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No one knew exactly how it came about
that Fred Cusack was always esteemed a
man of more than average courage, and
yet that was certainly the opinion held by
the majority ot his friends, including some
not likely to be imposed on by bounce or
braggadocio. He was not a man given to
that general and indiscriminate rowdiness
which possesses many whose natural ardor
is repressed by polite conventions ; though
he occasionally got into trouble in the
street, he was never, in consequence,
escorted to a police station ; and if he did
acknowledge a certain liking for boxing,
no one had ever seen him with the gloves
on. Nor had he ever shown any signs of
an adventurous spirit. He had entered
his father’s engineering business and stay-
ed there without compl.int ; he never had
the gold or diamond or colonial fever; in-
stead ot going berserk, he evidently pre-
ferred a frock coat and patent leathers.
But in spite of this he was credited with a
courage out of the common. It arose and
invested him like a myth.

(Cusack was certainly a handsome man,
and at twenty-nine looked a very fine speci-
men of the best ot the upper middle classes.
He was bright and strong; his shoulders
were broad ; he walked well. His walk
might have accounted for this reputation;
there was a solidity about it that made
most get out of his way. And in spite of
it all Fred Cusack had very serious doubts
if he had any courage at all. It had never
been tested.

For some reason not easy to discover he
was more popular with young men than
voung women. Perhaps his bearing gave
the more cautious marriage candidates an
uneasy notion of his fickleness ; he might
love and ride away. Ilis one fairly inti-
mate friend of the other sex was a Mrs.
F-mmerson, whose husband was a sleeping
partner in the firm ot Cusack & Co., and
spent most of his time in his club, the
Junior Carleton; having been a hard
worker up to forty, he proposed to take
his ease when he married at that age. He
was fifty two and his wite was twenty-eight
or twenty-nine. ;

There was oddly enough, very little scan-
dal about the obvious intimacy between
Fred Cusack and Mrs. Emerson; the very
people whose ardor in taking away others’
reputation robbed them of their own left
her untouched in the social mud-slinging
which gives half society its sole virtuous
and intellectual amusement. For she was
a sweet-tempered, calm and dignified
woman, whom everyone liked not too well
to assail. Itis only our most intimate
friends who really know us sufficiently to
do us much barm.

Yet Fred Cusack and Mrs. Emerson
were always together in society. It she
and Emerson turned up at any of the
social Turkish baths known as ‘‘at homes”
Cusack was sure to be there as well. Not
infrequently he brought her; sometimes,
though of course rarely, be took her away.
jut he was her invariable companion at
the theatre of which she was almost pas-
sionately fond. Emerson never went. The
only actors he could endure were dead ; the
modern developments both ot play and
performance sickened his judgment, which
was that of last century. There 1s always
one part ot a man’s intellectual equip-
ment obviously inferior to the rest; one
domain, at least, in which he permits pre-
judice to reign supreme.

But Mrs. Emerson who was catholic in
her enjoyment of all London could atford
her ot theatrical display,hcr liking for farci-
cal comedy,curious 1n so grave a woman,did
not prevent her going thrice to some trag-
edy. Her taste in Shakespeare made no
impossible bar to her revelling in the
absurdities of melo-drama. Kverything
was possible to her want of true criticism ;
and whether Cusack enjoyed this or not, |
he went with her. It might bave been
tbat what the theatre was to her she was
to him.

Fred's elder brother, Tom, a barrister of
some reputation and the author of a book
on conveyancing, was not wholly assured
of the wisdom o1 this permitted friendship,
and on more than one occasion remon-
strated with Fred, but with no other result
than a temporary estrangement. Once or
twice he hinted the same thing to Kmer-
son himself, and was, of course, 1aughcd
at. Yet Emerson showed a little temper.

«If I told Fred what you've been hinting
at, Cusack, he would knock you down;
and it you do it again—perhaps I shall.”
Though Emerson said this with a smile,
Tom Cusack swore softly to himself that
all his brothers might provoke business for
all the lawyers in the divorce court before
he would say anything more, and he kept
to his word.

One day late in February, Mrs. Emer-
son sent a note to Cusack: ‘‘ I have two
dress circle tickets for the Independent
theatre. You had better come and dine
here. Harry is dining at his club with
vour brother and young Gower. My two
aunts will be here.—Yours, E. E”

Cusack received this letter just as he
was (ressing to dine with an old college
chum, and he promptly wired to put him
ofl.  When that was done he drove down
to Chelsea and made himself very agreeable
to Mrs. Emerson's aunts, who were not
much older than herself. At8.15 they left
the house and went to the theatre in the
brougham. They drove through P’all Mall.
Cusack looked at his watch as they passed

the club. :
v They are just sitting down now,” he
r

said.

o How was it
Mrs. lomersen. L

[ told KEmerson 1 was dining
Hinton, and so 1 was.” ;

Mrs. lmerson irowned and bit her lip.

« Yet you are going to the theatre with
me. 1t was very toolish of you not to say
vou could not come.”

“ «¢ ] shall see Kmerson at t
and explain " .

Mrs. Iomerson looked worried.

** Why, 1 wrote to him this 'altm noon,
saying 1 was probably going with you to
the lndt-pvndrm."

«« [ don’t see that it matters ve
was (‘usack’s answer, and a momen
they drove up to the theatre door.

At 10 o'clock Emerson, Tom (qum:k
and Gower (who was an architect) were in
the club billiard room. :

«Why didn't Fred come this evening,
(usack 7 asked the younger man, sud-
denly,.

Emerson answered him.
thestre with my wife.’

«Which theatre ?” asked Tom, in sur-
nrise. I thought he was dining with

Hinton.”

you didn’t go?” asked

with

he club tonight

ry much,”
t later

«He is at the
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| “Fell through, I suppose?” said Emer-
son, carelessly. **At the Independent, I
believe.”

“Beastly hole!” said GGower.

“Good acting, though,” put in Tom.

**What nonsense you talk!” said Emer-
son. *“‘Good acting, indeed !
any nowaday. You should have seen

“Yes, I know,” broke in Cusack,” a
dozen men and women you never saw your-
selt, or if you did, it was when you were a
boy, and the romance of youth is over
their dear dead perfections.™

Emerson laughed, but turned to Gower.

“Why is the Independent a beastly hole,
Gower 7

“*Architecturally it is a disgrace, struc-
turally it is dangerous. Bad as it was to
begin with, it is now old, and has all the
vices that come with age. If it ever catches
on fire—"

““As it will, of course,” said Emerson.
““Women lose their beauty, men die, thea-
tres are burned.”

“Don’t women die then?” cried Tom.
Ewmerson turned on him with a twinkle in
his eye.

““T'hey are immortal when they get ugly.
Nothing will persuade them to go.”

It it ever catches on fire, why, may I
be outside !” finished (Gower, and then, as
the last red ball suddenly disappeared from
the table, Cusack pocketed the coins and
put his cue in its case. They sat down to
drink whiskey. ’

Presently there came a roar down the
street which they could hear where they
sat, and which every Londoner knows.

“A fire!” said Gower, and the others
nodded.

“What are the odds that it isn't the In-
dependent P askecd Gower.

““Ten thousand to one, at least,” said
Emerson. ‘‘No, more, as we have been
talking about it.” And they sat still.

Presently a man they knew put his head
into the room.

“Bully fire,” said he, “‘but a bad job.
It’s at the Independent.”

The three men sprang to their feet, and
two glasses fell on the floor with a crash.

“My wite's there !” said Emerson, with a
face the color of half blanched grass.

And he ran out of the room. The others
followed him. Gower was the only one
who took his hat, and he nearly lost sight
of his friends in consequence. For they
were running, and already getting into a
hanson when he came out. As the cab went
on he sprang upon the step and held on
like a cabman’s *‘buck.”

*All right, cabman ; friends of mine!” he
shouted, and the man whipped his horse
furiously. He went into tKe Haymarket
like a madman,and nearly ran over a police-
man who roared to Lim to stop. The order
was not obeyed. At the corner the crowd
was already so dense that the cabman had
to pall up, and he was instantly pounced
on by the policeman, who had jumped into
a cab and followed.

“Never mind,” said Emerson, furiously ;
“‘come to the club to-morrow, and I'll pay
the fine.”

And he and Cusack were lost in a mo-
ment.

“Let us through, for God’s sake!” he
said, in a strained voice ; “‘my wife's in the
theatre.”

“You couldn’t get through if you were
ten men, gentlemen,”said a policeman close
to them, and Cusack suddenly caught
Emerson by the collar and drew him back
out of the crowd.

“‘In another minute we should have been
stuck there all night,” he said. *‘Come
let's go round and get where most of the
police are ; by a sovereign,perhaps, we can
get there.”

“And what good?” said Emerson.

As they came round to the other street,
the crowd was just as thick. DBut a fire
engine came through, parting it, and Fm-
erson sprang at it behind and held on.
Cusack tollowed him.

“Five pounds if you'll get us through to
the front,” said Imerson,desperately. And
the two firemen behind caught them up.
Iiven as they got to the theatre front,the
fiercest flames seemed to have been beaten
down and only heavier smoke poured out
of the upper windows. The engines were
rlaying through them, and three throbbing
ines of hose ran into the main entrance,tor
the men had got in, The road was flooded
so that the pavement seemed almost clean ;
into the running water came flying embers
that hissed as they fell. Outside the cordon
of police were many who had escaped from
the fire. Some were torn and bleeding ;
some women were but half clothed ; men
stood and sobbed ; and behind, again, the
thick crowd moaned like a sea; the white
uplitted faces were as spindrift as beaten
foam. When a fireman showed at the up-
per windows they cheered : when they saw
him against a spurt of re-arisen flame they
whimpered curiously.
As the two men stood there thrust
against a wall, obvious in evening dress
that was soiled and torn, Cusack turned
and looked at Kmerson. His face was
working at one moment and rigid at anoth-
¢r: the blood from his bitten lower lip ran
in a thinband down bis shirt front like some
decorative ribbon ; it blackened on his chin
like an imperial.

“They are getting it under—getting it
under,” said he at last pitvously. ““Cusack!
Cusack | do you think—oh, God! what do
you think "

Ile waited for no answer, for the theatre
was getting blacker and blacker. From
one point of view the building was saved.
It could, doubtlessly, be restored without
being pulled down.  And in a month the
people and the authories would forget what
it bad done.

They began to bring out the bodies, and
now neither Kmerson, no, nor (lusack,
could be restrained. Fortunately for them.
as they tried to break through the line, the
inspector who hurried there knew Emerson
well.

«Wills,” said Emerson, **let me and my
triend through on some excuse, my wife's
in this devilish hole, and his brother. If
you do, come to my club to-morrow and
ask tor what you like.”

«Come,” said the inspector suddenly,and
they ran across the road. Others tried to
tollow and were repulsed. Angry cries a-
rose.

“Who are those that you have let in
there ?” screamed a man without a coat.

*They own the theatre,” said the police-
man, lying with all due promptness.

R l‘d‘inown that, 1'd have killed one
of them.” said the man as he was thrust
back.

There were two dozen bodies laid out
already in the hideous vestibule, and Emer-
son ran to them one by one.

There were fifteen women and the rest

”

There isn’t

men all in evening dress that was blacken-
ed, torn, and water sodden.
among the men nor women did they find
Cusack and Mrs. Emerson. Emerson
seized Tom by the arm.

“‘Perhaps they didn’t go! Perhaps they
escaped ! Perhaps they are alive !

He peered into each dead face again, and
then into others that were laid inthe dread-
ful rows.

“Where did they sit ?
asked Cusack.

“I don’t” said Emerson ;
the dress circle best.”

And he tried to go upstairs. He totter-
ed as he went ; thé remaining smoke made
him cough.

“We shall find them up here,” he said
again. “*Together—or they have escaped !”

They went up into the dress circle, which
was dimly lighted with three fire lanterns.
Fomerson caught one of the men by the arm.

““Are there any more bodies here?” he
asked hoarsely. ‘Not many, sir,” said
the man, who was as black as his boots
with filth, and at the answer Emerson
groaned again. 'T'hey stumbled over a
man’s body in the second row. Cusack
pulled him out by the shoulders and
dropped Lim again when he saw a beard.

“‘Here's a lady, sir,” said the fireman,
and Emmerson knelt down by her. It was
a girl of seventeen who seemed asleep.

““There is one more in the front row,”
said Cusack, and they went to the front
row on the prompt side. This woman had
not fallen down ; she was leaning with her
arms on the cushioned rail above the stalls :
her face was on her hands; she seemed as
though she were alive or asleep or, perhaps,
in the utter abandonment of grief. And
as they went toward her Emerson sobbed
and stopped sobbing, and then his face be-
came hard and set.

‘It it is not this one " he said aloud.
But he did not speak again in that voice.
For it was that one. And she was alone.
Cusack snatched the lantern from the fire-
man’s hand and looked upon the floor, but
his brother was not there.

““You have taken some from here,’
said furiously.

“No, Sir,” said the fireman, starting;
“not one, I'll swear. 1 was the first In
here, and this lady was by herself.”
Iimerson straightened himselt up in the
seat next his dead wife.

““The cur !” he said, and Cusack looked
as a man does when he is struck and knows
he cannot return the blow, for it was his
disgrace as well. Ile looked at the dead
woman and the hot tears ot bitter shame
ran down his blackened cheeks, making
him look ludicrous. Was it fancy or not
that he saw through them ? Was not that
look upon the beautiful face one of more
than fear ? Why was it not utterly calm
as that young girl’s or writhed into fixed
rigid anguish as some he had seen down
below? The dead woman was herself
ashamed—but not of herselt ;‘and her face
told with what horror and despair that did
not regard death she had laid her head up-
on her deserted hands, fecling that all' her
lite had been for nothing and that it was
well to die. And Emerson rose up, with
his wife in his arms. Though he was not
a strong man—though he had gone'through
enough to bave made a strong man weak—
be carried her as he bad once carried her
dead child and he went down stairs steadi-

Do you know?”

“‘but she liked

' he

«What are you going to do?” said Cus-
ack when they reached the boitom. As
he was about to answer F.merson stumbled
and Tom caught him. Then he laid the
body:down and covered the face with his
bandkerchief. Ile rose up:

¢‘She can stay here till 1 return, Cusack,
I am going to see your brother.”

““What are you going to do?” asked
Cusack, in a monotonous voice.

«Nothing, but I should like to look at
him. Come.” Angd they went through
the crowd which a beavy rain had thinned.
They took a cab and drove fast' to Fred's
rooms in Duke street. Emerson leaped
from the cab and knocked lightly at the
door. It was even then but a little after
11, and the servant answered quickly.

«Is Mr. Cusack atjhome?” asked Emer-
son, in a constrained voice. For one mo-
ment his brother’s heart stopped beating.
-] think he came in just now, sir.”

“We will go up,” said Tom, I am his
brother.”

When they entered the lighted hall the
girl stared in stupefaction at their appear-
ance. But they took no notice of her.
Cusack stepped in front.

Fred’s rooms were on the first floor;
his bedroom opened trom the sitting room.
Both rooms were hghted and the first rooms
door was ajar. Tom entered it quickly
and Emerson followed him. They looked
right into the bedroom at once and saw
Fred standing in front of the big looking
glass. His face, much more awful than
any dead face they had seen that night,
paralyzed them, and they stayed there
staring.

«‘In his hand,” muttered Emerson.
“Nothing,” said Tom, ‘*nothing.”

And Fred saw them. Emerson made a
spring forward and Tom caught him round
the waist and held him. There was a
gurgling cry and Fred Cusack fell upon
the floor heavily.

+ Ed * 4 »* .

*‘1 would have stopped him,” said Emer-

son.
«+But I was his brother,” said Tom.

An Oregon man claims to be the first
yerson to go deer hunting on a bicycle.
I'he firm inflated tire on his wheel allowed
of his traveling swiftly and noiselessly over
the ground strewn with pine needles and
before he pedcled many miles he came
upon an unsuspecting deer (juietly browsing
just ahead of him. e kiiled the animal
and returned to the hotel with it slung over
his shoulders.

Sackville, Nov. 11, to the wite of Frank Phinney, a

son.

sSackville, Nov. 9, to the wife of ( ‘harles Pickard, a
son.

Gaspereaux, Nov. 12, to the wife of Enos Norman,
a son.

Baie Verte, Nov. 16, to the wife of R. D. Wood, a
duughter.

Ambherst, Nov. 11, to the wife of James Corney, &
daughter.

Milton, Nov. 8, to the wife of Harvey Kempton, a
daughter.

Halifax, Nov. 9, to the wife of S. S. Shatford, a
daughter.

8t. John, Nov. 17, to the wife of Simuel W. Kuiin, a
daughter.

Halifax, Nov. 1, to the wife of George J. Searfe,
a daughter.

Central Argyle. Nov.13, to the wife of Enos Spinvey,
# daughter °

But neither

Gaspereaux, Oct. 25, to the wife of G. W. Miner,
a daughter.

a daughter.
Avondale, Nov. 3, to the wife of Samuel G. Barter»
a4 daughter.
Truro, N. 8., Nov. 10, to the wife of Joseph Weath-
erbee, a son.
Central Argyle, Nov. 11, to the wife of Herbert
.. Hines, a son. ?
New Glasgow,
Fraser, a son.
Lunenburg,N. 8., Nov. 10, to the wife of Rev. Geo.
Haslam, a son.
MeDonald’s Point, Nov. 14, to the wife of Alfred
M. Day, a son.
Waterville, Oct. 28, to the wife of William Culber.
son, a daughter.
Giaspereaux, N. 8., Oct. 29, to the wife ot Otis Cold-
well, a daughter.
Parrsboro, N. 8., Oct. 31,
Simmonds, a son.
Summerside, P. E. I., Nov. 10, to the wife of S. M.
Bent, a daughter.

Halifax, Nov. 13, to the wife of Captain Jame®
Piride, a daughter.

Pictou, N. S., Nov. 15. to the wife of Rev. Andrew
Armit, a daughter.

East Leicester, Nov. 8, to the wife of Matthew
Evans, a daughter.

Lower Argyle, N. 8., Nov. 1, to the wife
IHarding, a daughter.

L.wer Granville, Nov. 1, to the wife of Frank
Armstrong, a daughter.

Antigonish, N. 8., Nov. 11, to the
J. R. Munro, a daughter.

West Head, Cape Sable Isd., Nov. 15, to the wife of
Edmund Atkinson, a gon.

Lower Stewiacke, N. 8., Nov. 12, to the wife of
James Allison Fnlton, a son.

Nov,

8, 10 the wife of Barclay

to the wife of William

of J. F.

wite of Rev.
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(,.'hntham. Nov. 16, to the wife of Thomas Flanagan,

N.S., Nov 4, Barney WllA)'n(;{ to May Why--

Milton,
not.

Truro, Nov. 10 by Rev. John Wood, J. E. Hammon
to Catora Turple.

Dartmouth, Nov. 16, by Rev. T. C. Mellor, Nelson
Conrad to Carrie Bell.

Digby, Nov. 9, by Rev. A.T.Dykeman, Frank Al
corn to Laleah Morgan.

Sackville, Nov. 15, by Rev. Cecil Wiggins, Conduc-
tor Smith te Janie Beers.

Kingston, Nov. 1, bv Rev. Duvid Long, James II.
Earle to Carrie M. Earle.

Douglas, N. B., Nov. 8, by Rev. I’. O. Rees, Angus
MecDonald to Janie Jones,

Gibson, Nov. 9, by Rev. G. B. Payson, George E.
Logan to Rebecca Bishop.

Salisbury, N. B.,Nov.12, by Rev. Abram Perry,

Ezra Taylor to Ida Lewis.

Pubnico Harbor, Nov. 8, by Rev. J. L.. Smith, John

Jeflry to Mrs, Sarah Frost.

Bay du Vin, Nov. 8, by Rev.J. Robertson, John A.
Gregan to Olive A. Taylor.

Sonora, N.S., Nov. 2, bv Rev. J. E. Tiner, Eben
Dickson to Sarah A. Pyke.

Salem, N. B., Nov. 8, by Rev. W. Camp, Murdoch
steeves to Winnie Mollins.

Truro, Nov. 15, by Rev. Dr. Heartz, Joseph K.
Berry to Ellen E. Stevens.
Upper Wicklow, Nov. 8, by Rev. G.
Dow Price to Ada Munson.
Pubnico, Nov. 7, by Rev. J.J. Sullivan, George
Amiro to Theresa LeBlance .

Scoteburn, Nov. 9, by Rev. J. W. Fraser, Thomas
MecNeil to Margaret Gratto.

Antigonish, Nov. 16, by Rev. J. R. Munro, John
Blanchard to Laura Dexter.
Carleton, Nov. 16, by Rev. James Burgess, James
Anderson to Laura Godfrey.
Halifax, Nov. 16, by Rev. Father Kinsella, Dr. A
F. Whitford to Maud Inglis.
Yarmouth, Nov. 16, by Rev. E. B. Moore, Hugh
Sloan to Auagusta S. Jenkins.

Halifax, Now4 14, by Rev. Father Murphy, George
Sullivan to Florence Morton.

Woodstock, Nov. 16, by Rev. C. T. Phillips, Nelson
McBride to Bertha McLean.

Shulee, N. S., Nov. 2, by Rev. J. . Parker, Sher-
man Porter to Jennie McKay.

St. Jobp, Nov.15, by Rev. James Gordon, Arthur
Wetmore to Bertha A. Ilunt,

Dartmonth, Nov. 15, by Rev. . I11. Alinon, Samuel
Hatcher to Amelia Shepherd.

Halifax, Nov.14, by Rev. Jumes Rosborough,James
R. Parker to Lillie J. Taylor.

Carleton, Nov. 15, by Rev. Dr. McRae, David
McPherson to Helen Crocker.

Letete, N. B., Nov. 4, by Rev. R. G. Vane, Ashby
MeNicho) to Lillian M, Helms.

Bear River, N.S., Nov. 4, by Rev. B.N. Nobles,
John Wesley to Annie Nobles.

Douglas, N. B., Nov. 8, by Rev. . O. Rees,William
A. Whittaker to Susy A. Hydes.

Sheflield, Nov. 8, by Rev. George Howsard, samuel
Flewelling to Anmie M. Bridges.

Windsor Plains, Nov.2, by Rev. James W.Johnson,
James Turner to Maggie Bowen.

New Ireland, N. B, Oct. 30, by Rev. Father Carson,
George Doherty to Julia Doherty.

Bear Island, N. B., Nov. 13, bv Rev. D. E. Brooks,
Robert Tapply to Maggie E. Lint.

Mount Denison, Nov. 16, by Rev. William Phillips,
David Shaw to Mrs. Abbie Shaw.
Kingston, Nov. 13, by Rev. William ITamiltyy”
Robert Bowness to Susan Stymist.

Liverpool. N.S., Nov. 13, by Rev. I.E. Bill, Thom

Nickerson t:) Mrs. Eliza Wharton. ——
Sable River, Nov. 12, bv Rev.I. W. Carpenter
Clifford Dexter to F. M. Huebener 5

Lawrencetown, Nov.14, by Rev. Thomas Fisher,
Horatio Carroll to Belle E. Conrad.

Brooklyn, N. &, Nov. 8, by Rev. J. E. Goucher,
Albert D. Gavil to Adeline Morrill.

Kingsport, N. S., Nov. 1, by Rev. J.
Edwin S. Harvey to Gertie Tupper.
N. E Margaree, Nov. 7, by Rev. William Wetmore,
Donald T. McLeod to Abigal Davis.

Upper Economy, N.S., Nov. 2, by Rey. C. P. Wil-
son, Arthur Ilarnan to Dorcas Welsh.

Tusket Wedege, Nov. 13, by Rev. Father Gray,
Moses D’Entremont to Nelsie Porter. .

L.unenburg, N. 8., Nov. 8, by Rev. L.J. Batty,
Jessen Anderson to Bessie Emenau.
Brideetown, N. S., Oct. 28, by Rev. F. P.Greatorex,
Joseph H. Young to Florence Gesner.
Margaree, Nov. 5, by Rev. 1I. R. McDougall,Archi-
bald A. Chisholm to Bella McLennan.
Temperancevale, N. B., Nov. 15, by Rev. C.
Phillips, Nelson Stairs to Rachel Pike.

Scotshurn, Nov. 15, by Rev.J. W Fraser, Alex.1l.
Sutherland to Margaret B. Satherland.

Red Bank, N. B.. Nov. 14, by Rev. J. D. Murray,
1saac L. Blackmore to Kmma Matchett.
Ambherst, N. 8., Nov. 1, by Rev. V. E. Harris,
John I1. Yeomans to Lottie D. Chittick.

Gireat Village,N. 8., Nov. 8§, by Rev. T. B. Layton,
T. Harry Higgins to Evdevill s Halliday.
Bedford, N. 8., Nov. 15, by Rev. Father Young,
Norman McPherson to Maggie Christian.

Burton, N. B., Nov. 15, by Rev. A. C. Dennis,
Alex. Knight Forsyth to Annetta Burpee.
McKenzie Corner, N. B., Nov. 15, by Rev. J.
Barker, George Johuson to Maud R. IHay.

McLellan’s Brook, N. 8., Nov. 14, by Rev.W. Stew-
art, Malcolm Beaton to Christy A. McDonald.

North Sydnev, C. B.,, Nov. 9, by Rev. D. . Me-
Qnarrie, Wilson Musgrave to Jennie Musgrave.

Ambherst, Nov. 15, by Rev. J. Roy Campbell, as-
sisted by Rev. V. E. Harris, John M. Hickman
to Theresa Hay.

Pictou, Oct. 31, by Rev. J. D. McFarlane, assisted
by Rev. A. Campbell, Ilenry P. Baxter to
Jessie A. Cameron.

Hillsboro, Nov. 16, by Rev. Michael Gross, assisted
by Revs. S. H. Cornwall and John C, Berrie,
James B. ITunter to Annie W. Todd.

Halifax, Nov. 15, William E. Long.

St. John, Nov. 18, Daniel Doyle, 78.

Springhill, Nov. 15, Mary Crowe, 23.

St. John, Nov. 18, Henry Graham, 70,

Halifax, Nov. 17, George Richards, 40,
Gagetown, Nov. 15, John Kincaide, 19.
Montague, P. E. 1., William Bryson, 61.

St. John, Nov. 14, Jaumes McKeever, 60.
Hivernia, Nov. 19, Robert Rathbnrn, 23.

St. John, Nov. 17, Tertullis G. Theal, 78.

St. John's, Nfld., Nov. 7, Ann Dehief, 67.
Springhill, N. 8., Nov. 7, John Martin, 32

8t. Stephen, Nov. 13, J Warren Moore, 83.
Milltown, Nov. 12, Franklin E. Perkins, 29,
Sprinehill, Nov. 10, Alice Hatfield, 2 weeks.
Maitland, N. 8., Nov. 11, Annie Dearman, 51.
Greenwood, N. 8., Nov, 16, John McLean, 67.
Woodstock, Oct. 26, Mrs. Benjamin Johnson, 89.
White's Mountain, N. B., Elizabeth McNaught, 64.
Miltown, Nov. 9, Honoiah, wife of Maurice Daly, 62.
Wolfville Ridge, N. 8., Nov 10, Harris Randall, 73.
| Barrington Passage, N.S., Nov. 11,Josiah Smith, 87.

A. Giberson,

W. Cox,

T.

LET

not because we are ashamed of it. but

There is nothing like it.

US WHISPER,

to avoid hurting anybody’s feelings.

There is really only one soap for the nursery and that is BABY'S OWN,
It is delicately perfi

skin, keeping it fresh and soft and smooth.

THE ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., MoONTREAL.

imed and is good for the

Lower Wakefield, N. B., Mrs. Frederick Shaw, 67.
Summerside, P. E. I., Nov. 5, Jeremiah McArthur,
61.
Halifax, Nov. 13, Mary D., wife of T. G. Creelman,
52,
Bridgetown, Nov. 4, of consumption, ITiram Taylor,

D&

Fort Steel, Nov. 16, James Rogers, of Londonderry,

N.S.

Sackville, Nov. 14, Clifford B., son of Edward True-
man.

Halifax, Nov. 15, Ann, widow of late Andrew Hill-
man.

Argyle Sound, N. 8., Nov. 12, wife of Howard Nick-
erson.

Mahone Bay, Nov. 6, Ellen, daughter of late James
Loye, 6.

Elgin, N. B., Oct. 31, of consumption, Eva Bab.
cock, 10.

Isaac’s Harbor, Nov. 13, Jane, wife of [1. Havelock

Giffin, 33.

Halifax, Nov. 14, Caroline, wife of [Thomas Me-

Grath, 49.

St. John, Nov. 21, Agnes A., wife of Jacob S.

Clarke, 37.

Sydney Mines, C. B., Nov.7, Marcella, wife of John

McKinnon.

St. John, Nov. 14, Maria Thompson, wile of James

Dunbar, 74.

St. John, Nov. 13, Charles D. W., son of Robert P.

Porteous, 2.

St. John, Nov. 19, of paralysis of the brain, William

B. Gibbs, 52.

Halifax, Nov. 16, Catherine, widow of late George

Hillman, 80.

New Minas, Nov. 13, Eliza, widow of late Isaac

Lovelace, 80.

Woburn, Mass., Nov. 8, George P. Murdock, of

Pictou, N. 8.

Long Point, C. B., Nov. 11, Angus, son of Colin

Chisholm, 20.

Richibucto, Nov.

Philiip Woods.

Charlottetown, P. E. I., Nov. 10, Bertha May Wad-

dell, 8 months.

South Bay, Nov. 16, Lorne J., son ot Edwin C. and

A. M. Thomas.

Lunenburg, N. 8., Nov. 11, Mary, daughter of

Stephen Myra, 1.

Somerville, Mass., Nov. 12, Cale% McCully, of

Truro, N. 8., 73.

New Glasgow, Nov. 10, Richard Bradbury, of Bay

Roberts, Nfld., 26.

Waterville, N. B., Nov. 2, Isabella, widow of late

8. C. Getchell, 84,

Tracy’s Mills, N. B., Oct. 30, Lydia Jane, wife ot

James N. Sloat, 43.

Halifax, Nov. 11, Maggie May, daughter of Mark

and Mary Davis, 3.

Wakefield Centre, N.

Solomon Guiou, 30.

Upper Musquodoboit, N. S., Nov. 8, Sophia, wife

of William Hogg, V2.

Norton Station, Nov. 16, Georgle B., wife of Alex-

ander McKinnon, 25.

ITartland, Nov. 16, Margaret Peters, widow of lite

William Watson, 87.

Moncton, Nov. 18, Bessie, daughter of George and

Catherine Peebles, 13.

St. John, Nov. 16, Ann, widow of late Join Flewel-

ling, of Greenwich, 75.

Moncton, Nov. 17, Ann, widow of the late William

Trider, of Maccan, 79.

Port Hastings, C. B., Catherine, widow of the

late John McQuarrie, 89.

South E<k, Nov. 6, Ca*herine McTavish, widow ef

late George Hubbard, 88.

Halifax. Nov. 15, Mary A., daughter of M. F. and

E [C. Murphy, 4 months.

Halifax, Nov. 14, Jessie Blen, dauzhter of Charles

and Mary Greig, 6 months.

Cape Tormentine, Sarah Allan, daughter of late

Samuel Allsn, of Bayside.

Black River, Nov. 12, Allan Stewart, son of Alex
and Mary McNaughton, 12.

Isaac’s Harbor, Oct. 30, fophia, infant daughter of
George Davidson, 8 months.

Fredericton Junction, Nov. 15, Paul, adopted son of |
John and Jennie Sheehan, 16,

Midgic, Nov. 4, of scarl 't fever, Maud,infant daugh-
ter of Henry and Susan Cole,

Tancook, N.B., Oct. 30, Lizzie, danghter of Wil-
liam and Clara Cross, 6 days.

13, Ernest A., infant son of

B., Nov. 4, Alonzo, son of

Calvin Black, of Amherst, 27.

North Kingston, Nov. 5, of typhoid fever, Miunie
M., wife of Frank Cassidy, 20.

Upper Dyke Village, N. 8., Nov. 10, of paralysis,
Sirah, widow of late John Kinsman, 89.

Woodstock, Nov. 13, of diptheretic croup, Willie,
son of Robert J. and Eila B. Lindsay, 7.

Sw et’s Corner, N. 8., Nov. 11, John Cochran, son
of Justus and Annie Warper, 11 months.

Midlands, N. B., Nov. 1, of eonsumption, Minnie,
adopted daughter of late 1lugh Wa'ker, 10.

Sandy Cove, Nov. 1, Janet C., wife of Cnpt. John
¥. Eldridge, and daughter of Rev. J. C. Morse,

33
N. 8., Nov. 10, Harrie!, widow of the

Halifax, Nov. 11, Florence M., daughter of late |

The Greatest
Rheumatic
and Neural_ga Cure
Of the Age

WhB\E HOUSEHOLD pe

N OAINGURE

MANUFACTURED ONLY BY

THE HAWKER MEDICINE COY 714
STJOHN,N.B.

Wearing Low Shoes.

Wearing low shoes inthe fall simply invites a
cold. Ifyon take cold, then take IHawker’s Toiu
and Wild Cherry Balsam it is a sare cure for Coughs,
Colds, Hoarseness, Bronchitis, etc. Sold every-
where, only 25 cents.

“It Acted Like a Charm.”

Capt. Jas. Beck, St. John, N. B., says It affords
me pleasure to testify from experience to the merits
of Hawker’'s Tolu and Wild Cherry Balspn, which
acted like a charm in an irritating case ofcough. It
was resorted to atter other remedies had signally

D N

- failed, aflording immediate relief and complete sat-

isfaction.

For Neuralgia
Use Minard’s Liniment

For Rheumatism
Use Minard’s Liniment

For Coughs and Colds 4

Use Minard’s Liniment

For Burns and Scalds
Use Minard’s Liniment

For Aches and Pains
Use Minard’s Liniment

For Falling out of Hair
Use Minard’s Liniment

For Distemper in Horses
Use Minard’s Liniment

For Corns and Warts
Use Minard’s Liniment

Prepared by C. C. Richards & Co.,fYarmouthN, 8.,

Yarmouth, ]
Jate Thomas Lovitt, and daughter of James B.

Baan, 33.

[FOR SALE EVERYWHERE.
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