the stove-oven, she drank a 
cup of still hot coffee, and then went to bed 
and to sleep, where Tom found her at nine 
o’clock the next morning.

A month later Tom wanted that coat and 
hat, and failing to find them, raised the usual 
masculine whirlwind about their disappear-

“Molly Allison, you’re responsible ! If 
the country produced image-venders, I 
should say you had been making a trade !”

She shook her head, but with the color 
mounting in her face.

mps !” he said, accusingly ; and 
poor Molly shuddered to think how much, 
much worse it really wâs. “You wouldn’t 
like it, I dare say, if I should go encourag
ing pauperism with your frocks and things,” 
he grumbled, trying to reconcile himself to 
another garment.

He came back from the station with

“Visitors coming, Molly.”
“Who and when?”
“Rob McKenzie. You don’t know Rob. 

He was a classmate of mine. He’s coming 
next week to spy out the land. I haven’t 
heard of him since I came out here.”

Rob McKenzie, alighting at the small, 
sunny signal statio 
week, found a stylish apn 
dress and prettv garden hat waiting on the 
platform.

“You arc Mr. McKenzie ?” a pleasant 
voice said. “I am Mary Allison. Tom 
sprained his ankle last night and couldn’t 
come.”

Mr. McKenzie seemed rather a quiet 
young man. Miss Allison drove her ponies 
and chattered away in the unrestrained de
light of having a stranger to talk with—or 
rather to—and some one fresh from the 
good times that seemed doubly good in 
recollection.

Our Father! all Thy gifts were misappUcd ;
Fainting and friendless In far lands we roam ; 

Yet in Thy house we may be satisfied :
Oh, guide onr footsteps home !

Sawdust Turning Into Soil.
Did any ol the Timberman readers ever 

make a study of sawdust turning into soil ? 
Doubtless many have, in some measure, 
given the idea a passing thought, but have 
not watched the action of nature in resolv
ing back again into its original elements 
the capital she had lent out over a thousand 
years ago, to build up the stock in trade of 
a pine tree. The study is one of engross
ing interest, and its results are well worthy 
of a brief notice in these columns. Twenty- 
five years ago, East Saginaw, Mich., was a 
scattering hamlet, built here and there 
among and along the edges of swamps and 
bayous, bordering the Saginaw river. The 
sawdust and debris of the mills were ûsed 
to fill up these inequalities, more for the 
purpose of getting rid of the annoying ac
cumulations, than from any well defined 
knowledge of the value of such material, 
or its possible use as a future soil. From 
year to year the work went on. The 
swamps and bayous were filled up, 
and soil was spread on top of the 
sawdust of variable thicknesses, from six
teen inches to two feet. Strange as it 
may seem there was no settling of the 
ground, and heavy buildings were erected 
upon the soil thus made. These buildings 
are the best in the city, and show no 
cracked walls. Sewers are dug through 
what was formerly a bed of sawdust, and 
while traces of the original material can yet 
be found, still there is a clear evidence of 
the transformation process going on, beheld 
in each shovel of matter thrown out. It 
would be difficult to fully and clearly ex
plain this process. It looks as though the 
exudations rising up from beneath the over- 
lying debris are continually acting as dis
tilling elements, by which the granules of 

dust gather to ' themselves earth incrus
tations, and finally become a homogeneous 
conglomeration of original soil, without 
undergoing action of decomposition. This 
hypothesis may not be any clearer than mud, 
but it is certain that one of the finest and 
most substantial cities in Michigan, rests 
secure today on a bed of sawdust, which 
latter has resolved itself into its original 
elements within a quarter of a century. 
Can any one account for this ?— The Tim
berman, Chicago.

—w. L. 8.

ONE NIGHT.
“There’s the shotgun, Molly, and here’s 

my revolver. Both loaded.” “Yes, Tom.” 
“Now, mind, child, there isn’t one chance 
in ten thousand that there will be a 
soul near you. If I thought_ there was, 
Molly, I wouldn’t leave you. 
stand that?”

“Yes, Tom.”
“If any one does come, it will be a neigh

bor or a neighbor’s boy. The bandits and 
desperadoes nave all joined travelling shows. 
If you don’t go scaring yourself to death, 
you will be all right.”

“Yes, Tom.”
“But there’s a lot of moral support in a 

shooting-iron, and maybe you’ll feel a little 
safer with these.”

He stooped 
tremble a little as he 
she smiled as she raised her head, and her 
good-by was quite steady.

“Plucky little thing,” he said to himself, 
as he rode down the trail at a long, swing
ing lope.

At fourteen Mary Allison’s mother died. 
Then her father, with broken health and 
spirits, gathered tip the wreck of his for
tunes and went away to the green wilder
ness of a Kansas ranch, leaving the girl in 
an Eastern school. Tom’s college course 
being at an end, he went with his father, 
and presently found himself making a pro
fitable business of sheep to the remembered 
rhythm of Greek and Latin classics. When, 
four years later, Miss Allison had been 
properly graduated with much ceremony 
and white muslin, her father, too, had 
“joined the majority,” and she found Tom 
living in a precarious fashion at the hands 
of a native housekeeper, and enthusiastic
ally glad to welcome even this very inex
perienced head to his small household. .

That was in July, and on that radiant 
September afternoon, Tom found himself 
imperatively called to the nearest town 
twenty miles awav. The woman who ruled 
the kitchen liad taken herself over the 
creek to “visit her kinfolks,” and the 
herders were all at the ends of the earth 
with their flocks, when Tom sank out of 
sight behind the low prairie swells. Miss 
Allison had the whole green world to her
self as far as she could see.

The simply built house had the New Eng
land requisite of space within, and tnc 
southwestern necessity of deep' porches 
without. Somehow the empty rooms had 
all kinds of echoes inhabiting them, now 

ng manly presence was re- 
Jfison made her afternoon 

toilet, and took her sewing-chair and work- 
basket out to a shady corner.

It was easier to dream than to sew. 
Truth to tell, Miss Allison had no special 
vocation for employment for the saxe of 
work. She sat now with slender brown 
hands clasped behind her head, and drifted 
on a tide of aimless fancies.

Over her arched a wide sky of tender, 
cloudless blue. Out to the bounding ring 
of the horizon swept the, world of green. 
From skv-edge to sky-edge a full tide of 
Summer sunshine seemed to rise and tall in 
great fire-heated billows as the south wind 
surged across the space. There were no 
shadows, but the soft glare did not blind 
nor scorch. And before she know it she 
was fast asleep.

She awoke with a sudden start, broad 
awake after a most unaccustomed fashion. 
All her senses came back to her instantly. 
The whole wide heaven was aglow with 
sunset, an unbroken, tinttecked arch of 
color fading down through every tender 
tint to the cool gray of the short twilight. 
She took it all in * at a single glance, and 
against the glory a man’s figure standing 
black and motionless.

She was on her feet at once. Not a 
neighbor nor a neighbor’s boy ; somebody 
coatless, bare-headed, with white, drawn 
face, and a helpless arm swung in a blood
stained bandage.

She stood speechless, motionless, an aw
ful, helpless terror clutching her heart. 
The moral support of Tom’s armory was 
quite out of reach in the house. That the 
man was already wounded—that he looked 
as if the merest push of her unarmed hand 
would be too much for him, did not matter. 
Such an appearance in the heart of that 
calm loneliness was not to be accounted 
for in any ordinary fashion. He might be 
the climax of any dreadful sequence of 
events. If Miss Allison had reasoned, she 
would have found herself afraid of what 
had happened, rather than of what might

“What do you want?” She came for
ward a step to say it, and tried not to let 
her heart choke ner voice.

The figure put up one weak, appealing 
hand, uttered an inarticulate sound, and 
dropped forward, face down, on the grass.

Miss Allison looked about her a minute. 
All the little flashy pools in the prairie 
caught the reflection from above, and shone 
red in the gathering gloom about them. 
A slender new moon and a single great 
white star hung calm in the fading glow. 
She saw it all, and saw herself alone with 
that prostrate figure lying black before 
her. 4

She went towards hun over the grass. 
He neither spoke nor stirred. She gath
ered back her dress and touched him with 
her foot. It was an involuntary, half-un
conscious gesture ; but the woman in her 
reacted spontaneously. In an instant she 
was on her knees beside him, touching the 
cold hand and forehead.

“He has fainted !” she said aloud, quite 
coolly. There was that redeeming quality 
in Miss Allison. Her wits were at hand in 
an emergency.

In two minutes camphor and ammonia 
had done their appointed work. The

You under-
s then.” 
not hecd-

ter with it?”
“I have’been shot,” drowsily. “It is

bleeding again. Can you—get me------?”
falling off into unconsciousness, half sleep, 
half stupor.

“Oh, dearl” desperately. “He’s going 
to*bleed to death! You must wake up !” 
seizing his shoulder, and sjreaking with a 
ring in her clear voice.

He opened his eyes again.
“I will help you bandage your arm.”
The apron that she had tied over her 

white dress was in strips, and she was 
bending over him, her hands 
steady, her face pale, 
her hands and gown before the work was

“I am very sorry,” looking up depre- 
catingly. He had long-lashed, womanish 
eyes, and his face, if not handsome, was 
certainly not ruffianly nor coarse.

She poured his coffee and cut his food. 
A man with one hand is not expected to be 
expert with a knife and fork; but he ate 
and drank with a refinement that made his 
evident eagerness more marked and toueh-

to kiss her, feeling her lips 
touched them. But

not quite 
There was blood on

Not a word was spoken. Miss Allison, 
behind a table, with her revolver lying in 

p, watched him closely. All at once 
a conclusion flashed on her mind and took 
her breath away.

“You are one of the horse thieves ?” site 
said, slowly. She was leaning towards 
him, her lips apart, her eyes very wide

* He laid down his knife and fork, and 
looked at her silently.

And then the inconsequent woman’s logic 
asserted itself. The man was a fugitive 
from justice, certainly ; but there he was in 
her power—hungry—wounded and—inter
esting. And, somehow, the Allison blood 
had a trick of taking the losing side. She 
rose impulsively.

“They are alter you,” she said, in a half 
whisper. “The whole community is search
ing.”

“I know it,” despondently. “I have 
been in the brush tor two days. Some
body gave me this,” touching his arm. “I 
was*starved out, worn out, and came here 
to surrender.”

“Finish your supper,” abruptly.
Then she went away, and on the porch 

paced steadily up and down for ten good 
minutes in the starlight. Through the open 
window she could watch her visitor, and 
she had her revolver firmly clutched.

He had finished his meal when she went 
back.

“I don’t know anything about you,” she 
said, severely. “I don’t want to. You arc 
a young man, and you do not look as if 
you were entirely hardened in crime. I am 
going to give you another chance. I don’t 
know whether I am doing right or wrong,” 
breaking down in her moral tone. “/don't 
careV’ She stopped,and caught her breath. 
Then she hurried on, forgetting everything, 
woman fashion, in the excitement of the 
moment : “The eastern train passes at four 
o’clock. It’s only a signal-station, and 
there will be nobody there. I’ll take you 
down in time for it, and that will give you 
six good hours of sleep. Tom isn’t coming 
home, and you can have his clothes.”

She ojrened the door of a small room be
hind her—an orderly, half-filled storeroom.

“You can stay here. Nobody will come ; 
and if they do, 1-І am armed !” valiantly 
giving the information as a warning as well 
as an assurance.

He obeyed her speechlessly. He heard 
the lock click as he stretched himself on the 
couch that waited him. And in two minutes 
he was asleep.

It did not seem much more than that 
time before lie woke, to find her standing 
beside him.

“Here are Tom’s clothes. You have ten 
minutes to get dressed. • I’ve ripped the 
coàt-slecvc, you see ; and there’s a travel
ling-shawl. The horses arc ready.”

She was waiting for him as he came out. 
A slight, dark-clad figure ; a white face, 
with wide, shining eyes and resolute, firmly 
set lips. After all, being clad with a sem
blance of order and decency, he was not 
such a desperate-looking character.

There was more hot coffee.
“Come,” she said, curtly, as he put down 

his cup.
He paused at the door.
“Wno harnessed ?”
“I did.”
“And you are going alone?”
“Quite alone.”
“And coming back alone?”
“Yes.”
She was whiter than ever, and her eyes 

filled with tears as she looked up at him. 
Anything less like a heroine never figured 
in an adventure.

“Youpoor child!” There was nothing 
but kindly pity in his voice. “You will 
take your revolver P” glancing towards it 
as it by on the table.

“Yes.”
“Hadn’t you better,” gently, “let me 

load it ?”
“It is loaded. Tom said so.”
“Tom was mistaken. See,” showing her 

the empty chambers.
There was the faintest light in the room, 

carefully screened from outside observa- 
She had sunk back

••WHO GIVES THE BIRDS THEIR 
SONGES Ÿ”

Who gives the birdes their so 
The snnne hi» light and heat,—

Who watches o’er them day and night, 
And Andes them foode to cat ?

Who gave us onr first breath,
And power of heavenlie thought Ї 

He, who upholds ns everie hour,
In doing what lie ought.that the cxorcisi 

moved. Miss A What lias He e’er withheld, 
That was for our best good ? 

While we, not fullie satisfVcd, 
His will have oftc withstood.

And yet, how patientlie 
He waits from day to day,

And tenderUe supplies onr wants, 
In His parental way.

And yet, how oftc His love 
Is banish’d from the mind,

When memorie betrays her trust,— 
Then thanks He cannot fiude.

“Tra

Ah, this must not be soe !
We’ll live another life 

Of happiness, in doing good, 
And living free from strife,

And, with true gratitude,
For everie blessing given ; 

So earth itselfe may soonc he <• 
And he a part of heaven :

hanged

When sweetest songes of birdes, 
Uniting with our "praise,

In glorious sunshine of the morn, 
Make glad our coming days.n one (lay in the next 

arition in white —OUI Poem.

What a Mistake !

A careful examination would convince 
le inany one that two-thirds of all the peop] 

New England have been or are now afflicted 
with catarrh of the nose and throat.

No doubt more than half of those persons 
have tried every blood purifier they have 
seen, with the erroneous idea that catarrh 
is a constitutional disease and must be 
purged out of the blood.

Why, a greater mistake was never made! 
Stop for a moment and think or ask any 
reputable physician what common catarrh 
is, and what causes it, and the answer can 
be only this. “It is an irritation or inflam
mation of the mucous membrane of the nose 
and throat, caused by neglected colds, damp, 
piercing irritable winds, foreign matter m 
the air which is poisonous to some persons 
and not to others ; just as the bite of cer
tain insects is a poisoned torture to some 
and has no unpleasant effect upon others.” 
The reason for this is found in the different 
structure of the outer skin and bodies. 
Some people have chapped hands and chill- 
blains and others are never so afflicted be
cause of the peculiar structure of the skin 
of different individuals.

Therefore stop dosing. It is not blood 
purifiers you want, but good wholesome 
food, the plainer the better, then “keep 
your feet dry and warm, your head cool 
and bowels open,” and use an external ap
plication, (Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment is 
the best we know), to allay the inflam
mation, cleanse the surface, heal the sores, 
and your catarrh will disappear like magic. 
We do not say never to return, because 
you may cure a severe cold and in three 
months catch another equally bad, so with 
catarrh and bronchial trouble. Exposure 
may bring it on again. We learned more 
about treating catarrh from the wrapper 
around a bottle of Johnson’s Anodyne Lmi- 

Certainly this 
good old medicine deserves to be called 
“A universal family remedy.” No matter 
how well you know this medicine it will 
pay you to send to I. S. Johnston & Cd., 
Boston, Mass., for a pamphlet free, just to 
learn how to use the liniment economically. 
A teaspoonful properly used will often do 
more good than a naif bottle as some 
people use it.—Advertisement.

“I suppose everybody here shoots more 
or less. Are you an expert with firearms, 
Miss Allison?”

They were sitting within-doors in the 
slight chill of the October evening. Tom 
answered for her.

“Molly says she can, but I don’t believe 
it. An awful little coward is Molly.”

“Is she?” quietly. “I shouldn’t think
it.”

Somebody opened a door incautiously, 
and in the strong draft the light went out. 
It was McKenzie who relighted it, and in 
the faint glow as he bent over the rekindled 
lamp his face came out with an odd effect 
against the dark background.

“Oh, my !” in a gasp from Molly’s cor-

McKenzie turned towards her as the 
lamp flamed np. She was staring at him 
with wide eyes full of perplexity.

“Are you civilized beyond lynch law 
yet?” he asked, irrelevantly.

“Why? A private grudge against any
one ?”

“One likes to see all the peculiar insti
tutions of the country. Do you ever hang 
horse-thieves, for instance ?”

“We don’t always catch them,” drily.
“Did vou ever miss a coat and hat, 

Tom?” ’
“Molly gave them to a tramp,” in slow 

wonder at his companion’s drift. And 
then, catching his sister’s blank face, 
“What have you been telling, Mary Alli
son P”

“Oh, Tom, I—I gave them to a horse- 
thief, and I believe it was Mr. McKenzie.”

Tom sat staring.
“Truth, Allison.” And then came the 

story. “There were two of us taken to
gether. I don’t know who they mistook

ment, than we ever knew.

in her chair at
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Christmas Presents. я
■
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IS*
Christmas Day Progress will dis

tribute '

#100.00 I

among its most successful agents.

^You have as good a chayjee as anybody 
to get a share of it.

t
hEvery town and village in New Bruns

wick, except St. John and Portland, is 
open to canvassers.

«

d
h
-У

m^jToJhe man orjwonian who, between this 
time and bee. 20, 1888, sends the"largest 
number of yearly subscriptions to Pro
gress, 1 will give

m*

І
A, Cash Prize %

ї
*e

я
id

FO
6B5Q.OO.

THREE OTHER MMZKti OF

$25, $15 and $10

Vrespectively, will be given for the three 
next largest subscription lists.

і
In'addition to this, I allow agents a 

commission of

lOrPer Cent.

For the [purposes] of this competition, 
two subscriptions for six months, or four 
for three months, will count as onejsub- 
scription. Cash mustJ[accompany kall 
names sent.

ts ’■
л.т.ь я.т.ам.т.а

The price of Progress is $1 a year, and 
it is the^bestjand [brightest paper^in Can
ada. Evcryby will subscribe.^Try a can
vas and sec. m

£
v4For specimen copies, etc., address

EDWARD S. CARTER,

SiPublisher,

St. John, N. B.
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WM. M. WALLACE
Begs to-announce that he is showing

BASE BALL,

CRICKET,

LAWN TENNIS

Running Boots.
Men’s, Bovs auil 

MORAL'S, for
Youth’s CANVAS BAL- 
snmmer wear.

ALSO—

The public arc invited to call and examine:

Corner Union and Coburg Streets.
•••BUY-

The “New Williams”
SEWING MACHINE,

AND YOU WILL HAVE THE BEST.
DurabilityFor Improvements, Simplicity, 

and Finish it is ahead of all others.
For sale only in this city by

as-

W. H. BELL,
25 King street, St. John, N. B.

BUSINESS MEN,
CRUIKSHAISIK’S DINNERS

Are the Best
0* AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY. J*»

The best the market affords always on hand.

P. A. CRUIKSHANK, 
49 Germain Street,

Opposite Market Building.

To Arrive Today:
Strawberries,

Tomatoes,
Squash,

Bananas,
Pine Apples.

TAYLOR A DOCKRILL,
84 King Street.

Strawberries, Bananas,
Oranges,

FRUIT, by every boat from 
. For sale by

And other seasonable FR

J. S. ARMSTRONG & BRO„
32 Charlotte St., next door Y. M. C. A.

MOSQUITOBANE.
A Certain Preventive from the Bite of Black Flies, Mos

quitoes, Etc. Not Injurious to the Skin.
No Unpleasant Odor.

Prepared by A. C. SMITH & CO., St. John, N. B. 

TESTIMONIAL,.
Camp Burnt Hill, 

S. W. Miramichi River, July 
an Smith & Co.,

9th, 1884.
A. CH

Dear Sirs,—We have much pleasure in ccrtiiyiug 
to the efficacy of your preparation of Mnsquitolune.

We have used others of acknowledged merit and 
have found none so effective in warding off the at
tacks of mosquitoes, black flics anil other pests.

We consider it invaluable to sportsmen and others 
who visit our forests and streams.

Yours truly, Alex. H. Wood, 
Wm. Magee, 
Wm. F. Bunting, 
C. A. Robertson.

WILLIAM PDGSLEY, D. C. L,
Barrister and Attorney-at-Law.

OFFICES :

Cor. Prince William and Cborch Streets,
(Entrance from Church street.)

May 10, 1888.

Victoria Steam Confectionery Works.
ESTABLISHED 187.4.

J. B. WOODBUBN & CO.,
Manufacturers by Steam of Pure Confec

tionery.
PULVERIZED SUGAR always on hand. 
SUGAR and CREAM OF TARTAR Gro 

the Trade.
All orders promptly and citreftilly attended to. 
Goods shipped free on board at St. John.
810, 815 and 

choice variety,

CLEAR DROPS and TABLETS, in tins and 
Dottles, a specialty.

44r and 4:6 Dock Street,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

and for

820 Sample Cases, comprising a 
scut to any address on receipt or P.

S. B. FOSTEB & SON,
MANUFACTURERS OF

Cnt Nails and Cnt Suites, Tacks, Brads
Finishing Nails, Shoe and Hungarian 

Nails, etc.
Office, Warehouse and Manufactory

GEORGES STREET, St. John, N. B.

SEWING MACHINES,
ORGANS.

Parties wishing to purchase same will de well to 
cull and examine mv stock.

LEONARD G. HOLDER, Portland Bridge.
N. B.—All kinds of small Machine Repairs.

Ladies’ 1 Gentlemen’s 
RIDING SADDLES

FITTED AND REPAIRED AT

ROBB’S Harness Shop,
204 UNION STREET.

№

¥

PLe B.ROBERTSON.!
AATjmmK.N' 3.

I NDSMANUFAsTTі • RE

I DATERS.SEALS &.STLNCILS
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