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AN INDIAN HER. 
Some fitteen or sixteen miles south of 

Hellsbore, Texas, there isa peak standing 
out on the open prairie and commonly 
known to all the ecuntry round as Jim Ned 
Lookout. It is merely an elevation torm- 
ing the norttern end of a long line of bluff 
that stretches away to the south. The 

ascent is quite gradual and easy on the 
southern side, out on the northern it is 

abrupt and precipitous. In most countries 
it would not be considered much of an 

elevation. but standing ast does on the 
level prairies ot Tex sit is considered quite 
a mountain. lt stands perhaps only about 
200 fect above the surrounding plan, but 
that much is sufli‘ient to give one standing 
on the summit a view of all the country on 
three sides for miles around. On the south 
the view is curtailed by the bluffs, but in 
other directions itis all that could be de- 
sired. 

Perhaps not one person in twenty ot 
those now living in Montague County 
knows that this point of land perpetuates 
the name of one who, for resolute fidelity 
to his friends, pathetic faithfulness to his 
loved ones and sell-abnegating heroism in 
the hour ot final trial, bad few equals even 
in that land ot fruntierromance and heroism 
Human he was, and hence pot free from 
faults by any means; but a few mountain 
eaks of grandeur stand out so prominent- 

fy in his character that at this distance 
they serve to throw all the low ground of 
his taults into the ‘obscurity of their shade. 
Jim Ned was an Indian, and a Coman- 

che at that The first that was ever heard 
ot him in that country was one hot aflter- 
noon in August, 1865, when two cow-boys 
happened to be riding by the peek which 
pow bears his name. Those were troub 
lous times. That part of the state was still 
rent and torn with the concluding struggles 
of the great war. There was as yet no 
governuent there sufficently strong to held 
in check the restless tribes just across Red 
River, and hence troubles from that source 
were frequent. The Indians made fre- 
quent incursions into the s ate, and the 
story of each successive raid was told in a 
series of smoking houses and scalpless 
human beings. llence it is no wonder 
that Jim Parker and Ned Harris, the two 
cow-boys reterred to, were startled when 
they noticed the motionless form of a man 
with a gun in his hand stretched. at full 
length on a ledge of rock barely below the 
summit of the peak. Parker was the first 
to disci ver it, and he reined in his pony 
at the discovery. 

“Hello !” he cried, ‘What is that?” 
Sure enough, what was it ? One at that 

distance could barely tell that it was a man 
rather than a wild beast, and the decision 
as to whether it was a white man or an 
Indian was utterly out of the question. 

Alter a parley of a few moments Harms 
and Parker agreed to separate, one ap- 
proaching the peak trom the northeast and 
one from the northwest. KFach had his 
Winchester unslung and ready for action, 

so that if the mysterious figure had opened 
fire on one of them, the other could have 
silenced bim in skort order. Hardly had 
the two approached within fair rifl: range 
when the figure leaped to its feet, dropped 
its gun and waved its empty hands over its 
head. This was correctly mterpreted as a 
gesture of peace, and the two riders low- 
ered their guns and rode up for a conter- 
ence. On closer view it was evident that 
the man was an Indian, and that he was 
not over twenty-four or twenty five years 
of age. He was powerfully built, straight 
as an arrow, and with an air of determined 
independence uncommon even among his 
OWN Tace. 

“What's your name ?”’ was the question 
first propounded by Parker. The Indian 
told him. 

**Whe-e-e-w I" whistled the questioner. 
“‘I've heerd lots of leng-tailed, hyfalutin’ 
Indian ‘names betore, but darned it that 
don't beat em all. There ain't no chns- 
tian man in Texas es could keep track of 
it. I'll just call you Jim for short after 
myself.” 
The long named son of nature received 

ths announcement of this wholesa’e sac- 
rifice of syllables without a protest and 
without moving a muscle. 

“*What are you doing here?" was the 
next question. 

**Me watch—me on lookout.” 
“Whore you on the lookout for ?” 
““Injun gal—sister—you see um ?” 
There was a pathos about his inflection 

as he ask-d this question that showed 
conclusively that an lndian is not all stoic. 
Little by little, by dint of much question- 
and after laying a scvere strain on his 
scanty knowledge of English, the whole 
story was brought out. Until only a few 
days before he had lived with his people in 
the Com snche country and had been, per- 
haps, as good an Indian as a Comanche 
ever gets to be. According to his state- 
ment, he hid seen very hittle of the white 
people, and had never had any trouble 
with them, tut only a tew days before a 
section of his tribe had run cff to make an 
incursion into 'l'exas, and had taken with 
them his only sister. He was sure they 
had taken her by force, and that she would 
return as soon as she could regain her 
liberty. He felt sure her captors had 
tak :n her down toward Clear Creek Can- 
yon, and that in coming back to the Terri- 
tory they would be compelled to pass near 
this peak. Hence he had taken his stand 
here, and proposed to keep it until bis lost 
sister was restored. If at any time he 
happened to fall in with her captors, then— 
A grunt and a significant shake of the 

head were the only indications of what he 
would do in that desirable contingency, 
but they were sufficient to impress the 
white men with the desirability of letting 
him stay where he was. 
That night Parker and Harris rode into 

R :d River Station, a bustling little fron- 
tier town only a few miles away, and 
reported what they had seen and heard. 
The general verdict was that the Indian 
must be let alone in his benevolent de- 
sign as to finding his sister and extermi- 
nating some of his fellow-tribesmen. Red 
River Station was a lively place in those 
days. It was where the Chisholm cattle 
“trail crossed Red River, and at certain 
seasons ot the year there was a perfect 
streau. of cattle and cattlemen going from 
Southern Texas towards the Nortbern 
markets. The strictly permanent portion 
ot its population was small, but extremely 
lively. In this instince they immediately 
took a deep interest in the newly arrived 
Indian and mede him frequent visits. 
With characteristic Western impartiality, 
though, they decided it would not be fair 
tona ns bin ater one of his discoverers to 

and hence | «the exclusion of the others, 

they rechristened him “Jim Ned,” thus 
honoring both Harris and Parker alike. 
By this name he went ever afterwards, 
and his real name was forgotten. It was 
too long to remember. His sister's name 
likewise failed to suit the fastidious ears 
oi the sta ion people, and hence they 
rechristened her as Sal. By some unexplain- 
able process cof evolution this developed 
into Sal Soda, and so she was called. 
Jim Ned took no offence at this piece of 
pleasantry, and as he had no idea of what 
Sal Soda was the name probably suited 
bim better than shorter one would. 

Atter awhile the recumbent figure on the 
ledge of rocks got to be a familiar one to 
all the neighboring country. Day after 
day, no matter how hot the sun might be, 
there was the same motionless form grasp- 
ing the same vminous Winchester and 
keeping the same grim cutlook. And after 
the winter came, no matter how fierce the 
norther was, it was the same old sight. A 
pony was always picketed in a little cleft 
mn the bluff near ut hand. Frequently Jim 
Ned, when he saw strangers coming, would 
ride out to them and inquire as best he 
could tor bis sister, but no werd of her ever 
came. Betorethe winter had come, though, 
the white settlers found out that, though 
Jim Ned's vigils might not be helping him 
any, they were helping them. Not a soli- 
tary Indian horseman could pass that way 
without being seen by the grim sentinel on 
the peak. More thar once during the fall 
the white men were saved from massacre 
by being forewarned by that lonely watcher. 
Gradually he came to be regarded as more 
of a protection against savages than the 
whole garrison ot the United States regu- 
lars at the fort at the station. He was re- 
garded as a kind of beneficent genius, and 
the mothers of Montague County rocked 
their babes to s'eep at night with a fealing 
of greater security because they knew Jim 
Ned was still keeping lookout over them. 
Summer changed to fall, fall to winter, 

and winter to spring, and still no reliable 
news. One time be had disappeared from 
his post tor a whole week, and when 
he reappeared at the end of that time pony 
and nder seemed well nigh exhausted. 
He bad heard of a woman over 200 miles 
to the southwest, and had gone to see it it 
were not hs sister. It proved another 
woman, ana he returned to his old post. 
“Me find um ur bust!” was his only 

comment. 
Another time two toughs and would-be 

humorists from a neighboring ranch told 
the station people of a joke they intended 
to play on Jim Ned. They were going to 
fix up a plausible tale and by it decoy him 
some ten miles down the river to where 
a woman of very bad repute kept an estab- 
lishment. It would doubtless be very funny 
to see the poor fellow's disappointment. 
The station people tried to dissuade them, 
but to no purpose. How the experiment 
worked nobody ever knew, for the jokers 
never returned to tell. It was commonly 
supposed that Jim Ned killed them both, 
and the better element of society hoped he 
had. Nothing was ever done about it. 
Jim Ned occasionally came into the sta- 

tion to see if any one there had gotten any 
of the news he had missed. On one such 
occasion a soldier, rather more brutal than 
the rest, remarked to him: 
“Jim Ned, a new woman struck town 

last night. Go size her up and see if she 
looks like Sal Soda.” 

‘“ Hold yer lip!” retorted a comrade. 
““ Ain't you got more sense ? He's jest 
guying yer, Jim Ned.” 

This was said in a spirit of genuine good 
will, but the Indian had already turned in 
the direction first pointed out. There, 
under a tree, lay a woman. Ned strode 
over to her with eager step and looked 
down into her eyes. The crowd had fol- 
lowed him, but when they saw the look of 
mute agony that suffused his face most of 
them turned away. The woman seemed 
of the lowest stratum of humanity, and 
was evidently in the last stages of a loath- 
some disease. I'he long black hair was 
matted around the staring, hollow eyes, 

and the flesh was putrid and black with the 
rottenness of disease and the work of 
bruises inflicted upon her. Jim Ned 
clasped her hand, bent over her, and 
gazed down into her eyes in the agony of 
his grief. A filthier, more disgusting sight 
than the woman could not have been im- 
agined, and one young fellow turned up 
his nose at the scene. 

‘* Boys,” said a yrizzled old stockman, 
fingering his six-shooter, ** she's his sister, 
and [ say bang a man as wouldn't cross 
hell tor his sister.” 

That seemed the prevailing sentiment, 
and the young fellow let his nose turn down 
again. Brother and sister were talking 
earnestly away in some unknown tongue, 
presumably their native Comanche. 

“Boys,” continued the last speaker, 
“‘she’s tellin’ him all about it. It any ot 
you fellows is mixed up any waysin this 
business, you'd better make your wills end 
say your prayers, for there's going to be 
hell to pay somewhere.” 

Every man looked at his neighbor, but 
nobody moved. The woman had been 
brought to town that morning by a party 
of cattlemen, and had been leit there to die. 
There had been five men in the party, and 
they were all newcomers and strangers to 
the men at the station. Next day news 
was brought to town that all five of the men 
bad been found dead in camp, each with a 
Winchester ball lodged somewhere about 
him. Nobody knew whether Jim Ned had 
been absent from the station the night be- 
fore or not, but all were atraid to inquire. 
The general verdict was that it was an 
awful vengeance, but a just one. 
“He didn't orter lied aboutit like he 

did,” remarked one of the soldiers. “I 
s'pose though, he knew if he told us it was 
white men he wus after we wouldn't ’a let 
him stayed.” 
Two days after the strangers were found 

dead Sal Soda died, and when Jim Ned 
laid her to rest under the cottonwoods that 
fringe Red River there were many moist 
eyes among those who had stood by and 
looked on. 

Perhaps it would be better for Jim Ned's 
reputation if the narrative should stop here. 

So tar I have told only of his strong 
points ; it now becomes necessary to tell 
ct his downfall. After his sister's death 
the whole mainspring of his life seemed to 
be gone, No more keeping tiresome vigils 
on the peak for him! No more work of 
any kind, in fact, when there was any pos- 
sible chance in the world to get out of it. 
He spent all his time in 1>afing around the 
fort, depending for a living on the popu- 
larity bis previous record had won him. 
Then he began to develop an unsuspected 
capacity for drinking whiskey. Drink has 
caused the ruin of many other great men, 

and it is no wonder that it ovorthrew him. 
I apply the term *‘great” to him advisedly, 
for it a man who can take a great purpo-e 
and stick to it is not a great man, who is! 
Jim Ned had done this, but whiskey was 
too strong tor him and he fell. As be tock 
to drinking he took to lying, swearing and, 
unless the indications were far wrong, to 
stealing as well. Things began to disap- 
pear very mysteriously around the station, 
and suspicion pointed to Jim Ned. So 
rapid was this downtall that the course of 
six short months sufficed to bring him from 
the position of almost a patron saint to that 
of the most despised character around the 
town. There was only one friend left him, 
and that was Charles Hall, the young son 
of Captain Hall, who commanded the gar- 
rison at the fort. However, no actual 
theft was possibly proven on him until one 
day a shotgun beionging to the boy dis- 
appeared and was found in the Indian's 
possession. Then a council of war was 
beld and it was decided that the fellow 
should be whipped. When the time select- 
ed for the punishment arrived be begged 
that he might be left untied, promising to 

' make no resistance and no attempt to escape. 
On the strength of this promise bis hands 
were unbound, but 10 sooner had it. been 
done than with a yell he broke tor the bluff 
overlooking the river, plunged over it,.and 
by his skill in swimming and diving man- 
aged to escape to the other side. 
Some weeks after this Charlie Hall was 

up the river shooting ducks when a band 
ot some five or six Comaches got in pursuit 
ot him. He succeeded in hiding tor the 
time among the trees on the river's bank, 
and while there Jim Ned put in bis appear- 
ance. It was the first time he bad been 
seen since his escape. It was evident from 
his looks that he still wished well for the 
boy. 
**Why haven't vou got clear out of this 

country ?" asked the boy. 
“Me no want leave Sal Soda,” was the 

response. The river at this place consisted 
of a wide reach ot red sand, with the water 

flowing along a little channel on the op- 
posite side of it. The dry sand seemed 
firm enough, but was in reality full of 
dangerous quicksand. The voices ot the 
pursuers were heard near at hand, making 
it evident that there was no time to lose. 
“You no go straight down river; quick- 

sand there,” said the Indian. **Ge straight 
‘cross to big tree there—then turn down.” 

Charlie acted on the advice, and in do- 
ing so, of course, lort some valuable time. 
Hardly had he got started down when he 
saw Jim Ned at the head of the Comanches 
galloping straight across the sand he had 
just told him contained quicksand. The 
boy gave up in despair, but, hearing a yell, 
looked backboard and saw the whole group 
struggling in the death clasp of the awtul 
quicksand, To save his hte Jim Ned 
had led the Comanches knowingly into the 
quagmire and had perished with them. It 
was done of his own free will, to save the 

life of a boy who had been his friend. 
A liar? Yes, Jim Ned would lie like a 

dog. Drunkard? Yes, he drank like a 
fish. Thiet? Yes, he even stole; but he 
lived for another and died for another, ard 
that is more than can be said of most of 
us. Jim Ned is no imaginary tellow. He 
was as real an historical character as was 
Napoleon Bonaparte. Ah, Jim Ned! 
You were an unlettered, untutored sav 
age, and your sense of right and wrong 
was very shghtly developed. You did wot 
even know how to distinguish betwgen 
another's property and your own. You 
knew how to give up your lite for your 
friend, though; and perbaps in that day 
when the sea gives up its dead andthe 
quicksands of Red River give up theirs, 
it shall be found - that he who knows tlis, 
even if he knows no more, shall be account- 
ed wise. 
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GYMNASTICS FOR HORSES. 

A Veteran Horse Trainer Thinks 

Records can be Reduced, 

Trotting 

“I have invented ways and means t> in- 
troduce the horse to a series of gymnastics 
which will shorten the time many seconds 
on trotting records, and there is no reason 
why a well-bred horse subjected to my 
gymnastic exercises cannot make a mile in 
two minutes,” said Prof. Bartholomew, the 
horse educator, recently at Independence 
to a number of horse fanciers. 

‘“Wonderful advancement has been made 
in breeding and argue horses during the 
past forty years, but with scientific gymnas- 
tics yet greater surprises in record break- 
ing. The human body has been wonder- 
fully developed by gymnastic exercises, 
as every one knows, and kad this idea of 
gymnastics been introduced in the training 
of horses vears ago,” Prot. Bartholomew 
continued, ‘‘greater advancement would 
have been made along the lines of speed 
and endurance. 
“A horse can trot a quarter of a mile 

now in thirty seconds, amd it stands to 
reason that if a horse can make a record 
of a quarter of a mile in thirty seconds, 
ard it has been done, he can be put in 
conditien to go a mile at the same rate of 
speed. Crack drivers have failed to put 
their horses in the proper condition so far, 
and it is very doubtful it the present 
system of traimiify trotting horses will ever 
bring about a two-minute record or less. 
“Some will ask: How can a horse work 

in gymnastics ? But if the principle had 
been grasped by horsemen years ago it 
would have undoubtedly been put in use. 
1 have the principle, without mistake, and 
winter is the time to do the work. In 
winter, horses, as a rule, are losing speed 
instead of gaining. 
“The exercise I subject a horse to will 

result in activity and long reach and will 
cause running horses to make better 
records, as well as produce more speed in 
trottere. I refuse to tell how these resluts 
can be brought about, simply for the reason 
that some man would undertake to practice 
my,theory without judgment and knowledge 
ot application, and he would fail to produce 
the desired result. The public would con- 
demn the principle, which I have demon- 
strated to my own satisfaction. I have 
never undertaken to prove my theory to 
the trotting fraternity, but the theory can 
be demonstrated in the course of a series 
of gymnastic trainings, say in four or five 
months. With horse gymnastics the fleet- 
est horse can improve as much as the slow- 
er ones who undertake the same drill. 
Every muscle and fibre of the horse is 
brought into play, until, in prize-ring par- 
lance, he is in the pink of condition. 
“A prize fighter, while in training for 

the ring, has his ¢kin, scalp, and bones 
hardened until he is turned into the ring a 
perfect man, physically. Every muscle | 
has been exercised with a view of endurs | 

ance. He has punched the bag, taken 
long runs to test his wind and reduce flesh. 
In short the condition of the prize fighter 
is brought about by gymnastics. The 
same thing can be done with a borse, but 
the exercise on a race track won't do it. 
The animal must have gymnastics and be 
brought to the ‘pink ot condition’ before 
“e can break arecord. He must be taught 
to walk on his bind legs, to strengthen the 
muscles of the back. He must be taught 
to lie down, roll over, reach out, and gat- 
her quickly. In short, he must be put 
through a scientific course of gymnastics 
until every muscle shall be brought into 
play, toughened and strengthened. To do 
this, he must be a trick horse, after been 
trained in zymnastics. (reat results will 
tollow in the way ot speed and endurance 

Prof. Bartholomew is a veteran horse 
trainer and has enjoyed a n.tional re- 
putation for years as such. He has a 
ruddy tace, deep-set blue eyes, and wears 
his iron gray hair brushed back from his 
torehead. He resides at Independence, 
and owns one of the handsomest residence 
m that suburan city. He formerly owned 
the greatest walking horse in the world. 
The animal could cover a mile in a square 
heei-and-toe walk in ten minutes, and go 
the gait, day in and day out, atthe rate of 
six miles an hour. The professor dis- 
posed of the animal in California some 
yents ago. 

OUIWITTED BY A BEGGAR. 

He was as Clever as the Beggars in the 

“Arabian Nigh's.” 

The Japanese are very fond of listening 
to stories, and particularly those which 
illustrate their own national characteristics, 
and a good story is enjoyed over and over 
again quite a8 much as when it was new. 
The favorite topic for these narratives is to 
have one person outwit another, and 
especially if the successful person is the 
one who seems at first to be marked out 
for the victim, and who triumphs in. spite 
of disadvantages. 
Among the curious creatures in Japan is 

the fugu, a very dainty fish when it is in 
right conditi n for eating, but unfortunate- 
ly the only way ot finding this out is like 
the directions given for telling mushrooms 
from toadstools—eat them, and if there 
are no unpleasant sensations afterward 
they are mushrooms, but it the person who- 
makes the experiment dies, they are toad 
stools. One of these uncertain fish was 
presented to a gentleman, who invited a 
party of friends to dinner; but although 
the fish was a very fine specimen, no one 
cared to run the risk of being poisoned. 

Presently the host announced that he 
had been favored witu an idea, and this 
was to experiment with the fish on a blind 
beggar who was generally to be found at 
the door, and who seemed thanktul tor any 
gitt. Should the experiment prove fatal 
to the beggar it would be a cause of re- 
joicing that he had saved so many valu- 
able lives, and ithe escaped unbarmed 
from the ordeal, they could still rejoice 
over the dainty dish, of which they might 
then partake without misgiving. 
The idea was highly appauded, and 

having settled upon two hours as a suffi- 
ciently liberal time for the begger to die 
in, it he was to die from that particular 
fugu, all rewrned to the feast and partook 
of the various dainties, while keeping an 
eye from time t, time on the beggar out- 
side. He had received a generous portion 
of the delicate fish with becoming grati- 
tude, and as no bad symptoms appeared in 
the course of two hours the "guests de- 
cided to begin upon the fugu. It was pro- 
nounced delicious, and they ate very freely 
of it, drinking also many cups of sake, 
which went to their heads. 
Then some of them proposed to go and 

tell the beggar of the risk he had run for 
their benefit as ** a good’ joke;” but that 
rather remarkable man received the an- 
nouncement very calmly. He even smiled 
as he drew from his robe the liberal por- 
tion of fugu with which he had been 
favored, telling them that he recognized it 
at once by the smell, and knew just why it 
had been bestowed on him. Then tran- 
quilly adding that he should now watch the 
effet upon them before tasting the fish, he 
sat down to enjoy their discomfiture. 

It is not stated whether the revellers 
found to their cost that the fish was ina 
poisonous condition; but 1t is sate to as- 
sume that in any case they never again 
partook of fugu. 

A Romantic Case, 

Eight years ago the wife of Jonas E. 
Hartzig, of Detroit, escaped from an insane 
asylum and shortly afterwards the mutilated 
remains of a woman were found on a rail- 
way and were identified and buried as 
those of Mrs. Hartsig. This, however, 
was a mistake, for the real Mrs. Hartsig 
wandered to Brenton Harbor, where she 
was placed in a sanitarium. She finally 
recovered her reason, but could not remem- 
ber anything of her previous life or even 
her name. When discharged from the in- 
stitution she adopted the calling of a nurse, 
and settling in Chicago, prospered. Several 
weeks ago she read in a paper that Jonas 
E. Hartsig, Jr., bad been arrested for 
torgery, and then like a flash her past 
came back to her. Investigation proved 
that the young men in gaol was really her 
son and that her husband was ;in Chicago 
and had married again. She called on him 
and there was a tearful scene between the 
two wives. Wile number two decided to 
give Hartsig up, and Hartsig himself 
elected to return to his first wife and insti- 
tute proceedings in court in order to set 
himselt right in the eyes of the law. All 
this, however, is now changed. The ex- 
citement of meeting her husband and 
family were too much for wife number one 
and she again lost her reason. Hartsig 
bas also changed his mind and decided to 
cleave to his second wite, and apply fora 
divoree from his first on the ground of in- 
sanity. 

Paderewski’s Fee, 

The story is told of Paderewski, he of 
the long locks and supple fingers, that he 
was invited to tea by a New York million- 
aire. The pianist rather coldly referred his 
intended host to his agent. When the 
agent was seen the first question he asked 
was: *‘I suppose Mrs. V. will expect 
Paderewski to play?” ¢I suppose so.” 
“Then Mr. Paderewski will accept your in- 
vitation as an engagement.” *‘Oh, very 
well, if you prefer to put it that way,” re- 
turned the millionaire, **What are the 
term?" -** Three thousand dollars tor one 
piece and M. Paderewski will consent to a 
single encore.” Toe terms were not ac- 
cgptred. 

BORIN. 

Parrsboro, Jan. 26, to the w fe of Willivm Mo 
Laughlir, a sou. 

New Glasgow, Jun. 26, to the wife of Raywond 
Dand, a daughter. 

Parrsboro, Jun. 24, to the wile of Capt. John Lle. 
welyn, a daughter. 

Wind« mere, N. 8., Jan 2i, to the wife of Bou.d.aun 
Pulm r, u daughter. 

Diligent River, Jan. 24, to the wire of Elgar C. 
entley, a daughter, 

New Glasgow, Jun 20, to the wife of Evan Me 
FPherson, a daughter. 

North Framboise, C. B. Jan. 31, to the wif: of 
Archibald McQui n, a daughter. 

Shubenacadie, Jan. 20, to the wile of Al x. Etter, a 
daughter. 

St. John, Feb. 4, to the wife of W. J. McGrath, a 
daughter. 

Halrax, Jan. 26, to the wife of Donald Robb, jr., a 
daughter. 

Amherst, Jan. 22, to the wife of Wylie Chapman, a 
daughter. 

Westvil e, Jan 17, to the wife of William Porter, a 
daughter. 

Charlottetown, Jar. 19, to the wife ot John Connolly, 
a davghter. 

Oxford, Jan. 25, to the wife of John W. Henderson, 
a sou. 

Moncton, Jan. 28, to the wife of W.J. Weldon, a 
son. 

Yarmouth, Jan. 15, to the wife of J. H. Borgle, a 
son. 

Yarmouth, Jan. 15, to the wife of Charles Lewis, a 
son. 

Middleton, Jan. 26, to tLe wile of II. E. Reed, a 
son. 

Dawson, Jan. 12, to the wife of Enoch Hopper, a 
son. 

Liverpool, Jan. 24, to the wife of Henry Muanthorn, 
a SoD. 

Truro, Jan. 46, to the wife of J. J. Currie, a dangh. 
ter. 

MINARD'S 
“KING OF PAIN.” 

LIN} MEN T 

Bronchitis, 
La Grippe, Etc. 

“] obtained immediate re- 
lief in a case of bronchitis, 
caught while in camp at Sussex, 
by the application of your Min- 
ard’s Liniment. 

“L+.-Cor. C. CREWE-READ,” 

FOR SALE EVERYWHERE. 
RAILWAYS. 

Andover, Jan. 29, George W. Grantham to Lay I. 
skinner. 

Halitax, Jun. 20, by Rev. D1. Foley, John Wahelen 
to darah Myatt, 

Glassville, Jan 30, by Rev. Kenneth McKay, James 
Love to Mary Glenn. 

Woodstock. Jan. 30, by Rev. Thomas Todd, James 
Dibblee to Ella Young. 

Andover, N. B., by Rev D. Fiske, Samuel Ritchie 
to Margaret A. Goding. 

Weymouth, Jan. 27, by Rev. H. A. Gr flia, Walter 
Soilows to Annie Sabean. 

Gavelton. Jan. 6 by Rev. C. D. Turner, Guiord 
Westal to Mabel Hatfield. 

Dawson, Jan. 20, by Rev. I. B. Colwell, Michacl 
Steeves to Bessie Steeves. 

Clifton, N. B., by Rev. 0. 8. Wainwright, Douglas 
M. Wetmore to Ida Lyon. 

Centreville, Jan. 24, by Rev. Jos. A. Cahill, Harry 
B. Clark to Rose Johpston. 

Kentville, Jan. 30, by Rev. S. R. Ackman, Joseph 
L. Ward to Mabel Sandford. 

Port Maitland, Jan. 26, by Rev. F. Beattie, David 
S. Perry to Lennie Goudney. 

Rose Bay, Jan. 24, by Rev. F. A. Bowser, Archi- 
bald Conrad to Rizpah Ziok. 

Tusket, N. 8., Jan. 24, oy Rev. T. M. Munro, Albert 
Thurber to Bertha Sweeney. 

Woodstock, Jan. 24, by Rev. Canou Neales, Samuel 
L Merchant to Lilian Walker. 

Kingsclear, Jun. 28, by Rev. H. Montgomery, Har- 
vey E. Mills to Mutilda Mills. 

Windsor, Jan. 31, by Rev. J. L. Dawson, G. Edward 
Melvin to Lilian F. Faulkner. 

Good's Corner, Jan. 23, by Rev. Jos. A. Cahill, 
David Bell to Florence Gibson. 

Lunenbury, Jan 26, by Rev. &. L. Rankin, John S 
Wa ters to J. sarbara Wentzel. 

Kentville, Jan. 20, by Rev. S. R. Ackman, Frederick 
A. Bowles to Laila A. Mabaney. 

Tusket, N. 8., Jan. 25, by Rev. T. M. Munro, Lor- 
enzo Sweeney to Maud Blauvelt. 

Steilarton, Jan. 17, by Rev. W. Nightingale, John 
D. Kellock to Agnes McPherson. 

Liverpool, Jan. 26, by Rev. A. M. W. Harley, 
Robert Croft to Altreda Wynacht. 

Norton Station, Jan. 30, by Rev. David Long, Pen- 
nington Price to B.rtha Hoggard. 

Bloomfield Ridee, Jan. 28, by Rev. E. Bell, Wil. 
liam MeClellan to Maud Spencer. 

St. vohn, Jan. 30, by Rev. A. D. Dwedney, Hugh 
H. Thompson to Mrs. Sarah Travis. 

Forest Glade, N. S., Jan. 23, by Rev. L. J, Tingley, 
Frank V. Foster to Bessie M. Baker. 

Bound Bay, N. S.,Jan. 29, by Rev. D. Farqubar, 
John K. McKenny to Sarah K. Perry. 

Belyea Cove, Jan. 23, by Rev. J. D. Wetmore, 
Gecrge H. Somerville to Flora I. King. 

East LaHave Ferry, Jan. 27, by Rev. George A. 
Leck, Howard Corkum to Teresa Wambach. 

Dore ester, Mass., Jan. 10, by Rev. Mr Lambert, 
Arthur D. Smith to Estella Sullivan, of Yar 
mouth, N. S. 

DIED. 

Halifax, Jan. 27, Martin Breen, 27. 

Truro, Jan. 27, Mrs. J. J. Currie, 38. 

Halifax, Jan. 28, George Nichols, 82. 

Halifax, Jan. 28, Johanna Kellum, 42. 

Halifax, Jan 29, Antonio Lebonati, 35. 

Moncton, Jan. 30, Kenneth J. Rose, 60. 

Fredencton, J su. 20, Harry Morris, 37. 

Woodstock, Feb. 3 George H. Seymour. 

Newcastle, Jan. 26, Robert Sutherland, 74. 

Amherst, Feb. 1, Charles Abel Briggs, 27. 

Lower Newcastle, Jan. 2, Janet Ennis, 76. 

French Village, Jan. 25, James Austin, 49. 

Glenwood, N. S., Jan. 29, Aaron Roberts, 92. 

Caribou River, Jan. 27, Donald McTavish, 78. 

Dorchester, Feb. 4, Alexander Mackintosh, 71. 

Halifax, Jan. 27, Francis, wife of Isaac Earle, 29. 

Grand River, C. B., Jan. 22, John McKenzie, 78. 

St. John, Feb. 1, Mary, wife of James Brown, 68. 

Folly Village, N. 8., Jan. 25, Annis ¥. Vance, 62. 

Truro, Jan. 31, Mrs. Muir, wife of Dr. D. H. Muir. 

wa Jan. 23, Mrs. Elisha Reynolds, 

Parrsboro, Jan. 23, Almira, wife of John Gilbert, 
57. 

Ship Harbor, Jan. 23, John J. son of Samuel Chap- 
man, 54. 

Halifax, Jan. 28, Sarah, widow of the late Nicholas 
Honey, 77. 

Moncton, Jan. 
Steeves, 56. 

St. John, Jan. 31, Mary, widow of the late Michae 
Doherty, 63. 

Niagara, N. B., Jan. 25, Rosanna, wife of Howard 
Crossman, 68. ! 

Andover, Jan. 28, Vera C., daughter of LeB. and 
Willie Miles. : a he 

Paradise, Jan. 29, Sarah, widow 
F. Daniels, 81. - Bl 

29, Esther Hicks, wife of Miles 

> a ar Rid 

New Glasgow, Jan. 19, Ralph, son of #Villism and. “Agents, to 126 Hollis Street, Halifax, or to the City 
“Office, 114 Prince William Street, St. John, N. B. 
LW. R. Campbell, General Manage: 

Ida Cameron, 1. ‘ 

Halifax, Jan. 30, Edward, son of Joseph and Kate: 
Moran, 4 months. 

Liverpool, Jan. 27, Margaret, widow of the late 
John Hyland, 73. 

St. John, Feb. 4, Sarah, widow of the late Captain 
Thomas McArdle. 

Millville, Jan. 31, Mary E., widow of the late 
Robert Taylor, 84. 

Halifax, Jan. 29, Kathleen, daughter of Thomas 
und Susan Druhan. pH 

Halifax, Feb. 2, of heart failure, Frances, wife of 
Herbert Temple, 34. ’ 

Charlottetown, Jan. 27, Margaret, widow of the 
late John Logan, 89. 

Fredericton, Jan. 31, Charity, widow of the late 
George Thompson, 73. 

Moncton, Feb. 2, Daisy Pear], daughter of John and 
Clara Van Buskirk, 1. J 

Dartmouth, Jan. 27, Arthur, son of Arthur and 
Annie J. Curtis, 4 months. 

Baltimore, Jan. 25, of heart discase, Mary, daugh 
ter of James G. Smith, 29 

New Glasgow, Jan. 30, Leonard, son of Alex. and 
Naipie Chisholm, 7 months. : 

Amherst, Jan. 31, Bertha May, daughter of Charles 
and Mary Purdy, 11 months. 

River Bourgeois, Jan. 25, Gertie, daughter of M. 
J.T. and Marths MacNeil, 1. 

Hillsboro, Jan. 23, Mary Perley, daughter of Rev. 
Wellington and May F. Camp, 5. 

Douglas, Dre. 29, of diphtheretic cronp, Normans 
son of Benj. and Avetta B. Waugh, 2. 

Halifax, Jan. 21, of congestion, Grice, daughter of | 
Patrick and Julia Muackasey, 11-months. 

Moncton, Feb. 2, ot phucmonia, Annie Dorothy, 
daughter of Willi: m and Josephine Landry, 1. 

of thé late Siméon] at'W. 
Lr : © n Pacific trains for points West. 

TRANSCONTINENTAL 
ILIIN ES. 

Fast Express train leaves from Union Station, St, 
John, N. 

4.00 p. m. Daily, 
SUNDAY EXCEPTED, 

For MONTREAL aud intermediate points, making 
close conneetions with Fast Express Trains for 

OTTAWA, TORONTO, DETROIT, CHICAGO, 
the West, North-West and the Pacific Coast. §§ 

For tickets, sleeping car accomodations, &e., en- 
quire at City Ticket office, Chubb’s Corner. 

D.McNICOLL, C. E. McPHERSON, 
Gen'l Pass’r agt., Asst. Gen’l Pass'r Agt. 

Montreal. St. John, N. B. 

Intercolonial Railway. 
On and after MONDAY, the 1st October, 
1894, the trains of this Railway will run 
daily (Sunday excepted) as follows : 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE 8T.JOHN: 
Express for Campbellton, Pugwash, Pictou 

and HAMMER. .ccoocecceectscssssccosces 7.00 
Express for HalifaX.eceeoeeriecssecasecsces 13.50 
Express for Quebec nod Montreal....... 16.30 
Express for Sussex...... Gossss secs coscese 16.40 

A Parlor Car runs each way on Express trains 
leaving St.John at 7.00 o’clock and Halifax at 7.20 
o'clock. 
Passengers from St. John for Quebec and Mon 

treal take through Sleeping Cars at Moncton, at 
19.30 o’clock. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN: 
Express from SusseX...eeeiese tessanscnss 8.30: 
Express from Montreal and Quebec (Mon- 

day excepted).ceeeensecesansasseasaes, 10.80 
Express, from Moncton (daily)....cceoueees 10.30 
Express trom Halif8X..ooroesrecocacapes eee 156.50 
Express from Halifax, Pictou and Camp- 

BEE aes 2.5 555 5.5 SASS 105 408 wseseensqee ., 18,80 
Accomodation from Moncton .eece.onseess 24.60 

The trains of the Intercolonial Railway are heated 
2. steam from the locomotive, and those between 

alifax and Montreal, via’ Levis, are lighted by 
electricity. 
A%~ Al trains are run by Eastern Standard Time. 

D, POTTINGER, f 
General Manager, 

Railway Office, 
Moncton, N. B., 27th Sept., 1894. 

Dominion Atlantic R'y. 
LAND OF EVANGELINE ROUTE. 

TS POPULAR AND SHORT LINE BE-- 
tween St. John and Halifax. 

(Trams run on Eastern Standard Time.) 

On and after WEDNESDAY, October 3rd, 1894, 
trains will run (Sunday excepted) as follows : 

Express TRAINS, DAILY: 

4 ooo Yarmeuth, 8.10 a. m. Arrive Halifax, 
25 p. m. 
Leave Halifax, 6.40 a. m. Arrive Yarmouth, 

4.50 p. m. 
Leave Kentville, 5.30 a. m. Arrive Halifax, 
45 a, m. 
Leave Halifax, 3.10 p. m. Arrive Kentville, . 

8.16 p. m. 

ACCOMMODATION TRAINS: 

Leave Annapolis Sendey, Wednesday and 
Friday at 5.50 a. m. Arrive Halifax, 4.30 p. m. 
Leave Halifax, Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, 

at 6.00 a. m. Arrive Annapolis, 4.55 p. m. 
Leave Yarmouth, Tuesday, Thursday and Satur- 

day, 8 45 a. mm. Arrive Kentville. 7.20 p. m 
Leave Kentville, Monday, Wednesday and Friday, 

6.50 a. m. Arrive Yarmouth, 6.05 p. m. 
Leave Kentville Daily, 6.00 a. m. Arrive Rich- - 

mond, 11.15 a. m. 
Leave Richmond Daily, 2.30 p. m. Arrive Kent- 

ville, 8.10 p. m. 
Connections made at Annapolis with the Bay of 

Fundy Steamship Company; at Yarmouth, where 
close connexion is made with the Yarmouth Steam- 
ship Company for Boston; at Middleton with the 
trains of the Nova Scotia Central Railway for the 
South Coast; at Kentville with trains of the Corn- 
wallig Valley Branch fur Csnning and Ringsboet, 
for. points in P. E. Island and Cage “eton 

cion and Halifax with Interco d 

Tickets, Time Tables, &c., apply to Station 

ager. 
K. sutherland, Superintendent 

STEAMERS. 

INTERNATIONAL S. §. CO. 
TWO TRIPS A WEEK 

For Boston. 
NTIL FURTHER NO- 
TICE the steamers of ¢ 

bh this company will leave St. 
QO John for tport, Lubec, 

A Portland and Boston, every 

Monday and Thursday 

J mornings at 7.00 (standard) 
Y Returning will leave Boston 

nessey same days at 8 a. m,, 
Ty Portland at 5 p. m., for 

port and St, John. # 1 
Connexions made at Eastport with steamers for 

Calais and St. Stephen. 
Freight received duailv up to § bh m. 

C. E.LAECHLER, Agent 

an 
East- 

¢ 

cutise and two bottles of medicine sent Free “# 
Give Express and Post Office address. T,/” 
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