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THE TOWN WAS SAVED. 

He was not romantic to look at; indeed, 

there was something almost comic in the 

short, stout figure, clad in its washed-out 

blouse, aud the wrirkled, sunbrunt face 

under the faded bonnet rouge, and yet in 

the heart of Pierre Goblet there were 

thorghts and feelings that might heve done 

honor to some knight of old. For he was 

a patriot, this ol! French miller, fired 

with an enthusiasm that threescore years- 

and ten hed been urable to quench. His 

tatber bad been one ot the Giarde Armd’s 

in the grest Empercr's time; and from 

his boyhood Pierre bad held in loyal ven- 

eration the image of the little man in the 

gray coat, who hed led bis conquering 

armies across Kurope, and bad made 

Fracce a power to be dreaded far and 

wide. But many changes bad passed over 

France since those days. charges that 

Pierre Goblet had watched wih a sad 

heart. 
In the summer of 1870, when the Franco 

German war was at its height, Pierre Gob- 

let stood one ever ing at the threshold of 

his hore, smoking bis pipe. The old mill 

which h:d belonged to the Goblets for 

many generatic ns, was tuilt on the summit 

ot some rising ground, ¢nd could be seen 

for many miles. The miller’s little cottage 

was attached to the mi'l, but no other house 

was near. A few miles away lay the town 

of St. Andre. the town to which the Gob- 

lets belonged. Th: whole scene was very 

fair to look upon in its summer beauty. 

Rich pas ure-lands and vineyards, and on 

the summit ot the hill the picturesque old 

ml], with the quaint littlz town plainly 

discernible in 1h: distance. On the other 

side of the bil, away trom the town, was 

a wood of old trees, which extended for 

mary acres. Some of the trees, firs and 

others, were very ancient, and gave a dark 

shadowy aspect to the waole. 

The miller smoked thoughtfully as he 

gazed cut belore Lim alorg the which 

dusty road that led 10 the town. He was 

quite alone, t r the few men he employed 

wbout the mill bad gone to St. Andre with 

a load of flour, and wculd not return with 

their empty wagons until the following day. 

It was a busy, anxious time for the inhabit- 

ants ot St. Andre, for hey knew not when 

the Germans might be upon them, and 

they were preparing to hold their own 
aginst them, as St. Andre was a fortified 

town, and, with prcper care and precsu- 

tion, they hoped to ce‘end at least against 

a sudden attack. For months past old 

Pierre had gone down to the village night 

after night to bear the lest news, and to 

talk to the few men the war had leit be- 

hind. The miller talked his heart oat, 
tryirg to infect his neighbors with somes of 

bis own patriotic nctions. But Pierre 

Goblet belonged to a bygcne age, and the 
men, young and old, who gathered arcund 

him, althcugh they listened respectfully | 
enough, were too aipthetic to understand 
him. ‘They smoked and drank, while he, 

leaving the r.d wine untasted in bis glass, 
tall ed and gesticulated, his dim eyes 
growing bright with ibe fire witlin him, but | 
he did more than talk ; he urged the towns- 

people on to some purpose 1n their prepara- 
tion to sustain a siege, and in these pre- 
parations he bimselt gave substantial aid, 
tor he kept bis mill gcing early and late, 
until he had grourd sufficient corn to keep 
the town in brcad for meny mnths to 
come. 

Pierre Goblet had one child, a daughter, 

who was married to one of the chief shop- 
keepers ot St. Andre. Babette was a young 
and pretty woman. She was very fond of 
her tather, yet she sympathized with him 
as littie as any one in the town. "This 
young French matron rejoiced in the fac: 
that ter Jules, to whom she hid been mar- 
ried but a few months, had teen passed 

over by the coascription on account cf a 
shight deatness.  Sne and her father could 
not think alike on this, or indeed on ary 
subject connected with the war. One day, 
when the prepiraticns for fertifving the 
town were nearly complcted. Babette de- 
clared that, when all was done, her father 
must come ard stay with her until 
the war troubles were at un end 
Old Pierre could not endure the 
thoughts of leaving hismill, and he said: 
*‘I suppose it must be so, little one, since 
I am too old te carry a gun.” 
“My t.ther,” the girl cried quickly, 

“*why regret thst you cannot go out to be 
killed? If ycu were the youngest and 
the strongest, what difference could one 
man make ?” 

**AbL! child, that is the spirit ofthe age 
that would shirk all responsibility,” the 
old men answered sadly. ‘But that was 
not what the soldiers in my young days 
were taught. Then each man who went 
to swell the numbers of those conquering 
srmies felt that it rested with bim, in- 
dividually, whether the end should be 
victory or disaster !” 
The only answer to this speech was a 

ringing laugh, and then Babette pressed 
her pretty lips caressingly on the miller’s 
bald bead, and so the father and daughter 
parted ; the old man making his way back 
to the mil from which, the next 

(ty Jeanette ile nai flour 

the town. 
The twilight deepened as Pierre (ob- 

let stood by the solitary mull, gazing 
dreamily out before him. He was so lost 
in thought that tis pipe had died out un- 
heeded, and he did not hear the sound of 
approaching footsteps. It was only when 
a heavy hand was laid npon his shoulder 
that he turned and found himself sur- 
rounded by some half-dozen big men in 
the Prussian uniform. Betore Pierre had 
realized what bad happened, he had 
drifted with the soldiers, into the cottage, 
and the door was (losed upon them. The 
man who had first accosted him still kept 
his hand upon his arm ; and as the miller 
Jooked at him, he saw, from his dress and 
bearirg, that he was an officer. He gave 
the old man a little impatient shake, as if 
to arrest his attention, ard then address 
him in very fluent French. 

“‘Monsieur le Miller, we have come: 
intrude curselves upon your hospitalit 
be said. ‘‘Remember that you cannot 8 
us no; so take matters with a good gra 
and bring out quickly all yourlard 
boasts in the way of meat and drink. 
Pierre Goblet saw that resistance was 

useless, and withont a word he turned to 
obey. Ashe moved about he could hear 
the officer and his men talking eagerly to- 
gether, but their tongue was an unintel- 
ugible jargon to him— he could n t under- 
stand a word. 

The cfficer seated himself at the table, 
snd the men waited upon him before sat- 
dstying their own hunger. Then meat, 

breed, and wine were placed in a basket, 
and two of the men left the cottage carry- 
ing it between them. From the window 
Pierre Goblet watched them making their 
way in that direction of the wood. They 
were «vidertly taking food to some other 
officers who were le't in charge of men 
there. It was too dark for Pierre to dis- 
tinguish anything, but he felt certain that a 
large body of men—perbaps many tbous- 
ands— were corcealed among the trees, 
cnly waiting until it was night that they 
might swoop down upon St. Andre and 
teke it by sur rise. 

Pierre Goblet emerg d into the granary 
and closed the trap-door after him. end 
fastened it. He bad no special otj:ct in 
going to the mill except that he might 
find solitude. He stood still and ruminat- 
ed. On the whitened floor empty fa ks 
and odds and ends were strewn about 
and among ttem be noticed a large can 
that was filled with petroleum. He was 
always well supplied with this oil, for it 
was used for the many lamps about the 
mill, but having no turther need tor it 
at present, he had directed that this cen 
should be taken in the last wagon and 
left in the town, as he thought his daughter 
might fiad it useful in the time of riege 
when necessaries ran short. How- 
ever Lis instiuetions had been forgotten, 
and the petroleum remained bebind. At 
another time the carelessness of his men 
would have annoyed him, but his mind was 
too full ot a large trouble now for a small 
one to give him a second thought. 
A wooden ladder ren up the side of the 

mill to the little door like window that 
opened just behind the wheel. Pierce Goo- 
let m unted the ladder, opened the window 
and leaned out. Oaly a footor two irom 
him the great sails were going steadily 
round and round—the four huge arms that 
had been tamiliar to bim since his child- 

| hood ; and to him each had an individuality 
| ot its own. He kr cw them by the way the 
| little bits of canvas bad been petched and 
mended by bis dexterous fingers; a scrap 
of brown canvas, that had been put in only 
a few days ago, caught his eye, anc as it 
passed him again and agsin, mechanically 
he counted the cvolutions of the wheel, for 
his nerves were strained to such high ten- 
sion that he scarcely knew wtat he did. 
Oa end on went the sails with their steady, 
monotonous motion, and the great wheel 
groaned and creaked in its socket. 
The old miller's heart sank within him 

as he thought of the little town, whose 
fast approaching doom seemed inevitable. 
It only it were pcssible to warn the inhab- 
itauts of thier danger! But he was a pris- 
on¢r in bis own home. An hour went by, 

and the daylight slowly taded. The cfli- 
cer who had taken possession of the cottage 
was joined by another, a ycunger man, 
avd toney sat together over the fire, smok- 

| ing and talking. Above the chimney-piece 
was a colored print ot the first XNapoloon. 
It was a poor little picture, and did but 

| scant justice to the handsome fice it was 
suppose to represent; but the cocked-hat 
the gray coat, and the teded red ribbon 
acrcss the breast, were all familar to 

| Pierre, and he bac cherished tbe little por- 
trait for many years. All &¢t once the 
younger cf the two Germans caught sight 
of it. He gave a derisive laugh, and 
snatching it from the wall tcssed it upon 
the fire. T'aere was a bright flame for an 
instant ; then a scrap of black, charred 
paper floated rpward in the smcke. With 
set teeth, Pieere Goblctstood and watched. 
The expression of his face was inscrutable 
but as his eyes tollowed that black atom, 
as it dissappered up the open chimney, a 
sudden moisture fillzd tnem that made the 
whole place swim. Then he went slowly 
from the room. [I> scarcely glanced at 
the cuter door, where the soilders were 
standing to prevent any one from passing 
out, but turned along a narrcw passage 
to where a fl ght of wocd:n steps lel up] 
the granary of the mill. He ascenued 
them slowly and pushed open the trap-door 
Tae soldiers made no effort to derain him, 
tor they knew that it was impossible that 
he could escape through the mill. 

Then Pierre Goblet turned his eyes away 
from the mill and looked straight betore 
him, to where—a tew miles distant-—the 
little tuwn lay ; and he thought of its un- 
conscious inhabitants. They little knew 
what that night would bring them, that to 
many it might be their last on earth. 
Next the old man looked towards the 
wood. It was grim, dark,§ impenetrable 
But in his fancy he could see men armed 
to the teeth, who watched and waited, 
ready at the first word of command to 
spring upon their prey. Then Pierre 
Goblet litted his head and looked up into 
the clear cool sky, where a few pile stars 
were shining. His lips did not move, but 
from his heart went up an agonized cry 
that he might be shown a way to help his 
countrymen If he were even then upon 
the road, he knew he should not have time 
to reach the town. Most likely a German 
bullet would find him out, and he would 
fall liteless by the roadside, his work un- 
done. How could he warn St. Andre? 
Their preparations to receive the enemy 
were so nearly completed, and a few hours 
make so much difference. 

All at once the light of inspiration came 
into the old man’s face; his eyes glowed 
with a sudden eager hope. He did not 
hesitate for an instant. Carefully he 
clambered down the ladder back on to the 
granary floor. First he took a dark lant- 
ern from a shelf and lighted it; next, he 
found a long thin stick, which he placed 
with the lantern ready for his use. Then 
he uncorked the can of petroleum and car- 
ried it slowly and steadily up the ladder. 
He leaned from the little window as far as 
he was able, and tilted the can gently, so 
that a stream of oil fell on the great sails 
as they passed. Again and again each 
arm 1n turn received its portion, until the 
wind-dried canvas was soaked through and 
through, and the ponderous wheel groaned 
and creaked more loudly under its increas- 
ing weight. 

Pierre Goblet replaced the empty can, 
ang taking up the lantern and tue stick, 
he mounted the ladder once more. But 
before he proceeded with his operations, 
he glanced in the direction of the town, 
and a smile was on his lips as he murmer- 
ed: “Ah! my little Babette, one man— 
ond an old man too—may make a differ- 
encs !” Then, pushing back the slide of 
the lantern, he lit the stick, and leaning 
from the window, he fired his beacon; 
He touched each arm as it passed, and in 
an instant a huge wheel ot fire, that could 
be seen for many miles, was whirling 
around. 

Pierre Goblet knew that within a very 
short space the whole mill would be on fire. 

Still, that blazing wheel must attract a'ten- 
tion, and one moment was enovgh to give 
an alarm. 
The smell of fire, ths noise of burning 

wood, brought the Germans hurrying 
from the cottage. Bat Pierre Goblet 
heeded them not. He stood there gezing 
from the window, though be was almost 
blinded by the flames as they passed close 
to him. There was a look of breathless 
expectation on his face, which, after a 
moment changed to one of intense relief. 
For a strange conviction came to him, that 
at the eleventh hour the people realized 
their danger and would be prepared. 
The old man's ¢yes glowed with rap- 

turous happiness as he gezed up nto the 
sta'ry heavens with a mingled cry of grati- 
tude and supplication. Then, as he felt 
that the fire and smoke were overpower- 
ing him, he roused himself for one last 
effort. Waving his hand toward the Ger- 
men soldiers, be shouted in a voice that 
rang out loud and clear, ** Vive la France— 
Chamber's Journal. 

THE PARSON'S WIFE. 
When Dnlcie Heywood married the min- 

ister, and was starting on a blissfal little 
bridal journey, her Aunt Dorothea took oc- 
casion to observe that, althought married, 
she was by no means out of this trouble- 
some world. ; 

Dulcie felt in her heart of hearts that 
she was not good enough to be a minister’s 
wite, ste had been very worldly, bad 
thought too much about the rufil:s on her 
dreases ; and hiked bracelets, and earrings, 

and blue ribbons too well; but, oh! how 
she did mean to try to be all that her hus- 
band thought her. 

Ait-r the good-bys, and the journey, and 
the tew days which always seemed to her 
to have been drooped trom the sky, and to 
have vanished into the sea, they came to 
their home, and life in earn2st commenced. 

It anybody had hinted to Dulecie that in 
less than two years she would echo Ler 
Aunt Dorothea’s worlds, she would have 
shaken her pretty head and thought that, 
loving Paul as she did, she could bear all 
things ; the sweet dreams of her girlhood 
bad not prepared her tor so much hapiness. 
Sometimes she thought that she withed 
Paul had heard a *‘call” to be a mission- 
ary, that she might prove to him how 
cheerfully she would tollow him to the 
world’s end. 

But Dulcie’s husband was called to work 
in an old vineysrd. Dsys came when he 
telt that the soil was worn out, or the seed 
bad tillen among thorns; his duty was to 
repeat the words ot promise and warning 
to ears that seemed to hear not—and his 
life was Dulcie’s life as well. 
+. Du'cie didn’t count it a trial, so tull was 
her heart of heaven-giving charity, to wear 
her last year’s hat, that Paul might be one 
of ten to make up a hundred dollars to the 
Home Missions. 

Yet, after awkil2, 1t seemed that Dulcie 
was less able to bear things. She cried 
sometimes at nothing in the world; she 
had such queer little fancies; she would 
ask Paul it he really loved her—* ‘really 
now ¥” till Paul would laugh and say **No,” 
jestingly. He thought be was learning a 
new pbase of her character; but when he 
knew that it was the shadow of a sweet 
and solemn promise which rested on her 
face, and gave to it the new and earnest 
beauty, he watched cver her with tender 
care, a worshipful love, unknown to her 
betore. Many among his ‘‘charge” saw it 
with foreboding ; they teared he was raising 
up an idel in the Master’s place. 
One morning Paul saw that his wite was 

unusually pals, and there were dark rings 
under her eyes. 
“You must keep quiet to-day, girl,” he 

said. “You have been wearing yourself 
out nursing poor little Adam.” 

“It wasn’t half so hard tor me to stay 
with him as it would have been to leave 
that mother alone with him; there wan't 
a woman inthe house, and Dr. Brown 
siid he had asked halt a dozen of the 
ladies in our church, and they all have ex- 
cuses. It seems eo hard for her to be 
alone.” 
He made her promise to rest, and he 

said, regretfully, as he looked back from 
the door, ‘‘How I wish I could stay with 
you. Oa! if Icould teel that my work 
nere is doing any good! I often remem- 
ber the battle with the windmills. I am 
worn out, and it isn't a giant after all.” 
How Paul's eyes glisteced as he spoke ! 

And Dulcie noticed that his tace was thin 
and white, and his overcoa’ was beginning 
to look shabby. 
Then she brought out the basket of work 

over which her tace became so tender and 
serious. She sewed rapidly tor an hour, 
then hearing a step, she put the work away 
and opened the door. 
“Why, Aunt Faith,” she said, *‘I didn’t 

think of seeing you this dismal morning! 
How is your rheumatism ?” 
“There are times,” said the old lady, 

whose tall, gaunt form quite overshadowed 
Dal:ie, “when one must rise superior to 
rt eamatism, and even to neuralgia; I am 
having that now, too.” 

“I hope nothing has happened,” said 
Dulcie, apprehensively. 

“It has been happening for some time,” 
said Mrs. Hopkins, who by this time had 
taken Paul's chair and sat looking gloomily 
into the fire, which snapped, crackled and 
danced gayly in the grate; Dulcie found 
herself wondering how it dared. *‘The 
truth is,” she said, suddenly facing Dulcie, 
«1 feel that you ought to know it; this al- 
ways ba: been an awful place for a minister. 
Awtal! When they get a new one, there 
isn’t anything good enough for him; but 
after they have had him a spell, he has to 
take up with what he can get.” 

Mrs. Hopkins spoke as though she had 
washed her hands of the whole matter. 
“What do you mean?’ asked Dalcie 

flashing, and ready to cry. 
“I don't think myselt 1t’s any such great 

thing ; but there's them that say they can’t 
stand his sitting down in prayer meeting! 
Julia Comstock says it's the fashion in the 
city, but we old folks don’t like to have city 
notions brought into the country. Mrs. 
Hardscrabble spoke of it first and that set 
us to thinking. 
“Why,” began Dulcie catching her 

breath, *‘why we thought, Paul and I, that 
it seems so much more social; he feels 
nearer to the gh he often says he 
wishes he could take all those stiff, un- 
social benches away and have chairs, and a 
carpet and make it bright and pleasant, 
like a home; it would be so much more 
inviting. 1 should thing that Mrs. Hard- 
scrabble could bear it with some degree of 
patience, as she never goes to prayer 

meeting or church. Her daughter told 
me that she is too feeble to get out.” 

“Carpet and chairs at a prayer meeting!” 
Mrs. Hopkins looked perfectly aghast. 
“Do you think,” said Dulcie, *‘that we 

arc nearer heaven on a wooden bench and 
bare floor? Wou'd you invite a guest in- 
to a room in your house furnished like the 
one into which you ask the Lord to enter ?” 

“Carpets and chairs!” repeated Mrs. 
Hopkins, rising. “I was going to tell you 
that some think that his wearing his bair 
so long gives him a foppish appearance in 
the pulpit; and I don’t know about a mir- 
ister's wearing a mustache with such long 
ends. I was going to act the part of a 
triend and tell you that there is more than 
cne who thinks he meant Brother Hudson 
when he spoke in his last sermon, ot Judas 
carrying the bag.” 

Dulcis arose; her face was perfectly 
colorless with passion. 

“I am sorry that people have such an 
opinion of your brother; I am sure my 
husband, when ke said Jadas, meant Judas. 
I don’t think he would have been afraid to 
say Hudson Hopkins if he had meant him. 
Heaven torgive you!" cried poor Dulcie. 
“But I think it would have been kinder in 
you to hive gone to help take care of 
Adam Trifle than to come Lere troubling 
me.” 
“Adam will need no more nursing—he 

is dead,” said the woman, as she closed 
the door. And little Adam dead! The 
little boy she bad loved and petted and 
nursed. [er head sank upon her breast, 
and she would have fallen had not ber 
husband at that moment opened the door 
and caught her in bis arms. 
“My poor little wite,” he cried: ‘who 

has been so unkind as to tell you? I 
wanted to say it so gently to you; but he 
18 better off, we know. I talked with bis 
mother ; and Dulcie, darling, his father has 

signed the pledge.” 
Dulcie threw her srms ground her bus- 

band’s neck. ‘A giant!” she cried. “No 
one but you, Paul, could have slain it; and 
that poor mother told me her husband never 
listened to any cne as he has to you.” And 
then, with soos and little whispers of sell- 
reproach and pleadings for forgiveness, 
out came the story of her morning's 
trouble. 

It would not do, Paul saw at once, to 
blame her or let her know what she had 
done, for, with prophetic vision, he saw 
the Hopkins’ empty pew, and he felt his 
purse lightened of the Hopkins’ liberal 
subscription. But his little wite, whose 
physical condition was that ot weakness 
and dependence, must be soothed and 
quieted ; and so Paul talked gently to her. 
And they wondered about heaver, where 
little Adam bad gone. 

*“To think,” said Dulcie, ‘that his little 
hands have opened the door so closely shut 
to us.” 
Then he told her of his morning's work, 

and how only one of the committee of five 
agreed with him in thinking they could not 
get through the winter with the church in 
1's dilapidated condition ; that it must have 
a new roof. “'T'hey seem to think,” said 
he, ‘that doing anything for the church is 
so much thrown away. When I think that 
I have had to beg for my salary, after I 
have earned it, [ am indignant and grieved.” 
Then Dulcie forgot herself in her hus- 

band. 
“My own darling Paul I" she cried. “We 

can still trust iu Him. It comforts me to 
to think He says, ‘The steps of a goog 
man are ordered by’ himself. I never see 
you going in a rough path but I think of 
that, And you kuow, Paul,” she added 
in her sweet, deprecating way, ‘‘vou know 
that I am stumbling along beside you.” 

Dulcie's time of trial came all too soon, 
and when a dead baby lay upon the mother’s 
heart and Paul saw the white fices of both 
he thought in a moment of the lily and its 
bud which the storm that very morning had 
broken from the stem. 
Then Dulcie, with the strange, sweet 

smile upon her face which the angels give 
to the dying, whispered: *‘Itis best so, 
Paul ; I never was good enough ; but I hope 
he will give us a little place in heaven near 
the gate, Paul—baby and me, and we will 
watch for you. I will teach her. Don't, 
Paul,” she said, as he hid his tace in bis 
hands and groaned, then took her to his 
heart, as though that strong, warm grasp 
could keep her from death itself. 

“I cannot let you go, my darling,” he 
said. 

But, smiling still, she whispered again: 
“There are the giants for you to fight, 
Paul; I never could; somehow, I wasn’t 
strong enough. His will be done; you 
know, you always said that, Paul.” 

She was silent then ; they watched her as 
the shadows began to creep in, and when 
the night came, lo, to her came the morn- 
ing. 
When, after the years had revently laid 

a crown of silver upon his head, and he, 
too, heard a voice, ‘‘Come up higher, 
triend,” he left a record of giants slain by 
holy word and deed, of which that purest 
knight of Arthur’s day need not have been 
ashamed. 

“MAN OVERBOARD.” 

It wasa Lively Joke, but it Cost the Joker 

His Baggage. 

“Steamship passengers frequently re- 

sort to practical jokes to relieve the mo- 
notony of voyages,” said a retired sea 

captain, ‘‘and while the pranks, as a rule, 

are perfectly harml2ss they sometimes have 
a boomerang effect. 
“Three years ago we were crossing the 

Atlantic, and both the owners and myself 

were exceedingly anxious to make a 
speedy trip, as a rival liner had the week 

betore lowered the record hell by our 

company. On the third day out just 
.about dusk the cry of ‘Man overboard !” 

rang through the ship, and a hurried in- 
vestigation elicited the information that 
several of the passengers had heard a 
splash, followed oy piteous appeals of 
‘Help, help! Save me!’ 

“The engines were stopped, and the 

steamer put abont, a close watch beiug 
kept meanwhile for the drowning man. 
A halt hour was spent in cruising abont 

without results, and we started on our 
journey under the belief that the poor fel- 
low had gone to bottom. The inquiry that 
followed proved puzzling. No one was 
missing, and we came to the conclusion 
that a stowaway had committed suicide. 
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“The next day, however, an explana- 
tion came, We had a ventriloquist aboard 
in the person of a very smart young man, 
who was too tickled over the success of 

his joke to keep the secret. 
“Then the laugh was on him. As he 

had caused a serious delay and much an- 

noyance I rotified him that I had made an 
official entry of the circumstance on my 
log and the loss of time, and that on ap- 
proaching shore I would detain him until 

a sufficient guarantee had been put up 

that he wou'd answer in court to reply to 
a demand for financial restitution. I talk- 

ed of $50,000 beirg abont the penalty un- 
der the government mail contract, and it 

is needless to say he spent the balance of 
the voyage on tender hooks. He disap- 

peared before we docked, leaving his bag- 

gage behind "—San Francisco Post. 

A I'incky Judge of Dundee. 

How many rats should put an ordinary 
man to fligh? We now know that thirty 
won't cause a Scotch Judge to turn tail. 
Sheriff Campbell Smith bas just had before 
him at Dundee a case of broken tenancy on 
account of an incursion of the rodents, and, 
while he gave judgement in favor of the oc- 
cupant who had left the house on account 
of the rats, he told him he thought he and 
his family had been unduly alarmed. “If 
they could not face them themselves they 
should have gota dog or a cat to assist 
them. To be put to flight by thee rats—- 
for these were all the tenant had seen— 
was hardly to be understood. He knew 
some timid people were terrifiad by rats, 
but three rats or thirty rats would not 
frighten His Lordship out of the house.”— 
Westminster Gazette. 

BORIN. 

Moncton, Oct. 2, to the wife of B.C. Selig, a son. 

Truro, Sept. 26, to the wife of I. D. McKay, a sors 

Claremont, Sept. 22, to the wife ot Clarence Cove, a 
son. 

Monc'on, Oct. 2, to the wife of Owen McGinty, at 
son. 

Smithfield, N. S., Sept. 29, to the wife of J. D. Prat 
a 80D. 

Windsor, Oct. 3, to the wife of Rev.J. L. Dawson, 
a son. 

New Glasgow, Oct. 1, to the wife of Albert G Fraser 
a 800. 

Falmouth, Sept. 26, to the wife of Walter Aylward, 
# son. 

Buctouche, Oct. 1, to the wife of Alex McAulder, a 
daughter. 

Bridgetown, fept. 29, to the wife ol W. Caldwell, a 
daughter. 

Lakeville, Sept. 26, to the wife of Harmon I'sley, a 
daughter. 

Kingscroft, Sept. 26, to the wife of Prof. Bobar, a 
daughter. 

Halifex, Oct. 3, to the wife of W. C. Harris, a 
daughter, 

Malagash, Sept. 25, to the wife of K. D. Ross, a 
daughter. 

St. John, Oct. 2, to the wife ¢f Errest Jchnson, a 
daughter. 

Truemanville, Oct. 1, to the wife of W. H. Trueman 
a daugher. 

Centreville, Sept. 28, to the wife of Austen Whelan, 
a daughter. 

Truro, Sent. 22, to the wite of P. McGregor Archi- 
bald, a son. 

Yarmouth, Oct. 3, to the wife of N. V.idito Bloom- 
ington, a son. 

Shubenacadie, Sept. 11, to the wife of A. C. Stems- 
horn, twin sons. 

Fredericton, “ept. 30, to the wife of Fred St. J. 
Bliss, a daughter. 

Central N w Annan, Sept. 10, to the wife of J. W. 
Wilson, a daughter. 

St. Stephen, Sept. 24, to the wife of E. A. Barten, 
twins, a son and daughter. 

Lower Granville, Sept. 30, tothe wife of James 
Morrisoo, J r., a dauguter. 

Oyster Pond Guysboro Co., “ep*. 30, to the wife of 
Bertram Bourinot, a daughnter. 

Lynn, Colchester Co. to the wife of Simon Webb, 
triplets, two sons and a dau-hter. 

Yarmouth, Sept. 26. Ernest E. Crosby te Penzy 
McWiliiams. 

Weymouth, Oct. 2, by Rev. Mr. Filleul, Carl Stay- 
ner to Helen Jones. i 

Bost p, cp . 28, by C. H. Page, Edgar E. Russel 
to tirace M. Austin. 

Truro, Sept. 24, by Rev. H. F. Adams, Arthur E. 
Cox to Aupnie ~tuart. 

Truro, Sept. 17 by Rv. W F. Parker, John Oakes 
to Mrs. Ellen Watson. 

Pictou, Sept. 26, by Rev. A, Falccner, Alexander 
C. Ross to Isabel Ross. 

Oak Hill, Sept. 25, by Rev. W. C. Goucher, Richard 
Garnett to Ada Rideout. 

Oak Bay, Sept. 28, by Rev. J W. Milledge, Thomas 
Tool to Alice E. Gilman, 

New Glasgow, Oct. 2, by Rey. W. Stewsrd, John P. 
Fraser to Eftie McPhee. 

Milltown, Sept. 28, by Rev. E. Boyle, Charles 
Casey to Mary Hinchey. 

Windsor, Oct. 2, by Rev. Henry Dickie, Alphonso 
Brown to Bessie Withrow. 

Truro, Sept. 30, bv Rev, J. Wood. J. Webster 
Berry to Klla Williamson. 

Five I:lands, Sept. 25, by Rev. A. Gray, Newton 
Pugsley to Millie Corbett. 

Halifax, Oct. 1, by Rev. H. B. Brown, James 
Thomas to Mary St. Clair. 

Calais, Sept. 25, by A.S. Ladd, David Oliver to 
Emma J. Robbins of N. B. 

Hazel Hill, Sept. 28. by Rev. D. W. Johnson, John 
A, Grant to"Rhodo Barss, 

Fredericton, Oct. 3, by Rev. W. Tippet, J. Darley 
Harrison to Jennie Logan, 

Truro, Sept. 23, by Rev. D. Underwood, John 
Gazely to Pauline Roebuck. 

Woodstock, Sept. 24, by Rev. C.T, Phillips, James 
scGinn to Flora Nicholson. 

had Bay, Oct. 1, by Rev. F. Summer, John D» 

’ "Redmond to Ellen McGrath. : 

Port Maitland, Sept. 28, by Rev. F. Beattie, Joseph 
H. Crosby to Emeline Rose. 

North River, Sept. 21. by Rev. R. B. Mack, Wil- 
liam Murray to Maggie Reid. 

Windsor, Oct. 1, by Rev. Henry Dickie, Weston 
McLean to “ophie McLellan. 

Shubenscadie, Sept. 24, by Rev. A.B. Dickie, 
Davin Crowe to Laura Frame. 

Georgefield, Sept, 25, by Rev. G. R. Martell, Al- 
pert Nelson to Ruby Ettinger. 

C North, Sept. 22, by Rev. M. McLeod, James 
Pe avian to Sarah McLellan. : 

{ arrsboro, Oct. 1, by Rev. James Sharp, Wm, L. 

Lorraine to Charlotte Morgan. 

Durham, N. §., Oct. 2, by Rev. J. R. Coffin, John 
Muirhead to Frances J. Fraser. 

Grand Pre, Sept. 25, by Rev. Wm. Brown, L.C. 
Cogswell to Mary A. Fullerton, 

Baie verte, Sept. 30, bv Rev. W. B. Thomas, Ber- 

der Goodwin to Annie J. Wills. 

Fredericton, Oct. 2, by Rev. Wm, Tippet, John 
William Glover to Grace Harris. 

Buctouche, Sept. 25, by Rev. Fr. Michaud, Albert 
J. Dysart to Susie E. Hannigan. 

Waterville N. 8., Sept.29, by Rev.J, M. Allan, 
George Eaton to Mary &. Crowe. 

Bass River, Sept. 25, by Rev. C. P. Wilson, Charles 
R. Thompson to Aggie M. Fulton. 

Fredericton, Sept. 26, by Rev. Mr. Whalley, 
Thomas Edgar to Maggie Moffat. 

St. Stephen, Sept. 28,by Rev. A. A. McKenzie 

Logis N. Towers to Grace Merrill. . 

Kouchibouguac, Sept. 30, by Rev. F. Pattenande, 
Jobn Thibideau to Susanne Vatour. 

Harvey Station, Sept. 25, by Rev. J. A. McLean 
Whlism Hunter to Maggie Herbert. : 

Mahone Bav, Sept. 28, by Rev. Jacob Maurer, 
James E. Demme to Lucretia Barry. n 

Por t Maitland, Sept. 25, by Rev. F. Beattie, Wil- 
liam R. Landers to Adela 8 Crosby. , 

BEST POLISH IN THE WORLD. 

DO NOT BE DECEIVED 
with Pastes, Enamels, and Paints which 
stain the hands, injure the iron, and burn 

red. The Rising Sun Stove Polish is Bril- 
liant, Odorless, and Durable. Each package. 
contains six ounces; when moistened wild’ 
make several boxes of Paste Polish. 

HAS AN ANNUAL SALE OF 3-000 TONS. 
DEARBORN & OO, 

WHOLESALE AGENTS 

Fredericton, Oct. 2, by Rev. Wm. Tippet, Dr, Kirk- 
patrick of Woodstock to Edith Porter. 

Little Harbor, Sept. 28, by Rev.J. B. McLean, 
Daniel H. Cameron to Annie E. Walsh. 

St. George N. B., Sept. 25, by Rev. 1. R. Skinner, 
E rnest Harvey to Dalrymple O’Brien. 

Bay Road, N. S., Oct. 2, by Rev. W. B. Goodwin 
George C. Copp to Tillie M. Fillmore. 

Port Hawkesbury, Sept. 24, by Rev, C. W. Swal" 
low Frank Meserve to Janie Williams, 

Charlottetown, ®ept. 24, by Rev. T. F. Fullerron»- 
Frank E. Dickie to Bianch McDougall. 

Port Greville, Sept. 29. by Rev. Simon Gibbons, 
Thomas D. Webst« r to Mildred Hatfield. 

St. Stephen, Sept. 22, by Rev. W.C. Goncher, 
Robert Argus Holt to Lucia J. Hanson. 

Shediac, Sept. 25, by Rev, H. C. Matthews, W. E. 
Talbot of Bermuda to E. Winifred Harper. 

St. Stephen, Sept. 25, by Rev. W. C. Goucher, 
Emcrs«on B. Hanson to Margaret Robinson. 

Weymouth, Fept. 25, by Rev. J. M, Withycombe, 
William H. Cromwell to Mary L. Cromwell. 

Tatamagcuche, Sept. 24, by Rev. Themas Sedge- 
wick, Melvine Falconer to Rosala Hingley. 

Brookville, N. S., Sept. 24, by Rev, F'. N. Atkinson 
James D. McDonald to Hattie M ay Hatfield. 

St. ftephen, Sept. 25, by Rev. Father Gallag' ers 
Patrick Brennen of St John to Margaret Cum- 
mins. 

Chocolate Cove, Deer Isiand, Scpt. 25, by Rev. oJ 
B. Dageget, Stephen Fountain to Mrs. Adelaide 
G. Snel. 

Melrose, Mass, Oct. 8, by R>v. Paul Sterling, 
Charles Frederick Gorham to Leonora Caroline 
M. Seely, both of St.John. 

Ha ifax, Oct. 4, James Scott, 74. 

Halifax, Oct. 4. Ann M. Artz, 84. 

Halifax, Oct. 3, Agnes ditzler, 54. 

St. David, Sept. 30 Mary Hall, 25. 

St.John, O_t 3, John A. Fussel 32. 

Jacquet River, Oct. 1, J.C. Bent, 70. 

Calais, Sept. 25, Stephen B. Berry, 79. 

Mapleton, Sept. 28 George Smith, 25. 

Digby, Sept. 25, Arabella W. Dakin 27. 

St. John, Oct. 3, T. Partelow Moit, 34. 

Wes‘ ville, Sept. 12, Michael Foley, 34. 

St. John, Oct. 5, Eliza B. Steward, 49. 

Halifax, Oct. 3, Emily Piers McLarren. 

Gaspereaux, Oct. 1 Percy J. Smith, 19. 

White Rock, Oct. 2, Thomas Chase, 72. 

White Recek, Oct. 2, Thomas Chese, [72 

Jacquet River, Oct. 1, John C. Bent, 70. 

Freeport, Sept. 20, Mrs. Alfred Thurber. 

Shelburne, Sept. 20, Alviu M. Perry, 20. 

Lynn N. 8., Sept. 29, Miss Hattie Lewis. 

Port Saxon, Sept. 13, Daniel McLean, 20. 

Aylesford, Sept. 24, Ernest L.. Graves, 33. 

Great village, Sept. 25, Mrs. John Vance. 

Yarmouth, Sept. 29, Ada R. Lawson, 41. 

Havelock, Sept. 18, George H. Nowlan, 41. 

Buctouche, Sept. 27. Cora L. Roberts, 15. 

Milltown, Sept. 29, E izabeth A. Foley, 66. 

Shelburne, Sept. 22, Mrs. Andrew Perry, 41. 

New Glasgow, Sept. 29, Isaac Marshall, 55. 

Halifax, Oct. 2, May, wife ot Clinton Cogswell. 

Hopewell, N. S. Sept. 21, Maggie G. Sullivan, 30. 

Princeton, N. B., Sept. 26, Martha A. Sprague, 68. 

Halifax, Oct. 2, Walter C. Lasher of New York 19. 

North Sydney, Oct. 1, Mary wife of Robt. Scott, 45. 

Stelmenn. Oct. 1, Agnes wife of David W. Calton, 

St. John, Sept. 29, Mary, wife of George Maloney, 
52. 

Bay View, Sept. 27, Janet wife of Richard Tanner, 
£0, 

Westville, Sept. 30, Maggie wife of James C. Mun- 
roe. 

Kings N. S. Oct. 2, May wife of Clayson C. Cogs. 
well. 

St. Paul, Oct. 3, Hagh J. McAfee, formerly of St. 
John. 

East Boston, Oct. 4, Lillian E , wife of Edward E. 
Beeck. 

Yarmouth, Sept. 24, Addie wife of Adelbert Wy- 
man, 32. 

Lincoln, Sept. 26, Mary Long, widow of Edward 
Long, 62. 

Mapleton, Sept. 28, George N. son of Benjamin 
Smith, 25 

Rox hnry Mass, Sept. 28, Daniel Cogan, formerly of 
N S., 60. 

Calai-, Sept. 28, Jennie E, child of Samuel and Eva 
Il syward, 2. 

Centreville N. 8., Katherine Boyd, wife of Robs 
Manson, 69. 

West Jeddore, Sept. 29, Agnes widew of David 
Blakuoey, 66. 

Parrsboro, Sept. 20, son of Albert and Alice Buller- 
well, 4 months. 

Welsford, Sept. 27, Eugene, son of Mr. and Mrs. 
A. H, Turner, 2. 

St. John, Oct. 1, Charles R., child of John and 
Annie Ballard, 3. 

Fredericton, Oct. 5, Anuie Connell, widow of Hon. 
Charles Connell. 

Tremont, N.S., Retta E. daughter of Avard and 
Hannah Banks, 3. 

Truro, Sept. 29, Maggie Secord, daughter of F. S. 
and Mrs, Magee, 3. 

Liverpool, Sept. 20, Cecil J., son oi Andrew and 
Tina West, 6 months. 

Carleton Oct. 4, Alice May, daughter of S. and 
Elizabeth Maxwell, 12. 

Halifax, Oct. 2, Mrs. Ann Birkenhead widow of 
Henry Birk nhead, 80. 

North Sydney, Sept. 26, Jessie A., daughter of 
James Scott, 13 months. 

East Boston, Oct. 2, Kate, wife of Wm. McLean, 
formerly or Sunbury N. B 

‘Waughs River, Oct. 8, Fannie C., daughter of Well. 
wood and Mary Jane Currie. 

Lawrence station, Sept. 28, Kenneth E., son of 
George and Sarah Kitcuing, 2. 

Kilburn, Sept. 30, William L. son ofC. W. and 
Phoebe Morehouse, 15 months. 

Halifax. Oct. 1, Agnes Florence Higgins, daughter 
of Jane and the late John Higgins, 4. 

Hammond Plains, Sept. 20, Minnie daughter of John 
and the late Minnie Romans, 6 weeks. 

ville, Sept. 25, by Rev. W. B. Thomas, Alli. 
as ay rps, AAR 
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