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The farmer’s tone was very fierce. He 

dragged Hetty’s hand through his big arm, 

and strode away #0 ye that she could 

scarcely keep up with him. 
-It hurts my side,’ she said, at last, pant- 

ing. 
You think nothing hurts but your side,’ 

said the man. ‘There are worse aches 

than that. 
‘What do you mean, George? How 

queer and rough you speak Po 

‘Maybe I know more’'n you think, young 

woman.’ 
‘Know more than I think,’ she said. 

There's nothing more to know.’ 

«Ain't there ? P'raps I've found out the 

reason why your ’eart’s been closed to me— 

p'raps I've got the key to that secret.’ 

“Oh, George, George, you know I'd love 

ef 1 could.’ 
‘P'raps I've got the key to that secret, 

repeated the farmer. ‘I'm not a bad feller— 

not bad to look at nor to live with—and I 

gived yer all I got—but never. God above 

is witness, never from the day I took yer to 

church. ‘ave yer kissed me of your own 

free will. No, nor ever said a lovin’ word 

to me-—the sort of words that come so 

lib to the lips o’ other youg wives. You're 

Jike one who carries sum’'mat at her heart. 

Maybe I guess to-night.’ 
‘But tLere’s nothing to guess,’ said Het- 

ty. She was trembling, a sick fear took 
possession of her. 

‘Ain't there ? Why did you make an ap- 

intment to meet Squire alone?” 
«What in the world do you mean ?’ 

‘None o' your toft sawder now, Hetty. 

I know what I'm a-talk ng of. I crep out 

of barn t'other way, and I ’eard what you 

said.’ 
“You heard,’ said Hetty, with a little 

scream. Then she suppressed it, and gave 

an hysterical [laugh. ‘You're welcome 

to hear, she continued. ‘There was 

nething in it.’ 
«Worn't there ? You seemed mighty 

eager to have a meetin’ with 'im ; much 

more set on it, I take it, than ke wor to 

have a meetin’ wi’ you. Gents o' that sort 

don’t care to be reminded o’ the follies o° 

their youth. 1 seed a big frown coming 

up between his eyes when you wor so mis- 

terful, and when you pressed and pressed 

to see "im. Why did yer say t'was life or 

death? I've got my clue at last, and look 

you ’ere, you meet Squire at your peril. 

There that's my last word. You under- 

stand me ?” 
(To bz continued.) 

HOW ALLSPICE GROWS. 

Something About the Beautiful Pimento 

Odorous Tree, 

The pimento or allspice tree is culti- 

vated in the West Indies and Jamaica 

This beautiful tree usually grows to a 

height of about thirty feet; it has a straight 

trunk, much branched above, and covered 

with a very smooth brown bark. Tte 

leaves vary in size and shape, but are al- 

ways of a dark, shining green color. Dur- 

ing the months of July and August the 

tree is in full bloom, the blossoms consist- 

ing of very fragrant, small, white flowers. 

When a rew plantation of pimento 

trees is to Le formed, ro regular sowing or 

planting takes place, because itis next to 

impossible to propagate the young p'ants, 

or to raise tbem from seeds in parts of the 

country where they are not found growing 

spontaneously. Usually a piece of land is 

selected either close to a plantation al- 

ready formed, or in a part of the wood- 

land where pimento trees are growing in a 

mative state. The chosen piece ot land is 

then cleared of all wood except these 

trees, and the felled timber is allowed to 

remain on the ground for the purpose of 

protecting the very young pimento plants. 
At the end of two years the land is 

thoroughly cleared, and only the most 

vigorous pimento trees and plants are left 

standing. The plants come to maturity in 
about seven years. 

In favorable seasons the pim:nto crop 

is enormous, a single tree often yleldin 

a hundred or more pounds of the drie 

spice. [Ihe berries are picked while green 

because if left on the tree until ripe they 

lose their pungent taste and are valueless. 

The green berries are exposed to the sun 

for a week or ten days, when they lose 

their great color and turn a reddish brown. 

When perfectly dry they are put in bags 
and casks for exportation. 
The odor and the taste of the pimento 

berries are thought to resemble a combin- 

ation of those of cinnamon, nutmeg and 

cloves—hence the familiar name ‘allspice.’ 
— Philadelphia Times. 

TRAVELED HALF THE GLOBE TO FIND 

HEALTH, WITHOUT SUCCESS. 

Took the Adyice of a Friend and Now 

Proclaims it From the Housetop — 

“South American Nervine 

Saved My Life.” 

Mrs. H. Stapleton of Wingham writes: 

«I have been very much troubled for years 

— since 1878—with nervous debility and 

dyspepsia. Had been treated in Canada 

ard England by tome cf the best physi- 

cians without permanent relief. I was ad- 

vised about three months ago to take South 

American Nervine, and I firmly believe I 

owe my lite to it to-day. 1 can truthtully 

say that I have derived more benefit from 

it than any treatment I ever had. I can 

strongly recommend it and will never be 
without it myself.” 

Time To Stop. 

‘I ¢hill have to give up that case of 

Dusenbury's, on which I have been engag- 

ed so long,” said the eminent lawyer to his 

friend. ‘I shall feel rather odd with it out 

of the way, for it has been one of the 

stand-bys of the office for many years.’ 

“You have exhausted all legal expedi- 
ents, have you ?’ 

“No; but Dusen bury’s money is all gone. 

The original Mrs. Partington was a re- 

spectable old lady who lived at Sidemonth 

in Devonshire England. Her cottage was 

on the beach and during a terrific storm 

(Nov. 1824) the sea rose to such a height 

#0 every now and then to invade the old 

lady’s residence, the old lady persistently 
out the water until she was com- 

to retreat to an upper story. 

! about ?’ 

TOTHER CHARMER. 

‘I couldn't congh; you wouldn't hve 
heard me.’ 

‘You might have sung out.’ 
Kearney made a trumpet of his hands. 

“You might have sung out.’ 
‘You'd have thought it was a hotbox 

squeaking.’ 
‘There was no necessity whatever for 

giving warning, captain.’ 
“Thanks, Mirs Kitty. I'm pleased to 

hear it.’ 
‘Won't you come in and sit down? 

Kitty's treble shrilled above the rumbling, 
ratthirg, bumping of the wheels. 
The captain bent over her, steadying 

bimself by the brake. ‘No,’ he screamed, 
‘I'm not the man to be number three, even 
on the back platform of a train. But I'm 
the bringer of bad news.’ 
Miss Foster gave an effective start, which 

resulted in bringing ber tiny hand fluttering 
down upon Kearney's shoulder. ‘Oh! 
what ?* she cried. 

‘Only that your good mother ¢ays Iam 
to tell you that it is not nice for little girls 
to stay out on back platforms at 11 o'clock 
on a starry night, and that you must come 
mn. 

‘But it's so hot and smoky in there,’ the 
answered, demurely. folding her hands and 
settling back against the car. ‘I can't 
possibly stand it; I've a most dreadful 
headache.” She closed her eyes and threw 
back her head. 

‘Miss Kit'y, Miss Kitty, I fear you are 
a slippery young ezl. 

‘No. I'm not. Really, my head does 
ache. Nobody ever believes that 1 can feel 
badly or be in earnest.’ Her round eyes 

think about it by then. Well, then, when 
the order came for us all to move, he wrote 
down that he and a lot of others from 
Grant would be waiting for their transpor- 
tation at Wilcox when our train would go 
by—at least, he hoped so. He said he'd 
sec me there at the station when stopped, 
even if it were only for a minute, and that 
then I must keep my word, and be engag- 

ed to him.’ Another great sigh escaped 
her. 

‘But surely, Miss Kitty, if you den’ 

care for him, you won't promise to marry 
him.’ 

‘1 don’t know.’ 
‘Do you love him ? 
‘I—1 guess so. 
‘Don t you know? 
*I suppose not ; I suppose I dont know.’ 
Kearney waxed exceedingly wroth at a 

man who would bully a trusting chill into 

an engagement. ‘Why are you permitting 

yourself to he brow-beaten into this ?’ he 
asked angrily. 

‘Oh ! please don't be cross, please.’ 

She was on the verge of tears. 
He took her hand again. She was not 

engaged yet. ‘Answer me, Kitty.’ 
“It wouldn't be right not to, would it ? 
Then Kearny went boldly to work to 

prove that it certainly would be right 
not to. 
‘But he loves me,” protested Mies Foster. 

So do—what if he does ? You don t love 
him.’ 
‘But 1 ought to; maybe I shall.” And 

that was all that could be done with Kitty. 

Her mother came to the door of the car. 
‘Kitty, you must come in right away. If 

your head aches, you can go to bed.’ 
‘My Leads better now,’ she said. rising. 

‘Can t I stay up until we get to Wilcox ? 

rested on the starry sky at an angle which 
allowed Kearney to see that they were | 

filled with tears. 
‘Oh, come, captain,don’t tease the child. 

She has a headache, and the air's good for 
her. Tell Mrs. Foster that I'll bring her in 
directly.’ 

(apt. Mason shook his head and went 
away. ‘Appl:ton is looking fierce,’ he 
called back over his shoulder. 
‘What did he say about Lieut. Apple- 

ton 2’ asked Kitty. Kearney repeated the 
captain's words. ‘Fierce.’1 wonder what 

‘You, perhaps. 
Miss Foster smiled frankly. ‘I don’t be- 

lieve so,’ she said. 
‘Doesn’t he still hope 
‘Dear, no!" ani this time there was a 

ring of unmistakable truth in her tones. 
‘You threw him over rather sudden like.’ 
‘I didn't ; he threw me over—truly. It 

was a stupid muddle about—about Mr. 
Saxe, and a rose, and—things. 

‘The ‘things’ leaves room for imagina- 
tion. 

Mies Foster ignored this with a smile, 
and sat silently looking at the plain asit 
unrolled before them in the night, like a 
wide bale of dark cloth, brocaded with 
greasewood bushes. Now and then the 
train rumbled over a small trestle, and the 
wkite post numbering it shot past. The 
telegraph poles whisked by, and the wires 
rose and tell like the swells of the sea. 
Far off across the prairie a light gleamed, 
at long intervals, in the window of a house 
that was invisible; but for them it was 
always, minute after minute, hour after 
hour, the whirling monotony of the plain 
in the night, the steady arch of tke grey- 
blue sky glittering with stars. Rumble, 
thump, rattle, ra'tle, rumble, thump and 
the ground wtizzed past, and the t<legraph 
poles darted by, and the cool wind, heavy 
with the greasewood odor, whistled around 
them, but Kitty sat locking straight before 
her. and her tiny hands were still folded cn 
her knees. She knew that Kearney was wild 
over every moment she was making him 
waste. 

At last sue sighed. It was a mighty 
sigh, which cost Miss Foster a severe phy- 
sical effort, but she meant it to be heard 
above the rattle and ths wind. It was 
heard; and a hand slipped wearily and 
carelessly from ber knee touched the lie- 
tenant's palm. The band was caught—and 
held. There was silence again. 
Then Miss Foster struggled properly 

bard to release her fingers, but she failed. 
“You mustn't hold my hand,” she remon- 
strated. 
*Why ? 
‘Because.’ 
‘Is there any other good reason? Miss 

Foster nodded. 
‘Tell me.’ 
‘An engaged girl shouldn't let her hand 

be held.’ 
Kearney dropped it as if it burned. 

Kitty took advantage of the noise of the 
wheels to speak her mind aloud—but not 
so loud that it could reach her companion. 
‘Big chump! she breathed. 
‘May I ask who it is?’ 
‘Well, I'm not exacted engageg yet, but 

I m afraid I shall be.’ 
After a lapse of some moments, Miss 

Foster resumed : ‘You know when Mr. 
Lowell was down at the post? Well, he 
—he liked me a good deal. I liked 
him, too—some ; so he thought it would— 

would be a good thing if we were engaged. 
He was dreadfully cross. Not cross exact- 

ly, but—well—stern. He said I needed 

to be bound. Did you ever? I need te 
be bound! As though I hadn’t a bit of 
principle Besides its easy enough to 
break an engagement; at least I should 

think so, isn’t it?’ £ 

Even the infatuated Kearney found this 

childlike appeal for information overdone, 
coming from Miss Foster, 
‘Come off, Mies Kitty !” he said. 
Miss Kitty smiled blandly. ‘Perhaps 

it isn't, but I thought maybe it was. 

Is it wrong to break an engagement ? 
Well, anyway, he wanted m2 to 
promise, and I didn't see the 
use just then; so I told him that I'd not 

I think maybe Carrie, or berhaps Mr. 
Lowell will be down there.’ 
They went back into the sleeper, where 

the officers end their wives sat talking 

and trying to keep awake one-half hour 

longer until Wilcox should be reached. 

The companies from Grant were expected 

to be waiting there for the next train east, 

and many pleasant weetings might be 

crowded into the short delay at the station. 
Miss Foster got a pillow and curled up 

on a seat. ‘It I 1all asleep, Mr. Appleton, 

will you waken me at Wilcox?’ she re- 
quested. 

‘Certainly, Miss Foster,’ be answered. 

Kitty closed her big, dark bluz eyes and 

thought. She thought how funny itis when 
a man who has called you ‘Kitty,’ and bas 

been awlully in love wito you, says Miss 

Foster.” and pretends he is a mere acquain- 
tance. She thought tbat App'e‘on was 

nicer than Ferris. or Saxe, or Lowell. But 

he wasn't as nice as Mr. Kearney—not 

quite. She thought she had done 

very well with Mr. Kearney. She 

distinguished in the matter of confidences, 

did Kitty. She knew that nothing reduces 

a promising situation to mere friendship so 

quickly and successfully as an open, frank, 

whole-souled confession. Such a thing 

was clumsy ; and Kitty loathed clumsiness 
in these matters. She had withheld enough 
of her plaint to turn it cleverly to account. 
She had made Kearney sorry for her, and 

had refused his advice with prostrated 
grace. 
Then Mies Foster fell asleep and dream- 

ed rosy dreams until Appleton touched her 
arm with a book he hid been reading. 
‘We are at Wilcox, Miss Foster.’ 

Oh! dear. What did you hit me with 

that bard thing for?’ she cried, jumping 
up. It hurt.” Her lips trembled and her 
eyes filled. 

*Kitty, child, I didn't mean to hurt you. 
That is— really, I beg your pardon, Miss 
Foster. 

‘Ce:tainly, Fr—Mr. Appleton,’ she re- 
plied, rubbing ber arm, with a chuckle 
which passed for a sob suppressed. 

They drew up at tke station, where 

lights “twinkled trom the blackress all 
about them. There was no one on the plat- 
form, there were none of the shouts of wel- 
come expected. 
gg ¢ rushed into the car. *Say, what 

do you think? They've lett—every last 
one of them—on the train ahead. They've 

got a big start of us.’ 
Miss Foster cried: ‘Oh! and beamed 

with delight. She began to believe that 
Heaven cares for its own. 

‘We've only three minutes here,” Kear- 
ney called back over his shoulder, as be 

rushed out again. 
The train had begun to move when 

Kearney reappeared. He brought with 
him a can of oysters whereof the top ‘had 
been hacked open. ‘They re all [ had time 
to get, Miss Kitty,” he explained, as he 
set them before her on the window-sill. 

Suddenly Kearney s face fell: ‘By Jove! 
I've no fork or spoon. 
‘We might use a pencil, if you'd sharpen 

it, ‘suggested Miss Foster. 
‘Or a hatpin.’ 
*No. I like the pencil.’ 
Then Miss Foster took the pencil and the 

can, and went to spearing the bivalves. 
‘They were nice, but they've made my 

head ache again,” murmured Miss Foster. 
‘It's so close in here.’ 

‘Perhaps another break of fresh air 
would do it good,” Kearney suggested. 

‘Maybe,’ assented she, and they slipp>d 
unnoticed out on the back platform once 
more. 

Kitty drew in the night air with delight ; 
she trilled a bar of a song. ‘Oh! I'm so 
0-0-0 happy,’ said she. 

‘So am 1,” said Kearney, as he held her 

steady, with his arm half about her. 
‘Why ?* queried Miss Foster, tilting back 

ber head to look innocently into his eyes. 
The little fluffy head was so near, the part- 
ed lips were so childish, the round epes 

were so tender. Kearny bent over her. 
“Why, do you think, Kitty » 
‘Oh 1 Mr." Kearny, you mustn't,’ she 

cried, pulling away. 

really be exactly engsged uutil the next 
time we met. I thought I'd have time to 

But you're not enggged,’ he Suppessge. 
“I'hat’s so,’ answered Kitty, thonghttully. 

‘Unless you will be tome ? He caught 
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Nourishment 

Johnston's Fluid Beef 
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both her hands and tried to force her to 
look at him. ‘Will you be ?* he insisted. 

‘It you think I'd better,’ sald Miss 
Foster.—San Francisco Argonaut. 

A FABLE OF THE SPARROW. 

The Coward Shirks More Dangers Than 

the Brave Man Runs, 

The sun bad gone so fir down in his 
course throuzh the western sky that the 
shadows of the dwellings had lengihenad 
out to more than twice the width of the 
streets they faced. And the cooling shade 
had enticed many of the inhabitants tc 
seats on their front doorsteps, when a sud- 
den commotion in the front yard of a house 

closed for the summer attracted the atten- 
tion of almost everyone in the whole block. 

It was soon apparent that the commotion 
had arisen because a cat bad invaded a 
very bushy-topped shrub in the yard, 
where fleathered home builders had been 
keeping house, aud after a lit(le it was ob- 
served that the plain Joooking but very in- 
telligent looking mother sparrow was the 
leader of the sggressive forces that were 

striving to dislodge the furred intruder. 
The cat, as it appeared, bad been caught 

somewhat at a dieadvantage, for she was 
hampered by the number of branches about 
her and she could not claw at her assail- 

ants with her accustomed activity. So it 
happened that the birds became bolder at 

every movement, and the sparrow was socn 

delivering a painful peck on the cat’s back 
at every swoop. Eventually, however, the 
cat worked herself free and reached for the 
sparrow with such good aim that one claw 
caught and held a tail feather. 

Nevertheless, the sparrow, screaming 
with anger, continued the assaults and, 
aided by a number of her associates, was 
able at last to drive tke robber out of sight 
under a neighboring doorstep. 

Very much excited and rumpled the 
sparrow flew up to the window sill of her 
friend, the man, and finding him there, as 
usual, she said in a half breathless but very 
spirited fashion : 

‘Well, now, what do you think of that ?’ 
‘I think you were foolhardy,” said the 

man decidedly. ‘It was not your nest the 
cat was after, and it was the place of the 
owner of the nest to take the risks of the 
defence. I wish I could mike you fully 
understand that the most successful of my 
race get on in life becaute they are pru- 
dent; they watch for good opportunities 
before striking a blow either in anger or 
business. Dash and hurrah are all inspir- 
ing to see, but it is the still mouse that gets 
the cheese. Do you follow me ?’ 
For a moment the spairow was ata loss 

for a reply to this argument, but she turned 
her back on the man to show her feeling of 
contempt. Then the cat came from under 
the doorstep across th: way and the spar- 
row was about to swoop down for another 
fight when the cat's motions caused her to 
stop on the verge of the sill, turn toward 
the man 2nd wink to draw his attention to 
what was going on. 
_ It was apparent that the cat was not go- 
ing towsrd the shrub this time, but bad her 
eyes on the tall grass that grew against the 
bgs:ment wall ¢f tle unoccupied house. 
Then just as the man was about to ask 
what she was a'ter, the made a spring in- 
to th2 grass and ran back under the door- 
step with a mouse in Ler mouth. The 
sparrow scratched the base of her bill 
with one claw and th2n said :— 
‘Had the mouse kept out in th2 clear- 

ing it would have scen the cat in time to 
avoid her.’--New York Sun. 

BORIN. 

Hebron, sept. 20, to the wife of E. Dotay, a son. 

Windsor, Sept. 13, to the wife of Edward Demont, a 
son. 

Diligent River, Sept. 6, to the wife of John Lamb, a 
son. 

Middleton, Sept. 23, to the wife of Wm. Leadley, & 
son. 

Windsor, Sept, 13, to the wife of Lawrence Franklin, 
& som. 

Parrsboro, Sept. 22, to the wife of Alexander Forbes, 
a son. 

Aylesford, Sept. 8, to the wife of Mrs. J. A. Cahill, 
a son. 

Torbrook, Sept. 17, to the wife of Samuel McConnel, 
a Eon, 

Plymouth, Sept. 20, to the wife of Alvin Simms, a 
daughter. 

Parrsboro, Sept. 18, to the wife of Capt. E. Kelly, a 
daughter. 

Lakelands, Sept. 14, to the wife of Hibbert Brown, a 
daughter. 

Springhill, Sept. 22, to the wife of William Leese, & 
daughter. 

Hantsport, Sept. 8, to the wife of James Sullivan, a 
daughter. 

Hantsport, Sept. 11, to the wife of James Smith, a 
daughter. 

Folly Village, Sept. 16, to the wife of Dr. McIntyre, 
a daughter. 

Parrsboro, Sept. 6, to the wife of Norman Elderkin, 
a daughter. 

North Sydney, Sept. 18, to the wife of Alex. Mc- 
Leod, a son. 

Carleton, N, 8., Sept. 15, tothe wife of Dexter 
Greene, a son, 

Acadia Mines, Sept. 20, to the wife of R.C. R 
Stevens, a son. 

Diligent River, Sept. 20, to the wife of Stephen 
Warren, a son. 

North Sydney, Sept. 18, to the wife of Dr.J. W. 
McLean, & son. 

North Sydney, Sept. 22, to the wife of Dr.J. W 
Meehan, a son, 2 

Upper Stewiacke, Sept. 20, to the wife of Lewis 
Gourley, a son. 

Acadia Mines, Sept. 20, to the wife of Frank Johne 
son, a daughter. 

West Pubnice, Sept. 19, to the wife of Henry 
Amirean, a son. 

Parrsboro, Sept. 17, to the wife of Dr. J. A. John- 
son, a daughter, : 

East Margaretville, Sept. 14, to the wife of Duncan 
Reed, a daughter, 

Parrsborro, Sept. 18, to the wife of Capt. C. A. E, 
Kelly, a daughter. 

South Glenwood, Sept. 16, to the wife of Archie 
Morill, a daughter. 

Otter Brook, Sept. 20, to the wife ot Howard C. 
Dunlap, a daughter. 

North Glenwood, Sept. 15, tothe wife of Henry 
Forbes, a davghter. 

Lawrencetown, Sept. 19, to the wife of George 
Salsman, a daughter. 

Lawrencetown, Sept. 19, to the wife of John 
Morrison, a daughter. 

Rockville, Sept. 16, tothe wife of Capt. Frank 
Churchill, a daughter. 

MARRIED. 

Port Morien, Sept. 20, Charies Myers to Rosina 

Seltham. 

Sydney. Sept. 16, by Rev. C. Jost, Daniel Dickson 
» tary B rown. 

Berwick, Sep. 28, 4 Rev. D. H. Simpson, W. H. 
Curry to Alma Brown. 

8t. John, Sept. 23, by Rev. J. W. Clarke, Robert J. 

Fh Be aciila Slows. y 

24, by Rev. W. E. Arch. Ce by Rev : McIntyre, 

BEST POLISH IN THE WORLD. . 

DO NOT BE DECEIVED 
with Pastes, Enamels, and Paints which 

stain the hands, injure the iron, and burn 

red. The Rising Sun Stove Polish is Bril- 

liant, Odorless, and Durable. Each package 

contains six ounces; when moistened will 

make several boxes of Paste Polish. 

HAS AN ANNUAL SALE OF 3-000 TONS. 

DEARBORN & CO. 

WHOLESALE AGENTS 

Port Greville, Sept. 17, by R-v. J. Sharp, Myrton 
Davis to Lillian Hatfield. 

Berwick, Sept, 21, by Rev. Mr. Simpson, Gordon 
McKeen to Ethel O. Morse. 

Sussex, Sept. 21, by Rev. H. W. Little, Alexander 
Bedford to Rachel Forgave, 

Belmont, Sept. 23, by Rev. J. H. Chase, R. S. Hig- 
gans to Lydia McWilliams. 

St. John, Sept. 23. by Rev. H. W, Stewart, Abel 
Allen to Annie Calhoun. 

Tru-o, Sept. 22, by Rev. H. F. Adams, Horace a. 
Estabrooks, to Anna A. Rich. 

Hillsburg’ Sept. 23, by Rev. F. Craig, Dr. Lewis 
Lovett to Josephine Marthell. 

St. John, Sept. 23, by Rev. H. W. Stewart, Rob- 
ert Gibson to Alice M. Wilson. 

Yarmouth, Sept 15, by Rev. P. R. Foster, Geo. 
F. Dunham to Lillie M. Shaw. 

Norton Station, Sept: 29, by Rev. D. Long, John 
D. Bridges to Florence P. Earl, 

DeBert, Sept. 2, by Rev. Wm. Dawson, Frederick 
0. Gay to Katherine D. Wilson. 

Noel Road, Sept. 10, by Rev. G. B. Martell, Will- 
jam C. Harvey to Jane Hughes. 

New Glasgow, Sept. 22, by Rev. A. Regers, John 

W. Robertson to Mageie Miller. 

Acadia Mines, Sept. 22, by Rev. Dr. Walsh, 

Michael Hand to May McMuliin. 

Harrietsfield, Sept. 23, by Rev. W. J. Arnold» 

Cartaret Jeadon to Emily Burke. 

Belmont, N. S.. Sept, 23, by Rev. J. {H. Chase, R. 

£, Higgans to Lydia M. Williams. 

Beach Meadows, 'Sept. 16, bv Rev. Chae. Duff, 
Howard Mouzer to Irene Godfrey. 

@aharus, Sept. 15, by Rev. D. Sutherland Alex- 
ander Ferguson to Etfice McIntyre. 

Western Head, Sept. 20. by Rev. H. A. Harley, 

Joseph A. Wolfe to Annie 8. Tarr. 

Upper Falmouth, Sept. 21, by Rev Joseph Murray, 
Charles Weaver to Lizzie Pattison. 

Maugerville, Sept. 23, by Rev. A. Freeman, Charles 
A. Harrison to Mrs. Elena C. Walley. 

Tatamagouche, Sept. 23, by Rev. Geo. Patterson, 
Alex. C. Millar, to Frances M. Parves. 

Sherbrook, N. 8.. ¥ept. 21, by Rev. W. J. Fowler, 

Gray Fairbanks, M. D. to Rita Wilson. 

St. Stephen, Sept. 21, by Rev. W. C. Goucher, 

William Elliot to Evelin L. McLaughlin. 

DIED. 

Clyde, N. 8., Charles Stalker, 91. 

Glesbec, Sept. 7, Daniel Ross, 63. 

Halifax, Sept. 24, Mrs. Berjamin, 49. 

Walton, N. 8. Sept. 2, John Little, 88. 

Halifax, Sept. 24, Edward Maxwell 60. 

Halifax, Sept. 23, Mary Ann Rhind, 65. 

Boston, Bept. 22, Esther, Jamieson, 3. 

Silver Falls,'Sept. 23, John Harrison, 71. 

Wolfville, Sept. 18, Mrs. Jane Spencer, 40. 

Centreville, C. I., Mrs. John Nickerson, 24. 

Springhill, Jet., Sept. 17, David Wallace, 77. 

Ohio, N. 8., Sept. 16, Edward Musgraye, 86. 

Milltown, N. B., Sept 13, Michael Manix, 70. 

St. John, Sept. 23, Jean, wife of John L. Olive. 

WhEipeg: Supss 22, Maude, wife of A. M. Stow, 

Walagtoms, Mass., Sept. 8, Mrs. James A, Butler, 
40. 

Rocyiend, 111., Sept. 13, Howard D. Frost of N. B., 
ti. 

Coldbrook, Sept. 29, Rachel, widow of John Stephen- 
som, 77. 

Liverpool Sept. 17, Charity 8S. wite of John M. 
ole, 52. 

St. John, Sept. 32, Eliza, daughter of the late John 
Mitchell. 

Pugwash River, Sept. 23, Jane, widow of Donald 
Stuart, 91. 

St. Stephen, Sept. 17, Eveline J. daughter of Frank 
Buzz:ll, 6. 

Brookfield, Sept. 10, Sarah D. widow of James 
Graham, 85. 

Victoria Corner, N. B., Sept. 9, Mrs. Zebulon Bir- 
miogham, 72. 

Nine Mile River, Sept. 19, Catherine, widow of 
Neil Frasey, 75. 

Isaacs Harbor, N. 8S. Sept. 24 Margaret, widow ol 
John Stephenson, 77. 

Parrsboro, Sept. 10, Ora Maud, child of Mr. and 
Mrs. Tibbits, 8 months. 

Cambridge, Sept. 8, Mary, wife of Nelson McKin- 
non, of Yarmouth, N.S. 

Acadia Mines, Sept. 19, Cecelia, child of Mr. and 
Mrs. H. Hensen, 3 months. 

Shag Harbor, Sept. 18, by drowning, William T. 
Crowell and William Swain. 

Letters Come. 
Letters come day 

by day telling us 

that this person has 
been cured 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 Elood. 

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. Itried 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. 

Yarmouth, Sept. 15, Louis. wife of William Crowell. |- 

Intercolonial Railway. 
On and after MONDAY, th ptember, 

1896, tre 11ains of this B 1 wit 
run daily, Sunday excepted, as follnws, 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST, JOHN 
Express for Campbellton ash, Pi 
pe end Hallihg. + ) TL, 

Express for Halifax..... ‘ consis. 1220 
Express for SusseX...oieeee vessas siivennni. 16.40 
Express for Quebec and Montreal. ......... 17,10 
Suburban Express for Rothsay........... v00020.45 

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...... csesse seseensessess. 890 
Express from Montreal and Quebec (Monday 

€XCePLed).vovar. coseivsnssnssssscsessnsaane, 10.80 
Express from Moncton (daily)....... seve he +.10.80 
Express from HalifaX...cooeeeaeeiiaies ees +,.18,00 
Express from Halifax, Pictou and Camp- 
bellton. esssscsessecescssscncesssstissseselBS0 

Suburban Express from Rothesay...... eevee 21.36 
Accommodation from Moncton.......ecure «24.30 

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

ifax and Montreal, via Levis, are lighted by 

-r trains are run by Eastern Standard Time. 

D, POTTINGER, 
General Manager, 

Railway Office, A 
Moncton, N.B., 3:d September, 1896, 

ANADIAN 
PACIFIC Ry 

Passenger TrainService 
In Effect Oct, 5, '96. 

LEAVE 8T.JOHN, N. B., Standard Ti.§, +t 

5 30 A. M.,, YANKEE—Week days, for ¥'red- 
1V VU ericton, St. Stephen, St. Andrews, Houl= 

ton, Woodstock and North, Bangor, Portland, 
Boston , ete. 
8 45 > Mm, MIXED—Week days, for MeAdam 

c., ete. 
4 1 P.M, PACIFIC EXPRESS—Week days, 

. for St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, 
Bangor, Portland, Boston, Quebec, Montreal, and 
all points West, Pullman Sleeper to Boston, C. P., 
Sleeper to Montreal, Dining Car to Brownville Je. 

4 35 r. M., EXPRESS—Week days, for 
. Fredericton, etc. 

6 3 P. M., MIXED—Week days, for Vance. 
. boro, Megantic, and (Saturdays expected) 

Woodstock. 
RETURNING, LEAVE 

Fredericton 6.00,10 30 A M., 7.30 p.m; St. Andrews, 
6.35 A. M; S'. Stephen, 7.20 A.M; 4-46 ». Mm; Houlton, 
649 A.M, 435 P. M; Woodstock, 6 20 A. M., 4.23 P. 
Mm; Vanceboro, 9.65 A. M., 6.20 P. M. 
Arriving St. John, 8.20 A. M,, 1.00, 3.25, 9.55 P. M. 

Dominion Atlantic Ry. 
On and after 21st Sept., 1896, the Steamer and 
Sn % this Railroad will run daily (Sunday Ex- 
cepted. 

PRINCE RUPERT. 
Lve. St. J ‘hn at 7.45 a. m., arv Digby 10.45 a m. 
Lve. Digby at 1.00 p. m., arv St. John, 4.00 p.m. 

EXPRESS TRAINS 
Lve, Halifax 6.30 a. m., arv in Digby 12.48 p.m. 
Lve. Digby 103 p. m., av Yarmouth 3 55 p. m. 
Lve. Yarmouth 8.00 a. m., arv Digby 1047 a. wu. 
Lve. Digby 11 00 a. m., arv Halifax 545 p. m. 
Lve. Annapolis 7.00 a. m., arv Digby 8.20 a. m 
Lve. Digby 3.20 p. m., arv Annapolis 440 p. m 

0 

Pullman, Palace, Parlor and Dining Cars run 
each way daily on Express trains, Staterooms and 
Parlor Car seats can be obtained on application to 
City Agent. 

ga Close connections with trains at Digby, 
Tickets on sale at City Office, 114 Prince William 
Pftreet, and from the Purser on steamer, from whom 
time-tables and all information can be obtained. 

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

DOTINION 

Express Co. 
Money orders sold to points in 
s Canada, United States and 

Europe 

REDUCTION IN EXPRESS RATES 

Ors. 

To Welsford, Hampton and intermediate points, 
10 1bs, And UDAEr.ccecevssrccassassnsrecnsens 

To Sussex, Annapolis, Digby, Hoyt, Petitcodiac, 

Harvey, Fredericton and intermediate 
FEI) 102. Sat wader cece sesens ceosecsnsee 10 
ver 560 10 IDB. vveeeeresisnnnennnns essssses 2 

To St. Mary's, McAdam, Bristol, Moncton, 

Elgin, Havelock and intermediate points, 3 
1bs. and under. 15 
Over 8t0 5 1bBececcsssssscsssccsiscscionsnse 20 

Over 51010 1bSeesiecssssrocee iirsnsssscsce 4b 

To Woodstsck, Newburg Jct., Meadows, Maccan, 

Port E and intermediate points ,3 pounds 

and un Cl ecssesssssansanssssisansnsnnne A 15 

Over3 toh IbSsecsesssesscsccnscncasesnning 0 

Over 510 TIbS.esveses vesssacassscsnscncs 

Over 7to101b8.ceee cosinnnan-vsnssensnsnnss 

To Londonderry, River Herbert, Joggins, Bath, 

Halifax, Dartmouth and intermediate points, 

2 1bs, and Under ..eecs esesssesictiirienes 15 

3 1bs, and under. .ieessavsvsses . 20 

Over 8to 51bs..... . 

Over 5 to 7 lbs... poi pe: 

Over 7Tto 10 1bS..ssesevesasnnseiissannssias 36 

To St. Leonard’s, Edmundston and intermediate 

ints, 2 ibs and under....veeec cereriinsens 

ver 2 lbs and not over 8 1bS.secssscsasiecs. 26 

Over 3nd Not Over H1bS seescesrieeirassees 38 

Over 5nd not over 7 Ib seecansas sesevess 40 

Over Tand not over 10 1bsecss + esvessescsss 50. 

96 Prince Wm., St. E .N. sy + A 

CANADIAN EXPRESE:.50. 
General Express Forwarders, Shipping 

Agents and Custom House Brokers. 

Forward Merchandise, Money and Package§o! 

every description; collect Notes, Drafts, Acco 

and Bills, with goods 0.D.) throughout the¢ 

migion of Ca , the United States and Euro 
pecial Messengers ¥» ay excepted, 

the Grand Trunk, Quebec and Lake St. John, 

bec Central, Canada ontreal and 


