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Breaking 
the Jam. 

S90B2OICI 0OVOTHRE 

Tbe spring drive of logs down the West 
Canads Cre ek, an Adirondack stream, five 

years agu was remarkable for a number of 

unusus! eventr To Fegin with it was 

larger by millions oi cet than any ever 

betore floated down this etresm. It was 
floated in record time, too, for the snow 
went ¢ ff with a rush after the ice bad gome 

out. Cone quently the creek was brim- 
ming, and on this flood-tide came the logs 
by the tens of thoussnds. 
To roll standard logs from the banks 

and to break the jems, there was a geng 

of more than sixty strong, daring men. 

They rode the torrent and fell in a dozen 
times a week, but at last they learned cau- 
tion. 

Bill Kennedy rode s log into Harkell's 
rifts before he knew it one day. A mile 

of white water full of rocks was betore 
him. Kennedy lost bis courage, the more 

completely becuuse bis courage had never 
before failed him. He uttered a wild cry. 
Dan Cunningham saw bis peril, and jump 
ing to a pasting log, pushed out to the 
rescue. It was a wild race, but the ap- 
proach of help steadied Kennedy and en: 
abled lim to keep bis balance. Conning- 
bam, guiding, bis log into the swiftest cur- 

rent, overtook the helpless rafteman, end 
with his pike-pole steered both logs for 
shore. 

There was an eddy just a little way be- 
low, end Cunninghsm, with all bis might, 

shoved Kennedy's log into it. But that 
thrust pusbed his own far out, rolling and 
rocking. Kenvedy was ashore ina mom- 
ent, but betore Cunningham could recover 
bis bulance the log be rode Lit a rock jone 
end flew up, and the rescuer was thrown 
twenty feet into the air. He ceme down 
head first on a froth-covered rock and dis- 
appeared. It was dark beiore the body 
was recovered. After that the men took 
the long wey round. even at dinner time. 
No msn is a raftsman unless be can ride 

a log. So, in a lumbering country every 
riverside boy learns the kmack on creek 
still waters. Itis a good thing to know 
how to do. It means a good job when one 
rows up, and may be the saving of a lite 
sices. 
Among the rest of the boys at Wilmurt, 

Will Conway, sixteen years old that spring, 
was renouned. He knew the creek, the 
places where the deer croesed it, the brocks 
that the minks followed and the pools the 
trout lurked in. But he wasn’t satisfied 
with the money he earned selling trout snd 
trapping mink. He wanted to make daily 
wages hike a man. So he went to George 
Koch, the boss driver, and ssked to go 
with his geng ; but Koch told the lad be 
wesn’t big encugh yet to handle a cant 
hook. 

It was a besvy disappointment to Will. 
It hurt his pride; vesides, the family 
needed the money. But as argument wae 
of no avail, Will was a mere spectator on 
the bark just above Mad Tom's Gorge 
when the driving crew arrived there ons 
Saturday morning. 

That was the best place on the creek to 
see the drive. A big boulder had come 
out of the veep water above the gorge and 
lodged there in midstresm at the brink of 
the tumult, its broad, ugly head two feet 
above the surface level. Against it logs 
were banging every minute, making the 
worst jam of the eeazon, It was already 
two huadred yards long. 
The mere fact that it was a big jam waxes 

scmethieg, but that wes not all. Whoever 

broke this j»m must surely go through the 
gorge—a third of a mile of toe wildest 
lunging water, where the flood piles up 
rst sgainst one rock ledge, then sgainet 

the other, and-finzlly ghdes into the foam- 
ing tumble at the bead of Mad Tom’s pool, 
in which men have disappeared. 

Haskell's rifts, broad, opem and com- 
aratively shallow, bad cost Cumminghsam 
18 ite. Here was water ten told worse. 
At mght of the jam sbove it the men hesit- 
ated and shook their heads. They ate 
their lunch of cheese, bread, canned beet 
and ccflee. Some hoped the water would 
rite and lift the jam over the boulder; they 
pointed out that the stream was just then. 
rising a bir, tor it was higher in the cen 
tre tuan at the sides. At any rate, a lit 
tle celay would do no harm. 

At the head of the jam the water sucked 

and boiled, with Little whirlpools civing 1 
to one another. One both sides it raced 
wide, bleck and smooth, gurgling along 

the edges as it drew bits of ice and sticks 
under the ends of the logs. Where the 

water was divided snd its bed narrowed, 
the current ran swifter and swilter till, at 
the entrance st the gorge, the water was 

lined and the tozm stretched eut, and even 

the bubbles were oblong, slanted back by 
the wind or whisk.d off the surface into 
shining, evanescent threads. Under such 
conditions, —with water sucking aud boil- 

ing,—no man in the crew volunteered to 
£0 to the jam. Ass watter of business 
tbe boss offered twenty five dollars to the 
ons who would ry. 

There never was a log jam that river 
drivers wouldn't break sooner or latter, no 

matter how high or rough the water, but 
in this case thu men wanted time to think. 

And that was 8 boy's opportunity. 
Will Couway’s tather had been a noted 

jam bresker, snd men of the crew who 

knew the boy relieved their uneasy feelings 

by joking with him & bit. 
‘Why, Billy,” they said, ‘your dad would 

have been out there hours ago if he were 

here. He wasn’t afraid of th gorge. Huh, 
1 should ssy not! I seen him the time he 

went through it—the only one as ever did 
it alive, I reckon, though scme eay they 
have. Them days they used to break 

jams with a cant-book and ax, ‘stead of 

gyvamite There was a jam just like 
this one. You'd ought to have seen it, 
the way he rode the first log, stiddy as a 
wagon, and he saved bis ax, too. Pity 
ther’ ain't no such men alive nowadays!’ 

To this bantering narrative Will listen- 

pr a——— Ey m—— op 

ed without undue gravity, but aiter awhile 
unobserved by any one, he opened the 
cheese-box in which were the dynamite and 
fuse used by the floaters to blast jams and 
dangerous rocks. He put four sticks of 
tbe stuff into his hip pockets, and a length 
of fuse into bis blouse. 
Then he went up the creek round the 

bend to his house and took a emall corked 
bottle full ot dry matches. The old pike- 
pole his father had used was under the 
eaves of the wood shed. He threw it over 
his thoulder and started for the ereek. 
He was soon float op a little log that 

was easy to guide, and he worked bis way 
to the middle of the stream, dodging or 
tending off other logs. He watcbed the 
current ahead to see that an unexpected 
drift did not cerry him out of his course; 
he stood with bis knees slightly bent ard 
his hesd forward, and the quarter-inch 
epikes in the soles of bis shoes gripped the 
log till it splintered. 
Aberd of him was the jam, with logs hit- 

ting it every minute. Some of them dived 
cut of sight instantly. Others slued round 
sidewite and climbed the back of the jam. 
Tte whole bead of the jam was rolling, 
twisting and heaving ; there could dly 
be a more dangerous place for a man’s 
egs. 
To mise those rolling logs and yet find a 
landing was Will's hope. To go too far 
down would be to risk the pitch into the 
gorge and the probability of being carried 
pest tke jam. But as be plunged into a 
drift of logs and was unable to steer out of 
it in time, he had to take biz chances as 
they came. 
There wast’t reslly any great choice in 

the matter. It would be a leap for life. 
snyhow, wherever the log struck, and it 
might as well be a big leap us a littie one. 

Will was within a lundred feet of the 
jam before apy one ssw him. Then a rmall 
poy thouted, ‘There’s Will Conway ou a 
log!’ 
A bundred men, and as many women 

ard children, looked in time to sce Will 
poise himselt for the leap se bis log sp- 
proacbed the jem. Instead oi holding the 
pole for a mere balance as he bad been 
doing, he turned it parallel to Lis log and 
stooped for a vsuliing jump. 
Log after log struck, each with a beavy 

musical thump—a halt dozen of them. 
Suddenly Wil crouched, dropped his 
shoulder, struck tbe iron pont home in a 
log, and then sprang forward and up—up, 
while the log he had just leit plunged 
down into the vortex. 
He struck fairly on his feet and ram 

lightly over the uneasy logs to the motion- 
less ones. Then the crowd on shore tossed 
its arms and cheered. The first and least 
ot the dangers was overcome. 
Will walked down the jam, stepping 

from log to log, taking his time all the 
way. ‘The crush at the boulder was very 
great. He looked the tangie over; some 
of the logs tsirly stood on end, others 
were piled crosswise and lengthwise. A 
big cme, its back splintercd,—almost 
broken,—was evidently the key. As it 
lay broadeide to the current, the water 
poured over it six inches deep at one end. 

T'ue other logs were thrust over and un- 
der it, and were lodged against the bould 
er. Just below the key log, iu the water 
beside the boulder, was the piace tor the 
dynamite, so Wil decided atter the ¢xam- 
ination. Then ho went to work 

While the crowd on shore looked on, 
wondering what be would do next, not 
knowing that he bad dynamite, Will moved 
bis pike slong the jsm, and found a 
straight Spruce saphog, eight feet long 
sud bare of bark, which somes lumbermen 
up at the log dump bad used ae handspike 
He carried this to the key log, and 

kneeling down, tied the dynswite sticke, 
one by one to his eapling, lsshing them 
tast with a stout string, as he had seem the 
men do. Then he tzstened the fuee and 
ran it slong thelstick steadying it by twine. 
This took only a lew minutes— breathless 
ones to the onlookers. 
Then Will examined the logs again, to 

be sure that he would put the charge in 
the right place. When Boss Koch saw 

him doing that, he said: ‘The coolest 
chicken 1 ever see !’ 
At last the sapling was shoved home, the 

dynamite was three feet under water and 
the end of the use was nearly a toot above 
the surtace. Then Will stcod up and 
locked into the gorge below. 
‘He knew how the water ran there, for 

he had lived within a mule of it all bis lite. 
The story of his father’s ride was not a 
pew one ; indeed, his father had pointed 
out to him the black streak cof navigable 
water he bad followed on that memor- 
able drive of years sgo. 

Will could see the streak for a short 
distance along the right bank ot the gorge 
To the left the logs that missed the jam 
were lifting their noses against the ledge 
and tumbling over backward. 

Will pulled his beit » bole tighter, and 
drew his trouser-legs out of his stocking- 
tops; if he had to swim for it there 
wouldn't be bsgs of water on each leg 
drawing him under. He glanced back and 
saw where the pike pole was. Then he 

took a match from the bottle and struck it 
on a pit of ¢ry log. The flame sputtered 
into the fuse, and Will, grasping his pike, 
ran ior the head of the jam, where the logs 

were thumpicg and rolling. 
In the dnys when jams were broken with 

cant-hooks and axes, the floaters always 
tried to keep abead ot the rush of logs lest 

they be crushed among them; but iu these 

days of high explosives one must take 
one's chances at the other end; and this 
is not the safest place, when all the loge 
are moving and grinding together. 
The fuse was long and burned slowly. 

Will was at the head of the jam long be- 

fore the explosion came. He wailed with 
the pike-pole balancing 
The onlookers stood on tiptoe. The 

roar in the gorge was not quieting {o any 

one’s nerves, but at last a dozen logs were 
lifted into the air, splintered and broken, 
aod the boulder disappeared in smoke and 

spray. 
There was not so much noise as one 

might think; just a sound that travelled 
low down, but a long distance. 

A fitty oot dome of gray spray, speck- 
led with e black sticks and yellow 
ng ten teet long. flashed up, and 
then Will Conway poised for a lite ard 
death struggle. ; 
The jam quivered from end to end. It 

broke to pieces in great masses. Some 
logs came jutiing up out of the black 
water ; hundreds plunged in mighty splash- 
ing. Ali were tossed and pitched. 

n a moment Will was stepping and 
jumping from log to log, runing toward 
the gorge. Once he fell, and the crowd 
gasped ; but agile of body and cool of 
mind, he sprang to his feet again with 
only a shoe wet. 
As be whisked into the gorge, one voice 

alone was raised. Boss Koch shouted: 
‘Good boy ! Keep your nerve I’ 

Will lifted a band in reply, and was then 
whirled out of sight. 

Till this time hardly any one had stirred, 
but now everybody turned and ran for the 
road. Koch and bis drivers leading. They 
raced over little patches of smow, through 
a brook waist deep with black water, ard 
broke down a dozen lengths of fence get- 
ting over it into the highway. The river 
men were dressed in flannels of bright 
colors, blue, red, checkered and plsid 
bicuse waists, and mackinaw trousers of 
all shades and hues. On them the sun 
shone with extraordinary effect as they 
sprung out along the road, the best run 
ners leading and the women bringing up 
the resr, zll headed tor Mad Tom’s pool, 
where the gorge ended. 
Down the gorge, below the first turn, 

the right back is worn cut and bangs far 
over the quick water. The turn isa grad- 
ual one, and the logs, once clear of the 

litting wave above, swing round to the left 
agsin, end on, #nd slong the side cf a huge 
molssses like roll. 
On the epposite ride is a fierce eddy, 

in which logs dence on end and are split 
in two by tbe crush. The rocks on either 
side are bung with moes wet by a cold, 
thick spray, Jashed up by the wind. Lere 
Will tound himself drawing toward the 
grinding mass in the eddy. 
He was too far to the left. Quick as 

theught he jumped to a swifter log higher 
up the roll, then to one beyond, and on to 
a third, clear of the eddy by a yard. 
Not time to thick of it though, tor ahead 

was business quite as cangerous—perbaps 
the worst of all. 
The gorge narrows below the second 

turn, and the water. crowded into it, foams 
so bigh on both sides as almost to curl 
over. Down the center runs the black 
streak. Will got into that, and the white 
water was higher than his head on each 
side. He shot forward with increasing 
speed. He saw one log three feet in 
diameter strike a ledge, to be burled end 
over end through the air. 
As the spray lifted, he saw shead the 

bleck level of Mad Tom’s pool, where 
there was safe'y. 

But betores thet the water gushed out 
suddenly fen-like, until rollers ten teet high 
tock up the speed, and only a greasy little 
trough lay down the center. 
Once more Will saw that he wae off bis 

course, headed too much for the waves. 
Amcng them be could do nothing; he 
would be tossed ss from a catapult 
He jumped agsin. The log aived, and 

hs had to go to one beyond. For a mo- 
ment he bung, almost toppling, but he got 
his balance again, none too soon. 
Ten seconds of awtal rear followed. His 

pika pole, which be held as a rope walker 
holds his balancing pole, was in the foam 
at voth ends. Up and down on short, 
solid three foot waves went his log, ana 
through some sott, focmy ones. 
A water soaked log came lurching at 

him, but tell short. Another plunged 
scroas, just shead of him. It seemed as 
it the woole jam was there, waiting for 
bim 
The next instamt the tumble of w.ter 

was left behind, The current became 
broad and level; its dancing was over for 
a while. The logs, after a bit of teetering 
ceased their plunging, and floated om with 
rigid dignity. Will quickly pulled himself 
to shore and started up the road with bis 
pike over his shoulder, heating the spray 
drops off his woolan cap. 
He was met by a whooping crowd of 

raitsmer, crying women and screaming 
boys, who all talked at once. 
A few minutes later the drivers hurried 

away down stream, and Will accompanied 
them. He was to have a man’s wages for 
handling the dynamite at jams too big for 
cant hook work. 
Of course somebody went back to tell 

Will's mother what had become of him: 
in fact, they've been telling her ever since 
greatly to her satisfaction. 

Catsrrh Assurance, 

That's what you want. This is how you 
get it. Souffs won't give it to you, neither 
will ointments or washes, they simply reach 
the door of the disease. Catarrhczone un- 
like all these reaches the very root, and 
the branches csunot escape its power. It 
is bound to cure for itis carried by the air 
you breathe ; now isn’t this common sense. 
Heere’s proof for vou: Mr. C. M. Raney 
writes Sept, 1900: *‘I feel assured there 
is only one treatment for Catarrh and that 
is Catarrbezone.” Catarrbozone is plessant 
—ucts (uickly—cures absclutely—money 
back if you don’t find it eo. Druggists sell 
it at $1 00 or direct by mail from N. C. 
orev & Co., Kingston, Ont., Hartford, 
ono. 

The Pace That Killa. 

‘I was readin’ the other day,” began the 

genial farmer, as he seated himself com- 

fortably in the cffice of the Bassword Cor- 

nors Hustler, ‘an article on metropolitan 
journalism. The writer says that there 1s 
such an intense strain on everybody con: 
nected with it that they all get old before 

they're forty. There 1s so much hurry, 

activity and bard work, you know. And I 

suppose that is a characteristic of running 
a newspaper anywhere.’ 

‘You're right, Mister Reubenjay,’ re- 

plied the successful editor. ‘We are com 

pelled to do prodigious tasks in the briefest 
possible time. Now, only yesterday I 

bad to change two double column ads., 
write one obituary and two wedding notices 

and carry two cords of stove wood up- 

stairs !’ 

Dope «0 Death, 

It is 8 modern notion that fancy work is 
an invection of the evil one for keeping 

the foolish from applying their bearts to 
golf, yet the young ladies of lorg ago, who 

held to samplers and mourning pieces of 

an afternoon with a fervor better imagined 

than experienced, sometimes had their be- 

liet in its utility rudely dieturbed. 

An anecdote in some reminiscences of 

Mrs. Anne Jesn Lyman, a prominent New 

England woman and a contemporary of 
Mrs. Lydia Maria Child, records what may 

be considered a standing epitaph tor fancy 

work. 

When Mrs. Lyman was Miss Robbins, 

and s very charming young lady, she went 

to viait some friends of hers in Hingham. 

A youog man, calling on the ladies one 

day, found them busy embroidering mourn- 

ing pieces in which tall women in short 

waists and long skirts stood weeping by a 

monument. They begged for « motto for 

their pieces, and instantly got tbis bit of 

wit : 

In useless labors all their hours are spent, 

They murder Time, then work his morument. 

Up prevaricated Proverbs, 

How many of us do God’s werk by the 

day and the devil's jobs by the piece. 

Smoke from the industrial chimney nev- 

er clonds the bright star ot hope. 
A msn who acted as treasurer seldom 

has a wife who is a treasure. 

A woman can do more than she thirks 

she can. 

Birds, banks and beans are known by 

their notes. 

You'd be surprised it you usad Magnetic 
Dyes to see what eplendid results can be 
obtained, with slight effort and at & cost of 
ten cents. 

BO FIN. 

Digby, Dec, 30, to the wite of Capt. Trask, a son. 

Queens, Dee. 14, to the wife of C, McLean, a son. 
Annspois, Lec. 25, t) the wife off T. S8miih, a son. 

Amberst, D-c, 31, t) the wite of I. Rowers, a sor. 

Shelburne, Dec, 28, to the wite of T, White, a sou. 

Digby, Jar. 1, io the wile of Daniel Dillop, a sor, 

Digby, Dec. 23, to the wie of & Klackford, a son, 

PU Duc. 28, to the wife of F. Waguer, a daugh- 
er. 

Queens, Dec, 12, to the wife of D, Emith, a dsugh- 
ter. 

~~ Dec. 23, to the wiie of H. Porter, a daugh- 
er. 

Hilo, Dec, 12, to the wife of Fred Haley, a daugh 
ter. 

Char.ottetown, Jan, 1, to the wile of Dr. Dickey, a 
SOL. 

Brooklyo, Dec. 21, to the wife of Rev R, Carter, a 
son. 

Yarmouth, Dec, 28, to the wife of F, Weddletos, a 
800, 

Yarmouth, Dec, 27, to the wife of Isaac Nickerson, 
# »00. 

Little Cascspedia, Jau. 1, to the wife of J. Starrak, 
& son, 

Herring Cove, Jan, 3, to the wife of Francis Thomas 
a Son. 

Middletor, Dec. 28, to the wife of W. Pineo, a 
dauchter, 

Weymon'h, Dec, 27, to the wife of BE. Nickerson, a 
dangheer, 

Aldersvilie, Nov, 24, to the wife of M, Turbitt, a 
daugtter. 

Selwood, Dec, 30, to the wife ol Alfred Lake, & 
daughter. 

Mount Densor, Dec. 26, to the wife of Capt. Smith, 
& daughter, 

Bishopville, Dec, 29, to the wife of Arthur Vaughan’ 
a dsug hter. 

Campbellion, Dec. 31, te the wife of W. Chandler, 
a daughier, 

New Westminister, Jan. 3, to the wifeof W. Edge- 
combe, & son. 

New Rost Road, Dec, 23, to the wife of H. Locke 
kart, a daughter. 

vr i 

BAA RRIERIFIID. 
Canning, N 8, Dec 25, bawucl Kerr to Julia Mc- 

Donald. 

Chester, Dec 24,by Rev A M Bent, Elias E Walker 
to Blanche Zinck. 

Truro, Dec 26, by Rev AB McLeod, John Gordon 
to Mary J McKay. . 

Hautes, Jan 1, by Rev R B Mack,Rolacd M Hilchey 
to Marion Hamilton. 

Milferd, Dec 24, by Rev A B Dickie, Jcha Conley 
to Mary Young Isnor, 

Lower Stewicke, Dec 25, by Rev F 8 Coffin, D 
F Burris to J J Fulion. 

Truro, Dec 24, bv Rev P M MacDonald, Edward 
Lively to Annie Starrstt, 

St John, Dec 26, by Rev & O Gates, Harry Demp 
sey to Josephine Dakin, 

Guysboro, Jan 1, by Rev Selley Jefterson, Eva 
Parks to Charles Jeukins. 

Springhill, Dec 19, by Rev J M Brancroft, Thomas 
Merritt to Doilie Welsh. 

Andover, Dec 25, by Rev R W Demmings, Adam 
Briggs to Minnie Sisson. 

Lockport, Dec 27, by Rev Geo F Day, John D B 
Perry to Janie Harding. 

Pictou, Dec 26, by Rev E H Ball, Thomas William 
Suelly to Annie Powell, 

Truro, Dec 24, by Rev P M MacDonald Lewis & 
McLellan to Ada Candle, 

Yarmouth Dec 27 by Rev R D Bambrick, William 
Lawrence to Desire Muree. 

Pictou, Dec 29, by Rev E 8 Rattie, John D Mce 
Laren to Jessie A Chisholm. 

Luneuburg® Dec 27, by Rev Mr Bowers, Stanley 
Joudrey to Margaret Bruhm. 

New Germany, Bec 23, by Rev W M Weaver, 
Lemuel Silver to Lily Silver 

Lunenburg, Dec 24, by Rev J W Crawford, £amuel 
W Leach to Martha Zwicker. 

Dartmouth, Dec 31, by Rev J H Davis, J Frank 
Boutilier to Mary J Wilson. 

Amberst, Dec 22, by Rev J A Cresswell, John W 
Harnett to Mabel A Points. 

Lalu Island, B C, Dec 10, by Rev J H Logan, John 
A Fuiton to Mabel Stewart. 

Elgin, Dec 25, by Rev Joseph Crandall, Elias Ban- 
nister to Matilda Deoutbwright, 

North Sydney, Dec 26, »y Rev D Drummond, And 
rew. Irvine to Isabell McNeil. 

New Glasgow, Dec 20, by Rev BR Cumming, Ed 
ward Graham to Mrs J H Fraser. 

Pugwssh River, Dee 26, by Rev C H Haverstock, 
Carrie J Eston to Mack Chestzut, 

Sussex, Jan 1, by Rev W Camp, Frederick Wil 
liam Ncdweli to Jennie Wheipley. 

Ne» Ross Road, Dec 26, by Rev Mr Whitman, M 
Wiasie Ys1khouse to Hallie Jones, 

Lond nderry Station, Dec 25. hy Rev D C Ross, 
Owrn M Graves 10 Sars E Lindsay. 

Hants, Jar 2, by Rev R ©" Armstrong, William E 
Lag:am to Ethel Blanche Williams. 

Vietoris, N 8, Dic 27, ty Rev J D McFarlene, 
Daniel McLean to Auuie C Ingraham, 

Beverly, Mass Nov 28, by Rev Hebert Judson, 
samen H Macdousld to Agnes Wiseman. 

Harrisville, N RB, Dec 25, by Rev J Eastbourne: 

cent. 

—— 

IDF. 

Halitax, Jun. 1, Dr, Farrell, 55. 

St, soun, Jan, 2, Louise Marshall, 67. 

Petersvilie, Dic. 31, Jane Morgan, 38, 

Colchester, Dec. 31, Mary Clarke, 92, 
Truro, Dec. 24, Mrs J L, Williams, 23. 

New Glasgow, Dec, 381, H. Wright, 77. 

Hampton, Dec. 30, Charles D:xon, 67, 
Portege, Dec, 28, Susan Kinnear, 86. 

St. Andrews, Dec. 24, Eddie Griffin, 18, 

Cedar Camp, Dec. 256, Andrew Kyle, 19. 

Hslitax, Jun, 4, El:.zabeth McAlpine, 85. 

Charlottetown, Dec. 30, Mrs Robertson, 

R:chmoud, Dec, 28, Thomas Kennedy, 70. 

Norwn, Dec. 20, Aan Rebe cca 8ecord, 68, 

Northville, Dec, 27, Andrew Bentley, 89 

Vernon River, Dec. 81, Samuel Wood, 60. 

Charlottetowr, Dec. 31, Fannie Gregory, 61. 

Gay's River, Dec. 18, Mrs William Scott, 26, 

Great Village, Dec, 26, Mrs Kate Layton, 75, 

Roseneath, Dec, 17, Jamos R, Macdoosld, 88. 

Montague, Jan. 3, Miss Fiorcnce Edmunds, 20, 

Bummervilie, Dec. 30, Captain mewsrd Mosher. 

Lissonville, Dec, 23, James H. McFarland, 17. 

North River, Dec. 31, Catuerine Macdonsld, 70, 7 

Tracy Mills, Dec. 28, Alexander H, Kennedv, 80, 

Truro, Jan 3, Bianche, wite of Edward Johnson, 21. 

Amesbury, dass,, Dec 13, D.vid P. O'Donnell, 41. 

an Mass., Dec. 30, Mrs Martha Jane Moore, 

oe dan, 2, Rachel, wie of George Wclsman, 

Wo Kings, Dec. 20, widow of Wm. Gridley, 

J oT Plair, Mass., Dec. 23, Laura E. Hopkins, 

St. Joba, Jan, 2, Sarah Jane, wife of Nathaniel Pea- 
cock, 65. 

Aldersville, Dec. 6, Frank, sonof M., and Emma 
Curb, 2. 

Narmouth, Dec. 23, Deborah, 
Murphy, 21. 

Hali'ax, Jan. 4. Ann, widow of the late Neil Mc- 
Lwughlan, 83. 

New Glasgow, Dec. 30, Agnes A,, wife of Harr 
D. Redpath, ete v ’ v 

Coverdale, A, Co., Dec. 31, Willlem M.,, son of 
Jobn soper. 20. 

Marzaretville, Dec. 16, infavt son of Mr and Mrs 
Colin MacLeso. 

Yarmouth, Nov. 27, Katie, daughter of Oscar and 
Mary Sweeuey, 5. 

Coarlo tetowr, Dec. 26, Marie A. child of M. A. 
aud Auvnie Barron. 

No:th sydeey, Dec. 20. Horace C,, son of James 
and Mirnme Lovels, 21, 

Amherst, Dec. 26, Fraucie Lorne, son of Mr. and 
Mrs M J dwmiri-ou, 1 year. 

Yarmouth, Jan. 3, Avnie A., dsuzhter of Mr and 
Sars Jesse triecn, 4 mouaths, 

wife of David 

2 SUFFERING OMENE 
My treatment will cure prompt- 

2A A ") ly and permanently all diseases § 
gon fy "2 peculiar to women such as, dis- fiz 
MED Pd placements, inflammations. la- jg 
: 18 cerations & ulceration of womb, 

painful suppressed and irregular i 
‘ A) menstruation and leucorrhaca wo 

Full particuiars, testimonials } 
WRITE from grateful women and endors- 

FOR FREE ations of prominent physicians Bf 
BOOK. sent on application, fe. 

ulia C. Richard, P.O. Box 996, Montreal fis. 

RAILROALN, 

CANADIAN 

Tourist Sleepers. 
MONTREAL 
"Sa 

PACIFIC COAST, 
EVERY THURSDAY. 

For full particulars as te passage ratas and train 
torvice to Canadian Northwest, BSritisa Cclumbia, 
Oregon and 

CALIFORNIA. 

Aliso for maps ard pawplets descriptive of journ. 
revs etc , write to D.P. A., C, P. R,, St.John, N. 

Free Farms: Canadian Northwest 
For each adult over 18 years of age. Send for 

pamplets. 
A.J. HEATH. 
D.P. A, C, PR. 

St. John, N. B. 

[ntercolonial Railway 
On and after MONDAY Nov. 26:h, 1900, trains 

will ran daily (Sundays excepted) as follows i— 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN 
Express for Point du Chene, C b: 
and Halifax..... 2! Pec. go vip NA EN Ta I 

Express for Halifax and Picion*+*++-..... 100, 1216 
Express 10r BusseX. « cescevesseessssns eiesse:16.40 
Express for Quebec and Montreal...coeeve.,..17.08 
Accommodation jor Halifax and Sydney, ......22.1) 

A sleeping car will be attached to the train 
leaving St. John at 17.05 o’clock for Quebec and 
Moxstreal. Passengers transfer at Moncton. 

A sleeping car will be attached to the train 
leaving St. John at 22.10 o'clock for Halifax. 
Vestibule, Dining and Sleeping cars on the 

Quebec and Montreal express. 

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN 
Express from SusseX.ceeeesssoes stessssssnses.. 830 
Express from Quebee and Montreal...ev.e...12.40 
Express from Halifax, Pictou and Point du 1 
LEE EE EE EE EEE RN TENN JR apa. doe Bl y 

Express from Halitax aud Campbellton. vee, 19,16 
Accommodation from Pt. du Chene and Moncton 
*Daily, except Monday, EERE] SPasrsnnirnnnay, 

All trains are run by Eastern Standard time 
Twenty-four hours on, 

D. POTTINGER, 
Gen. Manager| 

7 King Street St. Joba, N. By 

Brown Alexander McKinnon te Annie I Viar- 
{ 1 

0 

: 


