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A C Cargo of 

Coffins. 
Being a plain tale of the Sea. 

In the year 1801 my grandfather, 

William Truscott, found himself skip- 

per and owner of -the fast-sailin’ brig 

Mary Ann of Marblehead. He warn’t 

more that twenty-four years old at the 

time, and considered himself mighty 

fortunate in bein’ so well fixed so early 

in life. But seems as if he congratul- 

ated himself too soon. About the time 

he got to be skipper, there came a 

streak of hard times, and nary a vessel 

sailed from Marblehead for furrin parts 

for several months. Even after times 

did begin to get better, none of the 
merchants of the town seemed to want 

the Mary Ann to. carry their cargoes. 
My grandfather was down on the wharf 

one day, sittin’ on a pile, lookin’ at the 

brig and wonderin’ what made his luck 

turn bad so, when he see comin’ to- 

wards him old Ephraim Bagley, the 

undertaker. 

“Brig hain’t been doin’ much these 
days, has it?” said Bagley. 

‘Nop,’ said my grandfather. 

‘I been thinkin’ of sendin’ a cargo to 
furrie. parts, but I don’t £’pose there’s 

any use of askin’ the captain of the 

Mary Ann to carry it. His ship is too 

busy—he! “he! He hain’t taken a 

Marbleh~ad cargo for six months. He 

is too busy, he is He! he! he! he! 

Granafather wa® mad enough to 
choke the old feller; but he couldn’t 

afford to loose a chance to get a cargo, 
80 he looked up respectfully enough 

and said he warn’t busy and asked 

Bagley what he wanted to carry and 
where he wanted it carried. 

‘Never yon mind what nor where 

till I make terms,” said Bagley. ‘You're 

losin’ money, young man. You know 

that it won’t do to keep your vessel 

idle like this, and the longer she stays 

idle, the less likely it is that people 
will ever want to use her, She’s be- 

ginnin’ to get a bad name already. 

People try to find some reason why she 

hain’t used. and say she’s cranky, leaky 

doesn’t mind her helm, and other 

"things. Now I offer to pay the wages 
_ of the crew, provide all the food and 

supplies necessary for a v’yage, you to 

furnish ship and get nothing but your 

board. You can’t stay around here 

doin’ nothin’. 

Grandfather see the old feller was 

talkin’ sense, even if he was driven’ a 

hard bargain, so he said: ‘I will take 

vou up. Where do you want to go? 

*Naples,” said Bagley; ‘and I want to 

take a cargo of coffins. They are hav- 

in’ the plague over there, and I have a 

lot of coffins on hand. I think there 
is a chance to make money. Them 

folks is dyin’ faster than they can turn 
out coffins. I have six hundred 

coffins on hand—a batch I made up 

when that yellow-fever from Surinam 

put in at Boston; but this State was 
too cold, the fever didn’t take holt, 

and I've got all them coffins on hand. 

I expect to make a big thing out of 
them Italians.’ 

Grandfather knew that the Italians 
didn’t use no coffins, scarcely ever 
botherin’ with graves; bnt he didn’t 

tell old Bagley so: He merly remark- 

ed that it would be necessary for em 

to load the cargo nights, for sailors was 

such superstitions critturs that it 
would be hard to get a crew to sail a 

ship loaded with coffins. 
Old Bagley see to puttin® the coffins 

aboard—him and grandfather. There 

was all kinds plain wood-colored ones; 

red, white and blue ones for Revolu- 

tionary veterans, black walnut and 

mahogany ones; some with leather 

handles, some with silver handles; and 

there was seventy-five that was all 

padded and upholstered inside, with 

perfumery-bags put around under the 
paddin’; had patient snap-locks, and 

little glass windows over the place 

where the face comes, that could be 

opened and shut. 

Grandfather soon got a crew together 

and made everything ready to sail. 

When the day for sailin’ come, what 

did he see but old Marm Bagley 
aheavin’ down the wharf, ciosely foller- 

ed by her particular friend, the Wid- 

der Haskins, both on em carryin’ bas- 

kets, full of knittin’ work, and two big 
bags! He observed something squir- 

- min’ round in the bags, and he thought 

mebby 1t was eels. He axed Mis’ Bag- 

ley if it was, and she said no, it was 

eats; she was goin’ on the v'yage, she 
and Mis’ Haskins, and they was goin’ 

to take the cats for company. Great 

Scott! he was took back. Here they 

was, a-goin’ to make a v'yage with & 

cargo of coffine and a lot of cats for 

passengers! Everyone knows that cats 

are unlucky critters to have on a ship. 
‘Mis’ Bagley,” said grandfather, ‘all 

we have got left to do to make this 
vyage a sucess is to set sail on Fri- 
day. Coffins and cats! For land sake, 
don’t let any of the men know them 

cats are on board, for they will all 

leave the ship. Coffins and cats! 

Jerusalem crickets!” 

Marm Bagley took the cats down 

into the cabin, and, thinkin’ that the 

vessel was loaded with sideboards, re- 

volvin’ bookcases, and bedsteads, the 
crew made sale on he, and before long 

the Massachusetts coast was out of 

sight. Nothin’ happened on the v’y- 
age across, ‘cept when Marm Bagley 

let out her cats, on the fourth day from 

port, and some of the old sailors took 
to tellin’ yarns about the strange mis- 

fortunes what had happened to ships 

havin’ eats on board, especially when 

they are black cats, with white tips 

on their tails, like eight of Marm Bag- 

ey’s twenty-seven. 

“The ship went across the Atlantic 

allright, and went through the Straits 

of Gibraltar. The evenin’ after the 

passage, grandinther was leanin’ on the 

rail lookin’ at and thinkin’ 

what hard Inek he was having with his 

ship, when the mate came alongside 

the sea, 

and raid: 

William you have allers been a good 

friciid to me, and I want to tell you 

‘give orders to clap on all sail. 

——— —— — 

something I heard Bagley tellin’ his 
wife last night. He says that when 

we get to Naples and the crew finds 
out that them boxes below contain 
coffins—and he is goin’ to be sure and 
tell '’em—they will all refuse to make 
the return v’yage, what with coffing 
and cats both bein’ worked up toa 
high degree. He says you ain't got 
money to pay for a new crew, he only 
agreein’ to pay this one, and he expects 
to buy the ship of you dog-cheap, for 
you would rather sell it cheap than 
have it rot in Naples Bay.’ : 

Grandfather felt bad when he heard 
this. He went to bed, wishin’ that 
old Bagley was in one of his own cof- 
fins, planted in Marblehead graveyard. 
When he came on deck in the mor- 

nin’, he found the mate lookin, through 
the long glass at a vessel to windward. 
He took a squint likewise, and see that 
it was an Algerine pirate vessel. 
There was the bank of oars and the 
red flag, with a white spot on it, float- 
in’ at the mast head. Grandfather's 
first impulse was to crowd on all sail 
and try to escape; but then he remem- 

bered what the mate had told him the 

night before, and he thought to him- 
self that he might as well be in the 
hands of a pirate from Algiers as a 
pirate from Marblehead, so he sot down 

and never uttered a word. Pretty soon 

Bagley came on deck, and when he 

was told that pirates was chasin’ em 

he got frantic. He begun givin’ orders 

to the crew, but as he didn’t give none 

of ’em, correct, no body minded him. 

The pirate ship kept gettin’ a little bit 
nearer, and grandfather done what I 

allers considered a very queer thing. 

Ae decided to surn Mohammedan. 
He thought to himself that it was 

pretty likely that the pirates would 

catch em, even if they did try to get 

away. Then they would be made slaves 

until their friends ransomed them. As 

for him, he didn’t have no friends or 

relatives to ransom him. If he would 

turn Mohammedan, the Algerines 

would set him free and make a great 

man of him, like they allers did with 

Christian slaves who turned. Then he 

would see that the crew was sent home 

without ransom—all except Bagley; he 
would buy him, and make him word 

all fired hard. If the ship got away, 
then he would be in old Bagley’s hand 

and would starve at Naples. If the 

ship got caught then he would be 

saved from ruin, would get even with 

Bagley, and the crew would be no- 
worse nor better off than they were 

before. He had no friends to leave in 

America. The only thing that troub- 

led him was leavin’ his religion; but 

he said to himself that if such pizen 

scoundrels as Bagley could be deacons 

in the church, he didn’t care much 
about leavin’ such a concern. 

Well, Bagley seed that grandfather 
didn’t take no interest in the question 

whether the Mary Ann could beat the 

pirate, so he said: Truscott, what’s 
the matter with you, anyhow? 

Grandfather up and told him what 

the mate had heard him tellin’ his wife, 

and said this was the reason he didn’t 

take no interest in escapin’ the pirate. 

‘Truscatt,” says Bagley, ‘if you will 

get us out of this scrape, I swear on 
the Bible that I'll give you the pro- 

ceeds of this v’yage, and promise not 

to get the crew to desert at Naples. 
Grandfather jumped to his feet and 

He 

didn’t care for the proceeds of the voy- 
age, for he knew there warn’t goin’ 

to be any, but he loved his ship, and 
now that Bagley had promised not to 

cheat him out of it was ready to try to 

get away. He made Bagley give him 

a receipt for all there was on the ship, 
and the sailors signed it as witnesses, 
and deposited it with the mate to give 
back to Bagley if he didn’t succeed in 

gettin’ away from the pirates. Un- 

der the extra press of sail the Mary 

Ann leaped forward, and the pirate 
began to drop behind; but, as luck 

would have it, the wind died down, 

and with oars and sails both the pir- 

ate rapidly over-hauled the Mary Ann 
and gettin’ within range, fired away 

at her to make her lie to. 

‘Better iie to,” said the mate. 

rather go to prizon than be killed.’ 

‘Hold her to it,’ said grandfather; 
don’t you see that cat’s-paw comin!’ 

The wind will freshen in a minute. If 

they don’t shoot away some of our rig- 

gin’ we'll escape yet.’ 

Thev could see the wind darkenin’ 

the water in little spots, comin’ nearer 

and nearer. Speakin’ of cat’s.paws 
made grandfather think of something. 

He had all of Marm Bagley’s cats fet- 

ched out and put around in the riggin’ 
and conspicuous like on the deck. As 

soon as he done this the Algerines quit 

firin’. The cat is a sacred animal to 

the Mohammedans, and they was 

afraid they would hit a cat, so they 

quit. But the breeze didn’t come up, 

and in no time the pirate vessel was 
alongside and the pirates was gettin’ 

ready to board. 

‘Go down into the hole with three 
men,’ ssid grandfather to .the mate, 

and take them seventy-five upholstered 
mahogany coffins out of their boxes, 

and get em ready to bring on deck. 

The sailors looked astonished when 

they heard him speak of coffins, but 
three of em went to help the mate. Up 
over the sides of the vessel swarmed 

the pirates, and before long fifty of “em 

was standin’ on the deck. 
“What ship is this? asked an inter- 

perter of my grandfather, for all Bar- 
bary pirate ships carried interperters, 
meetin’ people of all nations like they 

did. ; 

“This,” replied grandfather, ‘is a ship 

bearin’ presents from the President jof 

the United States to the Sultan of 
Turkey. 

You see the Sultan of 

kinder looked up to by 

States he bein’ a sorter 

Mohammedan countries. 
‘We shall have to examine your 

cargo, and if what you say is true you 

shall go your way; but if not we shall 

take you to Algiers. Let us see your 
presents.’ 

‘We are carryin’ some most wonder- 

ful things’ says grandfather—‘mag- 

‘rd 

Turkey was 

the Barbary 

head to ali 

ical dream caskets. You just lie down 
in one of em, and-the most beautiful 

dreams come to you. 

magicians got ‘em up. 
greatest thing out.’ 

The interpreter translated this to 

old pirate captain, and then he said 

that the captain wished to try one of 
the dream caskets to see if grandfather 

was tellin’ the truth about em. 

‘Step into the cabin gentlemen; and 

the captain and ten others stepped in. 

Eleven mahogany coffins was feteh- 

ed in. The Algerines looked at the 
silver handles, the silk and velvet pad- 

din’, the little glass window, smelt 
of the perfumery, and then they be- 
lieved every word grandfather had 

said. They had never seed no coffins, 

for in their country they put folks in 

stone tombs, 

‘Get right in gentleman,’ said grand- 

father; and they all got in and, open- 

in’ the little glass windows so they 

could breathe, he shut the covers, the 

patent locks.fastened, and there they 

Was. : 

‘Them chaps is out of my 

thought grandfather; 

the others,’ 

Then he and the interperter went on 

deck and axed the rest of the fellers if 

they didn’t want to dream some. They 

said they was afraid the officers would 

be mad if they found it out, so he told 

‘em he would wake ’em arter a little, 

before the officers came out, and the 

hull thirtynine crept into the coffins, 

the patent locks clicked, and there they 

was. The pirate vessel was a low-lyin’ 

craft, and the Mary Ann stood so high 
out of water with her light cargo that 
what was takin’ place on her deck 
could not be seen from the pirate. 
‘How many men have you on your 

ship? said grandfather to the interper- 
ter, casual like. 

‘Sixty, not countin’ the rowers, of 
course—Christian slaves chained to 
to oars. Sbe ain’t manned for a reg- 
ular cruise. We have been carryin’ 

the annual tribute to the Sultan, and 
in return we are bringin’ presents of 
gold and silver and one of the Sultan’s 

one hundred and nineteen daughters 

to marry the Dey of Algiers. 

Then fifty of the sixty Algerines 
were where they couldn’t do no harm. 

Quicker than a flash, grandfather pul- 

led out a pistol and pointed it at the 

interpreter’s head. 

‘Tell them other ten men to come 

aboard here at once. 1 don’t know 

your lingo, but if T observe that they 
don’t move quick, I'll blow your brains 

out.’ 

The interpreter called and the ten 

men started to come on board. As fast 

as they stepped an deck, they was 

knocked down, one by one, and put 
in some of the red, white and blue cof- 
fins made for Revolutionary veterans, 

Some of our 

They're the 

way,’ 

‘now I must catch 

.| and there was the whole passel of the 

pirates captured as slick as a whistle. 
Grandfather scarched that pirate ship, 

took all the valuables and divided ’em 

among his crew. He cut the chains off 

the rowers, all Spaniards and Italians, 
and told ‘em to take the pirate vessel to 

the nearest Christian port. Then takin’ 

the Sultan’s daughter abcard with him, 
he ’oout ship and sailed for America. 
He sold the Algerines at five hundred 

dollars a head to Americans to ex- 

change for their friends who were cap- 

tivesin Algiers. Asthe Barbary States 
was then charin’ seven hundred dollars 
ransom money, this was cheap, never- 
theless he made a good thing out of it. 
The Sultan’s daughter, who was a 

very pretty girl, he sent to school 
where she got converted and tnrned 
out a first-class girl generally. when 
she got throuSh school, not knowin’ 
what else to do with her, he up and 

married her. So I expect I am of 

Turkish descent. 
———e ll eee 

A Two Million Dollar Comma. 

“ Oh, punctuation marks are not of 
much account. They're just put in 
for looks. I don’t want to bother about 
them.” 

Such are the sentiments of a good 
many school boys with regard to the 
branch of letter and composition writ- 
ing. Others again, appear to think 
that all that is necessary is to put in a 
comma here and there at haphazard, to 
set off the “looks of the thing.” How 
risky this way of doing things is may 
be leaned from - the following 
incident: — 

It seems that some twenty years ago, 
when the United States, by Congress, 
was making a tariff bill, one of the sec- 
tions enumerated what articles should 
be admitted free of duty. Among the 
articles specified were “all foreign fruit- 
plants,” etc., meaning plants imported 
for transplanting, propagation or 
experiment. : 
The enrolling clerk, in copying the 

bill, accidentally changed the hyphen 
in the compound word “fruit plants” 
to a comma, making it read “all 
foreign fruit, plants,” etc. As a result 

of this simple mistake, for 4 year, or 

until Congress could remedy the blun- 

der—all the oranges, lemons, bananas, 

grapes and other foreign fruits were ad. 

mitted free of duty. This little mise 
take, which anyone would be liable to 
make, yet could have avoided by a lit. 

tle carefulness, cost the government 

not less than $2,000,000. A pretty 
costly comma, that. 

a | 

Passing of the Alligator. 

Besides the golden eagle, the great 
auk, the dodo, the white whale, and 

other items of creation which have van- 
ished or are threatening to vanish from 

the world it is encouraging to hear of 

the gradual extinction of on really nox- 
ious inhabitant—the alligator. Florida 
hunters claim to have .accounted * for 

over 2,500,000 of these pests, and when 

it is considered how slowly they grow 

there seems a reasonable chance of 

their extermination, at any rate in the 

haunts of men. At 1 vear old the in- 
fant alligator is twelve inches long. 

He is 15 before he donbles that length 

and does not attain his maximum de- 

velopment until the age of 50. His 
pericd of life is not fixed, but it is cer- 
tainly greater than that of man. 

The Italian Girl’s R:venge. 

It was in front of a {rait shop. 

Among the tempting things exposed 

for sale in the dorway a show 

bunch of grapes trimmel ofl’ with 

leaves of sweet-smelling geraniom. © 

Gazing on the purple 
lusciousness was a ragged boy holding 

by the hand two tiny, dirty children. 

The youngest of these little ones was a 

sickly and  week-lookinz; he was 

stretching out his grimy hy whin- 

ing for the high-priced bunch of grapes. 
The older boy tried to quiet him. 

The other child, a girl, said persuasive- 

ly, “It’s only to look at, Bobby. It'll 

make Bobby sick to eat it.” 

“Bobby's sick, and he wants the 

boofle grapes. Bobby wants his 

mamma t00.” 

The Italian girl leaning against 

the electric light pole 

aloud. She twirled 

though she were about to begin a tunc 

for which the people would give her 

money to stop, for she played badly 

and sang worse. But she did not play 

the tune. This was the time for her 

revenge, and it was to her. 

There was a tag on the bunch of 

grapes, $1. In her pocket, the result 

of a long day’s tramping. (Waying and 

singing till feet, hands and throat were 

all tired, were ninety-eight cents, just 
than the price of the 

grapes. She had only to pull out her 

accordeon and earn the other two cents; 

then she might buy the grapes in thet 
face of the enemy. 

For this elder boy was the torrent 

of her life. He lived in the 

court where she lived, and {rom the 

day, now two months ago, when she 

had landed in America and been taken 

to the Italian woman who agreed to 

beat her if she did not bring home a 
dollar every day, he had mocked her, 

thrown stones at her, called her names, 

till sometimes she had felt like falling 

was 

hanth of 

boy, 

langhed 

sweet 

two cents less 

same 

“on him and biting him. Through him 

all-the other boys in the court had 

been hard to her until lately she was 

glad to run out in the early morning 
before they were up, and not go back 

again until it was night and they 

could not see her. While she was 

making her" ear-splitting music far 
away from the court, she would some- 

times think of the boy and grind her 

teeth together, as she recollected how 

he would even look = at her shile she 
ate her macaroni in the Italian 

woman’s room, and thought of her 

home far across the sea, and all the 

preetty vine-covered cottages and the 

light blue sky, and the happy days 

before her mother and father died and 

left her. And some days when she 

could not play and sing, but would 

wonder around the streets thinking of 

her old home, only to go to the Italian 

woman at night, and be beaten and 

sent supperless to bed for failing to 
bring home the full dollar, there would 

be this boy calling his companions to 

see her whipped, and he would scream 

out; “Cully, get on to the Dago girl.” 

Oh, yes, she remembered all this and 

more, and now she would show him 

what she What did she 

care if the Italian woman did beat her 

and starve her; it was worth that to be 

even with the boy. 

A week after her coming to this 

country she had learned to count the 

American money so as to know when 

she had a dollar; after she had the 

would not play or sing 

another note that day; she would take 

to the Italian woman just as much as 

she must, but not another cent. And 

she had ninety-eight cents; she would 

play a tune, get the other two cents, 

go in and buy the bunch of grapes that 

reminded her of some she had seen 

growing away’ over Italy, and she 

would come out of the shop eating 

them in the face of the boy and his 

little brother and sister. She pulled 

out her accordeon to its full length 

and made such a sound that a man 

who had stopped to talk politics to a 

friend tossed her exactly two cents and 

told her to shut up. 

“Goodal Gooda!” laughed -the girl. 

She had the price of the bunch of 

grapes. “Me shut-a up. Meno play-a 

‘Disy Bella’ Va!” 

She looked over to the boy and his 

small brother and sister. They had 
paid no attention to her music. They 
had not noticed her, though she stood 

in the full glare of the electric light. 

For the little boy was regularly crying 

for the grapes now, refusing to move a 

step, and the older boy was puzzled 

what to do. He had not a cent in his 

pocket, and if he had had a dollar in 
his pocket he would not have dared to 

spend it this way. For his mother had 

died that week, his father had run 

away, and here he was left to take care 

of these little ones and sell papers and 
black boots at the same time, until he 
found something better to do. 
The Italian girl knew all about his 

sorrows, and she was happy. “I will 
show-a him what-a I can do. Va” she 
said. “Then let-a madrone beat-a me. 
Me geta dollar for _play-a ‘Disy Bella,’ 
Si!” 

She fixed the bright red kerchief on 
her curly head till it looked like a 
liberty cap, pulled down her short 
velvet jacket, put her accordeon under 
her arm and marched toward the shop 
door. She saw the elder boy was try- 
ing to comfort his brother withont 
effect. 

“No, no,” cried the little fellow, 

“Grapes! Grapes!” 

The elder boy looked up. 
The Italian girl, with her head on 

one side and humming a tune, went 
into the shop. 

“Wanta the grapes,” she said, point- 
ing to the bunch outside. 

The clerk in the shop would have 

put her out, as he put out all peddlers 
and musicians, but she emptied her 

pockets him—one hundred 

coppers. 

“Wanta grapes,” she said. 

In a sort of wonder, the man went 

to the door and unhooked the fgnit. 

He would have wrapped them in 
fine paper for her. 
“No, no,” said the girl; “me eata 

them,” and grabbed them out of his 
hand, geranium leaves and all. 

could do. 

dollar she 

before 

her accordeon as 

prem wept slowly —— the i out 

at the door, holding up the beautiful 

bunch of grapes. There, outside, was 

the boy, with his little brother and 

sister. As sight. of the grapes held 

aloft in her hand, the little boy became 

frantic. The older looked at the 

Italian girl and 1rowned. The tiny 

sister tried to comfort the crying child. 

The Italian girl plucked off a grape, 

and was putting it in her mouth, when 

I y 

‘the little boy sobbed out: 

“Mamma’ mamma'” 

The girl knew the meaning of that 

word. She thought of a far away 

flowery churchyard, under the softest 

blue skies, and how she used to go 
there and wait for her mother to come 
out and lift her up tight to her breast 

as she used to do, now there was 

only a mound And there was 

this newsboy, her enemy, whose moth- 

er had so recently left him, and left 

him with two children to look after. 

To spite him she had spent every cent 

she had made that day, and would go 

home to the Italian and be 

without any supper, be 

shoved into a ecrner of a room to sleep 

as well as she could. But— 

She dashed to the ground the grape 

she had been about to eat, ran forward, 

and. putting the whole bunch into the 

hands of the crying little boy, leaned 

over and kissed him. “Miss-a mamma 

moocha?”’ she said. “Mamma angiol 

too.” 

She heard a sob beside her. Look- 

ing up, she saw the elder boy, with his 

face working. “Dago girl,” he said, 

and choked. She laid her finger on 

his arm. “Me know-a,” she nodded. 

“Dago girl ery-a too. Dago girl pity 
mocha.” And without another word 

ghe marched off in the direction of the 

court where she lived, a happiness in 
her poor young heart that had not 

been there since she had come to Am- 

erica, went on to meet the beating and 
the scolding, but with something very 

bright around her which she had 

known long ago under the softest of 

blue skies before the mound had been 

made in the far away churchyard. 
———e— 

The Dog Laughed. 

The proprietor of a Third Avenue 

store owns a little black kitten that 
cultivates a habit of squatting on its 

haunches, like a bear or kangaroo, and 

then sparring with its forepaws as if it 
had taken lessons from a pugilist. 

A gentleman took into the store the 

other evening an enormous black dog, 
half Newfoundland, half collie, fat, 

good-natured and intelligent. The tiny 
black kitten, instead of bolting at once 

for shelter, retreated a few paces, sat 

erect on its hind legs and “put its fists” 
in an attitude of defiance. The con- 

trast in size between the two was in- 

tensely amusing. 

Jack the Giant Killer preparing to de- 

molish a giant. 

Slowly and without a sign of excita- 
bility the huge dog walked as far as his 

chain would allow him, and gazed in- 

tently at the kitten and its odd posture. 

Then, as the comicality of the situation 

struck him, he turned his head and 

shoulders around to the spectators, and 
if an animal ever laughed in the world 

that dog assuredly did so, then and 

there. Heneituer barked nor growled, 
but indulged in a low chuckle, while 
eyes and mouth beamed with merri- 
ment. 

and 

there. 

woman 

beaten, and, 

gor P| —— 

Long, Straight Railroad Runs. 

The greatest stretch of perfectly 
straight railway track—more scientifi- 
cally termed “tangent”—in North 
America, is to be found on the new 

“S00” Line of the Canadian Pacific 
Railroad, beginning at a point a few 
miles from Pasqua. It continues for 
seventy miles and altogether in Cana- 
dian territory. The next longest west 
of St. Thomas, on the Michigan Cen- 

tral, which is about sixty-seven miles. 
The longest stretch of tangent in the 
world is to be found in the Argentine 
Republic and continues for 250 miles. 
It completely eclipses the model line 
of the Czar of Russia, from St. Peters- 

burg to Moscow, which—taking a rule 
and placing it on the map—he ordered 
to be built perfectly straight. On the 
survey being made it was found that 
lakes, hills and rivers would not admit 

of it, and though as straight as pos- 
sible, it is anything but a perfect 
tangent. 

Salisbury and Harvey 
Railway Company. 
TIME TABLE NO. 29. 

In effect Monday, July 9th, 1894. Trains will 
n-. ay (Sunday excepted) ‘by Eastern Stand- 
a me 

Leave Salisbury..... Fe dl a abaih ers shined 10.00 

ATEIVR ATES... Feith sshd savin bnenabibess 13.20 

We ERR si SARL 15.45 
Fg TT Ren oem Me Ps Se Hp i 18.40 

Connections made with Fast Express from 
Halifax for Points West, and Quebec Express 
for East and North. Time Table shows what 
hour trains are expected to arrive and depart 
from the several stations, but it is not guaran- 
teed nor does the og ae hold itself respons- 
ible for any delay result ng from failure to 
make connections adverti 

Ry O A. SHERWOOD, 
Tint ro, July 9th, 1894. Manager 

Marble and Granite 
‘onuments and 

Crave-Stones. 

T. F. Sherard & Son, 
MONCTON, N. B. 

Work Delivered Free. 

ANGUS O'HANLEY, 
Blacksmith, 

Main St. Hillsboro’, N. B., 
All kind of blacksmith work done with 

neatness and dispatch. 

Horse Shoeing A Specialty. 

MASTERS & SNOW, 
Representing the best English, pice a 

and American, Insurance Companies. 
Fire, Life Accident 

and Plate Glass. 

Moncton, N. B. 

It reminded one of 

“DOMESTIC” | | 
The Star that leads them all. 

The most wonderful Ma- 
chine of the age, awarded a DIPLOMA 
by the World's Columbia Exposition 
at Chicago. 

Two Machines in one-- 

Chain Stitch, Lock Stitch. 

STANDARD SEWING VACHINE. 

Pianos and | 

Thomas Organs. 

A DIPLOMA on Reed Organs and 
Reed Organ Actions was taken at the 
St. John Exibition, by the Thomas 
Organ Company. If vou want a good 
Piano, Organ or Sewing Machine drop 
me a Card and I will send vou ecireu- 
lars and full information how to get a 
good one. Satisfaction guaranteed. 

Parties in Albert County should 
apply to me or my agent B. Beaumont 
before purchasing elsewhere. 

Don’t forget the Address: 

E. CRAWFORD, 
Charlotte Street, St. John, N B. 

AE... conn 

NORTHRUP'S 
PHOTO 

STUDIO, 
Headquarters for Ppoptraits of every des- 
eription, New Panels, New Enamel 
Lithograh Mounts, New Styles 
in large numbers. Our photo work is 

second to none in the Provinee, we guaran. 

tee first-class work in every department. 

Am making a speciality of Enlarged 

Crayon Portraits. First-class work 
at about one half prices paid to Agents. Tt 
will pay you to secure your work from respon- 
sible parties, you will then be sure of good 

Permanent Results. Also in stock 
a large lineof Mowldingsand Frames, 
our prices in these lines are about 25 per 
cent cheaper than any other house in the 
trade. If you desire the best and most for 

your money, when in Moncton visit 

Northrup's Studio, . 
| Main street near Post Office. 

RE CT 

MONCTON 
Steam Planing and Sawing Mill. 

We keep in stock and make to order— 
Doors, Sashes, Blinds, Window and Door 
Frames, New el Posts, Balusters, Stair Rails, 
Brackets and Mouldings of all description, 
Kiln Dried Walnut, Ash, Birch, Pine an 
- ruce Lumber, F looring, Sheething, 
Shingles, Laths and Fence | ckets: 

Planing. Sawing and Turning done at Short 
Notice— 

Also, Church Altars and Seating, Wodd 
Mantles, Sideboards, Tables, School Desks 
and Office KF ittings. 

Having rebuilt my Fac tory and furnished with 
the latest improved machinery, I am pre- 
pared to fill orders omy and satisfae- 
torily. Factory and Office— 

Westmoreland St., Moncton, N. B. 

PAUL LEA, - Proprietor. 

CRANDATIL 
The Photographer, 

262 Main Street, Moncton, N. B., 

Over Bezanson’s Jewelry Store. 

Good Work and Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

JUST RECEIVED, 
A LARCE STOCK 

—Of— 

Strictly Pure 

Paris Green, 
Air Tight Class Jars, 

BUTTER AND CREAM -CROCKS. 

GARDEN HOES, 

And a Full Line of 

HAYING TOOLS. 
Watson H. Steeves. 

W. E. DRYDEN, 
——Agent for 

FROST & WOOD. 
Agricultural 

Implements 

& Machinery. 

WAREHOUSE, HILLSBORO’. 
assorted stock of 

Ploughs, Harrows, 

Cultivators, Mowers, 

Rakes, ete., ete. 
Circulars and Imformation on A 

Farming Implements. 
The subscriber offers for sale at bottom 

prices. 

Mowing Machines, Rakes, 

Harrows, Ploughs, Gultivators, etc. 

Warehouse at Hillsboro’ near the station, 

Albert Jas. Boyle's shop where all information 

will be given in my absence. Will be at 

Albert on Tuesdays. 

D. B. LIVINGSTONE. 

Stallion n Duroc 
This REE Stallion will stand 

for the season at the farm of 
the subscriber, Middle 

Covredale. Terms 
on applica- 

tion. 

Jas. G. McDonald. 

ALBERT STAR $100 A TEAR. 

— - ——— 

JOB PRINTING! 
Having on hand a 

large selection of 

new and ornamental 
type,weare prepared 

to do In first-class 
style, jobbing in the 
following lines: 

CARDS, 

Address, Business, 

Visiting, Wedding 
In Memoriam and 

Menu. 

FORMS, 

Deed, Lease, Mort- 
gage, Order, Re- 
ceipt and Blank. 

MISCELLANEOUS, 

Circulars, Catalog- 

ues, Letter Heads, 

Note Heads, Bill 

Heads, State- 

ments, Meeting 

Notices, Memo- 

randa, Bills of Lad- 

Ing, Indexes, 

Schedules, Yearly 

Returns, Pamphs 

lets, Dodgers and 

Posters. 

Tinted Work A Specialty. 

AY 

Au ALBERT STAR PUBLIN CAPANY. 
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