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¢ GREAT NORTH SHOR 
ROUTE ! 

The Best, Sugeest, Jateri 

| Quickest Rod, [g vy which 

to reach purchasers in the 

| North Shore Counties of 

’ J New Brunswick, is vis 

REVI E 

The regular news express 

to the homes of ull the 

people, and ‘most Jirect 

line to the pocketbooks of 

buyers everyvhere. 

th an engineer that’s brave. 

ie must make the run successful 

From the cradle to the grave 

Zatch the curvs, the fills, the tur nels, 

ver falter, never fail. 
sep your hand upon the throttle 

And your eye upon the rail. 

u will roll up grades of trial, 
Wou will cross the bridge of strife; 

fe that Christ is your conductor 
‘Oa this lightening train of life ; 

lw ys mindful of 1nstruction
— 

D6 your duty, never fail ; 

PE your hand upon the throttle 

I your eye upon the rail. 

ya will often find obstructions 

Look for storms of wind and rain, 

a fill or curve-or trestle, 
They will almost ditch your train. 

it your trust alone in Jesus 

Never falter, never quail ; 
ep your hand upon the throttle 

RE your eye upon the rail. 
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‘you roll across the trestle 
panning Jordan’s swelling tide. 

1 behold the Union Depot 

Auto which your train will glide. 
Wo, te you'll meet the Superintent 
| od the Father, God the Son, 

I¥ith a hearty, Joyous plaudit 

8 ¢ Weary pilgrim, welcome home. 
o ? 

——i meen eG @———— 

ZULEIKA'S WOOING. 
AN ExcriseE COLONEL’S STORY. 

It is a good few years ago since one 

i ril found me quartered at Peshawur, 

is India. Out on the frontier, as most of 

fYou know, our extreme outposts are 

; dichni, Abazai, and Shubkudr, three as 

Slreary spots as a man could ever hope to 

fee, They have not, as I dare say you 

know, a single redeeming feature, being 

Bolitary mud buildings which hold the 

iolice and native troops who are supposed 

fo overawe the tribesmen, and which, 
ex- 

lie pt the commandant and the doctor, den’t 

er many attractions in the way of 

Rociety. You know what frontier service 

in the old days was like. Forays by the 

Bribesmen, and punitive expeditions by 

Bhe Sirkar, carried to such an extent that 

be almost realized the idea of “ Brank- 

some Tower,” in the “Lay of the Last 

Minstrel,” and “ dink the red wine 

through the helmet barred.” 

" You know the sort of life—rows with 

the tribesmen eternally springing up and 

dying down again in individual localities, 

while as a matter of fact there was always 

trouble at one or more vlaces along the 

‘rontier. 

At the time I am speaking of, the post 

bf commandant of the frontier forts was 

ot in much request. I don’t know that 

authorities at Simla were much troubl- 

ed by eager applicants ; in fact, I think 

he general at Peshawur usually detailed 

sme unlucky major from the Staff Corps 

und sent him nolens volens to hold the fort 

long as he could with decency be made 

o stay. There was trouble brewing that 

oril. and in Peshawur we all knew it. 

How it came about we none of us cared 

b, but the man before the then incum- 

had gone home sick, and the com- 

\ pandant pro fem] was reported to be in 

\Jaily fear of his life, 

| Well, unpleasant as it was it was scarcely 

£4 surprise when one morning the assistant 

¥ adjutant general rode up to my bungalow 

Bin | excitment, and told me I was to 

go out at once and assume command of 

he forts. | 

«You're to lose no time,” he said. 
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yor So-and-so ”’ (mentioning the late 

© t) “was shot last night by 

some scoundrel, and the general want
s 

1 to try and find out who did it. The 

lice are making inquiries, but you know 

at that means. By the way, he wants 

e you before you go.” 

soldier never has muck time to make fig 

I rode out to the forts, having received a 

long lecture from the general on that con- 

founded word * tact ”” which, as we find 

in the service, is always on everybody’s 

lips, and not understood by one man in a 

hundred who uses it. 

Well, I must get on with my story, or 

we shall be in the Thames before I come 

to the point of it. 1 never thought much 

about tact, but I always believed that a 

well-born native is as much a gentleman 

as an English duke, and will behave to 

you just as you treat him. I soon dis- 

covered my unfortunate predecessor had 

tried to ride rough-shod ever the tribes- 

men, and had made his hand felt in every 

corner of his command. A Pathan is as 

vengeful as a Corsican of good family, and 

will carry his feuds as far as a self-respect- 

ing American desperado. They are always 

ready with knife or rifle to exact ven- 

A 

taking off had shot his accuser. 

We always kept a portion of the cavalry 

escort in readiness for emergencies, and in 

less time than it takes me to tell you, tae 

assassin was being followed by a mounted 

party. My horse was soon saddled, and I 

too, tried to follow, but unsuccessfully, 

as they were too far ahead, and I had to 

sit at home and wait for news, 

It was late in the afternoon when my 

searching-party returned, unsuccessful. 

They had ridden after the murderer, and, 

being slightly better mounted, were 

rapidly gaining on him, when the way 

was barred by a broad, broken nullah, be- 

yond which lay a village. The assassin 

knew the ground, his pursuers did not. 

The advantage enabled him to get clean 

across the nullah, while the cavalry were 

rangements, and that very evening 

geance from any enemy, and near Pesha- '; 

wur will often murder the wiong man, if 

they can’t find the right. An English- 

man who is accustomed to living in a law 

abiding country is no match for them, and 

so my predecessor found to his cost. They 

shot him as he was smoking his pipe after 

dinner one night, on his own veranda and 

in view of the guard. Of course I never 

found his murderer—I never expected I 

should—but I 1id find that my own system 

of treatment paid better than his, and be- 

fore very long I had, as the politicians 

would have expressed it, “ established ex- 

cellent relations with the surrounding 

tribesmen.” 

There was a very simple way of testing 

this. A few hundred yards from the gate 

of the fort, a former commandant had 

made for himself a garden, sunk a well, 

and planted trees, Here most of the vege- 

tables used by the garrison were grown, 

Just before my time nothing ever suc 

ll 

LOVE'S MESSENGER. 

absent, and finding an elderly 

her hand, ate a portion, aud proclaim 

ed that he had eaten f thei 

and claimed sanctuary. 

Pathans. 

party arrived from Michni under com 

mand of a European officer. 

natives been left to themseives they wonld 

ties’ orders regarding frontier ¢ wphca 

parties home. Personally, I 

looking for a road for their horses, He should have risked a wiggiug, as the Puth 

\ 

rode boldly into the village, from w hich, | 

unluckily, all the men happened to bo 
womai 

tern ruled differently. 

Of course we were disappointed, but 

salt, one or two Khans who were with me bade 

You know the | 

By the time my party got across 

the nullah he was securely hidden, and | 

munching a chupatti, snatched it from: 

probably have sec. red their man, but the 

officer, in wholesome dread of (be author 
‘bomed Asim Khan, I saw that a lamp 

tions, said he must withdraw, as they were * vax burning on the new-made grave, and 

out of British territory, aud ses: b ih | 

ink 1 

ceeded. The Pathans broke down the 

walls, cut the water-courses, and stole the 
But I started a different 

system ; I was civil to the neighboring 

Khans and send them baskets of vegetables 

and before very long I found my produce : 

grew in plenty, and more, on the fine 

vegetables, 

summer evening, after the heat of the day 

when I went across to the garden and set | 
‘ Aslim Khan's village. under the trees and smoked my pipe, one 

or other of the Khans would drop in for 

a chat,and in a short timel reckoned many 

friends among the supposed irreclaimable 

blackguards who owned the frontier vil-| 

lages. 

Among them afl there was none with 

whem I got on better than a grand old | 

fellow named Mahomed Aslim Khan, 

chief of a village near the fort. 

thorough gentleman, bad served in his 

younger days under the Sikh generals, 

and was as prona of his home and his 

aus were little like to object to the cap- 
young sowar, Afsul by name, had taken 

ture of a Eritish subject who bad mur- 

dered one of themselves, 

me to be of good cheer; the murderer 

would te caught, I said I hoped so. 

leave to visit hishome. 

flowers. were strewn upon it ; and happen- 

He was a 

‘ the assassin was the thief condemned that 

But my subal- 
would assuredly be avenged. 

- Afsul, the sowar, would like to be ad- 

‘mitted to my august presence. 

Next day a fine young Pathan, who granted the permission, and in he came.
 

while they were haguliug, a secoi! search- ‘was a sowar in the 
cavalry detachment at 

‘the fort, came to me and asked for long 

I granted it with- 

out hesitation, but that night, as I rode 

past the spot near my garden where his brought him to see me, and a smile of 

relatives had buried the body of poor Ma- 
‘many curses on the dead scoundrel, that 

garments were new and spotless, his hair 

Jing to meet one of the Khans, I was told 

that where public punishment had failed, 

scars as any honorable man need be. | 
Many were the pleasant evenings we spent | 

together, for, as I have said, European | 

society was limited, and a fine old fellow | 

like that a perfect godsend to a lonely | 

man, ’ 

Well, for a time all went merry as a 

marriage bell, till one unlucky day a case 

arose regarding a theft of cattle from old 

The thief was 

caught red-handed and tried by a native 

magistrate, and condemned chiefly on the 

Khan's evidence. After the trial, I met 

the old gentleman casually and exchanged | 

a few sentences with him, Not five 

minutes later I heard a shot. Alarmed 

by the cries, I ran in the direction, and to | 

my horror found my old friend weltering 

in his blood. Inquiry soon showed that | 

day. He had escaped from custody, 

armed himself somehow, and before finally 
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private vengeance would step in. The 

up the vendetta, and Aslim’s murder 

It was six weeks later when, one even. 

ing, my servant brought me news that 

I readily 

His flowing, white He was a great swell, 

carefully dressed, and his face clean shaved 

except his mustache, I asked him what 

pride lit up his face as be replied, with 

Aslim’s murderer had met his deserts, 

and that he himself had slain him. 

Shocked as I was, I asked for particulars, 

He told me how with infinite patience he 

et 

pal J 

$1.00 A YEAR 

had track:d cao ’ > 

villaze as h: fl:d frem the ve BL: 

vhich was, h« i new fall well, sure f= 

low. How he had assumed disguis «and 

traveled hatd, ofter hungry and thirsty, 

through the valleys, till at last, one evene 

ing at sunset hehad overtaken his enemy, 

He had foand him in a quiet spot ie 

ing, with his face towards M-cca, beste 

the shrine of some forgotten saint, ging 

punctiliously through those devotions 

which no pious Mussulman, however 

bloondstained his hands may be, over 

ne zlects, tHe described how he stood 

watching hin paying his last devorias 

on earth, his own finger on the trigger of 

his carbine, and how, as he finished nis 

dev tions, he rose and folded up the sn. vi 

he had used asa carpet. This was Af<ui's 
opportunity, Calling upon the assa--ia 

to turn, hie covered him with the caro 

and reviline him in all the eXpresave 

terms of Pathan abuse, he then and iors, 

as the sun disappeared 1n tae west, t 

his ent ny ke a dog. 

You i v how hard it ofien is to iit 

our rlish notions of justice on Li Iva 

1 Personally, 1 ~nould ced 

y Li vw, for he was lit nore, ) 

ti But the comm lab ) 

I d Al d i ) 

A i [ ordered \ « 

" vith 1 

\ < d A 3 

ked 1f | 

1k v zuessed my 

nd an Orien y 

L young mar 

1 ¢ wpe.’ 

\ \ hen BT 

my lord | ly 

of Pi | Va 

must ee.” 

{ [' heildar va { \ 4 

ns . \ k | 0 t 

hell : ! spi ile 

W 1 1 his { fac 

“My | 1g | indy 

and b he ground, *a miracle 

has h SE night tl young g 

mal ls and escaped. [I fear 

we shal t see him in 

In ot teil you how I Leld an ine 

quiry Ali Cel Lid ynccertned, 

not think i much, No: 

them seemed t nk I wa n earl 

had vanish 

I'h nl y | 

it 1 hea J 

presently t! I from the © a 

1orsemen all 

closed litt I'y l then a | | 1I'lV = 

Ing-pots, and a iaty 

in gaudy colors, As they saw 

| musicians beal 

thought the | an W his | EE 

[ determined to ing , A 01d LV = 

beard velunieer inforniat 

is now with the prophet in Parad Ha 

had a lovely daughter, Zuleika, who love 

a young man, Afsul by name. The chief 

did not favor the match, fr he was rich 

and the young man was p Well, the 

| chief was slain, and Afsul undertook to 

| avenge him. Now the beautiful Zuleika 

| is his by conquest, Yonder Afsul rides, 

this is the bride, these are the marriage 

gifts. They are ghing to Afsul’s home in 

| a distant village.” 

I turned my horse’s head home more or 

| less contented, though I pondered, too, 

| over the strangeness of frontier customs, 

That was the only excitement while 1 

was commandant. Well, ads, that’s my 

yarn. Make the best of it. If we don’t 

| turn in, it will be daylight before we get 

to bed, Good-night. 

She was a sweet, dear thing, and was 

trying to work out the solution for a probe 

lem in a cook book. She was in trouble, 

and she went to her new husband and 

said : 

“Sweetness, help me. This book says 

‘ Lump of butter and cup powdered sugary 

Beat it until it looks like snow.’ I’ve 

beat it until I’m tired and there isn’t a 

sign of snow, The sun is as bright as can 

be.” He fled and now threatens to do 

something desperate if the “ boys” don’t 

stop talking about snow. 

“ After listening to a parhamentary- 

candidate’s fervid appeal, a shrewd old 

farmer was asked what he thought of the 

speech. His reply was simply : ‘ Weel, I 

dinna ken, but I think six hours’ rain 

would ha’ done us a deal mair guid !’” 

ban A iris 

K D C is marked prompt and lasting 
in it effects.


