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IN TIME OF TROUBLE

1 be crash had come at Jast, and, as in
way of most catastrophes, it bad fallen with
the sggravated force of absolute unexpect-
edness on the p-rson who was destined to
feel it most.

When Dick Frant broke the seal—a ten-
der pink in color, and stnmred with a tiny
spray of olive leaves—ot his wife's last
lotter to him, he was more ignorant of
what be was about to read therein than his
own servan‘s, who ape their betters to the
extent of alwsys guessing at what their
supe:iors know.

Amid the chastened glow of the artis!-
ically-shaded lamps, and the thousand ev-
idences of limitless wealth and boundless
extravagance that filled Mrs. Frant’s bou-
doir, Dick first learnt that his wite bad left
him. The note—for it was no more—
merely stated the fact, and gave bim the
address at which she might be found for a
few days. A curtly-expressed phrase of
thanks for a'l his kindness prefaced the
sigoature. Their was neitber contrition,
shame, nor ragret in any single line, nor
wais the name of the man she had gone to
join mentioned.

As the tiny sheet of scented Eaper flut-
tered from his limp fingers to the ground
Dick Frant smiled grimly. The whole cir-
cumstance was so wonderfully character-
istic of his wife, Olive, as she had become
since the sun of prosperity had shone upon
her, and since luxury, and fine living, and
soft lying had broken down the entorced
austerity of a simply-bred English gentle-
woman, ani had pampered that beast of
the fl2sh that lurks in the bodies of the
saintliest of humanity.

As he bent with gloomy brows and
tightened mouth above the dying fire, his
unseeing eyes flashed into vitality as they
lighted on a pho‘ograph, pusbed aside to
make more room for the ivories and flower
vases, the bibelots of china and silver that
overcrowc ed the wide mantleboard. He
drew it forth. It was faded in tint, hope-
lessly inartistic in pose, old-fashioned as
regarded gown and coiffure, but the face
that looked back at him was that of an
angel ; the large eyes and wide brow were
candid and pure as a child’s, and the little
mouth, halt parted as though in happy
speech, seemed as fresh asa dew-kissed
rosebui.

‘How sweet she was in those days,’
he murmmured. ‘How pure—and yet how
brave when she put her little band in mine
and swore to face poverty and the world—
won fortune—and—lost her. Heavens!
what irony ! To gain what one figths for—
and to lose what one has.’

He stooped to pick up the letter at his
feet, and once more ran his eyes over its
too few lincs.

‘I bave left you.' Oi course you will
take steps immediately to free yourself.
We shall be at the hotel Metropole for at
least a week, then we go to the Riviera.’

‘We.’ Forthe first time he fell to won-
dering who was the man who bad done
him this great wrong. Was he some one
whom she had met but litely during ber
last few months’ brilliant progress through
the great drawing-rooms of the West End.
Was he some childhood's lover, the
memory of whom bad slept during the first
years of struggling married lite, and whose
power had only regrown with the leisure
ot luxury? Was he a fleeting fancy or a
lasting passion?

Was he a friend of his own? The hot
blood of a man who bas bzen outraged in
his honor and his hospitality surged darkly
to the roots of s slightly grizzled hair.

‘Before God !' he cried aloud, raising
his clenched fist skyward, ‘it itis ome
whom I have trusted, and who bas betray-
ed my fath, I will shoot him like the
hound he is.’

And his oath taken he fell to thinking
of the future— and of what was best to be
done for her—and for her children.

For two days Dick Frant did not leave
his great mansion in Grosvenor place. The
answer given to the constant stream of
business people who flocked to bis city
offices was that Mr. Frant was at home ill.
Callers at the Grants’ private house were
told that Mrs Frant was out of town. Ciy
husbands and West End wives put their
heads together and came to the conclusion
that something was amiss in the I'rant
m2nage.

Th> early spring afternoon of the third
day had already closed in, and the lights
were twinkling tbrough a damp, blurred
atmosphere, when Mr. Frant turned into
Northumberland avenue from Trafalgar
Square. His coat collar was pulled up as
high as his tawny mus'ache, and his hat
of soft felt was dragged almost over ears
and ey.s. He walked very fast, and seem-
ed afraid of bzing seen.

Within 20 yards ot the Metropole he
stopped short. His wife was there; she
said so in her letter ; and with all her tau'ts
he did not think she would descend to a
petty lie—but how was he to find her?
1t was ecarcely likely that her rooms were
taken in her own name, especially as that
other man was with her.

While he was still wondering how he
should manage to see his wite, a swiltly
passiog figure pulled up short before him
and a fresh young voice cried: *‘By Jove!
Is that you, Frant ?’

There was more of astonishment than
cordiality in the tone ; but Dick Frant
who for three days had eaten his heart out
in shameful and friendless solitude was
only conscious that a friend, one of his own
set, stood before him, and his two hands
went out and caught the other by the arm

“Trevapnon! You! My dear boy, how
ar2 you "

Lord Trevanuon dexterously twisted his
coat sleeve from Frant’s grasp before he
spoke.

“Q! So-so. These Englich springs are
beastly trymg though. I'm off to where the
east winds don’t blow directly.”

As the young man spoke a sudden
thought flished into Frant's weary brain
Lord Trevannon was his friend, Ddspite
the 15 years that separated their ages, the
two men, both in financia! business and in
rivate life, had been for many months past
in cordial sympathy one with the other.
They bad no secret from one another even
since Christmas twelve month, when Frant
had got Trevannon out of a very ugly
scrape with a girl at the Casual Theater.
Trevannon might be of assistance now. He
might have heard—such news flies so fast
— with whom his wife was at thus moment
—what name she was likely to have taken.
He might even, as a family triend, assist at
the interview that was to come. ;
As Trevannon finished speaking, Frant

began, and in a few words, for he was not
a verbose man, told his story.

‘And you want to see her,’ sald Trevan-
ion, slowly, as Frant stopped. ‘For what
reason !’

“To tell her that despite the wrong she
has done me, I want ber to come back. Not
as my wife, Trevannon, but as the mistress
ot my home and the mother of her two
children. The world need know nothing—
and you—you are a gentleman, and will
not sp2ak.’

‘Do you think she will go with you?
asked Trevannon's co'd, clear voice out of
the foggy darkness.

‘] shall not ask her in my name—but in
the name of her son and of her baby
daughter. I do not think any mother can
withstand the cry of her children,’ said
Frant, s‘mply. .

With a gesture, Lord Trevannon signed
the other to follow. Swiftly they passed
into the warm vestibule of the hotel, up the
first fligbt of the wide stairs, and down a
brilliant lit corridor.

‘Here is Mrs. Frant,’ cried Lord Tre-
vannon, flinging open a door. ‘Now you
can speak.’

With a low cry a woman rose from be-
fore the fire and faced the two men.

‘My husband here! she murmured,
while tha lovely roses in her cheeks died
in a creamy pallor.

Even in the shock of this sudden meetin
Frant noticed that his wife only expresseg
astonishment at seeing bimselt.

‘I met your husband outside, Mrs Frant.
He expressed a desire to see you,’” said
Trevannon,, quietly, ‘and as—’

‘Lord Trevannon will n>t speak of this,’
interposed Dick Frant. ‘Heis too much
our friend.’

A questioning gleam came into Mrs.
Frant’s blue eyes as she looked from one
man to the other.

His calmness seemed to reasure the
lovely woman standing by the fireplace, for
the color crept back into her face, and the
slight trembling that had shaken her frame
ceased.

‘Olive,” bezan Frant, slowly, ‘1 have
only a few words tosay. I intend to ask
you no questions; your own shame must
be sufficient punishment to you, for you
are & proud woman. I cannot now offer

! you forgiveness, for that would be to dis-

honor myselt. ButI ask you to come back
home with me.’

‘Back !—home !— with you ?* cried Mrs.
Frant.

‘] ask youa to retura to my roof—to
silence all gossip and scandal—for the sake
of your children.’

QOlive Frant’s expresnon was not very
pretty as she raised her fine eyes and look-
ed her husband in the face.

‘}or the children! 1 am to give up my
best years of life—my ambitions—my pros-
pects of a great marriage—for the children!’

‘Muriel has cried for you for thrae days,’
cried Frant.

Mrs. Frant waved aside the piteous ap-
peal.
“Your wealth will not make it difficult for
you to give her another mother. For my-
self, my own future contents me. You will
give me fre:dom, of course P’ she said, with
the first note of anxiety breaking through
the evenness of her charming voice.

‘For what purpose ?’ cried Frant, ‘That
you may go from bad to worse ? Thatyou—’

“That | may become a countess,’ she
answered smiling and dimpling all over her
beautiful tace.

‘A countess ? Then—the man who bas
done this base thing—Trevannon !

One glance at Trevannan's livid face
gave Frant the clew to the whole wretched
story of broken trustand dishonored friend-
ship.

\‘/)Vith a cry be rushed from the room.

* * *

The case of Frant vs. Frant and Tre-
vannon was scarcely a nine days’ wonder.
Everybody had seen it coming for so long.
Slightly more astonishing 'was the fact that
in due time the Earl of 'I'revannon made
the fair Olive his countess, and took a
housa2 in town, and engaged a la~ge estab-
lishment for tha purpos: of exploi‘ing his
bride.

Her memory could never fade with Frant
for his nature was essentially faithful, but
the poignancy of bis grief had abated, and
the sting of shame hid lost its sharpest

ain as the first year of his virtual widower-

ood closed. His ill-fortune in love bad
entailed an inverse ratio of luck in business,
and he was now & millionaire, but still the
same quiet. kindly creature as ever. Next
to the amassing ot wealth his pleasure lay
with bis children.

On the anniversary of Olive’'s flight he
sat alone in her one time boudoir. Th:
whole scene cime back to him, and with it
tome tears of sorrow. He brushed them
aside to find a servant before him. A
doctor requested his immediate attendance
at No. 100 Park Lane. Would ke go at
once ?

As he left his house and hailed a passing
hansom his heart thrilled at the know-
ledge that he was going to meet the woman
who had been his wife ; for it was to Lord
Trevannon’s house he was summoned, and,
living or dead, it was Lady Trevannon
whom he should see once more.

Shewas not dead when he arrived,
though so near the borderland of Time and
Etermty that it could scarcely be said the
lived. The doctors told bim the pitiful
story. A story of delicate health, tempor-
arily lost looks, neglect quarrels, and, bit-
terest of all jealousies. That evening, de-
spite the Countess’ entreaties, the Earl had
parsisted in goins out. A violent scene
ensued, which ended in his Lordship leav-
ing the housein a passion, and in her
Ladyship falling from one fainting fit into
another. When the doctors were summon-
ed nothing was to be done but to mitigate
the dying woman's last agonies and send
for her errant husband.

‘She is afraid to die alone, and as h2 can-
not be found in any of his accustomed
haunts we ventured—’

Frant put the doctors aside, and going
over to the bedside looked down on the
woman who bad ruined her own and his
bhappiness for a paltry ambition. She was
dying hard, but the drugs gave her bodily
peace, though she moaned again and again.

Toward the end she roused a little. The
last year bad slipped from her memory,
and she talked only in wandering fashion

4of Dick and her babies. She died at mid-
night, laughing weakly in her throat at
some quaint trick of her tiny daughter.

It was almost light when Lord Trevan-
non, haggard, disheveled, and not quite
sober, swayed into the room.

*What's all this fuss? be spluttered.
*Hdllo, Frant! what are l:n doing here?

*Since you have come, Lord Trevannén,

my duty bere 1s finished,’ said Frant, quiet-
ly, and arising trom his place by the dead
woman’s pillow. ‘She wanted the last grasp
of a hand she loved before ske drifted out
into the dark wa'ers. They sought for you
in vain—so—1I was fetched. You know she
had loved me once-—and when tue end
came—I think she was at pcace.’

He laid his hand on the clay-cold brow,
as though ia everlasting farewell ; then,
looking neither to the right nor lef:, he
turned and passed from the house into the
gray dawn of the already wiking street—
Pick-Me-Up.

HIS VEILED VISITOR.

A Musical Director has a Strange Meeting
With a Singer.

O.e of the daties of a musical director
of a large comic opera company is the try-
ing of voices As soon as it is learaed that
such a gentleman is in the city, he is im-
mediately besieged by all sorts of aspiring
young singers, who, with the intention
either of obtaining a place in his company
or of finding out just how well thay are
suited for the theatrical proleesion, insist
on bei g permitted to come before him and
have him test their voices. It is tiresome
work, sometimes, but he bas to appear
patient, and, what is more difficult, express
h's opinions with periect candor.

Probably Mr. Silli Simonson, musical
director of the Camille d'Arville Opera
company, his listened to the sing-
ing of more than five hundred aspirants in
the past year. During the summer, when
the aspirations of so many turn towards the
stage, he averaged twenty a day.

“Some days,” said be the other day, ‘it
seems as though I should go crazy, for bad
voices, | ke troubles, never come sinzly,
and when one is forced on my ears, there
is sure to be another on2. But on the last
Thursday of my stay in New York, just
befors we started out oa our successtul
tour with ‘Madeleine’ I had an experience,
which 1 shall remember as one of the most
interesting in my whole career. About a
month ago I received at my summer home
a letter trom a lady in New York, who said
that she was very desirous of having me
me hear her voice when I should come to
the city. She knew that it was rather
early in the day to write, but would I not
please make an engagement? I did so,
setting the time for that Thursday and
wrote to her to that effect.

‘On Wednesday I received a letter from

her She wanted to make pariicular terms.
In the firet place she insisted that there
should be no one within hearing of her
voice when she should sing to me. Then
she demanded that she should sing without
my sezing her. 1f I would bave a screen
in the room, behind which she would stand,
it would be very much of a favor. On
th2se conditions she would come and no
others. I thought it was very strange,
but put it down to her sbyness, and agreed
to the terms.

‘Well, Thursday came, and the hour
when I was to hear the singer. I went in
the afternoon to the theatre where Miss
d’Arville was rehearsing with her
opera company, and waited in the
music room for my visitor. In a lit-
tie while there drove up to th2 doors a
magnificent carriage, with footman and
coachman and grandly liveried. Out of it
jump2d a lady, heavily veiled, but of a
magnificent figure and evidently young.
Coming into the theatre she inquired for
me and was sent up to where I was wait-
ing. *Will you pardon me,’ she eaid, 'for
not telling you my name ? That which I
have signed to my letters is a nom de
plume as, perbaps, you have imagined.
For certain reasons, I prefer to maintain
an incognito, but I trust that you will ap-
preciate my desires, and make no effort to
find out who I am.” Very strange, thought
I, but I passed it over and asked if she
were ready to sing. She handed me some
music, which I found to be Gounod’s ‘Ave

Letters Conge.

Letters come day
by day telling us
that this person has
been curel of dys-
pepsia, that person
of Bad Blood, and
another of Head-
ache, still another

of Biliousness, and yet others of
various complaints of the Stomach,
Liver, Bowels or Blood, all through
the intelligent use of Burdock Blood

Bitters.

It is the voice of the people recog-
nizing the fact that Burdock Blood
Bitters cures all diseases of the
Stomach, Liver, Bowels and Blood.

Mr. T. G. Ludlow, 334 Colborne Street,
Brantford, Ont., says:@® During seven
years prior to 1886, my wife was sick all
the time with violent headaches. Her
head was so hot that it felt like burning
up. She was weak, run down, and so
feeble that she could hardly do anything,
and so nervous that the least noise startled
her. Night or day she could not rest and
life was a misery to her. I tried all kinds
of medicines and treatment for her but
she steadily grew worse until I bought
six bottles of Burdock Blood Bitters from
C. Stork & Son, of Brampton, Ont., for
which I paid $5.00, and it was the best
investment I ever made in my life. Mrs,
Ludlow took four out of the six bottles-—
there was no need of the other two, for
those four bottles made her a strong,
healthy woman, and removed every ail-
ment_from which she had suffered, and

", .
she enjoyed the most vigorous health,
That five dollars saved me lots of money
in medicine and attendance thereafter,

and better than that it made home a”
comfort to me.

Maria,’ a difficult selection at the best and
hirdly the one to be usually chosen by
aspirants for the stage.

“Now,” said my strange visitor, ‘I have
your promise not to seek my identity, and
to let me sing veiled and behind a screen
When you are ready, I am.” Th:n she
stepped behind a larga screen that there is
in tha room, and announced that she was
prepared. “I played the introduction to
the muic, and she started to sing. Her
first notes showed me that she was not only
possessed of a beautiful voice, but one that
bad been splendidly trained. As she pro-
gressed I became more and more surprised,
tor the stranﬁe woman wasreally a singer
whose equal I bave seldom heard. Her
voice was full and strong, yet fo delicate
and sweet that its tonosgbrought out of the
grani song a meaning and expression I
bad never before discovered init. I was
simply dumbfounded, and as she finished I
sat there too much surpris:d to say any-
thing. In the midst of my wonder and ad-
miration, she cime out from behind the
screen. *““Well,” said she by way of in-
terrogation

“Madame,” I replied, ‘‘your voica is
marvelous. Who are you?” My unknown
laughed. “‘It would do you no good to
know,” she said, ‘‘so there is no need of
your being so serious.”

““Bat,” said I, ‘I should be at least
permitted to see your faca. A lady wih so
grand a voice as yours must be poss:ssed
of a most interesting face. Won't you
remove your veil ?”

“I would rathzr not,” said she, ‘‘especi-
ally as you have complimented me on my
voice, but if you insist,—well” and with a
quick movement, she pulled away the
heavy veiling that covered her face. I
would have given almost anything not to
have seen her countenance. She was most
awlully disfigured. How, I can scarcely
describe, for she replaced her veil so
quickly. But I saw enough to make my
heart sick.

] beg you pardon,” I stammered, *I
would not have - "

“Don’t apologize,” said the woman, ‘It
was my fault. But—well, Mr. S:monson,
I thank you for what you have said of my
voice. Try tothink as well of me as pos-
sible, and forget that you saw my face.”

Before I could say any more she was
gone, and from the moment sh2 drove
away in her carriage to this day I have not
seen or heard of her again.  Whenever I
take mp place to conduct a performance |
cannot help glancing over the theatre to
see it she is not in the audience, and when
I enter the Hollis Street theatre sure to
impel me to look for this strange singer.

KILL.ED BY IMAGINATION

The Soldier Thought the Pin Prick of a
Friend Was a Bullet,

“In my opinion,’ remarked the collége
professor, who rose from the ranks dar-
ing the last war to the position of colonel,
“‘the imagination of men does more injury
to the cause of courage than all the appli-
ances of war yet discovered. Ihad a re-
markable case happen to me during the
battles around Richmond. That is to say,
it happened to another man, but I was
part of it. It was on a skirmish line, and
I was lying behind a log with two cther
men—I was only a priva‘e then—one of
whom was an inveterate joker, and the
other was one of the imaginative kind
of soldiers. In fact he was so im-
aginative that he was almost s:ared
out of his wits, and when bul-
lets and shells began flying through the
woods, cutting off saplings clipping limbs
all around us, and barking the top of the
log behind which we lay, I thought the fel-
low would burst a blood vessel, or go
crazy, or do some other fool thing unbe-
coming & soldier, Tom, the joker, noticed
the man’s terror and called my attention to
it. Then he reached ont and draggedin a
stick cut from the trees above us by a bul-
let, and fixing & p'n in it proceeded to
have his fun. The man was at the far end
of our log, ten feet from Tom, and I was
just beyond Tom on the other side, and, I
am free to confess, was nervous enough to
wonder at Tom’s manner at such a time.
However, I couldn’t help watching his move-
ments, and actually laughed to see him slii-
g the pin-pointed stick along toward the
unsuspecting victim. Having got it at
the right distance he waited for a smashing
volley of bu'lets, and just as it came he
prodded the man. Well, it was really fun-
ny to see the chap jump and yell and roll
over, and we both fairly howled. But it
wasn't 8o funny when the man didn’t move
after his first startled action, and Tom
looked around to me in a sacrel kind of
way. His surprise found expression in an
oath and he called to the man. There was
no answer, and he called again with the
same result. Then he crept over to him
and gave him a shake. That brought no
response either, and Tom dragged him
around so that he could see his face. It was
an ashy blue, with the eyes staring wide
open, and the man was as dead as Julius

Caesar, with never a mark on him save,
perhaps, that one pin scratch in his back.”

 BORN.

Halifax, June 26, to the wife of M. Einister, a son.
Halifax, June 23, to the wife of R. M. Symonds, &
gon.

Halifax, June 15, to the wife of E. W. Mansfield, a
son.

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
containg six ounces; when moistened wil
make several boxes of Paste Polish.

HAS AN ANNUAL SALE OF 3.000 TONS.
DEARBORN & CO.,
WHOLESALE AGENTS

Woodstock, Jaly 1, H. Elmer Gaunce to Lo'tie M.
Hayter of St. John.

Truro, June 24, by Rev. Dr. Heartz, John W. Vance
to Irene McDowell.

Pictou, June 28, by Rev. Wm. P. Archibald, James
1. Ross to Effi> Ross.

Albert, July 1,by Rev L. B. Colwell Rufus Tingley
to Mrs. Mary Condon.

Woodstock, June 29, by Rev. C. T. Philips Miles,
E. Harris to Ida Boyd.

Cape Island, June 25, by Rev. 6.¥. Wilson, Orlando
Atkinson to Dora Ross.

Newecastle, June 29, by Rev. P. 6. Snow, W. J
Loggie to Ennie G. Kethro.

Truro, Jane 80, by Rev. J. Sipperley, William An
thony to Maggle Hamilton.

Tenny Cape, June 20, by Rev. A. Daniel, James A.
Webster to Maggie E. Rolf.

Newcastle, June 26, by Rev. D. McIntosh, George,
Oak to Margaret McDougall.

Marysville, July 1, by Rev. F. D. Davidson

iliiam Rideout to Ells Cain.

Dartmouth,Ju'ly 1, by Rev. W. W. Ross, John E.
Walker to/Blanch Thompson.

Caledonia, JJane 29, by Rev. A. V. Morash, Gordon
McKenzie to Amanda Kn'ght.

Truro, June 30, by Rev. J. 6* Angwin, James W.
Apgwin to Gertrude M. Riche.

Port Hill, P. E. 1., June 25, by Rev. C. McKay,
Cyril Dobie to Eliza Dougherty.

Steele, Charles

Chatham, July 1, by Rev. Geo.
Anderson to Maggie Campbell.

St. Peters* C. B.. June 30, by Rev. J. Calder, Wm.
McLeod to Katie A. Nicholson.

Weymouth, June 18, by Rev. H. A. Giffin, William
Hamilton to Mrs. Emma Bakei.

Maitland, June 23, by Rev. J. Shipperley, John
W. Esau to Annie L. Densmore.

Hauatsport, Juve 22, by_Rev. P.S. McGregor.
Frank Guptill to Cora Palsiver.

Upper Stewiacke, June 20, by Rev. A. D. Gunn,
Solomon Wright to Susan Wright.

Caribon, River, June 25, by Rev. &. 8. Carson,
Williwn Barbour to Effie McKay.

Port Elgin, June 29, by Rev. A. W. K. Herdman»
Sydney Brownell to Essie Walton.

Cape Sable Island, June 20, by Rev J. A. Smith,
Geo. A. Ross to Anoie Nickerson.

Kingston, P. E. L., Jane 25, by Rev. Chas. McKay,
Prof. H, H. Shaw to Mary Clarke.

Lockport, June 29, by Rev. D. McKinnon, George
S. McIatosa to Minetta Wamback.

Fredericton, July 1, by Rev. F. C. Hartley, John
W. Fowlie to Jennie L. Robertson.

Ellerhouse, N. S., June 25, by Rev. Mr. Dawson,
Carey M. Dimock to Maggie Foster.

Militown, N. B., June 23, by Rev. J. D. Hawley,
Albertus Faloon to Katherine Dewar.

Cape Negro, June 13, by Rev. Jabez Appleby,
George P. Swayne to Nettie McKay.

Baskerville, N.S. June 3. by Rev. A. D. McKinnon,
Adolph Yargean to Louise Bronchie.

Tatamagouche, June 24,by Rev. Dr. Sedgewick,
Lamuel Tattrie to Fannie J. Tattrie.

Caribou, June 23, by Rev. &. S. Carson, Thomas F.
Johnstone to Catherine W. Robertson.

Sydney, C. B., June 24, by Rev. J. A. McGlashen'
Albert O. Leslie to Catherine J. Beaton.

New Glasgow, June 25, by Rev. James Carruthers,
Charles G. McKeen to Arabella McKay.

Newton, Mass.,Jane 24, by Rev. 6. K. Harris
George Albert Aston to Mary a Turner.
New York, June 24, by Rev. G.T. Lewis, Dr. M.
B. Lewis of Yarmouth to Mary Etterahank,
Milton, N. S.. June 25, by Rev. J.D. Freeman,
Chas. J. L ffin, M, D. to Clara A. Freemar.
Windsor, June 25, by Archdeacon Weston-Jones,
Henry Martin Bradford to Florence May Locke,

Belledure, N . B., June 29, by Rev. T. Vandée Moor-
tel, Herbert M. Buckley to Margaret Dever-
eaux.

Roxbury, June 25, by Rev. Alfred Chipman, Alvah
Hovey Chipman'to Mabel DeWitt both of St

John.

Sonora, Kimngs Co., N. 8., June 16, by Rev. W.J.
Fowler, Adam D. McLean to Flora Mc.

Clu‘cheon.

DIED.

Milton, June 28, Henry Eurrill, 89.

St. John, July 6, Jehn O'Leary, 64.

Halifax, June 30. James Clinch, 33.

Ha.ifax, June 28, Thomas Gibbs, 85.

Truro, June 28, George Donkin, 63.

Yarmouth, June 2, Williim Allen, 62.

Windsor, July 1, Godfrey Payzant, 85.

Glenwood, June 25, Wililam Ricker, 72,

West Pubnico, June 20, Frank D’Eon, 56.

Truro, June 27, Mrs. Frances Theakter, 88.

South Rawdon, June 24, William Phalen, 75.

Lorne, N. 8., June 27, Mrs. John Fraser, 86.

New Antrim, June 28, Mrs. Mary Lively, 68.

Young Street, June 28, Thomas Bleunkinsop, 71.

Boston, July 5, Annie, wife of William Munsey.

New Germany, June 12, Joseph Markham, 39,

Springfield, June 29, Flora, widow of Robert
Brown, 77.

Halifax, July 3, Amelia 8. widow of George
Barron, 74.

Salt Springs, Antigonish, June 6, Catherine Me-

illan, 72.

North Kingston, June 27, Nancy, widow of Willis
Foster, 98.

Long Island, Me. June 24, Eftelina, wite of Donald
McKinnon.

Glace Bay, C. B., June 9, Mary, wife of Neil J.
McKinnon.

Haltfax, June £0, Elizabeth, wife of Berjamin
Bremner, 30.

Heatherton, June 17, Anne, daughter of the late
John Smith.

Halifax, Jnne 17, Edward F. son of E. H. and M.
E. Mansfiald.

Pictou, June 23, Elizabeth D. widow of Willism
Sutherland, 82.

Halifex Hospital, July 1, Mrs. Ryan, widow of
Thomas Ryan.

Pictou, June 23, Elizabeth Douglas, wife of William
Sutherland, 82.

Lower Stewiacke, June 20, Catherine, widow of
John Grant, 78.

St. John, July 6, Susan, daughter of the late John
M. Robinson, 51.

g 4
ruro, June 14, to the wife of Fred Anderson, & p,.) g N, Y., June 26, Frederick Murchie Eiliott

gon.

Louisburg, June 16, to the wife of D. M. Skinner, a
son.

Halifax, June 28, to the wife of I, E. Sandford,a
daugnter.

Pugwash, June 17, to the wife of D. P. Lewis, a
daughter.

Halifax, July 2, to the wife of James Rosboro:gh,
a daughter.

Louisburg, June 23, to the wife of Lawrence
Butes, a son.

Upper Btewiacke, June 26, to the wife of Luther
Dickie, a son.

East Halifax, June 380, to the wife of William
O'Leary, a son.

Kinge, N. 8., May 17, to the wife of John W. Rob-
inson, a daughter.

South Berwick, June 27, to the wife of H. D. Wood-
worth, a daughter.

Léuisburg, June 16, to the wife of Capt. John
Power, a daughter.

Louisburg, June 16, to the wite of Councillar Le-
Vathe, a daughter.

Truro, July 2, to the wife ot R. F. Archibald, a son.

Boston, June 20, to the wife of M. A. Oarder, & son.

Shelburne, June 20, to the wife of E. M. Bill, a son.

8, M June 18, to the wife of Roderick
,M'a dn*o;'.

of St. Stephen, S1.

Middle Sackville, June 23, Eunice, widow of Mor-
ton E:ubrooh. 47.

Guysboro Intervals, June 19, Christiana, widow ot
Colin Chisholm, 79.

Kemptville, May 21, Elinor B. Travis, wife o

sthaniel Travis, 76.

Lake Darling, June 29. Eleazer, son of the late
Thomas Churchill, 79.

Pubnico, June 20, Jeremiah Daley, son of Jeremiah
and Kate Daley, 22 months.

Little River, June 26, Ella A. daughter of the late
George and Carrie Cole. 21.

Caledonia, June 29, by Rev. A. V. Morash, Gordon
McKenzie to Amanda Knight.

8t. John, July 6, Ethel B daughter of Elizabeth
and the late Edward Elliot, 16.

St. John, July 5, Ella V. Seymour, daughter of
Joseph and Mary Seym)ar, 13.

Halfax, July 2, Wella W. Avent, only child of
Matiew and Jennie Mills, 7 months.

Blomidon, June, 24, by Rev. W. N. Hutchins,
Enos hyons. to Bessie B. Woolaver.

New Glasgow, June 30, by Rev. A Rebertson,
George E. Cavanagh, to Agnes Ruth Chisholm.

New ow, June 25, by Rev. Jas. Carruthers,
g%?é:m Oo'wh{ to jana D. Mc-

[ntercolonial Railway.

On and after MONDAY, the 2
1896, 1+« t1ains of this 08“2,!::!‘ J‘:v.ﬁ‘
run daily, Sunday excepted, as follows.

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST, JOHN

Express for Campbellton, Pugwash, Pictcu
and HalifaX..oooeevseesovererssnsnnne..:700
Express for HalifaX..oovveirsvennsnrinnees ...12.20

Accommodation for Moncton und Poiot
da CheN essvcsscins.sossnss sesese 0.0 ee:0000l2 86
Express for SusseX...coeeeersenser e.cnsvnne. 16,35
Express for Rothesay. .... LT TPy eeee0s20.48

Express for Quebec Montreal, Halifax and
Bydney.ccoceececes cenves PRTIITY ceesesnes22 80

Bufi:t sleeping cars for M ntreal, Levis, St. Jobh
and Halifax will be attached to trains le'uing °s:
John at 22.30 o’clock and Halifax at 20.00 o’clock.

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT 8T. JOHN :

Accommodation from Sydne Halifax d
Moncton (Monday l'xc’eptozs Sk ven il ook “, 6,05

Express from Montreal and Quebec (Monda
€eXCepled).eveesiresncscnsecsosss

Express from Sussex.....covevvenns §o0sssssies D
Accommodation from Pt. du Chene............1235
Express from Halifax..... secsnsssccsssesss .. . 1000

Express from Halifax, Picton and Camp-
be]lw‘llll.l..ll..'ll.‘.....l..l.’ll.lOlllSlao
Express from Rothesay......coovvvivrasresiee?1.36

The trains of the Intercolonial Railway are heated

b lm“ﬂomd um:ri:lco?;ua :hnd thoyu bctgv.een
on

- % o , are lighted by

-r trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.

D, POTTINGER,
General Manager,

Railway Office,
Moncton, N.B., 6 th September, 1895,

ANADIAN

PACIFIC RY

oury. 't

Summer Tiiee

Now on sale to points West, North West,
and on Pacific Coast.

SATURDAY EXCURSION TICKETS
on sale to local points on Atlantic Division.

For Tour Book and all other information enquire
at offices, Chubb’s Corner, and at station.

D. McNICOLL,
Pass’r i o gr.
E ntreal.

Dominion Atlantic R'y.

Oa and after 3rd July, 1896, the Steamer and
Truin; o)( this Rairoad will run daily (Sunday Ex-
cepted.

Royal Mail Stmr. PRINCE RUPERT.

Lve. StJ hnat 7.00 am., arv Digby 930 a m.
Lve. Digby at 10.30 a.m , arv St. John, 1.00 p.m.
Lve. St. John, at 1.30 p. m., arv Digby 4 00 p. m.
Lve. Digby at 4 15 p. m., arv St. John, 6.45 p. m.

EXPRESS TRAINS

Lve, Halifax 4.15 a. m,, arv in Digby 10.15 a. m.
Lve. Digby 10 80 s, m., a1v Yarmouth 120 p. m.
. Halifax* 11.15 a. m., arv Digby 4.10 p. m.
Lve. Digby 4.15 p. m., arv Yarmout{ 615 p, m.
Lve. Yarmouth 7.15 a. m., arv Digby 10 04
Lve. Digby 10 08 a. m., arv Halifax 4.£0
Lve. Yarmouth 2.00 p. m., srv_Digby 4.00
Lve. Digby 4.04 p. m., ary Halifax 9 00
20

05

A, H, NOTMAN,
Dist rict Pass’r Agt.
St. Johno . B

Ive. Annapolis 7.00 a. m., arv Digby 8.
Lve. Digby 4.45 p. m., arv Annapolis 6

o]
Buffet Parlor Cars run daily each way between

Halifax and Yarmouth on the Flying Bluenose.

&~ Close connections with trains at Digby,
making a double daily service between St. John,
Halifax, Yarmouth, and all intermediate points on
Dominion Atlantic Railway. Tickets on sale at City
Office, 114 Prince William Street, and from the
Parser on steamer, from whom time-table and all
information can be obtained.

W.R. CAMPBELL, Gen. Man’gr.
K.SUTHERLAND, Superintendent.

NTERNATIONAL
o0 .So s. COo

DAILY I.IINNE

(EXCEPT SUNDAY)

TO BOSTON.

8. 1.
p. m.
p. m.
p. m.
4. m.
p. m.

e OMMENCING June 29:h

to Bept. 21st, Steamers of
this Compmﬁ will leave St.
John: MONDAY, 2 p.m.
for Eastport, Lubec, P rtlan
and Boston. TUESDAY, 6
% m., fer Boston direct.
EDNESDAY, 2 p.m., for
Eastport, Lubec and Boston.
THURSDAY, 2 p. m., for
: 2 Eastport, Lubec and Bostoa.
FRIDAY, 2 p. m.. for Esstport, Lubec, Portl: "4
and Boston. SATURDAY, 2 p. m., for Eastpoi.,
Lubec and Bosten.
_ &%~ Through Tickets on sale at all Railway Sta~
tions and Baggage checked through.

For further information apply to
C. E. LAECHLER, Agent.

STAR LINE STEAMERS

Fredericton
AND Woodstoc{c_.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

e B
R —1
ve

MA!L Steamers “ DAVID WESTON" and
“QOLIVEL1TE” leave St. John every da;
(Sunday excepted) at 9 a. m., for Fredericton an:
all intermediate landings.

Will leave Fredericton every day (Sunday ex.
cepted) at 7 a. m.,

teamer “ABERDEEN" will leave Fredericton
every TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SAT-
URDAY, at 5.30 a.m., for WOODSTOCK, and
will leave Woodstock on alternate days at 7.80 . m.
while navigation permits.

In order to better accomodate citizens having
summer residences along the river and to give farm-
ers a full day in the city,—On and after June 20th
stesmer “Olvette” will leave St. John EVERY
SATURDAY EVBNING, at 5.30 o'clock, tor

Wickham and intermediate landings. Returning
l(ondsy morning, leave Wickham at 5 o’clock, due
in St. John at 8.30.
. F. BAIRD.
Manager.

STEAMER CLIFTON.

On and after Saturday, April 18th, the steamer
Clifton will commence her season’s sailings; leaving
n every Monday, Wedneéndsy and Saturday

at 6.20 a. m. for Indiantown and ingermediate points
Returning she will leave [Indisntown same days at

.

, -

e T




