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HOTELS.
j QUEEN HOTEL,

Queen Street, Fredericton, N. B.

Tais HOTEL bu been BEFITTED AND 
PAINTED IN THE MOST ATTRACTIVE 

(STYLE. AN ELEGANT GENTLEMEN’S PAR. 
LOR, OFFICE, and BEAUTIFULLY DECOR
ATED DINING ROOM on Ground Floor: 
PERFECT VENTILATION and SEWERAGE 
throughout; LARGE and AIRY BEDROOMS; 
COMMODIOUS BATH ROOMS and CLOSETS 

on each floor ; and la capable of accommodating 
ONE HUNDRED GUESTS.

It la rapidly growing in popular favor, and la 
to-day one of the LEADING, aa well aa the 
MOST COMFORTABLE HOTELS IN THE DOM
INION.

The Table Is always supplied with every delicacy 
available. The Cooking is highly commended, and 
the Staff of Attendants are ever ready to oblige.

There are two of the largest and most conveniently 
fitted up SAMPLE ROOMS in Canada, having 
street entrancgF*IM) also connecting with Hotel 
Office.

HORSES and CARRIAGES of every style are to 
he had at the LIVERY STABLE of the Proprietor, 
immediately adjaeent to the Hotel.

The -QUEEN” is centrally 1 (mated, directly op
posite to the Steamboat and Gibeon Ferry Landings, 
and within a minute’s walk of the Parliament Build
ings, County Registrar’s Office and Cathedral.

or A FIRST-CLASS BARBER SHOP IN CON
NECTION.

HEALTH FOJR A.3L3L 1

HOLLOWAY’S PILLS MB OfflTMEIIT.
THE PILLS

PURIFY THE BLOOD, correct all Disorders of the Liver, Stomach, Kulneye and 
Bowels, They invigorate and restore to health Debilitated Constitutions, and are invaluable In 

all Complaints incidental to Females of all ages. For Children and the Aged they are priceless.

THE OIZNTTIvIEJXrT
Is an Infallible remedy for Bad Lege, Bad Breasts, Old Wounds, Bores and Ulcers. It j iuuiuUJ u. Uvu 

and Rheumatism. For disorders of the Chest it has no equal.

FOB SORB THROATS, BRONCHITIS, COUGHS, COLTS,
Glandular Swellings, and all Skin Diseases, It has no rival ; and for Contractée and Stiff Joints it sets

like a charm.

Manufactured only at Professor Hollowat'8 Establishment,
78, NEW OXFORD STREET, (late 633, OXFORD STREET). LONDON

an A are sold at lee l£d., 2a. d., is. 6d., Ils., 22s., and 38 s. each Box or Pot and may be had of al 
Medicine Venders throughout the World.

tar Purchasers should look to the label on the Pots and Boxes. If the address is not 
J.io-s.t 533, Oxford Street, London, they are spurious.

Going out of th=.

FURNITURE BUSINESS.
------ M —  —,

a

ALL goods sold at

COST PRICE.

M attrassesand Woven Wire Springs, 
Bedsteads, Single and Double,
Woven Wire Cot Beds,
Children's Cot Beds,
Baby Cribs,
Parlor and Bedroom Suits, 
Lounge; and Washstands,
(hairs of all kinds,
Sewing Machines,
Organs,
Camp Chairs and Camp Beds.

Sale begins

OotoD ?r 14.
Intending Purchasers 
must not be afraid to 
come over on

PHOENIX SQUARE.
Where they will be 
well waited on by Male 
and Female Clerks. 
Business hours from

TEN T° FOUR.
This will be the last 
opportunity for the 
public to purchase any 
of the above goods at 
such
Reduced Prices.

3X©N7V Home

F. DUFFIE, ytoaa..
Phoenix Square, Opposite City Hall.

F. O. Box: 28.

WILLIAM WILSON,
, Attorney-at-Law,

SOLICITOR and CONVEYANCER 

Offices s Carleton St., East Side,

Directly opp. Dr. Ooulthard's office.

Account Collected and Louât Negotiated.

WILLIAM WILSON.

STEAMSHIPS.

H. B. RAINSFOBD,
Barrister, Attorney-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC.

Clerk of the Peace and Division Registrar, 
Real Estate Agent. Doans Negotiated. 
Office : Lower flat of County Court House.

Adjoining the office of the Registrar of deeds. 
Fredericton Nov. 16th, 1891.

GEO. A. HUGHES,
Attorney and Solicitor,

NOTARY, COMYEYAHCER, Sc. 

k°INGi Fredericton, ». B.
r. )

whelplevTbuilding
Opp. Post Office,

QUEEN ST.

ALLAN LINE.
ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS.

Liverpool, Quebec and Montreal 
Service.

From 
Liverpool. 
Sept. 21... 

" 23...
..PARISIAN........

Montreal. 
.... Oct. 7

From 
Quebec. 
Oct. 8

..LAÜRENTIAN.. ... “ 14
Oct. 5... ..NUMIulAN....... ... “ 21 “ 22
“ 12... .SARDINIAN ... ,. “ 28 « 29
•• 19... MONGOLIAN... ...Nov. 4
“ 26.... .PARISIAN......... ... " 11 Nov. 12

Nov. 2......LAURENTIAN.. ... “ Id —
Cabin passage, 845 and upwards ; Second Cabin, 

830 and $35 ; Steerage, 824. Bound trip tickets at 
reduced rates.

Steerage Tickets issued to and from the principal 
points in Great Britain and the Continent at cheap 
rates.

WILLIAM ROSSBOROUGH, 
MASON, 

Plasterer, - and - Bricklayer,
SHORE ST- NEAR GAS WORKS. j

FREDERICTON, N. B.

Jobbing a specialty.

Workmanship first-lass.
Prices satisfactory

BAILliOADS.

Glasgow via Liverpool and St. John's 
to Halifax.

Sailings Fortnightly.

Glasgow, Londonderry,and New York 
Service.

From From
Glasgow. New York.
6 Oof......... STATE OF CALIFORNIA........ 26 <>et.

20 “........ STATE OF NEBRASKA............. 9 Nov.
10 Nov........STATE UF CALIFORNIA......... 30 “

Cabin, $40 to $60 ; Second Cabin, $30; Steerage, 
$24.

For Staterooms, Tickets or further information 
apply to

WM. THOMSON St CO., Agents, 
NT. JOHN JV. B.

Oct. 7

W. E. SEERY,

CANADIAN PACIFIC
RAILWAY

ATLANTIC DIVISION.
TO

BOSTON, &c. 
THE SHORT LINE

TO
MONTREAL, &c.

ARRANGEMENT OF TRAINS

In Effect June 25th 1893.

LEAVE FREDERICTON.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

6.00. A. M.—Express for St. John and intermediate 
points ; Vauceboro, Bangor, Portland, 
Boston, St. Stephen, St. Andrews, Houlton, 
Woodstock, and points North.

6.35 A. M.—Mixed for Woodstock and points North, 
via Gibson branch.

3.25 P. M.—Expre s for Fredericton Junction, St. 
John, etc.

RETURNINB TO FREDERICTON FROM
Bt. John, 6.25, 9.30 a.m., 4.40 p. rn.
Fredericton Junction, 8.10 a.m., 11.35, 6.30 p.m.
Me Adam Junction, 10.10, a. m.
Vance boro, 9.45 a. m.,
fit. Stephen, 7.36.
St. Andrews, 7.10 a. m.

Arriving in Fredericton at 9.10 a. m„ 12.15,4-15, 
7.30 p. m.

Merchant Tailor,

Has Just Received a splendid new 

' stock of

CLOTHS ® TWEEDS.

iXVKQp

<em<&

■X-

i COUGHS, \ 
COLDS,CROU P, 
HOARSENESS,INFLUENZA 

BRONCHITIS/

AND AU THROATANO LUNG TROUBLES.
TAW ’ S0Pfoci# 

PRICE 25 AND 60 GENTS
MANUFACTURED BY

THE HAWKER MEDICINE CO., Ltd.
L. «T. UOHtk M.B, _ _ A

DONT GO

DOWN TOWN

, Without , 
* Calling at *

KITCHEN & SHEA’S
If you are Going to 

Purchase

FURNACES, Stoves, Tin
ware. Royal Diamond 

Stoves 
Tinware

are

Boilers,
Steamers

FINEST 
PLUMBING 

GOODS 
IN THE 

CITY.

the best, 
in Pans, 
Oil Cans, 
Di nner

Cans, Basins, Mixing Pans, 
Plates, Camp Requisites, Acme 
Steam Cookers.

Galvanizsd Iron Cornices and 
Door Caps, a specialty.

KITCHEN & SHEA,
272 QUEEN STREET.

JUST RECEIVED :

-COMPRISING-

Spring Overcoating,

Sailings,

and Trouserings,i
Which he is prepared to MAKE UP 

in the

LATEST AND MOST FASHIONABLE 

STYLES

AT MODERATE i’KICES.

D. McNICOLL, 
Gen. Pass. Agent, 

MONTREAL.

O. B. McPHERBON,
«4«7 Gent Pass. Agent

er. john, n. b.

"W. E_ SEER "Y\
WILMOT’S AVE.

Portland Cement.
50

TO ARRIVE;
Barrels White’s Portland Cement.

JAMES B. NEILL

Anti-Dandruff,
Dodds Kidney Pills,
Dr. James' Nerve beans. 
Orange Quinine & Wine.

Campbell's Quinine &Wine, 
Enos Fruit Salt,
Paines Celery Compound,

California Syrup of Figs, 
Beef, Iron and Wine, 
Quinine, Iron and Wine, 
Cough Balsams-

W. H. GARTEN,
Druggi-t and Apothecary.

COR. QUEEN & CARLETON STS. 

FREDERICTON, N. B.

WESLEY VANWART,
Barrister- 

Office : Queen Street, 
OPPOSITE NORMAL SCHOOL

Fredericton, May 6th, I893.

Ladies,
Mother Green's Taney Fills. Used 
by thousands. Safe, Sure and Always Reli
able. refuse substitutes.
From all Druggists or mailed, free from obser. 
ration, on receipt of $1.00, Sealed particulars,

LANE MEDICINE CO., MONTREAL. CAN

For Sale by ALONZO STAPLES.

SAL HUGGINS PUNISHED.
Whipped and Ducked by Mrs. Minnie’s 

Avengers.

There is a deep hole in the creek which 
flows through the Pine Ridge cranberry 
bog near Cookstown, New Jersey, and on 
one side of it the bank has been trampled 
and torn up. From the bushes near by 
bits of cloth torn from women's dresses 
flutter, and on the further side of the 
stream, a line of footprints, deeply sunken 
in the qpzy mud, leads into the thickest 
of the wjpods. These marks of a struggle 
meant èhat, on last Saturday night, a 
crowd or enraged women from the cran
berry bog, gave to Sal Huggins, the hand
somest, and, if her neighbors may be be- 
lieved, the wickedest woman in the bog 
lands, the first punishment she has re
ceived since her childhood.

For fourteen years, since as a handsome 
blue-eyed girl of fourteen, Sal went “ on 
the bogs,” she has been the terror of the 
law abiding and the pride of the lawless 
element of the cranberry region. For a 
young girl to identify herself with the 
reckless and often vicious crowds that go 
from bog to bog picking the cranberries 
and spending their wages in drunkenness 
and debauchery, means but one thing and 
Sal Foster, that was thén her name, was 
soon as wild as the wildest. Combined 
with unusual beauty she had a quick in
telligence, enough vanity to make her 
wish to better her position, and though 
small and slight, she possessed great 
strength and agility, important factors in 
the bogs, where the resort to physical 
force is the usual method of settling dis
putes among the women as well as the 
men.

So by the time that- Sal was sixteen 
years old, she was the most beautiful girl 
and the most dangerous fighter in the 
region, a veritable queen of the bogs. 
But this wasn't enough for the girl. She 
knew she was beautiful, and she wanted 
the fine clothes to set off her beauty, mon
ey to spend, and horses to drive.

“ I’ll have hundreds some day where 
you have pennies,” she said to her father 
a respectable farmer, when he told her 
that she must either reform or leave his 
house, “ You’D live to see me so rich that 
I can throw money away.”

The handsome vagrant had already laid 
her pians and determined to marry the 
richest man in that part of the state. 
That Jesse Huggins was sixty years old, 
and a confirmed bachelor, made no differ
ence to her. He was worth, it is said, 
$150,000, and owned a fine farm at Cream 
Ridge, and he had shown some interest 
in the wayward beauty. How Sal drew 
the old man on, no one but herself knows 
but one fine day they were quietly mar- 
ried and set up housekeeping. This is 
what Sal says herself, but her acquaint
ances say that she never has been able to 
show a marriage certificate. Be that as it 
may, from the day that she came into his 
house, the ruin of old Jesse Huggins be
gan. He was in complete subjection to 
his girl wife, afraid of arousing her ungov
ernable temper, enslaved by her beauty 
and not daring to protest at her wildest 
freaks. His house became the scene of 
wild carousals, in which Sal’s old friends, 
the cranberry pickers, took part, for she 
still kept-in touch with her old boon com
panions, and every picking season found 
her on the bogs.

She began to drink and dissipated the 
old man’s money in diamonds, fast horses 
and costly dresses. It was no unusual 
thing for her to drive out at night, get a 
half dozen of her friends in the carriage, 
and go galloping from village to village 
all shouting and singing, demanding 
drinks at all the hotels, and breaking in 
if admittance was refused, until she was 
as much dreaded as any western desper
ado at the head of his armed band.

It is village history in Wrightstown, 
how she and five companions, one other 
woman and four men, drove into the 
place one midnight, broke into the hotel, 
and when he came down stairs to remon
strate, threw the proprietor down cellar 
and locked him down ; then sacked the 
bar and carried away all the liquor they 
could find, leaving fifty dollars in gold on 
the bar as payment. No one dared to ap
peal to the law.

“ If any one ever had me arrested,” Sal 
said once, V I’d never rest till I killed him, 
and if I was put away safe, there’s others 
would do the job for me.”

This saying was spread around, and no 
one doubted that Sal meant all she said. 
So beyond frequent complaints to Mr. 
Huggins, who did what he could in repar
ation for his wife’s misdeeds, nothing was 
done. One day Sal came to her husband 
with a demand for a large sum of money. 
He told her that he had’nt the money and 
couldn’t get it unless he sold some of the 
stock or part of the farm. At this she 
flew in a rage.

“ Sell them, then ! ” she exclaimed. 
“ What do you think I married you for, 
you old fool, but for money ? If I don’t 
get what I want tonight, you’ll be sorry 
for it.”

That night two barns on the place were 
burned to the ground. The girl went to 
the old man the next day.

“ Now do I get the money ?" she de
manded insolently.

She got it, and more after it so much 
that the farm was mortgaged, the stock 
sold, and Jesse found himself a pauper. 
He is now living in a little cabin near 
Juliustown, making a scanty living by 
doing a day’s labor here and there. Sal, 
for whose sake he dissipated his fortune, 
deserted him when his money was gone, 
and went to live with a man named Arch
er, of Lemontown. She is now twenty- 
seven years old, and still a handsome 
woman despite years of drink and dissi
pation. Being reduced once more to 
work, she has gone hack to her old work 
of cranberry picking. That is how she 
came to be in Pine Ridge last week.

Sal had just come from the Cranberry 
Hill bog, a mile above, where the over
seer had turned her off for drunkenness, 
so she came down to Pine Ridge and 
went to work with the others. Drinking 
had palled on her for the time. She 
worked hard, and being a skilful picker, 
managed to clear $2.50 to $3 a day. Most 
of the other pickers were colored people 
or Italians, but all of them knew Sal.

Everything went well for a few days. 
Then one night after a hard day’s picking 
a number of the men took their bushel 
tickets, each of which calls for fifty cents, 
and went off into the woods to play seven 
up. Bill Minnie, a colored man who 
lives next to the bog, won nearly all the 
tickets, and when the gamblers returned 
to the pickers cabins, Bill went off in a 
corner and talked with Sal Huggins. 
That night the pair dissappeared. They 
were not back on the following day, and 
Bill's wife, in great distress, went to the 
oldest colored woman among the pickers, 
Mammy Jonas, and laid the case before 
her.

“ You leave it to me,” said Mammy 
Jonas, who is accounted “knowledgesome”

among the negroes. “ I’ll fix her so’s she 
won’t run away with nobody’s man any 
more.” _

That night, Mammy and five other 
colored women went away after their 
day’s work into the woods. They return
ed shortly, hid something in a little hol
low near the stream, and went home to 
bed. Bill and his companion didn’t re
turn that night or the next morning, 
which was Saturday, but that afternoon 
they came back. Bill went to his house, 
Sal to the bog where the others were 
working. She put down her basket near 
Mammy Jonas, but before she could be
gin work, the old woman arose and with 
her own heavy basket brandished above 
her head, exclaimed : “ You picked your 
last cranberry here. You can’t pick any 
more. If you put your hand to it, I’ll 
break my basket over your head.”

The other women had gathered around. 
Sal looked at them and for once was 
cowed.

“ YVhat’s the matter now?” she said, in 
an almost depreciating tone. I’m mind
ing my business. Yon mind yours.”

“You’ve been taking our men away 
from us,” continued Mammy Jonas. 
“You pick no more berries here. If you 
ain’t gone when we’re done pickin’ this 
evening, we'lj whip you out of the bog.”

For answer, Sal threw herself down and 
closed her eyes.

“ I’m going to sleep,” she said calmly. 
“ Go away and don’t bother me.”

The women returned to their work, and 
presently Sal did fall asleep. If she hadn’t 
been asleep she might have seen Mammy 
Jonas and five other women, when the 
day’s work was done, go oyer to the little 
hollow near the stream and take from it 
a number of long, limber hardwood 
sticks, which they had hid their on the 
previous night. When she did awake it 
was to find the six women grouped 
about her, each holding something con
cealed behind her hack. A kick from 
Mammy Jonas’ extensive toe had awak
ened Sal.

“You got your warnin’,” said the old 
colored woman. “ Why did’nt you get 
out?”

The white woman leaped to her feet 
with a snarl like an animal, and, tike an 
animal, she gathered herself to spring as 
she poured out a volume of curses.

“ I won’t go,” she screamed. “ I’ll kill 
the first one of you that dares lay a finger 
on me.”

Mammy Jonas’s hand moved out from 
behind her back. Something flashed 
through the air with a whistling sound, 
and the hardwood withe struck Sal full 
across the face, raising a red wale on her 
cheek. With a yell she leaped at the 
old woman, but five whips whistled, and 
a rain of blows fell upon her, blind
ing her and finally heating her to the 

ground, where she lay face downward, 
sheltering her head as best she could, 
from the pitiless beating.

! Presently Mammy Jonas dragged her 
to her feet

T*Will you go now ?” she asked.
At the question Sal’s old fighting spirit 

came back to her. She leaped at Mam
my’s throat and threw her over back
ward, then, as the other women rushed 
at her, she swept them aside, knocked 
down one who got in her path, and was 
off like a deer across the bog, leaping the 
streams as she came to them. The (col
ored women followed close behind, drop
ping their sticks for stones, which they 
threw at the fugitive. Sal was making 
good running and reached the road at the 
end of the bog well ahead of her pursuers, 
but here she made a mistake, for, instead 
of running up the road, she crossed it, 
jumped down into the hollow on the 
other side, and found herself hemmed in, 
in front and on one side by an almost im
penetrable thicket, and on the other side 
by the deep pool in the creek.

Seeing that she would have no time to 
climb back into the road, she picked up 
two big rocks and stood at bay. When 
the panting pursuers came to the place 
they found Sal, almost exhausted and 
bleeding from a dozen cuts made by the 
cruel whips on her face and neck, but 
dauntless and full of fight, waiting for 
them in the hollow, a few feet from the 
road bridge. They in their turn, waited 
for Mammy Jonas, the brains of the 
party, who had been left in the rear. 
Mammy saw instantly that to jump down 
in the hollow in front of the desperate 
woman, was to risk injury and perhaps 
even death from the rocks which she 
poised.

But Mammy was strategic. She whis
pered a few words to a woman named 
Whiting, who disappeared immediately.

“Come out here Sal, an’ drop them 
pebbles. We ain’t goin’ to hurt you, 
XVe’ll just put you in a wagon an’ send 
you back to Lemontown.”

“ Wouldn’t you like to get me ?” said 
Sal tauntingly."

There was no fear in her aspect now. 
Her eyes blazed with fury and every 
muscle" was tense.

“ Six of you and only me alone,” she 
continued, “ and yon daren’t come down 
after me. You daren’t. You’re cowards. 
Come down and see what I’ve got for 
you. All at once now, for the rocks 
that-----”

She broke off with a shriek as a black 
form leaped upon her, knocking her to 
the ground. The Whiting woman, fol
lowing Mammy’s instructions, had crept 
up on the bridge and jumped down upon 
the enemy. Sal struggled from under her 
and buried her teeth in the other’s 
shoulder. Then she broke away and 
plunged head foremost into the "under
brush. Before she could penetrate the 
barrier, the others had jumped down from 
the road and seized her. They dragged 
her back and one shouted :

“ Throw her into the creek.”
There was a short, fierce struggle on 

the bank, and then Sal was hurled head
long into the water. It was over her 
head but Sal grasped an overhanging 
bush, as she came up, and pulled herself 
back to shore. All her courage was gone 
now, as abject and shivering, she crept 
up the bank.

“ Duck her again,” shouted two or 
three of the women.

“ Don’t,” begged the victim. “Let me 
go. You'll drown me, For God’s sake, 
don’t murder me. I’ll go away. I’ll never 
bother you again. For God’s sake, don’t 
dre n me."

“ ixxik at that,” screamed the Whiting 
woman, showing her wounded shoulder. 
“That’s what you done. I’ll drown you, 
Throw her in again. Kill her.”

There was another rush, and again 
the unfortunate woman was pitched into 
the water. Luckily for her, she was too 
weak to struggle much, and as she came 
to the surface an eddy in the current, car
ried her near the opposite side. Her feet 
touched bottom, she crawled ashore, and 
too weak to stand upright, she crawled on 
hands and knees into the thicket and 
disappeared.

When a Sun reporter went to Pine 
Ridge swamp yesterday, he couldn’t find 
anyone who knew certainly where Sal 
had gone, but the general impression was 
that she was in hiding at Archer’s house 
in Lemontown. She was seen to go in 
there on the morning after the chase, 
having spent the night in the woods, but 
had kept out of sight since. The 1’ine 
Ridgers said it was a good thing some
thing had been done to her. She was 
getting too quarrelsome and meddlesome, 
and it served her right to get taken down. 
“They’ve got a name now for that pool 
near the bridge," said a cranbeiTy picker. 
“ They call it Sal’s Bathtub.” (N. Y. Sun.)

THE RAILWAY HORROR.
Passengers Entangled In a Fiery Fur

nace and Cremated Alive.

Battle Creek, Mich. Oct. 20—The worst 
accident of the year occurred about four 
o’clock this morning in the yards of the 
Chicago and Grand Trunk railway, close 
to the roundhouse, in this city, in which 
at least twenty-five persons lost their 
lives and double as many more were 
badly injured.

A Raymond and Whitcomb special 
train of passengers from New York and 
Boston was returning from Chicago. The 
train was in charge of conductor Scott of 
this city and engineer Wooley, and took 
orders at the station to meet at Nichols 
No. 9, the Pacific express going west, due 
at this station at 1.30 this morning, but 
which was three hours late.

orders disobeyed.

The conductor or engineer, or both, of 
the Raymond special disobeyed orders 
and passed Nichols station and collided 
with the Pacific express coming west at 
the rate of about thirty miles an hour. 
The two engines were driven into each 
other and are total wrecks. The one on 
the express was No. 153, a new Cook en
gine, in use only two weeks.

The engineers and firemen saw that the 
collision was inevitable, shut off steam, 
reversed engines, put on brakes and all 
jumped and escaped without serious in
jury.

The conductor of the Pacific express, 
named Burke, was badly hurt.

ENTOMBED IN A FIERY FURNACE.

When the collision took place the 
second and third day coaches on No. 9, the 
train going west, completely telescoped. 
It was in these cars that the horrible sac
rifice of life took place. The second 
coach cut through the third coach like a 
knife and the roof passed over the heads 
of those sleeping, and the ill-fated pas
sengers were completely entombed in a 
fiery furnace.

TWENTY-FIVE KILLED IN CAR NO. 13.
The engine and baggage car of the 

special were badly wrecked, but the 
coaches being sleepers, and the train 
moving slowl. escaped injury. The pas
sengers in the . >ur coaches were more or 
less injured and in one of them, No. 13, 
called the unlucky coach, it having been 
in several accidents before, there were 
twenty-five dead bodies taken out this 
morning by the firemen. They were 
pinioned under seats and jammed up 
against the end of the coach by the next 
coach, which had» telescoped it, and then 
burned like rats in a trap.

HEADS, ARMS, AND LEGS BURNED OFF.

The accident was a mile from the fire 
station and before the water could be 
turned on the cars they were all burned. 
No one on the Raymond special was in
jured.

The Pacific express was made up of 
thirteen old coaches and four of them 
were completely burned, catching fire 
from the lamps in the cars. The bodies 
were burned so badly as to be unrecog
nizable. Nearly all had their heads, arms 
or legs burned off and cannot he identified 
as yet. '

THE CARS INSTANTLY ABLAZE.

As the second car was driven back 
through the third it swept the people in 
a mass to the north end of the latter ear, 
in the vicinity of the stove, where most of 
the bodies were afterwards found. The 
cars immediately took fire and in an in
stant they were all ablaze. The night 
yardmen and the people living in the 
vicinity were on the scene as soon as pos
sible. ,

One passenger escaped through the 
doorway. Others who escaped smashed 
out the windows and climed through. 
Only three escaped from the left side and 
not more than six from the other side. 
All the rest of the occupants of the second 
coach perished.

IN SIGHT OF THOSE PRESENT.

The most horrible sight was that pre
sented by Mrs. Charles Van Dusen, of 
Fort Plain, N. Y. She succeeded it get
ting half way out of the window, hut her 
legs were fastened, and those who ran to 
her assistance could not release her. She 
was burned to death before their eyes 

‘with one half of her body still hanging 
out of the window. Before death came 
to relieve her sufferings she gave her 
name.

Her husband, Charles Van Dusen, was 
terribly injured, but was taken from the 
wreck alive. He was removed to the 
Nichols Memorial Home, where he died 
at 10 o’clock.

FIREMEN CALLED OUT.

Henry Canfield, one of the night clerks 
of the Chicago and Grand Trunk offices, 
heard the crash and immediately pulled 
the fire alarm box and then telephoned 
the engine house and informed the fire
men of the wreck. The fire department 
responded promptly, but the wreck was 
over a mile away.

The distance of the nearest hydrant 
from the wreck and the difficulty of 
driving the hose wagon between the cars 
and tracks delayed the firemen, and the 
fire had gained considerably when the 
line of hose was finally laid, it taking 
1500 feet to reach the burning cars.

A line of hose was also laid from the 
Grand Trunk waterworks, hut there was 
not pressure enough to throw a stream.

TIIE AWFUL WORK TO RESCUE.

The awful work of rescuing the dead 
and injured was not completed until 9 
o'clock this morning, when the last body 
was taken from the wreck. Sufficient 
stretchers were not to be had and the 
workers nailed boards together, on which 
the charred bodies were laid and carried 
away as fast as they were extricated.

A temporary morgue was made of a 
freight car, in which the disfigured bodies 
were placed in charge of local undertakers. 
So horribly burned and charred are the 
bodies lying in this morgue that it is 
hardly possible their names will ever be 
known.

At 9 o’clock twenty-six dead bodies 
had been taken .out of the ruins of the 
wrecked cars, every bit of clothing being 
burned from the bodies. Every one of 
twenty-five bodies is minus a head, legs 
or arms, which were burned off.

As fast as the charred satchels, valises, 
pocket watches, etc, were secured from 
the debris they were turned over to the 
police officials. It is hoped that some of 
these grim articles will give a clue to the 
identity of some of those who met an 
awful death.

BEGGED TO SAVE IIER BABY.

C. H. Ward, of Brock port, escaped 
through a car window. The seat in front 
of him was occupied by a woman and her 
baby. He managed to pull the woman 
through the window. She begged him to 
save her baby, but the little one was 
fastened beneath the seats and burned to 
death. The poor mother was nearly 
crazed and had to be removed by force.

Ward says the seat in front of the wo
man was occupied by a young man and 
in the seat back from him were two 
young men. None of them escaped.

A FAMILY ESCAPES DEATH.

Ward’s brother, B. S. Ward, came out 
through the roof in some manner, just 
how he cannot tell. He jumped off the 
roof and assisted the Smith family, of 
Fort Plain, N. Y., father, mother and two 
children. All four are more or less seri
ously injured, but miraculously escaped 
death, while all around them passengers 
less fortunate were either killed outright 
or fastened down in the debris and burned 
to death before help could reach them.

BODIES TAKEN OUT IN PIECES.

The bodies taken from the burned cars 
were so badly burned and dismembered 
that some of them had to he taken out in 
pieces. These pieces were placed in 
blankets and baskets and have be :ome so 
mixed that it will never be known to 
whose bodies they belonged.

SHE REJECTS HER ENOCH.

A Nova Scotia Annie Nearly Repeats 
Tennyson’s Romance.

Nestling in a quiet and pretty dell be
tween two parallel ranges of gently sloping 
hills that overlook a wide expanse of sea, 
lies the once busy mining village ofThor- 
burn, N. S., though of recent years it pre
sents a somewhat shabby and antiquated 
appearance. The town is divided into 
two sections, the northern and the south
ern. In the former reside the business 
men and local manager of the coal com
pany. The dwellings of the southern 
section, where the miners domicile, were 
erected by the company, and consist of 
long rows of toy and badly ventilated 
houses, scarcely affording sufficient door- 
room to admit a person of portly stature. 
The town has no railway communication. 
There are no places of amusement. Life 
is a round of monotony. At the north 
end of the town is the union store, with a 
broad ane spacious platform in front where 
men and boys, after a day of weary toil in 
the dusky mine, assemble to talk and 
smoke.

Some days ago this quiet village was 
thrown into a ferment of excitement by a 
romantic occurrence. After a quarter of a 
century a husband returned to the woman 
he had deserted, to find that in his absence 
she had become the wife of another, and 
that she spurned the prodigal.

A WEALTHY FARMER.

The woman is a daughter of Patrick 
Power, who for a time represented in par
liament, the adjoining county Antigonish. 
Mr. Power was a merchant of Antigonish, 
who, through untiring industry and busi
ness integrity, rose to a position of wealth 
and influence. At her father’s death his 
daughter Annie came into possession of 
some property and a considerable portion 
of money. She was a gay and beautiful 
girl, on whom fortune seemed to smile. 
For few was life more promising. Men 
of wealth and position sought her hand in 
marriage, but were rejected. She formed 
an early attachment for a seafaring man 
named Habaldt, and, despite entreaties of 
friends and relatives, wedded him. Ha
baldt is of Dutch descent, was born at 
Marie Joseph, Halifax county, and was 
second officer of a coasting vessel. Beyond 
a handsome face'and robust body, possess
ed few personal attractions.

For two years after their union they 
lived happily together, but the love he for
merly professed gradually grew colder- 
Habaldt fell a victim to intemperance ; 
his conduct became harsh and tyrannical; 
he would extort money under various 
pretences, tc recklessly squander it with 
dissolute companions. When he had suc
ceeded in wresting the last dollar from 
his unfortunate victim he forsook her, 
leaving her to provide for herself and 
helpless babe as best she could. For 
twenty-five long years he was not heard 
from.

MORE MISFORTUNE.

Shortly after he left, her house and all 
its contents were destroyed by fire. Thus 
betrayed and robbed of the means of sub
sistence by a faithless husband, she was 
thrown on an unsympathetic world. She 
left her native town of Thorburn ; went to 
Halifax and secured employment in a pri
vate family, where to maintain herself and 
child she endured the drudgery incident to 
life in a Halifax kitchen. Five years after 
Habaldt’s desertion, occurred the great 
August gale, which strewed the sea with 
wreckage. The ship in which Habaldt 
was known to sail was lost and all the 
crew were supposed to have found a wat
ery grave.

Satisfied that her husband was no more, 
the woman was again free to marry. She 
made the acquaintance of T. Butler, a 
workingman, nearly thirty years her sen
ior, and they were married. Butler is a 
brother ot the late James Butler, one of 
the wealthiest merchants in Halifax, and 
for many years president of the legisla
tive council there. Five years ago they re
moved to Thorburn, where they still 
reside.

But now the supposed-to-be-dead Ha
baldt returns ! He was not received with 
open arnig by the woman he had deserted. 
She upbraided him for his misconduct. 
Notwithstanding his promise to restore 
the money he robbed her of she obdurate
ly refused to recognize him as her lawful 
husband, and bade him begone and drove 
him from her humble house.

To recount Habaldt’s wanderings and 
the many vicissitudes of those twenty-five 
years would exhaust a volume. He thus 
himself tells the story, which sounds some
thing like a sailor’s “yarn,” but he stoutly 
asserts it’s all true.

HIS STORY.

“ I was born in Halifax county and was 
bred to the sea,” he told the correspond
ent. “ My life has been an eventful one. 
I have had many singular adventures and 
hairbreadth escapes. When sixteen years 
old I went as a hand on a fisherman and 
was wrecked off the Salvador coast. Then 
I shipped on an American schooner en
gaged in cod-fishing on the Newfoundland 
banks. By this time I was an experienced 
seaman.

“ I returned to Nova Scotia and married 
Miss Annie Power. Soon after that I be
gan to think of a long voyage, and finally 
took a berth on an English vessel bound 
for Liverpool. We had good weather and 
made a quick passage. Then we went to 
Malta. When off the coast of Sicily a 
storm arose and our vessel was struck by 
lightening and took fire, which at last was 
put under control. Next I shipped on an 
American brig for New York. On the 
New England coast we encounterd the 
great August gale. The vessel was driven 
ashore and went to pieces. Two of us, by 
clinging to a broken spar, reached the 
shore. The others were all drowned in 
the surf.

“ I then decided to give up the sea and 
and try my luck ashore. I worked awhile 
in Boston and New York and saved enough 
money to pay my fare to California, where

I went in o gold mining. I rarely thought 
of my wife home in Nova Scotia.

PROSPERED IN MINING.
“In a short time I was able to purchase 

a claim which turned out to be very rich. 
I sold out for $20,000. Then I took stock 
in a hydraulic mining company. This 
enterprise failed, and I lost $15,000 by the 
investmeht. With the remaining $50001 
purchased a claim but did not work it long 
when I ^Recovered that the mine was 
“ salted.” Disgusted with mining, I went 
to San Francisco and embarked on a ves
sel bound for New Zealand. After twel ve 
days at sea we encountered a terrific gale. 
We were driven out of our reckoning and 
could do nothing but stand before the 
storm. On the third day we found our
selves close to land, to which we were 
rapidly drifting, when within half a mile 
of the shore the vessel struck on the sands. 
The sea broke over her with such force 
that every moment we expected her to go 
to pieces.

“ Our only hope now was the boats. 
One was launched, containing all the crew. 
Soon it was swamped. I was hurled to
ward the shore by a mighty wave and 
thrown upon the beach, the only survivor 
of all on board. Further down the beach 
I found the boat with one oar. Toward 
evening the wind abated. Next morning 
the sea was calm, except a heavy swell. 
The vessel had not gone to pieces.

AFRAID TO EAT.
“ The island I believed to be inhabited 

had no food, except strange looking fruit 
which I feared was poisonous. In the 
distance was another island. On the fol
lowing day I launched the boat and 
started for the wreck. Reaching her, I 
satisfied my hunger. In the cabin I found 
the captain’s rifle and spyglass, which I 
put in the boat. I rigged a sail in the 
boat and took a pair of oars, supply of 
provisions and water and returned to the 
shore. Looking towards the other island 
I saw what seemed to be naked savages 
upon it. The terror of cannibalism made 
me quit the island and take the chances 
of the sea. About half way between the 
island and the wreck I saw a dozen canoes 
manned by savages. In a moment they 
were in hot pursuit and rapidly gaining 
on me. Suddenly a shower of arrows 
came from the nearest boat. They fell 
short. Luckily a brisk breeze sprang up 
and I was soon beyond reach of their ar
rows. Baffled in their attempt to over
take me, they turned their attention to 
the wreck. I could see the savages clam
bering over the rail of the deck. Four 
days later I was picked up by a French 
trading vessel and at last was carried to 
Marseilles, where I took a vessel bound 
for Baltimore.

OUT WEST AGAIN.
“ Subsequently I went out west again 

and began work in the silver mines. But 
the recent crash came, and this spring I 
returned to the east. In Halifax I enquir
ed for my wife of twenty-five years ago 
and was told that she and our son were 
living in Thorburn, Pictou county, and 
that my wife was again married. I dis
credited the story. I was anxious to see 
my boy, who when I left home was an 
infant in his mother’s arms. So I muster
ed up courage and went to Thorburn. To 
my sorrow, I found that she had really 
married again, and that my wife would 
have none of me now, her first and living 
husband. Perhaps I deserve my fete.”

Habaldt’s erstwhile wife is comfortably 
off. She persists in the refusal to have 
anything to do with her wandering first 
husband, who twenty-five years ago de
serted her.

THE DEAD FIELD MARSHAL.

His Obsequies Celebrated Most Elabor
ately In Paris, Sunday.

The obsequies of the late Field Marshal 
MacMahon in Paris, Sunday, were interest
ing, not alone from the elaborate honors 
paid by the French, but from the partici
pation of the representatives of the Ger
man Emperor and the Russian Czar.

The body was brought at 9 o’clock from 
the vault of the church of the Madeleine 
outside of the gallery beneatli the peristyle 
and placed on the catafalque draped with 
the tri-color. The building was draped in 
black. The soldiers guarding the catafal
que were taken from the infantry regi
ment which the Field Marshal command
ed more than a generation ago. The 
mourners arrived slowly.

Army officers were placed at the right 
of the bier and civilians at the left. A few 
judges came in red robes and some ten 
academicians walked in behind them. 
Outside a great crowd watched and wait
ed in the sun, while far down the streets 
stretched motionless, double lines of in
fantry, keeping the way clear for the de
parture of the body from the church. ‘The 
hearse was drawn by six horses. On each 
side were carriages tilled with wreaths.

A carriage was driven up hastily and 
Count Muenster, the German ambassador 
his head uncovered, stepped out, an officer 
of the red hussars followed and behind 
him came two giant officers of the white 
cuirassiers. A landau carrying the Emper
or William’s wreaths was driven to the 
curb. One wreath was of natural violets, 
tea roses and carnations, among which 
hung a silver W. The dropping of a pin 
could have been heard in the Place De La 
Madelein as the Germans mounted the 
steps and walked into the church, saluting 
as they passed the coffin.

General Loizillion. Minister of War, Ad
miral Avelan and Premier Dupuy soon 
after arrived, closely followed by the Field 
Marshal’s two sons. There was no cere
mony at the church. The coffin was placed 
in the hearse. Gen. haussier, commander 
of the troops in Paris, waved his sword 
and the cavalcade began at 11.15 to move 
from the church. The troops presented 
arms and the band of the Republic Guard 
struck the first notes ofSellenick’s funeral 
march.

There seemed to be no end of the carri
ages filled with flowers. The most con- 
spicious of all the exquisite pieces was « 
great wreath of Russian lilies, forget-me- 
nots, violets and hearts-ease, tied with 
blue and white satin ribbons hearing the 
words : “ Imperial Mediterranean Squad
ron.” It was the tribute of Russian visitors 
to the dead soldier. All along the route 
the wreath was the signal for murmurs of 
admiration. The clergy preceded the 
hearse.

At the corners walked Premier Dupuy, 
Admiral Rieunier, Marine Minister Chal- 
lemel Lacour, and President of the Senate 
Loizillion, holding the cords of the pall.

MacMahon’s chesnut charger, saddled 
with crepe, was led beside the hearse. 
Three non-commisioned officers carrying 
on cushions the Field marshal’s decorat
ions, including the black eagle, came next 
and soldiers with flags of the Field Mar
shal’s regiment, followed them. After 
the members of MacMahon’s family came 
General Borious, President Carnot’s re
presentative, the entire corps of diplomatic 
officers of the Russian fleet at Toulon, 
generals of the French army, admirals of 
the French navy and academicians. There 
were few marks of mourning along the 
route of the procession. A lauip post was 
hung with crepe here and there and a flag 
fluttered from a window.

The crowd was enormous. Hundreds of 
thousands tilled the streets up to the mili
tary lines and covered the roofs of houses. 
The hearse arrived at Hotel Des Invalides 
at 12.50. The choir and nave were filled 
with the great men of France and their 
guests. The priest celebrated low mass. 
The band plaved a funeral march and the 
choir chanted requiems. The body was 
taken back to the hearse in the middle of 
the court and Premier Dupuy made a 
funeral oration.

The hearse was taken after the services 
to the Esplando Des Invalides, where 40,- 
000 troops defiled past and saluted. The 
march past occupied nearly two hours. 
At 4.50 the ceremony was over.


