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TOR THIRTY MINUTES. 
The date of this occurence is not import- 

ant, in tact it is just as well left untold. 1 
was on the hotel run for a morning paper 
in St. Paul at the time, and, glancing over 
the Ryan register one afternoon, I saw the 
name Mrs. George Trehune. It was writ- 
ten in the long, angular scrawl affected so 
extensively by women of the dramatic pro- 
tession, and although I had never before 
heard of Mrs. Trehune, her signature at- 
tracted my attention. There 1s more of 
instinct than any other sense in selecting 
from a long list of signatures those of people 
worth interviewing. Mrs. Trehune’s slap- 
dash characters set me wondering what sort 
of a woman she was, and nothing was 
easier than to find out, so I handed my card 
to the clerk, pointed to the room, number 
205, and awaited the return of the bell boy. 

In five minutes, or thereabouts, he in- 
formed me that I was to *‘go right up,” and 
up | went. 
“Come in,” called a voice, in answer to 

my tap on the door. I entered. Near 
the open fire in an arm chair sat a young 
woman. She wore a white gown ot that 
soft caressing woof that so invariably sets 
off well the wearer's charms. Rising as I 
entered she advanced toward me, and her 
manner betrayed at once the well bred 
woman. I took a mental photograph of 
the face and figure before me. The former 
was oval, well featured, set with a pair of 
lustrous dark eyes and framed in curls ot 
an indefinable colour—halt golden, half 
brown. The latter was tall and shapely. 
“Pray be seated,” she said, as 1 began 

to explain why I bad asked for an inter- 
view. Oh, yes,” “I know why you came. 
I have several friends in the profession, 
and in fact, have the greatest regard for 
daily newspaper writers. They are equal 
to almost anything.” 
“You flatter the craft,” I answered. 

Some of us are very retiring. Iam -" 
“] hope you are not, sir?” said my 

charming vis-a-vis, leaning impulsively 
forward as she spoke. Her elbow found 
support on the arm of the chair, her chin 
rested on ber shapely white hand, and her 
large dark eyes looked straight into mine. 
It was an embarressing situation, and I 
confess I hardly knew what to make of it. 
With an effort I met the gaze of this strange 
young woman, and said inquiringly, ¢* You 
dislike nervous people ?” ; 
‘1 should hate myself if that were the 

case,” replied Mrs. Trehune, * for I am 
all nerves. Oh dear, dear, it I only dared 
to do it.” 
With a sudden whisk she was out of the 

chair and pacing back and forth on the 
carpet liked a caged lioness. There was 
very evidently something wrong with Mrs. 
Trehune. Why, good heavens! she was 
sobbing. 

« My dear madam,” I exclaimed, ‘if I 
can be of any possible service——" 
“Oh, I dare not ask it ofa stranger,” 

she protested, throwing up both hands 
dramatically. ** And yet,” she added, 
‘“ none but a stranger would do.” 
The sight of the tears had scattered my 

self possession to the winds. I was ready 
now to fight a duel or two if necessary in 
defense of this mysterious young person. 

** Ask anything you like,” I said desper- 
ately. “I'll do 1t.” 
“Will you ?” whispered Mrs. Trehune, 

coming hurriedly toward me. *‘ If you 
will do what I ask I can never do enough 
for you in return. Mine is a case that re- 
quires immediate and skillful action. You 
will have to use all your finesse, for I have 
not time to explain matters fully. You 
must be patient, then indignan: and finally 
exasperated. Do you understand ?” 

“Certainly,” | answered promptly. 
(Crazy as a March hare was my inward re- 
flection. 

“* And you will do this for a stranger ?” 
inquired Mrs. Trebune. 

* Command me,” I replied. 
“ Then listen,” she said, drawing her 

chair near to mine, with an apprehensive 

glance at the door. *‘I am not Mrs. Tre- 
hune. I shall be this afternoon if all goes 
well, but at present I am Clara Talbot. I 
have run away from my home in Chicago 
to marry Mr. Trehune. le is of Kansas 
City and was to have met me here. [have 
received a telegram from him to ray that 
his train is several hours late. Never mind 
why it was necessary for me to run away. 

It is a family matter. My people have 
never seen Mr. Trehune. 1 met him at the 
house of a friend in Europe last year. They 

wanted me to marcy an>ther mand I fled 

yesterday, atter telegraphing (George to 

meet me here. My father has followed me. 

He is in the hotel now ; (another glance at 
the door) his card preceded yours. 1 sent 
word that I was dressing, and he is waiting 

downstairs. When I read the name on 
your card—a newspaper man—I conceived 
this plan: Will you be my kusband for half 
an hour?” 

I started up like a scared jick rabbit. 
“(yo0d gracious, madam.” 1 exclaimed, 

«I don't know enough about you to do the 
thing successfully.” 
“Oh, try,” pleaded the brown eyed fugi- 

tive, ** please try.” 
“I'll do it,” I said desperately, and the 

next instant there was a crash. The door 
flew back, and in burst an old gentleman 
with a very red face, from which a couple 

of small eyes snapped angrily as he dashed 
his hat and cane down on the centre table. 
Using the latter as a sort of a rostrum, he 

glared straight at the girl and began to 
rave, ignoring me entirely. 
“Well madam ((in a tone of concen- 

trated fury), what do you mean by this 
disgraceful escapade?" 
“My temporary wife glanced hopefully 

toward where 1 sat, within easy reach of 

the old gentleman's cane. Summoning all 
my fortitude I arose and looked the irate 
parent straight in the eye. 

“I shall have to request, sir,” I said, that 
in addressing this lady you will remember 
that respect is due her as my wife and your 
daughter. You must show her that respect, 
sir. Do you understand?” raising my 
voice a little on the last few words. 

**Oh,” shrieked the venerable pater, lit- 

erally dancing with rage. ‘So you are the 
blackguard who has inveigled my daughter 
into this idiocy. I've a good mind to 
thrash you!” and the cane was raised 
threatenmngly. 

“I hope you will change your mind and 
improve your language,” I went on as 
calmly as possible. *‘Your present con- 
duct will result in a scandal.” 

“Scandal, sir. What could be more 
scandalous than the present state of affairs?” 
he cried. 

Things went on in this way for ten 
minutes, until the old man howled himself 
hoarse, 2nd I could hear the bell boy titter- 

ing in the hall outside. 
calmed down, and as a last resort tried the 
sympathetic dodge on the terrified young 
woman. The latter had hardly spoke a 
word throughout the scene. She was too 
badly frightened, I think. 
There were tears in the old gentleman's 

voice as he turned towards my supposed 
wife. Had she not always been well treated? 
Was not her mother the best ot mothers? 
Had henot been the most indulgent of 
fathers? Was not her home one of luxury? 
etc., etc. Yes, she admitted each clause in 
the indictment as it was checked off. 
‘But father she sobbed, ‘I love him so 

very much, and—oh! “I could not marry 
that other.” 

““ Where was this wretched marriage per- 
formed ?” he inquired, savagely. 

«* Milwaukee,” answered the girl, in a 
great hurry. 

“I'll have it dissolved,” swore the en- 
raged pater, getting noisy again. 

** Let me remind you, sir,” I said delib- 
erately, ** that your daughter is of age (I 
was not sure about it;) that we are legally 
married, and that any amount of talk will 
not alter the fact. I must also suggest 
that,as our train leaves for the South at 4 
o'clock we have very little time to devote 
to this sort of thing.” 

** Eh, what! adding insult to injury!” he 
roared. *“ Well, I'll leave you here for 
the present, but you will hear from me, ¢ 
sir,” shaking the cane in my face. ‘I'm 
not the man to submit tamely to a rascally 
abduction of this character. You're a 
scoundrel, sir, a d—d scoundrel,” reiterat- 
ed my angelic father-in-law ; and with this 
choice parting shot he retired, slamming 
the door after him. 
“How did I manage it?” I enquired, 

turning to where the future Mrs. Trebune 
was sitting. She had fainted. Just like a 
woman ! She had the nerve to go through 
a scene like this undisturbed, to all appear- 
ance, and then when the danger was over, 
she must spoil it all by an exhibition of 
weakness. I rushed to the water, poured 
a glass ot it out and approached the young 
woman. She was recovering, though, be- 
fore 1 reached her, and in an instant sat 

up. 
“How can I ever repay you?” she asked. 

“You did it superbly, and George will soon 
be here now (glancing at her watch). My 
dear sir,” she went on, ‘‘I cannot tell you 
how gratetul I am. I shall make Mr. 
Trehune call at your office this evening and 
thank you personally.” 

My engagement as Miss Talbot's husband 
was evidently at an end, so protesting that 
I %vould willingly have done twice as much 
tor her, I withdrew. Trehune came in late 
in the afternoon, and they were married by 
the rector of Christ Church. The Kansas 
City young man called on me in the evening 
and insisted on my going to supper with 
him and the bride. We had a jolly little 
spread of pate de fois gras and champagne 
at the Ryan cafe, and I have never set eyes 
on either of the Trehunes or the venerable 
po Sh" ot Chicago trom that moment 
te this. 

HOW I OBTAINED A WIFE. 
My most intimate friends (though I 

hadn’t many) voted me to be a thorough 
fool in love affairs. At the opening of my 
story I was about three-and-twenty, and 
one year before had been left by my bache- 
lor uncle at the head of a good business, 

and with a lump sum in Consols. 
My uncle had trained me from my youth 

to business, and during his litetime I had 
stuck closely to it, and must have gained 
the old man’s heart. At any rate he left 
me his money with one hateful provise, 
and that was—I must marry. Why in the 
world he considered that a connubial lite 
would add to my comfort I cannot say, 

neither could my lawyer. 
It must have been one of his passing 

whims, for never a woman had ever entered 
his establishment with his permission, and 
he had taken care that I should see as little 
as possible of the fair sex, let alone speak 
to them. 
To some men this provise would have 

been nothing, but to me it was a torture, 
for my reclusive life had given me a mortal 
dread of seeking a wife. I feared ridicule. 
For a year 1 had pondered my uncle's 

last injunction, and the more I thought the 

worse I went. A few intimate friends, 

alarmed at my feeming apathy, and fearful 
that I should let the fortune slip through 
my fingers, kindly introduced me to their 
families. 
But the girls seemed somehow or other 

to know of my predicament, and could not 
refrain from passing jokes at my expense. 
I made a fool of myself, I know, and glad- 
ly returned once more to my own way of liv- 
ing. So far did my feelings carry me that I 
was preparing to give up the fortune, when 
I received a visit trom a man of gentle- 
manly appearance. He smiled blandly 
at me, as if master of the situation. 1 was 
seated in the office at the time. 

“This Mr. Boscawen's office ? he asked. 
“It is,” I replied laconically. 
“And you, gros the head of the 

house ?" 
“1am.” 
“Then to business,” he said as he drew 

a chair towards the fire and sat down. 
“My name is Lockwood, and by ecircum- 
stances which I can but judge as fortunate, 
I have become acquainted with your be- 
loved uncle’s proviso, which is hateful to 
you.” 

I was about to interrupt him but he 
waved his hand, and continued — 
It is only natural, brought up as you 

have been; but I, Antony Lockwood, can 

rid vou of all inconveniences.” 
“Can you ?" I said roused a little by 

his selt assurance, and yet by no means re- 
lishing his interference. Sull, 1 thought 
that possibly he could assist me, and it so, 

I had no right to demur. 
“Yes, but 1 shall want paving for my 

trouble.” 
“You are a matrimonial agent then,” I 

ventured to suggest. 
*¢ Sir,” be said haughtily, ** I have come 

because I think to benefit you, to benefit 
my niece, and to benefit myself; but I am 
not a matrimonial agent; far from it.” 

«« Well, well, no offence,” I hastened to 
say, feeling more easy now we were waking 
a bargain. ** State ycur case and let me 
judge.” 

** Very proper!” he ejaculated. * lam, 
in a month or two, going abroad never to 
return, and I must leave my niece behind. 

She is beautitul, refined and well cultivated ; 
but she is penniless,” and he strongly em- 
phasised the last word. 
That is of no consequence,” I said, 

trying to look big, but failing signally. 
Ot course not,” he said. *‘You can 

Then he gradually offer her a splendid position, and she. will 
readily comply with your advances, and I 
assure you that she will make a capital 
wife.” 

I must have shown my disinclination to 
make any advance, for he hastened to say— 
“Do not be alarmed. She will not 

laugh at you, as other young ladies have 
had the ignorance to do. You have been 
ill-treated sir, but at the hands of Miss 
Bramwell you are safe from ridicule.” 

I perspired at every pore at this unspok- 
en knowledge of the state of my feelings. 

“*Well,” said I confusedly, ‘what are 
your terms 7” ! 

“That's business-like,” but I want to be 
frank with you. You can meet each other 
this very afternoon, and it you like her, and 
she has no objection to you, mind, then let 
us say five hundred for my share.” 

**But you offer no substantial guarantee,” 
said I, more at home in money matters. 

“I offer my influence to smooth your 
way, and my influence is strong, and you 
may depend that I shall put your claim in 
the strongest light.” 

“If you could guarantee plain-sailing—" 
“In matters of the heart you must allow 

a lady ‘to exercise a little discretion,’ he in- 
terrupted. ‘Never fear, sir, you have only 
a bashfulness against you, and in your 

favor are position, wealth, and a manly 

heart.” 
His glowing language filled me with more 

self-satisfactien than I had felf for many a 
day ; and in short I grasped his hand warm- 
ly, and promised to call in the afternoon at 
his villa, No. 14, Ducie street, Longtown. 

I was elevated to a certain extent, and if 
Miss Bramwell was anything like comely, 
and did not—well, well, I had nothing to 

fear in that direction, and that was a com- 

fort. 
During the afternoon of my fortunate 

day, I found myself with a slightly palpitat- 
ing heart ringing the bell of No. 14, which 
in external appearance betokened that Mr. 
Lockwood was a man of taste, and must 
have expended large sums on his garden. 
The door opened and a bright, well-dressed 

maid appeared. 
«Is Miss Bramwell in ?” I asked timidly. 
* This way sir,” and following her, I was 

conducted to the drawing-room, and in a 

moment a tall, graceful creature was mak- 
ing her way to where I stood. She held 
out her hand, shyly I thought, and I felt 
somewhat encouraged ; but it was sometime 
before we got on fairly speaking terms. 

I scarcely knew how the time went by. 
My brain was in a whirl ot excitement. 
We had tea, and then she sang and played 
until I was thoroughly infatuated. Finally 

I went away delighted, with a promise to 
call again next day. 
The following morning Mr. Lockwood 

called. 
« Well, are you satisfied?” he asked with 

a pleasant smile. 
“ Is Miss Bramwell ?” 1 asked. 
* You have nothing to fear,” he answer- 

ed evasively, ‘“ if you do not mention our 
arrangement, but court her in a true lover's 

fashion. Cultivate her acquaintance for a 
week or two before you offer yourselt as 
her husband.” 

+] understand,” 1 said, interrupting his 

eloquence,—‘*a mere matter of form.” 

“Yes, yes,” he said quickly. 
+«Shall T pay you?” I said, drawing out 

my cheque Look. 
“No, no,” he said, smiling at my willing- 

ness ; ‘not until you are accepted.” 
“Say halt the amount,” I urged. 
“Not a halfpenny,” he said dieisvely. 

“You can go to the villa whenever you like, 

but do not be surprised if you do not see 
me there, as business often keeps me away. 
I will call again this day month; and he 
departed leaving me in a very comfortable 

state of mind. 
It was the day before I was to see Mr. 

Lockwood again, and Miss Bramwell and 

I were seated in the same room where I 
had first become acquainted with her. It 
had been a glorious and happy month, and 
now | was trembling, not from shyness,but 
because | wish-d to know if she loved me. 

I loved her--of that I bad no doubt—but 
were my feelings reciprocated? Never 

once during the month had she shown by 

word or look that she kmew her uncle’s 

wishes, but had always been kind and some- 

times even tender towards me. Still she 

was very dependent, and I knew that I 

must ask outright which was by no means 
a jy leasant thought. 
We were seated, as I said before, in the 

drawing-room, when the following conver- 
sation took place. She had just finished 

playing a classical piece, when she turned 
suddenly round and said— 

“ You no doubt think it strange that you 

have not seen my uncle, Mr. Lockwood. 

The truth is,” she continued, without giv- 

ing me time to reply, ‘he has gone on a 

visit to France. He told me you were 

coming, and that I was to welcome you. 

Have I done so, Mr. Boscawen?” 

1 looked at her curiously, but there was 

no deception in her beautiful countenance. 

She evidently did not, could not,. know her 

uncle’s plans. | 
+ You have indeed made me happy and 

welcome during your uncle’s absence,” I 

said after a moment's embarrassment. 
«1 hope you have not been disappointed 

in not meeting him,” she continued. 

«| hope to meet him shortly.” 
«You will.” He is coming home to-mor- 

row. No doubt he has written to you.” 

“No he has not, but he said that I should 

not see him for some time and that I was 

to call and see you. Do you know why I 
came, Miss Bramwell!” I asked boldly. 

++ Yes : because you are the son of an old 

friend of my uncle.” 

| was still further mystified ; but some- 

how or other I mustered up courage and 

plunged at once into an avowal of Jove. 

« Miss Bramwell,” 1 said, rising and 

pacing the room, ** I came because 1 desir- 

ed to marry you, and your uncle gave his 

consent. He told me you were penniless, 

but I can afford to keep us both. Will 

you accept me with my faults ?" 

A bright, happy flush crossed her open 

countenance. as | bungled through my de- 

claration. A sudden inspiration seized me, 

I caught her in my arms, and for one min- 

ute held her in a fond embrace. 1 was ac- 

cepted. I will say no more upon that 

point ; but the more 1 conversed with her 

the more | became convinced that her uncle 

had not told her ot his plan 
Still I was not satisfied, and it was with 

impatience the next day that I waited in my 

oflice for the appearance of Mr. Lockwood. 

At last the door opened and in Ps vd 

lawyer, whose name was also Lockwood. 

I shook him warmly by the hand. ; 

«| have just come from No. 14," he said, 

to my astonishment, ** and I must congra- 
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tulate you on having obtained the hand of 
Miss Bramwell, my niece.” 

“ Your niece!” I exclaimed. 
“Yes, my beloved niece, who is worth 

five thousand a year,” he said calmly. 
I sank into my chair exhausted, and 

buried my head in my hands. 
“You are not annoyed, Mr. Boscawen?” 

«+ 1—1I have been placed in a false posi- 
tion,” I stammered. 

“It was necessary,” said he gravely. 

“You would not marry because you were 

not acquainted with the ways of women, 

and my niece would not marry because she 

was an heiress, and thought all men fortune 

hunters. I conceived the idea of bringing 

you together. I represented to her that 

you were the son of an old friend, and that 

you had lived a very retired life and that 

you did not know of her fortune. My new 

partner. Mr. Wilkin, represented to you a 

fine opportunity. It was a chance; but I 

am thankful that my plan has been success- 

ful. I wish you joy, and I am pleased that 
you love one another.” 

“I do love her, but can never repay you 

for your kindness,” I said in a low tone. 

«[ like to do the best I can for my 

clients,” he replied, “*and then [ am satis- 

fied. You had better get married quickly. 
as in two months your fortune will pass 
from you.” 
Thus it was all settled, and before two 

months had expired I was able to speak of 

the former Miss Bramweil as ‘‘my wite.” 

Mr. Wilkins never claimed his five hundred 

pounds, but I nevertheless made him a 

handsome present. 

They were sitting together in the moon- 

light, and he was trying hard to think of 

something pleasant to say. All of a sud- 

den she gave a slight shiver. *‘ Are you 

cold, darling?” he asked anxiously. ‘1 

will put my coat round you if you like.” 

«« Well, yes,” she said, shyly, with another 

little shiver, ‘* I am a little cold, I confess ; 

but you needn’t put your coat round me. 

One of the sleeves will do.” 

Halifax, May 13, to the wife of John E. Marr, a son.
 

Moncton, May 21, to the wife of Gordon Blair, a son. 

Digby, May 16, to the wife of George Wilson, a son. 

Halifax, May 18, to the wife of G.S. Campbell, a 

son. 

Truro, May 15, to the wife of William McMillan, a 

son. 

Somerset, N. S., May 7, to the wife of Jas. Mulli
ns, 

a son. 

Kentville, May 19, to the wife of James E. Connell, 
a son. 

Halifax, May 22, to the wife of William Pridd
y, a 

daughter. 

Halifax, May 16, to the wife of F.M. Cotton, a 

daughter. 

Halifax, May 16, to the wife of Alex. Silver, a 

daughter. 

Yarmouth, May 13, to the wife of F. C. Robbins
, a 

daughter. 

Digby, May 13, to the wife of A. V. Wade, a 

daughter. 

Truro, May 13, to the wife of Dr. Chalmers, a 

daughter.’ 

Grangeville,N.B., May 5, to the wife of Mel Colpitt
s 

a daughter. 

Yarmouth. May 13, to the wife of G. E. 
C. Burton, 

a daughter. 

Annapolis Royal, May 4, to the wife of J. J. 
Ritchie, 

a daughter. 

Charlottetown, P. E. I., May 12, to the wife of D. 

Gordon, a son. 

Sandy Cove, N. 8., May 17, to the wife et Ingram 

Saunders, a son. 

Jolicure, N. B., May 12, to the wife of George L. 

Townsend, a son. 

Roachville, N. B., May 13, tothe wife of Frank 

Roach, a daughter. 

Port Lorne, N.S., May 12, to the wite of George 

Corbitt, a daughter. 

Rogersville, N. B., May 7, to the wife of Placide 

Richard, a daughter. “ 

Gay's River, N. S., May 19, to the wife of Walter 

S. Elliot, a daughter. 

MARRIED. 

Halifax, May 10, by Rev. Father Moriarity
, James 

Casey to Kate Connell. 

Shubenacadie, May 12, by Rev. Mr. Turnb
ull, John 

Anthony to Annie Cox. 

Clarendon, N. B., May 8, by Rev. W. Wass, Ja
mes 

Brown to Mary Euston. 

Havelock, May 17, by Rev. Abram Perry, Albert 

Thorne to Minnie Clarke. 

St. John, May 16, by Rev. J. W. Clarke, Perley 

Day to Margaret &imoine. 

Sackville, May 9, by Rev. W.IL Warre
n, Fred. 

Harper to Agnes Buertrind. 

Halifax, May 13, by Rev. E. B. Moore,
 William 

J. Simpson to Jane Donnelly. 

St. John, May 17, by Rev. W. O. Raymon
d, J. H. 

Counoliey to Emma Hazelwood. 

St. 4ohn, May 16, by Rev. G. O. Gates, Fred. 

‘lewelling to Annie M. Godsoe. 

Ecomomy, N. S., May 10, by Rev. Andrew G
ray, 

ticorze Cochrane to Sadie Soley. 

Parrsboro, N. 8, May 10, by Rev. KE. M. Dil", 
Wiilurd Bulmer to Annie Adaws. 

Norten, N. B., May,18, by Rev. David Long, 

BR iates Price to Martha Gillies. 

Cape North, C.B., May 10, by Rev.M
. McLeod, | 

McPherson to Jessie Morrison. 

Halifax, May 22, by Rev. J. L. Dawson John D. 

Betame to Isabelle McLaughlin.
 

dney Mines, C. B., May 16, by Rev.D. McMi
llan 

pe Matthew Wilson to Elizabeth McNeal. g 

Nashwauk, N. B.,, May 18, by Rev. J. T. Parsons 

° Clarence Estabrooks to Melissa Rideout
. : 

St. George, N. B.. May 17, by . H. E. L. 

Maider, H. V. Connell to Mary . 

Pleasant Hills,N. S., May 10,by Rov, gatr
ey Gray, 

Finlay Mcintosh to Mary Ags Nan. 

Lewis Mountain, West Co., N. B., y 17, by Rev. 

Abram Perry, Alvin Lounsbury to Grace
 lenry. 

1d, P. E. I., May 10 Rev. A. W. Daniel 

flpctaps Rev. T. B. if , Dougald Hunt to 

David 

Emma Haslam. 

DIED. 

Halifax, May 22, Peter Lynch, 77. 

St. John, May 21, E. B. Green, 69. 

Halifax, May 18, James Smith, 88. 

St. John, May 21, John F. King, 56. 

Halifax, May 19, Richard Power, 63. 

St. Joh, May 17, Mary Barnhill, 73. 

St. John, May 21, Patrick Cotter, 32. 

St. John, May 21, E. H. Vanwart, 32. 

Halifax, May 19, Michael McCann, 58. 

Yarmouth, May 15, James C. Millar, 77. 

Halifax, May 17, Capt. John Sheehan, 38. 

Fredericton, May 12, Joseph Doherty, 54. 

St. Stephen, May 16, G. W. L. Abbott, 75. 

Maugerville, May 16, Daniel Sterling, 84. 

Fredericton, May 11, Mrs. Jane Butler, 84. 

Hanwell, N. B., May 5, Gilbert Howie, 77. 

Cow Bay, N. S., May 12, Daniel McKinnon. 

Woodville, N. S., May 8, James V. Bent, 92. 

Chatham, N. B., May 18, William Power, 60. 

Stanley, N. B., May 14, Thomas Douglas, 81. 

St. Mary’s N. B., May 12, Alonzo Jewett, 63. 

Deer Island, N. B., May 8, Laura Conley, 34. 

Green Hill, N. S., May 15, Charles Fraser, 76. 

Port Medway, N. S., May 15, J. J. Letson, 85. 

Bay View, N. S., May 9, Cristopher Stark, 85. 

Bocabee, N. B., May 11, William Maxwell. 63. 

Springfield, York Co., May 8, Alex. Love, 80. 

Halifax, May 23, Sarah, wife of Douglas Howe. 

Waweig, N. B., May 17, Mattie M. Simpson, 33. 

Deer Island, May 7, Mrs. Lucinda C. Palmer, 72. 

Harrietsfield, N. 8., May 15, Andrew Gepphart, 86. 

St. John, May 17, of apoplexy, George Dickie, 41. 

Halifax, May 14, Elizabeth, wife of John Foley, 68. 

Steam Mill Village, May 10, William T. Sawyer, 
67. 

Summerside, P. E. 1, May 16, Dr. D. G. McKay, 
52. 

Tripp Settlement, N. B., May 12, Mrs. Stephen 
Tripp. 

Halifax, May 18, Albert, son of Frank and Susan 
Selig, 13. 

Benton, May 15, of heart failure, Mrs. Elizabeth 
Hughes, 80. 

Middleton, N. 
Croaker, 32. 

St. John, May 23, Catherine, wife of late Patrick 
Brannan, 82. 

Oaklands, N. S., May 9, Elizabeth, wife of David 

Langille, 73. 

New Glasgow, May 16, Isabel, wife of William 
McKinnon, 25. 

St. Margarets Bav, May 15, Amelia, wife of George 
C. Garrison, 54. 

Kemptville, N. S., May 13, Mary, wife of late 
William Prosser. 

Shirley Settlement. Sunbury Co., N.B., May 7, 
Wm. Malone, 62. 

Hardwick, N. B., May 1, Phebe, daughter of J. A. 

Mills, 14 months. 

Lock Lomond, N. B., Mav 19, George, son of 
Thomas Jordan, 21. 

Halifax, May 16, Sarah, daughter of Samuel and 

Emily Tomlin, 14. 

St. John, May 21, Anna Bloomfield, wife of late 

Joseph Lawrence. 

Bible Hill, N. 8 , May 9, of consumpiion, Jane, wife 
of William Johnsen. 

Tuapperville, N. S., May 15, Minnie, daughter of 
Rev. J. F. Bent, 50. 

Ellershouse, N. 8., May 11, Janie, daughter of John 
and Susan Savage, 9. 

Western Head, N.S., May 16, Elizabeth, wife ot 
late Martin Wolf, 73. 

Moosebrook, I¥. S., May 11, Catherine, wite of late 

William Ferguson, 78. 

Upper Maugerville, N. B., May 9, Jacobina, wife of 
late D. A. Sterling, 54. 

St. John, May 22, James Andrew, son of Hon. 
William Boyd Kinnear. 

Main River, Weldford, N. B., May 8, Isapella, 
wide of Noble Beers, 39. 

Halifax, ot diphtheria, Eleanor, daughter of Peter 

and Kathleen Kennedy. 

Middle Sackville, May 15, Abner, son of Henry and 
Lavinia Hill, 20 months. 

Guysboro, N. S., May 1, Alice, infant daughter of 

Louis and Aliee Marcon. 

Truro, May 16, Elizabeth, daughter of D. 8. and 
Barbara Yould, 7 months. 

Halifax, May 18, Mary, daughter of Philip and 
Mary McGuire, 8 months. 

St. John, May 17, Maggie, daughter of Maggie and 
John Mailman, two weeks. 

Crouchville, N. B., Norman, son of Duncan and 

Maggie McLachlan, 9 months. 

Liverpool, N. S., May 14, of consumption, Charles, 
son of late William Williams, 19. 

Bayer’s Road, N. S., May 16, Jennie, daughter of 

Joseph and Margaret Flemming, 14. 

Folly Village, N. S., May 13, of meningitis of brain, 

Lary, son of Alexander and the Jate Margaret 

mith, 11. 

S., May 17, T. A., wife of Dr. 

Nervousness. 

HORSFORD'S Acid Phosphate. 

An agreeable and benefi- 

cial tonic and food for the 

nerves and brain. A remedy 

of the highest value in Men~ 

tal and Nervous Exhaustion. 

Trial bottle mailed on receipt of 25 cents 

in stamps. Rumford Chemical Works, 

Providence, R. I. 

CANOES & BOATS 
PADDLES, OARS AND FITTINGS 

largest stock in Canada 

SEND FOR CATALOGUE TO . + 

ST. LAWRENCE BOAT & CANOE CO. 
1822 NOTRE DAME ST., MONTREAL. 

RAILWAYS. 

YARMOUTH & ANNAPOLIS RY. 
Winter Arrangement. 

On and after Thursday, J an. 5th, 1893, trains will run 
daily (Sunday excepted) as follows: 

LEAVE YARMOUTH Express daily at 8.10 a. 

12.10 p. m; Passengers and] relohe Monday, Wed. 
nesday and Friday at 12.00 noon; arrive at Annapolis 
at 5.26 p. m. 

LEAVE ANNAPOLIS Bree duis 125 
4.55 p.m. ; Passengers and Freight Tuesda Thurs 
day and Saturday at 7.30 a.m.; arrive at Yarmouth 
12.50 p. m. 

CONNECTIONS At Annapolis with trains of 
> “Windsor and Annapolis Rail- 

way. At Digby with City of Monticello for St. John 
Soy Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, and from 
St.John every Monday, Wednesday and Friday. 
At Yarmouth with steamers of Yarmouth Steam- 
ship Co. for Boston every Wednesday and Satur- 
day evenings; and trom Bosten every Wednesday 
and Saturday mornings. With Stage daily (Sun- 
day excepted) to and from Barrington, Shelburne 
and Liverpool. 
Through tickets may be obtained at 126 Hollis St., 

Halifax, and the principal Stations on the Windsor 
and Annapolis Railway. J. BRIGNELL, 
Yarmouth, N.S. General Superintendent. 

Intercolonial Railway. 
1892— WINTER ARRANGEMENT-—-1893. 

On and after Monday, the 17th day of Oct., 
1892, the Trains of this Railway will run 
daily--Sunday excepted--as follows : 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN : 
Express for Campbellton, Pugwash, Pictou 

and Halifax........ cisdere csssssesses 7.00 

Express for HalifaX.o.ooeeieeeninienninnns, 13.30 

Express for Sussex. Gesssece sasses sesssscs 16.80 

Through Express for Point du Chene, Que- 

bec, Montreal and Chicago...ccevae. 16.55. 

A Parlor Car runs each way on Express trains 
leaving St.John at 7.00 o’clock and Halitax at 7.00 
o'clock. 
Passengers from St. John for Quebec and Mon- 

treal take through Sleeping Cars at Moncton, at 
19.40 o'clock. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN : 
Express from Sussex....... cessce Goonsssese 8.25 

Express from Chicago, Montreal, Quebec, 

(Monday excepted) .coeeeenacens PCA 10.25 

Express from Point du Chene and Moncton 10.25 

Express from Halifax, Pictou and Camp 

ebellton........ sasthnn chips ssadesined 19.00 

Express from Halifax and Sydney... ....... 22.30 

ANADIAN ~ 
“PACIFIC Ry 

WE ARE NOW RUNNING THE FOLLOWING LINES OF 

OUR UNRIVALLED 

Tourist Sleeping Cars 
West, from Windsor street Station, MONTREAL, 

as follows: 

Every Tuesday at 9 p. m, 

DETROIT: CHICAGO. 
Every Wednesday at 8.15 p.m. 
— TO — 

Seattle, Wash. 
and points on the 

Pacific Cost. 
Every Saturday at 11.45 a. m, 

Via the “S00 LINE” to 

Minneapolis and St. Paul. 
Holders of Second-Class Passage Tickets to er 

through these points, will be accommodated in these 
Cars, on payment of a small additional charge per 

berth. Particulars of ticket agents. 
D. McoNICOLL, C. E. McPHERSON, 
Gen’l Pass. Agent, Ass’u Gen’l Pass. Ag't. 

MONTREAL. 8. Jonn, N. B. 

STEAMERS. 
w — - - | 

ve BR— a m——— 

STEA ER | 
CLIFTON 

will leave her wharf at Indiantown, 

Monday, Wednesday and Saturday 
afternoons, at 4 o’clock for Chapel Grove, Moss Glen, 

Clifton, Reed's Point, Murpby’s Landing, Hampton 

and other points on the river. Will leave Hampton 

Wharf the same days at 5.30 a. m. for St. John and 

intervening points. R. G. EARLE, Captain, 

INTERNATIONAL S. S. CO, 
Three Trips a Week, 

Fro Boston. 
N AND AFTER APRIL 
17th, and until farther 

notice, the steamers of this 
Company will leave St. John 
for Eastport, Portland and 
Boston ¢very MONDAY, 
WEDNESDAY and FRI 
DAY morning at 7.25 stan. 
dard. 
Return'ng, will leave Bos- 

3 ton same days, at 8 30 a. m. 

for Eastport and St. John. 
§ 

23~ On Wednesday trip the steamer will not call 

ey 

| at Portland. 
Connections made at Eastport with steamer for St, 

Andrews, Calais and St. Stephen. 

Freight received daily up to 5 p. m. 

’ C.E. TAECHLER, Agent, 

E
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