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A NOVEL DINNER 

Did you get all the things down to the 

Forks, Amos? 
Amos Beeman started uneasily. The 

beans on the broad blade of his steel knife, 

unceremoniously arrested in their ascent, 

spilled over into his plate. 
“Why, yes, | reckon so, ‘Thusy—I 

reckon 20, he answered. I calculated to 

fetch them all, ture, this time. 'T'here was 

just a bsndful of them. 1 cougted them off 

on my fingers so’s not to miss anything.’ 

He held up one of bis big, hairy hands 

regarded it speculatively. The second 

finger was not there, and the vacant place 

in the row suggested a poesible difficulty. 

Amos looked at Mrs. Arethusa across tke 

castor-bottles. Her rcund face bore a look 

of patient resignation. She stirred her tea 
and took a sip. 

“You got the wrong band again, Amos,’ 

she said, mildly. ‘There were five things. 
“You don’t tell, 'Thusy ! Well, then, I 

skipped one certain. Aint that too bad? 

It was a mighty unfortunate dispensation 

that chopped off that finger, and I reckon 

I'm going to get into screpes on account of 

it till the end of time. I can never seem 

to recollect to count things on t'other 

hand.’ 
“Your recollecting machinery alway’ 

was just alittle in need of oiling, you 

know, Amos,” Mrs. Arethusa remarked, 

quietly. 
Amos fortificd bimeelt with several 

mouthfuls ot bears and visibly brightened. 

‘Bat Igot the prunes, 'Thusy, tbat you 

were ‘specially bankering for—’ 
“The prunes?’ 

“Yes: they're out under the wagon seat 

But Si Walker said they hadn't any ttoned 
less ones— hadn't ever had any, nor ever 

heard of them 1told him I guessed you’ 

mad: a mistake. You tho.ght you sa-w 
them adverused in the weekly.’ 

Arethusa Beeman sudden'y began to 

laugh. be novi d back her chair a little 
way to give herrelf more room. 
“Amos Aziriah Beeman, if you aint the 

entertainingest man I ever saw !' she gasp- 

ed, betwean the convulsions of her ample 

figure. You do beat all! What do you 
s’pose Silas Walker thinks of my sending 
after prunes witbout stones in them ?’ 
Amos smiled weakly in sympathy. 

‘Well, I thought it was a little queerish 
myselt, *Thusy, but I tried to suit you.’ 

‘I've never made my Thanksgiving 
plum puddings with prunes in them yet,’ 
Mrs. Arethusa chuckled. ‘I've been 
accustomed to use raisins—’ 

‘Oh! Why, yea. 

Mis. Areteusa moved up to the tabvle 

sgain and ladled out a generous saucerful 

of boiled rice, piling it bigh with sugar. 

‘Have som: more tea, Amos, do!’ she 

urged, torgivingly. ‘You've no need to 

fret over the prunes. They'll do for sauce 

and I guess | can stone a few raisins.’ 

‘I'll help you, 'Thusy—it I don’t for- 
get it.’ His good-natured face looked 
quite crestfa'len. The constant hitches in 
his ‘recollecting machinery’ and bis absent- 
mindedness were sources of unfeigned 
mortification to him. Fortunately for his 
wite, they possessed a certain power of 
entert:inme°nt that compensated Jargely for 
her trials on account ot them. Moreover, 
Mrs. Arethusa was very fond of Amos. 
She went about her dishwashing after 

dioner with the remnants of the laugh still 
lurking in her pleasant gray eyes and radi- 
ating little wrinkles from their corners. 

‘1 don’t know what Amos’ll be doing 
next,’ she said aloud to herself. ‘He does 

beat all, the way he goes on! When was 

it—day before yesterd.y P—no, day before 

that—he came in might after dinner with 
the milk-pa'l halt-fvll of milk. He looked 
real dis'ressed and put out. Amos sets 
great store by this last cow. *‘'Thusy,’ he 
said, said he, ‘I'm dreadful atraid she's dry- 
ing up! Just you look at that for a mess of 
milk, will you? And I bad hard work to 
get that’ I was considerably taken back 
till it came over me how it was. ‘Well, 
Amos,’ said, ‘I don’t know's I blame her 
much. I dont know’s any well-regulated 
cow would want to be milked at high noon! 
And Amos gave one look at the clock and 
another one at me, and then set down on 
the sofa and looked at a crack in the floor. 
He said afterward he guessed ’twas be- 
cause we bad sponge-cake for dinner, and 

it reminded him of supper’ 
Mrs. Arethusa wiped the plates cautious- 

ly and put them away. 
‘Amos is the entertainingest man! she 

add: d. 
It was her habit to talk to herself over 

her work. It‘let ker out,’ she said, when 
she could not find the heer! to banter Amos 
And not for worlds would Mrs. Arethusa 
Beeman have talked over his shortcomings 
with the neighbors. So she mads a con- 
fidente of herself, and had many a hearty 
laugh, and perkaps also a few as heerty 
sighs, over Amos’s 
moved about smong her pens and dishes. 

To-day, however, there was too much to 
do to stop lorg to laugh. There were the 
reisins to stone and the currants to sort for 
the bg plum pudding. Thanksgiving was 
only four days away, and Mrs. Arethusa’s 
ordercly soul allowed no burrying and 
flurrying at the last minute. Her puddings 
were always ready at least two days ahead 
of time, and tasted all the better for it,too. 

‘I'll put 10 an extra handful ot plums for 
little Emmie and the Dimples. They're 
master bands for plums, both of them. 
Children mostly are, I reckon.’ 
For Eben’s folks were coming over to 

Thanksgiving this yesr for the first time 
tor several ecasons. They had only moved 
back to Iorks Village within the year. 

‘I declare, I forgot to atk Amos if he 
called and invited them! I'm afraid he 
didn't,” Mrs. Avettusa exclaimed, dripping 
a plump raisin over the wa‘er-cup prepar- 
aratory to its stoning. She wiped her 
fingers cn her apron and hurried to ths 
door. 

‘Amor! Amos! A-mos ! she called. 
“Here I be, "Thusy !| Here I be! Whate- 

wanted ?’ came back faintly from the grain, 
house beyond the shed. 

Mrs. Arethusa raised ber voice to quiv- 
ering shrillness ; ‘Cid you ttop at Eben’s 
and ask them over for Thanksgivieg P’ 
Amos’ grizzled head appeared in the 

doorway. ‘I did, ‘Thusy, sure.’ 
Mrs. Arethusa breathed a sigh of relief 

and went back to her plums. There had 
been a good deal of doupt in her mind. 

‘Well, that’s all right,” ste said, con- 
tentedly. ‘Ard of courte they'll come, 
bless their hearts, big and little and in-be- 
tweens! They shall have the best meal I 
can cook for them! But Ido hope Amos 
said things straight, just as Iftold him, so’s 
mot to have any misunderstanding. He's 

latest ‘ways' as she! 

a master man for mixing things, Amos is.’ 
Then she added hastily, as she usually did 
to her selt-communings about Amos, ‘But 

I like him.’ 
He came in presently, rubbing his hands 

together. ‘It's growipg cold,’ he remark- 
ed, ‘and looks like snow, too. We'll have 
slecding for Thanksgiving aiter all, I 
guess, "Thusy. There, I'll take hold and 

| help you with the raisins.’ 
‘What did Eben’s folks say ?’ 
‘Eben’s folks ? 03, yes; now what was 

it Emeline said?” He ran bis fingers 
through bis hair thoughtfully. ‘Oh! Em- 
eline dMn't say anything, that was it. She's 
sick abed. I saw Eben, and he said— 
Eben said—’ 

‘Emeline sick abed, and you never told 
me, Amos Beeman !' 

‘I torgot to, '"Thusy—for a fact I did. 1 
forgot it till this minute. And 1 tied a 
pick string on me somewheres, too, a pur- 
pose not to forget !' 

‘Where's the string ?’ 
Amos ruffled bis hair wildly. ‘I aint 

tha least idea. I tied it on somewheres 
as ture's I'm sitting in this chair.’ 

‘Mebbe you tied it round tbat missing 
finger,” Mrs. Arethura said, with mild sar- 
casm. 

But Amos’s bewildered face aroused her 
ready pity. She reached across the 
kitchen-table and patted his arm gently. 

*Ttere Amos don’t you fret. You aint 
really responsible. There's enough sight 
worse things than forgetting, in the world. 
Just you tell me about Emeline, now. 

| What's the matter ?’ 
| ‘Sciatica, Ebenssys. Yes, I know twas 
| sciatica, unless ‘twas the phthisic.’ 
| “Sciatica, I guess. Emeline aint subjzct 
| to the phthisic. Is she real sick, Amos ? 

‘Well, she can’t sit up, so that’s the end 
of their coming to Thanksgiving.’ 

| ‘Aint that too bad ? Now aint that too 
| bad, Amos ?’ Poor Mrs. Arethusa’s face 
| clouded over dismally. She took out the 
extra handful of plums for the D.mples and 
little Xmmie, and carried it back into the 

| pan'1y. : 
‘1 guess we'll finish stoning the raising 

tomorrow,” she said. ‘I feel real tired 

now.’ 
Amos washed his hands and went into 

the sitting-room. In a few minutes he put 
his head in at the kitchen door again and 
said, cheerfully, ‘We might bave the young 
fry over to dinner, "Thusy. I cou'd fetch 
them over in the morninz and back at 

Wh. Vays Amos Beeman, to we might! 
| you're a genius! And it would be a real 
litt to Eben and Emeline, too.’ 

jut it was decided not to say anyfhing 
about the plan un'il Thanksgiving mora- 
ing, to prevent all possibility of disappoint- 
ing the children. Something might hap- 
pen, of course. 
Amos followed his good-humored face 

through the door, edging 1n sideways alter 
an original fashion of his own. 
‘How many of them are there, 'Thusy 

he questioned, going back to his chair by 
the rable. 
“W hat—children ?’ Mrs. Arethusa wheel- 

ed about from the sink and faced him. 
Was there ever a man before who didn't 
know how many grandchildren he had? 
And when she had taken such pains to 
keep Amos informed, too, and drilled him 
in all the little nimes aad childish pecul- 
iarities, from young Eb:n’s twin crowns on 
top of bis curly head to the bewitching lit- 
tle ‘craker-pricks’ that gave a name to the 
Dim ples 4 

Sane bad been all over them again and 
again, axd Grandfather Amos has learned 
them by heart, apparently. He loved the 
grandbabies heartily, but he would forget 
about them, to Mrs. Arethusa’s keen dis- 
trees. 
To him all chileren looked very much 

alike, he averred, and as for numbers, how 
could anybody count them when they never 
kept still, aud were always getting mixed 
up together ? Sometimes there would be 
eleven, it seemed, and then again only five 
or six! 

Mrs. Arethusa turned back to her dish- 
pan. ‘But I like him,’ she murmured. ‘I 
like him jast as he is.’ She washed the 
knives and raisin plates and set them on 
the draicer. 

‘There are five of them, Amos; don’t 
you remember ?’ she said, quietly. ‘There's 
Eben Juuior and Mary Cathern—she’s 
named for Emeline’s great-aunt that 
brought her up—and little Kmmie—she's 
got blue eyes and straight hair—and Amos 
Azariah—brown eyes, curly hair, named 
after you—and the Dimples. She's the 
baby, with all the dimples and a pug nose.’ 
Amos listened attentively, checking off 

the names on bis outspread fingers. For- 
tunately be chose the right hand, and th 
fingers sufficed. 

‘Why, yes, so there are—five. Eben 
and Mary and Emmie and the Dimples—’ 
He paused in doubt. 

‘And Amos Azanah.’ 
‘And Amos Azariah," He went off with 

a pleased tace, still saying his lesson. 
Thanksgiving dsy came, ushered in by 

# bright a sunrising as anyons could wish. 
The snow lay, crisp and speckless, in the 
earth's lap. Chickadees swuug on the 
bore appletree boughs and twiltered as 
merrily ae if it were summer. Beyond the 
grain-house, in a roomy barn-yard, the 
h:ns were out in force and scuttled about, 
lifting their feet gingerly and leaving little 
finely pencilled tracks in the snow. 
Amos was up early, getting down the 

old red pung and oiling the harness. lis 
face shone with thanksgiving. Now and 
then he stopped work to Dsten to the 
chickadee chorus in the trees round the 
corner of the wood shed. He was think- 
ing what a beautiful world it was; and 
his plain, upright soul sang a Thanksgiving 
song of its own. 

*] wish we could help them, Amos,’ said 
Mrs. Arthusa with a pitying sigh. ‘There 
don’t seem to be any poor folks at the 
Forks.’ 

‘Well, ro, there don’t. "Thusy. But now 
I think of it, I saw some dreadinl hungry, 
peaked-looking children over there the 
other day. I gave them that bag of soda 
crackers I got at the store—that's where it 
went to! haven't remembered {ill this 
identical minute, but 1 know I bought them 
all right.’ 

Mrs. Arethusa’s knife and fork dropped 
with a subdued clatter. ‘Where do they 
live, Amos ? Can't we send them somthing 
today 
Amos threaded Lis hair with his fingers 

reflectively. Then he brightened. 
‘Ob, yes—that's it. They live close b 

Eben’s folks, in the old Higgins house. 
saw them playing in the yard. They had 
the pindlingest faces you ever saw, "Thusy. 
I don’t believe the little creeturs ever had 
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a whole meal of victuals at once in their | make it all up to ovr children Christmas. 
lives I’ 
Mrs. Arethusa went to the pantry and 

brought out the chicken-pie. 
Indoors, Mrs. Arethusa bustled about 

the kitchen, getting breakfast. Her soul, 
too, was appreciative of the joy and ttauk- 
fulness in the world outside the windows 
But she was very busy. The puddings and 
pies and cakes were ranged invitingly along 
the lower pantry shelves, and the turkey, 
flanked on either side by chicken-pie and 
sparerib, sat in proud stat? on the knead- 
ing bread. She rearranged them at every 
trip into the pantry, and looked at them 
with satisfied conten:. How th2 children 
would enjoy thm! 

Emnmie should dish out the cranberry- 
sauste—she was sucha careful little woman, 
Little Amos should eit next to big Amos 
and the Dimples next to grandma herself, 
in the black walnut high chair up in the 
attic. She must go up and bring it down 
right after breaktast. The dictionary, in a 
common chair, would boast up little Amos 
enough. So she went on planning till 
Amos came in for breakfast. 
As they sat lookirg into each other's 

pleasant taces across the big, old-fashioned 
castor, they talked over their reasons for 
being thankful, acd fell to pitying the 
great masses of untbaokful, poverty- 
striken souls in the land. 
‘We don’t need it, Amos,” she said, 

‘and I'll pack a basket of other things,too. 
I want you to leave them at the Higgins 
house. Now don’t forget it, Amos! she 
implored. 

‘No, 'Thusy. I won't eat any Thanks- 
giving dinner myself it I'm the means of 
those little things losing something good to 
eat for once in their lives.” Amos register- 
ed the vow with solemn strokes of his 
knife against his pla‘e. 

‘I've just recollected,” he continued, 
‘who they are. 1 asked Si Walker about 
them. Their pa's in the hospital with 
something incurable, and their ma goes 
out washing and choring. They haven't 
lived in these parts long.’ 

After breakfast the pung jingled up to 
the back door, and the chicken-pie and 
basket were stowed away in it, with plenty 
of robes and wrapping for Eoen’s children. 
Mrs. Arethusa stood watching till the 
crunching of the rusty runners grew faint 
in the distanca. She set the table, and 
tended the cooking tfrkey and bubbling 
pots with great care. 
Back and forth from pan‘ry to table and 

from stove to sink the travelled tirelessly. 
By a quarter before eleven o'clock every- | 
thing was ready, 
boasting dictionary and the quant besprig- 
ged pinafore on the D.mples’ high chair, 
and ske sat resting and listening by the 
window. There they were; No; that was 
the Gainses going by, down to Elnathan’s 
to dinner. 
Her peaceful mind would have been 

sadly ruffled if she could have known of 
the toundless depths of abstraction into 
which Amos bad plunged on his townward 
way. Justone of his old absent-minded 
fits; but to attack bim, good man, on 
Thanksgiving day ! Mrs. Arethusa rocked 
on in unconscious serenity. There! that 
was old Dolly's step in the squeaking snow 
and she could hear tke children’s clatter. 

She hurried to the door with outstretch- 
ed arms. ‘Bless the dear little souls! 
Grandma's dreadful glad to see them—’ 
she cried, cheerily. Then she started back 
in cons‘ernation as the pungtul of tow- 
Leaded little foles emptied itself before 

even to little Amos’s | 

her. 
‘Amos Aziriah Beeman !” she ejaculated. 

‘O Amos Azariah Beeman! 
Amos turned inquiringly. ‘Well 

'Thusy,—why, *Thusy I’ He burried to- 
ward her. ‘Whatis it? Airt there five 
of them "Thusy ? I counted five for sure. 
You said there was five! 
lhe children stood about bewildered, 

sucking their little cold fingers. One of 
them began to cry. Mrs. Arethusa’s warm 
heart expanded instantly. She threw open 
tke door wide and hustled them in. 
‘You go right ia and get warmed up. 

she said, kindly. Then see closed the 
door and stocd outside. ‘Amos,’ she said, 
‘you've been and brought tte wrong child- 
ren! These must be the hungry-faced 
children that live next to Eben’s,’ 
Her voice vibrated indignantly until she 

read the misery on poor Amos's counten- 
ance. With a sudden impulee, then, she 
began to laugh. 

‘Well, if you aint the entertainingest 
m—, Amos Beeman! If you don't beat 
all ! 
Through the window she saw the child- 

ren staring eagerly at the loaded table. 
Their thin little faces looked sharp with 
desire. 
‘Poor little things!” Mrs. Arethusa 

murmured. ‘They shall eat the whole 
tableful if they want to.’ 

‘I gusss it's th: Lords doing, Amos,’ 
she s1id, raising her voice. ‘I guess it’s 
all right. Youputup Dolly and come 
straight in. I'll dish up dinner. These 
children are starving to death. We'll 
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Hardens the Gums, 
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Preserves the Enamel, 
Prevents Decay, 

Price 25 cts. All druggists. 

THE AROMA CHEMICAL CO,, 
Toronto, ONT, 

Aint it lucky they werent expecting to 
come ! 
The dinner was a grand success. The 

five little towheads bobbed ecstatically 
over five heaped-up plates that were emp- 
tied and filled again astonithingly often. In 
a worldiul of Thanksgiving dinners, there 
could scarcely bave been one more thor 
oughly appreciated and eaten up! And 
Mrs. Arethusa exclaimed more than once 
under her breath, ‘It was the Lord's 
doings !’ 

Amos’s puzzled, troubied face smocthed | 
out and beamed benevolently about bim. 
There was little need of his sacrificing his 
own dinner to keep his vow of the early 
morning, and ke ate with relish, in the bricf 
intervals of serving the five hungry little 
guests. 

But one mystery was never clearel up. 
Mrs. Arethusa feiled ever to discover 
the fate of ber chicken-pie. It had vanished 
from Amos’s memory as comple'ely as from 
the bottom of the old red pung.—Aunie 
Hamilton Donnell. in Youth’s Companion. 

DELUGED IN MONTREAL 

Tremendous Efforts Made 

to Meet the Rush, 

Never before in the history of the Wells 
& Richardson Co., manutacturers of the 
celebrated Diamond Dyes, have they been 
so completely deluged and weighed down 
with matter as at the present time. Thous- 
ands of letter orders are crowding in from 
all psrts of the Dominion for the great 
popular Ten Cent Combination tbat was 
advertised a short time ago. The avalanche 
of letters is so vast that a largely increased 
staff of hands is necessary to attend to it. 
Tee enterprising Diamond Dye firm have 
been obliged to hold over for a few days 
some thoutands of orders before filling 
them. 

This fact should discourage no one, 
there will be no disappcintments; every 
order received will be well and truly filled, 
as steps have been taken to double the 
daily supply cf Photo and Excelsior Rhym- 
ing A. B. C. Bock Illustrated. 
For the benefit of those who bhava not 

seen or heard of the advertised Combina- 
tion offer, it is here repeated : 
First—One “Excelsior Rhyming A B C 

Books, Illustrated” ; no two large letters of 
the alphabet are of the same color. 
Second—One full size rich Cabinet Photo 

of the “Three Future Kings of England.” 
Everv loyal Cavadian should have it. 
Third—One package of ‘Diamond Dye 

Ink Powder,” for making sixteen cuaces of 
best blick writing ink. 

The whole Combination worth 65 cents, 
to any address for ten cents. 
Send small silver coins, or the proper 

amount in one, two or three cent stamps. 

Stamps of larger denomination will not be 
received. : 

Seal your letters securely, and b fore 
mailing be sure you put on full postage, 
three cents in stamps. If full postage is not 
prepaid, letters will not ba accepted. 

Address Wells & Richardson Co., 
Monireal, P. Q. 

**Odorema,” synonymous with perfect 
teeth, sweet brea'h and rosy gums. Drug- 
gists—25 cents. 

Truro, Dec. 15,10 the wife of T. R. Prince, a son. 

Dalhousie, Dec. 8, to the wife of Laurence Gaul, a 
sor. 

Brookfield, Dee. 10, to the wife of James Duthie, a 
son. 

Br.dgetown. Dec. 11, to the wife of Mr. Doneoghy, 
a son, 

Bridgetown, Dec. 11, to the wife of Robert Purdy, 
4 800. 

Berwick, Dec. 15, to the wife of H. C. Masters, a 
daughter. 

Brookfizld Dec. 10, to the wife of H, D. Tupper, a 
daughter. 

Barrington, Nov. 27, to the wile of Howard Hitchens 
a daughter. 

Bridgetown , Dec. 11, to the wife of Stephen Waltzer 
a daughter. 

Moncton, Dec. 15, to the wife of Emerson Steadman 
a daughter. 

Halifax, Dec. 15, to the wife of Charles W. Layton 
a daughter. 

Shag Harbor, Dec. 12, to the wite of Loran Kenny, 
adaughter. 

Halifax, Dec. 7, to the wife of Charles Carmichael, 
a daughter, 

Newport, N.S. Dee, 9, to the wife of James 8. 
R ss, a son. 

Somerville, Mass., Nov. 15, to the wife of Frank R 
McKenzie, a son. 

Salmon River, Digby Co., to the wife of Norman 
O Deveaun, a daughter. 

Mt. Uniacke, N. 8, Dec. 12, to the wife of Rev, J. 
B. Uniacke, a daughter. 

MARRIED. 

Halifax, Dac. 3, Rufus C. Young to Nancy Young. 
Rexbomyy Mass., Dec. 4, J. Curtis Croscap to Dora 

J. Hilsman. 

Church Point, N.S. Nov. 17, Francs M. McKnight 
to Agnes Sewall. 

Truro, Dec. 9, by Rev. H. F. Adams, Moses Poirier 
to Bessie Wright. 3 

Arcadia, Dec. 10, by Rev. J. W. Shepardson, H, A. 
Boyd to Lois Bridges. 

Boston, Dec. 8. by Rev. Scott F. Hershey, Thomas 
Bayer to Bessie Dickie, 

Boston, Dec, Rev. A.KMcLellan, William 
W. Lee to Koi L. Ross, 

00 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 pacliage 

contains six ounces; when moistened will 
make several boxes of Paste Polish. 

HAS AN ANNUAL SALE OF 3-000 TONS. 

DEARBORN & CO. 

WHOLESALE AGENTS 

Truro, Dec. 5, by Rev. A. L. Geggie, William I. 
Watson to Minnie Brown, 

St. John, Dec. 15, by Rev. Dr. Wilson, Berjimin 
R. Allen to Agnes Smith. 

Windsor, Dec. 10, by Rev. Henry Dickie, Bryson 
Brown to Jentvie Donnelly. 

Perth, N. B., Dec. 1, by Rev. 8, J. Perry, William 
B. Ccx to Roxey E. White. 

Norton, N. B,, Dec. 16, by Rev. David Long, PF. 
6G. [nnis to Nina McCready. 

Kentville, Dec, 5, by Rev. R. 8, Stevens, Joshua P. 
Barkhouse to Fanny Finch, 

Graywood, Dec. 3. by Rev. H. Dow, Cybelice 
Krox tod, William Parker, 

St. Jobn, Dec. 17, by Rev. Dr. Wilsor, George 
Hood to Isabella M. Pywers. 

New Canada, Dec. 7, by Rev. W. D. Crandall, 
Joseph Huey to Janet Beck. 

Arlington, Dec. 2, by Rev. E. P. Coldwell, Edwin 
H. Risteen to Edith M. Bent. 

Pawtucket, R. I, by Rev. J. W, Wooley, John 
Archibald to Mabel Crockett. 

Kentville, Dec. #, by Rev. H, A. Porter, David 
Kinsman to Klizab t4 Collins. 

St. John, Dec. 16, by Rev. J. A. Gordon, George 
KE. Robeits to Alberta Berry. 

Billtown, D:c. 9, by Rev. M. P. Freeman, Alorzo 
P. KE soor to Elizabeth Morris. 

Boston, Dec. 10, bv Rev. A. K. McLellan, Daniel 
C. Walker to Katie Matheson. 

Dartmouth, Dec. 168, by Rev. 8. B. Kempton, James 
Holloway to Blanche Lishman, 

Bay View, Dec. 10, by Rov. W. 8. Whittier, John 
J. Powell to Christie A. Currie. 

Pictou, Dec. 9, by Rev. A. Fslconer, James W. 
Murdoch to Jennie Li. Murdoch. 

Bostor, Nov. 18, by Rev. C. L. Goode l, Charles P, 
Stanwood to Anne L. Anderson. 

Hopewell, Dec. 16, by Rev. Wm. McNiokol, 
tiordon Fraser to Annie Duntar. 

Earltown, Dec. 10, bv Rev. T. Sedgewick, Thomas 
McLean toChristina Sutherland. 

Springfield, Dec. 9, by Rev. D. B. Bayley, Joshua 
M, Northrup to Maud H. Spragg. 

Centra! Economy, Dec. 1, by Rev. A. Gray, Austin 
F. Fowres to Carrie McLaughlan. 

Lievrpool, Dec. 19, by Rev. Z L. Fash, Robert An 
thony to Mrs. Florence Lat nigan. 

New Canada. Dec. 6, by Rev. D. W. Crandall, 
Austen Crouse to Martha Corkum. 

Bridgetown, Dec. 14, by Rev. F. P. Greatorex, 
Henry S. Jones, to Topsy S. James. 

Aylesford, Dec. 9, by Rev.J. B. Morgap, Jimes 
Stanley Smith to Althea I. Spinney. 

Aberdeen, N. B., Dec 9, by Rev, J. C. Bleakney, 
Edward Shaw to Mrs. Mary Vasley. 

Bridgetown, Nov. 24, by Rev. J. S. Strothard, Reg 
inald E. Brooks to Lillian Hardwick. 

St. John, Dec.16, by Rev. J. A. Gordon, Rev. 
Norman McNeill to Harriet A. Price. 

Bear River, Doc. 5,bv Rev. D. H. McQuarrie, 
Lewis W. Beveridge to Blanche Corning. 

Elmsdale, Dec. 9, bv Rev. J M, Callan, Dr. J. 
Clyde McDonald to Marion V. McDonald. 

Centrevill2, N. B. Dec, 16, by Rev. J. A. Cahill, 
Clarence Simonson to Gertie M. Cronkhite. 

Upper Salisprings, 
Fraser, Joseph Harvey to Jemima Smith. 

Barrington, N. 8., Dec. 9. by Rev. James Billing- 
ton, Nehemiah Kendrick, to Gretnam Crowell. 

Clarks Harbor, Dec. 8, by Rev. A, M. McNintch, 
Ossey M. Nicker-on to Winifred Raymond. 

Smithtown, N. B Dec. 9, by Rev. &. M. Young, 
Benjamin K, Nodwell, to Georgie E. Nodwel). 

Halifax, Dee. 17, John McKay, 81. 

St. John, Dec. 17, Andrew Kee, 58. 

Brookfizid, Dec. 7, Charles Moore. 

Moschelle, Dec. 8, John Telfer, 70. 

Folly Mt. Dec. 9, Wm. Maxweli, 76. 

Glassville, Dee. 13, Mary Jcquer, 74, 

Truro, Dec. 3, Mrs. L. J. Walker, 67. 

Freeport, Nov. 26, James B. Eaton, 55. 

Freeport, Dec. 18, Jeremiah Brooks, 89. 

Caledonia, Dec. 6, Isabell Mitchell, 61. 

St. John, Dec, 18, 8. Caroline Frost 69. 

Cariboo, Nov. 4, Donald McKenzie. 90, 

Westchester, Oct. 16, Isaac O'Brien, 65. 

Halifax, Dee, 17, Francis 8. Beamish, 75, 

Yarmouth, Dec. 9, Mrs. Peter Mallet, 50, 

Margaretville, Dec. 16, D. W. Landers, 62. 

Moucton, Dec 16, Justice Kent McPherson. 

Little River, Dec. 9, Mrs. Wm. Larkin, 81. 

Nauwigewauk, Dec, 19, Elizabeth S. Porter. 

North sydney, Dec. 11, Mary A, Gannor, 57. 

Amherst, Dec. 12, Mrs. Samuel M. Charles. 

Glassville, Dec. 11, Robert Montgomery, 84. 

Liverpool, Nov. 30, Edward J. Thomson, 50. 

Round Hill, Dec, 10, J. Dimock Whitman, 84. 

Centreville, N. 8. Dec. 10, Lucinda Ulman, 51. 

Great Village, Dec, !4, Alexander Peppard, 50. 

Medford, Mass., Nov. 17, David W. Lowden, 7. 

Churchville, Dec. 11, Alexander Robertson, 69. 

Truro, Nov. 18, W. Howard, son of C. Ro:s, 18. 

Central Chebogue, Dec. 11, Emily H. Heineon, 72. 

Neudy Quoddy, Nov. 3¢, Lily, child of John Young 

Chererie Dec. 11, Catherine A., wife of Wm. Gleun, 
74. 

Granville, Dec. 6 Maria, wife of James Wheelock, 
4. 

Betas, C. B., Dec. 1, Mrs. Kenneth Matheson, 

L] 

Indian Harbor, N.S, Dec. 16, John H. Garrison, 
70. 

Bydney, C. B., Dec 4, Annie, wife of John Brown» 

Halifax, Dec. 8, Catherine, widow of the late A. B 
Piper. 

Halifax, Dec. 17, Ellen, wife of Capt. Lewis Ander. 
fon, 72. , 

somerville, Dec. 4, Caroline, widow of Mr. Under" 
bil, 94 

Denver, Col., Dec. 2, Amos L. Boyer, formerly of 

Ha itax, Dec. 17, Mary, widow of the late John 
Skerry, 70. 

Roseway, C. B., Dec. 5, Abbey, wife of Charles 
Dixter, 30. 

Somerville, Masa., Dec. 14, Ellen, widow of Robert 
Drummond. 

St. Jokn, Dec. 17, Eliza, widow of the late Daniel 
Hatfield, 82. 

Halif x, Dec, 16, Elizabeth, widow of the late J. P. 
Hagarty, 63. 

Deerfield, N. S., Dec. 13, Elizabetd, widow of Lev! 
Elderidge, 80. 

Belmont, Dec. 4, Josie May, daughter of A. E. and 
Sophia Stevens. 

Centreville, Dec. 10, Annabel, child of Fred and 
Ada Rice, 3 months. 

Cape Travers, N, B,, Dec. 8, Orrin D., son of the 
late Wm, Cairns, 13. 

Salmon River, Dec. 10, El'zabeth, widow of Dr, 
W. E. McRobert, 74. 

Grand Pre., Dec. 1, Nettie May, 
Adolphus Bishop, 20. 

Rear Coxheath, C. B., Dec. 5, Jessie, wife of 
Donald McDonald, 67, 

Summerfi:ld, Dec. 9, James B., scn of Mr. and. 
Mrs. Jona T. Lunn, 7. 

St. John, Dec. 17, R, Pickard, child of Alfred A. 
and Amelia Stockton. 5, 

Halifax, Dec. 17, Elsie Maud, child of Alonzo and 
Maud Norris, 4 montha. 

Belmont, Dec. 4, Jossie M. daughter of A. E,and 
Sophia Steven 6 months. 

Beach Meadows, Nov. 27, Laura E., only daughter 
of Wm. and Ellen White. : o 

Dartmouth, Dee. 16, Stella, child of Howard and 
Beatrice Wentzell, 4 months. . 

Bos! Nov. 28, Roderick M., son of Alex 

daughter of 

M ie of Plaister, C. B., 31. 

N. B., Dec. 15, by Rev. D." 

RAILROADS, 

[ntercolonial Railway. 
On and after MONDAY, the 7th September 

1896, 1. « inins of this Railway will 
run daily, Sunday excepted, as follows. 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE 8T, JOHN 
Express for Campbellton, Pugwash, Pictcu 

Express for HalifaXeiooivavesssensioronses.,. 12.20 
Express for SusseX...ooeeee vesses sivssenera 16.40 
Express for Quebec and Moztreal..........17,10 
Suburban Express for Rothsay.......... 4b 

Passengers from St. John for Quebec and Mont. 
real take through S.ceping Car at moncton at 
20.10 o'clock. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT 8T. JOKN 
Express from SusseX...ccooiseerasssssisesss.. 8.80 
Express from Montreal and Quebec (Monday reef 
eXCePted). see cove ssesscssssssssssessssns 10s 

Express from Moncton (daily)...... cae oes veon dD 
Express trom HalifaX...ooovvenveicirnsnns.s,. 16,00 
Express from Halifax, Picton and Camp- 

belltole cocooscocsecssscncsscsnsscs sncssesl8.B0 
Suburban Express from Rothesay....oevmee v0.21, 
Accommodation from Moncton.......eeeree. 24, 

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

alifax and Montreal, via Levis, are lighted by 
ay 
A All trains are run by Eastern Standard Time. 

D,POTTINGER, 
General Manager, 

EERE 

Railway Office, 
Moncton, N.B., 3rd September, 1898, 

DACIFIC Ky 
Christmas «iNew Year's 

HOLIDAYS. 

J XCURSION TICKETS will be on sale as fol- 
‘ lows: To Trachers ard :cholars in Schools 

and Colleges, on presentation of authorized Certifi- 
cate from Principal, from Dec. 11to 24; good for re- 
turn until Jan. 31. To Commercial Travellers, on 
presentation of their Certificates. on Dec. 18 and 19; 
And to the Public from Dec. 21 to Jan. 1 inclusive, 
all to be good for return until Jan. 7, '97, at 

ONE FARE FOR THE ROUND TRIP. 
Further particulars of Ticket Agents. 

D. McNICOLL, A. H. NOTMAN, 

Pass. Traffic Mgr., Dist. Pass. Agent, 

Montreal. St. John, N. B. 

Dominion Atlantic RY. 
On and after 23rd Nov., 1896, the Steamer and 

Trains of this Railway will run as follows: 

Royal Mail S.S. Prince Rupert, 
MoxDAY, WEDNEsDAY, FRIDAY, SATURDAY. 

Lve. St. J hn at 8 (0 a. m., arv Digby 11.00 a. m. 

Lve. Digby at 1.00 p.m., arv St. John, 4.00 p.m. 

EXPRESS TRAINS 
Daily (Sunday excepted). 

Lve, Halifax 6.30 a. m., arv in Digby 12.48 p.m. 
Lve. Digby 103 p. m., sv Yarmouth 3 55 p. m. 
Lve. Yarmouth 8.00 a. m., ary Digby 10 47 a. m. 
Lve. Digby 11.00 a. m., arv Halifax 5.45 p. m:. 
Lve. Annapolis 7.00 a. m., arv Dieby 8.20 a. m. 
Lve. Digby 3.40 p. m., arv Annapolis 4 40 p. m. 

0 

Pullman palace parlor Buftet Cars run daily 
(Sunday excepted) each way on Express trains. 
Staterooms and Parlor Car seats can be obtained 
on appiication to City Agent. 
A Close connections with trains at Digby, 

Tickets on sale at City Office, 114 Prince William 
Street, and from the Purser on steamer, from whom 
ume-tables and all information can be obtained. 

W. R. CAMPBELL, Gen. Man’gr. 

K.SUTHERLAND, Superintendent. 

“ANADIAN 

STEAMBOATS. 

1896 18906 

The Yarmouth Steamship Go. 
(LIMITED), 

For Boston and Halifax via 

Yarmouth, 
The Shortest and Best Route Between Nova 
Scotia and the United States. The quick- 
est time, 15 to 17 hours between Yar 

mouth and Boston. 

4 Trips A Week, 4 
THE STEEL STEAMERS 

Boston and Yarmouth 
UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE. 

YOMMENCING June the 30th one of the 
O above steamers will leave Yarmouth for Bos. 

ton every Tnesday, Wednesday, Friday and 
Saturday evening, after arrival of the Express 
train from Halifax. 
Returning, leave Lewis wharf, Boston, every 

Monday, Tuesday, Thursday and Friday at 

12 noon, making cose connections at Yarmouth 

with the Dominion Atlantic Railway to all 
points in Eastern Nova Scotia, and ‘Lavidsow’s 
Coach lines, and steamers for South Shore Ports 
on Friday morring 

Stmr. CITY OF §t. JOHN, 
Will leave Yarmouth every Friday morning 
for Halifax, calling at Barrington, Shelburn, 
Lockeport, Liverpool and Lunenburg. Returning 
heaves Piekfrd and Black’s wharf, Halifax, every 
Monday Evening, for Yarmouth and_inter- 
mediate ports, connecting with steamer for Boston 
on Wednesday evening, 

Steamer “ALPHA.” 
Leaves 8t. John., for Yarmouth every Tuesday 
and Friday Afternoon, Returning, leave Yar. 
mouth every Monday and Thursday, at “o'clock 
p.m. far st. John. A 

Tickets and all information can be obtained 
from L. E, Baker, 

President and Managing Director. 

W.A.CHASE, J. F.SPINNEY, Agent 
Secretary and Treasurer. Lewis Wharf, Besten 
Yarmouth N. 8 June, 23rd 1896. 

International 3. 5. Co. 
WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 

ONE TRIP A WEEK 
FOR 

BOSTOIN. 

10th the Steamship ST. 
OIX will leave St. John 

® every 

THURSDAY 
: Beming, #4 8 Sleek, see: 

r Eastpo ubec- 

We Found boned © soa - ave 

ton Monday at 8 a. mw. g 

Freight received Caily up to 6 p.m. 

C: KE: LAECHLER, Agent. 

0% MMENCING Dceember 

C 


