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MISS DILL'S DELEGATE.

Miranda Dill was ‘*doing up” the last of
her quinces one November morning when
some one rapped at her Kkitchen door.
When she opened her door she saw Mrs.
Deacon Draper standing on the little back
porch.

** 'Scuse me for comirg rouni to the back
door, Mirandy,” said Mrs. Draper, as she
stepped into the spotlessly clean and sweet-
ly tragrant little kitchen. **I could tell from
the locks of the front of the house that you
was in the back, and Ithought 1'd save you
the trouble of running to let me in at the
front door. My! how sweet and spicy it
smells in here !”

“I've be(n spicing some sweet apples,
and now 1I'm doing up the last o’ my
quinces,” replied h%iss Miranda. “I'm
real partial to quince preserve, and I think
that a little quince is nice in apple sauce.
But here I'm keeping you s‘anding. Come
and sit down in this rocking chair, that is,
if you don’t mind sitting in a kitchen.”

“Not if it’s your k tchen, Mirandy, for
it’s so clean and cozy here. How lovely
your plants look."

“Yes, 1 think the kitchen’s a good place
for plants There's so much moisture from
the teakettle, and it’s so sunny in here. 1
bhave a chrysanth:mum that'll be in full
bloom by Thanksgiving, or betore.”

It it comes out betore you ougbt to put
it on the table you've to have charge of
when the association meets with us the
week betore Thanksgiving.

“It would lock lovely on the table,
wouldn’t it? And flowers will be real
scarce by that time. Do they expect a
good many at the association ?”

“Oh, yes; the deacon thin s there’ll be
as many as a hundred delegates come, and
that’s what I've run over to sze you about.

.Yon know, I'm chairman of the Committee

on Entertainment P’

“Yes; I heard it give out Sunday.”

““Well, I'm ’rouni looking up entertain-
ment for the delegates, and [ knew I could
count on you taking at least one. You
will, won’t you ?”

“Qh, ves; I'm willing to have one. I'd
take two it they could room together; you
know I've only one spare room. I could,
on a pinch, give up my bedroom, and I
could sleep on the settin’ room lounge, but
if I did that it’d keep me so busy I wouldn't
ge: out to many of the meetings.”

**Oh, one’s all you ought to be asked to
take, and I'ill try to have some real nice
person sent to you. Sometimes woen folks
are getting free entertainment they’re fus-
sier and more exacting than if they was
payiog beard ; 1've had d:legates act just

»

“Well, I don’t know that 1 have,” re-

lied Miss D.l. She was a kindly soul, who
did kindly deels and found delight in
speaking kindly words. Her tongue was
little given to siying unkind things about
any one, and she was loyalty itseltto her
brothers and sisters in the Baptist church.

““The associition comes the week before
Toavksgiving, I beleive,” she said, when
Mrs. Draper had risen to go.

“Yes: on [Iuesday aud Wednesday.
Most ot the delegates are expected on
Mondcay, and they'll be likely to stay until
Thursday.”

“I'd j2:t as soon have mire stay that
long as not, if you send me some real
pleasant person. I jast enjoyed entertain-
ing the delegates I bad last spring. when
the Woman’s Christian Temperance Union
met hers.”

“1’ll try and have .ome real nice, agree-
&b'e person sent to you, Mirandy.”

Mrs. Draper went on ker homeward way,
and Miss Dill gave her atteation to the
quince preserves simmering in a blue,
porcelain-lined kettle on her shining stove.
She was as immaculately neat 2s her sur-
roundings. Her movements were as quick
and frce as these ot a girl ot eighteen, while
it was said in the town that Miss Miranda
*owned up to forty-eight,” but it was also
said that whatever Miss Dill ““owned up
10" was the exact truth. She was known
to be absolutely honest in word and deed.
Her life was an open book.

It bad always been a good and kindly
life, and much of it bal been spent in the
service ot others and in promoting ths gen-
eral good of the world. She was some-
times called the *‘backbone” of the feeble
little Baptish church in Hiramville. There
had been times when it would have dis-
banded and the fi:ld would have been de-
serted but for Miss Dill's zeal, and the free
use of her rather limited izcome.

The little church was now pastorless, al-
though numercus *‘candidates” had for
some time been filling its pulpit.

Two weeks after Mrs. Draper’s call,
Miss Dill appeared at that lady’s hous: in
a state of manitest pertw bation.

**Why, Sister Draper!” she said. excit-
edly, **my delega‘e has come, and—why,
Sister Draper !”

““Why, what is 1t, Mirandy?”

*You have sent me a man delegate !”

Miss Diil's look and tone of dismay wire
so0 comical that Mrs. Draper laughed aloud.

**Why, Mirandy,” she said, *‘it’s no
killiog matter it a man has been sent to
you, 18 i'? Who is he ?”

“The R v. James Hiller, ot Oldfi:zld.”

““Why. he was to have been sent te
Brother Palmer’s, and a Mrs. Drewe was
10 have been sent to you. I'll warrant you
they’ve made & mistage, fand sent Mrs.
Drewe to Brother Palmer’s.”

*But wheat shall I d¢?”

“De?’s1d Mrs. Draper, with another
laugh. “‘Simply make the best of it.
Brother Hiller is a lovely man.”

**] know, but won’t folks—won't it seem
a little—well strange for me to be inter-
taining a gentl: man delegate?”’

*Nonsense, Mirandy ! You'ra tco well
known and to» highly respected in this
town for any one to say a word about it.
It w.uld make a gocd deal more talk it
you sent tke man away, simply because he
was a man. 1'll tell folks that 1t was a mis-
take, and I know that there won't be a
word said about it."

So Miss D.1l, con foried, but still per-
fu:bed in spuit, wegt back to her delegate
s1d guest, whom ske found seated in the
big, comtortable rocking chair in her
ckeriy titting room looking et ber photo-

graph album.

Tte Rev. James Ililler was a portly,
goced locking man of fifty, with kindly blue
«yes gnd courteous, gentle manner. He
was quick «nough in bis preceptions to
know that his cowing had given his little
epinster bostees romething of a turprise,
alil ough the bad ta'd that ske had been
«xypecting a delegate.

Ske was calmer in her mind and manner
wlon she returned from Mrs. Draper’s. A
piricter wis (o ber a buran being set

part from the rest of the world and worthy
of the most profound respect.

Her heart began fo flatter a little again
when she found herselt siiting opposite
her guest at her daintily appointed tea-
table, on which was set delieacies such as
the departed wite of the Rev. Mr. Hiller
hsd not been skilled in making.

“You live entirely alone all the time, do
vou, Sister Dill P he asked, as he handed
him his third cup of the most fragrant and
;ielicious tea he had ever tasted in bis
ife.

I have quite a good deal of company,”
replicd Miss Dill, “but I stay alone most
of the time.”

“Do you find it lonesome ?”

“No, not very, excepting at Thanks-
giving end Christmas times, when other
people have so many of their triends a-
round them. I do feel lonesome then,
although I gen'rally find some other lone-
some person to invite in with me. I was
wonderidg today who I could invite in this
vear. I had the widow Jay and Ger poor
old motber in, but the old lady died. last
summer, and her daughter's gone away.
I dare say I'll find some one.”

Mr. Hiller bocame very communicative
after tea, when he and Miss Dill were
sgain seated in her sitting room before an
open grate fire. He told her how he had
been a widcwer for two years, and how
bis son and daughter had both married and
le’t him, to go to homes of their own.
Finally he asked :

“Did you know that I was to stay over
after the association closes and preach in
your church next Sunday ?”

“No, I hadn’t heard that; but I'm glad
of it. We need a regular minister very
much. The town has begun to grow fast
since the cotton mills and the shoe tactory
came bere, and a good man could bu:ll the
church right up.”

“It looks like a promising fizld to me,
and I don’t mind saying that I'd be open
to a call if the people feel that I'm the man
they want safter they hear pe preach.”

The Rev. James Hiller’s preaching cre-
ated a great deal of enthusiasm.

“‘Everybody says he’s just the man we
want,” s:11 Mrs. Draper to Miss Dill, on
Monday. “‘He did preach two splendid
good sermons, and he's so kind and soci
able. Deazon White knows all about him,
and he says there isn’t a single out about
him. How did you like him ?”

“*Very much,” replied Miss Dill, with a
blush.

“He's a real nice persen to enterfain,
isn't he 7"

“Yes, he is. He’s the best kind of com- |

pany.”

“It we call him, he'll want a boarding
place, and why don't you get a good girl
and fix up that east room of yours for a
study for him, and take him to board?
There’s no place in town where he could
be so quiet and comfortable. The deacons
and trustees are going to have a meeting
to-night, and it's almost certain they'll call
him. He wentback home to-day did’nt
he ?”

“No, he went over to Hebron to visit a
day or two with a cousin of his, and he’s
coming back here for Thansgiving.”

““He 1s? Well, that's nice. Wkose
guest is he going to be ?”

“Mine.”

u( )d 3‘1

“Yes, and ['ve been thinking that ir’d
be real nice it the deacons and trustees and
their wives could come in the evening, and
meet bhim sociably.”

“‘That would be rca! nice.
glad to come.”

“Then 1'il invite the others.” Every
invitation was accepted, and Miss Dill’s
house was aglow with light and cheer on
Thanksgiving evening. The little hostess
looked ten years younzer than betore, and
her frequent laugh wis sweet and joyous.

At about Y in the evening Deacon Smith
called the company to order and s2id:

‘I guess it won’t be much of a ’sprise to
any one h re, unliss it is DBrother Hiller,
to know that we have voted unanimously
to give Brother Hiller a call to our church,
ana we'd all be glad to hear a word from
Lim about the probability of his coming.’

His acceptance of the call was brief and
to the point. Then he hesitated, cleared}hus
voice and said: ‘‘there could be no more
appropriate tim2 for me to announce some-
thing I feel that my new parishioners have
a right to know, and for which I have
cause for heartfelt thanksgivinz. as every
man ought to rejrice and be glid when
the Lord directs him to a good and true
woman who is willing to be his wife.”

He crossed the room and took Miss Dill
by the hand.

““Allow me to present to you the dear
woman who has promised to be your new
pastor’s wife. I hope that this may not
appear unseemly to you because of our
briet acquaintance. If, on such investi-
gation as you care to make, you find that I
am unworthy of her, I will rclease her from
her engagement. 1 feel that we know of
our own minds and hearts well enough to
feel sure that we will be happy together
and that our whole lite will be filled with
the true spirit of thanksgiving and praige.”

““And to think whit a fuss you made
about entertaining a man delegate,” said
Mrs. Draper to Miss Dili afterward.

But Miss Dill only laughed as th: had
not lacghed tor years, and as only they
can laugh who love and are beloved.—De-
troit Free Press.

Can be Made KNew!

Your Husbzand and Children will
Rejoice and be Glad.

We'd be

Have you ever fried to renew &nl re-
create oour hustand’s and children’s cast-
off clothing ? Why, this work is done easily
by thousends of women, every day of the
year. They ere succeestul, strong and
rever-fading Diamond Dyes, Old and
faded dresscs, jickets, capes coats, panrts,
and vests can be made to lock like new

arments, at a cost of ten cents. Wkhen

oudecide vpon deing dyeing work, be par-

1cularly careful to use only the Diamond
Dyes. Ses that your dealer does not offer
you substitutes ot imitations. If you ere
unfortunate enovgh to be deceived, ycur
work is in vain, and your garments are
ruined.

Special attentionis being given by the
French military authorities to the question
of succoring the wounded on battle fields
when night comes on aiter a great battle.

DEAD SEA FRUIT.

People are in the habit of asserting that
two-thirds of the Scinde stations are within
rifla range of {ades. This is not strictly
true, however, ot Sibi. Human lite there
partakes of the character of the vegetation ;
it is apt to be blasted, or scorched, or
withered—what there is of it—more than
in most places: It may be tbat all pity
was dried up in the Major’s soul; that re-
morse had been burned away from Hartley
by the sun, that resistance was melted inthe
Major’s daughter ; howbeit the three of them
managed to add one more heart of ashes to
big a list and incidentally to bring about a
trafedy.

Trueman came straight from the green
Surrey hills to Sibi, and not even the re
sponsibilities of his exalted rank of second
lieutenant could prevent his being put very
speedily upon the sick list. It was some
sort of fever and took a fine hold upon him,
but, being a strong stalwart lad he pulled
through all right.

It came about that one day, the first that
he was up, Trueman managed to travel as
tar as the front door of his quarters to open
it, and to stand upon the sill, looking over
the white parade ground; he turned his
head and sawa woman in the door of the
bungalow next to his. The sun and the
glare had blinded his eyes, used the past
month to a room darkened by horse
blankets tacked up at the windows, and he
could not distinguish the face. However,
there was only one woman who was at all
likely to be in that particulir spot—the
wife of the Colonel commanding, the only
offizer’s wite in Sibi at that particular sea-
son of the year. So Trueman raised his
voic2 and called a feeble ‘‘Good morning !"
and was surprised that he did not recog-
niz: the tones of the reply, which were
surely not those of the high soprano of the
Colonel’s wite. The surprise made him
sway a little uncertainly, but when his eyes
suddenly distinguished the face of the lady
in the doorway, he lost entire control ot
his muscles, and, being startled, all but fell
face downward upon the sand from sheer
weakness.

It was not until some days later that he
knew that only a pair of soft, warm arms
had kept him from measuring his six feet
upon the ground, and perhaps seriously
damaging the dried and yellow skin of his
face, nor that thos: same arms had held
his unconscious, heavy form there until his
servant had com2 and carried the leaden
burden back to its bunk.

When he did learn it, and when he was
able to say a halt doz:n words in succession
he inquired who the woman might be, and
was told it was the Colonel’s daughter who
just returned from England T'raeman did
not remember the face very clearly, and
was too tired to think, so he went to sleep
again, which was the very best thing he
could have done, and dreamed that he was
in the midst of a plain where there was
neither grass nor shade, where the white
dust threw back the sun like a mirror.

Presently he grew stronger, but he saw
no more of the Colonel’s daughter. Ilrom
the chance coaversation of his brother ofli-
cers, however, he gathered that she was a
very sedate young woman, bred in strict
conventionality, and, moreover, that she
was not a school girl, bu® had bzen for the
past year in thz unrest of Liondon and Paris
society.

Then vne day tbere came a time when
Trueman rose from his bed just aft:r re-
treat, and in the comparative cool ot the
evening crawled slowly over to the
Colonel’s quarters. He was met at the
door and literally taken in the arms of the
Colonel's kindly wite; a steamers chair
was stretched out for him and cooling
drinks all ready. But nowhere was the
davghter to be seen—the calm, impressive
Olga ot hismind. The elder lady and he
were alone for an hour or more before
t-ere came a scund npon the close night
air which made the lieutenant s:art and
look around.

A gitl's voice,a deep voice and sweet, was
speaking outside, then a formin white, a
tall and very slender form, was framed in
the doorway against the back ground of an
Indian night. Afterward Trucman could
only remember that her hands were cool
and her eyes tawny as a lion’s and very
8)Hft.

She thanked her escort— a certain Major
Hartley, of the R. H. A.——and, stretching
her goodly length upon another steamer
chair, joined in the commonplace conversa-
tion. Truman wondered if she weie com-
monplace, too, and concluded that she was
—by molding, not by nature. They spoke
of the heat and of the dust, of the news-
papers and the mail. The Colonel went
over to the mess after a time, but Ilartley
declined his invitation to ‘‘come along ;"
he seemed to prefer the girl to the father,
Trueman commented mentally,then wateh-
ed to see how matters stood with the girl.
Either, however, she was too well bred to
show her feelings, or sh> had none to show.
Truman rather thought it was the latter,
for it was not ¢ mceivable that a woma®
could admire a short, thick, heavy fellow,
both by nature and by form, like the
Major.

Trueman went fome pretty soon. He
was conscions that he was very much num-
ber three, and also that he was desperate-
ly tired. The girl put out her long, brown-
ed hand, soft and firm and cool. The in-
valid took it and went on Hartley's arm
back to his quarters,

And it came to pass, as it was bound to
do, that these two young people, who in
form and face were blessed of the gods,
saw each other day by day, and loved each
other well, which 18 quite in the accepted
scheme of'things ; also that Truman’s re-
covery was so rapid that he did not need
sick leave, and that his loathing for ths
sky under which his superior officers had
been pleased to call him to do his duty
vanished into air. So, for a while, they
were to be happy forever; butit was mere-
ly the madness with which the gods cursed
them before they should stretch cut their
hands and smite.

As long as the Colorel and his wife were
blind to the course things had taken it was
smooth sailing, but in time thei began to
notice the frequent strolls in the twilight,
walks across the parade in the blazing sun
to the sally port and the stables, the ftre-
quent trips through the scorching sand of
the bazaar on every and no pretext. They
noticed, and they watched, and they drew
their own conclusions, which were, in the
main correct.

!ga spent a very bad quarter of an hour
between the Colonel and his wife. They
taxed her with being in love, and she, like
a most conventionally model maiden, re-
sented the suggestion, and treated the

.
¢
-

whole affair in so careless and light a man-
ner that the old people had their suspicions
quite disarmed. Had they seen their cool
daughter n the dusk sob out her troubles
on the shoulder straps of Second Lieuten-
ant Truman they might have felt less easy.
Howbeit, she went back to the quarters
with quiet sell-control, and sat in the bosom
of her tamily, casting equal glances upon
the major and the second lieatenant

The major was so encouraged by her
manner, in fact, that he took advantage ot
a moment wWhen Truman had gone ﬁ)me
and the colonel and his wife were away,
and asked Olga if she would not consent
to become his wife. Olga said ‘“No, she
wouldn’t,” and treated the matter as a very
casual affair. Hartley ~demanded her
reasons, and she said she was going to
marry some one else. Hartley thundered
“Who ?" and Olga yawned that it was not
his concern, and when he ‘‘bet it was that
confounded Truman,” begged him not to
become violent, and left the room.

A week later a cool little note, in the
very best of form, broke < the engage-
ment between Olga and Truman., and the
next number ot the Pioneer announced the
betrothal of Olga and Major Algernon
Hartley. At Olga's express request there
bad been no ‘‘fuss and featners;” she
was bred with a deep hatred of a
scene ; it wouid be better foim to obey
her parents, even though it should kill her,
than to give people a chance to talk. Be-
sides it would not kill her, she knew that,
and quoted to herselt the proverb thata
‘“blood horse holds up its head until it
drops.” So she gave in before the storm
of her father’s wrath and her mother’s en-
treating.

The night before the day fixed for the
wedding Olga bad disappeared. They
sought her tar and wide, but found her not.
Then, jast as day was breaking, some one
rema-ked that Trueman was not in ths
gearch party, and on inquiry no one re-
membered baving seen him during the
night. The gray haired old Colonel, bent
with weariness and shame and anxiety,
straightened himselt once more at the news
and led the way to that officer’s bungalow
All was still. The sun blinds wzre down,
the jilousies closed. It might have been a
mausoleum. The Colonel tottered to the
door, pushed it open, gave oae look and
fell swooning to the ground.

The others ran forward to his assistance.
and one man, more sensible than the rest,
ciosed the door of the bungalow and stood
guard over it, permitting no one, not even
himself, to look inside, Indeed, few wished
to do s>. They knew instinctively the
sight which would bave awaited them.
Thae only thing they did not know was that
the taces of the dead, unlike those who
meet a violent and paintul end, wore a
sweet, calm smile, like children who in
their dreams recall some past happiness.
-—~Boston Home Journal.

SNAKE IN THE BED.

The Commercial Traveller who Came to Be
So Inthmate with It.

Thomas McCannon, who represents a
New York firm, and hives in Jersey City,
met with en experience the past weeck
near Dinghampton, Minn., that nearly
whitened his raven locks. McCannon,
whose bu iness lics among the country
merchants and rural districts, engaged a
vebicle and drove to a hamlet near New
Milford. IHe reached his destination, Lut
his stay was unexpectedly protracted, ang
dusk had fallen when he again found him-
self on the homeward road. Thicker and
thicker grew the blackness, the sky was
overcast, not a star visible, and the pros-
pect of a heavy rainstorm imminent.

Under these conditions he missed his
road, and, after a drive of several miles
through a forest highway, ended abruptly
in a dense undergrowth. Ip the distance
be saw the twinkle of a light, and, fastoned
his horse to a tree, ke made his way 1n
that direction. It proved to come from a
cabin of roughly hewn boards and logs.
A summons brought the occupant to ths
door. He was an old man with the pecu-
liar vernacular of the mountaineer of
Northern Pennsylvania, and when Me-
Cannon explained his predicament, he
warm!y welcomed him to s hut. The
only accommoda'ion he could cffer the
horse was a shaky lean-to at the rear of his
dwelling, but here the animal was stabled
0o1a bed of leaves. There was but one
couch in the shanty. This stood behind a
rough partition, and, after serving bis
guest with a lunch of cold partridge and
corn bread, he signified his intention of
releasing his bed to him and sleep
in the larger room beside the log fire.
McCannon gratefully accepted the offer,
and was soon obliv 1ous to his surround
ings.

How long he slept he canno! tell. He
thinks it was about midnight, but it was
probably nearer daylight, when he was
awakened by a cold, clammy sensation at
his feet. The blanket had slipped partially
off,and at a ray of moonlight shone through

a riftin the clouds his blood froze with
horror as he obaervl?lg a large snake coiled
upon his ankles. His first impulse was to
spring from bed and about for aid. Then
the thought crossed his mind that the place
was infested with rattlers, and a movement
on his part might mesn certain death.
There was only one thing to do; wait per-
fectly quiet until the old man should awake
and come to his aid. The reptile remained

assive. The seconds seeme: to drag like

ours and it seemed as though the unhappy
drummer must spring from his couch and
shake the slimy scales off or go f{rantic.
He watched the sky fade into the gray
which precedes dawn, and as a crimson
streak shot across the sky there was a
movement in the next room and a grizzly
head appeared at the aperture which served
as a doorway.

**Hush,” whispered McCaanon; *‘for
God's sake don't speak, orl am a dead
man.”

“Wal, what's de matter P"

“Look at my feet,” whispered McCan-
non.

The old man looked and then burst into
a laugh “I swar ot Tommy ain’t made
yer acquaintance. Hi, Tommy, come a
hyar.” ~The reptile slowly wriggled from

the bed toward the old man, and McCan-
non slowly arose as if dazed.

“He's a pet milk snake o'mine,” ex-
plained the old man, ** 'nd ’pears ter make
as friendly with strangers as he does with
me.” Without 8 word McCannon arose,
dressed himself, and laying a silver dollar
on the table, harnessed his horse and
started for Binghamton.—Minneapolis
Tribune.

A Man ot Foresight,

Senator Kyle's secretary is a canny Scot,
Mactarland by name, who has a very dry
sense of humor. Recently he injured his
thumb, and the matter became so serious
that he went to a surgeon. He was told
that he would have to undergo an opera-
tion.

Macfarland consented to stand the
operation. He was ready to have it per-
formed then and there. 'The physician
asked him whether he wished to take
chlo: oform or ether.

“Will it make me lose my senses?
asked the Scotchman.

**I should say so0,” said the doctor.

_ Maclarland deliberately thrust his hands
into his pockets and began t9 count out his
change.

‘“There’s no hurry about the money,”
said the doctor; ‘'you can count it out to
me af:er the operation is performed.”

“But you said it would make me lose
my senses to take choloroform or ether,
didnt’t you ?” asked Mactarland.

“*Certainly,” said the dector, “‘it will
make you unconscious.”

“*Tnen excuss me,” said Macfarfand,
with a twinkle. *‘I'i rather count my
money now.”— Washington Post.

Bactouche, Jau. 15, to Mrs. McLaughlin, a son.
Moncton, Jan. 10, to the wife o1 W. H. Watts, a son.

Truro, Jan. 11, to the wife of H. W. Ryan, a daugh-
ter.

Pan;sobnoro, Jan. 5, to the wife of K. W. Fowler, a
.Bad:i;;-ic, Jan. 9, to the wife of Joseph McLean, a
Darixgg.mh. Jan. 11, to the wife of M. W. Noonan, a
usli‘:zﬁlhn. 10, to the wife of Capt. W. A. Robson,
Truims::)r;;'ille, Jan, 13, to the wife of Milford Baxt(r,
Mir;TL%h.i. Jar, 6, to the w f. ol Thomas Flanagar,
St. ?“:?;I;.m, Jan. 13, to the wile of Harry Webler,
Qrein;vo(:’o'd. J%8n. 2, to the wife of Arthur Patterson,,
Wo«;dss(t)gc.k, Jan. 13, to the wife of J. R. Mur ply

Halifax, Jan. 15, to the wife of &. H. Colwell, a
daughter.

Chatham, Jan. 9, to the wife of P, H. C. Benson, a

daugh er.

Ambherst, Jan. 15, to the wife of T. 8. Rogers, a
daughter.

Port Lorne, Jan. 12, to the v ife of Riley Lewis, a
daughter.

| Moncton, Jan. 10, to the wife of W. R. Edwards, a

daughter.

Windsor, Jan. 17, to the wife of Wm. McDonough,
twin sons.

Hantsport, Jan. 13, to the wife of Edward Borden,
a daughter.

Annapolis Royal, Jan. 10, to the wife of Dr. Prim-
rose, a son.

West Pubnico. Jan. 12, the wite of Ignace Aniero,
a daughter.

Filmouth, N. 8. Jan. 14, to the wife of Arthur Kld-
erkin, a son.

Windsor Plains, Dec. 26, to the wife ot J. E* Me-
Donald, & son.

Andover, Jan. 10, to the wife of D. Wetmore,
Pickeut, a son.

Yarmouth, Jan 14, to the wife of Rev. Wm. B.
Forbusb, a son.

Digby, Jan. 10, to the wife of Rev. J. W. Prest-
wood, & daughter.

Centrevitle, C. 8. I. Jan. 1, to the wife of Bradf rd
Swith, a daughter. .

Woodsto:k, N. B. Jan. 3, to the wife of George
Upham, a daughter.

M ARIRIEIDD.

T.verton, Jan.1, Rev. Mr. A.llsby, Merrill Outhovse
to Zora Small.

Victora Beach, N, 8., Dec. 18 John Everettty Mrs.
Agnes Kverett.

Calais, Jan. ], by Rev. 8. 6. Davis, James W. Cook
1o Ada Woodworih.

Windsor, Jan. 7, by Rev.J. L. Dawson, William K.
Lyall to Maud Fraser.

Petitcodiac, Jau. 15, by Rev. Gideon Swim, Wilford
Harper to Mary Smath.

Halifax, Jan. 9, by Rev. J. F. Dustan, Charles
Fader to Amy Harvey.

Lakeville, Jan. 4, by Rev. M. P. Freeman, Edward
Kel y to Eunice Rogers.

Annapolis, Jan. 12, by Rev. H. Howe, George
Franklyn to Bertha Simms.

Bristol, N. B., Jan. 1, by Rev. D. A, Brooks, Theo-
dore Rogersto Miry Dyer.

Antigonish, Jan. 15, by Rev.J, R. Munro, Samuel
T.McKeen to El z) Smith.

Shannon, Dec. 24, by Rev. John FPerry, Thomas 8.,
tolding to bertie Furlong.

Cavendish, P. E, 1., Jan. 1, by Elder Crawfo:zd, A
D. Murray to Bessie Kraser.

Harvey, Jan. 14, by Rev, J. A. Mclean, Charles
Litile to Mary Alice « ilson.

Glace Bay, Jan. 9, by Rev. Father Chisholm, James
Farrel to Miss B.J. Murphy.

St. John, Jan. 20, by Rev. J. J. Walsh, Pailip
Grannan to Margaret Hogan.

Halifax, Jan. 16, by Rev. N. LeMoine, Cnas. I,
Colyer to Emma May Power.

Windsor, Jan. 8, by Rev. J. K, Bearisto, Newwman
B. Shaw to Alireda Faulkner.

Grand Mapan, Jan. 1, by Rev. J. D. Harvey, Col-
man Guptill to Mary Z wicker.

Tracey Mills, Jan. 6, by Rev. G. F. Currie, William
J. Nelson to Asinath Burpee.

Boston, Dec. 28, by Rev. N. K. McLellan, John
Thowmpson to Amelia L. Pyne.

Harvey, N. B.,, Dec. 17, by Rev. J. A. Mcl.ean,
William Bellto Eilen Messer.

Calais, Jan. 15, by Rev. A. J. Padellord, John
Dickerson to Martha Waldron.

Somerset, N. 8., Jan. 8, by Rev. T. McFall, Robert
O. Hayes to Jennie A. Cochran,

Grand Manan, Jan. 12, by Rev. W. H. Perry,
Oswell Parker to Flora Stanley.

Crapaud, P. E. 1., Jan. 10, by Rev. 8, J, Andrews,
George Myers to Grace Lowther.

Iron Mines, C#B , Jan. 10, by Rev. A. Ross, John
D. McRae to Mary J. McKenzie.

Centreville, N. 8., Jan. 8, by Rev. J. E. Flewelling,
Lorin Britrain to Fanny jGraham.

Boston Highlands, Jun. 1, Rev. Wm White, G.
Ralph Laurence to Irene Strong.

Sydney, Jan. 14, by Rev. J. F. Forbes, Lachlan
McKinnon to Margaret E. Spears.

North East Harbor, Jan. 6, by Rev. W. C. Sables,
Haward Holmes to Clara Stinson.

Hilisboro, P. E. 1., Jan. 8, by Rev. A. Craise, Ewen
F. Jardine to Priscilla A, Affleck.

Boistown,Jan. 1, by Rev. R. W. J. Clements,
Adam J. Cowie to Carrie Spencer.

Dartmouth, Jan. 14, by Rev. Fred Wilkinson, Mel-
bourne Wilson to Mary E. Jenkins.

Little Bras d’or, Jan, 1, by Rev. D. G. McDonald,
Ambrose Allen to Lavinia Forrest.

L. E. Pubnico, Jan. 13, by Rev. L. E. Duchesneau,
John LeBlanc to Lily D’Entremont.

Taylor Head, Jan. 6, by Rév. Wm. A. Stewart,
A 'fred McKenzie to Phoebe Snow.

Cornwall, P. E. I, Jan. 7, by Rev. G. M. Campbell*
John F. Godkin to Elizabeth Boyd.

St. Peters, P. E. 1., Jan. 8, by Rev. D. Sutherlanad,
W. H. Pope Cook to Gertrude Currie.

Lower Brighton, Jan. 1, by Rev. W. G. McDonald»
Rev. G. Bennet Traiton to Addie Tedlie.

P.ctou Landing, Dec. 31, by Rev. J. B. McLean
Lourie l'erg.uon to Louise J. Carmichael, 4

West Pubnico, Jan. 7, by Rev. L. E. Duchesneau,
Charles 8. D’Entremont to Annie Surette.

Tannion, Jan. 10, by Rev. E. Schofield, Erce t D.
Hewett to Bertha D. Suttie of Yarmouth.

BEST POLISH IN THE WORLD.

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-O00 TONS.

DEARBORN & CO.,
WHOLESALE AGENTS

Upper Kingsclear, Jan 15, by Rev. H. Montgomery,
Fenwick P. Shields to Mary A. Burwi k.

Lynn, Mass., Jan. 9, by Rev. D. B. McCurdy, Wm.
H. Shillington to Grace Crosby of Yarmouth.

McAdam Juncton, Jan. 14, by Rev. J. A. McLean,
B. A.Edward George Berard to Mary E. Moflat.

Maple Ridge, N. B., Dec. 29, by Rev. E. W.
%ilmonson. Samuel Davidson, to Martha M.
aney.

Haverhill, Mass., Dec. 24, by Rev. Mr. Farns
worth, Herbert F. Crowell to Mary A. Camp.
bell ot Hampstead, N. B,

DIEID.

Chocolate Cove, Wm. Harvey, 83.

St. John Jan. 17, Fred L. Hea. 46,

Hillsboro, Jan. 2, John Wallace, 75.

Melrose, Jan. 10, John F. Barry, 15.

Annapolis, Jan. 10, Annie Bush, 96.

8t. John, Jan. 18, John Andrews, 54.

Harvey, Jan. 13, Andrew Bisnop, 67,

Weisford, Jan. 7, David Kivsman, 75,

Elmsdale, Dec. 25, Mrs. McLeod, 74.

Halifax, Jan. 14, William Higgins, 75.

Halfax, Jan. 14, Wiliiam Huggins, 75.

Ken tville, Jan. 10, Frederic Brown, 68,

Truro, Jan. 15, Donald McPherson, §3.

Moncton, Jan. 13, Dennis Gallagher, 20,

Bear River, Jan, 10, John Milberry, 86,

Moncton, Jan. 17, Wiliiam A. Moore, 26.
Rusuagoris, Jan. 2, Sherman Bunker, 20,

New Horton, Jun. 8, Mrs. Anne Copp, 70.
Bridgetown, Jan. 10, J. Avard Morse, 57.

Miscou Harbor, Jan. 10, John Harper, 60,

Moncton, N. B., Jan. 9, William Cook, 77.

St. Stephen. Jan. 14, Michael O'Donnell, 77.
Harvey, N. B. Jan. 13, A drew Bishop, 67,

Grand Ance, Dec. 15, Donald Ferguson, 73.

Scotch Town, Jan. 9, Frederick Dantor, 76,
Charlottetown, Jan. 6, Thomas R. Warren, 87.
Woodstock, Jan. 3, Mrs. I1saac Finnamore, 58,
Sanborn, N. D., Jan. 8, Wm. Cox of Trure, 27.
Dorchester, Mass., Jan. 8, Ormiston Browr, 47,
Gaharus, C. B., Jan. 7, Mrs. David McGilvary.
New Horton, N. B., Jan. 8, Mrs. Ann Copp, 70.
West Bay, C. B, Dec. 29, Donald McLellan, 92,
Annapolis Royal, Jan. 14, Anna Mona Owen, 94.
San Jose, Cal., Samuel H. Andrews of N. B., 36.
Halifax, Jan. 10, Cecelia, widow of Jacob Miller, 75.
Milton, Jan. 10, Helen, wife of E. &. Freeman, 62,
Roxburg Jan. 6, Isabel, widow of John Carrol, 79.
Roxbury, Mass., Jan. 9, Joseph Dallas of Halifax*
Middle Mu:quodoboit, Jan. 12, David Pearson, 77.
Truro, Jan. 6, Howard, son of Abner McNutt, 13,
Monsté'on, Jan. 16, Barbara, widow of James Lutes

Morsherville Jan. 14, Sophia, wife of Noah Mosher,

9.

Brm‘s;_i’ Cove, Jan, 7, Caroline, wife of Silas Smith,
“l

St. John, Jan. 19, Margaret, wife of Sol.mon Hop-
kins, 72.

Win&ﬁpeg. g{an. 15, Richard Curman of Chatham®

Harbor Grace, Dec, 25. Susannah, widow ot Dr.

Allan, 75.
Moncton, Dec. 15, Elizi, wid Japt.
Fulke, 8. , ow of Capt. W. D.
McLellans’ Brook, Jan. 10, Mrs. ; -
gy ’ , Mrs. Margaret Mc

New Glasgow, Jan. 7, Mary, daugh!
Watt, 16, ’ s 8 ghter of Robert
St. Jobn, Jan. 20, Ellen Stanton, wite of Chas,
Tapl y, 35.
Denver, Col., Jan, 15, John 8. G. Cod e
unl'ilax, oy ’ odd, formerly of
Dorchester, Mass , Jan. 11, Jane, wi K
i ’ » wife of Cookson

Rothesay. Jan. 16, Elizabeth, wif :
Fairweather, 48, y Wife of Dr. W. A.

Halifax, Jan. 11, Charles E. { W.
Helen Hendry, 2. fon of W. A. and

Petersville, Jan. 16, Essie E. daugh "
Mary Woods, 27. i e o0
Chazilottetown, Jan. 5, Anrie, d hte
Thomas Boyle, 16, VD

New Glasgow, Jan. 7, Mary, d
avd Ellen’ Watt, ¢ P 4o aughter of Robert

Bem(:)l; le:ﬁl'; ﬁhfé}iﬁf 734. Anna Anderson, widow
Uhnil&t;:tigv;zé Llﬁko'.;;.lllf,‘_].ward A. Son of Philip and
Geog:;: giﬁe:hll)ﬁﬁh?%?l.iate O. Handly, wife of
Bost‘;).n;gglihg,leg?:yig.%aér?pton, daughter of James
o eyt B Sy, ™ 748 M- Bpence

Melvern, Mass., Jan. 8, Annie E, d:
late Jas. H. Ra.ndal’l, 28. o

St. John, Jas. 20, Emily Ann Gard, eld
of the late Thomas ,'yGarl. WIS Sueeh. Sanabio

Durham, Dec. 23 Margaret Jane, d A
iam and Ellen Roddick, 7. . SN of. N

Moechille, Jan. 5, Burton, infant son of M .
Wm.' McLe(;J. 18 mo.nths. F- O

St. John, Jan. 19, Maggie J. daught ’
Patrick and Alicis Keen £ ughter of the late

O S g e 8, B V.
W, N i d o ook Annle Jane, daughter
L
o Sy s & Liaed, Infant son of J. B3

Old Bridgeport, Deec. 20, Mageie B. daught
late Archie'and Winnie McDonal(‘i‘. bt o
Glenwood, P. E. 1. Jan. 4 Joseph A. eldast t
A. J.and Catherine lchun[a:ld, 12, .y
Merigonish, Jan. 4, Madeline Grace, 6; Jan. 6,
Vera 4, only childrenof John S McDonald.

What is

“Orinoco?”

Ask your Tobacconist

Try it.

You will be pleased.

» - e o




